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The SEAGRAM'S GIN
Arctic l\fg{tini.

For colder, super-crisp martinis,
pre-chill the gin in your refrigerator or a handy
container of ice.

But make sure you use the perfect martini gin,
Seagrams Extra Dry.

Seagram Distillers Co., N.Y.C. 86/80 Proof. Distilled Dry Gin. Distilled from American Grain.




The 1977 Subaru you see costs just $2,974* And that price
includes features like front wheel drive, steel belted
radial tires, power assisted front disc brakes and a lot more.

But what Subaru saves you in
the showroom is just the beginning.

On the road, our manual trans-
mission sedans give you 41 highway
and 28 city miles to a gallon of
regular®*

One of the reasons we're so
good with gas is our SEEC-T engine.
Unlike most engines today, ours
doesn’t need a catalytic converter
to meet clean air standards.

What's more, the fact that
there’s no catalytic converter means
there’s no catalytic converter
to replace. SUBARU.

And beyond that, Subaru is INEXPENSIVE AND BUILT TO STAY THAT WAY,
built tough. To last.

You see, Subaru saves you money in the showroom.

And keeps on saving you money. Even when it’s on the road
to becoming an old Subaru.
lotal POE —not including dealer prep., delivery and taxes. ““These figures are EPA test estimates. Your mileage mayv vary because of the

way vou drive, driving conditions, the condition of your car and whatever optional equipment you have. Wheel trim rings, Jower body rally
stripes, as shown in photo, ave extri cost options, In Ciahfornia see your local Subare dealer for price and gas mileage figures,
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Only KL hasthe
smooth faste of extra coolness.
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SUPER LONGS

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

Kings, 17 mq. “tar,” 1.3 mo. nicoting; Longs, 17 mg. “tar,” 1.2 mg. nicotine, av. per cigarette, FTC Report Apr. 76




6oT A cask of the postholiday blahs? No problem. We have
what it takes to get the old juices flowing again. Besides our
regular offerings of quality fiction, articles, service features and
the irvepressible Playboy Interview (this month with Keith Stroup,
crusader for san¢ pot laws), we're premiering three—count
em, three—leatures. First of all, have we got a girl for vou?
No, we have 16 ol them, all candidates for centerfold status,
and we're letting vou have a sneak peck in Playboy's Playmate
Preview. Next, we're starting, on a monthly basis. Playboy's
Sex Poll: resulis of this installment miy come as a surprise to
guys who think they Gin get a lady off with a lick and a promise.
Finally, a feanure evervhody around the oflice is astonished we
didn't think of before: The Year in Sex. a roundup of the
action in the past twelvemonth. The guy who finally did think
of it was Art Director Arthur Paul (who, as a matter of fact,
dreamed up the Playmate Preview, 00). Senior Editor Gretchen
McNeese coordinated the project; Associate Art Direcior Chet Suski
put it all wgether visually; and Assistant Picture Editor Peny
Beaudet and Rescarch Editor Kate Nolan did the dirty work (ie.,
spent months poring over leelthy piciures and news stories).

Elsewhere in the magazine, some preity powerlul stufl: Crazy
Joe Must Die!. the conlessions ol mobsier Joe Luparelli. who
set up the hit on Joey Gallo, as retold by New York Daily News
reporter Paul S, Meskil (the whole story will appear in the
forthcoming Playbov Press book The Luparelli Tapesy; A
Very Quiet Horror, the awlul truth about Chilean concentration
camps, revealed—just before his assassination—by  ex—foreign
minister Orlando Letelier to his longtime friend Washington-
based writer Tad Szule. The picce is illustrated by Jacob Knighe,

On the lighter side: the misadventures ol the son ol Jenny
and the Ball-Turret Gunner (reavsoyv, June 1976) in Garp’s
Night Out. by John Ieving. It's part of a novel in progress (his
lourth), The World According to Gaifp. Charles Santore, the
artist who illustrated this scgment. tells us he, like Garp. is a
jogser. “But 1 prefer o do it on a track.” Garp could have used
some help from The Man Upstairs: the monastic loothall team
described by James Powell in The Trolls of God got it

In the second installment of The Motel Tapes (again illus-
trated by Robert Goldstrom), Mike McGrady once niore proves that
some walls do have cars. For another helping ol these slice-ol life
conversations, see next month’s reavsoy—and the hook due
from Warner's in June.

No doubt about it—motels have long been the principal
settng lor the consummution ol America’s sexual Gantasies. But
i's not 100 casy to be the embodiment of a sexual Lintasy,
as O“Connell Driscoll reveals in his poignant prohle The Post-
celluloid Tristesse of Raquel Welch. Ever since Driscoll did the
memorable Jerry Lewis, Birthday Boy for us in January 1974,
we've been curious about his unusual name. So we asked
him. He laughed. “My parents named me O°'Connell in honor
ol Dublin’s main swreet. 1 guess they figured il they gave me an
odd enough name, 1'd have 10 do something unique 1o over-
come it And he's busy doing it: writing i “vaguely forth-
coming” novel about a disintegrating nudear Limily.

Marsholl Brickman's The Book of Coasts. about the lorever fes-
tering rivalry hetween East and West, is off the wall. So. when
we phoned. was Marshall. “The eternal question of whether to
remain in New York or move 1o LA—eternal for those
whose livelihoods must be earned in either of the two media
capitals—was  solved, as most significant problems are, by
consulting the Saiptures,” he pontificated. “The fact that this
particular scripture had 10 be invented does not weaken the
argument.” OK, if vou sav so.

Remember the feverishly crotic dinner scene in the movie
Tom Jonesz Wait till you see Love Feast, lov ingly photo-
graphed by Jeff Dunas. How about that for a valentine gift?
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California Brandy Fizz.

Try thislight, frothy cooler
at brunch: combine 2 oz.
California Brandy, 1% oz.

: o lime juice, 1 egg white,

Ay _ 1 tsp. sugar, 2 oz. cream,
and crushed ice in blender.
Pour into chilled glass,

add club soda to taste.
Terrific!

California Brandy
Freeze.

It’s aimost a dessert to
drink: in a blender, com-
bine 2 oz. California
Brandy, 2 scoops coffee
ice cream. Mix until
smooth, top.with flakes
of dark chocolate.
Ummmmm!

Bran

There are more than ¥a0 Brandy Advisory Board, San Francisco, CA 94104,
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NOW
'ATUMMY TELEVISION
THE WHOLE FAMILY CAN
GETA BELLYFUL OE

My how we've grown!
Time was when we made a Tummy Television
barely big enocugh for one person to watch.
Now we have a black-and-white portable that's all of 13"

(screen measured diagonally). And since it's 100% solid state,

has a glare-free screen for indoor/outdoor viewing

and an energy- saving system that shuts the power off completely
when the set is not in use, we expect the biggest problem you'll ever have
is agreeing on which program to watch.

INTRODUCING:OUR 13" PORTABLE

“IT'S A SONY””

©1976 Sony Corp. of America. SONY is a trademark of Sony Corp. Model TV-131 Blackand White able. TV picture simulated. .l-.
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The January Honda:

54 mpg highway. 41 mpg cny
I -

For as long as the EPA has been testing cars, 50 miles
per gallon has been a magic number, a record to shoot for.
Like 60 home runs or the 4-minute mile.

Now our 1977 Honda Civic CVCC® 5-Speed hasbecome

(5-Speed)
Hatchback

$3599 mmm
$3299
(Handomatic) | $3449] 37 (34) |32 (28)

the first car sold in America to do the impossible.
According to EPA estimates it got 54 mpg for highway
driving, 41 mpg city¥

See your Honda dealer and test drive the car that broke
the Mileage Barrier. The 1977 Honda Civic 5-Speed.

$2999] 50(46) |39 (35)
(4 $3549| 41(37) |30(28)
Hondumohc} | $3699 | 32(32) |27 (25)

Civic 1237cc (nat available in Calif. and high
altitude caunties)

Sedan  (4-Speed 52779 43 28 |

) b (4Speed)  (53049] 43 (28 |
It’s brand new. But already it’s a very rare car. Hatchback
{Handamatic) |$3199
CVCC, Civic and Hondamatlc are Honda trademarks. © 1977 American Honda Motor Co., Inc.
*EPA ESTIMATES. The actual mileage you get will vary depending on the type of driving you do, your driving habits, your car 's condition and optional

equipment. For high altitude models, see your dealer for EPA mileage estimates. Calif. mileage shown in parentheses.
**Manufacturer's suggested retail price plus freight, tax, license and optional equipment. High aititude models $35 extra.
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HONDA. CIVIC
What the world is coming to.
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Tareyton

- Of course

Tareyton filter reduces tar...

Tareyton has less tar than 75%
of all other cigarettes sold!

...but it also improves the taste
with activated charcoal.

ated carbon (charcoal
best available meth
filtering water. As a

of fact. many cities across the United States
have instituted charcoal filtration svstems

for their drinking water supplies.

The evidence is mounting that
activated charcoal does indeed improve
the taste of drinking water.

Charcoal also helps freshen air
in submarines and spacecraft.
R And charcoal
8 is used to mellow
the taste of the
¥ tinest bourbons.

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

The U.S. Environmental
2 Protection Agency recently
reported that granular activ-

ooes low-tar
one better.

“Us Tareyton smokers
would rather fight
than switch®

) 1s the
od for
matter

Thats why Tareyton
is America’ best-selling
charcoal filter cigarette.

King Size: 16 mg. "tar”, 1.2 mg. nicotine;
100 mm: 16 mg. “tar”, 1.2 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method.
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CARTER: PRO AND CON

Those who criticize Jimmy Carter for
Lis Playboy Interview (November) are
more brazen than the Pharisees. As for
those who castigate him for granting an
interview to PLAYBOY on the grounds that
no Christian should be caught dead in
such company, I'm wondering what they
would say about Jesus. The Bible savs he
ate and drank with sinners. I don’t be-
lieve Jesus  would i to grant
PLAYBOY an interview if it would publish
his message—or to eat and drink with its
readers!

Norma Neal Gause
Tarpon Springs, Florida

It is incredible tha in this day and age,
the American people have been so thor-
oughly brainwashed by cvangelists and
clergy as to make such a big deal about
Tust.

Raymond Daugerdas
New Kensington, Pennsylvania

Since he projects himsell as another
Roosevelt, Kennedy or  Johnson, will
Jimmy Carter be as active in the shack-
up deparument as they were?

Thomas H. Dovle
Fair Lawn, New Jersey

Let him who is without sin cast the
first ballot.

Christopher A. Colthorpe
Sylva, North Carolina

Show me a mun who hasn't thought
lustfully about women and I'll show you
a happy gay libber!

Sandie Gassman
Columbus, Ohio

As a minister, T admire Jimmy Carter’s
honesty on lust.
Rev. Robert B Shalfer, DD,
Gardena, Calilornia

“Later, when 1 became  governor,”
Carter told rLavsoy, “I was acquainted
with some of the people at Capricorn
Records in Macon—Otis Redding and
others.” Carter was governor of Georgia
from 1971 1o 1975. Redding died in 1967.
There are three possible explanations for
Carter's Iniﬁspt.t,'(,'ll: (A} He
quainted with a man who was arguably
the greatest perlorming artist ol modern
times but cannot place the time ol this

was  ac-

acquaintanceship  to  the nearest  four
years. (B) He cannot place the ume of
his governorship to the nearest four vears,
(C) He was fibbing. 1 had lunch with Jim
Croce the other day. “None of the
above,” he said. “Could it be that. 10
Carter, they all look alike”

Craig S. Karpel

New York, New York

II the folks in Atlanta had seen fit 1o
supply us with the information Robert
Scheer collected, T doubt that one cam-
pus in this state would have failed to
turn out voters overwhelmingly for Jim-
my Carter. It was a tough interview and
a good onc.

James H. Ewing, Executive
Vice-President

College Young Democrats

State of Tennessee

Knoxville, Tennessee

So Jimmy Carter has looked at women
with lust. So what? At least he hasn’t put
them on the Congressional payroll at the
taxpayers’ expense lor his own private
wse, has not gone skinn}'-dipping in a
public place at midnight and has not
propositioned anyone on the streets.

Mario Zamora
Asherton, Texas

I'm sorry homosexuality makes Jimmy
Carter so nervous. I'm also sorry he es-
caped the subject as easily as he did.
Unfortunately, the realities of being gay
arc not escapable. Any man who wants
the chance 1o represent the people of the
United States but cannot deade which
atizens deserve equal status because of
what his Bible says deserves not to repre-
sent anyone. I cannot believe in a Pres-
ident who does not believe in me.

C. Christopher Peterson
Sunmmiit. New Jersey

As 10 1he religious questions and Car-
ter's openness, I am glad you raised the
issues. However, vou showed a complete
Lack of understanding. For one thing, your
understanding of sin and being human
comes only from the conservative and
fundamental area of Christianity. While
these understandings are valid. you failed
to give any credence o social or corpo-
rate sins—the sins of society and one’s
participation in them. 1 was very pleased
to see that Carter did not let you get
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the new
HEATHKIT CATALOG

Provides accurate, detailed descriptions of near-
Iy 400 fun-lo-build, money-saving products — all
designed to prove you can build better elec-
tronics than you can buy. Famous Heathkit as-
sembly manuals assure fun and success with
simple step-by-step instructions that leave noth-
ing to chance, even for beginners. Choose from
the newest and best in stereo components, com-
puterized color TV, digital clocks and weather
instruments, home security, fishing, marine,
automotive and hobby electronics and much
more. Remember: “We won't let you fail”.

W send for your FREE Heathwit catatog today! 7
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Heath Company, Dept. 38-26
Benton Harbor, Michigan 49022
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away with such a narrow conception of
sin, On no other issue did you push him.
The political issues were much more im-
portant, but you let them slide and con-
centrated on your own narrow point of
view. 1 am glad the interview was done,
but all in all. icis o very poor one.
William k. Backstrom,
First Chrastian Church
San Jose, Calilornia

Yastor

I had o sympathize with Jimmy Carter
for the eriticism he wok for granting the
Playboy Intervicw. Isn't it strange—I18
months ago, our Treasury Sceretary, Wil-
liam Simon, was the subject ol a Playboy
Interview and not one damn word was
said! Screw this silly season called clec
von year. What's good lor the goose 1s
good for the gander! Reep up the good
work . .. you're the only magazine with
any balls!

Jacqueline AL Rasala
Fort Lauderdale, Florida

It scems to me that Jimmy Carter’s
propensity lor looking at women with
lust and committing mental adultery may
lead 10 some special problems when he
becomes President. Many times a Pres
ident must receive or visit prominent
women in many walks of life. Think ol
how uncasy politicians such as Bella Ab-
g, Golda Meir, Indira Gandhi, Shirley
Chisholm. entertainers  such  as  Kawe
Smith or former Presidents’ wives such as
Mamie Eisenhower and Bess Truman
may leel in Carter’s presence. knowing he
may bhe mentally seduang them at that
moment. No wonder the big smile all
the time.

J. Suet Torrey
Swarthmore, Pennsylvania

Timmy, We  Havdly  Know  Yall
(rLavsoy, November) made me [eel like
upchucking. Il there is anything [uzzy
about Carter, iU's the writers who cover
him.

Joe T. Canady
San Diego, Calilornia

Jimmy  Carter wants 1o vight  past
wrongs and admit our mistakes like a
man: no looking for excuses to justily
the Vietham war and many other past
and present blunders. It would be better
il his unconditional amnesty were a linle
more forceful. o include Viet vers with
bad discharges lor their opposition 1o
this war, but at least he's uking a step
in the right direciion.

Don Fanchere
Denver. Colorado

As you may have read, a Fedeval mag-
istrate in Anchorage, Alaska, released an
alleged  draft  dodeer, Dickran  fames
Evkiletian, without bail, based on Pres-
ident-elect Junmy Caiter’s “Playboy In-
terview™ promuse to pardon drafl resisters.

We Americans have demanded honest
and open politicians and at the first sign
of this honesty, ary, “Immoral, immoral.”
If Americans of voting age were honest,
admitting  they have lusted in  their
hearts, Governor Carter would have won
the election by 90 percent over President
Ford.

Robert H. Poulin
Witerville, Maine

Re the Jimmy Carter interview—
thanks! Thanks lor giving your reader-
ship a greater insight into the man than
they could get Irom the orchestrated TV
debates. T only wish vou could have in-
cluded a similar interview with  Jerry
Ford in time lor the election.

Johu WL Barlow
Aurora, Colorado

Paul Conrad, editovial cartoonist for

the Los Angeles Times, haed a different

e, s

© 1976 LOS ANGELES TIMES, WITH PERMISSION,
idea of the ideal medivm for a Gerald
Ford interoiew.

For the fist time in about ten yeuars,
after an uninterrupted  diet ol Time,
Newsweek, Punch, Esquire and others. [
read from cover to cover two issues of
your magazine. I would like to give you
the following straight-Irom-the-flv British
opinion: You could take all the Plavmates
and other nudes out ol your magazine
and I would still buy it at twice the cover
price. rLavsoy must be the only world-
wide news magazine that consistently
carries “responsible  journalism™  deliv-
cred in an independent, thoughtful and
politically aware manner. Your Jimmy
Carter interview is a resounding prool of
this. Simply because no other publication
carries such regular in-depth interviews
with people who are important w the
world. The past few weeks have shown
that most top publications are so short
of ideas in this direction they have to
(quote PLAYBOY quoting Carter.

Peter Hobday
Bedlord, England

I'd like to share with you the sen-
timents I expressed in a letter to the

Reverend W. A Criswell, the Dallas
pastor who denounced Carter for grant
g an mrLerview 1o PLAYBOY:

Dear Reverend M. Criswell:

I must say, I was deeply disap-
pointed at your open denunciation
ol Governor Jimmy Carter, a faith-
ful member of your own denomina-
tion. I am not quite sure I agree
with your scathing remark concern-
ing rravroy magazine, which vou
self-righteously condemned as heing

“salactous”™ and “pornographic.”
First ol all, how do vou know
that  rraveoy is  “salacious” and

-

“pornographic” Have vou read u?
More importantly, some of the great-
est evangelists of our day have been
scen and heard in far more unbe-
coming places than Jimmy Carter.
Billy Graham has been known 1o
visit skid-row bars, as has the chap-
lain of Bourbon Street; and the Rev-
crend  David  Wilkerson  is  well
known [or his visits to the slums of
New York., As a member of the
Southern Baptist Convention, you
are supposed to be my spiritual lead-
er. Yet you don't even appear to
know the Scripture. Jesus sat with
“publicans and  sinners” and con-
demmned the Pharisees for just such
a selfrighteous attitude as yours. [
think vou owe Governor Carter,
rLAYBOY  magazine and  Christians
everywhere an apology. Jimmy Car-
ter is a grown man. I believe he can
handle rravsoy. I'm not so sure of
the Reverend \W. A, Criswell.
Dule I’ Evans
Costa Mesa, California

As a right-wing conservative, 1 have
never been mpressed by Carter's views
or philosophy. However, what did im-
press me was that he had the balls 1o say
what he said and that's more than I can
say lor the hypocritical press coverage he
received and your publication tolerated.

Samuel W. Rochansky
San Francisco, Calilornia

An off-and-on subscriber for ten vears,
I ardently protest pravsov's public ex-
ploitation ol its interview with  Jimmy
Carter. which attracted amazing  con-
troversy even before it appeared. I am
confident the timely leak of his contro
versial statements enhanced the sale of
the magazine on newsstands, a goal fore-
most i the minds of rravsov's promo-
tion stafl, no doubt. But in rraveoy’s
haste to the bank, it has handed its loval
subscribers a slap in the face. 1 look
lorward 10 the Playboy Interview each
month and I would like to be among the
first 1o possess a copy of a much-talked-
about article such as Carter's interview.,
Instead. I was among the last. T think
rFLAYBoY may be biting the hand that
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We put a Royce CB fil apaint shaker and it took it.

Heres Why. Precision, simplicity, and exclusive
modular design. That’s the Royce difference. And
that’s why the Royce CB is tough enough to take
the circuit-jarring torture of a paint shaker.

When you've got a 40-channel Royce CB,
you've got quality in a lot of different ways. Like
exclusive modular circuit design. The simplicity of
fewer wires. The strength of automatic soldering.
The precision of automated assembly. And the
quality consistency of computer tuning.

Put it together and you’ve got one tough CB
radio. The 40-channel Royce CB radio. It’s built

to take it. And that’s why Roycew

Everybody’s talking ’bout
Royce Elec aip 1976

Write for Iree brochure or send $2.00 for full-color 1977 40-channel CB calalog to Royce Electronics Corp.. 1746 Levee Rd., N, Kansas City, Mo. 64116
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What every amateur should know:

Why professional

phot

raphers

are switching to the

=,

1976

@ Ponder & Best, Inc.,

A new 35mm SLR that's
one-third lighter and smaller.
Professional photographers have
been complaining for years that 35mm
SLR cameras had become too big,
too heavy and too noisy. But there was
nothing they could do about it. Until
the introduction of the incredible
Olvmpus OM-1 camera. [t was one-
third smaller and lighter than
existing eameras, and much quieter. A
few professionals tried it — to see if
it was rugged enough and versatile
enough. It was. And very quickly both
professionals and amateurs made the
Olympus OM-1 a world-wide success.

Introducing the new OM-2.
Now history repeats itself. Olympus
introduces the OM-2, an automatic

35mm SLR system camera. The photog-

rapher sets the aperture and the
ecamera makes the exposure — auto-
matically. But again — an incredibly
small, light and quiet camera.

Unique Metering.

An automatie camera is as good as

 Olympus cameras.

its metering system. And only
Olympus has developed the “ideal”
metering. The light is measured as

it is actually reflected from the film.
And if the light changes, the
exposure changes instantly and auto-
matically. Other cameras are blind
during the time the picture is taken.
And the OM-2 can take pictures
automatically other cameras can't
because it works from a fast 1/1000th
of a second to long. long exposures
up to about 60 seconds.

The system that grows with you.

Both Olympus cameras are part of
a huge system of more than 200
accessories. including lenses from 8mm
fisheve to 1000mm telephoto. inter-
changeable viewing screens. and motor
drives. You can start shooting beautiful
pictures with the basic camera and
keep going. You may even become a
pro. See a demonstration at your
Olympus dealer.

OLYMPUS

Marketed in the TS, A by Punﬂer&Besl‘ Inc. Corporate Offices: 1630 Stewart St., Santa Monica, CA 90406,

feeds it. And onc of those hands belongs
to me.
Tom Marquardt
Ypsilanti, Michigan
It may be hard to belicve we're not
geniuses al pnbﬁri:ing an inlerview, hut
the simple truth is that we decided to
release the entive text of the interview
alead of time to awvord controversy.
PLAYBOY lakes about three weeks lo
print, and when the fist copies came off
the press, we vealized theve was danger
that selected excerpls would leak. So we
decided, at our own expense, lo make
available 1o the media over 1000 pre-
prints of the entire interview so the
public would see the context of Carter’s
remarks. What the media decided lo ex-
cerpl from the full text avatlable to them
is another story.

I would like 1w congratulate Robert
Scheer on his interview with Jimmy Car-
ter and his article Jimmy, We Hardly
Know Y All. Both are excellent articles
and present a side of Carter that 1 have
not seen in Newsweek or Reader’s Digest,
both ol which had lengthy article /inter-
with him. Scheer’s articles were
much more penetrating and revealing,
I do not like vour magazine: this is the
first issue I have seen. But 1 am glad 1
purchased the copy, which I threw in the
wrash can alter cutting out the article to
read.

VICWs

(Name withheld by request)
Tacoma, Washington
Win a few, lose a few.

BIG APPLE CORPS
Craig Karpel's outstanding piece on
New York Ciny {Thr'l'.f‘ Are X000 0
Stovies in the Naked City and Tlhis Is the
Last One) in vour November 1ssuc s one
of the most lucid and entertaining arti-
cles 1 have read in yewrs. 1 have never
seen the bottom line—on New York or
the Vietam war—so well and percep-
tively stated.
Bill Mann
Montreal, Quebec

Karpel's analysis of New York City's
ills is the I've seen. Doom has
been prediced for the cty for decades
and will come in time. Cupidity is its and
our downlall.

best

William Kloman
Washington, D.C.

Craig Karpel is a son ol a bitch who
should have his fat mouth punched in so
people don’t have to read bullshic like
that. 've hend all that arap about New
York already. I love the Big Apple and
always will.

(Name withheld by request)
Stamlord, Connecticut

STOCK MARKET QUOTATIONS
Ticker Tape Tipton’s humpty-dumpty
advice on How to Make Real Money in



WHY MOST CRITICS USE
MAXELL TAPE TO EVALUATE
TAPE RECORDERS

Any critic who wants to
do a completely fair and
impartial test of a tape re-
corder is very fussy about
the tape he uses.

Because a flawed tape
can lead to some very mis-
leading results.

A tape that can’t cover
the full audio spectrum
can keep a recorder from
ever reaching its full
potential.

A tape thats noisy
makes it hard to measure
how quiet the recorder is.

A tape that doesnt
have a wide enough bias
latitude can make you
question the bias setftings.

And a tape that doesn't
sound consistently the
same, from end to end,
from tape to tape, can
make you question the
stability of the electronics.

If a cassette or 8-track e
jams, it can suggest some |l
nasty, but eroneous com-
ments about the drive
mechanism.

axeim =
Sound Recorting Teps

And if a cassette or they don't have the prob-
8-frack introduces wow lems that plague other
and flutter, ifs apt to pro-  tapes.

So ifs not surprising that
most critics end up with our

Fortunately, we test tape in their tape recorders.
every inch of every Maxell Its one way to guaran-
cassette, 8-frack and reel- tee the equipment will get
to-reel fape to make sure  a fair hearing.

Maxell. The tape that's too good for most equipment.

Maxell Corporatian of America, 130 Wast Commercial Ave., Moonachie, New Jersey 07074,

duce some test results that
anyone can argue with.
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the Stock Market (rravsoy, November)
must have been a real joy 1o the
specialists on the floor of the N.Y.S.E.
who manipulate stock prices up and
down and who, through the use of the
media, make the public believe price
fluctuation has to do with supply and
demand.

Ernest 1. Padilla

San Rafael, Calilornia

How to Make Real Money in the Stock
Market is the best article I have seen on
the topic. In fact, there may be no stock-
market books containing as much good
advice.

Charles L. Anderson
Sacramento, Calilornia

I was very impressed with Jolhm B,
Tipton's article on the stock market.
However. 1 am curious as to Tipton's
own success in the stock market.

(Name withheld by request)
St. Bonaventure, New York

Someone is mistaken about Solitron
Devices: it is either Tipton or my latest
book from Standard & Poor’s, according to
which the high was 5714 hetween 1960
and 1973. So how does Tipton arrive at a
high of 2857 Did the stock split?

A.T. Hardwicke
Monte Sereno, California

Tipton veplies to all comers:

Applying my own philosophy, I have
had some stocks on which I've lost as
much as 100 percent of my investment
and stocks that have velurned me as
much as 1000 percent. I have far outper-
formed the geneval market during the
past ten years. And, yes, Solitron did split.

HOO-HA BROUHAHA

Re The Great Willie Nelson Com-
mando Hoo-Ha and Texas Brain Fry
(rrAYBOY, November): Many years ago, [
met Willic Nelson when he was gigging
at the Louisiana Hayride. | wimited him
to look at my lyrics 1o some songs T was
trying o write. The songs were terrible. T
was voung and scared 1o death, but
Willie listened, lied and twld me he
thought I had a chance 1o be a songwrit-
er, to keep writing and learn to accom-
pany myself with guitar. The image 1 had
of one of my childhood heroes was
smashed by vour artidde’s relerences 1o the
escapades and rip-olfs of this artist and
hi: tes. I indeed, it is true, I want
to thank you for the inlormation. If it is
not, I wish somcone (perhaps Willie)
would tell me!

Ed Cobb
Minden, Louisiana

Several years ago. in one of my first
gigs, I was unceremoniously thrown oft
stage by the owner ol a Dallas night club
and my engagement there was  termi-
nated. The first person to call with an
encowraging word was Willie Nelson. We

had never met, but he had read about
the incident and invited me to play sev-
eral shows with him the following week.
Since then, he’s always been “Unde
Willie” to me and he olten and lovingly
relers to me as his “liutle Jewish brother.”
Believe me, Texas is a wiggy place. Like
I told John Connally as he was rehears-
ing his VicePresidential  acceptance
speech: “It's no disgrace o come from
Texas, Johmn—irs just a disgrace 1o have
to go back there.” I'm proud to be an
asshole from El Paso.
Kinky Friedman
New York, New York
Kinky Friedman, former leader of the
group The Texas Jewboys, was profiled in
rLaveoy's “On the Scene” in Angust 1974,

MOVIE BUFF
Your Sex in Cinema pictorial (PLAYBOY,
November) is, as usual. great! My [lavor-
ite photo is the one from Drwm, leaturing
Isela Vega, who you say was the subject
of a “memorable” rrLayBoy pictorial.
Memorable as it may have been, 1've
completely forgotten it and I can’t under-
stand why—Isela looks like someone 1
wouldn't be likely to lorget
Paul Ericson
Tucson, Arizona
Just to refresh your memory, heve's
the picture we used back in July of 1974

to open our pictovial on Miss Vega.
Memorize it—theve'll be a quiz at the
end of the Lerm.

MISTY EYED
Your Misty pictorial (pLavsoy, Novem-
ber) is superh.
M. Jennings
New York, New York

Misty Rowe is the best thing yet to
appear in rravsoy and alone is worth
the price of admission.

Eric Kirk
St. James, New York

I had the good foriune o play oppo-
site. Misty Rowe in Noel Coward’s Pri-
vate Lives while studying at Stella Adler's
studio in New York. So I wholcheartedly
agree with Miss Adler’s praise ol Misty's
sensitive yer powerful gilt as an acuress.
But the starving artist in me cannot help
being a tiny bit offended that  Misty
should feel compelled o sell her (lovely)
body to rraveoy when the gilt she
olfers mankind s far more intrinsically
profound.

James Crafford
New York, New York

SLANG EXPRESSIONS

A Guide to Black Slang (Playboy After
Hours, November) is the worst wash I
have read. Itis an insult to all blacks.

Bertha C. Rowe
Chicago, Hlinois

Fran Ross. the author of “A Guide to
Black Slang,” re plies:

For the vecord, I am totally problack;
in fact, I am black. My intention was to
salivize steveolypes about blacks by seem-
i":_l;{ to accepl coery blessed one of them,
no matter how dumb—saying, in effect,
“OK, folks, that's true and heve's the
slang word we have for il.” If a while
person had written it, who knows?—I
might be upset, too, but I doubl it. {Now
I know how Richavd Pryor must feel )

PATTI TAKES
Patti McGuire, your November Play-
mate, is deflinitely one of your finest
discoverics.
From the guys on hoard
U.S.S. Billfish
FPO, New York 09501

Loved your C.B. theme in the Parti
McGuire |li(i{0l'i:ll. As an avid C.B.er, I'd
be interested o know what kind of equip-
ment is pictured.

Elton Carr
Jessup, Georgia

Patti's C.B. equipmen! includes an
Astatic D-104 Bicentennial Golden Eagle
microphone, a Cobra 138 SS/B AM
two-way C.B. radio and a Midland [3-887
C.B. transmitter, which she pi('fu'd up at
Triungle Stereo of Chicago.

VATICAN ENCYCLICALS
Fric ldle's FVatican Sex Manual
(rLaysoy, November) is delightlully un-
stimulating. As they say, “When in Rome,
don’t as the Romans don't.”
Jim Sikes
Cullowhee, North Carolina

At Eric Idle’s suggestion, my partner
touched my Sale Zone. (I have to admit,
he cheated. He used his tongue) We
found it was rather dithcult to hold that
position, partly because 1 was squirming
too much.

Connie Fisher
New Haven, Connecticut



Mayan pyrnmld from
ancient Mexico.
Britannica 3 shows
you what life was
like in bygone
civilizations.

The Space Age
Encyclopaedia.
Britannica 3 gives
vou access to the
latest scientitic

and technological 4
accomplishmenis &
of man. 7 l
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10-Volume ’
Ready Reference

Priceless masterpiece painted in dots!
Discover the techniques of noted artists
like Seurat, shown here,

Indonesian Symphony. The

words and pictures in Britannica 3

A jewel box made of emeralds! Just one
of the trcasures from Britannica 3's
section of "Gemstones

music of
torcign cultures comes alive through
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Male Mandrill. He shows his colors
to atiract a mate in an article on
"Biological Coloration.
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| A revolutionary 3-part home learning center.
It makes even the most difficult material

Butterfly fish. Nature articles
explain why creatures look
the way they do.

Lightning. Britannica 3's many arti-
cles on science give you a new look
at natural occurrences.

You and your family are invited to sample
the most readable, most understandable
encyclopaedia ever created.

VewBritannica 3

One-Volume QOutline of Knowle: dgn

much easier to understand and use.

Our planet has cxperienced a
“knowledge explosion.™ In just
one generation, man has made
incredible forward strides in sci-
ence and technology. Conven-
tional encyclopaedias simply
cannot keep pace. That's why
Encyclopaedia Britannica

the world’s most authoritative
reference work . . . was totally
redesigned and rewritten to bring
you and your famuly the kind of
encyclopaedia you need today.

Britannica 3 muore useful .

in more ways to more people
The new Britannica 3 is a com-
pletely redesigned encyclopaedia.
It is wntten in clear, readable
language . . . the language of
foday . . . 50 that even the most
cnmpka subjects become much
casier for your children 1o
understand.

Totally new forman
Britannica 13 is the only encyclo-
pacdia divided into three parts.
Fhis revolutionary new format
creates a home learning center

that is far more informative and
easier to use,

1. The Ten-Yelume Ready Refer-
ence. Ideal for finding informa-
tion quickly. 102,000 articles
(each less than 750 words) cover
cvery area of knowledge. Excep-
tienally helpful in homework .
your children will welcome the
casily readahble style.

2. Nincteen Volumes of Knowl-
edge in Depth. This section s
designed for readers who want to
explore enure ficlds of learning.
4.200 authoritative articles pro-
vide the detailed coverage that
has made Britannica the ac-
knowledged lcader in us ficld.
Here, once again, the language is
clear, contemporary . . . intended
for every member of your family.
3. The One-Volume Qutline of
Knowledge. Now, for the first
time, the whole of human knowl-
edge has been organized by sub-
Ject into one readable volume. It
serves as a guide to the entire
encyclopaedia and pernuts you

to plan your own course of study.

There™s nothing newer than

Britannica 3
More good news. When you se-
lect Britannica 3, ot comes with
this assurance: your yearbook
privilege will Keep you up-to-
date with the latest facts in every
arca of learning. And when you
judge by the 43 million words
in its 30 beautifully bound vol-
umes, Britannica 3 delivers more
vilue per dollar than any other
accepted reference.
FRELE Preview Booklet

You have just read some of the
rood reasons why Britannica 3
belongs in your home. But there
are so nyany more—all graph-
ically presented in our new
Preview Booklet .
filled with colorful r'T'
metures and
exciting facts.
This Preview is
yours free . . .
no obligation

. s0 please
send for 1t.

Let us mail you this new Britannica PREVIEW BOOKLET FREE!

If card |5del.‘uhrd, write to Britannica 3, Dept. 1(0-H. 425 N. Michigan Avenue, Chicago, I1l. 60611



Old Faithful.

Good Old Faithful. Always got you
where you were going. Always did it eco
nomically. A whole generation of Ameri-
cans grew up with Old Faithful. And now.
27 years and 33 million cars later, it's still
a symbol of dependability and economy.

Now there's a car that's just as reliable
and economical as Old Faithful ever was.
It's New Faithful. The 1977 VW Rabbit.
With engineering so advanced that outo
motive experts have hailed it as the kind



of car Detroit will be building inthe 1980's

The Rabbit has o new fuel injection sys-
tem, so it starts up quick as o bunny.
Springs hke one, too. 0to 501n just 7.7 sec-
onds. The Rabbit also has advanced engr

neering features like negative steering roll

radius to help maintain directional stabil-

ity in the event of a front-tire blowout;
rack-and-pinion steering for more direct
maneuvering and better road feel: and on
independent stabilizer rear axle, low in

"Californio excluded.

New Faithful.

unsprung weight, for better road holding.

New Faithful lives up to Old Faithful's
reputation for economy. too. Because it
has fuel injection, you can use the most
economical grade of gos® But you won't
have fo use it very often. Rabbit gets 37
mpg on the highway, 24 in the city. (Thats

tion and optional equipment.)
Dependability and economy That's
what Old Faithful gove o whole genera-
tion of Americans. And that's what New
Faithful is giving o whole new generation
of Americans.
New Faithful. The 1977 VW Rabbit.

EPA's estimate for manual trans-
mission. Your actual mileage
may vary, depending upon your @ Ra bb It
driving habits, your car's condi-

More Volkswagen from Volkswagen
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Treat yourself
to light menthol Belair:
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/' Day/Date watch by Seiko.
Yours for free B&W coupons,
the valuable extra on
every pack of Belair.

To see over 1000 gifts, . ]
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Box 12B, Louisville, Ky. 40201 That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health.
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PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

hat did you expect them to do—

play dominoes: Under the headline
“CROPS HIT BY HAILSTORM,” Kentucky's
Cyntliana Democrat ran  this  curious
line: “In addition, the storm caused their
cattle to break through a fence and hover
near their house and “ball all mghe.” ™

[

A DBritish book company has just pub-
lished a metric Bible. In this new version,
called the Good News Bibie, God tells
Nouh to build the ark 133 meters long,
22 meters wide and 13 meters high,” Go-
Liath s dhree meters @ll instead of “six
cubits and a span™ and his armor weighs
about 57 Kilograms instead of *5000
shekels ol brass.”

[ ]

Seems somebody hid taken a lew letters
off a community billboard in Ankeny,
Iowa. The wampered-with message read:
ANKENY ACTIVITIES—BLUE ASS FESTIVAL—
FLY THE AMERICAN FAG.

©

Crime of the centurv! A Portland, Ore-
son, woman was stabbed in the buut with
a fork alter she relused o give more than
two [ried-chicken wings 1o a guest at her
birthday party.

@

In celebration of the anniversary of the
signing ol the 9 Amendment. granting
women the right to vowe, a Phil.‘ululphi.‘l
restaurant oftfered a free cocktail o any
woman who ate there on a specihic date.
There was one catch, though: The oller
applied only to women accompanied
by males.

@

We were surprised o read in the usn-
ally conservative Columbus Dispatch
T.]li:\ headline: "GO-GO GIRLS BUSTED ON
EXPOSING CUNTS,”

@

Therve's a Sucker Born Every Minute
Depavtment: A Papillion, Nebraska, conr
mercial artist put an ad in a newspaper
offering “absolutely nothing” i return
for one dollar. He received hundreds of

the words: wi

letters and calls and $230. He used the
moncy to pay for the ad and buy bumper
stickers that said—you guessed it
LUTELY NOTHING.

-ABSO-

The Ottawa Citizen contained an ad
for Club Le Marquis in Gatineau, Que-
bee, announcing, “Direct from Las Vegas:
Her All Nude Revue” A
line at the bottom of the ad read, “Proper
Dress at All Times.”

Employees of a bank in Southern Cali-
formia wear T-shirts upon which appear
DO 1T WITH INTEREST. One
memorable morning, a woman cmployee
work with an additional
her shirt: PENALTY FOR EARLY
WITHDRAWAL.

A sale catalog for Rose
Discount  Records  of
Chicago carrred an ad for
Lnglish Vaginal Music.

Englishwomen with bust measurements
of less than 32 inches dont have o pay
the ten percent sales tax on dresses. The
law was originally meant as a tax-reliel
measure  for parents of  grade  school
students, but it's now being reated widely
as a sort of consolation prize for fHat-
chested women.

©

And if all the useless statistics were put
together, they would fll 1en football sia-
diums. . . . The Wilmington. Delaware,
Evening Journal recently published this
enlightening item: “If all the human fe-
male cges used 1o produce the current
world population were pur 1ogether, they
would not fill an empty chicken egg and
if all the male spermatozoa necessary to
fertilize them were brought ogether. they
would fit on the head of a pin.” Yes,
and Just think of what a lovely reunion
it would be.

L]

Our Bungled Robbery of the Month
Award goes 1o the burglar who surrepti-
tiously attempted to enter a Bullalo, New
York, Woolworth's store through a ven.
tilation shalt. As it turned out. the shalt
he chose was direaly above the lunch-
counter grill and the burglar stayed hid-
den there during nine hours of cooking
until, fmally, he could no longer stnd
the heat and stuck his hand ourt to ask for
a glass of water. “It's amazing.” said the
store’s assistant  manager. “He never
asked for help all day, even though the
grill temperaure reached 350 degrees.”
Police said the buwrglar had at least one
and a hall inches of grease on him when
apprehended,

oS

@
The following ad ran in the DeKalb,
Ilinois, Citizen Shopping News: “TFor
Sale—International  mounted pecker—
IMH—S0—Perlect condinon.”
[ ]
A French mathematics teacher is suing
a mentd dinic for incarcerating him for
11 years in the mistaken beliel that he was
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another man with a similar name. The
court was informed that the complainant
was sane enough to earn three degrees
[rom Toulouse University while interned
at the funny farm.

-

Seen on the marquee of the Rivershore
Motor Inn in Richland, Washington:
WELCOME INTL. POT DEALERS. The grect-
ing referred not o weed entreprencurs
bur to the seasonal convention of the
International Pot and Keule Club, a
gathering of housewares distributors.

.

In an article about the breakdown of
prudery on Spain’s beaches, the British
Airwavs magazine Highlife made this in-
teresting observation: “It is about six
years since the last time a girl was ar-
rested for wearing a bikini on the beach.
But gradually, the cracks are appearing.”

-

Our Chuizpah Citation of the Month
goes 1o the two Dewroit robbers who held
up a man on the swreet and got so
pissed off ar him for having only $38 in
his wallet that they forced him to 2o o
the bank and withdraw an additional
S100. They left him with one dollar for
cab fare.

-

The Columbian Sunday TV Week
magazine of New Westminster, British
Columbia, inadvertently misprinted an
ad lor Neil Simon's Come Blow Your
Horn as Come Blow Your Friend.

.

Some people can make money out of
anything: According o Ohio’s Steuben-
ville Intelligencer, “a Sinclair Avenue
resident told Steubenville City Council
he is sertous in his threar o file a muldi-
million-dollar shit against the municipal-
ity if property on his street is not
improved.”

L ]

Women who place bundles of steel on
cranes at the Algoma Steel Corporation
in Ontario are demanding that their job
title be changed. They are now called
hookers.

-

Good thinking, fellas. Describing two
identical schools butlt in Montebello,
Calilfornia, Parks & Recreation magazine
stated i “windows are nonexistent,
making breaking less likely.”

e

Sign outside a Standale, Michigan, res-
taurant: EVERY TUES. ALL THE CHICK YOU
CAN EAT $2.35,

N
Or be able 10 prove she's pregnant?
The Mandan, North Dakota, St. jmcpk
Chureh Bulletin carried this announce-
ment: A purse was found in church with
no identification in it. The owner may
have the purse by stating how many birth-
control pills were left in the dispenser.”

MY FAIR FUHIRER

w that Andrew Lloyd Webber and

Tim Rice, who gave us Jesus
Christ—Superstar, have brought us
Euita, a two-record opera based on the
life of Eva Peron, the first wile of dic-
tator Juan Peron (see Music, page 30),
MCA Records predias that its apolit-
ical production will spawn several hit
singles. Evita, you may recall, rose from
a humble career as an acwress to rule
the pampas with a satin fist; il Evita
follows in the footsteps of Jesus and
goes to the movies, we'll soon be seeing
diczatorial musicals such as:

Idi—The life and tmes ol irrepress-
ible Idi Amin features Barry White
moaning Hava Nagilah at the Enweb-
be Airport. After Barrys backup
group, Love Unlimited, hustles him to
salety, he meets the Isracli commander,
played by Sieve McQueen. An accord
is reached and the two appear on
Ugandan  television as a  musical-
comedy team called Steve and Idi.

Indira: State of Emergency—Al-
ready S.R.O. on the Indian subcon-
tinent, this sequel to State of Siege is
reincarnated by sari-clad Shelley Win-
ters” characterization of Mrs. Gandhi.
Paul Simon and the Mcher Baba
Singers hit the musical high note when
they mect in the ransacked offices ol a
Dclhi newspaper to sing The Sounds
of Silence.

Shalh  Nuf[—Hawk-nosed Iranian
leader Shah Mohammad Reza Pahlavi
(Kirk Douglas) and his SAVAK secret
police put the Soul Train Gang
through its paces. Dancing to the
O'Jays" Backstabbers, the Gang docs
the Lock, the Robot and the Break-
down. Liz Taylor cameos as the [rantan
ambassador’s girllriend, Marion Javits
smiles a lor and the ex—Secretary ol
State appears as disco d.j. Henry the K.

Jehannesburg—Gil Scott-Heron
scores with the score 1o this epic tale of
a troubled society. Fresh from Cuba,
Harry Belalonte and Sidney Poitier
lead the Last Poets out of Soweto and
into the suwreets, where they lock horns
with an Afrikaner police chiel (Rod
Steiger). Rudos to Bob Dvlan and
bryan Ferry for their harmonies on
A Hard Rain’s Gonna Fall.

Richard M!—It's dapper David
Bowie porraying the Chief, a leader
who programs a monster group (Kiss)
to destroy a dangerous  I8-minute
demo tape. Dylan again, as the Special
Prosecuior, couples with Deep Throa
Donna Summer and tells Bowie that
“Sometimes even the President . . . has
got to stand naked.” Stripped ol his
power, the exiled Bowie spends the
rest of his days listening to ouutakes
ol Fame.

Gulag—Alexander Solzhenitsyn’s
script provides blockbuster underpin-
ning for this musical Woodstock,
which includes everybody [rom the
Beadles (Back it the USSR) 1o
Frank Zappa (IWVhe Are the Brain
Police?). Also appearing: K.G.B., with
Mike Bloomfield. A hot ticket in cast-
ern Luropean neighborhoods and on
Capitol Hill.

Springtime for Hitler—Every trend
needs some nostalgia, so here comes a
full-length version of the madcp pro-
duction number from Mel Brooks's
The Producers. This time around,
original Fithrer Dick Shawn is saluted
and serenaded by Blue Ovwster Culy,
Black Sabbath and the Ramones.
Don't miss Adolf and Eva (Patu
Smith) ducting in the bunker: Would
vou believe Mrs. Braun, You've Got a
Lovely Daughier? —ABE PECK




Will you have a flashlight handy
when you need one?

Sure, you know where to look. Junior was using it last night to work
on his car. Or did he borrow the flashlight Amy uses to read with
under the covers after “lights out” ? If your family istypical, the flash-
light you may have to depend on in an emergency may not be where
you think it is. Keep a spare in a safe place, like your
> glove compartment. The “Eveready” Economy
Flashlight makes it easy, because it’s priced
right. Get one. You never know when you’ll
need it.

You lmw our flashlight batteries.
Get to know our watch batteries.

“Eveready” is the Number One brand name in flashlight batteries.
Make it your Number One choice for watch batteries. You can
depend on us for quality. Our watch batteries, for example, use
a unique, patented Radial Seal* construction which helps
provide trouble-free battery performance in your watch.
And that helps explain why most of the world’s leading
watch companies use watch batteries made by Union N /
Carbide. Shouldn't you? *U.s. Patent No. 3,069,489. -

Don't lose that special moment.
Check your camera batteries first.

o= Power your camera and/or photoflash unit with “Eveready’” Alkaline
R ] &2, Power Cells. Your movie camera, too. You can’t buy a longer-
/ ‘_ y (M & | lasting, more reliable power system. “Eveready” makes exactly

: o NERur the right battery for almost every piece of photo equipment,

P\ =] o keep it working the way it was designed to work. Reminder:

A g i ma there are lots of good photo opportunities coming
. N e up, so beready for them with “Eveready”
—_—y iR Alkaline Power Cells.

Eveready

wants you
to know

UNION
CARBIDE

wag
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MOVIES

F Scott Fitzgerald's The Llast Tycoon—a
« novel revered as a classic despite the
fact that Fitzgerald died belore completing
his frst draft—is now back in circulation
as an unfinished movie, adapted by Harold
Pinter for producer Sam Spiegel and di-
rector Elia Kazan. Slow, mannered and
clliptical. Tycoon on film is an exercise
in frustration. The movie breaks off ap-
proximately where the book does. with
characters only hall developed. conflicts
outlined but unresolved, loose ends ol
plot dangling in limbo. Robert De Niro,
as Monroe Stalir—a Hollywood Wunder-
Eind and studio chiel not unlike the late
Irving Thalberg of MGM-—remains alool,
authoritative and compulsive without re-
vealing much of the man described in
Fitzgerald's prosc. A moviegoer learns
only that Stabr is not in good health,
though Fitzgerald's notes for the novel
tell us that Stahr had perhaps six months
to live and diced in a plane crash before
his time ran out. Author Pinter, whose
plays and films are cryptic riddles about
the fearful human condition, may not
have been the ideal writer to fill the gaps
for Fitzgerald. While sticking literally to
the novel's incidents, Pinter has given
them an overlay of terse Pinteresque
dialog that’s often more provoking than
illuminating. Let someone say, urgently,
“Listen . . . " the next line will be,
“What?”; the next line, “Nothing."

The movie dwells mainly upon Stahr's
romantic  obsession with an  enigmatic
Irish girl named Kathleen, who resembles
his late wife, a great star. Played by a
doll-faced newcomer, former model Ingrid
Boulting, the girl is beautiful enough but
behaves as if she were in a state of light
hypnosis. But then, everyone behaves
rather strangely in Last Tycoon, appar-
emly reflecting direcior Kazan's dogged
ciforts to invest a thin story with a sense
of doom. Robert Mitchum and Theresa
Russell, as a studio bigwig and his plucky
daughter, have meaningless  peripheral
roles, though the book was written pri-
marily from her point of view. Jeanne
Moreau (as a foreign superstar invented
for the movie), Jack Nicholson (as a left-
wing union organizer who steals one
irrelevant scene) and Tony Curtis (in the
film's best bit as an aging, impotent
matinee idol who loves his wife but can’t
get it up for her) supply some meaty
fringe benefits for a movie that finally
seems hollow at the center,

°

Produced by Robert Altman, Welcome
to LA, was written and directed by 32-
year-old Alan Rudolph, Altman’s some-
time assistant, co-author and prowgé.
“The influence is pretty  apparent,”
says Rudolph  with dead accuracy, for
Welcome might be described as Son of
Nashuille, though it was inspired by

“The Last Tycoon
on film is an
exercise in frustration.”

L.A.: nice try.

Richard Baskin's musical suite City of the
One Night Stands. The movie also owes
a lot to Lindsay Anderson’s O Luchky
Man, with its loose narrative tighily
woven into its music. Welcome's pri-
mary shortcoming is that Baskin (a heavy
contributor to the score of Nashuille)
plays a peripheral role, often singing his
own serviceable songs oncamera—and vir-
tually killing them, because he has very
little presence as a  performer.  Such
quibbles aside, Rudolph siill rates cheers
for his first solo flight as a film maker.

His work may be derivative, but it is
also daring and uniquely challenging to
moviegoers ol average sensibility, who are
apt to find Rudolph a year or two ahead
of them. Keith Carradine, in a role dose
in tone and spirit to his part in Nash-
ville, plays a young composer on the make
who manages to make it with nearly every
lady at band during several hectic days
prior to Christmas Eve in L.A. Geraldine
Chaplin, Sally Kellerman, Harvey Kcitel,
Lauren Huuton, Viveca Lindlors, Sissy
Spacck and John Considine play some of
the emotionally displaced persons he en-
counters in the course of a sexual
daisy chain that picks up the restless,
languid rhythm of L.A. life as lew movies
ever have.

“Are you ready to make a commit-
ment?” asks Hutton, as a girl photog-
rapher who appears to be the mistress of
Carradine’s father (Denver Pyle) and
spends her time taking pictures of corners.
“Maybe,” he replies, in a fairly decisive
summation of the epidemic emptiness on
display. Welcome's pivotal [emale role is
delicately played by Miss Chaplin, as a
mad young housewife who spends her
days riding around the city in taxis,
talking to hersell and sometimes to the
camera. Nearly every character in the
film, in fact, sooner or later looks straight
into the camera with the defiant or de-
fenseless air of someone who has taken a
wrong turn and been trapped. An obvious
trick. sure; but Rudolph uses it with such
artful simplicity that he seems o be
flipping through snapshots of lost souls
in this bleak and haunting, thoroughly
modern. imperfect and compassionate first
movie that is plainly only a teasing token
ol things to come.

)

Keith Carradine’s brother David sings
songs ol the people in Bound for Glery, a
poignant hosanna adapted from the auto-
biography of folk singer Woody Guthrie.
Though Guthrie is dead, the songs he
wrote are alive and well—and still pound-
ing out his message more potently, all in
all, than this low-key, uncritical tribute
to the man behind the music. Carradine's
thoughtful performance—as unaffectedly
honest as the words and music of the
Guthrie classic This Land Is Your Land—
carries Woody through the seminal years
beginning in 1936, when he left a
povertystricken town in the Texas dust
bowl to hop a [reight and find his voice
among the itinerant fruit pickers ol Cali-
fornia. Director Hal (of Shampoo and The
Last Detaily Ashby wreats the Guthrie saga

remake of The Grapes of Wrath, and it's
a credit to Ashby that he olten comes
close o capruring the power and simplic-
ity of that unlorgettable original by
John Ford out of Steinbeck. Though far



from great, Bound for Glory eases into
pleasant intimacy with its subject and is
enhanced by Haskell Wexler's splendid
mood photography—a portrait of Ameri-
ca 40 years ago, as seen from rusty-dusty
towns and fields and freight yards by a
blue-collar poet. Ronny Cox, Gail Strick-
land and Randy Quaid eloquently play
some of the rich and poor lolk who
cross Woody's p;tll], though the oddest bit
ol casting is Ashby's use of Melinda Dil-
lon—perlect and all but undetectable in
her dual role as Woody's anxious wile,
Mary, and, in a brunctie wig, as Memphis
Sug, one of his carly singing partners.
.

There is hardly a human emotion that
does not erupt at some moment of crisis
in Voyage of the Damned, a lloating Grand
Hotel based on grim historical fact and
acted to the hile by one of those nter-
national allstar casts that movie moguls
must dream about. The script—though
literate, and never so silly or overblown
as those for formula disaster epics—is less
than brilliant, and Stuart Rosenberg’s
journevman direction is a full cut below
that. Yet great good will combined with a
great subject makes Foyage a vivid, har-
rowing chronicle of the journcy of the
S.S. St. Louis, the Hamburg-Amerika lux-
ury liner that set sail from Hamburg in

Dramatic Voyage.

mid-May 1939 with 939 desperate Ger-
man-Jewish refugees who innocently be-
liecved they would find haven in Havana.
Actually, they were the victims of a cruel
propaganda move; unwanted by Cuba,
the U.S. or any other cvilized nation,
they were abandoned 10 roam the sea
aboard a ship staffed by Gestapo inform-
ers and a handful of conscientiouns anti-
Nazis. Max Von Sydow plays the captain,
a decent chap, with Helmut Griem as the
58 bastard who seems determined to
cuarantee that geuing nowhere will be
no fun whatever for Faye Dunaway,
Oskar Werner, Malcolm McDowell, Julie
Harnis, Wendy Hiller, Lee Grant, Sam
Wanamaker, Maria Schell and movie new-
comer Lynne Frederick. The heroes and
villains who keep pulling suings ashore
include Ben Gazzara, Orson Welles, José

Thank you,
Rev. Norman Kuck, for
our heavenly new name.

IVC America, Inc., 58-75 Queens Midtown Expressway, Maspeth, N.Y.11378 (212) 476-8300. For nearest dealer, call

What would you call a schizophrenic little
portable package that's partly a sensitive
FM/AM/PSB radio, partly a mini TV set?

You name it, you win it, we said, and
we were hit with an avalanche of names
for our Model 3050. But one caught our
eye. Gemineye.

So, thanks, Reverend Norman Kuck.
We hope you enjoy your Gemineye as

much as we like the name.
Could it have been lvc
divine inspiration?

CelliNeVYEe
The personal portable
with the dual personality.

toll-free outside N.Y. 800-221-7502. Canada: JVC Electronics of Canada, Ltd., Scarborough, Ont.

The Only KING-SIZE Bed 38995

by Inflate-A-Bed — (Twin Sizes From $49.95) Fnr

Contemporary Marketing, Inc.
790 Maple Lane. Bensenvine, iil. 60106
Call Toll Free: BD0-67-8318 1L call: 3175950461

The Magnificent Air Bed . . .
You swmply haven't known o Perfecr. Rest
ful Night Until You ve Slepr On A Bed Of
CUSHIONED AIR PRESSURE Ir's so logicol
since AR is nature’s most comforoble ele-
ment. Add our potenred Air Coll Support
Systern for rigidiry ond complete body re
inforcement. and you've got yourself the
finest rights steep of your life. Instead of
your body beng slommed by graviry
oganst metol springs ond stuffing. you ore
gently bur firmly supporned by pure 100%
on Mony Chiroprociors ogree thor the Air
Bed hos unprecedented onhopedic value
05 O MarTess

“The Porlable Bed™

Imagine a guest bedroom you can store on a shelf
sunbathe and fical on. take camping. USE in your van,
RV home. musie, T V. or rec room. i your boal. sum-
mer home. by your fireplace, on a porch. on a Noor or
m a tame. .ﬁF.YWH[F.E YOU WANT TO RELAX OR
SLEEP in luxury The Air Bed comes in all standard
sizes: Twin—39" 2 74" 2 8" Double— 54" x 74" x B
Oueen—60" x 80" x B~ King—74" x 60" x 8 You
milate of ; minules with any air pump or canmister
vacuum cleaner iadapter included) Made ol durabie 20
gavge poly wvinyl. the beds melude a 1-year manulac-
Turer's warranty

Piease send the lollowing Air Bedls). I rat Tully sabshed | can relum within 2 weeks for 2

prompl refund

] Iwin @ $4995 ([ Full i 6995 [J Oueen (o 57395 [J King £69 95

ihdd §2 95 for shppng ard mstrance)

[J Instead [ preter she Original Infiate-A-Bed 1same as above pius  Nocked velveleen
finsh)

[C] Twan (@ 55995 [J Full (2 579 85 [ Oueen o 36995 [ ®ng @ $119 95

1A0d 54 95 spping per bed)

[ Atso send high-powered AC am pump (@ 579 9522 o [ OC air pump @ 525 95 ea

7] Checkof M U Enclosed (Nl residents add 5% sales tax)
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Dmers Cluby
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Master Charge Bank # _ __ __
Hame
Address
City —
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Ferrer and James Mason—plus lissome
Katharine Ross, in a touching episode as
a girl whose parents think she's a language
teacher, though she’s actually one of Ha-
vana's top whores and. as such, is able to
wangle landing permits and cash through
her contacts.  Dunaway, Von  Sydow,
Werner and Grant take wurns scintillat-
ing, of course, in a flashy company that
has every opportunity to unleash dramatic
fireworks. Unlike Ship of Fools. scuttled
on film a decade ago, this is rich, old-
fashioned moviemaking that tells a com-
pellingly wagic story with integrity and
tiste.
L ]

Obviously intended as a nose-thumbing
spool of screen violence. Andy Warhol's BAD
is an amtisocial comedy that trems bad
taste with sly tolerance—in much the
same way that Warhol looked at Camp-
bell soup cans and Brillo boxes and more
or less invented pop art. The most expen-
sive Warhol movie to date (budgeted at
over S1.O00000), BAD was produced by
Jelt Tornberg, directed by Jed Johnson.
written and performed by a swarm of
Warhol acolvies on the bill with such
cstablished performers as Carroll Baker,
Perry King. Susan Tyrrell and Stefania
Cassint. Theyre all pretty good. as well as
hip to the dry humor of a horrendous
tile about a band of hit girls operating
out of an clectrolysis parlor in Queens.
Baker. a onetime sex symbol who has
treated down-home seductiveness as a joke
since Baby Doll, plays the madam in
charge—with King, the only male member
of the group, quailing at carrying out his
assignment: He is supposed 1o do away
with an autistic chikl. The girls on the
team, however, don’t blink an eyelash
about the crimes by contract they ave
hired to perform: murdering an old
crank’s dog (“And you've got 10 do it
wiciously”™), throwing a harassed house-
wile's haby out the window, setting a
disastrous  fire in a  Spunish-hinguage
movic theater. Restraint is avoided wher-
ever possible in favor ol graphic gore,
blunt language and outright offensiveness,
The excesses of BAL could not be worse,
and the very title must be interpreted as
a sassy invitation for critics to say so. That
said, everyone cin sit back and enjoy it
as a picce of centified junk art with a
name label,

L ]

Sissy Spacek is sensational in the title
role of Brian De Palma’s expert shocker
Carrie, playing a painfully shy and put-
upon high school girl with a talent for
telekinesis—she can will objects to move
at her bidding—who lets herself go and
wreaks horrible revenge at the spring
prom. It's Tammy on a rampage. Between
shivers, we're treated 10 the swaggering of
two of moviedom’s most promising young
miles—Carrie's prom date, William Kare,
son of Bill Williams and Barbara (Della

XRATED

he carlier films of
IFrench director Bar-

bet Schroeder (More and,
more recently, fdi Amn
Dada—A Self-Portrait)
may be echoed in a line
spoken by the heroine of
his newest, a cheeky ro-
mantic comedy about, of
all things, an S/M mis-
tress and her men. “IUs
exciting to get into
people’s madness so inti-
mately.” says she, when
pressed o explain her
peculiar profession 10 a
voung hustler who [allsin
love with her alter bur-
gling her apartmenti—no
ordinary Parisian (lag, he
discovers, but a pad fit
for De Sade. complete
with whips, chains, leath-
cr, torture devices and
one contentedly caged
customer. -.I‘\\'() 0{
France's last-climbing

Tough Maitresse.

and male characters
equipped with salami-
sized penises are relative-
Iy new 1o the world of
Meyer—that lewd and
lusty coitusland where
melon-breastzd women
encounter ballsy woos-
men and let nature ke
its cowse. Up! spools
sex amd violence in the
lurid—comic tradition on
which Mever holds the
patent, though the in-
creasing  emphasis  on
blood and guts that be-
gan with Supervixen may
spoil some ol the lun for
fainthearts—especially
when a couple of the
boys start whooping it
up with a hefty ax and a
chain saw. The yummy
centerpiece is a Meyer
discovery, Raven De La
Croix, as a sumpruously
cantilevered heroine

young performers, Bulle
Ogier and Gerard De-
pardicu (he co-stars with
Robert De Niro in Ber-
tolucei’s upcoming  ¢pic
1900), play the odd cou-
ple whose ticklish rela-
tionship is the main
concern ol Maitresse.

“The weirdest trip
features a man who
enjoys having his penis
nailed to a plank.”

named Margo Win-
chester. who appears to
be on a jogging trip
through the Northwest
woods until the plot
catches up with her. Did
we say plo? 1t's more
like a conundrum. utter-
ly mad and bad and

Though the film brings
us some real S/M freaks enacting their
fantasy wips—the weirdest features a
masked man who enjoys having his penis
nailed to a plank from time to time—
Ogier and Depardicu dominate cvery
scene, emphasizing that the games they
play in the foreground, the games all of us
])l:ly. m lact, are probably as irrational as
any favored by fagellants or transvestites.
Besides, Bulle's cool Maitresse behaves
like any working woman who takes some
pride in perlorming a service that satishes
her cliems, and occasionally slips away to
live out her secrer hile as a suburban wile
and mother. With the help ol his win-
some stars, Schroeder manages 1o ke the
sting out of sadomasochism, or at least o
place it in the wrvly slamed perspective
ol a cruel linle comedy that ends—arbi-
trarily but on a cheerlul note—when the
lovers run away Irom it all in a fast car,
balling in the driver’s seat as they go, and
have a prety bad smashup. They don’t
secem to mind much. Cest la vie, per-
haps, if you're into mild concussion and
bruises.

.

In the opening sequence of Russ Mey-
er’s Upt, an 5/M stud whips and sodomizes
a creepy old masochist who may or may
not be Adoll Hitler. Homosexual Nazis

probably indecipherable

to any but those audiences lor whom a

Russ Meyer movie is a campy special

cvent on a cultural mesa somewhere be-

tween porno and the Demolition Derby.
.

Hard-core film makers had 1o find
something new, il not beuer, and 3-D may
be the trend. They're coming right al you,
quite  literally—with  hoobs, genitalia,
deep-drill insertions and ejaculations that
appear to be aimed [or the outer lobby—
in Funk, a raw, cudely crafted pioneer
effort abour a man who mects two
gvpsy girls and conjures up [antasies in
their crystal ball. As wsual, you have o
wear special glasses to learn that sex in
the round does, indeed, add another
dimension.

™

A rampant sex-crazed mermaid (Terri
Hall. giving deep throat as never belore)
attacks swimmers and attracts more-than-
willing vicims 0 a resort town called
Great Head in Gums, writer-director
Robert J. Kaplan's porno parody ol Jaws,
Alter a promising start, the idea swiltly
deteriorates into a mishmash  duttered
with low comedy, horny puppets, a Nazis
sea captain who's a one-man horror show
in himsell and enough unatractive studs
and sexpots to sink any fuck filn




Street) Hale, perennial Hollywood hope-
fuls of yesteryear, and John Travolia (sce
Grapevine, page 197), hot newcomer
recruited from TV's Welcome Back, Kot-
ter, in a lesser role as the dirty trickster
responsible for all hell's breaking loose.
Piper Laurie stages a showy comeback as
Carrie’s fanatically religious mother, while
De Palma proves again that he can wring
cdge-of-yourseat suspense Irom a Gothic
tale—or the telephone book.
]

It docsn’t say much for Amtrak—thinly
disguised on the screen as Amroad—that
Gene Wilder, a passenger on the Silver
Streak, an L.A.-Chicago express train,
jumps off or is unwillingly jettisoned
scveral times and always manages to over-
take the sluggish strecamliner by flving or
driving. One such unscheduled stopover
throws him into the company of Richard
Pryor, as a fugitive thiel, and wgether they
give Streak most of its momentum—
especially when Pryor daubs Wilder with
shoe polish and tries 1o teach him how to
do the fingersnapping strut like a black
dude should. Jill Clayburgh, as a very
standird damsel in distress; Patrick Me-
Goohan, as a master criminal involved in
hanky-panky over some Rembrandt
paintings; and Ned Beauty, as a Federal
agent, arc all aboard, though hindered by
a few slow spots in director Arthur Hiller's
adventure-cum-comedy based on a seript
by Colin Higgins (who wrote Harold and
Maude), Wilder, as a mild-mannered
gardening editor with a flair for heroics,
makes the trip worth while.

FILM CLIPS

Dirty Hands: Beautiful married lady takes
treacherous young lover and hatches a
plan 10 put her husband out of the way
in writer-director Claude Chabrol's hack-
neyed thriller, which teams Rod Steiger
with Romy Schneider as man and wife.
Steiger has the worst part and diligendy
beats it 1o death.

Bittersweet love: A perceptive perform
ance by Meredith Baxter Birney dissipates
the sudsiness of a sleck soap opera about
two voung marricds (Scote Hylands as the
groom) who discover, too late, that incest
will out—they are actually half brother
and sister. Lana Turner, superstar of
yore, plays the bride’s understandably
troubled mother in a series of stunning
gowns 1o mirtch every shade of guilt.

Two-Minute Warning is i crafty but point-
less thriller that gets a hammer lock on its
audience by planting a mad sniper in
firing position at the L.A. Coliseum dur-
ing a championship football game, with
more than 90,000 potential targets on
hand. Charlton Heston, John Cassavetes
and Martin Balsam trv—and fail—to pre-
vent panic, while director Larry Peerce
hypes a predictable script in which every
bullet has a featured actor’s name on ir.

-

Style isn't anything you can practice.
It's something you're born with.
Like Dino.Very long, very thin,

very elegant.
Wherever you

smoke Dino ittells

people youre a

man with a style of

your own.

DINO
DYGOLD LADEL
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loria Emerson was for two years a
New York Times correspondent in
Vietnam. The experience changed her life,
and her long-awaited Winners and Losers
(Random House) is an attempt to find out
how the war changed the rest ol America.
But she comes away from intimate visits
with dozens of the maimed. the bored
and the bitter without getting an answer.
In three years ol crisscrossing the
United  States, Emerson  olten
found Americans vehemently re-
pressimg the entre Vietham ex-
perience. “Asking them how  they
felt about the war. I have heard siories
about ermites, the evil of wellarve, diets
that did not work, poor bus service
abortion, the hormrible costs of feeding
cattle and teenagers . . " and so on.

We see a GI named Cydops who so
loved his war that he would not write the
letter that would get his brother exempted
Irom the drale. Instead, he mailed home,
as a Christmas present 10 his mother in
Yalatine, Hlinois, a skull with a shoulder
patch of the Big Red One (First Division)
stulfed between its stimed teeth. We meet
i medic named Alton who wok two slugs
in the leg only 1o become a eodeine ad-
dict alter careless reatment ina Key West
hospital, We share the ouching final ex-
change ol letters between Emerson and
Nguyen Ngoc Luong. the Times's Saigon
ranslator. who spurned the American
evacuation belore the fall of the city 1
1975 because 1 hate . . . those Vietnam-
ese who do not share the sufferings of
the majority ol the people.” Luong writes
hopefully of a reunion “somehow, some-
time. in Viemam.” Emerson. who once
empathized with sufferers so much that
she  wransported  two  wheelchairs  from
Hong Kong for war vicims, answers him
in her book: “There is no hope. 1 do not
want 1o go back.” Qur bridges to Indo-
china are psvcdhologically burned.

-

Nicholas von Hoftman has aply sug
gested retding Woodward and Bernstein's
The Final Days. He would have called it
Daddy Loses His Job. That preuy much
sums up the depth ol perception in the
avalanche of Watergate books that has
come down on us in the past few vears,
with the notable exceptions of Born
Again, by Charles Colson, At That Point
in Teme, by Fred Thompson, and the only
truly t'umprclwmi\'c overview, Nighimare,
by ]J. Amhony Lukas. Now John Dean's
Blind Ambition (Simon & Schuster) takes
its place on the list as perhaps the best-
written. dearest and funniest Watergate
bhook 1o date.

The fair-haired boy of Watergate, the
first one 1o smell fire and whisper, “Feets.
do yo' stufl,” reveals yet another talent.
Not for nothing did a United States

)

¥

-

Winners, losers and 'Namnesia.

“*Emerson often founA
Americans vehemently
repressing the entire
Vietnam experience.”

Dean dishes up Watergate on wry.

President want this attorney for his official
counscl. Not for nothing did this attorney
get that job at the age of 32, The book
has many messages, but the one that seems
to come across loudest and clearest is that
this Dean character is one smart cookic
who knows how to play with a full deck.

Oh. he is hard on himsell. He doesn’t
even think of gewing himself a lawver
until page 216. He relers 1o himsell as
Caspar Milquetoast because he can’t stand
up to Nixon's bizarre suggestions. v was
six months after the fact before he even

realized hie was committing crimes. But he
does not do lus breast beating with his
fist: I is a fine, solt tympany stroke run-
ning beneath the swrlace of the entire
hook. It makes vou like the guy. He is one
of the few who have hothered 1o men-
tion—however indircally—the possibility
that Nixon didn't just lose his job; maybe
he was fired. Dean is willing to

admit that the whole story has not

come out vet. McCord has not told

_
?"‘ all he knows. Jeb Magruder, Gor-

don Liddy, Howard Humnt still re-
main mysteries, not neatly categorized
criminals, as other journalists would have
us think. And Dean is not alraid to raise
the ugly specier of Central Intelligence in
all this—though he's not careless enough
to go much beyond raising it. While
Nightmare, in erms of scope. is the
Watergate book. reading it is dense, hard
work. Blind Ambition is a comic night-
mare and much more Tun for ir.
-

Every American is on the same quest:
Find a lile to suit your style, then do
vour danmedest to keep up the payments.
Tom Wolle's one insight into contem-
porary culture, which has been enough to
keep him in fancy threads, is repeated in
cach ol the articles collected 1n Mouve
Gloves & Modmen, Clutter & Vine (Farrar,
Straus & Giroux). There are dandy up-
dates on radical chic, funky chic and trn-
the-other chic. A few years ago. the right
stull. was something you took at one ol
Ken Kesey's Add Tests. But times change.
as Wolfe points out in a Feilferlike car-
toon picce. “The Man Who Always
Peaked Too Seon.” Now a prolessional
athlete is not on twp umil he makes a
TV plug for men’s cologne or appears in
a Wolle profile (“The Commercial™). An
encounter group junkie doesn’t score
until her hemorthoids receive op billing
at an est convention—and a cover story
(“The Me Decade and the Third Great
Awakening™) in New York magazine to
boot. These articles are fresh: Hell, we
haven't vet received some of the maga-
zines they first appeared in. Do your post-
man a [avor and buy the book,

QUICK READ

N. Secott Momaday/The Names (Harper &
Row): Momaday. whose fust novel, House
Made of Dawn, won a Pulitzer Prize in
1968, has now written an autobiograph-
ical book about growing up as an Ameri-
can Indian in the Southwest. Momaday's
strong spiritual relavonship o the wil-
derness. his mterest in the Indian oral
tradition and his love of the woods com-
bine 10 make a lyrical, personal odyssey.
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PROTECTION PLAN II
AMC LEAVES GM,FORD AND CHRYSLER

An ing the only full
mlll::\lrllanganl?ty onoe':.iygine mrri've train.

AMC took the lead in consumer protection when we
introduced the original BUYER PROTECTION PLAN®in 1971.
Now, with new, expanded BUYER PROTECTION PLAN I,
we've moved even farther ahead. GM, Ford and Chrysler’s
coverages stop short of ours at one year or 12,000 miles.
AMC goes twice as far to protect you.

Only AMC, of all U.S. car makers, covers your engine
and drive train for two years or 24,000 miles, whether a part
is defective or just plain wears out. And these are the parts
that cost the most to fix or replace.

And no other American car company matches the full
one year/12,000 mile warranty that AMC includes. It covers
everything else on your car except tires.

AMC looks out for your well-being as well as your
car's. If repairs under the warranty take overnight, we'll
give you a free loaner car. And if those overnight repairs
are over 100 miles from your home, AMC will reimburse you
up 1o $150 for food and lodging due to the inconvenience.

When it comes to coverage, we may leave our com-
petition behind. But we never abandon our customers.

FULL 2 YEARS OR 24,000 MILES
Parts fixed or replaced free. AMC GM FORD CHRYSLER
Engine Parts Covered

Cylinder Block YES NO NO NO
Cylinder Heads YES NO NO NO
All Internal Engine Parts  YES NO NO NO
Intake/Exhaust Manifolds YES NO NO NO
Water Pump YES NO NO NO
Drive Train Parts Covered
FRear Axle/Oiflerential YES NO NO NO
Internal Transmission Parts YES NC NO NOQ
Transmission Case YES NO NO NO
Torgue Converter YES NO NO NO
Clutch YES NO NO NO
Drive Shaft YES NO NO NO
Services Provided Free
Free Loaner Car YES NO NO NO
Trip Interruption Program YES NO MO NO

Special Notice: Amencan Malors has made the bonelds of BPP I avail-
able on all new 1978 models purchased Irom AMC Dealers stock on or
aher September 1. 1976

GM has 5 year/E0/000 mile warranty on its 140 CI10 engine

AMC BUYER PROTECTION PLAN i

FULL 1 YEAR OR 12,000 MILES

The following parts are covered against factory defects
or failure due to wear for 1 year or 12.000 miles

Parts fixed or replaced Iree. AMC GM FORD CHRYSLER

Spark Plugs YES NO NO NO
Shock Absorbers YES NO YES YES
Brake Linings YES NO NO  YES
Clutch Linings YESNO NO YES
Wiper Blades YES NO NO NO
All Light Bulbs YES NO YES NOC
Hoses and Belts YESYES NO NO
Mufllers YES NO NO YES
Tail Pipes YES NO NOC YES
Services Provided Free
Free Loaner Car YES NO NO NO
Tripinterruption Program  YES NO NO NO

Just properiy meinten your car and bring
itic an ARC desler for warranly repairs.

SBUYER PROTECTION PLAN isreg U'S Pal and Tm O

There’s more toan AMC 71

29



3

0

n the frst side of Stevie Wonder's
long-awaited Songs in the Key of Life

(Tamla)y, a double-
LP-plus-EP that o
went platinum: be- //’IJ‘;
fore release, he shows £

a4 musical  eclecticisin

unrivaled since the Bea-

tles” salad days; the soltrock
optning statement (Love's in
Need of Love Today) pives way
to blues with African and  elec-
tronic sounds commingled (Have a Tall
with Gaod), lollowed by an Eleanor Righy-
ish ballad with surings (Village Ghelto
Land). a toray into jazzrock (Contusion,
leaturing Stevie's raveling band. Won-
derlove) and another solt-rock number
(Nir Duke). The second side, Irom the
hard-rocking I 1Vish—a detailed remem-
brance ol childhood perversity—to the Al
Green-ash Ovdinayy  Pamm, siretches out
more; i's quintessential Stevie Wonder.
Side three is the "message™ side, largely
because of Black Man, a long, rhyihimic
romp over which a classroom recites a
cechism celebrating notso-famous men.
ol various colors, who have alfecred his-
tory (it also includes Joy Inside My Tears.
a ballad with a0 suitably  paradoxical
tonality). Side [our, afier another African-
sounding tune (Ngiculela—Is Una His-
Loriay and a ballad that Stevie sings to the
accompaniment of Dorothy Ashhy's harp
(/] 11's Magicy, closes with a pair ol ex-
tended Gospel [rock  wunes—ds. Anolher
Mar—that employ such guest artists as
Herbie Hancock and George Benson (on
most ol the earlier cus. all the insiru
mental work s by Stevie). Now we get 1o
the EP. It includes a sexy funk une, Al
Day Sucker. a shullling harmonica insiru-
mental (Fasy  Goin® Fuoeming), another
message track—>Safurn—which scems a bit
sententious, and a joyous rocker (Ebony
Lyes) that sounds more like Little Stevie
than our lull-grown messiah. As to wheth-
er the LI s a musical tour de force or an
overblown  exercise  in czo—well,  the
truth, as wsual. is somewhere in between.
Musically and rechnically, this is a grea
album and will provide material for scores
ol other artists (another respect. besides his
cclearicsm—and  an occasional melodic
phirasc—in which Stevie invites compari-
son to the Beatles). but it's guiliy of over
kill; again. ike most ol the beter Beatles
albums. As o house-rocking musician and
singer, though, he's miles ahead. And any-
one unimpressed by the hvric content of
Songs should throw away the 24-page book-
let and simply listen. These ave songs that
sowndd a hell of a lot betier than they read.

.

In case you haven't noticed. though 40
years have passed since its premicre, the
George Gershwin=Ira Gershwin-DuBose
Hevwird classic Porgy and Bess is cnjoying a

Superlative Stevie.

“As a house-rocking
musician and singer,
Stevie’s miles ahead.”

Catfish Row revisited.

vemaissance that can only be charactevized
as awesome. The Broadway plt::hlcliull
of the nagedy set on Catfish Row s
doing wn-away business and the rvecord
companies have thew presses working over-
time turning out wsorted PXB goodics.

Last May we called your attention to the
Bethlchem reissue ol its jazz version with
Mel Tormé and Frances

Faye. and we reviewed

the “operatic” version

under the direction ol
Lorin  Muaazel in

November 1976 issue, Thar
was only the beginning, folks.
RCA has a marvelous new wwin-
LP album that pairs Ray Charles
and Cleo Laine, and their special talents
give the music a fresh dimension. This
exciting new session is very jazz oriented.
with wacks that feature a big orchestral
sound and the Reverend James Cleveland
Stugers. as backup for Charles and Laine,
arvanged and conducted by Frank DeVol.
There are also several mstromental 1iracks
leaturing Charles on piano, elearic piano,
and celeste, and they are some ol
the most exciting cuts on the album: but
it's the inspired pairing ol Charles
Latne that makes this a must-have item.
Then there's the alljazz. all-insirumenal
Pablo LP performed by guitarist Joe Pass
and pianist Oscar Peterson. who plivs the
clavichord this time our. Pass and Peter-
son luve perfect rapport and the davi-
chord, lor all its antiguarian connotations,
seems well suited 1o the music—especaally
working against Pass’s unamplificd guitar,
The Last offering is another reissuc—but
what a reissne: Ellr Fitzgerald and Lows
Armsmrong’s 1957 Verve album, which is
still & manvsplendored thing. Ella and
Louis are i a class by themselves. and
so is the album. Oh, yes. all three albums
were produced by Norman Granz, and
that's no small accomplishment.
.

You might think we'd be prejudiced
about Barbi Benton—and you'd be right.
Her hard work and encrgy are appar-
cni on Semething New (Playboy), which
sounds to our ears hike her best ver. In
should be. Practically the emire LA
studio Maha takes a bow in the credits—
Steve Cropper. Jim Horn, Bobby Keyes,
Sneaky Pete, et al—as well as remmants
of Elton John's last band and  James
Newton Howard of the present one. And
the songs are by such LA lights as
Andrew Gold. Tom Waits suxd Wendy
Waldman—though our lavorite is her
Speaar-haunted version of Gene Pitmey's
He's a Rebel. Barbi's voice may not quite
have the punch of a real shower
like Linda Ronstadt, but not many do,
and with good songs like these that suit
her. she sounds just fine.

.

Donizeiti once wrote
Lucrena Borgia. Now another  sinister
lady of state. Eva Peron, s the subject of
a rock opera: Evita, by Andrew Llowd
Webber and Tim Rice, who gave us
fesus Christ—Superstar. No, it's not up

our

A opera about



WHEN YOU BUILD A SPEAKER
TO SOUND GREAT
ON EVERY PART OF THE MUSIC,
YOU CANT CUT CORNERS
ON ANY PART OF THE SPEAKER.

A single HPM-100 weighs almost 60 pounds.

The fact it weighs more than a Large Advent speaker, Bose 901 or JBL L100 is not an accident.

Our speaker frames are made of heavy cast aluminum instead of the usual stamped metal, so
you hear only the speakers vibrating and never their frames.

Our magnets are oversize to spare your ears needless distortion.

And our cabinet is made out of special compressed wood that's denser and heavier than ordinary
wood. So the sound is forced out of the cabinet instead of being absorbed by it.

Of course, not everything that adds to the sound of an HPM 100 also adds to its weight.

Qur supertweeter uses nothing but a piece of ngh Polymer Molecular ﬁlm to produce incredibly

clear and crisp high frequencies.
Our midrange driver : -~
and tweeter have cones e Pmmsw fﬂﬂgﬂﬁmgﬁ 2
3 g i hs without i
that are ilght enough 1'50. jve i i r?:ggnemev oﬁe ol /, mmfﬁr Wt;eaoousdc
sharp response, but rigi e or cone. Li' g
h not to distort. i
The 1-3/4 inch tweeter.

Andour 12 inch woofer | s
has a long throw voice coil :

and unique carbon fiber RSO sarophones.
blend cone (instead of the

typical cardboard cone) &?ﬂiﬁﬁ%ﬁiﬁ‘%ﬂe with
that work to produce the e moferandn?gejz Or vice versa.

kind of realistic bass you
not only hear, but feel.

Naturally, we could go
on. About our 12-1/2
feet of ing material.
Or abom aluminum
screws that keep our
_fig:}(ers from falling out.

re ordinarily used to
keep airplanes from
falling apart.

But we figure at this
point youd rather hear our
speakers in person than
hear any more about them
fromus.

HPM-100

The all-around great speaker.

\-..;’ ; k-
—— ffff:’

Cast aluminum speaker frames.
They're not seen too often, which is
ppart of the reason speakers like this
aren't heard too often.

WPIONEER
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ANYTIME YOU WANT
1400 ACRES TO PLAY IN,

COME UPTO - /:7=2 7275
PLAYBOY’S PLACE """

The Playboy Resort at Lake
Geneva. Where we have acres
of things to do: golf, tennis,
swimming, sailing, skating,
skiing, archery, trap and @y
skeet shooting. Even a health ¥~ 1
club in which to recover from
all that activity.

There's glamor, too. In our
fabulous night club where top
stars entertain. In our bars and
restaurants where we cater to
yourinnerman.inthe

luxurious Playboy Club (for
keyholders and their guests only).

0
RS,

DPLAYDOY RESORT AT LAKE GENEVA
A CLERMONT HoTElL

Get away to it all. Just give
your travel agent a call or call
our toll-free number,
800-621-1116. In Hlinois, call
(312) 751-8100.

Everyone's Welcome!

THE WORLD AN

. LEROY NEIMAN
SEENIT...

in LeRoy Neiman: Art & Life
Style. It's a superlative col-
lection of his finest works,
with 350 reproductions (300
in full color) and text by the
artist on his art. A valuable
addition to every collection,
from Playboy Preferred.

¥’ Playboy Preferred
=  Playboy Building

919 N. Michigan Ave.

Chicago, lllinois 60611

LeRoy Neiman book(s) to read and enjoy for two

PM171

Please send me
weeks without obligation. If | decide to keep the book(s), the cash price for
each is $14.95 plus $2.05 shnpplng and handling.

[ Please charge to my J

Playboy Club credit Key no. l 1 [ | [ ] l [ ‘
[ Payment enclosed. (Please make check payable to Playboy Preferred.)
Please allow 4-6 weeks for shipment.
No C.0.D. orders, please. Cash keyholders, please enclose check.
*lllinois residents—5% tax will be added to your first stalement if you charge.
Please add tax if you enclose a check.

Name ot R

{please print)
Address

City State Zip

to Donizetti—nor even to The Who's
Tommy. Like Tommy, it is really more a
rock song cycle or a rock oratorio than
an lIIJ(_'I'iI.

Whatever one calls i, it is a very
ambitious undertaking, following the rise
ol actress Eva Duarte Irom her lower-class
background through a campaign of bed-
hopping o0 her manriage 1o Juan Peron,
soon to become Argentina’s military dic-
tator. When she dies at 33, Peron’s be-
loved descamisados  (shirtless ones) give
her adoration befitting a saine.

The story and charvacter admictedly
have interest and operatic potential
which neither the music nor the lyrics,
unforwunately, realize. The lyrics, in fact,
are Lwvita’s main problem. Consider these
words of Evita to her beauty consultants:

1 come from the people
They need to adore me
So Christian Dioy me.
1t's vital you sell me

So Machavell me.

Oh, well. though Evita hasn't yet rated
mention in the Canon of the Mass, she is
now at least enshrined in the same dubi-
ous art form as Tommy, the pinlml]
messtah. and Jesus Christ, the superstar
himsell. It's a start. Are you running
with us, Evaz

.

Willie Nelson. the Texas hell raiser,
singing  his outlaw  country songs in a
wide-open roadhiouse in hone of an audi
ence of beery, dope-sodden rednecks and
bikers who are leering horvifically at scat-
tered groups ol rerrificd hippics. That's
his image: the man who brought long hair
and cocaine to the red. white and blue
Baptist world of country music. So now
Willie has a new album called The Trouble-
maker (Columbia), with his own hirsute
lace bathed in a lurid red light on the
cover. I1 you have only heard about Willie
and haven't heard his music, the list of
titles on the record might come as a bit of
a shock. He opens with Uncloudy Days
and follows that with 1When the Roll I
Called Up Yonder. The B side features
In the Garden, Wheve the Soul Never
Dies, Sweet Bye and Bye and Shall Ve
Gatlrer at the River.

What's astomishing is how appealing
Willie's down home picty is. In the hands
of, say. Pat Boone, this stull would make
vou vomit. But Willie has such a sweet,
unallected way with a somg that he could
sing anything and get vou to believe it
Madalyn Murray O'Hair would like this
record.

SHORT CUTS

John Austin Paycheck / 11 Months and 29
Doys (Epic): Soullul country-and-western
music by one of Nushville's baddest ole
boys (a graduate of the George Jones
band).

The Bar-Kays / Too Hot to Stop (Mercury):
The first version of this group died with
Otis Redding: the second, with Stax
Records—but they're back and cookin'.



THIS NEW SOLID ANTI-PERSPIRANT
' no:sm MESS AROUND.

The way sprays or roll-ons do.
{ It goes on the way it keeps you...
| dry.No mess. No waste. Just the fresh,
| clean scent of Old Spice.
Plus it fights the “wets” for as
long as 24 hours. |
Try new Old Spice® Solid Dry.
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Introducing, direct from FRONTIER
a 6 - Function digital watch -
Plus a 24-hour alarm system /

with Snooze Memory

DIRECT FROM THE SOURCE

|

Frontier Inc., one of the largest manufacturers of IC chips and electronic components, {(over 3 million
modules in many of the most famous brand name watches and calculators in the world} now offers
this remarkable timepiece to you directly through Winston-Rogers Associates Ltd. — at a more than

remarkable price!

THINK ABOUT IT!

How reassuring to invest in a superb timepiece that is made
by a company whose reputation has been built on electronic
expertise! And at the same time — because there is no dis-
tributor, repackager or middleman — to buy it at a price that
is $50 - $100 less than comparable watches available elsewhere!

6- FUNCTION PRECISION TIMEPIECE
One button controls the 6-function Quartz timekeeping
system — with accuracy to 15 seconds per month.
One push gives an instantanecus readout of the exact
hour and minute,
Hold the button and you will have a readout of con-
tinuing seconds.
Push the button twice and your watch will readout
the month and date of the month.
Hold the button and the exact day of the week will
appear.
This unique module contains a 4-year perpetual calendar.
Adjustment is needed only once every 4 years — at leap year day.

AND NOW CONSIDER THE INCREDIBLE
CONVENIENCE OF A PORTABLE ALARM
CLOCK HANDSOMELY ADORNING
YOUR WRIST AT ALL TIMES!!!

THE ALARM SYSTEM — Imagine:

Set this incredible waich to beep at any time
of the day or night and the 24-hour alarm
memory will beep at that exact minulte.
Push the recall button at any time to double
check the time at which the alarm is sei.
SNOOZE CONTROL MEMORY

For your convenience the Alarm Watch will give one short
beep prior to its full alarm cycle, allowing you to turn it off
without disturbing others. If not deactivated after the first
short beep, the alarm will then beep for 15 continuous seconds.
Push the deactivate button twice and the alarm is off. However,
should you want a further reminder, then push the deactivate
button only once and the alarm will go through its cycle again
in exactly 5 minutes, allowing you to continue your current
activity whether it be a snooze or a phone call without fear of
forgetting your next commitment.

Here is a watch that you cannot afford to be

without and Winston-Rogers is making them

available as quickly as Frontier produces them.
A FULL YEAR WARRANTY IS INCLUDED.

15 DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE
Winston-Rogers offers products that perform!
Try the alarm watch for 2 weeks.

If not completely satisfied, return watch
for a full refund; no questions asked.

Never again missing an appointment because | TO ORDER BY PHONE: 800 - 325-6400, Oper.5

you lost track of the time.

Never again missing a plane or a train because
you didn‘t realize how late it had become.
Never again forgetting to make that all-
important phone call.

Never having to worry about forgetting to
take important medication on time.

Always being aware of when you should be
coming or going or doing all that your hectic
schedule demands — without devoting your
valuable time to trying to remember it all.

ALLOW 3 TO 4 WEEKS FOR DELIVERY

Missouri res. call 800 - 342-6600, Oper.5

2, 2 - Prs
ﬁ:)&)//-)}- //l);y((:} ‘T_AZ}-)/H(IA-) ’///i/

Box AG9Y, 1135 Greenridge Rd., 8uffalo Grove, IL 60090
Piease send Digital Alarm Watches with:
A Silver-tone fimish $49.95 plus
51.99 shipping and handling.
B —— Gold-tone fimsh $49.95 plus
$1.99 shipping and handling.

If 1 am not satistied | may return it for acomplete refund.
Try the Alarm Watch for 14 days. If not completely satisfied,
return the watch for a full refund, no questions asked.
Check or money order.  No C.0.0."s please
Charge: [ American Express [_] Bank Americard [__] Master Charge
Card # Exp.Date

Signature

Name

Address

City




TELEVISION

he 12-hour TV

adaptation ol
Roots, Alex Haley's
epic “genealogical
detective  story”
(excerpted in
rLAYBOY's Octo-
ber dssue and dis-
cussed by its
author in the Jan-
uary Playboy In-
terview) detailing
SCVCI gf?l]cr:ltlol]s
of his black an-
cestry, will begin
on the ABC tele-
vision network
with a two-hour
premiere  (9-11
rar, EST)) Sun-

has Cicely Tyson,
Moses Gunn,
Thalmus Rasulala
and O. J. Simpson
(in a minor role
as a neighboring
tribesman) for
support in his
promising proles-
sional debut. To
tell all the story,
of course, the
book iwsell is in-
compirable. Roots
on television—a
56,000,000  pro-
duction with a
galaxy ol cele-
brated performers
waiting in the

day, January 23,
in the first in-
stallment of a

Raves for Roots.

wings for Haley's
monumental his-

marathon expo-
sure unprecedent-
ed in television
history: For cight
consccutive nights,
viewing audiences
will, ABC hopcs,
be riveted to their
sets to follow the

““‘Roots should be
both a cultural
landmark and a
prime-time hit.”

tory to ciatch up
with  them—mere-
ly adds another
dimension and
brings some sign
of genuine distine-
tion to a medium
famished for
home-grown Amer-
ican classics.

adventures of

Haley's [forebears, which will be pre-
sentéd in one- and two-hour scgments
(total viewing time: 12 hours) concluding
January 30. 1f subsequent cpisodes prove
cqual to the cloquent and absorbing
opener previewed lor critics, oots should
be home [ree both as a cultural landmark
and as a prime-time hit. Emmy-winning
director David (Rich Man, Poor Man)
Greene, with a script by William Blinn
and Ernest Kingy, sets a high stand-
ard for several directors to follow in
his depiction of the boyhood of Haley's
progenitor, Kunta Kinte—born in the
Gambia in 1750, captured by slave trad-
ers and placed in chains aboard a ship
bound for Annapolis in 1767. The idyllic,
primitive tribal folkways that shape the
character of Kunta Kinte—up to the war-
rior training and circumcision rite that
ulimately separate the men from the
boys—are set in cilective dramatic juxta-
position with the commissioning of a
slave ship, plowing toward Africa for a
date with destiny under the baleful eye
of a capuin (Edward Asner) who has
some Christian qualms about the buying
and selling of human beings, even blacks.
Kunta Kinte is sull at sea at the agoniz-
mg conclusion of part one, by which time
audiences are apt to be thoroughly
hooked on his virile innocence, pride
and passion as portrayed by 19-year-old
LeVar Burton, a USC theater major who

.

Going into its final season as the most
elegant, instructive soap opera in tele-
vision history, Upstairs, Downstairs resumes
over PBS on Sunday, January 16, with the
first of 16 segments designed for a new
wave of accokades. Some 300,000,000
avid viewers in 30 countries will rush
1 discover that the Bellamy family, hav-
ing weathered World War One, plunges
into the Roaring Twenties with a second
Lady Bellamy (Hannah Gordon), a wil-
lowy new housemaid (Karen Dotrice) and
a stalwart footman (Gareth Humt, also
statr of an upcoming new Awvengers
series). The lion is British, remember,
which keeps the Twenties roar down 10
a discreet purr without totally disrupting
the [amiliar houschold routines of Hud-
son, Mrys. Bridges and Rose. Lord Bel-
lamy's son James (Simon Williams) and
his lordship's fetching ward Georgina
(Lesley-Anne Down) dominate the new
serics, bringing some Jazz Age anxiety to
the drama. Georgina wrns flapper and
becomes one ol the era’s dancing daogh-
ters; James, widowed and mournful, has a
lling in politics, plus a fling with his best
friend’s wife. There’s a general swrike,
threatened scandals and unrest downstairs,
The financial upheavals of 1929 deal a
deathblow to the Bellamy family fortunes
and write finis to a period of climactic
sacial change. That's all there is, there
isn’t any more of Upslairs, Downslairs.
All in all, it’s been grand.

Start your
collection
of authentic
wine labels
today.

Wear the World’s ]
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100% cotton.

A. Dom Perignon

Black and clive on white

S, M. L XL

B. Chateau-Margaux

Gold and red onwhite

S, ML XL

€. Moetet Chandon

Bronze on White

S.M. L XL

Please indicate style
by circling size.

Phoebus
International, Inc.
1433 Larimer 5q.
Denver, Colorado 80202
Enclosed: $5.75 for each T-5hint, or
$16.50 for any combination of 3 T-Shirts.
Total Amount Enclosed: _ Postage Paid.

Name
Address

Ciey ., Slate
Immediate shipment! Dealer inquiries invited.
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The sensuous
r -

- sweatshirt,

-

..~ by Pensic

Ankle fength, hooded,

it feeis like the good

old slouch-around

Saturday morning

swealshirt, only

now it makes

Saturday night

feel like that from her

head to her ankles. Neck-

to-navel zipper front for

butterfingers. a hood for an

air of mystery, and a

roomy pouch-pocket,

It's an all-fleece lounging

outfit she'll feel free in,

after shower body wrap,

or a bedtime affair she'll

even like sleeping in.

Priced at $13.95 pre-paid,

check or money order

only. New York State

residents add 4% sales

lax and appropriate

local tax. Mail to:

Pensic Corporation,

3141 Monroe Avenue,

P.0O. Box 1448. Roches-

i &3 ter, New York 14603.
e ] Allow 4 weeks
for delivery.
p-2-7 Ankle-length
hooded sweatshirt
05 (6-8) O M (10-12) TiL (13-16)
Royal Blue O Powder Blue O Scarlet O
Name
Addross
E*lﬁ' Stalo Zip

\.--:-----_---.
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ADVENTURES

in these athletic times can
mean several hours ol queuning
up. Some of the more fashionable
resorts feature lines longer and
slower than those at a supermar-
ket check-out on Saturday. Those
arowds, and the cost of it tickets,
are helping to fuel a boom in
cross-country skiing. Cross-country
skiers don’t need carelully
groomed slopes: in a pinch, they
can do without slopes altogether.
Il you've a mind to tackle the
sport. skis. poles and boots are
the only equipment you need,
and you can buy the whole pack-
age for Tess than STHL Even more
cheaply. you can rent your gear.
Most  cities  that are  anywhere
near snow have shops that will
rent equipment and many such
places will throw in a free lesson
to help beginners ger off on the -~
right ski. Pack a big cold-weather
lunch, snap on the skis and you've
got a beautiful way to spend a
crisp winter day. A lot ol those
state e cownty parks near your
home, awash with people in the
summer. are delightfully empty in
wintertime. And the snow even

nw(rcl\cml ol downhill skiing

covers up the liner,

Bue if that isn't enough, if you
would really like o drive imo
winter, how abow a week-long
expedition into the wilderness of
Minnesot's  Boundary  Waters
Canoe Arcaz How about gliding
over the surlace of a lrozen lake
hanging onto the back of a dog
sled? How about sleeping in three feet of
snow?

It’s all possible, even il all you know
about snow is thar it makes the roads
slippery. A partership  called  Lynx
Track runs several such trips out of Ely,
Minnesota, cach winter. The basic one-
week trip is designed to stequaint novices
with the delights of winter wildeyness
travel:  they'll teach you how 10 et
around on snowshoes and  cross-country
skis, how 1o drive a team ol [ractious sled
dogs, how to navigate with map and com-
pass and generally how to move with
some assurance and comiort in the rather
hostile condinions of a Northern winter.

1 ok the oneweek wip last March,
one ol a group ol nine travelers: the two
Lyvnx Track partners and seven of us who
went for the Tun of i The hrst week in
March is still winter in northern Minne-
sota. It snowed ar feast a hiule on five of
our seven days.

We spent our fst three days ina base
cimp at a place appropriately named
Camp Lake. One morning, we went out
onto the lake o get a thorough lesson in

“Cross-country skiers don’t need

carefully groomed slopes; in a pinch,
they can do without slopes altogether.”

the basics of crosscounury skiing [rom
Duncan Storlie. one ol the  partners.
Cross-country ov Nordic skis tend to be
longer and narrower than the downhill
or Alpine variety, but the major difference
between the two 1vpes is the binding. On
Alpine skis. vour whole [oot is held tighty
against the ski. while on Nordic skis. only
your toes are fastened down. The cross-
country skier's basic siride is vather like a
skater’s, The binding makes it possible to
lift your heel off the ski as you complete
each stride. Ski poles are used alternately
to provide a linde extra push.

Every sport has its arcana. and in cross:
country skiing, the seorets all have 10 do
with wax. A thin Layer of wax on the bot-
toms ol the skis provides the vaction that
allows aross-country skiers to stride uphill
as well as down. Waxes are specially for
mulated 10 ht different snow conditions:
powdery. slushy, icv or whatever, Com-
petitors in caross-country ski races olien
mix their own waxes, using formualas as
closely guarded as the recpe tor Coca-Cola.

We also learned 10 tromp through the
snowdrifts on snowshos—my own lavorite

way to (el since it requires
almost no skill. I vou can walk,
you can walk on webbed Teet. You
can even shide down steep slopes:
Hunker down and grab on 1o the
hack of the shoes, and ofl you go.

But driving the dogs was a
childhood  Gintasy realized. We
triveled with two two-man sleds.
cach pulled by five dogs. The rest
ol the group kept up on skis. A
good dog team cm pull more
than its own weight through solt
snow all day. Those dogs were
not like Lamily pers. Their el
vionship o humans was based on
mutual dependence vather than on
alfection. They liked 10 have their
cars scratched. bur  they  slept
curled up in the snow and their
world cemrered more on the other
dogs in the team than on the
people who were driving. They
could follow a il without any
help from  the sled driver and
they were smart enough to give us
long, disgusted  looks  whenever
our ineptitude rammed the sled
into a wee.

Skiing and driving a dog sled
are activities that generate a lot
ol heat. Alter a day or so. we
started to regard 15 degrees Fahr
enheit as mild. Helping 10 pro-
duce our superheated stte was gt
high-caloric diet with enough L
in it 1o cowr the arteries ol hialdl
the heart specialists in the country.
H you worry about your waistling,
a wrip like this is i dream. You can
lose weight on H000 calories a day.

Bathing is not a major concern on
winter expedition. Buried under several
strata of clothing, our bodies may have
smelled bad, but who could tell: We did
naage to take one samna in e nakeshih
sweat lodge that T was certain would
burst into flames at any moment. A real
suunat is supposed o be followed by a
leap o the ioy waters ol the lake,
vitwal engaged in by certain Northern
proples to make the rest ol their lives
seem ple 1. We passed on that one.

The trip was a real adventure, a look
at a world wruly different from my wsual
one. It wis strenuous, bhut anybody whe
plays tennis vegulavly, for example, could
make 1 withour becoming  exhausted.
Lynx Track supplies everyihing you need
except clothes and a sleeping bag. 11
vour bag s not warm cnough, it will
supply a second one. Cost ol the seven-
day wrip is 53175; the nine-day expedition
runs 5225, Informution on all wips s
avatilable brom Lynx Track at 5575 Lu
reka Road, Excelsior. Minnesota 55351,

— JERRY SULLIVAN
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Save over 40%on these embossed
leisure boots. Only $16.95 from
Camel Filters.

Put yourself in his shoes. 5
The same embossed
"American Eagle” boots
you've seen selling in fine i
stores for over $29. Yet §
they're yours by mail,
exciusively from

Camel Fiiters, for

only $16.95. Rich &g

latigo cowhide %N

foot, with matching
leather-look vinyl top. Order yours today.

rder and 1 bottom

PO. Box 9534, St. Paul, Minnesota 55195

Please send me. : pair(s} of leisure boots
I enciose $16 95 and 1 bottom flap from a2 package of
Camel Filter cigarettes for each pair of boots ordered.
| certify that | am 21 years of age Or older

Boots available in "0 (medium) width only, sizes
6Y2-13—state shoe size below.

All promotional costs paid by manufacturer

Offer open only while supply lasts.

Narpe= = >

Address__

oe Asea Cooel

City -5 il e B
[Reaurea)

My normal shoe size N T
liength fvagitn)

Allow up to 30 days for shipment.
Offer is hmited e LS A
Void! where tax prohibited

Turkish and
Domestic Blend

18 mg. "1ar”,1.2 mg. nicotine av.
per cigarette, FTC Report APR.'76.

Warning - The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health.
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SELECTED SHORTS

insights and outcries on matters large and small

By Michael Ledeen

most PEOPLE look at terrorism the way
our ancestors looked at violent acts of
nature. Terrorist acts such as airport mas-
sacres, bombs planted on airplanes or in
banks, opponents shot down in the streets
and government representatives Kidnaped
and flown from one end of the world to
the other are viewed as a savage rewribu-
tion by lorces bevond our control. Terror-
ist leaders have been romanticized and
often seem more like the gods of Olympus
than  like the organizers ol carefully
planned and financed atempts o disrupe
our “i()CiC[}' :Illll U\'L‘l'llll’(ﬂ\' our gO"CI'II-
ments, Yet there is an impressive body of
evidence that suggests that there is a
doomsday army at work that is financed
by a handful of governments dedicated to
bringing the West o its knces, with a
vision ol a future order centered on the
re-gstablishment of Islim as the dominant
world lorce.

The central figure in international ter-
rovism today is @ nearlegendary Vene-
zuclan named Ilich Ramirez-Sianchez, 25
years old, a product of Moscow’s Lu-
mumba University and said 10 be an im-
portant link between Arab, European,
Japanese and South American groups. Al-
though he was known to Ewropean anti-
terrorist police as early as 1971, “Carlos
the Jackal” received widespread atten-
tion in June 1975, when he murdered two
l;n:ndl.cmlnlcrﬁpitm:lgc policemen and
a purported Libyan double agent, who
had gone 1o Carlos” Left Bank apart-
ment to arrest him. Carlos” name hit the
front-page headlines in December of thae
year, when he was oredited with organiz-
ing the spectacular raid on the \'it._-nn:t
headguarters of the Organization ol Pe-
wroleum Exporting Countries, resulting in
the kidnaping of the OPEC oil ministers
and the dramatic flight 10 the Middle
East. Hardly a week passes without some
wire service's reporting Carlos’ presumed
presence in a European capital, ready for
new exploits ol derring-do.

With all of the information about Car-
los (interviews with his parcnts, hiogra-
phies of his [amily and  his mumerous
female accomplices from Caracas to Lon-
don, Paris and Berlin), hardly a single
publication has noted what is perhaps the
most significant element in the OPEC
raid: its careful coordination with at least
three Arab countries. Representatives ol

the radical Arm ol the Arab Revolution,
along with members of the Iragi and
Algerian governments, flew to Tripoli
18 hours belore the OPEC action, ap-
parently to await the unfolding of the
drama. Moreover, within an hour of the
raid, the radio stations of Libya. Algeria
and Iraq were wansmitting detailed ac-
counts of the undertaking. It is no
accident that shortly alter the termination
ol the escapade, Carlos left Algiers for
Libya (where he is said to have received
a 51.000.000 “bonus™) nor that he visited
both Tripoli and Baghdad belore dis-
appearing once again into  his under-
eround network.

It is not hard o explain why these
countries should participate in the OPEC
action. All oppose the policies of the
“moderate”  Arab  countries. All three
seek 1o discomft the United

States,

to undertake such ventures. Is there some
more subtle connection berween inter-
national terrorism and Islamic powers in
the Middle East?

Wellinlormed observers in western
Europe have long known that vast sums
ol money move from North Africa to
European terrorist groups. This  cash
flow 15 [ascinating, because it goes 1o
groups ol both the extreme left and the
far right. The “[ascist  international”
(Ordre Nouveau in France, the group
around Das Neue Europa n Germany,
Oreline Nuovo in Italy and others) has
been a frequent recipient of [unds that
Qaddahi shipped from Tripoli to Swiss
banks. Libyan money is also said to be be-
hind the small “Nazi-Maoist” group Lotla
del popolo in Rome, as well as the Sar-
dinian separatist movement, the halian
monarchist movement, clements of the

embarrass Egypt's President Anwar Sadat
and create a common Iromt for the elim-
ination of Isracl. However, they are also
devoutly religious countries, and all op-
pose communism on traditional Islamic
grounds. Many have wondered why
Libya’s Colonel Muammir el Qaddafhi
turned to sell-proclaimed “radical ter-
rorists” from Veneruela and Germany to
carry out the project. There scems to
be no lack of Arab guerrillas disposed

LR.A. in Northern Ireland and the Scot-
tish Separatists.  Finally, the London
Telegraph reported last winter that Qad-
dafi had endowed a war chest of over
5200.000.000 “to promoie Communist in-
terests in the Mediterranean area,” and
that the Italian Communist Party had re-
ceived nearly $100,000,000 of this fund
“under cover ol the big commercial firms
exploiting Libya’s oil reserves.” (There
are many who are convinced that the



multinational petroleum  firms  often
serve as conduits for covert funds from
Western intelligence agencies as well as
Libyan money.)

The fact that a single source finances
tervorists of all ideological hues shows
that there is a unifying vision behind the
scemingly diverse actions of unrelated
groups. Qaddafi views himself as a proph-
et of Islam, a Mahdi destined to lead his
people in a trinmphant jihad against a
decadent West sapped of its will and
creativity,

We can therefore expect a continua-
tion of terrorism, particularly of the
spectacular sort that Carlos the Jackal mas-
terminded in Vienna. These actions serve
two purposes: They hasten the dissolu-
tion ol the fabric of Western society and
they enhance Qaddafi’'s prestige as a
shaper of world events, particularly among
his own people. This is terribly impor-
tant in the Islamic arca, where prestige
and “face” are crucial o a leader’s suc-
cess. (This explains why Sadat saved Qad-
dafi from a planned coup last August.
Sadat was, in effect, saving, “You are so
unimportant that I have chosen to save
you from your enemies.””) But the prime
motive remains the overriding goal of gen-
crating chaos and confusion in the West,
thus hastening the day of the triumph
of Islam. We are faced with the great
countercrusade of the 20th Century.

To date. the West has shown little in-
clination to deal with the terrorists and
little recognition of the seriousness of the
phenomenon (it is significant that only
democratic governments vote for anti-
terrorist measures in the United Nations,
however). It may well be that effective
action against tervorism would reduce
our own freedom, and few are pn:pnrcd
for such a sacrifice these days. But Carlos
the Jackal travels unmolested through the
West, with lots of money and many pow-
erful lriends,

Michael Ledeen is a journalist, a his-
torian and the Rome correspondent for
The New Republic

WHA]
ME CIRY?

By Brian Vachon

MIDWAY THROUGH my freshman year of
college, T reccived a “Dcar John" let-
ter from a young woman whom 1 pro-
fessed to love demonstrably more than
my own life. It was quite a letter. Her
words—written with superb spareness—

hurt me more than I had ever been
hurt before. And so I reacted to the hurt
in a way in which I think many mem-
bers of my gender react when faced with
a situation ol incunsolable grief. T walked
down to my dormitory bathroom and
vomited in the sink.

I didn’t cry. Looking back on it, the
fact that I didn't cry isn't necarly as per-
plexing to me as the fact that it never
even occwrred to me to cry. That simply
wasn't a response in my emotional ar-
senal. Here wiis a young woman, the cen-
ter of my barely postadolescent universe,
telling me not only that T wasn’t the
center ol hers but that she didn't particu-
larly care to see my face again. And I
didn’t ary.

1 think it all has to do with a kind of
selective discrimination to which only
Americin males are subjected, and 1
think it's a harmful one. Until very re-
cently, in some places, we men weren’t
supposed to cry—ever. I don’t recall the
first time I ever did, but I imagine it was
when I was introduced into the world
and asked by the doctor to offer proof
that I could make noise. Since then, 1 do
remember expressions that were part of
the lexicon of my youth. “Little men
don’t ary.” “He's crying like a baby.” “Go
home o Mommy, aybaby.” I got taught
very young and very well that crying
was not an acceptable behavioral outlet.
Girls could do it and it was OK. Women
could do it and it was very OK. “Oh,
please stop crying. I'll do anything you
want.” But for boys and men, it was out.

So I learned how to throw up when I
had some grief I had to let out or some
feclings I had to express. I also learned
the coughing and choking responses—
other inadequate substitutes for tears.
But the world went along without ever
seeing me ary. And I think by the time 1
was 20, I didn’t even know how anymore.

I didn’t ery when someone told me my
mother had taken her own lile or, years
later, when my father passed away. 1
didn’t ay when 1 was told that T wasn't
invited back to cither of the universities
that flunked me out. I have never cried
because of physical pain. I didn't cry in
despair over the end of my first marriage
or in joy at the beginning of my second.

But finally, 34 years from heaven, I
have learned to allow myself an occa-
sional teary jag. I think other men are
allowing themselves that peculiarly re-
freshing and healthy emotional outlet,
too, but we all probably don’t do it often
enough or at the right times.

I recently attended a memorial service
for a young minister who had fought his
own battles with the forces of mental

illness and lost. I didn’t know the man my-
self, but I sang in the choir of the church
where he had preached for scveral years.
It was not a service designed to main-
tain stiff upper lips. 1 know that T was
choking back tears, trying to keep from
showing sadness over the death of some-
one I had never met. As I looked around
the choir loft—filled with people who
had known the man—I saw my own re-
action mirrored. Men were tight and
rigid. Women were weeping. The dis-
crimination is still with us.

But not entirely. The evening after the
service, 1 watched The Sound of Music
on television and found mysell moist in
the eyes a hall-dozen times. Schmalz
makes me cry. I've seen it a dozen times,
but il I were 1o see the scene again today
where Patty Duke, plaving Helen Keller,
makes the connection between water and
sign language in the movie The Miracle
Worker, I would absolutely dissolve.

Certain music makes me weep, and—I'm
forced to admit—not particularly out-
standing music. Almost anything Mclanie
sings chokes me up, but cspecially when
she says, on onc album recorded live,
“There’s nothing nicer than to sing an
unneccessary  peace song.”  Her  voice
breaks a little on that sentence and 1 rou-
tinely break. A cat 1 had found on the
street, apparently hit by a car, died in an
animal hospital the night I ok him
there. The ver called me the next day,
and I spent the morning weeping.

But big things? Real things? T still
haven't learned how, or learned how to
permit mysell. There are still too many
barriers. Edmund Muskie cried in public
in 1972 because someone had slandered
his wife, and suddenly he went from lead-
mg cndidate 1o noncandidate. “Would
you want someone who burst into tears
in public to occupy the White House?”
people were asking. Well, yes, frankly, 1
would. But we're not quite allowed to
say that yet.

Men still aren’t really permitted the
luxury that women have been accorded
throughout the ages. Crying is still asso-
ciated with weakness and, whether we like
it or not, only women are allowed to
be weak in our society. But I think
we're working on changing that, those of
us who know the bencfits of a good burst
of tears. And maybe someday someone
can walk up to a man and say, “You cry
just like a baby.” And the man will re-
spond, “Why, thank you. That's very
kind of you.” Someday, maybe.

Brian Vachon is a free-lance writer
and editor of Vermont Life.
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TR7 THE SHAPE OF THINGS TO COME
AT A PRICE YOU CAN AFFORD TODAY

BAITISH

6 TRIUMPH

Besides an attractive price,
EEVANS! there are other compelling
reasons for owning a TR7. For example:
Consider its performance. TR7 won
the Sports Car Club of America’s North-
east Divisional Championship. An almost-
unheard-of feat after only a few months
of competition. And racing against such
veterans as Lotus, Datsun and Porsche.

*Suggested 1976 retail price P.0.E. Transportation, local taxes, and preparation charges extra.

Consider its comfort. TR7 offers
something most sports cars don’t: Room.
The cockpit is wider than the Corvette's
or the Z-car's. And, since fabric doesn’t
retain heat or cold like vinyl, its seats are
covered with fabric where you sit and
vinyl where you don't. Motor Trend sin-
gled it out as: "One of the most comfort-
able two-seaters we've experienced.’

Consider what you get. Two-liter
overhead cam engine. Rack and pinion

steering. Vacuum-assisted front disc
brakes. Rear window defogger. MacPherson
strut front suspension. Steel belted
radial tires and full instrumentation.

TR7. At $4,995] how can you afford
not to own it. For the name of your
nearest Triumph dealer call 800-447-4700.
In Illinois call 800-322-4400.
British Leyland Motors (,O‘"
Inc., Leonia, New

Jersey 07605, . OF
1\**'
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THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR

A . Geshman coed, 1 had an
aflair with an older man who initi-
ated me in the wonders of sex.
I learned many ways of giving and
receiving pleasure and  consider
mysell  fortunate 1o have had
such a kind instructor. How-
ever, now, two years later, I am
dating someone my own age and

it seems inevitable that we will
el up in bed. My question is this:
What should I do the first time we
make lover 1 am alraid that if 1
make use of any of the things [
learned [rom my first lover, my part-
ner will think that I am foo experi-
enced and will be wrned off instead ol
turned on. I want 1o please him, but how
forward should I be the hrst time?—Mliss
H. O.. Northheld, Massachusetts.

A sage once vevealed the secrel of
the perfect handshake: A person’s grip
should be only as firm as the one he (or
she) recetves. Too strong and you infimi-
date the other person. Too limp and you
cmbarrass your new acquaintance. The
sante fn'im'iph' n‘pph'ui to sex, Relax; il's
not a onc-shot audition. Fist nighis are
always [entative, exploratory. Try lo
make it something clse and yon may nol
make it al all. Besides, you like your
friend enough so that theve will be other
nights. If you ever feel thal a given lech-
mique needs a foolnote, use the line from
“Thyee Days of the Condor” when some-
one tried 1o explain Robert Redford’s
surprising cffectiveness as an operator by
saying, “He rveads a lot.” Since you've
wrillen o us, you are no doubt familiar
with the contents of this column. We are
perfectly willing to be used as an excuse
for introducing weirdness into a rela-
h'fm.\'!up. though we much prefer honest
communication between  pariners (your
bayfriend may also be a readey, so walch
oul). One more picce of advice: We re-
cently vead a study that indicated some
60 percent of college studenls making
love for the first Lime neglecl to wse any
conlrace p." we  measure—usuall i because
they have not expected Lo end up in bed.
Nince you are the one who will choose the
time and the place, make sure you are
protected. Birth control s one indication
of experience that your boyfrviend will
fully appreciate.

Wh;nl is the hest way to store mari-
juana? The stash on my collee table
scems 1o go stale fairly rapidly. T have
been told that keeping pot in an airtight
container helps preserve the potency of
the THC: also, that keeping weed in the
refrigerator or on dry ice is cool. What
do vou say>—DP". R., San Dicgo, California.

Let's stavt at the bollom: The worst

possible way 1o stove grass is in a plastic
bag on your coffee table. One, because il
is in plain sight for the officer lo see
when e comes (o your doov for the
barking-dog complaini. (“I wasn’t bark-
ing, I was qust coughing.”) Two, becanse
THC that is exposed to light deeays rap-
idly. Pharmacologists at the University of
London tested various ways of preservving
pot and found that light—not lempera-
lure—has the most effect on its potencey.
The aivtight jar in the refrigerator is ¢f-
fective, not because of the cold hut be-
cause of the davk (assuming, of cowrse,
that the light really does go off when you
close the door). Exposure to air also has
an effect. The vesearchers found that fine-
Iy powdered marijuana leaves lose THC
faster than intact or coarsely broken
leaves. So, for best results, clean only as
mucl as you need. Then smoke in a davk
room wilh the curlains closed, with the
doors locked and with a lawyer present.

Ou a flight rom New York City, I
overheard a conversation about sex ac-
cessories. One gentleman said that he had
finally uncovered the true meaning of Fun
City's nickname the Big Apple—while
visiting a higl-class house ol erotic delight.
I didn’t catch all the details, but it scems
that he had been subjected to some kind ol
device that was inserted into the anus and
then inflated at the moment of orgasm.
Could you shed some light on this re
portedly ectasy-producing accessory? And
can you tell me where 1 can l)u)’ one, pro-
vided I still want one alter I find out what
it is7—D. G., Minncapolis, Minnesota.
Basically, youve got the details down
pat: The Big Apple is a rubber balloon
that is inserted inlo the orvifice of your

choice (usually anal, his or hers) and
pumped up by means of a remole-
control squeeze bulb. Supposedly,
it heightens the effect of orgasm
and, used once a day, keeps the
doctor away. (Fisi-fucking ahcio-
nados have been known to fain
theiv  muscles with  the device.)
The Big Apple is available from the
Pleasure Chest, 120 11th Avenue,
New York, New York 10011, Before
you buy one, though, you should be
aware that the device may be hazardous
to your health. Previous “Playboy Ad-
visor” answers have warned about the
dangers of forcing air into any body cav-
iy, particularly the wvagina. Also, just
imagine what would happen if the Big
Apple became  disconnected  from  the
pump. Your partner would go ricochet-
ing around the voom, propelled by a
sputtering balloon.

H:i\'iug Just purdl:m‘:d a cassette re-
corder. I am cager to begin tping my
favorite albums. The Iviends I've talked
to have suggested various techniques, but
the rituals they desaribe are so complex
an acolyte would have trouble mastering
them. Gan you recommend o few simple
rules for home recording>D. W., San
Francisco. California.

Swab that deck, sailor. The first order
of tape vecording is cleanliness. Make
sure your vecords ave dust-free—if not
squeaky clean. (Use a commevcially avail-
able cleaner.) Every picce of dirt on the
tape head will vesult in an imperfection
on the final product. A good supply of
O-Tips and yubbing alcohol will suffice:
Wipe the head bejore each rvecorvding,
(Then take the Q-Tips and yemove the
wax from your ears.) Use the best tape
money can buy and let *er roll.

c:m you tell me what to do with a hus-
band who has 1o get up and wash him-
sclf as soon as he climaxes? For five years,
I have asked him to stay in bed alter mak-
ing love. The alterglow is as nice as the
foreplay for me. But he simply laughs
and says, “Later.”” When he comes hack
to bed, he is dressed in pajamas and
ready for sleep. He won’t even let me
touch him. I realize that he is not a ro-
mantic man, but I could live without the
words il he would just hold on to me
once m a while. Any suggestions>—N\rs.
G. R., Kansas City, Kansas.

In part, i’s the natwre of the beast.
Masters and Johnson filmed couples who
fell asteep after intevcourse and discov-
ered an inleresting pallern. The men
tended Lo yemain in a stalionary position,
while the seomen tended to try to caddle
up to theiv mates, apparvently seeking lo
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remarkable aid
to greater
sexual

*  Premature climax frequently
frustrates the fulfillment of a
truly satisfying relationship

' between man and woman.

./ Detane is a desensitizing

lubricant that provides

dependable climax control

for men.. .leading to increased
sexual contentment for both partners.

Detane is an unscented
invisible gel. Available without
prescription at leading pharmacies.

©THE CLIMAX
CONTROL FOR MEN

© 1975 Commerce Drug Co., Inc..
Farmingdale, N.Y. 11735

=

f you've been reluctant to purchase
sexual aids through the mail, the
Xandna Collection would like to offer you
two things that may change your mind:

1. A guarantee
2. Another guarantee

First, we guarantee your privacy.
Should you decide to order our cata-
logue or products, your transaction will
be held in the strictest confidence.

Your narme will never (never) be used
for additional mailings or solicitations.
Mor will it be sold or given to any other
company. And everything we ship to you
is plainly packaged, securely wrapped,
without the slightest indication of its con-
tents on the outside.

Second, we quarantee your satisfac-
tion. Everything offered in the Xandria
Collection is the result of extensive
research and real-life testing. We are so
certain that the risk of disappointrment
has been eliminated from our products,
that we can actually gquarantee your satis-
faction—or your money promptly, un-
questioningly refunded.

What is the Xandria Collection?

It is a very, very speaal collection of
sexual aids. It includes the finest and
most effective devices available from
around the world. Devices that can open
new doorstosexual gratification( perhaps

Sexual Aids:
How to order them without embarrassment.

How to use them without disappointment.

many doors you never knew existed!)

Our products range from the simple
to the delightfully complex. They are de-
signed for both the timid and the bold.
For anyone who's ever wished there could
be something more to their sex life.

If youre prepared to intensify your
own sexual pleasure, then by all means
send for the Xandria Collection cat
alogue. It is priced at just three dollars
which is applied in full to your first order.

Write today. You have absolutely
nothing tolose. And anentirely new world
of enjoyment to gain.

| The Xandria Collection l
Dept. PRI |
| PO Box31039
l San Francisco, CA 94131 l
l Please send me. by hirst class mail. my copy of the I
Xandna Collection catalogue. Enclosed 15 my check ‘
‘ or money order for three dollars which will be
l applied towards my first purchase. l
I MName _ I
: Address l
| Ciy SR |
I State __ Zip I
| Owr catalogue and products are sent only to adults I
l over the age of 21 Your age and signalure are l
l needed below l
l I am years old. l
l Signed ____ I
o |

sustain the feeling genevated by lovemak-
ing. However, it also scems clear that
your husband (and possibly you yourself)
views sex as a self-conlained eveni. When
i's over, i's over. Have you considered
following him into the bathroom—a sile
whose erotic possibilities are often over-
looked? Hol water, soap on skin, the feel
of rough lowels add up to a textural treal
that should not be missed. A4 second
round (in a clean selting) might arouse
your hushand's intevest and break him of
a bad habil. Our guess is that his foreplay
is as abrupt as his aftevplay. Often, cou-
ples fall into a voutine in which the only
time they touch ecach other is when
they're in the bedvoom. One way lo re-
caplure vomance is to display affection at
other times of day—with touches that are
not divectly connceted with sex. Do it
often enough and he may get the poind.

B don't know how it happens. No matter
how carclully I gauge my drinking, every
ume I go to a good party, I'm afilicted
with severe membrane outrage the next
morning. Can you give me a loolprool
method ol having a good time and not
getting hungz—J. A, M., Cambridge,
Massachuseus.

There is no  foolproof procedure,
because foolery is half the fun of celebral-
tng. Bul theve are some veasonable pre-
cautions (o take, Eat food. Not only will
this help your body absorb the alcohol
but it’s also difficull to chew in a cwilized
manney while holding a glass to your
mouth. You may want to try drinking
something you hate, undiluted and with-
oul ice. Distilled spivits laken neatl arve
often too strong for your body 1o absorh
wholly and will pass through with a min-
imum of damage, If diluled, the full
amount of the spivits will find ils way
tto your blood streain and make you
feel, the next morning, as if yow've been
downing shots of Lake Evie. Extra ve-
straint is adwvisable if you'se feeling Iy
per; don’t drink if youw've depressed, tived
or overly claled. Alcohol will heighien
or compensale for those feelings and
creale an almosphere vipe for overindul-
gence. We don't veally expect anyone lo
Jollow onr advice. So, for when, after
paitying, you wake up with a head as big
and as polluted as the great outdoors, we
offer a hungover vemedy yecommended by
Robert Bovle, a I7th Century scienlist:
“Take tender green hemlock and put 1l
in your socks so that it lies between them
and the soles of your feet. Change the
herbs daily.”

Sevcral of my co-workers were discuss-
ing their sex lives over drinks not long
ago, when my searetary announced that
she had found the pertect lover. When
we asked her how she knew that her
partner was a perfect lover, she blurted



The Playboy Key
and the Good Life.
8 different ways to enjoy it.
Order yours today.

6. The Good Life: It's Two Dining as Cheaply as One.
Get a Playboy Club Key and you'll get Playboy Preferred
treatment—two entrees for the price of one—in lop res-
taurants in any city where the program is available. {Right
now New York, Chicago and Cincinnati; soon in Balti-
more and St. Louis.) All you need is your Playboy Club
Key and the Playboy Preferred Passbook for the cily
that you're in. You'll gel those Passbooks al the
Playboy Club just by presenting your Key.

1. The Good Life: It's Great Food and Drink.
You'll find both at all Playboy Clubs. Lavish and
delicious food. Generous, spinted drink.

2. The Good Life: It's Exciting Entertainment.
Entertainment excitement happens at every
Playboy Club. News-making revues like Peter
Jackson's Pouft and QOops! Stars al the top.
And stars on the rise. You'll find entertain-
ment to delight you at every Playboy Club.
7. The Good Life: It's Gelting the Best for Less.
Your Key helps you here, too. For your Key is
your credential for the use of Comp-U-Card™.
it's a toll-free telephone discount shopping
service that can save you hundreds, even
~ thousands of dollars on quality merchan-
dise—everything from cars to carpeling,
stereos 1o C.B.s, cameras lo couches.
And it's built right into your Key.

3. The Good Life: It's Glamorous Women.
And who's more glamorous than a Bunny?
You'll be surrounded by beautiful, pam-
pering Bunnies every time you visit a
Playboy Club.

4. The Good Life: It's Getling Away
and Getting It All.

You can. And at a discount when
you have a Playboy Club Key.
You'll get a 10% discount on
room rates at Playboy's country
places—the Playboy Resort

& Country Clubs at Great
Gorge in New Jersey and

Lake Geneva in Wisconsin.
{And right now you can ski
Playboy-style at both.) And at
Playboy's island place, the
Playboy Resort at Ocho Rios,
Jamaica, where the sun tans all
year round. And at Playboy's cily
place, Playboy Towers, located
on Chicago's Gold Coast.

8. The Good Life: It's 2 Happy Surprise.
You'll be happily surprised by what your
Playboy Club Key can get you. Good-life
goodies like the Budget Rent a Car Favored
Saver card. Or Keyholders' Specials offered
in the Club. Discounts, contests, special
events. (Specials vary from Club to Club.)
We could tell you more, but what's life with-
out a few surprises? Just stop in at the Club,
and we’ll let you in on what's coming up.

Get In on the Playboy Good Life Now.
Order your Key today. It's just $25 for the first year.
You'll get admission to The Playboy Club and all
the benefits above for a whole year.

Send no money.
We'll bill you later. Or you may charge your Key
to one of five major credit cards.

5. The Good Life: Your
Favorile Magazines.

PLAYBOY or oui, of course. And
one of them is yours each month

(through the year covered by your — S el _I

Key). All you have to do 1o get either |_ glg\'ggvgl%gas INTERNATIONAL, INC.
one is show your Key monthly at | Bouider, Colorado 80301

any North American Playboy Club. Send me my Playboy Club Key' And hop to it. | will pay my

Newsstand value? Up to $19.00. 25 initial Key fee as follows:

1 Bill me later.
) Charge to my [_| American Express: [] BankAmericard;
[C] Carte Blanche; [] Diners Club; [] Master Charge

CAN'T WAIT?
GET QUICK-AS-A-BUNNY
PHONE-ORDER SERVICE

CALL TOLL-FREE
800-621-1116

Exp. Date ——___ 4-Digit Bank % (MC oniy) ASK FOR BUNNY FRAN.
[] $25 check enclosed payable 1o Playboy Clubs Inferne- IN ILLINOIS, CALL {312) PL 1-8100.
tional, Inc.
(please print)
Address Apt

City, State, Zip
Mote: U.S. initial Key fee 525 U.S.; Canadian initial Key fee
$25 Canadian. You may renew your Key each year thereafter
by payment of the then-effective Annual Key Fee that will be
billed to you at the close of each year as a keyholder (A.K.F.

currently $15.)
AB T BA |

l
| l
| |
I
I Signalure, Date, :
l Name I
| I
| |
| I
| |



10 years ago

your hairdidn’t need
the protein it needs
today to look its best.

Chances are, your hair l1ooked
healthier ten years ago. It was
thicker, fuller, and it had more
protein. And that's what hair is
made of. But as time goes by,
your hair loses protein—
continuously. Which is why you
need Protein 29 Hair Groom.
Because Protein 29 actually
adds protein to individual hair
shafts. It helps your hair look
thicker, fuller, heaithier. More
like it used to look.

Your hair is irreplaceable.
Wouldn'tit be agood idea to

1% getsome

Protein 29 now
‘and dosome-
 thing about the

-5
-

Protein 29

: Hair Grooms
"~ I Uquid, gel and sprays

Do something about
the next10 years.

out, “"He stuck his finger up mv ass while
we were screwing.” Well, for the past [ew
weeks, I have had o resist a temptation
to duplicate that gesture with every wom-
an I've taken tw bed. I [eel like Dr.
Swangelove wrying to control his artifi-
cial hand as it inches toward the forbid-
den target, as though it possessed a will
ol s own. Is anal stmulaton the sign
ol the perlect lover—E. G., Portland,
Urcgon,

Obuiowsly, it is for your secretary. Un-
jortunately, what works for one person
may not work jor another. For that mat-
ter, what works for one person may not
work for the same person the next lime
around. There are no guaraniees in
thus business; we know because we run
the complaint depaytment. The perject
lover is the person who pays attention to
his partner's moods and needs, who finds
out from that partner what feels good
and then docs . If you arve taking that
secrelary to bed, by all means give e to
yowr Strangelove unpulse. But wail jor
thee right moment (re., not during cicta-
tion o1 at a board mecting but later,
when she's half expecting it. A contamer
of Crisco or K-Y jelly lejt on the bedside
table should grve her a hint.) Trun your
Jingernails furst.

The balls-out, go-for-broke downhill ski
run that won an Olympic gold medal lor
Franz Klammer last winter was one of
the most incredibly thrilling athletic spec-
tacles I've ever witnessed. While I'm no
Olympic hopeful, I think a litde competi-
tion at my own level of ability could add
exhilaration and a sense of accomplish-
ment to my skiing. But where can 1 find
ski-racing compettion at my level (I'm a
strong intermediate skier)>—J. M., New
York, New York.

NASTAR (National Standard Race)
cvents are ofen to everyone from snow-
plowers to superskiers and they're held
weekly al ski areas across the couniry.
(For the vace ncavest you, consult the
December issuc of Ski magazine, which
sponsors NASTAR, or wrile lo NASTAR,
BLox 4580, Aspen, Colorado §1611.) The
races are held on relatively short, open
cowses and gold, silver and bronze pins
are awarded to entranls who come within
specified percentages of the arvea paceset-
lev's time. Since the pacesetler's Lime hus
been adjusted according to his showing
in an carly-scason race against somconc
like Juckson Hole's Pepi Steigler, you're
in effect vacing against the time Steigler
would have set if he van this particular
course on this day: the national standard.
Whether or not you win a medal, you get
a card staling your handicap as a per-
cenltage of the national pacesetler’s time.
The number tells you at a glance how
your skiing is improving from iace to

race, and lels you compare your abilities
with both your friends” and the top hol-
shots”. Good luck, or, as they say in snow
business: Break a leg.

M)' girllriend of a few months has just
discovered that she has gonorrhea. It has
been a year since she last saw her doctor
and she had a few partners before finding
me. Likewise, I led an active social life
before meeting her—but, to my knowl-
edge, never had symptoms of the diseasc.
We are uying to act civilized about the
whole thing, but it is very hard to avoid
blaming onc or the other. As we go
through the cure, 1 wonder, is there some
wiy to avoid this hassle’—G. W, De
troit, Michigan.

Quer the pasi ten years, gonorrhea has
increased in this country at a rale four
times that of the population growth.
Many cases (especially among women)
are asymptomatic. The carriers do nol
know that they have the disease until
their partners discover that they have it.
Probably the only way to end the prob-
lem would be to line up cvery cilizen in
America, blindfold all of them and shoot
them with antibiotics at the same mo-
ment. (Ironically, the Government is
willing to spend millions on swine-flu
vaccine but not on social disease. But
then, maybe politicians are more worried
about something that can be coniracted
from pigs than from people.) In the
meantime, it is your duly {o help contain
the epidemic. Women ave laught to visit
their gynecologists regularly. It strikes us
as odd that men do not receive the same
common-sense advice. Ask your doclor to
check for V.D. at your annual plrysical
or make it a point to visit a doclor
whenever you expand your social circle
and increase the chance of exposure. The
routine would certainly kelp eliminate
the embarrassment, the accusalions and
the tacky dinner conversations that fol-
low this kind of episode. This approach
may be caulious, but consider the alter-
natives: Gases of venereal complications
are also on the increase. Doclors refort a
rash of gonorrheal arthritis, gonorrheal
ophthalmia  and  partial or complete
blockage of the Fallopian tubes in wom-
en. So do it now; the love you save may
be your own.

All reasonable questions—{from fashion,
food and drink, slereo and sporls cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and eliguette—
will be personally answered if the writer
includes a stamped, self-addvessed en-
velope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Aedwisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi-
gan Avenue, Chicago, Hlinois 60611. The
most provocative, perlinent queries will
be presented on these pages each month.



Amazing Grace

When Grace Slick canceled her reservations on the Jefferson Airplane and booked passage on the
Jefferson Starship, her switch was at least nominally symbolic of a new musical era for the White

Rabbit crew. But there have been few changes in the mind of the lead singer. Now, totally spaced and a
mother besides, Grace still has no inhibitions aside from the Chewy engine in her Aston Martin. Amazing
Grace brings us all up to date in the current issue of 0UL. Some other Sixties holdovers are those FBI
files on radicals. Robert Wieder, also in the current oul, tracks his file down —
with great difficulty—in Nailing Your Files, while Anita Hoffrman, Abbie’s better
half, tells you what's in the folders of the famous. Meanwhile, David Dalton
attends a charm school for transsexuals to divine the mysteries of feminine
behavior and oul asks, “Where has everything gone?” in Strange Vanishings,
an investigation into the disappearance of just about anything. Naturally,
there’s more — B movies, Mexican food, tennis addiction, CIA blunders, cross-
country skiing and more than a little bare skin. But you have to ask for it

at your newsstand. That’s easy, though. Just say ouL

>
Ot
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MERI

‘Enriched Flavor proces
100mm cigarette with st

Y

Only MERIT has the ‘Enriched Flavor’ process. A way
of packing tobacco with extra flavor without the ;

L4

usual boost in tar.
MERIT created a whole new taste standard
in low tar smoking.
Now that same taste science has
produced a 100mm cigarette.
MERIT 100's.
Only 12 mg. tar.
Yet smokers actually
like the taste of
MERIT 100's as
much as higher tar
100mm brands.

Kings: 8 mg’"tar.” 0.7 mg. nicotine—

100°s:12 mg’"tar." 0.9 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC Method. - e I i: I
Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined nrlc e

That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.




s applied to new low tar
riking success.

Test Data Conclusive
New 12 mg. tar MERIT 100’s were taste-tested against
a number of major 100mm brands ranging from
17 mg. to 19 mg. tar.

Thousands of smokers were tested.
The results: overall, they liked
the taste of MERIT 1005 as much
as the higher tar 100mm

brands tested.
The taste barrier
for low tar smoking

MERIT and MERIT
- MENTHOL. King

© Philip Mormis Ine. 1977

hasbeen brokenagain.

Size and new 100%.
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The Lancia Coupe. Superbly designed. Incredibly agile.
Everything you'd expect in a grand touring car that grew out
of 70 years of international racing and car building experience. A test drive will
confirm its high standards of engineering, performance, styling, comfort.

Lancia. The intelligent alternative to the average
and the overpriced automobile.

— o

LANCIA SEDAN
LANCIA COUPE
LANCIA HPE

LANCIA SCORPION
Javca
The intelligent alternative.

Lancia Scorpion, HPE Estate Wagon, Coupe, Sedan. Now at your nearest Lancia dealer. Call toll free (800) 447-4700 or in Ninois (800) 322-4400.



THE PLAYBOY SEX POLL

an informal survey of current sexual attitudes, behavior and insights

Face it: The time of the tongue has
arrived, Evervone is giving lip service 1o
oral sex, blowing kisses to its virtues and
congratulating himsell on his prowess in
this form of lovemaking or the prowess cf
his partner. Apparently, it is impossible
1o give bad head. Or 1o receive same.
When sodiety reaches the point where an
informed source is known by a code
name signifying a certain variety of lel-
latio, vou know that this country is on o
something. Trying to guess the identity of
Deep Throat might have been the leading
parlor game in 1976, but having actually
experienced the technique was a clear
triumph of one-upmanship.

We were curtous: How does oral sex
stack up against the old in-and-out, the
tricd-and-true  interaction of genital iu-
tercourse? We decided 1o find out, so we
asked 100 men aid 100 women a series
ol intriguing questions about their sex-
ual prelerences. We don’t claim that our
findings are scientificc We did not con-
Slll[ a Cl')mplll(_'r 10 :ll'l.'i\'(f at a r('l)r(_‘ﬁl.'lllil'
tive cross section ol the American public
and we did not hook up liule black
boxes 10 obtain a secret Nielsen rating ol
the nitty-gritty. Qur method was casual
and conversational. We talked with any-
one who would talk with us. We delvad
into the feelings behind the statistics. We
hope our hndings show where the rest ol
us are heading,.

GIVEN HER CHOICE, WOULD
A WOMAN PREFER TO REACH
ORGASM THROUGH
INTERCOURSE OR THROUGH
ORALSEX?

(Asked of 100 men)

e —— e ——— e =]

Sixty-three percent of the men with
whom we talked believed that women
preferred o experience orgasms during
intercourse. Their reasons were varied,
as the following samples indicate.

“A vaginal orgasm is total, more en-
compassing. Oral sex is detached.”

“Intercourse is more athletic, more
physical. A woman cm let go with her
whole body. It's complete and more ex-
hausting. Oral sex is like Chinese food.

Your partner is always hungry for more.
lt Ciarn gU on [ill'(.'\'{.‘l'. Bllt intercourse
seems to satisfy.”

“If a man and a woman make love
lace 10 lace, they feel close.”

“A cock is more beautilul than a
tongue.”
L ]
Thirtysseven  percent ol the men

thought that women preferred 1o reach

orgasm via oral sex. To support their
beliels, the men made some of the fol-
lowing observations.

“The clitoris is the sexual nerve center
ol the wonmumn. You are giving it all of
vour attention. All the energy is focused
right there. You don’t waste any on side
uips. So the woman has something 1o
concentrate on, and it's easier for her to
get off.”

“I've read all the feminist literature,

The only thing women writers seem 1o
talk about is clitoral stimulation and
oral sex. They wouldn’t lie, would thev:”

"Cunnilingus is very intense, because
the man has fotal control. He can tease,
he can attack: the woman cin’t escape.”

“The unselfishness of the act gets
women off. They like to sit on your face.
It gives them a sense of power.”

"By all accounts, intercourse is prob-
ably the least effective way o bring a
woman to orgasm. Masters and Johnson
say that during coitus. the ditoris re-
ceves indirect stimulation. During oral
sex, the stimulation is direct. There's no
looling around.”

WOULD YOU RATHER REACH
ORGASM THROUGH
INTERCOURSE OR THROUGH
ORAL SEX?

(Asked of 100 women)

Seventy-four percent of the women
preferred to reach orgasm through mter-
course. Some ol their responses:

“I love the fecling of bheing pencurat-
ed. Lven during oral sex, 1 want some-
thing inside me.”

“Aly orgasm lasts longer during inter-
course—it swells and passes through me
in waves. By comparison, an oral-sex or-
gasm is just a splash,”

“I like to be dominated. Making love
can leave me feeling assaulted and k-
en. I give more of mysell.”

“When a guy gives me head, my clitoris
has an orgasm. Wilen he fucks me, my
whole body has an orgasm.”

“Oral sex is oo casy; it doesn’t mean
anything. At least, when a man and a
woman make love, bhoth of them ke
chances. They meet as equals, face 10
face. They have 1o work for their
pleasure.”

.

Twentysix percent of the women pre-
ferred cunnilingus 10 coitus. Some ol
their commments follow.

“Intercourse s for making love; oral
sex is for making pleasure.”

“Oral sex is exact. The ecstasy 15 shinp-
ly defined. I can feel each contraction, as
though my body were applauding. Inter-
course is more diffuse. With a man inside
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me. it's harder to feel the conractions.
Sometimes [ don’t even know if I've
come, after making love.”

“When a man makes love to me with
his tongue and mouth, I know that I'm
going to come. The only question is how
often. When 1T have intercourse, I'm
never sure il I'm going 1o get olt. There
are too many variables. The uncertainty
interleres with my pleasure.”

“If a partner pei forms oral sex on me,
it means that he loves every pat ol me,
that every part of my body is beaurtilul
to him. That alone is enough o make

me come.”

GIVEN HIS CHOICE, WOULD
A MAN PREFER TO REACH
ORGASM THROUGH
INTERCOURSE OR THROUGH
ORAL SEX?

(Asked of 100 women)

Fifty-eight percent of the women with
whom we talked guessed that guys pre-
ferred o ger off on oral sex. Here are
some ol the typical answers:

“A man fecls more domincering dur-
ing fellatio. His partner is literally down
on her knees, paying respect to the one
thing that makes him a man. It's a
very powerful feeling.”

“If T had a man's apparatus, I'd pre-
fer oral sex, too. It's more visible than
intercourse. Right out in front.,”

“Man s essenually lazy. I's easier
to just lic there and let the woman do
all the work. Also, if he doesn't have to
worry about her orgasm. he can just soar.”

“A man geis off on the feeling of being
switllowed whole, ol being eaten alive. He
nourishes the woman. It must be close to
what a mother feels when she nurses
a child.”

“The girl is right on top of things.
When the guy finally reaches orgasm,
she knows she can do a lot 1o accentuate
it—like draining every drop, milking
him. The mouth is more talented than
the genitals.”

.

Forty-two  percent of  the women
thought that men preferred 1o experience
orgasm during intercourse.
some ol the lollowing reasons.

“Intercourse is penetration, pure and
simple. The man is inside the woman,
past her delenses, as far as his anatomy
can go. It's more of a conquest.”

“The man [eels more in touch with
his woman during intercourse. He sur-
rounds himself with her. He is sale, se-
cure and welcome.”

“Intercourse is the basic, biological
way to engage in sex. It always pays to

They cited



practice the [undamentals, right?”
“Fucking involves more risk, but if you
do it well, more power to you. More pleas-

ure, too.”

WOULD YOU RATHER REACH
ORGASM THROUGH
INTERCOURSE OR THROUGH
ORAL SEX?

(Asked of 100 men)

Sixty-cight percent of the men we
asked prelerred o experience their or-
gasms while making love. Here are some
ol their reasons:

“The vagina is solter. It encloses me
and makes me feel at home.™

“I've never gotten that fecling ol deep
comnection to another person with oral
sex. The way to a woman’s soul is
through her legs. Nothing can beat the
fecling of penetrming and being right
on target.”

“There are no teeth in the vagina."”

“You can carry on a conversation much
bewer while making love.”

.

Thirty-two percent of the men we asked
preferred to  experience their  orgasms
during lellatio. Their comments follow.

“Its cleaner.”

“Fellatio is a movable feast: You can
do it anywhere, any time. Telephone
booths, movie theaters, airplancs. It's
very spontineous.”

“II I'm not involved with a woman,
I prefer oral sex.”

Summary: It is cdear that fellatio and
cunnilingus have hecome very popular,
but oral sex is still number two. (So try
harder.)) In spite of the propaganda
extolling the rewards ol speaking in
tongues, the majority of men and
women still vegard intercowrse as their
personal  path 1o pleasure. The men
correctly guessed  that  genual-to-pgenital
stimulation is the preferred activity of
women. Oddly, the ladies incorrectly as-
sumed that men favor lellatio. Perhaps
they were unduly swayed by the media
coverage ol Deep Throat. We also dis-
covered that the ladies were uncertain
about their own tastes. Many ol our sub-
jects were embarrassed o admie that—
contrary to the tem-lib position that divect
clitoral  stimulation  is  superior—their
enjoyment was greater when a man was
mside them. The descriptions of  love-
making stressed the equality of the part
ners, Women do not feel exploited by
intercourse. As one person put it, I don’t
know ‘liberated sex,” but 1 know what

I like.” —HOWARD SMITH AND
BRIAN VAN DER HORST

Vivitar takes
the mumbo=jumbo
out of electronic flash.

(flask-flazh)

This Vivitar 200 automatic electronic flash for 35mm cameras
has all sorts ol features we could talk about. But the one that’s most
important to you is the fact that it’s automatic.

You don’t have to be an Einstein to figure out correct flash expo-
sures. You set your [ stop once. Then regardless of how many times
you move closer or farther away from the subject, a built-in sensor
gives you perfect exposure from 2 to 10 feet.

The Vivitar 200 will give you up to two
hundred flashes from one 9V alkaline
battery and thousands ol flashes from the
built-in tube. No more lussing with hot, hit-
or-miss flashbulbs.

The flash in this unit is color corrected.
You'll get beautitul natural color in your
slides and color pictures. Expensive? No.
Vivitar automatics start under $25. Ask
your Vivitar dealer for a demonstration.

Vivitar

Marketed in the U.5.4, by Ponder&Best Inc.
Corporate Offices: 1830 Stewart 5t Santa Monico, CA 90408
In Coneoda: Precision Cameres of Canado, L1d., Montreal
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The Smokey Mary

Ve never dreamed when we first enthusiast, do pace your drinks.
launched the Smirnoff Bloody Mary Try to remember that where there's
it would become a global classic. smoke, there's fire.

That doesn't mean, however, that To make a Smokey Mary pour
most folks know how to make a 112 ounces of Smirnoff intoa
really good one, or even care to bother.  glass with ice and fill with tomato

One fellow we know “cops out,” as juice. Add about a tablespoon of
he says, with the Smokey Mary. barbecue sauce to taste, a squeeze
“To put the bite in, | just add red of lemon, and stir.
barbecue sauce’ A capital idea, for = -~
those who hate to fuss. sm'n! Uﬁ

If you should become a Smokey Mary leaves you breathless®
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THE PLAYBOY FORUM

a continuing dialog on contemporary issues between playboy and its readers

IN-LAW INCEST
I was married at 16 to a guy of 20.
Things got bad and after four yecars, we
divorced. T started partying seven days a
week and within three months, I had
been to bed with over 30 men. One
night, I ran into my former father-in-law,
who had been divorced for three years.
We had a couple of dates but no sex. I
figured that with him 54 and me 20, he
would be a lousy fuck. How wrong I was!
We finally did go to bed and he was
dynamite. Now we are married and,
despite the age difference, we share every-
thing and we're always on the go, enjoy-
ing hobbies and sports, smoking dope
and making love. Every woman should
only have it as good as I do.
(Name withheld by request)
Cleveland, Ohio

THE FAMILY BIBLE

I've been following with interest the
discussion in The Playboy Forum of sex
relations between close relatives by blood
or marriage. As a student of the Bible,
I've noticed instances in which incest is
scemingly accepred by God. Lot’s wile is
trned into a pillar of salt, and then Lot
and his two daughters po off into the
wilderness, where the daughters ger Lot
drunk, go to bed with him and have sons.
No punishment at all. Abraham’s wife was
also his hall sister.

On the other hand, the man who wrote
the laws against mceest in Leviticus is the
same person who said that we should
sacrifice animals and that women are un-
clean during their menstrual period.

Moses Durham
Easton, Marvland

Don’t forget whal happened 1o Onan—
he was struck dead for nol serewing lis
stster-in-law.

REMEDIES FOR RAPE
According to a letter in the September
Playboy Forum, columnist Charles Mc-
Cabe thinks rapists would be more likely
to be punished il their victims reported
rapes as instances ol indecent exposure.
I1 this is mtended to be funny, it isn't It
just poims up the Tace that rape is the
one crime where the burden of seeing
that justice is done rests more on the vic-
tim than on the police and the courts.
Karin Bass
Kankakee, Illinois

FLORIDA FIG LEAF

It's inconceivable to me that a state
court could cite a piece of religious writ-
ing to support a decision. 1 had thought

the First Amendment guaranteed that
there would be no officially established
church in the U.S. But the Florida
Supreme Court cited a passage [rom
Genests in support of its decision uphold-
ing the conviction of two young women
for sun-bathing without their bikini tops
[see this month’s Forum Newsfront]. The
citing of religious Scripture in support of
a court decision is in conflict with the
letter and spirit of the First Amendment.
(Name withheld by request)
Pensacola, Florida

“I dig spending time
looking, touching, tasting,
smelling a woman’s body

from head to toe.”

CHECKMATE
Although I agree with S. Holfman's
criticism ol pPravBOY's coinage ol the
word enemizing (The Playboy Forum,
September), I can’t go along with bis en-
cmatize as an alternative. Why  com-
plicatize a simple Tormation? Enemate is
much more logical. Consider delecate,
evaanne, lornicate, masturbate, cj:lculaltc,
lubricate—all of which indicate enemate.
Jim Thomas
Lake Oswego, Oregon

HUNG UP ON ORGASM
I reach orgasm with a vibrator more
frequently and more quickly than when
I have intercourse with men. However,
orgasm induced that way leaves me sill
[rustrated, while intercourse (even with-
out orgasm) docs not. Men tend to believe
that a woman must achieve climax to be
satisfied.  Actually, the touching and
action and interest involved in being with
a man far outweigh the pleasure of a
vibrator. I have been with men the
thought ol whom could thrill me for days
alterward, even though T didn't climax.
I wish men would realize this and not be
50 hung up on “Did you come?”
(Name withheld by request)
Indio, California

TIME MACHINE
I have no wouble mecting women and

tiking them 10 bed, but many of them
complain that 1 take wo long 1o make
love. T don't [uck or ball, I make nasty
love, solt love, hard love, with all of me.
I dig spending time looking, touching,
tasting, smelling 2 woman’s body from
head to 1oe. I'm surprised at being criti-
cized, because I always thought women
wanted men to take time in lovemaking.
I am wondering if I should change my
ideas.

(Nuame withheld by request)

San Francisco, California

CONDOM CONUNDRUMS

The letter in the November Playboy
Forum fvom the Brooklyn guy who lost
his condom inside a girl reminds me of a
stmilar  incident that changed my life.
One night, on a lonely dirt road in Ohio,
when my wile thought 1 was bowling, a
girl was straddling me as 1 sat on the
passenger side of the [ront seat of my
Ford. I had just come when a car swung
around a sharp turn up the road. The
girl raised up and I slid quickly over be-
hind the steering wheel, Alter the car had
pissed with a jeer and a horn toor. 1
discovered that [ wits no longer wearing
my rubber.

We looked evervwhere: on the seat, on
which I dide’t notice a wet spot where
the girl had sat after T slid out from
under her; under the seat; in our clothes;
cven with a flashlight on the ground out-
side, where we had stood o put our clothes
back on. No rubber. Mystified and wor-
ried. I dropped her off and wemnt home,

The next morning, when my wife and
I went to the cir to go o the grocery
store, I nearly had a cardiac arrest when
my wile pointed to the spot on the seat,
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now a pale blotch about the size of my
hand, and said, “What's that?"”

I managed a weak “I don’t know. I
euess some ice cream must have leaked
out of a package in the groceries last
week.”

She snarled, I wasn't born yesterday.
Thart's pecker tracks!™

So 1 moved out of the house and my
wife evenwally divorced me.

What happened to the rubber? It fell
out when the young lady went to tinkle.
The moral: Rubber or no rubber, don't
overlook them pecker tracks.

(Name withheld by request)
Fort Myers, Florida

The letter from the man in Steuben-
ville, Ohio, about finding a rubber in the
band of his newly purchased Stetson (The
Playboy Forum. November) struck a fa-
miliar note. My husband is serving with
the U.5. Army and we shop regularly in
our local Post Exchange. Not long ago,
we were looking for a new jacket for
him. He found one he liked and then
discovered that there was a box ol rub-
bers in each pocket. We both gigeled.
How they gor there, we'll never know.
We put them back into the pockets, ook
the jacket to the cashier and donned
straight faces. The cashier ook our mon-
ey. wrapped the jacket and muttered,
“Thank you.” Ouside, we laughed and
laughed. having put one over on the PX
and gotten two [ree boxes of Julius
Schmid's best. As it happens. my husband
doesn’t wear rubbers, so we threw a party
and used them for balloons.,

(Name withheld by request)
Waukegan, IHlinois

UNSEXY SMELL

When 1 read the letter in the Novem-
ber Playboy Forum suggesting good-tast-
ing vaginal creams and jellies, T began to
wonder il Tragrant condoms couldn’t also
he developed. When my man interrupts
lovemaking to put on a condom. it’s bad
enough without the turnoff of that me-
dicinal plastic smell.

Incidentally, during my teenage years,
when the boys at high school turned 16,
they often received a package of Trojans
from their buddies as a local ritual. One
of my voung boylriends wasn’t so for-
wnate. So 1 good-nawredly oftered 10
oot the bill when we stopped off at the
local drugstore to buy some rubbers be-
fore celebrating  las  birthday.  “No
thanks,” he grinned. “This one will be
my treat”

(Name withheld by request)
Chicago, Illinois

BIGGER IS BETTER

My observation is that women prefer
men with large penises, whatever they
may say to the contrary. The woman feels
inlerior because she doesn’t have a penis
and wants one. The subconscious mean-
ing of the sex act, for a woman, is her

FORUM NEWSFRONT

what’s happening in the sexual and social arenas

DIRTY WORDS

CEDAR LAKE, INDIANA—School-board
offictals have removed dictionaries from
a local high school after parents com-
plained of too many spicy definitions.
According to the school superintendent,
“The American Hervitage Collegiate
Dictionary” contains “maybe 70 or 80
words” that some parents think are ob-
scene or otherwise inappropriate. Some
are common expleltves and colloquial:
isms for body parts and funclions.
Others ave definitions based on word

..__—-—'_—_—_-_t__,jfnﬁ DICTION
.wm___. - = 3 -

usage. One of the definitions of the
word bed is “a place for lovemaking”
and the word bang includes the defint-
fion “to  have inlercowse with [a
woman].” One school-board member
explaimed, “We're not a bunch of
wenrdo book burners out theve, bul we
think this one goes too far.” An exccu-
tive of the publishing company  ex-
plained, “They obuiously bought our
college edition by mistake.”

UNCONSTITUTIONAL CUSTOMS

NEW YORR—The procedure used by
Customs authorities to stop the imporvia-
tion of allegedly obscene material has
been  declared unconstitulional by a
Fedeval judge. Customs agenls in New
York intercepled a magazine sent from
Germany to a photographer in Pennsyl-
vania and then advised the addvessee
that his mail had been opened, inspect-
ed and polentially condemned as ob-
scene. The photographer contested the
action tn cowvt, and U. S, District Juege
Marvin E. Frankel decided that while
Customs agents might know from ex-
perience what packages to suspect of
containing pornography. they do not
know that the material is obscene by
the prevailing communily standards of

the addressee, and the seizure was there-
fore unconstitutional.

ABORTION RULINGS

A Federal judge in Brooklyn has
overturned a law that would have
banned Medicaid payments for elective
abortions. Although abortion foes had
managed (o amend the appropriation
bill for the Depariment of Health,
Education and Welfare to vestvict abor-
tion payments, U.S. District Judae
Jolm Dooling, Jr., found that women
“who have the means to pay for medical
services ave free by vivtue of our posi-
twe law to exercise their constitutional
right to teyminate theiv pregnancies, but
the mrrd)'. the wards of government,
would by this enactment be denied the
means to exercise their constitutional
right.”” The decision has the force of law
in all 30 stales unless it is overturned
on appeal.

In New Ovleans, a U. S. district court
has vuled that doctors and patienls in-
volved in abortions may not be pros-
ecuted for murder under a new state
law that defines when human life be-
gins. The law, approved by the state
legisiature last July, grants the fetus
legal vights as a “human being from the
moment of fertilization and implanta-
tion.” The district cowrt found this (o
be in conflict with U. 5. Supreme Court
rulings on abortion.

RELIGIOUS RESTITUTION

VATICAN e1tv—A group calling itself
United World Atheists is demanding that
the Catholic Church pay S$100,000,000
i “retrvibution” for alleged atrvocities
committed by the Church against athe-
ists over the past 20 centuries. The de-
mand reportedly was delivered to the
Vatican Secretariat for Non-Belicuvers by
Madalyn Mwvray O'Hair, who led the
fight to ban prayers in U.S. public
schools. A Vatican offictal called the
demand absurd.

SODOMY LAW UPHELD

WASHINGTON, D.c—The Distvict  of
Columbia Court of Appeals has upheld
the constitutionality of the District of
Columbia sodomy law. The court re-
jected arguments that the law has its
origins in rveligious doctrine and dis-
criminales  against  homosexuals, and
the judges declined 1o address the
issue of whether or not the law ap-
plies to consenting adults in private.
The court said the appellant had no
right to raise that argument, since the




homosexual  act  for which he was
convicted occurved i a public place on
the banks of the Chesapeake & Ohio
Canal in Georgetown.

JAILHOUSE RAPE

ALEXANDRIA,  VIRGINIA—A  Federal-
district-court jury has awarded a 850,000
judgment to a 19-year-old man who les-
tified that he was rvaped twice in one
cvening by fellow inmates of the Fatr-
fax County Jail. The st accused the
sheviff and other jail personnel of neg-
ligence and violation of the wiclin's
constitutional rights. Two of the man’s
altackers werve Jound guilty of sodomy
and a thivd pleaded guilty.

FLAMING YOUTH

CARSON  C11Y.  NEvADa—Tnspived by
similur events in at least two Soulh-
eastern slales, a group of praying, stng-
ing teenagers in Carson City smashed
and burned hundveds of dollays’ worth
of rock records because they conlained
lyvies about sex, drugs and rebellion.
“Maost Christians are not aware that
seculay music is poison.” said the 24-
year-old Assembly of God youth pastor
who was at the burning. “1 have mel
few people who are willing to giwe up
thew music for the Lovd.”

UNHAPPY HOOKERS

pETROIT— he Detroit News s makh-
ing news by publishing the names and
addresses of hookers and  Johns con-
victed under the city's prostitution law.
The paper’s editor, Mavtin Hayden, ex-
plained that the purpose of the practice
was lo support the city's drive against

prostitution.  Aside  from  complaints
from some of the women, the res ponse
has been positioe. Hayden said, *We've
had all sorts of praise—from citizens’
groups. lop labor-union officials, civil
rights organizations and, of course, the
police de pavtment.”

IONING OUT SIN (AGAIN)
rivessurGi—Following the examples
of Boston, Detroit and Seattle, the Pitts-

burgh City Planning Commission has
approved a measure to vesiviet adull-
movie thealers by means of zoning laws.
The proposed rvules fall just shovt of an
oulright ban, requiring that any porno
theater be at least 500 feet from a

residential or institutional distvict and
at least 1000 fect [rom any two of the
following: anothey adult theater, an
amusement  enterprise, cabarvet, dance
hall, hotel, motel, poolvoom oy licensed
liquor establishment. A similar court-
tested law in Detroit is becoming the
model for other cities.

QUESTIONS OF LOYALTY
wasiNGroN, p.e—7The Ciil  Sero-
ice Commisston has announced that
Fedeval job applicants will nwo longer
be asked about their loyalty to the U8,
or whether they have ever belonged 1o
the Communist Pavty. The move folloies
courl decisions that the law was over-
hroad in this avea and that such probing
into applicants’ backgrounds wviolales
constitutional  vights. The announce-
ment sivessed that dvopping the loyally
questions  from  employment  applica-
tions “does not lessen the commission’s
responsibility . . . to inquire info, and

resoloe, any question of loyalty.”

MADNESS OF THE MONTH

TaLLanassei—The Flovida Supreme
Cowrt. quoting the Old Testament, has
ruled that state law bars women from
sun-bathing topless on Flovida beaches.
By a wvole of froe to Givo, the justices
upheld the disovderly-conduct convic-
trons of lwo young womnen who were
arvested on a Forl Picvee beach in 1975
for sun-bathing without their bikini
tops. In the majority opmnion, Justice
Joseph Boyd said that *public nudily
has been consideyed unproper”™ sinee
the beginming of civilization and quoted
“Genests”: “And the eyes of them both
were opened, and they knew that they
were naked; and they sewed fig leaves
together, and made themseloes aprons.”
(See letter litled “Flovida Fig Leaf” in
this month’s *Playboy Forum,”)

atempt to take the penis away from the
male. The cause ol newrosis. impotence
and [rigidity 15 the woman’s desire 10
acquire the biggest penis and 1o deny the
man his. It would seem best lor men 1o
come to grips with this reality. Instead,
the psychiatric profession has been dedi-
cated 1o building up the male cgo.
Richard Bilomasur
Cold Bay. Alaska

THE AGE OF THE SNOOP

Way back in February 1975, The
Playboy Forum published a lener ol
minc about the lack ol confidentiality in
V.. clinics. Specifically, 1 poited o
that persons who are gay (as 1 am) are
taking an awlul risk in reporuing V.D. to
one ol those clinics. Then, in the Novem-
ber 1975 Forum, there appeared a reply
from an oflicial ol the Los Angeles De-
partment. ol Health Services, stating that
such fears are groundless. 1 cinnot enr
phasize enough,” he wrote, “the zealous
cltorts of departmental medical and para-
medical persounel o prowea the con-
hidentiality of V.. records.”

Now the Los Angeles Vanguard has
revealed that V.D. files in Hollywowmd
were routinely tossed out in the rash be-
hind the clinics, even though each lorm
contained the patients name, the wames
ol the patient’s sex contacts, home and
business phone numbers and even inlor-
mition identilying the patient as gay or
manried. The clinies immediately cireu-
lated a memo ordering  that all such
vecords be shredded belore being thrown
out; but, meanwhile, this careless prac
tice had continued for over a year after
the Department of Health Services sol-
cmnly informed us about its zeulous
cllorts o prowea confidenualiy.

Even more worrisome, though not so
clearly  documented, 15 wstimony  the
Panguard collecied from anonymous dis-
gruntled Health Services Department en-
ployees o the eftect that V.D. investigators
do wade information with the local po-
lice. The American Civil Liberues Union,
alwer investigaing the Panguard’s charges,
described  the possibilities of  bliackmail
within this system as “wruly horrilying.”™

As I wrote in my original leter, under
present conditions, I think that ;m}'hutly
who tells anything to any branch of gov-
crument that can be used against him by
another branch s a damned lool.

(Name withheld by request)
La Jolla, California

LEGALIZING GRASS

Keith Stroup of the National Organizi-
tion for the Reform of Marijuana Laws
mentions in the Ocober Playboy Forun
that  Democratic  President-elect Jimmy
Carter was in {avor ol decriminalization
of marijuana. However, Roger L. Mac
Bride, the Libertarian cindidate, support-
cd complete repeal of all drug  laws,
How muany ireaks found their view
well represented by the Democratic and
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The Nixon Legacy: Part VII

JUSTICE BY APATHY

Shortly before the 1976 Presidential election, the Assistant
U. S. Attorney responsible for the Memphis porn trials ad-
dressed a convention of the Adult Film Association. Shrug-
ging off charges that his crusade had been initiated by the
Nixon Administration and would cease il Carter were
elected, Larry Parrish told his audience, “The prosecutions
are going to increase manifold and with great vigor. And if
you think that will stop with the Democrats, well, that's just
your hope.”

Damn right 1s our hope. For the past six months, we've
attempted to describe—in a series of editorials tided The
Nixon Legacy—the impact of a  Presidemt who used
the power of his office 1o impose his own narrow moral vision
on America. For the most part, the editorials have focused
on the actions of the Supreme Court. Nixon and Ford
stocked the High Court with five Justices who, by sheer
apathy, have managed 1o create a climate in which repression
can flourish and individual freedoms evaporate.

The Nixon Court refused to hear a case challenging the
Virginia sodomy statute and thus gave its tacit approval to
the continued existence of a number of antiquated sex Jaws.
The Nixon Court refused 1o hewr Liles os. Oregon, a case
that would have darified the issue of “community stand-
ards” and obscenity. The Nixon Court refused 10 recognize
the right of privacy and stued that in cerain instances, it
would no longer hear cases based on Fourth Amendment
claims. The Nixon Court increased police powers 1o make
warrantless searches and seizures. The Nixon Court reversed
its position on capital punishment and reinstated the death
penalty. Cradle-to-grave coverage.

The cancer ol the Nixon legacy has spread o areas ol the
Government other than the Supreme Court. When the Saint
of San Clemente rejected the findings of the Commission on
Obscenity and Pornography, he declared than there would be
*“no relaxation of the national effort to control and eliminate
smut from our national lile.”” Parrish is not an abervation; he
is the logical consequence ol Nixon's decis
America. The burcaucrus, district attorneys and postal in-
spectors who answered Nixon's call to arms have not ceased
their efforts and they do not plan to.

When Parrish addressed the Adult Film Association, his
tone was both defensive and arrogant. He suggested that
when he spent over $1,000,000 of the taxpayers” money to
convict 12 people involved in the making and distribution
of Deep Throal. he was simply doing his job. Pointing to a
copy of the Supreme Court’s 1973 decisions on obscenity, he
aimed, “That's the law. I didn’t make it up. I'm merely
enforcing what the Supreme Court says the law is. That
standard is totally objective. . . . It prohibits depictions of
any ulumate sex act, masturbation, excretion or lewd exhi-
bition of the genitals.”

Yarrish has no wouble recognizing obscenity. He told
theater owners that if they needed help in defining pornog-
raphy, they could get a costly lesson—in court. “How many
of you, il you realized that you were going to sit in the can
for five years and get a $100,000 fine, would really open
that double feature tomorrow?” Censorship by intimidation.
Nixon must be proud ol his boy.

It is doubtful that Jimmy Carter will be able 10 do any-
thing to slow the juggernaut of repression that Nixon set in
motion. As President, he can fill vacancies on the Supreme
Court, but he cannot create them. Still, there is hope.

In his Playboy Interview, Carter said that as governor of
Georgia he had placed a low priority on the enforcement of

ion 10 purify

laws against victimless crimes. “But as to appointing judges,
that would not be the basis on which I'd appoint them.
I would cheose people who were competent, whose judgment
and integrity were sound. I think it would be inappropriate
to ask them how they were going to rule on a particular
question belore I appointed them.”

Is that enough? The silence of the silent majority is cpit-
omized in the five men Nixon and Ford appointed to the
Court. The style of Burger and brethren has largely been
characterized by the absence ol decision. Some 00 cases
are presented to the High Court cach session; on the aver-
age. the Justices vote to review between 150 and 170 of
them., One’s chances of getting a hearing are usually less
than one in every 27. Carter should seek men not only of
sound judgment and integrity but also of great encrgy.

Men like William O. Douglas. When he retired, the
Court lost an untiting champion of individual rights.
Douglas was known as the fastest cert in the land; he
would vote 1o hear a case for the simple reason that il some-
one felt that a question of liberty were important ¢cnough to
take it all the way to the Supreme Court, then, by God. the
least the Supreme Court could do was listen. We need a
Court that is interested not just in the law but in people. in
personal freedom, in the rights ol the individual against
absurd and arbitrary law. Instead, we have a country club
for cavalier conservatives such as Warren Burger, who re-
cently aiticized an appeal because the briel was o long:
“Briels should be brief.” Or they should be nonexistent, as
John Paul Stevens suggested when he stated he would not
again explain his refusal to hear any more obscenity cases
“in the interest of conserving scarce law-library space.”

What can a Carter Administration accomplish?

Carter does not believe that the Federal Government has
the right o impose moral judgments on the states. When it
comes to abolishing laws against such noncrimes as pornog-
raphy, aduliery and sodomy, he has said, “That's a judgment
for the individual states 1o make.” He points out that as
governor ol Georgia he “didn’t run around breaking down
people’s doors to see if they were [ornicating.” And therein
lics the difference. Unlike Nixon, Carter does not scem
compelled o vindicate his own sexual lifestyle, 1o exorcise
his own personal demons in public. Carter is more tolerant
and rational. He lessened the penalties for marijoana use in
Georgia. He deaiminalized alcoholism. He ran for President
on a platform that promised pardon lor draft resisters—a
species that was created by LB.J. and bred by Nixon.

Carter believes in setting examples by inspiration, not by
retribution. As President, he has a unique opponunity to
create and encourage a new set ol oflicial priorities that will
leave moral judgments 1o God instead of o U. 8. attorneys
and postal inspectors. He seems to know the areas of legiti-
nute concern to good government. Both the Memphis porn
wrials and the prosccution ol Scrvew publisher Al Goldstein
in Wichita were imiuated by Federal ofhicials, not by state
courts. At best, Carter can clean house ol the puritans who
misuse public office to invade the privacy ol individuals, At
least he can keep a ught rein on the vigilante sivle of the
Justice Department and the DEA—mock heroics that mock
justice.

Parrish was right. Maybe things will change with the
Democrats; but that is only our hope. It may be our only
hope.

This is the last in a series of edilorials.




Republican parties in the last clection?
We shouldn't be reforming marijuana
Laws, we should be abolishing them.
Jim and Lorri Laudon
-"l'uls;t, Oklahoma

THE JERRY MITCHELL CASE
I was appalled by the Playboy Forum
Casebook report The Ozark Conneclion
{(November). 1 seriously doubt whether
here in Canada anyone in Jerry Mitch-
ell’s situation would receive such a heavy
penalty as 12 vears for such a minor of-
fense.  Considering  his  previous  clein
slate, the small amount of the deal, his
age and the [act that there was no profit
involved, 1 believe Mitchell would have
ended up with a S$500 fine or less and
probation Irom a Canadian court.
R. W. Ougden
Richmond, British Columbia
Everybady gol something oul of 1776.
We got ateay from your king and you got
away from our ‘.‘mrifﬂn.\'.

MO COMMECTION WITH REASON
Timothy A. Jones, in the November
Playboy Forum, expresses sadness that the
U. 5. Supreme Cowrt upheld the death
penalty, In the same  issue, Playbaoy
Forum Casebook tells about 19-year-old
Jerry Mitchell’s being sentenced to 12
years in Jail lor selling a third of an ounce
of marfjuana. Both the Supreme Court
ruling and the Missouri judge’s crucl
sentence are explained by one statement
in Casebook: “Common sense plavs no
great role in maters ol law.”
Brent A Collins
Muncie, Indiina

BUMPER BACKLASH
Remember those bumper stickers that

sitled IMPEACH EARL WARREN? In all [air-
ness, I now think we ought to have bump-
er stickers that read 1IMPEACH THE NINON
court. Depressingly, they ought to be
good lor years to come.

James Green

Los Angeles, Calilornia

MEW LAMDS IN SPACE

[ have been devoting much ol my time
lately to speaking and writing in {avor
ol Princeton Professor Gerard O'Neill's
proposed space colony, to be located at
a point between the carth and the moon
called Lh. Oddly enough, audiences seem
cutranced by my previous job s an Asso-
diate Editor ol rLavsoy. Somehody al-
wivs asks e if Helner is planning 10
build his own space colony (Plavboy
Mansion Up?) and  whether sex will
really be hetter in zevo graviy.

While 1 enjoy a good joke as much as
anvone and am as randy as anvone, |
must say that space colonizition has more
to recommend it than hedonics. 1t may be
neeessary to our very survival. Dr. . Peter
Vijk has conducted a computer stady
showing that a  space-colonization-and-
industrialization program, if started soon,
can help Third World nations achieve

L e

For color reproduction of Wild Turkey painting by Ken Dawies, 19" by 217 send 32 to Box PB-2-USN, Walt St. S1a.. NY. 10005

Wild Turkey Lore:

The Wild Turkey is one of the
heaviest birds capable of
flight.Yet it is unusually fast.
The male bird has been
clocked at speeds as high as
55 miles per hour.

As America’s most

Wild Turkey is an apt
symbol for Wild Turkey | %
Bourbon—America’s most {{URKEY

e

WILD TURKEY/101 PROOF/8 YEARS OLD.

£ 1877 Austin, Nichgols Distiling Co., Lawrenceburg, Kentucky.
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One look at the new Porsche 924 and you'll realize this is no ordinary automobile.

The dynamic design of its clean,flowing lines instantly proclaims it to be unlike any other car
you've ever seen.

Here is a perfect blending of
the designer’s search for beauty and
the engineer’s desire for efficiency.
The shape of the new Porsche 924 not =
only pleases the eye, but it slices the
wind so cleanly that it registered an
incredibly low 0.36 drag coefficient in
wind tunnel testing.

But the true innovativeness of this new Porsche lies much deeper than the sheet metal. It
lies at the very heart of the car in a unique arrangement of the engine, clutch, and transmission,
known as a“transaxle” system.

In this transaxle arrangement, the engine, a water-cooled overhead cam design with a
continuous fuel injection system, is mounted in front. The clutch is placed directly behind it, giving
quick, positive clutch action for rapid shifting.

The transmission, however, is mounted in the rear, at the driving wheels (hence the name
rear“transaxle”). Rather than a conventional, heavy drive shaft with universal joints, thereis a
solid drive shaft in a hollow torque tube connecting the front-mounted engine with the rear-
mounted transaxle. Thus, the entire drive train and differential is a single rigid unit which does
away with universal joints and allows for more direct power transfer. Response is virtually instant.
In addition, the gearshift is mounted directly on the torque tube, providing a short, precise throw.

But this unique transaxle system yields more than preciseness. |t also results in an almost
perfect 50-50 weight distribution which |mproves braking efficiency and enhances handiing
characteristics. The new Porsche 924
takes corners smoothly, in balance. O R
McPherson struts in front, combined 2 i
with a wishbone torsion bar suspension
in the rear, keep body lean to a minimum ¥ “
in curves. Rack-and- pinion steering =9
assures the driver of quick, accurate Q &-‘"
response to every command. The new m,. s
Porsche 924 is designed to be the
most driveable Porsche ever. - y Nl

The new Porsche 924 is not
inexpensive. But it is less than you'd
expect to pay for a Porsche.
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economic parity with the industrial na-
tions in several decades. This means that
the economy of abundance for all people,
predicted by optimistic thinkers such as
Buckminster Fuller but mocked by shal-
low pessimists, is within our grasp if we
start now. Vajk's computer projections
show, however, that il we have not built
the first space city by 2002, it will be too
late to reverse the decline ol our tech-
nology. The worst famine in history will
destroy the Third World, and lack of
resources will wreck the advanced nations
shordy thereafter, as predicted by inter-
national conferences of experts such as
the Club ol Rome.

Once in orbit, the first space colony
would begin building solar-power satel-
lites, filling the ever-growing energy gap
as fossil [uels are exhausted. A NASA
study has estimated the cost for this
beachhead in space at between 30 billion
dollars and 60 billion dollars spread over
15 years. The first colony could also be-
gin to build additional colonies and it
has been  calculated that more than
10,000 colonies, with populations  be-
tween 10,000 and 4,000.000 exch, could
be in L) orbit without crowding one an-
other. So anyone who wants o could go.

In short, space colonization seems to
be the best solution to our resource and
energy needs, and it is available right
now. Without it, we may collapse into a
new and possibly permanent dark age.
Anyone who wants more information cin
write to the L5 Society, 1620 North Park,
Tucson, Arizona 85719,

Robert Anton Wilson
Berkeley, California

WHEN 1S A PERSON?

Your reply 1o Louis Hausheer Pum-
phrey that you “don’t perceive the fetus
as a person with a full set of human
rights” (The Playboy Forum, October)
illuminates the analogy between slavery
and abortion. Whenever any group wishes
to enslave, abuse, oppress or murder any
other group, the first order of business is
to proclaim the arget group somehow in-
Ierior or less than human. Hider did thac
to the Jews and the white settlers in North
America did it 1o the Indians and the
blacks. You are right to say “It will be
hard 1o have a reasonable discussion.” It's
impossible to deal with a bigot.

D. A. Reichardt
Cincinnati, Ohio

Precisely. Until recently, women in
this country weve considered infervior,
and that is why the stale claimed the vight
to forbid them control of therr vwn preg
nancies. Treated as baby factories or
brood animals, women were viewed as less
than human. To veturn women to that
condition wvia a so-called right-to-life
amendment would be a death sentence for
many and a form of slavery for all.

So many anti-abortionists like Louis
Hausheer Pumphrey seem to lurk in

“Playboy Forum™ Casebook

BAD DAY AT RED LODGE

a controversial californian tangles with a killer maryuana law
in the ““big sky” country of montana

Last year, Lake Headley moved from
Los Angeles to Red Lodge, Montina,
to “take a vacation, lay low and write a
book™ about his adventures as a private
detective. So L, he hasn’t done much
resting or writing. Headley, his wile,
his son and two [riends are accused of
operating a major marijuana  planta-
tion that supposedly flourished and van-
ished between the tme surveillance
began and  arrests occurred 80 days
later. The case is bizarre, as is the
Montana drug law under which Head-
ley and his codefendants now Tace from
onc year to life in prison for the “sale
ol dangerous drugs,” which not even
the authorities allege were ever sold.
We'll try 1o explain,

Headley is a former Las Vegas police-
man who became a licensed private in-
vestigator, first in Nevada and then in
California. He works mainly for West
Coast lawyers defending politcal radi-
cals and other controversial cliems and,
over the past few vears, he has managed
to antagonize quite a lew local, state
and  Federal law  enforcers. As an

investigator lor the American Indians’
defense committee at Wounded Knee,
South Dakota, he supplied much of the

evidence that Ireed the principal de-
fendants because of Federal “impro-
priety” and also perlormed a rare and
embarrassingly successful citizen’s arrest
of two G men. In a much-publicized
Orange County drug case involving
music-industry  figures. he was able to
prove entrapment and ofhcial miscon-
duct by agems of the Drug Enforce-
ment Administration.  He  was  later
retained by parents of two slain mem-
bers of the Symbioncse Liberation
Army to investigate the final shoot-out
with the LAP.D. This is the main
subject of the book he moved 10 Red
Lodge to begin writing. A personal
friend and Lind developer, Don Woga-
mon, owned property there and offered
the free use of a nearby ranch and
modern three-hedroom mobile home to
Headley, his wife, Elizabeth, and his
son, Lake Headley 111, aged 25. Woga-
mon and his son, Timothy, 18, a grad-
uate ol the Red Lodge high school, are
the other defendants in the drug case.

Headley believes that some of his old
adversaries in the FBI and the DEA
may have advised Carbon County sher-
il Jim Eichler that a dangerous Cali-
fornia revolutionary was hiding out in

his territory and that the national in-
terest would be served by putting him
out of action. one way or uanother.
Headley could be wrong: the commu-
nity 1s socially and politically tight and
a suspicious sheriff’s routine check on
a newcomer would have turned up
Headley's [at Federal dossier as a
roublemaker.

But FBI agents did twice carlier pay
clls on  Elizabeth’s elderly German
parents, who had survived a Russian
prison camp and who speak almost no
English. They scared the wits out of
them with vague talk of deportaion for
their Austrian-born  daughter, who is
still a resident alien. And the late-night
raid on the Wogamon ranch was led,
in fact il not officially, by an agent of
the DEA who would seem to have had
no Federal business even being there.
The raid, according 10 the defendanty’
afhdavits, also had those characteristic
DEA touches: much gun waving, pro-
Lanity, insults, breaking into unlocked
doors, Headley’s wile held nude at shot-
gun point and no search or arrest war-
rants until Shenit Eichler Liter arrived
on the scene. Headley was swopped in
his car at the entrance 10 a nearby rural
cemetery. He s his paranoia didn’t
flare up untl later, in town, when he
was being transported in the lront seat
of a4 car and his handculls were removed
and replaced by a 357 magnum, ham-
mer cocked, touching the back of his
head.

The Billings Gazelle reported  the
raid in a front-page lead story:

MARILJUANA FARM
FOUND NEAR RED LODGE

. . . Authorities said the quantity
of marijuana recovered had a street
value of about $150,000. Narcotics
officers acting on scarch warrants
found more than 2000 marijuana
plants growing in the field on the
anch,  In addition, numerous
potted  marijuana  plants  were
found growing under high-intensity
lights in a hidden auic of a house
allegedly used by the suspects as a
Iaboratory. ...

Where the Gazelle got its story is
another mystery, because none of this
is wtrue and no one at the paper
could find time o mect with PLAYBOY 'S
representatives. The paper had tried to
cover itsell in a small retraction on the




classified-ad page the next day by ex-
plaining that an unidentified “Billings
narcotics officer” had only “estimared™
that 2000 hypothetical pot plants would
yield an “estimated” $450,000 in strect
marijuana and that the Carbon County
attorney later had explained that no
marijuana  plants had actually been
scized. In its retraction. the paper only
dug its hole a little deeper by head-
lining the item, “WHEN THEY GOT THERE
THE FIELD was BARE.” implying the pot
was there in the first place. From police
records on file, it scems the raid on hoth
the ranch and the Wogamons™ house in
town netted a couple of plastic bags
containing several suspeaed joints and
“residue,” plus Gro-Lamps, peat pots,
fertilizer amnd other suspicious indoor-
gardening pavaphernalia,

rrAYROY Senior Editor Bill Helmer
and Casebook investigator Russ  Mil-
lion spent three days in Red Lodge and
Billings, wlking with the Headleys,
Billings attorney D. Frank Kampie and
several persons who prefer to remain
unidentified. Sheriff Eichler was not
available and we did not 1ry to contact
the DEA agent, Donald Friend, who
was identified in the Billings paper
as “a U.S. Customs agent” from Great
Falls. We walked for two hours up and
down the 250-acre ranch, incuding the
creck arca where the marijuana sup-
posedly grew, and we saw no signs of
the cultivation of anything, ever. Ex-
cept for the remains of a 10 x 15
tomato crop started under Gro-Lamps.
sct out by Elizabeth near the Headleys
trailer site and killed by frost.

While we were hospitably received as
strangers, we left feeling a little like
Spencer Tracy alter asking 100 many
questions in Bad Day at Black Rock.
It may well be that what seems to be

hostility is only embarrassment: Spec-
tacular city-county-Federal, front-page,
pot-plantation raid turns out egg
on the face. But the entire case looks
like cither a deliberate Federal setup
using gullible rural cops to oy to get
Headley, dead or alive, or a local law-
enforcement screw-up.

The original surveillance, the war-
rants, the raid and the arrests, not to
mention  the  unprecedented  $25,000
bonds under which Headley and his
family were held for wn days in
jail, invelve so many irregularities and
possible illegalities that the case may
never go to wial. The Playboy Founda-
tion is working with delense attorneys
on these points now. What makes the
charges serious is the barbaric nature
of Montana’s law on drug sales.

If it can be proved that a single pot
plant ever grew oun the ranch where
the Headleys lived or in Waogamon's
house in Red Lodge, Montana's drug
laws are broad enough possibly to allow
conviction for “sale ol dangerous
drugs” merely because ol the swange
wording of the stue statute. “Cultiva-
tion” is the same as “sale)” and cul-
tivation is not defined. The penalty for
this offense is one year o life. The
same statute also makes no distinction
between giving one joint of marijuana
and selling a ton ol heroin.

It's possible that this case will afford
the Playboy Foundation and auorney
D. Frank Kample, who may hold the
anrent record for making case law in
Montana, a good shot at changing the
state drug statute on sale and cultiva-
tion. Which, as currently written, seems
a patently unconstitutional invitation
to harass any unpopular individual for
social, political or even personal rea-
sons with the threat ol years in prison,

Lake Headley and his wife, Elizabeth, provide a tour of their alleged pot
plantation for “Casebook™ Editor Bill Helmer and legal investigator Russ Million.

wealthy communities like Shaker Heights,
Ohio. Funny how those who don’t have to
contend with budgetary constraints are
able to ignore such factors in promulgat-
ing their totalitarian views.
Charles D. Shilling
Scotch Plains, New Jersey

Mr. Pumphrey, if your wife were raped
and became pregnant, would yon make
her bear that baby? You bet your ass
you wouldn't.

(Name withheld by request)
Oberasbach, Germany

In vour reply to my letter, you stite,
“Until you can understand that we don't
perceive the fetus as a person with a full
set of human righes, it will be hard to
have a reasonable discussion.” Ah, but I
do understand that prochoicers perceive
the letus as something less than a person.
What I'm still scratching my head about is
why such a perception? What is the rea-
sonr, when there is a plethora of embryo-
logical and [etological data substantiating
the uniqueness ol the leiusz

Louis Hausheer Pumphrey
Shaker Heights, Ohio

Zoology can tell us a lot about a cow
but not whether Hindus ave vight or
wrong to consider the cow sacred. Thal is
a religious question. Similarly, embryol-
ogy can't tell us whether it is right or
wrong to lerminate a pregnancy. Thal,
too, is a religious question and, especially
in this country, it should not be settled

by laiw.

ABORTION FALLACIES
It is inconsistent for any religious organ.
ization to adopt the slogan “Right to
lile” when the history of the same organ-
ization is replete with mass Killings and
horrible tortures. Nor do the present
leaders of the Catholic Church forbid
killing and warmaking by their lollowers,
though some other religions do. In fact,
in December 1967, at the height of the
Vietnam war, Pope Paul VI issued 2
statement on pearce publicly expressing
the hope “that the exaltation of the
ideal of peace may not lavor the cowand-
ice of those who lear it may be their
duty to give their life lor the service ol
their own owin
brothers. . . . Peace is not pacilism: it
does not mask a base and slothlul concept
of life. .. . So much for the right 1o lile.

Henry Kattenhorn

Burlington Flats, New York

country and ol their

“The Playboy Forum™ offers  the
opportunity for an extended dialog be-
tween veaders and editors of this publica-
tion on conlemporary issues. Address all
correspondence 1o The Playboy Forum,
Playboy Building, 919 Novth Michi-
gan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 60611,
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The first long cigaretfe tobring
2ood taste to low-tar smoking.

Like a lot of smokers you may like the idea of a longer cigarette. You may also want low tar.

But longer cigarettes usually have more tar.

Well, Vantage just wouldn’t go along with that.

So we worked. Until we could perfect a longer cigarette with the famous Vantage combination of
full flavor and low tar.

Not the lowest long cigarette you can find. But very possibly the lowest that you will enjoy-

New Vantage Longs. A blend of flavor-rich tobaccos with tar levels held down to the point where
good taste still comes through.

That’s the Vantage point. And that’s the point of Vantage Longs. Never before has there been a
long cigarette quite like it.

Try a pack today and see if you go along with us.

@ 1977—R J. REYHOLDS TOBALCO €O,

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

11 mg. "tar”, 0.8 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, by FTC method.




o KEITH STROUP

a candid conversation about pot smoking, drugs and legal hassles with the
who 15 spearheading the reform of maryuana laws

young director of norml,

Keith Stroup. the 33-year-old diveclor
of NORMIL., the Nutional Organization
for the Reform of Marijuana Laies, has
been called “a turned-on Nader,” © My,
Mariptana” and “the fust politician of
pot He's surely the most unusual lobby-
it in Washington, and he just may be,
dollay for dollay, the most effective. We at
PLAYROY Ntave known Stroufy sinee 1970,
when the Playboy Foundation put up the
money to stard NORMI., and over the
years we've heavd intrigning veporis of his
adventures as he has ervisscrossed America
seeking marijuana-lazo vefonm.

Then we began to hear of some remark-
able political achicvements aswell. Between
May and August of 1975, the
latures of free states—Alaska, California,
Colorado, Mame and Oliio—ooted (o
remove criminal penallies for the posses-
sion of small amounts of marvijuana. South
Dal:ota and Minnesota followed in 1976,
making a tolal of seven states (o join
Orcgon, which had voted “decriminaliza-

legis-

tion” in 1973, pionceving a new, more
vadional national policy toward the fact
of widespread mavijuana wse. Those siate
legisiative aclions amounted o a dramatic
breakthrough for the yeforn movement,

“Those poor bastards were in prison for
ten Lo fwenly years for doing the same
thing I'd done the night before. That's
what i’s all aboui—fighting the injustice
of people locked up for getting hugh.”

and since Stroup was al the center
of the baitle, we decided i was time we
went to him for lus and NORML's full
story. For the assignment, chose
Patvick Andeyson, a nooelist and polilical
journalist who has known Stroup  fjor
several years and who in 1973 wrole one
of the fust major magazine articles on
NORMI. for The New York Times
Magazine. Since conducting 1his  imler-
view, Anderson was hived during the 1976
Presidential campaign ax Jommy Carler’s
top speeclaoriter. Anderson veporis:
“Intevioiciwing Keith Sthroup is a picce of
pie. Keith has no secrels and he has
plenty of opimions, so all I really had to
do was (wn on a tape recovdey and gel
down some of the discussions of drugs
and politics we've been having sinee 1 first
met him. The inlerinew sessions took place
in NORML's offices in an old. threeslory
town house in a rather disveputable block
of M Sireel, about halfivay between ihe
White House and Georgelown. 1 odon’t
Eknow what people swould expect a mari-
juana lobby’s offices to be like—sinister?
paranoid? zonked out?—but NORML’s
are cozy, informal and quite businesslike.
There's a portrait of George Washinglon

e

“If marijuana must be taxed, I'd lLke
to see the money go for drug education
and yehabulitation. We in the dvug culture
should admit there ave casualties to drug
use and take responsibility for them.”

over the mantel and a lot of Dooneshury
cartoons and promayijuana posters on (he
walls; the phones ving a lot and therve are
usually good sounds—UElton John, say, or
Jimmy Bufleti—coming from the stereo in
Keitl's office. The  staff bustles about,
usually  wearing  jeans  and  somelimes
NORMI. Tshivts. and takes care of busi-
ness with the casy efficiency of people
who've known one another a long time.
Indeed. Keith and Lariy Scholl, who yuns
NORMUI’s tax-exempt Cenler for  the
Study of Nonmedical Dyug Use, have
been together since NORML was stavted
in the fall of 1970. More vecenl arvivals
include Peter Meyers, NORMUI's chicf
counsel; Mark  Heutlinger, whao  came
from California to be NORMUI's business
manager when NORMI. merged with
Amm"bhin, the West Coast veform group;
Gordon Browenell, ulso of A mm'ph m, who
runs NORMI's West Coast office; and
Frank Fioramenti in the New York
office. All these people took 25 pereent
pay cuts in 1975 because of NORML's
fimancial problems, but the cuts haven't
botheved thetr morale. On  the con-
trary, thanks to the political suceesses
they have achicoed since May of 1975,

\

ED STREEKY, CAMERA &

“Alaska has that 24-hour day up there,
and they claim to grow cabbages double
size, so who knows about marijuana? |
think there'll be more than oil coming
down that new pipeline.”
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morale at NORML has never been higher.

“Since his divorce  four years ago,
Keith has been living in a yroom on the
thivd floor of the town house—his lavish
penthouse suite, we eall it—and it was
theve that most of our conversations took
place, mostly on Sundays, when his phone
doesn’t ving so much. The challenge in
inteyviewing him was to strike a balance
between the two sides of his personalily.
The most obvious thing about Keith is
that he's a funny, colorful, zany guy. with
a rave talent for laughing at himself and
at the madness of the world. The other,
less obwious fact is that he’s an excep-
tionally bright, tough, dedicated veformer
who's done a vemarkable job of spear-
heading the national battle jor marijnana-
laie yeform. In his way, Keith is just as
impressive a figure as Ralph Nader and—
knowing both men—I can testify that
he's a hell of a lot more fun to be
arcined. T was particularly pleased to do
the miterviewr, because it seems (o me that
our ultravespectable national media have
largely tgnoved the story of the remark-
able burst of recent marijuana-law vefonn
and it appears appropriate that Keitle
shonld be allowed 1o tell the full story
himself, since he did so much to make
i happen.”

PLAYBOY: Keith. you've been lobbving for
marijuani-lw reform for six and a half
years, Eight stues have abolished ariminal
penalties for the smoker. with similar re-
forms curremtly being considered by the
Congress and more than 30 other states.
How doves this success make vou feel?
STROUP: It makes me [eel grear. I'll rell
vou how it leels. 1 was in Ohio in 1975
on the day the new Law went into effect. I
spoke at Kent State and there were these
guvs in the audience in bright-colored
bandleader  costumes,  like the Beales
worce on the Sgi. Pepper album, and alter-
ward. I talked 10 them and they trned
out to be dealers, just messing around,
celebrating 1the new law. That nighe I
went 10 a0 palty some gf.)ml old country
Ireaks gave 10 celebrate. They remed a
union hall outside Akron and hired a
band and decorated the place with papier-
miche joints and marijuana plans and
mvited 200 or 300 other [reaks. Now,
obviously, the local police knew those
people were smoking in there and they
could have caused trouble
PLAYBOY: Whut could they have done,
under the new law?

STROUP: For possession, they could have
fined evervone S100, which in that case
would have meant some $25.000 in fines
for that little community. But the point
15 that the police chose o leave themn
alone, 10 give the new law a chance, and
everybody had a fine tme. Those Ohio
prople were really happy. Some of them
had attended our first NORML confer-
ence, back in 1972, Now they have a
wemendous feeling of pride at being
part of this successlul political movement.

I feel that way. too.

PLAYBOY: You mentioned your 1972 con-
ference, which was something ol a hasco.
It, in isell. is a measure of how f[ar
NORDMIL has come, isn't it?

STROUP: | think so. We made every pos-
sible mistake on that conference, begin-
ning with its mume—the Fust Anmual
People’s Pot Conference. People’s had the
wrong  connotation; it sounded like a
meeting of doped-up Communists. At that
point, we were uying desperately 1o de-
velop a middle-class constituency lor the
marijuwana issue, but we had the confer-
ence in the middle of the week. when
middle-class people were working, and we
didn’t charge admission, so we ended up
with 90 percent  frcaks, people who
couldn’t help wus because they weren't
plugged into the political system.

PLAYBOY: And somebody got busted.
STROUP: He was an actvist from Texas, a
disc jockey who had some wet marijuana.
So he raised the hood of his G to dry it
on the engine, at which point some plain-
dothesmen marched over Irom across the
street and busied him. Which, ol course,
becime the big news story ol our first

“Tothe establishment,
marijuana was seen not
simply asa mild intoxicant
but asa symbol of radicalism
and permissiveness—
everything that
threatened them.”

conference. Not a great start. But, as you
point out, by the time of our third con-
ference, in 1974, the issue had progressed,
Dr. Robert DuPont. the direcor ol the
National Institwie on Drug Abuse, and
President Nixon's main drug advisor, was
our main speaker, and he ook the occa-
sion 1o call for decriminalization. The
next year, we featured Ramsey Clark, and
this past year, the program included both
Hunter Thompson and then-candidate
Jimmy Carter's advisor Dr. Peter Bourne.
So 1 guess you could say we've gone
respeciable.

PLAYBOY: What do you think caused the
dramatic increase in marijuana use in the
U. 5. in the past ten or twelve years?
STROUP: | think it was part of the social
upheaval cused by the war in Vietnam.
Many voung people were rejecting estab-
lishment values i various ways, They
wanted their own styles of dress, their own
music and even their own way ol getting
high. So they rejected alcohol and made
marijuana i symbol of their freedomn [rom
the old values. OF wurse, T happen to
think it’s a bewer high, too. But the sym-

bolism cut both ways. To the establish-
ment. marijuana was seen not simply as
a mild imoxicant but as a symbol ol
radicalism and permissiveness—everything
that threatened them,

PLAYBOY: Given that hostility—some of
which obviously still exists—how was it
possible 10 get a reform movement started?
STROUP: It was possible because more and
more white. middle-class kids were getting
arrested every year. In 1975, there were
more than 400,000 arresis. Something had
to give. Even the politicians were getting
those calls that hegin, “Dad, I'm in jail.”
That’s a cruel way 1o change attitudes. but
it [orces busy people to take a hard look
the issue. Mike Stepanian, a San Frandasco
delense attorney, and I have been working
on a case m the Ozarks in sonthwest Mis-
souri. where a 19%-yvear-old sophomore was
sentenced 1o 12 yeurs in prison for selling
five dollars’ worth of marijuana o a
Iriend. Most parents, forced o dedide
cither that their culd is a aiminal who
should be jailed or that the Liw is an ass,
decide that the Taw is an ass.

PLAYBOY: And many parents have come
aromnd 10 feeling the law was—or is—
M1 LT

STROUP: Yes, and the dearest evidence
caume in 1970, when Congress finally
lowered the Federal penalty lor mari-
Juena possession from a felony 10 a
misdemeanor.

Now, this same law included some ter-
rible provisions. such as classilving munri-
juana on Schedule One, along  with
heroin, thereby making it unavailable as
a medicine, even it a physician had @
legitimate need for it, That is particularly
ironic in light ol recent rescarch—cor-
roborated by the Government—indicating
its cltectiveness in treating glancoma, a
leading cause of blindness, and in wreat-
ing the side effeas of chemotherapy
experienced by many  cincer  patients.
NORMUL has a suit pending against the
Drug Enlorcement Adminisiration seeking
the reclassihcuion ol marijuana o a low-
er schedule. once again making it available
as a medicine.

But the penalies for marijuana pos-
session were lowered. Within lour yeurs,
virtwally every state had followed suit.
And, of course, that was the time we were
stting NORML, so as the states were
going {rom a lelony o a misdememor.
we were saying, “Hey, let’s go a siep
furither and remove cariminal  penalties
entirely.”

PLAYBOY: Perluaps you'd better make clear
the difference between deeriminalizition
and legalization.

STROUP: Well, when possession is classified
as cither a misdemeanor or a felony. that
means smoking grass is a crimminal offense
for which you can be arrested and jailed.
At the other extreme. you have legaliza-
tion, which means marijuana could be
produced and sold commercially, like cig-
arettes or alcohol. There would be a




legally regulated market. Decriminaliza-
tion is a kind of halfway step, a ccase-fire.
It means that you siop mresting people
for smoking marijuana, while maintain-
ing a criminal prohibition against sellers.
Smoking is still discouraged, but  the
penalty, il any, is a fine, not jul, enforced
with a atation rather than an arrest.
PLAYBOY: Docs NORML advocite legal-
1Ltion?

STROUP: No. We would like to see some
serions study undertaken to develop and
analyze  various  potential  legalizaion
models, so that states in the future will
have the inlormation they need, should
some ol them decide to take this step. But
for now, we view such a change as pre-
miture. Our immediate goal is deorim-
inalization.

PLAYBOY: But you do sce legalization of
marijuana at the end of the road, don't
you?

STROUP: Definitelyv. 1 think that by 1978,
about half the states will have decriminal-
ized, and the debate will start to focus on
legalization. I expect the first states to
legalize within five to seven years, Some
will legalize and some won't, just as the
states have diflerent liquor laws.

PLAYBOY: How would legalization work?
STROUP: No one knows. It legalization
came tomorrow, we'd probably follow the
aleohol model, with private production
and state regulation and mxation. Prob-
ably, the tobacco companics would take
over the business, since they already have
the land and the Licilities 1o produce and
distribure marijuana  cigarettes.  Person-
allyv. however, | wouldn’t want to see that
happen.

PLAYBOY: Why?

sTRoup: I'd like to see nonprofit corpo-
rations grow and sell legal marijuana,
with the profits going to drug education
and rehabilitation programs instead ol 10
the 1obacco companies. But I recognize
that they probably have the power 10 take
over the business.

PLAYBOY: What happens then?

STROUP: Once legalization arrives, we've
entered the consumer phase of the mari-
juani issue and the goal will be 10 see
that the marijuana user ges a fair deal.
PLAYBOY: It whit regind?

STROUP: For one thing, we need laws that
permit the user o grow his own mari-
Juna—-private cultivation. So Lir. even
the states that have deaiminalized use
have kept criminal penaliies for cultiva-
tion, except Alaska. That doesnt make
sense—to say you o smoke ic but vou
Gt grow it—but its o political wrade-oll
we had 10 accept. What we do. once we
ser decriminalization. s o go back the
next year with a cultivation bill, or chal-
lenge the consdtntionality of the cultiva-
tion pemalties in the courts. We're doing
thitt now in Oregon and California,
PLAYBOY: Il people can grow itheir own,
will they buy legalized marijuana?

STROUP: Surc. You can grow your own to-
matoes, but most people prefer the conven-

ience of buying them at the supermarket.
The things we'll have to push for, once
grass is legal and regulated, are that the
regulators provide a decent quality of
marijuana, the price is fair, the place and
hours of sale are reasonable, things like
thar.

PLAYBOY: You mentioned regulation. How
do vou think taxes should be handled?
STROUP: If marijuana must be axed, I'd
like to see the money go for drug educa-
tion and rehabilitation. We in the drug
culture should admit there are casualtics
1o drug use and we should 1ake responsi-
bility for them, just as the alcohol and
tobacco people should take responsibility
lor their casualties!

PLAYBOY: What abour advertising?

STROUP: I'm totally against it. We want
legalization  without  commercialization.
People should be educated about drugs.
and  what they do to you, but they
shouldn’t be pressured into using them.
PLAYBOY: Where does the best marijuana
come from?

STROUP: | think Southeast Asian grass is
the best in the world. And there’s grass
coming out of the island of Maui. Hawaii,

“Southeast Asian grass is
the best in the world. And
there’s grass coming out
of the island of Maw,
Hawaii ... that s the best

I've ever smoked.”

that costs 5200 an ounce and that 1s the
best I've ever smoked. The people Irom
High Tones magazine brought some to
the NORML conlerence Last year.
PLAYBOY: What other good grass is there?
STROUP: \Well, on the East Coast, you get a
lot of good Colombian, selling [or $30 0
$50 an ounce. And there’s good grass out
of Jamaca. Bu 90 percent ol the grass
sold in this counny stll comes [rom Mex-
ico, although it’s not the highest grade.
PLAYBOY: Whao's hringing in all this mari-
juana? Is it organized erime?

STROUP: Not in the sense of the Malia.
What you usually have are groups ol six
or cight college sundents, or young proles-
sionals, who put up a few thousand dol-
Irs each and vent a plane and fly 10
Mexico or Colombia and bring hadk sev-
eral hundved pounds ol marijuana. 1Cs
middleclass organized arime, people who
wouldn’t deal in heroin or cocaine but
who think there’s a certain glamor 1o
dealing marijuana. It’s an outlaw culture,
with the dealer as the modern  Jesse
James. Theyre in it for the mystique as
much as for the profits.

PLAYBOY: What have been your contacts
with marijuana dealers?

STROUP: When I speak on campuses, often
some dealer will come up and identify
himself. He'll say something like, “Those
of us in the business appreciate what
you're doing.” They want recognition, like
anvone else. We have other contacts. For
example, a dealer recently gave us two
ounces of good Colombian 10 use at
NORNMIL’s conference party.

PLAYBOY: Do they ever offer money?
STROUP: Sometimes. 1 think some dealers
aren’t sure how to relate to us. After all,
il we brought about legalization, we'd
put them out of business. Bur occastonally
we receive anonyimous contributions, a
few of which may come from dealers.
PLAYBOY: How much?

STROUP: The only large gilt was S10.000
lelt in small bills at our Washington,
D.C, ofice. A stranger left the money,
along with a note daiming it was from a
conlederation of dealers.

PLAYBOY: What did vou do?

STROUP: | called the press.

PLAYBOY: Why?

STROUP: I thought it might be some kind
of setup by the Government. T wanted
SOME WILICSSes.

PLAYBOY: Were you able to keep the
money?

STROUP: Absolutely. I would add, however.
that it could wipe us out politically if we
were seen as some sort ol front for deal-
ers. No respectable politiciim could work
with us. So we now have a policy to scg:
regiate all money that purports to come
from dealers and wse it only to defend
indigent marijuana delendams,

PLAYBOY: Some people think that the way
to handle legalization would be simply
to legalize the existing svsiem—in other
words, 1o let dealers operate openly. The
idea is that those people ran the visks
when grass was illegal and should reap
the profits when s legal. How do you
feel about that?

STROUP: A lcgal version of the neighbor-
hood-dealer system just might work. 1
think we should end the bootlegger/
black-market system, because it always
meins abuses, whether its in whiskey or
in marijuana. You don’t have age con-
trols or quality controls. And those are
basic  consumer-protective  devices  the
(“J\'(‘I'lll]'l('l" Ill‘ﬂ\'i(l(’.\ in other areas and
should provide here. 1 appreciate what
the dealers have done, and we've all felt
a sense of brotherhood in the past few
years. But whatever system of sales i
adopted should indude some method for
|)t‘uleclillg the consumer against the tra-
ditional abuses ol the market place.
PLAYBOY: You mean like hathtub gin dur-
ing Prohibition, which was supposed to
nake you go blind?

STROUP: Right. amd dope spiked with PCP
can mess your mind up. I mean, it's just
crazy not 1o regulate it. Right now, it's as
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casy for a 13-year-old kid to buy unregu-
lated marijuana as it is for me.

PLAYBOY: You smoke a lot of marijuana.
Why?

STROUP: Because it's [un. Because I enjov
it. Ol the available recreational drugs,
marijuana  suits my  lifestyle best. It
doesn't leave you with a hangover and
it's less damaging to vour health than
other stuff. Actually, T think there are
two levels to the use ol marijuana or
other recreational drugs. The first s
sheer fun—the pleasure of the immediate
liigh. I smoke because it feels good or be-
cause I'm working on a project that's
horing and iUl put me in a better frime
of mind. But there’s a second level, at
which vou begin to develop a better sense
of awareness of yoursell and your place
in the universe. Drugs can tike you out
of vour hectie, wivial everyday life and
into a cosmic level where vou think about
where the hell we all came [rom and
where the hell we're all going. In that
sense, I ihink drugs can have very positive
emotional and philosophical beneits.
PLAYBOY: ‘I e main argument for recrea-
tional drug use is that it enhances your
varions experiences—whether it's sex or
music or watching the sun rise or what-
ever, But can’t people have equally good
expericnees without drugs? We're think
g ol praver, meditation, sclf-awareness,
and so on-—nonchemical highs.

STROUP: Certainly, some people have al-
witys used prayer and meditation to reach
a high stie, a state much like the one
other people get from drugs. Andy Weil,
the author of The Natural Mind, argues
that the goal [or most ol us should be
the ability o rveach that stite without
drugs. because it would be a pure high.
I would agree with that.

PLAYBOY: Then would you agree that in
the best ol all possible worlds,  we
wouldu't liave drugs:

sTROUP: Well. in the best of all possible
worlds, we wouldn’t wse drugs desiruc
tively. But I'm not willing 10 rule o
recreational drug use. The thing is, we
don’t live in the best of all possible
worlds. In this world, we should have
the goal of mininizing destructive drug
use, bur 1 dou’t think we should inter-
lere with the individual who wants o nse
drugs in a positive way.

PLAYBOY: You usually reler to nurijuana
as grass. Some people say pot. There are
other terms. Can you explain that?
STROUP: 'There are a lot ol terms. Some
ol them are interesting. Boo is one 've
always liked. That's whit blacks in and
around New Orleans used decades ago.

Of course, you've got (e, mavyjne,

reeler, marijuana, grass, dope. hemp. pot,

weed. | think that sometmes politicans
play games with these names. 1 people in
the media, lor example, have @ particular
ax to grind, they make it sound cither less
or more threatening,

PLAYBOY: Govass is a Iriendly word.

STROUP: Yeah. ot is hard and laesh, 1

think. Dope is terrible. You will notice
that some headline writers refer 1o all
marijuana arrests as dope busts.

PLAYBOY: Doesn’t the word marijuana
have a sinister, loreign sound?

STROUP: Well, we all have xenophobia.
You're right. I suspect thar if marijmana
had a good. American-nuddle-classsound-
ing name, rather than a Mexican name
that has a solt J sound, we might have
moved along on this issuc a little quicker.
PLAYBOY: How about marigohl?

STROUP: Right. Wasin't that what Senator
Everett Divksen wanted 1o make the na-
tional lower?

PLAYBOY: Yes, ind we suppose there are
people who'd like 1o make marijuan: the
national llower.

STROUP: Listen, lor some ol us it fras been
lor quite a while. In fact, in a recent poll
taken by the flovist group, FTD, to select
a national flower, marijuana was the lead-
ing write-in cindidate.

PLAYBOY: There's an entire marijuana cul-
ture springing up in America, isn't there?
STROUP: Yes, there are at least 13,000,000
regular smokers in America and NORNML
represents them lmli|i(;;|[ly. In publishing,

“We should have the goal of
nmunimizng destructive drug
use, but Idon’t think we
should interfere with the
individual who wants to

use drugsin a positive way.”

you have High Times, Rush and Head,
all magazines direated 1o smokers that
have rceached mass circulanion now. You
have hip  businessmen—the  marijuana
millionatres. Not just the  dealers bt
people who are imo paraphernalia, head
shops. things Hke that. 1 know a [ellow
who started out selling cigarette papers
about the time we started NORML who's
now the nmjor distributor of paper and
paraphernalia o the U S, and grosses
about SE.000,000 & vear. Fvery year in
New York, the mation’s houtique own-
ers have a convention, and there’s a see-
tion ol head-shop people and it's a wild
scene. You go Irom booth.
sampling  drugs  they're giving  away—
grass, cocaine, even  laughing gas they
pass out in balloons.

PLAYBOY: Let's talk about how NORNML
aperates and what vou've doue 1o get the
laws changed. You mentioned the 1970
Federal law lowering the penalties for
possession. Were there other milestones?
STROUP: Yes. The next milestone—per-
haps the biggest one ol all—was  the
report issued by the National Commis-
sion on Marijuana and Drug Abuse in

hooth 10

March of 1972. Here you had a Nixen-
appointed, blue-ribbon, ultrarespectable
commission, which conducted the most
exhaustive study ever made of marijuina
use, spending two years and 54,000,000,
and  concluded  that  marijuana was
relatively harmless when smoked in mod-

eration  and  that its use should be
deariminalized.
PLAYBOY: Nixon rcjecied the report,

didn’t her

stROUP: He not only rejected i, he de-
nounced it. He implied thae all those ul-
trarespectable figures he'd appointed 1o
the commussion had somehow turned into
crazies. That was an election vear, ol
counse, and George McGovern Enored
deariminalizition,  so, natwrally,  Nixon
opposed it But the point is that it didn’t
matter what Nixon said. The report spoke
for isclf. No honest. open-minded legis-
Ltor could ignore it. From that pointe on,
decriminalizetion was just a mager ol time.
PLAYBOY: Aud Orcgon led the way.
STROUP: That's right—Oregon was the
next milestone. In Ocober ol 1973, 1t
hecame the hrst state to deaviminalize. s
legislature made the possession ol up o
an ounce punishable by @ maximum civil
finc of 5100, Frankly, we were surprised,
We didn't expect them to move so quickly.
PLAYBOY: Why did they?

STROUP: It wis a combination ol things.
The bill had sapport Irom then-governor
Tom McCall, a progressive Republican.
It also had the support of Pat Horton, an
inmovative district attorney who had ex-
perimented  with  decaiminalization  in
Lane County. He westilied that marijuana
arests were a waste ol police resources.
The influential Portland City Club was
persiaded 1o endorse decriminalization.
And  several  voung  legishuors  made
marijuana-law retorm a high-priority issae.
They persuaded a Glvear-old conservative
Republican hog Eovmer—literally, a hog
Farmer—named  Stalford Hansell to co-
sponsor the bill.

PLAYBOY: \What was the impact ol Ore-
gon’s action on other states?

STROUP: No other stue took action for
more than a vear. But Oregon gave us
invaluable dat 1o use in other staes. A
lot of people had assumed thae it you de-
criminalized, suddenly evervone would be
stoned all the time. In fact. survevs by the
Drug Abuse Council have shown that
the rate ol smoking stayed the same. So we
began Hying avound the country 1o dozens
ol states, armed with the marijuana-com-
niission report and - the Oregon data.
NORMI, had a kind ol portable task
force of experts we would make available
for state legislative hearings.

PLAYBOY: Whao were some ol your experts?
STROUP: Dv. Tom Ungerleider, a psychia-
st at UCLA who was a Presidential
appointee to the Commission on Mari-
juana; Pat Hornon. the distia aunorney
from  Oregon:  University  of - Virginia
professor Richard Bonnie, [ormer associ-
ate director of the marijuama commission;




Dr. Dorothy Whipple, who's both a
grandmother and a noted pediatrician;
Dv. David Smith, who founded the
Haight-Ashbury Free Medical Clinic; Dr.
Lester Grinspoon of Harvard, who wrote
Marijuana  Reconsidered; Dr. Norman
Linberg, also of Harvard, a noted re-
scarcher and author; John Fmlator, who
retred a lew years ago as the depury
direcctor of the old Burcan of Narcotics
and Dangerous Drugs but who now speaks
out for decriminalizition.

PLAYBOY: Do most people who are active
in the relorm movement smoke griass?
STROUP: Most do but by no means all. I've
vistted about 40 states. and smoked i all
ol them, often along with young doctors,
lawyers and legisliuors who are support-
ing relorm. There was a time m January
of 1974, when 1 amived in Picrre, South
Dakota, with some ol our expert wit-
nesses. One was Finlmor, the counuy's
lormer number-two nare. John cnjoys a
lew drinks. Another was D Whipple, a

lovely woman, 76 vears ol age, who con-
tnues a lull pediame practice while lec
turing as a clinical professor of pediawrics
at Georgetown University School of Medi
cine. It was a Sunday night, and about 20
degrees below zevo. and as soon as we'd
checked into owr motel rooms, John and
Dorothy said they were going down to the
bar 10 get a drink. 1 said 1 thought I'd just
stay in my room. Well, a lew minutes
later, John called [rom the lobby and said.
“There's no bar—this danm town 1s dry
on Sundav!™ I said, “Well. mv Iricnd. we
smokers don’t have that problem. We
carry our bar with us.” So they came hack
to my room and we all smoked grass. The
crazy thing was, there were some whiskey
lobbyists m 1the next room—the motel
owner told us about them—and we could
hear them Lrughing and drinking hooze
while we marijuana lobbyists Liughed and
smoked grass in our room.

I remember one ume e in 1972
when I was in Texas and I'd been out
smoking the night before, The next alter-
noon, we were touring the Texas state
prison, talking to those poor bastds who
were in there Tor en to twemy vears ¢s-
sentially for doing the sime thing I'd
done the nighe before. So that’s what i's
all about—fighting the injustice of people
locked in prison lor getting high.

PLAYBOY: Is that vowr basic motivation,
outrage at the fact that people are being
jatled lor smoking marijuanaz

STROUP: Ceriaindy that's im owrage, but
it goes even decper than thin. The [t
is that most smokers don't go 1o jail.
But were still an oppressed minority.
There's a loss ol human dignity. You're
subject to the arbitrary power ol any cop
on the street. I am assure you that T feel
the same emotional outrage when T hear
some legislators discussing whether or not
I should be subject o mrese that a black
person or a woman does when he or she's
being denied equal rights.

PLAYBOY: Arc all those people in Texas
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out of prison now?

STROUP: Most ol them are. In 1973, Texas
reduced possession [rom a felony with a
possible lile sentence 10 a maximum  six
months in jail. We got a provision in the
bill that made it possible for those then in
prison to apply for resentencing under
the new law; in other words. you applied
the new penalties to people who'd been
imprisoned under the old law—but the
Texas Court of Criminal Appeals, in 2
really shocddy dedsion, struck down the
resentencing provision, Finally, due large-
ly to the cftorts ol then-Representative
Ronald Larle, Governor l)ulpll Briscoc set
up Project Star, a pawole program [or
marijuana  offenders. It ok  several
months, but more than 500 prisoners
have been released.

PLAYBOY: To pick up the thread of our
chronology:
STROUP: Where were we? You pick it up.
PLAYBOY: Oregon was the fost state to
deariminalize, in 197%; no states acted in
1971, then things began o break loose
in 1975,

STROUP: That’s right. As the ycar began,
we knew that several state legislatures
were close to decriminalization and, as it
turned out. Alaska was the first to act.
PLAYBOY: What happened up there?
STROUP: There was crucial leadership by
one young state senator, Tarry Miller, a
conservative Republican who had previ-
ously sponsored a right-to-privacy consti-
tutional amendment. People understood
that he wasn't a spokesman lor the drug
culture but was truly interested in indi-
vidual rights. And. as in Oregon, vou had
a fairly loose, independentminded society,
willing 10 try new ideas. So the bill passed
in May. providing for a S100 fine. but the
governor, a Republicin mamed  Jav S
Hammond, threatened 1o vewo it We
quickly {lew Dr. Ungerleider and Horton
to Alaska and they mlked to the governor
and to the head of the state police, who'd
been a leader of the opposition, and by
the time they finished. the governor had
decided not o veto the bill.
PLAYBOY: And then the state
court stepped in.

STROUP: Shortly alter the bill patssed,
the Alaska Supreme Court held unani-
mously that under the state constitution,
an individual’s right to privacy included
the right 1o grow marijuana and smoke it
privately. The court said. “The cllects of
marijuana on the individual are not seri-
ous enough 1o justily widespread concern,
at least as compaved with the far more
dangerous cffeas of alcohol. barbitunrates
and amphetamines.” So Alaska is now the
only state where it’s perfealy legal to
grow it. smoke It and give it away—in
private. The only thing you can’t do is 10
sell it. NORNMIL is now raising similar
constitutional issues in a dozen Federal
and state courts.

PLAYBOY: And they probably prow lousy
prass,

STROUP: | haven't had the pleasure of test-

supremc

ing their local product, but they claim it's
good. It's a short growing season, but they
have that 24-hour day up there.

PLAYBOY: Alaska white?

STROUP: Well. they claim 1o grow cabbages
double size, so who knows about mari-
juana? [ think there’ll be more than oil
coming down that new pipeline.

PLAYBOY: Which states acted nexi?

STROUP: Both Maine and Colorado passed
decriminalization bills in June of 1975.
California was a more complicated politi-
cal battle, To begin with, you originally
had Governor Ronald Reagan and the
repressive mentaliy he represents. During
his term, he vewoed three bills 10 lower
marijuana penalties, so you still had a
law that permitted a ten-vear felony sen-
tence for possession ol a single joint. Over
100,000 Calitornians cach year were re-
ceiving felony records for minor mari-
juana offenses.

PLAYBOY: You'd had some political frustra-

nons - Caltflornia back in 1972, hadn't
you?
STROUP: Oh, yes. That was the year that

Amorphia,  the counterculiure  group
started by Mike Aldvich—who happened
to have the first Ph.D. in marijuana lolk-
lore—and the California Marijuana Ini-
tiative. founded by Bav Area attorney Leo
Paoli, collected $40.000 signatures to get
i decriminalization referendum on the
1972 ballot. Now, that was a major
achievement in itsell, but when it cane
to publicizing the issue, we had some
dillerences in style. They were forming
groups with names like Grannies for Grass
and Jocks for Joints, and in one town
they wanted to sponsor a softhall game,
with the Jocks for Joints to play stoned,
against some straight guys, to prove that
griss doesn’t impair vou physicallv. That
sort of thing drove me up the wall. We
at NORML were trying to make mari-
juana a serious issue and they were going
to settle it with a softball game, Tt was a
classic conflict between the middle-class
reformers and the counterculturists.
PLAYBOY: What was the outcome?

STROUP: ‘The initiative was deleated by
about two to one. Which is a bad deleat
in terms ol conventional politics. but it
was still impressive that almost 3,000,000
people voted for a decriminalization ini-
tative in 1972 And the public debate
that resulted during the initiative cim-
paign helped bring about a vastly en-
lightened public view about marijuana.
PLAYBOY: Lventually, you merged with
Amorphia, didn’t you?

STROUP: Yes. Its president, Gordon Brow-
nell. who, incidentally, prior to 1970, had
worked in the Nixon White House and
later for Reagan, became NORML's
West Coast coordinator, and Mark Heat-
linger moved to Washington. D.C., 10 be-
come NORNML'S business manager,
PLAYBOY: So in three years you'd pone
from Jocks lor Joints 10 a victory in the
Caltlornia legishure.

STROUP: LEssentially, yes. It was all pant of



the process. As 1975 begamn, California
had a new governor, Jerry Brown, who
favored decriminalization, and by the
spring, a decriminalization bill was - mov-
ing through the legislature right on sched-
ule. It passed the waditionally conservative
state senate with the sponsorship of
George Moscone, who was the Democratic
majority leader and then became mavyor of
San Francisco. Then it went over to the
more liberal assembly, where our sponsor
was Alan Sieroty, a Democrat from West
Los Angeles and a Jongtime supporter of
decriminalization, and where we thought
we'd have no problem. But we were wrong.
PLAYBOY: Why?

STROUP: We had underestimated the con-
servative Republicans from Southern Cal-
ifornia and how far they would go 1o play
politics with the issue. We needed 41
votes to pass the bill and we were count-
ing on four Republican votes, along with
37 Democratic votes. But a Republican
maverick, a John Birch type from Orange
County named John Briges, invoked the
unit rule on his delegation. That meant
that because two thirds of the Republi-
cans opposcd the bill, the others had to
oppose it, too, or risk being drummed
out of the party. Several younger Republi-
cans who wanted to vote with us, some
of whom were smokers themselves, were
anguished by this. but they weren't will-
ing to defy their party leadership.
PLAYBOY: What was the Republican

leader’s motive?
strRoup: Well, 1o begin with, he was an
absolutely incredible character, right out
of the Thirties. He talked about mari-
juana addicts and sexual orgies—he be-
lieved the whole “reefer madness” thing.
Bry(md that, he thought he saw a guml
political issue. Most Democrats had pre-
viously supported a sexual-rights bill, and
he thought he could brand the Democrats
as the party of gay sex and marijuana. But
he had to keep all the Republicans in
line to make it stick.
PLAYBOY: Did he?
STROUP: On the first roll call, we got only
38 votes, all Democatic, out of the 41
we needed. The bill was abled until we
could come up with three more votes.
PLAYBOY: Was that when you went ot to
California?
STROUP: Yes. | spent three weeks there
before the second vote was taken.
PLAYBOY: Doing what?
STROUP: The first thing I did was to con-
tact some prominent Democrats in Cali-
fornia, some celebrities, some businessmen,
some who smoke, some who'd given
money to NORML in the past, and T
nude sure they called or sent a telegram
to the Democratic leaders in the assembly
to let them know that it wasn’t just a freak
issue, it was a priority issue with the kind
of people who give money to Democrats,
We then pitched our argument 1o the
Democrats in Sacramento: “Look, 105,000

people were arrested for marijuana in
California last vear and il you don’t re-
lease four vores, il happen again next
vear.” I don’t know if they were swayed
by the merits of the argument. by the
state-wide leter-writing campaign our Cal-
ifornia office had coordinated, by the influ-
ential Demoarats who were alling the
capitol, or by the calls thar Governor
Brown mide; but when the second vore
came, four Democrats miraculously sup-
ported the bill who hadn’t supported it
before, and we won, 12-34, without a
single Republican vote. So now, it's the
only misdemeanor in the California code
for which you can’t be arresied, only cited
and fined up o S100.

PLAYBOY: And, finally, vou got 10 Ohio.
STROUP: That's right, and I think it's an-
other milestone.

PLAYBOY: Why?

STROUP: Because it's waditionally such a
conservative state. You'd expea us 1o win
in Colorado or California, which have
well-defined marijuana cultures; but when
you win in Ohio, you'rc moving into
middle America. the real heartland.
PLAYBOY: How did it happen?

STROUP: Essentially, it happened when we
were able o mobilize conservative polit-
ical support,

One of the most dramatic things that
happened was Art Linkletter's supporting
decriminalization belore the Ohio legisha-
ture. His daughter fell—or jumped—out
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a window and was Killed several years ago,
supposedly while using LSD. and after
that. he wis an amidrug orusider lor a
while, but he whd the legislators, “We've
sent far oo nany young people to jail. . ..
I'm not solt on drugs, I'm solt on people.”
[ think the Ohio vicory opens up the
entive Midwest. 1 don’t see how Illinois
and Indiana and those other Midwestern
stites can keep locking Kids up for smok-
ing grass alier Ohio has decriminalized.
That was evident in 1976, an clection year
and thus am extremely dithenlt time for
social issues, when South Dakota and
Minnesota joined the lise,
PLAYBOY: Wit states do vou expect to
dearimmalize nexi?
STROUP: I cxpect the rest ol the upper
Midwest 1o pass bills this year—ihat would
indude Wisconsin and Michigan and pos-
sibly Hlinoss. Also. Hawaii and Washing-
ton should act—that would complete the
West Coast states. On the East Coast, we
hope to win Massachusets, New  Jersey,
Pennsvivanin and New York. New York,
which has one of the worst marijuana laws
in the coumry and one ol the highest
concentrations ol smokers. is our num
beroue  priovity. Frank  Fioramont,
NORMIL's New Yok coordinator, is
optimistic about getting a bill through this
vaar. Inothe Southwest, we are Logeting
our clions in Arizona and New Mexico.
Bevond that. the Midwest and the South
will take longer but are beginning to
move. We exped 1o have bills considered
inat least 30 stares this year.
PLAYBOY: Weve been talking about your
successes, bur you've had your setbacks,
too. Wiashington, D.C., was one.
STROUP: It swre was. The new D.C. city
council first voted for decriminalization by
cight to [our. We thought that was it But
under pressure from Congressman Charles
Diggs. the chaimian of the House Com-
mittee on the Disirict of Columbia, and
from a coalivion of Baptist ministers, the
city council reversed itself on a second
vote and abled the bill indelinitely. So
marijuana renains illegal in D.C, and
cach year another 2500 people are need-
lessly and wragically arvested. We are going
to try again this vear in the District.
PLAYBOY: You scem to rely heavily on
media exposure for vour lobbying cflorts,
STROUP: "T'luat’s right. I can't go to a Sen-
ator and say. “Either you support my bill
or we'll defear yvou in the next election!”
The National Rille Associmion can say
that, because it’s got computers, millions
ol dollars and millions of organized vorers,
S0 NORML s main leverage comes from
being better informed than our opponents
and  gerting the [aas our through the
media.
PLAYBOY: Have the media been receptive?
STROUP: Yes, I think they want o do a fair
job. Certainly, a good number of younger
reporters are smokers. The wouble was
that for 35 years you heard only the anti-
marijuana side ol the story. One ol
NORDMUL's biggest jobs is 1o counter lalse

and  misleading  statements  about  mari
Juana, particularly medical statements.
PLAYBOY: Despite the marijuana commis
ston’s report. which said that moderate
marijuana use was harmless. we continue
o see newspaper reports of medical stud-
ies that sav marijuana makes men impo-
tent or causes birth deleas or whatever.
How do you explain this?

STROUP: ['he fact is that of the hundreds
ol researchers in this country and abroad
who are studying marijuana. there are a
lew who are simply antmarijuana. Their
rescarch  always  supports  their - precon-
ceived notions. Traditionally, they've gone
belore Senator James Fastland's subcom-
mittee and we've had another day ol hear
mgs on the “killer drug™ that Eastlind
S s turning young people into Usemi-
rombics.” But upon examination, alinost
all of these studies prove o be incon-
clusive or misleading. We've had a lot ol
suceess in knocking them down and dis-
couraging others. The fact is that since
the marijuanie-commission report in 1972,
every reputable study has confirmed its
finding abour marijuana’s cusmg 1o
serious physical or mental il effects. This

“Since the marijuana-
comnussion reportin 1972,
cuery reputable study has
confirmed its finding about
marijuana’s causing no
serious physical or
mental ill effects.”

includes studies by Consumers Union, the
Drug Abuse Council, the National Insti-
tute on Drug Abuse and the U. S, Army.
PLAYBOY: "I hie Army says marijuany is OK?
STROUP: Ycs. ‘'The Army spent S382,000 10
have Dr. J. H. Mendelson of Harvard
Medical School conduct a comprehensive
study to see il heavy marijuana smoking—
seven to ten joints a dayvl—would hurt
young men, Well. for better or worse, his
linding was that it didn't. And do you
know what the Army did with that report?
Sat on it for 15 months, wmil NORNMLs
chicl counsel, Peter Mevers, filed a Free-
dom of Inlormation Act request 1o see it
Needless to say, il the study had shown
that mavijuana was harmiul, the Army
would have released it immediately. proba-
bly at a press conlerence.

PLAYBOY: We've discussed state legislaion,
What abour the clfort 10 get a dearim-
inalization Lill through the U, S, Congress?
STROUP: We've made very linde progress
there.  Deariminalization has  run up
against the seniority svstem, In the Senate,
Eastland won't let it out of his Judiciary
Committee. In the House, it has been

blocked by Paul Rogers, who's the chair-
man ol a subcommitce on health. We
continue to talk to Rogers and to urge our
Florada members 1o write to him. He's not
opposcd o decriminalization, but he says
he doesn't think his constituents are quite
ready lor it vet. Realistically. we expect
the hrst serious consideration in Congress
during the current session.

PLAYBOY: Who have been your main sup-
porters in Congress?

STROUP: In the House, Ed Koch, a4 Demo-
crat Irom New York. He conceived ol the
Commission on  Marijuana  and  intro-
duced the first  decriminalization  bill,
which now has about 3 cosponsors in the
House. On the Senate side, Jacob Javits ol
New York, who served on the marijuana
commission, and Birch Bayh ol Indiana
have  been our  strongest  supporters,
with others including Gary Hart, Alan
Cranston. Gavlord Nelson. Flovd Haskell
and Ed Brooke. IF deariminalization came
1o a vote, we might have the support of
1 Senators, mostly liberals, but what we
don’t have ver are the major conservatives
such as Barry Goldwater. Once we pick
them up, we'll win in Congress, just as we
won in Ohio and Colorado when we got
conservanve support. I think the conserva-
uve politicians understand the issue now,
but they don’t think their constituents are
ready to accept @ new marijuama policy.
Actually, a vue Jellersonian conservative
would say the Govermment has no busi-
ness telling people what they can grow
and smoke.

PLAYBOY: Ler's walk about how vou got
into this rather strange business. You have
a preuy straight, middle-American back-
ground, haven't you?

STROUP: Straight as an wrow. [ grew up
on a farm in southern Ilinois in a society
that was rural, redneck, Republicin and
Southern Baptist. My [ather was a [armer,
later a modest building contractor. and
finally & Government housing bureaucrat.
My mother works as a nurse’s aide. We
were really dirt poor, but we didn’t know
it, because so was evervone clse we kuew.
It was a society that thought pleasure was
a sin and you had 10 sulfer your way into
heaven.

PLAYBOY: Then you went ol 1o college
and discovered pleasure.

STROUP: Right. I went off to the University
ol Hlinois at (Jh;tmlmign-l’-rl-:m:-, which,
ol course, I thought was the pimacle of
academic excellence. I had been near the
top of my class in high school, and had
heen vice-presideut of my diss. so o leater
nity ok me in and I spem the next
couple ol years discovering booze and
women and rving to become Joe College.
PLAYBOY: But having a lew disciplinary
problems, we believe.

STROUP: Ycah, this haternity brother and
I would occasionally get drank and il o
pizza plice and have them deliver a pizza
1o the sorority house across the soreet:
then when the deliveryman would walk
up to the sorority-house door, we'd rip ofl




a couple of pizzas from the back ol his
wruck. But evenrually, we got caught and
I was put on probation.

At that point. 1 didn’t know what
narijuana was. [ think I saw some once
at a party, but the people using it were
artsy-craftsy types, the kind we considered
arazies on the left, and I never thought of
using it. Actually, the hrst drug 1 ever
used  was uppers—amphetamines. We'd
ger them Irom the football players in
my [raternity. They used them to play
loothall and we used them to study for
exams. But it never occurred 1o us to
use them l[or [un.

PLAYBOY: A boozer. a pizza thiel. a speed
[reak—uwhat came next?

STROUP: ‘I he summer after my sophomore
year, I was in summer school and | was
living in a house offcampus. I was then
vice-president ol my Iraternity and  we
decided 10 have a rush party for new
pledges in the house 1 was renting, so we
could have beer and women, which were

forbidden m the [raternity houses. So
we had our illegal party, but one of the
rushees was the son of a campus cop. and

he wrned us in. Since T was already on
probation. they kicked me out of school
lor “conduct unbecoming a student.” Try
explaining that 1o your Southern Bapuist
parents.

PLAYBOY: What did you do then?

STROUP: What could 1 dor 1 joined the
Peace Corps. They sent me 1o New Mex-
1o for waining and I eventually hgured
out that my traming class was a special
group of luck-ups of various sorts. And
they were training  us—losers that we
were—to build adobe shithouses in rural
Colombia. Well, I'd just spent 18 years on
a farm, and there was no way | was going
1o spend two vears building adobe shit-
houses in rural Colombia.

PLAYBOY: So you became a Peace Corps
dropout?

sTROUP: Right. I wrote the Peace Corps a
long essay, telling them  exaaly how
Tucked up I thonght they were—that was
my hrst ofhcial lashing out at the system,
I guess. the first time I thought maybe the
system was wrong instead ol me. But I
still couldn’t gee back into the University
of Hlinois, so 1 finally found a Linde 1each-
er's college in Murray, Kemwucky, that
would take me, It was in a dry county
and some of us made spending money
bootlegging, running whiskey in from
Paducah.

PLAYBOY: Dealing. you might say.

sTROUP: We thought of it as a public
service. Anyway. the University ol Hlinois
finally let me back in lor my senior year.
When I gradumed in the summer of
1965, 1 hopped into my car and started
driving cast. 1 was so glad o ger out of
the [ucking Midwest that 1 didn't know
what to do.

PLAYBOY: You looked over your under
graduate career as pizza thicf, campus

troublemaker, Peace Corps dropout and
hootlegger, and you decided vour best
move was 1o go 1o Washington, study Jaw
and enter politics. Is that correct?

STROUP: Well, you could put it that way.
I was interested in politics, and law was
the waditional way that ambitious f[arm
boys got ahead. I had the idea that I'd
get my law degree, practice in Washing-
wn for a couple ol vears, then go back
10 southern Hlinois and run for Congress.
I was accepred by Georgetown University
Law School and graduated in 1968, and 1
had a good offer to go back home and
practice law; but by then, I'd decided 1
didn’t want 10 go back to southern 1l
nois and, instead, I ook a job as a lawyer
with the President’s Commission on Prod-
uct Safery. It was a two-year commission,
created by  Congress, that  examined
houschold products 1o decide which ones
were dangerous and should be taken off
the market. I got to set up hearings, select
witnesses, write testimony lor the commis-
sioners and stmulate press coverage of
the hearings. It was a good education in
public-interest law.

PLAYBOY: How did you progress from
product safety 1o marijuanaz

STROUP: It was a combination of things.
A [riend of mine got busted for pos-
session ol marijuana and asked me 10

“No one was doin g serious,
realistic work on [marijuana
reform]. It was as if,in
1965, you'd discovered
there was a warin Vietnam
but nobody had started

an anlfiwar movement.”

handle his case. I began looking avound
for basic data on marijuana—how many
people smoke. what its cffeas are—and
there just wasn’t any. You had the Gov-
ernment putting out outdated.  exagger-
ated antimarijuana caims and, on the
other side, you had a few Tim Leary types
who were saying marijuana was the an-
swer 1o the world's problems, but vou
had no one doing serious, realistic work
on what public policy should be toward
marijuana smokers. [ couldn’t believe it.
It was as il in 1965, you'd discovered
there was a war in Vietnam but nobody
had started an antiwar movement.
PLAYBOY: You'd strted smoking by then,
we take it

STROUP: Yes. The hirst time I smoked was
in law school. which scems appropriate,
but I dido't even ger high thac first time.
Then, alter 1 joined the product-safety
commission, a fellow gave me some grass

and that weekend 1 was playing bridge
with friends and 1 said, “"Hey, let’s smoke
some marijuana. 1 iried it once and it
doesn’t do anmyvthing 1o you.” So we pro-
ceeded 1o pass five or six joints around
the bridge table, reassuring ourselves that
nothing was happening. We didn’t realize
that a time delay was involved. Then one
ol the players started to Liugh a lot and
everybody quit caring about the bridge
ime. 1 got so high 1 didn’'t know what
was ha I)l)‘.‘l]i“g.
PLAYBOY: How did vour [riends arrest
lead 1o NORNML?
STROUP: Well, 1 got my friend acquitted,
because the police had searched his car
illegally. As far as NORML was con-
cerned, [ began to think abour a middle-
class, public-interest  approach 10 the
marijuana issue. 1 talked 1o some [riends
who worked for Nader and they en-
couraged me. I did some reading: John
Raplan's Marijuana: The New Prohibi-
tion and Ramsey Clark’s Crime tn Ameri-
ca. both of which call for legalization.
pLAYBOY: You evenmally went o see
Clark. didn’t you?
STROUP: Yes. From his hook, he seemed
to be one of the few big-time politicians
who really cared about people. litde
people. So @ called his secretary and even-
tually convinced her he should sce me.
That was late in 1970, And he was tre-
mendously helplul.
PLAYBOY: How?
STROUP: For one thing. I had the idea of
the name, NORML, but 1o stand for
National Organization lor the Repeal ol
Marijuana Laws. He comealy pointed
out that repeal was a scare word and that
I could more accuraely use reform, still
keep my acronym and sound like part
ol the traditional reformist movement this
country had always supported. But more
important was just that he ook me seri-
ously, that he thought my idea was not
an erratic, bizarre gamble, that it wasn't
a decision a madman would make but a
ion a committed man would make.
His atitude was. “You're 26 vears old:
what have vou got o lose?” Well, T had
a house T was alvaid T might lose and a
family 10 support. but ultimately, he was
right. When 1 left his ofhee, T was fired up.
PLAYBOY: But you still didn’t have any
l]l(ll'l(,')’-
STROUP: That's right. In October of 1970,
I comtacted nine or ten small, waditional-
ly liberal foundations, but they all turned
me down. They weren't ready to see mari-
juana as a legitimate issue. Then, one day,
a friend of mine asked il I'd ried the
Playboy Foundation. 1 didn't even know
there was a Playboy Foundation. Bur |
wrote to them. and we exchanged calls
and letters, and evenially they sent a
nan to Washington 1o talk to me and 1wo
fricnds who were helping me,  Larry
Schott, one of the top people at the
productsafety  commission, and  Larry
DuBois, the writer. They're both now
(continued on page 152)
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TRSTESSE OF
- WELICH

- POST-
[ LUJOD

personality
By O'CONNELL DRISCOLL

1T 15 THE DAY before the Academy Awards.
There is a small crowd of people standing
in a light rain outside the stage-door en-
trance to the Music Center, in downtown
Los Angeles. The rain has been [alling all
day, and now, at dusk, the city seems to be
vanishing in a B-movie mist.

Across the street from the theater, an old
man is sitting on a bench in front of the
county courthouse, His hat is tipped for-
ward on his head in the suggestion of an
earlier day's flamboyance. Pigeons are
splashing in the puddies of rain water that
liec at the old man’s feet. The old man in
the hat regards the pigeons in silence as
they strut arrogantly up o the tps of his
black-and-white sneakers, then tun and
walk away.

Suddenly, with a clauer, the door 1o the
theater opens and two men walk out.

“Is it anybody?"” someone at the rear calls
out. “Can anybody up there see?”

The two men emerge from the building as

don't you think a sex goddess has feelings, too?

ILLUSTRATION BY DERNMNIS MAGDICH
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il they are on a mission of great im-
portance. They case into the crowd: they
are hoth wearing plastic raincoats with
colored identification tags clipped to the
ront.

“Forget it,” someone clse says. “They're
nobody.”

“Wouldn't you know?” a woman says
aloud. She pulls a handkerchief [rom the
sleeve of her coat and blows her nose with
disgust.

The two men who e nobody come
out to the sidewalk and look up at the
darkened skies.

“Think i's going o rain?” one man
says to the other.

“What are vou. an assholez” the other
man says. The man is carrving a hottle of
orange soda in his hand: he tils the bot-
tle to his mouth and tikes a long drink.

“It's raining right now,” he explans.
He looks up at the sky and smiles.

“son ol a bitch.” he says, “ Lot of nery-
ous hairdressers in this town today, know
whit I meanz”

The fist man sncezes violendy: he
wipes his nose with the back ol his hand.

“"You know what I think:” he says. He
clears his throat and spits into the street.
“I think iU's God's litle way ol pissing
on Hollywood.”

“Hah,” the other man says. This idea
seems o please him.

“Excuse me,” i Wonein's voice siays.

The voice belongs to a short. heavy-set
wonan with red hair and galoshes. A
simall, ruby-colored heart hanging from a
chain lies pressed against the upper slope
ol her enormous bosom like a sranded
mountain climber.

“Are you with the television®” she says,

“Yes, ma'am.” the lirst man says. He
points to the idemtilication tag on his
incoat. " That's what it says.”

I'he woman taukes a step toward the
man and stares at him with determina-
tion; thick swirls ol Livender shadow sur-
round her eves like the rings ol Saturn,

“1 couldn’t help but noticing,” she

s, “that you just cume lrom inside
there.”

She gestures toward the doorway of the
theater.

“The lady's got an cye, Ace,” the man
with the orange soda sivs. He gives the
woman in the galoshes a wothy smile.

The woman looks at the man with the
orange soda as one might look at a cock-
roach.

“Does that mem.” she says. turning to
the man who is called Ace, “that they're
still doing  whatever they're doing in
there:”

“Rehearsing.” Ace says. “Yes, ma'am,
be rehearsing all night. Wouldn™t you
sy all night, Irving:”

“All night.” Irving says.

“Well, then. maybe yvou boys could
tell me something,”™ the red-haired wom-

an says. “Maybe you could tell me who's
i there.”

“Who are you looking lor,” Irving says,
“specifically?”

“Oh, you know,”
“Movic people.™

“Ah,” Irving says. “Well, we have a
lot ol movie people in there, don’t we,
Ace?”

“Surcly do,” Ace
Lavorite, sweetheartz”

The woman in the galoshes blushes.

“Telly Savalas.” she says.

“Telly Savalas isu't a movic  person,
lady.” lrving says. “He's a television per-
son. How about Gene Kelly? He's inside.”

The woman seems disappointed.

“No,” she says. “I was thinking about
someone, you know, more recent.”

“Hmmimn.” Irving says.

“Well. look here,” Ace savs suddenly.
He points down the sidewalk 10 the ga-
rage. “This is your lucky day, Ludy. I have
a movic person in sight.”

“Wheres" the red-hairved lady cries. She
grabs Ace’s arm, pulling him off balance.
“Who is it Tell me who it is!™

“Someone’s coming!™ a wonkm calls
out shrilly. She quickly produces an In-
stamatic camera from her purse.

The cowd comes to lile with all the
urgency ol a fire company responding to
a four-alirm blaze. People jostle one an-
other as they push forward and fill the
stage-door area, areating a human harri-
cade 1o the building’s entrance. A lady’s
handbag is knocked [rom her grasp and
the contents go crashing omo the rain-
soaked sidewalk: & small, flowered lip-
stick container rolls into the guter and
Nloats like a corpse in the uny stream.

A cool-eved cop with a walkie-talkie
dangling Irom his belt comes out ol the
building like a bauleship under power
and begins pushing people away in dil-
ferent directions.

“It's a woman.” somcone says, 'l sce
a wonun and @ man.”

“There’s another woman
women."”

“And a man. Who's the manz”

“Who's the woman:"

“That second woman's nobody. She's
carrying things.”

“Oh. 1 see her!” the red-hatred lady
with the galoshes squeals. “Ivs Katharine
Ross!™

“Way off, Lady.” Trving savs. “Way ofl.”

The three new arrivals approach the
theater slowly but with no visible signs
ol apprehension.

The man walks on the inside, closest o
the building. He glances about him with
the casual interest of someone taking a
stroll through the zwo. The woman who
is carrying things walks on the ouside,
closest 10 the street. She cutches her be-
longings close to her, as il they might be
wrestled [rom her arms by a band ol

the woman  says.

says. “Who's your

there. Two

urchins. In the middle is a tall woman,
walking perlectly ercct. dressed in a
plain beige raincoat. She wears an un-
pitterned scarf on her head. She sares
straight ahead ar the mob in her path
through a pair of thin, gold-framed
glasses. Her face shows no expression
whatsoever.

“It's Raquel!™ someone cries. “Oh, my
God! Raquel!”

“I've lost my pen,” someone else says.
“Does anybody have a penz”

“Goddimn camera.” a man says, dou-
bled over in his atempt to attach a
Iens. “Goddamn  son-of-a-bitch  fucking
cameral™

Raquel and her two companions ar-
vive flush with the cowd and bhegin o
make their way to the enwrance of the
building. Flashbulbs pop in the mist, like
miniature novae. The cooleyed cop is
holding people back  with two  out-
stretched arms: the walkie-talkie on his
belt crackles with the sound ol a disem-
bodied voice.

"My daughter loves you!” a woman is
shouting. “Sign this lor mv daughrer!”

A snall man with dark complexion
darts suddenly out of the throng and
thrusts himsell imo Raquel’s path. He is
wearing an illfitting shimmering brown
suit that hangs on his slight trame like a
shroud. He holds a large, hardbound
book in his hand with his finger marking
a plice in the middle. His eyes are ablaze,

“What say, mate?"” the man who is with
Raquel says in a crisp English accent.
He smiles aifably at the man in the shim-
mering suit. “Could we make a liule
room lor the ladies here:"”

The dark-complexioned man savs noth-
ing. He opens the book and holds it in
front of him in his upturned palms like
a deacon serving High Mass,

The book is open to a page that bears
the heading: weLen, kagurL. There is a
short biographical paragraph framed by
several photographs. The most promi-
nent ol these shows Raquel dressed in a
briel leatheretie jumper, Her breasts spill
voluptuously over the confines of her
halter 1op: her hair hangs about her head
in [renzied disarray; her mouth pouts:
her eves beckon.

Raquel looks down at the photograph
over the 1op ol her glasses. She stares at
it lor several moments, scemingly with-
out comprehension. The Lace in the pic
ture leers hack a her lewdly.

The cop with the walkie-talkic ad-
vances on the small man in the ill-hiting
suit and takes him by the arm.

“OK, Butch,” he tells him, “Let’s get
it in gear.”

The cop pins the small man’s arm be-
hind his back, twirls him around and
Lunches him into the acowd. The book
is torn from the man’s hands and lalls to

(conlinued on page 156)




“I've never had any trouble getting men to stand up for me.”
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or Goo o great head coach in the sky, help us
go out and win one for st clochard

ILLUSTRATION BY JOHN O'LEARY




fiction
B' ‘ A" ‘s Powtll CHANGING PLANES in Chicago, Father Buddy Hovacks,
a balding, crewcut priest in a black suit too small
for him across the shoulders, stopped at a shelf of phones to cail ahead. As his connection was being made, he
noticed a proper, smooth-faced old nun on a folding stool beside the flight-insurance counter across the way.
When anyone stopped to buy insurance, she would speak to !nm, describing her ord.er's training school for
girls in Nicaragua and asking him to take out a second policy with the school as beneficiary. As Father Hovacks
watched, she was refused three times. But then a middle-aged man in a bright suit and a brighter shirt obliged.

“God bless you,” said the nun. - i
Father Hovacks made his call, picked up the scuffed suitcase with its 35-pound assortment of cheeses and headed
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for the departure gates. Though the Pere-
grine Order to which he belonged wasn’t
famous for its theologians, Father Ho-
vacks rather mistrusted that “God bless
you.” As he boarded his plane, he
looked around for the man in the bright
suit and was more pleased than not when
he didn’t ind him. Nevertheless, settling
into his seat, he made a mental note 10
mention Sister when he got back. Father
Hillman, a late vocation who had come
to the order from advertising, had turned
the Sunday breakfast table into an in-
formal think-tank from which was to
come the great moneymaking idea that
would allow the Peregrine work to con-
tinue. Whenever the flow of ideas fal-
tered, Father Hillman would hold up his
Ieft hand with the fingers half closed, as
if around a bottle or a box. “Father
Perry’s what, Fathers:” he would plead.
And every head would lean toward him
across the coffee cups, as if wying 1o
read the ingredients on a label. Father
Perry’'s What? Well, Father Bellman
would be glad to know that new avenues
for raising money were still being found,
even today. Not that the Peregrines
could use the flight-insurance idea. The
Rule of Saint Clochard forbade begging.

Saint Clochard had founded the order
in the Tenth Century for the holy pur-
pose of building bridges for pilgrims
wraveling beneath Charles’s Wain to the
sacred tomb of Zebedee's son at Santiago
de Compostela. The Trolls of God, men
called them, because of their custom of
sleeping under the bridges they built.
(Their work with tunnels and the nick-
name The Holy Molies were to come
later.) The early Peregrines were a blunt-
fingered, bandylegged, dusty-robed crew
who supported themselves and their work
by quarrying extra stone for sale and
took their pleasure from the hard, self-
reliant life of Saint Clochard’s rule. Each
Peregrine bridge was a perfect creation.
Each seemed 10 have come first and the
river afterward. In fact, the Gesta Ro-
manorum recounts a story titled “How
the Dordogne and the Lot Bauled to
Flow Beneath Saint Clochard’s Bridge at
Plon and How the Saint Reconciled
Them.”

But stone lasts forever; and though the
Peregrines turned to other routes and
other shrines, by the middle of the 13th
Century there were just no more rivers to
bridge. The order went into a decline
until saindy ingenuity led Molyncux,
12th Peregrine supcrior-general, to inter-
pret the word bridge in the rule to in-
clude tunnels (“for what are tunnels but
pilgrim bridges underground?™), ushering
in an cra of great Peregrine activity
throughout Europe. Growing mushrooms
lor sale in the subterranean dim behind
them, they picerced the Pyrences at
Gavarnie and Canfranc, the Alps at
Mont Cenis and near the Liule Saint

Bernard. According to legend, during this
last undertaking, the delving [riars broke
through into an unexpected valley
warmed by hot springs and inhabited by
a stone-gray herd of elephants of the
Carthaginian breed whose elders had
known Hamilcar Barca's one-eyed son.
Praising God, the Peregrines had sealed
up the enwrance and left the beasts in
peace. (Four centuries later, this incident
helped inspire a famous American tall
tale when Father Edmund O'Grady, 38th
Peregrine superior-general, was plucked
out of a seat in the bleachers at a Her-
ring Brothers circus in Cairo, Hlinois, and
set down in the best seat in the house by
a grateful stray from that same Alpine
herd.) Under three superiors-general, the
Peregrines labored at their greatest work,
a tunnel beneath the English Channel to
link Chartres and Canterbury. But two
miles from Dover, the news of Henry
VHI's apostasy caused them to down
picks and shovels and march back the 26
miles 1o the surface, emerging as pallid
as their mushrooms into hard times and
religious wars. The location of the tunnel
entrance was lost in the turmoil that fol-
lowed. Napoleon searched for it in vain.
Others believed the Peregrines guarded
the secret. In [act, Buddy Hovacks' first
boyhood encounter with the order was on
that very day in World War Two when
the self-effacing Father Andreas Bauer
had been unmasked by men in raincoats
who stuffed him, saluting and calling out
Hitler's name, into the back seat of their
ofhcial car.

By the time of the general council of
the order in 1875, the Peregrines survived
only in Ireland, where they built stiles
over walls and followed the tinker's
trade. It was then, gathered in council
under a bridge across the Shannon, that
the monks of Saint Clochard decided to
emigrate to America.

There they found abundant rivers to
bridge and mountains to breach but no
shrines: A period of getting by and mak-
ing do followed, during which their lead-
er, Father ('Grady, who had more than
a bit of the tinker in him even for an
Irish Percgrine and was secretly addicted
to circuses, had his encounter with the
elephant. It set him thinking that if we
are all pilgrims on the road of life, then
surely circus folk are pilgrims more than
most. So inspired, Father O'Grady peti-
tioned Rome that the order be allowed to
take up the task of caring for the spiritual
needs of the people of the big top. With-
out waiting for a reply, he led the Pere-
grines oft after the Herring Brothers
circus.

For several years, they labored as roust-
abouts, tending the stock and the tents,
appearing as cowled marchers in the pa-
rades through town. They worked hard,
practiced every virtue and hoped to be
asked about God. But they seldom were.

Except for a few like Buddy Hovacks'
grandmother (she had not yet met the
band cornettist who would win her heart
and prospect for gold), the crcus people
did not exchange their spangled tights
and gilded uniforms for more solemn,
Massgoing finery. Only Father O'Grady
was blind to the order’s languishing, {or
Louis Herring bad let him understudy
Werner the Human Cannonball, whose
trajectory in Hight, the priest reasoned,
wis a kind of bridge from here to there.

Then Monsignor Barducci arrived on
the scene disguised as an organ-grinder
with false mustaches and a monkey. Hav-
ing gotten around to Father O'Grady’s
petition at last, Rome was surprised, for
it had long believed the Peregrines ex-
tinct. Barducci had been dispatched at
once in the role of apostolic visitor to
look into the health and character of the
order. He had wracked the Peregrines into
the Deep South, where the prevailing
anti-Catholic  sentiment had prompted
his disguise. In Greenwood, Mississippi,
he left the monkey and the mustaches in
his hotel room and visited a Herring
Brothers matinee in the white suit and
goatee of a plantation owner. He saw the
Peregrines parade by with decorous,
downcast cyes during the grand entrance.
Resisting every attempt by a circus cle-
phant to pluck him from his box seat and
deposit him in the bleachers because of
his resemblance to Scipio Africanus, from
whom the Barduccis did, in fact, claim
descent, he kept his place and saw Father
O'Grady reappear in the Human Can-
nonball's white riding breeches and
starred-and-swriped shirt. (Werner, whose
trajectory Father O'Grady so admired,
was a believer in-omens. He believed tele-
grams meant bad news and bellhops
meant telegrams. When he saw an un-
earthly little face in mustaches and a pill-
box hat peering in through his tent flap,
he had decided then and there to 1ake the
afternoon off.) Unfortunately, Father
O’Grady’s stand-in flight proved to be a
bridge from here to the hereafter with a
stopover at a wayward tent pole. Follow-
ing the funeral, Monsignor Barducci re-
vealed his identity to the Peregrines and
announced that the order's circus days
WeTe over.

Twenty years later (the Peregrines had
spent much of the time digging wine
cellars for the Christian Brothers on the
West Coast), Buddy Hovacks' grandmoth-
er had deeded the order 300 barren, hilly
Colorado acres containing a rambling
Victorian house with two square, shingled
towers and a promise of gold. Though
the monks never did find The Lost
Bearded Lady Gold Mine, they did un-
cover a substantial agate deposit. By the
Thirties, they were producing  those
many-colored auto-gearshift knobs that

(continued on page 142)
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lt is o accident that
Alex Comfort modeled
The Joy of Sex on a
cookbook. Unfortu-
nately, he forgot to
mention food. We are
what we eat. A child
explores the world
around him by putting
objects into his mouth.
He is looking for a
taste of something
fine. In time, he de-
velops other tech-
niques for judging the
world. Sight and fancy

WHEREIN A MAN AND
A MAID SATISFY THEIR HUNGER

e e e .

PHOTOGRAPHY BY JEFF DUNAS

clothes. Sound and
eloquent words. Our
most basic and reliable

| sense is neglected.

This is the age of the

fast-food franchise. |

Perhaps it would be
wise to consider the
habits of our fore-
fathers. They under-
stood that a feast was
a form of foreplay—
that which satisfies
hunger awakens other

| senses, other cravings.

So feast your eyes.

™

\
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Desire must be decanted
and allowed to breathe be-
fore it can be consumed.
One must savor her fra-

rance, swirl the taste of

er on the tongue. The
beuquet is rich, intoxicat-
ing. This will be a vintage
evening. Robust, hearty,
with a subtle and intri-
guing aftertaste. (The man
who wrote Drink to Me
Only with Thine Eyes un-
doubtedly had a meager

wine cellar.) She is inex-

“haustible, a cornucopia of

carnal delights. One drinks
to quench a thirst that has
only just arisen. Suddenly,
there is an awareness of
other qualities. She is suc-
culent. Ripe. A source of
nourishment. This repast
is past the point of no re-
turn; and yet, as one can
lainly see, it has only just
gun. Bon appétit. It is
guaranteed nonfattening.




Jq
The final course is ready and waiting ‘ } %
to be carved. She is rare. Tender. A '
delicacy to delight the senses. Food | e wad
is the staff of life, but now another | Y
staff begins to stir. It is time for the | fe
beggar's banquet, the essential ingre-
dient of a balanced diet. Ah, satiation.
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Joe Yack told me: “I
want that bastard’s head.
I want to roll it down
President  Street like a
bowling ball so everybody
can see il. . . . Walch-
ing him die, I'd actually
come.” —JOE LUPARELLIL

STALKING JOE GALLO was a frus-
trating task, like trying to catch
a will-o-the-wisp in a botde.
Omne of the reasons he was so
hard to hit was that he fol-
lowed no particular schedule,
no daily routine. He changed
his plans as often as he made
them. He set up appoint-
ments, then failed to keep them
or showed up hours or even
days late.

CRAZY JOE

MUST

article By Pm s. mm

the exclusive story of how joe luparelli,
a jack of all underworld trades
now living under federal protection,
arranged the execution of joey gallo

Gallo had seen almost all
the gangster movies ever made
and he loved them all. His fa-
vorite was Kiss of Death, in
which mad-dog Tommy Udo
(Richard Widmark}, with a sa-
distic gleam in his eyes and a
maniacal laugh, pushes an old
lady in a wheelchair down a
steep flight of steps.

The scene fascinated Joey.
He felt that was the way gang-
sters were supposed to behave
and he did his best to live up
to the Hollywood image, even
compiling a wardrobe that
might have been swiped from
the Roaring Twenties set.

In 1950, shortly before his
21st birthday, Gallo was arrest-
ed for burglary and possession

of burglary tools. He swag-
pered into court in a black,
chalkstriped zoot suit, black
shirt, white tie, stiletto-toed
shoes and  pearlgray wide-
brimmed hat. He glared at the
judge and behaved in such an
crratic manner that he was sent
to Kings County Hospital for
psychiatric examination,

The psychiatrists who
checked him out concluded he
was fairly intelligent but “in-
capable of understanding the
charges against him.” They
considered him a dangerous
psychotic, a paranoid schizo-
phrenic with homicidal tend-
encies.

Their conclusion: *“Joseph
Gallo is presently insane.”™

ILLUSTRATIONS BY VINCENT TOPAZIO

From then on, he was Crazy
Joe.

L]

“Set up the hit for Luna's,”
Joe Yack said.

The Luna restaurant at 112
Mulberry Street in New York
is neither as famous nor as
fancy as some other Little Italy
dining spots, such as Angelo’s,
Paolucdi’'s or Villa Pensa. It's
an unprectentious place, serv-
ing good food at reasonable
prices. Gallo was a regular
there in the old days, before he
went to prison.

S0 many Mob men frequent-
ed Luna’s that it sometimes re-
sembled a Maha lodge. Phil
Luna, the owner, tried hard
to stay out of the wars in which
his customers Irequently be-
cimme embroiled. Gallo went
all the way over from Presi-
dent Street in South Brooklyn
to dine there, so Luna always
greeted him with a smile and
the best meal the house could
provide. But he also welcomed
the gunmen who were out to
nail Joey. Gallo had more enc-
mies than [ricnds on Mulberry
Street and Luna's catered im-
partially to both sides.

On the night of May 11,
1961, Gallo was arrested out-
side Luna's on the extortion
charge that was to take him off

A hit man was to shoot Gollo
near his parole office in Mon-
hatton’s bustling Garment Dis-
trict, then escape by motorcycle.
Crazy Joe never showed up.



the streets of New York for
almost a decade.

When he returned, in the
spring of 1971, a few old faces
were missing from Luna's, but
Frankic the Bug was still
around and he welcomed Joey
with a postmidnight feast that
was almost like the bad old
days.

Confident that Gallo would
pay Luma’s another visit very
soon, Yack told Joe Luparelli
to prepare an ambush.

Luparelli was a h(_’avy—sel‘,
muscular man, about 510",
230 pounds, with a neck so
thick that his head seemed
to be resting on his torso.
His weight had doubled since
he had quit the burglary pro-
fession, but there were iron
muscles under the lard and
the extra poundage added to

They set up the hit in a room across from Luna's restaurant on
Mulberry Street in Litte ltaly; the plon had to be changed when
his menacing appearance. He o rifle went off by accident (above). Yack's gunmen finally got
was adept with a wide range Joey during a late-night dinner at Umberto's Clam House (below].

of weapons—fists, Dblackjack,
knife, garrot, gun. He had
worked as a skull buster and
had become a methodical, emo-
tionless killer. Luparelli was a
jack of almost all underworld
trades and a master of several.
He was exactly the sort of
strong right arm the sly, am-
bitious Yack needed. He was
selected as Yack's chauffeur-
bodyguard.

Joe “Joe Yack" Yacovelli
was a councilor of the crime
family headed by Joe Colom-
bo. “Joe Yack went to see the
commission and when he came
back, he told me the green
light was on,” says Luparelli.
“All of the commission ap-
proved the contract on Joe
Gallo.”

Luparelli scouted the terrain
and secured a wvacant apart-
ment in a tenement on Baxter
Swreet, a block west of the
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restaurant. The rear window of the third-
floor apartment overlooked Mulberry
Street and Luna's. From that window,
a marksman with a rifle could easily
pick off anyone entering or leaving the
restaurant.

Yack assigned ten men to take care of
Gallo as soon as he showed up at Luna’s.
Three men were stationed inside the
apartment, where they took turns sleep-
ing and watching. Two more gunmen
were on the street outside the restaurant,
ready to blast Gallo if the sniper missed
him. Other Colombo soldiers were in a
getaway car, a backup car and two crash
cars that would block traffic after the hit
and foil police pursuit of the killers.

Luparelli was in charge of the opera-
tion. He says:

“I brought a carbine with a telescope
sight up to the apartment and told the
guys there to wait until the order came to
whack Joe Gallo out. As soon as he came
to Luna’s, one of the guys on the street
would signal to the guys in the apartment
window.

“After I left the apartment, one of the
guys started fooling around with the car-
bine and it went off. A bullet went
through the wall and almost hit a China-
man who lived next door. He started hol-
lering. The shooters had to run out of the
apartment and that whole scheme went
down the drain.”

L]

No one, not even Joey himself, could
accurately predict what he’d do next. He
spent enough time in his headquarters on
President Street to strengthen what was
left of his old gang. Like a robber baron
testing the defenses of a larger and richer
fiefdom, he led his men on raids deep into
Colombo territory, where they seized bits
and pieces of rackets.

They wrested control of the South
Brooklyn docks away from the Colombos
and bludgeoned their way into hand-
books, bars and might clubs owned by
Colombo soldiers and captains. Police
received reports that Crazy Joe was en-
gaged in the same type of business infil-
tration that had sent him to prison.

Detective teams, known collectively as
the Pizza Squad, had been stationed on
President Street since the shooting of Joe
Colombo and they observed everyone who
entered or left the gang's headquarters.
They soon knew by sight every member
of the gang, every resident of the block,
every car normally parked there. When a
strange car appeared, the license plate
was checked out immediately.

Partly to avoid such scrutiny and part-
ly because his outlook on life had broad-
ened considerably while he was in prison,
Joey moved away from South Brooklyn,
although he maintained his headquarters
there and kept in touch by phone or in

person every day.

From former Gallo gangsters now en-
rolled in the Colombo organization, Yack
learned that Gallo had moved to West
14th Sureet, the northern boundary of
Manhattan’s colorful Greenwich Village.

“We found out he was living in the
Village and hanging out in a couple of
bars there,” Luparelli says. “We tried to
set something up, but he was too cautious.

“So now, Junior came out with an
idea. The one place Gallo had to go,
whether he wanted to or not, was the pa-
role office. Junior said, “‘Why don't we
kill him when he goes to report to his
parole ofhcer?' ™

The parole office of the New York
State Department of Correctional Serv-
ices is in a modern, five-story building on
West 40th Street in the heart of the Gar-
ment District, one of the city's most con-
gested areas. From nine to five every
weckday, the narrow streets are clogged
with cars, trucks and handcarts loaded
with racks of clothing. The parole office
also is around the corner from the mam-
moth Port Authority Bus Terminal,
which brings additional thousands of
people into the already overcrowded dis-
trict every day.

“If we hit him at the parole office,”
Luparelli inquined, “how are we going
to get away in all the trafficc We could
be stuck there forever.”

“Don’t worry,” Junior replied. “We'll
use a motorcycle. McIntosh and me will
handle the hit. I'll shoot him myself, with
a shotgun. Then I'll jump on the bike
and go.”

Yack approved the daring plan. If all
went well, it would be one of the most
sensational Mob murders of all time.
Luparelli says:

“Yack sent 17 guys up near the parole
office. Most of them were associates, not
family members. They were nobedy that
Joe Gallo knew, but they all knew Gallo.
When he was in jail, he lost contact with
people’s faces. Yack didn’t use no made
guys [or this job, outside of Junior.

*“The main thing was to get out of the
Garment District and all thar wraffic after
Gallo got zapped. They figured all they
would need were a couple of guys on oot
and some cars laid around to fuck up the
traffic even worse than it was.

“If Junior could stay on the motor-
cycle and not run into any trucks or hand
trucks or anything, he should be able to
get out [ast. We went into the parole of-
fice and looked around and talked o
some guys who had to report there, so we
knew the whole layout—how many ele-
vators, how many exit doors, how many
guards in the building. Gallo would prob-
ably feel safe there, so Junior would just
walk up and biast him.

“Outside of the traffic, the only prob-
lem was that Gallo knew Junior. If he
saw him, he'd know what was up. But

Junior figured Gallo wouldn't recognize
him in a motorcycle outfit, with the hel-
met and goggles and everything, Gallo
wouldn’t expect anything like that. He
didn’t even know Jumior could ride a
bike.

“Yack could hardly wait. He said, ‘I
hope to God they get this guy. I'd like
to have him in my hands. I'd make him
beg for his life. I want to see him crawl.
Watching him die, I'd actually come.’

“Well, the call came that told us the
day Joe Gallo was supposed to be at
the parole ofhce. We all went up there
and hung around all day. Joe Gallo
didn’t show up. Later, we got word he
had put it off to the next week, so we
went back then. Joe Gallo didn't show
up again.”

Captain Nick Bianco, a former Gallo
gunman who was still on friendly terms
with him and his crew, was given the
assignment of luring Joey into a trap.
Bianco got in touch with the Gallos’
senior capo, John “Mooney” Cutrone.
Mooney asked him: “What's going on
here? Why are we fighting?”

Bianco said Mooney suggested holding
a sitdown in Junior’s Restaurant, a
popular Brooklyn rendezvous on busy
Flatbush Avenue, to begin peace negotia-
tions. This idea appealed to Yack.

“OK,” he said. “Tell Mooney I'm will-
ing to sit down with him and Joe Gallo.
Tell him to ask Gallo to please come.
Promise him nothing will happen. Take
care of the arrangements and set a time
for the sit-down. Tell Mooney if they
want peace, he and Gallo can have it.

“When Gallo comes there, I want you
to Kkill him.

“When his car pulls up, go out and
greet him. Go up to him with a big smile
and let him have it right there, outside
the place. If anybody gets in front of
the gun, shoot through them.” '

Bianco drove up to Nyack a few days
later and told Yack the latest Gallo
liquidation plan wouldn’t work any bet-
ter than the previous attempts.

“Mooney told Gallo about the peace
meet,” Bianco explained. “Gallo said he
wouldn’t go to no meeting. He said
Mooney could take up whatever he
wants, he don't give a fuck, but he’s
not going.”

L ]

Gallo’s death was becomning an obses-
sion with Yacovelli. He talked about it
constantly, almost drooling with anticipa-
tion, the way some men talk about seduc-
ing a particularly desirable and elusive
girl. Gallo not only was still alive but
was growing more arrogant every day.
Those who watched him swagger through
Colombo turf in Brooklyn and Little
Italy concluded he must either have a
death wish or consider himself immortal.

He went into the restaurants, bars and

(continued on page 188)
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THE FACT THAT MOST MEN hate having
their hair cut is not because of a Samson
complex but, rather, the result of the
morning-after hang-up. No matter how
great the style looks when the barber is
through, a night's sleep or a morning's
shampoo will undo the magic. A fellow
knows that, on his own, he’ll never du-
plicate that look. 8till, you've had your
hair styled in the newer, shorter length.

If you're all thumbs at maintaining a
hair style, it's symptomatic of a larger
syndrome: The average male hasn't the
foggiest about any aspect of hair care. He
habitually follows the grooming regimen
established in his teens, with little or no
thought involved.

Theoretically, all questions about hair
care should be addressed to your barber.
But you should know that there are

Now what?

fext By CHARLE S HIX

almost as many opinions on hair care as

HOW TO CUT IT HOW TO CULTIVATE IT AND HOW TO KEEP IT (IF YOU CANI
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Left: Yes, this bearded fellow reloxing ot
Pips, an L.A. private club, is the some Paul
Buller pictured on the previous poge. Kudos
to Vidol Sosscan, who styled Buller’s hair
with o variotion of the famous Sossoon
wedge—and trimmed his long, shaggy beord.

Right: Tom Chiuvsano, middle mon an the
opening page, sports his newly styled lacks
ot Zorine’s, Chicaoga’s fovorite privote hang-
out. Stylist Poul Glick applied o body wave
to Chiusano’s hair for fullness ond eosy main-
tenance, then cut it to give him o notural look.

For right: You con bet thot heads turned ot
Regine’s, Manhotton’s hip nightery, when
Larry Lindstrom, the third man on the opening
poge, appeared. The Nordi salon hod given
Lindstrom o loyered cut to toke advantage of
his natural part; length on the sides is mid-ear.

there are barbers. One hair radical in
New York City insists that nothing be
done to hair except cutting it periodi-
cally, washing it every other day with
shampoo diluted in seven parts water
and “combing™ it with one’s fingers. In
another hair emporium, the French chef
concocts ot shampoo in a blender be-
fore his client’s eyes. Vegetable scalp
packs are also served with gusto. At some
cutting establishments, microscopes are
proliferating for “scientific” analysis of
hair. To make any headway into the per-
plexity of hair care, you must get in-
volved. What you don’t know may be the
root of the problem.

Hair care is simultaneously simple and
complex. At the simplest level, rml'}r clean
and healthy hair can look good. To com-
plicate the situation, hair reflects your
general health. If your diet is unbalanced
or if you don’t get enough sleep, your
hair won't look first cabin, mo matter
what you do to it. Yet, if you're perfectly
healthy but use a wrong combination of
hair products, your hair will be lack-
luster. Shampoos, conditioners, Lll'l".SSil'lgS
and driers all affect how hair reacts.

What's the status of your hair? Is it
oil)'. dry or normal?

If you're uncertain, shampoo your hair
and towel-dry it. Add no other prepara-
tions. For three or four days, just rinse
with tepid water and comb into place. At
the end of this period, if your hair looks

PHOTOGRAPHY BY PAUL GREMMLER

Left, left 1o right: RK Hair Recon-
ditioner, by Redken Laborataries,
$3.95 for 4 ozs. Aramis’ 900
Hoir Conditioner, $5 for 4 azs.,
and Daily Shampoo |, far nor-
mol to oily hair, $5 for 8 ozs.
Brut Shampoo, by Fobergé, $1.75
for 12 oxs. Vidol Sasscan Sham-
poo, for normal to oily hair, $3
for 8 azs. Pantene’s Hair Groom
Spray far Man, $3.50 for 6 ozs.



Right, left to right: A Denmon
hairbrush of molded nylon pins,
from Sekine, $5.95. Cushioned
men’s styling brush, by All-
American, $2.98. French-mode
hairbrush of pure boor-bristle
tufts, by Altesse, $6. Promox Com-
poct hoir drier feotures three
heot levels ond three air-low
settings contoined in one
switch, by Gillette, $23.99.
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greasy, it’s naturally oily; dull, it's dry;
middle of the road, it's normal.

Once you know the basic condition of
your hair, you can begin to take opti-
mum care of it. Oily hair, which attracts
and holds dirt, requires [requent sham-
pooing and little else. Dry hair olten
demands extra conditioning. If your hair
is normal and healthy, don’t change a
good program.

Proper hair care involves [our steps:
(1) deansing it, (2) compensating for any
basic shortcomings, (3) keeping the hair
manageable and (4) styling it. But re-
member, no athome steps  can solve
serious hair or scalp problems. Dandruff,
for example, is a medical concern. So-
called medicated shampoos sold without
prescriptions usually only temporize the
condition and sometimes create a more
hazardous one.

Since cleanliness is next to healthiness,
finding the most compatible shampoo is
your first goal. Unfortunately, tracking
one down is no simple task.

IN A LATHER

With all the exotic claims today about
shampoos—X makes your hair squeak; Y
is mild enough to wash your [ace; Z is
made of passion fruit—you might easily
forget that their function is to wash your
hair and scalp.

A good shampoo dislodges dirt and oils
so they can be rinsed away. But since
natural, protective oils are also tampered
with, shampoos must have conditioning
agents to replace oils and moisture.
Otherwise, hair becomes dry, dull and
unmanageable. Shampoos for normal hair
are¢ therefore finely balanced Dbetween
their cleansing and their replacing qual-
itics. Shampoos for dry hair must remove
dirt but must also replace a higher con-
centration of oils and moisture. The ratio
of oil to moisture agents in shampoos for
oily hair is markedly lower.

Then the best shampoo is obviously
one [ormulated for your hair type, right?
Not necessarily. Frequency of washing
must be considered.

Men who shampoo daily (if you live in
polluted cities or do physical labor, you
should) must realize that most shampoos
arc designed for people who wash their
hair only once or twice a week. The
detergent action may be quite high.
Thus, a fellow who shampoos every day
with an ocily-hair formula can strip
away oil too vigorously, reducing the
hair’s natural protective film. Even the
guy using a shampoo for dry hair may
find it too harsh for every-morning lath-
ering. Regardless of hair type, daily
shampooing should be done with an
especially mild product, perhaps of the

baby variety. Similarly, il you shampoo
often, disregard instructions to wash, rinse,
then repeat. Only really dirty hair requires
two cleansings.

Selecting the right shampoo still isn’t
easy. The mystique about products—
herbal ws. acid-balanced wvs. organic ws.
protein wvs. whatever—is just that, a
mystique, Some herbal shampoos actually
are [ormulated with natural herbs, while
others add chemicals to smell “natural.”
Acid- or pH-balanced shampoos are bol-
stered so the degree of the product’s
acidity corresponds to that ol normal
hair, (Most shampoos are alkaline and
potentiaily too drying.) Protein shumpoos
are supposed to be compatible with hair
because hair is composed principally of
protein. However, compatibility or smell
or the other highly touted aspects of
shampoos have little to do with the ulti-
mate test, how a shampoo performs.
Good performance stems from balanced
properties and not from promotional
gimmicks,

Basically, the only way to determine
whether or not a shampoo works for you
is to test it. For proper evaluation, sim-
ply shampoo, don’t apply additional
preparations. Try a new shampoo at
least two weeks before damning it. If
your hair’s appearance doesn’t improve,
try another brand. With oily or normal
hair, you should be able to sec visible
improvement when you hit upon the
right product. If your hair is extremely
dry, there may be slight improvement
but not excellence. Probably you need to
use a conditioner or a hairdressing.

How you shampoo is also telling. Hair
must be prepared for washing by brush-
ing it briskly to loosen dirt and oil par-
ticles. After brushing, massage your scalp
by firmly planting the tips of your fingers
in place, then rotating them. Work from
the base of the neck upward. This in-
creases circulation. Wet your hair with
tepid, not overly hot, water; work up a
lather. Be Drisk but not rough. Rinse
thoroughly. Rinse again. Al shampoo
should be rinsed away. Residue dulls the
hair and coats the scalp. Many men be-
lieve they have a dandruff condition
when they haven't rid their scalp of
leftover shampoo that eventually flakes.

CONDITIONAL PAUSES

Even the most sophisticated shampoos
can do only so mudh. If hair is exces-
sively dry or brittle, no shampoo can
supply the remedy. Sometimes even nor-
mal hair cries for help if temporarily
abused, perhaps by an overdose of sun.
In these circumstances, you must com-
pensate for the hair's shortcomings by
applying a hair conditioner to improve

texture, luster and manageability.

Hair conditoners are products that
coat the hair shalt to soothe, smooth, seal
and protect. They are applied only on
freshly shampooed hair. Conditioners are
not hairdressings, like creams or tonics,
nor are they rinses, like lemon or vinegar
and water mixtures that neutralize chem-
icals in shampoos. Whether sluiced
through damp hair and left on for only a
few minutes or worked into towel-dried
hair for 20 minutes or more before being
rinsed away, conditioners are temporary
measures. They don’t cure a problem;
they camouflage it. How often a condi-
tioner need be used varies with the extent
ol hair damage. If you shampoo daily,
two or three conditionings a week will
probably suffice.

The problems inherent in finding the
right shampoe also exist in selecting a
conditioner. Only trial and error can be
your guide. However, a [airly trustworthy
rule is, if you're satisfied with one brand
of shampoo, odds are you'll find that com-
pany’s conditioner acceptable, too.

MANAGEMENT POSITION

Today’s hair styles are casual and [ree.
But unruly, never.

Hair quality, texture and density affect
manageability. Generally, oily andjor
coarse hair is more easily controlled than
dry andjor fine hair. Although hair
conditioners do affect manageability, re-
conditioning is their main purpose.
Wispy or fine hair cn literally be
dragged down by a heavy conditioner,
causing it to look flat and lifeless. It’s
“manageable,” yes, but at a price. Hair-
dressings—oils, creams, gels, tonics and
liquids—impart control and luster with a
lighter touch. However, they should be
applied sparingly or the hair will have
unnatural sheen and no movement.

Men with oily hair rarely, if ever, re-
quire hairdressings that add more oils.
Someone with normal hair occasionally
may need extra control. Brittle, dry hair
should be dressed so that it doesn’t
appear strawlike.

The formula for choosing a hairdress-
ing is, if the hair is fine or thin, the
dressing should be lightweight (a gel or a
tonic), while thicker hair can support
heavier aids (creams or oils). Despite
label instructions, don’t massage dress-
ings into wet hair: You can't judge how
much is added. Wet your palms with
water, then add the product to your
palms and rub them through dry hair.
Check the results. Add more dressing
only if needed. Combing the hair will
give more lift than brushing it.

Hair sprays are another method of

(concluded on page 188)



“She has excellent references

...she worked under a Congressman.”
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february’s star stowe
is full of surprises, all of them pleasant

PHOTOGRAPHY BY POMPEO POSAR “I'm a onc-man woman,” says Star.
“Actually, I'm a one-band woman,

but I'm not a groupie.” Despite

the pictures of Jimmy Page

and Jimi Hendrix behind

her, Star's guy is bass

guitarist Gene Simmons of Kiss.




ER NAME is Star Stowe and if she were from Barstow, we'd write a limerick about her, but
she’s not—she’s from Litle Rock, Arkansas, and now lives in Los Angel star wasn'’t the
moniker she was given at birth, either—the name was given to her several years ago, when
the somewhat precocious Miss Stowe, then a minor, tried to finagle her way into a bar. The
doorman wouldn’t let her in, which prompted the fellow she was with to quote the title of
a song by The Rolling Stones: “Star, Star,” he said, “can’t get in the door.” Thereafter,
people started to call her Star and she didn’t object. “Some people think it’s egotistical to




call mysell Star,” she says, “"but 1t's not meant in the Hollywood sense at all.” It's meant,
and we kid you not, in the cclestial sense. Star happens to be fascinated by stars—you know,
those twinkly little objects that come out at night. In her spare time, she hangs out at plane-
taria and studies pictures of nebulae and comets, and, in celebration of her interest in things

celestial, she even had an electric-blue star tattooed on . . . well . .

. a private part of her
anatomy

Another star that interests her is rock star Gene Simmons, bass-guitar player for the
group Kiss. They met some years ago in Las 1s; specifically, at the elevator banks of the
Hotel Sahara, where Gene and his group were playing at the time. She didn't recognize himn
with his make-up off (onstage the group is heavily and rather bizarrely made up), but his laid-
back manner attracted her and she's been hanging around with the band ever since. “On
L.A." she recalls, "while Gene was onstage, 1 Hashed him—
split second and I wasn't wearing anything underncath. Somet

in

just opened my jacket for a
es, 1 just love to be naughty.”




“Sometimes when 'm in
the audience, walching
Gene perform, every
in a while during

oncerl, il seems
like he's looking directly
al me and 1t’s such
a great feeling!
To me, his music s
what sex would sound like
tf you could hear it.”




“Good hard rock is so
powerful, just hearing it
and feeling it is,
for me, a sexual experience.”
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Last summer, Star attended a party at
Hugh Ilc,frwr s Chicago Mansion at
which Elton John ?r'rc'mr'r! several
Playboy Music Awards. Elion look time
oul to aulograph an album

cover (below) for star-struck Star.

Star posed (above) with three members of
Kiss at a New York press pmhr and
photo session preceding the group’s 1976
European tour. They ave, from left

to right: Paul Stanley, rirythm guttarist,
Gene Simmaons and Peter Criss, drivnmer.




An avid occultist, Star examines a book on
tarot (left) and a crystal ball (above) at a
Chicago occult bookstore. “A fortuneteller

told me I'd be a model,” she recalls.
“I said she was nuts. I guess I was wrong.”

@
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“Initially, I'm aggressive—at least aggres-
stve enough to get a man’s attention. Then
once the rf'!atirm.s‘h:'p becomes sexual, 1 get

very aggressive! You might say I go crazy.”
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The Indian family had moved far from the
reservation. “Father,” asked the small bov
after the first day in an all-white school, “why
is my name so different from the other chil-
dren’s names?”

“It is an old, old tradition of our tribe, my
son,” answered the man, “to name children
after certain animals or birds, or sometimes
after circumstances connected with their birth.
That is why your sister is called Leaping Fawn
and your brother is called Falling Hailstones.
Does that answer your question, Broken
Rubberz”

OI.lr Unabashed Diciionary deflines Paris vice-
squad cop as a skin flic.

Can anyone give me a good contemporary
example of the golden rule in action?” asked
the instructor in the Christian-ethics class.

“I think so, sir,” yclled out one student.
“How about sixty-ninez”

A craflsman who weaves in Kharioum
Lures innocent boys to lus room.
Consumed by that fever,
This Sudanese weaver
Has been nicknamed the fruil of the loom.

Wiiile the office engagement party was going
full blast. two junior executives were off in a
corner by themselves. Nodding toward the new-
Iy betrothed couple, one of the men said,
“Whatever do Sherry and Don sce in each
other?”

“Oh, they're perfectly matched,” answered
the other. “She’s a cock teaser and he's a prick.”

Sign spotted in a massage-parlor window: coME
INT WE KNEAD YOUR BUSINESS!

What's the marer, Charley?” the bartender
asked the TVrepairman regular. “You don't
look so hot.”

“I'm not,” grunted Charley morosely. “You
see, the other day, I fixed this young broad's
set in her apartment. Then she admitted she
had no money but offered to settle things by
gewting horizontal and servicing my vertical,
which I agreed to. Now the trouble isn't just
that 1 left with decreased voltage but that when
I got up this morning, 1 found that my chan-
nelselector knob had begun to leak current.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines pubescent
nympho as a tyromaniac.

CIearl)r exhausted, the girl collapsed onto her
bed at dawn after her date with a member of
the touring Highland regimental band. “How
did things go?” mumbled her roommate.

“I found out what at least one Scotsman
wears under his kilt,” was the weary reply.
“It’s the Loch Ness monster!”

There's a staffer with opulent globes
Whom a Congressman lewdly disrobes.
It’s a question of lust
With political thrust,
Since in congress a Congressman probes.

A rich Texas rancher was arranging an after-
show meeting with a Las Vegas chorine by 1ele
phone. “AIll be casy o recognize, honey.” he
drawled. “Ah’'m tall and lean and tanned-—and,
besides, AW have a ten-gallon hard-on.”

'hings hadn’t been going too well financially
for the salesman who had wooed and won the
beautiful blonde who loved expensive things,
and it was their first anniversary. “Darling,
here’s something for you,” said the husband
hesitantly as he handed his wife a box. “It’s
only an imitation-pearl necklace, but you can
pretend it’s a real one.”

“Of course, dear,” replied the wife icily. “And
then when we're in bed tonight, you can pre-
tend I'm down there under you.”

oot e mraz o

ks there a woman here with an electric vibrator
lodged in her?” asked the chief of the emer-
gency rescuc squad.

"Yes. it's my wife,” replied the man who had
opened the door.

The paramedic frowned. ““Those things are
sometimes bitches to remove,” he suid.

“Well, could you at least turn it offz” snapped
the husband. “It's putting herringhones on
the TV."

Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a post-
card, please, to Party Jokes Editor, vrLavsoy,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
1. 60611. 850 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.



“And that, my dear, is really what makes the world go round!”
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oricie By 'TAD SZULC

chile's exiled foreign minister, assas-
sinated on washington's embassy
row, told playboy before his death
about torture and forced labor in
the siberia of the south

One drizzly morning last September, a
light-blue Chevelle entered Sheridan Cir-
cle along Embassy Row in Washington,
D. C. Suddenly, it erupled with a deafen-
ing explosion that blew out its roof and
fatally injured Orlando Lelelier, 45, the
exiled former defense minister in Salva-
dor Allende’s Marxist government in
Chile. A bomb had been so carefully
planted in Letelier's car that a passenger
in the rear seat was barely injured—sug-
gesting a professional assassination. In-
vesligators suspect that Letelier was killed
by a right-wing Cuban-exile group cooper-
ating with the Direccion de Inteligencia
Nacional (DINA), the secrei-police arm
of the military junta that has ruled Chile
since Allende was killed and his govern-
ment toppled more than three years ago.
Indeed, known DINA agents had been
seen in U.S. airports shortly before Lete-
lier was killed.

Orlando Letelier was an economist and
a Socialist. He had also served as Allende’s
foreign minister and intevior minister.
When Allende was overthrown by mili-
tary coup on September 11, 1973, Lete-
lier was made a political prisoner and
spent 364 days in eight Chilean prisons—
including concentration camps in sub-
arctic south Chile.

Scores of concentration camps and pris-
ons today dot the landscape of Chile
from the arid desert in the north to
the desolate wvastness of Magallanes
Province in the far south. For over three
years, these camps and prisons have been
the home of thousands of Chileans re-
garded by the ruling junta in Santiago
as its ideological enemies. As of 1976,
there were perhaps as many as 1000
political prisoners. They are torlured and
brutalized in a fashion that the United
Nations Human Rights Commission de-
scribed as “barbaric sadism.”” The junta’s
security services, the UN report added,
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fhas “a number of well-trained profession-
al tovturers on the payroll.”

Clule has effectively been turned into a
“Gulag South,” the Western Hemisphere
equivalent of the Souviet prison system
that Alexander Solzhenitsyn portrayed in
chilling detail in his “Gulag Archi-
pelago.” If anything, conditions in the
Chilean Gulag South show more horrify-
ing disregard for human rights than do
those in the Soviet camps.

All this is happening in our own hemi-
spheric back yard, in the Americas, and
there can be no question that the United
States bears much vesponsibility for it.
Not only did the Nixon Administration
support Allende’s ouster but, through the
Central Intelligence Agency, the U. 8. has
provided the junta with political advice.
A Senate teport on “Covert Action in
Chile,” published late in 1975, after ex-
haustive investigations, remarks that the
CIA had assisted the junta after the coup
“in gaining a more positive image, both at
home and abroad” and had helped “the
new government organize and implement
new policies.” Despite wholesale assassina-
tions and imprisonments in the wake of
the 1973 coup, the ClA—according to the
Senate reporl—-“assisled the junia in pre-
paring a ‘White Book of the Change of
Government in Chile’ . . . to justify the
overthrow of Allende. . . . It was distrib-
uted widely in Washington and in other
foreign capitals.”

Moreover, the United States has done
little to pressure the junla lo desist in its
brutal domestic policies. While the Ad-
ministration has authorized the immigra-
tion of nearly 150,000 South Vietnamese
and other Indochina exiles to the United
States, only 20 Chilean political-refugee
families have been authorized to enter this
country since the 1973 coup. So much for
American humanttarianism.

Short of assembling a massive, Solzhe-
nilsynlike study of the Chilean prison
system, it s virtually impossible to draw
a comprehensive picture of the situation
in Chile. But the basic story can be told
through the personal experiences of one
man—~Orlando Letelier

After lus release from prison in Secp-
tember 1974, Letelier mmoved to Washing-
ton, where he had previously made many
friends during a terin as Chile’s ambassa-
dor to the United States. He was reluc-
tant for some time to recount publicly his
prison experiences. Several months before
his death, however, he agreed to be inter-
viewed by me and my wife. The result was
an eight-hour taped conversation, in Span-
ish, in which Letelier guided us step by
step through his yearlong Gulag night-
mare. In our questions, we sought to bring
out not only the actual story of his impris-
onment, tortures and humiliations but
also his emotions, as he could recall them,
during his ordeal. At no time during our

108 interview did Letelier, a softspoken and

remarkably unembittered man, raise his
voice or display anger. He was disturb-
ingly low-key.

What he told us was a quiet tale of
horror.

Letelier's story begins during the night
of September 10, 1973, when Allende and
his associates became aware that a mili-
tary coup against the government was in
the making. Letelier left Allende’s home
al two AM. on September 11—the presi-
dent and his top advisors had decided to
get a few howrs sleep before facing the
events they knew were coming. Letelier
remembered that at lunch that day, Al
lende had “serenely” remarked, “I shall
remain the constilutional president of
Clile for my entire term—unless they
kill me”” Those were prophetic words:
Letelier never again saw Allende alive
after leaving him that night. :

At 6:22 am., Letelier was awakened
by a telephone call from Allende, who in-
jormed hun that the Chilean navy had
rebelled at the Valparaiso base, an hour’s
drive from the capital. Allende said he
was going to his office at the Moneda Pal-
ace; Letelier decided to rush to the De-
fense Ministry, just across the street from
Moneda, to determine whether the situa-
tion could still be controlled, whether any
military units remained loyal to Allende.
Letelier left his house in his offictal car
about 7:30 am. His wife, Isobel, and
thewr four sons stayed behind. Arriving
at the ministry building, Letelier saw that
il was surrounded by troops; the officers
and some armed civilians in the area
wore orange scarves, the insignia of the
rebels. The ministry’s doors were locked,
but after some insistence, Letelier was al-
lowed to enter. That moment marked the
beginning of his nightmare.

LETELIER: As I entered the building, 1
felt a gun in my back and 1 saw mysell
surrounded by ten or twelve highly ex-
cited men in army uniforms pointing
their submachine guns at me. Pushing me
violently, they took me to the ministry’s
basement. They searched me, took away
my neckiie and my belt and threw me
against the wall in a small room. I de-
manded to see a senior officer, but the
officer who escorted me said, “Look, sir,
if you insist on this, we'll proceed im-
mediately to execute you." Alter an hour
in the basement, 1 was taken in a car
with armed guards to the headquarters of
the Tacna infantry regiment in southern
Santiago.

After a few hours of detention in the
officers’ mness, Letelier was moved o a
small room on the second floor of the
barracks. The shutters on the window
were boarded up, but Letelier found a
chink in one of them looking onto the
courlyard below.

LETELIER: Starting at three or four

o’clock in the afternoon, large numbers
of men with their hands behind their
necks were brought to the courtyard.
The soldiers made them lic down on
the ground for hours. And I could hear
the sounds of firing very close by. At one
point, there were some 1500 persons in
the Tacna barracks. Some prisoners were
brought by troops, others by civilians
with orange scarves. In the evening, I
was offered a meal, but 1 decided to go on
a hunger strike until I was allowed to see
a senior officer. Around four A.m., 1 heard
my name called out over a loud-speaker,
along with the names of other leaders of
our government. Presently, I realized that
the loud-speaker was listing persons to be
detained. O course, I didn’t sleep that
night. They had wken away my ciga-
rettes, which was a real wragedy. Then 1
heard the loud-speaker issue instructions
to the personnel of the Tacna regiment
that anyone who opposed the armed
forces would be executed on the spot.
Then I heard shots, but they weren’t
shots from the outside; they didn’t sound
like firing by soldiers. They were dry,
single shots. 1 couldn’t see who was firing,
but I could see persons being taken to a
corner of the courtyard that was out-
side my line of sight. They would stay
there six or seven minutes, then I could
see bodies being carried back. They must
have executed 20 persons there that night.

Just before five aar, I heard voices
saying, “Now it's the turn of the minis-
ter.” A hall hour later, the door to my
room was opened and a sergeant told me
to come along. There were six soldiers
surrounding me. We walked along the
corridor, then down a flight of steps. One
ol the soldiers was carrying a small towel
and I realized that it was a blindfold. Im-
mediately, I had the feeling that 1 was
being led away to be executed. You know,
it's curious what one reads and hears
about what human beings think belore
an execution,

What were you thinking?

LETELIER: I didn’t think back on my
life, about the past, about my [amily: I
was thinking about very immediate
things. I was thinking that I didn't want
to be made to kneel, that when 1 ar-
rived downstairs, I would tell them that
1 didn’t want to be blindfolded. I was
counting the meters as we walked. It all
seemed very unreal that it was happen-
ing 1o me, but 1 had a clear, rational no-
tion that I would be executed. Yet it
seemed so impossible that 1 went through
something like transposition, as if I had
alveady left my body. I [elt no sense of
horror, no lear. Perhaps fear reaches such
a point that one begins to see oneself, as
it were, from the outside.

We were going down the stairs.
When we reached the bottom step, I
realized that there was an officer behind

(continued on page 114)



Ottl(G By DA‘/ID PI.ATT NOTHING COULD BE FINER than to hove your

ham and eggs in Monhatian’s Empire Diner—especially when they’re served by the
goad-looking waitress seen below hatfooting it to work. Wonder why she didnt slow
down for the hunk of local talent coming on in his sueded-baby-lomb zip-front parke, by
Bert Paley for After Six, about $210; knit cardigan sweater, $40, and plaid polyester/
cotton shirt, $22.50, both by Gant. (The not-so-sweet young thing on his arm hos
been ouffitted by Calvin Klein, Beged-Or, The Hot Sox Company and Charles Jourdan.)

PHOTOGRAPHY BY PETER GERT [ FRODUCED BY HOLLIS WAYNE



00000 00000000 0006000 0000000000 0000000000000

-

W <



e e e 2 e

Opposite, top: Three cheers for the counter culture. (Dig that short-
order kook!) The guys are wearing (left) a sueded-calf vest, by Beged-
Or, about $75; cotton shirt, by Robert Stock for Crossroads, about
$30; polished-cotion slacks, by Trousers by Barry, about $55; and
(right) a sueded-lamb pullover, by Ericson of Sweden, about $210; cotton
turtleneck, about $15, and pinstriped jeans, obout $30, both by Puma
Man. (The girls are into clothes from Bill Kaiserman for Rafael, Corinne
Pulitzer, Calvin Klein for Beged-Or, Ralph Lauren and Charles Jourdan.)
Opposite, bottom: This fellow’s definitely not crying over spilled milk
in his lamb sweater jacket, by Demian, $120; and pioid polyester/cotton
. shirt, by McGregor Sporiswear, $25. (Her clothes are .
B, from Beged-Or and Charles Jourdan.) Above: The
y  call of the wild—and he’s responding in his glove-
"-\_ leather jocket, by Europo Sport, about
|  $155; and plaid polyester/cotton shirt, by
;' Gant, $22.50. (Green-eyes is into duds
' from Siom Originals and Charles Jourdan.)
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As they say, all’s well
that ends well. The guys
are finally seeing eye
to thigh with the wait-
ress, and we can't
blame her for giving
in—what  with  their
sporting (lefi) a sueded-
lamb outer shirt, about
$375, cotton duck
slacks, about $85, and
cotton shirt, about $80,
all by 8ill Kaiserman
for Rafael; and (right)
a sveded-lamb V-neck
pullover, about $230,
twill slacks, about $55,
and polished-cotton
shirt, about $40, all by
Linea ltaliana by D'Eva;
plus a pair of cowhide
boots, by The Stitching
Horse Bootery, $70.
(Obviously, that crazy
chef still can’t leave the
redheaded object of
his affection alone. Per-
haps it's her wardrobe
from Bill Kaiserman for
Rafael, Corinne Pulitzer
and Charles Jourdan.)
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m nm m (continued from page 108)

us, asking, “What's happening here?”
The sergeant told me to halt. A more
senior officer appeared and a discussion
went on for some minutes. I heard him
say, “I'm the one who gives orders
here. . . ."” Then an ofhicer shouted from
the courtyard that I should be taken up-
stairs again. One of the soldiers said to
me, “You're lucky. They won't give it to
you, you bastard.” I was taken back
to my room. The degree of arbitrary be-
havior was incredible there. If you ask
me why I wasn't shot and others were
shot, I couldn’t even tell you that it was
for political reasons. It was bureaucrauc,
because it was this captain, in this corner
of the courtyard, who decided about the
lives of people. The ofhicer in charge of
another section of the courtyard could
have decided differently.

In the late morning, Letelier was
moved from the Tacna regiment to the
Military Academy in another part of
Santiago. That was wheve the junta as-
sembled key personalities of the Allende
government: former ministers, senators,
university deans and others. Before leav-
ing the Tacna regiment, Letelier was
taken to the commander's office. The
commander, an acquaintance of Letelier’s,
apprised him that Allende had died the
previous day. Now it was September 12.
In the next three days, the group at the
academy grew to 37 persons, all top offi-
cials of the Popular Unity regime. Other
prisoners, tens of thousands of them, were
held at the Santiago sports stadium. Many
were execuled, including Viclor Jara, a
famous Chilean singer. Lelelier and his
companions at the Mililary Academy
were not allowed to sleep at night; every
frve or six minules, soldiers would burst
into the cells, turn on lights, push the
beds and strike the prisoners with rifle
butts. Outside, theve was heavy firing. On
Friday, September 14, the nien were sud-
denly rounded up in the dining hall dur-
ing the lunch hour and taken back to
thewr cells, pushed and insulted by guards.
They were told to gather their belongings
and were marched to a waiting bus.

You didn’t know where you were
going?

LETELIER: No. They made us board the
bus with much violence. We were forced
to sit in the bus looking down; if
one looked up or fooked out, the soldiers
told us, he would be shot. They had sub-
machine guns. We had spent four days
without changing clothes, without shav-
ing, without a cigarette. We thought at
first that we were being taken to the air-
port to be flown out of Chile. But we were
driven instead to the military air base.
There they made us get off the bus, again
with considerable violence—the soldiers
struck us with riffe butts.

Did they try to humiliate you?

LETELIER: Yes. Many of us were slapped
in the face. Before being taken to the
Military Academy, several ministers were
forced to lie in the street for hours.
There, soldiers struck them and kicked
then. In some cases, prisoners were hit in
the stomach with rifle butts. I saw bruises
and marks ol violence on many of them.

The 37 prisoners were placed aboard a
DC-6, which took off immediately for an
unknown destination.

LETELIER: Knowing Chile’s geography
and seeing the Andes cordillera, we
realized we were flying south. We were
not allowed to move aboard the plane.
The soldiers, pointing their submachine
guns, kept warning us that we would be
killed at the slightest move. We began to
suspect that we were being flown to Punta
Arenas, the world’s southernmost large
city. That's where we landed about
9:30 P,

Black hoods were placed on our heads.
We were taken to armored vehicles, each
man heing led by the arm by a soldier,
another soldier behind, his gun at the
prisoner’s back. The situation was one ol
terror that was being generated within
the armed forces. The terror was so great
that each soldier was, in effect, a prison-
er of this system. Each soldier was
watched by a corporal and the corporal
was controlled by the lieutenant. Each
man, therefore, was trying to demon-
strate, because of fear, that he was the
most violent. 1f he weren’t sufficiently vio-
lent, he could be punished, too. You see,
there was a verticality of terror. What
concerned them most was not to appear
soft, not to appear human. I thought
that they would simply assassinate us in-
side the armored cars and dump us in
the Strait of Magellan; you know, Punta
Arenas is on the strait. It may seem a bit
absurd, but I was thinking, All right, if
they kill me, I'm going to die with digni-
ty like a man; these people are assassins
and it is my historical responsibility to
act like a man. There was the overwhelm-
ing desire that we should all die with
dignity, that we should act with dignity
until the end and that all Chileans should
know that we were assassinated.

The prisoners’ destination was Dawson
Island, which lies in the Strail of Magel-
lan, above the antarctic region. Dawson
was a Chilean naval station that the
junta turned info a conceniralion
camp Jor its most distinguished prison-
ers—former ministers and leading leftist
politicians. One of them was Luis Cor-
valan, the head of the Communist Party.
Dawson lies on the 54th pavallel south; it
is one of the world’s most desolate and
inhospitable spots, ballered by antaretic
winds. It was already spring in South
America, but Dawson was still covered
with snow when the prisoners arrived.

The surroundings were, indeed, reminis-
cent of a Stberian Gulag camp in the
Soviet Union.

LETELIER: We went ashore on a beach.
We were no longer hooded and we could
see powerful spotlights aimed at us. It
was freezing cold. We had only our light
clothing. We were formed in lines and
officers took out the oldest among us to
be put aboard an ancient army truck.
The younger men were ordered to walk.
It was snowing. We walked four or five
miles in the dark until we reached Puerto
Harris, a small Chilean marine-corps
base with 15 or 16 structures. The
marines had already put a barbed-wire
fence around Dawson's first concentra-
tion camp. Inside the camp, we were
herded into a large shed. The island’s
naval commander, Jorge Feles, addressed
us briefly. He said, “Gentlemen, you are
prisoners of war, you will have the rights
and obligations of prisoners of war . . .
under the Geneva convention. You are
in my custody.”

The 37 prisoners would remain in the
Puerto Harris camp for three months.
The camp was near the shore of what
was rather aptly called Bahia Inutil (The
Useless Bay).

LETELIER: We were housed in a two-
room shed. Eight of us occupied a room
eight feet by fifteen. Right off, we called
our room El Sheraton. The others, 29 of
them, were in a larger room. They slept
in threetiered bunks on mattresses and
scratchy sheets. Our morning meal was a
cup of coffee and a piece of bread. The
yard inside the camp was 30 by 21 feet,
but we weren't allowed to go closer than
nine fect [rom the barbed-wire enclosure.
In the beginning, we were kept inside
the shed most of the day. After a few
days, we discovered that new prisoners
had arrived from Punta Arenas, but we
were separated by the fence. They for-
bade us 10 call one another by name, so
that the other prisoners would not know
who we were. At night, there was a strict
rule against leaving the shed—even to go
to the latrine.

What were the sanitary conditions?

LETELIER: Bad. Our drinking and wash-
ing water came from a canal that Howed
past the camp. But our shed was on lower
ground than the sheds housing the Punta
Arenas prisoners. Guards awoke us at
six a.M. and we were taken in groups of
three to the canal to fill our buckets with
water for drinking and washing. But, be-
cause we were helow the other camp, the
buckets often came up filled with the
excrement of the other prisoners. We
selected a spokesman to inform the mili-
tary of this situation and the health
hazards involved. Presently, we were per-
mitted to hook up a hose in the canal
above the other sheds, so that our water
didn’t have to go through the area where

(continued on page 182)
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Jfiction By JOHN IRVING

there were some things he just

couldn’t tell his wife—like what
didn’t happen on mrs. ralph’s water bed

GARP DISAPPROVED of Ralph's mother. This
was unfair—he did not know the woman, but
he was convinced he knew her type. She struck
him as grossly disorganized; carelessness, for Garp,
was especially unforgivable in the case of a parent.
Garp's son, Duncan, was ten—"not out of danger,
by any means,” Garp often told his wife, Helen.
Duncan had been a (continued on page 128)




Above, left to right: The Lexikon 83 D.L. typewriter is the first porta-  impact plastic; each speaker features very low distortion and a wide
ble electric model to offer interchangeable type styles; aiso features  frequency response, $2692 the pair. Dolomite Carrera ski bools are -
a quick-change ribbon cariridge in which your fingers never fouch  designed for the Schussmeister who wants flexible footwear that's
the ribbon, by Olivetti, $339. The cells of these electrostatic loud-  exceptionally responsive to ski forgue; each inner boot is hand-
speakers, by Dayton Wright Associates, were crafted from high-  lasted and lined with leather, imported by Beconta, $160 the pair.




modern living

 BIACK
IS5 THE
COILOR...

...of the new look in a wide range of objects that are practical and pleasurable

Above, left to right: This Cannen tennis racket fea-
tures an ultrastift graphite frame that allows for
lower string tension, thus giving the user greaily
increased ball control, from Aldila, $200. A Super
Cricket disposable butane lighter, by Gillette, $1.98.

The 18-kt. Two-Zone watch, by Baume & Mercier, is
a globe-trotter's dream that combines two watch
movements in a single case; one face gives you the
local time, the other face can be set to tell the
time at your destination, $1200 with lizardskin strap,
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THE MOTEL fs situated
somewhere in the United
States. The rooms are
identical, with an over-
sized bed, a television sel
and a bathroom off to the
side. In each room, there is
a printed notice establish-
ing the price—8§19 for a
double, $14 for a single.

OF COURSE I LOVE YOU

FLovp: Wow! Did you
see that chick?

Juny: The one going in
next door?

FLoyp: Yeah, far out!
He sure got himself
a pretty one.

Jupy: A pretty what?

FLOYD: A pretty chick.
Hey, what's the matter now?
I'm just kidding.

Jupy: That doesn't
much sound like kid-
ding to me.

FLoyD: Hey, he may
have got himself a pretty
one, but I got myself a
beautiful one!

Jupy: You've got yourself
a beautiful what?

FLovD: A beautiful yot.
Hey, don’t go getting
mad at me now. A beau-
tiful you!

Jupy: This is an awful
mistake, Floyd. I knew
this would be a mistake. I
really think it would
be better right now if we
called the whole thing off.

FLoYD: There’s noth-
ing to call off. Yet.

jupy: Thisisalla
mistake.

rLoyp: Hey, hon, it’s no
mistake. What's the
matter with me saying my
chick’s beautiful? You
are beautiful.

Jupy: Floyd....

rrLovb: Yeah, I don't care
what anyone clse says,
you are beautiful.

Jupy: There you go
again. Floyd, that doesn’t
help things at all. It's
not funny. You can’t love
me. You wouldn’t talk
to me the way you do if
you loved me.

The
Motel
[apes

rLovp: Of course I love
you—I'm fuckin® you,
ain't I?

Jupy: I want to go home.

rLoyp: Oh, come off
it. That's an old joke from
the Army. Don't let it
bother you. “Of course I
love you—I'm fuckin’
you, ain‘t I7”" It breaks me
up every time I think
about it.

Jupy: I'm going home,
even if I have to call a taxi.

FLoYD: Do you really
want me to call you a taxi?

Juby: Yes, I do.

FLoYD: Really?

Jupy: I'm serious.

rFrLovD: All right. You're
a taxi.

JupY: Are you crazy?

rLoYD: You told me to
call you a taxi. All
right. You're a taxi. Does
that make you feel any
better? Hey, come on, you'll

get over it, haby. I'd call
you a taxi, except I've
alrcady paid for the room.

Jupy: Where are you
going now? What're you
up to?

FLOYD: I'm just goin’ to
the little-boys’ room—I'll be
back in a minute. Hey,
sugar, don't start
without me.

Jupy: Floyd, I'm going.
It was a terrible mistake.

THE HOOK

MIKE: Hey, where'd you
get a name like that,
anyway?

VERONICA: My mother
gave it to me.

MIKE: Your mother gave
you a hoy's name?

VERONICA: Ronnie's not
a boy’s name; it’s short
for Veronica. Most of the
guys call me Squirrel
Girl, anyway.

mikE: My name’s Mike.

veroxica: Hello,

Mike, whadaya want?
MIKE: I want you.
viroNIca: That's not

what I mean. C'mon,

you got to tell me.

Whadaya like?

MiKE: What's the choice?

VERONICA: Like half-
and-half or straight French;
you know.

mike: What's a half-
and-half?

VERONICA: Come on.

mike: No, I reallydon’t
know. I never even heard of

a half-and-half.
vERONICA: That’s where

the girl sucks you

till you're ready and then

you fuck the girl.

MIKE: I guess I'd like a
half-and-hall. That sounds
like hitting all bases.

VERONICA: Just leave me
lay my dress down neat.

e

Mike: Oh, yeah, baby,
yeah. That's right. Oh, you
know what you're doin’,
you know what you're doin’.
No, don’tstop that.

VERONICA! You said half-
and-half.

more
carryings-on
behind those

closed doors

Part two qf a
revelalory new book

By Mike McGrady

MIKE: Just keep doin’
that.

VERONICA: You want the
straight French, then?

MIKE: Straight French,
fine, just don’t stop. Yeah.
Oh, oh, cooohhhhh.
Oh, hold my balls. Oh,
yeah. Oh, oh, oh.

L ]

MIKE: Hey, where's the
fire?

vERONICA: [ gotto get
back to the Alcove.

mike: Hey, Ronnig, stick
around for a few
minutes. We'll go one more
ume. Fifteen dollars,
right? The price hasn't
gone up, has it? Just gimme
a minute and we’ll do
that number again.

veroNICA: If you want to
gO again, you got to go
back to the Alcove and pay
Bryan.Ican'tgoa
second time without

ILLUSTRATION BY ROBERT GOLOSTROM
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his being paid for it

amike: That Bryan is some character.
He’s one mean hombre

veronicA: Oh, he just looks mean. He’s
really sweet. You want to know some-
thing? He's going to marry me.

mike: He's gonna marry you and he
spends all night fixing you up with
customers?

veronIca: Look, I really got to go back
there. Bryan don’t want us partyin” with
the customers.

mike: Just a minute. Hey, wait a
minute, I'm going out there—I'll be
back in a minute. I want to try that one
more time.

veronica: The same?

MmiKE: I wouldn’t want you to change
a thing.

veronica: Well, you got the money,
honey, I got the time.

L ]

VERONICA: What took ya?

mike: Your fiancé wanted to talk. He
told me to stop for a little jolt, it'd
be OK.

vERONICA: Yeah, what'd Bryan say?

mike: He told me this time I should go
for one of them half-and-halfs.

veronIca: That's what he said?

mike: You know something, you got a
nice little body there. 1 like a woman
who's built compact.

veronica: That's my problem—a nice
little body and a nice big nose.

MIkE: What're you talking about?

vironica: The old schnozzola.

MIKE: What're you puttin’ yourself
down for?

veronIcA: I'm not putting myself down.
It wasn't a bad schnozzola until a car ran
over it.

MIKE: A car ran over your nose? Tell
me another.

veronica: Believe it. Three years ago,
I was riding my bike and a car hit me.
The only broken bone in my body was my
nose.

sike: You can’t even notice,

vEronIca: You never even looked.

sike: I was looking at you. I looked, all
right, and I didn’t see nothing wrong. It's
all in your head.

veronica: It's all on my head, you
mean. The reason you didn’t notice noth-
ing is because I always look at a customer
straight on. That way, you can't see the
bump. I'll turn my head now; you can
see how bent up it is.

mike: I still don’t see nothing.

viroNica: That's "cause 1 only looked
away [or a second. I don’t let anyone see
the profile, not for long.

mike: This really bothers you.

veronIca: OfF course it really bothers
me; it'd bother anyone. As far as I'm con-
cerned, it ruint my looks. Some of the
guys out there call me The Hook. Others
call me Squirrel Girl. Until that accident,
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MIKE: You still look like a kid to me.

veronica: Yeah, well, I'm 27 years old
and I've got two kids of my own; the boy’ll
be nine in March.

MIKE: What're you doin” with someone
like that Bryan character?

veronica: Whadaya mean? He's goin’
to marry me, that's what I'm doin’. Hey,
you must be rested enough now. Let’s
see if we can get this 1i'l fellow 1o stand
up straight like a man,

mike: He's gonna marry you and, mean-
time, he fixes you up with his customers.

veronica: You know, if you're gonna
start in again on Bryan, I'm gonna go
back to the Alcove.

Mike: Hold on a minute. Don’t get all
in a uproar. I didn’t mean nothing. I don’t
even know your Bryan. He just looks like
some character to me.

VERONICA: Bryan was gonna marry me
when the accident happened. But the
whole thing is, no one would marry any-
one with a schnozz like this one. But
when I get the nose fixed, Bryan and me
are getting married.

mike: Why don't you just get it fixed
now?

VERONICA: Sure, give me $1400 and I'll
do that little thing. That's what the plastic
surgeon says it'll run, and then it'll be as
good as new. .

MIKE: Bryan and you are getting
hitched—but he’s not going to get hitched
with you until the nose gets fixed, so to
get the dough to fix the nose, he fixes
you up with other guys; I've heard every-
thing now.

VERONICA: Are we goin® another time
or what?

MIKE: Are you kidding? I wouldn't miss
it for the world.

veroNICA: Don't get the wrong impres-
sion of Bryan. He loves me.

MIKE: Yeah.

veronica: Hey, he really does love me.

mike: Yeah, it's a regular storybook
romance.

THE LIST MAKER

Mary: Sometimes I'm impressed just
being with you. I mean it. I'm always
amazed that you'd even bother with me.
You're by far the most successful person
I've ever known.

nicHoLas: Is that right?

Mary: Oh, yes, you're the most success-
ful man who ever took an interest in me.
The other guys I've gone with, they all
seem like losers. I don’t know what I ever
saw in any ol them.

NicHoLAs: Maybe it was the fact that
they needed you.

mary: Don’t you need me?

nicHoLas: Yes, I do. I need you and
therefore I'll have you. You know why
those other guys are losers? It's the same
reason that most people are losers. They
don’t have the slightest idea how to focus
on anything. Whatever I'm going to do in

life, I focus in on it completely.

mary: I think so. I think you do—but
where did you learn that? Why doesn’t
everyone know how to do it?

nicHoras: I'm really not sure. I can tell
you what happened to me. When I was
still in grade school, 1 was asked to do a
book report—I've often tried to think of
the title, but it has always escaped me;
but it was a study of the most successful
and affluent men in the country. Hun-
dreds of them, I think, and they were all
asked for the secrets of their success. Many
ol them had different ideas, but almost
every one of them mentioned an ability to
focus, to eliminate all distractions and get
down to brass tacks. Almost every one ol
those men made a list. That's always
stayed with me; you've seen my notebook.
I'm always working on one list or another.
Whatever I write down in there, that's
what I'm focusing on. The act ol writing
it down almost forces me to start focusing.
Belore I begin the day, before my first cup
of coffee, 1 list the six or seven goals 1
hope to accomplish on that day. Always in
order of importance.

MaRrY: And those are the things you al-
ways get done?

nicHoLas: Not at all. But it shows me
what I should be concentrating on and it
saves me much wasted effort. It's like
being in the jungle and having a map.

MARY: Was this on the List?

nicHoras: This?

Mary: Me. “Make love to Mary'—
something along that line.

nicHoras: No, it wasn't. The beauty of
making up a list is that you don’t have to
follow it. If something better turns up,
then the thing to do is focus on that.
You're not on the list today—but you're
definitely something better.

I'm not going to apologize for the list—
1 use it for almost everything I do. Some
of the guys at the office wonder how come
I'm able to play scratch golf. Golf is a
perfect example of what I'm talking
about. If ever there was somecthing that
required total concentration, complete
focus, it's golf. Most of the guys think
they can go out and talk about business
and women and what not and still play
a decent game of golf. They're l[ooling
themselves.

MARY: I'm sure you're right, it's just
that I never gave it much thought belore.

nictoras: I know it's right. When 1
turned 40, I spent a full year traveling
around the world. I just left the office. Al-
most every person I know in the business
world—they all said how lucky I was and
how they would love to be able to do some-
thing like that themselves. If they really
wanted to do it, if they were able to focus
on the act of actually doing it, then, by
Christ, they would do it.

Going to Europe is no more difficult

(continued on page 172)
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PLAYMATE PREVIEW

a super abundance of candidates to grace our gatefold in the months ahead

Julia Kallish is 19; she studied avt in high school;
she plans to continue at Chicago’s American
Academy of Avt. Then,“You know what I'd

really like to do? Go on a nice long cruise.” Mean-
while, Julia works for her favorite artist: “My dad.”

We asked Katrina Hegg, who

lives in Boulder, if it's true about that Colorado
mountain high. “What gets me high,” she
replied, “is dancing. Also climbing

trees, swimming nude and rolling in the hay.”




ARD-LINE feminists not-
withstanding, millions of
women in America still dream
of becoming a movie
star in Hollywood, Miss
America in Atlantic City
or a Playmate in the pages of
rLAYBoY. While everyone
assumes that hanging around
Schwab’s Drugstore pro-
vides the path to celluloid
stardom and local beauty
contests the way to Bert Parks’s
side, the process of
becoming a Playmate inexpli-
cably remains a mystery.

Well, we're going 10 let

you in on the p dure—and
give you an idea of just how
tough it is to narrow down the
field of likely candidates.

All the ladies shown on these
pages are currently under
consideration and many will
grace our centerlold in
the coming months, Most either

€ discovered by a mem-
ber of our photographic staff or,
more likely, have submiuted
a picture of thems taken by
a boyfriend, an amateur
lensman or a free-lance profes-
sional. Hundreds of photos
are sent in to us every month,
which isn’t hard to under-
stand, since a Playmate receives
510,000 and the person
who suggests her a $S1000 find-
er’s fee. Once the piciures

are sareened by the photography
editors in Chicago and Los

Angeles, the candidates deemed
to have the most Playmarte
potential are flown to our
studios for an in-depth test
shooting by one of PLAYBOY'S
staff photographers. Again,
the editors judge the results and
the most attractive and
vivacious candidates are
asked to pose for the
centerlold, after which Editor-
Publisher Hugh Helner
makes the final selection ol those
who will become the
modern-day equivalent of the

sibson and Petty girls.

The hopefuls pictured here
are at various stages of the
te process. Look for

[avorite in the monihs ahead,




Californian Sherry Marks
(right) is looking for

“a rugged, down-lo-earth,
old-fashioned, well-

built, understanding,
loving man in his 20s.
We could make love on

a huge brass bed in

a house overlooking the
ocean.” Any applicants?

“I want to live long
enough to be able to look
back and say I've done
everything worth doing,”
Deborah Kehoe (far
right) told us. One such
thing: becoming a Play-
mate. “Nudity is great
when it’s done with class,
and PLAYBOY vespects
women,” she vohimteered.

Denise Hayes (left), who was born in London,

has lived in Spain, Ireland and (now) Dallas.

Its Ireland she'd litke to return to: T miss

the Guinness.” Denise tells us she’s “lively to an
extreme, obstinate, softhearted, gullible—and weird.”

Chyistina Allen (above) admils lo eclectic lasles,
ranging from the works of Ernest Hemingway

1o those of Norman Lear. Of herself

she says, “I'm aloof, yet sensitive; moody, yet
dependable. I am a woman and enjoy being one.”
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Mary Suec Wehrenberg (above) is attending Flovida
Junior Colleg (mr:}ms zoology and art) mrd

is working toward a B.A—while free-lancing as

a Jacksonuville interior designer on the side. A
typical cvening with Mary Sue may include
“massage, a qond meal, conversation, love,

F7

Mavis Cusick (above)}—"my friends call
me Tasha”’—was born in Germany,
where her father worked for the Statce
Departiment. She was educated in the
Dominican Republic, Italy, Turkey and
Brazil and has settled in Virginia.

Lisa Sohm (below), now working as a
free-lance model in New York Caty,
would like, ultimately, to become a high-
fashion model. “Then I could travel

all over the world. First stop: Africa.”




Born and educated in Van-
couver, British Columbia,
where she studied dance from
the age of thiee to 17, Kris-
tine Winder (above) would
like one day to be both a
wriler and a dancer. Right
now, she tells us, she enjoys
“Happry Days,” the songs
of Bob Dylan, scuba diving,
“a fire on the beach, a good
dry red wine, a night swim
and an eager pariner.”

Debra Jo Fondren (left) is
into tennis, trap and skeet
shooting and deep-sea fishing.
She just might, she informs
us, take up professional pho-
tography. For now, “Well,
I've always been an avid
reader of vLaYBOY and I'd
like to become a part of its
tradition._ . . ” Despite—or
because of>—that, Debbie’s
list of most-admired people is
headed by Gloria Steinem.
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Lisé Kaiser (abouve) is good at stenography (she
acquired her secretarial skills at Bryant and Strat-
ton Business Institute in Buffalo, New York)

and modeling (obviously); she doesn’t plan to give
up either. “Well, I'm really pretty conservative.”

Nicki Thomas (above), 22, an exercise buff, isalso
musically inclined; she sings, plays the violin

and the guitar. She describes hevself as “very emo-
tional, very enthustastic but basically easygoing.

I fall in love eastly, but I'm a one-man woman.”




The daughter of a Scottish-English
Pphysician and an Estonian refu-
gee, 20-year-old Virve Reid (vight)
isan art student in Vancouver,
B.C. Eventually, she hopes to be-
come an actvess; her short-term
ambition 1s—you guessed it—to
appear in a PLAYBOY centerfold.
“I feel being selected would be a
great compliment to me—and,”
she adds unself-consciously,

“it would give me a way of
sharing my gifts with others.”

A jazz enthusiast, erstwhile
University of California at Santa
Cruz student Susan Centola (be-
low) leans toward becoming a
dancer. But if NASA decides to
make space travel coed, she’d like
to sign up as an astronaud. [

have a keen desive for scientific
knowledge and for travel,”

she says. “Actually, I have enough
energy to pursue most of my
whims, because I cat only fruits
and such a diet cleanses the body.”
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Born in London, Carole Dauvis
(left) has lived in Scotland, France,
Hawaii, Cambodia and Thailand
and now bunks in New York City,
where she studies sociology at
Hunter College. While in France
she was lead singer for Les Var-
iations, a rock band featured

al festivals on the Riviera.
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GARP'S NIGHT OUT

watched-over child, and now that he had
reached an age where he was expected to
be responsible—and more independent—
Garp was extremely nervous about him.
Duncan was a sensible child, but Garp
feared for what influences the boy's new
freedlom would uncover.

Ralph, for example. A normal boy,
perhaps; not retarded, not even wild—
not even impolite. But Ralph was al-
lowed to do things that Garp did not
allow Duncan to do. What Garp would
not say in front of Duncan (and his worst
fear) was that Ralph's mother left Ralph
alone at night when she went “out.” She
was recently divorced, and Garp hoped
he felt no bias in that regard, but the
woman seemed to him both too casual
and too troubled. He was always nervous
when Duncan was asked to spend the
night with Ralph.

“Why not ask Ralph to spend the
night here?” Garp suggested. A familiar
ploy—Ralph usually spent the night with
Duncan, thus sparing Garp his anxiety
about the carelessness of Mrs. Ralph (he
could never remember her name).

“Ralph always spends the night here,”
Duncan said. "I want to stay there.” And
do what? Garp wondered. Drink, smoke
dope, torture the pets, spy on the sloppy
lovemaking of Mrs, Ralph?

But Garp knew that the boys probably
cnjoyed being left alone in a house where
Garp wasn't always smiling over them,
asking them if there was anything they
wanted. He was a colossal worrier who
liked to cook to relax himself. Whenever
Duncan spent the night at Ralph’s house,
and Garp knew that he and Helen would
have supper alone, he frequently cooked
up a storm.

If he could have been granted one vast
and naive wish, it would have been that
he could make the world safe. For chil-
dren and grownups. The world struck
Garp as unnecessarily perilous for both.

L]

Garp drove a wooden spoon deep into
his tomato sauce. He flinched as some
fool took the corner by the house with a
roaring downshift and a squeal of tires
that cut through Garp with the sound of
a struck cat. He was not worried, this
time, that the speeding car meant Duncan
had been hit—he knew where Duncan
was—but it was Garp's habit to chase
down speeding cars. He had bullied every
fast driver in the neighborhood. The
streets around Garp’s house were cut in
squares, bordered every block by stop
signs; Garp could usually catch up to a
car, on foot, provided the cars obeyed
the stop signs.

He ran down the street after the sound
of the car. Sometimes, if the car were
going really fast, Garp would need three

128 or four stop signs to make the arrest.

(conlinued from page 115)

Most drivers were impressed with Garp,
and even if they swore about him later,
they were apologetic 1o his face, assuring
him they would not speed in the neigh-
borhood again. It was clear to them that
Garp was in good physical shape, and
most of them were high school kids who
were easily embarrassed—caught hot-
rodding around with their girlfriends, or
leaving little smoking rubber stains in
front of their girlfriends’ houses. Garp
was not such a fool as to imagine that
he changed their ways. All he hoped to
do was make them speed somewhere else.

The present offender turned out to be
a woman (Garp saw her earrings glinting,
and the bracelets on her arm, as he ran
up to her from behind). She was just
ready to pull away from the stop sign
when Garp rapped the wooden spoon on
her window, startling her; the spoon,
dribbling tomato sauce, looked at a
glance as if it had been dipped in blood.

Garp waited for her to roll down the
window, and was already phrasing his
opening remarks (“I'm sorry if I startled
you, but I wanted to ask you a personal
favor . . .") when he recognized that the
woman was Ralph's mother, the notorious
Mrs. Ralph. Duncan and Ralph were
not with her; she was alone, and it was
obvious that she had been crying.

“Yes, what is it?” she said; Garp
couldn’t tell if she recognized him as
Duncan’s [ather or not.

“I'm sorry I startled you,” Garp began.
He stopped. What else could he say to
her? Smeary-faced, fresh from a fight
with her ex-husband or a lover, she
looked rumpled with misery; her eyes
were red and vague. “I'm sorry,” Garp
mumbled; he was sorry for her whole life.
How could he tell her that all he wanted
was for her to slow down?

“What is it?” she asked him.

“I'm Duncan’s father,” Garp said.

“I know you are,” she said. “I'm
Ralph’s mother.”

“I know,"” he said; he smiled.

“Duncan’s father meets Ralph's moth-
er,” she said, caustically. Then she burst
into tears. Her face flopped forward and
struck the horn. She sat up straight, sud-
denly hitting Garp’s hand, resting on
her rolled-down window; his fingers
opened and he dropped the long-handled
spoon into her lap. They both stared at
it; the tomato sauce produced a stain on
her beige dress.

“You must think I'm a rotten mother,”
Mrs. Ralph said. Garp, ever conscious of
safety, reached across her knees and
turned off the ignition. He decided to
leave the spoon in her lap. It was Garp's
curse to be unable to conceal his feelings
from people, even from strangers; if he
thought contemptuous thoughts about
you, somehow you knew.

“I don’t know anything about what
kind of mother you are,” Garp told her.
“I think Ralph’s a nice boy.”

“He can be a real little bastard,” she
said.

“Perhaps you'd rather Duncan not stay
with you tonight?” Garp asked—Garp
hoped. To Garp, she didn't appear to
know that Duncan was spending the
night with Ralph. She looked at the
spoon in her lap. “It’s tomato sauce,”
Garp said. To his surprise, she picked up
the spoon and licked it.

“You're a cook?” she asked.

“Yes, I like to cook,” Garp said.

“It's very gooed,” Mrs. Ralph told him,
handing him back his spoon. "1 should
have gotten one like you, some prick
who liked to cook.”

“I'd be glad to go pick up the boys,”
Garp said, “They could spend the night
with us, if you'd like to be alone.”

“Alone!” she cried. “I'm usually alone,
I like having the boys with me. And they
like it, 100,” she said. “Do you know
why?"” She looked at him wickedly.

“Why?" Garp said.

“They like to watch me take a bath,”
she said. “There’s a crack in the door.
Isn't it sweet that Ralph likes to show
off his old mother to his friends?"”

“Yes,” Garp said.

“You don't approve, do you, Mr.
Garp?” she asked him. “You don’t ap-
prove of me ac all.”

“I'm sorry youre so unhappy,” Garp
said. He remembered that Mrs. Ralph
was going to school. “What are you
majoring in?"” he asked her, stupidly. He
recalled she was a never-ending graduate
student; her problem was probably a
thesis that wouldn’t come.

Mrs. Ralph shook her head. “You
really keep your nose clean, don't you?”
she asked Garp. “How long have you
been married?”

“Eleven years,” Garp said. Mrs. Ralph
locked more or less indifferent; Mrs.
Ralph had been married for 12.

“Your kid's safe with me,” she said, as
if she were suddenly irritated by him, as
if she were reading his mind with utter
accuracy. “Don’t worry, I'm quite harm-
less—with children,” she added. “And 1
don't smoke in bed.”

“I'm sure it's quite healthy for the
boys to watch you take a bath,” Garp
told her, then felt immediately embar-
rassed for saying it, although it was one
of the few things he'd told her that he
meant.

“I don’t know,” she said. “It didn’t
seem to do much good for my hushand,
and he watched me for years.” She looked
up at Garp, whose mouth hurt from all
his forced smiles. Just touch her checek,
or pat her hand, he thought; at least say
something. But Garp was clumsy at being

(continued on page 176)



a biblical retelling of the
great schism between
east and west, between
skyscrapers and pink
stucco

(BEING AN ACCOUNT of the
battle between New York
and Los Angeles, from the
prophetical writings of Ha-
zeriah, in the Old Testa-
ment. One of the most
gifted and powerful of the
seers, Hazeriah was none-
theless banished from the
temple for performing in
the streets of Jerusalem an
act that simultaneously
broke the dietary law, the
traffic code, two command-
ments and a personal prom-
ise to Moses. The camel
involved was unavailable
for comment.)

I
In the beginning, there
was but one coast, that in
the East; and all else was
without form and void.
And it was a good coast,
verily; and great
the  accomplish-
ments thereof;
excellent -

in the manufacture of fine
garments of divers colors;
and the trading of goods,
and the writing of words.
And the children were ¢x-
ceeding wise and prospered,
and grew mighty. But even
as the sun follows its west-
erly course through the
heavens, so did some among
them become vain; and
journeyed into Nassau,
and thence into Suffolk, and
even into Montauk, and
builded houses near the sea
in which to pleasure them-
selves; and lay face down
upon the sand, and caused
rich ointments to be
smoothed onto their flesh,
that it might darken, and
so blasphemed greatly.
But it grew cold, and so
they fled to the West, fol-
lowing the sun, saving,
“We'll keep the apartment,”
knowing in their hearts
they would not return; and
they did not return, and so
there were two coasts: that
in the East, known as the
East, and that in the West,
known as the Coast.
And the East
(continued on
page 170)
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cat 's=-meal nell

Oh. that I in love, in love,
In love had never fell:

I've tried in wain the heart to gain
Of lovely Cat's-Meat Nell.

"I'vas in Drury Lane vhere |
First heard her woice so sveet,

As vith her harrow she vent by
And sveetly called, “Cat’s meart!”

My heart she von: her swiv el eyes
So clnrmingly she rolled.

And, tempting her vith “Pies, hot piest”
My tale ol lTove I old.

Elewated vith liquor, T felt no dread,
And thought as how I'd buss her,
For vitch I catched a lick on the head,
Vitch made me summut the vorser.
I looked—for 1 [elt so stupid, do you see?—
To know vhere I vas, in wain.
Toa butcher says 1, “I'm in Queer Sweer.” Says he,
“Vhy, vou call. this here is Cow Lane.”

I never knowed in all my lile
Faut heary Lnar Lass ¢’er von,

So L. to cuch her [or a vile,
Vith Nell again begun.

“CGive me,” says I, “von kiss today.”
Says she, “Oh, vt o Laree,

But il vou'll kiss, then Kiss avay.”
And she cocked up her bare arse.

Savs 1, “Oh, I'min Jove, my dear,
And vish to know if vhether

Ve to Saint Giles's Chiurch shall steer
And there be spliced wogether?”

Savs she, “1 tell you. it's no go
Vith me to talk ol love.

A stinking pieman, you must know,
1 thinks myselt above.”

To Holborn, then, avay jogeed ve,
Vhere 1 rold her now to stop.

Says 1, “Nell. though you don’t love me,
Mavhaps you'd love a drop.

This here’s The Bell, so let's toll in.”
Savs she, “Yer gallous polite.”

And there ve ok imperial gin
Till ve got muzzy quite.

Close by her side, I vent on toddling
And, hot vith love, kepe challing

Vinle Nelly vith her banrow, vaddling,
Set all the boys alaughing.

The bother ol those saucy bris
Confused and crossed our cries.

So, vhile I called out, “Hot mutton cats!™
Vhy, Nell, she bawled, “Cat’s pies!™

the flea shooter

Horse doctor am I and once was a lodger
With a wile and her man, a regular codger,
Who had a young daughter so tempting to view—

And ripe for the spit, as I very well knew.

I slept in a room next to where she reposed

And dreamed ol her charms all the while that I dozed.
That the lass was uneasy I knew with no doubt,

For her amorous wishes she olt would ary out.

S0, goaded by passion, a hole on the sly

I bored in the wainscot. through which I could spy
All her luscious young beauties exposed o my view—
Such delicite bubbies of peach-and-pink hue,

Such a belly, such thighs—oh, their like was ne’er seen—
And a black little cuckoo’s nest vight in between!
Sometimes she'd be washing that body so [air;
Sometimes she would curl up her prewy black hair;
Sometimes for a genuine bouncing she'd groan

And dildo hersell dill she fell in a swoon.

One night, quilc astonished, I heard her loud eries
And, seizing my breeches, made laste to arise.

Then her mother came into my room in a lright
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And begged that I go 10 her daughter that night.

“Oh, doctor, oh, doctor,” she cried, ~pray. make hastel
My daughter’s so pained you have no time to waste.

I really quite blush at her unhappy lot,

But something’s gone into her poor—vou know what!”
1 went to her chamber without more delay

And beheld the sweet Liss in strange disarray,
Squirming and shaking, stretched out on the bed,

Her nightdress awry and pulled up o her head.

*Oh. doctor,” shie aried, “I've had an atack!

A bold flea has pushed himsell into my crackl

He tickles me crazy as he rambles about:;

I'm sure I shall die if you can’t get him our.”

I parsuaded her mother o leave, lest the sight

OI this direful excision produce a bad fright.

Then. declaring I now would employ my dislodger,

I reached in my breeches and pulled out big Roger.
O, sir, what is that:" she asked in alarm.

“A flea shooter,” said 1. 1t will do you no harm.”

In less than a shake, 1 was locked in her arms.

I rumbled and tumbled and rifled her charms.

Till nature prevailed and she aried out, “Dear spark,
You've killed the flea dead! What an excellent mark!”
Since that happy hour, we've kept out dis
By busily, joylully shooting for {leas.
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YEAR
IN SEX

a slightly irreverent look at
the advances—and setbacks—
of the sexual revolution in '76

DURING THE BICENTENNIAL YEAR wec've all just sur-
vived, there may not have been much more sexual
activity than usual, but there was more noise made
about it—particularly when it came to the prefer-
ences and peccadilloes of people in the public eye.
Congressmen putting mistresses—some of whom
couldn’t find the ox-oFF switch of an electric type-
writer—on the payroll? Right-wing fire-and-brim-
stone breathers being exposed as A.C./D.C.? The
Vice-President of the United States saying “Fuck
you™ with his finger—while his boss was trying to
make his political opponent look like a moral degen-
erate because he had allowed the relatively inoffen-
sive word screw to pass his lips? Did he think the
public couldn’t figure out just what those deleted
expletives were in his ex-boss’s highly edited tape
transcripts? No wonder people turned away from
news of politics and immersed themselves in, for
example, soap operas. There, at least, there was little
pussy{mling around the subjea. Abortions, prosti-
tution, homosexuality, impotence, V.D.—no topic
was taboo. And at the movies, audiences were treated
to the spectacde of a 12-year-old, Jodic Foster, por-
traying with considerable aplomb a teeny-bopper
hooker. While all this was going on, the nation's
judicial system, seemingly with its collective head in
the sand, managed to convict an actor and two
magazine executives on grounds of obscenity—in
towns where the film had not been shown nor the
publication offered for sale. Somchow, the Swedes
don't scem to get so hot and bothered about this
sort of thing. Latest word [rom Stockholm is that
scrious consideration is being given to legislation to
legalize, among other things, incest. That may take
a while. In the meantime, here’s a brief look at the
ups and downs of the sexual revolution, circa 1976.

TEMPTRESSES

Colleen Gardner (right) was
mad because her boss, Repre-
sentative John D. Young (D.,
Texas), paid her $25,800 an-
nually but wouldn't give her
any job responsibility. *'It
wouldn't have been so bad
going to bed with him if he
had at least let me work,’* she
observed. Liz Ray (below)
didn't want more work—she
couldn’'t even type—but she
was miffed at her boss, Rep-
resentative Wayne Hays (D.,
Ohio), allegedly because he
didn’t invite her to his wed-
ding. Both Gardner and Ray
blew the whistle on their Con-
gressional employers, reveal-
ing that their tax-supported
stipends had been earned for
the most part on their backs.
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TEMPTED
The plot thickened as
Gardner and Ray went
on talking. Not only
were Hays (top left)
and Young (bottom
left) implicated but
also Alaska's Demo-
cratic Senator Mike
Gravel (center left),
with whom Ray claim-
ed she'd had sex on a
houseboat owned by
her previous employ-

er, former Represent- More red faces: Above, from left, Representative Joe Waggoner, Jr., detained
ative Kenneth J. Gray by Washington cops for soliciting a decoy prostitute (but released on grounds
(D., liinois). Gardner of Congressional immunity); Representative Robert L. Leggett, who admitted
corroborated the to two illegitimate children and a sexual liaison with a Congressional aide;
story, claiming she'd Representative Allan Howe, convicted of propositioning Salt Lake policewomen.
been an eyewitness. Below, from left, retired General Edwin A. Walker, busted for public lewdness

Gravel and Young de-
nied everything. (“I'd
deny it if it were true,
but the fact is I didn’t
do it,” said Young.)
Hays tried to, then
caved In, admitted all
and retired. Whatever
the truth of the mat-
ter, the controversy
certainly didn’t hurt
the sales of Ray’s
paperback, The Wash-
ington Fringe Benefit,

in a Dallas rest room; onetime Nixon Supreme Court nominee G. Harrold Cars-
well, indicted for making advances to a Tallahassee vice cop (lewdness
charges were dropped when he pleaded no contest to battery); and the Rev-
erend Billy James Hargis of the Crusade for Christian Morality, who was ac-
cused of seducing boy and girl students at American Christian College in Tulsa.




SEX IN THE MARKET PLACE

LOVE,OR REASONABLE FACSIMILE, FOR SALE

Some years back, Cynthia Kane (right} was Sister Mary
Anthony of the Sisters of Our Lady of the Good Shepherd.
Now she's an undercover police officer in Chicago—where
a frequent assignment is working as a decoy streetwalker.

During the First World Meeting of Prostitutes in Washing-
ton, D.C. (above), Franciscan friar DePaul Genska ("Christ
was very kind to women in this condition”) joined hookers'-
rights crusader Margo St. James, San Francisco, and other
fellow activists in a “sunrise stroll” at the White House.

From the world of fashion, a showing of transves-
tite styles at Uba's in Hollywood (top) and (above)
a sample of the hot new department-store trend to
sexy windows, from Bloomingdale's, New York. “At
times the displays get risqué,” tut-tutted Time.

The Love Chair (left) was designed by award-winning Miami sculptor Cullum
Hasty. Latest improvement in mechanized erotica (above): Accu-Jac Il,
with sttachments for male and female use ($595). For those with a sweet
tooth (below), phallic suckers from Leasure Time Products (see Althea, next
page) and the sellout rage of this past Valentine season, edible Candypants.




MEDIA MADNESS

ALLTHE NEWS THAT FITS, SOMEBODY PRINTS

Il Why is this man frowning? Because, as an Esquire cover story
¥ pointed out, of the proliferation of schlocky skin books that
are giving a class act like ours a bad name. Esquire rated 25
publications. with PLAYBOY, naturally, at the top of the heap.

zxclusive! Nixon
goes to a birthday party

ve thoughts on
t Point:

Save

the stoolie e
system!
After Kansas postal in-
) Enroll spectors subscribed under
Social notes trom all over: Larry Flynt | v o, phony names, Screw pub-
wed his Hustler associate publisher |; : lisher Al Goldstein (above)
and executive editor, Althea Leasure, ki) was convicted in Wichita

at Columbus, Ohio's Broad (honest!)

: on smut-mail charges, but
Street Methodist Church on August 21.

a new trial was ordered.

Saunders and Ernst
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Allen Saunders, creator of good old Mary Worth, gave comic-strip readers a
shock: the genre’s first teenaged, illegitimate pregnancy (above). London's Janet
Reger put out a catalog of sexy (and costly) lingerie (below left), and when
Bloomingdale's tried a similar approach in a New York Times supplement (below
right), the brochure became an instant collector’s item ($6 at one bookstorel.
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Former porn star Bree Anthony (in Sexteen,
above) has found a new line of work. As Sue
Richards, publisher, she introduced the sexplicit
magazine High Society to newsstands this May.




SONG & DANCE

Raquel Welch (above) made
news when her top fell down
during a strenuous number
from her night-club revue; the
Royal Danish Ballet also made
headlines while on its Ameri-
can tour, which featured nude
dancers in Flemming Flindt's
Triumph of Death (top right).

N
Sex rock is the, ah, coming thing in music, and these are the
singers who know how to do it. Donna Summer (left) moaned
Love to Love You, Baby right up to the climax of the charts;
former porn actress Andrea True (above) scored with More,
More, More, and Betty Davis (ex-model, ex—Mrs. Miles), at right,
socked it to 'em with Nasty Gal. Below are their latest LPs.

The Divine Miss M, Bette Mid-
ler, went bare-ass before Har-
vard's Hasty Pudding club
{above), but players in Carte
Bfanche, Kenneth Tynan's
sequel to Oh! Calcutta!, got
down to the altogether in Lon-
don’s Phoenix Theater (left).
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ARTISTIC LICENSE

NO BIZ LIKE SHOWBIZ

Fanne Foxe, who used to do a little peeling herself, served as mistress of cere-
monies for portions of the All-Bare 1976 Extravaganza, a four-day shindig
staged at New York's Beacon Theater in September (below). Up in Lake
Geneva, Wisconsin, all-female audiences at the Sugar Shack flipped for male
strippers Ellioti Lanza, an airline pilot, and Larry Slade, a bodyguard (right);
meanwhile, in the San Francisco Bay area, the Free Follies troupe staged
street theater on such subjects as crabs, incest and V.D. (below right).

Developments in erotic art: paintings by René Moncada
Perez (left) and wax sculpture by Ross F. Morris of Kline-
burger Bros. Studios in Seattle (below). Says Moncada:
“Whenever | drew a naked woman with a vagina, the draw-
ing became immoral. Now | have eliminated the rest of the
body, thus bringing out into the living room something
otherwise known as vulgar." Morris hopes to establish a U.S.
erotic wax museum similar to one he worked on in Japan.

Susan Kutosh, a 28-year-old New Yorker, specializes in
what may be a unique genre: the crotch blot. At top right,
how she does it; right, the finished work. Kutosh's pussy
paintings are featured at the Erotics gallery in the Village,




NEWSMAKERS

OUT OF THE CLOSET

This 62" tennis player g“
won a tournament this ==

July in California as Dr.
Renee Richards (below).
Before sex-change sur-
gery, the same player, as
Dr. Richard Raskind, had
in 1964 won the New
York State men's amateur
singles championship.

Joining the stampede to ac-
knowledge bisexuality this year
were British-born rock stars
David Bowie (far left), who did
it in the September Playboy In-
terview, and Elton John (left),
who told all in Rolling Stone.
Similar admissions came from
Janis lan and Rod McKuen,

At left, Chicago’'s Gay Pride
Parade entrants; above, San
Francisco homosexual couple
Dr. Thomas Waddell (who
placed sixth in the decathlon at
the 1968 Olympics) and Charles
Deaton, a former CIA operative.

KISS & TELLERS

All right, now, everybody who didn't have a “relationship”
with the late President John F. Kennedy stand up! Here
are four of those who have confessed they did (from left):
stripper Tempest Storm; socialite Joan Lundberg Hitchcock;
Judith Campbell Exner, ex-friend of the late mobster Sam
Giancana; and another ecdysiast, Baltimore's Blaze Starr.




FOLKS IN TROUBLE

The expletive that can't be de-
leted: Vice-President Nelson A,
Rockefeller flashing the finger at
hecklers in Binghamton, New York
(right). Chicago cop Greg McDon-
ald probably wishes the photo he
sent to Easyriders bikers' maga-
zine of a nude on his squad car
{below) had been deleted; the re-
sulting flap got him suspended.

Former porn-film stars Harry Reems (above left) and Marilyn
Chambers (above right, in her Le Bellybutton Revue) have
been having their troubles with the law. Reems was con-
victed in Memphis of obscenity-conspiracy charges stem-
ming from his role in 1972's Deep Throat; Chambers was
busted for dancing nude at aLos Angeles movie-theater debut.

SKIN’S IN

This politician has nothing to hide: Eddie
H. Collins hyped his candidacy for the
Presidency of the U.S. by airing himself
one chilly Sunday at Chicago’s busiest
intersection, State and Madison (below).

Linda and Joe Trosclair were wed in the buff in Newport,
Kentucky (above); in Naked City, Indiana, Richard Buschin-
ski (flanked by Miss Nude World and Miss Nude America,
below left) became Mr. Nude Trucker. Below right, Califor-
nia’s Sun Dial Nudist Club staged a bowling tournament.:

Nona Montague (below)
was crowned Miss Nude
U.S.A. in San Bernardino
while comedian Bill Dana,
a judge, hufied that the
girls looked sexier before
they took their clothes off.
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STEAMING UP THE TUBE

When this sort of thing—an
uninhibited visit to a massage
parlor (below)—cropped up
on Midnight Blue over Manhat-
tan Cable TV, executive wigs
(not to mention some Con-
gressional ones) flipped.

Onstage at the First Paris Porn Film Festival (from left): Robert Leray,
at 50 named Best Actor; Jeanine Reynaud, one of the presenters of the
phallus-shaped awards; Frederic Lanzac, director of Pussy Talk, Best
Film; Claudine Beccarie, star of Exhibition and mistress of cere-
monies. At right, Jean (Defiance) Jennings, chosen Best Actress.

Meanwhile, on the net-
works, the topic of
homosexuality turned
up on two ABC-TV se-
ries the same week.
Ken Olfson plays the
swish roomie on The
Nancy Walker Show
(left); in Family (be-
low left), regular Willie
Lawrence can't ac-
cept the fact that his
friend Zeke was
busted in a gay bar.
The season’s prize for
off-the-wall sex, how-
ever, goes to Norman
Lear's Mary Hartman,
Mary Hartman (bot-
tom), in which Loret-
ta's husband, Charlie,
was to become guinea
pig for history's first
TV testicle transplant.

Highlights from the land of X: Gerard
(Deep Throat) Damiano's animated
feature, Let My Puppels Come
(above); Joe Middleton's Through
the Looking Giass (left, with Catha-
rine Burgess); and the Franco-Jap-
anese production L'Empire des Sens
(below), a sensation at Cannes but
impounded by U.S. Customs on its
way to the New York Film Festival.




HEAVY BREATHING AT THE MOVIES

It was an odd sort of year in the
motion-picture business. While
many moviemakers were bend-
ing over backward to avoid R
(let alone X) ratings or substitut-
ing violence for sex, some film
features got away with quite a
bit. In Tracks, a politically hip
feature directed by Henry Jag-
lom, Dennis Hopper lets it all
hang out while running through
a moving train (right). But the
movie that probably sent the
greatest number of audience
members directly home (or
elsewhere) to bed was the Mar-
tin Poll-Lewis John Carlino co-
production of The Sailor Who
Fell from Grace with the Sea,
with Sarah Miles and Kris Kris-
tofferson (below), portraying,
respectively, a love-starved Brit-
ish widow and a lusty Ameri-
can merchant mariner who, very
obviously, hit it off in the
sack. (For more on Sarah and
Kris, see last July's PLAYBOY.}
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were a bright spot of the Depression.
What they earned was used 1o establish a
pilgrims’ repose, a home lor aging hobos,
In grade school and early high school
years. Buddy Hovacks olten accompanied
his white-hatred, pa warchal grandmother
on her swately visits there. While she in-
spected the kitchen or the aluar linen in
the Quonset chapel, he would steal away
to sit with Father Moss. the uncompli-
cated, lantern-fawed 43rd Percgrine su-
perior-general waiting for new arrivals
beneath the girders ol a nearby bridge
where one rail line aossed over another.
Father Moss would talk of Saint Clochard
and Saint Molyneux and the jovs ol hard
work. And Buddy Hovacks would prom-
is¢ himsell he'd be a Peregrine when he
grew up. Then one or two limber old
men would drop down from a [reight as
i slowed on the grade, hoist their Knap-
sacks and walk toward  Father Moss's
wave as sure-looted as kings. Hobos were
as much a brotherhood as the monks,
with their own rituals and El Dorados.
']'hc)' said, “Piss out the door ol a moving
boxcar and you'll be a hobo forever.”
and told junking siories ol a certain
mountiin sidling where brass axle bear-
ings lay as thick as snow. Hearing them,
Buddy Hovacks always resolved 1o be a
Kunight ol the road when he grew up.

But in high school he became some-
thing of a football star and after grad-
uation, he went East on an  athletic
scholarship, intending 10 go into pro ball.
But the war cime along. Afwer three years
in Korca. Buddy Hovacks came home
and  joined  the Peregrines.  Rehigious
communities thrive on war and they were
the only one he knew.

The repose had grown shabby in the
intervening  vears.  Automatic  transmis-
sions and a dwindling vein ol agate had
reduced the Percgrines o making thick
culb links and ue clasps, which they
mounted on cards and sold where they
could. Bit by bit, their guests were drift-
ing off. They didn't mind so much that
the 1oilets didn’t all Hush or macironi
without end or the broken welevision. (As
old Mr. Arnold remarked. the touch foot-
ball between the novices like  Buddy
Hovicks and the younger priests heat
television any day.) But it was gerting
hard for the Peregrines to hide their
problems and the old men would not be
burdens.

One morning, as they sat together un-
der the bridge after having seen two
old-timers off on a westhound  {reight,
Fither Moss voiced a fear 1o Buddy Ho-
vacks that dhe sitwation might bhecome
worse. conhding in the voung man not
just because he was the grandson ol the
Peregrines’ late-departed benelactress but
also because he was a novice with a stake

(continued from page 78)
in the order’s luture. “What il evervbody
goes to short sleeves? What il the bow tie

“comes back?” e was hard for a man who

wis used 1o mining agate 10 find himsell
at the mercey ol the whins ol fashion.

Buddy had wanted 10 say, “Something’s
bound w0 wrn up.” But that hardly
sounded appropriate o his new religious
life. "The Lord will provide, Father,” he
said. But that hardly sounded Peregrine.
sell-suthciency  was the heant ol nt
Clochard’s rule.

It was during his third year in the
order that Buddy Hovacks received the
Latelul call from an old college room-
mate then m publil.' relations, Saint Foy,
a large Catholic college in the Midwest,
wanted o start ot a4 major lund drive
with a bang. In return lor a sizable dona-
tion to the repose, did Buddy think a
Peregrine would agree to be shot out ol
acannon at the Saint Foy home-coming?
Buddy Hovacks was sure LFather Moss
would never permit it. This story of Pere-
grines shooting themselves rom guns as
a kind of ascetic exercise like column
sitting or Hindu beds ol nails just would
not aig and had cost the order many
VOUALIoNs.

Hall joking, Buddy Hovacks made an-
other suggestion. His Iriend was inter-
ested. Yes, a pleasant all alternoon
watching the lamed Saint Foy Infidels
brutalize a lootball emmn composed ol
shelwered, otherworldly monks might be
just the ticket o get the hard-nosed, both-
leer-on-the-ground  alummni reaching lor
their checkbooks.

The idea of the young Peregrines’ hekd-
ing a [ootball eam made Father Moss
snort the way Spencer Tracy might have
il Mickey Rooney had ever suggested
they rent @ barn and pur on a musical.
But the rool ol the repose was leaking
into the third-floor hall and the guttering
was all gone 1w hell and iz would be
madGironi again lor dinner. Alter a wken
resistance, he  allowed  himsell w be
prersuaded.

The game proved to be a PR man's
dream, making the wire services and 20
scconds on a network relevision  show
called Sports Oddities. Suangely enough,
the Peregrine Trolls beat the Saint Foy
eam 6-0. No one was more surprised
than quarterback Buddy Hovicks. The
Infidels had played Far oll their gime.

The win was a tonic for morile at the
repose. The very next day, when Mount
Saint - Mungo, Saint Foy's  waditional
rival in the Holy Alliance, as the Cath-
olic college  loothall  conference  was
called, wived a challenge o the Trolls,
Father Moss accepted on the spot. Mirac-
ulously. the Trolls won again. Thar sea-
son. in exhibiton games. they bear
Columba and Holywell, vounced Saints

alnt

Cosmus and Damian singlehandedly and
edged out St Lawrence, perennial
toast ol the gridiron. At every game. the
older  Peregrines moved  through  the
stands selling felt Troll pennams on
minature canes. So the plumbers and the
roolers visited the repose. desserts re-
turned and the comforting gunine of 1he
television could be heard m the guests
COMMOoNn room.

For ithe upcoming season, every team
in the Holy Alliimee scheduled at least
one game with the Trolls. Indeed, the fans
had taken the feisty lintde band of monks
o their hearts. The Trolls played hard,
clean ball, asking no quarter and giving
none. They ran out onto the field with
joytul swride and returned with the con-
temed weariness of those who had done
their level best. Hall times were spent in
prayer or perhaps Father Moss would
inroduce the representative ol a com-
pany whose whirlpool bath, for example,
the Peregrine share of the game's receipts
was (o purchase and let him explain with
shides how benehienal it was for old joints
and muscles. Alter each game, a line of
monks with cowls up and heads bowed
would cross 1o the opposing locker room,
where they would ask each player in turn
to forgive them if they had caused him
pain, and then they would give the Kiss
ol peace all round.

Some lound the Trolls' suing ol vie
tories eerie. Others claimed the monks
had the strength of ten because  their
hens were pure. Still others saw  the
hand of God in the whole business. But
perhaps it was Monsignor Finn, vener-
able sports colummist for the Boston
Pilot. who came closest o the truth when,

‘well into their third season, he suggested

the secret might be plain, old-fashioned
lear ol bell. book and  candle. The
good Cathalic boys the Peregrines played
against were put olt their game by the
Church’s penalty of excommunication for
people who use physical violence against
those in holy orders. But by the ume the
teams ol the alliance had amended their
players’ thinking on tus point, the Trolls
had lound their lootball legs and were
beginning o auraict some hne  young
athletes who winted 1o combine sports
and the religious life, among them all-
America  defensive  linebacker  Malachy
Dunn, or Blessed 88, as he would later
be called, and Stare “Shoeless Sw™ Tim-
mons, an admirable kicker who joined
them from the Discaleed Carmelites,

The publicity had also swelled the re
pose to bursting. The next move would
have 10 be a new dormitory and an addi-
ton to the infirmary. Bur in Father
Mosss mind, playing exhibition games
with Caholic colleges was even more pre-
carious than making cuft links. Take the
rumor that the Trappists were about to
get three ol their people onmo the P.G.AL

(continued on page 144)
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another batch of
singularly constructed little guys

BACK IN November 1975, Ervin L. Kaplan’s diminutive
gentlemen and their appendages put in their first ap-
pearance before an appreciative audience. Encoring by
popular demand, but with a new cast, the troupe is
better, il not bigger, than ever. Kaplan’s characters
must surely have as their motto “In genitalia veritas.”
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tour. Were the Trolls, darlings of the
moment, about to be replaced in the pub-
lic's lavor? Haunted by the Peregrine
past, Father Moss spent long howrs alone
or with Buddy Hovacks under the rail-
road bridge, trying 1o find & wavy 1o put
the Trolls on a permanent and more
businesslike basis. Later. neither man
would recall who actually came up with
the idea.

Father Moss quickly called a news con-
ference in which he categorically denied
that the Peregrines and Notre Dame
University were negotiating the terms of
a Trolls—Fighting Irish clash. That same
alternoon, a puzzled president of Notre
Dame confirmed Father Moss's denial,
adding that however exemplary the Pere-
grine cause, the Fighting Irish never
plaved against what he described as nov-
elty football teams. His condescension
spiced the debate as the national media
and the sporting world questioned wheth-
¢r mighty Notre Dame could, in Lict, beat
an undeleated ream ol monks who many
believed were playing under divine pro-
tection. Father Moss merely bided  his
ume, closemouthed. Sooner than he ex-
pected. a telegram arrived and he was
able o call a second news conference
and announce the matter seitled once
and for all: Rome had instructed him
that under no circumstances would a
game  between the Trolls and Notre
I}.nm. be allowed.

Shock waves and umbrage followed.
Congressmen viewed with alarm this at-
tempt by & foreign power 1o meddle in
LS. domesuc affairs. Southern  scam-
stresses dug out half-lorgotten  pauerns
lor making burnable elligics of the Pope
of Rome. As il on orders. the Seventh
Fleet weighed anchor and disappeared
into a Mcditerranean fog bank heading
in the general divection of the west coast
ol llill)'

Two days Lner, just alter dark, four
men in black with tarned- up coat collars
deplaned from a Var-Air jet at nearby
Lomax Airport and, glmeang left and
right, hwrried across the tarmac 1o the
Peregrines’ rehabilitated school bus. Min-
utes later, they were closeted at the re-
pose with an awed Father Moss and a
gently sweating president of Notre Dame.
Monsignor Spagnoli, the debonair spokes-
nun ol the derical visitors, apologized

for their surreptitious arvival, explaining
that they had grown up in the Vatican
diplomatic service winder the venerable
Cardinal Bardued, who had always cau-
tioned them that the Roman nose must
move circumspectly in the Tind of the
Punic elephant. Then he suggested they
conlront the very sevious problem that
had brought them all together.

Here the president of Notre Dame in-
terposed. Might he offer a solution: Try-

144 ing for a canny smile, he remarked that

{continued from page 142)

however uncharitable  his  sentiments
about the Peregrines might have sounded.,
they had had the desired effect: Two
networks had already approached him
with firm offers for a Trolls-Fighting
Irish game. Considering the worthiness
of the cause, perhaps Notre Dame could
play them, after all. He was sure a satis-
factory arrangement could be made; sav.
something in the vicinity of an 80-20
split ol the net. Having said this, he sat
back and lowered his gaze modestly.
Italian  eyebrows made Romanesque
arches all round amid an embarrassed
dearing of throats. The president of
Nowe Dame looked up again uneasily.
“Seventy-five, twenty-five?” he oflered.

“Father,” explained Monsignor Spa-
gooli with quiet firmness, “under no cir-
cumstiances could Holy Mother Church
allow this proposed contest to take place.
It would set Catholic against Catholic,
rosary against rosary and rend the seam-
less garment ol American  Catholicism.
The damage would be irreparable, the
threat of schism real. There can be no
game. The only question before us here
15 how we exuicate ourselves from this
situation gracelully.”

Father Mass watched and listened
the clerical visitors smoked cigarettes ele-
gantly and eliminated one solution after
another. Trumped-up illness or injury
would only delay the inevitable. Playing
to a te was wo transparent. While the
president of Notre Dame's chin wembled
out of control. some consideration was
given 10 both weams’ retiving from foot-
ball. But it was decided that would be
throwing the baby out with the bath. The
silence hetween suggestions had  grown
uncomlortably long when Father Moss
interrupted the "lm)nl by slapping his
knee as though thunderstruck. The laugh-
ter that greeted his solution was tired Iml
good-natured. Only Monsignor Spagnoli
[ailed 1o join in. Shooting his cufls, the
Italian  gave Father Moss a scolding
shitke of the head and an admiring sile,
realizing that they had been led into a
tap [rom which there was only one es-
cape, knowing that belore he and his
wolleagues walked back across the cle-
phant-gray tarmac o their plane, the
monks of the Peregrine Order would
have Rome's permission to field i profes-
sional foothall weam. After all. as Father
Moss had observed, no one could ex-
pect the Fighting Irish o play against
prolessionals.

L]

Father Hovacks smiled out the oval
window at the late-alrernoon clouds. Yes,
they had pulled ic off. Their next move
had been a sound one financially: The
Trolls had joined the Seven Deadly
Teams of the Pigskin League. The public
outcry had been enormous, The Pigskin
League was a world ol l‘ip and tear, fang

and claw, wromp and fist, where brute
stalked brute and padded oflicials with
heavyhandled whips and chairs were
poised on the side lines to rush out and
drive slavering pigeyed linesmen from
the body of a fallen quarterback. But a
Pigskin League game was like watching
jackals baulde hyvenas. Unable 1o glory in
the viatory of one side or the defeat of
the other. the public stayved away in
droves. To murn all this around, the
league had been prepared 1o offer the
popular Trolls most generous terms. For
their part, the Percgrines were prepared
to sacrifice their winning swreak for the
good ol the repose,

To cveryones surprise, the Trolls
edged the New York Goliaths 7-6 in
their first professional appearance and
shut out the Houston Pharaohs 9-0 in
the second. The hand-of-God people
smiled wisely. Later, they would point to
the miracle during the Trolls' win over
the Philadelphia Philistines that figured
so prominently in the beatihcation pro-
ceedings of Malachy Dunn 1o prove their
case. On the night of that game. Father
Moss, who was chioosing more and more to
stay behind with the elderly guests a the
repose, was praying in the cmndled gloom
of the chapel. when he felt @ hand on his
shoulder, wmed and found  Malachy
Dunn standing there in Tull football uni-
form. Before Father Moss could ask why
he wasn’t in Philadelphia, where he he-
longed, the hgure motioned him o follow
and led the way across to the main build-
mg and up to a smoke-hlled second-floor
room whose occupant had fallen asleep
smoking in bed. The apparition had
even helped Father Moss shove the glow-
ing and smoldering mattress out the win-
dow. But when Father Moss  turned
around again. it was gone. At that same
instant, on a playing field halfway across
the country, 30,000 spectators and a tele-
vision audience of millions were watch-
ing Malachy Dunn and the Trolls" delense
fight to stem a Philadelphia drive. And
yet the Philistines” “Testy Len” Hardesty
would daim that when he went charging
around the right end as one ol the de-
coys in the old hidden-ball play, he had
been stopped dead not by Malachy Dunn
but by an angel with a laming sword.

Even so, as Buddy Hovacks was alwavs
quick to insist. the Philistines had actu-
ally made a first down on the play and
whatever  divine  intervention  involved
had been direcred ar saving the repose
and 1ts guests Irom fiery destruction, not

at winning a loothall game lor the Trolls.

Other cases were less clear on cither
side. Consider that first New York game.
Golimhs  quarterback  Elwood  “Third
Avenue Bl Macnameara's  dwonic bad
knees—an aflliciion thar no Peregrine
was ever visited with, which savs some-
thing for the of  praver—had

l)l!\\'l'l'
caused him o develop a spectacular pass-
g game. But as he ran out to meet the
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Trolls that day, Macnamara discovered
that his knees were sound as a dollar.
While his terrible teammates wondered
what had happened to the high-flying
pass strategy that was to end the monks’
winning streak, Macnamara turned the
game into a jubilee of new-found legs,
sneaking when he should have gone for
the pitch-out, running when he should
have tried the long bomb and scrambling
for sizable losses at any excuse.

Or what ol the strange case of Ouo
“Uncle Maim” Garmish, capstone of the
Pharaohs” offensive line, who hoped
someday 10 become public executioner
in his home state? Of all the night courses
for the required high school diploma,
geometry  most  threatened  Garmish's
dream. Crouched there for the opening
play against the Trolls, Garmish wasn’t
thinking about geometry but of how he
would convert Brother Gerard “Shy Ge-
rard”™ Oglvy, with whom he was nose to
nose, into a lush carpet of torn flesh and
crushed bone down which Pharaoh ball
carrier Lawrence “Hairy Larry” Talbot
would prance scoreward, But at the snap,
a light seemed to come on between Gar-
mish’s eyes and he straightened up in
wonderment. Talbor ran head down and
full tilt into the small of Garmish’s back.
The ball popped out of his arms and into
the hands of Shy Gerard, who was off
and running back down the field, prais
ing God all the way. Turning, Garmish
grabbed the snarling and biting Talbot
by lapels of flesh and shook him, ex-
])laining, “Hey, hey, the square ‘pote-
noose right angle triangle does equal
squares other two sides.”

Buddy Hovacks dismissed these stories
as luck—and very good luck, at that, for
Macnamara and Garmish. God, he knew,
did not meddle in football games. He
yearned lor a defeat 1o silence those who
believed otherwise.

Still the Trolls' winning streak con-
tinued. They rmrned back the Jersey
Hums, trounced the Chicago Leviathans
and humbled the Bay Area Behemoths.
The devout found this edilying. The
skeptics only shook their heads and said,
“Wait till they play the Golden Calves,”

The Golden Calves! The California
Golden Calves! The prime of the Pigskin
League! The Golden Calves were unde-
feated and unscored upon in human
memory. Their infamous Mount Rush.
more defense seemed 1o have been carved
from a single block of stone and moved
out onto the hield with rollers. The back-
ficld was peopled by snake-hipped titans
and  bolis of greased lighwting like
“Poxy” Peters, Bonar “Mr. Bones™ John-
son, “Malign Sam"” Withers and “Rebel”
Snelgrove. But the awesome sparkplug of
the team was quarterback “Unsavory Eu-
gene” Rhadaman, who, some said. had
sold his soul 1o the Devil for a giant’s

146 body 1o match his giant brain. A massive-

browed, cruellipped genius, Rhadaman
had once locked directly into a television
camera and ciught 40,000,000 viewers
like a weasel mesmerizes its rabbit prey.
He had held them with his unblinking,
ice-blue gaze, read their souls and then,
with a contemptuous sneer, had turned
away. Since that day, he was obliged by
contract to mask his eyes behind dark
glasses.

A dhrilling, a strange quickening
around the world marked the approach
of the inevitable encounter. The Trolls—
Golden Calves game became the subject
of a universal monomania, preoccupying
every thought, word and deed. In Alvica,
natives began the long wreks to the jungle
clearings where Western missionarics,
hopetul of an inspirational Troll victory,
had set up television sets. In Moscow's
posh  commissars” clubs, posh folding
chairs were being unfolded belore sareens
onto which Red-Eye, the Russian spy
satellite, would convey the game. The
Vatican was a bechive of prayer.

Buddy Hovacks hadn’t been able to
understand the fuss. To him, it was just
another game. Some you win and some,
hopefully, you lose. But the next day
youre out there again, doing the wind
sprints and serimmaging, getting ready
for the next game down the road. Most
of all, Buddy Hovacks was perplexed by
the silent arowd that came o stand each
day at the wurnoll to the repose to watch
with strained and anxious faces as the
bus took the Trolls to the Lomax High
School practice field and brought them
back again.

A last, at last, the game arrived. As
millions caught their breath and mothers
everywhere covered their children's eyes,
the Golden Calves spilled out onto the
giant, televised egg of artificial wrl. The
backfield came first, supple giants in
cadaverous near-green, near-purple uni-
forms. The stump-footed hulks of the line
followed, making the ground shake.

Before a White House television set, a
wide-eyed Russian ambassador, unable o
contain himself, grabbed the U. S. Secre-
tary of Defense by the upper-arm flexor
and blurted, “W. Theodore, I have been
authorized to tell you that we have de-
vised a cola-colored liquid (hat causes
the surface of the human skin to contract
violently on exposure to sunlight.” He
cocked his head apologetically. “We had
intended to add it 1o your drinking water
only il attacked. We offer it 1o you now.
Our people on the scene will give it 10
vour people on the scene. When these
Golden Calves run back out after what
you call half time, they will all wrn in-
side out like reversible raincoas.”

Without taking his eyes from the
screen, where the white-uniformed Trolls
had appeared, looking like hospital at-
tendants running to the scene of their

own accident, the Secretary of Defense
said contemptuously, “Viktor, we have an
odorless, tasteless mist that causes marrow
to liquefy and run. In two seconds flat,
our enemies would be bags of hollow,
brittle bones that whistle in the wind, a
dead giveaway in night fighting. Can you
people understand why we can’t use that
mist here, old buddy? Can you see it goes
to the heart ol our one real moral im-
perative: ‘IF you can’t beat them. then
you must join them?” A telephone be-
gan to ring.

“We also have a saving. W. Theodore,”
insisted the Russian. “We say: “If Ivan’s
samovar makes better wea, then you must
buy vour glass from him." ™

Laughing at this pitable adage, the
Secretary of Defense picked up the tele-
plmm:. listened, frowned and put the re-
ceiver down. He wurned to the third man,
sitting in an casy chair. “Mr. President?”
he asked gently. The President of the
United States acknowledged his Secretary
of Delense by drawing a set of raw
knuckles [rom his mouth. “Mr. President,
the Golden Calves have arranged jet-
helicopter transportation to take them to
the United Nations Building afterward.”

The President whimpered and cramped
the knuckles back into his mouth. On the
screen, “Bad News™ Bailev, so called be-
cause he traveled so fast, had jllsl run
the Trolls’ kickoff back 85 vards for a
touchdown.

Though the Golden Calves’ arrogant
try to run the ball in for an extra point
failcd with Poxy Peters pulled down on
the one, a Peregrine hanging from every
limb, Buddy Hovacks soon knew who
were to be the masters of the field that
day. He was sacked repeatedly, his passes
batted down by a moving palisade of
colossal hands, his running plays stopped
dead by the deep-rooted Golden Calves’
defense. That the Golden Calves didn't
score again gave him no satisfaction. It
was clear Unsavory Eugene was toving
with everybody, keeping the game on the
ground to wear down the Trolls and
build up the crowd’s hopes. As the sec-
ond quarter drew to a close, the monks
were mauled, exhausted and visibly slow
off the snap. Their vaunted knees were
beginning to buckle.

Then, all of a sudden, the Golden
Calves were hit with a pair of penalties,
one for biting the ofhcial who brought
the two-minute warning to their bench,
another when three Golden Calves,
crazed by the smell of {resh blood, started
a fight in the huddle, With 30 seconds o
go, the Trolls found themselves within
ficld-goal range. Shoeless Stu trotted out
and did his swull. The half ended Golden
Calves 6, Trolls 3.

The crowd was still singing We Shall
Ouercome and dancing with wild aban-
don when the two teams returned at the
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end of hall ume. The Golden Calves
appearcd  relreshed. thicker and  raller.
But the Trolls had risen siiffty from thei
prayers. The seesaw bartle of the third
quarter scemed  caleulated o maintain
the adowd's lever pitch. First the Trolls
would fight 1he good fight almost into
ficld-goal position, paying dearly lor each
inch. Then the Golden Calves would
push them back again. Halbwav through
the lourth quarter. a superhuman Trolls
drive petered out on their own 45. Shoe-
less Su's desperate kick fell 1o earth short
amd 1o the left. The groan was universal,

With purposelul swride. Unsavory Eu-
wene led the Golden Calves™ oflense back
omo the keld and into a long huddle. In
the silence, the smdium flags and pen-
nants snapped like Iundry while neck-
less heads rose up out of the bunched
Golden Cilves o leer and drool at the
worn hitde band ol monks. A [earful
surring moved through the arowd when
Uinsavory LFugene swripped off his dark
glasses and crushed them into black pow-
der in his st Then he sauntered over to
the ball, grinning lelt and right ac the
stinds, like an amiable wolf, and held
up all en fingers. On that play. Mr.
Bones carried the ball ten vards. no
more, no less. Had he chosen to continue.
there was linde the Trolls could have
done 1o prevent him. Watching Irom
the side lines, Buddy Hovacks knew the
game was over. But he was proud ol his
teammutes. Like true Peregrines, each had
given s very best,

The quarterback of the Golden Calves
was holding up en fingers now. then five
more. His pomting right up the middle
ol the Trolls hine was reminiscent of
Ruth’s Lamous home-run gesture. Ar the
siap, Rebel Snelgrove kneed and bar-
tered his way up the center through the
lead-dlimbed  and  blewr-eyed monks 10
carry the ball exaaly
Trolls’ 50,

In no hwrry now. Unsavory Euogene
looked avound. hands on hips. despising
the hushed crowd. In his own good 1ime,
he mimed a pass and raised ten fingers,
(“Uen.” said the crowd, as if they khew
more would follow.) He flexed his fin-
(“Twenty,” said the crowd) He
flexed them again. (“Thirty.,” said 1the
crowd.) He added one more upturned
middle finger and showed it all round.
making the cowd moan. At last, the
merciless cadence began., Blessed 88 and
the Trolls” defense waited for the assault.

Suddenly. the wind wrned chill. High
on the rim of the stadium. a desperate
group ol spectators who had clambered
up there intending 10 throw themselves
1o their deaths in the p;n‘lf.ing lot helow
waus cheering and pointing westward. A
moment  later. a slinting  shadow  fell
across the gridiron and a1 seething Blue-
black pillar of doud rushed into view.

13 yvards to the

2Urs.
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arm, the lighining (lashed. As Malign
Sam. having outdistanced the stumbling
monk defense, reached up out ol the end
rone. a mighty thunderclap made the
;.,mund \lhl]\l_' The ball seemed to jogele
in the air and bounce off the tips of his
fingers. Fearlul ol Unsavory Eugene, who
hid never thrown an incomplete pass he-
fore. Withers kept right on nunning out
ol the stadium and was never seen again.
Red as a boil, Unsavory Fugene called
down curses on the doud and struck ow
angrilv. with his forearm at his nearest
linesman,  Axel  “Poleax™  Grabowski,
crushing the man’s helmet like @ pecm
shell. (In Washington, the Scerctary ol
Defense and  the  Russion ambassador
were dancng in a dircle in cach other's
arms. while the President. kneeling with
claspad hands belore the elevision set.
promised fervently tha he'd be good.)
The coud hung motionless in the sta-
dium sky. daring with lightning, threat-
ening with  thunder. LFugene
had to drive his teammates back to
the line of sarimmage with his hists. The
crowd cheered hoarsely or shed wens of
silent joy. Loving the cloud with their
eyves. they watted for the Golden Calves
to be wrned back again. The whistle
surpriscd them. Everyone had forgouen
the Trolls, praying in their defensive
huddle. Evervone except an olhcial. The
call was delay ol game. The thunder dis-
approved. The ofhicial could only repeat
the delay-olgame signal o the coud and

Unsavory

then scamper for the side lines with o
stitching ol short lightning bolts berween
his legs. The stadivm rang with relieved
Langhier. What did five vards maier now?

The penaltv walked ol the Trolls
followed Blessed 88 hack 1o their huddle
and staved there, Ina mimuie, the othaial
was obliged 10 blow his whistle again.,
With an abject grin and a shrag ot the
cowd, he led the monks back another
five yards. On the third whistle. the
crowd stirred uncomlortably and Un-
savory Eugene siroked his scowling jaw.
Standing on the side lines, Buddy Ho-
vacks understood and approved. No, this
wits no place for pillars of cloud.

As il it grasped the Trolls” imperti-
nence, the cdoud swelled with anger, bloi-
ting out the sky. A kettledram darkness
fell and an icy, sharp-edged wind howled
and rushed about the stadium. The spec-
tators crouched and wembled hehind the
The Golden Calves pawed the
withered polymer and crowded rogether,
ham to ham. as rhinos do in snowstorms.
But the Trolls only bowed their heads in
prayer. Twice more, armed with flash-
lights and leaning against the wind, the
ofheials marked off the penalties.

The Trolls were back 1o the five be-
fore the thunder stopped. the wind fell
and the dloud, realizing it wasn’t going to
geu its way, glided ofl as quickly as it had
come. The fans atop the stadiun waved

seals,

shives and coats like castawavs trving to
hail a passing ship. (In Washington. the
Searetry ol Delense and  the Russian
ambassidor clasped each other in horvor
while the President. shuffling forward on
his knees. grabbed the television set in a
bear hug and sanashed it down onto the
Hoor again and agtin.)

The game resumed in sunshine on the
hve with lour minutes to go. Dark with
rage. Unsavory Eugene shook his fist in
the direction the clouwd had gone and
began his count. He intended o settle
the Trolls” hash then and there with a
quick hand-ofl 10 Perers and swaight up
the middle. But as Peters veached out to
take the ball, Unsavory Eugene caught
sight of Blessed B8, who. asking cvery-
one’s pardon and excusing himsell as he
went. was charging around the leht end.
Then blood filled Unsavory Fugene's
cye. Swaight-arming the astonished Peters,
the quarterback of the Golden Calves
decided he would break this laiv-playing
lool. this monkish freak who carved less
about winning than about how he played
the game. When, with an apologetic
smile, Blessed 88 launched himselt lor a
tackle, Unsavory Lugene secized him by
the throat in mid-air and held him there
in a monstrous clutch of fingers, resolv-
ing by sheer brute lorce to drive the foot-
ball up the Percgrine’s nose. Again and
again, he drove the leather missive ino
Blessed 88°s [ace. Then, made t.lum-.y i)y
rage, he smashed the ball
enemy’s helmer and it popped out ol his
hand. At just that moment. Shy Gerard,
who lor the entire game had heen delv-
ing away at the Golden Calves™ oflensive
Iine like the wue Holy Moly ]’t-rq.,rnw
he was, saw daylight. As the miraclous
cornflower bIL.l]'..\ through the densest
e, Shy Gerard picrced the Golden
Cithves” line and there e his finger 1ips
was the ball. He tucked it awav and was
down the feld lor before
anyone realized what had happened.

The rest is history. It looked like Bad
News Bailey was going all the wav with
the kick return unnil he slipped on a
patch ol Blessed 88's blood e the Trolly
ten. With time lor only one more play.
Unsavory Eugene rifled a pass 1o Rebel
Snclgrove as he charged across into the
end zone. But the shadow ol the €
vear blimp passing across the sun made
Suelgrove start and look up, alvaid the
coud had come back. The  loothall
bounced off his chest. Without hreaking
siride. Rebel Snelgrove [ollowed Malign
Sam Withers lm:lsl('ps ot of the sta-
dium. He did not even wait 1o hear the
cun sound to end the game.

Later. when the Trolls visited the Gold-
en Calves” locker room deep in the howels
of the stadium o ask lovgiveness and give
the kiss ol peace all round,
Eugene flew into such a rage and stamped
his foot so hard that he vanished right

a touchdown
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through the floor in a sulphurous cloud.
The Golden Calves dishanded alter that,
the members going north of the horder
to play in the Canadian league.

For the next few vears, the repose and
its building program prospered. True 1o
the il-you-can’t-heat-them-join-them spirit,
the plavers on the other teams experi-
enced religious conversions of one kind
or another, Testy Len Hardesty, for ex-
ample. published a ghostwritten book on
angels and Uncle Maim spoke regularly
at youth rallics on behall of the Deity
who made “all squares "potencose equal
squares other two sides.” Nevertheless, it
wasn't long before the Pigskin League
went into g [atal decline. Some  con-
nected this with the untimely death of
Blessed 88, who contracted blood poison-
ing rehearsing a razor-blade commercial.
But Monsignor Finn may once again
have put his finger on the reason when
e observed in the Pilot that while good
loothall teams are all alike. at least each
evil foothall team is evil in its own way.
Even jackals and hyenas are better than
Alphonse and Gaston. The league loun-
dered in the milk of its own human
kindness.

The Trolls atempted 10 rewwrn 1o
Cutholic college lootball but discovered
that their place in the fans” hearts hid
been taken by the Sisters of Lambretto,
a daredevil motoreycle team composed of
Ializn nuns. For a while. they survived
by playing exhibition games with schools
like Southern Methodist, Texas Christian
and Brigham Young. which were pre-
pared to pay out good money for the
satisfuction of whipping a team ol Papist
monks. But cnough, even those
sames were hard o come by, Back at
the repose. the ghost of Father Perry's
What walked abroad in the shadow of
the half-finished social center and through
the weedy loundations of the planned
geriatrics clinic.

In desperation. the Peregrines had
started o flock of poats, aging a’ moldy
cheese deep in the shalts of the agate
mine. Father Hovacks—he had been or-
dained  five  years  belore—had  been
chosen to cnry the fist samples to Den-
ek and the Piehald Fathers, a religious
order originally lrom Schleswig-Holstein
that marketed a brand of cheese world-
wide under the Laughing Monk label.
Bu the Pichald Fathers weren’t looking
for an Amcrican blue. Loading Father
Hovacks down with an assorument of
their product, they sent him on his way.

S000]
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The old school bus was waiting in the
Lomax Airport parking lot with Wayne
Zuch, the larmer neighbor’s boy, behind
the wheel. Father Hovacks™ thoughts were
100 deep in the lrustrating realm of Father
Perry's What 10 wonder why. While the
familiar scenery hurried by on both sides

150 of the darkening road, he tried to prime

his imagination by running down a shop-
ping list of others” things: Trappist
breads and jams and jellies, Oka cheese
and Chartreuse. green and yellow; Bene-
dictine benedictine; Christian  Brothers
wines and brandies. He found no inspira-
tion there.

Hiuing the door lever, the Zuch bhoy
said, “Goodbye and good luck, Father-
hovacks.” Not being a Catholic. embar-
rassed 1o call the priests Father, he ran
all their names ogether like that. When
Father Hovacks stood up, he found that
they had stopped at the side of the high-
way a hall mile beyond the Peregrine
nuilbox.

“And goodbye, bus, hello, chicken
house,” added the boy, as though the
pricst would understand the joke.

Through the open doorway. Father
Hovacks could see a group of higures be-
neath the railroad bridge. When he stuck
his head out the door, one of them—was
it Father Moss*—waved and gestured him
on. With a wvague goodbve to Wayne
Zuch, he mancuvered his suitcase out
through the door. As the bus towered
back onto the highway. Father Hovacks
stepped  high over the thickly painted
cables of the guardrail and ok the guily-
like path down twough the weeds and
high grasses. As he went nearer, he saw
that all the Peregrines and the 20 or so
guests who remained at the repose were
wititing there under the bridge.

Father Moss came [orwird to meet him,
as if o hurry him on. “Two bologna
sindwiches and 2 pear,” said the old
priest, handing him a brown-paper bag.

“Meaning?” said Father Hovacks. Just
then, those under the bridge who had
been sitting got o their feer and the
guests began checking Kknapsacks  like
parachute  instructors  preparing  their
Jumpers.

“Meaning the kevs ave in the mul,”
said Father Moss, pulling him along. The
others were all wounting for the wracks.
“Lomax First Natonal Farmers doesn't
know it yet. but it just got itsell a worked-
out agate mime and a hall-built home lor
knights ol the road and loolish monks.”

A slow breight came inmo view around
the head. The men along the wracks be-
gan to jog ahcad up the grade.

“Just like that we hop a wain:” de-
manded Father Hovacks breathlessly, for
the suitease was awkward o run with.

Father Moss pressed his lips together
and nodded. “Mr. Arnold and his people
have kindly consented 1o teach us the
ropes il we're quick learners.” The wo
ol them had reached the wacks. Ahead
and  behind  them, men were  throwing

ir gear into the darkness of the empty

thei
boxcars and climbing in after it

“But a train to where?” panted Father
Hovacks.

Squatting in an open doorway. Mr.
Arnold reached our skilltully, grabbed

Father Moss by the wrist and helped him
up beside him. “Anywhere,” said Father
Moss, watching the young priest struggle
to keep up with the main. “ICs time 0
get the show back on the road. It's head-
quarters in the saddle for the next Pere-
grine superior-general or three.” Father
Hovacks had managed o keep abreast of
the door. But then the gravel wurned soft
underloot and he started 1o drop hack.
Father Moss nodded at the suitcase.
“Chuck 1t,” he suggested.

“Cheeses.” gasped Father Hovacks. Im-
pressed. Mr. Arnold swung out spryly on
one ann and, when the priest hoisted it
he grabbed the suitcase. Now the young
priest was able to lunge abead, get his
chest on the lloor and pull himseif into the
car. He sat back against a wall and lfought
to recover his breath.

“Glud we didn't lose you there,” said
Father Moss dryly. “You're wearing the
black suit. I didn’t say we'd never need
it again.” He sniffed the air apprecimive-
Iy. “Smells like elephant,” he said. “A
good omen, And thousand-mile paper,
oo, ¢h. Mr. Arnold?”™ He gesiured at the
large paper tatters hanging lrom the walls,
evidence that the car had receutly heen
used to carry grain. At AMr. Arnold’s nod,
Father Moss parroted what he'd learned,
explaining that that kind ol paper was
sought alter as ground shecting. Some was
heavy enough to Last only 500 miles.

“And Rome?” ventured Father Hovacks
hoarsely.

“When you gave us the word on the
Pichald people. T wrote to Monsignor
Spagnoli and asked for a favor, one and
done. T asked him 1o mistile 1the Peore-
grine packer. God willing, ivll be years
belore anvone over there even thinks of
us again.”

“Bur what will we do®” asked Father
Hovacks. But the question was  hall-
hearted. All ol a sudden, he had realized
thar he was perfecly content 1o be where
he was with evervthing that had heen
disappearing hehind them in the growing
darkness.

“We stick together until we get 10 the
yard in Tatock,” said Father Moss.
"Then we break up into gangs, two parts
us, one part My, Arnold's prople. We've
got a lot 1o learn. When the next gener-
avion comes by 1o ride the roads, we'll show
them how and give what help we .
We'll live by junking and eat wild soraw-
berries from along the track. And once a
year, we'll come together in council under
a Dbridge 1o be determined later.” He
shrugged and stood watching the shadows
race by, "Who knows what to do? But the
world is too much with us, Father,” he
declaimed lowdly. “Late and soon, getting
and spending. Father, we laid waste our
powers.” Then he unbuttoned his fly and,
continuing in the same voice, said, “Piss
out the door of a moving boxcar and thou
shalt be a hobo forever.”




I honestly believe that sex — good sex —
is a woman's right!

Iwant my man to know what pleases me.
But, like many women, I had a problem.
Orgasm hasn't always come easily.
Sometimes not at all.

Then I read about Prelude 3%. ..

I discovered how this revolutionary
system has helped many women to ex-
tend the limits of their sexual experience.
I read that it was recommended by many
distinguished physicians for every
couple — not just those with sexual
problems.

New And Exciting Ways To Love
Prelude 3 was everything 1 hoped for —
and more. My husband and I
immediately accepted it as a natural and
exciting part of our lovemaking.

And lovemaking was better than ever
before!

I gained new confidence in my sexualilf.
I found that I could lose myself entirely
... and reach a far more powerful climax.
I experienced multiple orgasms for the
very first time.

From the way my husband responded I
could tell that he was equally pleased.
Together we found new and exciting
ways to love.

Your Pleasure Potential

Frankly, I know many women are sh
about using a stimulator. I was myself!
I think it goes back to the days when a
woman “wasn’t supposed to enjoy sex.”
Hopefully, those days are gone forever.
Shyness shouldn’t stop the pursuit of
pleasure.

. € Sensory Research Corp. 1977

I'm a woman-and I'm
not ashamed to admit that

I enjoy sex...

Today, thousands of women are using
Prelude to discover a new dimension of
passion, tenderness, and intensity. But
don’t just take my word for it. Read what
physicians, counsellors, and women are
saying about Prelude:

“I can think of no other item more useful
for individuals and couples who are anx-
ious to discover their sensual potential.”

Dr. Alan P. Bell, Institute of Sex Re-

search, Indiana University.

“I highly recommend Prelude to all
women coming through couples therapy,
women’s groups, and other counseling.’

Mary Briggs, Sexual Health Consult-

ant, Program in Human Sexuality,

University of Minnesota Medical

School.

“For the first time in my life I reached
orgasm, which I didn’t think was pos-
sible for me. 1 can’t thank you enough.”

Ms. S. H., San Diego, California.
“Thank the designers of Prelude for their
insight into women'’s needs.”

. E. L. H.,, Milwaukee, Wisconsin.
The Best Method Available For
Intensifying Sexual Res-
ponsiveness.
For years, Sensory Research Corp., the
makers of Prelude 2%, has set the stan-
dard for people who seek new heights of
sexual awareness.
Now Sensory Research Corporation an-
nounces the Prelude 3 System.
It provides gentle and continuous
stimulation that awakens your senses
and enhances sexual pleasure...

Prelude can provide a refreshing all-
over body massage that dispels tension
and heightens sensual awareness.. .

As a part of your foreplay, it helps to
build excitemnent, making you more
ready and involved. ..

Further, Prelude can help you achieve
an exquisite release — the ultimate ex-
hilaration your body can provide. ..

Finally, this System helps you to ex-
]:erienpe multiple orgasms — even if you

ad difficulty reaching climax before...
From personal experience, I can say
Prelude makes me feel more attractive. ..
more self-confident ... more womanly ...
more alive.

Your Complete
Prelude System
Includes:

® Unique dual-
intensity vibrator

® Exclusive Guide,

“HOW TO

INCREASE
YOUR SEXUAL
PLEASURE"”

® Facial Massager

@ Scalp Massager

® Foot Massager

Sensory Research Corp., Dept. B-0(Y
5 Lawrence Street
Bloomfield, New Jersey 07003

YES, I think that every woman is entitled to the
benefits of a truly enjoyable sex life. Please rush my
Prelude 3 System. I understand that I must be totally
delighted with the results — or ever
have paid will be refunded in full. And I have 30days
to decide if I want to keep it.

O Enclosed is $24.95 as full payment.
Chargetomy O BankAmericard or0 Master Charge.

A Total Sa]stem — Developed InCon-
juention With Dr. Wardell Pomeroy
The complete Prelude 3 System includes:
® The new dual-intensity vibrator.
Like no other available on the market,
every feature of this unit has been
conceived with a woman's satisfactionin
mind.

® A Special Stimulator, unique to
Prelude vibrators. Develo in con-
junction with Dr. Wardell Pomeroy, co-
author of The Kinsey Report, the
Stimulator has been carefully designed
to provide intense sexual sensations.
Nothing to insert, to harm delicate tis-
sues.

e Illustrated, explicit 16-page Guide des-
cribes how to enjoy the Prelude 3 System.
Exclusively ours.

@ Four additional attachments to relax
and stimulate from head to toe. New
Feature locks all attachments in
place.

® Uses standard electric
Noiseless, hygienic, safe.
The cost of Prelude 3 is only $24.95. And
itl‘is fully guaranteed. There is no risk at
all.

Honestly, now — isn’t it worth this small
amount to experience one of life’s great
pleasures to the fullest?

outlet.

GUARANTEE

Try the Prelude 3 System in the 3
prwac}z of your b
f yo

room for 30 |3
dalys. u are not absolutely |4
delighted with the results — for |3
any reason — simply return the
Systern. You will receive a full, |33
prompt cash refund ... no ques- |
tions asked. There is no risk at
all. Why not mail the coupon |3
today? ¥

U R e VT o RV
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nny that [

® All-Over Card Numb Exp. Date
Body Caresser i
® Special Stimulator, ) ¥
designed Name .
in conjunction with Add
Dr. Wardell Pomeroy =
City Stute Zip

[P - -

New Jersey residents add 5% sales tox.

T T T ———— |

151



PLAYBOY

152

PLAYBOY INTERVIEW {continued from page 71)

directors of NORML. 1 think the Playboy
executive was impressed to find out that
we were serious—we weren't a bunch of
fuck-oifs. A Tew weeks later, T got a call
saying that we should submit a budget
and I should go to Chicago and meet
Hugh Hefner. So we drew up a proposed
budget for S60,000 a year and 1 flew to
Chicago to meet Helner.

PLAYBOY: How did the mecting go?
sTROUP: It had s ups and downs, To
begin with, the night before the meeting,
Rurton Joseph, a Chicago lawver who's
the director of the loundation, ok me
out to dinner and 1 drank oo much. To
tell you the truth, I was nervous, and 1
was into grass by then and hadn't drunk
much alcohol in a couple ol years, and |
just got drunk and staved our too late.
So the next morning, we had the meeting
scheduled for 11 o'clock. Several people
had pointed out to me that Hefner seldom
got up e endy, that he was making a
special point to come to this meeting. So
I arrived at the Mansion hung over.
nervous, my hands shaking, but wearing
my best suit and tie and determined 10
make a good impression. And this beauti-
ful young lady sat me down and a butler
in a tuxedo brought me coffee on a silver
tray. I mean, it was incredible. My dreams
had come true. So finally, Joseph appeared
and ok me into the living room ol the
Mansion. where the meeting was being
held, and 1T walked in and T could see
Helner amd eight or ten ol his exccutives
sitting at a able and I was nervous as hell,
and as | started down the steps, 1 slipped
on a step and nearly fell flat on my ass.
Literallv. I was down on the floor. I
figured I'd blown the whole thing and
Helner could see through my apparent
sophistication and tell that T was obviously
some fuck-up of a farm bov who couldn’t
even walk into a meeting right.

PLAYBOY: Hell, Helner probably didn't
like mectings anv more than vou did.
STROUP: Actually. Helner tried to put me
at ease. He said something about the
lloor's being slick, and gave me a chair
beside him. and started asking me ques:
tions about my proposal. There was dis
cussion, and  some of his executives
questioned whether that was the time 0
get into the marijuana issue, and it was
clear 10 me that Helner was more sympa-
thetic than some ol the others were.
PLAYBOY: What was the upshot of the
meeting?

STROUP: When 1 got hack to Washington,
Joseph called and said the Playboy Foun-
dition would give us S3000 10 start
NORNMIL. T almost tirned him down. At
that time, T had a wife and a child and
a new house, and he wanted me 1o go out
into the hard, cruel world on S5000. But
he convinced me that il we did a good
job, there’d be more money coming, so
we took the SHO0 and in January of
1971, NORMUL officially began operations

in the basement here on M Street
PLAYBOY: What were you doing in those
carly days?

sTROUP: Not a lot. Puuing together an
advisory hoard. Trving to find out what
was happening around the counry. The
first big thing that happened was when
rLAYBOY agreed 10 give NORML a free.
full-page ad in the magazine. We thouglht
that would solve our money problem. It
had given the Viemam Veterans Against
the War an ad, and it had hrought in
more than S100,000. We thought we'd
eet that much. wo.

PLAYBOY: What kind ol ad did vou run?
STROUP: 1t was headed “PPot Shots™ and had
a mug shot ol a young guy who'd been
arrested for manijuana and it told about
NORNMIL. So the ad ran in rrayvsoy and
we received maybe S2000 as a vesult of it
The thing was, people didn't know if we
were for real. NORML didn't exist except
in my basement and in my mind. People
weren't going to send us money and their
mames and addresses, not knowing il we

“Idon’t do cocaine much,
hecause it’s terribly
expensive and the legal risk
isineredible. It's not
addictive, but the author-
thies treat it as

if it werve hevoin!”

might be a front lor the Burcau ol
Narcotics.

PLAYBOY: So you had 10 siart organizing?
STROUP: That’s right. we had to do some
work. But we still didn’t have any money.
All we had were a lot ol leuers the ad
hid  brought in—Irom smokers, [rom
people in jail, rom people who wanted
to help—and 1 was becoming a pen pal
10 all of them. I'd write back and say.
“Thanks lor writing, we agree with you,
we'll be back in toudh with & project.™
but we didn't have any projects. We
didn’t know what the hell o do. We had
no money, we couldn’t travel, we had no
programs. I was alraid we were becoming
a sham. | didn’t want to be part ol that.
So Lie in 1971, 1 went back 1o Playboy
and said, “Look, let’s either get in or
get out. Give us a vear’s budger so we
cm do some work.” And Plavboy gave us
a commitment of S100.,000 for the next
year. That obviously was a whole new
trip.

PLAYBOY: There were some strange poings
on in the early days of NORML. We're
thinking of things like the IFree John

Lennon rally and the guy in Florida who
wanted to give you money. Do you re-
member those?

STROUP: How could T forget? 'The Lennon
rally was in 1971, | had met this successful
young home builder in Phoenix who was
very interested in the marijuana issue.
That was when the Government. winted
to deport Lennon because he'd been con-
victed in England on a marijuana charge.
So this fellow decided to stage a rally 10
get money and support for Lennon's
cause. Some of us thought that Lennon
had the means to take care ol himself, but
that’s what this guy was determined to do.
PLAYBOY: Who came to the vally?

sTROUP: Every radical aciivist he could
find. Black activist Lee Otis Johnson was
there and poct John Sinclair, both just
out of prison on marijuana convictions.
And I and writer Karl Hess and Tony
Russo, from the Pentagon-papers trial, and
Vernon Bellecourt, one ol the leaders of
the American Indian movement. Qur host
rented a speedway for the rally and 1there
were helicopters 1o fly us in [rom the
airport and chauffeured Lincoln Conti-
nentals to ferry us around. and  air-
conditioned trailers for us at the speedway,
and security police 10 protect us from
the hordes of Lennonites who were sup
posed to hill the speedway.

PLAYBOY: What happened to the hordes?
STROUP: They never showed up. There
were maybe 400 people instead of the
10,000 or 50,000 he'd expecied.

PLAYBOY: But the show went on?

STROUP: Oh. sure; we had 1o make all our
speeches o the empry bleachers. We all
fel like complete fools.

PLAYBOY: Did Lennon show?

STROUP: He not only didn’t show, he
dide't even recognize it as an ofhicial
[unction. He wouldn’'t even a lew
words via long-distance phone. [t was one
ol those cases where you give a party and
nobody comes. But I will say this, it was
an interesting weekend.

PLAYBOY: Tell us about your henelactor in
Florida.

STROUP: That was in 1972 This lellow
called me and said he'd inherited a0 lot
ol money from his uncle and he wanted
o give NORML 3100000 and be ow
Florida coordinator. Needless 1o sav, 1
wis on the next plane 10 Florida, and he
met me at the airport. He was a lawver
and an average-looking lellow. We drove
10 his house and 1 was in o nea. well-
wimmed, prosperous neighborhood. and
suddenly you reached his house and there
was this jungle. Overgrown with weeds
and vines and hedges and rees—nothing
had ever been wimmed. There wasn't
even a path. You had to fight your way
through—you nceded a machete. We
strugeled into the house and the Tellow
explained that he didn't believe in kill-
ing anything that lived, and that included
grass and weeds and rees. Well. the inside
of the house was bizarre, too—nhlthy,
stacks of junk everywhere, the dassic

sav
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hermit’s abode. People kept coming by
and telling him hard-luck stories. and he
gave away 510,000 or so while I was there.
PLAYBOY: But you didn’t get any?

STROUP: No, hecause 1 decided the fellow
probably wasn’t competent and it might
have been criminal, or at least unethical,
to take his money. I left town and never
heard from him again.

PLAYBOY: Let's talk about the drug scene
in general. Besides marijuana, what drugs
have you used?

STROUP: I've tried just about every drug,
except heroin.

PLAYBOY: How do you rate the others?
STROUP: Well. cocaine 1s an interesting
drug to use occasionally. 1 wouldn’t want
to do it olten. because you're very con-
scious that you're under the influence of
a drug. But you get a lot of work done.
If you've got a paper o write. for ex-
ample, and you've been putting it ofl, you
can take a couple of good hits of cocaine
aid 12 hours Luer you've got your paper.
The reason | don't do cocaine much is,
first, it's terribly expensive and, second,
the legal risk is incredible. It's not an
addictive drug, but the authorities reat
it as if 1t were heroin.

PLAYBOY: Shall we tell the world about
NORCL?

STROUP: Why not? That's kind of an in-
sidde joke around here, that after NORML
comes NORCL, the Natonal Orvganiza-
tion for the Reform of Cocaine Laws.
Actually, I think it's a legitimate issue,
but at this point. the Government is so
uptight about cocaine that I think who-
ever started NORCL would spend a
significant part of the first five years in
and out of jail

PLAYBOY: What about heroin?

STROUP: I've ncever tried it. I've never
even seen any. Once  people  hecome
strung out on heroin. they are caught in
a miserable situation. It's a medical prob-
lem. They need help, not punishment.
Nonetheless, it's not a culture T can in
any way identily with.

PLAYBOY: What about LSD?

STROUP: Three or lour years ago. some
Iriends and I experimented with halluci-
nogens, and I have a grean deal of respect
for the positive side of the whole halluci-
nogenic [amily—LSD, MDA, psilocybin
and the others.

PLAYBOY: What's the positive side?

STROUP: I found mysell, like most people
who mip, thrown into a sense of cosmic
awarcness. of wanting answers to ques-
tions about life. Everyday things scemed
wrivial—I felt like 1 wanted to spend a
few vyears up on a mountain, thinking
about things. It was much like a religious
experience. There were the same kinds of
questions you don’t have the answers for.
It was frightening the first time, but I
came to enjoy it as an intellectual pursuit.
pLaYBOY: That's the good news; what's
the bad news?

STROUP: Well, you have to be willing to

154 simply drop out of touch for 12 hours or

so, which isn't practical on a day-to-day
basis. And you need a day or two alter-
ward before you're really ready to do any
work, I think the main danger with hallu-
cinogens is juveniles” using them, in a
black-market situation, whose minds aren’t
mature enough to handle them. It can
be a lrightening, dangerous experience—
especially it the stufl is adulterated.
PLAYBOY: What's your leeling about
uppers?

STROUP: I don't like them. As [ said, we
used uppers—amphetamines—to help us
study in college. Kids today use them for
the sense of euphoria they give, but from
all I've seen and read, the elfeas of
amphetamines are very negative. Real
speed freaks scem 10 go through negative
personality  changes and  become  very
hostile 1o people around them.

PLAYBOY: What about downcrs?

STROUP: 1 don’t like the effect of the high.
The downer high, whether it's from bar-
biturates or soapers or Quaaludes or
whatever, is very similar to the one you
get from alcohol. It makes you sloppy
physically. You run into doors—the kids
call them wall bangers. Downers, whether

“The bastards killed Bobbie
Arnstein, just as surely as
if they’d shot her, because

some publicity-hungry
narcs wanted to make a case
against Hefner.”

pills or alcohol or even herom, are pre-
ferved by people who want 10 escipe
reality, to be out of touch. That's an im-
portant distinction. Il you want 1o escape
some pain or some problem, vou don’t
take marijuana, because it makes you
more in touch, more sensitive. Downers
make you feel good in the sense that vou
don’t leel an all.

PLAYBOY: A lot of people use them with
sex, don’t they?

STROUP: Yes, but 1o me, that’s the worst
kind of sex, the kind we used o have
when we were drunk. You know, the col-
lege boy who had to get drunk hefore he
had the nerve 1o make his move and the
womian who had o be drunk before she'd
get into bed, and by the time you got in
bed, neither of you could feel a thing.
You could have a three-hour sex bout
and not remember a thing the next morn-
ing. So 1 sce downers as drugs taken by
people who want o escape, and I see
that as basically destructive.

PLAYBOY: Arc there drugs that you think
do enhance sex?

STROUP: Mlurijuana and cocaine, I would
say.

PLAYBOY: Would you durify how you feel
about the legalization of the various
drugs other than marijuana?

STROUP: 1 think all drug wuse should be
decariminalized. In  other words, you
shouldn’t put people in jail for using any
drug. The question is, do vou keep crim-
inal penaliies for the sale ol the various
drugs or do you go ahecad and legalize and
regulate their sale?

PLAYBOY: How do you answer that?
STROUP: At the one extreme. I think that
marijuana is substantially harmless and
should be legalized. At the other exireme,
I think heroin is dangerous and addictive
and should not be legalized. In between
those extremes, there are a lot of drugs.
like cocaine and hallucinogens, that I'm
really not sure about. I don’t think we
vet know enough about their effeas to
legalize their sale. But, I repeat. 1 don’t
think people should be jailed for using
them.

PLAYBOY: What about alcohol?

STROUP: | wuly think this country would
he better off if the 100,000,000 people
who currently drink alcohol would try
mari juana.

PLAYBOY: Given vour strong distaste lor
alcohol, would vou like to sce more laws
regulating it?

STROUP: No. not really. More than six
years with NORML have given me a
strong sense of libertarianism. But 1 think
people should be educated 1w the prob-
lems of alcohol.

PLAYBOY: Youre an admiued drug user
and you've been an outspoken critic of
the Government's drug policies. Why do
vou think the authorities—presumably,
the Burcau of Narcotics undercover
agents—hive never tried to bust you?
STROUP: Perhaps I should say. having con-
lessed o all this drug use, that the only
drugs I use these days are marijuana and
a little wine. So il anvone wanted to bust
me, it'd only be for possession of a small
amount of marijuana. and it would obvi-
ously be for political reasons. 1 guess if
they've ever considered that, they've de-
cided it might backhire.

Bat you never know. T had a swange
experience recently. I had goten to know
a top-level narcotics agent when we both
testihed—on  opposite sides—before the
Maryland legisliure. He invited me 1o
speak before a seminar of Washington-
area narcotics agents. So I addressed a
couple of hundred undercover narcotics
agents—young., mostly white and male.
with longer hair than mine—and I'd
never encountered such hostility hefore.
After T said I smoked grass, one of them
said, "By the way. Mr. Swoup. T didn’t
get your address,” and another one stood
up behind me and started frisking me—
that was their idea of humor, to joke
about busting me. When one of them
asked why I didn’t turn in people who
sold me drugs, and I said that wasn‘t my



job, that T wasn’t a police agent, they
sturted  booing me. The whole thing
[reaked me out.

PLAYBOY: To have a narc Irisk you is fun
and games, but you were involved in one
cucounter with the Burcan of Narcotics
that was deadly serious. We're thinking ol
the wrial of Bobbie Arnstein and  her
suicide.  Would vou summarize  what
happened?

STROUP: Yes. Bobbie was a close [riend of
mine, and we used o wlk on the phone
almost dailv. T had o watch while the
mares framed her. put the sarews o her
and finally caused her suicide, She was an
extraordinary woman and I leel the loss
very personally.

Bobbie was Hugh Helner's executive as-
sistant, a very important and valued em
ployee. She was 32 years old. lived in the
Chicago Plavboy Mansion, enjoyed drugs,
but. essentially, she was a hard-working
professional wonum, and she certainly
never dealt any dyogs, In fact. she had
never been arrested lor anything. Her
vouble began when she was going out
with a guy who was a swreet dealer. She
wok a wip to Florida with him when
he brought back some cocaine. Andd when
he got caught, the Drug Enforcement
Administration, backed by UL S Antorney
James Thompson, decided o bring Bob-
bie 1o wial along with him. She demied
knowing anything about the drug deal in
Flovida. but they made a deal with the
cocune dealer in Miami and he said she
auricd the package ol cocaine back to
Chicago. Nommally, vou don't try a deal-
er's girlbriend along with him, somcone
who was just along for the ride. But this
wasn't anv ordinary girllriend, this was
Helner's assistant. so an ambitious prose-
cutor saw a chance o get some publicity
and mavbe build some kind of case
against Helner. So they wied her and
convicted her on perjured testimony. She
was provisionally sentenced o 15 years in
prison. But all the while, they weren’t
alter Boblne, they were just wving 1o
make a deal with her. They were saving,
“Tell us abow the drug use in the Man-
sion, tell us abour Helner, and we'll let
vou ofl.” They thought she'd implicate
Helner belore she'd go 1o prison. But
Bobbie knew Heluer wasn't involved a
all, and so she chose an alternative. She
Killed hersell. Afer that the DEA dosed
the whole investigation, announcing that
it had found no evidence ol any hard-
drug use i the Playboy Mansion. But
the point is that the bastards Killed her,
just as surely as il they'd shot her. because
some  publiciv-hungry narc wanted  to
make a case against Helner. Bobbie sim-
ply couldn’t stand the pressure, so she
ok the only way our she could hnd.
pLAYBOY: What have been your dealings
with Helner?

STROUP: I've gotien 1o know him social-
ly—Babbic was rveally the person who
brought me in contact with him. T see
him occasionally and 1 ry to keep him

bricled on whiat NORML is doing. The
point I would make about Helner is thar 1
think he deserves a lot ol credit. In the
Fifties and Sixtics. he led the fight against
the censorship Laws, and in the Seventies.
he's led the hght against the drug laws,
And, as Bobbie Arnsiein’s case suggests,
he hasn'e done it with impunity. He's tak-
en some heat. because he's stood up lor
what he helieves in.

PLAYBOY: Despite NORML's political suc
cesses, you've had serious financial prob-
lems. haven’t vour

STROUP: Yes. lunding for NORNML has
always been a problem, We continue 1o
raise more money each yvear, but our pro
grams also grow. Altogether, we raise and
sp('ml around S300.000 a vear,
PLAYBOY: Whit have been

sources ol incomesr

STROUP: During 1975, in round numbers,
we took in ST30.000 [rom memberships
and donmations, 570,000 from the sale ol
NORML T-shirts and bumper stickers,
550,000 [rom the Plavboy Foundation,
S20,000 from Hizh Times and S20.000
Irom lecture lees.
PLAYBOY: \What

plansz

STROUP: I don’t really know. 1 think that
within two or three years, the issue of
nutrijuana deariminalization will be set-
tled, and then the issue will hbecome what
kind of legalization system we  should

your mu n

are vowr own  luture

Abudllns,

develop. T hope NORML will continue
to exist and be involved in that issue, and
perhaps I will be, but 1 have serious
doubts that I want to stay through that
phase of it. I think I'd like to write and
perhaps start working on some  other
public-interest project, one that has noth-
ing to do with drugs. [ also want to spend
more tme with my eight-vear-old daugh-
ter. Lindsey.
PLAYBOY: You must have been discowr-
aged somcetimes, both with the political
obstacles you've encountered and with
the hnancial problems.
STROUP: Ycuh: my salary is S13.500, I'm
paying child support out of that and I've
been living [or four yews in a room
above my ofhice. But you don’t go into
publicinterest  law  expecting 10 make
much money. And heing broke doesn’t
necessarily mean you're a failure, I think
i's been worth it because I've had the
chance to do such creative, stimulating
work. I was very lucky to stumble onto
the idea of NORNMIL a the time [ did.
I've been able o play a part in the
emd ol an era of prohibition, a significant
social change, and those opportunities
don’t come along very often. S50 1 leel
lucky 1o have been able w participate. 11

I had been a few vears older or a few
vears younger, there might not have been
such a ascinating project around.

“Butlcrimeisonlya hobby Idon’t expectillo [m,\'_”
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RACQUEL WHCH

(continued from page 71)
the ground: the pages are caught in
the breeze and the picture of Raquel,
resplendent  in her  leather  sexuality,
disappears.

The cop clears the way and Raquel and
her two [riends walk quickly into the
theater,

At the edge of the sidewalk, the red
haired lady with the galoshes is standing
motionless, watching Raquel [ade from
view. She holds her hands clasped in
lront of her fervently. Her eyes have be-
come enormous; she seems ranshxed.

“Got a live one, right, lady?” Ace says
10 her.

"It was Raquel,” the lady says in a
[araway voice. "It was Raquel.”

“"We knew you were coming, doll,”
Ace says  cheerfully. “"We set it up
special.”

The lady wrns and looks at the two
television men.

“She's so ... so. .. ." The lady gestures
helplessly. Words fail her.

“Yeah, I know what you mean,” Irving
says. 1 always say actresses are a dime a
dozen, but a great pair of hoobs is a joy
forever.”

He puts his arm around the red-haired
Indy's shoulders and smiles at her with
warin Cilll]ill'il(ll'ri(.‘.

“That's what 1 always say,” he tells
her. "What do vou always say, lady®"”

)

The hallway is flled with people. A
hall-dozen girls in claborate  costumes
come breczing down the strirway, their
high heels clicking on the concrete sieps.
A young man with thinning hair and a
scarf around his neck meets them at the
bottom.

“You girls in the Lauren Bacall num-
berz"” he asks.

Nobody answers him.

The man refers o a clipboard in his
hand.

“We'll need you back upstairs in twenty
minutes,” he says. “Make that fifteen. Oh,
and sweetheart,” he adds, tapping onc of
the girls lightly on the arm, “your leathers
are on crooked.”

The man hurries up the steps, looking
at lis watch.

The girl with the crooked [eathers
looks after the man with a homicidal
stare. She minces his walk for her
companions.

“Shove it up your ass, Tinker Bell,”
she hisses.

Raquel and the two people with her
come through a doorway and into the
corridor. The people crowding the hall
pay no auention to her. There are long
lines at the telephones and the solt-drink
machines. A loud-speaker is broadcasting
the rehearsal that is going on upstairs.

Two security guards standing with their

»

backs to a wall watch her walk past. One
of the guards looks at the other and
winks: he holds his hands cupped in
front of his chest, as il he is grappling
with two oversized grapelruits.

“Shit” the other nuin tells him.

Upstairs, the center aisle has been ren-
dered impassable with cables and equip
ment. There are people scattered about
in the seats, talking. slecping. smoking
cigarettes in casual defiance ol the signs:
there are people roaming the side aisles,
in groups and alone: there is quite a bit
of shouting going on around the stige
arei. For all the activity, there is no sense
of coliesive action.

At one side of the enormous stage, a
hearded man with a headset is wying to
pull the reheaysal together,

“Could we have Jack Valenti up here,
please?” he says. He shades his cyes with
his hand and scarches the perimeter of
the lights.

“We have 10 move quickly
people,” he says in a small shout.

Raquel stands just inside the doorway
and looks about her uncertainly. There
is a tall man in a green sports jucket
standing nearby. yelling into a telephone.

“The fucking musicians can go home
when we're through.” he says into the
receiver, “that’s when they can go home!™

There 15 a briel pause as the man
listens 10 the other end; his face colors
slightly and the veins on his temples
becomne prominent.

“Don’t tell me abour the union,”™ he
says menacingly. “The union can suck
my dick.”

The man slams the telephone down as
il his intention is to desiroy it. He looks
up and sees Raquel standing quietly in
the aisle.

“Well, now!™ he says, breaking into 2
large smile. “Glad you're here! Great
you're here! Just take a seat—anywhere
be comfortable. Get with you in a minute.”

Raquel walks to one of the rows of
seats down fromt and moves into  the
middle.

She leans lTorward and looks back n
the direction of the man with the green
sports jacket.

The man has Sammy Davis Jr. standing
beside him; Davis s talking with a great
deal of animation and the man has ar-
ranged his face into a configuration of
attentiveness. Davis points to his watch
as he speaks, then swings his hand
around toward the stage. The man also
looks it the stage, as il there has been an
apparition, then spreads his hands apart
and shakes his head sadly from side to
side. Davis stares at the man for a mo-
ment, then throws his arms up in the air
and walks away. The man in the green
sports jacket watches him go with a mix-
ture of concern and reliel.

As Davis moves ofl 1o ind a sear, he
spots Raquel and gives her the wave of a
man in a lileboat signaling to a plane.

here,




“Look who's here!™ he calls out over
several rows,

Raquel laughs and returns the wave,
Davis makes his way over to her with a
great display of enthusiasm.

“Just look who's here.” he says again;
he bends over to kiss Raquel on the
check. “Come down here to do nothin’
with the rese of the folks? We thought
you were lost or something.”

“It was the trathe,” Raquel says. She
removes her scarl and shakes her hair
“T'he [reeway was unbelievable.”
“Werrd tme

loose. *
“I's the rain.” Davis says.
[or it 1o start raining.”
“I don’t know.” Raquel says to him,
“if you've met my seoreuary, Mary
She gestures to the

dre-
dam =t ¥ woman
next to her.

“Hello, Mary,” Davis says.

“And a dear friend ol mine from Lon-
Terry O'Neill,” Raquel continues.

Davis spins around to take the English-
man's hand.

“Hello, Terry,” he says. He looks at
Raquel. “They rhyme.”

“Hah .

. yes, well ...
looks away.

“Terry is the number-one ace photog-
rapher in the world,” Ragquel tells Davis,

“Bit ol an overstatement, actually,”
Terry says.

“Not at all,” Raquel says, waving this
away. She eases owt of her raincoat and
glances up at the stage.

“I know I'm dreadfully late,” she says.
“I was supposed to be here forty-five
minutes ago, but that damn freeway—
unbelicvable.”

“Haven't missed nothin®,”
“Nothin® 1o miss.
them 1o run through my medley—I'm
ready but alone, if you see what I'm
saying.”

“Why it's always necessary to do things
this way,” R.‘l(lul-l says, 1 have no idea.”

“Well,” Davis “that’s showbiz,
baby.” He lilts himself up onto the toes
ol his madras-patterned  plitform  shoes
and tries 1o catch the eye ol the bearded
man with the headser.
he calls out loudly.
He points with his index inger to the op
ol his head. so that there is no contusion:
a large supply of jewelry rattles around
like Kitchenware on his wrist.

I'he bearded man onstage is support-
ing his forchead with the !)'.Ill:] ol his
hand. like an illusionist summoning up a

don,

Terry says. He

Davis sitys,
I've been waiting for

LHALN

“Ready for me:™”

card wrick. A gigamic veplica of the Oscar
statue looms over him like an enormous
phallus.

“Cat's head is fying hall Tare,” Davis
sivs. jerking his thumb in the bearded
num’s direction. He takes a seat next to
Raquel.

“Is it :a!w;a}'s this. ah, disorganized?”
Terry asks.

Omnstage, the girls in the feathered cos-
tumes have arrived [or their dance num-
ber. A man with a stop watch hanging

HOW T0 INFLUENGE
PEOPLE.
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cigar out of atube. And there’s no better tubed cigar far the
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ness and freshness sealed in by the

tube. So take aut a Royale and

be impressive, even be-

fore you speak.
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from his neck stands in front of them
with his hands on his hips. He stamps his
foot loudly on the floor boards.

“There are five girls here,” he calls out
impatiently. “One, two, three, four, five.
There are supposed 1o he six girls here.
One, two, three, [our, five, st

“It is always,” Raquel says, “this dis-
orgamized.”

“Once,” Davis says, “a couple ol years
ago, they had it all pulled together real
tight, People showed up and didn’t recog-
nize where they were, so they had o cut
it our.”

“I think it's grand [un,” the secretary
says. “Really, I do.”

“That's because you're not a perform-
er, Mary,” Raquel says.

“Say amen to that,” Davis says,

“I just hope they give me something
funny to say,” Raquel says. “They never
give me any lunny lines. They just have
me read all those dreadiul names.”

“Yeah,” Davis says. “They got some
funky folks on those lists.”

“I can’t decide.” Raquel says, “whether
I should wear my glasses or not. I'll see

[

She takes ofl her glasses and holds them
in front ol her at arm’s length.

“But then, on the other hand, I'll look
like a person wearing glasses.”

“Well, don’t misunderstand me,” Davis
siays, “and it ain’t none ol my business,
but 1 don’t think anybody's gonna be
exactly noticing the glasses. If you know
what I mean.”

“I think you look lovely in glasses,”
AMary savs to Raquel. I honestly think
that.”

“Make you look at bit intellectual, they
do,” Terry tells her.

“God forbid,” Raquel says.

“Anintellectal sex symbol,” Terry
says. “Could become the rage.”

“Don’t start that sex-symbol stuff with
me, Terry,” Raquel says. “You know [
loathe thir.”

“Bit o a joke,” Terry says.

“Cin't disappoint the public. baby,”
Davis says. “People might never recover.
Did they get vou outside the door?”

Raquel nods wearily.

“Some crazy acts out there,” Davis says.
“In the rain aud everything. Dedication,
Jack.”

“I don’t mind it,” Raquel says, “I
really don’t mind it most of the time. But

£

sometimes people can be so . . . strange.

“There was one bloke outside,” 'I‘ts.rry
says. “positivelv ofl s tune.”

“"We were coming in,” Raquel says,
“and this little nan just came out of no-
where and he just stared at me.”

Davis laughs as il Raquel has told him
a joke.

“I mean, really .. " Raquel says.

“Well,” Davis says, “that’s what comes
with the job. That's what they mean
when they say it comes with the job.
That's what they're talking about.”

“Yes," Raquel says. “T know.”

“When you walk owm of your house,
man, in the morning,” Davis says; he
leans back and puts his shoe on the scat
in front of him, “you gotta put on your
fice. "Cause people are gonna be lookin’,
right? You know it. But that an't the
killer. 1t's when they stop lookin™. ... "

“Ladics and gentlemen, your attention,
please,” the loud-speiker announces. “We
need Susan George onstage now. Could
we have Miss George up here, please:”

“"Aw, no!” Davis says with disgust.
“Ain't this nothin’?" He checks his watch,
a small face on a diamond-studded band.
“Past my dinnertime and ceverything.”

He gets 10 his fect and smoothes the
seat ol his trousers with the palms of his
hands.

“Goua go sce what's what,” he says.
“Clean up a few acts. Nice meeting you,
folks.” He winks at Raquel. “Be cool.”

“Such a nice man,” Mary says as Davis
walks away.

“Champion bloke,” Terry says. “Tired,
Rocky?"

Raquel has her hand over her mouth,
smothering a yawn,

“1 just want to do this and get out of
here,” Raquel says. She yawns again. I
mean, I know what it's going 1o be. I
know there aren’t going to be any funny
Iines .. . 1 know that.”

“These are the nominations for Best
Forcign Film,” Susan George is saying
onstage. She squints into the distance.
“No, sorry,” she says. “Can’t read them
from here.”

“I'm going 1o wear my glasses,” Raquel
says. “The hell with i, It's going to be
bad enough as 1t 15 without stumbling
over the [rigging cards.”

“Not to worry. Nobody listens to the
petty names. Feel free w improvise, if
you like.”

A thin, erudite-looking man in his 60s
has appeared at Raquel’s side. He offers
his hand to her formally.

“I'm Leonard  Spigelgass,”  he  an-
nounces, with a slight bow of his head.
“I am the author of . . . all this.”

He takes in the entire production with
a casual gesture.

“I'm Raquel,” Raquel says.

“Yes." the man says, “of course vou are.
And it is my singular pleasure to inlorm
you that your services will be required
shortly. Isn't that nice?”

The man settles into a seat and smiles
at Raquel pleasantly.

“Quite a hittle flurry here, isn't it2”" he
says. He takes a voll of peppermint Life
Savers out ol his pocket and pops one
into his mouth. “lixlr'.lm':lin:lry, really.
Life Saver?™ he says, extending the pack
to Raquel.

“No, no thank youw,” Raquel says. She
looks at the back of her hauds [or a mo-
ment. “Did T understand from what you
said that you, ah, wrote this shows” she
asks.

“That is correct,” the man says. “If you
want to all it writing. Some would.
Thousands wouldn’t. More a maiter of
sheer adll than writing, More a matter of
money than anything else, il the wuth
be known.”

“Do I have any good lines?” Raquel
says. “A joke or something, you know,
some little funny something.”

“Nothing,” the man says, without hesi-
tation. “Not a onc. But then, it's not the
sort of thing that really mauers, is itz It
just goes out over the airwaves and dis-
appears. Just goes away. Like a passing
storm.” He breaks his Lile Saver with his
tecth. * Just like that.”

“I'm not sure 1 understand,” Raquel
says.

“This,” the man says, pointing around
him. “It doesi't mauter.” He looks at
Raquel closely. “You know what 1 mean
by matter, don’t you? A play, for exam-
ple. That matters. A book maters. These
are things with thought. For thinking
people.” He taps his temple with his
mdex finger. “But this! This is a collec
tion of adjectives, is all it is. Stupendons,
marvelous, delightful, incredible. . . He
ticks these words off on his fingers. *You
see? Wha difference does it make?”

“Well,” Raquel says slowly. “If you're
talking about the Academy Awards—I
assume that is what you're talking about.”

“Precisely,” the man says.

“Well, I think this all serves a very
important function to the motion-picture
business,” she says. I think it generates
interest in movies with the public. I think
1t does that”

“And that matters?” the mam says. He
rases his eyebrows in amazement.

“Well, yes,” Raquel says. She stops a
moment. "It maters to me”

“Ah,” he says, absorbing this. “Why is
that>"”

“IWhy? Why, because I'm an actress, is
why,” Raquel says. I act in the movies. I
want people o go w the movies.”

“Fascimating,” the man says. He seems
swrprised. “You care about the movies, do
you? You believe in the motion-piciure
ars?”

“Of course 1 do,”” Raquel says. “Doesn’t
everybody here? I mean . . . sn't that
what this is all abowtz”

“Publicity,” the man says in a con-
fidential tone. He gives Raquel a know-
ing look. “That’s what all this is about."”
He rests his hand on her arm. “What I'm
asking is, do you feel that people going
to the movies 15 worth while? Are we
accomplishing anything by what we do”

Raquel leans away and studies the man
for several moments. Her eyes narrow
somewhat and her mouth tightens slightly.

“Look,” she says, "I just make my liv-
ing doing what 1 know how to do. And I
want to keep on making my living and
that's why I'm here and I'd say that's
probably why everybody's here. I'm just a
working actress, that's all. I don't think
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about it philosophically.” She sighs and
rubs her hand across her forehead. 1
just . .. don’t think about it that way.”

“Yes,” the man says. “Well, I've olten
suspected that art without philosophy was
what the movies were all about. Perhaps
so, hmmm? Ah!” He raises his hand to
his ear like a silent-film cowboy aware of
the approaching Indians,

“They're calling your name,” he says
to Raquel.

“Wonderful,” Raquel says. She stands
and stretches her arms out [rom her sides.
She rubs her fingers through her hair,
brushing it backward. She dabs with her
hand at the sides ol her nose.

“Would you like a mirror?” her secre-
tary asks her.

“This is a rchearsal, Mary,” Raquel
siys, “not dinner for twelve.”

She straightens her sweater and moves
out of the row. In the aisle, two men arce
arguing about the chances of the Rams'’
acquiring Joe Namath. Overhead, a bank
of lights goes unexpectedly dark and one
corner of the theater turns black.

“All right,” somcone vells, “who's fuck-
ing around with the goddanmmn board:”

Raquel  hurries down the asle and
starts up the steps to the stage. As she
reaches the last step, her foot catches on
one of the thin cables that erisscross the

stage like ivy roots. Her glasses slip from
her head and drop 1o the floor. As she
stoops to recover them, she sces that one
of the lenses has popped free. She holds
the broken spectacles in her hand as if
she were cradling a wounded sparrow.

A stagehand dressed in a sweater as
orange as the sunsct on the occan gives
her a sympathetic look.

“Can [ get vou anything?'” he asks.

Raquel looks up at the stage and out
at the theater. She turns back 1o the man
and shakes her head.

“You wouldn’t know where to begin,”
she tells him.

[ ]

A rail-thin young mun with closely
cropped hair is standing by the door of
the restrurant. He is wearing a straw-
berry-colored Western shire with a se-
quined cowhoy stitched on the back. He
taps a yellow pencil against his weeth and
stares without interest through the open
doorway and bevond to the trafic on
Santa Monica Boulevard.

A waitress on her way by makes a 1oy
gun out of her hand and presses it into
the young man’s hack.

“OK, Tex,” she pwrs, “let's see your
piece.”

The young man doesn't take his eyes

“What d’ya mean you never heard
such dirty talk? Don’t you ever go to
the theater, movies, read books?”

away from the street. He twirls his pendil
reflectively.

“Don’t luck with me, Margor,” he tells
the girl.

“Not me, lover,” Margot says. She
pokes the voung man with her gun agauin.

“Did you sce who we've got in the hack
tonight?” she asks him.

The young man wrns o look at the
girl; he s a masterpicce ol ennui.

“I've been at the door all cvening,
Margot,” he savs. 1 Enow who's here”

“1 see,” Margot says. “Well, T guess sex
symbols just don’t do anyihing {or vou.
right, cowhoy?” She pats him on the
check and begins 1o walk away. “You
being a faggot and ceverything.” she says
over her shoulder.

Margot glides away, giggling morily.

Raquel, sitting at a table at the back
ol the room, rubs the stem ol her wine-
glass with her fingers.

“I live here,” she savs, “and 1 can tell
you that there are people in this lown
who you don't see anvwhere else.”

“It's 1the movies,” Terry savs. “What
it 1s.”

“Yes, it's the movies,” Raquel  says.
“Bur there’s something more, something
about this place. 1 think maybe iU's the
weather.”

“Keeps people warm, it does,” Terry
suys. “Keeps them out in the open.”

“Well, you do stay warm. Which, he-
liecve me, is a big plus il you happen to
be . . . without resources.” She glances
around  the restaurant. “This
paradise for people without resources.”

“I see,” Terry says. “Broke, you meanz”

“Yes,” Raquel says. "You can live on
the air here. Of course, when 1 was here
and broke, | thought all the good things
were waiting somewhere ¢lse. New York.
that’s where 1 thought everything was,
And that's where 1 went, which | should
have had my head examined for. 1 had
two kids and not a peuny, you realize,
but I was off to New York 10 be a suar”
She smiles at hersell. “Good old Rocky,”
she says.

“And you got how far?” Terry says.

“Texas,” Raquel says. “Terry, 1 Enow
you've already heard this story. I haven't
gone senile. I was just making a point.”

“Sorry,” he says. "Just a bit of Greek
chorus, 1s all.”

“You are really
Terrv,” Raquel says.

She picks up @ menu lying on the able
and begins 1o study it

“Do you think you would have been
better off?” Terry says to her alter a

town is

quite impossible,

moment.

“Better off?” Raquel says. “What are
you talking about#”

“Had you gone on 1o New York. Done
theatrical things. Somewhat of a rhetor-
ical question, actually, considering

“God, no,” l{;u]ucl says. She flips the
menu over and looks at the desserts, 11




I'd gone to New York, 1 would have died.
I would have lierally died. T realized
that when I got to Texas. I could feel the
weather changing one night and I knew
the farther East I went, the colder it was
going 1o ger. until finally I'd ger to New
York, where I'd Ireeze 1o deatl”

She folds her menu and puts it down.

“It was winter, you see,” she says.

“Yes.” Terry says.

“Well.” she says, “1 decided that 1 was
prepared to starve, but I was sure as hell
not going 1o frecze.”

Raquel picks up her glass and takes a
ladylike sip of wine.

“If what you want to do is survive,” she
says. “then you should do it where the
sun is shining and the weather is warm.”

“I'll drink to that,” Terry savs. He
es his glass in what could be con-
stidered a toast to the restaurant at large.
“Here's to all the survivors gathered here.
Just one big lileboat, it is.”

“To all the refugees.” Raquel says,
“from all the sinking ships.”

“May none ol them be us,” Terry says
solemnly,

As they celebrate this concept, a waiter
in i striped T-shire and a blue-denim
apron approaches the table. He reaches
for a pad and pencil and smiles con-
genially at everyone present.

“Hello, my name is Dave,” he
“I'm your waiter for this evening.”

“Bloody marvelous,” Terry says. “Ev-
erybody ready here? Ladies first, I imag-
ine. Rockyz”

“Uh.” Raquel says, “yes, well. let me
see, I'm not quite, ...

She picks up her menu and looks at it
intently. Dave holds his pencil poised
above his pad.

“What . . . ah . . . ohbhhjesus. - . "
Raquel runs her finger over the menu,
as if it were written in braille. “What is

the Anything Goes Salad?” she says final-

Iv. "What would that be?”

“Well,” Dave says, “it’s a salad. It's
made with three types of lettuce: Bibh,
iccherg and romaine; and it has bean
sprouts, garbanzo beans, kidney beans,
crrots, hearts of palm, mushrooms, ivo-
cudo, tometo, water chestnuts,  raisins,
pine nuts, dandelion greens, asparagus,
anchovies, green pepper, cheese——"

“Ah” Raquel says.

“And a dollop of yoghurt,”” Dave says.
“You choose your llavor.”

“Yes.” Raquel says, “I'm sure you do.
But I think I'll just have fish.” She con-
sults her menu again. “I'll have the rain-
how trout, please.”

“On the dinner?” Dave says.

“No, just fish,” Raquel says. “Just fish,
on a pluwe.”

“You get soup with that,” Dave says,
“You can have cream of mushroom, clam
chowder, split pea——"

“Just fish,” Raquel says. “That's all.”

“Just fish,” Dave says. He writes the
order down, “OK, then, amybody else on
a dict here?”

says.

"

“My h ushand doesn’t suspect a thing, either. He thinks
I'm having an affair with his best friend.”

“I'll have the same thing,” Mary says.
“I'll have the fish as well.”

“Two fish,” Dave says. “I have two
hsh. Will it be three fishz”

“I'd like a cheeseburger, if you can
manage one,” Terry says,

“Nothing to it,” Dave says. “One ham-
burger platter

“But with cheese,” Terry suys.

“But with cheese,” Dave says. "OK, I
guess that takes care ol that. Food will be
here shortly. Enjoy yourselves.”

He casually picks up the three menus,
tucks them under his arm and departs.

“My goodncs:s," Mary says, alter the
waiter is gone. “Isn’t he the odd onez™

“Probably an actor.” Raquel  says,
“Sometimes it seems that everyone is in
show business. It gets quite tiresome,
really, il you want to know the truth.”

“Bloke's probably the hit of the Kitch-
en,” Terry says. A

“Without a doubt,” Raquel says. “Fery
tiresome.”

She takes a cigarette from a pack lyving
on the table and Terry produces a lighter
tor her with gendemanly dispatch.

“Or am [ not supposed to do that=" he
asks, snapping the lighter shut.

“Either way,” Raquel says. “As it hap-
pens, I don’t have a match.”

She Ieans back in her chair and smokes
her cigarette. She closes her eyes.

“So he’s gor them [ucked,” a man a1
another table is saying in a rising voice,
“and he makes the deal, they give him
the deal, they let him direct the picture.
The thing is, he doesn't know dilde about
directing. He's down in Florida forever,
they're losing money on a minute-to-min-
ute basis, they finally wrap it up, bring it
back. they look at the film and they
absolutely shit their pants. Absolutely
shit their pants.™

“You're ht, Terry.” Raquel says,
opening her eyes. “The movies have
made this town as comical as it is. There’s
no other excuse for some of these people.”

“Movie people are super,” Terry says.
He unwraps a packer ol saltines and
pops one ol the crackers into his mouth.
“They exist, somchow, almost exclusively
on the symbolic level. don't they? Greed,
passion. weachery, fear.” He aumples
the cellophane and drops it into an ash-
truy.  “Dostoievsky should have scen
Hollywood.”

“It would have depressed him,” Raquel
says.

“Hah" Terry says. “Yes, well. People
suit their environment, Rocky. If you go

=
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to Paris, vou see Parisians, Can’t help it
really, Same thing here. You come o
Beverly Hills and  people are talking
deals. Movie deals, 1t's an entertainment,
in its way. Gives the town some jazz.”

“You cm carvy anything o L™
Raquel says. “The Hollywood mind-set
adores excess.”

“They adore themselves,” Terry says
matter-ol-factly. “This is a  marcissistic
town, luv, Beauty and pizzazz. Whose tits
stand firmer? and so Torth, New York. on
the other hand, s a chauvinisiic town,
Quite the other thing.”

“Isee,” Raquel says.

“Like night and day.” he says.

“Well.” she says, "I think when you're
monopolized by one auinude, whatever it
s, 1s e drag. You don't see vight alier a
while. You're at the mercy of evems.”

She exhales a final wail of smoke and
puis out her agarette.

“That's living in this wwin.” she says,
“being at the merey of evems. You have
three big fears: five, carthquake and be-
ing out ol step with evervbody else. The
Fast s the worst, because when you get 1o
that, you just disappear. You're sone.”

“Retire o the Continent.” Torry says.

“Or Scattle o someplace,”  Raquel
siys. “But at least the people heve keep
smiling, no nacter what. This would he a
miserable place 1o live if it weren't a rule
ol Hollywood ctiquette that one must

mainatin a lighthearted humor even in
distress. New York is much worse, as far
as that goes. New York is outrageous.
Not ouly are people consumed by their
own world . .. dheir own arary world ..
but they're so terribly sevious about it as
well, Christ.

I was in Washington Jast week,” she
says. “At o White House dinner. Talk
about serious.” She rolls her eyes. 71
cume away depressed bevoud  heliel, it
was 50 unhearably dull.”

“Dull at the White
Torry savs.

“The White House, Washington—the
whole thing,” Raquel savs, “The people.
They were bheyoud description, Terry. So
boring. I lelt as if 1 couldn’t catch my
breath properly.”

“They were all alike,” Mary says with
consideration. “All the same thing, it
seemed like.”

House, is it*

Ra-
quel says. "and wvery gracious, but they
were ill so”"—she scarches for a word—
“boring,” she says finally, “No spark at
all. The Fords were nice, they seemed 1o
have a lidde sense of homor abow the
whole thing, but the vest—rzero.” She
makes a Lirge cirde with the thumb and
index finger ol both hands. “And these
are our leaders,” she says.

“How disquicting.” Terry says.

“Yes.” Raquel says. “You know, T was
at a party the other nighe at the Bistro
that was being held in somebody  or

“Evervbody wias wery solicitous,”

another’s honor . . . T it seem 1o
remember who” She stops and wps her
lorchead in an attempt at recollection.

“Well,” she sayvs alter a moment, 1
guess it couldn’t have been anvbody very
important.  Anyway, Henry  Kissinger
wis———"'

“Oh, he's importang,” Mary says, trill
g somewhat

“Yes. but it wasn't his party. Mary,”
Raquel savs. "He was only there.” She
pauses long enough for this distinction o
be made. “Anyway,” she goes on, 1 was
telling him about Washington and be-
ing there and how intense  evervbody
scemed L. L you know . .. and he just
smiledd, this litde secret sory ol smile, and
he said very soltly. “Zeze people play for
keeps? ™

“Ha!” Terry savs, He Laughs apprecia-
tively. “He said that, did he:”

“He's mrvelows,”  Raquel savs. “He
has a seonse of humor. Besides which, 1
think he's one ol the only people in
Washington who know what the hell's
going on in the world. Government'—
she shakes her head sadly—"God help
us, I suppose.”

Raquel takes another  cigarette and
Ferry extends his lighter.

“What we need.” she s vi, leaning to-
ward the [kime, “is some commitment.”

Torry wirns up his hands, indiciting
helplessiess ma fickle world.

“Cest davie,” he says.,

“Clest o bullshiy,” Raquel says. Her
featares are hazy with cigarette smoke.
“There is something not right with the
world. The Government is supposed 10
serve the people. but now all people
expea brom the Govermment is 1o be
lucked over. Things wre not what they
should be”

“Things never are,” Terry says.

“Listen,” Raquel says, “1 think fucking
people over has become the  natiowal
pastime. Iv's all you sce. God knows,
when you get down 1o i, that's what the
movie  business is all abour.  [ucking
peopic over. People in the bhusiness can't
let it go at simply being involved with
their prolession or performing better in
their job, That's too ticky-tacky. You have
to get crazy about it You hive o draw
your salary at the expense of somehody
else. Somebody’s got o drop dead so vou
cin breathe their air. H o so-mudso sets
one point two million dollars for a |ic-
ture. then you have to get one poim
three: million dollas, Just like  that,
Where's the commitment:”

“Tell you what it's time for,” Terry
says. “Time we had women running
things, for a change. Break the chain of
male command, and so forth. T don’t
think women would be as likely”—he
raises  his  eyebrows and  smiles
rupicd by power. How's tha?”

“Oh, Terry, rely, vou have such an
exalted ddea ol women,” Raguel  says.

“cor-

She shakes her head lrom side 1o side.
“You're absolutely  Victorian in  that
regard.”

“No, come on. now,” Terry says. He
ises his hands, as il in  surrender.
Name me @ woman who's acted tyran-
nically and exploited power the way male
politicians do. Name me one.™

Raquel looks ar the table for several
moments.

“Marie Antoinette,” she says hnally.

“Oh, now voure picking one case in
thousands,” he says in a small shout. “and
it wasu’t even that she was exploitive,
poor dear, she just had such a hallucina
tory ontlook on lile >

“No,” she says mly.

“Noz" he says. " What do voumean, no:”

“No." She points her finger at ham,
mailing it down. “Believe me, Terry, no.
Il it doesn't happen frequently, that's
because women aren’t in - positions ol
power frequently. That's all. Women are
capable ol being just as vile and deplor-
able  and  weacherous and  unscrupu-
lous &

“Ohhh" Terry says, moaning. “You're
ruining my whole day, huv.”

“Don’t you think T know what F'm

7 Raquel says. She spreads

talking abowt?
her hamds in a pantomime of cmdor.
“This is me, Terry, this is Rocky. Believe
me, there’s nothing  inherently  moral
about being o wonum.” She Liughs sud-
denly. “Terry. you are absolutely unreal.
You are a gentleman to a faule”

She throws him a kiss off the tips of her
hingers. He bows his head o retarn.

“Tell me something. Rocky,” Terry
says. “What wounld you do il you had a
temendous amount ol moncey to spend
any way vou winted? Do anything at all”

“"How much,” she says, “is a tremen-
dous amount®”

“*Oh three million
Four million. Doesn’t matter. Wihitever
scems like excess to vou.™

“Three million dollars,” Raquel says.
She pulls ac her lower lip. * Jesus., 1 me:
it would depend on so numy things. . ..

“Well, just think,” Terry says. “You
know, would you buy an airplane, lor
mstance? A vachez A fleet of vachis? Just
think of yoursell.”

“Probably, I'd buy Qlm properties””
Raquel says. She thinks about this & mo-
ment. “Yes, that's what I'd do.”

“All vight, good.” he says. “What else:”

“What else? Well, I, Christ. T can’t
even think . . . you know, three nillion
dollars isn’t as much as it used o be”

“OK, then, ten million.” Terry savs.
"It doesn’t bloody matter. Rocky., I'm
just trying 1o find out how you would in-

dollars, sav.

"

dulge voursell. Come on, be a good girl”

“Well, T told you. I'd buy propertics.
Iso'e that wlae Pl do, Mary:™

“Yes," Mary says, nodding in agree-
ment. Fhat's what she'd  do. Terry.
That's what she tilks about.”

“Yes, but™—he looks about him with
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exasperation—"but how the bloody hell
many film properties could you buy? I
mean, lets say that’s all aken care ol.
Let's just pretend, pet, you know, like
the movies——"

“Terry, this is so incredibly boring,
I..." Raquel says, raising her hand to
cut him ofl. “No, wait. I'm thinking. I'm
thinking. All right . . . let's see.” She
thinks. "OK.” she says. “First. I'd prob-
ably set up wrust funds [or my Kkids, so
that they'll be OK, but, well, now, there's
something I feel funny about. You know,
kids who have money in the bank wait-
ing lor them . . . I don't dig that that
much. I don't think it's the best thing in
the world, but that would be one thing
I'd do.”

“OK, ke care ol the kiddies,” Terry
says. “There's a good mum. What else”

“Whatever else seemed necessary at the
time,” Raquel says. 1 suppose I'd buy a
house for my parems, and mavbe a Hat
lor mysell in Paris, or a place in . .. 1
don’t know, Acapulco or someplace . ..

I just don’t know, Terry. The idea of a
lot of money isn't all that interesting to
me. H 1 had a lot of money o spare, 1'd
direat it toward my cralt. T know that
upsets you in some way, but that’s what's
most important 1o me, to improve mself
as an actress. I I can do that, then I'm
happy. Isn't that what money's supposed
to buy:”

“Happiness:” Terry says. He scratches
his head. “Possibly. There are conflicting
reports. How about you? Are you happy:”

“Yes,” Raquel says. She raises her
hand, preparing to elaborate, then has
an alterthought and lets her hand slide
back onto the table like a kite losing
witd, "Yes.” she says again,

“What have vou done in the past. oh,
vear or so that you've really approved of?
What's been the thing that you could
look back at and say, *There . . . there I
am, God love me’z”

Raquel closes her eyes and purses her
lips. From somewhere in the restaurant,
there is a rush of communal laughter.

“I'll put it like this.” she siys at some
lIength. She opens her eyes and focuses on
the edge of the wable. I think I can
honestly say that for the past couple of
years, I've been happy with mysell and
with what I've done. 1 can look back at
that time and not see anvthing that
would make me scream.”™

She shifts in her scai
breath: she appears unaware of
sound ol her voice.

“That's not bad, you know,” she says,
“being able 1o look back without wanting
10 scream. Ir's something dilferent.”

Terry watches her dlosely: his silence
seems 1o hold the potential for comment,
but he says nothing.

“I'm working at what I want to do and

and draws a
the

166 nobody has their foot on my neck. I don't

get crazy anymore. I'm not obsessed.”

“It’s the better way,” Terry tells her.

“It's not bad,” she says. “OK, and not
bad. I don't have to tell you that it's been
worse.”

“Whatever the past is,” Terry says, "it's
gone and done with., Fuck whatever. You
know what you want.”

“I don’t want anybodys sympathy,”
Raquel says. “T don’t give a damn about
that. Just let me be, let me do my job.
There’s nothing wrong with that.”

“Look, Rocky,” Terry says.

" Jesus. what do people want, anywayz"
Raquel savs suddenly. She discovers Ter-
ry’s hand resting on her own. “It's not
my problem what they think about me.
They think whatever they want. Why
should I have to pay for that? You tell
me why, You tell me why I should have
to pay for that,”

“Dao you believe that?” Terry says,

“Belicve 2" Raquel says. She laughs
dangerously. “T'll tell you. What hap-
pened 1 me two years ago, when 1 did
that picture in France, that was the bot-
tom of the barrel. That was the gutter. [
told mysell thar I would never let myself
be vulnerable 1o that sort of humiliation
again. And that's when T found out how
vou have w pay for what people think.
You know what I'm talking about, Terry,
this isn't a misunderstood  sex-symbol
thing. That's for the magazines, the hell
with that. This was ugly, hatelul violence.
There was this litde director who was
going to show evervbody that he was a
big man by beating up the girl with big
tits. You saw what I looked like: you ook
the pictures. 1 was going 10 sue the
bastard.”

“Every business has its sick side.” Terry
says. “You said it yoursell about the mov-
ies: it's not a delicate profession. Neuroric
people calling themselves artists. Telling
the world how sensitive they are. Bloody
lot of crap. For most of them. their
sensitivity doesn’t go beyond the crotch.”

“Sick.” Raquel says. She spits out the
word, “Spoiled children running around
making a movie. A lark. Evervbody try-
ing 1o outdo one another. each one trying
to he more on top than the next.”

“All those stars, all those egos.”™ Terry
says. It couldn’t have been any other
way.”

It made me leel dirty about what 1 do
for a living.” Raquel savs. “All these
power plays, all this bullshit . . . where's
the justificetion for thatz Jesus Christ,
it's just a job: that’s all it fucking is. just
a job. You go where youre told to go,
you say the lines, you do your work, you
cash your cheek and you go on to some-
thing else. That doesn’t make you any
different from the next person.™

It shouldn’t.” Terry says, “but it does.”

Raquel lights another cigarette and
smokes it in silence lor several moments,

“In a way, it was funiny,” she says at
last. "After I'd left and gone to Paris, 1
read the accoumts in the papers. All
about temperamental Raquel. Isn't that
a joker”

“Let it go,” Terry says to her quictly.

“They said how unprofessional I was,”
she savs, ignoring him. “How I'd walked
ofl the set in the middle of the picture.
Middle ol the picture, my ass. That shit-
head came into my room when I owas
piacking to go home—after we'd  fin-
ished, mind you—and he told me that I
couldn’t go until he told me 1 could go.
Until /e 10ld me, can you believe it?
Well, I told him to go fuck himsell.
politely, and 1 picked up the bag and
started o leave. And that’s when he hit
me. And he kept on hitting me.”

She makes her hand into a hst
grinds it against the edge of the able.

“He wouldn’t have wied anything like
that with anybody clse on that film. But
he'd do it o me. He sure as hell thought
he could do it to me. Do you want me to
tell you whyz Do you want me o tell
)'ull:‘"

“Forget 1,
you.”

“He would do it 10 me,” Raquel says
in a rising voice, “because of what 1 am.
Because I'm Raquel, thats why. Because
I'm like the girl who's slept with every-
body in town. so you don’t have to hother
with formalitics when you take her out.
That’'s how you have 1o pay for what
people think of you.”

She looks down at her hand, sall a st
She relaxes it slowly and spreads v fla
on the tablecloth.

At a table acaoss the way, there is a
voung man with a stylishly wrimmed
beard and tinted aviator sunglasses. He
wears a tailored leather jacket over a

and

(2]

Terry says. “I'm 1elling

laded denim work shire. He slouches sell-
confidently in his chair, one arm draped
over the back: a thin gold braceler clings
to his wrist. He stares openly ar Raquel

and smiles with pleasure.

Raquel leans her head back and looks
at the ceiling. She takes both of her hands
and rubs them across her forehead and
through her hair. As she straizghtens in
her seat, she sees the bearded man look-
ing directldy at her. For a moment, she is
caught in his line of vision, like a deer in
an automobile’s headlights. The man's
smile widens with relaxed familiarity,

“Looking fine,” he says to her across
the distance.

Raquel seems startled: she pulls her
eves away and brings her hands o the
sides of her face. She does not look up,
but she hears the man's Lughter as she
takes her cigarette and skums ic into the

ashtray.
(¥
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“Goodbye, William. Whatever it is you’re
looking for, I hope you find it.”
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people, places, objects and events of interest or amusement

FLASH OF WIT
Uncle Sherman has something to show you, boys TANKING UP THE DOWNHILL RACER
and girls. It's under his coat. Heh. Heh. And For those who really like to pour it on when they hit the slopes,
for a stuffed doll that’s only 20” high, he hangs a company called Boozski, at 6565 Redwood Highway, Mill Valley,
right in there. You can get to know eccentric California 94941, is selling $18.95 kits that convert your standard
Uncle Sherman better for only $21.50, postpaid, strap-handled ski poles (give make) into miniflasks that will
sent to Flasher Fashion, 26465 Carmel Rancho each hold a cup of your favorite sauce. Or, for $24.95, you can
Boulevard, Carmel, California 93921. Besides the get the strapless model shown here. Either is the only way to fly.
trench coat (minus grease spots), he can be

ordered sporting a terrycloth robe, dinner

jacket, smoking jacket or denim overalls.

Take two. Start a freaky family. HERE'S THE RUB

Has the snap, crackle
and pop gone out of your
sex life? Then perhaps
it's time you and your be-
loved checked into one
ol the erotic-massage
workshops that a licensed
masseur in the San
Francisco area named Ray
Stubbs is offering over
several weekends during
the coming months, A
wwo-day session will set
you back $125 per
couple—and includes a
sampling of erotic

toys. (For a brochure,
write to The Cele-
bration, P.O. Box 67,
Larkspur, California
94939.) And when you've
mastered the basic
rub-a-dub-dub, Stubbs has
an advanced course
available. Golly, Martha,
haven’t we already gone
about as far as we can go?

HIGH-OCTANE PET ROLL

Introducing the world's first racing car driven
by one hp. The hp here stands for hamster
power and the car is a foot-long model that's
been rigged so that the exercise wheel sends

the vehicle scooting about the floor as the four-
footed driver works off his energy. Sold by
Habitrail, the cars are available in most toy and
pet stores at $9 each. Gentlemen, start

your engines. Puff. Puff. Puff.
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LIGHT FANTASTIC!

Armbruster Manufacturing, at P.O. Box
840 in Waynesville, North Carolina,
describes the black-chrome Flashlife shown
above as “the world’s most expensive
flashlight.” That may be. But for $31.50,
postpaid—including the velvet-lined
wooden presentation box—it surely is the
world's best-looking. And the price
includes a liletime guarantee on the Flash-
life’s beautiful bod, as there are no plated
metal innards to corrode. Stunning!

WHISPERING LEAVES
For all you lonely horticulturists out
there, MarshAllen Products, at 1971 West
85th Sireet, Cleveland, Ohio 44102, is sell-
ing for $17.95 postpaid a talking plant
stand that at the touch of a button
whispers, *“This is your plant speaking.
I'm so happy” ... etc, etc., etc. “I love
you. I love you. I love you." However,
if that's a bit too sappy. they also
peddle an R-rated male-voice version and
an X-rated female one that will really
put you in the mood to cross-pollinate.

TRUCKIN WITH MINI MAC
Somebody’s already turned VW Bugs and Super Beetles into ersatz Rolls-
Royces and 1940 Fords, so what's more logical than a conversion kit that
leaves you with a tilt-front Mini Mac that more or less resembles the
18-wheel haulers you see on the highway? Elite Enterprises will supply
all the info and specs for a buck sent to them at 690 East Third Street,
Cokato, Minnesota 55321. Wonder how many it takes to make a convoy.

EVERYBODY WINS
Lazy lovers may wish to order Bedroom Rouleue, a battery-operated
gizmo available for $42.50 postpaid [rom Chktronics, P. O. Box 307,
New Berlin, Wisconsin 53151, that has ten numbered sexual positions de-
picted on its face surrounding a digital readout window. Whatever num-
bered position stops in the window, that's what you do next. Let it roll!

i

Ll 4 '

CLEANING UP DIRTY MOVIES
“Give us your tired, your poor, scratched, brittle, buckled, torn
masses of oil-stained deteriorated film,” says FilmLife, an unusual
company at 141 Moonachie Road, Moonachie, New Jersey 07074, that
describes itself as “the mightiest rejuvenator of movies.” Prices for
spruced-up color 8 and super 8 begin at 15 cents a foot.
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BOOK OF COAStS ovvivuce o pose 129

called after their brethren, saving, “Take
a sweater,”

And they replied, “What for? It never
goes below fifty.” And so they went into
the land of Ellay, which is the Goast, and
made dwellings of pink stucco and orna-
mented them with yucea and plantain,
and pools of water of a color not found
in nature: and so made a life, but the life
was without form and void, and grear was
the vapidity thereol.

I

And the pure in heart cried out,
“Coast, ye have no values.” And the
Coast replied, “We do so have values,”
but they did not. And by and by, a great
many flled into the land of Ellay: 10,000
umes ten, and times ten again, unto many
millions, cach with a deal pending. And
so the once virtwous sold themselves to
work evil in the vineyards of the Coast,
and inhaled into their hody various pow-
ders and substances which eased the guilt
thereof, by dissolving the synapses. And
Zabar, the propher of the Fast, who was
exceeding wise, saw all this and said,
“Scorn yc the Coast, for they are not

subtle, but coarse, and lack art, and are
obvious in all things.”

And the pure in heart asked, “How
may we know the Coast, for they are flesh
ol our flesh?”

Aud the answer came, “Ye shall know
them by their carrot tans, and the leisure
suit of avocado.”

And the pure in heart asked. “How
clse may we know them, for they are
sprung [rom our loins?”

And the answer came, “Ye shall know
them, that they fileth the bridge of their
nose, 1o remove all character therefrom;
and taketh the name of their enemy for
their own, and nameth their children
thus: Tiltany, and Samantha, and Sean,
and Bryan; whereas it should be Morris
or Ben or Naomi; and attacheth hair to
their head which groweth from it not;
and speiketh with imprecision, saying,
‘Heavy,” for matters which lack weight.”

11
And so it came to pass that the chil-
dren of Ellay were merry, and becamne
masters at play, and practitioners of all
things ephemeral: the fleeting image, and

“Iwon’t be able to come to dinner
tonight, Momma. My [riend Al just dropped by
with his best girl.”

the false Jyric, and the rilf of [uzz tone:
the entertainment which entertaineth not.
And they worshiped silver above meaning,
and cquated facility with content; and so
they prospered, for their followers were
legion. And the people of the land were
falsely comforted, for their eyes knew not
what they saw. nor their mouths tasted
what they ate, and their ears were filled
with the Lnughter of the dead.

And Eli of the East was woubled,
saying, “Give us a sign that we may
know ours is the way of truth.”

And the Almiglhty spake unto Eli, say-
ing. “See ye not how I revile the Coast?
That 1 maketh o quake the very earth
upon which their city is builded: And how
I cause them to be daily stoned? And I
give ye four seasons yearly, and them buc
one, and not a great one, at thar? And are
ye three hours ahead ol them in all things,
or not:"

“We are——" said Lli

“So refrain thy voice from whining,”
spake the Almighty.

Then Eli fell to his knees, saying,
“Verily. all of this is true, what Ye spake;
yet, while we pursue all tasks according
to thy covenant, and forswear all fawy
food. and pic; and lead the good life; yet
the children of Ellay, who keepeth not
thy covenant, Iear nothing, and dwell in
great panoply, and acquire great wealth.”

And the propher Zabar appeared and
mocked Eli, saying, “If the Coast have
such great wealth, then wherelove do they
sleep three together in one bed:”

And Eli, hearing this, gnashed his teeth
but said nothing. And Zabar cried, *Arise,
ye pure in heart, and eat some dairy: for
ows is the way of goodness and virtue
and truth everlasting.”

And Elisaid, " Three tna bedz”

And Zabar said, “Yea, and all the com-
binations hereof, which is three times
two, plus one, or seven.”

“Hmm,"” said Eli.

1Ay

And so Eli journeyed into the Valley of
the Coast, which 1s Pasadena, west of
Pomona, near Althambra, by Monrovia;
yea, even into Hermosa Beach did he
sojourn, and saw  abominations which
were marvelous strange: men with men,
and women with men shorter than they,
and a man married to shrubbery, and a
dwelling shaped like a bun. And Eli
anointed his head with a measure of oil,
and abominated these things lor three
days. And on the fourth day, he looked
about him, saying, “My yoke is heavy,”
and sent out for a lighter yoke, which de-
livered more abominations o the gallon.
And so Eli became groovy, and was there-
after seen in the streets of Ellay, and in
the broad places, wearing a suit of jump,
which is a stupid raiment, and surpasseth
all understanding. And he made covenant
with an casy woman who gave succor,



Introducing an exciting
new concept in autodynamics.

The Bradley GT 1l

Nothing in the motoring world so dramatically com-
bines the style and performance of the finest European
sportscars with the economy and depenaability of a
VW. Each component of the GT Il car kit is custom-
designed for precision fit and easy assembly on a
Volkswagen chassis. The totally-engineered, finely-
crafted finished product is a reflection of your own
good taste and individuality. A product with unique
autodynamic properties that provide significantly
improved performance. And with styling so reminis-
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cent of the most expensive and lavish European

@ sportscars.

Its many amenities Include fiberglass gull-wing
doors and hatchback rear door. A steel reinforced
roof and fiberglass body. Tinted safety glass windows.
European-styled instrument cluster. Electrically-
powered pop-up headlamps. And so much more.

The all-new Bradley GT Il car kit. An exciting new
concept in autodynamics. Available in a choice of
beautiful colors, all with color coordinated interior

Send 51.00 for the 4/color Bradley brochure, write Bradley, 495 Shelard

Plaza, 400 County Road 18 South, Minncapolis, Minnesota 554 16.

Bradley Automotive
495 Shelard Plaza, 400 County Road 18 South
Minneapolis, Minnesota 55426
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[[1525.00 for Bradley G-Il dimensional structural plans
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Drink deeply from the wellspring of hastory...

Choose Any Set For A Dollar AVolume

A rare opportunity to enrich your library with one of these enduring works,
at a fraction of its usual cost. Savings up to $112,with trial membership.

ORDEAL ¢
THE UNION:
Fruits of
Manifest Destiny

1847-1852

Fernand Braudel’s
: THE MEDITERRANEAN:
Allan Nevins'
And the Mediterranean World
THE ORDEAL OF THE UNION in the Age of Philip I1

8 Violumes, Publisher’s Price $120.00/ Yours For Only 58
The masterwork of this great historian. Monumenal account of our national
history, 1847 to 1865. Told with a sweep and passion that is almost Tolstoian.
“We are not likely 1o see more history of this character and scope for some rime 1o come.”
—MN.Y. Times, National Book Award.

2 Volumes, Publisher's Price $35.00/ Yours For Only 32
A landmark social history, these two volumes are classics on the
16th century Mediterranean world. “Probably the most significant
historical work to appear since World War I1" — N. ¥ Times

| JEFFERSON.
THE
| PRESIDENT |

FIRST TERM
WROH-
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Dumas Malone's Pulitzer Prize-Winning

Samuel Eliot Morisor's Shelby Foote's
JEFFERSON AND HIS TIME THE EUROPEAN DISCOVERY THE CIVIL WAR: A Narrative
5 Vols. Pub. Price $72.50/ Yours For Only 85 OF AMERICA By a historian who is alsoa gifted novelisi — the opening shot at

The crowning achievement of one of America's foremost Fort Sumiter through the surrender at Appomattox.

From his Virginia youth through his troubled second term as

WS

president. Biography surpassing anything you've ever read on
Jeftersun and his world. 1975 Pulitzer Prize.

historians. A brilliant narrative account of the Atlantic voyages,
from 500 A.D., through 1616. Over 450 dlustrations, 70 maps.

“A remarkable achievernent, prodigiously researched, vigorous,
detailed, absorbing!” —N.Y. Times

The story of history, and the men who
made it, makes for reading that is both lively
and valuable.

And the best of written history is the
province of The History Book Club.

Nc-v in its 30th vear, the Club provides
its members with the finest new books of
history and world affairs —always at sub-
stantial savings. If vou’ve never tried us,
vou've missed some great reading and
unusual buys. But none like this:

For a mere dollar a volume, we’ll send you
any one of the magnificent sets pictured —
with your first selection at the reduced

PICK ONE OF THESE SELECTIONS
AT THE REDUCED CLUB PRICE:
(First price is publisher’s hist.
Boldface shows member's price.)

138.7 Who Shaped Our Destiny: The
Founding Fathers as Revolutionaries
By Ruhard B. Morris. $10.00/%7.50

464. The Twelve Caesars

By Michael Grant. From Juhius in49 B.C.
through Domitian in 96 A.D. $12.50/38.75
104. The Indian Heritage of America
By Alvin M. Fosephy, Tr. $10.00/$7.50
671. Medieval History

By Norman F. Cantor. $11.50/$8.50
116. A History of the Vikings

WHA

THE HISTORY BOOK CLUB - Stamford, Conn. oesod_l

Please enroll me as a trial member and send me
the intreductory books whose numbers I'm entering
below. Bill my set at $1 a volume and my first selec-
tion at the reduced Club price (plus modest ship-

ing ¢ es). —
BRI Set#l 'Selec(ionu:]

I may return all the books within three weeks at
vour expense and owe nothing. Or I will take four
more selections within a year (nor_counting my -
troductory selections)—at reduced Club prices plus
shipping. Thereafier, I may resign at any time.

member’s price (any book listed at right). By Guyn Jones. $12.50/58.50 o — PL-06W
If you're less than delighted, return all the 247. A History of American Law ntName____

books (we'll pay postage) and that's that. Or By Lourence M. Friedman.  $15.95/38.15 e

keep them and take just four more selections o Tl st .

during the coming vear from the 150-200 B Fiaeak Wishmarin, $15.00/59.95 Gl State Zip

offered each month.

They’re easy to take at $3, $4, $5 (and
more) off bookstore prices. No stinting on
physical quality either; all our books are the
equal of the publishers’ editions. And this
Clubhasa us Plan that lets you Eick any
book we offer, not just certain ones. Use the
coupon to join today.

By Frederuck F Carrunight.  $9.95/37.50

By Foseph P. Lash. $12.95/58.95

625. The Black Family in Slavery &
Freedom, 1750-1925
By Herbert G. Gutman. $15.95/510.75

Lof late mail, we pay return postage.

1n.Canads: Mail 1o the History Book Club, 16 Overlea Bivd., Toronta MaH 1A, Oni.
A note on how the Club works: Every four weeks, vou re-
ceive our Rewview and a dated reply card. If you want the
Editors’ Choice, do nothing: the book will come auto-
maticallv. To order a different book or no book, return
the card by the specified date. You will have at least 10
davs to decide — but if vou ger an unwanted book because
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which pleased him, for the womer of the
East were loath to give succor. And so Eli
returned not to his home, nor checked
his service for messages of urgency, of
which there were none, anyway.

v

And Zabar the prophet, hearing of this,
arose, and had breakfast, and flew swiftly
to Ellay, where he was given a second
breakfast. And he pmphmied' “No good
can come ol consccutive breakfasts.”

And so he sought out Eli, and took a
mecting with him. following custom, and
asked, “Wherefore hast thou forsaken thy
values, that thou aciest in such a lashion,
and hangest out with loons, and laughest
loud at things unamusing, and combest
thine hair lorward in such a2 manner? And
what happened to thy nose?”

And Eli regarded him, and stood first
upon one foot, and then upon the other,
saying finally, “Like, man, I rebuke ye.”

And Zabar, hearing this, turned the
color of the setting sun, and cried, “Fool!
Hast forgot thine instruction? Thou canst
not rebuke, without first thou be buked.
Only then can thou rebuke!™”

And a revelation came to Eli, and he
said, O ye who are uptight! He who
picketh at a nit, findeth a wie, but groovi-
ness payeth off manifold.”

And Zabar. sceing that Eli was lost,
was  possessed of a  grear rage, and
pulled Eli's lips all the way out, even unio
six cubits. And so Eli shook his head
slowly, saying, “Oh, wow,” and took olf
his ornaments from his person: [rom his
wrists, the bracelets ol turquoise and cop-
per and elephant hair; and [rom around
his neck, he ok his beads of worry, and
his squash blossom, and his amulet of
Cancer the Crab: all these did he remove.
And he rolled up the sleeves of his rai-
ment, and smote Zabar most terribly upon
his breast, and upon his head. And Zabar
then smote Eli in the solt place, so that
Eli bended way over; and finally Eli
smote Zabar in many wise, so that the fat
places were made lean, and the round
places smooth; and delivered him back to
the Fast in two cartons marked, CoxTENTS:
PROPHET—USE NO HOOKS.

And so the East grew bitter, and such
was the bitterness ol their bitterness, that
it was bitrerer even than gall or the juice
of some lemons or sucking on a tea bag.
And whasoever did the Coast fashion
in the way ol amusement, did the East
put down mightilv out of biterness, and
this was called Criticism.

And the spirit of the Critic moved in
the land, and wwrned Coastward, saying,
“Woe unto him that maketh an enter-
tainment in the land of Ellay, for surely
shall he reccive an admonition, and be
chastised.”

VI
And so it came to pass that a great con-
flict arose between them, And the East put
on an entertainment, which was two men

“I heard that his parents write him for money.”

m a garbage can, conversing, and the
Critic said, “Verily, it is Art.” And the
Coast put on an entertainment, which
was a man delivering a pie unto the
countenance ol a second man, or banana.
and the Critie said, "Verily, it is junk.”
And the conflict grew mightier and
mighticy, and great was the destruction
thercol, and the pain, and the sorrow,
and message units uncountable. And the
Almighty clapped His hands over His ears,
saymg, “Enough, already. I weary of
your bickering, coasts.” And the pure in
heart said, “Coasts? Art angry at us, oo?
The pure in heartz”

And the Almighty said, “Ye heardest.”

And the East were aggrieved, saying,
“But we keep the covenant, and are not
vain."”

And the answer came down, “Verily, yve
are not vain, but it is vanity to mention
i

And the East were sore woubled, for
they knew He had them there. And they
cried, “Then Ye see no dillerence between
the coasts:”

And the Almighty replied, “This whole
thing taketh up 100 much of my time.”

And both coasts cried, “Almighty,
where reside Ye, that Ye take not sides,

one coast against the other, as hath been
done since the beginning of time?”

And the answer came down, “In Ne-
braska, which is no coast. Verily, for it is
written that while anvone may make an
entertainment, or keep the covenant, only
in Nebraska can be found a corn, or
peas, or the chicken of the air, which are
my handiwork.”

And the coasts were bewildered, and
said, “Who careth for such things: ||cithc‘
are they amusing, nor do they entertun’

And the Almighty cried, *“Then heark-
en, for I shall make ye an entertainment.”

And a mighty thundering was heard,
and a carkness descended over the earth;
and the oceans rose. And all was laid
waste: m the East, unto the land of Cleve;
and in the West, the Coast did break olf
at the fheld of Bakers and slip into the
sea. And all was without form and void,
and the Almighty saw that it was good,
and cried, “Behold, no more coasts.”

And where the coasts had been, was
now writ in letters of fire, warcn s
SPACE FOR NEW ABOMINATIONS,

And thus endeth The Book of Coasts.
(Coming soon: Nielsen, or: The Book of
Numbers.)

Y|
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MOIE] Tﬂpes (continued from page 120)

than going to Chicago. And Tahii is just
another short step. 1ts all a mater of
steps. Step one, the decision to do it. Step
two, write it down on the list—at the sume
time assigning it its proper priority. Step
three, determine feasibility—is it some-
thing that can be done? Four, make full
plans for the accomplishment of the goal.
Five, start moving toward the goal with no
undue delay. Alter thae, its simply o mat-
ter ol moving one [oot alter another.
L]

aary: ['ve got this feeling T wouldn't
be too good at making a list. 1 think writ
ing it down would inhibit me.

Nicioras: How's that?

sary: Well, ina way. it's limiting. You
plan things out too carelully and you com-
mit yoursell; I think you may be cutting

out a lot of possibilities, a lot of happy
accidents,

Nicnoras: Maybe so. Maybe that’s the
price you pay. My feeling is that we pay
a price lor everything in this life. 1f writ-
ing things down on a list eliminates some
degree of spontaneity, then so be it—it
seems @t simall enough price to pay.

.

Nicnoras: I think I should be honest
with you. There was a time I did put your
1ame down on i li.‘iL

aary: I thought maybe you had.

Nicnoras: T did.

amary: I'm not sure [ like that whole
notion. I'm not sure that isn't just a bit
mechanical for my liking,

xicnoras: 1 don’t think vou'd be so
annoyed i you saw the list. It was some

“If I may coin a phrase, love is oo important
to beleft to husbands.”

list. 'I—T better tell you about it. T de-
cided 10 make i list of the ten things in
the world that T wanted most. You were
there and a villa in Acapulco was there
and a Brionvega sterco was there and a
Citroén-Maserati was there

MaRY: | hate to point it out, Nick, but
you still drive a Lincoln.

NichHoras: Someday. someday. T've man-
aged o get most of the things on the list,
The stereo was no probleme. I got the
Eames chair. T haven’t quite managed
Acipuleo yet

aary: Nick. where was I on the list?

Nicnoras: What do you mean by tha?

sary: What was my priority? Where
was I on the hist?

NichHoras: You were right at the top.
The first word I wrote was Mary. I don’t
know how you could ask me a question
like that.,

EVERYTHING ALL RIGHT?

wiLLouvcnsy: Oh, God. Do that, do it,
oh, Jesus, Jesus, Jesus! Oh, God. Hold,
liold!  Oh, oh, God. ah, ah, ahhh!
Huhlihhhhh, huhhhhhhh, ohhhhhbh! Do
it that way, that way. That way, THAT
WAY! Ob, Jesus, my darling, darling. my
darling, I'm going to come. Oh, God. I'm
coming, I'm coming now, hold on to me,
hold me in you, tight. tight! Oh, I'm com-
ing now, now, conung now! GOD, JESUS,
GOD, JESUS, NOIv!
.
wiLLouvctisy: Oh, honey, are you all
rightz Was that all right lor you?

CONFESSIONS OF A MECHANICAL MAN

Arice: Did you like that?

THOMAS: Sure, Why?

Ance: You didu‘t say anything. You
dido’t say a word. I don’t know, some-
umes I get the feeling you don’t even
like it anvmore.

Tnovas: 1 like it just fine.

ALICE: | just don’t know.

Tionas: Hey, hon. what brings this
on? I'm telling you, it felt just fine. What
else do you want me 1o say?

Ance: T don’t know. But something.
You used to say things to me. Now 1 get
the feeling that you think you're doing me
a lavor.

Thovas: I know what vou mean, but
it’s not your Grult.

.

TioMas: You know, it's probably just
growing older. The last time I felt really
good was a long time ago. I was just think-
ing about it. I was 25 years old and just
out ol the Air Force and I was driving an
old Ford convertible through Spain. 1
owned the car, 1 had money in my pocket,
I had a dimn good job waiting [or me
back in the States. For the fust time in
my life, there was no place that T had to
be. T could have stopped for a week
stayed on the beach. 1 could have turned



WINNING WITH WOMEN.

How ToMake Love

If a woman senses a rnatln‘?J :q ggj:lnﬂ
lover, she'll want to go to i
him whether he's reeied ToASingleWoman
That's HOW OMAI(EII:%VETO e
A SINGLE WOMAN can be such a & s
help. This huge, beautifully designed
hard cover book — with over 160 tru- |
ly inspiring photos — will show you |
dozens of exciting new ways o turn =
on a single girl. You'll learn how you |
can get her to fantasize about you
sexually... how you can malf.q her
horny with just words ... why it's so
important to let most women heat up
slowly .. how you can touch a wom-|
an so beautifully you may actually
bring her to tears ... how you can
arouse a woman simply by looking

in hereyes ... and MUCH, MUCH |
MORE. %
This magnificent, large-format book costs only $12.95 plus $1.00
postage and handling — a very modest price indeed when you con-
sider that from now on you just may be the kind of man most wom-
en can't wait to go to bed with. (See coupon below)

HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS will
show you more than 100 brilliant
new ways for picking up girls.
For example, you will learn: How
to make shyness work for you ...
why girls get horny ... 50 great
opening lines ... the world’s great-
est pick-up technique ... how to
get women to pick you up ... why
a man doesn't have to be good
looking ... how to do better in
single’s bars ... why department
stores are great places to pick
up girls ... an ingenious way of
rmeeting women in your office ..,
how to develop a smile that can
make women feel warm and lovi
toward you ... and MUCH MORE!
HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS con-
tains in-depth interviews with 25 beautiful girls who tell you
exactly what it takes to pick them up. You'll be amazed at how
easy it is! Send only $8.95 plus $1.00 postage and handling.
This book has already helped over 400,000 men pick up girls.
Now's the time to let it help you. (See coupon below)

HOWTO
PICK UP GIRLS!

Iy s Wil

HOW TO FIND
SOMEONE TO LOVE

Starting today, you can meet and date dozens of attractive,

interesting new people.

Starting today, you can discover the secret of getting

people to fall in love with you!

You know how much fun it is to have some- * How you can get invited to rmore parties
and what to do once you get there (not the
same old things that make you angry and
frustrated with yourself the moment you

one special in your life. The only problem
is, where do you find a person like this? Up
until now most of us have had to put up

with the degrading atmosphere of single's get home).

bars. Now there's a far better way to meet + An easy-to-learn system for increasing
your self-confidence when meeting new

someone to love. And you can learn all about

it in the mind-opening new book GETTING people.

TOGETHER. * How to meet scores of fascinating, at-
tractive people in places you'd least ex-

GETTING TOGETHER will teach you a whole

new way of getting people to open up to you pect to meet them.

warmly, spontaneously, lovingly. It can even * A brilliant technique for making someone
you like feel “special” when they're in your

show you how to attract people who at first

seem disinterested or cold to your advances. company.

You'll learn a technique for keeping some- * How to get over your shyness and begin
saying and doing those things you've al-

one infatuated with you date after date...and
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around and gone back to Paris. I had the
top down and the sun was unbelievable. 1
was listening to the Voice of Amervica and
I was singing along at the top of my voice.
The people along the road were wirning
to look at me—you know, the crazy
American—but for once in my life, it
didn’t maner what anyone else thought.
It was such a good moment in my life that
I kept welling myself to remember it. to
remember how good everything was. o re-
member once in my lile how it [elt 1o he
really happy. And 1 still do remember it
1 was dviving along this beautilul coun-
ryside—there was a town called Murzia—
and 1 stopped at some whitewashed café
and had a bottle of the local wine. The
wine had an almost smoky edge to it,
the wine of Muwrzia, and if I ever again
see wine from thar region, I'll buy a case
ol it. I'll tell you something—at that mo-
ment, I felt so good that nothing in lile
has ever been able to top it

avice: 1 know what you mean. Some-
tmes I can get turned on that way, too.
Sometimes when I'm listening 1o the radio
and the music seems so special——

Tiovas: This was different. It wasnt—
you couldn’t call it a turn-on. I've felt
good that other way, too. With music,
with sex—but that's just a few seconds,
not much more than that. There was no
sex at all connected with this; that would

174 have meant another person and that

would have ruined everything I was feel-
ing. Sex would have just gotten in the
way ol what I was feeling.

Suddenly, everything felt special. 1 saw
an old woman balancing a clay pot on
her head and suddenly I could sce her
great beauty. T mean, she always had that
beauty. but at that moment I was finally
able to take it in. Maybe I shouldn't try
to explain this: maybe 1 can’t explain it.
All I know is that it was one of the lew
times in my life that 1 didn’t have 1o
worry about another person on the face
ol the earth. In [act, I didn’t have to
worry about another thing. What it was,
I guess, was. for the first time in my lile,
freedom. 1 felt free. T promised myself
that someday I'd go back there and sit
at that same café and drink that same
wine, but I somehow never got around
to it.

Auice: We could go over the kids
spring vacation

Thovas: No. It's too late, It wouldn't
be the same.

L ]

auice: The problem is, you don’t feel
free with me, do you?

THOMAS: In a way, I do.

ALICE: "In a way” really isn't what I
wanted to hear.

Tnovas: Whenever 1 stop to really
think about it, whenever I open my eves
and look around me and see whar's hap-

pening to me, I see all the wraps. I see
that my whole life is a rap.

ALICE: How can you say that? There
are many who would be envious of what
you've got.

THOMAS: Maybe it's because I see the
limits of it all oo well. I sce what I've
got mysell into all too well. Making love
with vou is about the only exception.

ALICE: You don't have to sav that.

ThHoyMAs: When we're like this, it's
about the only time I come alive. This is
life. My life. The rest of it, that's some-
one clse’s life. I mean that, by the way.
I really have the feeling that I'm leading
someone clsc’s life.

ALICE: But it’s all your life.

THOMAS: Maybe not. I can’t remember
the last time 1 did anything that I want-
¢d to do. Every now and then, there's a
minute or two that belongs o me, but
the life is someone else’s. Seriously. Just
think about it for a minue. From the
minute I get up in the morning, I start
living someone elsc’s life. T wake up at
an hour I hate—6:30, God!—and 1 sit
down to breakfast with threc kids who
think I'm a fossil. Then I eat a breakfast
I can’t stand—granola! Then I go off o0
a boring ollice, where | meet with a part-
ner I can't stand. Days go by, weeks go
by, and it’s as if someonc else was doing
it all. Semetimes 1 get the leeling that
this other guy is calling all the shots and
I'm just along [or the ride.

avLice: Can't you just change things?

THoMAS: It's gone on too long. It's
gone on forcver. And it was never a
question of what I wanted to do; it was
alwavs something someone else decided I
should do.

aLice:  There must be millions of
people leel the same way you do.

Tiomas: I haven't even told vou the
worst of it. What kills me is that I don’t
even like this other guy who's living my
lifc. We've got nothing in common. Here
I am, walking around in his shoes and
wearing his clothes, and he’s a complete
yo-yo. He walks around, smiling at every-
one, never expressing an opinion ol his
own, being mice all day long, never say-
ing an interesting or pertinent  thing,
And somewhere inside, deep inside,
there’s me, secthing. I mean it. I'm so
nad at this big vo-vo that I'm yelling
inside. “Speak up!™ I shout 1o him. "Stop
i!” I say. "Cut the crap!”™ But he goes
on doing the same nothing swff. 1
wouldn’t mind living someone else’s life
if it was only a life. 1 wouldn’t mind
leading Robert Redlord's lile. Or Teddy
Kennedy's life. There's lots of lives I
wouldn't mind leading. But what Kills
me about this lile is that it’s so boring.

ONE WISH

kerviT: If you had just one wish, what
would it be?



Lois: One wish right now?

KERMIT: Yeah, but just the one wish.

Lois: I would wish that just once I
might spend the whole night with you.

THE TIMETABLE

poris: Thursday’s going to be bad for
me—it looks like Thursday is completely
out. Jenny's got to go to Dr. Smith,

Justin: Couldn’t you change the ap-
pointment?

poris: I've already changed it twice
and I don’t dare mess with this week. Not
the third time. I don’t want to go down
as a three-time loser in Smitty's book.

JusTin: Do you know how unreal this
is? Letting an orthodontist run your love
life.

poris: You don’t have to tell me how
idiotic it s,

justin: The last time, it was her hal-
let class. I'm starting to think your litile
Jennifer's got something in for me.

poris: Don't blame me. I've told you
what we should do. We ought to find
some time for us—one day every week—
and we should decide in advance that
nothing short ol a coronary can get in
the way on that one day.

JusTin: I hate like hell to put this on
a schedule. The trouble with my life now
is that everything is on a schedule.

poris: I know. Oh, darling, I know
that—but if we don't get some kind of a
umetable going, we're never going to
get together. You know how long it was
this time?

Justin: Yeah, it so happens I do know
how long it was.

poris: Or we could do it this way—we
could pick out one special day, and then
if something comes up, we just cancel
and no one goes away mad.

Justin: Like what day?

pokis: 1 was thinking in terms of
Wednesday night.

Justin: That—you know that’s the
night of the game.

DORIS: So you start missing the game.
You say

Justin: I wouldn't mind missing the
game, but there’s a small catch. We know
all these guys. Their wives all happen 10
be Charl's best Iriends. All I have to do
is miss the game and word'd ger back
home by Western Union. 1 figure it's
all right to take a chance and miss a
game every now and then, but there's no
way 1 could just drop out. How about
Thursday?

nokis: I thought about that. I thought,
well, I could give up the dass, but that
won't work out, cither.

justin: Why not?

poris: Oh, I can miss it every once in
a while. But the thing is, he likes to sur-
prise me and pick me up afterward for a
soda. Tt could get very hairy.

Justin: It's a good thing I don't have
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a big ego problem. You won't give up an
orthodontist appointment for me. You
won't give up the kid's ballet lesson. You
won't even give up a class in Chinese
cooking

voris: It's not that way at all. This is
all so childish. I'm not saying I won't
give up a class. I will—I do—but it’s like
your precious poker game. There's no
way to do it lull time.

Justin: Yeah

poris: I know this is complicated, but
try to listen. The thing about the class is
that it’s Hunan cooking and there’'s no
way on eath to fake that. Every week
alter the class, 1 practice the dish we
learned at home. 1 make it at least twice,
then 1 wy it out on compiny. The thing
is, il I come home and I'm not trying out
some exotic Hunan dish, it won't take
him o long 1o hgure things out. He's
jealous o stare with——

Justin: OK. The weckend is clearly
out for both ol us. No Friday, no Satur-
day and no Sunday. We've eliminated
Wednesday and Thursday. Monday's my
busiest day at the office—hall the time I'd
be calling up and canceling. | mean,
that’s the one night I do work late at the
office.

pokis: Monday'd be tricky for me, any-
way. Michael wants us to join the Great
Books thing at the library. They meet
Mondays.

Justin: Jesus. Great Books now. That
leaves Tuesday. Just Tuesday.

poris: And Tuesday's no good for me.
That's the ballet after school and Michael
gets paid on Tuesdays. It always strikes
him that we ought to go out and cele-
brate his good fortune. At his salary, 1
sometimes wonder just what we're cele-
brating. But he usually calls on Tuesday
to say let’s go out for dinner.

Justin: Another big might at Arthur
Treacher's.

poris: At what he makes, I don't ask
questions.

JustTin: You know something, I think
we just eliminated the whole damn week.,

pokis:  Mayvhe we could make it
Wednesday alternoon. Wednesday after
lunch but belore your poker game.

Justin: That's a bad day for me. T'll
tell you—how about Tuesdiy morning?
Tuesday morning I'm  always  sitting
around with nothing to do.

poris: Tuesday morning?

Jusiin: It's about the only time all
week I'm sitting around with nothing to
do.

poris: Tuesday morning at what 1ime?

Justin: Sometime belore lunch., Then
I could go back o the office alter lunch.
Just like nothing had happened.

pokis: We'll give it a ry. We'll try it
this Tuesday and sce how it goes.
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GARP'S NIGHT OUT

kind, and he didn’t flirt. Mrs. Ralph's
smile, Garp noticed with concern, was
sincere and appealing.

“Well. husbands are funny,” he mum-
bled. "1 don’t think many of them know
what they want.”

"My hushand found a nineteen-year-
old fwat.” Mrs. Ralph said. “He seems to
want her” Mrs. Ralph clenched her fists
in her lap. staring at the stain on her
dress, which marked her crotch with a
tomato-sauce  bull's-eve, “Boy, that’s me
all over.” she said, staring at the spot.

“I'm sorry,” Garp said. “It may leave
a permanent stain.”

“Everything leaves a stain!™ Mrs. Ralph
cricd. A laughter so witless escaped her
that it Irightened Garp. He didn't say
anything and she said 1o him. "I'll bet
you think that all I need is a good lay.”

To be fair, Garp rarely thought this of
people, but when Mrs. Ralph mentioned
it. he edwd think that, in her case. this
oversimple solution might apply.

“And I'll bet vou think I'd let you do
i,” she said, glaring at him. Garp, in
fact, did think so.

“No, 1 don’t think you would.” he said.

"Yes. you think I would love to,” Mrs.
Ralph said.

Garp hung his head. “No,” he said.

“Well. in your case,” she said, "I just
mighi. It might make youa hutle less smug.”

“Please drive carelully,” Garp said: he
pushed himself away from her car. “If
there’s anvthing I can do, please cll.”
He meant il there was anything he could
do with the boys.

“Like, il I need a good lover:” Mis,
Ralph asked him, nasuly.

“No, not that,” Garp said.

“Why did you stop me?” she asked him.

“Because 1 thought you were driving
too last.” he said.

“I think you're a pompous [art,” she
told him.

“1 think you're a slob,” Garp told her.
She aried out as if she were stabbed.

“Look, I'm sorry,” he said (again),
“but I'll just come pick up Duncan.”

“No, please,” she said. I can look
after him, 1 really want to. He'lll be all
right; I'll look after him like he was my
own.” Tlus didn’t comfort Garp. “I'm
not that much of a slob, with kids,” she
added: again, she managed an alarming-
ly atwractive smile.

“I'm sorry.” Garp said—his litany.

“So am 1" said Mrs. Ralph.
started her car and drove past the
sign and through the intersection without
looking. She drove away, more or less in
the middle of the road, and Garp waved
his wooden spoon alter her.

.
Long alter Garp and Helen made love,

She
stt)p

176 “nd Helen fell asleep, Garp got dressed.

(continued from page 125)

When he sat on his bed to te his wrack
shoes. he sat on Helen's leg and woke
her up. She reached out her hand to
touch him, then felt his running shorts,

“Where are you going?” she asked him.

“To check on Duncan,” he said. Helen
stretched up on her elbows, looked at
her watch. It was alter one in the morn-
ing and she knew Duncan was at Ralph's
house.

“How are you going 10 check on Dun-
canz” she asked Garp.

“I don’t know,” Garp sand.

.

Like a gunman hunting his victim, like
the child molester the parvent dreads,
Garp stalks the sleeping spring suburbs,
green and dark; the people snore and
wish and dream, their lawn mowers at
rest; it is 100 ool lor their air condition-
ers to be running. A few windows are
open, a lew relrigerators are humming,
There is the faint, wrapped warble from
some televisions tuned in to the Late
Show and the blue-gray plow from the pic-
e tubes throbs from a few of the
houses. To Garp this glow looks like
cancer, insidious and numbing, putting
the world to sleep.

Garp moves lightly along the street; Le
wants to meet no one. His running shoes
are loosely laced, his track shorts flap (he
hasn't worn a jock, because he hasn't
planned 1o run); though the spring air
is cool, he wears no shire. In the black-
ened houses, an occasional dog snoriles
as Garp passes by, Fresh from sex, just
dipped in the syrup of lovemaking, Garp
imagines that his scent is as keen as a
cut strawberry. He knows the dogs <
smell him.

These are well-policed suburbs and
lor a moment, Garp is apprchensive that
he might be crught—in violation ol some
unwritten dress code, at least guilty of
carrying no idemification. He  hurries,
convinced he’s going to Duncan’s aid,
rescuing his son from the randy Mis.
Ralph.

When Garp first sees Ralph's house,
he believes it should be given the Light
of the Block award; cvery window is
glaring, the fromt door is open, the cn-
cerous television is violently loud. Garp
suspectss Mrs. Ralph is having a party,
but as he aeeps doser—her lawn fes-
ooned with dog messes and  mangled
sports equipment—he feels the house is
deserted. The television’s lethal rays pul-
sate through the living room. clogged with
piles of shoes and clothes; and cammed
against the sagging couch are the cisual
bodies of Duncan and Ralph, half in
their sleeping bags. asleep (of course), hut
looking as il the television has murdered
them. In the sickly TV light, their laces

look drained of blood.

But where is Mrs. Ralph? Out for the
evening? Gone to bed with all the lights
on and the door open, leaving the bovs
to be hathed by the television? Garp
wonders if she has remembered to shut
the oven olf. The living room is pock-
marked with ashtrirys; Garp fears for
cigarettes stll smoldering. He stays be-
hind the hedges and slinks to the kiichen
window, sniffiing for gas.

There is a litter ol dishes in the sink,
a bottle of gin on the kitchen wable. the
sour smell ol shished limes. The cord w0
the overhead light, it one time oo short.
has been substantilly lengthened by one
sheer leg and hip ol a woman’s pair ot
panty hose—severed up the middle, the
whereabouts of the other hall unclear.
‘The nylon foot, spotted with translucent
stains of grease, dangles in the breeze
above the gin. There is nothing burning
that G;irp can smell, unless there's a
slow fire under the cat, who lies neatly
on top of the stove, artfully spread be-
tween the burners, its chin resting on
the handle of a heavy skiller, s furry
belly warmed by the pilot lights. Garp
and the cat stare at each other. The cat
blinks.

But Garp Kknows that Mrs. Ralph hasnt
the necessary concentration to turn her-
self ino a an. Her home—her life—in
utter disarray, the woman appears to have
abandoned ship, or perhaps passed out
upstairs. Is she in bed? Or in the bathtub,
drowned? And where is the beast whose
dangerous droppings have made a mine
ficld out of the lawn?

Just then there is a thunderous ap-
proach down the back staircase ol a
heavy. falling body, which bashes open
the stirway entrance door 1o the kitchen,
startling the cat into flight, skidding the
greasy iron skillet to the floor. Mrs.
Ralph sits bare-assed and wincing on the
linoleum, a kimono-style robe wide open
and roughly wgpged above her waist, a
miraculously unspilled drink in her hand,
She looks at the drink. surprised, and
sips it; her large. downpointing breasts
shine—they slouch across her freckled
chest as she leans back on her elbows
and burps. The ct. in a corner of the
kitchen, yowls at her, complaining.

“Oh, shut up, Tisy,” Mrs. Ralph says
to the cat. But when she wries o get up.
she proans and lies down Hat on her
back. Her pubic hair is wer and glistens
at Garp, her belly is furrowed with surerch
marks, looking as white and parboiled as
il she has been under water for @ long
tme. "Il ger you out of here, il it's
the last thing I do.” Mrs, Ralph tells the
Kitchen ceiling, though Garp assumes she's
speaking to the cat. Perhaps she's broken
her ankle and is too drunk o feel i,
Garp thinks; perhaps she’s broken her
back.




Garp glides alongside the house to the
open [ront door. He calls inside. “Any-
body home?” he shouts. The cat holis
between his legs and is gone outside.
Garp waits. He hears grunis from the
kitchen, the strange sounds of flesh
slipping.

“Well., as T live and breathe,” says Mrs.
Ralph, veering into the doorway, her
robe ol laded Howers more or less drawn
together; somewhere, she's ditched  her
drink.

“I saw all the lights on and thought
there might be wouble,” Garp mumbles.

“Well. voure 1oo lue,” Mis. Ralph
tells him. “Botl bovs are dead. I should
never have let them play with  that
bomb.” She probes Garp's unchanging
face Tor any sign of a sense of humor
there, but she finds him rather humorless
on this subject. "OK, you want to see the
bodies®™ she asks. She pulls him oward
her by the elastic waistband of his run-
ning shorts. Garp, aware he's not wearing
a jock. stumbles quickly alter his pants,
bumping into Mrs. Ralph, who leis him
go with a snap and wanders into the
living room. Her odor confuses him,
like wvanilla spilled in the bouom of a
deep. damp paper bag.

Miys. Ralph seizes Duncan under his
arms and with astonishing strength lifis
him in his sleeping bag to the mountain-
ous, lumpy couch: Garp helps her lilt
Ralph, who's heavier. They amrange the
boys [oot to foot on the couch, tucking
their sleeping bags around them and
serting pillows under their heads. Garp
turns  off the TV and Mirs. Ralph
stumbles through the room, killing lights,
gathering ashuays. “Nighty night,” she
whispers to the suddenly dark  living
oo, as (;EII'I] lril)\ OovVer a h;ISS!R I\ g'l'()})-
ing his way toward the kiwchen lights.
“You can't go yer,” Mrs. Ralph hisses
to him. “You've got 1o help me get some-
one out of here.” She takes his arm,
drops an ashuray: her kimono opens wide.
Garp, bending 10 pick up the ashuray,
brushes one ol her breasts with his hair.
“I've got this lummox up in my bed
room,” she tells Garp, “and he won't go.
I can’t make him leave.”

A lummoxF” Garp says.,

“He's a real oal,” says Mrs. Ralph, “a
fucking wingding.™

“A wingdings” Garp says,

“Yes, please make him go.” she tells
Garp. She pulls out the elastic waistband
ol his shorts again, and this time she
takes an unconcealed look. “God, you
don't wear oo much. do yous" she asks
him. “Aren’t you cold?” She lays her
hand flat on his bare stomach. “No,
you're not,” she says, shrugging,

Garp edges away from her. “Who is
he?” Garp asks, fearing he mighe get in-
volved in evicting Mrs, Ralph's former
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“Hmm. According lo these tests,
you have a fundamental perceptual handicap. You can’t tell
your ass from a hole in the ground.”

husband [rom the house.

“Come on, I'll show you,” she whispers.
She draws him up the back staircase
through a narrow channel that passes be-
tween the piled Iaundry and cnormous
stucks of pet food. No wonder she fell
down here, he thinks.

In Mys. Ralph’s bedroom. Garp looks
immediately at the sprawled black Labra-
dor retriever on Mrs. Ralph's undulat
ing water hed. The dog rolls listlessly on
his side and thumps his tail. Mrs. Ralph
mates with her dog, Garp thinks, and she
can't get him out of her bed. “"Come on,
boy,” Garp savs. “Get out of here” The
dog thumps his tail harder and pees a
little.

“Not fum.” Mrs. Ralph says. giving
Garp a 1arific shove; he catches his bal-
ance on the bed, which sloshes. The great
dog licks his face. Mrs. Ralph is pointng
to an casy chair at the loot ol the bed,

but Garp first sees the young man re-
flected in Mis. Ralph's  dressing-table
mirror. Sitting naked in the chair, he is
combing out the blond end of his thin
ponytail, which he holds over his shoulder
and sprays with one of Mrs. Ralpls
acrosol cans. His belly and thighs have
the same slick buttered look that Garp
saw on the flesh and [ur of Mis, R;llph,
and his young cock is as lean and arched
s the backbone ol a whippet.

“Hey, how you doiug:” the kid says to
Gurp.

“Fine, thank you,” Garp says.

“Get rid of him,” says Mrs. Ralph.

“I've been uying to get her to just
relax, you know?” the kid asks Garp.
‘I'm wrying to get her to just sort of
go with it, you know?”

“Don't let him talk to vyou,” MNrs.
Ralph says. “He'll bore the shit out of
youw.”

“Everyone’s so tense,” the kid tells
Garp; he wrns in the chair, leans back
and puts his feet on the water bed; the
dog licks his long toes. Mrs. Ralph kicks
his legs off the bed. “You sce what I
men?” the kid asks Garp,

“She wants vou to leave,” Garp savs.

“You her hushband?” the kid asks.

“That's right,” says Mrs. Ralph, "and
he'll pull your silly linde prick oft if
you don’t get out of here,”

“You better go,” Garp tells him. “I'll
help you hnd your clothes.”

The kid shuts his eyes, appears (o
meditate. “He's really great at that shit,”
Mrs. Ralph tells Garp. “All this kid's
good for is shutting his damn eyes.”

“Where are your dothes?” Garp asks
the boy. Perhaps he's 17, 18, Garp thinks.
Maybe he's old enough for college, or a
war. The boy dreams on and Garp gently
shakes him by the shoulder.

“Don’t touch me, man.” the hoy says.
eyes still dosed. There is something fool-
ishly threatening in his voice that makes
Garp draw back and look at Mrs. Ralph.
She shrugs.

“That's what he said 10 me, 100,” she
sivs, Like her smiles, Garp notices, Mrs.
Ralph’s shrugs are instinctual, sincere.
Garp grabs the boys ponytail and tugs
it across his throat and around to the
back of his neck: he snaps the boy's head
into the cradle of his arm and holds him
tightly there. The kid's eyes open.

“Cet your clothes, OK?" Garp tells him.

“Don’t touch me,” the boy repeats.

“I am touching you,” Garp says.

“OK, OK,” says the boy. Garp lets
him get up. The boy is several inches

taller than Garp but easily 15 pounds
lighter. He looks for his clothing. but
Miys. Ralph has already found it—a long
purple caftan, absurdly heavy with bro-
cade. The boy climbs into it like armor.

“It was nice balling you,” he tells
Mrs. Ralph, “but you should learn to
relax more.” Mrs. Ralph laughs so harshly
that the dog stops wagging its tail.

“You should go back to day one”
she tells the kid, “and learn everything
all over again, from the beginning.” She
stretches out on the water bed beside the
Labrador, who lolls his head across her
stomach. “Ol, cut it out, Bill!" she tells
the dog crossly.

“She's very unrelaxed,” the Kid informs
Garp.

"You don't know shit about lhow 10
relax anybody,” Mrs. Ralph says.

Garp steers the young man out of the
room and down the wreacherous back
staircase. through the kitchen to the open
front door.

“You know, she asked me in,” the boy
explains. "It was her idea.”

“She asked you to leave, 1oo,” Garp
SyS.

“You know, you're as unrclaxed as she
is,” the boy tells him.

“Did the kids know what was up?”
Garp asks him. “Were they asleep when
you two went upstairs?”

“Don’t worry about the kids,” the boy
sivs. “Kids are beawtilul, man. And lhi.'}'
know much more than grownups think
they know. Kids are just perfect people
until grownups get their hands on them,
The kids were just fine. Kids are always
just fine.”

Until now, Garp has felt great pa-
tience toward the young man. but Garp
isn't patient on the subjea ol children;
he accepts no other authority  there.
“Goodbyve,” Garp tells the hoy. “And
don't come back.”” He shoves him, but
lightly, out the open door.

“Don’t push me!” the kid shouts, but
Garp ducks under the punch and comes
up with his arms locked around the kid's
waist: o Garp it feels that the Kid weighs
75. maybhe 80 pounds, though, of course,
he's heavier than that. He bear-hugs the
boy and carries him our o the sidewalk.
When the Kid stops struggling, Garp puts
him down.

“You know where 1o go?” Garp asks
him. “Do you need any directions®*” The
kid Dreathes deeply, feels his ribs. “And
don’t tell your Iriends where they can
come snithing around alter it,” Garp says.
“Don’t even use the phone.”

“1 don’t even know her mame, man,”
the kid whines.

“And don't call me man again,” says
Garp.

“OK, man,” the Kid says. Garp fecls a
pleasant dryness in his throat that he
recognizes as his readiness o touch some-
one, hut he lets the fecling pass.

“Please walk away [rom here,” Garp
Silys.



A block away, the boy calls, * Bye,
man!” Garp knows how quickly he could
run him down; anticipation of such a
comedy appeals to him, but it would be
disappointing if the boy weren't scared
and Garp feels no pressing need to hurt
him. Garp waves. The boy raises his mid-
dle finger and walks on, his silly robe
dragging—an carly Christian lost in the
suburbs.

Back inside, Mrs. Ralph is arying. Garp
hears her talking wo the dog. “Oh, Bill,”
she sobs. “I'm sorry I abuse you, Bill.
You're so nice.”

“Goodbye!” Garp calls up the staircase.
“Your [riend’s gone, and I'm going, t00.”

“Chickenshit!” yells Mrs. Ralph. “How
can you leave me like this?” Her wailing
grows louder; soon, thinks Garp, the dog
will start to bay.

“What can I doz" Garp calls up the
stairs.

“You could at least stay and wlk to
me!™ Mrs. Ralph shouts. “You goody-
goody chickenshit wingding.”

What's a wingding? Garp wonders,
navigating the stairs.

“You probably think this happens
to me all the time,” says Mys. Ralph, in
utter rumplement on the water bed. She
sits with her legs crossed, her kimono
tight around her, Bill's large head in
her lap.

Garp. in fuct, does think so, but he
shakes his head.

“I don’t get my rocks off by humiliat-
ing mysell, you know,” Mrs. Ralph says.
“For God's sake, sit down.” She pulls
Garp to the rocking bed. “There’s not
cnough water in the damn thing.” Mrs.
Ralph explains. “My husband used 1o
fill it all the time, because it leaks.”

“I'm sorry,” Garp says.

“1 hope you never walk out on your
wife,” Mrs. Ralph tells Garp. She akes
his hand and holds it in her lap: the dog
licks his fingers. “Its the shittiese thing a
man can do,” says Mrs. Ralph. “He just
told me he'd been faking his interest
in me, ‘for years'! he said. And then he
said that almost any other woman, young
or old, leoked better o him than I did.
That's not very nice, is it>” Mrs. Ralph
asks Garp.

“No, it isn't,” Garp agrees.

“Please believe me, 1 never messed
around with anyone until he left me,”
Murs. Ralph tells him.

“I believe you,” Garp says.

“It’'s very hard on a woman’s confi-
dence,” Mrs. Ralph says. “Why shouldn’t
I try 10 have some funz”

“You should,” Garp says.

“But I'm so bad av it!” Mrs. Ralph con-
fesses, holding her hands to her eyes,
rocking on the bed. The dog tries o lick
her face, but Garp pushes him away; the
dog thinks Garp is playing with him and

lunges across Mrs. Ralph's lap. Garp
whacks the dog's nose—too hard—and
the poor beast whines and slinks away.
“Don’t you hurt Bill!” Mrs. Ralph shouts.

“L was just trying to help you,” Garp
says.

“You don’t help me by hurting Bill.”
Mrs. R::lph says. “Jesus, is everyone
crazy?

Garp slumps back on the water bed,
eyes shut tight; the bed rolls like a small
sea and Garp groans. I don’t know low
to help you,” he conlesses. “I'm very
sorry about your troubles, but there's
really nothing 1 can do, is there? If you
want to tell me anything, go ahead.” he
says, his eyes still shut tight, “but nohbody
can help the way you feel.”

“That’s a cheerful thing to say to some-
one,"” Mrs. Ralph says. Bill is breathing
in Garp’s hair. There is a tentative lick
at his car. Garp wounders, Is it Bill or Mrs.
Ralph? Then he feels her hand grab him
under his wack shorts and he thinks.
coldly: I T didn't really want her to do
that, why did 1 lie down on my back?

“Please don’t do that,” he says. She can
certainly feel he's not interested and she
lets him go. She lies down beside him,
then rolls away. putting her back to him.
Bill wries to wriggle between them, but

Mrs. Ralph elbows him so hard in his
thick rib cage that the dog coughs and
abandons the bed for the floor.

“Poor Bill.” Mys. Ralph says, crying
softly. Bill's hard tail thumps the floor,
Mrs. Ralph, as if 1o complete her self-
humiliation, farts. Her sobbing is sieady.
like the kind of rain Garp knows can last
all day. Garp wonders what could give
the woman a little confidence.

“Mus. Ralphz” Garp savs, then tries to
bite back what he's said.

“What?” she says. “What'd you say?”
She struggles up to her elbows and turns
her head to glare at him: she heard him,
he knows. “Did you say ‘Mrs. Ralph’”
she asks him. “Jesus, ‘Mrs. Ralph'!” she
cries. “You don't even kinow my name!”

Garp sits up on the edge of the bed; he
feels like joining Bill on the lloor. “I find
you very attractive,” he mumbles 1o Mrs.
Ralph, but he's facing Bill. “Really, 1
do.”

“Prove it,” Mys. Ralph says. “You god-
damn liar. Show me.”

“I can’t show you.” Garp says, “but it’s
not because I don’t find you auractive.”

“I don't even give you an ecrection!”
Mrs. Ralph shouts. "Here I am, hall-
naked, and when youre beside me—on
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“As a matter of fact, I do know where
you can get it cheaper.”
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my goddamn bed—you don’t even have
a respectable hard-on.”

“I was wying to conceal it from you,”
Garp says.

“You succeeded,” MNrs. Ralph says.
“What's my namez"

Garp Ieels he has never been so aware
of one of his terrible weaknesses: how
he needs to have people like him, how he
wants to be :|ppr{'('i;uul. With every word,
he knows, he is deeper in trouble and
deeper into an obvious lic. Now he knows
what a wingding is.

“Your husband must be crazy,” Garp
says. “You look better to me than most
women.”

“Oh, please stop it says Mrs. Ralph.
“You must be sick.”

I must be, Garp agrees, bhut he says,
“You should have confidence in your
sexuality, believe me. And, more impor-
tantly, you should have confidence in
)'mtrscli in other ways.”

“There never were any other ways,”
Mrs. Ralph admits. I was never any
good at anything but sex, and now I'm
no good at sex, either.”

“But voure going 1o school,” Garp
says. groping.

“I'm sure 1 don't know why,”™ Mrs.
Ralph says. Garp squints hard, wishes for
unconsciousness; when he hears the water
bed sound like surl, he senses danger and
opens his cyes. Mrs. Ralph has undressed,
has spread hersell out on the bed naked.
The litde waves are still lapping under
her rough-tough body, which conlronts
Garp like a sturdy rowboat moored on
choppy water. “Show me that you've got
a hard-on and you can go,” she says.
“Show me your hard-on and I'll believe
vou like me.”

Garp wies to think ol an crection; in
order o do this, he shws his eyes and
thinks ol someone clse.

“You basund,” says Mrs. Ralph, but
Garp discovers he is already hard. Open-
ing his eyes, he's forced 10 recognize that
Mrs. Ralph is not without allure. He
pulls down his wtrack shorts and shows
himsell 10 her. The gesiure itsell mikes
him harder; he finds himself liking her
dump, curly hair. But Mrs. Ralph scems
neither disappointed nor impressed with
the demonstration; she is resigned o be-
ing let down. She shrugs. She rolls over
and wrns her great round rump to Garp.
“OK, so you can actually get it up,” she
tells him. “Thank you. You can go home
now.”

Garp fcels like touching her. Sickened
with embarrassment, Garp feels he could
come by just looking at her. He blunders
out the door, down the wretched stair-
case. Is the woman's sell-abuse all over
for this night? he wonders. Is Duncan
safe?

He contemplates extending his vigil

until the comlorting light of dinwn. Step-
ping on the fallen skillet and clinging
it agiinst the stove, he hears not even a
sigh from Mrs. Ralph and only a groan
from Bill. If the boys were to wake up
and need anvthing, he knows Mrs. Ralph
wouldn’t hear them.

Its 3:30 aar in Mrs. Ralph's fially
quict house when Garp decides 1o clean
the kitchen, to kill the time until dawn.
Familiar with a housewife’s tasks. Garp
fills the sink and starts o wash 1he
dishes.

N

When the ]l!l()ll(_‘ rang, Garp knew it
was Helen; it suddenly occurred 10 him—
all the terrible things she could have on
her mind.

“Hello,” Garp said.

“Would vou tell me what's going on,
pleasez”” Helen asked. Garp knew she had
been awake a long time. It was four
o’clock in the morning,.

“Nothing's going on, Helen” Garp
said. “There was a litule wouble here
and I didn’t want to leave Duncan.”

“Where is that woman?”" Helen asked.

*In bed,” Garp admitted. “She passed
out.”

“From what=" Helen asked.

“She'd  been  drinking,”  Garp  said.
“There was a young man here, with her,
and she wanted me o get him to leave.”

“So then you were alone with her?’
Helen asked.

“Not for long,” Garp said. “She fell
asleep.”

“I don’t imagine it would take very
long,” Helen satd, “with her.”

Garp ler there be silence. He had not
experienced  Helen's  jealousy for  two
years, but he had no wouble remember-

ing its surprising sharpness.

“Nothing's going on, Helen,” Garp
said.

“Tell me what vou're deing, exaaly,
at this moment,” Helen said.

“I'm washing the dishes,” Garp old
her. He heard her take a long, controlled
Dreath.

“1 wonder why voure still there,”
Helen said.

“I didn't want to leave Duncan,” Garp
told her.

“1 think vou should bring Duncan
home,” Helen said. “Right now.”

“Helen,” Garp said, “I've been sood.”
It sounded defensive, even w Garp: he
knew he hadn’t been quite good enough.
“Nothing has happened,” he added, feel-
ing a linle more sure of the truth of that.

“I won't ask vou why vou're washing
her filthy dishes,” Helen said,

“To pass the time,” Garp said. But
in wvuth, he had not examined what he
was doing, until now, and it scemed
pointless to him—waiting for dawn, as
il accidents happened only when it was
dark. “I'm waiting for Duncan to wake



up.” he said, but as soon as he spukt.‘.
he felr there was no sense to that, cither.

“Why not just wake him up?” Helen
asked.

“Also, I'm good at washing dishes,”
Garp said, trying to introduce a little
humor.

I know all the things you're good at,”
Helen told him, a liule wo biuerly to
pass as a joke.

“Youll make yowself sick, thinking
like this,” Garp sand. “Helen, really,
please stop it. I haven’t done anything
wrong.” But Garphad a ;3111‘il.'lll'.‘i nig-
gling memory of the hard-on Mbs. Ralph
had given him.

“I've already made mysell sick,” Helen
said, but her voice soltened. “Please come
home now,” she told him.

“And leave Duncanz”

“For Christ’s sake, wake him up!” she
saied, “Or carry him.”

“I'll be right home,” Garp told her.
“Please don’t worry, don't think what
you're thinking. I'll tell you everything
that happened. Youw'll probably love the
story.” But he knew he would have trou-
ble telling her this story and that he
would have to think very carelully about
the parts to leave out.

“1 leel beuer,” Helen said. “I'll sce
you, soon. Please don’t wash another
dish.” Then she hung wp and Garp re-
viewed the kichen. He thought that his
lall howr of work hadn’t made enough of
a diflerence lor Mrs. Ralph to notice that
any cliort to approach the debris had
even been begun.

Garp sought Duncan’s clothes among
the many lorbidding clois of clothing
flung about the living room. He knew
Duncan's clothes, but he couldn’t hind
them anywhere; then he remembered that
Duncan, like a hamnster, stored his things
in the bouwom of his sleeping bag and
crawled into the nest with them. Duncan
weighed abouwt 80 pounds, plus the bag,
plus his junk, but Garp believed he could
carry the child home. Ar least, Garp de-
cided, he would not wake Duncan up
inside Ralph's house. There might be a
scene; Duncan would be Tussy about it.
Mprs. Ralph might even wake up.

Then Garp thought of Mis. Ralph.
Furious at himself, he knew he wanted
one last look; his sudden, recurring erec-
tion reminded him that he wanted to see
her thick, crude body again. He moved
quickly 1o the back staircase; he could
have found her fetid room with his nose.

He looked straight at her crowch, her
rather small nipples (for such big breasts).
He should have looked first at her eyes;
then he might have realized she was wide-
awake and staring back at him,

“Dishes all done:” asked Mrs. Ralph.
“Come to say goodbye?”

“1 wanted 1o see il you were all 1‘igll[,"
he told her.

“Bullshit,” she said. “You wanted an-
other look.”

“Yes,” he confessed; he looked away.
“I'm sorry.”

“Don’t be,” she said. “It's made my
day.” Garp tried to smile.

“You're too ‘sorry” all the time,” Mrs.
Ralph said. “What a sorry man you
are. Except to your wife,” Mrs. Ralph
said. “You never once said you were sorry
to her.”

There was a phone beside the water
bed. Garp felt he had never so badly
misrcad a person’s condition as he had
misread Mrs. Ralph's. She was suddenly
no drunker than Bill; or she had become
miraculously undrunk, or she was enjoy-
ing that half hour of darity between stu-
por and hangover—a hall hour Garp had
read about but had always believed was a
myth. Another illusion.

“I'm taking Duncan home,” Garp told
her. She nodded.

"1 1 were you,” she said, “I'd take him
home, wo."”

Garp fought back another “I'm sorry,”
suppressed it after a short but serious
struggle.

“Do me one favor?” said Mrs. Ralph.
Garp looked at her; she didn’t mind.

“Don’t tell your wile ewerytlung about
me, OK? Don't make me out to be such
a pig. Maybe you could draw a picture of
me with a litde sympathy.”

“1 have pretty good sympathy,” Garp
mumbled.

“You have a pretty good rod on, too,”
said Mrs. Ralph, staring at Garp’s elevat-
cd track shoris. “You better not take that
home.” Garp said nothing; Garp the
puritan felt he deserved to ke a few
pum.,'h{:s. “Your wile really looks alter
you, doesn’t sher” said Mrs. Ralph. “1
guess you haven't always been a good boy.
You know what my husband would have
called your” she asked. My husband
would have called you pussy-whipped.”

“Your husband must have been some
asshole,” Garp said. 1t felt good o get a
punch in, even a bad punch, but he lele
foolish that he had mistaken this woman
for a slob.

Mrs. Ralph gou off the bed and stood
in front ol Garp. Her tits touched his
chest. Garp was anxious that his hard-on
might poke her. “You'll be back,” Mrs.
Ralph said. “Want to bet on it?" Garp
left her without a word.

He wasn't [arther than two blocks [rom
Mrs. Ralpl's house—Duncan crammed
down in the sleeping bag, wriggling over
Garp's shoulder—when the squad  car
pulled o the curb and s police-blue
light flickered over him where he stood
caught: a furtive, half-naked kidnaper
sneaking away with his briglht bundle
of stolen goods and stolen looks—and

a stolen child.
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PLAYEROY

““ n“mT Homn (continued from page 114)

the upper lawines were located. We
helped improve the canal while we staved
there. At the very outset, all of us came
down simultancously with bad colds; we
had no warm clothing. They let us light
wood fires in the yard; it helped a bit to
keep warmer.

We all lost weight at Dawson: 1 lost
40 pounds in the fust three mounths. Dan-
iel Vergara, who had been shot in the
arm, didn’t get the buller removed for a
full month: They took him 10 a Punta
Arenas hospital only when gangrene de-
veloped. Inasmuch as we were kept in-
doors most ol the time, we had o use
buckets for our bodily lunctions.

Was theve forced labor al Dawson?

cETELIER: At frst, they didn't want us
to work outside. We asked permission o
build latrines, cut down some trees and
build a bypass for the canal. Finally. they
let us do i But alter about 25 days in the
camp. the military decided to subject us
o lorced labor, even though we were
never ried or semtenced.  First,  they
made us walk around the island in terrible
wind, with gusts up 1o 80 miles per hour.
It's the antarcaic wind, sometimes blow-
ing stones and picees ol ice o one's
lace, slashing 1.

Under the  forced-labor  system,  we
worked from seven A, until seven e,
or Luter. First, we built the Larines.
Then, we had o erea lclcphunt‘ poles
between our camp and a small naval sta-
tion, some 14 miles away. Every 150 feet,
we had 10 dig o hole in the ground;
somethmes it was rock.

You know, lascism is a rather negative
thing, but [ascism combined with econom-
ic underdevelopment is veally incaredible.
So there were no wools lor this work, there
were no shovels—hat's how underdevel-
oped this place was. Sometimes we had 1o
dig the postholes with our hands. You'd
work lour or five hours and you had dug
down four or five inches. And much de-
pended on the sergeant in charge ol the
detail. Some sergeants would let us rese for
live minutes every two hours; others made
it every three hours. But then we could re-
lax and smoke. We had been authorized
some time earlier o receive packages
[tom home, so finally, we had cigaretes.
And we had 1o reinlorce the barbed wire
and cut frewood. Because of the cold on
Dawson, the military wanted to stock up
on fircewood lor the winter. So we had o
cut down tall wrees, with hand axes. natu-
vally. I didn’t have the shghiest idea how
Lo USE I ax.

What did they fecd you?

LETELIER: At fust. it was colfee and
bread in the morning. then lentils that
were brought o us at noon at the work-
site. Later, they gave us some potatoes.
But they gave us no meat amd no fruit,
which is why we developed a generalized
condition ol malnutrition. Jos¢ Toha,

182 one ol our group. was so terribly affeced

that he lost 70 pounds. And even the len-
tils we ate were mixed with pebbles.
Sometime in November, we started occa-
sionally receiving picees of fat, which for
us was the most welcome thing, because
we needed it so badly in that cdimate.
Often it rained so hard that we were
soiked even belore we started work. On
occasion, a prisoner would become vir-
wally frozen. Then the guards would let
us light a fire and put the man next w it
We would keep slapping him o keep up
his circulition.

How did you all hold up psycho-
logically?

rerenier: Naturally, this whole situa-
tion created a very strong psvehologiaal
pressure on us, but ics really astounding
bow importmt it is to be wgether. Each
man wants o be an example w the oth-
crs. Thes sense ol unity, ol collective sup-
port. allowed us to survive all that time.
And there were all kinds ol things. At
night, for example, the guards would
vimk prisoners out ol their sheds and sim-
ulate executions. then send them back w
their cots. We heod the shots.

The original Dawson group of 37 was
increased o A4 late in Seplember with
the arvioal of seven prisoners who had
been leading government officials in Val-
poraiso. Al scoen had  been  seoerely
tortured during thety initial  detention
aboard the Chilean navy’s training ship
Exmervalda, which had been twrned inlo o
prison after the military coup. (Proiest
demonstrations were staged against the
Esmeralda when the Tall Ships gathered
e Newe York harbor on July fourth last
year. The ship’s master denied that it had
been used as a prison.) The Talparaiso
prosoners had been subjected to clec-
tic shocks to the genitals and to the
tongue. Lelelier heavd their storvies in
detarl ane saw the marks on their bodies.

LETFLIER: Sergio Vuskovic. who was
mayor of Valparaiso, had his tongue com-
pletely burned from electric shocks, The
same thing happened o Andres Sepul-
veda, a lormer congressman. The navy's
mterrogators had  developed their own
techmques. They always kept the prison-
ers blindlolded. Routinely. the first ques-
tons were sthout arms: where were the
arms? Then came the wortares, the clec
wric shocks, the Dbeatings. Aboard  the
Esmeralda. prisoners were lashed naked
to a mast and beaten. Then they were
tuken below deck lor elecorieshock wreat-
ment to obtam conltessions. Vuskovie, lor
instance, had several ribs broken and
could hardly stund up. In other cases,
Hesh wounds were inflicied on the pris-
oners. then the wounds were rubbed with
sale. One prisoner was forced o rub salt
with his feet into the wounds of another
prisoner.

There also were women  prisoners
aboard the Esmeralda and they, oo, were
tortured. They received elearic shocks.

Thev were lorced to parade naked in front
ol other prisoners and sailors. They were
raped by sailors.

All that was heard aboard dhat ship was
SCreims.

Was there any improvement in your
lives at Daiwson as fime went by?

LeTELIER: Well, 1 old you abour the
psvehological pressures; these went on
the whole time. We would hear a great
deal of shooting during the night, and
the next morning, soldiers would tell us
that they had been firing right next 1o
our shed. The soldiers and the sailors
were being wold by their officers that {or-
eign submarines were about to land ar
Dawson to rescue us. The idea was 1o
keep the roops exdited and hostile 10-
ward us.

By late .‘i:‘ptr'mbt'r, some 300 new fo-
litical prisoners had been taken to Daie-
son from Punta Arenas. Increasingly, the
Letelier group was allowed to deoclop
contacls with them at worksites. The mili-
tary no longer tried to keep secvet the
identity of s high-level prisoners. Bul
Joreed tabor became havder and havder.

LETELIER: We were ordered to fill big
sacks with stones from the beach and o
run with them as far as possible. The
stones were for the new house the island’s
maval communder was building for him-
sell. Our legs would collapse under us;
some ol the men would just faint Irom
sheer exhaustion. lalling on the ground
in blinding rain. Working on the beach,
we sometimes saw ferries tking prison-
ers to Punta Arenas lor interrogation,
then returning them ten or twenty days
later. We'd watch them come olt the
boats, many ol them with broken ribs,
tongues burned rom elearic shock and
their bodies covered with wounds.

The imterrogation system  at Punta
Arenas was to keep them incommunicado
lor five or six days: then the prisoners
were released in i vind where the mili
tary kept huge mastifls that were let loose
on them. Afterward, the prisoners were
pushed against a wee we call calafate that
is covered with thorns: alter a few mo
ments, their bodies were [ull of thorns.
Next, the men were lorced 10 eat exare-
ment, were beaten and given  elearic
shocks. Only then, interrogation started.
They were lorced o sign  conlessions
blindlolded, not knowing what they were
signing. Back in camp. they were given
some time 1o recover. We knew all about
them, hecause there was a physician in
ouwr group ol prisoners, Arturo Giron,
who was olten called by the malitny 10
treat  the detainees. Sometimes. Givon
would be called out at midnmight or 1hree
A, when a lerrybom with tortured
prisoners returned rom Punia Avenas.

At Puerto Hayris, officials from  the
International Red Cross werve allowed to
vistl the prisoners. Prior to the ousit, the
men were kept working until three ao,
painting a new shed, so that the s pec-
tors would not find them i the evamped




“When you asked to horrow the car, we thought
you wanted to go someplace.”
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conditions of the other shack. In the
morning, they weve taken 1o a beach,
given a soccer ball and ordered 1o play.
Letelier vioidly recalled this incident.

LETELIER: Suddenly, a jeep arrived at
the beach, carrying Red Cross ofhcials,
This was theater, this was a show to dem-
onstrate to the Red Cross that the pris-
oners practiced sports. However, Red
Cross ofhcials insisted on private conver-
sations with individual prisoners. They
could see that persons still had torture
marks, including Carlos Gonzales, an ex-
congressman, on whose back a huge leuer
Z had heen slashed with a bayonet. Z was
the alleged secrer plan of the Allende
government to murder the chicls of the
armed lorces and the formal excuse for
the coup. Curiously, however, I wis never
asked about Plan Z in interrogations dur-
ing my year ol incarceration. although 1
had been the delense minister and pre-
sumably would have known about such a
plan. The junta used Plan Z 10 keep up
the morale in the armed forces: there
were posters in army barracks throughout
Chile, saying. REMEMBER Z-—YOU WERE
TO DIE IN SEPTEMBER.

Were there reprisals against prisoners
who talked 10 Red Cross officials?

LETELIER: No. The Red Cross people
were very discreet: they never passed on
to the Chilean military the names of the
prisoners whom they interviewed—so it
was impossible to determine who had said
what to the Red Cross. But the Red Cross
mission did write a report about tortures,
and after that, it was not allowed to in-
spect Dawson. However, from the time
of the visit, we began receiving mattresses.
blankets, lood, chocolate, and so on, from
the Red Cross. The excuse for keeping
the Red Cross out of Dawson alter the

first visit was that we had hidden weap-
ons and were preparing an uprising. But
how could we have had arms in that in-
stceessible, frozen hell that was Dawson®

On December 20, 1973, afler three
months at Puevto Harvris, the Letelier
groufp was removed 1o another concen-
tration camp on Dawson Island—the Rio
Clico camp—some seoen miles away.

LETELIER: In April 1974, a colonel ar-
rived at Rio Chico: he lined us up and
told us that weapons had been discov-
ered in the camp. We were locked up for
a day in a shed and subjected 10 a scarch.
Some ol us had littde picces of metal,
made rom barbed wire, which we used
to make engravings on stones to be sent
to our lamilies via the Red Cross. There
was less lTorced labor in Rio Chico, he-
cause we were too far from worksites and
they had no trucks to take us. So we had
more [ree time and we could work on the
stone engravings. But now they took our
little 1ools away. We were stripped naked
for the search. The colonel informed us
that the presence of “arms” among us
was an act ol rebellion and that punish-
ment would be applied.

A lew days later, a special marine unit
arrived at Rio Chico. We were no longer
allowed to walk; we had to run all the
time. We had to run on the beaches,
curying stone-filled sacks, Prisoners were
tainting all the tme. Whenever we were
addressed by the marines, we had 10 re-
ply with shouts. All this was intended o
maintain a high degree of nervous ten-
sion among us. They wouldn't let us
sleep: We would be vanked out of hed
in the middle of the night and forced 10
stand in the rain. We were thrown to
the ground in the mud. Then we were

made to run in the rain. Some ol us were
placed m solitary confinement.

“You could learn a thing or two from Harrington, here, Wiltz.”

Were you cver afroid thai you might
meke a soldiey angry avd be shot? Did
you think they weve trigger-happy?

LETELIER: Of course. This was espe-
ciilly wtrue of the special repression
group—ih=  marines—who  were  com-
prsed largely of professional psychopaths.
There was a sergeant who kept telling
us, “I've already killed 12 of you. . ..
Then he would make us lie on the
ground, hit and kick us in the [ace and
provoke us in every way to sce whether
he could produce a reaction justilying an
exccution. We really thought they wanted
provocation 1o kill us. They would sud
denly wirn off the lights in the dining
hall and tell us not to move. I there was
the shightest noise, the sergeant would
sy, “Now we've got you, now we're going
to take care of vou” Then shots would
bhe fived and we'd think, Well, this is it

Were you allowed any contact with
your families?

LETELIER: We were told we could write
a letter & week home, but we were per-
mitted to receive letters only once a
month or so. Our wives' letters were
censored to the point where sometimes
only one or two lines were lelt on a sheet
ol paper. They crossed our the rest and
added, instead. dirty, filthy words. We
were allowed to receive photographs of
our [milies, but, in my case, I returned
them 10 the camp ofhcials. You see. the
lundamental thing av that point was 1o
survive, to resist day by day, and for me,
it kind of contact with the outside
world, the fact that T could see piciures
ol my family. was very damaging 1o me. 1
thought that it would weaken me psy-
chologically: T had 10 concentrate on my
life as a prisoner. Every night, 1 thought,
Well, I'm still alive, I've won an exmra
day from the lascists.

You thought that if you thought of
your family, you couldn’t vesist?

LeTeLER: Yes. And the only way 1o be
reunited with my Lamily wias to remain
alive and sane. My obligation was 1o re-
turn home sane. OfF course, T had mo-
ments ol psychological  collapse:  The
situation ol a political prisoner in this
nightmare was one ol total uncertainty.
One day they ke you somewhere to be
interrogated, the next day they announce
that they will execute you; there are no
rales; it is complete uncertainty in rela-
tion to everything. I at least, they tell
you that vou'll he in prison for. say,
three years, you can organize vour life as
a prisoner around these three years. But
there was nothing like that at Dawson. It
wirs only present—no future,

Did you coer feel sorvy for yourself for
having lost so much—yowy family, your
position?

LETELIER: You see, as a political pris-
oner, lacing all this irrationality, one
wonders, How is it possible that the
world allows these things 1o happenz . . .
How is it possible that in his cenuury,



with all the concepts ruling civilized men,
so much brutality, injustice, immorality
could be happening to one? One won-
ders about the value of international
organizations, the value of all the dec-
larations of human rights, if all this is
being destroved and nobody cares. Per-
haps a political prisoner feels more
strongly than a common prisoner the
psychological phenomenon of injustice.
A political prisoner is a man who, what-
ever his past position, thinks that he has
given his life o serve his country. On
the scale of human values. a man thinks
he cannot be punished for what he
thinks. rightly or wrongly. So the politi-
cul prisoner doesn’t think he has violated
the norms of human behavior. I, as a
political prisoncer, never could have an
attorney; a common criminal could have
an atorney.

On May 8, 1974, Leteliev's group was
removed from Dawson back to the Chil-
ean manland, pmb(rb!y because winler
was approaching and the prisoners would
nol have survived on the island. Bul the
departure from Dawson was marked by
final touches of brutality.

cerecier: We lelt our sheds at four
A We were led on a forced march from
Rio Chico lor about 12 miles until we
reached an airstrip. On the way, we had to
aoss two rivers, taking oft our clothes
belore plunging into the cold water, so
that they could be dry alterward. We made
a human chain to «oss the rivers, to
make sure that nobody drowned. The
whole time, the guards were pointing their
guns at us. Five hours Iater, at nine A,
we reached the airsweip. There we were or-
deved to lie on the ground. They kept us
for a full hour in that terrible wind that
slashes your skin. Finally, we boarded
several small planes for the flight to Punta
Arenas. In Punta Arenas, they placed us
aboard a G-130 woop transport. Curiously,
it was one ol the planes 1 had hought for
the Chilean air force when 1 was ambassa-
dor in Washington. As 1 dimbed aboard,
tied and manacled, I thought how ironic it
was that 1 would be wansported in that
planc like a package.

The prisoners weve flown lo El Bosque
Air Force Base near Santiago, roped to
their seats aboard the plane. They were
received by an army colonel who was the
chief of the National Detamees Office,
the Chlilean equivaleni of the Soviel
Gulag prison administration. Each pris-
oner was photographed as he stood in
line on the tarmac, Then, soldiers with
Red Cross insignia placed hoods on the
prisoners” heads before leading them to
waiting Irucks. (The next day, the gov-
ernment newspaper published a story re-
poriing the velurn of the prisoners from
Dawson, sivessing their healtly aspect—
as if they had come back from a vacation.
And there were pholographs of the pris-
oners, taken before the men were hooded.)
The trucks presently reached a building

somewhere in Sanliago; the prisoners
were made to walk down scveral sieps
and were led to a basement room. When
his hood was removed, Letelier saw that
there were seven of his fellow prisoners
with him in the room. The building
turned out to be the Chilean Air Force
Academy. It and the Tejas Verdes deten-
tion camp had the reputation of being
the worst torlure cenlers in Chile. Lele-
lier vemained at the Air Force Academy
from May 8 to July 20.

LETELIER: We were in a  basement,
where one really lost all sense of time.
The tiny windows in the cells were
boarded up. We lived all the time under
artificial light. And the loudspeakers
never stopped, playing martial songs as
well as rock music. It went on night and
day.

They didn’t want you to sleep?

LeTELIER: Obviously. The cell was rel-
atively large, 15 by I8 [eet for the eight
ol us. We were blindlolded when guards
took us to the bathroom. There, we had
to wait our turn lor a long time agamnst
a wall. There were prisoners there lying
on the floor. Some prisoners were kept
standing against the wall, blindlolded,
for two or three days, until they fainted.
At night, we often heard Irom our cell
the screams ol prisoners being tortured
in other cells. And there were women
there, 100.

Were you interrogated at the academy?

LETELIER: Yes. They accused me of hav-
ing documents published in the United
States in 1973 indicating that the Inter-
national Telephone and Telegraph Com-
pany had been involved with the CIA in
anti-Allende plots. They said they had
proof that I had paid Jack Anderson, the
columnist, $70,000, when 1 was ambas-
sador in Washington, to publish these
documents. But it happens that I have
never met Anderson.

How did the interrogations work?

LETELIER: As a rule, they tried to pre-
pare prisoners for questioning by isolat
ing them from others: olten we were tied
to our beds. For example, Clodomiro
Almeyda [a lormer foreign minister] was
tied to his bed for more than 30 days in
preparation for questioning. Occasion-
ally, the guards would umie us when
food was brought in. But what alfected
me the most was hearing what was hap-
pening in the building. And the sensa-
tion ol knowing that the moment of
being tortured was approaching! In my
case, the preparation for being interro-
gated was brief, just one day—they had
me tied to my bed, hooded. Yet, for some
reason, I was subjected only to psycho-
logical torture.

How about your com panions?

ceTeLiEr: There were dilferent types
of tortures. For example, Pedro Felipe
Remirez [a friend of Letelier's] was given
electric shock, Pentothal, all that. There
were women whom the guards first raped
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and then introduced rats into their va-
ginas. You can read about all this in the
report of the Human Rights Commission
of the Organization of American States.

Were you afraid that they might hurt
you physically?

LETELIER: Certainly. But even back at
Dawson, we discussed tortures with those
who had undergone them. In the case of
electric shock, for instance, it was useful
to scream at a given moment. They al-
ways had docors present o prevent
people from dying. And sometimes a doc-
tor would say, “No, this man you can go
on torturing—he isn’t yet about to die
on you." But on many occasions, people
did die while they were being tortured.
Thus, among ourselves, the prisoners, we
would tell one another things about tor-
ture. It incareased tensions, this thing of
discussing torwres all the tme. But I
knew that worture sessions seldom lasted
more than six or seven hours, and 1 knew
I could stay alive that long. Psvchologi-
cally, then, one would Iy to prepare
himsell for an interrogation session.

So you prisoners felt that if you could
prepare yourselves a litlle, it would be
caster on you?

LeveLier: It did help. My interroga-
tions were conducted with the greatest
violence and insult. They would ask me,
“Are you a homosexual? Are you this, are
you that?” They would talk about your
wile, your lamily, wving 1o destroy you
psychologically.

Wiy would they ask you if you were a
lhomosexual?

LETELIER: This is a question they asked
ol most prisoners. My impression is that
among the rwrturers, who are psycho-
paths, there must be quite a few homo-
sexuals. Well, this kind ol guestion, asked
with a great deal of violence, must he
intended w0 produce emotional imbal-
ance, so that you would say, “Why do
you think this of me* What have I done
to deserve this®” They talk o vou about
your youth: they ask, “Do you know so-
andso®” They change the subject. then
they insist again, “How many American
newspapermen do you know: How about
the $70,0007 And do you know that your
wile is a prostitute?”

Now, I must tell you that there was an
attitude of classism: Simple workers have
been worwred in the most brutal manner,
including persons who were invalids. In
Punta Avenas, they brutally tormured a
shoemaker only because he was a mem-
ber ol the Communist Party. Anyway, 1
think that the worst time I spent during
my whole imprisonment was at the Air
Force Academy.

Letelier spent two and a half months
at the Air Force Academy. On July 20,
1974, he was moved (o the Ritogue con-
centration camp on the Puacific coasl,
some 100 miles north of Santingo. And
there the governor of the province, who

186 was in charge of all the concentration

camps, was Admiral Eberhard, who had
been Letelier's naval attaché in Wash-
inglon. The commander of the air base,
the man who was divectly responsible for
the camp, was Colonel Envique Ruiz,
who had been his air attaché at the
Washington embassy.

What was their reaction to you?

LETELIER: When [ lelt the embassy the
previous year to become foreign minister,
they offered me a larewell dinner in
Washington: they spoke of their grati-
tude 1o me for the way I had treated
them. Nawnrally, they sent flowers to my
wife, the "ambassadress,” and they gave
me farewcll gilts. The next time I saw
them was at Ritogque concentration
camp. Once, we were ordered out of our
cells carly in the morning because there
would be “an important visic.” It was
Admiral Eberhard, arriving in a heli-
copter. We were lined up to be reviewed
by him. The admiral asked each prisoner
what his number was, but when he
reached me, he asked, “How are you?” 1
replied, “I'm fine.” He asked, “Do you
need anvthingz" I said, “No, I don't
need anything.” Then he asked me an
absurd question: “How is your wife?™ I
answered, My wile is not very well. How
is vour wile?” He said, “Oh. she's well.”

Did he seem embarrassed?

LETELIER: | couldn’t tell you. I imagine
thit these people have developed some
sort of mental sell-justification. As for
Colonel Ruiz, who came with the ad-
miral, he approached me from behind
and said, “"Look, 1 know that your wile
is well. I'll be back to walk with vou.”
Some weeks later, Colonel Ruiz visited
the camp again. When we were ordered
to line up. I refused and went back o my
shack. Ruiz intercepted  me  and  said,
“Look. I want to talk with you: I hope
that all this will end soon.” My reply to
him was very terse and rough, but there
were no reprisals against me.

How did you feel aboul those officers
whom you knew?

Lereniek: 1 othought that they were
terrified human beings, the prisoners of
i S!'ﬁl('“l.

Did you think they were trattors?

LeTELIER: Yes. I thought they were
traitors. Truitors to the people of Chile.
I felt rather superior to them. Alter all
these things. one no longer has any fear.
I felt that they were more scarved than we
were—and I'm not just talking about
these two olficers—because of all the ter-
rible things they had done. The repres-
sion that is being applied in Chile is a
demonstration ol weakness. Surely. there
can be nobody more aruel than a coward,
a scared man.

Do you think they realized that?

LETELIER: Probably. Even in Dawson,
the same sergeant who had wreated you
brutally during forced labor would come
1o you and say, “Look, I'm against this
sort of thing. I'm against those generals,
But you know that I'm married. I can do

nothing. I have a family. But the licuten-
ant is a fascist.” Soon, the licutenant
would come and say, “Look, Sefior Lete-
lier. you hate me, don’t you:" Well, I
wouldn't answer. So he would go on:
“You hate me, but vou must realize
that I'm a proflessional, that I have to obey
orders. 1 have been wrained 1o fight the
cnemy. 1 receive orders from Captain
Zamora, who is in command here.” Then,
the captain would come, saying, “Well,
Seitor Letelier, surely you think that I do
these things in a spirit of vengeance. 1
want you to know that personally 1 have
nothing against you. I'm a professional: it
is the major who gives me orders. But I do
fewer bad and eruel things than he would
want me to do. But if I didn't obey or-
ders, what do you think would happen
o me? | would wind up in one of these
cells as a prisoner.”

Did you believe them? Obeying orders
is an old story.

LETELIER: There is great terror within
the armed forces. There is an organiza-
tion, the DINA, which is the Chilean
Gestapo. Not all the officers belong to it
The captain doesn’t know whether the
licutenant under him belongs 10 DINA
and is watching him to denounce him if
he is solt with the prisoners. Thus, they
live as prisoners of the system ol terror
that exists among them.

Do you forgive them for their crimes
because of that terror?

LETELIER: No. I don’t forgive them. I
think that there's a level of moral coward-
ice among them and, collectively, T cannot
forgive them. But I won't tell vou that
all the members of the Chilean armed
forces are fascists, that all of them are
torturers. Olten. soldiers, when they were
not being watched. wied to show us
litde gestures of humanity. For example, a
soldier would say to me, "Look, rest a
little bit while they aren’t watching us.”
And sometimes a soldier would ask vou
for your autograph. so that later he could
say that he had been at Dawson, guard-
ing these werribly dangerous political
prisoners, as the junta would put i

Letelier was kept at the Ritogue camp,
one of at least 100 concentration and
detention camps in Chile, until Septem-
ber 9, 1974,

LETELIER: In the evening, cimp offi-
cials mformed me that I would be moved
immediately. After getting in a cr, 1
heard an olhcer say 10 the driver: “Lete-
lier is to go to Bustos Street in Santiago.”
I knew that the Venezuclan embassy was
on Bustos Street. | oarrived ar the Vene-
zuclan embassy at midnight under heavy
escort. I guess the junta. which was under
wemendous  inernational  pressure,  de-
cided 10 make a gesture: They issued two
decrees, one liberating me on the grounds
that there were no charges against me and
the other expelling e [rom Chile. I had
been imprisoned lor 364 days.



L e R
e
L Ny

i 3
sl s . g
= b - it
‘z.hv 7 -
o :‘-1..‘ o ' G
iy ﬁ‘- d
¥ )
\ T
3 L ey .
g 33
= a
o)
-
R e
: -
iy
- [
>
g \
3 .
77 -
i
i 4
i i A
& x
< - S
e _'
< e
a

“If you don’t mind, I'll take just the sympathy.”

187



>

PLAYBO

188

HAIR TODAY

(continued from page 90)
putting hair in its place. No hair spe-
cialists reccommend them. So what? Sprays
are a way ol grooming life for many men,
and the newer ones incorporate protein
protectors.

The real threat of hair sprays is over-
use. When oo much is applied, not only
does the air look and leel 1acky, the hair
shalt can be overly coated. contribut-
ing 1o premature breakage. The wrick s
to hold the contriner at Ieast a foot away
lrom the hair and to direat the mist light-
ly over the hair, never aiming direcly at
the scalp.

Like all hair preparations.  sprays
should be brushed out mightly. OFf course,
waking the next morning. you lace that
perennial problem—how to get your hair
in shape again.

TOOLING AROUND

Sometimes vou feel like pulling vour
hair ouwt over manageability  problems
when there really aren’t any. Hair falls
according 1o its growth patern. When
vou want it to do something it resistss—
look straight if s wavy—what you've
got is a styling dilemma.

Remember  those  davafter-barbering
Dlues? They most likely occur because the
Larber, (umplcting his sivling. employs
that  ubiquitous ool the blow drier.
From his clevated vantage point. he can

perform feats you can’t hope 1o achieve
with a towel and a comb.

Whether professional or  one-hand-
operated types with clip-on attachments,
all hand-held driers use heat to relax the
hair so it can be manipulated into a new
shape. Since hair’s at its most malleable
when wet, it tends to hold an “unnatu-
ral” shape when dried into it

Hair driers should be used with care,
since they can literally scorch hair. Air
ow should be directed over the hair and
the implement should be in constant,
side-to-side motion. However, before flick-
ing the drier on, towel-dry shampooed
hair. On op speed, remove most of the
remaining moisture. Then reduce the
speed and style,

Stvling takes manual dexterity gained
by practice. Ask vour barber to demon-
strate the rechniques he uses when final-
izing vour swle. If susceptible to salp
problems or oily hair. however, be extra
cautious when using driers. Also, exireme-
Iv curly or very thick hair can seldom be
blown dry without appearing cither bushy
or clecrified.

Il becoming a drier junkie to maintain
a hair stvle seems unpalatable, there is
another alternative. Insist that your bar-
ber deliver a stvle that requires no special
maintenance tricks. Happily, sudh a siyle
will probably be short and casual, “wash
" wear"—which just happens 1o be this
scason’s rend-seter. Lucky you.

“But we’ll gel oy sandals all muddy.”

CRAZY JOE

(continucd from page 86)
night clubs where the Colombo dan con-
gregated. He even auended a wike at a
Brooklyn funcral parlor owned by Joe
Colombo, Sr., and some of his business
associates. 1 the corpse had suddenly
jumped out of the casket, the mourners
couldn’t have been more startled than
they were by the unexpected presence of
Crazv Joc. He seemed 1o be daring the
Colombos 1o try 1o tag him.

“We heard Joe Gallo
town, but he never stood
long enough for us to get
Luparelli.

The last place they expected 1o find
him was in a Mulberry Street social club
where severdl Colombo  gunmen hung
out, but Joey could always be coumed
on to do the unexpected.

On a blustery March night in 1972,
he swaggered into the cluby with his broth-
er Albert and two hodveuards, Pete the
Greek and Rov-Rov Musico.

“This was Joc the Waop's old place.”
Luparelli savs. “Joc the Wop was a boss
and he died and this guy Georgie took
over the place. He's no boss or nothing.
He just hougin the place.

“Joe Gallo walked in like he owned
the joint. He didn’t have a gun on him.
hecause he was on parole, but his brother
and bodyguards all showed guns. There
was a lot of people there, drinking and
playing cards. Joe Curly, Frankie the
Bug and other guys.

“Joey went up 10 Georgie and ordered
drinks for cvervbody. Georgie was dving
o get away lrom him. because he figured
any minute a couple of Colombos would
come in and bullets would be living,

“"Joe Gallo started shooting ofl  his
mouth. tlking loud and mean: ‘T don’t
give a shit about no Colombos. I'll kill
anybody who's in my way.”

“Frankie the Bug wicd to quiet him
down. Everybody stopped plaving cards
and looked at lnm. Il thev had any re.
spect at all for Joe Yack, they would
have killed him right there, but nobody
done nothing.

“Georgie told Sonny Pinto about it
Iater and Sonnv 10ld Joe Yack. Yack said:
Those assholes. They give him conversa-
tion? They should spit on him and blow
him away.” ™

March was a very busy month lor Crazy
Joe. He married Sina Essary, a shm,
brown-haired divorcee he liad first met in
the elevator of the 11th Streer apartiment
house where they both were living.

On Saturday night. March 18, Joey
took his bride, his mom and his sister to
the San Su San night club in Mincola,
Long Island. 10 hear singer Jimmy Ro-
selli. They were accompanied by body-
guards Pete the Greek and  Bobby
Darrow. The San Su San was considered
Colombo rerritory; one of its unofficial

was all over
in one place

at him.” savs
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owners reportedly was Colombo  capo
John “Sonny” Franzese, who was serving
time for bank robbery.

About an hour after the Gallo party
arrived, several other President Street pis-
toleros came in and were scated on the
opposite side of the cub. The presence
ol such a large Gallo wrnout caused
spe culation that Joey was casing the club
i preparation for a take-over aucempt. It
wouldn’t be the first Colombo enterprise
he had muscled into since his parole.

.

Jocy may have convineed his bride that
he was going straight, but the cops and
mobsters who l\n(w him best never had
the slightest doubt that his ultimate goal
was the same as it had always been—to
be the richest racketeer in own. Under
the fresh layers ol culture and respect-
ability, Tommy Udo was alive and well.

Joey lef his President Street headequan-
tevs around six on Thursday evening,
April sixth. Pete the Greek and Darrow
drove him home o 14th Sweet and lelt
him there, Lisa, Sina’s en-year-old daugh-
ter, had gone to the theater, so the bride
and groom dined alone.

]ur.:)-"s sister, Carmella Fiorello, brought
Lisa home around 11 o'clock. Around the
same time, Pete the Greck arrived at the
Gallo apartment with a date, Edie Russo,
and Dinrow.

They all decided to go uptown 10 the
Copacabana to celebrate Joey's birthday
and sce Don Rickles, the acid-tongued
comic.

The three men, three women and Lisa
climbed into a black Cadillic and drove
to 60th Street. The Copa maitre  de
greeted them like visiting royalty and ush-
ered them to the best table in the house.

Rickles had once worked at a club
owned by Joe and Larry Gallo. Alter the
seccond show, the comedian went over to
Joey's table, sat down and started talking
about old times. Nightclub colunmmist
Earl Wilson and his scaretary also joined
the party and drank a champagne toast
o the birthday boy.

When they lelt the Copa shortly after
lour Aar, Joey told Darrow to ke
Wilsou's secretary home in a cab. That
left Gallo witl enly one bodyguard. Joey.
Pete the Greek, the three women and
Lisa got into the Caddy and cruised
downtown to Mulberry Street for a late
snack, bur Luna’s was closed.

The only place open was a new sca-
{food restaurant, Umberto’s Clam House.
“Let's try 1" Joey said.

While the Gallo party was at the Copa,
Luparelli had dropped into King Wal, a
Chinese restaurant on Mulberry, a few
doors south of Canal Sweet. The restan-
rant, formerly a Mob social club, was
owned by Richard Pallatto and his Chi-
nese-American wile, Mona. Mobsters fre-
quently stopped there when they lelt like
“eating Chinese” or simply sipping
Scotch in an atmosphere slightly more
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PLAYRBOY

190 with the aid of a cane, he couldn’t do

exotic than their neighborhood hangouts,

Sonny Pinto was at the bar with Philip
“Fat Fungi” Gambino, a corpulent ex-
con who was on parole. Luparelli had a
couple of drinks with them, then walked
up the street to Umberto’s Clam House,
on the corner of Mulberry and Hester.
Umberto’s was the latest link in  the
chain of dining and drinking establish-
ments owned by Mauty the Horse. It was
run by his two brothers.

A small, white-walled. brightly lit place
with a dozen butcher-block tables and a
diner type ol counter, it was so new that
it didn't have a license to sell alcoholic
beverages. Fish nets and plastic life pre-
servers decorated the walls,

“Matty the Horse was there and Tony,
who owned the bar down the block, and
another guy, Charley,” Luparelli savs.
“We were talking when we heard a com-
motion owside. Johnny the Ice Man was
arguing with a unilormed cop. We went
out to lock. Then who drives up in a big
black Cadillac but Joe Gallo and Pete
the Greek. They had some women with
them.

*1 never knew there was a kid in there.
I only secen them two and the women. I
never seen the kid. As soon as I saw who
was in the car, T tmed my head so
Gallo and the Greek couldn’t get ahold
of my face. They both knew me from
before and 1 figured maybe Pete the
Greek knew I'm with Joe Yack.

“Joe opens the Cadillac and says,
*How's the seafood, any good?’

“Maty says, ‘Yeah. Prety good.”

“He wasn't so anxious for Gallo to go
in there, but he didp’t want to say any-
thing that would make him mad. I turned
my back and went down 1o King Wah,
Pinto and Fat Fungi are still there.

=1 said, ‘Guess who's in the clam
house?’

“Sonny says, ‘Who?'

“*Un Paz [a nickname derived from
the Lialian words un pazzo. the aazy one].
Un Paz is there!

“Sonny savs, "Who Un Pazz’

“I says, ‘Joe Gallo's in there with Pete
the Greek.”

“Sonny says, "That son of a bitch. He's
got some nerve, coming into the neigh-
borhood all the time. We're going to load
up and we're going 1o hit lim now. We'll
whack him our right there” ™

Two other hoods had joined Sonny
and Fungi while Luparelli was at Um-
berto's. Luparclli knew them only as
Cisco and Benny. brothers who were in
the Colombo wnit headed by Franzese.
The Pallattos were still serving drinks,
although it was now well past the legal
closing time.

Pinto sent the brothers and Pallatto
out to get guns. While they were gone,
Luparelli inquired what his role in the
whack-out would be. As he was walking

anything that required fleet footwork,

“All I want you to do is drive one of
the cars,” Sonny said. “I don’t want
Fungi to do nothing, neither. He’s out
on parole.”

The brothers and Pallatto returned
with four guns—two .38s, a .32 and a
22-caliber automatic. One of the broth-
ers offered the .22 to Luparelli, but he
declined 10 accept it, because “it looked
so rusty 1 was afraid it might blow up
in my hand if 1 squeezed the trigger.”

“You don't need a gun,” Sonny said.
“Just stay with the car.”

Meanwhile, the Gallo party had been
seated around a table at the rear ol the
restaurant, a few {eet from the side door
on Mulberry Swueet. Gallo was sitting
between his bodyguard and  his sister,
facing the wall. Opposite them, Sina sat
between Lisa and Edie, their backs to
the wall.

Matty the Horse had followed them
into the restaurant, He sat on a stool at
the far end of the counter, near the
kitchen, with his bhroad back to the Gallo
party. Alter glancing at the menu, Gallo
shouted at the nervous restaurateur:
“Hey, Martty, order for us, will you?: You
know what's good here.”

Mauy consulted the cook, then or-
dered shrimp and scungilli salad all
around. Gallo liked it so much that, when
it was gone, he clled for another serving.
He and his companions washed down the
scafood with solt drinks and coftee. They
were hallway through the second round
ol shrimp and scungilli when two cars
pulled up outside.

“We could see Joe Gallo and his family
siting on the side,” Luparelli says. “1
didn’t know who the women were, 1
didn’t know it was his wile and sister.
I thoughr they was just broads.

“Pinto parked his car right outside the
restaurant. 1 swung my car around to
block off the imersection of Hester and
Mulberry. We each used our own cars.

“Cisco and Benny were with Sonny.
Fat Tungi was with me. Sonny and the
brothers went in the side door on Mul-
berry Soreet and started fiving at Gallo.”

Besides the Gallo group, wn other
persons were in the restaurant when the
gunmen entered—seven  customers,  a
waiter, the cook and Mauy the Horse.
When the shooting started, they all hi
the deck. Customers dived under tables
and clhairs. The waiter and cook sought
reluge behind the counter, Matty ran
mto the kichen and threw himsell Lace
down onto the floor, covering his head
with his hands.

Pete the Greek. on Gallo's lelt and
closest 1o the side door, was the first o
see Pinto come in. As he mrned his head
to warn Joey., he heard Sonny shout,
“Dic. motherfucker!” and the roar of
gunfire as Sonny and the brothers began
their barrage.

Pete the Greek tried to draw his own

gun, a .25-caliber automatic, but he had
trouble getting it out of his pocket and
dodging slugs at the same time. Instinc
tively, he ducked and a bullet slammed
him 1o the floor.

Two bullets 1ore through Gallo’s back.
One struck his spine; the other severed
one of the two main arteries to his brain.
He jumped up, knocked over the heavy
table and staggered through the restau-
rant to the front door. A third bullet
hit him as he reached the street and two
more pierced his clothes without touching
his body. He had almost made it to his
Cadillac when he toppled over in the
street and died.

“Pete the Greek got shot in the ass
when he ducked under the table. He
wasn't supposed to duck, but he did.
Then  everybody came runming out
Sonny and the brothers jumped in Son-
ny's car. Pete the Greek cime out the
side door and fired at the three of them.
They fired back as they drove away,”
Luparelli says.

Matty the Horse was still sprawled on
the kitchen floor. Thinking he had ar-
vanged the ambush, Pere the Greek
hauled him to his feet.

“How could you do this in front of
his wile and kid:" Pete demanded.

“1 didn’t have nothing 1o do with it,”
Mauty insisted.

Luparelli and Fat Fungi were winching
from their car. They had a cear view
ol the restaurant kitchen from the open
side door,

“Pete the Greek pulled his pistol and
stuck it in Matty's face,” Luparelli says.
“He kept pulling the wigger—dick, dick.
click. Matty thought he was dead, but the
gllll Wits Clllpl}'.

“Me and Fungi saw Joc Gallo come
owt the front door and stumble and fall
in the middle of Hester Street. near his
Cadilliac. Pinto and the two brothers ran
out after him and ook off when they saw
him drop. Then Gallo's sister and wile
and the kid came out. They were all
sareaming.”

Pete heard the saeams and realized.,
lor the first ume, that his boss was dead.

“Pete the Greck came out, shoving
Matty the Horse in [ront of him for a
shicld. When he seen the body, he let
go of Matty and ran to Joe Gallo. Then
Pete the Greek fainted, right there on
the sueet.”

.

Alter casually carrying out the Gallo
contract, PPinto and his hc]pcrs went
back to King Wil and resumed their
drinking. as il nothing had happened.
Luparclli and TFat Fungi joined them
there a few minutes lager.

“Sonny did his own driving and every-
thing,” Luparelli says. “That's how crazy
he was. When Fat Fungi and 1 met him
in King Wah, Sonny said he wanted 1o
stay there awhile. He wanted 1o drink
some more. I siid, ‘Sonny, we can’t stay
here. We've got to get out of here. In a




few minutes, there’ll e cops all over the
area.”

“Sonny didn’t think nothing of what
he had just done. That's how he was.
There wasn't any real plan when it hap-
pened. It was a spur-of-the-moment thing.
Sonny just decided to do it there and
then while we had the chance.

“He wold the two brothers to get rid
of the guns. We dropped the brothers off
at Center Market and Grand Swreer. on
the corner helow police headquarters.
Then we drove Sonny's car down to La-
favette Street and pue it in front of his
mother’s place. It had a flat tive. One ol
Pete the Greek's bullets must have hit the
tire. so now we decided 1o use my car,

“Pinto lay down on the back seat and
took a nap while I drove up to Nyack.
Fat Fungi sat up front next to me. We
got to Nyuck around six. six-thirty in the
morning. Joe Yack was asleep. He got
up and came to the door when we rang
the bell.”

“Who's there®” Yack asked Irom hehind
the door.

“Joe Pesh,” said Luparelh, using his
Ttalian nicknime.

“What are you doing here at this
hour:"

“We got him,
him.”

Yack opened the door. When he saw
the: Mulberry Streer o on his threshold,
he didn’t know what 1o think. Everybody
started talking at once.

“Just a minme,” Yack said. “Slow
down. Don’t say nothing out in the hall
here, where people might be listening.
Let’s po inside.”

Thev all went inside and Yack put the
chain lock on the door. Then he turned
to his chaulfeur-bodyguard.

“Joe, what did you do when you drove
up here:”

“I checked in back and all. T watched
the mirror. There was nobody hehind us.

*

Fungi said. “We got

I made sure we weren't tailed.”

“OK, now tell me the story.”

When he heard what had happened,
Yack’s dark eyes Hlashed with excitement.
“"He kissed Sonny on the mouth,” Lupa-
relli savs, “because that's a sign of thanks
for a killing.

“He said o Sonay, ‘In my heart, T
knew you were the one who'd kill that
son of a bitch.” Then he asked who clse
was there. I told him, *Matty, the cook,
a few customers, a couple of broads, Pete
the Greek!

“Souny said, ‘I didn’t see nobody but
Gallo. All 1 saw was that fuck’s face
amnd we were shooting at him."

Now Yack's initial elation was replaced
by a worried look. He started firing
questions at his impulsive henchmen.

“How do you know he's dead?”

“Well, we hit him,” Sonny replied.
“We musta hit him a few times. And
he went down. He must be dead.”

“All right. What about Pete the Greek?
Is he dead:”

“I don’t know. I don't think so.”

“Why ain’t he dead?”

“Well, maybe he is. We shot at him,
too. He [ell on the lloor. He must have
been hit, too.”

“You better pray he’s dead. I he ain't,
we're in trouble. Sonny. listen o me. If
he's still alive, he'll be locked up and by
accident—accidentally on purpose—he’ll
spill who done it. He'll tell it to some-
body. They’ll tell somebody clse. Word
will be out that you're the guy.

“I'm not worried abour the women.
Those broads won't know your faces. Pete
the Greek is the only one who counld ger
vou. Jesus Christ, if only vou guys had
killed him, everything would be all
right.”

Yack switched on the radio. tuned in
an all-news station and told his men 1o
keep quict. They all st down near the
radio and histened until they heard a
bulletin: “Joe Gallo, head ol Brooklyn's
notorious Gallo gang, was reported shot
carly today at a restawrant in Manhattan's
Liutle haly secuion, Police are investigat-
ing. Further dewails will be aunounced
as soon as they are available.”

*They don’t mention he's dead.” Yack
said, staring into the faces ol his hench-
men, as if rying 1o read their minds.

“Joe. we shot this guy.” Luparelli re-
plied. “He come ow the door. stumbled

L

and fell flat on his [ace in Hester Street.
Fungi and I saw him. He went down and
he didn't move. We thought he had it

“"You thought> Why the hell didn’t you
make swer He could sull be alive, If
he's alive, we're gonna have 1o go in the
hospital and kill him there. 1 don't give
a fuck how muany people are around.
We'll go in the hospital and kill him.”

By then it was daylight, the drinks and
the excarement were wearing off and, as the
alcohol and  adrenaline levels dropped.
the soldiers suddenly lele exhausted.

Luparelli savs. “Pinto lay down on the
couch and went 10 sleep. Far Fungi lay
down on the rug. 1 went to the kitchen
and started making collee. We was all
quict. Yack was walking up and down
in front of the radio.

“Then  the news
Gallo is dead.

“Far Fungi and Seany jumped up.
Evervbody started feeling good  again.
We all Kissed Sonny Pinto on the mouth.”

ash  came—Joe

Joe Luparelli later learned that Joe
Yack wanted to have him Lilled. He fled
to Sania Ana, Califormia, where he
turned himself in as a Federval infoymant.
He now lives somewhere in the United
States with a false identity under the De-
partment of Justice’s Witness Protection

Program.

“Contrary to the popular view,
our studies show that it is veal life that contribules
to violence on teleuvision.”
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RETURN OF THE CAVE MAN

s we all know, man’s earliest choice for shelter was
probably a nice cozy cave. Plus ca change, plus c’est
la méme chose. Today, man has again picked up on
the idea, as witness this pair of mirror-image bach-

elor beach houses that architect William Morgan recently
had carved into dunes at Atlantic Beach, Florida. Each of
the twin pads is constructed of Gunite, a smooth, stone-
free concrete that’s shot from a gun into a mold. And be-
cause each of the sliding-door oceanside entrances has a
massive expanse of glass, the air-conditioned 750-square-

foot interiors are literally washed with light, the upstairs
being an open bedroom balcony overlooking the living
room. Most of the pad’s furnishings are built in; behind
the L-shaped living-room couch is a full-sized kitchen,
plus a washer-drier. Interior acoustics are perfect for
a hi-fi and, yes, there’s wall-to-wall carpeting for shoes-
off loafing. Furthermore, mother earth acts as a natural
insulator, keeping the rooms cool in summer and warm in
winter (they‘re electrically heated besides). And now
the price: about $25,000 per unit. Head for the sand hills!

PHOTOGRAFHY BY BILL MARIS
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MAKING QUT.

OR, WHATI ARE FRIENDS FOR?

aturday night. Date night. You are home alone, watch-

ing the tube. Suddenly, the man from Ultrabrite

comes on and asks, “How’s your love life, turkey?”

Rather than trash another television set, you switch
channels to a rerun of A Streetcar Named Desire. With
immaculate timing, Blanche DuBois answers the adman.
“I have always depended upon the kindness of strangers.”
Sure. A few moments later, Blanche is carted away to
the funny farm. Serves her right.

Every male in America knows the myth of the kind
woman, the zipless fuck. If things get really bad, just stand
on a street corner and proposition every female who passes
by. Nine out of ten prospects will ignore you, insult you,
beat you over the head with a large purse or spray you with
Mace. The tenth will show pity, follow you
home and lick your wounds, (A little lower.
Ah, yes.) The tactic has a certain reckless
appeal. You may get lucky and connect
on your first try. Oh, sweet possibility.

Then again, you may get arrested,
or mugged by the Moonie who had
staked out that particular corner as
his turf. Throwing yourself on the
mercy of the crowd is at best a last
resort, something one tries before
moving on to poultry and barnyard
animals. It is an impossible dream,
with almost no chance of success.
Believe me; | know. A few weeks
ago, out of curiosity or acute horni-
ness, | asked one question of every
woman | saw: How did you meet
the man you are currently dating?

Needless to say, none had met

her boyfriend on a street corner.
The tall, dark stranger who dazzles
women into submission is a fiction.
If you think you can score by dress-
ing in killer clothes, strutting the
right moves, driving the sleekest
car or wearing the perfect cologne,
you’'re wasting your time. It doesn’t
happen that way.

A few women confessed to
spontaneous affairs, but they also
indicated that the momentum developed out of a shared
experience—a train ride, an auction of antique furniture,
a concert, a ski vacation. The vast majority met their com-
panions through more permanent institutions—work,
school, neighborhood, etc. Interest and intimacy take time
to develop (dark alleys excepted). Any situation that nar-
rows the field and creates a common ground facilitates
the mating process. Even then, most couples need help, a
catalyst. Most of the women | talked with first noticed
their partners at parties given by mutual acquaintances.
We depend on the kindness of friends.

Remember high school? Your best pal was someone who
would act as a go-between, a matchmaker. The ally who
brought in plays from the side lines. Well, what worked
in high school works in real life. For example, one young
lady admitted that she and her boyfriend paired off as
the result of a practical joke. “We had seen each other
at plays, bars and concerts, but nothing clicked. Then

a friend of ours decided we were meant for each other. He
told him, ‘Hey, she craves your body. She’s literally cream-
ing in her pants over you.” Then he told me, ‘He admires
your mind. Is it true you read Nabokov in Russian? Would
you consider spending the weekend together? Our reac-
tions were identical: ‘Who am | to deny my public? If it
means that much. . . * We dated for three months—each
thinking the other was hopelessly in love—before we dis-
covered the ruse. By then, it was too late. The bluff had
become reality. For the past eight years, we've been trying
to figure out a suitable revenge for the instigator of this
affair.”

Associates often serve as talent scouts. If you are shy,
get to know someone who isn’t. Work as a roadie for a
rock-"n"-roll star. Befriend Warren Beatty or Bert

Parks—chaps who meet more women than
they know what to do with. More than

one woman told me that her best
friend had been a friend of a friend.
Certain individuals have a knack

for discovering quality. I recall a

freaked-out dude named Fred the
Head who achieved a reputation
during the early Seventies as a hu-
man divining rod for primo dope.
Seems that one day he had a taste
for something fine and saw God or
Raquel Welch nude—and was nev-
er the same. He spent the rest of
his life looking for more of the
same illegal substance. Never
found it, but the stuff he turned
down was more than enough to
satisfy most mortals. People began
to follow him around, to pick up
on what he left behind.

So, what do you do if you've
strip-mined your social circle and
you are looking for new faces?
Don't despair. Friends can still be
of use. One girl disclosed that she
discovered a lover while walking
on a beach. “l saw a man lean
down to kiss a woman and thought
to myself, 1 want that, I wasn’t

going to intrude, so | went home and asked around until |
found someone who knew someone who knew the man.”
A meeting was arranged. The guy didn’t stand a chance.

No one is a complete stranger. It is no surprise that the
question most frequently asked of new faces is “Do you
know . .. ?” We seek connections. References. According
to an MIT study, “There is better than a 50-50 chance that
any two people can be linked up with two intermediate
acquaintances.”

Kurt Vonnegut, Jr., describes these informal networks in
Cat’s Cradle: “"Humanity is organized into teams, teams
that do God’s Will without discovering what they are doing.
Such a team is called a karass. . . . If you find your life
tangled up with somebody else’s life for no very logical
reasons, that person may be a member of your karass.”

It makes sense: Friends can get you through times of no
sex better than sex can get you through times of no friends.

—JAMES R. PETERSEN

ILLUSTRATION BY ROBERT GOLDSTROM



GADGETS

ke 1
Air Apparent

Above: When things go flat, try a portable
air compressor with four adapters and con-
nector hose, all of which work off an auto-
mobile’s cigarette lighter, by Webster,$36.95.

Have a Good Time

Below: This contemporary bronze acrylic
grandfather clock with a polished-chrome
frame and a Plexiglas face features an elec-
tronic solid-state digital movement and
large diode readout; measures 56” x 13" x
10", by Howard Miller Clock Company, $635.

Numbers, Please
Left: The Sovereign calculator measures only 515" x 14" x %;”, performs all regular math-
ematical functions, plus percentages, square roots, memory and more, by Sinclair, $100
in satin-brushed chrome; $175 in 18-kt. gold electroplate (both prices include batteries).

PHOTOGRAPHY BY RICHARO 1ZUI

And the Beat Goes On

Above: Designed by Josh Reynolds, the
Pacer is a crazy bracelet biofeedback device
that pulses to your heartbeat, by Collage-
gold, $11. Wear it to see if you're still alive.

Sound Investment

Above left: The Bolex 5120 Sound Macro-
zoom Super-8 movie camera, distributed by
Ehrenreich Photo-Optical Industries, offers
a variety of focal lengths ranging from 6mm
(wide-angle) to 72Zmm (telephoto), $640,
plus $49.50 for the removable boom mike.

Let It Snow!

Above: If you're sick and tired of losing
your Heads or Harts every season lo some
sticky-fingered ski bum, get yourself a Ski
Tote—a lightweight plastic carrier for both
poles and skis that doubles as a virtually
theftproof locking device opened by a
three-digit combination number, by Covell
Enterprises, $19.95, in yellow, red or blue.
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GRAPEVINE

Sylvester Stallone wrote and plays
the title role in Rocky, an upbeat
prize-fight movie that's a good bet to
make him a major star. “l came up
with the idea for Rocky out of des-
peration. After The Lords of Flat-
bush, nobody was offering me

anything other than TV
thugs, overgrown fuel-
injected juvenile de-
linquents and neo-
phyte rapists. 1

was about to

turn 30 and |

knew time

was running

SASHA STALLONE

Sylvester’s Rocky Road to Stardom

would show the better sides of me, dramatic and
physical. I've got exceptionally broad shoulders.
My arms were 16%2 inches around when | was 16.
I looked like an unemployed gladiator. | wanted to
use my body while 1 stll had a body. | chose the
night game to write about because it appeals to
the common man. | thought, Shit, we can make
this into kind of a muscular, poetic, savage ballet.
But I had a lot of seli-doubts before filming began.
I had talked a good game for years. And now here
was the big opportunity 1o display whatever talent
I had. I wondered whether 1 would be an abysmal
failure as an actor and my career would end. |
thought, Someone has laid out $1,000,000, Stallone,
on some idea you had late at night and put on
paper. Now, can you live up to your abilities? Well,

Learning Fast

She’s just about the hottest actress in movies, with three big ones—
Marathon Man, Black Sunday and Bobby Deerfield—onscreen or due
soon, but Swiss-born Marthe Keller, 30, is not interested in a new

itlm role: “I'm looking for a play,” she told us over the phone.

“Something by Chekhov, Ibsen, Strindberg, so I'd have an excuse for
the accent. Right now, | need a rest from mowies; after making nine
films in the past two and a half years, | feel like an old car that needs

out. So 1 I think I did. People are now comparing me 1o a

decided to  lot of hig stars. Yet it's a tragedy, in a sense, be-

4 work out cause, as a wriler, | won't be able to go out and

i.‘ 1 a formu-  study people closely. I'm losing that privilege of
- «la that being anonymous.” Lose a few, win a few.

a new battery.” We'll bet she gets what she wants. Blonde, green-
eyed Marthe is a charming but determined young woman—she
refused, for example, to marry director Philippe de Broca, the father
ol her five-year-old son, Alexandre, and most recently taught herselr
to speak Englich in lwo months. How did she learn so quickly? “}
forced myseli 1o speak it. | listened to people, watched TV, read
every newspaper | could find, went to hlms and listened to the
dialog. When | began Marathon Man, 1 didn’t know one word. Well,
| could say hello. Now | can say goodbye, too.” And she did.

NORMAN SEEFF

HAEL CHILDERS

M




California Demon

Out in the Golden State, where it takes all kinds to fill the
freeways, a growing minority has reared its frightening head.
Two young film makers, Walter Parkes, 25 (right), and Keith
Critchlow, 31, have documented the rebirth of the American
Nazi Party in The California Reich. Onscreen, children joy-
fully squeal that they hate “niggers and Jews,” a Nazi Sanla
Claus passes out presents, wives bake Nazi cakes, the men
show off their gun collections. “The people we filmed reflect
mainstream frustrations,” Parkes says. “Keith and | developed
a kind of empathy with them. They're ordinary Americans,
and that’s the frightening part. They are men, women and
children who could live next door.” But Parkes adds, 1 hope
they don’t live next door 1o me.”

The Big Score

Last November, Curtis Mayfield spent a month in jail.
Not as punishment: Curtom, his Chicago-based com-
pany, went into moviemaking with Miguel Pinero’s

prize-winning play, Short Eyes. It was filmed in a New

York prison, with Curtis making his acting debut
N
G-

("1 told them I know how to lie good”) in a
career that began when he dropped out of
school at 13 to help form the Impressions,
shifted gears when he became a solo artist in
1970 and again in 1972, when he wrote the
music for Super Fly, the top-selling film score
ever, which he followed with Claudine,
Let's Do It Again and Sparkle. When his
oldies are heard on the radio, his kids
don‘t believe it’s he. And they're right:
\ “It seems like every ten years you be-
1y
come another person. So you have

TODD SMITH

A\ \ s to take inventory and discard what is
b P not needed. The important thing is to
5 f be able to continue.”

st
CHUCK ROGERS

Hotter than Kotter

John Travolta, who plays Vinnie Barbarino on TV's Welcome Back, Kotter, could
be this year's Teen Idol. He is also a talented, dedicated actor. Director Brian de
Palma called the 23-year-old “truly gifted” after his performance in Carrie; Travolta’s
third film, Tribal Rites of the New Saturday Night, starts shooting this month. He
played in Crease on Broadway before Kotter and he'll star in the movie version.
And his records are smashes. Says Travolta, “I'm quile pleased with my career.”
If you think that sounds a little smug, do you get 10,000 fan letters a month?
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TRAVEL
RENT-A-

DREAM

f you are slightly antisocial, as I try to be, but your

Northern ass in February gets just as cold as anyone

else’s, traveling to the Caribbean to warm it up can

be a problem. You know cruise ships are out after you've
seen your first desperate mob erupt from one and engulf a
defenseless little West Indian town.

Even the hot-shot resorts can get a little too chummy—
not to say expensive—and they definitely put you on their
schedule. If you decide to swill rum and tell lies half the
night and sleep until 11 or so, goodbye, break-
fast—which you pay for, anyway. And in
many places, dinner is done like high-
dudgeon summer camp, one seat-
ing, long dresses and jackets
for the gentlemen preferred.
And too bad for you if you're
not fascinated by hearing
how the fellow from
Phoenix sitting across
from you made a real
killing in artificial turf.

The way to avoid the
story of his life, and
still get that West
Indian tan, is to rent a
villa. It's not only a
more individual, gra-
cious way to go; it can
actually cost less. Villas
are available on almost
every island you'd care
to visit. Most are owned
by people around the
world who have more mon-
ey than time and who pick up
spare change by renting them
out when they can’t be there
themselves—which is often most of
the year.

Try, for instance, this little winter place
called Mango Bay, on Barbados, as described in the
realtor’s brochure:

A coral stone superior beach house in the Palladian
style . . . on a lovely beach and standing on over an
acre of beautifully laid-out gardens, with a swimming
pool on the south terrace. On the first floor, two air-
conditioned bedrooms, each with bathroom, large liv-
ing room, TV room, dining room, covered and open
patios, butler’s pantry and kitchen. On the second
floor, two large air-conditioned bedrooms, each with
bathroom, open onto a large patio. The house is very
well furnished and tastefully decorated.

I've seen it; it's better than that. It rents in season for
$2600 a week—but that includes cook, two maids, butler
and laundress. If you and your Significant Other spent the
week down the beach at the elegant Sandy Lane resort, at
$180 a day, plus trifles, you would part with about $1400.
But three or four couples can easily stay at places like
Mango Bay without driving one another crazy; and for
eight people, the rent comes 1o $93 a day per couple.
For six, it is about $120 a day per couple. Not cheap,

198 and you do have to find five people who aren’t into

artificial turf, but after that, it's as good as your imagination.

In most cases, rent doesn’t include liquor or food. But
once you stock up, the bar is always open. And every day
your cook will buy fresh food and prepare whatever you
want—within reason.

If your taste, circle of friends or wallet doesn’t run
toward beachside Taj Mahals with servants scurrying
around, there are rental houses on most islands to be had
for $300 a week in season—and sometimes much less. At

the low end, you do, indeed, get what you pay
for; but for $250 a week, how bad does
this, on tiny Montserrat, sound?

PARR HOUse: Above Woodlands
Beach with 120-degree view of
Caribbean. Cooled by trade
winds. Tropical forested
mountains in rear. Three
bedrooms and three
baths. Living/dining
combination with sepa-
rate kitchen. Covered
terraces with view of
Redonda, St. Kitts
and Nevis.

In general, the most-
traveled islands—St.
Martin, Barbados, Ja-
maica—have the most

rentals and offer the
most variety, ranging from
genuine palaces to spare

stucco cottages a long way
from the beach. Rentals on
smaller, less-visited islands such
as Montserrat or Nevis tend,
naturally, to be fewer and are large-
ly less fancy; but to lure you their way,
the rents are often scaled considerably
lower, as well.

The gems on each island are sometimes staked out in
high season for years to come. So it pays to begin checking
well in advance of your trip. But you should remember that
even though the Caribbean is just as nice in the summer,
not as many go there; so some of these places sit around
empty then and, because of that, they rent for about half
of what they cost in winter.

Finding the one for you is easier than you'd expect. If
you're still really shopping around, several agencies handle
bookings for more than one island. The largest is probably
Caribbean Home Rentals (28 Highwood Avenue, Tenafly,
New Jersey 07670); it has listings in Mexico and in the
Mediterranean, as well. Another good one is At Home
Abroad (136 E. 57th Street, New York, New York 10022).

If you've already settled on where it will be, you'll prob-
ably do as well by writing directly to the tourist board
representing the island or its group. In some cases, the
tourist board will send you up-to-date listings of what's
available; and if not, it will refer you to local realtors.

For those of you who'd like a selected list of agencies,
tourist boards and realtors, send a stamped, self-addressed
envelope to Playboy On the Scene, Playboy Building, 919
N. Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 60611—and we'll
send you one free. —DAVID STANDISH

ILLUSTRATION BY JOHN CRAIG



BEHAVIOR

LOOK, MA, NO HANDS

he brain may be a good machine, but even the best

models get circuit overloads and fail from time to

time. Think (if you can concentrate that long) about

Einstein, visions of relativity dancing in his mind,
while his mental homing mechanism went through fail-safe
a couple of times and left him wandering around the park
until his legs gave out.

Well, there’s help on the way for those dangerously
overloaded circuits. Eventually, we may have computers
designed to read our mind and do things for us, or read our
mind for someone who wants to do things to us.

Specialists in our society could be linked to computers
that kicked in with relief and responsibility as the human
brain faded out. A pilot, for example, could be hooked into
a computer that scanned and read his brain waves, giving
him a sharp rap in the temporoparietal if his attention
wandered far enough to throw his 747 into a nose dive.
Unlike a simple alarm, the computer could respond pre-
cisely, discerning whether the pilot just lost track while
ogling a stewardess or was diving to get out of the path
of another aircraft.

In the same way, air-traffic controllers at a busy airport
could be monitored constantly and difficult tasks could
be assigned to the most attentive.

Such transistorized relief is being brought to us by the
Pentagon, which, of course, had other things in mind (such
as spying and precision bombing) when commissioning the
studies that led to it. The whole effort is part of a research
plan sponsored by the Defense Advanced Research Projects
Agency at about $1,000,000 a year since 1973. Scientists at
half a dozen universities and laboratories have been
conducting experiments designed to link human brain
waves with computers and have come up with incredible
possibilities.

One is figuring out what we’re thinking. Given time and
the means of comparison, scientists can plot our brain

The studies open up one other awesome prospect.
Our brain may begin doing something other than harbor
neuroses and dream up fast-buck schemes. It could start
to orchestrate machinery. Researchers at UCLA have identi-
fied and isolated brain waves that tell our body what to do.
By running those messages through a computer, they could
have machinery do it, instead.

Naturally, the experiments involve a mouse—an electric
one in a maze projected on a television screen. A small
computer notes a subject’s visual concentration on one of
four directional arrows and moves the mouse accordingly.
The success rate is 97 percent when the computer is oper-
ating correctly.

With present technology alone, researchers say they
could now design a helmet with electrode contacts for
quadriplegics, who then could maneuver specially equipped
wheelchairs strictly with brain impulses and eye movements
read by a computer.

And fliers could pilot aircraft without touching a switch.
Like that 747 jockey. Imagine him in that nose dive and
pinned to the back of his seat by g forces strong enough to
weight his hands to his sides. Ordinarily, all he could do
would be to try to remember the Lord’s Prayer; but with
a computer-linked helmet, he could direct the plane with
mental commands.

That takes us back to our original problem, the mind
behind the machine. It may not be able to do anything right.
Recently, there was a story about an experimental ejection
seat triggered by a look. Brilliant idea, but the best test
pilots in the world couldn’t resist glancing at the triggering
device at least once during the flight. Once was enough,
because the machine responded by tossing the pilot un-
ceremoniously out of the plane. It's enough to make a
respectable brain-scanning computer mind its own business.

—DENNIS TROUTE

waves on a graph and determine if we’re preoccu-
pied (as with that 747 pilot), tired, angry or con-
fused. Right now, the impulses, or waves, must be
picked up and transferred by electrodes attached
to the scalp, then fed to a computer.

But we flash magnetic waves just like the electri-
cal ones now being studied. Devices to chart mag-
netic brain waves without touching or telling us
are under investigation at MIT.

Shades of Big Brother? Will our brains be picked
surreptitiously? Probably not, say the scientists, be-
cause we must cooperate in establishing a base-line
graph for comparison, since the patterns for each
person are different. The computer must see our nor-
mal brain waves first to recognize them as confused
at another time. Still, science is constantly outdoing
itself and, eventually, the new technology could be
everyman’s weapon against the complicated and
uncontrollable living conditions that buffet him so
mercilessly now. Consider facing your bleary-eyed,
fast-talking surgeon with the power of a brain-
scanning computer behind you. It could test the im-
pulses given off by that mass of gray, martini-soaked
hoses and tell him to take the week off without
pay. Wouldn't it be reassuring to be able to go into
open-heart surgery certain that the masked man
with the knife was toward the top of his bell-curve
performance rating that day?
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SPORTIN’ WOMEN

Lithe, limber, athletic women are so erotic. - Especially
when every healthy curve is enhanced by skintight leotards
as they stretch, pump and spread their lissome legs during
exercise. Acrobatic females always seem to know all the
right positions. But are they as sportive in the sack as they
are on the track?

Marlene Bene, manager of the United States Gymnastics
Federation, gave us a conservative view: “The average male
has a fantasy that gymnasts are sexier than other athletes.
This has nothing to do with the sport.

SEXCETERA

syncope (pronounced sing-co-pee) during sexual arousal,
says Dr. Mai Lan Rogoff, assistant professor of psychiatry
at Dartmouth Medical School.

Both men and women can experience syncope, but it's
nothing to get upset about. Some people get off on being
anoxic; it turns them on to hold their breath when having
sex. If you do this for long periods of time, it's very
possible to faint. Syncope isn’t nearly as common now-
adays as it was during the Renaissance and the 18th Cen-
tury, but Rogoff tells us that it wasn't climaxing but

corseting that was responsible—the

Gymnasts might be better-looking be-
cause of their total body training, but
it doesn’t necessarily affect their sex
life.” Dr. Warren Guild, former presi-
dent of the American College of
Sports Medicine, disagrees. He told
us that athletic women are generally
more erotic than the average woman
who is out of shape. “Their libidos
tend to increase.” Many coaches
advise their females in training to
make love before a big event—
because it relaxes them and feeds
their superegos.

PLANT PARENTHOOD

As available as traditional birth-
control methods are, they're not grow-
ing on trees—yet. But they've been
coming out of the woods for the

Chinese for over 1000 years. JRED HELSoN

lacings were much too tight.

FUEL INJECTION

We've got some good news and
some bad news. Here's the good
news: There really is a true aphro-
disiac'! Now for the bad news: It
works only if you’re over 45. Actual-
ly, that's not so bad—gives us some-
thing to look forward to. If you tum
out to be one of those men whose
sexual urge has tapered off as the
golden years approach, you have
nothing to worry about anymore. You
can get a shot of testosterone, the
hormone of libido. The secret of its
stimulation, says Dr. Robert Green-
blatt, professor emeritus of the Med-
ical College of Georgia, is that it
replaces the sex hormones that dete-
riorate in some men over 45. Dr.

Oriental medical men have been

writing about the results of their experiments with poten-
tial abortifacient and birth-control plants since 847 ap.
Now, some doctors from the Chinese University of Hong
Kong believe that this ancient but highly organized infor-
mation may be of great value to Western medicine. In the
summer 1976 issue of the American fournal of Chinese
Medicine, they've published a list of potential antifertility
plants described in Chinese pharmacology. More than
250 of these wonderful weeds have been carefully classi-
fied by the Chinese over the centuries as useful in foil-
ing the stork.

BREATHLESS

“QOooooh, what you
are doing to me!”
she gasps. “I'm getling
so excited I can’t stand
it. You're driving me—
uvuuunnhhh.” And she
faints. You lie there,
staring with surprise at
the unconscious wom-
an in your arms. You
can't figure out wheth-
er to panic or to keep
on going. But don‘t
worry. She has merely
swooned with de-
light—as the romantic
poets might say. From a
more modemn perspec-
tive, she experienced

DENNIS MAGDICH

Greenblatt tells us, “It's only in the
past two or three years that we can very accurately meas-
ure serum-testosterone levels in elderly men. If they have
low levels, they can get a simple subcutaneous injection of
testosterone that would last about two weeks or a pellet
implantation that would last five to six months.” With these
treatments, their sex life is given a shot in the arm.

SPACED-OUT SEX

For years, science-fiction buffs have been thinking about
balling in space. But no one has actually tested whether or
notit’s possible to make
love without gravity.

However, Charles
Redmond, public-in-
formation spokesman
for the Johnson Space
Center in Houston,
believes that making
love without gravity
would be not only pos-
sible but delightful. Ac-
cording to Redmond,
you could practice any
positions for as long
as you wanted, since
there’d be no stress on
your body muscles. We
intend to explore this
subject further. One
giant step for mankind.

—HOWARD SMITH AND
BRIAN VAN DER HORST



Make a good move.
Mix your martini with white rum from Puerto Rico.

There's nothing like white rum to
bring you together without coming
between you.

That's because white rum—in
sharp contrast to gin and vodka —
has a taste so smooth you're aimost
not aware that it's there.

When you mix this smoothness
of white rum with dry vermouth, the
result is a drink that pleases from
the first sip to the last. And from
one drink to the next.

Qnly white rum from Puerto Rico

makes such a civilized martini,
because only Puerto Rico requires
that every drop of its rum be aged
for at least a year.

Little wonder that 86% of all
the rum sold in the U.S. comes
from Puerto Rico.

When you leave gin and vodka
behind for the smoothness of white
rum, you won't be alone. White rum
is the fastest-growing major
distilled spirit in America. !

PUERTO RICAN RUMS |

For free, "While Rum Classics” recipes, wrile: Puerto Fican Rums, Depl. P-30. 1290 Avenuve of The Americas. NY. N.Y. 10019

©1977 Commonwealth of Puerto Fuco
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PLAYBOY
READER SERVICE

Write to Playboy Reader Service for
answers Lo 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-
cialized items advertised or edito-
rially featured in pLAYBOY. For
example, where-to-buy information is
available for the merchandise of the
advertisers in this issue listed below.
Please specify page number and issue
of the magazine as well as a brief de-
scription of the items when you write.

Playioy Linok Cluk
Card . .Bolween 162-103

v Subaru At s, .
' Trivmph Automobiles .. 38
UL 5. Pionwer

Elcctronles ... ..... 31
Ivitar Eleclronle

Memorex Recordiog

TRAPC - ew i eeevnna e i}
MGH Autemoblles ... ..
Olympus Cameras ... .. 14

Avtomohiles ... .. 1819

Use these lines for information about the
above and other teatured merchandise.

2.77

PLAYBOY READER SERVICE
FPlayboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave.
Chicago, Illinois 60611

O 3 yrs. for $30 (Save $27.00)

O 1 yr. for 312 (Save $7.00)
[J payment enclosed [ bill later

TO:

name (please print)
address
Gty state  zip code no,
Mail to: PLAYBOY
P.0. Box 2420

Boulder, Colorado 80302

OR CALL TOLL-FREE 800-325-6400.

In Missouri, call !3013-:«!42—!56(‘:0.R %
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CLOTHES COME-ONS PYNCHON PORTRAIT SEXUAL PERVERSITY

“SEXUAL PERVERSITY IN CHICAGO"—BOY MEETS GIRL (BUT
WHAT A GIRL) IN A PLAY EXCERPT BY THE MUCH-HERALDED
AUTHOR OF -AMERICAN BUFFALO—DAVID MAMET

“ROCKY MOUNTAIN HYPE'"—A REVISIONIST LOOK AT COLO-
RADO, ESPECIALLY ASPEN, WHERE ALL THE CITY FATHERS ARE
EST GRADUATES—BY D. KEITH MANO

“A FEW KIND WORDS ABOUT ASPEN"—OFFERED BY A GUY
WHO DOESN'T ENTIRELY AGREE WITH MANO—CRAIG VETTER

“THE FIRECRACKER VS. THE BOMB"—A SHORT APPEAL FOR
SANITY AND SOULFULNESS FROMTHE MASTER—HENRY MILLER

“LOSER WINS" AND “THE TENNIS COURT”—TWO TALES OF
THE SETTING EMPIRE IN MALAYSIA BY THE AUTHOR OF THE
GREAT RAILWAY BAZAAR—PAUL THEROUX

“THE MOTEL TAPES, PART THREE"'—FINAL INSTALLMENT OF
THOSE POIGNANT, EROTIC, COMIC DIALOGS "OVERHEARD" IN
ONE ROOM, ONE YEAR—BY MIKE MC GRADY

“CASANOVA AND COMPANY""—ON THE SET AND BEHIND THE
SCENES OF THE SEXY NEW TONY CURTIS MOVIE, FEATURING
PLAYMATE OF THE YEAR LILLIAN MULLER

“WHO IS THOMAS PYNCHON... AND WHY DID HE TAKE
OFF WITH MY WIFE?"”—AN UNUSUALLY PERSONAL VIEWPOINT
ON AMERICA’S MOST RECLUSIVE WRITER—BY JULES SIEGEL

“THE FOOD CRISIS"—BIG NOT ONLY ISN'T BETTER, IT*'SWORSE.
A REPORT ON HOW AMERICAN AGRICULTURE IS BEING GIVEN
THE BUSINESS—BY NICHOLAS VON HOFFMAN

“GETTING IT UP FOR A PORN MOVIE"”—MONEY ISN'T THE
ONLY THING THAT HAS TO BE RAISED. A BLOW-BY-BLOW ACCOUNT
OF THE PROCESS—BY RONAN O’CASEY

“CLOTHES MAKE THE MAN""—THERE ARE TIMES WHEN A WISP
OF GARMENT IS SEXIER THAN NOTHING AT ALL. IN A SEVEN-
PAGE PICTORIAL, WE SHOW YOU SOME OF THOSE TIMES



The new Volaré T-Bar Roof:
our answer to the vanishing convertible.

To the new generation of Americans who have never
known the driving pleasure of wind through the hair,
we proudly dedicate our new T-Bar Volaré Coupe.

It feels just as good as it looks.

it feels free and fresh when open.

Sound and secure when closed.

But be advised; when you close it, you're in no
way closed in. Because the dual pop-in roof panels
are made of a thick, rich smoked glass. So you can
easily look up and out at the world. While the world
has a hard time looking in.

The optional T-Bar roof joins a big list of Volaré

standard comforts that includes big, wide windows;
big, wide seats; and, of course, the remarkable iso-
lated transverse suspension.

As novel as the name implies, the isolated trans-
verse suspension system imparts a smooth quality
to Volaré's ride . . . aride like that of bigger cars.

C'mon, slip into something more comfortable: the
new Volaré T-Bar, it's the original top-
less feeling. ﬁ

A matchless feeling you can buy or
lease as near as your nearest Chrysler- Plymoutﬁ
Plymouth Dealer.

Plymouth Volaré. The small car with the accent on comfort.




£©1974 R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co.
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