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4 MG.The sports car
| America loved first.

Right-hand drive, sweeping fenders,
folding windscreen, cut-down doors
and 19-inch wire wheels.

Room enough for two. And fun
enough to breed a generation of
sports car enthusiasts.

That was the MG-TC. Behind its
wheel, thousands of Americans first
discovered the joy of downshifting
through a curve and the quickness of
sports car handling.

Today that car has evolved to the
MGB. Still pure sports car. Still most
at home on twisting ribbons of almost
forgolten scenic route where cars go
to be driven, not scorched off the line
in a brute display of acceleration.

As Motor Trend reported in
October, '711—

“You can find them any day on
any piece of twisting pike.. .leaving
the bigger ‘now’ cars in their wake."

Yet today's MGB is equally at
home on six-lane expressway. With
direct rack-and-pinion steering,
10.5-inch front disc brakes, race-

seasoned suspension, 4-speed
close-ratio gearbox and a high
performance 1798 c.c. overhead valve
engine—all the world is its road.

Even in the fiercely competitive
world of racing, MGB excels in its
class. It's the reigning SCCA National
Champion in E Production.

MGB also sports reclining bucket
seats, full carpeting, leather wrapped
steering wheel, oil cooler and full
sports car instrumentation including
tachometer and trip odometer.

What about you? Do you want to
discover or re-discover the sheer joy
of sports motoring?

If so, scour the want ads for a
vintage MG-TC. Or see an MGB at
your MG dealer.

For his name and for information
about overseas delivery, dial (800)
631-1972. In New Jersey, dial (800)
962-2803. Calls are toll free.

BRITISH LEYLAND MOTORS INC.. LEONIA, N.J. 07605



The phone company wants
more operators like Rick Wehmhoefer.

Rick Wehmhoefer of Denver,
Colorado, is one of several hundred male
telephone operators in the Bell System.

Currently, Rick is a directory
assistance operator. “So far, my job
has been pleasant and worthwhile} he
says. “l enjoy assisting people’

We have men like Rick in a lot of
different telephone jobs. Both men and
women work as Bell System mechanics,
truck drivers, installers and engineers.

We want the men and women of the
telephone company to do whatthey want
to do, and do best.

Today, when openings exist, local
Bell Companies are offering applicants
and present employees some jobs they
may never have thought about before.

e Q We want to help all advance to the best
— - of their abilities.

R AT&T and your local Bell Company
N are equal opportunity employers.




PLAYBII.I. “SO MENTION my name in

Shebovgan, [ And il vou
cver get in a jam, [ Just mention my name, 1
said mention my name, [ But please don't well
‘em where I am.” Those lines, you may be
old enough 1o remember, are from one of
1917's big hit songs; and Richard Rhodes,
author ol this month's Sex and Sin in Sheboy-
gan, was amazed to discover their apuness
today. This small Wisconsin city actually en-
forces ns amediluvian sex laws, and Rhodes’s
article painstakingly re-creates the nagedy of
a man busted there lor cohabitation. Rhodes
is mow in Kansas, where he's writing a film-
script about the Osage River and rescarching
a Time-Life book on the Missour: Ozarks.

Institutional hypocrisy—in this case, that
ol corporate lawbreakers who rob from the
poor and give to the rich—is also a domi-
nant motif in Swindling & Knavery, Inc., by
U. 5. Senator Philip A. Hart. I's hardly a
new concern for the Michigan Democrat,
who chairs Senate subcommittees on monop-
olies and the environment and has led inves-
tigations into the prices of drugs, funcrals,
schoolbooks and auto insurance and repairs.
The phony values rampant in the corpora-
tion (and in Sheboygan) are also indigenous
to the Manhattan milicu described in Her-
bert Gold's evocation ol the literary Filties,
In the Community of Girls and the Com-
merce of Culture; but in this case, the pro-
tagonist bends them to his own advantage.
Like Gold’s rravsoy picce Crazy Rids Cross
the Ocean (December 1971), this memoir will
form a chapter ol an autobiographical work.
My Last Two Thousand Years, set for [all
release by Random House.

Two respeaied intellectuals get the eritical
once-over i this issue. Strect-smart Donn
Pearce meets the august behavioral psychol-
ogist B. F. Skinner in God Is a Variable
Interval; and Larvy Levinger, in Shut Up
and Show the Movies!, describes how a
high-powered guest lecturer hom the Easi—
film critic Dwight Macdonald—stumbles into
an unexpectedly wide generation gap when
he tries to communicate with students in
California. Pearce, who is in Florida writing
a book about old age and retivement called
Dying in the Sun, wld us about a recent
experience with his children: “TFor each of
them we had a punishment paddle hanging
on the wall on a nail, with his name on it
Alter learning all about Skinner and about be-
havior modification [ positive icinforcement,
I ook down the paddles and 1old the boys
there'd be no more spankings. They let out
whoops, ran around like crazy and each onc
paddled himself on the ass.” The wry pen-and-

FFOLKES ARISTOVULOS

wash illustration that accompanies Pearce’s
article is the work of Evenne Delessert, inter-
nationally known for his children’s books. For
Levinger, the Macdonild picce—begun short-
ly after he was graduated lrom Simta Cruz in
1970—is his “hrst significant publication of
any kind.” He is in Los Angeles writing a
book on Arthur Janov's primal therapy.

An underappreciated hero ol the recent
past is resurrected in Terry Galanoy's Ode to
a Bottomless Bathtub, a profile of the late
Lrmie Kovacs, the iconoclastic TV comic,
Galanoy, who writes lor the tube as well as
about 11, has a book, Tonigk!.’, scheduled
lor October release by Doubleday; it's an
anccedotal history ol TV's most watched late
show. Another celebrated Hollywood maver-
ick—but very much alive, thank you, and
with a less lovable reputation than Kovaes'—
is Sam Peckinpah, divector of The Wild
Bunch and Straw Dogs: his bravura perform-
ance in our Playboy Interview confirms his
reputation as one of the baddest and ballsiest
dudes around.

Speaking of movies: Brooklyn writer Nor-
man Schreiber claims that his borough is the
lormer film capital ol the world, basing this
assertion on g rumor that Douglas Fairbanks
and Mary Picklord once lived in his building
(apartment 43). Schreiber’s first pLavsoy con-
wibution is Larry Lives!, wherein a rock re-
porter discovers a very heavy accordionist.

Three different modes ol wavel higure in
our short stories for August. Thomas Baum's
Baclicard, Turn Backiward is about a man
who learns how to shift time into reverse; The
Happiest Days, by Sloan Wilson, tunes in on
a tidio operator abomd ship; and Robert L.
Fish's Hijack is an  acronautical thriller.
Baum, a freelance film scenarist and produc
er, wrote the saript for Hugo the Hippo, a
leature-length cartoon set for release next
year. The plastic heads that illustrate his
picce were cast by New York sculptor Nick
Aristovulos. Wilson, best known for The
AMan in the Gray Flannel Suit and A Sum-
mer Place, is working on a new novel, Love
and Money. Hijack is the rLavsoy debut of
Fish, who was recently awarded an Edgar by
the Mystery Writers ol America.

There’'s more. Anson Mount's predictions
for the N. F. L. season arve set forth in Playboy's
Pro Football Preview. Our pictorials include:
Boxcay Bertha, the preview of a new film star-
ring Barbara Hershey and David Carradine as
|n'0|-‘.'l.'u‘i;m rebels of the Thirtes; and The
Girls of Mwnich, with text by Franz Spel-
man and 12 pages of photography by Pompeo
Posar and Jan Pavik. Plus Michael Flolkes's
cnoon  leature Damsel in Distress. That's
the issue. We hope they like it in Sheboygan.

MOUNT

HART

GOLD

RHODES

BAUNM

GALANOY




vol. 19, no. 8—august, 1972

PLAYBOY.

CONTENTS FOR THE MEN’S ENTERTAINMENT MAGAZINE

PLAYBILL ... = e e e 3
DEAR PLAYBOY i L)
PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS . 19
BRGKS, cs o e e e e s e 20
DINING-DRINKING ... .. .. ... ...~~~ 924
MOV o e e b P Ll e o Ty e e e 26
T T B, e e e .. 42
THE! ELAYBOY, ADVISOR ot s s i U o et o 49
THECPLAYBON: ECRUME ..o it b o ot i s e o 53
PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: SAM PECKINPAH—candid conversation . s S
BACKWARD, TURN BACKWARD —fiction THOMAS BAUM 76
Box i P_82 B. F. SKINNER: GOD IS A VARIABLE INTERVAL—article .....DONN PEARCE B8O
BOXCAR BERTHA —pictorial e : S L)
BLACK MAGIC—attire .. . . T T e o ... .ROBERT 1. GREEN B7
ODE TO A BOTTOMLESS BATHTUB:

ERNIE KOVACS—personality .. ... .. s oo, TERRY GALANOY B8

IN THE COMMUNITY OF GIRLS AND THE COMMERCE OF
CULTURE—memolil o s o v i poip e oy HERBERT GOID 91
NARGAS GIRL — PROhTIEN i e ssismm bimses s i B s i ALBERTO VARGAS 92
A THE HAPPIEST DAYS —fiction ... . i L e SLOARMN WILSOMN 95
Pro Football P. 118 ZOOM!—modern living . ... S5 e 99
| EIIACK — Rolionie. . et s e ROBERT L. FISH 104
PICTURE OF HEALTH —playboy's playmate of the month 106
PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES—humor R R i 114
PLAYBOY'S PRO FOOTBALL PREVIEW—sports AMNSON MOUNT 116
LARRY LIVES!—satire ... . ... NORMAN SCHREIBER 119
. A PLAYBOY PAD: SURPRISE PACKAGE—modern living .. 2
Monich Girls - P. 132 SHUT UP AND SHOW THE MOVIES!—arlicle . ... LARRY LEVINGER 127
SEX AND SIN IN SHEBOYGAN—article . . 3 RICHARD RHODES 129
THE GIRLS OF MUNICH—pictorial essay S e FRAMNZ SPELMAMN 132
THE SILENT WIFE—ribald classic ... .. ... . P D .. 145
WAY TO GO!—modern living ot - ole ' ;s 146
DAMSEL IN DISTRESS —humor SR R T e e MICHAEL FFOLKES 148
SWINDLING & KNAVERY, INC.—article ... U.S. SENATOR PHILIP A. HART 155
_ ON THE SCENE—personobiti®s ... ... ..., .. Sy o .. 168
Zoom Lenses ; P. 99 PLAYBOY POTPOURRI.... ... . : S — - i s R A

GENERAL OFFICES: PLAYEOY BUILDING. 919 NORTH MICHIGAN AVE. CHICAGO. ILLINDIS 60811 RETURN POSTAGE MUST ACCOMPANY ALL MANUSCRIPTS. DRAWINGS AND PHOTOGRAPHS
SUBMITTED IF THEY ARE TO BE RETURNEOQ AND KO RESPONSIBILITY CAM BE ASSUMED FOR UNSOLICITED MATERIALS. ALL RIGHTS IN LETTERS SEMT TO PLAYBOY WILL BE TAEATED AS
UNCONDITIONALLY ASSIGNED FOR PUBLICATION AND COPYRIGHT PURPOSES AND AS SUBJECT TO PLAYBOY'S UNRESTRICTED RIGHT TO EDIT AND TO COMMENMT EDITORIALLY COMTENTS
COPYRIGHT © 1972 BY PLAYBOY ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. PLAYBOY AND RABBIT HEAD SYMBOL ARE MARKS OF PLAYBOY. REGISTERED U S PATENT OFFICE. MARCA REGISTRADA, MARGUE
DEPOSEE HOTHING MAY BE REPRINTED IN WHOLE OR IN PART WITHOUT WRITTEN PERMISSION FROM THE PUBLISHER ANY SIMILARITY BETWEEN THE PEOPLE AND PLACES IN THE
FICTION AMO SEMIFICTION IN THIS MAGAZINE AND ANY REAL PEOPLE AND PLACES 15 PURELY COINCIDENTAL, CREOITS: COVER; MODEL CAROL VITALE. PHOTOGRAPHY BY
ALEXAS URBA OTHER PHOTOGRAPHY BY: BILL ARSENAULT, P. 3: JOMN BRYSON., P. 65 CUSTER T. CARLAND, P 3. DAVIO CHMAM, P. 3. ALAN CLIFTON, P. 3. JEFF COMEM.
P. 3. 168; ALFRED EISEWSTAEDT, P 3; BILL FRANTZ, P. 3 (2): ELIZABETH GEE, P. ) MARC HAUSER, P. T69: CARL IR, P. 3 (2). MIKE LAURANCE. P. 168: ) BARRY
O°ROURKE, P. 3; JAN PARIK, P. 3. SUZANNE SEED. P. 3 (2): VERNON L. SMITH. P. 3 (2). LYRICS P. 3 REPRINTED BY PERMISSION OF WORLD HMUSIC. INC, HEW YORK

FLAYBOY, AUGUST. 1972, VOLUME 19, NUMBER B PUBLISHED MONTHLY BY PLAYBOY. IN NATIONAL AND REGIONAL COITIONS PLAYBOY BUILDING. 6§18 MNORTH MICHIGAN
AVENUE. CHICAGO, ILL. 60611, SECOND-CLASS POSTAGE PAID AT CHICAGD, ILL., AND AT ADDITIONAL MAILING OFFICES SUBSCRIPTIONS: IN THE U.S. $10 FOR ONE YEA®



SHIRNOFF® VODKA. BO & 100 PROOF. DISTILLED FROM GRAIN, 5TE. PIERRE SMIRNOFF FLS. LOIVISION OF HEUBLEIN.) @1972, HEUSLEIN, INCORPORATE 0. HARTFORD, CONNECTICUT
- - — - = - o r - B ~ Saker

VOl

season.

This is the only time of the
year when you can do nothing
and not feel guilty. Doing
absolutely nothing, however,
isn't all that easy,.
Last summer we were sit- 4= ' J
ting around trying to do nothing, ")To make a Yo 00 Fever,
when we accidentally came up g1 a tali glass with ice and

with a drink as refreshing as lemonade. Add one and one-
summer itself. It's called Yellow half oz of Smimaft snd et

Fever. You might try one the ) i
next time you set out to do 5 mimoff
nothing. It’s really something. leaves you breathless®
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Micronite filter.
Mild, smooth taste.
For all the right reasons.

Kent.

America’s quality cigarette.
King Size or Deluxe 100's.

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determmed That
4 Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health
iﬁ&?s: 17 mg. "tar,” 1.0 mg. nicotine; !
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CANA DAY Canada at its best is the lakes.
MIST Crystal-clear gifts from nature; 2
' these cold, pure waters some-' -’
times reach depths of several
hundred feet. Canada. You can
- taste it. Tonight. Try the
' tastest growing whisky south

IMPORTED of the Canadian border.

CANADIAN MIST
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DEAR PLAYBOY

ﬂ RADDRESS PLAYBOY MAGAZINE » PLAYBOY BUILDING, 919 N. MICHIGAN AVE., CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60611

SPEAKING OF SPORTS
Your May imerview with Howard
Coscll revealed a sports announcer who
not only recognizes the matural ability of
a Joe Namath and the gut drive of a
Bill Toomey but also understands the
rights of a Mubammad Ali as a human
being. Spert iy ftortunate to have such
an insightlul newsman.
C. Roger James
Memphis, Tennessee

Howard Cosell’s categorization of to-
day’s sportswriters as “old-world”  was
close, but just short of the mark. To-
day’s aop of sportswriters, broadcasters
and pscudo analysts suffers from what [
like 1o call psychosis of the sphere. In
other words, unless it's plaved with a
ball, it’s not sport. Take motor sports,
for example. In 1971, auwtomobile racing
attracted  nearly 50,000,000 spectators,
yet I'll gladly wager my tickets to next
vear's Indianapolis 500 that 99 of 100
randomly  sclected  sportswriters  could
not corvectly ddently Francois Cevert,
the Wood brothers or Don Garlirs.

Ak W. Holdren
Fairport, New York

For me, Howard Coscll has always
come off, on both radio and television,
as an wumniigated ass. Your interview
proved he is not. I'm happy to be able to
revise my image ol Mr. Nasty Nusality.

Bob Dethel
Stockton, Calilornia

I agree with Coscll when he slams the
dishonesty of college sport. But rather
than being  overemphasized, as Coscll
implies, college sport in this country is
not emphasized enougli. There is some-
thing seriously wrong with owr ceduca-
tional system when 50 percent of our
voung men cinmot even pass a simple
military pll}'siull-ﬁtncss test. The de-
velopment of hallbacks, haskethall play-
ers and shortstops for the professional
leagues is not properly the business of
institutions of higher learning.

Avery Brandage, President
International Olympic Committee
Chicago, Hlinois

Coscll deserves credit for standing up
for  Muhammad Ali when  he  was
stripped ol his heavyweight title, but his

attack on the deceased Sonny  Liston
iS unwarranted. NO I)('ISO". no  nutier
what he has done or what kind of per-
somality he has, deserves to be alled a
son of a bitcr. Liston paid his debt to
socicty and deserved a lot of credit for
vising above his past to become heavy-
weight champion. Parochial  attitudes
like Cosell's explain why more aiminals
are not 1chabilitated.

Hugh M. Turner

Oxon Hill, Maryland

Yes, T had Ali ahead six rounds to
four at the end of the tenth in the
Ali-Frazier fight. If Ali had not clowned
away thiee vounds of that fight, he could
have won easily. However, Frazier might
have been stimulated 1o fight harvder had
Ali been more serious. All's clowning, on
occasion, had Frazier clowning as well. Ali
wis not the man of three years carlier;
and  Frazier had  improved vemarkably
im those three vears. So 1 agree with
Coscll: If they had [ought three years
Lefore, Ali would have won.

Arthur Mercante
Garden City, New York

Mercante vefereed the Ali-Frazier malch

in March 1971,

Your interview with Howard Cosell
was sensational. 11 Coscll had  pursued
his Law career, he would have been the
cqual of Melvin Bellio I he makes it 1o
the United Stnes Scnate, he could be
the next Everewr Divksen.

Steven I, Silber
Pikesville, Maryland

As a Coscll L. 1 was disappointed
and alarmed at his proposal that the
plaving ol the national anthem be dis-
continued at athletic contests. He asked:
“"How is it an evidence ol patriotism o
sing or hear the national anthem played
belore a gimer” Il el you how, Sport,
more than any other endeavor in the
U. S, represents what America stands
lor—Ivee competition and the right to
scek success on a level limited only by
individual desire. It is perfectly fiting
to play the anthem belore a game, in
homage o the way of life the me
represents. Why diminish the mea
ol sports by climinating the national
anthem, simply because some of the
people involved me  extortionists and
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Playboy
presents
the wild,wild
West Indies

Only one of Jamaica’s many hotels has
swimming, boating, golf, tennis,
marvelous food, air conditioned rooms
and suites. And Bunnies.

It's the same hotel {the only Jamaican
hotel) honored consistently with a
citation for spectacular entertainment:
both Playboy-style and Jamaican-style.

It's Jamaica’s after-dark hotel.
The Playboy Club-Hotel.

Wild! .“'y.“.

\ I
\Can®
playboy club-horel
At ocho Rios - jamaica

For reservations and information,
contact Hetland and Stevens or your
own travel agent.
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profiteers? Instead. why not riise the
standirds of the game to the level ol
the anthem by eliminating the corrup-
tion involved, especially when  sports
may be the only unifying force left in
this country?

Randall L. Kinnard

Fort Sill, Oklahom:a

T have read vour imterview and 1
agree with  Cosell's  philosophy  about
sports. But I wouldn’t put him on a
pedestal just ver. His tough comments
are directed  primarily ac players, not
owners. Until management gets equal
time, Cosell's jouwrnalism will remain
substantially one-sided.

“arl Hahn
Kalamazoo, Michigan

The introduction to your interview
lelt a bad impression that should e
cleared up. So please publish this open
letter to Howard Cosell:

Dear Howard:

Listen, pal. I heard you were mad at
me. I heard that you heard that I said
vou were “horseshit.”

This is not true, Howard. I have
nothing but the decepest respeet for vou,
for your command of the language, your
knowledge of the game, your flair for
repartee with Dandy Don and Frank,
vour dedicrtion to truth, your penchant
for calling “em as you sce "em and really
laying it on the line, letting the chips
[l where they may. Howard. ole buddy
(:ts Dandy Don would say). vou amd I are
the victims of a misquote. You're in the
business, Howard. You know how they
splice those tapes. What happened is (his:

Some radio guy asked me what I
thonght of Howird Cosell as a foothall
announcer. “He's a horse,” 1 said.
Where I come from—the South Chicago
mills—we don't wsually wlk that way,
but I wenmt to school with a lot of
Larmers and picked up their expressions.
When they aall o man a horse, they
mean he's wops. Then the guy asked me
il I thought vou were i tough imterview-
er. 1 said. “Boy, he's tougher than rat
shit.” That's another farm-bov localism 1
picked up at college. Then 1 talked an
hour or so about your good qualities—
there wasn’t time to say everything—and
the next thing I know. some moron with
a splicing machine cuts the ape apart,
amdd what’s lelt is me saying Howard
Coscll is “horseshit.”

I hope that clears up the misunder-
standing. old pal. No reason we should
ruin owr fricndship because some smart
media guy is wving o splic up two of
Ameri idols. Good luck, say hello to
Frank and Dandy for me. and keep a
clear throat when you do owr game
against the Minnesota Vikings: Monday
night. October 23,

Your very good friend,

Dick Butkus
Chicago, Ilinois

Do yvou mean 1o say that Howard Co-
sell really talks like that normally?
Dan Jordan
New Orleans, Louisiana
Incluctably true, Danderoo.

CAN OF TWERMS

It provides small consolation for those
ol us who didn't think of it before
Arthur C. Clarke, but it’s obvious tha
somebody out there in the great world
would look at those numbered Swiss
bank accounts, have a science-hictional
idea about them and give the idea the
only possible title: When the Twerms
Came (pravsov, May). The whole eftect
ol Clake's shortshort story and  the
comicsuip art of Skip Williamson is
glorious. The narvative is a takeoff on
the style of the deeply emotional science-
fiction of the Twenties, and Williamson's
illustations are bug-eyedly perfect. The
result is a gem.

AL Eovan Vogt
Hollywood, Calilornia

Fan Vogl’s most vecent collection of
sct-fi stovies, “The Book of Van Vogt,”
was published carlier this year,

I much enjoyed Avthwre €. Clarke's
IWhen the Twerms Came. Perhaps he
could be persuaded to continue the sto-
ry and tell ws what the invaders did
with ¢arth once they became our rulers.
Or did they shave the grim experience
of so many humans—that theve is noth-
ing worse than getting what vou wiani®

Iaul Tabori
London, Ingland

Tabori, a frequent contributor to o
Ribald Classic page, is a versatile writer
of fution and nonfiction whose latest
novel is “Song of the Scorpions.”

As bump and grind and squirm ot
beastie,
The Twerms. you see, allect me leastie.
As visual boobs with double wlammy,
They don’t compare with Annie Fanny.
Jack Wodhinns
Caboolture, Australia

INTERIOR DECLARATIONS

David Dempsev's anticle Man’s Fid-
den Envivonment  (veavsov. May) is
Lascinating. Our envitonment does have
substantial effects on our emotions and
belavior. But  it's  unfortunate  that
Dempsey combines the results ol care-
lully connolled experimental studics with
subjective evaluation and then gives the
sime weight o both. In his velerences to
our work at Columbia. he is generally
accurate—oexcept for his distorted view
ol our results. Dempsey writes that men
are more severe inoa crowded environ-
ment, while women are not affected Ly
crowding. In actuality, we found that
women are less severe in the cowded

covivonment.  while  men e premy
much unaffected. The major point iy
that crowding seems to luve positive
effects just about as often as it has
negative cffeas.
Jonathan Freedman
Prolessor of Psychology
Columbia Universin
New York, New York

Man's Hidden Fuorronment is really
about  man’s  unhidden  environment.
What's hidden in Dempsey’s article is
any emphasis on the ouureaching and
expressive  quutlities of human nature,
Throughout history, man has proved
that his natural cognitive and progres-
sive human  qualities make him more
likely 1o shape his environment than to
be shaped by it In reviewing a new
book on animals, a collegiate writer ob-
served that “Under carelully controlled
conditions wild animals do exactly as
they damn well please.” Likewise with
people. The dynamic Lactor comes from
within, not from without.

Robert L. Whieside, President
Interstate College ol Personology
San Frandisco, Calilornia

My own expericnce in  applying
behavioral yesearch 10 the  desien ol
buildings suggests that the social milicn
has [ar more to do with an individual's
fecling of cffectiveness (or with the com-
petence of a group) than does the physical
milicu of forms and color. It is a common
expericnce that compatible people can be
extremely effective in a physical setting
no more appealing than an abandoned
cairbirn, On the other hand. the enjoy-
ment of even the most superh environ-
ment can be demolished instantly by the
appearance ol an ex-boss (or ex-wife).
Consequently, as an architeet, Tty 10 pro-
vide enough options in my structures to
account for individual behavior parterns
and thereby maximize individual choice,

C. M. Deasy
Los Angeles, California

David Dempsey struck a nerve with
his remakable article. While with the
Army, I had reason 1o visit the Pema-
gon several times. On one ocesion, |
served as a guard for a five-day general-
stalf meeting in which vavious brass. up
to and including the Sceretary of the
Avmy, participated. I was assigned the
task of standing just outside the main
doors of the meeting chamber, more for
show  than for sccurity. While T was
therve, T had the opportunity 10 observe
firsthand the ammosphere in which ma-
jor military policy decisions are made. If
atmospliere can affect decision making,
the mystery ol how military policy has
become what 1t is has been solved. No
but no one, could cver wish 10
remain in the Pentagon longer than
absolutely necessary. Everywhere you go,
maps on the walls show you where you

ane,
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are. Offices are drab. typists are lost
wandering 1o and Irom the rest rooms,
cockroaches thrive. the whole place is a
dusty museum. This confused environ-
ment, combined with the countless miles
of red tape that must be unrecled in
order to perform the simplest of tasks,
explains much about the military. Il our
generals can't find their way around the
Pentagon. how can they be expected
to find a way out ol Vietnam?

Ronnie G. Brewster

Lorton, Virginia

BLACK MAGIC

I vead with interest and understand
ing Nuadine Gordimer's mtroduction to
In a World They Never Made (rLavsoy,
May). T lived in South Africa for nine
memorable veas. The poems by South
African blacks brought back many happy.
sad and unforgettable times. South Af-
rvicit is a beautiful country with beautiful
people ol both colors. I thank vou fo
the memorices.

William R, Hykes

San Antonio, Texas

TERMINAL CASES
The three-part presentation of - Mi-
chael Crichiton’s Luest novel, The Ter-
minal Man (vravsov, March. April and
May). is worthy of praise. Crichion’s
keen understanding of advancements in
medical scicnce and his knowledge of the
(Ull'lplll(_'l' (.'()Illl)illc Lo create an (.'Xll'(,‘l]ll.‘l}'
credible  yer  frightening  novel.  Many
thanks 10 Crichton—and 1o rravsov.
Gloria Lundberg
Denver. Colorado

The graphs incduded by Crichton in
the text of the March installment of
The Terminal Man are identical to
some that appeaved in Scieniific Ameri-
can . vear ago. The graphs actually
show the rate of vho meson production
for the elements beryllium,  aluminum
and lead. One might infer two things
from this: First, Crichton really  does
read technical articles; sccond. he pre-
fers illustrations from the real scientilic
world, rather than fabrications. This il-
lustrates the kind of general research
that the science-fiction writer must do to
write believable stories.

Ned R. MoN:abh
Long Beach, Califon

I wried to get into Crichton’s novel,
really T did. Bur the waler-thin charac-
ters and reworked Frankensteinian plot
are gummed together by a writing siyle
so obtuse and rigid that not even a gross
excess ol techmico-medical jargon can re-
deem it. Lach day we are assaulted with
10,000 more words [rom the pen ol
Michael Crichton. God help us, can no
one stop him?

Al Ouens
Urbana, Illinois

RACE FANS
Reg  Potterion’s The Great  Race

(rravsoy, May) was a refveshing and
unique experience. His characters were
so vividly drawn that alter reading the
article, 1 felt 1 had acrually wirnessed
the burro race and other goings on in
beaty, Nevada. Potterton has illustrated
a slice of Americana that is worth re-
membering.

Don Lssary

American Quarter Horse Association

Amarillo, Texas

Over the past 30 years I have spent
many a day in the semi-ghost towns of
Nevada, conjuring up my own visions ol
the good old davs. That [ace alone made
Potterton’s The Great Race my kind of
veading. The icing on the cake was his
reference to the Jack Elam leer. I can-
not take caredit for creating that look. 1
Just smile my prettiest and it comes out
that way.

Jack Ll
Stndio City, Calilornia

ROCK OF AGES

While walking one day near a bluff
cast of Columbia, Missouri, 1 lound the
picce of limestone shown in this photo-
graph. On it, as you can see, is a several-
million-year-old rabbit remarkably similar

to the one that serves as the Playboy
trademark. T don’t know whether this
once again illustrates notions about new-
ness under the sun or abowt are imitating
nature. But T thought you might enjoy
shaving my find,

Williim Trogdon
Department ol English
University of Missouri
Columbia, Missouri

NEWS VIEWS

I was disappointed with Michael Ar-
len's comments about television journal-
ism (You'll Laugh! You'll Cry! You'll
Watch Them Iuel, rravsov, May). His
article reads like a few thoughts he
might have had while watching Walier
Cronkite. If 1 understand Arlen (and

i indsell is most difhicult, given his
writing styvle). he would like broadcast-
ars to present the day's happenings in
their proper historical perspective. To
my knowledge. no one has ver [gured
out just how this should be done. Jour-
nalism in America needs a thorough
veview before it flatters iiself to death,
But Arlen has not contributed to this
veview. He has hardly said anyihing
worth thinking about.

Daniel J. Kaplan

Staten Island Advance

Staten Iskind, New York

News is a salable commodity. One
need only watch a TV news show 1o
know that. News shows fight for ratings
just like entertainment shows. TV news
is an exmremely  technical  medium.
These are all reasons, even though they
soumd like excuses. for the superficiality
of today’s news. But. God, Arlen is righe.

The overwhelming reason for the su-
perficiality of the news is the public’s
desive 1o be entertained by it. Couldn't
the same rationale be used 1o make its
presentation  instructional  and  educa-
tional> The media should stop spoon-
[ecding the public according 10 its desires
and respond o its need—to be informed
of what is going on in the world. But
that would be boring. To make broadcast
news something “more than chopped-up
wire-service copv.” the news excauntives,
managers, directors, producers and editors
must come to the realization thar they
serve no one’s best interest when they
laugh through the screening of starving
Buangla Desh refugees, chortle when they
get lootage ol the spectacular fire next
door that theiv cross-town  competition
mussed or congratulate themselves on the
engincering competence of a mission 1
the moon. One answer is to limit the
technical involvement of those reporting
the news, so they can see the man and
hear the voice without having to worry
about the medumical and dime limita-
tions of the medium. We must admit
that the media are used by politicians,
capitalists and others, leading newsmen
around by the nose, actually  staging
news events. Television must admit thin
it forleits accurvacy and clarity when it
attempts o meet the deadlines of daily
journalism.  Rather than spewing out
meaningless [aars, television must answer
the whys of what's going on in the
world with thoughtlul veportage.

Steve Littleton
WWDC Radio
Washington, D. €,

ON SPEED

“For My Next Act, I'm Going (o Set
Alyself on Fire” (reavsoy. May) was
fascinating. T especially enjoyed  Craig
Breedlove's  suspenseful  description ol
his record-breaking run that went amiss.
It muost take courage 1o careen ino the
unknown in a machine that wavels
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such high speed. T wasn't too enamored
of writer  William Neely's approach.
though, because his language scemed
slangy and lacking respect. But that
may be because I'm a foreigner. Writing
aside, the article left me with a wemen-
dous feeling ol admiration for Breedlove.
Graham Hill
Hertlordshire, England

Bill Neely's artide on my [uture
speed-record attempts was very fine, but
there is one jtem I would like to clarily.
We are not using the lunar-descent engine
in cither the drag car or the land-speed-
record vehicle. The rocket-propulsion sys-
tems we've emploved are based on the
principles ol the throttling landing en-
gine, which is just a part of the Apollo
lunin-descent engine.

Craig Breedlove
Torrance, California

In addition to writing a sprightly ac-
count of Breedlove, author Bill Neely
displays a refreshing modesty. What he
did not say in his story about the world
land-speed-record  smashup is  that he
was the first one on the scene alter
Breedlove swam out of the wrecked car
and pulled himsell up onto the salty
bank. Neely seized Breedlove in a
congratulatory  bear hug and  thereby
squished about 30 gallons of water out
ol him bhefore the ambulance arrived. It
saved the day and certainly saved a
great quote. Neely's other great moment
in motor sports occurved when he estab-
lished himself as the only driver in all of
racing history 10 crank a Hertzrented
Vauxhall Viva into a four-wheel drift—a
hold mancuver that started not far from
downtown Nassau and ended 20 fect
olfshore.

Boly Ouum. Senior Editor
Sports Hiustrated
New York, New Yok

NOW AND ZEN
In The Sound of Rain (rLavBoOY,

May), Alan Watts conveyed with beauti-
ful subtlety the eternal experience of
Zen consciousness. If one can realize
that the machinations of the human
intellece are the source of all worldly
despair, deep peace and [ulfilling wisdom
are to be had lorever. The encumbrances
of the intellect can be discarded quite
casily through the natural awakening of
the mind's latent powers in Zen medita-
tion. But Zen in the West hears the drum
for nobody—one must seck out the way
himsell,

Huoko Nirada

New York, New York

Alan Watts reveals a few good in-
sights  into the nature of LEastern
thought. In essence, the Buddhist docs
not grasp or cling to anvthing. He treats
all things equally, for everything is com-
posed ol the same undilferentiated cmp-

tiness. Most Western people, in contrast,
are too caught up in the old game
ol opposites. They treat the void as
an Olympic sport: something to hurdle
over. How can we leap over something
that does not exist? We should put away
foolish notions that arbivarily discrimi-
nate between “this” and *“that,” Rather,
we should become cognizant of the
Buddhist middle path and wipe out the
illusion of polarity and the whole West-
ern dualistic tradition that has made life
so hard on everyone.

Stephen Schwartzman

Bellingham. Washington

Alter reading The Sound of Rain, 1
finally realized where my fist goes when
I open it and where my lap goes when 1
stand up. What more can 1 sav?

John Wallace
Moscow, Idaho

I've been a serious Zen student for
several yers and T have studied with
several masters. Alan Wans has oflten
been represented as an authority on Zen
Buddhism. He is not. Neither am I, but [
do know that Watts has barely scratched
the surface ol the jewel that is Zen. He
has a real fecling for the facets of the
jewel but no knowledge of its substance.
He speaks of the everything and the noth-
ing and is rapt with the nothing, but
he has not perceived the something that
is beyond everything and nothing—a
something composed of both and nei-
ther. Thae is the real Zen. Zen is noth-
ing. true, but it is not nothing and it is
not not nothing. In short, Watts could
benefit from Lao-tzu’s maxim: Those who
know don’t speak: those who speak don't
know.

Todd Sullivan
San Francisco, California

ON THE SIDE OF THE ANGELS
A very hearty well done to John Clel-
lon Holmes for his In Search of [Los
Angeles (vravsovy, May). 1Cs true that
everyone in L. A. scems to be living in
his own dream. It must be a combina-
tion of the constant temperature, smog
and the ribbons of piavement that makes
Tinseltown so unique—and so unnery-
ing o the oursider.
Bruce W. Lovatt
Toronto. Ontario

I agree with almost cverything Johin
Clellon Holmes  writes about LA, 1
ought to know; I live there.

Jay Simms
Burbank, Calilornia

If John Clellon Holmes would reread
his In Search of Los Angeles. he might
discover that the city had not madden-
ingly eluded him. Who would not be
loath to leave an “awesome, appalling
and spectacularly beautiful™ place where
“whatever  was  going 10 happen i

America of the Seventies was happening
already™? This anticle will bring us tens
of thousands of new visitors—and all
who find jobs will stay, proving once
again  that  everything you've heard
about L. A. is true.

Joe Quinn, Deputy Mavor

Los Angeles, California

Holmes missed the main point. L. A.
ai't last. The type of life it represents
is the ultimate escape from pain. But it
is precisely this pain that keeps us real.
If dwindling rvesources or the San Au-
dreas fault or the storming Third World
docsn’t destroy this utopia, we—or the
first unanesthetized generation o come
along—will do it ourselves. We'll have
to. or the Calilornia life style will destroy
wlitever it means to be human.

Gino Nicodemo
Sudbury, Omario

In Search of Los Angeles is the most
comprchensive list of L. A, clichés I have
ever encountered. Agreed, Los Angeles
may be scen as a measure of what is
happening or may happen to other parts
of our socicty. But when will journalists,
especially Eastern journalists, go beyond
carthquakes, freeways, Manson, smog,
Malibu Barbies, hippies and all the other
tired symbols of the transitory, the su-
perficial, the eclectic and the bizarre
that  constitute their  impressions  of
L.AZ When will someone venture be-
neath the wellworn veneer of this city
and give insight into what's beneath?
Only at that level can we see the forces
really affecting our country. Oh, it's very
clever the way Holmes centers his tour in
the archetypal Hollywood opening. But
just such a premicre provided the cli-
max for the basic text on Los Angeles,
Nathanael West's The Day of the ILo-
cusl. published over 30 years ago. Per-
haps the metaphor Holmes secks exists
elsewhere. In New York, mavhe—I hear
there’s decadence there, too. Or, as Peter
Bogdanovich suggests in The Last Pic-
ture Show, in some tiny town out in
God knows where. Holmes begins his
misguided tour in search of a mewphor
for L. A. or America or—who knows® He
ends it by questioning our ability to
deal with the madness we have ereated.
I must conclude that, along with us
Angelenos. Holmes, oo, is still searching,

Bill Storm
Los Angeles, Calilornia

I 100, felt a glowistwisting dépa vu
recalling my own collision with 1. A.,
otherwise known as the Bronx of the
West. If everyone does his bit, we can
stamp out the ceeping faco once and
for all—and wony about how 1o e it
oft our shoes at a later date.

Tony Hendra
Natwonal Lampoon
New York, New York
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AFTER HOURS

n terms of reader participation, no

feature in rrLAvBoy is more popula
than our Party Jokes page. Submissions
recently passed the 20,000-a-month mark,
a rate that—naturally enough—involves
considerable duplication. Just for the hell
ol it, and to get an insight into what's
currently tickling the nation’s lancy, we
asked our Party Jokes Editor to compile a
list of the most Irequently submitted gags.
He (:nmp[icd, with a vengeance, starting
with a cross section of 250,000 jokes,
which he categorized by punch line and
arranged in order of popularity.

He's so familiar with the material that
he didn’t provide us with the jokes
themselves, but that’s no great loss,
since, given their overwhelming p{)pul;u"
ity, cveryone must have heard them al-
ready. And here they are: the 12 most
popular punch lines in America. If you
recognize fewer than nine ol them,
you're not going to enough parties.

1. “Move over, givls, I have 1o
gargle.”
2. "Five dollars, Father—same as

downtown.
3. “I can’t—he’s using my hand!”
4. 1 know: It's Miss Crunt.”
5. *The first time he lost his hat and
the second time he got seasick.”
G. “So I ended up with a wwelve-inch
pianist.”
7. I can't understand 11, either. He
just sits there licking his eyebrows.”
8. “Ol course, the pickle slicer was
fired, 100.”
9. “P.S. Please excuse the jerky hand-
writing.”
10. “Crunchbird, my ass!”
11. “Now, where's that Eskimo wom-
an you want me o wrestle?”
12. “No, no, nurse. I told you to prick
his boil!”
.
Crime Does Noi  Pay
Our condolences o the Chicago crook
who tried to cash a stolen payroll check.
He obtained it blank, made it out and
endorsed it with a name selected at
random from the local telephone book,

Departinent:

then tried to cash it at a neighborhood
bank. The name he picked, unfortunate-
lv, turned out to be that of the husband
ol the teller to whom he presented the
check.

This candid want ad appeared in the
Grand  Island, Nebraska, Daily [Inde-
pendent: “wariress: Immediate opening
for an experienced lay. Will consider
one with the desire to learn.”

Colgate-Palmolive bombed in its at-
tempt to introduce Cue tooth paste in
France. No one had told the firm that in
French, Cue is pronounced like cul,
meaning backside.

-

It turned out 10 be a hoax, but not
belore this classified item ran consecutive-
ly in the Berkeley Barb and the Sexual
Freedom League Quarterly: “Couple into
sadism, masochism, fetishism, pederasty,
onanism, necrophilia, macramé and lolli-
pops wants to meet like couple. No
weirdos, please!™

L]

Such a deal: Courtesy of the West
German tourist bureau, an expense-paid
vacation 1o Germany was offered 1o
Juan Hartmann, a 72-year-old German
emigrant now living in Colombia, who
was identifiecd—mistakenly—as Nazi war
criminal Martin Bormann.

-

For originality—if not aptness of
thought—we applaud  the unknown
scribbler who thus adorned a vacant bill-
board in northeastern  Illinois: DON'T
CHANGE DICKS IN THE MIDDLE OF A SCREW,
VOTE FOR NIXON IN 'j72.

Social dissolution: Marilyn Wong had
70 people over to her San Francisco
home to celebrate her divorce {rom at-
torney Jeflrey J. Wong. The invitations
were inscribed Two wWoONGS DON'T MARE
A RIGHT.

A substitute minister got a chuckle out
ol a Pennsylvania congregation when he
announced: “I would like to call your

attention to a slight error in the bulle-
tin. Your regular pastor did not strain
himsell pushing his paramour—it was his
power mower.”

-

Witless alchemy, or how 1o turn gold
into lead: A Tucson couple recently
stumbled onto 186 bricks of what they
described as a “curious manurelike sub-
stance.” Concluding it was manna from
heaven—or something—they broke up
the blocks and raked the counterfeit
COmpost over their lawnless front yard.
Well, you take a curious manurclike
substance that comes in bricks and com-
bine 1t with lots of Arizona sun and
sweet Southwestern agua, and  damned
if you don't get one wingdinger of a
lawn.

The trouble was that those 186 bricks
weren't manure but grass—not Kentucky
blue or Dichondra but Arizona brown.
When the Tucson police got wind of it
(literally), they used everything  from
rakes to giant Public Works Deparument
vitcuum cleaners to strip the lawn of its
verdure.

For our Tucson [ricnds—whose horti-
cultural discovery, according to the local
press, was worth 543,000—we have only
one question: Where did you find your
lawn-lertilizer dealerr

.

All right, everybody rip this out and
frame it: Dr. Eugene Scheinman ol Chi-
cago says there is “mounting cvidence
that sex 1s good lor the heart.”

Sorry we missed itz An ad in the
“Personals” column of the Long Beach,
California, Independent Pre:
sought the identity of "Man who saw
womun rear-ended, Del Amo & Bellllow-
er, Thursday at 12:30 par”

Telegram

Love conquers almost all: A Harvard
student and a Radclilfe girl, who were
living together, decided to marry, but
their tax-strapped parents objected. Un-
der the new tax laws, il the couple
remained single, each could earn up to
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$1700 a year without paying any income
tax and their lathers could still claim
them as dependents.

-

A compositor’s error in a shopper's-
news ad for a store in Union City, New
Jersey, produced this extriaordinary de-
scription for a consignment of bras:
“Porcelain on ironstone. Ideal for sal-
ads, soups. Can usc as serving dishes.
Bowl: seven inches in diameter.”

-

To protect the guilty, we won’t name
the company—mainly because its chief
sin was to circulate a candid private
memo that admits to a common business
practice. It seems that a major New
York publishing house, like most large
firms, has a list of fictitious names that
are used for signatures on certain kinds
of correspondence (executives come and
go, but form letters are forever). These
names are exclusively WASP. The memo
proposes that this policy be changed,
explaining: “The reason for the use of
WASP names is a historic one. Years
ago, when people’s prejudices were more
pronounced than today, businesses were
very careful not to alienate any portion
of their market by using “foreign™sound-
ing names on their correspondence. To-
day, this reason is no longer valid and,
in fact, we should consider introducing
non-WASP names into our fictitious
name list.”

Why this sudden liberalism? Alas, he-
cause it's good for business. According
to the memo writer, a few non-WASP
names “would indicate that we employ a
mix of ethnic groups”; “it’s good public
relations to present such a face to our
customers”; and *“we would be following
in the lootsteps of other businesses.” The
memo was routed to persons mamed
Braunstein, Corbeletta, Eiscle, Fleck,
Garramone, Giordano, Gerlack, Larie,
Levine, Prakash and Puri—as well as to
eight possible WASPs.

-

Gourmet morsel found on a Plan of
the Day from the Armed Services
Y.M.C A. in Long Beach, California:
“7:30 pa: Kitchen Kreations is a
chance to mix up some cookies with the
help of the U.S. 0. gals . . . you get to
cat them, 100.”

-

England’s Mid Anglia police force has
lost a petition to change the name of the
street on which a new £44.000 police
station is being built. Magistrates at St
Ives, Huntingdonshire, say it must re-
main Pig Lane.

Electoral apathy has certainly been
overcome in Labrador City, Newfound-
Land. According to the Aurora, the local
paper, “The following official figures
were obtained from magistrate M. Rowe,
returns oficer of the Labrador West elec-
tion: registered voters, 6191; total vore,

6447; turnout, 104.1 percent. The per-
centage turnout for Labrador West was
the highest in this province.”

-

A news release that made us stand up
and take notice described an epoxy com-
pound that “sticks on and cures hard as
sticel on wet and dry surlaces” The
brand name for the stuff is Hard-On.

.

Noted in Herb Caen’s San Francisco
Chronicle column: A local bank is ad-
vertising “We've learned a lot in the
last 107 years” and “we can sum it up
in 10 words—'A lot of little things make
a big difference.” " Like learning to count?

-

“Manager of women’s affairs™ was the
first title chosen by a large company
for the head of its new department to
combat sex discrimination. According o
The Wall Street Journal, when employees
questioned the title’s implication, the
firm came up with an even better choice:
“manager of sex relations.”

-

In Verona, haly. jusiice has ﬁ!l;llly
caught up with two wartime criminals.
Zefhrino Berti and Lwgi Verrini were
fined nine and eleven cents, respectively,
for disregarding World War Two black-
out regulations.

-

Do-goodism takes a quantum leap in
Philadelphia, where, as reported in a
headline in The Evening Bulletin, “poc-
TORS' WIVES BALL TO BENEFIT HOSPITAL.”

It's against the law in Calilornia for
animals to mate publicly within 500
yards of any school. church or ravern.
The penalty is up to six months in jail
and;or a 5500 finc.

Big Brother is watching all of us and
charging more for his services: A pro-
posed Health, Education and Wellare
study to determine why children fall off
tricycles is titled “The Evaluation and
Parameterization ol Stability and Safety
Performance Characteristics of Two- and
Three-Wheeled Vehicular Toys for Rid-
ing.” Cost: S23,000.

Our Tunnel of Love Award goes to
the New York prostitute who actually
worked the Lincoln Tunnel. Said a
citv-health-department investigator: “She
would stand at one end of the tunnel
and proposition the men driving by,
When she finished performing her serv-
ices going one way, she'd wurn around
and do the same thing coming back
Irom the other end.”

When Houston police learned that
Peter N. Lazaros, who once boasted in
court that he was a Mafia bagman, was
coming to town on a business trip, they
busted him at the airport on vagrancy

charges. A bum rap, as it turned out.
After a free ride downtown, Lazaros
dipped into his wallet and produced
5212,000 in cashier’s checks and $368,000
in cash. Casc dismissed.

BOOKS

It's been almost ten years since Frank
Capra made a movie, but Fletcher
Kncebel's new novel, Dark Horse (Double-
day), may be just the sort of thing he
needs to bring him out of retivement.
After all, Capra was the man who got
Mr. Smith to Washington, which is what
Knebel strains mightily to do with his
Eddie Quinn. When the duly nominated
Presidential candidate of an unnamed
(but vaguely Republican) party drops
dead a few weeks before Election Day,
the national committee, through a fluke,
gives Quinn, the New Jersey highway
commissioner, the nod. No one believes
he can win, but the party leaders figure
he won't do anything too outrageous in
the few weeks before the polls open. But
Eddie, like a good Capra hero, is [ull
of surprises. He starts midnight walking
tours through black ghettos: he advocates
setting the minimum draft age at 50;
he calls for a human-depletion allow
ance that would benefit everyone but
those who have oil-depletion allowances;
he singlehandedly stops a race riot; and
he even makes off with the wile of one
ol his opponent’s biggest financial back-
ers. Eddie is first regarded as an eccentric
joker, but soon the tide of public favor
begins to switch in his direction. And
then: crash! Mr. Smith Goes to Chap-
paquiddick. There is a latal smashup on
the Jersey Turnpike involving Eddie
with some cronies and a Vietnam veteran,
Knebel is an old hand at these Wash-
ington yarns. In fact, as co-author of
Seven Days in May, he did much to re-
activate the genre a few years ago. But
this time around, when all the signs in-
dicate that the novel should have been
a comedy, everyone is just as deadly
serious as those generals back during
those grim days in May.

.

Titled with duce—and not altogether
ironic—delerence to Margaret  Mead's
works on adolescence, Simone de Beau-
voir's The Coming of Age (Putnam) is a
treatise on  aging.  Earnest, informed,
erudite, it links the nature of the aging
process to the attitudes of society toward
the old, and links attitudes with eco-
nomics. Everyone ought to read it, but
few arc likely to emjoy it; man may
learn to face death with equanimity, but
he has not yet learned to regard the
slow decline of his faculties with any
emotion more heroic than aversion. As
she did in her iconoclastic The Second

Sex, De DBeauvoir has culled [rom
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cthnology, history, sociology, literature
and personal experience a wealth of data
about aging. Most of it is unsurpris-
ing: The aged are poor, lonely, ignored
and made t0 seem absurd—even to
themselves. But her principal thesis, that
no socicty has succeeded in solving the
problems of old age, dispels the myih
that traditional societies revere their
clderly. Where the old have status, it
derives  from  economic power—power
purchased at the cost of love. Elsewhere,
the aged sulfer a fate hardly less cruel
than the obligatory suicide demanded of
Eskimo elders when food is scarce,
Worst offender is the industrial nation
—socialist as well as capitalist—which
wastes lives in meaningless work, then
discards its citizens or offers them the
soulless solace of retirement. De Beau-
voir calls for radical social reform and
pins her hope on the recognition by the
young of the fate that awaits them. But
who among us is matue cnough—or
brave cnough—io face the ghosts of his
future decline and thus begin the proc-
ess by which they may ultimately be
exorcised?
-

In A Family Business (Russcll Sage Foun-
dation), anthropologist Francis A. J- Tannj
offers a [fascinating insider’s view of a
world in which crime is a business not
quite like any other. This is a dispassion-
ate, sarupulously documented analysis of
the imterlocking newtwork of business activ-
ities carried on by four generations of an
Italian-American Lamily. Lanni is a socio-
logical accoumant, examining the rec
ords of the very real but pscudonymous
Lupollo family, wying 1o separate lact
from fiction. He has not attempted to
prove the existence of a national network
of organized Iulian-American criminals
controlling crime in this counury. Bue
the Mafia philosophy is real and domi-
nates the lives of many Italian families;
while they may secem to be acting in
concert, Lunni clanns they are actually
reflecting a common code of vilues root-
ed in Sicilian history. In the carly 1800,
when the state couldn’t protect people
against roving bands of criminals, Limi-
lics secretly organized themselves along
bLloodlines so that they could retaliate in
force. Loyalty 10 the family came before
lile nsell; patriwchal orders could not be
questioned; and honor required eye-for-
an-eye revenge. Sicilians anigrated o the
United States with the Mafia code as
part of their cultural heritage, and when
some of them turned 1o crime as the first
rung up the ladder of success, they unit-
cd in the only way they knew how—for-
tificd by the bonds of kinship. Tanni's
book explains how they operated. He
focuses not on crimes but on “a business
empire made up of a number of legal
and illegal enterprises which mesh into a

22 structure of business corporations, invest-

ments, tactics and personnel like any
other corporate enterprise.” 1f lanni is
correct—and he presents a persuasive case
—murders such as those committed by the
rival Gallo and Colombo gangs in New
York are like the last twitches of the tail
ol a dying prehistoric monster. In the
fourth generation of the Lupollo family,
honor and respect for the patriarch re-
nuin powerful values, but new ambitions
~—lor professional prestige, political in-
fluence and legitimate business success—
are making it increasingly difficult 1o
recruit clan members for a way of lile that
requires criminal activity,
-

Where but in an Eric Ambler thyiller
is a reader likely to stumble across
the intelligence that “one rottol equals
two okes™? Ambler (A4 Coffin for Dimi-
Irios, Journey  inio Fear)y has always
been given to the Byzantine subtletics of
his eastern Mediterrancan il esoterica
and exotica are ncatly strung through-
out his plot lines. In his latest, The
Levanter (Athencum), the reader reccives
a short course on the difference between
wet batteries and dry batteries, an cssay
on old Lebanese ships and numerous in-
sights into the intricacies of business mal-
practices in an Arab land. The titular
hero, a sell-described “Levantine Mon-
grel,” is Lebanese, Armenian, Cypriote,
“lractionally British"—and all Ambleri-
an, He thrives on intrigue and innucndo,
on running and cunning. As the owner
ol a shipping company, he secks 10 fore-
stall the perils ol rising Arab nationalism
and the nationalizition of local business,
and so gets involved with a parcel of
Palestinian terrovists out 10 reclaim their
homeland. How he attempts 10 use them
as they try to abuse him constitutes the
burden of this novel. Ambler follows 1o
lormulas, charts his own course and builds
1o a climactic seascape scene wor thy of his
past elforts.

As the only convicied participant in
the My Lai massacre, William Calley
should  find  Mary McCarthy's  Medina
(Harcourt  Brace Jovanovichy  paintul
reading. Not that this account of the
trial of Calley's commanding oflicer is
likely to stir Calley o remorse. The
lesson for him in these pages is that if
he had had the sense o hire I, Lee Batley
as his attorney, he might now be as free
as Medina. There were other factors in
Medina’s acquiual, as Mc(‘m'lhy's cool,
arisp reportage makes clear. The Army’s
prosceution was inept and lacked the
fervor of Aubrey Daniel (the prosccutor
who did Calley in). But it’s Bailey who
stars in these minor-league proceedings,
slicing up the prosecution’s key witness-
¢s i ways that make Perry Mason scem
hidebound by courtroom procedure. As
for villains, they're the same who have
appeared in all the other books on My

Lai: most of the men of C Company.
their officers and their officers’ officers.
None of them, Calley and Medina in-
cluded, were monsters in that they lust-
ed for the blood of the innocent. “The
men were to murder a hamlet; on that
point, the instructions were elear. A veil
was drawn as to what was to become of
the population. They were to be disre-
garded. just as though they did not
exist. The next step, to conduct them
from virtual 1o real nonexistence, then
became casy.” One American did see the
people of My Lai to be real—helicoprer
pilot. Hugh Thompson, who cvacuated
as many civilians as he could, threaten-
ing 1o shoot any members of G Compa-
ny who tried to prevent him. But he was
the exception. McCarthy, capable at
other times of savage polemic, ends her
account with ironic resignation as she
describes the acquitted Medina “appear-
ing on the David Frost show to tell
about his new job with Bailey's helicop-
ter plne. Bailey was on the show, too: ‘I
think Ernie Medina is the right guy to
stick in there to make a liule company
into a huge giane.”
-

The trouble with instant books, those
breathless documents thrown together to
catch a pulse of history while it still
throbs, is that they seldom offer fresh
inlormation, fresh insights, fresh writ-
ing. So it is with Hoex (Viking), by
Stephen Fay, Lewis Chester and Magnus
Linklater, v:hich puwrports to be “the
inside story of the Howard Hughes—
Clifford Irving affair.” It isn't, although
the authors, British journalists from the
London Sunday Times (one of whom
was part of the team that wrote An
Amevican Melodrama, a good book about
the 1968 Presidential clection), do ury
hard. Their big problem in FHoax was
that none of the principals would tlk
to them. Cliflod Irving was writing his
own version of the aflaiv and he was
being helped by Edit Irving, some-
times known as Helga Hughes, as well
as by coconspirator  Richard  Suskind.
The duped parties from McGraw-Hill
and  Life magazine were oo embar-
rassed 1o talk andidly  with  out-
siders; and  Howard Hughes was in
transit—from Las Vegas 10 Nicaragua
to Vancouver, his promised land still
not lound. Thus, the authors were re-
duced 1o borrowing from the reportorial
clforts of The New York Times, Time
and James Phelan, whose nunuscript of
Howard, written in collaboration with
riughes's longtime licutenant Noah Die-
trich, was smuggled 1o Irving and pro-
vided the racy authenticity needed 10
mesmerize McGraw-Hill and Life. Occa-
sionlly, the authors come up with a live
tidbit, something that didn’t make the
papers. But in most respects, Hoax s
hoisted on Irving’s own petard. TThe
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Times men, purporting to write an in-
side story on the cuase, took the Irving
route themselves.

-

Emmett Grogan, whose band of Dig-
gers robbed from the straights and gave
to the hippics, has written a lat autobi-
ography, Ringelevie (Litile, Brown). Ringo-
levio is a no-holds-barred street game in
which rival gangs attempt to capture
cach other. Grogan plaved it in s
Brooklyn youth, and now he secs it as a
nictaphor for existence—"a game of life
and death. A game to be fought rather
than plaved.” Grogan has been fighting
for most of his life: By 16 he was
already an ex-con and an operating con
man, a master thiel who rode dumb-
waiters to his victims’ penthouse apart-
ments on Park Avenue. Later, il his
lusty account is 10 he believed. he added
murder to his litany of accomplishments,
polishing off one Squint Laszlo, a punk
who had once [ramed Grogan on a dope
rap. “The noise [of the gun].” he reports
happily, “was very loud and hall of the
kitchen was splattered with blood. bone
md brains.” So it goes in the days of
a ringolevio sportsman. Grogan is only
28. but his lile thus [ar has been an
unbroken string of improbable exploits:
In Italy he stole are wreaswres: in Ire-
land he became an instant revolutionary:
and in Haight-Ashbury, as an under-
ground Robin Hood, he grew o be a
legend. Somewhere along the line, how-
ever. both Grogan and his book go soft
and ideological. He starts to preach such
unringolevioish doctrines as brotherhood
and  racial integration. He refuses 10
shake the hand ol Swokely Carmichael
and, wonder of wonders, eschews vio-
lence. In's all very commendable, but
Emmett is a better thief than a thinker.
In the end. he concocts a scheme 1o
our cities”: All his hippic com-
rades—"mdividuals, families, communes.
gangs, who are bound together by the
blues lile”—will ke over the aban-
doned tenements ol inner-city slums. We
leave him there, pondering his great so-
lution 1o urban blight. In the next install-
ment, we shall probably come upon him
applying for a gramt to the Department
ol Housing and Urban Development.

Usave

The good news about Block/White Sex
(Morrow) is that Grace Halsell, a white
Southerner, has weated an explosive sub-
ject in a nonjudgmental way, The bad
news is that she has also reated it in an
unthinking way. A characteristic example
of her approach can be found in her
interviews with a black pimp and several
girls in his stable. Through a trusted
inlcrm(:di:n}', a city detective, Halsell ar-
ranged o stay for a short while in the
apartment the pimp shared with his pros-
titutes. and thus she could talk to them
in a relaxed atmosphere. Unfortunately,

her questioning proves superficial and
produces predictable answers. It doesn’t
contribute much to a reader's knowledge
ol black and white sexual relationships
on a commercial basis to be wold that a
pimp is a businessman or that white men
get their Kicks out of despising their black
bed partners. and ver think they're more
passionate than white women. In the
end. the most the author can draw rom
her research is that black and white
penises arve of similar size, that most
women want men o dt.llllillillc ll'l(.'l‘l'l (II‘.Ill
that “in a room, isolated from the social
currents, pressures and attitudes of the
outside world. the relationship between
members of a black-white couple is no
differenmt from that between 1wo blacks
or two whites.”

Three years ago, the nation’s number-
one nonfiction best seller was The Peter
Principle, a ongue-in-cheek  treatise
that held that things usually go wrong
because each person ultimately ends up
in a job he cannot do. Dr. Laurence J.
Peter unwittingly proves his contention
with The Peter Prescription (Morrow). He
offers 66 “Peter prescriptions” as guide-
lines for becoming a “Humanite”—a
happy. competemt and  fulflled  indi-
vidual who has moved forward rather
than upward. The presariptions, how-
ever, are no more than alliterative tags
(Perer Peritions, Peter Peacemakers) for
a combination ol pat psychology and
cornball inspivational clichés. Only rare
ly does the dry wit ol the earlier book
Nlash through, as when Peter sees equal
rights lor women resulting in wom-
en “becoming  equally incompetent 1o
men.” Inveighing agiainst our obsession
with growth and owr tendency to look
lor happiness in the fuwwure rather than
the presenmt. Peter offers prescription
number 35, the Peter Peace—"Be satis-
fied to stop.” Too bad he wasn't.

Notweworthy: Three prominent names
in the Movement are to be found on new
dust jackers. Julian Bond's A Time to Speok,
o Time to Aa (Simon & Schuster) brings
together that estimable young Georgia
politician’s decent il unsurprising views
ol what needs 1o be said and done in this
troubled time. The Love of Possession Is o
Diseose with Them (lHolt. Rinehart & Win.
ston) is Tom Hayden's analysis ol whan
has gone wrong with America; the title
is taken Irom a remark about the white
man attributed to Sitting Bull. And Huey
P. Newton is represented by To Die for the
People (Rindom House). a collection in-
teresting primarily for the light it casts
on the history and prospects ol the Black
anthers, including the internecine bat-
tles among Newton, Eldridge Cleaver and
Stokely Carmichacl.

rLAYBOY comtributor Jules Sicgel has
asscmbled a book, Record (Straight Arrow

Books). of his short stories. anicles, iner-
views and calligraphy. The anthology
inchudes a fine short stovy, Family Seerels.
ind West of Eden, a personal survey of
communal living. which first appeared in
rraveoy (November 1970). It's an inti-
mate record that leaves the reader with
the lecling that Siegel is a new friend
worth cultivatin

tv

DINING-DRINKING

A late, lavish Sunday brunch at one of
Manhattan’s better  open-carly  restau-
rants is @ great way to get together—Ilor
a couple or a crowd. The mood is re-
laxed, the conversation is convivial and
the tab is easy to take. (Expect it to run
about half of what dinner would cost
at the same establishmenty The armos.
phere at Charley O's (33 West 48th Sureet)
1s clubby and quite informal: green walls,
lots of dark-brown wood pancling and
beams: lots of bare midriffs. 100. Regu-
lars pore over the Sunday Times while
sipping Irish Milk Punches or Cham-
pagne Oranges. A brunch consisting ol
appetizer, main course. coffee and barm-
brack (Irish coffeecake) will set vou back
about 55, depending on vour entree.
Smashing raisin  biscuits, called scones
here, and salt-crust bread are included in
the largess. Among the interesting main
dishes ave Fish and Chips, Glazed Apple
Pancake and three kinds of hash—corned-
beel. roasi-beel and chicken. The last is
exceptional, more an émineé in oream
sauce. And Charley O's cgus are almost
epicurean. Skip the Shrimp. Clam and
Scallop Pie. however, unless you're ad-
dicted to glutinous. fishy agglomerations.
But don’t leave withont it least one
Irish coffee. Sundays noon 1o 3:30 vt
(212-JU 2-7141).

The arca around Cenural Park South
could reasonably be called Brunch Al-
ley. UEtoile (1 East 539th Street) and the
Essex House (160 Centrval Park South) both
offer buffer brunches. The latter costs a
bit less. 5525, and is more inviting,
Tables on the raised 1errace look out on
the park. with no reservations taken,
There's no lormal menu, either. What
you sce is what vou get: a lhruit bhowl,
cheese board, cggs, bacon. sansages and
ten hot and cold enwrees in silver chitfing
dishes—shrimp newburg. veal stew, Driced
chicken and chilled poached saimon, for
example. Colfee and dessert. too. Sundays
1H:30 A, 10 3 par

The Plozo’s Polm Court (Filth Avenue and
59th Swreer). with its marble columns,
glass-paneled  ceiling,  carvatid sty
and open vista. is the most raditionally
posh sciting in the pmk arca. At 56,50,
however. the menu is rather uninspired.
The inevitable chicken crepes (a la reine)
are good. and so is the scafood in pany
shell. But the brioches and cronsants are
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listless, eggs come off a bain-marte and the
quiche tartelettes are a disaster. Now for
the good news. The smorgasbord is a
regulie bar mitzuah: cheeses, cold pick-
led fish, curried shrimp, a red and white
bean salad, cold beef salads, assoried
vegetables, excellent  smoked  salmon.
poached salmon with avocado dressing,
an acceptable  pdté—and more. Black
Forest Torte—whipped cream and choc-
olate layers zapped with  Kirsch—and
pear with chocolate mousse and choco-
late sauce are dessert standouts. Sundays
11 aar to 2:15 par (212-PL 9-3000).

For brunch with a view, there’s the
Rainbow Room (30 Rockeleller Plaza), look-
ing out onto the park and the bay
from 65 floors up. Reserve a window
table. The room reflects the grandeur
that was Hollywood—crystal  chande-
liers, ormate draperies and thick rugs.
You expect to see Fred Astaire waliz in
with Ginger Rogers any minute. Service
lags, but the menu is generous and var-
ied. Prosciutto with melon or veal alla
Genovese are among the appetizers, then
a hot or cold soup, and a choice of 17
emtrees, including tartar steak, excellent
scalood crepes. Ivish smoked salmon and
a  frog'slegsin-trufllesauce  omelet. A
mere 56.75 gets you all this, plus dessert
and coffee. The Rainbow Room may be
the last place requiving a tie at brunch.
Saturdays and Sundays noon to § rar
(212-PL. 7-9090).

Perhaps the city’s most unusual [ast
breaker is the Chinese tea lunch, an
assortment of steamed filled dumplings,
pastries and soft-noodle dishes, served
at Letus Eaters Fifth (182 Fifth Avenue).
These and other such items at this spa-
cious, low-key restaurant are printed only
in Chinese; but language is no barvier
here. Waiters are young, hilingual and,
unlike most Chinese-restaurant  waiters,
amiable. Since the aforementioned fare
at Lotus Filth is Szechwan inspired (in
other words. peppery), it's advisable to
start with the tamer dishes: perhaps Sao
Muaz, a gingery pork mélange steamed in
translucent dough cups, and Mandarin
Spring Rolls, which are aisp. dclicate
variations on egg rolls. Then move on o
steamed meat-hilled dumplings in a very
light chicken broth or spicy-hot Hong
Yu sauce. A solt-dough Won Ton is also
available in both broth and sauce, but
the chewy litde dumplings win. chop-
sticks down. Dan Dan, a sort ol Sze-
chwanese solt-noodle  spaghetti. is the
hottest dish on the tea lunch, so beware.
I you have room, sample the sweet-
bean-paste Bao Tse, or fruity plum wine.
Six dollars will cover all that two people
could possibly want to cat at Lotus Filth
—an exceptional value. Saturdays and
Sundays noon 1o § par (212.929-1800).

Other restawrants in New York that
serve brunch and have something special
o offer include: Kitty Howk’s (565 Third
Avenue), all the champagne you can

drink, and a special “midnight brunch”
every night from 10:30 to closing: Proof of
the Pudding (First Avenue and 64th Street),
cocktail soup; Feathers on Fifth (Filth Ave-
nue and Ninth Street), complimentary
sangria; G. J. D*Arcy’s (202 Ninth Avenuc),
two complimentary drinks. and  four
kinds ol spirited colfee; The Angry Squire
(216 Seventh  Avenue), complimentary
drink; Casa Llaredo (551 Hudson Streer),
small drink and Huevos Rancheros on a
51.60 brunch; and, for stay-up-late tvpes
who need a little sustenance, The Brasserie
(100 East 53rd Street), open 24 hours,
serves the best onion soup this side of
>aris.

MOVIES

The teaming of Steve McQueen and
Sam Peckinpah (subject of this month’s
Playboy Interview) looks inevitable in
retrospect, for both are prototypically
male, American, direct. attracted to other
men ol action and the dreams or delusions
that move them. Junior Bonner confirms
their natural kinship. (Obviously shar-
ing that opinion. Sam and Steve have
begun their second film together, The
Getaway.) Under Peckinpah—who un-
derstands that the leathery and laconic
surlace manner is by no means the
whole man—McQueen gives the most
alfeaiing performance of his career as a
washed-up rodeo star yearning to win
big just one more time at a contest in
his home town. The theme is hardly
new and has been spelled out in almost
identical terms in two recent films (The
Honkers, with James Coburn. and J. V.
Coof, Chiff Robertson's intelligent ode
to an aging cowboy). Junior Bonner
outclasses its competition partly becuse
ol a fine, spare screenplay by Jeb Rose-
brook, but mostly because Peckinpah
happens o be a vital home-grown diree-
tor with a very special sensitivity to the
American scene. Alter the lambovant
violence of The Wild Bunch and Straw
Dogs, even Peckinpal’s ardent admirers
are apt o overlook his lyrical, shame-
fully neglected Western The Ballad of
Cable Hogue, which is much closer to
the mood ol Junior Bonner. Heve. Peck-
inpah etches a gentle, rucful and poetic
character study ol a dying breed ol man.
Aciual locations in Prescott, Arvizona—
birthplace of the rodeo—are linked so
securcly 1o a day in the life of Junior
Bonner that the film's folksy color and
action scquences never lapse into mere
sight-seeing, a virtue for which ace cine-
matographer Lucien Ballard  deserves
substantial credit. Among the perform-
crs, Ben Johnson, Joe Don Baker (as
Junior's successoriented brother, a big
dealer in real estare) and provocative
Barbara Leigh (as the kind ol girl who
has her pick of the day's winners) are

right with it, though somewhat overshad-
owed by Ida Lupino and Robert Pres
ton, whose carthy portrayals of Ma and
Dad Bonner steal whole chunks of the
picture from McQueen. Winning and
losing are what ic’s all about, of course,
and Peckinpah takes off his hat to the
losers every time. Watching bulldozers
flatten a memory-filled family shack 1o
make room for mobile-home sites point-
edly sums up one side of Junior Bon-
ner's story.  Elsewhere, in a  hilarious
barrcom brawl that can’t be stopped
until a cowboy band swikes up The
Star-Spangled Banner, Peckinpah catches
an image of America that lew movie-
makers would be able 1o maich in five
reels of labored liberal preachment.

Everything you've always wanted 1o
know about ancient and modern Isracl
—and maybe more—is intelligendly sum-
marized in A Wall in Jerusalem. With
Richard Burton as narrator of an clo-
quent script by Joseph Kessel, directors
Frederic Rossif (whose documentary To
Die in Madrid was a moving history of
the Spanish Civil War) and Albert Knob-
ler use rare film clips to illustrate the
2000-year struggle of the Jews to find
their promised land. Though a scholar
might scoff at Jerusalem as a crash course
—particularly when it weats of ghetto
life and of pogroms in Ewrope before
World War Two or recalls the Drevius
case—the divectors are merely working up
to a memorable series of climaxes in an
awesome political drama. While decidedly
pro-Israel in outlook. the directors are 100
honest 10 ignore the hirbarism of Jewish
terrorists who wiped out an entire Arab
village. Jerusalem’s most powerlul images,
though, are the obstinate, angry, hopelul
human faces ol people who file off ship
alter ship during the Forties—many 1o be
instantly deported by the British—and
kiss the hallowed ground that few of them
had ever really hoped 1o sce.

The newest wrinkle in sexploitation is
to dress up a skin Hick in the mrappings
of a documentary, a kind of plain
brown wrapper for material that other-
wise might be called hard core. Among
the crotch operas in current release. the
one with the swongest claim o legiti-
macy is Personals, based on seven inter-
views with people who actually seck sex
partners, in groups or singly. through
ads in underground newspapers. “Stun-
ning blonde has wremendous oral hunger
for rugged, well-hung males”™ is a fair-
Iy wypical text—though the stunning
blonde turns out to be a transvestite
named Jeanette. “Have you ever lch
really depressed because you have a pe-
nis?” asks interviewer [codirector Armand
Weston, who throws cqually disarming
questions at a group-sex threcsome. a
plaster-pussy caster. a Lesbian and a
hyperpromiscuous blonde who glumly
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declares that she just never has orgasms.
Some ol the sex acts preferred by the
advertisers are demonstrited for the most
part not by the subjects themselves but
by stag-ilm performers whose alleged en-
joyment of their work is not highly
contagious.
-

The power of film to promote a cause
or ceate a vibrant memorial is striking-
ly shown in Malkolm X, a documentary
adapted [rom Maleolm’s famed auto-
biography. James Earl Jones speaks a
few scraps of fhrst-person narration and
Ossic Davis culogizes the man whom
millions ol his followers looked upon as
“a black, shining prince.” But the chief
distinction of this filmed tribute is Mal-
colm himself, during countless public
appearances, revealing in his own words
his evolution from a hoodlumm and
pimp. or worse, to a potentially great
black leader. Malcolm was emerging as a
proud. stubborn, enlightened and bril-
liant symbol of black power at the time
ol his assassination in 1965. The auto-
biography brought home the tragedy of
that loss in greater depth—but without
the gut impact that makes cinema one
ol the potent weapons of the age. Mal-
colm X is something to sce and hear and
feel.

-

Ten Days’ Wonder is an Ellery Queen
suspense novel, adapted for the screen
by Paul Gardner and Eugene Archer
and transformed into a pretentious iu-
tellectual  exercise by  French  director
Claude Chabrol. With Orson Welles,
Anthony Perkins and Marlene Jobert
costored  in Chabrol's  first  English-
language film, one expects better things
of him on the hecls of his current success.
Le Boucher. The plot of Ten Days’
Wonder concerns an adopted son (Pei-
kins) in love with his wealthy [ather's
voung wile. “Watch me, follow me . . .
U'm afraid of Killing someone.” the boy
telis his friend (Michel Piccoli) on the
cve of a nmineday binge devoted 10
adultery, blackmail and murder. All of
which might be divertingly suspensclul,
except that Chabrol dawdles over the
story’s religious symbolism and Ocdipal
complexity instead of getting on with it
The style he uses here is as rvitualized
as a fugue, with characters making por-
tentous statements rather than talking
to one another, and the results are pre
dictably static. Even the imposing pres.
ence of Welles cannot convert an Ellery
Queen whodunit into a Gallic tragedy.

Shirley MacLaine, as a rather shel-
wered, snobbish divorcee who lives with
her childven on Manhattan’s Upper East
Side, is forced to conlront (he supcrsti
tion and animosity of Spanish Harlem in
The Possession of Joel Delaney. lver since
Rosemary’s Baby, tales ol occult and
supernatural phenomena have enjoyed
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a boom, and Joel Delaney—though it
signifies nothing, or very little—ranks
near the top as an exercise in absolute
evil. Based on a novel by Ramona
Stewart, and skillfully directed by Waris
Hussein, this odd thriller is a grade-
A mind grabber, albeit questionable
on sociological grounds—Ilor it drama-
tizes the plight ol a nice WASPish New
York boy whose mind and body ae
taken over by the spirit ol a mad, knile-
wiclding Puerto Rican he belviends m
the East Village. Belore his death, alas,
the Puerto Rican had developed a fon«l-
ness for chopping grls’ heads off and.
well, that sort ol thing isn't tolerated for
long on expensive real estate facng
Central Park. Ignore the film's inadvert-
ent put-down ol a minority group, and
what remains is straightforward sadism,
an all-out assault on the nérvous system.
Playing Delimey’s IJig sister, who delves
into black magic in a desperate ellort 10
save him, Shirley achieves credibility, vet
delers to clean-cut newcomer Perry king,
whose debut in the schizophrenic title
role is a double whammy.
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Another demonic tale is brought to
the sareen with greater subtlety but un-
diminished horror by producer-director
Robert (Summer of *#2) Mulligan, whose
movie version ol Thomas Tryon's un-
gling best scller, The Other, has so muany
characters hopping around an accursed
Connecticut Larmstead back in 1935 that
their identities become cloudy av times.
Odd questions of identity are essential to
the story, however, and one has no tou-
ble picking out Chris and Martin Udvar-
noky—ihe en-year-old identical twins e
chillingly persuasive as brothers caught
up i a strange and dangerous game.
To reveal more would spoil the hlm's
intricately concocted surprises, but rvead-
ers who already know two much may
derive a bonus ol pleasme [rom veteran
Broadway star Uwa Hagen, making her
film debut along with the boys and com-
ing thhough handsomely as the Russian-
born grandma who onginally taught them
the game. This shocker is aimed at Iright
fans who really like to feel the old
adrenaline llow.

-

Alain Tanner, a Swiss critic who has
chosen to practice what he preaches, 18 a
(ilm maker in the Mod LEuwropcan tra-
dition ol carly Godard and  Truflawe

mls PARTY WAS MADE Tanner's second feature, the fist o be

refeased here, is La Salemandre—overlong

POSSIBLE BY CLUB.COCKTAILS by American standards, but nevertheles
8 °

alive with humor, spontancity and care-
less Continental charm. Most of the

Have yourself a party with these fresh
lasting, ready-made drinks.

Hardstuff. Daiquiris. Whiskey Sours.
Martinis, and more.

All ready when you are.

movie is set in Geneva and concerns (wo
writers, Pierre and Paul (Jean-Luc Bideau
and Jacques Denis), assigned 1o wrile a
TV script about a seemingly ordinary
working girl who once allegedly wried to
shoot her uncle. The girl, Rosemonde
(played with effortless joie de vivre by

Club Cocktails.
30 We make the drinks, you make the party. °
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We would like 10 introduce you to the newest, most advanced, most con-
venient way to enjoy music in your home, car or office — with trouble-free
compact stereo tape carindges that play continuously, switch tracks auto-
matically and last practically forever. We are so convinced that you will
enjoy this spectacular new sterec sound in a cartridge, that we are willing
to give you the player free, as a membership gift, just so you'll buy your
tapes from us. And because we are America's largest all-label, all-artist
stereo tape carlridge club you can be sure of all the newest. factory-fresh
releases direct from all the major recording companies — never at more
than regular price, never! In fact, you'll save money, a lot ol money, with
free bonus tapes you can earn every month and discounts up to 509, and

and here's why

more. The Club Magazine makes your selections easy and exciling. m m m
To make sure we keep you as a tape cusiomer, the Stereomatic player we
send you as your membership gift must be good. In fact, it's great! Made
just for Club members by one of the finest manufacturers of electronic
equipment in the world. It’s built with guality to last, to give you brilliant
stereo sound for many years of trouble-free service. We know you'll be
delighted. That's why we are willing to send it to you at no risk or obliga-
tion on your parl. If you like it, KEEP IT. It's yours as a gift just for buying
stereo tape cartridges you would want to own anyway. If not, return it and
your membership is cancelled. You pay nothing and owe nothing. It's the
most fabulous new membership offer ever, just fill in coupon and mail.

[J
O]

PICK ONE AS YOUR MEMBERSHIP GIFT

NEWEST, FINEST SOLID STATE 8-TRACK AUTOMATIC STERED TAPE CARTRIDGE PLAYERS

COMPLETE HOME SYSTEM ($119.95 reg. price)
Complete ready to play stereo system with built-in amplifier and 2 deluxe stefeo speaker units in
handsome walnut cabinets. THE PLAYER IS A GIFT. We will bill you only special member’s price of
$29.95 for superb speakers. [ check COMPLETE HOME SYSTEM in coupon

HOME PLUG-IN SYSTEM ($79.95 reg. price)
Pre-amplified player only. Designed to plug into your existing hi-fi stereo system and use amplifier,
controls and speakers of that system. THE PLAYER IS A GIFT. No speakers shipped. Must play
through your own system. [ check HOME PLUG-IN SYSTEM in coupon.

DELUXE AUTO SYSTEM ($89.95 reg. price)
New compact design with finger-tip controls: complete with 2 deluxe flush mount speakers (no

dniling holes) and easy installation kit. THE PLAYER IS A GIFT. We will bull you only special mem-
ber's price of $11.98 for the speakers. [J check DELUXE AUTO SYSTEM in coupon

COMPLETE
HOME
SYSTEM

HOME
PLUG-IN SYSTEM

OELUXE
AUTO SYSTEM

SELECT ANY 6 TO
START MEMBERSHIP
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5334—PUSH, PUSH, [ B333—ELVIRA MADIGEN,
i.___ BOBLILAR ] l ROCK AND FOLK J ’ CWNE.‘_ ANO WESTERN t Herbue Mann (Embryol ........ 56.98 "~ onginal Soundtrack {DGG). _§6.58
1 1324—FPROMISES, PROMISES [ 33a—HISTORY DF OTIS REDDMME, | 4322—THE GOLDEN SOUNDS OF COUN- ] 5 5—LIVE AT NEWPORT, 7 §334—2001: A SPACE Dﬂ!’!s“
Dionne Warwicke (Scepler ..56.98 {-l-s Redawmng iAlco) . 35 TRY. Varicus Artists (Capiton). . .$6.98 Harris (Btlantich . ... .. $6.98 Crnginal Soundirack (DGG) ..$6.58
7 137T0—CHAPTER TWD, © 3371—WODDSTOCK, Vanaus irll‘-l! [ £338—ROCK ISLAND LINE, 3 ii]l‘—lk THE BEGINNING, [ 6335-—CABARET,
Roberta Flack (Atantic) ..$6.93 iColihon) (Taan Pack) 3 $17.98 Johnny Cash (Pickwick) ... $5.98 1saac Hayes (Atantici ....... 56,98 Original Soundirack [ABC) _.3798
. VIT2—CRARPENTERS, T 3387—STICRY FINGERS, [ A339—MNASHYILLE BOYS, [T 533B—MNEVER GET OUT DF THESE [ 6336—LOVE MACHINE, Dionne Warwiche
Carpenters (AEM) . ..56.98 Roling Stones (Alce) $6.9i Wagoner-Prige-Reed (RCA) ... .. $6.98 BLUES ALIVE. John Lee Hooker Driginal Soundtrack (Scepter) . .$6.58
7 13T7T—TAPESTRY, 3IBE—BEST OF WILSON PICKETT, 4340—THAT MAKES TWO OF US, (ABC) . ..56.98 [T 7303—GCERSHWIN RWAPSODY IN BLUE.
Carole ¥King (Ode *70) .... ..56.98 VoL, I (Rtlantic) . $6.98 Merie Haggard & Bonne Owens T 5330—LA mnmnm Lardon Festival Dreh. (Lendon). $6.98
[ 1IB)—GREATEST HITS, MI. i 3383—4 WAY STREET, Crnshr, Shills, (Pickwick) ...55.98 B. B. King (ABLC! co.o..--. 38398 [ 7322—BEST OF BEETHOVEN,
B. 1. Thomas (Scepier) ... 56.90 MNash & Young (Aflanhic) (Twin Pk).$9.98 1 4341—HIT cﬁmﬂll‘ WI. m [ S3817—HEAYY S0UL, Varwous Arfists- (Hestminster-Goldi F ....56.90
1 1384—TOM IOHES LIVE, CAESAR'S 7 3392—THE SKY'S THE LIMIT, Wagoner, & I‘arlnl\ Piwde, Reeves, double play (Atlantich ... . ..37.58 [} 7326—FIEDLER'S fﬂwm?(
PALRCE iParrol) (Twin Pack) $11.98 Temptatins (Gordy) . ..........56.98 Jennwngs (RCA) i 5J42—EVERYEODYS uuuu' OVERTURES, Arthur Fiedler
1385—THE DIONNE WARWICKE STORY, " 3395—TOUCH, [] 4a342—LAST PI:‘I‘UII[ SIIMU Ihz ¥ing Curtis (AFCCH .. .. .. 36.58 Eoston Pop (Polydor) . .........36.98
VOL. § & 11 (Scepter) (Tam Fh). $9.95 Supremes (Molown] .. .$6.98 fate Hank Williams (MOM) ... $7.98 {7 S343—WORLD GALAXY. | 7327—THE BLUE DANUBE, Herbert Von
| 1386—LIVE AT THE RIVIERA LV., 3396—WHAT'S GOIN' oN, [ 4343—LEAD ME ER Conway Iml:; i Elce Coltrane wilh sirings (Imp.) $6.58 Kar ajan-Berlin Phalharmonic (DGG) $6.98
Engeibert Humperdinck (Parrol).  $6.98 Maiwn Gaye (Tamlap ..........536.98 & Loretta Lynn {Decca) .. .. = 1 7328—RAVEL: BOLERO,
| 1967 ALL W THE FAMILY, 1 3397—SURRENDER, [] 4348—THE KILLER ROCHS ON, [___sHow ano cuassicaL } Herbert Von Harajan (DGG) .. ...36.98
T 1V, Show (Atlantec) ... .. 36 Diana Ross (Motewn) ... .....56.98 Jerry Lee Lewis (Mercury) ... 98 6I30—HAIR, [] 7329—FINLANDIA,
| 1385—BEST OF SONNY 3, :u(n [ 3401-—-STEPHEM STILLS 2, [] 4345—BEST OF CHARLEY mot \fol 2, Onginal London Cast (&lco). .. . .56.98 Jean Sibelius [(DGG) a $6.
_ Spnny & Cher (Atcu) lephen Stills (Atlantic) ... .. $6.98 Charley Pride (RCA} ... 3658 M §331—TWD GENTLEMEN OF VEROMA, [] 7331—STRAUSS WALTZES, Julias Rudel
1 1390—THE STH DIMENSIBN I,IV! [ ¥509—TRAFALGAR, l IAZZ I Orniginal Broadway cast, & the Vienna State Dvch,
{Bell} (Twin Pack) .. 5158 Bee Gees (Atcol . i 36.98 Dbl Play) (tABC) . . . .$9.98 {westmmnster-Gold) cea.. 3698
1391 —MUSIC, 3510—IF § COULD lEMmB[R MY ] 53313—QUIET FIRE, €332—DEATH IN UEH!I:! [T 7332—THE DAY OF THE BULLFIGHT,
Carcle King (Dde "70 $E6.98 NAME, Dawid Crosby (Ablantic). . .$6.98 Roberta Flack (Ablantic) ..$6.98 Original Soundirack (DGGY. .. 3658 Satecas: Guitar Sude (Wsh-Gld.) $6.98

7 1392 25TH ANNIVERSRRY SALUTE,
Ray Charles (RBC) (Ten Pack). 51158
1393—GO0IN. BACK TO INDIANA,
Jackson 5TV, Special (Motown) $6.98
1396—STANDING OVATION, Glaﬂrs
Mnight Angd The Pips (Soul
1397—DROWHING IR THE SEA tlf

$6.98
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LOVE. Jor Semon (Spring James Fepwn (Polydor) (Ten Ph). . $9.98 A A 8 N A
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Ray Chares (ABCi . 6.58 3 Dog Mght (Dunhidi) ? 698 | Please accept my membership and send free 1
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| 2133—BEAUTIFUL GUITARS, 3430—YOUNG, GIFTED & BLACK, I Serial Number ]
101 Strngs (AVC) ... .55.98 Aretha Frankkn (Atlantic) $6.98 | 1
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Our new SX-727.
Somuchforso little.

The SX-727 is one of Pioneer's new
lineup of four AM/FM stereo receivers
with an extra margin of value, If you're
looking for greater power, performance,
precision, features and versatility, you'll
find the 195 watt SX-727 offers more
than any similar priced receiver.
Sensibly priced at $349.95, including
walnut cabinet, your Pioneer dealer will

West: 13300 S. Estrella, Los Angeles 90248 / Midwest: 1500 G

prove it has e
everything you've ever

wanted in a receiver — and
then some.

U. S. Pioneer Electronics Corp.,
178 Commerce Rd.,Carlstadt,
New Jersey 07072

W PIONEER’

when you want something better

leaf, EWk Grove Village, 11). 60007 / Canada: S. H. Parker Co., Ontario

Yashicas TL Electro-X isnt
just another status symbol.

And that's why you'll want to own
it. The TL Electro-X is the world's
first fully electronic SLR system
camera. The heart of the system
is a solid-state electronic brain
that times the shutter speeds

YASHICA

ELECTRONIC CAMERAS...
It's a whole new thing

YASHICA Inc. 5017 Quecns Boulevard,
Woodside, New York 11377

electronically, measures the light
electronically, making it the most
accurate and reliable SLR you
can buy. Yashica TL Electro-X. It
isn't just another status symbol.
It's a better camera.

Bulle Ogier), is also the silamander of
the title, a changeling nonconformist
whose improved life style at first amuses
and finally confounds her earnest hiog-
raphers. “I'd like people 10 get ofl my
back,” says Rosemonde, summing up her
atttude toward the stresses of the modern
world. At last she admits that she did
shoot her uncle, but what of it. since he
made her life miserable? There's not
much more to the movie than that, but
Tanner creates a captivating portrait of
a free spirit who resists pracucally every-
thing superfluous. including the diligent
cftorts of her writer fricnds 1o analvze her.
La Salamandre’s hip, mocking  irony
speaks loudest with lew words—showing
Rosemonde at her first thankless job as
a kind of phallic priestess in a sansage Lic-
tory and, later, im a shoe cmporium,
where she banishes boredom but is soon
banished hersell for startling her shoeless
customers with a hree feel. Tinner calls
his work “a black-and-white color film.”
which sounds like affectation but turns
out to be accurate sell-appraisal.
-

The right to privacy is one of the
chiel topics for debate in The Ground-
stor Conspiracy, an cihcient but unexcep
tional thriller stwring George Peppard
as a buliheaded U. S. security agent who
stops at nothing. “I'd put my own [ami-
ly, anyone, in a spotlight naked to pro-
tect this counury.” snaps Peppard with
such ice-cold conviction that one almost
believes him—particularly when he plots
the ruthless brainwash of a suspecied
spy (Michael Sarrazin) and plants a
very candid camera over the bed of a
voung divorcee (Christine Belford). An
explosion in the computerized nerve
center ol a top-scaet space project gets
Groundstar Conspiracy under way, but
the cast has to work within the limita
tions of a script that is as preposterous
as a James Bond caper, yet totally de
void of humor. The movie's scene steal-
ers are picturesque Vancouver, British
Columbii, and the uluamodern campus
of Canada’s Simon Fraser University, the
latter Iending a wouch of space-age splen-
dor as Groundstn H. Q). The rest 1s trivia.

Like all born humorists, British play-
wright Peter Nichols has a keenly de-
veloped sense ol lile’s vagic absurdity,
The wild, angry, often reckless strata-
gems that human beings devise in order
o bear  disappointment  were  etched
with Nichols” Broadwan
London stage hit A Day in the Death of
Joe Egg. Black comedy at its most mera

acul in anud

less, Joe Egzg pretends o tell the story ol
a middle-class English couple whose de-
votion o their handicapped ten-year-old
daughter—a hopeless spastic at the vege-
table level with
harrowing sick jokes. Life itsell 1s a sick
joke. and God “a manic-depressive rug-
by foothaller,” in the words ol the hero,
brilliantly played by Alan Bates (who at

ol existence—is  laced



If you enjoy PLAYBOY,
you belong in the

Playboy Book (v

Just as PLAYBOY is different from all other magazines, Playboy
Book Club is different from all other book clubs. It is a book
club designed by our editors to match your tastes, your life-style,
your point of view.
In the pages of PLAYBOY we bring you the finest and most
provocative articles and fiction by many of the world’s most
prominent writers. Now we will make available to you—at
significant savings—what we consider the most candid,
contemporary, swinging and thought-provoking books of
permanent value published this year.
And we'll offer you a wide choice of books at savings up to
33% under retail prices. The best from the publishing world
selected for you by PLAYBOY editors.
“Playboy's Choice,"" an illustrated monthly bulletin, will
describe our editors’ selections. Your only obligation is to add
as few as four Club Selections (or Alternates) to your library
during the first year. (Sorry, but orders from outside the U. S. and
Canada cannot be processed.)
Remember, if you enjoy PLAYBOY, you belong in Playboy
Book Club. Fill in the application today—and embark with us on
a reading adventure that knows no boundaries.
Bonus: PLAYBOY'S GIFT PACK of three provocative

paperbacks (a $2.85 value) yours FREE for prompt action.

834 800,000,000
THE REAL CHINA
Ross Terrill

{Pub. Price $7.95)
784 THE SEX BDDK
Goldstein, Haeberle
& McBride

(Pub. Price $9.95)
Iustrated

B25 THE GAME DF
THE FDXES
Ladislas Farago
(Pub. Price $11.95)
Sensational bestseller
711 THE SHARK
Jacques-Yves
Coustezu

{Pub. Price $8.95)
810 THE DEFENSE
NEVER RESTS

F. Lee Bailey with

844 THE VERY, VERY
RICH AND HDW THEY
GDT THAT WAY

Max Gunther

(Pub. Price $7.95)
Super-success stories
757 SEX AMERICAN
STYLE

(Pub. Price $7.50)
From PLAYBOY

B32 THE CDMPLETE

DUTDODR CODKBDOK

Dan & Inex Morris
{(Pub. Price $7.95)
731 SCARNE'S
CDMPLETE GUIDE
TD GAMBLING
(Pub. Price $10.00)
B27 THE WAY
THINGS WDRK
{ll’[ub. Price $9.95)

Harvey A

{Pub. Price $7.95)
849 SCDRING

Dan Greenbu

{Pub. Price $6.95)
Sexual memoir

809 PLAYBOY'S
HOST & BAR BDDK
Thomas Mario

{Pub. Price $12.95)
Illustrated

{Counts as two books)
818 THE ASSASSINS
Elia Kazan

(Pub. Price $7.95)
Bestselling novel

encyclopedia

737 THE MDVIES
Griffith & Mayer
(Pub. Price §$19.95)
1300 photos
{Counts as two books)
796 THE MAFIA IS
NOT AN E&U&L
DPFDRTUNITY
EMPLDYER
Nicholas G

(Pub. Plu;:gi.gSl
805 GRAFFITI
Robert Reisner
{Pub. Price $5.95)

B02 PLAYBOY'S
CDMPLETE BDOK
DF PARTY JDKES
(Pub. Price $8.95)
841 MILLIDNAIRES
Herbert Kastle

(Pub. Price $7.95)
Erotic crime-
adventure novel

819 THE NEW YORK
TIMES GUIDE T0
SPECTATOR SPDRTS
Leonard Koppett
(Pub. Price $7.95)
822 THE AMERICAN
HERITAGE HISTORY
DF THE PRESIDENCY
{Pub. Price $16.50)
Hlustrated classic
{Counts as two books)
B11 PLAYBOY'S
INVESTMENT

GUIDE

Michael Laurence
{Pub. Price $7.95)

759 HDW TD BE
A SUCCESSFUL
EXECUTIVE

1. Paul Getty
{Pub. Price $6.00}
B4 OPEN
MARRIAGE

Nena 0"Neill &
George D'Neill
(Pub. Price $6.95)
A new life-style for
couples—Bestseller

Ewﬁhﬂ-w.

DEFENSE [P

B36 THE FRIENDS
DF EDDIE CDYLE
George V. Higgins
{Pub. Price $5.95)
Great crime novel
742 MIRRDR OF

(Pub. Price $22.50)
Women in photos
{Counts as two books)
781 THE

GRDUPSEX TAPES
Margolis &

Rubenstein

(Pub. Price $6.95)
846 MEN DF
CDURAGE

Ed. by William Parker
(Pub. Price $8.95)
Men with guts face
danger, torture, death
764 THE SENSUDUS
MAN by gt

(Pub. Price $6.00)
842 AN AMERICAN
DEATH

Gerold Frank

{Pub. Price $10.00)
The killing & the
killer of Martin
Luther King, Jr.

B28B 365 DAYS
Ronald Glasser, M.D.
(Pub. Price $6.95)
Vietnam shocker

Playboy Book Club, Pleyboy Bullding, 919 North Michigan Avenue, Chicago, lllinois 60613
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Introductory offer:

hoose any 4 books* for only $1.95
(value up to $44.45) when you
agree to become a member of the
Playboy Book Club

* Deluxe volumes count as two books
Publishers’ pnces quoted are U S, prices; Canadian prices may be slightly higher

Playboy Building
919 North Michigan Ave.
Chicago, lllinois 60611

Playboy Book Cub

Please enrcll me as a member in the Playboy Bock Club and send
me the books whose numbers | have listed below, billing me only
$1.95. I understand that some deluxe volumes count as two selections.

l | | | | | | |

| understand that tor $1.95 | may choose books worth as much as
$44 45 and that you will alse send PLAYBOY'S GIFT PACK of three
provocalive paperbacks, a $2.85 value, as my free bonus lor prompt
action.

| understand that you will send me "'Playboy's Choice,” the monthly
publication describing the Selections and Alternates, together with a
dated Member's Instruction Card which | may mail back, by the date
shown on the card, to reject the Selection or to choose any of the
Alternates. | understand that if | wish to receive the Selection, | do
nothing and it will be mailed 1o me automatically AFTER the date
shown on the card.

My only obligation as a member is t0o accept four Selections or
Alternates during the coming year from the many titles oftered each
month. My membership is cancelable any time after buying these four
books. In all cases, | will rec » books identical 10 the publishers’
editions. A modest postage and handling charge is added 1o all ship-
ments.

NAME____
{Please print)
ADDRESS.
CITY. STATE ZIP_
2198804 08




Latest U.S. Government figures show

PALL MALL MENTHOL 100

lower in'‘tar’
than the

best-selling

menthol king!

PLAYBOY

Yes, longer...yet milder

PALL MALL MENTHOL 100's..."tar" 18 mg.—nicotine, 1.3 mg.
Best-selling menthol king......."tar" 19 mg.—nicotine, 1.4 mg.

Of all brands, lowest............."tar" 1 mg.—nicotine, 0.1 mg.
6 18 mg. “tar” 1.3 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report APRIL 72.
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least equals Albert Finney's flashy per-
formance in the stage version). Janet
Suzman’s matching tour de force is a
bigger surprise, il only because she far
exceeds  the cool  comperence  that
sageed her an Oscar nomination as the
better hall of Nicholas and Alexandra.
Miss Suzman makes a deeply touching
figure of the tormented wile and mother
whose elforts to please call for some
bizarre measures—everything from spell-
ing out the details of her premarital
promiscuity, bed Dby bed. to playing
straight woman in her husband's caustic
vaudeville routines about the child they
flippantly call Joe Ege. Though Hawless
Iy acted. Joe Egg is only a mediocre job
ol moviemuaking, for director Peter AMe-
dak gets literal with fantasy sequences
(Mum and Dad wickedly re-enacting
how the preacher promised to pray
for them) and olten becomes camera-
conscious ar the expense of the play's
withermg wit. The theme is not the one
most likely to hll a movie theater with
fun seckers, but as his own scenarist,
Nichols maintains his identity by keep-

mg Joe Egg mostly intact.

=
-

The Revengers [inds William Holden,
Ernest Borgnine and Woody Swode per-
forming by the numbers for director
Daniel Mann. Holden plays a rancher
who scts off on a quest for vengeance
alter his family is brutally massacved by
a pack ol renegade Comanches and pil-
laging half-breeds. To serve his purpose,
he recruits an even more unsavory wild
bunch from a Mexican chain gang, only
to learn ar last that revenge is not so
sweet. The Revengers is the kind ol hack
work that nearly always carries in its lug-
gage an overdone musical scove indicating
precisely where audiences are supposed to
laugh or cry or worry. We found ourself
worrying about the wrong things—such
as the brogue affected by Susan Hay-
ward for her jittery comeback appear-
ance as an Irish rontier lady who nurses
Holden back 1o health., And abowt the
gimmicky casting ol handsome movie
neweomer  Scott Holden  (son of vou
know who) as the brave voung cavalry
licutenant whose courage under fire re-
minds thick-hided old Holden, by Gad,
of the lost son he had dreamed of send-
g to West Point.

-

The Trial of the Catonsville Nine, hascd
o Father Daniel  Berrigan’s  drama-
tization ol courtroom testimony in his
own case, generates d(‘(‘[} moral fervor
and passionate conviction. But those ad-
mirable qualitiecs—which prompted the
celebrated Berrigan brothers and seven
collecagues o burn dralt-hoard files at
Catonsville, Maryland, in 1968—aren't
quite cnough to make a satislying movie
from [as already drummed into the
public consciousness. This re-creation ol
their wial is stagy and polemical. The



actors (Ed Flanders and Douglass Wat-
son, repeating their stage roles as Dan
and Phil) are articulate, humorless and
evangehical, wearing invisible halos and
an air of simple righteousness that is
seldom much fun to watch. To his credit
as producer, Gregory Peck reminds us
that the U.S. may be one of the few
nations lelt in the world where such an
angry antiestablishment work can  be
made and shown without fear at so
anxious i moment in history.
-

A reasonable facsimile of contempo-
rary soul music swells on the sound
track of The Legend of Nigger Charley,
Iatest in a new wave of black Westerns.
The anachronistic musical score, includ-
mg the title song sung by Llovd Price,
merely exposes Nigger Charley as an
attempt to woo black audiences with
standard outdoor heroics, albeit in a
more  fashionable color. Former pro
foothall star Fred Williamson, ID'Urville
Martin and Don Pedro Colley are cast
as a trio of fugitive Virgimia slaves who
flecc West and become unbeatable gun
fighters vs. hordes of lily-white bad guvs.
Williamson acts preuwty well for a hall-
back. though his role would hardly
strain the talents of those forgotien lead-
ing men who used to play The Lone
Ranger in Saturday matinees. Clear away
the blood "n’ guts and gunsmoke, and
Nigger Charley's baule cry tnns out to
be “Ho-hum, Silver.”

-

Women's liberation, anyone? As the
heroine of Stand Up and Be Counted, Jac
queline Bisset voices her suspicion “that
is all caused Dby seven women with
hairy legs and a  positive genius  for
getung on the Johnny Carson show.”
There are some stinging topical jokes
scattered throughout this glossy comedy,
the hrst of s kind to tackle the women's
lib theme, but there are just as many
contrived sitvations and  cutesy  clichés
suppliecd by TV writer Bernind Slade,
who won his wings with The Flying
Nun and The Partridge Family, Under
director Jackic Cooper—yep, that Jackie
Cooper—Stand Up sets out not to ex-
plore its subject but to milk it for
laughs. Only a few [all 10 Jacqueline,
stuck with the film’s least interesting
role, as a girl reporter who goes home to
Denver 1o check out the movement’s grass
roots in middle America, thereby rekin-
dling her romance with a dashing air-
line pilot (Gary Lockwood)—a male
chauvinist, damn it all. The brighter
bits go to Lee Purcell as her militane kid
sister, Loretta Swit as a tived housewife
who seems to have kept her wit honed
by watching I Love Lucy reruns and
pert Stella Stevens as a pampered young
matron with activist tendencies.  Lven
Dr. Joyce Brothers appears, doing a gra-
tuitous guest shot in author Slade’s over-
crowded narrative. And, lest we forger,

Latest U.S. Government figures show

PALL MALL GOLD 1005
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PALL MALL GOLD 100’s...."tar" 18 mg.—nicotine, 1.3 mg."
Best-selling filter king....."tar” 20 mg.—nicotine, 1.4 mg.
Of all brands, lowest......."tar" 1 mg.—nicotine, 0.1 mg.
18 mg. “tar” 1.3 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report APRIL 72,
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Michael Ansara is hauled up for judg-
ment as a visiting lecturer from pLavsoy,
When a group of clubwomen plots a
demonstration to brand him a sexist,
he coolly reiterates that pLAYBOY is not
the enemy of the opposite sex—and
that, in fact, we warmly embrace the
opposition. Attaboy, Ansara.

PLACES

Imagine, il you will. a littde world
combining the Tivoli Gardens of Co-
penhagen, the impacted medieval streets
of portside France and Ialy, plus a
touch of the sooks ol North Africa; or,
better ver. spend a day—and perhaps an
evening—at The Cannery and Ghirardelli
Square ncar San Francisco's waterfront.
Just hop the Hyde Suveet cable car—a
Kind of permanent party on wheels—
downtown and ride it to the end of
the line. Bring appetite, thirst and
credic crds, for you will be tempted by
shops, a wine cellar, cafés, restaurants.
Bring change for the street musicians
(baroque, folk-rock, romantic), street ac-
tors, street mimes. Bring a rolerant eye,
ready with praise, for prool that a carni-
val neighborhood can be ereated by men
of taste, good will and, uh, money.

Ten years ago, financier William Mat-
son Roth decided to refurbish an old
chocolate factory, with its towers and
spires and exposed brick, and surround
it with fountains, theaters, a movie-
house, shops of elegance, sun and salt
air, sealood, Mexican food. mandarin
food. cepes, wine, cheese, terraces, hot-
fudge banana splits. Ghirardelli Square
was an instant landmark, and Roth
proved something: Money and success
can come to the man who rescues as well
as to the man who tears down.

While you're meditating on this reas-
suring fact, you can be buying a $20
flowered shivt or a piece of Scandinavian
crockery, having your snapshot blown
up 1o be a poster, going to sce an art
film, giving Norbert, the multilingual
sidewalk troubadour, your spare quar-
ters. Over a cappuccino at the outdoor
Portofino Cafté, you'll see children play-
ing on the beach, a littde group practic-
ing T'ai Chi with its Chinese master,
a flamenco star flamencking away, sun
worshipers at their patient travail. Up
and down the pleasant irregularity of
steps and levels, stone and brick, un-
bored feet keep moving—past Eric the
Harpist playing a theme by Villa-Lobos,
The most beautiful girl in Ghirardelli
Square is just around the corner, or
perhaps tucked away with a book under
a shading parasol.

Across the way, past the Buena Vista
—where  San Franciscans  have  heen
drinking Ramos gin fizzes over brunch
lor  generations—there's The Cannery.
Leonard Martin, a courtly White Russian

aristocrat, took not a chocolate factory
but an old fruit cinnery and imposed
his love of the Mediterranean on the
architects who rebuilt it for him. Where
Ghirardelli Square is all sun and light,
The Cannery—which opened in 1968
~—is all nooks and crannies, ferns and
flowers, but sun and light, too. A lutanist
is playing under a flowering uee. The
fish shack is serving clams. Poets are
scribbling at the wooden tables and, as
you enter its complex maze of stairways,
clevators and escalators, you'll find even
more pleasant opportunities to spend
money and while away the aliernoon.

But it's not necessary to patronize the
cothing shops, jewelry boutiques, toy
stores, record shops, art galleries or the
virtwally irvesistible gourmer supermar-
ket. which is perpetually [ragrant with
fresh (and olten still warm) loaves of
sour-dough  bread—which tastes best if
you cat it on a bench in the courtyard
with a wedge of Monterey Jack and a
bottle of Napa Valley red. If you're not
hungry—even for Fast Coast seafood
amid the Scandinavian wood and potted
plants at the Hungry Tiger or for hearty
Elizabethan victuals amid the S1,000,000
17th Century decor at The Ben Jonson—
you can just walk. It's not as crowded as
the Ponie Veechio in Florence, but here,
oo, a shopkeeper is likely to come out
of his store to chat, as one did when we
admired a picture in his window: “Like
it? That's a porurait of the artist. Why
don’t you come to the opening of his
show tenight? Wine and cheese. You're
a visitor? That's OK, come along, just a
few of his friends. plus you.”

Those who go to The Cannery or Ghi-
rardelli Square looking for the San Fran-
cisco Ireak scene—ihe gay bar specializing
in oncarmed  black  asthmatics, say—
will be disappointed. The oddments of
merchandise, costuming, sireet life are
well scrubbed. imported and American
—yet not  dull. Ghirardelli-Cannery,
thriving neighbors, triumphs of wrban
conservation,  just plain leave a good
taste in the soul. A small detail 10 sun
up the spirit of both places: Leonard
Martin owns a parking lot across the
street that serves The Cannery. Trees are
scattered among the cars. “My architects
told me I was losing a lot of spaces.” he
says. “But people like o park under a
tree.”

RECORDINGS

Marian McPartland plays a piano and
a hall. A Delicate Balance {Halcvon) has
the lady splitting her time between a
concert-grand Wurlitzer and a plugged-
in version. In cach case, she's nothing
short of splendid—whether it's on her
own material, Lddie Harris' exuberant
Freedom Jazz Dance, the pastel-shaded El

Condor Pasa of Simon and Garlunkel,
Alec Wilder’s lovely contibution, Jazz
Waltz for a Friend. or John Lennon's
now-classic Something (which also has
fine bass work by Jay Leonhart, who
shares the album’s rhythm chores with
drummer Jimmy Madison). The LP is
available only through the mail: Send
5598 to Haleyon Records, Box 4255,
Grand Central Station, New York, New
York 10017.
-

Oscar night, Michel (Summer of *12)
Legrand and Isaac (Shafty Haves got all
the attention for their movie sound
tracks, but for our money the best music
man in films is Quincy Jones. Witness his
track for The Hot Rock (Prophesy). which
adds glitter and excitement 10 what is
otherwise  a  run-ol-the-heist — cops-and-
robbers flick. It’s a cool, funky score with
enough variety to keep the listener con-
stantly in tow. Quincy’s musicians are
only the counury’s top jazzmen—Clark
Terry, Gerry Mulligan, Ray Brown,
Frank Rosolino. Victor Feldman, Clare
Fischer, Jerome Richardson, and on and
on.

-

Mac Rebennack, otherwise known as
Dr. John, has done a wonderful album
of New Orleans pop music, what he calls
“a combination of Dixicland, rock 'n’
roll and funk.” Gumbo (Atco) is a concoc-
tion of blues. shullles, stomps, rags and
rumbas, mixed under the guiding hand
of Dr. John, who plays piano and guitar
and sings throughout. People not entire-
ly familiar with the names Melvin Las
tic, Archibald, Professor Longhair, Huey
Smith and  Poppa Stoppa will learn
about these and others from the doctor's
notes, a vunning history of N. O. pop in
the Fifties and Sixties. They will also
hear, performed by the men who made it,
the most vibrant and colorful music that
can stll be distinguished from the mass
of what we call rock and pop.- It is a
rich feasi.

-

Double your pleasure. What we're
talking about is Reberta Flack & Donny
Hathaway (Atlantic). Combining voices
and keyboards, the outrageously talent-
cd twosome, aided by a group of great
backup musicians and not at all hin-
dered by some totally unnecessary strings
sawing away behind  them, produces
some maguificent harmonies on the likes
of I (Who Have Nothing), Be Real
Black for Me and that oldie but very
goodic, For All We Know. Roberta, ol
course, has long since established hersell
as soul vovalty, but Hathaway is not 100
far away Irom a similar niche. A marvel-
ous recording.

-

It's always casy to put down Stephen
Stills because he has never been alraid
to lay it all out in his music—the profi-
cient and the inept, the sincere and the
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pompous, the selflessness and the ego
rints. Manasses (Atlantic), a two-LP al-
bum, is like that, yet it's the best thing
Stills has donce in a long time. So, taking
our cue from him, here's what we don’t
like: side two, which indulges Steve's
tendency to provide a little something
for cveryone, here country and Jesus
music, most of it hokey. Also, the inevi-
table song sheet, handwritten by Steve
with misspellings (“supurb,” “allwavs™)
and cute asides, and the inevitable pic-
tures ol the group. Also, the fustian,
meaningless lyrics that afllict far too
many ol these songs (“Nonscnse is as
nonsense does,” says Steve in another
context). We like: most of the music,
which is played by musicians of the
caliber of Chris Hillman, Fuzzy Samucls
and Dallas Taylor. The typical Stills
compositions, such as Anyway and John-
ny's Garden, come off well, but so do
some of the more adventurous things,
such as the guitar and vocal textures of
Bound to Fall and the loping couniry
vock of What to Do, with its fine piano
and fiddle. On balance, Manassas shows
Stills moving out of the strictures of
C.S5. N.& Y. into something like his own
territory.
-

Atco has issued a two-disc History of
Eric Clapton that documents, among other
things, Eric’s sometimes willful scarch
for anonymity in his bands and, as the
notes have it, his “chameleonic changes”
ol style, even of personal appearance:
Look at the astonishingly varied series of
portrait photos on the back cover. After
the embryonic and dated work of the
Yardbirds and John Mayall (in which only
Clapton’s playing really holds up), three
periods emerge: that of his playing with
Cream, which stood the rock world on its
ar; with Delaney & Bonnie & Friends;
and with Derek & the Dominos. The
Blind Faith excursion, ill-fated and short-
lived, did produce some grand music, here
represented by Steve Winwood's Sea of
Joy. Clapton’s curse, as he has known
right along, is that he's been praised too
much and too often. Yet his playing can
be superb and this set is worth having, if
only as a retrospective of the career of
one ol rock’s most public fugitives.

-

Let’s Dance Again (Mcega) was recorded
several years ago in London by Benny
Goodman with an orchestra and charts
of litle luster. No matter. What counis
1s Goodman, his clarinet, a head full of
ideas and a tone as liquid as a magnum
of Mumm’s. In his fifth decade as a
musician, Benny sull makes it happen.
Yesterday, Liza, I Talk 1o the Trees—
they all demonstrate that the years have
been exuaordinarily kind to Mr. G.
Praise be.

L

Not so with Der Bingle, we're afraid.
Comparing Wrop Your Troubles in Dreams,
RCA’s wondrous Vintage series reissue

of songs Crosby recorded from 1927 to
1931, with the current Bing 'n Basie (Day-
break) is depressing, to say the least. The
RCA recording, with Bing singing first
with Paul Whiteman and then with Gus
Arnheim’s Coconut Grove Orchestra, is
filled with jazzy exuberance (especially
on the Arnheim tracks) and all the best
connotations of what the word crooner
meant in those days. It's not just musical
history; it's fine listening. The album
with Basie is another story. It sounds tived
and hack, bone-wcary and boring—from
the motley items on display 1o the me-
chanical Basie backups to the no-longer-
impressive Croshy vocalizing. Where are
the ba-ba-ba-boos of vesteryear?
-

Ordinarily, we don't much dig the
Greatest Hits philosophy of selling seri-
ous music. But occasionally an  artist
makes a selection that is a tasteful and
balanced introduction to a body of mu-
sic. Such is Van Cliburn’'s choice on My
Favorite Debussy (RCA). He plays these
tone poems for piano in the tadition-
al and classic—that is to say, romantic
—manner. Since most of them, includ-
ing the perfectly realized prelude Feux
d'Avtifice, veflect Debussy's wanslucent,
spare romanticism, the approach makes
sense. Even those who know the Debussy
piano literature well should find Cli-
burn’s performances expressive; and the
recording is perfection.

-

Five f[reaky mythmakers call them-
selves Doctor Hook and the Medicine
Show, get a batch of songs (words and
music) from our own Shel Silverstein
and put together a fine album, Doctor
Hook (Columbia), under the direction
of Ron Haffkine. In due course, we hear
about a voodoo witch from the bayou
country, rendered in Ray Sawyer’s Cap-
tain Beelheart manner; about waitresses,
hookers, cops, a young man's first lay;
about Makin® It Natural, a great dope
song that ironically sounds like some-
thing out of Merle Haggard; about Lady
Godiva, who is anatomized in two min-
utes of choice hillbilly honk. And there
arc serious songs, all carrvied off with
aplomb by a group that promises to
revitalize some of our oldest musical
myths. At least as long as it keeps getting
Shel's material.

-

Now even the society bands are com-
bining jazz, Latin and rock. Two groups
thitt you probably wouldn't invite to per-
lorm at your sister’s debut are Compost
and Mandrill, whose very names might
be enough to intimidate starchy souls.
Compost (Columbia) is five basically jazz
musicians  who achieve a variety of
rhythmic and percussive cffects that are
played off against Harold Vick’s ten-
or sax and flute or Jack DeJohnette’s
clavinet, organ and vibes. Bob Moses
drums very well, sings less well (in fact,

the group vocals are the least successful
things Compost does), and Jack Gregg's
bass, as on Happy Peace, is outstanding,
The group brings more subtlety to this
kind of music than most jazz-Latin-rock
bands achieve. Definitely unsubtle is
Mandrill, a powerhouse band. probably
the best of this type. Mandrill Is (Poly-
dor) points up its willingness to take
musical chances and its ability to use
variety and diflering textures, as on Git
It All, which highlights the big Mandbrill
brass sound. Beyond their overblown
lyrics and programing excesses (c.g., the
incredible  dissertation  on  Universal
Rltythms), these seven men frequently
play with the power and imagination of
17, as on the near-Eastern—Latin fusion
ol Kofijahm.
5

Rich in London (RCA), subtitled “"Buddy
Rich Recorded Live at Ronnie Scott’s,”
is a smasher. The band's arrangements
are rockets, the instrumental work pul-
sates with a youthful intensity, and
all are driven by the man with the
fastest wrists in the West. There are two
breaks in the instrumental pattern—
first, when the band backs up Rich's
daughter Kathy and composer Jon Hen-
dricks’ girls, Michelle and Carlene, on
Jon's That's Enough (their poppas can
kvell; the ladies are good). and the last
few minutes of the LP. which has Rich
gassing with the audience and wying to
be jazz's answer to Don Rickles. Rickles
he's not, but for a musician he's a pretty

funny guy.

THEATER

In Amt Supposed 1o Die a Natural
Death, Melvin Van Pecbles showed ur-
ban blacks confined in a ghetto athroly
with passion and life. His people were
down and fighting 10 get up. The play
was resonant with the feel of the city,
splendidly staged by Gilbert Moses and
acted and sung by a resolutely expres-
sive cast. Van Peebles” second musical
of the season, Dont Play Us Cheap!, is the
other, summier side ol the urban street.
These people, joylully imbibing and
joshing one another at a Harlem party,
arc a generation removed  from  the
blacks in Aint Supposed lo Die. Their
roots are in the South, their humor
down-home. Unlike the carlier show,
however, Dont Play Us Cheap! has a
!'-tm'y—ﬁm mistake—about  1two imps,
cnussaries from the Devil, who uy to
break up that party. This time Van
Peebles—second mistake—has elected 10
do the staging himself. The book, which
is quaint and self-conscious, needs dras-
tic cutting and the action needs regroup-
ing. What the show does have going for
it is Van Peebles’ enormous musical gift.
The score, while not on a level with
Aint Supposed to Die, is still striking; so
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are two sensational singers. Joshie Jo
Armstead and George (“Ooppee™) M-
Curn. The characters are written and
cast largely to stereotype, but Esther
Rolle in the pivotal role of the Harlem
hostess is droll—with some of the wry
casualness of Pearl Bailey. At the Ethel
Barrymore, 243 West 17th Street.

“If you've got to do something, you've
got to do it yoursell,” says Van Peebles
in answer to the frequent accusation
that he spreads himsell too thin with
such feats as writing, producing, compos
ing the music for. directing and financ-
ing Dont Play Us Cheap! The 39-year-old
Chicago native has also been a novelist.
actor. film producer—director, daneer, edi-
tor (of a French equivalent of Mad) and
gripman on a San Francisco Municipal
Railway cable car. It was during these
Bay Arvea days, as it happens, that he de-
cided to become a writer. I got tived ol
reading shit one day. and I knew 1 could
do better.”

S50 he moved to France. 1aught himself
the language, wrote plays and novels and
finally made a movie. The Story of a
Three-Day Pass. which he brought back to
America as the French enuy in the San
Francisco Film Festival. Next he directed
IWWateymelon Man, over which he quir-
reled with Columbia and broke a three-
picture Hollywood deal. Undaunted, he
proceeded o write, produce, direct and
star in Sweet Sweetback’s Baadassss Song
—which, although ignored or rejecred by
the white media, became an enormous
money-maker with black audiences.

Something similar happened with his
Broadway musical, Aint Supposed 1o
Die a Natural Death. “Most of the re-
views were terrible,” he says, But single
handedly, putting his own money on the
line, Van Peebles kept the show run-
ning, bringing in busloads of patrons
from as far away as Washington. Slowly,
i cruglt on—in the process getting
nominated for seven Tony awards, none
ol which it won—and, o the astonish-
ment of everybody except Van Pecbles,
it may even make a profit.

“Forty percent of the people at Aint
Supposed to Die,” he savs. “had never
been to the theater before. They didn’y
even have the word play in their vocah-
ulary. They came out of the theater and
said, ‘Man, that was a grear movie!” My
constituency is strved—there is little for
them 1o see in their languaage.”

Van Peebles” theater is, he says, “indige-
nous—true to its roots.” But that doesn't
mean it's limited sirictly to black audi-
ences. “Unfortunately, crities study ka-
buki and no, but not something parallel
in American culture. Once you get over
all that shit, you sec the universality in
human beings.”

-
Two British drama critics sit in a
theater box watching a dreadful Agatha
Christic—type mystery. Each has a hang-

up. Birdboot has a fancy for actresses.
which gets in the way of his reviewing,
Moon, a second-stringer, has an ani
mosity for Higgs. his first-siringer. which
gets in the way ol lis reviewing., The
cternal understudy. Moon envisions his
epitaph. HERE LIES MOON, WHERE'S HIGGS?
The two eritics plot while the play plods.
Suddenly they are enveloped by the mys-
tery. trapped onstage and victimized by
their own malfeasance. The play, Tom
Stoppird’s The Reol Inspector Hound, deltly
impales middling crities as well as mud-
dling theatvics. Hound is preceded by a
Stoppard curtain riiser, After Mogritte, 01
homage to the painter of that name, em
ploying his peculiar mixture of supra
veality and  nighumarish
sleuth spool. After Magritte can be sa-
vored Jor its ceverness, but the cvening
belongs to Hound, a fiendishly funmy
comedy from the amthor ol Rosencrantz
and Guildensiern Ave Dead. At Theater
Four, 424 West 55th Street.

fantasy in 2

Not content 1o rest on his Tonys (for
best play. Sticks and  Bones, and best
musical, Tiwo Gentlemen of Verona), o
scph Papp—which is to say. the New
York Shakespeare Festival Public Thea-
ter—has come up with That Champion-
ship Season, by Jasom Miller. This is a
play about a reunion ol high school
baskethall stars 20 vears alter their one
triumphant  season—the one trinmph
ol thenr lives. Thematically, Miller i
tmghng with O'Neill and Albee. The
play is supposed o be about truth and
illusion and the distortion of
even that bhasketball championship tuns
out 1o lhuve been hollow. But what the

dreams:;

author has written is much less complex
than its dvamatic models, with no revela-
tions about the reunited athletes. no
bitter dregs of truith. There is a hot-
house atmosphere about their lives, which
revolve around the petty politics of their
small Pennsylvania ciry. But as an cner-
tiining fivecharacter study, the play has
its merits: These people do live, fTor a
time, onstage. Miller's dialog s muscular,
AL J. Antoon’s direction i1s taut and the
production is exuberant, yer disciplined.
The cast acts like a championship team:
Richard A. Dysart as the coach, and
Walter  McGinn,  Michael  McGuire,
Charles Durning and Paul Sorvino as his
loyal disciples. At the Newman Theater
in the New Yok Shakespeare  Festival
Public Theater, 425 Lafaveue Suect.
5 )

The dramatic event  in the
19711972 season at the Repertory Theoter
occurred play-
wright Ed Bullins walked onstage dur
ing a perlormance of The Duplex at
The Forum Theater and
that the show he stopped. It was Buol.

most

of Lincoln Center when

demanded

ling’ contention that Lincoln Cenwer
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is unfair to playwrights, namely Bul-
lins, and had turned his “black-love fa-
ble” into “a coon show.” Faced with the
alternatives ol forcibly  removing the
playwright or quietly removing the play,
Repertory Theater head Jules Irving left
the playwright onstage to say his piece.
Strangely enough, even though The Du-
plex had indeed been broadened and
even  somewhat  coarsened, enough  of
Bulling' prickling humor and compas-
sion remained to make this production
one of the two important presentations
at Lincoln Center this year. The other,
also in the intimate Forum. was the
world premiere of a new comedy. Suggs,
by a new playwright, David Wiltse.
With gentle acerbity, Wiltse charted the
awakening and the collapse of a Kansan
transplant to Manhattan—and also the
collapse of the city itself. The play is
small, but sharp and funny—and exceed-
ingly well acted by William Atherton in
the title role. The nruth is that The Fo-
rum Theater—which narmrowly escaped a
threatened take-over by the City Center
and conversion into a movie theater—has
presented much more interesting work
this season than Vivian Beaumont’s
“main stage.” In addition to Bullins and
Wilise, The Forum staged the American
premieres of two plays by influential for-
cign writers—Athol Fugard's People Are
Liwving There and Peter Handke's The
Ride Acvoss Lake Constance.

Meanwhile, the larger Beaumont was
marked by the unadventurousness of its
repertory—two war horses, Schiller's Mary
Stuart and Miller's The Crucible, a rou-
tine Twelfth Night and a disastrous ver-
sion of Edward Bond's Narrow Roead to
the Deep North. Both Mary Stuart and
The Crucible are stock-company items,
and the Repertory Theater gave them
satisfactory, il not inspived, productions.
Salome  Jens excelled as Mary, Queen
ol Scots, and Robert Foxworth, Martha
Henry and Philip Bosco were powerful in
the leads of The Crucible. Unfortunately,
the Schiller play sufters from overexposure
(this was a season when one heard more
than one wanted to know about Mary and
Elizabeth) and Miller's play too obviously
wears its conscience on its sleeve. Nar-
row Road, an attempt at a Brechtian
parable about the decline of the British
LEmpire, was the season’s sole fiasco at
Lincoln Center (one is par here). The
play isn't as bad as this production
made it seem—but the production suc-
ceeded in showing up the play. Perhaps
there was an ironic truth in Bullins'
charge of a plot against the playwright.

-

Another forum Theater (56th and Har-
lem, Summit, Illinois) opened this year as
an appendage to the Candlelight Play-
house, a dinner-and-show setup flourish-
ing in a nondescript suburb butting onto
Chicago’s southwest corner. The Candle-
light, zeroed in on lightweight musicals

that shouldn’t give the patrons hearthburn,
would seem an unlikely spot to have
spawned the theater-only Forum and
some of the best hard-nosed drama in the
Midwest. Unlikely or not, that's where it’s
happening under the guidance of owner-
producer-director  William Pullinsi, a
32-year-old almost-boy wonder who discov-
ered over a decade ago that decent food
coupled with decent productions at a
price with some measure of sanity to it
would go a long way toward curing the
[abulous mvalid. But obviously fluff was
not enough for Pullinsi. The Forum, an
intimate (125 seats), thoughtfully con-
structed (there’s even a bar in the lob-
by) theater, opened last February with
Robert Marasco's chilling Child’s Play
to almost unanimous acclaim. It was
followed in April by the current pro-
duction, the first American display of
Peter Nichols’ incisive look at disease,
aging and bureaucratic indifference, The
National Health or Nurse Norton's
Affarr—again 1o raves from the Chicago
critics. Pullinsi avoids the usual hinter-
land /summer stock shtick ol using one
or two names for hox-office draw and
surrounding them with local talent (and
often something less than that); the cast
is assembled from the area, for the most
part, and chosen with care. The Nation-
al Health, set in a London hospital
ward, is a down-to-the-marrow dissec-
tion of physical decay, personal kindness
and institutionalized inhumanity—with a
Medical Center soap-opera burlesque in-
terspersed as a fantasy play within the
play. It leaves the audience at once ap-
palled at the tragic waste of lives,
amused by the biting black Lumor and
strangely uplifted by its central theme
that man—in spite of himsell, regardless
of the mad superstructure of civilization
that surrounds him-—somehow survives.
Mike Nussbaum and Ronald Bishop, as
two of the patients, are superh (in fact,
the only weak performances are turned
in by the actresses—and there are a
number of them—which just may be
director Pullinsi’s blind spot). Waiting
in the wings are Moonchildren and
The Basic Training of Pavlo Hummel
and, we suspect, more accolades for Pul-
linsi and the Forum. I the theater s
dying, this robust Chicagoland experi-
ment in the arts hasn't heard about it.
-

The National Playwrights Conference at the
Eugene O'Neill Memorial Theater Center
in Waterford, Connecticut, olfers a bo-
nanza not only to the fedgling play-
wrights whose work it presents but also
to theatergoers who enjoy scouting un-
tried plays. Since its inception nine
years ago, the annual conference (which
runs this year from July 9 to August G)
has become the foremost theatrical prov-
ing ground in the country. Each year,
the O'Neill selects a dozen new plays
from some 600 scripts, assembles a pro-

fessional acting company and—removed
from the hit-orflop pressures of the com-
mercial  theater—concentrates  on s
dramatists, all of whom remain in resi-
dence for the entire four wecks. They
watch plays in rehearsal, exchange ideas
and rewrite steadily, in the hope that
they’'ll one day join the roster of the
O'Neill's  distinguished  alummni:  John
Guare (House of Blue ILeaves), Ron
Cowen (Summertree), Israel Horovitz
(The Indian Wants the Bronx). Leon-
ard Melfi (The Shirt), Derck Walcott
(Dream on  Monkey Mountain) and
Lanford Wilson (Lemon Sky). The
1972 works range from conventional
dramas 1o free-form experiments. The
yemr's crop includes Jane Chambers’
Tales of the Revolution, Danny Lip-
man’s Casanova and His Mother, Steven
Shea’s  Warren  Harding,  Kenneth
Brown's The Cretan Bull and Charles
Kespert’s The Executioners. Edward M.
Cohen’s The Complaint  Department
Closes at Five is scheduled for off-Broad-
way this fall. Most of the authors are
in their 20s, but there’s no age limi
tation; Helen Rathje, who wrote Body
and Soul, a play about Tolstoy, is 76.
Founder of the O'Neill center is 36-
year-old George C. White, a Ya'e School
of Drama graduate and former TV
producer. In 1963, he learned that
Waterford firemen planned to set fire to
a mansion on a deserted estate so they
could practice putting out the flames.
White talked the town fathers into an
alternative—using the site as a drama
center named for Eugene O'Neill, one-
time resident of nearby New London.
He leased the ecight and a half acres
ol rolling fields and smooth beaches for
one dollar a year and has developed a
handsome complex, with three theaters,
plus workshops and residence halls. His
first-season budget was S1200; now it's
about $1,000.000 annually, funded mostly
by the National Endowment for the Arts
and the Rockeleller Foundation. The
O'Neill center is used throughout the
year. In addition to the summer Play-
wrights Conlerence. it houses the prestig-
ious National Theater ol the Deaf, a
troupe that perlorms in sign language
and mime, and the National Theater
Institute, an educational program with 33
participating universities. 1t’s also the
home of the National Critics” Institute, a
conference of working critics, headed by
Ernest Schier of Philadelphia’s Evening
Bulletin, who provide morning-alter cri-
tiques not for publication but for the
playwrights and producing stalfs. This is
in keeping with White’s underlying aims.
“We're less interested in being a showcase
theater than in nurturing works in prog-
ress. We want to provide a relaxed atmos-
phere in which playwrights can succeed
—or, if necessary, fail—without being in
the glare of the limelight.”



McKESSON LIQUOR CO. N.Y., N.Y. 80 PROOF LIQUEUR. &8

Fromone collins lover
to another, that must
surely be the ultimate
toast.

Because the Galliang”
collins is the last word
on the subject of col-
linses. Gin with lemon
juice, like so many other

“May all your collinses be
Galliano collinses.”

familiar combinations,
gains a totally new
stature under the taste-
ful influence of Galliano.

Next time you feel like
astounding some friends
with your advanced bar-
manship, get a bottle of
Galliano and mix as fol-

[IQUORE GALLIANO®

lows before toasting:

3/4 oz. Liquore Galliano

3/4 oz. gin

juice of 1 lemon

1 teaspoon sugar
Shake well and

pour into tall glass

over ice cubes.

Fill with club soda.

A LIQUELR 4
© McRESSON LIQUOR L0 1972



ngsZﬁmg’mr"lamgmaune— FVR e e R e Tt TR SRR G N R B Ny X%
100's: 22 mg’1ar;’ 15mg.nicatine av. permgarme.ﬂcﬂepmAug.?T Al o R



THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR

M}' airl and 1 have a splendid thing
going in bed, with one exception. From
the heginning to the end ol foreplay. she
loves to talk and wams me to do the
same. 1 hind i difhicult 1o think ol what
to say. and sometimes I get so uptight
about my inability that [ lose my sex-
wal concentration. What's the solutior
D. M. Providence. Rhode Islimd.
Dow't talk. whisper. It doesn’t really
malley  whal yon say—cven  nonsense
will  do—but
Kule's sage advice, " A brilliant conversa-

remember  singer  Lisa
tiomalist is one wwho talks 1o you about
voursell.” Butl if, even with this adince,
you find your concentration being shat-
teved, tell ey 1o sl up while you do
the same,

Dml'l tuke me for a naif: I've eaten in
some ol the best French restaurants in
the world. But I should have asked what
the words cordon Dlen 1 see on menus
mean when 1 hest noticed them. Now I'm
100 embmrassed 1o inquire. Will you do

H. D., Los Angeles. Cali-

the honorss
lornia,

Cordon bleu wsually means that the
entree (chicken or veal, jor example) is
stufled with ham and cheese. The levm
also refers to a famons Parisian cooking
school that poes back 1o the davs of
Lonis X1, the Sun King. One of his
javorites, Madame de Mamntenon, yan a
school Jor the orphaned  daughters of
titled army officeys in her spare (ime:
the most noted cowrse taughl was i cook-
ing. Each givl, when she graduated. wore
a bine vibbon—un cordon blew—as pari
of her graduation uniform.

ln discussing  heart ransplanis with a
Iviend, the question cime up as o whiat
other human  organs might  be  rans-
planted. 1 ended up betting that only
the heart qualified. but my buddy rat-
ted off a list that would make Frank-
enstein’s monster a possibility. Who's
vight>—P. AL Atlina, Georgia

Your fricnd. According to the Aweri-
can College of Surgeons, ovgans that can
be successfully transplanted inelude the
heart, kidney, liver, lungs and pancreas,
The cornea of the eye and bone mayrow
can also be transplanted. In additon,
Bethesda Naval Hospital has a bone
bank and has transplanted jowcbones on
Vietnam velevans, wlile  Novtlseestern
University Mediwcal School vepoits sue-
coess with transplanting the enlre mid-
tie ear,

Bu‘:msc I think T can get a bewer
cducation there, I am moving to Eng-
lind to attend colleze. One dhing that
intevests me is the difterence berween
English and American sexual  customs.

Are they, as I might assume. more con-
T. G., New

servative than  we arer
York. New York.

Quite the contrary—the English really
swing when compared seith their Ament-
can cousins. A study made by vesearchers
at the Unioersity of Conneclicut, com-
paving the sexual practices of Furopean
college  students and  American—mean
age, 211 for males. 209 for females—in-
dicates that the English start petling at
an carvlicr age and also have coitus soon-
er (at the age of 175 for the English
male as comparcd with 179 [or s
American counterpavt; 175 for English
females as compaved with 187 for Amer-
tcan). Move Engloh males (71.8 percent)
than Amevican (38.2 percent) had had
itercourse at this age; the same was true
of f'.-Hl!_!h.\h women (62.8 percent ) ay com-
f}”l‘f'fl‘l with American (3.2 percent). In
addition, more English college students
had had more pariners (and more one-
might stands), and the English also led
their American contem poyaries—nol un-
expectediy—in such practices as spanking
and whipping. Suyprisingly, move English
males than Amevican patronized  prosii-
Intes. Finally, fay move English givls than
American reported that their dates were
disappromted if they weren't allowed o
go all the way; many more Amertcan
males were satisficd with a goodnight Iiss,

|'\'(.' been putting a lot of my old records
on tape recently and lor some reason,
when my tape deck is on. my receiver
picks up background music from a local
AL station. Do vou have any ideas about
whitt could be causing the problem and
what—il anvthing—can be done about
==\ AL Elgin. [inois.

IUs posstble that the leads between
your tape deck and the recetver are act-

ing ax an antenna and picking up the
wniwanted signal, seluch s then amplified
by the amplifier portion of your receiver
—all seithonut benefit of the tuner section
even bemmg o the cirewit. I's not an
unconmmon problem, but curing it is some-
thing clse again. Male sure your con pon-
enlds are well grounded; cold-waley pipes
(not gas pipes—they wsually have an in-
stlated bushing inserted neay the meter)
are best for this. Double check the shield-
ed cables belween rece firer aned p‘n!}r' deck.
if they look frayed or broken, buy new
ones; you might alvo try changimg their
position and length.

Al 23, T am a former drug addict.
Having finally gotten mysell back  to-
gether, T am now rying to lead a happy
and creative life. Many of my hopes for
such a hife ave tied up with the gl I've
been dating the past few years and whom
I would like 1o marry. Unlortunately, she
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doubts that T could give her the stability
she requires and she continues to date
others as well as me. What should 1 do?
—W. AL, Pitusburgh, Pennsylvania.

Your best cowrse of action is to ve-
move marriage as your immediale goal.
Continue to date her, if you wish, and also
continue your efforts to build a solid, con-
structive life. As you become more self-
reliant and productive, the question of
your stability may resolve itself in her
mind. Then let your velationshi p develop
without undue stress; it may well lead to
the marriage for which you hope.

lu the recent Presidential-primary cam-
paigns around the country, some of the
candidates have been referred to as Popu-
lists. Will you tell me how the term origi-
nated and what it means?)—S. T., Denver,
Colorado.

The term vefers to one who espouses
pepular causes. Originally, a Populist
was a member of the Populist Party
(known in some stales as the People's
Party), formed in 1891 Dby delegates
from farm and labor organizations. The
parly advocaled free coinage of silver
(the Government had stopped minting
silver dollays in 1873), Government own-
ership of the rathoads, a graduated in-
come tax, an cight-hour workday, postal
banks, pensions, etc. The h igh-water mark
of the Populist Parly came when it sup-
ported  the Democratic candidale  for
President in 1896, Willlam Jennings
Bryan, who lost to Republican William
McKinley by 600,000 votes. The parly
later disintegrated because it fatled to
altract workers of the Eastern part of the
country and high crop prices evoded ils
support among farmers.

l'\'e been back from Viemam several
months now and have discovered that
I've acquirved a rather weird attitude
toward women—or at least one particu-
lar young lady. I keep trying to make
her fall desperately in love with me to
the point of real emotional dependence.
I don't really love her—though 1 tell
her that I do—and I expec that when
I've had enough of her, I'll simply drop
her. I can’t understand why 1 should
wint to destroy her or why I continue 10
behave as 1 do. Before the Marines and
my stint in Nam, I didn’t feel this way
toward women at all. T don't respect
mysell now and 1 wonder why I've be-
come like this—]. O., Phoenix, Arizona.

Not all the casualties incurved in Viet-
nam are physical. The brutality and
sadism of war sometimes Decomes in-
grained in the participants and perhaps
yow're having difficiliy “coming down”
from that trip. You cannol gel cven
with the Marines nor can you cver gel
back the time you spent over there nor
completely wipe out the memories of
everything that happened theve, It could
be that youw're trying lo talke your feel-

ings out on the girl you're dating, and
the easiest way to hurt her is 1o make
her love you and then to leave her. It
takes but a short time for the Services to
honorably discharge a veleran; it often
takes much longer to discharge your re-
pressed feelings of rage and anger against
the system. Your recognition of these im-
pulses, and admission that what you're
doing is wrong, suggests that with some
effort on your part and support from your
family and friends, you'll cventuaily be-
come the type of person you can once
again like and admive. If, as lime passes,
tt doesn’t seem to be working out, you
might seck psychological counseling.

ls it true that it's dangcrous to eat
ovsters in the non-R months?>—A. S,
Santa Barbara, California.

No, though oysters are smaller and less
tasty during the summer, since it’s their
spawning season. In any evenl, proiective
legislation genevally makes them unavail-
able during the warmer months.

Since my divorce, which T sincerely
uried to prevent, I have had several aflairs
with women of various ages and back-
grounds. Dwing and alter most of these
liaisons, I have felt used. I need love more
than sex, but the women I meet don’t
secem interested in forming meaningful
relationships. Should I wear a button that
says NEED LOVE, NoT sex?—S. K., Du
buque, Iowa.

What you need is lo stop considering
yourself an invalid looking for devoltion
among his nwrses. It takes time and
effort to develop a relationship, and sex
isn’t an unlikely beginning. If you aren’t
willing and able lo pursue meaning
within the framework of intimacy, we
think you arve really looking for make-
belicve treasure with a fantasy map to
guide you.

Thc April Playboy Advisor included
some good advice for preventing bicycle
theft but pessimistically concluded that
the only sure way to protect a bike is to
lock it inside onc’s house or apartment
at night. As a pintsized female, 1 can’t
get too excited about lugging a bicyde
up three flights ol stairs to my small
apartment, nor do I think it would add
to the decor once 1 got it there. So tell
me, please, il there isn't some other way
to ensure the safety of my imported ten-
speed. I'm willing 1o spend whatever it
will cost—NMiss B. D, Cleveland, Ohio.
Our April answer elicited several letlers
telling us about new bicycle-prolection
products. One is a chain whose thiee-
cighths-inch-thick  links have been spe-
cially hardened all the way thrvough (as
opposed to the orvdinary caschardened
chain, which leaves a relatively soft
core of melal bencath a tough ouler
shelly and can vesist cven four-fool bolt-
cutters. Although it can be cut with a



hack soiv, that is a lime-consnming proc-
exs aned (s almost im;‘mnih.’r‘ when the
chain is wrapped tightly around both
bile and iree. A fioe-foot length of this
chain costs around 813, There's also a key-
operated. motion-sensitive device that sets
off a lowd alarm whenevey the bike to
awlieh 10y attached is tampeyed with; i
sells for about 820. A more sophisticated
cersion that imeludes a radio ransmitter
capable of sending a swarning signal up
to 1000 feet is priced avound 390, Finally,
theve aie several insurance plans designed
especially  for the oyelist. Information
about any of these should be available at
hile stores,

Fnr vears I've noticed that all my striped
ties have the diagonal stripes running
from upper right to lower lelt (rom my
viewpornt when I'm wearing them). They
never scem o run the veverse; that s,
Irom upper lelt 1o lower right. Is this
just custom, or is there it veason lor i?
——C. W, Chicago, 1llinois.

In the hervaldic coat of arms, the vight
tor dexter) side (from your siewpoint
wlen you hold the shicld in front of you)
represents the male side of the fanuly,
while the female side s the left, or sinisten
side. The lefi-to-right slani—poprlarly
Enowen as the bar sinister or, more ac-
curalely, the baton  sinister—re presents
illegitimacy. Few tiemakers know the vea-
son but simply follow custom, which s to
slant the stripes from vight to lefi.

Alltr going steady for almost a vear
and doing everything (short of inter
course) that can be done i the from
scat ol my car, my girllriend and 1
(both  virgins) recently wied balling-
same  location, different action. It was
hardly gratilying and sceveral repetitions
since have not  enhanced our  enjoy-
ment. Right now, I find mastwbation
more  pleasurable. What can 1 do 1o
improve sex for my girl and mysell>—
B. ' Pensacola, Florida.

I's not surprising that you find mnas
turbation more pleasurable—yoive prob-
ably had years of ex pevience. The pleasure
of sex with another peyson likeseise ve-
quires learning and practice. Move than
that, it vequives a comfovinble setlig—

where your bodies are nol bent into
pretzels and your minds preocenpued by
fear of discovery. During your mmitialion
into the joys of interconrse, find a place
that offers botiv comfort and rivacy.

AN reasonable  questions—(from  fash-
ton, Jood and drink, steyeo and sports cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and cliquetie

will be  personally answerved if the
writer includes a stamped, self-addressed
eniclope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Ldiusor, Playboy Building, 919 N. M hi-
gan Advenue, Chicago, Hlinois 60611, The
st prmfrirrnim‘, pertinent !p.‘r'i'it'.\' will
be presented on these pages cach month.
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the newest
KENWOOD “Super Star”’

Introducing the KR-7200, FM/AM Stereo Receiver
with 260 watts (IHF) music power; direct-coupled
amplifier for deeper bass response and low

distortion; atuner with superb sensitivity (1.6 nV),
selectivity (75 dB) and capture ratio (1.5 dB). It's

the ‘super sound’ of KENWOOD with a brand new look!

For complete specifications, write . ..

@ KENWOOD 15777 So. Broadway, Gardena, Calif. 90248

A PARTY?
have it aT my place!

Whatever the occasion—a friendly gel-together or a serious
business meeting—The Playboy Club lets you offer your guests
the incomparable almosphere and service that have made
it world famous.
Choose in advance from any of our basic parly
plans; specify any special audio/visual or other
facilities needed; then relax and enjoy the party
as Playboy's professionals and beautiful Bunnies
attend to your every wish.
You'll see why so many of America’s leading corpo-
rations—from Aeina Insurance to Wurlitzer Corporation
have turned 1o Playboy again and again for parties, meehings
and important sales presentations. For full information on all
the Playboy extras, contact your local Club’s Catering Man-
JdBET O Use 1]‘(‘ lf]LJr’l[‘JrI.
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Unidentical
twins.

What do you call two stereo
systems that have identically the same

insides, but not the same outsides? W \

Well, you call one a Sylvania compact \ \—
stereo system. It’s stacked and compact with tuner/
amplifier, turntable, and tape player all in one unit.

And you call the other a Sylvania component stereo system. Each unit is sepa-
rate so you can spread it around any way you want it.

Inside, though, they’re the same. Both have an RMS rating of 12.5 watts per
channel (20 watts IHF) with each channel driven into 8 ohms. There are identical
FETs, ICs, and ceramic IF filters in the AM Stereo FM tuner/amplifiers. Both offer
the same switchable main and remote speaker jacks, headphone jacks, aux jacks, tape
monitor, and built-in matrix four-channel capability for the new quadrasonic sound.
The turntables are Garrard automatics with magnetic cartridges and diamond styluses.
The 4-track stereo record / playback cassette decks are the same. And both air-suspen-
sion speaker systems contain two 8-inch woofers and two 3-inch tweeters.

So if they’re the same, how come they’re different?

Because different people want the same great stereo sound different ways. So
we give it to them.

Come on down to your Sylvania dealer’s for a look and a listen.

Then you can pick the shape you want as well as the sound you like.

G132 SYWANIA

Sylvania Entertainment Products Group, Batavia, N.Y.



THE PLAYBOY FORUM

an interchange of ideas between reader and editor
on subjects raised by “the playboy philosophy™

THE MAKING OF A PRISON REFORMER

An article in The Raleigh (North Caro-
lina) indirectly  suggested  one
meims of geuting legislators 10 take seri-
ously the need for penal reform: Let them
spend some time in jail. The wrticle was
about a lormer Georgia legislator, William
E. Laite. Jr., who spent six months for
perjury in a Federal prison. Among the
experiences  that  Laite  feels matured
him was one that occurred while he was
in a county jail in Texas awaiting trans-
ler to the Federal facility. Minutes after
he had entered a cell, two other inmates
approached him and began discussing
him in sexual terms, only to be diverted
when an I8-year-old boy was thrown
into the cell. “They ripped his clothes
olf and eight or ten of them raped him,”
he reported.

Having learned hrsthand what prison
conditions are too often like, Laite now
works for the Georgia Board ol Correc-
tions and is a lobbyist lor prison reform
by the legislaure in which he once
served. That represents quite a change
from his predincoceration attitude  to-
ward prisoners, which was simply that
they must have done something wrong
or they wouldn’t be in jail. Now, if we
could just get a few more lawmakers
into prison for a period of time, a
meaningful reform of our penal system
might have a chance.

G. Smith
Raleigh, North Carolina

Times

RIGHTS OF PRISONERS

One of the scries of prison uprisings
that swept the U. 8. and Europe during
the fall of 1971 was a rebellion that took
place in Smyrna, Delaware. The state of
Delaware has indicted two guards for
using unneecessary force following  the
prison rebellion. They have been charged
with assault and battery alleged to have
been committed alter the viot was quelled
and security was restored. Newspaper ac
counts told of prisoners’ being forced to
run between  lines of  dub-wiclding
guards, in gauntlet fashion, from their
cells 1o the isolation area. In addition,
live of our six prisoner plaintifls have
been indicted on charges of Kidnap-
ing, asstult and battery and malicious
mischicf.

As a result of this incident, we're
filing a lawsuit dealing with a wide
varicty ol dehiciencies in Delaware cor-
rectional institutions. One of our objec-
tives is to require Delaware authorities

to adopt a set of regulations dealing with
inmate conduct that closely follows the
Standird Minimum Rules for the Treat-
ment of Prisoners promulgated by the
United Nations Depivtment ol Economic
and Social Affaivs in 1938. We hope this
case will set a valuable precedent, and
were thanklul to the Playvboy Founda-
tion for its generous support.

David A. Leen

Attorney at Law

Wilmington, Delaware

PRISON-STUDY REPORT
Last swmmer, nine law students, includ
ing mysell. spent 90 days vesearching
a major Federal correctional institu-
tion. under the direction of Professor
Larry Kraft and the University of North
Dakota School of Law. I was very sur-
prised at the cooperation we received
from prison officials—and the adminis
trators had no tricks up their sleeves.
The work we did left me with three

strong impressions: Fivst, the conditions
of cveryday inmate life are deplorable.
Second, there is a great similarity be-
tween prison life and Army life—both
tend to swip the individual ol every
vestige ol sell-vespect. Finally, many pris-
on administrators are making  sincere
but, unfortunately, litde-known efforts to
remedy the situation.

Lric A. DeRyvieke

University of North Dakota

School of Law
Grand Forks, North Dakota

LACK OF COMMUNICATION

An article in the Los Angeles Times
told of a Yugoslavian man who was
released from the Eau Claire County
(Wisconsin)  Mental Hospital  alter 17
years ol confinement. Hospital records
indicate that the end of World War Two
found the man in a displaced-persons
camp, from which he was sent 1o Mexico.
then to a Wisconsin farm. There, accord-
ing 1o records. he became lonely and
despondent over the lack of contact with
Lellow Yugoslavs. According to the article:

He . .. went to Milwaukee, where
a Serb pricst tried to find him a job,
and was admitted 1o a hospital alter
Milwaukee ]mliu'. {found him wander-
ing ity streets.

Doctors sent him 1o Winnebago
State Hospital. then to the Eau
Claire mnstitution.

That was 17 years ago. Not until
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1971 did the hospital locate someone
who could speak Serbian and who
could communicate adequately with
the patient.

Communication was finally estab-
lished with the man’s aging mother.
They exchanged leuers and he is now
bemng allowed to return to Yugoslavia.

The hospital superintendent conceded
that the man’s admission to the hospital
wits a source ol puzzlement to staff mem:
bers but noted that inexplicable con-
finement “is the kind of thing that used
1o happen frequently. I guess that is why
his being heve was never questioned.”

Sanity is defined by each society, so a
person can be confined for treatment
because he doesn’t make scnse in tryving
to communicate within a particular
cultural environment. However, it is in-
tolerable that a man should be confined
for 17 vyears because of a simple lan
guage barrier.

Stephen Hyde

Bert Brown

David Dwiggins

North Hollywood, Calilormia

STUDENT NEWS NETWORK
Thauks 10 the Playboy Foundation

for its help in financing our national
college radio network to report news of
student reaction to the Vietnam escala-
tion. At this writing, the network [eeds
six regional stations. each ol which then
supplies 10 to 20 stations. Plans now
call for three national summaries of col-
lege activities per day. We will divide
the Playboy Foundation’s grant among
the participating regional stations and
it will help pay for some of the tele-
phone charges for feeding stations and
receiving leeds.

James Lawrence, Business Manager

Yale Broadcasting Company, Inc.

New Haven. Connecticut

OHIO GUARDSMAN'S VIEW

Having been a member of the Ohio
National Guard at the time of the
kent State incident, I am convinced that
the actions ol the men who killed the
[our students can’t be condoned. T was
assighed 1o the Ohio State University
campus—where there also were student
disovders in 1970—and I believe I had it
just as bad as any of the men at Kent
State; however, 1 never considered firing
my weapon.

Nutional Guardsmen are taught that
shooting into a crowd during a riot is
totally wrong. The only time lethal
force is 1o be used is against lethal force
and. even then, a single marksman is to
be selected o direct hre.

On the other hand, it’s possible that
the men who did the shooting at Kent
State were in the grip of powerful feel-
ings that overrode their judgment
Whatever happened that day, it’s been
over two years since the tragedy

FORUM NEWSFRONT

a survey of evenls related 1o issues raised by “the playboy philosophy”

THE TIE THAT DOESN'T BIND

TAMPA, FLORIDA—A Unitarian minister
with a skeptical wview of marriage has
offeved to perform one-year “spivitually
sanctioned” trial marriages for couples
who vow to love and honoy each other
and to practice contvaception. The Reo-
crend Adrian Melott termed traditional
marriage archaic and too often the vesull
of “youthful infatuation that lasts only
a few months—then you have a woman,
20 years old, alone with a cluld” The
minister sard the cevemony is purely veli-
gious and requives no marriage license.
Its legality has not been tested.

CRIES IN THE NIGHT

WEST BERLIN—A  city court has de-
cided that municipal antinoise ordi-
nances do not extend to the sounds of
pleasure a woman may make while en-
gaging in sexual intercourse. Tenants of
a thin-walled apartment house had com-
plained that their sleep was unlawfully
disturbed by the passionate cries of a
32-year-old unmarvied teacher during hey
enjoyment of sex. The court dismissed
the complaint, ruling that further investi-
gation would violate the woman’s right
of privacy.

ABORTION POLITICS

ALBANY, NEW YORK—Despite pressure
from anti-abortion politicians, the Catho-
lic archdiocese and even President Nixon,
Governor Nelson Rockefeller vetoed a
bill, nayvowly passed by the state legisla-
turve, that would have vepealed New
York’s liberalized aboriion law and rve-
stored the 19th Century statule permit-
ting abortions only lo save the life of the
woman. The governor said, “I can see no
justification now for vepealing this veform
and thus condemning hundreds of thou-
sands of women to the dark age once
again.” Also, he denounced the “personal
wilification and  political  coeveion” o
which members of the legislature weve
subjected on the issue, referring to altacks
by Catholic vighi-to-life groups and Prest-
dent Nixon's peysonal intervention in the
battle. Nixon wrole an unsolicited letier
to Cavdinal Cooke, archbishop of New
York, stating his support for the Catho-
lic Churcl’s campaign against abortion.

The President has emerged as a lead-
ing foe of abortion as well as sex educa-

ton, In [971, he issued an Executioe
order rescinding  liberalized  abortion

policies of the U.S. miitary services
and, recently, he summarily rejecled the
Fedeval Population Commission's yecom-
mendation that aborltion be legalized
nationally. He likewise vejected the com-
mission’s stand on  contraceptives, say-

ing. “I also wanl to make it clear that
I do not support the unrestvicted distri-
bution of family-planning services and
devices lo minovs. Such measures would
do nothing to preseree and styengthen
close family velationships™ The commis-
sion found that while almost half of the
unmarried girls in the country have sex-
ual intercourse before the age of 20,
relatively few have enough Enowledge of
reproductive biology to avoid pregnancy
and cven fewey have access (o bivth-control
information or contraceptives. Reporting
from  Washington, Chicago Sun-Times
writer Tom Littlewood inteypreted Nix-
on’s anti-abortion, anti-contraception po-
sitions as a calculated cffort to capture
the wotes of Catholic ethnic groups in the
cities of the Midwest and Northeast.

NEW V.. TEST

The New York State Health Depari-
ment veporis the development of a
quick and simple new test for gonor-
vhea, requiring only a two-hour labora-
tory examination of a drvop of blood.
Officials are hopeful that field trials will
prove the new test to be highly accurate
and a convenient means of detecting the
discase in women, who often show no
obvious symploms. Present  testing of
women vequires a vaginal suiear and a
delay of from two lo seven days before
vesults ave known.

Other research:

= A Los Angeles Couniy health official
reports that low oral doses of doxycy-
cline taken shortly before sexual inter-
course will prolect against gonorrhea
and possibly syphilis. Dr. Walter H.
Smartt told a meeting of the California
Medical Association that lests indicated
that 200 milligrams or less of the anti-
bLiotic taken at least 20 minutes before
intercourse  provides  protection for 24
hours.

» Nevada health officials veport that a
drug lested in the state’s legal houses
of prostitution appears to be highly
effective in preventing veneveal infec
tions. The drug. progonasyl. when intro-
duced into the vagina, appears lo offer
complete protection for one day.

PORN IN THE DORM

NORMAL, niNots—A  givls-dormitory
divector at Hlinois State University has
been fired becawse she authorized the
showing of stag films as pairt of an extra-
currtcular-education program conducted
by dorm residents. The program involoed
the study of human sexuality and the
girls wanted to include a sample of iypr-
cal hard-core f)oa'm)grrlpf.ﬂy, The private
showing was attended by some 400 coeds




and might have gone unchallenged, bul a
housewife learned of it and wrole an
angry letter 1o a newespaper. This touched
off a flood of letters to the paper and calls
o a local phone-in vadio show from oul-
raged citizens, who denounced the school
for allowing sin and depravity. The ad-
numistration that fired the doym divector
acknowledged that she had secured per-
misston from a lgher univeisity official,
but saud the official had been “confused”
as to the contenis of the films.

FEELTHY POSTCARDS, SOUR GRAPES
NOTTINGHAM, ENGLAND—The pretiicr a
woman s, the more likely she is to enjoy
divty joles, according 1o a suyoey con-
ducted by two British psychologists. The
surveyors showed “naughty” cartoon post-
cards lo a sample of 97 young wonmen and
Jound that the attractive ones were most
often amused instead of offended, and
that the unattractive women tended to be
idealistic, veligions and puritanical.

HARD CORE HARD PRESSED

Police in Los Angeles and New York
have been  conducting  full-scale  cam-
paigns against pornographers. Proclaim-
ing Los Angeles to be “the pornography
capital of the world,” topping even Co-
penhagen, an L. A. P. D. official said the
vice squad is changing its emphasis from
closing theaters and shops to (racking
down the actual film makers and charg-
ing them wiih sex crimes, such as con-
spivacy to commil fornication, based on
the instructions they give o performers
i the films. One film maker has been
found guilty on 25 counts arising out of
acts of oral sex performed by aclors in
his movies. New York police. by setting
up their own dirty-book shop, have ob-
tained indictments against 12 persons
and six corporations that authorvities be-
licve to be the city's major pornography
supplicrs. The shop sold only legal sofi-
core erotica, which proved to be a money
loser.

Police in Pittsburgh are using an ar-
chaic Pennsyloania laie (o get givlie mag-
azines off local newsstands. Some of the
magazines advertise products to “restore
lost manhood,” and stale lows include a
seldom-enforced prohibition against ad-
vertising cures for scerel discases.

MISSISSIPPI MOVES AHEAD

PARCHMAN, Mississterel—7The Mississip-
pi stale penitentiarvy, which pioneeved a
program of conjugal wisits for married
male imates seeeral years ago, will now
extend the same privileges 1o marvied
female prisoners. Prison superintendent
John A. Collier said the decision was
Dased on the success of the earlier pro-
gram in helping preserve the marriages
of inmates.

In ancther progressive move, the Mis-
sissippt legislatuve has repealed an 1880

law against racial intermarriage and the
1926 “monkey law” that prohibited
teaching the theory of cvolution in
public schools. Both laws were consid-
cred unconstitutional under carlier court
rilings in Misstssippi and  other states
and iwerve generally not enforced. but ef-
forts to formally yepeal them had been
beaten back by yural politicians. Said
a state vepresentative, “The ones who
wortld create the biggest furor over repeal-
ing the monkey law are the ones whom I
constder the most divect descendants.””

POT-POURRI

ANN  ARBOR, AcmcaN—The  city of
Ann Arbor has adopted what must be
the country’s most libeval marijuana or-
dinance: The penalty for either the use
or sale of pot is a meve five dollars, in-
cluding court costs. Morcover, offenders
will not be arrested but issued a sum-
mons similar to a parking tlicket. The
new Ann Arbor law does not, howeoer,
offer pot smokers prolection from  pos-
sible arvrests and prosecution by state or
Federal agents.

Other news:

» Three national organizations have
sied the Federal Government o remove
martjuana from the “dangerous drug”
category by a simple administrative rul-
ing that would requive neither judicial
nor legislative approval. The petition
argues that numerous Government and
private studies have not found pot io
be dangerous by standards set forth in
the Controlled Substances Act of 1970,
and that the same lawe requires the Gov-
ernment (o veclassify such a drug or lo
remaove conlrols allogether. The suit was
filed by the National Organization for
the Refjorm of Martjuana  Laws, the
American Public Health Assoctation and
the U S Institute for the Study of Health
in Society.

= Quirks in Flovida's yevised drug lawe
may make it legal lo grow marijuana in
that state but illegal to possess or use il;
also, while the possession of a small
amount of pot is now a misdemeanor.
possession of a pipe for smoking it ye-
mains a felony.

= The Insurance Institute foy Highway
Safety veports the development of the
first “fast. dependable means for defer-
mining the presence of marijuana in
driwers and in other users of the drug.”
The test vequires urine analysis and has
not yet been vefined into a quick on-the-
spot technique, but it is far simpler than
previons detection methods of vadio trac
ing and chromatography.

= The U.S. [ustice Deparviment  is
spending some S2.000.000 1o see if mari-
juana and poppy ficlds can be detected by
arbiting satellite, and the United Nations
is financing research to breed an inseci
that wonld cat pot plants and opinm

poppies.

occurred, and I think it’s vindictive to
keep condemning the Guardsmen. They
probably regret the four deaths as much
as anyone.
(Name withheld by request)
Urbana, Ohio

MILITARY DEFENSE

I wish to respond to the letter about
the Lawvers Military Defense Commit-
wee (The Playboy Forum, March), whose
author said. “Militay lawvers are re-
puted 1o be more concerned about the
Army’s  interests than  those of their
clienes. . . T am a military lawver and.
lor the past 14 months, have acted
exclusively as a defense counsel ar courts-
nurrtial. My experiences in the judge-
advocate  corps  hardly  justily  such
an allegation: delense counsels within
the Service take an unfettered approach
to their cases. The majority ol military
Lawyers on the wial level are rveservists
with no military-cireer motivation, and
they handle their cases with the detach-
ment andd prolessionalism ol civilian at-
torneys. I for one, have never sacrificed
a client’s interests for those of the mili-
tary, whatever they may be.

While T applaud the Playboy Founda-
tions support ol the L.M.D.C., and
while T admit that there are ineffectual
lawyers in the military as in civilian life,
I must insist that those who view military
counsel in general with a jaundiced eve
do so from a position of ignorance.

Capt. B. L. Willcox. U.S. M. C. R,
IFPO San Francisco, Calilornia

BAFFLING STANDS

You people really have me baffled. In
the Murch Playboy Forum, you cxpress
vour disapproval of the Ohio National
Guardsmen who Killed the students ar
Kent State. Further on in the Forum,
there 1s a leter rom a Servieeman re-
questing information on civilian Lrwyers
in Vietnam. Your answer states that you
have given a grant 10 a committee that,
among other things. supplics lawyers to
represent soldiers who are being court-
martialed for fragging.

Does pravpoy feel thad it is terrible to
shoot rioting students at Kent State but
all right 1o kill dedicated Servicemen
doing their job in Vietnam?

HT/1 John Yinnacci
Newport, Rhode Island

Yes, veavvoy feels that i's tervible to
shoot students. No, we do not condone
fragging. But we fatl to see any inconsisi-
ency betiveen our opposition to killing
and our concern that cvery accused per-
son be presumed imnocent until proved
guilty and be granted adequate legal
representation and a fair trial. In point
of fact, we made no judgments about
the Ohio National Guarvdsmen who did
the shooting at Kent State. We think the
incident requires a thorough airing in
court, but the presumption of innocence
would apply to anyone charged with
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vesponsibility for the deaths of the four
students. IUs because of that concern, and
not because we think it’s permissible o
Servicemen to kill one another, that the
Playboy Foundalion contributed to the
Lawyers Military Defense Committee.

WAR AND FETICIDE

I'm struck by the conuradiction  be-
tween your opposition to the war in
Vietmam and your enthusiastic support
of abortion. I believe that fetuses are just
as much human beings as Victnamese.
Furthermore, all the awrguments used o
assert women's right to abortion can be
wsed o support ULS. involvement  in
Vietnam. To wit: Both can find a basis
in the Constitution; both, it is claimed.
protect  and  preserve  the  lives amd
well-being of living people; both save
the victims from the misery ol growing
up in hostile environments: finally. both
help ward off the perils ol 1the popula-
tion explosion.

The people who got us invalved in
Vietnam were sincere and well motivat-
ul. I'm sure your promotion ol abortion
is equally sincere and well motivated;
but, lace the facts. pravooy—il you're
lor abortion, youre for Killing. And
somchow it secems as il there’s oo much
Lilling in the world already.

Dr. Thomas AL Schenach
San Pablo, Calilornia

Much of the argument against abor-
tion scems lo be inspived by that line
from Lewis Carvoll's “The Hunting of
the Snavk”: “What I tell you three times
is true” To say oiver and over again that
the fetus is @ hwman being proves noth-
ing. Neither, of course, would the ve-
peated assertion that the fetus is not
lhwman. What we've left with is a sil-
uation in which people, who are, as you
say, sincere and well motivated, disagree.
What then should the law do but leave
each pevson Jree o follow his or her
oirn consclence?

The yeal pavallel between yestvictie
abartton lawes and the Vielwam war lies
precisely in the fact that both are in
castony of indidual Jreedom. In the one
cave, women ave Jorced to bhear childyen
agamst their will. In the other instance,
Americans have been forced 1o partici-
pate agninst their will moa war whose
justifications. we belicee, have been total-
Iy discredited.

NATURAL RIGHTS

George Harris” assertion that aman
beings have no nawnal rvights that the
state is obligaied to protect (The Playboy
Foruwm,. Machy could lead to conclusions
that might hormily him. If no natural
human rights exist, the Nuremberg wials
condemuing the Noazi final solution were
an injustice o Hider's minions. Hitler
did let what Harris called  “any
metaphysical standard ol good and evil”
deter him, Would Fioris applaud?

Docs Harris also believe thar capical

punishment is  permissiblez Since  the
right to life is a myth, there can be no
valid argument against the execution of
condemned  criminals. On the other
hand. it could also be argued from Ha-
ris’ premise that the staie is wrong 10
arrest murder suspects, since the victim
had no right to lile that the ste is obh-
gated to protect. anyway.

There may be valid reasons in favor
of legalizing abortion (something I am
not ready to admit). but its proponents
should not stoop to arguments such as
the one Horris put Torward,

Ron Rizzo
Hialeah, Flovida

FALLING DOWN ON THE JOB

Millions ol patients are not receiving
full medical e because  their physi-
cians exclude cevtain birth-control pro-
cedures from their practice. Some doctors
will not insert mra-uterine devices, some
doctors will not preseribe the pill. some
doctors will not recommend nor per-
form abortions and some doctors will not
reconmiend nor perform seerilizations. 1
a doctor wishes 1o exclude such pro
cedures from  his  practice.  his  license
should be amended o indicaite that he s
not fully qualified in that area of repro-
duction control. T suggest that  those
doctors who, for nonmedical  reasons,
will not preseribe recognized reproduc
tion-control procedure be cearly identi-
ficd. T further suggest that hospitals that
exclude stevilization and  abortion  (in
those states where aboruon is legal) he
identhed as limited lacilities.

In this era of overpopulation, the
time has come 1o provide all sexuallv
active persons with all methods of binth
control. and 1o cease and  desist from
accepting as full medical care that which
excludes certain procedures in thar area.

Lonny Myers, ML D

Dircctor of Medical Education
Midwest Population Center
Chicago, Hlinois

NEW FLORIDA ABORTION LAW

Since I wrote the leuer concerning
the struggle for a liberal abortion law in
Florida  (The  Plavboy  Foruwm. Ny,
events have moved rather quickly. To
head ofl an abortion-on-demand bill, the
anti-abortionists tsuppm‘t('(l 4 compro-
mise measure that was passed in the
final davs of an extended session of the
Flovida legislamre, This new law s simi-
Lir o the “relorm” laws in a number of
other states. which include mental as well
as physical healdh as mronnds for legal
abortions (Forwm Neiesfront, Julv). The
new law has all ol the deleas of similar
Laws elsewhere, plus flaws ol its own,

Holding that the bill is quite un-
satisbactory, 1the Florida Association  lor
Abortion Legislation has been formed
with ofhces in Miami, and @ campaign
has been initiated o obtan the 175000

signatares necessiny to phice on the No-
vember ballot the following provision:

A new section is hereby added 1o
Anicle I, Declavation of Rights. to
read as follows:

The right of a woman to an
abortion in the state ol Florida,
performed by a state-licensed physi-
cian, at a public or privite state-
licensed medical facility, shall not he
abridged or otherwise denied by the
state of Flovida or any of its sub-
divisions.

Edwin H. Wilson

Excoutive Divector Emcritus
American Humanist Assocution
Cocoa Beach, Flovida

CONTRACEPTION AND ABORTION
In the Februwy Playboy Forum, vou
state, “rrAvsoy svmpathizes with those
whose concern for the preservation  of
life moves them to oppose abartion, but
we sympathize much more with women
who are pregnant and don’t want 1o
be” In the latter case, your sympathy
is misplaced. At a time when 2 myriad of
contraceptives is available, no woman
hits to get pregnant—no woman, that is,
who is mature enongh 1o consider the
consequences of her actions. Sympathy
lor women whose irresponsibility creates
an unwianted new life probably juse en-
courages continued immaturity,
Georgina Olenicwsk
Depew, New York
The argument that modern conivace p-
tion venders elective abortion unneces-
savy is widely invoked, but these facls
about bivth-control devices (from a re-
port by a committee of obsletricians
and aynecologists (o the Food and Drug
Administvation) shoudd  scotch 1t onee
and Jor all: During a one-year period.
one woman onl of eery 1000 using the
il becomes pregnant because the pill
Jatled, swhile seven out of 1000 pill takeis
become pregnant because of human er-
ror. With the 1.U.D., 1.9 out of I
women per year become pregnant, coen
though the decice vemains in place, and
theve ave 2.7 pregnancies out of 100 be-
canse of dislodame. Dy, Geovge Langmyy
of Planned Paventhood, World Popida-
tion provided us with the [olloeing Jail-
wre rates on other contvaceplives, based
on compilations of numevous suedics (all
rales aye per 1M seomen over a one-year
perviod):  diaplyagm, 1} pregrancies:
condom, 10-13 pregnancies; cveams and
jellies used without other devices, 2-9.5
pregnancies;  foams, 3-10 pregnancies.
The high fizures ave those of popula-
ftons lacking in maotivation oy that are
poorly instructed. The low figures are for
popitlations that have both strong moti-
wation to use bivth contvol and good -
struciionr in ifs these factors,
incidentally, that have nothing to do
with mtelligenee, formal education o

ey are
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guilty smoking them.
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Louis Amato, Joan Amato, Northport, New York
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social class. Fven with the best will in the
world, then, women  have unwanted
pregnancies.

KEEPING BOUNTIFUL BACKWARD

Public oflicials in Davis County. the
fourth most populous county in Utah,
are thwarting attempts to provide family-
planning  services to indigent women,
Planned Parenthood has been harassed
by highly emotional public attacks from
the community’s elected leaders, moralis-
tic assaults by clergymen and boards of
inquiry and the petty enlorcement of
rming techniclities. To date, we have
ust been able 1o keep our doors open.
Though partcipation in our clinics will
be volumary, sell-appointed  guardians
ol morality claim the power 1o control
contraception and refuse to leave it up
1o individuals or their doctors. The
navor ol Bountiful (honest!) is quoted as
saying, “No one has the right to stop
conception.” At a mecting in Clearfield,
a local church ofhcial deseribed our Iitera-
ture as "nothing but pornography. pure
andd simple . . . dressed in sheep’s cloth-
ing to lead you astrav.” In another hear-
ing. a city councilman suggested that the
rise in the vencreal-disease vate is divectly
atributable o the availability ol con-
traceptives. A Bountiful councilman stat-
ed that he was happy to be living in a
unique city, where Planned Parenthood's
services were not needed because of the
moral fiber of its  citizens.  However,
Davis County has one of the hiighese V. D,
rates in Utah, is the thivd-highest county
m illegiimacy, has a  higher infant
mortality rate than the state average and
has one of the worst housing problems
in Utah.

The most serious result of this stuug-
gle is one that could harm the whole
country. A U. S, Representative from this
county, K. Gunn McKay, and Sena-
tor Wallace F. Bennett have  intro-
duced a bill in both houses of Congiess
that would amend the family-planning
section of the Economic Opportunity Act.
Their proposed amendment states: “No
minor will be provided with any informa-
tion, medical supervision or supplies un-
less the consent in writing of his parent
or legal guardian has first heen obtiined
by the assisted agency.”

We plan to keep up the fight, in the
firm conviction that no one has the riglht
to force his moral views on another,
ospecially in such a crncial awrea as Family
planning.

Fred R. Silvester
Program Coordinator
Plumed Parenthood Association
ol Utah
arhield, Uahy

)

SHUTOUT

“Private sexual acts between consent-
ing adults do not constitute a crime”
was one of my proposed amendments to

the bill of rights for Montana’s new
constitution at our constitutional con-
vention. Almost symbolically, it failed
on a roll-call vote of 69 noes, 16 ayes.
with 13 delegates not voting and two
absent. In my floor argument, I cited
State vs. Keckonen, wherein the Montana
supreme court said, regarding the state
sodomy statute:

The wial court ruled [corvectly]
in one ol the [jury] instructions
given that the dunges are casily
made, harder o prove, and suill
harder o disprove.

I also cited the Texas case ol Buchan-
an vs. Batchelor, in which a Federal
district judge declaved he Texas statuie
prohibiting  sodomy unconstitutionally
overbroad in prosaribing private, con-
sensual acts of married couples.

My amendment was designed to treat
homosexuality as a medical problem. I
further urged that no lawmaking body
within the state be allowed 1o make
drug addiction. including alcoholism. a
crime. This [ared even worse, with 74
nocs, 15 ayes, nine not voting and two
excused.

In the field of political science. 1
asked that Montana abandon its andi-
quated Iawmaking system that forces a
veto-wielding governor to feud with a
ature usually controlled by the op-
posite political party. T urged the adop-
tion of a parliament, in which the
premier (governor) could cooperate with
his own majority. This, too, was lost.

In short, I felt T came out ol the
convention a complete failure. Hopelul-
lv. delegates to future conventions in
our sister states will be able 1o do hotter.

Robert Lee Kelleher, Delegate
Montana Constitutional Convention
Helena, Montana

DIVORCE AS A WAR GAME

At us last meeting in New Orleans,
the American Bar Association revealed
once again the legal profession’s vesied
interest in the present costly system ol
marriage  dissolution. By a vowe ol
170-72. the association rejected the prin-
ciple of no-fault divorce laws that would
allow a couple to avoid legal fees by
dividing their property and seutling dif-
[erences out of court.

As currently practiced, divorce is a war
game: The couple are the wairing par-
tics, the children are the relugees and
the lawyers awe the munitions profiteers,
whose fimancial interest lics in using the
adversary svstem 1o escalate hostilites
(not to mention their fees). The judge
becomes linle more than an onlooker
who nods Ins head in consent 10 per-
jury, discrimination against men and the
casnal consignment of childven o the
mother (in 90 percent of the cases in
Ilinois), on a schedule that averages

seven minutes per case here in Cook
County.

We of the American Divorce Associa
tion for Men (A.D. A, M) feel that the
purpose ol divorce should be to pre-
serve, not destroy, human values, and
that this goal can better be achieved by
a family-arbitration board that would
include a lawyer, a prolessional counse-
lor, an accountant and, ideally, a person
who has already been through divorce.
The present  adversary  system  just
doesn’t work.

Lou J. Filczer, President

American Divorce Association
for Men

Chicago, Hlinois

GOOD JUDGE OF WOMEN

The March Forum Newsfront tells of
a Texas public school excluding a 16-
year-old divorced girl from exiracurricu-
lar school activities on the ground that
she night “talk sex™ with other students.
As the girl’s avorney, I'm happy to
report tha things have been set straight.
An BO-year-old Federal judge has demon-
strated that he is both a Southern gentle-
man and a good constitutional scholar.
Writing that “equal protection for the
female must meaningfully recognize the
trailies. as well as the prowess, that
characterize them,” he held the girl's
exclusion to be unconstitutional, illegal
and void.

Incredibly enough. the school trustees
will appeal the decision, which forbids
the exclusion of all married or formerly
married students. The oflicials, by the
way, do not exclude unwed mothers
[rom extracurricular activities; their rea-
soning is that a girl in that situation
would be oo ashamed 16 “talk sex™ with
the other students.

Ronald Cohen
Attorney at Law
Houston, Texas

EDUCATIONAL INVASION

The Unitarian Church in Brookficld,
Wisconsin, sct up a Irank and explicit
sex-education course for the 12-to-141-
vear-old childven of church members.
The course includes photos of persons
engaging  in heterosexual  intercourse,
homosexual activity and masturbation;
it speaks favorably of masturbation and
accepts homosexuality as a valid form ol
expression. The program also deals with
petting. birth control, abortion, child-
birth and venereal discase. Parents must
take the course before their children are
admitted. ind the overwhelming opinion
of those who have examined the materi-
al wsed is that it is tastefully presented
and of great educational value,

After an article describing the course
appeared in a Milwaukee paper, several
hundred busybodies who are not mem-
bers of the Unitarian Charch and are in
no way allecied by this sex-education
program raised a loud demand that it be
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comfort, too. The Jeep
Commando’s increased
length gives youa g
smoother ride and plenty of leg room.

Last but not least, with a Commando you
take off in style. Nine lively exterior colors,

4 When you want to make the perfect get-
. away, climb into a vehicle that's got the
guts for it. The Jeep Commando.

The Commando’s world-famous 4-wheel
drive, powered by a standard 232 CID 6-
cylinder engine, can take you places where

fish are biting and the deer outnumber the
people. Places where you'd never get to in
an ordinary vehicle. PAIraal,

Because of the =
Commando’s new “open-end”
front axle, it can maneuver even better in
those tight spots. And you can get away in

handsome interiors, and great lines add up
to the sportiest Commando ever made.

So test drive a Commando at your Jeep
dealer. Check it out. You can get away for
a lot less than you think.

Toughest &-letter word on wheels.

7l Jeep

Drive your Jeep vehicle with care and keep America the Beautiful.
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At a time like this, you pl:bably
extra weeks just choosing our
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Visitors are always welcome at the Olympia Brewing Company, Tumwater, Washington, 8:00 to 4:30 every day. *Oly *%



donit care that we spend three
hops.

When you're quenching your thirst
with a good, cold Olympia, you
probably don’t care that we personally
select our hops. And use only choice
barley malt. And spend extra weeks
aging and fermenting our beer. And
use only pure artesian brewing water.
But you'd taste the difterence if
wedidn’t. So wedo.

¥4 Olympia.
¥ Its the Water. And a lot more.
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censored. Encouraged by all the publicity,
the county district attorney  threatened
the church with criminal proceedings il
it presented the course without first get-
ting his approval. The church members
voted not 10 allow the DAL 1o preview
the muaerial and the church obtained a
Federal-court order to prevent the DAL
from interfering. That order has been
;:|J|u'.|1(_'l!.

I think ivs deplorable that govern-
ment ofhicials claim the power w inter-
lere in parents’ citorts 1o educate their
children. particularly m an wea so vital
1o mental and physical healih as sex
cduction.

Sharon Rosenthal Lemley
Brookhicll. Wisconsin

EDUCATOR SMEARED

\ local radio commentator Launched a
ferocious atack last spring on a course
in human sexual behavior thin 've been
taking at the University ol Oregon. He
called 1t part of “a well-directed plan o
undermine the moval liber of our uni-
versity community” and smid the “filth”
taught might be all right “lor those
adults who wish to practice their orgies
and pornographic stimuli in their com-
munal habitis. But when one of them
crawls out of their hole and—like a
mageot out of the rest of the decaying
flesh it Teeds on—cats away at the minds
of our university students, then, well, then
it's time to drown it in its own scum.”
At fivst, the students were inchined to
treat these ravings as a joke, hut the
assoctiute  prolessor  who taught  the
course  lelt  the matter  was  sevious
enough 1o warrant his asking 1o be
relieved as instructor. A delegation ol
students then went 1o the universiy
president and received a declaration ol
his support for the cowrse. Having the
backing of the administration. the tcadch
er then demanded and got a retraction
from the radio station.

Members ol the class were polled and
they overwhelmingly rvejected  all the
commentaior's charges as Lilse. Inciden-
tallv, one ol the texibooks we used was
Masters  and  Jolmson  Expluned, by
rraveoy Assistant Managing Fduor Nt
Lehrman.

Robert W, Walker
University ol Oregon
Fugene, Oregon

THE SINGLES-BAR SCENE

The main Galt of singles bars lies in
the atmosphere of public, explicit sexual
competition that puls no one .t his or
her best. In oa situation where women
must  stand  around  Jooking  seductive
and destrable and men must act virile
and aggressive—role pliving that is per-
haps dithcult for many—I am not sur-
prised that starting human relationships
is also dihcult. 1 think that in a less
pressured.  more leiswrely  environment,
such as a discussion or recreational group

in Lynchburg turned out.

one hundred years (except
the ones during prohibition)
and even a few before that.
We're hoping to go right
on making it for the next
one hundred more. A sip,
we believe, and you'll be
hoping that too.

TENNESSEE WHISKEY « 50 PROOF

WHEN MOORE COUNTY, Tennessee, celebrated its

hundredth anniversary last summer, most everyone

And, you can be sure, all of us from The Jack Daniel
Distillery were on hand. You see, we've been making
whiskey in Moore County for every one of its
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in which sex is not the explicit objective,
it would be easier to attract, meet and
understand a member ol the opposite sex
than it is in one-night-stand singles bars,
gin mills and meat racks.
(Name withheld by request)
New York, New York

ACCEPTABLE NUDITY
Alter opening Pandora’s Box  Bur-
lesque Club, Owawa’s fivst theater in the
nude, 1 had an almost immediate run-in
with the local authorities. Our ladies
were charged with being nude in a pub-
lic place. Since Canadian law prohibits
being “so clad as to olfend public de-
cency,” my attorney presented in court
somne issues ol pravooy, available at all
newsstands, as evidence of acceptable
nudity in certain contexts. After exam-
ining the magazines and other evidence,
the judge agreed that community stand-
ards ol tolerance had not been exceed-
ed and dismissed all charges. Sometimes
reavsoy helps to win legal battes juse
by the fuct of its existence. Thank you
very much.
Richard Brown
Toronto, Ontario

DEFINING COMMUNITY STANDARDS

An Evansville, Indiana, judge’s ruling
in a nudity case represents progress for
treedom ol expression. The charges in-
volved nude dancing in a local night
spot by Valerie Cralt, Miss Nude Ameri-
cit. The judge ruled that Miss Craft was
imnocent ol committing “any indecent,
lewd ov Gilthy act in a public place™ be-
cause such activity isn’t in conflict with
“contemporary conmmunity standards.”

That deasion didn’t settle the matter
for Lvansvilles mayor, Russell Lloyd.
Upon hearing of the court’s ruling, the
mayor met with the vice squad and the
city attorneys and wold the latter 10 "work
up an ordinance we cin convict some-
body on.”

Hopelully, pravsoy and others will
continue to fight lor individual freedom.
At the rate things are changing, you'll
have your work cut out for you lor many
years to come.

Suzanne M. Shuman
Evansville, Indiana

THAT FRIEND OF KEATING'S

A copy of Charles H. Keating, Jr.’s
infamous  [und-raising  appeal for his
anti Illll'llﬂgl'illlll)" (_'Hlllp-' 1971 lms turned
up m my nriil. He says a friend of his
asked him to write o me and refers 1o
“my [riend who gave me your name.”
Ay name on the letter was misspelled in
the same way it is misspelled on the Dis-
abled Amevican Veterans gummed return-
address stickers, on the genuine Indian
orphanage  hand-painted-key-chain - mail
and on all the other junk of that sort
that clutters up my mailtbox. Keating's
friend’s name is Mailbox Misuse.

I detest the invasion ol privacy that

permits my address to be published and
sold by anyone who thinks he can make
a buck distributing such lists, including
the Veterans Administration, the Depart-
ment of Motor Vehides, the registrar of
voters, the marriage-license burcau, the
state colleges and various other public
institutions. Keating's intrusive, deceitful
letter is infinitely more disgusting and
offensive than some good old-fashioned
pornography.

William F. Malloy, Jr.

Belltlower, Calilornia

A PILLORY FOR KEATING

As previous leuers in The Playboy
Forum have pointed out, Chles H.
Keating, Jr., ol Ciizens for Decent Lit-
erature, is conducting a huge direct-mail
campaign to raise funds for his pro-cen-
sorship organization. Keating's form let-
ter states, “By the way, your contribution,
personal or corporate, is tax deductible.”
I have written to the Internal Revenue
Service challenging CDL's  tax-exempt
status.

A provision of the Internal Revenue
Code makes contributions 1ax  deducti-
ble when they are to organizations that
exist exclusively for religious, charitable
or cducational purposes and do not de-
vote any substantal part of their activi-
tics 1o propagandizing or otherwise
trying to influence legislation. Income-
tax regulations rule out tax exemption
[or organizitions devoled 1o action.
Now, no group is more actively engaged
in propagandizing than CDL, and it
frequently participates actively in court
procecdings against material it considers
objectionable. Clearly, CDL should not
€njoy tx-exempt staus.

Charles McCabe., who writes a2 column
titled “The Fearless Spectator™ for the
San Francisco Chronicle, apuy described
Keating's mailing as “one of the most
offensive picces of writing I've cver
scen.”™ MeCabe added:

The solicitation is an open invita-
tion to censor the moval life of such
of your ncighbors as may have a
taste for dirty movies. Mr. Keating
is deeply shocked by the fact that
sexual intercourse is portraved on
the screen, and sometimes cven cn-
acted in Los Angeles and San Fran-
cisco bars. He wants vour money for
law enforcement, and the passing of
new laws, against such things. He
wants lots of arrests.

He calls himsell Citizens for De-
cent Literature, Inc., “Dedicated to
Dccency in the Mass Media.” He
pl‘(’lcmls your mme was given to him
by a friemd who contributed to his
cause. Actually, he just bought up all
the mailing lists he could find.

His solicitation concludes: “P.S.
When I write 1o more people in
Calilornia with vour contribution. I
will not mention your name. But vou

can take great pride in the fact that
you have helped the children in vour
neighborhood grow up without hav-
ing their lives aflected by this fileh.”

McCabe, after noting that this solicita-
tion is “both inflammatory and untrue,”
states: “People like Mr. Keating. who
mitke it their business to create sexual
anxiety on a massive scaile, ought 1o
have their head stuck in a pillory, if we
still had those things around.” A pillory
may not be available, but loss of CDL's
tax-exempt status would go far toward
combating Keating's activitics.

Stanley Fleishman
Attorney at Law
Hollvwood. Calilornia

Fleishman s chaivman  of the First
Amendment  Lawyers  Association  and
specializes in the defense of film, print
and entertainment media in censorship
cases.

OUR PRECIOUS HERITAGE

In 1970, Richard Nixon rejected The
Report of the Commission on Obscenity
and  Pornography, which recommended
that pornography be made legally avail-
able to adults. I've been fuming about
his  narrow-minded action ever since,
and T was overjoyed when 1 found a
choice quote from one of our statesmen
making perfectly cdear just how un-
American the concept of censorship is:

As this nation approaches the be-
ginning of its third century, we
should remind owrsclves that noth-
ing in our heritage is more precious
than the right to express oursclves
[reely on any subject and the right of
aceess to the expressions ol others.

This enlightened observation comes
from the proclamation of 1972 as Imer-
national Book Year in the U.S. by that
champion ol free expression—Richard M.
Nixon.

Charles Johnson
Boston, Massachuscts

MARIJUANA INSANITY

Alwer 1 estified as a character and [ac-
tual witness at the marijuana trial of Tom
Shuev (The Playboy Forum, July)., my
wile and 1 were subjected o surveillance
by Muskingum Coumy law-enlorcement
officials. We were followed by marked or
unmarked cars every time we lelt owm
rural home, day or night. One evening, 1
observed the assistnt prosecuting attor-
ney stalking about my house. Visitors
also reported being followed when they
lelt o home.

In Lite November 1971, ollicials of the
Zainesville branch ol Ohio University,
where I am employed, wld me they had
been informed that I was a drug pusher
and T was in imminent danger ol being
arrested. The apparent purpose of this
anonymous tip—to jeopardize my stand-
ing at the university—backfired, and,
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ironically, it probably saved my career.
Acting on advice from my attorney, T
moved immediately out of Muskingum
County, a decision endorsed by the uni-
versity. Since the beginning of December.
I have been commuting 50 miles to work,
a disagrecable sination but one  lor
which there is no immediate solution, as
community [ension continues (o mount.
Please accept my thanks for the very
fine work mavsoy has done for those
who. like Tom Shucy, find themselves
victimized by archaic laws that perper-
vate nialignant and outdated ideologics.
Jorry P Trammell, P,
Assistant Prolessor ol English
Ohio University
Zanesville. Olio

FEDERAL POT BILLS

Scmnors Jacob Ko Javits and  Harold
Hughes and  Representative Ed - Koch
have intoduced bills in Congress that
would make two major changes in the
Federal Controlled Substances Act: the
legalizaion  of  private use ol mari-
juana and the legalization of small sales
of marijuana when no profi is involved.,
The introduction of these measures s
an important step toward removing mari-
Juana from the criminal realm. Il en-
acted, the bills would undoubtedly be
copicd in several stnes, and this would he
ol enormous benefit, since 93 percent of
all manijuana arvests on the state level
are lov simple possession and two thirds of
these e for possession ol one ounce or
less. The sales provisions would protect
the average user who oceasionally splits
some griss with a [viend bue isn'e a seller
i the wsual sense of the word.

Still. there are weaknesses in the pro-
poscd bills. While recognizing the -
surdity ol classilying as crimin the
nred  24.000.000  Americans who
¢ smoked grass, they fail 1o face the
question of where all that marijuana is
to come from. They ignore the harm
done by lorcing people to buy i
Juana from an illegal source. This no-
control  situation  makes  possible  the
purdiase of marijuama by minors. the
selling of martjuana adulterated with po-
tentinlly dangerous substances such as
LSD. surychnine or heroin and  leaves
users with no way to gauge the suength
of the marijuana they've bought. These
bills could have provided for a legal,
regulated sowrce ol marijuana, minimiz-
ing abunse and harm while still allowing
the user his vight 10 sinoke.

The most serious omission i these
bills, though, is the absence of a provi-
sion lor amnesty. No one s suggesting
that people ignore existing laws, and the
National Organization for the Reform
of Marijuana Laws (NORDML) advises
people not 1o smoke as long as it s
illegal o do so. But, as we begin to
correct owr legislative mistakes, we can’t
lorger the hundreds of  thousands ol
people whose lives have been so badly

scarred by unwise, unjust laws passed in
a climate ol ignorance and emotional
ism. We must recognize that our laws
were wrong, not these people. We must
restore to them their [ull rights, includ-
ing a record unblemished by criminal
conviction,

R. Keith Stroup, Executive Divector

NORNML

Washington, D. C.

POT AND BRAIN DAMAGE

My local newspaper carvied an article
that scems o indicate that pot isn't as
harmless as those who oppose the mari-
juana Laws end 1o believe. The picee
starts off with the statemem that smok-
ing crass may lead “to ineversible
serious brain damage . four dociors
SUZEesL il The Lancet, a leading
British medical jowrnal,” and continues
with the following:

Their examination of wen heavy
smokers ol manijuana, average age
22, marched against 13 normal con-
trols. showed evidence of cerebral
atrophy of the kind olten associated
with old age, Parkinson’s discase or
sleeping sickness. and with  symp-
toms of the last named such as
loss of memory. reversal ol sleep
vhythms, hallucinations and mental
changes. . ..

All had been heavy pot smokers
for from three to 11 years. In no case
did the examiners lind the occasional
or prior use by the subjects of alco-
hol. amphetamines. 15D or lind
diugs significant enongh 10 account
for cither the physical  symproms
ol brain atrophy or their ominous
mental te of depression. loss of
memory, inability to concemrate or
to work cffeaively,  apathy  and
irvitability.

I know vraveoy has given reliable
mlormition on drugs in the past. and [
hope that you will comment on this arti-
cle. Undoubtedly. the anti-pot scary-hair-
ics will use thi icle 1o justify the cruel,
insane laws we have in this counuy. Tt
never seems 10 occur to them that ne
matter how  larmfbul mavijuana  mighte
be, going 1o prison for vears is worse.

Bill Weiss
Sacramento, California

The Lancey avticle, “Cevebral Atrophy
m Young Cannabis Smolers™ ([Decem-
ber 4. 1971). is a tale told by four
British doctors who had a suspicion ihat
pot might cause brain damage. They
Xrayed the brains of ten marijuana
wsers who had been undergoing treat
ment for psychological and newrological
problems. They ended up seith an acen-
mulation of observations that lefl their
suspicion intact but proved nothing.

rravaoy asked drvug expert Joel Fort,
M.D., for his analysis of the avticle. Fort,
founder of the National Center for Salo-
mg Spectal Social and Health Problems,

pointed out. for openers, that ir's 1 fros-
sible to genevalize on the basis of ten
patients awho weve multiple dvug users.
He aeent on to question the veliability
of the methodology. The four doctors
used an examination lechnique known
as air encephalography to look for shvink-
age mn cevtaim parts of the subjects’ hyains.
This necessttates study of X-ay photos,
which can he mterpreted o different
ways by diflerent people. Forl is not con-
wvinced that the very slight diflevences in
measurements they claim to have found
veally proce the exisience of physical dam-
age. especially since abnovmal brainseaie
readings weve veported in only three ont
of the ten cases. Every subject had been
exposed to factors other than maripiiana,
such as head injury. serious childhood
diseases or wuse of other drugs (amphet-
amines, barbiturates, LSD, alcohol, nic-
otine and  caffemme). Yer the authors
quickly dismissed the possibility that the
psychological and neurological diffrcul
ties ol the panents could have been
causcd by anything other than  mari-
juana. But in most of the cases. they
didn’t cien repant howe much mavijuana
the subyects used, mervely describing dos-
age i vagne levms such as “regular and
heawry dependence” They repeatedly e
fer to the ten men as marijuana “addicts,”
false tevminology that suggests that preju
dice may haive had something 1o do with
their belief that the vesults of theiv study
are signifrcant.

The vervdict has 1o be not guilty by
reason of paufficient coidence. The Tan-
cet itself confirms this opinion in an
editorial  in the stating.
“IWhat 1s not cevtaim is whether these
changes wre caused by the use of Canna-
bis.” The Lancet mentions another
study in which 97 out of 100 patients
showed the same 1ype of brain deteviora
tion the doctors claim to have found in
their subjects; but 71 of those tested in
the other study used no drugs at all.
The magazine cautions, “It should not
be assumed that Cannabis icas the sole
cause of the changes demonstvated until
othey passbilitics have bheen assessed in
a wider context.”

Neither Fort nor any other serions
vescarchey clapns that any drug, mari.
fuana included. is totally havmless, But
that’s a medical question. What we're
faced with o the U.S. i the need to Jrut
an end ta the social damage caused by
Ireating marvijnana smoking as a crime.
The tentatioe implications of studies such
as the one published in The Lancet
shouldn't be allowed to obscure that issie.

“the  Playboy  Forum®™  offevs  the
opportuniiy for an extended dialog he-
tween veaders amd editors of this pub-
lcation on subjects and issues velated to
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Address all
corvespondence ta The Playboy Forum,

Sre ISSHe

Playboy  Building., @19 Nopth  Michi
gan  Avenwe, Clicago, Hlimon ovoell.
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ariations on a basic Pinto.

Ford Pinto Wagon: Rugged 2,000cc en-
gine, front disc brokes and over 60 cubic feet
of corgo space. (VW Squareback and Vego
Kommback have only obout 50) The picture
shows the Squire Option, plus luggage rack,
whitewall tires and bumper guards.

The Sunshine Pinto: Our new easy-opening, solid-closing sun
roof comes at a remorkably low price. Ifs shown obove on a styl-
ish little 3-Door Runobout, with vinyl roof ond luxury decor options
added.

Red, white and blue! The new Sprint
Option includes this rocy color scheme, inside
and out. Plus dual rocing mirrors and white side-
wall tires.

Ford Pinto comes in a lot of different variations.
But the basic theme is olways the same: salid,
sensible, and economical.

When you get back to basics,
you get back to Ford.

FORD PINTO

FORD DIVISION €222




e AN PECKINPAH

a candid conversation with the screen’s “picasso of violence,”
controversial creator of “the wild bunch” and “straw dogs”

In a scene from Sam Peckinpal’s
movie “The Wild Bunch.” the bunch—
a vuthless gang of misfits—is gathered
around a campfive after a busy day.
They've vobbed a bank and Eilled most
of a town while escaping, only to discover
that the blood bath had been commil-
ted not for the gold they thought they'd
stolen but for a worthless bag of wash-
ers. Passing a bottle avound, they talk
about what’s to become of them. Wil
liam Holden, the leader, says to Ernest
Borgnine, “This was going lo be my
last. I was going to pull back after this
one” Borgnine veplies, “Pull back to
what?” This is the theme of Peckinpal’’s
classic film: desperate men with a worn-
out way of living locked in a doomed
and brutal struggle against a new orvder,

1Us been said that Peckinpah shares
this sense of his own anachronism, Dus-
tin Hoffman, star of Peckinpal’s “Straw
Dogs.” has said about him: I think of
Sam as a man out of his time. IU's ironic
that he's alive now, a gunfichter in an
age when we've flying 1o the moon”
And Peckinpalt says of himself: 1 grew
up on a ranch, but that world is gone. 1
feel rvootless” That ranch was in rural
Madera Counly, California, in the fjoot-
Rills of a mountain named for s early
proneering family, and he rode, hunted

“People came up and threw punches at
me because they weve incensed by the vio-
lence in “The Wild Bunch.” These paci-
fists came up and actually tried to hit me.
They didn’t understand who they were.”

and fished all over il. His [ather was
a judge who vuled his family with
the same authoritarianism he exercised
in the courtroom. Becanse Sam resisted
this discipline, he was seni 1o military
school. Afler graduation he enlisted in
the Marines. spent a tour of duty in
China and returned to the U_S. (o envoll
in college. He lefl the University of South-
ern California with a master's degree in
drama and, in the late Fifties., began lis
career as a scriptaoviler, then direclor, of
television Westerns. Quer the years, he's
written dozens of “Gunsmoke” episodes
and helped create two TV cowboy series:
“The Rifleman,” from which he resigned
when it became “a children's program,”
and the shovt-lived “The Westerner”
Peckinpal broke into films in 1961, as
the divector of “The Deadly Compan-
ions.” and followed that with “Ride the
High Country” and “Major Dundee.” Al-
though his caveer seemed 1o be progress-
ing, he soon established a veputation as
a foul-tempered tyvant swhose fresence
was guarantecd to produce quarrelsome
sets, out-of-control hudgets and absurdly
late completion schedules. (His private
life has been equally volatile; he’s been
marricd a number of times.) As a result,
Peckinpah  was  effectively  blackbailed
from the industry until—after three

“True pactfisin is the finest form of man-
liness. Bul if a man comes up to you and
culs your hand off, you don’t offer him
the othey one. Not if you want to go
on playing the piano, you don’t.”

years of exile—producer Phil Feldman
took a chance and hived him to film “The
Wild Bunch,” the mouvie that established
his ability as a fist-class divector and
started all the talk about Peckinpal’s
overindulgence in  film wiolence. The
release print of the picture was sub-
jected to more than 3500 culs, the mosl
from any coloy film in history. It was
still, hoivever, one of the bloodiest films
cver made, and ils success precipilaled
a flood of screen violence that has not
yet ebbed.

After a much less gory film, “The
Ballad of Cable Hogue”—a ciilical and
commercial  failure—Peckinpah  made
“Straw Dogs,” the picture toward which
the ovities felt he had been mouing
throughout his career; his chef-d'oewore
of wviolence. IUs the story of a young
American mathematician, David Sumner
(Dustin - Hoffinan), who has taken a
research grant and is living in Cornwall,
England, with  his  beantiful  English
wife. Throughout the film, David en-
dures the harvassment of froe young men
from the willage whom he's Iived to
vefraiv his gavage. They greet his uncer-
tain work instructions and pathetic at-
tempts al kindness with condescension
ane sadistic pranks, and smack their lips
over his wife, who teases their lust and

“I dow’t want any other son of a bitch
making good movies. 1 detest every film
maker except the innocuous ones. 1 love
Ross Hunter. Ross Hunter is my idol.
I'd tike to be Ross Hunler.”

65
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is cventually the rather willing victim of
a double rape. David’s personal torment
builds until the final, 30-minute scene,
when, prolecting a local mental retard
who's wanted by the same men for a sus-
pected sex erime. he denies them enlry
to his home and the screen fills with
blood as David slaughters them all.

The darker implications of “Straw
Dogs”—anid the level of violence in the
picture—provoked  contradiciory  cries
from the eritics. Wriling in Atlantic,
David Denby called it “a hateful but
very exciling movie.” The New Yorker's
Pauline Kael went further, pronouncing
it “a Jascist work of arl.” Variety rveviled
it as “an orgy of unparalicled violence
and nastiness . . . a Dblood bath that
defies detailed description.” But Time's
reviewer, Jay Cocks, hatled it as “a bril-
liant feal of moviemaking . . . the film
pevhaps is more cynical than realistic.
But if this is not the way things are, then
it 15 a measure of Peckinpalv's skill that,
in giving voitce to his despaiy, he came to
male this mightmare seem like our own.”

Therve's never been  any  consensus
about Peckinpah, coen among his friends
—most of whom, al one time or an-
other, he has belted o the mouth,
usually without warming. Personally as
well as professionally, says a still-fricndly
sureivoy of lus Sunday punch, “Sam’s as
unpredictable as a snake” To find out
just how unpredictable he is, and to
learn if all—or any—of the stories about
him are true, viavsoy senl contributor
Willinm Murray, who's spent consider-
able time with Peckinpali. to interview
him. Murray yeporis:

“Sam 1s a greal con man, as well as a
it of a ham, and he's learned how to
handle the press by feeding veporters
exactly what he thinks they want to
hear. He vesists extensive questioning by
running away from you, forcing you lo
do your stuff on the lope. I conducted
the intevvicw on the beach in Malibu,
mn the living voom of a vented house,
during a parly, in varvious bars, restan-
rants, tratlers and on location in San
Antonio and El Paso—ichere he was
divecting his new  picture, “The Geta-
way,” starring Steve McQueen and Ali
MacGraw. [McQueen is also the siar of
Peckipal’s recently veleased film, * Jun-
ior Bonner,” the story of an over-the-hill
rodeo rider. See “Playboy Alter Hours,”
page 26.]

“Watching him worl: can be instruc-
tive. He's rarely in the foreground of
whatever's going on, but you lknow,
without having lo be told, who's in
charge. Theve's something  formidable
abrout him. He's usually dressed in Levis,
an open-necked shive and windbreaker—
a lean, tightly put-together man with the
little Dlack eyes of a gunfighter. His
iron-gray mustache, thinning hair and
deeply lined features make him  look
older than his 16 years; he has the face
of a man who has fought a lot of

wars—and lost a few of them. When he
talks, even while giving an order, he
speaks so softly that he tends to draw
his listeners toward him, Sometimes they
regrel it, for what he says, as well as the
way he says it, can be intimidating. The
trick is not to flinch—as I learned when
we sat down to begin taping.”

PECKINPAH: All right, let's get it on. I
promise to do my little number. But I'm
not going 1o 1alk about violence.
PLAYBOY: Then we might as well not begin.
PECKINPAH: That's (ine with me.

PLAYBOY: Why don’t you wunt to talk
about vielence?

PECKINPAH: Because that's what every-
body is trying to nail me on. They think
I invented it. They think that's what
I'm all about. They think I get my rocks
off when the people in my piciures get
their heads blown ofl. I'm preuwy god-
damn sick of it.

PLAYBOY: When you say “they.” do vou
mean the critics?

PECKINPAH: Who c¢lse? You've got a beauty
there at rravsoy, a real windsucker.,
That rveview your man wrote of Straw
Dogs was literary lingrint. 1 didin’t know
Helner was hiving New York Reoicw
groupics, cats who don’t know how to
write or how to look at a motion picture.
PLAYBOY: As a matter of {act, our reviewer
riather enjoyed the ilm. But many critics
thought Straw Dogs was a work of art,
and most of your other movies have
been well reviewed. Perhaps i's  just
that nobody is lukewarm about your
work. They hate you or love you.
PECKINPAH: Either way, they almost al-
wirys misunderstnd me. To some, Siraar
Dogs was a work ol integrity but not of
major intelligence. To others it was a
work of enormous subtlety and substan-
tial intelligence but failed on moral
grounds. Goddamn it, Straw Dogs is
based on a book called The Sicae of
Trenchey’s Farm. IUs a lousy hook with
one good acion-adventure sequence in
it—the siege itsclf. You get hired o tike
this bad book and make a picture out of
it. You get hunded a scriptwriter, David
Goodnun, and an actor. Dustin Holl-
man, amd you're told to make a picture.
You're given a story 1o do and you do it
the Dbest way you know how, that's
all. So what's all this shit aboaut integrity
and about the picure not being the
work of a major intelligence

PLAYBOY: Pauline Kael has called you a
passionate and sensual artist in conflict
with himselfl, and she wrote in her review
of Straw Dogs that it’s the film you've
been working your way toward all along.
But that’s not exactly a compliment:
She's horrified by your apparent endorse-
ment ol the violence in the film and she
claims you've enshvined the rterritorial
imperative and are out to spread the
Neanderthal word.

PECKINPAH: More, more, I love it!

PLAYBOY: She also calls it “the first Amen-
can film that is a fascist work of art.”
PECKINPAH: Explain, please.

PLAYBOY: She says the movie acts out the
old male fantasy that women respect
only brutes and that there is no such
thing as rape, that women are all just
lintle heasts begeing 1o be subjugated.
PECKINPAH: Amy, the givl played by Su-
san George in the picture, is a young,
uninformed. bitchy. hot-bodied little girl
with 2t lot going [or her, but who hasn't
grown up yet. That's the pare. It wasn't
an antempt to make a stement about
women in general, for Christ's sake.
PLAYBOY: But what about the rape scene?
Amy is cearly enjoying the experience,
isn't she? Aren’t vou saying, as Kael im-
plies. that that’s what women are for—to
be used and enjoyed?

PECKINPAH: Well. Pauline, T wust that's
part ol it. But I'm not putting down all
women in that scene. Amy is enjoying
the experience, yes. At first. Dovsn’t Kacl
know anything abont sex? Dominating
and being dominated; the fantasy, to. ol
being taken by force is certainly one way
people make love. There's no end to the
Entasies of lovemaking. and this is one
of them. Sure. Amy’s enjoying it. At least
with the first hombre who takes her. The
sccond one is a bit more than she bar-
gained lor, but that’s one ol the prices
she pays lor playing her hitle game,
There's always a price to pay. doctor.
PLAYBOY: Kucl compitres you 1o Nornun
Mailer and says you're both in the same
machismo bag, but the dillerence is that
Mailer worries about it. For you, she
thinks it's the be-all and end-all.
PECKINPAH: | like Kuacl; she's a feisty
little gal and I enjoy drinking with her
—which I've done on  occasion—but
here she's aacking walnuts in her ass,
Look, what if they'd given me War and
Peace 10 do instead of Trencher’s Farm?
I'm reasonably sure I'd have made a
different picture.

PLAYBOY: But vou picked The Sicge of
Trencher’s Faym yoursell, didn't you?
PECKINPAH: | didn't pick anyithing. I've
never picked any of my films. Except
one, The Ballad of Cable Hogue. That's
the only movie I ever picked to do.
PLAYBOY: Tell us how it works,
You're offered a lot of projects—
PECKINPAH: I'm looking for a job. I'm a
whore. I go where I'm kicked. But I'm a
very good whore,

PLAYBOY: Whitever material you're given
to work on. you then proceed to make it
your own picture. There's certainly no
mistaking the Peckinpah touch.
PECKINPAH: The Peckinpah touch! Jesus!
Read the goddamn book. You'll die gag:
ging in your own vomit.

PLAYBOY: When you say you're a whore
isn't that a half-wruth at bese? I you
weren't as good as you are, no ong
would pay any auention to you; ther
are plenmty ol whores around.

PECKINPAH: Once I'm handed something

then.
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to do. then 1 ke the material and try
to work something out of it and, not to
sound o goddamn pompous about it,
what I put into it is what I sce, how I
feel about how things are or the way
they're going. But I try to tell a story,
above all, in terms of the material I'm
given, and very seldom have I been
given a decent piece of material.

PLAYBOY: What interested you most about
what became Straw Dogs?

PECKINPAH: What really turned me on
was the amount of money I was given 10
do it. You start with the money and
alter you get that into focus, you Iy to
figure out what the hell you're doing. In
this case, David Goodman and T sat down
and wried to make something of va idity
out of this rotten book. We did. The
only thing we kept was the siege itself.
PLAYBOY: David Sumner, the character
Dustin Hoffman plavs in the movice, js
an intellectual who's running away {rom
himself and refuses 1o take a stand on
anything. You portray him as a kind of
worm. When he does take a stand, i's
an excrudiatingly violent one and you
imply that he becomes & man through
this resort to violence. And that he
enjoys the mayhem.

PECKINPAH: Totally wrong. 1 don’t know
what movie you saw. There's a point in
the middle of the siege when David
almost throws up, he's so sick. and he
says, “Go ahead. pull the tigger.” He's
sick of it. sick of himself, sick of the
violence that he recognizes in himself, 1
cam't believe anyone can miss this in the
movie. He's just used a poker to kill a
man who's just wied to kill him. He
looks at what he's done with despair and
absolute horror and he doesn't care at
that moment whether he lives or dies,
PLAYBOY: What about the last shot in the
movie, when Hoffman is driving away
from the scene of that carnage? One
critic saw a look of enjovment on his lace
when he tells the hall-wit he doesn’t
know his way home anymore.
PECKINPAH: It's not enjoyment ar all.
Neither Dustin nor 1 interpreted it that
wity. The line was written while driving
to location on the last day of shooring.
David Warner had cued it off a1 rehears-
al by saying, “I don't know my way
home.” T wirned to Dustin and said,
“And you don't either, and that’s the
whole point of the picure.” “Yes” he
said, “and Il say it with a smile, he-
cause the irony is oo much for him to
say it straight.” Dustin wanted 1o do it
that way and he was right.

David Sumner had recognized in him-
sclf the enormous suppressed  violence
that he had been living with. And once
it had come out, there was no going
back. You sce, he really set the whole
thing up. He could have stopped it any
one ol a dozen times. He was testing his
wile; he was testing himsell. He was
mancuvering  himself into a  situation

where he'd be foreed to let the violence
in himself out. as a lot ol so-called paci-
fists and supposedly passive people do.
You remember reading about that kid
who shot 45 people from the top of a
tower on some campus? Boy, there was
the honor student, the good guy, the Loy-
scout leader who was kind to his mother
and small animals. Whether he enjoved
shooting all those people isn't the issue.
The issue is that he did it. He had all
that violence in him and he went up into
the tower and let it out. Now, you hear
all this talk about the violence in Siramw
Dogs and in some of my other pictures,
as il that violence were contributing to
the violence of our society. The point is
that the violence in us, in all of us, has
to be expressed constructively or it will
sink us.

I'm a great believer in catharsis. Do
you think people watch the Super Bowl
because they think foothall is a beauti-
ful sport? Bullshit! They're commit-
ting violence vicariously. Look, the old
basis of catharsis was a purging ol the
cmotions through pity and fear. People
used 1o go and see the plays ol Lurip-
ides and  Sophocles and  those  other
Greek cats. The plavers acted it out and
the audience got in there and kind of
lived it with them. What's more violemt
than the plays of William Shakespearc?
And how about grand opera? \What's
bloodier than a romantic grand opera?
Take a plot, any plot—brother  kills
brother to sleep with the wile, who then
kills her father, and so on and so on.
Want to have some fun? Read Grimm’s
Fany Tales. When you point things like

vew York cats, they tell

this out 1o the N
vou it was all art, which is crap. These
plays and operas and stories were the
popular entertainment of their day.
PLAYBOY: But they weren't as concerned
as you are with the physical details of
violence. The violence in your pictures is
excented lovingly, superrealistically and
almost alwivs in close-up.

PECKINPAH: You can’t make violence real
to audiences today  withowt rubbing
their noses init. We warch our wars and
sce men die. really die. every day on
television, but it docsn’t seem real. We
don’t believe those are real people dying
on that sareen. We've been anesthetized
by the media. What 1 do is show people
what i's veally like—unot by showing it as
it is so much as by heightening i, siyliz-
ing it. Most people don't cven know
what a bullet hole in a human Lody
looks like. T want them o see what it
looks like. The only way T can do tha is
by not letting them gloss over the looks
ol it as if it were the seven-o'clock news
from the DMZ. When people complain
about the way I handle violence, what
they're really saying is, “Please don't
show me: I don’t want 1o know; and get
me another beer out of the icebox.”
PLAYBOY: Many people want 1o put a
stop to whatever, on television or movie

scareens. could contribute 1o the public
violenee of our time. Are they wrong?
PECKINPAH: I think it's wrong—and dan-
gerous—to refuse 1o acknowledge the
animal nature of man. That's what Rob-
ert Ardrey is talking about in those
three great books of his. African Gen.
esis.  The Territorial Imperative and
The Social Contract. Ardrey's the only
prophet alive today. Some years ago,
when T owas working on The Wild
Bunch, a friend of mine came 1o me
with African Genesis and said 1 had to
vead it because  Ardrey  was writing
about what I was dealing with, that we
were both on the same rack. So alier I
fmished 1Widd Bunch T vead him and 1
thought, wow, here’s somebody who
knows a couple of nasty scerets about us,
Straw Dogs is about a guy who finds out
a few nasty secrets about himself—about
his marriage, about where he is, about
the world around him. Some people
don’t like facing that sort of thing: it
makes them itch. You see, David Sumner
gets the blinkers pulled off. The man
said you can’t go home again and David
cmn't cither. He can go on—we all can
—but he can’t go back to what he was, |
don’t know what could be clearer.
PLAYBOY: What about his wile, Amy?
What does she find out about herself?
PECKINPAH: Wcll, there are two kinds of
women. There are women and then
there’s pussy. A woman is a partner. If
you can go a certain distance by your-
self. a good woman will triple it. But
Amy is the kind of girl—and we've all
seen them by the millions—they marry,
they have some quality, but they're so
goddamn immature, so ignovant as far
as living goes. as to what is of value in
life. in this case abou marriage, that
they destroy it. Amy is pussy, under the
veneer of being a woman. Maybhe be-
cse of what happens 1o her, she'll
ceventually become a woman.

PLAYBOY: Arc you implying that Amy
couldn’t become a woman until David
became a man?

PECKINPAH: No. David was always a man,
TS just that he didn't see deeply enough
into himsell. He didi’t know who he was
and what he was all about. We all in
tellectualize ahout why we should do
things. but it’s our purely animal instincrs
that are driving us 10 do them all the
time. David found out he had all those
instincts and it made him sick, sick unto
death, and at the same time he lad zuts
enough and sense enough to stand up amnd
do what he had 10 do,

PLAYBOY: But Amy was the instrument of
his self-discovery. wasn't she? Didn't she
push and prod him o “act like a man'™?
PECKINPAH: She didn't know whai she
wanted. She pushed him, as you say, but
not in any constructive way. To start
out with, she asked for the rape. But
later she could barely bring herself 1o
puil the wrigger w save his Life. T don't
know whether they'll get back together
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again. At least they'll have 1o deal with
cach other on a different plane. What 1
hope he does is keep going in that car at
the end—not twm back. He obviously
married the wrong dame. She is basical-
ly pussy. What I favor is marriages made
in heaven, and that's the only place
marriages ought 1o be performed. And
speaking of rape, I'd like to point out to
Miss Kael and these other so-called crit-
ics that vear entry does not necessarily
mean sodomy. as they said in their re-
views. In the picture, Amy is taken by one
guy she used to go with and then she's
taken from the vear by another guy
she didn’t want any part of anywhere.
The double rape is a little bit more than
she bargained for. Anyway. I gucss Miss
Kael and her frieads have anal complexes.
Perleatdy justified in this day and age.
PLAYBOY: If Amy is pussy, why did David
marry her?

PECKINPAH: Come on, that’s beneath you.
Most of us marry pussy at onc time
or another. A smart, unscrupulous cunt
can always use her looks 10 get some
poor slob to marry her. And in mar-
viage. so often, especially il the man is
lonely, he will dothe her in the vest-
ments of his own needs—and i she's
very voung, she’ll do the same thing o
him. They don't veally losk at what the
other person is but at what they want
that person to be. All of a sudden the
illusion wears off and they really see
cach other and they say, “Hey, what's all
this about?” Now that David can see him-
self, too, he can begin to build his life,
As for her, probably she'll never change,
PLAYBOY: You sound like a man who's
had a lot of experience with pussy.
PECKINPAH: 1 wouldn't have it any other
wiy. One of the advantages of being a
celebrity is that a lot of attractive pussy
that wasn't available to you helore sud-
denly becomes available. Groupies and
star-fuckers abound and you certainly
don’t have to marry them, though a lot
of poor fools do,

PLAYBOY: How do you account for the
mutual atwraction of stars and groupies?
PECKINPAH: It's the same thing that at-
tracts all men 10 women, and vice versa.
Men are primavily turned on by physi-
cal beaury, magnetism, or maybe just the
way a woman moves and the kind of
atmosphere she surrounds herself with.,
But what atvacts a woman 1o a man is
entirely different. It has a lot more 1o do
with where a man is with his life. I'm
not talking about money; I'm talking
about success. I'm talking, veally. about
territory. How much and where and how
sceure, It's the most basic hwnan urge.
Watch the behavior of any herd. Who's
got the cows? The bigaest, strongest bull.
And every year he has to fight off all
challengers until eventually someone does
him in. But while he reigns, he has it all
his own way. It's the most basic and
[ascinating evolutionary process there is,
PLAYBOY: Ethologists might agree with

you, but it’s doubtlul that women's lily
would buy much of what you're saying.
PECKINPAH: | ignore women's libh. I'm
for most of what they're for, socially as
well as politically and economically, but
I can't see why they have to make such
assholes of themselves over the issue.
Those bull dykes and the crazies in their
tennis sneakers and burlap sacks—just
try to explain x few facas of life 1o them.
Like the fact that I have a penis that
thrusts into a woman and she has a
vagina to receive me. The basic male
act, by its very nawwre, starts out as an
act of physical aggression, no marter
how much love it eventually CXPresses,
and the woman'’s begins as one of pas
ity, of submission. It’s a physical fact.
Except to a bull dyke. Not that I'm
knocking Lesbianism. I consider myself
one of the foremost male Leshians in
the world.

I don’t care what goes on in people’s
heads: we are physically constructed in a
certain way and we've been handed a set
of instincts 10 go with the machinery.
Tell that to any of these women's Iib
freaks and they’ll swear you're a male-
chauvinist pig. What can happen when
you deny your basic instincts and drives
is what Straw Dogs is all about. T read
somewhere recently that some cat was
having trouble making it with women
today hecause half the ones he took 1o bed
began by making geographical demands.
They Ly out a whole sexual batile plan
before they start. They want this, they
want that. You're expected 10 provide in-
stant satisfaction by delivering like some
kind of computerized acrabat. That's lo-
gistics. not sex—and cevtainly not love, In
sex. when you do it only for yoursell or
the other person. you're masturbating
cither yoursell or her. Any good whore
knows more about sex than Beuwy Friedan.
PLAYBOY: Do you really like whores?
PECKINPAH: Of all the whores I've been
with—American. Chinese, Enelish, Mexi-
can, any nationality—I've failed to end
up in some Kind of warm personal rela-
tionship with only about ten percent.
I've lwed with some good whores.
They've taken me home or I've taken
them home. We've been human beings
together. I never thought of these worn.
en as objeats to be used. 1 put a lot of
the relationships I've had with whores
into the love story of Cable Hogue and
his whore, Hildy. They had a relation-
ship that was vuer and more tender
than that between most hushands and
wives. The fact that she was a whore
and went to bed with men for money
didn’t change anything. Most married
women fuck for the money that’s in it.
PLAYBOY: Regardless of your relationship
with whores, doesn’t the fact that you
relate so well to them signify some need
on your part to remain either superior
or emotionally uninvolved?

PECKINPAH: TPossibly, but I believe it
significs mostly that 1 like an honest

woman. a woman who's honest with
herself and the people she cares about.
Not infrequently, in one way or another,
she turns out 1o be a prostitute.

PLAYBOY: Come to think of it, most of
the women in your movies have been
prostitutes.

PECKINPAH: You find something good. vou
stay with it

PLAYBOY: Like violence.
dealt with it, haven't you?
PECKINPAH: One of my big themes. B
il you want to find out something ahom
violence in this country, vou ought 1,
talk to the people in ow pPrisons, as Fve
been doing lately in connection with
The Getaway. Those guys'll wake vou
up. For them it's a way of life. a lile
lived according 10 certain codes. There
are some things you do and others vou
don’t do. The whole thing is built inte
the fabric of their lives, as it was lor
those cats in The Wild Bunch. They
were people who lived not only by vio
lence but for it. But the whole under
side of our society has always been violom
and still is. I's a rellecion of the so
ciety itsell. Do you know, people came
up and threw punches at me becaus:
they were incensed by the violence in
The Wild Bunch? These pacifists came
up and actually tried to hit me. They
didn’t understand who they were. In
George Bernard Shaw's play The Devil's
Disciple, a preacher discovers his 1ue
nature, which is that of a man of action.
a man ol violence, and the man ol
action discovers he's really a preacher.,
Doesn’t that suggest anything to you?
PLAYBOY: That mavbe you're a bit of 1
preacher yoursell.

PECKINPAH: Right on. Something to do
with my background. maybe.

PLAYBOY: Do you think pacifists are dis
honest with themselves or out of rouch
with reality? Or just plain unmanly?
PECKINPAH: O course not. True pacifism
is munly. In fact, it's the finest form of
manliness. But il a man comes up to
you and cuts vour hand off. you don't
offer him the other one. Not if you want
to go on plaving the piano, you don't.
'm not saying that violence is what
makes a man a man. I'm saving ot
when violence  comes, you  cm't o
from it. You hinve 1o recognize its true
nature, in yourself as well as in others,
and stand up 1o i I you run, vou're
dead. or vou might as well be,

PLAYBOY: When you say that someone i
a real man. what do you mem by it?
PECKINPAH: That he dossn’t have 1o
prove anything. He's himself. My dad
put it another way. When the time
comes. he used to say, you stand up and
you're counted. For the right thing, For
something that matters. It's the wliimate
test. You cither compromise to the point
where it destroys you or you stand up
and say, “Fuck off.” It’s amazing how
few people will do that. So if I'm a
fascist because 1 believe that men are

Youve alwans
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not created equal, then all right, I'm 2
fascist. But I detest the term and 1
detest the kind of reasoning that labels
that point of view fascistic. I'm not an
anti-intellectual, but I'm  against  the
pseudo intellectuals who roll like dogs
in their own verbal dimrhea and call it
purpose and identity. An intellectual
who embodies his intellect in action,
that's a complete human being. Bue sit-
ting back and quarterbacking from the
stands is playing with yoursell.

PLAYBOY: David Summner in Straw Duogs is
the first intellectual you've ever made
the hero of a movie,

PECKINPAH: Hc's not a hero. He's a heavy.
I'm crazy about heavies.

PLAYBOY: Is that how you fele about your
characters in The Wild Bunch? You've
been quoted as saving that you hated
Pike Bishop, the Bill Holden part, and
his buddies, that they were dangerous
and had to go: but the way yon handle
them in the movie seems to contradict
)'Oll. It CX])I’L‘SSC&' I'CSI)(.’CI. :ll]d ocven l()\'l.'
for them and what they stand for.
PECKINPAH: Swre I loved them. 1 love
outsiders. Look. unless you conlorm, give
in completely, you're going to be alone
in this world. But by giving in. you lose
vour independence as a human being.
So 1 go for the loners. I'm nothing if not
a romantic and I've got this weakness lor
losers on the grand scale, as well as a kind
ol sneaky allection for all the misfits and
drifters in the world.

PLAYBOY: Aren’t your losers and muisfics
conlormists to outdated codes?

PECKINPAH: Outdated codes like courage.
lovalty, lriendship, grace under pressure,
all the simple virtues that have become
clichds, sure. They're cats who ran out ol
territory and they know i, but theyie
not going to bend, cither; they reluse to
be diminished by it. They play their
string out to the end.

PLAYBOY: But tsn't the hird truth abowmt
the frontier that it had no real code—
other than survival of the fittest?
PECKINPAH: Yep, but I don’t make docu-
mentaries. The facts about the sicge
of Troy, of the duel between Hector
and Achilles and all the rest of 1t, are a
hell of a lot less interesting to me than
what Homer makes ol it all. And the
mere facs tend to obscure the truth,
anyway. As I keep saying, I'm basically a
storyteller. I'm not even sure anymore
what I Dbelieve in. 1 once directed a
Saroyan play in which one of the charac-
ters asked another if he would die for
what he believed in. The guy answered,
“No, I might be wrong.” That's where 1
am. I'm not going to get between my
audience and the story. I hate the [eel-
ing in a theater of being more aware of
what the director’s doing than of what's
actually up there on the screen.

PLAYBOY: Is that why you like domg
Westerns, because the West is almost the
only mythology we have?

PECKINPAH: Hcll, no. I came by it natu-

vally. My carliest memory is ol being
strapped into a saddle when I was two
for a ride up into the high country. We
were always close to the mountains, al-
ways going back to them. When my
grandlather was dying, almost his last
words were about the mountiins. We'd
summer in them and some winters 1 ran
trap lines in the snow. We loved that
country, ll ol us. My granddad. Denver
Church, had @ 4100-acre cattle ranch in
the foothills of the Sierras, about 25
miles cast ol Fresno, and the whole
[amily, the Peckinpahs and the Churches,
had been wandering in that country
since moving out from the Midwest in
the middle of the 1h Century. We
even have a mountain named after us.
PLAYBOY: Have you used your [amily as
characters in your pictures?
PECKINPAH: No. they got too respectable.
They went into real estate, politics, the
law. Ay mother, who's still very much
around, Dhelieves  absolutely in two
things: ectotalism and  Christian  Sci-
ence. My father was o judge. He be-
lieved in the Bible as literature, and
the law. He was an authority, and we all
grew up thinking he could never, ever
be wrong abowt anything. The law and
the Bible and Robert Ingersoll were our
big dinncer-tuble opics. When T was still
a kid, Dad made me go 1o the wial, in
his court, of a 17-vear-old boy accused of
statutory rape. He thought it would be a
vood lesson for me. It was, but not for
the reasons he thouglt. In additon to
being a judge. my dad was probably the
worst cattleman in the Dbusiness. He
went broke 13 times. And in the moun-
s, he made his own laws. He believed
that vou didn’t hunt unless you ate what
vou killed. But he claimed that all the
animals on his land were his to do what
he liked with. T was 20 years old before I
knew there was such a thing as a hunting
season or a game warden, and I was 30
belore T began paying any attention to it
The people, the places in that area!
I's mostly all gone now. Fresno's like
a little LA, today, and the counury
around it is chopped up with new roads
and resort factlities and overrun with all
these shit-ass tourists and campers. My
brother Denny and I were in on the last
of it. A lot ol the old-timers dated back
to when the place had been the domain
of hunters and trappers, Indians, gold
mincrs—ill the drilters and hustlers. All
that's left now are the names to remind
you, and what names: towns like Coarse-
gold and Finegold, Shueye Peak, Dead
Man  Mountain, Wild Horse Ridge,
Slick Rock. And the old-timers had their
storics to tell, oo, Denny and I rode
and  fished and hunted all over that
country. We thought we'd always be a
part ol it. The last few years 1 haven't
cven been hunting anymore. but I'm
thinking of taking it up again,
PLAYBOY: Do you agice with vour LGuher

that it's wrong to hunt unless vou cat
what you kill?

PECKINPAH: Yes, and you also shouldn’t
kill more than you can cat. A deer tastes
good, but it's also a beautiful animal.
Anyone will kill, though, il he gets hun-
gry enough—ceven those who refuse to
hunt at all, for moral reasons. A gnaw-
ing in the belly is a great equalizer of
principles. OI course, most men kill only
out of principle. and then ics usually
his fellow man. Nice principle.

PLAYBOY: Do you think it's possible, as
one aitic once said about vou, that
you're really a 19th Century man and
that in your work you're living vicari:
ously the period you'd have prelerred to
live in?

PECKINPAH: When you're doing a pic-
ture, first of all, the period matters less
than what the thing is about. You be
come all the characters. I've been every
character in my pictures. The actors do
the same. They wear cach other’s parts
to try them on for size, to test them and
themselves, sometimes against each other.
But T did like that period in American
lile. And 1 liked the period I grew up in.
the Thirdes. It was a different America.
We hadn’t run out of ground.

PLAYBOY: With your lard-nosed WASP
background and vour commitment to
the outdoors, how did you make the
leap inmto show business?

PECKINPAH: By chance. I was just out ol
the Marine Corps after World War Two
and I had nothing very specific in mind.
Denny had gone inmto law. The only
thing I was sure of was that T didn’t
want to do that. 1 went back to school.
to Fresno State, becauwse I had nothing
better 1o do. There I met my first wife,
Marie, who wanted to be an actress.
Fresno State had a small but active
theater department and I tagged along
alter Marie one day into a directing
class. It twrned me on right away. 1
especially dug the plays ol Tennessee
Williams, and my big project at school
was a onc-hour version ol The Glass
Menagerie that T adapred and divected. 1
guess I've learned more from Williams
than anvone. He's easily America's great-
est playwright. I've always [elt sirongly
moved by him. I've also direced Sireet-
car. as well as most of his onc-acts. He's a
vemendous artist and 1 wish him the
best of luck, always. T think I learned
more about writing lrom having 1o cut
Menagerie than anything I've done since.
PLAYBOY: Writing was what opened doors
for you, wasn’t it?

PECKINPAH: Yeah, but it was hell, be-
cause I hate writing. 1 sulfer the torwares
of the damned. T can’t sleep and it feels
like I'm going to dic any minute. Even
wally, T lock myself away somewhere,
out of reach of a gun, and get it on in
one big push. I'd always been around
writers and had friends who were writ-
ers, bhut I'd never rvealized what a lot ol




goddamn anguish is involved. But it was
a way to break in. I paid my dues in
this business. T was a go-ler, a stagehand.
I swept out studios and 1 watched a few

good people work. Then T started writ-

g and finally scelling TV saripts. And I

alier a while T decided to try my hand he ha de.
at movies. I always had two or three

projects going at a vime. I'd put every-

thing into them and I'd sell a few and Gordo s

then they'd disappear, |

I wrote two pretiy good scripts in
those days. and what happened to them

was typical. One, Villa Rides, was pro- "I
duced with Yul Bryvener in the lead. I & ==
was awlul. I've put in a lot of time in To a vodka drinker, r

Mexico :|r|}| I Ir.'nm.\' Mexican hi!il()l'}.'. happiness is smoothness. JORDOHS
Brymner said T dido’t understand Mexi- W

co and Villa Rides is the vesult of the Smooth mixing.
changes they made. I's a phony. The Smooth tasting. VODKA

other script bhecaime One-Eyed Jacks, di-
rected by and starving Brando. T had
adapted  the thing from a novel by
Charles Neader called The Auwthentic
Death of Hendry Jones, based on the true
story of Billy the Kid. It was the defini-
tive work on the subject, but Marvlon
screwed it up. He's a hell of an actor,
but in those days he had to end up as a
hero and that’s not the point of the
story. Billy the Kid was no hero. He was
a gunhighter, a real killer.

Sut I don't want 1o knock Gctois,
Some of my best Iriends are actors. I
wits DBriam Keith, who'd worked with
me on The Westerney sevies, who got me
my hivst movic-direaung break. He'd been
signed to st opposite Maureen O Hara
in The Deadly Companions and he per-
suaded the producer ol the picture, who
happened o be Miss O'Hara's brother, 1o
take me on. It wasn't the best deal in the
worlkd: I wanted to nuke a picture and
this guy wanted to push me swvound. The
seript needed lots ol work, but I'd gen wold
to go back in my comer. Brian knew we
were in trouble, so between us we ricd
to give the thing some driomiic scnse,
The result was that all ol his scenes
worked, while all ol hers were dead. 1
lound out about producers, all right.
PLAYBOY: You've always had wouble with
producers. Are there any you've ever
enjoved working with?

PECKINPAH: One, maybe two, and cven
then not much. I don’t work well under
people. I think there has 10 be one
person who's making a picture and that
person has to be the director. Produc-
ers are olten only administrators and
they're oo interested in defending their
own prerogatives. I've got a temper and That’s why Gordon’s is

I can't stand slupidily, so I'm always m th
e Happy Vodka.

war with these cats. 1 want conwrol ol
everything, from the script to the cut So make it Gordon’s. And make it happy,
ting room. And il [ don’t get what I want
from people, 1 put them on the bus.
‘The wouble with producers is you cm’t
do that to them. Everybody else comes
and goes on a picture, but the producer

And smooth going down.

with the Patent on smoothness.
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and the director are with it from begin-
ning to end. The best producer is a guy
who'll let you make your own movie.
There aren’t many around.

PLAYBOY: What directors have that clout?
PECKINPAH: Kurosawa has it. Fellini. Berg-
man. But no American has it. Some,
like Kubrick and Nichols. think they do,
Due they don’t. It's not just a question
of what happens to you during shooting
and editing: it's what they do to vou
once the film is entirely out of your
hands. Huston once almost had ol
control, but he blew it on The Red
Badge of Courage. when he walked away
from the cutting of the pictwe. I'm a
great admirer of his, anyway. Lvery pic
ture of Husion’s has wied not ouly o
tell a story but 1o make some kind of
statement. The perlect films of this Kind
are The Maltese Faleon and The Treas-
ure of the Sierra Madre. 1 wish 1 could
make a film that good. Comparved with
John Huston. I'm still in seventh grade
—but I'm moving up.

PLAYBOY: We've heard that Huston didn’t
mun out on Red Badge, that he had
another commitment.

PECKINPAH: Well. even il he did vun,
I wouldn't blame him at all. This isn't
a game. There's too much ar stake.
And the woods are full of Killers, all
sizes, all colors. T didn't know about
all of this when T was just a writer. I
couldn’t stand being so alone with my-
self. and it was very, very hard work;
but writing has one very big advantage
over directing: You only hiave to deal
with yoursell: you cin escape into vour
fanwasies and be a king. The outside
world. as far as a writer’s work gocs. is
limited to dealing with an agent and
maybe a couple of editors, some ol
whom can be pretty good people. But a
director has to deal with a whole world
absolurely  teeming  with  mediocrities,
jackals, humgerson and just plain kill-
ers. The aurition is terrific. Tr can kill
vou. The saying is that they can kill you
but not ecat vou. That's nonsense. I've
had them cnting on me while [ was still
walking around. My basic job is dealing
with talent in terms of a story and
setting it on. I wish the rest of it were
that simple. Bue there'’s all the shit that
comes before and alter.

PLAYBOY: Now that the big studios don’t
control the industry anvmore. don't you
and a lew other top directors have much
more freedom to nuike the kind of mov-
1es you want to make? Isn't that what the
so-called New Hollywood is all about?
PECKINPAH: I'm not talking about Holly-
wood, new or old. What I'm tlking
about is moncey. doctor. That's what it's
all about. Unlike a novelist, for in-
stance. I'm dealing with a product that
costs  several  million  dollars.  When
you're dealing in millions, you're deal-
ing with people at their meanest. Christ,

a showdown in the old West is nothing
compared with the infighting that goes
on over money. To get my hlms made,
especially at the beginning, T always had
to lie and cheat and steal. It was the only
way I could cope with all the muscle
thiat stood behind the weight of the
money. And even then I couldn’t win,
MGNMI saw Ride the Hich Country as a
low-budget quickie they could throw
away in the second halves of summer
double features, and if I'd wried to alk
to them abour the basic theme of that
picture, which was salvation and loneli-
ness. they'd have fired me on the spot.
Even so, they hated what I'd done, and
they threw me out before T could finish
cutting. dubhing .md scoring. Major Dun-
dee, which had a good man in it. Chuck
Heston, and could have heen something,
was butchiered by the studio and the pro-
ducer tmmed out o be a weasel whose
real talem was lor poisoning wells.

Marty Ransohofl fired me [rom The
Cincinnati Kid alier only lour days. He
gave a story out 1o the mades that 1 was
vulgarizing the picure by injecting a
nude scene mto it There was a scene in
a hotel room between Rip Torn and
this girl who was playing a dreary litle
hooker. Well, we worked on it and the
scene got sadder and sadder. Ir just
happened that the girl nrned owe 1o be
naked under her coat. It was only one
clement in a much bigger scene. But [
learned one thing about Marty: He had
a wemendous hatred of real talent.

It was nearly lour years belore I
worked again. I got by on moonlighting,
borrowed money and  an  occasional
script. I couldn™ ger people on the
phone or ger through a studio gate. T
wits out. It wasnt unul Danny Melnick,
who'd seen High Country and liked i,
hired me to adapt and direct Katherine
Anne Porter's Noon IWine on relevision
that T found mysell back in business.
And when word got out that 1T was
being  hired, Mclawk got calls from
people who not only hid never worked
with me but who didn’t even know me.
They all tried to warn him off me.
PLAYBOY: Why?

PECKINPAH: A lot of cits in this business
are overpaid and guilty about it. To
them 'ma threeat.

PLAYBOY: Or maybe you just haven't
gone out of your way to make Iriends in
the movie business. In any case. alter
Noon IWine, you really established your-
sell. Didn't this make things casier?
PECKINPAH: Not much. My next two pic-
tures, 1Wild Bunch :md Cable Hogue, got
made but were practically wiped out,
Wurner Bros. cut 1Wild Bunch o picces
and you have 1o go to Europe to see the
pictre in amvihing like the version [
made. Cable Hogue was thrown away in
multiple release despite the Tact that
people had begun to pay some attention
to my work and IVild Bunch made a lot

of money for the studio. Belore I started
on Straw Dogs. 1 had five pictures in the
can, not one of which was visible any-
where in this counury either at all or in
anything like the form I wanted it to be
m. What I'd done had been butchered
or thrown away. The worst that can
happen 1o a novelist is that his book
goes out of print, but it survives some-
where, in libraries. at least, in its oriei-
mal form. There are people all over the
place. dozens of them. I'd like 1o kill,
quite literally Kill. You know, you put
in your time and you pay vour ducs and
these cats come in and destroy you. I'm
not going o work for people who do
that anymore.
PLAYBOY: So where are you going from
here?
PECKINPAH: Logistically or spiritually?
PLAYBOY: Both.
PECKINPAH: Logistically, all T want out of
my work now is health and happiness for
my precions family. as Williams puts it
in The CGlass Menagerie. That means
I'll keep working. I have two scripts in
hand at the momeni, but they both
need work. All seripts need work.
PLAYBOY: Why do you feel you always
have to rewrite?
PECKINPAH: No mutter how good a script
is. you have to adapt it to the nceds of
the actors.
PLAYBOY: How about your own needs?
All your scripts. whether originals or
adapred from a book. live a distinctive
style, a unique Kind of language, that
identifies them as yours.
PECKINPAH: The Peckinpah touch again?
Well, some people think my pictures are
pretty dreadful, including your movic
reviewer., who I'd like 1o see cut a tin
bill and go out and pick shit with the
chickens.
PLAYBOY: W¢e'll give him the message.
You scem to be prewty vulnerable to
what people think ol vou.
PECKINPAH: I think the role of the critic
is very important 1o films, and that’s
why T get so goddamn angry when the
aritics don’t pick up on good films and
go along with bullshit, as they did on
Sogdanovich's film, The Last Picture
Show, which was a crashing bore, and
ignore something like Two-Lane Black-
top. which 1 thought was a potential
work of art. The Last Picture Show was
artsy-craltsy, jacksy-oflsky and a real pain
in the ass. [ was supposed 1o have dinner
one night with Ben Johnson, who was
superb in it, but I knew Peter would he
there and I'd have to hit him vight in the
fucking mouth. so I didn’t go. I really
hated that Alm,
PLAYBOY: What films have you liked
recently?
PECKINPAH: My own. I make marvelous
films. I think Junior Bonner, which [
shot in 40 days, may possibly bhe my best
picture. I'm truly delighied with it And
(concluded on page 192)
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WE WERE OUT FRONT on our porch, the
Kuliks, my wife, Angela, and I, when
Sarah Standish returned that Saturday
morning. Angela had just put the baby in
to nap, we were all having an early drink,
Joe Kulik was telling a joke. In the mid-
dle of the joke, we saw something across

COMSTRUCTION BY MICK ARISTOVULOS

the street catch Jeannie Kulik’s eye.
“Look there,” she
‘The Standish
move from ours across the street, a bish-
op's move from the Kuliks. A taxi was
pulling up in front.

house a knight’s

“A taxi,” my wife said, “of all things.”

the old witch in her straw am.”

ched Sarah Standish get out of

the taxi, snatch her suitcase [rom the

driver, measure out the fare and turn up
the walk.

“She's madder'n a hornet. Where's she

been, 1 wonde {conlinued overleaf)




BACKWARD TURN BACKWARD

fiction By THOMAS BAUM before you accept roy standish’s invitation to visit him,
we'd like to offer a neighborly word of caution: his new sun porch is something spectal
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“Visiting relatives, maybe. I haven't
scen her in a while, Or heard her.
Which is something. We saw the old
man drive her to the station—when was
it, Jimp™

“Three weeks ago,” 1 said.

“He must've forgotien to meet her at
the bus.™”

“God help him.”

Sarah Standish was at her front door
now. She'd set down her suitcase on the
steps and was jabbing havd at the bell,

“He has to be home,” my wife said.

“Where clse would he be? The cn's
in the garage.”

“Probably busy on the sun porch,”
said Joe Kulik.

The Standish house was the oldest on
our block, a fair-sized Victorian ginger-
bread with a big lawn that none of the
kids dared cross. Early that spring. Roy
Standish had begun to add on a sun
porch. It was mid-May and the porch
was just about finished. Three weeks ago,
Joe Kulik and I had watched Standish
nail the shingles,

“Come 1o think of it,” 1 said, “I
haven't seen the old man since his wife
left that day.”

“Look, she's hunting in her bag for
her key. And making a big show of it.”

“In case the old man should come 1o
the door.”

“Now she's gor it She's going in,
We'll hear some yelling now.”

We watched Sarah Standish lift the
suitcase over the threshold and set it
down in the vestibule. A light went on
in the Standish front hall. We couldn’t
see into any room, because of the shades
and lace antains and drapes that covered
every window three times over—every-
where but on the new sun porch. Then
we heard a scream.

“Good Lovd!” said Jeannie Kulik.

The light went off again in a hurry.
The Irout door opened. and the screen
door, and Sarah Standish was out on the
front steps. Her hand wias over her
mouth. Behind her we could see the suit-
case still in the vestibule. Twice she
glanced back at the open door, then
twrned and re-entered the house. The
screen door slammed.

“Somebody cll the police,” my wile
saiel,

Joe Kulik went inside. In a moment.
e was Dack. “She called already. Ed
Banks is on his way. We'd better see,
meantime. Jim?"

I nodded. “Let’s go.” We got up and
headed across the street. Tt was a sharp,
doudless mid-May morning, with just a
bit of breeze in the clms. Screen doors
were banging all the way up the block.
We all had hemrd the scream. Tom
Schroeder, his dog beside him, and Bill
Shacklelord were jogging toward us, and
George McAlister, the Standishes’ next-
door ncighbor, followed by his daughter,
Cheryl. As we all started up the walk,

the noon siven, ad the chureh bells, be-
gan to sound.

“Tom? Watch  your dog there.”
Schroeder’'s Dalmatian was snifling  the
base of one of the Standish clms, The
spring belore last. Bill Shackleford's dog
had had a Faal dose of the dog repellent
Sarah Standish sprayed around all thein
trees. With a whistle, Tom called his
Dalmatian back 1o the sidewalk. We
went up the steps. Downstreet,  (he
church bells struck the 12th chime. 1
peered in the screen door.

“Mrs. Standish?”

She was the only woman on the block
any ol us would fail to call by her first
name. We could just about make her
out in the front hall. She had seen us
and was coming w lock the door. I
opened it before she could get 1o the
latch. We stepped into the vestibule.

“Get our,” she said. She was pushing
on the door.

“What’s wrong, Mrs. Standish?”

“All of you. Get off my steps. And get
that dog out ol here. You've all been
tramping on my lawn!" She stepped in
front of us. I saw, 1o block our view of
the living room to our right. McAlister,
Kulik, Schrocder, Shackleford and 1, we
all saw this, and then we saw what was
lying on the Standishes' living-room floor.
McAlister put an arm out 1o shield his
diughter, Cheryl, steering her back to-
ward the front door. Kulik and I went on
past Sarah Standish into the living room.,

“Good God!” Joe Kulik said.

The body was lying face up across i
bare streich of floor between an antigue
chair and a fancy carpet. It was the
dead, naked body of a young boy. The
eyes were open, staring up from the bot-
tom of two sockets like picees of black
foam. The body, all over, was bony,
starved, the upper arms no thicker than
the wrists, eggshell white except where
the blood had seutled. He had heen dead
some time. There was an odor around the
body, mixing with the odor of unfinished
wood drifting in from Roy Standish’s sun
porch. The light through Roy Standish's
sun-porch windows lay across the dead
boy's face and chest.

“Who is it, Jim?"”

I shook my head. T was tryving (o
imagine the bones with more flesh on
them, but still it was no face 1 had ever
seen.

“He's been dead awhile,”

“Couldn’t he more than fifteen years
old.”

“Who is it, Mrs. Standish?”

She was standing there, [urious, with
no imention of answering anything.
The screen door banged just then and
Ed Banks came in. Swrah Standish
wheeled around.

“I insist that you order these people
to leave.”

Ed just flipped up his black glasses,

staring past Sarah into the living room.
[ recalled how Ed's youngest boy had
put a soltball through the Standishes’
Kitchen window last summer and how
Sarih Standish had called Ed Banks's
supcerior to complain,

“You give us a minute, now, Saral,”
he saik. He bent over the body of the
dead boy. He gave it a long look. without
moving it or touching it, and then took
out @ pack of cigarcutes, offering it
around. “What do you make of this>” he
asked. “Who is it, Sarah?”

She eyed him coldly. “My name is
Mys. Sundish.”

“You recognize this body, Sarah?”

“You're that policeman from up the
street,” she sand.

“Is your hushand around, Sarah?”

“Officer, T am not obliged to answer
your questions, so long as you refuse to
enforce the privacy of my home. And 1
find vou insolent.”

“Were all neighbors here, Sarah.”

“I' do not consider you my neighbor,
nor any of these people.” She looked
around as she said this and her cold eyes
came to rest a moment on George M-
Alister. Tt was George who had come
closest 10 dealings with the Standishes,
Last winter, a branch of his big oak had
fallen on the Standish lawn and the
Standishes had sued.

“What was the last time you saw your
hushand?” asked Ed.

She folded in her lips. “I have been
visiting mv sister for the last three
weeks.”

“Your hushand is retired?”

“I imagine you know everything
about us, the way you permit people to
barge in here——"

“Was he in the habit of leaving home
for any length of time?”

Her lips tightened. “My hushand nev-
er leaves the house withont me.” She
looked around accusingly. 1 felt Joe Ku-
Hk nudge my arm: he was pointing 1o
the sun-porch door, just beyond where
the dead boy's legs Lty twisted on the
dark floor. Cheryl McAlister was looking
through, too, at the sun porch Joe amd
I had watched Rov Standish build, A
power saw and sander lay in one corner,
dong with a vacuum cleaner for the
sawdust and a pair of shoes. Bare wood
shelves van along one wall, empty except
for & neatly folded pile of work clothes
and o homemade  digital clock. The
windows were Lnge, designed. it ap-
peared. 1o let in all the light that Sarah
Standish’s dvapes, blinds, shades and cur-
tains kept from the vest of the house. In
the center of the sun porch was an easy
chair.

“The hermit’s retreat,” Jou whispered.

I nodded, looking at the easy chair. Tn
the living room, where we were, there
was no Livge or comfortable chair, Just

(continued on page 151)




“We have, Akira, nine of the twelve danger
signals of a failing marriage.”
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article By DONN PEARCE  narvarp. Brick sidewalks.
Old cemeteries. Black picket fences. Tralfic jams. Granite.
Money. Umbrellas. Two Halloween pumpkins on a Victorian
porch. John Kenneth Galbraith reading the paper while get-
ting a shoe shine at the valeteria. Paul Revere. Longlellow.
Freaks with beards in country overalls. Professors with ties and
raincoats, hair short and gray. Political posters. Student cen-
ters. Memorial plaques. Bicyclists wearing safety vests of Day-
Glo orange. A lighted window. A face bent over a book.

My feet are slow and stealthy as I limp along those dark and
rainy streets. [ am cold. I am worried. I have been sent to do a
guy named B. F. Skinner. Mister /984. The Brainwasher. The
Pigeon Man. The guy who wants to do away with our freedom
and our dignity. Professor of psychology, author of ten books,
inventor of the air crib, designer of the teaching machine,
architect of communes, recipient of 15 honorary degrees, visit-
ing lecturer, high on the bestseller list, darling of the talk
shows, winner of a hatful of awards, grants and fellowships. He
has already been attacked by the church, by Time, by the
Freudians, humanists and existentialists, by Spiro Agnew and
the New York Times Book Review. Now it's my turn.

Psychology. The great pseudo science. A few phenomena
explained, a few theories advanced. But no predictions. Be-
cause nobody really knows. The tool has not yet been invented
that enables scientists to peer into the mind, the personality, the
brain, the soul or whatever it is that makes us tick. Until the
microscope was invented, man could only speculate about
the nature of disease. Until the telescope, we knew nothing of
the universe. And until their fantastic gadget does come along,
psychologists will remain, in effect, witch doctors.

We have had Freud, whose frame of reference was the past;
Adler, who dealt with the present; Jung, who looked to the
mystic future. The psychoanthropologists believe man is the
product of his evolutionary instincts. Piaget thinks it is all a
matter of development. As for therapy, there has been psycho-
analysis, electric shock, surgery, drugs, ice packs, hypnosis, sexual
tutoring, psychodrama, group confession, electrodes implanted
in the brain, dream interpretation, massage, touch exercises
and marathon encounters. Carl Rogers says the only thing
that counts is the self. Rollo May says a cause-and-effect science
cannot be applied to human psychology. R. D. Laing says we
should all go crazy in order to become sane. Thomas Szasz says
there's no such thing as crazy.

And then there is B. F. Skinner. He denies the very existence
of the mind. Since it cannot be measured, it cannot scientifi-
cally exist. Only behavior itself can be observed and measured,
only behavior can be modified. Skinner is a determinist. He is
an empiricist. He is an atheist. To him, all meaningful behav-
ior is a unique, personal set of responses that are contingent
upon the individual's environment. The rest is pretension and
vanity. The idea of an autonomous inner man with a free,
responsible soul is merely old superstition. Skinner assumes
that human behavior is orderly. To control human behavior by
controlling man’s environment is what Skinnerism is all about.

And this would be the key to (continued on page 86)

GOD IS AVARIABLE INTERVAL

this distinguished, gentle man has a vision—today pigeons, tomorrow the world

ILLUSTRATION BY ETIENNE DELESSERT
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lF vou got the idea from Bonnie and Clyde that the life of an outlaw in the Thirties was a rip-roaring game of cops
and robbers, the justreleased film Boxcar Bertha, starring Barbara Hershey and David Carradine, should set you
straight. The story of a legendary woman train heister who terrorized the South Central United States, Bertha depicts
the bitter struggle between labor organizers and the railroad companies that oppressed employees with threats of lock-
outs and withheld wages. “I think the movie’s more real than Bonnie and Clyde,” says Carradine, who portrays Bertha's
cohort and lover, Big Bill Shelley. “The people aren’t romantic; they're just lowly workers fighting a corporate tyrant.”

Between train holdups and confrontations with the law, Bertha (Barbara Hershey) and Big Bill Shelley (David Carradine) find time for
more intimate encounters. “But they have a few sex problems at the start,” says Carradine. “For example, when they first meet in a boxcar,
they have some trouble getting it on. It's only later, in an abandoned shack, after Bill’s started caring about Bertha, that their sex gets good.” g3




Besides their rebellion against railroad czar H. Buckram Sartoris (played by John Carradine, David's father), Bertha
and Bill also share a common desire—for honest love and good sex. And if their passionate scenes seem more true to life
than most screen encounters, it’s no accident: Barbara and David have been sharing bed and board for several years and,
what's more, she’s now pregnant with his child. “Doing the sex scenes with David was very good,” says Barbara, who
starred in TV’s The Monroes and several films, including Last Summer and The Babymaker. *We wanted to really
make it, though it was hard with the camera crews around. But we sure didn’t have to fake anything.” Obviously not.

“To me, the film’s more obout Bertha as a woman than cbout her career os on autlaw,” says Borbara. “'Sure, she robs trains with Bill as
the only way to fight the roilrood’s strangle hold over workers’ lives. But that's not os impartant to her as being with him. She might seem

84 pretty tough, but life’s forced her to be that woy. There’s nothing women's lib about her; all she really wants is to fuck with her man.”

PHOTOGRAPHY BY RON THAL
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GOD IS AVARIABLE INTERVAL  (continued from page 81 )

our salvation, a means to circumvent the
cycles of wars and personal aggressions,
the competitions, the struggles for ter-
ritory and status, the constant, dark
anxieties about security. These are not
inevitable, inborn traits but are merely
responses to the various contingencies
to which man has been traditionally
exposed.

Skinner would thus set us free from
ourselves. At the negligible cost of our
ancient delusion of self-sovereignty, we
could gain an eternal guarantee of uni-
versal community, a denial of the evils
of jealousy and vicious gossip, a world
of harmony, of meaningful work, of joy-
ous ceriainty in having enough food,
enough clean air and water, a removal
ol the nuclear overcast. There would be
culture. There would be peace. And
there would be love.

He is emphatically insistent on the
one basic point, that human behavior is
not an insoluble mystery and it is not
too complex to be studied as a science.
It can be measured. It can be studied
and formulated. It can be modified and
even controlled to prescription.

In his current best seller, Beyond
Freedom and Dignity, he goes [urther.
The human species is now headed for its
own destruction, atomic and polluted.
We must learn to control ourselves. We
must learn to behave. But the necessary
technical knowledge for a true science of
human behavior is not yet complete and
it is being thwarted and blocked by our
own hang-ups, the traditional concepts
of personal freedom, of personal blame
and credit, of personal responsibility.
We must give up these archaic notions,
so that the scientists can get on with the
job. And we must do it now, because
there isn't much time.

It all came from the Skinner box (a
term that others coined and which he
himself hates), a laboratory invention
that enabled him to study the behavior of
rats and pigeons. The animal moves or
pecks at a button and food drops into a
cup. But then you adjust the mechanism
and it gets fed every other time or every
filth time or every ninth, 11th and 33rd
time. Or it must hit the button, wait and
hit it again. Or it must hit the button
twice when the red light goes on with-
out the green light. By changing the
environment, that is, the conditions of
the box, you can change the behavior.
You can make it happy or crazy. You can
even make it refuse 1o respond ar all.

And it works. In ten minutes Skinner
n teach an ordinary domestic pigeon
to dance a figure-eight pattern. In just
five minutes he can teach an ordinary
dog to walk across the room and put his
nose against the leg of a chair. Any leg
of any chair, any dog. And he will never
touch the dog.

Even more important, he will never
punish the dog. His system is one of
rewards only. The old-fashioned tech-
nique of aversive control for desirable
social behavior is not good enough. It
never works very well and often doesn’t
work at all. What we need is something
utterly new and much more efficient, a
grand design of control by benevolent
reinforcement. In other words, we must
accentuate the positive and eliminate
the negative.

So Skinner's proposal is very simple.
Let's be scientific. Let's redesign the
whole social order. No more punish-
ment, only rewards. Money. Food. Secu-
rity. Whatever you like. The whole
world will be a grand Skinner box
planned for the maximum benefit of all.
What if you don’t want to get into that
box? You'll want to. You'll like it.

Yes. But what guarantee is there that
some Big Brother may not get hold of
this “operant conditioning” and make
brainwashed zombis of us all? Atomic
energy was originally designed for peace.
DDT was designed to get rid of insects,
detergents to get rid of dirt, heroin to
relieve pain. The whole phenomenon of
the lobotomy procedure from inception
to disgrace lasted only five years. There
are human vegetables tucked away in
institutions everywhere. Yet the guy who
started it all was given the Nobel Prize.

Skinner's house. Quiet street. Shade
trees. Pleasant, modern and unpreten-
tious. The house is light, small, neutral
in color, impeccable, air conditioned,
comfortable. The slate flagstones in the
foyer are waxed to a hard glow. There is
a clavichord with Bach music on the
stand. The wall behind the Steinway
piano is solid books. His wife is apolo-
getic about the missing sofa, which has
gone off to be reupholstered.

There is little eye contact between us
at first. I suspect he is embarrassed by
my over-the-collar hair, love beads and
shark’s tooth. Maybe not. There are
plenty of freaks at Harvard. But his
fragile, 68-year-old mannerisms, his eru-
dition and vocabulary certainly intimi-
date me. 1 feel obligated to confess that
this assignment might be a litde bit over
my head. Not only am 1 not a specialist
in psychology but 1 dropped out of high
school when I was 15. On the other
hand, 1 think I know a little something
about freedom and about dignity. Skin-
ner looks at me, briefly, then looks away.
I feel like something chalked up on the
blackboard that has just been erased.

He is a perfect image of the country
WASP grandfather. He gets up at five to
write and later walks two miles to his
Harvard office. He doesn’t tolerate much
nonsense. He says it’s not true that he
rails against sex; it's just that the hippie

idea of lying around having sex all the
time is simply not productive. For their
own sense of integrity, he believes people
on welfare should be given some kind of
work to do. Except for certain preachers,
Skinner is the only man I ever heard who
uses the word sloth.

Yvonne Skinner is a handsome woman
of 60, smiling, warm, pleasant and quite
liberated. She makes it clear that she
doesn’t like the concept of communal
living, described in her husband's book
Walden Two. She likes her privacy and
she likes to cook for a small group. She
also likes to travel, having just returned
from a trip to East Alrica.

For eight years they were both chess
fiends. Lousy losers, they yelled at each
other and kept careful records of wins,
draws and losses, and then went right
back at it every night as soon as dinner
was over. They read chess books and
belonged to chess clubs, memorized de-
fenses and gambits, made excuses 10
each other about losing. They finally
gave it up in exhaustion.

1 find Skinner to be talkative but
distant and shy. A perfect academic, he
has always been isolated from the street
and the market place. That means he is
conscious of rank, intellectually snob-
bish, competitive. He does have a sense
of humor, but it is genteel and re
strained. Me, 1 like people who laugh
from the ground up. Somehow, I can't
imagine him enjoying the sense of touch
or smell. Yet he is a nice, pleasant old
guy. charming and cordial. And then,
too, he has another kind of passion, the
deep, smoldering devotion of the labora.
tory, the love of fact, statistic, insight
and thesis. And I have 1o remember that
he labored for decades with no public
recognition. Now he is overwhelmed by
violent personal attacks.

We move to his office downstairs, a
very plain workroom. full of files and
shelves and stacks of manuscripts. There
is a framed photograph of his famous
experiment with two pigeons, teaching
them to play ping-pong. Skinner consid-
ers it a mere classroom demonsiration of
the principles of competition, nothing
very complicated. They batted the ball
back and forth acress a miniature table.
When one pigeon got it past his oppo
nent and into the opposite slot, his food
cup was filled. And those pigeons really
went to work, developing spins and Eng:
lish and furious volleys. Another photo-
graph shows an example of cooperation.
Two pigeons were in adjacent cages,
sharing a common wall of glass. Each
had a food cup and each had a vertical
series of buttons. In order to get fed,
each pigeon had to peck at each button
in the same sequence at precisely the same
time.

In the rest of the basement, he has a
workshop with all sorts of hand and
power tools. In another room, he has

(continued on page 170)



an all-season offshoot of the blazer
attire By ROBERT L.GREEE No, that's not

Dick Butkus; it's artist Roy Carruthers’ fanciful
rendering of a rather substantial fellow in a black
brushed cotton single-breasted two-button jack-

et with notched lapels and patch pockets, $125,

that's worn with a multicolor striped silk shirt

‘ with long-pointed collar and two-button cuffs,
e $65, both by Jackic Rogers; and a
v - pair of natural-color brushed-
cotton jeans with Western
pockets and sirzight legs,

by New Man for Jackie
Rogers, $25. Real tought




ode to a bottomless bathtub

personality By TERRY GALANOY  ernie kovacs was the first to make the
little screen tult, ripple and tell video lies—all this and the nairobi trio, too




TELEVISION has been made man-
ageable in the past ten years or
so. What we're fed from the box are
rarely live events, only yards of tape
with all the true, imperfect mo-
ments clinically eliminated. But be-
fore TV was given over to marketers
and technicians, it aroused in us

a sense of wonder. It was this sense
that fed the imagination of the
first, and still the only, comic gen-
ius of the medium, Ernie Kovacs.
His recognition of television’s lim-
itless potential to fool, compel—
even unnerve—an audience was the
key to his humor. Kovacs' compe-

tition performed club acts before a
camera or, like Red Skelton, Lucille
Ball and Sid Caesar, merchandised
continuing characterizations. Henny
Youngman brayed, “Take my wife,
young man,” while George Burns
and Groucho Marx leaned on ci-
gars, straight ladies and even used a




PLAYBOY

drop-down duck for their punch lines.

While television showcased comics, it
overexposed them, too. Routines that
took years to develop were destroyed in
minutes by the camera’s interrogating
gaze. Quitting in 1958, Sid Caesar mut-
tered, “The novelty of comedy on tele-
vision has worn off and we need new
writers to supply the jokes and a new
breed of people to enjoy them.”

cAMERA SEEs flutist spraying water out
of flute holes. Water then spills down
onto the neck of the cellist sitting below
him. Two violins are oozing pizza dough,
which is dripping into the kettle drum.
The drummer drops his sticks for the
final chord and drumsticks and arms
disappear into the dough-filled drum.

Kovacs never stood up to tell a joke
or deliver a monolog; he had no inclina-
tion to learn how. He never performed
to an applauding studio audience or a
laugh track. A snicker from his camera-
man was the precise appreciation he
wanted. It was just another touch, part
of the effect: this small sound of re-
sponse breaking an otherwise ponderous
silence.

Kovacs poked buttons and prodded
lenses and zoomed when he shouldn’t
have, used split screens and dissolves,
double images and superimpositions, fil-
ters, outlines and matting to speak from
the camera to his audience. He was the
first to show wavy lines coming from a
perfume bottle, water spraying from the
top of 2 man's head, a girl vanishing on
camera as she undressed, a beard disap-
pearing just as it’s touched with a razor,
a miniature woman climbing up an arm,
a man with a bullet wound out of which
smoke is pouring; once he even threw a
lighted match at a camera, knowing that
the bright flame would burn out the
camera tube—which it did.

MEDIUM SHOT of burglar kneeling and
working on safe combination. He care-
fully clicks last number and opens door.
Matted perfectly into the opening is an-
other burglar opening another safe.

Kovacs coupled his technical trickery
with props—magic props, breakaway
props—sometimes real, sometimes mere-
ly skeiched on a studio backdrop by
Kovacs or his crew. He put himself into
a giant water-filled bottle one day,
breaking it from the inside and wading
out. He put fake rubber arms on a
weight lifter that stretched when he
tried to pick up a bar bell. He built a
syncopated office containing a water
cooler that bubbled, a typewriter that
clacked, a clock that ticked, a file drawer
that opened, a radiator that steamed, a
switchboard that lit up with dancing
plugin cords, a desk that opened, a

telephone that rang, a pencil sharpener
that turned, a carafe that poured, a desk-
top spindle stacked with papers that
jiggled and ten paper clips that piled
up by themselves—all on cue and per-
fectly in rhythm with background music.

Many more Kovacs bits depended
upon the ear. A wrist watch ticked like
Big Ben. A cannon roared like a lion.
Germs gossiped. His Hungarian soul
liked sobbing Danube violins, waves of
blaring bugles, heavy and schmaltzy
middle European rounds and marches.
Fur other effects, he probed the disso-
nant musical forms of Bartok, Darius Mil-
haud and Villa-Lobos. Mack the Knife
from Kurt Weill's The Threepenny
Opera often underscored sight gags that
had no dialog.

Kovacs had a surreal precccupation
with disembodied anatomy. Ears popped
through walls, a hand came out of a
diary to slap the person who was peck-
ing, a pair of hands emerged from a piano
to choke the inept player, a referee held
up a winner's hand with no boxer
attached.

He created characters, some long for-
gotten, such as Irving Wong, the Chi-
nese songwriter, and some who are a
permanent part of television lore, such
as the Nairobi Trio. The trio was made
up of Frnie, his wife, Edie Adams, and
an assistant, Peter Handley—all cos-
tumed as apes in Edwardian suits. With
stiff, windup-toy motions, they played a
haunting, unforgettable piece of music
called Solfaggio. Kovacs also created
Skodny Silsky, the Hollywood columnist;
Rock Mississippi, the rock-'n’-roll singer:
Howard, the invisible ant; and his most
famous character, Percy Dovetonsils.
Dressing gown-wrapped, martini-sipping
Dovetonsils read poetic epics like Ode to
a Six-by-Sixteen Tire and Love in Hights-
town, New Jersey. Dovetonsils looked out
at the world through oversized, myopic
eyes painted on his glasses. He constantly
interrupted his readings with coos and
gurgles about the martini in his hand.
One time he complained that his drink
had turned brown because its taste was
so beautiful it had made him cry, and
his mascara had run into it

When one felt he had Kovacs pinned
down—and began 10 recognize and an-
ticipate the big electronic trick, or the
breakaway-props shtick, or the character-
ization gimmick—he'd invent something
so singularly outrageous that it fit no
existing category of his humor. He did
the first commercial using classical music
as the only sound. He did a Swan Lake
ballet with apes. He created a satire of
panel shows called Whom Dunnit?, in
which the panel tried to guess the iden-
tity of the assailant by asking the victim
questions like, “Is your wound bigger
than a breadbox?"

One of his lasting satires (thanks to

two comics who are using it uncredited)
was an interview with The Man with
the Unforgettable Experience who can’t
remember it.

He created a commercial for the
Gummed Label Institute, which built 10
a curtain opening on a 125-voice chorus
that sang only one phrase: “BUY
GUM!I™ The sponsors, the director, the
network all pleaded with Kovacs to use
the chorus more in that week’s show—at
least once more. But Kovacs firmlty re-
fused. The total shock of all that build-
up and expense for two words was the
effect he wanted.

Kovacs was also the first to make fun
of show credits. One time he had the
cast names printed on a leg cast. On
another show, he credited the music 1o
“Bubbles” Barték and “Hank” Haydn.

1f all this sounds recently familiar, it’s
because Kovacs lives on today in talk-show
sketches, in skits on network specials, in
scores of sight gags on Laugh-In and its
imitators.

Girl in bathtub piled high with suds
.« . diver climbs out of tub . . . peri
scope emerges from suds and looks at
her .. . shark fin goes by . . . water burns
after she lights cigarette . . . sailor, wom-
an and dog come out of suds and wulk
away . . . outboard motor goes by.

Kovacs' father had emigrated from
Hungary at the age of 13 and worked
for nine dollars 2 week in the Trenton,
New Jersey, Police Department to sup-
port his wife and two sons. But when
Prohibition came along, the Kovacses’ liv
ing standards changed. Ernie’s father
left the police department to go into the
beverage business—supplying his own
enterprise and others equipped with
peepholes in their doors. Soon the Ko-
vacses moved from their drab little house
in Trenton to a2 20-room suburban es
tate with a four-car garage, tennis
courts, dog kennels and horse stables.
Ernie was shipped off 1o a private
school.

The wealth lasted until he was 16,
when the family business faltered and
he returned to Trenton High School.
Kovacs showed such promise in school
drama productions that his instructor
suggested him for a scholarship to the
New York School of the Theater. He
often appeared at the John Drew Theater
on Long Island, where he lived in a four-
dollara-week tenement room and sub-
sisted on a loaf of bread a day.

This routine inevitably led Kovacs 10
a hospital bed. His lungs were filled
with fluid and it appeared doubtful that
he would live. They drained the lungs
then and continued to treat him for
over a year. Kovacs stayed on the critical

(continued on page 102)



memotr IHIIEI‘DBI'IMII IN 1956 T WROTE A NOVEL, The Man Who Was Not With It, destined, of course, to
change the world and put my picture on the five-cent stamp. I had made the real unreal and the unreal real. Amid
the Eisenhower doldrums and the new beatnik mongering of self, 1 committed an act of magic—drawing the mean-
ing of life out of the jabber of those carnival wildballs I loved in my adolescence and still love. Well, it got some good
reviews and some bad ones. First 1 suffered the paranoia of I Wrote a Book disease, and then the thought: Is this all?
Is this what it’s about? I wrote a book and it was published and it speaks to some and not to others. Is that all there is?

Brood with buzzing head over coffee, and then, like a spider, spin a web from my own body that might catch a
few fliesz Not a proper history for a man and a member of the community of men. This work I do, these dreams I
have, should not define a life. I knew I had more to do on earth, but for the moment, 1 defined the more as girls for
my soul and money for my obligations. Of such curious substances Manhattan helped me define reality. It, too, is a
spider. I'll not apologize 100 many times. Since marriage and the conjugal life did not  (continued on page 94)

adrift in manhattan, a dead marriage in his wake, our hero seeks literary fame and score-card fornication

I the Community of girig and the commerge of culture .
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i“ mg ﬁmnmlmm m mm (continued from page 91)

make the community I sought, I had de-
cided a divorce and the nervous gaming
of ambition and pleasure in Manhattan
would be my alternate fate. So I let it
seem. Greedily I embraced the competi-
tion and fun and stroking of the self that
[ had glimpsed from my miseries as a
spouse. What joy not to be in hot little
rooms with a wife, rending and being
rent! What release to make my own
silences! I was unready for possibilities
other than varieties of isolation. I thought
these were the options of pain and
liberation.

I took lodging in a furnished maid’s
quarters, with Goodwill end tables and
a tufted green couch that heaved and
groaned like some ancient domestic
beast when I sat on it. The widow
whose apartment it was, at West End
Avenue and 10Ist Street, sometimes left
fried potatoes wrapped in newspaper
at my door to indicate that her will
toward me was of the highest and best.
She left me undisturbed in my two nerv-
ous domestic activities, bringing girls
home and running my writing factory.

The girls were a function of some
pay-me-back overload. I had missed out
on the fun. I was catching up and
taking revenge. I'm not proud of it. I
was impure. The factory was to support
my daughters in Detroit: to make the
profession of writing do a work it was
not made for. Once I dreamily gave
myself to words. Now the dreamy words
had to pay the price of divorce. Well,
no complaint. It was better than not
paying the price.

Just living from day to day seemed a
much more demanding assignment than
writing, and the hard work of writing—
was it hard work? I made it desperately
easy work—was done in an exhausting
state of somnambulism, images brooding
in head all the time and then rushed
onto paper while my head spun around;
the body a bit behind the head; the
head and heart’s dreaming inviolate, it
seemed, despite the soiling exigencies of
surviving day to day. I was wrong about
that. Not inviolate. My landlady, hiding
behind the door, listened to the type-
writer jump on her Goodwill table. What
the devil kind of factory am I? My
shoulders hurt after I hit the machine as
if it were throwing rivets onto steel.

I found my way by an aggravation of
energy, spattering out hashmeat articles
and heartfelt horror stories. “Down and
Out in Paris and Shaker Heights.” Tales
ol disc-jockey ideals. Hopped-up refu-
gees from the GI Bill. Then I began a
novel, Salt, about the worn-out young
men of New York-—bachelor masturba-
tors and divorced night wanderers and
their girl fodder. They were the ones
who mortgaged love and sold liens on
their desires. A stockbroker, an advertis-

ing copy writer, a Village chick who
decorated fashion windows. It was too
close for more discomfort; I came to
love them. Their greed was mine.

During my hours of work I lived with
this greed and hope. They were real
people, my brothers and sisters, discover-
ing their destiny in my furnished flat as I
made marks about them in spiral note-
books. The rest of the days and nights [
smiled among the speedy psychopathic
charmers of Manhattan, maladapted and
secretly OK, just making out fine.

I wrote to my daughters, wondered if
they received my letters, and then, like a
spoiled brat myself (no reply), fretted
at the suength they drew from me,
strength I needed to survive in this
distant city. Assigning blame for their
failure to reply, their puzzled hurt ar my
absence and silence, I wanted to kill;
and then a glimpse of a woman with a
child on Riverside Drive and I fell in
love upon sight with both child and
unknown mother; and then telephoned
to say I was leaving right now for De-
troit, where I invariably caught the flu
and two weeks later had a fever blister
(herpes dwelled in the same spot on my
lip, a nest of virus; there's a scar forever).

I resented their claim on me. I adored
them. I was responsible for their fate. I
wished I could be free of claims. I did
the work of the world to get the money
demanded for them. I couldn’t blame
them, no matter what. I had a powering
fury to write for them, even to explain
to them. I was alone in my bondage, it
seemed, despite all the East and West
Side fathers taking their children to Dis-
ney matinees—no community in this col-
lection of stony escorts with wild charges.

Arrangements were made for my
daughters to stay with me in New York.
Rights of visitation. The dangers of
flight, train and escorts were all negoti-
ated with the help of stubbornness and
insistence. My daughter Ann said about
my apartment: “It’s so small.”” And then
Judy: “But we like your so-small house,
Daddy.” Empire State Building, Auto-
mat, Statue of Liberty and The Cloisters.
The house they liked was my factory. I
didn’t really live in it. I lay awake
in the dark, comforted by the echo
of those words: “Daddy, T like your
so-small house.”

The city was full of writers who be-
gan their lives full of doubts about
themselves and others. They resolved
the problem by continuing to mistrust
others but also by learning to love them-
selves with extraordinary passion in or-
der to make up for the faults of the
world. They burned with tenderness for
the only pure heart in town. In their
books they spoke of love, faith, generos-
ity and trust, fractioning off pieces ol
self-devoted sweetness; but it was their

own hurt, the healing of their own hurt,
themselves as doctors to themselves, for
whom they were writing prescriptions.

All love begins with self-love, we are
told by the human-heart experts, pediat-
rics division. True enough, I guess; but
somehow we are supposed to move on
from childish self-love and arrive at the
love of others as ourselves. The profes-
sional charmers settled for seeming. The
witty, cynical or deeply pressured ones
found styles—hipness, elegance, violence
—to signal the presence of the lack.
They were serious; therefore they settled
for evasion and fame. The serious writers.

The trivial ones were just trying to
make out. The pretentious ones were
trying to sell off pieces of the serious
ones. The sickness of Grub Street in
the metropolis came partly because so
many suddenly got what they wanted;
it was the beginning of boom times for
writers (prizes, advances, fellowships,
money). They were stuck with what
they craved. Writers from Brooklyn,
Texas or Chicago were introduced to
the style of the steamed-clam eaters, men
like the poet Morgan Delaney’s father,
now directors of foundations, shifting in
and out of tax-exempt operations, bring-
ing novelists and poets into clubs with
smiling bartenders and Christmas funds,
memberships passed on through the male
line, wives welcome in the downstairs
bar. “Well, it’s a nice place to meet, a
little refuge from the city. Now, tell me:
Your new book——"

It's about Duluth. It's about the In-
dustrial Triangle. It’s about the decay of
the inner city.

“Would it profit from being written,
say, in the Villa Castiglione? Would you
learn from visits to Silone, Sartre and
the Old Vie?”

And as in all boom times, in base-
ments nearby, others waited in anguish
for some of the success of which they
had heard rumors to trickle down. They
choked on their bile, they cracked up,
they awaited their turn. In the meantime,
they listened to the geniuses of the sea-
son telling about the apocalypse on talk
shows: “In my new book, David, where
I rip open the existential malaise of my
generation: >

In this rising flood of conquest and
gaming, T confused power over women
with power over myself. 1 cared not so
much for the world. The community I
had sought receded into dimness. The
Manhattan of my student days was a
village on Morningside Heights; the
Manhattan of careering was a game
preserve in which I stalked Miss Right,
all of us ready to stab her in the heart if
we had the bad luck to find her. I
made sure to find nothing but Miss
Wrong. 1 courted a solemn intellectual
model who wrote for Commonweal and
hated to crack her face for laughter. I

(continued on page 198)
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yachtsmen are turned comic by the rows of ragged black
children and ancient paupers of all colors who stand at
the rail of the adjacent park and solemnly stare at the
100-ton toys gleaming in the sun. The atmosphere of
the place never cheers me up much.

On the day I went aboard the Happy Ness, I was in
an even worse mood than I usually am when I visit that
pier, because Carl Ness made me [eel like a precious
snob for disapproving so heartily of his ugly boat with
the cute name. Carl was, after all, a movie producer
with undoubted courage and talent. He did not know
as much about yachts as I did, but he surc knew more
about motion pictures and money. Although very young
by my standards, about 35 compared with my 50 years,
he had followed a string of critical successes with a good
picture that was also a financial triumph. With his
Happy Ness, he was riding the crest of quite a wave,
whether the yacht was seaworthy or not.

Carl met me at the gangway of his boat with consider-
able courtesy. He was dressed in white bell-bottom trou-
sers, which I don’t think he associated with the sca, a
lace-ruffled shirt and a lavender jacket. His blond hair
was done in what I used to call a pageboy bob, but I
had seldom before seen it on a person who looked so
much like an Elizabethan page boy. The dozen or so
guests who were gathered around an elaborate bar on
the afterdeck of the yacht were also young, beautiful
and dressed in extreme styles—all except for Morris
Rich, who was sitting in an armchair near the stern. A
distinguished-looking man in his early 60s, Morris wore
white-flannel trousers and a navy-blue jacket. With his
close-cropped white hair and handsomely tanned face,
he looked as though he should have been sitting aboard
a graceful yawl built of teak and mahogany back some-
where around 1930.

I had met Morris before and had heard a lot about
him, but had never known him well. An urbane man
whose confident Harvard accent was made charming by
the suggestion of a diffident stutter, he seemed to com-
bine the best of several worlds. He had been a brilliant
teacher of drama at Yale. He had been a sailing com-
panion of President Roosevelt, some of whose ebullient
charm apparently had rubbed off on him. The son of
a banker who had left him a lot of money, he had
started at the top in the business of producing plays
and had created some memorable successes in the late
Thirties and early Forties. Recently he had become
interested in producing movies, I had read. He scemed
to combine the charms of a gentleman of the old school
with those of, as my children would say, a really turned-
on character. Despite the fact that he was nearly twice
their age, he was perfectly at ease with this new crowd
of Broadway and Hollywood people.

He was also, as it turned out, quite a raconteur and
had lived an even more varied life than I had sus-
pected. That evening as the sctting sun made the Hud-
son glitter deceptively shining and clean, he held the
whole ship’s company spellbound with the story that
follows. Afterward he gave me permission to retell it
if I would change his name and the circumstances a
little, as I have dutifully done, although I hope I have
preserved the rather elegant essence of the narrator.
Before starting, I should also add that Morris would

not say whether his story was entirely true or entirely
false. He simply smiled and replied that his business was
the creation of illusion and that he had long passed the
point where he could tell preciscly what was fact and
what was illusion in his own grab bag of memories.

His story began when Carl Ness asked him point-
blank how he had gotten into the business of producing
plays. Morris never really answered that question direct-
ly. Staring out over the opalescent waters of the dirty
river, he said his first loves had been the sea and radio

‘communication, which had been his ticket to many

voyages. After graduating from a small boarding school
in Massachusetts, where he had become an enthusiastic
ham radio operator, he had gone to sea as a radioman
and had traveled all over the world on merchant ves-
sels for three years, starting in 1927.

“The happiest and strangest days of my life came
during my voyage on a slow ship from New York
to Hong Kong,” he said. ““The trip started miserably. I
was very shy during that period of my life and my
stutter was so bad that I was lucky to be able to com-
municate almost entircly by telegraph key on the radio.
I must have seemed a strange bird to my shipmates, for
I looked even younger than I was and wore an elabo-
rate wardrobe of supposedly seagoing clothes that my
mother had ordered from Brooks Brothers. On this
particular voyage, which proved to be my last, we had
a great burly captain who was bitter because he had just
lost his life savings and his home in the crash of 1929.
He and his crew had sailed together for several years
and the captain had talked many of them into investing
in stocks that had plummeted. They were a disgruntled
and tough bunch of men who felt cheated by both the
world and one another. You can imagine how they felt
toward me, who appeared boyish, almost totally unable
to speak and rich on Daddy’s money.

“When we sailed from New York, the captain had
been reading financial reports that gave him hope that
the stock marker was going to rocket up again. By ask-
ing me direct questions, he learned that my father was
a banker and kept asking my opinion on the future of
Wall Street. All through the Depression, my father
always said that things would get better soon, and I
cchoed his optimism. The captain liked this and told
me to forget recciving weather reports. The one thing
he wanted from my radio shack was stock-market re-
ports, which he told me to type up in as much detail as
possible and to deliver to his cabin at breakfast time
cvery morning. I soon found that when the market went
up even the smallest amount, he became a cheerful man
and went around deck reassuring the crew as though he
were taking them safely through a fearful gale; but
when the stocks dropped, he confined himself morosely
to his cabin and yelled at anyone who intruded. When
I brought disappointments for him to consume with his
breakfast, he gave me almost the Greek treatment for
bearers of bad news and viciously mimicked my stutter
as he ordered me to return to my shack and listen for
new developments.

“My ordeal worsened when we were about a week out
of New York. After a day of slightly encouraging news
from Wall Swreet, the ship’s radio receiver broke down.
The vessel was a run-down Hog Islander, a relic of
World War One, and much of her equipment had been



“Forty years ago you would have been burned
as a witch, Miss Marchpane.”

97



PLAYBOY

98

pawned in New York by the previous
radio operator, who also had gone broke
by taking his captain’s advice. I had few
tools, fewer spare parts and no alternate
receiver, but this was not considered a
sufficient excuse for silence, The captain
accused me of gross incompetence and the
men became so vicious toward me that 1
grew afraid to go to mess When the
captain finally ordered me to stay in
the radio shack until I could make the
receiver work, I was hardly sorry at first,
despite the fact that we had a grueling
monthlong voyage ahead.

“For about a week I remained in the
shack, trying to construct a new receiver
out of cannibalized parts from the trans-
mitter and bits of wire. 1 worried about
putting the transmitier out of action,
but the captain said we had nothing to
send but much to receive. The whole
atntempt proved futile, for 1 lacked the
training to construct a receiver from so
little. Soon I gave up wrying and lay
miserably in my bunk, just outboard of
which a generator chattered and rattled
endlessly. As we entered the tropics, the
radio shack became almost unbearably
hot, and 1 was afraid to open the door
because knots of men would gather and
swear at me unless I gave the appear-
ance of working very hard. Condensed
moisture dripped from overhead. The
constantly increasing heat gave me an
intense form of claustrophobia. 1 soon
believed that 1 actually would suffocate
if I didn't get out, but no matter how
cravenly I begged the captain for a
chance to take a walk on deck, he told
me that I would stay where T was until 1
got the radio receiver to work or we got
to Hong Kong, where he planned to
discharge me for my [failures and send
me home without pay. He even had the
chief engineer put a padlock on the
outside of my door.

“The panic of my claustrophobia
made some solution necessary, and I
could think of only one. I knew that it
was cowardly and that in the end it
would almost undoubtedly make my dis-
aster worse, but there are times in a
man’s life when he simply cannot afford
to think of the longrange effects of his
actions. One broiling noon shortly after
we had crawled through the Panama
Canal, I simply decided to pretend that
the receiver had been fixed. I could still
make it emit sounds of static and buzz-
ing. Il 1 kept my earphones on, no one
could tell that T was receiving nothing.
That night I typed up the list of the
captain’s stocks to show that they had
gained slightly.

“The captain was so happy that he
gave me a bottle of Scotch and a regular
bear hug. At dinner that night, the crew
treated me like a hero. A good many of
them had been waiting for various kinds
of news and they pressed their requests
upon me. Bets on baseball games re-
mained to be settled and the boatswain

wanted to know the details of a tornado
in the area where his family lived.

*“The temptation to continue my de-
ception and to step it up became irre-
sistible. I knew that eventually there
would have to be some horrible day of
reckoning, but I could not help myself
from putting it off as long as possible.
The next day I had the stocks inch up
again irregularly and 1 had the tornado
give southern Illinois a thrilling, non-
destructive near miss. The baseball bets
were harder to work out, because I
couldn’t make everybody happy. Shame-
lessly I allowed people 1 liked to win bets
with those who had been most unkind to
me, and when I had no feelings on the
matter, 1 flipped a coin.

“Two days later, I got cold feet and
had my radio break down again. Every-
one soon became furious at me and the
captain once more confined me to my
shack until I made repairs and he prom-
ised to fire me when we got 10 Hong
Kong unless 1 got the news damned fast.
It grew so hot that my whole body was
stinging with sweat, so the next morning
1 obliged all hands by reporting that 1
had rebuilt the receiver successfully. I
gave myself a measure of revenge by
having the stock market dip sharply and
I rained out their favorite ball games.

“That was the day that I forgot my
conscience and the day of reckoning in
the future for a little while at least and
the whole deception became fun. Once 1
realized how completely the emotions of
the entire ship’s company were under
my control, I could not resist playing
God for the remaining weeks of the
cruise. There was hardly a man aboard
whom I could not cause 1o weep or jump
with joy. The power I had over them
made me compassionate. The very men
I had feared and hated now seemed
pitiable to me, poor wretches con-
demned to poverty-stricken wandering
aboard rusty hulks for the rest of their
lives. Why not give them a few weeks
of happiness that we could all enjoy
together?

"My sense of omnipotence temporar-
ily erased fears of my own future. After
all, the captain had been going to fire
me when we got to Hong Kong anyway,
so nothing would be lost if 1 jumped
ship before the men discovered my lies.
The kindness of my power grew so great
that I worried mostly about the damage
I might be doing my shipmates To
prevent them from going on wild spend-
ing sprees the moment they got ashore, 1
resolved to return the stock market to its
depression shortly before we moored. If
1 got a chance, I might be able to get
some facts from a passing ship by blink-
er lamp and leave my shipmates with
some grasp of reality. Before confront-
ing them with such sadness, I decided to
give myself the pleasure of creating for
them as beautiful a world as possible.

*“The sports news gave me a chance to

be really caeative. Never did a ship's
crew enjoy such stirring baseball games.
Favorite players pitched no-hitters or
scored record numbers of runs. Underdog
teams won by enormous scores, always b\
dramatic comebacks in the last inning.

“In godlike fashion, 1 had a flood
threaten the captain's home in Alabama
and an carthquake shake the timbers of
the chief engineer’s house in San Fran-
cisco, but at the last moment 1 took pity
on them and saved them all. I allowed a
poor oiler to become a runner-up in the
Irish Sweepstakes.

“Al this was fun to make up, but it
had small effect compared with the hap-
piness created by my rampant bull mar-
ket. As his fortunes soared, the captain,
who had been an ogre, turned into a
gentle king who regarded me as his
fair-haired prince. The poor man's whole
appearance changed. Gone was the mean,
hangdog look. His very jowls seemed to
tighten; his leaden complexion rosied
and he walked with the spring of vouth.
All the officers had their beards shaved
off and got their hair trimmed. The chiel
engineer and the mates to whom the
captain had given financial advice treat-
ed him as a savior instead of as a malig-
nant fool. They stood around the bridge
all day excitedly making plans for buying
new automobiles, farms and homes for
aged parents. Children were sent to col-
lege in those conversations; debis were
paid and the bachelors among us talked
of marrying beautiful young girls. The
married men kept giving me jubilant
messages to send to their wives, and 1
had to remind them that 1 had been
ordered to cannibalize our transmitter.
They didn’t seem to mind much. Good
news could wait, the captain said, and
undoubtedly it had traveled fast by itself
anyway.

“Their jubilation caused me to worry
more about the eftect the great letdown
of truth would have on them, but I told
myself that they had been so unhappy
anyway when I found them that they
couldn’t be plunged much deeper. Some-
times 1 even found myself hoping that
some of my news, at least, might turn
out to be reasonably true. My father,
after all, had always said that prosperity
was just around the corner. Perhaps my
spirit was in touch with God and the
facts were getting through to me with-
out a radio receiver. Perhaps that was
the reason 1 felt suffused with compassion,
not guilt.

“My only immediate problem was to
keep my bull market and my athletic
extravaganzas within the bounds of cred
ibility, but 1 soon found that these men,
who had witnessed the big boom of 1928
and the gaudy sports of that period,
would believe anything. They even got
mad when my stock market started 1o
jump only about ten points a day. They
wanted their holdings to double and

(concluded on page 210)
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Above: Repetitive images, echoing Duchamp's famous Nude Descending a Staircase, can be created by firing electronic flashes while zooming.

neither saw the play nor got the
shot. But you did; and when you
see the photo a few days later,

you find you have a perfectly
composed, in-focus telephoto close-
up of the play and, sure enough,
the umpire called it right. But
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b0tt0lll|€5$ ha“ltllb (continued from page 90)

list, improving, then slipping back, nev-
er recovering quite enough to leave the
hospital. Still, he clowned around the
ward, cutting letters out of chewing-gum
foil and pasting them on his body. Star-
tled technicians read ouTt To LUNCH and
WHAT's UP, poc? over X rays of his lungs
and stomach.

When he finally left the hospital, Ko-
vacs looked for a job, and after a time
as a newspaper columnist, he started to
develop his comic talent as a night-show
disc jockey on radio station WTTM in
Trenton. On those broadcasts, he took
listeners “into” sound with spot broad-
casts from a steam-shovel crane, from the
cabin of a dirigible, from under a roaring
train and from a burning building while
firemen fought the blaze.

It was during this time that he began
smoking cigars, which were to become
part of his face—like his mustache or his
hair. Kovacs smoked 20 or more cigars a
day. They were Dunhill-imported seven-
and-a-half-inch-long black Havanas and
cost two dollars each. He spent over
$13,000 a year on cigars and they gave
him $1,000,000 worth of publicity. Leg
end has it that he asked ladies not to
wear perfume or cologne around him
because he couldn’t bear any aroma
competing  with  his cigars. Another
maintained that George Jessel offered
Kovacs a house complete with cigars
festooned on the trees, saying, “See, Ernie,
they grow wild here.” Kovacs often said
he would rather walk in the rain than
ride with a cabdriver smoking a bad
cigar. The cigars were so much a part of
Kovacs' look that he did an entire week
of live cigarette commercials holding his
cigar before the sponsor finally noticed
and complained.

While working in New Jersey, he
learned of an opportunity to do a morn-
ing wake-up show on WPTZ TV in Phil-
adelphia and got the job. He did a
two-hour show five mornings a week,
working as the host, comic, newsman
and weather caster. In addition, his
schedule demanded five half hours in
the afternoon and evening as replace-
ment for the Kukla, Fran and Ollie
network broadcast. He was on the air 13
hours a week and would often leave the
station at four AM., only to go back
three hours later to begin another work-
day. He did his own typing, ran con-
tests, wrote scripts, made up weather
charts, selected music and, when he
found a spare moment, tried to learn
everything he could about television
from the station's TV technicians.

Kovacs asked questions, stared, poked,
together, punched uwp and

switched on. He began working black
against black to make things disappear.
He reversed hlm. He shot a baseball-
game sequence in a Philadelphia park
in which he played all nine positions
and batter.

Not all of his humor was lighthearted.
Sometimes the macabre would show
through. One black-out from this period
showed a strong man dressed in a leop-
ardskin  pitting his strength against
four horses onstage. The next thing
viewers saw was Kovacs' face saying,
“All right, whip up the horses!” There
would be the crack of a whip and the
sound of horses running, and the cam-
era would cut back to Kovacs turning
his head away with a shudder.

From the Philadelphia Navy Yard to
the campus at Bryn Mawr, Kovacs be-
came a morning must. Thousands wrote
in to join his Early Eyeball Fraternal
Marching Society. Word spread. Soon
television gagwriters from New York
began tuning in. Kovacs found his mate-
rial on nerwork television a day or two
after he had created it in Philadelphia.

Helping him in the morning, in the
afternoon and later at night, 100, was a
pretty, pert-faced blonde singer named
Edie Adams. Kovacs taught her how to
work skits and black-outs with him (“If 1
flare my upstage nostril at you, that
means 1 have a finish for the skit. If I
don’t, you think of something to say.”),
and finally spent $3500 he had saved on
a Jaguar to court her with.

Edie was terrified of him for months.
She had been raised in a genteel Penn-
sylvania family named Enke, in a home
that had antimacassars on the chair arms.
She’d sung in the Grove City church
choir and once, on a bet, had belted
down a glass of claret-spiked lemonade.
Divorced men with large black mus
taches and long black cigars were not
what girls took home to Grove City.

All over Philadelphia, people fell in
love with Kovacs, and eventually Edie
Adams did, too. When Ernie received a
$1500-a-weck offer 10 go to New York,
she went along but refused to marry
him. Ernie kept after her, bought her
charming presents, did lovable and clever
things on his shows for her, and finally
managed to get her to say yes on a
long-distance call from Paris.

Kovacs wanted a nice nest for his
bride, so he rented a complete tower on
Central Park. It had 17 rooms, eight
baths and seven servants.

SPOTLIGHT AREA. Violin is sitting on
gray velvet. To the right of the violin is
a card Lthal says, ANTONIUS STRADIVARIUS,

$25.000. Two beals after we read this, we
see a man's feel come into the scene. He
steps on the violin and stands there.

Kovacs went to New York as replace-
ment for the late Fred Allen on What's
My Lime? and he put in a full summer
as the substitute for the Sid Caesar
Hour. When fall came, he also worked
as the host on the Tonight Show 1wo
nights a week.

When he wasn’t working, he indulged
in private creativity. He started a gun
collection that ended up with 75 valua-
ble pieces. He signed an 11-month con-
tract with Doubleday 1o do a novel and
finished it in two weeks. It was called
Zoomar (for the close-up lens used in
TV) and reccived mixed reviews. (He
later produced two more books: Please
Excusa Da Pencil and How to Talk at
Gimn.) He bad cut the book short be
cause his toughest TV assignment to
date had arrived. At the time, television
specials—spectaculars, they were then
called—ran 90 minutes. Jerry Lewis de-
cided to do one but insisted it be only
60 minutes long. The network was look-
ing for a volunteer to follow Lewis for
the leftover half hour.

“We all thought Ernie was nuts,” said
one of Kovacs' staff. “Jerry Lewis is a
loony. He hollers, jumps around, knocks
things over, sings loudly. Following him
is like following Ringling Brothers.”

Ernie took the job and quickly decid.
ed what to do: television’s first full hall
hour of comic pantomime. Kowvacs cre-
ated Eugene, the eternal schlemiel. His
shoes squeaked. a stuffed moose ate his
hat, and when he looked at a picture of
Washington crossing the Delaware, the
boat sprang a leak and sank. On the
show, Eugene wandered into an exclu-
sive men's library and began thumbing
through books. When he peered into a
book by Von Richthofen, the World
War One ace, the sound of an airplane
came out of it. When he opened The
Old Man and the Sea, water dripped.
And when he sneaked a look into Ca-
mille, a sad little cough was heard from
the depths of the book.

The most newsworthy part of the
show was the set Kovacs had construct
ed: a table, a chair and a backdrop all
slanted 15 degrees from the horizontal,
Then Kovacs tilted his camera 15 de
grees, also. The result was that the scene
looked perfectly level on home TV
screens. Kovacs had Eugene sit down
and open his lunch pail. Eugene had
olives, a salami and oranges. They all
rolled away from him and off the table.
Eugene tried 10 add milk to his tea. but
it poured irregularly out of the Thermos
onto the table, some distance away from
his Thermos cup. Eugene then hung a
heavily weighted plumb bob and it
swung 15 degrees ofl vertical. All over

(continued on page 212)
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“Why, Harley Weaver, you old hoss thief!”






HIJACK

fiction By ROBERT L.FISH at twenty-eight thousand feet, a man with a bottle of nitro can call all the shots

FIVE 0'CLOCK on a late-summer afternoon,
a warm hazy day with only a faint cloud
line at the distant horizon hovering over
the low Tennessee mountains sloping
toward fatness to the west, and the plane
—a 727 tri-je—at 28,000 feet approach-
ing the Tennessee River Valley on a
south-southwestern heading from Ken-
nedy in New York to New Orleans, with
the sun quartering in on the copilot,
sinking fast.

The radioman pushed himself into
the cockpit through wne narrow door
from the cabin, adjusting his trousers,
nodding comfortably to the captain. He
settled himself at his desk again, putting
his earphones back in place, reaching to
fiddle with knobs. The captain studied
him a moment, reading nothing in the
even expression, and then glanced over
his shoulder, looking below. Sunlight
winked from water. The captain reached
for his microphone, switching off the
soft cabin music to gain priority, press-
ing the button that transferred the in-
tercom system [rom tape to voice.

“Ladies and gentlemen, this is your
captain speaking. To the right of the
plane and almost directly beneath us is
Watts Bar Lake. a part of the TVA
project. Those passengers on the left can
see the Waus Bar Dam and Lake Chick-
amauga beyond. In the distance to the

east, for those with sharp eyesight, there

are the Great Smoky Mountains. . . "

He replaced the microphone neatly
and fipped the switch; the music re-
turned. Almost in the same instant a
light Hashed on his intercom panel. The
captain leaned over and pressed a button.

“Yes"

“Captain, this is Clarisse. We've got
trouble.”

“Trouble?”

“A passenger is locked in the wash-
room with Milly.” The stewardess’ voice
hurried on, anxious to aveoid misunder-
standing. “It isn’t a pass, Captain. It's a
hijacking.” Her voice, striving for stead-
iness, echoed metallically in the crowded
cockpit.

The radioman stared; the copilot
started to come to his feet. Captain
Littejohn's restraining hand motioned
him to sit down again,

“Where are the air marshals?”

“One of them is here with me now——'

“Before you put him on, what about
the passengers?”

“They don't know a thing yet.”

“Good. Let's keep it that way. Now,
let me talk to the marshal.”

ILLUSTRATION BY FRANZ ALTSCHULER

There was a brief pause and then a
man'’s low voice was heard in the cockpit.

“Hello, Captain. Apparently what
happened was the man walked back to
the lavatory, nobody paying any atten-
tion to him, and when he got there he
pulled a gun on the girl and forced her
into the washroom. I've spoken to her
through the door. So far she’s all right,
but she says he’s got a gun and a knife,
and also a bottle he claims is nitro. She
says it looks oily and yellow.” The sky
marshal cleared his throat. “What do you
want us to do?”

“Nothing,” the captain said quickly
and firmly. “Go back to your seat. He's
having Milly talk because he has her
between him and the door. Go sit down.
Let Clarisse handle any communication.
I'll get through to New Orleans for
instructions.”

The radioman was already at work,
calling the New Orleans tower. The
captain’'s face was stiff. He spoke into
the microphone.

“Clarisse?"”

“Yes, Captain?"”

“Put an ouT OF ORDER sign on that
washroom door. And keep the curtain
drawn. Is Milly still all right?”

“Yes, sir. Wait a second—she’s saying
something”—there was a pause. “Hello,
Captain? She says he wants the plane
diverted to Jacksonville. T'o refuel.”

“Where does he want to go? We have
more than enough fuel for Cuba. Better
have Milly remind him this isn’t a 747,
however.”

“Yes, sir. She didn't say anything
else.”

“Who is he, do you know?""

“He’s on the seat chart as a Charles
Wagner from Hartford. He was in seat
sixteen C, on the aisle. 1 served him
lunch when we left Kennedy——"

“What did he look like?”

Clarisse sounded unsure of herself.
“Like—like anybody, I guess. Middle
thirties, hair a litile long but getting
thin. .. ."

“How much did he have to drink?”

“Just a beer. I'm sure he wasn't
drunk. What should I do?”

“Nothing. Try to look busy back
there, in case anybody wonders why
you're hanging around there. Get that
sign up right away. And remember the
curtain. And let me know if——"

The radioman swung around. “New
Orleans tower. I've already identified.”

“Mayday here,” the captain said into

the microphone. “We've got a hijacker
on board.”

“What condition?"

“He has one of our stewardesses
locked in a washroom. Armed. Several
times. Maybe with nitroglycerin, too. It
sounds like it.”

“Where does he want to go?”

“So far, just to JAX. For refueling, he
says.”

“Hold it,” said the voice. “I'll contact
higher up and be back.”

The captain stared ahead, his face a
mask. Under his hand the wheel held
steady. The shadows ahead deepened.
The wait scemed endless, filled with nig-
gling static. Then the static cleared; a dif
ferent voice was on the radio. It sounded
more assured, more authoritative.

“Captain Littlejohn? This is Secu-
rity, New Orleans. Permission granted to
change course to Jacksonville.”

The copilot was already digging into
his map bag for routing maps. Captain
Littlejohn’s hand was already swinging
the wheel, banking gently. A thought
came to him to explain away any of his
passengers’ doubts.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he said into
the cabin intercom, “to give the people
on the other side of the plane a chance
to see what litile can be seen of the
TVA project at this late hour. . . "

He continued on a wide banking cir-
de, coming out of it gently with the
nose pointing now to the southeast and
the growing darkness there. The voice of
Security came on.

“Good work, Captain. Eventually, of
course, they're going to have to know.
In the meantime, tie into Jacksonville
Security. They've been informed. We'll
be on, too.”

“Roger,” Littlejohn said, and he
peered over the copilot’s shoulder at the
air map. Clarisse’s voice came back.

“Captain?"

The captain straightened up from the
folded map almost reluctantly.

ltYﬁ?“

“He wants money. A ransom for the
passengers and the plane. He wants it
waiting for him when we get there.
Otherwise, he says he'll take Milly first
and then blow up the plane.”

“How much ransom?”

Clarisse swallowed. “A—a quarter of a
million dollars."”

Captain Littlejohn’s expression didn‘t
change in the least. He picked up his

microphone.  (continued on page 207) o5
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FI(TU R€ linda summers
turns people
OI: on to
natural food—
néﬂ U-” and practices
what she preaches

AN ELDERLY woMaN with a lined face asks where she can find
“some nuts without salt in 'em.” A middle-aged lady wonders
about organic beef. “It's not raised with hormones,” explains
the girl at the counter, “like stilbestrol, which is used to
fatten up beef for economic reasons and is really a bummer.
It throws your body chemistry out of whack and it's known to
cause cancer.” A couple of young kids are waiting to buy
sonie licorice, and one says, “You sound just like my aunt;
she used to run a health-food store.” After they leave, the girl
remarks that iU's been a slow afternoon: “At least there
haven't been any of the usual daily tragedies. Have you ever
tried to clean up after somebody drops a jar of honey?"

If you live in San Diego, the counter girl at the near
est health-food store just might be our August Playmate,
a chestnurhaired 21-year-old named Linda Summers. Lin-
da’s stepfather owns a chain of five such establishments,
and she has been his full-time employee for almost a year—

For the past nine months, Linda’s been working full time tor her stepfather, who owns a chain of health-food stores in the San Diego area.
For Miss August, who was raised on raw liver and brewer’s yeast, natural dieting is a way of life—and she’s her own best argument in its
behalf. The whole family is involved in the business; below left, one of Linda’s sisters gives her a hand, after which they leave together.
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Above: Linda’s truly the farmer’s daughter as she feeds the fowl on her parents’ ranch, then collects the chicken eggs. The ranch, which
has a two-acre avocado grove and many other fruit trees, plus a pond that Lindo describes as “more like a mud puddle,” alsa supports

cows and ducks. She enjays tending to the animals, but nat dining on them: “"We have killed them,” she admits, “but I've never approved of it."”




(woymanning the counter, cash register
and telephone and advising customers
with problems; every now and then,
she reaches under the counter for her
copy of Let’s Get IVell 10 see what
Adclle Davis, guru of the natural-
food movement. has to say about
rutin, bioflavonoids and the like.
Sandwiched between a loan company
and a beauty shop in the middle of a
shopping center, the store we found
her in is a wewrd combination of

the exotic and the mundane. On
the shelves, between the fluorescents
above and the vinyl tile below, are
such items as vegeroni, bone meal
and sovameat, and a freezer in back
contains raw milk, unpasteurized and
unhomogenized. In the tea section,
you'll find such offbeat entries as
bladder wrack, kelp powder, buchu
leaves and anise seed (“The Indians
used to use some of these things as
remedies,” says Linda. “They're sup-
ve arthri-

posed to cure colds and reli
tue pain: and some teas are natural
sedatives™).

Health food is more than just a
job for Linda. Like her mother, step
father and father—a denust who's
also located in the San Diego arca
she believes in it "I was raised on
raw liver. Really. Because when vou
cook anvthing, you change its chemi-
cal compeosition. and my parents
wanted me to have lots of ron.”

Linda grew up—and still lives—on
a modest ranch in La Mesa that
includes a wwo-acre avocado grove
and lots of fruit wees; the family is
large enough—three girls and a boy

to consume all the oranges. limes,
fhigs, strawberries and water cress they
produce. Linda, whose concern with
health and fitness goes beyond con-
sulerations of diet, does a lot of
jogging. mostly on the beach, and re-
cently completed a four-month course
of swimming. bicycding and working
with weights and belts at a local gym.
As vou can imagine, she doesn't favor
tobacco, alcohol or coffee (“They kill
the vitamins in vour body and neu-

tralize vour power to rebuild tis-
sue”). For R&R. Linda likes to
strum the guitar and sing folk songs
and, on occasional weekends, to drive
her Capri down to Rosarito Beach in
Baja California for some motorcyvele
and dune-buggy riding.

The world she inhabits is small but
organic, and she's satishied with it
She was surprised when we told her
the Republican Party had been con
sidering San Diego as a site for this
vear's convention. “l've given up on
politics.” she says. “It's just a rat-race.
I'm a small-town girl, invelved with
my own life, trying 1o make it mean
something and to maintain my peace
of mind. And that’s a full-time job.”

With a little help from her mother, Lindo bakes stone-ground whole-wheat breod, then
samples her creation. Baking is one of the skills she acquired growing up on the ranch,
where self-sufficiency is essential; she also knows how to moke mayonnaise and yoghurt.







linda changes into evening dress in preparation for a date. She and her escort start with a visit to Winecraft, a La Mesa shop that is
also owned by her stepfather. Wines are made, tasted and sold there, along with equipment for the “home beverage maker.” Linda
claims her stepfather’s wines are made “'with organic ingredients and less sugar.” It's the sugar in wine, she says, that causes hangovers.




PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

The secretary had spent her vacation cimping
with her boviriend on the shore of an isolaced
lake. As she siepped out of the shower on the
morning alter her return, her roommuate saicd.
My goodness. vou're tan all over! Whanever
have vou been doing=”

“Evervthing under the sun” sighed  the
secretary.

Ouw  Unabashed Dicuonary  defines  closet
queen as a male fraud.

Picrre. the areat canal-race swimmer, had fin
ished o disappointing fourth. Interviewed by
the press. he explained his poor showing: “ A
one point. there s a shout from ze left bank,
and there is Marie in bra and pamies only!
‘Win for me, Pierre? she cries, so | swin
havder, bur 1 become lurder, wo. Soon 1 heay
a Gl trom ze night bank. It is Yvene, also i
bra and pandes. and she removes z¢ bia! “For
e winner' she vells T increased mv siroke. bhut
my erection. i inceeases. oo, atkd T am dragging
in z¢ mued. And then a voue hom above. De
mise, on o bridge over se cmal—and she has
already removed e bra and s removing z¢ pant
ies! CIE vou win, Pierre.” she aalls, “il vou win®
Hors, T did myv best bt could not even place.”

“But, Pierre,” askad aoreporter. “vour Eimons
Lackstroke. why did vou not then use n:”

“Myv backstroke® Bur consider. mon cnenx,

s¢ bridges. s¢ bradges © .0

We know a fellow who consulted o maniage
counselor because he and his wile were slowly
drifting apart. He wondered il the expent
could suggest a way 1o speed things up.

I tha vourtg nan ol vowrs there vwaz” the
mother called downstairs as nudmighy chiimed.

“Not guite,” gasped the daughter, “hut he's
setting there.”

Owr Unubashed Dictionary delines vasectomy
as conversion lrom a workimg model 10 a
sports model.,

A novice nun complained 10 the mother supe-
vior about the loul language being used by the
construction workers huilding an addition o
the convent. “Don’t be upset. my child,” sind
the older nun. “Those men may he roogh,
but theyvie good and honest and God-eanng,
I'hey simply call i spade aspade.”

“No. they don't.” replied the young nun.
“Thev call it a fucking shovel!™

A sportsman had invited several friends on a
fishing trip in the Maine woods and wired his
regulir guide to reserve two punts and a
canoc. Some days later, he received a wlegram
in reply that read: “YOUR MESSAGE PARTLY GAR-
BLED. HAVE MANAGED TO PERSUADE TWO LOCAL
CIRLS. BUT WHAT THF HELL 1S A PANOE2"

The newly hired female social worker interview
ing an aging prostitute asked if the woman
had any regrews about ihe life she led. " Indecd
1 do' replicd the old pro with fecling,
“Most nights | take ten or twelve drunken men
trom hlthy waterfront dives to my sleary room
in the cockroach-inlested artic of a fleabag
hoardinghouse.”

“CGracious, that's temible!™

“It sure is. Those stairs are killing me!”

Twin boys. aged eight, were full of the news
that they had just discovered the facts of life.
When they saw  Mary., aged seven, plaving
in her vard, they rushed over o tell her all
about it. “Hev. Marv, we learned about sex!™
hlurted one.

“So what?” replied Mary.

“We know all about moms and dads and
babies!” added the other. Mary shrugged.

“Do vou know where babies come from:”
asked the first. Mary looked bored.

“All right, smarty-pants,” the kid fumed.
“tell us who made vou.”

“lanely?” answered Mary,

it et e

Pt-i'h.'lp\ vou've heard about the new instru-
ment of credit especially designed for use in
singles bars. 1Cs called BangAmericard,

Three brides. all marricd 10 clderly gentlemen,
met for lunch one alternoon and cnmpl.‘liucr.i
about their hushands, “We havent made love
once this month,” wiatled the hrst, " Armoand
must be an least cighoy percent gone.”

“You're lucky he's gor twenty percent lehn,”
remarked  the second. "My husband s one
hundred percent impotent.”

“That's nothing!™ the thivd wile moaned.
“Stephen is two hundred percent impatent!™

“Two  hundred  percent! How s that
pemsibles”

“Sunple. Last night he bic his tongue.”
Heard a funny one lately? Nend 1t on a post-
card, please, to Party Jokes Fditor, pravioy,
Plaxboy Blde., 919 N Michigan Ave., Chicago,
H. otinl 1. 850 will be paid 1o the contributor
solvese caved 1y selected, fuf.‘t'\'tr”l'llnl e vetierned.
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ou call sowing your wild oats,

you just had a crop failure!”

“Well, if that's what y
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Artist Roy Schnackenberg’s vivid
painting shows the final play of
the first quarter in the 1972
Super Bowl: Miami quarterback
Bob Griese circling back from his
own 3B-yard line in an effort to
escape Dallas’ Bob Lilly and Larry
Cole. Moments later, Lilly caught
Griese for a 29-yard loss, a

play that augured a long and
frustrating afternoon for Miami.

sports By ANSON MOUNT sio ciLLMAN, one of pro football’s great offen-
sive tacticians, stood in the cool sunlight of a February morning on Los
Angeles” Sunset Boulevard and reflected upon the current state of the art.
Gillman, a man of mercurial emotions, only some weeks before had walked
away in disgust from his job as head coach of the San Diego Chargers after a
heated dispute with owner Eugene Klein. Now he was working for a television
station, spending his spare time listening to classical music, tending a lush
arboretum in his back yard and insisting he was through with football forever.

“Very few fans understand how much the character and personality of
the owner of a football team affects its success,” Gillman said. “He's the man
who makes the crucial decisions. He has to be a hardheaded businessman, but

an early line on the teams and players in both conferences of the n.f.1.



he also must have the sensitivity to know when to stay in the background and not interfere and when to step in and rec-
tify a situation that maybe his coach or general manager can’t handle. Two of the best and most successful owners in the
business are Clint Murchison of the Dallas Cowboys and Lamar Hunt of the Kansas City Chiefs. They're both intelli-
gent, rational, sound businessmen. And there are others. They have the good sense to hire first-rate managers and coaches,
give them the authority and freedom that matches their responsibility and then leave them pretty much alone.

“Just look at the Dallas Cowboys,” Gillman said with awe in his voice. “They are a fantastic orgamz.mon. no
other club in pro football can even approach them in research, scouting and org.mu.monal efficiency, let alone in the
quality of their coaching and player personnel. You just listen to what I'm saying: The Dallas Cowboys are in the proc-
ess of putting together a football dynasty the likes of which we have never seen before. Even the Green Bay Packers of
the Lombardi years didn’t approach the power of the empire that’s being built in Dallas.”

He thought about his words for a moment and then said, “*Boy, what a great organization they would be to work
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THIS SEASON’S WINNERS

NFC Eastern Division:
NFC Central Division:
NFC Western Division:

DALLAS COWBOYS
MINNESOTA VIKINGS
SAN FRANCISCO 49ERS

NFC Play-offs:

DALLAS COWBOYS

AFC Eastern Division:

AFC Central Division:
AFC Western Division:

BALTIMORE COLTS
CINCINNATI BENGALS
KANSAS CITY CHIEFS

AFC Play-offs:

KANSAS CITY CHIEFS

for!”™ A month later, Gillman was sur-
prised by a call from Tex Schramm, gen-
eral manager of the Cowboys. Schramm
didn’t have to do much arm twisting.
Next day Sid Gillman was on his way (o
Dallas to join the Cowboys' “think-tank,”
and thus help fulhill his own prophecy.

EASTERN DIVISION
NATIONAL FOOTBALL CONFERENCE
Dallas Cowboys .................. 11-3
Washington Redskins .. ... .. .. .. 9-5
St. Louis Cardinals .............. 59
Philadelphia Eagles .............. 59
New:YorK Giants . .. .o 1-13

Super Bowl:

DALLAS COWBOYS

THIS SEASON’S TOP ROOKIES

(In approximate order of value to their teams)

Lionel Antoine

Offensive Tackle

Chicago Bears

Sherman White

Defensive End

Cincinnati Bengals

Walt Patulski

Defensive End

Buffalo Bills

Bill McClard Kicker San Diego Chargers
Riley Odoms Tight End Denver Broncos

Willie Hall Linebacker New Orleans Saints
John Reaves Quarterback Philadelphia Eagles

Terry Beasley

Wide Receiver

San Francisco 49ers

Bobby Moore

Wide Receiver

St. Louis Cardinals

Willie Buchanon

Defensive Back

Green Bay Packers

Craig Clemons

Defensive Back

Chicago Bears

Tom Darden

Defensive Back

Cleveland Browns

Greg Sampson

Defensive End

Houston Qilers

Franco Harris

Running Back

Pittsburgh Steelers

Tommy Casanova

Defensive Back

Cincinnati Bengals

Larry Jacobson

Defensive End

New York Giants

Jerome Barkum

Wide Receiver

New York Jets

Herb Orvis

Defensive End

Detroit Lions

Chester Marcol

Kicker and Punter

Green Bay Packers

Tom Reynolds

Wide Receiver

New England Patriots

Royce Smith

Offensive Guard

New Orleans Saints

Mark Arneson

Linebacker

St. Louis Cardinals

Glenn Doughty

Wide Receiver

Baltimore Colts

Clifford Brooks

Defensive Back

Cleveland Browns

Mike Siani Wide Receiver QOakland Raiders
Mike Kadish Defensive Tackle Miami Dolphins
Bob Kuziel Center New Orleans Saints

Last year, the Dallas Cowboys were
first among the 26 N. F. L. teams in total
oftense, third in rushing, second in pass-
ing, third in total defense and second in
defense against the rush. It is true that
the pass defense ranked 19th, but that
was more a matter of ennui than of
ineptitude.

The Cowboys tend to loaf a bit, play-
ing only as well as they feel they need to
in order to win. Thus some of last year's
midscason defeats. But in the play-off
games and the Super Bowl, they were in-
domitable. Even the pass defense played
to near perfection.

There will probably be very few
changes in the Dallas line-up this fall.
With 13 starters over 30, age could
become a factor, but coach Tom Landry
feels, like Washington coach George Al-
len, that this is more of an asset than a
liability. Defensive lineman Tody Smith
and free safety Charley Waters could
crash the starting line-up, but, like last
year, there isn't a rookie in camp who
has a chance of becoming a starter.

The Cowboys have this wealth of tal-
ent because their front office is one of the
smartest m prolessional football. Tex
Schramm, the father genius of the organi-
zation, is responsible for most of the crea-
tive innovations in pro football during
the past ten years. The junior genius is
scout Gil Brandt, whose encyclopedic
knowledge of college talent enables Dallas
to get the best group of rookies in the
country almost every year. Coach Tom
Landry has fashioned an offense that
uses almost nothing but single-wing plays
run out of muliiple formations. That's
why the Cowboys play ncarly faultless
football: Mistakes are made with tricky
plays, not with tricky formations.

Coach Bob Hollway arrived in St
Louis last year preceded by press trum-
petings and predictions that he was
going to lead the Cardinals out of the
wilderness of squad dissension and morale
breakdowns. Hollway's first decision was
that squad morale was inversely propor-
tional to the length of the players’ hair,
so he ordered them to chop it off. And
shave. His Spartan approach won few
games and little player support. The

(continued on page 126)



from out of the past he came—the fastest fingers in the midwest

) MRMAN muﬂnm IT HAD ALREADY HAPPENED in a few other places; but when it happened
satire BY in Los Angeles, Larry cried for joy. First Michael Bloomfield, wearing a
crushed-velvet bowling shirt and jeans, made his way out to the Troubadour mike.

“I guess you all know why I'm here,” Mike began. “I want to introduce the next act. While we were all screwing
around with blues and country music and that other shit, this man was getting into the only sounds that really mean
anything. We've all listened to his records when we thought everyone else was asleep and we've all learned something
about music and maybe even about life from him. Aw, shit, you know who I'm talking about, so let’s give him
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a real Troubadour welcome.”

Larry walked uncertainly onto the
Troubadour stage. He smiled his beauti-
ful smile and the entire audience rose and
applauded. He just stood there, wrap-
ping himself in the blanket of applause.
Finally, he picked up his beautiful
mother-of-pearl-inlaid  accordion, blew
into the mike and announced: “Enough
of this beeswax. Let's get it on.”

“Right on,” came the audience re-
SPOIISC.

“Do you want to boogie?” he asked.

“Yeah,” the people responded.

“I said, ‘Do you want to boogie? ™

“Yeah!"

As he ran through the opening
chords, he told the audience, “I want
you all to get real outrageous with this.
You can speak loud, snap your fingers,
whatever you want to do.”

They were all dancing in their seats
to the Boogie Polka.

“Far out,” one long-haired kid con-
fided to another. “He's still the fastest
accordion player there is.”

Part of the audience was dancing to
Larry’s music. Others shook their fists
and chanted, “A vun and a two and a
vun and a two.”

Larry asked for requests and got a
chance to play all the cuts on Dues, his
new Reprise album. Understandably,
the chants for “More! More!” were par-
ticularly loud when he did his two under-
ground hits, Foxy Foxy Fox Trot and
Lady of Spain Boogte.

After the set, his dressing room was
crowded with the usual assortment of
groupies and music people. Yet some-
how the atmosphere was different. For a
second, | couldn't spot him; but all I
had to do was see Joni. Her blonde hair
spilled onto the shoulders of her bur-
gundy dress and she was smiling at her
old man.

Larry was still wearing his accordion.
Standing near him, also wearing an ac-
cordion, was Leon Russell. Leon was
clearly pleased as he watched his own
fingers make a stab at the Malagueiia
Boogie.

In a corner of the dressing room, the
Lennon sisters were getting into a heavy
“Doo-wop doo-wop,” which provided a
pleasant Gospel undertone. Larry’s man-
ager, Lance Feldinan, and I found each
other. Lance was wearing a tie-dyed
bowling shirt, baggy brown pants with a
belt in back, white socks and suede
bowling shoes,

“Glad you're here. Glad you're here,”
Lance chanted. “If there’s anything you
want to know for your story, you let me
know, because Larry is ¢ and everybody
ought to know about him. I tell you,
man, my whole life has changed since 1
met him. I'm not too proud to admit it.
I guess you want to know how I met
Larry. Huh? For your story, I mean.”

“Well. . .. T hesitated.

“That's what I thought.” He closed

his eyes and started into the same rap he
gave every interviewer. "I was passing
through Milwaukee and I went into this
bar because I had to pee. And I'm stand-
ing there, see, and I'm looking in the
mirror and then I hear music like I never
heard before. It was real friendly and the
vibes from the audience were real friend-
ly. As soon as I dry my hands, I step out
of the men's room and there’s one guy
onstage, playing an accordion, and if that
isn’t far out, the place is filled with kids
whispering, ‘A vun and a two.' You
know.

*“*Who is that guy?' I asked one kid.

“*That is Larry,’ he replied. ‘Larry
Welk.”” Lance looked at me significantly.

Out of the corner of my eye I spotted
Jerry Garcia. His nimble fingers moved
up and down the rainbow-colored keys
of his accordion to create a very heavy
Humoresque. But still Lance continued.

“The name Larry Welk struck a bell,
but I didn’t associate it with, you know,
him. So, after the gig, I rapped with
him. I told him who I was and how I
thought he ought to make records, you
know, get his music to the people. Well,
Larry just laughed and explained he
had no intention to go through that star
trip again. And then I recognized him.
Blew my mind. Well, I hung out in
Milwaukee for a couple of weeks so I
could rap to him without doing any
kind of high-pressure numbers, and I'd
call the Coast every day. Well, finally we
worked it out so that Larry would call
the tune on his records and appearances
and everything. I offered to be his man-
ager and he thought that was kosher. I
don’t mind saying I got him a lot of
bread up front.”

I was getting tired of Feldman, so 1
told him to fuck off. I wanted to talk to
Larry. He mumbled something and
walked away. A minute later, I was look-
ing at the wrinkled [ace of Larry Welk.

“Sit down, man,” he said, pointing to
a folding chair. *I understand you want
to rap. Nothing I like better than rap-
ping and talking.”

Larry reached beneath his chair and
came up with a couple of paper cups
and a bottle ol mountain red. He
poured for both of us and then returned
the bottle to its place.

“Wow,” Welk murmured. “This sure
ain’t like the old days. I used to own
this town. All those gigs at the Holly-
wood Bowl. The TV-star thing. I re
member when Frankie and the Rat Pack
challenged me and the boys to a touch-
football game in Forest Lawn Cemetery.
Big Tiny Litle really came through that
time.

“But I was doing a lot of champagne
in those days and—well, you know what
they say—a champagne head rides the
bubbles and they take him up and
down. When 1 think back to those days,
I think I'm watching a horror movie

and I'm both the hero and the monster.
That's why 1 wrote my song Horror
Movie.”

When Larry mentioned his song, the
chords rushed into my mind immedi-
ately. It was played on all the under-
ground FM stations last spring.

I think I'm watching a horror movie

And I'm both the monster and the
hero.

How could one human being be

Both Eisenhower and Nero?

Horror movie boo boo boo
Horror movie boo boo boo
Horror mouvie boo boo boo
Horror movie a vun and a two.

Only an artist like Larry Welk could
draw so dramatically from his experi-
ence. I asked him if in that period when
he did that whole number he realized
thart a lot of people hated him.

“Yeah,” he said, taking a sip of wine.
“With all those bad vibes aimed at me, 1
had to feel something. But, you see, I
thought it was my music the people
hated.

“I used to have horrible temper tan-
trums, jumping and screaming for hours.
I used to line up all the cats in the band
for a hair inspection. But now I kmow
that doesn’t mean anything. People have
got to be free. Hair can come down to the
collar line. I don't care what it looks like
as long as the guy can take care of it.
Right, Jerry?”

Jerry Garcia had sidled up to us.

“Sure, man,” Garcia mumbled.
long as it’s neat.”

We were approached by what ap-
peared to be a choochoo train. Actually,
it was a Reprise promotion man, fol-
lowed by a man in a blue double-breasted
suit with a burgundy turtleneck and
brown shoes, a woman with shellacked
hair and a sequined jump suit and an
I1-year-old girl brat who was obviously
wearing a tie-dyed trainer bra. The ca-
boose was a photographer.

“Hey there, Larry, sorry to interrupt,”
said the promoton man. “But I want
you to meet Vinnie. He's a local distrib-
utor and he’s done a super job getting
your LP out to the one-stops.”

“Pleased to meetcha, Mr. Welk. This
is my wife, Frieda, and my daughter
Melody.”

The photographer moved in and as
the men shook hands, he slashed at
them with clicks and flashes. After the
pictures were taken, the choochoo train
huffed and puffed away. Larry reached
under his seat for the wine bottle.

“To think,” he said as he refilled
our cups, “that I used to be into cham-
pagne——"

“Larry,” 1 cut in. “You obviously
have gone through very heavy changes.
What made you do it? Acid? Meditation?

(concluded on page 167)

“As
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box-shaped and fortresslike,
this long island beach house
conceals an airy interior
that’s anything but square

modern living

AN EARLY CHRISTIAN skcT, the Neoplatonists, believed that the universe was
a musically harmonious system, symbolized and made visible by light, which
came directly from God. Architecturally applied, this concept gave their ca-
thedrals an ethereal quality; the walls, instead ol sealing off interior space,
appeared to hink it with infinity. A welcome throwback to Neoplatonism is
this Long Island beach house designed and built by architect Earl Combs for
Steve Ostrow, the 39-year-old proprictor of a chain of luxury health spas (one
of which, the Continental—nicknamed The Tubs—has lately become one
of Manhattan’s most “in” night clubs). Don't be misled by the somewhat
cloistered entrance (above); that's the boardwalk side. The other facade, fac-
ing the sea, is so open as o create a seemingly symbiotic relationship between
the dwelling and its setting. That side of the house is almost entirely glass, in
the form of tall panels and large sliding doors that enable Ostrow to open his
place to the elements, and it embraces an outdoor dining area shaded by a
sun screen. During the day, light streams in that side of the house, and through
slits in the bedroom walls and portholes in the bathrooms and kitchen. The
sea, reflected by mirrored doors in the kitchen, bedrooms and bathrooms, is
ever-present. And, just as the sea provides a sense ol unlimited dimension, so
does the interior of the house—which, like Oriental boxes carved one within

121



the other, is an ingenious exercise in spatial economics. Reflectors, such as mir-
rors placed between study and dining room, subdivide and circulate the space.
Each area seems to flow into the next, and the guest’s eye is never trapped.
When the bedroom blinds upstairs are open, you can see clear across the house,
including the skylighted, coffered ceiling that overhangs the two-story living
room, which is reflected below in the geometrics of the dining table, coffee table
and built-in furniture. The general feeling of weightlessness is countered by
the 14 square columns, which, in addition to providing support, house such
essentials as wiring, plumbing and a fourspeaker hi-fi system—thereby com-
bining structural, aesthetic and utilitarian roles. Completed in August 1970
at a cost of $60,000, the house admirably fulfills the objectives of architect
Combs: “On a fine site directly facing the beach and the ocean, 1o create an
enclosed space that would look to and reflect the views of the beach and sea;
to handle the very strong light and glare without losing the view and a sense
ol openness; 1o provide a plan that would balance and organize the interior
space, while maintaining visual pnv.u:y and sound separation when desired;
to utilize low-maintenance materials.” A rather tall order; but the musicality
of Combs’s ingenious design transformed a relatively confined area inw a

122 piece of architectural wizardry—and one hell of a place to spend a weekend.

Architect Earl Combs planned and built the
weekend hideaway of Steve Ostrow, a
Manhattan entrepreneur. The land side of the
building is made of wood; the sea side is
mostly glass. Inside, the visitor's eye is

kept in motion so that the rooms appear to
partake of one another’s space. A unique
quality of the post-and-beam structure is
that the uprights take the form of square
columns—14 of them, indicated in the

floor plan above by heavy black lines—which
are covered with plywaod, outfitted with
touch-latch door panels and bolstered by
posts in their carners. In addition to their
structural and visual value, the columns
provide an abundance of storage space;
concealed in them, among other things,
are the chimney flue, a raof drain, a
ladder for cleaning high windows, pipes,
wiring, medicine cabinets, pantry articles,
tools, games, linen supplies and clothing.



Clockwise from left: Once inside the house,
you're face to face with the sea. The
two-story living room, shown from the
balcony, is topped by nine skylights and
fronted by a woll that's almost oll window—
vertical panels and glass doors that lead

to an open areo shielded by a sun screen
ond incorporating o built-in bench; it's
used by guests to relax ond dry off after

a swim. Breokfast in bed, bloody mary
included, is the hoppy lot of one weekender.
The bedrooms, which are connected by a
romp, are equipped with sliding glass doors
ond blinds that can be drawn for privacy;
the headboords of the beds contain storage
space and the wolls, slit to admit extra
light, ore decorated with metollic ond
molded-acrylic ponels. When the bedrooms
are open, one can see cleor across the
house. The bathrooms are separated

from the bedrooms by sliding, mirrored doors
that enable one to view the ocean at all
times, and portholes (olso used in the
kitchen} that help let the sunshine in.




Clockwise from right: The living room, here
enlivened by a party, is floored with ceramic
tile designed by architect Combs; Ostrow
says it reminds him of the health spas he
owns. A couple retreats to the study—which,
with its own bath, a pull-out bed and storage
space, converts to an additional bedroom;
the furniture need:s little caretaking

and the mirrors seal off the room,

giving occupants a sense of intimacy.
Another couple reconnoiters on the staircase,
which, inside a cylindrical sheath, leads

to the balcony and the bedroams on the
secand floor. The dining room, where meals are
served informally, is highlighted by its
galaxy of rheostat-controlled bulbs, set

in a special fixture made by Combs; the
design of the tabletop reflects the pottern

of the roof beams, to which plywaod has
been bonded and baxed in o coffer

system. Opposite page: Contrasting sharply
with the boarded-in entranceway, the sea
side af the house—viewed from the water’s
edge at dusk—casts a warm, inviting glow.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY BILL MARIS
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PRO FOOTBALL PREVIEW

leading dissenter on the squad was run-
ning back MacArthur Lane, whose public
remarks got him traded to Green Bay—
even up—for the Packers’ resident mal-
content, Donny Anderson. Anderson is
joined by big Leon Burms, a runner of
enormous potential who came from the
San Diego Chargers. Also on the scene is
Steve Worster, the bruising fullback from
the University of Texas. Whether or not
these new players can turn last year's non-
existent ground attack into a usable
weapon depends upon the further de-
velopment of a young but talented offen-
sive line. The most exciting new addition
to the Cardinal roster will be Bobby
Moore, who could become a brilliant
wide receiver in his rookie year. If the
Cardinal defense is up to its usual stand.
ards and if Hollway wins the confidence
and loyalty of his players, St. Louis could
be a surprise team this year.

Cynical observers are saying the same
thing about Washington coach George
Allen and his team that they were say-
ing this time last year: Ancient age may
be good in a distillery but not in pro
football. In 71, Allen did an instant
rebuilding job on what had been the
worst defense in football and gave jour-
neyman Bill Kilmer the confidence to
become one of the most effective quar-
terbacks in the country. At season’s end,
Kilmer destroyed the Los Angeles Rams
with three touchdown passes, knocking
them out of the play-offs and avenging
his coach, who had been fired by Los
Angeles the year before.

There will probably be as few changes
in the Washington line-up as there are
in Dallas’, but for a different reason. The
draft was a dry well for the Redskins
this year. When Allen finally found a
draft choice he had forgotten to trade
away, he used it to pick up Moses Den-
son, an appropriately aging running
back who has been playing in Canada.
Although the Redskins won't have the
advantage of sneaking up on any oppo-
nents the way they did last year, they
could be even stronger—provided Sonny
Jurgensen, Larry Brown and Charley
Taylor are recovered from injuries that
largely incapacitated them last season.

The Philadelphia Eagles, under new
coach Ed Khayat, have regained their
almost forgotten respectability. Khayat
—who smokes whiskey-flavored stogies,
wears an American flag in his lapel and
is another molder of men who doubts
the character of players who wear long
hair—has worked wonders with a previ-
ously inept squad. The best features of
the new Eagles are a young and reckless
defense and long-range field-goal kicker
Tom Dempsey. Prospects look even
brighter this year with the arrival of John

126 Reaves, a gold-plated quarterback pros-

(continued from page 118)

pect who should be a starter before his
rookie season is over. The Eagles’ running
corps was mediocre last year and probably
won’'t be much beuer this time. Top
rusher Ron Bull has retired and the only
bright prospect obtained in the draft,
Ron “Po” James of New Mexico State,
will have to break in behind an offensive
line that is still very young and inexperi-
enced. The brightest new star this season
will probably be sophomore receiver Har-
old Carmichael, a 6'8” wonder who could
team with Reaves to give the Eagles the
best “bomb squad” in football.

The New York Giants have arrived.
Their headlong rush to the bottom has
come to fruition with the trading away
of quarterback Fran Tarkenton to Min-
nesota. They now have one of the least
impressive collections of player talent
outside Chicago. Presumably, owner
Wellington Mara is still sifting his play-
er roster, trying to find some other tal-
ent on his squad to trade away to
championship teams. The Giants' best
hope of winning a couple of games this
year lies in the person of strong-armed
Randy Johnson, who came to the Giants
for the same reason Tarkenton original-
ly did: to get away from coach Norm
Van Brocklin. At least Johmnson will
have an excellent receiver for his passes;
Bob Grim, who came from Minnesota as
part of the Tarkenton trade, will proba-
bly become the newest darling of the
Giants’ fans. They won’t have much else
to cheer about.

CENTRAL DIVISION
NATIONAL FOOTBALL CONFERENCE
Minnesota Vikings ............... 11-3
Detroit Lions .................... 9-5
Green Bay Packers ............ .. 58
CRicIP0 BEarS «.c. o v voives cavsmnmes 1-13

Along with Dallas, the Minnesota Vi-
kings seem to have the best chance
among N. F. C. teams to get to the Super
Bowl this season. Since there is very little
difference in the potentials of the top
teams in professional football, luck and
injuries should prove determining fac-
tors. The big games are usually lost
rather than won. That's what happened
at Minnesota last year. The Vikings, as
usual, made defensive foothall their own
specialized art, allowing only 14 touch-
downs in 14 regular-season games. All
season long, the Vikings turned patience
into victory, playing so that the oftense
wouldn't get the defense into trouble.
And when the other team made a mis-
take, the Vikes came pouring through.
But in the conference championship
game, the Cowboys played it Minnesota
style, and coach Bud Grant was left to
ponder the mixed blessings of defense-
oriented football.

Viking fans will notice a difference
this year. Grant is less a theory coach
than a “what's best for what you've got
to work with” coach. Now he has Tarken-
ton at quarterback, a healthy Gene
Washington to catch Fran's passes, two
superb runners in Dave Osborn and
Clinton Jones (who, after five years, has
at last reached his potential), plus a new
bulldozer-type runner in heralded Ed
Marinaro. It all adds up to a Viking of-
fense that will be much less conservative.

Tarkenton, of course, will be the key.
Opinions on Tarkenton's ability are
amazingly diverse. Nearly everyone agrees
that, with his incredible scrambling, he
is the most exciting quarterback in the
country. But while Tarkenton was still
in New York, Atlanta coach Norm Van
Brocklin said, “If Jesus Christ were the
coach, Vince Lombardi his advisor and
Fran Tarkenton the quarterback, the
Giants would be a seven—seven club.” It
is our guess that Tarkenton will excel
beyond all expectations at Minnesota,
largely because he will be operating be-
hind the kind of offensive line he needs.

The Detroit Lions are a mirror image
of Minnesota: an excellent offensive at-
tack and a decrepit defense. The back-
field is one of the best in football
Quarterback Greg Landry was superla-
tive last season and should improve.
Steve Owens and Altie Taylor are a pair
of exceptional runners. Owens not only
led his team in rushing last year, he also
wound up as the Lions number-one
pass catcher.

The defense is another story. The pass
rush will still be anemic, despite the
arrival of rookie defensive end Herb
Orvis, who, at the age of 25 years, should
have the maturity to be a starter his first
year. Nearly half the defensive unit will
be first- or second-year men. Although
several of them—including Orvis, defen-
sive tackle Bob Bell and linebacker
Charlie Weaver—have great futures, the
imexperience probably will again cost
the Lions some close games.

After Donny Anderson had been trad-
ed from Green Bay to St. Louis, some-
one asked him how long he thought it
would be before coach Dan Devine
would take the Packers back to the
Super Bowl. “About 25 years,” Anderson
said. “I'm not the only Packer who was
disillusioned. It’s hard for a professional
to put up with a junior high philosophy.”

Anderson’s comments were more sour
grapes than objective analysis. No coach-
ing philosophy could have won with the
Packers” weaknesses last year: a crumby
pass rush, a slow and aged secondary and
an incompetent kicking game. The pass
rush will be juiced up this season by
transferring Fred Carr 1o defensive end,
and the draft helped answer the two other
questions. Rookie Willie Buchanon is said

(continued on page 163)
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article
By LARRY LEVINGER

a noted film critic finds that

athensisoverrun by barbarians

FEW KNEw who Dwight Macdonald was.
Along the winding road to Stevenson
College at the University of California
in Santa Cruz, a VW stops to pick up
a bearded hitchhiker, his woman and a
dog. The girl sits in the back with the
dog. The boy sits up front, offers, “Hi,
man,” and the rest of a joint to the
driver, who takes a toke and passes it
over his head to the girl.

“We're going to Stevenson,” the boy
directs.

“Going to the film class?” the driver
asks.

“Mmmmm,” the boy responds. “Who
is that cat—you know, the dude they got
from back East?”

“Dwight Macdonald.”

“Who?”

“Dwight Macdonald.”

“Who's he?”

“Famous dude. Writer, film critic for
Esquire for maybe ten years.”

“Esquire? What's that?”

“A magazine, man. Haven't you ever
seen that magazine?”

“We don’t read many magazines.”
The boy looks back at the girl. She
smiles, shakes the hair from her face.
The dog stares out the window, fogging
it with its breath.

It was to be a film class, the first at
Santa Cruz. It would be called The
History of the Cinema and would be

127
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held evenings in the gigantic, cathedrallike dining hall,
Macdonald would be paid some absurd sum, derived
from some obscure fund, of which there were many put
to more innocuous uses than a course in film. Macdon-
ald would be given a private guest apartment in a
grove of redwoods, an office and the general celebrity
treatment, including freedom from organization and
paperwork. For six weeks he would lecture, show
films, stroll among the redwoods, shop at the freak
shops and Indian import houses, entertain and be
entertained by a wealth of British Academy-style intel-
lectuals recruited from the East and abroad, who were
something like socioadministrators, functioning as aca-
demic organizers and professional cocktailsmen, secret-
ly seeking a more liberal, with-the-times Eton.

The name Dwight Macdonald, though relatively
unknown to students, did have a kind of phonetic
ripple to it, a ripple at once attractive and suggestive.
Beyond the solid sound of the name was the antici-
pation of what might be an educational experience
above the drudgery of most. Somehow, among all those
stuffy literati, somebody had conjured up the wvision
and the bread to call in an expert from all that abound-
ing expertise of the East, who might let loose some
secrets about a medium that had become, for most
students, one of the few “relevant™ art forms on the
American scene.

It was this anticipation that brought a capacity
crowd to the dining hall, an anxious but aloof crowd,
unfamiliar with the stormy career of Macdonald but
much attuned to its own needs. Film was, for most
students, the art of the present; without time and
touch and circumstance, it moved and made sounds
and seemed just like life. At its worst, it reinforced a
multitude of abstractions about American life; yet
when film was good, really good, it evoked a profound
clarity and depth of feeling, for it touched the intel-
lect by way of the senses. In an age when life is
clothed in speech and concept, when the spirit and
action of man are often invisible within the word, the
young respond readily to. the fluid, rhythmic reality
of the film experiencee. When that experience was
treated as a legitimate art form, appearing miracu-
lously in the college catalog as a course of instruction
for credit, anticipation moved to the edge of faith, for
there was an implied possibility that the university
had begun to make the learning process more relevant
to the lives of its students.

So they came. They stuffed the dining hall, put their
elbows and notebooks on the bread crumbs and blobs
of pudding. Three hundred seeking the relevant.
Dwight Macdonald? Sounds cool. Like Miles Davis or
Arthur C. Clarke. Has a ring. Must be somebodyl

“Which one is he?” said the girl to an older-looking
student with barbershop-quartet sideburns.

“The one in the suit.”

“Hey! They all have suijts.”

There was a cluster of pale, elderly men and
women, dressed in navy blues, blacks and browns,
near the stage. They were self-conscious, full of small
talk, hands in pockets or behind backs, as though they
were riding an elevator in an office building. The
dining hall was rumbling with a steady chatter, bro-
ken occasionally by a “Which one is he?”" Finally, a
tall, white-haired man with white mustache and goatee,

gray pleated pants, tie and plaid lightweight jacket,
walked with an awkward gait toward the cluster of men
and women. There were introductions, faceless smiles.
He joined them in putting his hands behind his back,
tipping himself up and down on his toes.

“Is that himp"”

“Man, that couldn’t be him.”

“I think it is. It must be him.”

“No, man. He wouldn't be dressed like that.”

*He looks like Colonel Sanders!”

It was him. The plaid coat he was wearing was the
type a Scarsdale high school student would wear to
the senior prom. He was to wear this coat throughout
his stay. It was buttoned all the way up, Ivy style.
Descending from the top button was the peak of a gut
—not a rolly-plop beer belly but a long, flowing,
dignified gut that ran down symmetrically and
cupped the hottom edge of his belt. Below the cup
hung the two plaid flaps of the coat, breaking away in
a graceful V releasing the long, gray trousers and me-
ticulously shined shoes. He looked not like Colonel
Sanders but like the maitre de at the Palm Springs Holi-
day Inn. He stood next to a somewhat enchanting wom-
an known later to be his wife. She had long, flowing
hair, with signs of unmanageability. Her dress was
young for her, somewhat hip, but did her well. She had
a combination of hope and freshness in her face that
worked a gentle line into the more evident carvings of
time, intelligence and conflict. She carried that face
with the open wisdom of a one-man woman who had
been present throughout the long, harsh development
of her husband’s splendid belly.

After much delay, including the Iastminute clean-
up of debris by a few frantic bus boys, “The History
of the Cinema” got under way. The provost of Adiai
E. Stevenson College began a rather long, lighthearted
introduction of the man in the plaid coat, ending
with a cordial plea to dog owners that they remove
the more than 20 dogs sniffing about the dining hall.
Then Macdonald stepped up to the microphone, and
with an ease of bearing that seems always the private
stock of the old, he slid into a brief account of the
structure of his course and a few remarks about D. W.
Griffith, the Eisenstein vignette, montage, the commer-
cialism of Hollywood and the importance of the wide-
angle lens, Then the lights went out and many saw
Orson Welles's Citizen Kane for the first time in their
filmgoing lives. g

There was a degree of excitement following that
first night. Though Macdonald was a bit vague on his
design for the course, certainly from another, more
linear age and obviously less than magnetic in his
presence, the audience was willing to believe he knew
something about cinema that it didn’t. Citizen Kane
had been an intense and interesting film and a good
place to start. If Macdonald proved to be less inter-
esting than the films, the audience could always form
its own impressions where the gaps were, a common
procedure in the experience of higher education. And
there were always the films themselves; watching them
was admittedly one of the more pleasant ways to spend
class time.

In the weeks that followed Citizen Kane, the audi-
ence was baffled by Cocteau’s Blood of a Poet and Fel-
lini's 814, delighted with the (continued on page 194)



SEX & SIN IN
SHEBOYGAN

when the crime is
loving someone,

is there a

fitting punishment?

article By RICHARD RHODES

Sheboygan, Wisconsin. The name
of the town is borrowed from

the name of the river that winds
through it. Sheboygan, an Algon-
quian word, means a passage
connecting two bodies of water.
It also means a hollow bone.
When Sheboygan was a village,
its inhabitants called it “the
mouth.” The Sheboygan River
rises in the hills only a short
portage away from Lake
Winnebago and flows north

and then bends eastward, and
on the shore of Lake Michigan
halfway up the Wisconsin coast
at the river's mouth lies the

city of Sheboygan. Itis not a

DEBIGNED BY FRED NELSON
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picturesque city, but it is located in a
picturesque place. Keutle moraines, hills
with kettle-shaped holes ground out be-
tween them by the Lake Michigan gla-
cier, mark the land westward, and in the
winter the river freezes like a miniature
glacier to break at the shore line jagged-
ly into the huge unfrozen lake. Indians
fished here and steamboats docked
pioneers to settle the wilderness West.
Yankees came to girdle the trees and
grow corn. Germans came to escape reli-
gious and political persecution and set-
tled and started dairy farming and buile
exercise halls. Serbs and Croats came to
work in furniture factories and mills.
Yugoslavs came, and Lithuanians and
Luxemburgers and Russian Jews. Fou-
rierist utopians such as those who found-
ed New England's Brook Farm came
and established a short-lived socialist col-
ony, a phalanx, but their crops failed
and reluctantly they moved on.

Sheboygan is possessed of two other
picturesque distinctions. Its main indus-
try today is a toilet-and-bathtub factory.
And, although it is a city of only 48,484
people, it annually prosecutes more
adults for fornication, adultery and
lewd and lascivious behavior than any
other city in the United States. (De-
tailed records in these matters are scarce,
but all available evidence suggests the
statement is true. Sheboygan police in-
vestigated 118 cases in 1971 of classtwo
sex offenses, excluding rape. In 1967, the
only year for which a statistical break-
down is available, Sheboygan arrested 35
people for adultery, 27 for lewd and
lascivious behavior, 11 for fornication,
ten for intercourse without consent, four
for bigamy and one for sexual perver-
sion. In contrast, New York City has
prosecuted two people for adultery and
none for fornication in the past 50 years;
Boston in 1966 reported six arrests for
fornication and seven for adultery.)

A few years ago, a young man named
Jim Decko came to Sheboygan. He had
been an exceptional student. He was
an exceptional athlete. The Sheboygan
school system had hired him to direct
the city’s extensive publicrecreation pro-
gram. It was a responsible job. Decko
supervised more than 200 part-time em-
ployees, and because he was outgoing and
handsome and athletic, people in She-
boygan soon came to recognize him on
the streets of the city. He played semi-
pro football. He was married to a beau-
ty queen and had two small daughters,
but the marriage wasn’'t going well.
Decko began 1o look around. He met a
girl and started divorce proccedings. He
got the divorce.

Wisconsin - winters blow long and
cold. Decko shared an apartment with
his girl. Stories of convictions for cohabi-
tation turned up in The Sheboygan
Press alongside stories of robberies and
record snows. A police captain lived

130 next door, and the sister of a detective

down the hall. Decko moved out but
continued to visit on weekends. Some-
one whispered into a phone. The young
director of public recreation got a call
and drove to the police station down-
town.

Cohabitation is a crime in Wisconsin,
as it is in many other states. The crime
is defined in section 20 of chapter 944
of the Wisconsin Criminal Code. The
chapter is tided “Crimes Against Sexual
Morality” and the section, “Lewd and
Lascivious Behavior.” The law provides:

Whoever does any of the follow-
ing may be fined not more than
$500 or imprisoned not more than
one year in county jail or both:

(1) Commits an indecent act of
sexual gratification with another
with knowledge that they are in the
presence of others; or

(2) Publicly and indecently exposes
a sex organ; or

(3) Openly cohabits and associates
with a person he knows is not his
spouse under circumstances that im-
ply sexual intercourse.

The first clause protects the public
from swingers and live sex shows, the
second, from exhibitionists. The third is
less precise. “Circumstances that imply
sexual intercourse” is a phrase that re-
quires of law officials an act of imagina-
tion. For example, the presence of 15
adult males, a German shepherd and a
tin whistle in the home of a matron
would not imply sexual intercourse,
though the dog often barked and the
whistle often blew, if the home were a
licensed boardinghouse. The presence
of a man in a woman'’s apartment over-
night would, if they were known not to
be married to each other. The statute
does not forbid sexual intercourse. It
forbids two people from “openly” be-
having as man and wile. Wisconsin
maintains the creature comforts of home
and hearth under license and treats fail-
ure to obtain that license as a crime.

To establish that Jim Decko was be-
having lewdly and lasciviously, the She-
boygan Police Department observed the
behavior of the lights in his girlfriend’s
apartment and the behavior of his car.
On August 27, 1970, Sheboygan police
officers Frederick Zittel and Howard
Durow filed a report:

“The area of was
checked periodically during the night
and this blue Ford, license R96-240, was
parked at this location throughout the
night.”

The following night, Officer Durow
and Officer William Eichmann filed a
similar report. Other reports chronicled
times when the apartment lights were
on or oft. From such facts the Sheboygan
police could draw rigorous conclusions.

In 1970, the Sheboygan Police Depart-
ment apprehended four windowpeepers,

a fact mentioned prominently in its
annual report.

Two detectives interviewed Decko.
They asked him if he stayed overnight
at the apartment. They asked him what
the sleeping arrangements were. Decko
answered some of their questions and
evaded others. He asked the detectives
what they thought to be logical hours.
He asked if he could visit the apartment
at all and they said yes. He asked how
late he could stay and they said, well, 12
or one o'clock. The exchange reminded
him of college. He said that after he left
the station he felt ridiculous. He felt as
if he had been placed under curfew. He
continued to visit the apartment, but
surreptitiously, leaving his car at home.
Sometimes his amused friends, galva-
nized by the quaintness of a challenge
to young love, dropped him off. Two
weeks after Decko's interview, he was
issued a summons and his world fell
apart.

He was a talented and successful young
man. He had been an all-state lineback-
er. His job required enthusiasm and a
good measure of skill. When he was
summoned by the state he should have
been angry, but instead he was mortally
afraid. Later, some would remember
that he seemed a man inordinately con-
cerned to please. He opened car doors
for ladies and wrote “I love you" in the
white Wisconsin snow.

When he got his summons, he called
the Sheboygan chief of police, a man
named Oakley Frank, and arranged to
talk it over. He said, Look, I've been in
this town a long time. What can we do?
Can we keep this out of the paper? Can
we settle this out of court? Chief Frank
said he had come too late. He said he
would like to help Decko, but the mat-
ter was no longer in his hands. He said
he had the problem of the people who
had encouraged him to prosecute. He
said that if he didn’t prosecute he would
get the entire department in trouble.

Oakley Frank doesn’t love the press.
It hasn’t done him honor. He consented
to an interview reluctantly. He is a
stocky man with graying hair combed
back from the temples. He has a heavy
face and a firm, forceful voice. He grew
up in the same neighborhood 1 did in
Kansas City, Missouri. That is most of
what I know about him, except that his
signature, printed on his glowing annual
reports, is surprisingly immature for a
man of his age and position, the letters
round as babies’ eyes and drawn without
conviction leftward and vertically and
leaning right. I asked Chief Frank if I
could use a recorder to take notes. He
said I might not have any notes to take,
so I left the recorder off. One of his men
entered the office then and sat beside
me, a silent witness.

Chief Frank said that Sheboygan had
been maligned. In 1968, The Wall

(continued on page 186)
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“Won't your wife be getting suspicious, Fred—your lawn mower
is always parked in front of my house?”




a look at the
stunning frauleins
whose beauty and
charm help energize
germany’s most
magnetic city

THE
GIRLS
OF |
MUNICH

puctorial essay
ByFRANZ SPELMAN
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Hollywood during its golden era. Unlike their California predecessors, how-

ever, the girls of Munich aren’t seeking fame or wealth; they simply want to be
part of the action. Contemplating this state of affairs, a city official recently observed,
with a mixture of pride and exasperation: “Every venturesome girl, once she's sam-
pled Katmandu, New York, Tangier, Rome and Hong Kong, now decides to try
Munich—at least for a while.”

The city's growth has outpaced its reputation. Since the end of the war in 1945,
the world at large has remained relatively unaware of Munich’s emergence; but the
former Bavarian capital has been largely rebuilt and its population has doubled. The
resultant city is a complex blend of the medieval and the modern, a marriage of plate
glass and gingerbread that produces a curious unpredictability best described as civic
schizophrenia. One day, perhaps, Munich may revert to its origins as a dull commercial
center on a par with Frankfurt, Manchester, Antwerp or Zurich. But for 1972 and
some years beyond, no such destiny seems in store.

The special flavor of Munich reaches back 1o the year 1158, when it was founded
—as its name should reveal to readers with a smattering of German—by monks. No
hair-shirted ascetics these: The youthful frater depicted  (text continued on page 180)

B:—_‘.M;'ru-'m_ woMEN are heading for Munich today much as they journeyed to

Convent-educated Anulka Dziubinska (left) upstages Munich’s best-known civic attraction,
the Rathaus Glackenspiel, whose animated figures ring the bells each marning. Model Mar-
lene Appelt {(above) prefers more bucolic surroundings, near Kochelsee in the Bavarian Alps.

PHOTOGRAPHY BEY POMPEO POSAR AND JAN FARIK
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Alberta Brandenstein (above), sitting pensively in
her city flat, models to supplement her schoalteacher
income and expects to run a kindergarten sameday.
At left: Mia Schroeter, an ardent skier, hoists Waldi,
the Summer Olympics’ toy dachshund mascot, be-
fore the stadium where the 1972 games will be
held. Barbara Karger (below) is an industrial de-
signer whose hobbies include *cooking and flirting.”




An actress with 28 films and mony TV shows to
her credit, Christa Linder (left} pouses on the
Leopoldsirosse. Stewardess Hildegord Kuhlbach
{obove) socks up a roinstorm in the Englischer
Garlen, an oasis in central Munich. The Lady
Godivo below is Honsi Lohmann, a professional
stunt girl who's also o champion parachutist,
o compefitive cor racer—and o belly doncer.




Anticipating the opening of Oktoberfest, Sigi
Pat-Von-Babo (above) downs a Munich deli-
cacy, the spiralcut Bavarian rodish, locally con-
sidered the perfect accompaniment to a stein
af beer. Sigi is a medical assistant, big an swim-
ming and tennis. Below: Sunny-haired Monica
Fleischer, a drugstore clerk, samples new styles
at Lord Jahn, ane af Munich’s many boutiques.




-

A quartet of Fréuleinwunder: Doctor's helper Marlene Wiese (left) comple-
ments o pedestal in the gardens of historic Nymphenburg Castle. lris Gros
{cbove) is o railway man’s daughter who dabbles in painting and also col-
lects old clothes and antique chairs; here she displays some ornamental
crochetwork, among other adornments. Aspiring attorney Helga Blaha (right),
still in law school, likes to spend her spare time in the outdoor cafés that dot
the Leopoldstrasse. Below: Accountant Margie Ferstl, who hopes someday to
leave the ledgers and take off for Indig, lounges in suburban Grunwald.




Interestingly named Eva Garden (lefp),
a journdlist, actress and popular German
cover girl, gets away from it all at a fog-
blanketed lake outside Munich. Above:
Switzerland’s Heidi Ulmer-Hartberger,
who commutes regularly from Zurich in
search of merchandise for the three shops
she runs, relaxes on the Marienplatz.
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Here washing fresh grapes near the Vik-
tualienmarkt, an open-air food market
behind St. Peter's church, flawer-laden
Karin Muller (below) spends most of her
time studying to be a medical technician.
Christiane Riicker (right), the daughter of
a prafessional wood carver, hopes to cut
her niche in the Evropean film industry.




Poolside at the Arabella Hotel, model Kiki Golz
(above) shows why the Arabella is one of Munich’s
most popular singles hangouts. Residential apart-
ments take up most af the hatel, but the top two
flaars are available to transients, and highly recom-
mended. Below: Regina Baar, a native of Hanau-on-

Main, near Frankfurt, epitomizes the two-fisted
beer-drinking form that characterizes Oktoberfest.

-




In a reflective mood, TV bit ployer Evo Maria Bohn-
Chin (left)—at her flat in the Schwabing district—
confesses a desire “to be the ideal of other black
German girls.” Jazz lover Evelyn Wilczek (above)
loosens up at Tiffany’s, the local branch of a
European disco chain. Below: Monique Ofner, the

German equivalent of an Avon lady, disploys
a complexion that defies cosmetic enhancement.




Toking @ break from the books are two charming representatives of Munich’s burgeoning
student population: Nicola Schlubach (left), a psychology major who has studied in South
Africa and Paris, encounters an abandoned Citroén near a busy highway; and Gisela Lange
{above), a political-science student, lets down her hair for a sun-bathing weekend near the
mountain village of Penzburg. Juniar high school teacher Hella Ritz (below} is a native of the
rat-free village of Hamelin. Right: A bautique called Anna Spaghetii’s, specializing in secand-
hand memarabilia, pravides a striking showcase for foreign correspondent Birgit Zamulo.

When she’s not filing dispatches, Birgit enjoys Munich’s wide range of art films, ballet and opera.
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“By God, I'm financing the show, and whether you like it or not,
i's going to have an all-girl seven-piece hand.”
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the silent wife

IF YOU HAD HAPPENED to be a muscular,
headstrong  young  Provencal nobleman
in the year 1248, nothing would have
appealed to you more than the thought
of cutting off Smacen heads in Egypt.
Thus. il your name had been Vicomte
Jean de Puysaurin, you would have
been prepining cagerly to sail with King
Louis IX on his crusade. Among the
happy visions ol battle against the infi-
dels, only one small. p('t'.\isu‘ltl idea
would remain to vouble your mind.

This was a lively, shapely. warm-
blooded idea. It was a dirk-cyed, roses-
and-cream, cinved-lip idea. Under certain
obstructions  of  silk  and  velver, it
was a fim-breasted, trim-bellied, round-
buttocked  ide. It was an idea that
always brought to wmind the scent of a
most wondaiful parfume that, though it
may have imitated the ol o lilac
bush blooming in May, was actually the
natural scent ol o young wonrn.

To tell the truth, all these things were
quite real and all were combined in the
person ol Vicomtesse de
Puysaurin. It was simply the idea of
leaving this tempting combination alone
and unguarded that woubled the mind
ol the young noble.

He might lave put this anxiety aside
had he contemplated the [ac that his
Iady was as modest and virtuous as she
wis |n\'(.'|y. Ina country ol Ciasy manmne s
nuny ln'u!;nlm'y men, she  was
known as lady Navsaver because she
discouraged  cvery  amorous ;i!)pin;lrh.
That scent, sweeter than all the spices of
Araby, she preserved for her husband
alone. Sull, the over
the long months of separation ahead
and his mind was sourced with jealousy.

In the Toothills of the Alps, there
lived ar this 1thne an who
wias reputed 1o be a witch, For a few

Perdigonne,

and

wicomte worried

old woman

gold coins, she could be prevailed upon
to produce love l}llil'l(‘lh, vistons, charms,
prophecics and curses upon the head of
an enemy. One day, m Last. when De Pay-
saurin’s {lorebodings had overcome his
better judgment, hie set out 1o visit her.

In the forvest, he came across a char-
coal buwrner and asked divections. “Ah,
you scck Mérve Noivaude.” said the nun.
“You must [ollow this vack to the lekr,
then, But when vou speak with her, you
must remember 1o tlk lowdly, hecause
she is sore hard of heaving.”™ The noble-
man thanked him and went on. coming
at last to a lonely hut guarded by two
hall-wild dogs.

When he hid summoned the old
woman, had shown her some gold and
had begun 1o explain his ditheuliies in a
loud voice, she croaked, “Don’t shout so,
young man. There nuty be listeners in
these woods.”

De Puoysaurin lowered his voice, even
though he could sce nobody except the

a 19th Century French feuilleton from Caviare

two ferce hounds. “And thus. to be
assured of her constancy. I require some
magic charm,” he finished.

The witch was mumbling and nod-
ding her head all the while. *I under-
stand,” she said impatiently. “Closed.
Locked up. Tight as a seam.”

“Well.” said the vicomte, “with just a
little allowance for nature. But sccure
cnough to prevent mishaps. The charm
must last exactly Irom my day ol depar-
ture to the day ol my return. Can jou
bring that about?”

“1 have powers to close horrible fis-
sures in the carth! T can seal up the
craters of the most violent volcanoes!™
said the old woman wildly.

“This really isn’t a formidable matter
like a volcano,” the nobleman said. “It’s
Just a soal]—-"

“Consider it done,” said the witch.
“Go home, young gentleman.”  She
snatched 1he gold picces Irom his hand
and disappeared into her hut

The glorious deeds performed by the
Vicomte de Puysaurin against the inh-
dels ave somewhere recorded in history.
It is possible that he fought more boldly
in the confidence that his home portil
wis guarded by magic. In any case, he
mide his way back to France after two
years in a mood of curiosity. It would
amuse him o hear stories of baflled
suitors, angry woaocrs amd dejected gal-
lanes. Thus, he disguised himself as a
pilgrim with a long robe and a broad-
brimmed hat and approached his castle
on foot, When he came o an inn beside
the road, he entered and asked Tor wine.
As he drank. he listened o the discourse
ol some young squires who were sitting
at a 1able near the fireplace.

One ol them was saying. “In my ()[)in—
ion. it was like the pevfume of lavender
with perbaps just a soupgon of rved pep-
per thrown in.”

Another said. “During my own imi-
mate acquaintanee with the nuuter, it
scemed 1o me rather like the wild. swect
odor that avises lrom a bonfire ol rose-
wood. I cm tell you that it was very
hot.”

“Not at all.” said a thivd. “It was like
the scent of wild honey gathered on a
sunny mountin slope.™

“Wrong.” suid a young man who had
something of a poctic look about him.
“Imersed  in hat fragrance. 1 could
think only of an chony ree where two

doves were together upon a warm nest.”

The vicontte was so troubled by the
drilt of this conversation that he soon
left the imn. He mumaged to reassure
himsell a Hude by thinking that what he
had heard was no more than the brag-
ging and cdhattering of loolish bovs. As
he walked Farther along the road. he saw
several
under a tree and shaving a meal with

wandering  troubadours  sitting

ILLUSTRATION BY BRAD HOLLAND
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some young shepherds. He approached
to listen, being careful 1o keep out of
sight.

“I would swear,” said one ol the sing-
ers, touching his lute, “that it was like
the powder of sandalwood Mary Magda-
lene used to brush upon her hair.”

“I thought I was lying on a hcld of
wildHowers,” said a shepherd, “except
that it was a lot more springy.”

“To me.” satd another tvroubadour, “i
scemed the divine odor that King Solo-
mon mhaled when the Queen ol Sheba
knelt belore his throne and barved her
breasts. . . .7

But the unhappy micomte could bear
no more. He set out down the road at
a  [urious piace and soon reached  his
castle. He found the lady Perdigonne, as
beautilul as ever, just coming lrom her
bedchamber.

She rushed into his arms, crying, “Oh,
my lord, you have come home! How

happy I am to see you! Do you know
that now [or the first time in two years |
have recovered my speech?”

“Your mouth was closed®” he asked in
CONSICrNation.

"1 was wable even o say no.” replied
his wile.

All of which is a stern warning to any
gentleman planning 1o go off on a o
sade: T s visky 1o employ the first witch
who may come to hand, especially one
who is afflicted with loss of hearing,

—Retold by Paul Tabori m
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modern Z?E‘??Il!_-_f Back row, left to right: Suede attaché case, suitcase with solid-brass hardware, $235, and matching smaller
by S & S Lleather Goods, $155. Canvas and leather bag with model, $200, both by Mark Cross. Front row, left to right: Can-
brass hardware, $36.50, and 1%-inch canvas and leather tennis vas and leather 24-inch jumbo tote, by Harrison, $52.50. Cawhide
146 bag, $31.50, both by Harrison. halian-made cowhide Pullman weekender bag with removable shoulder strap, by Mark Crass,




$185. Skai vinyl bog comes with briefcase and shoving kit, by ZHGG(? ge fk(lt ?H(Zk(fs trﬂﬁ’(‘}'h‘?ﬂg a Squ tﬂfﬂjk

Samsonite, about $100. Suede suitcase with adjustable rope han- £15 T Sl o o
dles, by Hartmann, $85. The guy moking his great escope carries
a canvas and leather bag with shoulder strap, by Atlantic, $60. OTOGRAP on AzumA 147




“I've never met a real marquis before.”
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“My God, he’s forming a posse!” “It doesn’t wake her up, but it’s a lot of fun.”

“Lady, it ain’t a fit night out for man nor beast.”




S
o

it
.

“Ransom note, Lady Caroline? We're not sending any ransom note.”
Y g




“Can’t you find some other way of keeping “But how do I know you’ll
your marriage alive?” turn into a prince?”

“It’s like everything else; there are good
“Then, after Genghis Khan, came his horde.” Samaritans and there are bad Samaritan:.'”‘j}




“But Mr. Esterhazy,
I don’t see any marble. . .

1

“I'm saving the last two bullets for you.”
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TURN BACWRD (contineed from page 78)

harp-backed chairs without cushions, a
Lan-backed chair with a doily pimmed to
cach thin arm and four Biedermeier
chairs set side by side under a wall hung
with old plates. If the sun porch was the
retreat, here  was  the  muscum—ihe
shawled rosewood table, the dead fire-
pl;lcc. the Saruk rug, the gilt-edged mir-
ror, the tasseled shades keeping out the
Eibrie-fading hight. A chill went through
us as we looked at the hody of the
unknown boy sprawled face up on the
floor in front of the Bicdermcier chairs,
with the noon sun, whose angle had
changed a degree or so since we'd all
come in. bisecting his white, bony face. |
turned 1o Ed Banks.

“Ir looks to me,” T said, “as though
Roy Stndish hasn’t been here for quite
a while.”

“"Why do you say thatz”

“Clock on the sun porch says five after
cleven, And we just hewrd the noon
siren.”

“And so?”

“Daylight saving started-—whatz—three
weeks ago. Last Sunday in April. Mean
ing he might not have been here to set
the clock ahead.”

“Or had other things on his mind.”
said Ed Banks. He was stiring down at
the body. “He's been dead about forty-
cight hours. Tt I'm not mistaken, we'll
find two kinds of prints in the housce,
the old lady’s and the old man’s, and
one kind on the boy.”

“What ave you driving at, Ed#”

Ed Banks flicked his ash into a dish.
“I0s funny,” he said. “If a kid was
missing from these parts, I'd have heard
by now.” He ook a long inhale. “Ap-
pears to me there’s a hell of a lot we
might not know about Roy Standish.
You hoys ever actually speak 1o him?”

“Not me, I don’t believe any of us
ever has.”

“When your tree fell across their yurd,
Georger”

“Not even then. You know as well as
we do, Ed. None of us has ever ser oot
inside this house.”

There was a rusting behind us. *1
talked to him.”

We all tned around. Cheryl M
Alister was standing there apart, in her
light-bolb T-shirt and bikini bottoms.

“When?" asked her [ather.

She was gazing off through the sun-
porch door. “Three weeks ago,” she said.
She brushed some hair back from her
face. *“The day Mrs. Standish left.”

“And?”’

“And nothing.” She unfastened her
gize from the sun porch, urned,

shrugged. “We talked. My, Standish in-
vitel me over. He showed me the
hou

“That is an outrageous lic.” Sarah

154 Standish stepped between Ed and Cheryl,

“My hushand is on no sort of terms with
any ol these people. Least of all this™—
she hesitated, discarding a word—"this
girl.”

“Mys. Sumdish. T believe vou're saying
my daughter is a liar.”

“IF that's all she turns out to he,” said
Sarah Standish, dvawing hersell up, “you
can all count yourselves fortunate. Since
she has been rased, or rather not rased,
by people without a shred of considera-
tion or decency, who let a perlealy good
tree go to rum until it endangers the
safety of everyone amd who permit their
children to strut around naked in full
view of their neighbors.”

Among all of us there was a pealiar
silence. I don't suppose any ol the men
had actually scen Cheryl McAlister na-
ked., but we had opinions of our own
about George's child-reaving  practices,
and Sarah Standish’s littde speech had
crsed a few fecr 1o shullle. Cheryl
might be a good-looking girl, with more
than her shire of assets sliding around
under those T-shirts, but none ol us had
much use for her smug, mysierious man-
ner. She knew the effect she had, now
andd then, on us taxpavers, but was al-
ways surly o George's Iriends. George,
I'm sure, was aware ol how we all [el.
Right now he was struggling with his
digniry.

“Mus. Standish,” he said, il my daugh-
ter says she was in this house, she was in
this house.”

“And 17 said Sarah Standish. “know
she was not.”

George  looked  ar s
“Cherylz”

The givrl moved some hair hack from
her lace and shrugged.

“She's right,” she smd.

“Cheryl, did vou tell us the wruith or
not:"

She shrugged again. “She's right. I'm
right. We're both righe.”

“Cheryl, vou cut out the s, now.”

“I think you can all cut out the
games,” said Sarah Standish. T (hink
yvou ¢ all leave, immediately, so I cin
begin o clean up the mess you've
made.”

“Myrs. Standish, that’s a dead hoy lying
there on your floor. It's not something
somebody racked in”

“And that is not an ashuay!”

She grabbed the china dish Fd Banks
was holding under lus agareue, and
then the cigarette itsell and Joe Kulik’s.
Dangling the cigarettes at arm's length,
as il they were a pair of dead, stiflened
caterpillars, she swept out ol the living
room, headed for the nearvest wrash can.
She was gone so Fast none of us had a
chance to say anything. Ed was staring
at Cheryl, wrying 10 think of another
question to put, and all of us were
eazing around the room. Well, we had

daughter.

come in and the fist thing that caught
our eve was that body on the floor. so
we'd looked at it and not at the room
isell, until some moments later, and
when we did, it had seemed like a sec
ond sight. But how did 1 know that? And
how did I know we were all feeling the
same thing?

In the kitchen,
screamed again.

We all turned toward the sound. She
retwrned, mouth agape, weak in the legs.
clurching two articles of clothing in one
hand. In the other, she had something
clse. We moved toward her; she stume
bled forward, on the edge of the carpet:
the clothes spilled onto the floor and
two picces of paper Huttered down. Two
photographs.

Ed held her up. Her lace was white as
chalk. The wwo artides ol clothing, a
T-shive with a piciure of a wall socket
and a pair ol jeans, lay on the carpet.
George MceAlister picked them up, tarn-
ing wward Cheryl. Joe and I each
picked up a photograph. They were
Polaroids, the edges yellow with glue. In
the photo Joe was holding. Cheryl Me
Alister was standing in front of a door
mirror, holding up a long dress with
Lirge flowers and a lace ruft. In cach
picture, the Polaroid Hash was reflecied
in a mirror. The man who had smapped
the photographs, also rellected in the
mirrors, was Roy Standish. In the pic
ture T was holding, his Lice was tiny and
somewhat beyond  the plane of focus,
but there was no mistaking him. Clear
cnough, oo, were the laces of the other
people in the phowograph: Joe Kulik.
and mvsell. and Tom  Schroeder, and
Wl Shackleford, and ouwr wives. The
camerat had caught us unawares. We
were talking with one another; we were
drinking beer; we were at a party. We
could even make out the Biedermeier
chaivs. the Saruk rug and the door to the
sun porch. We couldn’t take our eves off
that group picture ol all ol us. snapped in
a honse we had never entered, by a man
some ol us had never seen.

“Listen.” said Joe Kulik.

We tarned. The sun was  pouring
through the windows ol Rov Standish's
sun porch; the lower hall of the dead
hov's body was hidden in shadow, the
head and [ace bathed in light. Through
those windows, drowning Sarah Stand-
ish’s sobs, came the wail ol the midday
siren. On the sun porch itself, the
wheels of Roy Standish's digital  clock
slipped into place: for the sccond time
that day, the bells of the church at the
oot ol the block were 1olling noon.

Saralh  Standish

The 10:46 bus was veady for boarding
at 25 nmunutes to, but he had o sit in
the waiting room for the [ew minutes
while she went over the instructions.

“There's five packages of chicken

(continued on page 214)
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corporate lawbreakers have achieved the american dream—crime without punishment

article By U.S. SENATOR PHILIP A. HART
ONE oF THE civil rights outrages of our century is
the way the rich have been systematically—one al-
most believes deliberately—excluded from public
institutions called prisons. Prisons are social neces-
sities. They are built at taxpayer expense with the
affluent sometimes contributing the larger share
toward their construction and maintenance. Yet
white-collar criminals are rarely allowed admit-

tance and then only for the briefest of intervals.

No matter how well they have qualified as law-
breakers, the wealthy are discriminated against at
every turn. They're even separated administrative-
ly from low-income criminals, who find their way
to prison swiftly and routinely. Most violations of
laws governing business never go to the criminal
courts at all, even when detected. More often than
not, they are dealt with by a far gentler disciplinary

CONSTRUCTION BY JAMES HIGA/PHOTOGRAPHY BY DON AZUMA
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system composed ol inspecrors. hearing
examiners, boards and commissions. Any
corporation executive who actively want-
ed to go to jail would find his way
blocked by red tape, conlused jurisdic-
tions and administrative tangles.

For the afliuent, loopholes in the Taw
are so abundant that it takes determina-
tion to avoid them. I siricter regulatory
legislation is proposed, only inept and
unrcasonable lobbying will fail to dull
its cutting edge. Big-business lawbreak-
ers who do manage to ensuve themselves
of criminal convictions are confronted
with a host of quiet scttlement pro-
cedures  that  the Government  never
cmploys to keep a burghir out of the
penitentiary. And even il the rich of-
fender remains unyielding and gets the
conviction, he is unlikely to see the in-
side of the penal institution that his
dollars helped build. More likely, a dis-
criminatory legal system will inflict only
a [ine—and probably a light one, at that

But the rich are docile. While others
have wried periodically to make the sys-
tem more equitable, the wealthy have
never really entered imo the spivit of the
thing. Worn down by centuries of status
quo. they have become listless and apa-
thetic about corporate crime, even though
they themselves are olten the victims of
it. I don’t want to sound paternilistic,
but in many ways it's their own damn
fault that the rvich fail to share in tax-
-.uppm'lcd pll.‘;lll] 5)'.‘1[‘.’“]5.

First of all, the rich are usually deep
in dealings that involve large amounts
ol money. With one blow of his fist, a
saloon debater can break the law and
cveryone will know it. But a business-
man’s  opportunities are scldom  that
clear-cut. There are just oo many loop-
holes. It’s not uncommon 1o find some
corporation that appears to be deter-
minedly breaking the law, only 10 discov-
er when you get up close that, technically,
the firm has merely succeeded in being
uncthical.

Not all loopholes are deliberate.
Many atre accidental and remain harmless
until discovered by a skilled, enterprising
lawyer.  Alter  that, some  astounding
things can happen.

In this country, hundreds of drugs
have Dbeen taken off the marker by the
Food and Drug Administration—cither
because they are found to have no
cffect on the ailment they are caimed to
cure or because they cary side elfects
thitt can causc pernument injury or death.

But the law only prohibits the sale of
the condemmed drug in this country, It
doesn’t prohibit comtinued manufacture.
As a consequence, Marsilid, a Roche
Laboratories  antidepressant  that  was
banned in the United States alter re-
ports of 53 liver-damage [aalities, is
[reely available in Latin-American coun-
trics. And the Upjohn Company, which

156 ¢an no longer sell an antibiotic combi-

nation called Panalba in the U.S., sill
makes it and peddles it abroad as Alba-
mycin-T.

The Parke-Davis drug Chloromycetin
must be sold in the United States with a
printed warning that it can cause a fatal
blood discase in some patients. But Sen-
ate testimony indicates that the drug is
sold abroad without any warning,

These practices are hardly calculared
to convince people in less fortunate
countries that America is concerned
about their health and well-being. How
can an lalian, Mexican or Afvican be ex-
pected to greet the news that his country
is the profitable dumping ground for
drugs that are too dangerous for Ameri-
cans? Doesn’t this promote precisely the
cynical, dollar-grubbing image that our
opponents :tbm.ul must enjoy painting?

But even it an influential industry
finds itscll in clear violation of the law
—with no loophole available—and the
industry is indeed influential, forgive
ness cm come quickly. A deal that ap-
pears illegal one day might become legal
the next.

In 1969, the Supreme Court upheld
lower-court decisions that pre \'lously com-
peting newspapers are in clear violation
of the antitrust laws il they merge thei
business operations and fix prices on ad-
vertising rates.

In 1970, Congress passed a law that
gives an exemption from the antitrust
laws to previously competing newspa-
pers that merge their business opera-
tions and fix prices on advertising vaces.
The bill passed the Senate 64 to 18 and
the House 292 1o 87.

It began with a joint operating agree-
ment entered into by two Tucson pa-
pers. The Avizona Datly Star and the
Tueson Daily Citizen. The courts said it
was all vight lor the papers to share ac-
countants. composing rooms and printing
presses. But they objected to monopolistic
price fixing that eliminated competition
for advertisers.

The Newspaper Preservation Act was
introduced in the Senate shordy after
the legal woubles began. A number of
imporuant publishers appeared at the
hearings to praise its merits—each cour-
teously accompanied into the hewing
room by one¢ or both of his home-state
Scnators. The bill's supporters argued
that newspapers—pressed by television
andd radio competition—needed the bill
for financial survival.

But the publishers of small weeklies
and suburban dailies generally opposcd
the bill. Bruce Brugmann, editor of The
San Francisco Bay Guardian, testilied:
“IT you plant a flower on the University
of California property or loose an exple-
tive on Vietnam, the cops are out of the
chutes like broncos. But if you're a big
publisher and you violate antitrust laws
for years and you emasculate your com-
petition with  predatory practices and

you drive hundreds of newspapers out
of business, then you're treated as one of
nature’s noblemen.”

There were, of cowrse, sound argu-
mems for the newspaper bill. (I vored
agiainst it in committee and on the [loor,
because it seemed to me that these argu-
ments were greatly outhalanced by the
case against i) But even those who be-
lieve that the newspaper exemption is
good for society should find this ¢pisode
mstructive. How muamy other classes of
citizens, found guilty of legal nansgres
sions by the courts, could hope to find
an energetic Congress ready 10 reverse the
decision within 16 months?

Swilt Congressional rescue of the pub
lishers must make [ascinating reading
for blacks, who, untl the 1961 Civil
Rights Act. had waited decades for relief
from court convictions for eating in cer-
tain restaurints and hotels.

But any regulation that bottles up
profit, whether it is a legal code or a
prolessional one, is a likely object ol
tinkering. Until 1955, for examp'e. the
American Medical Association Code ol
Ethics forbade a physician from profi-
ing [rom the sale ol medicition he
prescribed; that is, he could charge for
professional  services, bur he couldn’t
make money by retailing to his patienis.
The rule was a good one, beause it

discouraged  overprescription and  the
prescription of unneeded drugs.
However, the rule was N:'lwd almost

coincidentally with the hooming poapu-
lavity of doctor-owned pharmacies and
doctor-owned  dvug-repackaging  plants.
The doctor-owned pharmacy, of course,
was a natral. Few sick people are likely
to ignore their doctor’s casual sugoes-
tion, “Just take this down to the drug
store in the lobby and 1hey’ll take care ol
you.”" It's still against the cthic 1o steer
patients to a store in which the doctor
has an interest, but there's no enloree-
ment procedure and, even il there were,
policing would be almost impossible.

One independent  droggist  testified
that his business  declined 90 percen
alter a group ol dociors opened its own
pharmacy. And  the doctor-merchants
have very liule incentive to prescribe the
low-profit brands.

The drug-repackaging plant is another
ingenious device. Typically, a group of
doctors become co-owners of a company
that buys drugs in quantity at low ge-
neric prices and bottles them with its own
trade names and higher prices. A com-
mon uanquilizer such as reserpine, (o
example, will be relabeled  Cavr-Serp.
Deserpine, Anquil or almost anything
that an imaginative doctor can dream up.
sts are required by law 10 [l a
prescription with the wade name the
doctor has written. They cannot substi-
tute. So il a doctor owns stock in a
company that sells reserpine as Carr-
Serp, iUs casy for him to gwnantee his




Think of itas the worlds leading
ante-antipasto.

First, cocktails.
Hopefully, made with Johnnig'Walker Red, so smooth
and satisfying, it's the world's favorite Scotch.
Then, everything else in the world that feeds the soul as well as the mouth.
Chances are, if your party has this wonderful beginning,
a happy endmg is inevitable.
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firm a sale—because the druggist must
shake the pills out of a boule labeled
CarrSerp, even though he has reserpine
at half the price in other jars on his
shell.

The pressures are obvious. In 1961,
the Carrtone Laboratories Company ol
Louisiana complained to its 1200 doctor
stockholders of Lagging sales. The report
concluded: “Just vacixe 1F cach doctor
stockholder would have written three
scripts’ each day—sales would have been
a walloping 5168,000—profits for No-
vember over 563,000,

And Dr. Bovee Griggs was writing his
fellow Canrtone stockholders: “You have
great influence with several colleagues
and could interest them in both the
stock and the wse ol the product. . . .
Lets push the pen [or Carrtone together
and muake it grow.”

Meanwhile, the antitrust subcommitiee,
using once again the common drug
reserpine as an example, tested prices
[rom seven doctor-owned pharmaceutical
companies. Carrtone sold it 1o the drug-
gist for 530 per thousand pills. Prices
histed by the other doctor-owned com-
panies were SH0, 517, 520,16, 527.20, 530
and S31.56. The drug was available to
druggists from five national manufiac
turers for Irom 63 cents to 5295 per
thousand.

Doctor ownership in a repackaging
plant. by the way, is still against the
AL ML AL code of ethics, strictly .‘il)t_‘ilkillg.
But the repackagers simply mix up a
lew drug combinations ol their own,
thereby  qualifying  as manulacturers.
And there is no cthic against owning
stock in a drug-manuflaciuring firm.

Congress, ol course, could replace the
stove-in AL M. A, code with a statute, and
two years ago I introduced the Medical
Restraint of Trade Act, which would, in
most cases. [orbid physicians [rom profit-
ing on the products they prescribe. The
bill is having hard going. However,
from all reports, Carvtone and the other
repackagers are doing quite well.

But let’s go a siep further. Let’s say
your corporition has indeed been oper-
ming on the wrong side of the law.
You've advertised fraudulently or vigged
prices or otherwise conspired in re-
straint of wrade. The Justice Department
or the Federal Trade Commission has
investigated thoroughly and they've got
the goods on you. You've made it. You
have gotten on  justice’s transmission
bele by being apprehended.

Actually, justice has two tansmission
helts, one lor the rich and one for the
poor. The low-income transmission helt
is casier to vide without lalling off and
It gets to prison in shorter order.,

The transmission belt for the aflluent
is a livde slower and it passes innumeri-
ble stations where exits are temptingly
convenient. The first one is called the
consent decree.

The consent decree is a negatiated

instrument wherveby a firm, in eflect, says
it has done nothing wrong and promises
never to do it again. The agreement is
filed in court and that’s the end of i,
unless the firm is caught doing it again,

Just as agrecably, the enlorcing agen-
cy's investigative files are stamped conhi-
dential and locked away. Thus, they're
not available to any victim ol the con-
spiriacy who might be contemplating a
civil damage suit. He's on his own and
he'll have 1o dig up all the evidence on
his own—and he'd better have unlimit-
ed Tunds to do it.

One of the more controversial consent
agreements of recemt months was the
one granted the major automobile com-
panies alter the Government charged
they had illegally conspived 1o delay
development and installation ol air-pol-
lution devices. The Justice Department
had spent months collecting evidence
that the manuflacturers had agreed 1o
climinate competition among themselves
in the production of the devices. It was
preparing to prove an illegal agreement
on patent purchases.

The consemt decree that the Justice
Departmemt and  the  manulaciurers
worked out was court approved over the
protests of New York City and seven
states, which wanted the Justice Depart-
ment 1o go to wial. They were cager 10
sue the manuflacturers for the damages
caiused by smog during the delay in
installation o, of course, wanted all
the Justice Department evidence on rec-
ord. It didn’t happen that way.

And since consent-decree negotiations
are  conducted  privately,  big  business
has one more incentive for cozying up
to the political leaders who make the
judgments on out-ol-court setlements.
The L T.&T. investigation, alter all,
erupted from a memo that snggesied a
link Detween an antitrust consent decree
and a S$100,000 gilt 1o help inance the
Republican National Convention.  De-
spite all the subsequent denials that the
Justice Department action and the con-
vermtion donation were connected, the
episode certainly has contributed noth-
ing towinrd increased public confidence
in Government.

Now, there is a cise to be made in
Livor of the consent agreement. Price
riggers and  bigamoney  conspirators are
usually not lacking in cash for lengthy
trials and appeals. The consent deaee,
its defenders argue. stops abuse of the
consumer early and saves the Govern-
ment time and money. But in any other
area of jurisprudence, such an arrange-
ment would be unthinkable. A consent
agreement is roughly comparable to pro-
bation. And probation would be con-
ceivable in the case ol, say, a firsttime
burglar of a liquor store. But can you
imagine the [uvor il the Government, by
deliberate policy, relused to do anything
to help the store owner recover his
booze?

Anyone who neglected o get ofl the
belt at consent dearee needn’t despair.
Big tax violators riding the justice line
will find opportunities lor mecting and
negotiating with Internal Revenue, And
il you're a corporate lawbreaker whose
victims are gathering with damage suits
in their fists, you sill have an escape
hawch.

It's the nolo contendere plea, mean-
ing simply that you don’t contest the
charges. It's very convenient, because the
nolo plea creates no statutory presump-
tion in favor of subsequent damage
suits. All those people vou cheated will
have 1o start {rom scratch 10 prove that
you violated the law—just as if the
Justice Department had never spent all
that time and money to catch you.

In 1964, the department caught up
with six corporations that were l‘ig};illg
prices on 75 percent of all pressure pipe
sold in the Western states. The rigged-
bid sales amounted o hundreds ol mil-
lions. Yet when the case went to cownrt,
all were allowed 10 plead nolo.

All the way 1o prison? Well, some
have made it. Doubtlessly the most cele-
brated corporate criminals  in  recent
American history were those cxecutives
who contrived the electrical conspiracies
uncovered in 1960.

Twenty-nine corporations. the suppliers
of almost all the nation's heavy-voltage
electrical equipment, were indicied  for
illegally carving up markets and rigging
prices. Fines totaled S1.857.000. Of the
convicted  exeoutives, several were  dea-
cons of their churches, one a president
of a local chamber of commerce, one a
Community Chest fund raiser. Seven. in-
cluding a 5135,000-a-vear General Elec
ric vice-president, went to jail for 30
days.

Meetings among  the  “competitors”
had gone on lor yeawrs. The names
of those attending were recorded  as
“Christmas-card lists” and the meetings
were velered 1o as “choir practice.”
Calls were cavelully made  from  pay
phones. Contracts were votated,  with
saich firm having a premranged share of
the total market. When one company’s
turn came o caplure an order, it would
submit an inflated bid and the other
conspirators would  courtcously  submit
bids that were even higher. The conspir-
acy cost eleciical-equipment  customers,
and subsequently the paying public, some
1.2 billion dollars in inflated prices.

Following the convictions, outraged
customers began filing civil suits for re-
covery ol the money the conspivacy had
cost. They included utility companics,
states and  even the Federal Govern-
ment. Under the Sherman Antitrust
Act, victims ol illegal price hixing cn
collect weble damages. Il you can suc
cessfully  prove, for example. that a
price-fixing scheme cost you S100,000 in




“But, Mummy, you don’t understand. He’s ealing my negligee.”
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extra charges, then vou collect 5300,000.
ICs a device that was calculated by Con-
gress as an added deterrent.

Yet, even in their hour of defeat and
disgrace, the elearical firms found an
understanding agency willing o solten
the blow. As the weble-damage  suits
piled up, the Imemnal Revenue Service
in 1964 reversed its previous policy and
riled that weble-damage payments as
sessed to delinquent companies could be
deducted rom taxes as a legitimate busi-
ness expense. The Government offered.
in elfect, 1o pick up part ol the tab.
Commodore Vanderbilt used o sav,
“You don’t supposc vou can run a rail-
road in accordance with the statuies, do
your” He was wiong. It's casy to stav
within the statutes if they are subject to
friendly imerpretation.

The shock of the electrical-conspiracy
convictions did have an eficacious effect,
however. All those deacons in jail affect-
cd a wondrous new awareness of, and
familiarity with, the antitrust laws.

Aflterward, Gordon Spivack, the oper-
ations divector for the Justice Depart-
ment’s Antitrust Division. wrote: “No
onc in dircct contact with the living
reality of business conduct in the United
States is unaware ol the effect the impris
onment of seven high oflicials in the elec-
trical-machinery industry in 1960 had on
the conspiratorial price fixing in many
areas ol our economy; similar sentences
i a lew cases each decade would almost
completely cleanse our economy ol the
aincer ol collusive price  fixing., and
the mere threat of such sentences is
isell the strongest available deterrent 1o
such activity.”

Spivack’s views were backed up by a
task-force report issued by the National
Crime Commission. “The imposition of
Jail sentences,” the report said, “may be
the only way adequately to symbolize
society’s condemnation ol the behavior in
question, particularly where it is not on
its face bratal or repulsive.”

But the report. issued six years after
the clectrical-conspiracy cases, also noted
dryly: "Despite the apparvent effect ol
the clectricalequipment cases . . . singe
[then] no antitrust defendant has been
inprisoned.”

Probably the re:

m the elearical-con-
spiracy convictions gave the nation such
ajolt was that, in this case, white-collar
criminals were not administatively sepa-
vated from other aiminal classes. As
criminologist Edwin H. Sutherland has
pointed out. in our society white-collar
crime is not grected with the kind of
cmotional revulsion  that is  accorded
aimes ol violence. Among the lower
classes, erime is handled by policemen,
prosccutors and judges armed with 1he
power to fine, imprison or execute. Up-
per-class crimes generally yesult in civil
damage suits or ave handled by inspectors

160 and commissions who issue warnings,

cease-and-desist orders, license revocations
and fines.

And the upper classes—simply because
they have easy access to Government deci-
sion. makers—can olten influence the
development ol the very statutes that
regulate upper-class business activity.

When the Auto Salety Act was belore
Congress, the auto makers were particu-
larly upset by a secion providing fines
and imprisonment  for any  executive
who knowingly sent out cars with safety
delects. That  provision  unnecessarily
maligned  them, they maintained, by
implyving that they might be contemplat-
ing criminal  action.  Morcover, such
sanctions would Icave the impression
that they would willingly obey the law
only under threat of imprisonment. In
any company depending on mass sales, it
wits argued. no deterrent need be added
to the threat of bad publicity,

I remember acquiescing to that point
of view. Now I think I was wrong—even
though history has proved that the crimi-
nal sanctions, had they remained in the
bill, would never have been emploved.
There has never been the stightest indi-
cition than the auto makers have not
striven 1o observe the statute since its
cuactment. But the failure to provide
criminal sanctions does have a symbolic
mpostance in that it reinforces the no
tion that corporate violmors are 1o be
treated under a different system than are
ordinary citizens.

Nowhere is that different svstem more
evident than in the laws governing false
advertising  and - merchandising.  The
ageney with the principal policing pow-
cers in this area is the Federal Trade
Commission, but its only weapons are
cease-imnd-desist orders that can be easily
held in abevance by appeals while more
damage is done.

\ clussic example is the Crowell Col-
liecv case. which was finally setded by a
Federal civcuit court in 1970—ten vears
after the FTC brought charges against
the firm for conducting  door-to-door
Mlimitam sales ol encyclopedias. During
those ten vears, the company's national
sales organization remained free to go
on cheating, lying and defranding—and
court testimony indicated that it did just
that. Here's how the company worked
i: In 19650, Crowell Collier and Mac-
Millan was publishing encvclopedias of
doubtlul merit and selling them through
a wholly owned subsidiary that it called
P. F. Collier and Son Corporation. Col-
lier amd Son recruited a national sales
organization that operated  largely in
working-class neighborhoods. where par-
ents put a high premium on a good
cducation for the kids.

The phony sales pitch went Tike this:
The company is inroducing a new
product and needs testimonials from sat-
isficd customers. Tt has selecred a special
list of people (vou lucky guv!) who will

get the set at a reduced price, provided
they'll write an admiring letter about the
product for use in ads and brochures. At
this point, the salesman flutters a copy ol
a Tnational advertisement” putting the
price of the set at $38Y9. a generously
inflated figure, in the FTC’s opinion.

By this time, the salesman presumably
has sensed how much of a "reduction™
would he needed to close this particular
sale. And he also mentions that the
special deal includes updating supple-
mems mailed every year at an addi
tional low cost of only 53.95 a copy. Just
sign: this contract authorizing us 1o use
vour mame and everything will be taken
cire of. Of course. the contract 1ok care
ol a great deal, including commiunents
to make monthly payments over an ex-
tended period.

On January 18, 1960, the FTC ordered
Collier and Son to stop all this fakery
and a few months later—pufl!'—Collier
and Son disappeaved. dissolved as a cor-
poration. Scon the sales operation, un-
changed in technique, was assumed by a
new corporation, also a subsidiary ol the
parent company, and called this time
P. F. Collier. Inc. While sales proceeded
smoothly under the “new” subsidiary.
the parent firm solemnly requested that
the FTC charges be dropped because the
delinquent corporation had “gone out of
business” and thercfore could no longa
he perpetrating fraud.

That generated a legal tangle tha
kept the cease-and-desist order hanging
fire until three Federal judges ruled that
the charges placed against P F. Collier
and Son were indeed transferable to P. F.
Collier. Inc.

At the very end, Crowell Collier was
still protesting the part of the FIC
order that forbade its salesmen from
“using any plm. scheme or ruse as a
door opener 1o gain admission into a
prospect’s home. office or other establish-
ment which misrepresents the true status
of the person making the call.”

This order, the company  argued,
would put it at a competitive  disad-
vantage with other book peddlers who
hadn't yet been caught. Happily, the
court upheld the FTC all the way. But
how many atizens were taken during
the ten-vear interim?

Crowell Collier isn't an isolated case.
It took 16 vears to get the makers of
Carter’s Litle Liver Pills to stop selling
their laxative as an cflective treatment
low sluggish liver Tunction and an anti-
dote lor that “down-ind-out™ feeling.
Back in 1943, the FIC filed its first case
against Geritol. But it wasn't until 1965
that a final order came down prohibii-
ing a long list of [alse-advertising claims,
including statements that Geritol is an ¢f-
fective remedy for tiredness and “that
run-down [leeling™;  implications  that
tiredness, loss ol strength and nervousness




are generally reliable indications of iron
deficiency (they hardly ever are); sugges-
tions that Geritol will promote convales-
cence [rom a fever, cold or other winter
illness.

Probably as a consequence, Geritol—I
note rom my television set—has gone to
a new technique: Find people who look
younger than their age and get them to
say oncamera that they take the product.

But  the system is nuuy.  Why
shouldn’t  unscrupulous  manulacturers
embark on [ake advertising il the only
sanction is an order to stop doing it—
and a delavable order, at thatr?

Morcover, the cease-and-desist system
does nothing to expose advertising’s de-
cision miakers. They are not threatened
with personal  humiliation or punish-
ment. Their names are not read on tele-
vision and they [ace no out-ol-pocket
loss. If hearings ave held. they send their

“I'll have what he’s having.”

lawyers. The corporation is the target of
the charges and those behind the cor-
porate wall are neatly insulated from
serious discomfort.

That a corporation provides protec-
tion for those in charge of its affairs was
amply demonstrated  during  Chevron
Oil's 1970 well blowout in the Gull of
Mexico. The blowout spilled 20,000 ban-
vels of oil in the Gulf because the well
had no safety choke to cut off runaway
flows automatically. The safety chokes are
required by law, but oilmen are aware
that the devices sometimes get clogged
with sand and diminish production.

Violators ave subject to a six-month
jail term and o a S2000 fine for each
day the well pumps without the safety
valve. So Walter Hickel, then Secretary
ol Interior, got a lot of atention in
the industry when he announced that he
had “lound the guy, the vory guy™ re

sponsible for ordering the removal of
chokes. At last it scemed that a face
was going to emerge Irom those mysteri-
ous corporite depths. At last, maybe the
public was going to have a look at the
cnemy.

But “the guy, the very guy” was never
heard of again. Instead, only a fine was
imposed—and against the corporation.
The fine was S1,000,000. Sound impres-
sive? Well, remember that Chevron is a
division of Standard Oil ol California,
and Standard Oil of California has as-
sets of ten billion dollars. The fine was
far from crippling.

Most importantly, this cpisode shows
how our legal and social systems provide
some very special shields for lawbreakers
with money and status.

The recognition that there are es-
sentially two systems ol justice in opera-
tion does nothing to generate @ more
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law-abiding citizenry. The rich have little
rcason to [car the system and the poor
have little reason to respect it.

Young blacks in prison, we read from
their innumerable diaries, regard them-
selves as political captives and are con-
vinced—not totally without justification
—that they would still be on the outside
il they had had the good luck to belong
to a whiter race and a richer class. They
find no corporate executives in the cell
blocks but do not accept this as prima-
facie evidence that there is no corporate
crime.

Their suspicions are corroborated by a
study undertaken in 1949 by Sutherland,
the whitecollar-crime expert. He exam-
ined the nation’s 70 largest corporations
and charted their compliance record un-
der the antitrust, false-advertising. patent,
copyright and labor laws. In a 45-year
period, he found 980 adverse decisions by
courts and regulatory bodies. Of the 980,
779 indicated been
committed.

that crimes had

Very few in the nation are aware of
the pervasiveness of white-collar crime.
Indicements and convictions rarely make
page one. One reason is that corporate
crime is complex and hard to explain,
It’s ofien difficult to trace the precise
effect a corporate crime has on the con-
sumer, so that is rarely part of the story.

Morcover, as we have scen, news or
ganizations are often run by business
men who would find it ditficult to work
themselves into an honest outrage about
some antitrust violation. And a business-
man’s instinas are not likely o demand
that he expose and defame real or po
tential advertisers.

Sutherland  grows uncharacteristically
harsh when he writes about the media.
He charges that the communications
agencies do not organize the community
against white-collar crime because ““those
agencies are owned and controlled by
businessmen who violate the laws and
because those agencies are themselves
frequently charged with violating the

“We may not control Southeast Asia, but I'm rather
pleased about the pacification of the U.S. A.”

law. Public opinion in regard 10 picking
pockets would not be well organized if
most of the information regarding this
crime came to the public directly from
the pickpockets themselves.”

One thing we can be sure of is that a
jail term usually draws more attention
than does a fine, especially il the offend-
er is otherwise a pillar of the communiry.

There is much in what Spivack savs
about the deterrent effect of seeing a
peer locked up. One businessman—or
politician—can watch another get fined
without feeling serious psychological dis-
comlort. But to see your counterpart frem
across town or across the aisle marched
away in blue denims with black stenciling
is highly unnerving. Most white-collar
criminals are first offenders, so sentences
wouldn’t be very long in most cases. But
they wouldn't have to be. The crimes 1o
which I'm referring almost always in-
volve long deliberations, lengthy plan-
ning sessions, with time for reflection in
between. They are undertaken by intel
ligent people who have standing in the
community. Under these circumstances,
the prospect of even 30 days in jail can
have a remarkably sobering eflect.

On the other hand, the threat of the
same jail term would likely be wasted
on in unemployed ghetto youth with an
impulse to burglarize a record shop. So
why not allocate some of our prison
space to where it will do the most good?
This might be the only way we can
adequately illustrate society’s condem-
mtion of this behavior. And jail might
be the only penalty available that would
serve as an adequate deterrent. This is
almost certainly true il we don’t jack
up the maximum hines that our courts
are now allowed to impose for business
violations.

The maximum fine for a violation of
the Sherman Antitrust Act is $50.000—
hardly a figure 10 strike terror in the
board rooms of the nation's top corpora-
tions. Fines are usually passed on to the
consumer, anyway. Morcover, there is a
growing corporate  practice ol buving
insurance against the possibility of rim-
inal fines or damage suits,

Other remedies are obvious: Remove
the veil from the nolo plea, make Gov-
ernment investigative files available to
the public even after a consent decree is
filed. Give the FTC power to shut down
unfair and [raudulent business practices
while appeals are being heard. And
above all, leUs start implementing those
scctions of our laws that auwthorize jail
terms for corporate violators.

It we are to reduce white-collar aime,
there are many doors to be closed. And
among the more cffective ones will he
those that slam shut with a loud dang.
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to be the best defensive back to come
out of college ranks in many years. Ches-
ter Marcol, a Polish-born soccer Kicker
from tiny Hillsdale College in Michigan,
is a ficld-goal kicker of immense talent
and an adequate punter.

The Packers will look better on offense,
too, with John Brockington, MacArthur
Lane and Dave Flampion running aggres-
sively and gilted rookie Jerry Tagge back-
ing up a much-matured Scott Hunter at
quarterback. Now that Devine has weed-
ed out most of the cynical older players
left over Irom the Lombardi era and sur-
rounded himself with younger talent less
involved with the past, the "72 Packers
should he considerably improved.

The Chicago Bears will wind up this
scason where they finished last year
nowhere. With no oifense, not much
defense and a lot ol luck, the Bears
looked surprisingly good in ‘71 until the
law of averages caught up with them at
midscason. The Bears need just about
everything, but perhaps the most critical
needs are in the oflensive line, at run-
ning back and at quarterback. Although
fust-round draft choice Lionel Antoine
will be a great help in the [ront line, we
suspect that his most attractive feature
for the Bears was the [act that he did
not employ an agent to negotiate his
contract. Said head coach Abe Gibron,

(continued from page 126)

“I admire the boy for negotiating on his
own and not hiring an agent. This
shows the character this boy possesses.”
We lail to see the logic. Negotiatng a con-
tract with the Bears without an agent
is like being tried for murder without a
Lawver,

The Bears also hoped to help fix a
sorry running game by drafting  Ala-
bama's great Johnny Musso. Musso, how-
ever, had the good judgment to opt for
Canadian  football. Rookic cornerback
Craig Clemons will undoubtedly be a
starter his first season, but prospects for
the all-important quarterback  position
are as dismal as ever. Bobby Douglass is
casily the strongest quarterback in the
country. If footballs weighed as much as
cannon balls, he would probably be the
best. He could be switched to ught end,
where his talents would be put to better
usc.
The Bears” best hope for improvement
lies in new head coach Abe Gibron, an
old-fashioned tough-minded mentor who
can terrorize his players into excellence if
necessary, and who has the strength ol
character to overcome many of the dis
advantages of working for George Halas.
But any improvement in the Bears' for-
tunes will be in the future. This year's
team will undoubtedly look much like
last yenr's edition. Tackle Steve Wright

summed it all up thusly: “There’s one
basic thing that keeps this team together

misery. The problems can’t be solved
by changing coaches.”

WESTERN DIVISION
NATIONAL FOOTBALL CONFERENCE

San Francisco 49ers .. ... ........ 11-3
Los Angeles Rams ................ 9-5
New Orleans Saints ............... 7-1
AtlantaiFalconss. - o coer vema o 7-7

San Francisco is a team with no dis
cernible weaknesses. The 49%ers are so
deep in talent that they were even able
to survive lust year's serious injuries. As
triining camp opens, the only possible
cloud on the hovizon is defensive end
Cedrick Hardman's knee, which under-
went surgery in the off-scason. Il it heals
by September, the 49ers should have the
best pass rush in the country. Along with
Hardman, the player most vesponsible for
the emergence of the great 49er defense is
middle linebacker Frank Nunley, who
dominates the defensive unit with both
his play and his personality. Nicknamed
Fudgchammer by his teammates because
“he looks so sweet but hits so hard,”
Nunley is a bundle of enthusiasm with a
high-pitched voice that sometimes breaks
up his teammates when he yells audibles
on the playing field.

The 19ers are young and should return
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this season with few changes except for
back-up defensive tackle Stan Hindman,
who has retived in order 1o devowe his
full energies to sculpture and painting,
The only prominent new faces on the
scene will be reeeiver Terry Beasley, the
All-America from Auburn, and runmer
Joe Orduiia, who moves up from last
year’s taxi squind. In short, about the only
thing that can keep the 49ers out of the
playolls is bad Juck—or mavbe Los
Angeles.

Tommy Prothro did an exemplary job
his first year at the Rams” helm and he
expeas nothing but improvement this
vear. His players adjusted 10 Prothro’s
“big play” offense without lesing their
winning habit.  Prothro—who brought
many of the fandier wrinkles ol college
loothall to the pros—is the only N F. L.
coach who Ihp-flops the offensive line
and isn’t above springing surprise forma-
tions and wick plays at unexpected mo-
ments. Reversing the current trend  in
pro foothall. Prathro wants 10 show his
competitors that offensive football is the
wity to win, and he has turned the Rams
mto an attack-oriented eam. The results
were not unex pected. The Rams made too
many mistakes last year, olten fumbling
at the wrong time or incwring a penalty
when it hwt most. If Prothro’s dhianges
cm cut down on the errors, polish the
passing attack and improve the defensive
consistency, the Rams could challenge
San Francisco lor best in the West,

Despite the presence of Roman Ga-
briel, who considers himself one of only
two “complete” quarterbacks in football
(the other quarterback who is allowed
to share this honor is Bob Griese ol
Miami), the Rams will be primarily a
running team. Rookie Jim Bertelsen of
Texas and veterans Larry Smith and
Willie Ellison should provide an explo-
sive attack.

Second-year man Jack Youngblood has
the best chance at moving into a1 start-
mg berth; he's scheduled o ke over
the traded Deacon Jones's defensive-end
spot unless he loses out 1o Fred Dryer,
recently acquived from the Giants via
New England. Dryer mouthed off  at
Giant owner Mara last year and got him-
scll traded 1o the Patriots lor his nouble.
Despite—perhaps  because ol—lis  acid
temperament, Dryer has the makings of
one of the best defensive linemen in the
country.

Many lans thought J. D. Roberts
should have been the Coach of the Year
in 1971 for the way he turned the New
Orleans Saints from a lorlorn bunch of
losers into a team that pulled off a
couple ol the more impressive upsers of
the scason. Roberts has suddenly become
one ol the most respected  coaches in
the business—an interesting development,
because for years he was regarded by
[eltow coaches with exureme disaflection,
a sentiment that stemmed {from his al-

Ieged role in blowing the whistle on the
University of Houston for illicit reauit-
ing practices shortly after he was booted
out as an assistant coach at that school
in 1964, Roberts was ostracized for six
years, taking whatever jobs he could
find m loothall’s Siberia. Finally, in the
middle ol the 1970 season—when the
situation at New Orleans had become des-
perate—the Saints’ management brought
him up from a coaching job in the
minor Atlantic Coast League. Roberts im-
mediately ordered his players to chop off
il excess hirsute  adornments  (wha,
another one?) and ran off or wraded all
plavers who cven faintly resembled hip-
pies or who didn’t demonstrate suitable
fanaticism. He worked the remaining
plavers 1o the brink of collapse in the
sweltering  Mississippi summer ol 71,
finally ficlding a squad with 15 rookies
a quantity of inexperience that is sup-
posed to spell doom in the N.F. L. But
with quarterback phenom Archie Man-
ning at the helm, the Saints knocked off
such toughies as Los Angeles, Dallas and
San Francisco and tied Oakland long he-
lore the “71 season was over.

One of Roberts” best cfforts was in
rebuilding the offensive line. The Saints
now have one of the premier lorward
walls in the country and it will be even
stronger this season with the addition of
super rookic Royee Smith ol Georgia
and center Bob Kuziel from Pittshursh,
A new oftensive star will be receiver M-
gene Adkins, obtained in a wade with
Dallas. With a healthy and more experi-
enced Archie Mamning. the Saints” point
produciion should be greatly increased in
72, The defense siill needs some heavy
rehuilding, a job that will be helped
along by the arrival of rookie linebacker
Willie Hall.

Another vastly improved team last
year was Athinta. The Falcons enjoyed a
winming scason {or the first time in their
history. and prospects look even brighter
for "72 il & couple of the running hacks
obtained in the dralt come through. For
the past four years, coach Norm Van
Brocklin has been looking [or a blazing
runuer to give an outside threar 1o the
ground game. Last year's hopelul, Joe
Profit. carried the ball only three times
before he was knocked out lor the sea-
son with a knee injury. Piofit is healthy
now and rookie Les Goodman  from
Yankton College in South Dakota looks
even more promising. The most intar-
estng  competiion  in taining - camp
will be between veteran  quarterback
Bob Berry and rookie passer Pat Sulii-
van. Berry, who is theoretically 100
short” 1o he a pro quarterback, somchow
manages o be one of the best in the
business. He is certainly the most accu-
riate. We doubt if Berry can be dislodged,
at least not this year.

Atlania’s rouble is defense.
tackle Roosevelt

Rookie
Manning has talent

and should help stiffen the line. The
sccondary will be helped considerably
with the wrival of Clarence Ellis [rom
Notre Dame,

If the new running backs live up two
their billing and if the Falcons’ offensive
line, anchored by George Kunz, contin-
ucs to improve, Atlanta could be one of
the surprise teams ol the year.

EASTERN DIVISION
AMERICAN FOOTBALL CONFERENCE

Baltimore Colts ................... 1
Miami Dolphing .. cxeeasanisomsss

New York Jets
New England Patriots
Buffalo Bills

Although the Eastern Division ol the
Americmn Conference is vapidly hecom-
ing the toughest circuit in pro foothall,
the Baltimore Colts have the talent and
depth 1o win the division championship
again this year. Over the past decade,
the Colts have probably been the most
consistently successful team in lootball,
and the two people most responsible have
been quarterback  Johnny Unitas and
owner Cwarroll Rosenbloom. Uniurs has
been a peerless leader on the field and
Rosenbloom has provided stability and
shrewd guidance in the front ofice.

Baliimore lacked only receivers last
year, a problem that seems to have heen
solved by good luck in the college draft,
The Colts wanted a top college wide
receiver, but all had been tiken by the
time they got their first pick. Gambling,
they took Glenn Doughiy ol Michigan.
The coachies couldn’t believe their eves
when they got a look at him last March
on rookic indocurination day. He looked
like he had been playing the position
for ten vears.

Another new [ace on the Baltimore
squad  will be  Jack Mildren, who is
projected as an eventual replacement
for Jerry Logan in the delensive back-
ficld. Howcever, look for a surprise:
Coach Don McCafferty is toving with
the idea of installing a few wishbone- T
plays and saving them for the avight
time. Why? Because Jack Mildren is a
master wishbone quarterback and  lull-
hacks Norm Bulaich and Don Notting-
liam are built 10 order lor the wishbone
offense. It is inevitable that sooner or
later the wishbone offense will be adopted
by the pros. It just might make its first
ippearance at Baltimore this vear.

The knottiest problem for Miamians

this summer s geiting tickets to Dolphin
games, Belore coach Don Shula walked

across the witers of Biscavne Bay to lead
the Dolphins out ol the wilderness, ticket
hawkers managed to peddle only 17.478
scason tickets. By May ol this yeir, more
than 65.000 were alveady sold.

The Dolphins' main hope for repeat
ing last year's success lies in their con-
tinuing good fortume with mjurics, Last



The Gimlet

Anyway you like it, but always with Rose’s.

One part Rose’s Lime Juice. Four or five parts gin or vodka. Or mix it to your taste. Straight up or on the rocks. s
Alone or in a crowd. At home or away. That's the clean crisp Gimlet. The Rose’s Gimlet. 5



SEND YOUR LOVE...

PLAYBOY
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HOW ABOUT
SOME GOoOoo
CLEAN FUN
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SEND A LAUCH.

coordinated envelopes. 50¢ each.

SEND A LAUGH with zany CARTOON design cards.
Wild cartoons from the pages of PLAYBOY have

been turned into greeting cards with funny messages.
Cartoons you've found hilarious in PLAYBOY now bring
laughs from friends. 100 designs with malching

Now . . . with the inimitable Playboy touch, an
engaging new line of SENTIMENT and CARTOON cards
{o capture the mood of any occasion.

SEND YOUR LOVE in countless ways wilh sensuous
"Love" design SENTIMENT cards. Warm full-color
photography combined with gentle words. Cards that find
a special way to say "'l care” on every occasion color-coordinated envelopes. 50¢ each.
. from a birthday to just plain missing someone. AVAILABLE AT FINE STORES, GIFT SHOPS AND
100 designs with malching color- STATIONERY STORES [V[HYWI IERE.

PLAYBOY GREETING CARDS
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Winter is only a rumor here.
Reality is the sun and the sweet
Caribbean air that surrounds you.
The flash of bird, the blaze of
flower, the white sand and the sea.
There is a palace for you here,
called the Playboy Club-Hotel.
With everything you could want —
music and good food and deft
service and the moon to light your
room at night. You’re why we built
Playboy Jamaica. So why are you
sitting in the drab?

ocho Rios - jamaica - w.i.

Call your travel agent or Playboy’s national sales office at (312) 943-2000. Now.
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Salem uses only natural menthol, not the
kind made in a laboratory. Like our rich,
full-flavored tobaccos, our menthol is nat-
urally grown.

Then we blend natural menthol
with our superb golden tobaccos.
It is a unique blend found in no
other cigarette. A blend that gives ==
Salem a taste that's never harsh or
hot . . . a taste
as naturally %
cool and fresh =
as Springtime.

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

KING: 19 mg."tar", 1.4 mg. nicotine, =
SUPER KING: 20 mg."tar", L5 mg. nicotine, av. per cigarette, FTC Report APR.'72. A ¥ YRS R




vear's two top teams, Dallas and Miami,
were probably the healthiest in the coun-
try. while a lew other promising squads,
such as Cincinnati, St. Louis and Denver.
were nearly wiped out by injuries. The
Dolphins are blessed with one of the most
talented backhelds in the country. Bob
Griese is a fst-caliber quarterback and
Lany Csonka and Jim Kiick e a perfect
combination ol outside speed and inside
power—but there is litde depth hehind
them. Mercury Morris should get some
starting time and that will help. Receiver
Paul Warhield could be the best ever at
that position. If they all stay healthy, the
Dolphins could be back in the Super
Bowl next January, The Miami squad is
yvoung as well as talented, so the only
rookic who should break o the starting
linc-up this lall is defensive tackle Mike
Kadish from Notre Dame.

The New York Jets suffered devastat-
ing injurics the past two seasons. If all
the injured return o health—especially
Joe Namath—the team can make a run
lor the title. But it depends on how well
Jerome Barkum develops at wide receiv-
er and whether Rich Caster can work
out at tight end. a position that has
been a serious weakness. Johin Riggins,
Emerson Boozer and Matr Snell (if his
knee heals) will provide a potent running
attack to balance Namath's passing. The
defensive platoon, where most  injuries
occurred last year, must return to health
and the kicking game must be improved.

The most important “if” is. of course,
Joe Namath's knees. If they hold up, the
Jets will give Miami and Baluiimore a
strong run.

There is optimism in both Boston and
Buffalo. New England was rated with
New Orleans as the most dramatically
improved teams in the NOF. L. last year.
Like New Orleans, the Patriots beneht-
ed from a phenemenal rookie quarter-
back. Jim Plunkett van every play from
scrimmage all year and—unlike many
seasoned quarterbacks—called every play
himsell. Also like New Orleans, the I’a-
triots hung a couple of stunning upsets
on supposedly much stronger  teams,
notably a 31-13 rout of the Miami Dol
phins at season’s end. This year, Plun-
kett will be throwing 1o a flashy new
recciver, Tom Reynolds Irom San Diego
State. He and Randy Vataha, Plunkert's
teammate at Stmford. should drive op-
posing pass defenders crazy. Josh Ash-
ton, lately of Vancouver in the Canadian
League, should give added velocity to
the running game.

Six years ago. Lou Saban left Buffalo
to take the coaching job at the University
of Maryland. moving the next year to the
Denver Broncos. It was a regrettable
separation for both Saban and Bullalo. In
those six vears, the Bills have lost 60
games. Endless mislortune—meostly in the
form of playver injuries—turned Saban’s
sojourn in Denver sour. Now he returns

“Oh, she’s a charmful little armful. all right—
unfortunately, she’s also a dreadful little bedful.”

to Buffalo and he couldn’t have picked a
better time. Abundant talent [rom recent
dralts is available to Saban this season.
His first job will be rebuilding a sad
offensive line so that talented quarter-
back Dennis Shaw can spend more time
on his feet and O. ]. Simpson can at last
reach his potential. In the past couple
of years. Simpson has had to make some
of the most brilliant runs of his curen
just to get back to the line of scrim-
mage. Defensive help is also desperately
needed and appewrs on the way in
the persons of Notre Dame All-America
tackle Walt Patulski and 1two  veteran
defensive linemen, tackle Greg Lens and
end Randy Marshall, obtained in a trade
with Atlanta. Saban also thinks he may
have gotten a talented sleeper in the col-
lege dralt—ackle Karl Salb. an Olympic-
caliber shot-putter at Kansas who didn’t
play football his last two years in college.

CENTRAL DIVISION
AMERICAN FOOTBALL CONFERENCE

Cincinnati Bengals ............... 9-5
Cleveland Browns ................ 1-1
Pittsburgh Steelers .............. 1-7
Houston 0ilers: ....mesiscone o 2-12

Few [oothall teams have ever been so
totally wiped out by injuries as were the
Cincinnati Bengals in 19710 All the in-
jured will report 1o summer camp fully
healed, however. including  invaluable
quarterback Virgil Carter. No other pro-
fessional quarterback, except Joe Na-
muth, is so vital to his team’s success.
Carter makes up with intellect and lead-
ership what he lacks in height and
strength.

Even without Carter, the Bengals
would have won several more games last
scason if they hadn’t suffered last-minute
breakdowns on delense. So coach Paul
Brown went into the draft looking for
prime defensive beel and picked up de-
fensive end Sherman White of Califor-
nia and safety Tommy Casanova of
LSU. Both should be starters their first
vear. Brown is so confident of Casano-
vi’s potential that special practice sched-
ules are being worked out for him so he
can attend medical school during the
SCAS011.

The Bengals’ fine runners will be
joined by rookie Bernard Jackson. He
and Lemar Parrish will give Cincinnati
the best pair of kick returners in the
country.

With the new defensive help and the
probability that an  injury epidemic
won’t strike 1two years in a row, the
Bengals look like the cream of the Cen-
tral Division.

Three LGrorors will determine the Cleve-
land Browns' fortunes this season: the
quality of a revamped defensive back
ficld, the mauration of Mike Phipps
and Bill Nelsen's aching knees. Last
vear, Phipps was supposed to replace
Nelsen as the starting quarterback, but
it was a case ol too much too soon. An
added year should make a big dilference
for 1the exuemely alented young passer,
but. ready or not, Phipps will have
responsibility forced upon him il Nel-
sen’s shaky pins give way. Phipps has all
the equipment: now he needs to win his
teammates’ confidence.

The Browns may have solved their
severe problem in the deflensive backheld

165



PLAYBOY

166

by dralting Tom Darden of Michigan
and Clilord Brooks of Tennessee State.
The Pinsburgh Steelers have become
a stable team. The Piusburgh tradition
ol 1earing the squad apart and rebuild-
ing it cach vear has been abandoned.
Chuck Noll is only the third coach in
the Steelers” 40-year history to direct the
team  through  four consecutive  cam-
paigns, and he has manmaged o give his
players a reasonable sense ol security.
Having a perennially good position in
the dvalt, the Steelers” squad s loaded
with good young walent. Last year's
weaknesses—notably, a leaky pass de-
fense—were mostly a matier of immaru-
vity and could be solved with an added
vemr's experience. The Steelers” major
assets  this  ve last—will be the
last-developing abilities of quarterhack
Terry Bradshaw and a guuy delense
anchored by Joe Greene, a devastning
tackle who scems to play best when the
stakes are highest. Rookies who should
see a lot of action this vear are running
hack Franco Harri

Ar—is

is. offensive tackle Gor-
don Gravelle and right end John Me
Aakin.

I'he Houston Oilers” major liability
the past few years has been owner Bud
Adams. Last vear, Adams fired an assist-
ant coach 1 mudseason withour bother-
ing 10 tell the head coach, then fired the
head coach in a dispute over whether
or not 1o fire an equipment manager,
That kind of chaos in the front oflice
has kept squad maorale at an abysmal
level. The problem may be solved, how-
cver, by new coach Bill Peterson. a smant
amed tough winner who isu't the sort
to brook any inwrference from Adams.
Peterson has a “liletime” contract. so in
Houston he should last at least two
scasons. To improve the Oilers’ won-lost

record, Peterson and his stadl will have to
furd some eveditable runners and totally

rebuild the worst offensive line in the
league. Roy Hopkins and Willie Arm-
strong, who didn’t play last year because
ol injurics, along with rookic Lewis Jol-
ley, may punch up the running game.
Unfortunately, an eflicient offensive line
cn’t be constructed in a single season,
ceven by a coach of Peterson’s caliber, so
any games the Oilers win will be won by
the defense. Delensive teams, however,
don’t score very olien.

WESTERN DIVISION
AMERICAN FOOTBALL CONFERENCE

Kansas City Chiefs
Ozkland Raiders ..............
Denver Broncos

Kansas Civ's ground delense was so
vicious last season that the only way op-
ponents could move the ball was through
the air. Since coach Hank Svam is a
compulsive perfectionist (2 wait most
obviously expressed in his dapper dress-
ing habits). lans can expect a retooled
pass delense by the opening game. 11
quarterback  Len Dawson repeats las
s best-ever performance and the ve-
1 corps stays reasonably healihy,
the Chiels will win a lot of games. The
squard’s depth is such that the only new
man who has a chance to see much
action is Jell Kinney, an experienced
I-[ormation lullback from Nebraska.

The Oakland Raiders were confulent-
Iv expecing a hhih straight  division
championship last vear, but their hopes
were wiped out in the exhibition season
by imjuries to runners Charlie  Smith
and Hewritt Dixon and a jail semtence
lor receiver Warren Wells. Nevertheless,
the Raiders” excellent depth kept them
in the munning untl the 13ith game.
Both runners are healed, but Wells's
future is still cloudy. Consequently, the
Raiders went for receivers in the diafe,

| (R g,

“No. I don't want to arm-wrestle 1o see
who buys the next round!”’

the prize catch being Mike Siani of
Villanova. The Raiders” only other prob-
lems are quarterback Daryvle Lamonica’s
throwing hand and a defensive line that
needs  shoring up.  (The dralt  also
brought some promising fresh tonnage
for 1he defensive line in the persons ol
Kelvin Korver and Mel Lunsford.) La-
monicit’s hamnd  underwent  surgery  in
February amd the prognosis is optimistic.
If Lamonica doesn't retum o his previ-
ous excellence, Ken Suabler, a fuuae
great, is now mature enoush to take over
permanently. Ageless George Blanda s
still around and extremely popular with
Oakland lans. They cheer when Lamoni-
ca gets hurt, becanse it means Blanda
will come in.

Denver's longsuffering  followers are
understindably impatient. In their 12
vear oxistence, the Broncos haven't had
a winning season. Coach Lou Saban’s
failure 10 produce a winner last year

cly because ol a disastrous rash
of injurics—cost him his job. His re-
placement, former Stanford coach John
Ralston, is a centified Dale Carnegie in
structor and an advocate ol the power of
l]l

itive thinking. Ralston has im inerad-
icable grin that features several dozen
pearly teeth and a handshake like a
uscd-car salesman’s. His enthusiasm and
positive thinking (“Getting to the Super
Bowl - correction . . . awinning the
Super Bowl is our goal. and it will come
o pass”) are apparently comagious: by
mic-February, all available season tickets
had been sold.

Last scason, 1the San Dicgo Changers
had o brillian offense and o sad defense.
Phings will be different under new
coadh Harland Svare. In the ollseason.
he traded for two super defensive line-
men. Deacon Jones [rom Los Angeles
and George Wright lrom Baliimore.

But former coach Sid Gillman's offen-
sive genius will be sorely missed. and San
Dicgo’s schedule is perhaps the oughest
m the conlerence. The Charsers will hinve
to wait until next year for a aack at a
Wilning season.

Finally, a suggestion 1o the 26 owners
of professional loothall weams: a way in
which they can veturn some of the houn-
ty showered upon them by an insatiabie
dientele, i way in which they can prove
they aven’t complerely blinded by ava-
rice. Alter all, professional loothall is an
essentially parasitic business. getting all
its raw material preprocessed and  re
fined for [ree.

So let the owners ke ten percent off
the top ol their gross gate receipts
give it to the N.C. AL AL Tor distribution
to colleges and universities to support
their athletic programs. It would be a
small price to pay for the world’s best
athletic farm system. It would also be
tax deductible.

Y




IARRY l'VES! (continued from page 120)

Mescaline? A suicide attempt? What was
112

“Beer,” he replied.

“Beer?”

“Yes, beer. The cat who supplied me
with champagne was out of town and I
was really initable. It was really a bad
time. My Imperial wouldn’t start. I was
having trouble with my ratings. I was
having trouble in the recording studio.
My producer wanted to overdub with
loads of clarinets.

““1 was really freaking out. T remember
racing through the studio over at Dot
records, looking lor a bottle of ¢ham-
pagne. 1 checked out every refrigerator.
I remember beating on the janitor's
door, screaming, ‘Gronowski, my con-
tract  stipulates I always have  cham-
pagne. Where is my champagne?” I fell
to my knees and he apened the door.

*“*1 have no champagne,” he 1old me.
‘But I can give you a brew.”

“*‘A brew? What are vou talking
about. vou crazy Polish human being? 1
screamed at him.

**A brew. Suds. Beer. I can give you a
can ol heer.”

“*I don’t want it." I told him.

“‘It has got bubbles like champagne.’

“Gimme!”

“He went to the [ridge and took out a
six-pack. He moved so slowly. He took a
can for himself and one for me. I
@rabbed mine out of his hand. I was so
anxious I cut my finger on the pop-top.
I just poured that amber liquid down
my throat. It tasted awful. A lot of heer
heads will boast about how bitter that
first hit of beer in your mouth is. But 1
didn’t care. T had 1o have more. Belore
that first can had a chance 10 really
hang out in my belly, T took another
can and another and another. T told you
I was in a weird mood. Gronowski just
wiatched me. He was waiting for some-
thing. And then it happened. 1 had a
mystical experience. 1 belched and 1
understood  everything. I understood
every single thing, 1 looked at mysell in
disgust. | remembered screaming at my
valet because he didn’t give me a white-
on-white tic to match my white-on-white
shire, I remembered sereaming at my
producer beciuse he wanted 1o put in
all those clarinets. Heck, man, clarinet
players are part of the cosmos, Well. all
kinds of thoughts like that went through
my mind and then I just sort of passed
out.

“When I woke up, T was looking at
the bottom of Gronowski's table, but
that was OK. because it was part of the
cosmos. I thanked that wonderlul Polish
human heing and I split. 1 went into
the parking lot and then T saw my car. I
shook my head. I knew I could never
again aravel in a chirome-plated  accor-
dion with hns.

“I just went 1o the Swip and I stuck
my thumb out. A lot of people didn’t
want to pick me up. I must have looked
very disreputable. I hadn’t shaved all
day. But I finally got a lift and 1 kept
going until I hit Milwaukee. That was
where [ started lrom and that was where
I had to be. Nothing much happened
there except that I spent a lot of time in
the woadshed getting together with my
ax. And when I was ready to play my
new music for the people, T asked a
friend il I could sort ol work out in his
club and he said righto and that’s where
Lance found me.”

Lany smiled and poured some more
mountain red into our cups.

“To think,” he mused, “that I used to
do only champagne. Wow."”

I knew I had time to ask only one
more question and 1 asked him what he
thought ol the old days. and his changes.

“Well, I'll tell vou,” he told me. tak-
ing a pull at his cup. I thought the old
days were really fine, until I had that
mystical experience; but the day I had
that fast heer-belch flash, T knew 1 could
never play rip-ofl games again. So |
dropped out. I did reading that 1 never
did before. By the wav. did vou see the
latest issue of The Hulk? He's really
heavy, Anyway, it turns out that now
I'm financially better oft than 1 used to
be. Not that I care. I've had three gold
LPs within a year. I don't have o pay
the expenses of a band. But more im-
portant, I have a lot of good friends and

good times. In fact, we're all going over
to my trailer after the show tonight,
man. All of ws.” He pointed one ol his
lightning hands at the dudes in the
room. Garcia was geaing on down with
Humoresque, Alter Larry, it sounded
kind ol Lime. but the vibes were good.
The Lennon sisters were sitting on an old
couch, Hipping through a copy ol Family
Cirele in ume to the music, and Leon
Russell stood in a corner quictly combing
his beard. It was then that I really under-
stood the word together. “And,” Larry
added, “"why don’t you come? Leon’s
holding some dynamite stuff—real Roma
Rocket. We're gonna take off on that and
ger it on. Can you dig 112"

Being a reporter for Bowling Stoned
means yvou don’t get ofl on much, because
you've been there. Doing Coke with Da-
vid Cassidy. Rapping with Bucky Fuller.
Window-shopping with Abbie Hoffman.
Whistling at girls with the Stones. But 1
couldn’t pass up a free trip on the Roma
Rocket with some ol the best fingers of
our time. It was a scene thev'd be talk-
ing about for vears. It was a scene I'd be
writing about lor years. So I patted Larry
on the back ol his snakeskin bowling
shirt and said, “Sure, man, I can dig ir.”

Larry grinned and led the way to his
trailer.

As we filed out the door, Jerry Garcia
Ieaned his well-kepr halo of hair toward
me and whispered with a beatific smile:
“Feel like geuting into some champagne,

mang”
Y ]
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PAT FLANAGAN paiently inventive

IN 1962, Life magazine published a list of the 100 most impor-
tant voung men in America. They were mostly scientists—
prodigics with computer minds whose genius would lilt our
technology and mamtain jt at a reassuringly advanced level.
One ol them was Pat Flanagan. a 17-year-old Texan who'd just
invented something he called a “neurophone.” which, he
claimed, “vansmits  electrical messages—identical 1o those
sounds generate—directly 1o the brain,” allowing totally deaf
people to hear. Ten years after this publicity, Flanagan’s elfin
[ace has aged almost mmperceptibly and there remains a vestige
of Texas in his voice, although he's lived in California for the
past lew years, Otherwise. much has changed. During the
decade he's gotten married. picked up a Ph.D., patented his
ncurophone.  established a deaf children’s clinic. founded
Laser Sound Systems. his manufacturing outlet, and, working
in his cluttered office lab, has been issued 200 more patents. One
went lor a device he calls the Sterco Conlerence Recording Sys-
tem, @ amachine “that can separate sounds in a room full of
people so that. il more than one person (alks at once, a slenogra-
pher can replay the tipe and transcribe CVCHY VOICC, one at o
time” He's also invented another sound system that allows the
himnan voice to be vecorded at a speed 200 times Taster than
normal with absolute clarity; and he was retained by the
Navy as a consultant in the field of communication berween
humans and dolphins. Flanag

an s currendy  developing a

theory that “the pyrimid shape generates a peculiar kind of
encigy because it has five corners. 1 aall it biocosmic energy
and I believe it delays ory

1nic l[('(um];milinn. This means (hae
our bodies would age more slowly inside a pyranud.” He isn't
disturbed that all this sounds slightly incredible: “Lots of in-
ventors have been scolled ar”— many. ol course, with good rea-
som. But [

an’s impressive track record sugoests that the

168 wisest attitude should be one ol patience rather than skepticism.




DAVID RABE /! the war’s a stage

wHEN THOsE Vietnam veterans, many maimed and crippled,
threw their medals onto the Capitol steps in April 1971, they
struck a responsive chord in a lot of Americans who'd been
unmoved by previous protests. Vereran David Rabe didn't
march in Washington, hecause that wasn’t his way ol raising the
public consciousness. But the next month, at Joe Papp’s Public
Theater, he gave New Yorkers an equally gut-wrenching view of
the war in his play The Basic Training of Pavle Hummel,
about a green kid who leirns some bitter lessons in Vietnam.
Five months later, Rabe stirred them again when Sticks and
Bones also came to Papp's stage. The poignant drama of a
Blind vet's homecoming, it won him a Tony Award as hest play
of the 1971 season. Completing what he calls this “thematic
trilogy” is a “more metaphysical” war play. The Orplan, which
Papp will produce early next year. It would be easy to label
Rabe’s work antiwar—toao casy: Tor, unlike most message plays.
his convey deeply felt emotions. mostly pain. The 32-year-old
dramatist. who served with a hospital support unit at Long
Binh i 1966, doesn’t know where that pain comes from, but,
he says, “It can’t be just the war.” Yet nothing in his back-
sround would seem a source of sulfering. Home to Rabe was
Dubugque, Towa, where his schooling was Catholic. He wanted
to play pro loothall but setted for playwrighting at Loras Col-
lege in Dubuque and later at Villanova in Philadelphia, where
he now teaches. While in Vietnam, however. he found writing
impossible. I tried. but it vesulted in a double vision that
made everything too intense. If 1 hadn’t been there, though, T
wouldn’t have written the plays later.” Nor would he be writing
now a novel on Vietam. “Mavhe the war's all 1 can write well
about,” Rabe says. But he's starting to concentrate on other
things. such as the production of his “leaving-home” play called
Burning. Though he'll never be able o leave Vietnam com-
pletely behind, he says, “Finally. I'm more here than there.”

JOHN PRINE special delivery

EARLY ONE sPRING morning in 1971, John Prine's music was
discovered by a couple of guys who could veally help him. Prine
had finished his weekend set at Chicago’s Earl ol Old Town and
was napping under a table when his lriend and fellow musician
Steve Goodman arvived with Kris Kristofferson and Paul Anka.
Wiake up and sing, Goodman told Prine. And a star was horn.
Anki is now his manager and Kristoflerson sings his songs. Not
bad for someone who's been singing professionally only since
1970; unul last summer. he was also a mailman. Prine, who is
25 and married, grew up in Maywood, Hlinois, but his lamily
roots are i Kentucky and country music has always been a part
of his fife. The songs he's been writing since he was 14 are sto-
ries, laced with humor, about people trying to make it. There's
no moralizing. though. Prine explains, T want to give the audi-
ence a feeling more than a message, by urying to look through
someone else’s eves.” It works. Among his characters ave Donald,
a lonely Ple., and Lydia. who “hid her thoughts like a cat be-
hind her small eves sunk deep in her far” Donald and Lydia
make love—in their dreams—and the song, according to Prine,
is “a hiale bie about masturbation—Dbut not a lo.” Another
uumber is ironically dedicated to the Reverend Carl Mclntive:
Your Flag Decal Won't Gel You into Heaven Anymore, he
writes, because s “already overcrowded from your divty little
war.” His best-known song. Sam Stone. is about a Vietnam vet
who comes home “with a Purple Heart and a monkey on his
back. . . . There's a hole in Daddy’s arm where all the money
wors.”” Songs about illeginmate babies, old prople and mini-

juana fill out Prine’s fivst album. This smmmer brought another
record and some prestigious club dates and festivals. Although
recognition has come quickly, Prine’s lyrics remain simple:
“Blow up your TV, throw away your paper, go to the country,
build you a home, plant a little garden, eat it lot of peaches. try
and find Jesus, on your own.” Now go hnd Prine on your own.




PLAYBRBOY

170

GOD IS AVARIABLE INTERVAL

some of his old. primitive teaching ma-
chines. He also has a mock-up of the
warhead of a misile he was tving to
perfect during World War Two. It was
to be guided by three pigeons pecking
at control  disks  whenever the  arget
moved ofl the cross hawrs ol an aiming
device. The experiment was called Proj-
cot Pelican, Tt was a Lailure. The detect-
ing and steering mechanisms were so
large there was no room for explosives.

We talk about the rebellion at Atuca,
wlich is in the news, He says the bigges
problem ol the convict is total boredom,
He should be given positive reasons lor
behaving well and positive skills lor use
outside. Atica was a signal flag ol warn-
mg.  But  improvements  shouldn’t be
merely physical. Lile should be given a
pattern by redesigning the contingencies
of reinlorcement.

I haven't mastered the jargon of Skin-
nerese. but that comes through loud and
clear. I ask him about gambling. He says
all casino games have a variable ra-
tio schedule. Experiments have alveady
proved how the gambler is rendered
broke and a compulsive psychopath
the same tme. But the systems in use
are very crwde. Skinner could  achieve
both ends much more cihiciently, hur he
won't discuss how. afraid the Las Vegas
interests would use it immediaelv, He
doesn’t approve of gambling nor ol state
lotteries.

The publicity director  of  Alfred
Knopt his publisher. calls. He has fallen
from third 1o sixth place on the list. He
asks that question that all writers have
agonized over, “How am vou have a hest
seller if there are no books 1o sellz” He is
assured that a new printing is on order.

Skinner goes on. speaking rapidly and
well. every semicolon neady in place. It
has all been thought out and written
and memorized many vears ago. He can
recall names and details and quotes very
casily. With wit and  disdain. he puts
down a few more ol his aities with a
volley of referenees to philosophers. the-
owogians and scicntists, citing books and
tracts and essays, poems, plays and papers.

There is no question 1 can ask tha
has not alveady heen asked and arch-
asked. Skinner has a polished answer for
cverything. I begin 1o get bored by the
crudition, all this dusty wit and pro-
fundity. hopelessly  overwhelmed by
those smooth, incomprehensible words,
cvery third one of which ends in istic,
ology or ism.

Skinner is tived. It is four o'clock. His
docior has advised him to get more rest.
He lends me a book 1o study and a
cassette he is cager for me 1o hear,

- - -
Room 514. Holiday Inn. Cambridge. 1
am {loating in the emotional nothing-
ness of any hotel room where there is no

(continued from page 86)

association or memory. I listen 1o the
tape of Skinner’s appearance on William
I. Bucklev's show. He said he was not
ver ready 1o design a new culiure, but
he s “ready to mterpre certain features
ol our present culture in the light of
laboratory practices.” He admitted that
Walden Tio was very theoretical. hut
problems in certain arcas of socicty can
be solved now, particularly in schools and
in production Libor.

Suddenly I realize how 1 got this job.
I was chosen as the quintessential oppo-
site of B. F. Skinner, Me—Joe Gorilla.
M. Competition.  Individualist. Thiel.
Hunter. Nose puncher. Muscle and hard-
on. laughter, anger. wild-crazv. And now
they've made me a journalistic pigeon,
locked away in an editor box  Libeled
#ill—cansmrince, pecking  away  like
madd whenever [ see a light lashing in my
head. TE T ge the right answer, 1 will be
given a positive reinforcement. Iowill
respond to my program. My writer sched-
ule will be fulfilled. They will accept this
article and 1 owill get pard. I will eat
My Kids will ear. 1 will smrvive to be re-
programed and put into yet another
box.

I go on with my studies, uving not to
listen 1o the song ol Bacardi, listening
instead 1o Skinner's lecture On Haiing
a Poem, which opened with a skilllul
dismantling of some of his oritics. The
audience loved it. He went on o deny
credit to creative people. Does a hen lay
an cga or does an egg hatch a hen? Does
a woman really deserve aredit for having
a healthy baby? She is merely the stage
lor a aaative process. She neither origi-
mates nor creates nor adds but simply
bears the congenital product. Inventors
are merely the happy recipients of the
huits ol serendipity and 4 poem s
merely the result of a poet’s environ-
ment. There is a great vaviery of living
things on this earth. but “they make a
contribution to the world only by me-
diating contributions of the past.”

I go back o Walden Tivo. Skinner's
design for  an ideal  social  umit—an
acual  prototype for  present-day  com
munes. Families as we know them would
not exist. Children would be raised by
the group at large. But he doesn’t men-
tion sex. The hook was written 24 years
aga, but he still stands behind i, admit-
ting, however, that all the discussions
about drinking tea do scem a bit square
today, But the squareness is a great deal
deeper than that. Skinner reveals him-
sell to be a reactionary of the left. He
wants o use  luturistic  technigues in
order to return 1o the safe familiarity of
the agriculural past.

Classed as a novel, iv is really a run-
ning dialog except for a few interrup-
tions, spasmodic and involumary, like

taking deep bremhs. As a novel. it is
terrible. As a blueprint lor a perfect
community, it is wildly inadequate. But
as a [uturistic position paper it may be
something else.

I reward myvsell with an oatmeal cookic.
and think about a world without compe-
tition. without violence or deprivation.
No acquisition ol property: No rvank or
promotion: No rich and no poor? No big,
no huler And Skinner even tells us what
to do with our spire time. We can cither
stay in our private lide rooms (where
we e even allowed to be untidy if we
like) or ke up painting. sculpture,
listen 1o classical music or join a siwing
(uartet.

Another cookic. I'm oving hard 1o
groove on this rip. but it sounds like
the aedo of one ol the acid-freak revo-
lutionary wibes. It also sounds like the
voice ol the Angel Moroni back in New
Yok state when he walked to Joseph
Smith. Skinner comes [rom the same neck
ol the woods.

Another cookie. How could a crusty
old psychopath like me survive in a
neat, cozy livde neighborhood like this?
Separate rooms lor spouses? The babics
all in air cribs? No family? No teritory?

Nowhere, at any time, does Skinner
tell us exacaly how all this is going 10 be
brought about. Nor does he ell us who
is going to do the jobh. And yer others
have been pwre theorists—Marx, Ein-
stein. What's wrong  with stating  the
principles and leting others design the
details?

I st 1o doze off. catch mysell i
go on reading. Then T give up. put out
the light and voll over, listening to
the clicks of the radiator and thinking
about the one thing 1 have learned lm
sure. In Greek, utopia means nowhere.
And Erchwon is the same place, only
backwanrd.

- - -

Skinner’s olhce. Phone ringing. Seare-
tary typing. The sun is beading fiercely
through the scaled windows. Skinner s
sorting stacks ol fan mail, hate mail,
business mail. Occasionally he turns on
a Dictaphone machine for another terse
letter. He rells me 10 go right ahead and
interrupt whenever I think of a ques
von. I oy hard to think ol one. 1t does
seem o me that he could have avorded a
lot of conroversy by not meeting the
frecdom-and-dignity theme head on. In-
stcad. why not speak ol the need 1o
circumvent man’s destructive instincts?

His answer is quick and glily. 1t is not
just a matter of semantics. The English
vocabulary for the concept ol Ireedom is
so hmited. all ol it enurely mentalistic
and  leading to overreactions. He goes
on. I prerend o be wking notes, but
actually 1 am writing down what he is
wearing—brown shoes, blue oxford shirt
with buttondown collar. tweed jacket,
red knit tie. He has short hair that is




Don't baby
your

eX life.

It’s just human nature that when you're with someone
who affects you in a chemical way, you don’t want to be
thinking about anything else. Maybe it comes from the roman-
tic notion that to be totally happy, you have to be totally
carefree.

Untortunately, real life doesnt always work the way
you want it to. Sometimes the woman gets pregnant. And it’s
just the wrong time. Maybe you're married and you can’t
afford another child; maybe you have all the children you
want. But maybe you're not married. And there’s just no place
in your life for a child. Some unplanned children can grow up
to be very unhappy people.

Because you may not always be able to count on your
partner, the best solution is to plan ahead by visiting a doctor
and learning about the best and most reliable means of birth
control for you. Then you'll be able to enjoy romantic moods
without having to worry about the possibility of an unplanned
conception.

A few birth control methods are listed below.
Birth Control for Men

One effective way is to catch male discharge by means of
a condon. A method frequently used that’s not reliable is for
the man to withdraw immediately before ejaculation. This is
called coitus interruptus. A man who has all the children he
wants can have a vasectomy, a simple operation that blocks
the flow of sperm. This should be considered permanent since
the operation is not reversible in about one-half of the cases.

Birth Control for Women

A woman can prevent fertilization of the egg by taking a

{city}

birth control pill once each day for 20 days or more. Or she
can insert a rubber device at the entry to the womb sometime
before intercourse to prevent sperm from entering. The device
is called a diaphragm. Women who have had children can have
their doctor insert a tiny spring or coil into their uterus to
prevent conception. The spring is called an IUD. Another
method is to insert any one ot a number of spermicidal jellies,
creams, foams and suppositories before intercourse. These are
not too reliable unless used with a diaphragm or condom.
These spermicides should not be confused with feminine hy-
giene products. Unless the word “spermicide™ is clearly
marked ¢n the label, the product should not be used for birth
control.

If no birth control method is used during intercourse, a
woman can douche with a solution of warm water and 2 table-
spoons of white vinegar immediately thereafter. But this is not
reliable. And a woman should wnever consider douching for
birth control with any other stronger solution. It won't induce
abortion and it may endanger her life.

If birth control isn't used and the woman does become
pregnant, she can console herself with the fact that one-third
of all women are pregnant when they marry. Ultimately, it’s
up to you, man or woman, to take on the responsibility for
birth control. It's a lot wiser than taking on the burden of an
unwanted child. And a lot better than involving yourself in a
mirriage you never wanted.

About Community Sex Information, Inc. We are a non-
profit, tax-exempt organization dedicated to helping people
resolve their sexual problems through education. Some of our
services include: telephone information, educational lectures
and folders (including a pamphlet about birth control), and
arrangements for free VD and pregnancy tests. All of our
services are free. And the person calling is never asked to give
his or her name. For more information call (212) 867-9044.

{state)

I want to support your work with a contribution of $

copyright 1971 ¢

Post Office Box 2858,
Grand Central Station
New York, N.Y. 10017

I prefer to remain anonymous but want to support your work with a
contribution of §
[ would like information on forming a chapter/guest speaker.
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blondish-gray. He is thin. with an old
man’s paunch. There are liver spots on
the backs ol his hands.

On the wall over his desk is a chart of
the sales of Walden Two. The graph
curve has gone straight up, approaching
1.000,000. He shows me one of his let-
ters. What about this business that chil-
dren should not be raised in the home?
Sounds Communistic. This is what the
Cubans are doing. Aren’t they Commu-
nistic?

There are hles, books, prints on the
walls. There is a special Harvard chair,
black with varnished armrests. On the
back is the university seal, the word
truth in Latin, which comes in three
syllables. sej ely superimposed over
the open pages of three tiny books all
emblazoned in gold leal. And T am
thinking: thinking that Truth is also a
liquid precipitated out ol chaos. most of-
ten condensed on the side of a cold glass
ol booze.

Skinner tells me about John B. War-
son, the founder of behaviorism back in
1913, who was thrown out of Johns
Hopkins  University because he  was
caught having an affair with his seae-
tary. He sold rubber boots in Louisiana
for a vear and then went 1o work for the
J. Walter Thompson advertising agency.
He died in 1958. extremely bitter abowu
the field of psvchology.

I tell Skinner I am especially interest-
ed in prison therapy, since 1 am an
ex-con myself. Skinner says, “Oh,” and
goes on to tell me he once got an
intelligent letter from a guy on death
row in San Quentin who had organized
a study group of behavioral science.
Continuing to sort leters imo “answer”
and “no answer,” he tells me about the
seven numbered form lewers he uses for
various queries. He jokes about the ulti-
mire lewer: “B. F. Skinner is no longer
pracucing psychology and regrets heing
unable o answer your communication.”
Actually, he feels he is near the end of
his coreer. He would like to quit. Three
more years, perhaps. One more novel,
maybe. A few more papers.

The phone rings. Some guy is doing a
TV documentary “on the luture.” He
says, 1 understand you've done some
work with behavior.” Skinner Lwughs aft-
erward and says it’s like telling Fread
he's done some work with dreams.

A group of teachers had sent him a
blank cassette. asking him for "a few
words.” He grumbles. They had includ-
ed rewurn postage. He decides to be
Usolthearted™ and will wansfer a 1aped
lectwre he has at home. The phone
rings. Skinner throws up his hands.

“This is the life of a scholar?”

Skinner is in the process of writing his
biography. He gives me a copy of a
mimeographed  outine called  “Sketch
lor an Awobiography.” He has a stack

172 of them, which he gives to interviewers.

He also lends me a copy ol the Journal
of the Experimental Analysis of Behao-
tor. Skinner's back is hurting him. His
secretary Gills him a taxi and he goes
home.

ah e

The hallway. Persistent clicking sounds.
The squawk of a crow. Strong smells,
Sacks of Purina Laboratory Chow piled
owside. Inside the lab. T am introduced
to Mrs. Kitty Papp. dressed in white and
wearing  a  surgical mask,  sticking  a
vacuumecleaner nozzle into a pigeon cage
to clean up the molted femhers and
scattered feed. She shuts it off. unmasks
and reveals herself to be an elderly wom-
an, robust, hearty and competent. She
has worked in Skinner's labs [or 18 years
as a caretaker, but she knows the jargon
of operant conditioning as well as any
student and can rattle on about direct
and variible ratios and intervals, positive
reinlorcements and aversive controls. Not
unkindly, she puts me through my paces,
graciously accepting my conlession ol 1o-
tal ignorance as she continues with her
work, sliding a shit-covered picce of card-
board out ol a cage while simultancously
slipping a clean one in. Dropping a hand-
ful into a large, sealable, disposable, sani-
1ized paper bag, Mrs. Papp briels me on
the whole operation.

There are approximately 300 pigeons
and 150 rats in the current experimental
lab, but Skinner himsell hasn't done any
lab work since 1964. Mys, Papp is espe-
cially proud of her rats, a special breed,
Harvard's very own. I have a beautiful
stud in heve. He's gorgeous.™ She plucks
one out of a cage and coos over 1t, letung
it ride on her shoulder. He is a dark,
chocolate brown, with solt, glittering eyes.

The crow is now a pet freeloader who
has lived here three years after his ex-
perimental work was done, the others
dead Irom internal parasites. Crows are
an exceprion. Most laboratory animals
are very healthy, One particular pigeon
has been working here 19 vears,

I study a poster fastened 10 a door.
There is a picoure of a pigeon facing
red, green and blue lights. “Learning—
(1y i basic reflexes (2) reinlorcement
(3) conditioned reaction (4) recogni-
tion (5) association  (6)  discrimina-
tion.” Beyond s the control room, a
nighomare of wires, timing devices, cumu-
lative recorders, controls, counters, ve-
lays, perforated signal wapes hanging in
loops on plastic pullevs, colored Tlights,
coded  connections with snap-on  leads,
rolls of graph paper with squiggles of
ved ink. And then 1 learn that cach of
those hundreds of constant clicks is the
amplified sound ol a pigeon pecking
away in its own Skinner box hidden
inside another  soundproofed  wooden
container. They are wired, heated, light-
ed and ventilated. The conncections are
altered to change the program, to provide
a different schedule of lorcements.

Every peck is recorded. the interval and
the number. They have a compurer now
that wbulates the raw data. An instant
rapidly  chatering  print-out gives  the
number of pecks 1o the lelt and 1o the
right, the change-overs, the session umes
in seconds, the number ol reinforcements
used and the final number ol food pellets
lelr.

In another room, Mrs. Papp shows me
some big boxes ol raw plywood. One is
tagged Box =46, Inside is a pigeon who
has been in absolute solitary for three
months. When the box is opened once a
week for cleaning, the lighis in the room
are put out first. Again, always. that nerv-
ously dicking sound. Deep inside that
plywood cell, a lile is existing, pecking
away, striving, responding. 1 put my
hand on the box, trying to feel the pulse
of that ultimate twitch that unites us all.
My fingers tremble as I remember those
long davs and nights that I have spent
in the Box, doing time on the chiin
gang, stnving, sweating, shivering. shit-
ting in a bucket, drinking water rom a
tomato can and listening for the sounds
ol the outside world that were only the
sounds ol other convicts, their leg irons
rattling,  their  voices  counting  off
through the gate. I look at number 16’
water glass and plastic wbe, his graph,
his air pump. his power cable, his
hinges. his handle and his latch, and 1
think 1o myself, “Yes, brother. Yes.™

Bucr I am being an anthropomorphic
sissy. A pigeon is not a man. A pigeon
may not even need sleep. except for dozes
that last onlv a sccond or two at a time.
And old number 46 has actually gained
weight while in solitary. Nothing both-
ers him, as long as he ges his feed. A
pigeon doesu’t think like a man. He
doesn’t respond like a man. He doesnt
have the same memory, the values, the
dreams, the sex drive nor the aggressive-
ness. But il this is true, how can findings
based on the behavior of pigeons be
applied to that of men?

Mys. Papp replaces her mask  and
turns on the vacvum deaner. T wander
aromnd a bir, alone, smelling, listening.
reading instruction notes. 1 study the
breeding cages. T think about the infh-
nitelv complicated  programs  that  are
being tested o research every possible
contingency. Another lub worker passes
by, carrving a pigeon in the ook of her
arm. "I this one gets away, it takes a
hall hour 10 catch him. He's the Lastest
one we own”

Back o the Holiday Ian to sort ow
my notes about Skinner’s background. [
have saaps of information  from  his
wile. from his writings, things he himsell
told me. things felt, things  guessed,
things undersiood. And I am rcading his
autobiographical sketch, 27 pages, sin
gle-spaced, in clite type. Five pages deal
with his boyhood and family. The rest



covers the details of his academic career.
On page 17 he desaibes the meeting
and the courtship of his wile in the
following two sentences:

“My renewed interest in literature
was encouraged by my marriage in 1936
to Yvonne Blue. She had majored in
English at the University of Chicago,
where she had taken a course in English
composition with Thornton Wilder.”

Skinner was born in a small town in
northern Pennsylvania, his family de-
vout Presbyterians, respectful of author-
ity and concerned with neighborhood
opinion. He never experienced any prob-
lems with money. His father was a lawyer,
ambitious but [rustrated, his mother a
prin and righteous music teacher. He
graduated from the same high school his
parents did and lived in the house he was
born in until he went to college. He was
a brief rebel at college, trving his best to
sabotage debating teams and commence-
ment exercises with hoaxes, editorials,
parodies and caricatures.

His first vocation was that of a frus-
trated writer. Given encouragement by
Robert Frost at Breadloaf, he spent six
months in Greenwich Village playing
the bohemian game before he concluded
he had nothing to write about.

At Harvard he got his PhD. in
psychology. He spent five years in an
experimental laboratory. He got mar-
ried. He taught at Minnesota for nine
years and then at Indiana for threc
years. He returned to Harvard and has
been there ever since, supported now by
a career grant from the National Institute
of Mental Health.

He was always a bookworm, a musi-
cian and a tinkerer, playing around
with any number of gadgets and inven-
tions. He didn’t like sports and games,
unlike his conformist younger brother,
who was much more popular, who was
preferred by the family and who teased
him about his sissified interests. They
were cntirely different kids. They got
along, but only superficially. When Fred
Skinner was about 19, this same brother
diopped dead from a stroke. It was on
Easter Sunday. His parents were in
church. Fred had to go in to tell them.
His mother refused to go into that
church ever again. But she remained
very religious and [ully expected to
meet her younger son in heaven after
she died.

In his written autobiography Skinner
says he “was not much moved” by the
tragedy but he “probably felt guilty”
about not being moved.

He was punished physically only once.
His mother washed his mouth out with
soap for saying a bad word. But his
father gave him a tour of the local jail
and he was taken to a slide lecture
about Sing Sing so he would never be
tempted by a life of crime. His grand-
mother taught him about hell by show-

ing him the coals inside the stove. He is
still haunted by the taboos of what
people will think and even now catches
himsell thinking in accordance with the
Lamily rules.

Today he preaches the ethic of hard
work and stands opposed to unproduc
tive sex, sensual pleasures, “foods which
continue to reinforce even when one is
not hungry, drugs like alcohol, mari-
juana or heroin. which happen to be
reinforcing for irrelevant reasons, or
massage.” He very much believes in the
small community. “Ethical control may
survive in small groups, but the control
of the population as a whole must be
delegated to specialists—to police, priests,
owners, teachers, therapists, and so on.”

Hick. Square. Fossil. Above all, a
lousy writer. He couldn’t really mean to
include owners among his social special-
ists. He couldn’t possibly wish to include
massage with heroin.

More cookies. Skinner got his ambition
and his thirst for power from his father.
He got his gentility and his stubbornness
from his mother. As a postgraduate stu-
dent at Harvard he got up at six and
went to bed at nine, studying and autend-
ing classes all day, with only 15 unsched-
uled minutes. He habitually Laughs at the
cnd ol a statement, which he himsell says

is a delense against criticism and which
he described in his own book Ferbal Be-
havior. In Walden Two, the community
founder, Frazier, lets himself go in a wild,
emotional moment, pleading, “You think
I'm conceited, aggressive, tactless, selfish.”
And then, “You can’t see in me any ol
the personal warmth or the straightlor
ward natural strength which are respon-
sible for the success of Walden Two.”
And again, * ‘But goddamn it, Burris!” he
cried, timing the ‘damn’ to coincide with
the crash ol the tile. ‘Can’t you see? m—
nol—a—product—of—Walden—Two!"
And yet again, “Must the doctor share
the health of his patient? Must the
ichthyologist swim like a fish?”

This section is the only melodramatic
moment in the book. Skinner admits
that Frazier and Buiris were extensions
of two parts of his own personality,
although he was not aware of it at the
time of writing. Ordinarily, he writes
very slowly. But Walden Two was a
work of quick inspiration. This particu-
lar section was written “in white heat.”

- L] -

I rent a car and take Skinner to
Worcester to deliver a lecture to the
Massachusetts Psychological Association.
Skinner doesn’t like to drive. It is my
chance to be alone with him, to get him
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away to a neutral environment. But he
is terribly concerned about something he
said when we first met. He feels it was
indiscreet and could be construed as
ungrateful by people who once gave him
support. He doesn’t mean to censor my
piece but would apprediate it if 1 didn’t
mention the incident. I give him my
word. The trouble is, he doesn't believe
me.

We find the Yankee Drummer Inn,
the place mobbed with bearded, side-
burned, long-haired and granny-dressed
students. It looks like the same caowd
that listened o Freud when he intro-
duced his theories 1o America in 1909 at
Clark University, which is not far away.

Skinner begins. He presents a litany
of the problems of today's youth, how
they leave home, get dirty, become re-
bellious and unproductive, how they
steal and condone siealing, refuse to
serve in the Army, defect 1o other coun-
tries and otherwise exhibit symptoms of
being disturbed. The audience is nerv-
ous. Eves flicker back and forth. Maxi-
skivts are smoothed, high-button shoes
shifted. The mustaches twitch, the Afros
nod, the Jewish natiirlich friz and kink.
“Science is the religion of the 20th Cen-
tury. It has its priests and acolytes and
communicants. It also has an apocalyp-
tic vision.” In this case it is nuclear
halocaust.

Skinner puts down Freud. He admits
he made big discoveries about the causes
and effects of human behavior, but un-
fortunately he had to invent a complex
mentalistic system based on the typical
Victorian-age, middleclass Jewish family
in Vienna. This has not stood up 1o
scientific investigation. The benefits of
psychoanalysis cannot be demonstrated.

Skinner speaks of Government waste.
He speaks ol the work week, which will
soon be [our short days. But what do we
do with our leisure? We turn to alcohol
and drugs and gambling. We auend
spectacular blood sports and waich real
life on 1elevision, which has become the
great reinforcer. He regrets the passing
ol the old college liberal education. He
is concerned with the worship of the
individual and  his “‘rights"—emotions
lollow the act, not the other way
around; environment must induce lead-
ers to rule benevolently, the survival of
a culture is its only judgment

Some of the questions from the floor
get hot and heavy, Tape-recorder micro-
phones are held up in outstretched arms
like marshal batons in massed salute.
“Don’t you think some of these matters
are beuer left up to philesophy?” No,
he doesn’t think so. Scientists are as
qualified as anyone. Politicians can't be
trusted. He favors escape from punitive
control, but American kids are not con-
cerned with the future like the Chinese
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simple foods and weinr simple clothes.
Our culture is not giving us enough
support and meaning. “ Alienation is not
a state of mind but a state of the
contingencies of reinforcement.”

In other words, kiddies: Ask not what
is wrong with you. Ask what is wrong
with your country.

Skinner is somchow hung up on the
idea of China. He mentions it in almost
cvery television appearance and lecture,
every interview, somchow  convinced
that we are essentially decadent and
only the Chinese are strong and progres-
sive, capable ol personal sacrifice.

After the lecture we load up. Skinner
immediately fastens his seat belt, sur-
prised when I admit I never use mine. We
get onto the Massachusetts Turnpike
and head cast. Skinner is very tired. His
back hurts. There are long silences. We
uss  the Spanish  Inquisition, the
crude  brainwashing  techniques of the
Chinese and how easily they could be
improved. There are more  silences.
I am intimidated. T can’t find the pre-
cise, scientific words with which to frame
a pertinent question. But his humor is
good. He speaks soltly and fast, as polite
and as |l(']lt"\'0l('ll|. HEN G o

He begins a story about being on a
speaker’s platform when a Catholic bish-
op started in with some classic religious
cant. Skinner mimics ever so slightly, “I
have been among the wounded and |1
have seen i

I interrupt. T am excited, for once
tuned in on Skinner's frequency. “What
am you do with those preachers and
peliticians when they begin than singsong
music? It's onlv a medicine man’s chant
to go with the tom-toms. But what can
you possibly say to them:”

“Just say: Bullshit!”

I almost [all out of the car. Skinner is
so flabbergasted at himsell he almost
[alls out the other side.

“Yeah, Right on. That's what the kids
are saying. Theyre led up with the
gralt, the organizations, the political ma-
chines. All that religion and military
crap. Do you really agree with them? Do
you really think this is the final answer?
To just yell out, ‘Bullshit'?”

But Skinner doesn’t answer, It is over.
The gorilla and 1he guru have found
their common language. But it is only
one word. And it 1sn't a nice word. It
calls for soap. He knows damn well T am
going to have to quote him now. And
what will people think?

It is quict in the car. T wry to concen-
trate on driving, wanting to say bullshit
a few more times, to recite it, project it,
arrange it into a song. | want to [reeze
the decibels in nitrogen, lossilize them,
hang them around our necks like beads.
But I am silent, feeling Skinner's terri-
ble pain in the darkness beside me as
we swoosh through the drizzle and the
homeward-bound Boston traffic. I glance

at the rearview mirror. I signal and
change lanes.
- - -

It is cold and wet, the ower looming
all white and modern out ol the gray
William James Hall, designed by Mino-
ru Yamasaki. 15 stories high. The silhou-
ctte of the end ol the building resembles
an abstraction of Buddha, It is the Center
for the Behavioral Sciences.

Prowl. Spook a few offices. Ride up
and down the eclevators. Go up and
down the stairs. Check the bulletin
boards. Lectures. Movies. Notices. Ster-
cos for sale. Papers typed. Subjects need-
ed for interviews. Read the graffii.
Watch the gestures. Listen to the wlk.

On the THth Hoor there are children’s
toys scattered on the cupet in a waiting
room. On the I5th floor there is a
lounge with picture windows, where you
can attend a sherry panty for a buck and
mingle with the students and look at the
panoramic view ol Harvard Yard. the
skyscrapers and the steeples of Cam-
bridge and Boston and the Charles River.

There is a social-relations library on
the ground floor.

On the 13th floor there is a comput-
ing center. On the eighth floor there is a
machine shop. There are offices every-
where. Study centers. Labs, Files. Lecture
rooms. Bookshelves. Notices.

And on the ninth floor there is Stevens.

S. 8. Stevens. Harvard has granted 267
Ph.D.s in psvchology. Skinner's is num-
ber 97. Stevens’ is number 108. They
have known each other 40 years. They
have contrary points of view about
everything and sit on opposite ends of
that old scesaw nature versus nurture.
But they are Iriends. They are even
getting sentimental about each other in
their old age and Stevens has a photo-
graph of Skinner in his office.

Stevens heads the small department of
psychophysics. A 1ough old bear, he wears
a plaid shirt over a white shirt, both col-
Lus open, his hair and beard pure white.
He looks straight at you for long moments
before speaking in a deep. smooth and
measured voice, stroking a sleck, fat black
cat curled up in his lap. Then he looks
out the window for another pause. From
that window he can look down on Irv-
ing Street and see William James's old
house.

Stevens says you can’t change people.
He's been wrying very, very hard to
change Skinner for 40 years and hasn't
done it yet. He points out another
building, where he studied and worked
with Skinner as a graduate student in
1931. That was where Skinner invented
his camulative recording device, making
the first model out of an old bicycle
wheel, because “he was too lazy to feed
his rats.”

Stevens was the co-author of Parietics
of Human Physique, which presented the
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theory of the body type; the mesomorph,
the ectomorph and the endomorph. These
e congenital inheritances, cach set of
attributes  developed  from  a different
laver ol the embryo. Long belore any of
us is born, our personality is sct. People
who are born to be fat simply cannot
lose too much weight. They will ge sick.
The skinny ones ean’t gain bone and
muscle, no matter what.

People are what people are. You can't
teach a dummy anything. But there was
nothing in Sir Isaac Newton's ancestry to
indicate he would become a genius ol
first rank. And Einstein’s problem was
that his teachers kepe flunking him out
and trying to stop him [rom doing what
he had 1o do.

Stevens helieves that 98 percent ol
human aits are inherited. He'll give
two percent o the environment. “You
can only do what you can do. You have
to do yowr own thing.” Nevertheless, the
Americin Government  pours  millions
into remedial education and slam re-
moval. “Buat it won't work. It can't
work."™

Stevens has  the oldest  continuous
Government research grant, which stare-
cd in 19910, He is now working on the
problem of noise pollution, which he
savs doesn’t really exist. It is more a case
ol “pollution of exaggeration.” Next
thing you know, thevll be worried
about the glare pollution that comes
Ivom the snow.

He does admit the world is going 1o
hell in a baskee. But if behavior modih-
cation is not the answer, what is? Stev-
ens gives me a long look. “It's vary
simple,” he says. T lean forward. T tense.
At last T have it, the answer to those
forlorn  clicks telegraphed  from  the
depths of those boxes. Stevens strokes
his cat. He looks at me. 1 look steadily
back at him.

“Sclective breeding.”

No Dblinks allowed. No sagging jaws.
No squims. No bowns. Vary, very care-
fully, I suggest there are people who
might suppose this o be a Huerian
approach. Stevens sayvs no. Except lor a
lew wild weekends between storm troop-
ers and Anvan volunteers, Hitder  did
just the opposite. He killed off all his
best people. But Stevens isn't talking
about killing anyone. And afier another
pause, he declares, “And I'm not a rac-
ist.” It would mean that overcrowding
could be checked, births with congenital
deleats could be aveided, diabetes, stu-
pidity, inherited insanity, abnormal size
or any other undesivable traits kepr out
of the popalation by the simple device
ol regulated breeding permits.

(Oh. shit. Think of the hooming black
market in stolen byeeding permits, people
becotdng parents under assumed names.
There will be a new illegitimacy. Bastard
will come 1o mean someone born under
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Already there is a rise in volumtary
limits on family size. Vasectomies are so
popular  the medical  profession has
raised the price from 525 to S125. But
only the best people are having them,
the intelligent ones, the plimners. Stev-
ens savs the whole egalitarian concept
ol democracy and communisin is ridicu-
lous. It is not true that every child will
learn equally from an equal education.
The idea that people will be able 1o
compete cqually if given an equal op-
portunity is scientifically false.

Quickly, he draws a sketch with a
pencil. It is the classic bellsshaped aurve
ol distribution, in this case of inrcelli-
genee, @ major consideration in an age
ol increasing technology and complexity
ol life. It has been a well-known lact lor
many years that the black race averages
only 85 on the standard 1. Q. tests. No-
body knows why. Perhaps it is prenatal
protein strvation. Perhaps it is some-
thing clse. Until Jensen let the cat out
of the bag at Berkeley two vyears ago,
nobody had the guts to say it. 1l people
with an L Q. of less than 85 were pre
vented from having children, half the
black population would be disqualificd.
Reaching for a slide rule, doodling a
lew  scconds.  Stevens  concuded  that
27,000,000 whites would also be relused.
The disproportion between blacks and
whites could be easily worked out. He
looks at me with his clear, steady cyes. 1
wall.

“Intermarriage.”

As I awm leaving, Stevens says, “Writ-
ers are all athletes, aren’t they?” 1 am
stunned. Nobody is supposed to know
that. We are supposed 1o e bookworms
with thick glwsses and sunken  chests,
absent-minded and slow. He strokes his
cat and muses. He says T am a meso-
morpli-cctomorph, a perfect example of
the flaw i 1he theory of behavior. 1
swyived and then conquered the crimi-
nal and prison environment of my past
because of my inherited instings ol sur-
vival, strength and inelligence.

The last thing he says is, “Keep your
muscles working.”

Across the street and up one block is
another Harvard  institution,  Memorial
Hall, a low, sprawling thing of diry
brick and granite and slate, ol geometric
designs, a aenclaited tower, hattlements,
gargoyles, sculpted names and busts ol
thinkers of amtiquity. Blackened  with
grime and marred by pigeon shit are
the  stone  words  TIUMANITAS,  VIRTUS,
riETas. Ivy grows up the walls pierced
by stained-glass windows mul stone lace-
work protected by dirty mesh sacens,
The place broods. It threatens damna-
tion. From a certain perspective and at
just the right distince, the two buildings
scem 1o oppose cach other over the gap
ol 100 vears.

Memorial Hall is a monument to the
Harvard men killed in the Civil War.
Yeurs ago. B F. Skinner had his animal
Laboratory in the basement, where 5. S,
Stevens also had his Psvcho-Acoustic Lab-
oratory.

Tuside is a huge hall with domes and
arches, tablets on the walls insnibed
with the names of the dead hsted under
the various schools ind departments. A
choir is practicing in the theater, a cafr
pella hymns  resounding  through  the
dim, filtered light among the Latin in-
scriptions,  the  chandeliers. the murble
and stamed glass, the dark panels ol
ancient wood.

[ am tense. My head s vibrating with
song. with voices, with the theovies and
the statistics. the contradictions e the
cducirted words ol the past 11 davs. 1 go
to the men's room. Depressed by the
burden ol this assignment. in despair,
confused, humilinted, obsolete, T stand
in front of the wrinal,  shake and
squeeze, zip up and i toward the
sink. Looking for a towel. my hands wet
and dripping. 1 see that the door built
into the opposite wall is made of steel.
There is a handle and a combination
dial. Tr is o sale. A sale? Here? In the
john?

The choir sings to me ol former glo-
ries. those dead davs when T was a bad
cuy and all T had o do was make my
serawiy from the good guys. my trem-
bling fingers held up in supplication,
vearning for the hard, solid feel of a
torch. a vial, a drill. a punch, @ ham-
mer——

I approach, my walk vansformed into
an instant slink. I touch the handle.
Looking over my shoulder, my knces are
immediately  weak, my eves squinted
with pain, realizing the profound extent
ol my lile role ol wisdom-thicl and the
banal nature of my late-late-rerun cr-
reer. With great delicacy, 1 touch the
dial. ingering that Libulous ving of num-
bers with their inhniry ol possibilities.

I move away. Worried about the mat-
ter ol fingerprints, I tremble with my
wonder and with my manilold guilts.
Am I an incorrigible predator? Am 1
fuifilling my obli journalist?
What is there inside, really? Spare toilet
paper? Or have 1 found a sceret stash
for Govermment documents? A trove of
rescarch  material? The radioactivating,
remignetic. Liser-induced fragment of a
lost tablet of knowledge?

I peer into the hallway. The coast is
clear. Aeain I look bhack, infamated,
feeling the ache of that terrible ues-
tion. What truth is locked away hehind
that  inscrutable  door? What  priceless
insight into the nature of man is being
swrded herve inside the keester ol the
pete in the sinctuary ol Harvard's john?
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FOCAL MAX. WT. LGTH.
NAME OF LENS LGTH. F-STOP IN 0ZS. IN INS.
IN MM

Auto-Nikkor Zoom 43-86 35 14% Ky
Angenieux Zoom 45-90 28 28 5
Alpa-Variogon 45-100 | 2.8 32 4%
Schneider Variogon 45—10!} 28 25% 4%
Soligor 45-135 | 35 32 6%
Hexanon Auto-Zoom qﬁﬁ 3.5 15% 3%
Zuiko Auto Zoom 5090 | 35 | whe | 4%
Auto-Nikkor Zoom 50-300 | 45 | 8 %
Canon FL 55135 | 35 | 28 5%
Vivitar Automatic T-4 Zoom | 55-135 | 35 | 25 4%
Hexanon Auto-Zoom 65-135 | 40 | 21% 5
Auto Tamron Zoom 70-220 4.0 37 1%
Soligor 70-235 45 48 10
Auto-Yashinon 75-230 4.5 474 9%
Vivitar Automatic T-4 Zoom 75-260 45 40 1%
Auto-Nikkor Zoom 200 | 45 29%0 6%z
Hexanon Auto-Zoom 3.5 35% 8%
Petri Auto Zoom 45 48 9%0
Soligor 35 40 8%
Alpa-Tele-Variogon 40 12 T4
Schneider Tele-Variogon 40 51% 7%
Auto Tamron Zoom 38 45 %
Auto Tamron Zoom 35 3% 6%
Vivitar Automatic Zoom 38 32 T4
Petri Auto Zoom 48 | 25 i
B ik e
Canon FL 5.0 10 11
Zoom Auto Topcor - 47 32 6%
Soligor 5.8 20 6%
Bushnell 45 a2 T
Hanimex Auto Zoom 90-230 | 45 32 3 %
Soligor 90-230 | 45 26 8%
Vivitar Automatic T-4 Zoom | 90-230 | 45 | 32 %
Canon FL -100-200 5.6 23 6
Auto Tameon Zoom 200500 | 69 | 96 15%
Auto-Nikkor Zoom | 200600 | 85 | & 15%2

Z00M LENSES

CAMERA LENS FITS

Nikon F & F-2, Nikkormat |

Leicaflex
Alpa

Various Models

Various Models

Konica Auto-Reflex

Olympus Pen-F Series AR
Nikon F & F-2, Nikkormat |
Canon SLRs
Various Models
Konica Auto-Reflex

Various Models
Various Models

Various Models

Various Models
Nikon F & F-2, Nikkormat
Konica Auto-Reflex

Petri

Various Models
Alpa

Various Models

Various Models

Various Models

Various Models

Petri

Pentax

Canon SLRs

Beseler Topcon

Various Models

Various Models

Various Models

Various Models

Various Models

Canon SLRs

Various Models
Nikon F & F-2, Nikkormat

Note: The zooms included in this chart can be split into three general categories: Those from 35-100mm to 55-135mm have wide-angle or normal to
medium ranges; those from 65-135mm to 87-205mm have medium to long ranges; the rest are long to extremely long models. All the zooms above
feature automatic aperture controls. Due to space limitations, this is not a complete list; there are many other excellent models currently available.
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the zoom to your single-lens reflex cam-
cra, sight through the view finder, rotate
the zoom's knurled ring (on some models
you slide the zoom's barrel as you would
a trombone) to the desired degree of close-
up and press the shutter button.

Admittedly, zooms aren't cheap. A
Soligor 90-190mm model will set you
back about $150. And from there, the
prices zoom skyward. So, il you think
of your purchase as onc lens, it scems
expensive. But if you compare its cost
with what you'd have o pay for three
lenses with varying focal lengths, you're
definitely ahead of the game.

And the wipod? You'll need one only
for some of the spectacular trick effects
that we deseribe below. Of course, if
you've got voursell an excellent railbird’s-
eye view of the race track, a telescoping
monopod that you can slip into your
camera bagr will make the aficrnoon’s
shooting that much more comfortable.

Now that we've overcome some of the
objections amateur photog aphers have
to a zoom lens, let’s take a look at how
this handy instrument functions. First,
the name zoom lens is a misnomer: It is
really a scries of lenses working in com-
bination. In most models, there are 18
to 20 individual lenses arvanged in
groups of three or four, each onc of
which moves in relationship to the
others. The effect is. as Buckminster
Fuller would say. synergistic That is,
the parts work together in such a way
that they produce a result that is more
than the sum of each of the parts’ indi-
vidual properties. Technically, what you
have in a zoom is a continuously vari-
able-focal-lengih lens that vemains at the
same distance of focus during a change
in focal length. This means that as you
zoom closer in on, or farther away from,
your subject, vou always remain in focus.

This phenomenon is relatively unim-
portant when you're shooting a station-
ary object, but suppose that you're in a
park on a balmy summer afternoon and
there's a particularly lovely girl bicy-
cling by. Shooting her with an ordinary
lens would be easy. but you also want to
snap a closc-up of her face belore she
gets out of range. With a regular lens,
you'd have lost that moment lorever,
but with a zoom, a mere fick of the
wrist virtually guarantecs a great close-
up that's crystal-clear.

Knowledgeable camera buffs are keen
on the zoom for reasons other than its
instant-close-up advantages and case of
operation. Because it does the work of a
dozen lenses, you can utilize its unigue
construction [or some highly impressive
photographic tricks.

Take the blurred-zoom technique, for
example. All you need do is select your
subject, sct your camera on a tripod,

adjust the shutter speed to a half second
or so and carefully zoom the lens during
exposure. What you've photographed is
something the human c¢ye cannot sce:
how an object looks as it's simultane-
ously seen [rom various distances.

An even more dramatic effect can be
created by shooting against a black back-
ground while firing an electronic flash at
each new focal-length setting ol the lens.
Here. the blur achieved by the previous
technique disappears. What is seen is a
sequence of sharp repetitive images, all
on the same exposurc. Only quantum
physics, Marcel Duchamp’s famous Nude
Descending a Staircase and  the more
gifted LSD voyagers have ever entered
that world of fractured time before. It's
as i you were seeing time itself move in
distinct steps. instead ol in its normal,
continuous flow.

A third twrick effect is to simultaneously
zoom and pan as you follow a moving
figurc. The subject—a goalward-bound
fullback. for example—remains in sharp
focus, while the background forms wildly
diffused patterns, streaks and colors re-
sembling the abstract expressionism  of
Jackson Pollock.

The [ourth technique with a zoom
involves the blurring achiceved by com-
bining an extended exposure with exist-
ing light while zooming. But in this
instance, vou leave your principal sub-
ject unlit until you've stopped zooming.
Just as you hit the chosen telephoto
position, you (or an assistant) fire off an
clectronic flash. (Fashion photographers
often use this technique because it pro-
duces a psychedelic cffect of the model
emerging, sharp and unblurred, from a
background of swirling mystery.)

As you pcrh’:ﬂ these techniques, )-'m.l'll
find yoursell awakening to a new photo-
graphic experience—one in which you
play the role of a fine artist standing at
an casel. a zoom-equipped camera your
paintbrush, ready to create new beauty.

Which zoom lens should you choose?
Basically, it depends on whether you are
chicfly interested in zooming in on dis-
tant objects (as in sports or nawre pho-
tography) or mostly concerned with the
artistic cffects created by zooming and
flashing, zooming and panning or simi-
lar techniques. Generally, lenses are dif-
ferentiated by their focal lengths—a
measurement that's baflling (o laymen.
The focal length is the distance between
the film and the lens. But all you need
to remember is that the greater the focal
length, the less the apparent distance of
the object. A 300mm-focal-length lens,
for example, makes the third baseman
appear six times closer than a 5Umm-
focal-length model does. A lens rated at
50-300mm, such as the $795 Auto-Nikkor
zoom, brings a distant image much closer

than, for instance, the $209.50, 413-86mm
Auto-Nikkor zoom. For those interested
in achieving artistic effects, the less expen-
sive and lighter 43-86mm model is quite
suitable. But il it's versatility vou're seek-
ing, we feel an 80-200mm zoom is the
best choice.

Probably the most important rule in
choosing a zoom lens is: Buy the one
designed to go with the camera you arce
using. No manufacturer designs a lens to
couple perfectly with another manufac
turer’s camera, and universally adapt-
able lenses, however good they may be,
do not have the hand-inglove fu of a
zoom built especially for your camera by
its designer.

Also, when choosing among zooms in
a similar focal-length range, keep in
mind that a lens with a smaller maxi
muin opening, or Estop (vou'll find the
Estops on the ring ncar the rear of the
lens), will usually be of lighter weight
and produce sharper photos. Conversely,
a lens with a larger aperture is heavier,
but its ability to perform in less light
helps compensate for this disadvantage.

An article on zooms wouldn’t be com-
plete without pointing out that some
early models left much 0 be desired:
colors were often untruc and the piciure
occasionally blurred, especially around
the edges. To think of today’s computer-
designed zooms in terms of those carlier
models would be like comparing a Cadil-
lac with a gocart. 1t's true that in a side-
by-side comparison of identical zoom and
single-focal-length shots, the zoom photos
will be slightly less sharp. But the average
amateur would be unable to spot the
difference.

While you're checking zooms out, you
might also take a look at variable-focal-
length lenses (V. F.L.). As the salesman
lifts one lrom the case. he’ll probably
tell you that model operates “just like a
room.” It doesn’t—the difference being
that a V.F. L. must be refocused each
time the lens is adjusted. But V. F. L.s do
offer some technical advantages: They
often have a larger aperture than most
zooms and a wider angle of view. So if
you alrcady own a zoom, a V. F. L. would
come in handy as a back-up lens to be
used in available light—provided what-
ever you're shooting is not fast-action.

Finally, with a zoom lens, you can
forget about that clusive moment missed
when you attempted to change lenses.
And you can forget about focusing has-
sles and money hassles (caused by buy-
ing three lenses of different focal lengths
when one zoom would do the job better
—and more cheaply). With this one
purchase, you've made the whole world
of photography more accessible, which,
when you think about it is a lot to get
out of a single investment.
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GIRLS @F MUN'@H (continued from page 133)

in the city’s coat of arms holds neither
cross nor sword but a foaming mug of
beer. The core of Munich—now known as
the Old City—developed as a tight con-
munity lorced 1o grow skywird by a tower-
studded brick wall that sirrounded and
compressed it, as 18th Century  poet-
chronologist Manrtin Huber wrote, “like a
corset around a voluptuous wench.” It
prospered through its geopolitically ad-
vantageous position on the Isar River,
growing [at from tolls collected  from
trade routes that passed through town. In
addition, the r brought abundant
lood and building materials hom the
rvich hinterland along the vim of the Alps.
By the 18th Century, with the ascendancy
of the pleasure-loving ducal house of Wit-
telshach, Munich had been coated with
baroque ornamentation—as il some ive-
pressible pastry maker had adorned his
favorite cuke with cver more complex
curlicues. The city's unabashed sensuality
expressed itsell even then: Walls were
covered with Irescoes ol Biblical scenes,
but their artists were obviously more
intrigued with glorilying the nude body
than with upholding the faith.

Physically, downtown  Mumich  looks
almost the same today as it did 150 yeirs
ago. but much of this well-preserved
weasure ol lustorical architecture is es-
sentially [raudulent. The heart of Mu-
nich was aunibilated during the bombing
raids of World Wi Two. In monumen-
tal tribute o the stubbornness of its city
fathers, who relused all ruck with maod-
ernization, the Old City was rebuilt in
its own image. Those winding streers,
gabled  voofs, church  towers, palace
fromts, even the three medieval gates—
all are asatz. Local sativist Wolfram
Sicheck wrote: “What the authorities cre-
ated was a genuine predecessor of Dis-
neyland. A sort of instant. but improved.
past.  Meadieval patina and - high-speed
elevators within.”

Architecture is the only arca in which
Munich can justly be labeled  conserv-
ative. . Otherwise, it's  a  freewheeling
metropolis that  accommodines—indeed,
welcomes—diversity in all lorms, espe-
cially female, It always has. For graph-
ic prool. visit sprawling Nvmphenburg
Castle, & royal pleasure preserve during
the reign of the Wittelsbachs,  Upon
entering  the  towering reception hall,
turn lelt past a long row of ornate
chambers into a0 spacious corner room.
There the walls are covered with 36
masterful portraits of 36 beawiful givls
—the mistresses ol King louis 1 of
13 ., colleared over four decades of
outstanding potency. Louis’ tastes were
both  democratic and  eclectic, and  in
his Schanheisgalerie (gallery of female
beauty), a  dimple-checked  Miinchen
bitker's ditughter hangs next to a Vien-
nese countess of doubtful ancestry, a

fresh-complexioned  Berchtesgaden  Lom
girl beside an aristocratic British lady.
A short while ago. a well-heeled Munich
bachelor, an expert on his any's amorous
history. ber Iriends tluee boitles of Dom
Perignon that. with the aid ol a catalog
ol the Schignheitsgalevie, he could find on
any Thursday evening at Ebsch Privee. a
chic night spot. the modern epitome ol
cach ol the types portraved o the paint-
ings. But he succeeded o only 35 in-
stinces. The one he couldn’t duplicate
—the portrait high in the upperlen
corner, in the worst possible light—was
that of rvaven-haived adventuress Lola
Montez. a dancer whose  financial  de-
mands supposedly cost poor Louis his
throne. Lola subsequently recouped her
lortunes on the San Francisco stage at
the height of the gold rush. If her like
doesn’t exist in Munich today. it's be-
cause none ol the city's givls me so
mercenary.

While his girl-collecting operation was
in full swing. Louis dispatchal min
ions throughow Ewrope 10 search out
talent. But around the beginning of the
20th Century. voung women began vush-
ing into town on their own. They cune
from everywhere—darkeyved  Russian
revolutionarics preaching Iree love, Brit-
ish suffrageties precursing today’s femi-
nists, French chamtenses vediting erotic
prose i library cellars, dreamy-eved Vi
ennese artistes steeped moart nowvean, a
steam ol Prassinn bluestodkings  sam-
pling unaccustomed license, and Isadora
Duncan, baring her breasts on the table-
tops of the Simplissimus  cabaret,  al-
wiys numnaging 1o cover hersell a split
sccomd belore the police wrrived. It was a
new. uninhibited bohemia, but jts splen-
dor began to dim during World War
One—and by 1918 had Laded our com-
pletely, as the ciny's creative forces were
sapped by Berling Such former Munich
residents s Bertolt Bredt seitled i the
northern capital. and the emancipated
girls lollowed. Had an article on The
Girls of Munich been atempied in the
post-Versailles era, it could have heen
compressed into a single pauagraph ac-
companicd by no more than three pho-
tographs, none ol them very revealing,

But just as Berlin's new importance
drew attention fromm Munich an the end
ol the First World Wi, so did its politi-
cil tsolation alier the Second thaust the
Bavarian capital back into the limelight.
Germany’s 1esarging encrgies sought new
business centers. and  Munich, having
survived the wildest diamas of the Nazi
era with relative indifference, caughi on.
Germany's renascent cconomic prosperity
looked Kindly on Munich’s hucolic sin-
roundings and its proximity 10 Austria,
Taly and Swizerland, Fist came the
movie business, then the ready-to-wear
industry, cosmetics producers, high-class

retailers.  photographic, electronic and
automotive  concerns,  publicrelations
firms. TV, model agencies. publishers: in
short, scores of enterprises, all necding
skilled  scoretaries and  anactive  recep-
tionists. Here—long before they became
the rage in London and New York—
houtiques and discothéques prolilerated.
The pace was sell-generm and  the
word spread: In Munich there were jobs,
money and lots of people having good
times. The givls poured in, and they've
been arriving ever since. Yon can see
them alighting [rom planes at Riem In-
ternational Airport, careving their hags
Irom wains pulling into the Haupthan-
hol. driving their own cns or climbing
out ol someone else's.

Given this sizable influx ol outside
talent, native girls are relatively hard 1o
find, though casy 1o recognize. The home-
grown Miinchnerin hoasts finely chiscled
fcarures. a snub nose and a penchant lor
dirndls.  Her outspoken  independence
and her lusty appetite lor life hespeak the
Celtic ancestry she shares with her French
and Irish cousins. Her joie de wdvre ont-
weighs whatever remorse she mighe feel.
as o not overzealous Catholic, toward sin:
alwer all. what's the conlessional forz Her
ibred curiosity makes meeting and dat-
ing her casy, and the competition she's
Luely endured. from long-legeed northern
invaders, makes her even more agreeable
than she might have been a few years
ago.

Ihe newcomers from the north, for
whom the word Frauwleinenndey was
coined by a Munich journalist, we for
the most part bluc-eyved, blonde-maned,
high-checkboned and marow-waisted. In
the past wen years, they have descended
on Munich in enormous numbers, [rom
Schleswig-Holstein,  Hambwrg,  Berlin,
Westphalia, Lower  Saxony  and
Germany. You see them  everywhere,
striding braless down the street in tight
Jeans and boots.

Munich is loremost a party town, and
at any ol the beuer festvities—where,
since the nmumber present is alwiys triple
the guest list, gie crashing is not only
simple but expected—there is likely 1o
be a dircle of eager admirers gathered
around a single loreign girl. Until a few
vears ago, she was almost invariably Vi-
cnnese. Munich holds a great ataction
for these coy and crotic dharmers [rom
the imperial ¢ty on the Dimube. One
such redhead was heard o complain:
“Back home, all we have ave three res
taurants, one har and the Opera Ball
cach vear, umil boredom and lack ol
opportunity force us to team up with
the man our parems picked out in the
fivst place.” This particular Viennes:
sell-exile, still single, is happily working
in the dassicalaecords department  of
Mumich's largest bookstore. “Just  call
me wther  victiim of  Vienna's  girl
drain,” she says. "By now, most of my
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girlfriends have moved here. In Munich,
we feel appreciated, wanted. close to the
good things of life and—above all—{free
to do what we want. Besides, if things get
too wild, I can always drive back to
Vienna in four hows"” Then a sugges-
tive smile. “T'wo and a hall. if somebody
gives me a ride in his Ferrari.,”

Today the Viennese is being chal-
lenged by growing numbers of Asian
girls, lithe, proudly sensitive women
from the new Aflvican states, U.S. coeds
secking mail (and males) at the Ameri-
can Express olfice on Promenadeplatz
amd, more rarely, the British birds, who,
like their sisters from Scandinavia, usu-
ally land in Munich as anline hostesses.
The city’s openness makes it a marvel-
ous plice for striking up casual ac-
quaintances  with  French  or  Italian
beauties who, back home in Paris or
Rome, would remain depressingly inac-
cessible. Munich also boasts a remarka-
ble mrray of worldly eastern European
girls: Czechs, Poles, Hungarians, Yugo-
slavs, Balts—even a growing community
ol Russians. (Be cawdoned, however,
that the ease of an encounter with a
Soviet-bloc  girl may be misleading,
Spying is a major business in Munich.
Many a good-time companion appeases
her appetite for luxury by taking co-
pious notes in invisible ink alter what
has scemed to her date an  innocent
social cvening.)

In Munich's society, girls inhabit two
overlapping cultures—the underground
and the aristocracy. In the Schwabing
district, Munich's equivalent of Green-
wich Village, liberated tradition ante-
dates the time when Lenin lived there,
and the rules of deportment, dress and
grooming extend the carnival mood of
Fasching and  Oktoberfest throughout
the year, An onslaught of hippies in
the Sixties was taken as a matter of
course; and even now that the Wood-
stock generation has come of age, its
vouth have lingered on in this area of
Munich—a place where lile is free from
the disapproval of judgmental neigh-
bors. (Given its proximity to Turkey,
drugs were an aceepted  part ol the
Munich  demimonde long before they
gaincd popularity in the West.) When
you cxplore the Schwabing district, some
of the girls you meet may turn out to be
the descendants of rich (or once-rich) no-
blemen who established a foothold in
Munich centuries ago. and who periodi-
cally descend from castles and palaces 10
attend socicety gatherings. The presence
of such families as Hapsbwrg and Ho-
henzollern in Munich results in a nowable
surplus of princesses, duchesses, marque-
sas, contessas, baronesses and all the oth-
cr tall, cool, tweedy, light-complexioned
women  whose matched-pearl  necklaces
and carrings betray the von prefixed o
their names. Living the good life in

“AllI have to declare is a little pot.”

Munich constitutes their one short chance
at lreedom before they are forced into the
responsibilities that are the price of noble
bload. Cognizant of the unspoken time
limit on their liberation, they become
determined, almost strident hedonists.

A first-time visitor to Munich could
begin his stay practically anywhere, but
there are  three  particularly  fruitful
points of departure. Above all, there is
the wide, poplar-lined Leopoldsuasse, the
boulevard that begins ar the Sicgestor
—the war-damaged victory gate inten-
tionally maintained as a ruin. The side-
walks of this mainstream are lined with
cafés. ice-cream shops and pizza parlors,
which. from ecarly spring 10 late No-
vember, areate the only German equiva-
Ient of an Italian corso. Single girls
abound here, alone or in pairs. not only
not minding but expecting to be ap-
proached. An accepted method is to
strike up a conversation in hont ol one
of the many paintings displayed along
the boulevard. I1 the givls reluse, they'll
do so apologetically. During the day. the
street fills with coeds [rom the nearby
university and art academy. Toward
sunset. the subway brings more strollers
Irom other quarters.

During rainy days—and the chill
months of the year—the action moves 10
the Cita 2000. This threestory enter-
tainment and shopping conglomerate is
an indoor promenade that houses, in
addition o its vavious dining and win-
ing [lacilities, two dozen boutigues, an
art-movie  house, a gambling palace,
hairdresser and wig salons, a navel agen-
cv. jewelers, perfumers—and a  well-
stocked sex shop. The third stop on
your Munich social itinerary should be
the Bayerischer Hof. a luxury hotel
ranking with the posh Continental or
the gracious Vier Jahveszeiten. But the
Bayerischer Hof, located on a quaint
square just bencath the twin towers ol
the Frauenkirche, is unique. Owner Falk
Volkhaxde, a aalty enweprencur. has
wansformed and greatly expanded what
was a slightly dusty Lamily business into
his own vision of an establishment total-
ly dedicated to the pursuit of splendid
Ieisure. Here, one makes friends in the
large foyers and bars with the same case
one expects at a vesort on the Rivieri.
Atop the building, a swimming pool.
protected from inclement weather by a
sliding rool, tecems with bikinied sun
bithers. The hotel’s restaurants include
a grill specializing in Argemine steaks
and the Lugest branch of Trader Vic's
cast of New York. Name bands plavi
in the barnsize night cdub  downstairs
draw single givls by the dozens, and each
carnival season the fourstory ballroom
becomes the setting for some of the
loliday's most audacious costume  par-
tics. There's a 600-scan theater, a luxuny
shopping center whose tenants range
from Dior and Pucci to specialists in




pre-Columbian art. Volkharde has also
converted the adjoining Montgelas Pa-
lais into an annex furnished with rococo
suites that look as if they've been there
for centuries.

For the most part, Munich’s great
restaurants are not spots for finding ac-
quaintances so much as places to take
them o, Of course, there are exceptions;
for an unattached out-of-towner. lunch-
con at Kiiler's will probably prove prof-
itable. This erstwhile food shop has
grown into a popular luncheon hang-
out. located atop three stories of the
best delicatessen  fare outside of TFort-
num and Mason’s. The newly opened
branch of Zurich’s Movenpick, in the
ornate Kiinstlerhaus, draws equally chic
crowds: but Bouner's, a quiet back room
on the Theatinerstrasse, is still rvelative-
ly undiscovered. Abundant pulchritude,
though move in the form of the matron-
ly Frawenwunder than of the maiden-
ly Friuleinwunder, abounds at eclegant
Humpimayr’s. And for the past few
years, female radiance at its brightest
has also been found—and approached
—at La Cave, a candlelit cellar on the
Maximilianstrasse, whose kitchen stays
open until three A

While the list of Munich's restaurants
is staggering, the number of night clubs,
discothéques, sn'ipp(:rics and mere bars
in which to make contact is even larger
—but less dependable. Naturally, there
are many potluck discos, of which Tif-
finy’s, Subway, Cin-Cin and Crash are
presently the best known; but they
might be forgotten tomorrow, then re
decorated and reopened under a new
name next week. Not unlike Paris, Mu-
nich also has a limited number of more
cnduring  spots, exclusive rather than
advertised, where it's not ecasy to gain
status as a regular. Most noteworthy is
the Anyway. a hidden, ill-lic but ornate
and incredibly noisy cubicle in the Old
City. It's a must lor the Beautiful People
and for artists and movic directors
seeking new faces. Ebsch Privée assembles
the blue blood; Simpl awracts the in-
tellectuals; and since Munich’s veteran
raconteur, James Graser, resumed its man-
agement, the St. James Club again main-
tains a precarious balance between a
friendly haven for lun-secking innocents
and a place where ladies of considerable
experience can meet strangers discreetly.
1f you don't mind rubbing shoulders
with some authentic weirdos, go to the
Piper Club at the Kurfistenplatz, dec-
orated in a Hindustyle, gold-papier-
miché scheme that may well have been
inspired by a Thirties Hollywood horror
movie. (One dollar here for a well-
rolled joint) Kinki, a late-hour water-
ing spot on the Oskar von Miller Ring,
provides thrills of a different sort. It's
headquarters  for  the local  mafiosi—
filled with swarthy, sated-looking voung
men quite ready to part with their stun-

“Land sakes! Fuvery day for two weeks! Haven't
you two found that needle yet?”

ning companions lor a time—and a fee.

Most of Munich's strip joints are fos-
sils from an age ol puritanism. The one
exception is the Eve Cabaret, which pre-
sents a wellstaged, quick-paced  erotic
show and has some “temporarily out ol
work” models on hand to help reduce
the stock of vintage champagne. Prosti-
tution in Munich isn’t a major industry;
too much of the competition is free.
Except for a short beat along the Brien-
nerstrasse (where for $10 or so you can
pick up—or be picked up by—the
poules de luxe in their new Mercedes),
the police have exiled ordinary street-
walkers to main arteries beyond the city
limits, where they can be found waiting
for passing motorists. But this sort of
cncounter isn't recommended and vol-
ume is shrinking every year,

During two anything-gocs periods
cach year—Fasching and Oktoberfest—
the need to resort to love for hire is
even less likely. The motivations of the
pre-Lenten Fasching weeks are similar 1o
those of the 18th Century Venctian
carnival, during which the inhabitants of
Venice customarily donned masks 1o as
sume new identities and  pursue new
adventures. New  Orleans” Mardir Gras
had a parallel genesis. In modern AMu-
nich, for a period that lasts, depending
on the irregularitics of the Gregorian
calendar, [rom four 1o seven weeks,
nearly 1000 public costume parties per-
mit the enterprising male—and female
—to wear disguises in which clownery
and sex are the dominating factors.
Some of the entertainments. such as the
Grosse Glocke at the Regina Palace Ho-
tel, attract thousands of prety givls in

every state of undress. And the only
adjective to describe the early-morning
hours of James Graser's annual “Hip-
podrom™ at the Baverischer Hof is—
orgiastic. Fasching veterans, however, pre-
fer 10 flock o artists’ private partics,
which compete with one another in
their level of sensuousness and in the in-
tensity of the hangover theyre apt to
produce.

The Okuoberfest, 16 days ol beer-drink-
ing debauchery, started 160 years ago as
an innocuous celebration honoring the
wedding of an obscure Wittelsbach. The
idea caught on so well with the burghers
that they decided to repeat it annuaily.
It now resembles a giant fanw wheve an
especially powent beer, brewed only for
this occasion, is dispensed [rom huge
tents.

Since the number of annual visitors to
Oktoberfest roughly equals the crowd
that it is estimated will gather here for
the 1972 Summer Olympics. Munich is
facing the games with relative equanim-
ity, particularly since it has spent the
past year improving its mass-transit sys-
tem and expanding its hotel facilities.
Still, the period between August 26, when
the games begin, and October 8. when
Okioberfest ends, is expected 1o be the
most hectic, probably the most memo-
rable and perhaps even the most pleas-
urable in the city's history. Miinchner
generally agree with Sieglried Sommer,
erudite writer on the city: “Munich has
withstood the Prussians, Hitler, the
hombs, and will revert to itself once the
Olympics are over.” Who could ask fo

more?
Y |
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people, places, objects and events of interest or amusement

TRAVELING BY THE BOOK

Whether it’s in Missouri, Belgium or Uganda, Iree lodgings and congenial
company await the itinerant who's hip enough to be listed in “Travelers’
Dircctory 7 Edited by Peter Kacalanos, at a “secret location at 51-02

39th Avenue, Woodside, New York,” the 12-year-old, nonprofit hook—

its motto “One Nation Underground”—is published every six months and
currently has 1500 entries. But here’s the kicker: To obtain a copy of the
directory, you must agree to be listed in it. Listees, incidentally,

also reccive a magazine, Trips, and "The Anemic Traveler,” “The
Newslener with Poor Circulation.” It shouldn’t stay poor for long.

MEAN MACHINE

The Fun Car Libenta, a product of the forbiddingly named Mcéan Motor
Engincecring firm, Li¢ge, Belgium, comes in kit form. For $700—plus
shipping charges—you reccive a chassis, a fiberglass body that suggests a
cross between a Corvette and a jecp (low front end sweeping abruptly to
vertical windshield and roll bar) and special steering. Combine that with
a Renault 8 or 10 engine, wheels, etc., and you have the first radical
alternative to the Volkswagen dune buggy. There are no U. S. dealer-

ships, so you must order directly from

the manufacturer, who says it takes

120 hours to build your Mcéan machine.

NICKEL-AND-DIME STUFF
While Jack Varncey, the Beverly Hills
custom shirtmaker, would hardly think
of his salon as a five-and-ten,

that’s the notion that may occur to you
after viewing his collection of nickel

and dime cuff links. Each coin

has had its background carclully cut
away—and [or such craftsmanship, 330

a pair scems small change, indeed.

ROLL 'EM, PAY 'EM

If your loved one merits a gift costing
S17,120 and u P, You can now have a 16-mm,
color, half-hour documentary film made

of her life. Credit Jay Livingston, who has
enlisted 11 associated production companices
to stand at the ready with lights and

cameras awaiting possible action. A Life In
The Day Of productions will use almost any
visual technique; and, as producer-purchaser,
if you like to play FBI, you can cven

throw your subject a concealed-camera party.




LINKS FOR KINKS

What with the strikes in Rome and a new govern-

ment every two weeks, our Italian [riends have
naturally turned to sex as the only reasonable
mcans of coping with modern life. They've even
invented a new twist for it—in this case,

a metal valise on which a chain is emwined.
Coming in lengths up to over 40 feet, the chain
is available in nickel-, bronze- and gold-plated
models. The valise, also of various metals.
stands about two feet high. Bravi, a Milan design
group, sells this kinky “sculpture” for $88.50
and up. I you've any questions concerning its
uses, read the Story of O or consult De Sade.

BREAD FOR THE CORN

“The first adult popcorn”™—that’s what some
corn connoisscurs arce calling the variety pro-
duced by Orville (“Reddy™) Redenbacher of
Valparaiso, Indiana. Orville's brand of corn,
which is grown from a special hybrid sced that
pops up larger than most kernels, also has the
distinction of being the “world’s most expen-
sive popping corn”—a 30-ounce jar retails for
about 51.09. compared with 29 cents for it two-
pound bag of the pedestrian stuff. But keep in
mind a further expense—the only refreshment
worthy of it is a chilled magnum ol Taittinger.

WHO NEEDS BUSBY BERKELEY?

The Haus-Rucker-Company is a group of wildly imaginative artists,
designers and architects in New York who specialize in creating way-
out urban toys. (Last April, they fed 10,000 with an edible scale
model of Central Park.) Their latest endeavor is Big Piano, a 140-
foot keyboard structure to be displayed this summer at Documenta
5, a design exhibition in Kassel, Germany. The piano's 90 keys are
actually stairs that produce melodic cadences when stepped on.

And 1o top it all off, the steps disappear into a

machine-made cloud. Climb it again, Sam.

YE GADS, LITTLE LADY,
WHAT A LOVELY PAIR!

Should you be stuck in Philadel-
phia—or anywhere else, for that
matter—and wish to kill time

with a brand-new game of chance,
look fora W. C. Ficlds Chickadee
Poker set. The object of Chickadce,
it scems, is to connive, chisel

and cheat your opponents out ol
their Morals, Scruples and Prin-
ciples chips, leaving the nice guys
to finish last. Stop that whimper-
ing, Cuthbert J. Twillic; we never
could stand 1o sce a fourflusher cry.

OVERDRAWN ACCOUNT

In these days ol computerized banking, it's nice to know that
you can project your very own image—or that of your dog or
mistress—into your personal financial picture. The Bank of
Marin in San Rafael, California, currently is offering accounts
with the depositor’s choice of photo or artwork superimposcd
on his checks. Response has been phenomenal, so expect your
fricndly neighborhood banker to cash in on the craze soon.
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SEX & SIN IN SHEBOYGAN

Street Journal, in a story about renewed
enforcement of archaic sex laws, possibly
as a way of harassing welfare recipients
and student activists, cited Sheboygan as
a notorious example. A British journal-
ist saw the story and went to Sheboygan
with good cheer to set the record
straight. He returned home and filed a
story for once of London's dailies head-
lined “SHEBOYGAN: TOWN OF PEEPING
roMs.” Chiel Frank didn’t like that kind
ol treatment, especially since he had gone
down to the office on a Sunday morning
to give the man his interview.

In fact, said Chief Frank, his depart-
ment never aggressively lerrets out con-
sensual crimes. His police  investigate
only when such cases are dumped on
their doorstep. The cases resule from
citizen complaints. His job is to enforce
the law, and il such laws are not en-
forced elsewhere, he doesn't see how
other cities avoid enforcement. He
suspects that blame for Sheboygan's rec-
ord, which he believes to be less excep-
tional than some have caimed, hies with
the legal profession. He believes Sheboy-
gan lawyers encourage their clients to
bring morals charges to beel up their
divorce cases. The boys down in Madi-
son, in the state legislature, ought to
change the law, Chiel Frank said.
There’'s a difference, he believes, be-
tween the kind of man he called John
Q. Lunchbox, down at the factory, who
is arrested for lewd and lascivious behav-
tor and pays his 335 fine and goes back
10 the factory a hero, and a doctor or
schoolteacher or police officer who is
similarly arrested and pays his fine but
has his career ruined. T don’t think
that’s justice, said Chief Frank. I think
that’s injustice.

But Jim Decko flaunted his situation.
The sister of a detective lived in the
same building, the chief said, and a
police captain lived next door. By his
behavior, Decko held them up to ridi-
cule. We told him this couldn’t go on,
said the chicf, but it went on anyway.
Chief Frank also said that Shebovgan is
a good place to raise a family and he
intended 1o keep it that way.

Stung by Frank’s relusal to negotiate,
Decko submitted his resignation to the
Sheboygan school board and left for the
weekend. When he got back, he found
his picture on the front page of the
newspaper under the headline ™ 'rec’
DIRECTOR, DECKO, RESIGNS.” The lead said
that he had been charged with a morals
offense. One of the first things he did
that day was shave off the mustache he
hidl been growing and have his side-
burns shortened and his hair cut.

The Shebovgan County district attor-
ney had jurisdiction in Jim Decko's case.
His name is Lance Jones and he is an

186 clusive man. He has been known to

(continued from page 130)

speak to the press, but he doesn't take
calls from pravBov. He is not yet 30, is
single and lives at home. He is an “ac
tive” district attorney who likes police
work and rides with the pawol cars
whenever he can. He is believed to show
promise of a considerable political fu-
ture i Wisconsin. After Decko had
been charged with lewd and lascivious
behavior, his auorney, Peter Bjork, ap-
pealed to District Attorney Jones to con-
sider amending or dismissing the charges
to avoid destroying Decko's career. Jones
responded with a formal letter to the
judge who would hear the case and
carboned “all law-enforcement agencies.”
The letter said that lewd and lascivious
charges were not negotiable and would
be fully prosecuted. The leter angered
Bjork, and he responded with a letwer 1o
the judge that described Lance Jones
sarcastically as “savior of the morals of
Sheboygan  County.” Bjork said that
henceforth he would enter a plea of not
guilty for every client charged with a
consensual sex crime and would insist
on a jury trial. "Il the district attorney’s
office has nothing better to do,” Bjork
wrote, “than to play around with this
sort of matter, it apparendy has plenty
of time to clog up its own office and the
cowrt’s docket by trying all cases 1o con-
clusion.” In fact, in 1969, faced with a
heavier-than-usual  load of  consensual
sex cases. Jones had reduced most of
them to charges of disorderly conduct.
With the Decko case, and without giv-
ing any reason for his decision, Jones
maugurated a new and more punitive
policy of full prosecution—a policy,
Jones's decision made clear, that was
optional and arbitrary.

Decko left town, fust to Chicago and
then to Los Angeles. In L. A, encour-
aged by Bjork, he agreed to fight the
case. The Playboy Foundation offered
financial support. Bjork filed a legal
brief in Sheboygan County Court that
supported a motion to dismiss the Decko
charges on the grounds that they were
unconstitutionally vague and overbroad
and violated Decko's vight to privacy.
Judge John G. Buchen, county judge of
branch number two of the Sheboygan
County Court, soon denied the motion.
In his opinion, the laws in question
were clear to common understanding
and applied to a specific kind of behav-
ior. He noted that the constitutional
right to privacy is subject to the law,
including Wisconsin's lewd and  lasciv-
ious law. The defendants, Judge Buch-
en wrote, “see nothing wrong in their
alleged conduct and thercfore [leel] they
should not be subject to any criminal
penalty. H this is the position taken by
these defendants and others of the young
er generation, their remedy is through the
legislature, not the cowts. It should

be remembered that the legislature re-
enacted the lewd and lascivious statute
in its present form in 1955 in the gen-
eral revision of the aiminal code of
‘Wisconsin.

“The state of Wisconsin,” Judge Buch-
en concluded, “has a legitimate interest
and duty to uphold moral dignity and
general wellare of its citizens, and what
constitutes conduct harmful to such pub-
lic interest is for the state legislature tc
decide. . . . A state Jaw may not be in-
validated on due-process grounds because
[it] may be unwise, improvident or om
of harmony with a particular school of
thoughe.”

Judge Buchen’s father was an attorney
and a Wisconsin state semator. He
studied history in college under the
famous historian  Frederick  Jackson
Turner, who revolutionized the study of
American  history at the wun ol the
century by proposing that the advancing
Western  [rontier made Americans  the
civilized and democratic people they are.
Gustave Buchen ook up Turner’s im-
plicit challenge and late in life pub-
lished privately a history of Shebovgan
County. He thought the county had a
past ““as colorful and romantic as can be
found anywhere,” but that today “farms,
towns, schools, churches and factories
- . . provide the comforts ol life and the
amenitics of civilization where only raw
and untamed nawmre had since the dawn
of time held sway.” Gustave Buchen is
dead, but his face and his political name
live on in his son, whose eyes shine as
bright and whose hair is cut as close
above the cars.

The present Judge Buchen was She-
boygan County district attorney during
the Fiftics, when the county was noto-
rious throughout Wisconsin for its whore-
houses. *“There was quite a hullabaloo,”
Judge Buchen told me in his chambers
on the fourth floor of the county court-
house. *“The League of Women Vorers
and other do-good organizations were get-
ting quite irate about the number of
houses of ill fame. I remember sceing an
article in a Minncapolis paper pointing
out that Sheboygan County was the place
to go. I didn't run on iy ticker of re-
form, but there was a growing feeling that
Sheboygan County wasn’t very proud of
its reputation. Busloads of college kids
used to come up from Madison. So 1 did
start an investigation with the help of
what were then called state beverage-tax
agents. We raided the houses several
times and finally brought padlock pro-
ceedings. It ok practically a year to get
rid of them. But as diswrict atorney,
other than in twmt area of morals, I
didn’t prosccute except where necessary.
I'm sure the cases ol adultery and forni-
cation and lascivious conduct I did pros-
ccute were very isolated. The increase
in prosecutions came alter my time. For
what reasons 1 don’t know. More and




more of these cases were investigited and
prosccuted. Once something  like  that
starts, successor district attorneys can't
very well stop it. I'm sure there aren’t
many communities where some neighbor
can call up the police department and
say, ‘I've seen his car out there night
alter night, 1 know she's separated Irom
her husband but not divorced.” and get
the police o investigate. | remember
when T was district attorney, il some
body came to me with a complaint like
that—usually it would be a wile who
suspected her hushand—came to me like
that without prool, I'd say, ‘If you don’t
want to live with him. get a divorce, this
is grounds for divoree, this is your per-
sonal problem, not a community prob-
lem.” Most prosccutors ttke that point
ol view. In the first place, you've got
enough crime  that you're concerncd
about without ferreting out this type of
thing.”

Judge Buchen’s beliel that conscensuil
sex erimes ae relatively harmless s
probably reflected in his usual hine for
such crimes, $3%5 and costs, about as still
as a fine for speeding. But in the Decko
case, he was not willing to carry his
belief further and throw the law itself
out ol his court. “I wasn't about 10
declare the statute unconstitutional. T
wish Pete had taken that up to the
Supreme Court. 1l I'd sitid 1t was uncon-
stitutional, 1t wouldn’t mean it was, ex-
cept for the purposes ol the case. I
I had said so, it would have resulted in
the dismissal ol the case. No one would
have been able o bring any more cases
ol that kind in my court. Wouldn't pre-
vent them from going 1o some other court.
We have three county courts and a circuit
court that have almost identical jurisdic-
tion.” Judge Buchen was elected. not
appointed, to office. You can imagine, in
Shebovgan County, where they closed
down the whorchouses only yesterday
but where cohabitition is still a hving
crime, what an opponent might have 10
say il Jndge Buchen ook a firmer stand.

In California, Decko wasn't laring
well. No work in reareation turned up,
possibly because prospective  employers
were checking back with the Sheboygan
school board. possibly because  Califor-
nia is a veritable ontdoor gymunasium
ol vecreation divectors at least as well
qualified as Decko was. He went six
weeks without a job belore accepting a
position as a salesclerk, and he lost that
job because he cashed a customer’s bad
check. In some desperation he hecme a
night guard at a factory, and one night,
brooding over his decline, he drove 10 a
town an howr from Los Angeles and
parked in a parking lot and slashed his
wrists. The police lound him before he
bled to death and veturned him to L. AL
With some encouragement, he commit-
ted himsell o a mental hospital but

“Last night he told me to open my moiuth and
close my eyes—and, like a fool I did!”

stayed only a few days and then checked
out. When the police found him again,
he had taken a boule of tranquilizers
and had passed out on a beach. He
wanted no more institutional  group
therapy. When he had slept off  the
tranquilizers, he got in his car and drove
to Ohio. Home.

A movement is abroad in Wisconsin
to clear the books ol consensual sex Liws.
and gambling and prostitwion laws. too.
A year ago, Governor Patrick ]. Lucey
appointed a Citizens' Study Committee
on Olfender Rehabilitation. That com-
mittee recommended removing criminal
prohibitions  among consenting  adults
for gambling. fornication, adultery. “sex-
wal  perversion,”  lewd and  lascivious
hehavior, lewd. obscene or indecent mat
ter, pictures or performances, and prosti-
tation.  State avorney  general  Robert
W. Warren takes issue with the commit-
tee’s recommendations. “The repeal of
our criminal statutes [in these matters].”
he told a meeting of the Wisconsin dis
trict attorneys’ association. “in no way
improves criminal justice. It in no way
represents a disciplined or professional
response to social problems.” Whatever
that means. Warren lound the idea ol
repealing laws against prostitution “most
shocking of all.” The report said that le-
mal prostitution would protect prostitutes
from criminal exploitation. Warren cited
a “Kidnap-torture-prostitution  ring™ re-
cently uncovered in Madison 1o prove his
contencion that prostitution is a sordid

business not deserving of legal protection.

A Wisconsin circuit judge ruled this
year that the Wisconsin law that finds
only female prostitution illegal is not
discriminatory against women. “No one
but a female can be a prostitute,” Judge
W. L. Jackman of the Dane County
Circuit Court wrote to explain his deci-
sion. “The female alone is capable of
the repeated and  indisaiminate inter-
course which mikes prostitution a prof-
itable occupation.” In [lact, of course,
male prostitutes service far more cliems
in an average night than female prosti-
tutes do.

Jim Decko got a job manmaging a de-
partment in a Penney’s store in Toledo,
and for a time seemed o be recovering
[rom his depression. He wasn't. He was
quictly going mad. After a party on
Halloween night in 1971, he cat himsell
up some more. LOre a gas stove ofl a wall
and swallowed another bottle ol wan-
quilizers.  Friends recommended  wreat-
ment. He wanted no more treatment.
He said he knew that alter treatment his
life would never be the same—which is
the point of tremiment, but he didn’t see
that point. He wanted his life o be
the same as it had been belore Sheboy-
gan, before he was publicly branded a
criminal for a crime for which he had
yet been ried. He had been a
successlul person. He wanted to be suc
cessful again. Penney’s fired him for lack
ol iniriative,

not

Ray Schrank is a Madison attorney. He
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was assistant district attorney in Sheboy-
Came

gan when the

Lanee Jones was his immediate superior.
“1 think both Lance Jones and Ouklev
Frank had the atttude that they would

Decko

Case

enforce the law.” Schrank savs. “If some-
up.  one called them, they would send someone
out. If a case came up. it would be inves
tigated and charged. I don’t think [the
Decko case] had a high priority with

Lance. 1 suspect the reason for enlorcing
the consensual sex laws is to get convie-
uons. Most people who are charged on a
morals charge will plead guiliy, so you
ger a lot of convictions. Eighty percent

STATE PENALTIES FOR

STATE ADULTERY COHABITATION FORNICATION CRIMES AGAINST NATURE=®* GENERAL LEWDNESS
up to 6 months up to 6 months 2-10 years up to 12 months
ABLE and/or $100 up and/or $100 up (a.b,c,d) and/or up to $500
up to 3 months 1to 2 years X 3-12 months
ALASKA or up to $200 and/or up to §500 1-10years (&) or §50-$500
1-5 years (a)
ARIZONA up to 3 years up o 3 years 5-20 years (b, ¢) 1-5 years
ARKANSAS $20-$100 1-21 years (a, b, ¢)
up to 1 year up to 15 years (a) up to 6 months
CALIFORNIA and/or up to $1000 not less than 1 year (b, c) and/or up to $500
COLORADO
up to 12 months up to 12 months and/or up to up to 6 months
CONNECTICUT and/or up to $1000 $1000 (c, d) and/or up to $1000
up to 1 year up to 3 years plus sentence at the
DELAWARE and/or up to $500 up to $1000 (g, b, ¢) court’s discretion
DISTRICT OF up to 1 year up to 6 months up to 90 days
COLUMBIA and/or up to $500 and/or up to $300 and up to $250
up to 12 months up to 60 days up to 60 days up to 1 year (under up to 60 days
FLORIDA and/or up to $1000 and/or up to $500 and/or up fo $500 common law) (a, b, ) and/or up to $500
up to 12 months up to 12 months 1-20 years (a, b) up to 12 months
GEORGIA and/or up to $1000 and/or up to $1000 1-5 years (c and/or up to §1000
(m:}'l ; 2;;5_211%lhs 1-3 d
and/or -3 months up to 20 years and up to up to 1 year and/or
HAWANI* (women) 2-4 months or $10-§50 $1000 (2, b, ¢) up to $1000
and/or $10-§30
IDAHO 3 months-3 years 6 months and/or 6 months and/or not less than 5 years 6 months and/or
and/or $100-$1000 $300 $300 (a,b,cd) $300
ILLINOIS up to 1 year up to 6 months up to 6 months
and/or up to $500 and/or up to $200 and/or up to $200
up to 6 months up to 6 months $100-$1000 (a, b, c) $5-5100
INDIANA and/or up to $500 and/or up fo $500 up to 2 to 14 years up to 6 months
up o 3 years or .
p to 6 months up to 6 months
10WA ggdl?:; {:1'300 or up to $200 up to 10 years (3, b, c) or up to $200
up to 1 month up to 6 months and/or up to 6 months
KANSAS and/or up to $500 up to $1000 (2, b, ¢) and/or up to $1000
up to 1 year and/or
KENTUCKY $20-§50 $20-350 2-5 years (a, b, ¢) up to $200
up to 5 years and/or up to 5 years
LOUISIANA up to $2000 (a, b, ¢) and/or up to $1000
up to 5 years up to 5 years up to 60 days up to 6 months
MAINE or up to $1000 or up to $300 plus up to §100 1-10 years (2, b, ¢, d) ar[t'd up to $25
up to 10 years and/or
MARYLAND 10 up to 60 days
$ ??}Bo(%l)tm (@.cd) and/or up to $50
up to 3 years or up to 3 years or up to 3 months or up to 5 years or $100-$1000 (a) up to 3 years
MASSACHUSETTS | ) 1o $500 up to $300 up to $30 up to 20 years (b, ¢) or up to $300
up fo 4 years up to 1 year or up to 5 years or up to 5 years or up to $2500 (a, d) up to 1 year or
MICHIGAN and/or up to $2000 up to $500 up to $2500 up to 15 years (b, c) |.|plJ to $5)lr]%a
up to 1 year up to 1 year and/or up to $1000
MINNESOTA and,(or.up to §1000 up to 90 days (a,b) up to 90 days
?doesnl apply if or up to $100 up to 90 days or up to $100 or up to §100
emale unmarried) (c,d)

NOTE: IN MANY STATES, THE VICLATIONS MuST BE PROVED TO BE "OPEN AND NOTORIOUS.”

* EMfective January 1, 1973, consensual sex between adults is legal under the revised Penal Code.

**Key: 2. Oral intercourse (Tellatio, cunnilingus)

b. Anal imtercourse

c. Sex with animals

d. Sex with the dead



convictions. That looks good. If they get
80 percent convictions from arrests, that
looks very good and that makes them feel
like theyre doing a job. It makes the
police look good when they apply for

[unds, when they apply for more officers,
when they apply to the city or for Feder-
al funding. And morals charges are easy
to get convictions on. because, first of all,
so many people when they're arrested are

probably guilty and, second of all, they're

embarrassed by their arrest and so they

plead guilty and get a S35 fine or some-
thing like that and they'd just as soon get
out r)[ the court and not have anybody

CONSENSUAL SEX OFFENSES

STATE ADULTERY COHABITATION | FORNICATION CRIMES AGAINST NATURE®® | GENERAL LEWDNESS
MISSISSIPPI ENo e i 1-10 years (b, ) orup 1o 3800
MISSOURI e e ioties Rih £vees (L Shaor v 1o 51000
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TEXAS $100-$1000 $50-5500 $50-8500 2-15 years (a, b,¢) Foz AL

up to up to
VERMONT andior op 10 $1000 g e o up to $300
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else know about it rather than drag it
on. Plus, because it's a misdemeanor,
these people do not have the right to
court-appointed counsel. Consequemtly,
unless they can afford an attorney, they
aren’t going to get an auorney into the
picture who's going 1o chailenge the
state either on the facts or on the law in
gencral. And so it’s kind of like disor-
derly conduct. The police use it because
they know they'll get a conviction on it.

“I think Sheboygan is a very bigoted
town."” Schrank concludes. “They can say,
Well, if people are violating the law,
then they ought 10 be prosecuted, bur 1
assume il they were violating that law,
they wouldn’t want to be prosecuted for
it. When you have people like that who
aren’t hurting anybody and you destroy
their lives, you aren’t fulfilling your role.
The court’s not fulfilling i1s role. No-
body's fulfilling his role. Because people’s
lives are being destroyed [or no reason
at all.”

Late in November, Jim Decko got
hold of a gun and walked out into a city
park one night and fired one shot ino
the air, perhaps 10 make sure the gun
worked, perhaps hallheartedly hoping
someone would hear it and save him
from himself. But no one came, no one
would save him, and alter a while,
breathing despair, overwhelmed by grief,
emptied at last of everything  except
dread, he turmed the gun around and
squeczed the migger and shot himself o
death. His body lay all night face down
in the snow. The police found it the
next morning. He died innocent even of
a victimless arime. The charge against
him was never tried.

Sheboygan didn’t kill Jim Decko, but
it is implicated in his death more than
accidentally. Suicide, sellamurder, com-
ments violently on every experience the
suicide has had of joy and sorrow and
love and hate and indifference, back all
the way to the nipple and the womb.
Like a contract torn in anger, it shreds
across the large print and the small. But
because it is i sickness, and because i is
constructed not ol present pain but of
past  experience, it is not inevitable,
Decko might have lived. The immediate
focus of his conllicc was Sheboygan's
capricious dedsion 1o select him  for
public humiliation. All his life his dis-
torted inner voice had warned him 10 be
a good boy. When he tried 10 be a man,
looking for his own way, that voice
sounded fordh again in the voice of the
community where he lived and thought
he had earned respect. Sounded [orth
with considerable cynicism. by the way,
and even now the principal officials in
the cise pass the buck. Many believe the
consensual sex laws are wrong.  Jim
Decko thought e was wrong. Sheboy-
gan rejected him. Perhaps sensing  his
despair. emplovers rejected him. Toward

190 the end, his terrified girl rejected him.

By then his anger had become patholog-
ical, and to conwrol that anger and also
o release that anger, he destroyed the
only world he dared destroy: himself.
And stilled his inner voice, but stilled
his human voice, too, forever.

Decko’s case isn't even typical of She-
boygan. A law so banal that it is used to
fatten police statistics ought to protect
the public from banal behavior, and, by
and large, that is what Wisconsin's con-
sensual sex laws do. A typical Sheboygan
case on the books involved a couple
living together in a twrailer near the
outskirts of town, The woman called the
police because the man had been beat-
ing her. The police arrived, discovered
that the two weren’'t married and
charged them both with lewd and lasciv-
ious behavior. They pleaded guilty and
were each fined $35 plus court costs.

Judge Buchen described another case
to me, a low comedy. A Shebovean wom-
an on the outs with her hushand picked
up two men in a bar and. as the judge
put it, “shacked up with them in the
back of their cu”™ and then was driven
to her home, where she “shacked up” with
them again. While the men were taking
turns with the woman, thev took wurng
relieving the house of her husband's gun
collection. The police stopped the men
because of the guns in their car; an
adultery charge followed when they made
their conlession.

In both cases. the police stumbled
onto the crime. That much, at least. is
unusual about them, becwse the usual
lewd and lascivious investigation in She-
boygan is initiated by a dp from a
neighbor or a relative. The tip leads the
police to conduct their own  investiga-
tion, thereby relieving the tipsier of the
distasteful democratic necessity of con-
fronting the accused.

A Jaw that buts into private lives
and sunders them with public humilia-
tion is squalid enough, but Wisconsin’s
lewd and lascivious law Is ¢ven more
squalid. because it isn't really designed
1o stop cohabitation: It is designed to
spare the sensibilities of neighbors who
might better spare their sensibilities sim-
ply by minding their own business. The
act of imagination required ol police is
also required of informers, who must
construct.  from the dim form ol a
parked car or the wink of a light going
out, those unmarried hodies joined in
criminal lubricity, and must wrench that
construction iwross cmotions ol outrage
and disgust. and then swell up indig-
nantly and all the police. And people
who can abuse themselves that way are
the kind of people the laws encourage.

The consensual sex laws in the Unit-
ed  States are backward and  bizarre.
Most of us agree on that by now. They
enjoin behavior that even our churches,
no avant-garde in such maters, have
approved within the conjugal bed—and

sometimes without it. They criminalize
behavior that harms no one, and there-
fore they encourage blackmail, including
the blackmail ol one spouse by another
at divorce proceedings. Even more dan-
gerously, they stand on the books as
an invitation to olhcials 10 use them
to harass minorities: welfare vecipients,
blacks, activists, all those with whose
opinions or life styles the oflicials do not
agree. That is part of what happened to
Jim Decko. Says Ray Schrank: “I think
one reason Lance Jones issued against
Jim Decko was because he could then
say, ‘Look, I'm not just going alier the
little people, I'm going alter the Dbig
people.” ™

As in every city where the police use
conscnsual sex laws for their own pur-
poses, Shebovgan's enforcement ol its laws
is capricious. Even the most conservative
application of Kinsey statistics 1o a aty
the size of Shebovgan indicates that far
more people must be breaking the law
than are caught. That is vue of most
kinds of crime. but people convicted of
burglary or robbery may at least be
assumed o have done some aciual harm
1o someone clse’s property or person.
Victimless crime does have its vicums:
the accused and their Families.

Nothing is right about Shebovgan's
enforcement of the consensual sex Iaws,
not the laws themselves, with their pious
horror of nonprocreative physical love,
1ot [l'lc (‘ll('(llll'agl‘l“('l" l]l(‘ Iil\\‘s. Ci-
forcement gives to sellrighteous Peeping
Toms. not the embarrassment or hard-
ship or worse that capricious enforce-
ment inflicts upon the laws™ victims. not
the cvnical and despicable use of convic-
tions to lard police and prosecutor statis-
tics, and not the damage done to the
radition of law itsell when it is used, as
it has been wsed by state legislatures, to
impose religious sanctions upon all of us
whether we like them or not.

Shebovgan has made isell notorious,
and the lesson ol that notoricty ought
not o be lost on us. Laws in the hands
of unscrupulous men, and laws in the
hands ol men with so many scruples
they would like to visit them upon us
all, are never dead letters. So long as
they are on the books, they can be
revived and  enforced.  No  politician
dares take a stand in [avor ol premarital
sex or homosexuality or cunnilingus,
nor should he presume to, those mat-
ters being private. But every politician
ought to take a stand m f{avor of our
vight to privacy. a right that consen-
sual sex laws violate. It is a right thag is
eroding in the United Sttes of America.
Ic s a right thae is finally the source and
the support ol all other rights, Without
it we would live looking over our shoul
ders like retreating thieves, and that is a
way no man cn live. Not Jim Decko,
not 1, and not vou.
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

I don't think McQueen has ever been
better, which is saying a lot. The pic-
ture’s about three days in the life ol a
bull vider, a loner on the rodeo cireuit,
PLAYBOY: Arc there any other films, he-
sides your own, that you'd cwre 10 lk
about?

PECKINPAH: I haven't seen much. But 1
loved Dirty Harry, even though 1 was
appalled by it. A terrible picee of trash
that Don Siegel really made something
out of. Brilliantly done. Hated what it
was saying. but the day I saw it the
audience was cheering.

PLAYBOY: What about The Godfather?
PECKINPAH: Haven't seen it—Dbut 1 hate
Coppola, too.

PLAYBOY: \Why?

PECKINPAH: Because T hear the film is
great and the only movies I want to like
are my movies. 1 don’t want any other
son of a bitch making good movics.
PLAYBOY: S0 vou hate the good direciors
as well as the bad ones.

PECKINPAH: I detest every film maker ex-
cept the innocuous ones. 1 love Ross
Hunter. Ross Hunter is my idol. I'd like
to be Ross Hunter. He knows where it's
at. baby. But you asked me back there
where I was going logistically and spir-
itually and I've only answered the first
part of the question.

PLAYBOY: Well?

PECKINPAH: Spiritually, T need rest and
rehreshment, and  that usually  means
Mexico. I've been working steadily now
for a long time and I'm tived.

PLAYBOY: Why do you always go back 10
Mexico?

PECKINPAH: Mexico has always meant
something special o me. My Mexican
experience is never over. I first wene
theve right alter the war, because I'd
been to China with the Marines and
winted to go back there and couldn't
after the Communists ook over. Mexico
was the newrest place to go, and it was a
time of going. We were all on the road
in those days, just as Kerouac wrote
about it. I loved Mexico. 1 stayed three
months that first trip and I've gone back
ever since. I took Maric there first. My
sccond wile was Mexican. And I mar-
ried my cwrent wife, Joic, in Judrez,
when we got 1o El Paso with The Geta-
way. Everything important in my life
has been linked 1o Mexico one way or
another. The country has a special cffect
on me.

PLAYBOY: Can you define it?

PECKINPAH: You bet I can. In Mexico it's
all out front—the color, the lile, ihe
warmth. 1f a Mexican likes you, he'll
touch you. It's direct. It's veal. Whatever
it is, they don’t confuse it with anything
clse. Here in this coumry, everybody is
worried about stopping the war and
saving the forests and all that, but these
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morning forgetting to kiss their wives
and water the flowers. In Mexico they
don’t worry so goddamn much abowt
saving the human race or about the
wheeling and dealing that’s poisoning us.
In Mexico they don't forget 1o kiss cach
other amd water the flowers.

PLAYBOY: You don’t put much faith, we
gather, in social or political solutions.
PECKINPAH: Nonec. You know what this
country’s all about, doctor? It's advertis-
ing. It's brainwashing. It's bullshit. Tt's
hustling products and people, making
no distinction between the two. We're
in the Dark Ages again. Look wt who
the people are voting for—Nixon, Wal-
lace—killer apes right out of the cives,
all dressed up in suits and talking and
walking around with death in their eyes.
And what's the alternative o these cas?
Humphrey and Muskic? Two guys with
absolutely no souls of their own, no
concept of where they stand. who they
are, no fundamental morality.

PLAYBOY: And George McGovern?
PECKINPAH: [ doubt whether he's tough
enough to cut it. Il he turns ot 1o be,
they'd  better throw a metal  shield
around the poor bastard and keep it
there. The rifie shot that rang out in
Dallas in 1963 was a very hig and ugly
noise. You know, I wouldn't film any
part of The Getaway in Dallas. We were
sct to go in there and shoot some rail-
road sequences. T was driving around
and T stopped for a stop sign and 1
looked up and there was this plaque on
a building and I realized 1 was at that
cossing. I said, “Let’s get the hell out
of here. We aren’t going 10 shoot any
part of my picture in this town.” You
want to go shopping at Neiman-Marcus?
Fine. Great siore, the greatest in the
world. But staying in Dallas 1o put some
part of yoursclf on the line (here? No.
Anyway, 1o get back to politics, I guess 1
agree with something my brother said
some time back. The time will come, he
said, when you'll look back on Harry
Truman as possibly the best President
this country ever lid. Even Eisenhower
wis beter than these guys. Av least he
knew who he was. He wasn't dead and
the society wasn’t dead.

PLAYBOY: What about those who are fight-
ing to change things? America scems to
be full of good causes these days and
zood people actively commited to them.
Don’t you think there are some grounds
for optimism. for hope?

PECKINPAH: No. Boredom will kill them
oft. The country has no attention span.
We're television oriented now. We'd bet-
ter all wake up to the fact thar Big
Brother is here. And now, with cable
TV and video casseties coming in. no
one will ever have to get up ofl' his ass,
cven to go to the corner for a movie. It's
awful. One of the great things about

going to a movie or the theater is the
act itself—the gewing out, the buying of
the tckets. the sharing ol the experience
with a lot of other people. Eighty per-
cent of the people who watch television
watch it in groups of three or less, and
onc of those three is hall stoned. Most
people come home at night aler work,
hive a couple of knocks belore dinne
and seutle down in their living-death
rooms. The way our socicty is evolving,
doctor, has been very carelully thought
out. It’s not accidental. We're all being
programed. and I bitterly resent it.
PLAYBOY: What can we do about it?
PECKINPAH: \We have 1o water the flowers
—and screw a lot.

PLAYBOY: You think love is the answer?
PECKINPAH: What are you, some kind of
nut? All I know about love is: Don't
fuck with ir.

PLAYBOY: Well, at least you're making
money these days. What are you doing
with all of 12

PECKINPAH: I've got four kids amd a hig
load to carvy. T don’t own much and I
don’t want to. 1 still have an ocean-front
lot I bought vears ago in Malibu and a
small cattle ranch outside Ely, Nevada,
but I'm trying to unload both of them.
I'm sclling everything I can. I want to
get rid of this areature-comfort thing.
PLAYBOY: What's wrong with some of the
more pleasant amenities success can bring
you? Why not live a little?

PECKINPAH: [ live plemiy. I like good
drink. good food, comlortable clothes
and fancy women. But il I get sucked
into this consumer-oriented society, then
I can’t make the pictures about it that I
want o make. I'm a goddamn nomad. 1
live out of suitcases and my home is
wherever I'm making a picture.

PLAYBOY: If the money means so litde to
you and you don’t care about possessions,
then what do yvou really want from your
carcer? Is it just an ego wip?

PECKINPAH: I'uck you. buddy. OK, ego has
a lot to do with it, sure. But it’s not
what the game’s about. and vou know it.
PLAYBOY: [f it's a game, then what's the
game about?

PECKINPAH: I'll put it to you this way.
I've come 2 ways and I've paid a price.
It’s cost me plenty—maybe my sanity and
at least a couple of marriages—and I'm
not sure the game is worth it. Sometimes
I want to say the hell with it and pack
it in. but T cm’t do that. 1 stick or 1
know I'm nothing. Then I look around
and I noticc I'm not entirely alone.
There are maybe 17 of us lelt in the
world. And we're a family. That Lamily
is composed of the cats who want (o do
their number and get it on. I's the only
family there is. My fmher said ic all one
dav. He give me Steve Judd’s great line
in Ride the High Countyy: “All T want
is to enter my house justificd.”



t soon forget.”

¥

“This is going to be an experience you won
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SHOW THE MOVIES!

camp of Lubitsch’s Trouble in Paradise,
the slap-flap ol Keaton's Cops. but be-
came bored with Eisenstein’s Ten Days
That Shook the World, Donskoi's Child-
hood of Maxim Gorky—and the figure of
Dwight Macdonald himsell. Macdonald’s
lectures were literary, at times technical,
very historical, always rigid with opinion,
secemingly jammed with too much infor-
mation to capture an audience that had
been dealing with ilm on a psychic and
sensory level. The boredom hid the more
cnergetically loaded emotions of [rustra-
tion, anger, rescntment. There grew a
noticeable  wendency for the capacity
cowd to diminish. Of those who re-
mained, many resigned themselves to a
Limiliar emptiness m the gue that was a
common ailment in the duality of the
university experience: what the university
felt it was doing and the results its
cfforts actually had. And there was usual-
ly a frustrating discrepancy between the
two. Too oliecn theve had been courses
labeled *“Mystical Thought™ and “Man
Against the System” that tuwrned out to
be an expert’s rendering ol Confucius and
Robinson Crusoe.

In the case of Macdonald, a more
complex  reality slowly revealed ijusclf.
Macdonald was a mail-order package,
out from the East on the wings of a
solid reputation, his competence under-
stood, and yet his historical sense of the
cinemia, his literary approach to the dra-
matic lorce ol the medium, were not
to scduce the interest ol students. That
he was a man of particulars, lacking in
mystique, unable o perlorm or tease,
may lave contributed, but the deepest
alicnation emerged [rom the privacy of
student fear and disappointment, a si-
lent conviction that the forees ol duos
in socicty were wrought in its distance
from fecling. The competent conversion
of experience to words was viewed as
the method of it distance, and M-
donald was received as a professional in
that capacity.

Macdonald sensed the wension. During
an carly sesston, a very slender ginl, her
fingers adorned  with  rings, raised a
hand, withdrew it, raised it again. Mac
domald nodded to her, drew out an
exiriclength cigarette and listened atien-
tively,

“Why do we have to get into so much
history—I  mean, like, most of us
thought this was going to be about
flm.”

Macdonald dropped his head slighdy,
moved it from side to side in the man-
ner of an embarassed adhlete, spoke in
an ancient, wood-rasp roll that squeaked
and cracked with conviction.

“Look, the course is “The History of
the Cinema,” and that isn’t just some-
thing for the catalog to print up. When
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"

about illusion. All art is illusion——

A wave ol grumbling—"Aw, mans"—a
rustling of bodies. A boy stood and
asked very loudly: “What do you mean
by that, “all art is illusion’?”

The head moved from left to right
again. "Well ... a raspy chuckle, “Well,
just what 1 said. Hlusion. In the case of
film, you have many still photographs
running through a light and lens. They
appear to be moving, plastic. 1t all seems
very real on the screen. But it's an il
lusion created by the process. Look, what
I'm trying 1o say here is that we must
try to hind some concrete way of discuss-
ing what is basically illusion—something
that is not particularly concrete.”

The boy again. angry: “Like, why
don’t we forget the process and get to
what's happening in film—now—today,
what's happening out there!™

Macdonald studied his cigarette, put
it out, lound the boy and spoke 1o him:
“For many years | oreviewed films. Now,
the function of the reviewer is o ury to
express how he thinks the reader will
probably respond to the film. He also tries
to compare and contrast the work with
other works of the current season.” (“Cur-
rent season? Shit. did you hear that, man?
Cwrent scason!™y “The [unction is a
Grirly limited one. But the critic’s fune
tion is 1o place the work in history, con-
vey the inwent of the artist, evaluate,
judge, give some sound reasons for his
conclusions.”

The girl. whining, very annoyed: “So
you sce yoursell as a critic, and we're
just here to listen 1o you be it!™

The raspy chuckle, fustration brew-
ing. “Well. yes. We're all functioning here
as critics. We see films, we judge them.
If we judge from a historical point of
view—or whatever—ihen we relate to
what is basically our lunction here.”

A boy leaned across the table and
whispered to a Iriend: “You know, man
—can you dig this—in my parents’ day,
fie was considered radical'™

Alter the film that evening. Macdon-
ald announced that he would hold office
hours from three to five each alternoon
for anyone who wished to discuss—
"Well—any of the poimts that  were
Drought up.”” The following class he
innounced, with a convolled  disgust
and evident pain, that he had waited for
two hours and no one had come 10 his
oflice, “So . . . I don’t know . . " and he
showed the film. It was Bergman's The
Naked Night, a bratal and compassionate
film that left the audience silent, reflee-
tive, ashamed. caught in the whirlies of
its frustration with the man in the plaid
cout,

- - -
He was permanently dubbed The
Colonel, and though he made obvious
attempts to shorten and simplify his lec

tures, his product wasn’t selling. Alic
donald had broken a cardinal rule in
the mutable and somewhat egocentric
student manifesto: He had brought his
trip, one that lacked elasticity, one
whose structure brawled continuously
with the energies of the audience. At
the end of a very rich and involving
film, Marcel Carn¢’s Children of Pavadise,
a two-and-one-hall-hour epic of love,
ambition and professional passions, and
the only picture that firmly held the
full emotion of the audicence, Macdonald
asked them o consider that the movie
was made during the German Occupa-
tion of France, that it was an escape
into the German historical past and that
the audience compare the ieality pre-
sented in the ilm with that of their own
existence.  Though these were good,
sound critical suggestions, and though
they were, in fact, made positively—for
Macdonald had expressed his own liking
for the film—the audience became alien-
ated by such walk. Tt had not been the
first time. In passing remarks, he had
panned Maorgan! and The Pawnbroker
and had called 2001: 4 Space Odyssey a
boring. overblown light show. Like Chil-
dren  of Parvadise, those movies had
evoked grear feelings, and a critical as-
sessment of them was equated with an
attack on those leelings. Macdonald was
there to examine the elements of film,
and yet the young of his audience, though
deeply involved in it, were unable to
respond to his intention. for they hoped
that he would first establish some connec-
tion between their experience and his, be-
tween the experience of their lives and
the film medium. When he would not
and could not. resistance turned to anger.

On the night he was to auempt to
reveal his deeper convictions about the
long-range meanings of film, he was con-
fronted by that anger. A student politico
and rising contender {or editor of an
awkward radical newssheet had  busied
himself among the administration and
gained permission to prepare and read a
short news line at the beginning of each
class. The administration had chosen 1o
ignore the tension and the possible mis-
take of the Macdonald class. and so its
general consideration lor him went about
as [ar as a chemical corporation exccu-
tive’s concern for an aging janitor. Thus,
Macdonald was never consulted about the
news line. As he stepped up to the stage,
he was confronted by an  ambitious,
flaunting young revolutionary who com-
mandeered the microphone and rapped
for 20 minutes on pig news, diug news,
[-catism and power-structure blues. end-
ing with a scorchoard list of bombings,
demonstrations and  varvious  successiul
suits filed by heads against the state. Swi-
prised. conlused and openly discouraged,
Macdonald, gaining the  microphone,
questioned the necessity for such nightly




shorts before the main [eature. His ques-
tion was answered with a loud freep and
static of “Shhhh-it" and “Aw, man” and
“Fuuuuhhhh.”  Macdonald  shook his
head, let his posture crumble and, for
the first time, spoke to an angry audi-
ence with equal anger.

“Look, now! This is information you
can get anywhere. [More “Aw, mans”
and “Shhhh-its.””] You all have access
to radio and TV, don't you? . . . news-
papers? And. while I'm at it, this is pretty
much the same with the films here. Therve
have been a lot of complaints about the
flms. Well, T don’t show The Magus or
The Pawnbroker because most of you
have seen them, or can see them some-
where, What good is it lor me 1o talk
about those films? [Freep. static.] You can
talk about them yourselves. And it hap-
pens to be this man’s opinion that you
might talk about them better ahier you've
seen the hilms shown here. As for bomb-
ings"—raspy chuckle—"well, I'm sorry,
but I don’t think I want that on my pro-
gram here. [Shout: “Your program!” The
shout is ignored.] And drugs. Well—
they're there for you to take, to find out
about. 1 mean, ah, I've taken LSD and—
well—nothing is worth going to jail for,
is it?”" (Somebody yells out: “Yes!™)

There was motion and heated chatter
in the audience. Macdonald lit a cigarette
and waited for a rebuttal. What he got

instead was an ormery “What did you
think of acid?” The audience laughed
lmldly, forcing it—violent ha-has.

Macdonald chuckled, drew himself in:
“Well, maybe we should get on with the
film.”

He did not, however, get on with the
film, but with a letter written 1o him
long ago by his now-dead Iriend James
Agee. Considering the times in which it
was written, and the fact that Agee was
19 when he wrote it the lenter was a
brilliant and prophetic analysis of the
power of film. Agee was an intense man
in whom opposites mampled like subway
crowds. There was no less than a crea-
vive animal in him, a hungry monster ol
random energy that roared for release.
With a deep, poctic sense of the ambigu-
ity of his time, ol existence nself, he
moved the beast through hoops, up on
precarious chairs, avound the cage to the
cracking whip of his incredible prose.
When he turned his energies 1o hlm, he
found an arena equal to his talents. For
Agee, the camera was the most lluid art
device known to man. He saw hlm as
the great synthesis of art forms, capable
of realism beyond the best of literature,
poctics of light more visually involving
than impressionist painting, and an in-
ner experience as spiritual and unifying
as classical music itsell. In an age when
word was king, he sensed an artistic

power as yct untouched, whose possibili-
ties, though often misused, were unlimit-
ed. His vision of film was existential. the
vision of an artist whose deepest inner
motive is the [reedom of the individual
soul. In a long, perceptive articdle on
director John Huston, he wrote:

Most movies are made in the evi-
dent assumption that the audience
is passive and wants to remain pas-
sive; every effort is made to do all
the work—the secing, the explain-
ing, the understanding, even the
leeling. . . . His pictures are not acts
of seduction or of benign enslave-
ment but of liberation, and they re-
quire, of anyone who cnjoys them.
the responsibilities of liberty. They
continually open the eye and require
it to work vigorously; and through
the eye they awaken curiosity and
mtelligence. That, by any virile
stndard. 1s essential to good enter-
tainment. It is unquestionably essen-
tial 1o good art.

The liberating power of film was a
point Macdonald attempted to sharpen
throughout the course, 10 no avail. He
had spoken of a rhythm in film, a bal-
anced movement of arustic  clements
that made a Alm whoele and real, that
could ofien change an individual’s view
ol life. How “true to lile” a hlm was.
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how a film stood up historically, these
were the key critical concepts by which
Macdonald had formed his film philoso-
phy. a philosophy that had no doubt
placed him on the edge of his own
generation and  had  now, ironically,
placed him on the edge of this one: for
in the present, as in the past, “true to
lile” was up for grabs. Thus, in his critj-
cism, as much as in his teaching. he at-
tempted to leap the cultural vulnerability
of film criticism, to move the viewer to-
ward those “responsibilities of liberey."
He sought a conceptual basis from which
an awareness of film might grow, and his
dignity was that he stood firmly on those
concepts, stood through work and risk
and, no doubt, anguish. But it was per-
haps true that the “film culture” was less
a product of artistic sensibilities than of
drcam and fear, for the promise of film
was more often the harvest of illusion
than a sense of the medium. Macdonald
was aware of this dilemma—he had wiit-
ten a book about it (Against the Ameri-
can Graim)—but in the great dining hall
of the present, he faced a new genera-
tional additive to the dilemma of the
critic. His audience was a generation
ready to admit that it had been damaged
by the will and fear of its parent genera-
tion, that its innate and clusive capacity
to feel itsell was lost in a world-wide jm-
balance of word and action. Beneath such
a claim was an erratic desperation, one
that slipped from distrust to fear, from
alicnation to anger, one whose center was
the bitter premonition that (he cautious
logic of the critic was not unlike other
logics of the age, logics responsible for a
great emptiness at the center of human
life, logics that could, in due time, be
responsible for doom.

Such was the “cautious logic” of the
audience, and the inevitable end of that
logic was the response to Agee’s leuer.

Few had heard of Agee and none
showed signs of heing overly anxious to
find out who he was. The letter was
reccived as an uninteresting memento,
an echo of an unknown dead man, dead
in the sense of useless, our of touch,
another example of the distance from
which Macdonald viewed his world. He
read the letter to a very loud, uninter-
ested audience, with soft, gentle tones and
a facial expression more fluid, more
graceful than it had been since his arriv-
al. The dceper he penetrated the letter,
the more emotional he seemed to be-
come, and the more evident his emotion,
the louder the audience became, In a
chair near the stage, his wile sat terribly
still, a hand placed gently near her lips,
her eyes wide and glaving at some pocket
of nothingness below her husband’s feet.
And one knew that something thick and
ragile was struggling to caress the rude-
ness squatting over the room: that more
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perhaps very close friend of Macdonald's,
and the years they had shared had cer-
tainly awakened in the reading.

Macdonald  finished the letter, the
lights went out and e and his wile
quictly left the dining hall. And a series
of films rolled, tumbled, dug into the
room, turned the audience inward, forced
it down, beneath the thick of its anger.
Peter Watkins' The War Game grew in-
nocently into a tooreal nightmare; in a
group of Nazi propaganda films, Adolf
Hitler coughed up the void of eternal
darkness while toops goose-stepped into
the night of death; Resnais’ Night and
Fog blew a wailing, poctic note of hor-
ror, forgiveness, hope, in the sigh of a
silent wind that bent young, delicate
green grass to the cold stone of a Ger-
man gas chamber. And one felt the
spirit of Agee drift in on the flurries of
light, and knew that these men, the
dead one and the one in the [unny coat,
had been there, while we sucked, peed
and shit with abandon, and that if they
only knew today from the log of yester-
day, they knew something—something
that we didn't. And small bit of infor.
mation though it may be—small in a
time when we can barely contain what
we know—it was information to make
us more whole than we had been: There
was some psychotic connection between
Der Fiihver lusting darkly on the sereen
and the John Wayne-Doris Day onan-
ism of the last two decades, humping
away in the tight, slick goody of Ameri-
can illusion, and it might do us well 10
discover the monstrous subtleties con-
tained in that connection,

o

Macdonald’s last night was not without
irony. After a weckend pause, the auwdi-
ence had regained its pose of disinterest
and anger, and that pose was especially
solid on that last night. The audience was
involved in loud pockets of discussion,
knitting, beadwork, the rcading ol paper-
backs, small dope sales. Macdonald at-
tempted a short lecture, but, unable 10
gain the slightest attention, he quickly
announced the ilm—Henry King's The
Gunfighter, starring Gregory Peck.

A dassic film with few gimmicks, The
Gunfighter wove the familiar tale ol an
aging man in black, still the fastest,
whose lonely ventures in killing and
running had worked him to a higher
consciousness, one that, combined with
his past, inevitably denied him action,
He rides into Cayenne, a stark, dusty
town, on the run, there on some mysteri-
ous business that overshadows the risk.
He swallows two quick whiskeys ac the har
of an empty saloon, while the bartender
studies him with awe and a keen sense
of untold days of property damage. A
marshal enters. He is a thick man with
a giant mustache, dressed in long coat
and ribbon bow tie. It is revealed that

he and the gunfighter are old friends.
the marshal once his side-kick. There are
strained grectings, ending with a classic,
“You can’t stay here; 1 want you out of
town.” The gunfighter agrees but requests
a short stay—time enough 1o see “them.”
The marshal agrees to bring “them” 10
the bar.

In the barbershop, a local two-gunned
Kid hears the gunfighter is in 1own, knows
his reputation and rushes 10 the bar to
challenge it. He walks in and in a loud,
dchant voice, orders rye. The drink
pourced, he accuses the bartender of water-
ing the whiskey and when the bartender
protests, he approaches the gunfigher,
who sits alone at a corner able, and asks
him to settle the matrer,

“T want you to seule a liule argu-
MEN: ... ."

“Why should 13"

“You got a reputation for settling
arguments.”

“Only my own,” the gunfighter replies,
his hands carefully concealed beneath the
table, his eyes fixed on the kid,

“Well, T say the whiskey here is wa-
tered: what do you say>"

“Then youre kind of dumb to be
drinking here, ain't you?”

Shaken, the kid refuses to back down,
to give it up. Finally, when the gunfighter
identifies him by name, he asks, “You've
heard of me, then?”

“Yeah, I've heard of you. I heard you're
a cheap, no-good barroom loafer.”

“You're asking lor trouble.”

“You already got it, partner, because |
got a gun pointing smack at your belly.”

The boy looks for the gunhghter's
hands, hesitates—he’s not sure. Frustra-
tion, anger, fear. The bartender and cus-
tomers move away 1o the end of the bar.

“I'm kind ol disappointed in you. They
never said nothin about a gun under the
table.”

"Older you grow, the more vou learn.
Now, get on out of here”

The kid backs toward the door, slowly.
“I'll be seeing you. . .

“All the way out, sonny."”

As he scampers out the door, the man
in black brings his hands alove the table.
He is holding a pocketknife and slowly
begins to clean his hingernails.

Though the film had a flay, grainy,
cnéma veérité quality to it, the audience
responded with negative giggles and sev-
eral walkouwts. Their cnergy was locked
into an aloofl but strained network of
response, at umes sceming o he open
vengeance for the umesolved hassles of
the past. Thus, when an uninteresied
projectionist rolled the last reel where
the second reel should haye been, a very
removed audience, dense witl a burning
disgust, didn’t sense that anything was
amiss. It went on about jis indifference
and siatic, while the man in black
meets first with a woman (his wife) then a



WAS THE BRASS MONKEY A WOMAN?

Further speculations concerning the drink that defeated the Japanese Imperial Secret Service in World War [L

Bits and pieces of the Brass
Monkey legend are still surfac-
ing. As hard to pin down as
quicksilver, as boneless as
oysters, but as hard to ignore as
the jolt of brass knuckles. The
truth? Where does it lie?
Candidly, we don't
know.

It is rumored that
early in 1942 the Japan-
ese Imperial Secret
Service began a con-
centrated search for an
agent. Code name: Brass
Mornkey. Affiliation: our side.

Gossip had it that a trafficker
in information, probably Ha Fat,
the quinine dedaler, had put the
Secret Service onto a drinking
club in the port of Macao.

The Japanese began
around the clock surveillance.

Heavy Traffic
The Club's heaviest trade

Heublain Bross Monkey, 48 Froof, Mede wit Rum, Sminnoft® Vodka

was in a sunshine
yellow drink. It was
named, like the club
itselt, after a small brass
figurine perched in a
niche beside the en-
trance: The Brass Monkey.

Soldiers of fortune,
riff-raff, purported
agents, and double
agents, ordered the
Brass Monkey. Smiled,
were content, and went
on with their business,
nefarious and otherwise.

A Clue

One night an
Imperial Observer was
said to have noticed an
unusual pattern. The
club entertainer —a
Eurasian chanteuse of
notable endowments
who called herself
Loyana —sang the same
song repeatedly. Each
time upon request.

Loyana’s Swan Song

Next night, the Imperial
Agent allegedly returned with a
cryptologist from the Code
Division of the Kempeitei. Could
he discern a message in
Loyana's song, "My Loveisa Man
of Gold"? Was there a code in the
lyrics? In the changing notes of
the accompaniment?

Was the Brass Monkey a
woman?

PerhapsLoyanawas"invited”

to give a command performance

ina lonely, fog—wrapped

warehouse.
Perhapsafter hours

night following the time-of-
many-singings,Loyana i,,,,
disappeared. Not r.i? i -
long after, the club &

and Noturcl Flovors., ©1972 Heutilain In

of “persuasion” she was |
forced to tell it all.
In any event, the

closed. Not the Japanese file on
the case, though.Till the end of
the war the Brass Monkey was
rumored to be a monkey wrench
in the plans of the Axis.
Still A Mystery
Who then, was the Brass
Monkey? Legend has it that
Allied Agents learned his iden-
tity from the coaster served with
the Brass Monkey cocktail. When
they crossed out the words, “No
Evil” then removed all the let-
ters from "The Brass Monkey”
which did not appear in “See,
Hear, Speak.” they were left with
the name: H. E. Rasske. That
name, though, could have been
an anagram for E. H. Kessar.
Or Rhea Kess. A woman.
H.E.s Homage?
Hearsay has it that every
few years since the end of WW I,
a gray-haired gentleman visits
a nun's cloister in Hong Kong
across the estuary from Macao.
Could he be the same man who
some say once enjoyed a rela-
tionship with Loyana? The same,
perhaps, who is identified as
H. E. Rasske, inventor of the
Brass Monkey cocktail?
What's a Brass Monkey?
It's an absolutely smashing
g drink made froma
secret combination of
liquors. Tasty,smooth
and innocent looking,
but potent.
The color of sunshine
\ with the mystery of
moonlight.
The Brass Monkey.
For menand
women whodon't
just wait for things
to happen.

HEUBLEIN

W Full-Strength Cocktatls

Hartlord, Corn, 06101
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boy (his son). He promises the woman
that he will return and that they will
have a new life. The marshal cautions
him 1o hurry; whoever is alter him must
be near. The gunfighter mounts a saddled
horse and begins a slow ot away from
town. He passes an old barn and the iwo-
gunned kid, crouching in wait, leaps lrom
the barn, calls the gunhighter, draws hath
guns and empties them in his back. The
gunfighter plops from the horse, his gun
still holstered. Then the film was inter-
rupted.

Macdonald hurried to the stage and
momentarily gained the attention of an
audience moving with much gusto to-
ward the exit doors. “We've run the last
rcel where the second reel should have
been—so  we'll show the second  reel
now, for anyone who wanis to stay and
sce it Less than half staved on. They
had seen the enuy of the gunfighter
and the destruction of the gunfighter, and
tirough a well-developed disinterest made
the story work. Those who stayed saw the
gunhghier's lile, revealed by the dia-
log with his friend, the marshal. That life
wis momentum, circumstance, the pain-
ful hows and whys of one man in the
world who was also a gunhighter, and the
snaky substance of a past that slinked and
curled about the dreams of the future
and the harsh. flat present. Though therve
was evidence of a romantic twinge of
rellection in the soul of the audience, it
didn’e break s long-developing pose of
indifference. There had been oo many
ups and downs, and the ups were never
up enough to score now on ian audience
clated with the knowledge that in no
more than five minutes the course would
be over.

When the reel ended, Macdonald
mounted the stage and rapped with
much leeling to an audience that ignored
him and walked out. He had enjoyed his

stav. Tt was a magnificently designed cam-
pus and he was especially pleased 10 see
such spirit and questioning among the
students. As he concluded. the Tast knot
ol inditference squeerzed through the exit
door, the echo of the last moments of the
Last veel of The Gunfighter volled in on
the misty night air, The manshal looks on
as the gunfighier dies. acknowledges his
death with swollen eves, then finds the
Kid. He grabs lum, locks him inside the
barn. busts him several times, deaws his
gan on hincand says. ina tever ol anguish
and rage:

“Now, vou listen to me, vellow helly,
You're going o get it exactly like vou
gave it to him. Because there ave a thou-
sand cheap dinty crooked  little squines
just like vou waiting lor a chance to kill
the min who killed Jinuny Ringo. But
it ain't going to be here. sonny. Not in
my tervitory. So get going. Get killed
somewhere else.”

One saw Macdonald during his last
few days in Santa Cruz. The elass had
ended and he wis evidemly aking some
ume to visit the mea and do some
shopping. He and his wife were stolling
down Pacific Avenue. He was wearing
his plaid coat. She stopped o look at
some dresses in a shop window while he
moved on to the one next door. The
store was a combination calt, import
and head shop, and the display in the
window was a conglomerate ol boots,
shawls, hash pipes, Eldvidgze Cleaver
posters, Kama Sulva books. American
flag shirts. Macdonald bent himself close
to the window and peered auentively. His
rough-edged, sagging face was mirrored
in the window and as one passed by. it
looked part of the new-age wares on dis-
play. peering out and in, all m ouce.

“Maybe your worry beads fell under your seat.”

in 1he community of girls

(continued from page 24)
pounded in vain. My jokes slipped off
the impervious cggshell skin that scam-
lessly covered her perfect bones. I had 1o
listen to 1alk about Merleau-Ponty, exis
tential psychoanalysis and the [ailure of
the worker priests. However, when time
came to say good night. she remembered
the entertaining moments, did a won-
derful threc-octave falling 1un of laugh-
ter, added up the evening's wit and paid
the check all at once, hee-hee-hee, ha-ha-
ha-ha, doing a quick sum of modern
womanly appreciation, oh hee, oh ha.
willing all the way down 10 the final
envot, hand on doorknol. me not invit-
ed in 1o muss that Hollins College hair,
scrape that Villa Mercedi skin: “Herb,
you're so amusing. You're delightful.”

“But."

‘But, I'm a linde distrait tonight. But
you're really a wemendous personality.”

Gradually. since the town is made for
erotic gaming, I learned the rules of the
hunt. 1 had to find my own special
talent alter so many wasted  vewrs as
student, soldier, hushand and father, fa-
natic writer, untremendous  personality.
I learned 1o take lLulies out of their
uswal run, as if they were animals whom
I fist needed 1o disorient. T brought
them to Greenwich Village, where | [an-
cied mysell a king of 1he jungle, and
this meant to e¢at in dnk downsiairs
Italian  restaurants and  sivoll  streers
where outdoor markets had  sprawled
Just yesterday, my mouth working, my
want showing, my arrogance unnecessiy
(they knew me), until. full of either
sympathy or foolishness or both, they
said, “What do you wamz”

“Back 1o my place.”

"OK, OK. why didn't you just say
tharz”

Neavous time in Manhauan. Some-
vimes the girl paused at the door when
her place was closer or she needed her
cquipment for getting to bed or geiting
to work in the morning, and she handed
me the key, though she knew how it
worked better than 1, and watched.
humming softly, as I wied o fit it into
the lock. Usnally I succeeded eventually
and fumbled better with practice. “It's
so symbolic it kills me,” a slender New
York correspondent for a London maga-
zine told me, “but I can't help ir. 1 like
the man to open the door for me, even
il it’s my own door."

“1 don’t mind how symbolic,” I said.

“Bur you're the novelist, aren’t you?
Doesn’t symbolism strike a responsive
chorde™

I met a girl who had lent her automo-
bile to her previous lover. She was hav-
g rouble getting it back, and so |
found mysell in emissary clothes, going
to collect the car. T thought: What kind
of man takes a Studebaker from a lady?




Then | was planning to visit my daugh-
ters in Detroit and she said, “Why don’t
you use the card”

Hallway across Pennsylvania on the
turnpike, the healthy old  Studebaker
convertible rattling beneath my feet, a
delicious  pug  designed by Raymond
Locwy, T suddenly thought: My God,
I've done the same thing! She's given
me her car!

I returned it when I got back. “Aw,
keep in,” she said.

“You deserve it,” she said. “He'd nev-
er have given it hack.”

“No”

“Aw. don’t vou like mez”

“No.” I said. I don’t wint the car.
Yes, | like vou.”

But T was ahaid of being gobbled up,
and when it turned out that her econo
my required oflering me a combination
ol herself and her exwra wheels, T de-
cided to continue life as a frequent
pedestrian,

When there is no job to be done
but the one in your head. it's easy to
drilt down the evenings, coasting where
smoky Manhatian leads. 1 sat in a book-
spattered apartment near Carnegie Hall,
the neon outside changing the colors of
the curtains (it was a delicatessen sign)
while a group of betful bachelors dis-
cussed John Foster Dulles and our for-
mer wives, and then, aroused by anxiety
and our own talk. we split 1o hunt up
the girls whose names were inscribed in
our black address books. Each of us had
a girl or two whom we could aall late in
the evening and just say (poor thing).
“I'll be right over.”

There were other givls with whom we
made variant bargains. There was onc
who sought a bargain with me. “Look, 1
know how vou lecl about me. But let’s
mike a deal. Once in a while, if I can’t
sleep, I can call you, OK? And il you
can't sleep, if you ger the night Irights,
you know? Any time you want, any-
thing you want, you call me and come
over, OK?”

Claudia furnished her apartment to
look like a New Orvleans brothel. Teak-
wood lamps, a chandelier with candle-
wick bulbs. white Tur rugs skinned from
wild Orlons. She had many-colored tele-
phones. She used  ceiling mirrors. She
made nearly S1000 a week as a clothing
designer. She had a maid whom she
proudly described as a callgil's maid.
Both her parents were doctors. She was
part Spanish and looked like an Inca
princess and dressed for that look—
beads, stones and hand-dyed fabrics. She
had gradwed summa cum laude hrom
Bryn Mawr. The benelits of tens of
thousands of dollirs ol tooth straighten-
ing. piano lessons, riding and tennis
lessons, Ewropean trips, schools in Italy
and Switzerland had finally carcated a
rirl who said, “Look, T never sleep. Just

“IUs just an appointment reminder [rom my doctor!”

call, please, I donw’t care what time it is.
I've got some tricks 1 bet you never
tried. It's not love, pal, just insomnia.”
She had been married twice. She killed
herself at 28 because that was getting a
litde old for a girl in Manhattan.

All these abstract ladies. T might have
rolled up the bits and picces of givls. as
the saving goes, into one big girl. A lady
who specialized in special things and 1
saw the whites ol her eyes like gibbous
moons rolling up. A lady whose kittens
jumped on my back in counterphobic
rhythm. putting the lear of sudden
death in me. No Cats! became a condi-
tion for wue love—a drecam princess
who kept no cits. Two wives who
grabbed at me and then dodged in alco-
holic moments. and though T didn’t play
the mustachioed role assigned by French
farce. they both convinced their hus-
bands T had bewaved them. How can
vou say to i suffering man: “No matter
what you think. I didn’t. She scemed to
want to, but I didn’t.” Somchow that's
not nice for anybody concerned. And a
nice sharp copy writer, Catholic and

in. Irish. decided I was the one to
ate her into Manhattan. She was
from Trenton and some Sacred Heart or
other and she wept so much into my
pillow, just with the thought, that I
didn’t do a thing to her body, got her a
cab home and threw out the soaked
pillow, wet and salty as a Jersey marsh.

Hell, the thought was hers, not mine.
She needed a Jew for this first service.

My girl lived on the East Side and |
lived on options. My girl lived in the
Village and 1 lived on advances. T lived
on Waverly Place and my new girl jusi
lived from day to day. 1oo.

The chickies.

My spade Iriend LaRue and T sar like
returned pilots alter our missions. cating
apple pie and ice cream ar O. Henry's on
Sixth Avenue.

“How was yours?"”

“OK. A pretty good painter. But she
said she only paims whae her gallery
tells her to paint. That's what thev're
doing now, she says.”

)1 e

“Yowrs? How'd you do?”

“OK. strong legs. I like sirong legs.”

“Dancer’s legs? Not so muscled is bet-
ter, but you know, firm is what 1
like, 100."

“Glad to hear vour opinion, buddy.
Your opinion is like my opinion.”

We were sexist pigs: that is, loncly
bastards. We looked lor a community ol
shared girls. We sought pride and fel-
lowship through the bodics of women,

We  sought revenge against  women
through revenge against womcen.  We

looked for occasions for heroism and to

test ourselves to the limit. We seuled for

less. We made jokes. We told tales.
Jimmy's, my breakfast plice on Sixth
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Avenue, gave me cggs and toast and
coffee and a small o.j. for some bargain
price that ended in 9—29, 39 or 59
cems—as the inflation altered values in
seven-to-eleven specials. It was a morning
rendezvous for the nice neighborhood
pederasts, who reported to Jimmy-behind-
the-counter on their missions of the
night before, as if he were placing bomb
pins on the map. “Who did? You did.
He did?” he asked. “Beautiful, baby!
Where?” I sat there, continuing my edu-
cation and being awakened, a double
task, waiting till the coffee took hold and
I could go upstairs to the typewriter,
and hearing someone say, “Well, that's
my opinion about that Dbitch, 100,
and then I thought: They're using the
same language as LaRue and me last
night. Vanity. They are lying down with
their four paws in the air stroking their
little bellies, just like LaRue and me.

LaRue and I and our kind were living
a desolate rhapsody of gils, a onec-man
opera, with the protagonist standing in
front of a backdrop curtain depicting
the musical skyline of Manhattan, singing
his overflowing heart out in self-indulgent
tenor quavering before an audience of
mirrors. What we heard was somcthing
different—the howl and snarl of the wollf.
What a live audience would have noticed
was stecam on the mirrors, a silent dap-
pling of moisture.

Nonetheless, LaRue and 1 were differ-
ent from my friends, the breakfast peder-
asts, at Jimmy's. We were brothers but
moving in different directions. Finally
conquest and the worship of sell were not
the limit of possibility. The choice of
girls—though we thought they were mere-
Iy the objects of our choice—drove us
toward deeper decisions. We ridiculed our
voung chickies, saying they flunked the
Trotsky test—

“Who was Trotsky?”

“A Russian writer? Some writer?

—or thought the Spanish Civil War
ook place 100 years ago, or believed the
world would know peace once every
black man was married to a white wom-
an, or looked puzzled or anxious when
asked to define xenophobia.

“English was my best subject,” she
would say, “but 1 always liked reading.
And when I met the writer in residence
spring quarter, I just knew I made a mis
take not to take more English."

LaRue liked Southern girls. T had no
particular preference.

The girls newly discovering them-
sclves in the make-out world imitated
the only models that seemed to apply,
the men they met; and freshly divorced
from adolescence, bedded down freely
with them till the age of 22, 23, 21, 25;
and then suddenly a new romantic
adolescence  seemed  to  suffuse  their
plaintive, cock-thrust souls. Dreams. Love,

They wanted soul-touching, not just fun-
and-fuck. They wanted to think of love
and babies and forevermore nearly true:
Mortality overtook them and they con-
sidered not further defiance but accom-
modation; and oddly enough, in this
accommodation, they needed a place for
faith, ring, ceremony, hand-in-hand wrue-
ness. Those lines around the eyes, the
pools of melancholy beneath the eves,
meant the beginning ol sexual depth.
The recollection of disappointment with-
out the sourness ol deception meant that
this was a woman, truly; it happened 1o
some ol them, and even LaRue and 1,
sometime writers in residence, were not
unmoved.

But while the women began to grow
up. we had distractions to help us re-
main  children—money, renown, enter-
tainment, ambition. tireless vanity. Funny
Terry Southern played these games at a
high pitch, cuuing the ground from
bencath his own fect. At George Plimp-
ton’s house he spilled a drink on Ann
Kazin's dress and then bawled, “Oh, man,
I'm sorry, now your husband won't re-
view my book.” He was brokenhearted
and tickled.

In imother corner Norman Mailer
played the eyefighting game, staring
down his opponent, onc of the competi-
tion, until the opponent pursed his lips
and Kissed the air at hin.

“These are America’s great writers:”
asked a visiting Lalian publisher.

The artists flooded into the waiting
rooms of aitics. promoters,  patrons,
granmgivers. and  all sent twough  the
sime messige:

Man here. Says he's different.

And the word came back: “Show me.
Throw a typewriter through the win-
dow, lecture a President. do a dirty thing
on the Sugskind show.”

Frozen novelists, searching  acclaim
without doing the work, made a glory
ol their own impotence and prescribed a
remedy of orgics, complained of voycur-
ism and had themselves secretly filmed
“doing it,” in full wail diagnosed a
universe filled with cancer, giving them
cancer, but suffered, in fact, [rom hemor-
rhoids. Obstreperous carcerists said they
were shouting because the world was
deaf to them, but the truth was that
they couldn’t hear their own voices.
Conlession became a means to celebrity
in a tme when weakness was the
shrewdest means to power, provided it
was arrogant enough. Openly they prac-
ticed fancy prose. Secretly they sought
solt stools.

1 thought to leave Manhauan. I knew
it was time when an acquaintance with
whom I had shared a cab once to the
Village, and with whom I had also stood
around at dozens of parties, passed on
some silly gossip about me. When I
confronted him. he said bravely, “Yes, 1
said it. Well, that’s my opinion.”

“But do you know me?

“Neg

“Have we ever talked? Have we ever
been out of a crowd together? Have we
ever done more than share a cab?”

He looked pensive. “You're right,” he
said. “But I thought T knew you.”

The worst of it was that, with marvel-
ous Manhattan snap judgment, I thought
I knew him, too.

The New York Breakdown comes
from scratching the Manhattan Itch.
The good student of New York is suc-
cessful, and success brings the trouble.
The standards, caims and opinions of
others fit the requirements of the mar-
ket. And then whar?

I had no job, no need to work. I was
free to sleep all day, just so long as 1
found the nervous encrgy 1o embrace
the typewriter for an hour or two and
Iet it ratde. T was indulged by agents,
publishers, editors. the media. T didn't eat
my breakfast standing up at Nedick’s; 1
cmerged blinking into the yellowish mid-
morning light to take eggs at 10:45, just
belore the Il-o'clock special went off.
I was fenced away from the working
world. T hardly saw anyone out of the
literary life except my Greenwich Village
doctor, who weated me for persistent
colds—and he had been vecommended
by two novelists and a ghostwriter for a
columnist. I yearned to speak with real
people so much that I bought shirts 1
didn’t need: Shirt-Buying Adventure; or
browsed in museums: Muscum  Adven-
ture; or went to bed with girls 1 didn't
like: Fuck Adventure.

The ancient dream of community was
submerged for many, for me, 100, in
a modern fantasy of celebrity—faune,
viches and the love of women desired by
others. Bohemia was coming into vogue,
setting styles. Monday evenings at George
Plimpton’s really were fun, weren't they?
And the [ashion cditors were paying at-
tention, along with the fashionable edi-
tors. The West Fourth Sweet espresso
cowboys were riding the rails up 1o Radio
Liberation on Times Square to discuss the
anniversary of Chekhov or “The Influ-
cnce of Polish Writers Such as Joseph
Comrad on Me.” It was taped to inspire
the crouching, hevoic, radio-listening peas:
ants behind the Tron Curtain. It was only
$50, but afterward, there might be lunch
with Santha Rama Rau, and anyway, a
fellow can always use 350, can't he?

Limit purposes.

Circumscribe ambitions.

Get a little cash and save an evening
[rom boredom.

Limit talent,
losses.

The normal madness of business was
imported into the unusual madness of
writers making out. Beatness was salable.
Paris Reviewness was salable. “Young nov-
clists” were in demand as the air smogged
over in the late Filtics. (Sometimes

Limit rvisks and  limit
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they had crewcuts. neatly trimmed mus-
taches and [aithful wives who waited
in Westport for them to return from
three-day raids in Manhawan, which they
invaded with pockets of hard-hoiled eggs
against hunger and bennies 10 keep
them up as they met the people who
really counted.) Girls, money and fame
were attached 1o bodies like prosthetic
devices. Unleash the swaps for love, age,
lamily, death or ¢ven a mere time of
retreat and privacy, and it s out
that the bearer has made himsell into an
abstract idea, not a man.

- - -

The party lastis till dawn. T walk
home. jittering high and low. and read
The New York Times (John Foster
Dulles says something, lke says he's
vight). As the vyolky sun streams through
my window, I [eel wide awake and fam-
ished and go back downstairs, shady-
eyed, for early cggs. “Hi there,” says
Jimmy. “vou up betimes: Or a late
mission, hm?™

“You're right, John,” I say.

And he says reproachlully, “It's Jim-
my."”

Then. dead on my feet despite the
coffee, T finally stagger up to bed. It's
nine o'clock. Thin dreams of wandering.
I hear the mail slid under the door. 1
take two bites from an apple. think of
getting the mail, fall back asleep.

Dream of hallways. Riveting sounds.
Endless locked doors.

When 1 awake, in late afternoon. it's
geuing dark. No point in working to-
day. No chance to work. Time for an.
other party, another night. The day and
night are wmed around. Night and
party—looking for what. looking for
whomz—have veplaced them. Nervous
time in the city.

God says. I am that T am; and what
clse does He know? Maybe the magik lady
that night. Maybe she’ll know. LaRue
gave me a rubber stamp for my birthday:

Magik Lady Come
Soon Notw

“Use it and good luck,” he said.

“Probably iCll work better 'n what
I've been using.” 1 said. “and thanks.”

If there were a God, He would be
lonely, 100,

- - -

Taxi uptown or downtown, into gal-
lery for opening ov up 1o lolt for fare-
well to abstract expressionist on a Prix
de Rome. I hide my madness from every-
one, but my {riend George Llliout says
to me: “You're a little insane av partics,
just at parties”—and we plan to go for a
walk on Riverside Drive the next dn}'.
when I'll probably not be insane.

There 1s a girl I like, we wrust each
other, an arrangement for joint pleasures,
enterprises, expeditions, entertainments,
She is a sweet person who deserves betier

agg2 of me, ol herself; yet she, wo. seules for

a comlortable arrangement. We never
quarrel. 1 just go away to Detroit 1o visit
my daughters, write her a note goodbye,
and that’s that.

Alone again for partying and hunting
the magik lady. I doubted she would
Kiss me into a prince. I began to think 1
wis a closet neuter. 1 slept till dark. day
alter day. the soot ol New York clogging
my nostrils when [ awoke. 1 deaned
mysell up, made coflee, returned o the
writing lactory six feet away hom my
bed. Dark on a wimter day, dark on a
spring day. And then out onto West
Eighth Street. smiling, because smiling is
the way to get along with anvone not of
your own lLamily. I had no family here. |
was working in this own. Success is the
only success Manhattan knows. Pseudony-
mously. “Reuben Flair™ got checks hrom
nugazines, and so did Herbert Gold. Hor-
rid who-am-I questions.

Naturally, there was reliel and pleas-
ure. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have been
able o tell myself what a good time [
was  having.  Sometimes  Saul  Bellow
came down from his countiy house on
the Hudson River to stay with me. |
babbled all morning, telling him what 1
thought abour life, or thought 1 thought,
and listening 1o the verdict; he laid some
of his own troubles in perspective against
the plight of the universe; and then we
returned to the factory and 1 went to
sleep on the couch while he wrote.

When I awakened, I saw him leaning
back in his chair and examining me
with those dark, pleading, bovish cves.
“You're OK il you cn sleep.” he said.
“Float down the river, that’s right. 1
admire that.”

It was a compliment to be weasured
as I always perversely most treasure the
unmerited ones. [ could sleep, but
nerves showed me limits in other ways. 1
could write, but 1 began to see through
the paper to the rubber roller beneath, I
was writing on my own body, it seemed.
The palimpsest was being written over.

And then I couldn’t sleep, cither.

I was alone at dawn. I awoke, 1
couldn’t remember what I'd done the
night before. The door to the medicine
chest fell open. A tube, a toothbrush
toppled. Sickness in the middle of the
night as 1 searched lor a remedy. I
dreamed of round water in a rectangu-
Lar basin. It wasn't ice. It was just round
water. The basin was long, with curving
corners, but definitely rectangular. The
witer wias I'UUIII.I.

1 was sleeping again, drcaming of dis-
tortion. Warp was life. The uncanny
truth of Manhattan was that nighumare
scemed more stenchy and real than my
somnambulating  veality; for when I
looked again at the nightmare, T was
awake and moving in it, like voodooists
possessed by the ancient Haitian gods.
In the evening. awake and moving. 1

merely smiled as if T van things, like a
headwaiter.

What kept me alive was that 1 Kept
Ieaving New York on viarious travels—to
universities, to Cuba, to Europe, 1o the
Midwest o sce my danghters and  par-
enis—and during these spaces of absence
from the boiling city, T did the writing
from that time that T still value. On
trains and ships. in moiels and under
the sun on topical rooftops, 1 invented
moments of calm and quest, sullered the
blessed exhilaration of hemt pounding,
head congested. pen wrigsling, typewrit-
er leaping, I fele 1 was telling my truth
during a three-day storm in a banered
cheap hotel in Kev West with palm
fronds slapping : st my window. I
was even able o write a story, 1What's
Become of Your Creature?. in my child-
hood room. in my parents’ house in
Cleveland, at my maple desk from the
Furn Mart, and this was a new stage in
my life: able to do it in my parents’
house. despite my mother’s asking why I
was so thin and did I remember Sunley
Strassherg, he swrvived a kamikaze at-
tick but then got his brains washed
from drinking too much coffee.

“Mother, I'm working.”

“You're writing. He was a captain. it
did things to him Mis. Strassberg won't
even tell me about, mavbe she doesn't
even know. He was perlealy fine, but
then he got a coffee habit when he got
home——"

“Later. I'm busv. Mother.”

“Youw're writing. Five cups in the
morning. he must have been peeing
Maxwell House, then he started on the
alternoon. that's all he did. naturally he
cracked up. a regular neivous break-
down

“Mother, please.”

“Why don’t I take away this tray with
this phooey stuff and T'll bring vou a
nice cold glass of gnaranteed low-fa >

But I finished the story. It was more
than I could do in Manhattan. In the
factory I continued projects. made mon-
cy, revised manuscripts. discussed assign-
ments, organized notes and  [abricaed
outlines. but 1 didn't do any real writ-
ing in New York. I thought T did, but as
I recall those vems. evervihing began
and grew in elsewheres 1o which T fled
on one cxcuse or another. Elsewheres
from which T longed to return 1o the
anonymous pledges of the city.

Often the mail brought temptations
to hurry back. Once a telephone call 10
Upstate New York puzzled me with a
raveled mystery. “Let me not wry 1o
explain this fully except in person.”
stated the young man whom I'll call
Bruce Zelwa. 1 have a concept here,
Herh. T want you to meet us and get a
good [eel of our plan and organization.
We've investigied vou thoroughly; in
fact, read cverything vou've written,
Herb—may 1 cll vou Herb? 1 know




“The butler did 1t.”
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you so thoroughly—and it's only fair
that you proceed with equal caution and
go at us top to toe.”” This was a daring
invitation. I  wondered what  Bruce
looked like. “But hurry, Herb, this is not
a matter we can let pend indefinitely.”

And so, without hurry, with due cau-
tion, but of course with pell-mell and
nonpending  curiosity, [ returned 10
New York to meet the young man, who,
while I ignorandy slept, had convened
with his friends and colleagues to deade
that their mission in lile was to make
me rich and famous, available to the
love ol beautiful women and the deter-
mined attention of celebrity, without
any cost or other obligation to me. Hi
there, Dr. Brucie Faustus.

They quartered in space decorated as
the main office of a children's-products
design  company. Unde Wigglys and
My, Pigglys and funny litde squigglies
covered the walls, which were all done
in primary colors. The yellow and red
working desks looked out onto scenes ol
Little Orphan Whozits painted on Prince
Valiant backdvops, The shower of merry
Muzak from the ceiling had been turned
ofl: black holes where hranchise opera-
tors had confiscited Bing Crosby, Danny
Kaye. Rails along the walls and pint-
sized furniture proved that, at some
time in the past, litdle ones were
brought in to testmarket the product. I
thought I saw 2 few throw-up smudges,
well-Clovoxed, on the mural of King Ar-
thur  presenting  Excalibur  to  Shirley
Temple while Jack applauded from a
good seat on top of his beanstalk and
Jill fetched a pail of Kool-Aid.

Zebra Associates was not dealing in
children, however. It leased the space
from a bankruptey referee who had tak-
en over for the defunct kiddie opera-
tion, which had spent all its resources
on office decoration. “Madness,” said
Bruce Zebra., “delusions of grandeur,
y" know, Herh? Craziness pure and sim-
plistic. Well, we're the ones to benefit,
are we not?"”

He stood up from a giantsized old-
[ashioned children’s school desk with an
inkwell that was perlectly proportioned
but large enough to fit a malied-milk
container. There were purling shreds of
wax where, indeed, malted milks 1o go
had rested in the inkwell hole. He was
pumping my hand with the power of a
former aewman, fortified by malt. It
was beyond belief to meet me at last, he
declared. When I agreed to consider his
proposal, he, wogether with his asso-
ciates, had celebrated by waking the rest
ol the afternoon off. Then they worked
through the whole evening. They had
this neat portfolio ol plans. If their
test-marketing worked. they might go on
to other products, but they could guar-
antee me an exclusivity in my field. It
wasn't clear yet?

“To business,” Bruce said. And then

faced down my last possible doubts with
manly frankness: "I look young?” he
asked. “Shit, I'll give you my vitae. I am
young.” he said, “twenty-cight, not to
cut any corners on it. Princeton. Whar-
ton Business. Dad was president of . . .
he named a failed automobile company.
“1 was always raised for heavy industry,
but my own natural bent and yearning
is toward consumer products such as
literatmre. You've heard ol the Oedipus
complex, I'm sure, Herb, though I no-
tice you mever mention it in your writ-
ings? Your works>”

“Well, I'm not sure, Bruce.”

“Well, it's not a fatal lack, Herb. One
thing I'll not do. not ever on my life, as
long as we're associated, and that's tell
you how to write. You play your game
and I'll play mine and that way we'll
get along just ine.”

Fair, blue-eyed. plumpish. shortish,
wide-rumped Bruce looked like a man
who would get along just fine. His fa-
ther had been president of a large, al-
beit extinet company, but he was modest
about his Oedipal claims. He was bright
and assertive, and wished everyone well,
especially me. A flat lock of flaxen hair
lell bovishly across his forchead as he
explained his plan.

“OK, so we're in PR. But we have this
idea that writers are getting to be stars,
really make it. But if you're gonna make
it, you got to treat it like anvone else
who makes it. With PR. Hell, even
Charlie de Gaulle has what'shis-name,
Malraux 7

“He had a war going for him, too.”

Reproachiully, Bruce's bright-blue eves
closed in on my crocodile ones. T didn't
say you could do it without talent to
begin with, You got to have the raw
material, the product. Malraux had thar,
surc. Resistance and Joan of Arc and all
that blah-blah-blah, y" understand?”

“Sure, I'm sorry.”

“No harm done, Herh.
much you make a years”

I named the modest figure. I survived.
I supported my children. Bruce whis-
ted. “That's a shame,” he said, “a dirty
votten shame. I knew it was bad, but
that bad I didn't know. OK. here’s the
sctup: You don’t pay us anything. We
work for you free. With uste, fella,
subtly, nothing to ruin a very cdean
image.  And  then  anvthing over a
hundred thousand a year, you split it
with us.”

It was my turn to whistle, though I
didn’t. “How on carth do you expect me
to be geuwing a hundred thousand a
year?"”

“That's only the stwt. We don’t get
ours till you get over. Nawrally, it
means a movie sale or two, the biggies
like that. We think we can help; it's a
calculated risk—the column items, the
talk shows, gewing you belore the pub-
lic. Oh, we work on the people. Report-

OK.

how

ers. You'll develop a characier. Herh.”

I begin to fog over in the head. “Why
me, Bruce, why me?”

He sent away his secretary, who had
appeared in response to his whistle of a
few seconds back. She wanted to know
what flavor of malied T prelerred. He
explained that he was only whistling out
of shock at something I had said. But
maybe I really wamied a malied? He
found that one picked him up. 1wo
made him sleepy. Maybe I'd like onc?
Linda waited. No? Linda departed.

OK, to answer my question, which
was, “Why me, Bruce, to shave filty-hifty
on everything per year over a hundred
thou?" he would now proceed 1o tell me
the crucial deal on myself. He counted
off my virtues on his fingers. “You're pro-
lific, you're healthy, youre well begun.”
This left several fingers for chance dis-
coveries. “Actuarially, you're ahead. We
don’t require a physical, ol comse. People
we respect respect you. Shit, that’s enough
for me. 1T have respeat for people 1
trust, Herb. You meet our guesstimate
on the marker. Of course, who can tell?
All doctors used 1o drive the Packard,
and now look. But my associates and T
do the best we can.” He noticed the
extra fingers and began counting again.
“You're Jewish, oo, and we don’t un-
derestimate it. It's the coming thing.
That's part ol our wotal overview.”

“You're not.”

“No, but, well, I value it, Herb. I'm
learning. I'm not such an anti-Semite
anymore. I've wiped Grosse Pointe out
of my past, Herb. Hell, one of my
associates s a Jewish boy and we get
along just super. In fact, he’s essential in
your case, we couldn’t do you without
Larry Fine.” Modestly he lowered his fine
blue cyes under the fine blond lashes.
“You'll meet him right quick now."”

Can I say I was absolutely not tempt-
cd? No, 1 let the dream roll over me.
Money and [ame equal glory. And glory
means I have made something beautiful.
And isn’t that what T was trying to do?
Well, T left some gaps in the logic;
passion leaves gaps. This was the time
when  Jack Kerouae, all aflame, had
rushed into town, packaging and sclling
himself, a metcor desaribing his own
trajectory, and three dozen young Eng-
lish instructors were doing their best by
writing their articles for College English,
PMILA or The Nation on “Oral Language
in Kerouac,” “Beat Method vs. Beat Mys-
tique,” “Sources of the Kerouackian Nov-
cl: Picar as Hitchhiker.,” And I had gone
to college with the founder ol oral lan-
guage. Just because he was beuer at
packaging, why should I fall behind? It
would also be a blessing 1o the tenure
seckers to find a new subject for their
bibliographies.

Passion leaves gaps in both logic and
fecling. Other writers speeded  down
from Westport on wings of Dexedrine 1o




do this job. Some stayed in the Village
or Brooklyn Heights and had a talent
for it. "Il we can do you good. Herb, I'll
be a contented PR executive.” Bruce
was leading me past the gaily painted
children’s desks. stuffed toys and alpha-
bet-lettered office equipment into inner
cubicles, a Dutch plavhouse, an old
woman’s shoe, a cunning roll bridge,
where his associates dwelled. They had
their pegboards cleared. They were wait-
ing. I met them one by one. Businesslike
Hank with his pipe in his mouth; Lin-
da. ouwr all-round girl, types, shorthands,
gets a fantastic rare hamburger and [rait
salad from the takeout downstairs: Carl
—ohoh. I guess he's in the peepeeto-
rium, we'll catch him later; and now
Larry, the Biggie in your case, Herb.

Larry was my writer. You sce, count-
ing on these massive infusions of movie
sales.  reprints,  musicals, book  clubs,
suchlike. you need to generate a case of
houschold wordness for the product. vou
get a barrage going. the items 10 Leon-
ard Lyons. the calls to that cute liule
red-haired twitch who works for David
Susskind, the Earl Wilson interview—
well, you can’t be bothered personally
with those things. Herh. You're too busy
creating the basic product. So it’s Larry
Fine here, geuing to know vou, speaking
your heart with his typewriter. who
sends out the poop. An 1-x;|m|)|t-? Oh,
you know. Dotdot-dot Noveliss Herh
Gold, whose new book The Optimist
deals with—well, stvike that, Start slow
and  easy. Dot-dot-dot  Novelist  Herly
Gold says the wvouble with American
women is, and then s blah-blah-blah,
thanks 10 Larvy Fine. Lanry Fine the
Writer was smiling and nodding at me,
Larry Fine the Herbert Gold Surrogate
was winking and sucking on his pipe.
Larry Fine would listen 10 Bruce and
then find out all about me so he could
speak my truest thouglis for me while
I was busy with essential mauars. the
immortal-outh-and-beauty product. “And
then we phone it in o Leonavd. OK,
alter a couple iters, he wants 10 meet
you at the Four Seasons. OK, we arrange
that, 100.”

“Does Larry eat lunch for me?”

Bruce opened his mowth in the silent-
laughter demonstration. “Aw, come on,
Herb. Larry knows you've a kidder, too,
and that’s a thing we all enjoy about
you, huh.  Lary?”  Lavy  noted it
through a blocked stand of clicking wet
tobacco. Bruce winked. “You know how
it is with us goyish corporations. The
one Jew, he's in rescarch and develop-
ment. Well, that’s Laury, Were oo
small o have a conwolier, you know,
the finance man, like Dad did, but you
know what [ mean, Herb. Shit, Lany's
one heck ol a guy. He's a real reat. You
two just talk o cach other and he'll
analvze you through and through. A
thing I'd hate mysell forever is he made

you say something you wouldn’t want to
say. You wouldn't ever do that, would
you. Larry?”

Larry guwgled on his pipe. Oddly
enough. I can’t recall Herbert Gold's
writer ever uttering a word with, you
know, syllables, consonants. vowels, ac-
cent, mavbe a little caesura, all that
normal pronouncing language swuff. He
may have been cautious. listening. or
saving his verbal strength for the cause.
He was one of the last of the old-time
great pipe smokers.

Bruce was drawing the big piciure for
me. They would do the work. the pleas
ure would be all mine. Larry would take
care of the semantics and T could re-
lax and enjoy myself. And just speak-
ing of those couple ol lunches at the
Four Scasons, he could tell already T'd
handle myself like a man. “You'll like
Leonard, he'll like you. Listen, Leon-
ard’s got to be tired of Truman Capote,
Gore Vidal. Norman Mlailer.  Speed
Lamkin. Farley Granger, Arthur Schle-
singer, Jr.—flashes in the pan. He needs
new blood. wo. And 1 think Leonard'il
genuinely like you. Herh, I really mean

that. Larry'll give you lots of items for
Leonard. A lunch every few months,
what does it hurt you?”

My liver. My heart. My glory.

Their package. Their product.

My sanity.

I told that nice Bruce Zebra in his
brightly decorated bankrupt children’s-
products design company that T would
not stop thinking about his proposal
until it was all clear in my head. He
went on explaining about the escalation
effect. how movie producers panic when
they think there is bidding. about build-
ing excitement and a name, about the
loncliness of buyers who want 1o buy an
approved product, about how you make
one good deal and they all dick into
place. about how paperback and book-
club and film and stage and musical
and TV and loreign and Pulitzer and
Nobel. not to speak of Braille and sweat-
shirt rights, knickknacks for the knick-
knack shelf, all seem to come in clusters
when people start whispering. about sub-
liminal and  liminal.  about religion
and science, about Dichter and Freud
and Bruce's own thesis on marketing

“Just think!—If I hadn’t gone down to the office to check
on Roger’'s cute new secretary, we’d never have met!”’
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“An honest man? No, actually, I'm
looking for a clever accountant.”

noncommodity mtems at Wharton. . . . [
believe he recognized that 1 was promis-
ing to consider the campaign (he even
mentioned  Spanish  serialization in La
Prensa, leaving no corner unturned), but
in [act I had hnished about it; and even
sociate Larry Fine, with his polite death-
ratule gurgles, when he closed his cubicle
door and continued making notes on his
legalsize pad, knew this briel exploratory
meeting would be our last one.

Did I give Bruce Zebra and his plans
for me another wen around the head
after I descended into the bracing acid
air of Madison Avenue? (There was
that rare yellowish midtown sun, and a
leet energy in the lungs, and my legs
took me all the way down to the Village,
feeling good. like an escaped con who
has found a stash of clothes and mon-
ey.) No, not much thought for Zebra
Associates. Not even moral disapproval.
Only that it was not for me. For some-
one ¢lse, maybe. but not me. It would
be funny for Manhattan and the whole
publishing, perishing world. But T knew
all that action would tucker me out.
Surcly, by my life, I had put myself in
the wav of Zebra's invitiion. So much
complicity in it 1 must surely admit. But
I wanted Lame, riches and the love of
beautiful women as reward only for the
greatest pleasure of them all, my magic
dreams, and the interference of Zebra
made me feel as if 1 were locked into
someone  else’s dream.  So
plicity T still denied.

“We want o hear
soon!” Bruce coried at

much com-

from you real
the elevator as

he saw me out. “It costs you not penny
one!” He held the door a moment
with a brawny arm. and bencath the
gray-flannel suit of the time, I suddenly
imagined the wanned Grosse Poime fesh
with downy blond hair all over his
body. Yet he had this yearning soul, just
like mine. The clevator door was jerk-
ing and making litde hiccuping noises.
Bruce finished first. “Were waiting
amidst our toys, Herb,” he said, “sur-
rounded by our toys from the toy com-
pany, which they left behind, bhut you're
the one we really want w0 play with,
Herh.”

Nineween sixty, coming soon, would
be one of those rare markers that really
sign on a new generation, i set of revo-
lutions. The childven of World War
Two were as far from Hitler as T was
from the Kaiser. This had been that
ancient decade when Bobby Dylan was
still a boy, fresh come 1o the great city,
and with a girl on Bleecker Street [
heard his suicide wail in some coffee-
house where they passed the hat. Dylan
sig: and we smiled because this new
thing was so peculiarly babyish, whining
and yet winning: beatniks, we thought.
They had more life in them than you'd
over Sll‘apl’.'(:l [l'()l'l'l .‘il.‘ll_'illg razy K(‘l’ﬂllil(:
reel across a stage, tears in his eyes
because he was so misunderstood.

Evenings on the East Side with the
record player piled with Frank Sinawa
ballads were not what my evenings were
supposed to be about as the decade
ended. Rastignac and Dick Whittington

came to the city for other reasons, 1o
cast out a challenge to more than gitls
and money. The Eisenhower doldrums
didn’t excuse owr trouble. The loneli
ness of girls just trving to make out and
please. too many preuy girls, too many
clever ones, o many girls wying, their
hollow eyes in hollow-pool faces—that
didn’t excuse us, either. A chic voung
woman wiatched my face as she rose like
the moon over me, asking., “Do you like
this? Do you like this? Is this what you
Like?” I've alveady mentioned the pillow
thrown inwo the alley, soaked with an-
other girl's tears—oh, no proper wa
against her. This was not the place to
hight the war.

My clder daughter drew flowers with
laundry markers on shirt  cardboard,
wrote “Flowers for My Daddy,” dated it
put her age on it—ten years old. 1
dreamily indulged in writing (my own),
harshly chopped ar the wvpewriter (my
[actory for other purposes) and was
weary ol the division ol labor into mon-
ey and soul. T liked George Plimpton. 1
liked options for movies and plays, those
expense-account lunches ar Sardi's. T liked
advenwuring in the evening. I liked talk-
ing it over with LaRue. I hated my life.

The leaders ol this youth society, Just
then discovering the discothéque, one of
the Great ldeas ol the Western World
in the late Filues, were older than F.
Scote Fitzgerald when he eracked up.
Moby Dick was finished when Melville
was 32: Jesus died lor the sins of others
at 33; Young Writers were pushing 40
and collecting grants. Dylan was begin-
ning to sing in the Bleecker Strect coffee-
houses about how he fnally got a job
in New York town. He sounded like a
hillbilly. but they paid him a dollar a
day anyway. Howdy, New York.

Citybilly creep. Handluls of griuy
rain.  Insidious with recollections  and
nostalgia, I was joining the peculiar
company of thase who scize avidly upon
cach moment as il it and only it meam
life. And it meant nothing. And we
seized upon projeas and  plans, ad-
vances, options, schedules for the future,
as il they wo meant life. And  they
meant nothing, cither. No meaning, no
community. Despite the jerk of excite-
ment, the moments and the plans were
not {'ll(lllgh. A contract or a {.'Ull(l'll(.'hl. a
few good words one morning or a tele
phone call from an agent in the aflter-
noon, and the voice in the factory told
itsell (the voice alking o itsell because
all those who might understand it were
busy running their own factories): “I've
done it! I've really done it this time!
I've made !

They sure had a lot of gall. T had a
lot of gall. That's how it was.




HI.JACK (continued from page 105)

“New Orleans Sccurity? Do you still
read me?”

A diiferent voice answered. “This is
JAX. We read you loud and clear.”

“The hijacker wants a quarter of a
million dollars.”™

“We heard. Who is he?”

“He's listed as a Charles Wagner,
from Hartford, Connecticut.”

“What else does he waniz”

“One second.” The microphone was
Liid aside wemporarily, the intercom but-
ton pressed. “Clarisse—anything else?”

“Yes, sir. A whole flock of things. 1
guess he's had time to think. 1 saribbled
them down.” Clarisse relerred to her
paper; her one changed abruptly. “I'm
sorry, sir, that lavatory is out of order.
No, the other one is fine. Yes, siv.” Her
voice dropped again. YA passenger. 1
put the sign up, but some people :

“Never mind. Go on,”

“Yes, sir. Here's what he wants. The
money in an overnight  bag, noth-
ing smaller than fifties, nothing bigger
than hundreds, banded in  twenty-five-
thousand-dollar  bundles. He wans the
plane o Jand at the end ol runway 725
at Jacksonville, as [ar from the terminal
as possible——"

“Hold 1,” Captain Liulejohn said
and spoke into the mike. “Security, did
you get that?”

“We got it. Go on.”

“Go ahead, Clarisse.”

“Yes, sir. He doesn’t want anvone to
come near. He says the passengers can
get off. Alter that, he will come our of
the washroom. The money will be de-
livered, but no one can enter the plane.
And he wants—iwo parachutes, =

“Two ol them?”

“That's what he said. A sports model
and an Army standard.”

Security could be heard, speaking in
an aside to someone. “Get a last check
on a Charles Wagner through the U.S.
nachute Association right away, hear?”
It came back Tull. “What else, Captainz”

“Clarisses™

“That's all, Captain. So [ar. He says
[rtlier instructions will be given when
we're on the ground.”

“Right.” The intercom button  wis
depressed:  the captain spoke into  his
mike.  “Security? We'lll want 1o be

i i

deared for landing on 725 regardless ol

wind direction.”
“Roger.”
“And  what

about the money he
winnts:’
Il be there. I don’t know how long
he'll keep it but he'll get it As well as
the parachutes.”
“Good,” Captain Litdejohn said. ~I'd
hate to lose Milly. Not to mention a

plane [ull of passengers.”

There was no reply. The mike was
switched off. attention given to flyving
the plane. The sunset was almost behind
them now, the shadows of the Smokics
creeping  beneath  their wings.  The
Knoxville- Jacksonville beam was inter-
cepted; the plane banked smoothly into
the air corridor, its heading now nearly
due south, The engines droned i the
deepening darkness; the cockpit lights
showed the strain on the faces of the
men within, At Jast the lights of Jack-
sonville could be seen, together with the
feathery trail outlining the beach down
toward St. Augustine. The plane began
losing altitude. With a sigh, Captain
Littlejohn turned over the plane o the
copilot, who immediately began speak-
ing with the tower. Captain Littlejohn
took over the task ol informing the
passengers. He pressed the proper but-
ton. His voice was completely impersonal,

“Ladies and gentlemen, this is your
captain again, Due to adverse weather
condlitions, we are forced to make our
landing at the Jacksonville, Florida, air-
port. A company representative on the
ground will explain the delay and -
range any necessary transportation. We
regret this inconvenience. Now, please
fasten your seat belts, bring your seats 1o
the verucal position and observe the No
SMORING S L

The Last grambling passenger had fled
Irom the plane, surprised to find himself
forced 10 ke a waiting bus o the
that

distant terminal building, unaware

ABORTION
CLINIC

very shortly he and his fellows would be
in the envious position of being able to
tell their friends of their adventure. Gas
oline wrucks were completing their re-
lueling operation; a small station wagon
ook the place of the departing bus and
W0 men got out.

One brought a small parachute in one
hand and an overnight bag i the other;
the second man carried a more cumber-
some parachute. They climbed the alu-
minum steps, placed their loads on the
floor of the plane without entering, nod-
ded to a pale Clarisse, merely glanced in
the direction of the washroom door and
made their departure. They looked like
FBI. and were. From the cockpit win-
dow, Captain Littlejohn watched them
climb into their cur and back off. He
raised his microphone.

“Clarisse?”

“Yes, Captain?”

“Where do we go [rom here?”

“Just a second”—there was a long
pause. On the ground, the fuel lines
were being sucked into the trucks like
monsters consuming  outsized spaghetti.
Clarisse was back. "Captain, he says first
to head toward Miami. He wants you to
maintain minimum flving S]N.‘(:ll. he says
two hundred knots will do. and 10 stay
at two-thousand-feet  altitude. And  he
wants the rear passenger entrance doo
left unlatched Trom the outside 7

Security in the tower had heard. It cn
in.

“Captain, is it possible to jump from
your plane?”

“heois this one.”  Littlejohn
said. “He obviously selecied a 727 on

from

I¢:ASHIE

L)

“It's been taken care of.”
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purpose. He couldn’t do it with a 707
or a 717. Enher he must know some-
thing about flying or he studied up for
this caper.”

“For a quarter of a million dollars,”
Sceurity said dryly, “I imagine a man
would be willing to study. Or even to
make his first parachute jump. There's
no rvecord of him in any skydiving
group we've dug up so far.”

“I s his real name.”

“As you say, il it’s his real name. Any
danger ol depressurization ar that alti-
tude with the door being opened?”

“Not at two thousand feet. And Flori-
da’s flat. And if we didn’t leave the door
unlitched, he could still always use one
of the emergency doors.” Captain Little-
john’s voice was getting tight; the wait
was making him nervous. “Well, what
do we do?”

There was a pause. A new voice cime
on.

“Captain? This is Major Willoughby
ol the Air Force. Do you have any
suggestion?”

“Well,” Littlejohn said slowly, “I sup-
pose we could keep over water: he
wouldn't jump there. It might give you
time 1o scramble a few planes and meet
us somewhere. He won’t stand still for
that witer bit very long, but if vou have
a few planes follow, it might help.”

The copilot cut in, a boy with much
warnme ¢x I)l_'l'l('.'llce.

“I1 he lree-falls even five hundred feet,
they'll never see him at night.”

“Au least they could wuy.”

“I'll buy that,” Major Willoughby
said. “T'll get you deared for following
the coast as long as you can; we'll get
other aircralt out of the way, although
youll he flying [ar below anything com-
mercial until you get near airports. Try
to hold over water until Daytona, il you
can. We'll be with you by then at the
Tatest. All right?”

ZHmes"

“"Captain,” Clarisse said in a tight
voice. “He's getting nervous.”

“Tell him we're on our way,” Little-
john said, and he pressed the first of the
engine starting buons.

The plane swung about; the engine
whine built up, and then they seemed
to leap free. The large plane raced
down the runway, gathering speed, and
then seemed to raise itsclf slightly. They
swooped up vertically; the city lights fell
away, twisting as they banked. Littlejohn
leveled off. following the coast a mile off-
shore. Security crme back on the radio.

“What's our boy doing now?”

"God knows.” Littlejohn said. “He'll
undoubtedly be coming out of his liule
washroom soon and he'll see were over
water. Then”—he shrugged; the shrug
was rellected in his voice. “Well, then
we'll see.”

“Keep this radio link open.”
“Don’t worry.”
“Captain——"

“Yes, Clarissez”

“He’s going to come out "

Littlejohn spoke rapidly:

“Clarisse!  That  microphone  cord
should reach to the next seat. T wamt
you to strap yourself in and I want
Milly to suap herself in as soon as she
comes out. That nut can jump or fall,
for all T care, but 1 don’t want either ol
you girls to take any chances near that
open door. Do you hear?”

“Yes. sir. Just a second”—there was a
short pause. “I'm strapped in. Captain.”
The timbre ol her voice changed. “Cap-
tain—they’re out. . . "

“How's Milly#"

“Pale as a ghost, and 1 don’t wonder.
Milly, sit down. Strap yourself in"—a
brief pause, with everyone in the cockpit
staring intently at the small cloth-
covered speaker. “Captain, he's looking
down at the water. He says either you
tn overland right now or he’ll kill
Milly and then me. Captain—I—I think
e means i, . . .”

“Turn.” Security said at once.

“It's all right, anyway.” Major Wil
loughby's voice said. “We just picked
You up.

Liulejohn instamtly put the planc
into a bank: the lights of Crescent
Beach fled beneath them. a cluster with
Route AlA etched on either side.

“Captain—-="

“Yes. Clarisse?”

“He suys—"

“Let me talk to him.”

“Just a sccond.” Silence. “Captain, he
won't talk into the microphone. But he
says fly to Ocala and then turn straight
south for Naples, same speed, same alti-
tude as now. He says you can come out
ol the cockpit by Naples; he'll be gone
by then”

Security cut in:

"Do it his way, Captain. Don’t take
any chances. The major's planes have
vou in sight and we've also got every
town's police notificd to be on the look-
out for a chute. He won't get .

“There’s a lot of empty spice in cen-
tral Florida, but whatever you say.” Lit-
tlejohu said. “In that case, why not get
us cleared Irom Naples over 1o Miami at
a reasonable altitude and make us some
hotel reservations there for tonight?”

“Will do.”

ClLrisse came back on, nervous.

“Captain, he wants us to get up into
the cockpit belore he jumps, doesn't
want us 1o see. . ..

Littlcjohn sighed. “All right, but hang
on. I'll bhank slightly to keep you away
from 1that door. Come ahead.”

The men waited impatiently; ac last
there was a tap on the door. It opened
and two very nervous stewardesses sidled
into the cramped space, shuting the

door behind them. Milly was pale from
her ordeal: Clarisse was partially sup-
porting her. Liulejohn looked at them
questioningly.

“She’ll be all vight,” Clarisse said.

Liulejohn set his jaw and stared
down. Bencath their steady nose, Dade
City came and went, and then the vast
ness of southwestern  Florida, inching
past at the maddeningly slow speed of
200 knots. At long last the lights of the
west coast could be seen in the still
night. The radioman looked up.

“Naples coming up,” he said.

They stared down, watching the lights
pass them. and then they were our over
the Gull. Littlejoln turned 1o the copilot.

“Mike, wamt to take a look? Be
careful.”

“Right,” said the copilot, and he
pushed past the stewardesses and into
the empty corridor of the plane. He
walked to the other end ol the plane
and back. hanging onto the scats as he
passed the cbin door, swinging back
and forth, danking as it struck each
time. He came back into the cockpit amd
closed the door.

“All clear.”

“We missed him,” Major Willoughhy's
voice said, disappointed.

“We'll pick him up. Don't worry,”
Sccurity promised. “We've got the whole
state covered under your route. Well,
Captain, you're ceared 1o Miami. Good
night and good luck.”

“Thanks,” Litdejohn said, and he
switched off the microphone. His hand
pressed  the engine throules  forward.
“Well. children,” he said, “it's been a
long day. Let's go get some rest.”

- . -

The maps from the map bag were piled
to one side. Captain Littlejohn was reach-
ing into the bag.

“Filty thousand cach,” the captain
said softly. “Not bad for a few howrs
work. plus a litle careful planning. Es.
pecially considering that it’s tax-free.”

“I ought 10 get more,” Mlilly said
sullenly.  “Five long damned houwrs
crammed into a uny washvoom with a
dead man!™

“You?" Clarisse said. “What about
me? I had o push him out of that
dimmm door. Even though 1 was lastened
in with the harness and the rope, I was
scared silly that I'd go out of the plane
with him.”

“I hid 1o kill the poor bastard.” the
radioman said.

The copilot was paving no attention
to the complaints. He was neatly put-
ting his share in his auaché case.

“Charles Wagner . . . he said to no
one in particular. *“The hard-luck guy
who went to the john at the wrong time.
I wonder what he did for a living.”




“I thought I told you to stay off that subject!”
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HAPPIEST DAYS {continued from page 98)

redouble in value every weck, and, by
God, | gave them their way. The world
had never seen such a boom, and T had
J- P. Morgan, Jr., prophesy that this was
only the beginning. Tomorrow would be
even better and the day after tomorrow
would be even more lantastic. President
Hoover, | reported, danced a jig on the
White House steps. Ford stopped mak-
ing llivvers because evervone wanted a
Lincoln. Slums were being torn down
and replaced by palaces everywhere. Tt
was [un to make that sort of stufl up and
soon I wasn’t even surprised when the
men believed it

“Belore long, the officers stopped talk-
ing ol buying litde farms. They were
for buying flleets of their own and hig
counury estates. For about tnee weeks
every dream came true, only 1o be suc-
ceeded by a more ambitious one. Perhaps
I should still be ashamed of puning
men over such a roller coaster, but 1
will tell vou one thing: Those fellows
had one happy vovage that thev will
never {orget. Even the lowly oilers and
scamen who had nothing invested in the
stock market basked in the atmosphere of
glce. No one yelled at them when they
idled, for no one gave a damn about
keeping up the rusty old ship. Grudges
were forgotten, taut nerves relaxed and

[ears gave way to soaring sclf-confidence.

“When we were about a week out of
Hong Kong, we ran into a typhoon. I
suspected  that  perhaps like men on
drugs, our crew would prove unable to
cope with the realities of nature, and I
thought it might not be too bad a thing
if we all went down together at that
apex of our lives. but the reverse proved
true. The men fought like lions 10 get
home to their riches. Their strength was
supethuman and they rebuilt bulkheads
as soon as the sea would smash them.
With shouts of triumph, they brought
the old ship through.

“Only one man did not take part in
the wild celebration that followed, He
was a melancholy Swede who kept insist-
ing that good times always bring bad
times and that the best of times alwavs
produces the worst, This he had ob-
served 10 be wrue all his life, he said, so
joy scared him and adversity gave him
hope. The rest of the men joshed him
about his pessimism and the captain
promised to cheer him up by showing
him how to make ¢nough money in the
market to bring the fairest girl in Swe-
den 1o his home in Wisconsin as soon as
they got ashore.

“In the midst of all this elation, 1 did
not have the courage to bring the stock

“For gosh sake. Willie, will you quit
standing on your head!”

market down to reality again, We passed
no vessels dose enough for visual com-
munication, and [ was not sure, alter
all, what the truth of the market was.
Almost all the great men at home, as
well as my Father, had said that tomor-
row would be beiter, and a whole
month had gone by since I had reccived
real news. 11 1 told the caprain that the
Depression was still on, he would be
furious at me. If later he learned that
some prosperity had returned, he would
be just as angry as if he lemmned of my
lies the other way. Tt was casier to keep
quict, and that’s what [ did,

“As we neared Hong Kong, 1 began o
panic at the thought of what would
bhappen o me il the men found out
about my grand deception before T had
a chance to jump ship, or if they cap-
tured me before | ocould escape Hong
Kong. Abruptly my compassion for them
vanished and I [eared only for my own
skin. Il I had built them up to a giant
letdown, so be it. Every man has to face
reality on his own.

“As T made plans to jump ship the
moment we touched the wharl, 1 real-
ized that even if 1 made my way back 1o
the Stares safelv. 1 could never travel in
any world where T might mect these
men or their Iriends again. That meant
the end ol my carcer at sea. Never again
would T dare go near wharves or board
the great ships, even as a passenger.

“When we were a day owt of port, T
became so acutely nervous that T could
not stop a convulsive vomiting. Tt was a
glass-calm day and the captain worried
that I might have appendicitis. He
loved me by that time and he himself
suggested my escape. With tender care,
he put me on a pilot boat and had me
rushed ashore before his ship entered
the inner harbor. After allowing myself
to be taken 1o a hospital by one of the
pilots, 1T dashed out a side door and
shipped as a passenger aboard the first
vessel out of Hong Kong. She was a
small British mail boat that sailed for
Bombay almost as soon as I ran aboard
her.”

Morris paused and ook a sip of a
highball.

“Did you ever hear what happened:”
our host, Carl Ness, asked breathlessly.

“No. I came home and went to Yale,
where few old sailors are to he found. 1
guess that the whole aew of that old
Hog Islander got drunk and twned
over every bar and hotel in Hong Kong
looking for me. Then they  probably
picked themselves up and found the
incredible courage to continue on their
own dogged, miserable ways. T have not
thought about them for a long time, but
now I wonder: Years later, did any of
them ever thank me for giving them a
month of beautitul illusions. or did they
always only hate me for telling lies?”
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hOl'Ol“lQSS h&l“lhlh (continued from page 102)

the country, viewers turned to each
other and said, “How'd he do that?”
One of them was a Hollywood producer.

Kovacs draws a picture of a refrigerator
on the wall and then cuts open the door
with a razor. Ice cubes fall out.

Kovacs went to California to do the
role of Captain Lock in a film called
Operation Mad Ball. He plaved it so well
that Hollywood typecast him. He plaved
Captain Stark in Wake Me When It's
Owver, Captain Segura in Our Man in
Havana and Captain Fogelmeyer in Sail a
Crooked Ship.

“Pleiise, no more # # # captains!”
fumed Kovacs in a Daily Variety adver-
tisement.

In California to stay, Kovacs bought a
S100.000 house near Beverly Hills” Cold-
water Canvon and then spent S500,000
doing a few things here and there to
make it livable. He put a French chia-
tean wine celliar in the basement and
had a TV special-effects man spray the
bottles with fake cobwebs. He installed

@ turmable in the driveway to spin cars
around and head them back o the
street. He had workmen install an clec
tronic control center that any network
would have been proud to own. When
completed, the board had a stop watch,
clecvic gate opener, monitor. intercoms
to seven rooms, controls for lans. radios,
sierco  speakars. sieam room.,  outside
signs that said ~Not Now when he didn't
want to be disturbed and the control for
a wirterfall that gurgled forth from un-
der a stuffed rhinoceros head in his
three-tiered oak-and-leather study.

The house had almost as many pi-
anos as it had rooms. There was a
gold-encrusted ebony model with mother-
ol-pearl keys, a concert grand, a black-
and-gold spmet, a white spinet, an
clectronic piano and even a 17th Cen-
try harpsichord kept perfectly tuned.

Kovies' workroom was also his play-
room. The second most used piece of
furniture in the room was the card 1ta-
bie, where his frequent all-night poker
sames took place. Kovacs played mostly
with “dollars"—Dblack S100 chips. When

“I understand your concern over the responsibilities.
The commitment. Please don’t feel you need
to get involved. In fact, you don’t
even have to tell me your name.”

he did a show at one of the hotels in
Las Vegas, the bosses asked him to pick
up his check at the casino  cashier’s
window. They gave big odds that he
couldn’t get back across the casino floor
with his pay check intact.

Emic loved gambling so much that
he even played long distance. Once, a
friend called him from New York. Hard-
ly had hellos been exchanged when Ko-
vacs asked him, “Do you have a deck of
cards in your desk?”

“Yes,” said the man in New York.

“Good. Cut the deck; 1 say red for
five hundred.”

Silence rom New York.

“OK. I'll give you another chance.
Five hundred says the next card’s a
spade.”

Again. silence—and then a dial tone.

The next week, Kovacs received a
S1000 check.

- - -

Poodle walks slowly by fire hydrant.

Fire hydvant sprays dog with water.
- - -

Life scemed enviously fine for Kovacs
in California, and then onc day the
Internal Revenue Service called. It at
empted the impossible task of convine-
ing Kovacs that, at his income, nine
dollars of cvery $100 he earned be-
Ionged to him and $91 belonged to the
Federal Government. Kovacs had always
been sure that money would be there
when he needed it. With that [aith, he
had remodeled the house, bought LEdic a
Type 37 Bugauti and ordered a Japanese
waterlall installed in the back vard. The
money was coming in, from films, [rom
his host duties on a show called Take a
Good Look; he cven earned S6.98 from
ASCAP thar year. But suddenly Kovacs
needed money, and a lot of it. so he
signed a deal with the Consolidated CGi-
war Company to make a series ol 13
specials to start in April of 1961, He was
determined to make cenough money to
get the Government out of his hair.

The first special in the series showed a
new  kind of camera  superimposition
that featured Kovacs in the audience
directing himsell onstage. He also video-
taped a long, bittersweet segment of a
prostitute growing older while a clown
stood by, the beating heart of his cos-
tume breaking. Kovacs created a baller
featuring a slingshot, a bicycle wheel,
clacking teeth and a knile thrower, all
chorcographed 1o Tdhaikovsky's  Nut-
cracker Suite.

The next day, Cecil Smith of the Los
Angeles Times said, “Kovacs is the most
authentic genius working in television.”
Jack O'Brian of the New York Journal
Amervican said, It was not very spedial,
leaden in it attempts at whimsy, its
nuttiness  labored and the strain vis-
ible in every lumbering moment of the
fu]l"“S}' I)r(lgl'{l]ll."

Balancing them off was a reviewer



named Fred Danzig, who wrote, “Keep
trying, you nut. Even when you flop you
make it interesting.”

That seemed to be the nation’s reac-
tion, 100.

s e e

MEDIUM stor of man firing al duch
targets in shooting gallery. CAMERA CUTS
IN TIGHT on one duck as it swings toward
camera, exposes gun on side and fires
back at man.

- - -

Subsequent Kovacs specials appeared
on May 18, Junc 15, September 21,
October 28, November 24, December
12—all in 1961. The cighth special was
set to run January 23, 1962, on his 43rd
birthday.

It did. It ran as scheduled, although
Kovacs had been killed ten days be-
fore, when his Corvair station  wagon
skidded on a wet street and hit a steel
power pole. And it went on without
commercials, because that’s the way his
sponsor winted it. The show began with
an old Kovacs gag where Ernie lay on
the control-room floor playing with an
oscilloscope pattern that ran across the
screen, There was also a parody of a
Grimdma Moses artist who said, T jest
paints what I sees around here in the
country.” When the camera looked at
her paintings, they were all cubistic ab-
stracts called Sheep Dog, Country Fair,
Newborn Calf. Another sequence showed
a man entering a photographic darkroom
and coming out reversed, like a negative.

- - -

amepivM stor of Kovacs as a mainle-
nance man washing the nose of a stalue
at Mount Rushmore. The nose wrinkles
and sneezes, leaving an emply scaffold
flapping against the mountain.

O

It was a funny program, but it also
liberated the black side of Kovacs' hu-
mor. One skit, featuring a man hitting
another with a maller while a carnival
bell rang, was the latest in a growing
number of macabre sequences he had
been putting into his shows.

In earlier scripts, a carpenter drove a
large nail into a wall directly into the
head of a man in the next room and a
trick golf expert tried to hit a ball out
ol a girl's mouth—and slipped. On an-
other show, the audience saw a barber
sneeze and then look down in horror at
the customer he had been shaving, Ko
vacs once showed a magician sawing
through one girl in a box from which a
second one emerged to tell him the feet
weren’t hers. He thrust a sword through
a box, but the sword tilted suddenly and
the body inside fell limp.

Explaining this almost  unrelieved
blackness, Edie Adams said, “It was his
depression, of course. He had lost one
home as a youngster and he saw this
home being taken away, too. The IRS
told him that he had to work, that he

had to take anything offered. You could
tell by his work that Ernie was a free
spirit, that he nceded that freedom to
work and to create. Their demands put
him into a massive depression that lasted
until he died.”

Kovacs was the originator of elec

tronic theater and he mixed it with
visions and sounds that synthesized a
new kind of comedy. When it was fun-
ny, it was very funny. When it didn’t
come off, he lifted an eycbrow, rolled the
cigar to the other side of his mustache
and continued.

Each show mixed the simple sight gags
with multilevel pastiches that worked
together like theater of the absurd. He
would score and choreograph a mood
ballet of lonely people in a forebodingly
shadowed city that chilled audiences and
left them Jooking around their rooms
uncomfortably. Then. next, he would run
black-outs.

Indian draws bow to shoot arrow and
the following things happen: Flaming
arrow sels bow on fire; arrowhead falls
off; arrow ftelescopes inlo itself; bow-
string stretches out of frame; arrow is
shot, taking slecoe and hand with it

Kovacs knew that his stark and singu-
lar brand of video humor was not for
everybody. “If my shows ever become

popular,” he once said, “T'll know I'm
doing somcthing wrong.” Yet he never
his audiences and never
viewed them with contempt. Before he
died, he was asked why he lived so high
and worked so maniacally. He had a lot
of stock answers, such as, “My idle youth
paid ofL.” But once, for some forgotien
wireservice reporter, Kovacs recalled the
1939 bout with pleurisy and double
pneumonia, “After what happened to
me, I figure I'm living on velver,” he
said. “Every minute is a gift.”

A newly compiled documentary is now
touring college campuses, allowing an-
other generation the opportunity to dis-
cover him. But that's all the accessible
Kovacs humor there is, so were mostly
dependent on his present-day imitators
for reminders of his brilliance. Although
television  performers and  programers
have not advanced in the past ten
years, its technicians have. Today, vidco-
tape cquipment is smaller, more precise
and easicr to operate. They've got new

patronized

computerized gear to accomplish motion-
picture techniques such as cutting, dis-
solving, fading, superimposing and slow
motion. It’s just unfortunate that Ernic
isn’t around to show everyone how to

use it.
(¥ |
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parts. You can wy boiling those if you
get uired ol the hrozen. Use the big
white kettle.”

“The white kettle,” he nodded, watch-
ing the bus driver at the sandwich bar.

“Move the things off the tables when
you dust. Last time, remember, you lelt
circles.™

“I'l move them.”

“Around the trees needs a new appli-
cation of dog repellent. 1 noticed the
Schroeders” animal snifhing there again.”

“All right”” he said. The bus driver
had finished and was geting up to go to
the cashier’s desk.

“The rest I wrote down. The list is on
the Kitchen counter under the orange
squeezer. You can reach me at my sis-
ter's il there’s any need. T vust there
won't be” The driver went out the
watiting-room door toward the bus.

“Roy. I want these things done. I
don’t want you spending all day and
night on that sun porch.”

“It's just about fnished.” said Stand-
ish. “You'd better board now.”

“All the same, I don’t want you in
there constamily. Here are the car keys.
See me o the bus.”

He [lollowed her our, waiting as she
went up the bus steps with the suitcase.
Through the bus window he saw a man
get out of his seat to help her with the
suitcase. and he saw Sarah shoo the man
away and life the suitcase hersell onto
the rack. He looked at his watch. Tt was
a quarter to 11. The bus started up. As
soon as it was out of sight. he rned
and crossed the street to the shopping
mall.

He knew what he necded and he
shopped quickly. At the hardware store,
he bought a pair of door hinges, then
went bik across the pmking lot to the
supermarket. There he bought a case of
beer, several bags of prezels and potato
chips. two boxes of crackers, an assort-
ment of cheese dips and a box of cock-
tail napkins. Waiting to pay. he noticed
a display of flash cubes by the register,
and afier loading the groceries into his
car, he went next door 1o the camera
store. and hought a Polaroid camera,
fash cubes and film.

When he got back 10 the house, it was
a quarter 10 noon. Across the street and
one house down. Jim Hansen and Joc
and Jeannie Kulik were sitting on the
Hansen front porch; Angela Hansen
was  witlking back and forth behind
them, burping her baby. At the top of
the block, Fd Banks, home for lunch,
wis getting out of his patrol cwr. In the
Kitchen of the house next door, Cheryl
McAlister was drying dishes. Farther up,
on the same side of the sweet, Tom
Schroeder was perched on a stepladder
in hront ol his house. adding a touch of

214 white paint to his eaves. Standish, alter

taking note ol these details, turned and
carried the case of beer inside.

As he came back for the groceries. he
hewrd a grunt and a cry from up the street.
The can of white paint, he saw. had fallen
from the shelf of Tom Schiroeder's step-
ladder, coating the tops of his evergreens.
Millie Schroeder was helping her husband
descend the stepladder; Bill Shackleford
was on his wayv over from next door; the
Kuliks and Jim Hansen had turned
aronnd in their chairs to look: Cheryl
McAlister had stepped 1o the kitchen win-
dow: Ld Banks was calling out something
good-natured  from  across  the  street.
Standish, nodding to himsell, went inside
the house and put away the rest of the
party fixings. The noon siren started up
and the bells of the church at the botiom
ol the block began 1o ring. Standish
walked to the back hall, where the de-
liverymen had left the glass door for the
sunt porch. Sliding it slowly and turning
it on its corners so as not to damage the
carpet, he walked the door into the
living room.

He had done all the preliminary work
for hanging the door, and thus drilling
the holes and screwing the hinge plates
on took only about a quarter ol an hour.
The excertions ol the morning. and his
gathering excitement, slowed his hands
and made them remble, so much so that
he had to make a hst each time he checked
his watch. The hinges were finally on and
he carclully lilted the door into place.
His heart. as he drove the bottom pin,
beat so suongly he had 1o lean [or several
minutes against the doorjamb. He went
into the kitchen, ook down his favorite
glass [rom the cabinet, poured himself a
drink ol water and curied the glass into
the living room. Alter he had rested
awhile longer, he looked at his watch
again. It was now five minutes to one.
He noticed that his favorite glass would
lcave a ring on Sarah’s rosewood table.
The sight of the glass. and especially the
circle of water beneath, filled him with
pleasurable impatience. He went over to
the newly hung door. pulled it toward
him, closed it, opened it again and
witlked onto his sun porch.,

The sun swarmed in. hot and dusty.
The pulse in his neck rustled his collar,
Steadying himsell against the sun-porch
wall, Standish went over to the window
and looked out.

Across the street, the Kuliks and Jim
Hansen were on the Hansen  [ront
porch. and Angela Hansen was walking
back and forth, burping her baby. Next
door, Chervl was drying dishes in the
McAlister kitchen. Up the sureer, Ld
Banks was gerting our of his panol car.
There was a grunt and a cry, and Stand-
ish, peering, saw the can of white paint
on the shelf of Tom Schroeder’s steplad-
der topple and [all, drenching the tops

of his evergreens. The Kuliks, Jim Han
sen amd Ed Banks tnned to look. Stind-
ish, wiping his forchead, moved away
rom the window,

It was wue. Lvery detail was there
Evervithing was as it had been, exactly
an hour before, and now everything was
happening over again. The noon siren
was sounding at the 1op ol the block
and the bells of the church had bhegun
to ring. Rov Standish connted 12 chimes
and looked at his watch. It read one
o'dack. Carcfully. his heart heating too
fast for comlort, Standish reset his waich
in accord with the digital clock on the
sun-porch shell, 1o the new, corvect time.

For the next ten minutes, he sat in his
easy chair on the sun porch. waiting for
his nerves 1o calm down. With difhculty,
Standish vose [rom his chair and walked
through the living room 1o the front hail.
He picked up the telephone and dialed
the time. The voice and his waich were
in agreement: It was now, again. for the
second time that day, 11 minutes past
the hour of noon.

Glancing back into the living room,
he verified that his favorite glass, from
which he had drank at five minutes to
one and then had set down on Sarah’s
rosewood table, was gone. The ring of
water, wo. was gone. wiped out by the
receding hour. Everything was as it had
been; evervihing in the intervening 60
minutes had been erased. Breathing cau-
tiously, Standish went into the kitchen
and opened the cabinet. There stood his
favorite glass. just as it had siood an
hour before. There, also, stood the box-
es of pretzels and potato chips he had
brought in from the car, before noon,
more than an hour before he had
stepped onto the sun porch. Saval’s list
of chores was on the counter, weighted
down by the orange squeezer.

A thrill of mischiel passed through
Sumdish’s chest, causing him to swallow
for breath: picking up Saral's list, he
tore it into tiny pieces and scattered the
picces over the kitchen floor, then seized
his favorite glass from the cabinet and
smashed it in the sink. Turning, he
hurried owm of the Kitchen, through the
living room and onto the sun porch.

The digital clock read 11:15. Outside,
across the swreer, only Angela Hansen
was on the Hansen porch, not yet burp-
ing her baby, only giving it a houle:
Kulik and Hansen and Jeannie Kulik
had not yer come outside. The Banks's
driveway was empty, the patrol car siill
due, and Tom Schrocder was only just
opening up his stepladder. Standish, set-
ting his watch back an hour, walked owt
of the sun porch inwo the living room
and through the frone hall 1o the kiwch-
en. The floor and sink, he saw at once,
were clear of delwis; Saral’s  list of
chores wias back on the counter in one
picce: his own favorite glass was whole
again and badk in the cabinet. The
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potato chips and pretzels, the beer, the
cheese dips and everything else he had
bought that morning were gone, back
where they had been at 11:15. He went
into the living room. The glass door,
firm on its hinges, remained immutably
part of the sun porch. With a sigh and a
chuckle, he went out to the car.

He drove to town and stopped at the
supermarket. Again he bought a case of
heer, pretzels, potato chips, crackers,
cheese dips, napkins. Next door, again, he
bought a Polnoid camera, flash cubes,
tilm. Then, once again, he drove home,
By the time he had finished unloading
the car, it was a quarter to 12, Across
the sureer, Angela Hansen was starting
to burp her baby and the Kuliks and
Jim Hansen were coming out onto the
Hansen porch. Standish put the beer in
the rvefrigerator and then came outside
again and walked across the sireet. He
went up the Hansen front walk to the
porch. Angela Hansen, pacing back and
lorth with her baby, was the first 10
notice him. She stopped, turned, looked
at him strangely. They all looked at him
strangely.

It took him a moment to catch his
breath and clear his throat,

“I'm having a party this aflternoon,”
he said. “At one o'clock. I'd like it if
vou all could come.”

The Kuliks and the Hansens looked
at one another.

“Say that again?” asked Joe Kulik,
Standish repeated.

“What. at your house?™ said Hansen.

Standish passed a hand over his eves.
“I'm sorry,” he said. “T ought 10 say who
I am. My name is Roy Standish and I
live—"

“Oh, we know who vou are,” said
Hansen, with a look at Kulik.

“Your wile know about this?” asked
Kulik.

“My wile is away,” said Standish.

“Who all's coming to this party?”
asked Jeannie Kulik,

“T don’t know yet.” said Standish soft-
ly. “I was hoping the people on the
block.”

“Kind of short notice, isn't it, Roy?”

“It is. I'm sorvy. T hope you will
come,” said Standish, ruring, with a
flushed face, and walking back down the
Hansen sidewalk to the street. Behind
him. he could hear the Kuliks and the
Hansens whispering, then a single burst
ol laughter, then the four of them,
laughing ogether. He did not ook
around but went directly next door and
rang the bell. There was no answer. He
wilked back down the sidewalk to the
next house. There he glimpsed a face at
the living-room window looking out to
see who was at the door, but though he
waited  several minutes, no one came.
Three doors up. he was mistaken for a
silesman by Mrs. Banks, wile of the

policcman, who ordered him off the
property.

Just then, the noon siren began 1o
sound. At the next house, the Shackle-
fords’. he had better luck. Apparently,
the Kuliks and the Hansens had been
watching him go from house to house
and had called ahead, because when the
Shacklefords  answered  the door, they
said yes, ol course, they would try to
come, smiling at ¢ach other much as the
Kuliks and the Hansens had done.

He called his invitation to the Schroe-
ders from the sidewalk and he wasn't
quite sure whether or not they'd under-
stood him. Millie was helping Tom as he
tried to wipe oll the white paint that had
spilled over the tops of his evergreens.

Shortly alter noon, he had come full
circle and was ringing the bell at the
McAlisters’, the house next to his own.

My name is Roy Sundish,” he said
when the door was opened.

“Yes, 1 know. From
house next door.”

It was the AMcAlisters’ daughter. For a
moment, her name eluded Standish, and
then he saw it, coervy, stitched to a
rising sun on the pocket of her jeans.
She was wearing @ T-shirt with a picture
of a wall socket, and she was smiling.
Though tired and a litde discouraged
from his circuit of the block, he re-
sponded o her smile, which seemed
more {riendly than knowing.

“I came to ask your folks to a party.”

“I know.” she said.

“How did you know?”

“I was watching at the window. I
thought, well, Christmas cards in April,
and then T thought—well, who cares
what T thought?”

“I went 1o everv house,” said Stand-
ish. He gazed up the sweet. T don't
suppose any of them will come, though.”

“Don’t bet on it. These are the nosiest
people in the entirve world, on  this
block.”

“But if they think the house is haunt-
ed?”

“I'm the one who thinks the house is
launted.” she said, going past him down
the steps. “Is it OK il T come? My
parents won't be back for a while, and I
don’t think they'd come, anywav. Be-
canse of thint business with the oak uee.
Which  you were absolumely justified
about, by the way. My father knew that
branch was about to come down. hut he
wits oo lazy to do amyvthing about it
Aren’t you coming?”

“Yes." smd Standish. He followed the
girl across the driveway and across his
Lawn and up his front steps. He held the
door open for her and they went into
the living room. The girl walked up and
down, stwing around.

“It's really nice,” said Cheryl. “I love
this [urniture. Is it haunted all over, or
jl!.\'l Oone Il;ll'l?"

the haunted



Standish swallowed. “Come on to the
kitchen.”

“Wow, your wile really keeps it clean,”
she said when they entered. “Not like my
mother, who's always yelling for me to
stritighten my room. and yet there’s al-
ways mold in the blueherries.”  She
opened  the refrigerator.  “What's  a
"‘Craig’s Wile'?”

“Why? said Standish.

“I heard my father say it. Oh, you
know, they all say she's a witch, which is
wrong, anyway. since she’s not the witch,
you're the wizand. but what good is hav-
ing nice things il vou don’t tike cne
of them? I mean, il you cure ahout
things. which 1 don’t, but it I had a nice
lawn, I wouldn't let a lot of rats play
baschall on it cither, or let the dogs kill
the grass around the wees. Look at my
father. or Mr. Kulik, or Mr. Hansen, or
any of these people. They all want nice
lawns, like with special sod and Vigoro,
and the first brat who cuts across or the
first dog. they don’t have the guts to tell
them to get ofl, beciuse they'll get a
reputation as an ogre and ihe other
people won't invite them to the parties,
which they don’t want to go to anyway.
Is the haunted part upstairs?”

“No." sad Standish.

“Can 1 see for mysellz Say no il you
don’t want me 10.”

“I want vou 10" said Standish. He
followed her up the siairs. At the Land
ing. he stopped and turned. “You go
ahead,” he said and wenr back down-
stairs. His heart was pounding. When he
went upstairs again, it was live minutes
to one and Cheryl was looking through
Sarah’s clothes closet.

“I call other people nosy,” she said,
“and look at me. But yowr wile's clothes
arc so great. I bet she makes them all
hersell.”

She held up a long, Logedlowered
dress with a lace ruff, turning belore his
wife's door mirror. A musde quivered in
Standish’s ¢hest. He raised the Polaroid
camera, whidh he had brought with him,
and. holding it a1 arm’s length so as not
to obscure his Face in the mirror, snapped
a picture. Cheryl blinked at the flash,
smiling.

“What's that for?”

“That's just in @
“To remember you by.”

“But [ cin come over all the iime.
Can't 17 I'd rveally love 10 meet your
wile. I knew il my parents said vou were
had, you had to be nice. Are you count-
ing a minue?”

He pecled back the flap on the Po-
Lirond.

“Oh, that’s a really great picure.
Look. your face is in the minon, 1oo.
LUh-oh.”

“What?” said Standish. He had taken
the photo and was coating 1t with fixa-
tive.

“1 think I heard the doorbell. That's

i

sard Standish.

“I told you not to order in French.”

got 1o be my father. I'm not supposed 1o
leave the house.™

“Shh,” sand  Standish, touching  her
shoulder. “Wait here.” Still holding the
camera, he turned and walked out ol
the bedroom and down the seirs. He
could see heads ar the Iront door. The
bell sounded again. As he crossed the
front hall. he realized he was holding
the Polaroid of Cheryl and studled it
still a little wet, into his shirt pocket.
He npt-.m'.tl the [ront door.

“Roy, old buddy!™

They all came in, Kulik first. clapping
his shoulder. then Jeannie Kulik, the
Hansens behind her, and the Schroeders
and the Shacklelords. They moved past
him into the living room. He looked at
his watch. It was one o’clock.

“I'm glad you could come,” Standish
siid, turning.

They were looking around slowly, Tike
people getting their bearvings in a circus
tent.

“Won't you sit down?'

“We 't stay bt
Jeannie Kulik.

“We're on our way 1o the cub,” said
Jim Hansen.

“Can 1 get you something 1o drink®”
said Standish.

“When the cat’s away, the mouse will
|;I'.|y,"

“Hush, Joe.”

“I have beer,” said Standish.

“You wouldn't have Scotch:”
Hansen.

“Just beer. I'm sorry.”

“We'lll all have a beer,” said Tom
Schroeder.

“Will vou look at the Biedermeier
chairs. And a Saruk carpet. My mother

saied Standish.
a mnute,” said

asked

would give her eyereeth.”

“Don’t sit theve, Jim. That chair is
definitely not meant to he sat in.”

“Where arve those refreshments”

“I'm sorry,” said Standish. “1 was just
coing 1o get them.”

“Don’t bother,” said Tom Schroeder,
coming in with a loaded tray.

“T'his place is like a museum.”

“The oldest house on the block, right.
Roy? All the land around here uscd 1o
belong 1o this house,” said Hansen.

“Jim. that chair is delinitely telling
you to get ofl.”

“Whoops. Tom, watch the overflow.”

“Jeannic'll get a sponge. You sit tight,
Rov. Billz Pass the pretzels. 1 osee you
finished your sun porch, Roy.”

kulik was ambling toward the sun-
porch door. Standish stepped in fron of
Lum, “Wait,” he said.

“1 sce vou have a ringside view ol
Chervl MeAlister. [ wonder what the old
lady says 1o that.”

“Please don’t go in.”

“Well, OK. Hey, I was just gonna
look around.”

“Just don'”

“Sure. Sure. I understmd. The sanc-
tum sanctorum. Well, sme. Just take the
claws off me, OK? OR.”

sumndish let go ol Kulik’s arm. Kulik,
with a leok at Hansen, wturned and
opened  another  can of beer. Tom
Schroeder, Standish saw, wias now eying
the sun porch. There was no way to
mingle and yet keep watch on the door-
way. Alter @ moment’s thought, Stundish
slid a harp-backed  chair in front of
the sun-porch door and sat down. He
tricd to munage this inconspicuously,
but Schroeder was giving him a [unny
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look. AMinutes were passing. the voices
were rising. He must oy to join the
party, but his limhs and eves [elt heavy.
His head fell onto his chest, jerked back,
He looked at his watch: ten minutes to
two. On the sun porch. the digital clock
was just now changing to 12:50, They
had been in his house almost an hour.
The noise was loud, the beer nearly gone,
He must ory to jomn in.

“Well, look who's up. Have a good
nap, Royboy?”

He rased the Polaroid camera and,
positioning himsell so that his reflection
showed in the center of Saral's gilt-
cdged wall mirror, pressed the button,
The flash went oil.

“Well, isn't that cute? He wants a
souvenir.”

“T'll Det this #s a historic occasion.
We're the first people to set foot inside
this house.”

“You gonna show it to the old lady,
Roy? What do you think she’ll say? You
think she’ll have us over again?” Han-
sen winked at Kulik and leaned back,
causing the legs of the Biedermeier chair
to creak. “Cook us all a good old-fash-
ioned American meal=”

“I hope so,” said Standish.

“Gooll.” said Hansen. “I've always
wondered  what  dog  repellent  tastes
like.” He belched., threw his head back.
There was a splintering crack and Han-
sen and the Biedermeier chair pitched
sideways onto the floor. A beer can went
rolling across the carpet, unreeling a
string of liquid. Standish felt his bladder
remble.

" Jim,” said Jeannie Kulik, forcing back
a gigele, “that’s a priceless antique.”

“I'll say it's antigue.” Hansen stretched
out on the carpet, making backstroke mo-
tions. “Help."” he said. “I'm drowning.”

Pain struck Standish’s belly. His blad-
der felt ready to bhurst. Unbuttoning his
fly, he shullled over next to Hansen and
urinated on Hansen'’s shirt.

“Oh, Lord! Jim, get up——"

“You senile son of a bitch.” Hansen
grabbed at him, geuing a fistful of
sleeve. Standish squirmed for a look at
his watch. Six minutes 1o two. The sun-
porch door was behind him, Kulik and
Schroeder  blocking  his  way. Hansen
came up close to Standish, breathed in
Ins Lice and cocked his fist; Standish felt
Hansen's {oot on his shoe. Suddenly, he
pulled free. stumbling back between Ku-
lik and Schroeder; sliding away  the
harp-hacked chair, he lunged through
the sun-porch door.

The digital clock clicked to 12:55.
The noise in the living room snapped
oll; he looked back: the room was emp-
ty; he went to the window. Across the
strect, the Kuliks and the Hansens, the
Schroeders and the Shacklefords, were
eathered on the Hansen front porch,
about to leave lor the party. Standish
walked back through the sun-porch door
and into the empry living room. The
carpet was dry, the Biedermeier chair in
one piece again, the beer and pretzels
and cheese back in the kichen. He
looked in his hand: he was still holding
the second Polaroid. He examined the
faces of Hansen, in the chair, and Kulik,
and Schroeder, and Shackleford,
wives, and his own [ace, tiny, in
gilt-cdged mirvor. From his pocket. he
took out the fust Polavoid, of Cheryl
with the long. large-flowered diess. The
ceiling above him creaked. He went up
the stairs and into the bedroom. Cheryl
was in front of Sarah’s door mirror.

“I call other people nosv.” she said,
“and look at me. But vour wile's clothes
are so great. 1 bet she makes them all
herself.”

He handed her the first Polaroid.

“It's me,” she said. He saw her shud-
der. "When did you take this? Were you
hiding somewhere? Oh, wow! I knew
this house was haunted.”

“Come on.” said Standish. “They'll be

“Mind your own [alcon business!”

here any moment.”

She was staring at the second Polavoid.

“They were here,” she said.

The front  doorbell  wias  ringing.
Through the window he saw the Kuliks,
the Hansens. the Schroeders, the Shackle-
lords. It was one o'clock.

“They're here again,” she said. He
took her by the hand and they wem
downstairs to the door.,

“Alv. Standish, T don’t want them to
see me #

He opened the door.

“Roy, old buddy! said Joe Kulik,
coming in and dapping him on :he
shoulder. He stopped, peered at Cheryl
McAlister. “Hey, what's she doing herez”

“Come on,” said Standish. still hold-
ing her by the hand. Behind him, as
he approached the sun-porch door, he
heard the Kuliks and the Hansens and
the others whispering 10 one another.
Ahead, in the sun porch. it was 12 o'clock.
Keeping a grip on Cheryl's hand, he
walked in. “Then, twming. he pointed
back through the sun-porch door to the
front hall.

“They're gone,” she said.

“Listen,” he said. Qutside. rom up
the street. came a grunt and a av. He
steeved Chervl o the window. The can
of white paint had fallen from Tom
Schroeder’s stepladder, coating the tops
ol his evergreens. The noon siren started
up: the bells of the church begam to ring.

“IUs twelve o'clock again,” said Cheryl
softly. “We made it twelve o'clock.”

“That’s right.”

“We walked onto the sun porch. The
sun porch is always an hour behind.
And when you walk out again 3

“You're still an hour behind,” he said.

“Oh, wow!” she said and sank cross
legeed onto the floor.

“You're the first 10 know.”
with pride.

She sat staving at her feet. Standish
lowered himsell into the easy chair. He
closed his eves. feeling the back ol his
neck blend with the cushion. He heard
her get up. felt her sit down beside him
on the dhair arm.

“Think of all
whispered.

His legs tingled. He inhaled, waking in
the odor of her skin.

“All the money you could make, if
vou had to. Like, il you knew who won
a horse race, and went back, Or il
something bad happened, erase it. Like
a murder. Or il vou didn’t want certain
people to be born.™

It was a fricd-lemon smell. His thighs
[ele hot.

“I know what I'd do.” she said. Her
fingers were twirling his hair. He rolled
his eyes back. “I'd take that camera
everywhere. 1'd show all the women on
this block what dirty old men  their
husbands are. I'd bring back dirty pic
tures from  their dreams. Alr. Kulik,

he  said

vou could do.” she



who's always coming over to horrow my
father’s lawn sweeper when he dossn't
need it just to see me with my straps
down. Big thrill. I'dd embarrass fum first.
They're all like that. I don’t see how
their wives can take it Ed Banks, when
he was head ol the crossing guard of all
the grade schools? He'd drive around.
and the girls in the arossing guard he
liked, he'd take them in his pawol car,
awdd he always had this pair ol stockings.
And he'd show you how to get
excited. That was before he got pro-
moted.”

Small particles burst in his legs, like
sparks Irom a  child’s wy. His head
rolled from one side to the other.

“You know what else I'd do?” she said
soltly. He felt her cheek next to hus. "I'd
make it be now,” she said, “over and
over. Forever and ever.” Her odor went
up his nose. ""That way, my parents would
never come back. Oh, wow!™

“What?” He fele the absence of her
cheek.

“Where would they he?”

“Wherever they are.”

“But time has 10 go on. somewhere.”

“Who knows?" said Standish, wishing
for her cheek again.

“What would you do?” she said.

“What I did. Try to make riends.”

“But you made a friend.”

She stroked his head. Her hand, going
past the hollows ol his cars, made a
steady, llowing sound. His hair crackled.
The hot amr of the sun porch, busy with
sawdust, pressed ar his body.

“Let's do i, said Cheryl.

He opened his eyes. She had bounded
from the chair and was at the window,
gazing up and down the street. “What?”
he said, alirmed.

“Come on. I always wanted 10.”

Her eyes shone hugely, With a quick
motion of her thumbs, she snapped
open her jeans, peeled them down, hop-
ping on one foot. Underneath she was
naked, the backs ol her thighs brown
and taut. Cheryl yanked her wallsocket
shirt up ad over and let it drop. Stand
ish stared ac the pool ol clothes on the
sun-porch floor.

“Come on.” she said. tugging his arm.
One hand on the chair, Standish rose to
his feer. Cheryl was pulling ar his shire
buttons. Pressure from his hemrt swelled
his throat. She was helping him oft with
his pants, the fabric scraping past his
knees like chalk over glass.

She [olded his clothes in a neat pile,
bouncing softly on her heels. She ran
out of the sun porch imo the front hall.

“Come on.”

He walked out ol the sun porch. The
digital clock slipped to 11:15. Sweat col-
lected on his back. She opened the [ront
door and walked out into the sun, turn-
ing 1o help him down the steps. He cased
his leet onto the sidewalk.

“It's hot,” he said.

“Well, if you want to go back for your
shoes.” She bounced impatiently, run-
ning ahead of him into the sireet. Across
the way, the Kuliks and the Hansens
were staring from the Hansen porch.
Tom Schroeder backed down his step-
ladder, looking. The Shacklelords were
on their lawn, hands arched over their
eyes. Standish stepped down from the
curb. The gravel embedded in the v
bit into his feet, The breeze bhwrned his
skin.

“We'll go up and back.” said (Ihcr)‘l.
taking lis hand.

His feet stung. He wied to scrape
loose the pebbles. The Kuliks and the
Hansens had come down from the Han-
sen porch and were starting across the
lawn,

“Don’t look at them.” she said. “Just
walk.” The elms shook violently over-
head. “Feel the breeze,” she said.

Schroeder, the Shacklefords, Joe Ku-
lik. Hansen, all were edging toward the
street. He lelt their hot. puzzled stares

“I wish I'd brought the camera,”
Cheryl smd.

Standish halted n
stop.” she said.

He looked Dbehind him. A cr was
turning the corner at the foor of the
block. It came toward them. Filty yards
awiay. not quite in front of the Mc
Alister house. it stopped. George Me
Alister got out. Standish saw  Cheryl
whirl around, saw her freeze as she spot
ted her father coming toward 1them. saw
her spurt across the swreer, headed for
his, for Standish's. house. headed Tor the
sun porch, the whites of her burtocks
shaking as she leaped onto the curb. No
one was chasing her: Kulik., Hansen.
Schiroeder. the Shacklefords all stood at
the edge of their lawns, glued 10 the spot
by the sight of a naked givl running.
Another moment and she would be at the
front door of his house. then inside,
then across the living room and through
the sun-porch door, and what, on the in-
stant. was going to become of him? It
would be her sun porch, her time. her
world,

With a proan, hall reliel, he saw she
was not going to make it afier all. He
saw George McAlister lunge past his car,
nabbing his daughter as she reached the
sidewalk. Pain rose in Standish's legs,
He felt someone seize him from behind.

“Easy, Gramps. 1 ain’t gonna hurt
you."”

It was the cop, Banks. Standish felt a
strong impulse to cover his privates. His
flesh felt loose, his belly hung like a
carpenter’s pouch, Banks was twisting
the slack ol his triceps between a finger
and thumb.

“You come with me now, Gramps.”

He steered Standish forward. Across
the expanse of lovely grass that was his
lawn, Standish could see George Me-
Alister prodding his daughter up the

his racks. “Don't
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McAlister steps. The girl was arguing
loudly with him. Banks was pushing him
toward his own [ront door.

“You get your clothes on, Gramps,
and we'll ke a linde ride.”

The cop moved past him, opening the
door amd shoving him in. Athwart
Banks's right pants pocket, Standish no-
ticed, there was an erection.

“My clothes are in here,” said Stand-
ish. gesturing toward the sun porch. The
digital clock vead 11:59.

“Make it snappy.  Pappy.””  Banks
hitched his pams, realigning his erec-
uon. Laboring. Standish crossed the liv-
ing room and walked onto the sun
porch. He tmed. Banks was gone. He
looked ar his clothes neatly piled on the
shelf and Cheryl McAlister's on the floor.
From outside the sun-porch window, he
heard a grant and a ary, as Tom Schioe-
der’s paint can toppled from the shell of
his stepladder. The noon siren sounded
at the top ol the block. The church bells
began to toll noon. Standish covered his
cars with his hands.

Weak with shame, he lened against
the window for several moments, his
head against the pane.

He bent down slowly and picked up
Cheryl McAlister's T=shirt and jeans. He
walked out of the sun porch. The digital
dock shpped back 1o 11:10. He went
into the kitchen and dropped  Cheryl
AMcAlister's clothes into the garbage can.
Closing the hid. he remembered the Po-
laroids and went back to the sun porch.
He ook the 1two Polaroids [rom the
pocket of his shirt, on the shell, and
wialked out ol the sun porch into the
living room. The digital clock clicked
back 10 10:15. He went imo the kitchen
and dvopped the photographs into the
earbage can. He went back to the sun
porch. He lowered himself imo the
chair.

“Roy!" He looked up. In the front
latll stood Sarahy, his wife, in her opeoat
and straw tam, suitcase in hand, ready
10 leave for the siation.

“What are vou doing. Roy:™ His arms
shook as he rose from the chanr.

“Roy. why are vou like thatz Why
aren’t vou dressed:”

“Sarah——-"

“I'll miss myv bus! Rov. will vou put
on some clothes!™

He shuflled toward her. She backed
awaty. “Roy, what is happening?”

“I have to show you.” Shame, longing
filled hint. "We have to go back. lar
back.”

“Rov. doni——"

“I love vou, Sarah.”

“"Rov!™”

His erection rose and [ell and rose
again. He threw his arms around  her
shoulders. She stumbled, collided with
the wall, sank back. He fell against her

990 e put his mouth on her face. Gasping

for breath. he laid his tongue against
her cheek. Her body, however, was still.
She did not move. Her eyes gaped.

“Sarah.” He backed away, crawling
toward the sun-porch door. Black sparks
beat in his head. At the door he man-
aged to rise. He stepped imto the door-
way. wurning. The digital cdock read
9:25. The living room was empty. Her
body. lifeless a minute before, was gone,

Sarah’s voice came from the top ol the
stairs. "Roy, where did you go*" Her
slippered footsteps were coming down.
“I don’t want 1o miss my bus, I have
chores 1 have to go over with you.
Roy?”

She turned the corner into the living
room and gasped. He wrned, naked in
the doorway. looking back over his
shoulder. She was gone. The clock had
slipped back. From upstairs, he heund
the morning alarm.

“Rov?” she called from the bedroom.

He turned in the doorway of the sun
porch. The light outside the windows
dimmed. He turned once again, and
again. Night sucked back dawn,

“Royr Where are you? I woke up, I was
so tense I couldn’t sleep, vou weren't
there. Are you down there? Roy:”

He stood in the doorwiy to the sun
porch. turning,

Ed Banks let the dead boy's arm drop.
“It's Standish, all vight,” he said.

He handed vound the hngerprints. Joe
Kulik took the card, passed it to Tom
Schroeder, who gave it back to Banks.
The small, smooth white bady, divided
in two by the sunlight from the sun
porch. lay quict as a twig.

“He had nice black hair.” said Jean-
nie Kulik.

“Small for his age.,” Millie said.

“Hard 1o tell” said Tom Schroeder.
“Because of the weight loss.”

"Makes him look older.” Joe said.

“I wonder if he did starve. Or il the
heart just gave out.”

It was a young heart. Gerting voung-
cr by the second.”

“T could use a drink. Anvbody clse use
a drink?”

“Maybe he just gor dizzy. Going hack
and forth, in and out of that room, all
those times."”

“Thirty times a minue.”

“You hgure:”

“At twelve hows a day, il you allow
for rest.”

“You wonder why he kepr going
back.”

“You wonder,” Ed Banks said. Every-
body looked at Chervl McAlister. She
rned to lade her face. Sarah Standish
was knecling beside the body of ha
hushand.

“Joer” said George McAlister. “T could
use a drink, o.”

“There's nothing in the house.

"

“Thirty times twelve—no. thirty times
sixty minutes per hour times twelve
hours a day times. say, twenty days,
divided by twenty-four hours a day di-
vided by three hundred and sixiyv-five davs
a year

“We'll all have a drink back at our
house.”

“Would be about minus iy
You're right.”

“ALaking lam abouwr hfreen.™

“Mommy? Daddyv? Goodbye.™”

“Where are you going, Cheryl?”

“Goodbye, Mommy. Goodbyve,
dy.”

“Tom? Billz Joc? What sav we go
back 1o my house:”

“Filty vears. At least. Belore any ot us
were born, at any rae.”

“Listen!  That  clicking  sound—it
seems 1o be going Lister and faster.”

“Ed? You don’t us anymore. [f
vou want help with the report, cill me.”

“No use—Ld has gone already. Fun
ny."

“Tom? Bill? Joe? Come on. The air
is geuring to me.”’

“Belore any of us were born.”

“Where did Cheryl go:™

“Angic, did you bring vour baby over
with vou:”

“What baby?”

“Come on. I'm geuing spooked. Let's
zo hiack 10 my house, quick.”

“What house?”

“Cut it out.”

“Jim, I'm asking vou. where’s our
house:”

“Joe, stop clowning with that hair-
picee. Angie’s upser.”

“Hey, Jeannie, suddenly you look
very terrihfic”

“I feel wormnfic. T feel . . . strange.

"Our house, Jim. All T sce is a vacan
lot. Jim, I feel crazy.”

“Tom, do you know you're shrinking?
God. listen 1o me. My voice hasn't
cracked in ages.”

“"Where's our house?”

“Jeannie? What happened 1o Jean-
nie:”

“What  happened 10 the
Where'd all that grass come from?”

“Angelaz”

“ Jeannie:”

“Who let all these kids in here?”

“Tom?”

“Joez”

Houses  tumbled.  wees shrank  into
the ground, waves of grass rolled over the
block. The sun porch remained, and the
frail. white body of young Standish, and

}l‘lll'h_

Dadl-

need

"

street?

his young wile, Sarah, knecling above
his forehead. planting a Kiss on the
small, dead lips. In the crumbling sun-
light. shaking tiny. dwindling fists, those
lelt began o scream.
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PLAYBOY
READER SERVICE NEXT MONTH:

Write to Playboy Reader Service for
answers to your shopping questions.
We will provide you with the name
of a retail store in or near your city
where you can buy any of the spe-
(:ialim-tly items advertised or edito-
rially featured in prLavyBoy. For
example, where-to-buy information is
available for the merchandise of the
advertisers in this issue listed below.

PLAYRBOY
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Kawasaki Matoreyeles .. ............. 13
Kenwaod Electvomios . .............. 51
Literary Guild
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Svivania Entertainment
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tse 1hese lines for information about other CAMPUS NUDITY SEMI-TDUGH
featured merchandise,

“THE DRUG EXPLOSION”—IN A COMPREHENSIVE PACKAGE:
AN EXPOSE OF CORPORATE PUSHERS BY U. S. SENATOR
MIKE GRAVEL, A SURVEY ON USE AND ABUSE BY DR. JOEL
FORT, AND A THREE-PAGE CHART ON ALL THE MAJOR DRUGS

“STUDENT BODIES—AN EYE-OPENING LOOK AT THE COLLEGE
TREND TO NATURAL NUDITY ON CAMPUS AND OFF

BERNADETTE DEVLIN, THE FIERY IRISH REVOLUTIONARY AND

We will be happy to answer any of
your other questions on fashion. trav-
el, food and drink, stereo, ete. If your

question involves items you saw in MEMBER OF PARLIAMENT, DISCUSSES *'BRITISH OPPRESSION,”

PLAYBOY, please specify page num- THE I.LR.A. AND THE ESCALATION OF VIOLENCE IN NORTHERN
ber and issue of the magazine as well IRELAND IN A CONTROVERSIAL PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

as a brief description of the items

when you write. 879 “SEMI-TOUGH™—STUD RUNNING BACK BILLY CLYDE PUCKETT

ON: SPOOKS, SPICKS, HEBES, A-RABS, RED-NECKS, THE DOG-

PLAYBOY READER SERVICE ASSED JETS AND ONE FINE SUPER BOWL—BY DAN JENKINS

Playboy Building. 919 N. Michigan Ave.
Chicago. Hlinois G611 “THE SOUTHERN BELLE"—THOSE LOVELY LADIES OF THE

MAGNOLIAS ARE STILL WITH US: POISED, CHARMING AND AS-
TONISHINGLY ASEXUAL—BY MARSHALL FRADY

“EVERYTHING YOU ALWAYS WANTED TO KNOW ABOUT
SEX . . .”"—DIRECTOR-STAR WOODY ALLEN INTRODUCES HIS
WILD FILM VERSION OF DR. REUBEN'S BEST SELLER

PLAYBOY

“STAGGERWING"—AN AMATEUR PILOT’'S PAEAN TO HIS AGING
BIPLANE AND LIFE IN THE AIR—BY TOM MAYER

“REVOLT ON THE ASSEMBLY LINE”—RISING UP ANGRY,
YOUNG UNION MEMBERS ARE REBELLING AGAINST MASS PRO-

D1 3 yrs. for 524 (Save 515.00 DUCTION AND ALL IT REPRESENTS—BY GEOFFREY NORMAN

[ 1 yr for 510 (Save $3.00) “SKINETIC ART""—A PICTORIAL APPRAISAL OF THE NEW TAT-
7] payment enclosed 0 bill later TOOS—.PA[NT. PUT-ONS AND THE REAL THING
TO: “PLAYBOY’'S PIGSKIN PREVIEW" —PRE-SEASON PICKS FOR

THE TOP COLLEGE TEAMS AND PLAYERS—BY ANSON MOUNT

name (please print)

“M+A+*S*H DISH""—A PHOTOGRAPHIC ACCOLADE TO SWINGING
adilress o SINGER KAREN PHILIPP, LATE OF BRASIL'77, WHO'S MAKING
HER TV DEBUT IN THE NEW WAR-COMEDY SERIES

dty  state  7ip code no,
“YOU CAN’T SEND A KID UP IN A CRATE LIKE THAT!"'—
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s “Our summer drink secret?

( * Pre-chill the glasses in the freezer.
L And make every drink
% with the perfect martini gin,

8 & Seagram’s Extra Dry.”




The latest gimmick at Maxine's
Massage Parlor is to offer customers
her own brand of roll-your-own
filter cigarettes.

Now everybody will be smoking
Maxine’s roll-your-own filter cigarettes

;“"

" N
Camel Filters.

..almost everybody.

"D'N 'WalRS-unISUIM ‘AuBdWwO) 0358601 SPIOUABY T 'H ZIELS

They're not for everybody.

(But then, they don't try to be.) ’
.

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

18 mg. “tar’"1.3 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report APR 72.
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