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The Smirnoff Brunch: a place in the sun

Drinking comes out of the dark when Smienoff people gather for the holidavs. ICs the Day Life: a sunburst
of Serewdrivers and simmering fondue. crisp eroissants and Smirnoff Mules, A light time. a laughing time: :

time for Smirnofl people 1o splurge in the sun. .
MIMOH leaves you breathless®
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You don't have to pay through
the nose to make your ears happy.

There is a myth that great stereo has to consist
of a lot of expensive components all over the place.

That's nonsense.

After all, it's what you hear that counts, not how
many pieces you have. And what you hear depends
on how good the pieces are, not how much you pay.

We'll stack our CS15W against anybody's
system.

Because our air suspension speakers are as
good as standard speakers two sizes larger. And
with our wide-angle sound you don't have to sitin
one spot to get the full stereo effect.

SYLV/ M\IL\

(GEMNERAL TELEPHONE & ELECTRONICS

\

Our FM tuner pulls in the weakest stations
clearly, has greater selectivity, and contains the
easiest pushbutton controls.

Our rugged amplifier gives you a full 100 watts
of EIA rated power so you don't lose any high or
low sound levels.

And the Dual 1015 automatic turntable with
the Pickering magnetic cartridge gives you
smooth, distortion-free sound.

The big difference between our system and
a lot of components is that we put it all together for
you. So you don’t have to worry about mismatching
one unit toanother.

Oh yes, there's another difference. Our system
costsa lot less.







pl-AYBIl-I. ".n' COULD PROBABLY BE su,m-x_ by facts :m_d
figures,” wrote Mark Twain, “that there is
no distinctly native Americin criminal class except Congress.”
This issue’s critics of that august hut unruly bad ;e no less out-
spoken. We asked two ranking members of the Washington
scene what—and who—makes Congress vun and why it so olwen
runs down: their sobering disclosures, and prescriptions, merit
vour attention. In The House, U.S. Representative Richard
Bolling describes how the lower chamber, beset by an obsolete
and corruptive commitiee system. fails 1o meet pressing legisla-
tive needs. Author ol House Out of Orvder and Power in the
House, skeptic Bolling ought to know: not only is he [rom Mis-
souri, he's presently serving his 1th consecutive two-year terni.
Our companion article—7The Senate—was written for us by the
late Drew Pearson, the nationally svndicated columnist who
unsparingly scrutinized politics and politicians for more than
40 years. His behind-the-scenes account {(completed just belore
his death) reveals how the sell-regarded “world’s greatest delil-
erative body” works to protect the privileges of entrenched and
vested interests—at the expense of the clectorwve.

Britain’s nonpareil storvteller, Graham Greene, headlines
November's hction bill with Part [ of Crook’s Tour. a roguish
suspense novel about a law-bending grande dame, her meck
nephew and her pot-peddling manservant. Fourteen ol the more
than 30 books Greene has written have been mde into movies—
including Orient Express, This Gun for Hire, The Third Man,
The Quiet American, Our Man in Havana, Tie Power and the
CGlory and The Comedians. Greene's recently published Collected
Essays, an anthology of character sketches and literary criticism,
may be the dress vehearsal for a planned autobiography ol has
first 25 vears. San Francisco is the scene of What Is Al This?,
Stephen Dixon's bittersweet poruaval of a painter’s mixed emo-
tions during a [reaked-out weekend. Dixon's initial effort [or
riaveoy (The Young Man Who Read Bailliant Bools, Augist
1968) was voted runner-up for best work by a new contributor
in our editors’ awards last January, Our third story, Nine Lives,
marks the rravsov debut ol science-lictioneer U. K. Le Guin,
who cryptically tells us: “It is commaonly suspected that the writ-
ings of U. K. Le Guin are not actually written by U. K. Le Guin
but by another person of the same name.” Works by Le Guin (or
a stand-in) include A Wizard of Earthsea and, recently pub-
lished, The Left Hand of Darkness.

Our Playboy Interview subject this month is the man in
charge of Chicago's activist Operation Breadbasket and an im-
passioned evangelist for social relorm: the Reverend Jesse
Jackson, economic director of Martin Luther King's Southern
Christian Leadership Conference and heir apparent to the fallen
civil rights leader. In a conversation conducted by Associate
Articles Editor Arthur Kretchmer, Jackson eloquenily analyzes
nonviolence, black power and white racism. Champion ol a dil-
ferent movement is England’s rock-'n’-Rolling Stone Mick Jag-
ger. Punch magazine’s deputy editor, Alan Coren, tiakes a fresh
look at the personality of the youth-cult anvi-hero in Head Stone.
Coren (whose newest book, Al Except the Bastard, came out in
September) is scripting a BBC-TV documentary on the American
university, as well as a satirical movie on English divorce. His fu-
ture plans include running for Parliament i Britun’s 1971 gen-
eral election. Filmdom's new anything-goes policy on eraticism
is spotlighted by Arthur Knight and Hollis Alpertin Sex in Cin-
ema—I1969, a vear-end wrap-up in words and pictures that proves
movies are beter—and bawdier—than ever. Already casting her
eves toward Hollywood is November's leading lady, Playinae
Claudia Jennings, currently awaiting the results of a screen test.

Last month, Morton Hunt's Crisis in Psychoanalysis astuicly
assayed rumors about the demise ol Freudianism. This month,
in Alternatives to Analysis, Ernest Havemann surveys the variety
of regimens—from behavior therapy to sensitivity training—
developed and practiced by today's post-Freudians. Havemann
says some ol the research undertaken for Alternatives will
appear in the revised edition of Psye wlogy: An Inivoduciion

GREENE
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KNIGHT

BROW? COREN

DIXON

{(which he co-authored), a college textbook used by thousands
ol freshman students. New York City's New Sdwool for Social
Rescarch olfers the nation’s only  college-acaredited  courte in
handwriting analysis. In duwge of the six-<emesier program
is Duniel S. Anthony, a court-qualified handwriting examiner
and lorgedssignature expert. and direcor ol a management-
consultant firm that utilizes graphology exclusively. How did it
all begin? T once had a dare with an amatcur graphologist who
told me what a sarcastic cynic I was, The truth was so searing I
siarted o study handwriting psychology the next day. Fifteen
years later, T used my knowledge to confirm my feelings about a
voung lady I met at a summer resort. We've been happily mar-
ried ever since.” Anthonv demonstrates how the secrets of the
psvche are graphologically revealed in You Are What You Write.
One man who not only admits but asserts that he is what he
writes is vy Brown (who told us The Truih last month). In
How 1 Revolutionized the Game of Football. Brown belatedly
secks admission to the Hall of Fame lor a spectacular innova-
tion he conceived on the gridiron as a bov 37 years ago. He may
be lobbying for a Medal ol Honor in his next nostalgic work,
which, he tells us, “will deal with my lile in the Army of the
United States, from which I emerged, alier over lour years, still
a simple private of the line. No other Harvard man ¢ nuke
this claim.”

More to ballyhoo in November: Contributing Editor Ken W.
Purdy intraduces The Playboy Cars—I970, those new auto-
mobiles with the suvle, speed, engineering, design and distine-
tion to satisly the most discriminating aste: Fashion Director
Robert L. Green displays IWild and Wide, a suit-yourself ward-
robe of shirts and ties to mix or match: Food and Drink Editor
Thomas Mario serves up Collee Swivee, elegant brews {rom
the beautiful bean to warm up winter parties: and rravsoy
cartoonist Gahan Wilson provides comic reliel with Have a
Heart, a macabre pictorial essay on transplant surgery. Exura
added auractons: Presents Perfect, a preview of advance-
order gilts for everybody on your Christmas list: Mother Goosed,
a grownup version of nursery thymes: and Skiing New England,
a guide o the hnest slopes, inns andl aprés-ski action in the
Northeast. Let's hit the trail!

ANTHONY
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ON THE WARPATH

Vine Deloria, Jr., (Custer Died for Your
Sins, August vi avsov) and his [ather have
worked steadily and eflectively for many

vears for the benefit of their people and
for the enlightenment of all Americans
to the needs and the desires of Indian
people. 1 cannot judge Delovia's case
against the anthropologists, but 1 cm say

with certaimy  that his larger case—a
heartfelt ary lor Indian solutions 1o Ii-
dian problems—is not onlv simple justice
but the most eftective means of giving the
first Americans a place of equity and
achievement in our society.

Walter . Hidkel

secretary of the Interior

Wiashington, D. C.

Custer Died shows that the red man
can also speak with forked ongue. The
statement  that because anthropologists
observe people, it then lollows thar they
use them for “manipulation and extine
tion™" is not only itllogical but an immor:l
charge ol cilculited genocide. To enlight-
en Deloria a wee bit, let me quote Mar-
garct. Mead: “When an anthropologist
enters a village, he does not want to im-
prove them, convert them, govern them,
trade with them, reawit them or heal
them. He wants onlv 1o understaind them,
and by understanding them to add 1o our
knowledge of the limitations and powen-

tialivies of human beings.” Lo is irvelevant
1o place blaime lor the red man's problems
on a group ol socal saentists, whatever
their weaknesses may be, rather than on
the economic and political svstems -
tionalized by racism that are responsible.
Berating a lalse scapegoat will accomplish
nothing lor the red man except 1o he
cloud the issue and earn a3 lew dollar
for one writer.
Charles A. Penv
Department ol Anthropology
State Umiversity ol New York
Binghamton, New York

To the ever-changing Adminisiitions
ol American nnseovernment, the Indians
who remaim under Federal control are like
aveat pastures of cattle. The more catle
Indians the contemporary establishment
has out to pasture in a low economic base

of avtocratic paternmalism, devoid ol their
equitable legacy and held ignorant of
their Indian rights, the more solidihed
are the odds ol a parasite bureaucrat

sweating out his longevity toward that
big [at pension on the Government gravy
traan at the end of the rainbow: an olten-
misguided career spent in the Burcau ol
Indian Aflairs at considerable expense
to the American Indian.

C. Hobart Keith, Chicl Judge

Oglala Sioux Tribal Cowrt

Teton Sioux Nation

Pine Ridge, South Dakota

Deloria, having lived on the Oglala
Stoux reservation for 18 vears, has worked
a remarkable switch by presenting anthro-
pologists and  ethnologists. boondoggling
Government agems and other white op-
portunists as Indians themselves see them.
For all his subtle Indian humor, he draws
a devastating cartoon our whole country
deserves. The Sioux. of course, are Plins
Indians characterized by a popular an-
thropologist as “"make-believe Indians,”
because their culture was allegedly arti-
ficial and not aboriginal and did not last
very long—thanks to the planned geno-
cide carried out by the United States Gov-
crnment ever since its founding. v is this
type of thinking that has exterminated
tribe after tribe. stolen their land and
is presently trying o reduce the remain-
ing Indians to the stuus ol animals in 2
700, 1o be studied by an ever-increasing

horde of anthros. But there s nothing
nutke-believe about the demands of De-
lona and other young Indian leaders lor
their people’s Ireedom and independence.
For, as he savs, the wheel ol karma grinds
slowly but it does grind hne. And it makes
a complete cirde.

Frank Waters

Taos, New Mexico

Frank Walers has written extensioely

on the Amevican Indian. His classic noo-
el, “Man Who Killed the Deer,” is cur-
rently beme filmed, and his tatest seork,
“Pumphkn Seed Point,” has recently been
published.

I am seriously concerned by the at-
titude Deloria displavs toward scientific
research, complai

neg ol the irrelevance
ol anthropological scholarship. On  the
contrary; when it is wansmitted in the
classroom, it becomes Inghly relevant.
The spearum of normal human  lile
wiys  that anthropology  presems  can
vastly expand the narrow horizons of the
aversnge middle-class  student, and  the
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Mushrooms.
This week’s perfect martini secret.

Marinate button mushrooms in vermouth
and use the perfect martini gin, of course.

Seagram’s. The perfect martini gin.

middle-class student of today is the Gov-
ernment  administrator  of  tomorrow.
Knowledge is necessary belore successful
action can be pursued, and this is partic-
ularly true in the complex world ol
human allairs,

The United States plunged into South-
cast Asta armed with money, technology,
manpower and  the best will in  the
world. But the paving on our road in-
cluded, besides our good intentions, an
appalling dearth of basic anthropological
information. A form of hell was the
inevitable result. I we do cominue to
pursue an “act now, think later” policy,
the world will, indeed, witness “one, two,
many Vicinams™” and the innocent Indi-
ans must [ace “one, two, many Custers.™

C. Loring Brace

Museum of Anthropology
University ol Michigan
Ann Arbor, Michigan

Unfortunately, Vine Deloria, Jr.'s,
Custer Died for Your Sins probably will
not prompt introspection among anthro-
pologists or others but, rather, will be
Iiled as evidence of the hostile character
ol the Sioux.

This past vear, all kinds of Indian
benelactors allied o “save” o 13,000
vear-old archacological find called 1the
Marmes Man on the Snake River. Sena-
tor Warren G. Magnuson put the arm on
Lvndon Johnson Tor S1.500.000 in cmer-
gency funds for the U S. Army Corps of
Engincers to construct a 2000-foot protec-
tive levee around the site of the ancient
remains. The Marmes Man, however, suc-
cumbed 10 unpredicted, uncontrollable
seepage [rom below, bt not belove G500
cubic vards ol sand were dumped upon
him-—not as proper burial but, rather, as
meastred hope for his eventual resurrec-
vion for study by anthros and archaeolo-
wists,

At the sume time, the Indian de-
scendants ol the Marmes Man  were
heing prevented from cuching silmon—
and Indian fanilies were being Hooded
from their homes. Downstream from the
Marmes Man site. a few dozen Indian
[amilies were to be eviaed rom thar
homes under Department ol the Interior
regulations prohitbitg location of “per-
manent dwellings™ at hishing sites. The
Federal regulations require that these
Families forsake their existing homes in
favor of tents, tepees or other sheliers of
temporary nature. Apparently, their sin
is not having been dead for 13,000 years.

Hank Adams, Assimiboine-Sioux
Executive Director, Survival ol

Americm Indians Association
Tacoma, Washington

In much of what he says, Vine Deloria,
Jr., is painfully right. An anthropologist,
with his eye on formulating scientific
laws, has little use for the individual and
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After a shower, 38
After a shave. —
Whenever you need a lift.
Splash on some 4711.

The refreshant cologne.
Made to keep you cool.
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Made, bottled and seated in Cologne —the city of 4711. Also available in Canada.
Sole Distributor: Colonio, Inc., 41 East 42nd Streer. Mew York, BLY. 10017,

relates to him only insolar as the inform-
ant is a means to the observer’s profes-
sional ends—ends that do not usually
mclude feedback to the informant or his
community. What he savs ol anthropolo
gists is equally true of all present-day be-
havioral and social sciences that make
objects out of men whose ultimate destiny
and identity is to be a faceless unit in
some statistical tabulation—a validation
for a newly discovered or imposed rule.
The paradox behind all of this is that in
order [or human science 10 become more
scientific, it must become more human.
It should force cach of us 10 conlront
himsell with who he really is, why he is
that way and how much more he could
be, Gently accepting what we know our-
selves 1o be, we stand a chance ol becom-
ing more than Zuni, more than Navaho,
more than black, move than Jew. more
than American. We can become hunuan
—something few ol us really are.
Howard . Stein
University of Pittsbwgh
Pitsburgh, Pennsylvania

THE WORLD'S A STAGE
Johim Kobler's August wnticle, Living

Theater: The Becks and Thenr Shodl:
Troupe, is a fmir and objective analysis
of a theatrical revelanion that dramati-
cally vellects the growing dissatislaction
of the world’s young people with a vini
ety of social hypocrisies. Unlike most of
our politicians, the Living Theater isn't
alraid o attack  mmstitwtionalized  vio-
lence. 1 really don’t know wlit's so
shocking about that. Perhaps it's our re-
luctance o admit just how repressive our
society has become.

Ben Travis

New York, New York

The Kobler picce leaves the impression
that the Becks are visionaries, martyrs
and righteous rencgades. Rencgades they
are, but narrow vision and sell-righteous-
ness increasingly characterize them and
their disciples. As o thehr vision, even
Kobler's adoring narrative  could  naot
mask its extreme narrowness and intol-
erance.

Critic Robert Brustein has commenied
that the Becks are not artists as much as
mystics or missionarics. Perfornance 1o
them scems o mean a hip, zealons reviv-
al meeting and crusade, omplete with
ritwal and the narrow. predetermined set
of responses designed for the faithlul.

In the hnal analysis, Kobler's account,
becanse he takes at Lce vadue the gospel
and actions of the ministers and thei
prophets, is di.-i.'||||mimi||g and even mis
leading. This imbalinee is a sevious Lipse
in what could luve been an introspective
article on a troupe that is more a psyvcho
social than a theawrical phenomenon,

CGeorge Dean
Chicago, Hlinois

While other dircctors were  wasting
their time experimenting with the shape
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FRODUCID WN SCOTLAND

of the stage, Judith Malina and Julian
Beck were and are busily engaged in re-
vitalizing the whole concepr ol acsthetic
distance—the relationship of audience o
artist. The success or failure of their own
productions is meaningless when one con-
siders the energy, honesty and explosive
dynamism they've brought 1o progressive
contemporary theater.

O. G. Pringle

San Frandasco, Calilornia

PROSECUTION COMPLEX

Your August interview with Ramsey
Clark impressed me as one ol your best
elforts 1o date. As an exponent ol the
progressive liberal cause in the United
States, I have long been ol the opinion
that real liberals are at an extreme dis-
advantage when it comes to influencing
the policies of our Government. Having
read the interview with Clark, T have
renewed hope that, one day, reason and
understanding will win out.

L. D. Harding, Jr.

Shreveport, Louisiana

Ramsey Cluk is a good example ol
the effete condition of this country. If
Hubert Humphrey had been eleaed
President and retained Clark, there would
now be civil war in the streets. Clark is o
pacifist. who prelers 1o bgain with po
tential criminals and aggressors. By ad
vocating disarmament ol law-enlorcement
personnel—i prime goal ol visionaries—
Clnk is saving, in effect. that no one
really needs a weapon lor defense. As long
as psvchoties roam the streets with weap-
ons, no one can seriously put lorth such a
pucrile argument as this. Neither Rich-
ard Speck nor most: Americans are ready
lor our ex-Auorney General's unbeliey-
able theories.

Troy Reynolds
Nichols Hills, Oklahoma

The inmterview with former Auorney
General Ramsey Clark offers a most in-
asive amd informative probe into the
crises that plague the American polity.
His presaripions [or remedving  these
problems arve not mere rhetoric: they
must become reality, il the essence ol
democracy s ever to be achieved and,
indeed, il demodaracy isell is ultimately
to survive. Today's American political
climate makes the task more diflicult hut
nonctheless wrgent and demanding.

Leo A Koleski. Jr.
Boulder, Colorado

Thank you for the very stimulating
interview with Ramsey Cluok. At a time
when Americans are seeking normaley
any cost and when we wish to blame
everything and everyone but ourselves
lor the disquietude in the land, Ramsey
Clark’s remarks have a welcome forth-
rightness.

Clark’s opinions are similar 10 mine—
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Perfect speed
synchronous motor
Ultra low-mass tonearm
floating within
a gyroscopically gimballed
mounting
Viscous damped cueing
and pause control
Viscous damped tonearm
descent during single
and antomatic play
Adjustable sliding weight
anti-skating control
Safe, gentle
two-point record support.
You will not find all
of these important features
on automatic turntables
selling for almost
twice as much.

You will find
them all —and more —
on Garrard’s new SL72B
for only $89.50.

World's Finest
There are now twelve new models
in the Garrard line, just introduced.
They are priced from $37 50 to $12950
and include four ready to plug in modules.
Wirite for complimentary,
full-color Comparator Guide to

Garrard, Dept. AS369, Westbury, N.Y. 11590

with one big exception. Clark does not
recognize the full extent and complexity
of our racial difficulties. He responded
1o questions in simple black-vs.-white
terms. The major socioeconomic difficul-
ties in parts of the Midwest, Southwest
and Northwest are from the Mexican
Americans and not the blacks. I'm sur-
prised that he does not recognize that
the three poorest cities in the nation are
San Antonio, El Paso and Corpus Christi,
all  heavily  populated  with  Mexican
Americans, I'm dismaved that a person
with his tremendous insight and intellect
could not bring himsell to champion
the cause of his Southwest neighbors—
the Mexican Americans, who overwhelm-
ingly support his ideas.

Vicente T. Ximenes, Commissioner

Equal Employment Opportunity

Commission
Washinglon, D. C,

I had the opportunity to know Mr,
Clark while he was Atorney General,
and 1 respect the man enormously. But
there are many areas in which we dis-
agree. His coneern with the preservation
of wvarious constitutional safeguards is
most timely and well phrased. However,
while I do not proless 1o speak ex cathe-
dra on behalf of our 23,000 members,
who represent law-enforcement adminis-
trators and practitioners at every level of
jurisdiction, I do feel that there is an
overemphasis on the rights of the indi-
vidual that ignores the fundamental
right of society to be sale from violence
and imerlerence.

Ferris E. Lucas, Executive Director
Nitional Sherifts Association
Washington, D. C.

Ramsey Clark emerges as an individ-
ual whose alleged compassion in no way
prevented his choice ol prosecutions.
With unwroubled conscience, he explains,
“The question was not what was right or
wrong morally. The question was wheth-
er the law was violated.” With this band-
age over his eves, he could diligently
prosecute students and men  like Dr.
Spock, who love their country enough
to risk their personal [reedom o change
our suicidal forcign policy. More than
that, Clark’s actions emerge as virtuous
because, i his own words, "It never
secemed wrong 1o me that Thoreau and
Gandhi were prosecuted or that they
went to jail. That was their point: Fhey
so disagreed with their governments that
they would sacrihice freedom itself 1o
show their concern.” Viewed from this
happy angle, Clark himself becomes a
champion of Ireedom when he helps
freedom hghters Tulfill their destiny ol
going to jail, or of being clubbed, or of
being fired from their jol)s, or of l)(:iug
expelled [rom college.

Bert Russell
Harrison, Idiho

Clark is one ol the most dangerous
men running around loose today. His
statement that less-than-substantial dam-
age by student demonstrators should be
tolerated is insane. If students do $50,000
worth of damage to a $5,000,000 build-
ing, they've done only one percent
damage: is that  “less-than-substantial”
enough to suit him?

Vincent Benedict
Chicago, Illinois

COMRADE IN PARADISE
As a hrst-generation Yugoshav in this
country, I thoroughly enjoved LeRoy
Neiman's Man at His Leisure in Yugo-
slavia (PLAYBOY, August). My enthusiasm
stems from the fact that T was forw-
nate enough to spend seven months in
1968 on and around the beaches of the
Dalmatian coast. As an evewitness and
ocaasional participant in the nudity on
the beaches, I would like 1o stress that
this is a minor lacet of what Dalmatia
offers to the tourist. This country, blessed
with nearly eight months of sunshine a
year, rugged mountains and a jagged
coast line Grressed by the clearest and
bluest water, is truly breath-taking. Also,
vour bachelor rveaders can  entertain
young things from at least 15 European
countries.
Michael R. Gregovic
El Cerrito, California

CHURCH NOTICES
Congratulations 1o Senator  Frank
Church for The Global Crunch in vour
August issue. It's one of the most respon-
sible and realistic articles pertaining to
our loreign policy that I have ever read.
But we won't ger significant changes in
our lorcign or domestic policies until our
whole system of government is completely
changed, either violently or nonviolently.
Present political leadership is basically un-
responsive to reality. It is amazing that
we can still alk about the lack of free-
dom in the Iron Curtain wuntries while
we continue 1o support military dictator-
ships in Greece. Spain, Thailand, Argen-
tina, Brazil, Paraguay and Peru and an
cqually ruthless civilian dicatorship in
Haiti—not 10 mention an  incaeasingly
repressive political establishment at home.
Domes A. Rider
Seaside, Oregon

In his arucle, The Global Crunch,
Senator Church—one ol the hest men
in Congress—makes a plex for what
praYROY editors call “a realistic new
approach” in American [oreign policy:
a plea ftor rewenchment and nonin-
volvement, currents in the mainstream ol
growing ncoisolitionism. Among knowl-
cdgeable pcoplc abroad, it is a common-
place that the time will soon come when
whoever has accounts to settle will be
able 1o act without fear ol risking Ameri-
esponse: China and Pakistan against
India, North Korea against South Korea,




ollow you anywhere.

Hit her with tangy Tipalet Cherry. Or rich, grape-y Tipalet
Burgundy. Or luscious Tipalet Blueberry. It's Wild!

Tipalet. It's new. Different. Delicious in taste and in aroma.

A puff in her direction and she’ll follow you, anywhere.
Ohyes...you get smoking satisfaction without inhaling smoke.

Smokers of America,
TiPALEY. R PM'ET m m do yourself a flavor.

Make your next

cigarettea

Tipalet.

[ ] - v
MURIEL FALIRLE L ¥ MURICL
cioARS L f cianm




PLAYBOY

20

Oneguygot
heron
thefirst try.

With Yashica’s
Electro 35.

Walter Herstatt, photographer,
caught this doll—in just one exposure.

Without a flash!

Nice work, if you can get it. You
can. With the Yashica Electro 35, the
camera that has the revolutionary solid
state electronic shutter. It lets you
take great color shots in any light by
computing the exact exposure in a
range of 1/500th to 30 full seconds.

No more guesswork. No more “in-
surance” shots just to be sure. She
smiles. You love it. You shoot . You've
got her.

The Electro 35 is built for rugged
use, too, since its unique solid state
computer is encased in epoxy.

With Yashinon f/1.7 lens, under
$115 plus case. Complete kit, under
$220.
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Cuban  Castroites  against  Venezuela,
Egvpt and Syria against Israel, erc
The “internationalist” or “interven-
tionist” (according to point of view) era,
which opened with Americin aid o
Great Britain in the summer of 1940, is
ending. Whether this is good or bad is
beside the point: The end is around the
corner and has little to do with Republi-
can or Democratic policies. But for many
of us non-Americans who prefer democ-
racy, however imperiect, to dictatorship
and whose major goal is 10 improve and
not destroy democracy, it is fitting 10
recall what American internationalism-
interventionism achieved in the 30-year
interval berween the old and the new iso-
lationism. Senator Church has [aith in
the “sarvival and continuous appeal™ of
freedom. This Taith justilies, in his eves,
the policy once cilled appeasement in
Furope. Many European democrats re-
lied on that faith when opposition 10 the
Maos, Nassers and Castros ol the Twen-
ties and Thirties became 100 risky. But
the lesson of history is that the safest
reliance  for all, ilulm!iu;., those who
believe i democracy. is one's :lurlmm.n—
tion and the willingness 10 make s
fices. Between 1940 and 1969, American:
made great sacrifices—and  helpad  hun-
dreds of millions of people everywhere.
The decp hatred for the United States
by the enemics of democracy is the best
prool that Americans acted well.
Massimo Salvadori, Dwight W.
Morrow Prolessor ol History
Smith College
Northampton, Massachusetts

HOT PROPERTY
The Fire Fighters (mAvesoy, August)
cevoked a weird leeling ol vague famili-
arity with the scene and scenario that
soon had me flipping back for a closer
look at the name ol the author. Having
known Ernest Taves the psvchoanalyst,
I was delighted to find that he is also a
fine conjurer whose words vividly re-
create moments in a time long past. With
his prolessional background, he should
Lave many f[ascinating tales 10 relate.
Thank vou for uncovering this unsus-
pected facet of an old acquaintance.
Nelson H. Krielt. M. D.
Tallahassee. Florida

I am struck by the completely un-
biased trestment of the Negro characters
in The Fire Fighiers. 1 became so in-
volved with the fate of Ellsworth and
Lincoln that T lost all thought of the
color of their skin. This kind ol writing
should be published in many more maga-
anes, w0 prove that the universality of
our emotions has no truck with the color
ol our skins.

Herbert 1. Harris, M. D.
Cambridge, Massachusetts

Kudos to you for publishing that
gripping littde drama of crime and pun-

ishment, The Fire Fighters. 1 found that
these two men, and their escalation rom
knives to the Osaka Express, kcpl pur-
suing me long alter 1 finished the story.
Perhaps it's the psychiatric component;
anyway, Dr. Taves has done a preuy
classic job ol showing how a highly com-
petent,  readable,  drimatic  narative,
straightforward and open, can at the
same time be a1 marvelously intricate
mind stirrer.

Mary Racklifle

Newton Highlands, Massachuseus

ALL THAT GLITTERS

Franz Pick’s August article, Gold, was
a fascinating examination ol the hows
and whys of gold hoarding. Many people
think of hoarders as unbalanced latter-
day Silas Marners: but as Pick points out,
gold hoarding is a protection against un-
stable paper currencies. 1t may be illegal
in America, but it unfortunately makes
a great deal ol financial sense.

James Norman
APO San Francisco, Calilornia

I must admit that reading Gold was a
discouraging  experience, not because of
what Pick wrote but because of the lack
ol proper imtroduction of the author.
Your editors should have stated under
the tide of the article thar Pick is “a
leading exponent of the revaluation of
the price of monetary gold.™

The way Pick speaks of U.S. gold
losses, one would think that the Treasury
must have been getting rid ol our gold
for no consideration. Pick obviously for-
gets that this country acquired more than
six times the value in income-producing
properties lor every ounce of gold that
left the Treasury. During the time thar
the United States lost approximately 13
billion dollirs from its wold hoard, it
acquired abroad more than B0 billion
dollars” worth ol assets—assets that now
produce close 1o eight billion dollars a
vear in income. This income alone is
greater than the gold reserve of any
single foreign country and amounts 1o
more than ten percent of currem world
liguidity. Was that bad?

Increasing the monciary price of gold
would not help solve balance-of-paymenis
problems ol any country, with the possible
exception of South Africa. All central
bankers now recognize this and whole-
heartedly sponsor the U.S. policy ol
maintaining the monetary gold price ar
585, The only eflect of doubling the
monetary gold price would be to give a
windfall profit of more than 20 billion
dollars 1o gold hoarders. Since no poor
person owns gold, why should the gov-
crnments ol the world adopt a help-the
rich policy at the time we are committed
first to eradicate poverty?

There simply is no good cause nor a
need for revaluation of the monetary
gold price, the exception being il this
country should face a choice between
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Whatever play you call you can always
rely on one of the fine automatic
turntables from BSR McDonald. Take
the BSR McDonald 600 for example.
It has every feature you could want
tor optimum fidelity in your hi-fi sys-
tem. Comes complete with pre-
installed Shure elliptical cartridge,
dust cover and power base that shuts
off the entire system automatically
after the last record has played. If
you want to play the favorite insist
on BSR McDonald—precision crafted
in Great Britain by the world's largest
maker of automatic turntables.

- McDONALD .

BSR (USA) LTD. - BLAUVELT, N.Y. 10913

Please send FREE detailed literature
on all BSR McDonald automatic turntables.

Name

Address

City

State Zip

depression or revaluation. On the other
hand, the free gold market price should
he permitted to fluctuate freely: and it is
my expectation that in the foresecable
future, the range will be confined to
S37T-547.

Charles R. Stahl, President

Economic News Agency

Princeton, New Jersey

MACHINE AGE
Robert Sheckley's far-out Can You Feel
Anything When I Do This? (rravvoy,
August) typifies an ever-increasing num-
ber of women. Melisande Durr is cer-
tainly a cold. heartless bitdh, but I had
hopes for her as her cmeellitor was being
palpated. I understand something ol what
the vacuum cdeaner must have lelt, be-
cause for severul months now, I've been
in love with my clectric can opener.
David I'. Webber
Halifax, Nova Scotia

SMOTHERS LODE
August’s Si. Thomas and the Dragon,

by Richard Warren Lewis, was a well-
written., well-researched piece. However,
like most stories about the Smothers
brothers, it had a “business adventure
story” flavor to it. Nobody has really got
into whar the show was philosophically
or what it meant and could have meant
to art, to morality, te people. 1 think it
was more than a James Bond clash with
business.

Mison Williams

Los Angeles, California

Due to a lack of TV censorship in our
country, Canadians had the good for-
tune to see all the Smothers shows unex-
purgated. Both Canadian TV networks,
CBC and CTV, have shown controversial
programs in the past, some entertai
ment, some public affairs. I don't believe
our country is in a state of moral decay
because of it. The Smothers brothers had
the only show on TV that tried 1o get
Americans off their asses 10 do some-
thing about the Vietnam war, the poverty
and the racism rampant throughout the
United States. Their spirit was even be-
ginning to rub off on our apathetic
Canadian  populition. So. 1 would like
to issue an invitition to the Smothers
brothers to come up and produce their
show in Canada, land of the free and
home of the conscientious objector.

Frank G. Cameron
Dartmouth, Nova Scotia

Lewis" article is certainly the definitive
word on the whole Smothers brothers
controversy. But with all the [uss over
censorship, one of the show’s most im-
portant contributions has, unfortunate-
ly, been overlooked.

The Smothers Brothers Comedy Hour
provided the greatest opportunity for
new young talent since the earliest days
of television. From the show have come

outstanding  performers, including Pat
Paulsen, Glen Campbell, John Hartford,
Mason Williams, Jennifer Warren and
The First Edition. Equally important has
been the d(-\'clopmmll of a number of
people whose names you never sec ex-
cept in the credits,

It is difficult o get a job in Hollywood
without an impressive list of credits. Yet,
Tom Smothers recognized the value of
hiring writers who didn't know what
couldn’t be done; and with his unique
ability 1o judge talent, he has given a
start. to dozens of people who will be
making important contributions to tele-
vision for years to come. It is for this
reasont that the loss of The Smothers
Brothers Comedy Howr is most tragic.

Ken Kragen
Beverly Hills, California

I was mildly disturbed at the specious
reasoning i the article on the Smothers
brothers. The objection to their “social
comment™ lies not in their right o dis-
sent but in the way they went about
it—with irresponsible, prejudiced  and
imncitive  lack of objectivity. Criticism
should be permitted in the mass media
as long as it is responsible, objective and
does not degenerate into malicious slan-
der or pucrile mockery of a person, per-
sons or philosophy. It is the height of
sophistry to stereotype law-enforcement
officers, the estblishment or the grem
mass of people sitting in their ho-hum
living rooms as unhappy oalfs, boobs and
mindless automatons, and then whining-
ly call this a valid form of dissent when
a large portion of the audience seems
insulted. I[ the Smothers sull feel a
burning nced to heap abuse on the
system that provides them with a dispro-
portionate amount of material wealth
and security, they could resort o paving
for their time on the air as politicians
must do.

These Pied Pipers of the New Lelt
should be more tolerant of those of us
who cannot afford 10 have our perspec-
tive restored by psychoanalysis or have
our lives made more bearable by psycho-
pharmacological agents that pick us up
in the morning, sustain our Liltering cgos
throughout the endless bleak days and
silelv tuek us o our beds at night.

R. Rampton

Jacksonville, North Carolina

It's about time somebody did some-
thing about those nasty Smothers broth-
ers and their unfounded attacks on
evervthing that’s decent in American
socicty. What's the sense ol having a
gl:cuc'} il cvervone’s going to start com-
plaining about it? And if every malcon-
tent in this country was allowed 1o speak
his mind, we'd never have won the war
in Vietnam.

Andrew Golden
alo Alto, California



You’ve probably noticed. No matter how hard
some guys try to look casual, they end up looking
more like a casualty.

We've noticed. Which accounts for what
we've done in our Kings Road Collection. We've
come up with a casual (but planned) mixture of
colors, patterns and textures.

We call it our Country Look.

And the great thing about it is, it comes in

=

KINGS
ROAD

shop =

four great-looking Country Colors—brown, gold,
oreen and blue.

Perma-Prest”, trim-cut slacks under $10.
Perma-Prest” Jeans under $7. Virgin lamb’s wool
v-neck sweater under $15. Mock turtle knit shirt
in 100% Nomelle* virgin Orlon” acrylic, under $9.
Virgin Shetland wool pullover with rib knit crew
collar under $16. Available at selected Sears
stores and in Caralog.

*DUPONT REGISTERED TRADEMARK
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Drive the strong one.

Dollar for dollar; it goes the other
gdlass-belted tires one better:

What’s the one better? Firestones
exclusive Triple-Strength Construction.




Firestone’s new “78”

This is the terrific new tire that Firestone devel-
oped for the 1970 cars.

In all the 69 years that we've been building tires,
we’ve never before made one that would give you so
much mileage per dollar. Thousands and thousands
more miles than you'd ever expect.

The “78” has polyester cords and a double
fiberglass belt. That’s one reason why it’s so strong.

But the big reason is that the new “78” has
Firestone’s Triple-Strength Construction. That’s the
way Firestone—and only Firestone—bonds the tread
to the body, reinforces the sidewalls and insulates
every cord.

Look for the new Deluxe Champion® “78” at
your Firestone store or dealer’s now. Just ask for
the strong one. You’'ll be glad you did. For years.




More And more people are Taking 10 Kenr.

T

© Lorillard Corporation 1969

Smokers like the rich taste. The micronite filter.
Just the very idea of smoking Kent. Because it

is one of the world's most desirable cigarettes...
more and more people are taking to Kent.

KING SITE
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PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

W(‘ are pleased to report that a splen-
did advance in the human condition
15 presently a-bwilding in Potomac, Mary-
Llind. A group ol dedicued real-estate
developers—members ol a profession olien

nrihgned for ats dearth o humanitarian

impulses—has come up with a definitive
means of coping with the dimate ol vio-
lence that  curremly  prevails lfrom  sea
to polluted sea. Clearly concerned about
the precipitous inarease in robberies, mug
ack-

gings, rapes and murders. they are :
mg the problem at its source by areating
visionary new social unit—the fortified
suburh. According to their plans, the sub-
division will “provide maximum security
tor residents during dis  crimeridden
e’ As a spokesman put 1z "We
going to give people sulety, something
they can't get amyplace else™— and they’ll
be able to ger it at the modest price of
S200,000 per home.

If vou buy imo Maximum Security
Meadows—our suggesied mame lor the
iu'njl‘ct—)'tm will get, among many im-
aginative  features, the sauslaction  of
knowing that on all sides. vou are sur-
rounded by a high wire fence. “The
plans.” |(‘])d| ts the San Francisco Chroni-
cle, Ushow two entrances for the entne
subelivision, both Hanked by guardhouses.

All nomresidents will he stopped
by gwirds who will phone the homeown-
ers being visited for permission 1o admit
them. Residents will carry adentification
cards. . School children will be picked
up at their and taken to the
suard station at the enwrance, where they
will board a regular school bus. |
ML S, Meadows also promises prospective
owners that elecironte sensors, like CIA
Christmas-tree ornaments, will adorn cer-
tain strategically located shrubs.

While we bow to no one in our esteem
for this bold sociological experiment, we
must observe that the precautionary meas-
ures at  Maximum  Sccurity  Meadows
aren’'t all that they could bhe. As the
pl;ms now stand, for instance, any enter-
prising maniitc or militant could tunnel
under the wire fence and pillage o his
heart's content, without fear of capture.
We submit that towering stone walls—
festooned with machine-gun turrets and

homes

carbon-arc searchlights—should immedi-
ately replace the ineffeaiive lence. And
we're sure that the inmates—sorry about
that—residents—would feel even saler
il a moat were dug around the walls and
stocked with Large, illtempered creatures
ol various kinds. A mine held and a
DMZ bevond the moat wounldn't be a
bad idea, either.

It also concerns us that one has only

to show an L. 1. card o get inside. Sober
reflection should convinee the developers
that counterleiting roday 15 a lighly re-
fined art—and ouce bevond the check
point, a bogus resident could cut through
the fence from within to admit the hordes
that await outside poised Tor the auack.
It seems obvious that residents—real or
s—atnul least be

bow visttors should e
stripped, searched. photographed, inter-
rogated and held incommunicado (under
the provisions ol recently proposed de-
tention-on suspicion laws) while the FBI
truces their past.

Upon considering the mater Turther,
we fear for the vouth in Maximum Seca-
nty Meadows: Who is 1o protea them
when they leave the idvllic precinas of
their suburb and ride in 2
school bus™ to that blackboard jungle
known as the coumry day school? Cer-
tainly, the planners could be vigilant
enough to provide an armor-plated vehidle
equipped with mortarprool slass and a
squad ol National Guardsmen—although
anyone agree that an additonal
tank escort is worth thinking about. Their
fathers, stout souls, will have only their
steel-plinted,  bulletprool  automobiles
(optionally appurtenanced  with  smoke-
sarcen devices, minirocket Launchers, oil
slick spigots and  chrome  hand-grenade
racks) between them and danger when
they leave the Meadows for the oflice; but
why must children be exposed o the
perils ol reality hefore their time has
(ome?

On the home [ront, we're sure that
cach resident will also want to protect
himsell against unforeseeable antisocial
behavior on the part of his neighbors.
After all, the lellow next door who joins
vou for a few rounds of golf in the
alternoon could be focusing you in his

“recular

would

cross hairs by dinnertime. In keeping
with the spirit that made America great,
we hesitite to infringe on the constitu-
tional right of each American to arm
himself with the weapon ol his dhoice—
but we'd like to point out that recent
technological advances have made possi-
ble such innovations as the eleciric bavo-
net (with 20-foot extension cord). impact
grenades shaped like charcoal briquettes
and a deadly nerve gas thar can be dis-
seminated by a lawn-sprinkling system.

Unlortunately, even these reasoned
precautions can't guard against a more
imsidious  threat—the dinger of a pre-
emptive strike from one’s loved ones,
Even the best-adjusted Gnmilies have their
internal tensions. Nothing less than in-
dividual bombprool bedrooms can give
a genuine assurance ol peacelul sleep—
and awakening. The resulting mansions
might tend 1o be built according to the
Alcatraz school ol architeciure, hat the
stvle would at least be consistent—and
would complement the swriking appear-
ance ol the surrounding walls.

H these minimal sieps are taken, we
see nothing but a sunny luture for Maxi-
mum Security Meadows. Indecd. the only
cloud on the horizon—apart from the
once created by the sprinklersysiem fall-
out—is the [Lict that  competitors e
bound to begin springing up around it
Soon, we lear, a new lortified suburh
the Meadows will bhe zoned for
multiple dwellings. Children, like the
dwellings themselves, will multiply like
rabbits; overcrowding occur: vio-
lence will increase; people will seck big-
ger, better living  conditions;  and, in
accordance with the werritorial imperative,
they will cast covetous glinces through
the gun slits at the expansive manicured
lawns of the Meadows. We can only hope
that community leaders in this new Eden
will be forward-thinking enough to take
the only step possible: A small but
elhcient private army must be recruited,
followed by aerial surveillance of the
encroaching suburb. Secret underground
bunkers—containing an arsenal of short-
range ABM-type missiles—must be con-
structed as a deterrent w sneak attack.
The pricc ol Ireedom, as we all know, is

Hnear
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PAIR DU TEMPS

the romantic perfume by Nina Ricci, Paris

In perfume, spray perfume, eau de toilette to splash and spray, and every-
thing for the bath. The collector’s bottle: A Lalique Crystal Original

eternal vigilimee: and we feel surve the
developers will agree that such sensible
measures will enable Maximumm Security
Meadows 1o preserve the wav ol lile thin
could make it a paradigm ol social plan-
ming for centuries (o come.

=

During President Nixon's meeting with
President Thicu ar Madwav Ishnd Taste
June, The Et Paso Tines veported thae
aflter the opening ceremony, “the two
leaders drove slowly to their first Tormal
meeting at the house of the Midwiy hase
commander. They passed scores of sailors
m whites Iming the roadway and manv ol
the island’s lamous gooney birds. These
included Secretary of State William P,
Rogers and  Delense Secretary Melvin
Land on the Americin side, and 1heir
South Vietnamese coumterparts, Foreign
Mimister Tran Chanh Thanh and De-
fense Minister Licoienant General Ngu-
venr Van Vy."

F

We had been idly pondering what the
Germans were doing, these days, 1o work
off all that Stuvm wund Dyang lor which
they were once so noteworthy, when we
cune upon an issue ol Pariety disclosing
the German titles of Anglo-\merican
movies. We feel sure Doris Dav would
recoil from the theater marquee on
which With Six You Get Fgaroll was
interpreted as The Man in Mama’s Bed.
Good Neighbor Sam lhis become Lend
Me Yornr Hushand and the imnocent-
sounding Girl on a Motoreyele was ve
uttled Naked Under Leather, What's So
Bad About Feeling Good turned o
Wedding Night in Front of Withesses
and Come Blow Your Hornm o If My
Bedroom  Could  Tall:.  Lover Come
Back is A Paivr of Pajmas for Tico
and Adoance to ihe Rear is plaving as
Heroes Without Pants. BDut the wapper,
we think, is I Love You, Alice B, Tollas,
which the Germans are calling Ler Me
Kiss Your Butterfly.

: -

Sign seen in the window ol a Chicaigo
restaurant: EAT NOW—PAY WAITER

Capital job offer fvomm the Taronio
Globe and Matl want ads: “Guillotime
Operator. Skilled Only.”

A 20th Centurv-Fox  cast-call  sheer
posted in the lobby ol the Hilion Hotel
in Tunis anvaed due aneontion brom
the nonshow-business cuests, Listing the
next davs work schedule. the notice
read: 10 aAx—Anouk XNimde and M-
chael York, commence seduction. I not
complete by noon, hnish alier lnnch. ™

In case you were wondering. the " ju
dicial Law™ scaion of the Minncota
State Bar Association publicition states:
“Order denving motion to vacale an

order :_;_l':m[illg aomotion lor sunmmar

judgmt'nl 1S not il]:l]:ll..'.'ll:llll(_‘_ An order




If youre smart eno
to know how little you know
.youre ready.
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Great Books are published by Encyclopaedia Britannica in collaboration with the University of Chicago.

Begin a fascinating adventure we call Great
Books Living. Here’s what it’s all about.

In school you learned mostly the skills of learning. How to
read, write, communicate, and assimilate facts.

As an adult you learn by applying experience to ideas.
And from this comes understanding, maturity, and, hope-
fully, a measure of wisdom.

Why is adult learning so important? Because it enables
you to live a full, rich, rewarding life. It is the only way
you'll live a complete life.

Here’s how Great Books can help. By making Great
Books reading a part of your life, you can participate in a
fascinating idea exchange that has shaped 3,000 years of
Western Civilization. You will be sharing the thoughts and
experiences of the greatest minds the world has known.
Plato, Shakespeare, Tolstoy, Freud, and many more. A set
of 443 masterpieces only available in the magnificent 54-
volume Great Books home library.

The $1,000,000 Syntopicon

What makes these writings so important are the great ideas
they contain. And what makes the Great Books home library
so valuable is the immediate access it provides to these great
ideas through an amazing idea finder called the Syntopicon.

Here—in two ingenious volumes—you’ll find the 102 Great
Ideas of mankind, subclassified into thousands of topics,
listed, explained, and referenced by page and paragraph,
for all the greatest authors that Western Civilization has
produced.

Suppose you want to look up the idea of Religion. The
Syntopicon gives you a thorough understanding of religion
as developed down through the ages. It then lists every
reference to religion found in Great Books. No longer must
you read Great Books volume by volume, author by author.
With the Syntopicon you can go directly to the very words
each author has expressed on the profound subject.

Living and learning with Great Books may be the
most enjoyable, exhilarating experience you'll ever have.

Now you are ready. Now is the time to begin.

Send for FREE Booklet

GREAT
BOOKS

Just fill out awd mail the enclosed postage-paid
reply card and we'll send you a free 16-page
booklet describing Great Books in detail. If card
1s missing, write Great Books, Dept. 700-N,
425 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60611.

| GREAT BOOKS
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Wollensak delivers everything but the horse

For full home-on-the-range stereo,
Wollensak is way ahead of the herd.

For example, this Wollensak 4800
stereo cassette recorder delivers a
sound as big as the cutdoors. An
outstanding full-frequency
performance from separate acoustic
suspension speakers. New solid state
amplifier reproduces sound absolutely
faithful to the original.

Wollensak interlocked controls
provide easier, error-free operation.

Exclusive bi-peripheral drive allows
use of a full size fly-wheel for better
wow and flutter characteristics.

And it’s all enclosed in a handsome
hand-rubbed walnut case.

In fact, Wollensak delivers a full
line of stereo and monaural tape
recorders. Some with separate
speakers. Some with handy cassettes.
Nobody knows more about
sound-on-tape or has more
experience in tape recording than
3M Company. No wonder you can
expect the best from the bold new
world of Wollensak sound.

But Wollensak can not
deliver the horse.

You'll have to ride your own.

Uollensak 3M
TAPE RECORDERS

denving a motion to vacate a nonap-
pealable order is also nonappealable.”
Any questions?

-

Our Plowshares Into Swords Award
goes to the First Reformed Church of
Steelton, Pennsvlvania, which closed its
doors after 85 years of ministering. Find-
ing 5150 remaining in its Sunday-school
fund, the church fathers donated it to
the local police [orce—"10 purchase
Mace outhis.”

-

A questionnaire sent out by the
Hampshire, England, five department to
businesses in the area included the im-
pudent question, “How many people
do you employ, broken down by sex?”

Caveat emptor: A Burlingame, Califor-
nia, man recently ordered two motorcy-
de crash helmets from Montgomery Ward.
They arrived in a box marked: FRAGILE,

Sex in advertising has invaded the hard-
nosed world of mechanics. In its ad in
Plant Engineering for a new roller bear-
ing, Republic Automation Systems un-
abashedly states in indi-high type: “It
TAKES BALLS TO START A REVOLUTION,”

BOOKS

The Fifth Column ond Four Stories of the
Spanish Civil Wor (Scribner’s), republished
30 years alter their original appearance,
illustrates the extent to which Ernest
Hemingway viewed the world through
the window of bovhood [antasy; his best
work cleaned the surface until he could
see the reality bevond, and his worst
merely polished it until he could see
nothing but his own reflection. The
Fifth Column, a play Hemingway him-
sell came to call “The Four Ninety-Five
Column Marked Down From Five,” is
little more than a cloak-and-bragzart
account of Philip Rawlings’ counterespion-
age adventures in wartime Madrid, char-
acterized by postcoitus coyness (“vou leel

. sort ol like a snow storm if snow
wasn't cold and didn’t melt”), the ex-
cruciatingly simple talk ol the natives
(“take care yourself Mr. Philip,” “I not
joke I'm a serious™) and a lake [ade-out
eloquence (“you do it so no one will
ever be hungry . . . go to her now, she
needs vou”). In the stories, on the other
hand, a fine irony saves the heroics and
the simplifications, instead of serving
Papa’s posturing, cut cleanly through 1o
the wagic complexity of moral decision.
The narrator ol The Denunciation takes
another man’s blame for (urning a fascist
sympathizer over to the police, but the
nobility of his sacrifice is undercut by his
awareness of having  hall-intentionally
prodded the reluctant squealer. In The
Buiterfly and the Tank, a bar brawl
results in death through misunderstand-
ing, revealing not only that all wars are



Lees are Satu rday night.

EVERY DAY OF THE WEEK

Leens®

These are the hip-hugging, nest-looking slacks of Celanese Fortrel and cotton.
Fortrel po|yester helps keep ‘em looking fresh, new and bright. Our Lee-Prest®
feature keeps them permanently pressed. Two fabrics and 10 colors to
choose from: Available at better stores everywhere. From $7.

R i LEENS, LE€.. FORTREL

H. D. Lee Company, Inc,, Dept. A, P. O. Box 440, Shawnee Mission, Kansas 66201. Also available In Canada.




It decides when to flash.

Stick a flashcube on an ordinary camera and it'll flash with every shot
until it's finished.
Too bad.
Good picture-taking calls for flash when you need it, no flash when
you don’t — real fast!
It calls for one of the Minolta Autopaks.
The only instant-loading cameras in the world that decide for them-
selves when to fire and turn the flashcube.
Shown is the Minolta Autopak® 800. Under $80, plus case, with an
automatic film advance that lets you take 12 shots in 14 seconds with
just one winding. Plus a range-
finder for sharp, easy focusing.
¥ o0 Other Minolta Autopaks from less
v 1! than $55.
/ Why stick a flashcube on an ordi-
nary camera?
Now that the extraor-
dinary Autopaks are
here.

PLAYBOY
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Minolta
Autopak

minclta

with the
quality difference.

For literature, write Mincita Corp., 200 Park Ave. So., N.Y., N.Y. 10003. In Canada: Anglophoto Lid.

In§lanl-loading cameras

hip
vva”et

Reared as a swinger, the Prince Gardner

Hip Wallets are really Pocket Secretaries with

raom for everything but the bulge. Created

extra skinny they still have o place for credit

cards, pictures, travel or theater tickets,

pers, currency, cards and even a litlle black

z‘;ok for your unlisted numbers. When you

own a Prince Gardner Hip Wallet, you have

expert stitching. A variety of fashion styles and

rich leather backing you up.

Prince Gardner, St. Lavis, Mo. A Division of SWANK, INC.

PRINCE GARDNER”

civil wars but that victim and execution-
er are parmers in the dance of death. A
third story contrasts the waking night-
mares ol @ tank commander and a pilot,
the cowardly wavs courageous men sur-
vive the Night Before Battle. And in
Under the Ridge, “the nearest any man
wits 1o victory that day™ was a Frendiman
who, in a supreme moment of clari-
ty, simply walked away [rom the battle-
ficld—an irony redoubled as the narrator
himsell walks past the executed deserter’s
corpse while leaving the bauleficld o
take refuge in the safety of Madrid. The
milieu ol these stories is not the ficld of
combat but the no man's land of moral
ambiguity; their drama is not heroic ac-
tion but moral conflict; their complex
ironies cannot be resolved by political
stance or emotional formula. least of all
by the Papa Bull hervoics of Philip Rawl-
ings. It has been said that Hemingway's
tragedy was not that he came belore his
time but that he lived past it. Yet if he
could see with such “watcr-over-gravel”
clarity the moral ambiguities in even the
Spanish Civil War, onc wonders what
appalling insights he might have discov-
cred in the waters of a more recent civil
war.

I Sing the Body Electric! (Knopl) is Ray
Bradbury's first maior collection of short
storics in five yewrs. It muay well be
his best since the word-blazing days of
The Martiun Chronicles. As readers ol
rraveoy know (three of the 18 stories in
this anthology first appeared in these
pages), Bradbury’s magic lies in making
otherworldliness familiar and transform-
ing the familiar into something strange
and chilling. In the collection’s title sto-
ry, for example, he gives us a robot
grandmother programmed 1o minister to
the emotional needs of three motherless
children. Bradbury manipulates time and
space to cxplore the minds and souls of
his all-too-human  people. He invokes
mysteries and  evokes nostalgia. A De-
pression-uprooted  famuly  has  its  Lanth
in the future restored by a legend "writ-
ten” by a hen in white calcium on the
cggs she lavs. An admirer ol Hemingway
arranges a nobler death for Papa with
the help of a most unusual time ma-
chine. A young couple exile themselves
for lile into an unknown dimension to
he with their baby, who was born there.
The stories range across a broad specirum
of emotions, centuries and worlds, from
Irish-whiskied comedies in Dublin to sus-
pense and madness in some unsuspected
future. Wherever he travels in the time
continuum, Ray Bradbury's touch and
LasLe are &S (TUEe as ever.

-

Taking G. M. Trevelyan for his model,
J- C. Furnas explains the limited scope of
The Americans (Putnam), a social history
of the United States, lrom 1587 1o 1914:
“History with the politics left out.” The
technique gives short shrift to politics not



DEWAR'S PROFILES

( Pronounced Do-ers “White Label”)
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BARBARA WATERSTON
HOME: New York, New York
AGE: 29
PROFESSION: Photographer, writer
HOBBIES: More photography
LAST BOOK READ: My Antonia
LAST ACCOMPLISHMENT: Wrote the book,

“Pull Yourself Together or How to ook Marvelous on
Next to Nothing.” It sold out two hard-cover printings.
QUOTE: “I'm after a moment, a picture that captures
a feeling that, will rouse the person looking at it.
Composition, design, staged shots—some other
photographer can do that.”

PROFILE: Uncompromising. Self-assured. Brings to
commercial photography the honesty and sensitivity
she feels toward the world around her.

SCOTCH: Dewar's “White Label.”

ELENDED SCOTCH WHISKY - 86.8 PROOF « © SCHENLEY IMPORTS CO.. N.Y., KY.

Dewar’s never varies

Certain fine whiskies from the hills and glens of
Scotland are blended into every drop of Dewar's
“White Label."”

Before blending, every one of these selected
whiskiesis rested and matured inits own snug vat.

Then, one by one, they're brought together by .

the skilled hand of the master blender of Perth,
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Mac Baren’s:
The tobaccos to
linger over.

When you select one of Muc Baren's
thirteen blends, settle back. Take time
to enjoy the distinctive fluvor of these

Duanish-blended pipe tobaccos, Each

bas been painstakingly blended in a

process that lusts two whole years.
They've never been rushed,
And they never rush.

MAIL COUPON WITH 25¢ AND RECEIVE
2 SAMPLES AND A CATALOG OF ALL
MAC BAREN BLENDS.

Name:

Address: a o
{ Sureer)

(Ciry) (State)  (Zip Code)

FIRESIDE TOBACCO CORP.
125 W. 24ch Se, N.Y., N.Y. 10011 P
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only in the namrow sense but in the Aris-
totelian sense as well. Long on data, short
on ideas, it deliberately scants many of
the muajor intellectual currents that have
moved this nation in fivor ol constructing
a breath-takingly detailed mosaic of Amer-
icin life and manners during three cen-
wries. It's almost all here—lood and
drink, diseases and recreations, architec-
ture and inventions, temperance and suf-
frage and fashion wends, from men's hats
to ladies’ underwear. Taken in short doses
(otherwise. the mass of detail overwhelms)
and granting Furnas’ need to move swilt-
ly down memory lane, The Americans be-
comes one of those rare relerence works
that are both encydopedic and readable.
Early settlers, moved by greed and cour-
age, were so sure of finding a passage to
the Orient that a French backwoodsmun
in the Iate 1630s “took along a ceremonial
robe of embroidered Chinese damask 10
dress up in when paving his respects.” The
shrewd voung sailors of New England
made fortunes in white pepper from Su-
matra, tallow from Madagascr and cotton
from India. Two brothers named Tudor
from Boston were more inventive: They
worked out ways to preserve ice and ex-
ported the precious commodity to the Far
East and Australia. The examples effort-
lessly multiply, to almost 1000 pages.
-

Speaking to a writer of detective sto-
ries in Eric Ambler's The Intercom Conspir-
acy (Atheneum), a lady reader says of
his books, “Of course. I enjoved them. I
think thev're highlv ingenious and much
better written than most. Above all, no-
body in them is made to behave stupid-
ly.” Had she added what his wit is triple
sec and sprinkled through his novels
with a judicious hand. she might have
been speaking of Ambler himself, though
his genre is the spy adventure. This is
the 13th such adventure by the author of
A Coffin for Dimitvios and Passage lo
Arms, and it has the virtues one would
expect from such a practiced craltsman.
(It also has defeas that one would not
expect, such as sections that are nothing
more than padding and some hrst-person
narrative that is wo novelistic) But,
unluckilv for Ambler, his virtues seem
almost Edwardian in a world whose view
of spies has been shaped—or warped—by
John Le Carrd on the one hand and Ian
Fleming on the other. The conspiracy of
the title is the brain child of a pair of
mordantly prankish spies, highly placed
in the secret intelligence services of two
small NATO nations. Equally unim-
pressed by the U S, AL and the U.S. S, R,
they decide 10 channel information, det-
rimental 10 both superpowers, through
Intercom, a zanily right-wing newsletier
published in Geneva, Their purpose is
to get a sizable sum of cash in return for
their permanent silence. They achieve
this aim through a series of dever ma-
neuvers: but the editor of Intereom, un-
aware of how he is being used. finds

himself hassled by the CTA and badgered
by the Russian KGB. The [act that verbs
no suonger than hassled and badgered
will do 10 describe the editor's treaument
indicates how distant Ambler is from the
current vogues for violence and sardonic
realism. Nor is he given much 10 sex.
Those wha enjoy the unfolding of an
intricate plot will find the book engag-
ing: but those who look in their spy
adventures for blood, brutality, broads
and bewrayal will have w go looking
elsewhere.
-

Il Diogenes had plied his eccentric
trade today, he might have found that
his honest man currently occupics Gracie
Mansion, overlooking the East River. At
least that’s one of several conclusions
that emerge from the conversations that
make up a sizable chunk of Nat Hen-
toft's A Political Life: The Educotion of John
V. Lindsay (Knopf). Unlike most politi-
cal biographies, this one is neither pult
nor hatchet job. It's a detailed report on
a political man in process. Hentoff is a
long-standing Lindsay watcher and, rath-
er than reduce his subject 1o a set of pat
generalizations, he permits his complex
subject to emerge from extensive talks
with him, his associates and his antago-
nists. The focus is on Lindsay’s years as
the mayor of New York—where munici-
pal strikes, budget crises, racial tensions,
air pollution and a corps of dedicated
muggers spell Fun City, particularly for
the man whese job it is to eliminate
them all. The way Lindsay and his team
tackle these enduring urban ills forms
the main theme of A Political Life. Start-
ing out with the energetic mavor's initial
high-speed collision with that creaking
wreek called the city bureaucracy, right
through Lindsay’s unsuceessful bid to
win the Republican primary last spring,
Hentoft shows us a man with an un-
flagging dedication o the public good.
We sce him making his share ol mistakes
and accumulating more than his share of
encmies—but he learns from both his
defeats and his successes, and this makes
A Political Life a fine behind-the-scenes
account of the making of a mavyor.

L]

Those who enjoyed The Manor by
Isaac  Bashevis Singer, part of which
graced these pages, will not be disap-
pointed in its sequel, The Estate (Farrar,
Suaus & Giroux). Here in plenty are
good people and bad, the hicky and the
il fated, converts and apostates—hut
people all, no fakes. The story that be-
gan with Calman Jacoby in the Polish
town ol Jampol back in 1863 goes for-
ward i this volume to the end of the
century, with a lecund proliferation of
human  beings and human  problems.
What the author does most successfully is
recreate the castern European aumos-
phere as it existed prior to and during
the great Jewish immigration to Ameri-
ca. The conHict central to Singer's writing
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lnlroducing the Hamilton Chronomatic.
Is $200 too much to pay for years of winning rallies,
timing free falls, and perfect 3-minute eggs?

This is the only egg timer made that makes you look
like a he-man. Because the new shock-resistant
calendar Chronomatic is a rug‘ged. durable, multi-
purpose timepiece. Not just a watch.

It's calibrated to record 1/5 second intervals
with a sweep second hand. There are stop-start and
reset buttons as well as hour and minute totalizers.
And it's water protected up to three atmospheres.
There's even a tachymeter, for sports car bulfs, And
the se]f-winding mechanism that makes it com-
pletely automatic is placed right in the heart of the
movement instead of on top. So the Chronomatic is
thinner than you'd expecl.

It's a perfect gift. For pilots. Engincers. Scien-
tists. Photographers. Doctors. TV Producers. Sports-
men. And even up-lig]ll [)usinessmen who are fussy
about their 3-minute eggs.

HIAANTILT OMN Beautilul time. Year alter year after year alter year

Hamilton Walch Company, Lancaster, Penna. * Bienne, Switzerland = Brussels = London * Toronto
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ROBERTS
beats the

high cost of
living it up!

If you thought you could never
afford a luxurious solid state
stereo tape recorder with big
concert-hall sound, 4-speed
flexibility, the exclusive

ROBERTS Cross Field Head,

40 watts peak power output,

and a raft of professional features
to make you the envy of every
music lover on the block. . . jog
(do not walk) to your nearest
ROBERTS Dealer for the bargain of
a lifetime. We're introducing this
new magnificent 771X at an un-
believably low price . . . our own
anti-inflationary measure to cool
down the high cost of living it up!

The Pro Line

@& ROBERTS

Div. of Rheem Manulacturing Co.
Los Angeles, California S0016

“Ready when
you are,C2B.

C2B is ready, too.
Ready to helpyou £

shoot profes-
sional-looking
super 8 movies.

Because Bauer's C2B camera has
professional features, like smooth 8-to-1 Bay
power zoom Schneider f/1.8 lens, three © ' ‘YER
battery-powered speeds including true L‘".‘.a,%, |
slow motion, automatic wiping mask for ~,
fade-ins and fade-outs, manual override
of auto exposure control for special ef-
fects, bright reflex viewfinding,
through-the-lens CdS electric-eye
exposure control and buiit-in
pistol grip for steady hand-
held shots.
Ask your dealer to

demonstrate the C2B
and Bauer's seven other
versatile cameras (includ-
ing the exclusive, new
C-Royal, the only super-8
that shoots lap dissolves)
and two auto-threading
projectors. They all put on a
great show.

Bater:

From $50 to under $525°

Allied Impex Corp.,
168 Glen Cove Road,
Carle Place, N.Y. 11514,
Chicage. Dallas; Glendale,
Calif. In Canada: Kingsway
Film Equipment Ltd., Ontario.
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is simple: to be or not to be a Jew. The
question is turned like a beautifully cut
gem, sparkling with questions of faith,
philosophy, science, sacred and profane
love. The time Singer writes of in The
Estate js the period known in Jewish
history as “The Enlightenment,” that
19th Century awakening when the Jew
began to break out of his mental, spirit-
wil and physical pale. The grandchil-
dren of Calman Jacoby smuggle pistols
and cartridges beneath their dresses for
the sake of the proletariat, while other
grandchildren join a new trickle of histo-
ry that is flowing from Europe to Pales-
tine. Especially illuminating are the
glimpses of New York City as seen by
Jews who came to the “Golden Medina™
for reasons other than hounding necessi-
tv. They were fairly welloff folk who
looked with shock and disenchantment
on the democratic squalor of the New
World. All this is told in the traditional-
Iy rich Yiddish style of doleful human
acceptance and heavenly exaltation; and
if there is something wrong, it is not in
the tale nor the telling but in sheer
numbers. Even if you have read The
Manor, a pencil and paper are useful to
keep record of the children and grand-
children, lovers, nieces, nephews, step-
fathers and stepmothers. Singer’s forest
of numes demands a family tree.
-

In digging into Edward R. Murrow’s
career with the Columbia Broadcasting
System, which lasted from 1935 to 1961,
cortespondent  Alexander Kendrick re-
calls a vital era of broadcasting: Hear
It Now, See It Now, Small World,
CBS Reports and Person to Person. Per-
haps the best part of Prime Time (Little,
Brown) is the recreation of Murrow's
wartime radio reports from London dur-
ing the blitz. Murrow was “the young
man with the dark look and creased
lorehead whose measured cadence, “This

15 London,” and trenchant style
brought to this country not only vivid
firsthand reporting, not only sober polit-
ical and social :lp[:-r;lis;tl, but also the
. . . awareness that Britain was not real-
ly an island and that in her ordeal,
whatever the outcome, the bell tolled
also for the United States.” After the
War, Murrow returned to New York and
CBS as vice-president in charge of news
and public aflairs. The fact that he was
virtually autonomous within the compa-
ny, reporting occasionally to his friend,
board chairman William Paley, gave him
the chance to do preity much as he
wanted. Calling on the wlents of such
reporters as Howard K. Smith, William
Shirer, Eric Sevareid and David Schoen-
brun, he aimed to provide the public
with a window on the real world, to take
elevision out of the “realm of parlor
ginmes, soap opera, idle chatter, synthetic
personalities and old movies.” Many of
the See It Now and CBS Reports shows
were highly controversial, upsetting CBS



If you were flyin
th)éConcorcY 9
tomorrow

‘youdwe
a Rolex.

One essential piece of equipment in Pan Am's
Concordes weighs nearly a quarter of a pound.

Which may seem a bit heavy for a watch.

Butits Oyster case is carved from a solid block of
hardened Swedish stainless steel (carved from 18 ct.
gold it weighs even more). Inside its solid walls is
a rotor self-winding officially certified chronometer.
And outside, its big honest face tells the time in
two time zones at once. And the date.

So much of the work is done by hand, it takes us
more than a year to build a Rolex.

However, the Pan Am pilots who will fly the

Concorde are rigorously demanding about the performance of their watch. 2
Soif a Rolex weren'tso heavy . .. it wouldn’t fly. W
The Rolex Pan Am pilots wear is the GMT-Master. ROLEX

OF GENEVA

% Rolex—Official Timepiece Pan American World Airways. Write to Rolex, Geneva, Switzerland, for free colour catalogue,




1. Omega Speedmaster, first in space and first on the
moon.
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2. Omega Speedmaster Mark 11, same watch for
earth and sea-bound adventurers.

4. Omega Seamaster 300, the diver's watch for
intrepid aquanauds.

5. Omega Seamaster Chronostop, a push-button
watch to read the fifth part oﬂ: second.




3. Omega Flightmaster, the pilot’s watch for the
supersonic traveller.

6. Omega Seamaster Chronometer Calendar-Day,
a distinguished watch in gold.

Letus

show you

the best-prove
watches

in the world.

Oroutsideit.

If you want to see some pretty well-tested warches look at
the family on the left. The Omega Seamaster collection of
ultra-accurate, ultra-reliable timepieces. They're the watches the
professionals wear, and they've been through hell and high wate:
to earn their credentials.

Number One has been places no other watch would dare
to go: to the surface of the moon. That's the one with the
familiar dial, the famous Omega Speedmaster: first watch in
space, first watch on the moon, first and only watch flight-
qualified by NASA for all U. 5. astronauts.

The others have the same basic and unerring movement as
the space-taming Speedmaster. And they're just as rugged. Each
one is a product of years of research, development and tesung in
a variety of special endurance trials. For instance, timing 12
Olympic Games since 1932 has helped Omega build in features
that make every waich a sports champion.

So if you want a watch with a winning record, go talk to
your Omega jeweller. He'll be happy to show you the best-proved
watches in the world - or outside it.

i3 Omega Speedmaster, first watch to be worn on the moon.
A wrist chronograph. it records time from one-fifth of a
second to twelve hours. Standard issue for all American
astronauis.

2 Omega Speedmaster Mark 11, a refinement of the space
watch for earth and sea-bound pursuits. Does everything
Number One can do: just does it better if you dive, drive or
work precisely.

3. Omega Flightmaster, a watch for the men who pilot the big
jets, or the Sunday hedge-hoppers. It is the most useful
cockpit watch ever devised, with 7 hands and 5 dials, yet
easy to read.

4. Omega Seamaster 300, built to work well 650 feet under
the sea. Built as if your life depends on it.

5. Omega Seamaster Chronostop, a wrist stop-watch with an
internal revolving bezel. Tachoproductometer scale,
walerproof and available with special count-down, yachting
and 24-hour scales.

6. Omega Seamaster Chronometer Calendar-Day. This is a
watch with a chronometer movement, certified “with
especially good results™. Made of 18-carat solid gold
or stainless steel.

) OMEGA

First in space, first on the moon, first where it matters.



if you don’t know what wild "means,

Cinzano do es

bianco, rosso.dry

CINZANO

vermouth
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Conon Ccn brln OU‘l' In two great ways. With the Canon Auto Zoom 814,
a totally creative Super 8 movie camera. And with
. . the Canon Cine Projector $-400, a versatile 8mm
'I' e G"'l‘lS‘l’ |n YOU movie projector with enough features to make
even a dull film interesting.
The Auto Zoom 814 gives you fingertip control of
an automatic 8-times zooming F 1.4 lens. Of three
electric filming speeds. Of automatic exposure
measuring or manual aperture control for special
effects. All of these features—and more—have
been ingeniously designed in one easy-to-use
camera to help you make good scenes great scenes.
But Canon doesn't stop there. You carry through
with the Cine Projector S-400. This compact pro-
jector shows all 8mm film through a fast F 1.3
zoom lens and gives you a variety of projection
speeds, including slow motion.
See both Canons soon at any better camera dealer
. and let them bring out the artist in you.

Ccanon

" CANDN INC.: 9-9, Ginza 5-chome, Chuo-ku, Tokyo 104, Japan
" CANON U.S.A. INC.: 64-10 Queens Blvd., Woodside, N.Y. 11377, U.5:A.
CANON AMSTERDAM N.V.: Gebouw 70, Schiphol Oost, Amsterdam, Holland
CANON LATIN AMERICA, INC.: Apartado 7022, Panama 5, Panama
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Lufthansa knows
all about exotic
native customs.

Lufthansa passengers have to go through customs in 58 different countries.

We want them to get through as painlessly as possible.

That's why we make it our business to know as much as we can about the
customs laws of all the countries our Boeing jets fly to.

We let our passengers know, for instance, that pearls can’'t be landed in
Saudi Arabia.

Rwanda prohibits alcohol. The U.S.A., chocolates that contain alcohol.

Matches are tabu in Pakistan. Gift cigarette lighters in Iran.

Egypt won't let you take in local currency. While Turkey forbids saccharin,
playing cards and binoculars with wide lenses.

And it is a specific customs violation to import counterfeit money into Japan.
Even if you have a yen to.

We could keep a book about it. And we do. A thick book. Which we revise
every month to keep our information fresh for you.

We don't have to do all this. Strictly speaking. all any airline has to do is
to pick people up. fly them, then set them down again. But Lufthansa wouldn't
leave it at that.

It just wouldn't be our custom.

& Lufthansa
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“Mixable” because it's light bodied, smooth and dry. Send for free Bacardi Party Kit and learn how to use
Light Bacardi for subtle flavor, Dark Bacardi for more flavor, Bacardi Ariejo for ultimate smoothness, Bacardi
151 for exotic drinks. © BACARD! IMPORTS, INC., 3ISCAYNE BLVD., MIAMI, FLA., RUM B0 & 151 PF.

iD THE BAT DEVICE ARE REGI EC C K F BACARDI & C ANY, LIMITED.
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Out in froni : bottle of ** Monsieur Rochas ™ eaun de cologne.  The car is an Excalibur.

T dawn of a summer’s day a man
may decide to embark on a voya-
ge to undiscovered lands.

The ** Monsieur Rochas " fragran-
ce of spices and rare woods 1s a direct
invitation to flight.

Late in the evening a man may find
words such as he never spoke before.

What can happen to a2 man
when he discovers
the new “ Monsieur Rochas” eau de cologne

And as falls, “ Monsieur
Rochas " eau de cologne is still sprea-
ding its charm.

In the new “ Monsieur Rochas
eau de cologne a man can find some-
thing as powerful as love, as luck or
as fortune.

night

"

It sometimes happens then that a

woman no longer quite recognizes
him, and that this enchants her.

(But it will never happen that a
woman who presents a bottle of
“ Monsieur Rochas™ will have bought
it elsewhere than at one of Rochas’
official retailers).




brass, sponsors and many viewers. Prime
Time bears out the author's admission
that Murrow was a difficult. il not impos-
sible, person 1o know. The dearest facet
of his character, the one that the public
remembers, is his absolute integrity. In
an indusiry not noted for spine (remem-
ber the black Jists during the McCarthy
period?) his bhackbone was intace. It was
Murrow, in fact, who gave Joe McCarthy
his first chance o destroy himsell on a
national hookup. Prime Time provides a
hetwer picture of TV broadcasting than
of Murrow himsell. but it’s good o re-
member that there have been oases in
the vast wasteland.
-

Genghis Colin, last seen as the made ap
ghost of a Jewish death-camp victim in-
habiting the body of his Naz killer
(The Dance of Genghis Cohn),  has
turned up alive and well in Tahia.
Well, not exactly the same Coln; the
protagonist of Romain Gary's admirable
new novel, The Guilty Head (World), has
adopted the name in tribute 1o its origi-
nal owner's sense of rebellious [reedom.
But Cohn 11 carries on the blackly hu-
morous tradition ol his namesake with a
vengeance-—and  often with more of a
point. Since he has changed his face by
plastic surgery and burned off his finger
ups, we are never quite sure who Cohn
is. Moreover, Cohn lumself is in the
same predicament as the reader: Which
of his new faces is the real one—the
swindler who cons tourists? The mad-
man who considers himsell the reincar-
mation of Gauguin® The libertine who
loves up his wahine. the beautiful Meeva,
anv ume, anypliace? Or, perhaps, the van-
ished French nuclear scienuist Matthieu,
whose genius has made it possible o
France 1o u'slc.\:pimle an atomic bomb
m the Eden of Polynesiaz Whinever
clse he may be, Cohn is indubitably
Everyman, Adam, the Wandering Jew,
the fountainhead of man’s love and the
sinkhole of his guilt. Dancing furiously.
he encourages a towrist director’s plans
to set up a living museum of history on
Tahin: “Joan ol Arc in a Dbikini! A
miniaturized  Auschwitz! The suffering
of the American Negro! The first man
on the moon, masturbating! And you
hive 1o stick God in somewhere, it's a
must!” Because Cohn is a cosmic provoca-
fenr—puncruring balloons of hot-air mor-
alinies with a lorehnger, making love
mstead of win—he becomes that most
diangerously subversive ol all men: a free
spirit.

-

Among the games people play are war
games, which permit the study ol bloody
conllice in pleasamt surroundings. In the
tranquiliny of war rooms. members of the
Joint Chiefs of Stall wage inuiginary, com-
imlt-ri:t-a! wars in Thaitland, Bolivia,
Cuba, vou name it—and pay for it. Since
these gaming tables have bheen crowded
for years, how have the plavers done in

orBear

8-track and cassette portable
stereo systems that play anywhere.
Home « Boat - Beach « Car

Amazing sound reproduction.

Amazing versatility. Amazing prices.
That's why...in just 19

months. .. Belair has become one of the
world’s largest selling stereo tape
cartridge manufacturers.

All of our portables play stereo music.
At home (AC wall cord). In your auto or
boat (cigarette lighter cord). At the
beach...anywhere at all (batteries).
They give you the precision-
engineered quality you'd expect to

find in units selling for twice their price!
So “turn on” to the dramatic

and exciting fidelity of Belair stereo.
Ask your dealer to see Belair

today. Both 8-track and cassette.
Seven slereo portable models

to choose from. Three stereo home
entertainment models. If he can't

show you Belair, go to his

friendly competitor. Belair is a sound
bargain worlh looking for!

Belair Enterprises, 5873 Rodeo Road, Los Angeles, California 90016 Bclnir

Piclured above: Belair Model 401 = 8-track porlable stereo = Built-in AM-FM radio »
Telescope antenna = Mulliple-use power supplies = Aulomatic program swilching.

Distributed in this area by: Associated Dist., Phoenix, Ariz., (602) 278-5584: Transconti-
nental Music Corp., Burlingame, Calif., (415) 697-6800; Tape Merchandising, Los Ange-
les, Calif., (213) 870-0246; Davis Sales, Denver, Colo., (303) 321-1226; Mountain West
Dist., Salt Lake City, Utah, (801) 467-0202; ABC Record & Tape Sales, Seattle, Wash.,

(206) 763-8600
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Now do something nice for your
lips. Use Chap Stick® lip balm. It's spe-
cially medicated to soothe and help heal
rough, chapped lips. {Or to prevent them
from becoming that way in the first place.)
‘Chap Stick’. In the familiar black and
white tube. Something nice for your lips.
Chap Stick TP
U RALM
with {MOHTUTANE® AND *SUN SCREFN
- g 10 RLL LBCERE URAAE 6% TRE MAYWAL FORTEALL L1ASEE _-'-‘-
38 T 1969 MILLER-MORTON COMPANY. Richmond, virgima

a subsidiary of A. H Robins Company

predicting the enemy’s moves? In The
Bomb ond the Computer (Dclacorte). Brit-
ish milicoy analyst Andrew Wilson totes
the score. finds it depressing and con-
cludes that while war simulation is a
defensible idea, something is very wrong
with the actual playing. Wilson examines
war gaming from ancient China o mod-
ern America and finds that the same key
mistakes are sull being made. For one
thing, games are alwavs hased on enor-
mous ifs; but when the results are in.
the il part is forgotten. Assumprions are
thought of as lacs and conclusions are
magically tanslormed into certaintics—
such as the nonexistent missile gap ol
the lae 1950s. Worse, it seems that the
military mind usually shows a dim wn-
derstanding ol the mind of the encmyv.
The Pacific bardes of World War Two
were plaved out on 1ables countless times
before they were actually fought: about
the only event the war gamers didn't al-
low for was an attack on Pearl Hinbor.
Wilson muaintains that gamers’ rigidity
helps explain why no game ever con-
templated  the installation  of  Russian
missiles in Cuba (rejected as oo implau-
sible) or the building of a Berlin Wall,
And so to Vietnam. where a war game
known as AFWET (Air Force Weapons
Effectiveness Testing) lailed 10 conside
that we might lose 2000 planes over the
past five vears. Wilson feels that many
Pentagiomers are intent on victory in
Vietnam as a wav ol validating gaming
in policy making. uneglecung the facr
that the Viemam bog-down is threaten-
ing our entire position in western Fu-
rope. IF war ganung is to help and not
hurt us, he suggests, it must  consider
political power. not just firepower. In
other words, war games are oo impor
tant 1o be lele 1o the woar gamers,

Not the least curious thing about the
experimental  storics or Chetions”  than
comprise Robert Coover's Pricksongs  and
Descants (Dution) is the contrast between
theiv prodigious verbal inventiveness and
their fvail basis i reality. Tn o prolog
addressed 10 Cervantes and placed belore
a group ol stories entitled Seien Exem-
plavy Fictions. Coover gives something
like a2 Dluepring of his intemions by
speaking ol his “use ol the labulous to
probe  bevond  the  phenomenological”
and ol his challenge to “the assumptions
of a dving dav™: vet when he also asserts
that “the most solemn chiarge”™ Taid upon
the novelist is o el good stories and 1o
tell them well, he gives the reader a stick
that mav be wed on his own hack. For
whatever else these fictions nuv be, most
ol them are not good stories, well told,
They are more like brilliant notes for
what might have been good stories had
their author been contemt to meet reality
halt way, By giving [antasy almost dicta-
torial powers over cause and effect, time
sequence and  probability. by draining
human behavior of all its more rational

clements. by suppressing narrative line
and blurring themes, Coover ends up in
the kind of limbo where his motley pup-
pets find magic pokers in the grass, chase
sanves, ger stuck in erashing  elevators,
meet or mete out death o baths,
lonely railway stations or on streets. He
has probed daringly. bhut organized only
partiadly. His fictions strike one as cold.
claborate games—cdlever, wearisome, amus-
ing, disturbing in varving measure  bu
never moving. Perhaps the most satishac-
tory, hecause the most comprehensible, is
Morris in Chains, a surreal eclopue than
cin be read as a parable of modern man's
mistreatment ol his animal instinas. Also
worth i reading is the last story in 1he
book. The Hat  Aci—which  appeared
fist in rravsov—the blackly  hilarious
Fantasy ol a magician’s vaudeville routine
that runs the gamut from burlesque 10
Grand Gugnol. Mr. Coover has writien
two successiul novels and has a supzestive
power of Language that bodes well Tor his
third: as far as Pricksongs and Descants
is concerned, however, in his “raid on the
inarticulate,” Mr. Coover has permined
the inarticulate o ciprure hin.
-

In The Naked dApe, British biologist
and author Desmond Morris shatered
some ol our more comlortable illusions
about ourselves by pointing out the close-
ness of man’s behavior o that ol the
furry primates. Now, in The Humon Zoo
(McGraw-Hilly, Morris continues his in-
quiry and presents the no less startling
observation that the urban habitar thae
modern man has chosen s as alien to him
as acage is to a wild animal. His belavior
therein closely resembles that ol any
beast in captivity—it s unnatural, up-
tight, fearful and neurotic. Morris™ essen-
tial point is that man has remamed
physically unchanged since his carliest
days as a tribe-dwelling nomadic hunter,
even though his socal environment was
completely disrupted by the invention ol
agriculture, Farmers didn’t roam: they
built mainvker places that became cities. In
the awy, men solaed themselves, and
abandoned the cooperative instinct that
held tribes together, Ultiminely, city man
became  competitive, greedy and tyran-
meal, and was on his wav 10 becoming
the nervous, ulcer-prone warrior in the
modern-day executive suite. Throughom
The Human Zoo, Morris enbves this
basic perception ol the urban environ-
ment as aberration. In chapters on sttus
{which originally appeared in pravioy.
Scptcml)cr 1969Y, sex, war and work, Mor-
ris explains how the ciy obviaed the

iginal biological need for cach ol these
activities and distorted them: the status
drive, for example, that served the
leadership needs of a small wribe, now
exacerbates the ensions ol a lorge, inter-
dependent sociery. The environment that
man bult Tor himself, Morris warns, is
his greatest enemy: and he will continue
to sulier the sell-inflicied  agonies ol
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captivity, as caged animals do when man
mflicts captivity upon them, until he
breaks out of his human zoo. This book
is [urther prool thaty, in spite of the
plethora of ethological texis in recent
vears, no one else combines the discipline
of the natural scientist with the extrapo-
lative insights ol the social scientist as
consistently—and  as  entertainingly—as
Desmond Morris.

-

Ivan Gold is one of those writers from

whom much hias been expecied. After

the appearance ol several short stories

(vollected in Nickel Museries), the cog-

noscenti were abuzz for years. It's a dif-

ficult thing to live up 1o, but Gold docs

—up, down and sideways—in his first

novel, Sick Friends (Dutton). Here is la vie

de bohéme alter Mailer, Burroughs and

Roth. The hrst-person narrator of Sick

Friends goes by the name ol Jason Sams,

and he's a wild one. He has a red beard,

the New York—Jewish syndrome and the

most rampant case ol satyriasis since the

celebrated Don. One doesn’t keep score, of

course, but the impression is created that

Jason can’t get or give enough. He is clin-

ical and rhapsodic. He is lurid and. above

all, he 1s humgry. He is most hungry lor,

and with, Chista Sarkissian, a Calilornia

girl of Armenian parentage, who is Jason’s
match in every way. Jason is a writer. So
is Christa, although she hasn’t had any-
thing published. Christa also  paints.
Both of them keep journals, in which—
and here it gers a linle thick—they make
entries about themselves, and each other,
and other people, past and present, male
and female, who happen 10 figure in
their lives or thoughts. The journals are
sort ol left around, so that anvbody who
is sort of curious can sort of read them.
It's not clear whether this is deliberate,
but it does lead 1o the kind of multiple-
mirrored exammation beloved by neu-
rotics and voveurs. The Sams-Sarkissian
affair, needless 10 say, is a stormy one,
mainly because of Gold’s turbulent tal-
ent as a writer. He also has wit, imagina-
tion, verbal ingenuity and, especially,
frankness. The question is this: How
much already? Sex, let us afhrm, is cen-
tral to the stull of hetton. But surleit is
surfeit,. Ivan Gold's novel attacks the
senses with a density of eroticism that
overpowers, dulls and produces, inally, a
taint of aversion.

-

Joe Namath is long-haived, single, a
devotee of Johnnie Walker Red and girls
of all shades, and very cool. He is also
the hero of Countdown to Super Bowl (Ran-
dom Housc), by Dave Anderson: The Long
Pass (\World), by Lou Sahadi: and Broad-
way Joe and His Super Jets (Coward-McCann),
by Larry Fox. The Jets” quarterback
passed his eam to last season's American
Football League championship and then
went out and personally engineered the
upsct of the age over the Baltimore
Colts. The 11 days up to and including

last season's Super Bowl victory in beauti-
[ul downtown Miami are documented
with precision by Anderson, abetted by
PLAYBOY's artist-inresidence. LeRovy Nei-
man, whose evocatve on-thespot sketches
perlectly complement Anderson’s on-the-
spot eavesdropping. Together, they pro-
vide a colorlul picture of the brash
underdogs preparing for their assault on
middle-class virtue. Whereas Countdown
devores itself exclusively to the Super Bowl
game and its trappings. the Sahadi and
Fox cfforts cover broader ground. Each
book includes a bricf history of the Jets,
from their conception in 1960 as the Ti-
tans up tnough The Big Game. Both do
an ;ldtrqu;llc Jjob—so, Jet fans, take vour
choice.

Oragenitalism (Julian Press). by G, Leg-
man, is everv man's and woman's guide
to "Oral Techniques in Genital Excita-
tion.” Legman, an experienced chroni-
cler ol erotic lore, is, happily, not given
to cuphemisms or snickering. He offers
straightforward information and advice
as to the ways and means of cunnilingus,
fellatio and relaed arts; and this instruc-
tive book should make a useful addition
to one’s library of plain-spoken literature
on subjects that. uneil Litely, could hard-
ly be spoken of at all.

MOVIES

Have you ever looked at vour bess
friend’s wife? And has she ever looked
back? Such pithy questions osiensibly lie
at the heart of Bob & Carol & Ted & Alice,
described by its diabolical creators as “an
indoor adventure” concerning two hip,
afiluent married couples who become so
intintately involved with one another's
sexual and emotional secrets that they
end up four in a bed, Paul Mazursky
and Larry Tucker. having warmed up
with the featherweight I Love You, Alice
B. Tolklas, really catch fire as co-authors
ol this [unny, abrasive, sometimes biting-
Iy accurate satire of American sex and
marriage. Tucker, doubling as producer,
and Mazursky, scoring a lively divectorial
debut, record a slew ol caustic observa-
tions on a generation of emancipaed
voung marrieds who are so dedicated to
dogged self-analvsis that they scem inca-
pable of responding spontancously 1o any
domestic crisis. Bob and Carol (Robert
Culp and Natalie Wood) invite disaster
by overreacting to a weekend ol emo-
tiomal catharsis and group therapy in a
mountaintop Shangri-La patterned after
the Esalen Institute at Big Sur. They
come back understanding nothing  but
powring it all out—to startled head-
waiters, total strangers and  their best
fricnds, Ted and Alice. By the ume
Bob and Carol have shared the “beauti-
ful”  experience of  conlessing mutual
inhdelities—his with a blonde in San
Frandsco, hers with a handsome tennis
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And why not? It is o Volkswogen.

The Volkswagen Karmonn Ghia.

With its Ghia designed body, it looks
like something more exotic.

And with its independent four-wheel
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You already know
our name...

Kaywoodie. A century old name. You won't
find it on just any pipe. But when you do.
you know it's special. Like the Kaywoodie
Flame Grain treasured almost as a collec-
tors’ item. Because only one in 1,000 briar
blocks has this natural flame-graining. And
only Kaywoodie takes the time to select them.

But that's Kaywoodie, the rare one. Cut
from the oldest and finest briar, then pain-
stakingly shaped, hand-worked and hand-
rubbed. The permanent, buili-in filter is
added to condense moisture, trap tars and
irritants. Whether it's a Kaywoodie Flame
Grain at $20 or any other Kaywoodic from
$6.95 to $100, the result is a thing of beauty.
A smoother, milder, more flavorful smoke.
All you have to choose is the style. We've
already done a lot of choosing for you. .

KAYWOODIE.

The hand-made pipe

Send 25¢ for complete catalog. Tells howe to smoke
u pipe; showes pipes from §6.93 to $250; other prod-
ucts: worife Kaywoodic, N, Y. 10022, Dept. D23,

instructor—Ted and Alice are in orbit,
puffing pot. waging the batle of the
sexes armed with flaccid jargon about
“truth” and “insight.” The case against
couples who supply a textbook answer
for everything is overstated but nonethe-
less  hilarious, particularly when Ted
(Barbra Swreisand’s  estranged  hushand,
Elliott Gould, @ marvelously sheepish ex-
ponent ol the new morality) and Alice
(the former Mrs. Carv Grant. kittenish
Dvan Cannon, coming into her own as a
movie comedienne) start nailing down
Liughs in & memorable man-wvs.-wife bed-
room encounter. “Do you want 10 do it
just hike that, with no feeling on my
part?” asks Alice. To which her bridling
spouse swiftly responds, “Yeah.” Impu-
dent, iconoclastic and, by all odds, 1he
most recklesslv original American come-
dy so lar this vear, B & € & T & A hares
its foursome onto moral quicksand only
to leave them marooned on a bedrock of
sad, solid truth.

.

Sky divers swooping and soaring
through the lower atmosphere like hu-
nan kites lend special [ascination 1o The
Gypsy Moths, which besins and ends hril-
liantdy. The key acrial-ballet sequences
bring out the best in director John Fran-
kenheimer, who knows how 1o use docu-
mentary detail as muscle lor an action
film, whether he has his eve on the sky
or on the carthbound manners and mor
tal fears of three barnstorming profession-
al jumpers. Bure Lancaster, Scott Wilson
and Gene Hackman play the sky-diving
trio, and they arve excellent uniil Fran-
kenheimer grounds them m a poky Mid-
western town, where thev have o deal
with playwright William Hanley's turgid
adaptation ol the wnovel by James
Drought. It’s the story ol a mediocre
vVmerican family so bored by bourgeors
moneygrubbing that a hiule hell breaks
loose when three virile adventurers bed
down in the spare rooms. While Wilson
makes shy overtures to a pretty collegiate

boarder  (Bonnic  Bedelia),  Lancasier
makes it with the lady of the house
(Deborahk Kerr), a cdubwoman  type

whose uneventful marriage 1s enlivened
by occasional indiscretions. The way these
ill-mer sirangers  behave—eves  fixed i
the distance as il 1o sce where destiny
will lead them. every casual word utiered
as il it might be a matter ol life or death
—one almost expects a Greeksstyle trage
dy to shape up on the screened porch.
Among the hiln's emptier preiemsions is
a high school band (or Greek chorus?)
that never stops rehearsing, Only when
the heroes pack their troubles imo then
“‘chutes swnd head ow 10 the local airheld
does Mothy gain altitude as drama.

.

Toke the Money and Run lollows the
unlikely career ol a would-be bank rob-
ber, a lonely and conlused poor bov
[rom the slums, who is ostracized ar an
carly age “for committng an unnatural

act with a beaver.” Later, when luckless
Virgil Starkwell attempts 1o hold up .
pet shop, his plot is foiled by a gorilla:
his first big bank job goes awry because
the threatening note he hands to the
teller contains so many misspelied words.
The rest of Virgil's existence is a lutile
round of status seeking—he yearns 10 see
his  pictre in post ofices—and  con-
llicting lovalties 10 his cello, to a life ol
orime and to a girl named Louise (Janer
Margolin), who loves him for himsell.
Even a cursory glance at Take the Mon-
ev'’s plot betrays the flippant hand of
Woody Allen. whose chores as director,
co-author amd star allow him 1o fondle
all the old saws of those gangsier classios
that Humplirey Bogart and Jimmy Cag-
ney used o play for real. As a satirist,
Woody is sometimes sloppy or just soph-
omoric: having an unctuouns narator pre-
side over his hero's biography in resonant
March of Time style can hardly be called
a hip wend of humor—yer he manages
to save his format about hall the time by
wilking through it like a depraved, my-
opic troll. Few second-rate movies are
blessed with such assets as witty Wooda
himsell, portraving a aook so commined
to better educavion that he has his son
witored while on the Lum in a bullet
spattered getaway car,

If nothing clse, Staircase should restore
the faith of cynics who thought thar the
casting people had to be kidding when
Richard Burton and Rex Harrison—two
gents whose wavs with women are leg-
endlary—were signed 10 play the leads in
English playwright Charles Dyer's drama
about a pair ol aging, pathetic homos,
“marvied” 30 years  and  appavently
trapped for life in their barbershop in .
scedy London subwrh. The doubters over-
looked what major tadent cin do  lor
a minor work, and Stafrcase 15 measura
bly betier on film than it was on the
stuge. Burton as Harry, his bald  head
wrapped in o ogauze and  lips  lorever
pursed. as il awaitung his cue to redite

the woes of a disillusioned  Heawsfran,
delivers o perfornimee ol surprising
poiguancy.  Harrison  is  showier  bn

equatlly rue as Charlie, the errant mate
who conceals his dependency behind a
barvage of insults. dwelling on dubious
past achievements as nshand, father and
bit actor while he laces a morals change
for gomg out in drag. Loncliness, win-
g hopes and fear ol old age are the ties
that bind this odd ceuple. The movie
deepens their predicament by broaden-
ing it 1o incude scenes in the straight
world, where they are exiles, as well as
seenes with their senile old mums—Har-
rv's (vereran dumacier actress Cathleen
Nesbiwty wailing and soiling her bedsheers
in a room upsturs, Charlie's pracling
bramlessly i an asylum. The scenavio
by Dyer and the direcuon by Stanley
Donen rely rather heavily on the ex-
plicit message that there is a universal
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need for people to build staircases,
presumably to continue the uphill climb
through life irsell. Well, all right. A
movie so strong in the essentials of com-
passion and humor deserves an indul-
gence or two; and this dual tour de lorce
ought to banish permanently the tiboo
on she-man roles for important actors.

MGNM's biography of Alfred the Great
is a kind of carly-primiuve Camelot,
with David Hemmings starred as the
progressive 22-year-old Saxon king of
Wessex, who stood against the Danish
invaders in the bad old davs (circa 871
Aa.p.) when royal palaces were apt to be
rude huts of mud and timber. Hewing
all too closely to the promise that Alfred
would be neither “an epic in the tradi-
tional sense of the word” nor “an in-
tense  psychological  drama,”  director
Clive Donner—in league with scenarists
Ken Taylor and James R. Webb—has
substituted a middlebrow historical saga
that ends up i a cultwral limbo some-
where between Ben-Hur and Becket, Ex-
cept for several conventional battle
scenes, its grandest effect 1s the sight of
those long Viking ships sailing through
sun and mist like predatory birds on
quict English streams. To personalize the
complexity of the scholarly warrior-king
Allred, the screenplay devotes an occa-
sional paragraph to his passion for law
and social order. But in Hemmings,
Alfred’s idealism  scems mosily  verbal
compared with his puritan hang-ups re-
garding the love ol God ws. his lust for
battle and  for his sust.‘t:pliblc queen,
Aelhswith (Prunella Ransome), who is
taken hostage and seduced by the Danish
conqueror (Michael Yorky. Their broad-
ly plaved round of roval unlaithlulness
is the one clement of the movie that really
works, And it might have worked better
il the writers had been a litde less con-
scientious about adding a fillip of histori-
cal significance 10 every remark uttered
by Viking, peasant, bandit or king, all of
whom sound oddly reluctant to speak off
the record.

Sull  costumed, David  Hemmings
tackles a dual role, playing one highly
proper and one highly improper Victori-
an in The Best House in London, which is all
about a civicspirited project for taking
fallen women ofl the streets and installing
them in an elegant bordello in Belgravia,
under her Majesty's very nose. Sur-
rounded by heaving bosoms and hot
breath, Hemmings looks more at home
as a young prude of bastard birth than
i his secondary incarnation as a nasal,
ruthless libertine who creates wraffic jams
along the road to ruin. Assisting him
one way or another are lissome Joanna
Pettet, as an heiress bent on social relorm,
and George Sanders, as a lusty old rake
with substantial income from an opium
plantation. Characters wdentified as Dick-
ens, Swinburne, Tennyson and Lord

Allred Douglas also pop up [rom time
to time, always in archly compromising
situations, which should indicare the
quality of the humor devised by scenarist
Denis Norden and divected by Philip
Saville. Both delight in naughty behav-
ior, but their wickedness tends toward
the witless, a collection of japes for the
amusement  of  mischievous  schoolboys.
Amid the busy period decor, we even
noted a crazy brelevant dirigible and
some torture devices manned by a gang
of murderous Chinese. The comedy's
choicest snatch of dialog falls 1o a charac
ter who sagely observes, “This will set
adultery back hfty vears.”

Three minuscule Mini-Cooper automo-
biles deliver the only performances
worth watching in The Ialian Job, anoth-
er prefabricated comedy about a caper
alleged to be “the greatest robbery of the
20th Century.” Fleeing with millions in
gold bullion from Twrin, Italyv—where
a horrendous traffic jam has been pre-
arranged—the  Mini-Coopers  escape  via
gardens and churches and, no fooling,
over the rooftops, crossing rivers, plung-
ing into shoppers’ arcades and rooting
through sewers toward safety in Switzer-
land. At the climax of the chase, Michael
Caine and his cohorts are trapped with
their loot in a large blue bus, hung pre-
cariously over the edge of an Alp, 4 la
Charlic Chaplin in The Gold Rush.
“Hang on, lads, I've got a grear idea,”
Caine promises, and the movie ends right
there, earning instant distinction as one
ol the shaggiest cop-outs in the history
of cnema, We are ready 10 bet thar di-
rector Peter Collinson—short ol ideas on
which to base any film at all—acquired
Ttalian Job in a model kit containing one
male sex symbol (Caine), one girl with a
wardrobe of minidresses who knows how
to jump in and out ol cars (Maggie Blve
does it very nicely), one city map ol
town not often invaded by ilm crews, and
one old-time star (Nocl Coward, by Thes-
pis) to add class to the occasion. All that’s
necded therealter is a single new gimmick
—in this case, the traffic jam with midget
automobiles—and you've got yoursell a
comedy at least as memorable as . . . uh,
whaddayacallit. Remember? What's-his-
name was in it. About some guys plan-
ning this big heist. . . .

-

Filming The Madwomean of Chaillot amicd
microskirts and shiny cars in the heart
ol modern Paris merely accentuates the
lact that time has taken its oll on
Jean Giraudoux' virtuoso comedy (writ-
ten 1 1915) about a dehghtlully douy
old woman who saves Paris—and scem-
mgly the world—from evil by luring a
hall-dozen master knaves into the sewers
beneath her house. The insidious scheme
she foils would have transformed the city
into an oil field, with ugly derricks
pumping black gold into the pockets ol
the rich. The whole idea sounds rather
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Bold new
Brut for men.
By Fabergé.

If you have
any doubts
about yourself,
fry something else.

For after shave, after shower,
after anything! Brut,

naive today, a simplistic conceit that pits
poets, peddlers, jugglers and innocent
working girls against moguls, computers
and pimps. Director Bryan (King Rat)
Forbes apparently saw his chance to
make a big movie [ull of cameo perform-
ances by strs. thaeby demonstrating the
sort of economic overkill Giraudoux was
protesting. Charles Bover. Danny Kaye,
Edith Evans, Margaret Leighton. Giuliet-
ta Masina, Yul Bryuner. Donald Pleas-
ence, Richard Chamberliin and Naneue
Newman (the director's wile) are among
the players supporting Katharine Hep
burn, who plays the title role with eves
brim [ull of tears but can never quite
make her brinde Yankee spirvit bend 10
the occasion. “The world is not beautiful,
the workd is mot happy: Why wasn't 1
told?” cries Katie, sounding more like a
purposclul New England schoolmistress
than a heavily rouged old jade whose
taste yuns to nonexistent  lovers and
feather  boas.  Lyric  photography by
Claude Renoir and Burnett Gulfey lends
a mnice ramshackle quality to the Rlm's
sumptuous settings. but just 1o look preuy
isn’t enough for The Madwoman. What
age has not withered. Forbes destroyvs.

A world-famous painter who has lost
his zest and secks renewal on a tropic isle
suggests a tired, Gimiliar pattern in mov-
ic heroes. The didhe vicklds some surpris-
ingly fresh moments, though, in Age of
Consent, adapred (by Peter Yeldham) rom
a 1938 novel by Australia’s venerable
author-artist Norman Lindsay, and filmed
on and around the Great Barrier Reel off
the northeast coast of Queensland. James
Mason, joined as coproducer by director
Michael Powell, demonstrates his still-
growing skills as an actor by playing the
hackneved starring role with strong hu-
mor and pungency. But Consent is supe-
rior on all counts 1o the ordinary run of
stuir vehicles. For here, the star is the
setting  atsell—a Tivdde-known, achingly
beautiful corner of the world inhabited
by a set of bizarre characters whose
quirks and foibles diven attention [rom
the scenery more olten than one might
antcipitte. Among the hveliest contribu-
tors of local color are Ireland’'s Jack
MacGowran, in a fabulously funny per-
formance as an impecunious  gambler
and lecher who invades Mason's island
paradise, and 22-vearv-old Helen Mirren
of England’s Roval Shakespeire Compa-
my—a lusty wildflower who looks, in the
nude, like something Gauguin  might
have painted il Gauguin had preferred
blondes. Director Powell approaches the
story with cllortless grace, wreating hu-
man aspirations as just another aspect of
the awesome, rhythmic natural phenome-
na between sea and sky.

John Huston regains a glimmer ol his
old form in A Walk with Llove and Death,
sturing two well-connected newcomers
—his daughier, Anjelica Huston, and

Assal Dayan (son ol Isracl's defense
minister, Moshe Dayan). Director Huston
himself takes an avancular role as a
progressive leudal chieltain. The screen-
play by Dale Wasserman [rom Hans
Koningsherger's tale of a pair of ill-
starred lovers enduring the cruelty of
class wars m the Middle Ages 1s hardly
the equal of Romeo and Julici—but the
film has some things going flor it. The
quality ol the color photography is sub-
dued and smokv, like a lost masterwork
rescued Tor posterity, a tapestry stained
with the heinous deeds of rebellious
peasants and knights in armor who think
nothing of quartering a man with four
horses. There is litle dramatic urgency
in the plight of an aristocratic maiden
and her sell-appointed protector, the vaga-
bond student who takes her in tow:
vet Huston explores their courtly, tenta-
tive relationship with considerable [eel-
ing and delicacy—as il he cared enough,
at least, o make Love and Dealh an
acceptable debut for Anjelica, whose pal-
lid beauty doesn’t quite spring to life on
film but might well have inspired a por-
trait by Rogier van der Wevden. As lor
voung Davan. his aquiline profile and
romantic intensity overwhelm any suspi-
cion that his presence in the movie is
simply a casting gimmick. When his lady
in distress declares, “Desire is beautiful
only if vou do not stoop to it,” Dayan’s
mile perplexity adds a nice touch to
what too olten resembles an illustrated
lecture by Professor Huston on the de-
cime and [all of feudalism.

According 10 la Chamade (Hearibeat),
a lady who vearns to change one lover
for another among the glivering haut
monde of Paris may sulfer fewer qualms
than she would in switching dressmakers.
That, at least, is the way of the world
made [amiliar by Frangoise Sagan, whose
novels might smack of pulp romance if
anvone else had written them. In this
coolly sophisticated adaptation of her
own work, Sagan finds an ally in Cather-
me Denewmve, the French cinema's leg-
endary beauty, who leaves the legend
alone and delivers a beguilingly animat-
ed performance, her best since The Um-
brellas of Cherbourg. Temperamentally
unsuited 10 work, and rather fond of
having gentlemen shower her—literally
—with champagne and other luxuries,
the capricious heroine deserts her wealthy
middle-aged  paramour  (Midhel  Piceoli)
lor a poctic. impoverished young chap
(Roger Van Hool) employed as a pub-
lisher's assistant. They pass a pleasant
summer “eating and evacuating and forni-
cating and sitting in the sun with Faulk-
ner,” but then autumn comes and the lad
decides his beloved ought to be doing
something  uselul  during  the  daylight
hours. At this point, romance buckles
under the pressures of money, infidelity,
aleohol and abortion. While Sagan’s char-
acters occupy a somewhat special niche



Thispicture is‘impossible” Canyou tellwhy?

Raindrops on a window, inches from the camera. A girl on a beach, a hundred
feet away Both exquisitely sharp. which gives the picture its special quality.
But, how to do it without special equipment?

In theory, you'd first shoot the beach scene, focusing on the girl. Moments
later. after rewinding the film one frame. you'd focus on the rain spattered window
and make a second exposure. Quite simple, really. Except that it's impossible
with most cameras because their lenses can't provide the tremendous focusing
range required.

With the Nikkormat FTN it was as simple as it sounds. This 35mm single
lens reflex is made by Nikon and accepts the same interchangeable lenses as
the famous Nikon F. It was used here with the 55mm Micro Auto-Nikkor 13.5,
an unusual lens that can be focused for any distance from 2.3 inches all the
way to infinity. (Imagine being able to use the same lens for life-size closeups
of flowers or insects as well as for portraits, kids, parties and the like!)

This is only one example of the uncommon — even “impossible”— pictures
the Nikkormat FTN brings within your reach. Yet, for all its capabilities, it is
remarkably uncomplicated. Its unique thru-the-lens meter system. for instance.
gives you correct exposure instantly, for unusual pictures like this. And it's yours
forunder $270, including 50mm Auto-Nikkor {2 lens. See your Nikon/Nikkormat
dealer. Or write for details.

Nikon Inc. Garden City, N.Y. 11530. Subsidiary of
E-F Ehrenreich Photo-Optical industries, Inc.
&l (n Canda: Anglophoto Ltd., P.Q.)

Nikkormat FTn by Nikon
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Maybe
the
c1garette

should

switch to
isa
cigar.

Tall n” Slim.

The first 100mm.
low-nicotine cigar.
Available in regular
or menthol.

With a charcoal filter.
And smooth, mild
enjoyable taste.

Talln’ Slim.
The cigar for cigarette
smokers.

United States Tobacco Company,
630 Fifth Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10020

in the scheme of things, they fill the space
around them with the heady bouquet of
VSOP cognac and expensive perlume. La
Clamade’s pleasures are spare, but just try
to take vour eves ofl Dencuve—in a collec-
tion of vines by Yves St Laurent—ugetting
deliciously stoned and sensual on  the
beach at St-Tropez.

-

Tor culurally underprivileged  folk
who have yet 10 visit their campaign
headquarters on the West Coast. A Session
with The Committee scrves as it firsthand
miroduction 10 a cell of San Francisco
sativists with  unkind words for prac
tically evervbody. Filmed belore a live
audience in preladed color and recorded
in cacophonic sound, the show can’t prop-
erly be called a movie at all. It's a
canned  revue, leaturing eight stinging
gadllies, two ol them women, whose
views ol the world tend w0 be wild,
woolly and  ficrcely committed to the
collective consciousness ol the under-30
generation. Among  the 18 sketches ar
hand, a few pop away at such bautered
targets as TV quiz shows, Dale Carne-
gie success courses and  Leonard Bern-
stein’s folk concerts for the very voung.
The rest of the material—which rianges
from insane to inspired—sabotages the
status quo under such tides as “House-
wives' Por” and “Black Like Me,” in
which a highly articulate Negro (Mel-
vin Stewart) teaches a white friend (Pe-
ter Bonerz) the rudiments ol walking,
talking and thinking with soul. “Blind
Date™ plays irreverently on the reactions
of a horny cat who is informed by his
date that she literally cannot see. And
there’s a hilarious bit about two staid
businessmen in a reception room, who
begin nervously tapping their briclcases
and are soon [H)llll(]i]lg out passionate
rhytluns worthy of one of Ravi Shankin's
tabla accompanists. Any reasonably civi-
lized malcontent should find something
here to lift his spirits.

.

“The ever-popular war game—complete
with songs. battles and 2 few jokes,” prom-
ises an amiable emcee (Joe Melia) who
obligingly strews crimson poppies while
the casualtics mount in Ok! What a Lovely
War. The movie version ol England's
lively-deadly anti-war show—a compila-
tion of grand old wnes, staggering World
Wir One statistics and theatrical magic—
occasionally delivers even more than 1t
promises, though it is also diffuse and
repetitious compared 1o the production
originally staged lor London and Broad-
way by Joan Littlewood. Taking over the
producer-direcor chores on hlm, Richard
Auttenborough shows such unrestrained en
thusiasm in his direcorial debur that the
movie runs well over two hours, which is
at least a hall hour oo long lor playing
variations on the ironic theme stated in
the dtle. Scene by scene, though, Lovely
War (lor which, oddly, no writer receives
credit) succeeds as a colorful, sardonic,

CALIFORNIA _
Anaheim .................. Sports Villa
Bakersfield . ..... Mid Valley Spurts (‘ enter
Berkeley 8. 8wt e ki Hut
|DFH i o0 0880 0o b ot Davis Sporlmg Shop
IDAVIS| . . onle i e e el ke <o = Davis Sport Shop
Encing ... ) Hollywood Sporting Goods
Bresnol. oo o el Mid Valley Sports Center
Hollywood . .. .Hollywood Sporting Goods

Huntington Beach . . Pat’s Ski & Sport Shop
IEMEANANE - o i o o o Sport Chalet

Lawndale ........ United Sporting Goods
Livermore . ........Fletcher's Team Shop
Long Beach ... ... Lonnies Sporting Goods
Los Angeles ....... United Sporting Goods
Menlo Park ... ...... Shreve's Sport Shop
Modesto . ............. Weeks Sport Shop
Orintage - & 00 20 S pes Sports Unlimited
Pasadena ... ... Hollywood Sporting Goods
Petaluma . .... Mattei Bros.—Four Seasons

Sport Shop
Redlands ....... Redlands Sporting Goods
Redondo Beach . .. .Pat’s Ski & Sport Shop
Sacramento ...... Jack Sample’s Ski House

San Diego
Stanley Andrews Sports Goods Co.
San Francisco
Sportsland Corp. Sporting Goods

SanJose ......... Freeman's Sport Center
Santa Barbara. All American Sporting Goods
Santa Monica ....... Tex's Sporting Goods
Santa Rosa ........ Lou's Sporting Goods
Stockton ........... Village Sports Chalet
Sunnyvale . .Freeman's Sport Center
Ventura . .... " All American Spoiting Goods
Walnut Creek ...... Collier's Sports Village
COLORADO
S eIV o T e s Ski Mart
Colorado Springs
Dave Cook Sporting Goods
Denver ....... Dave Cook Sporting Goods
Denver ........ Gart Bros. Sporting Goods
Pueblo ............ Bud's Sporting Goods
IDAHO
Boise g o s S0 Idaho Sporting Goods
laihoiEalls. oo St The Outdoorsman
Bocatello - s oo Halliwell
MONTANA
Billings . .......... King's Mountain Shop
Great Falls . .. .Great Falls Sporting Goods
IVANEStON o oo m i The Pack Sack
IissaR i .o Bob Ward & Sons, Inc.
NEVADA
Reno ............. Codding & Wetzel Ski
NEW MEXICO
Albuquerduessssis vt v H. Cook
SantaFe........... Tiano Sporting Goods
OKLAHOMA
Oklahoma City .. .......Andy Anderson’s
dnlsa, conieaie Sportsman’s Sporting Goods
OREGON
Beavertown . ......... The Mountain Shop
BUBEDE:, &op coviius sadsio o Meier & Frank
Eloydt Cenler i sy g vaisaee Meier & Frank
Portland . . Howell's Uplown Sports Center
Portland . - .Meier & Frank
Portland .............. .Osborn & Ulland
] L) D Meier & Frank
UTAH
Ogden . . Wolfe's Sportsman’s Headquarters
Brove: souns s Intermountain Sports

Salt Lake City
Wolfe's Sportsman’s Headquarters

WASHINGTON
Bellenue: coivai srraninis Alpine House
Bremerion: . i ol Tont’s Ski Shop
Burien ............. Burien Sports Center
Everett ........ Granstrom Sporting Goods
Sealtle . oot e Athletic Supply Co.
Sealtle oo i Fiorini's Skihaus
Sedltle) cocan o v ey Osbhorn & Ulland
Spokane . . . Kimmel Hatch Sporting Goods
Tagomagswus, Parkland Sports Center
Wenatchee ............ Arlberg Ski Shop
Yakima .............. Washington Sports
s
Cheyenne WYOMING

People’s Sporting Goods Ski Shalet



If you ever wanted
to learn to ski,

here is the week

todoit!

Now you’ve got an irresistible incentive to
really do something about learning to ski.
Spalding (big in sports as long as anybody
can remember) has it all arranged.

A gala week of lessons and good times at
America’s most glamorous ski resorts.
Stunningly beautiful

% worlds in themselves.
Brimming with every
pleasure in the book.

§ Here where winter is

@ all squeaky-clean snow,

¥ thick purring pines and
hot blue skies, you'll

learn your skiing ABC's
from the best instructors
there are. (All ski mstrucnon under the technical
advisement of the Professional Ski Instructors
of America.) In their skilled hands, you’ll find
out what you should have a long time ago: that
skiing is as easy as walking. Only ten times
more fun! In just a few days your progress will
amaze you. By the end of the week, you’ll

be skimming away on your own. Free as a bird.
And feeling more alive than you've ever

felt in your life!

But easy now! You've got a lot more coming
on your blast of a Learn-to-Ski Week. Spalding
has lined up so many great things for you to
do, you'll be on the go every second.

At fondue and cocktail parties. Dances,

special movies and thrilling races.

Every day will be excitingly different!

T his is how to learn to ski! And learn all about
the exhilarating life your ski friends don’t
exaggerate! Only thing is, because registration
is limited, you'd be wise to sign up right away
for the Learn-To-Ski Week you prefer. So beat it
over to the Spalding Learn-To-Ski headquarters

closest to where you live. Today is the day to do it!

Pick the time and place here for

your Spalding Learn-To-Ski Week:
Killington, Vermont Dec. 7-14

Jackson Hole, Wyoming Dec. 13-20
Sugarbush Valley, Vermont Dec. 14-21
Madonna Mt., Vermont  Jan. 4-11

Aspen Highlands, Colorado Jan. 4-11
Squaw Valley, California Jan.11-18

Sun Valley, Idaho Jan. 18-25

Mt. Snow, Vermont  Jan. 18-25

Heavenly Valley, California Jan. 24-31
Timberline Lodge, Mt. Hood, Ore. Jan. 31-Feb, 7
Playboy Club, Lake Geneva, Wisc. Feb. 6-13

Specially created
fun filled weeks

to teach you how

to ski and let you
discover the

fun of winter.
Registration limited.

SPALD[NG’S NATIONAL
LEARN-TO-SKI WEEKS

Spalding gives you the professional edge.

A. G. Spalding & Brothurs, Inc., A Questor Comipany,

SEE THE LIST OF SPALDING LEARN-TO-SKI WEEK HEADQUARTER STORES FOR THE ONE NEAREST YOU.
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- Beautiful -
- Singles -
Oof London°

Tour. °

$350.
Two
Weeks.

(Air Fare included from New York.)

Ceo

Our Beautiful Singles Tour

is designed for people

who want more than just
sightseeing to look forward to
on their trip to London:
Computer-arranged dates
with 3 single Londoners.

A series of cocktail parties

to meet them at.

Admission to London's top
discotheques and dance halls,

of Jof RoX NoX XoX NoX YoX YoX Je)

@)

Dinner for two at

a renowned restaurant.

A pair of tickets to a @]
top London play or musical.

2 weeks in a modern, o

first-class hotel with private bath,
breakfasts included.

Round-trip fare from New York O
via BOAC VC10 or 707 fan jet.

All for only $350.* o

For full details on this and
other tours of London, write:
$5-A-Day Tours,

Dept. BS-1000,

70 Fifth Avenue,

New York, N. Y. 10011.
(212) 691-4300.

Name

Address

City__

State Zip

My Travel Agentis____

of JoX NoX XoX JoX JoX Ne)

*Prices effective November 1. 156—5503

_JON JoR Joi Joi Yo Je

0000000000 00000000000920000009800000Q@0R0OR0D

olten moving document about the ways in
which nations ruled by corrupt old men
contrive to decimate innocent vouth. To
make the movie's message  palatible,
World War One begins m a latticed
scaside pavilion ac Brighton, where the
aowned heads of Europe plan mass de-
struction in the most civilized manner
while marching bands play, balloons go
up and a decent, symbolic British family
named Smith hurries along the quav 1o
catch the biggest show ol them all. War.
according 1o the rickv-ticky songs and
recruiting slogans that soon ke over the
screen, is a bloody damned picnic from
which five ol the Smith bovs never come
home. It also turns out o be a surreal
dreus, with the acion Howing from pier-
side o command  posts. camps for the
wounded and muddy rrenches in no man’s
Lind. The st mustered for Looely War
suggests that the entive theatrical profes
sion of Britain wok up the movie as a
pet cause. Five kniglus (Sirs Laurence
Olivier. Ralph Riduodson. Michael Red
grave, John Gielgud and John Clements)
are on hand. along with such ver un
utled members of the theatrical nobility
as Vanessa Redgrave. Jolin Mills, Dirk
Bogarde and Susannah Yok, Unfoiger-
table moments tend 1o jam up through-
out, but nothing can beat Maggie Smith's
showstopping turn as o musichall singer
who urges lightsome lads 1o become brave
enlisted men with a ribald Lallad. 1We
Don't Want to Losw You. keeping her
deadly whore's smile a secret until the
sergeant major takes his victims in tow.
Best of the show are the sequences set 1o
ageressively cheerlul music—troops singing
bawdy parodics of hvinns during solemn
religious ceremonies belore the holocaust
resumes, or a detail ol mass-grave digeers
who scem fond of a ditty called The Bells

of Hell Go Ting-a-ing-a-ling—for You.
but Not for Me. Sumptuously photo-

graphed to resemble a lacy vintage valen-
tine with a border of black, this ranks
as the most enthralling movie musical ever
conceived in cold blood.

RECORDINGS

Not that anvone has ever doulned ir,
but Birbra Sworeisand proves she's very
much with it on the voung-in-heart Whar
About Todoy (Columbia: also available on
stereo tape). There are items by Bunt
Bacharach and Hal David, Lennon and
McCarmnev, Paul Simon, Bufly Sainte-
Marie and Jim Webb, which should give
you some idea of what Miss Sureisand has
in mind. Peter Matz, Don Costa and
Michel Learand have taken care of the
arrangements and Barbia has taken care
ol the rest.

.

The instrumental title number ol Con-
certo in B Goode (Mercury: also available
on stereo tape) hinds a double-tracked
Chuck Berry rocking at breakneck speed

for almost 19 minutes in what may be
considered  the  definitive  rock-n"-roll
performance. The flip side contains four
down-home blues, incduding It's Too
Dark in There, a sly seduction song that
makes good use ol stereo.

-

Jimmy Smith. who makes his Ham-
mond do evervthing hut cook dinner, has
a Kindved soul buddy in guitarist George
Benson. the heir apparent 1o the late Wes
Monwomerv's crown. On The Boss (Verve:
also available on sterco tape), the two are
doser than the pages in their book. With
an assist from stalwart drummer Donald
Bailey. they go through a couple of Smith
originals, the Bacharach now-standard
This Guy's an Love with You and the
hoary Tuxedo Junction, Smith has the
spotlight all 1o himsell on an aptly tided
Fingers, but the high points are when
the Messrs. Jimmy ad George do the
Damon and Pythias bit

-

For Deing His Thing (Tangerine: also
available on stereo tape), Rav Charles
wis proesemed with ten hard-hiting rich
tunes, il written or co-ruthored by voung
Jimmy Lewis, and R.C. has come up
with his most energetic and soulful re-
lease in vears: even the rhivthm section
seems to have been inspired, since it Livs
down an irvesistible groove on The Same
Thing That Can Make You Laugh (Can
Make You Cry), You Ought to Change
Your Waysand If It Wasn't for Bad Luci:.

A IWho's Who ol Nashville cats play
their hearts out on Jerrv Jelf Walker's
Five Years Gone (Awco: also available on
stereo tape), amd their ellorts are not
misplaced: for while the prolific rouba-
dour’s voice retains its homespun qual-
iy. his muse seems 1o ger progressively
more prolound. The set includes 11 new
ballads of love and wavel, plus the origi-
nal “drunken recording™ ol My, Bojun-
gles, taped live on radio station WEBAI
in New York.

A Time for Us (RCA: also available on
stereo tape). Jack Jones” Litest oftering, is
a study in contrasts. There's the lush e
tune, cralted om ol the sound rack [rom
Romeo and Juliel, the grabby Pl Neve
Fall in Love Again and o poignant tone
poem. Home. On the other hand, we have
a counuvyand-western disaster, hn't It
FLonely Together, an archetypally Lachry-
mose excursion into the mawkish diches
ol the idiom. and a1 god-awlul Gospelish
cltori. The Last Seven Days. The recond-
ing has more pluses than minuses, how-
ever, and the good songs are very good.

Peter Schickele. who has put togethar
Bach concert put-ons. serious stalfl and the
music for that nude awakening, Oh!
Calcutia!. shows another string in his bow
on Good-Time Ticket (Vanguard:
able on sterco tape), a highly satisly-
ing instrumental recording that has a

also avail-



KRemington announces
 the greatest idea in close,

comfortable shaves since
A\ disposable blades.

.
.
gL L]
-
at

If dealer is out, write Box
435, Bridgeport, Conn. 06602.
Enclose $1.95 and we'll mail
new blades.)

Our shavers with dispos-
1] able blades might just make
/' other shavers —disposable.

. THE NEW

REMINGTON"

LEKTROBLADE "'SHAVER

RERMINGTON ELECTRIC SHAVER DIVISION/BRIDGEFORT, CONN. SELECTRO, LEKTROD BLADE: TRADEMARKS OF SPERRY RAND CORP 1965 5K C

afetyrazorisbasedonasim-  And it means truly unusual
pleidea. Youstart withextremely  comfort.
sharpblades. And whenthey get Our blades willlast up to six
dull, you replace them. months, then cost just $1.95
“Great idea,’” said Remington.  to replace.
So, wedesignedournew Lektro These new shavers are at
Blade™ shaver —with disposable  yourdealers.Cordmodels.
blades honed four times sharper  Rechargeables. Andmost
than ever before. come with an extra set ¢
Four times sharper means the  of blades. (Blades also fit
closest electric shaves possible.  our previous Selectroshavers.
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- “I . ...comes alive with every sip. Grand
The Spirit of 6ralm m.aml“ Marnier is made from fine Cognac
Brandy and the peel of bitter oranges. .. a delightful drink in a snifter...or
cocktails, and excels in gourmet recipes. Try the Grand Marnier Sour for a new
exciting drink, or Grand Marnier coffee, an elegant dessert drink. For cocktail

and gourmet recipes, write for our free booklet.
IMPORTED FROM FRANCE / MADE FROM FINE COGNAC BRANDY/ BO PROOF / CARILLON IMPORTERS, LTD.,
DEPT, PL-11, 745 5TH AVE., MN.Y.C. 10022

KENWOOD

multiplies your pleasure
with great sound performance!

Happiness is a KENWOOD receiver,
amplifier, tuner, or compact system!

For your nearest Kenwood Authorized Dealer or specifications, write:
@ KENWOOD, 15711 S. Broadway, Gardena, California 90247

Schickele-led orchestra performing a hall
dozen of his own tunes and a like num-
ber of Beatle-dominated diwties. There are
brighe, inventive twists all over the place
and an engagingly cohesive total eflect.

-

The Atlkmtic soul sound rolls on like
a tidal wave, even though some of its
foremost exponents haven’t vet gotten
the recognition they deserve. Blind blues-
man Clarence Carter gets big-beat backing
for his virile baritone on Testifyin® (also
available on stereo ape); highlights in-
clude the country-and-western tune Bad
News, the superfunky Doin” Our Thing
and  Carter’s down-home monolog on
Making Love (At the Dark End of the
Streel). Buying a Book finds songwriter
Joe Tex—whose style partakes ol both
Nashville  and  Memphis—dramatizing
such varied subjeats as May-December
courtship (the tide rwune), small-town
gossip (Anything You Wanna Know)
amd good old Southern grandmothers
who cury on valiantly mn the f[ace of
abysmal poverty (Grandma Mary).

-

Roger Miller (Smash; also available on
sterco tape) showcases the whimsical bal-
ladeer whose gilt for making a good
story seem real bridges the gap between
the country and the city. Miller's voice is
persuasive, whether applied to a diuy
about love (Swiss Cottage Place), booze
(The Best of All Possible Worlds) or
the brain-rattling pace of modern tech-
nosocicty (Boeing Bocing 707).

Named and packaged Lir too modestly,
the Haryou Percussion Group (ESP Disk),
sponsored by Harlem's vowth  organiza-
tion HAR-YOU ACT, is a fiery Laun-
Jazz ensemble with surprisingly mature
soloists and an uncompromising rhythm
section. The 15 members of the group, all
between 16 and 19 vears old, deserve as
much exposure as they can get.

.

Grady Tate’s a fine jazz drummer. He's
also a singer who's too much. You can
catch lus big, full-bodied voice on a new
LP, Feeling Life (Skye: also available on
stereo tape), that's hlled with good sounds,
particularly those on My Ship, Lost in the
Stars and  Poor Butterfly. Tate has a
concert-sized orchestra behind him  and
what looks like a big [uture as a vocalist
in front of him.

-

When the chips are down, most ex-
perts will agree that George Szell's Cleve-
land Orchestra is without peer in the
world today. Philadelphia may caim
lusher strings and Vienna plummier brass;
but for allround excelience, the Cleve-
Linders prevail. Their special glories—a
fastidious sense ol precision and a delicate
balance of timbres—are impressively doc
umented in their latest release, Mozarnt
Serenades (Columbia), devoted to his Post-
horn Serenade No. 9 and Eine kleine



Nachtmusik. Under Szell's knowledgeable
and subtly inflecied divection, the orches-
tra negotiates these joviul, pellucid master-
pieces with almost superhuman expertise
and conwol. Its highly unlikely that Mo
rart’s limpid melodies and succulent har-
monics could ever have been delineated
with such impeccable beauty in 18th Cen-
wiry Salzburg,
.

A happy case ol colluboration is Sun-
shower (Dunhill; also available on sierco
tape), on which the claborately siructured
songs ol Jimmy Webb—induding  the
title wne, Pocketful of Keys and Didn't
IWe—meet the many-splendored voice of
Thelma Houston. Webb's ever-schmalizier
productions are best taken in small doses,
however; and in the futme, wed like to
hear Miss Houston apply her soullul
sound 1o a greater variety of material.

It may sound unlikely, but we had no
difficulty at all digesting Arif NMardin's
Gloss Onion (Atlantic: also available on
stereo  tape), an nstrumental  set that
shows ofl the skills of an extremely delt
arranger. Assisted by some sure-hngeved
musicians, Mardin gives a Middle Eastern
flavor to the Rascals” How Can 1 Be Sure,
hestows a wste ol country twang on the
Lennon-McCartney tide opus and gets
mio an appropriately lunky bag for Mid
night Wall and Srange Brew.

Bobby Bryant / The Jazz Excursion into Hair
(World  Pacific Jazz; also available on
stereo tape) shows that the music Irom
that loverock songlest doesn’t need any
words to get its message across. Bryant's
chullient tumpert |/ Fligelhorn  forays are
right in keeping with the spirit of the
occision, as are the charts ol conductor
Shorty Rogers, who leads an all-star team
that includes pianist Joe Sample, trom-
bonist Bobby Brookmeyer and flutist Bud
Shank. Be wssured that this takeout on
Harr contains no greasy kid sl

Two out-ol-sight rock groups, oNne ex-
pected and the other rom lelt held, are
Blind Faith and Blues Imege (both Alco;
also available on stereo tape). Faith com-
bines the mlents of Eric Clapton and
Ginger Baker (late ol Cream) with those
ol Stevie Winwood (Tradhe) and Rick
Grech. They unleash a dense, probing
country-rock sound on Buddy Holly's
1Well AL Right: Baker's Do What You
Like becomes an extended jam i 5/4
ume. Winwood's voice 1s heard 1o best
advantage on his own Can’t Find My
IWay Home, whicho uses minimal ampli-
hication. Blues Image, sparked by yourh-
ful singer-guitarist Mike Pinera, makes its
debut with a thoroughly convincing pro
sram ol Latin-flavored blues and hind
rock; highlighes  include Outside 1Was
Night, Somethin’ to Say and  Reality
Does Not Inspive.

. BEXTER SHO’EE GQMPANY 31°8T. JAMES A'VENUf':BOST N MASS. 02116
Stockholm,
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New Mercury Gyclone.
We made it hot (429V-8].

New, do-it-yourself Cyclone. Mercury’s going street machine for driving men
looking at performance, looks, and price. 429 V-8 with 360 hp. Four-speed Hurst
Shifter®. Competition Handling Package. G70 x 14 WSW belted tires. All standard.




Password for action.
You can make it scream.

After that? Super CJ 429 V-8 with 375 hp. Ram Air. 4.30:1 axle. Detroit locker. Build
a Cyclone for sanctioned competition. Make it scream. There’s a book full of things you
can do. Get a copy of our high-performance catalog at your Lincoln-Mercury dealer.
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Next time

you have a beer,
make it

Miller High Life.
You'll know

what we mean
when we say: .
Miller makes it right.
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THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR

A few months ago, T was introduced to
a very sexy and beautiful girl. Since
then, we've gone 10 bed together numer-
ous times and we both c¢njoy it very
much. The problem is that although
she’s great in bed, she’s really kind of a
hore out ol it. So I'm in a situation
where in bed she turns me on and out of
it she turns me off. But very. This makes
for a rather shallow relationship and I
don’t know what to do about it.—DB. R.,
Los Angeles, Califorma.

What’s the problem? If she turns you
off, turn her out, gently, veminding yonr-
self, as you do, that man cannot live by
bed alone.

| BT taking my first vacation abroad
next spring and I plan o visit four or
five European capitals during my month-
long stay. Do you recommend local sight-
seeing towrs, or are they swoictly lor
vithoos? And if 1 do take one, what about
the language barrier>—T. R, 1\Icmpl1is,
Tennessee.

On a fust visit, a guided cily lowr can
be worth your while. It will provide a
general impression of the place and help
you spot the sights and areas youw may
wish o revisit laler at your own pace.
There is no language problem, since
most European guides arve multilingual.
One tip: Unless you've Pa Keltle, avoid
might-club tows like the plague. They're
almost as deadly, and youw'll probably
have to share your table with Ma.

During my junior and scnior years at
college, T have been dating a heautilul
redheaded coed and T think we're really
m love. Yer, many things we do together
even seeing a movie—are ruined by our
constant arguing. During  sumaner - vaca-

tion, when we were apart, we m issed each
other terribly and wrote every day. Nei-
ther of us has any desive 10 date othuors,
bur when were together we seem 1o
almost enjoy hurting cach other. The
whole thing conluses me and I'm won-
dering if ths is nornuil behavior; that is,
should we consider it a problem?—
F. L., Faveneville, Arkansas,

Yes. It might be considerved at the
least an indication that neither of you
15 emoltionally comfortable in a close
and meaningful velationship. Our advice
wouldd be to lower the tensions by seeing
less of each other for a while and broad-
ening your dating experience. More than
lnrting cach other, cach of you is hurting
himself by bying to force a relationship
that is not yet mutually acceplable.

| quit smoking more than two years ago,
convinced that cigarettes were a serious
hazard to mv health. And while T don’t
wish to nag others about their devotion
to tobacco, I don’t care to encourage
them, either. My problem, then, is this:
Am I committing a breach ol etiquente il
I Lail to light a young lady's cigaretie?
Also, if she runs out of her favorite
brand on a date, am I expected 10 buy
her another pack? It scems to me that
chivalry in this respect is more harmful
than helplul, but several of my [riends
(all heavy smokers) disagree—M. W,
Brvan, Texas,

Your personal belicfs about smoking
don’t alter your vesponsibility as a gen-
tleman. The girl obuviously had made her
own decision vegavding cigarelles, and so
you should prowde a flicker for yonr
flame, As for veplenishing  her supply,
you are, indeed, expected to do so; but
there's nothing to stop you [rom conr-
teously combining  this replenishment
with some low-key missionary work.

M)’ boyfriend's protective attitude to
ward me is taking all the fun out of our
relationship. 1 want to go to bed with
him and have let him know it. He.
however, insists that we musin't do that,
because it would hurt me. He savs sex
has a different meaning for a girl than
for a hoy, that once we had intercourse 1
would develop a deep and permanent
cmotionial commitment 1o him that he
st in a position to reciprocate. How
can I convince the know-it-all that I'in
the best judge of what T want?>—DMiss
C. B.. Bakersheld, Calilornia.

In this double-standard world we in-
habit, what he says may be partially true
—al least for him. IU's also possible that
your boyfriend may be projecting liis
own fears of sex onto you. Try a lutle
more mulual, frank discussion of these
conflicting ideas and, if neither of vou
can bend, then vou should consider
breaking off the yvelationship to seck an-
other that is move julfilling, That's one
of the main things dating is all about.

| [ driving through New England be-
tween Tate summer and early Tall, and
stopped at a country inn, from whence |
mide excursions into farm country. One
dav, I suruck up a conversation with that
authentic articdle, a word-sparing Ver-
mont [armer. When T commented on the
finc weather. he said “Yep,” then 100k
out his watch, looked at it and scemed to
be listening to something. Alter a pause,
he said, “Just about 74 degrees.” 1 drove
on 1o a gas station, and the thermometer
on the wall read exactly 74 degrees. For

If your girl
doesn’t

like the great
autumn day
aroma of

Field & Stream...

start
playing
the
field.

A quahity product of Philip Morns IS A
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the next few days, T drove out to visit
the same farmer and we became fairly
friendly. T also had an opportunity to
verify his uncanny ability to tell the
temperature, in a period when it ranged
from the low 50s to the mid-80s. Plead as
I would, he'd never tell me how he did
it, though he smd it was a trick he'd
learned [rom the crickets. He claimed
they “told” him the temperature, and
when T scoffed, he just Liughed at me as
il he knew something I dido’t. Did he?
—D. P, L., New York, New York.

Yep, probably. Crickets chivp faster,
the warmer the weather. Time the num-
ber of chirps in 15 seconds, add 37, and
vou'll come very close to the actual tem-
perature. (1 doesn’t work in cold weather,
though, dang it.)

Do you think sexual liberalism can be
overdone? For several years now, I've
been sleeping regularly with a wide vari-
cty of girls. scoring at least once with
cach chick in my circle of acquaintances
and making it with casual pickups when-
ever I've had some time on my hands. In
bed. T always aim lor one or more repeat
performances. plugging away until my
body finally ceases to respond. The out-
come (it you'll excuse the term) is that 1
really don’t seem to get much enjoyment
out of intercourse anvmore; it's become
more of a chore than a pleasure—ar best.
a means of physical release. T can’t help
thinking that, perhaps. I'm becoming jad-
ed, and that if T had a more restrictive,
puritanical artitude oward sex, I'd enjoy
it more.—S. J.. Baltimore, Marvland.

Any resemblance between your com-
pulsiveness and a genuinely liberal sex-
ual philosophy is purely coincidental.
I's one thing to remove purilan hang-
ups and inhibitions that frustvate the
natural enjoyment of sex; {'s quile an-
other to turn sex into a continnal quest
for a rvecord-byeaking number of  part-
ners, eveclions and ejacnlations. Indeed,
this preoccupntion with scoving has a
pavitan flavor all its own; to you, sex has
become a burdensome duty—probably a
way of proving your manhood—ijust as
abstinence s a duly with those who
lobby for anti-sex laws. We suggest that
you Iry being more selective in choosing
fuiure bedmates, and thalt you post pone
your next sexual encounter until you've
found a girl with whom youwre willing—
and able—to velax and enjoy.

As a newlywed, I'm a biv puzzled over
the best way to introduce my wile to my
boss. Do I use Mrs., which sounds a bit
stiff, or should I introduce her by her first
name, which might seem too inlormal?—
D. ].. Carbondale, 1linois.

Stmply say, “My. Smith, I'd like you to
meet my wife, Sally,” or “My. Smith, this
is my wife, Sally.”

The tam male prostitute appears fre-
quently in ads, books and magazine arti-
cles, and I'm unclear as to nts precise
mecaning. Are a male prostitute’s custom-
ers women or men—S. D, Los Alamos,
New Mexico.

The patrons may be of either sex, but
the term generally vefers to the seller of
sexual services to male homosexuals,

I'\‘c noticedd the designation  CHARMAT
PrOCEsS on a bottle of low-priced domes-
tic champagne. What does it mean?—
L. K., Council Blulls, Tow:.

Chanmnat process means bulk process, a
relatively fast and cheap way of making
sparkling wines. Instead of following the
traditional champagne method, in which
the wine is fermented slowly in boitles,
the producer ferments the bubbly-to-be
in large tanks and bottles it under pres-
swre. In France, 11 may nol be called
champagne; U.S. law is more lenient.

A o vears of marriage, I'm still
conflroned with a problem I thought
would have passed by now. My husbaud
wants me to wear nylon stockings and a
garter bele all the time—even when we
go to bed and have sex. They really turn
him on and he likes to look at and feel
my legs, which is well and good; but the
problem is that he won't have sex with
me unless 'm in uniform. Should T go
on pleasing him in this manner, or
should I try to do something about t?
It's beginning to make me leel strange.
—Murs. M. L. F, Indianapolis, Indiana,

Whatever problem exists lies in the
fact that this is the only sexual voad your
husband will travel” Let kim know your
feelings of being in uniform and sug-
gest (hat, to preserve your dignity as an
mmdicdual, you'd like to try some other
pathncays. 1 you stll find hin: wiswere-
tng, tiy to arrange a mulual visit Lo a
qualtfied marriage counselor.

l'm an artist and have recently taken up
Tomm movicmaking as a hobby. T go in
lor experimental stulf, and many people
who have seen my films say it's too bad 1
can't get a Loger audience. Is there any
wity I can have my films distributed on a
rezional or  mational and  earn
enough to pay for some ol my produc-
tion costs?*—S. A, Tucson, Arizona.

A nuwmber of organizations help film
makers lo circuilate theiv movies at their
own prices and terms. Generally, the
owner receives 73 percent of the venlal,
with the balance going to the distrvibu-
tor. Try the Canyon Cinema Cooperative
(the group meavest you), 756 Union
Street, in San Francisco, and ask  for
their catalog, which lists similar co-ops in
the U.S. and Canada.

hasis

Wimc all the information I've seen
states that masturbation is harmless for
men, I've found very litde in print
about its eflects on women. T am 20 years
old and masturbate quite regularly.
When I masturbate, T always have an
orgasm, but this is not always true when
I have intercourse. My main concern is
this: Does this practice make me less
responsive to my bovlriend when we
make love?—Aliss O. L., New Orleans,
Louisiana.

Attitude 15 the main factor that deter-
mines the effect masturbation  has on
an individual. According to information
ermJ:'drrf Iy Masiers and Jolmson, mas-
turbation, practiced without guilt to sai-
isfy  sexual needs, fends to  facilitate,
rather than inlubit, sexual vesponsiveness.
When the imaginative vecall or projec-
tion (fantasy) that accompanics masiur-
bation bears sufficient  vesemblance o
reality and conforms to the individual’s
personal needs and values, she'll proba-
bly find that aclicving orgasm in this
way will make it easicr for hev to re-
spond duving intercourse. Of courvse. if
hey fantasies ave out of conlext with her
experience  and  opportunitics—aiolent
rape, for example—and she becomes de-
pendent on these abevvant fantasies, she
may find it difficult to velate to her mate
during intercourse.

Maoreover, a woman's dependence on a
cerlain techmique of self-stimulai:on may
sometimes interfeve with tofal sexual in-
teraction with a paviner. This ean be
overcome if she freely communicates her
destres during intercourse and if her pari-
ner and the time and place of the acl are
thovoughly in accovd with her preferences.

You are not unusual in finding may
turbation more veliable than coitus in
producing  orgasm. When  stimulating
herself, a woman can apply exactly the
type of caress she prefers. In inter-
course, she obviously has less immediate
control; she may also have lo overcome
fear and euilt based on the lingering
puritan cthic in owr enlture, as well as
fear of failing to have an orgasm and
theveby disappoiting both hevself and
her partner. But intercourse can beconre
just as relinble as a woman becomes
conditioned to it, and rids hevself  of
various mhibiting anxictics.

All reasonable qm-srirm.\' ~from fash-
ion, food and drink, hi-fi and sporis cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and etiquetle

awill be  personally answerved if the
writer includes a stamped, self-addressed
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Advisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi-
gan Avenne, Chicago, Hlinois 60611, The
most provecative, pertinent quees will
be presented on these pages cach montir,



Seagram Distillers Company,
New York Ciry, Blended Whiskey.
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Better whiskey makes.a better party.
Seagram’s 7 Crown, the better party maker.







Indulge him...
give him PLAYBOY

like Kenneth Tynan, Irwin Shaw, Arthur C.
Clarke, Jules Feiffer and U.S. Supreme
Court Justice William O. Douglas to name
o few.

e Spirited PLAYBOY Interviews with today's
prominent personalities.

= Sound business tips and trends from finan-
cial wizard, J. Paul Getty.

e Hilorious humor from Silverstein, Gahon
Wilson. Interlandi, Erich Soko! and Dedini
plus Little Annie Fanny.

e Film, play, book and record reviews plus
all the other features that blend to create
PLAYBOY's own special recipe for man-pleosing
entertainment.

TIE UP YOUR GOOD WISHES
EARLY. Mail your holiday list today. At
PLAYBOY's special subscription rates, your gift
to him is worth more. For £5 Sterling ($12
U.S.*), we'll help you cater the gift party of
the year—keep it going all year long. There'll
be a toast to you, too, for your good taste in
giving PLAYBOY. Just send us your holiday list.
We'll do the rest.

CHRISTMAS CATERING to his every
whim begins with a gift of PLAYBOY. For a
hearty slice of the good life . . . the best in
fiction, fashion, food, interviews, travel,
sports, humor and a profusion of lovelies un-
folding month after month . . . givel
him PLAYBOY.

A FEAST FOR THE EYE. Lovely Connie |
Kreski, Playmate of the Yeor, brings glad
tidings via the unique gift card you see
below. We'll sign it as you wish or send it
along to you to deliver your own good
cheer. Then, a bevy of beauties, like Playmote
Leslie Bianchini at the left, bedeck the pages
of PLAYBOY—bringing delight throughout his
entire gift year, in 12 great issues.

YOUR SPECIAL BRAND of gift-giving
begins with the 13/éd January Holiday Issue,
arriving well before wassail time. Then, it's
blithe spirits served up all year in 9/6d issues
ending with the December Gift Issue
13/6d value.)

His twelve courses of the finest print
and pictorial entertainment going include:

« superb fact ond fiction by literary lights

*$15 in Germany.

PLAYBOY, 919 N. Michigon Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60611
U.S.A. or: PLAYBOY, 45 Park Lane, London W. |, England This handsome card ™y neme—— -
(please print)

Send my gift ' will announce
Ta: name your glﬁ' oddress S
(please print) of p| AYBOY magozine. :
adiress e city pravirce counlry
PLEASE COMPLETE
" city province country

[] Enter or [ ] renew my own subscription.
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gift card from = Send gift cord:.[:,' ta recipient [_| lo me persanally

Total subscriptians ardered:
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To: nome__
(please print)
ddeess BT T e ofcd)
| am enclosing cheque, postal droft, money order ar currency
city. - pravince country. for $12 U.S,*, ¢ 5 Sterling or in equivalent funds far my

country far each subscription. | understand thot credit arders
may not be accepted.
*$15 in Germany.

See last poge of this issue for warld-wide rates.

gift card from '
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I'he something else under the sun.
Sunbuffed. The something else under the sun. And Acme has captured this new, now

look for Dingo—the 1970 shoe. Here's a boot with rich, deep undertones and glistening
highlights of bronze and gold. A boot with a glow that reaches right down to the heart of

the leather. And the Sunbuffed Dingo improves with the wearing. Develops more

character. More richness. More glow. See Sunbuffed. The vitally new look in boots.

In the Dingo collection...from Acme. For your nearest dealer write: Dept. P119,

Acme Boot Co., Inc., Clarksville, Tenn. A subsidiary of Northwest Industries, Inc.

Sunbuffed Dingo.The 1970 Shoe.




THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

CLERICAL ATONEMENT

In the August Playboy Forum, a leuer
by William |. Draper quoted me as
cliiming that Hugh Helner once said,
“To me, a wonum is like a bottle ol pop.
When it's empty. 1 throw it away.” Mr.
Draper asked il the quote were accurate
and vou, quite properly, said i was not.

I have checked my hiles and found that
the source of mv remark was a debate
between Dr. William Banowsky and M.
Anson Mount of rravsoy Public Afairs.
In the debme, Dr. Banowsky said, not
thar Helner had made the remark, but
that he, Banowsky, suspected Helner
thought that way.

My atribution ol these words 1o Hel-
ner was, although madvertent, careless
and unfair.

The Rev. Jay Kesler
Hanover Park. lllinois

PLAYBOY MORALITY
In The Playboy Adoisor a while ago,

there was a letter from a voung man who
had made two girls pregnant and had
promised each that he'd marry her, with-
out really imending to marry either one.
You described im as "irr(ml)cm\ih!(r, de-
ceitful and self-cenmered.” Hooray! 1 have
clipped this item and now carry it with
me 1o show people that rLavsoy is thor-
oughly capable ol taking a moral stand
when the occasion warrants, Carry on.

The Rev. Fred Luchs

The First Presbvterian Church

Athens, Ohio

MAGNIFICAT'S TALE

A recent issue ol The Magnificat, the
Builalo Catholic  diocesan newspaper,
published an editorial attempring 1o ex-
pliin 1o irs readers just what is wrong
with peavsoyv. Those who “tuke issue
with reavsoy for s nmaughty photos”
and those who disagree with vour oro-
sacles against cemsorship and sex laws
have both missed the point. The Magnifi-
eat states. The point. according to the edi-
torialist, is that vou mix weether “the
high and the low.” He goes on to say:

“"Both /Amd.” Kicrkegaand said, “is
the wav 1o hell.”

In the Helner Mix there is one
single message: One can have crotic
sex e true love lor one’s tellow man

both cros and agape—right now.

One can embrace the lofuest ide-
als and not have 1o let go ol a single

a

creature comfort. One can have sex
without commitment and vet be
commitied to the noblest ideals of
our time, The great Helner hoax is
that sex, sophistication and human-
ism make the perlea American
package. One can have them all jux-
taposed in peaceful coexistence.
Prophets and libertines are offered
in equal dosage and the illusion is
fostered that no choices need be
made. that “both /and™ is possible.
And it doesn’t cost anything.

How about it? Do vou think the
Playboy Rabbit has been bested by the
tecth and claws ol The Magnificat?

Hank Brummer
New York. New Yok

The Magnilicat looks ke a paper 1i-
ger to us. The editovial 15 stating that
rrAYBOY regards favorably a imrtely of
human  activities—from  social  idealism
to physical pleasure—which s true. 1
goes on to assert that you can't be sin-
r'r‘rr'r‘_\' and constructively interested in
the entive vange; obitously we disagree.
The Magnihcat's quote from  Kievke-
gaard 't sufficient to prove the pomi.
1t conld be wsed to qustafy anvthimg from
refusal 1o compyomise one’s pl.ir.’('i..‘;.’r"s'
to the most extreme one-sidedness, Fol
lowing this invelevant gquote is the editori-
alist’s yeplirasing of that old puritanical
bromride that there s an irveconcilable
war between flesh and spivit and  that
we must choose between them. This
like asking man to drovide himself in hal)
and expecting one half to flourish at the
expense of the other; one may as aell
demand that a tree be all teaves and no
rools. We sugeest that whereoer botli |
and may lead, either or s the road 1o a
stevile fanaticism, And, for a glompse of
the consequences of stevile fanaticisin,
see the next letler.

I am an emplovee of The Magnifical,
the Catholic newspaper that published
an editorial about vravesov. Despite the
fact thae e was crineal of vour magazine,
Bishop James A McNualev of Bullalo
made the editorial one ol his reasons for
firing the Reverend Gerald R, Forwon.
The Magntficat’s editor in chiel. Accord-
ing to Father Forton, the bishop objected
because the editorial “gave free publicity
10 PLAYBOY. Apparently our poor, naive
bishop believes that his good Catholic

They’re engagement rings
that say love right off the bat.

In the elegance of the dia-
monds, their clarity, their cut.

And even if you don’t know

diamond carats from facets,
they won’t wind you up tight.

Buy a Love Ring. The
ArtCarved diamond will be
worth its full current retail
value, if you want to trade it
toward a more expensive
one someday.

You just might. Love
grows, you know,

Love Rings by ArtCarved.
From about $150, at the
best jewelers.

Phone free for the name
and address of one near you.
Dial 1 if necessary. (800)
243-0355 or 853-3600 in
Connecticut,

e
registratien stub is filed with us at time
of eriginal pnrchase.

rt Carve?d
the Love Ring .
people

2186 East 45th Stroet, New Yerk, N.Y. 10017
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people were previously blissfully una-
ware of rLAYBOY'S existence.

Other charges the bishop made against
Father Forton included: supporting priests
who disagreed with the Pope’s anti-birth-
control position: expressing his own par-
tial disagreement with the Pope on this
issuc: publishing a review of a supposedly
immoral play, The Homecoming; giving
too much coverage wo the Priests” Associa-
tion of Buffalo; and not giving enough
publicity 1o the local Catholic Charities
campaign and the Saint Patrick’s Day
parade.

(Name withheld by request)
Bulflalo, New York

PROGRESS AND THE GOOD LIFE

Your articles, interviews and editorial
replies in The Playboy Forum are decid-
edly liberal in tone and you make a point
of your commitment to social progress,
Stephen Young and William O. Douglas
are liberals and, by pul)lislling them, vou
show vourselves to be on the side of
change, Not, certainly, in the vanguard
but yer in the group that wants to move
ahead.

But, through your features that por-
tray gnml living, such as [fashion and
travel, yvou do everything you cn 1o
perpetuate the American upper-middle
class way ol lile. You racially imtegrate
these portrayals, but they are still por-
travals of the status quo.

Hel's magazine seems to say Lo young
people, “Be the same as those before
vou, go into business. get vour wad, huy
an expensive wardrobe and collea stereo
components, drive a sports cir and dine
only at the best vestaurants. In short, be
like the older generation.” We know a
lot of young people who are not buying
that anvmore, though they and we are
still buving your magazine. Il the long-
awarted social changes o which you pay
lip service ever happen. the image of the
good life vou hold up to Americins will
be the hirst thing 1o go.

George and Deanna Kaulman
Sioux Ciry, lowa

Precisely what 1s your idea of a desir-
able  future—one n which  everybody
wears gray uniforms and lroes with the
austerity of contemplative monks? De-
spile your chavacterization of this maga-
zme as hbeval, we actually make an
effort 1o present a wide spectrum of
social and political views, we do not
carvy a banner for any particular politi-
cal movement and we believe that the
specific reforms we endorvse are those
that, [or some time, have conpmended
themselves to sensible men as obijous
necessities. The contradiction you see be-
liceen our inlevest i progress and onr
povtrayal of good living 5 the result of
your fatlure to grasf what vravsoy is all
abront.

Far frem wrging the younger geneva-
tion o adopi the older generation’s life
style, pravsoy aims to veflect accuralely

FORUM NEWSFRONT

a survey of ecvents related lo issues raised by “the playboy philosophy”

PROSTITUTION AND THE MALE

CLEVELAND—In one of the most de-
vions schemes yel conceived to fight pros-
titution, city police turned part of their
enforcement problems over to the wives
of Cleveland’s philandeving males. The
plan works (if it works) like this: Patrol-
men record license numbers of cars seen
cruising the culy's east-side districts, ap-
pavently shopping for streetwalkers; po-
lice then mail the car owner a posteard
bearing a message to the effect that his
car “passed inspection” at a certain
suspictonsly late time and place. On
the theory that howsewives wsually  see
the mail first, Chief Patvick Gerity De-
licires that marrvied men, al least, will
soon  find themselves being detained in
their homes for questioning—and not by
the wvice squad. One waggish attorney
wonderved if such a practice could be con-
strued as using the United States mails
to extor{ morality.

SEX-LAW REVISION

HARTFORD, CONNECTICUT—A fter a six-
year study leading 1o exicnsive vevision
of the state’s penal code, Connecticut has
adopted the country’s most liberal sex
code—one that dvaws a long-overdue dis-
tinction between crime and sin. Connecti-
cut’s old criminal code was a paichwork,
or memory quilt, of archaic prohibitions
against public kissing, formication, “las
cvions  carriage”  and  virtually  every
form of evolic activity that did not con-
form strictly to 17th Century lawmakers’
ideas of pure and proper marital velations.
Though not consisiently enforced, the
code’s morve arcane provisions were stll
a handy means of havassing someone who,
short of committing a worthwhile crime,
had managed to antagonize the police.

By contyast, the new penal code, which
takes effect i October 1971, exchudes
from ity coverage wvivinally all private
sextal acts betiween consenting  adulls.
Stitlt misdemeanors, however, are adul-
tery. prostitution and patronizing a fros-
titute. The new law resembles. and i
sSOme ways suvpasses, the Amervican faw
Institute’s Model Penal Code, a version
of which way adopted by Hiinois in 1961,

BIRTH-CONTROL BOUTIQUES
STOCKNOLM, sWEDEN—A  chain of very
Mad teenage boutiques, covly called Birds
W Bees, has been opened in Sweden to
sell contvaceptive articles in a swinging,
nonclhinical envivonment. According to the
English newspaper, The Observer, the
shops  were  started by the  National
Association for  Sexnal  Information—a
half-business,  half-charity  veniure—after
market suvveys vevealed that the previons
birth-control centers weve widely shunned

by youngsters because of their cold and
medical atmosphere. Bivds 'n’ Bees shops
sell cool clothing, pop  litervature  and
heavy-rock records, as well as contracep-
tives, and also have a small vefreshment
counter; they seem on their way lo suc
cess. Adult response has also been fooo-
able, and The Observer observes that the
Loutiques are regarded by older Swedes as
“a crvilized way of bringing ihe facts of
life to the attention of the youngsters.”

REVENGE OF THE GIRL SCOUTS

NEW YORE—An “underground” poster
porivaving an obviously pregnant woman
e oa Gl Scout wnifovin and the famous
mollo “Be Prepared” has failed 1o amuse
the ladies in green. The Girl Scouls
have hit the publisher, the Personality
Posters Manufacturing Company, with a
SLOv0 000 suit, charging that the poster
ts “falve, scandalouws and defamatory Libel™
and “a delibevate and ntentional design
fo destroy the associalion’s purpose and
program.”

PORNOGRAPHY AND SEX CRIME
cuicaco—In a Unwversity of Chicago
survey of 3400 clinical psychologists and
psychiatrists, four out of fioe vejected the
wlea that pornography tends to incite
people to sex crimes or other antisocial
sexual behavior, and a majority believed
that  censorship was likely 1o create
problems rather than soloe them. While
58 percent disputed the theovy thal poy-
nography is a safety valve for antisocial
sexual tmpulses. 86 percent agreed that
those who vigoroushy ivy to suppress it are
often motivated by unresofved sexual
problems of their own. The survey noted
“the growimg conviclion among menial-
health ex peris that the effecis of ex posure
to pornography are too insignificant or
sporadic to be yeadily measuved.”
Meanwhile, the House Subcommittee
on Postal O pervations opened hearings on
legistatioe measurves vequested by the Nix-
on Administration [or ifs “war on smut.”

TO DEPRAVE AND CORRUPT

Loxpox—A bill to suspend all obscen-
ity laws (except those proteciing childven
and prohibiling offensive public display)
will be intraduced in the next session of
Parliament by Labor M. P AVilliam Han-
ling. Hamling's bill would ereate a fioe-
vear trial perviod during which censorsdup
lawes would not be enjoreed, after the
model of the temporary suspension of
capital punishonent for murder curventh
being tested in Britain,

Inspivation for this bill was a rveport
by a committee of the government-
financed Avts Council, which noted that
even among those who favor censorship,




hardly anyone said that he personally
had been corrupted by an obscene work,
and “Nobody seems even to havce met
such a person.” After studying the exam-
ple of Demmark. the commitice judged
that “The so-called permissive sociely
may have ils casualties; the vepressive
society ahnost certainly had a greal deal
more. Repressed sexuality can he toxic
both 1o the indiwidual and to sociely.
Repression can deprave and corvapt.”

MARRIED OR MERETRICIOUS?

wasHiNGTON, 0. C.—U'. S Representative
Charles S. Joelson of Neaw Jersey noied
with concern that a proposed 1970 Fed-
eral Census question asks the “exact rela-
tionship™ between two unvelated persons
living together. N seemed to the Con-
gressman that “if a person is living in
what we call a meretvicious [ilicit] rela-
tionship, he wonld have 1o confess to
that on this form or face prosecution,”
since answering census quesiions is re-
quived by law. However, a Census Bu-
reau spokesman asswred PLAYBOY that no
scheme is afool to havass young unmar-
rvieds, that it is a traditional census ques-
tion routinely asked and, in the case of
unmarrieds, is routinely evaded by an-
sivering  “roomer,”  “partner,” “room-
mate” or “just good friends.”

DEMISE OF “DIVORCE”
sacrAMENTO—After  lengthy  debate,
California has vevolutionized its divorce
lows. The new statute scraps the term
“divorce” allogether in favor of “dissolu-
tion of marriage,” which is granted on
only fwo grounds: incurable insanity of
a spouse or “irreconcilable differences,
which  have caused  the irremediable
breakdown of the marringe”

The purpose of the change, according
to the law's supporters, was to “"remove
the battleground atmosphere of a di-
vorce case,” it which one marriage part-
ner had to be found legally ai fanlt on
such grounds as adultery or cruelly—a
battle that often subjected childven to
legalistic wrangles over parvental fighting
or infidelity. The law also provides for
the “substantially equal” division  of
property, bases alimony on length of
marriage and ecarning ability of both
spouses and veduces stale residency and
watling yequirements from one year (o
six months.

BIG BROTHER IS NOT WATCHING
JERSEY €Y. NEW JERsEY—The files of
the State of New Jersey's secret intelli-
sence nelwork  on political  dissenters
have been ovderved destyoyed by Superioy
Conrt fudge Robert A. Matthews. As
reported by United Press, the files were
collected by all local police departments
and stoved in a centval data bank at the
state capital, Trenton; not only those
persons mmvolved or allegedly insolved in

riols or civil insurrections, but anyone
who  partictpated cven in a  peaceful
demonstration was eligible for the list.
Ruling on a suil brought by seceral
fersey  City  residents and  the local
NAACP, Judge Matthews said, “Secvet
fles maniained by [this] system are in-
lerently dangerous, and by their very ex-
istence tend to restrict those who would
advocate socinl and political change.”

CONGRESSMAN VS, CULTURE

WASHINGTON, D. ¢.—dAn alext member of
the U.S. Honse of Representatives has
punished a university dvama group for
having once had evil intentions. In ihe
process, the State Department’s budget
Jor “special educational and cultural
projects” has been wiped out.

In 1968, the State Department used
part of its special-projects funds o send
a drama group of six students and a
professor from the University of Kansas
to seork with students i five countries i
castern Europe. The troupe had intend-
ed 1o include in ils repertory scenes from
two plays, “Chicago™ and “America Hur-
rah,” which contained lines using four-
lettey wovds. A e and cry at the time
induced the drama group to drop the
controversial scenes, and they wenl to
Furope with, presumably, a chaste pro-
gram to presend.

But Representative John J. Rooney of
Broollyn was not satisfied. This year,
when o House appropriations Wil for
State Depavtment funds was  processed
by the subcommitlee Congressman Roo-
ney heads, the special-projects item was
killed. Because of what almost happened
last year, the House bill does not allot
any money f[or special educational and
cultural projects this vear, Congressman
Rooney called the State Department’s
cultural actiities “a wasteful, stupid,
vicious program.”

The drama-groufr director told The
New York Times: “This ts so depressing.
We go abroad telling people about a
free society and we come back lo find a
nightmare.”

MARYLAND PRAYERS

sALTIMORE—In Maryland. where Mad-
alyn Murvay O'Han’s suit vesulted in the
Supreme Court ban on prayers in public
schools six years ago, school officials may
have discovered a means lo evade the
ruling. State public school superintend-
ent  fames Sensenbaugh has informed
Maryland public schools that prayers are
permissible before the regular school day
commences, “as long as such programs
are not promoted, scheduled o super-
vised by teachers or school officials.”

The Mavyland chapter of the American
Cizil Liberties Union immediately pro-
tested the action as a “sublerfuge” lo
restore prayers in public schools and in-
dicated it would take the matter to court.

the changes that have taken place in
values and lastes among young men
in the past decade. I we ave saying any-
thing to young people, it is simply, “To
thine own self be true. Pursue the line of
effort that will make you happy.” 1While
the Iuxuries we portray may loday be
enjoyed only by a fraction of the world's
peoples, we do not think irue social
frrogress consists in sweeping these luxu-
vies away but, vather, in extending them
to all (a possibility technology s making
both feasible and desirable). We see the
sood life and social progress as wvitally
connected: Progress s a necessary condi-
tion for the survival of good lving. And
a betier life for all, including enhanced
personal  freedom  and  matevial well-
being, must be the ultimate purpose of
any social change that can honestly be
called progress.

SUPPORT FOR BILL BAIRD

As a degyman. 1 had not felt that
the need 10 modernize birth-control and
abortion laws wis urgent, until 1 heard
Bill Baird speak recently at Boston Uni-
versity. Now it seems imperative to me
that men ol good will, especially minis.
1ers ol the Gospel, protest Baird's sentenc
ing under an antigquated  birth-control
law that is ignored with impunity by
most, il not all. of Massachusetts” book,
drug and department stores. No one is so
naive as to heheve that the arvest and
conviction ol Baird is an evenhanded
cllort 10 enforce that law. It is a blatant
attempt by special interests to crush the
crusade ol a man wheose righteousness
exceeds that of modern Pharisees.

The law under which Baird was sen-
tenced is nor a vealistic elfort 10 cope
with a social problem; it is a vestigial
remnant lrom an era that sousht 10
impose moral rectitude by oppressive leg-
islation. Such atempts have been de-
nounced by enlighiened men of all ages,
including the apostle Paul himself.

The Rev. J. J. VanBoskirk
Disciples of Christ
Chevy Chase, Marvland

DOCTORS AND ABORTION

I cannot agree with the doctor who
wrote in the August Playboy Forum that
it is not our responsibility as M. Dus 1o
help the women who come o us with
unwamted pregnancies. I do not perform
abortions on my patients. but [ do steer
such women in the right divection when
they consult me and bring up the subject
of aboruon ol their own accord.

The writer of the leter implied tha
stress on sex education and contraception
is a way of preventing the need for abor-
tion. But what does a physician do with
a patient who comes 10 him pregnant? Tt
is idle 1o philosophize about what she
should have done. There she is, a trou-
bled human being: there vou are, a doc-
tor; what are you going 10 do?

Every onc of the several women and
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girls I've referved for abortions appear to
be as happy and well adjusted as they
were before they became pregnant. One,
who was 14 vears old, didn’c miss a day
of school. Had T not helped her she
might well have had 1o bear the burden
of this teenage mistake for the rest ol her
life. The aborvons I have helped ar-
range are done by competent physicians
under excellent operating conditions and
at a cost not exceeding thar of a regular
pregnancy and delivery. 1 do not realize
a cent from the operations and don’t
even know personally the docors 1o
whom my patients go.
(Name and wddress
withheld by request)

BETTER LOVING THROUGH CHEMISTRY
All that s required in the mater of
abortion laws and  encyclicals against
contraception is a little patience. These
natters  will - eventually  be resolved
through dhemistry. Soon there may be
a “morning alter”™ pill that will pre-
clude the need for abortion in wom-
en exposed 1o a possible pregnancy.
Such  discoveries  will  permit  regula-
tions, religions and otherwise. against
birth control and abortion 1o molder on
the books without disturbing anyone.
The development and eventual disiri-
bution of a product such as I've described
cn’t be stopped: The  pharmaceutical
lobby is too powerlul for that. It is
comforting 1o know that the same hu-
man faculty that produces destructive
weapons can also bring greater comfort
to sulfering humanity.
John Goldston
St. Louis, Missouri
Such a pill exists (see below), but must
be talen immediately and is no panacea.

MORNING-AFTER PILL

The New York Times, in a [cature
story last summer on birth-conirol pills,
described a “morning-after” pill. which is
legally available in the United States, Un-
lortmuately, although they said the drug
was an estrogen, they did not give it
name: nor did they tell the dosage.

A Iriend informs me  that Praveoy
broke the news on this pill over a vear
ago and gave the relevant details, Can
you enlighien me?

(Name withheld by request)
Nutley, New Jersev

As we reported in the February 1968
“Playboy Forwm.” several estrogens ave
possible “morning-aftey”  pills, but the
one that has thus far proved most velia-
ble 15 Stilbestyol. a drug generally used
for the treatment of wterine disorders.
Our source told us thal. in a reseavch
project under  his supervision at Yale
[Universily, the drug had proved effective
m preventing pregnancy when taken in
dosages of 25 milligrams per day for five
dirys immediately after unprotected inter-
oy se,

VOLUNTARY STERILIZATION
My husband and T do not feel we are
financially or temperamentally  capable
ol raising more than the two children we
now have and love dearly. T requested
my obstewrician to perform a Fallopian-
tube ligation on me lollowing the birth
ol our second child. He said that al-
though he would like o do what I asked.
sterilization is against the law in our
state. What right has the state to declare
that I must be fertile against my will?
Mys. John Kern
Atlanta, Georgia
Voluniary sterilization is legal in all 50
states: however, many doctors are veluc-
tant to perform such operations. Anyone
in need of information or rveferval to a
physician should contact the Association
for Voluntary Sterilization, Inc.. IH West
10th Stveet, New York, New York 10018.

A FEMININE REVOLUTION

Many American men seem  deathly
afraid of Temales who we proud of their
minds. I have heard men repeatedly say
such things as: “She’s a bhall breaker—neyv-
er lets her husbind forger she's got a
college degree”: “Any broad who has o
go out and ger a job is nving o prove
that she's beter than a man™; “Women
are for screwing, making babies and
keeping house.”

1 love being a woman and 1 love being
highly sexed, but even in my premarital
days. I looked it each man as a person,
not as a body equipped with a penis.
Many men reluse to return the lavor.
We women know we're human, just as
the blacks know they are human, and
many among us become quite hostile
when we are treated as members of an
inferior species. If this widespread mas-
culine autitnde doesn’s undergo  some
constructive changes, the black revolo-
tion in this country may soon be joined
by a [eminine revolution.

Mirs. Judith AL Banna
Balthmore, Maryland

BOREDOM IN THE BEDROOM
We would like to know what pLAYBOY s
readers think ol mate swapping. My hus-
band and 1 have swapped partners a
few tmes and find that not only does it
tend 10 relieve boredom in the bedroom
but it actually increases our enjoyment
of each other. There have never been
any hard leclings between us; in La,
we feel more companionable. We realize
that when a man and woman are married,
they supposedly belong to eadh other: bur,
when both partners consent, is adulery
immoral?
(Name withheld by request)
Wichita, Kansas

SWINGING FOR THE GOOSE

At age 26 and aher six vears of a hne
marriage, I was the mother ol three chil-
dren and the wile ol & man who sud-
denly became a so-called swinger. He

began going out with a bachelor huddy.
trving to make any girl he chanced to
meet and staying out dll dawn several
nights a week. 1 don’t believe 1 gave him
any reason o behave this way and T tried
to talk him out of it, but he told me 10
put up with it or get out. I became a
bundle of nerves. an insomniac and «
heavy drinker. Alter a year, T realized
that mv children and T were suffering and
no one was gaining a thing rom my
miserable condition. T had 1o do something
to enable mysell to feel better, so T de-
cided T would have aftairs as well. on the
principle that what is sauce for the gander
is sauce for the goose. I've had quite a
few satislving intimate relationships with
men since then, and I'm no longer jealous
and unhappy. T can now accept my hus
band’'s behavior, and I feel that our mar-
riage has matured.

(Name withheld by request)

Sharon Hill, Pennsylvania

LESBIAN CHARGE DROPPED
The Murch Forum Newsfront carried
a story about eight WACGs w1 Fort Me-
Clellan, Alabama, who were hghuing the
Army's auempt to discharge them alter
accusations of homosexual misconduct. T
recently read in the newsleuer ol the
New York chapter of the Daughters of
Bilitis that the case against the cight
women has heen dropped. The newslet
ter went on to say, "It is believed tha
the large publicity received i this case
caused the Army to drop the charges.”
Since pLavsoy is onc of the media that
gave the case coverage, Fd like 1o thank
the magazine for helping 10 correct the
injustice done these WACGs,
(Name withheld by request)
New York, New York

PSYCHIATRY AND JUSTICE

It psychiarry has become, in the words
of Dr. Robert S. Shaw (The Playboy
Forum, July), a “state church run by a
corrupt pricsthood,” then 1 guess that
mikes me at least a bishop. 1 am a
psvchiatrist in charge of the ste mental
health—-mental  retardation  program  in
Minnesota, where my job includes, but is
not limited ro, managing the state hospi-
tals for the mentally ill and mentally
retarded, where at present around 8500
souls reside.

I do not necessarily dispure Dr. Shaw’s
statement and 1 appreciate the other
commentary on psychiatry 've read in
The Playboy Forum. But I think one has
to look at deeper [actors.

To begin with. it appears that Westemn
society, under the influence of puritanism
ageravated by industrialism, requires ve-
positories for dependent and/or nonfunc-
tional persons. These have taken the lorm
ol mstitutions, usually fitting the model of
Goftman’s “total  institution,”  incdluding
almshouses, Jails. orphanages, mental hos-
pitals, etc. Psychiatry has become the un-
luppy guekeeper for one class ol such
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repositories. However, [or vartous reasons,
the total population under care in mental
hospitals has declined in the past 15 or so
vears, and there is cause to hope that by
the end ol the century, the large repository-
type public in-hospital as we now know
it will be mostly a sad memory.

There is another factor that has led to
the incarcerittion ol people in institutions
of this type: Civilization has recognized
for centuries that a particular disvalued
behavior must be judged in the context
of lacors that produced it. Thus, the
starving man who steals bread is judged
less harshly than his neighbor who steals
out of spite. One set of mitigating factors
is an array of apparent perceptual distor-
tions leading o a totally private and idio-
syncratic construction of what reasonable
and prudent men call the real world. Fur-
thermore, certain nonlunctioning and /or
offending individuals may not only be
helpless in a socially productive sense but
visibly suftering as well. Over the centuries,
avilized society has groped o find some
way to cope with these exceptional persons
by some means other than abandonment,
incirceration, exile or extermination. The
current allocation ol psychological prob-
lems to the gencral category of discase to
be wreated by physicians in hospitals is
subject to intense, widespread, paintul
and sometimes bitter controversy in psy-
chiatry and related prolessions. But, in
lairness and completeness, it should be
stated that one reason why mental hospi-
tals are releasing rather than indefinitely
retaining their residents is that there is
increasing public acceptance ol the view
that “mental illness is an illness like any
other.” The public is, therclore, willing
to accept those who are released from
mental hospitals as persons who have
recovered from an ailment. I do not
personally consider this an accurate idea,
but it 1s operationally valuable in many
ways at the present time.

Among the promising ways out of the
present unsatislactory situation, as some
ol your correspondents have observed, is
the possibility ol redefining the disap-
proved behaviors as learned—and, hence,
unlearnable—strategies of social adapta-
ton.

Congrawulations o pLavooy  for
high level of debate it maintains.

David J. Vail, M. D., Director
Medicil Services Division
State ol Minnesota
Department of Public Wellure
St. Paul, Minnesota

the

POSTAL PANDERING

A letter in the July Playboy Forum
tells of a reader's attempt to implement
the postal pandering law by having his
name removed from an advertiser’s mail-
g list. He was improperly informed by
postal authorities that the lierature
offending him was “not erotically arous-
ing or sexually provocative.” You advised
him that he was to be the sole judge of

how the material he receives aflects him.

You are absolutely correct and the
Postmaster General has reafirmed to me
that interpretation of the law. As I stat-
ed during debate on the floor of the
House of Representatives, “If you find a
cabbage twurns you on (ie, sexually
arouses you), you can demand the cor-
ner grocer remove you [rom his mailing
lise.”

I personally do not find cibbages or
automwobiles or seed cutalogs or  real-
estate ads sexually arousing. but neither
do I question those who do and desire not
to receive these “sumulating” materials.

Representative Jerome R. Waldie
U. 5. House ol Representatives
Washington, D. C.

Although Representative Waldie is
well liked in California’s I{th Congres-
sional Districl, which he represents, he
will not win any popularity contests
within the Post Office Department. Wal-
die was responsible for amending the Post
Office’s pandering bill so that it ook the
Juegment of what is “evotically arousing or
sexually provocative” away from the Post-
master General and placed it al the dis-
cietion of the consumer. This means the
recipient of mail-order advertising can de-
clare anything, from cabbages lo king-size
cigaretles, sexually offensive. The Post-
master General is then compelled 1o order
the sender 1o rvemove the complainani
Jrom his mailing Dsts, often an expensive
and (nmpfcx process. Indeed, the mail-
order industry has found the law so oner-
ons that its members have banded together
to enter an appeal in the U.S. Supreme
Court to find the law unconstitutional.

POSTAL ENTRAPMENT ILLEGAL

A wial in Philadelphia provides an
interesting, though belred, foomote 1o
rrLavBoY's 1966 crusade against postal
entrapment. The defendant, who was
accused of sending an allegedly obscene
film through the mail to a postal inspec-

tor, emered a motion 1o dismiss the
indickment on the grounds that the

“olfense was perpetrated solely as a result
of i enrapment.” The evidence dem-
onstrated that the postal mspector had
Placed the following ad in a pubbcation
called Swingers Life:

Youny attractive couple, anxious
to exchange correspondence, experi-
ences, photos. Love parties and be-
lieve three isn't a crowd. She is 28,
5757, 125 Ibs,, blonde hamr and blue
eyes. He is 30, 5’107, 170 1bs., brown
hair and blue eyes.

The defendant responded to the ad,
requested a meeting and said he could
sell some “smoker movies” Tor $15 each.
The posl;ll inspecior, using an alias, re-
plied that he and his “wile” couldn’t
meet the delendant right away, since
they were leaving on vacation, but he
included a money order for S15 and
requested the “reel of film you feel

would be most enjoyable.” The defend-
ant sent the movie and. shortly thereafter.
was arrested.

The judge's ruling on the motion 10
disnuss states:

With respect 1o these issues the
defendant bears the initial burden
of showing that the Government ac-
tively induced his alleged offensc.
Once the defendant satisfies this
burden, the burden shifts w0 the
Government 1o cstablish beyond a
reasonable doubt that defendant was
predisposed 1o commit the offenses
without the active encouragement of
the Government.

The active nature of the Govern-
ment's role i the commission of
these oflenses is reflected graphically
by the correspondence between de-
fendant and his would-be “pen pal”
[the postal inspector]. Although de-
fendant’s initial response to the ad-
vertisement relers 1o a desire to sell
films, it in no way suggests that he is
interested in employing the mail for
such purposes . . . [the inspector]
lured defendant into committing a
Federal offense by enclosing a money
order. . . . Indeed, the Government's
actions Irom the hirst typily the “crea-
tive activity” involved in entrapment
which our courts most vigorously
condemm.

In this case, it is clear that the
Government actively promoted the
commission of the crime in question,
first by placing its own enticing ad
in a magazine of the Swingers Life
variety and then mancuvering  de-
[endant to ensure that he would use
the mail to deliver the films and
thus commit a Federal offense. To
sustainn a conviction in  this case
would be to give judicial approval
to methods of law  enforcement
which cin only in the long run
contaminate the temple of justice
nsell.

The defendant was released. What is
especially imteresting about this case is
the light it sheds upon the letier by
Chiel Inspecror H. B. Montague, pub-
lished in your August 1966 Playboy Io-
rum—iat the time when praveoy's crasade
against  postal  entrapment was  at s
height. Chiel Inspecior Montague wrote:

It should be apparent wo all tha
evidence that mght siem from ille-
gal “entrapment”™ . . . cannot form
the basis Tor prosccution as it would
be totally madmissible in court. The
United States  Attorney  scrutinizes
not only the evidence but its origin
as well, alter which he must consider
whether it will withstand the [ull
legal glare ol disclosure required be-
fore judge and jury.

Chiel Inspector Montague avoided say-
ing that the Post Oflce did not use
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entrapment  techniques. He  simply
claimed the courts did not throw owt
evidence that the Post Office presented.
Now the Philadelphia cowrt has done
just that and proved conclusively that the
Post Oflice does in Tact use improper and
unaceeptable investigative practices.

Pl withhold my name and address,
The reason 1 know so much about this
whole subject is that I was one ol the
victims whose leuwters formed rprAvBOY's
case against the Post Office. and T don't
want to get them on my neck again.

(Name and address
withheld by request)

GAUDRYISM
In our otherwise relatively enlighiened
community, a great debate has arisen
about an underground newspaper called
The Great Speckled Bird. 1T personally
find the Bird rather raunchy and imma-
ture. bur, as a believer in the TFirst
Amendment. T support its  publishers’
right to print it. Others, however. want
to ban it. and a local alderman, William
Gaudry, has declared, I believe in {ree-
dom and liberty, but with moderation.”
This has spawned a new game among
local wits called Gaudryism. A Gauwdry
ism is any [amous quotation adapted
into moderate form. My lavorite Gaudry-
ism is, “Damn the torpedoes, moderate
speed ahead!” Perhaps your readers can
suggest some others
Willizm S. Medart. M. D.
Savannah, Georgia

LEGALIZED PORNOGRAPHY

Look magazine contains a report by
J. Robert Moskin on the effeas ol legal-
ized pornography in Denmark. The ve-
sults, 1 find, are exaaly what 1 would
expect—and exactly the opposite ol what
[. Edgar Hoover, Citizens lor Decent Lit-
cratire and other bluenoses have pre-
dicted.

First of all, sex aimes have not in-
creased at all; instead. they have dropped
olt markedly—a {ull 31 percent in Copen-
hagen. A Danish psychiatrist, Dr. Anders
Groth, summing up the evidence, says,
“PPornography seems to give a relaxation
ol passions rather than stimulate uncon-
uolled impulses.”

Secondly. all the dire warnings about
pornography being like a narcotic, the
customer getting obsessed  with iv and
losing all other interests, etc., are equally
unfounded. Hans Hessellund. a rescarch-
er at the University ol Copenhagen, ana-
lyzed mail orders and Tound that the vast
majority order only a few times. Appar-
ently, once the taboo is broken and the
long-repressed  curiosity is satished, the
interest vapidly dwindles.

Thirdly, the officials of the Ministry of
Justice are glad 1o have the burden of
dewrmining obscenity lified lrom  their
shoulders, Sven Ziegler, a legal specialist
with the Ministry, says simply: “The
word obscene is not precise. It changes

at different times. . . . One of the reasons
we quit [prosecuting] was the legal, wech-
nical difficulties with many cases brought
belore the counts.”

To me, the most interesting opinion
expressed i the article is that ol psychia-
wist Preben Hertolt, who says:

After World War Two, people in
Scandinavia  wanted  [reedom  from
the power ol government over their
minds. People said we may not like
pornography, but we want to make
our own choice.

They don’t accept that the stare
wants to be parent for the people. Tt
was the same in Crechoslovakia
when people said they want o live
their own lives. People in Denmark
and Sweden for many vears have
been taught they should think for
themselves.

This, it scems to me, is exactly what
our own Bill of Rights is all about. It is
rather sad that this simple libevtarian
principle ol letting people decide for
themselves what they will read is under-
stood and allowed in a Furopean nation,
while in this country, judges twist logic
and semantics into Lantastic perversions to
prove that the First Amendment does
uot mean simply what it says and that
the right o read was not guarameed 10
us by the founding [athers.

Arthur Warren
Boston, Massachuserts

C.0. IN VIETNAM

I read with great interest and sympa-
thy the Ietter in the August Plavboy
Forwm concerning  Private First Class
Louis Negre, the conscientious objector
who has been dragged off 1o Vietnam by
the Army. As a sergeant, 1 had the
pleasure ol having Louis as my clerk
from September of List vear 10 Janwany
of this year. I never had any cause [or
complaint, cither abow his work or his
personal behavior or appearance. As [
stated at his court-martial, he was every-
thing a soldier should be and a model for
others. All work assigned o him was
done on time and with precision. Duwr-
ing many hours ol conversition, I found
him to be completely sincere in his be-
liefs. He said, and proved, that he was
willing to Tulfill his obligation 10 the
United States—in it noncombat status and
anywhere but in Vietnam.

The problem was not with him but
with the Avmy. Instead ol respecting his
beliels, they prelerved to persecute him.
Certainly there was no need for this. In
Germany, where | am prc.'.uull}' sta-
tioned, many would willingly volunieer
for Vietnam duty: the Army doces not
have 1o lorce honorable men like Louis
to violate their religious beliefs: it would
have been simple to send him heve and
lee a volumeer go 1o the Nam instead.
The Avmy, however, reluses 1o admit the
legitimacy of the individual conscience

and persecutes it wherever it appears, as
in the case of the Presidio “mutiny”
trials.

Before some superpatriotic right-winger
takes up his pen 10 denounce me as a
subversive, let me say that my family has
been m America since 1620 and that I
have four vears of voluntary miliciry
service behind me. I cinnot see wlny
America has departed so far from the
principles ol [reedom of conscience that
it must crucily an honest man like Louis
Negre. who happens o hold opinions
different from those in authority.

Set. Robert R Land
APO New York, New York

I witnessed the eflort 1o ship Privare
First Class Louis A. Negre, a conscien-
tious objector, 10 Vietmam. Louis is an
individual who puts his religious beliefs
above everything else, who lives his con-
victions. In a word, Louis Negre is a man.

Pve. Larry J. Rion
Fort Campbell, Kentucky

MILITARY INJUSTICE

As a result of my leuer in the June
Playboy Forum abowu the Presidio inci-
dent, we are being deluged with mail
from Servicemen and Tormer Servicemen
citing examples ol abuses and cruelties of
many kinds. We have also had a number
of lexters from political leaders in Wash-
ington expressing support and we've re-
ceived phone calls from radio and TV
stationts asking how they can help us
expose the situation,

We still maintain that there is some-
thing basically wrong with our Army
when it is possible for a few ofhcers at
the Presidio and Fort Ord to railroad 27
men. Incidentally, approximatcly 100
men at Fort Ord staged a hunger strike
to protest the Presidio farce, but the
Army ignored them, having already been
burned cenough by the consequences of
one misconceived rial. 1 believe that all
wial procedures conducted within the
U. 5. ought to be taken out of the hands
of the Armyv. The Services lave no busi-
ness conducting separate  judicial  proce-
dures in this counury. I can understand the
necessity abroad, but not here. Looking
at the travesty of this Presidio situation,
I find it obvious that the Army's judicial
system s totally dishonest and patently
unfair.

Michael Erickson, Chairman

North Americin Broadeasting
Corporation

San Franasco. Calilornia

ANTI-FLOWER POWER
A lener in the August Playboy Forum

from the Marine Corps air station
Cherry Point, North Carolina, old ol
the commanding general’s banning flower
stickers [rom registered  vehicles on his
post. At Camp Pendleton, Calilornia,
where I was released from aciive duy,
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the commanding general issued a similar,
written order that no “peace symbols™ of
any kind would be displaved, any viola-
tion to result in disciplinary action.

It appears the general forgot that the
primary purpose of the United States
Marine Corps is 1o prowea peace. Isn't
[1if

James M. Robinson
Anaheim, California

I'm being trained as a helicoprer me-
chanic at Fort Eustis, Virginia. T had
decorated the clipboard 1 1ook 10 my
classes with a peace symbol and the word
peace, but I was ordered to elface them
because  the battalion  commander  had
decreed the symbol un-American. I am
going to go 1o Vietam in about two
months; if peace is un-American, then
what the hell am I going over there 1o
fight lor?

(Name withheld by request)
Fort Lusts, Virginia

It has olten been said that “obscenity
is in the eve ol the beholder.” Here is a
beautiful example, from the rules regard-
ing personal property distributed to all
men at Air Force headquarters here in
San Antonio:

Pictuves and Literature. Obscene
piclm’(:.'i. pornographic  literature
and articles  (bearnik, llower dul-
dren, hippie, psychedelic, eic) are
prohibited.

Needless 1o say. this bizarre violation
of the First Amendment will be enlorced
strictdy, since it has not been derermined
whether and o what degree the Armed
Forces we bound 10 obey the Constitu-
tion and the Supreme Court.

(Name withheld by request)
U.S. Air Force Squadron Section
San Amonio, Texas

POT IN THE LONG RUN

In muny ol your Playboy Forum edi-
torial comments, vou have expressed the
opinion that marijuana is a harmless
herb. You give the impression ol being
qnitc sure of yoursell, despite the Luck of
any real, conarere, scientific evidence to
suppoit such a claim. Admiwedly, it has
never been proved that this particular
drug will lead o Further addiction, nor
has it been shown to be the cause ol
undesirable results that show up imme-
diawely. However, as Dr. Sidney Cohen,
divector of the Division of Nacotic Ad-
diction and Drug Abuse it the National
Institute of Mental Health, has ]minlml
out, there are still many questions 1o be
answered about the long-term potential
of marijuana. He said, “"We don’t know
the elfects of the chronic use on an indi-
vidual's personality, or the impac of
marijuana on a growing brain. We lack
adequate knowledge ol the effects of the

drug on a person’s motivation, motor
skill and creativity. We certainly don’t
know whether it's sale.”

These are all very serious doubts—seri-
ous cnough, 1 think. for even rLAYBOY 10
consuder before taking a stand lor the
legalization of this potentially dangerous
drug. Three hundred vears ago, no onc
knew of the lunm obacco can do, yeu
today 1t has been shown that its use leads
to cancer and numerous heart ailments,
And now, because ics legal, we've stuck
with it. It doesn’t seem wise to make the
same mistake with marijuana.

Charles Hinrichsen
New York. New York

One Uy one, the absurd charges
againsl  mavijuana—ihat it s addictioe,
that it leads to the use of addictive drugs,
that il causes cvime or mental illness—
hawve fallen; slowly, the public has learned
that these claims ave false. What are
we left with? “We don’t know,” says
Dr. Cohen. That there might be some-
thing wrong with marijuana is. as yel,
unproved. Does this suffice lo justify the
present state and Federal laws against
the sale and  possesston of marijuana?
Should judges be handing oul stiff pris-
on sentences, should thousands of young
peaple be saddied with cviminal records
annually, on the basis of a doubt? Clear-
Iy, the savage ol penalties now on the
books were instiluted when i was widely
belicoed that marijuana was a dangerous

drug. A statement like Dr. Cohen’s s
hardly rveason to let these cruel laios

remain in force.

The [act that mdividuals may choose
to smoke cigareties despite the warnings
of doctors has yet to bring forwarvd any
sevious suggestion that therve ought to be
severe penaltics for the sale or use of
cigarettes. 1t is understood that his is a
medical problem. Similarly, even if long-
range deletevious effects could be linked
scientifically to marijuana smoking, this
is a problem Detter handled by doctors
than by the police.

A MAN CALLED PETER

I was amused av the  July Feorum
Newsfront item on Peter Fish, cuel of
police of Bethlehem, New York, who savs
there is a Conununist conspiracy behind
illicit  drug trafhic and  sex-educition
courses and vows 1o cast a fishy cye on
“intellectuals who  disagree.” Does this
mean that nonintellectuals may disagree
with impunity or that everyone who dis-
agrees with Chiel Fish is an intellectual?

Locned a few miles south of Albany,
the state capital, Bethlehem is a typical
middle-to-upper-income white suburb with
avery low aime rate. As is true through
out the country, there’s much talk about
teenagers experimenting with drugs. Late
last year Bethlehem's police, who are not
kept phenomenally busy, raided a ween-
age party and proceeded to haul in 17 of

those present on clirges of “loitering for
the purpose of unlawlully using danger-
ous drugs.” The police claimed to have
found incriminating  evidence in  the
lorm ol marijuana ashes, but the charges
were eventually dropped.

Alter making this big catch, Chiel Fish
linked sex education to drug wrafhc and
both of these to the Communist conspir-
acy. How did he learn about Red beds
and Muscovite marijuana? He old The
Ruickerbocker News, “We've learned
from J. Edgar Hoover that Communists
indoctrinated this thing into the Stnes 1o
attack our vouth. The start of drugs is the
downfall ol our democratic society.”

Bethlchem in Galilee is the birthplace
ol Christ, bhut Bethlehem in New York—
Christ, what a place 1o berth!

William T. Conway, Jr.
Albany, New York

SEX-EDUCATION CRITIC

I have read your reply to the charming
leter from: Janet Hermosa about my pam-
phlet, “Is the School House the Proper
Place 1o Teach Raw Sex?” (The Playboy
Forum, June), which concerns the de-
bauchery of America by sexual-freedom
lovers, such as psvchologist Albert Ellis,
SIECUS  director Mary Calderone, her
pack of carnivorous sexologists  and
PLAYBOY,

A classic teaching aid for instructing
three-tonen-year-old  children  the  me-
chanics of mating is the SIECUS-consult
ed blmstrip “How Babies Are Made.”
which is reportedly being used in over
1200 schools  throughout the United
States. The series shows copulating chick-
ens, dogs, and mom and dad—mounted
but covered. The narrauve tells the chil-
dren: “Human  babies begin just like
chicks and puppies. A sperm from the
father must join an egg from the mother.
- . - To do this. the father and mother
lie down [acing each other and the [a-
ther places his penis in the mother's
vagina.” The filmstrip also features (ull-
color illustritions ol animal and human
reproductive systems, including “Fido™
with a penile erection, the developing
fetus in the human mother’s uterus and
a view ol the nude mother giving birth,
the infamt emerging with the assistance
ol two rubber-gloved hands,

Does rravsov care 1o comment?

The biological and sociological [rame
of relerence lor "How Babies Are Made™
is animalistic. The series is psychological-
Iy and ethically eonfusing as it belabors
the point that “human babies begin just
like chicks and puppies.” It seriously
fouls the lacts to dvaw a comparison
between the human lamily and labled,
nonexistent  chicken or dog Tamilies,
where the “mother” hushandless
bitch and the baby puppies are bastards.
Though similar social arrangements may
be found among humans, and within the

is a
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It wasn’t easy, keeping a brewery open
during Prohibition.

From 1920 to 1933, you couldn’t make
real beer. And you couldn’t sell near-beer.
At least, not enough to stay in business.

But our founder, Joseph Griesedieck,
wasn’t about to give up his brewery.

So Papa Joe (as most everyone called
him) did what he had to do. He made do.

He made root beer. And ginger ale.
And lemon soda.

One year, he even
turned partof the brew-
ery into a smokehouse
and cured hams
and bacon.

When the
Noble Exper-
iment ended, !
Papa Joe
went back
to making
beer.

Andhe made
the best beer
around — FalstafT.

Papa Joe de-
voted the rest of

‘-.

his life to brewing Falstaff. And he never
stopped looking for ways to make it better.

That's the way he taught our famlly to
brew Falstaff. And that’s the way we've
been doing it ever since.

For four generations, we’ve been
handmg down what he taught us. And

= adding what we’ve
learned. Each generation
looking for better ways to
brew.

That’s why we think
today’s Falstaff is the
best-tasting beer our
family has ever brewed.
And that’s just the
l way Papa Joe would
have wanted it.

This
family brews
beerhetter.

Falsiafl Brewing Corporation, St. Louis, Mo,
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pages of pLAYBOY, this is hardly the ideal
to point out to children as an example
of lamily living. Does rravsoy disagree?

Common sense tells us that the young
child, while maturing at his own physio-
logical, intellectual and emotional rates,
can best learn about [family lile and
humin n:prtx[uuiml from the parents,
who know the emerging maturity and
interests ol their child.

In conclusion, 1 ask: (1) Exactly what,
how and where would rrLAYBOY recom-
mend weaching  three- o ten-year-olds
about sex and Lamily living? (2) Would
rraveoy be willing 1o run a series on
the fourth R—Rapid Reproduction. also
called Bunnv Mith? R-2 could also be
mtegrated into an umbrella course in
Lanmuly living titled “Bunny Tales.”

Dr. Gordon V. Drake
Tulsa, Oklihoma

We haven't seen the filmstrip = How
Babies Are Made” but, on the basis of
your description, it sounds like a iwell-
made sex-education film to us. The an-
thropomorphizing of animals s not an
antmalization of man and is widely used
in teaching all subjects, including read-
g, writing and avithmetic. Children are
not seriously misled or confused by such
techniques—we have never heavd of a
child actually expecting Chicken Licken,
Ducky FLucky or other barnyard friends
to talk to hum. As for the fact that ani-
mals literally do not get marvied, this
may make their offspring bastayds 1n Dy,
Dyake’s eyes. but most people—including
farm childven. who learn about animal
copulation long before entering school—
saomehow undevstand  the difference  be-
ticeen the mating rites of humans and
those of cows or chickens.

Dy, Dyake asks “what, how and where”
should children acquire sexual knowl-
edee. The answer to “what” is: the facts.
How? By the best techniques presenily
known, including oval instruction, writ-
ten matevial, visual aids, ete. Where?
Both in school and at home. The answer
to Dv. Drake's unasked “when” is: al
whatever age the childven ave ready 1o
absorb the imformation, a decision that
shonld be made by educational ex perts.

REDS AND BEDS

The leters by Janet Hermosa, Virginia
lLee Bender and Michael Sippy. wgcther
with pravsoy's own editorial  comments
(The Playboy Foran, June) lad come ol
us o rescarch sex education turther, and
we cannot agree with your position,

The most anlluential organizaion be-
hind the new sex-cducation courses in
our schools is SILCUS. the Sex Informa-
non and Educanon Council ol 1the Unit-
el States. You quote The Kanusas City
Ntar as describing this organization  as
being made up ol “respousible,  con-
cerned individuals.” In our research, we
have tound this stuement to be ques-
tionable.

Dr. Mary Calderone, the exeautive
divector of SIECUS, said 1o 320 boys at
Blair Academy in New Jersey, “What is
sex for? It's for un . .. for wonderful
sensiations. Sex is not something you turn
oll like a Laucet. . .. We need new values
to cstablish when and how we should
have sexual experience.”

What kind of values? According to
Look magazine, when Dr. Calderone was
asked. “What is your opinion ol premari-
tal sex relations among wenagers?” she
snapped  back, “What's yours: Nobody
from on high. God, determines this. . . .
[ don’t believe the old thou-shalt-nots
apply anvmore, . . "

Contrary 10 the views of most psy-
choanalysts, Dr. Calderone holds that sex
cducation should start in the nuwrsery.
Around the age of thiee, she stues, the
child should know such basic lacts as the
penis of the father Guries the sperm into
the mother through the vagina.

Through our rescarch, we have also
discovered that there are some real Com-
munists in SIECUS. even though you
were nght in stating  that  there st
necessarily “a Red under every hed” One
ol the founders of STECUS is a man who
was identified. in sworn testimony before
the House Un-American Activities Com-
mittee, as a Communist. The same man
later edited The New Teacher's News,
published by the New York Teachers'
Union, which was expelled from  the
AECLAC O when it was {ound to be
Communist controlled. He now edits a
magazine dealing with the wildest sort
of sex explorations and containing lurid
pictures of men and women i the most
itimate positions.

It scems 10 us that informed parents
should have the right 10 weach children,
i their own way, rather than having the
children controlled by SIECUS. which
can justly be called un-American.

Most of our rescarch comes [rom a
pamiphlet by Mr. Gary Allen, ol Ameri-
can Omnion magazine.

Lavry Hervon
Alert Citizens Forum
Nuillsville, Wisconsin

First, we congratulate you on main-
latimg enough skepticosm 1o state that
there st necessavily “a Red under every
bed.” Current night-wing  polemics are
mtended (o comvince us that the entive
sex-cducation movement s financed by
Moseow gold.

The facis ave these: Among the 48
members on SIECUS boavd of divectors
are the chief psychiatvist of Yale's De-
partment of University Health, the  as-
sistant to the divector of the Dinsion of
Saentific  Activities  of the Amerviean
Medical Association, the divector of the
Womenw's Burean of the U.S. Depart-
ment of Labor, the science editor  of
IWCBS-TV News, the chaivman of the
Department of Obsictvics and Gynecolo-
gy of the Hospital of the University of

Pennsyloania. an executive of the Gen-
eral Motors Corporation, the president
of the Dallas Realty Trust Company, the
president of Morvison Homes, Inc.. and
the president of Adolph’s Food Products.
Among the cleveymen on the board are
two Catholic  priests,  three  Protestant
minsters and one yabbi. Among the 48
ave 10 M. Ds, 15 Ph.Ds, 3 Ed. D, one
professor of law and several who hold
degrees in more than one field. Although
the Bivchers can belicve that such an
ilustrious group of Amevicans micht be
the perpetrators, or the dupes, of a Com-
munist plot, most peaple have enough
commaon sense to vealize that such con-
spiracies occur only in James Bond now-
els, not in veality.

Nor s SIECUS “behind” the sex-edu-
cation  frogyams in elementary schoofs,
SIECUS 15 a consuliant organization; il
has no fixed curvicubons and ne “pro-
grams” of its own. I does nol produce or
distribute any sex-education materials for
elementavy school pupils; besides produc-
ing booklels as teacher aids, it publishes
a newsletter reviewing and  evaluating
sex-education matevials. Those who are
hying to create the image of a SIECUS
conspiracy vefer to any such matevial
revicwed in the SIECUS newsletier as
“SIECUS material” but that is just as
inaccurate as descvibing every book and
movie yevtewed tn The New York Times
v “New York Times matervial.” By the
use of this techmique. the Bivchers haie
misled many citizens inlo thinking that
cvery sex-cducation couyse and film in
the counny is a SIECUS creation.

As for Dr. Caldevone's vemarks:
version of her statement at Blaiy Acad-
emy published i Look n so abiideed
that its meaning is distoried. Heve's her
orviginal comment, as published by ook,
with the excised awords yestoved by s
and wundeviimed:

Your

IVhat is sex [or? I's for fun, that
A knowe, for wondeyful sensations.
1r's also for reproduction, sedation,
reward, punishment. IU's a status
symbol, & commere ml come -0, pum]'
of inde f!: ndence, a form of emo
tional Dlackmail. Umn of these me
negal galiie ways uf usng 8¢ x. What
u': are 'fnmv m qu our way fu.wr-nf
mr “the ;munur ways, Sex iy
something to be feared or dégvacded
or !mi'rﬁg;g:ﬂ!ﬂ wsed. Sex is not
something you turn ofl hle a fancet.
!f you do, i’y m:hmlﬂn-
seum! bet mr-: L e gilmately so, at coery
age. Don f think that sex sropi al Hu
age u] s doesn’t.

" We need new walues to establish
when and how we should have sexnal
experiences.

el

We ave

Your source was even more creative in
editing the other vemark cited. When
asked *What s yowr opinion of premarital



Your first stereo should be
g00d enough to be your last.

That’s why we came up with the
RE-7700. It has so much going
for it, the only thing you may ever
feel like changing are its stations.

Make this your first stereo
and you'll have FM/ AM and FM
stereo with controls you can
adjust like professionals do. You'll
have motor-driven, automatic
tuning that zeros in on your
station with super accuracy.

And a lot more. Like FET
that pulls in distant stations—
one at a time. And automatically
activated AFC tuning that keeps
the FM from drifting.

There’s a Stereo Eye that

tells when you're listening to
stereo. And an FM stereo switch
that locks out all but the stereo
stations. When that’s all you
want to hear. ;

No matter what you decide
to listen to, it'll come through two
6%%-inch woofers. And two 2V5-
inch tweeters. A full 18 watts of
music power, all wrapped up in
beautiful walnut cabinets.

The RE-7700 has an output
jack for headphones. An input
jack for tape, and another for
an automatic turntable.

Which leads us to the
optional piece of equipment

we've included in this ad. The
mate to your first stereo. Your
first turntable. The RD-7703. A
12-inch, 4-speed automatic record
changer with a special device
that reduces record wear. And
another that lets you place the
tone arm in any groove without
wrecking the record. A smoke-
grey dust cover and sapphire
stylus are included at no extra
charge.

So if you're looking for your
first stereo, stop in at any dealer
we permit to carry the Panasonic
line. Your first visit may be your
last. For stereo.
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We dared to
copy the famous
$1000.00 coin watch
and created a 17 jeweled
replica for only $35.00!

We're not mentioning any names — but
we've taken a genuine, newly minted
United States, American eagle half dollar
and assembled it into a fine 17 jeweled
watch. It's a great conversation piece.
Wear it and you can truly say, “Time is
money.” The way L.5. 50 cent pieces are
gradually disappearing from circulation,
this fine watch may soon be a collector’s
item. The coin watch comes in a golden
tone finish with a genuine alligator strap.
Guaranteed for a full year. Deluxe gift
boxed. You can't lose — for only $35.00
you're really in the money!

Give that special

girl the same gold
toned coin watch in
pendant form (with
chain). It’s deluxe
gift boxed. We'll
send it direct —

with a card from you.
Only $35.00

COMMODORE PRODUCTS, Dept. P119
358 Fifth Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10001

Enclosedis $ . .. . In Check or Money Order.
Please send me the following:

.....men’s wrist watch{es) at $35.00 each,

... . ladies pendant watch(es) at $35.00 each.
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sex relations among teenagers?,” Dr. Cal-
derone did not answer what you have
quoted. According to Look, she an-
swered: “What's yours? Nobody from up
on high determines this. You determine
i1.” She was not denying God, who was
nol even mentioned, but merely vemind-
ing the young man that he must deter-
mine his own values, on the basis of his
own reason, rather than looking to any
human authority (including herself) to
decide for him. This position has been
orthodox among [ews since the prophets,
among Protestants since Luther and is
accepled by increasing numbers of Cath-
olic theologians. Look goes en to quote
her personal opinion: “Where I personally
stand on all this s unquestionably in
favor of a monogamy that precedes as well
as follows the marriage ceremony.” By re-
fusing {o deliver this as a dogma to her
questioner and demanding that he think
for himself, Dr. Calderone was, in owr
opinion, teaching a very valuable lesson.

The line about “thou-shali-nots” is a
part of another quote entively, in which
Dy. Calderone told the Look reporter,
“I'm a religious person, but I don’t be-
lieve the old ‘thou-shalt-nols’ apply any-
maore.” The reporter carefully clavifies her
use of the word “apply,” explaining,
“Hers is not a morval judgment, but a de-
scription of our society.” Your source,
then, nol only misquoted Dr. Calderone
but seems to have done so with deliberale
malice and intent to decetve, vather than
with carelessness,

As for the one “veal Communist” on
the SIECUS board: In the 19505, as a ges-
ture of protest against the tactics of the
House Un-American Activities Commit-
{ee, the man in question refused to an-
swer questions from them after being ac-
cused of being a Communisi by one
of their friendly witnesses—as did many
other people who belicve in cinil hiberties
—and that is all his critics have been able
lo gquole against him. He has never been
charged with subversion by any agency
of the United States Government; he
denied membership in the Communist
Party, under oath, before the Senate In-
ternal Security Committee, and was not
subsequently indicted for perjury. We
might add that this man served in the
305th Tank Destroyer Baltalion during
World War Two and wen a personal
cttation from General Mark Clark. If
“gutll by association” (his involvement
with an allegedly Communist teachers’
union) makes him a Communist, then
“innocence by associalion” (his way vec-
ord) makes him a superpatriot, and he
should be licensed to conduct investiga-
tions of the loyalty of his own accusers. As
for his “lurid” magazine: It has been in
existence for 35 years and its contents have
been  praised by the Saturday Review,
Adult Leadership and the Baptist Sunday
School  Book Review  Sewvice, among
others. In an obscenity trial against it, the
Judge ruled:

[The magazine)] deals with sex, but
not in an obscene manner. The arti-
cles are written in a clear and scien-
tific manner, without any suggestion
of arousing prurient intevest. . . . The
articles certainly serve a valid soctal
purpose, being informative about sex,
a malter of human interest and pub-
lic concern. They ave literary, scien-
tific and educational.

We suggest thal when you read charges
of communism and subversion against
your fellow Americans in the fulure, you
check back 1lo the orviginal documenls
quoled by the professional fearmonger
whose works have aroused you lo see if
there has been quoting out of context, dis-
tortion of sentences by adding or sul-
tracting words, guill by association, elc.
You might also check the general velia-
bility of such professional conspiracy
hunters. Myr. Gary Allen, for instance,
from whom you obtained “maost” of your
research, is also the author of a John
Birch Society pamphlet, that alleges
that the Bavarian [Numinati andfor
Circle of Initiates (a supervsecret society of
international bankers) includes or has in-
cluded among its members and dupes,
Cecil Rhodes, the Rhodes Scholayship
fund, Oxford University, the Polithuro in
Moscow, the Council on Foreign Rela-
tions, Walter Lipfpmann, J. P. Morgan,
Nelson Rockefeller, John Foster Dulles,
Duwight Eisenhower, William F. Buchley,
Jr.. the last seven Secretaries of State and
Richard Nixen!

As for your comment that “most” psy-
choanalysts oppose sex education in the
nursery, see the following letter.

Walter Fidman's point in the August
Playboy Forum that “criticism of sex
education is not a monopoly of right-
wing ignoramuses” or of the John Birch
Society is very well taken. He also cor-
rectly states that there 1s a theoretical
question about the possibility of sex edu-
cation being basically harmful if given to
the child during the so-called latency
period, from ages 6 o 11. He is quite
right in saying that there has been some
disagreement among psychoanalysts and
psychiatrists on this issue.

But it would be unlortunate if the
readers of his letter were lelt with the
impression that there is any kind of
equal division of opinion, or that the
weight of authoritative psychiatric opin-
ion in any way leans towind the belief
expressed by Dr. Rhoda Lorand, a chil-
dren's analyst, that sex education is basi-
cally dangerous and should be halted
during this period.

To begin with, the whole concept of
the latency period is hypothetical, and
has not been established conclusively. As
the chairman of the department of psy-
chiatry ar the Yale University School of
Medicine, Dr. Theodore Lidz, notes in
The Person—His Development Through-
oul the Life Cycle, dassical psychoanalytic
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By Act of Congress, Bourbon is officially
America’s native Whiskey—and the man who started
it all was Dr. James Crow. When he developed
the first quality-control distilling process back in 1835,
he elevated American whiskey-making to a
science—and created the greatest Bourbon of them all:
smoother, mellower Old Crow. Over the years,
Americans have made his Whiskey their favorite.

And why not? After all...
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A Javelinfor the track.

On this page you see a basic Javelin
specially-prepared and modified for
ans-American Road Racing. |

It’s been clocked at 175 mph, goes
from 0 to 60 in under 5 seconds, does the
quarter-mile in under 11 seconds.

One of the country’s top perfor-
mance writers, Karl Ludvigsen, said in a
recent article: ‘“Hopefully, American
Motors will see fit to sell an exact street
equivalent of its Trans-Am Javelin, be-
cause it could be one of the nicest in a
nice class of cars.” |

Which brings us to the Javelin on
the opposite page.

Thisyear, we’re producing a limited
number of Javelins in racing red-white-
and-blue.

We couldn’t make it an exact street
equivalent. That’s illegal.

We have, however, put in standard
equipment that’s optional in most other
cars.

It has a 390 engine. Ram-air hood.
Dual exhaust system. Heavy-duty en-
gine cooling. Twin-grip differential.




A Javelin for the road.

4-speed close-ratio gear box with Hurst
shifter. Power disc brakes in front.
Heavy-duty springs and shocks. Front
and rear spoilers. F70 x 14 tires with
raised letters. 140 mph speedometer and
tachometer.

Now, if the racer’s a little too much
for you, there’s the Javelin that started
our sports car craze in the first place.

We’ve put in standard highback
bucket seats and redesigned the instru-
ment panel.

We’vealsoadded alot of new options.

Like corduroy upholstery trim in five
colors, leather trim in three. Landau-
style vinyl roof. New style rally and ac-
cent stripes.

And a lot of other things that can
make the Javelin look and act just as
racy as you want it to.

American Motors
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Thisis the Concord stereo that lets you
flipa switch for FMorAM,

push a button to tape either one,
popona pre-recorded cassette,

sing into a mike,

and dollup your house for under $280.

L T L i

Cross a superb stereo FM/AM receiver with a quality stereo cassette
recorder. What do you get? The newest and most exciting approach
to music in the home, the magnetic memory Concord HES-35.

You're listening to the Beatles or Judy Collins on stereo FM. Push
a button to tape...in stereo. Build your own tape library. Or choose one
of today’s pre-recorded cassettes. Pop it into the player and enjoy.

Or listen to the rich sound of FM, FM stereo or AM. And rich it is,
because the Concord HES-35 delivers its sound through two
carefully matched high fidelity speaker systems.

For more musical enjoyment, plug into a phonograph or
8-track tape player and listen to your favorite records or tapes
through the HES-35. Tape them while you listen.

Tired of listening? Try recording. Your own singing, playing,
speeches can be recorded with an optional microphone.

As for dolling up your house, the handsome walnut stereo unit
with matching bookshelf speakers looks as good as it sounds. The
Concord HES-35,from the tape recorder people. Hear it at hi-fi, TV and
photo dealers. Concord Electronics Corporation, 1935 Armacost Ave.,
Los Angeles, California 90025.

Subsidiary of Ehrenrcich Photo-Optical Industries. Inc. [3:

Concord HES-35

concepts about sexual feclings during the
latency period are very highly question-
able and the whole period must be re-
conceptualized. Dr. Carlired Broderick, a
sociologist at Pennsylvania State Univer-
sity and a leading researcher in attitudes
of youngsters during this developmental
period, says llatly that the concept of the
latency period is “a myth.” Certainly, at
best, the hypothesis remains 1o be proved
and cannot be presented as a fact.

Secondly, regardless of any disagree-
ments about the latency period, the great
weight of medical and psychiatric opin-
ion supports the general policy of sex
education during the clementary school
years. Although one can cite many letters
in the AM.A. newspaper critical of sex
education in the public schools, the fact
remiins that the American Medical Asso-
aation has reiterated its support ol sex
education in our schools at appropriate
grade levels, provided the programs meet
certain prerequisites established by action
of the Association’s house of delegites at
its recent convention. A spokesman for
the American Psychiatric Association was
quoted in This Week magazine as saying,
“The overwhelming sentiment of psychia-
trists would lavor some sort ol sex educa-
tion in the lower grades.” The leading
organizations of teachers and parents have
also overwhelmingly endorsed sex educa-
tion on all levels. So the division of
sentiment among prolessionals very much
represents the Kind of division reported
by the man who daimed his stew con-
tained half rabbic and hall horse: one
rabbit to one horse.

When we refuse to allow sex educa-
tion for our children, we are not shield-
ing them from the presentation of sexual
material, which bombards them [rom
every side. We are simply cutting them
off from one source, which—with all its
present weaknesses and errors—does have
the best general potential for responsible
sex education in our society.

‘The current controversy over sex educa-
tion reinforces my beliel that our biggest
need is not sex education for youngsters,
but for adults.

Isadore Rubin, Ph.D., Editor
Sexology Magazine
New York, New York

“The Playboy Forum” offers the oppor-
tunity for an extended dialog between
readers and editors of this publication
on subjects and issues raised in Hugh
M. Hefner's continuing editorial sevies,
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Four booklet
reprints of “The Playboy Philosophy,”
mcluding installments 1-7, 812, 13-18
and 19-22, ave avatlable at 50¢ per book-
let. Address all corvespondence on both
“Philosophy” and “Forum” 1o: The
Playboy Forum, Playboy Building, 919 N.
Michigan Ave., Chicago, Illinots 60611.
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120 years ago, Joseph Schlitz took plenty of
time to age his golden mellow beer.

We still do. It’s the golden age that makes
Schlitz America’s choicest premium beer.

“When you’re out of Schlitz, you’re out of beer.”
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: J ESSE JACKSON

a candid conversation with the fiery heir apparent to martin luther king

In the 19 months since the murder of
Martin  Luther King, only one man
has emevged as a likely heir (o the slaim
leader’s pre-eminent position in the crl
rights movement: Jese Louis  Jackson,
the 27yeav-old  ecconomic  divector  of
King's Southern Chyistian  Leadershif
Conference. The Reverend Jackson's first
national exposwre, in Jacl, came as a
vesudt of his closeness 1o Dr. Kimg. He
was talking to King on the porch of the
Lovvaine Motel in Memphis when the
fatal shot was foed and cradled the dy-
mg man an his ayms. The very next day,
at a Chicago City Counctl meeling,
Mayor Richard Daley vead a eulogy that
Pledged a “commitment to the goals for
which Dy. King stood” The Revevend
Jackson had flowen im from Memphis
without sleep to attend the cevemony: he
stood upp in a sweater stained with Dr.
King's blood and shouted to the as-
sembled Chicago political establishment,
“His blood is on the hands of you who
wonld not have welcomed him here
vesterday.”

That gesture demonsivaled both the
militant indignation and the dramatic
flaiy  that  mark  Jackson's  charismatic
siyle. The New York Times has wrtten
that he “sounds a little like the late
Reverend Martin Luther King and a
litle like a Black Panther” [t adeded
that “almost coervone who has seen My,
Juckson i operation acknowledges that
he is probably the most pevsuasive black
leader on the national scene.”

Jackson's personality is pmuh!_\- een
more i tune with the present black

“A providential way of seeing ouy slavery
is that we ave missionaries sent from Af-
vica by God to save the hieman vace. We
are the only group in the world with the
power to redivect the destiny of America”

mood than Dr. King's was, because. as
Richard Levine pointed out in Harper's,
“Dr. King was muddle-class Atlanta, but
Jesse Jackson awas born in poverly in
Greenville, South Cavolina.” Jackson calls
himself a “country preacher”” but he
combines Ius down-home style with a
shavp intellect. He attended the Unioer-
sity of Hlmois for one year but dvopped
out in 1960 to attend the Agriculivval
and Tednncal College of Novth Cavolina
in Greenshovo, wherve the fost black sit-in
had taken place earlier that year. He icas
an honor student, qrml'frlfmt'km.!' the fool-
ball team and organized ciodl vighis dem-
onstrations. After  graduation, Jackson
went Novth to study at the Clicago
Thealogical Seminary, where he devoted
most of his extracurricular time o local
ciintl vights seork.

It swas Dr. King himself seho oviginally
spotted Jackson's leadership potential dur-
ing a massive croed vights drive in Chicago
in the summer of 1966 and appointed
him 1o head all of SCLC's economic
projects in the Novth. In the three years
since  that appointment,  Jackson  has
concentrated most of his efforts on the
Chicago-based project called O peration
Breadbasket and made that pilot pro-
gram the most impressive demonstyation
of black cconomic and political power in
the United States. Breadbaskel's organi-
zational methods are now bemmg applied
under  Jacksow's gnidance in I3 cities
ranging from lLos Angeles 1o Brooklyn,

The project’s primary goals are o creale
jobs for blacks and to enconrvage them to

“Whether we are called O peration Bread-
basket or Panthers or niggers, we know
who the enemy is. We'll gain freedom by
being morve willing to die for it than the
slazemaster is to die to keep us enslaved.”

own and operale Dusinesses. Boveotling,
or the threat of if. 15 Breadhasket’s maost
potent weapon. The effectiveness of this
technique was most cvident in a break-
H!rfmgh wictory over the huge Atlantic
and Pacific Tea Company, which oper-
ates 40 stoves in Chicaga's black ghetio.
To avoid the [mancial loss that a boycott
would have cansed, the A & P signed a
pact guaranteeing  jobs for blacks and
the distribution of Ublack  producls on
A & P shelies. As Business Week re-
ported i a story about O pevation Bread-
basket, “Nationally, the organization’s
efforts have resulted in about 53000 jobs
and S40.000.000 in annnal salavies io
Negroes. Bul  the Chicago  campaign
lagainst A & P| vepresents Breadbasket's
most significant victory, for 1 &5 the big-
gest seltlement with a chain in a single
city, and set a precedent for other food-
chamm nesotiations acvoss the country.”

The A & P pacl was especially signif-
cant becawse—in addition 1o a guaran-
tee of aver 700 jabs for blacks and war-
keting morve black businessmen’s products
—the company also agreed to use black-
owned janitorial and extlerminating com-
panies in ils chetto stoves. to bank in
bluck-owned banks, to advertise in black
media and fo black construction
firms  build ats ghetto stores. Monthly
meetings  belween  refresentalives t}[
A & P and Breadbasket ave desianed to
assure that the company s not shick-
ing. On the pevsonal level, sensitivity
seminars aftended by A & P executives
altempt lo awaken management to the

have

“False racial pride has devided the lower
class. We should define owrseloes by our
economic position and shift the fight
from a confrontation of poor black vs.
poor white to one of have and have not.”

85
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existence and effects of prejudice. Similar
agreements have been signed with more
than half of all the major food distribu-
tors in the ghetlo.

The Reverend Jackson ereated an even
more far-reaching program last spring.
when e itiated the Hlinois Hunger
Campaign. Believing that hunger s the
one issue that could unite the black and
white poor, Jackson led a caravan o all
of the poverly areas of Hlinets, ending
with demonstrations al the state capitol
i Springfield. The pressuve this exerted
on the Hlinois legislature was so great that
a planned ent of $125.000,000 in welfare
funds was restoved at a time when New
York and California were making sizable
culs in their welfare payments. An im-
passioned appeal by Jackson, from the
steps of the capitol building, inspived
bill 1o provide school lunches for all of
the needy childven in the state. Jackson
also extracted a promise from the state
legislature to prevail on Washinglon [or
special surplus-food allotments for the
poor. The Iilinois Hunger Campaign was
conceived by Jackson as an extension of
the Poor Peoples’ Campaign begun by
Dy. King, and there ave plans for similay
eflorts in other states next year.

No maiter what his other commit-
ments may be, Jackson always attends
the Saturday-morning meeling of Opera-
tion Breadbasket. The location has been
changed thrvee times this year, because the
congregation  continually  ontgrows il
premises, and Breadbaskel presently re
siddes in a 6000-seat movie theater on
Chicago's South Side. The lobby of the
theater is filled with tables displaying
black merchandise, and the anditorium
iself is hung with signs that exhort the
gathering to sUY BLACK PrODUCTS and
USE BLACK services, The fust hour of
the meeting 1s devoted 1o Gospel nmusic by
the Opervation Breadbasket orchestra and
choir, interspersed with the business for
the week—etther boycotls or special “buy-
ins.”" reaveovy's Associale Arvticles Editor,
Arthur Krelchmer, who conducted this
mtervicw with Jackson, descvibes the re-
mainder of a vecenl meeting.

“After Breadbasket's projects were out
of the way, a frail old lady, whose face
was ravaged by time and much else, was
given {he stage. In a quiet voice, and
with greal dignity, she briefly deseribed
the homiliation she had suffeved during
an intervieie with a welfare worker the
previous week. Then she said she had
come Lo the meeling (o gain the strenglh
that wounld enable her to block her door
in the future. "They can staroe me! she
said, "but 'll die before they come back
with their damn forms and their damn
questions” With that, she slowly raised
her fist in the black-power salute and the
auwdience gave her the most sympathetic
ovation I've ever heard.

“Then  Jackson was  introduced—and
greeted by ten minudes of standing, clap-
ping, stamping love. He is a big man

with an imperial manner. The head s
leonine and the facial expression at once
fievee and sullen. He was dressed, lLike a
Mod  black emperor, i a brilliantly
colored  dashiki, bell-bottom  jeans and
high-top countyy shoes. Biologist Desmond
Morvis has wrilten that a leader never
serabbles, twitches, fidgets ov falters, and
Jackson qualifies. For ooer an hour, he
delivered a  passionate sermon  that de-
scribed the Dlack man's plight i white
sociely. It was fillled with street tallk,
down-home slang and quolations from the
Bible—but ity effect was Greek tragedy
with soul.

“The sermon was punctuated by piano
and organ vifls similar to a vhythm see-
tiow’s backing of a good jJazz soloist.
Halfway inlo an eloguent  plea  that
blacks not waste their enevgy fishting
among themselves, he called on one of
the chory members, Sister Thevesa, to
sing I Can See the Promised Land,
because I need il,) he said. At one point
m the sevmon, he paused, clearly ex-
hausted, and turned 1o the audience to
say, ‘Yes, 'm twed.” An old woman's
votce called owt, “Talke cave of him,
Lovd. We need him too bad jor You to
let him die”

“Fveryone around  Juckson is aculely
aware of his poor health. He has suffeved
this year from traces of sickle-cell anemian
and assorted  wiviuses brought  on by
lowerved vesistance. He's been hospital-
ized a half-dozen times but never missed
a Saturday at Breadbaskel. It is common
for a parishioner to greet him with,
‘Hello, Reverend  Jesse. Are yon taking
your medicine?”

“After Jackson finished the seviwe, the
Operation Breadbasket orchestra played
a dozen chovuses of a syncopaled, soulful
‘We Shall Overcome,” while all 6000
people in the audience—a number of
whom werve white—stood holding hands
and swaying back and forth in one of
the oldest, most moving vituals of the
ctotl rvights struggle. The cffect of the
morning was catharsis and rejuvenation.
I don't think anyone who enicrved the
theater that morning could have lefl
withont shedding some of the despair
that seems to be afflicting the black Wbey-
alion movemend.

Y few moments later, I had a com-
pletely different, but indelible, impres-
ston of Jacksonw’s impact. I waxs wailing
lo see um moa small dvessing yoom. He
was resting in an aymchair, talking to a
very pretly, shy black givl of about 20
who was standing near him. She said to
lim, with some embarvassment, “Reoer-
end, 1 just wanld to tell you how much
you mean to all of us! He stowly raised
his head and said, "Hell, that's just a lot
of talk. If I was really important to you,
yoi'd take pity on wmy old tived body
and invite me lome, so your momma
could fix a fine meal for me’ She was
immediately flustered and said, "Oh, Rev-
erend. You're just having fun with me.

You don’t mean il. You wonldn't come
lo my house.” He looked at her with a
stern expression that he couldn’t quite
prevent from turning o a smile and
said, "You tell your momma I'm coming
over Thursday night. Tell her to do
some fixin'.’ She looked at him, trying to
tell if he were sevious, and her eyes wid-
ened. her hands began to fuss and hey
jow dropped open. Finally, she said,
‘Would you veally? Would you really
come? If you do, I'll charge my [riends
admission al the door. A half a dollay 1o
see. you and a dollar 1o touch your
Jackson loolked at the gyl and then at
me, laughing his appreciation. Actually,
on those vare occasions when he's in the
city, Jackson is well taken care of by his
beautiful 25-year-old wife, facqueline—
and  havassed by lus  thvee  energetic
cluldren.”

Because of Jackson’s heavy schedule,
Kretchmer couldw’t get enough time with
him until both took refuge in a rural
relveat wherve the “country preacher” was
free to explore at length the mulitant
new mood of the Mack struggle and lus
vwn role in i, Since Dy, King's death
had seemed for many to signal the end
of the nonviolent  phase of the cionl
vights movement—a  philosophy  Jackson
conlinues (o cham pion—the inlerview be-
gan with that lepic

PLAYBOY: Though the mood of blacks has
changed markedly since the death of
Martin Luther King, are you still com-
miued, as Dr. King was, to nonviolence
as the only way to win racial justice?
JACKSON: We will be as nonviolent as
we can be and as violent as we must be.
We should not choose violence first, be-
cause it is an inhumane way ol dealing
with problems. We also do not have the
military resources to deal with the Ameri-
¢ power siructure, There's no sense in
facing tanks with a .22 pistol. Our circum-
stances and terrain would not give us the
[reedom to use a violent strategy. The
ghettos e buile like a military stockade.
Americi never needs 1o actually come
im. The lights can be nrned off, the water
shut off and the food supply stopped. We
could be eliminated in the ghetto without
anyone even crossing the railroad radks
10 get us.

PLAYBOY: Do you mean to imply that if
vou did have the military resources, vou
would wage war against white Americans:
JACKSON: 1 am just pointing out that there
is a strong, frragmatic case lor nonviolence.
I am philosophicidly commiued 10 non-
violence because 1 think ic is the areative
alternative and should be used as long as
it helps protect and sustain lile, It is a
creative alternative w the Pentagon. lor
example. Just as there are forces in this
world with & design Tor killing, so must
there be forees with a design for healing,
PLAYBOY: Stokely Carmichael and  El-
dridge Cleaver, among others, say that
unless blacks aeate their own design for
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Killing, they are going to be killed them-
selves. Is this an irrevoable split in the
black movement?

JACKSON: No. The competition to non-
violence does not come [rom Stokely or
Eldridge: it comes from America’s tradi
vions. It comes from litle children seeing
cowboys solve their moral problems by
killing. The competition 10 nenviolence
comes from the military draft, with s
nine weeks” training on how 10 kill. The
trouble is that nonviolence is so oflen
defined as relusal to hight, and that is the
American  definition  of cowardice. In
fact, marching unarmed against the guns
and dogs of the police requires more
courage than does aggression. The per
verted idea of manhood coming from the
banrrel of a gun is what keeps people from
understanding nonviolence.

PLAYBOY: I vour lile were endangered,
could vou use a gun?

JACKSON: Yes. Nonviolence does not de-
mand it one develop an absolute, uni-
versal commitment to pacifism. That old
notion of being in a dark alley and hav-
ing a man step out with a gun does not
apply. Of cowrse, T am going to do
whatever T must 10 get rid of the man
and his gun. T preach nonviolence be-
cause it's the better alternative. In that
alley. there is no alternative. But peace
is the alternative to war, and nonvio-
lence should be seen as the antidote o
violence, not simply as its opposite. Non-
violence is more concerned with saving
lile than with saving lace. It is the most
sensible wav 1o combat white society's
military oppression ol blacks,

PLAYBOY: Do vou think white America is
actually waging war on black America?
JACKSON: Yes, it's a war. Sometimes it's
waged by a white army in full mili-
Lary gear, s any weapons count among
spectal riot police would show, But it's
also a war of anrition. a siege, in which
the violence takes other forms. To me.
violence is starving a child or maintain-
mg a mother on insuflicient wellare. Vio-
lence is going 1o school 12 vewrs and
getting five vears’ worth of education.
Violence is 30.000.000 hungry in  the
most abundint mion on earth. White
America must understand that men will
steal hefore they stnve, that il there is a
choice of a man’s living or dving, he will
choose 1o live, even il it means other
men die. These are human reactions,
and we cannot assume that black people
are going to be anything less than hunuin.
PLAYBOY: Is there a point at which vou
leel violence would be justified?
JACKSON: If T saw tlurt there was no other
way for us 10 be liberated, ves.

PLAYBOY: For muny white people, the most
disturbing incident of potential black vio-
lence this year was portrayed by a news
picture of armed studemts i Cornell.
What do you think about their use ol
weapons?

JACKSON: They didn’t use them, except
in the symbolic sense of warning groups
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that had threatened them that they were
capable of their own militry delense. 1
have doubts about the enduring success
ol the rechnique of military delense,
but I apprediate the [eclings that brought
such a desperate mood into existence.
PLAYBOY: Aunother group that has en-
dorsed violence as a ractic is the Black
Panthers, which [. Edgar Hoover has
alled “the greatest threat among the
black extremist groups to the internal
security of the United States.” Do you
support the Panthers?

JACKSON: I'm very sympathetic 1o the
Panthers. They are the logical result of
the white man’s brutalization of blacks.
The remarkable thing about them is that
they have not conducted any military of-
fenses. They have not gone to downtown
America to shoot up white-owned stores.
The Panthers are a delense for justice,
just as the Ku Klux Klan is an offense
for injustice. That's a qualitative differ-
ence between picking up a gun 1o keep
lrom being brutalized and picking up a
gun to inflict brucality. As far as Mr.
Hoover's opinion goes, 1 don’t think that
his perspeaive is relevant when it comes
to the problems that are facing this so-
ccty—whidh is surprising. when you con-
sider all the good information he gers.
He certainly knows what I'm thinking
abour and ralking about most of the time.
PLAYBOY: Does the FBI keep vou under
surveillance?

JACKSON: Yos. It's admitied tapping Dr.
Kings phone, and T used to speak with
him at least twice a week. The persons
he spoke with were also frequently
tipped, and [ don’t imagine they've
untapped me, as mvy activities have in-
creased since his death. But anything
they've heard wme say, if they come
around. I'll be gl to repeat out loud 10
them. I want to add that I consider Mr.
FHoover himsell to be one of the greatest
threats to our national security. His wire
tapping and other surveillance methods
violate the principles of democracy. The
FBI director doesn’t account 1o anvone,
not even to the Attorney General; and,
in reality, he heads what is very nearly a
secret police.

It's on this subject of abusive police
power that the Panthers are profound,
No white community in America has
majority of black police, but black com-
munities are militarily occupied by white
police. The Panthers are right to sav that
the white police should be gotien our,
just as the Americans were right in say-
ing, "Gert the Redcoats out.,” We are
saving, "Get the bluecoats out.”

PLAYBOY: Aren't vou really saving, “Get
the white bhluecoats out™?

JACKSON: No. We don’t want white blue-
coats, but we don't wamt black hluecoats,
We don't want 10 be policed by
a supreme white authovity, even if the
agents ol the authority are black. We're
saying that the black community should

cither

police itsell: the authority for the po-
lice should come [rom the home area,
not from city hall, which is alien to us,
has never been sympathetic to us and
openly supports the police who oppress us.
PLAYBOY: Do you think, as some radicals
seem to, that America is a police state?
JACKSON: For black men, it is. Nobody in
the black community who's had the ex-
perience ol being made 1o spread-eagle
over a car for no reason, or hecause
of a simple waffic ticket, would disagree
with that. Some black folks disagree, but
that’s because of their lack ol experi-
ence. If they just keep on living, they'll
confront the reality soon enough. The
reality is tyranny, and the tyrant must
be opposed. Whether we are called Op
eration Breadbasket or Black Panthers or
niggers, we know who the enemy is. We
will gain our [reedom by being more
willing to die for it than the slavemaster
is 10 die 10 keep us enslaved,

PLAYBOY: Do vou agree with the contro-
versial Panther demand that all black
prisoners be released from prison?
JACKSON: Yes, but there are probably some
black men who have been so broken.
whose lives have been so twisted that they
would be dangerous to all other men,
both black and white, and I suppose
they should not be released [rom con
finement, though [ would hope that
genuine rehabilitation would replace de-
tention. But just as the black community
is a colony of white America, and those
ol us within that colony should be lily
crated. so should those of us who have
been especially victimized by the vicious
ness of the colonial rules, and tried by
the white slavemaster, be released. All
of 1he black community should be liber-
ated, and that includes those behind
steel bars as well as those behind eco-
nomic and social bars.

PLAYBOY: The subject ol black crime pre-
occupies white Americe and, in the opin-
ion ol some commentators, helped elect
Richard Nixon President. Many whites
feel that their fears ol black erime are
completely justified, particularly in the
light of your previous statement that black
prisoners should be freed. How would
vou respond to that?

JACKSON: The Crime Commission ap-
pointed by Lyndon Jolmson showed i
most black crime s against blacks. The
white lolks who exploit us are s sale
as a baby in a womb. The black man's
hostility comes [rom the deprivation and
frustration and  tension of the ghetio,
Most people handle that hostility sur
prisingly well: and those who don’t. take
it out on the newrest target—other blacks.
Another reason black men hurt other
blick men is that the punishment s
less than when vou hurt a white man.
The price for hostility against whites is
too high. To talk back to a white boss is to
be hred. And to nuke violent gestures
against white people is 1o invite instant
death. So the hostility that is bred in the
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ghetto leads 10 suffering—bur mostly by
blacks, not whites.

PLAYBOY: The incidence of property crimes
by blacks is very high and is inaeasing.
Do you think the white middle dass is
wrong to be concerned about protecting
its possessions?

JACKSON: That property usually belongs to
blacks, not whites. It is the gheto resident
whose home is robbed, sometimes two or
three times in the same month. Black
crimes against property are the result of
desperation. I said earlier that a man will
steal before he starves. Black aime 1s
carime because of need; whites commit
aimes ol greed. Black folks do nor set
up elaborate kidnapings for a million-
dollar ransom. The fnancial value of
all of the property aimes committed by
blacks in one year doesn’t equal the
money lost in the famous salad-oil swin-
dle. Blacks are not out for a big score;
they are out 1o stay alive. And when he's
caught, the black man can’t afford bail
and a good attorney. Already wounded
and probably crippled by the system, he
spends more time than whites inside the
jail system, where he is further destroyed
by it. His criminality is molded by the
police state. | was especially aware ol
this in the South, where I grew up, The
police were an absolute power; they were
not merely enforcers of the law; they
weve the law. They could do anything
they wanted, because the judges and the
legal system were thoroughly racist.
PLAYBOY: Do vou have any recollections
of personal confrontations with the po-
lice when vou were voung?

JACKSON: 1 remember that they seemed
to get a Kick our of breaking down the
front deor il you didn’t answer quickly
enough. When I was a linle kid, we'd
run and hide under the house at the
sight of a police cu. Later on, they
locked us up for things like vagrancy or
cursing. In time, they would kill a few of
the guvs I grew up with, and it was
always “in the line of duy.” There were
some humorous incidents, 100. One cop
in Greenville, Souwth Carolina, becune
famous for locking up o black man for
“reckless eveballing™; he had been star-
ing at a white woman about 100 [eet
away. And I remember we weren't al-
lowed 1t stand around the store win-
dows while they were changing clothes on
the white store dummies. My Northern
friends get a big kick out of that, but it's
symbolic of the awssome pattern of South-
€rn oppressioi.

My own most [rightening experience,
though, didn’t involve a policeman. There
was i store on our street run by a white
nuan named Jack. The customers were all
black, and it was a comfortable place.
Jack used 10 play with us kids all the time,
and we'd run errands for him. One day, [
went in and the store was [ull of people,
but I was in a big lunry, the kind of hur-
ry a six-year-old is always in. I said,  Jack,
I'm late. Take care of me.” He didnt

hear me, so I whistled at him. He wheeled
around and snatched a 45 pistol from a
shell with one hind and kneeled down to
grab my arm in his other fist. Then he
put the pistol against my head and, knead-
ing my black arm in his white fingers,
said, "Goddamn it! Don’t vou ever whistle
at me again, you hear:” I didn’t think he
was really going 10 shoot me. even then;
the thing that got 10 me was that none
of the bluck people in the store did or said
anything. My impression of the super-
power of whites to do absolutely anvthing
they want and ger away with it right in
the middle of blacks was a traumatic ex-
perience that I've never recovered from.
PLAYBOY: Are such experiences for blacks
still part of the Southern heritage?
JACKSON: Yes, but less frequently, and I
think Dr. King is the reason for the
change. The significance of his movement
cn be seen only against a Southern back-
ground. He taught us that even il the po-
lice—the law——say you can’t sit down, sit
down anyway. In most communities until
then, there weren't five men who had that
Kind of courage. He challenged us to stand
up to the police we used 1o run from. In
Montgomery, Alabama, the cradle of the
Confederacy, he rose up and declared that
black men deserve their full rights of man-
hood. There wasn’t enough money to buy
him, and there weren't enough jails to
hold him. Death itselfl isn't enough to stop
black men from being free, for crucifixion
leads to resurrection.

PLAYBOY: One of the sceming ironies of
the civil rights movement is that while
the Southern black has gone [ar toward
winning freedom, the ghetto black in the
North is in an increasingly frustrated
moad. How do vou explain this?
JACKSON: The Southern movement [ul-
filled some of the hopes it raised. We
achieved our goals in the bus boveous
and the freedom rides. The public
accommodation and  voting-rights bills
were passed. We haven't had correspond-
ing success in the North. The Northern
black has seen some progress, but his
advancement doesn’t compare with the
advancement of white society. The ccon-
omy quadruples while blacks creep along
with umemployment as high as 35 and 40
percent in some black communities. When
the white unemployment rate was 20 per-
cent in 1933, it was a Depression that
required massive aid. But the black unem-
plovment rate is ignored.

The most [rusirated are those who
have worked hardest but remain unre-
warded. A black man in Chicigo with a
master's degree carns less than a white
man with a high school diploma, You
't tell a man who has been 1o college
that he's not educated enough o qualily
for a job that goes 10 white high school
dropouts. If you do, yvou castrate him.
And the Northern black is more [rusirat-
ed because the indifference of white colo-
nialism in the North is more viaous than
the paternalism of the South. The North-

ern industrialist doesn't have any emo-
tional relationship with the black; he
maintains  only economic contact. In
the North, you get white smiles while the
shops are open, but the hypocritical cha-
rade is over when the shops cdose and
whites take the money out of the ghetto.
It’s no coincidence that those stores are the
primary targets in a riot.

PLAYBOY: Los Angeles mavor Sam Yoruy
once stated on welevision that he thougln
riots were caused by the mass media. He
said that blacks rioted in imitation of the
disruptive behavior they saw on televi-
sion and that il there had been no
television coverage of Watts during the
first hours of the trouble there in 1965,
there would have been no riot. Do you
feel that’s true?

JACKSON: That's absurd. The riots are
expressions of the unheard. The rioters
are the mass of black people who invest
hard labor on nasty chores—they are
floor cleaners, shoeshine boys, hospital
attendants—and they find that they have
almost no share. no investment, no divi-
dend in a 900-billion-dollar economy.
Riots are a reaction o pain and a sense of
hopelessness. There are black people whom
no President’s program has ever rcached.
My grandmother has lived through every
President from 1900 o 1969, and the
sum total of their grassroots programs
has not been able to teach her the 26
letters of the alphabet. Riots do not
solve problems, but they indicate what
those problems are. It is the responsibil-
ity of an aching man to tell the truth
about his pain. It isn’t to his advantage
to give the appearance of happiness when
he is hurting. In the past, we passively
accepted the immoral acts of white soci-
ety to prove that we were nice, decent
folks, but that was our loolishness. Black
folks assumed that Pharaoh was going to
help them simply because it was the right
thing to do. Now we know that Pharaoh’s
commitment is 10 property, not to per-
sons, He must be made to do the right
thing.

PLAYBOY: It has Dbeen alleged by some
observers, however, that the riots reveal a
kind of death wish on the part of blacks.
JACKSON: It's wrue that there is in the
young generation an incination woward
nihilism. To challenge a police head-
quarters with a handful of bricks is a
suicidal act, but it is also a blow for
freedom. What the riots really reveal is
the beastliness and sadism of white police.
Nearly all ol the people who died in riots
were blacks killed by whites whose ethics
dictate that nickels and dimes are more
important than flesh and blood.

PLAYBOY: There are whites who say that
activists such as vourselfl foster the riots,
that without vou, there'd be racial peace.
JACKSON: White folks don’t want peace;
they want quiet. The price you pav lor
peace is justice. Until there is justice,
there will be no peace or quicet.

PLAYBOY: At the time ol Dr, King's death,
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many blacks said that white America had
lost its last chance to solve the race
problem  without desuwoving itsell. Do
vou think that’s true?

JACKSON: No. I don’t, although 1 was
onc ol the first people to make that
statement. It secemed o me then that Dr.
King's death ended America's last chance
10 be redeemed. But it is not for us o
determine  the chances of  redemption.
There are still people being born with
hope, still people fighting with hope.
God has not yet damned this country,
though one may wonder how long the
wicked will prosper. America at this poimt
is the most violent nation in the world.
PLAYBOY: lsn’t that a diché? Don't other
nations have wars and assassinations?
JACKSON: OI course. But no other nation
wants so clearly 10 be the world's police-
man. No other nation comes down so
consistently on the wrong side of every
revolutionary movement for  liberation
from tyranny. Wherever there is a rebel-
lion. our conservative indusurialists are
helping 1o end i, whether it's in Angola
or Venezucla. Any place we buy oil or
rubber, or sell a lnde Coca-Cola and
chewing gum, we've got 1o protect the
old order. We spend S900 per second 1o
kill the Viet Cong but only S77 per person
per vear to feed the hungry at home. We
maintain soldiers m 20 countries around
the world. yer we always talk about the
Russian threat or the Chinese threat.
China does not have a standing army out-
side of China: Russia has two. Yer we as
sume that someone’s after us, that the
“Tree world™ is threatened simply because
people wamt the dvumce o control their
own economic market so they G partici-
pate in the world decision-making order.
They don’t want to go Communist or o
crush democracy: they just want to end
their serl status; and that’s all blacks
want here at home.

PLAYBOY: It might seem incongruous to
some that you can nuke this sweeping
indicoment of America, an indictiment
that could casily serve as the lead para-
graph in one of SDS’ revolutionary pam-
phlets, and yer. as economic director of
SCLC and leader ol Operation Breadbas-
ket, you are leading blacks who dearly
want to buy ino the American dream.
JACKSON: It's very simple. For all s
laults. America is the only country with
the capacity 10 save the workd, even at
the very moment that we scem bent on
destroying it We i produce  more
food, medicine, tained  and  educated
people than anvone clse. We 0y o ex-
port our killers, but people have siopped
wanting than: they would accepr our
doctors, scientists and oreitors, but our
armics are oundated. We could liberate
nations {rom their poventy and their
pestilence il our value system would al
low us to do so. The irony is how close
we are to being something great. One
filth of our nation is starving, yer we
have the cpacity 1o overleed it. We

could end the starvation in India, heal
the sickness in Alvica. But the wagedy is
that we are as close to destroying the
world as we are to saving it. We spent
78.4 billion dollars to kill this year but
only 12 billion to heal. Those who are
silent now, or are ncutral now, must
make a decision belore the opportunity
passes forever.

PLAYBOY: Are vyou encouraged by the
voung white radicals who scem deter
mined to change America's value svsiem?
JACKSON: The issues that move them are
qualitatively different from the ones that
concern blacks. Many of the radical
whites say that materialism is no pood,
that one must seek a new level of spirit-
ualism. Well, we lived for vemrs with
spiritualism  but without anv material
ism. Now we'd like to try 10 balance the
two. Many ol the young whites we living
oun the prerogatives ol the materialism
they shun. They confront their school in
the winter. but in the summer. thev go
off to Sweden or Hawaii. Their discus-
sions of America’s corruption take place
over steaks. They spend S3000 a vear to
attend the schools they shut down. We
olten have the same moral ideals, bu
the perspective is very different.

I have also been disappointed that we
were unable to get any mass help from
voung whites on the hunger caravan
we recently condluded in Hlinois. The
students were so radical that  feeding
starving people didn’t constitute revolu-
tion to them, because “a man needs 10
do more than eat.” But while they were
saving that, they were eating very well.
To us, they tend o be superfluous,
PLAYBOY: Weren't the strikes at both Han
vard and Columbia concerned  mainly
with accusations by white students that
those schools abuse the black communiny?
JACKSON: | do not mean to condemn
their aeative protests. They  accuratehy
reflect Jesus” position that man cannot
live by bread alone, They come [rom
houses with boats and cos and  more
moncey than they can spend, vet they find
their lives empty. There is beaury in
their hearing the hearvtbeats of other
humans. What I'm saving is thar there is
a lack of depth in their protest, in terms
of the black community’s real and imme
dinte needs. But T think T must reserve
judgment on those whites who are living
olf the prerogatives of wealth. I they are
legitimately  concerned, they will take
what Daddy leaves and pay back some of
that moncey in reparations 10 blacks.
PLAYBOY: Do you agree with james For-
man’s proposal that the drches pay
reparations to blicks?

JACKSON: Yes, and eventualdly the demands
will mot be limited 1o the dunches. The
black commumity in America is an under
developed nation, o viaim of America’s
cold war against her own black people.
In that war, all of our supply lines
have been cut—educittional, commeraal,
political and psvchological. We've been
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_/Z\

L

moms)  Jf this scheme is adhered to by

-1,4@% all concerned, the other days of the
# o week should take care of themselves.
5~ We trust thateverything will work

out satisfactorily.

Please plan accordingly. Thank you.

Teacher’s Scotch

2 is theday todrink Teacher’s Scotch.
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the victims of an unjust war and are due
reparations from those who launched it.
Business owes us reparations, first for
enslaving us, then for refusing to give us
work or hiring us for only the lowest-
paying, most grucling jobs. And even
when we have an opportunity to do the
same work as white men, we are paid less
for it. The labor unions, for whom we
fought, owe us reparations for locking us
out. The church is also liable, because it
has disregarded its own moral impera-
tives and cooperated  in creating  and
nmaintaining a racist society.

PLAYBOY: Do you expect these demands 1o
be mer?

JACKSON: For the most part, no.
PLAYBOY: Then isn't the plea for repara-
tons a rhetorical gesture rather than a
serious proposal?

JACKSON: The demands are perlectly seri-
ous. If they were met, it would mean a
great step toward unifying the two sepa-

rate and unequal socicties that the
Kerner  Commission  desaribed  after it
studied the Newark and Detroit riots.

The point is that SCLC and 1 are not
naive enough to think that the business-
men who convrol the assets of corpora-
trons, labor unions and churches will
voluntarily act [rom some inner moral
impetus. America’s god is money. God 1s
vour ultimate concern, what you give
maximum sacrifice for, what you will die
for. God is what you worship. The Amer-
ican ideal is maximum profit and mini-
mum person: there is no impulse to share
the wealth, to raise up those less fortu-
nate. What counts is the name on the
front ol the building. Well, I say what
couts are the hands that do the work
inside.

PLAYBOY: Isn’t moncy also one of Opera-
tion Breadbasket’s major concerns?
JACKSON: Yes. It's a concern beciuse it's
a reality. But the essential purpose of Op-
eration Breadbasket is 1o have blacks con
trol the basic resources of their community.
We wiant to control the banks, the wades,
the building construction and the cduca-
tion ol our children. This desire on our
part is a delensive sirategy evolved in
order to stop whites from controlling our
community and removiug the profus and
income that belong to black people. Ow
programs are dictated by the private
enterprise cconomy in which we hnd owr-
selves. In my heart, however, 1 know that
the entire system is a corruption. To me,
the earth belongs to evervbody; it's just a
very successlul rumor white folks have
going that the carth belongs to them,
The earth is the Lord's and no man
creates anything that didn’t come {rom
other things that God put here. No man
veally takes anvthing away, either. No
man can claim that he made soil or wool
or milk. White folks can make airplanes,
but they can’t make mountains. They
can make svrup but not water. Genesis
says that the Lord created the earth and

everything therein and gave man, not

white man, dominion over it and created
a dominion sufficient for evervone to be
able to survive and prosper. Now the
concept of Genesis has obviously been
destroved, and 1t is our concern to rid
America of some ol her arrogance and
control of God's resources by saving that
the food belongs to all the people.
PLAYBOY: Do you think farmers and sup-
pliers should give their food away?
JACKSON: I don’t care how the people get
lood, as long as they ger it. The Govern-
ment can buy the food and give it awin
in a largescale version ol the prescni
inadequate surplus-food and food-stamp
programs. Or it can give the poor enough
money to buy the lood themselves.
PLAYBOY: Muny middle-class whites think
that the poor would only buy booze and
guns if ey had the money.

JACKSON: I challenge anvone with that be-
liel 1o tour the recking. rat-inlested tene-
ments ol Harlem or Chicago’s South Side
and count the number of alcoholic wel-
fare mothers. There won't he many.
Welfare people do not account for this
nation’s high number of alcoholics. Now
ire most guns bought by the black poor.
In a home where the children are eating
wall plaster because they are hungry, a
gun isn't looked upon as an important
commodity. But I don’t care il the Gov-
ernment wants to give out food instead
ol money. I would bless anvy device it
might come up with, as long as it does
something. The counury is producing more
food than it needs. There is inherent evil
in a system that induces men o plow
crops under while others starve.

Not only does the {ood helong to the
people but the industrial profic ilso he-
longs 1o the people. Il the emplovees ol
General Motors lelt tomorrow, 1t would
have to stop. If the entire board of direc
tors died tomorrow. nothing would SLop.
What's indispensable are the laborers, not
the directors. The laborers can rise from
the ranks and direct their fellow Llaborers.
Because they are the basic need, they
ought to reap the basic benefis. Bue in
America, about six percent of the people
control the basic wealth, and there's some
thing infinitely demonic about that. It's
no wonder that America needs the larg-
est military in the world 1o protect the
wealthiest superrich class from  people
who would rebel against it. There's no
basic conflict among the peoples ol the
world; Russian bus drivers aren’t mad at
American bus drivers. But the control-
ling groups are always in conflict with
the people—whether 1t's the Govern-
ment of the United States, which vefuses
to adequatcly protect the poor, or the
boards of directors at GM  and Ford,
which encourage blacks to go into deln
to buy auwomobiles but don't
blacks 1o partiaapate in the prohtable
manufacture and distribution ol cars.
PLAYBOY: Cun blucks afford to buy auto-
mobile agencies?

JACKSON: The companies will lend us the

allow
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money to buy cars, which leads to profits
for them only. They could lend us the
money to buy agencies, but they won't,
because that would let us profit also.
PLAYBOY: Arcn't there some black car
dealers?

JACKSON: About 14 dealerships out of
28.000. We are grossly underrepresented
in all areas of the economy. There are no
black TV stauons, for ex;lmpl(:, and only
seven black radio stations. Most of the
stittions that are beamed toward the black
community and play black music are
white owned. We cin't get FCC outlets,
and I'm convinced that there is a con-
spiracy to keep us from communicating
with one another on a mass scale.
PLAYBOY: Do you mean that the Govern
ment lears a nationally directed riot?
JACKSON: I don't know what they think;
all I know is we can’t get licenses when
we apply.

PLAYBOY: \What does Operation Breadbas-
ket intend to do about this sort ol eco-
nomic¢ underrepresentation?

JACKSON: \We¢ have the power, nonvio-
lently, just by controlling our appetites,
1o determine the direction of the Ameri-
can economy. Il black people in 30 cities
saidd  simultancously, “General  Motors,
you will not sell cars in the black com-
munity unless you guarantee us a lran-
chise here next year and help us finance
i,” GM would have no choice. We can
affect their margin of profic by withdraw-
ing our patronage and resisting the sys
tem instead of enduring it.

PLAYBOY: Can tlis really work? And, il
so, why hasn't it been done alveady?
JACKSON: It hasn't been done because we
weren't sophisticated enough o see i
I'his is a step that we haven’t been ready
to take. But it will certmnly be done
now. because we are organizing 1o do it
Black people purchase about 33 1o 40
billion dollars’ worth of goods each year.
We represent the margin of proht in
many industries. America 1|L'punds on our
cooperation with her economy, and we
shall become the enemies ol those busi-
nesses and induswries that work against
our interest by unfair hiving practices. by
discriminating against black products, by
not making investments in the ghero to
correspond with the profus taken out of
it. There s an analogous situation in
politics: The blick people have not yet
reabized than we can determine who gets
clected President; in 1960, it was the
South Side ol Chicago that turned in the
vote that made Jolhim Kennedy President.
The newspapers all said that Mavor Daley
had once again come through with his
Cook County machine, but that vote was
black. The gheto, however, has seldom
voted in its own sell-interest. It has even
voted lor black politicians who are con-
temptuous of blacks.

PLAYBOY: Why docs the ghetto vote so
inclhcientdy?

JACKSON: Because it's so casy to intimi-
date or con the poor; they have no



recourse. On Election Day, the precinet
worker comes around and says thac if
vou don’t vote his way, he'll have vou
thrown out of the housing project or he'll
hine vour welfare check cinceled. Or, if
he's o benign wype, he'll buy your vote
with a chicken. The poor are also Iright-
ened out ol coming to [reedom meetings.
But the poor themselves must learn that
food is a right and not a privilege. We are
marching to gain a subsidv for 30.000,000
hungry Americans who represent a human
resource that is more important than any
of the mineral resources that this nation
subsidizes.

PLAYBOY: What form would that subsidy
titke?

JACKSON: A puaranteed annual income
hased upon the Government’s own esti-
mate ol the amount of money people
actually need to live adequate lives. They
say that a family of fonr in a large v in
the United States in 1969 requires S54991
per vear for minimum nintenance. If
that’s what's needed, then that’s whart
thev should ger.

PLAYBOY: Wouldn't that be expensive.
especially considering the present high tax
burden?

JACKSON: The Senate committee on pov-
erty headed by George McGovern stated,
aler doing ficld rescarch throughout the
nation, that it would cost ten billion
dollars per year o feed the poor and
lullill their basic health, dothing and
housing needs. 1 would guess that that's
a low estimare. Ler's double it and say
that the cost would be 20 bhillion dollars
per vear. That's less money than were
spending 1o kill the Viet Coung. It's less
moncy than we're about o spend on the
ABM system. Tt is less than a third of the
defense budger, Il we wanted men 1o
live as much as we want o see them dic,
we could do it without any new taxes.
PLAYBOY: But what motivation does the
Government have to subsidize the poor:
JACKSON: Out of o spirit ol humanity,
once would hope: but that is naive. Our
job is to areate enough pressure 1o force
the Government to act. It is certainly
not going to do so on its own. The
imbalance of Southern power in the
Congress has led to important commit-
tees being headed by pathological Killers
and by men with public commitments 1o
racism. These men—such as Mendel Rin
ers, Russell Long, Jamie Whitnen and
Riclard  Russell-——are  the black man's
burden. The truth s that the Maha is
probably better represented in the Gov-
crmment than blicks are. And numerouns
other spedial-interest groups are well tiken
care ol. The sivation on the agriculture
committecs is particularly loathsome o me
because of the millions of dollars that are
given away to gentlenum Lrmers who
don’t farm, while duldren are starving.
Contrast that with the Black Panthers
mational  breaklast  program. They are
serving thousands ol people free food
every week, and the only qualification is

You know it’s true-
people cantell the best
from the rest

Beefeater Gin
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PLAYBOY

that the recipient be hungry. Il the Pan-
thers can serve breaklast 10 3000 childven
a week in Chicago or 1500 in San Fran-
cisco, with their lack of resources, what
ould those cities’ governments be doing
il they had the same interesi?

PLAYBOY: If vou wcre the mayor of a
major American city, what would vou do?
JACKSON: I would declare the poor com-
munitics in a state of emergency and
deal with the unemployment rate, the
high mortality vate and the high t.b.
rate. I would set up medicine tenis on
the streets, and embarrass the Federal
and state governments into opening up
their food storchouses. T would declare
war on discase and hunger. 1 would
enlarge all the city deparunments  that
feed and heal people. The wellare of all
the people would be artended 10 belore
any new goll courses or monuments or
stadiums were built. I would force the
Government to c¢all our the Natonal
Guard to deal with the existing injus
tices, which make the gheno a permi-
nent disaster arca. There's no reason
why the Army couldn’t be coming down
the streer with bayonets, looking for slum
Landlords. The Army would force trade
unions to allow the minority groups in.
And those who did not pick up the gar-
bage would themsclves be picked up. An
Army like thit woukdn't have any trouble
getting  volunteer  soldiers  because it
would be engaged in a relevant war.
PLAYBOY: Is that statement a reference 1o
Vietnam?

JACKSON: Let me just say that Viemam is
not a relevine war. It is a war in which
the black poor are paving with their
lives to protect the investments ol a
small, rich elite whose Asian investments
are threatened by Hanoi.

PLAYBOY: \Whatever interests are being
served in Vietnam, do vou think that
you, as a citizen, have the right to pick
the wars in which you will fight and
those in which you won't?

JACKSON: Ol course T have that right. 1
must reserve the right to decide which
wars are just. And I would not fight in a
war that 1 thought was unjust. Nor would
I approve of anvone clse doing so.
PLAYBOY: Would you encourage drafted
blicks 1o refuse to go 1o Vietnam, even if
it means jail lor thems?

JACKSON: Yes, And whites, two. Fighting
in Vietnam is a step back into slavery lor
blacks. and into barbarism for whites. The
road 1o jail has ofien been the road 1o
frecdom. Many men—Gandhi, Jomo Ken-
vatta, Dr. King—have learned that
PLAYBOY: Although a disproportionate
number of blacks have died in Vietnam,
there have been Tew blacks active in the
peace movement. Why?

JACKSON: To blacks, the peace movement
is a luxwry that presupposes you have
the time o save somebody aside from
yoursell. Blacks are just 1oo occupiced
with their own survival. They have not

100 ¢ven been sophisticated enough to know

that they can oppose murder. A Dblack
man can be easily seduced; iU's a revolu-
tion for him to go from one meal a dav
to three. Sometimes 1 think that blacks
are so locked away from  information
that we could be duped into hghting in
South Africa for aparthed, if America
told us to do it. We certainly were down
there shooting our Dominican brothers. |
saw televised scenes of Dominicans lined
up against a wall while black Gls held
guns on them. But this is not beciuse of
ignorance but because of cultural suffoca
tion aind improper education.

PLAYBOY: Malcolm X once proposed that
the UN send observers into the Ameri-
can black community to determine if
blacks were being veated humancly. Do
you think that's a practical idea?
JACKSON: Only for symbolic purposes: the
UN doesn’t have any power and is subject
to the Americmn veto.

PLAYBOY: Wouldn't exercising the veto
prove so embarrassing to the U. S, that it
would refrain from doing so?

JACKSON: I doubt it. And the countries
that one might expect 1o pressure Ameri-
ca into dealing humanely with its black
minority—the countries ol  Alrica—are
themselves too dependent on America's
trade and financial aid 1o wish to antago-
nize her. It is not in the enlightened
scli-interest of those countries o rise up
i indignation when we're shot up in
Detroit or Watts, because we don’t alfect
their  essential  relationship  with  the
world markets or the World Bank.
PLAYBOY: Both Malcwolm and Dr. King
worked 1o mobilize a world-wide con-
science against racism belore they were
struck down. Do you share the view of
some that both murders were part of a
plan to deprive blacks of their leaders?
JACKSON: Not a single claborate conspir-
acy, but it's clear that as we have moved
closer o America’s nerve center. coser 1o
a position where we could vote men out
ol office, the killings have increased. And
I don't think America has done anything
1o indicte that she is on the side ol Dr.,
King rather than of his killers.

PLAYBOY: You uscd the plural. Don't you
think that James Earl Ray acted alone?
JACKSON: | would be surprised il it wasn't
a conspiracy involving many others,
PLAYBOY: Do vyou have any evidence 1o
support that beliel?

JACKSON: 1 think the crcumstances were
very suspicious. As you know, I was with
Dr. King when the assassin’s bullet was
fred. We were talking with Operation
Breadbasket’s music divector, Ben Branch,
about songs lor the next day’s rally. Dr.
Abernathy, Andy Youug. James Bevel
and Bernard Lee were very near. When
Dr. King was shot, 1 hit the ground. along
with the others. We saambled woward the
steps where he was and [ looked back
over my shoulder, beciuse I was alraid
that more shots were going o be fired. 1
saw so many police coming from the divec-
tion of the shot that I acieally threw up

my hands, thinking that the shot had come
from one of them and that 1 was going 10
be killed, wo. There were hundreds of
police in the area, some jumping [rom
the hill where the shot had come from. I
tried to tell them that the bullet came
[rom that way.

Now, the hotel that Ray was in—il
Ray was the killer—is next door 1o the
fire department. With the shot having
been fired and all those police in the
area, the usual thing during an emergen-
cv in a Southern town would be for a
siren to go off that stops the lights and
trafic on Main Street, where the ho-
tel is. It was six o'clock in the afternoon,
the busiest time [or trafhe, and it all could
have been brought to a halt. But no
siren went off, waffic wasn't stopped and
Ray escaped thrvough downtown Mem-
phis. The distance he subsequently trav-
eled indicates to me that he didn't do it
by himselfl and that he may have had
some very highly placed help. But, of
course, finding Dr. King’s killers is scc
ondary to getting at the roots of Ameri-
ca’s violent atmosphere—an atmosphere
in which vou conform or are broken, in
which you take your subordinate place in
the industrial hierarchy or are destroved.
PLAYBOY: What do you think Dr. King
would be doing if he were alive 1oday?
JACKSON: Dr. King would still be dealing
with the problem of finding a job for
evervbody: he would still be raising the
questions ol medical care lor everybody,
ol a Tull-employment economy. He would
still be on the basic issues, still be pointing
out the stupidity of the war. He would be
in general conflict with Nixon. He would
still, as we sav, be on the case.

PLAYBOY: \Will there ever be another black
leader as important as Dr. King?
JACKSON: 1 don’t think so, though, of
course, no man can say. But it was Dr.
King who crossed the frontier, who made
a permanent break with the past. T grew
up in the period from 1955 1o 1965, and
that time was dominated by his courage
and strength, as opposed to the previous
mass docility of black men. Dr. King
was a surprise for a lot of whites who had
conned themselves into believing  that
Negroes were really inferior. He was
intelligent, moral, cloquent and coura-
geous. The comrast of his clogquence with
the lack ol it in those whites he was
forced 10 deal with gave us a rallying
point. Even more important was the way
he stood up to white military power in
the South. Dr. King wasn't afraid of the
op's billy stick, guns or dogs. He over-
came the stigma ol jail cells; in fac, he
dignified the jail cell and wrote great
words [rom it. He was willing to die lor
black people, and finally did die, not on
some loflty mountainside or in the com
pany ol ambassadors bhut Kissing garbage
men, tryving Lo set them free,

PLAYBOY: In the weeks belore he died.
did Dr. King express any particular
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PLAYBOY

optimism or pessimism about the [uture
of the movement?

JACKSON: He expressed both. SCLC was
at that time involved in making its deci-
sion about the Poor Peoples’ Campaign
in Washington, D. C,, that ultimately led
to Resurrection Ciry. Manv of Dr. King's
friends and some board members sad
that we should not go to Washington
because of the possibility of a riot. The
final decision was his. He was going
through a bad time and he showed it it
one of the last staff meetings he would
ever attend. He was  despairing  that
morning and Andy Young tried 1o tell
him to relax, that things were going to
get hetter. And Dr. King 1old Andy,
“Don’t sav "Peace, peace’” when there is
no peace. The counury is swinging to the
right and our President is obsessed with
the war. Mavbe T onght to turn around,”
he said. But then he stopped; and when
he continued, his voice was more lm.
“But we've gone oo [ar 1o turn around.
There were dark days during the sit-ins,
and in Selma and Birmingham. We've
come oo [ar”

Then he changed again. “But 'm stll
disturbed by the division in the country.
Mavybe I ought to just last. And when 1
get to the point ol death, perhaps we
could have a summit meeting of blicks.
Mavbe that would bring us together.™ But
then he seemed to resolve the argument
in his mind. He said. “I've scen where
we've got o go. We are going to fight the
good fight: we are going 10 liberate our
brothers and raise up the poor. We're
not going to turn around. Ic's all very
dear to me now.” And I think Dr. King
at that moment was as sure as he had
ever been ol the ultimate victory of his
movement. Once vou've been o the
mountaintop, it doesn’t marter if James
Earl Ray is in the bushes waiting for you.
PLAYBOY: Do vou share Dr. King's vision?
JACKSON: In my stronger moments, |
have no doubts. I'm even able 10 love
those who persecute me. There must be
some lorce that's committed to redemp-
tion, even though it’s painful. The alter-
native is that we will destrov ourselves—
“die together as Tools,” as Dr. King said
once. He and Gandhi and Jesus reached
a spiritual state that liberates the sell.
Dr. King did not represent ordinary
men. That's what made people love him
so much. But whar finally happens to the
extraordinary men is what happened 1o
Jesus. We admire them but we don't
follow them, and finally we kill them
because they become such a threat 1o us.
PLAYBOY: In what way?

JACKSON: Most ol us cannot live up to
the ideal of the noble and virtuous. Such
men make us aware that we must setile
for the real and the expedient. We are
diminished by their purity, which is a
threat to our scll-esteem. The idealist
keeps our consciences awake, but the pres-
sure on our conscience is so great that it

104 ¢<an be relieved only by murder.,

PLAYBOY: Dv. King was criticized for plac-
g too much emphasis on conscience,
David Halberstam wrote that Dr. King
left Chicago in 1966, for example, be-
cause he could not inspire a moral con-
sciousness, and Mayor Daley was able to
dissipate his campaign with high-sounding,
but unspecihc resolutions. Do vou think
thar Dr. King was 100 concerned with the
moral vather than the tactical aspeas of
the civil rights movement?

JACKSON: No. I think that even as re-
cently as 1966, Dr. King was correctly
anmalvzing his problem as the need 1o
change the psvehe of 1the black man. You
couldn’t impress black folks unless you
impressed white folks first. Dr. King had
to make the movement as large as possi-
ble in white eves to get respect lor
blacks. T think that we are inclined to
lose perspective on how much things have
changed since 1955, There was no black
consciousness then. Dr. King was dealing
with “Negroes”—put quotes around that
—whose minds, desires, ambitions and
images were white inspired. Arvetha Frank-
lin couldn’t have made it in 1955, It was
Dr. King who moved the “Negro™ [ar-
ther and Lurther out; and the larther he
got [rom that white shore, the blacker
he becume.

Dr. King had the most national in-
fluence of any black leader. and his con-
cern was to change national policy. The
strategy was always to lorm a coalition of
conscience between the black community
and a segment of the white community.
An issue had to be defined along moral
lines, becawse the white community will
split on the basis ol moral against im-
moral, liberal against conservative. With-
out that white help, there is no chance
lor us to have an impact on national
policies. Dr. King used to point out that
there is not a blick college in the coun-
try that could remain open six months
on black contributions. That's a reality
we must Tace. Even now, there s no avil
rights organization of any consequence
that functions on black money.

PLAYBOY: Docs Operation Breadbasket ac-
cept white money?

JACKSON: SCLC accepts any money, and
it finances us. But we ger more black
money out ol Chicago than any other
civil rights organization has ever gotten
out ol the black community.

PLAYBOY: What does SCLC think of
white participation in the leadership of
Breadbasket and other programs?
JACKSON: We discourage it. We need and
wiunt to encourage the technical and
financial aid of whites n the cvil riglus
movement, but we should make our own
decisions.  Whites  should  spend  their
physical encrgy liberating white Ameri-
ca, because white folks need someone to
help them understand blacks or they're
going to continue 1o be paralyzed by
their paranoia. Whites sulfer from night-
mares and irrational anxiety. When a
black [amily moves onto a white street,

the white girls are not magically impreg-
nated by a black boy, Those fears are
unreal. But whites do not allow enongh
communication with blacks to learn the
truth. So other white folks must defend
our hum:nity. even though our skin color
is different and owr hair grows differently
and we hine a dillerent heritage.
PLAYBOY: Why is there a preoccupation
now with black studies and Alro stvles?
JACKSON: The socalled natural move-
ment is simply trying to say that [ may
not know who I am psvchologically and
historically, but I'm not going 1o be
defined by white Tolks any longer. 1 want
o se¢ how I'd look if T just wrew. I |
didn’t use anvthing white [olks gave me
to fancy miysell up with, what would |
look like? Most ol us have never given
owrselves a chance 10 find out. We're in
scarch ol our existence as a new people—
Afro-Americin. White people Torced us
to suppress our beautv: now we want to
glorily it. The Fict that our natural selves
conflict with the comloruble,  sterco-
typed white image ol the black puam 1s
not our probiem.

PLAYBOY: But this new emphasis on black-
ness secems o lead to some paradoxicil
sitwations. In spite ol the need lor ex
panded opportunities for blacks to attend
college, a number of strikes were inttinted
Last year by black college students who
demanded black-studies programs at their
schools. Are black-studies progriams so im-
portant that it's worth dosing down a
school to ger them?

JACKSON: [ think so. History plays a
large vole in a people’s growih. The
white man ook away our history because
it was one more way lor him o control
us. Without a group identity, we had no
group loyalty; we were separated lrom
our past to make it casier to conrol us
in the present. Iv is one thing 10 see
ourselves as a people only 300 years old,
born as slaves and moving toward free-
dom. But, in fact, our lorebears date back
o the origin ol man. and we have always
been a aeative and productive people: we
were enslaved, but now we are returning
to Ireedom—and it's good 1o come back
home. We need the pride and dignity ol
knowing that we are part ol a great con-
tinuum. Anthropologists say that mankind
originated in Alrica. We are the people
who carved out the great cvilizations of
Kush, Songhai, Ghana and Mali. We
smelted ivon: we mined copper and gold.
For us to know this is to know that we
cin look Torward to a great destiny.
PLAYBOY: It's the idea of exclusively black
studies that bothers many white people.
Other ethnic groups don’t have special
study programs, do they?

JACKSON: But they do, and the schools
recognize them as such. If you are an
Ltalian, for instance, your history courscs
will cover the entire history ol carly
Rome and then Renaissance Italy, and
they will siress the worth ol the ltalian
contributions.  But no  ancient-history






PLAYEBOY

courses emphasize the blackness of the
great carly civilizations. And American-
history cowrses generally ignore the black
man. If the schools had done their job,
they wouldn’t have the problems they are
now confronted with—and richly deserve.
PLAYBOY: Many athletes and entertainers
—Bill Cosby, for example—have adopt-
ed Afro hair and clothing styles; but
aside from this sort of symbolic identi-
fication, do you think successful blacks
have been as involved as they should be
with the movement?

JACKSON: I think the symbolism is impor-
tant; it shows a new sensitivity. The
black athletes and entertainers who are
wearing natural hair siyles and  Alro
clothes are specifically defying the white
measurement  apparatus. But  the  Tact
is that the black artist has never been as
far away from the black community as
the white press sometimes portrays him.
Every black man. for example, knows
where Sammy Davis’ heart is. The black
entertainer moves into a white communi-
ty because the houses are bigger and
better there. He is just taking advantage
ol a new Ireedom. Historically, the black
athlete and  entertainer have been in
a precarious position where, il they over-
identificd with the racial sitnation, they
couldn’t play in the major might clubs,
couldn’t get into a movie or were black-
balled from a league. Black athletes who
take a militant position on the race prob-
lem endanger their jobs, even  though
teams are dependent on their participa-
tion. Jackic Robinson broke into base-
ball i 115, In 1969, blacks domimate
the game. The stars of the National
Baskeiball  Association  are  nearly  all
black, as are many in the National Foot-
ball League. But we'd be doing even bet-
ter in sports if there were not still some
discrimination there.

PLAYBOY: What kind of discrimination?
JACKSON: Belore 1 entered college. T was
offered a contract w pitch for the Chica-
go White Sox. They wanted 10 give me
less money to sign than the white boys I
was striking out. I'm sure that’s generally
true, and many black boys can’t aflord 10
lcave the larm or the [acory to ry to
make it with a tecam. More indicative of
the racism still alive in sports is the fact
that in all ol major-league baseball, there
isn’t one black executive or manager.
PLAYBOY: Ii a black baschall player clearly
shows himsell to be managerial marerial,
don’t you think he'll ger a shot at a
manager’s job?

JACKSON: What does that mean? Is every
white manager “managerial material™?
Then how come they're always being
hired? In America, a white man, no mat-
ter how dumb, is expecied to boss a
black man; but no black man, no mauer
how highly qualified, is allowed 10 give
orders to a white man. If a white ball-
player like Eddie Stanky is argumenta-
tive and aggressive, he's considered hery.

106 Therelore, he's a managerial prospect.

But Jackie Robinson was fiery as hell,
only they called it arrogance. He was an
“uppity nigger.” When Robinson left
baseball. his accumulated knowledge about
running bases, pitching, hitting and
fielding went with him. It was a waste of
a great baseball mind.

PLAYBOY: You seem to be saying that
unless a black man is docile, he can’t
survive; yet the mood of young blacks—
including you—is anything but docile.
Haven't the times changed?

JACKSON: IVe have changed; 1 don't know
about the times. White society still tries
to impose a different code of behavior
on blacks than on whites. What to me
is an expression of confidence is to white
folks an expression of defiance. The coun-
try is so used to black people smiling
and bowing and acting unsure of them-
selves that when whites meet someone
who confronts them and challenges their
standards, they make harsh judgments.
Now things are changing so [ast that the
hostility of white society toward a black
man may lead to respect for him from the
black community. For a white man to
embrace you is for a black man to hold
you suspect.

PLAYBOY: You have been accused of cyni-

cally manipulating that new mood in
your personal choice of dress and hair
style. Do you think that if vou didn't

wear sideburns and a dashiki, but dressed
conservatively and looked somewhat like
a young Martin Luther King, that
you could make it as a black leader today?
JACKSON: Style—whether it's Alro or Ivy
League—isn't crucial. Hell. there are
Kids around who lock like Ché Guevara,
but they still need their mommas to get
them across the street. Because of all the
losses we have suffered, black people are
locking for winners; that’s the only way
to ger their respect. And a winner is
someone who successfully defies white
America. The reason Joe Louis will always
be respected in the black community is
thae at a time when other blacks couldn't
even talk back 10 white people, Joe
Louis was beating them up, knocking
them down and making them bleed.
When I do a TV show, I'm aware that
every black watching is scoring me
against the white opposition, as if T were
in a fight. Every black man who has won
the lovalty ol his community has indicat-
ed some expresston of dehance for the
white man. Malcolm X is a good exam-
ple. He could look Whitey straight in
the eye and tell him he was lyving. And
Malcolm showed that even the most bru-
talized experience could he overcome.
PLAYBOY: You obviously don't agree with
those who [elt that Malcolm was a dis-
ruptive force.

JACKSON: Malcolm had become an apos-
tle of peace alter his trips to the Near
East. America has a knack for killing
her men of peace, while men ol war con-
tinue to thrive. Maleolm's death also
pointed up the futlity of thinking in

exdusively  white-black  terms.  Blacks
Killed Malcolm, just as a Dblack man
betrayed Marcus Garvey and a black wom-
an once tried to stab Dr. King. Black is
not always good, just as white is not al-
ways bad. We conhrmed that lesson at
Resurrection City, where white Appala-
chians shared the mud with us while some
blacks on U Sureet were asking The Man
to run us out of town. And it was a black

woman who started many of Adam
Powell’s troubles.
PLAYBOY: The consensus among white

liberals is that Adam Powell deserved his
[ate—and that he was a hindrance to the
civil rights movement. Do you disagree?
JACKSON: Absolutely. First of all. and 10
ser the record swraight, as head of the
House Education and Labor Commitce,
Adam Powell was responsible for passing
over 60 picces of significant social legisla-
tion—moorc than any other of his virtuous
colleagues have ever done. But Adam is
ceven more important, for a depressed
black psvche, as a defier of white rules.
Something  happened to my dad in
World War Two that illustrates this. He
was serving in France and Swom Thur-
mond came 1o speak to his all-black regi-
ment. The Senator's message was that
they were there to fight the War, that
they were not to bother any women: they
were to know their place. In other words,
it was all right for mv Father to risk his
life to serve America, but he was still a
nigger. So when Adam Powell walked
down the halls of Congress with two white
women on his arm, just the outrageous
defiance of it gave us graufication. The
appeal of that defiance will never be lost.
PLAYBOY: That siory touches on the
strong sexual aspect of racism. Both Mal-
colm X and Eldridge Cleaver have ex-
pressed elaborate theories in which white
sexwal fears are cited as a fundamental
cause ol race hatred. Do you agree?
JACKSON: Although sex is a aucial un-
derlying cause ol prejudice and  racial
hatred, it is not relevant to the black
liberation movement. We will not allow
the white man’s sexual problem 1o stand
in the way of our freedom.

PLAYBOY: Can you just ignore it?
JACKSON: Let me explain it with some
awlul history. In the South, when a slive
ran awav—thereby expressing his man-
hood and independence—and he was
caught, the punishment for his fust
olfense was whipping or branding. Il he
ran away again, which wias the clearest
way lor him to assert himsell, his punish-
ment was likely 1o be castration. The
slave was told that he was inlerior, less
than human and completely unappeal-
ing to the white woman; but The Man
still castrated him. That says a lot about
the psychosexual dilemma of thie South-
ern white male. The other part of that
dilemma was that because of his lear of
black men, the white man had to desen-
sitize. white women. The white woman
had to spiritually kill hersclf. For a




fashions in flame by Ronson

T T T 1 1 = |

No lid to flip! No top to flop! Nothing to come between
what you're lighting and the flame. Nothing to

break the clean, classic lines. For these are the Ronson
Varaflame® Comets,® newest, smartest lookers in the
Ronson high fashion family of butane pocket lighters.

. They’re all automatic,with swivel head, replaceable
spark wheel and two extra flints. A gentle squeeze turns
them on. All work on butane gas. To fuel, simply
inject with a Ronson Multi-Fill®*Injector,available every
where. A single fueling can give months of lights.
Flame is completely adjustable. Low for cigarettes.
Medium for cigars. High for unobstructed jet
flame that’s perfect for pipes.

Put a little light in your life with a topless beauty
by Ronson.

RONSON

The people who keep improving flame.




PLAYBOY

white woman to see Jim Brown and not
think of him as an attractive male means
that the nerves are dead within her
being. She dehumanized hersell, Lecause
white men wanted it that way. But when
the white man destroyed his relationship
with his women, he got his satisfaction
from the pursuit of money. So the white
man perverted himself and his women.
If some pgreat psychoanalyst had
emerged 300 years ago, he might have
solved some of the white man's problems
and prevented the brutalization of blacks
by whites. But we were not rescued, and
the intervening 300 years have served to
diminish the importance of sexual antago-
nisms and replace them with a more crip-
pling form of racism. Today, racism is
integrated into the ideology of capital-
ism. I said that the sexual aspect is
irrelevant because even if sexual tensions
disappeared tomorrow, capitalism would
still require a racist ideology in order to
maintain a cheap labor base. Racism
provides a mechanism by which the slave-
naster assures that society will have a
ready supplv of inferiors who can serve
as slaves. Racism is as important to
America’s domestic colonialism as it was
to loreign colonialism; it is an excuse to
exploit and enslave a people because they
have been defined as inferior. Colonial-
tsm is not built upon emotions; it is
built upon behavior patterns that are
designed 10 get a profit.
PLAYBOY: Do you think, as some revolu-
tionarics do, that capitalism will have
to be destroved n order w0 end racism?
JACKSON: It is futile for us to think about
ending racism: that is a psychological
problem that scems beyond our attempts
to alfect it. We are fighting to end coloni-
alism—oppression and exploitation. That
requires power. The civil rights move-
ment is a lifetime struggle for power. A
man who is impotent, no matter how
courteous and pleasant looking he is, is
told to wait in the lobby. But if you
have power, you can be an illiterate boor
with tobacco juice running down your
face and they will open the door for you.
As I said earlier, we are going to organ-
17¢ 1o exere power on the big corpora-
tions. We are going to see to it that the
resources ol the ghetto are not siphoned
olf by outside groups. Right now, black
exterminating companics don’t even get
the contraats to kill the ghetto's rats. But
that's going to change. I a building goes
up in the black community, we're going
to build it And were going 1o stop
anyone else from building it. I we can’t
getinto those construction unions, they're
not going to get into our neighborhoaods.
PLAYBOY: But other neighborhoods don't
control their business according 1o ethnic
scparation. They try o become part of
what is traditionally called the American
melting pot.
JACKSON: I hear that melting-pot stuff a
lot, and all T can say is that we haven't

108 been mehed. We've been getting burned

on the bottom of the pot. We don’t want
anything that’s different from the experi-
ence of the other ethnic groups. I you
go into an Irish neighborhood, most of
the businesses are run by Irishmen. The
same is true in a Chinese or Jewish or
Italian neighborhood. The difference be-
tween all of them and us is that they are
all separate and independent groups,
while we are separate and dependent.
We want to control the vital clements of
our lives: the school boards, the church-
es, the businesses, the police. The other
groups are separate and control them-
selves, but they are separate and control
us as well. That is a colonial situation.
And the slums will exist as long as the
colonists continue to turn a proht on
them. As in any other revolution, we
must fight for our independence.
PLAYBOY: But Dr. King once said that his
aim was to “break open the city,” so that
ultimately there would be no separate
black and white communities. Have you
forsaken that goal?

JACKSON: No. But we recognize that a
major part of the black community must
first gravitate around itsell, as other eth-
nic groups have dome. In these arcas,
where our living together provides collec
tive security, we ought to have the right
to control i, But just as we have the
private right to stay where we choose, we
should also have the public right to partic-
ipate in the public arena the way other
people do. A man should choose where
he wants 10 live, based on his income, or
the Eact that a house is close to his job, or
because there’s a good school nearby; he
should not be refused because of his color.
He should not be afraid of being bombed
out by white bigots or of being harassed
by police when he returns from work.
PLAYBOY: Arcn't the open-housing laws
changing this?

JACKSON: No. There is still segregation.
In Chicago, blacks are 30 percent of the
population, but they live on ten percent
of the land. That congestion is inhuman
and a prime target for exploitation by
slumlords. People are cramped in body
and spirit, and those who can’t alford it
are paying more for the space in which
they live. We are locked away from the
resources of the community. Black chil-
dren who are sick are untended and leflt
to play in their own filth in understalled,
ill-equipped  hospitals. Four- and five-
year-olds who were lucky enough w en-
ter Head Start programs substantially
raised their learning capacity, only o
have it [all again as soon as they en-
tered public school, Yet the teachers call
the children incompetent. We have no
choice about schools and hospitals, be-
cause public mobility is denied us. When
a white mother decides 1o move because
her neighborhood doesn’t serve the needs
of her children, the broker asks her where
she would like to live: when a black
mother [aces that problem, she knows
where she can live—and where she can’t.

In white communities, there are about
3000 people per square mile; in the ghet-
to, there are 30,000 people in cach square
mile. The overcrowding produces bent
and perverted people. They are made to
suffer so much pain that they feel no need
to conserve themselves or their neighbor-
hoods, so they decide to destroy. These
are the unheard—until they riot.
PLAYBOY: The majority of those who have
participated in riots are in their teens or
early 20s. Why?

JACKSON: These kids have an awful lot
of reasons for hating America. Their
experiences with the dominant culture
are nearly all negative; whether it be in
school or a courtroom or applying for a
job, they are being either deprived or
discriminated against. This sense of re-
senument is acute, and it's just a matter
of time before they give up on them
selves and this country. Many of them
already have. If Richard Nixon really
cared about America’s future, he’d be
showing up at Operation Breadbasket
meetings and offering to join us in the
fight to reclaim these kids' minds and
souls, because they are going 1o have a
large effect on that future. He might at
least give us cqual time and attention
with the moon shot.

PLAYBOY: Weren't you impressed by the
moon landing as a scientihic achievement?
JACKSON: The only thing that moon shot
did for me was turn my stomach. I was
in a migrant worker’s shack in Georgia
a lew weeks before the launch. It was
about 115 degrees inside in the day-
time. It had no toilet—not even an out-
house. No relrigerator, no running water.
There was preasy butcher’s paper over
the space where there should have been
windows. The shack was temporary resi-
dence for a family of four and they
actually paid rent for it If they hadn’t
rented it, they wouldn't have been al-
lowed to work the harvest. They were all
hungry. The kids' bodies were bloated
and discolored. And they sullered {rom
worms. This was goed time for these
people. When the harvest ends, they
have 1o move on and they have nowhere
to go. That Sunday night of the moon
wialk, in my mind’s eye, 1 could see those
poor, broken people walking four miles
to the company store 1o wiatch the two
astronauts jump around. Each step Arm-
strong took cost enough money wo feed
that [amily for 100 years.

America has spent 57 billion dollars
since 1957 for the ego gratification of
planting her flag on wp of everyone else.
One fenth of that was spent in the same
period 10 inadequately leed the hungry.
The psvchological ste of this nation is
revealed by the [act that the men whose
egos are swelled by putting a flag on a
dead rock would not feel the slighiest
sense of accomplishment from the more
humane task ol feeding hungry people.
PLAYBOY: Arc you encouraged by Nixon's
proposals about black capitalism?
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JACKSON: Not very much. It is a limited
vision to make a few people rich, where-
as SCLC’s Poor Peoples’ Campaign pro-
poses a decent economic base for all
people. Dr. King died talking about rais-
ing the level of dignity for all men. The
difference between Dr. King and M.
Nixon is the difference between a proph-
et and a politician. I don’t believe the
Government has plans for the extensive
development of the black community. If
it did, then the Job Corps would not
have been curtailed recently. Even more
serious is the Government's lack of
understanding ol the problems of the
potential black businessman and its fail-
ure to develop programs to help him.
PLAYBOY: White businessmen object to
such demands on the grounds that blacks
don't deserve Government considerations
that aren’t extended also to whites.
JACKSON: The Government aids white
businesses all the time—in the areas in
which they are endangered. It subsidizes
airlines and railroads. It sets up tariffs to
protect textile businesses from cheap for-
cign imports. The black man is endan-
gered as a businessman because of his
substandard education, and the Govern-
ment should be offering technical and
advisory services to blacks.

PLAYBOY: What kind of services?
JACKSON: There are some basic areas
where the black businessman can  use
Government help. One is feasibility
studies that will tell a man if his idea is
sound. Another, ol course, is capital,
which should be lent according to the
soundness of a business idea, rather than
withheld vellexively in accordance with
impossibly strict notions of what consti-
tutes “a bad risk.” If a black man came
up with the idea for the next genera-
tion's Nerox, he probably couldn’t get
the money to develop it. Next, the Gov-
ernment should help him get his oot in
the market’s door, so that the black man
can at least have a [air chance. This is
one area in which Operation Breadbas-
ket has been very successful; we've got-
ten chain stores such as  Jewel and
A&P 1o give shell space 1o black prod-
ucts. Then the Government should pro-
vide real vocational training. Even if a
black kid, who never intends o go to
college, graduates from high school, he
can't fix the wiring in the house, can’t
run a machine, can’t lay a brick.

And the vocational waining should ap-
ply also to those who are already running
a black business. We helped inarease a
black man’s business from $12.000 to
S160,000 in lour months, But he couldn’t
grow with it. He had 1o pull his busi-
ness back down to the size of his mind;
he had o [eel the money, wount it in
his hands. He couldn’t handle a balance
sheet, couldn’t write notes for working
capital belore his receipts came in. That
man can't go 1o Harvard Business School
—Dbut il the Small Business Administra-
tion and President Nixon were serious,

there'd be an operation Head Start for
the black entrepreneur. The way it is
now, a black with talent has to choose to
work in the security of a big white com-
pany. And his sapped spirit will never
produce anything on its own. Black busi-
nesses, on the other hand, are a step on
the road to Ireedom. Black products are
a focus for a pride in black ability. We
can’t just consume what the white folks
decide to make for us. Consumption leads
to fatness, but production leads o free-
dom. A producer is free 1o make decisions,
but a man who only consumes is a prison-
er whose decisions are made by others,
PLAYBOY: Breadbasket’s aims, il fulfilled,
scem likely to create more middle-class
blacks. Do you think there will be strong
class divisions between black middle and
lower classes as the former get farther
away from the gheto?

JACKSON: I don't think we will have
significant class divisions, No matter how
wealthy he gets, the black man can rarely
buy a house where he wants to; he is still
subject to the whim of any white police-
man who doesn’t like his looks; he is still
going to be wried, if accused of a crime,
by a jury ol his white nonpeers. And
these facts bind him firmly with his desti-
tute brother.

PLAYBOY: How do you feel about the
young militants’ derisive notion that
every successhul black is an Uncle Tom?
JACKSON: I think its important w0 be
sensitive o who Unde Tom 15 Uncle
Tom is not our enemy. He grew up in
the ghetto: he went to bad schools. He's
a successtul black hustler who bends and
smiles belore the white man in order
to provide for his children. He's not
a man who sits around thinking up ways
to hurt black people. There's nothing
wrong with a Southern boy who grew up
in a shack with an outhouse wimting a
real home. The jobs we once pii.'l,cu:ll o
get are now being derided as Uncle Tom
jobs. But the black bowrgeoisie is still
very close 1o the roots, if for no other
reason than the fact that in the colonial
system, he can't get oo far. Blacks don't
move to white society [or joy, [ulfillment,
good music or tasty meals. They move o
get away from bad schools and apart-
ments where the wash isn't collected.
They aren’t moving away from blacks
but (rom the rats.

PLAYBOY: Arc you saying that there’s no
disunity among blacks?

JACKSON: There is an unfortunate divi-
sion among blacks now that is sct ofl by
a certain sell-righteousness, a competi-
tion for being the blackest. But we must
never forger that Nat Turner was middle
class, as were Frederick Douglass and
Dr. King—and even Stokely Carmichael.
We will not be rapped into glorifving
ignorance and poverty. That will not
improve the lives of black people.
PLAYBOY: Do vou agree with young radi-
cals who feel that blacks who are assimi-

lated into the economy will become new
cogs in the corporate machine?
JACKSON: We want to create a new value
system that will produce a generation of
black liberators, not exploiters. You can't
ask a black man not to work because
America’s value system is perverted. But I
would hope that when the black man gets
a job in a company that is part of the
military-industrial complex, he will or-
ganize in a union that is as concerned
with basic values as it is with decent
wages. Instead of producing war matériel
for an unjust and immoral war, the union
could pressure the company into produc
ing goods that will help and heal people.
The virtuous and vidous aspecs of our
economy are interrelated. We  produce
more food and clothing—and guns—than
we need: we have the capacity 1o save
more people from malice and disease than
any other nation in the history of the
world, and to kill more people than any
other nauon in the history of the world.
No one attacks our ability to build X-ray
machines or washing machines. Our na-
tional priorities are the real problem.
PLAYBOY: Can blacks change them?
JACKSON: This is the challenge of Opera-
tion Breadbasket. The businessmen we
help, for example, are discouraged [rom
getuing rich and leaving the ghetto. We
develop profit sharing: we ury to make
it our company as much as the owner's.
We encourage a diadog between owner
and employee, and we encourage partici-
patory democracy.

PLAYBOY: Can Breadbasket help blacks
outside the ghetto as well as within it?
JACKSON: Yes. Let me give you an exam-
ple of how i1t can work—a case ol real
soul power, where blacks had the integ-
rity to stick out a osis and aid one
another over thousands of miles. When
the most recent Voting Rights Bill was
passed, black  Alabama  farmers  found
that they weren't able to find markets
for their products anvmore. Whites were
retaliating for their new political power.
On wp ol that, George Wallace prevented
them from borrowing money, so they
couldn’t expand cconomically, because of
the combined pressmes of racism  and
capitalism. There were 1500 of them—all
farming small plots. Instead ol quitting
they lormed the Southwest  Alabama
Farmers” Cooperative. They planted and
harvested their aops and then brought
them o Chicago. We at Breadbasket then
went to the supermarkets in the ghetto
and told the owners that they would
cither put the brothers’ products on
the shelves or lace boycotrs. They ac
cepted the produce. The brothers in Ala-
hama could farm there and have an open
outlet in Chicago. We were able 1o do this
out of a sense of “peoplehood.” That's
my kind ol black nationalism—Dblacks
helping one another on a national scale.
PLAYBOY: [sn't it one ol the great lears of
Southern whites that blacks—who out-
number them—will usurp their place in
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socicty if they ever win enough economic
and political power?

JACKSON: The problem here is that the
poor white and the poor black have
mutual fear. Poor blacks fear that if
poor whites aren’t eliminated, they won't
be able to eat, and the poor whites feel
just the same way in reverse. The histori-
cal difference is that poor whites in the
South have controlled the police and the
military and have thereby maintained
power over the blacks. We in the Poor
Peoples” Campaign believe that the basic
anxicty ol whites is an irrational fear of
extermination—a  fear that can be re-
moved with a guaranteed income, with
guaranteed medical care and education.
Dr. King was fuom in Ins resolve tha
black power must be sccondary o peoples’
power. When the economic base ol all
the people is raised, racism will decline.
As the Poor Peoples’ Campaign  gets
stronger, racism will lose 1ts hold on the
consciousness ol the white poor.
PLAYBOY: Do vou lonestly think, as Dr.
King did, that there’s going 1o be a
movement of the poor that will include
whites. blacks, Puerto Ricans, Alexicans
and Indians?

JATKSON: It's incvitable. IT' our good
sense doesn’t connect us through aflirma-
tion, then America’s greed will lock us
together by negation. False racal pride
has divided the lovier cass, but we maust
stop defining and separating ourzel . es
becuse of skin olor. We slhould define
our:chves by our economic position and
shilt the fight [rom a horizontal con-
frontation of poor black versus poor
white 1o a confrontation of “have™ ver-
sas “have not.” Dr. King could have
been the suure that cosineced the vari-
ous bones of the bottom classes.  Just
two weeks before his assassination, there
was a meeting ol a dezen representative
ethnic groups in SCLC's Adanta ofhice.
That was the beginning ol something
really new, and it is continuing. For just
one example, Dr. Abernathy marcted
with Cézar Chivez and Operation Bread-
basket supports the grape strike as il i
were our own project, by boyeotting and
picketing  Jewel Tea and other stores
where California table grapes are sold.
PLAYBOY: But do you really think that
the white poor are going to join you?
JACKSON: The white poor have always
been distracted from demanding  ther
rights; they've been oo embarrassed 10
admit their deprivaton. They've nour-
ished themselves on the meager psychic
et of racism. But during the Ilinois
Hunger Campaign, we oflered poor whites
food and they digested it In East St
Louts, Illinois, a white man named Hicks
addressed a congregation ol hunger march-
ers. Mr. Hicks has nine children and
works five and six shilis of day labor
a week but still can’t make enough 10
feed his Tamily or even to put a shack
over their heads. Mr. Hicks and his fami-

112 ly were taken in by black folks. They

sharcd (rt|u:lll}', and it was the first time
in his lile, he saud. that he felt any sense
of sceurity. There are a lot more Mr.
Hickses out there who just haven't real-
ired yet that they don't have to suffer
alone, that a massive cooperative effort by
the poor class is the only answer. United
in a class strugg'e, we can lorce the redis-
tribution of weilth in America.

PLAY20Y: The idea of dass war, hot or
cold, has always been associated with the
theorics ol socialiim. Do you think of
yourself as a socialist?

JACKSON: [ adhere 1o the ideals ol my
religion—that the earth is the Lord’s and
its lood was intended for all men. The
rend of tiie world today—in Sweden,
Guinea and Britain, lor example—is to-
ward some [orm of democratic socialism,
where men eat because the ground s
fertile. America stands in comlict with
that wend by allowing a lew people to
control and distribute the food, rather
than leting people eat because they are
living. The wuauh, of course, is that this
siume Amnerica, where socialism s such a
diny word, is already operating in a
sop.isticated  state ol soctalism ror the
rich, while the poor live in a aude state
oi classic capitalism.

PLAYBOY: P’lease explain that.

JACKSON: The people in this sodiety who
follow the Prowstant ethic and work
long hours by the sweat of their brow
are the poor. They work at the hardest
jobs and olten still don’t ger enough
moncy to pass the poverty level. Even
when they try to break our, it's an ar
tempt to start a street-corner busincess,
where the rules of classic capitalism pre-
vail. The poor storekeeper, Tor example,
doesn’t control his marker through ad-
vertising: he can't float a bond issue and
use other peop.¢’s money 1o run his busi-
ness. But the nich man has socialism.
We've got 6536 farmers in this coun-
try who receive 525,000 not to work.
That's socialism. The campuses expand.
chopping picces ol land out of black
neigiborhoods, with the financial help of
the National Education Act. Even wealthy
schools for rich men’s sons are state sup-
ported. The imersuite highway program,
none of which benefits thote who can't
alferd a car, is 90 percent Federally [i-
nanced. There wouldn't be a trucking
industry without Government help. The
list is endless and incudes the ol com-
panies and their depletion allowance, the
railvoads, the airlines and airports, the
power companics. The rich talk about
tax shelters and tarifl protections, while
the poor talk about sweat and blood.,
PLAYBOY: But isn't wellare a form of
socialism for the poor?

JACKSON: As 1t now stands, wellare is a
form of humiliation. It is demeaning
and dehumanizing. Men use money; wel-
fare recipients use stamps. Men have
privacy; wellare vecipients have no |al‘i—
vacy and cin be visited any time of day
or night. Their most intimate relation-

ships can be called into question by
people who are indifferent to them. In-
stead of abusing the poor, this nation
has to understand that the welfare reap-
ient is a product of the success of our
cconomy. The unskilled black man whose
job has been lost to technology today will
be joined shortly by the unskilled white
man whose job will be lost 1o the next
technological advance. Either we sce these
men as having been freed by tedinology.
perhaps to fulfill a ceative 1ole, or we
sce these men as having worked hard only
o find themselves enslaved in poverty by
the same technology. Whichever perspec
tive one has, we must evolve a subsidy that
will preserve these precious human lives,
not destroy them as wellare has.
PLAYBOY: Were vou encouraged by Pres-
ident Nixon's new wellire proposals?
JACKSON: | was thoroughly discouraged. |
watched Nixon the night he delivered
that wellare address. My anger was tem-
pered only by my incredulity at the
immensity ol his con job. He lied for
nearly an hour and didn’t even crack a
smile. He asked the country to think of
him as a great humanitarian, but we
weren't fooled. Behind all those promises
is the single fact that the states are going
to retain control of most ol the Nixon
program. When the states had the pow-
er. black people couldn’t vete, couldn’t
ride in the fromt of a bus, couldn’t drink
Irom any public water lountain, couldn’t
use any john they wanted. Now Nixon
says to Thurmond and Stennis, “Take
care of them poor folks.” Right this min-
ute, there are 10 states violating the wel-
[are laws. We don’t need a redistribution
ol welfare-disbursement stations in this
country: we need a redistribution  of
wealth. The President challenged  the
poor to go to work, without saving what
he would do to improve the lot of those
who can’t work, I'll be encouraged when
the Presidemt challenges the rich to show
their humanity and granmt 10 the poor
their basic rights as haman beings.
PLAYBOY: The white lower middle dass is
becoming quite vocal about its opposi-
tion to wellare in anv form lor those
they characerize as o lazy 10 work.
What's vour reaction?
JACKSON: ‘T'he [xat is that the poor work
the hardest and have always done so. We
made cotton king, cooked other people’s
food when we had none ol our own,
stooped to clean bathrooms. Now we are
unskilled. because the schools don't teach
us. because less money is spent on the
education ol blacks than is spent on
whites. A state ol despair has set i for
those in the black community who have
been told no oo often, and perhaps they
can never he healed. When white people
say they know a man on wellave who is
oo lazy o work, I say that may be so.
But the man they see is a dried-up prune.
I ask them, “Did vou see that man when
he was a boy? Did you see him when he
(continued on page I185)
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bumping into my aunt
augusta at the
crematorium was just
the first of a number
of surprises that
included a visit from
the police and my
being commandeered
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I MET MY AUNT AUGUSTA for the first time
in more than half a century at my moth-
(‘r'ﬁ I.lllll_‘r(ll. \l\' 11]0!!}{‘!' wis HI)')F{)SICI]EIIg
86 when she died, and my aunt was some
11 or 12 vears younger. I had retired
from the bank two vears before with an
adequate pension and a silver handshake,
There had been a take-over by the West-
minsier and my branch was considered
redundant. Everyone thought me lucky,
but 1 found it dilhcult 1o occupy my time,
1 have never married, I have always lived
quictly and, apart hrom my imerest in
dahlias, T have no hobby. For those rea-
sons, I found mysell agreeably excited by
my mother’'s funeral.

Not many people attended the service,
which took place at a [amous cremato-
rium, but there was that slight stirring of
excited expectation that is never experi-
enced at a graveside. Will the oven doors
open? Will the coflin stick on the way 1o
the flames? I heard a voice behind me
saying in very cear old accents, I was
present once at a prenkiure cremation.”

It was, as 1 vecognized with some difli-
culty from a photograph in the family
album, my Aunt Aungusta, who had ar-
rived late, dressed rather as the late
Queen Mary of beloved memory might
have dressed if she had still been with us
and had adapted herself a little bit 1o
the present mode. T was surprised by her

114 Dbrilliamt red hair, monumentally piled,

and her two big front teeth, which gave
her a vital Neanderthal air. Somebody
said, “Hush,” and a cergyman began a
praver that T believe he must have com-
posed himself. At any rate, T have never
heard it at any other funeral service of
any denomination, and I have atended
a great number in my time. A bank man-
ager is expected 1o pay his last respects
to any old client who is not, as we say,
“in the red™; and, in any case, I have a
weakness for [unerals. People are gener-
ally seen at their best on these occasions,
serious and sober and optimistic on the
subject of personal immortality.

The funeral of my mother went with-
out a hitch, The flowers were removed
cconomically from the coffin, which, at
the 1ouch of a button, slid awayv [rom us
out ol sight. Alterward, in the wroubled
sunlight, 1 shook hands with a number
of nephews and nieces and cousins whom
1 hadn’t scen for years and could not
idendify, Tt was understood that 1 had to
wait for the ashes, and wait T did, while
the chimney of the crematorium gently
smoked overhead.

“You must be Henry,” Aunt Augusta
said, gazing reflectively at me with her
sea-deep blue eyes.

“Yes,” T sard, “and vou must be Aunt
Augusta.”

“It's a very long time since I saw
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anything ol vour mother,” Aunt Augusta
told me. “I hope that her death was an
casy one.”’

“Oh, yes, vou know, at her time of life
—her heart just stopped. She died of old
age.”

"Old age? She was only ten years older
than I am,” Aunt Augusta said accusingly.

We took a litde walk together in the
garden of the aematorium. A cremato-
rium garden resembles a real garden
about as much as a golf links resembles a
genuine landscape. The lawns are too
well cultivated and the trees too stifily on
parade: The urns resemble the liule
boxes containing sand, where one tees
up. “Tell me,” Aunt Augusta said, “are
you still ar the bank?>”

“No, T retired two years ago.”

“Retired? A young man like youl
For heaven's sake, what do you do with
vour time?”

“T cultivate dablias, Aunt Augusta”™
She gave a regal rightabout swing ol a
phantom bustle that resembled Queen
Mary's.

“Dablias! Whatever lor?”

By the time we had finished our walk,
the ashes were ready for me. 1 had cho-
en a verv classical urn in black steel.
and T would have liked to assure myself
that theve had been no error. but they
presented me with a package very neatly
lIUllC lII) in hrown l).'l])(_’l'. “'ilh 1‘:::]-]);![)\‘:!‘
seals, which reminded me of a Christmas
gilt. “What are vou going to do with itz”
Aunt Augusta said.

“I thought of making a litle throne
for it amony mv dahlias.”

“It will look a little bleak in winter.”

“I hadn't considered that. 1 could
always bring it indoors at that season.”

“Backwird  and forward. My  sister
scems havdly likely 1o vest in peace.”™

“I'l think over it again.”

“You are not marricd, are you?'

“No."

“Any childrens”

“OI course not.”

“There s always the question 10 whom
vou will bequeath my sister. T am likely
1o predecease you.”

“One cmnot think of everything at
once.”

“You could have lelt it here,’
Augusti saad,

“I thought it would look well among
the dahlias,” T rveplied obstinaely. for I
had spent all the previous evening de-
signing a simple plinth in good aste.

A chacun son godl,” my aunt said
with a surprisingly zood French accent. I
had never considered our [amily very
cosmopolitan.

“Well, Aunt Augusta,” T said at the
gates of the acematorium (I was prepar-
ing 1o leave, for my garden called), “it's

Aunt

been many vears since we saw  each
other. . .. I hope. . . . T had lelt the
lawn mower outside, uncovered, and

there was a hint of rain in the quick

116 gray clouds overhead. I would like it

very much il one day you would take a
cup ol tea with me in Southwood.”

“At the moment, 1 would prefer some-
thing stronger and more tranquilizing.
It is not every day one sees a sister con-
fined to the flames. Like the Pucclle.”

“I don’t quite——"

“Joan of Arc.”

“I have some sherry at home, bur it's
rather a long ride, and perhaps—-"

“My apartment is, at any rate, north
of the river,” Aunt Augusta said firmly,
“and I have everything we require.”
Without asking my assent, she hailed a
tixi. It was the fust and, perhaps, when
I think back on it now, the most memo-
rable ol the journeys we were o take
together.

The Crown and Anchor was built like
a bank in Georgian style. Through the
windows, I could sce men with exagper-
ated mustaches in tweed coats, which
were split horsily behind, gathered round
a girl in jodhpurs. They were not the
type to whom I would have extended
much credit, and I doubied whether any
ol them, except the girl, had ever ridden
a horse. They were all drinking bitter, and
I had the impression that any spare cash
they might have put aside went on tai-
lors and hairdressers, rather than equita-
tion. A long experience with cliems has
made me prefer a shabby whiskey drink-
er to a well-dressed beer drinker.

We went in by a side door. My aunt’s
apartment was on the second flgor, and
on the first floor there was a small sola,
which I learned later had been bought
by my aunt so that she could take a liule
rest on the way up. It was typical of her
generous nmature that she had bought a
sola, which could barely be squeczed
ono the landing, and not a chair for
onc, “I alwavs wke a litde vest at this
point. Come and sit down, oo, Henry.,
The stairs are steep, though perhaps they
don’t seem so at vour age.” She looked at
me critically. “You have certainly dhanged
a lot singe 1 saw you last, though you
haven't got much more hair.”

“I've had 1, but I've lost i,” 1 ex-
plained.

“1 have kept minc. I can still sit upon
it.” She added surprisingly, * ‘Rapunzcl,
Rapunzel, let down vour hair.” Not that
I could have ever let it down lrom a
second-floor [lat.”

“Aren’t you disturbed by the noise
[rom the bar?”

“Oh, no. And the bar is very conven-
ient, if I suddenly run short. 1 just send
Wordsworth down.”

“Who i1s Wordsworth?”

“I call him Wordsworth because I
can't bring mysell 1o call him Zachary.
All the eldest sons in his Lamily have
been called Zachary for generations—after
Zachary Macaulay, who did so much for
them on Clapham Common. The sur-
name was adopted from the bishop, not
the poet.”

“He's your valet?”

“Let us say he attends to my wants. A
very gentle sweet strong person. But
don’t let him ask you for a C.T.C. He
receives (uite enough from me.”

“What isa C. T. C?"

“That is what they called any tip or
gift in Sierva Leone, when he was a bov
during the War. The initials belonged 1o
Cape to Cairo cigarettes, which all the
sailors handed out generously.”

My aunt’s conversation went too quickly
for my understanding, so that I was not
really prepared for the very large middle-
aged Negro wearing a striped butcher's
apron, who opened the door when my
aunt rang. “Why, Wordsworth,” she said
with a wouch of coquetry, “you've been
washing up breakfast without waiting for
me.” He stood there glaring at me, and 1
wondered whether he expected a C.T. C.
before he would let me pass.

“This is my nephew, Wordsworth,” my
aunt said.

“You be
woman:"

"OI course T am. Oh, Wordsworth,
" she added with tender

telling me whole truth,

Wordsworth!
banter.

He let us in. The lights were on in the
living room, now that the dav had dark-
ened, and my eves were dazzled for a
moment by rays from the gliss ormnaments
that flashed back from every open space.
There were angels on the buller wearing
robes striped like peppermint rock; and
i an alcove, there was a Madonna with
a gold face and a gold halo and a blue
robe. On a sideboard on a gold stand
stood a navy-blue goblet, large enough o
hold at least four botles of wine, with a
gold trellis curled avound the bowl. on
which pink roses and green ivy grew.,
There were mauve storks on the book-
shelves and  red swans and blue  fish.
Black girls in scarlet dresses held oreen
candle sconces. and shining down on all
this was a chandelier that misht  have
been made out of sugar wing hung with
pale-blue, pink and vellow blossoms.

“Venice once meant a lot to me,” my
aunt said rather unnecessarily,

I don’t pretend to be a judge of these
things, but I thought the elfeat exagger-
ated and nov in the best of aste.

“Such wonderlul craftsmanship.” my
aunt sanl. “Wordsworth, be a dear and
fereh us two whiskeys, Augusta feels o
teeny bic sad alter the sad sad ceremony.”
She spoke to him as though he were a
child—or a lover. but that relationship 1
was reluctant to accept.

“Evervthing go OK:”
asked. "No had medicine:”

“There was no contretemps,” my aunt
said. "Oh. gracious, Hemry, you haven't
forgotien your parcel?”

“No. no. I have it here,”

“I think perhaps Wordsworth had ber
ter put it in the refvigerator.”

“Quite unnccessary,  Aunt Augusta.

(continued on page 192)
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THE HOUSE

article By
U.S. REPRESENTATIVE RICHARD BOLLING

how the lower chamber, beset by reactionary
coalitions, stalemated by an archaic and cor-
ruptible committee system, fails in fulfilling
the nation’s most pressing legislative needs

I¥ IS MY CONVICTION, a heresy in my trade, that the primary
failures of political leadership at the Federal level are found in
the United States Congress. Particularly, these failures are found
in the House of Representatives, where I serve—the legislative
area of civil rights excepted. The House has failed to organize
itsell in such a way as 1o exercise effectively and responsibly its
share of the political leadership that the American people may
fairly expect from their Federal Govermment. A drastic change
in the House power structure and major reforms of the House
as an institution are needed. The House as now constituted is
ineffective. It is negative in its approach to national tasks and
usually unresponsive except o parochial economic interests. Its
creaky procedures are outmoded. Its organization camouflages
anonymous centers of irresponsible power. It often passes legis
laion that is a travesty of what is really needed.

The fundamental reforms 1 suggest are directed av the way
Democrats in the House organize themselves. In the majority
during 34 of the past 38 years, the Democrats are lugely respon.
sible for the present condition of the House. The inflammations
in our cities and the unresponsiveness in our schools and the
effluence of our polluted environment would be much less aggra-
vated if the Democrats had faithfully put the House in order.
Il the House were properly organized, such reactionaries as
Howard Smith of Virginia, longtime chainnan ol the House
Rules Committee and a Democrat in name only, could not have
arbitrarily throttled school aid, housing programs and civil righis
legislation in the Forties, Fifties and early Sixties. 1[ the House
were properly organized, Representative Wilbur Mills of Ar-
kansas, chairman of the powerful House Ways and Means Com-
mittee, would not have been able to pigeonhole Medicare for
the elderly until 1965. Congress would be a more respected body
today il it, rather than the Supreme Court, had outlawed mal
apportioned Congressional districts and segregated public school
districts. A majority of the Democratic Party in the House has
permitted its minority Tories to mnisuse seniority in order to ob-
struct, damage and deflate the party’s national programs. The
House must assume part of the blame for ghetto fires and rioting,
Birmingham bombings and the Little Rock school confrontation.

Is the Congress, especially the House, to continue as the least
responsible organ of Government, responding, il at all. often
10, 20 or 30 years alter social problems arise? Is the essen-
tial well-being of the nation dependent on an occ-
sional political landslide, such as occurred in 1964 ¢
because of the Goldwater Presidental candidacy? &
Will the nation learn to improve itsell by means ol
other institutions and thereby push the Congress to the
outskirts ol American society?

The naysaying 90th Congress of 1967-1968 is a good illus-
tration of how a legislative body should not work. The House
during those vears gave one ol its worst performances. The Con-
gressional trail was doued with the sump holes of legislative
ineptitudes and misadventures, The House mangled elementary-
secondary school aid, Model Cities. the promising Teacher Corps,
rent-supplement and other anti-poverty programs. It amounted
to a virtual war against America’s poor.

The first mishap was the handling of that Hamboyant Har-
lem grandee, Adam Clayton Powell.  (comtinued on page 126)
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THE SENATE

article By
DREW PEARSON

how the upper house protects the privileges
of entrenched military, rural and big-money
interests while purporting to serve the public
weal and safeguard the rights of the electorate

FOR 180 VEARS, the American people have struggled forward with
their Congress. They struggled through the corrupt days of
Daniel Webster—when the great orator was
so drunk that he had o hold onto his desk
to speak. They struggled through those
bitter days when Representative Preston 5.
Brooks ol South Carolina strode over 10 the
Senate floor and so severely beat up Senator
Charles Sumner of Massachuseus, the aboli-
tonist, that it ook lam three yéars 1o recov-
er: the time when Senator Kenneth McKellar
of Tennessee pulled a pocketknife on Senato
Royal 5. Copeland of New York; the period
ol the 1870s and 1880s, when lobbvist gener
osity made sure that almost every Senator
had a bottle ol whiskev in his desk; and we
struggle now, as the sergeant at arms pre-
sides over an inlormal bar just off the

L]
S .-,-f“f’

Senate floor.
The Senate has also seen a linde
band of irreconcilables, led by Senaor
Henry Cabot Lodge of Massachuseus, grand-
father of the present diploma, flibuster the
League ol Nauons to death. And Senator Strom
T hurmond of South Caroling, a rubber receptacle strapped to
his thigh, once outlasted the calls of nature and the demands
of sleep to keep a sleepless Senate in session lor 24 hours and 18
minutes, #ll for the purpose of denying one tenth ol the popu-
lation their rigln of Tull ciuzenship. It has seen moments ol
piety, as when newly elected Senator William Vare ol Pennsyl-
vania was denied his seat tor spending S200,000 in his primary
‘m‘np:lign, and moments ol complacency, as when it looked the
other way after Senator Robert F. Kennedy ol New York spem
53,000,000 on his primaries.

It has seen a boisterous Republican Senator from Wisconsin
wirtorize witnesses, disrupt the Army and intimidate the other
Senators; watched a doleful Demoaatic Senator [rom Connecti-
cut grovel for lorgiveness lor his use of campaign lunds lor per
sonal gain; and listened to the studied sanctimony of the [Luej
Minority Leader from [linois, only to see him voie right down
the line lor the interests ol his law Girm back in PPeoria.

Yes, we have strugeled. But we have survived. Liade by liulde.
we have even inched forward. But can we survive further in a
day when the procedures ol the Senate are as out of date as the
inscribed shaving mugs than stand in the Senate barbershop and
are never used, in this era ol elecaric vazors and instame shaving
ceamr In this computer age, can we allord an “Afier vou.
Alphonse™ attitude that permits a commitiee chairman to bote
up an important bill for weeks, purely because of personal whim?
Can we, when we are putting men on the moon, afford a horse-
and-buggy legislative system whereby a hall-dozen men can tie up
semie machinery for weeks with “discussion at some lengih™
——the polite name lor a hlibuster?

Is not the President of the United States entitled 10 more than
a one- or two-vear honeymoon belore Congress in general and
the Senae in particular turns againse him? Muost he coax,
wheedle and deal 1o get his programs passed? Should we not
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change the svstem whereby a handiul of
elderly men, usually from rural, southern
America, are able 1o put conton, tobacco,
rice and cattle ahead of schools, hospitals,
housing, transportation  and  people?
Shonld we not set aside campaign funds
from the public treasury, so that cindi-
dines from the big urban areas of the
North can compete with candidates from
the rural areas of the South and West
without hocking luture votes either to
big business or to hig labor? Should not
the Constitution be revamped in order
to give the Executive more power to
govern, the Congress less power 1o ob-
struct? The answer, il leflt to a majority
ol the Congress, would defnitely be no.

Furthermore, if vou were 1o 1ell South-
ern Senators, most of them charming and
chivalrous, that they were responsible [or
the soaring crime rate, for the race riots
in Waus, Newark, Detroit and Washing-
ton and for the school upheaval in
Brooklyn's Ocean Hill-Brownsville, they
would counter with vigor and conviction
that the Supreme Court was responsible.
Or some who are not so chivalrous would
put the blame on the “nigger-loving poli-
cies of Northern do-gooders.”

When vou examine the structure ol
Congress and compare it with the results,
however, the conclusion is inescapable
that our creaking. old-Tashioned legisla-
tive machinery is geared and greased in
favor of the farms, as against the big
cities. It has been so since the beginning.
And this is the real reason for crime in
the streets, restlessness on the campus,
revolt in the ghenos and our bulging
reliel rolls.

To illustrate: One ol the most power
ful members of the Senate is James Oli-
ver Eastland of Doddsville, Mississippi.
Eastland is part of the rural America
that controls Congress. He was born in
Doddsville, which has a population of
190, and he owns 5800 acres of good
cottonland around the town. He has
served 1in the Senate for almost three
decades. Now 65, he will continue 10
serve the rest of his hife: Te is inconceiv-
able that any rival politician in Missis-
sippi would dare run against the big,
genial, cigar-chomping Senator from the
cotion belt—or, it so, that he could un-
seat him. As a cotton-plantation owner,
Big Jim Eastland and his family were
paid 5211361 by the Federal Govern-
ment in 1967 for taking approximately
1700 acres ol cotton out ol production.
This meant that about 20 farm hands
were laid olf, plus other hands :Iis[)l;lt'ctl
by the mechanical cotton picker. These
displaced  Negroes, unskilled and  un-
educated, probably jomned the rest of the
army ol displaced workers from other
Mississippi  plantations  and ook the
lihnois Cenral north 1o Chicago. There
they might well have found themselves
without  Tamily, church, neighbo
the stabilizing ties of home. The women
might engage m  the world's  oldest

or

prolession. Their illegimate  children
would help swell the wellare volls. The
males, if unable 1o per work, might take
10 crime.

Thanks to a Gongress where the legis-
lative cards are stacked against the ciy,
this system continues. On Seprember 2
1968, the Senate voted 10 violate the
six-billion-dollar  budget  cuthack  1hae
Congress itsell had imposed on President
Johmson, in order o increase farm sub-
sidies by one billion dollars. It then
turned around and voted not 10 violate
the ceiling by the S600,000.000 necessary
10 inarease wellare rolls in the big cities.
All this on one day in Seprember.

Also in that miserable antumn, the Sen-
ate voted o shash food stamps, trim low-
income housing and chop  S500,000,000
in Medicaid Tunds that were desperanely
needed by the elderly 1o meer their medi-
cal hills. Simultancously, Senators looked
the other way regarding tax loopholes,
went along with the House of Repre-
sentatives on permitting individual farnm
subsidies 1o exceed S20,000—some  indi-
vidual [armers ger as much as S2,000,000
annuallv—and gave preliminary approv-
al 1o the anti-ballistic missile system.

The current Congress has addressed
itsell 1o moderate tax reform, and the
Senate in particular vigorously debated
the Nixon Administration’s ABM pro-
posal—belore accepting it by a ve vote
—but the Congressional [Lavoritism  for
raral and military . America over  the
cities and the poor remains. It has been
studiously developed by the Dixiecrat-
Republican  coalition, pushed by 1he
lobbies and proweacied by the seniority
system. The Senator from rural America
gets reelecied without much opposition,
and continuity in ofhice elevates him to
a position ol power.

This is why, with more than hall of
our population living in cities and our
Larm population reduced 1o aboutr 4.5
pereent, the Department of Agriculture
employs a vast bureaucracy of 86,000, the
Department of Housing and Urban Re-
newal only 16,000, This is why every cow
on American Lms must be tesied every
vear for wuberculosis, while American
children not; why SZ1500,000 is
appropriated annually o hght Bang's
discase in cows: why $26,900,000 comes
out ol the weaswry for weed control,
53.200.000 additional 10 eliminate witch-
weed, 56,700,000 more to keep water
hyvacinths out of Southern waterways—a
grand total of S36.800,000 spent on root-
ing out weeds, considerably more than
the Federal Government spends 1o root
out juvenile delinquency. This is why
576,300,000 s drawn from the Federal
treasury annually 1o help Tarm families
with problems of marketing, home liv-
g, home economics and 4-H clubs; vet
up until recently, there was no equivae
lent program lor the cities.

Thanks to seniority on the Senate Ag-
riculture Commuutee, a cabal of four elder-

are

Iy Southerners makes sure these programs
continue. Each s guardian ol a spedial
commodity. Lowstana's Allen  Ellender.
79, chairman of the comminee. is the pro-
tector ol sugar. Spessard Hollind ol Flor-
ida, 77, is the protecor ol dtrus Trui.
Big Jim Easthand is the protector ol king
Couon. B, Everen Jordan ol North Caro-
lina, 73, is the guardian ol 1obacco. They
have been running the Agriculonre Com-
mittee lor yvears ‘They are secure politi
cally. They cinnot be deleaed. Together
with Representative Boby Poage ol Texas,
thewr counterpart in the House, and
the two chairmen ol the appropriations
subcommittees on agriculiure, Semator
Richard Russell ol Georgia and Repre
sentative Jaumie Whitten ol Mississippi,
they—not the Secretary ol Agriculture
dominate American farm policy. Fhey
are so powerlul thar in 1961 all the funds
for the Agriculture Departmenmt were
held up for seven months while Senator
Russell and Representative Whiten -
gued over a SL00,000 peanut Liboratory
i Dawson, Georgia. Finally. as the year
drew to a close, they compromised by
putting a food-research lab in Athens,
Georgia, at a cost o 59500000, and o
SLA00,000 cottonweed-control Liboritory
m Stoneville, Mississippi. You guessed it
Stoneville is in Whitten's districr.
With power goes audacity. Chaivman
Ellender is so secure and so brassy that
he takes an annual wip around  ahe
world, with a convenient call on his
tailor in Hong Kong, Later submitting 1o
his fellow Senators an account ol whom
he sat beside at dinner from Hong Kong
1o Rome and what cach dinner parmer
told him—all neatly printed m Govern-

~ment expense. The gentleman from Lou

1

i is so audacious that he permitted
two lobbyvists, Robert Shields of the
American Sugar  Beer  Industry Poliey
Committee and  Josiah  Fervis of 1he
American Sugar Cane League, 1o sit in
on the dosed-door sessions of his Aeri-
culture Committee at a ume when the
committee was nurking up the sugar
quota bill, an aat so wnethical that the
Lue Senator Hiram Bingham ol Con
necucut, a power in the Republican
Party, was censured by the Senate lor
doing the same thing with the Smoor-
Hawley Tarifl Act. Not Ellender, how-
ever. He is oo powerful—ud Senane
ethics have

The refusal of Senators 1o inves
and discipline a member of the club
unless under compelling pressure lrom
the press and the public is one reason
for the stench of putretving ethies tha
hangs over the Capitol today. Tt is no
merely the rural Senators who are able
1o obstruat progress in the rest of the

mk 1o low,

nation; other Congressional chiques do
the same. They throw thenr  influence
behind the munitions makers, the truck-
ers, the oiland-gas cabal, the lords ol
the shipping indusiry, the reabestate

(continued on page 267 )
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THE HOUSE

At the time, Powell was in deep wrouble
of his own making. He had abused his
trust as chairman of the Education and
Labor Commitee. It distressed the coun-
try. It distressed many House members.
But the Speaker of the House, John W,
McCormack of Massachuseus, did not
see it that way. He [elt that there was no
problem. Just newspaper talk, the Speak-
er said. Yet mail demanding Powell's
head was being delivered by the truck-
loads to House members from irate con-
stituents. A few of the senior bulls shared
McCormack’s view. Disturb Powell, they
reasoned, and who knows which of us
committee chairmen may someday be
dislodged from our seniority shelier?

So what happened? Powell was quite
properly stripped of his chairmanship of
the Education and Labor Commiuee by
a caucus of his Democratic colleagues,
T'his action then snowballed into a suc
cessful but unconstitutional move to de-
prive. Powell of the seat to which his
Harlem constituents had elected him.
Incompetent leadership was to blame for
not blocking the exclusion effort. As a
result, Harlem, festering with dire pover-
ty. was not represented in the House for
the two-year hife of the 90th Congress.

The Powell aifair was only the first in
a series of bumblings. The Democratic
House leadership agreed to accept an ap-
portionment of seats among Republicans
and Democrats on the key Ways and
Means and Appropriations committees
that doomed at the outset the liberal
domestic legislative program of the Presi
dent. While urban ghettos blazed during
the midsummer of 1967, the House gutted
remedial legistavon for urban areas in
mindless [ashion. It refused even 1o discuss
a bill to authorize a rat-eradication pro-
gram for cities—yet a few days later, it
became known that a contract had been
let to eradicate rats in the office buildings
occupied by House members. A bill 1o re-
new and extend the anti-poverty program
—a real hope for millions of Americans,
both black and white—was so incompe-
tenily scheduled that it barely survived
debate on the House floor.

Finally, in late 1968, the 90th Congress
ended on perhaps the most outrageous
note of all. The core of parliamentary
government is the vote. When it is
abused or besmirched, our democracy is
gravely wounded. Yeu last fall, it ap-
peared that House assistant clerks were
registering as present many members who
were not present—indeed, one member

as in California at the time he was
recorded. This scandalous ghost  voting
aused no great outay among House mem-
hers, although it was relerred for inquiry
to the House Commitee on Stundards of
Othdial Condua. That committee has rec
ommended a preliminary course of action
that can lead o eftective relorm in this
vital area.

(continued from page 118)

Amid this bedlam, the conservative
and  reactionary  committee  chairmen
prospered. One was Mills, the chairman
ol Ways and Means. Under the rules ol
the House, legislation involving tax re-
form, Social Security, Medicare, wellare
programs and a vast array of other do-
mestic problems are relerred 1o 1his
grand commitiee. Mills is a legislator of
considerable ability and strong conserva-
tism. At some time or other, he has voted
against Medicare, minimum  wage, {or-
cign aid. Model Cities. anti-poverty lunds
and civil rights. He bottled up the sur-
charge until he forced the President into
agreement on a ceiling on domestic spend-
ing, a deceptivesounding objective  that
disguised 1ts true purpose: rather than cur-
tailing or strewching out sudh expenditures
as postponable military construction. civil
public works and highway construction,
Mills assured slashes in the newer, inno-
vative programs designed 1o solve the
problems of our cities.

As chairman of the Commitee on
Committees, composed of the 15 Demo-
crats on Ways and Means, Mills also
occupies a powerful Democratic Party
position in the House. Until this year,
when a small halier was placed on
i, this committee had, without restraint,
assigned all other Democrars to seats on
the other permanent committees of the
House. Southern Democrats—actually,
“Republicans with Southern accents”—
have, until recently, been a majority on
this key Committee on Commitiees. Over
the vears, this custom has enabled South-
erners—many ol whom are able men ol
great integrity, but virtually all of whom
are stuck to the segregationist flypaper—
to rise to head the major legislative com-
mittees and key subcommittees within
these full committees. Even this year,
nine of the 21 committees have Southern
Democrins as  chairmen  and  only one
of the nine chairmen is what [ would call
a “"national Democrat.”

How in the devil did this regressive
state ol alfairs develop? And why has it
been permited to continuez The story
begins in 1910, when insurgent Repub-
licans, joined by Democarats, successfully
rebelled against a tyrimmical and deeply
conservative G, Q. P, Speaker.  Joseph
“Uncle Joe™ Cannon ol IHinois. The
bipartisan rebels forged a voting majority
1o strip the Speakership ol its major pow
crs, among them the unilateral power o
appoint all members, Demodrats as well
as  Republicans, to commitiees.  Subse-
quently. House Democrats and  Republi
cans each devised separate machinery 1o
mame their respective members 10 the
committees. It soon became the firm prac
uee o re-clea returning members 1o the
commitiees on which they had served in
the previous Congress. The Democratic
ommittee members came 1o be listed in
order ol the length of ume they had

served on a particular commintee. The
one with the greatest service was chair-
man, il his party was the majority party
in the House. In a broad sense, this cus-
tom was acceptable. After all, i takes time
to learn to be a competent national legis:
Lator. But seniority became the overriding
factor in determining  appointments 1o
committees—a custom no other state o
national assembly in the world lollows.
Custom  became Congressional “common
law.” Vielating seniority became as un
thinkable as soliciting for on¢’s sister.
Senior Congressmen, of course, enjov the
seniority system. Most ol those Lar less
senior tolerate it in the hope they, oo,
someday will enjoy the trappings ol chair
manships. The few who recognize s evils
are outgunned in any anempt 1 change
matiers,

The present state of allairs, then, is
this: For a Demotrat 1 become a chair
man. he need only live long enough and
get reeleaed often enough o outdis-
tance  his  colleagues.  Evennually, he'll
make it, although he may have the
morals of a Maha capo or the mind ol a
moron—or both. And who among Demo
crats 1s most likely o achieve the cher-
ished goal of chairmanz The answer is
easy: He is a member from a one-pany
Congressional district, usually in the ru
ral South—insular, suspicious and racist.
His rise on the seniority Ladder is aided
by the competitive nature ol many North-
ern districts, where Democrats Ewe less
well. Consequently, Southern Democrats
generally hostile to the moderately liberal
cast ol their national party caune to domi-
nate the House power structure. It is as if
we named George Wallace 10 head the
United States Civil Rights Commission. a
Democrat 1o head the Republican Na-
tional Committee or someone who he-
lieves the world is flar 1o head the Federal
space agency. (Along their way 1o power.
it should be noted, the Southerners have
the assistance of the “doughfaces”™—North-
ern men with political appetites rather
than convictions—eleaed from rouen dis-
wicts in New York, Chicago and other
large cines. Both types come to the House
to feast on the spoils. They don’t give a
damn about issues.)

Occasionally, an  aspiring  Southern
Democrat lets slip his mask in this Larce.
Both Albert Watson ol South Carolina
and John Bell Williams ol Mississippi,
for example, supponed the Republican
Presidential candidaie, Barry Goldwaner,
in 1964, Their actions were so blatam
that a thin majority ol House Democrats,

in cgus, was able 10 strip  them ol
their accumulated senmiority. Watson then
showed his true colors. He vesigned his
seat i the House, renmned 1o Somh
Carolina, van as a Republican lor the
seat he had just vacated and was eleaed
He sl sits as a Republican in the
House. Williams, a much more semor
member ol the House, would now he the

(eontinued on page 259)
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fragment, inexp _
and love; and now -
—alone on that
seething planet—

he foced

the greatest trial of all*

fiction By U. K.-lE GUIN

o Y= WAS ALIVE INsIDE but dead
i ‘{':GJ outside, her face a black and
. wza dun net of wrinkles, tumors,
e “-3;4 cracks. She was bald and blind.
i The tremors that crossed Li-

bra’s face were only quiverings of corrup-

tion; underneath, in the black corridors,
the halls beneath the skin, there were
crepitations in darkness, ferments, chemi-

cal nightmares that had gone on for cen-
turies. “Oh, the damned flatulent planet,”
Pugh murmured, as the dome shook and
a boil burst a kilometer to the southwest,
spraying silver pus across the sunset. The
sun had been setting for the past two
days.

"I shall be glad to see a human face.”

“Thanks,"” said Martin.



*Oh, yours is human, to be sure,” said
Pugh, “but I've seen it so long I can't see
i.”

A dutter of rad-vid signals crowded
the communicator that Martin was oper-
ating, faded, returned as face and voice.
The face filled the screen; young, power-
ful, the nose of an Assyrian king and the
eyes of a samurai, the skin bronze, eyes

the color of iron: magnificent. “Is that
what humans look like?” said Pugh with
awe. "1'd forgotten.”

*Shut up, Owen, we're on.”

“Libra Exploratory Mision Base, come
in, please, this is Passerine launch.”

“Libra here. Beam fixed. Come on
down, launch.”

“Expulsion in seven E seconds. Hold

on.” The screen blanked and sparkled.

“Do you think the whole lot of them
look like that?” said Pugh, still bemused.
“Martin, you and 1 are uglier men than
I thought.”

“Shut up, Owen. . . ."

For 22 minutes, Martin followed the
landing craft down by signal and then,
through the (continued on page 132)
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diverse and*delicious brews from the
ubiquitous bean—and handsome
appurtenances in which to prepare

them—are made to order for
relaxed autumnal entertaining

drink By THOMAS MARIO

Coftee-making paraphernalia for brewing up o special pot porty that's full
af beans. Clockwise fram 11: Chrame-plated espressa machine makes up ta
five demitasse cups, by Inventa, $200. Electric caffee grinder automatically
measures and grinds the omaunt of coffee beans required per cup, by Salton,
$19.95. Chrome-plated Quick Mill espressa unit that's made in Italy has a
separate switch for reheating and a heat-cantralled thermastat, fram Ham-
macher Schlemmer, $150. Inventomatic caffee maker filters the cafiee far the
correct length af hme, thermastatically regulates the water at precisely 205° F.,
by Inventa, $59.50. Farce-filtered Cono caffee maker ensures that no liquid
tauches metal during the brewing process, by Inventa, $22.50 far four-cup
brewer. Turkish caffeepat of aluminum makes eight demitasse cups, fram Cack's
Cupbaard, $3.95. Filter-type caffee maker brews all grind variations, has two-
ta nine-cup copacity, by Chemex, $7.95. Center: Capper turnaver-type Nea-
politan espressa maker and server with hardwaoad handles, by Invento, $13.

‘.F ALL THE DIVERSE FORMS ol partying, perhaps none is more

refveshingly diflerent and eflortlessly pleasurable than tha

which has a cofleepot as ns local point. Spirits scem o become as
liberated as the steam from an espresso machine, and any residuoes
of sull formality melt away bhike st in a cup of piping-hot
Colombian.

The real beavty of a bean-based ger-together is the minimum
advance notice needed. There are countless occasions when you'd
like [riends o gather in your digs but you don’t have time to do
the groundwork for a dinner or even a late supper. Someumes, the
sheer size of a crowd makes a bulfet supper practically impossible.
One of the master keys to thas kind ol situation is 1o stage vow
own Kaffeeklaisch with companble Irends sipping Schlagobers and
cating Kugelhof. A private coflechouse party can hll the edibility
gap between hunger and the theater. Belore an carly off-Broadway

show or carly cinema, pots of coltee and  (continued on page 210
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cleared  dome, [l]t,‘\_' saw i, small star
high in the blood-colored east, sinking.
It came down neat and quiel. Libra’s
thin atmosphere currying little sound.
PPugh and Martin cosed the headpicces
of their imsaits, zipped out of the dome
air locks and ran with soaring surides,
Nijinsky and Nureyev, toward the boat.
Three equipment modules came Hoating
down at four-minute intervals and 100-
meter intervals east of the boat. “"Come
on out,” Martin said on his suit radio,
“we're waiting at the door.”

“Come on in, the methane’s fine,
Pugh.

The hatch opened and the young man
they had seen on the screen flung himself
out with one athletic twist and leaped
down onto the shaky dust amd clinkers of
Libra. Marun shook his hand, greered
him, but Pugh stared at the hatch, from
which another young man emerged with
the same neat twist and jump, followed
by a young woman, who emerged with
the same twist, ornamented by a wriggle,
and the jump. Like the first one, they
were tall, with bronze skin, black hair,
high-bridged nose, cpicanthic fold, the
same lace. They all had the same face.
The fourth was emerging [rom the hinch
with the identical neat jump movement
of the lllrl.‘l: others. “Martin, bach,” sad
l'ug_,il. “we've got a clone.”

“Right,” sind one of the newcomers,
“we're a o tenclone, John Chow’s the
name. You're Licutenant Martin?”

“No, I'm Owen Pugh.”

“Alvaro Guillen Martin,™ said Martin
formally. Another girl was emerging, the
same bheautitul Face: Martin stared i ll(‘l
and his eves rolled like a nervous por
Evideruly, he had never given
thought o cdomng and was suﬂcllllg,
technological shock,

“Steady,” Pugh said in the Argentine
dialeat, “it's only excess twins.” He stood
close by Martin’s elbow. He was glad of
the contact.

It is hard 10 meet a stranger. Even the
greatest extrovert meeting even the meek-
est stranger knows a certain dread, though
he may not know he knows 1. Will he
niake a fool of me, wreck my image of
mysell, invade me, destrov me, change
mez Will he be different from me? Yes,
that he will. There’s the termible thing:
the sirangeness of the stranger.

After two years on a dead planet, and
the Last hall year spent as a team of 1wo
with only radio contaat with the rest of
their crew, two men working hard and
seeing nobody else at all for six mortal
months: after that, it's even harder to
meet a sianger, however welcome he
may be. For you're oumt of the habir,
vou've lost the wouch: and so the lear
revives, the primitive anxicty, the old
dread.

The clone,

" saud

five males and hive females,

132 had done in a couple of minutes what a

man might have done in 20: It had
greeted Pugh and Martin, had a look at
Libra, unloaded the boat and now was
ready 10 go. As they set oll, Martin
asked, "Which of you did I speak to
during  flight?z” His voice was rather
sharp.

“"Me, John Aleph. Also Yod pot a
word in,” one said, nodding at a second
one, who appeared all at once 10 be
vounger and smaller.

“Big Aleph generally talks hrst.” this
one said. But the next moment, as they
all Hoat-bounced along, Pugh couldn’t
tell which one was Aleph and which one
Yod.

The dome filled with them, a hive of
golden bees. They hummed and buzzed
quictly, hlled wp all silences, all spaces
with a honey-brown flood of human
presence. Martin looked bewilderedly
the long-limbed girls, whose smile was a
litlke gemtler than thae of the boys,
though no less radiamly sell-possessed.

“Self-possessed,”  Owen  Pugh mur-
mured to his [riemd, “that's it. Think ol
it, to be onesell wen times over. Nine
seconds for every motion, nine aves on
every vote. It would be glorious!” Bwn
Martin was asleep. And the John Chows
had all gone 1o sleep at once. The dome
was filled with their quiet breathing.
They were young, they didn't snore.
Martin sighed and snored, his Hershey
bar-colored face relaxed in the dim alter-
glow of Libra's primary, set a Last. Pugh
had deared the dome and stars looked
in, Sol among them, a great company ol
lights, a done ol splendors. Pugh slept
and dreamed of a one-eyed giam who
chased him through the shaking halls of
hell.

I

Pugh wached the clone’s awakening
from his sleeping bag. They all goi up
within a minute, except for one pair,
a boy and a girl, who lay snugly tingled
and sull sleeping in one bag. Sceing this,
there was a shock like one ol Libra's
carthguakes within Pugh, a very deep
tremor. Yet consciously, he was pleased
at the sight; there was no other such
comlort on this dead hollow world. More
power 1o them who made love. One of
the others stepped gently on them: they
woke: the girl sat up, flushed and sleepy,
with hare golden breasts. One ol her
sisters murmured something o her, she
shot a glance at Pugh and disappeared
into the sleeping bag, {ollowed by a faint
giggle, from another direction a briel
fierce stare, from yer another direction a
voice: "Christ, we're used to having
room 1o ourselves. Hope you don’t mind,
Caprain Pugh.”

“In's a pleasure,” Pugh said half truth-
[ully. He had to stand up then, wearing
only the shorts he slepr in, and he feh
like a plucked rooster, all white scrawn

and pimples. The United Kingdom had
come through the Grem Famines rather
well, losing less than hall nis population:
a record achieved by rigorons food con
rol. Black-markereers and hoarders had
been execmed. Crumbs had been shared.
Where in richer lands many hid  dicd
and a Tew had thrived, in Britan lewer
died and none throve. They all got lean.
Their sons were lean, ther grandsons
lean, small, britde-boned, casily infecred.
They had replaced the survival of the
fitest with the survival ol 1he [lairest.
Owen Pugh was a scrawny liule man.
But he was there.

Just at the minute. he could have
wished he wasn't.
At breakfast, a John said, "Now, if

you'll brief us, Captain Pugh

“Owen, then™

“Owen, we cin work our our schedule.
Has anvthing new concermng the mine
turned up since your last report 1o your
ission?z We saw all yvour reports when
Passerine was in orbit around Planer V.

Martin did not answer, though the
mine was his discovery and  projec:
Pugh did his best. It was hard 1o alk 10
them, the same expression of nuelligem
interest on the same faces, all leaning
forward at almost the same angle. Over
the Exploitation Corps insignia on thei
tunics, each had a name band, first name
John and last name Chow, ol course, bt
the middle names diiferent. The men
were Aleph, Kaph, Yod, Gimel and Sa-
mckh: the women Sadhe, Daleth, Zavin,
Beth and Resh. Martin buntered  and
chewed his toast, and suddenly interrup

"You're a team, aren’t you:”

“Right,” sand two Johns,

“God, what a team! I hadn’t seen the
poini. How much do vou c¢ach know
what the others are thinking?”

“Not ar all, propcrl\.' slu'll;il!.',." ye
plicd one of the girls, Zayin. The others
wiatched her with the proprictary, ap-

proving look they had. “True ESP is still
unachieved. But we do think alike, lin
the same equipment. 50, given the
same problem or stimulus, we are likely
to be thinking the same thing m the
same time. Explanations are casy, a word
or twwo. We seldom misunderstand one
another. It does facilitate our working as
a eam.”

“Christ, yes,” said Martin, “Pugh o
I have spent seven hours out ol wen for
six months misunderstanding cach other.
What about emergencies—are you as
good at meeting the unexpeaed problem
as a nor - an unrelated team:”

“Seustics so Lir indicate that we are,”
Zayin answered readily. “We can’y brain
storm as singlelons can, we can’t prohi
from the interplay of varied minds: b
we have a compensatory  advantage.
Clones are drawn from the best human
material, individuals of L 1.Q. ninety
ninth ])(.‘I(ulll]t‘ genetic constitution al-
pha double A, .uul so on. So we hive

{continued on page 220)




ALTERNATIVES TO ANALYSIS

today’s tuned-in psychotherapists are offering a variety
of regimens they are convinced will lead us out of horse-
and-buggy freudianism into space-age psychological health

article By ERNEST HAVEMANN
JOHN BLANK, at the age of 33, was in
many respects a model husband and fa-
ther. He was also, as it !1:tppeued, A
confirmed, habitual, compulsive transves-
tite. He had started before he was 12 to
dress up in his mother’s or his sister’s
clothes whenever they were away from
the house. By the age of puberty, he was
hooked.

Service in the Army forced him to give
up the habit for a while—a barracks
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being hardly the place to practice trans-
vestitism. It was a miserable period for
John Blank. By the time he got out of
the Army and back to a secret wardrobe
of women's clothing, he had developed a
full-fledged ulcer.

Civilian life and marriage, though
they calmed his ulcer, did nothing else to
change him. He found, indeed, that he
could not have sexual relations with his
wife unless he dressed up frst. Every
now and then, he had an irresistible
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urge to spend an evening in public in a
dress, nylon stockings, high-heeled shoes
and a woman's wig.

As he neared his mid-30s, John Blank
was almost as unhappy as he had been in
the Army. He worried about being ar-
rested some night and losing his job. He
wondered how long his wife would put
up with him. Above all, he worried
about the fact that his son was getting to
the age where the boy would surely dis-
cover his secret. In addition to being

T-GROUP ROGERMN THERAPY o
REALITY ENCOUNTER
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addicted to the strange wardrobe, he was
now also addicted to sedatives, which he
gulped constantly to soothe his jangling
nerves.

In desperation, John Blank sought
help from a new kind of treatment,
totally different from psychoanalysis in
theory and practice: behavior therapy.
The treatment prescribed for him was
extremely simple. He did not lie on a
couch and try to produce free associa-
tions about the -childhood origins of
his compulsion; indeed, he hardly talked
to the therapist ar all except to explain
his problem. On each visit to the thera-
pist’s office, he merely undressed, put
on a dressing gown and went behind
a screen, where his favorite outfit of
women’s clothing was laid out on a
chair, On signal from the therapist, he
took off the gown and began dressing in
this clothing. At some point, at times
soon after he had started, at other times
when he was nearly finished, he was
rudely interrupted by a jolt of electricity
delivered through a grid on the floor. He
then, as instructed by the therapist, be-
gan to remove the clothes. The shock—
or sometimes just the sound of a buzzer
—was repeated at intervals, until he had
them all off.

At each session in the therapist’s office,
this process was répeated five times. John
Blank never knew when the electric
shock would hit him, whether to expect
the shock or just the buzzer nor how
many times shock or buzzer would be
repeated while he pulled off the clothes.
After 80 visits to the office, he had had
his fill of this kind of nerve-racking wait-
ing for the blow to strike—and the
therapist figured he had also lost his
taste for women's clothing.

The treatment proved to be a striking
success. When the therapist looked him
up six months later, John Blank report-
ed that he had not once gone back to his
secret wardrobe. He felt better than he
had felt in years; his worries were van-
ishing and he was tapering off his use of
sedatives.

Behavior therapy, which produced such
remarkable results for John Blank, is one
of many forms of patching, refurbishing
and expanding the human psyche that
have begun to flourish as the influence of
psychoanalysis has waned [see Crisis in
Psychoanalysis, pLAYBOY, October 1969].
By the careful count of one observer of
the psychotherapeutic scene, there are
now no fewer than 200 different schools
of thought, most of them very new, on
how to make Americans less neurotic,
more normal, more “fulfilled” than they
have been in the past.

The new schools of thought cover a
broad and baffling range, from the com-
monsensical to the exotic. At one extreme
is the growing number of psychiatrists
who believe that mental disturbances are

134 caused by faulty brain chemistry and can

best be treated with the new personality-
control drugs (see Psychochemisiry:
Personality by Prescription, PLAYBOY,
November 1968). Near this end of the
scale is behavior thérapy, a product of
the psychology laboratory. At the oppo-
site end are numerous methods that have
no scientific basis at all, such as the mys-
tical tenets of yoga and Zen Buddhism.

Some methods are still based, like psy-
choanalysis, on a one-to-one meeting of
therapist and patient. But the great
move today is toward groups—all kinds
of groups made up of young and old,
men and women, single and married,
rich and poor, black and white, some-
times led by professional therapists and
sometimes meeting on their own, seeking
in various ways to help one another get
over their hang-ups. The most publicized
branch of the group movement is Esalen
Institute, high on a diff above the
Pacific Ocean, where, on almost any
day of the year, 20 or 30 people at once
can be found running across the mag-
nificent California landscape, singing,
shouting, dancing, looking into one an-
other's eyes and otherwise engaging in
a mass effort to help their inner feelings
bubble to the surface.

There are not only 200 different ap-
proaches but roughly 10,000 specific tech-
niques, most of them developed for use
in groups. At any given moment of the
day, most or all of these techniques are
being practiced somewhere. Groups of
ordinarily staid businessmen work as if
their lives depended on it to build play-
houses of index cards; a college professor
and an unemployed chorus girl sit back
to back on the floor and try to “commu-
nicate” with their shoulder muscles; a
plump California housewife and an as-
cetic clergyman stand barefoot on a bed
sheet, trying to tune their senses to the
feel of the grass beneath; a man who
earns $100,000 per year breaks down and
weeps in [ront of a dozen strangers be-
cause nobody likes him; another group
of strangers, men and women, shed their
clothes and plunge naked into a swim-
ming pool with a therapist who believes
that nudity frees the emotions. All this
varied activity goes on not only by day
but often through the night; one of the
most popular new approaches is the
“group marathon,” which continues for
2% hours without interruption or sleep,
leaving its members weary and groggy
but somehow exhilarated.

The new brands of therapy and the
new group encounters have been sam-
pled by hundreds of thousands more
Americans than ever have had any per-
sonal experience with psychoanalysis. For
one thing, they are far more available.
‘There are more psychiatrists and clinical
psychologists using various new methods
and techniques of therapy than there
ever were analysts in the U. S. As for the
groups, these are springing up every-
where; they have even been conducted

by television, with everybody within the
station's broadcasting range welcome to
tune in and take part. For another thing,
the new methods are far cheaper. Even
the new one-to-one therapy is much less
expensive than psychoanalysis, if only
because it is faster; the 80-session treat-
ment of John Blank, though far above
average for behavior therapy, was still
much shorter than the three to five or
more years usually required in psycho-
analysis. Groups are cheaper yet. It costs
nothing at all to organize your own
group and as little as $50 to attend a
group or marathon led by a profession-
al. You can spend a weekend at Esalen,
the holy of holies of the group move-
ment, for as little as $§65, including room
and board.

Psychoanalysis has never promised its
patients very much—only that if they
were willing to work long enough and
hard enough on the couch, and then the
rest of their lives on their own, they
might be able to conquer their most
crippling conflicts. Most of the new
schools of thought, by contrast, have a
kind of evangelical optimism and fervor.
One of the Esalen psychologists, William
C. Schutz, has written a book on Esalen’s
methods and goals; he calls it Joy and
his subtitle is “Expanding Human
Awareness.” Other terms popular among
spokesmen for the new schools are mind
expansion, self-realization, self-fulfillment,
bodily awareness, personal growth and
ecstasy. Spurred on by these slogans and,
evidently, by pleasurable experiences in
group encounters, quite a few Americans
have turned into a new kind of fanatic
they are not alcohol addicts, not heroin
addicts but group addicts, eagerly tracking
down every new group encounter and
rushing to every one that they can pos-
sibly attend.

Americans, of course, have had many
previous infatuations—in recent years,
bowling, astrology, the hula hoop, iso-
metric cxercises, jogging, health foods
and the drinking man’s diet. Are the
new alternatives to psychoanalysis also
fads, or are they the way of the future?
Since the new methods vary so widely,
from the fact-conscious products of the
psychology laboratory to the hashish-
inspired visions of Oriental mystics,
from the commonplace to the far-out,
there is probably no single answer. An
examination of some of the most prom-
inent of the new methods, however, will
offer some clues. .

Behavior therapy, the newest treat-
ment method with a truly scientific basis,
is in large part the creation of Joseph
Wolpe, a psychiatrist who teaches at
Philadelphia’s Temple University School
of Medicine. Dr. Wolpe was originally
a follower of Freud, but changed his
mind after studying the learning the-
ories that have been developed by psy-
chologists; he was particularly influenced

(continued on page 142)



playboy’s guide to the finest trails
and runs, handsomest hostelries and most almospheric
aprés-ski activiires i the scenic northeast

travel

New England
draws skiers for ot
least four compelling
reasons: The first is a drive
through the wintry country-
side, in settings as scenic as Sug-
arloaf Mountain, Maine (top left)?
next, there's the kick of being hoiste
up, skis and dll, in a gondala lift, this o
at Mt. Snow, Vermont; third is meeting a come-
ly companion, perhaps ot Stowe, Vermont (top
right), persuading her to take o draft from your wine-

skin—and to accept a date far libations later on; and __‘

finally, there is the exhilaration of a rush down the slopes.
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IF ONE WERE PRESSED to explain why skiing has become such a favored drvertissernent of'young
America, the answer would have o include femmnine participation; were it not for the presenee
of all those beautifully fAlled stretch slacks, the Rockies” slopes would still be dotted mostly with
bears and houlders, and the sole wimr)' sound cmanating rom New F.ng];md's mountain Last-
nesses might well be the melancholy chirping of the hermit thrush.

No areca of the U.S. suppons this_thests as exuberantly as'does New England, where, this
winter, almost 1,000,000 skiers will do their schussing and social thing- primarily in Vermont,
New Hampshire and Maine, (Massachusetts and Connecticut ski scenes are few and scattered.)
If the thought that young men and women from all over the East, indeed, from all over the
country, hie themselves to the linlls primarily for the pleasures of the great indoors strikes you as
oversimplification, then check it out yourself. Youw'll discover, as (continued on page 243)

New England’s aprés-ski sacial whirl is made to arder for upbeat, eclectic tastes. At Mt. Snaw's Snow Lake
Lodge (for left), @ newly acquainted couple swap ski tales at the inn's indaor poal. At Sister Kate’s, @ popu-
lar pub in Stowe (left), pianist Rock King leads a round of gemiitlich group singing. Below, ot Sugarloaf
Mountain, an alfresco beer blast with live rack music is staged in the campy surroundings of the town
dtgnp. Thepusual result is fresh campanianship—and often, a final run down the trails at sunset (right).
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“Most emphatic rejection of foreign tissue I've ever seen!”

Hdve A HeaRT

a scalpel-sharp dissection of the innards sanctum:
the current surge m transplant surgery
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“You got it, now? If they crash between
Page Corners and Route Nine,
they're Mount Sinai's; if they go off
between Route Nine and Baysfort,
they belong to Holy Cross;
and if they buy it between
Baysfort and the throughway,
then Hopkins Memorial
gets (o use them.”

“By George, I do believe you're nght—
there’'s nothing of the original Mr. Russell left!”




“My. Bovden is only in o)
an appendectomy, doctor.”

“Look, Mr. Purker, I'm only hwman.”

“Starl the press conference.”




“He says he's willing to
donate his tonsils.”

“Sometimes I miss how il was in the old days .
the lidden labovatory in the ancient castle .
the gravevard raids . . .
the angry crowds of peasanis bearing torches.
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ALTERNATIVES TO ANALYSIS

by the evidence that behavior than s in
some way rewarded tends 1o be repeated,
while belawvior that is not rewarded or
is punished 1ends 10 be abandoned. To
Dr. Wolpe, a neurotic symptom such as
John Blank's ransvestitism, lar trom
representing an unconscious conllict, as

aintained by Freud, is, in Lict, Tjust a
bad habit.” It was acquired through
some unfortunate quirk of learning and
is in some way rewarding 1o the patiem
—but it can be chiminated or modihed
by 1aking away its reward value,

Dr. \-\*"ulpc spends no ume at all dis-
cussing a patient’s childhood or trving to
probe into the patient’s unconscious mind.
Instead, he and his followers make a di-
rect frontal attack on the currem prob-
lem. John Blank, for example, was treated
by associating the wearing ol women’s
clothing with the punishment of elecric
shock, rather than the reward of whatever
kind ol pleasurable feelings it previously
produced. Similarly, Dr. Wolpe has suc
cesslully treated a homosexual by strap-
ping an electrode on the man's calf and
showing him pictures of naked men and
women. When a man appeared, the elec
trode produced a shock: when a womin
appeared, the electricity went oll.

Most people who visit a psychother-
apist, however, do not have a simple
“bad habit” such as transvestitisin or
homosexuality. They are more likely to
be troubled by anxiety—Ior example, by
a lear of entering an elevator, going 10
socuil events, meeting the opposite sex or
talking o the boss. For such patients, Dr.
Wolpe has developed a method thar he
calls “desensitization.” One of his pa-
uents was a H2vear-old housewile ter-
rificd by thoughts of death. She had
leelings of anxiety every time she saw an
ambulance or a hospital, much stronger
feelings when she drove past a cemetery
and intense fear when she thought of her
first husband dead in his colhn, Dr.
Wolpe treamed her by having her relax
completely, then asking her o think
about the sight of an ambulance but to
stop thinking about it il she began to
leel at all anxious. Step by swep, he led
her 10 reman relaxed while thinking
about all the things that had previously
frightened her. By the end of the wreat-
ment, she had been fully “desensitized”
—the sights and thoughts once assoctted
with anxiety were now associated, in-
stead, with leelings of relaxation.

Recently, the school of behavior thera-
py has been given a new dimension
through an experimemt conducted by Al
bert Bandura, a psychologist noted lor
his studies of the learning process. Dr.
Bandura, who 1eaches a1 Stanflord Uni-
versity, advertised in the local paper lor
people who were disturbed by a fear ol
snakes. To his surprise, since Stanford is
in the San Francisco metropolitan area
and hardly infested with snakes, nearly

tcontinued trom page 134

100 people responded. To his further
surprise. about a third of the volunteers
turned out 1o have diagnosed themselves
incorrectly:  when acually  contromed
with a snake, they were not afraid at all
(i fact thar has led Dr. Bandura o
suspect that perhaps many people only
tHunlk they are neurotic).

From the volunteers, Dr. Bandura
finally selecred 48 people, both men and
women, young and old, who were genu-
inely rerrified of snakes. Among them:
a plumber who was afraid to work out
doors, a real-estate salesman who could
never bring himselfl 1o show a house in
which there was a pet snake and two
members ol the Peace Corps who were
Irightened by the very thought of being
assigned o junglecounury. From the Frewd-
ian viewpoint, all ol them would have
been considered victims of deep-seated
sexual conflices, for a snake is the most
obvious kind of phallic symbol. Dr. Ban-
dura. however, chose to regard them as
the victims of something quite ditfereni—
namely, a pure-and-simple [ear of snakes.

To one third of the volunteers, Dr.
Bandura applied the Wolpe desensitiza-
tion technique. Another third  were
turned into their own therapists: they
were shown how to relax completely (by
first tensing and then slackening all the
muscles of the body) and asked o watch
a moving picture of children and adults
approaching and  hnally plaving  with
snakes, as shown by a projecior thar the
patient himselt could stop and wurn back
il the pictures became disturbing. The
remaining third watched through a win
dow while one of Dr. Bandura's col-
leagues, in the next room, approached a
simitke, touched it and. after a ume, let
it crawl around his neck. Once these
patients had got up their courage. they
were invited in to imitate this procedure,

All the volunteers lost some ol ther
fear ol smakes—the third group most
quickly and completely of all. Within an
average ol two hours. indeed. manv mem-
bers ol the third group were playing with
snakes the wav they might play with a
puppy. The two other groups, switched
to the method ol watching through the
window, l|lli(.'k|}' reached the same level
ol almost complete learlessness.

The sigmiicance ol Dr. Bandura's ex-
periment is us indication that ar least
one kind of neurotic fear can be con-
quered through the simple process ol
mnitating  another person. To psvchol-
ogists, mmuation s one ol the most
elfective forms of learning: babies learn
to speak in large part by imitaing the
sounds their parents make; older chil-
dren learn o write by imitaung the
strokes the teacher makes on the black-
board: all of us learn to dial a telephone.
play baseball and drive an automobile
through imitation. Dr. Bandura's new ex-
periment seems 1o indicate that people
am learn how 10 be normal instead of

nearonic in the same tashion—a hinding
that mav open up an entirely new lronticy
in psvchotherapy.

Another new kind ol treaument, called
reality therapy, developed by Los An
geles psvahiatrist. Williaom Glasser. as ol
special interest, becinse it appears 1o
produce good results even though i is
the exact opposite of psychoamalysis in
every respect. The psvdhoanalvst speaks
of mental illness: Dr. Glasser believes
that there is no such thing. The sy
choanalyst searches for the origins ol the
panient’s problem; Dr. Glasser believes
that there s no point in dealing with
past evems, becanse these events are over
and done with and cannot be danged.
The psychoanalyst wies 10 remain as
neutral and anonymous toward the pa-
tiemt as possible: Dr. Glasser iries 10
establish a strong, mumune personal rela
tonship. The psvchoanalyst looks for the
patient’s unconsaous conflics amd moti-
vations: Dr. Glasser holds that these nat-
ters, though  perhaps interesting, have
nothing to do with helping the patient.
The psychoanalyst avoids making any
moral judgments ol the patent: Dr
Glasser makes the patient face up 1o the
question of whether his beluivior is
or wrong, not necessanly in the ultimate
moral sense but in terms ol social reali-
vies and his own desives, ("H a patiem
says he's a thiel and s willing 10 accepn
the consequences of being a dhiel, that's
all right,” savs Dr. Glasser. 1 don’t
judge it, but a's basic 10 reality therapy
tor him o judge i) Finally. the psv:
choanalvst avoids giving advice, on the
theorv that the pauent should find his
own wav ol Iiving: Dr. Glasser tries o
help the patient plan bewer wavs of ful
hlling lus needs.

I'he basic problem ol all people who
require therapy, in Dr. Glasser’s view, is
that they are “irresponsible.” They have
never learned, or have lorgouen, how to
accept the world as i is, ke responsibil-
ity for their own lives, ger along in
soccty and meet their needs while e
specting the needs of others. Dr. Glasser
worked for many years with the mmates
ol a Calilormia school lor delinquent
girls: possibly as a resuli, there is a veny
down-to-carth and even hard-boiled qual
ity in his thinking. He rejeas as “psychi
anic garbage”™ the long, sad stories ol
unhappy childhoods with wiuch patients
olien auempt w jusuly their presem
imadequacies. " ot ol people.” he
states, “are looking lor excuses. Realin
therapy says the hell with the excuses:
let’s ger on with the bus
ing our lives.”

As a therapist, however, Dr. Glasser
radiates a good deal ol warmih, and he
15 regarded with much affecuion by s
former patiems, imcluding some ol the
once toughest of the delinquent giris.
His therapy proceeds in three sieps.

(continued on page 214)
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COLLAGE BY RON BRADFOR

fiction By STEPHEN DIXON pikk prove 10 HELEX'S HOUSE to pick up their son. It
WH was his weekend with Roy—once every other, which he and Helen, without lawver

advice or court decree, had congenially agreed to a year ago, when they separated

ALL | HlS . and she fhled for divorce—but she had diflerent plans for today.
“Donald’s invited us to the city for the weekend. Roy can’t wait, as Donald’s

it was a typical freaked-out been lcllin.g lli‘lll what great wooden planes they'll l'lll;ik{:‘ .am‘l !w_w mu('F: fun Roy'll

¥ - i have sleeping in the balcony-bedroom setup Donald’s built in his studio. But what

weekend for‘lhe_pa !ﬂf&;f. ’?I‘s Wf 22 happened to your phonez Because 1 called before, about the time I higured I wasn't

his girl, a hippie chick going 10 hear from you. Called collect, but the operator, checking with her records
and some kids—mostly his  office, because at first I refused 1o believe what she said, 1old  ¢continued on page 233) 149



claudia jennings,
bright young
musical-comedy
veteran, looks
ahead hopefully

to hollywood and a

cinematic career
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THERE REALLY 1S NO pusiNess like show business—at least
as far as 19-yearold Claudia Jennings is concerned. Since
she made her stage debut at the age ol ten, in a production
of The King and I by a repertory group in her native
Milwaukee, Claudia has performed in about two dozen
musical comedies—oceasionally as an ingénue. but more
olten m daracier roles: “lronically enough. 1 usually get
o play little-girl parts. But that's just as well, since it lorces
me o really act.” Curremtly ensconced i a bacheloreue
apartment on Lake Shore Drive in Chicago—where she ar-
rived several seasons ago 10 model fashions—the well-rounded
thespian has b performing Lately under the auspices ol
Hull House Thea “1 heard their productions were firsi-
rate, so I went to see for mysell—and belore | knew what
was happening. 1 had joined the company.” Having made

up her mind that she'd rather éarn a living by emoting than
by posing (“Modcling gets more tedious all the time”).

Claudha feels it's nece for her. at this point in her
career, 1o move o one coast or the other, for the Windy
Cuv's theunaal opportumities are himited. “Fverv actress
has | particular skills and drawbacks.” savs Claudia. “It's
a show-business axiom that il vou really want o overcome
vour limitations. vou go w New York. but if vou're satis-
hed with vour skills, then voure ready for  Hollvwood.
I'he reasoning is that with a stage plav, you get 10 work
with the same matenal over a longar penod of time il

vou do with a film. so vou have more of a chance

FHOT RAI'HY BY PFPOMPEO FOSAE
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Early in the morning, Claudia can atten be seen jegging
along the lake shore on Chicago’s North Side with her Samoyed
As these unobstructed views attest, it's exercise well spent.




improve.” Although Claudia’s celluloid ex-
pericnce  has  been held o one  expen-
mental short subject. she feels ready 1o oy

for stardom via the Hollywood route, and 1s

awaiting the resulis ol a vecent screen test.
Not that she's naive enough to expect a sud-
den windfall: “Rarely does anyone establish
herself in this prolession with one dran
stroke. You liwve 1o keep chapping away
the induser Between shows, Claudia busies
hersell by counseling 1eenaged girls av a Chi-
cago Y W.C AL and when she wants distrac-
tion from social realinies as well as Trom the
theater, she picks up a bag ol apples, throws
in a book by Hemingway or Roth and hies
herselt o the lake shore: “You've got 1o
sit down amd relax sometimes, since the o
tare will be unpredicable even it vou work
twentv-tour hours a dav.” True enough-
b we leel secure i predicting o ame-

matically  graufying  Tuture  for Claudia.




Above, left: Latcho
accompanies Claudia on her
frequent excursions to
Chicaga’s Belmont Harbor,
where she memarizes her
lines or else loses herself

in contemporary fiction—
that is, until such time as
Lotcho develops an interest
in her reading matter: “I
had gatten to a critical
moment in Portnoy's
Complaint when he decided
to devour the book. | never
did find out what hap-
pened.” Above: With Latcho
suffering from a respiratory
ailment, Cloudia’s obliged
to visit the Lake Shore
Animal Haspital, where she
comforts her sick puppy

in the waiting room. The
veterinarian eventually
reassures her that Latcho is
afflicted by nothing worse than
a cold, and administers his
patient an unwelcame shot.

Delayed by her visit to the
animal hospital, Miss
November orrives at Hull
House lote in the ofterncan
for @ mid-production
rehearsal of her current
shaw—ao satirical version of
Sigmund Romberg’s The
Desert Song in which she
ploays Susan, a laoss who tries
to win the heart of o
mincing male (“Needless to
say, | try in vain’). After
buttening and lacing herself
intoe costume (right), Claudia
hustles onstage (left), where
she listens attentively to

the director’s suggestions,
then wotches aver his
shoulder (below, left) as her
fellow perfarmers work on
a scene in which she does
not appear. Below: The
house is full that night as
Cloudio and the rest of the
cast turn their version of
Romberg’s clossic inta reality.
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Left: Scheduled to depart the
next marning for a screen
test in Hollywood, Claudia’s
the toast of her Hull House
colleagues at a post-
performance champagne
party; leaving the premises
together for the last time
(below), she and o com-
panion simultaneously
dramatize and make light
of their feelings with

a display of comic-apera
grief. Bottom: After checking
in at O'Hare International
Airport in the morning,
Claudia watches a skycap
wheel Latcha’s kennel
planeward. Finally on board,
she wonders if Hollywaod
will bring her down—or
keep her up in the clouds.



PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

The young, attractive housewile was a bit sur-
srised when her hushand's best friend dropped
by one alternoon and offered $500 to make love
to her. Thinking that the extra money would
come in handy, she led him into the bedroom
and [ulfilled her part of the bargain. Later that
alternoon, her husband returned from work.
“Did David stop by today?" he asked casually.

“Yes, he did,” she stammered. “Why do you
ask?"”

“Well,” her spouse replied, “he was supposcd
to return the five hundred dollars I lent him

last week."”
e
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The two stoned hippies were staggering along a
railroad track when one tiredly complained to
the other, “1 sure wish we'd get to the bottom
of this flight of stairs.”

“The stairs aren’t the worst of it,” grumbled
the second. *It's the low handrail that bugs me.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines penicillin
as what you give the man who has everything.

Then there was the freaky WAC who was
court-martialed for contributing to the delin-
quency of a major.

The libidinous miss listened patiently as her
married sister extolled the benefits of the quiet
Iife. *"That’s not for me,” she playfully com-
mented. "I once tried to give up drinking,
smoking and sex—and it was the Jongest twenty
minutes I ever spent.”

When the Hollywood star announced his plans
to vacation in Tangier, his agent told him to be
sure to visit a very exclusive brothel there that
specialized in unusual sexual practices. On his
return, the star called his agent and announced
that he'd taken his advice. "It was really quite
an experience,” he dedared. “First the girl told
me to strip and lie down on the bed. Then she
covered me [rom head to toe with strawberry
jam, sprinkled marshmallows over that, smoth-
ered it all with whipped ceam and topped it
with a handful of almonds and maraschino
cherries.”

“Fantastic,” the agent gasped. “And then she
licked it all off=”

“Hell no,” the star exdaimed. “It looked so
good I ate it myscll.”

My so-called liberal mother is really such a
prude,” the high school cheerleader sadly told
her locker partner. “She said that I could only
pet with my dates if they didn't touch me
below the waist.”

“Oh, that's too bad,” her schoolmate com-
miserated. “What do vou intend to do about
"

“Well,” the cheerleader giggled, “the first
thing I'm going to do is learn 1o stand on my
head.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines logarithm
as a Catholic birth-control record.

The wo clderly farmers were leisurely strolling
through a pasture when one stopped and re-
marked, “Here’s where I got my first picce of ass
and right over there's where her mother stood.”
*“Her mother,” said his surprised companion.
“What did she say?”
“Ba-a-a-a-a,” came the reply.

We know an ingenious doctor who prescribed
sex for insomnia. His patients didn’t get any
more sleep, but they had more fun staying
awake.

A welldressed but obviously incbriated gentle-
man stumbled up to a policeman at a busy
downtown intersection and voiced a  thick-
tongued complaint. “Somebody stole my car,
officer,” he announced groggily. “I had it right
here on the end of my ignition key.”

“We'll go right to the station and report it,”
the patrolman replied, amused at the fellow’s
drunken condition. “But 1 think you should
zip your wrousers bhelore we leave.”

“"Oh, my God,” blubbered the drunk, notic-
ing his open fly. “Somebody’s stole my girl,
too.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines buffalo as
a grecting between two nudists.

Whilc driving through an Indian reservation.
the salesman was approached by a very lovely
Algonquin maid, who offered herself to him for
SH0. “That's a lot of money,” he said. “Man-
hattan island cost only twenty-four.”

“True,” she agreed. “But Manhattan island
just lies there.”

Heard a good one lately? Send it on a post-
card to Parly Jokes Editor, pLavnoy, Playboy
Bulding, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
HL. 60611. §50 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.



“And, say, on your way back, pick up a six-pack from
the Fountain ol Youth.”
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THE PLAYBOY CARS-1970

our own selection of those foreign and domestic machines with the

style, speed, engincering and breeding to satisfy the urbane owner

OLDSMOBILE 4-4-2

modern lz'vz'ng By KEN W. PURDY DAIMLER-BENZ, the oldest manu-

factory of motorcars on this planet. at least. is a house of legendary puissance.
With the advantage ol lounding by the two men most authorities aredit with
the actual invenuon of the amomobile, Carl Benz and Gottlieh Daimler. the
company has moved across the years since 18BG with an air of sure and un
flagging competence. turning out. in good times and bad, an extraordinary
variety of last, well-made, long-lived awmomobiles. Convinced from  the hegin
ming that rading 1s vatuable both as laborory and as publicity producer, D-B
put together an unparalleled string ol successes in a straight line, from a one-
two-three sweep ol the French Grand Prix in 1914 10 the stunning triumph of
Stirling Moss and Denis Jenkinson in the 1955 Mille Miglia, when they ran
a Mercedes-Benz 300SLR roadster over 1000 miles of Ttalian roads at an average
speed of 97.8 mph, the permanem record for the comse. The S00SLR was a
blood relanon of the gullwing 300SL, a world sensation when it appeared
in 1952 and a modern dassic now

The designs that have made Daimler-Benz history have come at milestone
imervals: 1894, the Benz Velo and the Daimler Visa-Vis: 1902, the Mercedes
Simplex: 1910, the Mercedes-Knight sleeve valve; 1911, the 200 horsepower
Blitzen Benz: 1921, the supercharged four-cylinder Mercedes; 1930, the Grosser
Mercedes; 1936, the 260D, the world's st (text continuwed on page Io0)
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production diesel passenger car, and the
supercharged eight-cylinder 540K; 1952,
the 3005L; and 1968, the 300SEL 6.3,
widely held to be the best sedan auto-
mobile available today on the world
market. 1t is about time lor a new Wun-
derwagen from Stutigart-Untertiirkheim,
and, with either great good luck or eerily
competent timing, because 1970 looks like
a vear that will be uncluttered with sensa-

—

tional new models, D-B has brought forth
the C-111: a Wankel-engined, gull-wing,
44-inch-high two-seater 165-mph sports car.

The C-111 will have been given s
first public display (at September’s
Frankfurt auto show) by the time you
read this. It will have been a major
sensation. Indeed, it will no doubt have
been the sensation at Frankfurt. And
there will be lamentations and the rend-

ing of garmems when Daimler-Bens
ofhcials say that there are no plans 10
produce the car for sale. They'll main-
tain this position stubbornly. They'll
argue that the car is strictly an experi-
mental vehide, built as a design exerase,
to work out some ideas and to give the
research people, soaked in anonymity,
the reward of secing a wheeled and tan-
gible result of their efforts. That is no
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personality
By ALAN COREN

a revelatory
probe into the
psyche and
substance of
mick jJagger

Lte on the night of March 18, 1965,
a large, unwashed automobile pulled up outside the Francis Service Station, Romford
Road, London, and a number of youths got out. Naturally suspicious (London being
the iniquitous place it is), an attendant approached them; there was a short, heated ex-
change. And suddenly, without any warning, three of the men threw aside their coats
and urinated against the wall, It was the worst thing that had happened to a garage
since the St. Vajentine's Day Massacre, If the newspapers were to be believed, that is.
Drawing on that strength of moral outrage rarcly encountered outside circulation
departments, they fell on this monumental news item and shook it out into column
lengths that dwarfed such trivia of the day as Leonov’s first space walk and the first
landings of the Marines in South Vietnam. For were these monstrous criminals not the
Rolling Stones, bastard offspring of Dr. Savannah and the Woll Maiden, threats to
society beside whom Great Train Robbers, Boston Stranglers and the Walfen S5 paled
into insignificance? Well, yes, is the short answer. And, of course, no. They were the
Stones, all right, who have bladders pretty much like everyone else, and whose jail
record, at the time of going to press, happens o be nil. What the journalists neglected
to point out, in their excess ol crusading zeal, was that on any given night in England,
after the pubs have dosed, something like half the male populaltion of the country pees
against the nearest shady wall. Without being crucified for it. Stones, however, do not
get off as lightdy as people; and four months later, when Mick Jagger, Bill Wyman and
the late Brian Jones came up before the West Ham magistrates, they were found guilty
of using insulting behavior and fined five pounds apiece. Which was nowhere near
enough for the decent people with whom I am fortunate to share an island, the gen-
cral feeling at that time being that a conspiracy to assault a British garage should
have been punishable by hanging. One or two of the more enlightened barroom lawyers
would have compromised with their consciences and accepted castration as the suitable
sentence, but they were few and far between. Because the Rolling Stones, and Mick
Jagger in particular, had by that time become the moral scapegoats for the English
middle class; and, make no mistake, when it comes to moral standards, 99 percent of
England is middle class, irr@i‘}'}qn;_lim of what they shake out of their pay packets on a
Friday night. The sole criterion i respectability; and respectability is compounded of
conformity, ears visible beneath the hairline, small-knotted ties, sexual restraint (or,
at least, discretion, which is how we spell hypocrisy) and clean fingernails. It didn't
take Mivk Jagger long to become the focus of bourgeois hatred and—what else?—
guilt. Like all good sociohistorical phenomena, and I'm sure Richard Nixon would
be the first to bear me out, he was the man for whom the times had been waiting. For
20 years, following the end of World War Two, England had been suffering, still is, a
terrible religious agony: Believing with our whole souls in capitalism and commer-
cial success, we have unfortunately found ourselves growing poorer and poorer. People
kept coming and taking away our possessions; right now,-we don't have much bcsid;(:s
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Hong Kong, and, as far as status goes,
that's a litde like having an LEdsel
Palim Springs. Like all truly devout be-
lievers, Englishmen looked around for
someone 1o blame for the fac that the
island race was going to the dogs. Where
have we gone wrong? they aied; and the
fisure who most totally summed up the
decay of the old values, who most clewrly
represented  threat. deviation, social de-
structiveness and a lack of those qualities
that had made this country great (or, at
any rate, rich) was M. Jagger. To the dis-
gusting sensual rhythms of this ueless
Pied Piper. the youth of England would
frug themselves to perdition. They would
tune in, they would turn on and (Are
you listening, Queen Vicloria? Do you
hear me, George 1'?) they would drop
out. Taking Ingland with them.

The odd thing is that Jagger didn’t
actually do anything to warrant this ter-
ror nor substantiate these apocalyptic vi-
sions. True. he wore his hair long and his
jeans  tight, and, whether he washed
regularly or not, he did not rush [orward
with evidence to refuie hysterical middle-
aged daims that soap passed  through
his hands less frequently than girls. But
his offstage, oll-disc behavior, publicly, at
any rate, in no way differentiated him
from any other intelligent 20-year-old
somewlat irrited by the prejudices,
conformities and general lackluster of his
carping seniors. Unlike many other en-
tertainers (usually more middle aged than
Jagger), he did not hgure in brawls, di-
vorces, paternity suits; no one found him
drunk or high in public places.

What they lound was his music and
his words. Both were sexually intense
and sugpestive: It was revealed that he
couldn’t get no satislaction, that his
little red rooster was 1o lazy 10 aow to-
dav. that he was cngaging in something
wicked under the boardwalk. And all the
little prepubescent girls, disqualified by
time from anything more orgiastic, wet
their pants in ecstasy. Maybe the only
people genuinely entitled to lay a com-
plaint against the Rolling Stones are
Laundrymen. This, of course, didn’t stop
the whole world from taking a crack at
the titde, particulwrly  paremts,  who,
through their own sad inadequacies or
qust the luck of the draw, rushed 1o
atribute  their  children’s  shorwomings
to the ternble influence of the Stones.
What they avoided recognizing, since the
rend was as much the responsibility of
their generation as anvone's, was that the
whole ol England was suddenly entering
into what has since been tagged the
permissive age. And it wasn’t the Stones
who reformed the laws concening on-
stage nudity. or cdnema censorship, or
homosexuality, or striptease; nor did they
own chains of pornographic bookstands,
blue-movie houses, nor take money from
the 30000 girls who made London the

164 prostituie’s mecca. I don't think they had

a hand in developing the contraceptive
pill, come o that.

But it was more complicated than frus
trated sex on the part of Jagger's detrac-
tors. What grabbed the infibulators more
than anything was the apparent dedic-
tion of Jagger to pleasure. All pleasure.
The English are not a naturally hedo-
nistic vace; il anvilung's going o be stifl,
they'd preler iv w0 be the upper lip.
They do not take casily 1o jov, they
resent what looks like easy money and
casy success, they feel the weight of the
respectable shackles on their ankles and
hate the scoundrels who've managed o
slip the cham. Restricted, they project
their Fantasies at the same time as they
condemn those onto whom the [antasies
have been projecied. And because ol
this, they made Mick Jagger into the
image they would wish to have them-
selves, were guilt not the inconvenient
thing it 5. Because Jagger seemed 10
have won himsell some sort of [reedom,
they labeled it anarchy.

And since that overabused word has
now been thrown into the ring, it's not a
bad time to examine it and whatever
application it has to Mick Jagger. For
there are those in England who, quite
scriously, feel that the harvest of pro-
test that currently has a large section of
the world's youth reaching lor their
scythes was, in fact, sown by Mick Japger
and what they loosely werm “his kind.”
The argument, il you can call it that,
being that today’s student generation was
Just entering teenhood when the  first
Stones records were placed on the turn-
tables; and that the past seven years have
seen them pacing Mick Jagger into de-
pravity, irresponsibility, anarchy and,
finally, violence. In light of these sup-
posed satanic powers, praveoy and 1 felt
w was ume 1o talk o Jasger about the
role in which so much of the world is so
eager to cast him.

Jagger 1sn°t casy 10 pet hold of. But
there’s no reason he should be; the
Stones have never made any secret of the
fact that their fans take from them what
they can get and, if iU’s not enough, well,
that's oo bad. They won't serve them.
selves up on a plue 10 be devoured; they
don’t feel thar because the public has
bought their discs, then ic has acquired
the lease on their souls. Part ol the
Gilummny that’s been heaped on Jagger's
head has been the direct result of the
shrift: he's given the press, which has
been  characteristically short. He won't
fawn on journalists and his disrespect for
them is no part of image building, no
cunning  underground  plan 10 make
them hate him because hate is good copy
and good copy sells records. He genuine-
ly doesn’t see what right they've got o
find out whom he slcp[ with last might,
whether either of them enjoved it or
what they smoked after it was all over,

When 1 finally got to spend some time
with him, the first shock was realizing

how old he looked. One had thought of
him as an enfant tervible i every sense
ol the didhe. a teenager with what Bau-
delaire called o beawté du diable, Not
so: Jagger looks more than his 25 vears,
with a thinness in his pale lace tha
suggests strain, not boyish leanness. He
reminded me very much of porraits ol
Charles II, which alwayvs seem o have
been dashed off at a momem when the
sitter was sighing. The dark lair breaks
on his shoulders (no dandrufl, Eng-
land!), Iraming deepsocketed eyes than
are resigned, perhaps, rather than sad;
the mouth, probably the most notorious
moue since Bardot's first fellitial promise
hit the neighborhood screens, is surpris-
ingly less [ull, less aggressively sensual
than the lenses would have us believe:
the voice is solt, a London sound, not
Cockney, not suburban, but shaded by
both. He's very thin, of middle height,
hipless; his hands are made Loger and
flatter by skin-fitting clothes and move
restlessly, very white. We met for the first
ume in his London office, on the com
mercial rim of Mavlair, off Bond Street.
Its a comfortable, haphazard, unlunc
tonal suite, [ull of whitewood and deal
furniture, draped in bright, inexpensive
multicolors, piled with records and song
sheets, awash with bits of a siereo kit,
tapes, film cans, among which the minied
legs of his secretaries and  assistants
twinkle delicately. The whole place is
like nothing so much as the e of a
fairly well-heeled undergraduate. He had
recently finished his first feature film, Per-
formance, in which he scemed to have
lost all interest immediately.

“I suppose I enjoyed it,” he said.
“These days, you have 1o do a fhlm
before you can actually Get Imo Films,
with capital leuers. What it is doesn’t
matter that much. Apart from anything
clse, film people don't think you can
actually get up at seven in the morning
and start work. It's as simple as that
They reckon that being a rock-'n"roll
singer for seven years isn't hard work.
But it's a bloody sight harder than doing
a film.” He didn’t laugh—I didn't get
the impression that he ever Liughs much
—but he hall smiled. “Nobody thinks [
work. They reckon 1 just get up and
dance about a bit and collect the bread.”

He drops the word distastelully. Only
those {or whom the bakery never shuts
can aflord such  disrespect;  Jagger  has
been accumulating the stufl since 1962,
No one, naturally, will say what Jagger
is worth, no one will even release details
of the current disc tally (though a Decca
spy, from the comparative security ol his
home number, muuered, “Thiny mil-
lion,” soilo voce and rang ofl quickly),
but it’s clear that Mick Jagger's old age
is unlikely o be spent bumming bus
fare. As far back as 1964, the boy whose
name had become a synonym lor prol-
ligacy and anarchy was already an astuie

(continued on page 249)




memoir ‘By’HARRY ‘BROWN an unsung saturday hero—the history-making coach of
the intrepid forest avenue rangers—applies tardily for membership in the hall of fame

NOTHING MUcH has happened in Maine
since the brutal 1813 battle of war brigs
off Monhegan Island, when the British
Boxer was hammered into submission by
the American Enterprise before being
towed to the victor's corner. The state's
last high-water mark came in 1851, when
an old bluencser named Neal Dow fina-
gled a piece of legislation that forbade
the distillation, sale and consumption of
alcoholic beverages. This so-called Maine
Law put Mr. Dow's stamping ground, for
the first and last time, 69 years ahead of
the other United States. As might be ex-
pected, when the entire country was put
on Prohibition over a half century later,
the best hard cider and applejack to be
had anywhere came from good old long-
dry Maine. Only the loving care and subtle

OfFootball

cxpertise of generations of illegal dis-
tillers could have produced such potent,
honeyed nectar.

Maine's principal exports, aside from
bootleg booze, have always been lumber,
live lobsters, potatoes and people—not
necessarily in that order. The emigration
of native-born was accelerated by the
Civil War, when whole regiments of

ILLUSTRATION BY BYRON HUMFPHRIES

farm boys, fishermen and peavey wielders
discovered with astonished delight that,
south of Boston, each year had four
seasons, instead of merely winter and the
Fourth of July; and the outbound exodus
has continued ever since. But one item
that Maine has never exported is men
who play games well, for the simple
reason that there haven't been any. On
the map of competitive sports, the state
appears as a big, green, rock-bound terra
incognita. Take football, for instance:
No Maine college has ever fielded a
single outstanding team, let alone a great
player. The same holds true for coaches.
The most encyclopedic football buft
won't be able to name a coach who
achieved national prominence by guid-
ing Bates or Colby in the way Pop
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Warner did with Carlisle, nor even a
Maine-born coach who became famous
after he emigrated to a big Midwestern
university that offered him four seasons,
a recruiter behind every bush and more
football scholarships than a Bryant could
bear.

But I am in a position to say that a
master coach might have begun his trans-
migration to gridiron immortality if an
anonymous and now-forgotten wood-
worker had been somewhat better at his
job. The reason I can say this is that I,
Harry Peter McNab Brown, aged 15 and
a whisker, was that potential master of
coaches. Unheralded as a trail blazer, my
discoveries unsung, a cipher to American
sports desks, I revolutionized the game of
football a full eight years before Clark
Shaughnessy immodestly took unto him-
self the credit that was due unto me. Of
course, he had the advantage of a siz-
able audience when his Chicago Bears
whupped the Washington Redskins 73-0,
whereas my boys got delusions of gran-
deur as soon as the crowd on the side
lines totaled seven; but such injustices
tend to embitter good men, who then
bring empires down. Yet, in fairness to
Shaughnessy, if he was unaware of my
earth-shaking innovations—well, so was
I, gentlemen, so was 1.

In late September of 1932, the civilized
world lay flat on its economic back as I
began my senior year at Portland High
School. The slump had no noticeable
effect on Portland business, which at best
was none too good. Maine may have
heard about the Depression, but the De-
pression either hadn't heard about
Maine or (and more likely) considered
the state a kissin' cousin. Anyway, near
noon on a mild Saturday in this particu-
Iar September, I was sprawled with six
other adolescent males below a stone
wall in a corner of the old Dell estate, a
prime parcel of acreage that ran from
Forest Avenue to the back cove of Casco
Bay. Evidently, the Dell family was ex-
tinct, for in the estate’s deepest fastnesses,
an empty Charles Addamsish gingerbread
mansion loomed frighteningly among an-
cient, lightning-struck elms and b
over unkempt vistas. At the southwest
end of the Forest Avenue side was an
open, fairly level space that the neighbor-
hood boys used for their pickup games
of football.

At the moment, the seven of us were tak-
ing it easy after a fast two hours of touch,
in which Hal Alvarson’s three-man team
had routed Phil Pike's four-man brigade.
I had been the extra man on Phil’s side.
I had fumbled twice, dropped three easy
passes, missed every ball carrier I tried to
touch and failed to block a living soul.
Indeed, I'd played rather well, consider-
ing a few of my past performances. But
now, along with the others, I was endeav-
oring to keep my mind off the dull but
unavoidable chore of shuffling home for
lunch, by means of a group-therapy

discussion on the finer points of Jack
Beaumaison's twin sister, Felice, who was
the belle of 40 square blocks.

When Stilton Cartright swung over
the wall and flopped down beside us, the
discussion of Felice was interrupted by a
couple of listless greetings and then went
on as before. Cartright was new to the
neighborhood and he was such an odd-
looking creature that God, when He put
the kid together, must have had all He
could do to keep a straight face. A tiny,
pale, cueball head wobbled on a body so
scrawny and elongated that any keen-
eyed stork, seeing him for the first time,
would have done a double-take and then
gone flapping away to the nearest oph-
thalmologist. When I think of Cartright,
as I occasionally do, I visualize him as a
figure in one of Bosch’s wilder paintings.
His matchstick arms were an illogical
three inches too long and ended in a
pair of hands that were perhaps a shade
small for a side-show giant but looked
grotesque when attached to a 14-year-old
boy. We had called him Pipestems or
Pipey until the day Simmy Schwartz,
after pondering on the Cartright hands,
said: “Hey, Pipey, if your family's got
two garbage cans, I bet you save ‘em
money on lids.” From then, Stilton Cart-
right was Garbage to us, usually (and
mercifully) shortened to Garb.

Mrs. Cartright's great passion was to
see her gawky son become a world-re-
nowned concert pianist, and her strictures
toward that end made serious inroads on
his social and sporting life, such as it was.
In school or out, Garb had to practice two
hours a day, six days a week. Sunday was,
comparatively, a day of musical rest: A
half hour's practice, early in the morning,
served to keep the outsized fingers lim-
ber. If a concert pianist needed nothing
more than a pair of hands that, between
them, spanned four octaves, Garb Cart-
right would now be the toast of five conti-
nents and Cumberland County, Maine.

I was fascinated at the sight of him
descending from the wall and reclining
next to me; it was like watching an
Erector-set tower collapse in slow mo-
tion. I had to go to Congress Street,” he
told me, “to buy some sheet music. You
been playing football? Who won?”

“Nobody,” I said.

“I saw Billy Whittaker on the streetcar
coming home,” Garb went on. “Him and
a bunch of those Stevens Avenue guys've
got a football team, regular size, eleven
men, and Billy said he'd like to take on
a team from around here, except he
didn’t think we could 4

Garb was suddenly the center of atten-
tion; the subject of Felice Beaumaison
had been forgotten. “They play touch?”
Hal Alvarson demanded. In January, he
and Billy had had a superantagonistical
fistfight, on skates, because of a hard body
check by Hal. Billy won, and the Alvarson
hackles had bristled automatically ever
since at the sound of the Whittaker name.

“Naw,” Garb said cheerfully, “tackle.
But what Billy said was, he didn’t think
there was eleven of us with enough guts
to play his Stevens Avenue guys.”

“Eleven hundred we can get,” the
Burning Bush said. This was Sammy
Schwartz, Simmy's big brother, a plump-
ish 15-year-old whose mushroom cloud of
wiry black hair, combined with his chain-
smoking of Fatimas, had caused me to
liken him, in an unwise moment, to that
Old Testament phenomenon. My reward
had been the sore nose I took to bed with
me that night, but the name stuck. Now
he took the latest Fatima out of his mouth
and added: “Eleven goddamn thousand,
even. It's no problem. If you don’t believe
me, ask Hal here.”

Hal was frowning at the ground,
gnawing at his lower lip. “Well,” he said,
“I guess we can dig up eleven, anyway.
Ayah, I'm pretty sure we can.”

Jim Fletcher's eyes went from Garb to
me. “Make that nine,” he said. Jim took
pleasure in pounding nails into the
coffin from which my self-confidence was
always trying to escape. At a time when
the best-dressed teenage boy was the one
with the droopiest plus fours, Jim was
the neighborhood fashion plate.

*“Oh, yeah, another thing,” Garb went
on. “The Stevens Avenue bunch’ve got a
real coach, too. Billy’s brother, Fred.”

“He's playing on their team?” Hal
asked. His frown had deepened, but we
were all frowning now. In June, Fred
Whittaker had graduated from Deering
High, where he'd been the second-string
quarterback. As a player, he was better
than any three of us combined.

“Nope,” Garb said. “He’s only the
coach.”

Hal looked relieved, but not complete-
ly so; the Stevens Avenue crowd was
tough enough, without being coached,
and Fred Whittaker's presence was an
unknown threat. The honor of Forest
Avenue had been mocked, however, and
there was no alternative to picking up
the gauntlet. “OK,” Hal said, “let's get
all the guys together at eleven tomorrow
morning. Pass the word around.”

“Get together where?”” the Burning
Bush wanted to know.

“At your house,” Hal said. “Where
elser”

Although their children were sent to
Hebrew school, along with the normal
public schooling, the Schwartzes were
very unorthodox Jews, and not merely in
the religious sense. Mr. Schwartz, for
instance, was—of all things—a boiler-
maker, the founder and working presi-
dent of the Casco Bay Boiler Works, Inc.
Nothing fazed him and his wife, least of
all the stream of young goyim that
flowed through the house with the
Schwartz children. Sammy and Simmy
were the oldest of a regular clutch of
Schwartzes, in a happy, rambunctious,
casual house without any of the fretful

(continued on page 184)



“Theywve shot twenty-nine of our braves, polluted all the rivers,
killed most of the game and raped the chief's sister. Now he wanis
us Lo drop over next Thursday for turkey dinner with all the fixin's.”

167



168

riding high on the new wave of explicit erotica in the arts., movies
are not only better but bawdier—and kinkier—than ever

article By ARTHUR KNIGHT and HOLLIS ALPERT Ix 1HE 1EN MoONTHS since our last installment ol The
History of Sex in Cinema, the inundation of sex on screen has exceeded even our llt'imimi\ c |11uli('li|ms_ Erotica in
films from the major studios now rivals that seen in grind-house sexploitation movies. We are seeing kookie sex,
kinky sex. leering sex and loving sex; sex spools, sex satires, sex dramas and sex melodramas. Pictures, in short,
hive become by sex possessed and, considering those sull in ])1'(1(|utli(m. the end is nowhere in sight.

Heralding this change, and in no small measure precipitatung it, was the prolonged baude ol Grove Press o
pass UL S, Costoms with the controversial Swedish-made I Am Curious (Yellow). The series of appeals to overrule
the Customs bhan. begun i May 1968, culminated altimately in the New York premiere ol the film in March 1964,
But even as the appeals were slowly wending their way upward through the courts, importers ol foreign hlms (such
as Trans-Lux, with the Danish People Meet and Sweet Music Fills the Heart) and domestic producers (such as Uni-
versal, with Can Herronymus Mevkin Ever Forget Mevey Humppe and Find True Happiness?) stood poised, await
ing the hnal outcome. Few doubted what 1t would be,

For the fact is that the new permissiveness was by no means confined o hlms alone. Gore Vidal's pervers
Myra Breckinvidge and Jacqueline Susann’s vandy The Love Machine, both replete with sexual scenes ol remark
able candor, had dominated the best-seller lists for months, only 1o be succeeded by Philip Roth’s even more
graphic descriptions of intercourse and masturbation in Portnoy’s Complaint. Hair, originally an olt-Broadway pro
duction with a flash ol nudity at the end of the fist act and a song detailing the delights of Lellatio, was swept not
only 1o Broadway itsell but 10 more than a dozen major cives throughout the world. Alter such subsequent pro-
ductions as Che!, Geese and Oh! Calcutta! began staging total nudity and simulated acts of coitus, Actors Equity
actually found it necessary to draw up a lull set of “rules and requirements regarding auditions and performances
where nudity and acts of a sexual nature are involved.” For the benefit of its membership, it included an injunc
tion that “actual sex acts during rehearsals or perlormances shall not be required ol a performer.”

Even the are galleries and museums were not immune. Los Angeles councilimen sought vainly to close a County
Museum ol Art show that included Ed Kienhols” graphic, three-dimensional representation of a voung boy man-
wally stimulating his date in the back seat ol an old Dodge; and Los Angeles police attempted o cut shore the David
Stuart Galleries” exhibition of works by 43 artists, some of them d('[}i( tung larger-than-lile genitalia in ('\tluixil(' de-
tail. More recently, Washington's Corcoran Gallery ol Art devised a kind ol X rating l[or a show consisting of origimal
drawings lor comic strips publishéd in the underground press. with a heavy accent on drugs, violence, racism and sex.
“Rather than censor the artists,” said the Corcoran’s director, Walter Hopps, “we've decided 10 warn our visitors. 11

their sense of decorum is offended by lour-letter words or outrageous drawings, they  (text contimued on page 258)



MULTIPLE CHOICE: In 1969, the entwe specivum of human sexuality exploded on film with unprecedented [rankness. 1
I Curviowus (Yellow )" folloiced Lena Nyman glop left) through a sevies of often acrobatic coital acts; and Franco Zeffivelli

e lwded a nude seene e his vevsion of “Romeo and Juliet” (top rrght). Tony Cuvtis vented deadly sexual compulsions as
“The Boston Strangley” (centey left): and Rod Steiger, as “The Sevgeant” (cenier vight ), succumbed (o vepressed homosexual
tendencies. fim Broiwen and Raquel Welch (above left) played one of 1967's many inteveacial love scenes 100 Rafles”;: i

“Birds in Pevu” (above night). Jean Seberg was cast as a nym phomaniac whose appetites drove her (o the outer limils of erotica.
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GIRL MEETS GIRL: Coral Browene and Susannah York's ex plicit
loveplay i “The Killing of Sister George™ (left) inspived many
[l makers to cash in on the theme of Lesbianism. As “Therese
and Isabelle” (above), Anna Gael and Essy Persson discovered
cach other before they discovered bovys. “People Meet and Sweet
Music Fills the Heart” (below left) chronicled a transcontinental
bisexual gambol. “The Real Gone Girls” (below) was an Ameri-
can film in the same genve; and the heroines of “More” (bottom
were addicted not only to cach other but to heroin as well.




BOY MEETS BOY: Treated as a social problem in films of the past, male
homosexuality this vear became little more than another erotic aliernative.
Richard Burton and Rex Harrison teamed up in “Staircase” (above, left
and right) for a sympathetic portvayal of an aging but still gay couple. “The
Queen” (below left) employed cinéma vérité to cover a beauly pageant
featuring the nation’s most spectacular transvestites. “The Boys in the
Band” (bottom left) focused on the group dynamics of a homosexual clique;
and in “Midnight Cowboy” (below right), Jon Voight rveluctantly sold him
self to a nevvons schoolboy, Bob Balaban, in a Times Square movichouse.
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KINKY AND KOOKIE: “De Sade” (featured in pravioy,
June 1969) was highlishted by a number of orgies in-
volving Keir Dullea (left) as the infamous Marquis who
practiced what he preached about sex and wvwolence. In
“The Wild Bunch,” Western badmen Ben Johnson and
Warren Outes took a vrespite from the film's brutality with
a pair of simpatico serovitas (above). “The White Whore
and the Bit Players” (below left) brought the surreal sex-
uality of Tom Ever's off-Broadway play to the scree

“Wamen in Love” detailed the hetero- and homosexual
relationships of Alan Bates and Oliver Reed (below).
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NO HOLDS BARRED: In “The Big Bounce,” Leigh
Taylor-Young and Ryan O'Neal sated their appetites in a
cemelery (above); in “La Prisonniére,” Laurent Terzief

fabove right) toyed with the sadomasochisiic tendencies of

his diminutive captives. In “Lonesome Couwbh * Andy
Warhol's campy western, actress Viva was repeatedly
gang-raped by a vele of Greenwich Village vaqueros
(right). Gigi Proietti preferred to go it alone with Tina
Aumont (below right) in the Italian film “L'Urlo” (“The
Shout”); and John Huston’s *“The Kremlin Letter” showed
Bibi Andersson brutalized by a male companion (below).




THE MORE THE MERRIER: In “Three in the Attic” (above left), Yveile Mimieux was one of three coeds who took reven ge

on Christopher Jones, thewr mutual lover, by holding him captive and forcing him to perform evolically extracurricular activities
every hour on the hour. “Futz!” (above right), based on Rochelle Owens’ off-Broadway play, is libevally sprinkled with distinctly
human sexual acts, but hinged primarily on the community’s reaction to a love affair between a ]
swine. “Salyricon” (below, left and nght). Fe
suggested by Petronius'

ed farmer and his |
erico Fellint's latest production, catalog
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ENTER LAUGHING: In “Can Hetronymous Merkin Fuver
Forget Mevey Humppe and Find True Happiness?” (pre-
mewed in rLAvsOY, March 1969), Anthony Newley's bi-
zarre seductions often left him coolly detached, walching
his faceless “other self” (above). In the same film flam,
1969’s Playmate of the Year, Connie Kreski (right), made
her screen debut as Mercy Humppe. “Candy,” oniginally a
best-selling  pseudo-pornographic novel, featured blonde
Fwa Aulin as the archetypal innocent who bestowed
her favors on anyone, mcluding Walter Malthau (below).




WERE ONLY IN IT FOR THE MONEY: Russ Meyer's “Vixen™ (lop and
center), the best of the sexploitation films, cast Erica Gavin as a nym phoma
niac who coupled tmpartially with cvery male she encountered—and an
occasional female as well. “All the Loving Couples” (abowve). which chron

icled a standard suburban wife-swapping marathon, epitomized the all-ont

efforts of sexplottation moguls to compete with the evotica from major studios




PLAYING IT STRAIGHT : 1969 was also a banner yem
for good old heterosexual velationships, as typified by the
antic romance of Al MacGraw and Richard Benjaomin,
the premarital lovers of “Goodbye, Columbus”™ (above).
In “Joanna Genevieve Waile (top cenler) accommo-
dated numerous male friends, mcluding a black gang
leader, Calvin Lockhart. Also helpimg to shatier inier-
racial sex taboos was Stephen Bovd and Dhonne Warwick's
affair in “Slaves,” which featured Aldine King in a reveal-
g tul scene (lop right ); and Marvcello Mastrownn took
the plunge (vaght) in “Leo the Last.” In " The Damned,”
Dk Bogavde and Ingrid Thulin (below) went straight
to bed without bothermg to undress; and Brigitie Bardot's

unabashed nude scene (left) added .s'pr}'(' to “Shalako.”




=11 BOYS AND CIRLS TOGETHER : Before conceiving her demonic infant, Mia Farrow
stripped for action with John Cassavetes, her husband in “Rosemary’s Baby” (top
f left), who bought fame and foriune by allowing Satan to act as his coital proxy in a
grotesquely evotic nightmare, brilliantly filmed by Polish director Roman Polanshe.

{  Mia appeared nude again with Dustin Hoffman in *john and Mary” (top right j—

. the story of a youthful love affair so casual that the participants almost neglected to

! g ' introduce themselves. In “The Sweet Body of Deborah,” a convoluted murder mys-
tery (below left), Jean Sorel and Carroll Baker shared a matvimonial shower; and n
“Belle de Jour,” Catherine Deneuwve (below center) plaved a proper young malron
who surrendered to her sexual fantasies and found that working aflernoons as a pari-
time prostilute in a Parisian brothel provided more exciement than her mariage.




EVERYBODY'S DOING IT: Turned on by the thought of incest, Susunne
Benton tried to catch the eye of Michael Burns, her brother in “That
Cold Day in the Payk™ (tof left); Burns then played the hypotenuse in a
deadly triangle involvmg a prostitute and a frustrated spinster. As a Greek
marriage counselor i A Dream of Kings,” Anthony Quinn fought a los
g baltle to resist a topless and detevmned Inger Stevens (right). With her
date in the driver's seat, Solveig Andersson willingly surrendered herself
in “The Fust Stone” (below left). Having pretended to be her lover, Re-
naud Verley was Jorced by a jealous rival to fondle his own mother, Elsa
Martmelly,in " The Road to Katman du"(-’)arfml'); Prevre Cléementt and Brint

Ekland were more suitably matched in “The Cannibals” (below right).




AND THE BEAT COES ON: Charlton Heston, the aging quarterback in Number One.” shared a marital bed with Jessica
Walter (above left). In “The Fivst Time” (top vight), Jacqueline Bisset provided teenaged admivers with thew fivst lesson in sex
education. Christine Noonan and Malcolm McDowell, vouthful vevolutionaries in “1f . . " grappled tn a voadside diner (above
right). “ The Magic Christian,” based on Terry Southern’s novel, included footage of a briefly costumed Raquel Welch (below
left); and Rod Steiger, attived only tn ornate tattoos (below vight), disporied with Claive Bloom i “The Hlustrated Man” “If
He Hollers, Let Him Go™ (pictuyed im vLavwsoy. October [968) recalled an aflaiy between a coninct—Raymond St Jacques—
and s givlfviend, Barbara McNair (opposite, top left). Before stealing the gate veceipts from a football game, Jim Brown and
Diahann Carvoll took time out in “The Split” (opposite, center); Hovst Buchholz and Daniéle Gaubert left nothing unanswered
in “How. When and with Whom” (opposite, vight). “Camille 20007 ( previcied in peavsoy, May 1969 cast Sitloana Ventwrelli
topposite, far vight) as the hostess of an ofen-house ovgy thal cvotically epitomized the sexually hberaied films of [969.
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“I'm told sex isn't
good for one—but
it’s great for two.”




t’&(! (3’&5!‘&880 lBSS‘)"— from ““Jou Pu Tuan” by Li Yu

THIS IS THE STORY of two young men who
met by chance one fine summer day in a
market place in the province of Che
kiang during the reign of Chil-ho of the
Mongol dynasty. First, they exchanged
ming and hsing, first and last names;
then, as they grew better acquainted,
they made known their nicknames. One
was called Beforemidnight-scholar, be-
cause he did not study very late, and the
other was known as  Aflter-midnight-
burglar, because he did not begin work
very early.

As they sat talking, the most delectable
vision in the world appeared in the
market place, and they halied to stare.
She had a face like a face in a dream, a
figure with the grace of a young bimboo
shoot swayed by the wind, All that
spoiled the view were 1wo ugly and
swpicious-looking  armed servants, who
lollowed a pace behind her.

“Hler father is the great mandarin
Chin,” said Alter-midnight-burglar. “He
keeps her in striciest seclusion in his
house; her name is Aromia. The heir o
the throne is not watched over more
zealously.”

“I am afire with love,” said Belore-
midnight-scholar. “I must have her. I
must tell her of my passion. Bur how?"”

“Very simple,” said the thief. “I shall
steal her for you.”

“But the walls, the moat, the fierce
guards, the vicious watchdogs!™ cried the
scholar,

“Ah, thank vou lor reminding me. I
must durge vou two thousand chvien
more than my first thought,” replicd
Alter-midnight-burglar.

Elementary Chinese prudence should
make an early-retiring scholar wary of a
lateretiving burglar, but the flame of
lust makes ashes ol discretion—and so
the bargain was sealed.

Now, this young housebreaker was no
looby at his trade; he could slide over
walls, ease through locked doors and oil
his way past sleepy guards noiscless as a
mulberry leaf on a gentle breeze. But
how he removed the bound. gagged and
neatly wrapped form ol Aroma from the
mandarin’s house is a technical secrct
not 1o be revealed to the vulgar curious.

When the delicious package had been
laid on the scholar's lloor. money had
chimged hands and  the  after-midmght
artist had withdrawn, the scholar began
1o unwrap his sweetly scented parcel
with trembling hands. Confused and still
dazed with sleep, the girl looked around
her; she was even more beautiful than
he had imagined. Now, scholars, when
confronied with any sort of difhiculty,
invariably resort to a hook—and Belore-
midnight-scholar had one for the occa-
sion. It was an elegant pillow book
of the kind used to disclose the secrets of
matrimony to innocent brides. Wooing

her in a soft voice, the scholar showed
her pictures of those postures of love
known as “the hungry siced gallops 10
the feed crib,” “the buterily collapses
in flight,” “the fire is letched from bhe-
hind the lull,” “the fall lrom the plum
tree”—and some even more lascivious
than these.

Aroma, strange to say, was [ar more
skeptical than astonished. “Impossible!”
she kept saving. “1 don’t believe it!”
He assured her that love makes all
possible—and gently, they went from ar-
gument to experiment, peering at the
book to muke sure that evervihing was
done correctly. Aroma soon proved to be
a most gilted and ambitious student.

Three davs later.  Before-midnight-
scholar stageered from his hedroom and
called for a sedan chair, in order to take
a tour ol the city for respite. He felt too
drained to be capable of lovemaking for
many months. but an hour or so of
leisurcly rambling revived his spirit. It
was revived even more sharply when he
arrived in the silk market and suddenly
found himself gazing at a gitl of even
more subtle and piquant beauty than
Aroma. She was standing before a pros-
perous shop, in the act of bidding good-
bye 1o a fat and somewhat elderly
merchant who seemed on the point of set-
ting out on a journcy. Before-midnight-
scholar was suddenly overwhelmed with
the desire to shop for an elegant piece of
goods. He turned the sedan chair toward
the humble dwelling of After-midnight-
burglar.

“It is possible, but expensive,” said the
thicf. “The lady’s name is Fruit Blossom.
Her hushand, the silk merchant, is trou-
bled with an ailment of the heart; and
my guess is that his disability has made
impossible a [ull and vigorous conjugal
life, il you catch my meaning. Now. as
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your agent, I don my best garments and
sct off for the silk market.”

Fruit Blossom, a simple and inno-
cent girl, was much impressed with this
smooth-talking agent who represented, as
he said, a rich buyer who was interested
in only the finest of merchandise. She
was even more distracted when she met
the handsome buyer, lingered in long
private negotiations with him over tea
and ended up by showing him her dear-
est wares.

In due time, the merchant returned
from his journey: and in due time, he
reured to bed with his wile. He arose
shortly with a terrible shock and a
pounding heart. It had become painfully
clear to him that Fruit Blossom had
learned some astonishing notions in his
absence.

As he was convalescing, he received a
cll from Alter-midnight-burglar in the
guise of a respectable agent. Alter many
polite expressions of sympathy, the caller
subtly suggested thar, for the sake ol
health and serenity, the merchant might
be willing to part with his voung wile
for a handsome price—and, sighing, the
old man agreed.

The thief then hurried to the home of
the scholar., who mer him with expres-
sions of despair. “T am dying superbly.”
he said, “but nevertheless, T hate dying.
Life is nothing but Fruit Blossom by day
and Avoma by night. And both of these
innocent  beauties have  developed  the

‘most voracious appetites. Soon I shall be

with my ancestors.™

“Complain no longer,” said the bur-
glar, “for I have a plan. I happen to
have a kindly old aunt in Pcking. Her
truly delightful establishment is known
as the Grotto of the Demigods, and T
know that she will welcome Aroma and
Fruit Blossom.™

Summer has passed and the leaves
have fallen. The snow has come. The
sophisticated gendemanly society of Pe-
king is agog over the sensational athletic
performances ol Aunt Chen's new proté-
gées. What great mandarin of the court
has not already fallen from the plum
tree or {etched hire from behind the hill?

In a fine house in the richest sector of
the city lives a gentleman known 1o his
friends as Formerafter-midnight-burglar,
In a hovel in the slums lives a poor man
who has lost all his wealth and, because
he must labor at many jobs of hack
writing and tutoring, he is known as
Allnight-scholar. As Lao-tzu, in his eter-
nal wisdom, has told us:

3

The five colors darken the eye;

The five sounds will deaden the car;
The five flavors weary the laste.
Chasing the beasts of the freld

Can dyive a man mad,

—»Retold by Robert McNear B 183
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Revolutionized ‘Football

very unorthodox Jews, and not merely in
the religious sense. Mr. Schwartz, for
instance, was—ol all things—a boiler-
maker, the founder and working presi-
dent of the Casco Bay Boiler Works, Inc.
Nothing lazed him and his wife, least of
all the stream of young goyim that
flowed through the house with the
Schwartz children. Sammy and Simmy
were the oldest of a regular clutch of
Schwartzes, in a happy, rambuncrious,
casual house without any of the hrettul
formalities and taboos that the rest of us
were hounded with at home.

Unul Garbh Cartright came ambling
around the corner on the dot of 11 the
next morning. there had been only ten
ol us tossing Phil Pike's football around
in front of the Schwartz house. The
football, less than a month old, had heen
Mr. Pike’s present o his son on his 15th
birthday. We called Phil “Rumble Seat.”
There may have been a touch ol adoles-
cent aueliy in the erm. but it was an
accurate description. Phil’s five feet of
hard-muscled body was warped by a spi-
nal defect that made his back, from the
lower reachies ol the rib cage to well
bevond the coceyx, resemble a ski jump
in clothing, while his buttocks stuck out
so far to the rear that once, when Phil
Fastened an old bicycle millight 1o the
scat of his britches, he didn’t get the
laugh he'd hoped for; on the contrary,
the light seemed to us a sensible precau-
tionary measure. He also had a minor
speech delecr, but perhaps from uncon-
scious adolescent  compassion, we  never
ook advanmtage ol that.

Garb stopped beside me just as Jack
Beaumaison, 20 vards down the sireet,
was hunting a receiver for the pass his
arm was cocked 1o throw. Suddenly, the
endless Cartright arms were in the air
and Garb was velling, in his aacked
voice: “Hey, Jack, me! Throw it to
me!”

With  an  Oh-God-what'll-he-think-of -
next expression on his handsome [ace,
Juck threw it 1o ham.

I'd never seen Garb so much as hold a
foothall, and 1 doubted if he could play
the game ac all. T therclore viewed the
approaching pass—a solt, wobbly floater
—with a contemptuous disinterest that
changed, as the ball slipped  through
Garb’s huge hands and went bouncing
crazily along the street behind him. to
smug satislaction. But when Garb, after
disjointedly pursuing the ball and dum-
silv picking it up, threw it hack 1o voung
Beaumaison-—Yipest—my eyelids popped
apart so hard, fast and wide that they
were sore for a day and o half. For whin
came at Jack, and nearly knocked him
gallev-west when he ciught it was a flag,
perlect spival thar covered 40 yinds and
had less drop in trajectory than a 307,30
buller. "Hey!"" Jack bawled. “You trying
10 kill mee”

(continued from page 166)

“Gee, I'm sorry, [Jack,” Garb said.
When he returned to where 1 was stand-
ing, he didn’t notice the astonishment on
my face. “I can throw pretty good some-
times,” he wold me in a matter-of-fac
voice, "My mother don't like me to play.
though. She’s scared T'll hurt my darned
old hands or something.”

“What're you doing here, then, if your
mother won't let you play?”

“Aw,” Garb said. “a guy can have one
sceret, can't he?”

Our business was too important to be
done inside the Schwartz house, which
was echoing with the fun and games of
the smaller Schwartzes and their cater-
wauling cronies. By twos and threes, we
drilted into the back vard, where nicked
and cdimbable wees, festooned with swings
made from rope and old tires, spread
above the bhire earth like a living jun-
gle gvm. Frightened, stunted cdumps of
prass shrank up against the fence or hud-
dled between its pickets in a last stand,
desperate but doomed, against the feet
of litde boys at frantic play.

There were three matters on the agen-
daz (1) The clection ol a captain, (2) a
name for the wam and (3) the assign-
ment of positions. The fist of these was
no problem and was settled quickly. Jim
Godalming, who was known (I forget
why) as "the Old Black Doctor,” nomi-
nated Hal Alvarson: the Burning Bush
seconded; the vote was unanimous; and
that was that

The sccond ook more time. A dozen
suggestions were tossed into the hopper,
ground to dust, then dumped, T turned
one possible name 1o powder singlehand-
edly: the Pine-Tree Punters, which little
Mush McWhirter had timidly proflered.
“Good teams don't pum.” I said with
unaccustomed  firmness. It was a fine,
ringing statement that T'd read some-
where; the others, who hadn’t read it,
were impressed. Eventually, we decided
to call ourselves the Forest Avenue Rang-
ers, which had all sorts ol virile conno-
tations.

I had reason to Tecl that the third item
on the iagenda would dissolve into a
Donnybrook. since evervhody, including
me, would expeat to be quarterback, or
at least in the backheld. T was wying to
choose the ree that would give me the
best protection against the roundhouse
swings of my [riends when T heard our
newly minted captain announce. ex G-
thedra: “I've heen thinking, and I think
that il Whittaker and those bums’ve got
a coach, we oughta have one ourselves.”

Uncomprehension in the vanks. Then:
“"Who here’s got a hrother that used to
play foothball?” the Old Black Docior
asked.

“Who said a coach has to've been a
playerz” Hal demanded. “All he's got to
be is smart.”

“So who's smart?”
Schwartz asked.

“Him.” Hal’s finger pointed straighe at
me. I became an instant statue. My ab-
ruptly accelerated heart threatened to
bust right through my breastbone. 10 1
hadn’t been made breathless, I'd have
caught my breath at the thought that
perhaps here, now, at last, my near dec-
ade ol omnivorous reading was going to
pay oft. 1 wanted to close my eyes and
wait to hear loud shouts of assent ring-
ing in my ears.

I kept them open. however, and all T
heard was loud consternation. Raucous
Laughter. Contempruous snorts. Then:
“That guy?” Jim Fletcher said. “My
dog’s smarter than him.”

“Better lookin’, too,” What's-His-Name
added. This was a squat, square-laced,
hard liule towhead whose real name,
John Smith, was so common that we
could never think of it.

“Look, fellas,” Hal said patiently,
“he’s the voungest guy in his class at
school, right? So that makes him smart.
And he reads all the time, don’t he? So
he can read up on trick pliys and stuft
like that and pick out the best ones to
give us. And, besides,” he wemt on,
clinching his argument. “he's the worst
player around, right? So if he's the coach,
he can't play, and with him on the side
lines, we can't lose.”

While this dialog droned on, 1 was
seeing  visions of mvself, borne in
triumph ofl field alter held on the victo-
rious shoulders of what every sportswrit-
er, from Grantland Rice on down, called
“Brown’s  Juggernaut”—the most  bril-
liantly coached powerhouse in the history
ol Tootball.

“Brown may be lousy,” said Jack
Beaumaison glumly, “but we’ll only be
ten men without him.”

“And we've seraped the bottom of the
barrel already, it looks like,” said the
Burning Bush, glaring at tiny Mush
McWhirter.

“Right through the bottom and out,”
said What's-His-Name, glaring a1 Garb.

Snapping back to reality, I babbled, ~1
know a guy I can ger wo play for us. A
big guy. Real wough.”

“"Who?" Jim Fleicher asked nastily.
“Who do you know that’s real tough=”

“He lives on Bradiord Street, ofl Pine,
on the way 10 the Western Promenade.
Near where I used to live. And he's
wood. I can get him, Tomorrow.™

My tone must have carried more con-
fdence than 1 felt, becruse, after a few
dving grumbles, I was elected coach—but
without much enthusiasm on the voiery’
part. A good deal of ire was aroused,
however, by coach DBrown's statement
that he would not anmounce his linc-up
until thvee var. the next aliernoon,
when practice would begin at the Dell
estate; meanwhile. he would make an
intensive study of the various positions

(continued on page 270)
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a rich assemblage of yuletide gifts—imported, bespoke or special-order—that require advance notice

PRESENTS
PERFECT

1. Six-piece monogrammed terry bath-towel set, $48, plus bross towel rock, $55, both from Shaxted. 2. Condor RSM electronic unit
can be connected to both reed and brass musical instruments; imitates the sound of sax, tuba and others, by Innovex, $595. 3. Giftee's
likeness cost in bronze, by Barbara Gainey, $800. 4. Stereo system that enobles sound selections to vary from room to room, with tapes,
records and radio housed in a single unit, by Boulton Stereo System, $1500-$3000. 5. Hammered sterling-silver chess set, by George
Chiou, about $6000. 6. Ployer-piane rolls, $1.45 each, presage the gift of a player piono, about $1495, all from Lyon & Healy. 7. Wil-
kinson limited-edition investiture sword is o replica of one used by Queen Elizabeth, from Sears, Roebuck, $200. 8. Desktop electronic
calculator model ICC-500W computes percentages, interest, etc., by Sony, $1250. 9. Aluminum trunk fitted with bar, from Blooming-
dale's, $90. 10. Home Language Lab comes with a cossette for pronunciation comparison, by Linguaphone Institute of America, $695.

SANTA COURTESY OF THE BETTMANN ARCHIVE




1. Smoked Plexiglas floor lamp, from Raymor, $189. 2. Model 2000 tronsistorized color TV thot's one of a limited production of 2000,
by RCA, $2000. 3. Lucite “'tree of life"" cubes can be embedded with objects of your choice, by William J. Opper, $75. 4. Monogrammed
Italian antiqued-leather attoché case, from Abercrombie & Fitch, $195. 5. Wings canvas one-suiter, from Alfred Dunhill, $75. 6. Spanish
deerskin leather tote, from Abercrombie & Fitch, $98.50. 7. ltalian coal rock, designed by Tippett, has movable arms, from Knoll,
$300. B. Marble shell-shaped pedestal sink, $795, with 24-kt. gold-ploted fixtures, $165, both by Sherle Wagner. 9. Mahogany and
aluminum steering wheel, from V. Haan, $39.95. 10, Silk neck square, from Allen Winston, $10. 11. Sterling-silver cigarette/cigar
box thot's cedar lined, from C. D. Peacock, $550. 12. Fleece-lined sheepskin boots with raw-leather thongs, by Jean Claude Killy—
Wolverine, $85. 13. Transistorized auto rally computer, by Hever Time, $425, 14. Custom vicuiia robe, from A. Sulka, $950.

SANTA REPRINTED WITH PERMISSION OF THE COC. COMPANY, COPYRIGHT 16952, THE COCA-COLA COMPANY,




1. Battery-powered desk clock, by Washington Works, $64. 2. King-size bedspread of Ejare, o special breed of chinchilla, from
Reimex, £729. 3. Playboy gift offer includes Club key-card, four glass-bottomed metal tankards and a LeRoy Neiman print, from Playboy
Clubs International, $30. 4. Supergraphic-design portable bar, fram Harvey Prabber, $99B. 5. The Maynard, a remote-cantrol golf cart,
by Citation, $495. 6. Mini 72 autamatic sauna heater, by Hela Marketing, $450. 7. UHF Skyphone for use in airplanes is free af noise
and interference, by Skyphone Division Litton Industries, $3994. B. Pertoosh muffler of cashmere and silk, from Neiman-Marcus, $35.
9. Hand-cut Danish pipe, from Snug Harbour, $45. 10. Handmade briar pipe, by Savinelli, $300. 11. Horoscape Record-af-the-Month
Club subscription, from Future Record, $30. 12. Insta-tape Mini-mate multicartridge unit can be preprogrammed to play up to
eight hours of nonrepetitive selections, by Ampra, $4315. 13. Mexican geode mounted an a brass base, from Decorator’s Walk, $75.
SANTA BY IBM 350-40 PHOTOGRAPHY BY BILL ARSENAULT
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PLAYRBOY

PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

said, ‘Momma, do vou have a picce of
bread?' Did you see him belore hope was
snufled out by despair?” The white mid-
dle class is paving less tax money o sup-
port welfare mothers than it is to support
the farm industry. T don’t hear them com-
plaining about that. The bulk of their
tax money goes to subsidizing the rich
and fighting wars abroad—wars fought
by the sous of wellare mothers. not by
the middle-class kids who go to college.
The middle class invests in America with
its tax dollars, but the poor have to invest
their lives.

PLAYBOY: Is it possible to raise a Lamily
on the Tunds provided by wellare? Many
claim it isn't

JACKSON: Let me put it this wav: If I
give vou 22 cents for a meal, vou know
pretty well whar vou're going 1o get to
cat. I thought I knew what poverty was
all about umtil T went on our hunger
campaign. [ saw children eating red day.
Doctors call it pica when people who
don’t get sufficient food ear things thar
have the appearance of food. T saw a
mother give her child saltines and onions
for breakflast and send her off to school
on that. I saw a white mother with four
kids, one of whom. a boy, had leukemia.
He drank all the milk the family was
allotted on a food-stamp  supplement,
and it wasn't enouzh eéven for him. She
took him everywhere in a littde wagon,
the kind Kids play with. He was frail and
helpless, and the mother was exhausted;
the entire Tamily looked bloodless and
[rightened, as if they would never have a
moment’s jov. I can understand why they
might feel that way, living as they must
with the fact thar there is a ceiling on
the wellare allotment but no ceiling on
the rent or the food prices or the
amount of tragedy a Tamily can suffer.
The insulhcient wellare funds are espe-
cially damaging to habies. Eighty percent
of the brain develops during the three
months immediately before hirth and the
first three vears of life. The minds of
welfare children, who cannot get enough
to eat, are stricken early,

Ptayeoy: Why don’t welfare allowances
provide adequate support?

JACKSON: Wellare allotments tend 1o be
about one third of the mimimal standard
of living as defined by the Government.
In Texas. New York and California this
year, even that meager appropriation was
ait. Furthermore, rents and food prices
are higher in poor arcas than in middle-
class areas, so the poor must sl'x'.'m[ more,
even though they have less. The resule of
this deprivation is that the black child
goes o school without breakbast, cannot
afford lunch at school and cannot look
forward 10 a decent supper at night. Flis
hunger is such a distraction that he is not
motivated to learn. All of these clements
combine to place him farther and farther

188 behind in school. He has no goals. no

(continued from page 112)

hero images, no sense ol purpose or iden-
tity. He is physically weaker than his
white contemporaries and probably sickly,
because he doesn't get medical are.
PLAYBOY: Larlier, vou referred to the dom-
inance ol prolessional sports by black
athletes. That doesn’t fiv with the image
ol physical weakness you just presented.
JACKSON: Some men will thrive even in a
prison cump, so it isn't surprising thi
vou'll find an occasional black vouth who
overcomes  his poverty. But the impor-
tant reason for the dominance ol black
athletes is that a high proportion of black
men—Dboth those who ate well and those
who didn't—directed  themselves  toward
athletics because the field was more open
to them duin any other. More blacks tried
to be boxers because there was no point
in wying to be a bookkeeper or a mathe-
matician. A bliack man whose mind might
lave had  great  aptitude  lor  math
wouldn’t have been wrained by a ghetto
school. It made more sense lor him to try
10 be a ballplaver, even a thivd-rae one,
because it was so unlikely that he'd have
a Lair chance o be anything clse.
PLAYBOY: A persistent part ol the white
stercotype ol the black man is that he
runs faster and jumps higher than whiies.
But some anthropologists have  claimed
recently that there actually are genctic
diflerences between white and black, Will
this new evidence worsen the relationship
between white and black?

JACKSON: It won't allect us. The black
man has never needed o believe tha
there are differences; that's a white man's
problem. Our nawres are the same. Our
urges and drives as people are the same.
Mankind has one father. and  that's
time. It has one mother, and that's nature.
Both of these life processes are sound
and consistent and universal, The third
process is brotherhood, which is all messed
up. because white folks have tried 1o with-
draw [rom it. The eternal existential
dilemmas of [ate and death, guile and
condemmnation, emptiness and  meaning-
lessness are the same for all men. But our
relationship, based upon distorvted infor-
mation peddled by white folks who re-
ject the humanity ol others, has been
perverted.

PLAYBOY: What ure the psvdiological and
wultural  dillerences between white and
black, il any?

JACKSON: Slavery is our cultural hentage
and it should have been a thoroughly
destructive one. But imstead of secing
ourselves as slaves [rom Africa brought
over to serve the lusts and wanmts of
white people, a providental way of
seeing our slavery is that we are mission-
aries sent [rom Alvica by God to save the
human race. Who else is in a position so
close to the Pentagon, the greatest threat
to the world’s existence? Who else is in a
position to literally rvedirece the most
powerful economy on carth? Who else in

the world is in the enemy’s kitchen and
his schoolroom? We are, perhaps, the
only ethnic group in the world that has
the power o redivect the destiny of
white America. Neither China nor Rus-
sit nor France nor England could do it
I don’t look for white {olks o give me
any direction. My experience has taught
me that white people are spivitually im-
potent, by and large, hecause all they've
really produced is a lot of goods and
services amd a lot ol death.
PLAYBOY: That's a sweeping condemna-
tion. Would vou say that the late Nor-
man Thomas, to name one of many men,
was spiritually impotent?
JACKSON: No, he was certainly a spiritual
man, and vou could find others. The
point is that such a man is not represent-
ative of the white Americin culture. In
fact, the secondary roles that genuinely
humane white people are forced 1o play
is indicative of what I'm wrving 1o say.
Black society chooses 1o he led by its
prophets, white society by its hustlers,
The men of highest sensibility in white
society find themselves rebelling from it
—just as blacks must rebel. America is
known not for her capacity 1o love and
heal but for her capacity to organize and
kill. America has an aristocratic, military
dehnition of man. American men judge
themselves by their wealth, status and
power, not by their intelligence, compas-
sion or creativity. That's why the idea of
looking for racial equality here is a farce.
To become equal o white folks would
be to become part of the greatest tradi-
tion ol killing in the history of the world.
PLAYBOY: That might sound to some not
only like a blatant overstatement but like
a procdiimation ol black supremacy.
JACKSON: I don’t know what it sounds
like, bur T know whiu the record will in-
dicate. There is no evidence ol Africa
invading Europe, of her early advanced
civilizations  killing or enslaving other
nations. Historically. blacks have not been
the aggressors in war, not even here in
America. We did not mobilize 1o go to
war lor our long-overdue justice, but
there have been wars ol injustice waged
against us. The profound men in this
culture have been black—Frederick Doug-
lass, for example, who was more perti-
nent than Lincoln on  the subject of
slavery and the liberation of mankind.
And the crusader for justice in Mississip-
pi was Medgar Evers, not Jim Eastland.
In New York, Malcolm was pertinent,
not Nelson Rockeleller, who did not bat
an eve when he approved the wellare
cuts. The one who cried out for peace in
the world and meant it was not the
white leader, President Johnson; it was
the black leader, Dr. King. During the
past 15 vears, Dr. Abernathy has been
more relevant than any American Presi-
dent. Blacks have striven for moral dig-
nity and, by contrast with America’s state
of immorality, we appear to be moral
(continued on page 290)



article By DANIEL S. ANTHONY the nation’s top
graphologist demonstrates that when the medium
is longhand, the message is one’s personality
THE NEXT TIME you apply for a job, don't be surprised if the
personnel director asks you to fill out the application in
longhand—with no typing allowed. Your prospective employer
may be among the growing number of businesses that use
handwriting analysis as a hiring tool. My estimate is that at
least 600 American companies are now employing the services
of reputable graphologists, and the comparable figures from
Europe are even more impressive: A 1966 survey ol industries
in the metropolitan area of Amsterdam determined that 80
out of 100 firms polled were using either staff or outside pro-
fessional graphologists to help them select and promote com-
pany personnel.

Even in the world of psychoanalysis, graphology has made
some signilicant achievements. There are still more psychol-
ogists who would scorn its use before they would promote
it, but many are now ready to admit that an indepih grapho-
logical analysis Irequently gets 1o the core of a patient’s emotions
more quickly and accurately than conventional psychoanalyti-
cal procedures. Again to use the European example, Lew dlinical
or industrial psychologists on the Continent would think of
going out to practice without some training in handwriting
analysis. Remarkably, graphology enjoys special favor m Swit-
zerland, home of the Rorschach test. But it is in the business
world, where success is measured mostly on the balance sheer,
and where executives are less interested in academic tradition
than in results, that graphology is being accorded its most
dramatic acceptance. Personncl minagers don’t care whether
or not their evaluative techniques are endorsed by the psycho-
logical establishment: they do care that the techniques work, that
the people they hire perform according to expectations. Profes-
sional handwriting analysis, no mawer what might be said
about 1ts more dubious amateur practitioners, has delivered.
The accumulated statistics for the past six vears of my own
use of graphology in personnel assessment—which involves the
hiring process, lrom secretaries all the way up to executive
management—tallies out at bewter than 86 percent accuricy,
based solely on reports [rom the companies with which I've
dealt. T was especially amused by a comment Robert Wenzlaff
of The Equitable Life Assurance Society made at a meeting of
the New York City Life Managers Association about my work:
“I have hired twenty men whom Anthony rejected in his
evaluations,” Wenzlaff' told the group. “To date, nineteen of
those men are no longer with us and the twenticth will be
leaving before the end of the month.” In increasing numbers,
you will find not only personnel directors but sales nanagers,
teachers, social workers, marrnige counsclors, vocational ad-
visors, psychologists, doctors and even lawyers using graphology
to better understand the people with whom they have to work.
Word is finally beginning 1o get out that handwriting is a
sort of brain writing and that graphology, as practiced by a
prolessional, is far more than a subspecies of fortunetelling.

Graphology is based on the (continued on page 278)
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Pencil-striped Dacron and cotton shirt
with flare-spread collar and French
cuffs, by Aetna, $9.50, looks right
with a 4% -inch-wide print silk tie, by
Oleg Cassini for Burma Bibas, $8.50.

Cotton broadcloth shirt with medium-
spread collar and French cuffs, by Sero,
$10, coordinates well with a classic
Art Deco—patterned chain-link print
wide ltalian silk tie, by Madonna, $15.
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Windotvpun?—putterned imported cot- bold shirts and broad Su.bdues:i colorf.-d print-patterned  silk
ton shirt with a short-spread collar, : : i shirt with medium-spread collar and
tapered body and French cuffs, by Bill 31_6’5f0?' getting somethung French cuffs, by Gant, $25, can be
Blass for PBM, $22.50, and a geometric- zmpon‘anf on _your chest worn with a multicolor tapestry-design

patterned silk tie, by Resilio, $10. silk tie, by Ralph Lauren for Polo, $20.
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Random-striped cotton broadcloth shirt
with a medium-spread collar and
French cuffs, by Hathaway, $15, is
shown with o print-patterned silk tie,
by Liberty of London for Berkley, $10.
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Cotton broadcloth body shirt with long-
pointed collar, fly front and French
cuffs, by Pierre Cardin for Eagle, $16,
and a silk tie, from the Sassafras
and Clover Collection by Liebert, $10.
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Colorful cotton

medium-wide-striped
shirt with a long-pointed collar and
single French cuffs, $25, and a striped
extra-wide pure silk tie, $15, both
made in England by Turnbull & Asser.

Appliqué-design imported cotton shirt
with one-piece collar and body that
can be worn either outside or tucked
into slacks, $35, is shown with a siriped
silk tie, $15, both by R. Meledandri.

Geometric windowpane-check ltalian
Jacquard weave cotton shirt with point-
ed collar, fitted body and double cuffs,
by Madonna, $25, and a woven plaid
wide silk tie, by Bert Pulitzer, $12.50.

Imported cotton solid-color shirt with
long-pointed collar and French cuffs,
made in England by Turnbull & Asser,
$22.50, and a bold geometric-patterned

ltalian silk tie, by Cerruti, $B.50.
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crOOks tour (continued [rom page 116)

Ashes don't deteriorate.”

“No, T suppose not. How silly of me.
But let Wordsworth put it in the Kitch-
en, just the same. We don’t want to he
reminded all the time of my poor sister.
Now, let me show vou mv room. I have
more ol my Venice treasures there.”

She had, indeed. Her dressing table
gleamed with them: mirvors and powder
jars and ashtrays and bowls for salety
pins. “They brighten the darkest day,”
she said. There was a very large double
bed as amlicued as the glass. I am
especially attached 1o Venice,” she ex-
plained, “because 1 began my real career
there, and my wavels. T have alwavs been
very fond ol travel. It's a great grief o
me that my travels now are curtailed.”

“Age strikes us all before we know it,”
I saad.

“Age?z T was not referring to age. 1
hope I don’t look all that decrepit, Hen-
ry, but T like having a companion and
Wordsworth is very occupicd now, be-
cause he's studying 1o enter the London
School ol LEconomics. This is Words
worth’s snuggery,” and she opened the
door from an adjoining room. It was
cowded with glass Disney hgures and
worse—all the grinning mice and cats
and hares from inferior American car-
woon hilms, blown with as much care as
the chandelier.

“From Venice, too,” my aunt said,
“dever but not so preuy. I thought them
suitable, however, for a man’s room.”

“Does he like them?”

“He spends very litde time there,” my
aunt sand. “what with his studies and
everything else. . . "

“T wouldn’t like to wake up 10 them,”
1 said.

“He scldom does,”

My aunt led me back to the sitting
room, where Wordsworth had Eud ow
three more Venetian glasses with gold
rims amnd a jug ol water with colors
mingled like marble. The bottle of Black
Label looked normal and out of place,
rather like the only man in a dinner
jacket at a fancy-dress party, a compari-
son that came at omee to my mind,
because I have found mysell  several
tumes m that uncomlortable situation,
since 1 have a rooted objection to dress
ing up.

Wordsworth said, “The telephone 1alk
all the bloody time while vou not here.
Ar tell them you don gone 1o a very
smart funeral.”

“It’s so convenient when one can tell
the truth,” my aunt said. “Was there no
message:"

“Oh, poor old Waordsworth not under-
stand one bloody word. T say to them
vou no talk English. They go away
double quick.”

My aunt poured out larger portions of
whiskey than I am accustomed to.

“A litde more warter, please, Aunt
Augusta.”

“I can say now to both ol you how
relieved 1 am that evervthing went with-
out a hitch. T once attended a very
important funeral—the wile of a [amous
man of letters, who had not been the
most [aithful of husbands. It was soon
after the first great War had ended, 1
was living in Brighton and I was very
interested at that time in the Fabians. I
had learned about them from vour fa-
ther when I was a girl. T arived early as
a spectator and I was leaning over the
Communion rail—if vou can call it that
m a  crematorium - chapel—urying 1o
mitke out the names on the wreaths. I
was the first there, all alone with the
flowers and the coffin. Wordsworth must
lorgive me for telling this story at such
length—he has heard ic before. Let me
refresh your gliss.”

“No, no, Aunt Augusta. I have more
than enough.”

“Well, I suppose T was fumbling about
a little 100 much and I must have acci-
dentally touched a button. The coffin
began 1o slide away, the doors opened, 1
could fcel the hot air of the oven and
hear the flap ol the flames, the coflin
went in and the doors closed and, at that
very moment, in walked the whele grand
party, Mr. and Mrs, Bernard Shaw, M.
H. G. Wells, Miss . Nesbhit (to use her
miiden name), Dr. Havelock Ellis, Mr.
Ramsav MacDonald and the widower,
while the clergyman—nondenomination-
al. of course—came through a door on
the other side of the rail. Somebody
began to play a humanist hymn by Ed-
ward  Carpenter, "Cosmos, O Cosmos,
Cosmos shall we call Thee? But there
was no collin.”

“Whatever did yvou do, Aunt Augusta®”

“I buried my face in my handkerchiel
and simulated grief; but vou kuow, T
don’t think anvone—except, I suppose,
the clergyman, and he kept dumb about
it—noticed thae the coflin wasn’t there.
The widower certainly didn’t; but then,
he hadn’t noticed his wile lor some
years. Dr. Havelock Ellis made a very
moving address—or so it seemed to me
then: I hadn’t fimally plumped for Cathol-
icism, though I was on the brink—about
the dignity of a Tuneral service conducted
without illusions or rhetoric. He could
truthlully have said without a COTPSE, 100,
Evervbody was quite satished. You cn
understand why @I was very cwelul this
morning not to lumble.”

I looked at my aunt surreptitiously
over the whiskey. T didn’t know what to
say. “How sad”™ scemed inappropriate. I
wondered whether the funeral had ever
really taken place, though in the months
that followed, I was 1o realize that my
aunt’s stories were always basically true
—only minor details might sometimes be
added to compose a picture. Wordsworth

found the right words for me. He said,
“We must allays go careful careful at a
funeral.” He added, “In Mendeland—
ma first wife, she was Mende—they go
open deceased person’s back an they go
take out the spleen. If spleen be too big,
then deceased person was a witch in
evervone mock the whole [amily and lef
the funeral double quick. That happen
to ma wife's pa. He dead of malaria, but
these ignorant people, they don know
malaria make the spleen big. So ma wile
and her ma, they go right away lrom
Mendeland and come 1o Freetown. They
don want to be mocked by the neighbors.”

“There must be a great many witches
in Mendeland,” my aunt said.

“Ya'as, sure thing there are. Plenty too
niny.”

I saicl, "I really think T must be going
now, Aunt Augusta. I can’t keep myv
mind off the mowing machine. It will he
quite rusted in this rain.”

“Will you miss vour mother, Henpy="

“Oh, yes . .. ves,” T said. T hadn’t
really thought about it, so eccupicd had
1 been with all the arringements for the
luneral, the interviews with her solicitor,
with her bank manager, with an estate
agent aranging for the sale of her litle
house in north London. It is difficult,
too, for a single man to know how to
dispose ol all the female wappings. Fur-
niture can be auctioned, but what cmn
one do with the unfashionable under-
clothes of an old lady, the hall-empty
pots ol old-fashioned cream? I asked my
aunt.

“I am afraid 1 didn’t share vour moth-
er's taste in clothes, or even in cold
aeam. I would give them 10 her daily
maid. on condition she takes everything
—everything.”

“You will come one day and see my

dahlias, won’t you? They are in full
bloom.”
“Of course, Henry, now that I have

found you again, I shan’t easily let vou
go. Do vou enjoy mavel?”

“I've never had the opportunity.™

“With Wordsworth so occupied. we
might mitke a little wip or two 1ogether.”

“Gladly, Aunt August.” It never oc
curred o me that she meant farther than
the seaside.

“I will telephone you,” my aunt said.

Wordsworth showed me to the door,
and it was only owtside, when 1 passed
the Crown and Anchor, that I remem
bered T had left behind my little pack
age. 1 wouldn’t have remembered at all
il the girl in the jodhpurs had not said
angrily, as I pushed past the open win-
dow, “Peter can talk about nothing but
cricket.  All 1the summer it went on,
Nothing but the fucking ashes.”

I don’t like to hear such adjectives on
the lips ol an attractive voung girl, but
her words reminded me sharply that |
had lefe all that remained of my mother
in Aunt Augusta’s kitchen. I went back
to the street door. There was a row of
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bells with a kind of microphone above
each of them. I touched the right one
and heard Wordsworth’s voice. “Who be
there?”

I said, “It’s Henry Pulling.”

“Don know anyone called that name.”

“I've only just left vou. I'm Aunt
Augusta’s nephew.”

“Oh. that guy,” the voice said.

“I left a parcel with you in the kitchen.”

“You wan it hack?”

“Please, il 1t's not
bles. <."

Human communication, it sometimes
seems Lo me, involves an exageerated
amount of time. How briefly and 1o the
point people always scem o speak on
the stage or on the screen, while in real
life, we stumble [rom phrase o phrase
with endless repetition.

“A  brown-paper
worth’s voice asked.

“Yes. "

“You wan me bring it down right
away?"

“Yes, il it's not too much

“It’s a bloody lot of trouble,” Words-
worth said. “Stay there.”

I was prepared to be very cold 1o him
when he brought the parcel. but he
opened the streer door wearing a friend-
Iy gvin.

“Thank vow.” 1 said with as much
coldness as I could muster, “lor the great
trouble vou have taken.”

I noticed that the parcel was no longer
sealed. “Has somebody opened thisz”

“Ar jus wan to sce what you got there.”

“You might have asked me.”

“Why, man,” he said, “you not ol
lended ar Wordsworth?”

“I didn't like the way vou spoke just
now.”

“Man, it's jus that lide mike there, Ar
wan o make it say all kind of rude
things. There ar am up there, and down
there ma voice is. popping out into the
strect, where no one sce iUs only old
Wordsworth., It's a sort ol power, man.
Like the burning bush when He spoke
o old Moses. One day it was the parson
come [rom St. George's in the square. An
he says, in a very aream-in-vour-tea sort of
voice, ‘T wonder, Miss Bertram. if I could
come up and have a litde din about our
bazar.” "Sure, man.” ar sav, ‘you wearing
vour dog collar?” “Why, yes” he say, ‘of
course, who is that?' "Man,” ar say, ‘vou
better put on a muzze, too, hefore you
go come up here” ™

“What did he sayz”

“He wen away and never come back.,
Youwr auntie laugh like hell when ar old
her. But ar didn't mean him harm. It
was jus old Wordsworth tempted by that
litle old mike.”

“Are you really studying for the Lon-
don School of Economics:” I asked.

“Oh, tha's a joke your auntie makes.
Ar mow workin® at the Granada Palace.
Ar got a uniform. Jus lak a general. She

too much trou-

parcel?”  Words-

194 lak ma uniform. She stop an say, ‘Arc

vou the LEmperor Jones? ‘No, ma'am,’
ar say, "ar'm only old Wordsworth.” “‘Oh,’
she say. “thou child of joy, shout round
me, let me hear thy shouts, thou happy
shepherd bov." "You write that down for
me, ar sav. It sound good. Ar like it." Ar
say it over and over. Ar know it now
good, lak a hymn.”

I was a litde conlused by his garrulity.
“Well, Wordsworth,” T said, “thank you
for all your wrouble and I hope one day
I shall see you again.”

“This here mighty important parcel?”

“Yes. 1 suppose it is.”

“Then ar think vou owe a dash to old
Wordsworth,” he said.

“A dash®”

SAE T Y

Remembering what my aunt had told
me. [ went quickly away.

Just as 1 had expected, my new lawn
mower was wet all over: T dried it care-
fully and oiled the blades belore T did
anvthing else. Then I boiled mysell two
eggs and made a cup of tea lor lunch.

- - -

I was weeding the dahlias, the Polar
Beauties and the Golden @eaders and the
Requiems, when my telephone began to
ring. Being unused 1o the sound that
shattered all the peace of my liule gar-
den, T assumed thar it was a wrong
number. | had very lew Iriends, although
before my retivement, 1 hoasted a great
many acquaintances. There were clients
who had staved with me for 20 vers,
who had known me in the same branch
as clerk, cashier and manager. and yeu
they remained acquaintances. The bank
was then vy whole life, and now there
were my dahlias.

I neglecied the elephone, feeling so
sure that 1t was a4 wrong number, but
when the ringing persisted, I lelt my
dahlias and went in.

The 1clephone stood on the hling cab-
inet, where 1 keep my accounts and all
the correspondence that my mother’s
death crused. 1 had not received as miny
letters as I was receiving now, since 1
ceased to be manager: the solicitor's let-
ters, leuers from the undertaker, [rom
the Inland Revenue, the cematorium
lees, the doaor's bills, National Health
Torms, even a lew letters of condolence. |
could almost believe mysell a businessman
again.

My aunt’s voice said, “You are very
slow o answer.”

“I was busy in the garden,”

“I have an extaordininry story to tell
you,” my aunt said. I have been raided
by the police.”

“Raided . . . by the police?”

“Yes, you must listen carvelully, for
they may call on you.”

“What on earth for:”

“You still have your mother's ashes?”

“Of course.”

“Because they want to see them. They
may even want to analyze them.”

“But, Aunt Augusta . . . you must 1ell

me exactly what happened.”

"I am wving to, but you continually
interrupt with unhelpful exclamations,
It was mudnight and Wordsworth and 1
had gone to bed. Luckily, 1 was wearing
my best nighudress. They rang the bell
down below and told us through the
microphone that they were police officers
and had a4 warrant 1o search the fla
“What for?” I asked. Do vou know, for a
moment, | thought it might be some-
thing racial. There are so many rules
now for races and against races that you
don’t know where you stand.”

“Are vou sure they were
ofhcerss”

“Ol course, I asked to see their win-
rant, but do vou know what a wirrant
looks like? For all 1 know, it might have
been a veader’s ticker to the British Mu-
scum library. T let them in, though,
because they were polite and one of
them, the one mm uniform, was tall and
good-looking. They were rather surprised
by Wordsworth—or perhaps it was the
color of s pajamas. They said, “Is this
your hushand, ma’am?” 1 said, "No, this
is Wordsworth.” The name seemed to
ring a bell with one ol them-—the voung
man in uniform—who kept on glancing
at him swrreptitiously, as though he were
trving 1o remember,”

“But what were they looking for?”

“They said they had reliable infor-
mation that drugs were kept on the
premises.”

“Oh, Aunt Augusta, you don’t think
Wordsworth i

“Of course not. They 1ook away all
the Hulf from the seams ol his lmckct\',
and then the vruth came out. They asked
him what was in the brown-paper pack-
age thar he was seen handing 10 a man
who had been loitering in the street. Poor
Wordsworth sad he didn’t know, so 1
chipped in and said it was my sister’s
ashes. 1 don't know why, but they be-
came suspicious ol me a once. The eld-
er, who was in plain clothes, said, ‘Please
don’t be flippant, maam. It doesn’t ex-
actly help.” I said, “As Tar as my sense of
humor goes, there is nothing whatever
flippant in my dead sister’s ashes.” *A sort
ol powder, maam?®' the vounger police-
man asked—he was the sharper ol the
two, the one who thought he knew the
name Wordsworth. “You can call it thau,
if you like,” I said, "gray powder, human
powder,” and they looked as though they
had won a point. "And who was the man
who received this powder?” the man in
plain cothes wsked. "My nephew,” I said.
My sister's son.” Then they asked lor
your address and I gave it 1o them. The
sharp one said, "Was the [m\ulcr for his
private u 2 "He wants to put it among
his dahlias,” I said. They made a very
thorough search, especially in Words-
worth’s room, and they took away sam-
ples of all the cigarettes they could find
awndd some aspiring 1 had left in a cachet
box. Then they said, 'Good night,

police
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ma'am,’ very politely, and lelt. Words-
worth had to go downstairs and open the
door for them, and just before he left,
the sharp one said to him, "What's your
first name? “Zachary, Wordsworth told
him, and he went out looking puzzled.”

“What a very strange thing 1o have
happened,” I said.

“They even read some letters and
asked who Abdul was.”

“Who was he?”

“Someone I knew a very long time
ago. Luckily, T had kept the envelope
and it was marked Tunis, February 1924,
Otherwise, they would have read all sorts
ol things into it about the presenc”

“I am sorry, Aunt Augusta. It must
have been a terrifying experience.”

"I was amusing, in a way. But it did
give me a guilty feeling. . . "

There was a ring [rom the front door
and I said, “Hold on a moment, Aunt
Augusta.” 1 looked through the dining-
room window and saiw a policeman’s
helmet. 1 returned and said, “Your [riends
are here.”

“Already?

“I'll ring you Dback when
gone.”

It was the first time T had ever been
alled on by the police. There was a
short: middle-aged man in a solt hat,
with a rough but kindly lace and a
Lbroken nose, and the wtill good-looking
voung nan in uniform. “Mr. Pulling?”
the detective asked.

“Yes

“AMay we come in for a few moments?”

“Have you a warrane?” I asked.

“Oh, no, no, it hasn’t come to that,
We just want to have a word or two with
vou,” I wanted 10 say something about
the Gestapo, but T thought it wiser not.
I led them imo the dining room, bur I
didn’e ask them to sit down. The detec-
tive showed me an identity card and 1
read on it that he was Detective Sergeant
Sparrow, Jolu.

“"You know a man called Wordsworth,
Mv. Pullingz”

“Yes, he's a friend of my aunt’s.”

“Did you receive a package lrom him
in the streer vesterday?”

“I certainly did.”

“Would vou have any objection to our
examining the package, My, Pullingz”

“1 most certainly would.”

“You know, sir, we could easily have
obtained a search warrant, but we want-
ed 10 do things deliciiely. Have you
known this man Wordsworth a long time?”

"I 'met him lor the fost time yesterday.”

“Perhaps, sir, he asked you as a Lavor
to deliver that package, ad you seeing
o havi at all in that, and him In:ing an
emplovee of yvour aunt. .. "

“I don’t know what vou arc talking
ibout. The package is mine. 1 had acci-
dentally lelt it in the kitchen.”

“T'he package is yours, sir? You admit
that?”

“You know very well whats in the

they've

package. My aunt told you. It's an urn
with my mother’s ashes.”

“Your aunt has been in communica-
tion with you, has she?”

“Yes, she has. What do you expea?
Wiking up an old Indy in the middle of
the night.”

“It had only just gone twelve, sir. And
so those ashes .. .. they are Mrs. Pulling's?”

“Therc they are. You can see for your-
self. On the bookcase.”

I had put the uwrn there, above a
complete set of Sir Walter Scott, which 1
had inherited from my Luher. In his Lzy
way, my father hiad been a great reader,
though not an adventurous one. He had
been satisfied with possessing a very lew
favorite authors. By the time he had read
the set of Scott through, he had lorgouen
the carlier volumes and was coment 10
begin again with Guy Mannering. He
had & complete set, 1oo, ol Marion Craw-
ford, and he had a love of 19th Century
poctry, which I have inherited—Tenny-
sont and Wordsworth and Browning and
Palgrave's Golden Treasury.

“Do you mind il I 1ake a look?” the
detective asked, but naturally, he couldn’t
open the urn. “Its sealed,” he said. “With
Scotch tape.”

“Naturally. Even a tin of biscuits——""

“I would like ro take a sample for
analysis.”

I was becoming rather cross by this
time. I said, “If you think I am going 10
let you play around with my poor moth-
er in a police laboratory——"

“I can understud how you feel, sir,”
he said, “but we have rather serious
evidence to go on. We ook some fult
from the man Wordsworth's pockets and,
when analyzed, it contained pot.”

“Pot?

“Marijuana to you, sir. Likewise, Can-
nabis.”

“Wordsworth’s flufl has got nothing 10
do with my mother.”

“We could ger a warvant, sir, casily
enough; bur seeing how you may be an
nnocent (Iupc, 1 would rather take the
urn away temporarily with your permis-
sion. It would sound much beuer that
wity in court.”

“You can check with the cremaorium.
The [uneral was only vesterday.”

“We have already, sir, but you see, it's
quite possible—dont think I'm presum-
ing o suggest your line ol delense, that's
a matter entirely lor your counsel—that
the man Wordsworth ook out the ashes
and substituted pot. He may have known
he was being watched. Now, wouldn't it
be much bewer, sir, from all points of
view, to know [or certain thar these are
your mother's ashes? You wouldn't want
to see that urn every day and wonder,
are those really the ashes of the dear
depanted, or are they an illegal supply of
marijuanaz”

He had a very sympathetic manner,
and I really began to see his point.

“We'd only take out a tiny pindh, sir,

less than a teaspoonful. We'd trear the
rest with all due reverence.”

“All right,” I said, “take your pinch. 1
suppose you arc only doing your dutv.”

The young policeman had been mak-
ing notes all the time. The delective
saiid, “Take a mnote that Mr. Pulling
behaved most helpfully and that he
voluntarily surrendered the wn. That
will sound well in court, sir, il the worst
happens.”

“When will T get the urn back?”

“Not later than tomorrow—if all is as
it should be” He shook hands quite
cordially, as il he believed in my inno-
cence, but perhaps that was just his pro-
fessional manner.

Of course, I hastened to telephone
my aunt. “Theyve taken away the urn,”
I said. “They think my mother’s ashes
are marijuana. Where's Wordsworth:”

“He went out alter Iweaklast and
hasn't come back.”

“They found marijuana dust in the
flulf of his sui.”

“Oh, dear, how careless of the poor
boy. I thought he was a little disiurbed.
And he asked lor a C.T.C. belore he
went out.”

“Did you give him one#

“Well, you know, I'm really very Tomd
of him, and he said it was his birthday,
He never had a birthday Last vear, so 1
gave him twenty pounds.”

“Twenty pounds! 1 vever keep as
much as that in the house.”

“It will get hiim as far as Paris. He lel
in time lor the Golden Arrow, now I
come 1o think of it, and he always carries
his passport 1o prove he’s not an illegal
immigrant. Do you know, Henry, I've a
great desire for a little sea air myself.”

“You'll never find him in Paris.”

“1 wasn't thinking ol Paris. 1 was
thinking ol Istanbul.”

“Istanbul is not on the sea”

“I think you are wrong. There's some-
thing called the Sea of Marmara.”

“Why Istanbulz”

“I was reminded of it by that leuer
from Abdul the police found. A strange
coincidence. First that letter and then
this morning in the post, another—the
first for a very long time.”

»

The affair of my mother’s ashes was
not settled so easily as I had anticipated.
Alrer several days, no urn had arrived at
the house, and so 1 rang up Scotland
Yard and asked for Detective Sergeant
Sparrow. I was put on without delay 10 a
voice that was distincaly not Sparrow’s. It
sounded very similar w that ol a rvear
admiral whom I had once had as a
clicat. (I was very glad when he changed
his account to the Natonal Provincial
Bank, for he wemed my derks like ordi-
nary seamen and mysell like a sublieu-
tenant who had been court-martialed lor
keeping the mess books improperly.)

“Can 1 speak 10 Detective Sergeant
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Sparrow?” I asked.

“On what business?” whoever it was
rapped back.

“I have not yet received my mother's
ashes,” I said.

“This 15 Scotland Yard, assistant com-
missioner’s office, and not a aemato-
rium,” the voice replied and rang off.

It took me a long while (because of
engaged lines) to get the same gritty
voice on the line again.

"1 want Detective Sergeant Spnl'row,"
T said.

“On what business?”

I was ready this time and prepared to
be ruder than the voice could be.

“Police business, ol course,” 1 smd.
“What other business do you deal in?” It
was almost as though my aunt were
speaking through me.

“Detective Sergeant Sparrow is out.
You had better leave a message.”

“Ask him to ring Mr. Pulling, Mr.
Heunry Pulling.”

“What address? What telephone num-
ber?” he snapped, as though he sus-
pected me 1o be some unsavory police
inlormer.

“He knows them both. I am not going
to repeat them unnecessarily. Tell him I
am disappointed in his failure 10 keep a
solemn promise.” 1 rang off belore the
other had time for a word in reply.
Going out to the dahlias, I gave myself
the rare reward of a satishied smile. I had
never spoken to the rear admiral like that.

My new cactus dahlias were doing well
and their names gave me some of the
pleaswre of travel: Rotterdam, a deeper
red than a pillar box, and Dentelle de
Venise, with spikes sparkling like hoar-
frost. T thought that next year 1 would
plant some Pride ol Berlin, 10 make a
wio of cities. The telephone disturbed
my happy ruminations. It was Spinrrow.

I said to him firmly, “I hope you have
a good excuse for [failing to return the
ashes.”

“I certainly have, sir. There's more
Cannabis than ashes in your urn.”

“I don’t believe you. How could my
mother possibly . . . "

“We can hardly suspect your mother,
siv, can we? As 1 wold you, T think the
man Waordsworth 1ook advantage ol your
call. Luckily for your story, there are
some human ashes in the wmn, though
Wordsworth must have dumped most of
them down the sink 10 make room. Did
vou hear any sound of running water?”

“We were drinking whiskey. He cer-
tainly filled a jug of water.”

“Thavmust have been the moment, sir.”

“In any case, 1 would like to have
back the ashes that remain.”

"It isn’t practicable, siv. Human ashes
have a kind of sticky quality. They ad-
here very dosely o anv substance, which,
in this case, is pot. I am sending you
back the urn by registered post. I sug-
west, sir, that you place it just where you

intended and forget the unfortunate cir-
cumstances.”

“But the urn will be empty.”

“Memorials are often detached from
the remains of the deceased. War memo-
rials are an example.”

“Well,” I said, "I suppose there’s noth-
ing to be done. It won't leel the sume at
all. T hope you don't suspect my aunt
had any hand in thiss”

“An old lady like that? Oh, no, sir.
She was obviously deceived by her valet.”

“What vale?”

“Why, Wordsworth, sir—who else?” I
thought it best not 1o enlighten him
about their relationship.

“My aunt thinks Wordsworth may be
in Paris.”

“Very likely, sir.”

“What will vou do about it?”

“There's nothing we can do. He hasn’t
commitied an extraditable offense. Of
course, il he ever returns. . . . He has a
British passport.” There was a note ol
malicious longing in Detective Sergeant
Sparrow’s voice that made me feel, for a
moment, a partisan of Wordsworth.

I said, “I sincerely hope he won't.”

“You surprise and disappoint me, sir.”

“Why?"

“I hadn’t taken
kind.”

“What kind?"

“People who talk about there being no
harm in pot.”

“Is there?”

“From our experience, sir, nearly all
the cases hooked on hard drugs began
with pot.”

“And [rom my experience, Sparrow,
all or nearly all the alcoholics T know
have started with a small whiskey or a
glass of wine. I even had a cient who
was first hooked, as you call i, on mild
and bitter. In the end, because ol his
[requent absences on a cure, he had to
give his wile a power of attorney.” I
rang off. It occurred to me with a certain
pleasure that 1 had sowed a little confu-
sion in Detective Sergeant Sparrow's
mind—not so much confusion on the
subject of Cannabis but conlusion about
my character, the character of a retired
bank manager. 1 discovered lor the hrse
time in mysell a streak ol anarchy. Was
it possibly my aunt's influence (and yet
I was not a man easily influenced), or
some bacteria in the Pulling blood?

It was with these muddled and unac-
customed ideas in my mind that I await-
ed the arrival of my aunt lor dinner. As
soon as she arrived. 1 rold her about
Sergeant Sparrow, but she treated my
story with suwrprising indifference, saying
only that Wordsworth should have been
“more careful.” Then 1 ook her out and
showed her mv dahlas.

“I have always preferred cut flowers.”
she said, and I had a sudden vision of
strange Continental gentlemen offering
her bouquets ol roses and maidenhair
fern bound up in tissue paper.

vou for one ol that

I had dialed cnickes and the dinner
arrived exaclly as ordered, the main
course only needing to be put into the
oven lor i few minutes, while we ate the
smoked salmon. Living alone, T had been
a regular customer whenever there was a
client to entertain or my mother on her
weekly visit. Now, for months, T had
neglected Chicken, for there were no
longer any cliems and mv mother, dur-
ing her last illness, had been too ill to
make the journey from Golders Green.

We drank sherry with the smoked
salmon and I had bought a boule of
burgundy, Chambertin 1959, 1o go with
the chicken i la king. When the wine had
spread a pleasant glow through both our
minds. my aunt reverted to my conversi-
tion with Sergeant Sparrow,

"He is determined.” she said, “that
Wordsworth is the guilty party; vet it
might equally well be one of us. I don't
think the sergeant is a racialist. but he is
class conscious: and though the smoking
of pot depends on no class barrier, he
prefers to think otherwise and to put the
blame on poor Wordsworth.”

“You and I i give each other an
alibi,” I said, “and Wordsworth did run
away.”

“We could have been in collusion and
Wordsworth might be taking his annual
holiday. No,” she went on, “the mind of
a policeman is set firmly in a groove. I
remember once when I was in Tunis, a
traveling company was there that was
plaving Hamlet in Arabic. Somcone saw
1o it that in the Interlude, the Plaver
King was really killed—or, rather, not
quite killed but severely damaged in the
right ear—Dby molten lead. And who do
vou suppose the police at once sus-
pected? Not the man who poured the
lead in, although he must have been
awarc that the ladle wasn’t empty and
wis hot to the rouch. Oh, no, they knew
Shakespeare's play too well for that, and
so they arrested Hannlet's uncle.”

“What a lot of traveling you have
done in vour day. Aumt Augusta.”

“I haven't reached nightfall vet,” she
said. “IT I had a companion, T would be
oft tomorrow, but I can no longer lift a
heavy suitcase and there is a distressing
lack of porters nowadays.”

“We might one day,” T said, “consider
seaside  excursions. 1 remember  many
years ago visiting Weymouth. There was
a very pleasant green statue ol George
the Third on the lront.”

“I have booked two couchelles a weck
from todav on the Ovient Express.”

I looked at her in amazement. “Where
1o T asked.

“Istanbul, of course.”

“But it takes davs—'

“Three mights, to be exact.”

“Il you want to go to Istanbul, surely
it would be easicr and less expensive to
fy2”

“I only ke a plane,

*

my aunt said,
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“when there is no alternative means of
travel.”

“It's really quite safe.”

“It is a matter of choice, not nerves,”
Aunt Augusta said. “T knew Wilbur
Wright very well, indeed, at one time.
He took me for several trips. I always
felt quite secure in his contraptions. But
I cannot bear being spoken to all the
time by nrelevant loud-speakers. One is
not badgered at a railway station. An
airport always reminds me of a Butlin’s
Camp.”

“If vou are thinking ol me as a com-
panion

“Of course I am, Henry.”

“I'm sorry. Aunt Augusta, but a bank
Manager's pension is not a gencerous
one.”

“I shall naturally pay all expenses.
Give me another glass of wine, Henry.
It's excellent.™

“I'm not really accustomed 1o loreign
ravel. You'd find me——"

“You will take 10 it quickly enough in
my company. The Pullings have all been
great travelers. There was vour uncle——"

“1did’t know [ had an undle.”

“He was ffteen vears older than your
father and he died when vou were very
voung.”

“He was a great traveler:s”

“It took an odd form,” mv aunt said,
“in the end.” T wish [ could reproduce
more clearly the tones of her voice. She
enjoved galking, she enjoved telling a
story. She formed her sentences carefully,
like a slow writer who loresees ahead ol
him the next senmtence and guides his
pen toward i, Not for her the broken
phrase, the lapse ol continuity. There
was something classically precise, or per-
haps it would be more accurate 1o say
old-world, in her diction. The bizarre
phrase. and occsionally, it must be
agreed, a shocking one, gleamed all the
more brightly from the old sering. As I
grew 1o know her bener. T began to
regard her as bronze rather than brazen,
a bronze that has been smoothed and
polished by 1ouch, like the horse’s knee
in the lounge of the Hawel de Paris in
Momie Carlo, which she once deseribed
1o me, ciressed by generations of gamblers.

“Your uncle was a bookmaker known
as Jo,” Aunt Augusta said. “A very fat
nan. [ don’t know why 1 say that, but 1
have always hiked fat men. They have
given up all unnecessary clfort, for they
have had the sense 10 realize thar women
do not. like men, fall in love with physi-
cal beauty, It's easier 1o feel at home
with a fat man. Perhaps wraveling with
me, you will put on a liule weight
voursell. You had the misfortune 1o
choose a nervous profession.”

“I have certainly never banted lor the
sake of a woman,” 1 said iokillgly.

“You must tell me all about your
women one day. In the Orient Express,
we shall have plenty of time for wlk. But

200 mow I am speaking to you of your unde

Jo. His was a very curious case. He made
a substantial fortune as a bookmaker, yet
more and more, his only real desire was
to travel. Perhaps the horses continually
running by, while he had to remain sta-
tionary on a livtde platform with a sign-
board noxest jo purLing, made him
restless. He used 1o say that one race
meeting merged into another and life
went by as rapidly as a yearling out of
Indian Queen. He wanted to slow lite up
and he quiu: rightly felt thar by traveling,
he would make time move with less rapid-
ity. You have noticed it yourself, 1 expect,
on a holiday. Il you stay in one place,
the holiday passes like a flash: bue if vou
zo 1o three places, the holiday seems 1o
last at least three times as long.”

“Is that why you have waveled so
much, Aunt Augusta:”

“Av first, T waveled for my living,”
Aunt Augusta replied. “"That was in Ialy.
Alter Paris, alter Brighton. 1 had left
home before vou were born. Your father
and mother wished to be alone: and, in
any case, I never got on very well with
Angelica. The two A's, we were always
calied. People used 1o sav my name fitted
me because 1 seemed proud as a voung
girl. but no one said my sister’s name
fitted her. A saint she may well have
been, but a very severe saint. She was
certainly not angelic.”

One ol the lew marks of age that I
noticed in my aunt was her readiness to
abandon one ancedote while it was yet
unfinished for another. Her conversation
was rather like an American magazine
where you luve to pursue a story, skip-
ping Irom page 20 to page 98 and wrn-
ing over all kinds of subjects in bhetween:
childhood delinquency, some novel cock-
tail recipes, the love life of a film star
[rom

amd even quite a different hetion
the one so abruptly interrupred.
“The question of names,” my

aunt
sail. “is an imteresting one. Your own
Christian name is sale and colorless, Tu is
better than being given a name  like
Ernest, which has 10 be lived up to. 1
once knew a ginl called Comfort and her
lile was a very sad one. Unhappy men
were constantly auracted 1o her simply
by reason ol her name, when all the
ume, poor dear, it was really she who
needed the comlort Irom them. She fell
unhappily in love with a man called
Courage, who was desperately afvaid of
mice: but in the end. she married a man
called Payne and killed hersell—in what
Americns call a comfort  station. I
would have thought it a funny story, if I
hadn’t known her™”

“You were telling me about my uncdle
Jo." I said.

“lI know that. T was saving that he
wanted to make hife last longer. So he
decided on a tour round the world—
there were no currency restrictions in
those davs—and he began his tour. cu-
riously enough, with the Simplon Orient,
the train we are traveling by next week.

From Turkey, he planned to go to Per-
sia, Russia, India, Malava, Hong Kong,
China, Japan, Hawaii, Tahit, U.S A,
South America, Australia, New Zea-
land, perhaps—somewhere he intended
to take a boat home. Unlortunately, he
was curied ofl the train at Venice right
at the start, on a stretcher, alter a stroke.”

“How very sad.”

“It didn’t alter at all his desire for a
long life. T was working in Venice at the
time and I went to see him. He had
decided that if he couldn’t travel physi-
cally. he would wravel mentallv. He asked
mce il I could find him a house of three
hunered and sixtv-five rooms, so that he
could live for a day and a night in each.
In that way. he thought lile would seem
almost antermanable. The fact that he
had probably not long 1o live had only
heightened his passion 1o extend what
was left of it. I told him that, short ol
the Royal Palace at Naples, 1 doubted
whether such a house existed. Even the
Palace in Rome probably contained lewer
rooms."”

“"He could have changed rooms less
frequentlv in a smaller house.”

“"He said that then he would netice
the patern. It would be no more than
he was alveady accustomed to. traveling
between Newmarket, Epsom. Goodwood
and Brighton. He wanted time 1o forget
the room that he had lelt before he
returned to it again, and there must be
opportunity. teo, to redecorate it in a
few essentials. You know, there was a
brothel in Paris in the Rue de Provence
between the last two wars—oh. I forgot.
There have been many wars  since,
haven't there, but thev don’t seem to
belong 1o us like those two do. This
brothel had rooms decorated in various
stvles—the Far West. China, India, that
kind of thing. Your uncle had much the
same idea Tor his house.™

“But surcly he never found one,” |
exclmmed.

“In the end. he was forced 1o compro-
mise. I was alvaid lor a time that the
best we could do would be twelve bed-
rooms—one room a month—but a short
while alterward, through onc ol my
clients in Milan ¥

“1 thought vou were working in Ven-
ice,” T interrupted with some suspicion.

“The business I was in,” my anne said,
“was peripatetic. We moved  around—a
forumght’s season in Venice, the same in
Milan, Florence and Rome. then badk to
Venice. It was known as la quindicina”

“You were in a theater companyz” 1
asked.

“The description will serve,” my aunt
satd  with that recurring ambiguity of
hers. “You must remember, I was very
young in those days.”

“Acting needs no excuse.”

“I wasn't excusing myself,” Aunt Aw
gusta said sharply. 1 was explaining. In
a prolession like that, age is a handicap.
I was lucky enough to leave in good




How to live to be 175.

The almost unbelievable story of

Jim Beam Bourbon. And the fascinating secrets

handed down from Beam to Beam since 1795.

modest man is T. Jeremiah Beam.
A_ But he can't help but let out a
smile of quiet satisfaction when he
tells this one.

“Bernie Hurst, my wife’s sister’s
boy, is our head chemist. Got all kinds
of fancy machines and measures. Well,
Bernie, he took a sample of Jim Beam
we bottled last week and ran an
analysis on it.”

“Then I gave himadrop g

—a very little drop—of &=
the oldest Beam Bour-
bon we have. Some my
dad, Col. Jim Beam, put
up in 1911."

“Well, Bernie, hedarn
near died. Why that
1911 Beam came out ex-
actly aslight and mellow
as today’s Jim Beam!”

“And, you know, if
we had any of the
Bourbon that old Jacob
Beam made way bhack in 1795, I swear
it'd come out the same way, too.”

Since 1795 a member of the Beam
family has always made Beam
Bourbon.

The senior member of the Beam
family today is T. Jeremiah Beam, an
alert, courteous gentleman who just
celebrated his 70th birthday.

The responsibility for making Jim
Beam is in the hands of Col. Jim
Beam's nephew, Carl Beam.

175 YEARS
BEHIND THE TIMES

Clermont, Kentucky, is just outside
of Shepherdsville. Little more than a
road sign inviting you to slow down
N for a mile or so. A few
alke homes and buildings
= checkered on the rolling
J= e~ Kentucky countryside.
= There's something
almost magic about
+ Clermont, though. The
< water is pure, limestone
- spring water. The soil is
- naturally sweet and
4 rich. The weather is
{ centle and consistent
ettt from year to year. It's
=== the kind of place that's
Purclimestone  as rare for making
e Bourbon as the grape
country of France is for making wine.
The people in Clermont are special,
too. They're human beings with a

peculiar kind of sticktoitiveness.
When they {ind something good
they hold fast to it. Forever if need be.
Thisis the country that Jacob Beam

T. Jeremiah
3eam

of a family art that have been
by
Ronald L. Phillips

brought his family to in 1788. He
started out farming. And discovered
a way to make such a marvelously
light and flavorful Bourbon his neigh-
bors talked him into selling it.

His family still makes it the exact
same way 175 years later.

JACOB'S FIRST SECRET:
START WITH A GOOD BEER

Jacob loved beer. But beer was rare
in Kentucky during these post-revolu-
tionary days. Most of the adults drank
cormn whiskey instead.

Jacob was intrigued by this whiskey.
But he found it harsh and a little too
raw. It vanied a lot from one batch
to the other, too.

One day, Jacob got an idea. The
whiskey the folks were making was
really a crude beer taken a few steps
further. So, he concluded if he started
with a light, mellow beer, he ought
to end up with a new kind of smooth
whiskey.

\l_.acob's farm land abounded with
rich grain. He had a deep well full of
fresh limestone water. . _

So he started experi- °
menting with home-
grown ingredients.

He tried a number of
different recipesof corn,
rye and barley malt
until he found the per-
fect marriage. He devel-
oped a unique strain of
veast. And then he put
them together and let
them [erment in great, open cyprus
wood vats.

After three days he distilled this
sweel-smelling mash, not once but
twice. Then he set it aside to mellow
for a time.

A SURPRISE FROM
NATURE MAKES BEAM
WHISKEY BEAM BOURBON

A sccret recipe
of choice grains.

Once Jacob and his descendants began
making whiskey in earnest, they
needed something to age it in. Some-
thing big, yet strong enough to take
the jostling wagons gave 1l going over
the rutted Kentucky country roads.

They decided to use the most prac-
tical container of their day, a barrel.
And thev made it out of the sweet
white oak trees that grew in majestic
forests all about them.

The Beams soon learned that a bad
barrel could spoil the best made
whiskey. So they always used new
white oak barrels. And they settled
on a size that “one big man could

handle by himself.”

The Beam barrels do ywa
more than age Bourbon. %%
They deliver a kind of &
wondrous natural
flavor magic. ;

When a barrel is charred
before it’s filled, a layer
of charcoal forms on the
inside of the staves. This 7
“filters’’ the whiskey g/
over and over again. It
gives Jim Beam its>"ea
uniquely light, yet rich  The magic
taste. And it gives Jim  ©f?F"E
Beam a delicious natural golden
amber color.

THE REAL SECRET OF

JIM BEAM
Carl Beam lives right on the Clermont
distillery grounds. He’s on call 24 hours
a day and rarely leaves the neighbor-
hood. So particular is Carl about the
handling of his yeast, his son, Baker,
worked at his side for 10 straight years
before Carl trusted him alone with
the yeast.

Carl’s other boy, David, also prac-
tices the Beam family art of making
Bourbon. As does T. Jerry's nephew,
Booker.

As people get to know Jim Beam,
they pretty much agree there’s a
secret to it.

Some say it's Jacob Beam’s perfect
formula of natural grains. Some say
it’s the glorious limestone stream
water. Others insist it’s the rare
yeast.

The Beams say it could be all of
those things. But down
deep they believe the |
real secret is their un-
yielding refusal to change
things.

Jim Beam Bour-
bon is made by the
same family, by the
same formula, with
the same quality as
it was in 1795. But g
then Jim Beam g%
isn’t just another J
Bourbon. It’s truly
a family art. As the
Beams say: *“The
world’s finest Bour-
bon since 1795."

86 Proof Kentucky Straight
Bourbon Whiskey Distilled
and Bottled by the James
B. Beam Distilling Co.,
Clermont, Beam,
Kentucky.

&
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slumber
ST e tontest croame it

be of you when you surprise her
with Playboy's Slumber Set—a
candy-striped playmate nightie
s and cap in cuddle-soft cotton
flannel to keep her warm when
you're not around—and Playboy'’s
jaunty new Pajama Bag in attractive
soft white orlon pile and sleek black
serge twill. A great cache for her
dreamland gear. Playmate nightie and
cap (one size fits all), MM201. $6.
Pajama Bag, MM333. $8.50.

Please add 50¢ for handling.

Shall we send a gift card in your name?
Please send check or money order to:
Playboy Products, Department MB100

Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave.,
Chicago, Ill. 60611, Playboy Club credit

keyholders may charge. )

a B

hit the slopes!

‘The Playboy Ski Sweater makes
ﬁ the runs; later, the lodge fun.
i » The finest pure virgin worsted
wool fashioned for full-speed-
ahead comfort. With the
Playboy Rabbit interwoven
in white on cardinal red or
black, and black on white.
Playboys, WA101, in S, M, L,
XL sizes; playmates, WA201,
S, M, L sizes. $25 each. Please
order by product number and
add 50¢ for handling.

Shall we send a gift card in your name?

Please send check or money order 1o-
Playboy Products, Department WEB020

Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave ,

Chicago, IlI. 60611 Playboy Club

credit keyholders may charge.
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time. Thanks to Mr. Visconti.”

“Who was Visconti?"”

"We were talking about vour Uncle
Jo. I found an old house in the country
that had once been a palazzo or a castel-
lo or somcthing of the kind. It was
almost in ruins and there were gvpsies
camping in some of the lower rooms and
in the cellir—an cnormous cellar that
ran under the whole ground floor. It had
been wsed for wine. and there was a
grcat empty tun abandoned there, he-
cause it had cracked with age. Once
there had been  vineyards around  the
house, bhut an antosirada had been builr
right across the estate not a hundred
yards from the house, and the cars ran by
all day between Milan and Rome, and at
night, the big lorries passed. A few knot-
ted worn-out roots ol old vines were all
that remained. There was only one bath-
room in the whole house—the water had
been cut off long ago by the lailure of
the elearic pump—and only one lavato-
rv, on the top floor in a sort ol ower,
but, of course, there was no water there,
cither. You can imagine it wasn’t the
sort of house anvone could sell easily—it
had been on the market lor twenty years
and the owner was a Mongol orphan in
an asvlum. The lawyers talked about
historic values, but Mr. Visconti knew all
about historv. as yvou could guess from
his name. Of course, he advised strongly
against the purchase; but alter all, poor
Jo was unlikelv 10 live long and he
might as well be made happy. T had
counted up the rooms, and il you di-
vided the cellar into lour with partitions
and included the lavatory and bathroom
and kitchen. vou could bring the total
up to filtv-two. When I told Jo. he was
delighted. A room for every week in the
year, he said. I had 1o put a bed in every
one. even in the bathroom and Kitchen.
There wasn't room for a bed in the
lavatory, bur 1 bought a particularly
comfortable chair with a lootstool, and I
thoustit he could alwavs leave that room
o the List—I didn’t think Jo would
survive long enough to reach it. He had
a nurse who was 1o lollow him from
room (o room. sleeping one weck behind
him, as it were. 1 was alraid he would
insist on a diflerent nurse at every stop
ping place, but he liked her well enough
to keep her as a traveling companion.”

“What an extraordinary arrangement.”

“It worked very well. When Jo was in
his Lfieenth room. he told me—I was
back that week in Milan on my tour and
I went owt 1o see him with Mr, Viscont
on my day oll—that it really seemed at
least a year since he had moved in, He
was going on next day to the sixteenth
room on the floor above with a different
view and his suitcases were all packed and
ready—he insisted on everything being
moved by suitcase, and 1 had Tound a
sccondhand one that was already dec
orated with labels from all kinds of
fimous hotels: the George V in Paris,




the Quisisana in Capri, the Excelsior in
Rome, Raffles in Singapore. Shepheard’s
in Cairo, the Pera Palace in Istanbul.

“Poor Jo! I've seldom seen a happier
man. He was certain thar death would
not cich him before he reached the
hfty-sccond room: and il filteen rooms
had scemed like a vear. then he had
several vears of travel still before him.
The nurse told me that about the fourth
day in cach room, he would get a liule
restless with the wanderlust; and the firse
day in the new room, he would spend
more than his usual time in sleep, tired
after the journey. He began in the cellar
and worked his wav upward until at last
he reached the top floor, and he was
already beginning o talk of revisiting his
old haums, “We'll take them in a dil-
ferent order this tme.” he said, "and
come at them from a different direction.”
He was coment o leave the lavatory to
the last. ‘After all these luxury rooms,’
he said, ‘it would be [un 10 rough it a
bit. Roughing it keeps one young. 1
don’t want to be like one of those old
codgers one sees in the Cunard traveling
first-class and complaining of the caviar.”
Then it was that in the fifty-hirst room he
had his sccond stroke. Tt paralyzed him
down one side and made speech difficult.
1 was in Venice at the time. but I got
permission to leave the company for a
couple ol davs and Mr. Viscomti drove
me to Jo's palazzo. They were having a
lot of difficulty with him. He had spent
seven davs in the fifty-first room before
the stroke knocked him out, but the
doctor was insisting that he remain in
the same bed without a move for at least
another ten days. "Anv ordinary man,” the
doctor said 10 me, ‘would be content to
lie sull lor a while.’

*“He wants to live as long as possible,’
1 wold him.

““In that case, he should stay where he
is till the end. With any luck, he'll have
two or three more years.”

“I told Jo what the doctor said. and he
mouthed a reply. I thought I made out,
‘Not enough.’

“He stayed quict that night and all
the next morning, and the nurse believed
that he had resigned himsell 10 staving
where he was. She lelt him sleeping and
cime down to my room for a cup ol tea.
Mr. Viscomi had bought some cream
cakes in Milan at the good pastry cook’s
near the cathedral. Suddenly, from up
the stairs, there came a strange grating
noise. “Mamma  mia,” the nurse said,
‘what's that?" It sounded as though some-
one were shifting the furniture. We yan
upstairs and what do you think? Jo
Pulling was out of bed. He had fixed an
old club tie ol his, the Froth-blowers or
the Mustard Club or something of the
kind, 1o the handle of the suitcase, be-
cause he had no strength in his legs, and
he was cawling down the passage to-
ward the lavatory tower, pulling the suit-

“I flunked sex education with all that junk you
handed me about the birds and the bees!”

case after him. T shouted 1o him to swop.
but he paid me no attention. It was
painful 1o look at him, he was going so
slowly, with such an cifort. Tt was a uled
passage and every tile he crossed cost
him cnormous exertion. He  collapsed
belore we rveached him and lay there
panting, and the saddest thing of all o
me was that he made a little pool ol wee-
wee on the tiles. We were alraid 1o move
him hefore the doctor came. We brought
a pillow and put it under his head and
the nurse gave him one of his pills.
‘Catireo, she said in Lialian, which means,
“You bad old man,” and he grinmed at the
two of us and brought out the last sen-
tence that he ever spoke, deformed a bit,
but 1 could understnd it very well.
Seemed like a whole liletime,” he said
and he died belore the doctor came. He
was right, in his wav, to make that last
wip against the doctor’s orders. The doc-
tor had only promised him a few yers.”

“He died in the passage?” I asked.

“He died on his travels,” my aunt said
in a tone ol reprool. “As he would have
wished.”

“'Here he lies, where he longed to
be) ™ I quoted, in order to please my
aunt, though I couldn’t help remember-
ing that Undle Jo had not succeeded in
reaching the lawvatory door.

“'Home is the hunter, home from
sea,” " my aunt linished the quotation in
her own fashion, “*And the sailor home
from the hill." ™

We were silent for quite a while after
that, as we finished the chicken i la king.
It was a litde like the three minutes’
silence on Armistice Day. 1 remembered
that, when T was a bov, 1 used to wonder
whether there was really a corpse buried

there at the cenotaph, for governments
are usually economical with sentiment
and try to arouse it in the cheapest
possible way. A Dbrilliant advertising slo-
gan doesn’t need a body, a box of earth
would do just as well, and now I began
to wonder, too, ahout Uncle Jo. Was my
aunt a linle imaginative? Perhaps her
stories were not entirely true.

Without breaking the silence, T took a
reverend glass of Chambertin 1o Uncle
Jo's memory. whether he existed or not.
The unaccustomed wine sang irresponsi-
bly in my head. What did the truth
matters All characters once dead, if they
continue to exist in memory at all, tend
to become fictions. Hamlet is no less real
now than Winston Churchill, and Jo
Pulling no less historical than Don Quix-
ote. I betraved mysell with a hiccup
while I changed our plates; and with the
blue cheese, the sense of material prob
lems returned.

“Uncle Jo,” I said, “was lucky to have
no currency restrictions. He couldn’t
have afferded 10 die like that on a tour-
ist allowance.”

“They were great days,” Aunt Augusta
said.

“"How are we going to manage on
owrs?” 1 asked. “With fifty pounds each,
we shall not be able to stay very long in
Istanbul.”

“"Currency restrictions have never seri-
ously bothered me.” my aunt said. “There
are ways and means.”

“I hope you don't plan anything
illegal.”

“I have never planned anyihing illegal
in my lile,” Aunt Augusta said. “How
could I plan anything of the kind, when

(continued on page 206)



LARRY RADER taking stock

“1 LooK ror the inmovator motivated strongly by cgo, by the
drive 1o achieve,” says Larry Rader, He could be talking about
himsell; for, at the age of 32, Rader is a sell-made millionaire
and a ior vice-president ol Sharcholders Management Com-
pany, a mutual-fund empire worth some 1.5 hillion dollars. A
Brooklyn bov with cheek, Rader overcame an Amboy Dukes
background, worked his way through Renssclacr—where he
finished at the top of his class—and then went on to MIT's
arad school with a Whitney Fellowship. Putting his chemical-
engineering degree aside and plunging into the world of high
inance, he quickly carned a prestigious post on the president’s
staft of Standard & Poor’s. But Rader’s training as a business
analyst soon led him to a small brokerage house, where—while
making his fortune—he becime the st member of hnancier
Fred Carr's "Dirty Dozen,” a group ol bright, vouthful inde-
pendent advisors to the flashy, growth-oricnted  Enterprise
Fund. Rader’s ability 1o ferrer out promising stocks eventually
resulted in his current position as portfolio manager of Share-
holders” Fletcher ('.'.lpit;ll Fund, which fast vear raised a cool
S177,000,000 from investors in i mere 12 davs. The secret of
his success? 1ts “the ability to empathize,” according to Rader,
who spends much of his time talking with corporate leaders
around the country in a constant search for stocks that promise
rapid growth. He tries 1o identily with the problems and the
goals of compiny managers, but he's always on the lookout for
what he terms “the moment of truth™: When an administrator's
answer to a key question contradicts something previously dis
cussed or—equally suspicious—when the person shows a flicker
ol hesitation, “that’s usually a sign that he's invented a fact or
figure on the spot.”” It's this kind ol perceprion, tied to a con-
viction that the vitality of a company's management is of
more longterm importance than its current halance sheet, that

204 gives Larry Rader considerable growth potential ol his own.




VIC YANNACONE natural man

WHEN  CONSERVATIONISTS fight against the poisoning and  im-
pending ruin of our environment, their usual weapons are
aesthetic argumentation and Congressional lobbying. But 33
year-old lawyer Vie Yannacone prefers a more {rontal assauli:
“Sue the bastards!™ he says; and through the nonprofit Environ-
mental Defense Fund—a militant conservation group he helped
create in 1967—he has been doing just that. Instead of secking
personal damages, he sues the offending organizition on hehalf
ol the people, contending that Amervicans live a constitutional
right to the ull use and enjoyment of a pure environment—-
and that polluters are acting against the public interest. His
first such case was against the Suflolk County Mosquito Control
Commission for dumping DDT into a pond near his home in
Patchogue, New York. Even afier marshaling expert testimony
deploring the use of DT as a pesticide, he didn’t get a clem-
cut win—but the commission was enjoined not 1o use DDT
for two vears. Yannacone next warned in o osimilar de facte
victory against DT in Michigan, and a Wisconsin court s
aurently considering 8000 pages of testimony amassed for vet
another of his DL cases. More recently, he saved a unique
Colorado fossil bed from being hulldozed imo a subdivision:
"The Flovissant fossil bed is the most lamous in the hemisphere.
To build 30-year N-lrame houses on a 34,000,000-year-old geo-
logic formation is equivalent to wrapping fish with the Dead
Sea Scrolls.” Yannacone puts in “what most lawvers would
consider a normal work week™ on conservation litigation alone:
and though it's straining his career as a general irial lawyer,
he finds the needs of E.D.F. more compelling. Coming up
are a suit against i Montana paper mill for air pollution and
a possible hght against a proposed Florida canal that would
destroy a delicate ecological balance. The baules ave long
and frequently lrustrating, but Yannacone deeply believes that
the business ol saving us from ourselves is worth the elfort.

ANDY GRANATELLI w/ecler-dealer

“THE IprossisLy pkean,” speed merchant Anthony Gramarelli
termed it in his earlv- 1969 auobiography, They Call Me Mister
500. He was writing about a win for one ol his cars in the Me-
morial Day dassic st Indianapolis. His pessimism was under
standable: Since his 1916 Brickvard debnt, when he and his
brother Joe diove (ruher dhan ansported) their entry 10 the
track from Chicago, Gramatelli had bronght a host ol radically
inovative machines 1o Gasoline Alley—only 1o see them
break down, crash or be disqualified. Then tast May 30, hard
driving Mavio Andrenti shattered his own Indy jinx, as well as
Andy’s, by winning the event in one of Granatelli's more ortho-
dox cars. Heretolore, ar the first demonstration of their poten-
tal, Andy's experiments with air brakes, wide tires. four-wheel
drive and the sensational side-mounted 1urbine engines were
regulated out of competition by the tack’s ruling body, the
United States Auto Club. Though finally triumphant, Andy
still admits @ lingering disaflection Tor the UL S AL C's board of
governors. Thevive hure me,” he savs. “But thev've hurt them-
selves more: they've hunt progress.” Gramuelli. 46, began his
lifelong romance with automobiles by starting stalled cGus on
winery Chicago moroings. At 23, he was advising Henry Ford's
top engineers, Later, he did the same for Chrysler and Stude
baker. The Luter association eventually resulted in the super-
charged Avanu, one of the many voluile vehicles Granatelli
himsell drove to more than 100 speed records by 1963, Andy's
fervent proselvtizing is chielly responsible for the current na
tional mania for hotrodding, drag and stock-car racing—once
crazes conhined 1o Califor A decade ago, after having made
over SILO00.000 selling hot-rod equipment, he marketed an
engine lubricmt and fuel sapplement called STP (Scientifically
Treated Perroleum).  Andv's  additive—sloganized as “The
Racer's Edge”™—now grosses over SH.000,000 annually. For
“Mister 500, this is almost as gratilying as Indy's checkered flag. 205
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cm0ks tour (continued from page 203)

I have never read any of the laws and
have no idea what they are?”
. e s

It was my aunt herself who suggesied
that we should Iy as far as Paris. I was a
little surprised, after what she had just
said, for there was cerainly in this case
an ahernative means ol travel. I pointed
out the inconsistency. “There are rea-
sons,” Aunt Augusta said. “Cogent rea-
sons, 1 know the ropes at Heathrow.”

I was puzzled, too, at her insistence
that we must go to the Kensington air
terminal and take the airport bus. “It’s
so easy lor me,” I said, "o pick vou up
by car and drive you to Heathrow. You
would find it much less tiring, Aunt
Augusta.”

“You would lave to pay an exorbitant
garage fee,” she replicd, and I found her
sudden sense ol cconomy unconvinging.

I arranged next day for the dahlias 1o
be watered by my next-door neighbor, a
brusque man called Major Clhunge. He
had scen Detective Sergeant Sparrow
come to the door with the policeman,
and he was bitten by curiosity. 1 told
him it was about a motoring ollense il
he became sympathetic immediately. “A
child murdered every week,” he siid,
“and all they can do is to pursue motor-
ists.” I don’t like lies and I fele in my
conscience that I ought 10 defend Ser-
geant Sparrow, who had been as good as
his word and posted back the urn, regis-
tered and express.

“Sergeant Sparrow is not in homicide,”
I replied, “and motorists kill more people
in a year than murderers.”

“Only a lot of jaywalkers,” Major
Charge said. “Cannon fodder.” However,
he agreed to water the dahlias.

I picked up my aunt in the bar of the
Crown and Anchor. where she was having
a stirrup cup, and we drove by 1axi to the
Kensington terminal. I noticed that she
had brought two suitcases, one very large,
although, when T had asked her how long
we were to stay in Istanbul, she had
replied, “Twentv-four hours.”

) “It seems a short stay afier such a long
journey.”

“The point is the journey,” my aunt
had replied. I enjoy the traveling, not
the sitting sull.”

Even Undle Jo, I argued, had put up
with cach voom in his house for a whole
week.

“J(‘; was a sick man,” she said, “while I
am in the best of health.”

Since we were traveling  firsiclass
(which seemed, again, an unnecessary
luxury between London and Paris), we
had no overweight, although the larger
of her suitcases was unusually heavy.
While we were sitting in the bus, T sug-
gested to my aunt thae the garage fee for
my car would probably have been cheap-
er than the dilference between first and
tourtst {ares. “The difference,” she said,
“is nearly wiped out by the caviar and
the smoked salmon: and surely, between
us, we can probably put away hall a
bottle of vodka. Not to speak of the
champagne and cognac. In anv case, 1
have more mportant reasons for wavel-
ing by bus.™

As we approached Heathrow, she put

“All right, which of you

is the mastermind?”

her mouth close to my car. “The lug-
gage,” she said, "is in a trailer behind.”

“I know.”

“I have a green suitcase and a red
suitcase. Here are the tickets.”

I 100k them, not understanding.

“When the bus stops, please get out
quickly and see whether the trailer is
still attached. If it is still there, let me
know at once and I'll give you lurther
instructions.”

Somcthing in my aunt’s manner made
me nervous. I said, “Of course it will be
there.”

“I sincerely hope not,” she said.
“Otherwise, we shall not leave today.”

I jumped out as soon as we arrived
and, sure cnough, the trailer wasn’t
there. “What do I do nowz" I asked her.,

“Nothing at all. Evervthing is quite in
order. You may give me back the tickets
amd relax.”

As we sat over two gin and tonics in
the departwre lounge, a loud-speaker
announced, “Passengers on [light 378 10
Nice will proceed to customs for customs
inspection.”

We were alone at our table and my
aunt did not bother 1o lower her voice
amid the din of passengers, glasses and
loud-speakers. “"That is what 1 wished to
avoid,” she said. “They have now taken
to spot checks on passengers leaving the
coumry. They whintle away our liberties
one by onc. When I was a girl, you
could travel anywhere on the Continent
except Russia without a passport and
you took what vou liked in the way of
money. Unul recently, they only asked
what money you had: or, at the very
worst, they wanted 1o see vour waller 1f
there's one thing I hate in any human
being, it is mistrust,”

“The way vou speak,” I said jokingly,
“I suspect we are lucky that it is not
your bags that are being searched.”

I could well imagine my aunt swffing
a dozen five-pound notes into the 1oes of
her bedroom slippers. Having been a
bank manager, 1 am perhaps overserupu-
lous, though I must conless that I had
brought an extra hive-pound note folded
up in my ticket pocket, but that was
something I might genuinely have over-
looked.

“Luck doesn’t enter into my calcula-
tions,” my aunt said. “Only a fool would
trust to luck, amd there is probably a
fool now on the Nice Hlight who is re-
gretting his folly. Whenever new restric-
tions are made, I make a very careful
study ol the arrangements lor carrying
them out.” She gave a litde sigh. “In the
case of Heatlimow, T owe a great deal 1o
Wordsworth. For a time, he acted as a
loader here. He left when there was
some trouble about a gold consignment,
Nothing was ever proved against him,
but the whole alfair had been 100 im-
promptu and disgusted him. He told me
the storv. A very large ingot  was
abstracted by a loader and the loss was



discovered oo soon, before the men went
off duty. They knew, as a result, that they
would be searched by the police on leav-
ing, all taxis, too, and they had no idea
what 0 do with the thing until Words.
worth suggested rolling it in tar and
using it as a doorstop in the customs
shed. So there it siaved [or months,
Every time they brought crates along to
the shed, they could see their ingot prop-
ping open the door. Wordsworth said
he got so maddened by the sight of it
that he threw up the job. That was when
he hecame a doorman at the Grenada
Palace.”

“What happened to the ingotz”

“I supposc the authorities lost interest
when the diamond robberies started.
Diamonds are money for jam, Henry.
You see, they have special sealed sacks
for valuable freight and these sacks are
put into ordinary sacks, the idea being
that the loaders can’t spot them. The
official mind is remarkably innocent. By
the time you've been loading sacks a
week or two, you can leel which sack
contains another inside it. Then all
vou've got 1o do is to slit both coverings
open and take potluck. Like a children’s
bran tub at Christmas. Nobody 1s going
to discover the slit until the plane ar-
rives at the other end, Wordsworth knew
a man who struck lucky the first time and
pulled out a box with filty gem stones.”

“Surely somebody's watching?”

“Only the other loaders, and they take
a share. Of course, occasionally, a man
has bad luck. Once, a friend of Words-
worth fished our a fat packer ol notes,
but they proved 1o be Pakistani. Worth
about a thousand pounds, il you hap-
pened 1o live in Karadh, but who was
zoing 10 change them for him herez The
poor fellow used 1o haunt the tarmac
whenever a plaine was taking ofl to
Karachi, but he never lound a safe cus
tomer. Wordsworth said he got quie
embittered.”

“I had no idea such things went on at
Heathrow,”

“My dear Henry,” Aunt Augusta said,
“if you had been a young man, | would
have advised you to become i loader. A
loader's Lile is one of adventare, with far
more chance of a fortune than you ever
have in a branch bank. I cwm imagine
nothing better for a young man with
ambition except, perhaps, illicn dimmond
digging. That is best practiced in Sierra
Leone, where Wordsworth comes [rom.
The security guards are less sophisticated
or less ruthless than in South Alrica.”

“Sometimes vou shock me, Aunt Au-
gusta,” I said, but the statement had
alveady almost ceased 1o be true. 1 have
never had anything stolen from my surt-
case and I don’t even lock i”

“That is probably your safeguard. No
one is going to bother about an un-
locked suncase. Wordsworth knew  a
loader who had keys to every kind of
suitcase. There are not many varieties,
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q08 again another day.

though he was baflled once by a Russian
one.

The loud-speaker announced our [light
and we were told to proceed at once to
gate 14 for immediate embarkation.

“For someone who doesn't like air-
ports,” 1 said. “you scem to know a great
deal about Heathrow.™

“I've always been interested in human
nature,” Aunt Augusta said. “Especially
the more imaginative sides ol ir.”

She ordered another two gin and ton-
ics immediately we arrived on the plane.
“There goes ten shillings toward the
first-class fare,” she said. “A friend of mine
cilculated once that on a long flight to
Tahiti—it took, in those days, more than
sixtv-lour hours—he recuperated nearly
twenty pounds; but, of course, he was a
hard drinker.”

Again, I had the impression that I was
turning the pages in an American maga-
zine in search of a comribution that 1
had temporarily Tost. “I stll don't under-
stand,” T said, “about the luggage wailer
and the suitcase. Why were you so anx-
ious that the trailer should disappears”

“I have an impression,” my aunt said,
“that vou are really a livde shocked by
wrivial illegalities. When you recach my
age, your will be more tolerant. Years
ago, Paris was regarded as the vice center
ol the world, as Buenos Awres was belore
that; but Madame de Gaulle aliered
things there. Rome, Milan, Vemee and
Naples survived a decade longer, but
then the only cities lelt were Macao and
Havana. Macao has been cleaned up by
the Chinese Chamber ol Commerce and
Havana by Fidel Casiro. For the mo-
ment, Heathrow is the Havana of Eng-
Land. It won't last very long, ol course,
but one must admit that at the present
time, London airport has a glamor thay
certainly puts Britain hirst. Have you got
a litde vodka for the caiviar?” she asked
the hostess who brought our trays. I
preler it to champagne.”

“But, Aunt Augusta, vou have still not
told me abowt the wrailer.”

“It's very simple,” my aunt said, “If
the lugeage is 10 be loaded direat omo
the aircralt, the trailer is detached out-
side the Queen Elizabeth building—there
are always wrathc holdups at this poimt
and nothing is noniced by the passengers.
H, when the bus arrives at the B. E. A, or
Air France entrance, vou find the trailer
is still auached, this means that the
lugoage is going 10 be sent 10 the cus
toms. Personally, T have a rooted objec-
tion to unknown hands, which lhave
fiddled about in all kinds ol suange
luggage, some not overclean, fiddling
about in mine.”

“What do you do then

“1 reclaim my bags, saving thar, aflier
all, T don’t require them on the voyage
and wish o leave them in the cloak-
room, Or 1 cancel my Hight and try
" She hnished her

vt
:

smoked salmon and went on to the cav-
far. “There is no such convenient system
as that at Dover, or I would prefer to go
by boar.”

“Aunt Augusta,” T said, “what are you
crrying in your suitcases?”

“Only one is a linle dangerous,” she
said, “the red. T always use the red for
that purpose. Red for danger,” she add-
cd with a smile.

“But what have you got in the red
onez"”

“A rifle,” Aumt Augusta said, “some-
thing 1o help us in our travels. 1 cant
really endure any longer these absurd
travel allowances. Allowances! For grown
people! When I was a child. I received a
shilling a weck pocket money. M you
consider the value of the pound today,
that is rather more than what we are al-
lowed o wravel with annually. You
haven't caten your portion ol feie gras.”

“It doesn’t agree with me,” T said,

“Then I will take it. Steward, another
glass of champagne and another vodka.”

“"We are just descending, ma'am,”

“The more reason lor you to hurry,
young man.” She fastened her seat belt.
“I'm glad that Wordsworth left Heath-
row belore 1 came 1o know him. He was
in danger of being corrupted. Oh, |
don’'t mean the thieving. A liude honest
thieving hurts no one, especially when it
is a question of gold. Gold needs Iree
arculation. The Spanish Empire would
have decaved far more quickly il Sir
Francis Drake had not kept a proportion
ol the Spanish gold in circulation. But
there are other things. I have mentioned
Havana, wid you mustn’t think me
strait-luced. 1 am all for a litle proles-
sional sex. You have probably read about
the activities of Superman. And 1 am
sure that the sight of him cwed many
a Ingidity. Thank vou, steward.” She
drained her vodka, “We have not done
badly. T would say we have almost
covered the diflerence berween first-class
and tourist, il you take mmto account a
littde overweight with my red suitcase.
There was a brothel in Havana where
the Emperor's Crown was admivably per-
formed by three nice girls. These estab-
lishments save many a marriage lrom
boredom. And then there was the Shang-
hai Theater in the Chinese quarter of
Havana, with three blue hlms that were
shown in the nwervals of a nude revue,
all Tor the price of one dollar, with a
pornographic  bookshop in the foyer
thrown in, | was there once with a M.
Fernander, who had a catlde finm in
Camagiiey, I met him in Rome alter Mr.
Visconti had  temporarily  disappeared
and he nvited me to Cuba lfor a month's
holiday. The place was ruined, though,
long before the revolution, T am told
that o compere with relevision, they
put in a large screen, The films, of
course, had all been shot on sixteen-mil-
limeter and when they were enlarged
practically to Cinerama size, it really

needed an act of faith to distinguish any
feature of the human body.”

The plane banked sweeply over Le
Bourget.

“It was all very harmless,” my aumt
said, “and gave employment to a great
many people. But the things that go on
around Heathrow. . . "

The steward brought another vodka
and my aunt tossed it down. She had a
strong head—I had noticed that already
—but her mind under the influence of
alcohol ranged 1o and [ro.

"We were talking of Heathrow,” T
reminded her, for my curiosity had been
aroused. In my aunt’s company, 1 found
mysell oddly ignorant about my own
country.

“There are a number of big firms
around Heathrow,” my aunt said. “Elec
tronics, engineering, hilm manulacturers,
Glaxo, as one would expect, is quite
untouched by the Heathrow influence.
Afler office hours, some of the techni-
Cians give private parties: air crews are
always welcome, as long as stewardesses
are included in the party. Even loaders.
Wordsworth was always invited, but only
on condition he brought a girl and was
willing to exchange her at the party for
another. Pornographic hlms are shown
first as an encouragement. Wordsworth
was genuinely auached to his girl, but he
had 1o surrender her in exchange lor a
technicun’s wife who was a homely wom-
an of filty called Ada. It seems to me
that the old professional brothel system
was far healthier than these exaggerated
amateur distractions. But then, an ama-
rteur always goes too far. An amateur is
never in proper control of his art. There
was a discipline in the old-time brothels.
The madam in nuny ways plaved a role
similar 0 that of the headmistress ol
Roedean. A brothel, alter all, s a kind
ol school, and not least a school of
manners. I have known several madams
ol real distinction who would have been
just its at home in Roedean and have lent
distinction to any school.”

“How on carth did vou get 1o know
them?" [ asked, but the plane was bump-
g omo the Le Bowger field, and my
aunt began to [uss about her luggage.

“1 think it better,” she said, “if we
passed through customs and immigration
separately. My red case is rather a heavy
one and 1 would be glad if you would
take that with you. Employ a porter. It is
always easier to obtain a axi with a
porter's help, And show in your manner
that the tip will be a good one before
vou arrive at the customs. There is olen
an understanding between a porter and
a douanier. 1 will mect you outside.
Here is the ticket for the red case.”

This is Part I of “Crook’s Tour,” a
selection [rom a new novel by Graham
Greene. Part H will appear next month
and the conclusion in the following issue.
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COFFEE SOIRREE

(continued [rom page 131)

simple fresh sandwiches are perlect for
calming hunger pangs. When pre-theater
dinner parties are necessarily cut short
to mike amtain time, coffee and dessert
alter the show is a leisurely way ol cap-
ping the evening's events. At any time
or place, the ar of civilized conversation
can not only be kindled but kept alive
indefimitely with magnifico mugs of Mexi-
can coffee or eafé rovale with cognac.
Finally, there's no better modus operandi
Tor informally introducing & new arrival
in town, a political candidite or a re
cent art acquisition than hosting a coltee
solree,

Any cup of good Santos will do for an
office colfee break. But at a gathering
round your fireplace on a cold Novem-
ber night, the coffee should carry the
charmed life of fresh spices from beyond
the scas, aromas ol fragrant liqueurs and
aged brandies. What were once the rari-
ties of the coffee kingdom will now be
found on the shelves of all fine gourmet
shops. Not 100 long ago, the rich Blue
Mountain colfee of Jamaica could only
be imbibed when you visited Ocho Rios
or Port Antonio. In recent vears, it's
percolated throughout the States and has
even invaded Rome, the espresso capital
of the world. Rich Viennese colfee
Havored with figs is being imported to
this country, followed in its wake by
endless undulating mountain ranges of
whipped cream. The dark French-Talian
roasts are everywhere, and it's amazing
how these deep brews are now loved not
only as dinner epilogs but even as break-
fast pick-me-ups. Finding Turkish collee
properly pulverized 1o the soliest powder
Wils OICC 315 LME consuming is i trip to
Mecea. It's now packed in vicuum tins,
and can be found alongside Hawailan
Kona colfee and the fiendishly dink New
Orleans French market coffee  flavored
with chicory. Like 1ea comoisseurs who
keep a hall-dozen types of teas on their
pantry shelves, cotfee lovers evervwhere
are breaking their honds and enjoying
brews rom Bogoti and Yemen.

The first leg ol a colfee hop is acquir-
g the right equipment for the coffee
vou're plinmng 1o serve. If you're mak-
g espresso, you can use any dripolator
that happens 1o be around. But if you
brew 1t in an elearic espresso machine
or in the wall copper drip pot called a
macchinetia, the mere sight of these de-
vices at vour coflee 1able should conjure
up visions of the Via Vencto. Conceiv-
ably, Twrkish collee may be simmered in
any small sancepan, but only when it
rises in a tall Middle Eastern ibvile with
long handle will it generate the heavenly
foam that the nauves of Turkey cali
the coffee’s face. And what young Twrk
serving  colfee amywhere in the world
would allow himsell 10 lose [ace? The
flaming holiday drink called café brilot

puts s best [ace forward when it's pre-
sented in a café brilot set, a chafing dish
with mephisto legs, copper bowl and
silver ladle, although any handsome deep
chahng dish will do justice to the high
spot that café britlol enjoys at this time
ol the year. Party coffee cups and saucers
are hest bought in “open stock™ paterns,
so that you can casily replenish or ex-
pand your inventory when necessary.
You should own an ample supply ol
demitasse cups, saucers and demitasse
spoons [or party purposes. If you serve
cappuccino frequently, you mayv want to
acquire the slightly larger and longer
cups or the glasses with silver holders in
which cappuccino frequently appears—
but demitasse cups will do nicely as
stand-ins. Any man who owns a set of
tom-and-jerry mugs or other mugs de-
signed for hot wassail will find them
extremely useful for Mexicin colfee with
chocoliate and for other coffee-based com-
forts designed to ward off winter,
Choosing a particular brand of coffee
in some ways is very much like selecting
a bottle of wine. Some coffec, like wine
from a single chiateaun, is grown in a
single arca, such as the delightful Colom-
bian Medellin. Others are blends contain-
g [rom two to forty different coftees.
Coffee specialty shops, including those
dealing in Middle Eastern specialty foods,
will gladly mix blends to vour own drink-
ing specifications. Price is usually, though
not always, a reliable clue to quality. As
with wine, only vour own mouth and nose
can iell vou what you like best. In actual
tasting, collee-wise men look first of all
for what prolessional tasters call the col-
fee’s acidity or “bright [Lwor aceent.”
I's the quality that gives colfee flavor
its élan, like the balancing tariness in a
sweet grape thar makes it lively and
brisk. You should also judge colfee by its
body; thau is, its concentration of Havor
per sip. Its brewed color should be a
clear dark brown, except in the case of
Turkish coffee, which is properly turbid.
Although you can’t “nose™ collee in a
tulip-shaped glass as vou would wine,
much of the coffee’s Havor delivers s
message 1o the ollactory sense as you
slowly sip it. As in 2 wine or brandy, the
altertaste is all important. In choosing
any coflee, buy the correa grind for the
collee maker vou own: il 1t's oo coarse,
the brew will be underextracted: il ir's
wo hne, it will be overextracted, with
bitter, harvsh [lavors. Sometimes. a pirticu-
L colfce will only be sold in one grind
suitable for a percolator. You may hap-
pen to own a paper-hilier collee maker
(the best, we think, for making American
colice) that requires coflee ground ex-
vemely hne. Whir 1o do? Brew your col-
fee by dropping it imo a saucepan of
water brought up to a boil, letung it
steep for a minute or two. Then slowly
pour it through your paper filter. In
South America, where the technique is
popular, a cloth bag is often used instead




of a paper filter; but the resulting brew
in either case is superb.

Coffee in the bean should be freshly
roasted,  freshly  ground  and  [reshly
brewed. Don't keep coffee in the bean
indefinitelv: it should be used within ten
days 1o two weeks [rom the time it's
roasted. Il you're using ground coffee
from a vacuum tin, open a fresh tin for
cach party. After the tin is opened
party or no party—the coffec should be
vsed within one week. Keep coffee in its
tun tightly covered in the relvigerator;
ground coffee picks up other odors all
too easily. The best and freshest coflee in
the world will have a delinquent flvor
il your coffee muker isn’t sparkling clean.
Deterge it well alier using: cleanse it
frequently with a coffee-maker cleaner;
and always before a party: it's particular-
ly important il you use metal equipment
or a glass percolmor with a drip basker,
Rinse any cofleec maker with scalding-hot
water before each use. I vou use a collee
grinder (i magnificently easy device for
snaring the volatile lavors of the dark-
brown berry), be sure the grinder is
untaimted by accumulated colfee oils.

Most of the 2000 coffechouses in Lon-
don in the 17th Century were male
oriented. I you winted 1o listen to the
wisdom ol hterati such as Dryvden and
Addison, you went to Will's or Button’s
coffechouse: physicians compared notes
at Garraway's: Llovd's drew shipowners,
Colfechouses were called penny universi-
ties, beciuse a0 penny's admission would
bring vou into the company of the grea-
est rebels and intellects of the day. To-
day, espresso houses from Tokvo 1o
Berkeley 1o New York 1o Milan are cen-
ters for mixing both ideas and genders
at the same time. At a priviate collee
soiree, the mix also involves adding a
sumptuous sweet such as a big Linzertorle
or a tray ol wmrm [resh pasiry 1o the
colfee. You may have to do some explor-
atory shopping before vou find the per-
[ect pancuone or pecan pic, but the effort
is abundimtly rewarding. Certain iced
colfee drinks, such as the coflee [rosteds
listed below, are dessert and beverage in
onc glass. For a party, connt on prepar-
ing at least 2 demitasse cups ol collee per
person and about 115 large cups or mugs
per person.

ESPHESS()

The [act that many clearic espresso
machines will make only two or three
cups at a ume st such a dissdvantage
as one might imagine at a party, since
vour collee camnata is nsually performed
casually and sporadically throughout the
evening. Some espresso machines have an
exira steniner, so that while one batch is
brewing, another cin be made ready.
Lspresso may also be prepared in a
maccluinetla—a two-part invention, with
boiling water in the bottom section, that
is merely inverted for brewing: when the
water has  passed  through the ground

“No more Children’s Crusades for you. . . .

wifee. the top section is detached. So-
called  Frenchroast coffee is usually as
dink as Tralian espresso and may be used
interchangeably. Italian recipes often call
lor T tablespoon coffee to each $ ors.
water: the resultant espresso is pleasam
during the morning or the afternoon. For
after-dinner  espresso, the brew  is hest
double sirength, using 1 coffee measuring
spoon of coffee (2 level tablespoons) to
cach 3 ors. water. Espresso is usually
served with a twist of lemon pecl and
small sugar cubes.

CAFFE SAMBUCA

To each cup of espresso. add 14 oz,
sambuca ligueur—a very delicate Tulian
liqueur made [rom the Sambucus plant.
On collee saucer, place a few whole coffee
beans warmed in oven belore serving.
Sambuca may also be served in 2 liqueur
glass along with the espresso. A few coffee
beans ave placed in the glass; alter the
liquewr is downed, the beans are slowly
munched.

CAFFE POXCINO
Add 15 0z afiejo rum 10 each cup of

espresso. Add awist of lemon  peel or
orange peel or both.
CAFFE NOCCIOLINE

For 6 people, about 14 1. shelled hazel-
nuws will be required. Be swre they are
[ree of shells. as well as thin hrown coat-
ing. Preheat oven at 375°. Beat 1 cog
white until it just begins o froth: it
should not be stiff. Stur in 2 teaspoons

witer. Combine 14 cup granulated sugar
with 14 teaspoon ground cinnamon, 14
teispoon ground cloves and 14 teaspoon
ground mumeg. Roll hazelnuts in egg
white 10 coat thoroughly: roll in sugar
mixture; spread on lightly greased shallow
pan and bake about 20 minutes or unul
medium  brown.  Avoid scorching. Cool
before serving. Prepare espresso. To each
cup ol espresso. add 1 reaspoon amisette.
Serve toasted harzelnuts on side or in
demitasse saucers.

ESPRESSO BROLOT
(Six cups)

I8 ors. (6 demitasse cups) freshly brewed

CSPresso
1 oz. Galliano liqueur
1 oz curacio
114 ozs. hramudy
6 small pieces lemon pecl
6 small pieces orange peel
whole allspice

1 whole cloves

2 pieces stick annamon, broken in hall

About an hour before serving. pour
Galliano, curagao and brandy into a café
briilol set or deep chafing dish. Add lem.
on peel, orange peel, allspice, cloves and
cinmamon. Heat over a low flame just
until liquenrs are warm, not hot. Con-
tinued heating will cause alcohol to evap-
orme. Slightly  warming spices in  this
manner helps release their flavors. Turn
off flame. Just before serving, heat liqueurs
again. When hot, set ablaze; let (Lune

e

for around a mimue or two, then add g7
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espresso. Heat up to boiling point, butdo
not hoil. Spoon espresso brilot into demi-
tasse cups. adding one or twa pieces of
peel 1o cach cup.

CAPPUCCINO
(Six four-oz. cups)

6 colfee measures (12 level tablespoons)
Ltalian-roast coffee, ground for dripo-
lator or paper-hlter eolfee maker

16 ozs. (1 pint) cold water

t ozs. milk

4 ozs. light cream

Ground cinniunon

Named after the bhrown robes of the
austere Capuchin monks, cappuccino isan
antonym lor austerity. Basically, it's espres-
so and milk, or milk and aeam. Irothed
in an espresso machine viuder steam pres-
surc. A common formula is hall espresso,
half milk. We prefer 2 parts coltee 1o 1
part milk and cream. The cappuccino cup
or glass usually holds 1 or 5 oss. A dash
of cinnamon at the end should be a gen-
crous one. I you don’t have an espresso
machine, the following technique works
well.

Bring water to a hoil; pour over coffee
in dripolator or paper-hlter. In a sauce-
pan, bring milk and cream up 1o a boil.
Pour into hot collee: stiv. Pour into blend-
er and blend at high speed 15 scconds.

Return to saucepan and again heat up to
boiling point, but do not hoil. Ladle
rather than pour into cups, in order to
add as much {roth as posible. Sprinkle
each cup with cinnamon. Sugar 1o taste
at table. Cappuccino may also be topped
with sweetened whipped cream and sprin-
kled with dnnamon or with dnnamon
and grated orange rind.

CAFFE BORGIA

Add 1 teaspoon chocolate syrup to each
cup aappuccmo.  Top with  sweetened
whipped acam. ground cinnamon  and
erated orange rind.

VIENNESE COFFEE, SCHLAGOBERS
(Six cupy)
6 colice measures (12 level tablespoons)
Viennese collee
36 oz, (1 quart plus 4 ozs.) water
I cup sweet heavy cream
14 cup conlectioners’ sugar (sifted, if
lumpy)
I teaspoon vanilla extract
The bestknown Viennese coffee is a
medium-dark roast flavored slightly with
figs: the fig lavor is not overpowering but
serves as enridhment. Buy the after-dinner
type. rather than the breakfast version.
Schlagen means to beat: and in Vienna,

“Gee, [ellas, this is really a great honeymoon!”

beaten or whipped cream is sloshed un-
stintingly over everything from hot colice
to thick cherry stradel. The creaun must
be {freshly whipped shortly belore it's
brought 1o the table. Although it's often
served unsweetened i Viennese  coffee-
houses, the sweerened variety is more ap-
pealing 1o American coffee addics. Some
Austrians  lower great dollops ol the
whipped cream onto their steaming-hot
coffee and then draw ceam and collee
noisily through the teeth. Other Schilagers
stir it into the hot coffce. A hall-empty
cup is usually decked with a sccond
helping,

Pour cream into prechilled narrow
bowl. Add sugar and whip unul cream
forms solt mounds: don’t overbeat. Stir
in vanilla. Brew coffee with water in
dripolator, percolator or paper-filier coffee
maker. Serve steaming hot. Pass whipped
cream at table.

VIENNESE COFFEE, SPICED SCHLAGOBERS
(S1x cups)

Prepare coffee and whipped cream as
above. Aler aream is whipped, stir in 14
teaspoon ground cinmumon, 1§ teaspoon
ground doves and 1§ teaspoon ground
nutmeg,.

VIENNESE COFFEE, CHERRY SCHLAGOBERS
(Six cups)
Prepare Viennese collee, Schlagobers.
After cream is whipped, stir into it 2 ozs.
cherry liqueur.

VIENNESE COFFEE, CREME DE CACAO
(Six cups)

Prepare Viennese collee, Schlagobers.
Grate 14 Ib. thick, sweet milk chocolate
by lorcing it dwough Lnge holes ol a
square metal grater. To each cup ol col-
fee, add 2 easpoons créme de cacao. Pass
chocolate separately at table to be sprin-
Kled over whipped cream.

VTURKISH COFFEE
(Six cups)

I8 oss. (6 demitasse cups) cold water

6 heaping teaspoons Turkish coflee

6 level weaspoons sugar (or more to taste)

Pour water imto Turkish colteepot
(tbrik). Heat over very low flame until
water is hot but not beiling. Remove from
flame and stir in coffee and sugar; a loam
will form on top. To rewain the foam, the
colfee should never be vigorously hoiled.
Return pot to flame: bring up 1o a boil
but do not boil and do not stir. Powur half
the colfee among the 6 cups. Return pot
to flame and again very stowly bring up
to a boil. Pour balance of coffee into cups.
Sip until sediment is reached.

TURKISH COFFEE WITH CARDAMOAI
(51X cupy)
Remove seeds from 12 cardamom pods.
Add sceds 1o cold water in above reape
and prepare as above.




TURKISH COFFEFE WITIH OUZO
(Six enps)

Prepare Turkish  coffee. Pour into
cups. Into each cup. pour 2 teaspoons
onzo, Hold teaspoon along inside rim ol
cup when pouring, so that ouzo floats on
top. Set each cup ablaze. Sip when flames
vanish.

MEXICAN COFFEE KAHLUA
(Six cups)
6 coflee measures (12 level tablespoons)
American collee
32 ors. (1 quart) water
4 tablespoons chocolate syrup
16 ors. (1 pint) milk
14 cup heavy sweet cream
2 tablespoons  conlectioners’
(sified, if Tumpy)
2 tablespoons cocoa
14 teaspoon vanilla
3 ozs. Kahlua coffee liqueur
Brew coffee and water, using dripolator,
percolator or paper-hlter coffee maker. In
a saucepan. stir chocolate syrup into milk.
Slowly bring up 1o a boil. Combine coffec

sugar

and milk. blending well. Keep warm until
serving tme. Pour aream, sugar and cocoa
into prechilled narrow bowl. Beat uniil
thick. Sur in vanilla. Pour coffee
mugs holding at least 8 ors. Spoon
whipped aeam on top. Pour 14 or

into

Kahliia over whipped cream in each mug.

CAFE ROYALE
(Six cups)
6 coffee measures (12 level tablespoons)
French-roast or American coffee

18 ozs. (1 pint plus 2 ozs.) water

Smiall sugar cubes

Cogn:ac

Srew colfee and water, using dripolator,
percolator or paper-lilter colfee maker.
This will produce double-strength alter-
dinner coltee, Make coffee Ligher il de-
sired. Pour into 6 demitasse cups. For each
cup, place a sugar cube on a tablespoon.
Fill spoon with cognac: hold over hot
coffee to warm cognac: set ablaze. When
[lames subside, stir cognac and sugar into
colfee. Metaxa, calvados or yum may be
used in the same ritual.

COFFEE FROSTED BENEDICTINE
(Six 12-0z. glasses)
8 collee measures (16 level tablespoons)
American coflee
48 ozs. (1 quart plus 1 pint) water
14 cup heavy eream
2 tablespoons  conlectioners’
(stlted, il lumpy)
1/ teaspoon vanilla
12 scoops (14 cup each) vamilla ice cream
0 ozs. (12 tablespoons) benedictine
Brew colfee and water, using percolator,
dripolator or paper-filter coffee maker.
Chill in relvigerator until cold. In pre-
chilled narrow bowl, pour heavy cream
and sugar. Beat until thick. Stir in vanilla.

sugar

Store. tightly covered. in relrigerator until
needed. For each glass of collee frosted
benedicting, pour 8 ozs. coffee into blend-
er; add 1 scoop ice cream and 1 table-
spoon benedictine. Blend at high speed
about 14 minute. Pour into tall 12-0z.
glass. Top ecach serving with another
scoop ol ice aream. Spoon whipped aream
on top. Pour 1 more tablespoon benedic-
tine over whipped aream.

TURKISH COFFEE FROSTED
(Six 12-0z. glasses)
G cofice measures (12 level tablespoons)
Turkish coftee

36 ors. (1 quart plus 4 0zs.) boiling water

3 cups finely cracked ice

12 teaspoons sugar

12 scoops (14 cup cach) vanilla ice cream

G ozs. Pasha Turkish cofice liquear

Brew colfee by pouring water over col
fee in paper-filier coffee maker. Chill in
refrigerator until cold. For each glass of
Turkish coffee Irosted. pour 6 ors. coffee.
14 cup cracked ice, 2 teaspoons sugar and
1 scoop ice aeam into blender. Blend at
high specd about 14 minute. Pour into
tall 12-0z. glass. Add scoop of ice cream.
Pour Pasha Turkish collee liqueur on top.

Whatever coffee caper vou undertake,
rest assured that vou'll be brewing up a
fere that meets with almost universal ap-
probation. So get on the bean.

Spanish Profile
Wall Clock

Clock Radio Cube

Modular FM/AM-
FM Stereo Radio

R

Who said
radios are just for

_f_;.]istening ’

The Spanish-style avall clock is a dra-

Ours are made to be seen and
heard. What'’s more, they don’t
even look like radios.

matic gift idea. In addition to
being a smart decorator piece,
it’s also an FAM/AM radio and
clock. Our deluxe modular
FM[AM-FM Stereo radio plays
incredibly full sound.

This three-piece radio is a hand-
some addition to any book-
case. Our clock radio cube takes
up only half the space of a
conventional clock radio, and
the lighted clock face is
readable from across the room,
Keep these and all our RCA
models in mind for the holi-
days. It's always nice to give
something you'd like to get.

U
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ALTERNATIVES TO ANALYSIS

First, he aucempts to establish what he
calls “involvement™ with the patient—so
that the patient, who in all probability
has been [eeling friendless, realizes that
he is genuinely eager to help. Next,
while preserving this close relationship,
he begins to ask the patient to examine
his behavior for signs that it might be
irresponsible and unrealistic. Finally, he
trics to help the patient find more re-
sponsible and realistic ways of hehaving.
Throughout this process, he talks almost
entirely about Dbehavior, seldom about
the patient’s motives or feelings. Once
the patient can be taught to behave
more responsibly even in one small area
of his life, Dr. Glasser mamtains, this
often sets up a chain reaction in which
better behavior leads to better attitudes,
which [ead, in turn, o more lorms of
better behavior.

Compared with psvchoanalytical the-
ory, reality therapy is the height ol sim-
plicity; indeed, Dr. Glasser savs he could
teach anv bright voung trainee all he
needs to know about the theory in a
day. Applving it 1o patients, however, is
another matter. As Dr. Glasser puts i,
“Psychoanalysis is dithcult o learn but
easy to practice; reality therapy is casy 1o
learn bue dificult 1o practice.” The psy-
choanalyst mostly listens. The reality
therapist engages in an active, close
and olten exhausting dialog. He must
establish a genuine [riendship with pa-
tients who may resist it, feel a genuine
sympathy with their sufferings, yet be
tough enouglh never to let his sympathy
divert him from geuing along with the
hard task of improvement.

Of all the new schools of thought that
constitute today’s  alternatives to  psy-
choanalysis, reality therapy is at the far-
thest extreme of the plainspoken, the
nonmystical—and the modest. Far from
promising joy or ecstasy, Dr. Glasser
warns his patients that realny therapy is
not even primarily directed toward mak-
ing them happy. In his opinion, people
can find h:lppincss ()lll}' for themselves;
therapy can only give them a reasonable
chance at finding it. In his book Realily
Therapy, he describes a woman patient,
a divorcee, who was given Lo promis-
cuous and unhappy love affairs, emotion-
al outbursts and fits of depression; since
trearment, she has abandoned her frantic
“scrambling for love” and has learned to
control her emotions and is depressed
less often. She also has found a beuer
job and moved from a shabby furnished
room to an apartment. However, she is
still a divorcee with few friends, living in
a strange city and without much income.
Dr. Glasser says blunty, “No one would
describe her as happy, because she hasn’t
that much to be happy about, but she
is no longer painfully unhappy.”

- - -

Dr. Glasser is by no means the only

(continued from page 142)

member of the new breed of psychother-
apists to conclude that the key to success-
ful treatment is a warm, close human
relationship between therapist and  pa-
tient. The same idea has been adopted
by many other therapists, including some
whose theories are otherwise quite dil-
ferent. I is, indeed, a sort ol common
denominator that runs through most of
today’s nonanalytical ofhce therapy. It
is also the basic principle behind the
various kinds of group activities that
have sprung up outside the ofhice setting.

The man responsible for popularizing
the idea ol the intimaie therapist-patient
relationship is Carl Rogers, a psychol-
ogist who founded what is known as
client-cemered therapy. This is not one
ol the newest methods; in [act, it goes
back 1o the early 1940s. But it has been
one of the most widely used and in-
fluential; and Dr. Rogers, who has now
turned  his attention  from  individual
treatment Lo groups, continues 1o be
among the most respeced ol today’s
IMNOVAtors.

Client-centered  therapy is based on
Dr. Rogers’ view ol the human personal-
ity, whidh is quite difierent from  the
psychoanalytical or any other theory of
personality that preceded it. Dr. Rogers
believes that each person has a sell-image
—that is, a picture ol himsell as having
many polarized characteristics, such as
brave-cowardly, [riendly-unfriendly, ag-
gressive-submissive, ambitions-lazy, and
so on. Ideally, the sell-image is built up
out of clear and honest observation of
one’s experiences,  behavior,  thoughts
and [eelings. In the maladjusted person,
however, there are many disturbing con-
flicts between the self-image and the
actual facs; 1t is these conllicts that
explain why he is neurotic.

A simple example of conflict would be
this: A man who has an image of himself
as completely honest cashes a check at
his bank one day, is overpaid ten dollars
by the teller and knowingly walks olf
with the money. He is now caught up
in a psvchological crisis. One way of
meeting 1t is to face the facs, see clearly
that he has committed a dishonest act
and admit to himsell that, although he
is generaily a very honest person, he is
not above an occasional slip. This is the
healthy course; it keeps his image of
himself in line with reality. On the other
hand, the man may be so afraid ol con-
demnation by society or by his own
conscience that he cannot bear to own
up to the truth. He may try to deny that
he stole the ten dollars by telling him-
sell that he kept the money to avoid
embarrassing the teller. Or he may try
to justify his action by telling himself
that the weller had wied to cheat him in
the past. In this case, he tries to main-
tain a sell-image of total and unbending

honesty that is simply not in accord
with reality.

The well-adjusted person, says Dr. Rog-
ers, is one whose self-image is realistic
and flexible, changing constantly to take
honest account of new experiences. The
maladjusted person has a sell-image so
rigid that he cannot bear to accept any
unpleasant truths: he must set up more
and more defenses against  reality, re-
sulting in more and more tension and
anxiety.

The basic technique of client-centered
therapy is to provide an atmosphere ol
great warmth and empathetic under-
standing in which the patient [eels free
1o hegin exploring his true thoughts and
feelings and to discover and remedy the
conllicts. In Dr. Rogers” many vears of
treating individual patients, he attempt-
ed at all times to be a sensitive and un-
derstanding  friend  to  the patient,
displaying complete acceptance of all
aspects of the patient’s personality. As
the patient began to feel freer to discuss
what he considered 10 be his faults, Dr.
Rogers never acted surprised and never
criticized: he was totally perm
ward even the cruelest expressions ol
hostility or the strangest sexual [antasies.
As he has said, his aim was to offer con-
stant assurance that he regarded the
patient “as a person ol unconditional
sell-worth: of value, no matter what his
condition, his behavior or his leelings.”
Given this Kind of unqualified support,
the patient gradually came to acknowl
edge his true thoughts and [feclings,
learned for the first time what he was
really like and began to revise his self-
image i line with reality. As with the
rest of the wreatment, its conclusion was
also permissive; Dr. Rogers let the pa-
tient himsell decide when it was success-
ful and could end.

To many people who hear about client-
centered therapy lor the first time, it
sounds downright dangerous. If every-
body were encouraged 1o be completely
himsell, it scems only natural o ask, how
could society survive the sudden appear-
ance ol hordes ol sell-sceking, brawling,
murderous, lustful, rapacious brutes? A
psychoanalyst would certainly waorry, for,
according to Freud, the human psvche
has a dark and evil side; one of man’s
basic instinctual drives, constamly strug-
gling for expression, is the blind urge 10
annihilate anyone who dares try to keep
him from getting his own way in all
matters, large and small. Dr. Rogers’
therapy, however, is based on the opti-
mistic assumption that all human beings,
if only they have the chance, will grow
in the direction ol social cooperation.
“The individual has a very strong drive
toward wholesome self-actualization,” he
says. “What we have to do is give him a
climate in which this can thrive.”

- - -

Providing a climate in which the hu-

man psyche can thrive is also the general




SOME OTHER ALTERNATIVES TO PSYCHOANALYSIS
In addition to the types of psychotherapy discussed in the text, there is a wide variety of other methods available.

(NOTE: Some forms of psychotherapy use the Freudian technique of having the patient free associate while in a relaxed
position, usually on a couch, but reject Freud's theories of the structure of the mind and the causes of personality dis-
orders. Others retain the Freudian theory but use different methods of therapy: still others have abandoned both the theory
and the practice of psychoanalysis. These briel and necessarily simplified descriptions emphasize the ways, theoretical or
practical, in which various psychotherapies most sharply depart from classical psychoanalysis.)

CHEMOTHERAPY concentrates on chemical imbalances in the nervous system that may be the causes or the results of mental
disorders and attempts to treat these disorders with drugs such as tranquilizers and psychedelics. Chemotherapy may be
used as an aid to other kinds of psychotherapy, and is often effective in dealing with severe psychoses. (See Psychochemis-
try: Personality by Prescription, rLaypoy, November 1968.)

DIRECTIVE PSYCHOTHERAPY assumes that the patient is not in a condition to work through his own problems or to estab-
lish therapeutic goals, and the therapist undertakes these responsibilities. The therapist uses any technique that seems
indicated and tries to base his plan of action on all available scientific knowledge.

EXISTENTIAL THERAPY is based on the existentialist philosophical beliel that each individual has to choose his values and
decide the meaning of his life. The therapist attempis o achieve an authentic, spontancous relationship with the patient
to help him discover his free will and make his choices.

EXPERIENTIAL THERAPY is a system in which therapist and patient jointly enter the patient’s [antasy world, often acting out
fantasies together. The resulting emotional experiences aim at re-educating the patient on the decpest level of his psyche.

GENERAL SEMANTICS postulates that neurotic behavior results from unrealistic use of words, especially the error of identify-
ing the word with the object for which it stands. The therapist tries to teach the patient to use language more accurately
and realistically in thinking and communicating, thereby achicving a more eflective orientation.

GESTALT THERAPY focuses on the patient’s difficulty in forming meaningful, organized “wholes” (referred to by the German
word Gestalt) out of experiences that have left him with unresolved problems. Through encounters between therapist
and patient, usually in the presence of a group, the therapy seeks to restore the individual’s fragmented integrity of think-
ing, fceling and acting so that he can regain contact with reality and resume personality growth,

HORNEYAN PSYCHOLOGY was developed by Karen Horney, who believed that neurosis springs from basic anxiety acquired
in childhood. Horneyan therapy aims to overthrow the idealized self-image the patient is trying to live up 1o, making
him face his actual sell and release his potential for healthy personality development.

HYPNOTHERAPY uscs hypnosis to increase the patient’s suggestibility and to lift repressions, to remove neurotic symptoms
when they prevent progress in therapy or o persuade the patient to adopt more constructive general attitudes.

INTERPERSONAL PSYCHOLOGY locites the causes of personality disorders in the relations between the individual and society
rather than in purely internal psychological developments and aims at improving interpersonal attitudes and relations.

LEARNING-THEORY THERAPY trcats mental disorders as self-defeating behavior patterns that the individual has learned to
rely on when he feels anxiety. The therapist applies all available scientifically discovered principles of learning to make
the patient unlearn these patterns and to countercondition him against the attitudes that produced them.

ORGONOMY is bused on the theory of Wilhelm Reich that there is a specific energy—called orgone—that accounts for
lile. Reichian therapy combines psychoanalysis with manipulation of the patient’s body in order to remove muscular
armor—muscular attitudes an individual develops to block emotions and organ sensations.

PSYCHODRAMA is a form of improvised play-acting of certain roles and dramatic incidents resembling those situations that
produce problems lor the patient in his daily life. The purpose is to provide the patient with both theoretical insight and
corrective emotional experience. This acting out is often conducted before an audience.

RATIONAL-EMOTIVE THERAPY, developed by Albert Ellis, asserts that emotional disturbance arises when individuals mentally
reiterate unrealistic, illogical, sell-defeating thoughts. The therapist identifies these thoughts, argues against them and per-
suades the patient to undertake actions that will disprove the undesirable beliels and, hence, strip them of their power,

TRANSACTIONAL ANALYSIS postulates that all interpersonal communications spring [rom specific ego states called Parent,
Adult and Child. The therapist attempts to identify the ego state producing each communication from the patient with
the aim ol discovering the plan the individual has unconsciously chosen for his life and of replacing it, il necessary, with
a more realistic and constructive one. Transactional analysts prefer to work with groups.

21%
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purpose of the various kinds of encounter
groups that have come to dominate, in
sheer numbers, at least, the American
psychotherapeutic  scene.  The  group
movement has expanded rapidly in the
past few yecars; new Lsalen-type centers
have opened in all parts of the nation;
the professionals who are experienced at
conducting groups reccive more invita-
tions, from all kinds of people in all
kinds of cities and towns, than they can
possibly accept. Yet, though it seems to
have sprung up almost overnight, the
movement actually began more than 20
years ago and struggled along inconspic
uously for a long time before achieving
sudden popularity.

The strange thing about the group is
that nobody invented it; its birth was
strictly an  accident. The event took
place at a conference, held in Connecti-
cut in 1946, on the training of commu-
nity leaders. Among the professors and
Government oflicials present was the late,
highly regarded social psychologist Kurt
Lewin, a tireless student of group dynam-
ics (the processes through which groups
are formed, go about their business and
succeed or fail). With him, Dr. Lewin had
brought four members of his research
stafl—not to participate in the conference
but to study it by recording their abser-
vations of how individual delegates and
their committees behaved and reacted to
onc another. Somebody suggested that
the findings of the four rescarchers, if
presented in the evening when there was
no other conference activity, might be a
valuable form of feedback that would
help the people at the conference judge
their own effectiveness and work togeth-
er more smoothly and clficiently. The
first cvening, only a few people showed
up; these few were so cxcited by the
feedback that the word quickly spread
and next evening, everybody was there,
After that, the original purpose of the
conference was almost forgotten, as the
delegates became absorbed in such ques-
tions as how each of them looked to the
others, how they succeeded or failed at
communicating their ideas and how com-
mittee decisions were influenced by the
interplay of personalitics (what a psy-
chologist might call the “interpersonal re-
lationships™) among committee members.

The unexpected turn taken by the
Connecticut conference seemed to prove
that people are fascinated by their be-
havior in groups—also that, il they are
helped to wunderstand their behavior,
they tend to become more open, more
honest, more aware of their own feelings
and more spontancous. Hot on the trail
of something new in human experience,
some of the conference leaders quickly
set up a nonprofit institute called the
National Training Laboratorics, to re-
fine the techniques of group self-studies
and promote their widespread use.

N.T. L. describes itsell as being in the

business of encouraging social change
through sensitivity training—that s,
the attempt to teach people to become
more aware of their own [eelings and
motives and the feelings and motives of
others, and thus to become more percep-
tive, open-minded, understanding  and
creative members of the organizations to
which they belong. (N.T. L.'s first groups
were for psychologists and other educa-
tors: it since has expanded into group
training for corporation executives, ad-
ministrators  and teachers in  public
sthool systems and universities and com-
munity leaders.)) Its method is the T
group, the T sl;mding for training.

In a typical T group, 12 1o 14 business
exceutives meet with a professional lead-
er from N.T. L. The leader announces
that the group will gather at certain
specified times—say, for six hours a day
over a fiveday period—to try to learn
about the forces that influence the be-
havior of individuals and groups; the
learning will come from the members’
own behavior, reactions and {eelings;
there are no rules of procedure and the
group is [ree to go about the task in any
way it sees fit; the leader will try to help
the members learn from their experiences
in the group but will make no attempt to
direct or influence their activities.

To most businessmen. used to attend-
ing meetings with a formal agenda and
conventions with a formal program, the
T-group leader’s announcement is a sur-
prising and even frightening invoduc-
tion 1o a whole new world in which the
ordinary rules of conduct are suspended;
there are no lines ol authority and each
individual must make his own way with-
out benefit of guidelines or corporate title.
What usually results, after an initial con-
fusion and hesitation, is a remarkably
frank group discussion in which individual
members leel perlealy free to reveal their
own deepest problems and their opinions
of one another, whether alfectionate or
hostile. Given the candid atmosphere of
the group and the honest feedback on how
their behavior appears to others, the mem-
bers often become aware of [eelings,
fears, guilts, desires and [rustrations they
had previously concealed even [rom them-
selves. Abraham Maslow, a past president
of the American Psvehological Associa-
tion who has conducted T groups, says,
“I’s very hard to believe in sober min-
utes that a dozen utter strangers will
suddenly let all their defenses clatter to
the floor like old shoes—Dbut I've seen it
happen.”

- - -

Out ol the T group have risen the other
kinds of shoulder rubbing and psyche
baring, usually called encounter groups,
that take place at Esalen and other
centers and under the direction of in-
dividual leaders throughout the coun-
try. Whereas the members of T groups
usually have a good deal in commen in
their working-day lives, the members of

encounter groups usually do not; they
get together haphazardly from all walks
of life. What takes place, however, is
quite similar 1o the activity of the T
group. Members of encounter groups
tend to let down their defenses, reveal
their self-doubts and tell each  other
frankly what they like and do not like
about one another. There are occasional
Nare-ups of hostility and moments of
deep allection, There is a good deal of
laughter—also, to a greater extent than
in T’ groups, a good deal of weeping.

Why are people so willing—even cager
—to bare their souls to strangers? Dr.
Rogers says it is a sign of the times,
something that could never have hap-
pened at an carlier stage of history.
“When a man is scrambling very hard to
get his three meals a day,” says Dr.
Rogers, “he doesn't have time to fecl
alienated from his fellow human beings.
Now that we have the alfluent society, we
do have the time and we realize that we
arc alone and lonely, lacking decp con-
tacts with others. We begin to say, ‘I
wish there were someone I could talk to
honestly; T wish someone cared about
me." " Charles Seashore, a psychologist
with N. T. L., says, “"There’s a kind of im-
maturity and thwarted growth in all of
us. As human beings, we have all kinds
of potentialities—to be warm or standoff-
ish, loving or hostile, open or suspicious,
enthusiastic or constrained, adventuresome
or cautious, emotional or reserved. But
our socicty rewards some of these traits
and discourages others, and most ol us
wind up as adults with just one or two
stercotyped responses that we  display
automatically to all the hundreds of dif-
ferent situations in which we hnd our-
sclves. The popularity ol groups rests on
the fact that most of us feel deprived:
probably 85 to 95 percent of us feel that
we're not as close to people as we'd like
to be, or that we're not as open and
honest about our feclings, or that we
have an anxiety over submitting to or
exercising authority, or that our lives are
too boxed in and narrowly predictable
from day to day. Since the group encour-
ages intimacy, honesty and adventure, it's
a great experience even if its effects are
only temporary.”

Is the group a form of therapy? Dr.
Maslow says no: “Although I'm very
impressed  with groups, I don’t think
they can help with serious problems—
only minor hangups. A neurosis just
won't fade away at a T group or a
weekend marathon.” The N, T, L. staff is
cirelul to call its aim not therapy but
“personal learning and personal growth.”
Dr. Seashore points out that he himsclf
once experienced what he considered a
therapewtic breakihrough in a T group—
but that it occurred in the 139th group he
attended or conducted, a figure hardly
likely to be reached by nonprolessionals.

Dr. Rogers, on the other hand, has no
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doubt that the group is a form of thera-
py and a highly effective form, at that;
he has come 1o believe that 20 hours in a
group are more effective than 20 hours
of onc-to-one treatment. The seaer of
the group. he thinks, is that “it gives
people permission to be helpful to one
another”—a privilege that is not gencr-
ally available in society and that s
grasped  eagerly and often with great
skill, resulting in verv much the same
kind of support offered in client-centered
therapy. In one way, savs Di. Rogers. the
group is superior to dientcentered ther-
apy as he practiced it in the past: his is
the fact thar members ol the group Treely
express their negative as well as their posi-
tive feelings toward one another. Thus,
each person in the group is ar times deep-
ly liked and supporied Tor his good qual-
ities and, at other times, confronted with
harsh criticism ol the bad. a push-pull
process that seems to speed awareness ol
the true sell. If Dr. Rogers returned to
one-to-one practice, he says, he would he
very Iree 1o give his patients constant leed-
back on his inner reactions 1o them. pro
or con.

Whether the encounter gronp should
properly be cilled therapy or just a form
of education. it certainly does something
for people. At the Western Behavioral
Sciences Institute, psvchologists gathered
interviews from 1000 people who had
taken  partin these  people
agreed almost unanimously that they had
ercatly enjoved the experience and had
been  proloundly inlluenced:  typical
comments were, "It was the most impor-
tant thing that ever happened 10 me”
and “It changed my whole lite.” What,
exactly, about the group had produced
this elfect> As the psychologists had ex-
pected. the one thing mentioned most
frequently was some pardcularly dramat-
ic example of deep exchange of under-
standing amd emotion between two or
more members of the group—sometimes
an incident in which they themselves had
taken part, sometimes an incident that
they had merely observed (another exam-
ple. perhaps, of Dr. Bandura’s learning
through imitation). To the psychologists’
surprise, however, these outstanding in-
cidents did not necessarily inmvolve the
therapist who led the group: in [act, the
therapist was responsible for no more of
them than anybaody else. To psvchologist
Richard Farson this suggested a strange
possibility: To the extenmt that the en-
counter group is therapeutic, is it a form
of therapy that requires no therapist? In
other words, can a group succeed without
a prolessional leader?

Dr. Farson's idea of experimenting
with leaderless groups was opposed by
every therapist he knew. Without profes-
sional guidance, he was warned, mem-

groups:

218 bers of the group would quickly be at one

another's throats. Nonetheless, he went
ahead, though with extreme caution. The
first leaderless group was watched anxious-
ly by two professional therapists behind a
onc-wayv see-through mirror, ready o in-
tervene quickly if the group got stalled
or out ol hand. As it turned out, the two
observers were unneeded. In fact, every
time the group seemed on the verge ol
serious trouble, the two therapists were
amazed o see some completely untrained
member step in and do exacaly what they
themselves would have done. With this
reassurance, Dr. Farson then set up a
full-scale experiment comparing leader-
less groups with groups led by profes
sional thevapists. It developed that the
leaderless groups, even when composed
ol people who had never belore taken
part in an encounter, behaved very much
like the led groups: their members got
right down o business, avoided excess
hosulity and did a good job of helping
one another. To Dr. Farson, the experi-
ment suggests a startling answer 1o the
problem of how the nation can possibly
train enough therapists for all the people
who need Ilclp_ “Tv may turn out,” he
says, “that our greatest resource for solv-
ing hunun problems is the very people
whao have the problems.™

One immediate result of Dr. Farson's
experiment has been a do-it-voursell kit
lor nonprolessionals cager 1o orgnnze
their own groups. The kit was areated
Lugely by o voung psvdhologist named
Bery Berzon, a lormer associaie ol Dr,
Farson at the Western Behavional  Sci-
ences Institute; it is a set ol wape record-
ings, each running about an hour and
a hall, designed 10 be played by o group
that will hold eight meciings. For each
session, the voice on the tape suggests
various activities that have been lound
helplul in groups, For example, all mem-
bers but one are askad 1o lorm o right
circle, into which the missing member
then tries o break, Or the members are
asked 10 write down. anonvmously, some
secret of which they are ashamed; the

slips are shuffled and handed out: each
member. in turn, then reads the paper
e has drawn and discusses how it might
feel 1o have such a secret. Following cach
sugeestion, the tape goes silent. o give
the group time to carry out the instruc
tions: then the voice returns with some-
thing new. The recordings are called
Encountertapes and are manufactured by
the Human Development Institute of At-
lanta, a subsidiary of Bell & Howell
(an indication that the group movement
has grown big cnough o interest the
multimillion-dollar corporation  world).

“What we've done,” says Miss Berzon,
“is package the group experience and
make it available to schools, churches and
industries. This takes it out ol the esoteric
centers like Esalen and right into the

mainstream of everyday life.” Miss Berzon
was one of the several thousand people
marooned for three dayvs at New York's
Kennedy  Airport by an  unexpected
snowstorm last winter. Listening to the
incessant bulletins over the airport loud-
speakers, and  watching  her [rustrated
fellow wravelers grow increasingly bored
and glassv-eved, she kept grieving at the
lost opportunity for plaving hier Encoun-
tertapes over the speakers and turning
an ordeal into a delighilul mass initiation
into the marvels of the encounter group.
She can never pass a tall ofhice building
without thinking of it as a place where
a publicaddress system and a single set
ol Encountertapes could bring the group
experience to many thousands of people
at i time.

Even enthusiasts such as Miss Berzon,
however, concede that the group has one
serious defeat lor which no remedy is as
vet apparent. It is one thing to confess
vour secrets, pour out your angers and
break imo tears among a few people
gathered expressly in behall of this kind
of free and [rank communication; it is
quite another thing to do so at home or
in the office. Says Miss Berzon, “Once
you've had this 1aste of honey—once
vou've had 1he opportumity to really re-
late in depth 10 other people—it's hard
1o go back 10 the cocktail-party kind of
superficialiny. But evervday life isn't like
the group. And your Lamily, your boss
and your Iriends probably have a vested
interest in keeping you just as vou've
always been. So the effear wends to get
dissipated when vou go home.” Savs Dr.
Farson, “Peaple feel they're changed by
the group. but no matter how you ob-
serve them, test them or question their
families and [riends, you don’t find any
signilicant changes in their actual be-
havior. The reason is that what happens
in the group is something that a person
can’t make happen anywhere else.”

Trying 1o transler the amosphere of
the group into real lile can, in fact. be
downright dangerous. One businessman
who auended a T group reports, 1
lecarned thae 1 had been making myself
miserable by bottling up mv hostilities
and being overpolite 1o evervbody, so 1
decided 1o change all that. Three days
Lter, T realized that T was losing my
customers, my emplovees and my wife—
and 1T changed back in a hurry.” Dr.
Glasser, who is skeptical of encounter
groups, savs, “Thevire based on a false
premise. Until all people are open and
honest at all umes, iU's unrealistic o
think that you can be—without geuing
hure.”

In one way or another, most leaders of
the group movement are now grappling
with this problem. Many of them believe
that the solution is to expand the move-
ment, through Encountertupes and the
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establishment of hundreds of new Esa-
lens, until millions of Americans have
had group training of one kind or an-
other; these millions will then reshape
society into a sort of single big, happy,
uninhibited, affectionate, turncd-on en-
counter group. But as one skeptical psy-
chologist has said, “There are a lot of
religious overtones 1o the movement;
these people are like the early Christians,
who thought that all of society’s prob-
lems would vanish as soon as everybody
became a Christian.”

Others are making a more direct at-
tempt to bring the group and cveryday
life closer together. 'The National Train-
ing Laboratories, for example, has made
some significant changes in the wav il
organizes its T groups. One N. T, L. psy-
chologist says, “We used to be willing
to take just one person from a business
organization; we'd get him all revved up
and then send him back o ofhce col-
leagues and a job that hadn’t changed a
bit. Now we try to get at least two men
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from the firm, so that they cin support
cach other alter they go back. And what
we really like is to have many people
from the same company and work with
the management to open up the lines of
communication and creativity;  we're
trying 1o change the dimate of the big
organizations, such as corporations and
universities, in which people are embed-
ded.” Drv. Farson has been  thinking
about what he calls “social architecture,”
a possible new science of the Tuture. I
you want 1o help people tanscend them-
selves,” he says. “vou've got 1o rearrange
the social situations in which they con-
stantly lind themselves—the job, family,
school and chuwreh.” "Thus, the attempt 1o
heal and bolster the human psyche, hav-
ing already  expanded  from coudh to
group, scems likely to expand Turther
into all kinds of social sitwations. What
started as Freud's hirst modest efforts to
help a few hysterical patients has indeed
come a long way.

“Well, fans, Notre Dame will have to come up
with some kind of muvaculous play to pull this game
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(continued from page 132)

more to draw on than most individuals
do.”

“And it's multiplied by a factor of ten.
Who is—who was John Chow?”

“A genius, surcly,” Pugh said politely.
His interest in cloning was not so newly
roused and hungry as Martin’s.

“Leonardo Complex tvpe,” said Yod.
“Biomatlh; also a cellist and an undersea
hunter and imerested in structural engi-
neering problems, and so on. Died be-
fore he'd worked out his major theories.”

“Then vou each represent a different
facet of his mind, his trlems:™

“No,”" said Zavin, shaking her head in
time with several athers. “We share the
basic equipment and tendencies, of cowrse,
but we're all engineers in the Planetary
Exploitation line. A Lter done might be
trained to develop other aspects of the
basic equipment. It's merely a matter of
education. The genetic substance is iden-
tical. We we John Chow. But we were
trained differently.”

Martin looked shellshocked. “How old
are vou?”

“Twenty-three.”

“You say he—died young. Had they
taken some germ cells [rom him belore-
hand or something?”

Gimel ook over: “He died at twenty-
four in an air-car crash. They couldn’t
save the brain but took some intestinal
cells and cultured them. Reproductive
cells aren’t used lor cloning, since they
hinve only hall the chromosomes. Intes-
tintal cells happen 1o be easy 1o despecial-
ize aud reprogram for total growth.”

“All chips ofl the old block,” Martin
said valiandy, “But how < . ., . some
ol vou be female . . 27

Beth ok over: “It's easy 1o program
hall the clonal mass back 10 the female.
Just delete the male gene from hall the
cells and they revert 1o the basic: thae is,
the female. IUs arickier to o the other
way, have to hook in artificial Y chromo-
somes. So they mostly clone from males,
stee clones Tuncion best when bisexual.”

“I's an elaborae  process,”  Aleph
said. “Each new generation has 1o be
cloned [rom cells, the fetuses incubated
in Ngama  Plicentae, then  given 1o
trained  foster-parent groups. Did  you
know that we cost the Government about
53,000,000 apicces”

“But how about you, don’t you—
Martin asked, sull sraggling.

“Breed?” Bedh hnished for him. “Yes
add no. The men are permitied 1o cross
breed with approved singletons. Bur as
lor the women—we're sterile. Deleting
the Y chromosome from our original cell
makes us so. John Chow in his pure
form dies with us—unless, of course,
there is a decision to clone him again or
a biological Dbreakthirough that would
create fertile clone Iemales.” They spoke
in even, objective tones, as il none of

"



this had any personal relevance whatso-
cver.

Question time was over. “Well,” said
one of the Johns, and all changed mood,
like a flock of starlings that changes
course in one wing fick, following a
leader so fast that no eye can see which
leads. They were ready to go. “How
abour a look at the mine? Then we'll
unload the equipment. Some nice new
models in the roboats, vou'll want to se¢
them. Right?" Had Pugh or Martin not
agreed, they might have found it hard to
say so. Polite as the Johns were, their
decisions were uninimous, tenfold: They
crried. Pugh, commander of Libra Base
Two, lelt a qualm. How could he boss
this supermanwoman-entity-of-ten around?
And a genius, at that. He stuck with
Martin as they suited for outside. Neither
said anything.

Four apiece in the three large air
sleds, they slipped off north from the
dome, over Libra's dun rugose skin, in
starlight.

“Desolate,” one said.

A boy and a girl were with Pugh and
Martin. Pugh wondered il they were the
two that had shared a sleeping bag last
night. No doubt they wouldn't mind if
he asked them. Sex must be as handy as
breathing, to them. Did you two breathe
last night?

“Yes,” he said, “it is desolate.”

“This is our fArst time Off, except
training on Luna, ol course,” said the
softer voice, the girl.

“How'd you take the big hop?"”

“They doped us. I wanted to experi-
ence it.” That was the boy, a bit wistful.
They seemed to have more personality,
only two at a time. Did repetition ol the
individual negate individuality?

The Mountains of Merioneth showed
leprotic in starlight to the cast, a plume
of freezing gas trailed silver from a vent-
hole to the west, the sled tilted ground-
ward. The twins braced for the stop at
the same moment, each with a slight
protective gesture to the other. Your skin
is my skin, Pugh thought with admiring
envy. What would it be like, then, to
have somebody as close 1o you as that?
Always 1o be answered when you spoke:
never to be in pain alone. Love your
neighbor as you love yoursell. . . . That
problem was solved. The neighbor was
the sell: the love was perfect.

And here was Hellmouth, the mine.

Pugh was the Libra Exploratory Mis-
sion’s extraterrestrial geologist, Martin
his technician and cartographer: but
when, in the course ol a local survey,
Martin  had discovered the uranium
mine, Pugh had given him full credit,
as well as the onus of prospecting the
lode and planning the Exploit Crew's
job. These kids had been sent out from
Earth vears before Martin's reports got
there and had not known what their
job would be until they got here: the
Esploitation Corps had sent them only

in the well-founded hope that there
might be a job for them on Libra or
the next planet out. The Government
wanted uranium too urgently to wait
while reports drifted home across the
light-vears. The stuff was like gold, old-
fashioned but essential. Worth mining
extraterrestrially and  shipping  inter-
stellarly. Worth its weight in people,
Pugh thought sourly, watching the tall
voung men and women go. one by one,
glimmering in starlight, into the black
hole Martin had named Hellmouth.

It was silent on Libra; it was silenter
inside Libra. Dead black. Their homeco-
static forehead lamps brightened. Twelve
nodding gleams ran along the moist,
wrinkled walls. Pugh heard Martin's ra-
diation counter peeping 20 to the dozen
up ahead. “Here's the drop-off,” said
Martin's voice in the suit iniercom,
drowning out the peeping and the dead
silence around. “We're in a side hssure,
this is the main vertical vent in front of
us.” The black void gaped, its far side
not visible in the head-lamp beams.
Last traces of vulcanism from two thou-
sand to twenty-five hundred E years ago.
Nearest fanlt twenty-cight miles east, in
the Trench. It's seismically as safe as
anything you can find on Libra. The big
basalt flow overhead stabilizes all these
substructures, as long as it remains stable
itself. Your central lode is thirty-six me-
ters down, running in a series ol five
bubble caverns for two hundred and ten
meters northeast. It is a lode, a pipe ol
very high-grade ore. You saw the percent-
age figures in the report Passerine picked
up when it contacted our System Survey
Team, right? Exuraction’s going to be no
problem. All you've got to do is get the

bubbles topside.”
“Take off the lid and Iet 'em float up."”
He heard an identical-sounding voice

from ten mouths. “Open the thing
right up.”—"Safer that way."—"Solid
basalt rool: How thick, ten meters

herez”—"Three to hiteen, the report
said."—"Blow good ore all over the lot.”
—"Use this access we're in, straighten it
a bit and run shder rails.”"—"lmport
burros.”—"Have we got cnough prop-
ping material”—"What's vour estimate
of total pay-load mass, Martinz”

“Well, say over five million kilos and
under eight.”

“The Transport Crew will he by here
in ten E months; we'll have enough lor
them to start packaging.”

The first one—Aleph? (Hebrew, the ox,
the leader)—swung onto the ladder and
down; the rest followed. Pugh and Mar-
tin stood alone at the cavern’s edge.
Pugh set his intercom to exchange only
with Martin’s suit and noticed Martin
doing the same. It was a little wearing,
hearing one person think aloud in ten
VOICES.

“A great gut,” Pugh said, looking
down into the black pit, its veined and
warted walls catching suray pgleams of
head lamps far below. “A cow’s bowel. A
bloody great constipated intestine.”

They were silent. Martin's counter
peeped like a lost chicken. They stood
mside the dead but epilepuic pl;met,
breathing oxvgen [rom tanks, wearing
suits impermeable 1o corrosives  and
harmful radiations, resistant to a 200-
degree range of temperatwures, tearprool
and as shock-resistant as possible, given
the solt vulnerable stuft inside.

“1 hate this place,” Martin said. “I
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like mines, caves, you know. But this
one’s a bitchh. Mean. You can’t ever let
down in here. I guess this lot can handle
it, though. They know their stuff.”
“Wave of the Tuture, Martin, bach.”
The wave ol the future came swarming
up the ladder, swept Martin to the shalt
entrance, gabbled untiil one called ovder:
“Martin can't understand us all at once.”
“But we can,” sard another. “Let's get
this thought out now. Do we have
enough material for supports?”
“If we convert one ol the extractor-
servos 1o anneal, ves.”
“Sufficient il we miniblast?™
“Kaph can calcule stress.”
“How broad’s that basalt lid?"
Pugh looked at them, so many
thoughts jabbering in a busy brain, il
at Martin standing silent among them,
and at Hellmouth and the wrinkled
plain,
“Settled. How docs that sirike you as a
preliminary schedule, Martin?"”
“It’s your baby,” Martin said.

By day five of their stay on Libra, the
Johns had all their material and equip-
ment unloaded and operating and were
ready to start opening up the mine,
They worked with total efhiciency. Pugh
was fascinated and [rightened by their
elfectiveness, their conlidence, thewr inde-
pendence. A clone, he thought, might be,
in fact, the first truly stable, self-reliant
human being. It would be sullicient o
iselt sexually, emotionally, imellectually
and ethically. Any member ol it would
always receive the complere support and
approval of his peers. Nobody clse was
needed.

Two of the clone staved in the dome,
doing calculations and paperwork, with
frequent sled trips to the mine lor sam-
ples, measurements and tests, A girl and
a boy, Zayin and Kaph, they were the
mathematicians ol 1the clone. That is, as
Zayin explained, all ten had had thor-
ough mathematical training Irom  the
ages of three 10 215 but rom 21 1o 23,
she and Kaph had gone on with math,
while the others intensified other special-
ties—geology, mining enginecring, clec
tronic engineering, equipment robotics,
applied atomics, and so on. “Kaph and [
Teel,” she said, “thun we're closer 10 what
John Chow was in his lifetime. But, of
course, he was principaily in biomath,
and they didn’t take us very far in that.”

“They needed us most in this ficld,”
Kaph said, with the pawiotic priggish-
ness they sometimes evinced.

Pugh and Martin continued to be able
to distinguish this pair [rom the others,
Zayin by Gestalt, Kaph only by a discol-
ored lel fourth fingernail, acquired hrom
an ill-aimed hammer at the age of six. No
doubt, there were many such dillerences,
physical and psychological, among them:
Nature might be identical, nurture could
not be. But the dilferences were hard 1o
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Social training partly disguised their
basic indifference o others: they had the
standardized American lriendliness. “Do
you come from Ireland, Owenz”

“Nobody comes [rom lreland, Zayin.”

“There are lots of Irvish-Americans.”

“To be sure, but almost no Irish. A
couple of thousand in all the iskind, last
I knew. By the third Famine, there were
no Irish lelt at all but the priesthood,
and they are all celibate; or nearly all.”

Zayin and Kaph smiled stiflly. They
didn’t quite gec Owen. “What are you,
then, wpologically?”™ Kaph asked.

Pugh veplied, “A Welshman.”

“Is that Welsh that you and Martin
speak rogethers”

None of your business, Pugh thought,
but said, “No, it's his dialect, not mine:
Argenunean. Descendant of - Spanish,
We've had a world 1o ourselves Tor half a
yaar. . . . Sometimes a man likes to
speak his native Linguage, that's all.”

“Is Wells quaintz” asked Zayin,

“Wellsz Oh, Wales, it's called. Yes.
Wales is quaint.” Pugh switched on his
rock cutter, which prevented [urther con-
versation by a svnapse-destroving whine;
and while it whined, he turned his back
and sinid 2 prolane word in Welsh,

That night, he wsed the Argentine
dialear lor private communicition. Do
they pac off in the same couples, or
change every night ="

Martin looked surprised. A prudish
expression, unsuited o his leatures, ap-
peared for a moment. It faded. He, 100,
wis curious, I think it’s random.”

“Don’t whisper, man, it sounds dirty-
m aded. T think they rotate on a sched-
ule. So that nobody gets omitted.”

Martin gave a vulgar Lingh and smaoth-
ered i “What about us? Aren’t we
omitted?”

“Tha doesn’t occur to them. It never
will.”

“What il I propositioned one ol 1he
girlsz"

“she’d el the others and thevd de-
cide as o group.”

“I am not o bull,” Martin said, his
dark, heavy face heating up. 1 will not
be judged 2

“Down, down, machismo,” said Pugh.
“Do you mean 1o proposition one?”

Martin shrugged, looking sullen.
‘em have their inces,” he said.

“Incest or masturbation, is 2"

“1 don't care, il they'd do it out of
carshot!™

The done’s carly attempts at modesty
il soon worn off, unmotivated by any
deep defensiveness of sell or awareness
ol others, Pugh and Marsin were daily
deeper swamped under the intimacies of
its constant emotiomsd-sexual-mental in-

“Let

terdhimge: swamped ver excluded.
“I'wo months o go,” said Marin one
evening.
In 60 days, the Mll caew of their
Exploratory Mission was due back from

a survey of the four other planets of the
system. Pugh was aware ol this.

“Are vou crossing oft the days on the
calendar?” he jeered. He was irritable
lately, while Martin was sullen,

“Pull yoursell 1ogether, Owen.”

“What do you meanz™

“What 1 sav.”

They parted i contempt and resent-
ment.

Pugh came in alier a day alone on the
Pampas, a vast plain the nearest edge of
which was two hours south by jet. He
was tired, but refreshed by solitude. They
were not supposed to ke long rips
alone bur Lnely had often done so. Mar-
tin stooped under bright light, drawing
one of his elegant, masterly charts: The
whole lace of Libra this one was, the
cancerous profile. The dome was other-
wise empty, seeming dim and lage, as it
hadd before the clone came. “Where's the
golden horde?™

Martin grunted ignorance, crosshatch-
ing. He surightened his back o glance
round at the sun, squatting leebly like a
great red toad on the eastern plain, and
at the clock, which said 18:45. “Some big
jumps woday,” he said, returning o his
map. “Lot ol cres fell over. Take a
look at the setsmo.™

The needle jigeled and wavered on
the roll. It never stopped jiggling here.
Back in mudalicrnoon, the roll had re-
corded fve quakes ol major intensity;
twice the needle had hopped off the roll.
The anached compuier had been activat-
cd 1o emit a slip reading, “EPICENTER 61°
N By a2a” g

“Not in the Trench this time.”

“Wasn't it? It Ielt a bit dilferent from
usual. Sharper.”

“In Dome One, 1 used 1o lie awake all
night, feeling the ground jump. Queer
how you ger used 10 things,”

“Go spla if you didn’t. What's for
dinner:”

“I thought you'd have cooked it.”

“Waiting lor the clone.”

Feeling putupon, Pugh got out a doz-
en dinner boxes, stuck two in the Insto-
bake, pulled them out. “All right, here’s
dinner.”

“Been thinking,” Martin said, coming
to table. “What il some clone cloned
inell? Hiegally, T mean. Made a thou-
saidd duplicnes—ien  thousand. Whole
army. They could make a tidy power
arab, couldn’t theyv:”

“But how many millions would each of
this lot cost to rear? Antilicial placentae
and all that. It would be mmpossible 1o
keep searet, unless they got a planet to
themselves, . . . Back belore the Fam-
ines, when there were national govern-
ments, they wlked about that: Clone
vour best soldiers, have whole regimems
ol them. But the food ran out belore
they could play that game.” They were
speaking amicably, as they used to.

“Funny,” Maruin said, chewing. “They
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lelt early this morning, didn’t they?”

“Belore 1 did, all but Kaph and Zayin.
They thought they'd get the first pay
load above ground today. What's up:”

“They weren't back lor lunch,” said
Martin, immobile.

“They won't stave, 1o be sure.”

“They left ar seven.”

“So they did.” Then Pugh saw it. The
air tanks held eight hours” supply.

“Kaph and Zavin curied out spare
cans when they left. Or they've got a
heap out there”

“They did, but the
whole ot in 1o recduoage. There they
are.” He pointed 10 one ol the staicks ol

they brought

stulf that cnt the dome mto rooms and
allevs.

“There's an alarm signal on every

nmsuit.”’

“I's not awronuatic.”

Pugh was tired and sull hungry. “Sit
down and eat, man, That lot cn look
after usell.”

Martin sat down, but after a minute,
he said, “There was a big quake, Owen.

The first one. Big enough it scared me
for a minuie™

Alter a liule pause, 'ugh sighed and
saidd, “All right.”

Unenthusiastically, they got ono the
two-man sled that was alwavs lelt lor
them and headed it north. The long
sunrise covered evervihing in poisonous
red  Jell-O. The horizontal light and
shadow made it hard 10 see, raised walls
ol Like iron ahead of them, which they
slid through, tned the comex plain be-
youd Helimowh into a grew dimple full
ol bloody water. They slowed, bumped
down, jumped ofl. Around the tunnel en-
trance, a wilderness ol machinery stood,
cranes and aables and servos and wheels
and diggers and robocarts and sliders and
conuol huts, all stanting and bulking inco-
herendy in the red light. Martin ran into
the mine. He cime out again and went
straight 10 Pugh. "Oh, God, Owen, it's
down.” he said. Pugh went in and saw,
five meters from the emrance. the shiny,
moist, black wall that ended the wnnel.
Newly exposed 1o air, 1t looked organic,
like visceral tissue. The wnnel entranee,

sy

“Well, well, well—so much for our new-found
love of Beethoven.”

enlarged by blasting and double-tracked
for robocuts, seemed unchanged till he
noticed  thousands ol tiny  spider-web
cracks in the walls, The floor was wet
with some sluggish flaid.

“They were inside,” Martin said.

“They may be still. They surely had
extra ur cans——"

“Look, man, look, look at the basalt
How, ut the roof: don’t vou sce what the
quake did? Look ar i1.”

The low hump of Lind that rooled the
cwes still looked queer, like an optical
illusion. It seemed 1o have sunk down,
lc;l\'in;:. iovist (Iilll];l('. or |:il.. It, too, was
cracked with many viny fhissures, Pugh
saw when he walked upoun it. From some,
a whitish gas was sceping. and the sun-
light on the surface ol the gas pool was
shalted as if in the waters of a dim red
lake.

“It isnt on the Gl There's no fauh
here!™

“They wouldn't all have been inside,
Martin, Look at the mess here, the
cquipment; they may be up here, some
of them.”

Martin followed him and scarched
dully, then acuvely. He _slmllcd the air
sled. It had come down unguided and
stuck at an angle in a pothole ol colloi-
dal dust. It had curied two riders. One
was hudl sunk in the dust, but all his suit
meters registered normal  [nncioning;
ke other hung strapped onto the vihied
sled. Her imsuit was cut open in several
places on the broken legs and the body
wis Irozen hard as any rock. That was
all they found. As both regulation and
custom demanded, they aemated  the
dead bodv at once with the laser guns
they carricd and had never used before.
Pugh, knowing he was going 1o be sick,
wrestled the survivor onto the two-man
sled and sent Mantin oll 1o the Jdome
with him. Then he vomited and flushed
the waste out ol his suit and, hnding
one four-mum sled undamaged, lTollowed
after Martin, shaking as il the cold of
Libra had got through to him.

The survivor was Kaph. He was in
deep shock. They found a swelling on
the occiput that might mean concussion,
but no [racture showed on their tiny
diagnoser.

Pugh brought two glasses of [ood con-
centrate and  two  chasers ol AUavit.
“Come on,” he said. Mantin obeved,
drinking off the 1onic. They sat down
near the cot and sipped the aguavit,

Kaph Lay immobile, face like beeswax,
hair bright black 1o the shoulders, lips
stifily parted for Fimly gasping breaths,

“It must have been the first shodk, the
big one,” Martin said. "It must have shid
the whole structure sideways, Till it fell
in on itsell. Like on ball bearings. There
must be gas lavers in the Laeral rocks,
like those formations in the 31st Quad-
rant. But there wasn't any sign oAE
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he spoke, the world slid under them.
Things leaped and clatiered, hopped
and jigged, shouted, Ha! Ha! Ha! "It
was like this, only worse, at fourieen
hundred hours,” reason said shakily in
Martin's voice, amid the unfastening
and ruin of the world. But unreason
sat up, as the tumult lessened and things
ceased dancing, and screamed aloud.

Pugh leaped across his spilled aquavit
and held Kaph down. The muscular
body flailed him olf. Martin pinned the
shoulders down. Kaph screamed, strug-
gled, choked: his face blackened. “OXky,”
Pugh said, and his hand found the right
needle in the medical kit as il by homing
instinct; while Marun held the mask, he
struck the needle home to the vagus
nerve, restoring Kaph 1o life.

“Didn’t know vou knew that stunt,”
Martin said, breathing hard.

“The Lazarus Jub, my [ather was a
doctor, it doesn’t always work,” Pugh
said. “I want that drink I spilled. Is the
quitke over? I can’e tell.”

“Altershocks. It's not just you shiver-
ing.”

“Whyv did he suffocate like that?”

“I don't know, Owen. Look n
book.”

Kaph was breathing normally and his
color was restored; only the lips were
still darkened. They poured a new shot
ol courage and sat down by him again,
with the medical guide. “Nothing about
cyanosis or asphyxiation under ‘shock’
or ‘concussion.” He can't have breathed
in anything with his imsuit on. I don't
understand. Mother Mog's Home Hervb-
alist would be more use than this, . .
‘Anal hemorrhoids,” fie!” Pugh said, ril-
Mling through the index, and pitched the
guide to a crae table. It fell short,
because either Pugh or the table was sull
unsteady.

“Why didn't he signalz”

“Sorry®”

“The eight inside the mine never had
time. But he and the girl were outside,

the

or in the vent. Mayvbe she was near the
entrance and got hit by the hrst slides.
He was ouside, in the control hut, may-
be. He ran in, pulled her out, got her
onto the sled, started for the dome. And
all that time, never pushed the panic
button in his imsuit. Why not?”

“Well, he had that whack on the head.
I doubr he realized the girl was dead,
even. But I don't know il he'd have
thought 1o signal us. They looked to one
another lor help. For everything.”

Martin’s lace was like an Indian mask,
grooves at the mouth corners, eves ol
dull coal. “What must he have felt, then,
when the quake came and he was out-
side, alone =

As if in answer, Kaph screamed.

He came up off the cot in the heaving
convulsions of one sulfocating, knocked
Pugh down with his flailing arm, stag-
gered blindly into a stack of crates and
fell to the floor, lips blue. eves white
Martin dragged him back onto the cot
and gave him a whill ol oxvgen, then
knelt by Pugh, who was just sitting up,
and wiped at his cut cheekbone. “Owen,
are you all right, are you going 1o he
all right, Owen?"

“I think I am,” Pugh said. “Why are
you rubbing my [ace with thar”

It was a small length ol computer
tape, now spollcd with Pugh’s bload.
Martin threw it away. “I thought 1t was
a towel. You clipped your check on that
box there.”

“It didn’t hure till you rubbed it with
the tape. Is he out of "

They stared down at Kaph lving stifl,
his teeth a white line inside dark parted
lips.

“Like epilepsy. Brain damage, maybe:"

"What about shooting him [ull of
meprobamate?”

Pugh shook his head. "1 don’t know
what's in that shot we gave him that the
kit recommends for shock.”

“They certainly want to tell it

like it is these days. . . .

L3}

“Mavbe he'll sleep it ofl now.”

“I'd like 1o, mysell. Between him and
the earthquake, I'm geting a bit run
dowmn.”

“Go on. I'm not sleepy.

Pugh cleaned his cut cheek and pulled
ofl his shirt. then paused.

“No chance at all, vou think?”

Martin shook his head.

Pugh lay down on top of his sleeping
bag. Alter what seemed to be hall a
minute or so, he was wakened by a
hideous, sucking, sirugeling sound. He
staggered up, lound the needle, tried
three times to jab it in correaly and
lailed, began to massage over Kaph's
heart. “Mouth-to-mouth,” he said, and
Martin obeved. Presently. Kaph drew
deep harsh breath, his heartbeat stead
wed, his rigid muscles began o relax.

“How long did I sleep:”

“Half an hour.”

They stood up, sweating. The ground
shuddered, the [abric of the dome sagged
and swayed. Libra was dancing her awful
polka again, her Tolentanz. The sun,
though rising, seemed to hiave grown
Luger and redder. A lot of gas and
particles must have been stirred up in
the [eeble dead atmosphere.

“"What's wrong with him, Owen?”

“I think he’s dving with them.”

“Them-—but they're dead

“Nine of them. They all died, they
were crushed or suffocated. They were
all him, he is all of them. They died,
and now he's dying their deaths, one by
one,”

“Oh, pity of God,”™ Martin said.

The next time was much the same.
The hilth time was worse, for Kaph
fought and raved, trying to speak but
getting no words out, as il his mouth
were stopped with rocks or clay. Alter
that, the attacks grew weaker, but so did
he. The eighth seizure came at about
4:30, and Pugh and Martin worked ill
5:30, doing cvervthing they could 1o
keep life in the body that seemed to
slide without protest into death. Martin
sitid, “The next will finish him.” And it
did: but Pugh breathed his own breath
into the inert lungs, until he himself
passed out.

He woke. The dome was opaqued and
no light on. He lay on his cot. He
listened and heard the breathing ol two
sleeping men. He slept, and nothing
woke him uill hunger did.

The sun was well up over the dark
plains and the planet had stopped dane
ing. Kaph lay aslecp: Pugh and Martin
drank 1ea and looked at him with pro-
prictary trivmph.

When he woke, Martin went to him:
“How are vou, old nunz” There was no
answer. Martin turned away.

Pugh ook his place and looked into
the brown, dull eves that gared 1oward
but not into his own. Like Marum, he
quickly turned away. He heated  food

"

"




concentrate and brought it to Kaph but

did not meet his gaze. “Come on, drink.” v '

Kaph drank a sip, choked. “Let me nu tun u
die,” he said,

“You are not dying.”

Kaph spoke with clarity and precision: u
“I am nine tenths dead,” he said. *There
is not enough ol me left alive.”

That precision convinced Pugh and, be-

cause he believed, he fought it. “No.” he
said, peremptorily. “They are dead. The

others, vour brothers and  sisters. But
vou're alive. You're not even much hurt.
You're them, you're him, John Chow.

Your lile's in your own hinds now.”

The boy lay still, looking into a dark-
ness that was not there.
The second day alter the quake, Mar-
tin took the Exploit Crew's hauler and a .
R)

set of robos over to Hellmouth 1o salvage =
cquipment and protece it from Libra’s )}‘&% ‘.,_’
sinister atmosphere. Pugh stayed in the O -]
o
7}

dome, doing paperwork, unwilling to
leave Kaph by himself, Kaph sat or lay
and stared into his darkness and never :
spoke. The days went by, silent. : . U {/ VU

The radio spat and spoke: the Mission =
calling from the ship. “We'll be down on
Libra in five wecks, Owen. Thirty-four E
days, nine hours, I make it, as of now.
How’'s tricks in the old dome?” 2

“Not good, Chief. The Exploit Crew
was killed, all but one ol them, six days

®
: = =
ago. In the mine, an e:u'lhtluztk(’.. LA
The radio crackled and sang starsong. I E s n u
Sixteen seconds’ lag each way: the ship

wis ot itl'()tlll(! Pi;ll](.’l. lII now. "Ki“{.’([, VODKA, BO PROOF. DIST, FROM 100K GRAIN. W. & A. GILBEY, LTO., CINN., 0. O1STR. BY NAT'L DNST PROO CO
the whole lot but one? Listen, you and
Martin are all right?”

“We're all right here.”

Thirty-two seconds.

“The Exploit Crew that Passerine lelt
out here with us mav take over the
Hellmouth project, then, instead of the
Quadrant Seven project. We'll settle that
when we come down. One way or anoth-
er, vou and Martin will be relieved at
Dome Two.”

Later on, Pugh said to Kaph, “You
may be asked 1o stay here with the other
Exploit Crew, if they go to work at
Hellmouth. The chiel won't commuand it.
But vou know the ropes here.” Knowing
the exigencies of Fiar Ou life, he wanued
to warn the young man.

Kaph said nothing. Since he  said,
“There is not enough ol me lelt alive,”
he had not spoken a word.

< ~Was it his pipe?”

@
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“He's doing very well for a man who's
died nine vimes.”

“Well? Like a turned-off android s
well? The only emotion he has lelt is
hate.”

“That's not hate, Martin, Listen, it is
true that he has, in a sense, been dead, 1
cmnot imagine what he feels. But i is
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Yod. Because we outlived them.”

“Maybe. But 1 think he's alone. He
doesn’t see us or hear ws, that's the truth:
He never had to see anvone else be-
Tore. He never was alone belore. He had
himself to see, talk with. live with, nine
other sclves all his life. He doesn’t know
how you go it alone, he must learn. Give
him time.”

Martin shook his heavy head. “Spla,”
he said. “Just remember, when you're
alone with him, that he could break your
neck one-handed. What 1 can't stand s
his eyes.”

“He can't stand ours, 1 expea,” said
Pugh, a short, soft-voiced man with a
bruised cheekbone. They were just out-
side the dome air lock, programming one
of the Exploit servos 1o repair a dam-
aged hauler. They could see Kaph sitting
inside the great hall egg ol the dome like
a fly in amber. “He'll get beter, I think.”

“Hand me the insert pack there. What
makes you think so?”

“He has a strong personaliy, 1o he
sure.”

“Swrongr Wrecked. Nine tenths dead,
as he putit.”

“But he is not dead. He s a live man:
John Kaph Chow. He had a jolly queer
upbringing, but alter all, every boy has
got to break free of his family. He will
do ir.”

“1 can't see 1.”

“Think about tt a bit, Martin: what's
this cloning for? To repair the human
race, isu't it? We're inoa bad way. Look
at me. My LLQ. and G. C. are about
hall this John Chow's. Yet they wanted
me so badly Tor the Far Out Service that
when 1 volunteered, they ook me and
fitted me out with an artificial lung and
corrected my myopia. Now, il there were
enough good, sound men around, would
they be wking one-lunged, shorrsighted
Welshmen?”

“Didn’t know
lung.”

“I do, though. Not tin, you know. Hu-
man, grown in a tank [rom a bit of
somebody else’s lung: cloned, il you like.
That's how they make replacement or-
gans, vou know, the same general idea as
cloning, but bits and picces, instead of
whole people. It's my own lung now. But
my point is, there are too many like me
these days and not enough like John
Chow. They're trying 1o raise the level
ol the human genetic pool, which must
be i pretry mucky licde puddle since the
population crash. So if a man is doned,
he's a tough, sound man. It's only logic,
10 be sure.”

Martin grumed; the serve began o
hum.

Kaph had been ening linle; he had
trouble swallowing his food, choking on
i, so that he would give up trying alier
a few bites. He had lost eight or 1en

you had an artihcial

298 kilos. Along about three weeks alter the

carthquake, his appetite began 10 pick
up: and one day, he began to look
through the clone’s possessions, its sleep-
ing bags, kits and papers, which Pugh
and Martin had stacked neatly in a
far angle of a packing-crate “room.” He
sorted, destroyed a heap ol papers and
oddments, made a small packer of what
remained, then relapsed into his walking
coma.

Two days lnter, he spoke. Pugh was
trving to correct a flutter in the ape
plaver, a job for Martn, but Martin had
the jet out, checking their maps of the
West Pampas. “Do you want me o do
that?” Kaplh said tonelessly.

Pugh jumped, controlled himsell, gave
the machine to Kaph. The young man
ook the player apart, put it back togeth-
er and left it on the table.

“Put on a tape,” Pugh, busy ar anoth-
er table, said with careful casualness.

Kaph put on the topmost tape, a cho-
ale. He lay down on his cot and seemed
10 paty no attention to the music.

After that, he wok over several rou-
tine jobs one by one. He underiook
nothing that wanted initiative; and if
asked o do anvthing, he made no re-
sponse at all, impassive as the deal.

“He's doing well,” Pugh said in Areen-
tmean,

“He's not. He's seuling into a machine
role. Does what he's programmed to do,
no reaction o anything else, including
other humans, He's worse off than he
was when he didn’t function ar all. He's
1ot human il"}'ﬂl()l't‘_'.

“What is he, then?”’

“Dead.”

Owen winced. “Well, good night,” he
said in English. “Good night, Kaph.”

Marun responded: Kaph did not.

Next morning ar  breakfast, Kaph
reached across Martin's plate for the
butter. "Why don’t you ask for ¥’
Martin said with the geniality of re
pressed exasperation. I can pass it.”

“1 can reach n,” K;lph sad in his Ha
VIO,

Martin shrugged and laughed. Pugh,
tense, jumpt:d up and wrned on the
rock cutter.

Later on,
tin,” he sand.

“Manuvers are mmportant in simall iso-
lated crews, some kind of manners, what-
over you work out rogether. He's been
taught that, everybody in Far Out knows
it; why does he deliberately flour n#”

“Don’t. you see, Kaph's never known
anvbody but himsellz”

Martin brooded and then broke out,
“Then, by God, this cloming business is
deaedd wrong. It won’t do. What are a lot
ol duplicate geniuses going to do lor us
when ey doun’t even know we existz”

Pugh nodded. “They might be wiser 1o
separite the clones and bring them up
with others. But they make such a grand
team, oo uselul to wasie,”

“Do they? 1 wonder. Il this bunch had

“Lav ofl that, please, Mar-

been ten average inclhcient ET cngi-
neers, would they all have been in the
same place at the same time? Would
they all have got killed but one? Whin
if, when the cave-in started, what if all
those kids win the same way—Ilarther
into the mine, maybe, to save the one
that was larthest in? Even Kaph was
outside and went in. . . . It's hypotheti-
cl. But 1 keep thinking, out ol ten
ordinary confused guys, more might have
got out.”

“I don’t know. It’s true that identical
twins tend to die at about the same
age, even when they have never scen
cach other. Identity and death. it is very
strange.”

The days went on. Kaph went on the
sime way. Pugh and Martin snapped ar
cach other a pood deal. Pugh com-
plained of Martin's snoring; offended,
Martin moved his cot clear across the
dome and did not speak 10 Pugh for 30
hours. Kaph spoke to neither, except
when compelled.

The day belore the Mission ship was
o come m, Martin announced he was
woing over to Merioneth.

“We haven't done some ol the paper-
work we had six months 10 do; I thought
at least you'd be giving me a hand with
the computer 1o finish the rock analy-
ses.” Pugh's tone was aggrieved.

“Kaph can do that. I want one more
look at the Trench. Have [un,” Martin
added in dialect, and laughed, and left.

“"What is the kinguage vou and he
sprak="

“Argentinean. 1 wld vou that once,
didn’e 13"

“1 don't know.” Alter a while, the
voung man added, “I have lorgouen a
lot ol things, I think.”

“It wasn't important, 1o be sure,”
Pugh said gently. “"Will vou give me a
land running the computer, Kaphz”

He nodded.

Pugh had left a lot of loose ends and
the job ok them all dav. Though
Kaplt's flar voice got on Pugh's nerves,
he was a good co-worker, quick and
systenmatic, much more so than Pugh
himsell. And then, there was only this
one day lelt before the ship cune, the
old crew, comrades and [riends.

During wea break, Kaph said, “Wha
would happen il the Mission  ship
crashed:”

“They'd be killed.”

“What would happen 1o your”

“"We'd radio SOS all signals and live
on hall rations tll the rescue cruser
from Area Three Base cune. Four and 2
hall E years away, it is. We have life
support here for thiee men for, let’s see,
naybe between four and hive years. A bt
tight, it would be.”

“Would they come lor three inen?”

O course.™

Kaph saidd no more.

“Enough cheerlul speculations,” Pugh
suid cheerfully, rising 1o get back 10
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work. He slipped sideways and the dhair
avoided his hand; trying 1o regain bal-
ance, he brought up hard against the
dome hide. "My goodness,” he  siid,
reverting to his native idiom, “what is
in:"

“Quake,” said Kaph.

The wacups bounced on the rable
with a plastic cackle, a liner of papers
slid off a box, the skin of the dome
swelled and sagged. Underloot, there was
a huge noise, hall sound, hall shaking, a
subsonic boom.

Kaph sat unmoved.  An  earthguake
would not frighten a man who had died
in an carthquake.

Pugh, white-faced, his wiry black hair
sticking out, a Irightened man, said, ~“Mar-
un’s in the Trench.”

“What wenchz”

“The big lauli line. The epicenter for
those local quakes. Laok ar the seismo-
wraph.” Pugh struggled with the stuck
door ol a stilljinering locker.

“Where are yvou goingz”

“Take the jer and go locne him.”

“Martin wok the jer. Sleds aren’t safe
to use during quakes, They go out ol
control.”

“For God’s sake man, shut up.”

Kaph stood up, [lrowning, speaking
slowly, as usual. “It's unnceessuy 10 go
out alter him now, IUs taking an unnee-
essary risk.”

“I his alarm goes ofl, radio me,” Pugh
said, dosed the headpicce ol s suin and
ran o the lock. As he went om, Libra
picked up her ragged skives and dimced a
belly dance rom under his Teer dear o
the rved horizon. A vent south of 1he
dome belched up a slow-flowing bile ol
hlack gas,

Luside the dome, Kaph saw the sled go
up, tremble like o meicor in the dull ved
davlight and vanih w the northeast.
The hide of the dome quivered, the
carth coughed.

A bell rang loudly, a red light flashed
on and olf on the cenmral control hoard.
The sign under the hght read soir 2
and, seribbled under that, A. 6. v. Kaph
did not wrn the signal oll. He wied to
radio both Pugh and Martin but got no
reply.

He wen back 10 work when the alier-
shocks decreased, and finished up Pugh’s
job. It took him about two hours. Every
hall hour, he ried o radio Suit One and
got no reply, then Suit Two and got no
reply. The ved light had stopped Iashing
alter an hour. It was dinrertime, so
Kaph cooked dinner lor one and ae it

He layv down on his cot.

The ahershocks had ceased, excep for
faine volling wemors at long intervals.
The sun hung in the west, oblue, p;ul(r-
red, immense, 1o did not sink visibly.
There was no sound at all.

Raph got up and began 1o walk
around the messy, hall-packed-up, over-
cowded, empty dome. The silence con-
tinued. He went to the player and put

on the first tape that came to hand, Tt
was music, pure clectronically produced
notes, no voices. It emnded. The silence
conmtinued.

The dnlds dream: There is no one
clse alive in the world but me. In all the
world.

Low, north of the dome, a metcor
Mickered.

Kaph's mouth opened, as if he were
trying 1o sav something, but no sound
came. He went hastily 1o the north wall
and peered out imto the gelatinous red
lighu.

The sled came in, sank, the light went
out. Two higures blurred the airv lock.
When they came in, Kaph stood close by
the lock. Martin's imsuit was covered
with some kind ol dust, so that he
looked raddled and wanty, like the sur-
lace of Libra. Pugh had him by the arm.

“Is he hunz”

Pugh shucked his imsuit, helped Mar-
tin peel off his, “Shaken up,” he al
curt.

“A bit of chill fell onmo the jer,” said
Martin, sitting down at the table and
waving his arms. “Not while T was in i,
though. I was parked, see, and poking
about that Gubon-dust area, when 1 lelt
things humping. So 1 ran out onto a nice
hit ol ecarly igneous I'd noticed [rom
above. Good looting, and omt hom un-
der the clitfs. Then I siw this picce ol
the hiff fall over omo the tlier, guite a
sight it was: amd after a while, I thougln
the spare air cans were in the [lier, so |
started leaming on my panic button. But
I didn’t ger any rdio reception; that's
happened belore during quakes. so |
didn’'t know i the signal was getting
through. And things went on jumping
around and picces of the clifl coming ol
Got so dusty it was hard 1o see anvihing.
I was really beginning 10 wonder whi
I'd do for breathing in the small hours,
you know, when I saw old Owen zigging
up the FTrench in all that dust and junk,
like a big ugly b 4

“Want o eat?” sawd Pugh.

“O6 course, I wamt 10 e, How did
vou come through the quake here, Kaph?
No damage T can sce. It wasn't a big one,
actally, was i, what's the seismo savs My
trouble was I was in the muddle ol it. Feh
like Richter ten there—otal destruction
ol plimet——-"

“sitdown,” Pugh said. “Eac.”

Alter dinner, Martiu's spate ol talk
ran dry and he went olf 1o his co1, still
in the remote angle where he had re-
moved it when Pugh complained of his
snoring. “Good mght, vou onelunged
Welshman,” he said across the dome.

“Good night, then.”

There was no more out ol Martin.
Pugh opaqued the dome, turned 1he
Lunp down 10 a yellow glow less than a
candle’s light and sat doing  nothing,
saying nothing, withdrawn,

“T fhinished up the ('.ompm.'nlinm,“
Kaph said.

Silence.

“The signal from Martin's suit cime
through. but 1 couldin’t get through to
vou or him."”

Pugh said with elfort, “I should have
waited. He had two hours of air left.
even with only one can. He might have
been heading home when I lelt.”

The silence came back, but punctu-
ated now by Martin's long, solt snores.

“Do you love Martin?”

Pugh looked up with an angry Lce.
“Martin is my Iriend. Weve worked
together a long time. He's a good man.”
After a while, he asked, less belligerently,
“Why did vou ask that"

Kaph said nothing. but he looked up
at Pugh. His face was dumged. as il he
were glimpsing something he had not
seen belore. His voice was also changed.
“How can you, . . . How do vou. . .

But Pugh could not tell him. T don™
know,” he said. “Its praciice, partly. 1
don’t know. We're each of us alone, to
be sure. What can vou do bhut hold your
hand out in the darks”

Kaph's strange glance dropped, burned
out by s own intensity.

“I'm tired.” Pugh said. “That was no
picnic, looking for him, in all that black
dust and muck, and mouths opening and
shutting in the ground. . . . I'm going 10
bed. The ship will be tansmining 1o us
by six or so.” He stoad up ard strerched.

“Is a done,” Kaph said. “The other
Lxploit  Crew  they're  bringing  with
them.”

“Is it then?™”

‘es. They came out with us on the
Passerine. A twelvecdone.”

Kaph s in the simall yellow aura of
the lamp, sceming to look past it whan
he feared: the new cdone. the muliiple
sell of which he was not a part. A lost
picce of a broken set, a fragment. inex-
pert at solitude. not knowing even how
vou go about giving love to another
individual. now he must face the tremen
dous dosed sell-suthciency ol a done of
12: thae was a lot to ask of the poo
fellow. 1o be sure. Pugh put a hand on
his shoulder in passing. “You won't be
asked 1o stay here, then. You ¢ go
home. Or, since you're Far Out, mavhe
come on larther out with us, We necd
men. No hwrry dediding. You'll make
out all vight.”

Pugh’s quicr voice trailed off: he stoodl
unbuttoning  his coat, stwopad a lirtde
with Tatigue, Kaph looked at him, as il
he were seeing a thing he had never seen
belore: saw him: Owen Pugh, the other,
the stranger who held his hand our in
the dark.

“Good night,” Pugh mumbled, cawl
ing into his sleeping bag and half aslecp
already. so that he did not hear Kaph
reply after a pause, repeating, across
darkness, benediction.




“Folks, let’s really hear it for Mrs. Freddy
Photzmacher of Scarsdale. Thanks a lot, Mrs.

i¥)

Photzmacher. . . . Er, Mrs. Photzmmacher. . . .
231



PLAYRBOY

232

It's Christmas.
Give her something to listen to besides you.

You she has to put up with. entertainment. No commercials  And the famous Lear Jet

A Lear Jet Stereo 8 tape player on the way to the beach. Stereo 8 quality that's become

she can turn on and off at No hard sell on a sleigh ride.  synonymous with eight track

will . ..and when it's on, she No news and weather at a stereo at its finest.

hears only what she wants party. Just the big, full- Maybe you should get one

to hear. dimensional stereophonic for yourself, too. Your ears
Which can mean hours and  sound that will make her ears  aren't just there to frame your

hours of uninterrupted feel wanted. sideburns, you know.

H-440: The complete home-entertoinment . _l;;_. & FTEAFE FTET

system_ B-track stereo tope ployer with
AM/FM, FM stereo radio, outomaotic record
chonger, matching speckers

- STIEREO ..
Throw a party for your ears.
13131 Lyndon, Detroit, Michigan 48227
P-560: Portable, complete with AM/FM rodio.

Floys on either ordinary flashlight batteries
or AC current Irom the neorest outlet

P-550: Also works off either power supply.
And feotures o seporote second speaker
for wide-ongle stereo.

P-150: The most compact of the port
2 4 diflerent 5 / ;
COmMes in Herent colors, P-530: This poriable ploys on

ond works off flashlight 4
botteries - - - - either power source; has an
\_-. -

accessory connector 1o plug
into your cor’s Cigorene lighter
socket.

LS )’ A-240: Our
Deluxe avtomotive 8-track slereo
tope ployer with FM ond FM stereo rodio.




WHAT IS ALLTH'S? (continued from page 143)

me that as of yesterday, your phonc’s
been removed. Why? Because what puz-
zles me most s that you spend nine to
ten dollars having a phone installed, and
one week aflter its in and when vou
really couldve used 1, you have it re-
moved. Weird. I've dehnitely made up
my mind, Dirk: Sometimes you're abso-
lutely weird. Were all sorts of incoming
wrong numbers getting you down, as
they did in L. A, last year? Maybe I'm
being unfair, but vou at least had that
phone for two months, which hints you're
gewing better, which means progressively
worse. My point is that Roy could've
reached you il you had a phone. and now
he has to wait for you to call. Next time,
I suppose you'll have your phone taken
out the day alter it's installed. And the
time afier that, il any phone company is
mad enough to let you have a phone,
vou'll ask the telephone serviceman to
remove the phone right alter he's packed
up his installation tools to go. But, ad-
mittedly, all that's vour business now,"”
and she yelled down the hall: “Roy? Is
your knapsack packed? And your daddy’s
here.”

Roy came out of his room, his un-
hitched overloaded  knapsack hanging
from a shoulder by one strap. He rushed
up to Dirk, kissed him, said, “You com-
ing to San Francisco with Mommy and
TEF

Helen said no, “Your [ather has once
more made the mistake of driving down
without first calling.”

Roy talked excitedly about his wrip,
how sleeping in a bedroll at Donald's
wias going to be like camping out in the
woods. “And he savs 1 can look out
through windows there and see moun-
titins and ocean and even look tnough a
telescope 1o the stars. Do you want to
sleep with mer”

“Dirk has his own flat in San Francis-
co, which you can probably stay at next
weekend, ifF he doesn’t mind.”  She
looked at Dirk for conhirmation as she
sipped from her mug. “Want some tea?
You've that old desiving  expression
again. I didn’t make enough lor two, but
if you think you need some lor the drive
up, U'll put some water on.” She went 1o
the kitchen—Roy to his room to find his
cowboy boots—and returned with 1wo
smoking mugs of 1ea. His was very sweet,
Just as she liked it, with 1two to three
tiblespoonfuls ol honey in i, the Liquid
well stirred. “Is something wrong with
the tea?” she said. She sipped her own
tea as a test, winced, seemed about Lo
spit it back, swallowed, said it was oo
tart, too lemony, “Uch, it's just awful,”
andd they exchanged mugs,

“You like it tart, I like it sweet—our
respective predilections, il you like; na-
tures, so to speak. You like the shade,
New York snow, barely endurable East-

crn winters, depressing poetry, music,
films and decomposing flowers to paint.
While I like the sun, warmth, Calilornia
spring, summer and everything happy
and silly thar goes with it, including
getting a tan. You always put down that
silliness in me. No, not always. We got
married and everything was nice lor a
couple of days and then you suddenly
became so stern and critical—you very
definitely  changed then—and  stnted
doing your unlevelheaded best to kill off
my own silliness. What do you sity abown
all that now? Donald’s very much like
me, in a way: Opposites now detract.
Sometimes he's terribly silly, does cart
whecls in the street, more than that, just
dumb foolish indescribable things—he
gets along with just about evervone. He's
able to cut off his equally serious work
almost immediately and simply have a
gassy time. And so [ar, e and Roy get
along great. He's teaching him about
camping and carpentry and all kinds ol
ocean-creature thmgs and even how to
write out their names on your old e¢lec-
tric typewriter—all thyee ol their names
apiece, including the Mister and Master
—Roy wouldn’t seule for less. Roy,” she
velled, “will you move it along? It’s past
110011,

Roy hobbled into the room in one
boot, said he was still scarching for the
other.

“You don'’t wear cowboy hoots on Sat-
urdays. Just Tuesdays and Fridays—you
know that.”

“There it 15" Roy said, and he
crawled under the couch, came out with
the missing boot and sat on the floor to
put it on.

“You don’t wear those boots on Satur-
days. Find your moccasins, jack  boots,
even your mukluks, but I want no more
diddling around.”

“Please?” Roy said, and he stood up,
witlked a few steps and {ell over; the
boots were on the wrong leet. Most of
his clothes, books, toys, tools and cray-
ons fell out of the knapsack and Roy
screamed, "Damn " He threw the
knapsack at his dog, who had just en-
tered the room, and was snapping his
crayons i two when  Helen  picked
him up by his ankles and wpped his
head twice on the rug.

“Idiot,” she said.

“I give up,” he said.

“Idiot, idiot, idiot.”

“Mom, I said I give up, so let me
down.”

She set him up on his feet, they looked
crossly at each other, Roy serious, Helen
mocking, then started Liughing, hugged
each other; the dog, Sabine, got between
their legs; Helen said, “Ummm, just
ummm."”

They all left the house. Dirk got on
one knee to pick some weeds out of the
parking as Helen, Roy and Sabine got

into her car. “Call next time,” she said.
“And if youre going o Ken's thing
Sunday night, maybe Don and I will see
you there,” and they drove away.

Dirk weeded the parking clean, drove
to the supermarket, liquor store and bak-
ery, which were all in the same local
shopping center, and was in the [ree
way's speed lane doing 75, miles [rom
their house, when he saw them in the
rearview mirror, Roy and Sabine stand-
ing on the back seat, staring out the
window, Helen wanting 1o pass. He
llicked on the directional signal. Helen
lashed a begrudging thanks as she drove
her car alongside his. Roy spotied him
on his own and bemmed, waved. Dirk
waved back. Roy waved with hoth hands
and shook the dog’s paw at him and
pushed Helen's shoulder to point owm
Dirk driving behind them in the adjoin-
ing lane. Dirk floored the gas pedal, but
their more powerlul Saab was sull in
creasing its speed and distance over him.
Roy displaved his 1ool Kit, extracted a
hammer {rom it and made hammering
motions in the air. Dirk smiled, nodded.
Soon there were several cars separating
hers from his laboring Volks, and Roy
blew him a kiss.

Dirk turned on the portable radio
strapped o the [ront seat by the safety
belt. The Warsaiw Concerto by Richard
Addinsell, the announcer said, and the
name of the orchesira, conductor, pian-
ist, record company and number and
time of day. Dirk hadn’t heard the piece
for years; when he was 13 or 1, it had
been his favorite music—this same pian-
ist on both sides ol a 12-inch breakable
record that, at 15, he jokingly broke over
his brother's head. He tuned the radio
in, listened to the loud dramatic open-
g, switched to AM and the telephone
voice ol a woman who said certainly,
Dr. King's death is sad, as every assas-
sination and sudden making of a widow
and four fatherless children is sad, but
who's to say he wasn’t asking lor it a
little, you know what I mean? and the
commentator’s  enraged  denouncemem
ol the womamn’s bigotry ind proclama-
tion ol her stupidity and the loud dick
ol his hanging up. and shut the radio
oll. A car honked Dehind him: he was
straddling the broken white lines scp-
arating the two lanes: and while he
edged into the slow Line, an elderly
woman cut into the speed Lime. nar-
rowly missing his rear lender. From
across the middle lane, they looked at
cach other. The woman frowned, gled,
Dirk opened s mowth and aossed his
eves, as il he were being strangled; the
woman accelerated her huge Mercedes
to 80. M in seconds, he was left i
behind., He took the San Mateo exit (o
his [avorite rvestaurant in America, at
the outskirts ol town.

They had had their wedding recep-
tion there, rare Japanese and Okinawan
dishes made special for the [east in the
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cushioned room upstairs. Halfl the guests
got drunk on sake and Japanese cham-
pagne flown in that day from Tokyo
through the owner’s secret contacts at
JAL; half the guests remained stoned on
Israeli hashish smoked in the spray-
deodorized johns. Irises, cherry blossoms,
rose incense, paper slippers, Iriends’ chil-
dren sitting on the foot-high tables and
auzzling from sake carales filled with pop,
handluls ol cold cooked rice thrown at
the couple as they lelt. Later, he picked
rice out ol her hair: wogether, they paint
ed veace in fluorescent acrvlics on the
bedroom window overlooking the beach
at Santa Cruz; in bed, she said how lile
was best when she had the sun, health,
loving man and a backward and upside-
down view of rEace from a comly new
muttress all at the same time; but where,
she wanted to know, will we go from
here?

A card was hooked over the doorknob
reading he hadn’t heen home to receive a
telegram; and penciled on the other side
was the deliverer’s personal message:
“The gram’s been slid under your door.”

“IF YOU HAVE NO onJections,” Chrisie
wired Irom San Luis Obispo, “I'LL BE

DRIVING UP
GIRES.”

Chrisic’s  younger daughter, Sophie,
was genetically his. He'd met Chrisie ata
New York party three summers ago, he
in the city to be with his dying sister and
grieving folks, she on a week's vacation
from the man who was still her adoring
hot-tempered husband; and minutes alt-
er their orgasm, when he was squirming
out [rom under her 1o breathe, she said
she was convinced she conceived. "Pre-
posterous, granted, but I felt it, just as
I felt it with Caroline three vewrs ago,
their infinitesimal gametic coupling be-
fore, as explosive as our own.”

He rolled up the canvas he'd been
p:linting on the floor, put away his in-
come-tax statements and forms—Federal,
state, New York City, six jobs in one
year and once three part-timers per day,
and he was going 1o be penalized for
filing late—shampooed his rug  with
Lwndry detergent, washed down the
baseboards with diluted ammonia, dust-
ed every object in the flat a two- and a
five-year-old ginl could touch or step on a
chair and reach, on his knees, scoured the
bathroom tub and tiles and soaped the
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“OK, rabbits, knock it off!”

linoleum floors with the now ammonia-
maimed sponge. He lelt the door un-
locked and hauled two bags ol linens
and clothes 1o the laundromat down the
hitl. A girl was in from, her smock cnt
from the sume inexpensive Induan bed-
spread he used to cover the matiress on
his floor. “Spare changez” she said. He
never gave, bur today handed her
quiarter. “Thanks loads,” and “Spae
change?” 1o a man  approaching  the
laundromat with a box filled with laun-
dry, detergen, starch and magazines. He
said, 1 work for my monev.” She said,
“1 work [or my money also, by asking lor
spare change.” He said, “Dumb begging
kid,” and she said, “Dear beautilul man,”
and he, “You ought to be thrown in
Santa Rita with the rest ol your crazy
friends,” and she, “You ought to drop
some acid”; he, “And you ought 10 poi-
son voursell also™; she, 1 wisn’t reler-
ring to poison”; “Well, I wis™; “Spare
change? Spare a dime, nickel, penny, a
smile?” “Out of my way, pig™; and he
shoved her aside with the box and wemt
into the laundromat.

Dirk read while his laundry was being
washed. His were the most colorful
clothes in the machines. A lew minutes
before the evdes were hnished, he got up
to stick a dime in the one Iree drier, but
a woman beat him to it by a second.
“You've got to be fast, not slow,” she
said, as she stuck three dimes inwo the
coin slot.

“Spare change:” the girl said outside.

A man set down four shopping bags of
Lwundry and opened his change purse.
“Oh no,” and he snapped the purse shut,
“I forgot, I'll need all my change for the
machines. The coin changers have heen
vandalized so often this month the own-
e’s had to seal them up, and now she's
got to take them out, as theyre still
being forced open. People are violent
and nuts.”

One of the driers stopped. A woman
sitting under a hair drier and another
unwrapping a candy bar signaled with
their hands and eves and candy bar tha
the machine wasn't theirs. Dirk touched
the shoulder of a man on a bench with a
hat over his lace, who was the only other
person in the room the drier might be-
long to, but the man sill slepr. Dirk
removed the strange warm clothes [rom
the drier, folded them neatly and piled
them in a basket cart, was throwing his
wet clothes into the drier when someone
poked his ribs: 1the man who'd been
sleeping squeezed Dirk’s wrist and said,
“Don’t any of you people have the de-
cency o waite”

The telegram read: "1 AND THE GIRLS
WON'T ARRIVE TILL TOMORROW. HUSBAND,
PARENTS, COMPLICATIONS. Love"  Dirk
drank a [ew vodka and tonics and lell
alslu‘p, awoke in the dark with his radio
on amd went omside. He had a Moroc-
can tea at a Haight Swreer coffechiouse,
where many young people were drawing,
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writing, playing checkers and chess, talk-
ing about police harassment, pot plant-
ing, Hippie Hill [reedom, the Bach
cantata being played, democracy now but
total revolution, il that’s what it’s going
to have to come to, tonight’s rock con-
certs at the Fillmore, Avalon, Wimer-
land, Straight. A man sat beside him,
pulled on the long hairs ol his un-
brushed beard and braided marted head
hair and said, “Hey, there, place’s get-
ting real artsy, very heautiful old North
Beach days, culture with a Das Kapital
K, crazies just doing their dovey ding,
am I tight?” Divk shrugged, the man
Laughed and patted Dirk's shoulder con-
solingly, a girl at the next table shrugged
and the man said, “Yeah, North Beach si
and now the Haigh, you're all going to
burn out famous,” he announced to the
house, “like Ginsberg, herouac, Ferlin-
ghewi, me boys, me best. me fine old
friendlies who bade it ballsy and big, so
ury and refute me in five years, friends,
that all of you who pluck to it haven't
mirde buns of bread,” and he hnished his
coffee, cliugged down all the milk in the
tuble’s cream pitcher and left.

Dirk was on his way home when a girl
stopped him on the streer and asked il
she could crash his pad. “T'm alone, in
real trouble, it's just me and 1T won't be
any bother, I swear. The pad 1 was
supposed to flop at won't let me in.
These four guys I was living with there
suddenly split for Los Angeles—ran oft
with all my records and clothes while 1
was sitting it out in jail. Look at this.
The aeepy keeper gave it to me today as
sort ol a graduation diploma and sale-
conduct visa out of Nevada.” She showed
him a paper that stated she’d been ar-
rested and  veleased alter hve davs lor
vagrancy, loitering, wayward minor, ac
Cessory to orime, resisting arrest. “Resist-
ing arrest bullshit. They just clamped on
the cufls, felt my tits and dumped me in a
smelly vian. We were selling speed, made
our contact, two cats and mysell in Car-
son City, which is America’s worst dump.
You cver been therez Don’t ever go
there. The creepy keeper said, “Now, I'm
warning vou, sis, don’t be turnimg back.”
And when we lelt the restaurant with
our contact, twenty Feds jumped out of
the shadows with guns cocked like puny
movie gangsters and threw us against our
truck, arrested us all.”

While they walked to his apartment,
she told him she thought she was preg-
nant again. She'd had a Kid in Hartlord
Last year, gave it away, her rich German
Jewish fathier told her the baby was very
ugly alter he had told her how much he
was forking over Lor her bills, “Best ol
hospital service, never had it so good,
and he was Kind of sweet and kind of
like an overconcerned expectant father
expecting his hirst child and then, with
my society-minded momma, had me com-
mitted. But the state released me alter

936 lour months, though my lolks wanted me

in for at least a vear but were w0 cheap
to pay for a private crazvhouse, when
they found 1 was sull getting pills and
grass and wias caught balling with one of
Connecticut’s  prize  mental  deficients
behind a bandstand during a Saturday-
alternoon dance. You ever been to Hart-
ford? Well, don't ever go there, cither.
That’s what they told me in Carson City.
Said, don't come back lor six months’
minimum, and 1 said, six months my ass,
I'm never coming back, none ol my
friends will ever come back, vou lost a
good tourist wrade when vou locked me
up, amd this giant Swedish matron, she
was very congental when she wasn’t lore-
ing my box open every 1en minutes to
see if 1 was stashing anything inside, she
just laughed, laughed and laughed.”

Dirvk gave her one of two tuna sand-
wiches he made. She said it looked pretty
and sweet, sourdough was her [avorite
ol all nommacrobiotic breads, but no,
thanks, with the last kid she gained 46
pounds, she was ten pounds overweight
as it was, she was going to start cating
again when and il she Tound she wasn’t
pregnant. “Look at that view. Golden
Gate Trom vour own flat. Do you ever
really look outside—I mean. really? Too
much. You ought to raise vour matiress
to window level. make it with some
groovy chick while vou're hoth stoned on
hash and eve-popping the moon and sun.
You do all these paintings? Do them on
pillsz Well. don’t ever get on them. don’t
even hold them. they're worse than any-
thing besides  junkie’s junk, which is
really a good trip the first time but the
shits when vou have to start paving lorty
dollars & high. You're a veal housekeeper.
Just look how clean this place is. You
ought to wear an apron—a cean flowery
one. I'll muke vou one, il vou ger me
some thread things and paims and an
old dean sheer. Floor vecemtly washed,
books in place, not even a curly body
hair on the rug, and pardon me for all
my luggage,” she lilted her average-sized
pockeibook with her pinkie and reset it
on the floor, “but 1 feel uuerly helpless
il I have 1o travel light”

They drank tea, she showered and said
she was sorry, but she had thoroughly
soaked his bathroom floor: when she was
living in Hartlord, she wisn’t such a sloh
and, in [act, was a real |mu-..ck(.'cpt'r
then, also: cooked, ceaned, deveined the
shrimps and cracked the crabs, just ob-
sessed with ridding the flat of flecks and
specks, as her mother is and he must be,
but now she hasn't made a bed for eight
moutihs, no, nine, except lor the five days
in Carson City’s most depressing  jail,
which is just another reason lor never
going back. “Youn have Kids? You look
like you have hall a dozen. That you
and vour boy in the sailboam? Is vour
wile as blonde as he? T never want Kids,
never want to get nmarried. Marriage 1s
for con men who give charm for money
and thae Mongoloid 1 balled who'll al-

ways need some help and love. But for
cvervone else, it's me me me me. My
childhood was the worst. My mother's a
hysterical hitch and shrew. My dad’s got
a gripe against me because he always
wanted to screw me and now because he
bought me a thousand dollars” worth ol
clothes to keep me in Hartlord just two
days before 1 split for the Coast. Two
cats came by the place 1 was staying a
and said, let’s take vou away [rom all
this, meaning my apron and housckeep-
ing chores, and 1 said sure, anything:
there  wasn't anything  happening  in
Hartford since 1 gave that ugly baby
away. 5o I packed those clothes in 1two
valises 1 stole from the cits I was living
with—they did much worse 1o me m the
past, so don’t even begin to wwinge and
twist—and we made it across couniry
without a bit of lak, never lor a moment
being anything but high. I've now been
in every state bur Alaska, Carson City,
Nevada, my forty-ninth. And I have no
clothes, maybe two dimes in my wallet,
my Either would just piss il he knew and
my mother’s aching to put me away lor
hife, and most ey crybmly who knows me
says I'm wasting my time, that I've some-
thing more than & one-forty L. Q. and
ought to use that natural intelligence in
writing about all I've seen and doue,
though with a humorous aspect 1o it, as
there’s far oo much sad sericusness in
literatwre and the world as it is. And
one day I will. Just as soon as I land a
pad ol my own.”

He offered her a sleeping hag on the
floor amd she said that was exacily what
she needed for her rouen back. They
went to bed. “Hey, look,” she screamed,
“T can see the moon. It's getting a linde
past the hall stage. My God. it's being
cclipsed by the earth—our earth. Whin
do astralogers say about eclipses ol the
moon: Are they spedial nights, do any ol
the signs undergo any change? And 1 bey
you're a Gemini. Geminis are the worst,
Yes. I'm sure vou're a Gemini. Well, I'm
a Taurus, we'd never get along, and my
name’s Cyvnrua Devine.”

The room was very dark when he
awoke a lew hours later to Cynthia talk-
ing about her magnificent view of the
totally edlipsed moon. He put his hand
on her knee and she fel his chest. “You
have a very interesting hewrthbeat,” she
said. “I've never slept with a man with
such a rapping heart.” Her hand moved
down his body and she said, “Ooooch,
now I know why it’s rapping so fast. But
stop, will you, because then I can say
tomorrow that it was a lot better sleep-
g here than it was in jail. There T got
it ('l"lll']lt'll}' IMAress on a ‘\'i')()(l(‘ll board
with no privacy. I wasn’t even allowed 1o
see daylight till they walked me across
the yard for a health exam. The doctor
there gave me these prety blue antibi-
otic pills and these bloodred capsules
for what he said was my venereal disease.
I wld him vagmal infection, not V. D,
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a vaginal infection I had had for a month
and sall have, till he fnally apologized.
Prison doctors are always wrving to stick
you with the worst. But he was fairly
nice, all told. And Sheila, the matron,
wasn't half bad, either, when she wasn't
tryving to get into my pants.”

Somcone knocked on the door. “You
get your share ol telegrams,” the deliver-
er said. “When this one came this morn-
ing, 1 was sure it was my [ault because
vou didn’t get the two I slipped under
the door and this one was trving to find
out what was wrong.”

“1 STARTED OUT THIS EVENING.” Chrisie
wired [rom San Luis Obispo, “AND THEN
RETURNED HOME. LET ME KNOW IF YOU
THINK 1T SHOULD REALLY COME. CALL.
Love.” And her phone number.

He walked Cynthia down the hill. to
show her where the public phone booth
was and 1o cash a check at the drugstore
for himsell. “Goodbve,” she said, shaking
his hand. “I think we—no, I'm glad we
didu’t—olh, maybe it would've been fun
il we had, as it's alwavs a crazv farce
with somebody new. though it's alse nice
sleeping peacefully. for it change, with-
out someonc’s hands tearing into me.
I've got 10 call some guvs I know. They
were staying at a flar belore T gor busted,
and il they've already split. then T'm
really screwed. Maybe T should phone
my dad for cash. 1 can get him
business now, just ilter he's returned
[rom a threemantini lunch. He's reallv
quite beautilul when he's smashed, and
thanks.”

The druggist smiled. “You made the
vear 1968 on vour check instead ol
1969.

His S6-vear-old landlord was pulling
out weeds from around one ol the
hundred or so signs he had painted and
then ercaed in their front vard. The
stgn read: STOP BEING AN ACCESSORY 10
ITHE CRIME OF FRATRICIDE—DONT YOU
KNOW ALL WARS ARE sILLY? “I've just
come back from distributing my peace
pamphlets downtown,” Mamblin  said,
“and you wouldn’t belhieve the wonderful
reception [ got [rom so many of our
courageous lads. Peace hist, 1 told them
—love. learn and  grow. Jewish and
Christian wars must end, 1 said—gardens,
not baulehields. A mental revolution, not
a physical one. One voung man from
Santa Monica. of all places, said that
alter listening 1o me. he would think
again about avoiding the dralt. He sand T
was a man of God, which 1 disproved
scientifically—a  walking institution 1o
peace, he tried 1o make me, which was
nearer the tuth, But T've unfortunate
news also, Dirk. Mrys. Diboneck dropped
by oo early this morning and com-
plained that vou've been coming in at
all hours of the day—playing the radio
100 lowd, waking her, having wild par-
ties, orgies, she said. and that vou're also
running a hippie haven in vour apart-
ment downstairs. She's old, a good wom-

an, knew my wile, been here close 10
wwenty years, and vou know how I had
trouble with the previous tenant ol your
flat, him being a bit queer with men in a
sexual manner and shooting out all mv
lovely leaded-glass windows and causing
a mild atack for poor Mrs. D. But whin
do vou think ol myv latest sign?’ He
pointed past a few dozen older signs to
the new one with gold-painted leters
hordered by red, which read, 1 nave
ARISEN FROM THE DEAD. “Did it yesterday,
after this long stimulating conversation
with a voung Welsh lady who happened
by while I was weeding. It has no Chris-
tian signihicance, ol course, other than its
possible mockery ol mythological Chris-
tian belief—Dbut the symbolism’s what I
like. T have arisen from ignorance, medi-
ocrity.  mindlessness, myths, lies, hall-
truths, superstitions—I have arisen [rom
the deal. dumb, blind and spiritually
dead. And, being vou're one of the truly
good people in this area and a disciple
ol mine, I think—I don't exactly know
what o make of vou vet, though vou're
being carefully studied. Dirk. phrenologi-
callv and every other wav, so be on your
guard—why don’t you work matters out
with Mrs. D. vourself T only don’t wint
her waking me up again belore nine.”

Mrs. Diboneck’s tvpewritien note in
his mailbox read. “T would appretiate if
vou would not slam the door so vigorous.
It shikes evervithing and scares me to
death. I accomoditer veur wish last week
ago by using my T. V. and Radio allmost
never. So be a Gentleman and hand an
to the doors!! Thank You.”

Using Magic Mawkers, he made a
quick small sketch of the view [rom his
room. Red towers ol Golden Giue bridge,
cold towers of St Ignatius Chureh, green
park, blue bay, vellow ocean. purple
sky, brown. black, orange and pink hills
and mountains ol Marin Countv, and
he was about to stick the drawing in
Mrs. Diboneck’s mailbox when he saw
her watching him through one ol her
lower door panes. She stepped onto the
sidewalk, clutching her house dress to-
gether at the chest. “I'm sorry | com-
plained to My, Mamblin before, Mr—
but what is vour name? But the noise,
dear God, one would think a children
school down there dircetly below with
what I hear and vou make. Why? whyz 1
ask mysell an old Jady without anv an-
swers, and the radio, so loud T cin’t hear
mysell phone walking when iv isn't wak-
ing me out ol sleeps and naps I need
and all such things. or is it vour TV you
own? But is it not possible, may I ask.
that people live in this building, too? I
don’t want to speak about it more than
now and never again to Mr. Mambhin il
I must. so be reasonable. please. a nice
young man and vour blond hoy so sweet,
and we will remain kind [riends. Other-
wise, I must one day all the police if
Mr. Mamblin does not, which to me
even with my illness seems cruel but no

other matter can I help taking this being
forced by you.” and she dropped a small
bag of garbage into the can standing
between them and returned 1o her apart-
ment. He put the drawing into his bill-
fold and went to the post office.

“Five cemts a card is still quite the
bargain.” the clerk said, “what with all
the postal rates raised and the cards
staving the same. A two-dollar  bill2
Where vou been hiding 112 And a John
Kennedy for vour change.”

He made a drawing on onc of the
cards of a laughing man running through
a lorest Tollowed by a five-horned four-
eared three-tongued 1two-nosed one-eved
six-tailed horselike aeature called the
multimal and addressed it to his son n
San Jose. Beneath the ddress he wrote.
“Autention: Love to you and Mommy.”

“1 rived e the precise instann this
thing was being delivered,” Chrisie said,
holding out a telegram. as she and the
children  cauniously  walked down the
long steep rickery Might of outside wood-
€n stairs.

“DECIDED NOT TO COME AFTER ALL™
Chrisic had wired from San Luis Obispo
this morning. “WHY XNOT DRIVE DOWNX
HERE INSTEAD. LOVE."” her address and the
number of the main connecting highway,
101.

“Remember Dirk. Caroline?” Chrisie
siaid to her older daughter, and Cavoline
saic, “No, when are we going home:”
“Remember Dirk. Sophic?” and Sophic.
two in & month, said. “Dow? Dow?™ and
painted her hand with his purple mark-
ing pen. “Remember Chrysalis, Dirkz”
Chrisie said, and Dirk hugged her. made
bacon and cggs for the girls on his 1wo
hot plates. gave them milk in clean paint
glasses, set up Sophie’s portable crib,
unrolled a sleeping bag for Caroline.
and Jater placed a wriptych screen he-
tween the section of the room the girls
were asleep in and his mattress on the
Hoor.

He and Chrisie had tuna sandwiches,
wine. salad. ice cream. grass. got under
the covers, mmrned down  the  electric
blanket, tuned in a Vivaldi piccolo con-
certo, watched the lights of a low-llving
plane pass his window and cross the full
moon. A dog from the house below his
began to bav.

“Happy Easter.” Chrisie said when he
awoke, handed him a wicker egg basker
filled with candy eges. jelly heans, choco-
Late bunny and new elecric razor. Cino-
line said, “Merry Easter, Duk.” and
showed him a similar basket with a live
white baby rabbit inside sniffing the
green-paper grass. Sophie was standing
in her crib, nibbling a blue candy egg.

Two conductors wouldn't let them on
their cable cars beciuse of Caroline’s
rabbit. The conductor of the third car
patted the rabbic’s head and asked if he
could feed it part of his apple. The car
rattled along Lombard Street, was very
crowded; a woman said she thought the
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rabbit just now scratched her old family
3ible and brand-new stole: a man horry-
ing to catch up with his wile, who had
suddenly alighted to take movies of
“the world’s crookedest street,” nearly
knocked Caroline off the back platform.,
The rabbit jumped out ol the basket.
as Chrisie was picking up  Caroline,
and disappeared down a sewer grating.
Dirk blew the highest note on his har-
monica 1o the man, who snarled back,
“Hippies.” and resumed his smile and
posc for his wild's camera. Caroline
stopped crying when Dk gave her his
Kennedy hall dollar and harmonica and
said she had wanred a pink or blue
rabbit, anyway. Dirk held Sophie as the
car headed down 1o the Wharl. She was
wet, smelled, her mouth hubbled. he
Lissed each of her sticky fingers. lelr her
irm back. rubbery lees. evazed his face
across her thread-thin Toir, which was
getting blonder than Chrisie’s  lemon-
colored top. They got oll at the turn-
table, Chrisie said how towristy the whole
area was. gor on the same car lor the
return ip up the hill. went 1o Golden
Gate Pavk, where a radical New Lelt po-
litical puarty was spontoring a be-in, and
rose to leave an hour later. The sound
cquipment was had, not enough music
wis heing plaved. Chrisic was getting
paranoid at the number ol people openly
trming on around them. and the field
wis oo aowded and the girls could get
lost and there were o many political
speeches being made. “The black man,”
the  black  wonman candidate  for  the
state’s 1Sth assembly district said, “and
the white man had all heter stare work-
g together last to end the repulsive
criminal police power in this  Tascist
town, or ¢lse the whole Bay Area’s going
to get burned down, a lot of noninno-
cent people going to get accidentally
wiped out. the entire state and country
might even get cooked. and I ain't just
bull-jiving. brothers,”

“We simply don't work together, fic
together, do anything well except sex
together,” Chrisie said in his aparutment,
il even thar we can’t be too certain
abour, Dirk. 1 liked vou better when I
first met you—even liked you better dur-
ing that last disastrons weekend in L. AL
I like you better in vour leuers, prose
paintings, painted postcards and grunts
and silences Tor phone conversations. T
think you enly sece me hecause ol Sophic.
You're so compulsively solitiry, at the
sume time, so hungry for companionship
and maybe, mavbe even love, Most people
we Kknow agree to my theory about
vou, or have even volunicered a similar
one on their own, that there are really
three of you—and we can say this unhvp-
ocritically while realizing vou probably
represent. in some exaggerated lorm, the
condition ol us all. The pleasant helpful
exterior, the bored angry man inside,
whao keeps distorting the [ake amiable

g4p Tace, and the thivd you, who's inside the

second vou and who deeply wants a close
enduring reltionship with someone but
cu't hnd his way out. I've thouglt
about it a lot, Dirk, so mavbe vou can
think about it a livle after 'm gone.
Blaise didn’t know | was driving up. No-
body knew except my lather, who called
as I owas leaving the second-to-last time
and asked why 1 couldn’t spend Easter
Sunday with them. I told him because I
was celebrating it with a Iriend, and he
saich which Iriend, as he thinks he knows
all my Iriends, and 1 said a friend, and
he said male or female Triend, and 1 said
male. ol course. though we're swricly
J:latontic, but only beciuse you're a bril-
liant vounyg saentist Tag. I hoally had o
divulge vour name, John Addington Sy-
morrds—I love playing literary jokes on
my dud. it only to let the snob know
how really uninformed he is—and a
phony address. which theyre likely driv-
ing 10 vight now. This place is like a
monk’s room except for the paintings.
Though  David  Silverman  became  a
monk and bLe still paints. I think Blaise
is going 1o scssor through your painting
when e discovers where I've gone. T'd
hate for him o cut it up. You made it
for me without my asking vou to, and
it's going o be worth a lot of mouey one
day, which everyone agrees (o except my
lather, who says it's oo psvchedelic and
you ought 10wy another arvt form. That
onc looks like a sexed-up vagina close
up. And that one there has alwavs been
my [wvoritt—an nunmense lorget-me-not.
which was my pet flower as a givl. But
Swicide—no, it makes me uneasy, 1cise.
You should’ve sold it when that very
suicidal man wanted 1o buy it from vou.
simply 1o get it our of the house. Show
me all the new ones. Dirk. T like that
one, that one's Lastic, that one's an-
other great pulsing vagina., 1 don't like
that one at all—another Swicide. 1 his
onc should be reproduced in an under-
around vewspaper. this one hung on a
busy streer corner, this one hung above
the bed ol a couple who want w but
can’t conceive. this one given 1o Blaise 1o
cut up. Can I miake you a liverwurst and
cheddar on rve? Are we geuing along
better than we did Iast night? Do vou
have any more Miracle Whip for the
airls” tuna fishz”

The welegram to Chrisie [rom her hus-
Dand read: “pONT BOTHER RETURNING LESs
YOU BRING BACK TWO FRESIH LOAVES LAR-
RABURU EXTRA-SOUR SOURDOUGIHT RVE.”

Thev drove to the party where Helen,
Donald amd Roy might be. Sophie in his
arms. Caroline behind them, blowing into
the harmonica, they mounted the stairs,
were greeted at the top by the haost,
who was the twin brother of the man
who had invited Dirk. He shook their
hands, scemed tlimppninu.'il. “Nice kids,”
he said. “the linde one a girl? Couts
over there, head’s through there, drinks
in there, nice to see vou—Dick. is 1z
Juliez I never remember nines and espe-

cially not children’s.” and he greeted the
childless bottle-bringing couple hehind
them with a long noisy hug. “Wendy,
Haoris. glad you could come. glad vou
could come.”

Ken, the host’s twin. said he was lup
py to sce them, picked up Caroline,
kissed Sophie's head, Dirk's cheek. Chris-
ie's lips, said, “Solt, solt like morning
mush” and “Bar’s over theve, head's
back theve, 1 guess vou know where vou
put vour other duds and I'm tie bar-
ender. so vodka and tonic Tor evervone
except the weny Kids. Orange pop on
the 1ocks do vou, Caroline, my dearz”
and he pue her o a soda carton and
carried her to the bar.

Helen wiis in the living room. dressed
and  groomed meticulously in a loor-
lIength harem suit, dilferemt Irom Chrisie.
who had washed her ace and brushed
her hair in less than a minute  ancd
thrown a wrinkled paisley smock over
her body, with nothing on underneath
but sheer panties she could hide in her
fist. “So this is Sophic.” Helen said and
took Sophic [rom his arms and kissed her
nose. “She's a darling, a deeam child,”
held her high. “she ought 1o be on
television,  promotmg  very pure white
soiap. She looks nothing like vou, Dirk.
except for her thin hair”” Chrisie’s un-
casy smile Lailed, she looked weakly de-
[ensive, sullen. said nothing: 1they were
all handed drinks by ken.

“Special,” he said. “Drink this and two
more magically appear in its plce.”

“Why'd vou come, Dirk:” He had
vone o the bedroom 1o zet their coats.
The party was dull and the children’s
preserce was annoving the host and
the guests. “Why'd yvou come. Dirk, or
dees it marter? But vou knew this'd be
an adult pany. Il vou came wiith Chrisie
alone, I'd say hne, big deal. voure fully
out ol my lile now and I think ir"d be
wonderful for vou il you emded up
narrving her and possibly even hilar-
ious, She seems nice, quiet, down to
carth, atractive and zood 1o the gils,
though expressionless. She has no expres-
siont. | conld never understand that in a
woman. Ken says she looks like a wasted
hippie. But whyd you come?” She put
the headser back on 1o listen 1o the
music being piped in rom the Living-
room siereo. ““Too much, The Chambers
wothers doing Time Has Come Today,
like having the speakers built right into
vour brains—lour big beaurilul spades
coming on like Gang Busters in vour
skull; want to hear?” She gave him the
phones, he sat heside her on the bed, she
got up. shat the door. stretched out on
her stomach, he et her thigh, she
fanghed and tarned over and stroked his
neck, said Rov was being babvsat at
Domnald’s by this wild old Russian count-
ess, 1l he was interested. Donald was in
this super cuning room downmown, edit-
ing his totally insane flick, il he was
mterested, drank from bher drink, his




“Come now, Glenda, there's a first time for everything.”
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drink, said his tasted Dbeuer, sweeter,
would he mind il they exchanged or just
shared, wouched his waist, said she thinks
he's lost weight. it looks good, he'd been
ectting much too heavy, signaled she'd
like the headser back; when he put up
his hand for her 1o wait awhile more,
she said she thinks the host has another
pair. She left the room, returned with
the second set, plugged it into the jack,
Jav beside him, both on their backs,
listening to Time; Helen asked if he
could do it quickly. She could: Donald’s
waty athove par, and all that. but he'll he
editing films all night and she wants to
fuck, does he? “And then, vou're stll my
quasi-legal busband il June and such,
but no rvationales or threats. can yon do
i quickly? I can.” He helped her kick
ol her pantics, she helped him unbuckle
his belr, both moved to the howls and
beat ol time . . . time . .. ume . . . their
headsets got in the way when they Kissed,
he wied throwing off his pair and got
one phone off and was prying out the

other phone cord still wedged behind his
car when the doorknob turned. the door
was being pushed, Helen's wrist
pressedd o his mouth her

wis

and teeth

clenched ught, when someone screamed,
“Dirk,” as they exploded together, “I'm
tired, Dirk, and Mommy wants for us to
co home.”

“We don't often accompany each
other that far,”” Helen said, as she re-
moved her headset. “Did they make vour
cars hot also?” She blew him a kiss,
slipped into the room’s toilet; he opened
the door, gave Caroline her coat, helped
Chrisie on with her sweater. wok a sleep-
ing Sophie in his arms, shook Ken's hand
and waved 1o the host, who scemed de-
lighted they were going, said [rom across
the room, “Nice to see you, Dick, nice to
sce vou, Chris, come back again real
soon.”

“Did vou two make love" Chrisie said
during the drive home. "I thought you
were and didn’t want 1o bother vou in
the room. It was Caroline who insisted
we go. And when Helen unlocked the
door and came over 10 the bar asking lor
a second set ol earphones, T had some
arazy idea vou were going 1o do it with
those things on. What was it like? You
smell like a marniage bed now. I wish we
could do it with sound owrselves.™

In the apartment. the children asleep,

“It all worked out just as you said it would, Mother!”

he and Chrisic began to make love,
stopped, she said it was usually better
when he was hard, she'd understand il
he couldn’t or didn’t want to right now
but felt it was something more. “Feel
like it, Dirk, that's an order, or ilmost
an order; no, no order ar all, it was
nothing, mavbe a conflession, forget 1
said anything: but even if talking about
the act nsually kills 1, T sull feel I've got
to do it at least once before 1 leave, my
femininity’s at stake, mv whole well-
being’s i peril, the children’s Tutures
are in jeopardy; besides, we haven't done
it in hall a vear and vou were usually so
good at it belore; do vou mind? Strange
how tlungs change.”

Chrisiec and the girls were in the car,
Dirk on the sidewalk. “Will you be com-
ing o Obhispo?” she said. “Though 1
suppose 1 should continue coming here,
what with Blaise and an insanely jealous
father and a mother who's always spying
by for butter and mommy-sissy chats and
deninding to know who painted those
erotic water colors. No, I'll come here, or
maybe we should just start living togeih-
er. Blaise would adore that. He honestly
would. He wanis 1o be alone also, so vou
two could sort of switch. And vou cook
betier than Blaise. T like to cook also,
but vou cook so well I'd let vou run the
Kitchen. And vour sandwiches. I think
Il fly up and gee us all killed next time.
just for vour sandwiches. You ought 1o
open a sandwich restaurant. Just make
sandwiches any old way you like and 1'll
be vour only waitress. We could retive in
a few vears and live for as long as we
liked on the Costa del Sol or any one ol
those other Costas or Sols. But vou do
make delectable sandwiches, Dirk, and
thanks lor buying me two front tires. 1
didn't know they were bald. T didn't
know that people got blowouts from
bald tires. 1 thought that even new tires
could get blowouts. Goodbye, Dirk.” He
stuck his head inside the car and they
kissed. “Goodbyve, Dirk.” Caroline said.
He opened the vear door and he and
Caroline kissed. “Goodbye, Dirk,” Chrisic
said. He extended his head over the
front seat and they hugged, cried, Kissed.
“Goodbye, Dirk,” Caroline said, and he
Iaughed, kissed her lorchead and cheek,
closed the deor, keeping his thumb
pressed 1o the handle bution, 1o make
swre the door staved locked. “Goodbye,
Dirk,” Chrisie said, and he stuck his head
through the window amnd they  Kissed.
Caroline was sull llapping her oy hunny
at him as thenr car entered the [reeway
ox ramp. During all these words, em-
braces and gestures of departure, Sophie
had remained asleep in her cr chair
hooked over the back seat. What, he
thought, staring at the busy Ireeway,
What, he wanted 1o say, what is all this?




we did, that while skiing may be the
object, the major catalyst is the fair sex.

A word or two about the general area:
The peaks are not nealy so grand as
those found in the Rockies: New LEng-
land can boast nothing higher than just
over 6O0u leer. Even so, New Hamp-
shire's Waterville Valley was chosen as
the site for last vear’s North American
Alpine Championships and World Cup
finals—honors that should repudiate iy
aestion that the East isn’t where it's
at when it comes to ski sertings, New
England’s trails also aflord every kind
and degree ol challenge, from  spine-
chilling verticils 1o rambling cross-coun-
try runs, And when it comes to aprés-ski
activity, New England is vothing less
than spectacular.

A Snow. Vermont, the p];lc{? where
New England's action begins, is a big,
brash yesort complex 200 miles north of
New York City. With some measure of
justilication, it is olien referved o as the
Coney Ishud of skiing: Mo Snow has
the world’s hrst bubble-chair Lift (ain en
cdosed  twosseater  that curics  passengers
with thetr skis on), a hwurisue air car
that walts six skiers at a time [rom Snow
Lake Lodee o the mountain's lilt line,
plus just about every other wintry sport-
ing contrivance worth having. There's
even an artihicial gevser in the middle

(continued from page 137)

ol artificial Snow Lake that. in winter,
freezes to a height ol 330 [leer. Occa
sional goll-ball-driving contests are staged
from its crest: but ordinarily, “TFountain
Mountain”™—with the aid of a rope tow
and a thin blanket of snow—is used as a
mintrun ol a minue’s duration when
skiers don’t Ieel up 1o the slopes. Which
is quite olten the case. Mt Snow's popu-
larity has mushroomed in recent vears
because on any given winter weekend,
several thousands of unauached vonng
people—mostly from New York and Bos-
ton, mostly in their 20s—arrive 1'x|n'c~;s!')'
to have a ball, in both senses. Although
that includes partaking ol the area’s 75
miles of ski weails. rental snowmobiles
and skating ponds, more specihically, it
wnslates into finding a member of the
opposite sex with whom to share an inu-
mate Iriendship.

OF all the ways 10 achieve instant
l'l'icmln'hip with a (ree-Limce Temale, the
most obvious is o mect. in a hotel lobby.
pool or cockiail lounge: this may explain
whiy ML Snow’s most expensive hostelries
are always jammed. More than 100 inns.
lodges and hotels are located within a
short drive of the mountain in the ad-
jacent communities ol West Dover and
Wilmington. They provide a compleie
range ol digs, from a doritory mattress
under the eaves at the Snow Barn, to a

comlortible room in the Handle House
(a lormer 18th Cemury stagecoach stop),
to a luxuriowsly appointed  suite  {con-
taining such appurtenances as Tillany
lamps and other antiguesy i the elegant
Sawmill Farm Inu. The two bicuest ho-
tels, owned by the M. Snow Development
Corporation (the hrm that operates the
area and a ol computer diting service
for ski bulfs), arc Snow Lake Lodge and
Snow Mountain Inn, both ol which lea-
wre a number of public 1ooms that are
perfeat lor striking up new  [ricndships.
And the givls are defimitely worth meet-
ing: The snow bunnies in attendance
are usually coeds (or recent grads), are
generally better skiers than most ol the
male enthusiasts and spend several hun-
dred dollars to einsure that thev look their
best. The owner ol one New England ski
shop told us, “A girl won't consider her-
self properly ficted in stretch slacks until
vou can see her every curve and depres-
sion {from the wast down.”

Wiaist deep in females is the only way
to describe Mo Snow's aprésski scenc,
which murrors what goes on all over New
England lrom November through April
(and sometimes through  June): Av lour
paL, with davlight on the wane, bars fill
with skiers and those who have at least
thought about skiing all day long. Pubs,
such as Reuben Snow Tavern, remain
packed until six, as pairing off progresses.
If the hunt for o dinner date hasn't
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succeeded by then—at which time the
bars become barren—next stop is an carly
dualet party. To guarantee results, small
groups of guys split the cost of ski chalets:
Hosts almost never go empty-handed.

Once a date is rounded up, the next
order ol the evening 1s dinner. Unlike
many of New Englind’s ski areas, there
is no shortage of distinguished  dining
spots in M. Snow. Unfortunately, many
ol the local hostelries require guests to
take their meals on the premises. Amer-
ican plan, which tends 1o discourage ex-
ploration of the appetizing alternatives
arouid town. But lor those who venture
out, the rewards are bountful, whether
in the rustic setting of the Ploughman’s
Rest, which features roast beel on a spit
with Yorkshire pudding baked by an
expert, or next door at Neil's, where the
fare is Continemtal, The Hermitage (lo-
cated in a quiet inn of the same name),
renowned for its wine cellar and French
cuisine, specializes in Boeuf a la Pari-
stenne and a scrumptious ice-cream and
meringue dessert concoction, cassata alla
Heymuage. The Snow  Mountain Inn
lavors its varied menu with such inter-
national selections as lasagna, curry and
excargofs, Further dining  suggestions:
The Old Red Mill Inn, where diners
overlook Dover Run while digeing into
hearty helpings of clim chowder and
Vermont ham in cder sauce:  [resh-
haked bread and a pot of baked beans
accompany every meal. Pizza and shish
kabol are highlights of The Other Way;
and at the Olde Baby, Lite birds drop in
for sieak-and-cgg breakiasts that are kaid
on from midnight unul three aan

If the single visitor is still flving solo
alter dinner, Mt Snow’s night lile—in
the main, a lincup ol discos and pubs
is geared 1o corvect that sitwation. Liter-
ally thousands ol intimate acquaintances
are struck up cach vear i Mo Snow's
bistros and hostelrics. almost all of which
ofler some lorm ol live entertainment.
Action cemtral is The Other Way, which
cin be depended on Tor the loudest,
hadriest and most swinging rock sounds,
followed closcly by the Sitzmark, nowable
lor its complement of unattached girls,
and the disconcertingly named Far Ciry,
wlneh last winer feamred the anues of a
rambunctions rock grouy known as the
Fabulous Farquahr. Another lively hang-
out for vockers 15 the Andirons lodge,
which also boasts the biggest pool in the
AreiL

If Mt Snow is skiing’s Coney Island,
Stratton Mountain, some 50 miles o the
north, is Newport. Siratton’s clieniele is
heavily weighted with high-powered ex-
ceutives and their mates, who are atract-
ed by the arca’s excellent trails and quietly
clegant apresski life, The cemphasis s
on skiing and social action is limited
mainly to private chalets cked away in
the woods; but the singles scene is begin-
ning to perk up. The mountain has six
doublechair Lifts, «wo T-bars and 50

miles of superh wrails. Tt also has one of
the nation’s best ski-instruction schools,
operated by Austrian expert Emo Hen-
rich. Unhappily, Siraton’s commodious
and  comlortable hotels  (many  suites
have private saunas) are designed for
couples; lone adventurers will find lictle
in the way ol revelry. If vou bring vour
revelry with vou, however, you'll discover
that such hostelvies as Birkenhaus, Strac-
ton Mountain Inn, Hotel Tyrol and
Liftline Lodge are near perlect for an
amorous weekend. At night, most young
Strattonians drive to Mt Snow or to
Manchester, the focal point of aprés-ski
for Stratton and two nearby arcas, Brom-
Iey and Magic Mountain.,

Manchesier's most popular rendezvous
are the Jolly Green Joint. a1 boisterous
tavern on the edge of town, and the Five
Flys, a pubssteakhouse ol singulin charm
that once did arduous duty as a grist-
mill. The beams are authemic, the light-
ing 15 warm, the restrant booths lend
an air ol intmacy and there’s rock music
i the bar. Although Manchester sulfers
from a shortige of fine restanranes, L'Au-
berge, just outside of town on Route 7,
[eatures memorable French cookery and
a wine cellar that just mav be the best
i all of New England’s ski centers.

The Killington Basin ski area, located
about 35 miles northeast ol Manchester,
is a four-mountain resort that’s rapidly
becoming one ol the most popular—as
well as most challenging—in the East. It
boasts a peak of some 1000 [eet with an
Aspenish  vertical  drop ol 3000 feet.
When the final stage of the gondola
opens this scason, Killington will have
the world’s longest ski lilr, some three
and a hall miles i all. giving the resort
a total ol 12 lis, most of them double
chairs, serving 50 miles of vrails—includ-
ing one vun ol hive miles. Ie's i Killing-
tonn that the and most cftecave
method of instruction in recent skiing his-
tory has been pioneered: G. L. M, or the
Graduwated Lengith Method, which starts
beginners ona3%-inch ski on Monday and
guarantees more than passing compelence
on vegular skis by Friday. It works, 100,
as novices who once thought thar skiing
is an inmate gilt have discovered.

As in all of the Loger New England
arcas, Killington has an awccommaodiition
bureau: but ivs advisable when veserving
rooms 1o ask lor something on Killing-
ton Road. the service route 1o the moun-
tain. for the reservations people have a
tendency o place guests in moiels and
inns that are sometimes as Lar as 30 miles
from the Lilts. Recommended lodoes close
to the mountain e the Chaler Killington,
which has Lrege. airy suites: the Rams
Head Inn, a Colonial-sivle building with
deluxe rooms and pleasant dormitories;
and, best bet lor service and comlort, the
10-voom Summit Lodge, o New England
vision ol great, aackling log fires, pan-
cled suites and a candlelit, romantic bar.

There arve about 40 anns within ten

newoest

miles of Killington, and most have pub-
lic dining rooms. Sumptuous is the only
way to describe the cuisine and attentive
service at the Summit. House specialties
include whole salmon, suckling pig and
expertly prepared Continental dishes, such
as sweethreads and mushrooms and ron-
delle of beel tenderloin. Simpler (though
no less appetizing) fare is found at the
Clivistmas Tuarkey, La Cortina and South-
worth’s, As for night life, it's loudest at
the aptly named Wobbly Buarn, an off-
kilter but sturdy rock joint that serves
chicken and steak dinners and employs
some fewching lady bartenders in the hay-
loft bar. Other offslope activity in the
area is [airly restrained, consisting ol
Tyrolean entertainment at La Cortina.
a quict combo at the Christmas Turkey
and lolk music ar Chalet Killingron.

The accent swings back 1o social ac-
tion about 45 miles north of Killington
in the Sugirbush-Mad River Glen—-Glen
Ellen arca—particularly  around  Sugar-
bush, which, a decade ago, auracted at-
tention as a refuge for the jet ser. In the
Fifuies, Sugarbush was known as Mascra
Mountain and there were two photogra-
phers for every celebrity, most of whom
have now dispersed o whiter pastures,
leaving a wonderful skiing mountain and
a happy crowd of evervday mortals. (The
Leonard Bernsteins and Skitdh Hender-
sons still drop by, but the Acipulco-siyle
clitism to which Sngarbush once scemed
committed has disappeared.)) The area
accommodates its weekend crowds of
S000—4000  skiers without too  much
strain: Thirtv-three mals  erisseross  the
mountain’s grua snow bowl, with access
supplicd by a T-bar, lour double chairs
and a 9300-fcot gondola ride, Vertcal
drop is around 2100 feet,

The Sugarbush Inn sets a Colonial
tone for local digs, although digs is hard-
Iy an appropriate description lor the
Inn’s wellscrubbed ambiance ol powder-
blue wible linen, [rilly drapes and re-
strained highting, ser against a small lorest
ol maple Turniture and a solemn grand-
father clock. A signihicant  proportion
ol the lemale guests mre New England
ladics whose  chiel recreation is  read-
ing about themselves in Town & Coin-
{ry: but the TFrench-American dining is
excellent and the service Luuldess. Sugar-
bush Oue, a posh 22-room Alpine-style
annex, opened last February and is al-
ready almost as popular as its older sister.

At the opposite end ol the price and
soctal scale are the dorms in and around
the nearby hamlets of Waieshield and War
ren. where the rates start at around three
dollars il you bring your own sleep-
ing bag. The Kids are ten deep and love
every minute. The Alpen Inn, Golden
Horse Lodge and Madbush Chalet pro-
vide comlortable suites at moderate
prices—as well as such relaxations as a
heated pool at the Alpen, a Tyrolean
bar at the Lodge and a Finnish sauna
at the Chalew, Other recommendations
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are the Hotel Sugarbush, located at the
mountain base, Knoll Farm, a country
inn-type family hostel operated by ski
instructors, and the skier-oriented Wind-
heam.

There are at least three dining impera-
tives in the area: Chez Henri lor hine
French food, the Alpen Inn for an excel-
lent Sunday buffet and Orsini's (also the
area'’s first discothéque—a  150-vear-old
barn eclegamtly equipped with crystal
chandeliers) for pasta, steaks and chicken.
At Gallagher's, a rustic and raucous rock
house, the menu is burgers, sirloin and
veal parmugiana: similar fare for dining
and listening at the Blue Tooth. Live
dance music can also be found at the
Sugarbush Inn's Boar and at the Village
Edge.

Of all Vermont resorts, the biggest and
the most aristocratic is still Stowe, which
is located far enough from New York
City to discourage heavy weckend traffic
and yet draws thousands from New Lng-
land’s metropolitan centers as well as
from Montreal. It remains number one,
despite the advances made by newer
rivals: and over the years, the name
Stowe has acquired what amounts to an
almost religious aura. Headline writers
like to refer to it as the mecca and the
shrine of Eastern skiing: burt if there is
any single discermible faith  in and
around Stowe, it is one that mixes pure
skiing with pure hedonism. It is, in
other words, the compleat ski resort.

Uphill facilities there are unspectac-
ular and sometimes barely adequate—
T-bars, double chairs and a four-pussen-
ger gondola that moves about 1000 skiers
every liour: butr the skiing is fantastic
on both Mu. Mansheld and Spruce Peak,
as well as on the Chin Area that opened
last year., Dorms, cabins and luxury suites
with uniformed help and sell-service
chalets are available. We recommend
the Rocky Rmver Lodge, the Round
Hearth and Sans Souci for modest tastes;
the Smuggler’'s Notch Lodge, the Stowehof
and the Trapp Family Lodge (home of
the Sound of Music clan) for luxury.
First-class rooms are found at Jack Straw’s
(previously known as the Centre Motor
Lodge) and, in a held behind this, for
rugged types who'd like to cook their
own meals, are the Mountain View
Apartments, which provide luxurious
private flus, The Scandinavia Inn and
Chalets and the Toll House Motor Inn
are comfortable and are located close to
the mountain base.

Since the choice of aprésshi activity is
so abundant, skiers usually congregate at
several popular spots for the first hot
drink of the evening. The Whip, deco-
rated with carriage Lamps and equestrian
fittings, is a prime pub lavorite from

around four in the afternoon until six.
The cozyv. candlelit Shed gers busy at
about the same time and ruins count-
less dinners by serving irresistible chan-
broiled beelburgers marinated in beer.
Another recommended stop is the New
Matterhorn.  which  auracts a  young
crowd and serves up estimable roast-beel
sandwiches.

For Luer carousing, knowledgeable
celebrants move 1o Sister Kate's, which
has a small Vegasstvle showroom down-
stairs where the proprietor (and resident
comic), Rock King, dispenses blue-tinted
onc-liners and squelches drunks  with
equal agility. Upstairs is an Edwardian
bar, illuminated with lamps and warmed
by a log fire. The noisiest night spot in
town is the Black Gull, rated as the best
pickup palace in Stowe but, unfortu-
nately, always crammed bevond capacity.
Another loud and groovy rock spot in
the area is at the Topnotch, where danc-
ing zoes on until the early hours.

All of the leading clubs serve dinners;
bue if steak, lobsier and chicken become
tedious, there are several compelling
choices. La Bicoque 15 a pint-sized French
restaarant that Keeps everyone  waiting
interminably, but the food is so good
that nobody dares complain. Specialties
include seafood bisque, quiche Lorraine,
mushroom pie and Coquille St. Jacques.
There's nothing wrong with the wine
stock, cither. Other [avorites are the 136-
vear-old Green Mountain Inn for New
England  dishes, Rigbv's Hob knob
lor sealood. the Groto for Italian tooking
and the Trapp Family Lodge for Austrian
specialties.

From Stowe, Vermont, to the rehned
slopes of Warerville Valley, New Hamp-
shire, the drive is long and the transior-
mation total. A comparatively new resort
been in operition only since
1966—Wuterville Valley still has some to
go to compete with its big neighbors in
Vermont. Fortunately for those who pre-
fer skiing o hangovers, the men who
manage the Valley are in no particular
hurry to catch up. There are four ex-
ccllent inns and guesthouses serving the
area, and one, the Fourways, supplies all
the necessary entertainment in the form
of a remarkably competent group of
yvoung musicians whose repertoire takes
in evervthing {rom ragtime to acid rock.
One of the most landable bonuses in the
Valley is that weekday lift tickets ave
interchumgeable among Waterville and
four adjacent areas—Loon, Cannon,
Mittersill and Tenney—which, altogeth-
er, provide a rotal of 25 lifts that move
upw;ml of 19,000 Passengers per hour,

Witerville has two major ski areas:
Tecumseh and Snow’s Mountain. There
are a dozen trails, seven slopes and an

—it's

over-all vertical drop of more than 2000
feet on Tecumseh. Snow’s Mountain,
smaller i scale, 1s perh.'lps the hrst com-
plete ski area in the world that can be
rented by the day. For S600. vou can
take over the two I-bars and rope tow
and have the six slopes and trails to
voursell, as well as the services of the ski
patrol and a private warming hut with
all the collee you can drink.

The heart of the New Hampshire ski
belt is at Franconia and in the Me
Washington Valley arca. A mile-long
acrial tramway, three double chairs and
six T-bars comprise the uphill [acili-
ties at Franconia’s two biggest moun-
tains, Cannon and Mirtersill. Cannon is
a rather stodgy state-run facility, but it
makes up in ski trails what it lacks in
atmosphere. Miutersill bears watching:
this small ski complex is owned by Aus-
tria’s Baron Hubert Von Pantz, who is
attracting a high-social-caliber clientele.
Mt Washington, which, at 6288 feet, is
the highest peak in New England, com-
nands a sweeping view of eight resorts,
of which five—Auitash, Tyrol, Black
Mountain, Wildcat and Skimobile—ol-
fer weekday interchangeable lilt tickets.
Among them, they operate eight double
clhairs, six T-bars and 67 wrails [rom nov-
ice to expert. Wildcar is also the site of
the hrst gondola lilt in America. Many of
the 50 or so inns and lodges in the re-
gion lay on some form of live entertain-
ment, mostly rock and dance combos.

For Alpine adventurers, the annual
outing to make is the big climb it Tuck-
cman Ravine, Mr. Washington's im-
mense snow bowl that sometimes keeps
its cover into the first weeks ol summer
and is distinguished by the fact that its
season doesn’t stare until April, when the
danger of avalanches has passed. But
skiing ar the Ravine is dangerous at any
ume: hurricane-lorce winds are olten
present, and 2 year rarely passes without
a snowslide Latality. There are no tows at
Tuckerman; skiers simply hike to the
top, stop en route for a picnic and a
warming brew and then strap on their
skis and zoom to the bottom.

- e .

Maine's ski resorts are in a category by
themselves. There is nothing on the scale
of M. Snow or Stowe, and it's unlikely
that one will emerge in the near lutwre;
yet it's in Maine—and at Sugarloal Moun-
tain in particular—that some ol America’s
cleanest, most thrilling and rewarding ski
vacations ¢an be enjoyed.

Sugarloaf achieves its special distine
tion
liness

an ambiance ol warmth and (riend
without resorting  to  simubued
Alpine villages and hokey Tyrolean wrap-
pings. Most people who stay more than

a few days are drawn badk year after 947
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West Point
Pepperell

knits for
Hang Pen
Like Alamac

Hang Ten's striped stoker shirt
comes ashore in Alamac's 100%
cotton knit. In white, natural, light
blue, olive, antique gold, brown, red,
navy. Sizes small, medium, large,
extra large. About $8. At fine stores
everywhere. Fabric by Alamac Knit-
ting Mills, Inc., 1412 Broadway,
New York, New York 10018, A sub-
sidiary of WestPoint Pepperell.

- -

yvear. The mountain itsell, a perfectly
conical peak that looks bigger than its
4237 feer, has o network of 30 or so
trails that converge neatly near the base
lodge and dose enough 10 the litis 10
preclude a long hike. Five T-hars serve
novice and expert slopes and a four-
passenger zoudola travels rom base to
summit, where skiers snack in the moun-
taintop restaurant  belore tackling  the
northern-face snow helds or one ol the
trails that lead o the base.

In the nearby hamles of Kingfield,
Carrabassen, LEustis, Bigelow and Strat-
ton, there are small, cheerful inns lit by
the glow of warm log fires. Accommoda-
tions include dorms, chalets and large,
comfortable suites. In Carrabassett, the
Red Stallion Inn, one ol the East's most
informal and  congenial  lodges. olters
bunk rooms amd private suites. Most of
the guests are young (many ol them are
French-Canadian - givls)  and
throughout the season, there’s a resident
rock group. A touch more clegance ob-
tains at the Capricorn, Tagues, Sugarloal

delicious

Inn and Roger’s, which, among them,
offer such amenities as  sawa baths,
goad French cuisine and game rooms.

The Stallion is usually the cemter ol
night action, but there’s more live music.
mostly  folk, at the Capricorn  and
Tagues. These inns and The Bag, a
cheerful hLitle bhar in Carrabasseu, are
the favorite hangouts for the hrst drink
of the day ahlier the slopes close. In
midseason, there are uproarious  per-
formances by the Carrabassett Bad Actors
and The Carrabassert Grange Hall Tal-
ent Contest—=\Vinning Buand.

Maine is the least developed state in
New England, and its serenely beautiful
landscape is relatively unblemished by
big industry. Avound Sugarloaf, there are
hundreds of square miles ol northern
pim:, whiw-mppul mountains, [rozen
lakes and rvivers. On an wdeal winter day.
the air has a clean, crisp and crystalline
cdge.

Perhaps it is this fceling
still beautiful, still wild—uhat lingers in

of a Land

the visitor's mind long aler the pleasant
memories of ski tratls and ski bhunnies
begin to [ade. New England condfronts
the skier with the grear unharnessed
presence ol nature and an unlorgettable
awareness of the ages—called up by the
inviolate beauty of its mountains and val-
leys. Increasingly, we are a nation of city
dwellers who seldom see the sky except
as o shafe ol light ghimpsed  between
skvscrapers, who scldom see clean snow,
only the soot-covered stulb and  dirty
slush that clogs our sireets. But wrip-
ping through New England erases that
and evokes, instead, an open sense ol
wonder and an abandonment o simple
and spontancous pleasure.

Wear a watch that speaks for your
personality. Masculine, good-
looking, virile—Wyler Tri-Sport.
Set the E.T.I. (elapsed time indi-
cator) and it reminds you of that
important date, times sporting
events or your parking meter. Ex-
clusive Incaflex balance wheel is
guaranteed against shock for the
life of the watch, replaced free if
ever broken, Lifeguard case pro-
tects watch against water.

Tri-Sport $55.00. Self-Winding $75.00.

Wyler

incaflex

iri=-Spoirt

At your Jewelers or write Wyler Watch Corp.,
315 Purk Avenue South, New York, N.Y. 10010



HEAD STONE

(continued [rom page 161)

husbandman of anything negotiable. Wil-
fred De’Ath, a BBC producer who worked
with  Jagger around that ume. vecalls
their first studio meeting. “He  came
up to me and we shook hands, and the
fist thing he said was. ‘I'm the only
Stone who hasn't got  an  overdralt,
what do you think ol tha? " When |
retold this bizarre gobbet to the 1969
Jageer, he clarmed that putting on the
BBC wis one ol his lew sporting activi-
ties, but it was a shrougged delense at bes
and followed doselv by an acknowledg-
ment that money wasn't something he
never thought about. He helps numage
the Stones’ inances now and cearly en-
jovs doing so: according 10 Jo Bergman,
a prenty. New Yorker who has lor some
tme been Jageer's assistant and shield ol
the faith, Mick could reincumate as
Onassis without much soul retreading.

In Performance, he was cast as o pop
singer with a [ull reperoire ol hang-ups,
who dropped out 1o meditae and 100k
on a cuple ol fleshy weny-boppers 1o
help with  the thinking. T woadered
whether hie was bothered den audiences
mizht just see this as ypedasting, some-
thing that hued in with all the old
preconceptions about him.

“So whatz” He shrogeed, o gesture
sunming up seven years ol gening along
with other people’s pre- and misconcep-
tions. I mean, I'm not a pop s
who's retived 1o a house in Nowting Hill
beciuse he can't make w, am 17 And I'm
not living with two women: I mean, I'm
not into that at all. I people who sce
the movie think that's the way 1 am,
well, that's all right, 100. I'm only an
actor, aren't 17 It's my jul) to get them o
thimk that’s whae I'm hike™

He looked ar me hard, and it was a
curiously practiced look, @ look perlectly
aware that the mouth beneah ic had just
served up a hall volley ol a beagued

(uestion. This was not the hrst interview
he huud ever given. Jageer was waiting for
me to ask him what he was really like.
It would have been about the 600th time
the question had been put.

“Student revolt,” 1 sand.

“Oh, ves?” said Jagser.

“It's been suguested that you're in-
volved with the whole student bit in this
ounury- ¥

“IH be i has.”

“With the feeling of rebellion, with
the overthrow ol the Establishment, all
that. How far would you say it's true?”

“About that much.,” The pale, solt
finger and thumb a centimeter apart.

“Do you care about it ar allz”

“OI course, 1 care about it. 1 was at
LSE, alver all, wisn't 1?77 The London
School ol Economics heing the current
spearhead of student wirest in England.

“When 1owas there,” said - Jagger,

“. .. And after I've given you some of
the best semesters of my hife!”

“nothing was happening. Thats—what:
—six, seven years ago. But it's always
been o traditionally activist school, and 1
understind what thevie doing, and it’s
fine by me. Provided they believe in it
mturally, The thing is, most ol 1 is
really copying methods tlan have suce-
ceeded in other places, and you don’t
ger the leeling s altogether their big,
but I'm right theve with them. il they
want to take over more ol the running of
the school and the admimistration. But
when I was there, 1 mean, well, 1 didn’t
go there in order 1o tike it over, becuse,
quite honestly, I can’t think of anything
more boring.”

The lips lingered over the word, scorn-
fully. Later, 1 came ro realize that iv was

the most damning word in Mick Jagger's
considerable vocabulary. Boredom  was

anathena; ot was always hanging about
among the hours, waiting 1o aawl out
and choke you. You had to be on guard,

“God knows,” he saul, “1'd never be
interested i running LSE, in geiling
imvolved that way; hall these Kids thae
shout out for anarchy and all the rest ol
i, well, theywve all litde  organizaion
men, really, aren’t they? All they want 1o
do 15 lorm commitees and chuck one
another off them. I just went there o
read o lot of books, and when 1'd read
enough, [ left.”

The lyries ol Jagser's Siveet Fighting
Man sat up in my head: No doub, a Lair
number ol the paranoiics who've heard
the udle and been unable, or uncon-
cerned, to decipher the words think of it
as i Marseillaise Tor the dropouts poised
to smash their double-glired windows

awnd pounce on their double-glazed wives,
In fact, s no sudy thi the very
oppostie, a cynical little song that runs:

Lverywherve I hear the sound
of marclhing, chaging
Jeet, Oh, Boy.
*Cause summer’s heve and
the time ax vight for
fighting in the street, Oh, Boy.
But swhal can a poor lm)' do
excef to sing for a
Rock "N' Roll Band
"Cause in sleepy London Toien,
there’s just no place for
Street Fighting Man!

I can’t amswer for Chatrman Mao. of
course. bur as far as I'm concerned, that
wouldn't persuade me 10 march 1oward
a nannerly Hvde Park debae, let alone
the sound ol the guns. Sceing that Jageer
didd't enroll at LSE with a view 10
fortilying it against Establishment oppres-
sion, | asked ham why he didn’t stav the
course and collect a degree. 1 should have
been able o anticipate the answer.

“I got bored. It's my own Tault, really;
I mean. 1 did spend a couple of years
there, and | oonly had one more 1o go,
but I just got bored with the whole
scene. I ostarted with the Stones while 1
was there, and that was more interesting.
I keprt up doing both for about nine
months; but alter that, 1 couldn’t, so 1
lefe. T mean, 1 never had time 1o go to
lectwres, and you had to there: it's not
like Oxlord—you can’t just sit by the
river and glance at an odd book. I'd
have had 1o work twelve fucking hours a
day 1o get anywhere.”

“What did you have in mind when g49
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you first went? What did you want to do?”

“I really had no idea. I didn’t know
anyone who did, either. Any bourgeois
child learns to treat university as just the
place you go when you've finished school.
Bonk! Just like that.”

It was peculiar, hearing Mick Jagger
describe himself as a bourgeois child;
one tried to imagine the notorious [ace
scaled down, plumped out, underneath a
school cap; one wied to see the knees
shining between  regulation sock and
short pants, the small, short-haired, gray-
flanneled figure standing in a line outside
some carbolicsmelling classroom, his [u-
ture contained within him, waiting. It
was impossible—like imagining Hitler,
or Churchill. or Cary Grant, [our [ect
tall and holding up a tiny arm, begging
permission to go to the lavatory.

“My [ather was a lecturer in physical
education; my mother’s just, well, work-
ing class, T suppose, a housewife, with
the ordinary, wraditional attitudes. People
reckon I must've beaten up my parents
regularly, or burned the house down
twice a week, or something, but we got

on all right. There was the conventional
sort ol rebellion, naturally, just like any-
one else’s; generation gap, all that crap,
long hair, [unny clothes. But nothing
serious. I only left home because I was
going to university, That's something ev-
cryone forgets—that I was like any other
kid, which is why all the rest identified
with me. I was just the same as they
were, except that I'd jumped the mracks a
bit more, that's all. All the stuff about
my leading them or perverting them, or
whatever, it’s a load ol cock. We just sort
ol went along together, didn’t we?"”

The question struck me as genuinely
put, not a piece of responsibility shirk-
ing; but it still seemed important to find
out how far the press had been responsi-
ble for promoting the idea of Stone
rebelliousness and how far they'd pushed
it themselves, for its sales value. The
idea imitated Jagger considerably.

“Look, I just don't think about it, I
honestly don’t. 1 don’t think about im-
age or rebellion or their proht potential;
it's only the newspapers that think that
way. Theyre the ones who create the

“On the surface, il's just anothey hippie-nudie-rock-
drugs-anti-war, theater-of-the-absurd thing; but deep
down, it's a gay, lighthearted Thirlties musical.”

whole thing, just to make good copy.
What have 1 ever done? Sung a lew
songs, that's all. You'd think 1 was
bloody Satan. Christ knows why the pa-
pers still push it; T mean, when you've
had that bag for five years and more,
you'd think evervone'd be sick of it.”

I reminded him of the infamous garage
incident, and the drugs row alter Jagger
had been discovered to have four ampheta-
mine tablets in his possession. Why did
people need him as a target for outrage?

“Don’t ask me why people like 10 take
it out on other people so much. They're
rcally hung up on revenge. vou know
thatz You get hungup people of all
kinds—hung-up coppers. hung-up ga-
ragemen, hung-up magistrates; they real-
ly have to take it out on someone. It's
not just the jealousy, sexual or financial
or whatever, of the ordinary, so-called
respectable  person—they have all these
jantasies, these mad bogeys, and they fix
them onto me. It's like being a voodoo
doll for a whole fucking society, every-
one sticking pins in, Happy just so long
as somcone gets hurt, anvone. And they
think they know all about me. they talk
about *Your Way Of Life” as if thev
really know what it is; but they can’t
know, and I don’t want them to. 1 never
tell anybody what I'm doing, whar I'm
reading, who I'm with. All right, thev
have fancasies: I mean. I don't mind. il
that's what thevre into, but T don’t
provide it for them so I can make money
out ol i.”

The King's Head And Eight Bells
public house stands in Chevne Walk, on
the Chelsea Embankment of the Thames,
a few vards [rom Jagger's London house.
It's the nub ol supertax territory and,
in consequence, a curious meeting ground
of old and new money, and old and new
aristocracy: Drop a small picce of con-
ventional military ordnance on the King's
Head and, in the ensuing debris of the
surrounding  hall acre, you'd find the
bleeding remains ol the majority of
England’s top stockbrokers, property de-
velopers. gyvnecologists, peers, pulp writ-
ers and pop stars. They have learned to
rub shoulders fairly amicably, give or
take occasional suspicion and mutual jeal-
ousies. From the windows ol the pub,
traffic can be seen chupging downriver
toward the Pool of London, while slender
trees baller on the breeze and sea gulls
shrick and delecate over the red Viaorian
brickery. It is a very LEnglish spot, the
key piece 1o a child's jigsaw puzze, a
good plice 1o ask one of the new aristoc-
racy what he [eels about his homeland.

“1 don’t hate anything  about  Eng-
Iand,” said Jageer. “I haven’t got the
capacity for it it doesn’t evoke that
strong an emotion in me, The things |
dislike about it are really very mild:
they mostly just reflect the character of
the people, particularly the changing



character. I don't care about their sexual
attitudes, I don't care about their politi-
cal postures. I don't feel [ belong to them,
il vou want 10 know the truth: 1 don’t
dig the. you know, Fatherland bie I mean,
I like England, T was born here and that’s
why I live heve: but il I'd been born in
France, or Germany, or America, I'd live
there. The things I dislike abow Eng-
land are so boring vou don’t want to
Lhear about them. I mean, the whole
world is much the same, double moral
standards, all thae.”

“You'd never put all the loot imo a
bag and go oif 1o Bermudaz™

“lI can’t think ol anywhere worse 1o
go. To end up with all vour bread on a
tiny island somewhere, floating down
some stream, sitting on a pile of gold
coins. The worst things about England
are sid things: You cin see what's going
on just by looking at the people and the
surroundings thevre coment o live in:
you can see the kind of dreams that big
business makes for them, telling them
the sort of lives they ouglht 1o live. Most
ol 1Us just a watery reflection of America.
I think that’s a drag.”

He looked, with something like melan-
cholia, at the people around us. They
plowed on  with their conversations,
studiedly unaware ol Jagger: in such
locales, no one can afford 10 gawp, 1o
show that he's nnpressed at luminaries.
You cm cut the nonchalance with a
blunt deaver. Ocasionally, a girl, caught
olf gward, will gasp and let vou see the
lips form " Jagger!™ in her escort’s car:
but the escort, stecled 1o rigid British
nonreaction, will ignove the hiss, smarting
inside. perhaps, but smiling coolly on.

“As far as national character goes,”
said Jageer, “vou won't fimd anyone s
self-inerested as the Englishman, partic
ularly when it comes 1o loot. They're
only imerested - hanging onto things
that are going 1o make money for them.
They think, well, yes, we ought o keep
the queen, because she carns money lor
us; they think abour evervthing on that
level: and when they build, when thev
mitke things, when they creme an envi-
ronment for themselves, they luve no
idea ol how 1o aeate something new and
good. It's pitilul.”

- - -

“I mean, look at tha!™

Outside his top-floor window, blocking
any view, is a biscon-colored  slaby ol
ofhce  DBDlock—new, but the weather's
pawed at it and the stone 1s marked with
grimy tears. It's shoddy, cheap.

“seer I you think about the way we
have 1o live in London now, how it's
changed over the last five years, you have
to be sad. And we put up with every-
thing, with total mediocrity. Everything
—ithe ary, the country—it's all getting
less beautlul all the time, and there's no
muchinery lor stopping it. Nobody cares,
at least not enougl 1o do anvthing about
it. All they care about is how much

Stacy-Adams sets the pace...so do the men who wear them

Striking the bold note in fashion: Stacy-Adams high-rise slip-on with new,
gently rounded toe. The decorative strap and jeweler's buckle is reinforced
with hidden goring - for the ultimate in walking comfort. Styled from the best
materials on the finest lasts in the world. Style 475 in black calfskin.
Style 476 in anlique coppertone calfskin.
Stacy-Adams Company, Brockton, Massachusetts 02403. Established 1875.
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money anvthing's going to make. They
used to put up buildings for their beau-
1y, for their usefulness: they used to care
whether they would last. Would people,
you know, look at it in threc hundred
years” time and still dig it? In creating
surroundings, people used o want to
reflect what they thought, how they felt.
You have to. But now we only build in
the cheapest way, just so icll last a
couple ol years; hall the new blocks they
sling up are full of people who don't
wint 1o live there, anyhow. Unlivable
environments and things that look bloody
dreadlul afier they've heen up a vear or
wtwo. The only concern is cconomic.™

In an ideal world, there would have
been with me in Jagger's room a lew ol
the co vatives, a lew ol the detraciors,
a few ol the neurotics who live spent the
past five-odd  yewrs dreaming ol secing
Juguer in the pillory, so that they coukld
work out their Irustrations on him with
rorten czos. 11 would have been interesting
to see what capital they could have made
out ol these pernicious, anarchic state-
ments ol his. Especially as Mick Jagger
has also put his money where his mouth
is, as [ar as preservation is concerned:
Rither ahun opt lor the split-level Greco-
Moorish ranch-stvle residence with which
so many quick-rich pop idols and high-
vise businessmen have infested the English
kaindscrpe, or lor one ol those penthouse
Liyouts that alwavs look as though they're
soing to be broken up and put on the
biuck of a truck as soon as Rock Hudson
has hinished the day’s shooting, Mick Jag-
ger has bought an Llizabethan manor out-
side Newbury, in the Jost middle ol the
shirest of English shires. It stands in 40
green acres, boundaried by wooded hills;
and for anyone whose immediate reac
tion is that Jagger has taken the place
over in order to wanslorm it into a psy-
chedelic pleasure  palace and  turn the
gardens into rolling pot fields, let me say
quickly that but for him. Sungroves
manor might well have succumbed 10 a
deaay that's been nibbling at it for cen-
turies. Previous owners, finding the house
pl'ogl'cssi\cl)’ morc ‘.'X[K_'llsi\" o rn, re-
tired into ever smaller portions ol the
building, like explorers trapped on melt-
ing ice Hoes. Jagger bought the house a
vear ago and has set in motion a program
ol renovation to its original condition that
will take two years and unmentionable
amounts of coin 1o complete. It is not
recorded whether Oliver Cromwell ever
smiled; but becwse he staved i Star-
groves alier the second Bawde ol New-
bury in Oaober 1644, it may well be that
his ghost, soltened [rom its puritan aus-
terity by 300 years of heaven, will raise a
Passing grin at the paradox whereby the
preservation ol his old overnighiery has
been left to so unpuritan and Restora-
tion a hgure as the head Stone himsell.

Jagger, it had become dear to me, is
a man who needs a physically auractive,

252 cven enchanting, world.

“Well, physical, mental, spiritual, all
those things are bound together,” he
said. “You want your world 1o reflect
what's going on in your skull; you can't
separate the elements. I mean, evervone

knows that the Renaissance was a fofal
thing, it involved painting and music
and sculprure and scholarship and archi-
tecture and, through them, it involved
the people. It's the same relationship
now, only everything 15 mediocre,  so
people are conditioned 1o accept medioc-
rity. To become it. But what can vou do?
An individual is so helpless. vou can’t do
anyvthing, because there are 0o many
people with the drive 1o just make mon-
cy; it all piles isell up into a wall, you
can’t break through. The drive lor bread
is so much move powerlul than people’s
Just caring about something that those
who do e don’t stand a fucking
chance. They give up: You can’t spend
your whole life standing in front ol the
money-makers. You just let them carry
on. You cin only hang on and wait will
it passes.”

I thought about Paris last vear and his
contemporaries  in thar  hand-medown
olive latigues. tossing cars on thew backs
like turtles in the Boulevard St Germaun,
or trading punches with Mavor Dualey’s
finest, or piking police horses in Gros-
venor Squne, or delying tnks in down-
town Prague. You can only hang on and
warl 1l 1t passes?

“Look, that's their bag.” A dissociative
shrug. “Like 1 said belore, I'm sympa-
thetic, 'm just not a barricude stormer.
Il you, or the mothers ol Amevica, or
anyone else, are trying to hang it on me,
well, it's just the same as their lousy
sexual and drug Lamasies, isn’t it? They
give the Kids a society which they them-
selves have buggered up out ol all sanity,
and when the Kids don’t buy the package
deal, the decem, sensible people turn
around and drop the bundle on my
doorstep. You know, like, T invemed
germ warlare. Like, I have this hot line
1o Mao Tse-tung.”

“So il somebody cune to you,” I said,
“and shouted, "Right, here you are, folk
hero, you have all this untapped power,
so we're giving you the chance to use it
politically,” what about thaiz”

“Oh, sure! We've seen what sort of
politicians actors make: why should sing-
ers be any beter? Ol course, politicians
themselves, because ol the miss media,
are gewing 1o be more and more like
second-rate actors, learning how 1o con-
trol the tube, what lipstick to choose, all
that. The only way 1o conuol the people
is 1o control the medi, B thar doesn't
make politics any more appealing, docs
itz Politicians are an endless procession
ol liars: Nixon sayvs he hates this, he says
he digs that, and it’s probably the exact
opposite of what he veally thinks and
feels; it's all compromise, and by the
ume you've got where you want to be,
well, vou haven’t got one idea lefo that's

yours. Or that’s worth anything. I mean,
who are you? What's lelt? You just have
nothing. Unless you're Fidel Castro.”

In the pause, you might have heard
my cars pricking. Afrer all, it was the
kind of statement that the tabloid phart-
sees would have plucked out of comext
and run across a four-inch banner head-
Jine. "YOU JUST HAVE NOTHING UNLESS
YOU'RE TFIDEL CASTRO  SCREAMS YOUTH
FUHRER JAGGER!”

“You admire Castro?”

“Well, il vou have a revolutionary
situation, a real revolution against a de-
monstrably  corrupt status gquo, where
vou come down lrom the hills with a lew
hundred people and vou just, like, take
over—yeih, 1 dig that very much. Yon
can’t keep all the hine promises, sure, but
1 suill dig it It has some paerity left, and
I dow't reckon vou can say that for any
Western politician, all those characiers
working by subtlety and cunning.

I asked him what he'd like 1o see
brought in alier a people’s revolt in
Britain, larferched as the possibility is,
and he thoughe for a long time, pursing
his lips and occasionally flicking the hair
back from his face. Finally:

“I've got no alternative society I'd like
to sce set up. I don't see things that way,
I just don’t think about it; I mean, I
don’t sit at home, doodling isknd Para
dises, with me as king. And, not bemng
nnerested in i, 1 don’t have any blue-
prints lor a new deal. You can’t map out
i plan for people like the English, any-
how; like, how much is wrong radically,
how much that vou could alter? OK, vou
cin say: Right. no queen, no Parliament;
but how much difference would it make
in the end? Maybe you'll end up by
banning  dancing, like Cromwell. So
what? The worst thing wrong with this
country is that there were certain values
here and now  there’s so many  people
trying 10 sweep values away, they don't
even understand——"

He broke off at my laughter and
Liughed briefly, oo,

“Yeah, you're thinking: This, coming
from hpnz Well, it's true: They sweep
away and they've got nothing to sweep
back. This society could just sink into
a swamp, becse no one kicks back
against the decline, nobody reacts; it's
sinking now, 1t's just decaving. We've sot
nothing to replace it with and most ol us
aren’t even uving. We've chucked our a
real style ol living, a personal mood, a
whole English thing: and if you bring in
asort ol half-baked, |:l:1°-lic.'-t0p|)cd, fake-
Americm style, well, what've you got™

It may be asked, and reasonably, \\‘h}'
Jageer, with all his airritation, hasn't pw
more propaganda into his songs, pushed
a message out o the millions of impres-
sioniible youngsters who hang on his every
chord and syllable. But direct appeal in
this way is something he is entirely
against. A song such as the recent Factory
Girl suggests the boredom of dull work




and drab play, but Jagger will offer no
explanations of how to break the cirde.
As he talks about the kids who leave
school o go into humdrum existences,
one senses o genuaine pity in him for
the lile condition of the masses doomed
to boredom and nonfulfillment: but he
is markedly chiary of telling people whit
to do or how o do ir. Perhaps, having so
consciously hroken Iree from one form ol
threatened  regimentation, he  shrinks
from the danger of proposing another,
however abstract.

“The great thing about protest here in
England is that it just happens, it's spon-
tancous, 1 comes out ol irrittion and
dissatisfaction, but it doesn’t end up
with death and it hasn't got much hate
in it And it doesn’t ry 1o impose any-
thing, either. 1's only that hazy anarchis-
tic fecling that evervone has: all the
stidents are imto it. It's boat rocking,
that’s all. It's refusing 10 gobble up the
TV dinners that authority keeps trying
to shove down your throat. Well, great,
i's a gas and I'm all for it. But nobody
has a replacement system for England.
because nothing's so evil here that it has
to be wiped out” He shrugged. “'Some-
tumes, I think mavbe we will change for
the better here. but it mav tike thiny
years belore the wall breaks: 1 think
there may just be a chance that today’s
students won't tap out and forget as
soont as thevive got a cair and two kids

and a mortgage. They'll go on being
dissatished and things may h(nally dimb
upward again. Ol course. they'll get
more conservative as they getr older. but
1 don’t reckon they'll end up defending
a way ol lile they really, deep down.
don’t agree with. I don't think thev'l]
put up with the old sexual hvpocrisies
anymore. and T don’t think thev’ll send
their kids away to expensive prisons at
the age ol six anymore, and I really
don’t believe that if they were all sud-
denly called up to fight at the age of
thirty, they’'d go. They wouldn't go to
Viemam or march ofl 1o fight in some
colonial war. 1 certainly wouldn't. Just
becanse you're living in this country and
vou're not working for the Communist
Party—and why should you. it’s just as
bad—that doesn’t mean vou have 10
stand up for evervthing, does it?”

And there is a look in the curiously
innocent eves that. like so much else
about Mick  Jagger, public enemy. de-
spoiler of youth, singing carcinoma, sui-
prises one lor its sanity and calm, He is
oddly similar to his most reactionary
enemies. to the pale. correat conserva-
tives with the volled umbrellas and the
spotless linen: He shares the pervading
sentimentality ol the English bowrgeomsie,
he regrets the passing of many ol the
same things as they: he likes the lTeel of
land, the idea of property, the possession
ol a few good things, a Hexible security.

He deplores their raditional Fralis—cant
and doublethink: and that, no doubt, is
their main reason lor hating ham.
When, on the hottest midimight of the
vear, Brian Jones died at the bortom of
his swimming pool. Mick Jageer turned
an imminent Stones open-air coneert into
a beat memorial service, a vock wake:
and three days aflter the death, 150,000
youngsiers packed Hyde Park o dance
goodbye. The older population of London
rocked on ity heels and beat ns breast
and keened, “Riot!” and “Desearation!”
But none of this came to pass. When the
leared hordes of teenage Visigoths had
gone, all was calm and intact, and not
a wisp of garbage could be seen: quietly,
they had bagged it up and taken it with
them. Al they had left in the park to mark
their passage were 3000 burterflies: Jagger
had released them in memory ol Jones.
The next day, the presidents of two
wildlife organizations wrote furiously 1o
their Members of Parliament. protesting
at this wanton exploitation of Lepidop-
tera; the letters were published in The
Times. They did net, wypically. point out
that this was the first time bunterilies had
been seen in Hyde Park for vears, because
trafhe fallour, indusivial pollution. chem-
ical fertilizers and pesticides—those good
ies presented by divilized socicty o the
generation into which Mick Jagger was
born—had succeeded in wiping them out.
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chairman ol the House Committee on
Interstate and  Foreign  Commerce  had
his seniority on that committee not been
taken away. Deprived of this opportunity
for grean national power, he chose 1o
seek the much less important position of
governor of  Mississippi. He  succeeded.
and now the people of that sad state are
the exclusive benehciaries of his reac
tionary tendencies. This vear, Represent-
ative John Rarick of Louisiana, who
had supported George Wallace, was hike-
wise stripped of his seniority at a Dem-
oratic  caucus—an action  energetically
fought by the House Democratic leader-
ship, mduding Speaker McCormack.
But these e only dents in the iron
system of senmiority, @ system with very
real rewards. From his cockpit as com-
mittee chainmam, a member may and does
thumb his nose at the President, the
Speaker and a majority ol his own pany.
A chairnan usually dedides which bills
will be granted hearings. He connols the
timing ol the hearings and the seleciion
ol witnesses. By absenting himsell or re-
[using to call committee meetings, he

{continued from page 126)

olten can deny a bill passage through his
committee. It's that simple—aind  that

Among the most right-wing chairmen is
Mendel Rivers ol Charleston, South Caro-
Iina, a Snopes who whispered  suppont
for Hubert Humphrey in the 1968 Presi-
denual clectiion while winking at the
supporters of George Wallace. During a
TV imerview, he once said, “I don’t put
mysell on a parity with a Government
emplovee. The people, in the Constitu-
tion, put me above them.” He supported
his party’s national program only 37 per-
cent of the tme during 1965-1966, and
hasn’'t changed since. He chairs the Armed
Services Committee, whidh seldom  gives
searching thought 1o the major military
matters within s jurisdiction but aas, in-
stead. primarily as @ committee on mili-
tary real estate, parceling out military
installations 10 districts ol “deserving
members.” John McMillan of South Caro-
lina heads the Districr of Columbia Com-
mintee, which has made our national seat
of Government i national disgrace. Wil-
liam Colmer of Mississippi heads the pow-

“First I renounced my worldly possessions, then
I renounced sex, then I renounced my family and
finally, I renounced my ego. If it wasn't
for booze, I don’t know what I'd do.”

erful Rules Committee, through which
most  legislation reported  Eworably by
committces must pass before reaching the
House floor for final aciion. And this is
only a partial list.

The result has been a grand deception
of the American people. For 34 ol the
past 38 years, as 1 noted earlier, the Dem-
ocrats have been the “majority party™ in
the House. In the present 91si Congress,
lor example. there are 243% “Democrats™
and 192 “Republicans™ in the  House.
However, at least 60 of the 243 Democrats
are opposed to the Democratic National
Parey platlorm. These 60 are Southerners
almost without exception. And there e
perhaps ten john Lindsay tvpes among
the 192 Rt-pul)lit.lm ||ILIL|OI|L the true
cquation on nujor  domestc  remedial
legislatton is not 2413 Demoarars to 192
Republicins. In fact, 193 members are
generally in Linor ol progress and 242 are
usually opposed. Consequently. the South-
crners stll mamtain & balance ol power
in those dozen or so hotly contested do-
mestic legislitive rows that erupt during
cach session of Congress. Their pivotal
position is being croded, b it still often
thwarts the national, as opposed to the
regional, mterest,

This ratio s reflecied within the key
committees as well, Usually, the guuing
of bills 1o aid the poor and mistreated
tukes place bevond the glare of publicity,
behind the dosed doors of the comminee
roonm. The truncated bill then comes 1o
the floor—where it is very dificult 10
restore the lost leatures.

The condition ol committee appoint-
mentts has two [aces, actually. One aspect
is packing a comminee, so that humane
legislation does not get a fair chance 10
be considered. The second  aspect s
cqually disastrous 1o fairness and justice.
Certain House committees, as in the Sen-
ate, have become zealous warchdogs ol
special, high-powered economic interests.
When o commintee is dominied by spe-
cial interests, el vision™ develops in
respedt o the mational mterests. Our Larm-
subsidy program. lor example. which
domin:ued by the House Agriculture Com-
mitce, benehts a lew special aop inter-
ests at the expense of the national mterest.
As the President’s National  Advisory
Commission on Rural Poverty has noted,
our policy favors 1obaco, cotton, corn and
peanuts over the rural and wrban poor.
Instead of worrving abow the hungry. the

Commitiee engages in chvomie, herce sec-
tartan fights among, lor example. partisans
ol three varicties ol pc;mu1:i~—."i]);|llisll.
Virgima and  wunmer. Its Democaratic
members are almost alwavs Southerners,
almost always representative ol aop inter-
ests—the Virginia peanut, the Georgia
peach, the Texas cotton. The consumer
aspect is ignored. Powerlul outside Lirm
groups work their will. Democratic Repre-
sentative  Joseph Resnick of New York
discovered this in 1967, As chairman of
the larger commitee’s Rural Development



Subcommittee, he expressed the view that
the right-wing American Farm Bureau
Federation is, in faxct, “not a farm or-
ganization but a large group of insurance
companies without primary interest in
the wellare of the Agriculture Depart-
ment . .. using [the farmer] to build one
ol the Lugest insurance and fnancial
empires i the United States, an empire
bringing great profit 1o a select handlul
of men.” The Farm Bureau struck back.
Its long arm reached into the compliant
Agriculture Committee and produced a
resolution, with only one courageous dis-
sent, that  rebuked Resmick. House
members, instead of being collectively
outraged at this bold vielation of Con-
gressional sancruary, sat silent when the
Agriculture Committee danced a jig 1o
the Farm Bureau's call. Resnick had
erred: He had attacked an entrenched
cconomic power. If he had attacked the
defenseless poor, there would have been
no retaliation.

Study the unpardonable problem of
malnutrition and even starvation in this
counery and you'll encounter Represent-
ative Jamie Whitten of Mississippi, chair-
man ol the Appropriations subcommittee
on agriculture and lord of certain opera-
tons of the Agriculture Department. No
Searetary ol Agriculiure. whether Demo-
cratic or Republican, can hope to admin-
ister his depariment without coming 10
terms with Jamie Whitten. Why the dil-
ficalty with obtaining an  adequately
funded and adequinely administered food-
stamp program: Why are there virwally
no Negro county extension agents in su-
pervisory positions? Why is it difficult lor
the Negro farmer in the Mississippi delta
to obtain the same array ol wseful services,
induding valuable crop advice, as 1he
white farmer? Why do nemly one out of
four counties in the nation have no food
program for the needy: Why do only
6,000,000 of an estimated 27,000,000 poor
receive Federal food benefits? Why does the
mational school-lunch program serve [ree
lunches to only one out of three needy pu-
pilsz Why did the Congress last [all Kill
the diversion of agriculture subsidies 1o
feed the hungry? Why did it eliminate an
open-end authorization for food stamps?
Why did it kill a school-lunch-program
amendment? And why is the Agriculuure
Department so staffed that it scems to
have become one of the Confederate states
—with social attitudes to match One
wuld do worse than to study the actions
ol Whitten’s subcommitiee of Appropria-
tions and the Committee on Agriculture
for answers to all of these questions.

Of course, the abuses are not limited
to agricultural affairs. Until this summer,
Congress tolerated a grossly unlair hodge-
podge tax structure that permitted 21 per-
sons, cach with incomes ol more than
SLO00,000 in 1967, to escape paying a
penny of Federal income taxes. So did
more than 130 Americans who made more
than $200,000 that year. These happy

Americans lived in tax shelters while
27,000,000 Americans lived in poverty.
It's a demonsirable case of socialism for
the rich and free enterprise for the poor.
The tax-writing committees of the Con-
gress—Ways and Means in the House
and Finance in the Senate—are 100 olten
manned by members pledged o protect
such major economic advantages as lucra-
tive tax benehts lor oil and gas companies.
In the face of a nationwide revulsion
against tax injustices, the House did
pass a major tax-reform bill last August;
this article went o press before action was
taken on the reform in the Senate. By
Congressional custom, tax bills cimnot
be amended in the House, They can be
amended in the Senate, however, and it is
there that the special-interest  groups
threatened by the reform will Liunch
their cimpaign 1o water down the bill.

The problems within the Congress can-
not be attributed only to men of nnrrow
vision and blurred ethics. There are also
the timeservers who wave Old Glory and
vote [or appropriations for their districts;
the lence straddlers who rhetorically lavor
brotherly love, Government solvency and
pensions lor all: the imellecuals who
dream of “systems so perfect no one needs
to be good”; and, fAnally, the smooth
dealers for whom politics is largely a mat-
ter of exchanging lavors, These members
butter up the senior bulls and eventually
will be asked to help staff the back door
through which the House is robhed—the
hidden channels by which special Tavors
are dispensed 1o special interests. All
these types make the backbreaking job of
Congressional relorm more difficult.

Too few members are willing to stand
up to the oligarchs of the committees.
The seniors tend 1o regard new members
as fraternity brothers regard pledges. A
junior member is quickly made aware—
by a chance remark, a gesture or a
Duich-uncle talk—that his rewards will
come il he goes along like a good boy.
The obverse implication is that a brash
Junior member can expect to be treated
as a pariah at any political harvest,

The mortar that binds the svstem con.
sists largely of what members in private
mnclegantly call “boodle.” Boodle in-
cludes a military installation being as-
signed to one’s Congressional  district.
This means a construction payroll. fol-
lowed by a steady pavroll for the military
and civilian employees who will live and
spend in o member's district. It also in-
cludes a variety of public works—dams,
rivers and harbor projects, reclamation
projects. conservation projects, Federal
ofhce buildings.

These projects, in most cases, are legit-
imate. The hitch, of course. comes in the
manner in which they are distributed.
There are just not enough Federal dol-
lars each year to finance such projects in
each of the 435 Congressional districts
simultaneously. So 435 hungry House
members jostle lor projects adequate for.
perhaps. 200 districs. The conservative,
ruling committee  dairmen and other
leaders maintain their power by determin-
ing in Luge measure which members will
get the projects. Generally, of course, the
stay-in-line. member, not the rebel with
a cwse, profits. I know about this fiom
personal experience. A great multimillion-
dollar fload-control program plays a large
part in my reelection over the years. So
does a 532,000,000 Federal office building.
My political reputation in my district is
probably more identilied with these two
projects than with my strong stands on
behall of civil rights, open housing and
Congressional reform. Both of these proj-
ects were needed. Neither was a boon-
doggle. Yer I know that my district
received these projedts primarily because—
although relatively junior in those days—
I was an insider when Sam Ravburn ol
Texas was Speaker of the House.

In addition 10 autonomous seniors and
their junior accomplices, hidden power
centers bedevil the House. There is one
man who is more influential than all but
a few House members—and who is not
even a member himsell. He is the House
parliamentarian, Lewis Deschler. The
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title itsell gencrates o vision ol dried
parchment paper and a blinkered figure
who looks at the House through the
prism of its rules and precedents. Desch-
ler, parliamentarian for more than 40
years, doesn’t fit the image. He is a large-
sized  man  with  largesized  influence
growing out ol his encyclopedic knowl-
edge. He cultivates  anonymity, never
speaking 1o the press lor quotation.
There is little written about him. One
article thar purported to describe his
functions included the incredible inaccu-
racy that the parliamentarian  presides
Irom the Speaker's chair at certain times.
Actually, this is just about the only thing
that Deschler does not do lor a Speaker.
His knowledge is that of a ship’s engine-
room boss who knows the capacities of
the boilers in all sorts of weather. The
rules and older precedents of the House
fill 11 large volumes, but the precedents
ol the past 30 vears have not even been
published. Thus, Deschler has a virtual
monopoly on anrent precedents. Prece-
dents are the 10,000 dos and don’ts of the
House. Deschler, and Deschler alone. is a
master of these. He may choose to be as
helpful as a deaf-mute 10 a member who
comes secking advice on how 10 pursue
a mauer toward which the Speaker—or
Deschler himsell—is hostile. Deschler, not
the Speaker, dedides i practice to which
committee a bill should be sent. 1 once
cutiously raised this whole problem when
I was a licutenant ol Speaker Rayvburn.
His reply was acaurme but not helpful
—"Deschler is loval 10 me.”

There 1s much breast beating in Con-
eress about the loss of its power and
influence 10 the Execuive branch. The
Congressional  Record at least once a
week carries a balelul Tament to this
cllect Dy a House or Senate member,
usually a Southern Democrat or equal-
ly conservative Midwestern Republican.
Yet these same members. for some rea-
son, have never insisted that Congress
acquire computers {or the storage and
quick retrieval ol information.  There
are 3000 computers within the depart-

ments,  agencies  amd bureans ol the
Executive branch. Thus, the Congress
permits itsell to be omgunned—like five-

men equipped with water pistols or in-
[antrymen equipped with peashooters.
The case for relorm 1s obviously com-
pelling. And a relorimist mood s, in Lact,
growing. As a result of deaths, retive
ments and  election  deleats, 243 new
members have emered the House since
1961, a tarnover of 56 percent ol the
House membership. This postulates a
membership far less willing 1o feed on
the cake of custom. At the opening of
the present Congress last January. the
first cffort to unseiat a Speaker in nearly
50 years was launched. The candidacy of
Representative Morris Udall of Arizona
was not  suceessful against  77-vear-old
Speaker McCormack but it is i harbinger
of contests to come. In addition, there



were minor rebellions this year against
hoary committee rules and practices in
the Judiciary and the District of Columbia
committees. Banking and Cuarrency Com-
mittee members are restive. The 30-year-
long reactionary strangle hold on  the
Rules Committee was completely broken
m 1967,

Another small step with a large poten-
tial was achieved this year. The Demo-
cratic leadership agreed to have regular
monthly meetings—cancuses—with Demo-
cratic members. That  agreement  was
forced by pressure [rom the Democratic
Study Group. House members who are
nationial Democrats. These caucuses, if
employed wisely, can give the country
the opportunity to see the diflerence
between the appearance of Congress and
the reality. In them, national Democrats
may be able to propose and obtain ma-
Jorities for progressive legislation. When
such a majority cinerges in caucus, it may
begin 1o work effecively for a complete
overhaul of the whole committee system.

For vears, 1 have proposed simple re-
lorms of the Democratic Party within the
House that would accomplish this pur-
pose by modilying but not junking the
seniority system. The reforms are:

I. The member selected in caucus for
Speaker (or Minority Leader when the
Democrats are not a majority)  would
have the sole power to nominate the
lollowing: A. All the Democratic mem-
bers ol the Commintee on Ways and
Means and its dwirman  (or ranking
minority member). B. All the Democratic
members of the Rules Committee and its
chairman (or ranking minority member).

2. Alter these nominations are made in
caucus, a vote will be taken to confirm
such nominces by majority vote. No
nomination mity be made [vom the floor.
In the event that a majority rejects one
or more of the nominees, the party lead-
er will submit as many nominations as
are necessary to hill the assignments.

3. The members approved lor appoint-
ment to Ways and Means will continue
to act as the Committee on Committees.
Bur, at a subsequent caucus, they must
submit their nominations lor seats on
the other committees of the House. Ap-
proval will be by majority vote. 11 one or
more nominations e rejected in the
caucus, the Commitee on Committees
will  submit Iresh nominees until all
vacancics are filled.

4. The top leader, be he the Speaker
or the Minority Leader, will now nomi-
nate the chairman or ranking minority
member for each standing commirtee. If
one or more are rejecied, as in the other
proceedings, he will continue to make
nominations until all necessary appoint-
ments are approved.

These changes should lead to great
improvement. But not awomatically.
Rearranging the political furniture is no
guwrantee of fair play. An open and
aboveboard system of nomination does,

OUR MOTTO..
GIVE THE CUSTOMER]

WHAT HE WANTS,

of course, offer a greater promise of a
better House of Representatives.

If the approximately 180 national
Democrats in the House were all really
what they seemed o be on the basis of
votes cast and speeches made, the Demo-
aratic caucus would not now be accepting
reactionaries and  tyrants in powerlul
lc;ulcrsllip positions. But of these 180,
perhaps as many as hall of those who vote
vight and talk right “sell out” at critical
moments to the system for a good commit-
1ee assignment or a Lwvor, in the form of
an empty honor or an important project,
from the establishment. In the present
circumstances, it pays to go along. Noble
words can hide cheap deals. Liberal
public voting records camoullage reac-
tionary votes behind closed commiuee
doors. In an open Democratic caucus,
however, roll-call votes could be lorced
and members required o take public
positions on leadership  elections and
commitice-assignment  selections. Under
these circumstances and with public un-
derstnding of the significince of the
votes on such mateers, it is unthinkable
that the majority would elect a reaction-
ary or a tyrant.

There's no need for a blue-ribbon com-
mission or a think-tank swdy by acade-
micians. My reform program will work,

Trdii sy

=Ty

It will provide the American people
with a more effective national legisla-
ture. Currently, Congress resembles a
crowded airport terminal where travelers
have no planes to board because the
runways are all torn up. Many members
favor my reforms. Others disagree while
informing me the reforms are feasible
and practical. I enacted, competent sen-
iors will continue 1o exercise their abili-
ties. Other seniors, now as out of date
in their comprehension of our national
problems as dinosaurs, may not be so
fortunate, but more junior members will
be thrust into positions of responsibility
without waiting until they pass retive-
ment age.

Only then, when the power structure
has been ahtered and the iron rule of
seniority modified, will it be possible to
institute a real modernization of House
procedures, 1o strengthen the rules of
cthical conduct for its members and to
pass meaningful new laws controlling
the threat ol big money 1o free elections.
Only then. when the power of the racists
and reactionaries has been broken, will
the poor and the blacks be treated as full
members of  American  society by the
House of Representatives.
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m l" ‘l“m (continued from page 168)

ought to proceed at their own risk.”

Films, then, were merely riding the
crest of a wave that encompassed all the
major art forms. For once, however, there
wis an important difference. Tradition-
ally, the motion picture had been in the
backwash of social change. Because of the
cnormous sums involved in movie pro-
duction, because of the length of time it
takes to actually produce a movie and
because the medium has tended to draw
on established plays and novels for its
material, films have more often reflected
than initiated new moral attitudes or
modes of behavior. Suddenly, however,
the sitwation has been reversed. It was
the movies, not the theater, that intro-
duced nudity as an ingredient of com-
mercial success. It was the movies, not
literature, that demonstrated the viabili-
ty of Lesbianism, homosexuality, demon-
ism and miscegenation as subjecs for
mass-marker entertaimment.

Perhaps this was the central signifi-
cance ol Vilgot Sjoman’s I 4Am Curious
(Yellow). It quickly became the svmbolic
target of those who would stifle cinematic
sexual candor. In Washingon, D.C., the
late Senator Everetr Dirksen. while ad-
mitting that he had not seen the film,
cited it as another argument in Lwvor ol
strong local censorship. In Philadelphia,
where scalpers were asking as much as
ten dollars for a 52,50 ricker, city council
majority leader George X Schwartz urged

“ministers, rabbis and priests to call on
their congregations to boveott this film.”
If amy minister did so, the call went un-
heeded; I Am Curious grossed 586,704 in
its fust week there. In New York, in Los
Angeles, wherever the picture opened, the
response was the same, although theater
nunagers were never certain when or if
an ax might fall. Symptomatic ol changing
auitudes. the film played simultancously
in Los Angeles at two Loew's theaters—
a chain that only a year carlier had re-
fused 1o book James Jovees Ulysses, on
the grounds that 1t was obscene.

Notable in I Am Curious—and not
merely because this is what got it
through the courts—is the fact that,
though sex is present in abundance, it is
by no means central o the theme. Vilgot
Sjoman, its author-director, set out to
present an analysis of the world youth
revolution in its opposition to political
oppression and materialistic social values:
he shows his heroine, pudgy Lena Ny-
man, holding numerous man-in-the-
street interviews (Lo determine whether
or not her country is actually a classless
society), chatting with Russian Com-
munists and engaging in anti-Vietnam
demonstrations. She has an  impudent
conversation with the king ol Sweden
and worships Martin Luther King (well
belore his martyvrdom) as the svmbol of
peacelul resistance 1o hateful authority.
In the film within a film, the girl both

“That was Octavia—she's invited us
over to an orgy they're throwing next Saturday in aid of
the Carthaginian Teterans’ Relief Fund.”

sympathizes with and resents her weak,
drunken father. who fought briclly for the
Lovalists in Spain. It is only as part of
her resemument and her revolt against all
forms of awhoritarianism that Lena en-
gages freely and uninhibitedly in all
sorts of sexual experimentation,

Because Lena Nyman hersell is so ob-
viously unlike conventional cinematic
sexpots—indeed, at one point in the
film, she describes hersell all oo accu-
rately as having “drooping breasts and a
big [at belly"—the effect of her sexual
gymnastics is much less libidinous than
one might suppose. When she fornicates
with her voung man on the balustrade of
the Roval Palace in Stockholm, lor ex-
ample, much of the scene is plaved off of
the reaction of an incredulous palace
guard, who warches immobile, save for
the bobbing ol his Adam’s apple. Simi-
larly, when the two make love in the
branches ol a huge oak wee, their posi-
tion—one that not even the Kama Sulra
took imo accoum—is more laughable
than lubricious. Perhaps the film’s most
daring sequence is that in which Lena
tovs with Borje's penis after a particular-
v satislving bit of lovemaking. It scems
as il the girl is actually touching it with
her lips. but Sjoman’s artful placement
of the camera makes it impossible 10 be
certiin. What s certain is that, cither
because ol camera placememt or the ac-
tors’ clothing, at no tme is actual pene-
wation visible on the screen.

In the rapidly shifting legalisms that
seck to separate the outré hrom the ab.
scene, the depiction of penetration now
seems 10 have become the central issue,
as indicated by a wrial that ook place
Tast April. Late in 1968, the Oklahoma
state legislature passed a law forbidding
“tralhicking in movies showing acts ol
sexual intercourse.” Under this ruling,
a  low-budget sexploitation  picture
titled The Muthers confiscated
from downtown Oklihoma City's Sooner
Theater by the police, and the Sooner’s
vouthful manager, Larry Dicball, found
himself facing the prospect of 25 years in
jail and jor a hne ol S25.000. At the nub
of the defense attorney’s argument was
the imerpretation of “showing aas ol
sexual intercourse.” Did it mean implied
or in fact? Il it meant imphied, he point-
ed out, precious few films would ever
come 10 Oklahoma City; in one wav or
another—a sudden thunderstorm outside
a bedroom window, the look ol coestasy
onn a heroine's lace, the that
pounded the shore as Burt Lancaster
passionately  kissed Deborah Kerr in
From Heve (o Eternily—the movies have
alwitys found ways to suggest fir more
than mecis the eve. On the other hand,
if by “showing acs ol sexual er-
course,” the Oklahoma legislature had
meant the explicit depiction of lornica-
tion, as in stag hilms, The Muthers was
clearly blameless. Its cameraman, in [act,

wis
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brought in from Hollywood for the de-
fense, testihed 1o the sheer physical im-
possibility of staging such a scene in
view of the number of crewmen, lights
and retakes required for an acceptable
feature picture, not to mention the fact
that, as he added, “the men generally
wore two or three pairs of shorts 1o
prevent any accidents,” The jury—seven
men and five women—saw the hilm, lis-
tened to the testimony and reluctantly
declared Dicball innocent. 1 just can't
scem 1o look anvone in the face” said
juror C. R. Hayes, Jr.. soon alter the
decision. But the precedent had been
established: Unless a blm explicitly por-
irned o osexual act, it could not be
barred from public theaters.

Even so, the fine line grew increasingly
ambiguous as hilm makers grew increcas
ingly bold. In The Sweet Body of Debo-
ralt  (previewed s Honeymoon  in
rravsoy, August 1968), lor example. the
picture is in progress lor barely five
minutes belore Carroll Baker slips into a
shower with costar Jean Sorel and the
two make ardent, literally steamy love
under the sprayv: in the European version,
the scene is even longer and more graphic.
In Sam Peckinpab’s The 1Wild Bunch,
Warren Oates and Ben Johnson leap inmo
avast tub of wine, where they disport and
comort with a trio of buxom, bhare-
breasted Mexican sefioritas. (A strikingly
similar scene, which ran in rLaysov, had
been excised trom domestic prints of Go
lumbia’s Genghis Khan four vears ago.)
In The Big Bounce, lovelv Leigh Tavlor-
Young, totally nude. seduces Rvan O'Neal
atop a gravevard slab. The Britishanade
. ... distribued by Paramount. alier-
nates shots of Malcolm McDowell and
Christine Noounan grappling Tully dothed,
with shots of the same pair completely in
the bulk. In Daddy’s Gone A-Hunting, the
scene of o voung conple—hoth nude—in
the act of imercourse is rellected in the
eve ol a wardhing ca. Perhaps the most
overt suggestion ol coitus in any picture
released by the major studios 1o date, how
ever. is in Tony Ridvwdson's Lauchier in
the Davk, based on an early Viadimir
Nabokov novel: A nude Anna Karina is
in bed atop Nicol Willimmson, and the
cimera moves in lor a huge doseup of
Willizimson in the throes of what is un-
doubtedly the screen orgasm of all 1ime.

The signihcance here lies less in the
shots themselves—most ol which have
had their counterparts in the sexploita-
tion market lor the past few veins—than
i the L thae they are now 10 be found
i important, big-budger flms with im-
portant stars. At this point, the mere
presence of nudity ocecasions scarcely a
stir—not even, necessarilyv, an R (re-
striciedy  rating from  the Production
Code people. Franco Zeflrelli's sump-
tuous version ol Romeo and fuliet, lor
example, glimpsed those star-crossed lov-
ers naked in bed and still won a G
(general audience) rating. Indeed, a bit
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“Today’s the big day, Sweetie! Your first screen kiss!”

of nudity is now considered almost
obligatory i anvthing this side of a
Disney hlm, regardless ol its relevance to
the plot. Julie Newmar's skinny-dip in
Mackenna’s Gold, Ursula Andress’ ditto
in The Sowthern Star, even Ali Mac
Graw’s poolside and shower splashing in
Goodbye, Columbus could have heen ex-
cised from those ilims without Giusing so
much as a ripple in the celluloid. But
they weren't—Dbecause, by an unwritien
code Ly sironger than anvthing the Mo-
tion Picture Association has yet devised,
such sequences are part of what the
audience wants 1o see in most films these
davs, as witnessed by both the adverti
and the exploitation campaigns planned
lor them.

Even more significant than those lilms
it which nudity s incidental, however, is
the increasing number ol picures lrom
nujor studios i which nudity seems to
be theiv raison d'étve. Candy, for exam-
ple. would have been wholly unthink
able only a few vears ago. not merely
hecause it sucks reasonably close 1o the
voluptuous outlines ol Terry Southern
and Mason Holfenberg's onginal spool
on i pornographic novel but because it
reveals so much of baby-laced Ewa Au-
lin’s well-stacked amomy, as she indis-
oriminately distributes her Tavors among
Richard Burton, Marlon Briando, Ringo
s, e al. And Heivonymus Mevkin is,
m the words of its producer, co-author,

director and star, Anthony Newley, “a
really erotic romantic movie,” with prob-
ably more undraped female flesh per
foor than anv other picire ever de-
signed for general velease in this conmry.
Merkin's incessant search for an ideal
alternative to Mercy Humppe (played by
Plavmate of the Year Connie Kreski),
at the prodding of Good Time FEddie
Filth (Milton Berle), is the very essence
ol the film: and Universal surely knew
going in that it would have to present
considerable  exposure—including  the
star’s own hairy buttocks. Similarly, the
British-made  Joanna, released here by
20th Century-Fox 1o considerable  ac-
cliim, recounts the sexual encounters
ol a venturesome voung eirl as she
swings blithelv from bed 1w bed in
the mad world of mod London. (Her
afanr with a Negro gang leader, Calvin
Lockhart, is only one ol several inter
vacial couplings that uve taken place on
film this vewr: Jim Brown and Raquel
Welch in 100 Riffes, Pavicia Gozzi and
Lockhart, again, in Hung-Up,  Joanna
Shimkus and Sidney Poitier in The [Lost
Man and Dionne Warwick with Stephen
Bovd in Slazes) Bivds in Peru oflers a
very nude  Jean Seberg as a nympho-
oaniac who, mmnong other divertissements,
takes a job in s South American brothel
to slake her passions. In none of these
flms—and there are many more—would
it be possible to revert 1o the once-favored

practice of snipping out a few offending
Irames. Cut ouwr the nuwdity from these
movies and the whole picture would dis-
apper.

On a somewhat loftier plane, the tste-
luily photographed nude dancing ol Va-
nessa Redgrave in The Loves of Isadora
is as integral 1o the flm as were her
more modest nude scenes in Blow-Up.
The Prime of Miss Jean Brodie mcludes
a sequence i which a pair ol teenagers
visit an artist’s studio and titer over a
large, graphic sketch ol o male torso.
What mukes this sequence remarkable
is that the camera moves in for a Lnge
close-up ol the sketch. What is less re-
markable, these days, is that one of the
girls is seen subsequently posing in the
nude for the artist. And Ray Bradbury's
The Hlustrated Man is climaxed by a se-
quence in which Rod Sreiger reveals con-
clusively that he has been ihoroughly
tattooed  [rom ankle 10 shoulder by
Claire Bloom. (The studio ulumaiely
removed a frames [rom a hromal
shor that suggested, ar least in the stu-
dio’s estimation, that Miss Bloom had
been entirely too thorough.)

Frontal nudity is sull velatively rre
on the American screen, bt even here
there are signs that the barrviers—and the
towels—are Fulling. In the original print
ol ] .. the headmasier’s wife. Mona
Wiashbourne, prowls the empty dormi-
tories of a staid British bovs” school com-
pletely in the nude, incuding one shot
in which she walks down a long corvidor
diready toward the camer:i. And  in
another scene, the bovs are seen taking
showers without the usual coy conceal-
ment ol clouds of steam or artfully draped
towels about their middles, But Para-
mount suipped both sequences, in order
w change the hhm's vaung rom an X
(persons under 16 not admited) to an R
The studio was less timiud with a suhse-
quent release—Medinm  Cool—directed
by Huaskell Wexler. Set against a back-
grouwnd ol the violence during the 1968
Democratic Conventon in Chicago, the
Ilm tells the story of a television news-
reel photographer (played by Robert
Forster) who, during his ofl-«duty hours.
ttkes ot pictures ol his bosomy  girl-
friend  (Marvianna HFill) and, at one
point, pursues her around lus studio,
with both ol them in the ahogether.

few

Paramount settded for the X noing on
this one.

In The First Time, beautiful Jacque-
line Bisser is mistaken lor a prostitute by
a trio ol teenagers who have heard than
Niagara Falls is the place 1o score. Under
its original title, You Don't Need Paja-
mas at Rosic’s, the picure veceived an R

ating because ol a scene in which Miss
Bisser begins a practical lesson in sex
cducation with one ol the boys. He
proves 1o be a fast study, and soon rolls
over on top of her. The Code authorities




agreed thac il the producers eliminated
the roll-over, the film could play with an
M (parental cration advised) vating. Ap-
parently, and inexplicably, the Code
administrators approve of sex only when
the [emale 15 in the superior position.
To reach the teenaged auwdience lor
which their ilm was intended, the pro-
ducers made the cut. Similarly. the Code
people revised their vating on That Cold
Day in the Pavk [rom an X 1o an M after
the studio eliminated o sequence in
which Susanne Benton tries to seduce
ber brother, Michael Burns, in a bath-
tul. Both the bov and the studio drew
the line at incest.

Production Code staffers also keep a
watchful eye, or ear, open for what they
consider overly explicit dialog. They
panicked, for example, when Paul New-
man stated e Winning that all he want-
ed was it car seat that would “At my ass.”
“Buu,” “can” or “bottom” would have
heen ;1('(C|}t;||)lc, but not “ass.” Universal
obliged by twrning up  the background
sound to obliterate the offending word.
True Gri, with John Wavne as a griz-
ded, one-eved frontier muanshal, might
have been released with an M rather
than a G rating (despite the ace that,
morilly, it s pevhaps the cleanest picture
of the year) hid not Paramount agreed
o eliminate o couple of “bastrds™ and
“sons of bitches” Irom the sound track
—cpithets that seemed relatively mild
under the duwress 1o which the robust
Mre. Wayne was subjected. On the other
hand, when the voung hero in The
Learning Tree is raped by the town
prostitute, the subsequent conversation
has 10 do with his “losing his cherry”™—
and Gordon Parks, who lu‘m[uu:(l and
directed the script from his own novel,
adamantly refused 1o alter the sequence
to win a G rating. But in cases where
the companies are already aware that
their primary awdiences are not to be
found in the G cegory, profanity
springs readily 1o the lips ol their play-
ers. In such hilms as Bulliti and Medium
Cool, the Linguage is best desaibed as
carthv: in The Detectioe, one characier
advises another o0 “Kiss ass™: and in
The Killing of Sister Geovge, the verbal
descriptions ol aberrant sexual behavior
are not only earthy hut explicit. “Pansy.”
“homo™ and “Lez"—all previously out-
Lawed—suddenly appeared in the film
makers” lexicon.

In many respects, 1969 seems o be
the year in which the Americain motion-
picture industry has awakened o the Tac
that there is a third sex (or sexes). Male
homosexuality and  Lesbianism, barely
hinted i in the past (and specilically
barred by the earlier Production Code),
have been frankly featured in innumer-
able lilms. With an assist [vom last vear's
The Fox, Robert Aldrich's production of

The Kidling of Sister George undoubted-
ly cleared the way. Though based on
Frank Marcus' eminently successtul and
controversial play, the film went Tar be-
vond it to portray on screen a climactic
seduction scene—Dbetween Susannah York
and Coral Browne—that had been con
spicuously absent on the stage. The nature
ol the relationship between Miss York and
her “friend,” Bervl Reid, a fading televi-
sion performer. is clearly estublished carli-
er in the film—particularly in a sequence
photographed on location in a notorious
London Lesbian  cub. But when the
younger givl submits o the blandishments
of the jaded TV executive portraved by
Miss Browne, what transpires is, in the
words ol Life, “the most explicit and sen-
sitional of a flock ol hlms on Lesbianism.”™

When the ilm appeared, at the begin-
ning ol the vear, it was obvious that Life
wasn't exaggerating. The ardent caresses,
the nipple sucking, the manipulation of
breasts so far exceeded anything  this
side ol the outright sexploitation markel
that the producer-director lelt it a waste
ol time even o go through the mations
of applving for a Production Code seal:
it received its X rating by delaulr.
Thanks to the public’s ready acceptance
ol Sister George, however, other movie-
makers cagerly began to explore the
darker sides ol sex. Foreign-made Les-
bian films such as Ley Biches, 99 Women,
Therese and Isabelle and To Ingrid My
Love, Lisa were hastily acquired by
American  distributors  and  sent into
national release. where they often did
remarkably well. More often, as in Swe-
cubus or Friuwlein Dolitor, the Lesbhian
motil has served merely as a subplot or
an excursion. although no less graphic on
that account. In Swccubus, lor example,
which its distributors have labeled “the
sensual experience ol 69,7 the Lesbian
activity is confined to a sequence depict-
ing an acid orgy: and in one episode of
Fraulein Doktor, Suzy Kendall, playing
a German spy in World War One, pre
tends to submit 1o the passionate min-
istrations ol the statuesque Capucine,
m order 1o wrest lrom her the formula
lor a poison gas that can mean victory
or defear for the  Allied  cause. A
midycar c¢heck on hlm production in
Italy, conducted by Variety, revealed
that 25 ol them ecither preponderantly
or partially centered on girl-meets-girl,”
induding Carrell Baker’s lorthcoming
Orgasme  (vetitled  Crazy
American marquees).

But il Lesbianism has achieved new
prominence in the hlms of 1969, male
homosexuality threatens to inundate the
narket. One of the hrst releases ol this
vear was Warner Bros.” The Sergeant,
with Rod Steiger as a 1ough, swaggering
noncom whose latent perversion flares 10
the surlace when he encounters Private
John Phillip Law. The film goes no fur-
ther, however, than to show the impas-
sioned Steiger planting a wet Kiss on

Desre  for

{ I | 95

The butane lighter
you have to buy
only once!

MEDICO—the lighter for all seasons,
all reasons, all occasions!

Medico looks smart wherever you
go. Easy to fill. The weight is light . ..
the price is right.

See the fuel supply through Medico's
shatter-proof case. Medico's flame is
adjustable for cigarettes, cigars, pipes.

Get Medico, the featherweight lighter
that gives you more.

MEDICO

refillable butane lighters
Choose your favorite color. Only $2.95.

Chap Stick LipBalm

Don't take your lips
anywhere withoutit.

(capital security

Keep bills neatly in place with the
Playboy Money Clip. In gleaming
gold finish with watchful Rabbit. Use
order no. JW1532 $7.50. s
Please add 50¢ for handling.

Shall we send a giflt card
in your name? Please send
check or money order to:
Playboy Products, The Play-
boy Building, 919 N. Michi-
gan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60611.
Playboy Club credit key-
holders may charge.

o ﬂl____,__._Jj

261



PLAYBOY

the reluctant lips of the young man—{fol-
lowed immediately by a scene depicting
Steiger's drunken remorse and suicide.
No such remorse attended Jon Voight,
the strapping Texan in John Schle-
singer's Midnight Cowboy, a film that
promises to become The Graduate of
1969. Secure in his own virility, Voight
heads for Manhatan, where he is certain
that high-society ladies will pay hand-
somely for his stud services. Instead, he is
hooked by a hooker, fobbed off on a
religious fanatic and, finally, reduced 1o
selling himsell 1o a nervous schoolboy in
the balcony ol a shabby Times Squire
moviehouse. In a last, framice, horrilying
attempt 10 get money, he accompanies
an aging homo to his hotel room, then
beats and robs the man, shoving a tele-
phone into his broken mouth. Never has
the male stud seemed less attractive—nor
more pathetic and vulnerable—not even
in The Queen, a curious documentary
sympathetically  covering a  wransvestite
beauty pageant held in New York's
Town Hall a few vears ago.

Male homosexuality also turns up as
the subplot or as incidental material in
many more of this year’s releases. In
The Detective, for example, it is the
castration and murder of a well-known
pervert that provides the springboard
to Frank Sinmaura’s fastpaced and pro-
fane man hunt. In Where It's At, David
Janssen pays a bosomy Las Vegas show-
girl to determine whether his son,
Robert Drivas, is “normal” or not. And
Riot, a prison-break picture. luridly de-
picts Queen’s Row, a cell block taken
over by transvestites while the other con-
victs hold their warders at bay. In the
hunt for The Boston Strangler, police
commissioner Henry Fonda pays a visit
to a gay bar patronized by wealthy homo-
sexuals (one of whom, Hurd H:nfield,
has been fingered by a rejected Lesbian).
And in ff . . ., it is made quite dear
that the older bovs, the “whips,” domi-
nate some of their youthful charges sex-
ually as well as physically. The film ver-
sion of Staircase, with Richard Burton
and Rex Harrison as two aging homo-
sexal hair siylists, premiered in Seprem-
ber; and sull before the cameras ae the
time of this writing, but scheduled for
release before the end of the vear, is
an original-cast production of the ofl-
Bl'{).‘ul\\';ly hit The Boys in the Band.

Occupying a position all its own is
Andy Warhol's Lonesome Cowloys, which
aept ot ol the underground for a num-
ber of highly successtul runs in the Lioger
aties. Populated by Warhol's “superstar”
Viva and sikh doc-eyed aides-de-camp as
Tom Hompertz and Joe DAllesindro,
Cowboys is a mock Western in which a
gagele of guys from the East Village try
to make themselves at home on the range.
They do so by acting as if they were still
inside Warhol's foilllined Factory, im-

ogz provising dialog that consists largely of

bathroom humor (interspersed at regular
intervals with the word fuck), removing
every stitch of clothing at the least provo-
cation, dressing up as girls and indulging
in frequent gang bangs ol the spindly
heroine. Because Warhol's people are so
downright unappetizing, and the homo-
sexual motif so dearly in evidence even
in the heterosexual encounters, the effect
is far less erotic than pathetic.

Actually, Lonesome Cowboys is merely
the most far out ol & number of extreme-
Iy kinky movies that have been released
in the past vear. Perhaps the mildest of
these is American International’s Three
in the Attie, in which college student
Christopher Jones is held captive by
thiee of his girllriends and forced 1o
make love to them in rotation every
hour on the hour. This seriocomic treat-
ment seems designed to prove that vou
can have too much ol a good thing. A
bit further along is That Cold Day in
the Park. in which Sandy Dennis, as a re-
pressed spinster, picks up hippie Michael
Burns, then locks him in her apartment
so that he can make love to her. Since
their lovemaking is less than successful,
and the boy is growing restless, Sandy
brings home a prostitute for him. then
murders the girl in a fit of jealousv. There
is also considerable talk in the film about
male organs, and an extraordinarily ex-
plicit scene in a gynecologist's office, where
Sundy gets fitted for a diaphragm.

Borrowing heavily from one of litera-
ture’s kinkiest pornographic novels, The
Story of O, Henri-Georges Clouzot's La
Prisonniére (The Prisoner) presents Lau-
rent Terzielf as a gallery owner whose side
line is taking photos of nude models in
muasochistic  poses.  Irvesistibly  drawn  to
him by her own masochistic drives, tele-
vision news editor Elizabeth Wiener so
enjoys these photographic sessions that
she willingly becomes his slave. In the
Dinmish-made 1, a Woman I, art collector
Berul Loring becomes so enamored of
revealing photos of Gio Petre that he
can’t wait to meet the original. Her hus-
band. an antique dealer only oo eager
to oblige, not only arranges a remdezvous
but sees to it that his wile arrives wearing
an extremely tempting—and readily re-
movable—dress that Loring had sup-
plicd. Belore long. Loring and the wile
are going at it hot and heavy on the
couch, with the hushand looking on. His
own passions aroused, the hushand then
brutally attacks and rapes his wile on the
same couch. His hirst wile, we learn sub-
sequently, had  wrned  prostitute  after
having been used in the same manner.

Art dealers have by no means been the
only characiers in loreign films 1o be al-
flicted with perverse appetites. In the
French Life Love Death, divecied by
Claude (4 Man and a IWoman) le-
louch, a murried workingman finds him-
sell strongly attracted 1o prostitutes but
uritatingly impotent with anyone but his

wife, who bores him. Furious with his
extramarital failures, he develops the
nasty habit of choking his bed partners
to death—a penchant that in the end
brings him to the guillotine. The afore-
mentioned Italo-German production of
Succubus leans heavily on sadism. as Ja-
nime  Revonaud, a night-dub - performer
troubled by weird dreams, translates her
fantasies into hideous reality—such as
the night-club act that opens the film,
in which Mme. Revnaud tovs eroti-
cally with a knife over the near-nude
bodies of a man and a woman chained
to the wall. Later in the picture, sull
acting out her dreams, she siabs the
female partner to demh during a per-
formance and, a bit later, does in her
lover in the same untidy way.

Perhaps the most thoroughly depraved
young lady to make her way onto the
screen in 1969 is plaved by lovely Cath-
erine Spaak. star of Radley Metzger's
Ialian-made The Libertine. Metzger's Au-
dubon Films has been dealing in sex-
ploitation pictures for the past ten years.
The Libertine is more than his most am-
bitious effort 1o date: it is his most overtly
crotic. Metzger was always a great one for
averting the gaze of the camera at the
crucial moment, substituting a reaction
shot for the action itsell. But in The -
Libertine, the scenes are more olten than
not startlingly specific, as his heroine
searches constantly for sexual degradation
—especially the scene in which she shows
her lover a film of herself being unecared
with exaement.

The action begins when Mimi (Miss
Spaak) discovers that her late husband
kept a separate apartment that had not
only mirrors on the walls and ceilings
but also a considerable stock of porno-
graphic ilms, incduding pictures of him-
sell. making love to her best friend. She
decides 1o keep the apartment for her
own pleasure and alter reading up on
P.\'_\-(hn{mfhia Sexualis, begins putting it
to the test by fornicating with evervone
m sight, even, at one point, preteading
to be a prostitute in order 1o expand her
vange. As in I, a Woman, there is an
encounter with a brutal siranger who
beaws her belore taking her 1o bed, and
numerots others belore she succeeds in
seducing her radiologist during a fluoro-
scopic examination. In AMimi's [rantc
search for sexual sausfaction, however—
which indudes just about evervihing
known 1o Kralft-Ebing—it seems that her
only veal kicks come Irom riding naked
and piggvback on the shoulders of her
bed parner.

In the past, such a ilm would certain-
Iy have gone direaly into the exploita-
tion houses, where men cover their laps
as they wateh the show. No longer. I, a
Waman was the hirst 1o make a break-
through into the art-house marker; and
today, many a picture that only a year or
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Experience

The great names of the automobile industry are more often to be found among the small,
exclusive manufacturers. There, too, is where the great achievements in automobile engi-
neering often originate. The length of the assembly lineis far from being the only measure
of a car maker's greatness.

.

For sheer driving pleasure — BMW
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KLM thinks

you should choose

Most people never specify an
airline when they book their flight. Or
so research tells us. Which is pretty
strange because every major airline is
trying to woo passengers into becoming
faithful customers. With glamorous
stewardesses. Super-comfortable seats.
Mouth-watering menus. You name it.

But they can never really tell

whether all the extra effort is justified.

Pretty discouraging, eh?

What can you do about it?
Everything! Next time you buy an airline
ticket, tell your travel agent which
carrier you prefer. He won't mind. After
all, you have to foot the bill - whether
the service is good or not.

Why do we bother with all this?

your carrier.

Perhaps pride. We'd like to think that if
you fly KLM, it’s not just a happy
coincidence. It's because you insisted.
After all, we've had to work hard for
our reliable reputation.,

the airlines’ airline

MOYAL DUTCH AIRLINES
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Man’s temptation
iS now automatic.

The modern Eve wasles no time
with a plain old apple. An Eterna-Matic
is much more effective. Especially. if
you've informed her that 'Fast beal
gives this impressive aulomatic waltch
incredible accuracy, that the suave ball
bearing self-wind pioneered by Eterna will L]

never let you down, that she L.Yaﬂ please you .o : ETERNH o Mn‘rlc
with a slim and elegant dress Eterna-Matic Eterna Limited, Precision Walch Factlory

{or should it be an active sports walch. rugged, IR mm—— -1 2540 Grenchen/Switzerland

shockproof. super waterresistant ?)

Whichever she gives you, why not
reciprocalewithalLady'sEterna-Matic,
the thin, dainty. utterly feminine fashion
accessory? After all doesn’t Eden need
updating ? Automatically!




/i" In the unlikely event that vou need ."!rr'p.}

Swissair updates dating.
Outside city limits,

With growing envy we have observed more
andmore companices (makers of motoreveles,
radios, and non-alcoholic beverages) ex-
ploiting for their own wdvertising purposes
the fuct thar persons of opposite sexes cnjoy
making dates, or,as we say on the Continent,
remdezvous.

that Is.

Well. we sternly told ourselves it was
owr business to carry passengers. Ladies
and gentdlemen and  even children.  And
certaimly we want o make sure that every-
baody in our plunes feels ar home—including
those who prefer to he left alone.

In shori. no reason for ws to do the

criise-director hit and simiplifv scraping
aeguanttance. Vive private enterprise!

Sull, the chance for a cozy char is one
amenity of international travel, Particulariy
when vou're having 10 wait—it does make
the time pass. So we usked ourselves, Where
do you have 1o wair?

The * Black-out” night club ar Kloten Airport

Answer: At atrports.
Particularly the big airports
where the medium and long
fights arvive and depart. { Gateways,
call them.) We have o in
Switzerland: Geneva and Zurich.
Geneva is one of the world s most

nye

modern  airports—worth o visit in
itself. So ler’s talk about Zurich
instead.

PART from its good restaurants.
A\\'cll stocked tax-lree shop. nurs-
ery. shower rooms. recreation rooms,
and ecumenical chapel. Kloten Aar-
port (outside Zurich. a detail whose
importance will appear in a moment)
now has a new attraction. a night
club: or. it you prefer. a discothéque.
with the apt name of «Black-out».

You may well ask. What's so spe-
cial about that?
And we are prompt lo re-

is right beside the rumvay.

casy Tor people. As a result there is
| practically no might hife whatever in

Zurich after midnight. (Geneva and
[ even Basel. with its international
L Qairport. arc more pagan.)

Ah. but the «Black-out» mght
club is notin the city of Zunich.it'sin
the commune of Kloten. And the
communalassemblyol Kloten. taking
pity on the transier passengers who
have had 1o wait in the transn
lobby. has granted permission o
keep «Black-out» open until two in
the morning. Friday and Saturday
until 4 a.m.

See for voursell the opportuni-
tics this opens up:

Youarrive from Brux- .~
| sels at 20 hours and fiv i

--.\lj
g3

\!
\

e

plv that it’s not only a brand-
new. nteresting, and taste-
fully decorated night club,
but also a highly necessary
one. You sce the City ol
Zurich is a bit over-zealous
for vour good, and doesn’t
beheve in making things oo

" and not going on until

el

The Manager «Black-outs Night Club, m

Dear Sir or pal, as the case may be

| am amwing at Kloten on_

oloY

(insert date) at (insen hour).

{insert time)

I‘\?\‘_—:-”
It 15 my inmention to spend (insert @
number of hours) in the «Black-out». | see no 4
ohyection 10 your posting this coupon on the @ Address :
bulletn beard of your night club on the great ,@]
day. so that | can rendezvous with another %=
passenger who has a similar problens @ Cury
Thank you = Country

i

Name: _

Youlund ar 18 hours from
Suntiago de Chile, and ke

off for Amsterdany ar 22.23 hours.
Or vou're arriving from Paris ar

| 21 45 and emplaning for Bucnos Aires

ar 22.40 hours.

Arrival from Sturrgart ar 2035,
deparne to Sao Paudo at 22.40 hours.

Arrival from Buarcelona at 175100,
departure to London ar 22 hours.

Arrival fromt Nizza at 1805, de-
parire 1o Rio ar 22 40 hours.

Arrival from Frank fure 2130, de-
parture 1o Dar_es Suluam _ai 23.15
howrs.

In cach case vou'll have time tor
a drink. at the very least, in the
«Black-out».

We might even help vou in spite
ol our principles. Read our coupon.
fill it out i vou like, and send it to:

8058 Zurich-Airport, Switzerland

EU
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Short or long,
Discerning people prefer Cognac

Cognac Hennessy
Bras Armé

Cognac Hennessy
VSOP Réserve



“Acme Van Lines? Could you send someone over to move me?”
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so ago might have been considered a
sexploiter plays not merely in the art
houses but even in neighborhood thea-
ters. Indeed, the distinctions scem 1o
have crambled completely away. Sex-edu-
cation films such as Michael and Helga,
borderline cases such as Succubus and
Therese and Isabelle, not to mention
such outright exploitation films as Al the
Loving Couples and Russ Mever's Viven,
now run in direct competition with the
products from major Hollywood studios.
Indeed, as Meyer (who inuroduced the
entire nudie cycle with his The Immoral
Mr., Teas a decade ago) recently ob-
served, “It’s getting harder to stay ahead
of the studio product. Why should the
guy in the street shell out for a Russ
Meyer flick, when he can see Lesbianism
and masturbation in The Fox, blood and
guts in Bonnie and Clyde and nudity in
everything else?”

While Meyer undoubtedly has a point,
the exploitation market itsell has also
continued to expand. When we last sur-
veyed the field for rraveoy in June

1967, there were about 80 such films
produced each vear; today, the number
has risen 1o 200, although not every skin
flick that is made succeeds in inding dis-
tribution. Two vears ago, some 400 thea-
ters would accept the product; today, the
number is closer to G00—and increasing
all the vime. Ironically, the eftect of this
expansion has not been the gravy train
that the emreprencurs of epidermis had
envisioned. Because of the heightened
competition for what still remains a tiny
minority of available play dates through-
out the country, this [ast-buck industry
has become not only a relatively slow
but a rather uncertain enterprise. Unless
a picture can break through to the art or
the neighborhood houses, the chances
of its carning substantially more than
S100,000 are slim, no matter what the
initial investment. The days of the
SL,000,000 gross on a $24,000 gamble,
achieved by Mever with The Immoral
My. Teas, are apparently gone [orever.
The tawdry production values of a
low-budget feature are no competition

“I'm doing 1t on principle. It's a protest. . ..

for the allstar nudity mow being pur-
veved by the major studios.

Curiously, the skin peddlers are be-
coming, il anything, more circumspect
than their big-league competitors. Symp-
tomatically, in February 1969, most of
the exploitation-film makers in Los An-
gflt:s-—l_)on;l]tl Davis, Dave Iriedman,
Russ Mever and perhaps a dozen more
—joined o form the Adult Film Produc-
ers Association, complete with its own
code seal of approval. “This film meets
the requirements sert forth in the Code of
the Adult Film Producers Association,”
reads the title that now precedes most of
the exploitation pictures from the Los
Angeles arca. (Film makers in New York
and Miami, the other major production
centers for such movies, are expected to
join the group within the vear.)

There is a sound economic reason [or
this. Because ol the very nature ol these
films, they are constantly on the firing
line. They mayv be yanked off the screen
at any ume for being “utterly without
redeeming social importance” and for
exceeding “customary limits of candor.”
Since many of these producers also own
their own theaters, however, there is
probably no one in the country today
more acutely aware of what precisely
constitutes the “customary limits ol
candor”™—nor of what can squeak past
the courts as having “redecming social
importance.” Like their counterparts in
the Motion Picture Association, they view
one another's films and uy to hold to
some putative line. At a recent screening
ol Hollywood Cinema Associates’ produc-
tion of The Daisy Chain, for example,
the members objected mightily to two
scenes, one in which oral-genital contact
seemed to be visible on the saeen (al-
though the producer swore that such was
not actually the case), and another in
which the male in an act of simulated
coitus had slipped his undershorts below
his buttocks. “Look, voull get your
$100,000 anyway, whether those two shots
are in it or not,” argued Bob Cresse, one
ol the veterans i the held. “Why kill
the goose that lays the golden eggs for
all ol us?”

To keep their golden goose alive. skin-
flick producers now resort to a series of
stratagems and conventions that are not
merely obvious but often hilarious. Al-
though their picunes abound in  sex
scenes, one or the other of the partners
always wears shorts or panties. A se-
quence, in fact, may start (and generally
does) with a completely nude girl dis-
robing the man, but her panties may
miraculously reappear later, only to disap-
pear once again when the man, now in
his shorts, begins to mount her. Penises
are rvarely in evidence—and never in
erection. Acats of fellatio or cunnilingus
are always performed offcamera, the head
sinking below the frame while the saeen
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BLACKLIGHT

The shimmer of blacklight
changes all color perception.
All whites radiate a brilliant
glow. Dayglo posters and 4
Fluorescent paints pulsate
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a new dimension of nicher
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is filled with a close-up of the recipient
partner  writhing in  ecstasy. Lesbian
scenes, however, often play with both
partners completely in the nude—prob-
ably because no penetration is involved.

But alwavs and without fail, the hilm's
moral message 15 sledge-hammered home
repeatedly, presumably [or the benefit of
any cops who might wander in 1o keep
an cve on the proceedings. In The
Muthers, for example, the moral is that
parents who allow their children to run
loose and unattended are inviting un-
speakable wagedy. In The Daisy Chain,
however—Irom the same producer—the
moral would seem 10 be that parenis
who are overprotective of their children
are also inviting unspeakable  tragedy.
Russ Meyer, whose Fixen is probably the
vaciest skin {lick of the current aop,
argues that his picture—which intersperses
intercourse scenes with a bit of “trench-
ant” dialog—is really designed 10 combat
racial bigotry and commumism. And in
All the Loving Couples, alter a long nigl
ol wife swapping (and the inevitable Les-
bian interlude), the film happily reunites
all the pairs save one—the caddish hus-
band and wife who joined the party just
o sell insurance. In social outlook, it
would be dificult o find a more thor-
oughly conformist group ol pictures.

About five years ago, a schism began o
appear in what had sumied out as a
fairly homogeneous nudie-film movement
directed primarily toward male voyeurs.
On the one hand, some producers opted
to strengthen their story lines and pro-
duction values, anticipating—correctly,
as we can see now-—that in time, they
might be able 10 break into the major
markets. On the other hand, there were
those who looked at their audiences and
decided—also correctly—that what they
really paid 1o sce was naked women.
Why go to all the trouble of shooting a
story, they reasoned, when all their cus-
tomers really wanted was the sight of a
girl taking her clothes off? As the cost ol
producing nudie [eatures continued to
mount, these entreprencurs simplified
their lives—and their budgets—by photo-
graphing on I6mm silent film a series ol
models disrobing and writhing about on
beds or couches; a dozen girls added up
1o an average-length program. For the
first yeir or so, these girlie films rather
resembled the strip acts in burlesque; the
girls spent most of the reel peeling,
vouchsaling a quick flash of flesh it the
very end of their routine. Belore long,
however, the llesh began to dominate
and the bras came off airly carly in the
ceremony. Escalating 1o keep pace with
the acreage on view in big-budget lea-
tures, the models soon began to remove
not only their bras but their panties as
well.

In 1969, siill following the same for-
mat, this genre has advanced o the “split
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beaver,” in which the girl’s shift or dress
is removed promptly at the beginning of
the reel and, for the next en minutes,
the camera’s gaze remains riveted on
her labia majora and minora. Even more
recently, some heterosexual activity has
been introduced into these films—rather
tentatively in Los Angeles, where any
glimpse of a penis is carelully excised,
but all out in San Francisco, where the
action in such houses as The Screening
Room stops just short of the stags. Nudi-
ty is complete for men and women, and
all forms ol coitus are simulied i wavs
that leave nothing but a glimpse of
plunging organs 1o the imagination. 5o
completely do these pictures dominate
what was once the nudic market in
San Francisco that today the ordinary
sexploitation leature is almost passé.
But 1969 has also witnessed another
departure: the all-male nudie. Following
much the same [ormulx as the female
strip hilms, their homosexual counter-
parts appear totally in the nude, fex
their muscles a bit and exercise in ways
that keep their genitalin bouncing. If
more than one model appears in a single
film, there s never any sexual pl'.ty he-
tween them, although wrestling would
scem to be their favorite indoor sport.
Penises, however, are never more than
semierect, and rtotally  limp  whenever
kisses are exchanged. Occasionally in
these films, a little charade is acied out
—invariably, at the expense of the female

gender, which is impersonated by a
transvestite. “Girls” such as Glory Hole-
den and Billy Buut have already hegun
to build a following, and their jokes on
the sound wrack—another innovation—
are rawer, spider, more single-entendre
than any gentleman’s smoker ever dared
attempt. While longer films are [requent-
ly produced with all-nude, all-male casts
(Pat Roeo has become the Cedl B, De
Mille of this genre), more olten the fea-
tures are simply dever wake-offs on the
Bette Davis and Humphrey Bogart mov-
ies of the Thirties, with the emphasis on
transvestite camp, rather than on out-
right sexual activity. Significantly, the
latter have proved more popular at gay
bars and private clubs than in regulation
grind houses,

The curious thing about the voyeuris-
tic nudies of whatever gender is the
alienation they induce. They play in
houses 1o rarely more than 20 or 30 cus-
tomers, all of whom seem o take special
pains to sit as far removed from their fel-
lows as they possibly can. While the five-
dollar admission now charged by these
specialized theaters may in some measure
account for their limited patronage, it is
undoubtedly more the pictures themselves
that are responsible for the customers’
lack of enthusiasm. They are oo direct,
too single-purposed: true eroticism in-
volves considerably more than watching
two people humping on a bed. But as
sex films progress in subtlety, complex-

“After you, miss!”

ity and artistry, their audiences can be
expected to increase in geometric pro-
portion. This is a problem, however, that
has haunted film artists ever since the
medium left its swaddling  clothes—not
how to show the mechanical act of forni-
cation but how to stimulate the imagina-
tion of the spectator so that in his mind,
in his senses, he is also a participant. At
its best, sex is hardly a spectator sport
for maost people.

The fact is—and the films of 1969
have made this very apparent—that true
artists are the only ones who dare go
substantially beyond *“customary limits of
candor,” becanse they are eager 1o ex-
pand the perimeters of sensory experience
for all of us, It's no cincidence that the
vast strides toward [ree sexual expression
during the past decade have come from the
work of such men as Michelangelo An-
tonioni, Ingmar Bergman, Federico Fel
lini and Jean-Luc Godard. Members of
the Adult Film Producers Association
and all the commercially oriented movie-
makers have merely ridden on their coat-
tails. And this remains the case woday.
Bergman, for example, climaxes his new-
est film, The Rite (made for Swedish
television), with an eye-opening sequence
in which Ingrid Thulin wears a gown that
covers evervthing except her breasts, while
most of the gentlemen wear gigantic
dildos—a st for films and certainly
for television. Antonioni, directing Za-
briskie Point for a kie-1969 release, has
already run afoul ol the law lor what are
purported to be the wildest orgy scenes
yet made for the American screen. Frank
and Eleanor Perry, who calier made
David and Lisa, explore in Last Summer
the burgeoning sexuality ol the adolescent

-actually, four adolescents—with  great
sensitivity and almost savage candor. Pier
Paolo Pasolint’s mystic Teorema exudes
an croticism that extends far beyond the
occasional nudity and  casual  pariner
changing ol its enure cast. And the
American critic, essayist and novelist Su-
san Sontag has recently completed  for
Sandrews (the firm responsible lor 1 Am
Curious) the even more enigmatic—and
erotic—Duet for Canntbals; 1t includes
not only an orgy, complete with stag
movies, but two couples who find some-
thing approximating sexual gratihcation
only when one or more ol the others is
either looking on or is divectly mvolved.,
These are serious artists, men and wom-
en who understand thae the sexual drive
is basic to all of us. By their insights,
they give us new understanding of our-
selves. For all the shoddy merchandise
that has been fobbed off under varied
legalisms, such people as these have been
able to function and to express them-
selves this year with unprecedented free-
dom. And this is what makes it all worth

while.



THE SENATE (continued from page 120)

operators. Sometimes thev do so for hire,
sometimes becuse ol conviction. More
often, it is because of campaign con-
tributions. Yet thev are never investi-
gated. Not only will they not investigate
themselves, they seldom investigate the
lobbies that contribute to their cam-
paign funds and to their law firms, supply
company plunes for trips home and, on
occasion, raise personal expense funds.

If T were to put my finger on the most
corrupting [actor in the lives of Senators,
I would, without hesitation, poilll Lo
campaign contributions. When a Senator
has to pass the hat for increasingly large
amounts of money to get re-clected every
six years, he becomes obligated. There
are campaign contributors who expect
noihing more in return than lunch in
the Senate restaurant or a couple of
tickets to the Army-Navy game. But they
are rare. Most ol those who kick in with
really large wads of dough expea votes
lor the banks, for higher-priced drugs,
against public housing, against labor, and
so on. And they are hardly reticent about
reminding the recipient Senator of what
they want.

Yet not since 1924—when the Corrupt
Practices Act established a code to regu-
late campaign funds—has there been any
significant new legislation dealing with
the way clections are inanced. But there

have been some attempts at reform. One
halfhearted attempt, sponsored by Sena-
tor Lyndon Johnson in 1956, brazenly
avoided the necessity of recording pri-
mary campaign - contributions, even
though victory in the primary in the
South has long been the equivalent of
victory in November. The Senator from
Texas was determined to bolster the
Southern  establishment by saving  his
Southern colleagues [rom disclosing the
oil, cotton, tobacco and textile tycoons
who financed their primaries. Ironically,
it was the Southern establishment that
adroitly and relentlessly knifed Lyndon
alter he became President.

More recently, there was the 1966 pro-
posal of Senator Russell Long ol Louisi-
ana thar each taxpayer chieck a space in
his income-tax return if he wanted 1o
contribute one dollar from his taxes to-
ward a national campaign kitty for Presi-
dennal candidates. Senator Long, from
his vantage point as Democratic Whip,
pushed his plan so persistently and so
disagreeably that he managed to antago-
nize many ol his colleagues. But his plan
failed chielly because the rural aristocra-
cy that doesn’t have to worry about rais-
ing money to get re-eleaed foresaw the
day when the simplicity of the Long
system would spread from Presidential 1o
Congressional elections, thereby making

it easy for any upstart candidate to chal-
lenge the establishment. The Corrupt
Practices Act remains unreformed, the
expenses of campaigns continue to soar
and Senators continue to look the other
way when it comes to enforcement.

It was not always so. When I first came
to Washington, during the Coolidge
Administration, the Senate was seething
over the 1926 Vare scandal I noted
carlier. In the Pennsylvania Republican
primary of that year, Philadelphia’s Re-
publican boss, William Vare, spent
$200,000 to defeat George Wharton Pep-
per. Cries of shame echoed [rom the
Union League 1o the Main Line. Boss
Vire was thrown out of the Senate on
his ear. There was also the purging of
Frank Smith, another Republican, elect-
ed to the Senate from Illinois. The issue
here was not the amount of money but
the fact that $100,000 of it came from
one man, Samuel Insull, the Midwest
utility magnate.

Those were the days of great moral
indignation that [ollowed the Teapot
Dome scandal. The public was hell-bent
for cleanup. That day has now been
replaced by a television morality that
operates on  the theory that people
have short memories, that the public
sceretly admires a aook-—provided he's
a successflul crook—und that if you can
polish up a transgression so it looks right
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on the idiot bhox, God bless vou. No Sen-
ator has been denied his seat in the past
four decades beciuse he spent too much
money getting elecred.

The Senate has even broadened—or
lowe ards so that its
1968 code ol ethics sanctions the private
expense [und. This is an amazing right-
about-face that has generally escaped the
attention of the public. Yet the Ameri-
am people had serious doubts about
Richard Nixon's qualifications to run for
Vice-President after it was discovered
that $18,200 had been contributed secret-
ly by Southern Calilornia businessmen to
pay his personal and business expenses
while he was supposedly representing all
the |)c0|)le of California as a Senator in
Washington.

The [act that the Senate in 1068
bowed to the Nixon precedent and de-
clared ethical what 1t considered unethi-
cal in 1952 still does not make private
funds ethical. To the conurary, such a
fund directly violates the cardinal princi-
ple of American representative govern-
ment; namely, that any obscure vorer
comtributing through taxes to a Senator’s
salary 15 entitled to just as much of his
time and energy as a handful of San
Remo suburbanites who can afford to tip
him on the side.

If you look over the voting record of
Senator Nixon and compare it with the
econtomic philosophy ol those who put
up the $18,200, vou can appreciate the
wisdom ol the lounding fathers. One of
the larger groups contributing to the
Nixon fund were real-estate men, 11 in
all, interested in removing wartime rent
controls and  blocking public housing.
The young Senator Irom  Calilornia
could not have been unaware ol this
when he voted on June 20, 1951, 10 cut
public housing lrom 50,000 1o 500 units;
or on June 4, 1952, to shorten rent
controls by lour months; or on June 5,
to remove all national authority to en-
lorce rent comrol: or when, on June 12,
he introduced an amendment 1o the de-
fense bill 1o sidetrack all public housing.
The Senator's voles on other issues lol-
lowed the identical philosophy ol those
who contributed to his fund.

Under the Senate’s new standard ol
conduct, all such private funds, helieve it
or not, are now ethical. In most respects,
the Senate is more ethical, more progres-
sive, less influenced by lobbyists than s
the House of Representatives. But re-
garding private expense funds, it las slid
back. Perhaps the Senate was influenced
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“I am not without influence in this city, inspeclor,
and I demand that you apprehend this f.r\wug bandit.
No man can soul-kiss me and gel away with it!”

by the Nixon precedent; after all, he not
only managed to get away with his fund
but went on to bigger and more glamor-
ous goals.

In recent years, the Senate has moved
slowly, inexorably oward relorm. It still
has a long way to go, but it has moved
[aster than the House. The bad guys
remain, but at last a large number of
the good guys have decided to stand up
and be counted. However, it still has no-
where nearly approached the righteous
mdignation of the days when the Bob
La Folleues, the George Norrises and the
Tom Walshes tracked down all evil.

Generally speaking, Senators do not
behave as flagrantly as Representatives
when they junket abroad. They do not
make public spectacles ol themselves—as
did  Representative  Mike Feighan of
Cleveland, who, when attending the 1965
International  Labor Ollice meeting in
Geneva, called President Kennedy a
“nigeer lover” and President Roosevelt
“pro-Communist.” Nor do Senators bring
40 cases of Scotch into the United States
by military plane, as did Representative
Meundel Rivers ol South Carolina at the
end of one “inspecion” wrip. But they
do embark on some totally unnecessary
“surveys,” such as those taken by Senator
Edward V. Long of Missouri and Senator
LErnest Gruening of Alaska, Democrats,
alter both were defeated last year. Here
is the confidential cable the Army sent
to military posts instructing them to roll
out the red carpet for the Senator from
Missouri, who had lost his primary cam-
l)illgll:

REQUEST LOCAL ESCORT OFFICER BE
ASSIGNED IN EACH AREA TO MELET AND
ASSIST. LOCAL ESCORT SHOULD PRESENT
SENATOR LONG WITH IN-COUNTRY 1TIN-
ERARY EACH STOP FOR MNIS APPROVAL.

- . REGUEST MILITARY SEDAN BE
AMADE  AVAILABLE  WHERE  POSSIBLE,
« » o REQUEST MILITARY AIRCRALIT BE

PROVIDED FROM ISTANBUL, TURKEY, 30
OCTOBER  TILL ARRIVAL LONDON |2
NOVEMBER. REQUEST THIS OFFICE BE
INFORMED OF TYPE MILITARY AIR-
CRAFT AND FLYING TIMES.

Tongue in cheek, the officer who pre-
pared the cable added: “pPRIMARY PURPFOSE

OF VISIT 1S TO GET FIRSTHAND INFORMA-
TION  ON  FOREIGN-AID  AND  MILITARY-
ASSISTANCE PROGRAMS.”

The Senate sull has as much power
as the House 1o obstruct and confuse,
and sometimes uses it more cffectively.
Jim Eastland ol Mississippi not  only
sends Negroes north to glut the big cities,
as a result of his cotton-cutback program,
but, as chairman ol the Senate Judiciary
Committee. makes it difhcult for Negroes
to obtain thewr cvil rights. He accom-
plishes this not only by blocking bills
guarantecing Negroes' voting rights but
by delaying conhrmation of judges likely
to give a liberal interpretation to the



laws. For a year and one week, he
blocked Senate confirmation of a Jewish
judge, Simon Sobcloff, who was known
to be [avorable to civil rights. And he
blocked a vote on the first Negro ever
appointed to the Supreme Court, Solici-
or General Thurgood Marshall, for a
year, meanwhile rushing the confirma-
tion of his old University of Mississippi
buddy William Cox as a United States
District Court judge in the record time
of seven days. Judge Cox later justified
Eastland's confidence by referring in open
court to “‘a bunch of niggers,” and com-
paring Negroes to “chimpanzees.”

How—when the abuses arise from so
many sources and take such varied and
subtle forms—can we clean up the Senate
and persuade its members to keep its
conduct on a level that will ensure pub-
lic respectz Here are a lew modest pro-
posals, all of which would go a long
way toward cleaning up both houses of
Congress.

1. No Congressman shall practice law
before any Federal court or Federal
agency.

2. No Congressman shall serve as a
director or official of any corporation or
partnership doing business with the Fed-
eral Government.

3. No Congressman who serves as a
member of the Armed Forces Reserve
shall accept promotion while in Con-
gress.

4. Every member of Congress shall file
his assets and all sources of income with
the General Accounting Office every
year.

5. The names ol all relatives on a
member’s payroll shall be filed with the
clerks ol the House and Senate and shall
be published periodically.

6. No member shall use on his staff
any person not paid by him except stu-
dents.

7. Members shall disclose any pecuni-
ary interest they may have in a bill on
which they vote.

8. A commission of five members, two
from each house of Congress and with a
chairman representing the public ap-
pointed by the President, shall serve as a
body to enforce these rules.

9. Chairmen of committees shall rotate
every six years.

10. No committee chairman shall have
the power to block any picce of legisla-
tion when 100 members of the House
and 30 members of the Senate sign a
petition requesting that it be released.

These proposals are modest only be-
cause of practical politics. IE they were
any more drastic, they would have not
even a smell of passing. There would be
little chance, for instance, ol adopting
rules similar to those of the British
House of Commons, from which we in-
herited our parliamentary procedure. John
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“Welcome to the new, updated ‘College Bowl.” . . .

Foster, Conservative, and a veteran mem-
ber of the British House ol Lords, de-
scribed these rules as {ollows:

“No member of Parliament can flibus-
ter,” he explained. “If you are repetitive
or stray from your subject, you are gav-
eled down.

“We have no seniority. Membership
on committees is selected by each party,
and there is only a chairman and a
vice-chairman. Beyond that, any other
member of Commons can attend. A com-
mittee is behind each important bill and
they are introduced by the party in pow-
er. Individual members may not intro-
duce Iegislation of any importance. They
can introduce only courtesy legislation
which doesn’t pass.”

Regarding campaign Tunds, Foster said
that no member is permitted to raise
money for his campaign. He gets ten
cents for every voter in his district and
no more. “Every farthing is receipted,”
he said, “and we are very carelul about
it. Discipline is strict and a member is
expelled il there is any infraction ol the
rules. If you are an attorney for a bank
or a firm affected by certain legislation,
you get up and say so on the floor. If
you didn’t do this, your fium would ob-
ject and you would he fired.”

“I'm alraid vou'd never get the Ameri-
can Congress to be that moral,” T told
my British friend.

“The United States has done pretty
well for a big coumry,” he replied.
“You've got a geographic spread which
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—if placed on the map of Europe—
would extend all the way from the North
Sea to Portugal and from the English
Channel 10 Romania. I wouldn’t be too
discouraged.”

But Americans who must live under
an unresponsive and olten uncaring
Congress can not help being discouraged.
Advocates of the “new politics” predict
that the impact of their movement will
be felt by 1972 and that millions of new
voters will sweep in a whole new genera-
tion of political leaders, dedicated to
honesty and justice. But the most realistic
ol the new breed admit, at least pl’i\-:tle‘
ly, that it will be years before the Sen-
atorial oligarchs are turned out of their
black-leather swivel chairs. It is a fact of
politics that Senators, like members of
the House, usually get re-elected on the
strength ol their accomplishments for
their states or districts, not because of
their positions on the greater issues of
our day.

In the small towns of Mississippi and
Georgia, and the other states that have
sent the political barons to Washington,
the “new politics” is considered subver-
sive. A [reshman Senator may have ideals,
but he doesn’t have semority. Unul dras-
tic reforms ehange both the ways Senators
finance their elections and delegate power
among themselves once they are elected,
we will continue to ind legishitors more
interested in cottonweed-control labora-
torics than in their consciences.
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Mﬂmﬂonized Football (continued from page 181)

to be filled, taking proper cognizance of
each player’s individual talents. This
ukase very nearly brought on the Donny-
brook 1'd anticipated, but Hal Alvarson
nipped any violence in the bud. As far
as he was concerned, Hal said, a coach’s
word was law, and il anybody present
didn't choose to obey the law, as inter-
preted by captain Alvarson—why, then,
the captain would be delighted to beat the
bejesus out of him. As Hal had done this
in the past to every boy there, and thor-
oughly, he had no dithculty impressing
this viewpoint on the querulous crowd.

I was walking home when Rumble
Seat appeared from between two houses
in front of me. He held his precious
football against his chest with both
hands. “I non't care where anybony ess
plays,” he said, the old speech impedi-
ment in full flower, “but 1 wanna play
cennuh. If T non’t play cennuh, you
non't get to ooze my baw.”

I was swrprised that anyone would
want, let alone insist, on playing such a
thankless, bruising position. T wouldn’t
have playved there even if it had meant
automatic selection as all-time all-Ameri-
can. “What do you want to play center
for, Rumble?” I asked, putting on my
finest coachly frown.

“Because cennuh’s the crocus,” Rum-
ble Seat said. “The crocus of the whole
narn tea'."”

The kid was not only turning into a
loony, I thought, but he was beginning
to talk in tongues, like a Holy Roller.
(Later, I discovered that he’d meant
“crux,” which his impediment turned
into “crocus.”) “I'll think it over, Rum-
ble,” I said pontihcally.

Until 1 climbed over the Dell-estate
wall the next alternoon, everything had
gone like clockwork. I'd spent study peri-
od in diagraming eight basic plays—two
off-tackle, two end-around, three forward-
pass and one that could be either an end-
around or a pass, depending on the traffic
situation. The rest of my waking hours
had been devoted to the line-up and the
fitting of players into positions that would
result, I was certain, in an unbeatable
team. And I had Pat Clancy in tow.

Pat was my ringcr, the real tough guy
I'd promised to deliver if 1 were made
coach. When my family lived on Pine
Street, Pat had beaten me up so often
that he finally grew fond of me, to the
extent that he defended me from every-
body else. This fondness wasn’t deep
enough for him to play for the Rangers,
however, unless I paid him a dollar a
week, plus streetcar fare. 1 agreed, even
though that would amount 1o $1.60, and
my weekly allowance was a flat buck.
How I scraped together the other G0
cents every seven days is neither here nor
there. Let it be recorded simply that 1

270 suffered my own private Depression that

fall; but it was a condition not without
its benefits. Since 1 couldn’t afford a
single Baby Ruth, my skin was amazingly
clear for the ten weeks of the football
season. At least I wasn't stuck with Pat’s
room, board, tuition and laundry.

Despite Clancy’s impressive presence,
things began to disintegrate the moment
I started reading off the line-up:

L.E. JACK BEAUMAISON (Too
handsome to enjoy violent contacts
that might result in a broken nose,
or worse; therefore, deficient as a
blocker or tackler. But a fast runner
and a fair pass receiver.)

L.T. THE OLD BLACK pbocTor (Too
slow for an end or a halfback, too
light to play guard, but not scared
of being banged around. Adequate
as a tackle.)

L.G. WHAT'S-HIS-NAME (Short,
stocky, stubborn and mean—every-
thing a 1932 guard had 1o be. And,
as 1932 guards were also anonvmous
types, the right man in the right
spot.)

c. RUMBLE SEAT (His odd bod-
ily construction made it next to
impossible to move the “crocus” of
the team in a backward direction.
Besides, he owned the b;ll].)

R.G. SIMMY sCHWARTZ (Not as
big as I'd have liked, but an abra-
sive, hell-for-leather kid, quick as
scat.)

R.T. JIM FLETCHER (Somehody
had to play the position, and I
wasn’t partial to fashion plates, any-
way.)

R.E. MUSH MCWHIRTER (Most
beat-up-on boy in the neighborhood
and, consequently, the fastest, hav-
ing developed speed by running for
his life. I figured that Mush might
be able to snare one pass out of four
—if he lived.)

Q.B. GARB CARTRIGHT (I'd seen
that he could pass, and I was keep-
ing my fingers crossed in the hope
he could do something else. If so,
the Rangers would be home free. If
not—well, I'd beuer take instruc-
tion in sprinting from Mush. But I
had a very strong hunch about
Garb, and I rode it.)

L. H.B. HAL ALVARSON (A fine
blocker and pass receiver, but only
mediocre as a passer and absolutely
no good as a ball carrier. Perhaps
his balance had something to do
with it. Anyway, he was unbeliev-
ably easy to tackle, going down al-
most at the touch of a finger. Even
I could tackle him.)

R.H.B. THE BURNING BUSH (A
slightly larger Simmy, he did every-
thing fairly well and was espetially

good at punting. Persisted in chain-
smoking during games, however.
Fatimas, of course.)

F.B. PAT cLANCY (Happiest when
allowed free play in a game’s more
destructive aspects—blocking, tack-
ling and bulling head down through
the center of the line. As I had fore-
cast—real tough, not to mention real
expensive.)

When I finished reading, a great weep-
ing and wailing and gnashing of teeth
reverberated from the stone wall. These
ululations gradually progressed to hu-
man speech of a sort, mouthings that 1
interpreted as complaints about my quar-
terback selection. Even Hal, whom I had
lately conceded to be a most imagina-
tive type, was vociferously shocked. For
a long while, it was ten against two:
coach Brown and fullback Clancy (who
didn’t care who played where, as long as
he himself was paid his $1.60 a week). 1
realized that unless I stuck to my guns
now, I'd be through as a coach before I
started—and the Forest Avenue Rangers
might be through, as well. So I drew on
a seldom-used streak of Scottish stub-
bornness—forged by Loch Lomond an-
cestors, tempered in the Nova Scotia
snows—and stood my ground. Saying not
a word, I waited until they surrendered,
boy after angry boy, to the overwhelm-
ing force of my silence, out of either
breath or resignation. “Aw, let's do it the
way Coach wants,” Hal Alvarson said,
which was his method of handing over
his sword. “See what happens, anyway.
OK, Coach, give us a play to wry.”

We saw what happened, in short or-
der. I gave them a simple forward pass,
run off the wvsual diamond formation
(7-1-2-1) of that era. It had the hal{backs
legging out to the opposite flats and the
Tullback, after faking a plunge into the
line, pulling up to protect the quarter-
back. By the rules then in cffect, Garb
had to pass from not less than five yards
behind the line of scrimmage.

The Rangers tried the play six times,
in the course of which: (1) Garh fum-
bled Rumble Seat’s good snapback from
center; (2) a bad snapback went over
the Cartright head and almost over the
Dell-estate wall; (3) Rumble’s snapback
was all right, but Garb bobbled and lost
it; (4) he couldn’t hang onto this one,
either; (5) another crummy snapback;
and (6) Rumble’s best effort, except that
the ball was snapped at Hal instead of
Garb. Hal instantly heaved it at Rum-
ble’s backside, accompanying the action
with a razzle-dazzle recitation of Anglo-
Saxonisms.

I hastened to get a mental half nelson
on these potential mutineers. “Well,” I
said, with theatrical disappoinument,
“this team’s going to need a lot of coach-
ing before it's ready. A lot of coaching.”

“Before it’s ready for coaching,” the
Old Black Doctor said, *“this team's going
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1o need a new (|u:n'u'.rl.);|(,k and center.”
“And a new coach,” said Jim Fletcher.
Janoring this insurrectionary remark, I

said firmly, “A coach’s job is to get the

most out of his plavers—and corvect
their mistakes as theyre made. So"—1
hesitated, cutching lor a straw 10 keep
mysell afloat. T felt myself going down
for the third time, when it cime to me.

“S0," T comtinued easily, as though I'd

known all along what o do, “here’s how

we'll correct this mistake. G'mere, Garh.”

I went over and stood behind Rumble

Seat.

Garh came. "Here's what 1 want you
to do,” I told him. “Stand smack behind
the center. Like this, And take the ball
from Rumble. Down here, right under
his crowch, ger 1?2 And, Rumble, vou
land him the ball, but hard. Just shove
it o his hands, then das-iv-e! Got thae,
hoth of vou:”

“Ayaly,” said Garb.

“Nevuhp,” said Rumble from between
his legs.

“But what do I do then:"" Garby asked.
"L can't pass from here.”

“Run back to where vou can,” T said,
"OR, fellas, except for this, the play's
the same. Let's wry ‘er again. Go!” 1
clapped my hands for emphasis.

Lach player was probably thinking that
he might as well humor coady Brown

“Not really

while the lool was digging his grave,
so everyone grudgingly moved into posi-
tion. Garb’s gargantuan hands spread
open under Rumble Seat’s butt. “One-
seven-nine-live-cight- HIKE! he barked—
and the ball smacked into those hear-trap
claws. Oft for the flats went the halfbacks.
Pat Clancy thundered head down woward
left tckle. Garh loped backward like a
drunken ostrich, stopped with a aeak of
joints, turned and threw a buller at Jack
Beaumaison, 35 yards downficld. Natu-
rally, Jack couldn’t hold it

But the play had worked. When the
team lined up again, it was with alacrity
and in a different mood: nrerest had
replaced sullen reserment. "OK, once
more,” I said. “This time, the Burning
Bush gets the pass.”

He did get it, too, far down the right
side line, at the price ol a broken Fari-
ma. The music of cries like “Aua boy!”
and “Now we're rollin® ™ rang in my
eurs.

Garh might not have been able to
catch a football, but he could sure as
hell pass and, as 1 discovered in jig time,
his mammoth  hands were perlect for
fake hand-offs and suchlike deceptions.
During the remainder of the afternoon,
cverything worked; and even today, I
find mysell imagining that if it hadn't
become 100 dark to see the ball, we

. Lbut you'd be surprised

at the psychological effect.”

might be practicing yet, our cdocks
stopped forever in the twilight of that
wonder[ul, happy, vanished alternoon in
1932,

As we broke up to wander off to our
various houses, captain Alvarson punched
me  cheerfully on  the biceps. “Well,
Coach,” he sad, “T guess we've got a
big thing going for us.”

“Avah,” I said, “T guess we have.”

I slouched homeward, hands deep in
my pockets, eyes on the sidewalk, every
slumping contour of me at odds with my
inner excitement. Yet, while I sensed the
“big thing,” T couldn’t define it. If a
stranger had approached me at my front
door and announced that I'd just taken
the first step toward the creation of
the T formation—that fluid, incricate,
subtle and dangerous offense—I would've
laughed in his face. And i he'd gone on
to remark that 1I'd also taken the first
step toward a revolution in football, I
would've pegged him as a lunatic.

In the early 18005, when the bov Long-
fellow roamed beneath them, Deering's
Oaks had been called Decring's Woods;
and i 1932, when the boy Brown was
treading on their acorns, they sull were
as [resh and [air as they'd been in Long-
fellow's eyes. In the intervening ycars,
they'd been landseaped by degrees into a
stunning public park that was extraordi-
marily extensive for a city as small as
Portland. Along the northern boundary
of the Ouaks lay ten or so acres of [air-
ly level land that in Longlellow's boy-
hood must have been a soggy meadow or
an even soggier marsh. In Brown's boy-
hood, the area encompassed lour baseball
ficlds. Immediately afier Labor Day,
park workmen would store away the bases,
erase any visible remnants of the loul
lines, and then mark out gridivons with
a liude hand-pushed cart that voided a
two-inch-wide surip of white lime. There
were no goal posts, however, so the ama-
teur teiums that played in Deering’s Oaks
had to do without field goals and extra
points, It was on one or another of these
public fields that the Forest Avenue Rang-
as worked out thar wagicomic destiny,

On the hrst Saturday morning in Oc
tober, we opened the season  against
Billy Whittaker's 11, the Stevens Avenue
Wolves. The public fields were on a
first-come, fivst-served basis, but reserving
one wis no problem. 1 stimply 10ld Mush
McWhirter to be on the scene no later
than six AL and to hunker down on the
50-yard line until the rest of us showed
up at %d0—even i he froze 1o death
during his vigil. This exercise of squat-
wer's rights took place belore every game
on our schedule. The crisp dawn air did
Mush a world of good.

The Rangers and I had spent the two
previous weeks sweating out refinements
on the cutched-straw offense that coach
Brown had so unwittingly grasped. The
original breakthrough was made the mo-
ment 1 snuggled my quarterback against



the center’s backside; in its wake, im-
provements and variations rolled out ol
me  faster than the Thind Army  lLuer
rolled east from Avranches. 1 began by
changing the backheld’s offensive forma-
tion from 1-2-1 1o 1-3. Then, since Garb
Cartright's arm would be our principal
weapon, I did some jockeying with my
ends. Delensively, the reams of 1932 used
a seven-man line similar 1o their often-
sive setup. but offensive lines tended 1o
play in tight and thus were invariably
outllanked at the corners. I thought that
il I shilted one or both ends hve or
ten yards away [rom the tackles, it
would resolve this sitwation nealy; Jack
and Muosh wouldn't hind themselves in
unwanted  bodily  contact when  they
should be rumming downfield. T also
thought that this splitting ol ends would
confuse our opponents delensively, al-
though 1 couldn’t judge its aptitude lor
conlusion until the experiment had been
tried under ictual combat conditions.

Naturally, we couldn’t take 1o the air
on every play, so 1 had 1o invent a
running game ol sorts, il only to tike
advantage of Pat Clancy's bruising pow-
er. Garh's talent for lake hand-offs was
almost as natural as his passing arm, and
trequently in practice. even [ wasn't sure
whether i or Hal or the Burning Bush
had the ball. Pat wook a special pleasure
in this hocus-pocus, which appealed to
the Latent lavceny in his reformed-delin-
quent heart. Along with this backheld
prestidigitation, I gave the Rangers a
play in which the blockers and ball car-
ricr followed a man in motion to 1he
right. A sneaky switch usually ensued,
wherem the man in mouon and the
blockers went hither but the man with
the ball went yon. All in all, when the
1eam toed the line with Billy Whittaker’s
Wolves, it had become [airly adept an
ten basic plays, plus the wicked varia-
uons thereof. And it was [ull of con-
fidence and cockiness, 1o boot. Until it
ot a good look at Whittaker's Wolves,
that is.

They were wolhsh, all right—lean,
mean and out for blood—although a
couple could have passed for hall-grown
grizzlies, and another, the fullback, was a
downright red-eved bull. He was as big
as Billy's brother, Fred, and he lunged
around in the pregame warm-up with a
competence that chilled the heart. The
ouly Ranger who liked the sight of this
horrendous hulk was Pat Clancy, who
was pretty lean, mean and woliish him-
self. “He's my meat,” said Pat, “that
fella.”

Mush's Lather, who was hardly unigue
m being unemployed that Tall and who
wanted (somewhat apprehensively, T dne
say) 1o watch the puny lone issue of
the McWhirters in action, had brought
a timer's watch with him. Some Woll's
old man had wgged along, 100; and
coach Whittaker and 1 agreed that these
ancient lootball bulls would do double

duty as head lincsman/timekeeper and
field judge /releree—switching jobs at hall
time. The assistant linesman was a nine-
vearold fugitive from the Schwartz Kib-
butz. known as “Bookey.” He'd made the
cliein himsell, out ol odd lengths of links
that he'd found or pinched somewhere.

The Rangers won the toss and Hal
clecred 10 receive. At the kickofl, T fell 10
[retting over the possibility that Garb
might fail o glance at me belore the
huddle on each offensive play. 1 imend-
ed, you see, to indicate to him what play
I wanted ran next. At odd moments,
over a formight, I'd bheen imparting 1o
Garb a system ol body signals. The un-
tics of baschall coaches, in the box be-
hind third, had long been a marvel to
me: and today, if Garb saw me kicking
dirt, picking my nose or scracching my
left knecaap, I expected him to decipher
the code and aa accordingly.

The kickolf nearly wrecked us belore
we'd been launched. A low bouncer, it
caromed away from What's-His-Name on
our 35 and jounced crazily 1o our 15,
where Garks ungainly luuge lor the ball
merely dellected it backward across the
10. Garb Tell on it at the seven, a milli-
second belore the majority of the Wolves
fell on him. When the lavers of players
had been removed and Guarh became
visible again, he had a pecaliar expres
sion on his [ace—bemusement, perhaps;
or it could’ve been that he was in shock.
In any case, he didn't think 1o look
me for the signal T was giving him, over
and over again. The team huddled and
got ready lor its first play from scrim-
mage with no coaching at all from the
side lines.

No sooner had Garb set himselfl against
Rumble Seat’s bottom, however, than
Billy Whittaker called time, complaining
that the Rangers were wsing an illegal
formation. The duties of ficld judge/ref
cree, in the first hall, had fallen o the
futher of one ol the Wolves, who, unlfor
tunately for his son's team, had Drought
a rulebook with him. Much thumbing of
pages reveided no rule as 1o where the
quarterback had to stand when taking the
smapback Irom center. Billy Whittaker's
acw were lelt with egg on their faces.
Meanwhile, to add 10 the Wolves' mis-
fortunes, Gah remembered to look in my
direction as the Rangers huddled again.
He was probably the only person present
who didn't think I'd suddenly developed
psoriasis.

The play I'd ordered was the man in
motion to the right, and with the third
number that Garb called, Hal Alvarson
went galloping that-i-way. The snapback
came on the hve-count. Garhy 1ok
couple of rearward steps, faked a hand-
off 1o Pat and pitched 2 Lueral 1o the
Burning Bush and his Fatimi, who were
already moving in Hal's wake. The play
gained maybe ten inches,

Sccond down and a long nine to go. |
signaled  Garh to run the dishonest

Go
Naty. .
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Nautical double breasted peacoat with
slash pockets, Navy anchor buttons,
quilt lining, styled to button from either
side for his and her. In a warm blend of
navy wool and other fibers, Sizes 34-46.

Peacoat
700 Knapp

1 West 34th St., New York, N.Y. 10001
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For rates, reservations and
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Phone (702) 734-7222.
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PUT HER ON

These real hair put-
ons are a new kind

of make-out. At the
very least, they're
exciting, unexpected.
They are definitcly
for the new breed of
cat, Life is short—
why not live it to the
[ullest. Who knows.
MAYBE THE GUYS
WITH THE BEARDS ARE
RIGHT, AFTER ALL?

Regimental

Commodore
moustaches and
goatees are so real
we defy anyone to
tell them from the
real thing—even close
up. They're real hair:
each strand hand- 5
woven into the finest of netting that
looks like real skin pores when on the
face. Colors are black /brown mixture
or light brown (light brown goes with
almost any hair color but jet black.)
Each kit comes with complete instruc-
tions and spirit gum adhesive in a
handsome red and black alligator
vinyl case. Inside face tray is for safe
daytime storage aflter a nighttime of
happiness.
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Individual moustache in Executive kit. Only $15
Individual goatee in Executive kit. Only $20
Sideburns, matched set in acetate pack

{not illustrated). Only $15 per pair.

Goatee and moustache, matched set in
Executive kit, Only $30

COMMODORE PRODUCTS, DEPT. PN8
358 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 10001

Enclosed is $. in check or money order.
Please send me..............moustache(s) at $15 each,
[0 Executive [J Regimental [0 Zapata
[] black/brown [ tight brown

weereB0ANCE(S) Bt $20 edch.
] black/brown [J tight brown

........ sideburns, matched set(s) at $15 per set,
[ black/brown [ light brown

........ moustache & goatee, matched set
at $30 per set.

[0 black/brown O light brown
NAME
ADDRESS.
CITY STATE ZIP,

Sorry, no C.0.D."s. Add 50¢ shipping charge.
Add local tax. 3 wecks delivery.

variation of the pliy we'd just gone no-
where with.

Again, Hal was the man in motion to
the right. Again, Garh liked a hand-olt
to Pat and, again, he lateraled 1o the
Burning Bush. But this time, the Bush
stopped dead as he caught the ball, spun
on his heel and went winging around
lelt end.

The Wolves” erystal ball had informed
them that we were giving the previous
play another wry, so they all headed for
where they expected the acion o be,
undoubtedly imending 1o hold us to
four inches this time. But already, the
Burning Bush was around the other end
and digging lor pay dirt. The crystal ball
exploded like a glass grenade.

Only two Wolves were near enough to
the Bush for a shot at him—Billy Whit-
taker and their bull ol a fullback. Pat
Clancy, who had crashed through the
line  empuy-handed  and looking
around for something 1o keep him occu-
picd, threw himsell Tullback’s
knees like a horizonmally swung  steel
girder. His target did a slow cart wheel
m mid-air and then crumbled limb by
limb, oo the hard-packed earth. Almos
simultancously, Hal, who'd made a hall
circle through Wolf rerritory, knocked
Billy ass-overteacup, not to  mention
breathless, with @ hrueal blind-side block.

We had 1o delay our kickoll unul Billy
could breathe agam, atter a Gishion; but
more than the wind had been knocked
out of him by that one delicious play.
And out ol the Wolves, as well. Their
first series of downs carried them no
farther than their own 38, and Pae Clan-
ey returned the poleaxed Tullbaek’s pum
to our 17. I sigialed G 10 pass. (On
frrst down, in 19327 Unimaginable!y The
play was run with Mush split out ten
yavds and Jack Beaumaison e, At the
Wolves” 26, litde Muwsh ciught Garly's
pass, deverly using his shoulder and Iefu
car to do so. and the sheer momentum
of the bail hippered him all the way ova
the goal line. Score, with lour minutes
gone in the first quarter: 12-0, Rangers.
Mr. McWhirter was literally jumiping for
joy—untl his Lalse tecth popped out.

After that, it was no contest. Oh, the
Wolves did some scoring now ad then:
and the Rangers had a lew runs ol bad
luck—fumbles, interceptions and similar
acts of God. But that second pliy ol ours
had demoralized Whittaker's pack, and
they couldn’t quite regain their leanmess
and meanness. Final score: Rangers 51,
Wolves 26 (the two odd poims came
through a safery).

For the next month or so, I was the
biggest thing in the neighborhood, eclips
ing cven the deleaable Felice Beauma
son, Indeed, Jack was comtinually offering
to get me a date with her, thus lullilling
a Iever dream I'd nurtured ever since |
fearned that gitls were not the gaggle ol
givulers they seemed o be. But Fd become
very Spartan. A great coach, T decided,
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can't afford to waste his time on such
cacature comforts as women and Baby
Ruth bars. No, a great coach has to be an
example and an inspiration to his players,
including those 10 whom he slips S1.60
every Saturday morning. For it has been
written, in letters of gold on myriad
press releases, that a weam is only as good
as its coach. Or so I'd informed the
Rangers cight or nmine times a week. |
guess I was feeling my oats, as they used
to say of a snorting horse.

Our next three games were no sweat.,
We mauled the Munjoy Hill Maulers,
48-18. Then we sashaved up and down
the Western Promenade Promenaders 1o
the tune of 60-0. in a pathetically easy
game that gave me a chance lor further
experimentation with my T lormation.
In this game, lor instance, I put a half-
back, the Burning Bush, dose to the line
ol scrimmage, thus Alling as well as tak-
ing advantage of the gap opened when
Mush split out his five or ten yards. This
gave Garb a third potential pass receiver,
who could pet downfield faster than Ius
normal position would permit. Our lourth
game. against a nondescript and nameless
11 from Woodfords, was another push-
over. Final score: 6o-6, Rangers,

In our next game, however, 1 sus-
pected that our opponents, the Morrill's
Corner Sheiks, would be a dilferent ket-
tle of fish, and an unsavory chowder in
the bargain. The Sheiks had played Billy
Whittaker's boys twice, wyving them the
first time and thrashing them soundly
the second. T made my final offensive
experiment for this game, spouing the
Burning Bush far out on the right Hank,
close 1o the side lines and a jump away
from split-end Mush. But even so. I was
worried. The Sheiks' fullback was an-
other bruiser along the lines of the one
the Wolves had—but the lines were
larger. He wias a moody behemoth who,
il he were in the right mood, hired up
and rarin’ to go, could make mincemeat
ol any defensive 15-year-old 11 that might
stray into his path. He'd been red-hot
against  the  Wolves the  second  time
around. What il he were red-hot against
the Forest Avenue Ramgers® Well, some
people hive recourse 1o prayer, I've heard,
in moments ol duress. Mavbe I did then,
1o0. for somebody, somewhere passed a
miracde ol sorts on the flar pint ol Deer-
ing's Oaks that day.

But things looked black 1o begin with.
Not only was the moody [uliback un-
stoppable at the start but, alier a few
running plays, he really caught five. Hal
kicked off and the Sheiks needed a mere
cight plavs o reach our seven-yvard line,
first down and goal to go. Their muss
fullback toted the ball exch time in a
no-nonsense, power-play attack, treating
our defenses as water would a cobweb
sicve. Daunted and dispivited. the Rang-
ers gave the impression ol being beaten
already, going through the motions [or

Mol

“You're just going to spoil him, Edwards.”

Torm’s sake alone. Perhaps this attitude
was due to the letdown that belalls any
winning team at some point in its sched-
ule. Whatever it was, it made a cheerless
prospect lor their coach.

From the seven, the Sheik [ullback
snushed  through our right guard and
tackle, litevally stomping the length of a
recumbent  Simmy  Schwartz: and he
might have gone all the way il our backs
Ladn’t been in close Tor a goal-line stand
that I was convinced would be short and
sour, The Burning Bush, chewing his
Fatima like a cigar, annoyed at the dis-
respectful treatment given his younger
brother, dove [orward from behind the
goal line 1o jackknile the Tullback down
hard on our three. Both of them got up
as though they didn't wane o, but I
could tell that the Bush had gouen the
worst of the encounter: he had turned a
pale preen and the Fatima was nowhere
i sight. I hgured that he'd swallowed the
butt in the course of that bonejarring
tackle. In spite of the gloom engendered
by what scemed to be our impending de-
fear, I couldn’t avoid a tiny glow of

rightcous satislaction; it served the hairy
butt fiend right.

On second down, the red-hot [ullback,
with  three men  running  interfer
ence, charged swraight at What's-His-
Nime, who'd taken more punishment in
the nine plays thus far than in all of our
previous games. But suddenly, just as the
fullback was about to blast through the
hole where What's-His-Name—hit high,
low and bellywise by the three blockers
—had been, he howled like a banshee,
threw the ball up into the air, grabbed
his left thigh and rolled on the ground
in a lrengy.

Hal Alvarson, i our end rone, who
was moving toward the line and expect-
ing to attempt a tackle of the fullback,
was surprised 1o find himsell holding «
football that seemed 1o have fallen from
heaven. He wasn't so stariled, however,
that he couldn’t tuck it under his arm
and take off for the [ar end ol the held,
And for once, he wasn't an easy runner
to bring down—mainly because there
wasn’t anvone immediately available for
the assignment. Only two Sheiks were
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still erect when Hal got under weigh; he
was almost at mid-held, under [ull sail,
by the time they'd collected their wits;
and when he made the touchdown, the
nearest pursuer was still 20 yards behind
him.

That Saturday has been enshrined in
memory cver since as The Day the Full-
back Caught Fire, for that is precisely
what he did. The nussing Fauma hadn't
gone down the Burning Bush's gullet at
all. It had found a home away Ifrom
home, instead—in the Sheik Tullback’s
left pants pocket. The secret weapon had
worked its wayv through to his leg at the
most providential moment lor the Rang-
ers. The accident not only took the starch
out of the Sheiks and their scorched full-
back but, long before my team was able
to bring its laughter under o measure ol
control, every Ramger was as loose as a
goose and hell-bent for Arab blood. Dur-
ing the remainder ol the game. I rendered
silent thanks to good old Prometheus, who
first. brought fire to man. Final score:
Rangers 36. Sheiks 12,

We :Ippl’O:ll'l'l(:t[ our hnal game, v re-
turn match  with Whittaker's Wolves,
with what can only be described as swag-
gering arrogance—heedless of that well-
known Biblical injuncion about the late
that followeth pride. At game time, it
was what Sunte-ol-Mainers describe  as
“nice, crisp [all weather”—that is, five
degrees below rero. give or taike an icicle.
On the Deering's OQuks brownsward, the
Wolves were all present, accounted for
—and ravenous. But the Rangers were
wiiting for their quarterback, of whom
neither hide nor hair had been  seen
since the previous alternoon. Garb Cart-
right’s absence kept us jumping up and
down, not so much with impatience as in
an cffort 10 avoid becoming human sta-
lagmites in the nice. arisp Lall weather.
The missing Garb, needless (o say, wasn’t
my only concern: Pat Clancy had shown
up in the coughing stage of a wracking
chest cold, which meant that every physi-
cal cffort he made in the game would
endd in a paroxysm of lung-grating hacks.

“Maybe Garb's old lady heard he was
playmg football and made him quit,” Hal
remarked ae 10:35. a point at which, had
we been playing. the hrst quarter would
hive been just about over.

“Mavybe he caught a cold, 100, and she
put him 10 bed,” said Mush.

“I hate these women that wrems their
kids like glass,” Pat Clancy said. “The hell
with him. I'll play both positions. Me, by
mysell.” A coughing hit both ended and
answered this dramatic stuement.

Billy Whittaker Tailed to lilt our spirits
when he saumtered over and said 1o Hal:
"Il you want. I'll let vou bomow one ol
my guys and we'll play with wen. It won't
make any dillerence o us. We're gonna
NLASSACre you, nyway.”

“Aw, shuddup!™ was captain Alvarson’s
witly retort.

Billy suwolled, smirking, back to his

team. “Or you can forleit,” he called.
“That way, vou cin lose without getting
your necks broke.”

Captain Alvarson's reply was even more
brilliant than his first one: silence.

It Tacked 13 minutes of being 11 o'dock
when the Old Black Doctor spied Garb at
the [ar corner ol the field, hurrying 10-
ward us with his peculiar birdlike gait. He
was wrapped in an overcoat and was hold:
g both arms tightly motionless aguinst
his sides, which more than ever made him
resemble o loping ostrich.

“Where the hell have you heen?™” 1 de-
manded as soon as he reached s,

“Aw. vou know, Coach. Getting band-
aged.”

“Bandaged? Bandaged lor what?”

“lFor the swelling.”

“What swelling?”

“There’s two. | sprained “em.”

“Spriined what. damn 2"

“Aw, my wrists. Both of ‘em. Looka.”
Garh stretched his hands woward heaven,
drawing his forearms Irom the sheath of
his overcoat. Each skimpy  wyist, sure
enough. was tightly wound in  elastic
bandages. “So I came 10 tell vou I reckon
I can’t play. Coach.”

Like some ham in a ccaking melo-
drama, I clapped palm against brow. “Oh,
Lord!” T groaned. "How'd vou do itz”

"I lell off the piano stool,” said Garb,
sheepishly.

“You whatz"

“Well, maybe not fell, exaaly. You
know, someumes [ like winding the old
stool way up high, then set “er 1o spinning
and sit theve, with my legs suetched out,
till she winds down. Well. Lust night T was
whirling round and one ol the legs broke
dean off. You know, one of those less
that ends up in a daw. It wasn’t well
made, my mother savs, and the wood was
low-grade. She's gonna write 10 the stool
company i raise hell. Well, anyway, 1
lost my balance and come down on my
hands when they was bent wrong. The
doctor said 1 was lucky. 1 could’ve broken
oo o

“I wish von had,” T said.

“Aw. it's not as bad as all that,” Garh
said. “Shucks, yon cin play quarterback
beter than I cm, anyway, with all the
stulf vou taught me.”

1 am play quan I strted 10 say.
My mouth smapped shue abruptly, as 1
reeled from the sledge-hammer blow.

“Sure, Coach, you'll do fine.” 1 heard
captain Alvarson say; and in the time
taken by one thudding hearibeat. 1 knew
that T had become a playing coach who,
for the next two Irigid hours, would be a
Dr. Frankensiein wying 10 control the
monster he had aened. God help me, 1
thought.

But God didn't 1ilt a finger in my be-
hall. T fribbled. 1 rabbled. 1 Tumbled, 1
fuddled, I flopped. T called the right play
at the wrong time, and vice versa. My
fake handtolls were about as difhicult 10
detect as the midday sun in a cloudless

sky. When it came to forward pisses, 1
threw some eight- or nine-yard beauties
toward receivers who were waiting about
hall a mile downheld: but most of my
long ones were good enough 1o he
snapped up by some insatiable Woll or
other. Come to think ol it, the Wolves'
appreciation of mv aerial efforts grew as
the game went on, to such an extent that

Billy  Whittaker announced, mdway
through the third quarter, that he wasn’t
going to throw anymore touchdown

passes himsell, since T was doing such a
good job of hitting his receivers lor him.
The only facet of ollensive foothall that
I couldn’t be Liulted on was that of ball
aurier, simply because 1 wasn’t loolish
cnough to wry it. The final scorez Us 0,
Them 62.

It was small comfort, but insicad ol
blaming the shellacking on me, 1the Rang
ers took it out on poor Girb Cartright.
Their resenument didu't take the lorm of
words or physical violence: all they did
was exclude him 1otally from their acivi-
nes—a ban that lasied unul his family
moved [rom the neighborhood in the
spring ol 1935 Though 1 was nominally
accepted back inwo the fold, the wam n-
dicated their mute disapproval ol their
Tormer coach by relusing 1o discuss that
day ol shame. The only divect comment
on my condua ol the game cime hom
Hal Alvarson immediately alter the de
bacde. while the hangdog Rangers were
plodding  home  along  Forest  Avenuc.
“Ayah.” he said auelly, "a team is only
as good as its coady.” Unlorgivingly, they
continued 10 cill me Coach Tor more than
two years alterward, in place ol my normal
nickname, which 1 preler not to men-
tion here.

Once of my favorite daydreams is pred-
icated on the assumprion that. among the
seven spectators who watched us demolish
the Morrill's Corner Sheiks was a0 man
who subsequently emigraed 10 Chicago
and becaome a frniend ol Clark Shaughnes-
sv. On the morning after the Bears have
blown a close one. the ex-Portlander and
Slaughnessy are having break togeth
er. "Hey, Clark.” this Tellow m an
elfort 10 lilt the coadt’s spivits, 1 been
meaning to tell you. Back in Portland
six, seven years ago. I saw this Kids' foot-
ball game, and the weam that won used
the damnedest lormation. Their quarter-
back called signals rom way up against
the center’s butt, see, and the hallbacks
and ends were, <

If this Lantasy be fact—as | suspea in
is—then let it be recorded that there was
a boy in Aaine who set o motion, long
ago. i chain of events that culminated on
i balmy Sunday abiernoon List January in
the defeat of the Baltimore Colts by the
razzledlazzle New York Jets—a historic
upset unjustly atwibmed 1o Joe Namath
and his overrated coach, Weebh Ewbank.
This has been the story ol that boy.

5




“And of course the job permils you to work in an umber of different
positions under a variety of inleresting people.”
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assumption that handwriting is a spon-
tancous expression ol feelings, thoughts
and mental and  emotional  attitudes.
Because it is spontancous and not totally
subject 1o conscious contwrol, grapholo-
gists feel that  handwriting—properly
interpreted—presents an objective  pic-
ture of the writer’s personality. In it
broadest  sense. handwriting  analysis s
predicated on the generally credible no
tion that human movement is emotional
v expressive. At the extremes, in a state
ol greatr tension, our muscles are con-
wracted and tghtencd. T a state of relax-
ation, the muscles are loose; we are not
holding anything in. We are releasing
openly, as in stretching or yawning. Both
tension  and  relaxation  are  states  of
mind, communicited through the body
to the muscles—including the muscles of
the arm and hand that create writing,
As the psyche wills, the soma reacs. The
result is that emotions are rellected on
paper.

All of us were taught penmanship in
school, but not miny ol us write that
way now. Each ol us, at some point

Puk - Prown

“I thought you'd never stop fiddling around!”

(continued [rom page 189)

i his life, tailors the copybook stand-
ard to hit his own personality needs,
which sometimes require abandoning the
copybook altogether.  For this  reason,
graphology is largely useless in assessing
personality traits in grade school children:
They have nov yet begun o develop
their own handwritng style. To a Luge
degree, the condusions of handwriting
analysis are drawn from the wnsciously
contrived  differences—and  the  uncon-
sciously introduced deviations—From the
penmunship model. To  [uncion effec
uvely, the graphologist must know all
ol the cursive printscript alpha
bets—in other words, all of the penman-
ship siyles—Dbeing taught in the nation
in which he practices. In the United
States, this is no casy task. because our
fragmented  educational system has pro-
duced scores of different copybook styles.
But unless the analyst knows the original
model on which writing is based. the
analytical process is made all the more
dificult, though by no means impossible.
Graphologists have long known, and
businesses are now beginning o learn,

and

that  precise  copybook
conventional penmanship—is usually the
work of an umimaginative conlormist.
Such a personality may be perfealy sait-
ed to a hne job in the bookkeeping
(Evp;ntmcitt, but the wneat and flawless
penman usually doesn't have the dyna-
mism that industry secks in its executive
or sales ofhces.

legibility—i.c.,

In additon 1o knowing the writer's
penmanship standard, the analyse should
also know the writer's age, sex and po-
Lirity—whether he is lelt- or  right-
handed. (No matter what anyone tells
you, it's impossible o distinguish male
from lemale handwriting, and it's equal-
ly impossible 10 tell a lefiv from a
right-handed writer solely on the basis of
handwriting.) This informaton permits
the analyst to interprer the signilicance
of the writer's deviation from established
norms for his sex, age group and copy-
book wraining. As with most other Psy
chometric devices, personality projections
based on handwriting analysis have been
thecked against observable faas in wens
or even hundreds ol thousands of per-
sons.  Analytical predictions have  been
veriied  and reveribied  against real-lile
obscrvations, in a continuing process ol
rehnement. The science is still far lrom
an exact one, but I think it is less
lallible than any other lorm ol psycho-
metnic projection, and it becomes less falli-
ble as more rciuwrns come 1, Unlike
other forms of psychomeiric projection,
graphology has all the dita down on
paper. There can be no disputing the
vaw material. Al thae
graphologists’ interpretations, ad they
are improving cach year,

is arguable s

s o e

What does vour own handwriting sav
about your It would be helplul for
you to set this article aside momentarily,
find your Lavorie pen or pencil and an
814" x 11" sheet ol unlined paper. Then,
in your most matural and spontincous
manner, write about ten hines (it doesn’t
matter what you say) and sign  your
name three tmes. Having completed this
minor assignment, think about what you
just wrote. Did you [leel sclf-conscious
and make your writing @ bt more legible
than usualz Does it look like an answer
w a formal invitaton—or like one ol
your welephone jouings? Do your three
sighatures resemble the rest of your writ-
ing, or have you developed a special style
of signing your name? These things—
and many others—are aucdally important
in graphology. If the writing assignment
caused you to freeze up so pereeptibly chat
what you wrote doesn’t look natural, then
find a specimen of your regular writing
and refer to that as well.

Did vou print (disconnected  block
letters) or did you write (cursive, con-
nected letters)? Only about five percent
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of all writers choose to print rather
than to write, and many of these prima-
facie unusual personalities have become
mildly self-conscious about their “aberra-
tion.” Acually, printing is no more than
a minor deviation from the handwriting
mainstream. It represents one small man-
ifestation of nonconformity that, de-
pending on many other aspects ol the
handwriting sample, may or may not be
significant. All other things being equal
(which. in graphology, they rarcly are),
the fact that a person prints  usually
indicates a propensity toward greater leg-
ibility, which points to a higher desire
to conwrol and communicate. This con-
clusion appeals to common sense and is
far [rom carth-shauerimg; but it is on
building  blocks such  as  this, many
hundreds of them, that graphology is
based.

The job of the prolessional grapholo-
gist is 1o interpret the meaning of every-
thing vou write. Signs, spaces, swokes,
slants in your handwriting and even the
margins you leave on your page are im-
portant. When writing on a blank piece
of paper, for example, most pcople will
begin writing at about the same spot
each time—the relative  distance
down from the top of the page and over
from the left-hand edge. A spot check ol
vour own writing will probably confirm

Sdime

this. Since the starting spot is [airly con-
sistent for each writer and varies greatly
among different writers, the graphologist
assumes that the differences have mean-
ing. In fact, the general use of space on
a page scems to provide an index of the
writer's aesthetic sensitivity. The starting
spot plays a large role in determining
the margins for the entire page. The
wider the margins, the greater the writ-
er's concern lor the artstic quality of the
frame that surrounds his graphic image.
In other words, a writer who leaves wide
margins is more concerned with his sur-
roundings. Narrower margins indicate
that the writer has a greater need 1o
cover the page with his thought and be-
ing. A narrow-mangin writer tends o
penctrate his environment more and to
use it more to his own advantage. By
extension, he has a greater sense of self-
importance and a greater need for recog-
nition. How and where you begin to
write is a subjective and relatively un-
conscious indicator of your thoughts :nd
feelings about your place in the scheme
of lile, your imternal organization and
the way vou approach tasks.

These conclusions may or may not
seem 1o have a common-sense basis. To
me they do, but to others they doun't
The point to remember is that grapho-
logical observations do not spring [ully
clothed from the head of a hall-cocked

“Won't you ever learn that I'm not a tax-free foundation?”

graphologist. All of the building blocks
ol graphology—the significance of print
versus - script, starting  point, margin
placement and the other indices T'll ex-
plore—have been checked against real-
life observations. It's not enough to say
that the man who prints probably has
an above-average desire to communicate,
or that the girl who leaves wide margins
stands to have a highly developed artistic
sense. What remains is to look at the
personalities of the people who actually
write this way, to see il they rcally ex-
hibit the predicted characteristics. This
is what graphology, over the centurics,
has done. The permanence of handwrit-
ing gives the graphologist an cnormous
corpus ol raw material to work with.
Over the years, the continuing process ol
checking handwriting hypotheses against
observable personality traits has climi-
nated many tidy observations that just
didn’t stand up in the [ace of the [acts.
Feedback [rom the checking process has
also uncarthed many handwriting quirks
that secem to correlate dircaly with per-
sonality traits, even though graphologists
are at a loss 1o provide a r
planation lor the relationship. Here are
some more of the basic components of
graphological analysis. Some of them will
seem logical, some less logical and some
downright inexplicable. But all of them
work—to a degree of accuracy between
80 and Y0 percent.

If 2 writer’s lines are arrow straight, so
that every leuer of cach word would
touch a ruler edge placed under the line,
the writer is totally—perhaps obsessively
or compulsively—goal directed. Such ab-
solute linc control (on unlined station-
ery, of course) would give a writer high
marks for purposelulness but a very low
score lor flexibility.

If the loops in a writer's Fs, Gs, Hs
and Ys keep bumping into cach other be
tween lines—a phenomenon that jargon-
prone graphologists have called alignment
convergence—this indicates low organiza-
tional ability and perhaps even a conflict
in basic values. Clear spacing and no
colliding alignment indicate clarity of
organization and, presumably, clarity of
vilues.

With all these observations, the rveader
should bear in mind that in graphology,
as in most reputable psychometric testing
devices, cach individual component is
relatively insignificant. Everyone has pe-
culiar handwriting deviations that, if ex-
amined alone, might indicate @ entirely
dilferent  personality. In a meaningful
analysis, the graphologist has to assess
the sum of all the parts and possibly
reject a few idiosyncrasies that just don‘t
it into the Larger pattern. So if your own
handwriting shows converging loops and
you've always thought you were a superi-
or organizer with a well-balanced sense
of vialues, then you probably are. A




graphologist would begin to question
your sell-analysis only il six or a dozen
other indices also pointed to low organi-
zational ability. If you were to score low
marks on all these, 100, then the graph-
ologist would have 1o conclude either
that vou're kidding vourself or that you
have developed some marvelous com-
pensatory devices,

There are a great many other observa-
tions that can be made from the type of
line on which handwriting flows: wheth-
er the line is straight, slanted, drooping
or arched. For instance, il a writer’s lines
arch gently, gracefully and consistently,
then he is probably one who enjoys the
satislaction of strong  beginnings  and
relaxed endings but who reaches the
heights of productivity when immersed
in a uwsk. I the lines sag a bit in the
middle, like a saucer, chances are that
the writer, too, may droop or sag in the
main part of his efforts. It sounds sim-
plistic. T know, but numerous studies
conducted in Germany and i America
corroborate the hypothesis.

Some writers can never stick to a
preordained base line. Even when they
write on lined paper, the end of each
word alwavs seems to rise into mid-air, so
that a linc of their words looks like a
row of dominoes that have toppled over
onto cach other. Il each word begins at
the base line and ends substantially
above it, chances are the writer is pos-
sessed  with what might be called an
ascending spirit. Il each word begins on
the hine and then [alls below it, the
writer is probably subject to gloomy fits
ol despair. The line is just one compo-
nent of writing, one [ragment ol a
larger puszle. But | once did a perform-
ance projection of more than 500 insur-
ance  agents, based on  nothing  but
alignment studies—that is, using only
the mformawon that the writing line
conveys. My projections proved 84 per-
cent accurate. All the rest ol grapho-
logical method is based on the same
empirically proven principles.

Of course, there’s a great deal more
to graphology than just line and margin.
The slant of the words on the page is
equally important. Virtually all writers,
despite copybook  conditioning, have a
built-in bias toward the left or the right.
A lefltward-tending writer (assuming he is
right-handed) will give his downstrokes
a curve to the left, while a right-tending
writer curves his strokes in the opposite
direction. Try 10 make a series ol slashes
on a piece of paper. If the slashes turn
gradually 1o Cs the [laster you move,
voure showing a rightward tendency.
Should your slashes begin to look like
reversed Cs or clusr-lmu-mhcsis nurks,
then you are cither lelt-handed or you
show what we graphologists call a left-
ward wend. (Left-handedness is such a

special phenomenon that T can’t begin
to discuss it here. The 10 to 12 percent
of rLavsoy readers who are lelt-handed
can content themselves with the thought
that they continue to pose almost as
many problems to graphologists as they
themselves encounter in this decidedly
right-handed world. Most of the obser-
vations I'll make below—excepting those
involving writing slant—apply to leflties
as well as to right-handers.)

If vou are a right-handed writer who
shows leftslanting tendencies, then be-
ware. A tendency toward the left, in
graphology, means a tendency toward
the past and its unresolved conflicts. A
lelt-tending writer usually constructs his
visions [rom memories and needs a link
to his progenitors [or security. Perhaps
he has an apron string that he has vet
to cut. Depending on other corrobor:-
tive signs in the lelt-leaner’s handwrit-
ing, his psyche may range from occasional
idle davdreams of ancestral glories to a
deep-running  reservoir ol repressions.
These inhibitions may water either his
manifest  neuroticism  or the equally
manifest genius a well-handled neurot-
icism can motivate.

Another relatively simple guide to
character is handwriting speed. Since
speed is one of the [ew graphic factors
that can be judged by the nongrapholo
gist, you can easily measure your own
speed by writing the [ollowing sentence
over and unul one minute has
clapsed: “Please tell me why 1 start to
glare when 1 watch the quick brown [ox
jump over the lazy dog.” (This semence
is deliberately chosen because its words
are quite close 1o average word length
and because it contans all the lewers in
the alphabet in approximately the [re-
quency they occur in English  prose.)
Having determined the number of words
you can write in one minute, rate your-
self accordingly:

over

Words per minute Score
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51 or more .. ..

A score of 25 words per minute places
you in the 50 percent bracket, which is
the midpoint of the speed-distribution
carve for all of literate mankind, mean-
ing that hall the population writes slow-
er than you do and hall faster. A score
above 30 percent means you're [laster
than average and  presumably that you
can perform other tasks, whether intel
lectual or physical, with equal celerity.
Empirical investigations have shown that
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handwriting rapidity is one measure of
the speed of a writer's mental and physi-
el activity. If a person writes relatively
quickly, chances are he is capable of
thinking and acting quickly. While my
own studies indicate that speed alone
isn't an important determinant ol crea-
tivity or productivity. there’s no douln
that the speedy writer is also a speedy
conceptualizer.

A graphological factor even more im-
portant than speed is the relative size of
a handwriting specimen. Please note well
the word relative. Everything in hand-
writing analysis, as 'l explain, is rela-
tive, comparative and proportonal. There
are no absolutes and few inflexible rules.

Graphologists divide handwriting into
three zones, thus:

—__UPPER ZONE _
MIDDLE ZONE
LOWER ZONE _

The origin of handwriting zones and
their interpretation have their roots n
the ecarly history of graphology. In the
17th Century, an Iualian physician, Ca-
millo Baldi, systematized a method of
jndging the chavacter ol i writer [rom the
forms ol his letters. Most ol Baldi's work
wits subsequennly vepudiated, but he did
lay the loundation for what was to be-
come the science of handwriting analysis.
About two cemuries Luer, two French
cleries. Michon and Flandrin, spenn the
berer part of their Iives investigining
tens of thowands of handwriting speci
mens and correlating strokes with per-
sonality wraits that repeatedly seemed 1o
follow the graphological numifestations,
When  Michon  hinally - published  his
method, he called it graphologie, and the
iame stuck.

Not surprisingly. Michon and his cleri-
cal successors based their findings on a
simplistic rcligious  philosophy.  They
were educated 1o the spatial svmbolism
of the ancients, the so-called empyrean
trilogy, which divided the universe into
three regons: heaven, carth and hell. In
their graphological  cosmos, cvervihing
wrinien in the upper zone wis tken 1o
vepresent heavenly  (ie., good) values:
the middle-zone leners represcned secu-
lar, cveryday considerations;  and  the
lower-zone formations depicted  the un-
derworld, evil things such as (as one ol
them put ity “sex, lust, avarice and ma-
terialism.” As a consequence. graphology
became a boon to organized religion—
especially 10 the priesis who practiced
handwriting analysis. Certainly it opened
up new and casy tedmiques for separat-
ing saints [rom sinners. The French
derics” religious philosophy was unde-
niably naive, but many of thewr empiri-

282 il observations were not. Even today,

some  psvchoanalytically  conditioned
graphologists equate regions of the up-
per, middle and lower zones ol the

written line with Freud's three forees of
psvchic life. the superego, cgo and id,
more or less like this:

SUPEREGO i
— O
EGO I A" M.Z

Bz
ID

In their view, the Targer the size of the
formations in each of the three arcas, the
more pronounced s the influence of thae
particular sphere of the writer’s uncon-
scious, While this  division ol man’s
writing into three psvchosvmbolic parts
may vield resules a bit more useful than
those of the old empwrean wilogy, the
technique is not much more defensible
g that the upper zouc repre-
sents the head or the mellectual foroes;
the middle zone. the thorax or the lile-
blood of social activitics;
one, the abdomen and below, all the

than sy

and the lower

urges that arve associited with it Graph-
ology would be much easier 1o under-
stand if we could make such simplistic
and  partly  mvthological ssumiptions.
But holistic psvchology mud the Gestall
approach to humin behavior rule out
the simple applications of these ocaic
principles. Just as astronomy has given
way to astrophysics, so has graphology
changed  appreciably since Fread and
Einstein. Modern graphology recognizes
our more sophisticated  comprehension
of the relativity of human behavior in
its environment. Graphic variables e
just as relined and interdependent as the
physical aud emotional principles that
ZOVETTE ML

Of the three handwriting zones, the
middle one is decideddy the most impor-
tant: in lacr, ivois orecal
cance ol all the yest ol vour writing,

I'he signih-

incdluding the spaces vou leave between
letters and words, s well as the length
and width ol your lener extensions into
the ower zones, is compued in accord-
ance with its relationship to the heighe
atd breaddh of the middle-zone forms.

Il the average height of vour middle
zone is between one cighth of an inch
and three millimerers, then vou suike
close to the normal handwriting size for
Al adulis in the Western workl, The
middle-zone size scems o be a graphic
reproduction ol the writer's self-assurance
—or his ego’s need for seli-display. The
smaller the sive, the more modest is
the need for acclaim and recognition.
The 1

You are considered normal il the up-
per-zone part of vour Hs and Ls, Ds and
Ts are twice as tall middle-
zone Os and Ns. I vour upper zones

arger the size, the larger the need.

as your

extend considerably higher, you are striv-
ing for goals that are presently unattain-
able. Your reach exceeds your grasp. If
vour upper zones are much smaller (and
vour lower rones are, too), then you have
probably learned 1o accept the things
vou cannot change, even il yvou are reluc
tant 1o change the things vou .
Lowerzone lengths are normal if they
do not exceed one and one half times
the height ol the middle zone. I the
loops are twice the size of the middle-
rone letters, then the writer is empha-
sizing his ambition and his siriving for
greater material or sexual satistaction.
Conscioushy or unconsciously, he is scek-
ing more ol the jovs ol existence. But
the the
form of all the rest of his writing to
determine whether the enloged lower
loops represent libidinous needs, ma-

graphologist  must  examine

terial acquisitiveness or simply the rich
davdreams ol an ini
Bulbous  lower-zone
these diller

ative volupnuary.
loops
nt possibilives are hrequent-
Iv found in handwriting made with a

signilving

thick pen or pendil. Each datum seems
to support the other: The choice ol a
broad-tipped pen or one of the newer,
wide-track devices (felt, plastic or fiber
tip) imdicres that the writer as a hardy.
carthy. physical tvpe. The wider the
stroke, the more immediae the need lor
sensual gravhciion. In Lac, the imensity
ol the disdunge ol ink indicites the emo-
vional imtensity of the writer's sensual
drives. Thinner strokes and less ink in-
dicne maore ethereal, ascenc values. The
width ol the stroke nsell usually corvelines
with the size ol the leuer lormis. Here are
1wo speamens that show this quite dearly.

Snlezd -

1t should be apparent from even a cur-
sory look that the thick-siroke specimen,
top, has a picorial quality that the
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thin-stroked, up-and-down specimen lacks.
In the thickstroke sample, the picorial
pattern shows an imaginative and luxuri-
ant flourish of forms—the sort ol writing
frequently  found i viswally - minded
people. The pictorial writer lives in a
world of form and color; his
processes tend to produce condrete im-
ages, supported by his rich sensory im-
pressions and pictorial perceptions.

mental

The writer ol the other sample, which
illustrates what we graphologists call lin-
car handwriting, is more [unctional and
motor oriented. He writes in soraight
Lines and angles, with little concern for
rounded Torms. His up and down strokes

look like a cardiogram. The linear writer
is more moved by kinesthetic experiences
than by wvisual sensations. He also tends
toward more abstract thinking.

vificant as the size and form of a
writer's letters are the linkages that join
them wogether. The way a writer links
his letters seems o indicate the manner
in which he relates o friends and to his
environment. The linkages also give a
picture of how he wanslates impulses
into action. In order to assess your per
sonal style ol linkage, you'll huve o do
another writing experiment. On a pad of

paper at least a few sheets thick, use a
pen or a Fairly sharp pencil and copy, as

accurately as vou G, these eight writing
MOVements:

(Y Yy Y Yy YT T Yy
Y Y YV Y Y VY Y Y Y TV

b =L

§
§
§

§

©

L e e
If you are like most writers. one ol
these paiterns should have been casier 1o
copy than any of the others. l'crh:lpr.. s
you sped up toward the end of each line,
all eight specimens—or at least most ol
them—Dbegan 1o take the shape of the
onc vou [avor most. However, it vour
samples, once you got going, are totally
diffcrent from any of the eight, don’t
despair. This only means that you don’t
conform to a single connective  style:
that’s a positive sign.

Writers who use connectives resem
bling number one or number two, above,
have what we graphologists call an arcade
style, a phrase that quite well describes
the arched, enclosed writing that such a
person favors. The arcade writer is a
conforming, conserving, traditional per-
son. He enjoys the security and protec
tion of being covered. and he is a grasper
and  holder ol both things and  ideas.
He is pracucally oriented and he uses
what he gets to good advantage. He can
readily become an artistic and construe-
tive realist. Bue il the arcade is overused,
constantly, so that it becomes the domi-
nant theme in his writing and the only
means of conncction, then the wrner
betrays an egocentric need for hoarding
and conwrolling. Such a person can be-
come sell-righteons and narrow-minded.

The reversal of the arcade is called the
garlaind  formation (number three and
number lour). It should be sell-evidem
that the garland writer is the motor op-
posite of the wrcade writer. The person
who shows garlands is usually more re-
sponsive and receptive o new people
and new ideas. The garland seems 10 be
a graphic gesture ol release and accept-
ance, suggesting an open-mindedness to
outside mfluences. I the formation is
very soft—Dboth rounded and [lattened
down, so as to form saucerlike higures—
1t can bespeak a timid soul, a patsy or a
pushover. More women than men use
the pure garland form.

Angles (number five and number six)
are the casiest to recognize. The angled
writer does not seem to mind the sharp
look of his hardheaded script, because
he usually has a good quotient of what
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we associme with the German  scien-
tism. His strokes are strught, his connec-
tions sharp. His staccato, discontinuous
lines have no solt turning points and
scem to symbolize his acute reactions and
pointed actions. While not the greatest
of diplomats, he gets the job done with
rough and sometimes truculent dispatch.
He s deternmned, aggressive and  fre-
quently frustrated, because, as a mechan-
ical perlectionist, he is often as hard on
himsell as he is on others.

The mixed or thread-connective form
(number seven and number eight) is a
polvglot conlusion ol the three other
linkages. Threwl connectives are  often
lound in inarticulite, frequently illegible
communiciion. Generally speaking, the
vague, evasive designs of thread writing
imply an equal vagueness and evasivencess
in the writer. The mixed lorm often indi-
cates an intuitive capacity on the part of
the writer 1o melt into his—or, in the
case of the sample below, her—surround-

5 '

ings. This girl’s psychological behavior
patterns can range [rom chameleonlike
hypocrisy to pure and perlect empathy.
She can be shrewd in one transaction
and gulled in the next.

While the connective form indicates
motivations, the pressure used o make
the connections indicates the amount of
cnergy behind the motivations. If vou
can just barely see or feel the braille
impression ol your writing wacks on the
reverse side ol the sheet ol squigales vou
copied, you expend an average or nor-
mal amount ol psvchophysical encrgy in
getting your work done. (Hold the re-
verse side of the paper obliguely toward
a light il you have wouble seeing the
imprint ol your wrining.) Depending on
your other handwriting indices, normal

pressure could also signily that you are
aclieving a [airly gooad adjustnent to lile
—that your mind-body organizitiion is
equilibrium and you are not pressing oo
hard to make vour points.

Now go back to the speed specimen
vou wrote, about the quick brown lox.
Turn it over, rub your lorchnger across
the back and compare the braille with
that of the squiggly lines. Your writing
pressure should be much less in the
speed sample than i the connective
forms, which may have been difhcult for
you to imitate. If you compare both of
these speamens with the pressure shown
on your earlier three signatures, vou
should find that vowr signature pressure
is similar to your speed-writing pressure,
More than likely, your signature will

286 show even less pressure than your speed

writing. This is because whatever you do
with the speed of habit is the most fluid
and expressive projection of your graph-
ic life style. Writing pressure does not
reveal muscle power as much as it shows
ego power.

I you are living in any kind of harmo-
ny with yourself, you don't give yoursell
a hard time writing vour own name. But
if vou are your own most demanding
critic, il vou beat vour brains out cach
day, there’s a chance that your signature
will show more pressure than the rest ol
vour writing. Some people enjoy making
a big impression with almost everything
they do—even signing their name. Un-
consciously, this show ol strength gives
them a feeling of [ulhllment. Frequently.
of cowrse. self-fulfillment is only the
brighter side ol the coin of sell-defense.
In such a person, very heavy writing
pressure can express anxiety, lear, frus
tration and aggression—an  unconscious
expenditure of energy devoted 1o pro-
tecting  a  delensive  position  against
mumeless inwruders. This person is press-
mg lor an advantage cven when he
writes his name.

Not surprisingly, graphologists regard
the signature as an involuntary symbol
ol sell, a sort ol psychological calling
card. Il you've ever wondered why your
signature varies in size from one day 10
another, you may now be close to having
the answer. The size and  presswre of
vour signature, which is the most visible,
olt-repeated s best-remembered ol all
vour handwriting traits, is a highly sensi-
ive barometer ol your dleclings about
voursell and the way you're living up to
your ownt expectations. Al ol the pre-
viously mentioned handwriting observa-
tions '.||1pl}' 1o signatures, ol course: and,
in addition, the signature  sometimes
shows embellishments not lound in the
writer's ordmary script. Generally, a sig-
wature that shows a paraph—an under-
liming or llourish at the end, originally
wsed as a osaleguard  against forgery—is
the hallmark of & man on the make,
dyiamically and dramancally in seavch
ol excellence.

WM

WM/Z‘
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However, H vour signature currently
doesn’t show a paraph, add one only at
vour peril: I it doesn’t come naturally
Lo you, it can be spotted as a contrivance.

Now go back to that handwriting speci-
men you executed at the beginning of
this article. Remember, the proflessional
handwriting  analyst  would rely on
hundreds ol distinet graphological varia-
bles, and I've discussed only a few of the
most basic ones, Yer vou ought by now
to have enough mlormation to at least
take a stab ar analyzing vour own hand-
writing. Here are some ol the indicators
you'll want 10 look for:

The marginal [rame (white spacc)
vou leave around vour writing is descrip-
uve ol vour over-all frame of reference.
The more space you take on the page,
the more room vou neced to project
vour idexs and your image into your
surroundings.

The doser your words are 10 one an-
other, the greater is vour need for social
relations: in other words, the more de-
pendent you are on other people. The
wider the gaps between vour words, the
more tme vou need lor solitary activity.
Wide gaps also bespeak the introspective
tendencies of the creative artist.

The height ol vour middle zone is a
atitical variable. You've already learned
that between one eighth of an inch and
three millimeters is the normal range. If
your middle zone is less than an eighth
ol an inch high, vour ego probably needs
a boost; il vour middle zone is more
than one hall indh, you are probably
egocentric, and you can certainly afford
to spend less time on voursell and more
tme on those around you.

Skrut represents your thrust into your
cnvironment. The Enther you slant 1o
the right (in a right-hander), the greater
is your social instinct. A slant of 30
degrees or less from vertical indicates a
commendable ability 10 get others to
work for vou; a slant ol more than 45
degrees might mein excessive depend-
ence on others, 10 i point where vou
may Ll flac on your Lace. I your writ-
myg shits backward (again, in a right-
hander), vou're¢ probably invospective,
delensive or dehant—or  all three. 11
you write straight up and down, you
are probably a ramrod ol independence,

The height and breadth of vour letters
indicate  your sell-confidence.  Modesty
wid humility are reflecied  in mediom
height and width (about twee millime-
ters). Repression and inhibition show up
in tiny, squeezed seript, while expanded
letrers mean abundant sell-assurance.

Your over-all horvicontal spread is an
other index of the relationship between
you and your environment, The hroader
youar lewters, the more you respond emo-
tionally 1o others and the more produc-
tive vou are on a job.

If' your words are made up of leter
forms that show pronounced rhythmic
regularity, chances are vou are a person
ol consulerable integrity and reliability.




Irvegular, unrhythmic forms oflten indi-
cate some nresponsibility.

Are you unpretentious or ostentatious?
An important clue is your tendency to-
ward eclaboration or simplilication in
your writing style. The more flourished
and ornamented the writing, the more
ostentatious you're likely o be. The
more simple and economical vour forms,
the less vou need the cover of an elabo-
rate fagade.

Although T can’t cauntion sufficientlv
against making personality judgments
from any single graphological variable,
there’s no doubt that the personal pro-
noun I takes on special significance in the
assessment of ego strength. In English.
the capital I is a most interesting word,
because it represents only one thing:
yoursell. In fact, the wavs vour I and
your signature vary in size. shape and
dvnamic thrust from day to day are
probably the best indices on which to
measure cgo strength, goal orientation,
dependability  and  determination.  As
you think and feel, so will vou act and
so will vou write, The wav you trea
your sigmature and your I—the most
dramatic svmbols of vour sell-image—
mirrors the way you project yoursell
nro the world.

The few graphological conclusions
vou've been able to make about voursell
probably coincide with things vou had
alveady suspected. In other words, the
results appeal o common sense. There is
no question inomy mimd that handwrit-
ing, properly interpreted, can provide
solid and reliable insights into the writ-
er's personality. Whether vou're an exec-
utive responsible for hiring people, a
prolessional man in need of better in-
sights into vour clients or just an ordi-
nary person interested—as we all are
—in the psychological make-up of your-
sell. or the people around vou, hand-
writing analysis might prove a very
uselul tool. But il vou do clect 1o ex-
plore further in the science of graphol-
ogy, be prepared to face the truth: The
pen cannot lie; you are what you write.

- - -

Now that vou've masiered the funda-
mentals of graphology—and tested their
validity on vour own writing—itry your
analvtical hand ar the following leters
penned by four members of the Fiir sex
to their boviviends. I the lady in vour
life writes like one of these girls (whose
lewers have been reduced from B14"x
11"y, the accompanving capsule skerch
should provide you with usclul insights
into her personality: bud il her sevle isn't
covered here, make vour own analysis.

What vou find out mayv confirm the high
regard vou have for her. I you should
discover a trait vou can't live with, how-
ever, vou'd be wise in the Tuture to sam-
ple the script of your prospective date
—or mate-—belore you take the plunge.

(continued overleaf)

Catchalittle
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