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Pl-AYB'l. CROWNING an issuc s
sunny as the season
is Connic Kreski—whose appearance on
this month's cover heralds her selection as
1969°s Plavinate of the Year. A regal
photographic portfolio of Connie awaits
within—along with a kingly abundance
ol entertainment lor men. as belits the
month that boasts the veanr's longest day.
Leading ofl the issue’s fiction—with
cerie tale ol an extraordinary assassina-
tion—is master fantasist Rav Bradbury.
“Doienicind from Gettysburg.” he savs,
“grew ont of a visit 1o a Disnev robot
factory in Glendale. As T watched them
putting together the Lincoln robor, the
thought ol Booth and the Ford Theater
on that April night i 1863 caime 1o me,
and I wrote this story. It is very personal:
My hero speaks for me in the midst of
the emotions and confusions that fol-
lowed the King and Kennedy assassina
tons.” Upcoming rom the Bradbury
pen are an anthology ol stories, / Sing
the Body Electric!, and When FEle-
bhants Last in the Dooryvarvd Bloomed,
his first book ol poems.

Ray Russell’s tale, Gemini, is a story
ol ultimate sibling rivalry. His Luest
novel, The Colony (reviewed on page 51),
has just hit the bookstores; and Naled
tn Xanadu, his November 1961 rravioy
story, has been acquived for [eature
filming—his third rLaveoy ellort to he
adapred for the screen. At the moment,
Ray is well into his sixth book, a1 novel
with a subjeat he describes as 1op searel.

A satirical story of medical imrigue
and a comic glimpse at West Coast hip
life round ouwt this month’s fiction. In [
Do Not Like Thee, Dr. Feldman, Hemy
Slesar posits the prediciment of 4 well-
liked surgeon whose life is inexplicably
threatened: and in A Life in the Day O],
Frank M. Robinson wittily dramatizes the
cultural shock that occurs when pseudo-
hip meets superhip. Slesar is president
ol his own adverusing agency but moon-
lights regularly as chiel writer for TV's
suspense davtimer Edge of Night. He
also has a new mystery novel lorthcom-
g, and his short fiction is included in
more than 75 anthelogies. A ree-lnce
wiriter and munaging editor ol the news
magazine  Censorship Today.  Robinson
lives in S Franasco, where his contact
with the Bay Area underground led to
I Life. "1 was impressed,” he told us,
“with the dillerences between those who
are supercool and those merely acting a
vole. With the Liner, s the thing o do:
il wearing lamp shades and swallowing,
soldhish were considered hip, the unsure
ones would be doing that.”

Fresh [rom a one-man comedy triumph
at New York's Town Hall, Jean Shep-
herd  returns 1o print with  Wanda
Hicley's Night of Golden Memories, a
bittersweet pacan 1o that glorious teen-
age anstitution, the junior prom. Jean
has vecently been litting the college mrail
S R0,

SN pertormances ol

the counry—and hetween trips he's fur
thered his love ol flving by working
for his instrument wning s a private
pilot. His novel In God We Trust. Al
Others Pay Cash, much of which ap-
peared first in these pages, is now under
consideration by a major moviemaker.

Once dismissed by the liberal commu-
nity as a lurmless side show of oddball
right-wing hatemongers, groups such as
the Minuwtemen are currently changing
that opinion by cntering 4 new  phase
of virulence and violence. In The Para-
milttary Right. reporier Evic Novden ob-
jectively examines the growth i goals
ol these sell-appointed saviors of liberty—
and relates his excursion with several
Minutemen 10 blow up a bunker: we are
also privy 1o an exchisive interview with
AMinutemen Robert Bolivar  De-
Pugh. hours belore he disappeared 1o
avoid a jail term. A lrequent rLAYnoy
mterviewer and lree-lance writer, Norden
1s in London researching a new book.

The keen adge of Gore Vidal's cele
brated wit—applied ruthlessly 10 every-
one lrom Bill Buckley to Ted Kennedy
—is vividlv evident in this month's
Playhoy Intervoiewe with the anthor. critic,
politician and polemicist. Bui the central
focus of the Lu-ranging discussion is on
Vidal's Tears for the social drilt of Ameri-
ca. and his radical proposals 1o reverse it
Little. Brown published Vidal's Litest col
lection ol essays. Reflections upon a Sink
ingShip,in March, andthe WriLer promises
avother novel alter three new Hollvwood
projects, inciuding ilm versions ol his
own Julian and Myra Brechinvidee.

In Plavboy's Guide to Mutual Funds.
Senior  Editor Michael Laurence, om
prive-winning investment writer, unrav
els 1he complex threads of investment-
company fnmce in @ way thae renders it
not only comprehensible but eminenily
usclul and rewarding as well. Although
this is onlv Mike's third nancial artcle
for us (the two others: Playboy Plays the
Commoaodities Marvkel in August 1967 and
Beating Iaflation: A Playbay Primer in
AMarch 1968), he's alremdy winning an ¢n-
viable yeputation lor indisive  luadity
combined with a delightfully sprightly
style—a fear that might well make Mike
unigue among todav’s hnancial scribes:
we're pleased to report that more such
articles are in the works. He also mated
his sound knowledge ol finance with a
lively imagination to produce a murder
yarn involving international monetary
skulduggery and some ghostlv goings on
(The Legacy, November 1968).

Also on hand this month: Essayist
Sevimour Krim, author ol Piews of a
Neavsizhted Cannoneer, discusses the in-
fluence of Thirties fiction on his genera-
tion in The American Novel Made Us:
Robert Morley and Robert Daley opt for
the nomadic and the daredevil lile, rve-
speativelv: in The Grand Hotels. Morvley

chiel

pavs homage 1o his Envorite lodgines the

BRADBURY

MORLEY

DALEY

SLESAR

RUSSELL ROBINSON

world over; and in The Risk Talkers, Da-
ley presents o coterie of men who repeat-
cdly put their lives on the line—-and
analvzes their motivition. LeRoy Neiman
—who's been in the pits @t countless in
ternational vaces—takes an anist’s look
at the amomotive sporting lile in Le
Mans: and Robent L. Green dips into the
Lashionable subject of swim- and o frrés-
swimewear in High Water Marks. With-
out further ado. everyvbady into the pool!




vol. 16, no. 6—june, 1969

PLAYBOY.

Gnilered. ' P. 102

Playmate Winner P. 156

Swimwear P. 115

GENERAL OFFICES: PLAYBOY EUVILDING, 813 N
MICHIGAN AVE., CHMICAGO, ILLINOIS 60611, RETURN
FOSTAGE MUST ACCOMFANY ALL MANUSCRIPTS,
DRAWINGS AND PHOTOGRAPHS SUBMITTED IF THEY
ARE TD BE RETURHED AND NO RESPONSIBILITY CaN
BE ASSUMED FOR UNSOLICITED MATERIALS. CON-
TENTS COPYRIGHTED © 196% BY HMH PUBLISHING
CO. INC. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. PLAYDOY® AND
RABEIT HEAD DESIGNE REGISTERED TRADEMARK,
MARCA REGISTRADA, MARDUE DEPOSEE HOTHING
MAY BE REPRINTED IN WHOLE OR (N PART WITHOUT
WRITTEN PERMIS5I0OK FROM THE PUBLISHER ANY
SIMILARITY BETWEEN THE PEOPLE AND PLACES IN
THE FICTION AND SEMIFICTION (N THIS MAGAZINE
AND ANY REAL PECPLE AMD PLACES IS PURELY CO-
INCIDENTAL. CREDITS: COVER MODEL CONNIE
WRESKI. PHOTOGRAPMY BY MARIO CASILLI AHD
ALEXAS URBA. OVHER PHOTOGRAPHY EY: MARIO
CASILLE, F. 3. 156-160: DAVID CHAM. P, 14B-1439
5y, 15%: JEFF COHEN, P. F23: LARRY GORDON. P
3, DWIGHT HOOKER. P. 3. 77: CARL IRI. P. 3, 185;
GERD-VICTOR KRAU, P. 106: ALEXANDER LOw, P
106.109 (13): DAN MC COY, P 184; J. DARRY
O ROURKE. P. 3 (2). 165: POMFED POSAR, P. 14a7-
145 (204, 161: LARRY SHAW, F. 105 107 {5), 108
(4): VERNON SMITH, P. 3 (2): ALEXAS UREA, P 3.
162 ; ROBERT VAVRA. P. 3; R. GORDON WILSON. P, 3

PLAYBOY, JUNE, 1565, WOL. 16, NO. &
PUBLISHED MONTHLY BY MMM PUBLISHING CO
BHC.. 1K NATIONAL AND REGIONAL EDITIONS

FLAYBOY DUILDING, 515 N MICHIGAN AVE., CHICAGOD,
ILL. 60611, SECOND CLASS POSTAGE PAID AT CHI-
CAGO, ILL., AND AT ADDITIONAL MAILING OFFICES
SUBSCRIPTIONS: IN THE U. 5., 510 FOR ONE YEAR

CONTENTS FOR THE MEN’S ENTERTAINMENT MAGAZINE

PLAYBILL .. 3
DEAR PLAYBOY. ..o S e 9
PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS ... 25
THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR ... 59
THE PLAYBOY FORUM ... ... i caecamanceseenen o ssmtamse o s snsssnsssmsamessesnmeenmeen . 63
PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: GORE VIDAL —candid conversation ... 77

DOWNWIND FROM GETTYSBURG —fiction. .RAY BRADBURY 98
THE PARAMILITARY RIGHT-—article _ERIC NORDEN 102
DESADE—pietaiial o e v pmimmmneny i s cans e . 105
THE GRAND HOTELS —article... .. ROBERT MORLEY 113
HIGH WATER MARKS —attire ROBERT L. GREEN 115
THE AMERICAN NOVEL MADE US—article ... ... SEYMOUR KRIM 123

LE MANS—man at his lejsure._________ ... .....lEROY MNEIMAN 124
1 DO NOT LIKE THEE, DR. FELDMAN —fiction_________ . ......HENRY SLESAR 127
HARE APPARENT —playboy's playmate of the month._____ IR o V— 128
PLAYBOY!S PARTY JOKES=homer - oot o oo o 136
PAELLA Y SANGRIA—food and drink ... THOMAS MARIO 138
THE RISK TAKERS—article:o...o . oo oo oo ROBERT DALEY 143
G EMINI—fiction e T R RAY RUSSELL 143
PLAYBOY'S GIFTS FOR DADS AND GRADS—gifts 147
PLAYBOY'S GUIDE TO MUTUAL FUNDS—article ... . MICHAEL LAURENCE 151
A LIFE IN THE DAY OF—fiction ... FRANK M. ROBINSON 153
WORD PLAY —satire . e N coeeeeeROBERT CAROLA 155
PLAYMATE OF THE YEAR —pictorial ... .. 156
WANDA HICKEY'S NIGHT OF GOLDEN MEMORIES —humor __ JEAN SHEPHERD 165
THE LADY IN GREEN SLIPPERS —ribald classic.. .. RESTIF DE LA BRETONMNMNE 167
BREEZY DOES IT—alire.. . cicaeerasasinnees ROBERT L. GREEN 169
HOSTILEM AN —satire s JWIIES FEIREER: 170

ON THE SCENE—personalities.. . . .. e e s 184

HUGH M. HEFNER edilor and publisher
A. C. SPECTORSRY associale publisher and editovial divector
ARTHUR PAUL arl director

JACK J. KESSIE managing editor VINCENT T. TAJIRI picture editor

SHELDON WAX assistant managing edilor; MURRAY FISHER IIAEL LAURENCE, NAT
LEHRMAN senior edilors; ROBE MACAULEY fiction edilor; JAMES GOODE arlicles editor;
ARTHUR ERETCHAER associale arlicles editor; Tom owex modern living editor; pavin
BUTLER, HENRY FEXWICK, LAWRENCE LINDERMAN, ROBERT J. SHEA, DAVID STANDISIE, DAVID
STEVENS, ROBERT ANTON WILSON associale edilors) ROBERT L. GREEN fastion director;
DAVID TAVLOR fashion editor; LEN DEICHTON travel edilor; RECINALD POTTERTON ay
sistant travel editor; THOMAS MARLO [ood & drink editor: §. ravL ce1Ty contributing
editor, business & finance; ARLENE BOURAS copy cliief: REN W. PURDY, KENNETN
TYNAN contributing edilors; RICUARD KOFE administralive edilor: JULIA BAINBRIDGY,
DURANT IMBODEN, HAROLD RAMIS, CARL SNYDER. ROGFR WIDENER, RAY WILLIAMS
l‘l.\.\f.!fl’l‘"f l'f“-flif.\( BEY CHAMBERLAIN ‘l\\f!(fflf(' f"‘f':'“l'(’ l"l‘ff-l'r]r.' MARILYN GCRAOW-
SKEI, TOM SALLING assisfand pr'rmrr editors: AMARIO CASILLL, DAVID CIAN, DWICHT
HOORER. POMPEO POSAR, ALEXAS URBA staf] pholographers: RONALD BLUME associale
arf divecfor: XORM SCHAEFER, BOL POST, GHORGE KENTON. RERIC FOPE, TOM STAFBLER.
JOSEFH PACZER  assistant arl diveclors: LEN WILLIS, WALTFR KRADENYCH, VICTOR
HUBBARD arl assistands; MICHFLLE ALTMAN assistanl cartoon edilor; Joux MASIRO
j'n‘m.\‘m'lifm manager; ALLEN VARGCO assistani  froduclion manager; UAYT PAFEAS
rights and permissions = HOWARD W. LEDERER adverlising direclor; JULES KAsE,
JOSEPIL GUENTHER associate advertising managers: SUERMAN KUATs chicago ad-
verlising manager; ROWERT A, MCRENZIE detroil adverlising  manager; Ne1sow
FUTCH  promaolion divector; MFLMUT LORSCH publicily manager; BENNY  DUNN
public relations manager; ANSON MOUNT public affairs manager: Teo Fren
ERICK  personnel director; JANET PILGRIM reader service; avin wiemorn  sal
scrifition manager; RORLRT S. PREUSS business manager and civeulation director.




EBulova Wateh Ce.. Inc

No qualifiers.
No small print. Nothing up our sleeve.
The most accurate.

What could account for this extraordinary
accuracy?

Something that hums in place of something
that ticks.

In place of the usual wheels and springs, the
Accutron® watch has a tiny, electronically-driven
tuning fork as its basic timekeeper.

The vibrations of this tuning fork split up each
second into much more precise little intervals
than a balance wheel mechanism possibly could. 4

And the balance wheel is the basic timekeeper ¥
in all other watch movements. That's why they're
not as accurate as the tuning fork movement.

Because of that tuning fork we can guarantee
accuracy to within a minute a month.*

It's why we can promise something else too.

If you wear an Accutron watch, there'll be one
subject nobody can contradict you about.
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water-resistant; shock-resistant. $275. Other styles from 5110,
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LIBERTARIANISM
Highest praise 1o Karl Hess for com-
g back from the lelt wo write The Death
of Politics (vravsoy, Marchy—a [resh
brecze of reason lor the smoke-filled
rooms. Highest praise as well 10 pravioy
lor braving the hury of the power holders
andd power seckers by publishing it
Morgan Liland
Los Angeles, Calilornia

The Death of Politics was the best
artide 1 hive ever read in pLavsoy and |
hope to sece more like it. The libertarian
views of Karl Hess are 1otallv consistent
with the rravsoy philosophy of mutual
consent between individuals.

Bill Sheppard
University ol Arizona
Tucson, Arizona

I found Karl Hess' anicle interesting,
but 1 also found mysell disagrecing with
most of what he smd. His reassertion of
the traditional and outmoded American
ideals of individualism and Taissez-laire
capitalism, which he maintains is the
only truly revolutionary stand that one
can take, seems simply reactionary. May-
be this is just another indication of how
fine a line separates revolution from re
action, but it also reveals a Tundamental
flaw in Hess' thinking, All sincere relorm
movements in American history have suc-
ceeded only 1o the extent that they have
attempred 1o break free of the old ideals
—such as laissez farre and individuaalism
—to substitute more contemporary doc-
trines, such as collective  responsibility
and government regulation. The modern
industrial cconomy has become so inter-
dependent that the old Taws of dassical
economics—Iree competition. lor instance
—mno longer work. 1 think Hess could
spend his time more prohitably i he
worked 10 improve politics, instead ol
merely  pointing  out  conmradictions  on
today’s right and leli.

Douglas F. Watt
Farvard University
Cambridge, Massachusens

You've rexllv done ie. In The Death of
Politics. by Karl Hess, the one idea that
really works has been put into the most
potent magazine article ever published.
For a number of years, I have respecred

sl ideas ol Ludwig Von Mises, Tom
Paine and others: but never before have
the ideas of archaic modern governments
heen so thoroughly put down, in one
concise article. Even the interesting con-
temporary  personalities—the Kennedys.
Goldwaters and McCarthys—are saddled
with their own political lTameness. They
are hung up. man, on politics. And
as Hess savs, just like Linus. they don't
wiant to give up their blanket. The blan-
ket of politics has. throughout our mod-
crn history.  been  destroving  society,
despite the positiveness, creativity and
productiveness of most human beings.

Peter Fleming

Los Angeles, California

Thauks Tor the article by Karl Hess, It
put into print what many of us have
been ihinking about for vears. A few
Calilorntans recently attempted 10 make
the principles of libertarianism a veality
by lorming a completely new political
party called the Peace and Freedom Pin-
ty. Sad to say, radicals from the New
Lelt soon took control and mismanaged
the party into oblivion. Our republic
scems to be headed toward disaster. One
alternative might be the formation ol a
new national political parry based on the
concepts of libertarianism  and  Laisses.
fuire capitalism. This new movement
could obsolete one of the two existing
political parties: take vour pick, as they
are the same.

Ld Wills
La Mesa, Calilornia

As a product of the University of
Calilornia at Berkeley and the Harvard
Law School. 1 have been exposed to
whitt Karl Hess would call the politics of
both the radical and the reactionary.
Like Hess, T have developed a philoso.
phy that draws lvom the thinking ol
Barry Goldwater, Avn Rund, Norman
Mailer and Lenny Bruce. Unlortunately,
my cducational background. which nuny
would find enviable, has lelt me isolated
and  frustrated, confused  and  abused.
Faced  with the political  lefrand-right
polarization so socially acceptable in 1o-
day’s America, [ have Tound mysell in-
capable of bringing together a philosophy
that has, herctolore, been strewn in bits
and picces within my mind. T cinnot
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Gentlemen,

For you, perhaps, this refreshant
cologne. Men have been using it
for almost 200 years. It has a
subtle scent that quietly recedes
into the background. Leaving a
cool, stimulating tingle on your
skin. (Really great after a shower
or shave.)

EAU DE
COLOGNE

Or this, a more aggressive, lasting
cologne. It is bold, but never
pushy. And it always remains
smooth, sophisticated, and terrif-
ically suave.

Or this cologne, that will remind
you of those very early mornings
in the country, the scent of the
woods, your favorite riding
boots, a true Russian leather.

The House of 4711

Made, bettled and sealed in Calagne—
the city of 4711,
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PLAYBOY

10
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This week’s perfect martini secret.

Always keep the gin in the refrigerator.
The perfect martini gin, of course.

Seagram’s. The perfect martini gin.

truly say that either Berkeley or Harvard
has prepared me to communicate the
ideas 1 have developed. Fortunately,
Hess has now done so for me. So, to all
my friends on both the right and the
lelt: Read Hess. Then come and let us
reason together.,

Marc P. Fairman

Harvard Law School

Cambridge, Massachusetts

Hess may not have all the answers. bhut
at least he has declared his independence
of the hypoaitical cichés, both left and
right, that have long made me become
almost physically ill every time I read
the latest rehash by a William Buckley
or a Tom Hayden. The world would
beneht il Hess and others of similar
thinking were to become the basis of a
new political movement,

John J. Pierce
The Dmily Advance
Dover, New [erscy

Alter reading a steady stream ol collec
tivist writing in pLavsoy, I found The
Death of Politics by Karl Hess a refresh
ing change. I agree with many points in
Hess' persuasive arguments, but [ dis
agree with his rejection of political ac-
tion. Believing as I do in &t government
of explicitly limited powers. I also be
licve in government, and 1 recognize
that it has the unique role of providing
the orderly envivonment within which
free. men may live. It follows that I
disagree with the author when he calls
for the dismanthing of the nation-state.

Hess, in an otherwise admirable enthu-
siasm for liberty, looks for allies where
he will find none. He finds hope for
libertarians in Students for a Democratic
Society, vet it is obvious that the organi-
zation is authoritarian. SDS does not
accept laissez-faire capitalism but posits
variations ol socialism. In addition 10
this key difference between SDS  and
Hess, the organization, as demonstrated
repeatedly and  conclusively on the na-
tion’s campuses, is intent on coercing
individuals and institutions with whom
it disagrees. In his disenchanument with
the establishment, a fecling shared by
Libertarian  and  notso-libertarian  con-
servatives, Hess looks for revolution;
and, having found them in SDS. he is
happy. But SDS is not really revoluton-
ary at all. Tv proposes, explicitly or in
cffect, greater government action: an ad-
vancement ol contemporary liberalism. the
statism that Hess found so objectionable.

As editor of The New Guard, the
magazine ol Young Americans for Free-
dom, T am in constant contact with the
conserviatives whom Hess finds so hypo-
critical and authoritarian. Bill Buckley,
singled out in the article, began his
assault on the establishment 20 years
ago. The phony businessman conserva-
tive and the WASPish anti-Semitic con-
servative cxist; but from Hess' article,

1es
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Alloy head. Adjustable shocks. Sportheadlight.
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where that dirt road goes.
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How to be a great lover

in a pad or a palace

First step: get the new solid state KS-2200 Stereo Radio by Hitachi.

Evenif you've only got a small pad, music can make it romantic.
Stereo makes it more so. And the Hitachi KS-2200 delivers all the
mood power of a king-size stereo unit. But it's so compact it fits
beautifully on a bookshelf or bedside table.

You get FM Stereo, regular FM, and AM. Two detachable 6':"
wide-range speakers. 12 full watts of music power. Individual bass,
treble and speaker balance controls. Genuine walnut cabinetry. Just
$119.95*. And you can easily add other Hitachi stereo units—
automatic phono, cassette tape deck, 8-track cartridge player—
whenever you like.

See your Hitachi dealer. With a stereo radio this compact, a price
this reasonable, and a sound this exciting, is it any wonder the
Great Lover Club is increasing its membership?

*Suggested list price. Slightly higher in West, Southwest. For facts aboul other surprise
values, write: Hitachi Sales Corp., Dept. P-4, 48-50 34th St., Long Island City, NY 11101.

HITACHI

Japan's largest manufacturer

Nationwide Warranty: 5 vears on -
traosistors, 1 year on other parts and
labor, In case of original defects in materinls or =
workmanship, Hitachi will replace parts as indicated at
no charge, during times specified, from date of ﬂuﬂ:hnsc.
At Hitachi-authorized service cenlers. Carry-in service.

one would conclude that they dominate.
Their influence within the conservative
movement is minuscule. A poll of YA
membership, for example, showed almost
no support lor George Wallace., YAF
may not have a revolutionary image,
because we do not engage in destroving
priviee property (as SDS does) nor in
otherwise engaging in violent or coercive
activities. But 10 a pronounced antiestab-
lishmentarian like Karl Hess, T sugpest
that YAF is, indeed, the revolutionary
wave ol the future. It is YAT, not SDS.
that for vears has [avored a volunicer
military. It is YAF's “Sharon Statement.”
not SDS” “Port Huwon Stuement,” that
embraces laissez-Taire capitalism.

Arnold Steinberg, Editor

The New Guard

Washmgton, D. C.

Karl Hess tells us that “ultimately . . .
politics denies the rational nature of man.”
Nonsense. When rational men revered
and engaged in politics, societies flour-
ished: in Greece for a time and in the
formative period of our own country.
The problems we face today will not be
solved by the abolition of politics. They
can be solved only by recognizing the
overriding importance of politics in this
era of ultimate weaponry. Hess is vight
when he savs: “Man can survive in an
inclement universe only through the use
of his mind.” He is wrong in not recog-
nizing that survival depends upon the
best minds’ addressing themselves 1o the
improvement rather than the destruction
of politics.

Harold Willens, President

Factory Equipment
Supply Corporation

Los Angeles, California

Willens is cochairman of the Business
Executives Move for Vietnam Peace. a
group credited with influencing Lyndon
Johnson's decision to de-escalate the war
and nol to seek re-clection.

Hess is suspect in his assumptions
abour human aggression. Perhaps he
would do well to recall the words of the
French anarchist Proudhon: “Liberty—
the mother, not the daughter, ol order.”
If Hess really wants a lree world, he
must  stop pussylooting ound  with
“governments for defense only.” Afier
all, to carry his reasoning a step further,
a government strong cnough to defend
evervthing vou've got is big enough 1o
destroy all you've got, too. IU's time 10 put
our [aith enurely in the hands of man.

Lowell Pome
Los Angeles, California

Ponte is a libertavian-anarchist vadio

commentator in Los Angeles,

PILLOW TALK

I think it was irresponsible of you
to publish Woody Allen’s piece on the
delights of shindai, the Japanese art
of pillow fighting (Shindai!, PLAYBOY,



The Fathers Day gift we wont sell
without a note from your mother:

———— e

I Dear Hai Karate Dealer: I
The bearer of this note has my permission to purchase a Hai Karaté After

I Shave and Cologne Gift Set for Father’s Day. I give my permission with full I
I knowledge that just a drop too much Hai Karate can make my husband
vulnerable to passionate attack by unattached females. But I grant my per-
mission because my husband is serious, devoted and trustworthy. And be-

cause Hai Karate puts instructions on self-defense in every package. I

|

(Mother's Signature) — T (Date) I

©1969 Leeming Div., Chas. Plizer & Ca., Inc., N.Y., N.Y. 10017
T

Hai Karate is available

in Regular, Oriental

Lime and oricntal spice.

No note is required to

give Hai Karate Gift Sets
for Graduation Day.

HAI KARATE —

be caretul how you use it.

AFTER SHAVE
LOTION

Four Fluid Ounces
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Are you ashamed
3 to bé caught
checking into the same hotel
as your suitcase?

We know.

Walking a shabby suitcase across the lobby
can make you wish you were invisible. That's
why we made Samsonite Silhouette™.

We shaped it executive for a look
that means business.

And put it together for keeps.
With a sturdy lightweight
magnesium frame. Hidden
locks. Tough molded body
of Samsonite Absolile®,

You'll find vou
can always put a little
more into Silhouetie
than you expected.

The Two-Suiter
shown here. Packs
two suits, plusa whole
load of accessories,
all wrinkle-free. Only
$50.00. Or choose
from seven other
cases for men.

Available at all
fine department and
specialty stores. In Deep
Olive or Oxford Grey.
Choose one before your
next trip.

The ego you boost
will be your own.

More men depend on

Samsonite

than any other luggage on earth

14 Samsonite Corporation, Denver, Colorado 80217. Available in Canada. In Mexico through Altro, S.A.

February) without warning the reader of
the concomitant dangers. Pillow fighting
without a nose guard leaves the novice
vulnerable to a feather inlestation of the
masal passages that can cause discomlort
or even temporary insanity. The pres-
ence of a linle foreign body (1 am
referring 1o the feather, not to Woaody
Allen) in the nostril, in at least one
instance on record, caused the collapse of
the Japanese Diet when a berserk shin-
dai novice crashed through the rice-paper
walls ol a geishit house 10 discover . . . but
perhaps we should not nourish such scan-
dal by repetition.

Jonathan Routh

London, England

Author Routh speaks with some au-

thority, as he wrote “Shindai: the Art of

Japanese Bed-Fighting,” a Dell paper-

back and the only published sowrce of
mformation on shindai.

DOOR MEN
What would America do without writ-
ers like Robert McNear and short stories
like Deatl’s Door (eLavisoy, March)? And
what would we do without a magazine
like reavsoy that has the space and the
taste to publish a wtue literary tour de
force such as thisz It's encouraging to find,
in the most contemporary of magazines,
recognition of the literary values ol yes
terday. today and tomorrow.
Bernard Geis
New York, New York
A Jormer editor of Coronet and edi-
tar in chicf at Grossel & Dunlap, Geis
now heads his own highly successful pub-
lshing house.

Very often in speeches, I mention the
fact that there are two important outlers
for original shortstory writing today:
reAavsoy and The New Yorker, You are
carrving the banner high, giving a lot of
talent needed exposure, and producing
some wonderful short stovies in the
process. I do not consider Death’s Door
successful as a short story, but I do think
that McNear develops an eevie quality
that lends a wonderful sense of {orebod-
ing 1o the tale he tells. T [eel that aler
that marvelous scene in the diner, much
ol the rest is comrived, The newspaper-
man falls onto pieces ol information in a
way that is too artificial. What the story's
about is grim and tervible. The mood is
prewy well sustained  throughout, but
what really bothers me is the [act that
the mechanics of the story are weak.
Fortunately lor the author, one can
Iearn mechanics but one can't learn
mood. T predict a hner effort lrom M
Near in the future,

Ken McCormick, Editor in Chiel
Doubleday & Company
New York, New York

MARSHALL PLAN
Your March interview with Marshall
McLuhan was impressive. His theories
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© 1669 Jos. Schbtz Brewsng Co. Miwaukss and other graat cities,

120 years ago, it took Joseph Schlitz months
to brew and age his golden mellow beer.
It still takes us months. The golden age is

gOlden age ;g:;irl:‘;kg::‘(?hli& America’s choicest
>
Of SChlltZ { When you’re out of S('hlltl, you’re out of beer,"’
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Revelation hassit
changed since
Uncle Cherlic
wowed the girls
ot Coney Jsland.

Revelation’s not
made of sugar
and spice, hoys.
Just tobacco:

5 great tobaccos.
Revelation's for
the experienced
pipe smoker.

-\l A guality product of Philip Morris LS. A

regarding  the communications  media
are more olten fascinating thim under-
stndable—but interviewer Eric Norden
managed 10 ask him questions that pro-
voked some very cogent responses, and the
vesult was a lucid summary of the media-
mastermind’s major ideas. Anyone the
least bit interested in McLuhan will thank
vou for publishing it.

Bruce Baker

Harrisburg, Pennsvlvania

For a periodical that has achieved nota-
ble success because of “hot” photographs,
vour publication ol a splendidly “cool”
interview with Marshall Mcduban could
be considered a pardox. Congranubations,

Donald Y. Wakeheld
Forr Lee. Virginia

Thank vou very much for the inter-
view with Marshall McLuhan, pravsoy
arrived the dav belore T was to write a
final examination lor mv college com-
position class. Included in our studies
this term was the work ol Marshall
McLuban, During the final exam. we
were able 1o use relerence matenials, The
students, and especially the instrucior,
were surprised to see, among my relerence
citations, the March issue ol rreavsoy.

Tervv W. Tihon
Anamosa, Towa

riaveoy's McLuhan interview  was,
indeed, an mteresting collection of data.
The mountain quakes and out comes the
little mouselike revelations: So MocLuhan
joined the Roman Catholic Church, so
McLuhan's eldest son is becoming  a
literary oritic. I think I'll join the
Church and  become a0 literary  cnitic,
instead of Tollowing the 1run of thonght
given in Understanding Media,
Eric Bentle
New York, New York

CHEERS FOR UNCLE CLAUDE

Jan Kindler's personality skeich. Ely-
sian Fields (viavesoy, March). was the
most interesting and  enjovable anicle
about a hlm or stage personality that |
have ever read. I most certainly agree
that ' W. C. Fields far owclassed  other
comedians of his 1ime and will continue
to do so as long as his films are viewed,
Although Fields died 22 years ago, his
popularity is great amd scems 1o be
increasing. 1 hope the sponsors ol tele-
vision take heed of “I'd rather be in
Philadelphia™ and “Who put pineapple
juice in my pincapple juice?” and pre
sent us with a special about the grem
misanthrope,

Fred Hahne
Warren, Ohiio

A cornucopia of accolades should he
bestowed upon  Jan  Kindler for en-
lightening the masses about our idol,
W. C. Fields, Without the comedy filins

of Uncle Claude. this mundane sphere of
ours would be barren. bleak and dank.
But amid all his presenc-day popularity,
old Willie is still being slighted. 1 urge
every Fields fan 10 write his local
television stations and demand that they
show more ol his movies. Let us all lile a
martini and drink a toast to the memory
of the Tunmiest man who ever lived:
W. C. Fields. Pardon my redundancy.

Andrew Javsnovitch

W C. Fields Fan Club

South River, New Jersey

PLANETARY MOVEMENT
My gratitude to pravsoy for again
exposing its readers  to  the  thought-
provoking, mind-blowing cxperience ol
Arvthur €. Clarke. His Aarch article,
Next—the Planets. was a masterpicee.
Ly Milo
Manchester, Connecticut

Arthur Clinke’s article on the [uture
promise ol phinetary exploration was
most cloquent aflmmation of the diree
tionn American space clforts onght o be
taking. I sav “ought” beciuse it seems
that NASA has no solid plans beyond
the soon-to-expire Apollo funar program:
while the Russians, perlups sensing that
simply having a human being tomp
about the barren Tunar surlice is not the
be-alt and end-all ol space exploranon,
are making concerted ellorts to get on to
where the action is: the other planets in
our solar system.

Harold Stone
Chicago, Ilinows

Arthur Clarke neglected to menton a
speculation perhaps more important than
the possibility ol lile on Jupiter. Fha
specalation s a hvpothesis. lirst advanced
by Russian astrophysicist Dr. LS. Shklov-
sky. that one of the moons ol Mars is ol
artihcial origin. In 1945, Amerniam astron-
omer B. P.Sharpless dereaed what astron
omers call a secular dhumee in the orbiu
ol Phobos. the ncarer Martian moon.
Phobos is less than 12 miles in diameter
and circles Alars once every 7 hours, 39
minutes atoan altitude of a mere 3700
miles. Sharpless noticed a very smull but
discernible accelerition m Phobos™ orbit.
This specd-up is simply not assignable 1o
any matural cause. unless, as Shklovsky
supposes. the satellite is Jollow (and
therelore artihcial). I is also probably
dead, since it is vather guict as a radio
source.  Shklovsky's hvpothesis may  be
playing o signibicant part in the Soviet
Union’s continuing conmitment to plan
etary probes. Confirmation ol the hy-
pothesis would certainly be v discovery
without precedent,  and direct  human
study ol Phobaos might be comparable,
in the level ol excitement generated. to
turning Aristotle loose in the Smithso-
pian. Il Shklovsky is right and il the



Johnny Carson, star of NBC's "Tomight™ Show,

Smirnoff makes the Blizzard howl.
Smirnoff comes to the rescue of hum-drum summer drinking with the
Smirnoff Blizzard: An avalanche of Smirnoff over packed ice. A
wag of ime. Then a frigid blast of Fresca® But unless you insist on Smirnoff,
your Blizzard could fizzle into just another summer downpour.

smlmomeaves you breathless.
Vodka
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The wet-set is making waves in the
Kings Road Collection.

Out with trunks. In with swinging swimstuff. That’s
what’s making waves right now. In The-Men’s-Store.

The truth of the matter is, we still have boxer-type
swim trunks for guys who like to play it safe.

But if you'd rather play it for style, we have
the belted one-piece (looks like two) tank suit. The
28-inch calf length Long John with belt. And the great
John L. suit, belted and 17-invincible-inches long.

The material is cool, fast-drying nylon.

The colors are red, white and blue. And
as for the prices, they’re each under $10.

Add an extra long beach shirt in cotton
Jersey, under $6. And join the swinging wet-set
now. In The-Men’s-Store.

P.S. Charge all your swimstuff on Sears
Revolving Charge.
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When you want

to see
as well as you look

EVBRGL)D }f

Wear SU NVOGUE —the serious sun-
glasses. Many sunglasses are only
dark glasses that shut out light. SUN-
VOGUES filter out harmful infrared
and ultraviolet rays. The lenses are
ground optically correct to prevent
distortion. Over thirty designs for
men and women. Through the Eye
Care professions and at finer stores.
From eight to twenty-five dollars.

UNVOGUES %,

The Serious Sunglasses

AMERICAN OPTICAL

CORPORATION

Russians get there first, they might end
up with the whole pie in a shorter time
than we can imagine.
Jerome Sullivan
Dothan, Alabama

In reading Arthur C. Clarke’s lucid
article, I took exception only to the
superoptimistic editorial blurb that in-
troduced Clarke’s excellent iccount. The
blurb began: “With conquest of the
moon virtually accomplished. . . "7

I hate to be piciyune, but in one
clause of one sentence was encompassed
—by analogy—the discovery ol the New
World beginning in the 15th Century,
a thousand vovages of exploration, the
first, second and umpteenth laborious
crossings of North and South America by
intrepid explorers, and who knows how
many skirmishes and battles between and
among competing great powers,

Clarke protecied himself with a [ew
well-chosen, hedging renmurks. But your

editors should be more cautious. For
Arthur C. Chake: four stars. And for
that blurb writer: one day on a black
sun.

A. L. van Vogt
Hollywood, California
Van Vogt is the creator of such sci-fi
classics as “Slan” and *“The World of
Null-A.”

GREAT GUNS?

Thank you for publishing Senator Jo-
scph Tydings' article, Amevicans and the
Gun, in your March issue. Let’s hope his
clear and rational message reaches our
Senators and Congressmen, so that strong
gun-control  legislation—registration  and
licensing of all guns—will soon be passed.

Karen Turnbull
Lahaina, Hawaii

Senator Tydings has clearly spelled
out the issue. 1 applawd his courageous
statement ol the Licts—is they are, not as
the gun lobbyist imagines them. As for-
mer commissioner ol Internal Revenue,
I am proud to have playved a part in
obtaining the Gun Control Act of 1968,
with Tydings' tremendous help.

Sheldon §. Cohen
Washington, D.C.

I appreciate full well Senator Tydings'
intense frustrations over the defeat of
the measure that would have required
the licensing ol gun owners and the
registration ol fircarms. In Ociober 1963,
my ofhice began work on a bill o control
the sale ol all fircarms in the siate of
New Jersey. After an extremely diflicult
elfort, we emerged victorious June
1966, with the passage of a law that
has been hailed as the best gun-control
Jlaw in the nation. It does not appear
likely, however. that many other states
will overcome the pressure of the Na-
tional Riile Association and enact con-
trols such as we have in New Jersey. This

being the case—if the public desires gun
control, and 1 believe it does—Congress
will have to enact a program of Federal
licensing and registration. The concept
ol gun control is regulatory, not con-
fiscatory. We believe that the sanest ap-
proach to preventing gun crimes is 1o
prevent guns from falling into the hands
of undesirable persons. With all of the
fear about crime and violence today, one
would think that every American would
be willing to bear the slight inconven-
ience involved in a gun-control program.
The prolileration of guns may not be
desirable, but at lcast the law-abiding
citizen who thought he needed a gun
would know that he could get one legally,
while those with the obvious propensity
for crime and violence could not. I this
socicty must have guns, then let us en-
sure that only decent people can get
them.

Arthur J. Sills

Auorney General, State of New Jerscy

Trenton, New Jersey

I consider myself a concerned and
devoted  sportsman-hunter, like Senator
Tvdings. I am also a member ol the
condemned Natonal Rifle Association.
However, 1 agree with the Senator on
the need for eftective gun-control legis-
lation. Registration of firearms seems. to
me and to other members I have spoken
to, a reasonible answer.

The good Senator says that no reg-
istration fce would be charged. Many
New York sportsmen find this laughable.
We were led the same line last year in
New York. Many of us supported the
gun-registration bill—not realizing that
the monev-hungry administration would
slap a registration [ee on us. The fee
is only three dollars, and this isn’t bad
for the average gun owner. But lor
the collector, it is a real burden. There
is now talk of gradually increasing the
fee—perhaps to as much as S$25 per gun.
Looking to New York as an example,
how can Senator Tydings expect support
from a group of people being so tyran-
nized?

Frank Joy
Uniondale, New York

Tydings glosses over the importance of
enforcing existing laws. T doubt if pass-
ing another law agaiust breaking the law
would be an effective solution o
crime problem. Gun control alone would
probably have little elfect on the incaeas-
ing crime rate in the U.S. Permissive
court decisions Favoring the rights ol the
criminal over those of the vicum do
more damage. And the lack of law en-
forcement most assuredly is an important
[actor. How many unenforced laws did
Sirhan Sirhan violate in Cahifornia when
he used a concealed handgun to Kkill
Senator Robert F. Kennedv? Two, three.
five, ten®? lHow much better would

the



Like getting two tires inone.

New Firestone
Sup'RBelt
Wide Oval.

givesto,

Twice the mileage.

Because it's twice the
tire. Polyester cord body.
Reinforced with two fiber-
glass Sup-R-Belts. Belts
stabilize the tread—keep
it from rubbing side to
side. This gives you up to
twice the mileage you'd
get from a regular-ply
wide tire. @ FIRESTONE T.M.

Extra

protection.
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Inside every fiberglass
cord are over 3,000 fibers.
In early fiberglass tires,
these fibers rubbed a-
gainst each other, weak-
ened themselves. We
found a way to add more
protective coating. Result:
Cord stays strong.

©The Fircslone Tire & Rubber Co. 1969,
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If you pay
more than
$75*

you deserve
the finest...
Longines

the worlds
most honored
watch.

The Only Watch Ever to Win

10 World's Fair Grand Prizes. 28 Gold
Medals. Highest Observatory Honors for
Accuracy. Official Watch for World's
Leading Sport Associations.

Longines honors are your guarantee

of the finest. The inherited skills

of generations of craftsmen in the
Longines fectory at St. Imier, Switzerland
are your bond of quality. Add Longines’
unchallenged style leadership and you
have the World's Most Honored Watch.

* Longines start at $75; Automatics
from $95; Ultra-Chrons from
$120. Creations D'Art to $15,000,

See them at your Franchised
Longines-Wittnauer Jeweler,

Longines Ultra-Chron Skindiver 28050
Guaranteed sccurate to 8 minule a month.t
atainless steel case, link bracalet, $175.

THE WORLD'S MOST HONORED WATCH?

LONGINES

LONGINES-WITTNAUER WATCH COMPANY

Since 1867 Makers of the Finest Wetches
Longines-Wittnauer Building, New York

1t necessary, will be adjusied to this tolerance by
Longines Jewalar. Guarantes is for one full year.

the situation be if two, three, five or wen
addivnonal unenforced laws were added
to the existing body ol unenflorced laws.

I im not a gun nut. [ am not even a
gun bufl. T am just sick and tired of
prolifevating. inellective and  expensive
Governmental conwrols. Let’s kick this
little-old-lady hvsteria. remove the crim-
inal from his privileged pedestal and
preserve a touch of “live-and-letlive” for
the law-abiding majority.

I. D. Quillin
Camp Springs. Marviand

Your article on gun controls was the
final impetus to set me doing something
I've been meaning 1o do for a long time.
Today I sent in my application o the
Natonal Rille Association.

Robert W, Mausolf
Salt Point, New Yok

OVERWHELMED
I wish 1o thank you for publishing
Gahan Wilson's March cartoon [eature.
Owerkill. Wilson’s offbeat humor is the
first thing I look for in your magazine.
W. Scott Thornsley
Harrisburg. Pennsylvania

Gahan Wilson's Owerlill  wransforms
the cartoon into eloquent. trenchant so
cial satire. His portraval of the violence-
loving American society is as revealing
(and humorous) as it is frightening.

Harry Agensky
McGill University
Montreal. Quebec

KOOK'S TOUR

C. Robert Jennings' Cultsvitle U.S. 4.
in the March pLAYVBOY was so penetrating
and convincing that any hopes [ ever
harbored about moving myv family 1o the
Golden State were shattered. [ previously
thought that the genumely sick, schizo-
phrenic lunatics in this country were
those students who were demonstrating,
or protesting, or whatever, at our Uni-
versity ol Wisconsin. But alier learning
of California’s  pathetic  psyvchopathic
kinhin  praciicers,  Satanic
Masses, Kama Sulra posters, Mephisto-

weirdos,

phelean  beards, dirty-white loincloths,
spontancous prajna, Esoteric Qabalistic
Healing Services. Vedanta. Zen, Sufism,
Astarianty  and  their ludicrons  beliels
and practices. T have firmly resolved to
raise my sane, intelligent and normal
family right here.

John Gueinzius

Appleton. Wisconsin

Do you realize tlrat you are practically
the first publication 1o even mention the
existence ol Sufis? There are more Sufis
in the world than all other mystical
groups combined. The presidents of
both Pakistan and India, not necessarily
friendly toward each other, have both
been involved in this movement. The

country of Iraq. now in turmoil, was
organized largely by Sufis.

The fact that you have mentioned
Sufism (and me) at all is to me so impor
tant that T cm overlook Jennings' enter-
ing the ficld of medical diagnosis 1o say
I wheere when 1 oalk. T do not recall
having wheezed once since infancy. T can
also overlook Jennings' saving that a
beautiful blonde Lidy who was attracied
1o me was an acidhead, Did he uy
Kissing her to find out? This is a lan-
guage readers of rravesoy could under-
stand. But mvstics don’t necessarily deary
humor: We e far from being dualistic
puritans. Thanks and God bless your.

Samuel Lewis
Sufi Ahmed Murad Christ
Los Angeles, California

I was appalled to read that a certain
bald-headed man claimed that T am a
Saumist. I know that when one 15 a
public higure, one’s name is used without
veracity by various groups to lend cre-
dence to their cavses: and gencerally. said
ciuses are innocuous enough to require
no rebuttal. However. being labeled a
Satanist is a degrading accusation, as this
cult represents the opposite of my belief.
I want to state here that 1 have never
been, nor considered being, nor ever
would consider being, part ol a Satanist
cult. Mv bag is love, not hae.

Barbara McNan
Los Angeles, Calilornia

I am saddened that Jennings failed
to mention the Paratheo-Anametimys-
tikhood of Lris Esoteric (POEE). About
a decade ago. the goddess Eris revealed
hersell 1o the Keepers of the Saored
Chao  (namely, Lord Omar Khavvam
Ravenhurst and  myself) and  at  that
time, she explained that not evervhody
would understand her glory at  hist
glimpse. But she did not prepare me for
the disappointment I encountered in
Jennings' article. Your hopelully inad-
vertent omission ol the world’s first true
religion has only succeeded in furthering
popular ignorance ol the most prolound
metaphysical revelation to hit the holy
market since the Bo Tree Episode. Please
make amends by printing this leter and
disclosing that the world could not be so
messed up without a reason. Somchody
had to put all this conlusion here. Her
name 15 Eris (known to the Greeks as
the poddess of strile and renamed Dis-
cordia by the Romans) and she did it
because she likes i this wav. Understand-
ing this simple lact is absolutely all any-
one has to understand about anything.
Don't let those Tanatic nuts mislead you.
Just beware: Big Mother is watching.

Malaclypse the Younger, K 5. C.
Omnibenevolent Polybather

of Virginity in Gold
Fullerton, Calilornia
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Blended from 18 of the world’s most savory tobaccos. You’ll like it. Women love it.

MADE iN HOLLAND BY THECDDRUS NIEM E‘r‘ER. HOLLAND'S LEAGING TOBACCO BLENDER SINCE 1819,




PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

Ill April of 1966, we took note in these
pages of the trend toward exotica in
the naming of rock groups and predicted
that luture pop.charts might well list
such odd aggregations as Thom McAn
and the Loalers, Jack Daniels and the
Four Roses or Judas and the Shekels.
The unchecked proliferation of rock
groups in the three years since then,
we're happy to report, has spawned a
Hock of names even larther out than
those we conjured up. While this bizarre
nomenclature initially seems to dely cate-
gorization, exhaustive study reveals sever-
al common [ormulas [or rubbing rock
fans the right way. One of the most
popular plovs is an appeal to infantilism

i.e., the subliminal suggestion that the
item on sale is not merely a group of
musicians bur also something good to
chew, cuddle or suck. Hence, we have
Bubble Puppy. Lollipop Shoppe, The
Candymen, the Apple Pie Motherhood
Band. the Peanut Butter Conspiracy, the
Peppermint Trolley Company. the Marsh
mallow Highway, the Chocolate Watdh-
band, the Cake. the 1910 Fruit Gum
Company, Ultimate Spinach and Vanilla
Fudge. Other group names employ im
agery reminiscent ol childhood Fables, such
as the Tunclul Trolly and the Wozard
ol 1z. Yet others try to capitalize on the en-
during allure of the traveling side show:
this tinsel-bedecked genre incudes Dr.
West’s Medicine Show and Junk Band,
Circus Maximus, Captain Beelheart and
his Magic Band and the Salvation Army
Gypsy Carnival Caravan.

In stark conurast 1o such lighthearted
cognomens are the names used by those
groups who eleat to put on the establish-
ment by seeming o represent it Such
ensembles include the National Gallery,
the Corporate Body, the American Revo-
lution. Mount Rushmore, Mother Love,
Big Brother and the Holding Company,
the Sound Investment, the Brooklyn
Bridee, the Status Cymbal, the Electric
Flag. the C.'T.A. (Chicago Transit Au-
thority), the King James Version and even
the United States of America. As one
might expect, there is also a sizable coterie
ol combos who preler 10 advertise their

alienation and aberration: the Velvet
Underground, the Deviants, the Petal
Pushers and the Asylum Choir. Some,
like the Churls, the Fugs and the Outlaw
Blues Band. are manilestly bellicose in
proclaiming their antiestablishmentarian-
ism. Other groups, weary of carthly trib-
ulation, are apparently looking forward
to the new millennium: the Godz, the
Act of Creation, the Mighty Redeemers,
Salvation and Tomorrow.

Since not evervone is conent 1o wait
for divine deliverance, it's not surprising
that mysticism, the occult and the vari-
ous svimhols of oflbeat religious [actions
also have prominent places in the rock
lexicon, as the Sacaed Mushroom, Nir-
vana, the Iruids of Stonelienge, the
Devil's Anvil. the Prophets, the Pen-
tangle and the Seventh Sons cn at-
test. Not all mystical quests end up in the
stratosphere, however; others locus on the
fertile soil of our planct, and groups such
as Mother Earth, the Niuy Gritty Dirt
Band and the Grateful Dead appear 1o
be as groundbound as rock 'n' yoll can
get. An even larger percentage of rock
groups have followed the example of the
Beatles by totemistically  declaring their
albnity with particular animal species:
the Iron Butterfly, the Moray Eels, Rhi-
noceros, the Yardbirds, the LElephant’s
Memory, the Insect Trust, Steppenwolf
and Serpent Power, among many others.
Some  especially antisocial  assemblages,
such as Pearls Belore Swine, even go as
far as to hang the animal imagery on
their potential patrons. A few vegetarian
groups cschew animals entirely in favor
ol plants, especially those with reputedly
mind-bending powers: the Giant Sun-
flower. the Swamp Seeds, Morning Glory,
the Flower Pot Men and the Grass
Roots.

While rock groups depend on audible
or visual stimuli 10 move their andiences,
there are a few aggregations ol this post-
literate age whose names—such as the
First Edition, the Graffui and Rainbow
Press—emphisize the reluctance of print
culture to roll over and play dead. One
group has even seen fit 10 use as their
own, in loto and without modification,

the name ol author H. P. Lovecrali.
And there’s a separate siatum of groups
whose appellations  have been  culled
from the vocabulary of William Bur-
roughs; foremost among them are Canned
Heat and the Solt Machine.

In light of our 1966 predictions and
the subsequent avalanche of even more
improbable group names, we'd rather
not risk predicting the top rock atirac-
tions of 1970. It seems sale w0 say, how
ever, that the basic formulas will not
change substantally: indeed, they seem
to have been handed down intact from
the ancients, who organized such weirdly
named musical groups as the Ink Spots,
the Cliquot Club Eskimos, Harry Horlick
and the ALP Gypsies, Fred Waring and
His Pennsylvanians and Phil Spitalny
and His All-Girl Orchestra.

-

To Whom It May Concern: RCA has
developed a kind of intra-uterine early-
wirning  system for ladies who don't
want babies. It's a contraceptive coil, with
clectronic components built in, that re-
sponds 1o the wives of a nearby rans
mitter by resonating and giving off a
signal of its own. When in proper posi-
tion, the coil broadcasts an clectronic all
clear; il it's dislodged or misshapen,
however, the wireless operator gets an
cleciromagnetic S O S, The inventor rec-
ommends monthly checkups: but to be
completely secure, the cautious swain
might be well advised to have one of the
transmatters built into his mattress and
the receiver hooked up 10 a siren, Or
better yet, have her take a pill.

-

Unearthing a veritable treasure chest,
the Chicago Tribune reports that “Cus-
toms ofhcials at Djakarta’s Kemayoran
airport became suspicious of a woman
because of the extraordinary size of her
bust. In fact, she was so top heavy she
tottered when she walked. They searched
her and found 62 pounds of gold hidden
in her bra. She was held for smuggling,”

-

Herh Caen notes in his San Francis-
co Chronicle column that “Target Smut,
an antismut film made by a Los Angeles

25
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Jim Beam.
World’s finest Bourbon since 1795.

86 PROOF KENTUCKY STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKEY
DISTILLED AND BOTTLED BY THE JAMES B. BEAM DISTILLING CO., CLERMONT, BEAM, KENTUCKY

‘clean literature’ group, has been banned
in Minneapolis as too smuty for audi-
ences there.”

-

In a deplorably subjective item on the
Oxlord poetry chair. the London Times
stated, “W. H. Auden and Cecil Day-
Lewis, the poet laureate, are expected
to nominate Roy Fuller, the much re-
spected poet . . . whose recent slimy
volume New Poems was received with
something approaching rapture.”

-

1AD A PIECE LATELY? is the question
asked by neon signs for Calilornia’s Piece
O Pizza chain.

-

The Boston Globe vecently published
a recipe for French dressing that was
omitted somehow from the Alice B. Tok-
las cookbook; among other ingredients,
it called for “14 cup acid.”

-

Sexual Revolution, Department  of
Maotor Vehicles: An ad in the Florida
State University student newspaper ol
lered for sale a “1963 Honda 50. Excel-
lent running condition—just overhauled.
Must sell—I'm pregnant. (You meet the
nicest people on a Honda.)”

-

The last word on equality for women
comes 1o us from Omntario, where Mrs.
Laura Sabia, alderwoman and outspoken
champion of women’s rights, told the
Federation of Women Teachers Associa-
tions: “If nothing comes out of the Roy
al Commission on the Status of Women,
then lets pray to God and hope She will
help us.”

-

The lollowing graffito was spotted in
a New York subway surtion scrawled—
perhaps by the dirty old man from Langh-
In—on an ad for the film Chitty Chiity
Bang Bang: 1T's NOT AS GOOD AS A NITTY-
GRITTY GANG BANG,

-

Department of Jurisprudence, Evolu-
tron Division: An arucle in The Phila-
deiphia Inquirer vead, in part: “Under
challenge was an Arkansas law which
[orbids teaching ‘that mankind ascended
or descended from a lower order of ani-
mals.” " The item continued: “The court
agreed o hear arguments in the case,
probably next fall, then rule whether
such a man 15 constitutional.”

Sign of the times seen in the window
ol a Chicago dralt board: wE noxor
ALL DRAFT CARDs.

.

That Qught 10 Teach "Em: Until 175
vears ago in England. anvbody convicted
of attempting suicide was hanged.

-

We applaud the candor of the [rustrat-
ed fellow who placed the lollowing ad in
the Bardesville, Oklahoma, Examiner-
Enterprise: "Part-full time. I need three



Do it. Take off down the road to Freedom.
Alone. Or with someone else who wants to go
someplace else as much as you do.

Suzuki can take you there.

Eight new sporteycles. Eight new ways to
get you where you're going, fast.

Take a look at our T-5001II Titan. A top
speed range of 110-120 mph. 47 blazing-fast hp.
High-speed red-lined tires. Colors that jump.
Chrome all over, even on its famous Dual-Stroke
engine. Racing features like a speedo /tach panel.
All of this and more. A lot more. And of course,
the Suzuki 12 month /12,000 mile Warranty
for added protection.

The Suzuki Titan. Big, fast, stable, powerful.
Get on it. It’s the most exciting

new form of expression -
yvou'll find. o
4

For more facts, write: U.5. Suzuki Motor Corporation
13767 Freeway Drive, Dept. P-ti. Santa Fe Spring=, California 90670
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DNUMERO Uno

SEARCK 1ER <iT "

The search

for aman’s cologne end
with Numero Uno?

In all the world there are only four basic
masculine scents. With the Searcher Kit, you get the best
of each—all different, all wild.

Try all four. Then get a full-sized bottle of the one
that makes it for you.

©) Le Mans Inc. 1969

girls who will 1o replace three girls who
won't. Call Mr. Vermillion, Room D.”

Unnecessary  Footnoles Department:
On Route 17 between New Bern and
Jacksonville, North Carolina. a  sign
stuck in a ficld proclaimed, UNITED Krans
Or AMERICA—AMEETING TONIGEHET—2-10
rarL—rusnc wWeELconMi. Underneath,
squeezed in as an afterthought, were the
words WIITE ONLY.

A men's outhitter in Greenwich Village
15 aptly olfering see-through slacks “For
the Man Whe Has Evervihing.”

BOOKS

Cuban dictator Fulgencio Batista in-
sisted that Fidel Castro was dewd and
that his guerrilla force in the Sierra
Maestra had heen wiped out. But in
February 1957, Herbert Matthews of
The New York Times published an in
terview with Casiro. He was not only
alive and well but quite formidable, as
Serior  Batista  was  soon 1o discover.
Aarthews has visited Cuba and Castro
often since then, and he has read widely
about the Cuban Revolution. In  Fidel
Castro (Simon & Schuster), he has written
a lustory and analysis of that revo-
Iution and a study of the complicated
man responsible for initiating and sus-
taining it. An experienced, empirical
journalist—he was 57 when he mer the
30-year-old Castro—Mauhews is no prop
agandist. He docs not attempt 10 cu-
phemize the absence ol [ree speech and
a [ree press in Castro’s Cuba, nor does
he agree with all the works of the revo-
lution. On the other hand, Matthews
makes cdear what the benefits of the
revolution have been to the mass of
Cubans  and  rebwts several  prevailing
misjudgments about the Cuban phenom-
enon. The country has, indeed, gone
Communist, for example, but it is Cas-
o who remains in charge; as both the
Russians and the Chinese have found
out, Cuban communism is bristlingly na-
tionalistic, exploratory and self-defining.
To consider Castro a pawn ol cither
Communist bloc shows a [undamental
misconception of the man and of a
revolution that. Munthews feels, cannot
be reversed, no matter what happens to
Castro. It is deeply rooted in Cuba not
because the masses have become ardent
AMarxist-Leninists but because  this has
been a radical social revolution, one ol
the most remarkable in history, consider
ing the odds against it: Castro never had
more than 800 guerrillas belore coming
to power in January 195%: and his worst
cnemy, the most puw(:rl'u[ wiion  on
earth, is only 90 miles away. This is a
lucid guide to Castro’s decade: and, along
with Lee Lockwood's 1967 book. Castro’s
Cuba, Cuba’s Fidel, i is essenial reading
for those who would understand tlis



DEWAR'S PROFILES

( Pronounced Do-¢rs “White Label”)

RON BUCK

HOME: Malibu, California

AGE: 39

PROFESSION: Lawyer, writer, entrepreneur.
HOBBIES: Painting, writing screen plays.
LAST BOOK READ: A Lost King.

LAST ACCOMPLISHMENT: Brought, The
Factory into being, Hollywood's discothéque for
the important people who like to swing.
QUOTE: “Irankly, T hate the snobbery and the
pretense; it's how to lose friends and not influence
people. But if you're going to be in the game you
might as well play as best you can.”

PROFILE: Confident, successful, but still
struggling for an important way to express his
feelings about a frail world and its people.
SCOTCH: Dewar’s “White Label”

BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY - B6.B PROOF - © SCHENLEY IMPORTS CO.. N.Y_N.Y.
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Dewar’s never varies

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

Then, one by one, they're brought together
by the skilled hand of the master blender
of Perth.
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The 280SL. is the grand total
of everything Mercedes-Benz
engineers have learned

about high-performance
sporting machinery.

Mercedes-Benz—greatest name in
autoracing.
To some in the younger
generation, that may seem a put-on.
It'snot. No other car maker
has come close to the Mercedes-Benz
record of over 4,400 competition
victories—a glittering heritage
that stretches back to the winner of
history’s first auto race in 1894.

Mercedes-Benz sped to
supremacy through the decades
with a variety of mighty machines.
The Blitzenbenz—record holder
for 24 years. The immortal SSK.

The W125,awesome 646-horsepower
Grand Prix car.

Inthe background, you seea
Mercedes-Benz standard-bearer of
the 50°s: the invincible “Gull Wing.”
Like Mercedes-Benz cars before
and since, it bristled with sophisti-
cated engineering innovations. First
tubular-frame chassis. First
fuel-injection engine.

The Gull Wing soared to
legendary triumphs, sometimes
obliterating the checkered flag in
a blur of silver three cars deep.

Close descendant of the Gull
Wing, the 280SL possesses an almost
identical snout—and similarly shat-
tering abilities. Yet many experts
balk at calling it a true sports car.

“It's just too comfortable,” they say.

And that's the genius of this
aristocrat. It's the one thoroughbred
sporting machine that isn’t cramped
or hard-riding. Thatdoesn't make you
pay with ringing ears for a driving
experience that can stir your soul.

(Price: $7,000 to $9,000,
depending on options, taxes, etc.)

When Mercedes-Benz retired
from competition in 1955 on the heels
of two World Championships,
American auto makers were growing
more active in racing.

The results are ironic. Many
U.S. cars now sport the trappings of
racers—the stripes, the contours,
the names—but little of the basic
engineering. And today’'s Mercedes-
Benz cars, though classically simple
on the outside, are endowed with
the hearts of champions.

Where no domestic sedan has
the tenacious road-holding of a racer’s
all-independent suspension, every
Mercedes-Benz does. Where no
domestic sedan has the heroic stopping
power of a racer’'s 4-wheel disc
brakes, every Mercedes-Benz does.

If you appreciate the joys—
and safety—of superb handling,
arrange to test a Mercedes-Benz.

Whichever of 15 models
you choose, from $4,500 to $27,000,
pause asyou slip inside. Grasp the
wheel. Listen.

See if the whisper
doesn't come: “Gentlemen,
start your engines."”

Background: 300SL “Gull Wing." Foreground: new 280SL, its descendant.
For a free, 2’ x 3" wall poster of this photograph in full color, visit your nearest Mercedes-Benz showroom.

CCopyright 1969, Mercedes-Benz ol Horth America Inc,
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to capture your approaching vision.”

You could even zoom backwards, from a 50mm telephoto

shot to B.4mm wide angle, and keep the vision away for awhile. §

The Rokkor lens power zooms in 4 to 8 seconds. And the super-8
a
power Alm drive from regular speed to extra slow motion. It's
under $250 plus case. (Other Autopak-8's start at under $120

Minolta Autopak®8 K11 has an automatic clectric eye and

plus case.)

Gordon’.
It's how
the English
keep their
gin up!

—_—
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M ST LED & BOTILED 1N VKE U S & BY
TME DeSTILLERS COMPANY [IMITED
LRGN, M1 - FLain "

Let down on the
distinctive dryness,
the delicate flavour of
Gordon's Gin? Never!
Every bottle is based
on Mr. Gordon'’s original
1769 formula. So you
pour a drier drink

in 1969, our 200th
Anniversary year.

A fanatic devotion to
our discoverer?
Perhaps.

But then any other
way just wouldn't be
cricket!

PROOUCT OF U.S.A, 100%NEUTRAL SPIRITS DISTILLED FROM ERAIN. 50 PRODF. GOROON'S ORY Gk €D., LTD., LINDEN, .1,

singular man and the portents of his
revolution for the rest of Latin America
—and for the United States.

Jean Genet, so the story goes, wrote
his first and perhaps greatest novel, Our
Lady of the Flowers, on brown paper
supplied prison inmates in France to
nutke bags in their “free” time, His latest
book to be published here, actually
written 25 years ago, Funeral Rites (Grove).
seems to have been inscribed on a flim-
sier surface. Genet's usually powerful
combination of intense homosexunal-
criminal  gossip, exacerbated  Catholic
imagery and  existential  anguish—all
sct Torth in a poetic rhetoric that never
loses touch with a weird psychological
truth—somehow  doesn’t ignite in  this
novel. Ostensibly a lament over the
death of a young lover killed fighting in
the Resistance batle for Paris, it is really
an exploration of power and its mani-
lold corruptions and betrayals. But the
magic world of the prison—magical at
Ieast in Genet's imagination—has here
been replaced by the very real world of
French politics, when French patriots of
all classes and parties were united in
combating the Nazis. In this situation,
Genet’s hang-up with bourgeois hypoc-
risy leads him into elaborately absurd
cfforts to shock his countrymen by de-
picting  Joan of Arc (symbolically,
Charles de Gaulle) as a bedraggled shut
and by hailing Hider as the master
queer who gets his kicks by sending
handsome young men to the slaughter,
What is oflten intriguing in Genet sud-
denly becomes callous and, more [atally,
boring and banal. Certain kinds of real-
ity, such as the tragic reality of Nazi
power and its criminal abuses, cannot be
fitted into Genet's private vision of the
tortured dialectic between brute strength
and compliant  passivity. Funeral Rites
was written in 1944, in the heat of the
moment; by 1958, when he completed
his play The Blacks. Genet had found a
way to deal with a highly charged polit
cal question that was moving and true 10
both himself and history.

The Tragedy of Lyndon Johnson (Knopl),
according to histortan Eric Goldman, is
that of “the strong man overwhelmed
by forces from within and without.”
Goldman ought to know. He spent
nearly three vears in the White House
as L. B. ]'s intellectual in residence. a
position ‘that seems 1o have yielded few
rewards  beyond  the material he  col-
lected for this memoir. Life with L. B. J.
was always tense, often chaotic and
sometimes humiliating. Goldinan is not
entirely cleiwr as to which forces from
within  finally defeated the President.
Was it his mania for secrecy? His sus-
picion, verging on paranoia, of all criti-
cism, even when it was [riendly and
constructive?  His spread-cagle  patiot-
ism, which caused him to leap before he



In this fast-charging, fast-changing
world, you can rely on it: PLAYBOY
is always good news. And the good
word, too. Our beat is the man’s
world — and we cover it on the up-
beat all year long.

IN PLAYBOY the accent’s on enter-
tainment — that happy blend of the
fun and the fascinating, the new
and the noteworthy, fiction ond fact
—to make every page, every pic-
torial, worth a discerning man'’s time
and attention.

ENTER YOUR SUBSCRIPTION NOW.
The advontages are well worth
remembering:

+ a full $3.00 saving off the $13.00
single-copy price

= 12 extraordinary issues — includ-
ing those $1.50 year-end specials

= first-off-the-press copies to keep
you “one up” and ahead of the
others

- automotic, effortless, delivered-to-
your-door convenience

* and PLAYBOY is there when you
want if.

WHY MISS SELLOUTS? Why miss
anything? There’s a whole wonder-
ful world of ond in PLAYBOY, the
magazine for, by and about men
in the know. Youl!

THE UPBEAT — the funniest fiction
now being written by such sages of
satire as Art Buchwold, Jean Shep-
herd, Bill Cosby, Roger Price, P. G.
Wodehause. Cartoonery and fool-
ery from the riotous PLAYBOY regu-
lars: Silverstein, Gahan Wilson, Erich
Sokol, Interlandi, Dedini and the
rest of the best. THE CLEAR BEAT—
exclusive interviews to entertain and
enlighten: fact, fun and even furor
from newsnotables like Gore Vidol,
Ralph Nader, Don Rickles, Stanley
Kubrick—and whoever’s new next.

EDITORIAL EXPEDITIONS — into the
colorful, even the controversial. It

was PLAYBOY who first presented
Rep. Thomos B. Curtis’ revolutionary
plan to end the draft; Justice Wil-
liam O. Douglas’ wornings about
invasion of privacy in the U.S;
Bishop James A. Pike's olternative to
income tax — taxing organized reli-
gion. PICTURE PORTFOLIOS—those
glamorous girls, those leading ladies
from the near and far corners of
the world. JAZZ with Not Hentoff.
TRAVEL with Len (Ipcress File) Deigh-
ton. RACING with Ken W. Purdy.
SPECTACULARS! SPORTS! PLUS,
PLUS, PLUS!

PLAYBOY IS A NEW “HAPPENING"”
EVERY MONTH. Be there when it
happens — with your personal copy
of PLAYBOY. Use the handy post-
age-paid envelope attached or
coupon below.

PLAYBOY:
.Save me money.
Please enter my subscription for

AIWAYS
GOOD NEWS

Playboy Building,
219 N. Michigan Ave.,
Chicago, Ill. 60611

I [] 1 year at $10 (save $3.00 off $13 single-copy price) my name
(please print)
[] 3 years at $24 (save $15.00 off $39 single-copy price)
address
I [] bill me later [] payment enclosed
[] new subscription [] renewal city stote zip
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Anycarwax
will bead water.

Swell, but water isn’t what ruins
yvour car’s paint. What will ruin it
is bad stuff like industrial smog,
road tar, tree sap, and you-know-
what. To keep bad stuff from your
car’s paint, give it the protection
of the hardest, most durable wax
known, carnauba wax, the secret
of Classic Wax.

Just rub on Classic Wax with
a damp cloth, then dust off. Takes
about an hour for a full size car.

Classic Wax. The good stuff
that keeps off the bad stuft.

CLASSIC PRODUCTS,LTD.,
2616 N.Tamarind Ave.,W. Palm Beach, Fla, 33407

looked wherever some small. benighted
nation affronted the American flag (in
Panama. in the Dominican Republic, in
Vietnam)? Mainly. Goldman seems to be
saying, 1t was L. B. J.'s Lailure 1o under-
stand the manners and motivations of
“Metroamericans,” Goldman’s compound
coinage for that rising class of suburban-
ites who cherish style, status and the
memory ol John F. Kennedy., The Metro-
american, he says. is “liberal without
ideology . . . flexible. pragmatic and a
devoree of the ironic edge” The ill-
stinrred White House Festival of 1the Arts,
which Goldman organized, was in part a
devige 10 enthrall Metroamerica. Begin-
ning as a pscudo event. it grew into an
unmitigated disaster when Robert Low-
cll vefused a White House invitation on
the grounds that his presence would im-
ply an endorsement of the war in Viet-
. Other hominavies followed suit. and
some of those who showed up circulated
antiwar  petitions. The  futility of the
festival scems symbolic. Despite luis loyal-
ty and forbearance—until the publica-
tion of this bhook—Goldman  himsell
never won the President’s confidence.
L.. B. |.’s suspicion ol Eastern intellectu-
als was lodged deep in his Texas heart.
“These people.” he kept muttering.
“Whit do they want [rom me?” He never
lound out.
-

“Fidelman, a sell-confessed [ailure as a
painter, came to Italy o prepare a criti-
cal stedy of Giowo. . . " Thus begins
Pictures of Fidelman (Farrar, Straus & Gi-
roux). Fidelman, born in the Bronx,
wearing a pair of oxblood shoes. owing
much to an archetypal sister by the name
of Bessie, comes as a pilgrim, experiences
cestasy and defeat, undergoes metamor-
phosis, gives up art and emerges the mas-
terpiece of lns areator. Bernard Malamud.
An Exlubition. the subtitle, is perfect lor
this work, a portion ol which has illumi-
nated PLAyBoY's pages. It docsn’t have the
construction that a novel is supposed to
have but is. rather, a series of vivid fres-
coes. Part real. part allegovical, the ex-
hibition  depicts nrm—Fidel-man.  the
Laithlul one—who begins his pilgrimage
Lairly pure in heart and ends blasted and
betrayed, but still faithful in his fashion,
During the journey. Fidelman learns
humility through Shimon Susskind, a con-
stipated  prophet who  sells  religious
trinkets in Roman plazas and embodies
more Giotto in a shrug than Fidelman
manages to incorporate into his entire
manuscript.  Everybody  puts Fidelman
down—an [talian givl painter with whom
he lives and sometimes loves: pimps and
prostitutes: the public: and always Fidel-
man himsell, who knows in his bursting,
questing heart of hearts that when it
comes to the real thing in art. he is a
schilimazel. Malamud. however, is the
real thing. To take one’s gilt to the
borders ol the possible, and then beyond,

courting absurdity in the abstractions of
the spirit, is a risk few dare to take
Malamud dares. And here he succeeds.
Hilariously funny. colorful as Chagall.
sad as history, prolound as art. and al-
ways with 1ts tenacious roots deep in
Jewish soil. Pictuves of Fidelman fulkils
the dream of every artist: by his art, to
transform man into myth.
-

There have been many bad novels
about Hollvwood. but Ray Russell’s The
Colony (Sherbowrne) is not one of them.
A bristly black comedy ol the movie biz,
it is. by turns, funny. erotic, tragic and
macabre. Although Russell denies that
the novel is autobiographical, he cannot
deny that it is about an ex—magazine
editor from Chicago who defects to Hol-
lywood to pursue a writing career and
that its author is an ex—-magazine editor
from Chicago—rravsoy's former Ex-
ecutive Editor, as a matter ol fact—
who defected to Hollvywood lor the same
purpose. It is a rveasonable assumption
that the book is based, at least in part,
on personal experience, and  wruth s
proverbially stranger than fiction. Con-
structed like a mosaic, of many colorful
tesserae, the book tells not one story
but several: that of Rudy Smith, for
example, who harbors a vendetta against
a Rolls-Royce; ol Robin Craig, a super-
star bizarrely done in by a vengeful
woman: of Lovey Dovey, the beautilul,
bed-hopping  voung actress who  rises
from total obscurity to stardom in the
course of the book uand whose frankness
and resilience make her one of the novel’s
most believable and engaging characters,
Many other driumintis personae populate
the novel, and though some ol them
come dangerously close to being stock
types, they are saved from this late by
Russell’s unilagging humor and 20-20 in-
sights. Several chapters first appeared, in
somewhat dillerent form, in PLAVBOY.

-

Somewhere between pulp and Proust,
in the wansient land of Bestsellerdom,
there's a $400.000 gold mine. Tt belongs
to Mario Puzo. who has hit the mother
lode on his third novel, The Godfather
(Putnam), a swilt, sure narrative about
the rise, [all and recovery of a Malia
family in New York. In one blow, the
book establishes Puzo as a pezzonovante,
a .4-caliber big shot, along with Helen
MacInnes and James Michener—writers
who are o good to be put down but
not good enough to be put up for the
National Book Award. Puzo’s talent is
for pacing and authenticity. Assembling
a cast ol characters as large as Cosa
Nostra informer Joe Valachi's (several, in
[act, seem outright steals), he leads them
through Laibyrinthine intrigues, lucrative
rackets and bloody wars, without pausing
for breath. No matter that the characters
(indluding a populir male singer who
loses his voice, wins the Academy Award




The icedman cometh S

to the
Kings Road Gollection.

As you can see, we know whar frosts
most guys. It's trying to look cool in clothes
that look hot. Which is why we've come up
with cooler than cool sportstuff in colors to
match—iced lemon, iced watermelon, iced
coffee and iced blue.

For instance, white striped Ban-Lon®
mock turtles of Textralized® nylon that
won't lose their cool or shape even when

ine washed and twumble dried.
They're under $11. Then there's our

alking shorts, under $8. Either solid

k a pattern. Traditionally styled
with plain front and belt loops and
Perma-Prest®, of course.

Cometh to The-Men's-

Store and charge them on Sears

Revolving Charge.
o'o
KINGS
ROAD

COLLECTION

The store within a store at Sears, Roebuck and Co.
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A front tire designed for steering.
A rear tire designed for traction.

NN NV




Because your front wheels steer
the car and your rear wheels push it.

So simple, it's hard to believe nobody
ever thought of it before, isn't it2

Well, that's the way it iswith the truly great
ideas. They usually have that “why-didn't-I-
think-of-that” ring to them. Simply because
they make so much sense.

And now we'd like to tell you just how
much sense our new tires, The Uniroyal
Masters;, do make.

Let's start with the front tire.

Ithas nine tread rows (count them) as op-
posed to the five tread rows that most of the
tires on the road today have. Which means
you always have an enormous amount of
biting edges [they're the little slits in the tread
rows) in contact with the road.

This leads to excellent steering control.

And, if you'll look closely at the groove
between the last two tread rows on either
side of the tire, you'll see that it's straight.
(The rest of the grooves, you'll notice, are
kind of zigzag.) This makes cornering just
about as smooth as it can be.

Now let's go to the rear fire.

First of all, it's a wider tire than the front.

kind of surface: smooth, dirt, mud, even snow.

(We'd like to mention that although our
rear tires can function as snow tires, they're
not noisy like snow tires. That's because the
deep-lug tread is on the inside of the tire, so
that the noise factor is dissipated underneath
the car.)

Incidentally, see how the biting edges
on the tread of both fires (except for the
deep-lug section of the rear tirel are at
ninety-degree angles from side to side. Well,
this results in excellent road bite when you
hit the brakes. Even on wet roads.

Both front and rear tires also have steel-
reinforced tread—and a belt underneath
the tread—for hazard protection {as well as
extra mileage). And if, through some incred-
ible feat of strength, a nail does manage to
get through all that, there’s a special liner
underneath which will strangle the nail and
cut off virtually all air leakage.

The Uniroyal Masters seem almost too
good to be true, don't they? In fact, they
sound like such a revolutionary tire concept,
you're a little hesistant to try them.

So to start out with, you have
the benefit of more rubber on
the road.

Also, the combination of the
regular tread pattern and the
deep-lug tread pattern gives

UNIROYAL

We understand. Not very
long ago, people felt the same
way about tires with air in them.,
For the name and address of the

Uniroyal dealer nearest you, just
call 800-243-0355 free. (In

you superb traction on any

Conn., dial 853-3600 collect)

The Uniroyal Masters

From the people who brought you The Rain Tire” &Tiger Paw”
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ique experience.

It's out of this world.

Look for the spaceship display wherever
extra six packs in cold storage.

Colt 45 Mait Liquor is sold. Then put a couple of

Take off on a completely un

© The National Brewing Co. of Balto.. Md., at Balto., Md. Also Phoenix = Miami « Delroit

Boots — Herbert Levine

Bill Blass for Roxanne

Bathing Suit -

= Jewelry — Ruth Sansegundo «
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and goes on to become a producer) never
quite make it off the printed page. Nev-
er mind that the godfather himsell, Don
Vito Corleone—a combination of the
more wirmly remembered qualities of
Vito Genovese and Joe Prolac, the olive
oil king of Brooklyn—comes across as
a man whose persuasive reasonableness
and probity might be favorably compared
with the nine Justices of the U.S. Su
preme Court. Be gratelul that Puzo s
vastly knowledgeable about the workings
ol the Mafia and writes of his conspirators
con spirito.

One day last August, a Democratic
county chairman in Pennsylvania called
up the alorementioned best-selling author
James Michener and asked il he would
hke to be a Presidential elector from that
state. When Michener answered “Sure”
he embarked on an eye-opening journey
into an clectoral wonderland, a politico-
delic trip that has lelt him convinced that
the American method ol electing Presi-
dents is a “time bomb lodged near the
heart of the nation.” In Presidential Lottery
(Random House), Michener combines his
personal experience as a member of the
archaice elecoral college with a hisiori
ail overview 1o praduce surprisingly
fascinating  and  disquicting  report on
the complex subject of electoral relorm.
Members of the electoral college. selecred
by cronyism or chance and legally free o
cast their votes for whomever they wish,
regardless of how the people of their
state vote, have the capabilities ol turni
any dose election into a horse-trading
shambles. The system of passing the deci-
sion to the House ol Representatives if
no candidate wins the majority of the
college’s votes—the upshot that George
Wallace so desperately hoped  for last
November—holds the potential lor a
host of unpredictable possibilities. Tt was
quite possible last November, for exam-
ple, by a series ol adroit moves. lor
Muskie or Rockelfeller (or even Miche
ner, for that matter) o have wound up
as Chiel Exccutive. Michener surveys al
ternative systems thar might defuse the
clectoral time bomb—such as changing
the winner-take-all aspect of state-by-state
voting to a lorm ol proportiomil weight
ing, or instituting a direct populir vote
lor the Presidency. His personalized han
dling of this usually dry subject brings
the seriousness of the problem  home
with chilling ellect,

-

Some years ago, a young writer made
a surprise success with a novel  called
Mis. Bridge—a scrubbed mosaic of wry
and touching episodes about a Midwestern
lawver's wile. Since then, Evan 8. Connell,
Jr.. has written other novels (The Patrior,
Diavy of a Rapist), prize-winning storics
and curiosities such as Notes from a Bot-
tle Found on the Beach at Carmel, a sort

For people who might
think the+in GT6+

1s justa gimmick:

Magnetic gas cap that seals
itsell, even if you lorget.

Not just decoration. .. louvres
that work for flow-through ventila-

Heating grid fused into rear
tion.

window to keep the fasthack fog-
free. IU's tinted, oo,

The car may be flashy but now
the dash is non-reflective.

For better cornering, new
wishbone independent suspension
system on the rear wheels.

So all of you rides more com-
fortably, body-contoured seats with
integral head restraints.

Added power to make a fast
lastback faster,

Mag-style wheel covers 1o go
with those pencil-stripe sidewalls.

'69 GT6+
LOOK FOR YOUR NEAREST TRIUMPH DEALER IN THE YELLOW FAGES, AVAILABLE FOR OVERSEAS DELIVERY,
BRITISH LEYLAND MOTORS INC., 600 WILLOW TREE ROAD, LECNIA, N.J. OT605,
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TEMPO. You step ahead in time. In finely-tuned
leathers, heritage-antiqued. With comfort that’s
music to your feet. Stark white, and stupendous colors.
Shoes with syncopated hardware. TEMPO. The swinger.
Priced from $16.00. In fine stores. . Get the beat!

Crosby
square

Fine Shoemakers Since 1867

Division of Shoe Corp. of America Milwaukee, Wisconsin 53212. Also in Canada.

rioaldr

revisited

Peek through the keyhole of the past
and share the lusty humor of MORE
PLAYBOY'S RIBALD CLASSICS. Enjoy the
escapades of knights and noblemen,
kings, czars and holy men os they pur-
sue and persuade the desirable damsels
of another age. An all-new collection
of rollicking adventures and misadventures, these amorous anec-
dotes are taken from the timeless tales of Dumas, Casanova, Balzac,
Boccaccio and 32 other masters of the droll and uninhibited, and
retold in the modern manner for the delight of urbane readers
everywhere, just as they are each month in PLAYBOY's lively and
popular monthly feature. Illustrated with woodcuts by Robert Dance.
Treat yourself to 192 pages of good, old-fashioned fun made new
with MORE PLAYBOY'S RIBALD CLASSICS, BB1220 softcover, 95c.
Available at your bookdealer or send check or money order to
Playboy Press, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
lll. 60611.

ol Zen incrustation of thoughts and quo-
tattons. and f Am a Lover, an effulgently
romantic  coflee-table  ttem  saived  hom
acamy sacdharinity by the author's asurm
gent wit. Now. with a most unpronnsing
subject. Connell has come up with his
most successiul novel. M. Bridge (Knopt).
which tells the other side ol the story in
his first book, the wiy and touching his
tory ol Mys, Bridge's hushand. Again. he
uses the mosaic method-—rapidly accumu
Lating vignentes thar masterlullv surround
the subject. the hevo and the world. With
admirable conwol. he ans the comic epi-
sades just short ol the sivlish punch line.
and therefore aces out the reader. s o
pecudiar and idiosynaatic wechnique but,
more important. e absoluely appropri
ate once. An unlikely svmpathy for M.
Bridge is the swvle's seaet weapon. 1l
Connell msisted on his Tondness. the read-
cr would hate Mr. Bridge: but what he
does not ask is therefore Treely given. The
remider that humanuy exists in odd
places 15 a necessary one. and the reader’s
discovery that he shares this recognition
is onc of the deep and disturbing satislac
nons ol this book. Besides, there is no
better recent wext about what 1t was like
to own stocks. dishke Jews, [ret abour
bohemians. noncommunicate with  clil-
dren, practice law in a small own, resent
the big dtv, distrust  foreigners, repress
sexuality. buy property and [ret about the
neighborhood. ignore history and own the
world in the Lite Thirtes and carly For-
ties. In other words. Connell’s M. Bridge
is a brilliant dissection of the quintessen-
tial small-wwn WASP—perlo med under
the Light of high ar. with irony, insight
and a bleak pity.
-

The anoual mass migration ol Ameri-
Gins 1o the Continent 1s about to bhegin.
il vou decide 1o pick up a guidebook
belore you embark—and we so recom-
mend—here are four ol the best and
maost pepular to consider:

Fielding's Travel Guide to Europe (Morrow)
I» Americ’s most i);lills{.’lkillgh' prepared,
consistently accurate and  enthusiastically
written European wravel tome. A chap
with demanding taste. Temple Fielding
is superh when the subject is great hotels
and restaurants. which he describes lov-
inglyv: when they're not up o his con-
siderable standards, he strikes while his
ire 1s hot. The book’s onlv minor faule
1s its near dearth of sight-secing infor-
mation. which Fielding apparently feels
the reader can get elsewhere and which
happens to be correct.

Now in its tenth vear ol publication,
Let's Go: The Student Guide to Europe (Hur-
vard Studenmt Agencies). rescarched, wrt-
ten and edited by Hanrvard University
undergraduates. is by Lar the best Euro-
peian guidebook for the under-30 genera-
tion. The emphasis is on budger value:
In additon to a solid base ol student



GIRL WATCHERS

BARGUIDE

PRIZE DRINK RECIPES
made with all types of liquor

Special Offer!
Save! NEW line of Southern Comfort

Steamboat Glasses

New straight-sice shape with broad gold kp. like
the latest expensive glasses. Blue and gold decor,

A. HIGHBALL GLASS
Generous size for serving highballs
and other 1all favories.
Set of 8 glasses (12-0z. size)

5395
B. ODUBLE OLO-FASHIONED
All-purpose glass for highballs,
on-the-rocks, even coolers.

Set of B glasses (14-o0z. size) 5395
C. ON-THE-ROCKS GLASS

On-the-rocks, mists, “short” highballs.

Set of B glasses (B-oz. size)

PLUS matching 2-o0z. Masters 95
Measure glass (9 glasses) 3

0. ON-THE-ROCKS STEM GLASS
Popular new shape for on-the-rocks
and “short™ drinks.

Set of 6 glasses (7-o0z. size) $395

E. MASTER MEASURE GLASS

Versatile single glass enables vou o

pour all the correct measures. Marked

for 15 oz, ; % oz, (14 jigeer): 1V oz,
{pgeer): 2 oz sold alone 50¢

F. "STEAMBOAT" NAPKINS
Color-mated Lo glasses, napkins say
“Smooth Sathing ™

Five packages of 40 each 5100
G. TALL COOLER GLASS

New tall. slender shape for serving
Collinses and coolers,

Set of B glasses(12)2-0z.size) $395
SEND FOR YOURS TODAY!
Frint your name and address. Order items desired
by letter and send check or money order to:
Dept. 65P
Southern Comfort Corp.
P.O. Box 12430
St. Louis, Mo. 63132

Prices include shipping cosis.

ONer voud in Georgia. New Hampshire.
Tennessee, Texas. and Canada.

SOUTHERN COMFORT CORPORATION,
100 PRODF LIQUEUR. ST. LDUIS. MD. 63132
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how to be a great

happy hour
mixer—

from an expert’s
point of view

An inside look at what top bartenders do!

There's no more enjoyable hobby than girl-watching

... and no better time for pursuing it than the Happy
Hour. The observant host knows the Happy Hour 1s at its
best when favorite drinks are expertly mixed. So read this
new barguide carefully. 1t will make mixing time far happier!

This guide shows you how to mix luscious tall coolers and smooth
cocktails . . . the way they make them at famous hotels and restaurants.
It has easy-to-follow recipes for well-known drinks made with all
of the popular basic liguors: Bourbon, Scotch, gin, vodka, rum,
Southern Comfort. There’s more to mixing than meets the eye. But
once you learn the basic principle of drink mixing, you'll even be
able to improve many drinks. Just remember this: (1) Most drinks are
based on a single Tiquor: (2) other ingredients are added to enhance
that base. (3) But, no matter what you add . . . the taste of the basic
liquor sfill comes through! Because this is so, it’s easy for you to
improve a wide variety of drinks . . .

Just learn the experts’ secret for improving drinks

Knowledgeable barmen simply *“‘switch™ the basic liquor called for
in the recipe . . . to one with a more satisfying taste. A perfect example
is their use of Southern Comfort instead of ordinary liquor as a
smoother, tastier base for Manhattans, Old-Fashioneds, Sours, etc.
The same switch improves the taste of tall drinks like the Collins
and Tonic, too. The difference. of course, is in the unique flavor of
Southern Comfort. It adds a deliciousness no other basic hiquor can.
Mix one of these drinks the usual way; then mix the same drnink with
Southern Comfort. Compare them. The improvement is remarkable.
But to understand why this is true, make the taste test in this guide.

i SOUTHERN COMFORT CORFORATION 1569
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Tips for better drinks

Don’t guess: Measure! The
best drinks are made by exact
measurements of the finest
mgredients, Basic measures are:
pony = | oz.; jipger = 114 oz
dash = 4 10 6 drops.

Shake or stir? In ceneral, stir
drinks made with cfear liquors.
Shake those with hard-to-blend
mgredrents hke fruit juice. For a
“lrothy collar,” add a tablespoon
epg white before shaking.

Ice is important! Always use
freshly made we. Change for each
round, and don™t skimp. Nothing’s
worse than a lukewarm cold drink.,
For best results, buy packaped
ice, s free of chemicals, air
bubbles, impurities, I1's crysial
clear. slower melting. Makes
dninks taste and look better.

What is Southern Comfort?

Although it's used like an ordinary
whiskey, Southern Comfort tastes
much diffcrent than any other basic
liquor. It actually tasies good. right
out of the bottle! And there's a
reason. In the days of old New
Orleans, one talented gentleman was
disturbed by the taste of even the
fincst whiskevs of his day. So he
combined rare and delicious ingredi-
ents, to create this superb, unusually
smooth, speciad kind of basic liquor.
Thus Southern Comfert was born!
Its formula is still a Family secret . . .
its delicious taste still unmatched by
any other liquor. Try it on-the-rocks
. . . then you'll understand why it
improves most mixed drinks, too,

You furnish the liguor
and friends : we furnish
everything elfse . . .

SEND FOR THIS KIT!

INCLUDES

HAPPY HOUR FLAG
Large {(12°x18%) NMlag of gay blue
and red on white cloth. Fly -it
outside the house or at the bar—
to greet Happy Hour puests.

{ Pole and cord nor included.)

24 INVITATIONS

Tells friends : *You are inviled
... the Happy Hour flag will be
Mying at (you wrile in time and
place).” Flag decor. Personal
nole size ; envelopes included.

80 NAPKINS

Quality cocktail napkins with
Happy Hour Mag. They give
drinks a decorative note, add to
atmosphere, as guests mingle.

Yours ’50

for just

ORDER YOURS TODAY !

Print name and address.
Send check or money order 1o:

Dept YHP Happy Hour Enterprises
P, (). Hox | IR,

St Lowis, Mo, 63132

Price includes shipping custs.

Offer void in Canada and in any
state where prohibited by Law,



LEARN HOW
TO MPROVE
MOST DRINKS

Make this simple “on-the-rocks” test

Your choice of a basic liguor influences

the taste of any drink you mix. Prove it to

yoursell with this test . . . and learn the

real secret of making better drinks. Fill

three short glasses with cracked ice. Pour

) a jigger of Scotch or Bourbon into one, a
jigger of gin into another. and a jigger of

/ Southern Comfort into the third, Then . ..

First — sip the whiskey, then the gin. Now do the same with Southern
Comfort. Sip if, and yvou've found a completely different basic liquor

one that actually tastes good with nothing added. No wonder so
many experts use 1t instead of the conventional whiskey called for in
many recipes . _ . this “switch™ improves most drinks tremendously.

Incidentally, on-the-rocks is among the most pepular ways to drink
all hiquors today. Southern Comfort is at its best this way (add twist
of lemon peel). It has a delicionsness no other liquor can match.

But the amazing thing about Southern Comfort is its mixing ability.
It improves not only drinks traditionally made with whiskey, but even
tall coolers usually using gin, vodka, ete. This guide shows you how
o mix many drinks borh ways. Select one. Compare both recipes.
See how Southern Comfort gives the same drink a far better taste.

First, try the best - and easiest - of all Collinses



GComfort Collins

Cool companion of champion girl-gazers
at Hotel Fontainebleau, Miami Beach

Try it. See how a simple switch in basic liquors makes
this the best-tasting, easiest-to-mix Collins by far.

Jigger (1% oz.) Southern Comfort«juice % lime=7-UP

Mix Scuthern Comfort and lime juice in a tall glass.
Add ice cubes and fll with 7-UP. It's dehcious!

* Southerrr Comfort®




See-worthy mate of skippers whe land
at Anthony’'s Pier 4, Boston

Tall. smooth, and temfic! Make it wath Southern
Comfon, and you'll st the best torc dnnk of all

1 pgger (1% cz ) Southern Comfon
Jurce, nnd Y hme (optonal) = Quinine water {tomcj

Squeeze lime over ice cubes in 1all glass, add nnd
Pour in Sourhern Comfore, flf with 1onic and stir

*Southern Confort®



Play it cool with Happy Hour drinks like these!

- GIN "N TONIC

Juice, nnd ¥ hme « 1 pgger gin = CQuinine water {tonic)

f

Squeeze hme over e cubes in a tall glass and add
rind. Pour i gin fill with tonic and stir.

TOM COLLINS

1 tspn. sugar = ¥ jigger fresh lemon juice
1 pgger (1% cz.) qin - sparkhng water

f::—"_‘i

Use tall glass: dissclve sugar in juice. add ice
cubes and gqin. Fill with sparkhng water. Stir,

Jotin Cothns: Use Bourbon or rye mstead of gin.

= RUM "N COLA
Juice, nnd 4 hme - 1 pgger hght rum « cola
Squeere lime over ice cubes in a fall glass.
Add nind and rum. Filf with cola and stir
Instead of rum, see what a comfort 5. C. 5 1o cola.
LEMON COOLER
As served al £l Mwador Hilton, Falm Springs
1 jigger (1% oz.} Southern Comfort
Schweppes Bitter Lemon

Fowr Southerrt Comfort over iceé cubes in

fi a talf glass. Fiull wath Butter Lemon and stir.
w w PLANTER'S PUNCH

- L]
- Juice of ' lernon - juice of % orange
X 4 dashes Curacac - 1 jigger {1%:cz) Jamaicarum
- Shake: pour mnto tall glass filled with cracked
¢ rce; stir. Decorate with fruif, add straws.
e WHISKEY SOUR
Ll ;
'F L | 1 yigger (1% oz.) Bourbon or rye
I Yy ¥ pgger fresh lemon juice » 1 tspn. sugar
. __#.j Shake with cracked ice strawn o glass.

Add orange shce on rim of glass and a cherry.

The smoother Sour, as mixed at Hotel Mark Hopkins, San Francisco

1 jigger (1% oz.)
Southern Comfort

¥ jigger fresh lemon juice

% teaspoon sugar

Shake with cracked ice; strain
into glass. Add orange sfice on
rim of glass and a cherry. The
switch in basic liguor makes
this the smoothest, most deli-
CiOus Sour you've ever rasted,




Comfort Julep

Eyed with pleasure when they gather
at the Brown Hotel. Louisville

Here are the perfect measurements for the perfected
julep. as mixed in the aty where juleps were born.
4 sprigs mint = dash water - 2 oz. Southern Comfort

Use a tall glass. crush mint in water. Pack with
cracked rce. pour i S.C. and stir until frosted

Bourben julep- Add 1 tspn. sugar 1o mint; Bourbon replaces 5. C

*Southern Contforr®




Perfect measurements for swinging favorites!

BLOODY MARY

2 jiggers tomato juice = 1 jigger (1% oz.) vodka
¥ pigger fresh lemon juice

Dash of Worcestershire sauce

Salt. pepper to taste. Shake with cracked ice
untif chilled, and strain into 6-oz. glass.

MARGARITA

1 jigger {1% oz.) white Cuervo tequila
%oz . Tnple Sec-1 oz. fresh hme or lemon juice

Muousten cocktail glass rim with fruit rind: Spin
rim in salt. Shake ingredients with cracked
ice. Strain into gfass. Sip over salted nm.

SCREWDRIVER
1 jigger (1% oz)) vodka - orange juice
' Put ice cubes into a -0z glass. Add vodka;

fiff with orange juice and suir,
A new twist: Use Southern Comfon mswead of vodka,

%
! GIN RICKEY
- % 1 figger gin « juice. rind ¥ lime = sparkling water
i |
i v4 g Squeeze hme over ice cubes in 8-0z. glass
‘ Add nind. gin: fiff wiath sparkling water; stir.

To really “rev up” a nckey, use Southesn Comfon instezd of gin

= _- MANHATTAN

b

L 1 Jigger Bourbon or rye + ¥ 0z sweet vermouth
Dash of Angostura bitters (optional)
Snr with cracked ice and strain: add cherry.

Dry Manhanizn: Use dry vermouth and a owist of lemen peel.
o Fob Roy {Scowch Manhattan). 1% oz Seowch ¥ or sweer
L —— vermouth, bitters; mux as above. Serve with a twist of leman peel.

Improved recipe used at The Mayflower's Town & Country Room, Washington, D.C.

Comfort®
Manhattan




Bikini-watchers® delight at Sheraton’'s
Royal Hawaiian Hotel in Honolulu

Natch this exotic dnnk become your great summer love !
It's the most refreshing cooler under the sun

Juice ' hime« 1 % 0z, Southern Comfort = pineapple juice

Fack talf glass with crushed wce. Add hime jurce and
Southern Comfort. Fill wirth pineapple juice. sir

* Sowthern Comfort”
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Easily mixed drinks for guys and their dolls . . .

DRY MARTINI
4 parts gin or vodka - 1 parl dry vermouth

Str with cracked ice: strain into chilled cockrad gfass.
Serve with a green olive or twist of lemon peef.

For a Gibson, use 5 pants gin o 1 pant vermouth; serve wah peard onon

SCARLETT O'HARA
Tlus farmous dnink’s as intriguing as its namesake

1 pgger (1% oz} Southern Comfort - juice % fresh lime
1 pgger Ocean Spray cranberry juice cocktail

Shake with cracked ice and strain into cocktail glass.

COMFORT" OLD-FASHIONED

A favonite at the Hotels Ambassador. Chicago

Dash Angostura bitters - Y oz. sparkling water
Y2 tspn_sugar (optional) - 1 pgger Southern Comfort

Snr bitters. sugar, waler in glass: add ice cubes, 5.C
Top with rwist of lermon peel, orange shce. and cherry.

Aegquiar Did-Fastaoned. Str 1 1spn, sugar with water and biters.
and replace Southern Comfon with Bourbon or rye

DAIQUIRY

Juice ¥z hme or % lemon « 1 1spn. sugar
1 pgger (1% oz.) hght rum

Shake with cracked ice uniil the shaker
frosts. Stramn into cackiad glass.

To gne your Daigun a new atcent, use Southemn
Combort instead of rum, only ¥ spn. suger

GIMLET

4 parts gin or vodka
1 part Rose's sweetened lime juice

Shake with cracked ice: strain into glass.

ALEXANDER

¥ oz fresh cream

% oz, creme de cacao

1 ngger {1¥% oz.) Southern Comfort
or gin or brandy

Shake with cracked ce and stram.

GRASSHOPPER

¥ oz. fresh cream
I oz. white creme de cacat
1 oz, green creme de menthe

Shake with cracked 1ce or mix n
electnc blender, strain inlo glass.

That's all. men ... now watch yourself
become the best mixer in your crowd!

Want to join the American Society of Girl Watchers?

To get complete Gl Watcher's Membership Kir—lapel emblem, waller
card, and 96 -page Girl Watcher s Gurde—send your narme and address
with 52.50 to: ASGW. 250 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 10007,



accommodittions, Let’s Go also offers an
excellent list ol inexpensive, friendly
hotels. The book’s prime asset is its night-
life coverage, for Harvard kids drift into
Ewopean citics looking—as do  most
young Americans—Ilor informal evening
action. Regardless of how much bread vou
have 1o spend. if you're young, Let's Go
1s worth a long look.

Fodor's Guide to Ewrope (McKay). the
heart of Eugene Fodor's travel-publishing
cmpire, unfortunately has no soul: Em
ploying 140 “area specialists™ as contrib
utors, Fodor edits their copy into leaden
prosc even weightier than the 1045-page
book. But if Fodor is a yawn to read, he
docs see fit to supply the reader with
more comprechensive sightseeing informa
tion than anyone c¢lse in the Europein-
guidebook game today. And unlike his
competitors, Fodor covers castern ];'umpc
in detail.

Aboard and Abroad: Olson’s Complete Travel
Guide to Evrope (Lippincott) is an amiably
written. uselul guide to the Continent’s
pleasures. Harvey Olson is Tar from com-
prchensive in his touring  information
and unspecific as to which hotels and
restaurants in his lists are the best 1o
patronize. Yet, the volume (now in its
I5th revised edition) is the most literate
of popular guidebooks. and Olson’s chap-
ters on suggested itineraries. travel hints
and wines make it worth the $7.95 price
tag.

-

For a number of vears, former Univer-
sity of Chicago prexy Robert Mavnard
Hutchins (now head of California's Gen-
ter for the Suudy ol Democratic Institu-
tions) has amused himsell and befudd]ed
the more gullible members of his lecture
audiences by expounding on the imagi-
nary hile and work of one Alexander
Zuckerkandl, M. D. Ph.D. The lecture
is a wickedly straight-faced put-on of all
the philosophical dissertations ever con-
ceived 1o belog the mind of man. Lest
Huitchins” scholuly joke be lost to pos-
terity, a taped version of it was lilted out
ol the think tank and cut down o size
as the basis lor a whimsical animated
ilm short by the team of John and
Faith Hublev. Under the same e,
Zuckerkendl! (Grove)., the text has now
been  pressed  between hard and  solt
covers, along with the Hubleys' witty illus-
trations. and makes wonderful nonsense
kind of children’s book for anv
postgrad  grownup who has a tongue
in his check. According 10 Hutchins,
he first encountered the great Zucker-
kandl  behind  a goatee  in Baden-
Baden, leawrned that he was a onctime
student ol Frewd and a native ol the
Austrian village of Adl (populated by a
hardy breed known as Adlescents). Liv-
ing without guilt is 1he stated goal of
Zuckerkandlism, which means living as
little as possible. To be happy, mun
must avoid questions of conscience and
such outdated concepts as the doctrine of

HE T |

the perfect gift for Father's Day, June 15th

JADE EAST

if she doesn’t
give it to you,
get it yourself!

Jade East After Shave from £3.00, Cologne from $£3.50; and a complele coliection of masculing grooming essen-
tials. As an arternate fragrance, try Jade East Coral and Jade East Golden Lime. SWANK, INC .- Sole Distributor

“Underground movies are really home
movies that tell a story from a personal view-
peint; a viewpeint any amateur can express.

“But they have to move for audiences to see things
your way. Bauer Super-B cameras make it happen, with
professional features like Schneider 8-10-1 power zoom,

autcmatic wiping mask, manual {/stop for fade-ins

and fade-ouls, true slow motion, bright
easy-to-focus reflex finder, through-
the-lens CdS electric eye exposure
control and comfortable grip de-
sign for steady hand-held shots,
"I's agroove.”

{ Baugg

Seven cameras, from under $50* 1o under
$420". Two great aulo-lhreading projectors: one
Super-8 that synchronizes with your lape recorder,
and the all-new Bauer Dual-8 projector that shows
your old Bmm and new Super-8 movies. It features
instant replay, slow motion, automatic end-of-film stop, push-
button rewinding and zoom lens. Frices start under $130°.

cxvsce | Allied Impex Corp . 168 Glen Cove Rd., Carle Place,
= L.1., N.Y. 11514. Chicago; Dallas: Glendale. Calil.
-»--r-:--a| In Canada: Kingsway Film Equipment Ltd., Ontario

. for home movies that
don't look home made

BaufRE ROBLRT BOSCH LLEKTRONIN UND FHOTORING GuBs,

®OLALLS DLICAMINET FRICE 16 SOUR ABLA.
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original sin, or what Freud called the
superego: “The superego turns out to be
nothing but Adim and Eve in costumes
[rom Die Fledermaus.” Sprinkled with
pearls of wit and provocative inversions
—not to mention sly references to such
thinkers as Emerson, Aristotle and Alfved
North Whitehead—the professor’s spool
has an air of easy intellectual authority
and should be required bedside reading
for all those ossified educators who habit-
ually put young minds to sleep.
-

The love Machine (Simon & Schuster).
Jacqueline Susann’s latest gift to  the
world ol leuwers, is an item of such
vapid vulgarity as to cast discredit imme-
diately and forever on anvone and cvery-
one who had anything o do with it
including the printer, his apprentice
and the boy who went for coffee. If only
Amanda died beautifully of leukemia in
the arms of her husband while calling
the name of her real lover in her hinal
breath, 1t would be ellough. It Robin
became the supersuccessful ruthless-tycoon
head of a TV empire without knowing
anything about the business, it would be
enough. If Maggie set the apartment on
firec when she caught Robin in the living
room with Diana, it would be enough. If
Judith were beaten up by two homo-
sexuals in the presence of her lover, it
would be enough. If Robin went to Ham-
burg, Germany. and had a sexual en-
counter with a girl who used to be a boy.
it would be enough. If Maggie's society
hushband knocked her down the stairs
after she refused to go to Paris with him
to buy a baby so they could inherit
money, it would be enough. If Ethel. . . .
But that’s enough.

DINING-DRINKING

The women of the Greek island of
Mykonos. vou may not know, are [imous
for their cultivation of domestic virtues.
So determined are these gritty ladies 1o
preserve hearth and home that, legend
has it. they once sent letters to Napoleon
demanding that should he or his randy
troops chance through Mykonos in their
pursuit ol empire, there were to be no
rapes—repeat, no rapes—either of them
or of their beautilul dark daughters. Dal-
liance, perhaps. but no rape. When they
were not writing antivape letters to dic
tators or weaving bright tapestries, the
mykonaitis developed a native cuisine
that contains probably the most tastefully
claborate variations ever turned out on
the standard Greek theme of lamb.
Mykonos, a white-stucco taverna that vou
might expect to find on a sunny quay on
that fabled isle instead of at 319 West
46th Street in Manhattan, has a varied
menu that boasts lamb in nearly ten
guises. Exohiko—"country style” lamb
—is probably the most popular. It is
cubes ol lamb mixed with cheese, eggs,
carrots, peas, cclery and olives and
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We rent 1969 Buicks, Chevrolets, Oldsmobiles and Pontiacs,

Why pay more? In most cities, our
Chevelles rent for only $6 a day and 6¢ a
mile . . . our Buick Skylark, Chevrolet
Impala, Oldsmobile Cutlass or Pontiac
LeMans rents out at a mere §7 a day
and 7¢ a mile! And, our cars are

Call the Budget Rent-A-Car office in
your city and reserve ahead.

'We honor all major credit cards— plus our own,

Every major airline city is a Budget
Rent-A-Car city.

complete with power steering, automatic
transmission, radio and proper insurance.
Air conditioning is slightly more. Pay
for only the gas you actually use.

Look for us in the Yellow Pages!
Free Tele-Reservations, Over
500 offices—Coast-to-Coast
U.S.A., Hawaii, Canada,
Mexico, Caribbean,

British Isles,

Europe.

- I 3
(@ Budget Rent-A-Car Corp. of America
35 E. Wacker Dr., Chicago, I11. 60601

The Car Renial Service of
Transamerica Corporalion
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/sporty match-mates

Playboy Shirts are set to swing.
Wear with everything casual.
Under the sign of the Rabbit:
cool 65% Dacron®
polyester and 35%
cotton—2-ply

knit in black, white,
navy, red, light

blue or burgundy.
Please order by
product number.
Playboy’'s, WA100,
S, M, L, XL sizes;
playmate’s, WA200,
S (32), M(34-36), L(38)
sizes, $6 each.

Please add 50¢

for handling.

Shall we send a gift card in your name?
Please send check or money order

to: Playboy Products,

Department WB010  Playboy Building,
M9 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60611,
Playboy Club credit keyholders

may charge to their Key-Cards.
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incased in feather-light pastry. Arni Sauté
a la Mykonos are medallions of rack ol
lamb sautéed with Greek port wine. The
Iamb itsell is very tender and obviously
has never had to suffer the indignity ol
wiiting on a steam table in the kitchen,
Mykonos is onc of the [ew foreign restau-
rants in New York that preserves its
cthnicism from top 1o bottom: Even the
bus boys are Greek, and the waiters in
white wurtlenecks look like male extras
from Never on Sunday. The smashing,
movie-set decor is by Vassilis  Photo-
poulos, who won an Oscar for his art i
rection of Zorba the Greek. The tables
and chairs are artfully “vustic’ and seem
the proper complement lor glasses of the
resinous native wine. refsina, which, de-
pending on your taste, can smack of
cither paregoric or nectar of the gods.
This is not to say that Mykonos is too
homespun for the eleganti. Greek ship-
owners are [requent diners it Mvykonos.
Niarchos has been known to dance with
ouzo-oiled abandon in the aisles to Myk-
onos’ exciting bouzouki orchestra. Onas-
sis has made the Mvykonos scene with
the missus, and Ari and Jackie aren’t in
the habit of dropping in on mere joints.
Those who would rather Ieave their Lunb
than take it will find that the Mykonos
menu stands ready to please them. too.
Hellenized beef and Girinaceous dishes arve
delicious. The hot appetizers are a
hearty meal in themselves; a combina-
tion platter of these incdudes counuy
sausage, tiny meat balls. mousaka (egg-
plant) and light litde cheese pies. The
postprandial star is galactobourelo, a
magnificent milk, butter and farina cus-
td in a strudel-leaf pastry roll (filo)
covered with honey and chopped pis
tachio nuts. Mvkonos is at its most lively
and interesting alter theater, and you
should, of course, make reservations,
Open 12 noon to 3 A Monday through
Saturday.

MOVIES

Ten vears ago. Philip Roth’s novella
Goodbye, Columbus won a National Book
Award and established its author’s lit
erary reputation. A hlm version should
have been made then, not now, for the
movie faithfully adapted (by Arnold
Schulman) from Roth's first best seller
somechow looks like what it is—one of
the ten best of another decade. While
the music, the dances, the advertisements
and the skirt lengths that fluash across the
screen tell us the time is today, Colum-
bus seems dated in several crucial ways
—particularly in the hevo's deep concern
over his girl's being fhiued for a dia-
phragm, an important point of the plot
but a point made obsolete by changing
sexual attitudes and  the prevalence  of
the pill, no matter how adroitly scenarist
Schulman tries to side-step it. So all right,
Grant that young people today swing to
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Taste all two.

All two great Tennessee Sour Mash Whiskies.

You'll find George Dickel has everything the other
has except one thing. Fame.

But, soon?

Only George Dickel is filtered—cold—two separate
times. Once before aging. Once after.

This makes us gentler whisky.

It's called George Dickel.
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'NOW.COLOR POWER

IN TAPERED UNDERWEAR
AN REIS

Precisely color-mated in

SKY BLUE
FERN GREEN
MELON

and WHITE

to give
you that
trim,
athletic
look.

100%

" fine d

' quality
cotton
TORSO T-SHIRT
$1.75 each, 3 for $5.00
Side vents. Perma-Sized®.
S-M-L. XL in white only.
SHORTI-SHORT™
$1.50 each 28-40.

Reinforced side-vents.
Lustrous broadcloth.

TAPERED-BRIEF
Hip-hugging fit.
$1.50 each. S-M-L-XL.
SHORT
SLEEVE MOCK-TURTLE
$2.50 each. Side-vents.
S-M-L-XL
SoRE TURTLENECK
$3.00 each. Side-vents.
S-M-L-XL

at your favorite store, or write

ROBERT REIS & CO.
350 Fifth Ave., New York 10001

a headier, more insistent rhythm. Grant,
cven, that director Larry Peerce, in his
third film (following One Potato, Two
Potato and The Incident), makes a few
heavy-handed attempts to update Roth
with  fashionable camera gimmickry,
Peerce also flagrantly sentimentalizes the
relationship between the hero, a young
Jewish misfit tryving to figure out which
way to jump from his job at a public
library in the Bronx, and a little Negro
kid who appears 10 represent the au
thor's instinctive identification with los-
ers. Nowwithstanding those considerable
objections, Colwmbus sitlll works as a
movie about 80 percent of the time. It
has the wit, spirit and pungency of
Roth's original and preserves much of
his dialog, which is savagely funny ethnic
comedy lilted from the mouths of mod-
ern, upwardly mobile Jewish-Americans.
They are the nowveaux viches who occupy
Colonial homes on expensive acreage in
suburbia, who pay thousands o have
their children’s noses bobbed and who
otherwise aspire to all the trappings of
white-Protestant snobbism. Into the heart
of this social milieu comes a perfect Roth
hero, the quizzical Bronx  bookworm
whose steaming loins and sarcasm capti-
vate the daughter of a prosperous sink
manulacturer.  They are a terrifically
bright and believable romantic couple,
as played by Richard Benjamin (of the
TV sittcom He & She). so wry and
Rothlike that he scems to be secretly
amusing himsell with the substance of a
disenchanument destined one day o be-
come Portnoy’s Complaint; and movie
newcomer, lormer model AL MacGraw,
provocative as a Botticelli angel who has
picked up some four-letter words it Rad-
cliffe. The acting is superior throughout,
[rom Nan Martin and Jack Klugman as
a pair of eternally watchful Jewish par-
ents, to Michael Meyers as the girl's
schnooky brother, an Ohio State hasket-
ball star with a record collection that
includes all the works ol André Kostela-
netz and Mantovani. The film’s put-
down of middle-class manners, climaxed
by a Jewish wedding scene to end them
all, occasionally leans toward outright
cruelty. But  his unfailing humor and
compassion add up to a belated triumph
for Roth, who can hirdly be blamed thac
the movies took so long 1o discover him.
To be young, hip and Indian in mod-
ern Bombay means swinging with the
rhythms ol Western pop culiure, from
Beatlesong to Home on the Range. To
be a young Westerner in search ol spirit-
wil satislaction or sitar lessons  means
linding onescelf learning strange ways in
unimaginable plices. From that poten-
tial conflict ol cultures, The Gurv flings
out hlaments ol silk-spun satire, as deli-
cate in texture as that of The House-
holder and Shakespeave Wallah, two
carlier films by the producer-director team
of Ismail Merchant and James Ivory in

collaboration with novelist Ruth Prawer
Jhabvala. Theirs is graceful moviemak-
ing in a style uniquely balanced between
the sensibilities of East and West. tipped
Westward this time by the presence of
Britain's plucky Rita Tushingham, as a
transient bird broadening her outlook in
Bombay, and Michacl York, as a pop
singing idol taking time out (haven't
they all?) to learn the sitar from a
master. Authentic backgrounds in Bom-
bay, Benares and Bikaner are an inesti-
mable asset to The Guru. because director
Ivory—an American with a sensitive eye
for discovering the points at which Mod
and ancient dvilizations intersect—rarely
lets the dusty beauty of travelog ciries
becloud his view of the human comedy.
Ivory's India has room for hysterical au-
tograph hunters at an airport. the sari
clad smart set grooving at a party. the
bizarre spectacle of a Miss Teen Queen
contest in downtown Benares. As a com-
plement to low-kev performances by Mi-
chael and Rita, the film is enhanced by a
skilled native cast representing  various
defenses of tradition: particularly fine is
the guru himself (Urpal Dutr, a ringer
for Ravi Shankar)., torn bhetween impa-
tience with his celebrated disciple’s undis-
ciplined life and scarcely concealed envy
of the vewards that materialistic deca-
dence can bring, The guru's two wives
(plaved with Lilting discord by Madhur
Jaffrey and delectable Aparna Sen) scem
amusingly attuned 1o the ambivalence of
their roles—in the context of a gentle
comedy that explores ambivalence as a
way ol life today.
-

Fight [ans will stand up and cheer,
and even nonenthusiasts will applaud
The Legendary Champions, i documentary
about boxing that compresses a concise
history of the Amecrican ring into 77
unforgettable minutes of manpower, guts
and glory. Praise is richly deserved for
producers William Cayton and Jim Ja-
cobs, the later chielly responsible for
assembling o weasury of rare stills. en
gravings and seldom-il-cverseen movie
footage into one of the finest sporr ilms
anyone lhas ever made. Thanks o writer-
director Harry Chapin, it is also a com
pelling slice of social history from the
year 1882, when mighty John L. Sullivan
began his decadelong reign as world
heavyweight champ. until 1928, when
Gene Tunmey (looking  amazingly  like
New York's Mavor Lindsay) went imo
retirement undefeated. From the vears
between, Champrons brings w life a
score of legendary figures and revives a
wuple of arguments that have woubled
boxing [ans for decades—such as the
famous “long count”™ of the second
Dempsey-Tunney match, whicdh may have
ost Dempsey his chance 10 regain the
title in 1927, Still more [ascnating is
a filmed sequence of the controversial
26-round battle between Jess Willard and
defeated black champion Jack Johnson,
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who later claimed to have dumped the
fight as part of a deal to clear up his
debis and a bad jail rap. The pictorial
evidence sugeests a clean win for “Gren
White Hope™ Willard, though Johnson's
entive story remains a shamelul episode
in the history of racism in America.
Cham pions also oflers such rarities as the
first known fight movie—filmed in 1894
by Thomas Edison himself, who hired
Gentleman Jim Corbett for a display ol
the manly art—and & much Luer, delishi-
hully irrelevant snipper ol silent-movie
stapstick starring Dempsey. Chunlie Chap
lin and Douglas Fairbanks, Sr. On all
counts, a knockout.

Whips and chains are omitted from 2,
but they've got a litde of everything else
in this rank slice ol cheese Danish, a
sequel o I, a Woman and subtitled I, a
Waoman, Part . The heroine, Siv Holm,
bears the name of the authoress on
whose novels both films are based, and is
plaved by sultry Gio Pewe. Poor Siv is
manrried to a cultivated, sadistic antique
dealer (Lars Lunde) who worships ob
jets d'art, uses nude photographs of his
wife to peddle her favors to his clients,
then, as an alter-dinner diversion, likes to
wittch while wile and client couple. That
sort of thing soon drives Siv to resume
her nursing carcer and her affair with a
married doctor, leaving hubby to his
own peculiar pleasures, which are apt to
Lasten upon anything [rom Chinese vases
10 nude Lesbian wrestlers. Why would a
man behave so shamefully? According to
2. it’s because he's a fascist who collabo-
rated with the Nazis during the War and
has a locked wrunk full of flags and
swastikas to prove it. Such a heavy-hand-
ed political note rather takes the stcam
out of the explicit sex that is often
thought 1o be Scandinavia’s contribution
to joie de wvivre. But 2, when it isn't
merely laughable, smacks less of freedom
than ol gothic sexual guilt—cold as ice
and made 1o measure for either snicker-
mg subteens or old men who sit at
movies with coats on their laps.

100 Rifles is climaxed by a big, bare,
black-on-white bedroom scene between
co-stars Jim Brown and Raquel Welch
in which Hollywood finally allows that
there’s more to integration than drink-
ing out of the same cup. Otherwise,
Rifles wakes linde time oft lor love, be
cause the outdoor action is sizzling, spec-
tacular and nonstop, once Brown rides
into town as a black gringo whose mis-
sion to Mexico in the early 1900s is o
bring back a hall-breed bank robber
(Buwrt Reynoldsy. He hnds that his pris-
oner has robbed banks only 1o buy
guns {or & minor revolution, and Brown
himself relucantly  becomes its  leader,
lighting beside the beleaguered Yaqui In-
dians agamnst the government's mounted



federales, who are ruthlessly carrying
out a policy of genocide. Echocs ol con-
temporary cvents are insinuated rather
neatly—particularly in  the portrait ol
a U.S. qailroad  representitive  (Dan
O'Herlihy) who suffers minor discomfort
at witnessing the massacre of helpless
[ndians but feels terrible in the presence
of w damaged train. It's clear by now that
direcror Tom Grics knows how 10 make
movies; his Will Penny was last year's
finest Western and a long shot beue
than  Rifles.  which  will undoubtedly
prove a bigger financial success. Here,
the characters written by Gries (with
coscenarist Clur Hullaker) have litle
depth and the hero’s clothes hardly ever
look soiled, because he’s big Jim Brown
and born to be beautilul. But even in an
otherwise quite conventional shoot-"em-
up. Gries gets actors to act and works in
some lively surprises en route 1o a wham-
zap finish. One ol his liveliest is Raquel,
as a volatile revolutionary. full ol fire
and fecling, looking very dirty, indeed.
and giving the hrst altogether admirable
perlormance of her career.
-

The love-hate triangle of La Prisonniere
is occupied by a lusty young pop artist
(Bernard  Fresson), his live-in - mistress
(Elisabeth Wiener) and a perverse Pari
stun art  exhibitor  (Lawent  Terziell)
who spends his spare time paying girls 10
act out his sadomasochistic fantasies in
front of a camera. “The shame is part of
the pleasure,” says the amateur pornog-
rapher as he ruthlessly explores his con-
viction that most “normal” people are
voveuars as well as hypocrites, secretly
gerting their kicks from bizarre tales in
the daily press ol lechery, violence and
bestiality. While dearly questioning where
the line should be drawn between nor-
mal and abnormal behavior, La Prison-
nicre is mo case study. It is, in fact,
what used to be called a woman's pic
twre, here given a diabolical new wist
by French writerdirector Henni-Georues
Clouzot, creator of such psychological
cifl-hangers  as Wages of Fear and
Dinbolique. Behind the darkly gliuering
surtaces of Clowzot's fust film in eigln
vears lies o classic lemale dilemma, for
his heroine——sexually straight and seem-
ingly well satishied—struggles with the
ambivalent desires shared by millions of
women. On the one hand, she wants a
Eaivly conventional brand of  security
with her steady man; ver she hungers for
more dangerous [un with the kind of
cruel, Fsanatmg basted  who  never
plays lor keeps. By wving to have both
worids, she is degraded and nearly de-
stroved for love ol the sadist who per-
suades her 1o join one of his paid
wollops (Danv Carrel) in orgies of Les-
bian exhibitiomsm. It is a wribute to
Clouzot's artistry  that he handles his
sensational theme with devastating cine-
matic skill. creating a cool op-art world
where characiers rush to and fro like

Live-it-uppers like llsa Steins stay
alive and lively with Buco safety
helmets and cycle accessories. Buco
helmet standards begin where
others leave off. Buco cycle accessories
begin with handlebars and don't
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color catalog, helmet research
folder, and decal. Buco—the
live-it-up line.
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Stop it faster, more completely
than with ordinary “first aids”

Never let sunburn ruin an outing! No need
to. Solarcaine STOPS sunburn pain. Does
more than instantly cool fiery skin—it
takes the pain out of nerves with surface
anesthetic benzocaine. That's why it's
more effective than first aid products that
contain no real pain-stopper.

Solarcaine helps prevent infection, too. Aids
healing. Gets you back into action fast.
Keep Solarcaine handy, summer and winter,
It blocks pain of fireside burns, small cuts,
scratches, skinned legs, minor insect bites,
chafed blistered feet—dozens of skin injuries
and irritations that hurt, burn or itch.
Always carry in duffle bag or car—always be
ready to stop skin pain. Get Solarcaine!
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In greaseless Lotion and first aid Cream, and
handy Spray. Sore, blistered lips need Solarcaine
Lip Balm. Quality products of Plough, Inc.

puppets lost in a maze ol their own
design. All experience somehow  looks
[ragmented. kaleidoscopic—whether it's
a feverish nighimare. an electronic gal-
lery display or the bizore sight of
photographer laving out the tools of his
trade  with  surgical  precision.  Where
Clouzot lalters. at last, is in coaxing his
awdience to respond emotionally 1o his
mismatched lovers. However much they
sulfer (and Mle. Wiener. who looks like
a teenaged  Jeanne Moreau, finilly sul-
fevs quite a lot). they don't inspire decp
sympathy, because the tone from  the
very start has been alimost too coldly
detached. the sense ol alienation too
total. The shocks ol La Prisanniére are
intellectualized, ver there hasn't been a
more hyvpnotic portrait of wickedness on
film since Belle de Jour.

Can Heironymus Merkin Ever Forget Mercy
Humppe and Find True Happiness? is an all-
but-indescribable movie musical. Call it
Fellini-ivgogo  and  you won't be  far
wrong. for Anthony Newley's semi-
autobiographical  one-man  show  decid-
edly owes something 10 8§14, A really
erotic romantic movie,” is Newley's own
description of his work (the truth of
that statement was voluptuously illus-
trated in the Mach issue of reavsovy:
but Heironymus Mevkin also happens to
be a porwait of the artist looking at
himsell—with the Fellini sensibility re-
placed by a totally theatrical blend of
grease paint, gall. girls and loads of spir-
ited showmanship. As producer, director
and star, the protean Newley (with out-
side help from Herman Raucher on the
seript and  Herbert Kretzmer on the
score) has his head in the clonds and his
heart forever tied to Mother England's
rafish music halls, His hero, Aerkin,
certain that life wsell must be o musical
comedy-fantasy, is a Lunous singing star,
age 40, who gathers his children, his old
mum, his wives, countless mistresses and
other artifacts on a splendid beach in
Malta, where they wre joined by a film
arew, writers, producers and a wio of
savage mowvie oritics. Savagely sativizing
the last ("We've seen all this belore—
the pathetic search lor identity, wrapped
up in [N:mlu |10r1mgr.'|pl|y," sneers oney
and indulging his own enormous vanity,
Newley makes the picture’s faults practi-
cally inseparable  from  its  impudent
charms, “It isn’'t the best thing ever
written,” he cracks. “Bith of a Nation
was betrer . but G yvou remember
one good song?" Heironymus has several
sood ones, notably Oh. What a Sonofa-
bitch 1 A, and also boasts some oddly
inspired notions about caisting—George
Jessel under a white vmbrella, as a kind
ol deathly Presence barking out  old
comedy routines; and Milton Berle, as a
Hesh-peddhing devil named Good Time
Lddie Filith, both grandly at ease in
their roles. Joan Collins (Mis. Newley)
as one of two wives, veept Polyester

Poontang, and Playmate of the Year Con-
nic kreski (see page 156) as Heironvmus'
ideal ol innocence, Miss Humppe, com
|)|('II1I‘.‘I1I the hilm's eve-hlling decor. Those
Improper nouns should clue vou, however,
that there's linle subtlety aloot. New ley
even inclines to such excesses as a l.lleg_.
to-God scene and a literal lile-isa-game-ol
chess bit. Not evervone admired  the
tragicosimic prerensions ol Newlev's stage
musicals. Roar of the Greasepaint and
Mtop the World—I Want 1o Get Off.
and not evervone will warm 1o Mevkin.
But it s one of a kind—a razzle-dazrle
musical, as well as an authentic personal
statement by a formidably gifted lellow.

RECORDINGS

The Jefferson Airplane really socks it
to an appreciative audience—ar the Fill-
mores, East and West—on Bless Its Pointed
Little Head (RCA: also available on sterco
tape). The 50-minute progrim  consists
mainly ol up-tempo, raucous rhythm
numbers that generate lots of vitality:
only complaints are that the Airplanc’s
group vocals are confusing and
Grace Slick—who 1s in fine lorm—gets 1o
do her thing on only Somehody to Love
and the suspenselul Bear Meli.

o

Astrology and witcheraft may be bur
geoning, but the cults worshiping Bobby
Short and Mabel Mercer scem alwavs 1o
have been legion. The wroops got togeth-
¢r lor Mabel Mercer and Bobby Short at
Town Hall (Atco: also avarlable on siereo
tape), now a two-LP vinylizing of that
historic concert. Bobbvy is a masier ol the
songs evervone seems to have lorgoten,
for no good veason, apparentlv—I"m
Throwing a Ball Tonight, That Black
and White Baby of Mine, Bojangles of
Harlem—while Mubel s the high pries
ess ol the fev and the sophisticaedly
sentimental, with o penchant [or Cy
Coleman diuies. As the cpper 1o the
concert, Miss Mercer and My, Short ream
up lor The 59h Street Bridee Song and
Here's to Us, which ranks as one of the
great two-for-one hargains of the day.

Recorded in Nashville under Chet At
kins' supervision, Guitar Sounds from Lenny
Breav (RCA) 15 nonetheless o juszz ser all
the wav—and a superktive one ar that,
Tastefully echoing all the great jazz gw-
tarists [rom Django 10 Wes. Breau swings
lightly on King of the Road and Cold,

Cold Heart, shows his mastery ol har-
monics on My Funny Valeniimme and
oflers some  classically  influenced  mus-

ings on Taranta. As the accompaniment
was wisely limited 1o bass and drums,
Breau's cascading overtones and  deanly
picked arpeggios are unimpeded by extra-
ncous sounds.

Themes like OM Times (Viva) overcomes
the atrocions pun in the title by the
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Buy a Seiko
underwater
watch without

going
overboard

ow that Seiko makes
watches by automation,
you don’t have to pay much
for a watch that will go
anywhere in the water
with you.

This scuba diver, for
example, with its luminous
dial and hands, and stain-
less steel body, will show
you the right time, day and
date down asdeep as 229 ft.

It’s a whale of a buy,
available only from the
largest manufacturer of
jeweled-lever watches in
the world, Seiko.

No. 54061M —17 jewels, $75.00.
Other Seiko Underwater watches,
from $29.95.

# H :
For your free 1969 Seiko catalog,
send your name and address to:
Seiko Time Corporation, 9 Rocke-
feller Plaza, Dept. PL, New York,
N.Y. 10020.

sheer weight of its content—90 of the
most famous onginal radio themes. Nos-
talgianiks will bathe in a sea of audio
algae—tiny bits and picces from the likes
ol Easy Aces, Life Can Be Beauliful,
Stella: Dallas, Chandu  the  Magician,
Gang Busters, First Nighter, Lum and
Abner, and on and on. Oh, frabjous joy!
-

The Thorn in Mrs. Rose's Side (Tctragram-
maton; also available on stereo tape)
is her high-spirited son Bill. who can't
really sing but proves himsell artul at
socking home his sativic fables ol the
hip life. such as Buzz the Fuzz and It's
Happening. The syrupy string arrange-
ments aren’t on Rose’s wave length, and
their inclusion is incomprehensible. be-
cause he accompanies himself ably at
the piano.

This year's anniversary man is Heclor
Berlioz, who died in Paris a centwry ago:
and 10 mark the occasion, l'hi]i]:s‘ 15 Cur-
rently recording most of the composer's
major works. Briush conductor Colin
Davis—gencerally  considered the world's
leading Berliozian—has been tapped for
the assignment. For opencrs, he leads the
London Symphony Orchestra and  as-
sorted choristers and soloists in Romée et
Juliette, 2 longish “dramatic symphony”
brim [Tull ol passionate vearnings and
mercurial Bmasy. It casily supersedes all
previous recorded versions of this [ragile,
rapturous  music. Despite  the  stormy
course of his personal lile, Berlioz was
essentially @ cool composer, and Davis
rightfully plays him with an appropriate
blend ol intensity and understuement.

.

Soul ‘69 (Atlantic; also available on
stereo tape) finds Aretha Franklin bow-
ing slightly in the direction ol jazz. with
the assistance of an allstar cast led by
King Curtis and David “Fathead™ New-
man. Aretha rocks the blues on Ramblin’
and River's fnvilation, changes the pace
with a rellective Crazy He Calls Me, then
puts several pop tunes—such as Elusioe
Butterfly—through some stunningly soul-
ful changes.

-

It is just possible that George Benson
will pick up the mantle dropped by the
late Wes Momgomery as the jazz scene's
premicr guitarist. Shope of Things to Come
(A&M; also available on sterco tape), an
apt title, hinds Wes™ old recording com-
pany giving George that lush backup
reatment that provides the intniguingly
paradoxical  counterpoint lor Benson's
basic soul approach. The tour de lorce
of the session is Benson & Co. turning
Chattanooga Choo Choo into a rocker
that really moves. That's talent.

-

The Versatile Impressions (ABC; also avail-
able on stereo tape) is, perhaps, the last
joint venture by arranger Johnny Pate
and the mellifluous trio, who are now

operating their own record label. This s
the Life, Oo You've a Livin® Doll and
Sermanette have plenty ol spring in thei
swing: and Pate provides suitably lush
settings  for Curtis  Mavheld's  soaving
countevtenor on Just Before Sunrise and
The Look of Love.

James Cotton and Buddy Guy are
both gilted blues men. but Cofton in Your
Ears (Vorve Forecast; also available on
stereo tape) has a definite edge on Bud-
dv’s Left My Blves in San Francisco ((hess:
also available on siereo  tape). Guy s
in good voul lorm on Keep It 1o My-
self, When My Left Eye Jumps and
Mother-in-Law  Blues, but his  guitar
docsn’t ger enough exposure and his ac
companists sound  uninspived. Cotton's
charts leave plenty of space for his ener-
getic harmonica, and has band is always
with 1t—as on The Mule, an up-rempo
ditty that exemplifies the chirm ol rock
‘0’ roll au its unprewentious best,

There are no Beatles songs on the
M. J. Qs first Apple rclease. Under the
Jasmin Tree. All lour compositions e,
happily, by John Lewis, and the predom
it influence s Orviental; there e
numerous passages in which Percy Heath
lays down i chamlike foundation and
Connie Kav adds Near Eastern percus
sive effears while Lewis and Milt Jackson
excliimge melodic wdeas with their cus
tomary taste and precision. Three Laitle
Feelings, a wiptych of balladic themes
that are given briel but exhaustive de-
velopment, contains [ar more jazz than
jasmin.

-

Eleciric acid-rock has lost its shock and
scems 10 be at a musical impasse, as
shown by ted Zeppelin (Atlantic; also
available on sterco tape). the Cream's
Goodbye und the Iron Buuerlly's Bell
(hboth  Atco; also avialable on  sicreo
tape). Zeppelin, the much-heralded new
group [rom Britain, has a ine guitarise
in Jimmy Page, but the compositions ae
musically vacuouns and  singer  Robert
Plant tries too hard 1o sound black. The
Cream LP, which has little new material.
t[ispiuys the group’s spuited interaction
but also highlights their msensitivity 1o
dynamics and tone colors. The Buteerlly
is the leist ambitions group of the three,
but as In the Crowds and Belda-beast
show, they are also the most musically
articulate.

Lenny Bruce / The Berkeley Concert (Ro-
prise; also available on sterco 1ape) hlls
two LPs with the revelatory musings ol
the late comic wurned social conscience.
The liner notes proudly announce tha
there has been no editing, which means
that the producers probably equate edit-
ing with censoring. The 1wo, ol coune,
are not synonymous and the  album
could have profited Irom a judicions
pruning ol a number ol oft-targel



Have a P.J. party tonight.

And ask the whole crowd. Everybody likes Paul Jones. It's the rich
whiskey with a different flavar: robust, yet light and smooth. Tastes right
vith all mixers, including rocks. (The price is right, too.)

Pl.is Paul Jones.Ahdsmoo’rh.

Blended Whiskey, 80 Proof, 72145, Grain neutral spirits, Paul Jones Distilling Co.,

Louisville, Kentucky
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Vou can't buy
u hetter vodko

for love
nor

Gilbey's Vodka
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| ONEOFA KIND: ROBERTS 778X

THE ONLY TAPE RECORDER
THAT RECORDS “Stereo 8"
CARTRIDGES FOR YOUR CAR

With the ROBERTS 778X you

can record cartridges from reels,

LP records, FM broadcasts, or mikes,
and play them back, too. On
reel-to-reel, it offers the ROBERTS
exclusive Cross Field Head and
other professional features.

At home or in your car, you'll find
hours of listening pleasure ahead
for you and your family. ..

The Pro Line

ROBERTS

Div. of Rheem Manufacturing Co.
Los Angeles, California 90016

segments. As has been said belore, Bruce,
in his last years, was shedding more and
more of his comedic skin in order to
hold up a melancholy mirror to the
foibles of an America mired in a morass
ol moralistic hypocrisy. From this poign-
antly perceptive album alone. it should
be abundantly clear o any but the most
prejudiced that Lenny fervently believed
in the basic legal structure ol America;
his attacks were always directed at those
who had debased it.

THEATER

Sherman Edwards, a high school histo-
ry teacher turned songwriter, gets this
season’s prize for nerviness. He has had
the cllrontery to write 1776, a musical
comedy about the signing ol the Declara
tion ol Independence, in which the hero
is a stulty prig named John Adams, the
heroine the United States of America and
the climactic scene—the closest this mod-
est show comes to a production number
—is devoted 10 the line-by-line signing ol
the document itsell. Amazingly. Edwards,
helped enormously by Peter Stonc’s in
telligent book and a strong, in-character
cast, actuallv brings off that last moment.
which is blatanily, outrageously patri-
otic but undeniably stirring. Even more
amazingly. Edwards and his collaborators
almost bring the whole show off. Tmpos
sible as it sounds, this is a likable little
musical about an enormous subject, as
admirable for what it doesn’t do (no
brassy overture, Broadway chorus line,
obvious anachronisms and few melodra-
matics) as for what it does do. By plac
ing America’s founding in perspective,
1776 makes a credible case for Adams’
being the real father and  Benjamin
Franklin the foxy uncle of their counmry.
As played by William Daniels and How
ard da Silva, the “obnoxious and dis-
liked” Adums and the charming but
sell-satished Franklin are not comic cut-
outs from an I Am an American Day
pageant but very human, flawed individ-
uals. The characters testily to the truth of
one of the many aphorisms delivered by
Franklin: “Revolutions come into the
world like bastard children. Hall com-
promised. half improvised.” But for all
its merits, 1776 does have its silly side.
.‘i:mlplt’. sullies: Piddle, Twiddle and Re-
solve (not Walt Disney animals but an
Adams ditty describing the inaction of the
Continental Congress) and another num-
ber in which Adams tries to convince
someone, anvone, hinally even that Linky
Virginian named Thomas  Jellerson, to
write the Declaration Tor him. with each
candidate dancing out of Adams’ reach
and singing, “But, Mr. Adams.” a repar-
tee that rings of Gallagher and Shean.
Even some of the Lipses into corn, how-
ever, are ingratiating. Try to keep a
straight face when John Hancock, the
president of the Congress, writes his
name first on the Declavation and an old
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WHEN THE NAME OF THE GAME
IS GREAT GROOMING
THE NAME OF THE LINE IS COMMAND.

When the name of the game is holding your hair, the name of the hairdressing is Command Hair Spray. This one
holds without grease, without oil, without stifiness. W That’s what you call a natural hold. It’s one of the

things a man wants. And what a man wants a man gets
© Copyright A-C Alberto-Culver Co., Malrose Pork, Ill. U.S.A. 1969
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OVER)

4UNDER

When the red UNDER lights up,
you’re underexposed.

When the red OVER lights up,
you're overexposed.

When nothing lights up, shoot
—you can’'t miss.

Yashica's
Electronic
Computer

Yashica’s new TL Electro-X.
The first SLR with
an Electronic Exposure
Readout System.

Electronic exposure control is here.

And the only Single Lens Reflex that
has it is Yashica's new TL Electro X.

It's the easiest way to determine the
correct exposure under all light con-
ditions. Indicator lamps in the view-
finder light up when you're over or
under-exposed. And they tell when
and how to make adjustments so
that you'll always get a perfect pic-
ture.

Other features: Unique electric op-
erated focal plane shutter with an
infinite number of shutter speeds
from 2 seconds to 1/1000th; Shock-
proof exposure system. Choice of
2 lenses; with Auto-Yashinon DX
f/1.7 under $245. With Auto Yashi-

non DX f/1.4 under $280.

YASHICA

FIONEER 1M ELECTRONIC PHOTUGRAFHY

YASHICA €O , LY. 27-8, ¢-Chome, Jingumae, Shibuya-bu, Tokyo, lapan
YASHICA INC.. 50-17 Queens Boulevard, Woadvide. N Y . U.S.A

YASHICA EURCPE G m.b.H.. 2 Hamburg 2B Billsteasse 28 W, Germany
YASHICA HONG KONG CO., LTO. Star House, 3 S41nbury Road, Kowloon

codger from Rhode Island cackles like
Granny Frickert, “That’s a pretty large
signature, Johnny!” At the 46th Street,
226 West 46th Sureet.

Why do Hamlet? There are at least two
good reasons: 1o give a great actor a
crack at the part and to give a great
director a chance to discover some new
relevance in the old play, But Ellis
Rabb. the artistic head of the APA Rep-
ertory Company, as both Hamler and
divector, olfers more of a noninterpreta-
tion than a new interpretation. Rabb
seems o succumb to whatever pops into
his head at the moment: He weaves
neurasthenically  through Elsinore; he
Ireaks lines into harsh rhythms (“Get
thee! To a nunnery!™): he collapses on
his knees like a rag doll: he races
through soliloquies. He is athletics he is
whimsical; and in the Osric scene. he
outlops Osric. One novel touch: Polo-
nius is in front of the stage curtain when
he is stabbed. so thay the audience can
watch him die. Since this is the first
Hamlet on Broadwav since Rosencraniz
and Guildensteyrn Ave Dead, those two
school chums are greeted by laughter of
recognition {rom the audience when they
first wander out on stage. They are now
fully enshrined, like Dolly, as David
Merrick characters. Taking its text partly
from the weak First Quarto, this is a
cut-down. smallscale Hamlet; but with
starkly  contrasted  blacks and  whites,
James  Tiltons  scenery and - lighting
make less speak for more. Strongest of
the actors is Richard Easton as Cliudius,
an ignoble part that emphasizes the ver-
satility of Easton. who also plus the lead
in The Misanthrope, AP \'s most unilorm-
Iy enjovable production of the scason.
This is not sparkling Moliere. but it is
quite funny, a Misanthvope lor those
who have no better Misantlhrope with
which to compare it. The APA s stll
not an ensemble company. just a group
ol actors, some very good (Easton, Brian
sedlord. Donald Moflat and, usually. E}-
lis Rabb). some less good. The success of
cach production depends on the choice
of play. The better the play. it appears,
the less effective the company, and vice
versa. How else can one (’\pl.lm the
disaster of Hamlet and the surprise suc-
cess of Cock-A-Doodle Dandy®> Generally
considered one of Scan O’Casey’s distinct
failures, Dandy proves to have some
charming assets in the hands ol the
APA. The ingrown backbiting and tight
sexual repressiveness ol a small Trish
community are harshly revealed  with
ironic glints of humor. The use of a
Fantastical giant cock as provocateur is
mischievouslv metaphoric. The chicken
is struttingly essaved by Banry Bostwick,
the APA's odd-bird specialist this year
(he also plays an exceedingly creepy,
feathery ghost as Hamlet's father). Best
in the cast are Frances Sternhagen’s sexy
Lorcleen, LEuaston's judicious Mesenger

and the animated scenery contrived by
James Tilon. As the cock stirs up the
town’s passions, trees twist, a lence
writhes, a house quakes. The scenervy,
literally, takes a bow at the final curtain
and earns its most well-deserved  ap-
plause. At the Lveeum, 119 West 45th
Street.

Successlul musicals often have peculiar
ancestry,  being  adapred  from  novels,
plays. movies. Sebring haircuts and sweat
shirts; but San Francisco’s musical contri-
bution to black art, Big Time Buck White,
has behind it one of the most convoluted
tales of all. A theater workshop in Wats
improvised an enraged play on the theme
of a ghetto revival meeting (imagine
Beckett plus Brecht plus the corner-bov
humor of insult): then Joseph Tuotn. a
white man. put the wext wgether. The
Watts and off-Broadway New York pro-
ductions (the latter reviewed in the March
rLavsoy) provided ferocious theater, ap-
pealing in equal measure to experimental-
theater bulls and white-guilt bults. The
new San Frandisco producer hired a new
director, Oscir Brown, Jr., a gentile
Sammy Davis Jr., who says he has grown
weary of plaving Tonto in the white
man’s world. He nimrrowed his eves and
decided the play needed songs, and he
wrote some kicky, dever and bitter music
with such titles as Mighty Whitey, Head
Nigger in Charge and We Came in
Chains. In some ol the music there are
also hints of show tunes and one fine old-
Lashioned hymn. Resultz A less ferocious,
more bittersweet ind comical stage experi-
ence that has auracied both the bladk and
the white communities ol the Bay Area.
An amalogy in the midition s the evolu-
tion ol Bredw's Three-Penny Novel,
stuffed with murder, crime, extortion.
pimpary and greed. into a Threepenny
Opera characterized by grace and even a
kind ol romanee. Oscir Brown here per-
forms the sk that kurt Weill performed
for Brecht, but the ¢vening is still hardly
a loving, nostalgic wour of Ye Aulde Race
Hawred. White guilt and black  sell-
hatred might become a litde icky on the
prosy maked stage. but Brown's timing.
words and music add the leaven ol wit
that gives coherence to a powerful expe-
rience and, therelore, staving power. The
actor calls  himsell  Big  Black,
famous as a conga drummer with Dizzy
Gillespie. endows Big Time himsell with
a sleepy. sad, generous soul. He has the
stage miracle known as presence—style,
size, helt and reserves ol power—and no
one else could do the subtle things he
does with his deft and discreet drums.
Now this musical version will eventually
po on the road and to Broadway, and
then 10 an original-cast album, a movie
and—who knows?—maybe even onto a
Watts sweat shirt. At the Committee, 836

Montgomery.

who



ENGUS!H-'LEATHFR AMND ENGLISH LEATHER LIME,
AFTER SHAVE, COLOGNE AND GIFT SETS. FROM $2.00.

" “My men wear English Leather

or they wear nothing at all.”

“I think men are beautiful.

P’ve always thought so.

Even when they were unkind to me.
But men are men.
And they need what we can give them.

They need love,
they need understanding,
and they need English Leathets.

Il my men wear English Leather

or they wear nothing at all’’

PRODUCTS OF MEM COMPANY INC. NORTHVALE, N.J. ©1969
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Tl now. I've been in complete control
of every relationship I've had with wom-
en; but, at 26, I find mysell deeply
involved with a girl of an entircly dif-
ferent background than my own and it
is making wocful problems. She comes
[rom a family that feels that, with matu-
rity, one must break away from close
parental ties, and she objects to my liv-
ing at home and maintaining a close
relationship with my parents and  sib-
lings. I don’t sec it that way. so she cries
whenever we discuss it and urges me to
move out on my own. We are deeply in
love, but our engagement has been put
oll several times over this conflict. 1 was
away [rom home for two years—in the
Army—which proves 1 can manage with-
out my parents, and I do not intend to
give them up merely to prove my love. I
fecl the problem is of her creation and
is, therelore. hers and not mine. 1 des-
perately need your advice.—M. K., New-
ark, New Jersey.

We don’t think your fiancée expects
you lo miwe up your family as proof of
love, but she has cvery right to expect
you, at the age of 26, to cut the cord and
begin structuring your own life. In other
words, if keeping your family requires
both your physical presence and your
emotional dependence, then they are
keeping you. In most successful mar-
riages, the man stops irlcuhfying as a
son before he becomes a husband.

-rhe other day, some friends and 1
were discussing the bottles in which al-
coholic beverages are sold. We wondered
why distillers commonly use fifths instead
ol quarts, the more usual liquid measur-
ing unit. Will you please explain?—
B. T., Merom, Indiana.

Quarts predominated in the U.S. un-
til World War Two, when new taxes
were levied on distilled spirvits. Then,
fifths (one fifth of a gallon, that is)}—
which are smaller—were used in order to
sivelch avatlable stocks and to make the
price vise scem less painful. Nonetheless,
quarts are widely used today.

A friend of mine has given me a ba-
rometer. Can 1 expect accurate readings
by just hanging it on my apartment wall,
or is some adjustment necessaryr—J. M.,
Arcata, Calilornia.

After youve decided on the barome-
ter’s location, call the Weather Bureau
for the precse atmospheric pressure and
then adjust your instrument accorvdingly.
No further correction is necessary unless
you change locales. Also, before reading,
lap the glass once or twice, to make sure
the needle isn’t stuck.

M}' fiancé is a oneman antitipping
lIcague. When he takes me out to dinner.
he absolutely refuses to leave a lousy 15
percent to a good waiter or waitress. Any
day now, I expect to have coffee “acci-
dentaily” spilled on my dress. How can 1
nake him stop with this nonsense?—
Miss B. J., Cleveland, Ohio.

Tell him what you told us.

[ my vouth, “hickey” was a word [or a
pimple or similar skin irritation, but my
teenage  children  scem to have a
different—and sccret—meaning for it
Can you make me hep?—B. W, New
Orleans, Louisiana.

We'lll do our best, old fellow. A hick-
ey is also a red blossom on the shin
caused by suction from an outside
source (usually a mouth). This concen-
trates blood in the intercellular spaces of
the avea and enlarges the capillaries of
the skin.

Ple:lse settle an argument between a
[riend and me. He says that King Kong
was a giant machine with five men in-
side it; but I say that the big [ellow
was actually an ordinary gorilla suit,
with one man inside, and that trick
photography was used to make him ap-
pear gigantic. Who's righiz—H. P. L,
New York, New York.

Neither of you. Ior a few special
shots, a gigantic mechanical gorilla head
was used. which had three men inside it,
operating the eyes, nose and mouth; and
a huge imitation fool was created for
one or two scenes. But almost all the
time he was on camera, the hevo of the
greatest love story of the 1930s was noth-
ing but a hand puppet, not much bigger
than a fist. Ingenious camerawork by
canemagictan Merian C. Cooper turned
this mobile molelull inlo the mountain-
ous monster on the screen.

M\; girl and T have all but signed the
papers in preparation for the wrip to the
altar. But belore I take the final siep,
there is one change T would like to make
in this otherwise near-perfect person.
What can 1 do about her snoring?—
J- S., Partland. Oregon,

Assuming you don’t want lo begin
your married life in separale  yooms,
there are various expedients that either
silence the offender or temporarily deaf-
en the victim. Since sleeping on the back
is. genevally the cause of snoring, an
Anti-Snore Ball (attached to the pajama

FLAMING DUCK

Select a large Long Island
duckling to serve 4 people.
Salt and pepper, and place
one-half an orange and a sprig
of parsley in the cavity.

Roast in
325 degree
oven for
2 hours.
Baste with
the pan
juices
during the
cooking.

Place under a medium flame for
the last 15 to 20 minutes to get
a good brown crust,
Put the cooked
duck on a hot
platter; garnish
with orange
sections.

of Grand
Marnier slightly,
pour over duck

just as you
bring it to
the table.

For delightful cocktail ond gour-
met recipes, write for our free
booklet. The compleie home
entertainment cook book,
The Spirit of Grand Cuisine
by Saul Krieg, published by
Macmillen, now at your
bookstore.

PRODUCT OF FRANCE / MAOE WITH FINE COGNAC
BRANOY / 80 PROOF / CARILLON IMPORTERS, LTD.
DEPT. PB-6, 730 FIFTH AVENUE, N.Y., N.Y. 10019
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top below the shouldey blade) restores
quict Iy making the supine slecper turn
to one side. If she sleeps in the raw and
is nonclaustrophobic, an Anti-Snove Cuff
(finking one wrist to a cord tied to the
bed) sevves the same purpose. For the
waclim, Noise Neutvalizer, a
device that produces a lulling sound.
Finally, a Noise Muff can be worn over
the ears. or earplugs may be inserted.
Or, you can garrole her.

theve's a

l know that the chesierficld coat was
nimed for the famous 19th Century carl.
Did the blazer also ger its name from a
notable person?*—R. L., Pasadena, Cali-
forma.

No. But the caplain of the British ship
H.M.S Blazer gels the cvedii. This sar-
torial salt inadvertently brought aboul a
new fashion wave when he ordered his
crew do spruce up their appeavance by
wearing blue jackets with metal buttons.

Bciuse 1 am shv, every date of mine
turns into a silent starc-out-ol-the-window
match. Would vou please give me some
tipsz It's gewting to the point where T
cn’t stand either the situation or mysell
much longer.—B. L.. St. Louis, Missouri.

Youwve got to work with what you
have. so fake your adoersary, shyness, and
use il as a lool to defeal idself. Yon
might try something like, “Lel's talk
about the difficulties of being shy, then
we can gel to the things we'd be saying
to cach other if I weren't so shy.” The
important thing is that talking about it
helps and, once you do this. you'll find
the problem less and less difficult to deal
with. In addition, theve are obuious ice-
breakers—such as plays and movies—that
give you a chance 1o spend a large part
of your date siently yet provide some-
thing to tallk about toward the end of
the coeming.

Lln}'tl's of London reputedly is unique
in the ficld of inswrance. What makes it
different from  other companies?>—\rs.
5. DL St Paul, Minnesotan

Founded i the 17th Century, Lloyd’s
is game lo insure almost everything from
satling boats to salient bosoms. Maore-
over, it is a world cenler for shipping
nformation, The corpovation does not
itself transact insuvance business but acts
as a governing body. The actual coverage
s provided by “nnderwriling members,”
imdividuals who accept a portion of the
visk for their pessonal account. They are
formed mto syndicates com posed of from
a [eiw to several hundyed members. Thus,
lavge swms ave avatlable and the visk is
spread. Candidale undevariters must be
sponsored by six members and arve elect-
ed only after they have proved they can
meet  therr labilities. They must also
deposit approximately 330,000 in cash or

securities seith the conipany and are sub-
Ject o stricd vesulation. Althoush mem-
bership has heretofore been rvestvicted to
British subjects, Lloyd's rvules have re-
cently been relaxed to enable citizens of
othey nations to participate.

My' mother will soon be coming 1o visit
me. ['ve arranged o have her meet my
latest givliviend by acquiring three tick-
ets 1o a local concert. My sports car has
the maditional bucket seats. with com-
pact accommaoditions in the rear. Who
gets the {romt seatz—M. H., Lincoln
Cury, Onegon.

Your mother, of course. Good manners
dictale that any older pevson be offered
the jront seat, so that he ov she can avoid
the task of serunching into the cramped
back one. But why not take a cab, so
you'tl all be more comfortable?

Al'lt:l' 23 vears of marriage and two sons
(I'm 17 and my brother is 19). 1 think
my Lather is having an affair with ganoth-
er womin. I'm preuy sure my mother
doesn’t know about it. IF' my thoughts
are right, what should 1 do*>—MI. S, San
Leandro. Calilornia.

Nothing. Plan your own life so that
you profit from the misiakes you think
are being made around you.

wm:n checking into a hotel without

luggage, should T tip the bellboy who

shows me 10 my room? If so. how

much>—P. .. Baltimore, Maryland.
Yes—at least a half dollar.

l'\t.- been told that there's some signifi-
cance in the placement of horses” hooves
in equestrian statues. Is this so=—J. R,
Davion. Ohio.

According to the Iulantry Journal, it's
traditional that “ichen all four [hooves]
are on the ground. wihich s yare
statues commemorating a hevo, the vider
died a normal death. One hoof m the
aiy signifres that he died of wounds
sustained in actton. But 1f jwo are
raised, it means that the rider was killed
on the field of battle.”

Ncilllcr my hushand nor I is a prude
regarding nudiy and small children, but
we totally disagree about his constantly
running around the house stark-naked in
front ol our two sons, ages hive and seven.
I feel that one should not hide the body
but ought to be natural about it in cir-
cumstances where it s normal 10 be
mule. Would you be kind c¢nough to
give us vour opinion*—>\hs. L. G, Syri-
cuse. New York,

What makes nudity natural or unnatu-
val in the privacy of the home is the
attitnde of the people who practice it.
Thus. if you fell uncomfortable ex posing
your body to your clhildven and acted

self-consciously about it. nudily would be
unnaluval for you, even if the kids saw
you coming out of the shower. Your
husband, on the other hand, may be
unself-conscious enough to have his na-
kedness seem natural even at the dinney
table: and particularly since the poiten-
tial andience consists of s own sons,
we'd suggest that you settle the avgument
in his favor.

[ T possible for me to attend the deliv-
cry of our baby? I'm the father. not the
mother—W. D, New York. New York.

That makes it a bit move difficult; but
some  progressive hospitals do alloie «
hushand 1o be present during childbirvth,
depending upon state or board-of-health
regulations in the avea. Consull your
wife’s obsietrician.

M}’ sexual experiences, which were
numerous prior to meeting mv lanccée.
have been on my mind a lot since 1
became engaged. I love her very much
and don’t particularly want 10 twell ha
about my past if it would upsct her or
damage our relationship. Do you think
honesty demands that | bare all>—G. L.,
Cleveland. Ohio.

If you thinl your sexual past yeoeals
anything about your present character
that your funcée onght to know, then
tell her. If you feel the past is ivielevant
and youw'd rather not muddy the waters
by stiviing them up, you're not obliged
Lo say unyilung.

SIIOllltl a wurtleneck sweater he worn
inside  or outside slacks=—C. 1., APPO
Scattle, Washington.

Qutside, just like othey swealers.

l:» it true that the druidic religion ol an-
cient lreland sull exists and even has
chapters in the United Statesz—5S. M.,
Cambridge, Massachusetts.

Yes. The United Ancient Ovder of
Drurds exists us a secrel sociely in our
country and claims that its teachingy
embady the mystical nowledye of Mei-
lin and the other great Celtic wizards.
Like all such brotherhoods, they cluom
that theor hidden wisdom s astval; but
oulsiders tend lo regavd 1t as mostly
half-astral.

Al rveasonable questions—from  fash-
ion, Jood and drink, Iu-fi and sporls cars
to dating dilemmas. taste and eliquetle
—awill be personally answered if the
writer includes a stam ped, self-addressed
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Aduisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi-
gan Avenue, Chicago, Hlinois 60611. The
most provocalive, pevtinent quevies will
be presented on these pages cach month.,
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“for people
Ysoing places

The special place is San Francisco
Old Crow makes it a little more special.

The clang of the Powell Street Cable Car. Majestic Golden
Gate Bridge. And at the end of the day San Francisco’s
number one Bourbon: Crow. It doesn’t come any better.
The place or the Bourbon. Crow's classic bouquet and
modern smoothness mixes so deliciously with anything, it
makes any time and any -
place a little more special. rj
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OIld Crow

Taste made it the world's most popular Bourbon.

home

WEWTUCKY STRAIGIT BOURBON WHISKEY B6 PROOF. DISTILLED AND BOTTLED BY THE FAMOUS DLD CROW DISTILLERY CO., FRANKFORT, KY,



THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

PENAL-CODE REFORM
Texas is in the process of revising its
penal code and materials are being gath-
cred to be wsed in dralting the new
statutes. One of my areas of responsibil-
ity is obscenity. Would vou please for-
ward appropriate installmenms of The
Playboy Philosophy and The Playboy
Forum?
Cameron M. Cunningham
Texas Legislitive Counil
Austin, Texas
Done.

12 PLAYMATES FOR THE VICAR

A friend sent me your 1969 Plavmate
Calendar with this note on the envelope:
“I dare you to put this on vour wall.”
And that's where it is. which mav sur-
prise—to put it mildly—certain of my
parishioners, should thev drop in on
their vicar.

I lost one member of my congregation
not long ago, alier I objeaed to her
wholchearted condemnation ol riavsoy.
I doubt that many ol mv regular pa-
rishioners read your magazine: those who
remain in our small community and at-
tend churdh services are the older genera-
tion. rLAYBOY's world seems remote from
their experiences. The young leave home,
reject church doarine and duwdh life :and
aren’t very interesied in reading the Bible.
Il rLAYBOY'S articles can give some mean-
ing to their lives, more power to vou.

Lugene B. E. Bowelho
Clear Lake, \Wisconsin

PRAISE FOR PLAYBOY
As a psvchologist and weacher. T must
express  my great  appreaation ol
rrAavsoy. It has been an invaluable aid
in my classes in psychologv and in mar-
viage and the family ac Sullolk Counuy
Community College, where 1 oy 10 use
s liberating sexual attwndes as an ann
dote 1o the olien stilling conservatism ol
some of my middle-aged students, T
think Hugh Helner deserves honorary
degrees [rom every psvchology depart-
ment in the country.
Thanks, and keep up the terrific
work.
Daniel L. Araoz
New Hywde Park. New York

PLAYBOY IN THE CLASSROOM

I recently obtained  copies ol The
Playboy Panel: Religion and the New
Morality and Harvey Cox™ artide God
and the Hippies for use in my American

social history class. I now nced 50 more
copies of cach; the enrollment is almost
double what we had anticipated. T sup-
pose the word got around that we have
bren dealing Irankly with many current
issucs and utilizing much of The Playhoy
Phlilosoply material.

I want to express my appredation not
only Tor these classroom awds but also lor
the continuing excellence ol pravBov. For
the first time, many of the girls here have
been able w explore current problems
Lulty.

Edward D. Jervey
Prolessor of History
Radlord College
Radlord, Virginia

DEVOUT CRITIC

Being a devout Christian, T seldom
agree with The Playboy Philosophy or
with the attitudes of most ol vour con-
wibutors, Bant 1 read rraveoy because it
expresses ideas divectly opposite, in my
opinion, to the taditional Christian phi-
losophy. It thus helps me in my attempts
to think objectively.

The February Playmate, by the way,
is the most attractive you have presented
m some time. Let’s see more like her in
the future,

Michael W. McClintock
Waco, Texas

GUARDIANS OF MORALITY

I fele like throwing up aflter reading
an article in the Brevard County, Flori-
da, edition ol the Orlando Sentinel: A
wonum reporter described her participa-
tion in the police harassment of @ man
whose only offense was a desire to take
[emale-nude  photographs. This happened
near the nation’s space center, where one
would think relatively intelligent and
forward-looking views would prevail. Not
so. The journalist answered a dassified ad
in another newspaper, which read, “Ama-
tewr photographer wants amateur model.
Your picture Iree.” The police had inves-
tigited the ad and found out the mum's
name and his job. When the reporter
went to meet him in a hotel room, the
cops had bugged the room and the Fau
Gallie chiel of police, a detective and the
sceurity chiel from the amateur photog-
rapher’s company were in the room next
door.

The man took a few pictures of the
dothed woman and made some [leehle
atempts to persuade her to pose in the
nude. Then the guardians of morility

If you're about
to buy a watch,
why not make
sureit’'s a

,,.1 stop watch
2 time out stop watch |
3 doctor’s watch
4 yachting timer
5 tachometer
6 aviator’s watch
7 time zone watch
8 skin diver's watch

9 regular watch

Why not make sure it's the
Chronomaster by Croton, $100.
Write for free fact book:

Dept. P-6, Croton Watch Co.,
Croton-On-Hudson, N.Y. 10520

CROTON

CHRONOMASTER

SINCE 1878

€3
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burst in like the Gestapo and collared
the photographer. What crime had he
committed? The article read, "The only
plausible charge that could be placed
against ‘Johnson” was that he rented a
Federal Post Oflice box to receive answers
to his ads under a false name.”

Il he committed no serious crime, why
did the police bother him? Apparently,
they think a desive to photograph lemale
nudes is evidence that a man is capable
ol anything. ** *What il he got with some
16-vear-old kid and raped her.” the chicf
stid. “The end justifies the means in
these cases. Even if we can’t press
charges.” ™

Furthermore, criminal or not, the ama-
teur photographer’s activities cost him
his $10.000-a-year job. That was why the
security chiel participated in the raid—
to tell him he was fired.

All this was presented as perfectly
aboveboard. unexceptionable conduct by
the girl who helped in the persecu-
tion of this man. In this entire account
ol sneaking, bugging, spving and depriv-
ing & man ol his livelihood, the only
indication that amy ol the participants
had a momentary pang ol conscience
occurred when the reporter admitted she
couldn’t look the unfortunaiec man in
the face. What convincing proof that the
conventional notion of morality is totally
sick! The vilest kind of immoral behavior
is that which is committed in the name
ol decency.

Unlortunately, T require a security dear-
ance to hold my job and I must ask that
you withhold my name to protect me from
reprisals,

(Name withheld by request)
Satellite Beach, Florida

THERAPY AND MORALITY

We wish 1o respond to some of the
comments made by Larry R. Littlejohn
and Dr. Franklin E. Kameny in the March
Playboy Forum. Mr. Littlejohn is incor-
rect in accusing behavior therapists of
making value judgments with respect to
heterosexul and homosexual activities,
It is not our opinion, nor is it that of
any other behavior therapist we know,
that there is anything wrong with heing
i homosexual. Mr., Littlejohn and Dr.
Kameny should be iware that a minority
ol homosexuals do not want 1o remain
l[l;lt wa and it secms in:lppropri;uc to
characterize this desire to dhange as im-
moral, as Dr. Kameny suggests. This is
as senseless as characterizing homosexual
behavior itsell as immoral. I, indeed, it
is the prerogative ol the homosexual to
reniiin homosexual, it is equally his right
1o change.

Finally, with respect to Mr. Litde-
jolin's question about the behavior thera-
pist's  responsibility when  confronted
with a client told by a court that he
must change his sexual proclivitics or
[ace imprisonment, we can speak only
for ourselves. We would exercise our

FORUM NEWSFRONT

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

RELIGION AND EMOTIONAL PLAGUE
Ecclesiogenic nenrosis—a form of men-
tal disturbance caused by certain kinds
of religious upbringing—is so wide-
spread in our sociely that two of its
principal forms, frigidity and impotence,
can be called “emotional plagues,” ac-
cording to psycliatrist William S. Kro-
ger. Writing in The Journal of Sex
Research. Dr. Kroger reports that in one
study of 186 neurotic clevgymen, 90 per-
cenl of them were found lo be suffering
from the eccdesiogenic neurosis, whereas
only 27 percent of the representatives of
other professions suffeved similar emo-
tional illnesses. In another study, 39 per-
cent of the fust 1000 palients reporting
to a suicide-prevention cenler had the
specific symptoms of the ecclesiogenic
form of mental instability. These symp-
toms usually include chronic depression,
guilt feelings, insomnia, loneliness and
—in women—such pysychosomalic physi-
cal dysfunctions as menstrual abnormali-
tics, severe pelvic congestion, vaginismus
and frigidity. In many cases, the religion-
induced neurosis can also take the form of
fetishism or perversion;: the paticnt gen-
erally feels ulterly helpless and Iypically
seeks hypnosis, belicving that no other
method can velieve his compulsions,

This disease, says Dr. Kroger, is most
frrevalent wheve children “are subject to
the “fire-and-brimstone’ type of strict veli-
eious upbringing,” and the cure seems to
requive a bayvage of different therapeutic
techniques—ranging from behavior ther-
apy, tranquilizers, yoga and orthodox psy-
choanalysis lo the ypnolic suggestion the
patient craves.

SEX-LAW REFORM

Efforts are under way in three states to
modernize criminal laws involving pri-
vale moral offenses. In Connecticut, a
sweeping revision of the eriminal code
being presenied to the general assembly
will scvapy such charges as lascivious car-
riage, fornication, seduction and adultery.
In New York, the Correctional Associa-
tion of New York, a private agency au-
thorized by the state Lo examine prisons,
has recommended that the state legisla-
ture abolish the abortion law and the
criminal statutes against prostitution and
homosexual conduct between consenting
adulis. The association’s secretary  de-
claved that government power should
concern itself not with “moral or reli-
gious standards” but with “matters of
public ovder, public safety and public
law.” In California, Assemblyman Willie
L. Brown, [r., is sponsoring a bill to
legalize cevtain homosexual acts between
consenting adulls in private, oral copula-
tion between men and women and sexual

intercourse  between unmarried adulls.
“What I'm attempting to do,” said Brown,
“is knock out the blackmail and the public
condemnation, and free the cops from
being Peeping Toms in rest rooms, so
they can go out and do some honest
criminal investigation.”

PUTTING UP WITH THE JONESES

POUGHKEEPSIE, NEW YORK—"[ Just can't
see why an unmarried girl would want
to have a male guest all night” Mrs.
Edna Jones of Poughkeepsic told the
press, explaining why she and her hus-
band Robert had filed suit against Vassar
College to prevent a new “open visiling”
policy from going into effect. The Jones-
es, parenis of a sophomore at the coed
(‘u”:'gz', sought to overrule a student vole
that had abolished the old 11 v cur-
few for male visitors and allowed them
to stay the whole night through; but
Vassar officials quickly worked out a com-
promise with the Joneses, before the case
came to court. Under the new new rule,
each corridor in each dorm will vole
individually whether it will keep the old
1l v M. curfew or accept the new all-
night visitation system. Left unanswered:
What happens to a boy who geis inlo
the wrong corvidor by mistake?

NEW YORK TV CENSORSHIP

NEW YORR—Local television  stalion
WCBS canceled a part of “The Mike
Douglas Show™ in which William R.
Baird, crusader for birth conivol. ap-
peared as a guest. During the program,
Baird briefly displayed a plastic model
of a uterus and a coat hanger to illus-
trate the lengths to which present abortion
laws drive desperate women. The scoment
was atred in many other cities across the
country, including Boston, wheve Bairvd
is currently fishting a fen-year senience
for displaying a bivth-control pill and
handing out contraceplive samples dur-
tng a lecture.

Baird challenged WOCBS' yuling that
his exhibit was not in good laste for an
carly viewing hour by pointing out that
much more grisly material is shown vegu-
larly on the six o'clock news. He told
rrAYBoY that a WCBS official veplied,
“Any parent who is responsible would
not let his kid watch the six o'clock
news.”

VARIABLE ORSCENITY

st. Louls—A  person’s opinions about
obscenily are often determined by Jis
occupational, educational and economic
background, says Marshall B. Katzman,
an ansiructor in psyclualry at St. Lonis
University. As part of a test, Kalzman
showed photographs of women in varying




poses and  degrees of nudity to 314
pevsons, 29 of them women. Policemen
and psychiatvists labeled the fewest num-
ber of pictures as obscene, while small
businessmen. laborers and probationary
policemen produced the highest number of
obscene ratings. Pictures usually regarded
as obscene tended to be black and white,
of poor quality, possessed little artistic
aalue, had less attractive models and
showed a greater degree of nudity. In
general, the stuedy indicated that those in
the higher socioeconomic groups declaved
fewer pictures obscene than did the less
economically and educationally privileged
fevsons in the test group.

CITIZENSHIP FOR BISEXUALS

BROOKLYN, NEW YORK—.A Federal Court
judge granted U.S. citizenship to an im-
migrant who deseribed himself as “bi-
sexual with homosexual tendencies.” The
Judge declaved that the maw’s “private
deviate sexual practices with consenling
adults” did not preeent him from being
“of good moral character” under the Im-
migratton and Nalionality Act. “The
courl may noi function as a freewheeling
censor over public morality,” the judce
went on. “True, petitioner is an individ-
ual whose secret actions are unpleasantly
peculiar when measured against what s
mcompletely known of conduct generally,
but he wounld not be fairly dealt with were
theve added ta the buvden of his invol-
untary sickness the characterization that
he lacks the good moral chavacler the
statute  demands.” The ruling  defies
numerous  precedents in which  persons
have been denied atizenship on moral
grounds because of their sexual propensi-
ties, and the Immigration and Naturaliza-
tion Service announced it would appeal
the decision.

WHAT TRELES DO THLY PLANT?

saN rraxcisco—The Trees for the City
commitice organized a  “Plant-a-Tree
Week” including a poster contest—then
recotled in anguish when they discov-
ered that one of the winning posters,
which they had taken for a picture of
a palm tree. was actually a depiction
of a pothead’s dream: a super, king-size
marijuana  plant. Removing the  poster
from its place of honor with the other
winners, officials tersely told the San Fran-
cisco Chronicle, “They’re not the sort
of lrees we recommend for street f;l.rmt-
ing.” Disqualified winner Alex Allen, 17,
intervicwed by the newspaper, comment-
ed, “I did 1l to find out wheve people are
ate o« o I wanted cverybody to enjoy it.”

TEXAS JUSTICE ¥S. CANDY BARR
BROWNWOOD, TEXAS—Stripper Candy
Barr has been arvested for possession of
marijuana, with bail sel at $25,000. In
Dallas tn 959, Miss Bayr was hit with a
I5year sentence for a first conviclion of
pot possession. San Antonio News col-

wmnist Paul Thompson svrete: “This
enormous rap [Candy zot out after sevo-
ing three years at Govee) is still dis-
cussed in hushed tones among students,
here and abroad. of anomalics and
hideous flukes in the administration of
Texas justice.” Thompson compared
Miss Barr's huge bail in her latest case
with the few thousands of dollays nor-
mally vequived of persons accused of
anything from burglary and yobbery to
murder and rape and concluded, “Candy
Barr never has professed io be a lady.
But at the vate some law-enforcement
agenctes are going, they'll make something
bigger out of her—a martyr.”

MONSTER FACTORIES

PHILADELPHIA—Judge  Raymond Pace
Alexander says that it would be highly
desivable for wives (o pay conjugal visils
to their husbands in jail “and would
make a convicl’s futwre life worth living,
Otherwise, a prisoner won't be worth a
damn. We'll be sending monsters oult
into the community.” Judge Alexander
occupies the bench in a community seri-
ously disturbed by the problem of sex in
prisons; according to the district attor-
ney's office, homosexual vapes are “epi-
demic” in the jails of the Cuy of Brotherly
Love. The judge wonld also permit sex
for umwed inmates “if they have legiti-
mate long-term  common-law relation-
ships.” He thinks that “in fioe vyears,
normal sexual relations in prisons, prop-
erly supervised, will be the praclice in
many states.”

THE DYING DEATH PENALTY

The mounting assault against the
death penalty continues to cather mo-
mentum. In vecent coenls:

= Conservatioe William F. Buckley, Jr.,
Ulese the minds of some of his followers
by coming ount squarely for abolition of
capital punishment.

s The National Urban League called
for abolition of the death penally, on the
grounds that it has manifestly failed to
deter criminals and is discviminately ap-
plied against blacks and the poor.

= The NAACP Legal Defense and Ed-
ucational Fund. Inc—which last year won
the Supreme Court decision abolishing the
prosecutor’s traditional vight to dismiss
jurors who have qualms about the death
penalty—is now preparing a new case for
the lighest cowrt, which challenges the
death penalty on thyvee technical constitu-
tional grounds. If successful, this will fur-
ther impede capital  punishment  and
necessitate new legislation in all states.
But the fund mtends to continue the
fight even then, seeking “lotal abolition
of capital punishment in the United
States,” m‘rm‘ding to a spokesman.

The effectiveness of the campaign
against the death penalty can alyeady be
measured: 1968 was the first year in which
no person was excculed i this country.

prolessional privilege of refusing the case
lor therapy. We feel that other behanior
therapists, in keeping with the standards
typical of professional conduct, would
concur.
David C. Rimm, Ph. D.
Richard J. Morris
Department of Psychology
Arizona State University
Tempe, Arizona

BIOLOGICAL PREDESTINATION

Your editorial reply to Dr. Kameny
states that “the available evidence indi-
cates” that homosexuals show “a com-
pulsion based on phobic reactions to
heterosexual stimuli.,” This is open to
question. While one is always unhappy
at having to contradict so sexually lib-
eral a publication as PLAYBOY, vour stite-
ment—"The sexually inverted male finds
himself rejecting his biological role”—
is 5o wrong that it must not go unchal-
Ienged. Neither males nor females are
inescapably programed to follow partic-
ular biological roles. What can salely be
said is that males and females do have
certain biological porentials, but to be-
lieve that nature has purposes of some sort
would be to [all into the trap of telcology
that every freshman philosophy student
learns to avoid like the plague. Biologists
report observed behavior; they do not im-
pute purposes to the phenomena.

It remains for the sociologist, among
others, o interpret such behavior in its
social implications. Today we are giving
careful study to the ambiguous “vast
complex of relationships, values and so-
cial structures™ that, despite your deni-
al of its existence, does. in fact. make of
the homophile population a true minor-
ity. It is through their sharing of *“a
single atribute”—their emotional orien-
tation oward members of their own sex
—that homosexuals are molded into a
community of sorts, in spite of social
pressure aimed at preventing any such
result.

Let us drop unscientific legacies from
the past that would insist men and wom-
en must be shackled 1o some sort of bio-
logical predestination, and let us accept
instead the picture of multiple potentiali-
ties that modern rescarch is revealing,

W. Dorr Legg, Director
One Institute
Los Angcles, California

HOMOSEXUALITY AS A COMPULSION
I was elated by Dr. Kameny's leter
and depressed by your answer to it, be-
cause you spoke the tragic truth 1 have
to live with. I am a 20-year-old homosex-
wil who was invoduced to this way of
lile when I was seduced in the rest room
ol a train station at the age of ten. 1 had
my first real aflair two years ago with a
man old enough to be my [ather. We
truly loved cach other, but 1 had to
leave him in order to continue my edu-
cation. At umes I do not fecl I will be
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Some people like it for what it is.

We think the Javelin SST manages to
doone very important thing more success-
fully than any other sporty car.

It unites the two worlds of speed and
comfort without allowing one to com-
pletely dominate the other.

Yet it lists for less money than any
other American made sporty car.

We give you a bigger standard engine
and a bigger trunk than Mustang and
Camaro.

We scoop out a little more room for
legs in the front than our competitors do.

We include reclining bucket seats as

standard equipment and a nylon carpet
nice enough to have impressed Motor
Trend magazine (see March issue).

Of course, you can get options like the
390 engine, a 4-speed transmission with
Hurst shifter, disc brakes and mag wheels.

But even without a single option the
Javelin is very easy to like.

Just the way it is.

Recently, however, word has gotten
back to us that some people are making
our hot sporty Javelin even hotter.

That comes as no surprise. We've
been doing the same thing ourselves.




Some like it for what it can be.

In last season’s Trans-Am road races,
specially prepared and modified Javelins
often outran far more seasoned competi-
tion.

And in our first year, we were the
only factory team who never failed to
finish a race.

This year, in addition to SCCA Trans-
Am, we’ll be represented by two factory
sponsored teams on the NASCAR GT circuit.

But you don’t have to be a pro to be
competitive in a Javelin, because pros are
making custom parts specifically for it.

Here are just a few: Hurst shifters.

Doug’sheaders."Isky"cams.Edlebrock and
Offenhauser intake manifolds. Schiefer
clutches and flywheels.

Order them through your American
Motors dealer or your favorite speed shop
...and who knows?

Driving the Javelin could become a
career.

American Motors’
Javelin




*T.M. G. C. Co,, Inc.

The newTiparillo LP.
Should you share it with a friend?
s The new Tiparillo® LPs* are milder,
IS slimmer. And longer.

165 millimeters.long, to be precise.
Almost too long for a single man.
Almost long enough for two.




able 1o live any longer with my emotion-
al stresses. 1 osee for mysell a life of
flecring affairs, loneliness and despair—a
Living hell.

I have succeeded i establishing a pla-
tonic relationship with & girl. 1 wish a
thousand times over 1 could be a hetero
sexual. I envy every happy straight couple
Isee. I am willing 10 undergo anyihing
10 become siraight.

(Name withheld by request)
St. Louis, Missouri

PENALIZING HETEROSEXUALS
I Teel that your answer to the leter
from Dr. Franklin E. Kameny gives an
excellent and complete exposition of the
point ol view of the most liberal and
progressive thinkers now working in this
fickd. However. there is one point I would
like 1o emphasize i regard 10 your state-
ment that the homosexual “giins no
greater good through his relations with
males than the heterosexual gains in re-
Jlations with females.” Intrinsically, 1his
is certiinly true: but in our sexually frus-
trating socicty. the homosexual must be,
ol all groups, the least sexually frustrated.
Compare the homosesual in a strange city
separated rom his sex partner with the
heterosexual away from his wile or givl-
friend. The Eatter has much more trouble
making a casual pickup than the former.
The homosexual knows from the grape-
vine the bars where he can make con-
tacts; il he uses the Turkish baths or
siunas, he can ind sex relaions right on
the spot. These places are inexpensive,
perfeatly sale and provide partners of 2
very dillerent type from the women the
heterosexual can find commerdially. This
5 a preat practical advantage of the gay
life amd T think it should be  faced
squarcly. I would go as L as 10 say that
this is one ol the aveas in which our
sodiety seriously penalizes the heterosexual,
Myra A. Josephs, Ph. D).

New York, New York

COMPULSIVE HETEROSEXUALS

As o woman and a Lesbian, 1T wish 1o
take issue with your reply 1o Dr. Kame-
ny's leuer. You assume. without proof or
argument, that homoesexuals are under a
compulsion to engage in sexual acts with
their own Kind, Haven't you also noticed
that so-called normal people e in the
grip ol phobic reactions 1o homosexuals?
In lact this is a serious neurotic symptom
suffered by nearly all heterosexuals and
cvidences the sexual immaturity and in-
security ol most of them.

Are you conlusing love with compul-
sive sexual attraction and saying  that
heterosexual males love and manry not
people  but  sexual  stimuli  emaniating
from femalesz Does love, in your view,
imvolve phobic reactions w one or the
other sex?

When you say the homosexual rejecs
“his biological role,” I presume you

mean  reproduction. My conservative
guess is that 95 percent ol sexual activity
hias nothing 10 do with reproduction and
hall of what does is 100 much, 1T Mys.
Stimulus is on the pill. where is the
biological role for her or Mr. Stimulus?
As human beings, it is time we got away
from our fixation on imitating animals,
We cmn do mudh better than animals:
love can translorm mere lustful compul-
sion and make ol sexual intimacy an
experience of lasting beaury.

I am surprised e your advocacy of
sexual conformity. I, for one, do not care
1o inhabit the belly of the bellshaped
curve where the great, dull average lives,
We ought 1o learn 10 delight in diversi-
ty: male and female, black and white,
old and young, heterosexual and homo-
sexual.

Riw Laporte, President
Daughters of Bilins, Inc
San Franasco. Californma

We don’t assume that all homosexuals
we uwnder a compulsion to engage in
sexual acts with theity own kind: our
answer lo Dr. Kameny referred only 1o
the exclusive homosexual. Obviowly, a
person who can respond o both hetero-
sexual and homosexval stimuli does not
feel compelled 1o have relations solely
with his own sex, noy is he phobic to-
ward the opposite sex. N is true that
some—Dbut not “nearly all” as you claim
—hetevosexuals have strong phobic reac-
trons loward homosexuals: however, such
Jeelings of veoulsion are in no way intrin-
ste to hetevosexuality,

Sexual love, in our view, involves more
than a simple neurological yesponse o
stumuli, and it does not necessitate phobic
reaclions 1o eithey Heterosexuals
often vespond  positively,  occasionally
cven evolically, Lo the allractiveness of
members of thetr own sex.

Qur remark about the “biological role”
of hetevosexuality did not vefer 1o repro-
duction necessarily, but 1o the simple—
ammial, f you will—fact that the male
and female bodies have been structurally
adapted to eacl other by millions of years
of evolution and (for all the delights of
warictism) helerosexual coitus still is one
of the fundamental satisfactions of a full
Iman life. The exclusive homosexnal,
who does himself the disservice of never
expertencing this kind of satisfaction. i
practicing self-deception, we think, i he
argues that this avordance is something he
prefers vather than something he feels
compelled 1o do.

We feel that possession of a hetevosexual
capacily s “average” in the same sense oy
possessing o eyes, say, or four limbs or
a funclioning sel of gentials. Theve s
notlung dull about having the ability
to participate in the fudl vange of human
experience. However, let us be absolutely
clear once again that we vaise these pornts
only to defend those homosexuals who
seck psychotherapy and were condemned

X,

as “tmmoral’” by Dr. Kameny for violat-
mg the group solidarity he feels homo-
sexuals should share. We ave not pressing
therapy upon anybody, male or female,
homasexual or hetevosexual, if they are
happy in thetr present civeumstances. But
we suspect that those who ave secure in
thetr happiness would not be so quick
lo musunderstand  owr neutval words  as
a threal to them or a put-down of their
pevsonal dignity.

PSYCHIATRIC INJUSTICE

I vead with interest the leter ol Wil
liam McDonough (The Playboy Forum,
February) on psychiatric injustice .
as atostudent of  psychology, T feel 1
shoukd point out i lew things you over
looked.

If you would consult any competent
psychologist, you would soon learn 1hai
some ol the symptoms of paranoia are
delusions ol persecution, chironic suspi-
ciousness and long tales of mistreatment.
I might add that compulsive letier writing
may show itself as a neurotic symprom.

It is, of cowrse, dillicult 10 el from so
linde evidence, but if Mr. McDonough's
letter is any indicition ol his normal
thought processes, he definitely exhibirs
some of the symptoms of parianoia.

Do not forget that Mr. McDonough
has not been committed for eight vears
lor a simple wiland-bartery  charge,
Over these years. he has been under con-
stant psychiatric observation, and it is
apparently the deasion of specialists—
prolessional psychiatnists—ihat he is not
well enough 1o conduar a normal life
within our society.

Alas, gentlemen, you have heen taken
in by a typical letter from an adjudged
paranoid.

Im alvaid than rather than pass new
laws to protea people like McDonough,
we'll just have 1o accept the judgments
of professionals instead ol patients, uniil
God shows us @ way 10 really cure 1he
mentally ill.

Kenand B. Frendh
Summenrville. Souh Carolina

While God will certainly get avound
to solving this problem coentually, He
has not been in any particulay huriy
aboul it; and. m the meantime, such
reform is the responsibility of man him-
self.

The need for such laws should be
evident from a simple fact: 1 you arve
accoused of stealing from a stove, the opin-
won of one supposed expert from  the
police department (on fingeyprints, let us
say) 1s not enough lo comnicd you. You
hawve a night 1o counsel: o produce appros-
ing experls to testify on your behalf: and
to have your guill demonstyated bevond o
reasonable doubt befove you can be sen-
tenced. Those accused of the “crame” of
mental illness have, in most stales, none
of these vights and can be locked up for
fife on the testimony of two individualy
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who are not challenged or contested by
opposing authorities in the same ficld.
This is manifestly unfair, especially since
psychology and  psychiatry are not yet
exacl sciences like mathematics and
plysics.

As for your perceptive dingnosis of the
paranoid symptoms of McDonough, he
frankly admatted in his February “Playboy
Forum™ leiley that this was the official
diagnosis of himself (“paranoid schizo-
phrenic with a  sociopathic  veaction™).
Whether these symptoms—or those of any
inmate—are necessarily  indicative  of
mental illness, however, is disputed by
Dy. Thomas Szasz in his book “Law, Lib-
erly and Psychiatry”:

Inasmuch as there ave no clear or
generally accepled criteria of mental
illness, looking for evidence of such
illness is like searching for evidence
of heresy [during the Inquisition]:
once the investigator gets into the
proper frame of mind, anything may
seem lo him to be a symptom of
mental tliness.

A man who is locked up against his
will generally feels persecuted, frequeni-
Iy is suspicious of those who locked him
up and often writes numerous leiters to
those he thinks may help lim get out.
Sometimes, such a man is paranoid.
Sometimes, he is just rveacting normally
to a horrible situalion—you might de-
velop all of Mr. McDonough’s “para-
noid” symptoms if you were indefinitely
sentenced to a prison-hospital. (See the
account of two psychologists who volun-
tarily underwent this c.tpcn'rucc, in the
May “Forum Newsfront.”’) If you haven’t
vel learned how difficult it is to distin-
guish between the normal resentment of
the tvoluntarily imprisoned and the com-
plicated delusions of the true paranoid,
you've been dozing in class.

PSYCHIATRIC POLITICS

The February Playboy Forum letter
from Williiim L. McDonough brings to
mind a related sitnation that occurred in
my family. My older brother, now 29, he-
came ill with what was eventually diag-
nosed as p;lr;moi(l sdlimp[lrcnizl and, afrer
a series ol dealings with psychiatrists and
local clinics over a period of several years,
voluntarily committed himsell 1o Napa
State Hospital, near Sacramento.

Hospital conditions then, as now, were
deplorable: crowded wards, often sadistic
attendants, lack ol adequate medical
staff, low budgets by the state govern-
ment. My brother's ward, lor example,
had a single psychiarist, who had time
to see cach patient about once a month.
Patients also were counseled by psychi-
atric social workers, each of whom had
about 75 cases.

My brother was fortunate. A psychiat-
ric social worker took an interest in him
and devoted considerable time to working
with him. Eventually, the social worker

helped him to a point where my brother
felt he was ready 1o leave Napa and
attempt an adjustment to normal life.
The social worker, thercfore, recom-
mended that he be released.

At this point, however, my brother's
freedom became a political issue. The
psychiatrist in charge of the ward, who
had seen my brother perhaps half a
dozen times during the previous year,
recommended against his being released.
The social worker. who had less authori-
ty but had worked with my brother
nearly every day for a vear, argued flor
release. The social worker suggested that
I join the conflict; T did. by writing a
letter suggesting that T would attempt to
publicize the board’s procedures if some-
thing was not done. Shortly after that, my
brother was released.

This occurred over two years ago, and
my brother has made a successful—
though, at times, of course, dillicult—ad-
justment to society. He has suffered at
least one relapse: bur through the help
of state aid and outpatient clinics. he
now lives in a cooperative house with
other ex-mental patients and plans even-
tually to finish his schooling and scek a
carcer. Yet, while it i1s obvious his release
was the right thing, the decision could
have easily gone the other way two years
ago. As with thousands of other mental
patients, he had virtually nothing to say
abour his future at a crucial point in his
life. Legal safeguards are needed for all
of the mentally ill, including those in
Mr. McDonough’s situation.

James K. Willwerth
Novato, California

MILITARY INJUSTICE

Men in this nation’s Armed Forces
lose their rights as human beings and
their constitutional rights to fair treat-
ment when they enter the Service.

In October 1968, 27 men at the Presid-
io stockade staged a sit-down strike and
refused to obey an order to go to work,
They were protesting the fatal shooting
of a fellow inmate who had tried to
escape. When they refused to obey or-
ders, they were arrested, but they offered
no resistance to arresting ofhicers.

They were then charged with mutiny
instead of the usual charge of disobeying
an order. Licutenant General Stanley R.
Larsen, Sixth Army commander. disre-
garded the pleas of other high-ranking
officials and Army counsel and refused to
lower the charges, although he kindly
conceded that the maximum penalty of
death would not be sought upon convic-
tion. The first three men convicted have
received sentences of 14, 15 and 16 yeurs
at hard labor, forfeiture of all pay and
dishonorable discharges.

These men showed great courage in
their display of conscience; they deserve
a much better fate.

Henry Jensen
Ferndale, California

When 27 young men at the Presidio
stockade were charged with mutiny, the
North American Broadcasting Corpora-
tion, a nonproht educational radio asso-
ciation of some BOO stations, attempred
to cover their courts-martial. We were
prevented from doing so. Everyone in the
media rapidly became aware that the
U. 8. Sixth Army—from the comnmunding
officer of the Presidio and the inspector
general down to the stockade guards—
was making an example ol these 27 men.
The prisoners allege that they have been
intimidated by the guards: certainly,
these guards have been uncooperative in
helping us to gather the news. The
NABC decided to devote its attention
to the background of the case and to the
prison conditions themselves.

What we uncovered at the Presidio
could not be conveyed in one or even
two radio broadcasts. Private Richard
Bunch was apparently killed without
justification. When we examined the ol-
ficial Army records. we found that Bunch
was ol unsound mind and had no busi-
ness being put into the stockade. The
officers at the Presidio tried. as best they
could, to cover up the case. Fortunately
for our Government, the public and the
press, the 27 men in the stockade put the
spotlight on the situation.

Our taped interviews with prisoners
make it clear that the [acts in the Pre-
sidio mutiny are being concealed. Here
are excerpts from a statement by an
eyewitness to the Killing of Private
Bunch:

PrISONER: I was with Bunch the day
he was murdered, and T saw exactly
what happened, and to my eyes it
was murder. . . . I was standing
there when it actually happened,
and he was in the middle of the
street, and I was about ten feet
away, and I heard the footsteps and
heard the gun dick as the rounds
were chambered and the sound ol
the shot; and I siw exactly what
happened, and there was no call of
“Halt” given, and there was none of
the procedure that they are sup-
posed 1o follow. The guard cracked
up after he did it. He started having
the shakes and saying, “Oh, God,
what did T do?” and things like
that.

anyouncer: It was declared justi-
fiable homicide immediately after-
ward?

PrISONER: Yes, as far as I know, it
was declared so two hours alter-
ward that they had said “Halt” and
they had done all those things that
they hadn't.

ANNOUNcER: What was this young
man, Richard Bunch, like?
rrisoNer: Well, T only knew him the
one day. I had just met him that
day, but as far as [ could tell, he was
very unlike many of the prisoners
that I have been with on details,



like myself. He didn't seem scared
and withdrawn, and he had some
kind of purpose. He was bothering
the guard constantly, like, “If T run,
will you shoot me?” And just before
he did run I heard him say, “If you
shoot, aim lor the back of my head.”

Besides the shooting of Private Bunch,
the 27 men who staged the sit-down were
protesting conditions in the stockade.
Here is what a prisoner had 1o say about

them:

ANNOUNCER: What are the conditions
there like in terms of arowding, food,
sunitation, toilet facilities, these mat-
ters?

rrisoNER: When I was in the stock-
ade, it was inadequate completely.
The toilet situation was ridiculous
and the whole bathroom situation
was—it wits unsamitary—it really was
weird.

ANNouncer: How would you desaribe
this?

rrisoner: Well, there were four toi-
lets for almost a hundred prisoners.
The toilets didn't have woilet seats
and they leaked. When we flushed
them they leaked all over the floor.
They were constantly stopped up—
at least one of them, usually two or
three—and quite a few times there
was stuff from the oilets all over the
floor.

AxNOUNCER: Would this include hu-
man excrement?

PRISONER: Yes, and there was always
a few inches of water on the floor.
And the [ood was completely inade-
quate. A few weeks before the muti-
ny, it had been geuing worse and
worse, until we were getting hardly
anything to eat. And what there was
tasted shitty.

Another prisoner, asked to describe
the stockade, said:

rrisonER: The food problem was
really bad, nobody was getting
enough 1o eat, and evervbody was
always left hungry, and we were
really crowded. We didn’t really
have room 1o breathe. The air seemed
like it was always stuflv, and you al-
ways had to wait in line for a couple
of hours 10 take a shower. . . .
ANNOUNCER: Were you ever in one
ol the disciplinary or administrative
segregation cells?

rrisoNer: Yes, I was. They are about
six feer long, just room enough for
you to lay down, and about nine
feet tall and four and a hall feet
wide. There is a sieel rack 1o sleep
on, and there’s nothing else 1o sit
down on besides the floor or this
rack.

ANNOUNCER: Are there any toilets in
these cells?

rrisoNER: No, there's not. You have
to call the guard.

ANNoUNCER: Do the guards always
respond to the call?

PRISONER: Not always. They sort ol
get tived of opening doors and clos-
ing doors.

ANNOUNCER: What do vou do when
the guards won't respond?
PRISONER: Just sulfer, mostly.

As for the mutiny itself. here's how
one of the participants described it:

PRISONER: In the morning as every-
body was getting ready to get in
formation, a group of us, actually 28
ol us, walked over and sat down in a
kind of a bunch of people, supposed
to be a circle, but it was just a
bunch of people. We started singing
stuft like We Shall Owvercome, Free-
dom. This Land Is Your Land,
things like that. We had a [ellow
who had made up a list of griev-
inces, there were six altogether. The
whole idea was just to get these
grievances across to somcbody. It
doesn’t take very long in the Army
before vou realize that the system
works best when somebody's watch-
ing you, especially like a civilian.
We were kind of hoping that maybe
somebody would notice and maybe
put a bug into the Army’s car to do
things like they were supposed to be
doing, anvway. Maybe clean up the
scene a little bit. And so this [ellow
stood up, and when Captain La-
mont, the correction officer, the guy
who's in charge of the stockade,
came over, we stopped singing and
this fellow stood up and read the six
grievances and tried 1o explain
things. The captain walked away,
which was really frustrating, and we
really didn’t know what to do, so we
just started singing again, and pretty
soon Captain Lamont came back.
They brought a fire truck and we
thought for a while they were going
to squirt us, and we were really kind
of scared, and they brought over all
these MPs, and we were still singing.
We didn’t know what to do. So the
MPs came in, and they all had gas
masks on. We were scared for a
while they were going to try to gas
us; we didn’t know. Pretty soon, they
just came over and picked us up,
carried us inside and that was it
ANNoUNcer: This was alter Captain
Lamont had read Article 94 of the
Military Code, which defines mui-
ny, to you?

PRISONER: Well, I guess he did. We
were sitting there, not looking any-
where, and he came back and they
claim he read Article 94. 1 guess he
did. I don’t know, I didn’t hear it.
ANNOUNCER: Did anybody have any
realization  that what they were
doing there might possibly consti-
tute a capital oflense?

PRISONER: Oh, no. I guess none of us

knew what we were geuing into
when we walked out there. One guy
got scared, T guess, and just left. We
just knew something had 10 be
done. Nobody even thought of that.
That's just too insane. I mean, this
is America, and things like that are
supposed to happen in Russia or
some bad place like that. So when
we walked out there, we really
didn’t know what to expect. We
didn’t know what to do. We really
hadn’t thought out this situation,
other than to figure that we'd sit
down, and surely somebody would
come over and listen to us, because
that’s such an unusual thing for a
bunch of prisoners 1o do. Unforiu
nately, nobody listened 1o us, nobody
did anything too much, except try
and screw us, I guess.

We have got our teeth firmly into this
matter, and despite the harassment,
threats, intimidations and MP escorts
provided every time one of our vehicles
enters the Presidio, we are going to take
this case to its conclusion and report on
it until we get the kind of action needed
from the politicians in Washington. In
the Territorial United States, there is no
reason why we should afford one or two
men the power of life and death over
our youngsters by virtue of having a
separate system of judicial procedure for
the Army. We feel that if the Army is
unable to conduct itsell properly, then
those judicial rights should revert to the
civil courts supervised by the civilians.

I want it plainly understood that I am
not out to hurt the Army, which has a
great number of conscientious and dedi-
cued men in its ranks. The people we
must weed out, so that the Army can
once more become a proud Service, are
the people who abuse their authority
and neglect their duties and their re-
sponsibilities to the enlisted men in their
charge. What is being fought is injustice,
not a branch of the Armed Forces, 1 feel,
as I'm sure others do, that we can give
the 27 men the exoncration they deserve
without disrupting the stability of the
biggest Army in the world.

Michael Lrickson, Chairman

North American
Broadeasting Corporation

San Francisco, California

As we go to press, the sentence of the
first soldier convicted of muliny al the
Presidio, Privale Nestey D. Sood, has
been reduced on review from 15 years al
hard labor 1o two years. Other reviews
are pending,

THE OLEO STRUT

Justice, small-town Texas style, is illus-
trated by the experiences of the stafl ol
the Oleo Strut collechouse during the
past cight months, Some of their toubles
were reported by Thomas M. Cleaver
in the Februavy Playboy Forum. The

71



PLAYBOY

72

collechouse is one block south of the city
hall and police station and half a block
east of the main fire station. Despite its
location on the main street of town, the
Olco  Swrut's  plate-glass  windows have
been broken at least eight times, soldiers
and civilians have been physically at-
tacked inside and outside the premises
and gangs of local toughs known as
“cowboys™ have ripped plumbing lvom the
walls, broken Turniture, glasses and dishes
inside the building and (sometimes openly
and sometimes anonymously) threatened
death o persons connected with the coffee-
house. Members of the swff have been
followed home by local citizens waving
hatchets and other weapons, are contin-
uously threatened with violence and have
been arrested and jailed for minor viola-
tions of the law (lor which others are
merely warned). such as driving an auto-
mobile with out-ol-state license plates.

The local police department has been
unable 1o solve and prosecute one stnqle
crime committed againse the Oleo Strad’s
stalt, although 1t s a bewer-than-average
department and can perform an excel-
lent professional job in other areas ol
arime prevention and detection. The lo-
cal “cowboys,” some of them sons ol the
beuer Eamilies in this area, openly boast
that they have been encouraged in their
criminal activities by certain police ofli-
cers who have promised them immunity
from prosecution.

The manager of the coffechouse was
arrested and held on $50,000 bal for
possession of maripana alter 002 ol an
ounce was found (under curious circum-
stances) on the front seat ol las car: at the
same ume. bonds for murder and assault
with intent 10 kill were ser at SI1500 in
this county. The circumstances surround-
ing the manager’s arrest were a comedy of
crrors and included a member of the cty
council appointing himsell a judge and
taking part in the legal ceremonies. A
sembliance of sanity returned and  the
grand jury decided not 1o indict the man-
ager on the possession charge.

In nearly 20 years of law practice, 1
have not seen our double standard—the
difference berween what we say we be-
lieve and what we actually do—praaiced
s0 obviously i this I{xxllity I only hope
that some reform results, in the long run,
from the abuse ol law, utter I|)|)(H.I| ¥y
and actual criminal conduct of local citi-
zens during the past months.

Davis Brage
Attorney at Law
Kilteen, Texas

STRANGER IN HIS OWN LAND

As an Indian, I have noticed several
relerences 1o my people in your maga-
rine. The dixlog between white and
black goes on. ver few people give a
passing glance to the red man. Ol course,
the red man is scattered all over the
country and numbers only about 500,000
to 1,000,000—the much-documented poli-

¢y of extermination took care of that
But who can qell you more about the
ethical system of the white man than
the Indian? He has ran the entire gaant-
let ol justice and injustice as applied by
soldiers, polilici;llls. missionaries, lawyers,
Judges and—ithe final blow—the Burcau
of Indian Affaivs. Lucky for the immi-
grants who came to this country that
they didn’t have a Burcau of Inumigram
Alffairs to help them “adjust”™ o society;
we might still have Irish, Italian and
Jewish reservations.

Here in Oklahoma, although the ma-
jority of whites claim Indian blood and
profess respect for the Indian, the whites
actually own evervthing: and the Indian
suffers from lack of education, 15 racked
by discase and has seen his culture vir-
tually wiped out—he is a stranger in his
own lLand.

“

Dean Daney
Norman, Oklahoma

MARIJUANA MARTYR

Having been conviaed ol selling five
dollins’ worth of marijuana sceds and
stems to an informer, I am corvemly
serving a 20-10-30-year sentence in the
State Prison ol Sowthern Midugan, near
Jackson.

My case is unusual because this penal-
ty. the mandatory legal minimum sen-
tence in Michigan, is generally regarded
as too harsh cven by judges. The custom-
ary practice is to allow the accused o
plead guilty 10 a lesser charge. Further-
more, my bail was set at $45,000—an
impossible sum for me 10 raise—so I sat
in ail for four mombs before being
tricd. There were 25 other marijuana
arrests tn Grand Traverse County in the
past two yewrs, but 1 am the only one
who has been sent 1o the penitentiary.

Why this special ueatment for me?
The authorities will probably say that it
15 because I am a “habitual criminal.”
Actually, T have one previous conviction
(for unarmed robbery when 1 owas very
young) and an arrest (which did not
lead to a arial) for being in a house
where pot was being smoked. Is this
habitwal criminality? T believe that my
real aime was o column T wrote lor a De-
troit underground newspaper, the Warren
Forest Sun. "The column  was  called
“"Dope-O-Scope,” and in it 1 presented
saentific facts about marijuana o coun-
ter the mythology dirculated by the nar-
cotics burean. This angered the local
olfwials, and 1 am being punished as a
symbol of the Detroit hippie community
and others who wgze more realistic
marijuana legislation.

Incidentally, the Michigan House of
Representatives recemily  received a re-
port Irom a subcommittee lormed 1o
study the use of drugs among youth in
the state. Accompanying the report was a
lewer [rom subcommittee chaiviman Rep-
resentative Dale Warner, which stated,
“The key implication from this study for

Lawmakers is that a total re-evaluation
and reform ol our drug-control laws is
needed.”

Lamry L. Belcher

State Prison ol Southern Michigan

Jackson, Michigan

MARIJUANAPHOBIA

The Akron Beacon  Journal reports
the case ol a gopo girl who was sen-
tenced to a term ol two to hiteen years
for the possession of marijuana. The
judge imposed this sifl sentence even
though two court-appointed psychiatrists
amdd the assistant county prosecutor him-
scll had urged cemency.

The article goes on o state that:

[Mr.] Gabalac [the assistant county
prosceutor] had proposed probation
alter [the girl] pleaded guilty 10 1wo
counts ol possesing marijuana. He
said that he was saushed by the
psychiatric reports that she had given
up drugs lor the past eight months
andd was showing rehabilitative prog-
ress.

[She] even volunteered to work
with the prosecutor’s office in giving
talks 10 students about the dangers
of drugs. It's extremely hard 1o hind
ex-ddicts in this town who are will-
ing 1o talk about this problem.

“But everybody was willing 10 co-
operate on this except the judge.”
Gabalac declared.

What also s puzzling to cowrt
observers is the court’s past record
ol granting probation. Court records
show that no less than on 51 occa-
sions did [Judge] Reed grant pro-
bation in 1968. The crimes include
shooting with imtent 10 wound,
shooting to kill, stabbing to wound,
possession of narcotics and a host of
other felonies.

Is there such a thing as justice in the
United States today when people who
shoot to kill can be released on proba-
tion and this girl gets up w 15 years lor
merely possessing (not selling) marijuana?

Robert A. Blunk
Sureetsboro, Ohio

A careful reading of the news story
indicates that even the enlightened pros-
ccutor—and, apparently, the indignant
reporier who wrole ufr this travesty of
justice—belicved that marijuana is ad-
dicting and that the girl is an “ex-ad-
dict.” With such musinformation in the
minds of those who were in favor of
clemency, we can only wonder what
weird beliefs aboul maripuana may have
inspired the judge.

THE HAPPY WARRIORS

I am part ol a communications outfit,
which is one of the various support units
that comprise the majority of our troops
in Vietnam. Ours is quite an clite group,
by Marime Corps standards, being select-
ed lor training from the top ten percent




of all Marine recruits based on gen-
eral-aptitude tests administered during
basic training. All are planning 1o work
for at least a B.A. Many ol us come
from upper-middle-class families and are
known as respectable ctizens in our
home 1owns. By all rights, we should be
dassed as all-American boys—Dbut our
preference for marijuana brands us as
criminals living under constant threat of
a Dhive-vear prison sentence.

Every month, we see the local mom-
ma-san and pay her 5150 lor ten pounds
of por. Day in and day out, we sit
around stoned, but we still maintain a
righer efficiency rate than most of the
socially sicceprable booze drinkers around
here. We smoke upon awakening, on
watch, before bed and during off hours.
To add 2 touch of civilization, we've
turned our hut into a home that now
serves as o meeting place for all the
potheads in the area. Here, we listen 1o
tapes, read a lot and discuss politics.
Weve even gone Communist, sharing all
expenses, clothes and miscellancous gear.
For this type ol living 10 work, every
man must do his share: but for us, it has
worked, without striining relationships
and creating hassles.

We prefer grass 1o alcohol. because
pot induces a subtle relaxed state from
which one cmn eflectively come down on
short notice 1o play soldier, if necessary
—a leat not possible if you're drunk. Al-
though we don’t claim that por smoking
gives once an infallible insight, we're
convinced that it can open your mind
to new points ol view, heighten vour
awareness and appreciation of acsthetics
andd bring 1o prominence some of the
more peacelul aspects ol man’s nature.

(Name withheld by request)
FPO San Francisco, California

A REAL MORAL ISSUE

Late last vear, a 2l-year-old studem
at Oakland University gave a lecture on
poct William Butler Yeats” concept ol
freedom: he stripped naked to dramatize
Yeats' meaning. As a result of this event
(and ol the current unrest on a number
ol state-college campuses), the Michigan
senate. led by state senator Robert .
Huber, decided to undertake a1 HUAC-
like probe into education in Michigan.

An editorial then appeared in the La-
peer County Press, addressed 1o the in
vestigation - general and 1o Senmor

Huber in particular. "The condusion of

that editorial is quoted below:

“I's a0 diserace to olerate some-
thing like this,” he [Senator Huber]
saic. T can’t understand why the
community is tolerating it and not
standing up in open indignation.
There are so many priests in the
arca who are quick 10 stand up with
open-housing  placuds, but  they're
silent on a real moral issue like
this.”

Fond of things Italiano?
Try these new recipes
from Galliano.

---__---_--——----_----------

New and ultra-sophisticated Galliano recipes |
to add to your collection. Each one a ]
prize-winner. But you’d expect that from any '
mixed drink made with Galliano. The fine !
Italian liqueur that has conquered America.
Let a Galliano cocktail win you over.
Perhaps tonight?

BOSSA NOVA ,
SPECIAL —— f

(Prize Winning
Recipe—MNossou Beach Hotel
Ceompetition, Bohamos)

1 oz. Gollieno

RIUNITE DIL)

1 oz. Light Rum NG
Va cz. Apricat
Flavored Brondy
'12 oz. Fineapple Juice
/2 cz. White of Egg
Vs oz. Lemon Jui‘,.e - e |Tﬁ|.|ﬁN STINGER
Shake well, pour into 1Y oz. Gollieno
o toll gloss wirth ice cubes 1 oz. White
end decorate with fruil. Creme de Menthe
JUMP UP Shake well with
crocked ice. Shain
AND KISS ME inte cockleil gloss.
{Speciclty of Buccaneer
Hatel, St. Craix, V.1.]
1 cz. Golliono J L
1 ozr. Fineapple Juice L b
1 cz. Berbedos Rum
Vi oz. Apricot
Flovored Brondy
Va oz. Lemon Juice
1 egg white or
V2 oz. Frothy
Add crushed iu; ond
pul in blender lor 30
1o 60 seconds. Serve in 10 GALU“N“ MlsT
ROMAN COFFEE to:lZioz. Broady snifter; " iy o glass
with cracked ice. Four
{Albine Covalla, 1 cz. Golliona over ice
New Crientol Holel, end squeeze ond drop
Melbourne, Australia) Ya secrion fresh lime

In each lorge cup into gloss. S1ir ond serve,

povr | oz. meosure

ol Gelliona,

odd one lecspoon

ol sugor, odd

hot strong block

coflee to epproximately
Y2 inch frem top of cup,
swizzle, then odd cream

GALLIAND
SCREWDRIVER

[Created by

C. Chorles Fiare,
Beston, Mossechusetis)
1 oz. Galliono

3 oz. Orange Juice

Wz 15p. Lemon Juice

i o R
LEWE BUMITE ¢i L iQuORI - SOLARD 10!
M¥ingn o

Four over ice ond stir.

R

YELLOW BIRD

Vi iigger Golliono

1 iigger White Rum

V3 iigger Triple Sec

Juice of 1 lime

Shaoke with cracked ice ond pour
unstroined into stemmed glass
with lime slice as gornish.

o ettt O o e e B S e o

i

P L L L T T

80 PROOF LIQUEUR, IMPORTED BY McKESSON LIQUOR CO., NEW YORK, N.Y. © McKLIQCO, 1968
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Yeal, take that you stupid priests.
You're wasting time demanding such
silly things as an end to discrimina-
tion in housing. Who cares if a
black man’s money won’t buy the
same house a white man's moncy
will buy? Forget it and join with
Senator Huber in debating this real
moral issue, . . .

But seriously, folks, Senator Hu-
ber obviously wouldn't recognize a
real moral issue if he woke up in
bed with it.

The Rev. Earle R. Ramsdell
The Rev. Thomas E. Sagendorf
The Rev. David Yordy
Interfaith Action Council

of Greater Flint
Flint, Michigan

COLORADO SPRINGS FACES LIFE

Reality came to Colorado  Springs
when Colorado College held its annual
symposium. Last year, the topic was the
Presidency; this year, the students chose
to study violence. Various persons cime
to expound on the subject: Michael
Klonsky, national secretary of SDS; Ivan-
hoe Donaldson, colounder of SNCC;
Johm Sack, war correspondent for s
quire; and comedian  Dick  Gregory.
Other events included a Black Panther
film titled Huey and a presentation of
Euripides The Bacchae called Dionysus
in '69.

Klonsky began the week by explaining
what he thought was wrong with Ameri-
can socicty: he made some very valid
points. Colorado Springs” contribution
to American journalism. the Coleorado
Springs Gazette Telegraph. covered the
event and criticized Klonsky lor employ-
ing “vulgarities”—as il the most impor-
tant thing about his speech was the
fact that he used words such as “bastard”
and “bullshit.” Throughout the weel
Gazelle reports stuck to the triv

missing whatever the speakers said and
making the swearwords the focal point

of cach account. The Gazetle lilted sen-
tences out ol context in Dick Gregory's
speech. leaving out his thoughts, concen-
wating on his "bad words™ and, in many
cascs. entirely misquoting him.

The climax of this local idiocy fol-
lowed a presentation of Dionysus in '69
in which eight cast members were nude
during two scenes. The play was a mov-
ing, perplexing portrayal of the human
condition, the violence inherent in
people, the questions ol justice and venge-
ance anud the 1ype of mind that has built
our sick, racist socicty. The newspaper,
of course, fixed 1ts atention on the nudi-
ty. The Gazette managed to ind a girl
who said, "It was the most immoral,
completely insane thing I've ever seen in
my life. . . . 1 bawled. 1 was physically
sick.”™ Despite the implication that this
was a typical reaction, when the play
ended, the aisles were still filled with

people who had no scats. One minister
exhorted his congregation to punish the
college by withdrawing their accounts
from a bank owned by a member of the
college’s hoard of trustees. He called
Colorado Springs a modern Sodom and
Gomorral. Our enlightened mayor is-
sued a statement that read, in part, I
cannot and will not condone, under any
circumstances, unpatriotic statements, filth,
nudity or obscenity of any kind. . ..
There are two sides to all questions; but
when one side becomes distorted and dis-
figured to the point that only with ob-
scenity and filth can it be described, T say
that it has no right to he heard.”

This is Colorado Springs 1969, popu-
Iated by men and women who are en-
slaved by the unrcalistic morality that
has destroved so many lives in the past,
perverted our nation and caused untold
frustration, impotence and guilt. The
whole episode served to remind me how
very badly prLavsoy is needed.

Mike Delong
Colorado Springs, Colorado

REASON FOR PORNOGRAPHY

Would-be censors do not understand
that much of the demand for pornogra-
phy springs from its being forbidden.
This gives 1t a scarcity value that it
wouldn't possess il it were freely avail-
able. Much pornography is low in artis-
tic quality, and if the false importance it
has acquired by being suppressed were
removed. the poor quality of this ma-
terial would immediately become appar-
ent. This has been the experience of the
Danes.

In any case, what right does anyone
have to stop an adult [rom choosing his
own cntertainment, so long as this enter-
tainment does not mfringe on the rights
of others? If the individual had an un-
restricted right to make [free decisions n
this area, I'm sure his conscience would
answer for his own behavior.

Joseph Kulik, Jr.
Chicopee, Massachusetts

SHAME AT NOTRE DAME

A violation of my human rights oc-
curred during the ill-fated Pornography
and Censorship Conlerence at the Uni-
versity of Nowre Dame, where I am a
student. The conference was planned as
an academic discussion by a legitimate
student group. The administration pres-
sured the student leaders of the conler-
ence into canceling the screening of a
film that had been labeled hard-core
pornography by the New York Stte Su-
preme Court. When it developed that
the film would be shown on campus by a
group that would not submit to the
administration’s ban, the local Citizens
for Decent Literature demanded that the
(‘nullly ]H(M(lllor SWCIUr out G warrant o
confiscate the movie. The film was seized
by a dozen officers using physical vio-
lence and chemical Mace.

I am disgusted with administrative,
student and civil authorities for their
lack of regard for the right of students 1o
view this film, a right supported by any
number of established schools of thought
from the Bill of Rights to the existential-
ist philosophers. The arbitrary, moralis-
tic decision to confiscate the film was
exactly the sort of travesty on justice our
conference was set up to investigate. Aft-
er a private screening, the county prose-
cutor solemnly asserted that the film was
“definitely pornographic.” Amazing! Did
he expect us to ventilme the issues of
pornography and censorship with Walt
Disney travelogs?

Any justification for this act of repres-
sion, especially within the context of an
academic conlerence, is certainly ques
tionable. A callow minority has used
brute force to impose its verdict. And
now, to make the situation even sicker,
several students are awaiting a grand-
jury decision about prosecution for their
part in the conflict. The charge will be
showing a pornographic hlm at a por-
nography conlerence!

James E. Metzger
University of Notre Dame
Notre Dame, Indiana

JINGLING JUDGE

“Malice in Maryland.”™ a letter in the
February Playboy Forum, wold of several
people wrrested in Baltimore because ac
tor Mark Isherwood was allegedly nude
during one scene while making an un-
derground film. T am their lawyer. Aler
reviewing other films made by these young
people, our state’s attorney. Charles Moy-
lan. decided not to press charges. However,
belore they could be dropped. permission
had 1o Le obtained from a judge of the
supreme bench of Baltimore. The case
came up before Judge Solomon Liss, who
dismissed the charges with an anwork of
his own in three stanzas:

Old Baltimore is in a spin
Because  of Isherwood's  display  of

skin.

She cannot bear the shame and
cracks

Brought on by showing the “bare”
Jacls.

Charlie Moylan was in a sweal.

O’er his decision, he did fret.

On the judee’s discretion—should he
ber?

No! Instead he entered a “stel.”

And so—go thou and sin no more.

Disvobe, if need be, behind the door;

And if again, you heed the call of
arl,

Rest asswred, the judge will do Ins
prart.

There mav be malice in Marvland, but
there’s benevolence in Baltimore,
Fred E. Weisgal
Attorney at Law
Baltimore, Maryland



REDS AND BEDS

A neighbor has given me a pamphlet
titled “Is the School House the Proper
Place to Teach Raw Sex®” written by a
Dr. Gordon V. Dyake and distributed by
Christian Crusade Publications of Tulsa,
Oklahoma, T copied down the adjectives
and deseriptive phrases used by Dr.
Drake 1o describe sex educators, and 1
think readers ol The Playboy Forum
might find the list amusing. This is what
sex educators are and do, according 10
Dr. Drake:

They “wallow in sex-sationalism™ and
“in the mire”™; they “reclassify forbidden
fruits of 1the past into juicy sexual plums
for today™; they may either “claim o be
religions™ or admit a frank “hatred of
religion™; they “peddle Freudian analy
518, use “warped logic” and contribute
nothing “but sheer degencracy 1o the
eduction of our vouth'; they remind
Dr. Drake “of Karl Marx, who declared
that ‘religion is  the opiate of the
people’ ™ and who knew “that religion had
1o be destroved before communism could
hope to maintain control of a nation by
reducing it 1o shwery and dumb obedi-
ence”; they promote “garbage theology”
and “an animalisuc viewpoint of sex
which is shocking™; they “indulge in
class discussions ulmh though given the
supposed dignity ol the classroom, is
[stc] stll just plain dirty wlk™; they
“are in league with sexologists—who rep-
resent every shade of muddy gray moral-
iy, mimisters colored atheistic pink, and
cump followers of every persuasion—oft-
beat psychiatrists to ruthless publishers
ol pornography”; and, of course, thev
are “degenerates.”

What dots rravBov
publication?

know about this

Janet Hermosa
Chicago, Hlinois
See the answer to the following letter.

I recemtly came across an attack on sex
education by a group called NMOTOREDE
(Movement 1o Restore Decency). Among
other things, MOTOREDE says:

It is our ambition in time 10 do
baule with these lorces of evil on
every front, But our first concern is
with our school-age children. For n
is o matter of record that the Com-
munists are behind a massive eflon
to destroy the moral character ol the
upcoming  geacration, i order to
make us helpless against their strine-
gv ol conquest.

By lar the most dangerous and
disastrous step in this whole pro-
grin to promote degeneracy is the
present inaeasingly widespread effort
to introduce continuous “sex  educa-
tion” imo our schools. all  the
way lrom kindergarien through high
school.

[We] do not believe that the cur-
rent drive lor sex education is even

(concluded on page 183)

Put this S5
in your washer
and smoke it!

A pipe, in a dishwasher? That’s enough to make a guy leave home.

But wait. That pipe is The Pipe, the first pipe to break with tradition
and find something better for its bowl. Pyrolytic Graphite. That’s space age
missile material. One of its many wonders is the way it comes clean. A wipe
with Kleenex or a dash of water does it—Ileaves the bowl clean-as-new, no
hangover odors (the one thing gals hate about pipes).

But men don't choose their pipes just because they clean so simply.
Men like pipes because they smoke good. And The Pipe’s wonder-working
bowl smokes better than good. 10 to 20% cooler, with 84% less tar, 71%
less nicotine.

Break-in? None of that with a pure carbon liner. The Pipe smokes mel-
low from the first puff, and there’s none of the other fuss that causes so _
many men to give up on pipes. The Pipe lights up in two puffs and
keeps smoking the whole bowl through. There’s no drying-out,
no bitterness.

Dandy Dad’s Day or Grad’s Gift. He'll feel better, do
better and look better with The Pipe leading the way.
$12.50 in Ebony, $15 in Burnt Orange and seven other
tie and shirt-matching hues. Rally
Stripes too. The Pipe for him.
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For “The Story of The Pipe" write Tar Gard/Venturi Companics, Hearst Bldg., San Francisco.
California, 94103. Member of The Pipe and Tobacco Council of America. U.S. Patent 3 ,420,244.
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Can you spot the druggist from Toledo?

Of course not.

That's the point.

Somewhere in our picture is what
appears to be just another ltalian
playboy sitting in his expensive ltalian
sports car.

But somewhere up there is a very
dependable druggist in his very de-
pendable Karmann Ghia.

it looks like a racy sports job be-
cause it was designed by the Ghia
Studios of Turin, Italy.

It runs like a Volkswagen because,
underneath, that's exactly what it is.

Complete with 4-wheelindependent
suspension, front disc brakes, 4-speed
synchronized gear-box, oil cooler and
rear-mounted air-cooled engine.

To put an end to the suspense, the
Karmann Ghia is the snappy number
just left of center.

Andforasnappy $2,575%,it'syours.

So you can look like the kind of

person to whom price is
no object.

And with the money
you save, it won't be.

DVOLKSWAGEN OF AMERICA, INC. *SUCGESTED RETAIL PRICE, EAST COAST P.0O.E. (32,672 WEST COAST P.C.EJ LOCAL TAXES AND OTHER DEALER DELIVERY CHARGES, IF ANY, ADDITIONAL. WHITEWALLS OFTIONAL AT EXTRA COST.



PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: GORE VIDAL

a candid conversation with the acerbic social commentator, political
polemicist, playwright, producer and author of “myra breckinridge”

One of the few happy developments of
1968—a year disfigured by police viols,
student yebellions. political assassinations
and a rancovous Presidential campagn
—as the emergence into the national
consciousness of Gove Vidal. “Myva Breck-
invidee,” Vidal's controversial 11th novel,
which appeared in February of last year,
has sold some 4.500 000 copies—an almost
unlieard-of success for a sevious litevary
work in Amevica. And Vidal reached an
cien lavger audience six months later. A1
both political comventions and on clection
night, he appeared opposite William F.
Buckley, Jr.. as a4 commentator for ABC.
Except for one vituperative exchange be-
tween the two authors on the bloodiest
night of the disturbances at the Demo-
cralic Chicago—an  ex-
change that neither man really won—
many observers agreed that the pugnacious
polemicist and editor of the National Re-
view had finally met his caustic match in
Vidal. At least the television audience
discovered that theve was someone on the
left with a tongue and a mind as sharp as
Buckley's on the vight.

Vidal's mixed-media breakthrough as a
first-magnitude celebrity was neither a
surprise noy an overnight success. Though
he's only 43, he has been excelling in a
remarkably dusparate nmumber of carcers
for close to a quarter of a century. Often
concurvently, he has been a novelist. a
writer of television dramas, a Hollywood
scenarist, a theater eritic, a playwnght, a
member of inner White Howuse social
circles, a political columnist, a television
personality and even a political candidale.

Convenlion  in

Literary success came early. Graduated
from Philips Exeter Academy in 1943,
Vidal served out the War on a ship
{ranspovting men and supplics from is-
land to asland i the Alewtians. His first
novel, “Williwaw.” was based on these
Wartime experiences. Written when he
was 19, 1t was followed in 1947 by “In a
Yelloie Wood.” and Vidal found himself
in contention with Truman Capote [or
lhionization as Amerviea’s brightest young
litervary light. But bath books ave marved
by a tendency to nume the styles of
Stephen Crane and Ernest Hemingway.
“I was.” Vidal conceded later. “easily the
cleverest young fox ever to know how 1o
disguise his ignorance and make a virtue
of las limitations.”” In Jus thivd nowvel,
“The City and the Pillar,” Vidal isely
forsook the flai realism of the first wo—
but he also abandoned convention. A
frank and sympathetic homosexual vo-
mance, it cast Jum out of Ihitevary favor
wilth readers and evitics alihe.

Frve more novels jollowed in quick
succession. About three of them—"Search
Jor the King” “The [Judgment of Pans”
and “Messialh"—Vidal seys, somnewhat bit-
terly. “These works vesembled hardly at
all the books that had gone before. but
unfortunately. I was by then so entively
out of fashuon that they were ignored.”
In 1954, thovoughly discouraged and in
need of money, Vidal turned to wriling
for television. A scove of sevipls through
the next lwo years—some oniginals, some
adaptations—earned him as much money
as  had the  previous neav decade  of
nowvel writing. The most successful of his

television plays. “Visit 10 a Small Planet”
presaged Vidal's deepening political con-
cerns. The visitor of the title—a sophisti-
cate from ouler space—comes to carth to
see a war, even if he has to start one him-
self, becawse. he explains. “It's the one
thing you people down heve do yeally
well.” Vidal adapted the show for Broad-
way. where it enjoyed a tico-season vun. In
the late Fifties. he swrote tivo more plays
for the tube (in one of which he played
a minor role) and worked on a number
of fdmscvipts, including “Ben-Hur” and
Tennessee Wilhiamy “Suddenly, Last Sum-
mer.” His second Broadway play, *“The
Best Man,” followed in 1960—and also
yan [or lwo scasons.

By 1960, in fact, il began 1o seem as if
Gore Vidal was the collectioe
plume of a half-dozen equally gifted
men. Three mouvies written or inspived
by Vidal, as well as the play, werve ap-
pearing  simultancously in New Yrk:
Jack Paar and Daoid Susskind had  dis-
coveved in him a provocative new guest;
and lus theater criticism was appearing
regularly in The Reporter. To top it off.
Vidal was the Democratic candidale for
Congress in New York's 29th Dustrict.

The wriler’s active intevest i politics
came even earlier than ls commitment
to writing. (I have, since childhood.”
Vidal told The New Yorker, “said that 1
wounld vather be President than write”)
His pavents werve diwovced when he was
ten. and his mother marvied Hugh D.
Auchincloss, who is also the stepfather,
thyough another marriage, of the present
Mis. Anistotle Onassis—the link that was

nom de

“If we swwive long enough to evolve a
rational society. theve will be a trend
toavard bisexuality. For one thing, bisex-
wality is, quite simply, more intevesting
than monosexuality.”

“The people vecognized themsclves in
1. B.]J. and recoiled. He was the snake-
oil salesman, just as Nixon s the realtor
intent upon selling us that nice develop-

ment land that turns out to be swamp.”

“It is quite truec that ‘Myra Brechin-
vidge' has carned me a great deal of
money. If I were 1o say that 1 had writ-
ten it in order to make money, I would
be understood and absolved of sin.”
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to make Vidal a frequent White House
visitor in Camelot’s first yeavs. Vidal spent
much of his childhood in the company
of his maternal  grandfather, Thomas
Pryor Gore, the blind Senator from Okla-
homa, guiding the fervidly isolationist old
man around the Capitol and reading
newspaper editorials, the Congressional
Record and works on monetary theory to
him. At Exeter, still very much under
his grandfather’s influence, he organized
a group that propagandized against Amer-
tean participation in World War Two. By
the time he decided to run jor Congress
in 1960, the conservatism of his youth had
evolved into a tough, if not radical, liber-
alism—favoning recognition of Communist
China, Federal aid to education and a
decrease in defense spending. Vidal lost
the race but garnered more votes than
had any Democratic candidate in  the
district since 1910.

Commiiting himself again to writing
—and to the novel, with “Julian,” a
fictionalized biography of the Fourth Cen-
tury Roman emperor who tried in vain
to turn back the tide of Christinnity—
Vidal rejected two subsequent offers to
run for office in New York. And in
March 1963, he broke his links with the
Kennedy Winte House in a magazine
article called “The Best Man—I1968."
“There are flaws in his persona hard to
disguise.”” he wrote of then-Attorney Gen-
eral Robert F. Kennedy. “For one thing,
it will take a publicrelations genius to
make him appear lovable. He is not. . . .
He has none of his brother’s human ease;
or charity.” Vidal's opinion of Robert
Kennedy changed as Kennedy himself did
in the following years, but the possibility
of a conventional political career for the
writer was closed.

His fascination with the ways of pow-
er, however, vemained very much alive.
In “Washington, D. C..” which was -
lished in 1967, Vidal shifted novelistically
from Roman to American imperial poli-
tics, tracing the fortunes of a number of
archetypal figures who, in the years from
1937 to 1952, helped transform the Ameri-
can republic into what Vidal calls “pos-
sibly the last empire on earth.” Like
“Julian” before it, the book was an in-
stant best seller.

In “Myra Breckinridge,” Vidal moved
from the surgical dissection of political
venery to a broader and bloodier attack
on America’s soctal and sexual mores.
The book’s title character participates in
orgies, an interminable anal rape and
a sadomasochistic coupling that ends in a
broken neck for one ecstatic partner, all
in the course of what Vidal considers “a
mad hymn to bisexuality.” Most critics
found the book’s theme less affirmatrve.
In the words of The Reporter. “Others,
including . . . Mailer and Albee, have
declared war on the American Dream,
but no one so far has disposed of it in
quite such a nightmare fashion.”

With his fiction becoming increasingly
polemical, Vidal has often turned to the
critical essay in recent years to promote his
ideas. About “Rocking the Boat the first
of lus hardcover collections of nonfiction,
New York's Mayor John V. Lindsay wrote:
“Vidal is the most ingratiating of icono-
clasts. For while he is leveling the house-
hold gods with a devastating sally, he has
disarmed you with the shiest grins.” The
second anthology—and Vidal's most recent
book—is “Reflections upon a Sinking
Ship,” published this spring by Little,
Brown. Hs 25 pieces of litevary and social
comment fully justify the Manchester
Guardian’s  pronouncement that *Vidal
has an acute and impish intelligence
which makes lim the neavest thing im-
aginable to a new-model Bernard Shawe.”

Vidal divides lis time between homes
in Rome, where he does most of s
writtng, and in New York Ciy—al-
though a number of projects have made
him a frequent Hollywood wvisitor this
year. Shooting began a few weeks ago on
his adaptation of Tennessee Williams
“The Seven Descents of Myrile” and he
is both writing and producing big-budget
frlm versions of = Julian’ and “Myra.”" He
satisfies his interest in politics by working
for the New Party, which e helped found
after the defeat of Senator Fugene Me-
Carthy and the bloodshed of the Demo-
cratic Convention. Our interview began
with the political turmoil of the past
year and a half—and the outlook for the
new Administration.

PLAYBOY: As one who was intimately in-
volved in last year's electoral process—
first as an early supporier of Senator
Eugene McCarthy’s candidacy, then as a
political commentator for ABC at the
Republican and Democratic Conventions
—what do you see as the probable im-
pact of the Nixon Administration on
this country and on the world?

VIDAL: “People are what they are” as
Eleanor Roosevelt used 1o say, more in
sorrow than in triumph. Nixon is what
he is and—again, Mrs. Rooseveli—"You
can’t change people.” There is, of course,
a popular myth that people do change:
but in real life, they don’t. With age and
experience, they simply become more
adroit at selling themselves. Nixon has
never been interested in issues or ideas,
only in self-promotion. His Congression-
al career was a perfect blank—nothing
accomplished, no one represented except
an occrsional favor for those who con-
tributed 1o his famous slush fund. He
did fight the Commies, however, and so
became  known. Reports on his  Vice-
Presidential years show that at Cabinet
meetings, he seldom had anything to say
about issues but a good deal to say about
promoting the party.

PLAYBOY: Soon alter the election, News-
week suggested that Nixon's qualifica-
tions as a complete political technician
are among his redeeming Presidential

assets. Do you feel there’s any truth to
thar?

VIDAL: If the technician were interested
in solving real problems, we would all be
in his debt. But if Nixon has ever had
any ideas about the American empire or
the situation of the blacks. he has been
carelul not 1o confide them 1o us. More
to the point, since he is interested only
in self-promotion, he is not about 10
jeopardize The Carcer by taking a strong
position on any issue. The ghettos will
be “solved,” he tells us, by giving tax cuts
to private industry lor doing business with
the blacks. Well. it doesn’t take a pro-
found student of the human heart 10 know
that the tx aus will be accepted gladly
and that the ghettos will be no beter
off. It is a proof of his banality not only
that he thinks we don't know how inade-
quate whm he proposes is but that the
very way he puts his “solution™ shows
that to him the ghetto is something
mcurable—to  be improved, not climi-
nated. But then. of course. he is 2 con
servitive as well as an opportunist, and
conservatives believe that the poor are al-
ways with us. that the human heart is
unchanging—"Basically, we're all rascals.”
as Barry Goldwater used 10 say—and.
finally, that slaves should obey their
masters. It is the liberal disposition that
things can be made better than they are.
I am liberal, and so unfashionable at
present.

PLAYBOY: Why? Because the conservatives
are in power?

VIDAL: Yes, and because they mean to do
nothing, while the lively new radicals ol
the lete have given up. The only thing
left and right have in common is a dis
dain for the liberals. The conservatives
are now tending toward [ascism—crack
down on dissent, support vour local police,
disobey the Supreme Court—while the
New Lelt waints 1o destroy the entire svs-
tem. Emotionally. I'm drawn to the New
Left. T would certainly go to the biarri
cades for any movement that wants to
sweep away the Pentagon. Time maga-
zine and frozen French Iried potatocs.
But what is to wke its place? The New
Left not only have no blueprint, they
don’t want a blueprint. Let’s just sce
what happens, they say. Well. I can 1ell
them what will happen: first anarchy,
then dictatorship. They are rich in Tom
Paines, but they have no Thomas Jel-
ferson.

PLAYBOY: Nixon has announced that after
an era ol conlrontation, we must now
begin an era of negotiation. Do you sce
this as a hopelul sign?

VIDAL: He enjoys taking wips abroad and
thinks himsell an international expernt
because. over the years, he has met a great
many heads ol state with whom he has
spoken through an interpreter for as long
as 30 minutes. 1 think he'll do a lot of
traveling, but nothing much will change.
You know, empires have their own dy-
namic, and individuals don’t much affca



their progress. Take the American empire.
Up until the end of the 19th Cenwury, we
were confined to our own continent, seiz-
ing land Irom Mexico. trving o invade
Canada and. ol course, breaking every
treaty we ever made with the indigenous
population, the Indians, as an excuse
for slaughtering them as well as expro-
priating their land. By 1899, the con-
tinent was full up. We were at the edge
of the Pacific Ocean, dressed 1o kill. with
no place 1o go. The result was a serious
national depression—emotional as well as
cconomic. Fortunauely, that master thera-
pist. Teddy Roosevelt. was able 1o contrive
a war with Spain that put us into the
empire business in a big way: Not only
did we “free” Cuba but we ook on Puero
Rico and. most significant, the Philip-
pines. Westwitrd the course ol empire
lowed and sill Hows. When Teddy's
cousin: Franklin mancuvered the Japanese
o attacking us at Pearl Harbor—so that
he'd hive an excuse 1o go 1o England’s
ard against Hitler—we becaime the great-
est power in the Pacificc. Now America’s
white hordes are on the mainland ol Asia
sustaining a much-deserved defeat,
PLAYBOY: Obviously, vou feel that the
.S, should withdraw [rom its commit-
ments in Asia.

VIDAL: Il we continue, not only shall we
go bankrupt. we are quite apt 1o be
destroyed in a nuclear war with China.
But can we stop? 1 doubt it. Empires are
like cancers. Perhaps there will be a0 remis-
sion i our case. but it's not very likely.
Meanwhile, the biopsy report is malign.
Happily, we will at least have been the
shortest-lived empire in history.
PLAYBOY: Do you think public sentiment
for peace is suthciently strong 1o influence
the new Administration in the direction
ol a negotiated seulement in Vietnam?
VIDAL: Certainly the war is hurting the
cconomy, and the people don't like that.
But at a deeper level. I think our people
revel in war and blood. particularly if
the victims belong to “inferior™ races.
PLAYBOY: That doesn't sound like the
statement of a mum who identifies him-
sell as a liberal.

VIDAL: ‘The sad paradox of liberalism is to
want majority rule while realizing that
the majority is instinaively illiberal. The
Bill ol Rights was the aeation ol the
cducated few, not ol the ignorant many,
who would have rejected it—and in prac
tice do reject it quite as homly as Mayor
Daley did last August in Clucigo. Waich-
ing the police attack the educated, the
odd. the nobly intentioned. 1 found
nvsell admiring—il only bricflv—Stalin's
vreatment of his kulaks. The police rep-
resent the same class in this country, as
its most bitter and ignorant. At Chicago,
they had a chance 1o revenge themselves
on thewr economic and intellectual bet-
ters. The result, as the Walker Report
said, was “a police riot.”™ At the moment,
the real danger to America is not anarchy
but repressive police power. The lact

that we recruit our police from the same
class that provides us with our criminals
makes them even more dangerous 1o us,
because the wrue ciminal at least has
their respect: he is their brother, while
the college prolessor represents all that
they lear and detest.

PLAYBOY: Is there sudh a great diflevence
between the values of the “educated
few” and the “kulaks” of this country?
VIDAL: The dillerence between  diviliza-
tion and the Dark Ages. One Chicago
cabdriver told me: “You know what
those hippies wam? They want to show
people fucking. They want evervbody 1o
do it all over the place.” Afier some
probing, 1 discovered that he'd heard
one of the dissenters say in an nterview
that there was something sick about a
society that preferved its children o
watch  people being murdered on TV
instead of making love. T saul I thought
this a reasonable point of view. Sex is
good. Murder is bad. Wouldn't he prefer
his kids to watch love being made to
violence and killing? Voice shaking with
rage, he said, "I'd rather have them
watch Custer’s last stand  than some
degenerates fucking! The cops should
kill them all!” It was as il Max Lerner
and Dr. Rose Franzblau had never lived.
PLAYBOY: Though its certainly repug
nant, there's little reallv new about the
violence and intolerance you abhor, and
the nation has survived periods ol even
more ntense right-wing hysteria in the
past: the Joe McCarthy era is a case in
point. Is there any cause for more than
the usual degree of pessimism about our
current prospects?

VIDAL: Yes. The strain of violence that
has always run deep in our society has
been exacerbated by two race wars: the
one at home against the blacks and the
one abroad against the yellows. It is not
a sign ol pessimism to suspect that a
series of showdowns is at hand. The
tensions have been  building  up, of
course. ever since the Puritans arrived on
these shores. Incidentally, it is part of
our tribal lore that the Puritans came
here 1o escape persecution. In actual
fact, they were driven first out of Eng-
Land, then out of Holland, because of
their persecution of others. We had a
bad start as a country. But then things
mmproved in the 18th Century, and we
had i good beginning as a nation. with a
rich continemt 1o sustain uws. Unloru-
mately. our puritan intolerance of other
races and cultures, combined with a1 na-
vonal ethos based entirely upon human
greed, has produced an American who is
not onlv “ugly’” but, worse. unable 1o
understand why he is so hated in the
world. The social Labric is disintegrating.
We face the prospect of racial guerrilla
warfare in the dties, institutionalized as-
sassinmations in our politics, suppression
of dissent in our Chicagos and a war in
Asia that can at any moment turn nucle-
ar—and terminal. Yer the white majority

is blind to all that is happening. Vio-
lence is still our greatest pleasure, wheth-
er on television or in the barroom.
PLAYBOY: Speaking of violence on televi-
sion, one of the most memorable moments
in last year’s Presidential campaign was
vour shouting match with William Buck-
ley on ABC during the Demaocratic Con-
vention. In retrospect. how do vou [eel
about that episode?
VIDAL: | was reluctant to appear with
him at all. For one thing. 1 knew it
would reduce me to his level—I'd look
like a lett-wing entertainer, balancing his
right-wing clown act. But the size ol the
audience finally tempted me: as a polemi-
cist, it was 1oo good an opportunity to
miss.
PLAYBOY: From vour point of view, were
the debates a success?
VIDAL: As debates, yes—though poor Bill
was not at his best. I've never seen any-
one sweat as much as he did on camera.
Finally, on clection night, he refused
altogether 1o debate me—or even meet
me—and so we worked with a velver
curtain between us, answering Howard
K. Smith's questions separately. 1 can’t
think where Bill got such a reputation as
adebater. 1 lound him a bit of a bird-
by unable to pursue :ny rain ol
thought logically, no doubt becanse he
doesn’t want 1o let on 10 what extent
he really is fascist-minded, as T implied he
was on the air—"fascist,” by the wav, is
not a word I use often—and is therelore
uninvitable even 10 Nixon's White
House. Unable 1o be honest, he is lorced
to be personal, accusing Norman Mailer
ol wile stabbing and so on. Needless 1o
say, this sort of ad hominem auack is
very much admived by the kulaks.
Remember his response 1o my sugges-
tion that he was a “crypto-Nazi”? He
was no Nazi, he shrieked. because he
had been in the infantry—non sequitin
and he would punch me in the nose:
hubris! 1t was a fascinating display of
girlish temper, with eves rolling, tongue
flicking, lips moist and, as alwavs, the
spontancous dissimulation: The only ac-
tion he ever saw was in a classroom. teach-
ing Spanish. For the record. I was in the
Pacihic with the Army during the War,
Thus. 10 make—or avoid—a point, he
will say anytling, Contrary to his usual
billing. Buckley 1s not an intellectual:
He is an entertainer and sell-publicist.
and since the Lar right have practically no
one they dare display in public. he has
been able to make a nice miche for him-
sell as a sort of epicene Joe McCinrthy.,
PLAYBOY: Though vou say vou don't
usually use the word “fascist,” you've
alveady used it twice.
VIDAL: It's on my mind, obviously. Pres
sures from students, New Lelt and ol
tant blicks could cause the conservative
nujority ol the country 1o connteratiack.,
to create what would be. in ellect, a fas
cist society behind a democeratic [agade.
PLAYBOY: Do you think Americans, at this

-
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point in time, are more susceptible to
fascism than other people?

vipAL: Traditionally, we are less suscepti-
ble. But we are not what we were in the
18th Century. The 19 Century  waves
ol immigration [rom slave socicties like
Ireland, Poland and Sicily have not yet
been absorbed, amd these new  Ameri-
cans, by and large, do not tike casily to
the old American values. Tt is unkind o
mention this, bt nonetheless true. Look
at the success ol George Wallace in the
Irish and Polish communities of the
North. Our new Americans are  pro-
foundly illiberal. They hate the poor,
the black, the strange. To them, lile's
purpose is to conlorm to rigid tribal law.
A conceprion like the Bill of Riglis is
alien 1o them. Unul they've been here a
while longer, they will always be suscep-
tible o Wallace-style demagogs—unless,
ol course, they change ws, which is al-
wiys a possibility.

PLAYBOY: Il vou really believe a fascist
take-over is in the works, what do you
propose 1o do about 1?2 Do you intend
to continue living abroad, as you have
for several years, or have you considered
staying in this country to help organize a
liberal opposition?

VIDAL: | am ol wo minds—my usual
fate. For some years I've divided my time
hetween Rome, where I write, and New
York, where I—what’s the wordr—poli-
tick? Dissent? But I'm losing heart. For
one thing, I'm convinced that man 15
biologically programed lor war; and now
that we have the means to end human
life on the planet, is there anything in
our past record to give one cause for
optimism? But assuming I'm wrong and
we avord what editorial writers rveler
to as “nuclear holocaust,” how are we
to survive on an overpopulated plan-
etz Even il we [ully exploit our food
resources—including  sea  [arming—and
develop clfective and equitable interna-
tonal systems ol distribution. it still
won't be possible to feed the coming
generations. So there will be Famine and
disorder. Meanwhule, we wre destroying
our environment. Witer, carth and air
arc being poisoncd. Climate is being al-
tered. Yet we go on breeding, creating an
cconomy that demands more and more
consumers to buy its products—an end-
less, self-destructive cycle. But though
most thoughtlul people are aware of
what we are doing 1o ourselves, nothing
is being done to restore the planet's
ccological balance, to limit human popu-
Lation, o create social and political and
cconomic institutions capable ol coping
with—let alone solving—such relavively
manageable problems as poverty and ra-
cial injustice. Who will tell Detroit that
they must alindon the Tossil fuel-barn-
ing combustion engine? No one. And so
the air goes bad, cwcers prolilerate, cli-
nmate chianges.
PLAYBOY: Do you tunk drastic reform is

likely to be cftected by our present sys-
tem of governmene?

vipAL: No. Amd 1 find that had 1o
admit, because for all of my adult lile
I've gencerally accepted what we call the
democratic process. But it no  longer
wot Look at Congress. Last year, 81
percent of the people wanted strong
gun-control legislation. But 70 percent
ol the Congress did not. on instructions
Ilrom the National Rille Association.
Congress, President, courts are not able
to keep industry lrom poisoning Lake
Lrie, or Detroit from making cos that,
ide from the carbon monoxide they
ate, are murderous weapons. To this
depree, at least, the New Lelt is vight:
The system cannot be reformed. T part
company with them on lrow it's 1o bhe
replaced. They are vague. T would like
to he specihe—"programmatic.” to use a
word they hke cven less than “liberal.”
PLAYBOY: And what is your program?
VIDAL: | would like to replace our pres-
ent system with an Authority—with a
capital A—that would have towal con-
ol over environment. And environment
means not only air, carth and water but
the distribution ol services and products.
and the limitition of births, Where the
Authority would have no jurisdiction
would he over the private lives of the
citizens. Whatever people said, wrote,
ate, drank, made love wo—as long as it did
no harm 1o others—would be allowed.
This. of towse, 15 the divea reverse of
our present system. Fraditionally, we have
always interlered in the private lives ol
our citizens while allowing any entre-
preneur the right to poison a river in
order 10 make moncey.

PLAYBOY: Isn't whit you're proposing—a
dictatorship demanding absoluie conrol
over the most vital areas of our lives and
yet granting absolute social and political
frecdom—a contradiction in terms? Isn't
it inevitable that the power of your
Authority would sooner or later circum-
scribe the private life ol every citizen?
vIDAL: Though the Authority would, in
its own sphere, be absolute, it would
never be the instrument of any one man.
There would be no dictator. The thing
should be run like a Swiss hotel, with
anonymous specialists going about their
business under constant  review by a
council of scientists, pocts, butchers, poli-
ticians, teachers—the best group one
could assemble. No doubt my Venetian
ancestry makes me prone to this sort of
government, because the Most Serene
Republic was run rather like that and
no cult ol personality ever disturbed
those committees that managed the state
with great success. It can be done.
PLAYBOY: Would you cxplain what you
mean when you say the Authority would
be able 1o Iimit births?

VIDAL: I mean just that. Only certain
people would be allowed to have chil-
dren. Nor is this the hardship that it
might at first appear. Most people have

no talent for bringing up children and
they usually admit it—once the damage
1s done. Unlort umately, our tribal propa-
ganda makes every woman think her lile
incomplete unless she has made a replica
ol hersell sind her loved one. But tribal
propaganda can be changed. One can
just as easily convince people that 1o
bring an unwanted child into the world
is a social crime as grave as murder.
Through propaginda, the Japanese made
it unbishionable to have big Gamilics afte
the War and so—alone ol the Asian
counuries—kept their population viable,
PLAYBOY: Your ends may be commend-
able, but let’s discuss the means. What
would happen to the citizen who didn’t
wish to live in your brave new world
—to the devout Roman Catholic, for
example, who refused 10 accept vour
population-control measures?

vIDAL: Il he didn’'t want to emigrate,
he'd simply have to accept the Authori-
ty's restrictions. The right 1o unlimited
breeding is not a constitutional guaran-
ree. Il education and propaganda failed.
those who violated the bhirth-control re-
strictions woutld have 1o pay lor their aa
as for any other eriminal offense.
PLAYBOY: With imprisonment?

viDaL: 1 don’t believe in prisons, but
there would have to be some sort ol
punishment.  Incontinent breeding  en-
dangers the human race. That is a [ac
with which we now live. Il we don’t
limit our numbers through plinned
breeding, they will he limited for us in
the natural way: famine and war. I think
it more civilized o be unnataral and
voluntarily limit population.

PLAYBOY: What would become ol the
family il only a [ew people were allowed
to have children?

VIDAL: The Family is an economic, not a
biological, unit: and once the economic
need for it is gone—when women are
able 10 get jobs and support themselves
—the unit ceases 1o have any meaning,.
In today's cities, it is not possible o
maincun the old American idea ol the
Lamily—which was, essentially, peasant;
a tribal group working together 1o create
food. For better or worse, we are now on
our own, and attempts to revive the
ancient family ideal—like Daniel Moyui-
han's pmpnml for the blacks; apparently
he wants 1o make Ivish villagers of them
—will Ll As for the childhien that we
do want, I'd like to sce them brought up
communally. the way they are in certiin
of the Isracli kibbutzim. T suspect that
ceventually, the whole idea of parenthood
will vanish, when duldren are  made
impersonally by laboratory insemination
of ova. To forestall the usual ourraged
letters declaring that T am against the
“normal” sexual act, consider what 'm
talking about: the creation of citizens,
not sexual pleasure, which will continue,
as always. Further, I would favor an in-
telligent program ol cugenics that would
decide which genetic types should  be
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continued and which allowed to die off.
It's within the range of our science to
create, very simply. new people physical-
ly healthier and intellectually more com-
petent than ourselves. Alter all. we do it
regularly in agriculture and in the breed-
ing ol livestock. so why not with the
human race? According to the somber
Dr. William Shocklev—the Nobel Prize-
winning physicist who once contravened
liberal doctrine by sugeesting that we
should look for genetic differences among
the races—our preservation, through ad-
vanced medicine, of physically and men-
tally weak strains is now making the race
less it with each generation.

PLAYBOY: Your critics would durge that
the utopia you propose is actually a
nightmarish world reminiscent ol Nazi
Germany and ol George Orwell's 198/.
How would vou answer them?

VIDAL: Most things human go wrong. The
Authority would probably be no excep-
tion. But consider the alternatives. Nu-
clear war to reduce population. World
lamine. The coming to power of military
dictatorships. The crushing of individual
heedom. At least the Auwthority would
guarantee more private freedom to its
citizens than they now enjoy.

PLAYBOY: Realistically. do vou see any
chance ol such an “enlightened” dicta-
torship coming to power?

VIDAL: Dictatorship. no: enlightened. ves.
Could it happen? Probably not. Tt takes
100 long to change tribal thinking. The
majority will always prefer a fiery deah,
howling tribal slogans. A pity—but then,
it1s not written in the stars that this pecul-
iar race endure forever. Now may be a
good time for us to stop. However. since
I believe that one must alwavs act as
though our affairs were manageable. T
should like to see a Party for Human
Survival started on an international
scale, 1o try to persuade people to vote
willingly for a life-enhancing as well as
lile-preserving sysiem.

PLAYBOY: Your detractors, on both right
and left. would argue that the proposals
vou've just made reflect a charaaeristic
Vidal trait: intellectual arrogance and a
Lasic elitist contempt for the people and
their ability to govern themselves, Do
vou think they have a poine?

VIDAL: | do not admire “the people,” as
such. No one really does. Their folk
wisdom is usually [alse, their instincts
predatory. Even their sense of survival—
so highly developed in 1he individual—
goes berserk in the mass. A crowd is a
fool. But then, crowds don't govern. In
fact. only in America do we pretend 1o
worship the majority, reverently listen-
ing to the herd as it Gallups this way
and that. A socialist friend of mine in
England, a Labor M. P., once said. “You
Americans are mad on the subject of
democracy. But we aren’t. because we
know il the people were given their
head. they would bring back hanging,
the birch and, of course, they'd kick the

niggers out of the country. Fortunately.
the Labor Party has no traffic with de-
mocracy.” I want the people to be hap-
py. but more than that, I want them to
be humane—something they are not, as
cveryone from Jesus to Karl Marx has
had occasion 10 notice.

PLAYBOY: Despite vour cynicism
VIDAL: Realism is always called cvnicism.
I am a pessimist—who tries 10 act like an
oprimist.

PLAYBOY: All right—despite your pessi-
mism about the future of America and
the world, and your disenchantment
with the democratic process. vou cam-
paigned actively last year on behalf of
Senator  McCarthy's  nomination  and
were subsequently active in the move-
ment o launch a fourth party, the New
Party. If everything is so bleak and hope-
less—short of the accession to power of
the Authoritv—why did vou bother?
VIDAL: [t's better to be lutile than pas-
sive. T supported McCarthy because he
mobilized the youth of the country and
acted as if the national institutions
might still be made to work. But he
failed; they lailed. The next move. to my
mind, was the New Party, which cime
into being at Chicago. It is a place for the
activist young. an alternative 1o the sys-
tem that has made Richard Nixon em-
peror of the West.

PLAYBOY: Despite your long-standing :ani-
mosity toward the late Senator Kennedy,
vou were ready 10 support him for the
Presidency belore McCarthy announced
his nomination. Supporters of Kennedy
still argue that, despite the tardiness of
his entry inmo the race after McCarthy's
New Hampshirve primary victory, Kenne-
dy was the only peace candidate wirh a
real chance of victory. and that Mc
Carthy's failure to withdraw in his favor
—allegedly prompied by personal pique
—merely plaved into the hands of Hu-
bert Humphrey and made his nomina-
tion inevitable. If Kennedy had lived,
do you believe that McCarthv's role
would have been that ol a spoiler?
VIDAL: T believe just the opposite. 1 think
Kennedy was the spoiler and that he
should have withdrawn in lavor of Mec-
Carthy. After all, it was McCarthy who
went into New Hampshire and destroyed
L. B. J.. something Bobby did not have
the courage 10 do. For all of Bobbyv's
renowned toughness and abrasiveness, he
was politically conventional and timid.
He wanted to be President in the “nor-
mal” way. He wanted “to put it to-
gether.” Well, it isn’t together anymore.
It was his bad luck 10 be caught in a
revolution he didn’t understand. though
he did like its rhetoric. Yer the consery-
ative majority of the country hated him
and thought him a revolutionary. I won-
der what will happen when the real
thing comes along. The two Kennedys
were charming. conservative pulilicians,
nicely suited for the traditional game but
hardly revolutionaries or innovators.

PLAYBOY: Would you have preferred Ken-
nedy to Johnson?

VIDAL: Certainly.  Although Bobbv  had
been very much involved in geting us
into Viemam—he once said we had
“every moral right™ 10 be there—iowand
the end, he saw the light, or the votes.
and became a peace candidate. Also.
though I don't believe in characir
changes. I do have a theory that il vou
keep giving a conservative politician il
eral speeches to read. he will eventually
become a liberal, and vice versa. Friends
of mine who were dose to Kennedv tell
me that in the last months ol his life, he
really seemed 1o believe his own rhetoric.
had come to identify with the poor and
the dispossessed. If so, good. Strangely
enough. T alwavs found him a touching
figure under the bad manners. He was
obsessed by his relative inferiority to his
older brothers. As a result. he had to be
twice as tough as evervone else, have
twice as many children. What a tense life
it must have been—and, finally, sad.
PLAYBOY: How did vou feel when you
learned ol his assassination?

VIDAL: ])epl‘(!!is‘t‘;‘d. In a swrange wav,
you come to like vour enemies rather
better than vour friends. T will sav 1
wasn't surprised. It seemed inevitable. Noi
long ago. something like 30 percent of
those living in onc Manhattan neighbor-
hood were found to be in need ol psy-
chiatric help. At the same time, there arc
200.000,00) guns in private hands in the
United States; that's one for every citi
zen. Were it not for fear of J. Edgar
Hoover, we would all be dead.

PLAYBOY: In this kind of society—with
that many guns—do you think that pub
lic men cm effectively be protecied from
assassin:ation?

VIDAL: No. Anybody can murder a Presi-
dent. Once. sitting next to Jack Kennedy
at a horse show, I remarked how easy it
would be for someone to shoot him.
“Only,” T said, “they'd probably miss
and hit me.” “No great loss.” he ob
served cheerfully and then, beaming ar
the crowd and trying to appear interest
ed in the horses for Jackie's sake, he told
me the plot of an Edgar Wallace thriller
called  Twentv-Fonr Hours, in which
a DBriush Prime Mimister is informed
that at midnight he will be assassi

sinared.
Scotland Yard takes every precaution:
10 Downing Streer is ringed by guards:
midnight comes and goes. Then, the
telephone rings. Relieved. the Prime Min-
ister picks up the receiver—and is electro
aued. The President chuckled. He often
spoke of the risk ol assassination, but |
doubt il he thought it would ever hap-
pen to him. His virtue—and weakness—
was his rationality. He had no sense of
the nrrational in human affairs.

PLAYBOY: Do you?

VIDAL: 1 think so. But then, the artist is
alwavs more concerned with the moon's
dark side than the man of action is.
However, T am not prone to mysticism
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or Yeatsian magic. Only once have I ever
had ?—presentiment.
In 1961 T dreamed, in full color, that I
was in the White House with Jackie.
Dress soakad with blood, she was sob-
bing, “"What will become of me now?”
Yeu I don't “believe in™ dreams, and T
certainly would not believe in this dream
il someone else told it to me.

PLAYBOY: Do vou believe that the assassi-
nations of  John aud Robert Kennedy
were the work of lone lunatics—or of a
well-organized conspiracy?

ViDAL: [ 1end 1o the lone-lunatic theory.
Oswald. Sirhan. They are so typical, as
anyone who cver served in the Army
knows. We are a violent country with a
high rate of mental illness, much of it
the result of overcrowding in the cities,
where—like rats under similar conditions
in a laboratory experiment—we go in-
sane, To allow any nut 1o buy a gun is
a folly no other country in the world
permits. During last vear's French revo-
lution,  invelving millions  of people,
there were fewer casualtics in two wecks
than there were in the first hour of New-
ark’s ghetto riot.

PLAYBOY: To return to the Kennedy assas-
sinations, don’t you feel there may be
some evidence to support the conspimcy
theory. particularly in the Oswald case?
VIDAL: Like cveryone clse, I believe the
last book I read: “Zapruder Frame 313,
J- F. K. pitches backward, not forward.” It
does seem as il Oswald might have had
help; and if he did, then there was,
indeed. a conspiracy. T realize that a
gencration brought up on horror comics
and  Gunsmolke is convinced that the
MacBirds did i our Prince, just so they
could make the White House their
aviary; bur T think it not very likely.
I'he villains. if they exist. are probably
Texas oilmen, Iearing a Kennedy repeal
of the oildepletion allowance: in other
words. 4 conspiracy as unserious politi-
cally as the John Wilkes Booth caper.
Nevertheless, just as a phenomenon. it is
curious that a nation that has never
experienced a coup d'FAlai should be so
obsessed by conspiracy—but then, a fear
of “them” is a symptom of paranoia,
Look at Joe McCarthy's great success.
Look at Mr. Garrison in New Orleans. In-
cidentally. 1 used 10 know Clay Shaw;
and il there is anyone less likely to have
heen involved in a political murder, it is
that charming apolitical man. As T pre-
dicted. Mr. Garvison's case against Shaw
Was Nonsensc.

PLAYBOY: Whoever assassinated John Ken-
nedy, and for whatever reasons, do you
believe that il Kennedy had lived, he
could have reversed, or at least arrested,
the social decay you decry?

VIDAL: No. But then, no one could—or
can. These things are cydic. By and
large. Kennedy drified. When he did act,
the results were disastrous. Consider the
Bay of Pigs, which ook for granted that
the United States has the right to inter-

vene militarily in the affairs of other
nations; and Vietnam, where he—not
Eisenhower—committed us to active mili-
tary support ol a corrupt regime. There
are those who believe that had he Tived,
he would have got us out of Asia. But I
doubt it. The week belore his assassina-
tion, he told an associate, 1 have 10 go
all the way with this one”—mecaning
that aflter Cuba, he did not dare look
“solt” on communism, particularly with
an election coming up.

PLAYBOY: Apart from forcign affiirs, how
would you assess the Kennedy Adminis-
tration?

VIDAL: Mediocre. Presidents are supposed
to be made in their first 18 months.
That's  when  they're able 10 push

through their programs. Kennedy's first
18 months were a blink. Nothing hap-
pened.

And by his third summer, it was
plain even to him that he was botching
the job. In privie. he was [ull of com-
plaints and excuses. He [felt that he
could do nothing with the Congress, and
so he did nothing with the Congress.
Re-clected in 1964 with a proper major-
ity, however, he thought he would do
great things. But. again, 1 douln it. For
onc thing, he would have been holding
the franchise for hus Inother and thar
would have meant a second Administra-
tion as cautious as the first. More to the
point, the quality that gave him his great
charm was not of much use to him as
Chicl Executive: an ironic detachment
about himsell and others. 1 remember
once he was complaining about how the
“Pentagon  just throws money around,
and there's no way ol stopping them.” Tt
didn’t seem to occur to him that even at
this late date in the reign of the military-
industrial complex, the Administration
was his. not theirs.

PLAYBOY: Don’t you think Kennedy laid
the groundwark for genuine social prog-
ress by giving the nation a new momen-
tum in peace and civil rights that could
have come to [ruition in his second term?
VIDAL: On almost every subject, he made
at least one splendid speech, and lelt it
at that. Domestically, he was simply
curying  forward  the program of the
New Deal. It was lelt to Johnson to
complete the New Deal. He rounded out
not only Kennedy’s interrupted first term
but Roosevelt's fourth.

PLAYBOY: In the lorcign-policy aren, many
pelitical historians cite Kennedy's han-
dling of the Cuban missile crisis as an
undeniable and major accomplishment
—perhaps the greatest of his carcer, They
point out that it set the stage for a
subsequent thaw in the U. S—Soviet rela-
tions and thus substantially reduced the
danger ol nuclear war. Do you agree?
VIDAL: In 1963, when asked whether or
not Soviet missiles in Cuba really jeop-
ardized the security of the United States,
Kennedy said. “Not really. But it would
have changed the balance ol political
power. Or it would have appeared 1o,

and appearances contribute to reality.”
Kennedy's handling of the crisis was
a  publicrelations  masterpiece,  which
changed nothing at all except his own
image: he had made himsell seem force
ful. Yer when the mauer ended, the
Soviets were still in Cuba, 90 miles away.
and we were neither stronger nor weaker,
despite all the thearer.

PLAYBOY: Is vour hostility 1o the Kennedy
family prompred exclusively by political
considerations, or is there an element of
personal animus in vour opposition?
VIDAL: Personally. T didn’t like Bobby
but I did like Jack. The others don't
interest me. As lor my opposition—is it
likely that, with my view of what needs
doing in the country, T would ever be
muc h pleased with the works of such
comservative and conventional politicians?
PLAYBOY: What was it vou liked personal-
ly about President Kennedy?

vipaL: He had a fine dry kind of humor,
not very American, coupled with a sort
ol preppish toughness that was engaging.
I remember once giving to a particularly
bright magazine writer a very guarded
report about my childhood, which was
much the same as Jackie's. We were both
brought up in Hugh Auchincloss—our
steplather's—house in Virginia. I lived
there from 10 to 16. Then Jackie's moth-
er married Mr. Auchincloss and Jackie
moved into my room, inheriting several
shirts ol mine, which she used to wear
riding. I don’t remember her in those
davs—I enlisted in the Army at 17—but
our lives overlapped: We have a halt
brother and a hall sister in common.
I was unaware of her. however. until
the Forties. when 1 began to get reports
[rom Iniends visiting Washington that
she had introduced hersell to them as
my sister: 1 was, pre-Kennedy, the [am-
ily notable. In 1949, we fnally met and
I allowed her claim to be my sister to
stand. Anywav, 1 certainly know what
her childhood was like, since it was
pretty much the one I had endured. So
I tokd the interviewer something about
life in that world, described how seques-
tered it was, how remote from any re-
ality: Great money is the most opaque
ol screens.

During the Depression. which was un-
known 1o us, the Roosevelts seemed
Lucifer's own [amily loose among us: the
American genury liked to call them the
Rosenfelds, on the fragile ground that they
were really Dutch Jews and,  therelore,
Communist. since all Jews were Commu-
nists excepr the Rothschilds, who didn't
look Jewish. You have no idea what a
muddled view of things the American
aristocracy had in those days, with their
lerocious  anti-Semitism, hatred of the
lower orders and heree will 10 protece their
property from any enaoachment. Liberal
hagiographers will always have a diflicult
time recording the actual background ol
our Republic’s Gracchian princes.

Anyway, not wanting to give the game
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away, I made a vague reference in that
interview to what I thought was an un-
real “golden season”™ and let it go at
that. One night while plaving backgam-
mon at Hyannis Port, Jack Kennedy said,
“Gore, what's all this golden season shit
you've been peddling about life at Mer-
rywood?” I thought him ungrateful.
“You hardly expect me to tell the truth,
do you?" He ignored that and chose
instcad to mount, as Jackie listened, a
fine tirade against our lamily, how each
of us was a disaster, ending with, “Mer-
rywood wasn’t golden at all. Tt was . . .
it was . . ." he searched for a simile,
found one and said triumphantly, “Tt
was the little Toxes!” But, of course, he
was a cheerful snob who took a delight
in having married into what he regarded
as the American old guard—another
badge for the Kennedys, those very big
foxes who have done their share of spoil-
ing in the vinevard. But the Kennedy
story is finished. The age of Nixon has
begun.

PLAYBOY: Ldward Kennedy might not
agree that the Kennedy era is over.
vipAL: When Teddy Kennedy first ran
for the Senate, there was a great (_'uckling
from even the most devoted of the Ken-
nedy capons: He was too young, too
dumb—in fact, they were so upset that a
number of them openly supported his
opponent in the primary, Speaker Mc
Cormirck’s nephew. At about thart time, I
asked a member of the Holy Family why
the President had allowed his brother to
run. The member of the H. F. admitted
that it was embarrassing for the Presi-
dent, even admitted that Teddy was not
exactly brilhiant, but added, “He'll have
wonderful advisors and that’s all that
matters.”

Politics today is big money. X can be
stupid or a drunk or a religious maniac,
but il he has the money for a major
political career and enough political flair
to make a good public impression, he
will automatically attract to himself quite
a number of political adventurers. some
talented. With luck. he will become the
nucleus of a political team that then
creates his speeches, his positions, his
deeds, il any—Presidential hopefuls sel-
dom do anvthing—until, finally, X is
entirely the team’s creation, manipulated
rather than manipulating, in much the
Samd \\'il}' l]llll l.hc (Ill(_’L‘ll |)(_‘C iS l)O\\'(.'I']('HS
in relation to the drones and workers.

At the moment, the Teddy Kennedy
hive is buzzing happily. There's honey in
the comb and perhaps one day the
swarm  will move down Pennsylvania
Avenue to occupy the White House. But,
once again, I doubt it. For one thing,
thcm are o ]llilll}" ot hL‘l‘ swiarms at \\'Ol'k
—Humphrey, Muskie, McCarthy, not to
mention the possibility of a Nixon sec-
ond termn, followed by a good bee like
Lindsay, or a bad bee like Agnew. The
future is obscure. But one thing is cer-
tain: The magic of the Kennedy name

will have faded in four vears, be gone in
eight vears. By 1972, L. M. K., as he's now
being touted, will no longer be a Ken-
nedy as we have come o think ol that
,-'.plemli(l band of brothers. Rather, he
will be just another politician whom we
have seen too much of, no doubt useful
in the Senate but nothing more—and
so, familiar, stodgy, cautious, triying to
evoke memories that have faded, he will
have to yicld to new stars, to a politically
minded astronaut or to some bright tele-
vision personality like Trudeau. By 1976,
Camelot will be not only forgot bhut
unrestorable, if Tor no other reason than
that Arthur’s heir will by then be—
cruelest Lute ol all—unmistakably fat.
PLAYBOY: How do you feel about the Age
of Johnson?

vipaL: Sad. He did so much in his first
18 months. He was able to force through
the Congress all sorts of constructive
legislation, ranging [rom public health
to civil rights. He was something of a
wonder, in marked contrast to his prede-
cessor, who treated him with contempt;
the Kennedy courtiers, in Lace, fled at his
approach. He had every reason to dislike
them. It's been argued that Johnson's pro-
grams were inadequate, but then, what is
adequate in times like these? At least he
did what he could do, given the kind of
Government we have, and that is the
most any conventional party politician
can be expected to do.

PLAYBOY: What might a radical politician
accomplish?

vipAL: The word “radical” comes from
the Latin word meaning “root.” A radi-
cal politician could go to the root of
things—something no conventional poli-
ticin dares do, for fear ol what he'll
find. But, ol course, there are no radical
politicians close to the top of our system,
nor arc there apt to be until—a para-
dox—it’s changed. Our politicians—Iike
our people—ire about equally divided
between conservatives and reactionaries,
with very lew radicals ol any kind.
PLAYBOY: Would the leadership ol your
Party for Human Survival be radical?
VIDAL: By defintuon, yes. After all, they
would be creating a new social order to
save our old race.

PLAYBOY: Since the idea for such a party
is yours, do you see yourself as a radical?
VIDAL: In thought, certainly. I'm not so
sure in deed, Given the power, would [
also have the [aith in my own rightness
to pull down the house and then the
energy, as well as the wisdom, to build
another? Tall order. But then, Velizire,
sale among his Swiss lakes, made possible
the French Revolution—and Bonaparte—
just as Bernard Shaw prepared the way for
Harold Wilson. Analogies are pointless,
thank God. Fach case 1s different, Each
life is diflerent. All that can be said of
this time is that radical action is necessary
il we are 1o survive.

PLAYBOY: In your opinion, did L. B. J.—
though by your definition a conventional

politician—have any sense of what the
times required? Or was he merely shor-
ing up what you consider the old. out-
moded social and political institutions?
VviDAL: Like Kennedy, he simply contin-
ued the New Deal—which, in his youth,
had all the glamor of radicalism, without
its substance. Roosevelt saved capitalism
by accepting a degree of wellarism. John-
son applied the same formulas, with less
dramatic results. When Roosevelt’s ex-
periments hegan to go sour, the Second
World War disguised their inadequacy.
I've olten wondered if Johnson instine-
tively hoped to repeat the Roosevelt ca-
reer: domestic reform, followed by the
triumphant prosccution of a war. Poor
man! He was doomed from the begin-
ning. After Kennedy, he was the wrong
age, the wrong class. lrom the wrong re-
gion. 1 always thought the lact that he
wasn't a bogus Whig nobleman was a
point in his favor—but his public man-
ner gave offense, and 1 could never un-
derstand why, since his sort of folksy
hypocrisy is the national style. But per-
haps that was why: The people recog-
nized themselves in him and recoiled. He
was the snake-oil salesman, just as Nixon
is the Midwestern realtor, gravely intem
upon selling us that nice acre of develop-
ment land called Shady Elms that turns
out to be a swamp. We're used 1o these
types and prefer something grander as
our chief of state, a superior con man,
preferably of patrician origin, who can
disguise with noble phrases who and
what we are; to cuphemize, that is the
Presidential task. God knows they all do
it. Take Latin America. In that sad
continent, we support a wide range of
military dictatorships that our Presidents,
invariably. refer to as necessary links in
the bright chain of freedom with which
we are manacling the world. In our way,
we are as prcdutory as the Russians, and
every bit as maniacal in our conlusing—
and debasing—of language: Free means
slave, democratic means oligarchic, lib-
erated means slaughtered. A fine pair
of superpowers, suitable for history’s
wastebasket!

PLAYBOY: Do you think the various super
power conlrontations in Asia or the
Middle East might lead to a nuclear
showdown that would end just that way?
VIDAL: It certainly  would  scem  so,
though I personally see the last struggsle
for men’s minds, the ultimate blow for
freedom, struck in Latin America, with
us conlronting the Soviet in the hivbor
of Rio de Janciro, while the Chinese
hover in nearby Montevideo. Bri 15
much too important to lose, the way we
“lost” China. Finders keepers, as they
say. Bur since I'd like to see the world’s
people survive the destruction of these
two political systems, 1 don’t look with
much pleasure on what will probably
be a war only a few survive, their genes
significantly altered by radiation. It could
very well be that intense atomic radiation
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might cause the remaining human sur-
vivors to mutate. to change biologically.
There is now a theory that the various
radical changes that have occurred on
earth—the extinction ol dinosawrs, the evo-
lution of man from ape—were the result
of shilts in the magnetic pole that mo-
mentarily removed our wsual outer en-
velope. causing the earth to be exposed
to intense radiation. Bur to strike a
cheerful note—and it is my constant de-
sire to make happy my feliow gibbons—
the handlul of survivors of an atomic
war would be so irradiated  that their
ollspring. though perhaps rather odd-
looking. might make possible the next
great twist in that biological spiral that
has brought us from amoeba to Spiro
Agnew. | hind the thought of & dramatic
change in our physical and intellectual
structure most exciting. Certmnly we've
come about as far as we can with these
ugly, weak bodies adorned with feathery
tentacles and solt protuberances: as for
our minds—well. the less said about
those primitive instruments. the better!
PLAYBOY: To pet back to politics——-
VIDAL: A subject I've vet 1o stray from.
Shaw said that the only topics worthy of
an adult’s anention were politics and
religion, both in the largest sense.
PLAYBOY: Do vou believe it matters much
who the President is? You scem at times
to take the Spenglerian view that indi-
vidual men don’t veally affect history.
VIDAL: A good ruler in a falling time
{:tlls, too, while a bad ruler ar a time of
national ascendancy rises. That is the
long view. But, men certainly affect
events. In physics, there is no action
without reaction. Therelore, any action
matters. And that is why the only moral
life is 1o act as il whatever one does is of
great moment. Though the American
empire may be collapsing and none can
stop its fall, T would still rather have
scen MoCarthy as President than Nixon
or Humphrey. Yet even in McCarthy's
case, one cannot be certain how effective
he might've been. I suppose the most we
cin demand of a4 conventional President
is that he have some understanding of
what is going on and a willingness to
confide in us. Johnson was a compulsive
liar, rather like Roosevelt, but without
that master’s High  Episcopal  chann,
Worse, Johnson did not, does not and
never will understand the nature of the
American empire and its consequenas to
us and to the world.

PLAYBOY: Wlut about Eisenhower? He
certainly indicated in his farewell speech
that he understood the military-indus-
trial complex. which many people now
think dominates our forcign policy.
VIDAL: Eisenhower understood the mili-
tary-industrial complex better than any
other nun for the simple reason that he
wis 1ts chairman ol the board for eight
years and a loyal branch manager before
that. What is puzzling is that he dedided
to bring up the subject just as he was

retiring. Bad conscience? Who will ever
know? All in all, a Fascinating man, and
a master politician, I've heard a good
deal about him over the years: My father
was at West Point a few vears alter
Eisenhower and they shared many friends,
In fact, Eisenhower’s doctor, General
Savder, delivered me some 43 vears ago
in the cadet hospital at West Point,
when a star shone over the Hudson
Palisades, and shepherds quaked.

Eisenhower’s carcer demonstrated how
it is possible 1o lool all the people all the
time. He was a highly imelligent, cold-
blooded cueerist who was determined—
much like a Stendhal hero—to rise to
the top, and did. "I may be stupid,” he
once said at a press conlerence, “but at
least I'm sincere!” Actually, he was nei-
ther, but it suited his purpose 10 pl;ly
the part of the bumbling man of good
will who was “not an expert in these
matters” but somehow would do his best.
The pt:(}])l{: loved the performance and,
ol course, The Smile. Intimates report
that until the great promotion, he was a
gloomy, scowling officer who was miracu-
lous'v transformed when he arrived in
England where, said an admiring gen-
cral. “he learned 1o smile.”

The proof of his political genius is
than he left the White House almost as
popular as when he entered it. His se-
cret? He never committed himself to any
cause or to any person. All that mattered
wiis the single-minded conserving of his
own popularity. I once asked General
Snvder if he thought Eisenhower would
campaign actively for Nixon in 1960. He
shook his head—and discussed av some
length the care with which Eisenhower
separated himself from others. Lovalty to
others wias never his weakness.

Nor is this kind of selfishness a bad
quality in a politician. That other Gen-
eral, De Gaulle, has flourished in a stmi-
lar way. But then, army staffs are the
same everywhere, and those who rise to
the top, particularly in peaceume, are
ustally masier politicians of Byzantine
cunning. It is true that a lifetime spent
m the military hierarchy makes one to-
tally unfit to respond to the needs of a
civilian population, but that is another
problem. Even so, had Eisenhower been
less lazy and self-loving, he might lave
done some pood. Bur, lllll'ortlltlallt’ly for
us, he regarded the I’rc"idcncy as a kind
ol brevet rank, a sign of the nation’s
gratitude, imvolving no fixed duties 1o
disturb his golf game.

PLAYBOY: Ycu in lforcign alfairs, Eisen
hower managed 1o keep the peace more
effectively than his two Democratic pred-
COCSSOTS.

VIDAL: Political genervals hate real wars.
That is an axiom. Or, as the laundry-
minded General Powers savs in Fisit to a
Small Planet, “1I there is one thing that
destrovs an army's morale and discipline,
it is a major war. Evervthing goes 1o hell,
Lose more damned sheets and pillow-

cases.”  Although John Foster Dulles
pursued whar seemed 1o be a militant for-
eign policy, Tull of massive retaliations,
agonizing reappraisals and calls for cap-
tive nations to throw ofl the Red yoke,
in actual [act, Dulles was just another
“good American™: that is to sav. a sponta-
neous hvpocrite who was able to say one
thing, mean another and do a third, vet
senuinely be indignant il he was thought
meonsistent or insincere. While  Dulles
spouted Scripture to the heathens, Eisen-
hower resolved to do nothing—and T must
say, those years look positively golden in
retrospect. A State Department [riend ol
mine once gave a brichng to Johnson. The
subject was a Laun-American  country
where it looked as il one of our militiry
Juntas was about to be replaced by a liber-
al non-Communist regime. Johnson was
distraught. “What, what.” he oied, “can
we do?” To which one of his advisors
—whose name must be suppressed. though
his wisdom ouglt 1o be carved over the
White House door—replied, “Mr. Presi-
dent. why not do nothing?” That was the
Eisenhower genius, When come such an-
other? Or has one come already?

PLAYBOY: You feel it better for our Presi-
dents to do nothing, yet your Authority
would do evervthing,

VIDAL: let us sav that, ideally. it is
probably better for conventional politi-
ciuns to do as little as possible, since
their actions tend to make worse what-
ever it is they're dealing with. Even Eisen-
hower managed to begin the Viernam
war by not following his normal instinet
of staying out ol mischief. In his memoirs,
he tells us why we didn't honor the
Geneva accords and hold elections in
Vietnam: because some 80 percent of the
country would have voted for Ho Chi
Minh. This 15 very cndide The sont ol
thing one might have [ound in Stalin’s
memoirs, had he not made ghosts even of
ghosts. But at least Eisenhower did not
commit the troops. That was for Ken-
nedy 10 do. acting on the best military
advice. Eisenhower at least knew that
our generals are not warriors but bureau-
crats, dreaming ol expanded T. O, pro-
motions, graft—all things that small wars
make possible. Gewing back 1o your
question. the Authority wonld be activist,
in those arveas of crisis thatr conventional
politicians refuse to face.

PLAYBOY: Do you thiuk that under your
Authority. the average citizen would find
himself more or less happy?

VIDAL: More. Alter all, he would be de-
niedd only one “pleasure”—the  unauw-
thorized bringing into society of a new
citizen, Otherwise, he would be Treer in
his private lile than he is now. At pres-
ent, nearly every form of sexual activity
outside marriage is lorbidden him by Lows
that vary in their medieval exuberance
from state 1o state. Even within marriage,
certain acts are forbidden him, as that
legendary cunnilinguist in California dis-
covered when he was sent to Alcatraz lor
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an act of extreme—indeed, positively
Christian—unselfishness performed upon
his legal mate. Of the countries of the
Woest, the United States is the only one
to have laws against fornication as such.
Though these laws are spottily enforced,
they still exist—a joy for blackmailers,
particularly those who are entrusted with
the power to enforce them: the police.

One of the reasons for the great rise in
crime in recent vears is that most police
departments are more concerned  with
cracking down on prostitutes, gamblers
and homosexualists than they are with
what should be their proper funcion:
the protection of life and property. The
Authority would make it very clear that
morals are not the business of the state.
If & woman can get S100 {rom i man [or
giving him an howr’s pleasure, more
power to them both. She is a [ree agent
under the Authority and so is he. In any
case, she is no worse than the childless
wife who insists upon alimony once a
marriage ends.

That various religious establishments
might find certain kinds ol bhehavior sin-
ful is their business, not the state’s. Nor
will that Baptist minister or Christi
brother be allowed to impose his primi-
tive superstitions upon a secular society,
unlike the past—and even the present—
when whatever the churches thought to
be sin was promptly made illegal by state
legislatures: whiskey, gambling, sex. The
result has been a society of peculiar cor-
ruption in which the police, more than
any other group, have been literally de-
moralized. The Authority would guar-
antee everyone the right 1o do as he
pleases, as long as his activities are not
harmiul to the general wellare.
PLAYBOY: And who will interpret “the
general wellare™?

VIDAL: The Authority. 1 dont think it
will be a particularly diflicult task. Take
cigarctie smoking. Cigarewtes kill and
cripple many of those who smoke them.
That is a [act. Yer cigavette advertisers
are allowed to spend millions of dollars a
year to convingee voung people thar ciga-
rette smoking is a  glamorous,  status-
enhimncing thing to do—and so the voung
are hooked carly and made addicts, 1
think this sort ol advertising is against
the general wellare and should be for-
bidden. Alter all, the survival of the race
is slightly more important than the man-
ket listing of the American Tobacco
Company. But since the Authority guar-
iarrees pcrsmml freedom, anyone who
wants to smoke can. He will he duly
warned on the cigaretie package, how-
ever, as to the lethal dangers of smoking.
Naturally, T realize it will be diflicult 1o
convince the average American of the
morality of this. From childhood we
have been taught that whatever makes
money must be good. Further, whatever
is expensively amd ingeniously advertised
is inevitable and worthy. And, ol course,
to the consumer American, immorality

means just one thing: sex. I suspect we
are in for a drastic upheaval—a long
overdue revision of the nation's ethical
standards, and that would be the Au-
thority's work.

PLAYBOY: Could it succeed?

VIDAL: Why not? The worst sort of dicta-
torships now have the means to maintain
themselves in power as a result ol ad-
vanced communicitions. So why not use
those same means toward good ends?
The preserving of the human race. the
hammering out of a new code of ethics.
PLAYBOY: Would your Authority legalize
pot?

VIDAL: Certainly. In the private sphere,
everyone has a perfect right to kill him-
sell in any way he chooses—gin, ciga-
rettes, heroin, a buller through the head.
As I said before, it is not for the stte to
decide whether or not he 1s o live or
die, what he is 1o eat, drink, smoke,
make love to. Obviously, it would be
inconvenient if evervone decided to stay
drunk or stoned; but the point is, every-
one won't. I remember when the Woll-
enden Report first came out in England
and proposed that homosexuality be-
tween consenting adulis be made legal.
There was an enormous outary. The
baby supply would be endangered, the
fabric of society disrupted, the sureets
crowded with young men selling their
bodies. There was a marvelously insane
premise at work here: If homosexuality
were legal, heterosexuality would wither
awayl A state of affairs that not even
the most militnt  pederast has  ever
dreamed of. Since England finally made
legal whatever consenting adults choose
to do, not only has the oversupply of
babies continued, as usual, but there has
been no noticeable decline in hererosex-
ual relationships.

In the debate before the laws were
changed, however, one heard the tribal
voices loud and clear, ealling to us from
the Stone ,-\gc. when our lives were short
and our natural enemies many and, to
protect the tribe, it was a duty to breed.
Now, 50,000 vears Luer, the tribal mind
is still programed in the same way: Make
as many babies as possible and uy o
discourage any sort of behavior that
might curtail the supply. Yer we live
with dailv evidence that the human race
is committing suicide through overpopu-
lation. This sort of doub'e-think is usual
with us. A perfect example was the astro-
naut who saw fit to read to us from the
moon a barbarous reisious text, dis
proved by the very fact it was being read
from the moon,

PLAYBOY: Do vou foresee a drug culture
if everyone is Iree to turn on in any
way he pleases?

VIDAL: We are a drug culture already.
Sleeping pills, aspirins, the nightcap that
too olten becomes an Indian war bon-
net. Ideally, reality should be so inierest-
ing that we don't need tranquilizers and
stimulants. But since there are too many

people in the world and not enough for
them to do—certainly very little that is
interesting—the American majority serve
their 40 hours a week in order to stun
themselves with beer, television, whatever,
come the weekend. Fewer people with
more interesting things to do is as good
an aim as any for a society.

PLAYBOY: Do you speak {rom experience
with drugs?

VIDAL: Yes, and mostly from unpleasant
experience. Marijuana has no eflect on
me, possibly because I've never smoked
cigarettes. But I've tried hashish and
mescaline and found the results physical-
Iy depressing. One attempt to smoke
opium made me ill. But I'm fortunate:
my life is sufhiciently interesting to make
me want to keep alert what senses I
have. That's why I gave up whiskey two
years ago and now drink only wine, a
slower and more gracelul way of height-
ening and then pleasantly losing reality,
But if 1 had to choose between the ag-
gressive drunk who smashes up a car and
the passive mavijuana smoker who bores
me to death at a party, I'd take the pot-
head anv day. Incidentally, those who
oppose drugs because they breed crime
should realize that if all drugs were
made legal and sold at cost—as would
be done under the Authority—there
would be no criminal traflicking in drugs
and. hence. no desperate hopheads com-
mitting murders in order to get money
for the nest fix. Unfortunately, this
solution 1s much 1wo mtelligent for our
people ever 1o accept. Punishing others
is one ol the great pleasures of the tribe,
not easily relinquished.

PLAYBOY: What new horizons do you lore-
sce for that other grear wibal pleasure,
sex? Under the Authority, do vou be-
licve the trend would be toward the type
of polymorphous transsexuality you ex-
alted in Myra Breckinridge?

VIDAL: | exalted neither Myra nor her
views. But I do think that il we survive
long enough to evolve a rational society,
there will be a wend toward bisexuality.
For one thing, bisexuality 15, quite sim-
ply. more interesting than monosexual-
ity. And we are bisexual by natare. The
tribe, however, has done its best 1o legis-
late our behavior, and this has done an
enormous amount of dimage. Homosex-
ual behavior is as natural as heterosexual
behavior. That it is not the norm is
irrelevant. Blue eves are not the norm in
Mexico, II' we really insisted that every-
one try 1o conform to that sexual activity
that is most practiced at any given mo-
ment, then we should have 1o admin that
the statistical norm is neither hetero- nor
homaosexual but onanistic. Ayra lound
group sexuality intriguing, and so do I
It was something our pre-Christian ances-
tors recognized as a part of man’s reli-
gious life, as well as a means ol pleasure.
PLAYBOY: So [ar. you've carned more than
$1.,000,000 from Myra—almost as much as
Jacqueline Susann and Harold Robbins




nove made from the sexy SO OpETs
you satirize in your book. Seme critics
linve charged that you have emulated
and exploited that which you purport to
condemn. Is there any validity to thar?
VIDAL: It is quite wrue that Myra has
carned me a great deal of money. If 1
were 1o sav that I had writen 1t in order
to make money, I would be immediately
understood and absolved of every sin.
But at the risk of shocking everyone, I
must point out that if T wanted 10 use
writing {or making money, I would have
seitled  in - Hollywood long ago  and
bought a chain of Encino supermarkets.
I write to make art and change socerv.
That 1 do cither is certainly arguable,
but money is not an interest.

PLAYBOY: Your late father reportedly told
vou that with Myra Breckinvidze vou
had gone “100 far.” How did you answer
him?

VIDAL: My father did wonder il. perhaps.
I had gone o0 far, to which I veplied
that only by constant skirmishing on the
[rontier are new territories opened up.
Being an inventor and an aviation pio-
ncer, he saw the point to that. Twenty-one
years ago, The City and the Pillay areaed
a much Larger scandal than Myra. Now
it is wistfully alluded to as a delicate,
sensitive book. The scindal of 1948 has
become the worthy book of 1969. But the
judgments of those who write for news-
papers e generally worthless, because
journalists are paid 10 anticipate  and
exploit the moral prejudices of their read-
ers. Il you want 1o know what the stu-
pider members of the tribe are thinking,
read the Chicago Tribune or ihe New
York Darly News. Their attitudes reflect
evary sort ol anciem superstition and hear
no relevanee 1o the world we live in.
That's why I enjoy the vavious under-
ground newspapers. They are dizzy and
olten dull-witted, but they rellect the
living aspears ol our civilizuion as op-
posed to our wibalism, which is decadent
srd hopelu'ly, dying,

PLAYBOY: Neisweek cunges that Myia
Breckinyidge “becomes, in the end. a kind
of crotic propaganda™ for homosexualiry.
Is this true—and, if so. is it intentional?
VIDAL: Mo Lwors anything that would
It population, but there is consider-
able evidence thar she dislikes homosex
uality. Why else would she have become
a woman and fallen in love with Mary
Ann? Certainly her depressing reports
on the activities of Myron. her aler id,
can lardly be called erotic propaganda.
Despite her temporary view ol herself
as a mossiah, Myra was never  strict;
anvthing goes. she maintained, as long
as it doesn’t lurther crowd the world.
FLAYBOY: In Oscar Wilde's day, homosex-
wtlity was known as “the love that dare
not speak its name,” but today it has
become, in Mike Nichiols' words, “the
vice that won't shut up.” Do you consid-
er the growing candor of homosexual
spokesmen and homophile organizions

a healthy sign. or the price one pays for
social progress?

VIDAL: I'm in Lavor of any form of sexual
relationship that gives pleasure to those
involved. And T have never heard o
convincing argument to the contrary.
Our problem is semantic. Tribalists have
tiught us 1o view male and female homo-
sexuality as a form of disease, instead ol
what it is: a term used to describe not
personality but a specific sexual act.
Properly speaking, the word is an adjec-
tive and ought not to be used as a noun
at all. To say that Richard Nixon is g
heterosexualist tells us nothing at all
about him as a politician or even—lasci-
mating thought—as a lover. Since there is
no such thing as a heterosexual personal-
ity, there can be no such thing as a
homosexual persomality—though it's cer-
tainly true that homesexualists olten de-
velop a rich variety of neuroses as a
result ol persecution; but then, o do Ne
groes,  Jews and—in some culinres—
women. In any case, o try to alter the
sexual mature of an adult is a lunatic—
and  hopeless—business. Unlortunately.
1t is also o very profitable one for quicks
like the late Dr. Bergler.

PLAYBOY: The dhiarge was recently made
by Ram paris magazine and critic Stmley
Kauflman, ameng others, that a homo-
sexual coterie—ihe "Homintern,” as some
melodramatically term it—has a strangle
hold on American aliure and advinees its
own values, and the forwunes of its lellows,
at the expense ol the heterosexual wntist,
Do you believe there's any substance 10
these claims?

VIDAL: No. As lar as I know, there exist
no protocols of Sodom. All that matters
in the arts is excellence; and though the
sex life of the artist no doubt aflects 1o
some degree his moral tone, ‘the final
work must be judged as a thing in iself.
Do Saul Be'lows heterosexual preoccu-
piations undermine his considerable ar?
The question sounds silly, because it is
silly. True art is rooted in the common
human condition.

PLAYBOY: After vour first two novels, 11l
lwaw and In a Yellow Wood, you were
hailed. with Truman Capote. Norman
Mailer and Jolhin Horne Burns, as one of
the brightest literary lights of the post-
War era. Bur in 1948, vour third book,
The City and the Pillar, aeaed a literary
scandal. as vou pointed owt. because of
s explicit account of a young man's
homosexwal — disintegration,  and you
were abruptly consigned to literary lim-
bo. What emotional eflect did this have
on vou?

VIDAL: Fortunately, even at 22. 1 thousht
that what mattered most was not the
world’s view of me but my view of the
world, and so I survived. Others did not
—Ilike Burns, the best of us “War novel-
ists.” After the press attacked his Lucifer
with a Book—in much the same way as
they attacked The City and the Pillar—
Burns fled 1o Europe and deliberately

drank himself 10 death at 36. One must
be verv tongh 1o endure as a writer in
America. Since I've endured lor almost a
quanter century, 1 must be tough.
PLAYBOY: You wrote once that “In a
sense. I'm not an ‘American’ writer. My
whole attack—my wit and irony—is dis-
tasteful to Americans.” Would you elab-
orate?
VIDAL: Wit and irony are distasteful to
Americans, who believe that to be seri-
ous is to be solemn. This is not only a
hangover lrom our Puritan beginnings
but also a stage through which second-
and sometimes third-generation  Ameri-
cans go as they try to make their own the
Linguage and the customs of a counury
still somewhat alien to them but 10
whose flag and prejudices they [eel they
owe i passionate commitment. In absorb-
ing a new culture, the ironies are the last
thing 10 be noted, and those who in-
dulge in them are the first to be con-
demned.
PLAYBOY: You have written, “That wide
gravevard of stillborn talents which con-
tiains so much ol the briel ignoble history
of American leuers is a tribute 10 the
power of a democracy to destroy its crit-
ics, brave lools and passionate men.”
How is this done?
VIDAL: De Tocqueville predicted thit a
society organized like ours would prove
to be hostile 1o the original man. He
believed that a terror of publ'c opinion
wits an essential characteristic of democ-
racy. Well, we are not truly a democracy
—nor have we entirely fullilled De
Tocqueville's grim  prognosis—but  no
one can say tluit we are not resourcelul
in our ways of dealing with dissidents.
We turn them into show-business charac-
ters, not to be taken seriously. The clum-
sy exhortations of Paul Goodman, the
shill - dialeaic of Dwight  MacDonald.
the visceral rhetoric of Norman Mailer
are all rendered small by relevision, by
agazine profiles and—vyes!'—Dby inter-
ws. But that is no reason o siop.
Something is bound to break eventually
—aother than one’s sell or .
PLAYBOY: You have admitied that, as a
young writer, your “‘competitive  in-
stincts” were very intense and you deeply
resented the success of other writers. Are
these competitive instincts still strong—
or Lhave you mellowed over the years?
VIDAL: Docs one mellow or does one rot?
The two processes are perhaps the same,
Unlike most writers. my competitive
instinct—though highly developed-—was
never personal. That is o say, 1 have
never begrudged another writer his suc-
cess, but I have sometimes deplored the
taste of the moment that has made what
I thought bad work successful. Happily,
since injustice is the rule, one is quite as
apt to be its beneficiary as its victin.
PLAYBOY: You have characterized Norman
Mailer's The Naked and the Dead as
“a dever, talented, admirably executed
fake” and said of his subsequent work,
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“I am not sure, finally, that he should be
a novelist at all, or even a writer, despite
formidable gifts. He is too much ol a
demagog.” Are the roles ol writer and
demagoy really mutually exclusive?
viDAL: I think in the ten vears since |
wrote that piece, Mailer has borne me
out: He has almost ceased to be a novel-
ist and has become a superh journalist,
with himsell as subject, pluckily taking
on the various occupants of the Ameri-
can pantheon, from Sonny Liston to the
Pentagon. Yet to be a novelist is not to
be more worthy than a journalist of the
highest order, particularly one with a
messianic desire to change society. We
mav not need Norman's novels at this
time, but we certainly need his rhetoric.
PLAYBOY: Isn't the central political con-
cern of writers such as voursell  and
Mailer a relatively new development in
American letters?

viDAL: Yes and no. In the Thirties. writ-
ers were much involved with politics. Yet
there has always been a high romantic
view ol the serious. dedicued artist as
being a sort of divine idiot—Ilike Wil-
liam Faulkner mumbling he was just a
farmer and didn’t know much about
them things. For most ol the country’s
history, our serious—as well as our sol-
emn—writers were terrified of being
thought politically engaged. lor one
thing, few of them knew much about
politics, ideas or even the actual every-
day life of the country. For another, in
this century, they were much attracted to
the Flaubert-Joyce-Eliot sacerdotal tradi-
tion: the writer as holv man, too pure
for the agora. This attitude was useful
1o Flaubert. who was actually not all
that apolitical. but I don’t think it has
done Mr. J. D. Salinger much good. Of
course, if political novels mean Allen
Drury and social engagement means Dal-
ton Trumbo—in other words, artless
work—then one can see why the ambi-
tious writer would steer clear of that sort
of commitment or genve. He would be
making a mistake, however; much ol the
best writing  has been  passionate  and
worldly, and most of the worst, in our
time, private and proud—those dread
exercises, usually mking place on cam-
pus. where last summer’s adultery turns
out to have been a reenactment ol
Alcestis.

PLAYBOY: You acted on vour political
concern in perhaps the most direct way
possible in 1960 by running lor Congress
in New York's 29t Congressional Dis-
trict. Do vou still have political ambi-
tions, despite your delear?

VIDAL: No. But in that election, T ook
some pleasure in carrying the cities of
Poughkeepsie. Beacon. Hudson and King-
ston, and geuing the most votes of any
Democaat in 50 years. Two years later,
I could have had the nominaton lor
the Senate against Javits, I was then
faced with the sort of choice that scems
10 have haunted me all my lile. If T were

to be a serious politidan. it was quite
plain that I wuld not be a serious writ-
er. Not only is there not enough energy
for the 1two ceers, they are incompati-
ble. The writer is lorever trying to say
exactly what he means and the politician
is forever trying to avotd saving what he
means. In 1962, 1 had returned to novel
writing alter almost a decade’s absence,
and so the specific choice for me that
vear was berween writing  Julian and
making a race for the Senate. [ chose 1o
be a novelist. Tn 1964, T was asked once
more to run lor Congres. For the last
tume. 1 said no. and with very litle
regret watched the man 1 had selected to
take my place win the election in the
Johnson landslide.

Also, to be practical, if one wishes to
influence events, the Congress is hardly
the place 1o do it. A writer with an
audience  has more  power than  most
Congressmen. If he is also able to use
television, he is in a splendid position o
say what needs 1o be said. Best of all, in
wanting nothing for himsell, he is more
apt to be listened to than the man who
lusts for office. But no matter how I try
to rationalize my sitwation, I am split
between a private and a public self. 1
was trained [rom childhood to be a poli-
tician, but I was born a writer. From
time to time, I have tried to bring to-
gether the two selves, but it has not been
easy. Example: T have a gilt for being
clfective on television, something  every
politician longs to possess and few do;
vet I am compelled 1o candor of a kimd
that is not permissible in a conventional
politician. So I constantly undo myself,
making imnpossible that golden age. the
Vidal Administration. No doubt just as
well. For me.

PLAYBOY: lLooking back on your carcer,
you've written, “It's sad. Somerimes I
think I've misplaved it.” How?

VIDAL: I was speaking ivonically. T simply
meant that by doing all the things I do,
I have avoided being taken seriously by
middle-brow academics. T dont fit any
known category. so they are unable ro
make judgment. But. slowly, it is begin-
ning to secp down that there may be
someone quite different on the scene
whose career can eventually be made a
touchstone for others. Not that what I
am or what 1 do will ever he very
attractive—or easy 1o mmitate. Mailer is
more in the main tadinon than I; any
voung man who wants 1o he a writer can
identily more casily with him than with
me. Or James Agee: a small talent who
sold out in a small way and took it hard:
any Princeton English major can live out
that legend. But each of us s whart he is,
and the only sin is to pretend to be what
one is not.

Neither Mailer nor Capote nor mysell
—to name three writers of very differemt
gifis—came into his own until he found
his proper voice. Mailer spent  years
trving to write timeless masterpieces, and

the time of that time was disastrous for
him. Capote was not quite so ambitious
—or literarv. He simply wanted to be
famous through writing. and so he copicd
the works ol writers who were curvently
in fashion. He plundered Carson Me-
Cullers [or Other Voices, Othey Rooms.
abducted  Isherwood’s Sally Bowles lor
Breakfast at Tiffany’s: in short, was ruth-
lesslv unoriginal. Then he turned to
reportage. the natural realm ol those
without creative imagination, and began
to do mteresting work. In other words.
he'd found his own voice, and that is
what writing is all abou.
PLAYBOY: Reviewing vour 24 vears as a
writer, do you think vou've realized your
full creative potential?
viDAL: | hive sometimes wondered what
would have happened if, in 1954—hav-
ing just published The Judgment of
Paris and Messiah, rwo books that [T
think are among my best—I had had the
money 10 continue writing novels. But
those books Failed and T was forced to do
other things; conwrary to legend. T have
no income: I've supported myself since 1
was 17. And so, from 1954 o 1964, [
worked in theater. television, movies,
criticism and politics. It was a very inter-
esting time¢ and I don't in the least
regret it. Nevertheless. with Julian. 1 had
to begin all over again. Bur had T spent
those ten years alter Messial just writing
novels, [ sometimes wonder what the
result would have been.
PLAYBOY: You seem to [eel that in Mail-
er's and Capotc’s case. the novel wasn't
really for them. Perhaps it’s not for vou
cither.
VIDAL: Perhaps it's not for anyone. It is
certainly no longer the regnant art form.
Films occupy the auention of the young.
The day of the importim audience lor
the riovelist is past—ind before anvone
writes in to say what a large audience
the Book-ol-the-Month Club has, “and
look at all those paperbacks.” may I sav,
having had three best sellers in a row,
that only a very small percentage of the
country reads novels, and that percent-
age is declining. Twemy vears ago. there
was great excitement when a new book
by Hemingway or Faulkner was pub-
lished. Today. there is hiude general in-
terest in anyone’s new novel. outside of
the world of publishing. where best sell-
ers continue to be manufactured in a
dispirited, mechanical way.
PLAYBOY: Ome of those hest sellers was
vour Julian. In writing it. did you dis-
cover any similarities between Rome's
decline and fall and contemporary Ameri-
can socicty?
VIDAL: No. But some of the problems the
book poses are relevant to both times.
For instance, Christianity, with s hared
of the flesh, was repulsive to the civilized
(concluded on page 238)




TLL 1) sRsns
é?l‘ .""::
;ta.' .: 2® @
ua‘.li!f-i_t
”‘t" l.l'
ST T M

Sea

!l“"‘r

WHAT SORT OF MAN READS PLAYBOY?

He’s upbeat and upward bound. A man who puts his money to work today for a life of ease tomor-
row. Facts: PLAYBOY brings you a giant market of securities-minded men—3,733,000 readers
under 50 who own stocks, bonds or mutual funds; 2,779,000 who have purchased securities in the
past two years. And they invest well. One out of two men in the U. S. under 50 with securities currently
valued over $50,000 is a PLAYBOY reader, a capital investment for you. (Source: 1968 Simmons.)

New York -+ Chicago - Detroit - Los Angeles . San Francisco + Atlanta « London - Tokyo



98

fiction By RAY BRADBURY some boys don’t dream of grow-

ing up to be president—they dream of pulling the trigger

DOWNWIND FROM GETTYSBURG -

AT 105 THAT NicHT, he heard the
sharp crack from the theater down
the hall.

Backfire, he thought. No. Gun.

A moment later, he heard the
great lift and drop of voices, like
an ocean surprised by a landfall
that stopped it dead. A door
banged. Feet ran.

An usher burst through his of-
fice door, glanced swiftly about,
as if blind, his face pale. his mouth
trying words that would not come.

“Lipceln ... ..Lincoln. ... -

Bayes glanced up from his desk.

“What about Lincoln?”

“He . . . he's been shot.”

“Good joke. Now——"

“Shot. Don't you understand?
Shot. Really shot. For the second
time. shot!”

The usher wandered out, hold-
ing to the wall.

Bayes felt himself rise. “Oh, for
Christ——"

And he was running and passed
the usher, who, feeling him pass,
began to run with him.

“No, no,” said Bayes. “It didn't
happen. It didn't. It couldn’t. It
didn't, couldn't. . . .

“Shot,” said the usher.

As they made the corridor turn,
the theater doors exploded wide
and a crowd that had turned mob
shouted or yelled or screamed
or, stunned, simply said, “"Where
is he?” "There!” “ls that him?”

“"Where?” “Who did it?”" “He did?
Him?" "Hold him!” “"Watch out!”
“Stop!”

Two security guards stumbled
into view, pushed. pulled, twisted
now this way and that, and be-
tween them a man who struggled
to heave back from the bodies, the
grasping hands and now the up-
flung and downfallen fists. People
snatched, pecked, pummeled, beat
at him with packages or frail sun
parasols that splintered like kites
in a great storm. Women turned in
dazed circles seeking lost friends,
whimpering. Men, crying out,
shoved them aside to squirm
through to the center of the push
and thrust and backward-pump-
ing guards and the assaulted man,
who now masked his cut face
with splayed fingers.

“Oh, God, God.” Bayes froze,
beginning to believe. He stared
upon the scene. Then he sprang
forward. “This way! Back inside!
Clear offl Here! Here!”

And somehow the mob was
breached, a door cracked wide
to shove flesh through, then
slammed.

QOutside, the mob hammered,
threatening damnations and
scourges unheard of by living
men. The whole theater structure
quaked with their muted walls,
cries and estimates of doom.

Bayes stared a long moment at
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the shaken and rwisted doorknobs, the
chattering locks, then over to the guards
and the man slumped between them.

Bayes leaped back suddenly, as if an
even [resher truth had exploded there in
the aisle.

Dimly, he felt his left shoe kick some-
thing that spun, skiuering, like a rat
chasing its tail, along the carpeting under
the seats. He bent to let his blind hand
scarch, grope, find the still hall-warm
pistol, which, looked at but disbelieved,
he shoved into his coat pocket as he
backed down the aisle, It was a full half
minute before he forced himsell to turm
and face the inevitable stage and that
figure in the center of the siage.

Abraham Lincoln sat in his carved
high-backed chair, his head bent forward
at an unfamiliar angle. Eves flexed wide,
he gazed upon nothing. His Lirge hands
rested gently on the chair arms, as il he
might momentarily shilt weight, rise and
declare this sad emergency at an end.

Moving as under a tide of cold water,
Baves mounted the steps.

“Lights, damn it! Give us
lights!™

Somewhere, an unseen technician re-
membered what switches were lor, A
kind of dawn grew in the dim place.

Bayes, on the platform, circled the
occupant of the chair and stopped.

Yes. There it was. A neat buller hole at
the base of the skull, behind the left ear.

“Sie semper tyrannis,” a voice mur-
mured somewhere.

Bayes jerked his head up.

The assassin, seated now in the last
row of the theater, face down but sens-
ing Bayes' preoccupation with Lincoln,
spoke to the floor, to himself:

“Sic t

He stopped. For there was an outraged
stir above him. One security guard’s fist
llew up, as il the man had nothing to do
with it. The hst, urgent to itself, was on
its way down to silence the Killer when:

“Stop!” said Bayes.

The fist paused hallway, then with-
drew to be nursed by the guard with
mixtures of anger and [rustration.

Nong, thought Bayes, 1 believe none
of it. Not that man, not the guards and
not . . . he wrned to see again the
bullet hole in the skull of the slain
leader.

From the hole, a slow trickle of ma-
chinery oil dripped.

From Mr. Lincoln's mouth, a similar
slow exudation of liguid moved down
over the chin and whiskers to rain drop
by drop upon his tie and shirt.

Bayes knelt and put his ear to the
figure's chest.

Faintly within there was the whine
and hum of wheels, cogs and circuitries
still intact but malfunctioning.

For some reason, this sound reared
him to his feet in alarm.

“Phipps . .. I?”

more

The guards blinked with incompre-
hension.

Bayes snapped his fingers. “Is Phipps
coming in tonight? Oh, God, he mustn’t
sece this! Head him oil! Tell him
there’s an emergency, yes, emergency at
the machine plant in Glendale! Move!™

Oue of the guwrds hurried out the
door.

And watching him run, Bayes thought,
plc;lsc, God, keep Phipps home, keep him
ot

Strange, at such a time, not your own
lile but the lives of others llashed by.

Remember . . . that day five years
past, when Phipps first slung his blue-
prints, his paintings, his water colors out
on a table and announced his grand
plan? And how they had all stared at the
plans and then up at him and gasped:

Lincoln?

Yes! Phipps had laughed like a fa-
ther just come from a church where
some sweet high vision in some strange
Annunciation had promised him a most
peculiar son.

Lincoln. That was the idea. Lincoln
born again,

And Phipps? He would both engender
and nurture this fabulous everready
giant robot child.

Wouldn't it be fine . . . if we could
stand in the meadow ficlds of Gettvsburg,
listen. leawrn. see, hone the edge ol our
razor souls and live?

Bayes circled the stumped figure in the
chiair and, circling, numbered the days
and remembered years.

]’Ilipps, holding up a cockrail glass one
night, like a lens that simultaneously
proportions out the light of the past and
the illumination of the future:

“I have always wanted 1o do a film on
Gettysburg and the vast crowd there and
Eav away out at the edge ol that sun-
drowsed impatient lost thick cowd, a
farmer and his son trving so hard to
hear, not hearing, tying to catch the
wind-blown words from the tall speaker
there on the distant stand, that gaunt
man in the stovepipe hat who now takes
ofl his hat, looks into it as into his soul
rummaged  there on  seribbled  leter
backs and begins to speak.

“And his farmer, in order to get his
son up out of the arush, why, he helrs
the boy up 1o sit upon his shoulders.
There the boy, nine years old, a frail
encumbrance, becomes ears to the man,
for the man indecd cannot hear nor see
but only guess what the President is
speaking [ar across a sea of people there
at Geuysburg and the President’s voice is
high and drilts now dear, now gone,
seized and dispersed by contesting breeze
and wind. And there have been oo
many speakers before him and the crowd
all crumpled wool and sweat, all mind-
less stockyard squirm and jostled elbow,
and the farmer talks up to his son on his
shoulders in a yearning whisper: What?
What's he sayz And the boy, tlting his

head, leaning his peach-fuzz ear to the
wind, replies:

“ ‘Fourscore and seven vears ;T

“Yese”

“‘'—ago our [athers brought forth
oy

“Yes, yesi?"
“‘—on this continent

“Eh?"

“Conunent! A new nation, conceived
in liberty. and dedicated to the propo-
sition that all men are——'

“And so it goes, the wind leaning
against the [rail words, the far man ut-
tering, the fmrmer never tiring ol his
burden of son and the son, obedient,
cupping and catching and telling it all
down in a fierce good whisper and the
father hearing the broken bits and some
parts missing and some whole but all
fine somehow to the end. ., . .

“* . . ol the people, by the people,
for the people . . .

“* . _shall not perish from the earth.’

“The boy stops whispering.

“It is done.

“And the cowd disperses in the four
directions. And Gettysburg is history.

“And for a long time the [ather cn-
not bring himsell to ease his translitor
ol-the-wind down o set him on the
carth, but the boy, changed, comes down
at last.”

Bayes sat looking at Phipps.

Phipps slugged down his drink, sud-
denly chagrined at his own expansive-
ness, then snorted:

“I'll never make that film. But T will
make this'™

And that was the moment he pulled
forth and unfolded the blueprints ol the
Phipps Lveready Salem, Illinois, and
Springlield Ghost Machine, the Lincoln-
mechanical, the electro-oil-lubricied plas-
tic Indiz-rubber  perfect-motioned  and
outspoken dream.

Phipps and  his born-full-tall-at-birth
Lincoln. Lincoln. Summoned live lrom
the grave ol technology, [athered by a
ronumtic, drawn by need, slapped o life
by small lightnings, given voice by an
unknown actor, to be lllil('.(!ll, there to
live lorever, in this Lo-southwest corner
ol old-new America! Lincoln and Phipp!

“We must stand, all of us, downwind
from Gewysburg, It's the only heaing
place.”

And he shared out his pride among
them. To this man he gave armatures:
to that, the skeleton: another must trap
the ouija-spirit voice and sounding word:
yet others must grow the precious skin,
hair and hingerprints. Yes, even Lincoln’s
touch must be borvowed, copied, the
same!

Derision then was their style of life.
Abe would never really speak, they all
knew that, nor move. It would all be
summed and written oft with taxes as a

L

loss.
But as the months lengthened into
(continued on page 110)
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article By ERIC NORDEN

“. .. See the old man at the corner
aeheve you buy your papers? He may
have a silencer-equipped pistol un-

der his-coai. That extra fountain,

“pen in the pocket of the insuranee

salesman that calls on you might be |

a cyanede gas gun. What about your
milkman? Avsenic. works slow but

"Wsnre. Your awdomolnle mechanic may .

stdy up mights stitdying booby traps,
These patriots are not going lo let

you. take their freedom’ away from

them. . They have learned the silent
knife, the strangler's cord, the taiget
vifle; that hits sparrows at 200 yards.
Only their leaders vestrain  them.
Traitors bewarve! Even naw the cross
hairs ave on the back of your necks.”

THE MULTILITH LEVIER, bordered in
black and headed “In Memoriam,”
wias addressed 1o a small group ol
hiberal Congressmen who had voted
1o deny appropriations to the House
Committee on Un-American Aetivi-
ties for the fscal year 1964-1965. It
was one thousands run off
superpatriots accusing HUAC'S foes
of aiding and abetting “the interni-
but

of by

tional Commumst conspiracy”;
few of the leiter's recipiems werc
inclined to dismiss it as the work of
a commonplace political crank. The
warning was issued by the Minute-
men ol an  underground
paramilitary organization of - right-

America,

wing exiremisis heavily armed and
itching for action. One Congressman
on the Minutemen hate list, Repre-
sentative Henry Gonzalez ol Texas,
ook the threat seriously enough to
urge then-Auorney General Robert

PAINTING BY HERE DAVIDSOM

. F. Kennedy ‘to Taundh a Justice De-
partment investigation of the Min-
utemen. “In the light of recem
developments,” he wrote, 1 have be-
come decidedly more sensitive about
some of the'hate nmiaterial that is so
widely distributed.” By recent de-
velopments, Gonzalez explained to a
newsman, he meant the assassination
of President Kennedy. A week later,
Gonzalez formally urged the War-
“ren Commission, then initiating its
prabe of the President’s death. 1o
mvestigate the possibility of Min-
utemen involvement in the assassi-
nation. Attorney General Kennedy
replied that he could find, no proof
the Minutemen had violawed any
Federal. laws, and there was, conse-
quently, no action the Department
of Justice could take, “unless there
is sufhcient evidence
that these acts are beyond the pro-
tected arcas of speech, press and
assembly  guarantees of the  First
Amendment 10 the Constitution.”
Kennedy's position failed to mollify
Minuteman leader
Robert Bolivar DePugh, who charged
that the Atornev General had, in
fact, been covertly harassing the or-
ganization. since 1961, “If  Robent
Kennedy can't find anything  that
we've done illegal,” said DePugh, “it
certainly is not because he hasn't
tried.” DePugh subsequently called
Rennedy “the most dangerous trai-
tor in American publig¢ life.”
Despite’ their early public image
as gun-happy but relatively harmless
kooks—"the first World War Three
buffs,” as one observer dubbed them
—the Minutemen TECCND  years
have evinced a tendency 1o translate

to  establish

“maxamum”

their threats into action. Senator |

THE
FPARAMILITARY
RIGHT

those paranoid patriots
—the minutemen—plot
to save america by
assassinating their
enemies and taking over
the country themselves
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William Fulbright, the béte noire of the
uliraright ever since his exposure ol
General FEdwin A, Walker's indoctrina-
tion ol his roops with Birchite propa-
sunda in 1961, has received hundreds of
threas from Minutemen and their sup-
porters. In 1962, one Fanatic Minuteman
put aside his pen and reached for Ias
rille, The plor 1o assassimate Fulbright
was the brain child of ** John Morris.” the
nom de guerve ol a Dallas Minuteman
aciivist and Tormer recruiter lor George
Lincoln Rockwell's American Nazi Party,
who was convinced that the systematic
liquidation o leading  libevals  could
“purity” the country, tervorize the oppo-
sition and enable the paramilitary right
to “gain comrol ol the Government.”
Morvis persuaded a number ol fellow
Minuwtemen in Kansas City that Ful-
bright would make an ideal first victim,
A former aide 1o DelPugh, Jerry Milton
Brooks—mcknamed “the Rabbi™ because
ol his virulent anu-Semitism—chims that
“Moris” plan was to knock off Fulbright
during one ol his speaking tours in Ar-
Kansas. One Ransas City Mimuteman pun
up the money for Morris and another
loaned him a 1952 Buick to gei 1o Little
Rock. A Texas man was supposed 10
hire a private plane and fly lnm om ol
the state after Fulbright was zapped.”
According 1o Brooks, “Morris  pur-
chased a rifle with a telescopic sight; but
on the day he was to depant Tor Litle
Rodck. news ol ihe plot leaked 1o De-
Pugh. who blew his top. At this stage, he
was still preaching his principle ol delib-
crate delay, which means all the empha-
sis is on recruiting and propaganda and
stockpiling arms, so you don’t zap any
body till the ombhit’s ready 1o Tunction
Lully underground. DePugh met Morris
on a bridge in Lexington, Missouri, and
told him he had to call off the plan
because, whether it succeeded or {ailed,
all that would happen was that the au-
thorities would be sicked onto the Min-
uremen. DePugh made it cear that af
Morris went ahed, he’d be the one
who'd end up six feet under. The poor
guy panicked and beit it out 10 Okla-

tal
homa,

DePugh has since denied that there
was ever aserious plan to ke Fulbright's
life, but admits having “talked” with
Morris. "T'he whole thing was blown up
out ol all proportion,” he asserts, add-
ing: “"But just because 've exercised a
restraining  influence in the  past, thn
doesn’t mean ll always do so. There
s no aa oo brutal or dllegal for us
to take ib v will help save this country
from  communisi—including  assassina
tion. There'll be a lot of dead s.obs
belore this hght is over.”

Minweman wrath s not restricted 1o
"o Senators. In the fall ol
1966, three Dallas Minutemen, led by a
night-club owner who served as o local
ollicial of the organization’s  political

“subversive’

arm, the Parriotic Party, lanched a plot
104 ) 1

to assassinare Stanley Marcus, millionaire
owner ol the Neiman-MLrcus  depan-
ment store and one ol the cy's few
outspoken liberals, An inlormer presem
at the plinning sessions told  journalist
William W, Turmer, an ex—FBI agent.
that spipers intended 1o ambush Macus
on one of his out-of-town trips. since “an-
other assassination in Dallas would be 1o
much.” Once more, however, DePugh got
wind of the plot and aborted it a the
[as1 moment.

A more grandiose and  imaginative
Minuteman effort was the attempt 1o
introduce cyanide gas into the ain-condi-
tioning system ol the United Nations
Buildling during a General Assembly ses-
stion, Minutenum delecor Brooks clims
that the plan was initially approved by
Delugh. who then developed cold ee
and backed our. “He got the wdea at our
training session in Independence, Mis
souri, in the summer ol 1965, savs
Brooks. A bunch ol us were sitting
around in a bull session and somebody
wondered how you could wipe out every-
body i the UN all ar once, sl one ol
the guvs supgested mortars, bur 1 said,
‘No, cven with a divea lat, vou'd only
rap a lew, despite those glass walls” And
then Bob [DePugh] savs 1o me, Do you
think vou could get hold of any cva-
mide? He asked me because T was work
my for an extermination outlit e the
ume, and I sated, “Sure, as much as you
want.” So he told me 1o get him some,
and I bought tweniy gallons and took it
back 1o headguinters. Some ol it went out
to hen Goll [the Reverend Kenneth Goll,
leader of an athliated pavamilivairy organ-
ization, the Soldiers ol the Cross] and
Bob said we'd keep the rest for the UN.
He told me he'd selea one of our New
York guys o put it imo the air-condi
vomng ducs. and T {ound out later
they'd picked & member who's with the
New York state police and who could
use his credenaalds 10 ger imo the UN
basement. B then Bob  decided  he
wanted 10 wait, and some ol the guys
who'd gotren all exated about the idea
were really pissed off and decided 10 go
ahead on their own.”

This activist Taction. chaling a0 De-
Pugh’s “moderinion,” seareted the ova-
nide and prepared 1o aa independently,
in defince of DelPugh's instructions. Ac
cording 10 political historian - George
Thaver, who scrutinized the Minutemen
closely in his book The Favther Shoves of
Politics: “DelPugh lovalists were ontraged
at this development and made plims 1o
shoot the action's leader i a room lined
with hutcher paper. To obliterae any
trace ol the crime, the bloody paper was
10 be burned. the body buried in a deep
grave somewhere in Missouri and  the
gun smelied down. Both the plot and
counterplon kell apart when the aumhon
ties got wind ol them and siepped into
the picture.”

Brooks, who blew the whistle on the

cvanide plot in Kansas Cioyv's U080 Dis
trict. Court during DePugh’s avial o
violation of the National Fircarms Aa
—-amd who is now hiding owt in the
Alaskan tundra 1o escape his lormer
comrades” retribution—believes thar the
Mingtemen are biding their time Tor a
fresh attack on the UND with or withow
cvanide gas. “That place is a svmbol of
cvervthing they hate.” he expliined to a
jouwrnalist. “Thevre bound 1o ke an-
other aadk at it someday.”

Real  or imagined  Comumunists —in
and om ol the UN—have heen a Lnvor
e zuget of Minweman werrorist atacks
in recent years, In the predawn hours of
Ocober 30, 1966, 19 heavily armed Min-
utemen, divided ino three bands, were
intercepted by staked-out police (tipped
by an FBI informant) as they zeroed
in on lefewing camps in a threestne
arca. Targers of the cordinated forays
were Camp Webatuck at Wingdale, New
York. where hire bombs with detonators
had already been set in place; Camp
Midvale in New Jersey: and a pacihist
community at Voluntown. Connecticut,
established by the New England Com
mittee for Nonviolent Action. Accovding
to Queens district artorney Nar Henel.
who helped coovdinae the voundup, the
Minutemen. disguised s amers, incend-
cd 10 burn the cimps 10 the ground. -
along  with  their  inhabitants, A stae
police ofhaal added. T don’t know what
they thought they were going 1o accom-
plish, but they had plemty of hardwine
available 10 ger 1he job done ™

As the Minutemen were being herded
into custody, raids on sccret munitions
bunkers and basement arms caches by
O sire. county and city police oflicers
netted a hoge arsenal ol AMinuteman
combat mancriel: OO0 vounds ol rvifle
and smallanms ammunition,  chemicals
for preparing bomb detonators, consid-
erable radio equipment-—induding 30
walkic-tilkies and shortwive sets tuned
to police bands—125 singleshor  and
autonietic villes. 10 dviimite bombs, 5
mortars. 12 S0-caliber machine guns. 25
pistols, 210 knives (hunting, throwing,
ceaver and machete), 1 bazooka. 3 gre
nade Liunchers, 6 hand grenades and 50
S0millimerer morar shells. For good
measure. there was even a crosshow re
plete with curare-tipped Gnrows.

Arrested in the roundup was the man
District Anorney Hentel idemified as the
LFast Coast coordinator of the Minure
men: Milton Kellogg, a wealthy Upsiare
businessmian. Police announced that in
raids on Kellogg's two homes. in Syvacuse
and Brewerton, they had  confiscied —
with 11 hvpodermic  needles. 6
syringes, 4 handguns, 1 rifles, 2 shoiguns,
gunpowder and 5000 rounds of ammuni-
tion—Hhles disclosing that 1the extent ol
Minmmemen activities in the New York
New England arvea was far greater than
local awhorities had hitheno suspecred,

(continucd on page 146)

along




that long-haired whippie is now a movie marq:'s in a flesh-colored film
based on the 18th century's classic eroticist and his kinky pastimes




“NO RIND ol sensation s keener or nuesre
active than that ol pain.” wrote Coumt
Donaticn Alphonse Frangois de Sade. who
chose to call himsell the Maquis de Sade.
“Ieis simply a mater ol jangling all owm
nerves with 1he ost violent  possible
shock.” Born in 1740 o tded parvents,
then educated in the spirit ol the liber
tne by his uncle. a prolligate Benedae-
tine abbot, the Marqguis cime to behieve
in the right ol the indiwvidual to abuse
andd exploit any privilege. without regard
o mo or legal restrictions. “Crime is
the soul ol lust.”™ he hypothesized. “he s
not the abject ol debauchery that exctes
us but, vather, the dea ol evill” Conse
quently, rom 1763 16 the French Revo-
lution. his lile was plagued by an almost
uninterrupted series of arrests, prosecu
tions and incocerations lor  ollenses

ing from Mo and sodomy 10
aphrodisiac poisoning. His bizarre com
pulsions also inspired the seduction ol his
wile's sister and a number of household

s with it hisexual harem ol servants.
While in prison in 1782, he wrned
to wiiting, lor want of other diversions;
the wildly imaginative sexual atroaities
that hll 1 works e testimony to Ias

bestial appetites. ACTY man wants o
be when he lormcies.” he

cliumed. But while he Tavored all lorms

ol personal violence. he was repelled by
the impevsonal mass cruelty of the Revo-
lution. Tromcally, 11 was not his sen
sational sexuality but his aiticisis ol
Napoleon that mallv confined him to an
asvlum in 15035, where he remained un
til his death m 180 Now. in De Sade.
an Amenican International hlm stamving
ke Dullea, divecror Gy Endheld ollers
a surrealistic chronicle ol the personal
excesses and public disgraces of the man
who gave sadism a bad name: s own,




In Richard Matheson’s original screenplay. reclity and illusion fight for control of Sade’s deranged mind—represented cinematically threugh
impressionistic fantasies. In prison, he is fortured by o hallucination topposite, top) of his sister-in-law, Anne (Senta Berger), being seduced
by his uncle, the dissipated abbot (John Huston). The scene is an agonizing parody of the Marquis’ own carnal cravings for her (oppaosite, center).
In another bizarre episode (obove), he relives an orgy in his baronial home with @ male secretary (Rolf Eden! and four cooperative house-

maids—a riot of sexual vandalism that climaxes in his wife’s bedroam. Recalling an almost legendary orgiastic exploit (sequences below),
the Marquis is surrounded by costumed prostitutes and midgets—whipping and then begging to be whipped by the company to whom he
has proffered cundy treated with Spanish fly. This outrageous incident in Marseilles in 1772 resulted in the decth penalty for poisoning
and sodomy; though the sentence was overruled in 1778, he was returned to jail again that same year for yet cnother sexual offense.




Sade’s grotesque recallections also include a Rabeloision ramp in a theater (cbovel, where the arnately attired and revealingly unattired

guesis gorge themselves on the myriad pleasures af libertinoge. Scenes of the Marquis in one of his tamer brothel escapades reveal his
peculior fandness for strawberry jom (above, center), as well as his awn unique version of blindman’s buff (below, left) and same rather




untidy but exuberant drinking hobits. When other, more violent goings on were reported to the gendarmes, the luckless Marquis was not
only arrested and imprisoned but barred from the nation’s brothels for mony years by official edict. While his way-out proclivities never
equaled the obuses recounted in his copious writings, the screen life of the infamous Sade more than justifies his cloim to erotic notoriety.
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DOWNWIND FROM GETTYSBURG

years. their outcries ol hilarity turned to
accepting smiles and stunned wild grins,
They were a gang ol bovs caught up in
some lurtive but irritably  jovous mor-
iy society who mer midnights in mar
ble vaults to disperse through graveyards
at dawn,

The Lincoln Resurveaion  Brigade
prospered. Instead ol one mad fool, a
dozen maniacs fell 1o rilling old mummy
dust news files, begging and then pilfering
death masks, burving and then digging
up new plastic bones.

Some toured the Civil War hattlefields
in hopes that history, borne on some
morning wind, might whip their coats
like Hags. Some prowled the Ociober
helds ol Salemn, starched  brown  with
farewell summer. snithng airs, pricking
cars, alert for some lank lawyer's un-
recorded voice. anxious for echoes, plead
ing their case.

And none more anxious nor paternal-
proud worrying than Phipps until the
month when the robot was spread out on
delivery tables, there 1o be ball-and-sock-
cied. voice-box locked in. rubber eyelids
peeled back to sink therein the deep sad
eves that, gazing out, had seen too much,
The generous cars were appended that
might hear only tme lost. The large-
knuckled hands were hung like pendu-
lums to guess that time. And then upon
the tall man’s nakedness they shucked on
suiting, buttoned buttons, fixed his tie, a
gathering of tailors, no, disciples now on
a bright and glorious Easter morn.,

And in the Last hour of the Tast day,
Phipps had locked them all out as he
finished the final wouches on the recum-
bent flesh and spirit and at last opened
the door and, not literally, no, but in
some metaphoric sense, asked them 1o
hoist him onto their shoulders a0 last
Lime.

And in silence watched  as Phipps
called across the old baudeheld and be-
vond, saying the tomb was not his plil('(",
irise.

And Lincoln, deep in his cool Spring-
field marbled keep. turned in his slum-
hers and dreamed himsell awake.

And rose up.

And spoke.

A phone rang. Bayes jerked. The
memories fell away.

The theater phone on one far stage
wiall buzzed. Oh, God, he thought, and
ran o lift the phone. “Baves? This is
Phipps. Buck just called and rold me 1o

pet over there! Saud something  about
Lincoln——"
“No.” said Baves. “You know Buck.

Must have called from the neavest b,
I'm here in the theater. Evervihing's
ine. One of the generators acted up. We
just finished repairs 2

“He's all night, thenz”

(continued [rom page 100)

“He's grea.” He could not wake his
eves oll the slumped body. Oh, Christ.
Oh. God. Absurd.

“"l—I'm coming over.”

“No, don!™

“Jesus, why are you shouting:”

Baves bit his tongue, ook a deep
breath, shut his eves so he could not see
the thing in the chair and said, slowly:

“Phipps, I'm not shouting. There. The
lights just came back on. I can’t keep the
crowd waiting. [ swear 1o vou——"

“Youve lving.”

“Phipps!”

But Phipps had hung up.

Ten minutes, thought Bayes wildly.
Oh, God, he'll be here in ten minutes,
Ten minutes  before  the who
brougin Lincoln out of the grave meets
the man who put him back in.

He moved. A mad impulse made him
wish to run backstage, start the tapes, see
how much of the Fallen cremure would
motivate, which limbs jerk, which he

numb. More madness. Time for that
LOMOITOW.

There was only time now  for the
mystery.

And the mystery was endosed in the
man who sat in the tard sear over in the
last row back from the stage.

The assasin—he was an  assassin,
wasn’t he? The assassin, what did he
look like?

He had seen his face, some few mo
ments ago, hadn’t he? And wasn't it a
Lace Irom an old, a familiar, a faded and
put-away  daguerreotype? Was there a
full mustacher Were there dark and
arrogant eyes?

Slowly Bayes stepped down from the
stage. Slowly he moved up the aisle and
stopped. looking in i that man with his
head bent into clutching hngers.

Baves inhaled, then slowly exhaled 2
question in two words:

“Mr. . Boothz”

The strange Lwraway man
then shuddered and let forth a errible
whisper:

e LT

Baves waited. Then he dared ask:

“Mr. .. . John Wilkes Booth:”

To this the assassin laughed quietly,
The laugh Faded o a kind ol dry
croak.

“Norman Llewellyn Booth. Only the
last name is—the same.”

Thank God, thought Baves. I couldn’t
have stood the other.

Bayes spun and paced up the aisle,
stopped and fixed his eyes 1o his watch.
No time. Phipps was on the freeway now.
Any moment, he'd be hammering at the
door. Baves spoke rigidly to the theater
wall direatly in front ol him:

“Whys"

And it we

stiflened,

"

an echo of the alirighied

ay ol 300 people who had st there no
ten minutes ago and jumped to terror o
the shot.

"Why!?”

“1 don’t know!” cried Booth.

“Li!” cried

Baves. in the  same

breah and instant.

“Too good a chance 1o miss.”

“What=!" Bayes whirled,

“Nothing.”

“You don't dire sav thin again!™

“Becanse,” said  Booil, heawd  down,
hall hid, now light. now dark, jerking

mto and ou of emotions he only sensed
as they came, went, rose, Laded with
barks of Lughter s then silence. “Be
cause i's the i’ In awe. he
whispered, siroking his cheeks, T did .
I actually ded "

Baves had 1o keep walking up, around,
down the aisles, cirdling, alriid 10 stop,
alvaid he might rush and sirike and keep
on striking this killer.

Booth siw this and said:

“What are vou waiting lor? Get it
over.

“1 will not—-" Baves lorced his vell
down 1o a steady calmmess. 1 will not e
tried lor murder becmse 1 killed a man
who killed another
Iv a man at all but o machine. It's
enough o shoot a thing that seems alive.
I won't have some judge or jury trving
to hgure a law for a man who Kkills
beciuse a humanoid computer was shot.
I won't repeat your stupidiny.”

“Pity,” mourned  the  mum
Booth: and, saving it, the light went omt
ol his l[ace.

“Talk,” said Baves, wazing through the
wall, imagining the night roads. Phipps
in his car and time running out. “You've
got bhve minutes, mavhe more, maybe
less. Why did you do i, why? Stan
somewhere. St with the fact ye

an who wasn’t real-

el

1're a

coward.”

He waited. The security guard waited
behind Booth, creaking uneasily in his
shoes.

“Coward, ves,”
vou know?”

"1 know.”

“Coward,” sid Booth. " That's me. Al-
ways alvind. You name it Things, People.
Places. Alraid. People T wanted 1o hin
but never hie Things T always wanted,
never had. Places 1 wanted 1o go, never
went. Always wanted to be big, Laimous.
why notz That dudn’t work, cither, So.
I thought, il vou can’t hnd something
to be glad about, i something o be
sied. Lots of wavs to enjoy being sad. Why?
Who knows: I just i 1o lind something
awlul to do and then oy about what |
had done. That way, vou lelt vou hid
accomplished something. So. 1 set out 10
do something bad.”

“You've succeeded.”

Booth guzed down ar his hands hung
between his knees as il they held an old

sand Booh, “How did




“Hey, it’s bad luck to see your bride just befove the ceremony.”
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but suddenly remembered and simple
l\‘f_‘ill)oll:

“Did you ever kill a turtle?”

“Whae?”

“When I was ten, 1 found out about
death. 1 found out that the wurile, that
big dumb rocklike thing, was going to
live long after 1 was dead. 1 figured if I
had to go, the turtle went first. So I ook
a brick and hit him on the back untl 1
broke his shell and he died.”

Bayes slowed in his constant pacing
and smd, “For the same reason, 1 once
let a buuerlly live.”

“No,” said Booth. quickly, then added,
“no. Not lor the same reason. A butter-
fly lit on my hand once. The butterfly
opened and shut its wings, just resting
there. I knew 1 could crush it. But I
didn’t, because I knew that in ten min-
utes or an hour, some bird would eat it,
So 1 let it just fly away. But turtles?!
They lie around back vards and live
forever. So 1 went and got a brick and I
was sorry for months after. Maybe T still
am. Look. a3

His hands trembled before him.

“And what,” said Bayes, “has all this
to do with your being here tonight?”

“Do? What'?” cried Booth, looking at
Bayes as il he were mad. “Haven't you
been listeninge Doz Here? Great God, I'm
jealous! Jealous of anything that works
right, anvthing that's perfea, anything
that’s beautiful all 10 itsell, anything that
lasts, 1 don’t care what it is! Jealous!™

“You can’t be jealous of machines.”

“Why not, damn it?” Booth clutched
the back of the seat in front of him and
slowly pulled himsell forward, staring at
the slumped fgure in that high-backed
chair in the center of the stage. “Aren’t
machines more perfect, ninety-nine times
out of a hundred, than most people
you've ever knownr I mean really? Don't
they do things right? How mamy people
can you name do things right one third,
one hall the time? That damned thing
up there, that machine, not only looks
perfection but speaks and acts perfec
tion. More, il vou keep it oiled and
wound and fixed, it'll be looking, speak-
ing, acting right and grand and beautiful
a hundred, two hundred vears after I'm
in the earth! Jealous? Damn right 1
am!”

“But a machine docsn’t know what it
L1

“I know, [ leel' said Booth. “I'm
outside it looking in. I'm always ouside
things hike that. I've never been in. The
machine has it. T don't. It was built to
do one or two things exactly on the nose.
No matter how much I learned or knew
or tried the rest of my life, no matter
what I did. I could never be as perlect,
as fine, as maddening, as deserving ol
destruction as that thing up there, that
mitn, that thing, that ereatare, that Presi-
dept——"

is.

He was on his feet now, shouting at
the stage B0 feet away.

Lincoln said nothing. Machinery oil
gathered, glisiening. on the floor under
the chair.

“That President,” murmured Booth, as
it he had come upon the real truth at
last. *That President. Yes. Lincoln. Don't
you seez He died a long time ago. He
can’t be alive. He just can’t be. It's not
right. A hundred years ago and ver here
he is. He was shot once, buried once. yer
here he is going on and on and on.
Tomorrow and the day after that and
all the days. So, his name being Lincoln
and mince Booth . 1 just had 1o
O i

His voice faded. His eyes had glazed
over,

“Sit down,” said Bayes, quietly.

Booth sat, and Bayes nodded to the
remaining security guard. “Wait outside,
please.”

When the guard was gone and there
was only Booth and himself and the quiet
thing waiting up there in the chair, Bayes
wrned slowly at last and looked at the
assassin. He weighed his words carefully
and said:

“Good but not good enough.”

“Whar?”

“You haven't given all the reasons why
you came here tonight.”

“I have!”

“You just think vou have. You're kid-
ding yourself. All romantics do. One way
or the other. Phipps when he invented
this machine. You when vou destroyed it
But it all comes down 1o this. Very plain
and very simple. vou'd love 10 have your
prcture in the papers, wouldn't vou?”

Booth did not answer, but his shoul-
der straighiened. imperceptibly.

“Like to be seen coast 1o coast on
magazine covers?”

“No.”

“Get free nnme on TV?”
“No.”

“Be intervicwed on radio?”
“Np!™

“Like to have trials and lawyers argu-
ing whether a man can be tried for
proxy murder i

“NO!"

“That 1s, attacking. shooting a human-
oid machine i

“No!"

Bayes waited. Booth was breathing fast
now, in and out, in and out. his eyes
moving wildly in his face. Baves let more
out:

“Great o have two hundred million
people walking about you 1omorrow
morning, next week, next month, next
year!™’

Silence.

But a smile appeared, like the faintest
drip of saliva, at the corner of Booth's
mouth. He must have felt it. He raised a
hand to touch it away.

“Fine 1o scll your personal true real
story to the imernational syndicates for a
fine chunke”

Sweat moved down Booth's lace and
itched in his palms.

“Shall I give you the answer 1o all the
questions | have just asked? Ehe Ehz”

Bayves waited. Booth waited [or more.
morc pushing, more driving, more ques-
tions, more shouts.

"Well”  said
is——"

Someone rapped on a far theater door.

Baves jumped. Booth turned 1o stare.

The knock came, louder.

“Bayes, this is Phipps! Let me in!™
a voice cried outside in the night.

Hammering, pounding, then silence.
Booth and Baves looked at each other
like conspirators.

“Let me in. Oh, Christ, let me in'”

More hammering, a crzy drum and
tattoo, then silence again, the man out
side panting, crcling, perhaps, 10 scek
another entance.

“Where was 177 sind Bayes, “Oh. ves,
The answer 1o all the questions T asked?
Do vyou get world-wide TV-radio-hlm-
e-newspaper-gossip-broadcast pub-

Bayes. “The answer

Booth held his breath,
“No,” said Baves.
Booth’s mouth broke open but stayed

“N.” Bayes spelled it simply, “O.

He reached in, found Booth's wallet,
snapped out all the identity cards and
handed the empty wallet back.

“No?" asked Booth, stunned.

“No, Mr. Booth. No pictures. No
coast-to-coast TV, No magazines. No col
umns. No papers, No advertisement. No
glory. No fame. No lun. No self-pity. No
resignation. No immortality. No nonsense
about triumphing over the dehumaniz
tion ol man by machines. No martvrdom
No rvespite [rom your own mediocrity. No
splendid sullering. No meaudlin 1ears. No
renunciation of possible futures. No trial
No lawvers. No analysts speeching vou
up this month. this vear. thirty vears,
SINTY vears, ninety vears alier, no storics
with double spreads, no money, no.”

Booth vose up as il a rope had hauled
him tall and swretched him gaunm and
washed him pale.

“I don't understand. |——"

“You went to all this trouble? Yes.
And I'm ruining the game. For, when all
is said and dome, Mr. Booth, all the
reasons listed and all the sums summed,
vou're a has-been that never was. And
vou're going to stay that way, spoiled
and  narassistic and  small and  mean
and rotten. You're a short man and 1
intend 1o squash and squeeze and press
and batter you an indh shorter instead
ol force-growing vou, helping you gloat
nine feet tall.”

“You can’t!” cried Booth.

(concluded on page 241)
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D [RIONTELS

wHEN 1 DiE, | should like to do so in the
fover of the best hotel in the world. For
one thing, I feel most conhdent in hotel
fovers; and for another, disposing of mv
corpse would be a final test for the hall
porter. I have alwavs been a snob about
hotels—about people, 100, I suppose—
but that need not concern us. For me,
the best hotel in whatever place T hap-
pen to be is a must. Ensconced in any
other establishment, I tend o sulk.
Once. on a stcamer to Capri. 1 was
examining the luggage tags of one of the
most beautiful girls 1 have ever seen.
when 1 discovered 1o my dismay that she
was bound for a different hotel from the
once 1 had selected. 1 deaded there and
then to adjust my itinerary, to stay
where she staved. Yet it was not the
child’s beauy that prompted my action
but the obvious wealth of her compan-
ion. He was, T dedided. an Indian prince-
ling and. as such, could be relied upon.
When we landed. 1 followed hard on
their heels. up the mountain 10 Ana
capri and through the revolving doors ol
their Shangri-La. only 10 be dismissed by
an obdurate reception clerk. Forced 1o

not one to suffer lightly the
bitter with the suite, our
globular globe girdler raps
on the myriad pleasures and
occasional pitfalls of the

worlds best caravansaries
article By ROBERT MORLEY

return to the hotel of my original choice.
I spent my holiday in jealous despair.
Each new hotel has lor me the excite-
ment of an untried mistress, I am impa-
tient with the preliminaries. cager 1o
register and alterward o rid mysell of
the attentions of the bellhop who has
preceded me with my key along the
corridor and unlocked my room. 1 watch
him demonstrating the cenral heating,
the doset light, the television remote
controls, and long for the moment when
he will withdraw and leave me in posses
sion. 1 know from experience 1t will be
a considerable ume before my lugeage

arrives; and meanwhile, my room and [
will be geting to know each other. As
soon as the bellhop colleats his fee and
withdraws, I hurrv into the bathroom o
inspect  the plumbing, 10 admire the
tumblers wrapped in cellophane and the
lavatory pan decorated as if lor a mar-
viage. Is there a bidet? How large are
the soap bars? How manv towels? |1
listen to the noise of the toilet flush,
make sure I understand how the lavatory
taps function. These grow more compli
cated with every year. I hurry back into
the bedroom to inspeat the thickness of
the drapes, the pile of the carper. 1
adjust the lights, toy with the wlevision.
take in the view. This is the moment of
truth, and I must ask myself whether this
is really the best bedroom 1 can expea
—for the price. Am I on the right side of
the building at the right heighi? Do |
wint to look out over the swimming
pool or the garage? Now is the time for
action, if I decide 1o change. T must pick
up the phone and demand to he con-
nected with the desk derk: get into the
poker game and be prepared, il neces-
sary, to have him call my blutl. My

113
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decision as to whether 1o aceept the
original accommodation proffered or 1o
wy ad improve on my hand  depends
largely on the ambiance 1 have already
encountered at the reception desk. T cm
usually well whether T am being given
the bum's rush. One day, I will accept a
small back room over the dustbins; on
another. even a penthouse suite is inade-
quate. Having decided to stay put, I stant
to explore the closets, paving particular
attention to the way the doors are hung
and how the drawers slide. T assess the
writing paper, read the breakfast menu
and the other hrochures provided. T like
to know that I ¢an write letters on all
kinds of differently shaped paper and
that there 15 a wide choice ol breaklast
cereals, bars and restaurants, 1 am always
ready to sample Grape-Nuis Flakes, 1o
plan an evening in their Sapphire Room
or the House of Genji. 1o have a cocktail
in the Eagle’s Nest or the Imperial Vik-
ing. a nightcap in Nero's Nook. 1 avoid
collee shops and grillrooms, believing that
il 2 man has taken the trouble to find a
name, however bizarre, he may also have
tiken the wouble to find a decent chel.

I have always believed in myself as a
world jurist where hotels are concerned.
I still hope that even now, in the after-
noon, the early afternoon, of my life, 1
may be invited to serve. How pleasant it
would be to travel the world in the
company of a few others like myself,
sampling the delights ol extravagances
provided by great hoteliers and to award
the annual Roberts. There would have
to be several, naturally: for the hotel
that had the best wine cellar, the hotel
with the best plumbing, the one with the
best hall porter, the best hotel built in
the past vear, the hotel with the most
beautiful setiing, or simply the most beau-
tiful hotel. I actresses ave entitled wo Os-
curs, why not hotels? The latter are more
exciting, more unpredictable and, with
notable exceptions, better hehaved. More-
over, hotels, except those in the very top
dass. have 1o show ofl. I am never intimi-
dated by ostentation; being in the enter-
tainment business mysell, T understand it

Once, while staying at a hotel in Fez
where the uniforms of the staff were the
most magnificent 1 have ever encoun-
tered, I approached a lackey even more
gorgeously  attived  than  the  bellboys,
whom I imagined 10 be the hall porter,
and made some  trivial request about
procuring a fleet of camels for the afier-
noon. I think you are making a mis-
take,” remarked my accosted. “1 have the
honor to be the personal aide-de-camp o
His Majesty the King of Libya.” I shook
him warmly by the hand but did not
apologize. In selecting what are, in my
opinion, the seven great hotels ol the
world, I am tempted to include this
beautiful - Moroccan  caravansary;  but
things have changed in Morocco since 1
was there; besides, a simultaneous visit
ol mysell and the King of Libva may

have ensured an ummatural and tempo-
rary standard of excellence. An even
more potent reason for not including it
m my list is that I have forgouen its
name.

I am not in favor of the Roberts
Award Commitee, when it is formed,
arriving anywhere incognito. Let us sce
the best you cin do—not the worsti—
should be our admonition. Personally, 1
am careful, when arriving at any hotel
where I suspect T may—initially, at least
—be unrecognized, 1o employ a games
manship ploy of which T and not Ste-
phen Potter am the inventor. 1 think,”
I remark casually, leaning across the re-
ception desk and addressing the clerk,
“you may be expecting me. My secretary
has made the reservation: Robert Mor-
ley.” I speak the last two words slowly
and loudly. The impression 1 wish to
give is that I am far oo modest to
believe that my name will mean any-
thing to him; and if, as sometimes hap-
pens. the idiot hasn't, in fact, heard ol
me, he will begin 1o check his st
“"Nothing here,” he will vemark alter he
has done so. 1 take care to appear thun-
derstruck. “Are you quite certain? My
scaetary has been with me a number ol
years and this is the first time anything
like this has happened.”

After this, T play it by ear. If, as
sometimes, there is plenty of accommoda-
von available, T like to believe that 1
will be offered something a liule better
than would have been the case if I had
not established that I had a secretary. If
the hotel is [ull, well, the reception clerk
may feel a litle uneasy and manage to
find me a niche, providing that I am not
traveling with my mother-inlaw, Dame
Gladys Cooper.

We were in Las Vegas together the last
time I employed my gambit and had the
clerk on the ropes and about to produce
the accommodation. Suddenly, Gladys
spoke. “You know perlectly well, Robert,
you haven't reserved anything. You are
only confusing the poor young man;
and, in any cse, 1 don’t want to stay
here. I am sure we shall be much hap-
pier in that nice motel next door.” That
would have been the end of that, except
that the nice motel next door was full
and we were obliged to crawl back ten
minutes later. “Another time, perhaps
you'll leave it to me,” 1 told her, survey-
ing the inadequate accommodation with
which I had eventually been provided.
“Another time,” replied Gladys, “I will
have my seaetary handle the reserva-
tions. We stand a better chance with
her; at least she exists!™”

The reason I am so well qualified to
serve on the Roberts Committee is that 1
have a nose for good restaurants. Put me
down anywhere in a swrange city and,
like a truffle hound straining at the
leash, T will lead my party to the most
delectable morsels. Where hotels are con-
cerned, my pereeption is equally uncanny.

Hall-a-doren steps across the threshold
and I can tell whether a hotel is fully
adjusted. If not, then I prefer 1o put my
polo sticks back into the boot ol the
Rolls-Royee and drive on. However im-
posing the Lagade, splendid the fover,
extravagant the furnishing, gorgeously
costumed the bellboys and luxurious the
beds, unless a hotel is “adjusted,” neither
you nor I will be happy there. In a
restaurant, one can return the beel Suro-
ganoft 1o the chel with a courteous re-
quest that he try again and, while he is
doing so, continue 1o toy with the caviar.
The meal can be salvaged. But there is
nothing to be done with a hotel that is
ill adjusted except pack and leave. It
won't be dificult for you to do so carly
on your first morning, because the cham-
bermaid will already have made an en-
trance, or at least knocked loudly on vour
door, demanding to know il you rang.
She does this 1o ensure that you will not
oversleep and fail 10 give her a chance to
do your room when it suits her fancy. In
an ill-adjusted  hotel, you will not be
able to enjoy breakfast in bed. If you
persevere with the telephone, you will
eventually be able o contact room serv-
ice; but, having done so, you will be well
advised to allow for the inevitable time
lag and order luncheon. The last time |
stayedd at a hotel in New York, I was
amazed to hind the breakfast cart being
trundled 10 my bedside a bare 20 min-
utes after 1 had put down the phone.
“This can’t possibly be my breakfast,” I
told the waiter. I ordered it under an
hour ago.” The waiter shrugged his
shoulders sympathetically and started 1o
wheel the individually gathered, sun-
drenched  blucberries  with  pasteurized
double cream and thin hot cakes out of
the door and back along the corridor.
After a struggle, I regained possession.
“Finders keepers!” I told him.

The best room service in the world 1s
enjoyed by guests ol the Westminster
Hotel in Le Touquet-Paris-Plage. There,
one can reach out and press the bell push
(suitably decorated with a picure of a
waiter) and, within two minutes, the
breakfast tray is resting lightly on one’s
stomach. The Westminster is, as 1 have
noted, a supreme example of efficiency in
this respect; but all over Europe, uniike
the U.S. A there are hotels that expea
their guests to order breakfast around nine
o'dock amd are prepared to serve it with-
i five minutes of their having done so.
The simple seeret is to have a kitchen on
cach floor; it is a searet that, except in
rire instances, you Americans have not yet
discovered.

For my money, and [ admit a good
deal of it is required whenever I am
a o puest there, the greatest hotel in
the world is the Ritz in Paris. It is really
two hotels, one situated in the Place
Vendome and the other in the Rue Cam-
bon. 1 have never quite understood the

(continued on page 122)



attire By ROBERT L. GREEN

s VEAR's long hot
summer will find water-wise
surl sports and able
bodied shoremen  cooling
it in sec-worthy beach
garb. Such bold

styles as tank-vpe one-
prece suits and
verticalstriped

mid-thigh trunks, by Oleg
Cassini lor Sea Mark,

$12 (shown below),

are muking fresh fashion

winves. Broad selt-patiern
or solid-color wely belis
keep the suit—but not the
wearer-—up tight. From
AMalibu to Miami Beach,
afires-sea agquaneats e
donning pullover caltans.
velour shivts and raja robes.
In short, it's a buver’s
market for the sand-and-
sun set—so deepsix out-
dated duds and hit the
beach in high swvle

fresh ideas for making
a fashion splash )
at pool or beach







Clockwise from opposite page,
top: Attentive wader likes

a cotton and stretch-nylon
terry tank suit with a zip
front, by McGregor, $25.
Brawny man prefers

floral-patterned cotton
trunks, by Brentwood, $6.
Sportive sun bather keeps
his monckinied mermaid
close at hand while basking
in horizontal-striped
stretch-nylon mid-thigh

trunks, by Brentwood, $12.
Poolside player relaxes in a
cotton terry jacket,

by Jones, $22, worn

with terry knit trunks, by
McGregor, $7. Great
outdoorsman goes for stretch-
nylon knit below-the-knee
trunks, by Himalaya, $7.
Romantically entwined chap
wears strefch-Lastex belted
trunks, by Oleg Cassini

for Sea Mark, $12.




Below: Dashing young
beachnik, with his date in
tow, is turned on by

a multicolor striped

cotion velour

hooded caftan with

a rowhide neck closure,
by Oleg Cassini

for Sea Mark, $75. Above
center: Stylish overseer

keeps casval in striped

cotton duck beach pants, by
Poul Ressler, $7.

Below center: Cool, cleorly
contemporary fellow

in see-through chair

wears a cotton knit

tank top, $5, over stretch-
nylon knit horizontal-

striped trunks, $7, both

by Cotalina-Martin. Opposite
page: Fashion man of leisure
cottons to a Roman-

siriped full-length raja

robe with bution front, by
Alexander Shields, $50.
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GERAND HOUELS

geography of this beautiful building. To
walk [rom the Place Venddme o the
Rue Cambon takes me at least five min-
utes and I have to cross several streets in
order 1o do so; and yet if I make the
same journey through the Ritz isell,
along the elegant arcade, with its show-
cuses glittering with diamonds and brode-
rie anglaise, 1 am there in hall the time,
A simple explanation may occur to the
reader—one way is arcuitous, the other
direcct—but what happens to the strects?
They certainly don’t run through the
Ritz wself: indeed, in the center of the
hotel, there are only a number of mys-
terious secret gardens, gravel-pathed and
silent. I haven't the least idea how many
bedrooms there are in the Riwz, only that
in proportion to its size, there are very
few. Tvas the extravagance of the build-
ing that atracts me; I do not care for
hotels that conserve space. I do not ap-
prove of batieries for hens or humans.

I am essentilly a Rue Cambon man
mysclf, although I olten enter the hotel
from the Place Vendome and admire the
vast [oyer, peopled at tcatime by clabo-
rately bewigged archduchesses and  ex-
monarchs waiting with well-bred boredom
for their cucumber sandwiches. In the
evening, a small string orchestra plays in
the restaurant and an indescribable and
reassuring melancholy hangs in the air.
The diners have, lor the most part, caten
all the caviar they are ever likely to active-
ly enjoy on this carth. but the spoon still
travels to the mouth loaded with the litle
black grains and returns stained to the
plate.

In the Espadon. which is the restau
rant on my side of the hotel, the pace is
altogether brisker. Caviar is caten, but
on toast. There is no vast entrance hall
and a  comparatively narrow passage
leads from the Rue Cambon up a short
flight of sieps 1o the receprion desk im-
mediately opposite the hall porter's. Far-
ther on, where the passage ends and the
glass doors of the Espadon open invit-
ingly, is a small foyer usually cluttered
with tables overflowing Irom the resiau-
rant, and with French windows opening
onto one ol the pardens where, on sum-
mer evenings, it s also possible 1o dine.

Bur it is with its bedrooms that the
Ritz reallv scores. The timeless elegance
of the furnishungs, the gilt and the glit-
ter, the huge wardrobes, the small solas,
the  brass  bedsteads—and  the  golden
cdocks. I cn never look at the  last
without a twinge ol consdence; for once,
long ago. I stopped all the clocks in the
Ritz by yanking out a wire from one
over my daughter's bed when she com-
plained the ticking was too loud and kept
her awake. 'l soon fix that,” 1 told her.
and I did. The trouble was that the next
morning, no one would believe T was the
culprit. In vain. 1 telephoned the hall
porter 1o confess my guili. “Impossible,

(continued from page 114)

monsicur, you are not to blame,” he
assurcd me. "We are searching for the
[ault. It is the same in all the rooms.
Be patient.” “At least,” T bepged him,
“send somcone up to my suite to investi-
gate.” “Useless, cher monsieur.” he pro-
tested, “the fault is with the elecwicy
supply. Our engincers are in nference
with the minister.” In the end, | dimbed
onto a chair and poked the wire back into
its socket. At once, my dock, like all the
others in the Ritz that morning, started
agam. But, for me, the Ritz is the best
hotel in the world not because of its
clearic clocks, or even despie them, but
simply because it is the most comlortable
to stay in. A puest in the Ritz is a guest
of the Ritz, and no member ol the staff
ever forgets this simple fact for a single
moment,

Il you walk out of the Riz into the
Place Vendome and wrn left into the
Rue de Rivoli. you will come in a mo-
ment to a teashop. Last summer, seated
inside, I found an old [riend and joined
her for an écdair. It is sad how ¢clairs
have almost entirely vanished [rom the
tea table; in my youth, they were obliga-
tory, like conversation and visiting Cards.
In any case, my Iniend, a lady of enor-
mous wealth, was lamenting the passing
of the teacake. “It is something I miss,”
she remarked, “like Baden-Baden.™

“But surely,” 1 urged, “Baden-Baden
remains.”

“Not for me,” she replied. “And even
if vou were right, I don’t suppose |
should care for it nowadays. I used to go
there when T was a litde girl, and what 1
remember most  about  Baden-Baden s
the grand dukes and their enormous
trunks. The porters at the Baden-Baden
railway station were the strongest porters
in the world: they had 10 be.

“Today,” my Iriend continued, “one
seldom sees a trunk as large as those: and
when one does, one has to be on one's
guard. Last year, I saw onc at the Ritz,
ol all places. It was late at night and
they were wheeling it along the passage.
I happened 10 open my bedroom door
and there it was. Behind walked  the
owner. 1 am certain he wasn't a grand
duke. He looked.” she stabbed the
thoughtfully with her fork, “as il he
might have been a oaveling salesman,
One couldn’t be sure, naturally. As vou
know. Robert, dear, T am not a snob:
morcover, I am a very simple woman. |
have a suite of rooms at the Rz, anoth-
er at the Hotel de Paris in Monte Carlo
and a small house in London. With
these, unlike most women I know, I am
content. But if T am right aboutr that
traveler—and 1 hope very much 1 am
not right—why, then, T may have to
consider reopening  my  apartment  in
Versailles: at any rate, during the sum-
mer months. The danger, I imagine,
would hardly arise i the winwer; ar thin

time of the year, I prefer Mome Carlo.”

“So do 1" 1 told her; and. indeed, 1
do. I am drawn to Monte Carlo like 2
pilgrim 1o Mecca or an art lover 1o
Florence. because Monte Carlo sull rep-
resents. for me, the center ol gambling in
the world. In the center of a whirlwind
although I have never proved this theory
personally, there is said to be a vacuum.
I can prove, however, that at the heart
of Monte Carlo, in the great emtrance
hall of the Hotel de Paris. nothing stirs,
There in the entrance hall, arranged pos-
sibly by some Labulous interior decorator,
sit the ladies and gentlemen in wait-
ing. In gigantic hats and wearing grea
quantities of jewelry and eve shadow, or
blue-blazered and  occausionally  oupeed,
they sit in the hotel as o the manmner
born. Elegant. resourceful, infinitely pa
tient, they neither fdget nor fuss. Their
purpose is to reassure the ordinary trav-
cler that he, too. has arrived. Every now
and then, one of them will rise and
mike his or her way 10 the elevator or
out onto the terrace. It is not lor us 10
inquire where they are going. They are
going off duty, and that must sufhice us.

The Hotel de Paris has more 10 offer
even than its clientele. It moves with the
times and now has a superb rool restau-
rant and an indoor swimming pool. It
also has the pretiest breaklast china in
Europe and the unique advantage tha
people never sty there on business or
because they want o look at churches or
trudge round picture palleries. They go
to put their feet up and 10 enjoy them.
sclves. There are not newly cnough
places where one can simply put one's
feet up in Europe: but just on the edge
ol it, just before you cross the Bosporus
and find yoursell in Asia, there stands in
a small Turkish village called Yesilkoy,
20 miles from Iszmbul on the Sea of
Marmara. my  third great  hotel—the
Cinar.

There is something very  atvactive
about the Sea of Marmara. 1 would not
care to stay on the Bosporus, which is
sueprisingly manrow, so thar the Russian
tankers finding their way up the channel
occasionally lodge Tast in some unlortu-
mate Twk's fromt parlor. No such danger
presents isell 1o guests of the Cinar.
which passed all the tests to which |1
subjected it and one that had nor oc
curred 1o me—an carthquake. I am not
fond of carthquakes, and this one caugln
me, as is their custom, unawares and
about to step o a bath. 1 draped
mysell in 4 towel and hwrricd imo the
passage. A few doors opened and one or
two guests mide Tor the clevinors, while
others returned 1o their vooms as the
tremors subsided. T hesitated, uncertain
which course 1o pursuc. and then 1 hap
pened 1o ghince ow of a window. What
I saw persuaded me o huny down the
starrwiy and rush pellmell into the gar
den, where [ joined the dozen or so chefs

(continued on page 218)




THOSE LITERARY GIANTS WHO TURNED OUT THE LANDMARK FICTION
" OF THE THIRTIES HELPED MOLD THE LIVES OF YOUNG PEOPLE SEN-
SITIVE TO TS MESSAGE, BUT THE WRITERS MOST RELEVANT TO OUR
- CURRENT GENERATION ARE THE CHRONICLERS AND CRITICS WHO

- DEAL WITH REALTY THE AMERICAN NOVEL MADE US

orhcle BY SEYMOUR KRIM 1 was irveraney sane, shi apech, whetted and given a world with a purpose by the Americm realistic
- novel af the mid- 1o late 19305, From the ; 2ge of 14 to 17, 1 gorged mysell on the works of Thomas Wolle (beginning with Of
Tmm-mrd the Iteer, caching up with Angel and then keeping pace till Big Tom's stunning end). Ernest Hemingway, William
.,'ﬂ"}\.njltlld. James T Farrell, John Steinbeck, ]ohn O Hara. James Cain, Richard Wiight, John Dos Passos, Erskine Caldwell, Jerome
:.}?E’d'“"" and Wlllmm Sarovan. and knew in my pumping heare that I wanted 1o he such a novelist, To me, an isolated. super-
wﬁyg&‘hcu York. _]etush hoy given the privacy 1o dream in the lodked bathroom of middle-class life, these novels taught me abou
the America out there” and. more duan amything, 1 wanted w identily with that big gaudy continent and its v aricty ol human
L,l‘gﬂ‘*n)#. wjm came o me so dealy through the pages of thesé socalled ficions. [ dreamed Southern accents. Okies. bourbon and
| 'fgnl:h wau‘n G lnnd. Wandrous. juke Joints, Su,ula. Lomg:ul specding trucks and big highways. Bigger  continned on page 120)
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LE MANS, a small French town nestled
about 200 kilometers southwest of Pans,
each spring explodes with a roar as
400,000 auto-racing enthusiasts come o
watch the grueling 24-hour test of stamina
and skill ofhicially titled FLe Grand Prix
d’Endurance. Begun in 1923, the Le Mans
race has also given its name to the famous
(safety experts call it infamous) running
start. At Le Mans, half-a-hundred drivers
sprint to their cars and take off in a
cacophonous symphony of shifting gears
and howling exhausts (right). Top speeds
around the 8.3-mile course are reached on
the three-mile Mulsanne Straight, where
Mario Andrett’s Mark IV Ford topped
211 mph in 1967. Last year’'s race, post-
poned unul late September because of
the French student riots, was won by the
team of Pedro Rodriguer and Lucien
Bianchi piloting a private-entry  Ford
GT40. In overcoming an early lead set by
four hard-charging Porsches, Rodriguer-
Biancht made it three in a row for Fords
at 'Endurance. “'Le Mans’ oft-track area,”
s peripatetic artist LeRov Neir

15 colorful as the French Hag. Music
blaring from loud-speakers mixes with
the drone of the racing cars. Long-haired
girls emulating Frangoise Ha aconic
look crowd around Coney Island-type
stands offering Grand Marnier crepes
suzelte, soupe de powsson, pm_fum_ VET-
mouth and brut champagne. The race
starts in the late afternoon. and as the
Monet-blue sky trns black and the
lights of the race cars blink on, the ex-
citement mounts. To enjoy the pageantry
ol Le Mans, knowledgeable spectators
check into a nearby hotel a day or two
in advance. so that they can watch the
ume trials, mingle with drivers and
mechanics at an outdoor café and feel the
prerace ension that develops as the start
ing hour draws near. The true devotee of
the vingt-quatve heures stays rackside—
and awake—for the entire event; cat nap-
ping breaks the mood and lessens the
flavor. The hox seats over the pits are the
ideal vantage point. but a blanket by
the cou shared with a jolte fille—can
be exciting and perhaps more rewarding.”

leisure

leroy neiman captures

the carnwval color and epic
competition of le mans—the
world’s hairiest 24-hour race
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THE AMERICAN NOVEL (continued from page 123)

Thomas, U.S. A, U.S. A.! Nothing to
me in those crucial, irredeemable years
was as glamorous as the unofficial seamy
side of American life. the smack. brutal-
ity and cynical wruth of it. all of which
I learned from the dynamic novels that
appeared in Manhattan between 1936
and 1939,

They were my high school, my reli-
gion, my major fantasy life; instead ol
escaping into  adventure or detective
hction—there were no groovy comic
books then, such as Pete Hamill wrote
about ten vears later, when Batman flew
imo his head over in Brooklyn; or, if
there were, | was alreadv a kid snob
tucked into my liter American dream
scene—I escaped into the vision of reali-
ty that these fresh and tough pioneering
writers were bringing to print [rom all
corners of the country. In an odd way,
even though most of these books ended
bitterly or without faith, they were pa-
triotic in a style that deeply impressed
my being without my being able to
break down why: They had integrity to
the actual things that people did or said,
to the very accents of frustration or
despair voiced by their characers: they
were all vruthlul in re-creating American
life. This was a naked free show about
my real national environment  that 1
damn well did not receive at home—a
home full of cuphemisms and conceal-
ments, typical, with the death of one
parent and the breakdown-suicide of the
other hanging over the charade ol good
manners—or in the newspapers, on the
radio or at the movies. Except for the
fairy tales read 1o me as a big-eved child
and an occasional boy's classic such as
Robinson Crusoe or Treasure Island or
the Tom Swift books, this was the first
body of writing that had ever really pos-
sessed me: and apparently 1 was never
to (and will never) get over it.

How can | communicate the savage
eveenness of the American novel ol 30
vears ago as it was felt by a keenly
emotional teenage boy?—or girl, 1 guess,
although it was primarily a man’s novel,
but certainly not totally. 1 and the other
members of my generation who were
given eyes and ears and genuine UL S, life
style by it knew nothing about Theodore
Dreiser and Sherwood Anderson—its [a-
ther and his beautifully pensive younger
brother-—until we became intellectually
smart-assed and history-minded ten and
hifteen years haer. We lived in the per-
petual present ceated by those men
named in the frst paragraph and were in-
spired to become prose writers because of
them. It wasn’t really a question of talent:
il you responded 1o the leaping portrait
of American lile that these cralt-loving
vealists (superrealists. in actuality) were
showing with professionally curved words,
vou created the talent out of yoursell: at
first, in imitation of what you creamed

over in their style, point of view and
impact; then, later, in painful effort 10
do equal justice to your own personal
test tube of experience.

The deservedly legendary American
novelists of this raw-knuckled period be-
fore the War (they were our celebrities,
on high!) encouraged an uniested, un-
formed young guy to dig into his own
worst personal experience and  make
something exciting out of it in the form
of a storv. The whole movement was, in
the hnest and least self-conscious sense,
the story of myriad personal lives in this
country; it encouraged evervone caught
in its momentum to look hard at the
unigue grain of his or her lile and its
interweave with other lives. None of us
who in the late Thirties were swept up
mto the romantic-heroic Lantasied career
of wanting to be novelists were in any
sense fated Tor this role, in my opinion;
we were baited beautifully by the gusher
ol skilled novels—NMaritta Wolfl, John
Fante, Dorothy Baker, Bessie Breuer,
Daniel Fuchs, Pietro di Donato., Jose
phine Herbst, the early Robert Paul
Smith, Tess Slesinger. Frederic Prokosch,
Gladys Schmitt, Irving Fineman. Gale
Wilhelm,  Albert  Halper, Nathanael
West. Oakley Hall—that seemed to be
goosing each other to shine more truly
than the next. To a vounyg, hungering
mind once hooked by the constantly
fresh stream of national lives that made
their debut in these novels—cdharacters
from all parts of the country, waitresses,
fishermen, intelleciuals, Lesbians, truck
drivers, salesmen. alcoholics, nymphoma.
niacs, jazrmen, generals, athlees, every-
thing—it was impossible 1o call it quits;
once the “real” American scene entered
your imagination through the eyes ol
these stand-up individual recorders and
native consciences who seemed 1o loom
up, suddenly, hotly, with a rush before
the Thirtes decade ended in World War
Two, there was nowhere clse lor the
vouthlul truth maniac to go but 10 the
new novels hurrving each other out of
the New York publishing womb. New
fiction was the hot form, contested, ar-
gued, encouraged from Story 1o the New
Masses 10 Esquire 1o the (then) Satur-
day Review of Literature wo The New
Yorker; the city buzzed with the maga-
rine unveiling of any new talent: 1t was
news that traveled with enthusiasm (Ir-
win Shaw in The New Yorker, 11 Dona
to in Esquire, James Laughlin telling it
hke it was down at his Lamily's Pins
burgh steelworks in Story, belore he be-
came publisher of New Directions).

It is very true that as the Thirties
drew to a vicious close with the Spanish
Civil War and Hitler's preparations for
the new blood-and-iron stomping of Eu-
rope, the politicalization of the LS.
novel became more acute and the bleak
international scene seemed to throw s

heavy shadow over our comparatively
virginal literary pine thrust and make it
suddenly wearier. But all of this is seen
from the cool view of later years: where-
as il you were just coming alive as a
human being in the late Thirties, it all
seemed like one nonstop fictional ball.
As a high school boy, although I bougln
my New Masses every week because 1he
Communists were truly involved with
fresh heion (O Meridel Le Sueur, where
are you now?), no matter how slinged
their typewriters, 1 found the political-
propagandistic implications of the new
novels much less important than the
powerful concrete punch they delivered.
Each ol the exciting Thirties novelists. it
seemed to me inside my comer-shooting
voung head, was a pioneer: they were
tackling unrecorded experience i each
hidden alley and cove of the countn
that I wanted to be a part of, bringing n
to ground for the first time, binding it
up and sending it East for exhibition
before the rest of the citizenry. Certainly
their moral flame was ignited and burn-
ing steadily or they would not have gone
to the huge labor of making almost the
entire country and its people accessible
to fiction; but apart from the explicitly
pelitical base of men like Farrell and
Wright (and the poignant Odets in dra-
ma. although his politics was a lelt
cartoon strip compared to the Hashing
originality of his voice), this flame was
used to warm their faith in the value ol
writing truly rather than held aloft as a
dehant gesture.

Their moral integrity—Weidman 1o
his New York garment center, Sarovan to
a Fresno pool hall, Faulkner o his lux-
uriant decaying cottonwood swamps (ol
the soul)—was more concerned with how
to verbally break the back of unartic
ulated and unacknowledged truth, that
which has been seen, smelled and sul
lered but never belore written. They
were o my imagination outriders, ad-
vance scouts; and what they brougln
back from the contemporary American
frontier was as rare and precious 1o
all of us who were waiting as the mfor-
mation now hugged 1o earth by an
astronaut.

I saw it in even more private terms.
As a boy of 1en or eleven, I had wanted
to be an explorver, my fantasy life taking
oll in the magic snow tracks made by
Robert Peary and F. A, Cook, who
fought over discovering the North Pole,
and Robert Falcon Scout and  Roald
Amundsen.  who jomntly  reached  the
Southern one. It was no accident, 1 be-
lieve, that the American novelists ol the

Thirties ook over the explorer's role in

my mind after the merely geographical
aspeas of exploration had faded into the
bottom drawer of childhood. Who else
but these self-elected. self-taught, sell-
starting. gutsy men and women with the
suiff of glory in their proud nostrils were

(continued on page 2002



DR. HORACE FELDMAN arrived at Ponchawee Manor with every expectation of being liked. The boy who handled his
luggage liked him and admired the Feldman Mercedes. The lady in Registration beamed the moment the Feldman
paunch touched the front desk. The resort manager, Mr. Glassmacher, shook the Feldman hand, but gently, gently, in
consideration of those surgeon fingers. A gratifying entrance, but no surprise to Dr. Feldman, a man accustomed to
admiration, liking and respect.

There were two married couples and a widow lady at his assigned table in the dining room. Her name was Mrs.
Shear, and 60 isn’t so old when an unmarried 50-ish doctor with a healthy round face and a cute mustache breaks
bread beside you. “So you're a surgeon, Dr. Feldman?" she said coyly and nudged Stanley, the bus boy, in the ribs.
“Stanley, tell the cook he don’t have to carve the roast beef tonight, we got an expert.” Dr. Feldman chuckled and

1 DO NOT LIKE THEE,
DR.FELDMAN

fiction By HENRY SLESAR
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he was a fine human being
with a golden heart—a regular
albert schweitzer—so

who would want to kill him?

ingested his soup. Before the coffee, he admitted 10 being a specialist, performing the only operation ol its kind on the
iliolumbar artery, on cases that would otherwise prove fatal.

“Fortunately,” he said, “not many people need the operation; but when they do, they come 0 me.”

Mrs. Shear clapped her hands and crowed: “A monopoly!” But money, the monopolist said, didn’t mater: half
his patients were charity cases. At this assurance, everyone liked Dr. Feldman even more. Not only was he a life-giving
surgeon with golden fingers, he was a human being with a golden heart. And a fine gin-rummy player. Later that eve-
ning, he won $14 from Mrs. Shear, her friend Mrs. Elkins and two men, both named Harry. Everybody liked him. It
looked like a good week at Ponchawee Manor.

The next day, another new arrival was placed at the table (it quicklv became known  (continued on page 216)
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since starting bunny
training, this once-shy -
miss from the
garden state

is blooming
with new-found




wHEN vou meet Helena Antonaccio
for the first time, she has a charming-
Iv modest habit ol lowering her eve-
lashes—a  persistent holdover  lrom
her bashful teens. 1 was always a shy
tvpe,” she admits, “but since becom-
ing & Bunny, I've learned 1o be more
outgoing. Looking back on it, though,
I don’t know how I ever got up the
courage even to apply lor the job.”
Our New Jersey miss had gone 1o New
York to try out for a wig-modeling
assignment. “I'd done some face mod-
cling,” she says, “so 1 had a liule
confidence in mysell. But when 1
didn’t get picked lor the wig layout,
I was really depressed. Not ready 10
go home and admit defeat, T just
started walking around—and I found

mysell in front of The Playboy Club.
I had olten wondered what it was
like, so I went in and, on an impulse,
asked the Door Bunny what it took
to qualily. She directed me 1o the
Bunny Mother, who mterviewed me,
had me try on a costume, and then—
just like thar—told me I was accepred
lor wraming. So instead of being a
failure, I went home with an exciting
new career. My lolks were as happy
as I was. And now to be a Plavimate,
wo—I'm sure glad 1 didn’t ge
that wig-modeling job.” So are we.

After visiting briefly with her stuffed-
animal menagerie, Helena readjusts her
eyelashes for the first day of Bunny training.
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Top, left to right: Mrs. Antonaccio drives her daughter to work. "'l get nervous about new things,”” Helena says, "“but

talking to Mom always manages to calm me down.’”” At the Club, Helena is greeted by the experienced Bunny who
will guide her through the training session. Opposite page, top: While her new friend shows her how to comb ond
fluff the cottontail, Helena tries on her costume and [above) receives an official welcome from the Bunny Mother.

FHOTOGRAIHY BY FOMIPEO FOSAR




Above: Bunny ears securely in place, Helena reports to the Training Bunny for her first class. *‘There's so much to
leorn," our trainee says. **Which glasses for which drinks, how to set up the tray, how to serve, moking out bar checks
—it's hard to keep everything straight.”” Below, left to right: Heleno pauses for some last-minute advice from her
Bunny buddy, then practices her lesson (with her Room Director ploying the customer) and proves to be a quick study.
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Back home, Helena uses her father's wineglass fo demonstrate the famous Bunny Dip. “'It's nat that difficult,’" she says, "but
if you do it wrong, it looks pretty silly."" Below: With the Bunny Manual clase ot hand, our fledgling Bunny takes to bed.




PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

| alwavs worry when you leave on a business
trip,” sobbed the salesman’s lovely young wife.
“Don’t worry about me, honey,” he answered
soothingly. “I'll be back before you know it.”
“I know,” she said. “That's what worries

"

me.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines hula as a
shake in the grass.

Mﬁ?
Sl

During her annual checkup, the well-con-
structed miss was asked to disrobe and climb
onto the examining table.

“Doctor,” she replied shyly, “I just can’t
undress right in front of you.”

“All right,” said the physician, “I'll flick off
the lights. You undress and tell me when
you're through.”

In a few moments, her voice rang out in the
darkness: “Doctor, I've undressed. What should
I do with my clothes#"”

“Your clothes?” answered the doctor. “Put
them over here, on top of mine.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines sex survey
as a pubic-opinion poll.

Then there was the ncophyte nudist who,
despite his ciforts to appear inconspicuous,
stuck out like a sore thumb.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines centaur as
the world’s cheapest hooker.

The precocious teenager returncd late from
school one afternoon and confessed to his
mother that he made love to his girlfriend on
the way home. “I'm disappointed in you,” his
mother scolded. “But for telling the truth, you
may go to the corner for a milk shake.”

The next day, the boy came home late
again, and this time he confessed to making
love to onc of the neighbors’ wives. “Well, at
least you're still honest,” he was told, and
again he was rewarded with a milk shake.

On the third day, the boy strode into the
house and proudly announced to both of his
parents that he had stayed after school to
make love to his teacher. As his mother began
to scold him, the father picked up a Irying
pan. “Don’t hit him,” she pleaded. “At lcast
he told the truth.”

“Hit him, hell.” his father exclaimed. “I'm
going to cook him a steak. How long do you
expect him to keep this up on those lousy
milk shakes?"”

"Twas the night before the nuptials and the
bride-to-be’s father was unmercifully teasing
his future son-in-law. “Are you going to be a
man and do it tonight, or are you going to be a
mouse and wait until tomorrow night?” he
smirked.

Before he could stop himself, the nervous
young man blurted out, "I guess I'm a rat, sir
—1 did it last night!”

Qur Unabashed Dictionary defines asphyxia-
tion as a fanny fetish.

Young lady,” the football coach asked, “whar
are you doing with that varsity letter on your
sweater? Don't you know that it's against
campus rules to wear a letter unless you've
made the team?”

“Yes, sir,” she said.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines orgasm as
the gland finale.

A fat man was seated on his front steps drink-
ing a can of beer when a busybody spinster
from down the strect began to berate him for
his appearance.

“What a disgusting sight,” she said. “If
that belly was on a woman, I'd swear she was
pregnant.”

To which the man simply smiled and re-
plied, “Madam, it was and she is.”

—

Girr,” said the wolf, leaping at Little Red
Ridinghood. “I'm going to eat you."”

“For God's sake,” Red replied. “Doesn’t any-
body screw anymore?”

The draft-board examiners eyed the swishy
young man with suspicion. They had orders
to watch out for potential dralt evaders feign-
ing homosexuality. After subjecting the chap
to an extensive physical and psychological
examination, one of the board members de-
clared: “Well, fella, it looks to me like you're
going to make a good little soldier.™

“Fabulous,” replied the young man. “When
can I meet him:"

Heard a good one lately? Send it on a post-
card to Party Jokes Editor, pLaYBoY, Playboy
Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
. 60611. $50 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.




“Well, I'm sorvy, but I just don't happen to [eel like it anymore.”
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food and drink By THOMAS MARIO this simpatico spanish pairing of a
savory casserole with a piquant wine punch rates a rousing round of oles
CERTAIN FOOD-AND-DRINK COMBINATIDNS—such as cheese and port, curry and beer or
caviar and champagne—have never become clichés, because their ensemble chords
twang so beautifully that you can barely think of the one without the other. In the
summertime, the most delicious of the Damon and Pythias partnerships is paella and
sangria, the rice casserole and the wine punch, both imports from Spain.

Many a Spanish professional chef exuberantly hails the fact that his paella is never
the same twice. Among the uninhibited recipes, you'll find paellas with mussels, tiny
artichoke hearts and spicy garlic sausages; others with shrimps, chicken livers, whiting

i Paclla y
Banqria
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and stuffed eggplant; yet others with
ham, chicken, quail and squid. On the
French side of the Spanish border, refu-
gees are even more unrestrained, offering
pacllas studded with veal, partridge, eggs,
mushrooms, salt pork and tongue and, as
though these weren't enough, a rare filet
mignon or two tossed atop the whole
voluptuous pile.

Undoubtedly, the hrst paellas were
cooked up by peasants who, having rice
and little else o eat, gathered into the
pan scraps of pork, bits of onion, a wild
mushroom or two and any stray pimnien-
to that could be obtained. But today’s
paella  masters—individualists to their
core—follow a more advanced guideline:
Every morsel of flesh or fish that gocs
into the pan must be supremely delicious
in its own right. In Valencia, you may
find your paella chock-full of fresh
mountain snails and baby eels thinner
than your finger. But il you live in an
area where fresh snmails and eels are
hard to come by, you shouldn’t be con-
tent to settle for such carbon copies as
frozen eels or canned snails. Certainly, in
this country, it makes sense to include in
the paclla the tenderest of baby broiler
breasts and the tightest hard-shell clams
from the neavest shore. Giant Spanish
onmons should be used, for their sweet
and mellow flavor. Your garlic, even
though you may not buy it by the yard,
as they do in Spain, should be stony hard
and fresh, spurting juice the first mo-
ment the point of your knife penctrates
it. Your olive oil must be virgin or first
pressing; it may come from France or
Italy, but il you're going to strive lor
authenticity, you'll want to use the best
Spanish olive oil obtainable.

You can make paclla in a huge restau-
rant-size skillet or saucepan or in a big
Dutch oven. But the particular host in-
sists on the authentic Spanish paella pan,
sometimes called a paellera—a shallow
utensil at least 14 inches across, with two
short handles on opposite sides. Don't
buy one made of tin; it will tend to
scorch the food quickly. The heavier
aluminum pan is more practical and is
now available in American gourmet
kitchen shops. Incidentally, it has many
other uses: for browning or glazing fish or
eges or acpes at a party buffet, for mak-
ing king-size omelets at party brunches or
lor serving huge summer seafood salads.

There's no lid on a paella pan, and
this is the key 1o perlection. From the
cook’s viewpoint, paclla is a horizontal
rather than a vertical creation. Unlike a
deep stewpot built for long slow simmer-
ing and the smallest possible evapora-
tion, the paclla pan permits the cook to
work quickly in his wide shallow crater,
where heat hits every ingredient almost
instantly. On a small studio stove, two
flames may be necessary to keep the
paclla simmering.

The first cooking step is 10 generously
coat the bottom of the pan with olive
oil. It may seem like a lot of cil, but in
the finished paella, with its wealth of
solid food, there will be no hint of an
oil-laden dish. Meat and pouliry are
quickly sautéed and then set aside.
Chopped onion, garlic and rvice spring
into action only long enough to make
the rice opalescent when stock is poured
into the pan. Meat, poultry and seafood
are plunged into the bubbling lake while
the rice slowly swallows the liquid—and
the medley in full view reaches its sump-
twous finale. When the paella is done,
the rice should be hall dry, half dewy,
neither desiccated like Chinese rice nor
buttery-wet like risotto alla milanese.
The entire performance moves in such
double time that occasionally the rice
will become tender while a small pool of
liquid still lingers in the pan. If this oc-
curs, the paella should be gently stirred
and allowed to rest over a low flame until
the rice soaks up the remaining stock.
There are partisans who insist that the
best paclla is one that is made one day
and reheated the next; it may violate the
purist’s code, but the rich marriage of
flavors, alter a day’s living together, is
not only consummated but sanctified.

The ingredient that gives rice its lus-
cious lemon color and its herb flavor,
hoth faintly bitter and sweet, is saffron
—current American  price, $407 per
pound, a highflying figure until you real-
ize that salfron is simply another word
for the dried stigmas of the flower known
as the Crocus sativus and that it takes ap-
proximately 225,000 of these individually
hand-picked stigmas to make a single
pound of saffron. But a sixth of an ounce
of saffron threads will provide cnough
of the golden stigmas to flavor at least
four pacllas. The unpulverized saffron in
Spain is usually heated in the oven for a
few minutes to release its aroma and
then pounded in a mortar helore it goes
into the paella. Saffron powder, a more
convenient form and one that can be
more accurately measured, is available on
most gourmet spice shelves.

Like the matador and his bull, every
paella must have its sangria. A good
sangria goes down so easily and in such
healthy quantities that even the most
fastidious chiteau-wine specialists find
themselves taking long draughts rather
than sips. Spanish hosts like to marinate
the wine and the fruit peel at least an
hour before serving, to give the sangria its
[ruit-flavored overtones. But its basic wine
taste shouldn’t be awash with notice-
able quantities of other fruit juices; even
the brandy and liqueurs that sometimes
go into sangrias must not be overpoured.
The best Spanish red wine is rioja, a
frequently heavy-bodied red table wine;
but the amount of rioja that flows into
the States is rather limited. Actually,

any good dry red wine with a light
frunty flavor—a beaujolais, a California
gamay or a gamay beaujolais—will help
make a superb sangria. White sangria
made with dry white wine scems like a
contradiction in terms, since the word
sangria means  bloodletting. But  white
sangria appears frequenty at parties, and
it's beautilul for recharging the flamenco
spirit with each swallow.

Speaking of words, etymologists Dbe-
lieve that the Spanish word paclla was
derived from the Latin patella, a plaver
in which food offerings were once pre-
sented to the gods. We prefer the Span-
iards’ own explanation, which tells how
all the effort is really directed toward a
certain doncella (Spanish Tor maiden)
and how the hnished dish is therefore
pa-ella—for her.

The word for the following paella and
sangria recipes is delicious. Each will
serve six to eight.

PLAYBOY PAELLA

114 lbs. pork loin, center cut
2 chicken breasts (4 halves), boneless
and skinless
14 1b. chorizo sausage, 14-in. slices
I Ib. sliced leg of veal, pounded thin, as
for scaloppine
14 Ib. chicken livers
14 Ib. bay scallops
Olive oil
2 sweetred peppersorcanned pimientos
2 green peppers
14 Ib. fresh mushrooms, sliced thin
1 Ib. raw shrimps
1 Ib. fresh peas or 10-0z. package frozen
peas
3 large cloves garlic, minced extremely
fine
1 large Spanish onion, minced extreme-
ly fine
144 teaspoon saffron powder
4 L€aspoon Oregano
2 cups long-grain rice
4-5 cups chicken broth, canned or fresh
Salt, pepper
Remove bone and [at from pork. Cut
into l-in. squares, 14 in. thick. Cur chick-
en crosswise into l-in. chunks. Cut veal
into I-in. squares. Cut chicken-liver pairs
into halves. Cut peppers into  Li-in.
squares, discarding stem ends, sceds and
membranes. Using a scissors, cut shrimp
shells through back and underside, leay
ing shells on shrimps and tails imact.
Shell fresh peas. Heat 145, cup oil in
paclla pan. Sauté pork untul deep bhrown;
remove from pan. Sawné chicken. chorizo,
veal and chicken livers until light brown;
remove [rom pan. Sauté peppers and
mushrooms until just barely tender. add-
ing more oil to pan if necessary: remove
from pan. Wash and dry pan. Add 14
cup oil and heat over low flame. Add
garlic, omon, saffron, orcgano and rice
(continued on page 214)



watcit THE pEATH-DERVING  high-diving
iredevil clinging 1o his tiny platform
of the arena. His 1oes

near the ceiling
grip the edge. Drums roll. He dives into
the void. The mob gasps.

He  plunges hve stories belore  the
rope arownd his ankle stops him shont
and yanks him back part of the way he
has come. Upside down, he swings back
and forth, his head only cight feet [rom
the ground. He then unhitches himsell,
stands and accepts the crowd’s tumultu
ous applause. He s a grinning 24-year
old Pole named Sitkiewicz, and he s

the featured  aerialist with this vear's
Ringling Bros. and Barnum & Bailey
Circus. He s a very amiable chap, al
wavs laughing. He says good morning to
people. even at night. He speaks no lan-
guage anyone else avound speaks, the
last word in alienated man. By learning
onc trick no one clse will try, he has ser
himself apart from the rest of the world:
and for perlorming this trick 13 times a
week, he carns something over S200. The

elephants are not the only circus perform-
crs who work for peanuts, Sitkiewicz” ca
reer 15 pood lor about en vears, if the

rope doesn’t break. Afer ten vears, il he

wants 1o stay employed, he had better find
a new and more dangerous trick.

Watch the death-defying, snake-wres
tling daredevil. His name is Kurt Sever-

in. He calls himsell “author
traveler

- workd
photo journalist . . . ad
akes. In the
past, 1t has also bheen sharks, orocodiles

venturer.” His specialey is s

and the puberty rites ol Latin-American
jungle wribes. Today, wading through
the Amazon jungle. he comes upon an
wmaconda thicker through the middle
than a man’s thigh. About I8 feet long,
the anaconda dangles from a tree. Severin
deaides to grab it by the head while
his guide photographs him and i, both
grinning.

An instant Luer, the huge constrictor
has flung Severin 1o the ground and s
coiled around him, crushing the life om
ol him,

“Keep snmapping.” gasps Severin, who
sees o great series ol photos in this.

He has the anaconda by the throm
with both hands, but the anaconda has
him by the o, 100, Its il s
wrapped around Severin's windpipe and
is sliding  avound  in g second loo).
Severm, comemplating how long the serics
ol photos should be, hghts for time, But
soon his Lace goes red. He aan't breathe
or talk. He manages 10 pry the anacon
da Joose cnough so that he can say,
“Remove the necklace.”

Fhree men, struggling, at last get the
smake ol Severin.

“Did vou get a lot of photos?” zasps
Severin, hogering his swollen throat.

Yos,

Severin s happy. "I've had much dos
er calls than that with cobras,” he says.

Watch the death-delving daredevil Jose
Meiltret pedaling a special bike in a wind

RISK
TAKERS

15 1t the wish for fame,
fortune or death that drives
men to seek danger and
lay their lives on the line?

article
By ROBERT DALEY

break behind o vacing car at speads ol
over 108 miles per hour, the former world
record, which was set in 1911, In ihe
Sixties. Metftrer fust raised the record 1o
1006, then to 1159 These are records no

one gives a damn about. They are worth
absolutely nothing commerciallv. Fach
auvempt costs Meitlret
gardener with a concave dent in his skull
Irom an carlier aash——thousands of dol
lars ol his own money.

Now watch Meiffret on an autobahn

i short, bald, 50ish

m Germany leaning forward over the

¢ the over
sie sprocket go  around.  Somewhere
dose to 60 miles an hour, he ducks in
behind the windbreak jutting  upward
from the rear of the racing car. The
mob tensely leans forward  along  botly
sides of the measured kilomerer. The
spectitors stare down  from  the over
passes.  Now  the
Meilfrer wucked mmto the windbreak. is
speeding along at 100 miles per hour

handle bars, straining 1o m;

racing  car,  with

L5 . . . 125 Inside the wind
break, Meilfrer s stramning to keep his
Iront wheel one inch from a roller bar.
Il he 1ouches the roller bar, he knows it
won't roll, it will fling him off his bike
and kill him. If he drops back out ol the
windbreak through loss of o pedal, o
Latigue or a heart spasm, the wind will
throw him off the bike and kill him. 1t
he hits o crack in the road. or a pehbble,
he s a demd man,

Ouw of the measured kilomerwer rock-
cts the racing car. Jos¢ Meillrer is sull
in the windbreak, upright, alive. Ladies
and gentlemen, a new absolute speed

record for miles per hour pedaled in a
windbreak behind @ racing car: 127,98
mph, by the death-defving Jos¢ Meiflret,
daredevil of international cvcling!

This article is concerned with death
and with those who risk 1t deliberately.
gratmtously and per haps compulsively.

But that’s not fiir. you sav. Each ol
the three men mentioned so L sounds
like some kind of nut. The Pole is in a
circus, exactly where he belongs. indis
tinguishable from the other Treaks there.
Severin has gone 1o the Far East 10 see
some snakes. Good., because we don't
want ham around here. Meiftret is Tranti-
cally and unsuccessfully irving o find
backers for a new record attempt, lor he
hias no money lelt 1o pay lor it lumself.
Glad o hear 1. We e not interested in
crackpots acting our death wishes.

But wait. 1 have some more dinedevils

for you. The boundary line gers fuzzy.
Winch the war photographer @ Khe-
sanh. His name s David Douglas Dun-
can and he is famous [or photographing
the arvt weasures of the Kremlin and
I*i
Duncan docs not have 1o go 10 war. He

sso's searet hoard of his own work.

is over 50 vears old and he has been 1o
too many wars alveadv: World War
Two. Palestine, Greece, Korea, Indo-
china. Bur he recently went into 1he
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Marine outpost at Con Thien, got his
photos and cime out alive. Now he llies
o Khesanh, runs  from  the  plane,
which is being bombarded on the land-
ing strip. and begins snapping a grim
record of evervday terror and death. A
C-130. machinegunned  while  Linding,
skids the length of the runway and
blows up. Duncan. running, braves the
heat, the recurring explosions, and pho-
tographs live Marvines pulling charred
dead ones out of the blize. A direat hit
blows up part of the main ammo dump,
leaving hundreds ol scorched but unex-
ploded artillery shells to be disposed of.
Duncan photographs Marines gingerly
handing scores ol live, damaged shells
down nto a hole to be buried. An enemy
rocket explodes Tuel hoses that lead like
[uses 1o the main gasoline dump. Marines
fizhe the blaze: Duncan’s cameras dick. A
single stray spark and they will all be
instantly immolated. Duncan, at his age,
knows the danger beuer than they do.

After nine days, Duncan flies out of
Khesanh. In New York, he shepherds his
pictures anto Lefe magazine and onto
ABC relevision. Then he turns around
and flies back 10 Vietnam, back into the
middle of bursting shells, terror and
death. He might be photographing artsy
scenery lor McCall’s, which once paid him
S50.000 for some shots ol Paris. But he
chooses 10 go back into combat, Why?

“Death wishz" snorts Duncan. I have
no death wish. I have oo much going
for me. But it's the most important story
of our time, perhaps in the entire history
ol our country.”

Watch the ironworker fasiening ribs
to the skeleton of a skyscraper 30 or
more stories above the street. His name
is Edward Lanniclli, Jr. Watch him, if
vou can stand to watch him. scamper
across the void on an eight-inch beam,
o get o a cup ol collee someone has
sent up on an exposed  dumb-waiter.
Witch him  scamper back across the
cight-inch beam while studying the coflee
carelully so as not to spill it Listen to
Leldie Linmelli walk.

“You're more of a crazy man up there
at Must, then it gets 1o be habit. You
only focus on your leet, never on the
ground. You have 1o have a sense ol
spead. You always start out on a beam
at the same speed you're gonna finish.
You can't change speeds in the middle.
OfF course, big beams vou can walk out
on with vour eyes You never
start out on a beam unless you inwardly
have sind to yoursell you cain make i

The son of an ironworker. Eddie once
visited his Fuher on a job. saw a ladder
and climbed 1, higher and higher: “Fi-
nally, I'm on the wp. standing on this
steel beam way up there, and I'm all
alone and looking all around up there,
looking out and seeing very far, and 1t
was exciting; and as 1 stood there, all of

l'lll\('ll.

142 4 sudden I am thinking 1o mysell, “This

is what T wint o do Eddie
then 13 or 140

When he was an apprentice. cimbing
a ladder while balincing about 20 cups
ol coffee Tor the men, he iell hackward
two Hlights, ainded on some canvas and
got scalded and nearly drowned by the
colfee. Working on the First National
City Bank Building in New York, he feli
into the void but landed on a beam
three stories down and. though hurt.
held on. The older workers told him
he'd never live w see 30.

Working on the Verruzano-Narrows
bridge approach, he got one hnger
cruwshed  and  another  mputated—ihe
surgeon removed the crushed hinger but
sewed the amputated one back on in a
crooked position, so Eddie could use it
1o hold onto beams, One day, high on
the bridge, he turned o hnd a buddy
clinging o a wire, feet dangling into
emptiness, voice pleading, “Help me,
Eddie.”

Eddic had a grip on the man's clothes
but couldn’t hold him. The mnan fell 350
feet 1o his death. Eddie watched him
fall, naked back showing as the shin
fapped in the wind.

“1 nearly got killed three times since
the bridge” says Eddie. “Sure, I've
been thinking about it. But 1 couldn’t
quit it. | love it oo much. 1 wake up
thinking today might be my last day.
But that doesn’t mean I'm going 10 stay
in bed.”

Wiatch the diver 110 miles east ol
Miami—and 432 feet below the surlace of
the sca. His name is Robert Stenuit. In-
side the capsule that has taken him to
the bouwom, he takes a deep breath of
pressurized  gas, holds 1t and  swims
down into the water. Across from him in
the gloom is the rubber house in which
he will live for two days. Above lum is
132 feet of water. Wearing only a swim-
suit, holding his breath, he pauses o
look straight up toward the sun he can-
not see and o realize that, at that
depth, il anything goes wrong. he will
have no chance ol reaching the surface —
nonc.

S0 he swims over to the rubber house
and climbs in. The gas in there tasies to
him as fresh as mountain air. “What
calm in this other world,” he thinks.
“What silence. What peace.”

He hurries w conncct the gear. His
colleague, Jon Lindbergh, swims in. They
find that their dehumididying apparatus
doesn’t  work.  Their  lights  implode,
spraying slivers ol glass into the rubber
walls. In dink and cold, they wrestle
mnto place the four-loot aluminum cylin-
ders that will purify their rubber house
of the rapidly accumulating  carbon
dioxide. But one cylinder is flooded and
the other has the wrong cover on it and
is uscless. They are panting from exer-
tion and the carbon dioxide level in the
rubber house is already dangerous.

wis

So they wait while & new cvhnder is
sent down. When it comes. they wrestle
it anto the rubber house. They work
frantically. At List they hear it working
—gas rushes in the way it is supposed 10,
They are. momentarily, sale. That night,
on the bottom ol the sea, they et corned
beel, drink canned water and carrot juice.
In the morming. 1hey work outside on the
Lottom.

Aflter 49 hours on the bottom—tl
longest deep dive ever-—and lour days
decompressing. they come out into the
sunlight agan.

“Our suceessors.” exulis Senuit, “will
stay in the depths than long or longer.
They will colonize the sea lloor, culti-
vaung its resources instead ol pillaging
them.”

You are against nuts, you say, bun
you tend to be for war photographers,
wonworkers and  divers, if they don’
take oo many chances. You are lor
bravery. where it seems 1o pay oil,
though you are not entiely clear on
what bravery is or how much pav-ofl iy
necessary. Mavbe you would like 10 be-
lieve that the daredevils you approve ol
display a higher quality of bravery than
the ones vou don't. or that you can
measure the meaning of risk in tenms of
the good it may do—for someone clse.
You arc agawinst the death wish, whae
ever that is. You think nobody has a riglht
to risk lus lile very much. We have a lot
of Laws against suicide and that Kind of
thing.

So let us see what you think about
certain athletes.

Waich the daredeval bullhighter, Ll
Cordobés. in Madrnid. His first bull of
the day gores him three inches deep un-
der the arm. He springs up, ignores
both his own wound and the bull’s
horns and plays and kills it so skillluily
that. in the general delivium, he s
awarded both cars.

Ducking into the infirmary, he allows
his armpit to be sewed up without any
anesthetic, then hwrries outside o face
his sccond bull. This one hooks him at
once. He springs 1o his leet. runs back
to it and it spears him again, throws
him. wheels and is on 1op of him. Iis
horn rips part ol his costume off. he lies
with his back bloody and exposed and
the horn digs for him. His men drag
him free and wry 1o carvy lum off. hut he
breaks loose. scoops up his bloody cloth
and gives the bull a hair-raising series of
molinetes, passing the animal behind his
back. His costume 1s hall gone, he is
covered with blood, his eyes are as clazed
as a fanatics and he is passing the bull
agiin and again behind hin.

People are screaming, “No, no, no!”
A man near me is shouting, “Get him
out of there. He doesn’t know what he's
doing.” El Cordobds is being paid over
S16,000 today to give us thrills. but such

(continued on page 150)
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together. they stared at us. They always
stared at us. When we were very little. we
liked that. Later, we hated 1. Now they
don’t stare anymore, because we're never
together anymore. We put space between
us. Miles and miles of geography. We live
n two difterent cities,

Who's older. you or him?

Me! I'm older! He was born at three in
the alternoon and I was born ten minutes
before thiee.

He way so glad to get vid of you, he
shoved you out!

Orv: He was greedy even then. He
wanted the whole place to himself.

Some teachers thought it was funny to
make mistakes with our names. Why not?
It was always good for a laugh. Now, let
me sec. How will 1 tell you apart? | can
put you in the first vow and your brother
i the last vow, but then T aught forget
who I put where, I mean whom | put
wheve, Class, any suggestions?

Teacher? Why doesw’t one wear a scarf
around his neck coery day and the other
doesn't, and that way we'd always know
which s which.

Class, if you keep on laughing while
someone s veciling, how do you expect
me to heay that person vecile?

We med geuwing into ditferent classes.
It couldn’t be done. Everything was alpha-
betical. Onee, one mystical time, the dass
list actually split between our names.

But: Oh, no. 'm sure you boys want
to be together. 1 don't think anybody
will skin me alive [or putting one extra
i a class this time.

That time we ook a stand. Right up
to the principal.

But: What's the matter with you fel-
lows? Ave you antisoctal with cach other
or something?

How do you explain to a principal
that vou'd like to be in a different class
than your own God-given identical twinz
Especially when they've already kindly
stretched a rule to keep vou together?

We did what we could. For instance,
we never walked to school rogether.

So: Where's your tunin brother?

We never walked home together.

So: Why didn’t you wait for him?

Clothes. Alter a certain age, we never
dressed alike. It was nice not 1o have to
wait around while salespeople searched
their stocks lor two alike (imagine, n
vour own house, having 1o look lor a
mark in your own clothing). But that
didn’t work, either. There were argu
ments as to who should get which color
when; and if T got red last time, 1 got
blue this time. And: What ave you guys
trying to do, be diffevent? 1Who ever sow
twins who weven't dressed alike?

Or: You guys could veally work a
rackel. One of you stays home and the
other answers the rvoll twice and she'll
never know the difference, because theve

aven't two guys dressed althe anymore.

Who hasn't lived for the first pair of
long pants? But long pants made us
more twins than we already were. My
brother had this birthmark, sort ol, above
his right knee. I didn’t. As long as we
wore short pants, you could rell us apart.
But when we got owr first longics. . . .

How the heck do you expect us to tell
you apart now?

Roll up your pants and prove it. Roll
up the underwear, too.
Wanr me 1o get

street?

It's no fun being with someone when
you don’t know who 1t is.

And always, of course, there was: Do it
like your brother did . Or clse: Don't
do it like your brother did o,

We had the best luck with our friends.
Our dose friendships were with different
people, we didn’t share our Iriends; per-
haps it was the only freedom, the only
individuality we ever had. We never
even heard the word “identity” numil we
were much older.

Well, what's past is prolog, they say.

End ol prolog.

- - -

undressed in the

I met Joan at a party. She was a
redhead, & natwral redhead, 1 lound out
later, and she was very feminine, she
glowed with femininity, and yet she had
this almost masculine direciness thae 1
admired. I went 1o the party looking for
someone like Joan. I've been looking lov
someone like Joan all my life, and there
she was. It sounds corny when I osay i,
but [rom the first moment I saw her, 1
knew 1 would love her 1o the day I die.

She had these big green eyes in this
pale, milk-white face, a r tl redhead sort
ol face, the skin so vulnerable one touch
of the sun would burn it. And all this
red, red hair, a mass ol i, a wilderness ol
it, crashing down her shoulders like a
waterlall of molien copper. Finely chis
eled features, delicately modeled nostrils,
Small bones. Bur, with all this delicacy.
a refreshing, big, almost raucous laugh
when she was genuinely amused. Not a
phony girlish gigple. Not an inhibited
titter. A big, loud Laugh! I loved that

I loved her.

And, what was really wonderful, she
loved me. How lucky can a guy gai? 1
ask you.

We liked a lot of the same things,
which  helped. For instance, we hoth
liked Japanese food, hated Chinese [ood,
and our first veal “date” (funny, old-
fashioned-sounding  word) stnted with
dinner in a Japanese restaurant. We
shared dislikes, too, such as an aversion
to strenuous sports, a tendency o physi-
cal laziness and mental aleriness, and we
both detested Liszt, Rachmaminoll, Anto-
niom and Urillo; and when we knew
cach other beuer, we mutually conlessed

that, no maner how hard we wried, we
were bored with Mozart.

We ate sashimi and teriyaki and drank
sake.

We listened to Bach, Verdi, Mahler,
Ellington.

We went to Kubrick movies and Lu
met movies, atd we avouded movies by
Antonioni and by Loscy. .

We went for long drives, and those
were the only occasions on whidh we had
a minor difference of opinion: I liked 1o
drive with the top down, but I had o
close 1t because of the sun and what the
sun does 1o redheads.

“You're the only man in the world 1
could ever love,” she would say.

She would say, 1 can’t even remember
what the others were like, it's so wonder-
ful with vou.”

“Darling,” she would say, “you're so
different from other men. I didn’t know
it could be such fun just siting and
talking to someone.”

“My wonderful. diffevent darling,” she
would say.

And one day she said, “Tell me about
vour family.”

“Not much w tell,” I said. “My moth
er and father died years ago. 1 have a
sister and three brothers who don't live
here. One of them is my twin brother.”

“Really? Your twin? Tell me abow
him.”

“Nothing to tell. He lives there and 1
live here.™

“There are really two of you?”

¥

“Are you identical twins?”

“Yes, wlentical.”

“That means you look exactly alike="

“Well, it doesn’t mean i, really;
biologically, the word “identical’ simply
means—bug, yes, in owr aise, we ook
alike.™

“Exactly alike?”

“Exactly alike™

“But that’s so lascinating! And  you
never told me!™

“Why should I have wold you? I's
nothing.”

“How marvelous! To be a twin! One
hall of a pair! Tell me, what does it
feel liker”

“Look, honey, not [rom you. I've had
that every day of my life, and 1 don’t
want it from you.”

“I'm sorry, darling. IUs just that 1
can’t see how there can be two in this
world as sweet as you are. You're not
angry with me?”

“No. Of course not.”

We dropped the subject.

That is, we dropped the subject, bu |
didn’c; my own mund kept bringing up
the subject. 1 kept hearing the vorces of
those kids at school, years belore:

Herve comes the Gold Dust Twins.

Mike and e, they look alile.

(continued on page 200)
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and that the paramilitary activists had
even succeeded in infiltrating the state
police. Hentel announced in the alter-
math of the raids that for two years, an
unnamed state policeman—one of three
state troopers comprising a Minuteman
“action squad”—had looted heavy weap-
ons from armories for the organization
and had tipped off Minuteman leaders on
pending state and Federal invest igations,
According to Henel, the trooper had
also served as an organizer for the Min-
utemen and had recruited National
Guardsmen as possible leaders of Min-
utemen cells, The three state policemen
were subsequently cashiered, but no
criminal action was taken against them.
The Minutemen arrested in the raids
were drawn {rom a cross section of lower-
middle-class America; in addition to the
state troopers, there were a cabdriver, a
gardener, a subway conductor. a fireman,
a mechanic. a plasterer, a truck driver,
a heavy-equipmnent operator, a draftnan,
several small businessmen, a horse groom
and two milkmen. Most were respectable
family men in their late 20s or early 30s,
known to their neighbors as solid, church-
going pillars of the community—but they
inhabited a world far removed [rom the
P.T. A. and the Rotary Club. One of the
milkmen, nicknamed “Nathan Hale" be-
cause of the inscription LIBERTY OR DEATH
on the stock of one of his semiautomatic
rifles, carefully stored highly volatile plas-
tic bombs in the refrigerator. One of the
leaders of the group, Jack Lynn Boyce
ol Katonah, New York, a former Madi-
son Avenue copywriter and more recently
a sophomore at Danbury State College
in Connecticut, stockpiled his own pri-
vate arsenal; in a six-a.m. raid on his
home, police seized an undetermined
number ol bazookas, 10 machine guns,
3 mortars, several handguns, an antitank
missile launcher, 12 walkie-talkie sets, a
sawed-ofl shotgun, automatic rifles and
a large quantity of ammunition. Out-
side Boyces spacious two-story farm-
house, a Betsy Ross flag with 13 stars
fluttered proudly in the breeze, and
his porch door was flanked by two up-
right howitzers. Buried in the back of a
hill behind his house was the neighbor-
hood's only [allout shelter; Boyce was
a regional Civil Defense officer. In his
spare time. he sharpened his marksman-
ship by lobbing cans of peas from a
modified mortar at cows grazing in a near-
by pasture, while his brother, equipped
with a walkie-talkie, served as forward
artillery observer. Bemused neighbors re-
corded no direct hits. Another ol the
band. a Long Island gardener. held re
cruiting sessions for the Ku Klux Klan in
his greenhouse; and once ol the most dedi-
cated members, a Reserve master sergeant
in the Green Berets, taught unseasoned

recruits the rudimenis of jungle warfare
in his back yard.

Despite appearances, this group was
viewed by New York authorities as any-
thing but ludicrous. “Kooks they are,
harmless they're not,” said one officer of
the Bureau of Special Services, the un-
dercover intelligence unit of the New
York City police force. “It’s only due to
their own incompetence, and not any
lack of motivation, that they haven't left
a trail of corpses in their wake.”

In the afiermath of the roundup, a
high New York City official revealed o
The Washington Post that if the orches-
trated raids on the leftist camps had
proved successful, the Minutemen’s next
move was to have been an assassination
attempt on former CORE leader James
Farmer, marked for death as a “top
black Red.” Hentel adds that during the
raids, hundreds of copies of a forged
pamphlet, purportedly issucd by a black
nationalist group, were discovered in the
Bellmore, Long Island, home of Minute-
man leader William Garvett. The leallets
—which Hentel characterized as part of a
plot to foment racial violence—had been
thrown Irom speeding cars in racially
tense areas of Queens and Long Island,
wrging Negroes “to kill white devils and
have the white women for our pleasure.”
Hentel feels that a racial conflict was
only narrowly averted through the coop-
eration of local newspapers and radio
stations, which clamped a news blackout
on the incident. William H. Booth,
chairman of the New York City Commis-
sion on Human Rights, contends that
there was a “tie-in” between the Minute-
men and rumored attacks on whites by
Negroes that led 1o racial disturbances in
the East New York, Bushwick, Lafayette,
Bensonhurst-Gravesend and South Ozone
Park areas of the city in 1966.

The raids put a temporary crimp in
Minuteman plans, but they failed to
break the back of the organization, even
in the New York/New England area. In
June 1967, five New York City Minute-
men organired an assassination attempt
against Herbert Aptheker. divector of the
American Institute ol Marxist Studies
and a member ol the national commitce
of the U.S. Communist Party, whose
Brooklyn campaign headquarters had al-
ready been the target ol an abortive
Minuteman hre-bombing. The conspiri-
tors this time planted a  homemade
pipe bomb on the rool of the Allerton
Community and Social Center in the
Bronx, directly above an upstairs room
where Aptheker was scheduled 1o ad-
dress an audience on Marxist dialectics.
Due to a defective tuming mechanism. the
bomb exploded after the meeting, shater
ing a skylight above the speaker's stand
and causing considerable damage o the
empty auditorium. The Minutemen plot-

ters were swiltly apprehended and then
leader was sentenced 1o two years in pris-
on; his four codefendants—one of them
the owner of a Bronx sporting-goods shop
—were let off with lighter sentences.

The six Minutemen who launched a
second attack on the pacihist encamp-
ment at Voluntown lLate last summer
fared no better. Once again, FBI inhltra-
tors in their ranks had tipped off local
authoritics—but this time the warning
almost came oo late. State  roopers,
alerted by Federal agents to the impend-
ing raid, had stationed themselves in force
at the entrance to the 40-ace farm two
miles north on Route 165, but the Min-
utemen slipped through the cordon and
surprised two women residents of the
camp  outside the main  farmhouse,
(None of the pacifists had been apprised
by police of their danger.) According 0
one of the women, the six masked Min-
utemen, dressed in combat fatigues and
carrying rifies with fixed bayoners, “spoke
quietly, moved quietly and seemed very
sell-assured.” The Minutemen shoved the
women inside the farmhouse, bound them
sccurely and taped their eyes and mouths,
before setting forth 1o ransack the ground
floor.

The scenario was abruptly interrupred
by the belated arrival of the state troop-
ers, The Minutemen opened fire and a
briefl gun bawle ensued belore they
threw down their weapons and surren-
dered. Six people were shot in the melee
—one state trooper. four raiders and one
of the women residents, who was wound-
ed in the hip when a trooper’s shotgun
discharged as he side-stepped a Minue
man’s bayonet thrust. The six men were
charged with conspiracy to commit arson
and assault with intent to kill. One of
them wias identified as chairman of his
home town's Wallace for President organ
ization; another served as cochairman
ol the Wallace campaign in Norwich,
Connecticut.

Minuteman chiel DePugh invariably
denies responsibility for such terrorist
raids and claims thev are carried out by
local leaders without s approval. But
in recent years, DePugh has encountered
his own share ol difhiculties with the Law.
He was sentenced to four years” imprison-
ment lor violations between May 1963
and August 1966 of the National Fire
arms Act, which makes it illegal 1o possess
tered automatic weapons; he s
appealing the conviction, And on March
4, 1968, a Federal Grand Jury in Seaule
indicted DePugh and his chiel aide, Wal-
ter Pawrick Peyson, on charges ol master
minding a conspiracy 1o dynamite the
police and power stations in Redmond.
Washington, as a dversionary tactic
preparatory to robbing the town’s three
hanks—all part of a bizavre plan 10 swell
Minuteman coffers in the wadivon of
the early Bolshevik terrorists. Redmond’s

(continued on page 212
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RISK TAKERS

insane bravery as this is not pretty to
wittch. “Get him out of there,” we scream.

At last the fearful passes end. He kills
the bull with a stroke. Now we cheer
ourselves hoarse for him and award him
i car. Men jump down to parade him
out the niin gate on their shoulders.

Watch  the  daredevil  racing  driver,
Jackie Stewart, on the Homile, 175-curve
Niirburgring. Listen to his reaction to the
Fuchsrobre, a windy downhill plunge mto
a dip. then a sieep uphill dimb into a
sharp lefthand wn, followed by a right,
a lele and another right

Stewart says: “The hrst tme you go
down that hill, youve in lourth gear.
and you decide you should be able to
make it in sixth gear Hat out. So the
next time around, that’s what vou ry:
you go downhill in sixth gear at a hundred
and sixty-three miles an howr. switching
hack and {orh from one side ol the road
1o the other, the trees and hedges going by.
You can't see anyihing but greenery and
you think: “Christ. 'm going oo Lt It's
bloody terrilying.” You think: "T'm not
going 1o have enough time to do cvery-
thing." In the dip at the bowtom ol the
hill. the g forces e tremendous; you're
squashed down in your scat, the suspen
sion isn't working and you realize you
cm't control  the car anvimore. You
think: "It is going to take its own line up
the hill, whatever that line may be.” You
cm't ger your [oot off the aceelerior
onto the brake accurately—you only get
a corner of it, and the car is going up
the hill like on tram tracks. You're strug
gling to steer it amd. at the same time,
vou're mying o come down two gears
and get it slowed enough for the lefi-
hander, and then there is a right, left,
right coming—1 tell you, it’s bloody
terrilying.

“But the second time vou do it, your
mind and body are synchronized o the
clements you're competing against. and
it is all clear to you, like in slow motion.

“It won't terrily you again until next
year, when there will have been some
improvements 1o the caur and tires, and
vou go down there a litde biv faster.”

Or watch  the daredevil mountain
climber, Walter Bonatti, the Supernun
of the Alps, whose specialty is climbing
sheer north faces in winter—alone. See
him on the north face ol the Matter-
lorn, climbing without gloves Tor a bet-
ter grip. while the helicopters and light
planes buzz abouc him all day. Every
year or so up 1o now, he has made one
of these lantastic climbs, selling his sto-
ry and photos in advance to various Eu-
ropean magazines. Every cimb is much
the same. Leaving his 70 pounds of gear
behind, he climbs a littde way up some
sheer rock wall, hammering in pitons.
Then he chimbs down o get his gear

(continued from page 142)

and climbs up again, removing the pi-
fony as he goes, lor he will need the same
prions again higher up.

Lach night, he hooks his sleeping
sack o prtons planted move or less solid-
Iy in a fssure in the rock, curls himsell
into it i a letal position, lights his spirit
heater on his knees and cooks himsell
some bouillon or 1ea out of chunks ol ice
broken ofl the witll, He eats some dried
chamois meat and some nougat candy.
Then he hangs there all mght, oy
sleep but kept awake, usuallv. by cold
and terror.

Meanwhile, back in thar warm, sale
homes, Earopeans watch that day’s part
ol the cdimb on elevision, thank God
they are not Walter Bonatti and  ask
themselves what the hell he is doing up
there alone.

He has been up there as long as sev-
en days in the past. The Materhorn
climb takes only four. There s a huge
cross atop the Mauerhorn. raised there
long ago by dimbers who cime up the
casy way; and on the fmal alternoon,
Bonatti at last spies the cross, with a
halo of seuing sun behind it The aoss
scems inGmdescent and miraculous all at
once, and Bonatti {eels blinded. He climbs
the final meters between himsell and salety
and approaches the cross with open
arms. When he leels it against his chest,
he embraces it falls on Ins knces and
begins 1o weep.

Do these people have a vision ol life
that is denicd to most of us? Or are they
all ernay? And what about the lives ol
spectators Killed by sway vacing cars or

rescuers killed nving o get climbers off

mountain walls? We also don’t want 1o
pay for any ol the risk taking v
dollars. When a guy puts to sea in a
ten-lfoot canoe, we don't want the Coast
Guard going atter him on our money.
Should they be stopped? T don't Lnow
how vou can stop most of them: you cm’t
put police lines around every mountain
or every sei. But would you want to stop
them, if you could?

And let’s look at this so-called death
wish. Is there such a thing and. il so, is
it everywhere and always  deplorable?
Or do we merely paste an easy label
(because we do mnot understind) on
what is really something else: courage,
ambition and technigue ol such awe-
some perfection that it removes most of
the danger we. lrom a distance, think s
there? Is it possible. most ol the time.
that most ol these people are saler than
you and I are walking o work? Is it fur-
ther possible that they have a perfect
vight, regardless ol society’s approval or
disapproval, to risk their lives as much
as they pleaser Is it also possible tha
vou and 1 have an absolute need ol
such men around  us, the wseless as
much as the uselul, those who get away

1 Lax

with 1t as much as those who, misjudg-
ing the length of the rope, regale us
with brams upon the floor?

Let us ook more doselv.

You ask what kind of men are these
who regularly choose 1o risk their Lives,
A lew of the ones | have known appear
to be what the world calls weirdos. 1
think Jos¢ Meithver. the speed ovelist. is
a bit strange, and 1 think this principally
because his insimely dungerous record
attempts are worth nothing 1o anvonc
clse and nothing o him commeraally.
He does it strictly for glory: A such
speeds. I belong no longer 1o the carth
and not yer to death. Al such speeds 1
am—me!” Meiflret, small, poor, stepped
on all his lile, suddenly found a way
to make people take notice. Ino the
windbreak, crossing into the measuved

kilometer at 127 miles per hour, he says
his  head Illed with  only
thought: “Twenty seconds more and 1he
record 1s mine anew. The recond will be
my revenge on life, revenge on the mis
cry I hive sullered.” To get to that mo
ment, he practiced swrice chastity. slept
on a board. ate only healih loods. e
had written hundreds of letters, trving
to line up badkers and cooperation and
he had spent every sou he owned. His
ltfe was not importnt to him, compared
with the record.

I think Donald Campbell, the lormer
Laind- and  waterspeed  record  holder,
wias a bit strange. Campbell had  all
sorts ol fetishes and superstitions and
also believed he could communicare
with the dead. Just before setting his
final record, as he sat in Ins cockpit
quivering with fear. his tace suddenly
went cilm, and in a moment, he rocker
ed safely down the run ar 403 males por
hour. He explained that his dead ta-
ther's face  had  appeared 10 him.
rellected in the windscreen. his dead
Tather's voice had assured him he would
be sale.

Other racing drivers claimed  Camp:
bell recked of death. Stivling Moss once
told me he was  absolutely  certam
Campbell would  shortlty  kill  himscll.
Moss was vight. Campbell’s boa blew up
as he wied lor the water speed record.

And talking o Florida-based Kt
Severin abom snakes and about fear s
certainly an unsettling  experience. 1
don’t know [ear,” he says. “lt is one
thing 1 am not acquainted with. T get an
uncondortable feeling at times. but 1o
not fear.” Was he not dvightencd with
the anaconda coiled around him? “"No.
There were three people around 10 get
it off me. 1 only wanted 10 have a pic
ture of mysell with the anaconda w0

Wils o

send to my wife”

Severim has been in with
sharks and with crocodiles. He has heen
m  three wars and about 20 yevolu
tions. He claims to have been the hirst

(continued on page 176)

the water
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transaction ¢an be as low as one hith of
one percent.

Of course, prolessional  management
and diversification both have their draw-
backs. Professional investors, even if they
are paid six-figure salaries for devoting
their waking howrs to tedious corporate
reports, are not necessarily better inves-
tors than anvone else. And 1o the extent
that diversiication reduces risk, it also
lessens the chances of large profit. But
professional investors do, in the agpre-
gate, perform beuer than amaeurs; and
the people who invest in mutual funds,
in the aggregate, are not out to make a
killing. They just want o see their mon
ey grow: slowly, perhaps, bur steadily
and in relative salety, year alter year.
For this type ol person. mutual funds
over the years have proved an excellent
investment. For the man who couldn’t
care less about the intricacies of high
finance but still appreciates wealth and
all the [reedom it implies, mutual funds
may be the best investment ol all. And
even the marker-wise voung pro, con-
fident he can run a few thousand into a
small fortune without the aid of outside
assistance, might do well 1o sink a small
portion ol his hard-earned speculative
profits into a well-chosen fund; it won't
provide him many thrills, but neither
will it break him.

Until a few years ago. a strong recom-
mendation for mutual-fund investment
was its convenience. There were so many
stocks that the chap who was unwilling
1o spend more than hive minutes each
Sunday with the hinancal pages couldn’t
hope to make an intelligent choice. In-
vesting in a mutual fund. on the other
hand, was a paragon ol simplicity. All
one hid 1o do was fill out a coupon in a
magazine or newspaper and a salesman
would scon be calling 1o ik about the
fund he represented. Often it wasn’t even
necessary to fill out the coupon. Especial-
ly for the voungish investor—or anyone
clse seeking large but relatively distant
gains—the Tunds were all vaguely similar,
making the decision even easier. You just
bought one and forgot abou it

But nowadays. picking a fund seems
almost as difficult as selecting a firsi-class
stock. In [act, the number of [unds is
increasing faster than the number of
listed stocks. In 1968, owing muunly 10
the astonishing rate ol corporate disap-
pearance through mergers, the number
of dilferent shares available on the New
York Stock Exchange actually  dimin-
ished. Mutual funds, which are not sold
on the stock exchanges, increased in
number by abour 100, Fund assets have
multiplied a hundrediold since 1940 and
now total some 53 billion dollars. Within
the past decade, the number of mutual
[unds has almost doubled:; there are now
over 500 active and readily available
funds. which means that the investor's

152 choice is anything but limited.

There’s a fund lor doctors and dentists
(Pro Fund): lor farmers (Farm Bureau
Mutual Fund); for weachers (N. E. A Mu
tual Fund): for airline pilots (Contrails
Growth Fund); and c¢ven for cemetery
owners (Cemetery Cave Investment Fund).
There are funds that invest only in other
funds (Pooled Funds, and First Multi-
fund of America) and funds that invest
only in specific industries, Oceanographic
Fund and Ocein Technology Fund, for
example, are pledged 10 invest almost
exclusively underwater; International In-
vestors, among others, keeps a fixed per-
centage of its assets in gold-minimg stocks:
Lile & Growth Stock Fund offers a
portfolio of growth stocks and hfe-in-
surance companies: Century Sharves Trust
concentrates on insurance and bank stocks:
and Conglomerate Fund of America and
Converuble Securities Fund concentrate on
—you guessed it—corporate conglomerates
and convertible bonds. Corporate Leaders
Trust holds only the biggest and hest-
known companies, making 1 similar o
Founders Mutual Fund, which s rather
arrogantly pledged o “full investment at
all umes in 40 common stocks selected be-
Guse ol dommnance in their own industrial
classiication.” There’s a fund thar spe-
cializes in the sophisticued investment
technique called arbitrage (First Proden-
tal Arbinage Fund), a lund open only
to  $20.000-a-year-and-over employees of
General Elearic (it's called Ellun Trust
and has 10,000 shareholders): and there's
cven a hund for German subscribers wo The
Reader’s Digest. Since this is available only
in Germany, Amencan Digest fans might
want to investigate Vanderbilt Mutual
Fund, which “does not invest in liguor,
wbacco or drug stwocks”—or Providem
Fund for Income, which “does not in-
vest in li(|um'. tobacco, gambling, drug
or lorcign securities.” Mates Fund. the
top performer for most of 1968, shuns
tobacco and booze, and  also avoids
frms in any way connected with the
munitions industry; it may or may
not be significant that the fund found
isell in grave financial touble around
the end of the year and was forced to
curtail operatons. Followers ol Jevemy
Bentham's cconomics will be  deligheed
to sce the frecenterprise ideal apotheo-
sized in  Competitive  Capital  Fund,
which pits five managers in an intra
mural baule for investment perform
ance: the fund s barely a year old
and already one underachieving manage
ment team has been thrown out of the
ring. Among the 175-0dd funds awaiting
SEC clearance at this writing wias one
that would cnjoy all the usual fund
prerogatives, as well as the ability to buy
controlling intwerest in other businesses,
to develop real estate and to speculite in
commoditics. And yer another fund now
in registration plans o concentrate solely
on companies in the environs of Roch-
ester. New York.

Besides the bewildering array of mu-
tual funds, each fund oflers a variety ol
ways in which the investor can purchase
it an equally perplexing number of wricks
0 be played with the profits whenever
they wrrive, and a surprisingly  broad
spectrum of charges that the invesior
must pay for the privilege of getting into
the fund in the fhrst place. for supporting
those professional managers year alter
year and—in some cases—lor ultimately
getung out. The annual management
charge and the getting-out cost are not
terribly significant 1o the small investor
(in the mutual-fund dictionary, that's
anyone with under S10.000 invested). but
the entry fees—which consist Targely of
salesmen’s commissions—can be formida-
ble. Most funds charge an initiation fee
amounting o 9.3 percent of your invest
ment; some charge less (between one i
eight percent) and around 60 funds
charge nothing at all. (Examples will be
discussed later)) The funds that charge
no fee have no salesmen 1o pay: this
makes them all the more attractive 10
the investor who likes to make his own
dedisions; but it also means that these
self-service funds are more diflicult 10
learn about, though oflicn it's worth the
extra elfort.

To invest in a fund, you can simply
lllll lll) s “Illl.'ll ‘.ilﬁll das }'()ll care Lo
(though most [unds demand a minimum);
You cin l)ll[ lll) SOme Il'l("l(_'}' Jllll declre
your intention to pay more within
relatively short time; or you can sign a
contract  committing voursell to fixed
paymems over a much longer period,
perhaps five or ten years, sometimes with
the fllip of an elaborate insurance pro-
gram to assure that the money will be
there even il you are mot. There are
a few people for whom such contrac
tual agreements may be a good bet, but
most investors would do well 1o avoid
them. The funds themselves like 10 em-
phasize that the future is unpredictable,
and such contract plans will penalize the
imvestor il, when the time comes, he
doesnt care to fulfill his commitments,
And no matter what the funds sav, no
investor should sign a mutualfund pur
chase contract in which most of the sales
man’s commissions lor the entire term of
the contract will be extracted from the
first year's payments. In such arrange.
ments. about hall the first year's “invest-
ment” goes not into stocks but into a
salesman's pocker: the SEC—with some
Justification—is trying to make such deals
illegal.

Il this range ol choices doesn’t seem
wide enough, there’s also a broad pano-
plv of fundlike institutions—discussed m
detal Lter—that serve the same gen
cral purposes but can’t call themselves
mutual funds because they are differemly
constituted; unlike mutual [unds, these
are sold on the stock exchanges, just like

(continued on page 161)




everything was changing so fast, you
had to be a real phony to keep up
fiction By FRANK M. ROBINSON

A LIFE IN THE DAY OF

" IT WAS GOING TO BE A GREAT PARTY, Jelf thought, inspecting himself in the bathroom mirror, even if it had been a pain
in the ass to get ready for. He'd had his sideburns professionally trimmed, but the mustache and beard he'd had to
do himsell, shaping the beard carelully so it curled under just so and working on the mustache literally hair by hair,
to get it to lie right. But the effect was worth it—lar ont, but not oo far.

- He smiled at the mirror and his image smiled back: long brown hair lalling to his shoulders, with the bangs over
his lorehcad curling away just above the eyebrows, blue eyes shining, teeth even and white, skin a smooth healthy tan
—siy what you wanted to about WASPs, man, but they weren't hard 1o look at. He smiled again and the smile caught
him and he wned a lew other expressions. The Sincere look, which could move mountains or, at least, a chick from
the Tiving room into the bedroom; the vouthful Anything Is Possible It You Only Believe look; the Help Me! look,
Lor the older creeps; and, finally, the turn-off one of Irritated Uninterest. Not bad, not bad au all.

One last smile and he shook his head in pleased amazement. Damn, he was a good-looking bastard! God bless
genetics or whatever.

He stepped back from the miror and smoothed his togalike garment, carelully draped over his left shoulder
and caught just above the ankle. Gieat, just great! He'd picked it up from the Hare Krishna people, but in another
month or so it'd be the “in™ thing, /iis thing. He splashed a little lime lotion on his Lace, {lashed a congratulatory look



at the mirror, then padded into the living
room for a final check.

The stereo had been programed for
early Glenn Miller at the start—good for
mood music as well as a laugh—then an
old Beatles tape, plus some country rock
around midnight, when everybody was
stoned out of his gourd on grass or wine,
and to finish up with some harpsichord
tracks when people wanted to make out.

Chips and dip, salami and cheese on

the coffee table under the Saran Wrap
(risky, but a great ploy—"It's just to
remind us, man"—and he could get away
with it). The new Barb, in old copy ol
Crawdaddy and especially Tuesday's is-

suc of the Times. The onc with the
photograph showing him clutching his
STUDENTS FOR FREEDOM sign just hefore
the pigs waded in. The photographer
had  caught  him  just  right—nobody
could look at it without feeling for him
—but he liked the caption even berter.
“Youth in anguish.” Youthlul mmnocence,
the hope ol tomorrow (all summed up
in himself) being crushed by the fascist
state. What was the name ol the kid who
had really been hit? The ugly kid with
glassest He couldn’t remember, but it
really didn't maner.

And then the frontdoor buzzer was
blasting away and he straightened up.
smoothed the wrinkles from his toga and
let The Smile flood his Face like light
from the morning sun.

By ten o'dock. the party was going
full blast. the sterco blaring, couples
sprawling out on the rugs and couches.
people rapping in little groups, a few
huddiing in corners, turning on—only
God knew who had brought what, but
there were a lot of glazred looks floating
around. Politically, it was preuy well
balanced. A few old-line activists, but
mostly second echelon. all of whom had
seen the Times and really fell out when
he flashed on them.
Some over-30s, but that
only made for contrast,
so what the hell.

And then a chick was
plastered up against
him and it wok him a
second to place her.
How long had it been
since he had done a
number with Suc? Jesus,
she had been forget-
table. He wondered
who she had come with;
he sure as hell hadn't
invited her.

“It's a great party,
Jelf, really great,” she
breathed, and he [elt
like telling her 10 go
brush her teeth. There
was a brief lull in the
music and for a meo-
ment, the background
noises came cashing
through—aubes tinkling
in glasses, a chick gig-
gling, some kid cough-
ing, who hadn’t been
able w0 hold in the
smoke, the overloud
talking of people not
vet adjusted to the sud-
den silence.

There had been  a
sticky moment ecarlier
in the evening, when
an older type had shown up, with a guitar
yet; there was nothing for it but to ac
company the square on a battered 12-
string Jeft kept hidden in the doset. then
do a solo number before Hlashing a smile
and saying, “This is a party. not a per
formance,” and trning the sterco back
on. Mr. Guitar Man was pretty well out of
it by then and was now sitting on the big
beat-up couch by the window, staring
moodily out at the night.

“. . . Been so long,” Sue was saving.
trying to sock it in. He was only hall
aware ol her; all he wanted to do was
get away, get a drink and rap with the
liule blonde in the living room who had
been so awed by him earlier.

Accusingly: “You're not listening!”

Oh, God. . . . He pecled her hand off
his shoulder and felt her stiffen. The
light from the kitchen was pale, but he
could make out the faint veins pulsing
in her neck and the fine network of lines
starting to firm up around her eyes. “I'm
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sorry, Sue, you were saying something?
Messy bit, but if he didn't let her know
the score, somebody else would—you get
to be 25, man, you're a stone drag. Then
he had pulled loose, mumbling a bland
“Sause. Sue, gotta fill my cup.”” and she
fied past him into the living room, to
fold up on the couch next to Mr. Guitar
Man. Maybe they deserved each other,
he thought. American Gothie, up to
date.

And then he had refilled his paper cup
from the jug of ros¢ on the coffec table
and the party was picking up again and
It was great, just great.

“Gee, Mr. Beall, I saw your picture in
the Times with the pig clubbing you.”

-A freshman, the warm wine sweat glis-
tening on his smooth cheeks—Jeft had
seen him hanging around the edges of
the sit-in at the Poly Sci lecture hall. "It
didn’t hurt—the pigs are all queer, they
don’t hit too hard.”

“It must've been a really inside trip,”
the kid said sympathetically, then drifted
off, while Jeff frowned after him and
wondered uneasily just what the hell the
kid had meant to sav, and reflected, but
only for a moment, how great it would
be to be 17 again. Then he started
sipping at the wine and let the conversa-
tions in the room close over him like
soapy water over dishes in a sink.

“. .. The synthetics are really a bum-
i

“. .. Trustees ave out to kill the third
world. . . ."

.. . Swre, but Dylan copped out,
HIaRL S .G

“. .. Soul food, thal's an issue. . . "

“"Fuck the establishment,” Jeff said
amiably 10 nobody in particular, “then
ducked into the kitchen for a refill on
the salami. The blonde was in a corner
with a shorthaired squeaky-clean wear-
ing a Nehru jacket and beads—the poor
slob had been stuck with hand-me-downs.
He was also very stoned and the chick
looked like she badly needed rescuing.

He picked up a couple of plates of
lunch meat and said, “"Hey, chickie, how
about a hand?” and she slipped away
and Hashed him a grateful smile. She was
maybe 17, with waistlong hair and green
cyes—she  definitely made the other
chicks at the party look like old hags.

“Look, man, she came with me, she’s
mine!”

The Level. Reserved look, eves shightly
narrowed. ““You some sort of reactionary,
man? You don’'t own anybody'” And
then he had shoved the chick into the
living room and he was dumping the
plates onto the table. Somebody offered
him a joint and he ook a 1oke and
passed the roach on to the girl. Always
take a puff for social standing, but never
get stoned; oo easy 10 let down the old
guard.

The girl was looking up at him big-
eved and he nodded 1o himsell: she was
the one, all  feontinued on page 212)
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JANUARY'S CURVACEOUS CONNIE KRESKI,
WELL ON HER WAY TO CINEMATIC STARDOM,
NOW REIGNS AS THE PREMIER GATEFOLD GIRL OF
THE PAST TWELVEMONTH

BEAUTY AND TALENT, particularly of the cinematic variety.
abounded among 1968’s delightlul dozen Playmates. But editors
unanimously concurred that our first was also foremost and
hailed January’s Connie Kreski as undisputed Playmate of the
Year. Her ingenuous freshness and femininity. so apparent
in pLAYBOY'S photographic uncoverage. was immediately recog
nized by England’s Anthony Newley as well. The actor-author-
producer-director literally bumped into her in the elevitor ol
our London Club a little more than a vear ago: he saeen-
tested her the next day and signed her within the week for a title
rvole in Can Hetronymus Merkan Foer Forget Mercy Humppe
and Find True Happiness?—the Freud- and fun-filled Fantasy
previewed in pravsov last March. Connie remained in London
after her debut belore the cameras on the island ol Mala. 'f
should have been born in London,” says 1968's choicest center-
lold. T love the people and éspecially the leeling ol openness
and space. There's grass all  (text continued on page 160)

“CIRCUMSTANCES HAVE PUSHED ME INTO ACTING NOW AND
I LOVE IT,” CONNIE TELLS US. HER NEW PLAYMATE PINK
SHELBY GT 500 SHOULD PROVIDE ATTENTION-GETTING TRANS-
PORTATION TO AND FROM THE UNIVERSAL SOUND STAGES.




“THE BEST PART OF FILM WORK IS MEETING REALLY CREATIVE PEOPLE," CONNIE SAYS, RELAXING BEFORE A STUDIO CALL.







“BEING A PLAYMATE, BEGINNING AN ACTING

CAREER AND NOW GETTING ELECTED PLAYMATE

OF THE YEAR—IT'S ALl HAPPENED SO QUICKLY

THAT IT DOESN'T SEEM REAL TO ME,”

CONNIE SAYS. “WITH ALL THOSE BEAUTIFUL GIRLS IN
COMPETITION, | FIND IT HARD TO BELIEVE." CONSIDERING
MISS KRESKI'S MANIFEST ASSETS, HER SUCCESS SEEMS
NOT ONLY BELIEVABLE BUT INEVITABLE.

over the citv. ItU's so much prettier than Detroit. my home
town.” Connic’s favorite relaxation in the capital of
Mods and miniskirts was predictably pedestrian—walking
in Hyde Park with her two Pekingese, Lol and Fang
(*When somebody knocks on the door, Fang hides

under the bed™). Now back in the States under conraa o
Universal. she is improving her acing skills through
intensive study with the studio’s excellent drama coach. Vinge
Chase, I guess I'll be plaving eenagers lor quite a

while.” says Connic. “I look abow fourieen in most shots,
but that's hme with me. bhecse T know I can handle
linlegirl roles. Of course, 1 hope o get good enough soon

to try my hand at more demanding parts.” Despite her
sudden immersion into the ilin industry, she hasn’t

forsaken the live-for-today philosophy she espoused 18 months
ago in her Plavmate premiere. To guarantee some diversions
Irom her work, her material rewards as Plavmate of

the Year will indude a Ford-powered fire-breathing Shelby
GT 500. As alternate transport, she may elect to use cither
her custom-built ten-speed Schwinn Varsity bicvde or her
Harlev-Davidson M-65 motorcvcle—both, ol course. like

her new car. in Plavmate Pink. “I'm an outdoor girl and

1 intend to always stay that way,” she told us Last vear, so she'll
be given Hart skis, Henke  (lext concluded on page 200)










ERS EMPHASIZE LC VER ACTING ABILITY,” SAYS JNIE, 1 HOPE TO C NE BOTH IN MY CAR
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MUTUAL FUNDS (continued from page 152)

common stocks. You incur ordinary stock-
broker costs to buy or sell them, but mar-
ket fuctuations sometimes make these
special shares available at bargain-base-
ment prices. Like their no-commission
cousins, these outfits also lack salesmen. so
they. 100, are more difhicult to learn about.

Somewhere in this forest of alterna-
tives, there's a fund for almost every type
of investor and for almost every invest-
ment goal, but the search isn’t made any
easier by the [act that most inlormation
about [unds is riddled with jargon and ob-
scure  phraseology. The term  “mutual
[und” itself is part of the jargon, and in
some ways it's an unlortunate term, since
i excludes a whole dass of investment
compames that shouldn’t be excduded.
“Mutual fund” is the popular term for
what are properly alled open-end invest-
ment companies, as contrasted with closed-
end investment companies (the ones sold
on the exchanges. just like stocks). From
the investor’s point of view, there are
two types ol open-end investment com-
panies:  those that charge commissions
and those that don’t. The commission
funds [ar ownumber the noncommission
funds, and the two comprise abour 90
percent of the investment-company busi-
ness. Mutual funds are “open-ended™ be-
cause they aeate new shares on demand
for any investor who is willing 1o pay
for them; then they use this money to
make more investments. They will cash
in shares (redeem them, in financdal jar-
gon) whencver sharcholders request it
The shaves that are turned in simply cease
o exist, and the fund's capitalization
shrinks accordingly. In other words, the
number of shares in an open-end invest-
ment company is not fixed: it rises as new
shares are sold and diminishes as unwanted
ones are redeemed.

Ordinary corporations could never get
away with this, because they cn’t place
an accurate value on many of their asscis

such as real estare, whose worth de-
pends largely on how eager somcone
might be w0 buy it, or good will, which
is about as tngible as virtue. This is why
corporate shares are sold in the various
stock markets. The markets permit the
imvesting public to set its own value on
what it thinks each share is worth. How-
ever, since mutual Tunds’ assets consist
solely of stocks and bonds (and usually
some cash), and since all these invest
ments have a specihe stock-market value
at any given moment. mutual funds can
compute their net asset value instantly,
right down 1o the last penny. Usually,
the Tunds make these computations once
or twice each busimess day, and the
figures are published in most daily news-
papers. On one afternoon, for (~x:|m|1|c,
all the imvestments and cash an a fund's
portfolio might be worth S10.000.000—

quite modest for a fund these davs—and
the Tund might have 2,000,000 shares in
the hands of the public. The net asser
vidlue of cach share (assuming the Tund
has paid all its bills) would then be
precisely five dollars. Anv ol the fund’s
mvestors could redeem  his shares and
receive five dollurs for cich: and anvone
who wanted o buy imo the fund could
purchase shares ar five dollars each—plus
(in most cases) the commission, which.
doubtless because of its size, is called a
load. The [unds that charge commissions
at or near the legal maximum rate ol
9589 percent are called load  funds.
Those that charge somewhat less than
the full rate are called low-load funds,
and those especially interesting ones that
charge nothing at all are called no-load
funds.

A good knowledge of how mutual
fund commissions actually work is ex-
wremely useful to anvone who hopes to
mike an intelligent investment. Unforu-
mately, a discussion of commissions rouches
so closely on the [funds® sell-interest that
reliable information is extremely hard
to come by. We will consider the com-
mission question at some length: b
for the nonce, it's sulhcient for the
reader to understand that the commis-
sion money he pays when he buys into 2
fund does not go to the people who run it
It goes 10 those who sell the shares, usu-
ally stockbrokers or salesmen, who olwen
have no connection with the fund sell.
The people who run the Tund wre paid
not [rom commissions but from the
fund’s investment income. Typically, the
fund management takes an annual fee
cqual to one-hall percent of the fund’s
total asset value. That doesn’t sound like
much. and for most investors it isn't. i
vou own S5000 worth of a fund. for
instance, vou're being charged about $25
a vear for all that diversification and pro-
fessional management. For smallish inves
tors. this is certainly a bargain—less, in
fact, than the cost of @ year's subscrip:
tion o The Wall Street Journal. Bur il
the fund has assets totaling one billion
dollars  (there are currently ten funds
over that mark), management fees can
come to $5.000,000 a year—which ought
to buy most of the experts in the coun-
try. Some funds have belatedly recog:
mized that management costs do not rise
direcaly with the size ol the assets super-
vised. and these enlightened funds re-
duce the management pereentage as the
fund grows. Other funds reward manage-
ment not just according to size but on
the basis of how well the fund performs;
such an arangement s commendable
not only because it rewards excellence
but because it provides the fund manag-
ers with an incentive o do more than
just lure in new shareholders.

Mutual funds make monev for their
sharcholders in two wavs: from dividends
{or other income from their invest-
menis) and  from selling  their  invest-
ments at a prohe. Like most companies,
funds pay dividends o their stockhold-
crs, usually quarterly. Each investor in
the Tund ges lis portion ol all the
dividends  the fund  receives from  the
various mvestments in its portfolio. after
operating  expenses  (including  manage
ment's ant) have been deduaed. Tux
Law all but compels the funds 1o pass
such dividend income along o share-
holders. The fund pays no taxes on this
maoney, beciuse it simply aas as a pipe
line chimneling the dividends 1w is in-
vestors, who then pav tixes on it (Under
anrrent  tax  law, however, each  wix-
paver's fust SH00 in dividends—indud-
ing dividends passed on by mutual funds
—is tax-free, a point well worth  the
consideration of those who don’t -
rently receive dividend income. Tnerest
income—such as the interest from sav-
ings bonds or bank acounis—is fully
taxabie))

From ume 1o ume, a mutual fund will
also run up prohis or losses when it sells
investmems  from its portolio. If the
fund has held such investments for more
than six months, the profits are long.
term  capital gains.  Long-term capital
gains, as every investor should know.
are taxed at lower rates than ordimary
income: at hall the txpaver's ordinary
rate or 25 percent. whichever is less. The
murual-fund  sharcholder must  pay  this
lower tax on his portion of the fund’s
capital-gains  profits cach vear. Though
the fund has the option of retaining the
profus amd paving the tax on the nnes
tor’s behalf), it usually returns the mon-
¢y to the sharcholders in what is called a
capital-gains distribution. which is made
mally.

However, [unds strongly urge share
holders to accept capital-gains distribu-
tions—and ceven dividends—not i cash
but in additional shares of the Tund. This
provides the [und managers with more
money with which o make new invest
ments, and it also gives them an ever-
Luger pie from which to exuac thewr
cut. More important, however, are the
advantages  that  reinvestment  provides
for the sharcholders themselves. Funds
usually permit sharcholders 1o reinvest
all their profits without paving addition-
al commissions. Mutual-tund profits can
thus compound in a most rewarding
manner. and the fund share owner who
reinvests all his profis is reasonably as-
sured than inflation will crade the
vilue of his original investment. More
than 70 percent ol all tund shareholders
clect 1o take their capital gains in ackdi-
tional shares: the percentage of investors
taking their dividends in shares is lower.

{continued on fage 156

a

not



WANDA HICKEY'S

TPUBERTY
tribal almost  invariably
painful and rraumatic experiences.”

k1ves in the more primmne
societies  are

1 hall dozed in front of my TV set as
the speaker droned on in his high, nasal
voice. One night a week, as a form ol

sclf-dhiscipline, 1 sentence my-

mum ol three howrs viewing

; n. Like so manv other

things in lile. educational TV is el
idea but a miserable reality: murky hlms
ol home hife in Kwrdistan, jowly English
authors being interviewed by jowly Eng
lish lievary crities, pinched-laced  Ladies

faumor
87 JEAM SHEPHERD

in which the proust of the indiana
plains recalls a heart-rending
celebration of that most american
of adolescent rituals,
the junior prom

St

demonstrating Japanese brush techniques.
But watch all ol it religiously—I suppose
bhecanse it s there, like Mount Everest.

“A classic example is the Ugga Buggah
ribe of lower Micronesia.” the speaker
continued. tapping a pointer on the map
behind him.

A shot of an Ulgea Buggah eenaga
appeared on the screen, eves rolling in
miscry, face bathed i
forward.
familiar.

“When an Ugga Buggah reaches pu
berty. the fcontinuecd on puge  168)

sweal, | leanad

His expression  was  stangely
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“Why don't you bug out now and I'll call you Friday.”



the lady in green slippers

IN THE YEAR 1756, I was living in Paris and working as a
journeyman at the printing house of Claude Hérissant in the
Rue Notre-Dame. I was just 22, bold, good-looking and
attractive to the fair sex—or so I thought. It was May 27,
Ascension Day, on which a humiliating adventure befell me.

With my [riend Boudard, I had gonc out one morning to
dine at the lodgings of another friend, Renaud. Just as we
were crossing the Pont Saint-Michel, we met a very pretty
woman with her husband, a man dressed in black, wearing a
square wig with three bobs, who looked like a lawyer. I had
never seen a lovelier face than that of the lady, a more
provocative and clegant dress than the one she wore, but—
most particularly—never more charming feet, shod in a beau-
tiful pair of green slippers. T thought I would never stop
looking, and Boudird had to call me several times.

During dinner, I could think of nothing but this encounter,
and I spoke about it a great deal. Afterward, we walked in
the Tuileries gardens and I was far from calm. T was inflamed
by a restless desire and passion aroused by the sight of that
delicate nymph in the green slippers. Finally, I made my
excuses to the others and went away. About eight o'clock in
the evening, I found myself in my own district and, in [act,
near the end of the litdde Rue des Préwres, where lived La
Macé, one ol my compatriots from Nitry. She was a [airly
well-known procuress.

She was stationed on her doorstep; when she caught sight of
me, she threw up her hands with joy and asked me how I was
keeping. “Very well,” I said.

“What brings you here?” she said.

“Oh, just strolling,” I said.

“How long has it been since you had a girl>” she said.

“A long, long time!” I said.

“Good. I am in a position to provide vou with a delightful
adventure, a unique adventure that won't cost you a penny,”
she said.

I was intrigued. “Gladly—Dbecause I have been on fire ever
since midday, when, crossing the Pont Saint-Michel, I met the
prettiest woman a man ever set cycs on.”

“Whoever she is, even Madame de Pompadour herself, the
one 1 have for you is her equal. Come in and T'll give you a
book with some very clever pictures to amuse you while you
are waiting.”

It was rather cold that evening. T settled down on a sofa by
a blazing fire and picked up the book. It was Dom Bougre
and I had just reached the part where Saturnin and little
Suzette are looking through a crack to see what is going on in
Toinette’s bedroom when the door opened and La Macé came
in with a torch. A young nymph was following her. To my
utmost astonishment, it was my beautiful lady of the Pont
Saint-Michel, dressed in the same clothes, even down to the
dainty green slippers!

Without ado, she threw her arms about my neck and began
to play the whore to the best of her ability. At 11 o'clock, La
Macé came in with a tasty supper and some liqueur that
inflamed me even more. The lady was so ravishing that she
was ravished many times. I had never seen such nobility,
assurance and passionate wantonness hefore. At one o'clock, I
could plow no more and I fell asleep.

I woke in bed with one of La Macé's prettiest whores beside
me. “Where is the lady?” T shouted 1o La Macé.

“Right beside you,” she said. “It 1s the same.”

“It is not the same,” I said. “This is Spirette Laval, one of
your prettiest whores.”

“You drank too much wine and liqueur last night,” said La
Macé. "It is the same.”

Exhausted and depressed, I went out and wandered to the
Pont-Neul, where I sat down on a stone bench, Afier a long
time, I raised my head o watch a Luge carriage full of ladics
going by. They were gaily dressed and seemed to be returning
from some ball. Then, to my great bewilderment, I saw my
lovely companion of the night before sitting in a place of

from ““Monsieur Nicholas’ by Restif de la Bretonne
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honor among them. She did not notice me. I ran after the
carriage, hoping that fate would permit me to discover the
identity of the lady; but my strength failed me and at last I
had 1o stop.

Over a year later, while walking near the Théatre Frangais,
I saw the same carriage again. The lady descended [rom it
and entered the box ol the Gentlemen of the Chamber. 1
inquired her name and was told it—a name of such exalied
rank that the thought took my breath away. I was afraid to
pursue any further. Shortly after this, I pointed out to
Boudard—who knew all the Paris gossip—that gentleman in
the square wig who had accompanied the lady on the Pont
Saint-Michel. Boudard assured me that he was not the lady’s
husband but a lawyer employed by her; he often served as her
escort when she made trips to various parts of the city.

Still the anguish of that mystery remained. I could never
forget the astonishment of those circumstances on the night of
my life’s greatest pleasure,

It was nearly threc vears alter this that the revelation, in all
its horror, came to me. I was drinking wine with a company
of acquaintances in a house in the Rue de la Harpe when a
certain gentleman happened to mention the name of the
Comtesse d'E——. This was the same mysterious lady. “And

BRAD HOLLAND

what do you know of her?” I asked.

“It is a most curious story,” he said. “The lady has an
unfortunate history, though she is at heart a person of modest
and virtuous character. She is the daughter of a duke and was
married, as a young girl, to the Comie A’E . The comte’s
excesses are notorious—not only did he betray his wile many
times but he actually refused to sleep with her. The poor
Iady, given over to a mania for revenge, conceived the idea of
lving with another man, then getting Monsieur le Comie
drunk and into her bed for once—which would explain the
child that ensued nine months later. It was a matter ol con-
tempt repaying contempt, injustice for injustice.”

“But,” 1 protested, “if the comtle were really under the
impression that the child was his own, how, then, would he
feel the sting of the lady's revenge?”

“Ah,” said the lawyer's clerk in the square wig imitated
from that of his master, “that is very simple. The comte. [or
the rest of his life, must lament the shortcomings of ‘his’ son.
So, to accomplish this, the lady went God knows where and
found some wretch to serve as the real father. His only
qualification, in the lady's eyes, was that he be as ugly,
crookfaced, ill-favored, ignorant and degencrate-looking as a
man who had been hanged on the gallows and left seven days
in the sun. Somewhere she found such a man.”

—Retold by Jonah Craig B 167
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NIGHT OF GOLDEN MEMORIES

rites are rigorous and unvirving for both
sexes. Dithcult dances are performed and
the candidate for adulthood must eat a
sickening rvitual meal during the post-
dance banguet. You will also notice that
his costume is as uncomlortable as it is
decorative.”

Again the Ugga Buggah appeared,
dothed in a gawment thit seemed 10 be
made of feathers and chain mail. the top
asping his Adam’s apple like an iron
climp, his tongue lolling out in pain.

“The adults attend these iribal rituals
only as chaperones and observers. and
look upon the cevemony with indulgence,
Here we see the vitual dance in progress.”

A heavy rumble of drums; then a
moiling herd of sweating leather-clad
dincers of both sexes appeared on screen
amid a grear cloud of «dust.

“Ol cowrse, we in more sophisticated
socicties no longer observe these rites.”

Somechow. the scene was 100 patinlul
lor me 1o continue watching. Something
dark and lurking had been awakened in
my breast.

“What the hell do vou mean we don’t
observe puberty ritest” I mumbled rhe-
torically as I got up and switched ofl the
set. Reaching up to the wop bookshell. |
took down a leatheretie-covered volume.
It was my high school class yearbook. 1
leafed through the pages of photographs:
beaming biology teachers, pimply-ficed
students. Lintern-jawed  Toothall coaches.
Suckdenly. there it was—a sharply erched
photographic record of a true puberty
rite amaong the primitive tribes of north-
ern Indiana.

The caption read: “The Junior Prom
wits heartily enjoved by one and all. The
annual event was held this vear at ihe
Chenvwood Counory Club. Mickey Tse-
ley and his Magic Music Makers pro-
vided the romantic rhvihms. Al agreed
that it was an unforgettable evening. the
memory ol which we will all cherish in
the vears 1o come.”

True enough. In the gathering gloom
ol my Manhattan apartment, it all came
hack.

= s

“You going to the prom?’ asked
Schwartz, as we chewed on our salumi
sandwiches under the siands of the foot-
ball field, where we prelerred for some
reason 1o take lunch at that period ol
our lives.

“Yep. I guess s0,” I answered as coolly
as [ conld,

“"Who ya takin?" Flick joined the
discussion. sucking at a bottle of Nehi
orange.

“I don’t know. I was thinking of
Daphne Bigelow.” 1 had dropped  the
name ol the most spectacular girl in the
entire high school, il not in the state of
Indiana isell.

“No kidding!” Schwanz reaced in a

(conlinued from page 165)

tone ol proper awe and respect. tinged
with disheliel.

“Yep. I higure I'd give her a break.”

Flick snorted. the gassy orange pop
going down the wrong pipe. He coughed
and wheezed brokenly for several mo-
ments.

I bhad once dated Daphne Bigelow
and. although the occasion, as faithiul
readers will recall, was not it riotous suc-
cess, I felt that T was sull in the running.
Several occasions in the past month had
led me 10 believe that T was making a
omeback with Daphne. Twice she had
distinaly acknowledged my presence in
the halls between dasses, once actually
speaking 10 me.

“Oh, hi there, Fred.” she had said in
that musical voice.

“Uh .. hic Daph” T had veplied
wittilyv. The fact that my mme is not
Fred is neither here nor there; she had
spoken 10 me. She had remembered my
Lie Irom somewhere.

“Ya gotta go formal.” said Schwartz. ~1
read on the bulletin board where 1t said
va potta wear a summer formal 10 the
prom.”

“No kiddin?” Flick had hnished oft
the orange and was now fully with us.
“What's & summer formal?”

“That's where vou wear one of those
white coats,” T explained. T was known
as the resident expert in our group on
all forms ol high life. This was because
my mother was a lanatical Fred Astaire
fan,

“Ya gota rent ‘em,” 1 said with the
finality of an expert.

Two weeks later, each one of us re-
ceived a prim white envelope containing
an engraved invitation.

The Junior Class 15 proud to in-
vite you to the Jumior Prom., to be
held at the Chevivwood Country
Club  beginning  eight v, June
frfth. Dance to the music of Mickey
Iseley and Ins Magic Music Makers,

Summer formal required.

The Committee

Ie was the first engraved invitation [
had ever received. The puberty rites had
begun. That night around the supper
table, the ik was of nothing else.

“Who va gonna take?” my old man
asked, getting right o the heart of the
matier. Who vou were taking o the
prom was considered a highly signilicant
decision. possibly allecting vour whole
lile. which, in some tragic cases. it did.

“Oh, I don’t know. T was thinking of a
couple ol givls.” 1 replied in an oflhand
manner, as though this slight  dewail
didn’t concern me at all. My kid brother,
who was taking all this in with sardonic
interest, sncered  derisively and  went
back to shoveling in his ved cabbage. He
had not ver discovered girls. My mother
paused while slicing the meat loaf,

“Why not take that nice Wanda
Hickev?

“Aw, come on, Ma. This is the prom.
This is important. You don’t take Wan-
da Hickey 1o the prom.”

Wanda Hickey was the only girl who I
knew for an absolute fac liked me. Ever
since we had been in third grade, Wanda
had been hanging around the ouwskivts
ol my social cirde. She laughed at my
jokes and once, when we were 12, actual-
lv sent me a valentine. She was always
loitering around the wennis courts, the
ball diamonds, the alleys where on long
summer nights we plaved kick the can
or siphoned gas to keep Flick's Chevy
running. In fac. there were umes when
I couldn’t shuke her.

“Nah, I haven’t decided who I'm gon-
na take. 1 was Kind of thinking of
Daphne Bigelow.”

The old man set his boutle of Pabst
Blue Ribbon down carelully on the ta-
ble. Daphne Bigelow was the daughter of
one of the larger men in town. There
was, in truth, a street named lter her
family.

“You're a real glutton for punishment,
ain’t ¢haz” The old man Ihcked a spot
of foam off the wtable. He was referrving 1o
that unforgenable evening 1 had once
spent with Daphne in my callow vouth.
“Oh, well, vou might as well learn your
lesson once and for all.”

He was in one ol his philosophical
moods. The White Sox had dropped
wine straight, and a losing streak like
that usually brought owt his lfatalistic
side. He leaned back o his chair, blew
some smoke roward the ceiling and wem
on: “Yep. Too muny guys seule lor the
first skire that shows up. And regret it
the rest of their lives.”

Ignoring the innuendo, my mother set
the mashed potatoes down on the able
and said, “Well, T think Wanda is a very
nice wirl, But then, what 1 think doesn't
mateer.”

My mother had the practiced turn of
phrase of the vereran martyr, whose role
in lile 1s 10 suller as publicly as possible.

“Iosorta ovent a o oswmmer lonmal,” o
announced.

“Christ, you gonna wear one a’ them
monkev suits?” the old man chuckled.
He had never, to my knowledge, worn
anvth nore lormal than a spors jack-
et in his entire life,

“I'm going down 1o that place on Hoh-
man Avenue omorrow with Schwartz and
see about i

“Oh, boy! Ladi-da” said my  kid
brother with characteristically eloquent
understatement. Like Luher, like son.

The next day, alier school, Schwartz
and I went downtown 1o a place we both
had passed countless times in our daily
meanderings. Hanging  out  over  the
strect was the cutout of a tall, cream-
faced man dressed 1o the nines in high
silk ha, still starched shie, swallow-taled

(continued on page 220)




as this warm-weather scason’s airiest attraction. To succeed with this adventuresome
fashion—a look that’s right out of a 19th Century romantic novel—the wearer

o should be a bit of a sartorial grandee, preferably with the lean build of a first-rate
fencing master. I you fill the bill, try an elegant combination of a comlortable and

\ / see the shirt. see the man under the shirt. cool, man, cool
HEAT-BEATING SEE-THROUGH SHIRTS with tapered body and [ull sleeves are shaping up

contemporary white, black or brown open-weave shirt with a pair of velvet or tricot
flared slacks and a loosely tied scarl. The man here keeps matters well in hand while
making the most of a delightfully ticklish situation; he's donned a cotton lace shirt

that features a long-pointed collar and button cuils, by Mike Weber for Boutique

attz'n' BY EOBERT L GREEN Sportswear, $16, with an art nouveau-patterned silk neck scarf, by Handcraft, $8. 169
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RISK TAKERS

parachutist to photograph himself in
Nlight. He did that in 1934,

But 1 do not know if I believe him
about lack of fear. To get a photo of a
cobra striking, he decided, he would
have to give it something to strike. Why
not himsell? Why not, indeed. He built
a plastic shicld around his camera. pro-
voked the cobra and it came right through
the shield and hit his hand, missing a
grip on the hand but pumping out enough
venom to kill approximately 22 people.
Severin  dropped the camera, which
broke open, spoiling the film. Another,
stronger shield was built, and this time,
Severin got the shot he wanted.

“I'm not alrvaid ol snakes or sharks or
animals. I'm alraid ol bugs, though. I'm
afraid of disease. 1 once slept in the bed
of @ guy who had just died ol yellow
fever. T didn’t know it at the time, ol
course. Later, I was scared for eight
days. It is not a funny leeling 10 think
something might be  encroaching on
you.”

Severin speaks five languages, plays
the violin and is interested in painting.
ballet and  cdassical music. When  he
talks, he makes excellent sense; it is only
when vou mull over. later, what he has
satd that you become awed, or appalled.

“Fear ol snakes is all in the mind,” he
sitys. “Snakes are not slimy. As a maiter
of fact, they have a very pleasant touch.
1t's hike plastic. It's really quite nice.”

Whatever Severin may  think  abowut
fear, most other habitual risk takers are
olten errihed, and they admit it In
Lict. what most separates them Irom the
rest ol us is not that they risk death but
that they subject themselves o Irequent
terror, an emotion most of us struggle to
avord at all costs.

Every racing driver, every time he
loses control of a car and waits lor it o
hit whatever it is going 1o hit. is ter-
rified. Every matador, when Le is down
and the bull is on him, is terrified, El
Cordobes, gored by the first bull he ever
FLaced in Madvud, lay on the sand with
the horn rooting about in his intestines:
“It wasn't the pain I was worried about,
it was the fear. When 1 felt the horn in-
side me, I was so scared 1 thought my
heart would stop and 1 would die ol the
[ean:=

José Meiffret on his record bike is
scared—he carries his Last will and testa-
ment in his jersey pocket. The ironwork-
cr. Eddie TLanniclli, s scared by every
accident: “When something happens, all
vour lear comes back, but vou suppress
it. You just put it out of your mind.” He
talks about his most recent accident. He
was sitting on top of a beam about two
stories up, and the bolis at the base of
the uprights broke or pulled out and the
whole thing fell over sideways. Eddie

176 suffered a hack injury that kept him out

(continued from page 150)

of work for many wecks. “No matter
how much you're prepared for some-
thing like that to happen. it happens so
fast vou're not prepared for it. A lot of
guvs get killed, and I'm suill alive and
I'm very grateful.”

The climber, Bonatti, has known as
much terror as any man alive. perhaps
more. Climbing K2 in the Himalavas. he
was unable to hnd wwo other chimbers
higher up. as night fell. Ac 27,000 feet,
unable in the darkness 10 go up or
down, without anv lood, heat or shelter
of any kind, he was forced to spend the
night in the open on an ice shell. beat-
mg himsell with has arms all night 1o
keep himsell awake and alive. That was
prolonged 1error.

Innumerable times, Bonatti has lound
himsell clinging 10 some sheer wall, cer-
tain (for the moment) there was no
possible way to go either up or down.
On the Lavaredo in Italy, he had 1o
inch across a Iagile ledge ol snow. On
the Dru in France, he had to lasso a jut-
ting projection and swing across the
void like Tarzan. while wondering il the
rope would slip off or 1the projection
snap. Once, he was ciught in a storm
with six other men on a narrow ledge on
Mont Blanc. Lighming attracted
by the group’s sack of pitons, ice axes
and such. Bolt alter bolt blasted and
crackled around the group. The air was
saturated  with electricity. They could
not get rid of the cursed sacks of steel—
without them, they could get neither up
nor down the mountain. They simply
had 1o huddle there, errified, waiting o
be fried or blasted off the ledge. Again
and a . lightiing arashed about them.
Bonatti found himself screaming, Every-
one was screaming,

I have known a good many people
who habitually take risks; and although
I have heard a number of them say they
enjoy the danger. T luve never heard
one say he enjoved the terror.

Habitual risk takers are able to do
what they do. hirst because they sup-
press (or. in some cases, chiminate) cer-
tain fears that are normal in all ol us:
fear ol height. fear ol the depths of 1he
sei, fear ol excessive speed. lear of bullets
and bombs. fear of wild beasts, fear of
snakes. All of these fears. in them as in
us, are basicilly [ear of the unknown.
Once all the facs and details are known,
the fears become much less fearsome and
a reasomable man is olten able w ignore
them. As Severin savs, smakes are not
shimy. and once vou know that, there is
no reason to be alraid. In lact. he siys,
almost all leired creaures “will saam
out of there at the approach of man. If
sharks were as dangerous as written, most
ol our beaches would be unsafe.”

In other words. at least part ol Sever-
in’s bravery is only knowledge., Similar-
ly. the bullfighier is not normally afraid

wis

of the bull. because he has spent years
learning how to handle bulls, just as the
racing driver has spent years learning
how to control speed that would {right-
en most ol us. The mountaineer knows
rocks, knows which hssures will hold a
piton and which won't; and he also
knows that once anchored 1o a piton, he
is absolutely safe. no matter what the
height. David Douglas Duncan goes in
to photograph wars knowing in advance
approximately what he will find there—
he was once a U.S. Marine trained lor
combat. He knows he won't be surprised
by anything., he knows he won't panic
and he knows instinctively now how to
recognize places and moments that he
judges overly dangerous; these he avoids.
In other words, he knows when to stick
his head up and when not to; he obeys
certain rules, and these rules keep him
alive. Occasionally, he will expose him-
self 1o get a picure: but by moving
fast, he cuts the risk 10 a2 minimum. He
is, ol course, a brave man, but he 15 not
a loolish one, and he accepts risk only
when certain he understands it exaaly
and has put all odds in his favor. 1 once
heard him tell Guy Lombardo that he
would never drive one of Lombardo’s
speedboats: I would be terrified. I'm
not wriined for that, T don’t know any-
thing about it.” In combat, Duncan is
obviously as vulnerable as each GI 10
some stray shell; but while in combiu,
he runs no risk of being sideswiped by o
taxicab, or mugged in the park. or hii
on the head by a suicide on his win
down from the rool. The odds can be
siaid 10 come out almost the same, once
vou rcalize, as Duncan does, that lile is
not very sale.

In addition to possessing knowledge
and technique, most ol these risk takers
approach  each  dangerous  place  only
alter having taken every possible pre-
cition  in advance. Bullfighters  always
have a surgeon present in the ar
infirmary (indeed, surgeons are required
by law in Spain) and the richer bullfight
ers often travel with their own personal
horn-wound specialists—just in case. Sir-
Kiewicz hangs around for an hour alter
his act; then, when the show ends il
the audience empties out, he goes up
and rerigs his rope himscll for his next
dive. No one else is allowed to toucn it.

The racing driver, Jackie Stewart,
feels that  the modern,
Grand Prix car is so strong that the driv-
er can survive almost any crash. The
only danger then is fire—so  Stewant
wears fircprool long underwear, fireprool
coveralls, fireproof gloves, socks and shoes
and a fireproof bandanna covering all
his face except his eyes. Inside all this in
a three-hour race he nearly suflocates.
but he wears it. “I'm very salety con-
scious, as perhaps you’ve noticed,” he
told me once. “But in a fire, a man
oughit to be sale for thirty seconds, dressed

1:1
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that way: and by that ume, somebody
ought 1o be able 10 ger him out. Thirty
seconds is quite a long time, actually.”
That was the day of the 1966 Belgian
Grand Prix. Stewart crashed in a rain-
storm and the car crumpled around him
so tight it was I3 minutes belore they
got him out. The hre suit wouldn't have
saved him. The next year, he turned up
for the same race wearing, in addition to
his fire suit, a patch over his breast, giv-
g any eventual surgeons his  blood
upe. Precautions, Stewart [eels—all risk
takers feel—are important.

Why do men such as these seem to
search out danger?

Psychologists will tell you that each
of them first seleas a diflicult profession
m order to scparate himsell from the
mass of men. Later. each raises his stake
up to and beyond the danger line. in
order 1o separate himsell Turther trom
other men within the same prolession.
Psychologists will give vou many such
explanations, overlooking what are,
most cases, the twa basic ones: Most
men who search out danger do it for
money and for the pure pleasure of it
For the standouts. the money comes
only one way: big. The pleasure usually
comes big, 100, sometimes even orgiastic,
stupendous.

Start with money, the simplest of all
human motives. Car racers and, even
mor¢ so. bullhghrers earn lantastic sums.
Sitkiewicz may earn only a bit over
3200 a week, but what else could he do,
m Poland. to carn so much? Some pho-
tographers earn good pay also; but Da-
vid Douglas Duncan, having taken the
precaution (that word again) of selling
his photos in advance to both Life and
ABC iclevision, will earn ten times as
much by gotng into sticky combat zones
most others want no part of.

By working high up on nivrow beams
where not many other men will go. Ld-
die Lmnielli carns  (counting  bonuses
and exira vacation time) roughly 320,000
a vear, almost twice what labovers like
himself earn below. He risks a quick
death. yes. but his special skill is so rare
that he never risks being out of work, a
possibility izt haunts—and  terrihes—
much ol nmunkind all the ume.

There is money in most danger and
sometimes, paradoxically, even a liude
security. And there are pleasures, many
pleasures. St with the simplest of
these.

To control anything—anything at all

~delights man. He is delighted 1o con-
trol the way a plant grows or the shape
ob o bish or a dart thrown at a dart-
board. or a car driven fast and well, So
do not be surprised 1o hear that there is
pleasure in controlling a very hot car.
indeed, or a raging bull or one’s feet
on a beam. The controlled forces are
tremendous. unpredictable. and thevelfore

178 the pleasure of conwrol is that much

greater. A man thinks: “Look at me, frag-
ile and puny human being that I am!
Look what I am controlling!” This is
never said aloud, because the Iragile and
puny human being in question would
much riather have vou believe him a hero.
But this is the way he leels. He gets a
Kick out of conwrolling something hardly
anybody clse can control. It's nice that
you down there are watching him and
cheering his control. but he would feel
pleasure whether you were there or not.
lor the principal applause he is listening
to is his own.

There is pleasure in accepting chal-
lenge. At a world convention held in
London, on undersei activities, the in-
ventor Edwin Link spoke of sending a
man o live at a depth ol 100 feet. Lis-
ten 1o the diver Robert Stenuit: “All
heads turned 10 me. Four hundred
feet! The very idea made my insides
ich. Did 1 really want o descend 1o
that awlul depth. 1o shiver night and
day and perhaps to furnish headlines for
the journals that specialize in catas-
trophe?

“1 really did. Always T have found joy
in danger lucdidly accepred and prodent-
Iv overcome. And when a reporter put
the question 1o me. 1 heard mysell answer:
‘Ol comrse. Yes.!

“To me, it was the most extraordinary
adventure of which a  diver might
dream.”

There is pleasure in provoking 1error
in others. too. The gasp Sitkiewiaz hears
when he dives from the vool is pure
pleaswre 1o him. Most of the risk takers
1 have known delight in talking about
dimger.  delight in mentioning  death
casually, delight in wiatching listeners”
eyes po wide. Eddie Limmielli  says:
“Windy davs. of course, are the hardest.
Like, vou're walking acvoss an cight-
inch beam, balindng voursell in the
wind, and then. all ol a sudden, the
wind stops—and vou remporirily lose
vour baklince. It's some [feeling  when
that happens.” Eddie always enjoys the
admivation,  the worship.  when
he talks hike this. All of these men are
aware  lrom such reactions. hrom  the
questions  they are constantly  asked
("But why do vou do it. why:") and
from the hypothesizing psvchologists in
the background that so-called normal
people don’t understind who they are or
how they can accept such risk. and this
is very pleasant. Tt is nice o leel so sin-
gular. The desire 1o leel singubar 1s basic
to the human personality: but the timid
clerk at his desk may have 1o do withow
[ulhilling this basic need every day of his
long. sale lile. subsisting on his Mitry-
esque Lintasics,

There is also the simple pleasure ol
phvsical activity. Al ol ahie risk takers
are casilv bored. They go crazy in stntic
situations and normally they po on tak-
ing risks however long they may live

near

Duncan and Meifivet are over 50. Kurt
Severin is over 65 and on Medicare. and
on a trip. as has been said. 1o the Far
East 10 see more snakes: I have always
had an urge 10 do things, 10 be in all
sorts of lunny situations, It's curiosity.
i's—1 don’t know. 1 want 10 see things
others haven't seen. and that involves
danger. because one goes inmo the un-
known. I'm a senior citizen. People 1ell
me 1 should sit on my big fat ass and
digest what I have seen and not expose
mysell anvmore. But I can't do 1. 1
have 10 go our”

There is pleasure as well in the belief
ol most risk takers that they are con-
tributing 10 the world by doing some-
thing dangerous that has 1o be done.
Stenuit believes one day men will colo-
nize the cominental shelll thanks 1o his
pionecring dives. Il he is wrong, he may
be accused of having risked his life for
nothing. Nonetheless, a1 the 1ime. he
belicved he was contributing his best
and most important talent 1o the world.
So does Duncan  believe he is con-
tributing by bringing back photos that
may throw some light on the awlul
struggle in Vietam. So does Walter Bo-
natti believe that he and all mountain-
cers contribute: "We  demonstrate  in
the most stunning way ol all—at the risk
of our lives—that there is no limit 1o the
cliort man can demand of himscll.”

Now we come to pleasures that are
not so simple and, therelore. not so easy
10 describe.

"1 think we appreciate lile betrer. be-
cwse we live doser 1o death.” the Lue
Marquis de Portago onee wrote ol racing
drivers. Does this nuke any sense to
you? Dunger heightens all the senses. A
muan feels extraordinarily alert and alive,
Up to a certain point. alcohol does this,
too. and 1 suppose drugs do. although 1
do not know this personatly. But T fivmly
believe thar nothing stimulates a man as
much as danger does. and it doesn’t
even have 1o be very much danger.

One extremely hor dav Iast January, 1
was hunting quail on the King Ranch in
south Texas. There were other shooters,
most ol whom I did not know. and |
was worried about possibly getting my
heid blown off by accident. or blowing
off romeone che’s. and this made me
alert. 1 was watching evervbody very
carelully. and then the girl neamest me
Jumped back and blasted a vanlesnake.

she stood there trembling, unable 1o
move. The vder, 1ail buzzing, writhed
brokenly near her leet. and 1 ran over
and shot its head ol

At Jundhtime. we gathered in a grove
of oaks and dined on a siew muade Trom
kid goat and on broiled baby Lunb
chops and drank cold Rhine wine, and
talked of rattlesnakes. There were nine
of us shooters in all. hunting in groups.
and the 1ol score in rattdesnakes so far
wits four. Much ol the King Ranch was
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still under water Irom the fall hurricanes
and the rattlers seemed 1o have come up
onio the higher ground from all over: the
sun had brought them out of thenr holes
and it was plainly vary dangerous 1o con-
unue shooting. But nobody wantad w0 go
home vet. Our exctement was too high.

In the aliernoon. hunting through a
grove of mesquite wrees. 1 did not see
what turned out o be the biggest vattler
ol the dav. a six-looter, unul 1 was with-
in a stride of 1. The diamondback rat-
tler in that kind of country s almost
impossible 10 see.

I gave it both barrels. This disturb-
ance set off a bevy ol quail, which flew
all. abour me. People were shouting
“Shoot!” but | was quivering too much
cven 1o reload.

But this emotion passed and we went
on hunting, ofien through high. hum
mocky grass. “Some chance ol seeing a
rattler in here.” I thought. but | plowed
through 1. anywav. eveballs working
over everv blade, every shadow. 1 have
never felt so alert in my life. presumably
because my life depended on my alert
ness. I also have never lelt so keenly
aware ol the sun on mv back. or the
smell of gunpowder. or the color of
bivds. or the buzing of insccs. 1 felt
hungry and thirsty and tired in a very
pleasant wav. enjoving food and drink
and rest in advance. while still slogging
through felds. rying to flush quail.

When night fell. the groups came 10-
gether at a dirt crossroads in the dark
and drank gin and ronic mixed out of
the mmks ol the shooting cars. The
total score was seven vattlers. We all
agreed it was madness to have hunted
in there that dav. We were all ghad we
had done it Ice tinkled in glasses. They
were the hest gin and tonics 1 have ever
tasted. 1 was excited. alert. aware of all
ol the sights. sounds and smells of the
night. This Lasted until el asleep Tater
back at the ranch. and even until the
next morning. when I Lav awake in bed,
listening 1o the dew drip ofl the roof
and fecling good all over.

This 15 one level ol the excitement
that exists in danger. There is another
that is perhaps impossible 10 describe 10
someone who hasn't r\'l_writ.’m'ul .

Years ago. in the streets ol Jerusalem,
Jewish terrorists waved David Duncin
to take cover. then
three Arabs he was with. Duncan raced
alter the terrorists’ car. photographing
the whole show as police and bullets
came [rom all directions. Later. Duncan
cabled Life: "wnatr A BEAUTIFUL DAY TO
ALve"”

Now. some will assert that danger is a
drug. that a man gets so he 't leave
it alone; and this is true. though not in
the way the speaker usually means. 1
have never heard a habitual risk taker

mowcd down the

BE STIL

articulate whan the “drug™ s, or what
the sensation Teels like; but 10 me. it s
purely and simply the extraordininy ex-
hilaration a man feels 1o hind the danger
gone amd himself still alive, 1 have Ielt
this exhiliration.

For many vears. I have gone to the
fresta at Pamplona cach July and run in
the streets with the bulls most mornings.
and ahis s not particalarly dangerous.
There are many tricks for keeping well
clear of 1he horns. and normally the
bulls. obeving their strong herd instinct.
run [k to [ink and ignove the runners
completely. The only real danger is a
bull separated from the herd. A bull
alone will gore anvihing u sees.

There was one morning [ ran in [ront
of the bulls and. when they were close,
I leaped high up onto a window grating.
hoisting my derricre out of danger.
When the herd had gone by, 1 dropped
down into the street again and saun-
tered between the barriers 1oward the
arena into which the herd had disap-
peared. There were other men in the
strect with me and mobs of people crowd-
ing the barriers along both sides of the
ramp that goes down to the el under
the stands.

Suddenly. the men on the fences
started shouting: “Falta wuno!” There
wits one bull still loose in the sireer.

The men in the street scattered and
there 1 stood. face 10 lace with the bull,




who, for a moment, could not decide
what to do.

I searched for an empty spot on the
fence. There was none. What to do?
Where to run? I remember thinking: Be
calm. Think it out carelully. Il you pan-
ic, you are lost. I saw 1 was the only
man in the street. The bull was ten
yards away. In the other direction was
the ramp under the stands and the are-
na floor beyond. T thought: Can I beat
the bull into the arena? Il I could get
into the arena, I could perhaps hurdle
the barrera to safety. But I saw that the
bull would catch me in the tunnel or
before. I thought: It's the only chance
you have; start running.

I .ram-

The tunnel was 20 yards away . . .
ten. I could hear the bull.

Suddenly, 1 spied a gap atop the
fence. T leaped up there. The bull
rushed by under my feet. A moment lat-
er, the wooden door slammed behind it.
I was sale.

I felt none of the quivering one feels
after losing control of a car or nearly
stepping on a rattlesnake. Instead, 1 felt
a flood of exhilaration. 1 did it! Look
at me, I'm still alive!

It was one ol the most stupendous
feelings of my life, accompanied by
much of the wonder of first sexual inter-
course: So this is what all the talk has

been about.

It wasn't a fecling of relicf nor of
gratitude. It was exhilaration. 1 had faced
real danger and got out of it on my own
two feet and I was still alive and I [elt
great, absolutely great.

Then 1 thought: This must be the
drug they speak of. It is a sensation I
could get to love entirely too much; and
the next day, I was alraid to run with
the bulls (though I have run many times
since), fearing that I might go for that
extraordinary exhilaration again and this
time, possibly, do something really stupid.

And so some of the habitual risk tak-
ers go lor this fecling sometimes and
some of them find it occasionally, but it
must be rare. A leeling as glorious as
that can’t be common, and 1 suppose
you can call it a drug, if you want to.

On a more practical level, you can’t
have a sale world and a progressive one.
(Probably you can’t have a safe world
under any circumstances, so you might as
well try for the progress, whatever the
cost) And you must admit that most
progress comes [rom risk. This has always
been the case. Five hundred years ago,
Columbus risked his lile and his ships
and crews to new world he
didn’t know was there, and that's why all
of us are where we are today. The men
of his time later called Columbus a hero.
But there must have been a hundred other
found the new

discover a

captains who never

world, because they looked in the wrong
place; didn’t come
back, and no doubt “normal” people of
the time called such men daredevils
obeying some stupid death wish.

Or think of Edison fooling around
with high voltage he didn't understand,
high voltage that had killed several men
before him and would kill many after
him. Edison was obviously a daredevil.
Was he acting out a death wish as wellr

All of progress comes from pushing a
little closer to the edge than the guy belore
you, and this involves risk. The world
needs risk takers, needs an oversupply of
them, and the spillover becomes the circus
p(rrfm'm(?rs and daredevil athletes, all ol
whom have the same temperaments, basi-
cally, as all explorers and most inventors.

Cut off the right to risk one’s life, and
progress would end and society would
atrophy and die. The right to watch
men risk their lives on mountains, in car
races, bullhghts and circuses is equally
important. We need to know where
death is, il only to avoid it; and such
men show us that and much more. OI-
ten accused of having a death wish,
they make careers out ol staying alive.
And that is the simplest, most singular
thing about them. It should not be over-

ind some of them

looked.
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Meet the man who makes
an honest bourbon-
but with manners.

Bourbon came out of the hill country.
i ) Honest but unmannered.

.' : How to make an aristocrat
2 out of it was a challenge to
I.W. Harper. He started
b by keeping the true
honest taste of
bourbon but polishing
off the rough edges.
Which explains why
Mr. Harper's
whiskey is
 known as
honest bourbon-

And which explains,

too, why winning medals all
over the world got tobe a
habit with I. W. Harper.

£ PROCF AND 100 PAODF BOTTLED IN EOND - BOTH KENTUCKY STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKEY - @€ 1 W. HARPER DISTILLING CO. LOUISVILLE, KENTUCKY



PLAYBOY FORUM (continued from page 75)

intended by its originators and pro-
moters 1o provide a needed and
beneficial service in the schools. It is
their sinister objective, instead, 1o
acate an unceasing and dangerous
obsession with sex m the minds of
our children.

As a psychologist, I have long admired
PLAYBOY's cllorts to combat some ol the
genuine ills of our society—such as the
ignorance and neurotic sell-righteousness
expressed in the above passage. I hope
vou will see fit o comment on the
MOTOREDE movement.

Virginia Lee Bender, Ph. D.
San Franasco, California

The quality of Dr. Dvake’s allegations
speaks for itself. It might add perspective
if we pomted out that the publishers of
Chlyistinn Crusade Publications had a rec-
ord of finding a Communist under every
bed, long before they began to discover
that theve was a Communisi in every
bed: Two of theiy previous publications,
“Communism, Hypnotism  and  the
Beatles” and “Rhythm, Riots and Revolu-
tions.” are atlempls to prove that rock
music ts a Communist plot.

MOTOREDE s a ront for the John
Birch Society, which every sane conserv-
ative from William Buckley, Jr.. to Barry
Goldwater has by now vepudiated. It was
the Birch Society that for several years
circulated a book, “The Politician.”
which declaved, without a shred of evi-
dence, that former President Dwight
Etsenhower was a “conscions agent of
the Commumnist conspiracy.” After Eisen-
hower's  depavture  from  office, the
Birchers spread other fairy tales, like the
following (from the Birch magazine,
American Opinion):

In the mud-1930s . . . theve were
reports that experimental stations in
Asiatic Russia had pens of human
women whom the rvesearch workers
were trying to breed with male apes
in the hope of producing a species
better adapted to life under social-
ism than human beings.

As columnist Frank Meyer pointed out
i the conservatroe National Review:

The false analysis and conspira-
torial mania of the John Birch Soci-
ety has moved beyond diversion and
waste of the devolion of its members
to the mobilization of that devotion
i ways divectly anticonsevoative and
dangerous. . . . However worthy the
original motivations of those who
have joined it and who apologize for
it, it is time for them to recognize
that the John Bivch Society is vapid-
ly losing whatever it has in common
wilh patriolism or conservalism-——
and (o do so before their own minds
become warped by adherence to its
unrolling psychoses of conspiracy.

The Birchers “unrolling psychoses”
have advanced quite far since then.
Many  Birch-run  bookstores arve now
carrying two books, “World Revolution”
and “The Federal Reservoe Hoax,” which
claim that the Communist conspiracy is
only a front for another. even more
diabolical conspivacy—the Bavarian Ilu-
aunate, (See the April “Playboy Adiisor”
for details about this fantasy.) According
to the Los Angeles Free Press, some of
the California Bivchers believe that theve
is yel an older, and even worse, conspir-
acy behind the supposed Hluminati—a
conspiracy of snalke men who pass as huy-
mans but ave actually descendants of
Cain, who was unnaturally conceived by
Fve and the serpent. These chimeras
volving cross-fevtihizations between wom-
en and apes or snakes ave a telling com-
ment on the kind of sex education the
Birchers themselves have rveceived.

In announcing the formation of
MOTOREDE to its members, the Birch
Society declared, according to The Re-
view of the News:

Estimating from past experience,
some len percent of the membership
of these committees will be members
of the [John Bich) Society., The
remaring N pervcent will consist of
good citizens, drawn from cvery level
and division of American life, who
are seriously concerned about the fu-
ture of thetr childven and of theiy
country.

Parents who are, indeed, concerned
about the futuve of their children and
their country will welcome honest criticism
and discussion of sex education, which is
still i ats infancy and, admitiedly, im pey-
fect. But trresponsible charges of subuver-
sion huirled at those members of the
community who are sincevely trying to
develop programs in the schools contribute
only to an atmosphere of fear and igno-
vance. The professional demonologists
who use the magic word “communism”
are engaged in a medicval witch-hunt,
the only motive of which is to destroy,
not to correct. A precise picture of theiy
tactics, in context with another group,
was given in The Sacramento Bee:

A group of 110 persons gathering
here from 42 California localities
has vowed 1o fight sex education in
schools and has formed a new organ-
ization, California Families United,
to tackle the issue.

Tames Townsend, who described
himself as a “professional fighter”
against communism since 1934 and
as founder of the Citizens Commitice
of California, offered tips to the
group on how members could be
most effective in heading off school
classes in sex education.

“When you go back to your com-
munities, if you're nol already a

member of an organization, start
one—and don’t hesitate to join ten
more. Go lo school-board meelings
in your town and in other towns—
applaud and groan at the right
Limes and, if necessary, stomp your
fect and scream. . . . The more bra-
zen you are, the more attention
you'll get.

“Our main objective is to stop sex
education throughout the state of
California—and I don’t mean change
i, I mean stop it completely” he
declared.

The following letter, [rom another
community, indicates additional press
exposure of those who confuse sex educa
tion with subversion.

Congressman Larry Winn, Jr., asked
the House Un-American Activities Com-
mittce for information about the mem-
bership of the Sex Inlormation and
Lducation Council of the United States.
thereby implying that he thought sex ed
ucation might be some sort ol subversive
plot. Here is what The Kansas City Star
had 10 say:

From what we have heard, [STE-
CUS] is composed of responsible,
concerned individuals. Certainly the
people in the Kansas City area who
have been interested in sex educa-
tion in the schools could never be
characterized as radicals trying to
undermine the morals of America.

But  however vou quibble over
words, the damage has been done.
We are not sure how the term “un-
Americm” cin be applied 10 sex
education. Sex 15 a function ol exist-
ence that concerns organisms from
the amoeba to mankind, and wheth-
er it cin be defined in terms of
Americanism scems doubtful.

And most certainly the answers are
not likely to be found in a Congres-
sional committee that is supposed to
deal with subversion and sabotage.
Committees that are concerned with
education and health would seem
more appropriate. Unless vou happen
to believe that sex is a diabolical plot
invented by the Communists.

Michael L. Sippy
Berkeley, Missouri

“The Playboy Forum” offers the oppor-
tumity for an extended dialog between
readers and editors of this publication
on subjects and issues raised in Hugh
M. Hefney's contimung editorial series,
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Four booklet
reprints of “The Playboy Philosophy.”
including installments 1-7, §~12, [3-18
and 19-22, are available at 50¢ per book-
let. Address all correspondence on both
“Philosophy” and “Forum”™ to: The
Playboy Forum, Playboy Building, 919 N,
Micligan Ave., Chicago, Illinois 60611.
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TOM JONES

prince of wails

ITs A LoNG way from the Welsh
coal-mining town of Pontypridd
to the ABC-TV studios in Los An-
geles: but Tom Jones, 29, has gone
the distance, sclling 24,000,000
records en route and signing the
biggest night-club and television
contracts ever oflered 1o a British
entertainer. The Flamingo in Las
Vegas will pay him 5840,000 for
one month’s work: and ABC, in
combination with Encland’s ATV,
will 1elevise five years ol Iis boom-
ing baritone and high-powered
hip swinging at a total package
price of S21.500.000—a safe in-
ment, considering the ni-
larity of his current ABC variety
series. To avoid the unusually
burdensome English income tax,
Jones recently became a corpora-
tion—NManagement  Agency  and
Music—sharing control with pop
singer Engelbert Humperdinek. =1
really don’t take much notice of
the money part of i,” Tom says,
but his 150,000 home in Surrey
along with the Bentley Continen-
tal and the Rolls-Royce limousine,
represents a noticeable change
from his far less affluent days in
Wales. Inspired by such Stateside
balladcers as Billy Lckstine, Billy
Daniels and Ernie Ford, Tom
smg for years in church choirs,
then graduated an 16 1o singing in
the local pubs. Working day
building laborer and performing
wherever he could. he finally was
heard by Gordon Mills, a hit song-
writer, who decided on the spot
to manage his carcer. Tom's h
international hit, It's Not U
usual, was recorded in London
in 1965, and such subsequent
smashes as What's New, Pussycat?,
Green, Green Grass of Home and
Delilaly have earned him a vaniety
of honors—including a Grammy
and a Royal Command Perform-
ance. Now, lour years and eight
Ed Sullrvan appearances later, he
looks [orward to stints at New
York's Copacabana and the Fla-
mingo. concerts [rom Australia to
Hawaii and renewed production
ol his serics in Los Angeles
Liter this summer. “It's fine once
you've made it in America,” Jones
reflects. “But it's difhcult to main-

tain stayving pov " In his ¢
we doubit 1. With arly income
that should soun reach £1,000.000
and with the promise of contin-
ued video and record success, Tom
Jones has more than enough go-
ing for him to guaranice a long
184 and Jucrative stay in the limelight.




ARTHUR ASHE courling success

A RARE DEGREE of poise under pressure plus a demoralizing serve
have made 25-vear-old Arthur Ashe the nation’s top-ranked tennis
player—and the only black star in an otherwise lily-white sport.
Ashe’s celehrated cool reflects the steadfastness of his father, who
was caretaker of the Richmond, Virginia. playeround where Ar-
thur first swung a tennis racker. The elder Ashe, who had kept
his family together on faith and a shoestring, wept with pride
List year as his son whipped Tom Okker in the U.S. Open finals
at Forest Hills. There had been little opportunity for Ashe, Jr.,
to master his game in segregated Richmond, but seven scasons
under the wielage of R. Walter Johnson, a Lyndhburg doctor
who guides young black tennis hopefuls, helped him develop a
serve powerful enough to win several major tournaments and a
scholarship to UCLA. Though the Dallas Country Club canceled
its 1966 invitational tournament rather than let Ashe compete,
he Tound himself accepted—indeed. lionized—throughout the cir-
cuit. It was during his two-year Army hitch, as a systems analyst
at West Point, that Ashe—conditioned in childhood to maintain
silence in the face ol insult—Dbegan to speak out against discrimi-
nation. As his social consciousness matured, so did his court style;
the previously mercurial Ashe, whose inconsistency had heen at-
tributed by critics to lack ol the killer instinct, won more than 30
straight matches and, last December, helped the U. S, win the
Davis cup for the hrst time since 1963, Recently sprung from
the Service. he can now envision a well-paid pro career. pos-
sible lilm roles. additional business affiliations (he already
represents Philip Morris, Coca-Cola and Wilson Sporting Goods,
among others) and a continued assault on American apartheid.
Ashe considered leaving the cup team in sympathy with the
Olympic boycott but decided that “People don't listen to losers.”
Now working for the Urban League, he favors an approach
to equality that is “admittedly slow. but coordinated and sure.”
Militants may disagree—but everybody listens to a winner.

BUCK HENRY /utwit

THESE DAYs, Buck Henry emters laughing. In the wake of The
Graduate—which he scripted—he suddenly became one of
Hollywood's hottest screenwriters. “The Graduate,” he says,
“was one long ball to work on. Mike Nichols is a hell of a
director.” Candy, Henry's next effort as scenarist, was a different
story, however. "I was writing the film as it was being shot,” the
New York—born writer recalls. 1 was also writing to accommo-
date actors who would suddenly appear and be put in the pic
ture. Which is all right, I suppose, but it's not the way to make
a film.” Henry, 39, has just completed his most difficult screen
assignment 1o date—an  adaptation of Joseph Heller's antic
World War Two novel, Catch-22, in which he again teams up
with Nichols. “It was quite a challenge to rework Heller's sense
ol structure without appearing to do so. I also had to cut down
the number of characters, from about 75—too many for a film
—to 30,” Henry said upon returning to his home in Hollywood
Hills after nearly three months newr Guaymas, Mexico, where
part ol Catch-22 was filmed. In addition to writing the script,
Henry (who played the hotel desk clerk in The Graduate) por-
wavs Catch-22's Colonel Korn. I started out in show Dusiness as
an actor.” he says. “ Just alter 1 was graduated from Dartmouth,
the producers of an ill-lated ofl-Broadway play needed a young
man who could convey innocence. lear, corruption, handsomeness
and sexual appeal. Instead, they got me.™ A busy—il little-known
—actor during the late Filties, Henry then spent two years as a
gagwriter for TV's The Garry Moore Show before joining That
Was the Weelk That Was as a writer-perlormer. Following that,
he co-authored (with Mel Brooks) the pilot of NBC's Get
Smart, which soon led to his carcer as a hlmwriter. “['ve only
adapted novels so far,” says Henry. “but next year I intend to
write my first original screenplay.” Judging from his satiric
success thus far, it seems certain that rival screenwriters will
have to strive mightily, indeed. il they intend to pass the Buck.




PLAYBOY

186

MUTUAL FUNDS (continued from page 164)

but increasing. Fund shares, incidentally,
are not purchased in round numbers,
nor even in whole numbers, but in dol-
lar amounts, After deducting the applica
ble commission (if any), the fund simply
aedits the investor with however many
shares the remaining money will buy—
computed down to four decimal places. If
the sharcholder clects to reinvest his div-
idends and capital gains. these. 1o, will be
converted into shares 1o the nearvest ten
thousandth, guaranteeing that every penny
of the investor's money is always working
for him.

Despite such advantages, many younger
investors have tended to shun the Tunds,
in the oft-mistaken beliel that they can
lare better on their own. In the short
run, they possibly can. Given a pinch
of savvy, almost anvone could conceiv-
ably pick a stock that would owshine
a mutual-fund investment—for a month,
a year or even longer. Not a single
mutual fund so much as doubled its
investors’ money in 1968, but Literally
hundreds ol stocks did. In fact, on the
over-the-counter market alone (it's not

really & market but a collection of them,
where brokers buy and sell Linle-known
stocks), 52 stocks advanced by more than
1000 percent in 1968, At least a few in-

vestors must have been fortunate enough
to own the year's best performer, Diver-
o Inc., a company so obscure that diligent
rescarch has failed to unearth the nature
ol its operations, other than that it was
“lormerly in the swimming-pool business.”
The company doesn’t scem to have so
much as a telephone, but it does have
lots of tax losses, and these were sul-
ficient to propel it from 1 cent a share
(Januwary 2, 1968) o S2.12 (December
31, 1968), for an impressive gain of
21100 percent. The odds against picking
a winner such as this are formidable:
Who in his right mind would buy a
stock in a company that doesn’t even
have a phone? And if the odds against
making one such investment are steep,
the odds against making a series of them
—taking the profits rom the first stock and
sinking them all into a second, taking
the proceeds from the second and invest-
ing them all in a third, and so on—are
impossible. It would be easier 1o pick a
12-horse parlay. something no one has
ever done. The problem with stock pyr-
amids, as with 12-horse parlays, is that no
matter how lucky or perspicicions the
bertor might be, sooner or later the
whole edihce is bound 1o collapse, and
when it does, the uliimate bad bet wipes

out the profits from all the previous
good ones.

But there iv a sort of parlay that
investors can and do make money on,
and it's a technique that's at once re-
warding and prosaic. The only require-
ment is patience and the leverage of
compound intevest. For investors gifted
with patience, funds can provide scads of
tompounding, by virtue ol the aloremen-
tioned commission-free reinvestment of
dividends and capital gains. Essentially,
compounding means that after the ini-
tial investment has produced dividends
of one sort or another, the investor then
begins receiving dividends on his divi-
dends, then dividends on the dividends
on the dividends, and so on. ad in-
finitum. How this actually works lor the
[und investor is best undersiood through
an ancient and well known hnancial Tor-
muli  called the rule of 72, For a
rcason that is knowable but not worth
knowing. the number 72, divided by the
prevailing rate of compound interest,
will reveal the number of years required
for a sum of money to double, An invest-
ment that increases at 18 percent a year,
for instance, will double every four years
—beciuse 72 divided by 18 cquals 4.
Fighteen percent mav seem a bit steep,
but it’s theorctically quite achievable in
funds these days. In fact, ics very dose to
the gain that the average mutual fund
racked up last vear. In the past decade,
the 25 top-performing funds cach year,
with capital gains reinvested, have pro-
duced average annual returns as high as
33 percent, and never lower than 14
percent.

I'he Tunds deserve credit for this per-
formance. but not quite as much credit
as one might think. An exhaustive com-
puter survey, conducted a few years ago
at the University of Chicago, showed
that the werage annual profit (before
taxes) on any New Yok Stock Exchange
investment held for one month or longer
—regardless of what the company  was,
when the shares were purchased or when
they were sold—was 9.3 percent. If a ran-
dom investment in stocks returns 9.3 per-
cent, 1t seems reasonable 1o expect that
highly touted and highly paid fund man-
agers can produce twice that. Assuming
a compound-interest rate of 18 percent,
the rule of 72 reveals that a young man
could mvest a paltry $1000 in funds at
the age of 20 and at 60 cmerge a million-
aire. If he's not willing to sweat out 40
years, he can up the initial ante 10
530,000 and watch it run 1o almost
SLO00,000 in only two decades. Of course,
this example is wildly theoretical, in that
it makes several assumptions of a future-
predictive nature. The (uture, as we all
know, is never predictable. But still, the
example does emphasize a basic point:
that compound interest is not 1o be
derided.

Given the manilest advantages of



compound interest, the problem of pick-
ing a mutual fund seems 1o be simplicity
itsell: The investor should select which-
ever fund will give him the largest per-
centage ol return, year alter vear. This is
actually anifly, even an impossible, prop-
osttion, but it’s still what many [und
investors (probably a majority of relative
newcomers) actually attempt. These in
vestors will confess thar they have only
one goal: to make as much money as they
can in as short a time as possible. Need-
Iess 1o say. a good muny (unds have
sprung up 1o accommodate them. Seven
vears ago, the SEC was worried  th
mutual funds were being managed oo
conservatively, but it now thinks the
[unds aren’t conservative enough. For-
mer SEC chairman Manuel F. Cohen
recently  expressed  his concern, in a
national business magazine, about an in
creasingly speculbative  dimate  that  has
been enveloping the mutual-fund Dusi.
ness; and Cohen’s successor, Hamer H.
budge, complained 10 Congress last Feb-
ruany shout a cult ol perlormance among
[und managers who locus on short-term
profits in order 10 make their shares more
salable.

The cule of performance certainly ex-
ists—not only amoung fund managers but
among  lund  investors.  Iuvestors, like
everyonce else, have no way 1o predict the
[uture, so they usually rely on the cvi-
dence of the past when selecting the
fund (hey think will make the most
moncy for them. In other words, they
buy funds that have a past or current
history ol success. Several firms specialize
i ratng muttal  funds periodically—
ranking them axccording to how well they
are doing in e performance derby—
and whenever new ratings are published,
investors [all all over themselves lor the
privilege of throwing money at the top-
ranked lunds. Mates Investment Fund, the
one that refuses 1o invest in the munitions
indusury, learned the hard way just how
anxious the public is to invest in a win-
ning situzation. About a year ago, Mates
was perlorming so much better than any
other fund that it was Literally inundated
with investor money—so much so that the
fund couldn’t keep up with its paperwork
and had 1o stop selling new sharves. Mira-
bile dictu, Mates Fund actually rejecred
some 350,000,000 in investor moncy. On
the strength ol its top vating alone (Mates
Fund is a no-doad [und, without commis-
sions or a sales force), its size had grown
by a lacior ol wen in six dizzying months.
By the end of the year, the fund was so
successltul that it was almost forced out
ol business; one ol the stocks in 1ts
portlolio had gone from $3.25 10 333,
and suddenly comprised about one fifth
ol the Tund’s assets. As noted, the securi-
tics laws insist that no single mvestment
constitute more than 1/20 of a lund's
assets, so Mates Fund had to sell. Un-
fortunately, for reasons too complicated
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to discuss, the zooming stock was such
that it couldn't be sold on the open
market. Lacking a market, it was im-
possible to evaluate. As a consequence,
Mates was forced to stop redeeming its
own shares—almost an unprecedented
cvent in the mutwil-fund business. The
fund now hopes to resume normal operi-
tions shortly, though one is not entirely
certain what normal means in this case.

The ratings that sparked all the initial
interest in Mates Fund arve published pe
riodically in some of the financial maga-
rines. As published, however, they are
olten  incomprehensible, and a better
source is usually a brokerage house. Any
reputable broker will be able to lend vou
abundant material Irom Wiesenberger
and Company. a New York firm that pub-
lishes a huge annual compilation ol data
(including easv-to-read charts) about past
and carrent fund performance. The best
of the rating services is probably the
Lipper list. published in various forms
(including a weekly ranking ol the hot-
test funds) by the Arthur Lipper Corpo-
ration, a brokerage house in New York.
You can buy the big Wiesenberger book
for $40, but the Lipper service costs up
to $500 annually, so it’s best to borrow a
broker's copy.

The unhappy experience of Mates
Fund notwithstanding, onc of the inter-
esting aspects of the mutual-fund per-
formance derby s that success breeds
success, at least in the short run. Once a
fund rises to the top ranks, it tends to

stay there for a while. The rcasons for
this are obscure (lor anvone who's inter-
ested, the subject is discussed in derail in
the June 1968 Fortune), bur they def-
initely relate to the influx of cish from
new investors that usually accompanies a
ligh position in the fund-performiance
list. A high ranking means new investors,
and new investors mean new  money.
Once a fund management is blessed with
new money, it is free 1o buy good new
stocks whenever it finds them; it can buy
when the market goes down (obviously,
this is the best time to buy) and it can
count on receiving uselul research about
hot new stocks from brokerage houses
eager to get their hands on some of that
incoming cash. Funds not blessed with
new money, on the other hind, must dip
mto their reserves to make new invest-
ments or o meet redemptions. I they
are [ully invested and have no cash
(most funds try to keep some in re-
serve), they must sell old investments,
often at a loss, or at least at a time when
they should not be sold. To the extent
that a fund enjoys a steady stream of
new money, it will be able to make the
sort of good new investments that will
keep it high in the rankings; and
when a fund stays high in the rankings,
it keeps getting more new moncey. Port-
lolio mamigers—the men who actually
make the funds’ investment decisions—
generally admit that a steady influx of
new cash is crucially important to their

“Boy! Mom’'s really stacked, isn’t she?”

own well-being, financial as well as psy-
chological. It’s not simply 10 appease their
cgos that fund managers are engaged in
a no-holdsbarred battle to get into the
top 10, or at least into the top 25, on the
ranking lists.

WHERE TO LEARN MORE ABOUT
AUTUAL FUNDS

Ordinary sources ol investment in-
formation are gencrally deficient in
their coverage of mutual [unds. Both
The Wall Street Journal and The New
York Times (available at anv well-
stocked  newsstand)  occasionally  vun
perceptive reports about [unds. Bar-
ron’s (avatlable each Monday at the
same newsstand) reports on funds irreg:
ularly, and four umes a year ranks
them and discusses what stocks they
are buying and selling.

Forbes (published twice a month by
Forbes, Inc, 60 Filth Avenue, New
York. New York 10011: subscription
$8.50 annually) runs a regular column
about funds and a complicated rating
cach August.

An otherwise dull magazine called
Financial World (published weekly at
17 Bauery Place, New York, New
York 10004: $28 annually) features a
regular column, by-lined by Edward
Ryan, that discusses the fund business
with perception and intelligence.

An  expensive monthly  magazine
called Fundscope (539 a vear from
Fundscope Inc., 1800 Avenue of the
Stars. Los Angeles, California 90067)
publishes more statistics about mutual
funds than most investors would ever
care to interpret.

The jazziest, most candid and most
mieresting of all the literature about
mutual funds is a monthly magazine
called The Institutional Investor; its
editor is George |. W. Goodman, alias
Adam Smith. Sad to say, this is a con-
trolled-circulation periodical, for money
managers only: but if your broker gets
a copy, it's well worth bhorrowing.

Watching all this jockeying, the casual
observer might guess that most funds
share the same objective: to make as
much money as possible [or their share-
holders. This, unfortunately, is just not
true. A great many funds, especially the
newer ones, and most especially the ones
that the reader will be looking for, do
v to maximuze prolits—but by and Luge,
the scope ol their investment goals is
much broader. Some funds. for instance,
are interested only in the preservation of
apital—io  accommodate investors who
have readicd that lofty state where their
primary concern  is  simply  keeping
what they already have. Other funds pur-
suc the maximization ol income—for
widow and orphan types who must live




on whatever they can best squeeze from
a hxed sum ol money. Most other [unds
can generally be ranked according to their
willingness to take risks.

Since the funds cm make money in
two ways—Irom dividend income and
from capital gains—the most sensible
way to classily them would be to divide
them into two groups: income [unds and
capitalygains funds, which might better
be called growth funds. But even here,
we're forced to add a third category,
speaal funds, 1o pick up everything that
doesn't fall imo the hirst two categories.
(Many ol the Tunds Listed earlier would
qualily as special funds.)) Income funds
are for anvone who has a specific sum of
cash and doesn’t want 10 risk diminish-
ing it in the process of wrving 1o make it
grow. But the lure of tax-lavored capi-
tal-gains  profit is so great that even
income funds sometimes don’t scem terri-
bly interested in income. O 15 income-
oriented  funds  recently  tabulated by
Fundscope, only two paid dividends
higher than hve percent in 1968. The
highest dividend paver of 375 lunds ex-
amined is called Keystone B-4 (most funds
have more evocative names) and it re-
turned 5.69 percent. Since even short-
term Treasury notes are now paying
around six percent, the objective observ-
er must conclude that people solely in-
terested in income shouldn’t be dabbling
in funds at all.

In fact, the straight-income {unds have
a relatively small following: They ac-
count lor less than five percent ol the
mutual-fund business. One of the reasons
they attract even this much auention is
that the conservative nature of their port-
folios makes them relatively safe in-
vestments and  sometimes, in  periods
when speculators are disenchanted with
high-llying growth stocks, makes them
good sources ol capitalgains profits as
well. The year 1968 was such a period,
and 1t embarrassed a great many lunds
because their declared inmentions simply
did not reconcile with their actual per-
formance. Funds that claimed to be in-
vesting primarily for growth wound up
producing nothing but income—and not
much ol that. And [unds ser up o invest
for income were beset with embarrassing-
ly large capital gains. Channing Growth
Fund. for exiimple, “grew™ a modest two
pereent, while its conservative sister fund,
Channing Income Fund, grew abour 13
times faster, inacasing the value of its
investors’ holdings by 2514 percent. In
outhts like the Channing  group, the
managers  run different but  similarly
named  Tunds designed to achieve dif-
lerent results. (One ol the happy aspects
of such multiple arrangements is thae the
managements usually let their sharehold-
ers shift their holdings from one [und in
the family to another, without having o
vepeat the helty commissions.) O[ nine

such management groups this author
knows about—each offering one [und
dediciited 1o growth and another dedicat-
ed to income—the income funds outgrew
their growth counterparts last year in all
but one instance. Fundscope’s list of 15
income funds, which includes virtually
all income funds of any consequence,
averaged 17.9 percent growth in 1968, A
comparable group ol 173 growth funds
averaged just 12,3 percent.

Burt at least they grew. While stocks
on the average went up four to eight
percent in 1968 (depending on  which
index vou read and how you read 1),
Manhattan Fund, one of the Lugest
and bestknown ol the growth [unds,
declined seven percent. As the fund’s
president, ex-wizard Gerry Tsai, Jr.. ad-
mitted to his sharcholders: “Our invest-
ment judgment on growth stocks was
faulty. Put simply, we tended 1o overstay
better-known erowth stocks.” In business,
as in life, faulty judgment can hurt
Manhattan’s Hamletlike tendencies to
overstay lost it $134,000,000 in profits
that it could have taken but didn’t. Tsai
may be more candid than most growth-
fund presidents, but his fund was not
alone in its less-than-meteoric perlorm-
ance. OF 375 well-established  [unds
tracked by Fundscope through 1968, 48
wound up trailing the Dow-Jones Indus-
trial Average. The D. J. I. A, as most in-
vestors are well aware, is a widely followed
market index comprised ol 30 somewhat
stodgy Dblue-chip stocks not noted for
their volatility; last year, assuming rein-
vestment of dividends. the Average gained
7.3 percent. Of the 48 mutual funds that
did less well than this, 30 of them—almost
two thirds—Dbill themselves as growth
funds. Besides Tsair’s Manhattan Fund,
four other growth lunds grew negatively.

In fairness to the growth funds, 1968
was a very peculiar vear, and their
average 18 percent increase is not to be
faulted, being precisely the hgure needed
to compound S1000 into $1.000,000 (in
40 years) according to the rule of 72, How-
ever, before any readers rush out to
make $1,000,000, they must be cautioned
that it’s highly unlikely that any growth
fund—even the Dbest, whichever that
might be—can sustain such a growth rate
for 10 or 20 years. The best-performing
funds each year will probably gain more
than 18 percent, but the ranks ol the best
will change as time goes by, This is because
while success breeds success in the mu-
tual-fund business, it also carries with it
the seeds of ultimate [ailure. To the
extent that a fund’s current prosperity
lures money from new investors, the fund
nself must suffer sooner or later, becuse
it will someday be too large to manage
nimbly. The Federal laws that govern
mutuak-fund activities assure this. Not
only can {unds have no more than five
percent ol their money in any one
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company but they also can’t own more
than ten percent of any single company’s
shares. These restrictions were designed 1o
keep funds [rom exercising a manage-
ment role in the companies in which
they invest (a role they olten exerdse
anyway). but their real eflect is to aamp
the style of a fund once it has grown
beyond a certain size. Consider a hypo-
thetical billion-daollar fund. The hve per-
cent rule says the fund may own up to
$50,000,000 worth of any one stock (hve
percent ol a billion). But most potential
investments, especially the smaller, more
promising companies, where the biggest
profits ine often 10 be made, have less than
350.000.000 in shares—and the fund is
limited 10 owning only ten percent of
them. The result, quite simply, is that as a
fund gets larger, it is forced 1o diversify in-
creasingly or to invest more and more in
well-established hirms with vast numbers of
shares outstanding—the very companies
that, because of their Lrge size, usually pro-
vide the least action. Common sense in-
dicates that the number ol small, hot
companies is limited: and even if a lge
fund elects 10 conhine itself 1o these. sooner
or later it will own as much as it can of
them and will have no place else 10 go. In
the process, it will also pitk up a number
of small. promising companies that fail 1o
live up 1o their promise. The message
should be clear: Once a fund gets past a
certain size, its activities are increasingly
restricted. v can diversily by buying
an ever-larger number of small-company
stocks: it can buy ever-bigger chunks of
the well-cstablished companies: or it can
do both. But whatever it does, it is not
likely 1o keep making the profits that
attracted most of its investors in the first
place. Last year, the ten largest funds
gained only 6.5 percent, slightly less than
Standard and Poor’s broad composite
stock average. Massachusetts  Investors
Trust, with assets over two hillion dollars,
has for years aced very much like the
Dow-Jones Industrial Average.

Perhaps the most interesting illustra-
tion of the dilemma of success is pro-
vidad by Enterprise Fund, a growth Tund
headquartered in Los  Angeles. With-
ont  qualiication,  Enterprise  has  been
the most consisiently  successlul of all
mutual funds in recent yeawrs, It has
been the only fund to rank among the
op 25 lor each ol the past six years. No
other Tund has accomplished this Teat since
19410, when new legislation changed the
structure of mutual funds and meaning-
Tul ics began to accumulate. A
$10,000 investment in Enterprise Fund
at the beginning of 1963—deduciing the
9.3 pereent Joad and  assuming  subse-
quent reinvestment of all capital-gains
distributions and dividends—was worth

stat

close 1o $70,000 at the beginning of this
year. In the case of Enterprise, success
has assuredly bred success. The fund’s
assets increased by a factor of several
hundred during the period discussed,
growing from $3,000,000 10 almost one
billion dollars. Most of that was new
money, attracted by the fund's impresx
sive  performunce. Enterprise’s  philoso-
phy, as enunciated by its  porifolio
manager, Fred Carr, is 1o invest in “cmeng-
ing growth situations”—small companies
that promise great success. How many
such companies there are is open to
question: At last count, Enterprise had
some 350 stocks in its portfolio, which
surely makes it less flexible than when it
was a S6,000,000 fund and could invest
in the most promising 35 of these 350.
Carr, in fact, has recognized the prob-
lems of bigness and has divided the
Enterprise portlolio internally into a num-
ber of dilferent bundles, each tended by
a separate manager. Whether this at-
tempt at  sell-imposed  smallness  will
work remains 1o be seen, for the five
and ten percent rules still apply 10 the
fund as a whole, not 1o the mdividual
bundles. Yet the [und increased over 40
peveent in pershare value last year—an
unprecedented gain for a fund so Large.
In fact, Enmerprise was outperlormed by
only a lew other Tunds, one of which was
the illstarred Mates Fund. But no mat-
ter how well Emerprise does in years 1o
come, it will cerrainly not duphicine s
record ol the past six years. 1 its size
were  to  increase  that  much  again,
it would wind up owning almost 80
billion dollars’” worth of sccurities, which
wouldn’t leave much lor the rest of us.

The dilemma ol Enterprise Fund is
also the dilemma ol the man who wants
to invest in funds. Few people would
want to buy into a fund with an un-
proven wrack record, but a fund with a
good track record may have grown too
large to sustain its previous rate of suc
cess, Most primted information about
mutual funds will tell you, in one way
or another, that the only real measure of
value is how a fund has performed over
several years. Unfortunately, this just
isn’t wrue, and most of the muual-
fund rating services admit it. Aflter arm-
ing the reader with endless pages of
statistics about past performance, the
services will note, with some coyness, that
past results shoukd under no circumstances
be construed as an indication of Tuture
perfonnance.

Despite contradictions such as this,
there are a few guidelines that would-be
mutnal-fund mvesiors cn follow. First,
it never hurts to know how a fund’s
management is being compensated. Be-
sides the growing number of funds with
sliding compensation schedules (which

means that the managers get a smaller
cut as the pie expands), some [unds,
especially newer ones, reward their man-
agement on the basis of how well the
fund performs in comparison with the
broad stock-market averages.

In addition, the pmemiul investor
should make sure that all the fine-print
terms of the Tund-—such as those relating 10
reinvestment of profits, ultimate  with-
diawal ol money, possible dunges for
geiting out—are suitable. The fund’s pro-
spectus—which by law must be given 1o
the potential investor belore he commits
himself—will yield all this information,
though in many cases only reluctantly,
The prospectus will also give the inves-
tor a relativelv recent glimpse at the
fund’s portlolio—lor whatever that’s
worth. In a typical growth fund, many
stockholdings will mein nothing even to
the most sophisticited investor: beyond
that, the information will probably be
stale. Funds are yequired 1o divalge the
make-up of their portfolios twice a year,
and most funds do it quarterly: but this
imlormation is wsuallv monihs out ol date
before the invesior gets it. Anyway, the
law permits funds to hide five percent of
their investments; so il thevre imo some-
thing really interesting. you probably
won’t hind 1t.

All other things being equal, which they
never are, it 15 wise 10 pick a lund with a
goodd track record, though preferably one
that hasn’t been so good for so long as 1o
bloat the fund to a point where it widdles
rather than runs. Most [und literature
tells the investor to pick a fund that’s
performed well in both up and down
markets, but this advice is dubious. In
general, stocks have been 1 for so
long that most funds haven’t had much
experience in bad markets. Even if you
do find a fund that did well in 1929 or
in any of the more recent setbhacks (1962
or 1966, lor instance), there's no giaran-
tee that the siune canny men are sull at
the helm. Chances are they were so well
rewarded for their perspicacity  that
they've now retired or gone on 1o bener
jobs. So don’t pay nearly as much aten-
tion to past performance as vou pay to
present perlormance. That is, once you've
decided on a hund. or once you've bought

it, keep an eye on i if, over time, you
hnd it's not doing as well as many other
Tunds, or il it's not doing as well as stocks
i general, then you should consider sell-
ing out. O course, the commissions you
will have paid may make this more dil-
ficult. 11 you paid the typical 9.3 pereent,
for instance, unless the fund has increased
9.3 pereent by the ume you sell. you'll
take a loss.

This is one of the big problems in-
volved in investing in ithe load Tunds.
Not only is the price of admission steep



but, once it’s been paid, it tends to lock
vou h OF course, the investor s {ree to
get out at anv time: but i getting out
mans taking a loss due solely 10 the
salesman’s commission, then the investor
would have done better not getting inat
all In Erirness 1o the load Tunds, they
do lower their commissions drastically
on Enge purdhases. This partially accounts
tor their increasing nadaiveness o very
woalthy dnvestors, but it's small consola-
tish to the dess aflluent. who generally
hive 1o pav m the 1op rate. Here's a
sample ol o mutuai-Tund - commission
schedule. Tes wken from the prospectus
ol Flacher Capital Fund (run by the
Enterprise people). but similar rates ap-
pIv 1o most others.

Sales

Amount o Investmenn Clunve

S 500 but under 8 25,000, 8500,
525000 hut under S 30,000 6,907
S OA.000 hut wider S125.000. 1,900,
NZH.000 But under 8250000029007
SZH0.000 bhin under S500,000. 18007
SHL000 and move ... 1OOC

The Larger figures are especially inter-
esting in that they e entively  hy-
pothetical: Fleicdher won't allow  anv
myvestor 1o purchase more than 850,500
worth of ity shares. To get the lower
percentages, investors must  also buy
other funds v the Enterprise  group.
Fven the smaller figures in the table are
somewhat mythical. In o form of marthe-
matical legerdemain peculiar to mutual
tunds. the load funds compute  their
commissions not on the value of the
shares purchased but on the entire trans-
action, commission included. As an ex-
ample, sav vou want 10 invest SI000 in a
fund. The commission, a salesman tells
vou, s BLL percent—>S83. So 585 goes to
the sidesman and  related  middlemen,
and the  rest—S915—buvs  vour fTund
shares, Suddenly, vou're not investing
SH000 at all. You're investing 5915 and
paving S85 for the privilege. Long divi-
sion reveals thar 385 is 9289 percent of
S5, and that’s the tvpical commission
on a small transaction: 9.3 percent. This
is a rivial point. to be sure: so trivial
thar the Tunds should consider comput-
ing their commissions in a more straight-
forward manwer, rather than making
porential customers resort 1o mathemat-
ios they laven’t used since high school.

Short ol writing lor & prospectus and
recomputing the figures, the casiest way
ol determining o given fund’s maximum
connnission cost is to consule the mu-
tual-Tunds listing in the daily inancial
pages. Many daily papers are woefully
skimpy i dheir mutual-fund  staristics,
Lur even the worst usually publish some
sort ol listing. which might include sev-
crial hundred diflerent Tunds. arranged
in alphabetical order. with 1two  prices
alter each nume. In terminology more
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appropriate to over-thecounter  stocks,
the two prices are usually headed “Bid”
and “Asked.” The bid price 1sn’t really a
bid at all—it’s simply the net asset value
per share of the fund for that particular
alternoon. That's the price at which the
Tund will redeem whatever shares it re-
ceives that day. The asked price is the
price at which it will sell shares, and
the difference between the two prices is the
amount the investor will have to pay in
commissions. From these figures, readers
can compute preasely what commission
they’ll have to pay to purchase a par-
ticular Tund.  Nonmathematicians  can
simply examine the two figures to see if
the diffcrence (called the spread) is rela-
nvely lavge or small. I it’s Large, then the
commission on that fund is high, and
vice versa. If the two figures are identi-
cal, that means there's no commission at
all. In other words, the fund is a no-
load, and you can buy into it at net
asset value. A recent mutual-fund  list-

ing in The Wall Street Jownal, which
each business day publishes onc of the
most comprehensive of all such listings,
showed 297 funds, of which 32 were in
the noloud category.

It's almost incredible that so many
mutual funds can flourish while there is
such a gross disparity among their com-
mission structures. In any ordinary busi-
ness, the firm that charged the lowest
commissions would very quickly garner
most of the wade. But in the mutual-
fund business, the opposite holds true.
The firms with the highest commission
rates, as a group, account for a majority
of the business. One reason for this is
that the mutual-fund  product—future
performance—is  unknowable. A fund
that you pay 9.3 percent to get into
may, indeed, outshine a similar one that
charges no commissions at all. There’s no
way of telling until after the fact—when
the information is too late to act on.

A simpler reason is that high commis-
sions attract good salesmen, and goad
salesmen sell funds. In fact, it's some-
thing of a dich¢ in the mutual-fund
business that fund shares are not bouglt
—they are sold. This is by way of estab-
lishing the crucial role of the fund sales
man, and the equally aucial role of the
ample commissions that scem necessiny
1o sustain him. Lower the commissions
and you will lower his incentive to sell
funds. Having reduced his incentive,
you will find new fund sales diminish-
ing. We have seen how the absence of
new money can curtail a fund’s growth,
but in extremis, it can do worse than
that. If sales of new shares diminish to a
point where redemptions exceed them
—that is, if more shares are being
cashed in than purchased—then a fund
is in bad trouble, because it's forced to
sell some of its investments to raise cash
to redeem its shares. Fumds don’t like
forced liguidation, because it makes them
scll investments they'd prefer to keep, thus
forgoing future profits. Moreover, since
the redemption rate olten rises when stock
values are declining, such forced sales
usually occur at just the wrong time,
making funds sell stocks at the very mo-
ment they should be buying more.

In fact, the redemption-sales ratio (re-
lating money going out to money com-
ing i) is the Achilles heel of the
mutual-fund business. The danger of a
run on mutual funds, similar to the
bank runs that occurred with such dis-
turbing [requency in the Bonnie and
Clyde era, has never been real, beciuse
continuing  growth—and  an  ever-
expanding sales force—has enabled funds
to meet redemptions easily out of new
cash. That is, in the aggregate, they've
always had enough money from new
sales to redeem the shares of current
investors who, for various reasons, want
out. But as the fund industry matures,
it’s at least possible to imagine a day
when a relatively Luge number of inves
tors, who might have purchased fund
shares long bLefore for the kids' college
or for retirement, decide 10 get out. II,
as scems most  likely, this  increased
desire to redeem comes at a time when
money is scarce, stock values are declin-
ing and sales of new fund shares are off,
then the funds will be forced to sell
many of their investmems to raise
enough cash to mect redemptions. A
wholesale lLiquidation of this sOrt—espe-
cially nowadays, when monolithic insti-
tutions ol one stripe or another control
a sizible chunk of all common-stock in-
vestments—could  cause a stock-market
sell-off of major proportions, leeding on
itsell in a snowball clfect, as more and
more fundholders perceived ever-dimin-
ishing stock prices and decided that
they, too, should unload. Such a situa-
tion actually occurred in Japan in the




carly Sixties; there, however, the govern-
ment halted a potential snowball by
creating a state stock-buving company to
provide a stable market for shares that
the funds were forced 1o liquidate.
Obviously, a fund sell-oft of this mag-
nitude has never occurred in the U.S.
In a report o Congress 30 vears ago, the
SEC examined the performance of 40
open-end investment companies (that’s
all there were back then) during the
boom-und-bust decade between 1927 and
1936. Those vears were darkened by the
worst stock market in American finan-
cial history: but yet, the SEC discov-
eredd, not a single fund went bankrupt,
and funds sold S$564,000,000 in new
shares and redeemed only  $142.000.000
in old ones. In other words, sales outran
redemptions four to one, even during
the great crash of 1929 and the subse-
quent Depression. More recently, in the
briel market crash of May 1962, when
the Dow-Jones Industrial Average fell
8.5 percent,  fund  values  deteriorated
drastically, but people kept buying more:
sales were 5292 000,000 that month, and
redemptions only S122,000.000. Fund buy-
ers also predominated in the stock-market
decline that began Last December, though
the precise higures aven’t yet available,
One reason for this unflappable inves-
tor behavior is that a market collapse
tends to lure new customers into the
funds: shrewd investors who know a
bargain when they see one, and less-
shrewd investors who have been chas-
tened in stocks and reach the belated
recognition that they can’t do as well on
their own as they might have hoped.
Ultimately, the fact that funds are pur-
chased heavily even in had market peri-
ods is a great credit to the mdividual
investors  responsible  for  the  buying.
They are bargain hunting, and doing it
successfully. To the extent that they do
their bargain hunting without the aid of
a salesman, however, they are dcfculing

the funds case for high commission
rates. In fact, lor the intelligent inves-

tor, the most pernicious thing about
mutwd-tund  commissions 15 not  their
size but what they represent. In load
funds, as in lile insurance, a salesman
must be paid, whether or not the s
tomer needs o be sold. To the investor
who has spent weeks or even months
doing just what the fund pundits tell
him 10 do—reading dreary prospectuses,
deciphering arcane  charts, sining in a
noisy board room thumbing through the
Wicsenberger books—and then, alter all
this work, linally settles on the one fund
that is precisely right for him, it is
rather galling to be forced to give up 9.3
pereent ol his money o the silesman
who just happens 1o take his order. The
nnestor didn’t need to be sold and the
salesman diddn’e sell him: the fund sold
itsell. Il anyone is to be paid [or the

sales job. it should be the hard-working
investor.

The load funds have an interesting
answer 10 this. (Actually, they have sev-
eral arguments to support their commis
sion structures, but none as engaging as
this one.) The wvotion is that a murual-
fund salesman must be compensated for
all his working time—not just the two
minutes he might spend writing the in-
telligent  investor’s order, but all the
hours he spends telephoning Young Re-
publican membership lists, attending Ki-
wanis luncheons and making friends at
suburban P.T. As. The salesman, as the
[unds see him, is a valuable pillar in the
frec-enterprise  firmament, who  spends
much ol his time praising the virtues
ol capitalism to those olt-negleaed
174,000,000 Americans who, lor vartous
reasons, do not cure to invest. To resist
the tide ol revolution, the load [unds may
be justified in taxing those who have the
wealth and incelligence to make a good
invesiment, in order to subsidize & pro
capitalist propaganda ellort directed at
those who don't. But such a cimpaign
scems to hrustrate the very elements of
choice that are so vital to our lree
markets. Besides, mutual-fund  salesimen
spend very little time with the people
who really need conversion, and—in this
writer's experience—fund salesmen are
not particularly incisive defenders of
capitalism anvway.

One of the reasons for this is that
price competition, that bastion of free
enterprise, is simply illegal in the mutual-
fund business. Section 22(d) of the In-
vestment Company Act of 1940, which
wis written with the grateful cooperation
of the Tund industry, makes it a Federal
crime to sell o mutual Tund at a price less
than whatever the fund’s distributor de-
cides it should be. Last year, both the
Justice Department and the President’s
Council ol Economic Advisors urged re
peal ol 22(d) and, more recently, Senator
John Sparkman of Alabama announced
that his powerlul Banking and Currency
Committee intends to carefully consid-
er repeal. The load-Tund lobbyvists are
strong and well entrenched; but with
this sort of opposition, they are bound
to capitulate soouer or later.

While load lunds certainly provide
their salesmen with incentives to treat
potential  customers  responsively  and
cordially, and while the constant influx
ol new cash generated by these salesmen
nay help the load fund’s performance
considerably. the would-be purchaser ol
load-lund shares must still include the
commission cost in his investment calcu-
lus. Fund salesmen try to minimize the
diflerence between their funds and their
no-load brethrven. In the long run, the
salesmen will say, it's not the initial cost
that counts but how well the fund per
forms. By and large, this is hogwash. As
a lamous economist once noted, in the

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,



PLAYBOY

194

long run we are all dead. In the mean-
time, the future performance of any
mutual lund cannot be known. But the
commission cost, since it is paid in ad-
vance, is manifestlv knowable. It's the
only cost in a mutual-fund investment
that you can caleulate precisely helore
vou commit yourself. To justily taking
the investor's monev, the load lund
should promise performance not  just
comparable with a no-load’s but better,
so much beuer as to compensate for the
commission loss and what that would
grow to il it were free to compound over
the vears, Certainlv. many such  load
funds exist: Load funds outnumber the
no-loads by about ten to one. and by
twice that il you compare assets rather
than funds. Bue at the starting gate, no
one can tell which load lunds will inish
sufficiently in the forctront to justify their
commission charges. In terms ol what
they olfer the investor. most load funds
have a 9.3 percent handicap to overcome,
and the would-be purchaser must weight
his bets accordingly.

Unuil a few vears ago, [und salesmen
—and even the prestigious  statistical
services such as Wiesenberger—tried to
imply that load funds, despite their
steep commiissions, generally outperform
no-loads. This 15 simply not true. and
most likely never was. As a matter ol fact,
syndicated financial writer J. AL Living-
ston, in a long and perceptive series of
articles published lLast summer. advanced
impressive statistics—representing o ten-
vear period—io show that the no-load
[unds, mainly because they allow the in-
vestor 1o begin with his full capital rather
than with only 90.7 percent ol it gen-
crally make more monev lor their in-
vestors.  Recent statisties  published  in
Fundscope tend 10 confirm  this. and
perhaps the simplest alhirmation ol all is
that the best-performing fund in the past
two years. Neuwirth Found, is o no-load.
In fact. according to Forbes, four of the
top hive par formers in 1968 were no-loads.
(In the first two and a hall months ol
this vear. however. only 1 of the top
25 funds were no-loads—which probably
proves nothing except the protean na-
ture of mutual-fund statistics.)

Beciuse the no-oads, ac least in the
ageregate, do offer what seems to he
better value. and because. lacking o sales
force 10 beat the drums for them. thev
are more dificult 1o learn about than
load Tunds. we present here an alpha-
betical list of well-established  no-load
mutual funds. All of them have heen
around Tor at least eight vears. which
gives them something ol a track record.
All are dedicned to growth. which makes
them somewhat speculative and  there-
fore more interesting lor the younger
mvestor, and all have perlormed cred-
itably—or at least reasonably well—in
the past few years. None charge redemp-

o

tion fees and—except where noted—
they all permit automatic reinvestment
of both dividends and capital-gains in-
come. The hist s not a recommendation,
nor is it by any means complete. It's just
it representative aross section ol what's
available, and the reader might want to
investigate some of these, or others not
listed. Addresses are induded because—
on request—any fund will send a pro-
spectus.

American  Investors Fund, B8 Field
Point  Road, Greenwich, Connecticut
06830, has been a top perlormer since
1962, and its assets are now well over
S200.000,000. Many ol its investment de-
cisions are based on technical analysis—
which means that the fund’s managers
prefer charts o balance sheets.

De Vegh Mutual Fund lnc., 20 Ex-

change Place, New York, New York
10005, is relatively small, with  assets

around 550,000,000, Especially consider-
ing its size, it has a commendably low
expense ratio, which means that its man-
agement is quite diligent in keeping
costs down.

Drexel Equity Fund Inc, 1500 Wal-
nut Street, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania
19101, is both relatively new (1961) and
relatively  small  (around  $12,000.000).
IUs done quite well in recent vears and,
like A L F., 1t olten invests on the basis
ol chart action.

Energy Fund, 53 Broad Street, New
York, New York 10004, has assets over
S100,000,000 and  favors energy-related
stocks—oil, uranium and so on.

Ivy Fund, Inc., 135 Berkelev, Boston,
Massachusetts 02116, was founded in
1960 and has been rated (by Fund-
scopey an above-average perlormer in
six_ of the past eight vears; it all but
doubled its investors’ money in 1967
and showed a healthy 39 percent in-
crease last vear.

Penn Square Mutual Fund, 451 Penn
Square, Reading, Pennsylvania 19603,
has a respectable long-term record and
now bhoasts assets around  S170.000.000:;
however, its reinvestment  program  is
slightly - restrictive, and  the would-be
buver should check this cavefully.

Scudder Special Fund. Inc. 345 Park
\venue. New York, New York 10022,
has been a top perlormer for the past
decade. though it has been publidy av
able Tor onlv three years.

Would-be swingers might want 1o in-
vestigae  the  following  three no-load
funds as well. These are less seasoned
than the previous seven: all were Tormed
in the past few years and all fall into
the go-go category; that is, they are
designed for investors who are willing to
entail substantial risk in hopes of sub-
stantially higher profs.

Hubshman Fund, Inc, 666 Fifth Ave-
nue, New York, New York 10019, em-
ploys sophisticated investing techniques

—short selling, leveraging its position by
investing with  borrowed money, and
dabbling in sophisticated optious called
puts and calls—in the pursuit of greater
profit. Results so Far have been mixed:
the fund did fairly well in 1967 but
barely kept pace with the cost of in-
flation in 1968. Hubshman Fund recently
declared its intention to become a load
fund. so that by the time vou read this.
it may no longer be available withow
commission. And two months ago, the
fund’s chairman and piesident.  Louis
Hubshman. Jr., was chastised by the SEC,
which c¢h: lu;ul that the fund had been
overgenerous in rewarding its manage-
ment.

Neuwirth Fund, Middletown Bank
Building, Middletown. New Jersey 07748,
is only two vears old and has so far com-
piled @ record just short of incredible.
The value of each of its shaves increased
300 percent in 1967 and another 72 per-
cent in 1968 As noted, this has made it
the top-performing fund for two straight
years, a leat accomplished by no other
mutual fund of any description in mod-
ern memory. However, like most funds,
it has fared poorly so [ar this vear,
losing 8 percent in the fst 1en weeks.

Gibraluw Growth Fund, 2455 E. Sun-
rise Boulevard. Fort Lauderdale. Flovida
33304, s also quite new, and performed
just about as well as Neuwirth Fund in
1968, In the fist few months of 1969,
however. the fund showed a loss of about
12 pereent.

Two of these ten representative no-
load funds—Energy and Hubshman—
deserve special discussion, becanse each
of them exemplifies a particular genre
ol fund. Energy Fund is one ol the
very few no-loads that are also special-
purpose funds. The most attractive thing
about special funds is that they are very
casy for salesmen 1o sell. A fund de-
signed  especially for doctors is  presum-
ably casily sold 1o doctors. And  the
salesmen of a fund pledged 10 specialize
m oceanography. for instance, can capital-
ze on the glamor and the prospective
riches ol an industry that is just begin-
ning 1o surface. But while these Tunds
are casy 1o sell (that's why almost all of
them are load funds—ithey're a sort of
salesman's delight), they are hell o run,
as any portlolio manager will artest.
Imagine the Irustration of supervising a
fund pledged {(as an improbable exam-
ple) to full investment in the [ried-
chicken business. and suddenly discovering
a genuinely promising company  buried
somewhere in the computer industry, an
mndusory from whidh you are excuded
by charter. The logic here should be dear:
Unless the investor has some unique in-
sight into the futme ol occanography or
fried chicken. he shouldn’t he commining
his money o a portlolio that is largely
restricted to either. Generally speaking,
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YOUR PLAYBOY KEY MAKES SUMMER
SWING—APPLY NOW AND JOIN THE FUN

CHICAGO ’Spe(:tﬂll—-—No mat-
ter where you're headed on va-
cation this summer, there's a
Playboy Club nearby. And, your
Key-Card enables you to make
the Playboy Clubs an integral
part of your vacation planning.

Heading for Europe? Then the
London Club is a must. Located
in the heart of Mayfair, it has
five floors of fabulous wining,
dining and entertainment plus
the added attraction of gaming.
Plan to spend at least an evzning
at the Club sampling Playboy
London style.

If Canada is your destination,
be sure to include Montreal and
the Montreal Playboy Ciub.
You'll enjoy all that Playboy has
to offer with a charming French-
Canadian touch.

Perhaps your plans call for a
resort vacation? In addition to
the Playboy Clubs, there are two
Club-Hotels: Choose the Lake
Geneva Playboy Club-Hotel in
Wisconsin or the tropical para-
dise in the Caribbean, the Ja-
maica Playboy Club-Hotel. Both
feature complete resort facilities
plus all of the best of Playboy.

Going West this year? There
are Playboy Clubs in Los An-
geles, San Francisco, Denver and
Phoenix. Each Club offers some-
thing a little different, a lLittle
special. And The Playboy Club
is always the perfect place for

luncheon, dinner and an evening
of entertainment.

Perhaps you're headed East
this summer? There's a Playboy
Club ready to greet you in Balti-
more, Boston and New York
whenever you're in the mood for
the good life, Playboy style.

If the Midwest is in your va-
cation planning, be sure to visit
Clubs in Chicago, Detroit, Cin-
cinnati, Kansas City and St.
Louis. And if the South beckons,
you'll be welcomed in Atlanta,
New Orleans and Miami.

No matter where you're head-
ed on vacation, The Playboy
Club is there to greet you and
entertain you. If you're not a
keyholder, use the coupon below
and apply today for your vaca-
tion and year-round key to the
good life.

YOU'LL FIND PLAYBOY
IN THESE LOCATIONS
Atlanta - Baltimore * Boston
Chicago * Cincinnati * Den-
ver = Detroit = Jamaica
(Club-Hotel) < Kansas City
Lake Geneva, Wis. (Club-
Hotel) * London * Los An-
geles = Miami - Montreal
New Orleans * New York
Phoenix + St. Louis * San
Francisco

PROPOSED —Cleveland
Great Gorge, N. J. - Wash-
ington, D. C.

D:sco s the Grooviest Spot in 8 Clubs

Michael Callan and wife Patricia
Harty swing at L.A. discothéque.

CHICAGO (Special) — The
really *‘in”" place to be seen these
nights is the discothégue at
eight Playhoy locations. Key-
holders are delighting in the
psychedelic lighting, the latest
way-out sounds and the beau-
tiful disco Bunnies.

Clubsin Atlanta, Denver, Lake
Geneva (Club-Hotel), London,
Los Angeles, New York, St.
Louis and San Francisco feature
a complete discothéque eve-
ning, for a marvelously low price.
And, when the spirit moves you,
you can always head to one of
the other popular rooms for a
late dinner or a wee-hours break-
fast in the Living Room.

Get in on the disco fun by
applying for your Playboy Club
Key-Card!

The Playboy Club is where the action is for you and guests when trav-
eling for business or pleasure in the U_S,, Canada, England and Jamaica.

MAKE SWINGATHON ’69 IN JAMAICA!

JAMAICA (Special—Hundreds
of happy vacationers have al-
ready enjoyed seven fun-filled
days and six romantic nights
under the tropical stars at the
fabulous Jamaica Playboy Club-
Hotel. And, they've enjoyed ev-
erything from an air-conditioned
room with a view to bounteous
breakfasts, gourmet dinners,
cocktail parties and a farewell
champagne brunch for only
$139*

Why not solve your where-
to-go-this-year quandary by
making it a vacation to be re-
membered forever by joining
Swingathon ‘69 now. You can
leave any Saturday from now
through October 25, and return
the following Friday. For com-
plete information, write Hotel

Division, Dept. 9219, Playboy
Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave.,
Chicago, Ill. 60611.

*$139 (U.S. currency) person is
based on double oocupaﬁgr 5169 for
single occupa; 1 $95 for third per
son in room. All rates exclusive of
transportation.

New Minimum Age
For Keyholders: 21

CHICAGO (Special)l—A
new minimum age—21 years
—has been established for
Playboy keyholders. If you
are a gentleman of at least
21 years of age, write now for
your personal Playboy Key-
Card by filling in the coupon
below and mailing it today!

P am sm sm MBECOME A KEYHOLDER. CLIP ANO MAIL TOOAYE =n =m == =m |

l TO: PLAYBOY CLUBS INTERMNATIONAL .
1 Playboy B 919 N. Mict Ave,, Chi Ilinois 60611 1
1 Gentiemen:
I wish 1o obtain my personal Key-Card. l

l NAME (PLEASE PRINTY .
1 occurarion — ]
1 AODRESS - N :
B cirv STATE ZiF CoDE |
l U.5. Application Fee is $25; Canadian Application Fee is $30 (Canadian). Applhi- l

caton Fee includes $1 for year's subscnption to VIP, the Club magazine. The
l Annual Account Maintenance Charge, currently $5 in U.S. and $6 (Canadian) .
' in Canada, is wawved for your first year. .
. [0 Enciosed hind % e OBllmetor $______.

[J 1 wish only information about The Playboy Club. 9508 l
o ow o o o o o e e e e ey e e ot e e e mw o ol
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Put vour favorite tobacco in
any Yello-Bole pipe. The new honey
lining in the imported briar bowl
gives you the mildest, most flavor-
ful smoke you've ever tasted.

If not, return the pipe with
vour sales slip to Yello-Bole, and
we’'ll refund your purchase price.

Free booklet shows how to
smoke a pipe; styles $2.50 to $5.95.
Write Yello-Bole Pipes, Inc., New
York, N.Y. 10022, Dept. N3,

We guarantee you’ll like it.

we put honey in the bowl

the more latitude a fund has. the better
off its investors are. When the time comes
to get into the ocean or the Irving vats,
your [und will be free to do so; and when
both businesses begin to go dry, your
fund will be free o get out. On the
other hand, to the exient an investor
has a genuine insight intlo some particu-
lar industry, he would be well advised to
buy individual stocks that he knows
about.

Hubshman Fund is a “hedge” fund.
Hedge Tunds, as a rule. are private invest-
ment pools in which wealthy investors
combine their cash and entrust it to a hot-
shot manager, who cn then play tricks
with it. Because hedge funds are priviue,
limited partnerships, they don't have to
lollow the SEC rules. Their name
comes from their habit of hedgig their
myestment position: At any given tme,
a hedge Tund not only will own stocks
but it will have sold other stocks short.
Without gewing imo the inwicacies of
short selling, this means, for the hedge
tund, that it can make a proht not only
when stocks go up bur (assuming it has
chosen the right Josers) when  they go
down as well. Keeping a continuing
portiolio of both long and short posi-
tions has been a key to suceesstul specu-
lation in commodities lor generations,
but the tedhmigque has only recently
come to the stock market. In fact, the
hedge Lund is the invention of one man,
Allred Winslow Jones, who is now ap-
proaching 70 but is sull quite active—
and  quite wealthy, One of the most
interesting things about private hedge
funds—at least lor those who run them
—is that the manager generally pgets 20
percent of the prohis. A hedge fund that
Jones runs has supposedly gained over
1000 percent in the past ten vears; even
considering the management lee, this
would make 1t more successful than any
publicly available mutual fund.

Because ol performances like this, the
hedge-fund idea has spread rapidly in
the past lew vyears. Hedge lunds are
privine  operations, so no onc  really
knows how many there are; most likely
there are hundreds, and they probably
acconnt for 15 billion dollars i invest-
ment capital—five or six times more tlin
just three years ago. Rumor has it that
there are more under-30 millionaires
running hedge funds than there are in
the entertainment industry. Given all
this action. it's not surprising that & few
resourceful souls would wry 1o translate
the hedge-lund idea 10 & mutual Tund.
Hubshman Fund is the hrst and—at least
temporarily—ihe onlv one that’s also a
no-load. It was followed by the Heritage
Fund. which had actually been around
since 1951 but decided to transmogrily
into a hedge Tund two years ago: a third,
Hedge Fund ol America. appeared last
vear. The newer entries are both load

funds, so the small investor will have to
pav standard commissions 1w get into
them. However, Hedge Fund of America
lowers its commission bite to around
eight percent for investments over 31000,
and  gives Turther breaks to investors
who go in over S1600, over 53300 and
so on. Hedge Fund ol America has not
been around long enough for meaning-
ful statistics to pile up. but of the two
that  have, Heritage Fund-—the load
fund—has  substantially  outperlormed
Hubshman Fund. its erstwhile no-load
cousin, According to Fundscope’s hgures.
Hubshman gained 30.6 percent in 1967
and 5 percent in 1968, while Heritage was
racking up gains of 587 percent and
17.9 percent. So, in this case, the load
lund was the better buy, as its gains
more than compensated for the initial
commission cost. Parentheucally, an in-
teresting fact about Heritage Fund is
that its management is paid no annual
fee whatever unless the fund outper-
forms Standard and Poor’s broad stock
index: this is the sort ol meaningful
incentive that more fund managements
might emulate.

We noted earhier that the technical
meaning ol the phrase “"muotual fund”
excludes a whole genre ol fundlike insti-
tucions that really shouldn’t be exclud
cd. These are the closed-end invesument
companies, oft-negleced elder brothers
ol the mutual funds. Like mutual funds,
they are in the business of investing
other people’s money. Unlike mutual
[unds, they have a fixed number ol
shares owtstanding and they neither is-
sue new shares nor buy back old ones;
that’s why theyre called dosed-ends.
The shares in these companies are trad-
cd on the various stock markets, just like
stocks. Obviously, they don't have any
salesmen: You buy them through vour
stockbroker, and pay normal stockbroker
fees. These [ees, unlike mutual-Tund
commissions, are extracted at both ends
of a transaction (you pay to buy and
then pay more 1o get out). but the com-
mission cost ol a closed-end fund is still
considerably cheaper than the cost ol a
load Tund, Morcover. because the market
itsell determines the price of dosed-end
shaves, they sometimes sell ar a discount
Irom the actual value of the investments
they own. Frequently, closed-end shares
representing $25 1 assets will be selling
for 520. Such protus mav be largely illu-
sory. however, because when the time
comes to sell, the discount may persist—
or even be greater.

When the author first discussed these
“discount” invesunent companies, in an
article i these pages in March 1968
(Beating Inflation: A4 Playboy Primer),
he listed half a dozen well-established
closed-cnd funds then selling at substan-
tial discounts from their ner asset value.
Alas, these discounts have now narrowed




drastically and—in three cases—turned
into premiums. When shares in these
companics sell at a premium, it means
that investors are willing to pay more
for them than their assets are currently
worth—presumably in anticipation of
future profits. It also means that inves-
tors who purchased those shares a vear
ago now have helty capital gains and
should  consider unloading. Since it's
seldom wise to pay a premium for these
shares (sooner or later, they'll all he
selling at a discount again), they are not
as attractive as they onee were. Still,
Barron’s and The Wall Street Journal
each Monday publish a table of closed-
end funds, giving the shares’ market
value, their actual asset value and the
percentage difference. At this writing, a
handful are selling at relatively small dis-
counts, and the potential investor might
do well to examine them. Three that have
been in business since 1929 or earlier.
that have assets over 3100000000, that
have more than doubled in value in
the past decade and that are currently
selling on the New York Stock Exchange
at a discount are: Surveyor Fund (for-
merly General Public Service Corpora-
ton). Tri-Continental Corporation, and
U.5. & Foreign Securities Corporation.
But before buying the closed-end Tunds,
i's a good idea to find out what's in
their portlolios: perhaps they're selling
at a discount because they're sitting on a
baglul of pups. (A pup is the opposite
of an emerging growth stock: It's an
emerging dog.)

The most intervesting ol all the closed-
end  compitnies—and  perhaps  of all
mvestment companies generally—are cur-
rently the dual-purpose funds. These are
based on an idea that oviginated in
Grear Britain, and they might beter be
called two-for-one lunds. The notion
is stimple: Some investors arc interested
solely in income and others solely in
capital gains, The dual-purpose funds
bring the two together and pool their
money. When  the  investments  from
the pool begin to run up profits, the
income investors get all the income and
the capital-gains investors get all the
capital gains. In a simplilied example,
say that Widow A, who has $1000 and
wants all the income she can get from i,
and Executive B, who also has $1000
and wants all the growth he can ger,
join forces. The result is S2000, which is
duly invested and, in a year's time, has
produced a1 notunreasonable  five  per-
cent in dividends and ten percent in
capital gains. Five percent of 52000 is
S100, and that would go to the widow,
who finds she has received a ten percent
return on her $1000 investment. The
ten pereent in capital gains amounts to
5200, and that goes to the executive,
who discovers he's blessed with a 20 per-
cent return. Almost mivaculously, both
parties are making twice as much as they

“Isat tenms or surf? I know you're some type of bum.”

would if the fund hadn’t brought them
together.

The dual-purpose funds are obviously
more complicated, but that's essentially
how they work. Each fund has wwo class
es of shares—income shares and capital
shares. When  the funds were  started
(seven are readily available and most of
them began  business two  vears ago),
investors  paid ideatical amounts  for
both classes ol shares. But, as with other
closed-end  investment mmp;mics, their
shaves  are traded on the stock  ex-
changes. As noted, this means that vou
must pay stockbroker fees to buy them,
and the whimsy of the market place
determines the price. For some ultimate-
ly whimsical reason, the ('.:Il)il;ll shares of

currently selling av substantial discounts.
Like their closed-end cousins, the dual-
purpose capital tabulated
every Monday in the hnancial papers.
Below is a recent (March 10) listing of
all seven, showing the actual market price
of each share, its net asset value and the
percentage difterence.

The discounts, as
range from 7.7 10 21.2 percent, with one
lund—Ilor no apparent reason—selling
at a slight premium. In the case of the
six_discounted shares, the figures, as the
saying goes, arc only hall the story.
Remember, the capital shares account
for only half the funds’ assets, and the
income shares take up the other hall

shares are

the table shows,

six. of the seven dual-purpose funds are  But the capital sharcholder gets all
Fund Capital Share Price Net Asset Value  Diflerence
American DualVest Fund 514,135 S16.41 —13.9¢
Gemini Fund 13.75 17.72 —ILe
Hemisphere Fund B.88 9.490 —loge,
Income and Capital Shares 14.37 15.57 — 7.7°,
Leverage FFund ol Boston 11.50 11.60 —21.207
Primam Duolund 845 0.63 + 1.297
Scudder Duo-Vest 7.88 944 —16.6%%,
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the gains from both. This mcans, in the
case of Leverage Fund ol Boston in the
table on page 197, that while the net asset
value of each capital share is S11.60, the
capital sharcholder also has  another
$14.60 working for him. because he gets
all the capital gains from the relaed
income  share, which also is  worth
$14.00. In other words. on this particu-
Tar day, the investor could actually buy
all the Twtwre capital gains [rom $29.20
in professionally managed stock for the
lordly sum of SI1.50, plus broker [fees.
As an executive put it @ [ew months ago
in Barron’s: “Owning dual-fund capital
shares is just like operating on a 40 per-
cent margin—without having to worry
abour margin calls from your broker.

It's dificult 1o explain why these dis-
counts exist ar all. Given the leverage
lactor, one would expect that premiums
—even substantial preminms—are in or-
der. Some observers—maost ol them asso-
aated with load funds—have  dlaimed
that the dual funds we ineptly man-
aged, but this is a dilhcalt caim 1o
sustain. For one thing, the dual-fund
namagers are known quantities in the
[und business (most ol them have been
successiul running other funds); and. for
another, the record simply doesn’t bear
this out. In 1evms of marker value, the
capital shares of the seven dual growih
funds increased an average ol 35 percent
last  vear—substantially - outperforming
any other group of Tunds one cares wo find;
they did almost as well in terms ol net
asser value, imcreasing around 30 perveent.

Yet all seven were selling ar a dis-
count. from net asset vadue all last vear,
and six continue 1o do so as ol this writ-
ing. A cynical explanation for this pe-
culiar performance might be thae the free
market, supposedly the gathering place
ol informed buyers and sellers. 1s actually
peopled by boobs. A more charitable
explanation is that anyone who invests
is  relatively well off and  therelore
relatively conservative, and that 1t takes
time for new intelligence o penetrate
the conservative mentality, The dual
funds are only two years old and, in
fa
counts on their capital shares narrowed
sharply during the month of February
(the average dropped from 17.6 percent
to 1141 pereent, and that’'s when thn
single premium fust appeared). By the
time this is vead. the gap may have closed
further. In Great Britain, most dual-Tund
capital shares now sell at a fairly large
premium,

Equally interesting 15 the fact that
discoums have persisted in U.S. dual-
fund capital shares at a time when they
are rapidly disappearing from the other
dosed-end investmenmt  companics.  Logi-
cally, one would expect just the oppo-
site. - Ordinary  dosed-end  companies

ness 1o the investing public, the dis-

198 enjoy none ol the dual funds’ glamorous

two-for-one potemial. Morecover, ordi-
nary closed-end companies are set up 1o
endure Torever, so that their sharehold-
ers will always have to go 1o the market
and find a buver when they want out.
The dual lunds, however, have a built-
in expirition dae (berween 1979 and
1985, depending on the fund), after
which the income investors get their
original money back (it ranges [rom
39.15 to $19.75 a share, depending on
the [undy—and the capital shareholders
Bl all the rest.

For vounger investors, the expiration
dates ol the dual funds seem 1o coincide
almost precisely with the distant day
when they might most be needing the
money. And even if those discounts per-
sist for the nexr decade (assuredly, they
won't), the dual-fund investor is guaran-
teed 1o get [ull asser value—whatever
that might be—when the time comes, Of
course, he can alwavs ger out bhelove-
hand, by selling his shares in the markey
plice. Putnimn Duolund—the one sell-
ing for a premium—trades over the
counter, and the rest are listed on the
New York Stock Exchange.

The six (hat are listed on the big
board secem especially attractive, not
only because of their discounts but be-
cause the N Y. S E. offers a “Momhly
Investment Program” that allows small
investors (or large ones, for that mat-
ter) to buy hsted shaves in fixed-dollar
amounts. The transaction must be inii-
ated through a broker, but alter that,
s all done through the mails. The
investor simply sends whatever amount
he cares to whenever he feels like ir, and
the stock he's picked is bought for him
at the opening price the dav afier his
check is veceived. This program permits
ownership ol fractional shares (com-
puted. as with funds, down o four deci-
mal places), so that, as with [unds, every
penny he spends  (less broker fees, of
course) goes to work for him. In all
stock wransactions, the brokerage cost
makes purchases of less than $200 or
$300 uneconomical, though il the
M. L P investor doesn’t trust himsell 10
accumulate that much, the program ac
ceprs lesser amounts. down 1o $40 a shot.
The ML P. also allows amomatic ren
vestment of dividend or other income,
though with the dual-Tund capital shares
there won't be any, since the income
sharcholders get all the dividends, and
capital gains keep piling up to the ered-
it of the capital sharcholders uniil the
fund is liquidated. (Incidentally, the
M. LP. technigue can be uvsed to pur-
chase any dosed-end investment compa-
ny—or any stock—as long as it's listed
on the big board.)

Belore the investor rushes out to buy
into the dual funds, however, he should
be aware that their special make-up pro-
vides at Jeast the possil)ility, in the event

ol a stock-market cataclysm, that the
capital shares could become literally
worthless, due to the fundys’ prior obliga-
tion to give the income mvestors their
money  back. The would-he investor
should also scrutinize the funds’ portfo-
lios to make sure that the funds are
investing i the sort of things he cn
live with. The dual funds ;we commitied
to  paying their income  shareholders
minimal annual dividends:; and to meet
this obligation, some ol them have rela-
tively large amounts of money invested
i income-producing stocks thar must be
called conservative. To the extent that
these investments don’t promise capital
gains, the capital  sharcholders  will
sufler. Most of the Tunds have resolved
their built-in schizophrenia by investing
heavilv in convertible bonds—a  com:
mendably cever solution, even though
the bond market has been going 10 hell
as interest rates break through record
levels. The would-be investor should also
know that management fees lor all dual
lunds (exeept Hemisphere and Gemini)
are extracted not from capital gains but
from dividend income, which means, in
essence, thar the mcome sharcholders
are subsidizing the cost of management
and the capital shareholders are getting
a Iree nide; but it also means that man-
agement has an extra incentive 1o pro-
duce lots of income, which, once again,
may not work in the best interests ol the
capital shareholder.

Both these problems should diminish
with time. Once the dual [unds have
grown 10 a point where they can easily
meet their income obhgations, which e
fixed, they cin begin 1o cater w the
dreams ol heir  capital  shareholders,
which  are  probably  limitless.  These
dreams might even approach fullillment,
because over the vears, the double lever-
age ellea—muagnified even Turther lor
the investor who gets it a discouni—
could conceivably accomulate mo a mi-
nor avalanche of investiment  profits,
which would redound excusively to the
benehe of the capital sharcholders.

Of all the investment-company situwa-
tions currently available, the deeply dis-
counted dual-dund capital shares seem
among the most promising. The younger
mvestor, who's willing (o accept both
the possibility ol 1otal loss and the inter-
im vaganies of marker caprice, migit
profit handsomely rom a well-placed
INvesLment—or invesiment program-—in
these two-lor-one shares. Or he might do
just as well (and incur less visk) in most
ol the other [unds discussed: closed-end
or open-end, no-oad or even Tull-load.
No mater which course the investor
takes—assuming he chooses wisely and
the market holds up—he’ll fmd, in the
near or distant Tutuve, that he has been
well rewarded for his Toresight.
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PLAYMATE OF THE YEAR

{continued from page 160)

ski boots and PK poles, and she’ll be
stvlishly swathed for the slopes in a
rabbit jacket from Alper Furs and ski
fashions [rom Peter Kennedy: for riding
hack to the lodge. she’ll have an Arctic
Panther snowmobile and will be wearing
a snowmobile suit lined in leopardskin,
with hoots, from Arctic Enterprises. Con-
nie can also make the warm-weather scene
in a wardrobe of Jantzen swimsuits, relax
at poolside in @ calypso marina jJacket and
plumb the briny with a snorkel, Tahit
mask, Caravelle fins, Jaguar Club spear
gun and Grishi knife—all from U.S.
Divers. Should she encounter any sharks
—pool sharks, that is—a Brunswick cus-
tom billiard cue with monogrammed case
should stand her in good stead, or she
cm bowl them over with a new ball, also
lrom Brunswick. For her less strenuous
activities, our winsome winner will be
dressed in a combination of Aris custom
gloves, forward-looking fashions from
Walter Holmes™ Vibration collection and
imported shoes from Thayer McNeil. To
highlight Connie’s on- or offcimera ap-
pearances, she'll receive a selection ol

Saunda  cosmetics and  a wardrobe  of
Brentwood Bellissima wigs, and she'll be
further adorned with a Lady Hamilton
diamond wrist watch, a gold Rabbit Pin
with ruby eye from Maria Vogt and an
Azalea Pink Linde starsapphire ring de-
signed especially for our January jewel.
Rounding out Connie’s gatefold grab bag
is an AM/FM sterco auto unit [rom
G. W. Elecrronics, on which—il her vocal
attributes come anywhere near her visual
ones—she may soon hear the finished
products of her Monument Record Cor-
poration contract. She can then toast her
success with a [ull case of Paul Masson
Magnum brut champagne—or write home
about it all on her new Smith-Corona
electric wypewriter. With a1 nationwide
tour of Playboy Club cities in her luture,
Connie now looks forward to the State-
side waveling she regrets missing in the
past. “Outside of Detroit. I've only been
to Chicago and Los Angeles,” she says. “I
really haven’t seen much of America.”
Judging from public reaction to our win-
ning Playmate’s magazine and  sareen
debuts, it's apparent that America hasn't
scen enough of Connic, either.

“Already? I thought it would take them at
least a week to bwld an ever-lightening net of
incriminating evidence.”

gemini
(continued from page 114)

You guys should have been named
Pete and Repeat.

And the salespeople. Well, we usually
get only one of cach size in the same
color, ma’am. I can see you have a prob-
lem when you have to dress two alike, so
I can try to order another one for you
special.

And the teachers. I don’t mind having
two students wih the same last names,
or name, but when they also look as
alike as two peas in a pod—uwell, did you
ever (ry to tell the difference between
two identical peas?

I tried not to let it spoil things.

We hated to be separated.

One time, I had to go out of town on
a business trip. Before I met Joan, I used
to like these trips on the expense ac-
count; I used to milk them, make them
last as long as I possibly could, get out
and see the sights, live it up. But now |
hated every minute of it. T wanted to be
with her. I finished my business in a
hurry, cut my trip short, rushed back.

“Oh, how I missed you,” she said.

“Don’t ever go away again,” she said.

I never did.

But then she went away. T had two
weeks of vacation coming, and I thought
she could arrange to take her vacation at
the same time and we’d go away togeth-
er. Mexico, Hawaii, maybe even Europe,
it didn't matter; the main thing would
be to be together, for a lot of days, all
day long, from sunup to sundown, and
all through the night, the nights, the
delicious plurality of nights.

“Oh, my dear, my dear, I can’t! I'd
love to, but T can’t, not this time!” She
told me about the long-awaited trip with
her girlfriends, something that had been
planned before she met me, and she just
couldn’t let them down,

“It will just be two weeks, darling. Oh,
I know it's a long time, and I'll ache for
you cvery minute, but in two weeks I'll
be back, and then. . . )"

So I let her go.

The days were empty. It was worse
than the time I was out of town, because
then I had business, sales conferences,
piacking and unpacking and packing
again to keep me busy,

1 staved late ac the office, I killed time
at a doubledeature Bogart vevival, I
watched a lot of stuff on television, any-
thing to Gll up the hours, deaden the
pain. I didn’t see anybody. T didn’t want
to see anybody. Only her. I used to think
that “counting the days” was just a
figure of speech. But I literally counted
the days. One day, two days, three days.

On the third day, the fivst leter came.
It was full of love, full of chatter. And,
somewhere in the middle, on the fourth
page (I should have realized it could
happen, knowing what city she went to),
she wrote:



I had the strangesi experience today. 1
wns I('f{!-":f!i_i:' down the street and I was
sure | saw you coming loward me, but [
knew it couldn’t be you. Because this
man walked vight past me without vecog-
nizing me, and he was weaving a cordu-
roy car coal, and you don't have one.
Well, I stapped him and, sure enough,
he was your twin brother. I told him
who I was. Oh, darling, you two really
do lool alile. We conldn’t have lunch,
because he was busy, but he said he'd
call me. You Eknow, though, you've betler
looking.

There was a little more, and then, ANl
my love. Joan. and XXXXXXXXXXX

I suppo-c it had 10 happen.

The noae lewer said. in part. He final-
ly called, ond we had dinner together
last nmighi. It was very nice of him, T
thought, and I didw’t thinl yvou’d mind.
I mean, it's not like he's a complete
stranger, is i? ICs funny, I feel as if 1T
almost know him. But he's not as much
fun as you. even if he is just a little bit
Detter dancey. My davling. I do miss you.

There was one more letter, and then
she returned.

I knew she was back. because my
phone kept ringing and ringing. |
wouldn’t answer it. Later that evening. 1
heard her at my door, ringing the bell,
knocking. pounding. calling my name. I
sat there, silent. in the dark, After a
while. she went away. Some time passed

and  then ringing
eain. I let it ri

Each shrilling of the tclephone bell
was a long sharp idice that stabbed my
heart. Iroze my hewrt, Killed me again
and again and again.

After a while, it stopped.

Then it suted  again,  the  pointed
stick of ice. jabbing into my heart. time
after ime after time aler tme.

I wok the phone off the hook (think-
ing. wryly, as I did it, how odd it is that
we still use that word “hook.” even
though telephones haven't had hooks lor
years).

I had some Scotch. about hall a bottle,
lelt over from the previous Christinas, a
gilt [rom someone. 1 don't know whe. 1
drank most of it. It ok a long time. It
had no eifect on me whatsoever.

He was greedy eoen then, He wanted
the whole place to himself.

How does it go—"It is beter to have
loved and lost than never 1o have”—Dbut
that’s nonsense. To have a love like ours
and then to lose it that's ke the story
of two blind men somcone told me a
long time ago. "I asked two blind men
how it felt 10 be blind. One said he
didw't know—he was born blind. The
other said miserable—he just got blinded.”

Suting in the dark, in the silence that
was broken only by the hum ol the
uncradied phone.

It's not that T hate her. T eouldn’t hate

the phone started

(L8

her: 1love her. T understand why she dicd
it. The stangeness ol it. the uniqueness,
the curiosity. In her place, T might hine
done the same.

I don’t even hate him. 1 used to think
I hated him. when we were kids, b
now I know that I can’t hate him with
out haung mvself.

But it can’t go on like this. For his
sake. as well as tor mine. Mike and [le.
Pete and Repeat, the Gold Dust Tawins.,
1t's ot to stop.

And it will stop.

Sweetheart. she said in the last letter.
you'll get a kick oul of this. We played
tennis yesterday and | saie Hus mark he
has above Ius knee. 105 kind of funny-
looking. and I'm glad youw're the lwin
I'm going to manyy; I wouldn’t want all
my hkids (o have knees like that. (F'm
only f\“'f.frﬁtrg; theve we other veasons |
prefer you, too!)

I knew I would have o do it when [
read that letter. Tennis. And she hites
sports. hates the sun lor what it do¢s 1o
redheads. "There was only one way she
could have scen that mark on his knee.
and I knew | would have 1o do what I'm
going to do tonight.

I'm going to toss a coin.

Heads I kill him, ails T kill mysclf.

It really doesn’t matter, just as long as
one of us is lice.
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THE AMERICAN NOVEL (continued from page 126)

the real explorers of this country’s unad-
vertised life? The novelists who elearified
me and hundreds, perhaps thousands, of
young Kids like myself between 1936
and the outbreak ol the War were ideal-
ists in the most adventurous sense, no
matter how stamed their material seemed
to be on the surlace. Il you said 10 some-
body, as I soon began 1o after break-
ing into print on the De Witt Clinton
High School lit. magazine, that as an
adule, "I wanted to write,” it could mean
only one thing: the novel. A bigness
impossible to recapture in 1969 attached
to those three power words “wanting to
write.”™ One had the image ol climbing
the jaggedest of the Rockies alone. fly-
ing solo like Lindbergh, pitting one’s
ultimate stuff against all the odds of
middle-class life and coming out ol the
toughest kind of spiritual ordeal with
that book-that-was-more-than-a-book, that
wis the pavolf on just abour everything,
held in your hand. It was heavenly com-
bat, the way I pictured it, sell-conlronta-
tion ol the most hallowed kind; and if
my vision of it was ultraultra, then the
legendary American novel itself at this
ume was the most romantic achievement
there was in U.S. lile for the dreamer
who lived inside everybody with a taste
[or Language, style—and justice!

To have wanted to be a writer in this
country in the late Thirties had about it
a gorgeous mystique that wis inseparable
from the so-called American Dream on
which every last one ol our good writers
was first suckled and then kicked out in
the cold to make it come true. If that
phrase A.D.. American Dream, meant
going all the way, that the individual in
this myth-hungry society had the option
to try to Hy above the skyscrapers, then
writing toward “the great American nov-
el” was not only an act of literature but
a positive affirmation of the dream dust
that coated all of us born under the
flag. All the driving personal ambition,
energy, inttiative, the prizing ol individual
conscience and courage that operated or
was supposed to operate in every other
Lbranch of mnational life entered suongly
into wanting to be a novehist—but with
a twist. The act ol writing a novel made
use of all these widely broadeast qualities,
ves. but the reward one sought in it was
not palpable gold; best sellers as such
were sneered at unless they occurred by
accident; the goal was one of absolute
truth to the material, to make a Lindmark
on the unmapped moral and aesthetic
landscape of huge Americr that would
somehow redeem the original intentions
of the country and the selves made by
it and represent the purest kind of success
story for the person who brought it ofF.

This meant that being a typical good
American novelist in the Thirties, even

op2 wanting to be one, was not finally de-

pendent on having an extraordinary gift
lor telling a story in print. Certainly,
there were murative and stylisiic “gen-
iuses” such as Iaulkner, Hemingway,
perhaps even the early O'Hara, James
Cain, Djuna Barnes—each bull and lover
ol the period will name his or her own—
and their overpowering skill with the
craft was olten a virtuoso performance
that set standards and became models to
aim at. But the American novel became
a great art onlv in its outward [inish
and skill, in the Thirtes, because of the
internal spiritual motivation that made
witnting to write it perhaps the sweetest
gamble in national life. You might al-
most say that the romantic promise of
the country as a unique society ol poten-
tial total justice for all, pegged on the
limitless possibitities ol each individual
—all the raging hope that the American
Dream slogan meant to the imagination
of its most ardent dreamers—uwas all part
of the religion ol wanting to be a novel-
ist when I got the call while in high
school. If the idea of the mystical Ameri-
can novel had not been bound up with
all of these big national leclings and
aspirations that writhed around in the
direct center of one's being, that was
more than “literature” and scemed to be
the most thrilling embodiment of one’s
destiny as a member of a making-the-
impossible-possible society, I doubt if 1
and so many prose writers my age would
have chosen the written word as our
badge.

It was the ambition (when the time
came at 15 or 16 w tell vouwrsell what
you “wanted to be”) chosen in the pride
of the secret imagination by rebel fanta-
sists, now in their 40s, who believed they
could rebuild reality closer to the Ameri-
can soul’s desire by writing in the light
of a final laith that would transtorm
their portraits of frustration or injustice
into the opposite. By this I mean that
because they wanted 1o believe in the
promise of the country, were inseparable
from its myth, were tied up emotionally
and psychologically and every other way
with America almost as il it were a
person—with their own fulillment as
human beings actually dependent upon
the fulhllment of the mation at the
poctic height at which they conceived it
—they felt they could let go in the novel
to the full extent ol their negative imagi-
nation. Evervthing bad, awful, unjust,
painful, stupid and outrageous in their
own lives or theirs in relation to the
lives cvound them could be discharged at
full intensity in hictional form, with the
underlying implication that it was just
and right 10 give such lerocious bite to
negative expression because it was all an
attempt to redeem an invisible. psvchic
Bill of Rights. Towering idealism, para-

doxically shown by the extent of the
dark “realism” in the characieristic novel
ol the time, was the dimate in which the
fictional life of the Thirties grew to
bursting: the more the novelist envi-
sioned the way things should be, the
more he and his readers Iett he had the
duty to show the ugly side of the land,
the failure ol the ideal, the color of the
pus, the company goons beating down
the strikers.

We kids who wanted to write the
American novel knew without analysis.
responded totally with our sharpened
[eelers 1o the unspoken values that lay
behind any particular book in question:
il Weidman's What’s in It for Me? or
O'Hara's Hope of Heaven showed hecels
and weaklings with special corvosiveness
ol scene, dialog, action, nailing them to
the wall with the Dbrilliance that comes
from a mixture of contempt and pity, we
shared enthusiastically in the experience
because we knew that in writers of
O'Hara and Weidman’s stripe, the moral
judgment was implicit, rather than ex-
plicit as in Steinbeck, Wolle or Wright.
It didn’t matter to us, implicit or explic-
it, because we were instinctively clued in
to the intention of all the late-Thirties
novelists just by wanting 0o make the
same nitly-gritty conunent on our own
life; we knew by leel that even if a
specific book bafiled our haughty teen-
age heads, it contained a  purposive
thrust about a segment of the country’s
experience; it was criticizing Americt un-
der the table in order to purge and liflt
it; it was forever encroaching on the
most taboo, subtle and previously unde-
fined aspects ol our mutual life to show
a truer picture of the way we lived.

Those of us, then, who couldn‘t forget
what we had already been through—who
remembered each hurt, black skin, Yid-
dish nose, Irish drunk, wop ignorance,
too short, too tall, oo poor, afriid of
girls, afraid of boys, qucer, crippled, sis-
sics, young-bud neurotics/psychotics, the
most vulnerable and stung of the new
generation who could fhight back with
words—it was we who thought that
being novelists would heroically reclaim
owrselves by recreating the bitter truth
about our personal lives and our envi-
ronment. Obviously, it 1ook sensitivity of
the most piercing kind to provide the
openings in the personality where pain-
ful experience could lodge and stick, so
that one day it would all be poured
forth in answer against frustration (bhoth
persomal and social): vou must never
forget that we who wanted 1o be novel-
ists not only thought it was the most {ree
and ultimately ethical means ol Ameri-
can expression, we were also squeezed by
the very exisiential nuts into needing
liction in orvder to conless. absolve and
justily our life. The majority of
us who wanted to write were already
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middle-class losers who couldn't make it
inside the accepted framework, the thin-
skinned minority who were set apart in
our own psvches o observing when we
wanted 1o act and 1o thinking when we
winted 1o participate—the  kids  who
were constitutionally unable 1o do the
shoed American thing during the
smoking acid bath of adolescence.

Do 1 therelore mean, w hit it square-
lv. that writing fiction for me and my
breed was a pimply kind of revenge on
lile, an outcast tribe of voung nan-
Wheaties Fnilures getting their own back,
all the shrimpy, titless. thick-lensed, crazy-
headed  dropouts  and  sore  losers ol
American vouth resolving in the utter
misery of the dateless Siurday night to
shoot down their better-Tavored peers in
the pages of a novel? Yes, I llatly mein
that, in part; the mimetic ability, the gilt
to re-create lilelike scenes and dialog, to
he good at acute description, ta cven
Fave one's moral perceptions heightened,
15 spiced and rehcarsed by unhappiness.
Wasn't the novel, to those ol us caught
m the emotional hell of American
teendom, a wish-fulfillment device for
would-be lovers banished from the sen-
anl plavland that tiumed us via radio,
billboard. movie marquee and our own
Lamished  unconscious? Trom (in my
case) the big, smoath, “in” gentile world
ol blue eves and blonde hair and supple
tennisracket bodies that T felt T could
never be part ol and that then seemed
like the top of the heap?

Yes, the American novel for those of
us who were precocious outsiders—and
there were a thousand reasons why cach
one of us lailed to measure up ta the
gleaming  Robert Tavlors and  Ginger
Rogers who star-touched our Loew’s Sat-
wieday alternoons and made us silently
weep into the bathroom mirror on Sun-
dav—was a magic, lifelike double in
which we thought we could work oft our
private gricls, translorm them into mes-
sages of hope and light and remake our
lives themselves by the very act ol writ-
ing a novel. This art form, then, for us,
was many things: the lTreest and most
total kind ol expression for realityv-loving
wlealists; the place where ruth could be
wold as it could not in real lile nor in
any place but one’s mind (psychoanalysis
was still a decade ofl lor most ol us);
and a form so close to living matter isell
that the illusion of personally conirol-
ling experience instead ol being i fall
suy or victim could not have been
sironger. Sure, the novel was a legitimate
art form, even [or those ol us who want-
ed 10 use it for the redemption or glori-
heation of sell; bur it was a viclding
lemale art that was responsive 1o the
most private subjective needs and it pro-
vided the only complete outlet for being
that was choked and distoried in our

op4 waking relationship to socicty. To us, it

was the goiden cup of a modern fable—
one that we could fill 10 overflowing
with all 1he vepressed hunger in our-
selves and also one that could announce
our fame, toast us to the sky becuse of
our verbal triumph over the weights thar
nearly crushed uws, make come rue in
imagination what could not he realized
in the bruising action of daily life.

Ol course. it was action on a literary
level. action with wards; but in the final
sense, it was substitute or dream action
carelully cdothed with the wrinkles ol a
phatographic realism. The facde of the
preat realistic stvle of the Thirties was
documentary,  bang-hang-bang,  every-
thing as hard and metallic as the shiny
unyiclding materials turned out in our
most modern  [actories: swilt as a bi-
plane, lit up like a radio tube, driving as
a racing car on the Salt Lake (lats
(" James Cain's siyle is like the metal of
an automatic. You can't lay his story
down."—Saturday Review of Literature).
But this was only the outward enameling
thar we swung with and mentally caressed
because it was 21l so new and fresh, a prose
like the artifuats of the country itself—
streamlined. Our stripped-down. whipped-
down apprediation of power loved it bul-
leting across the poge. Yer behind the lean
aware, dirty knowingness we were stylis-
tically tuned in 1o was that assumption,
as if by divine right, of impossible [vee-
dom—the novelist working out his total
hidden life befove owr eyes—that made
novel writing in America such a remen-
dous adventure, no matter how pinching-
Iy personal the original motives might be
that drove vou to your desk.

I am certain dut those ol you reading
this who came ol age i the same late-
Thirties period recognize the excitement
about the novel that I am 1rving 10
recapture because it made me what T am,
essentially. Can vou imagine a human
being actually molded by something as
abstract as a literary form? Yet it was
quite real, not only in my case but in
that of the sensitive cream of an entire
generation who graduated  from  high
school when the U.S. novel had grown
so big that it literally strerched us with
its  broad-shouldered  possibilities,  Our
values, coloring and slant as people were
dominated by the overwhelming idea ol
being novelists, the beautiful obsession
that kept us sceretly. spiritually high like
early Christians. It pulled us up with
humility, humbled us with pride, made
us into every character we imagined and
put us in every story we could cook up;
but within, not outwardly as an actor
might express it Gind there were strong
correspondences, although we novelists-
inembryo toughly put down actors as
childish narcissists), and we coollv loved
oursclves lor the inlinite range of life
that easily gave isell 10 us and you
could be goddamned sure to no one else.

When T flunked out of college in 1940, a
vear alier finishing high school, for ex-
ample, this was not even remotely seen
as a failure by me and mine but, rather.
as a new and soon-to-he-significant phe-
nomenon that T would be able to write
about Irom firsthand experience. The
first time I got laid. drunk. smoked
“tea.” shipped ow (aind jumped ship
before we left Sandy Hook), saw death,
spent the night in a hospital-clean Pitts-
burgh jail, masturbated over the fantasy
of going 10 bed with my sister, put on
women's panties and silk stockings for
kicks. got inta my first adult street fight
and almaost had the mortal shit kicked
out of me—all of these firsts and a
hundred others were special, [ated, grand
experiences for me and for those like me,
because 1 was a novelist-to-be and I was
on a special rip!

What a dream it was, what a marvel
ous huriproofl vest we all wove in the
name of the novel (which was another
name for religion or faith in the non-
churchily modern sense),

1 did not, finally, write novels. as any-
one familiar with my output knows; but
I was made as person and mind and
writer in their image, just as a newa
generation (and even my own exact con-
temporary, Tony Curtis, nce Bernard
Schwartz) has been created by the mov-
ies. The reasons I never added my own
by-line 1o that passionate list are many,
some personal as well as cultural; I may
not have had the “talent”—although |
published my small share ol vivid shoit
stories—or, what is more likely, the
needs ol the post-World War Two peri-
od shifted in my eves and in those ol my
friends and we put much more impor-
tance on trving to understand a new
world zooming up around us than on
expressing what we alrcady knew. \We
became, in manner, crisply inwellecual.
instead of openly lyrical; but much of
that same apocalyptic sense of possibility
that we once felt in the U.S. novel now
went imnto its examination (the name ol
the game was literary criticism), unul
the work of ficion became lor us a
means o examine lile msell. Wasn't that
what it was all about, anywayz—ar lcast,
so rim our sincere and olen troubled
vattonalization at the ume. But even
though the [orm hegan to slowly change
in the Lue Forties and early Filties tor a
radar-sensitive minority of us, 1o nonfic-
tion instead of hction, the goal remained
essentially the same: the articulation ol
American  reality by individuals  who
really, personally cared, because their
own beings were so helplessly  involved
in this newly shifting, remarkably unsta-
ble. constantly sell-malyzing and  self-
doubting sodety that had shot up aler
the War.

And I was the same: I swened the
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national anxiety out in myself (What
direction was 1 going 10 go in?). the
ulea of the novel siill hanging over me
as a kind of star but geuing Luther and
Farther distant as my ignorance in other
areas—politics, poctry, sociology, history,
painting, ec.—was i.'x|xw.-(| and T owied
lmwcrfltlly' to educate myself, now that,
as it nonnovelist, I was being challenged
socially and even in print. The dream of
being a novelist, the dream that being a
novelist had been in this country, kept
me warm for 20 vears: I had put all my
volden hope eggs in this mighty basket:
now | was torn from this sustaining
Lintisy by mv failwe o act and was
lovced 10 fend Tor my sell-esteem in a
hard-boiled intelleciual community (the
literry-political magazines, where 1 pub-
lished) that had no svmpathy for my
little inspirational couplet of “What the
Amencaan Novel Mams 1o Me” They
thought it was either a put-on, because I
had written none, or a sentimental in-
dulgence. Therclore, whether 1 was be-
cause 1 temporarily allied myself with
the so-called new criticism in its more
cerebral seanch for reality—and  there
were i number who had wanted 10 be
fictionists (even wrote their one or two
novels) who 1ook this fwther crook in
the counury’s prose road along with me
—or because basically I did not think
“novelistically,” which, in all honesty, 1
am lorced o doubt, or else all my lor-
mer covetous veirs were pitiably unreal
—or, as I believe, becuse vruth no long-
er seemed to me to reside in my beloved
American novel, as it had in my voung
manhood—1I began in the mid-Filties to
regard the novel as a used-up medium.
For a person like myself, conlessedly
given great hope and direction by this
medium, justified in all my agonizing
Iumman gools by its very exisience, be-
cause 1 thought 1 could one dav redeem
them through it, the beauty of knowing
the novel was there like a loving woman
for me to go to when beaten tw my
knees, it wasn't an easy emotional matter
for me to say in my mind, “It doesn’t
sing for my time the way it once did.”
But I said it—at least for myself. What
had happened, not only to me but, I'm
certain, 10 others who came from my
lierary envivonment, was a lundamental
dimge in our perception of where the
significant action lay: The fictional real-
ism on which we had been shaped
scemed 1o lead almost logically o that
further realism that existed in the world
of lact; we had been so close to the real
thing with the style of superrealism that
it was now impossible 10 restrain our-
selves from wanting to go over the edge
into autobiography. the conlessional es
sy, reportage, because in these forms we
could escape [rom the growing [eeling
that fiction was artificial compared with

206 using novelistic sweep on the actual ex-

perience we lived through every day.

In other words, the verv realistic Thir-
ties novel that had originally turned us
on made us want to take that giant step
further imo the smellable, libelous, un-
faked dimension of sheer torn-pocket
reality: my actual goodbye-world flip-out
in 1955; James Agee actually pounding
on his small G in Sinta Monica a vear
before he died and telling a friend of
mine who had casually quoted a line
from Agee's first and only bhook of
poems, I wasted it! I should have
written only poetry!,” sobbing while he
banged on the hood with his hists: Elia
Kazan looming tight-Taced over Paddy
Chayelsky and me at the Russtan Tea
Room, saying moodily that he had o see
the isolated Cliflord Odets, Golden Bov
with cancer, who had aept back 10 New
York to snill the ozone ol dead triumphs
before perishing on the Coast: my re-
membering while Kazan spoke with dis-
embodied Hatness how T hidd mer Oders
at 17 aw the University of North Carolina
and how he had taken me for a drive in
his Tast Cadillac and switched me on so
that T rapped pre-On the Road about
speed and how the strange iodine odor
came from his antiseptic-smelling body
and  wiry Brillo hair: all these once-
reportorial [acts mow became the truer
story for those of us whose appetie for
what is had been built up to a point no
longer satished by liction.

In addition to this feeling of irrele
vimee that I incareasingly had about the
novel as a meaningful statement for the
Lite Filues and Sixties, the audience lor
it in America was no longer as loval and
excited as it had been (as T il been')
when we were first mentally and emo-
tionally bowled over by us momentum.
TV, movies, electronic communications
ol every sort were cutting into the time
that people who were 1otally alive 1o
their era could spend on prose haion; if
it was slory vou wanted, in the old
Saturday Eventng Post sense, you could
get that dramatized lor you on the late-
late show while vou did a muliimedia
thing with your companion in bed: and
it was only the specialists, criticieachers,
the people in the book wade, who
scemed 1o me 10 hold out strenuously
against admitting that the novel’s dash
wis being taken away from n by the new
media. These electronic whispers ol to-
morrow could in a momentary lash do
what Flaubert and Convad spent their
lifetimes trying to achieve with words:
“Above all 1o make you sec.”

Of course, vou can say that the post-
Faulkner U.S. novel was no  longer
sought out for story values per se but,
rather, for radical insight into existence;
that the form provided a framework for
an attack Irom an “existential” or “ab-
surd” quarter completely different [rom
the realistic Thirties novel; grimed—

and also more than granted that exturaor-
dinarily talented writers were opening
up this form and “making it as limitless
as the ocean which can only define it-
sell” (Marguerite Young), writers such
as John Barth, Young hersell, Ralph
Ellison, William Burroughs, Joseph Hel-
ler, Norman Mailer, Hubert Selby, Ken
Kesey, Donald Barthelme, cic; the list is
big because there were and ave that
many  highly  imaginative wrniters who
have been doing remarkable things with
fiction during these past 15 years. (lroni-
cally, as the novel has shed s effec
tiveness in our society. there has never
been since the Twenties such a vell of
mative  talent, wild  originality.  deadly
challenge.) But the basic fact 1 noticed
as the deluge of new fictional expres
sion increased and readership becime a
Irantic duty, rather than the great chrill
it once had been—and the practical im-
possibility of keeping up with the diver-
sity of new books (new lives!) became
obvious—was that the impact of the novel
on our beings, on my being, was no longer
as arucial as it had been. From my own
changing point ol view, tremendous State-
side writers could still appear in what was
loosely called a novel—and what formn
has become looseri—but 1 felt that the
entire role ol the American novelist as I
had onginally heroized it had 1o be wans
formed into something entively diflerent
if it was to be as masterlul to the imagi-
nation ol the Sixties as it had been o
me in the Thirues.

In this sense: For me and my breed,
writing fiction was not an entirely rea
tc, naturalistic, rational human enter-
prise. in spite ol the authenticsceming
imitation ol reality on which we ware
indoctrinated;  underneath  the accurate
surlace, 1t was all bathed in dream or
myth; we who wanted 1o mythologize
oursclves and America (and they were
inscparable) were trying o personally
lift the naional life into the realm ol
justice; we were auempting o use the
total freedom ol our imaginations to
rearrange the shitspecked Facts ol ow
American experience into their ultimate
spiritual payoll. We wanted 1o “build
Jerusalem™  (Blake) out of America's
“Iresh, green breast”™ (Scott Fitzgerald)
and the novel was our ranscendent, our
more-than-could-ever-be  vehicle for this
rocketing need  towwrd  tullillment  of
both ourselves and the national seed that
had begouten us. In other words, owr
novel was a lorm of imaginative action.
If you, the novelist, couldnt make it 10
the height ol vour vision in so-called
straight or nonliterary life because of
one handicap or another, then you did it
through your books even bewter; but the
goal was the same as the man ol action's,
your books were deeds that came out of
vour mixture ol vision and moral com-
mitment  (Hemingway, Farrell, Wolle)
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“Settle an argument . will you—is this the
Paris Hilton or the Lishon Hilton?”

and they stood as the seal of where you
were humanly at as dearly as if you had
sewn your cardiogram into the binding.
There could be no [aking about taking a
stand illl(l you were l'l'lCilS'l.ll’Cd C\'Cr}' SICP
of the way by readers who took your
fictions as acts that influenced the world
ol the U.S. spirit until they were outdis-
tanced by new and more penetrating
fictional commitments. It was a soul con-
test of the keenest kind, with the country
as beneficiary.

But the effectiveness of such imagina-
tive action today secems to have been
reduced 1o mere toenail picking by the
tornado  voices of the mass media,
Whether or not you and 1 like it, we
have all—novelists as well as readers—
hecome pawns in the newscast of each
day’s events. "Our” novel can no longer
affect these events in even an indirect
sense: Almost every ounce ol my encrgy
(for example) is used in coping with my

g08 own lile; things happen too fast for me

1o be affected by the stance of some
protagonist in a fiction; I am spun
around by each Luest threat to my sur-
vival; and what was once the charismatic
lure of the American novel now becomes
for me and countless others an extrava-
gance instead of a necessity. But isn't
that what makes art forms change—when
life leaves them in the Iarch? When
concern moves away from them. not by
design but by a gut barometer wherehy
we seek out what is most vital 1o us and
jettison the rest? Because of my existen-
tial impatience with fiction as it relaed
directlv 1o my life—and 1 concede that
this could be a flaw of temperament,
although it is backed up by my profes-
sional work as an editor of new writing
—1I was and am forced to believe that in
varying degrees, my experience is true
for readers all over the country; and I
felt and feel that prose must find a form
that can meet this reality and win
readers back 10 my crucial excitement

when the novel was more than a novel
amd  evoked a mystic response that
molded being itsell, as well as an au-
thor's reputation.

But what happens, then—I have had
to ask mysell—to our significant writers
who are still either in love or “impris-
oned” in a traditional form that is losing
its cultural importance in spite of their
brilliant personal flights? What happens
—1 must ask myself also—to that awe-
some authority of the imagination that
encouraged, demanded people who cilled
themselves movelists 10 ceate human
beings (like nature itsell) and dictate their
lives and fute (like gods or supreme jus
tices of the universe)? What happens,
further, to that great ton of submerged
American experience locked inside them-
sclves, more raw, subtle, potential human
riches than the combined knowledge of
sociologist-psychiatrist, precisely beciause
it was garnered by their blood as well as
brain? What happens, in short, 1o that
special mission, what to me [or many
years was almost a holy mission, of mak-
ing an imaginary American world that
would be more real than the actuality
itsell?

And where, as a final question, does
the legendary U.S. novelist go when,
except lor a handlul of individuals, he is
no longer a culture hero in a radically
new environment, when his medinm s
passing into the void of time and when
he is still stuck with a roaring inner
need to speak, confess, design, shape,
record—the whole onceglorious shmear?

- - -

There is one drastic way out and cven
up, as I personally see it now in 1969;
and that is for the American novelist to
abandon his imitation or caricature of a
reality that in sheer voluminositv has
dwarfed his importance and 10 become a
communicator directly 1o society, with-
out hiding behind the mask of fiction. (1
must make it cear that what follows
represents my own need and desire imag-
ined out of the conlusion of our time
and my unwillingness to accept a litera-
ture that is primarily a rellection of our
era’s helplessness; commited novelists,
and some very sharp oncs, too, will
doubtless block me out of their conscious-
ness and continue to make an ever wilder
art of their materials to match the nutti-
ness that fevers our days; I will always be
a sucker for their spirit and bow to the
new images they will offer us, but my
compelling feeling that now as never
before is the time for writing to become
direct action and cause things to happen
makes even potentially great novels grow
small compared with what T can envision
if the novelist puts his power into speak-
ing straight 1o his audience.)

The American novelistic imagination
as I received it with open heart and
mind 25 and 30 years ago was really 1he
most [ully human expression ol this
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society at that tume; and it is the new
humanizing ol American writing by the
boldness of dircet communication, the
revolutionizing ol the writer's relation-
ship 1o his reader, that scems 10 me
vemendously more needed right now
than the pale echo ol fiction. Instead of
novelists. [ believe we now actually have
only literary indiiduals themselves, men
and women strugeling with their own
destinies as people in relation to other
people and  with  the  problems  that
thréaten 1o swamp us all—emotional,
sexwal,  political. racial. artistic,  philo-
sophical. fimandial—and that these should
bhe staed 1o the veader as cmdidly as
possible, so that he, 100, can be vought
mto the new muual nonnovel ol Ameri-
can life and make possible a ruly demo-
cratic prose ol total communicition that
cm lead 10 new adion in sodiety itsell.

I believe the ex-novelist, the new com-
municator we ¢an already see in the
carly and various stages of his making
(Mailer, again. with The Armies of the
Night. plus Miami and the Siege of Chi-
cago: Tom Wolle and  The Electric
Kool-Aid Acid Test: Norman Podhorers”
Making 1t; Dan Wakelield's Between the
Lines; Jan Cremer's I Jan Cremer: Erje
Avden's The Legend of Ervje Ayden:
Ficlding Dawson's An Emotional Mem-
oy of Franz Kline: Irving Rosenthal’s
Sheeper: Ned Rorem's Parvis Diary; Tay-
lor Mcead's Anonymous Diny of a New
York Youth: Frederick Exley’s A Fan's
Notes: my own Views of a Nearsighted
Cannoncer). should speak intimately o
his readers about these [antastic davs we
are living through, but declare his cre-
denuals by revealing the concrete details
and particuliar swear of his own inner
life. Otherwise, he (or she) will not have
carned the right to speak openly about
evervthing or to be wvusted; he should
try to tell the blunt wuth. as in a leuer,
and this includes the risk of discussing
other individuals as well—nmo one should
be immune hrom the effort o dean
house, undo bullshit, lay the entire busi-
ness of being an American right now on
the public 1able without shame. So that
the new  communicator's  statement—
about himsell, his Irviends, his women (or
men, if he's gay), people in public lile,
the cities, the war, his group therapy,
g secretly 1o bhe a star, wanting o
sleep with Mamie Vim Doren (or Susan
Sontag), still hoping 10 love and be
loved, puuing his being directly before
the reader, as il the page were a tele-
phone and asking for an answer—be
cvidence ol the reality in which we are
all implicated, without exception, and be
in itsell a Iegitimization ol this reality as
a first step 1o changing it

How i we suller rom too much
vruth? Who isn't heartened 10 see it
when an author respects us enough 10
tell us where he rveally lives and by the

very nature ol his writing asks us to
reciprocate? But there is a more sig-
nificant reason Jor total leveling than
moral  straightforwardness  in a  ume
famous for its cedibility gaps, and that
is the power that can return to literature
as a daring public act that has 1o be
respected by even those pragmatists who
habitually reduce words 1o plavthings. 11
I write about mv own being in relution-
ship to other, real, named, Social Securi-
ty—numbered beings and  present it o
vou, the reader, it is inevitable that you,
too. will be pulled into the scene (at
least i few hundred ol vou will know
cither me or one ol my reallile cast of
charactersy and must take up an in-
volved position about what youre being
told and experiencing. You are interact-
mg with me and my interactions with
others so doselv—assuming T have the
ability as well as the stomach for truth—
that vou have hecome part ol the experi-
ence, whether or not vou seek it. You are
there. now included in the network ol
my life, as I am included in yours, and
what vou have seen and heard and iden-
tilied with in my communication will
not be put aside like a “story.” because it
is an extension of the same reality that
unites us both; 1 will have estabhshed o
sense ol community with you about the
destiny ol both our lives in this uncer-
tun time that becomes as real as if we
were communicating in the flesh—and as
existentially suspenseful. Reading  then
hecomes a crucial event, beciuse some-
thing is rveally happening in existence
and not in literature alone; due 10 what
I have written, our verv lives will 1ouch.
the reader is just as much a participant
as the writer, your isolation or indil-
lerence has been pencrated by reading,
just as mine has Dy writing, and the
alienation of our mutual situation has
been broken through by my need to
make vou experience what I have and
share my consciousness,

In other words, I want American prose
to again become a potent force in the
lile of the individual in this country and
not just his nm'Olt}’-xﬂ;king mind; 1 want
it 1o be necessary and important once
again—even more important, since 1 see
its purpose as having changed—as 1
knew it when it shaped me; and I want
this selfishly, because T have devoted my
dreams 1o this business of words and my
own self-respect as mere human reluses
to accept that what I once ook vows lor
cin be written ofl as a second-rate an,
which “made-up” and irrelevant writing
olien seems like now, in the aftermath ol
the elearonic-visual explosion. But apart
from my own investment in literature—
and I can't ravionalize and say that the
source of my ideas doesn’t spring [rom
my own unappeasable imagination as a
would-be American novelist who was
once promised the world and shall never

forget that fact—who can deny that once
a gifted writer tells it to his equals
exactly like it is, we are moving into a
new dimension, where writing is used to
speak directly 10 being? And where the
talents of reporter and pamphleteer are
now usurping those ol novelist to awak-
en individuals 1o the L that we all
share a common bag as probably never
belore.

It scems plain to me that the man we
used 1o call the American creative writer
is now beginning to express living histo-
ry through himsell so urgently that he is
becoming its most genuine embodiment.
The imaginaton that once led him to
build a stairway 1o the stars has been
forced into coping with his own imper-
iled lile on the sume quaking ground
that holds us all. Out ol necessity, he is
being pushed toward a new art of per
somal survival and, as a result, he must
move ever lurther into the centers ol
action 1o fight for his Lue: it he left the
crucial  decisions ol time to the
others while he concentrted on his
“work,” as in the old davs, he would be
living a lie, because he is now oo per-
sonally o pant of each day’s events to
pretend they don’t shuke him and domi-
nate his existence. His only choice is to
insert himselt into these events through
his writing, 10 become an acior upon
them instead of a helpless observer, to
ry 1o influence the making ol history
itsell with his art, so that he can save
himeell as 2 man. His driving need for
direct participation in our national life
now makes the new communicator wint
to change America in a pact with his
readers, and 1o begin by changing his
own lile in the commitment of laving it
on the lne.

For myself, time has shown that the
vision I saw or read into the American
novel that immediately made me a char-
acter in it the hero who wants to be a
novelist, could be [ulfilled only il the
novel was veal and was aaed out. Per-
haps—in the light ol this lute recogni-
tion of my own need 10 personify whai
to many others existed solelyv in the
imagination—I was scheduled all along
not to write novels, as I always thought,
but 0 try o put their essence into
action. If this is so, T embrace it willingly
as the more exciting and now necessary
ol the alternatives: for just as 1 once
believed dthar art was the highest condi-
tion to which a person could attain. |
now believe that if this is true, it is the
duty ol those who conceive such an ideal
to use it on society itsell and take their
literary lives in their hands, if need be,
in the dangerous gamble 1o make the
word deed. That's where the new prose
action is 30 vears alter I got hooked—lor
real, chums, for deadly real.

our

211



PLAYBOY

212

A LIFE IN THE DAY OF

right. “Thanks.” she said. There was
just the right amount ol quiver in her
voice and he gave her the Sincere look
and said, “The means of production
belong o the state,” which wasn't a bad
line at all.

She sucked on the joint. coughed, then
held her breath Tor a long moment. Alwer
she let it out, she nodded toward the
sterco and said, “The All for One are
really boss.”

“Womb to Tomb,” he couldn’t help
correcting. “On Walkin®. WSAN played
it this morming; womorrow it'll be all
over the country.”

She shook her head and looked serious.
“Sounds like but isn't—the lead dmba-
lom™s a Iriend ol mine.” and just for a
sccond  the world  slipped  sidew:ns,  be-
cuse he suddenly wasn't sure.

Then he was off again, flshing her
The Smile and squeezing her hand, sayv-
ing, “Don’t go home earlv—in [aar, don’t
go home.” and he knew she wouldn't.

There was an angry murmur  rising
above the background mumble, like smoke
over burning brush. A litde knot of Mao-
ists had lined up against the Progressive
Lelusts, and somebody shoutad over 1o
him, “What do you think. Jell=" and they
were yespectlully silent and that was more
like it

“You work with the pigs,” he said
antomatically, “vou're just plaving into
the hands ol the eatablishment.” A huzz
of approval and the confrontation splin-
1ered a dozen dillerent wavs, then a rock

/-:127 | [
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(continued from page 151)

number came up on the sterco and the
heavy beat rolled over the yoom like a
tide.

“Sharp,” a voice said.

Old, middle-30s, balding. Mavhe a pro-
fessor crashing the ity 1o score on a
chick. “It's the all-purpose answer,” Jell
siriel eastly,

“I'm Jenkins, Asian Studies. Saw the
picture ol vou in the Times.”

A nod. Wait him out, see what he
wanis,

Jenkins studied him thought{ully for a
second, then cleared his throat and said,
“Aler class, 1 run the Free Tutorial
Studies. We need tators for the ghetio
freshmen—I saw vou at the F.T.8. rally
last week and thought you might like to
help out.”

There was no end to the Ireaky things
people wanted you o do. “Sorry, man,
that's not my bag,” he said coldly and
started 10 move awav. The blonde was
back in a cormer with the Nehru jacket
and it was time 1o break it up.

Jenkins smiled Laindy down at his

drink. “Not much press coverage, no
guarantee you'll get vour picture in the

paper.”

Why, the condescending old fart; you'd
think e had never yun into that one
before! Jell whirled.

“Heavy, old man! Look, you sit in,
vou carry the signs, yvou get clubbed!
Think anvbody’s going 10 ay lor you?
Gt laid, will von! 1 do my thing. vou
do vours!” Holicr than thou, bullshir.

The mumble ol the party again, some-

“Now that June is volling around, let’s fromise o
keep in touch after graduation.

body being sick in the john, the dick of
the Jock on the bedroom door, a chick
aving in the Kitdien  and  somebody
Fwghing Instericdly in the living room,
the sour smell ol smoke and wine and
oo numy people. Clirist, he hadn't invit-
ed hall that number—a few more cigarette
burns on the window sill and spreading
puddies on the faded rug slowly seeping
into the wool. the sweet smell of pot and
he was getting a contace high and. . . .

Somebody was clutching at him and
doing the heavv-breathing bit. “Want 10
- osee you alone, Jell.”

Old women, dogs and Ann Polanski
loved him. Yesterday's radical, the pro-
fessional student. working lor a Ph.D. in
sociology and she'd get it abowt the time
of the Second Coming, Drunk out ol her
mind and probably fecling very sorry lor
herself because, ar 30, she was the last ol
the vestal virgins; love me, love my guilt
complex, and who wanted that kind ol
pickage deal?

“Damsel in distress in the kitchen and
all that ro1,™ he said, trying 10 edge past.
“Be nght back.”

She g oo him and licked her lips
and wied o ger the words out without
slurring them, and  when they  finally
came, they were like pearls suung on a
string. “Just want o sav . . . magnilicent
party.” She closed her eves and for a
panicky moment he was alraid she was
going 10 vomit down his toga. Then she
was fishing a damp sirand ol hair out of
her eves and arving hard 10 locus on
him. "Don’t know . . . how you do i,
Jell™ she said, closing her eyes agai
“Goddamn generations . . . two years
apart now . . . 't hgwe out the right
attitudes from one day 10 nex'—next
o« dhinges, evervihing changes so fase
« + - 8ot 1o be aveal phony 1o keep up
with them.”

He could feel the hear at the back of
his neck. Overage and 20 pounds over-
weight and she wouldn't get her Ph.D..
not m a million vears, and she was put-
ting fum down. “Ever think abour 2™
she asked. suddenly wistfal.

"I don’t think,” he said lightly, And
then she was holding onto him  a:
and it wasn't for support and he could
feel his skin: aawl—-hot and sweay and
the monthly smell. He forced himsell 1o
hold her gently for i moment and nuezle
her neck, and when she was blinking with
sudden hope, he mumured, 1 would like
to help you, Amn, I really would. but it
would be like balling my own mother.”

“You're a stinking son of a biich,” she
s calmly.

Then he was back in the living 1oom
again and Ann was Lading into the back-
ground, like roses on old wallpaper, and
the noises and  the heat in the room
were smothering him and he could feel
himsell start to dvown in his own parry.

Out ol the rner ol his eve, he
ciught a glimpse of the huge old couch
by the window. Mr. Guitar Man, toying

o




with a drink in which the ice had long
since melted: Sue, sitting next to him,
looking 85 instead of 25, starting to
shrivel right before his cyes;  Jenkins
beside her. his [ace a remote mask; and
Aun at the far end, eves closed. probably
passed out. All of them with that odd,
frightening, gliwzed look about them, like
wax dummies in a museum.

He shivered, then was caught up in
the party once more. He was the guy
who made it tick, who made it go. the
one who was with it. He was the mirror
for people who wanted to check how the
mustache lay, how the toga fit, whether
the smile was right and the attitude was
“in.” He was the hero, the star, the win-
ner, to be chaired through the market
place.

He could feel his ego expanding and
filling 1he room like Styroloam. and he
knew he was getting very stoned. but it
feh good, good. good—the music was as
sharp as diamonds and the food was
ambrosia and everybody . . . everybodly
loved him,

- - -

It was two in the morning when,
sucdenly. above the voar of the party,
he heard the door buzzer and instine
tively knew it wasn't the police and, just
as nstinctively,  that  whoever it was
shouldn’t be let in. Then there was
laughter and shouting in the hallway
and a pounding on the door and the
party around him froze—it was like
watching a film where they end up on a
single frame and hold it. Dancing, Tnugh-
ing, showing and then sudden silence
and the living room was filled with plaster
statues.

Somebody stepped to the door and he
wanted to shout Don't let them in! and
then the door was open and the liugh-
ing crowd outside tumbled in like a
bushel of leaves driven by the wind.
They pulled at his party like so many
human magnets and the movement in
the room started o quicken and, within
seconds, the party was roaring again.

Jeft dido’t know any of them.

He was standing in a corner all alone,
with the party swirling about him but
never touching him, like waves breaking
around o vock, and then somebody was
standing in {ront of him. “So you're
Jettvey.” He hated the full name and he
hated the 1one of condescension.

The stranger was dressed in black and
had a drooping black mustache. like an
old-time cowboy villain, and something
within  Jelb whispered That's sharpy, and
he was wearing o FREE LEONARD button
and who the hell was Leonard, anyway?

“Name's Lee.” the siranger said in a
deep bass voice. and Jell guessed that he
had really worked at it 1o pitch it that
low, and then he was fingering Jeff's 1oga
and the people around them were sud-
denly silent and tense and the stranger
said, “Too bad it spots so easily,” and
somebody  laughed and  Jefl couldn’t

think of anvthing to say, and then a
chick he didn’t know came up and said,
“I saw your picture in the Times—you
looked cute,” and a lot more people
laughed and then they all drifted away
and Jeft caught himsell staring down at
the wine in his paper cup and noting
that the cube he had dropped in to cool
it had almost melted.

He fled into the kitchen and bumped
into the blonde and she dropped a plate
of sandwiches on the floor and he almost
skidded on them, then blurted, “You're
going to stay over, aren't vou?’ and she
looked at him as if she wasn't quite sure
who he was and said, “Did you ask?”
and ducked under his arm into the living
room.

He turned back to the party, trving 1o
quict his panic, and ran into the kid
who had been at the Poly Sci sit-in. The
goddamned toga, he was thinking fu-
riously, goddamned asshole toga. He tried
to start a conversation, but the kid snick-
ered and said, “Later. man,” and wan-
dered over to the group that had gathered
around the cowboy in black.

“You can’t trust the dogs,” the cowboy
was saving, “they’ll gut the proles every
time. On the other hand, the police ave
predictable.” There was a chorus ol agree-
ment; the aowd grew. Jeft didn't have
the [aintest idea what they were talking
about.

He recled over to the open window
and tried to suck in some fresh air and
stop the room Irom spinning. There was
singing and shouting in the street below
and he leaned out to sce what was hap-
pening. Some stoned students were Iurch-
ing down the street, singing a pop song
—but he couldn’t place the twune, he
couldn’t piace the tune, he couldn't re
member ever having heard it. Farther
down the street, beneath a street lamp, a
small army of workmen was painting
over storefronts and changing signs. He
squinted his eyes. but he couldn't find
the familiar Me and Thee coffeeshop:
the sign that swung omt over the side-
walk was gone and in its place was
something called THE RoOKERY. He didn't
know the street anymore, he realized
suddenly; all the “in” spots, his spots, were
gone, and he had never heard the songs.
and he couldn’t keep his groups straight,
and he didn’t know the people, and . . .
who was Leonard, anyway?

Every two years, Ann had said. And
faster all the time. But vou never noticed
the buds until the day they blossomed.

And then he was sinking down into
the sofa by the window, still clutching
his paper cup, to sit next to Mr. Guitar
Man and Sue and Jenkins and Ann. He
could sense the glize creeping over lis
[ace and felt something very light and
feathery on his neck and shoulders,

It was, he imagined, the dust settling

gently down.
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St. Louis, Mo. 63102
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PC\QHC\ y Sarggmc\ (continued from page 140)

and stiv well. Sauté. stirring constantly. 5
minutes. Add chicken broth. pork. chick-
en. chorizo. veal. chicken livers. scallops.
peppers, mushrooms and shrimps. Bring
liguid 1o a boil. If chicken broth is un-
scasoned, add 1 to 2 teaspoons salt.
Reduce heat; stmmer 10 minutes.  Add
peas and simmer 15 10 25 minutes longer,
stirving gently but as litde as possible. o
keep ingrediems from  sticking 1o pan
bottom. Sprinkle with salt and pepper.
MEATBALL PAFLLA
14 Ih. {cooked weight) boiled, shelled
shrimps

34 Ib. lean chopped beel
2 slices stale white bread
|

Lurge Spanish onion, very finely
minced
I cgw

Salt. pepper
14 leaspoon oregiano
¢ teaspoon ground cumin

T

3 chicken breasts (6 halves). boneless
and skinless
15 1bs. lobster tails, thawed if frozen
2 large green peppers
1 medium-size zucchini
Olive oil
3 large cloves garlic, minced extremely
fine
B-oz. can plum
chopped fine
2 cups long-grain rice
14 teaspoon safhron powder
Lo teaspoon paprika
2 tablespoons lemon juice
1-5 cups chicken broth. canned or fresh
6-oz can pitted black olives. drained
Soak bread in cold water a few min-
utes, then press gently to remove excess
wiater. Put through meat chopper, using
fine Dblade, the shrimps, previously
chopped beef, bread and 14 cup minced
onion. Add egg, 1 weaspoon salt, 14
teaspoon pepper, oregano and cumin.

tomatoes,  drained.

“Well, I guess that answers my next question.”

Mix well. Shape into balls about 34 in.
thick, keeping hands wet to shape meat
easily. Set aside in refrigerator until
needed. Cut chicken and lobster cross-
wise into 1-in. chunks. Cut green peppers
Iengthwise into eighths. Remove and dis-
card stem ends, seeds and membrancs.
Peel zucchini and cut in hall lengthwise,
then cut crosswise into  I-in. chunks,
Heat 145 cup oil in pacella pan. Sauté
meatballs until brown; remove from
pan. Sauté chicken untl light, swreaky
brown: remove [rom Sautd green
peppers and zucchini, using more oil il
necessary, until just barely tender; ve-
move from pan. Wash and dry pan. Add
15 cup ol Heat lor a minute or iwo
over low llame. Add réemaining onion,
aarlic. tomatoes, rice. sitflron and paprika
and stir well. Sawté, stirring constantly,
5 minutes. Add lemon  juice, chicken
broth, meatballs. chicken, lobster, green

Jran.

peppers. aucchini and olives. I chicken
broth 15 unseasoned, add 1 to 2 tea-
spoons salt. Bring liquid to a boil. Re-
duce hear and simmer 20 to 50 minutes,
stirring gently [rom time to time. Sprin-

kle with salt and pepper.
ALL-SEAFOOD PAELLA

2 live northern lobsters, 114 Ibs. each

1 I, raw shrimps

2 dozen unopened littleneck clinns

1 Ih. halibut steak

I 1. squid

114 1bs. fresh asparagus

14 cup olive oil

1 green pepper, large dice

1 sweet red pepper, linge dice

3 knge cloves garlic. minced extremely
fine

I large Spanish onion. minced extreme-
Iv hine

14 teaspoon saltvon powder

1y cup fmely minced fresh parsley

2 tablespoons finely minced culimro

3 Loge tomatoes, peelad, minced fine

2 cups long-grain rice

| large bay leal

4-5 cups clam broth, fresh or bottled

Salt, pepper

Cur live lobsters in hall (or have sea-
food dealer do this for vou, il lobsters
arc 1o he used at once). Remove sac in
head: arack claws; cut each lobsier cross-
wise into 3 chunks. Using scissors, cut
shrimp shells through back and under-
side, leaving shells on shrimps and tails
intact. Sarub clams well. Cut halibut into
s4-in.  chunks, discarding bone.  Have
squid cleaned by fish dealer. Boil about
Ve hour or undl tender, Drain and cut
crosswise into L4-in. slices. Peel asparagus
with vegetable peeler. Discard havd ends:
cut crosswise into 1-in. picces. Boil until
just tender, then dy Heat o1l in
paella pan over low [lame. Sauté peppers




IF YOULIKE
ANIGE.BLAND,
DELIGATE
LITTLE <
DAIQUIRL.. ..

STAYAWAY
FROM
MYERS'S

WORLD FAMOUS
/s IMPORTED -

Myers's doesn’t make a nice,
bland, delicate little anything.
What it does make is a hearty, full-
flavored rum drink. That's be-
cause Myers's is dark Jamaican
rum. And people who know rumwill
tell you dark Jamaican rum is the
rummiest rum of all. So, naturally,
the Myers's Daiquiri is the rum-
miest Daiquiri of all.

Use Myers's Rum every time the
drink calls for rum. You'll love it.
Providing you're ready for a good,
full-flavored rum.

For Iree recipe booklet, write General Wine & Spirits Co.,
Dept. 419, 375 Park Avenue, New York, New York 10022
Myers's—the true Jamaican Rum. 84 Prool.

until  just barely ender. Add garlic,
onion, sallron, parsley, culantro, toma-
toes, rice and bay leal. Sauté 5 minutes,
stirring Irequently. Add clam broth and
a boil. Reduce flame so that
liquid merely simmers. If clam broth is
unseasoned, add 1 teaspoon salt. Place
in pan the lobster picces. shrimps. clams,
halibut.  squid and  asparagus. Simmer
slowly, tending pan [requently. checking
pan bottom 1o avoid scorching. Cook
until rice s tender and has absorbed all
liquid. Season with salt and pepper just
before serving.

- i
bring to

SANGRIA

1 fifth lighe dry red wine

I whole orange

1 ripe Elberta peach, peeled and sliced

6 slices lemon

114 ors. cosnac

I oz wiple sec

1 oz, maraschino

1 tablespoon or more sugar to taste

6 ozs. 1ced club soda

Cut entire peel of orange in a single
strip, beginning at stem end and con-
tinuing until spiral veaches bottom of
fruit. White part should be cut along
with outer peel, so that orange fTruit is
exposed. Leave peel attached to orange
bottom, so that [ruit may be suspended
in pitcher. Pour wine into glass pitcher.
Add peach, lemon, cognac, tl'ip]c sec,
maraschino and sugar. Stir 10 dissolve
sugar. Carefully place orange in pitcher,
fastening top end ol peel over vim. Let
mixture marinate at room emperature
at least 1 hour. Add soda and 1 way of
ice cubes to pircher. Sur.

WINTE SANGRIA

filth drv white wine
whole orange

shices lemon

slices lime

0F. COZIEIC

1L = =

-_—

tublespoons sugar

piece stick cinnamon

Lrge  strawberries, stems  removed,
Iaived

e

6

Cut entire peel ol orange, following
procedure in above recipe. wine
into glass pitcher. Add lemon, lime, co-

ors. iced club soda

Pour

wnac, sugar, annamon and strawberries,
Stir 1o dissolve sugar. Carelully place
orange in pitcher, fastenming top cud of
peel over rim. Let mixture marinae at
room temperature at least 1 hour, Add
soda and 1 tray of ice cubes to pitcher.
Sur.

With paella and sangria gracing his
groaning board. the host is able 10 oifer
a feast that echoes the elegant stmplicity
ol its Iberian birthplace. All that re
mains is to reap a harvest ol bravos.

16334578

Just your speed and beautifully built!
Precision crafted in Great Britain . .

the great BSR McDonald 600. Makes
any hi-fi system higher-fi. Has every
professional feature for playing it like
it is. Comes with pre-installed Shure
elliptical cartridge, power base and
dust cover. You can't beat the system
that has it. See the magnificent BSR
McDonald models at your hi-fi dealer.

- McDONALD

BSR (USA) LTD. = BLAUVELT, N.Y. 10913 J

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

Name

Address

City

State Zip
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DR.FELDMAN

as the Feldman table) and the docior was
surprised to get a grunt instead of a how-
do-vou-do when he introduced himself
The man’s name was Moritzer. He was
in his late 40s, sallow, thin and unhappy-
looking. A bad choice lor the Feldman
table, the others agreed, sitting on the
porch after lunch.

Dr. Feldman submitted a  defense.
“Don’t judge so quick.” he said. “Mo-
ritzer . mav not be feeling so well
Moritzer may have business  troubles.
Give Moritzer a chance.”

He gave Moritzer a chance at the rec
hall. “Well, what's your pleasure?” he
asked. “Gin rummy I'm tived of. Like 10
shoot some pinochle? You play ping
pong? How about pool?”

“No, thanks,” Moritzer said coldly. “I
came here to rest, not play games.”

“You live in the city?” Dr. Feldman
said.

“Yeah, so what?”

“Nothing. nothing,” the doctor said.
“L don’t think I heard your first nime.
Mine is Horace. I always hated that
name. They used to call me Horse. That
wasn’t so bad when I was a little rune,
but then I put on a few pounds,” he
chuckled and patted his solid midsection.
“What's yours:”

“My name is Moritzer,” the man said.

Later that evening, Dr. Feldman was
playing checkers, and winning. Then he
looked up and saw Moritzer in a vocker,
regarding him with eves that could cur-
dle sour aream. The Feldman hand shook
and he lost the gmne.

He was going into his room (the Feld-
man suite) when he saw Moritzer com-
ing down the hall. slapping his thigh
with a rolled-up evening newspaper.

“Good night. Mr. Moritzer.” he said.

Moritzer didn’t answer. Didn’t even
answer,

Dr. Feldman had a litde trouble get-
ting to slecp that night and he blamed
the newcomer. Moritzer meant nothing
to him, ol course; just a sowrpuss; but
Dr. Feldman was wroubled. Counld it be
that Moritzer actually didn’t like him?

That possibility, remote as it scemed,
persisted at dinner the next day. Moritz-
er was not merely swrly: he was selec-
tively surly. He acually spoke a lew
words to the married couples. He ac-
tunlly answered Mis, Shear’s questions
about his marital status (he was married,
but his wile didn't like the country),
But 1o Dr. Feldman: not a word.

A lesser man might have been comlort-
cd by indignation or contented  with
indifflerence. Not Dr. Feldman, To the
Feldman psyche, Moriwzer's attitwde was
a challenge.

Alwer dinner, the doctor said: “Come
[or a walk, Moritzer.,”

“I hate walks.” Moritzer said.

“Good lor digestion. Doctor'’s orders.”

To his surprise, Moritzer grunted and

(continued from page 127)

agreed. They walked down the main
road and into the nirrow wooded road
that civded Ponchawee like a Lasso. By
mutual assent, they were silent. Here and
there, the path narrowed and grew rocky.
Now and then, one or the other would
lose his Tooting,

“Carelul, carclul,” Dr. Feldman said
when Moritzer stumbled against him.
“Caretul vourscll,” Morttzer said un-
pleasanty. A few steps later, he wipped
and  almost knocked the doctor over.,
The Feldman temper was held, but then
it happened a third and a fourth time.

“Hey, carcless,” he said. with a forced
smile. “Watch where you're shoving.”

When they got back o the Manor, the
doctor was taking pine needles out of his
sleeve, looking ruflled. Ms, Shear asked
him how the walk was. Fine, he said.

The next day. only moderately daunt-
ed, he invited Moritzer 1o mixed doubles
on the hadminton court. The wm ol
Moritzer-Elkins s, Feldman-Shear, A top
attraction. Actually, Morvitzer trned out
to be a gloomy but quick-moving op-
ponent, and Mrs, Elkins wasn't bad,
cither. Feldman-Shear lost badly, Then
the Lulies suggested a viriation: the boys
against the givls. That would have been
all right, but twice, twice Morvitzer struck
the doctor on the back ol the head with
his rvacket. Once was an accident, Dr.
Feldman told himsell. But 1wice?

That alternoon, Dr. Feldman went for
his first dip in the Ponchawee pool,
setting an cxample for the umid. An
hour Later, one of the marricd couples,
Murs. Elkins. Mis. Shear and even Moritz-
er turned up in swimsuits. It developed
that Moritzer was a nifiv swimmer. Un-
Iike the doctor, who required water
wings. he wore swim fins ind a Tace mask
and spent a lot ol time under the winer.
The result was a lot ol giggling from the
women and some naughey remarks. Then
a funny thing happened. The surgeon
was doing the Feldman crawl. a dignified
movement, slow but ellective. when he
fele a hand close aboun his ankle. v had
to be & hamd, he veasoned: there wasn't
any aquatic life in the Ponchawee swim-
ming pool. And the hand seemed in-
tent upon pulling Dr. Feldman beneath
the surlace. At st he reacted  good-
naturedly, calling  out  merrily, “Hey,
cur it ot down there!: bin when his
nose flled up with chlovinated water, he
wasn't so amused. Blub, zlub!™ Dr,
Feldman eried and kicked out with his
other loot 1o strike a shoulder bone or
something equally hard—a face mask.
nunvber The hand ler go and the docor,
panting. paddled to the pool’s edge.

That night, the Feldman sleep was
disturbed by a dream of drowning. It
was no wonder, then, that he hesicied at
Morttzer's very hrst overture of [riend-
ship at breakiase.

“Come lor a row.” he sad.

“A row.” Dr. Feldman said, thoughts
ol water.

“On the lake”

“The lake,” Dr. Feldman said and
then decided he was being silly. “Fine
idea! Look. let's invite the women.”

“Pooey,” Moritzer said. “1I'm a married
man. Enough is enough. You want to go
lor a row. OK. Il not. OK.”

“OR.” Dr. Feldman said.

Thev went down to the boathouse and
took out the soundest-looking rowbhoat.
It was a beautiful dav. The lake was
glassy, except for a ripple here and there
that indicited the presence ol a fish
warming itsell near the surface. When
Dr. Feldman learned that tackle was also
available, he was suddenly  enthused.
Moritzer didn’e fish. but he hked 1o row.
The Libors were divided. Feldman: fish-
ing. Moritzer: rowing.

The boat skimmed the water simoothly
under Moritzer's casy oar stroke. The
doctor was willing to fish in the middle
ol the Lake. but Moritzer wanted to round
the bend and head for a more distant
shore. After a while. they couldn’t see the
pink rool ol Ponchawee Manor anvimore,

For hall an houwr, Moritzer napped in
the rowboat and Dr. Feldman fished. Bu
nothing nibbled on the Feldman line
and Moritzer started getting restless. He
sat up on the other side of the cralt and
regarded the doctor with folded arms
and balelul eves, Then he began a slow
rocking trom side 1o side.

“Shsh,” Dr. Feldman  said.
scare the hsh.™”

“What hsh?” Movitzer said.

Soon the rocking becime more violent.

“Moritzer,” the doctor said, “what arc
vou doing®" Moritzer didn’t answer. He
just stared and rocked. “Moritzer, are
vou crazy? You keep this up, you'll turn
the boat over.”

-

N7

“You'll

“So what do you want us to do.
drown?”
“What's the mater. Feldman®” Mo-

ritzer said nastily. “You didn't bring your
water wings:”

“A joke is a joke,” the docior said
frostily. “Let’s go back alveady.”

Unbelicvably. Moritzer stood up. He
plantad his leet on both sides ol the
vessel and rocked so hard thar the boat
began shipping water.

Dr. Feldman looked incredulously
the winer stains on his white-duck trou.
sers and cried out: “Moritzer, 1 believe
oure a crazyv man!”

“Yeah, so learn how to swim, Feld-
man.” Moritzer sad, and  the doctor
began to realize that mavbe Morirzer.
sullen Moritzer, dida’t just dislike him,
maybe Moritzer really fated him, maybe
Morvitzer wanted him dead.

“Moritzer!”" the doctor screamed, as
he delt himsell losing his balance. He
grabbed the side of the hoat lor support
and found himsell chuching one ol the
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oars. He slipped it out ol the lock and
tried to use it as a balancing pole. This
made Moritzer laugh. He sounded like
one of those fiends in the old movies,
and Dr. Feldman was terrified. He didn’t
have to think about hiting Moritzer
with the oar, he just did . He caughe
Moritzer broadside on his lelt ear, and
Moritzer went sleepy-looking and  top-
pled over the side and into the water
with a mighty splash. The boat was cap-
sized a moment later and, for a grim five
scconds, Dr. Feldman thought he was
underneath it. But, no—there was day-
light and. gasping, sputtering. making all
kinds ol heaving noises. he managed 1o
cling to the bottom. He didnt worry
about looking lor Moritzer; he was 0o
busy holding on and yelling. It wouldn’t
have mattered, anvway, because Moritzer
was already drowned and dead.

The rest of Dr. Feldman's visit to
Ponchawee Manor was less enjovable.
There were policemen and a local re-
porter and plenty ol cducking tongues in
the dining room, and the doctor was
content with the oficial version of the
story that soon crculated sround  the
resort and found its way onto the police
blotter. It was an accident, of course

(and maybe, Dr. Feldman thought wish-
fully. maybe that's all it was), and Mo-
ritzer's drowning was explained by the
blow on the head he sustiined when the
boat capsized. Dr. Feldman thought it
was permissible not to mention the busi-
ness with the oar, just as he didn't men-
tion Moritzer's deliberate rocking. Fair
was [air. But he wasn't sorry 10 climb
behind the wheel of his Mercedes and
put Ponchawee Manor behind him. In
fact, he was actually happy to return 10
the ofhce Monday morning and sce the
unlovely but not unwelcome  face of
Hilda, his nurse.

“Well, dociors”
have a good time:"

“Not bad, not bad.” Dr. Feldman said.
“Only, there was a litde acadent i

“You weren't hurt?” Hilda asked with
quick concern.

“No. no,” Dr. Feldman said. “But
some poor man got drowned. Otherwise,
I had a wonderlul time. Now,” he said,
rubbing his surgeon’s hands together in
anticipation ol saving vet another life,
“who's our first patient this weeks”

“IUs a Mrs, Moriteer,” Hilda said.

she said. “Did vou

“What I'm trying to tell you, Miss Jackson, is that to
me, yow're not just another cog in a great big machine.”

CRAND HIEUELS
(continued from page 122

whom I had spied from the corridor.
Instinctively, T felt these were the men
to [ollow. They scemed content to stand
around for & tme. dhatting, and so was
L. We were presently joined by an Amer-
ican prolessor who was, I had learned
previously, in Twkey to amrange a pro-
gram for a computer. It appeared that
the American Government had given the
Tuwrkish  government a  compuier,  for
which the Latter was unable 10 find a use.
To help the Turks solve their problem,
the Americans had now thrown in the
professor. whose task was to find a job
worthy of the computer’s prowess. 1 am
thinking.” he had told me. "ol putting it
to work analyzing the drinking water
from various provinces. 1 don't know
about the local authorities. but 1 am
pretty sure the computer will get quite a
shock.” On the occasion ol the earth-
quatke, T was delighted to see him. “Is it
siafe Tor me to return and have my bathz”
I inquired. He consulted his watch and
advised us all 10 wait another four min-
utes. We should cither have another quake
almost immediately, he insisted, or we
shouldn’t. I waited patiemtly, while he
contnned o observe the minume hand.
Eventually, he looked up, “Bathtime,” he
said reassuringly, and 1 and the chels
returned 1o our tasks.

While still in this part of the world, a
word, perhaps, about the Hilton Hotel
in Athens. Although not one for my list,
it stands head and shoulders above all
the other Hilton Hotels at which 1 have
stayed, including the London Hilton—
which stands head and shoulders above
Buckingham Palace. It would be loolish
to belittde Mr. Hilton or to deny that in
many cites, such as Athens, he has im-
poscd new standards ol comfort and
cleanliness not only on the natives but
also on some ol his guests. He reassures
the American taveler—alihough not . odd-
ly enough, the British. Bui, then, does
anything reassure us? For myself, it is the
Hilton clevators that alarm. A slow mover,
I am requently attacked by the doors.

At the inaugural party to Lunech the
London Hilton, 1 was retained o intro-
duce the cabaret, which was performed
between the courses and was intended to
emphasize the inernatonal Bavor ol the
feast. Japanese jugglers followed the bird's-
nest soup: a Frendh singer, the poulel.
The waiter assigned 10 owr tible glanced
ar the aflluent and  distinguished  guests,
who induded My, J. Paul Gewy and M.
Hilton himsell, “This looks,” he told us,
“as il it might turn out a funny evening.
Ladies, will you please put your handbags
in the center ol the table, where we can
all keep our eyes on them.”

American waiters are experts on cut-
ting any procecdings down 10 size. How
olten they demolish the clegant, sophisti-
cated atmosphere so carefully builg up




by host and proprictor with that honest
shout ol “Who gets the consommé?” But
their English cousins ave seldom far be-
hind. The best waiters, like the best
lovers, are Latins. What the Enghshman
and the Amenican Jack in technique in
both  bedroom  and  banquet hall.  they
attempt unsuccessfully o cover up with
bonhomie, Alas. there is more to laying a
table or a lady than high spirits. Quuside
of London, the wraveler who stavs in a
sritish-owned and -operated hotel must
not expect 1o he pampered. He will hnd
that meals are served when it suits the
Hotel Catering Act 10 do so. Bedrooms
are kept at a temperature thar will en
courage the chient to spend money on
aas or clectric Iires 10 siop shivering.
Bathrooms are scarce, bleak and remote.
What T hind most depressing about Brin
ish hotels is the display of literature in
their public rooms. A British horcher
would rather shoot himsell than buy a
paper or a book lor lius guests to read.
Such magazines as one hinds in the smok
ing voom ol The Crown, The Feathers
or The George must not only be at least
a year old and berelt of cover bhut must
also have been issued free, and deal
with such subjects as canoeing or topiary
gardening.

The more modern the hotel in
Britain, the smaller the bedroom, the
longer the corridor. The emphasis is on
1Ii,-.'ciplinc. You are not, lor instance, ex-
pected to upset your morning colfee.
Having done so in Manchester one
morning, I phoned lor assistance. 1 was
prepared for the stafl 10 remove the
sheets, but not the mattress. There was
nothing to do but get up—never a wise
thing 10 do in Manchester until one is
actwally required ac the theater. 1T was
stepping imo the bath when the phone
rang. Big Brother had been inlormed.
“We understnd,” a voice told me, “that
you have soiled vour bed. There will be
an additional chinge on your bill.” How
dilferent from the hotel in New Orleans
where, alter a stav of a fortnight, there
wasn't a ball ac all. "We lhke actors,”
they told me, and charged only for tele-
phone calls. Were it not that any hotel
quite so recklessly conducted must have
long since gone out of business, 1 would
proudly include i in my list. On the
whole, the Britsh find little pleasure in
staving in their own hotels, possibly be-
cause there is very linde pleasure in doing
so, with the exception of my [ourth
great howel——Claridge’s in London. No
praise can be oo high for this superb
annex to Buckingham Palace. It is the
refuge of monarchs and presidents, pro-
tecting them while they reign and caring
for them long afier they have abdicated
or heen deposed. Uncasy lies the head
that wears a crown, except on a Clar-
idge’s pillow slip. The management also
entertains fihm producers, landed gentry,

ambassadors, debutantes, actors intoxi-
cated by their press cuttings and sober
citizens. Claridge’s is immensely comfort-
able, superbly intinmate. Faulilessly main-
tiined, more ol a club than a hotel and
more of it home than cither. Most sur-
prising of all, there are lew lorcigners on
its stafl.

Oddly enough, there was a British
waiter on the stafl of my Qith hotel,
the Imperial in Vienna. Vienna is a
city of makebelieve. Where else would
vou find the horn of a unicorn on dis-
play next to a golden rose? It is a city
where horses prance under the chande-
liers in the riding school and where the
Russians, taking a hint from their hosts,
stabled their own cavalry in the ball-
room ol the Imperial and roasted an ox
on its marble staircase. But when they
left, their hosts. not a whit abashed by
such vandabism, managed 1o ger every-
thing back in place, along with the gilt
mirrors and the chandeliers, and re-
opened for business within a vear. Very
comlortable it was when 1 was there
making a film called The Journey with
Yul Bryvaner and Deborah Kerr. Yul's
part in the picture demanded that he
should be constantly chewing on a wine-
glass: but the rest of us sat avound happi-
ly in the hotel dining room, munching

Rhine salmon and wild strawberries, and
occasionally ventured Torth 1o the loca-
tion. accompanied by a vast quantity of
cardboard on which cotton wool had
been affiked and which had to be scat-
tered over the countryside to represent
the snows of vestervear.

I was accomparied by my wile and
childven, who in those davs were fasci-
nated with the enormous gas balloons
sold in the Pruer just beside the Great
Wheel immortalized in The Thivd Man.
These they would bear hack to the Impe-
rial in wriumph and then, forgetful as
ever, rclease, 1\'!1&1'12:1|10|1 the balloous
would sail upward and bump along the
ceiling. It seemed that there was always
a porter perched on a stepladder in our
sitting room. “You really musen’t bother
lim again,” 1 would tell my son. "But he
likes it, Poppa, he really does,” would be
the reply. Not, of course, the only reason
lor including the Imperial, but certainly
one ol them.

A hotel is only as good as its staff. and

my sixth among the giants persists in the
supreme {olly of dressing up its emplovees
as il they were about to attend a children’s
costume party. Don't be dismaved, there
fore, when. on arrival, the door of vow
car is opened by a gentleman sweltering

in the guise of a beeleater or when your
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luggage is unloaded by another dressed
as il for the paddy fields. You are not in
the Tower ol London or Vietham, vou
are not cven in Disneviand: vou have
merely arrived at the Century Plaza in
Beverly Hills, Calilornia. There are vari-
ous theories about the costumes. The hotel
is butlt on part ol what used 10 be the
20th Century lot and some think the film
company threw in the wardrobe along
with the Land. Others see a sinister at-
tempt 1o lull the nation into a false sense
ol security, so that when the threatened
Chinese invasion finally tikes place. the
Americin populace will be cght un-
awares. “Don’t worry.” they will be tell-
ing one another, “they arc merely bellhops
from the Century Plaza.”

Once you have passed over the thresh-
old, however, yvou will he very comlort-
able, indeed, in this hotel. It has the
most efficient ¢levators, the best room
service and the most enjovab’e heds ol
any hotel in America. It is beautifully
quict and, except for the dressing up
already noted. quietly beauntiful.

Not uas beautiful, of course, as my last
great hotel, the Griui Palace in Venice:
but then, the Lauer has the manifestly
unfair advantage ol being on the Grand
Canal. No other hotel in the world am
compete with such a setting, and one can
pay no higher tribue 10 the Gritti than
to note that it deserves 10 he exactly where
it is. It has the incomparable advaniage
of not having been built as a hotel. Tv was
originally inmtended 1o be and, indeed,
still is, a palace. The corridors meander,
the bathrooms are never quite where vou

expect, the Turniture not dreamed up by
an interior decorator but colleated piece
by picce over the vews. until at last
the room is complete and fit for a guest.
The lust time 1 stayed there, 1 sent a
bedside lamp crashing onto the marble
floor. “If 1 can aflord 1o pay for ir, 1
will,” I told the desk derk. He dismissed
the suggestion with a chuckle. Venice is a
long way [rom Manchester.

There arc other hotels in which I have
staved and been comloruable and  con-
tent: the Mandarin in Hong Kong, the
Tokyo Hilton. the Pierre Marques in
Acapuleo, the Black Buck in Wiesbaden
and, surprisingly, the Europa in Lenin-
grad. But the seven I have writien ol e
the top. They have a reputation for
perfection that over the years they have
cherished striven  successfully 1o
maintun. Most of us go through life
haunted by a few anonymous, pleasur-
able scents: a flower sniffed in childhood,
a special kind of wood fire, hops dry-
ing, a horse being shocd, furniture polish,
vanilla, honevsackle, straight bouwrbon.
Now and again, perhaps in a strange
house, or walking in the country, or
passing along some  city street, there
comes borne over the air a remembered
Iragrance, which delights. Thus, when 1
first cross the lobby ol a new hotel, T will
panse for a moment with my nostrils
hopelully flaved. What is the scent for
which I am patiently snifling the air? It
i1s the smell of confidence that comes
[rom perleciion.

(Y]
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“Sure I knew you were a Communist. Why do you think
I married you? I'm from the FBIl.”

NIGHT OF GOLDEN MEMORIES
(continued from page 168)

coat, striped morning trousers and  an
ivorv-headed  walking  stick held  with
an casy grace by his dove-gray gloved
hand. In ved. sputtering neon under-
neatlis AL'S SWANK FORMALWEAR. RENTED
BY THE DAY OR HOUR. FREE FITTINGS.

We climbed the narrow, dark wooden
steps 1o the second floor. Within a red
armow painted on the wall were the
words SWANK FORMAL—TURN LEFT.

We went past a couple ol dentists’
ollices and a door murked Bair. BONDSMAN
—FREEDOM FOR YOU DAY OR NIGHT.

“I wonder if Fred Astaire ever comes
here,” Schwartz said.

“Oh, come on, Schwartz. This is seri-
ous!” T could feel excitement rising
deep inside me. The prom. the engraved
invitation, the summer lormal; v was all
starting to come together,

Al's Swank Formalwear turned out to
be a small room with a vellow light bulb
hanging from the ceiling, a couple of wall
glass cases containing suits on  hangers,
a counter and a couple of smudgy [ull-
length mirrors. Schwartz opened negotia-
tions with a swarthy, bald, hawk-cyed,
shirt-sleeved man behind the counter.
Around his neck hung o vellow measunr-
ing tape. He wore a worn vest with a
hall-dozen chalk pencils sticking out of
the pocket.

“Uh weldh like o .« cuhl 5
Schwartz began confidently.

“OK, boys. Ya wanna make it big at
the prom, am I right? Ya come to the
right place. Ya goin’ 1o that hop out at
Cherrvwood, rightz”

“Uh . veah.” 1 replied.

“And  ova owinna summah
right?”

“HEY, MORTY! he shouted out.
“"HERE'S TWO MORE FOR THAT
BASH AT CHERRYWOOD. I'D SAY
ONE THIRTYSIX SHAWT, ONE
FAWTY REGULATL” His practiced eye
had immediately sized us correctly.

“COMIN™ UP!” Morty's voice echoed
[rom the bowels of the establishment,

Humming 1o himsclf, Al began o pile
and unpile boxes like we weren’t even
theve, T looked wwound the room at the
posters ol various smartly turned  out
men ol the world., Oue n particular,
wearing a summer formal. had @ siviking
resemblance 1o Cesar Romero, his distin-
guished gray sideburns and bronze lace
contrasting nicely with the snowy white-
ness ol his jacker.

There was another picune, of Tony
Martin, who was at that time ar the peak
of his movie aueer, usually portraving
Arab princes who disguised themselves as
begears in order to make the scene at the
market place. He was always [alling in
love with a slinve girl who turned out 1o be
a princess in disguise. plaved by somebody
like Paulette Goddard. Tony's roguish grin,

"

{awmal,




somewhat flvspecked. showed that he was
about to break into Deserl Song.

Schwartz was busily inspecting a collec-
tion of bow ties displayed under glass in
one of the showcases.

“OK  ON THE THIRTYSIX
SHAWT, AL, BUT I'M OUTA FAW-
TIES. HOW "BOUT THAT FAWTY-
TWO REGULAH THAT JUST CAMLE
BACK FROM THAT DAGO WLED-
DING?” shouted Morty from the back
OO,

"CUT THE TALK AN" BRING
THE GOODs!” Al shouted Dback,

straightening up. his Face llushed.

“THE FAWTY-TWO AIN'T BEEN
CLEANED YET! camc lrom the back
TOOm.

“BRING IT OUT, AWREADY!™
barked Al. He wrned to me.

“This suit just come in [rom anothah
job. Don't worry about how it looks.
We'll clean it up an’ take it in so's it’ll
fit good.”

Morty emerged, a tall, thin, sad man
in a gray smock, even balder than Al He
curied two suits on  hangers, draped
them over the counter, gave Al a dirty
look and stalked back into the shadows.

“OK now, bovs. First vou.” Al nodded
to Schwartz. “Take this and try it on
behind the curtain. It should fit zood.
It's mavbe a linle long at the cufls, but
we'll take ‘em up.”

Schwartz grabbed the hanger and scur-
ricd behind the green curtiin, Al held
up the other suit. In the middle of a
dark reddish-brown stain  that  covered
the entive breast pocket was a neat little
hole right through the jacket. Al turned
the hanger around and stuck his finger
through the hole.

“HLY, MOR T'Y!" he shouted.

“WHAT NOW?”

“HOW "BOUT THIS HOLE INNA
FAWTY-TWO? CAN YA FIX IT?”

"WADDAYA WANT, MIRACLES?”
Morty whined.

“Don’t worry, kid. We can hx this up
good as new. You'll never tell it ain't a
new coat.”

Schwartz emerged from the fitting
room shrouded in what looked like a
parachute with sleeves.

“Perfick! Couldn® be bettul!™ shouted
Al exultantly, darting from behind the
counter. He grabbed Schwariz by  the
shoulders, spun him around and, with a
single movement, ran his hand up into
Schwantz® aotch, measured the inscam,
spun him around again, made two chalk
marks on the sleeves—which came alimost
to his huger tips—yanked up the collar,
punched him smartly in the kidney, all
the while murmuring in a hoarse stage
whisper:

“I's made for vyou. Just perfick.
Couldn’ be betwuh. Perfick. Like tailor-
made.”

Schwartz smiled weakly throughout the
ordeal,

“OK, kid. take it off. T'll have it ready
for vou next weck.”

Obediently, Schwartz disappeared into
the fitting room. Al turned to me. “Here,
slip on this coat.” He held it out invit-
ingly. I plunged my arms into its volumi-
nous folds. I felt his iron grip on my
shoulder blades as he yanked me upward
and spun me around, his appraising cye
darting everywhere,

“Just perfick. Couldn’ be bettuh. Fits
like a glove. Take it in a little here; pull
in the bias here. . ..

He ook out his chalk and made a few
marks on my back.

“OK. Slip outa i..”

Al again thrust his finger through the
hole.

“Reweave it like new. An’ doan worry
‘bout the stain; we'll ger it out. Musta
been some party. Here, try on these
pants.”

He tossed a pair of midnight-blue
trousers over the counter at me. Inside
the hot litde cubicle, as I changed into
the pamts, 1 stroked the broad black-
velver stripe that lined the outer seam. |
was really in the big time now. They
were rumpled, of course, and they
smelled strongly ol some spilled bever-
age, but they were trulv magnificent.
The waist came to just a shade below my
armpits. Tossing the curtain aside, T
sushaved out like Ciry Grant.

“Stand up swraight, kid,” Al breathed
into my ear. An aromatic blast of pastra-
mi and pickled herring made my head
reel.

"Al. Perfick. Just right. Put a liule
tuck in the waist, so.” He grabbed sever-
al vards of the seat. “An’ a litle in

here.” A sudden thyill of pain as he
violently measured the inseam. Then it
was all over.

“Now,” he said, back behind his
counter once again, “how do ya sce the
shirts? Ya want ‘em straight or rufiled?
Or pleated, maybe? Very smart.” He
indicated several shirts on display in his
grimy glass case. I would recommend
our Monte Carlo model, a real spilty
numbah.”

We both peered down at the shirts.
The Monte Carlo number was, indeed,
spitly, its high. stfl. V-cut collar arching
over cascading  ribbons of razor-sharp
plears.

“Boy, now that’s a shirt!” Schwartz
breathed excitedly.

“That’s what I want,” I said aloud. No
other shirt would do.

“Me, wo.” Schwartz seconded.

“Fifteen ncck. thirty-three sleeve for
you. sonnv:" he asked Schwartz

“Ul. veah.” said Schwartz with knitted
brow. “But how did you 5

“And filteen and 2 half, thirty-four
for vou. right:”

I nodded. wondering why he bothered
o wear a lllll(' moasure :ll'ﬂl"lll his neck.

“OK now,” Al cominued briskly, “how
“bout studs? Ya sot ‘em?”

"Ly ... whaee™

He had caught me off guard. I had
heard the word “stud” before, but never
in a ailor shop.

“OK, I guess not. I'll throw ’em in.
Maybe even some matchin® culf links,
o. because vou've such high-class cus-
tomers. Now. | .‘illl)l)‘)s{' Y owanna gO
first-class, right>”

Al directed this question at both of us,
his face assuming a look of concerned
lorthrightness,

“Righiz” he repeated.

“Yeah.” Schwartz answered uncertainly
for both of us.

“I knew that the minute you two
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walked in. Now, I'm gouna show vou
somepin  that is  exclusive with  Al's
Swank Formalwear.™

With an air ol swrreptitious mystery.
he bent over, slid open a drawer and
placed op the counter an object thae
uidocused mv eves with s sheer kalei-
doscopic brilliance.

“No place else in town can supply vou
with a genuwine Hollywood paisley cum-
mabund. It's our vademark.”

I stved ac the magnificent band of
glowing, scintillating Fabric, already see-
g mysell a total smash on the dance
Hoor.

“I's only a buck extra. And worth hive
times the price. Adolphe Menjou alwavs
wears this model. How “bout it, men:"

We both agreed in unison. After all,
you only live once.

“Ol course, included for only hall a
dolla more 15 our fawmal bow ue and
matchin® booteneer. 1 would suggest the
maroon.”

“Sounds grea,” 1 answered.

... And then lie forced me to perform an unnatural act.”

“Isn’t that evervthing®” asked Schwartz
with some concern.

“Is thae alll You goua be kiddin',
sonny. How do vou expect to wip the
light Lantastic widout a pair a black
patent-leathah dancdin® pumps?”

“Dancin” what®*” T asked.

“Shoes, shoes,” he cxpl;tinetl irritably.
“An’ we throw in the socks lor nutun’
How ‘hout z”

“Well, uh, . . .”

“Fine! So that’s it, boys. I'll have
evervthing all ready the dav belore the
prom. You'll really knock ‘em dead.”

As we left, another loud argument
broke out between Morty and Al Their
voices accompanied ws down the long
flight of narrow stairs and out into the
streel.

Step by step, in the ancient tradition,
the ribal ritual was being aaed out
The prom, which was now two weeks ofl,
began to occupy our minds most ol the
witking day. The semester had just about
played isell out; our junior year was

almost over. The trees and flowers were
in blossom, great white clouds drifted
across deep-blue skies and baseball prac-
tice was in [ull swing—but somechow, this
spring was different from the rest. The
prom was something that we had heard
about since our earliest days. A kind of
golden aura hung over the word isell.
Every couple of dayvs, the bulletin board
at school announced that the prom com-
mittee was meeting or requesting some-
thing.

There was only one thing wrong. As
each day ticked inexorably by toward
that magic night at the Cherrywood
Country Club, T still could not steel
myselfl to actually seek out Daphne Bige-
low and ask her the fatal question. Time
amnd again, I spouted her in the halls,
drifting by on gossamer wings, her ra-
diant complexion casting a glow on all
those around her, her dazzling  smile
lighting up the corners of the world.
But each time, 1 broke into a fevered
sweat and  chickened out at the last
instant.

The weekend before the prom was
sheer torturve. Schwartz, alwavs efhcient
and methodical, had already made all his
plans. We sat on the steps of my back
porch late Sunday afternoon, wawching
Lud Kissel next door struggle vainly to
adjust the idling specd on his time-
ravaged carburctor so that the Funily Nash
didn’t stall ae 35 miles an hour. He had
been drinking, of course, so it was quite
a show.

“How va doin’ with Daphne Bige-
low?" asked Schwartz sardonically, know-
ing full well the answer.

“Oh, that. I haven’t had time to ask
her,” I lied.

“Ya beuer get on the suck. There's
only a week lelt.”

"Who youw got lined up:z” T asked,
tossing a pebble at old Lud, who was
now asleep under his running board.

“Clara Mae NMauingly,” Schwartz ve-
plied in a steady, expressionless voice.

I was surprised. Clara Mae was one of
those shadowv. quiet girls who rrely
were mentioned outside of honor rolls
and  slb like  that. She  wore  gold-
rimmed glasses and still had pigtails.

“Yep,” Schwartz added  smugly. grati-
hed by my reaction.

“"Boy, she sure can spell” Tr was all
I could think of to say that was good
about her, other than the fact that she
was female,

“Sure can,” Schwartz agreed. He, too,
had been quite a speller in our grade
school days; and on more than one occa-
sion, Clara Mae had  demolished him
with a brilliant display of virtuosity in a
school-wide spelldown, a form of verbal
Indian wrestling now almost extinet but
which at one time was a Waterloo for
many of us among the unlettered. Clara
Mae had actually once gone 1o the state
final and had lost out to a gangly farm
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girl from downstate who apparently had
nothing else to do down there but read
Webster's through the long winter nights.
“You gonna send her a corsage:” 1
asked.
“Already

ordered it. At the Cupid

Florist.” Schwartz  sell-satishiction  was
overflowing.

“An orchid?”

“Yep. Cost cight bucks.”

“Holy God! Eight bucks!” I was
trulv impressed.

“That includes a gold pin for i.”

Our conversation tratled oft as Lud

Kissel rolled out rom under the running
board. heavily 1o his knees and
caawled off down the driveway on all
fours, heading lor the Bluebird Tavern,
which was closed on Sundays. Lud always
got restless in the spring.

A few hours lLater, alier supper, I went
out gloomily to water the lawn, a job
that purportedly went 1oward earning
my allowance, which reached an
afl-time high that spring of three dollars
a week. Fireflies played about the cotton-

rosc

had

woods m the hazv twihght, bur T was
troubled. One week 10 go: less, now.
because vou couldn’t count the dav of
the prom itsell. In the drawer where

I kept my socks and scout knife. buried
deep in the back. were 24 one-dollar
bills, which I had saved lor the prom.
Just as decp in my cowardly soul, I
knew [ could never ask Daphne Bigelow
to be mv date.

Refusing to admit it 10 mysell, T whis-
tled moodily as I spraved the irises and
watched o couple of low-flving bats as
they skimmed over the Lawn and up into
the poplars. Mis. Kissel, next door,
aecaked back and forth on her porch
swing, a copy ol True Romance open in
her Lap. as she watted Tor Lud's return
Mv kid brother
cune out omo the porch and, from sheer
habit. 1 quickly shot a stream ol water
over him, crching him in mid-air as he
leaped high to avoid the stream. It was a
superbly executed shot. 1 had led hin
just right. He caught it full in the chest,
his vellow polo shirt clinging to his ribs
wetly, like a second skin. at the
top of his Iungs, he disappeared into the
house and slammed the screen door be-
hind him. Ordinarily, this small wiumph
would have cheered me up lor howrs:
but tonight, I tasted nothing but ashes.
Suddenly, his face reappeared in  the

with his usual snootful.

Bawling

doarway.

“I'M
velled.

Instantly, like a cobra, T struck. Sweep-
ing the stream quickly over the sereen
door, I got him again. Another scream ol
rage and he was gone. Again, I sank into
my moody sea ol rellection. Was I going
to boot the prom?

Flick had asked Janie Hutchinson, a
tall, funny girl who had been in our
class since kindergarten. And Schwartz
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was lined up with Clara Mae; all he
had talked about had been that crummy
orchid and how good a dancer he was.
Flick had  stopped  asking me  abour
Diaphne ever since the past Wednesday.
when T had gotien mad because he'd
been needling me. All week. I had heen
deaning up my Ford for the big night.
IT there was one thing in my life that
went all the way, myv only true and
total love, it was my Ford V8. a con-
vertible that 1 had personally rebuile
at least 35 times. I knew every valve
spring personally, had honed each valve,
burnished every nut and bolt she carried.
Tuesdav, 1 had Simonized her complete-
ly: Wednesday, T had repeated the job;
and Thursday. I had polished the cdhrome
until my knuckles ached and my back was
stifl. T had spent the past two days minute-
ly deaning the interior, using @ [ull cin
ol saddle soap on the worn leather. Every-
thing was set to go, except lor one thing—
no girl,

A feeling of helpless rage setled over
me as I continued spraving the lawn. |
Hlushed out a poor, hapless caterpillar
lrom under a bush. squirting him merci-
lessly full blast until he washed down
the sidewalk and disappeared into the
weeds. I felt a twinge of evil satisfaction
as he rolled over and over helplessly. 1t
was gertng dark. All that was left of the
sun was o long purple-orange  streak
along the wesiern horizon. The glow of
the steel mills 1o the north and  east
began to light up the twilight skyv. T had
worked my way down 10 the edge of our
weedy, pock-marked bed of sod when,
out of the corner of myv eve, 1 noticed
something white approaching out of the
gloom. T sprinkled on, not knowing tha
another piece was being fitted into the
intricate mosiic ol adolescence. 1 kicked
absent-mindedly at a passing toad as 1
soaked down the dandelions.

“Whit qe vou doing?™

So deeply was I involved in sell-piry
that at first my mind wouldn't focus,
Startled, T swung my hose around, spray-
nig the white higure on the sidew:lk ten
leet awav.

“I'mosorey!” T bluried out, seeing at
once that I had washed down a girl
dressed in white tennis clothes.

]

"Oh, hi, Wanda, T didn't see vou
there.”

She dried hersell with a Kleenex.

“What are you doing?” she asked

agiin.

“I'm sprinkling the lawn.” The toad
hopped past. going the other way now.
I squivted him briclly, out ol general
principles.

“You been plaving tennis?”' Since she
was wearing tennis clothes and was carry-
ing v racket, it seemed the right thing to
say.

“Me and Eileen Akers were playing.
Down at the park,” she answered.

Lileen Akers was a sharp-faced, hespec-
tacled girl I had, inexplicably, heen

briefly in love with in the third grade. 1
had come 10 my senses by the tme we
cot into 4-B. It was a narrow escipe. By
then, I had begun to dimly perceive tha
there was more o women than being
able 1o play a good game ol run sheep
run.

“I'm sure glad school’s almost over,”
she went on, when 1 couldn’t think of
amyvthing o sav. I can hardly wait. 1
never thought I'd be a senior.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“I'm going to camp this summer. Are
you?

“Yeah,” I lied. I had a job already
lined up for the summer, working lor
survevor. The next cimp 1 would see
would be in the Ozarks, and I'd be
carrving an M-1.

Wanda swung her tennis racket at a
June bug that flapped by barely above
stall speed. She missed. The bug soared
angrily up and whirred oft to the dink-
ness.

“Are vou going to college when vou
graduate next vear:” she asked. For some
reason, | didn’t like the drilt of the
conversiation.

“Yeah, I guess so. if I don't get dralied.”

“My brother’s in the Armv. He's in
the artillery.”™ Her brother, Bud Hickey.
was a tall, laconic type four or five vears
older than both of us.

“Yeah, I heard. Doces he like it

“Well, he doesn’t write much,” she
said, “But he's gonna get a pass next
Seprember, belore hie goes overseas.”

“How come he’s in the artillery?” I
asked.

“I don't know. They just put him
there. | guess because he's tall.”

“What's that gotta do with i1? Do they
lave to throw the shells, or something?”

"1 dont know. They just did "

Then it happened. Without thinking,
without even a shadow ol u suspicion of
planning. | heard mvsell asking: “You
going to the prom?”

For a long msumt she said nothing,
Just swung her tennis racket at the air.

“Iowuess 50" she hmally  answered,
weakly.

“Ivs gonna be great,” T said, tving 1o
change the subject.

“Lih who e you going withs"
She said it as il she veally didn’t care one
wav or the other.

“"Well, I haven't exactly made up my
mind ver.” I bent down unconcernedly
and pulled a giam: milkweed our by the
ro0ts.

“Neither have I, she said,

It was then that I realized there was
no seise fighting it Some guvs are born
to dance forever with the Daphne Bige-
lows on shining ballroom floors under
endless starry skies. Others—well, they
do the best they can. 1 didn’t know thin
ver, bur I was beginning 1o suspect some-
thing.

“Wandar”

“Yes?”

.



“Wanda. Would you . . . well . . . 1
mean . . . would you, you see, 1 was
thinking. L

Nesr

Here | go, m over the horns: “Wanda,
uh . . . how about . . . going to the
prom with mez"

She stopped twitching her tennis rack-
et. The cickets cheeped. the spring air
wis filledd with the sound of singing
froglets. A solt breeze carvied with it the
promise ol a rich summer and the vi-
brant aromas ol a nearby rehnery.

She began soltly, “OI course, I've had
a lov of invitations, but I didn’t say ves
to any of them vet. 1 guess it would be
fun to go with you,” she ended lamely.

“Yeah, well, naturally, I've had lour or
five girls who wanted to go with me, but
I figured that they were mostly jerks,
anyway, and .. .ah L. L T meant to ask
vou all along.”

The die was cast, There was no turn-
ing back. It was an ironclad rule. Once a
girl was asked to the prom, only a total
bounder would even consider ducking
out ol it. There had been one or two
cases in the past. but the perpetrators
had become social pariahs, driven from
the wribe 10 fend for themselves in the
unlriendly woods.

Later that night, hunched over the
kitchen table, still somewhat numbed by
the unexpeaed turn of events, I chewed
thoughifully on a peanut-buner-and-jelly
sandwiclt while my mother, hanging over
the sink in her rump-sprung Chinese-red
chenille bathrobe, droned on monoto-
nously: “You're just going to have to
stop squirting Randy.”

“Yeah,” T answered, my
Light-years away.

“You got his new Flash
shire all wet.”

“sorry,” T said awomatically. Tt was a
phrase [ used often in those days.

“It shrunk. And now he can’t wear it”

“Why not?” I asked.

“It comes up arownd his chest now.”

“Well, why can’t he surewch ie?”

“You just stop squirting him, that’s all.
You hear me?”

mind three

Gordon T-

“Ics a silly Tshire, anyway,” T said
truculently.
“You heard what T said. No more

squirting.” That ended the conversation.

Later, in bed, I thought briefly ol
Daphne Bigelow, but was interrupted by
a voice from the bed on the other side of
the room.

“You rotten crumb. You squirted my
T-shin!”

“Ah, shaddup.”

“You wait. I'm gonna ger vou!”

I Liughed viucouslyv, My kid brother
wailed in rage.

SHUT LP. YO TwWO: CUUr
ol THE FIGHTING OR T'LL
COME IN THERE AND DO SOME

HEAD KNOCKING!™
The old man meant what he said and

we knew it. I promptly fell asleep. It had
been a long and tumultuous day.

I broke the news 1o Schwartz the next
morning, alter Dhology. We were hurry-
ing through the halls between classes on
our way to our lockers, which were side
by side on the second floor.

“Hey, Schwartz, how about double-
dating for the prom:” I asked. I knew he
had no cur and I needed moral support,
Anywiy.

“Great! I'll help vou cean up the
cr.”

“I've already Simonized her. She’s all
ser.”

“Are vou gonna send Daphne an or-
chid, or what?”

“Well, no . I said, hoping he'd
forget what he asked.

“What do you mean? Ya gotta send a
corsage.”

“Well, I am going to send a corsage.”

“I thought you said you weren't.”

“1 never said T wasn't gonna send a
corsage.”

“Are you nuts? You just said you
weren't gonna”

“I'm not gonna send a corsage Lo
Daphne Bigelow. You asked me if 1 was
gonna send a corsage to Daphne. and
I'm not.”

“She’s gonna think you're a real cheap
skate.”

It was getting ridiculous. Schwianrtz was

being even more ol a numskull than
usnal.

“Schwartz, T have decided not to ask
Daphne Bigelow to the prom.”

He looked directly at me, which
caused him to slam into two swrolling
[reshman girls. Their books slid across
the floor, where they were trampled un-
derfoor by the thundering mob.

“Well, who are vou takingz" he asked,
oblivious to their shrieks of dismay.

“Wanda Hickey.”

“Wanda Hicley!”

Schwiartz was completely thvown by
this bit of news. Wanda Hickey had
never been what you could call & major
star in our Milky Way. We walked on,
saving nothing. unul finally, as we opened
our lockers, Schwartz said: “"Well, she sure
is good at algebra.”

It was wue. Wanda was an algebra
shark in the same way that Clara Mae
wis a spelling nut. Maybe we both got
what we deserved.

Later that day, in the study hall, after
I had polished off a history theme on
some stupid thing like the Punic Wars, 1
got to thinking about Wanda. T could
see her sitting way over on the other side
ol the room, a dusty sunbeam hliering
through the window shades and highting
up her straw-colored hair, She was kind
ol ane. I'd never really noticed it before.
Ever since second grade, Wanda had just

S
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“Hey, Pop, when will I have hair on my chinny-chin-chin?”
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been there, along with Eileen Akers,
Helen Weathers and all the rest of that
anonymous throng of girls who formed
an crotic backdrop for the theater of
my mind. And here I was, at long last,
taking Wanda Hickey—Wanda Hickey
—to the prom, the only junior prom I
would ever attend in my life.

As I chewed on the end of my fake-
marble Wearever pen, I watched Wanda
through half-closed eyes in the dusty
sunbeam as she read the Lady of the
Lake. Ahead of me, Schwartz dozed
fitfully, as he always did in study hall,
his forehead occasionally thumping the
desk. Flick, to my right, siruggled sullen-
ly over his chemistry workbook, We both
knew it was hopeless. Flick was the only
one in our crowd who consistently
flunked everything. In the end, he never
cven graduated, but we didn’t know that
then.

The prom was just five days away.
This was the last week ol school. Ahcad,
our long summer in the sun stretched
out like a lazy yellow road. For many of
us, it was the last peaceful summer we
were to know.

Mr. Wilson, the swudyhall teacher,
wandered aimlessly up and down the
aisles, pretending he was interested in
what we were pretending to be doing.
From somewhcre outside drified the cries
of a girls’ volleyball game, while I drew
pictures of my Ford on the inside cover
of my three-ring notcbook: front view,
side view, rear view, outlining the draw-
ings with ink.

That morning, on my way to school, I
had gone down to the Cupid Florist
Shop and ordered an orchid. My 24
dollars were shrinking Fast. The eight-
dollar bite for the orchid didn't help.
Schwartz and T were going to split on
the gas, which would come to maybe a
buck apicce. After paying for the sum-
mer formal, I'd have a [ast ten dollars left
lor the big night. As I sat in study hall, T
calculated, writing the figures down, add-
ing and subtracting. But it didn't come
out to much, no matter how I hgured ir.

Schwartz passed a note back 1o me. I
opened it: “How about the Red Rooster
alterward?”

1 wrote underneath, “Where clse?”
and passed it back. The Red Rooster was
part of the tribal ritual. It was the place
vou went alter a big date, if you could
aflord it.

I glanced over across the room at
Wanda and caught her Jooking at me.
She instantly buried her head in her
book. Good old Wanda.

On the way home [rom school every
day that week, of course, all we talked
about was the prom. Flick was double-
dating with Jossway and we were all
going to meet alterward at the Rooster
and roister until dawn, drinking deeply
of the sweet elixir of the good life. The
only thing that nagged me now was

226 fimancial. Ten bucks didn’t look as big

as it usually did. Ordinarily, ten bucks
could have gotten me through a month
of just looling around, but the prom was
the big time.

Friday night, as T sat in the kitchen
before going to bed, knocking down a
liverwurst on whole wheat and drinking
a glass of chocolate milk, the back door
squeaked open and in breezed the old
man, carrying his bowling bag. Friday
night was his big night down at the
Pin-Bowl. He was a [anatical bowler, and
a good one, oo. He slid the bag across
the floor, pretending to lay one down
the groove, his right arm held out in a
graceful Tollow-through, right leg wailing
in the classic bowling stance.

“Right in the pocket,” he said with
satislaction.

“How'd you do tonight?” I asked.

“Not bad. Had a wwo-oh-seven game,
Damn near cracked six hundred.”

He opened the refrigerator and fished
around for a beer, then sat down heav-
ily, downed two thirds of the bottle in a
mighty drag, burped loudly and said:

“Well, tomorrow’s the big day, ain’t
i

“Yep,” I answered. “Sure is.”

“You takin’ Daphne Bigelow?” he
asked.

“Nah. Wanda Hickey.”

“Oh, yeah? Well, you can’t win ‘em
all. Wanda’s old man is some kind ol a
foreman at the mill or something, ain't
he?”

“I guess s0.”

“He drives a Studebaker Champion,
don't he? The green two-door with the
whitewalls.”

The old man had a fine cye for cars.
He judged all men by what they drove,
Apparently, a guy who drove a two-door
Studebaker was not absolutely beyond
the pale.

“Not a bad car. Except they burn oil
after a while,” he mused, omiuing no
aspects of the Studebaker.

“They used to have a weak front end.
Bad kingpins.” He shook his head criti-
cally, opening another beer and reaching
for the rye bread.

I said nothing, lost in my own
thoughts. My mother and kid brother
had been in bed for an hour or so. We
were, for all practical purposes, alone in
the house. Next door, Mrs. Kissel threw
out a pan of dishwater into the back
yard with a swoosh. Her screen door
slammed.

“How ya fixed for tomorrow night?”
the old man asked suddenly, swirling his
beer boule around to rimse the head.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, how are ya fixed?”

My [ather never talked money 1o me. T
got my allowance every Monday and that
was that.

“Well, T've got about ten bucks,”

“Hm.” That was all he said.

After sitting in silence for a minute or
50, he said, “You know, I always wished I

coulda gone to a prom.”

How can you answer something like
that? He had barely gotten out of eighth
grade when he had to go to work, and he
never stopped for the rest of his life.

“Oh, well, what the hell.” He finally
answered himsell.

He cut himself a couple of slices of
botled ham and made a sandwich.

“I was really hot tonight. Got a string
of six straight surikes in the second game.
The old hook was movin’, getting a lot
ol wood.”

He reached into his hip pocket, took
out his wallet and said, “Look. don’t tell
Ma.” He handed me a 520 bill

“I had a couple of bets going on the
sccond game, and I'm a money bowler.”

He was that. No doubt of it. In his
carly teens, he had scrounged out a liv-
ing as a pool shark, and he had never
lost the touch. 1 took the 520, glommed
onto it the way the proverbial drowning
man grabs at a straw. I was so astounded
at this unprecedented gesture that it
never occurred to me to sav thanks. He
would have been embarrvassed il 1 had. A
miracle had come to pass. There was no
doubt about it—the prom was going to be
an unqualified blast.

The next day dawned bright and sun-
ny, as perfect as a June day can be—in a
steel-mill town. Even the blast-furnace
dust that drifted aimlessly through the
soft air glowed with promise. I was out
carly, dusting off the car. It was going 10
be a top-down night. If there is anything
more romantic than a convertible with
the top down in June going 1o a prom,
I'd like to hear about it. Cleopatra’s
barge couldn’t have been much more
seductive.

My kid brother, his diminutive Flash
Gordon T-shirt showing a great expanse
of knobby backbone and skinny belly,
yapped around me as I toiled over the
Ford.

“Look what you done to my T-shirt!”
he whined, his runny nose arrickle. He
was in the midst of his annual spring
cold, which would be superseded by his
summer cold, which lasted nicely to the
whopper he got in the fall, which, of
course, was only a prelude to his winter-
long monster cold.

“Stay away from the fender. You're
dripping on it!" I shouted angrily,
shoving him awav.

“Flash Gordon’s only about an inch
high now!"”

I couldn’t help laughing. It was true.
Flash had shrunk, along with the shirt,
which Randy had earned by doggedly
eating three boxes ol Wheatics, saving
the box tops and mailing them in with
25 cents that he had, by dint ol lerocious
sell-denial, saved from his 30-cent weekly
allowance.

“Look, I'll get you another Flash Gor-
don T-shirt.”

“You cm’t. They're not givin® "em away
no more. Theyre givin® away Donald
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Duck beanies with a propeller on top
now."”

“Well, then, stretch the one you got
now, stupid.”

“It won’t stretch. It keeps getting
littler.”

He bounced up and down on a clothes
pole, jogeling the clothesline and my
mother’s wash. Within three seconds, she
was out on the back porch.

“GULE I 0OUT WILH
CLOTHES POLE!"

Sullenly, he slid off onto the ground.
I wemt back to work, until the Ford
gleamed like some rare jewel. Then 1
went into the house to begin the even
more laborious process of getting myself
in shape for the evening ahead. Locking
the bathroom door, 1 took two showers,
wearing a brand-new bar of Lifebuoy
down to a nub. I knew what happened
to people who didn't use it; every week,
little  comic  swips  underneath  Moon
Mullins told endless tales of disastrous
proms due to dreaded b. o. It would not
happen 10 me.

I then shaved for the second time that
week. using o new Gillette Blue Blade.
As usual when an important shave was
exccuted, T nicked mysell nastily in sev-
eral places.

“Son of a bitch,” T muttered, plaster-
ing the wounds with little picces of 10ilet
paper.

Carefully, T went over every inch of
my face, battling that age-old enemy, the
blackhead, and polished off the job with
a copious application of stinging Aqua
Velva. Next, I attacked my hair, combing
and recombing, getting just the right
insouciant pitch to my pride and joy, my
la. cut. Tonight, I would be a twruly
magnificent specimen of lusty manhood.

Twilight was [ast approaching when I
emerged [rom the bathroom, redolent of
rare aromas, pink and svelte. But the
real battle had not yet begun. Laid out
on my bed was my beautiful summer
formal. Al was right: The elegant white
coat truly gleamed in virginal splendor.
Not a trice of the red stain nor the
sinister hole could be detected. The coat
was ready lor another night of celebra-
tion, its lapels spotless, its sleeves smooth
and uncreased.

Carefully, T undid the pins that fes
tooned my pleated Monte Carlo shirt. It
was the damnedest thing 1 had ever seen,
once I got it straightened out: long,
trailing, gauzelike  shirteuls, a crinkly
front that thrummed like sheet metal
and a collar that seemed to be carved of
white rock. T slipped it on. Panic! It
had no buttons—just holes.

Rummaging around frantically in the
box the tux cime in, I found a cello-
phane bag containing little round black
things. Ripping the bag open. 1 poured
them out; there were five of them, two
of which immediately darted under the
bed. From the looks of the remaining

‘IHE

g3p three, they certainly weren’t buttons;

but they'd have to do. Although I didn't
know it at the time. I had observed a
classic mancuver executed by at least
one stud out of every set ever rented
with a tux. Down on my hands and
knees. already beginning 1o lose my
Lilebuoy sheen, sweat popping out here
and there, I scrambled around for the
missing culprits.

The ordeal was well under way. Seven
o'clock was approaching with such ra-
pidity as to be almost unbelievable,
Schwartz, Clara Mae and Wanda would
already be waiting for me. and here 1
was in my drawers. crawling around on
my hands and knees. Finally, amid the
dust and dead spiders under my bed,
I found the two studs cowering together
behind a hardball I'd lost three months
earlier.

Back before the mirror, T struggled to
get them in place between the concrete
slits. Sweat was beginning to show under
my arms. 1 got two in over my breast-
bone and then T wied to get the one
at the collar over my Adam’s apple. It
was impossible! T could leel from deep
within me several sobs beginning to
form. The more 1 struggled, the more
ham-fisted T became. Oh, no! Two black-
ish thumb smudges appeared on my snow-
whire collar.

“MA!" I screamed, “LOOK AT MY
SHIRT!”

She rushed in from the kitchen, carry-
ing a paring knife and a pan of apples.
“What's the matter?”

“Look!" I pointed at
prints.

My kid brother cackled in delight
when he saw the trouble I was in,

“Don’t touch it,” she barked, taking
control immediately. Dirty collars were
her métier. She had fought them all her
life. She darted out of the room and
returned instantly with an artgum eraser.

“Now, hold still.”

I obeyed as she carefully worked the
stud in place and then artistically erased
the two monstrous thumbprints. Never
in my life had T experienced a collar
remotely like the one that now clamped
its iron grasp around my windpipe,
Hard and unvielding, it dug mercilessly
into my throat—a mere sample of what
was 1o come.,

“Where's vour tie?” she asked. T had
[orgotten about that detail.

“lv .. . ack .. . must be .. . in the
box,” I managed 1o gasp out. The collar
had almost paralyzed my voice box.

She rummaged around and came up
with the bow tie. It was black and it had
two metal clips. She snapped it onto the
wing collar and stood back.

“Now, look at yoursell in the minor.”
I didn't recognize myself.

She picked up the midnight-blue trou-
sers and held them open, so that I could
slip into them without bending over.

True to his word, Al had, indeed,

the telltale

taken in the seat. The pants clamped me
in a viselike grip that was to dawmn near
emasculate me before the cvening was
out. I sucked in my stomach, buttoned
the waisthand tight, zippered up the fiy
and stood straight as a ramrod belore the
mirror. I had no other choice.

“Gimme your foot.”

My mother was down on all fours,
pulling the silky black socks onto my
fect. Then, out of a hox on the bed, she
removed the gleaming pair of patent
leather dancing pumps, grabbed my
right foot and shoved it into one of
them, using her finger as a shochorn. |
tromped down. She squealed in pain.

“I can’t get my finger out!”

I hobbled around, taking her finger
with me.

“STAND STILL!” she screamed.

I stood like a crane, one loot in the
air, with her finger jammed deep into
the heel.

“"RANDY! COME HERE!" she yelled.

My kid brother, who was sulking un-
der the day bed, ran into the room.

“PULL HIS SHOE OFF, RANDY!"
She was [rantic.

“What for?” he asked sullenly.

“DON'T ASK STUPID QUESTIONS.
JUST DO WHAT I SAY!”

I was getting an enormous cramp in
my right burtock.

“STAND  STILL!™  she  vyelled.
“YOU'RE BREAKING MY FINGER!”
Randy looked on impassively, observing
a scene that he was later 1o weave into a
family legend. embroidering it more and
more as the years went by—making him-
self the hero, of course.

“RANDY! TAKE OFF HIS SHOE!"
Her voice quavered with pain and exas-
peration.

“He squirted my T-shirt.”

“If you don’t take off his shoe this
instant, you're gonna regret it.” This
time, her voice was low and menacing.
We both knew the tone. It was the end
of the line.

Randy bent over and tugged off the
shoe. My mother toppled backward in
reliel, rubbing her index finger, which
was already blue,

“Go back under the day bed,” she
snapped. He scurried out of the room. 1
straightened out my leg—the cramp sub-
siding like a volcano in the marrow of
my bones—and the gleaming pumps
were put in place without further inci-
dent. I stood encased as in armor.

“What's this thing?” she asked from
behind me. 1 executed a careful 180.
degree turn,

“Oh, that’s my commerbund.”

Her [ace lit up like an Ialian sunrise.
“A cummerbund!™ She had seen Fred
Astaire in many a cuammerbund while he
spun down marble staircases with Ginger
Rogers in his arms, but it was the first
actual specimen she had ever been close
to. She picked it up reverently, its paisley
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brilliance lighting up the room like an
iriddescent jewel.

“How does it work?” she asked, exam-
ining it closely.

Belore 1 could answer, she said, “Oh, I
see. It has snaps on the back. Hold still.”

Around my winst it went. She drew it
tight. The snaps clicked imo place. It
rode snugly halfway up my chest.

She picked up the snowy coat and held
itout. I lowered my arms into it straight-
encd up and there 1 stood—Adonis!

Posing belore the full-length mirror on
the bathroom door, I noted the rich
accent ol my veiver suipes, the gleam of
my pumps. the magnificent dash and
sparkle of my high-fashion cammerbund.
What a sight! What a leeling! This is
the way lile should be. This is what it's
all about.

[ heard my mother call out [rom the
next room: “Hey, what's this thing?” She
came out holding a cellophane bag con-
ng a maroon object.

“Oh, that's my boutonniere.”

“Your what?”

“It’s a thing for the lapel. Like a [ake
flower."”

It was the work ol an instant to install
my clegant wool carnation. Tt was the
crowning touch. T was so overwhelmed
that I didn’t care about the fact that it
didn’t march my black wvie, as Al had
promised. With the commerbund I was
wearing, no one would notice, anyway.

Taking my leave as Cary Grant would
have done, I sauntered owr the front
door, turned o give my mother a jaunty
wave—just in time for her 1o call me
back 10 pick up Wanda's corsage, which
I'd lelt on the front-hall table.

Slipping carelully into the front seat
with the  celluloid-topped  box  salely
beside me, I leaned lorward slightly, to
avoid wrinkling the back of my coar,
started the motor up and shoved off into
the warm spring night. A soft June
moon hung overhead, and  the Ford
purred like a kitten. When 1 pulled up
before Wimda's house. it was lit up from
top to bottom. Even belore my brakes had
stopped squealing, she was out on the
porch, her mother llunering about her,
her father lurking in the background,
beaming.

With stately wread, I moved up the
walk: my pants were so tight that il T'd
taken one lalse siep, God knows what
would luve happened. In my sweaty,
Aqua Velva—scented palm. T cutched the
vitwal Largess in its shiny box,

Wanda wore a long wurquoise taffeta
gown, her milky skin and golden hair
radiating in the glow of the porch light.
This was nor the old Wanda. For one
thing, she didn’t have her glasses on, and
her eyes were unnaturally Loge and lig-
uid, the way the wtrue myopia victim'’s
always are.

“Gee, thanks for the orchid,” she whis-
pered. Her voice sounded strained. In
accordance with the wibal custom, she,

too, was being mercilessly clamped by
straps and girdles.

Her mother, an almost exact copy of
Wanda, only slightly puffy here and
there, said, “You'll take care ol her now,
won't youp”

“Now, Lmily, don’t start yapping,” her
old man mutered in the darkness,
“They're not kids anymore.”

They stood in the doorway as we
drove oft through the solt mght toward
Schwartz’ house, our conversation stilved,
our excitement almost at the boiling
point. Schwartz rushed out ol his house,
his white coat like a ghost in the bluck-
ness, his hair agleam  with Bryloreem,
and surrounded by a palpable aura of
Lifcbuoy.

Five minutes Later. Clua Mae piled
into the back sear beside him, carelully
holding up her daffodil-vellow skirts, her
long slender neck anched. She, w0,
wasn’t wearing her glasses. I had never
realized that a good speller could be so
preuy. Schwartz, a good hall head short-
er. haughed nervously as we tooled on
toward the Cherrywood Country Club.
From all over town, other cars, polished
and waxed, carried the rest of the junior
class to their greae wial by fire.

The club nestled amid the rolling
hills, where the Sinclair oil aroma was
only harely detectable. Parking the
in the loi, we threaded our way through
the starched and crinolined crowd—the
givls” girdles creaking in unison—io the
grand ballroom. Japanese lanterns danced
in the breese through the open doors to
the garden. bathing the dance floor in a
fairy-tale glow.

I found mysell saving things like,
“Why, hello there, Albert, how are vou?”
And., “Yes. T believe the weather is
perlect.” Only Flick, the unregencrate
Philistine, lailed 10 rise to the occasion.
Already rumpled in his summer formal,
he made a few tasteless wiscoracks as
Mickev Iseley and his Magic Music
Makers struck up the sultry sounds that
hivd made them Famous in every steel-mill
town that ringed Lake Michigan. Dark
and sensuous, the dance Hoor engulled
us all. I felt wall, slim and beautiful, not
realizing at the time thae evervbody [eels
that way wearing a rented white coat and
black pants. T could sce mysell stnding
on a mysterious balcony, a lonely, ele-
gant figwre. looking out over the lights of
some exotic city, a seene of sophisticiued
gaicty behind me.

There was a hushed moment when
Mickey Iseley stood in the baby spot. his
wavy hair shining, belore a microphone
shaped like a chromium bullet.

“All vight. boys and girls.” The metal-
lic ring ol [eedback framed his words in
an echoing nimbus. “And now, some-
thing really romantic. A request: When
the Swallows Come Back (o Capistrano.
We're going to turn the lights down for
this one.”

Oh, wow! The lights Luded even lower.

Only the Japanese Linterns glowed dimly
—red, green, yellow and blue—in  the
enchanted darkness. It was unquestionably
the high point ol my existence.

Wanda and I began 1o mancuver
around the Hoor. My experience in danc-
ing had been gained almost entirely Irom
reading Arthur Murray ads and prac-
ticing with a pillow lor a partner behind
the locked door ol the bathroom. As we
shuflled across the floor, T could see the
black footprints before my eyes. march-
ing on a white page: 1-2-3: then the
white one that said. “Pause.”

Back and forth, up and down, we
moved metronomically. My box step was
so square that I went in linle right
angles for weeks alterward. The wool
carnattion rode high up on my lapel and
was beginning o savatch my cheek, and
an insistent itch began to nag at my
right shoulder. There was some kind ol
wire or horschair or something in the
shoulder pad that was beginning to bore
its way into my flesh.

By now, my dashing concrete collar,
far from having wilted, had set into the
consistency of Carborundum, and its in-
cessant abrasive action had removed a
wide strip of skin encircding my neck. As
for my voice—due 1o the manic strangu-
lation of the collar, it was now liule
more than a hoarse croak.

“When the swallows . . . come baaaa-
aaaack to Capistraaaaaaano . . " moocd
the drummer, who doubled as the band’s
romantic vocalist.

I began to notice Wanda's orchid leer-
ing up at me lvom her shoulder. It was
the most repulsive flower I had ever
seen, A least 14 inches across, it looked
like some kind of overgrown Venus'
fivirap waiting for the right moment to
strike. Deep purple, with an obscene
vellow tongue that stuck straight out ol
it, and greenish knobs on the end, it
clashed almost audibly with her turquoise
dress. It looked like it was Dbreathing,
and it clung to her shoulder as il with
claws.

As I ghded back and forth in my
gracelul box step, my left shoulder began
to develop an itch that helped take my
mind off of the insane itch in my right
shoulder, which was beginning 1o feel
like an army of hungry soldier ants on
the march. The comortions I mide to
relieve the agony were camoullaged nice-
ly by a short sneezing it brought on by
the orchid, which was exhaling direaly
into my Lice, So was Wanda, with a
heady essence of Smith Brothers cough
dvops and sauerkraut.

“When the deceep purpullllll falillills
.+« Over slececepy gaaavdennnn wallllls
. . " warbled the vocalist into his mi-
crophone, with which he seemed to be
dancing the tango. The loud-speakers
rattled in three-quanter time as Wanda
started 1o sweat through her tafleta. 1
felt it running down her back. My own

back was already so wet you could read 933
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the label on my undershirt right through
the dinner jacket.

Back and forth we trudged doggedly
across the crowded loor. Another Arthur
Murray ad man, Schwartz was doing ex-
actly the same step with Clara Mae di-
recly behind me. We were all in a
fowr-part lock step. As 1 hit the lower
left-hand  footprint in my square—the
one marked “Pause”™—he was hitting the
upper right-hand corner of his square.
Each time we did that, our elbows dug
smartly into each other’s ribs.

The jungle fragrance of the orchid
was getting riper by (he minute and the
sweat, which had now saturated my Jock-
ey shorts, was pouring down my legs in
rivalets. My soaked cummerbund  had
twrned 1two shades darker. So that she
shouldn't notice. 1 pulled Wanda closer
to me. Sighing., she hugged me back.
Wanda was the vaguely chubby wype of
girl that was so popular at the time. Like
Judy Garland, by whom she was heavily
influenced. she strongly resembled a pink
beach ball—but a cute beach ball, solt
and rubbery. I lelt bumpy things under
her wlteta gown. with hutle hooks and
knobs. Schwartz caught me a nasty shot
in the rib cage just as 1 bent over to kiss
her lightly on the bridge of her nose. It
tasted salty. She looked up at me, her
great liquid myopic eves catching the
reflection ol the red and green lanterns
overhead.

During a briefl intermission, Schwartz
and I carried paper cups dripping syrupy
punch back 1o the girls, who had just
spent some time in the ladies’ room
struggling unsuccessfully o repair the
damage ol the fust hall. As we were

sipping, a face Irom my dim past lloated
by from out ol nowherc—haughty, ala-
baster, green-eyed, dangerous.

“Hi, Daph,” I mutiered, spilling a
little punch on my gleaming pumps,
which had turned during the past hour
into a pair ol iron maidens.

“Oh, Howwrd.” She spoke in the
breathy, sexy way that such girls always
have at proms. “I'd like you to meet
Budge. Budge Cameron, He's au Prince-
ton.” A languid hgure, probably born in
a summer formal, loomed overhead.

“Budge, this is Howard.”

“Hiya, fella.” It was the fust time I
had heard the tight, nasal, swinging-jaw
accent of the vue Princetonian. It was
not to be the last.

They were gone. Funny, I couldn’t
even remember actually dating her, 1
refllected, as the lights dimmed once
again. We swang back into acuion. They
opened with Sleepy Lagoon. 1-2-3-pause
- .« 1-2-3-pause.

It was certain now. I had bhroken out
in a raging rash. I felt it spreading like
Liva across my shoulder blades, lashed on
by the sweat. The horsehair, meanwhile,
had penetrated my chest cavity and was
working its way toward a vital organ.
Trving manfully to ignore it, I stared
fixedly at the tiny turquoise ribbon that
held Wanda's golden ponytail in place.
With troubles of her own, she looked
with an equally level gaze au my ma-
roon-wool carnation, which by this ume
had wilted into a clump of lint.

All of a sudden, it was over. The band
plaved Good Night, Sweetheart and we
were out—into i driving rain. A violent
cloudburst had begun just as we reached

“Do you think I like making passes at other men’s
wives? You know that's why I'm seeing an analyst.”

the door. My poor little car, the pride
and joy ol my life, was owtside in the
lot. With the top down.

None of us, of course, had an umbrel-
la. We stood under the canopy as the
roaring thunderstorm raged on. It wasn't
going 1o stop.

“You guys stay here. I'll get the car,”
I said finally. Alter all, I was in charse.

Plunging into the downpour, I sloshed
through the puddles and finally reached
the Ford. She must have had at least
a foot of water in her already. Hair
streaming down over my eves, soaked o
the skin and muddied to the knees, 1
bailed it out with a colfee can from the
trunk, slid behind the wheel and pressed
the automatic-top lever. Smooth as silk,
it began to lift—and stuck halfway up.
As the rain poured down in sheets and
the lightning [lashed, 1 pounded on the
relays, furiously switched the lever olt
and on. I could sce the country club
dimly through the downpour. Finally,
the top groaned and Happed into place.
1 threw down the snaps, rolled up the
windows and turned on the ignition; the
battery was dead. The strain of hoisting
that goddamn top had drained it dry. 1
yelled out the window at a passing car.
It was Flick in his Chevy.

“"GIMME A PUSH! MY BATTERY'S
DEAD!™

This had never, to my knowledge, hap-
pened to Fred Astaire.

Flick expertly swung his Chevy around
and slammed into my trunk as I cased
her into gear, and when she started o
voll, the Ford shuddeved and caught.
Flick backed up and was gone, hollering
out the window:

“SEE YOU AT THE ROOSTER.™

Wanda, Schwartz and Clara Mac piled
in on the damp, sogey seats and we took
off. Do vou know what happens o a
maroon-wool carmiation on a whiteserge
Iapel in a heavy June downpour in the
Midwest, where it rvains not water but
carbolic acid from the steel-mill Tallowe?
1 had a dark, wide, spreading maroon
stripe that went all the way down 10 the
bottom of my white coat. My French
cuffs were covered with grease {rom
fighting the wop, and I had cracked a
nail. which was beginning to throb.

Undaunted.  we  slogged  inrepidly
through the rain toward the Red Roost-
er. Wedged against mvyv side, Wanda
looked up at me—oblivious to the cle-
ments—with luminous love eyes. She was
truly an incurable romantic. Schwartz
wisccracked in the back seat and Clara
gigeled [rom time to time. The savage
tribal rite was nearing its final and most
vicious phase.

We arrived at the Red Rooster, al-
ready crowded with other candidates for
adulithood. A giant red neon rooster with
a blue ncon wail that flicked up and
down in the rain set the tone for this
glamorous establishment. An aura of
undefined sin was always connected with



the name Red Rooster. Sly winks, nudg-
ings and adolescent cacklings about what
purportedly went on at the Rooster
made it the “in” spot for such a momen-
tous revel. Its waiters were rumored real-
ly 1o be seaet henchmen of the Mafia
But the only thing we knew for sure
about the Rooster was that anybody on
the [ar side of seven years old could pro-
cure any known drink without question.

The decor ran heavily 1o red-check-
erechotldoth table covers and plastic vio-
lets, and the musical background was
provided by a legendary jukebox that
stood a [ull seven feet high, leaturing
red and blue cascading waterfalls that
gushed endlessly throngh its voluptuous
fagade. In  [ull 200-watt operation, it
could be felt, il not clearly heard, as far
north as Gary and as [ar south as Kanka-
kee. A triumph of American aesthetics.

Surging with anticipation, 1 guided
Wanda through the uproarious throng of
my peers, Schwartz and Clara Mae trailed
behind, exchanging ribald remarks with
the gang,.

We occupied the only remaining table.
Immediately, a beady-eved waiter sidled
over and hovered like a vulture. Distrib-
uting the famous Red Rooster Ala Carte
Deluxe Menu, he stood back, smirking,
and waited for us 1o impress our dates.

“Can I bring vou anything to drink,
gentlemen?” he said, heavily accenting
the gentlemen,

My first impulse was to order my fa-
vorite drink of the period, a bottled
chocolate concoction called Kayo, the
Wonder Drink; but remembering  that
better things were expected of me on
prom night, [ said, in my deepest voice,
“Uh . .. make mine bourbon.”

Schwartz grunted in admiration. Wan-
da ogled me with great, swimming, love-
sick eyes. Bowbon was the only drink
that I had actually heard of. My old man
ordered it often down at the Bluebird
Tavern. 1 had alwiys wondered what it
tasted like. I was soon to find out.

“How will you have it, sir?”

“Well, in a glass, I guess.” 1 had lailed
to grasp the subtlety of his question, but
the waiter snorted in appreciation of my
humorous sally.

“Rocks?" he continued.

Rocks? I had heard about getting your
rocks, but never in a restaurant. Oh,
well, what the hell.

“Sure,” I said. “Why noe?”

All around me, the merrymaking
throng was swinging into high gear. Car-
ricd away by it all, I added a phrase 1
lad heard my old man use olten: “And
make it a wiple.” I had some vague idea
that this was a brand or something,.

“A triple? Yes, sir.” His eves snapped
witdle—in respect, [ gathered. He knew
he was in the presence ol a serious
drinker.

The watter turned his gaze in Schwartz’
direction. “And you, sire”

“AMake it the same.” Schwartz had never
been a leader.

The die was cast. Pink ladies, at the
waiter's suggestion, were ordered for the
gitls, and we then proceeded o scn
the immense menu with feigned disinter-
est. When the waiter returned with our
drinks, I ordered—Ilor reasons that even
today I am umable to explain—French
lamb chops, turnips, mashed  potatoes
and gravy, a side dish of the famous Red
Rooster Roquelort Ltalian Cole Slaw and
strawberry shortcake. The others wisely
decided to stick with their drinks.

Munching bread sticks, Wanda,
a, Schwartz and 1 engaged in sophis-
ticated postprom repartce. Moment by
moment, 1 lelt my strength and marturity,
my dashing bonhomie, my clean-cut
handsomeness enveloping my friends in
1s benevolent warmth. Schwartz, wo,
seemed to scintillate as never belore.
Clara giggled and Wanda sighed, over-
come by the romance of it all. Even
when Flick, sitting three tables away,
clipped Schwartz behind the lelt ear
with a poppv-sced roll, our urbanity re-
mained unrutiled.

Before me reposed a sparkling tumbler
ol beautitul  amber liquid, ice cubes
bobbing merrily on its surface, a swizzle
stick sporting an cnormous red  rooster
sticking out at a jaunty angle. Schwarwz
was similarly equipped. And the fully
pink ladies looked lovely in the reflected
light of the pulsating jukebox.

I had seen my old man deal with just
this sort ol situation. Raising my beaded
glass, I looked around at my companions
and said suavely, “Well, here’s mud in
yer eve.” Clara giggled: Wanda sighed
dreamily, now totally in love with this
man ol the world who sat across [rom
her on this, our hinest night.

“Yep,” Schwartz parried wittily, hoist-
ing his glass high and slopping a liule
bourbon on his pants as he did so.

Swiftly, I brought the bourbon o my
lips, intending to down it in a single
devil-may-care draught, the way Gary
Cooper used to do in the Silver Dollar
Saloon. 1 did, and Schwartz lollowed
suit. Down it went—a screaming 100
prool rocket scaring savagely down my
gullet. For an instang, I sat stunmed,
unable to comprehend what had  hap-
pened. Eyes watering copiously, I had a
briel urge to smneeze, but my throat
scemed to be paralyzed. Wanda and
Clara Mae swam belore my misted vi
sion; and Schwartz scemed to have disap
peared under the table. He popped up
apain—Ilace beer red, eyes I)ugging, j;m'
slack, tongue lolling.

“Isn't this romantc? Isn't this the
most wonderful night in all our lives? 1
will forever treasure the memories ol this
wonderful night.” From far off, echoing
as from some subterranean tunnel, 1
heard Wanda speaking.

Deep down in the pit of my stomach,
1 felt crackling flames hicking at my
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innards. 1 struggled to reply, to maintain
my dlan, my labled savoir-farre. “Urk
urk . veah” T finally managed
with superhuman effort.
Wanda swam  hazily into flocus. She
was gazing across the table at me with
.ulunm., €

“‘Another, gentsz” The  waiter  was
back, sull smirking.
Schwartz nodded dombly. T just sac

there, alraid to move. An instant later,
two more triple bourbons materialized in
Iront of us.

Clara raised her pink lady high and
said  reverently, “Let's drink 1o the
happiest night of our lives.”

There was no wirning back. Another
screamer rocketed down the hach. For
an instant, it seemed as though this one
wasn't going 1o be as lethal as the firsy,
but then the room suddenly tilied side-
ways. | felt torrents of cold sweat pour-
ing from my forehead. Clinging to the
cdge ol the able, I watched as Schwanrtz
gagged across from me. Fhick, I noticed,
had just chugalugged his thivd rum and
Coke and was eating a cheeseburger.

The conflagration deep inside me was
now clearly out ol comrol. My leet were
smoking: my diaphragm heaved convul-
sively, jiggling myv commerbund; and
Schwartz bhegan to shrink, his lace aler-
nating between  purplered and  chalk-
white, his eyes black holes staring hxedly
at the kewchup boule. He sat stock-still.
Wanda, meanwhile, cooed on ecstatically
—but T was bheyond understanding what
she  was saving. Faster and  faster, in
ever-widening circles, the room, the juke
box, the crowd swirled dizzily about me.
In all the excitement of preparations for
the prom, I realized that I hadn't caten
asingle thing all day.

Out of the maelstrom, a plate mysteri-
ously appeired belore me: paper-pantied
lamb chops hissing in bubbling grease,
piled vellow wwrnips, grayv mashed pota-
toes awash in rich brown gravy. Maybe
this would help, I thought incoherently.
Grasping my knife and fork as firmly as
1 could, I poised 1o whack off a picce of
meat. Suddenly, the landscape listed 43
degrees to starboard and the chop I was
about 1o attack skidded oft my plae—
plowing a swath dwough the muashed
potatoes—and right into the aisle.

Preaiending not to notice, I addressed
mysell 1o the yemaining chop, which slid
around. cluding  my grasp,  until |
managed o skewer it with myv lork.
Hacking oft a chunk. I jammed it fiereely
mouthward, missing my target complete-
Iy, Stiill impaled on my fork, the chop
shithered over my cheekbone, spraving
gravy as it went, all over my white lapels.
On the next uy. I had beuer luck and
finally I managed to get the whole chop
down.

To my surprise, 1 didn’t feel any bet-
ter. Mavbe the wurnips will help, I
thought. Lowering my head 1o within an

936 inch ol the plate, o prevent embarrass-

ing mishaps, I shoveled them in—but the
Hames within only fanned higher and
higher. 1 tried the potatoes and gravy.
My legs began o turn cold. I wolled
down the Red Rooster Roquefort Tralian
Cole Skaw. My stomach began to rise like
a helium balloon, bobbing slowly up the
alimentary canal.

My nose low over the heaping dish of
strawberry  shorwcake, pilc(l high  with
whipped cream and running with juice,
I knew at List for a dead certainty what 1
had 10 do belore it happened right there
in front ol evervbody. T struggied to my
feet. A strange rubbery numbness had
struck my exiremities. I tottered from
chair to chair, grasping lor the wall.

Twenty seconds later, T was on my
Knees. gripping the bowl ol the john
like a Jife preserver in pitching  seas.
Schwartz, imitating me as usual, lay al-
most prostrate on the tiles beside me, his
body wracked with heaving sobs. Lamb
chop. bourbon. turnips, mashed pota-
toes, cole slaw—all of it came rushing
out ol me in a great rowing torrent,
out of my mouth, my nose, my cars, my
very soul. Then Schwartz opened up,
and we took turns retching and shudder
ing. A head thrust itself between us
directly into the pot. It was Flick, moan-
ing wretchedly. Up came the cheeseburg-
er. the rum and Cokes, prewzcls, potato
chips, punch, gumdrops, a corned-beel
sandwich, a hngernail or two—every-
thing he'd caten for the past week. For
long minutes, the three of us lay there
limp and quivering, smelling to high
heaven, oo weak to get up. It was the
absolute high point of the junior prom:
the rest was anticlimax.

Finallv, we retwrned 1o the table, ashen-
faced  and shaking. Schwariz, his  coat
stained and rumpled. sat zombilike across
from me. The girls didn’t say much. Pink
ladies just aren’t straight bhourbon.

But owr linle group plaved the scene
out bravely to the end. My dinner jacket
was now even more redolent and  dis-
reputable than when I'd first seen it on
the hanger at Al's. And my bow tie, which
had hung for a while by one clip, had
somchow disappeared completely, per-
haps Hushed into cternity with all the
rest. But as time wore on, mv hearing
and evesight began slowly 1o return, my
legs began o lose their rubberiness and
the room slowly resumed its even keel—
at least even enough 1o consider getting
up and leaving. The waiter seemed 1o
know. He returned as if on cue, hearing
aslip ol paper.

“The damages, gentlemen.”

Taking the old man’s 520 out of my
wallet, T handed it to him with as much
ol a Hourish as 1 could musier. There
wouldn’t have been any point in looking
over the chok: 1T wouldnt have been
able o read i, anyway. In one last at-
tempt to recoup my cosmopolitan image,
I said ofthamdedly, “Keep the change.”
Wianda beamed in unconcealed ecstasy.

The drive home in the damp cir was
not quite the same as the one that had
begun the evening so many weeks car-
lier. Ow r'lpidl\' fermenting coats made
the enclosed air rich and gamy, and
Schwirtz, who had stopped belching, sat
with head pulled low between his shoul-
der blades, staring sivaight ahead. Only
the girls preserved the jovousness ol the
occasion. Women always survive,

In a daze, T dropped off Schwariz and
Clara Mae and drove in silence toward
Wanda's home, the faint light of dawn
beginning 1o show in the east.

We stood on her porch for the st
ritual encounter. A chill dawn wind rus-
tled the hilac bushes.

“This was the most wonderful, won-
derful night ol my whole lile. 1 always
dreamed the prom would be like this,”
breathed Wanda, gazing passionately up
N0 My walering eves.

“Me, too,” was all I could manage.

I knew what was expected ol me now.
Her eves closed dreamily. Swaving shight-
Iy, I leaned forward—and the Guame odor
of sauerkraut from her paried lips coiled
slowly up to my nostrils. This was not in
the seript. T knew T had beuer ger ot
that porch fast, or clse. Backpedaling
desperately down the stams, [ blurted.
“Bve!” and—hghting down my rising
gorge—clamped my mouth tight, leaped
into the Ford, burned rubber and tore
off mto the dawn. Two blocks away.
I squealed to a stop alongside a vacant
lot contmning only a huge Sherwin-
Williams  paint sign. WE COVER  THE
EARTH, it aptly read. In the blessed dark-
ness behind the sign, concealed Trom pry-
ing cves. I completed the hinal rie of
the tribal ceremony.

The sun was just rising as I swung
the car up the driveway and cased mysell
quictly into the kitchen. The old man,
who was going fishing that morning. sat
at the enamel table sipping black coflec,
He looked up as 1 came in.

“You Jook like vou hid a hell of
pl'om." was all he said.

“1 sure did.”

The vellow kichen light ghired harsh-
Iy on my muddy pants, my maroon
streaked, vomit-stained white coat, my
aacked ngernail, myv greasy shart

“You want anything to eat?” he asked
sardonically.

At the word “eat,” my stomach heaved
convulsively. 1 shook my head numbly.

“That's what 1 lll(m{.,llt " he said. “Get
some sleep. You'll feel better moa (m:pir
of days, when your head siops hmgln;_‘

He went back 1o reading his paper.
staggered into myv bedroom, droppmg
bits ol dothing as 1 went. My soggy
Hollywood paisley commerbund, the vet-
eran ol another gala night, was Hlung
beneath my dresser as 1 woppled into
bed. My brother muttered in his sleep
across the room. He was still a kid. Buu
his time would come.




| thought I saw a Pussycat
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man of the Second and Third Centuries,
perhaps the most brilliant ol Western
centuries. Bur then the Christians, those
intellectual  barbarians,  conquered  the
civilized and called them pagan and de-
cadent. Our problem today is that we are
the children of the barbarians, not of the
civilized. and we have only just begun to
realize that theve are other values than
those preached by the savage Saint Paul.
PLAYBOY: You've used the words “wribal”
and “civilized” a number of times. What
do yvou mean by them?

VIDAL: Tribal is what we were and 10 a
degree—vestugially—still are. By wibal, T
mean relationships anthropologists have
noted: among gibbons. among aborigines,
among Stone Age tribes still surviving,
hidden away in various parts of the
carth. The Old Testament is a genuine
tribal document: the New Testament,
an abortive attempt to civilize the Old.
To cavilize means. literally. 10 citily, Put
another way: Tribal versus civilized is
the village versus the city. To this day,
the village 1s a reactionary and noncre-
ative unit. Only in the city, where men
and ideas are thrown together, do we get
that interplay ol ideas that makes it pos-
sible 10 write King Lear or 1o put a man

(continued from page 96)

on the moon. Naturally, the village has
its virtues—good manners. a degree of
Kindness—and the city its demerits, 00
casily named: but man's great advance
in the past 2000 vears has been the work
ol those in cities: after all, Shakespeare
left the village of Stratlord 10 be great
in the city of London. Or, 10 put the
matter in a rger frame, it was the aty
of Rome that, for all its horrors, repre-
sented man’s best, and  the marvauding
tribes Irom north and east, who de-
stroyed it man’s worst. The irony, of
course, is that culturally, in America,
we are descended from the wribesmen, not
the city men, and so it is hard lor us o
make a civilization—but we are begin-
mng to.

PLAYBOY: Could this be an optimistic note
about America?

VIDAL: Il I dwell on our imperfections. it
is to see them changed. As one who lives
in Euwrope as well as America, T can say
with some confidence that only the
Americans can save the world from
America; only our dissidents can curb
the Pentagon, restore the planet’s ecolog-
ical balance. Oh, I'm very American in
my ambitions for our second-rate culture.

“You're leaning on my peephole!”

Il we survive, we may yet be civilized,
and that is something 1o work for.
PLAYBOY: Emerson once remarked  of
Thoreru. “He has a military cast to him.
. . He feels himsell only in opposi-
tion.” You are at vour liveliest on the
attack. Would vou say that vou have an
unusually ageressive nature?
VIDAL: [ wouldn't sav it. but others do.
What uwsually sets me off is injustice. In
defense of those I admire, I'm always
ready—eager’—to do battle. Although 1
have the killer insunct altogether too
well developed. T do ry to deploy it in
good causes. This pugnacity is inherited
Irom my mother’s [amily, the Gores,
an  Anglo-Irish dan of eloguent, bad-
tempered politicians, lawyers and preach-
ers. In me, their furious blood is only
partially diluted by a more genial Latin
strain.
PLAYBOY: Many men in history who have
shared vour moral indignation and mili-
tnt iconoclasm have been bitter and
lonely outsiders alienated not only from
society but [rom the warmth of human
contact. Is that true of you?
VIDAL: I think of mysell as cheerful. even
on the auack, and though I am not
gregarious nor anxious to be loved, I
have quite enough company out here on
the edge of things. For me. the only
danger is a tendency 10 drift owind the
center—which means that at some point,
I must make my getaway, whether it be
from the White House or from literary
respectability. At one time or another,
I've had a number of fine conventional
careers within- my grasp: the popular
theater, Congress, television performer.
But once each of these exercises had
served my purpose—or perhaps once I
had got the range of it—I always lound
some way of getting out. I'm not a
courticr: I'm a1 critic—something most
people who consider power exciting find
difficult 10 understand. At the ume of
my break with the Kennedys, Arvthur
Schlesinger told my sister that he [eared
I had a death wish. To which 1 an-
swered, T have a life wish—and T can’t
Live vicariously.” But most people are
Iike Arthur. They wint to belong—in
his case, 1o be a Kennedy: it is a touch-
ing. even sweer, instinct—but not for
me, I can only breathe outside,
PLAYBOY: Is that the way vou'd like 10 be
remembered: Outside?
VIDAL: I am ouwside, certainly. and by

choice. As for heing remembered—I have
little interest in the idea of posterity,
Think of the thousands of years of Egvp-
tan literiure, entirely lost. What sur-
vives and what does not is simply a
matter of chance. and so incalculable.
All that matters 1o me is what I do this
morning, and that 1 do it—and am here.
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DOWNWIND FROM GETTYSBURG

“Oh, Mr. Booth,” said Bayes, on the
instant, almost happy, “I can. I can do
anything with this case T wish, and I
wish not to press charges. More than
that, Mr. Booth, it never happened.”

The hammering came again, this time
on a locked door up on the stage.

“Baves, for God’s sake, let me in!
This is Phipps! Bayes! Bayes!”

Booth stared at the wrembling, the
thunder-shaken, the rattling door, even
while Baves called very calmly and with
an ease that was beautiful:

“Just a moment.”

He knew that in a few minutes this
calm  would pass, something would
break; but for mnow, there was this
splendidly sevene thing he was doing; he
must play it out. He addressed the assas-
sin and watched him dwindle, and spoke
further, and watched him shrink:

“It never happened, Mr. Booth, Tell
your story, but we'll deny it. You were
never here, no gun, no shot, no compu-
terized data-processed  assassination, no
outrage, no shock, no pinic, no mob.
Wiy, now, look at your face. Why are
you falling back? Why are vou sitting
down? Why do you shake? Is it the
disappointment? Have I turned your fun
the wrong way? Good.” He nodded at
the aisle. “And now, Mr. Booth, get
out.”

“You can't make——"

Bayes took a soft step in, reached
down, ook hold of the man’s tie and
slowly pulled him to his feet so he was
breathing full in his face.

“If you ever tell your wife, any friend,
employer, child, man, woman, stranger,
uncle, aunt, cousin, if you ever tell even
yoursell out loud going to sleep some
night about this thing you did, do you
know what I am going to do to you, Mr.
Booth? 1 won't say, Mr. Booth, 1T can’t
tell, But it will he awful and it will take
the better part of a day.”

Booth’s pale [ace shook, his head
bobbed, his eyes peeled wide, his mouth
open like one who walks in a heavy rain.

“What did I just say, Mr. Booth? Tell
me!”

“You'll kill me?”

“Say it again!”

He shook Booth until the words fell
out ol his chattered teeth: “Kill me!™

He held ught, shaking and shaking the
man hrmly and steadily, holding and
massaging the shirt and the flesh bheneath
the shivt, stivring up the panic beneatl
the cloth.

“So long, Mr. Nobody, and no maga-
2ine stories and no fun and no TV, no
celebrity, no games, no excitement, no
headlines; now, get out of here, get out,
run, run helore I kill you.”

He shoved Booth. Booth ran, fell,
picked himsell up and lunged toward a
theater door, which, on the instant, [rom
outside, was shaken, pounded, riven.

(continued from page [12)

Phipps was there, calling in the dark-
ness.

“The other door,” said Bayes.

He pointed and Booth whecled to
stumble in a new direction to stand
swayed by yet another door, putting one
hand out

“Wait,” said Bayes.

He walked across the theater and,
when he reached Booth, raised his flag
hand up and hit Booth once, hard, a
slapping strike across the [ace. Sweat flew
in a rain upon the air,

“I just had to do that,” said Dayes.
“Just once.”

He looked at his hand, then turned to
open the door.

They both looked out into a world of
night and cool stars and no mob.

Booth pulled back, his great dark lig-
uid eyes the eyes of an eternally wound-
ed and surprised child, with the look of
the sellshot deer that would go on

wounding, being shot by itself forever.
“Get,” said Bayes.
Booth darted. The door slammed shut.

Bayes fell against it, breathing hard.

Far across the arena at another locked
door, the hammering, pounding, the
crying out began again. Bayes stared m
that shuddering but remote door. Phipps.
But Phipps would have to wait. Now. . . .

The theater seemed as vast and empuy
as the field of Gettysburg in the late day
with the crowd gone home and the sun
set. Where the crowd had been and was
no more, where the father had lifted the
boy high on his shoulders and where the
boy had spoken and said the words, but
the words now, also, gone. . . .

On the stage, alier a long moment, he
reached out. His fingers brushed Lin-
coln’s shoulder.

And what he had come to find he
found. What he needed to do he did.

For tears were running down his face.

He wept. Sobs choked his mouth. He
could not stop them. They would not
cease,

Mr. Lincoln was dead.
was dead!

And ke had let his murderer go.

My, Lincoln

“I don't know about you, but for me, it makes it just
a little bit easier to know that there is someone
who cares about guys like us.”
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PARAMILITARY RIGHT

chief of police reports that the FBI knew
of the conspiracy in advance and alerted
local oflicials.

Most such Minuteman plots have so
far been aborted—or so it seems. As one
Minuteman activist in Peansylvania wold
a newsman: “Sure, some of the guvs get
caught. That's all in the game. But there
are a lot of bombings—and murders—in
this country that never get solved; and
after the first day, you never read any-
thing about it in the papers. We're not
happy about all these convictions, bug it's
still just the visible tip ol the iwccbherg.”

In response to the burgeoning of Min-
uteman violence—reported and unre-
ported—the legislatures of New York and
Calitornia, two states that rank high in
Minuteman activity. have already passed
legislation  outlawing  all  paramilita
organizations. The New York ban was
adopted unanimously in late 1967, alter
New York Attorney General Louis J.
Lelkowitz initiated an intensive inguiry
into Minuteman activities in the state at
the request ol Governor Rockefeller. In
his report to the governor, which galva-
nized the legislature into action. Lefko-
witz charged that his oflice’s ten-month
probe had disclosed “shocking evidence
ol violence and potential guerrilla war-
lare” by Minutemen activists in 33 coun-
ties; for one thing, Minutemen had told
state investigators they would not hesitate
to assassinate such “Communist sympa-
thizers” as Earl Warren, Hubert Hum-
phrey and Nelson Rockeleller. Lelkowitz
warned that the Minutemen were ““train-
ing, reading, thinking and living guns,
bombs and violence . . . actively prepar-
ing for a private war.” New York State
Minutemen were not dismaved at being
outlawed. “This won't stop us,” one
Long lsland Minuwteman assured a re-
porter. “We've always been underground;
we'll just burrow a little deeper now.”

California proscribed the organizition
in the spring of 1963, after an 8l-page
investigative report by Attorney General
Thomas C. Lynch characterized the Min-
utemen as a group “led by men who
have publicdy stated: “When our consti-
tutional Government is threatened, we
are morally jusiified in resorting 1o vie-
lence to discourage Communists and
their fellow travelers” Notice is thus
served that the decision rests with the
Minuteman leadership as to what consti-
tutes a threat to our Government and
what action the Minutemen will wke to
counter such a threat. That presents the
fanuastic sitwation ol a private citizen
raising a private military force 1o accom-
plish by violence whatever objective the
citizen decides in his judgment is best
for the country. Such a military force is
improperly labeled  guerrilla; the more
precise werm is imsurgent.”

Other states, alarmed by increasing po-

242 litical violence, have also initiated inves-

(continued from page 146)

tigations ol paramilitary organizations,
and a number ol Congressmen  have
strongly urged a Federal probe ol the
Minutemen and afhlizued  groups. Such
legistators have not escaped the wrath—
so [ar only verbal—of the paramilitarists,
New Jersey Representative Charles Joel-
son reports that afier he wrged a probe
of Minuteman activities, he was deluged
by thousamds ol letters accusing him not
only of bad judgment and ignorance but
of insanity and reason. From Cincinnat
came on¢ billet-doux indicting Joclson
for being  “against  Christian  groups
fighting blick African Communist con-
trol ol the United States.” And an anon-
ymous letter from Colorado told him
simply: “Wc'll get you, Laddy Boy.”

Perhaps because of, rather than despite
such threats, Congressional pressure for
a Federal crackdown on the Minutemen
has continued, with some eflect. The
FBI ind the Treasury Department have
stepped up their eflorts o inhltrate the
group and nip its lethal plots. Local.
city and state police, who initially treated
the Minutemen as a bad joke, have also
grown increasingly concerned—as dem-
onswrated by the spiraling arrest rate of
Minutemen for tervorist attacks and for
illegal possession ol weapons. The latter
charge  constitutes  the  Minutemen’s
Achilles’ heel. Wally  Peyson, an  ex-
Marine, was convicted of illegal posses-
sion ol an automatic weapon in 1966;
Rich Lauchh. Jr, a lounding mem-
ber of the Minutemen, is now scrving a
term in a Federal penitentiary for at-
tempting to sell 100 submachine guns,
5 50-caliber machine guns, mortars, a
75-mm recoilless rille and small arms to
Federal investigators posing as represent-
atives ol a Latin-American government;
and a host of lesser Minutemen have also
fallen victim 1o the Federal Firearms
Ac

But despite the surveillance of Feder-
al, state and local police. the Minute-
men's organizational eflectiveness has not
been appreciably impaired. Agents and
informants of the FBI and the Treasury
Department have succeeded in pencurat-
g many Minutemen cadres, but the
organization is structured according 1o
the Communist Party’s “cell”  system.
Members of one unit do not know the
identity of any other Minutemen, even
though they might live halfway down the
block; hydralike, the group is thus able
to survive the lopping oft of one or more
local units. Minutemen are also exhaus-
tvely trained in the technigues of candes-
tine intelligence and security. According
to the Calilornia attorney general’s re-
port. “The Minmeman organization is
designed to function as a sccret under-
ground network, and its routine opera-
tions in these times ol peace are conducied
along the lines of a training progrim
for the hostilities to come. Each member

is assigned a number that becomes his
emihcation in all communications; he
is warned about the use of the telephone
in contacting h(:;idqu:lrlcrs; he 15 ad-
vistd in the use of mail drops: he is
warned to use two envelopes in organiza-
tion correspondence and to place an
opaque material between the inner and
outer envelopes, 10 prevent the letter
from bemg read by means ol infrared
cameras: and he is instructed to employ
a wide variety of stratagems and devices
as sccurity measures.” Secrecy, for the
Mimnuteman, i1s a way of life—to such an
extent that even the national leadership
does not know the membership higures.

“I don’t even know the members
mames,” says DePugh. “All we ask is the
name and address of a unit leader—and
this can be a pscudonym. I have no way
ol knowing exactly how many members
we llil\'(,'. (‘.‘K(E'I)l that L':I('h gmup iS Slll)‘
posed to have a minimum of five and a
maximum ol fifteen. So I strike an aver-
age of eight.” DePugh's most recent esti-
mate: 25.000 “hard-core” members, fully
trained and armed, plus approximately
65.000 supporters and recruits undergoing
instruction and indoctrination. “Only a
relatively small percentage of these will
ever become ‘secure” members and be in-
corporated into the unit chain of com-
mand,” DcPugh explains. “We make a
real effort to weed out all the weak links
in advance; we're looking for quality, not
quantity; one man ready 1o give his lile
is worth filty who'll erack when the heat
is on. That's why 1 reject three out of
every four membership applications at the
very outser.” Other estimates range from
an improbable low of 500 (from ]. Edgar
Hoover, who derides the group as 2 “pa-
per organization.” despite the attention
it receives from his agents) to an equally
improbable high of 100,000 (bv a fervent
Minuteman in  Kansas  City).  Most
law-enforcement othcials and  informed
journalists believe the organization has
somewhere  between 5000 and 10,000
members and 30,000 to 10.000 supporters.
but the “activist” percentage remains in
doubt.

\Whatever their actual number, there is
no doubt that the Minutemen have be-
come a potent lorce on the ultraright.
And there is no doubt that the founder
and national coordinator has traveled a
long way since the bucolic days when he
peddled veterinary medicines to Midwest
farmers. Robert Bolivar DelPugh  was
born 45 years ago in Independence, Mis-
souri. where his father served until re-
cently as a deputy sherift. (The elder
Delugh. now in his 70s. is a fervent
supporter of his son’s political acuvities
and a charter member ol the Minutemen.)
Son Robert auended the University ol
Missouri lor three semesters and then
enlisted in the Army in 112, serving as
a radar operator in the Signal Corps
until he was discharged in 19411 on the
recommendition ol a panel of medical
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examiners. who diagnosed him as suffer-
ing from a “psychoncurosis, mixed tvpe,
severe. manifested by anxiety and depres-
sive features and schizoid personality.”

It was during his stint in the Service
that DePugh's interest in politics was
first sparked, as the result of his encoun-
ter with a number of radar scientists at
the coast-artillery  installation at Fort
Monrvoe, Virginia, who “scemed not 1o
hold allegiance to the same flag T dic
I was really quite naive politically in
those days.” he recalls. “I knew there was
an unbridgeable gull between our posi-
tions, but I didn’t suspeat they were
Communists or at the very least Commu-
nist-oriented, as I can now see in rewro-
spect was the case. It was just a kind of
visceral reaction; | knew in my guls that
these people weren't loyal Americans.”

After leaving the Service, Delugh re-
turned to college, attending Kansas State,
the University ol Colorado and Topeka's
Washburn University—all in rapid suc-
cession. He was a bright student but hid
a quicksilver atention span and didn't
stay at any one school long cenough o
carn a degree. He was particulinly inter-
ested in chemistry and genetics, however,
and during his days at Kansas State or-
samized “The Societv for the Advance-
ment ol Canine Genetis,” which a its
dissolution several vears later had 2000
dog-breeding members across the country
and was afhliated with the International
Genetics Society.

In 1954, DePugh lounded the Biolab
Corporation in Independence, a pharma-
ceutical supply house specializing in vita-
min supplements for dog-food products;
it loundered in 1955, alter “differences ol
opinion” among the stockholders, and
Delugh worked for a dog-lood company
until 1959, when he revitalized Biolab
in partnership with his brother Bill and
moved company headquarters to its pres-
ent site i Norborne, Missouri. Within
a vear, Biolab was a thriving venture,
producing dozens of vererinary-medicine
products and worth over S250.000. At 35,
DePugh was Norborne's leading citizen
and a prototype small-town-America suc-
cess story. With a prosperous business, a
devoted wile and six handsome children,
he appeared to have everything he
wanted. But Delugh was restless and dis-
satishied.

“Until the Late Fifties.” he remembers,
“I was so preoccupied with geuing an
cducation and earning a living that |
didn’t have any opportunity 1o think
seriously abouwt  politics  and  loreign
affairs. It was only alter Biolab becime
a success and 1 found mysell with some
leisure time on my hands that T began 10
veally think about the way the world was
heading—and I didn’t like what T saw. |
began to study anti-Communist litera-
e and, suddenly, T grasped the phe-
nomenal  success of  the  intermational
Communist conspiracy. Within 30 vears
abier the Russian Revolution. it con-

trolled one third of the earth’s Lind sur-
Lace and population. T realized that if
this kept up. my children—or at the most
optimistic estimate. my grandchildren—
would be living under the Marxist boot.
I decided that it was my dury 1o do some-
thing about it. and stop sitting back on
my butt preoccupied with how much
more money | wias going to make this
vear over last.”

DePugh and a small circle of like-
minded Iriends began discussing the sor
rv state of the world at weekly political
seminars. and all soon joined the John
Birch Society. But by the beginning of
1960 disillusionment had set in and they
came to the reluctant conclusion that the
Birchers were “all talk and no action”
and could never be politically cllective.
The idea ol the Minutemen first came to
DePugh during a duck-hunting expedi-
ton on the shore of an isolated Missouri
lake with nine ol his right-wing [riends
in June 1960, at the height of the U-2
crisis. As they aouched in a muddy
duckblind, one ol the party expressed
apprehension over the international situ-
ation  and  amother  jokingly  reassured
him, “Well. il the Russians invade us. we
can always come up here and hght on as
a guerrilla band.” There's no record of
DePugh’s erving Furcka!. but he began
discussing the idea seriously, and ducks
were soon forgotten. ™ ot 10 talking
about how bad oft the country would be
in case ol invasion.” he vecalls, “and how
a group such as ours could become i
guerrilla band. We were just talking at
fivst, kicking 1t around. But somehow the
idea ciught on.™”

One ol the sporismen, a veteran of the
UL S Army Special Forees, dusted off his
instruction manuals and the group began
conducting  wice-weekly  seminis in
guerrilla winlare, with each member as-
signed  a particular field ol political
study and instrucied to prepare a posi-
tion paper on its relationship 1o the
establishment ol an “exualegal™ para-
military opposition to the awaited lefise
take-over ol the naton. Alter several
months of study and research, DelPugh
synthesized  the results into the  first
Minuteman nunilesto, which postulated
cight key conclusions in terms oddly
evocative of the corrent revolutionary
jargon ol the ulralelt:

1. Owr diplomatic war against com-
munism has already been lost by
bunglers or traitors within our
own Government.

2. This diplomatic war has been and
continues to be lost by appointed
Government ofhaials beyond the
reach of public opinion.

3. We cannot win a diplomatic war
against communism abroad until
we first establish a genuinely pro-
American Government at home.

1. A pro-American Government can
no longer be established by nor-
mul political means,

5. The minorityvote  blocs.  con-
trolled labor unions and corrupt
political machines. so completely
monopolize the American polit-
ical scene that there is no chance
for the average American citizen
to regain control of his destiny
it the ballot box.

6. Anv turther eliort, time or money
SPENL in 1rving 1o sive our coun-
trv by political means would be
wasted.

7. The leaders of most other con-
servative organizations privately
agree that it is politically impos-
sible 1o elect a conservative Gov-
ernment.

8. We conclude that the American
prople are moving inexorably 1o-
ward a ume ol total contrel and
frustration such s must have
been felt by the people of Buda-
pest and  East Germany  when
they hinally staged their suicidal
revolis. Therelore, the objectives
of the Minutemen are to aban-
don wasteful, useless efforts and
begin immediately 1o prepare
lor the day when Americans will
once agamn hght in the sircets lor
their lives and their liberty, We
leel there is overwhelming evi-
dence to prove that this day musi
come.

At Last, DePugh and his right-thinking
[riends were convineed. the only elfec-
tive delense  against “the  Communist
menace” had been found: They would
fight fire with fire. In justification of s
decision 1o launch the Minutemen, he
cites the 1960 Annual Report of the
House Committee on Un-American Ac-
tivities, which concluded:

Events of the past year have pro-
vided convincing evidence that the
Americn people cannot rely com-
pletely on this counoy’s  Armed
Forces 1o protect themselves [rom
Communist domination and slavery.
This is not becse our militiory
lorces lack the power or the will 10
delend this couniry, but vather be-
cause the nature of the attacks being
made on the United Sttes by s
major and only signiicant  enemy
are so designed as o render conven-
tional miltiary lovees as inelfective
as possible for defense purposes.

From the outset. DelPugh was undaunt-
cd by the odds against him. “We knew
that the road ahead wasn't going 10 be
casy,” he saivs. “But we also remembered
Edmund  Burke's  dictum  that “The
only thing necessary for the triumph ol
evil is for good men to do nothing.” We
were prepared 1o put our businesses. our
freedom, our very lives on the line—and
we havel”

DePuglt's nine lellow duck hunters
were transmogrificd overnight into the
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“Don’t be a spoilsport, Chester. How can I go to
a spouse-swapfnng parly without you?!”

National Coordinating Council of the
fledgling Minutemen ol America, and
DePugh appointed himself national co-
ordinator. All were rvank amateurs at
political organization and. at first. the
sroup'’s progress was halting. “Our own
naivet¢ was our bigeest obstacle.”™ De-
Pugh remembers. “None of us had any
background in even local politics: 1 was
a chenmist, another founder was a veteri-
narian and the rest were rveal-estate
agents, insurance men and auntoworkers.
We would have had difhculiy gening a
new Kiwanis post off 1he ground. much
less organizing an cllective  candestine
resistance movement.,”

As a result ol their political inexperi-
ence, few on the ultrright fringe had
even heard of the Minuemen a vear
alter its formation. and those who had.
dismissed the group as an inelfectual
cabal ol crackpots ng  srandiose
pronuncimentos  on - gucrrilln warkare
from the padded comfort of their arme
chairs. But slowly, a hard core of disci-
plined  activists  began gravitating 0
Delugh: disgruntled amti-Semites chafing
at the John Birch Socieny's “soft™ posi-
tion on  Jews. wrigger-happy American
Nazis  disgusted George  Lincoln

with
Rockwell's “do-nothing”™ approach and
distllusioned dropouts from “responsible’™
outhits such as the Reverend Billy James
Hargis” Christian Crusade. Swrrounded
by this handlul of [aithful apostles. the
paramilitoy messiah spread his nets on

conservative waters. The cach. though
initially  small.  was  promising. “We
needed men readv 1o kill or be killed lor
their country,” DePugh savs of the lean
carly years. “and we found them.” De-
Pugh’s life now had new direction and
purposc: he had discovered the road (or
which he'd searched and he was prepared
to travel it to the end.

It is not an easy task for an outsider 10
nap that road, for DePugh had avoided
public comment on the ultimate destun-
tion of his movement: armed revolution.
The stated motivations and aspirations
of the Minutemen, as ser forth in De-
Pugh’s voluminous propaganda. appear
simple: w0 prepare for a Communist in-
viasion or uprising that can be resisted
only by an underground paramilitny
force. Minuteman leaders claim privare-
Iv. however. that their aim is not to
establish  “sell-delense™  civilian  auxil-
wries to aid the Armed Forces in a na-
tional emergency but to overthrow and
replace (ft United Sunes Government
through insurrcction: and the Minute-
men confidently predice that the day is
approaching when they will be able to
come out ol hiding and forcibly scize the
reins of power in a nation wracked by
racial vielence and economic chaos, In
the ensumng strugele, Minuwemen leaders
say they are quite prepared 1o utilize all
the tools ol subversion—sabotige. assassi-
mation, terrorist attacks—not against a
hypothetical  Communist  invader, but

against their own Government, which
they consider riddled with card-carrying
Reds and fellow travelers.

Alter poring over hundreds ol pages
ol Minutemum literature—including De-
Pugh’s  Blueprint  for FVictory, the
movement’s Mein Kampf-—this reporier
realized that little could be learned of
the organization’s real strategy or ulii-
mate aims through its propaganda and
ceven lass through newspaper accounts ol
Minuteman acuvity, which amount to
little more than a running account of
arrests and convictions. To unravel the
skein of the group’s operations and dis
cover how serious a menace it actually
constitutes—as well as o find our wh
makes  individual  Minutemen  tick—-1
phoned DelPugh at his ofice in Independ-
ence. Missouri (national headquarters of
his Patriotic Party), and  requested  an
interview. I'd been warned by several
journalists that as Delugh’s legal prob-
lems multiplied he had grown inaeasingly
chary of the press, which he viewed as
a “handmaiden ol the Communist con-
spiracy.” But I was greeted with unex-
peaed cordiality: “I'm tied up for the
next five davs, b I'll see vou next week
and give you as much time as you need.”
he promised. “No Luer, though. After that
I'll be—tied up.”

In the imerim, he suggested T speak to
Rov Frinkhouser, Jr., in Reading. Penn-
sylvania. Grand Dragon ol the Pennsylva-
nia Ku Klux Klan and regional political
coordinator of the Minutemen. He gave
me Frankhouser’s number and rang oll. 1
reached Frankhouser that evening. and
after some initial sparving managed 10
convince him that T had no ideological
ax to grind. We wrranged 1o meet two
nights later; one of his men would pick
me up at Reading's airport and  drive
me to an unidentified destination where
Frankhouser would be waiting. It sound-
cd mildly melodramatic, but 1 agreed.
“We've got something laid on for 1hat
night.” Frankhouser said enigmauically.
“If vou're lucky, we might even let you
inon it."”

The Reading trip wasn't one I would
easily forget. 1 was met at the airport by
a small-eved man who identificd himsclf
as “Roger” Hall an hour lLater, alter
changing cars twice, we  rendezvoused
with Frankhouser and  his aide.  Bob
Richland, the Imperial Nighthawk ol the
state Ko K. Ko in the darkened parking lot
of a Penmsylvania roadhouse. As Frank-
houser and Richland jackknifed into the
back scat beside me, Roger was restive
and impauent.

“You're twenty minutes late,” he sad.
in a hoarse whisper I'd at hrst thought
was an allectavion but Later learned was
his normal speaking voice. “Thevre ex-
pecting us at cleven.”

“There was a wreck down the voad.”
said Richland. “They had some girl
laid out on the highwav with her lace
bashed in. Her nose must lune

been



smashed all the wav back into her skull;
the whole top of her head looked like
pink jelly.” He was visibly upser. A well-
groomed, lanky man in his late 30s, he
sat hunched over, tugging nervously at
the knot of his regimental-stripe tie—
I wondeved how his Ivv League taste had
survived the change 10 Klan regalia—
and wiping a crumpled silk handkerchiel
back and forth under his chin. "It was
terrible. They'll never save her  looks,
and she must have been a preity girl,
too. White.” he added.

Obviously discomfited by his licuten-
ant's squeamishness. Frankhouser reached
over to slam the car door shut and told
Roger to get going. “We'll have to kill
young girls belore this hght 1s
grunted. "Black and white.”
He was a slight voung man of 29 with
dlose-cropped  black pencil-thin
mustache and one good eve. Articulate

lots ol
over,” he

lair. a

and sophisticated, he was a type more
likely 1o be lound debating Marcuse in

cimpus New Lelt salons than regaling

red-necks in the satin sheets of a K. K. K.
Grand Dragon.

Richland didn't reply and Roger
pulled the car out onto the highway lead-
ing to Pottsville. It was an overcast. bit-
terly cold night in late February and we
were headed for an asyvet-unexplained
Minuteman mancuver in the Appalach-
1an Mountains. 1 was to be the first jour-

malist included on such an “action
mission,” as opposed to standard training
drills, and Frankhouser cautioned me to
stay in the background.

“Some of the guys didn't want you
along,” he explained, “and they're liable
to be a linle edgy.” He smiled and
added: “Some of them think it might be
a good idea il vou didn't come back. It’s
pretty wild counuy up there and you
can hide a lot of things—even nosy
reporters.”

His Title joke over. he slapped my
shoulder with honhomie. “Don't worry,”
he said heartily. “We don't mind publici-
ty this time.”

As Roger’s mud-spattered gray Ford
pulled into the snowy foothills, Frank-
houser finally explained the purpose of
the mission: “We've got an underground
bunker up there we use for sioring heavy
arms and a printing press. We just found
out vesterday that some fink in another
unit tipped off the FBI, so we've been
deaning everything out of the place be-
forc they move in” He lit a cigarette
and chuckled expansively. “Tonight we
blow the place up.”

By now we had left the main highway
and were careening precipitously up the
mountainside. The Imperial Nighthawk,
stll shaken by brush
ological violence, stared out the slect-

his with nonide-

laced window, but Frankhouser waxed
loquacious, studiously disregarding the
cautionary  looks Roger occasionally
darted over one shoulder.

“We've got hundreds of bunkers like
this all over the country,” he boasted,
“all of them packed with machine guns,
mortars and automatic weapons—and
that’s in addition 1o the caches of arms
we wrap in plastic and bury under-
ground. Our men do twenty-lour-hour
guard dury in shifts over each bunker to
ensure security. When D day comes, we
won't be in the strects with popguns.”

“When will D day come?” T asked.

Frankhouser shrugged. “Who knows®”
he replied. “But one thing is certain:
For the first time since Huey Long, the
stage is set for the rise of an American
brand ol [ascism. Not that right-wingers
cn take any aedit for it. The race riots
have done our work for us; the black
nationalists are our biggest recruiting
agents; I wish there were a hundyred
Stokelv Carmichaels and Rap Browns,
Alter each Watts, each Detroit, we uel
thousands of new backlash members—
and best of all, a big slice of them are
disgruntled cops and National Guards-
Multiply those figures in light ol
what's going to happen in the big cities
the next three or four
and vou've really got the makings ol a
situation.  Under those

over sumnmecrs
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circumstances. anvihing and  everything
is possible—including a right-wing take-
over.”

“Have Minutemen been involved in
inciting the race riots?” 1 asked.

“You mean shooting at both sides to
heat things up?” He smiled. “Not vet.
Right now we can afford to just stand
back on the side lines and pick up the
picces; we're the inheritors of social
hankruptey, you might say. And the
sume holds true for the black natonal-
ists; after each bloody riot they get a lot
ol wncommitted nigeers going over to
their side. It's sort of a symbiotic situa-
tion. Let them shoot the Jews on their
list, we’ll shoot the Jews on ours, and
then we can shoot cach other!™

The idea amused him; he waved his
hand magnanimously  when Richland
westured  suspiciously at the whirring
tape recorder balanced on my lap. “It's
all right. Let him print what he wants to.
I don’t have anvihing to hide—at least.
not anything I'd ell fiim!™

I asked Frankhouser how the Minute-
men planned to accomplish their seizure
ol power.

“Look at Germany and Taly,” he said.
“When the people see their society dis-
solving into chaos. when theyre threat-
cned on every side by riots and violence
and economic convulsion, they'll turn o
any force tough enough and ruthless

cnough to impose order. That's what
most people really want, vou know—or-
der. Not abstractions like freedom and
equality and justice. Tha's all right lor
the fat times, but when the pinch is on,
they want their property and their lives
protected and thev don't give a damn
how it's done or who does it. That's why
we're working and organizing now—not
to tuake over tomorrow or the next day,
which would be impossible, but 10 be
readv when the time comes. and even a
small. tght-knit and well-mained nucle-
us of men cn play a vole all out ol
proportion 1o its numbers. e onlv takes
one woll o terrorvize a herd of sheep,
vou know. Cigaretre®”

I declined. “The first thing we've got
to do,” he cominued, “is disassociate
oursclves  from  old-fogy  conservatives
like the John Birch Sodctv. We've got
to develop a radical revoluionary pro-
gram that will appeal 10 the working-
man on the wwo levels where he really
lives—bread-and-bunier riace.
We've got to convince the worker that
he's being economically oppressed by the
powers-that-be and only we can save him,
It's the carrot and the stick. in a sense;
the niggers and the fear thev breed e
the stick. and the cavrot is the promise of
not only the assurance ol salery Irom
them but all the economic advantages
we can deliver. We're really entering a
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fantastically  exciting age—an age of
race war, where the color of your skin
is vour unilorm.”

Roger interrupted to tell us we were
within a half mile of our destination,
and 1o speak softly. He had switched the
headlights off, and we now inched along
at less than wen miles an hour. Frank-
houser, rapt in his vision of the future,
continued in muted tones,

“Hitler had the Jews; we've got the
5. We have to put our main stress
on the nigger question, of course, bhe-
cause that's what preoccupies the masses
—Dbut we're not forgetting the Jew. Il
the Jews knew what was coming—and
helieve me, it's coming as surely as the
dawn—they'd realize that what's going o
happen in America will make Nazi Ger-
many look like a Sunday-school picnic.
We'll build better gas chambers, and
more of them, and this time there won't
be any relugees. The average American
has only a thin vencer of cvilization
separating him  from the savage, vou
know—Ifar less of a veneer than the
Germans had. When that's  swripped
away and he really goes wild, when this
thing really explodes, there’ll be a rope
hanging over the lamppost for every Jew
and nigger in America. Jesus, I'd hate to
be in their shoes! But you remember
what Napoleon said about revolutions
—you can't make an omelet without
breaking eggs.”

He paused and seemed to brood for a
few seconds.

“Of course, there are some good Jews,
you know. Jews like Dan Burros, who
was a Iriend of mine. Yeal, prine that
some of my best riends are Jews. Dan
Burros was one ol the most patriotic,
dedicated Americans you'll ever meet in
your life.”

Frankhouser fell silent. Burros was a
Lanatic American Nazi who served as
Rockwell’s Licutenant for vears, then re-
signed in 1962 o edit a magazine called
Kil? and finally became a Klan leader.
He had rushed into Frankhouser's house
in October 1965 brandishing an issue of
The New York Times that exposed his
Jewish ancestry, snatched a loaded pistol
from the wall and blown his bhrains out.

Frankhouser's reverie was interrupied
as the car came to a stop. Alter turning
oft the engine, Roger motioned the three
ol us 10 remitin in our seats while he
got out, holding what looked like a
pair ol <istmets. Two  loud,  high-
pitched clacks resounded through the
thickly forested mountain slopes and
were echoed almost instantly [rom up
the road. [ didn't see the two men, hoth
dressed in plaid hunting  jackets and
matching caps, until they were within
five [ect of us. Both were voung, with
healthy outdoor Laces, and both cradled
12-gauge shotguns under their arms. They
said nothing, but Roger nodded 1o
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them, and then o us. We dimbed out
and stood beside the car, shivering in
the still, moonless night.

“This is him,” said Roger, jerking a
thumb in my direction. “He's got a tape
recorder, so il vou don’t want to say
anvthing, don't.”

One ol the men didn't acknowledge
my presence, but his companion, 2
tanned six-ooter in his carly 20s, walked
forward and pumped my hand vigorous-
iy, introducing himsell as Tom Jordan.

“You just write the truth about us,
mister, that's all. and we’ll be real good
friends.” His smile was warm and open,
his eyes empty. “We just hate 10 make
cnemies.”

He tarned and motioned us 1o follow
him ofl the road and ino the wangled
underbrush.  The snow  was  several
inches tlccp and the going was ditheult,
doubly so since no one used a fashlight.
We wialked Tor about 20 minutes, most
of the time in what appeared to be spirals
—cevidently 10 ensure that 1 would never
be able to retrace our steps—and finally
halted in a small clearing sentried by
snow-laden  pines.  Roger clacked  his
noisemaker again: this time flour men
materialized out of the shadows, all
dressed in adentical hunting outfits, all
carrying shoiguns. Roger—who had lost
a leg in Vietmam as a Green Beret—
limped up o the group and spoke quict-
Iy for a moment, then called me to his
sidle.

There were no introductions this time.
He dug one booted loor nto the ground
and said. “Here it is. We've got every-
thing out but the rodkets. You can go
take a look before we set the fuse.”

I glanced down, but could see nothing
but [rozen earth. Roger’s thin mouth
grinned.

“Not bad, huh?" He reached over,
priedd his fingers into the ground and
pulled up a dirtcovered 1rap door. A
three-foot square of light glowed at my
feer.

“The Feds could be stnding on it
and thev'd never guess it was there,” he
said, as close 1o good humor as 1 ever
saw him. “Go down and see lor voursell.”

I dimbed with dificulty abour 12
feet down a wooden ladder and into a
narrow tunnel leading into a room ap-
proximately 22 feet long and 18 [feet
wide. The air was dank. and light flick-
cred from three kerosene lamps hanging
on the root-laced dirt walls. The bunker
wits equipped with elecric light fixtures,
but the generator, also underground, had
been detonated earlier. There were two
bunks built into & wall, a number of
empty rille racks and  several lethal-
looking red-finned rockets. each four feet
long. redining  on roughhewn  pine
shelves,

Roger clambered down behind me,

950 lollowed by Frankhouser and the Impe-

hthawk. Jordan and the others
remained outside.

“These rockets are liule beauties,”
Roger told me, picking one up in his
right land like a 1oy, “They have a
range of thinyv miles with the rnight
Launching wibe and carry one hell of a
pay load. You could sit on a rool in New
York and lob one ol these on Newark
and wipe out hall a ¢ty block with
nobody the wiser. It took us two years of
experimenting and a lot ol close calls
belore we got them operational, but
now we're stockpiling them all across
the country. Theyre light, poruable and
deadly—the ideal weapon lor ouwr kind
of resistance movement.”

Frankhouser called my attention 1o a
small makeshilt laboratory built into the
back wall. “This is the chemical closet.”
he said, pointing to a jumble ol Bunsen
burners, beakers and empty 1est tubes.
“Every bunker is equipped with one, no
matter how rudimentary. We mainly use
it lor making nitroglveerin and nivo-
glycol.”

I asked if that wasn't preny volatile

material o play around  with, and
Frankhouser appeared oftended.
“"We're not amateurs, vyou know.

Every man in this unit goes through
intensive 1 1 in the manufacture of
nitroglycerin. 1t vou've got the right
chemicals and  the risht measurements,
anvbody with a Lair degree ol intelligence
can do ir.”

He walked over to a half-empry sieel
hling cabiney, riflled through the draw-
ers and extracted a sheal of papers,

“These are a lew ol our conhdential
training manuals.” he said, “but it won’t
do any harm for vou 1o take a look.” He
handed me a three-page mimeographed
pamphler tided “Nitroglveerin.” It be-
gan: “Basically, the production of nitro-
glveerin involves the gradual addition of
glveerol to a mixture ol nitric and sul-
phuric acids, followed by separation of
the nivoglveerin [rom the waste products.
The lollowing directions will serve for
the laboriory preparation of NG in small
amounts.” It condluded with the admoni-
tion 10 be careful in handling the solu-
tion. since “Nitro in its liquid form has
Irom 30 to 60 times more explosive power
than in dymamite form.”

Roger slumped on one bunk in appar-
ent boredom, but Frankhouser leaned
over my shoulder. eagerly indicating
other points ol interest in the Minuge-
mun ordnance manuals.

“That one is ibout Molotov cock-
tails.” he said. “Thevire the orudest com-
ponent ol any resistance arsenal, but
don’t underestimae them on that ae-
count. Theyre still damn  uselul in
street fighting or in terror bombings.™

He handed me a booklet informing
the student that “The best setup for
making ‘Molotov cocktails” is as lollows:
Using the small disposable-type beer bot-

tles. filled with a homemade napalm mix-
ture of two-thirds gasoline and one-third
Duz fill the botiles and cap them with
an inexpensive bottle capper available at
most drugstores. Tape a regular Tam-
pax sanitny device to cach boule with
masking tape.”

Frankhouser laughed as [ finished
reading it aloud. “We should reallv set
up joint training sessions with the n
gers. shouldn’t we? A community of com-
mon interest, and all that shic”

I asked him what else was manufac-
wed in the bunker’s laboraory Facilities.

“You'd be surprised at the wide range
ol killers vou can produce with rela-
tively unsophisticated  equipment,” he
replied, referring me again 1o the Min-
utenum manual, where novitiates were
instructed that A good cheap explosive
can be made by distilling iodine crvstals.
When kept in ammonia they are very
stable, but when dried ow, become
highly explosive. . . . Pure sodium metal
while dry is perfectly stable. but when
placed in water is a terrific explosive. It
burns with intense heat and gives off a
deadly gas.”

The manual  contained  nstructions
[or even more imaginative lethal agents:
“Methane gas (or nerve gas) is obtained
when small slivers of [a common com-
mercial plastic] are inserted in a ciga-
rette. The results are always Fatal, and
almost  immediate. The only known
antidote is atropine, which must be
taken immediately.”

I asked Frankhouser il these sorts of
weapons had been used by Minutemen
in the terrorist attacks and bombings
that have plagued cvil rights and peace
Sroups i recent years.

He grinned and said, “Let's just say
were not doing all this for our own
amusement,”

Roger glanced at his watch and 1old
us the fuses were ready. As we trned to
go, Frankhouser gestured to a small bar-
rel at the loot of one bunk, Irom which
two wires extended out the tunnel and
up the ladder.

“That's hlled with hvdrogen gas.” he
explained. “We use the wires to spark it
off elearically. This whole place will
disappear without a trace. And the noise
ol the explosion is a damn sight less
than dynamite, 100; you won't be able
to hear it more than a half mile awayv.”

Lugging the last of their cached weap-
ons. the three Minutemen led the way up
the ladder. [ was the last to 2o, and Frank
houser turned o look back over  his
shoulder aw me as he reached the top
rung.

“All hive to do is slam this
trap door shut and leave you here to go
up with the bunker” He smiled boy-
ishly. “Unless  somebody  knew  just
where 1o look, they'd never find your
body in i thousand vears.”

Forcing a smile, I climbed out into

we'd
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the icy night air. Roger led us back to
the edge of the clearing, stopping on the
wity to angrily snatch a cigarete from
the Imperial Nighthawks mouth and
grind it out under his heel. Jordan was
crouched over the wires that snaked out
of the bunker's mouth. He looked up
at Roger, waited for his nod, and then
touched the two wires together. There
was a solt muflled blump and the earth
in the dearing vippled for a lew seconds
and then ¢bbed 1o its familiar contours.
In the silence that followed, three of the
men patted down the disturbed ground
with spades while Jordan cut off the
wires with a pair of shears where they
extended from the earth.

Frankhouser, the Imperial Nighthawk
and 1 turned to follow Roger back to
the car.

“A shame that place was compro-
mised,” Frankhouser murmured as we
trudged through the snow, "but we've
got plenty more.”

As I left the car. back at my downtown
hotel, TFrankhouser told me, “What
vou've secn tonight may not seem too
impressive in a military sense. But re-
member, it only takes one match 1o
ignite a tinderbox.” With a sure flair for
melodrama, he lit a cigareue and Hicked
the match into the gutter. Roger didn't
sav good night.

Five days later, I took a plane for

Kansas Citv. When T checked in at the
airport motel, DePugh was waiting for
me as arranged. Tall and heavy-set, he
was dressed casually in khaki slacks and
a red wool pullover. His jet-black hair
was receding, and he sported a luxuriant
beard, “tor myv home town's centennial
celebration”—an explanation I had no
reason to doubt at the time, although I
Tater discovered there was a different and
far more practical reason.  DePugh's
features were handsome in a rawboned
fashion. but his skin was unusually pale
in the muted light of the motel colfee
shop where we had an early lunch hefore
driving 1o his office in Norborne. His
dark eyes were deep-set and commanding,
with a disconcerting habit of dancing
around and bevond mine as he s|mké
and then suddenly Axing on me with a
balelul stare 1o punciuate a point. In the
time I spent with him, DePugh was in-
variably friendly and accommaodating,
but I never lelt completely comlortable
under that gaze.

Sipping a lemonade—he neither drinks
nor smokes. but sucks constantly on
medicated throat lozenges—DePugh went
out of his wav 1o put me at case.

“IFrom what the press prints about
us, you probably expected me to be
waiting for you with a Thompson sub-
machine gun,” he said, smiling. “But
I'm glad you came, and I want you to

I
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“As we look back over the course of four
years, we vealize that the university is a lioing, growing
enlily—never stagnant, [orevey in lransition...."”

be my guest while vou're here. There's a
lot I have 1o say, and not much time to
say it in.”

At the time, 1 missed the significance
of that last remark, and merely won-
dered how he had earned his reputation
for taciturn hostility o the press.

DePugh drove me 1o Norborne in
his dusty station wagon, crammed with
unopened  corvespondence and - cartons
stamped with the name of his veterinary-
medicine irm. He appeired preoccupied
on the ride and chaned  desultorily
about his impending lour-yvear semence
for violation ol the Federal Firearms
Aat, assuring me that the cache of ma-
chine guns discovered on his property
by Federal agents was plamed there as
part of a “political Trame-up.” T asked
him il he would peacelully sinrender 1o
serve his sentence when and it his ap-
peals o the higher courts were exhaust-
cd. “I'll cross that bridge when 1 come
to it." he replied.

DePugh's spivits scemed 1o lighten
when we lelt Highway 10 and pulled
into Norborne, a dusty fvm community
ol 950 people, most of whom seem not
to have decided whether their celebrated
neighbor has put the town on the map
or blackened its name with notoriety.
The Biolab Corporation, a scedy seven-
room, onestory white stucco building
on Mam Street, doubles as Minutemen
headquarters, and the front room was
piled high with literature and back cop-
ies of the organization’s house organ,
On Target. The sickly sweet smell of a
vitamin A preparation clung heavily in
the air and. in the back, veterinary medi-
cines were being mixed in two huge
vats by white-smocked Ll rechnicians.
DePugh inroduced me 1o his wife, a
small apple-dumpling  woman with a
sweet smile and haggavd eyes, and 10
his daughter  Christine. a pert red-
head who had recently been elected high
school home-coming queen and was now
addressing envelopes at an overflowing
desk. He then ushered me into his private
ofhce. i windowless room lined with floor-
to-ceiling hookshelves. DePugh slumped
into the leather swivel chair behind his
desk—ornamented with an antiaireralt
shell and intered with clips of 30-caliber
ammunition and unopened leters—and
shouted for coflee, which was served us
by a teenager with a seraggly beard whom
he proudly inroduced as @ Minuteman
infiltrator in the national headquarters
of the leltist W. E. B, DuBois Clubs.

As we sipped our colfee, T glanced at
some of the books on his shelves: Texts
on gucrridla warlare by Ché Guevara,
General Giap, Mo Tseqtung and Gen-
eral Grivas of the Cypriot resistance
movement adjoined H. €. Lea's three-
volume occult classic Matervials Toward
a History of Witcheraft, the Department
ol State’s fourvolume BDocuments of
German Foreign Policy, 1915-1945, As-
sault Batile Diill by Major General J. C.
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Cuervo is as light as vodka. Cuervo  Poor vodka. Lucky Cuervo. yummy Bloody Mary, a yummy
is the same proof as a lot of vodka. And lucky you, so press on. After  Cuervo Martini, a yummy Cuervo
But Cuervo has a yummy taste. The  you've had a yummy, yummy Cuervo ~ Sour, a yummy Cuervo Margarita,
law won’t allow vodka to be yummy.  in your tonic, you'll no doubt wanta  etc. Go do it. It’s legal.



PLAYBOY

Fry, On War by Von Clausewitz and as-
sorted  volumes ol Kant. Nictzsche,
Schopenhauer, George Orwell and Boris
Pasternak. If nothing else, DePugh's
reading tastes were catholic.

He watched me cataloging his library
and then smiled indulgentlv. “If vou're
looking for Mein Kampf. it's not there.”
he said. 1 read and reread it when 1
was a teenager. I could quote it to vou
from memory.”

“Were vou impressed?” T asked.

“I'm o compulsive veader,” he said. “A
lot of things impress me.”

As my tape recorder spun quietly on
the desk between us, 1 told DePugh
about my icv forav into the Appalachians
with his “troops,” and asked how the
ciches of arms they were stockpiling
across the nation would ultimately be
used.

“Those stockpiles are being Laid away
for the time when the struggle reaches
the point of armed conlrontation. In
the interim, we intend to continue our
campaign of overt political propaganda
and proselvizing.”

“DDo vou really believe a handful of
men with machine guns, mortars and
homemade bombs could ever overcome
the United States Army, the National
Guard and local police lorces?” 1 asked.

“Iirst of all, we'll have a lot more
than a handful of men ready o hight
when the time comes. OF course, we
could never overwhelm the Govern-
ment's military power in conventonal,
set-picce batr.es: but the whole purpose
of revolutiomry guerrilla warlare is to
so terrorize and  demoralize the state
apparatus that il collapse Irom its own
internal siresses and contradictions, G
tro didn’t conquer Cuba militarily; at
the time Batista fled imto exile, the
government lorces still had overwhelm-
ing military superiority and could hive
wiped out the rebels in a waditional
military battle—Dbut Castro and Guevara
blended political persuasion and terror-
ism with guerrilla warlare so cifectively
that they undermined the state’s morale
andits capacity 1o defend itsell. Even
alter Dien Bien Phu the French suill
naintained milicoy supremacy in Indo-
china and could have fought on for years
against the Vietminh: but Giap's bril-
liant wse of insurgency tactics eroded the
French will 1o vesist and they scurtled
and ran. A the height of his elfective-
ness on Cypras, General Grivas had only
one Jumdred fudl-time ervorists—hut by
selective inations  and  terrorism
and dynamic use ol psvchological wai-
Fare, he brought the British to their
knees.”

He steepled his fingers thoughtlully.

“The success of any guerrilla insurgency
is predicued on two facors: discontent
among the population and irvesolution in
the stare apparatus. Ruthless exploitation
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of insurgents can topple a government
with the strongest militay force ar its
disposal.”

I listened, absorbed. Despite his Tanat-
icism, and the patent absurdity ol his
IWWeltanschawiong. the man emanated a
disturbing aura of power and purpose. |
had waveled to Kansas City expeciing to
encounter a corn-helt Robert Welch, an
untutored hick demagogically peddling
the tived nostrums ol the ulraright,
leavened with a fillip of paramilitarism
to utillate the hmaie Iringe; instead, 1
had found an urbane, ielligent, even
mildly cynical political theorist who ap-
peared seriously to envisage the day
when his lollowers would seize power in
a nation bled dry by foreign wars and
ravaged at home by racial strife and
cconomic upheaval.

He continued: A key lactor in the
U.S 15 that in the crunch we could
count on support lrom sizable segments
ol the Aymed Forees and pt)li('t‘.’: in lact,
il vou break down Mmuteman member-
ship into emplovment categories, vou'll
find more cops than any other single
group.

“You mentioned assassination as a
particularly effective method of werroriz-
ing the opposition,” I saidd. “Are ithe
Minutemen prepared 1o liquidine their
political enemiese Have they already be-
gun 10 do so?”

DePugh seemed  prepared  for  the
question. “You could hardly expect me
to tell vou il we'd removed anvbody in
the past,” he said. “"We don’t volunteer
that kind of information. In Fact, up till
now the Minutemen lhave adhered o

what 1 call the principle of deliberite
deluy. The past eight vears have been

used 1o marshal our strength, to train
and  harden our cadres lor the time
when we'll be dealing in bullets instead
ol pamphlets;  any  premaunre  action
such as assassination could only give the
state a perfect excuse lor cracking down
on us, and I've deliberately discouraged
it

“Then you've refrained from resorting
to assassination only lor sirtegic rea-
sons?” | asked.

“I have no moral qualms whatsoever
about political assassination. The stakes
in this strugele ave oo high, for both
America and all of Western civilization,
for us 1o forgo any means, however
brutal, that could tip the scales in our
favor. In Lact, of course, we're entering a
pracrorian  age ol assassination  and
counterassassilmition,  where  political
questions won't be decided by the qual-
ity of vour argunent, but by the qualicy
of vour nurksmanship.”

He plucked the silver foil from a
throat lozenge and popped it into his
mouth. “You know,” he went on, “one
man with a telescopic rifle can have
more impact on the course of history
than a hundred political wreatises or a
dozen political parties. In any society

there are certain individuals who are
the keystones of the state  structure
—and il theyv're surgically removed, one
by one, the whole edifice could collapse.”

He smiled. “When vou really think
about it, assassination is a reiatively hu-
mane means ol eflecting politicil change.
Instead of riots and revolutions and street
batdes that would kill hundreds of thou-
sands, vou merely eliminate o policy by
climinating its archireas, Quite a pro-
gressive concept. actually.”

“Are vou raining Minutemen as po-
litical assassins?” | asked.

He looked through a mound of pa-
pers on his desk and tossed me a four
page mimeographed  pamphler stamped
CONFIDENTIAL.  “When  using  telescop-
e sights”  the  paper  began, “the
sniper aims his rifle by placing the top
ol the post reticle (the cross hairs in
most civiltn-type scope sights) on  the
aiming point. But the sniper’s final
concentration should be on the reticle
rather than the tuget.,” Every problem
conlronting the aspiring assassin,  [rom
adverse winds 1o aowds surrounding his
victim, was covered: and partcular at-
tention wis given o targels in moving
vehicles: At an average speed of 2100
feet per second. it will require one-hall
second for the bullet to mrivel 350 vards.
During this hall second an automobile
would move about seven leet for each
ten miles per hour it was traveling. At
50 miles per hour the vehicle would
travel 35 feer o this one-hall second.
Since the average passenger car is about
12 feet long. it will be necessary 1o lead
the fromt cdge of the car by three and
one hall lengihs [or the bullet wo strike
in the vicinity ol the driver’s seatr.”

Two more pages ol detailed instruc-
tions on lwing distances and  velocity
ensued. complete  with  diagrims.  fol-
lowed by exhortations on accuracy when
sniping Gt tugels moving on foor. As 1
finished reading, Delugh leaned back in
his chair. “That's just the basic instruc-
tions every one ol our members starts
out with,” he said. “We lollow it up
with months ol training and firing at
moving and statiomony togets. Man lor
man, we probably have beter marksmen
than the Army or Marines.”

I staned o hand the document back
to him, but he waved it aside.

“Keep it as a souvenir,” he  said,
“Maybe some day there’ll be somebody
vou want out of the way, and il come
in useful”

He aunched his lozenge. “Actually,
you know, a rifte is a relanvely crude
means ol killing a man. We go through
damn thorough arms training, but guns
are onlv one small element in a veally
modern resistance susenal. All this stress
on gun control and registration has al-
wiys given me sort of a chuckle; T've
often thought ol writing a book called

1001 Ways to Kill a Man Without
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PLAYBOY

Using  Forearms—dedicued 10 Senator
Daodd, of comrse.”

“Would vou care to name it few:"

“Well, the most lethal weapons at our
disposal wre chemical- and hacteriologi-
cailwinlare agents, The nun in the street
seems 1o belicve there’s something s
ence-fictional about these devices—ihat
they can ondy be manmubactured in nlora-
wp]nsll( ated, 1op-secret Govermment lab-
oratories. But the wnique thing abour
CBW. agents s that they can be pro-
duced with a minimum ol Laboratory
Gacilities, and e surprisingly low cost,
All the's needed s o certun level ol
cducition and wraining and  retatively
rudimentary equipment: almost Gy
comperent chemist, for example, couid
synthesize deadly nerve gases ol various
types.”

I knew DePugh was a trained chemist,
and his Biolab Tacilities were Tr from
rudimentry. “Have vou ever wied 1o
produce nerve gas yoursel 77 1 asked.

Through the open door 1 could sec
his preay teenage  davghter  Laughing
coquettishly with the hippie-Minuwman
who had brought our coltee. My ques-
tiott strack me as unreal.

“Yes, we've done it right here at Bio-
Lab, and elsewhere acvoss the country.”
Delush smiled as he added. ' Though
our initial experiment got me into hot
wiater with mv kids, A lew vears ago. we
developed our hirst batch of nerve gas
andd decided 1o trv out a sample on the
Limily pet. a one-hundred-cightyv-pound
Irish wolthound. We diluted it down 10
approximately one renth ol what
thought would trigger a noticeable physi-
ological response and gave him o whill:
he walked about six steps and Tell over
desd as o doornail, We aried artilicial
respiration amd  give him oxvgen, It
none of our elforts conld revive him amd
my children didn’t speak 1o me lor a
week!™

The smle faded, and he stvroked the
antiziverale shell on his desk pad alb-
stractedly.

Ol course. our tc(]miqur:n‘ are much
more sophisticited  now. We lhinve a
number of onr own physicians and bac
teriologists working on the production
ol biological agents and, just as impor-
k. antioxing o anmunize our own
men. Most ol this researdh goes on alwer
hours in public and private institutions

wo

“As T undevstand it the gunaranteed annual income
wonld come 1o about a quart a day.

where they hold a0 regulie job during
the day and have an opportuniy 10
moonlight a lew hours in the evening
on projeats ol their own. I'd suspear that
some C.BW. agents rescarched by us are
even further deve'oped  than .m\ll
the Regular Armv has: we've gone mlo
such advanced phases ol biological wir-
Lare as the selective breeding of various
pathogens in order 1o increase or de-
crease  their virulence and 1o rewdae
them resistant 1o antibiotics, You know,
a knowledge ol bacteriology coupled with
i knowledge of genetics cin produce
pathological agents that are unique, than
exist nowhere in nature: and a number
ol these have qualities particularly well
suited o the activities of a resistance
movement. Thevre portable. inexpen-
sive 1o manufacture and easy 1o conceal:
one man with a test tube m his pocket
could wipe out a whole Army base. We
wou'ld obviously  never unleash  sach
agents among the general population.
This would only twrn public sentimem
wisdterably against us. But by conrol-
ling virulence and range. weve got a
selective death-dealing weapon that conld
cllectively werrorize the opposition.”

AMis, DePugh entered the room 1o in
Torm us that dinner would be snosixoand
that she was going home now 10 bake a
blueberry pic—"Bob’s Lwvorite dessert.”
Delugh tossed her the air ke VS,

With a deepening sense ol unreality, 1
resumaed  our  com o, “What spe
cific biological agens ave the Mimmemen
un'rcml\ working on:"’

“There are hity or sixey |m\~.||1|I|l1t-

he said, “bur we've marrowed our s
down 1o seven that we [ee. are 1%
farly  well suited 10 guerrilla activiny.
Pncumonic-plague bacillus is one hell ol
a killer, buc avs difhcubt 1o reduce the
plaguce’s virulence suilicientlv 1o use it
on specihic targers withowt infecting the
innocent. We've luud the most success 1o
date  with  cquine  encephalitis  virus,
Welve developed three unigue strains
ol 1 that we leel hold substan
promise and ofler nmumy ineresting op-
portunitios. One  stran o particulbar,
developed by a doaor in Oregon, s
really @ honev.™

“When do vou plan 1o put these bio-
logicad agems 1o user”

Certainly not at this stage ol the
game,” DePugh veplicd. “We'd only em
ploy  C.BAW. when the struggle had

hed ahe final point ol armed  con-
ation baween us and  the sune.

t now were essentially stll e a
premihicy phase. a0 period where ter-
rovism annd assassination may play g

growing role, but not as in open, all-owr
strugele. For one thing, the population
e veady to support an andergroumud
resistance movement ver: the cconomic
and racial situations haven’t deteriorated
suficiently. This is the time lor the
stiletto, nov the howitzer. A poson tha
will Kill one key man s more valuable
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PLAYBOY

1o us now than a pathogen thar cm
newralize hive thousand.™

“Are vou ninubacturing poisons. too?”

asked.

“Our medical-research weams
done exhaustine research
and have sceleaed a number ol poisons
that could be quite productive under
the proper dramstances. There's really
no such thing s poison that doesn’t
leave a tace, but therve are
poisons that e extreme’y dilheanlt o
detear i the sestem. Take  insulm,
which is readily avai able Trom any
pharmacist and a matural ingredient

© also
in tonicology,

vou k

of the bodv. A dose ol insulin that
wonld have no cllecr on a diabetic
would kill o healthy human being. But

how would i auwtopsy ever be able 1o
derermine that it was murder, since any
traces of insulin discovered in the system
could just as well belong there naturally?
Another dandvy poison that’s exoreme-
Iv dithcult Tor a pathologist 10 detect is
succimylcholine, You may remember that
this s whin the proscaution climed Dr
Coppolino usad 10 Kill his wile. but the
murderer messed things up by injecti

=
it all in one place on he visible skin sur-

face. 1F he'd been more cnntious and dis-
persed it in two or three spots. preferably
under the scalp. noboth would ive been
the wiser. beciuse the likelibood ol detea-
ing succinvlchaline in a routine aopsy
is virtwallv nil”

He hddled with a clip ol 30-<caliber
ammunition. “Bot vou don’t even lhine
1o be thun sophisticaned:
number of  conmion  houschold
that make fine poisons. Take ordinary [he
mamed o conumon auwtomotive fuid|. for
example.” DePugh said, “which has an
ctlivlene-ghaal base. Ethvlene glveol has
a0 plasant. sweetish tste and G easily

added tk or a shcee ol
anstard pic without vour viaim ever de-
tecting it belore its 1o late. One hall

there e a
incms

a solr d

1o onc ounce is a Latal dose, and there's
anticdote. I
that

does leave ob-
can be  detecred
ion, but the

no known
servithle
in a medic
cial point to ren is tha
canses ol swdden death, an
not perlormed and death is atiributed
to natural causes. Theve ven’t enongh
doctors in the ountry 1o perlorm an
autopsy on evenvbody  who appens 1o
have died ol heart Golure or shock or
Kiduney discase or diabenc seizare or liv-
e hemorrhage. Let's say you've slipped
a dose ol ethvlene ghveol into some-
bodv's Tood. The average dodor would
ine the oumward svmproms and in-
variably diagnose the cause of death as
heant Lihoe—which COLNSE,
but artibcially induced. Exen when von
do have a post-mortem. anless the au-
thorities hine loul
plav, s a preuy slipshad,
b, Believe me,

lesions
al ex

aue-
i most
MHOPsSY s

[ |

wis, ol

reas o suspect
o lovma

il vou selea the 1

g5g poison and go about it coelully, ic's the

casiest thing in the world 1o Kill a man.
More collee:”

I looked down ar the dregs in my cup
for a long moment before shaking my
head.

“Personallv,” he continued maner-ol-
Lactlv, 1 have o distina preference lor
nicotine sulpliate. a common liguid alka-
lowd that can be administered  ovally,
intavenoushy or through direct absorp-
tion by the skin. What's lovely about it
15 that is almost instantancously Latal
and Jeaves no oraces except in the blood
stream—und even inoan anopsy. its
very vave 1o take a blood analvsis, be-
licve it or mot. Nicotine sulphate is
reacilv: available in a wide range of
o |:[c.-mn~r solutions: all vou'd have 1o
(lu is distill the mixore, -.llp SOME 110
vour tirget’s heer. or vehill his alrershining
lotion with i1, I's absorbed quickly. par-
vicularly il he's micked himscll while sl
ing, and unless it's washed ofl with cold
water withim sixty seconds, icll cause diz-
ziness. collapse, respinnory paralysis and
death.”

He then described another poison so
casy o manulacture then 1 am unwilling
to write about 1t lor a wide-circulation
magazine, After this 1 asked: Do vou
have any other Bivorite poisons:”

He thought a moment. “Well the Rus-
sian K. G B has done grear things with
a ovanide gas gun. You may vemember
that one ol their assassins who delecred
1o the West in Berlin a lew vears ago. a
guy mamed Bogdan Stashinsky, conlessed
o having  liquidated  1two  prominent
Ukrunian exiles with an ord witer
pistol hlled with cvanide. All vou lave
o do is wait on gt ostaiv well il your
victm passes you, cover your nose and
mouth with o damp handkerchicet and
spray him in the Tace. The hrste inhala-
tion s Tatal, and within sixty scconds all
evanide smell in the ]
ed. Since the target has died dimbing o
llight ol suurs, death s invariably diag-
nosed as hemn Ldure—as was the
with the two Ukrainians.”

“Hine vou actually stockpiled any ol
these poisons and viroses:”

His Inw wis expressioniess. “Those—
and maore.
“Whom do vou intend using them

on:"’
“On the enemies of ahis connoy,” he
said grinvely, pushing his chaiv back and
walking 1o my side. "Come in here,
'l show vou something 1 i
showed anv other jowrnalise.”
I lollowed DelPugh Ivom  his

ofhce

through w0 dusty storcroom heaped with
cmpty s Jabeled "Biolab, Vicamin
hupplcmvnh" and ime a Lkose room

lintered with old newspapers and maga-

There was no lurnitare other than
1 steel hile cabinets, cach dvwer se-
curely padlocked. He stood in the middle
of the room and gestured 1oward them.

“Were in the process ol dispersing all
“What vou

zi

our subversive hiles,” he said.

see here s onlv our California records,
The master hles—containing over one
hundred  thousand names from all ity
states—lve been buriad  underground
in several places across the coumry, and
cross-indexed hists hroken down by stae.
county and city lunve gone out o local
branches, In recent months, we've totally
decentralized our intelligence svstem so
that il something should happen 10 me
or this headguarters. our records will siill
be intact.”

He took kev from his pocker and

opened the top drawer on the cud cabi-
ner. e owas packed with hundieds of
threc-bv-ive-inch - white  hle  cairds. -
ranged in alplabetical order.
Such ool these hile Gods has a conre
sponding dossier in Calilornia regional
headquarters.” He selected a0 ard
random. “Here's a Commice who lives in
Sausalito, The cud lisis his name, ad-
dress and phone number, and Caliton
headguarters has o comprehensive port-
conrining  all the  inlonmation
wathered on his movements, his
jols, his personal tastes—women, liguor,
bovs, drugs. ctc. When and il the time
comes 1o neutralize lam, we'll lave all
the inlormation down pat.”

He renmed the cod and  shommied
the drawer shut, locking it and Goelully
testing the handle.

“We have cighteen thouwsand sanes in
the Calilornia file alone, Now. necdless 10
sav, we've had 1o break these down accord-
g 1o the importance of the individual
n the overall scheme ol things and
establish o set ol priovities.”™ He tapped
thic hvst diawer. “File A contiuns the
names  of  the  run-ol-the-mill — lellow
tranelers and parlor pinks. the ivpes who
join dilferem Red fronts or show up on
picker lines but aven’t tull-tmme opera-
tives. Thevive essentially diletiimes and.
although they have 10 be Kept under
surveillance  and  someday dea’t with,
they don’t constitwee a really serious
threat.” He rapped his knuckles on the
sccomd drawer. “File B here contains the
cards of those who ae the nest step up
the subyve Lidder—{ull-time  Parn
members, rd bimers. civil vighas
wors. Whenever we have the man
power, we mry o keep them ander full-
time survelllance, but thevre sl fairly
dl Bsh™ His eves narrowed, and e
reached down and unlocked the bhortom
drawer, which contamed  lewar
“Now this s hle C—the really danger-
ous tvpes, the bigaime operators,
most dedicated enremies of our counmm
in 1his particulir stue, These sons ol
bitclies we give special anention.”

I you're convineed that these people
are all vanors, what acion do vou pro-
pose to take against them:"

He smiled enigmatically.
tion—when the 1hme comes.

“Would that indude assiassincions™ |

H1

lolio
weve

cards,

the

“Ellective ac

asked.

His voice was neutral. “Anvone listald



“No, Robert, please—not here!”
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m hle € has betwaved his country 1o
the most ruthless enemics it has ever
known. The penaliv for treason s
death, and il the execution ol the sen-
tenee s left o us—well, we accepr the
responsibilitv.” He smiled. “Don’t wor-
rv, vour name st on the New York
list. | checked belore vou came out
here”

A spare, wiry man with o griszled
mustache whom 1 ldn’ helore
cntered  the mom. “Scaudde’s on the
line,” he said expressionlessly.

“I'll be right back,” DePugh  mur-
mured, his jaw tghiening as he followed
the other man our.

Alone for a moment. 1 began copying
down some of the mames tn the Minute-
man C hile. Each cod in the hle was
a photostatic copy, the names and ad-
dresses triple spaced. | had time 1o jot
down 11 potential victims helove De-
Pugh retmmed. Most ol the addresses
were in the Stanlord area amd none ol
the names Lomiliar. T heard  DelPugh's
footsteps and shipped my pad and pencil
away secotnds belore he opened the door,

seen

He appeared preoccupicd. no longer avid
to display his intelligence records.

“Let's go eat,” he said, veturning the
ile o the drawer and locking i “Ir's
heen o long dav.”

As we lelt the building, 1 asked De-
Pugh how he could be cerain thar his
mlormation  on more  than 100,000
names across the country was accurae,
“Suppose vou were 1o give the ovder 1o
hquidine somebody in vour C file,” 1
“amd it turned stihse-
quently thar he wasn’t a0 subversive at
all. How would vou feel about sending
aninnocent nan 1o his deach:”

He shrugged. “About as guiliy as Lyn-
done Johuson feels sending thousands of
Kids to die in Vietnam,” he replied in a
bored tone. " And anvwav, our hiles e
ol Iy checked and double-checked
lor accuricy. I we put somebody on the
Clist, e belongys theve”

“Are there
the listz”
Norborne's strects toward his house.

He chuckled. “There are names on
that list that amvbody who reads a news-
paper would recognize.”

“Would vou cue to name a lew ol
themsz”

“Why not? Seorcuoy Robert Strange
McNamara,” he replied. hissing the mid-
dle name sibilintly. “Hubert Humphrey,
William Fulbright. Bobby Kennedy and
Martin- Luther King. [ This was early
March 1968 manth hele King's
assassination. three months before Ken-
nedy’s.] Thevire the most dangerons men
m America, though God knows thevire
not alone.”

His Tace suddenlv hardened, and he
halted and gripped me by the arm.
“Remember whae 1 orold vou  carlier

suguested, out

A ]Il'l)'lllill(_'lll. s on

I asked as we walked along

-one

about the principle ol deliberate delay®”
he asked. "Well. that phase ol the struggle
is just abour over. The Minutemen are
now entering the revolutionary stage ol
our activities, and from now on no holds
are bavred.” He released my arm abrupily
and pulled the wrapper ofl another
losenge. “No holds av all. We're through
talking.”

I asked him what had  cansed  this
sudden change ol wctics, but he just
shook his head wordlessly and wialked
on in silence. Suddenly, his eyes bright-
ened. “"Here's my place. You're going to
love the wile's blueberry pie!”

After DePugh dropped me off at my
motel later that evening, 1 was unable
to sleep. Throughout dinner and during
the ride back from Norborne, he had
claborated  messianically on his hopes
lor the luture, occasionally ranging oft
into such disparate topics as the respon-
sibility ol the existential  philosophers
("the cult ol nawsea,” as he character-
ized them) lor modern Weltschmerz, and
the  contradictions ol kevnesian - eco-
nomics. He was a avilized, Irequentdy
winty conversationalist, and only once
did the mask slip—when 1 asked him
how enduring he thoughe Martin Lu-
ther  King’s  nonviolent  philosophy
would prove in light ol rising black
militancy. “That phony bastard!™ His
knuckles on the steering wheel were
white. “He's been o Red agitator lor
vears. And they give the Nobel Peace
I'rize o that Iraud, the Reverend M
Luther King!™ He spat owt Reoerend as
il it were a dinty word.

The next morning, DelPugh Lailed 10
keep his appoinunemt at my motel, and
no one answered the phone at his home
or ofhce. Later that evening, 1 leamed
from a Iriend i the Associated Press
that o Seartle grand jury had issued a
warrant for his arrest on bank-robbing-
comspiracy charges the dav belore and,
onc siep ahead ol the Taw, Delugh had
wone into hiding. I suddenly realized the
reasont lor the beod and, more
mportantly, lor DelPugh’s uncharacieris
1ic frankness with me: He viewed our
mterview as his last public appearance,
his swan song belore entering what he
termed the “underground phase ol the
resistance.” It may also have accounted
for his stiwement, shortly alter receiving
the phone call rom Scattle. il the
principle  of deliberate delay was a
thing of the past amd  the Minuie-
men were now entering o new phise of
1errorism and assassincition.

In the months since our imal mecung
—murked by the Dy,
King and Senator Kennedy and o new
spate of tervor attacks on peace and civil
rights advocates—DePugh has suceessiuld-
v claded  the under-
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assissnitions ol

police, issuing

sround news bulletinsg 1o the Taithial

with apparent impunity. (Undergronnd
Bulletin No. 2, issued Irom “somewhere
in the United States”™ after the clection.
charged  that George  Wallace's Ameri-
cm Independent Party is Communist-
controlled. \When the “enenny™ failed 1o
gain control ol his Patriotic Party. De-
Pugh wrowe his followers, 1t unmed 1o
the ALP. which roday “is controlled
the wop by the sime hidden hand tha
comtrols the Democrane Pany and ahe
Republican Party.”™) His FBI “Waned”
circular cantions that “DePugh reported-
ly carries a pistol and has access 1o other
types ol weapons, induding hand gre-
nades. Consider extremely dangerous.”
Even il DePugh is apprehended and
imprisoned, there is livle douln that the
Minutemen will cominue o funcion:
well belore he went imo he
selected a0 “second string” ol leaders 1o
run the organization in the event ol his
death or incarcevation. But the  Dasic
question remains: Can DePugh and his
Minutemen  reallv do what they say?
The answer secems o be that they -
not by thenselves—but they are not
alone. Other  paramilivoy - groups  are
burgeoning across the country under the
stimulus ol growing racial unrest. Some
of these are leftist, and some black. such
as the Black Panthers. Bue there is linle
doubt that the Ligest and most organ
ized groups cluster around Delugh’s end
of the political spearum. He is on panr-
ticularly close terms with the Reverend
Kenneth Goll ol Englewood. Colorado,
leader ol the Soldiers of the Cross. an
organization ol between 3000 and 12.000
members. operating primarily in Cali-
lornia and the Southwest. Gofl, who
graduated Irom the Communist Party
to Gerald L. K. Smith’s Christian Anti
Communist Crusade and went into the
witch-hunting business on his own several
vears  ago. blends  Protestamt Tunda-
mentalism and anu-Semitism (his ofi-
repeated  theme is that “The United
Nations is as Jewish as Coney Island™)
with judo. karme. swonte, torare. muti-
Lation and such desert suvival tedmigues
as the cating ol oads and grasshoppers.
Another group on good lvaternal
terms with the Minutemen—and  with
Golb's outhi—is the Californin Rungers,
comnunded by Colonel  William 1™
Gale. Uos. Avmy (Ret), who organized
Philippine  guerrilla lorces against the
Japaucse in World War Fwo as an aide
o General Doug MacArthur, Gale
views the Communists as tools of “the
miernational  Jewish You
got vour nigger  Jews, you ot vour
Astatic Jews and you got vewr  whire
Jews. Thevive all Jews and theyv've all
the ollspring of the Devil”™ The colo-
nel's Lvorite aphorism is, “Turn a nisger

Ee

CONNPITICY:

inside out and vou've got o Jew™:
that Adoll’ Hitler's repu-
war  oriminal  is all

he contemds
Tatic
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misunderstanding: “1 can show you top-
secret  documents  that  prove the six
million Jews Hitler was supposed to have
killed arve right here in America. And il
we run them out of here, they'll go down
to South America and start screaming
about how we burned them in gas cham-
bers. I've got two ovens ready lor them
now.

The Rangers are one component ol
an intricate network of religio-paramili-
Ly groups operating in Calilornia and
the Southwest. A report by the Califor-
nia attorney general veveals that the
Rangers  “have intimate connections
with the Ku Klux Klan, the National
States Rights Party, the Christian Defense
League and the Church of Jesus Christ
—Christtan.” in addition to the Min-
utemen. The Church of Jesus Christ—
Christian, founded in 1946. has blossomed
into a string of affluent parishes from
Calilormia o Florida. Its founder. the
Reverend Dr. Wesley Swilt of Lancaster,
Calilornia. reaches over 1,000,000 listen-
ers with his weekly radio broadcasts,
which artfully blend racism and evange-
lism. His subordinates faithlully carry
out their concept of the Christizn mis-
sion: The Reverend Oven Potito, minister
ol the sect’s St. Petersburg. Florida, parish
and representative ol its Eastern Conler-
ence, was arrested in Oxford. Miss ippi,
in October 1962 while organizing demon-
strations against the admission of James
Meredith 1o the University of Mississip-
pi: police conhscated a small cache of
lircarms in his car. The church’s maost
charismatic preacher is the Reverend
Connie Lynch, a peripatetic anti-Negro
demagog who wears a Conlederate flag
as a vest. Also a member of the Ku Klux
Klan and the Minutemen, Lynch was
the chiel organizer of the bloodv anti-
Negro riots in St. Augustine in 1961, and
in 1966 he wraveled 1o Chicago 10 help

George Lincoln Rockwell whip up whites
agamst Negro open-housing demonstrators.

Informally linked to both Swilt and
DePugh is the National Staes Rights
Party, with headquarters in Savannal,
Georgia, and, next to the Minutemen,
the largest paramilitary organization in
the nation. The NSR.P. has chapters in
every state of the Union, but refuses o
release its membership figures; a con-
servative estinate is 2000 members and
8000 1o 12000 active svmpathizers. The
party was formed in 1958 by Dr. Edward
R. Fields. i chiropractor—who had pre-
viously initiated an “Anti-Jew Week™ in
the course of which he plastered the
windows of Jewish-owned shops with
anti-Semitic stickers—and Jesse B. Ston-
cr, an atorney whose prior vemures
into politics were as kleagle of the KK K.
in Chattanooga  and  founder of the
short-lived Stoner Christian Anti-Jewish
Party, which advocated making Judaism
a capital offense. His subsequent activities
include legal representation of  James
Earl Rav. the convicted killer of Dr.
Martin Luther King. Membership in the
NS.R.P. is. predictabiv, restricted 1o
“white Chr Americans.” and  the
Negro is described in the party organ as
“a higher form of gorilla."

This vabid racist group was initially
political in orientation and contested
local elections—running on a platform
of deportation for Americi's entire Jew-
ish and Negro populations—in several
Southern states. But by 1960, Fields re-
constructed the party along paramilitary
lines: A party unilorm (white  shirt,
black tie. black trousers and arm bands
emblizoned with a thunderbolt insignia
reminiscent of the Nazi 88 emblem) was
designed. arms were stockpiled and strict
military discipline imposed on all mem-
bers.

N.S.R.P. activists have been involved
m a number of terrorvist attacks on Ne-

“I don’t cave what the vote was, Miss Finch—ithe

sentor-class play will not be "Hair."”

groes and Jews. The party first broke
into the news on Oclober 12, 1958, when
a dynamite blast destroyed a Jewish syn-
agoguce in Athmta; five men were arresi-
ed and wied for the crime, all of them
NS.R.P. members, In 1963 —the same
vear the party launched 2 “Fire Your
Nigger” campaign 1o drive more Negroes
out ol the South—a scuflle crupted in
San Bernardino, California, between uni-
formed N.S.R.P. pickets and high school
students. during which one of the storm
troopers shot and wounded a student. On
September 15, 1963, Birmingham’s 16t
Street Baptist Church was shattered by a
dynamite blast during Sunday services,
and  four Negro children  died. An
N.S.R.P. member was arrvested in connec-
tion with the bombing, charged with il-
legal possession of dynamite and—in the
absence of conclusive evewitness evidence
placing him at the scene—sentenced 10
six months in prison. After an N.S.R.P,
rallv in Anniston, Alabama, in late 1965,
in which speakers urged patriots to drive
“the nigger out of the white man's
street,” one of the galvanized party sym-
pathizers in the audience ook off in his
cr with two friends and fatally shot the
first Negro he saw.

In vecenmt vears, the National States
Rights Party has solidified its links with
other right-wing paramilitary - organiza-
tions—including the Minutemen—and
urged its members to increase  their
stockpiles of weapons. The NSR.P. is
still relatively small. but growing—and so
is its potential for violence. Its member-
ship rellecs considerable crosspollination
with the Klan and the Minutemen,
but its leaders fxil 10 exercise even the
comparative verbal restraine of the pre-
underground  DelPugh. The California
Senate Fac-Finding Committee on Un-
American Activities has warned that
“This organization is . . . more poten-
taliv dangerous than any of the Ameri-
G Nazi gioups.”

The Ko Klux Klan, despite its Iong
record ol violenee. has not umiil recently
become a genuine parami‘itary organiza-
tion. The Klan has traditiona ly been an
mstrument of local terrorism  vather
than national vevo'ution. lis murders,
beatings and  tortures  have generally
beea coried omt as vigibinie aas  of
vengeance against “uppiny” Negroes and
el or imagined white waitons o the
“Southern way ol lile,” rather than as
part ol an ordhestrated program of sub-
version. But all that is changing,

Today there are over a  dozen
Klans  [unctioning  across  the  coun-
y.  According 1o political historian

George Thaver, “Each one guards it
individuality most jealously, relusing o
subordinate itsell to any one man's yule.
The current strength of all Klans to-
gether s estimated 10 be from 50.000
to 100,000, with an additional 1.000.000
sympathizers.” The largest and most vio-
lent Klan—and the one most closcly
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linked to the Minutemen—is the United
Kians of America, run with an iron
hand by Robert Shelion of Tuscaloosa,
Alabama. Shelton’s Klans have at least
40,000 members—some cstimates run as

high as 83.000—scatered  through 48
states, including  Pennsylvania, New
York, New Jersev. Hlinois. Delaware,

Ohio, Wisconsin, Nebraska and Indiana.
(Pennsylvania Grand Dragon Rov Frank-
houser, Jr., claims -possil)ly with some
truth—that  there are currently  more
Kluxers i Wisconsin than in South
Carolina.)

Under Shelton'’s leadership, the Klans
have adopted a distinaly  paramilitary
orientation. Large caches ol arms. includ-
ing auwomatic weapons, have been stock-
piled across the country; Klan “military
commiutees” have been established to
teach members the techniques of guerril-
L warfare: “rifle clubs™ and “sportsmen’s
clubs” have been established as Ironts;
and Klainsmen are instructed by Shelion
to join the National Rifle Association,
thus allowing them to buy Government-
subsidized ammunition at low prices.
Klansmen have been holding more and
more field exercises, Minutemen style,
where members are taught sniper and
vapid-fire  shooting  and  instructed  in
mortar firing and the construction and
handling ol dynamite, fuses, Molotov cock-
tails and booby traps. (A recent Klan
exercise taught trainees how to subotage
radio stations and  power plants) One
paramilitary Klan group—Nucirema, Inc
—is even alleged 1o specialize in assassina-
tion. Its members are composed ol the
clite of Klan toughs, and are exhaustively
vained in the tactics of terrorism and
subotage. The “VIP Security Guard,” an
organization ol bodyguwuds for Klan ral-
lies, outhued in white helmets and gray
shirts and slacks, is also reportedly being
enlarged into a wellarmed privite po-
lice lorce. In plain clothes, its mem-
bers served as bodvguards for George
Wallace at his American Independent
Party  rallies;  when  Wallace  visited
Pennsylvania in 1967, K.K.K. Grand
Dragon and Minuteman chiel Frank-
houser organized his “security detail.”

“In the old days,” Frankhouser ex-
plains, “the Klan was a means of ter-
rorizing the niggers and carpetbaggers
and  protecting local institutions.  But

o
that way of lile has been destroyed for-
ever, and the Klan has had to stop
fighting a fwile rear-guard action and
change with the times. We're not out to
conserve the system now, but 10 change
it in ways that will protect the white
race—even if that means a revolution.
The Klan is a nationwide organization
today, not a regional defense force, and
our tactics and strategy are attuned to
the Twentieth Century. Along with the
Minuwemen, the Klan is developing

264 thousands of dedicated guerrilla hghters,

If the niggers push us too far, we won't
be burning cosses—we'll be burning
cities.”

But Frankhouser denies any formal
organizational unity between Shelion’s
Kkin and the Minutemen: “We work
independently, but we also complement
c¢ach other, and the lines ol communica-
ton are always open between us. The
Klan’s military commitiees are doing ex-
actly what the Minutemen e doing:
raining men  in weapons  equipment
and handling, in caching weapons, in all
the tactics of clandestine warlare. We've
got the same enemics, the same [riends
and the same goals. We're fighting un-
der  different  leadership, but  we're
fighting together just the same.”

In addition to the major paramilitary
organizations, i host ol lesser groups
have appeared on the national horizon
in the past two  vears—primarily in
response to the deteriorating racial situ-
ation in the ghettos ol the major cities.
Alter the devastating Detroit riots, local
right-wingers  formed an outht  cailed
Breakihrough, which urges members to
arm and organize their neighborhoods
block by block into a cohesive vigilanie
force. In Lue 1967, Breakthrough leader
Donald Lobsinger organized the Gen-
eral Douglas MacArthur Shooting Club
and admonished his followers to join
both it and the N.R. A, in order w0
receive arms training in anticipation of
the next racial holocaust. Lobsinger has
attracted thousands of Detroiters to his
rallies, and recruited hundreds of mem-
bers in racially tense neighborhoods. In
the event of future disturbances in the
Negro areas ol the city, Breakthvough's
potential for violence is real and men-
acing.

In Newark, a similar armed vigilante
group was formed in the altermath of
racial rioting—the North Ward Cit-
zens  Commitiee, led by a demagog
named Anthony Imperiale. The group
encourages all members to own fircarms
in their use, d has estab-
lished squads ol armed citizens to patrol
the streets at night in cars dubbed “jun-
gle cruisers.” The commitee has an esti-
mated mcml;crsllip ol 1500, at least 1000
ol whom belong o a local gun club.
Imperiale is also rumored o have estab-
lished a central cache of arms some-
where in Newark, but he denies the
allegation. The committee has been de-
nounced by New Jersey Governor Rich-
ard Hughes as a “potential threat to
peace and law and order in New Jersey.”

With all its constituent organizitions,
the paramilitary right in America is still
numerically small. Including the Klan,
the otal membership probably amounts
to no more than 150.000—and ol that
number only a minority of zealots will
cever be willing 1o jeopardize their per-
sonal security by engaging in overt acts of

violence. But with cach new race riot,
with every deepening of the bitter divi-
sions between black and white, left and
right. voung and old, with each new
economic convulsion and social upheaval.
their numbers and  determination will
almost certainly grow.,

The paramilitary right has no realistic
hope ol cver seizing power in Americ
—even an America convulsed by racial
war. I there is a right-wing take-over, it
will almost certainly be validated at the
polls, and its leaders will be respectable
men of the middle forced 1o uphold
“law and order”™ by curbing the tradi
tional democratic liberties ol reedom of
press. speech and assembly. Thus. the
Minutemen and their allies are outsid-
ers, and will remain so. But the Minute-
man is very much a child of this society,
nurtured and shaped by the political
demonology and hysterical anti-Commu-
nist rhetoric of the Cold War, shadowed
through life by the Bomb and squeered
into an increasingly depersonalized, bu-
reaucratic computer world he dida’t
make and doesn’t understand. It is a
sociopolitical  atmosphere  that  easilv
breeds paranocia—and clevates it into a
life stvle. But the implications of the
Minuteman mentality wranscend  para-
noia. The Minuteman addresses himself
to very real problems—racial chaos, eco-
nomic unrest and a bloody and incon-
clusive war in Asia that daily increases
"illif)llill l.l'lIS[l'ilIil)ll -'llll' ('Xil(ﬁl'l){llcﬁ |)0‘
litical divisions. His response to these
probiems may be irrational, violent and
vicious, but it is unquestionably a re-
llection ol the extremity of the social
crises confronting us. I American cities
continue to burn, il our best leaders
continue to [all under snipers” bullets, if
thousands of young men continue 1o die
—spiritnally as well as physically—in
nameless rice paddies, the sickness that
has spawned the Minutemen will grow
in virulence, and may spread through-
out socicty.

Philosopher Daniel Bell has written
that ours “is a [ragile system. If there is
a lesson 1o be learned from the downlall
of democratic government in laly,
Spain, Awstria and Germany . . 0 i s
that the crucial turning point comes . . .
when political parties or social move-
ments cin successiully establish “privite
armies” whose resort to violence—strect
fighting, bombings. the breakup ol
their opponents” mecetings, or simply -
timidiition—cannot be controlled by the
elected authorities, and whose use ol
violence is justiied or made legitimaie
by the respectable clements in society.”

The Minutemen are among the symp-
toms, not the causes, of the malaise that
afilicts America, a mirror in which to view
the worst side of our socicty and ourselves
belore it's too late—il we care 1o look.
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SHOULD BE RUN LIKE PRIVATE INDUSTRY—BY J. PAUL GETTY

“TO THE MANNER BORN"—LYNX-EYED TINA AUMONT, DAUGH-
TER OF SCREEN STARS, SHOWS WHY SHE'S A RISING CINEMA
SIREN IN HER OWN RIGHT IN AN EXCLUSIVE PLAYBOY SHOOTING

“THE EXECUTIVESTILETTO"—FAREWELL PINK SLIP; TODAY,
EXCISING THE UNWANTED EMPLOYEE IS ACCOMPLISHED WITH
DIABOLICAL SUBTLETY—BY LAWRENCE LINDERMAN

“THE THREE SISTERS OF KNARR'"—-THE PROBLEM WAS
WHICH TO CHOOSE: VOLUPTUOUS BELLADONNA, ETHEREAL
BRUNDRAGA OR SMART AUDREY?—A FABLE BY ROGER PRICE




THE

WATERPROOF BOURBON

Wrap yourself around a real thirst quencher. Antique —The Waterproof B_ourbon.
You can't drown its rich aroma with soda or ice. And you won't wash a @y that rare, ~
rewarding Antique flavor, no matter how you watgr it .

ANTIQIJE. " undiluted pleasure p .‘ ;
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Anti-Est Isnt
Hulla Blue
Original Ginnamon

Thanks Vermillion
FORD MAVERICK #1995

When you make a maverick car, you paint it
maverick colors. Bright, bold colors with names
to match. (Who says economy has to be dull?)
But Maverick gives you much more. You get a
car that rivals the economy imporls in price—and
tops them in power, performance, and room.

Maverick's Six lets loose 105 horses. You get
to 70 mph turnpike speeds in a hurry. More good
news: Maverick's gas mileage is what you might
expect in an import.

Maverick is nimble in traffic. And you'll slip
into parking places you've passed up for years.
The wheelbase is 8” shorter than a ‘69 Falcon's.
The turning circle (35.6 ft.) is even shorter than
aVW's.

Inside: cheerful interiors and room for U.S.-
sized people. The front seat gives you 9” more
shoulder room than a VW's. In back: a real trunk
(10.4 cu. ft.). No more going off half-packed!

Maverick is designed to be unusually easy lo
service. And there are over 6,000 easy-to-find
Ford dealers to handle Maverick paris and serv-
ice. So say farewell to old paint. Say goodbye to
old-style driving. Say hello to Maverick, the first
car of the 70's .. . al 1960 prices.

For scale mode! of Ford Maverick, send §1 o M

F. 0. Box 5347, Department Z, Detrad, Michigan
Offer ends July 3t, 1969

orick,
a211

+# Manutacturer's suggested retail price for the car. Price
does nol include: oplional white sidewall tires, $32.00;
dealer preparalion charges, il any; transportation
charges, state and local taxes.



	c1
	c2
	PB_06_69
	c3
	c4

