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Break out the Gilbey's Gin, boys,
and keep your martinis dry!

DISTILLED LONDON DRY GIN. 90 PROOF. 100X GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS. W, & A. GILBEY, LTD., OISTR. BY NATIONAL DISTILLERS PRCOUCTS €C., N.Y.C.



Volkswagen announces
a limited-edition Volkswagen.

The Jports :

Bet you thought we'd never do it. Optionse All kinds. Like racing stripes.

Well, catch this: Flare-tip pipes. Stereo radio. And more.

Oversize radial tires. Mounted on If this sounds like what you've been
snazzy mag-type wheels. waiting for from us, weit no more.

Indy-type steering wheel. Covered in We built only a limited number of our
simulated leather over thick padding. special-edition Sports Bug.

True sports bucket seats. With con- After all, we can't make too much of o
toured vinyl sides and no-slip tabric. To good thing. e

hold you comfortably while cornering.
Short-throw synchro stick shift. The
faster you shift, the faster it shifts.
Spirited air-cooled engine. Cast with,
lightweight aluminum-magnesium alloy.
Just like in Super Vee racing engines.
Four-wheel independent suspension.
McPherson-design coil/shock combo
up front. Double-jointed reor oxle with
independent trailing arms in back.
Special high-gloss paint job. In Saturn
Yellow. Or Marathon Silver Metallic.
Jet black trimming.

@ vOimIwanin OF AMCRIZA, INC,
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health.

King Size: 19 mg. “1ar”, 1.3 mg. nicotine; 100 mm: 20 mg. “tar”, 1.4 mg. nicotine: av. per Cigalﬁlle-._F-iE H;zﬂnn Feb. 73



PI-AYBII. IT IS AN OMEN ol crisis

when even the con-
servative Chicago Tribune bridles edi-
torially at the Nixon Administration’s
heavy-handed eatment of the media.
Our April issue contained a special Forum
report on the censorship controversy, and
in this month’s Playboy Imterview, vet-
eran newscaster Walter Cronkite leaves
his anchor desk to join the fight. Cronkite
charges the White House with conspiring
to muzzle the press—and admits he was
wrong in defending the Vietnam war at a
time when Young Turk journalists slog-
ging about the rice paddies with the grunts
were saying that the “light at the end of
the tunnel” was a dead end. The inter-
view reveals an impassioned side ol Cron-
kite that he seldom exposeson TV, “In the
newsroom away from the camera he olen
blows sky-high,” an associate tells us, “hut
he comes right back to that same cool,
professional level in about 90 seconds.”
In our iuterview, Croukite sustains his
anger somewhat longer. In We Are Al
“Bui Dot (illustrated by Michael Peters),
one of those who were right about the
war, Gloria Emerson, New York Times
correspondent in Saigon from 1970 o
1972, poignantly relates a series ol vi-
gncttes centered on people who touched
her deeply in Vietnam. “There was never
such a two years,” she says, “and the re-
minders of them are not only within me.
There are the veterans who wear their
U.S. Army field jackets, and there arve
other Amcericin women who know the
names Long Binh and Tuy Hoa. I wish
1 could go back. lor I never properly said
goodbve.” The farewells may go unsaid:
the Thicu regime has banned Emerson
from the country.

A writer who sulfered more dearly for
his unpopular political views was expatri-
ate poet Lzra Pound. Auther-critic Alfred
Kazin's The Writer as Political Crazy, il-
lustrated by Don Baum, disseas the ideo-
logical naiveté ol literati such as Pound,
who was interned 12 years alter making
anti-Semitic broadcasts rom fascist Iraly
during World War Two. "I'm olien
scared out of my wits by what writers
say about politics,” says Kazin, who be-
licves his own political ideas “aren’t
worth a damn.”

In The Teachings of Don Wow, Staft
Writer Laurence Gonzales enters the best-
selling scarch lor wuth and beauty with
a spool of the chameleon anthropologist-
novelist and later-day mystic, Carlos
Castaneda. "I really take the Castaneda
books very seriously, but the idea of a
parody was too good to pass up,” says
Gonzales. Another send-up, Richard D.
Smith's Hollywood's Neglecied Genius,
about Albert Einstein's “second career,”
sprang from experiences in a college
physics lab where, as a premed student,
the author grappled with the theory of
relativity and  decided there was more
perspivation  than  inspiration in  the
physicist’s [amous equation. Says Smith,
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SMITH
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“This picce is my affectionate revenge.”
Sports Hlustrated's Bil Gilbert, who by
now is canocing across the Arctic Ocean
rewracing the route of early explorers, takes
a junket with an old rodeo sty turned
promoter in Where the West Has Gone.
Jon Bradshaw (who explained backgam-
mon in our March issu¢) contrists two
gamblers, one riding the crest. the other
drowning, in Winners and Losers.

June's lead fiction, Po with Me What
You Will, by Joyce Carol Oates—part of
a novel to be published later this year—is
a Iresh wreatment ol an old subject: rape.
The illustration of Oates’s hrooding rap-
ist and Iis shattered victim is by Art Di-
rector Arthur Paul, who has been busy
continent-hopping  with “Beyond  Illus-
tration.” an exhibition of award-winning
works that have appeared in rLayBOy
over the years and that emphasize the
interrelationship of illustration and fine
art. Paul organized the show, which is
now touring abroad and will come to this
country in January. That amorous arch-
rogue H: Flashman does a different
type of touring in the final installment ol
George MacDonald Fraser's Flashman at
the Charge, also to be published (by
Knopf) later this year. After you reéturn
Irom Balaclava and points East, try some-
thing closer to home: Robert McNear's
Neighbors is a mystery in the class of
Hitchcock's vimtage thriller Rear Win-
dow. McNear, who lives in a Chicago
high-rise “village,” was moved to write the
story when, while barbecuing on his ter-
race, he mer a girl in the complex facing
his across the mall. I began wondering,”
he says, il vou could [all in love like thar,
with only a pair ol binoculars, without
knowing the other person’s name.”

A name that should be [amiliar to
rravsoy readers is Marilyn Cole, our
Playvmaute of the Year; Playboy Club key-
holders should be on a first-name basis
with June Playmate Ruthy Ross. who re-
cently completed her reign as Bunny of
the Year. Almost as casy on the cyes is a
San Francisco duplex (photographed by
Jeft Cohen) thad's difldent on the out-
sidle and dazzling on the inside. For a
different kind ol wrip, follow, if you can,
the world’'s meanest machines in Fastest!
Then have your taste buds supercharged
with  Jack Denton Scowt’s No-Cooking
Cookout. Finally, there's Playboy’s Gifts
for Dady and Grads, a grand collection of
treats for giving and geuing. We hope
that you hnd tlis issue a weat in iisell.

GCONZALES

COHEN
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How many things in life. these days, can you go to

again and again with the same expectancy of pleas-

ure and never be disappointed?

&B, we're happy to say, is one of those things™

And..inthal sensc, a rare pleasure.

BUeJ&B is also one of the most popular scotches ifiy, T eyt :
#the world. And, in that sense, a very frequent iR i

~'pleasure. "8 SCOTCH

(4 3 Yk‘r Which just goes to prove once again that life is full = : Tﬁe Pleasure Principle

L bf beautiful contradictions. A .

86 Proof Blended Scotch Whisky @ 1973 Paddington Corp.,, N.Y
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"Don'’t go, my boy,” he pleaded.
“You're under a lot of pressure down there'

“GOOD-BYE
NICK”

r

['was the sor of a courageous tfrogman and a Cypress

Gardens water skier. Scuba diving was my heritage, but the shaving
nicks and cuts on my face almost sent me to a watery grave. Even my
captain began calling me Nick I can still see his face the day I left
on my biggest underwater scavenging mission.
His voice trembled. "Don't {ggrswr—=
go, my boy You're undera | :
lot of pressure down there,
and when those sharks see
that blood. . .it'll be Davy
Jones Locker for you!
I laughed him to scorn.

Down, down, down |
went. And then, it hap-
pened! A frisky seahorse
knocked the bandage
off my face. And when [ saw

L

over my shoulder, |

thought it was Good-bye
Nick. I had only one arrow
left in my speargun. But Nep-
tune was watching over me,
for that one arrow was enough.
That night, I told my story toa \
sympathetic bartender. He handed me a
razor. “Try the Gillette Techmatic® razor,
chum Comes ina refillable continuous car-
tridge so you'll never have to touch
another blade. No corners

leading role in a new television
underwater series.

v With Gillette TECHMATIC
it's good-bye Nick

Clileite Company, Bosion, Mass,
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W|1atev er your plaﬁS,
they probably don't include
tire trouble.

o

Let Firestone put steel between
you and tire trouble.

The 40,000 mile Steel Radial 500...another people tire from

gurestone




“Thats I'T”

Just as a great painting is more
than canvas and paints, there are
some things that go beyond the
sum of their parts. The Porsche
Targa is such an object.

It is a piece of
machinery whose
purpose far ex-
ceeds transport-
ing you from one
to another. The

int Tarea’s
yoint arga’s
=]

goal is to afford the ultimate driv-

ing experience. In performance,

g, in comfort.

arga ]1(’15 come ;1nluzingl Y

mnengineerit

The T

close to that goal; each year, with
subtle improvements, a bit more.

| O st, its Su]')(:rl)]_y
thought-out features. has a
built-in roll bar, and a huge fixed

rear window.

consider

To give the car the
practicality of a hardtop coupe.
And you the exhilarating experi-
ence of a roadster.

It has an aerodynamic shape,




to protect you from wind blast.
And a rear-engine design that has
been steadily improved upon for
25 years.

All controls are meticulously
engineered to be functional and
logically accessible.

Yet it is the total effect of these
innovations that impresses.

With the removable top stored

EU AN

in the trunk, cushioned in luxu-
rious bucket seats, you ride in
“Belle Epoque” comfort.

But the grandest feature of the
Targa is the experience of driv-
ingit.

The handling is quick, correct,
precise, because of Porsche’s leg-
endary engineering. Putting the
driver and car in perfect collab-

oration. It is almost as if you just
“think” where you want the car to
0.

The Targa is available in all
three 911 models: 911T, 911E,
and 9118S.

But be warned.

It is very difficult to be humble
about owning any Porsche. And
if it'sa Targa, that’s IT.
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Only
Only

[.aScalaisl.aScala.

VO.1sVO.

CANADIAN WHISKY—A BLEND OF SELECTED WHISKIES. 6 YEARS OLO. 86.8 PROOF. SEAGRAM DISTILLERS COMPANY, N.Y.C.

'

Among the world’s great opera houses,
there is only one LaScala. Part fortress,
part cathedral, part university, it has stood
since 1778 in the center of Milan.

Inside LaScala, starues of Verdi,
Puccini, Rossini, Toscanini —giants of the
Italian Opera —line
velvet halls. The great |
auditorium is acknowl- | g
edged to be the most
beautiful in the world.
Gold-and-cream-and-
red, lined with priceless
silk tapestries, its ampli-
tude has space for 3,000
people.

A single performance in this great
auditorium can elevate a singer tostardom
~or destroy him. Dignified, tuxedoed
gentlemen have thrown their shoes
against the stage toshow their disapproval:
elegant ladies hurl programs and opera
glasses. Elderly aficionados remember
Toscaninis terrible temper, Carusos
stirring high Cs.

And through it all, only LaScala is
LaScala. A continuing celebration of
excellence; a one-of-a-kind creation in a
changing world.

Like LaScala, Seagrams V. O. Canadian
is also one-of-a-kind; another continuing
celebration of excellence. It too stands
alone, since 1857, as a whisky uncompro-
mising in quality, with a tradi-
tion of craftsmanship that has
made it The First Canadian in
smoothness. The First Canadian i
in lightness. And The First
Canadian in popularity
throughout the world.

Only LaScalais !
LaScala. OnlyV.O. is
V.O. All the others

come after.

Seagran's m
The First Canadian.
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INSIDE DOWN UNDER
Going Bacl: to the Nalion. Reg Potter-

ton’s personal March travelog on Austral-
ia, is a most caprivating and illuminating
article. Potterton’s vivid perception is
matched by his warm sense of humor, and
his manner Is unpretentious and invig-
orating. He represents what licde is left of
the life force on this planet. Thank you
for publishing him.

Larry Willtamson

San Luis Obispo. Caliloruia

While still a youngster. T dreamed of
one day emigrating to Auswralia. which
scemed to me like a [aivy-tale land of
magic and strange creatures. Now Iam in
college, where 1 hear reports ol injustice
done to the aborigines. and my dream
is [ading. When I first glanced a0 Pot-
terton’s Going Back to the Nation, 1 ex-
pected another report on package tours
and tourists. Bur once 1 began to read it,
1 was hooked. Potterton’s account is writ-
ten on such a gut level that I couldn’t
help buu realize that my childhood fan-
tasy was correct. Once agam, I hope some-
day to find the magic of Australia for
m}'wll. For now, 1 have Potwerton’s
article—and I'm confident thar v will
keep my dream alive.

Machael F. Blashka
Bronx. New York

For me, Australia is characterized by an
insularity of both mind and spirit. The
populace  exists in o haven ol quasi
ignorance, where the residual adneve-
ments of Western culture—American and
British road compinics of the bigger it
plays and musicals, I'V shows purchased
from the U, S, and England. a Pacific edi-
tion ol Time—are enough to reassure
Australians thar they're not veally so re-
moved from modern man's center ol ac-
tivity, wherever thae might be. Potterton’s
description of the outhack. T can tell you,
got it vight. I {found his writing on Aus-
wralia’s more desolate reaches and those
who people them particularly aflecting,
Around the tirn of the cenury, Aus-
trialian - Joseph  Furphy wrote a hook
about the outback ealled Swuch Is Life.
In it he decared: "It is not in our
cities or townships, it is not in our agri-
cultural or mining arcas, that the Austral-
ian attains [ull consciousness ol his own

nationality; it is places like this, and as
clearly here as at the center of the cont-
nent!” Very lorthright lellow, Furphy,
exclamation mark and all.

George Malko

New York, New York

Mallo last appeared in our pages in

February 1972 with “Amevica: Loved It
aned Left 1 a vepovt on a disenchanted
American who emigrated to Australia,

COVER LOVERS
Your Muarch  cover  is  [abulous!
Dwight Hooker's photographic uncover-
age ol Bunuy-Playmate Mercy Rooney
must surely come out in poster size soon.
I can tell you, thousands are looking
forward 1o it.
Donald Kline
Collegeville, Pennsylvania

Without a doubt, your March cover is
the best 1 have seen, on any magazing,
ever.

Robert Molinaro
Belleville, New Jersey

KING OF GAMES
Your backgammon takcout (Pravsoy,
March) is superhb  in projecuing the
gambling spiric and intrigue of the game.
The Idaho Association ol Backgammon
extends a challenge o any player, across
the convinent, lor a 48-hour same, 1o be
played over a period of four days. using
the rules set down by the Backgammon
Association ol America. Times will be
arranged 1o sult any opponent.
H. L. Gunderson, Chairman
1ditho Association ol Backaanmmon
Boise, Idaho

Michael Laurence's Backgammon Se-
crets and Subtletics provides both an ex-
cellent overview and  detailed insights
o an exceptionally lascinaung game.

James Preston Harley, PhoD.
Ann Arbor, Michigan

rravpoy's clforts 1o promote backgam-
mon as the game [or the elite are amus
ing. in a pathetic kind ol way. When 1
was a kid, every ncighborhood Wool-
worth’s sold cheap checkerboards with
backgammon pips on the reverse side.
But most people preferred to play chess
or checkers, games of skill, rather than
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Introducing the “‘first-
take” battery cassette
recorder from Zenith. The
one that gets it right the first
time. With permanent,
integral Porta-Mike —no
fumbling for the microphone
jack. Plus Automatic Level
Control, for practically
distortion-free recording
accuracy. And you can
record directly from the
built-in FM/AM radio, if you
want. Hear The Centurion,
model E623Y, at your
Zenith dealer’s.

The quality goesin
before the name goes on.
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backgammon, a game of dumb luck. Back-
gammon is a foppish form of craps. A pre-
vious On the Scene (PLavsoy, February),
on Prince Alexis Obolensky, also stressed
backgammon. Does Helner own stock in
a backgammon company or something?

Terry Dixon

Pacific Palisades, California

Hefner simply likes the game, as do

millions of others.

It was with grear interest that I read
Jon Bradshaw's Backgammon Love and
Lure. The retwn ol backgammon as a
big-time game is especially encouwraging
to a backgammon [reak like mysell.

Tiberius Z. Herman
Nashville, Indiana

MIXED MODIFIERS
A dozen M & AI's as positive reinforce-

ment to Stephen H. Yala for Zap! You're
Normal (eravsoy, March), his inlorm-
ative report on behavior-modification
therapy. At one point in the artide,
I wanted to admonish him for speculat-
ing that behavior-modification  tactics
would produce “a bunch ol mellow folk
living in happy harmony with their envi-
ronment.” Then I read his reflections on
the warmongering ethics of our present-
day world and got to wondering whether
a planer full of mellow {olks might not be
such a bad place alter all.

Larry MacDonald, Ph.D.

Milwaukee, Wisconsin

In reference to the mod squad (the
vouthlul practivioners of behavior-modi-
fication therapy), Yala comments; “II
ever a group ol individuals needed to
reshape its public image. [it's] the mod
squacl.” Yet, despite his grudging admira-
tion ol the cflectiveness and empirical
verifiability of  behavior modification,
Yala does litle to brighten the reputi-
tion of behavior therapy. Perhaps by
calling hehavior therapists “the new hu-
manists,” rather than associating them
with such terms as Neo-Nazis, Yala
could have done more justice 1o the
subject—and his own estimation of it.

Rosemery Nelson, Ph.D.
Assistant Professor of Psychology
University of North Carolina
Greensboro, North Carolina

Critics of beluvior modification [ore-
see a nightmare of manipulation should
the mod squad get its way. This is non-
sense. Behavior modilication is as old as
man. When a child first learns to talk, he
models alter the speech of the parents. 1f
the parents approve, they show affection
for the child, which reinforces successive
approximation ol the desired terminal re-
sponse, talking. Later on, when parents
teach their child to say Daddy instead of
Dada, they use the conditioning devices
ol extinction and discrimination training
procedure. All ol which is to say that

behavior modification is nothing to fear.
Everyone has been subjected to it—and
has exercised it—throughout life.
Nancy Neel
Kalamazoo, Michigan

As Yafa points out. the fact stands that
conditioning initiates and alters behav-
ior. both deviant and normal. But I've
got one question: Who decides which be-
havior is desirable and which isn’?

Martin J. Bohan
Normal, Ilinois

Yala is a marvelous writer. His descrip-
tion of his interview with Dave Fisher was
s evocative as anvthing I've ever read.
The biggest worry in hehavior is who con-
trols the controllers. But the controllers,
it should be quite dear, are as much con-
trolled by the environment as are the rest
of us. Furthermore, by compliance, dis-
obedience. contrivance, deceit or honesty,
we control the conurollers as surely as
they control us.

Halmuth H. Schaceler, Ph.D.
Professor of Psychology
University of Auckland
Auckland, New Zealand

It is remarkable how liule the theories
and practice of behavioral psychiatry are
included in the teaching programs of
most psychiatric residencies. As one who
has sat across [rom patients week alter
week. trying to help them overcome fears
and inhibitions that were unyielding to
standard  psychiatric techniques, 1 wel-
come anything that works, In the Lind of
the blind, the onc-eyed is still king,

David Viscotr, M.D.
Wellesley Hills, Massachusetts

The behavior modifiers  continually
justily their theories on the grounds that
the theories work. Efhicacy is the standard
of any therapy, but the standards by
which this efhcicy is measured must not
go unexamined. The use of a hydrogen
bomb is not justified merely because it
works. So, too. must behavior modifica-
tion be guided by a more moral standard
than mere pragmatism.

Gary Harr
Dayton, Ohio

SMOKIN' SIGNALS

For a Dbeautilully unenlightened view
of sex, your Joe Frazier interview
(rravsov. March) is hard to bear. 1
don’t think sex does anything for your
body,” Frazier says. “It takes too much en-
ergy out of you, and what you need in
fightin® is energy. . . . You'll weaken
your mind, you'll weaken your lungs and
you’'ll weaken your heart, T imagine.”

Some doctors consider sex the best ex-
ercise of all. Whatever the medical con-
sensus, iUs certainly a lov better for you
than boxing. I'll guarantee Frazier that
his mind and lungs and heart will all

be in far better shape if he gets laid 50
times than if he fights George Foreman
50 times.
Glenn Dickey
San Francisco, California
Dickey is a sports columnist for the San
Francisco Chronicle.

Thauk you so much for your imerview
with Frazier. He revealed himself to be a
man who lives and lets live, who works
hard at his job, takes good care of his lam-
ily. stands hard and strong [or his belicfs
and puts his message across without sense-
less noise. Frazier recently lost his crown,
but I feel he is one ol spors’ greatest
champions. More important, he's a nice
human being.

Bob Willewt
Middletown, Connecticut

I object to Frazier's flagrant attack on
Ali's religious beliels and his moral char-
acter. Neither aspect of Ali's personality
should have been part of Frazier's public
statements. No macter how much Al ar-
tacked Frazier, Frazier's God and morals
were never held up o ridicule.

L. E. Mack
St. Paul, Minnesota

Your interview with heavyweight
chump Joe Frazier was about as out of
place as a Jewish delicatessen in Cairo.

Robert Lepore
LEast Orange, New Jersey

GOOD DEAL
Saul Brauw's March portrait of real

estate magnate Walter Schoeider, Let's
Make a Deal, is excellent. Perhaps be-
cause Schneider (Queens College, 1942)
is a modest man, writer Braun never men-
tioned that a generous [und, established
by Schneider ten years ago, has enabled
over M0 [Laculty members at Queens
College to secure emergency loans at
1Mo Incerest.

Joseph S. Murphy, President

Queens College of the City University

ol New York
Flushing, New York

DIGGING THE DIGGER
George V. Higgins' novel, The Diguer’s
Game (rravsoy, January, February,
March), is one of the most perceptive
stories I've ever read. Higgins' ear lor
dialog. his sense ol underworld realism
and his craftsmanlike approach to story-
telling made reading about the Digger
and his doings a memorable experience.
Sal Cuccinello
Kansas City, Missouri

SWEET HOME

C. Robert Jennings' reflections on
going back to his home town (Home?
Which Way Is That?, pravsoy, March)
make extraordinary reading. Journalism
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of this stature has become almost extinet.

I hope Jennings will continue o afford

us the gracious pleasure of his prose.
James ]. Fiuzpawrick, S.].
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

Without a doubt, Jennings' memoir
is one of the finest picces ol writing you
]lil\'c oever l)ll[ |JL‘1“'L'(,'|I )'Ulll' COVers.

Don R. Roberts
West Palm Beach, Florida

I Tound my cousin’s Home? Which
Way Is That? a poignant literary venture
that reveals much ol the sadness, the glad-
ness, the empry lullness ol lile as it was
and is in the South. Though I'm younger,
I've already come to agree with Bob's sen-
tments. Eufaula is not a bad place, really.
It is a locale of stately visions and lovely
people. But it’s little more to me than a
dated security blanket in which I person-
ally felt insecure. T spent 18 years there,
unible to relate to fables of glories past,
since I found nothing glorious in the
present. Only a kind ol spiritual mas-
ochism makes me proud of Enfaula. My
late Luher wittily referred 1o nearby
towns in a way I've always deemed ap-
propriace to Enlaula: “It's a nice place to
die in,” he said, “but I wouldn't want
to live there.”

Frank Wilkins Jennings 111
Hollywood, Calilornia

The wagic utility of trying to make a
biracial society work i the South is
sensitively delineated by Jennings. The
despair of which he writes will soon
spread northward.

H. Llovd
New Port Richey, Florida

Jennings must have a burning hate for
his Fumily and friends. I can stomach his
mundane verbosity about people who
love him, but I cannot endure his jn-
sufferable sin of quoting an individual's
letter out ol context. Journalistic good
taste does not condone this, nor does
good breeding,

Lamar Osteen
Eufaula, Alabama

DARKEST AFRICA
Nidine Gordimer's fascinating March
story, The Conservationist, was a rare
treat. It's all oo seldom that we get o see
what the real, evervday South Africa is
like. Her desaription ol the countryside
and the dialog between the Afbrikaner
and his Bantu hand made intriguing
reading.
Klaus Barchelder
Hudson, New York

FRONT LINES

Not Iong ago, I was lucky enough to
return from Vietnam with everything in
tict. One of the things that made mv Viet-
nam tour endurable was seeing rLavsoy

every month. It sure helped all of us for-
get our problems—for a little while, any-
way. I thank you not only for myself but
also for the thousands of other guys who
find a lot of pleasure in your magazine.
R. K. Redini
Chicago, Hlinois

THE MAN WHO GOT AWAY
James Lincoln Collier’s March account
of the fractured publishing history of his
book, in The Man Who Wroete My Nouvel,
wis particularly enjovable 1o me. I came
across his book Fires of Youth while at-
tending college. Judging by the title, 1
figured the book was probably just whan
I needed 10 help pass an alternoon, Sur-
prisingly, it had much more literary style.
sentiment and expression than was sug.
gosted by title or cover. My edition also
contained a foreword about “a curions
case of plagiarism,” a postscript by Col-
lier and a note about the Arthur Koestler
award. Thanks to Collier’s article, I can
now crtjoy this novel again, in a new and
more satislying light.
Julian Lewin
Ottawa, Ontario

1 must say that The Man Who Wiole
My Novel is the funniest thing on lirer-
ary plagiarism I have read in years. Scores
of novelists must now be on their knees
praving to be plagiarized and for judges
like Arthur Koestler, J. B. Priestley and
mysell to be bamboozled again. For our
part. we have the extremely uncommon
consolation ol having been right, about
the book’s worth. at least. O course. we
were [amiliar with the depravity ol au-
thors and knew that many celebrated
hooks had been written in prison. In
deed, one of our [amous contemporaries,
John Collier—the talent of that family!
—once wrote a story about a publisher
who sent all his awthors 1o jail in order
to keep them m their typewriters until
they had delivered their manuseripts. But
during my evimgelical stint as a judge of
the latest outpourings from British pris-
ons, I saw that while the therapy might
have its value, talent was in steep dedine.
Talent, in Lact. was null, while plagia-
rism or imitation was general. The poets
were the worst: the number of pseudo
Shakespewean  tragedies I read! And
amonyg the prose writers there was whole-
sale looting of the dim sentimental and
praverful novels enjoyed by our grand-
mothers. The prose was like lead. I also
ought to have rememberad the school-
master who wrote across one of my own
early exercises: “Copied from Ruskin and
badly assimilated.”

V. S. Pritchert
London, England
Pritchett is one of Britain’s most nola-
ble seriters and critics. His latest book is
“Midnight Ol
(¥ ]
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It’s a brand new
Navy. To join now,
you can be a man or a
woman. But to really
make it in today’s
Navy, you've got to
have a little of that
old American need to
succeed. The feeling
that you wantto go &
places fast and you 'E.%s
have the stuff to
get there. The belief ===
that you're someone
special.
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who want to succeed.
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And the new Navy gives you plenty
of chances to prove it. If you qualify, you've got
[ a choice of over 300 jobs. Interesting jobs
that keep your head busy. Active jobs that
%% ' 'keep your body moving. The kind of jobs you
@  can really getinto. Like computer technology
and aviation mechanics and seagoing
= engineering. They're the kind of jobs that
# oive you somewhere to go while youre
in the Navy, and when you get ™ out.
But there aresome <%

ST | for joining T{ENL)
the new Navy:. Like travel. Europe, the ¢ &
Caribbean, Asia are pretty exciting  §
places to work and have a good time. s
Like money. More than $340 a month
after just four months —with great
fringe benefits and one of the best
retirement plans in the world. Like
people. Making life-long friendships A\
is one Navy tradition that will never change.

Sy If you think you’'ve got what it takes to make itin the new
S Navy, if you want to go places fast, send in the attached coupon

or call toll free 800-841-8000, 24 hours a day, 7 days a week.

= Beasuccess in the New Navy
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PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

H;u ing propelled a nonword (Ms.)
imto the English language so last
that most people still can’t pronounce it,

ino-Amertcan  Iriends are now

our vl

m at English slang. In a crowded

wking :
clevitor one aflternoon, we overheard
the lollowing conversation between two
young (and attractive) partisans of wom-
en's liberaton:

First liberated ladv: T hear vou ook
that good-looking new guy from the ac-
counting depariment out to lunch.”

Scecond liberated Tady: “Yeah, Pve got
aoeal wide-on for him.”

»

But can he playz Marvlind's Prince
Georae’s Post indorms us that a musical
o wowing ‘em ot a local night spot fea.
tures “Charlie Deck on piano. Winston
Fngland on drogs. Ste Barnes on Duss.™

.

In Weert, Netherlmds, the propricior
of a Chinese-Indonesian restaurant called
Donglong s a Mr. Wang.

.

Handswviting on the Wall Depavtment,
ISP Diotsion: Spotted in o Brooklyn
men’s room was the thought “Legilize
mental welepathy,” under which somceone
had added, T knew you were going to
write that.”

.

An Oregon surgeon has successlully
removed @ human Kiduey, repaired it
and reimplanted it in the patien. The

significance ol the breakthrough  was
somewhat  obscured  when  the Salem
Capital - Journal  headlined  the  story

COREGON M.D. PUTS ORGAN OUT AND IN,”
.
first, bun

AMies van der Rohe sand at

there's o real-lile architear on the East

Coast named Les S, Moore.
&

Everything vou wanted 10 know about
moth balls but were afraid 10 ask: The
current edittion ol Books in Print hists the
following four volumes from the prolihe

(albeit specialized) pen ol one F. N
Pierce—Genttalia of the Group Geomet-
ridne of the Lepidoptera of the British
Iilands: Genitalia of the Group Toilrie-
idae of the Lepidoptera of the British
Istands: Gentdalin of the Tineid Fanulies
of the Lepidoptera of the British Eslands;
and Genidtalia of the British Rhopalocera
arid the Lavger Moths,

Unilateral withdrawal: The \itt-prtsi-
dent ol an Adanta bank complained that
a police stakeout of his institution was
“disturbing employees and customers,” so
the police lefi. Five minutes later, the
bank was robbed.

Cruclest ad of the month: The
Chicago Tribune inflormed liierary job

winl

seckers ol several openings for writers,
“Basic salary. 540 per week, plus very
good tips.” Applicimts were asked o ap-
ply at \\'imp_\ Corills.

.

A manulactwrer of industrial fasteners
advertses his produa in the Baltimore
Prychaser as “the hest screw in town.”

L

Sowh Afvicin
enough s it
banned there

censorship s tough
is—alter all. reayvsoy is
without help from a ty-
pographer. A newspaper ad lor a movie-
house 1 Newcasile “No
four o 116 years admitted.™

read: l)l‘T S011%

Does she or doesn’t her A head-turning
want ad in the Duncllen, New  Jersey,
Stove News prochiimed: “Parttime fe-
male wants posigion.”

.

The place to avoid when in Taiwan is
a beauty shop that calls atsell Madiom
Lulu’s Beauty Sodom.

This notice appeared in the Fort Wal-
ton Beach. Flonida, Playground Daily
News: “The regular meeting of the Fort
Wiilton
Secretanes

Beach Chapter, the National

Association  (International)

will be held  Thursday at the LEglin

N.C.O. Club.
must be made prior to ten A Tuesday.”

. All interested searctanies

Dissatisfied with the response 1o their
standard No PARKING signs, police in \a
lington, Kentucky, have taken 1o erceting
new signs that read: DON'T EVEN THINK o1
PARKRING HERE.

-

“CATTLEMEN." enjoined the stern head-
line ol an ad in the Napa, Calilornia,
h’t'_!:l'.\.'r-r. "LEARN  TO  INSEMINATE YOUR
OWN Cowst’

-

Though found guilty, a British bhurglar
asked for cemency on the grounds thin
he wasn’t a prolessional criminal. When
the judge asked him for prool. the num
You midord. I'm deal as

replicd, see,

a post and cannot hear burglar alarms.”
He g oll

a £50 hne.

with a year’s probatton and

When a
that Deep Tlrvoat was obscene, the Svia-

New York City judge ruled

cusc Post-Sandard supporied the decision
enthusiasucally  (perhaps 100 much su)
m an eduoral ttled “A GrREAT BLOW
DECENCY.”

FOK

&
A weather bhulletin from the Corvallis,
Oregon, Gazette-Tunes: 11 you think this
has been a wer December, your membe
15 Luling.™
=
To popularize the government’s birh-

control program, the family-plinning

oficer who cnrolls the most  recruits
in the heavily populated regions ol cen-
tral Java will be given a speaal udle:
King of the Condom.

) -

Our Good Taste in Advertising Awand
eots to the moructan who van this ad in
the Bloomingion, Ilinois, Daily Panta
graph:

death is one of the most important so

‘Beck Memorial Home realizes

cial occasions in lile. by providing an oc

casion lor socially conditioned griel and
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mourning. Although lunerals are ereated
by death, they are regulated by social
factors, because the problems of death
have broad social consequences.”

L]

In North Dakota, The Carson Press
published a story on builders’ risk insur-
ance under the headline: “ProT1ECT YOUR-
SELF DURING FRECTION."

-

A barebreasted woman driving an
open  convertible on  the Hollvwood
Freeway provoked a ten-car collision and
inspired the following newspaper head-
line: “BARES 2, RAMS 10."

-

The Goldsboro, North Carolina, News-
Argus olten reports goings on art a local
mental institution, Cherry Hospital. So
the news editor probably didn't think
twice in headlining a story about the
hospital's new  director “prR. PETER 1S
NAMED CIERRY SUPERINTENDENT.”

.

A 7hvear-old Roman was denied his
pension because. according 1o the lulian
social-security office, he was dead. When
the man appeared at the office in person.
he was 10ld he still couldn't receive the
benefits until he secured a notarized alh-
davit centifying that he was, in fact, alive.

.

The Los Angeles Times announced
that the winmer ol a poll to find America’s
most sensuous man was “local dick jockey
Bill Ballance.”

-

Advertising the film version of The
Andrvomeda Strain, The Times, ol Har-
bor Beach. Michigan, told veaders that
the science-fiction adventure concerned
an Couterspace orgasm” that threatened
the earth.

-

A wint ad for a baby sitter in New Jer-
sey’s Cape May Coumty Herald sought a
“middle-aged woman who enjoys boys by
the hour; mostly at night.”

According to the Mesa, Arizona, Trib-
une, local police reported “two cases of
accidental shootings in which the victims
both received wounds of the left thing.”

-

We've heard of filthy lucre, but this is
ridiculous: A supplement in the Chicago
Sun-Times detailed an insurance plan
that guarantees prospective policvholders
“tax-free Cancer-Cash.”

-

From the New York Daily News. we
learn that “Rich Pettibon and Tommy
Mason will marry Kathy Righy. preuy
Olympic gymmast, this coming Saturday.”

-

The inscratable East: A Japanese press
release described a delegate 1o the U S
Japan wade talks as a man who “enjoys
reading, appreciates paintings and col-
lects pot plants and liguors and drinks.

He looks upon himsell as a lover of dogs
and a carp fancier.”
-

Our Dean Martin Award for sniggering
male chauvinism goes this month to the
Canton, Ohio. Repository, which ran a
profile of a Federal policewoman under
this headline: "No sOFI' JOBS FOR SUSAN—
FEMALE FBI AGENT HANDLES ‘WHATEVER
CoMESs v "

-

You're making a big mistake: In the
classiied pages of The Waukegan News-
Sun, right under the heading “roop 'coon
THINGS To EAT,” appeared an ad offering
“aged manure; pulverized, dried, weed-
less; no Iumps or straw.”

-

Our porky Iricnds make the news this
month. Down in Hobart. Tasmania, a
swrprised motorist heard an oncoming
lady driver shout, “Pig! Pig!” as her car
passed by. He thought she was just another
raging women's libber, until he sui-
mounted a hilltop and struck—well, you
can guess what he struck. Meanwhile, at
Boston College Law School, in a hypo-
thetical hriel presented as a classroom ex-
ercise, students charged local police with
harassment of a specialty restaurant. The
restaurant. serving “exclusively porcine
delicacies,” was called Off The Pig. In
Belgrade. a homesick sow wilked more
than 40 miles to return to the farm of the
man who had sold her the day before.
And in Novato, California, police got a
report that a pig was loose on San Mavin
Drive. An oflicer was dispatched. but he
found no evidence of four-legged life, Fi-
nally he questioned a passer-by: “Have
you seen any pigs around here?” “No,
sir,” came the reply. “You're the first one
I've seen all day.”

BOOKS

Some years back. Contributing Editor
Jean Shepherd reported in these pages
that the then-new edition of the vener-
able Boy Scout Handbook—a publication
that has guided boys through thick and
thin for generations with information on
sucht survival techniques as “How to
Make a Fire Without Matches” and
“Brewing Tea lrom Sassalras Bark™—had
moved into uncharted byways of modern
boyhood. That 1966 edition included. lor
example, a new merit badge in communi-
cations—to earn which an aspiring eagle
scout was told, among other require-
ments, to write, produce and perlorm his
own 6sccond TV commercial and to
prepare a coherent memo detailing in-
structions to subordinates. Gone were the
days of birchbark canoes and sheepshank
knots.

The brand-new edition of the Scout
Handbook, Shepherd writes, no less rele-
vantly reflects the life style and attitudes
of the Seventies. For the first time, it in-

cludes rats and silver fish in its wildlife
section, along with the more traditional
beavers, skunks, bears and woodchucks,
All that old stull on how to paddle a ca-
noe, tie bowline knots and find the North
Star when you're lost in the woods has
disappeared—along, perhaps, with the
woods. And there are no sections, as there
used to be, on games; the new scout is
grimly project oriented. The Handbool:
suggests that the woop spend its Saturday
alternoons engaged in ragweed control or
recycling trash. Without doubt, Shepherd
speculates, scenes such as the lollowing
are being played out over the breakfast
table in millions of homes these days:
scour: Hey, Dad, can I have a buck?
pap: What for?

scouT: [ gotta get some cheese,

pap: Cheese? Why cheese?

scouT: I'm goin® alter a merit badge.

pap: A cheese merit badge? What kind
ol scout troop are you in?

scout: Me and Howie are goin’ afier
the rat-control merit badge. We're gonna
catch 12 rats in the bhasement as our proj-
cct for the big inner-city camporee. We're
gonra mount their ears on a board and
shellac "em.

pap: For God's sake, Stanley, I'm eat-
ing breakfast! Don't you guys ever go
hiking. stuff like that?

scout: Hiking® What's that*

pap: Hiking. You know, mking a long
walk and mes myg around with trees and
building fires.

scouT: Oh, that. We tried a hike once
—all the way down Second Avenue—but
four kids got mugged. So we stick to
buses. And last week in cockroach-patrol
meeting, we learned all about hailing
taxis. how much 1o tip a cabby and
all thas.

pan: Cockroach patrol? When I was
a kid. I was in the moose patrol. We had
a heaver patrol and

scoutT: Aw, Dad. that stuff went out
with Fats Domuno. Look, I can’t waste
any more time rappin’. 1 gota get that
cheese. It's gewin’ late and we've got
a community-relations project on  this
alternoon.

pap: Community relations?

scout: We turn out press releases. And
then there’s recycling those Pepsi boutles
and

pap: Here's your cheese money. Leave
me alone.

No doubt this scene sounds Orwellian
to anvone who has been out of touch
with the scout world for a few years, but
Troop 206 in Queens, New York, does
have a cockroach parol, complete with
the following patrol cheer:

Teenyaweeny small and black,
Mighty cockronches will fight back!

Some things, lortunately, never change:
the boy-scout motto, “Be Prepared,” still
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SONY. NO

Only Sony’s Trinitron system has one gun
with one big lens for a better-focused, sharper picture.
And that's a fact.

What you see here, magnified inside the circle, is the single gun of a
Trinitron picture tube.

One gun needs only one lens, so there's room for a big one.

Everyone else—even the new “in-line” tubbes —must fit in three
lenses, so they have to be smaller.

Why is a big lens such a good thing?

A big lens has a correspondingly big
central portion. And the center is the
most distortion-free part.

So you get a better-focused,
sharper picture from Sony.

No baloney.

You also get a brighter picture.
That's because of something else
only Trinitron has—an Aperture
Grille.

It lets the electron beams hit
the screen in unbroken stripes—not
1n 1solated dots, or ovals.

That way more electrons get to
the screen. And you get a brighter picture.

From Sony. No baloney.

How about reliability? Today, most color
TV manufacturers use all-solid-state for their more
expensive models.

Sony uses all-solid-state for all their models.

If youre technically inclined, write for our 12-page Trinitron pamphlet.
Or simply stop in at any Sony dealer's.

Once youve seen our Trinitron picture, you'll know were not giving you
any baloney.

SONY
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rings loud and clear. In the new Hand-
book, scouts are warned never to leave
the house on some urgent community
project without taking along what it
calls “emergency change”—Ilor use in
pay toilets.
o

Breakfast of Champions (Delacorte Press/
Seymour Lawrence) is the title of Kuit
Vonnegut. Jr.'s new novel. The title has
nothing 1o do with Wheaties. It’s the salu-
tation a waitress uses every time she de-
posits a martini before a customer in a
certain cocktail lounge. The waitress is a
minor character in the book: the rest of
the book is about how Kilgore Trout is
going 1o get to meet Dwayne Hoover and
have his right ring finger bitten off at the
top joint. Dwayne Hoover is a Pontiac
dealer with “bad chemicals.” He had a
wife who committed suicide by eating
Drano ad he has a dog who has to fight
all the time because he can't wag his tail
and he has a son who's a homosexnal and
plays piino i the same cocktail lounge
where the waitress always says “BreakLast
of champions.” Kilgore Trout is a writer
ol science fiction. He should have avoided
Dwayne Hoover. But Vonnegut. who has
used Kilgore Trout as a characer in
other hooks, makes him appear at the
cocktail lounge 1o get the top part of his
right ring finger bitten ofl by you know
who. It’s the big scene in the book, The
hook actually has very few scenes at all.
It does have some wonderful illustrations
by the author, though. and many funny
observitions about education, pollution,
foothall,  fascism, capital punishment,
penis size, yoga. But readers who weren't
taken with Vonnegut's previous books,
such as Cat’s Cradle and Slanghterhouse-
Five, may find this one cloying at times.
That is because the anthor oversimplifies
everything and gets carried away with his
own cutcsics, He writes too much like this,

-

Peter Maas, who gave us The Valachi
Papers. has created an instant pop hero
in Serpico (Viking). the true but shame-
lessty romanticized story of an incorrupti-
ble New York cop. The book is already
slated for treatment by Hollywood and it
scems a sure bet for television as well,
Frank Serpico is a producer’s dream: a
cop who lives in Greenwich Village and
looks like a fashion-plate hippie (“hair
thate brushes his shoulders and a {ull
beard . . leather sandals. a pullover shirt
ol coarse white linen with leg-of-mutton
sleeves™): who packs a sleck Browning
automatic: who is kind to his immigrant
parents in Brooklyn; whose hobbies are
gardening and karate; and who attracts
gorgeous women of all races and carnal
persuasions. And that’s not the half of it
For reasons Maas never bothers to ex-
plere, Serpico, a low-grade plainclothes-
nuun, chose o “do something about a
system that allowed corruption to flour-

ish.” He thus broke “an unwritten code
that . . . said a cop could not turn in other
cops.” For a long time, Serpico was reluc-
tant to blow the whistle on his boodle-
chasing colleagues. When he finally did,
no one in the police or city-hall establish-
ments listened. We're “clean as a hound’s
tooth,” he was assured by an inspector
who supervised a particularly putrid po-
lice district. When Serpico leaked his
story to The New York Times, even
Mayor Lindsay was compelled to take no-
tice. Serpico became something of a hero
to the public and a traitor to “his kind.”
All this makes a lascinating story, but it’s
marred by Maas's banal embellishments:
“All Frank Serpico ever wanted was to be
a good cop. Perhaps that was the trouble;
he had wanted to be one too much.”
-

In his first novel, Facing the Lions (Vi-
king), New York Timesman Tom Wicker
limns a case history of a Senator fatally
afllicted  with  virulent White House
fever. Hunt Anderson is a Kefauverlike
character with a Huey Longish father
from a Southern tobacco state. A tele-
vised investigation into the conditions of
migrant [arm workers propels him to
national attention; a wife with long legs
spurs him toward the corridors of power;
carly primary wins mark him as a con-
tender at a party convention. But the
Lrct that he hasn’t followed all the rules
and touched all the bases finally undoes
him. In a showdown scene, the conven-
tion kingmaker, a boss in tinted shades,
refuses him support simply because he's
not a “conventional pro.” After that,
Anderson’s life is one long swig downhill.
“But it was politics that ruined him. not
whiskey,” eulogizes a former aide. Wick-
er's own view of politics seems cynical, to
say the least: not even the usual prag-
matic justifications are offered. “Politics
is i Federal program.” says the reporter-
narator. from whose point ol view the
Anderson story evolves. “It takes you up
on the mountain. But politics won't wipe
a baby's ass.” Wicker casts his novel with
interesting minor characters—seedy old
Senators screwing young stewardesses and
screwed-up Washington  wives—Dbut s
best parts are the insights he offers into
the strange-hedlellow relationship among
reporters in the political field. Although
Wicker tends o get a bit garrulous and
out of his depth occasionally. Facing the
Lions is still a cut above the Drury-
Pearson-Knebel sort ol potboiler that
old newspapermen send up for (heir
capital gains.

-

Hunter Thompson is odd man out
among political reporters. Chronicler of
the Hell's Angels, former candidate for
sherill ol Aspen on the Freak Power tick-
et, an earnest auwtodidact in ways of pet-
ting himscll spiaced out by booze and
other means, Thompson docsn't think,

write, dress or act like an “objective re-
porter.” Feor and Loathing: On the Campaign
Trail ‘72 (Straight Arrow), his account ol
our most recent jousting for the Presi-
dency, is generally, profanely and some-
times instructively absorbing. ‘Thompson
was an unabashed McGovern supporter,
though aware carly on that McGovern
was unable to stir enough of his own
constituency, let alone the rest of the
clectorate, 1o beat Nixon. What makes
Thompson's book, much of it originally
written for Rolling Stone, come alive—
even though he’s writing about a corpse
of a campaign—are his style and his
shrewdness ol judgment: “George Wal-
lace is one of the worst charlatans in
politics, but there is no denying his talent
for converting hrustration into energy.”
The book is full of extraordinary anec
dotes—an hourlong talk about [ootball
with Nixon on the campaign wail in
1968: an interview with McGovern in a
men's room in New Hampshire lour years
later on why Harold Hughes had de-
clared for Muskie; and vivid accounts of
diverse eccentrics met during the 1972
tourney, as well as acidulous sketches of
many of its most prominent figures. He
puts down Hubert Humphrey as “a shal-
low, contemptible and hopelessly dishon-
est old hack.” Thompson himself isn't as
endlessly fascinating as he thinks he is,
and there are long swretches of sell-
description that congeal the action. But
he is a lively observer ol others and, when
his head is together, a first-rate inter-
viewer. I he can stand another round,
Rolling Stone ought 1o send him out on
the trail again in 1976—Dbut after this
book, he'd better figure out a good
disguise.

Thomas Berger's new novel, Regiment of
Women (Simon & Schuster), presents a
satiric view ol a araven new world ruled
by women's lib. At the beginning of the
2ist Century, men are the weaker sex,
wearing skirts, affecting silicone boobs,
reduced to typing pools and cooking
chores, completely dominated by pushy
and butchy—women who sheathe their
breasts. wear pants, smoke stogies, refer to
men as “cooze” and take their pleasure by
buggering them with dildos. Men heau-
tily themselves 1o please their women;
procreation is a matter for state laborato-
rvies: and vaginal intercourse is society's
biggest taboo. The penis is an instrument
of the past. a cause of man's inferiority:
“Women would be just like men if they
had @ penis and balls. Why don’t men
play lootball? Because they might get hie
there. And the same goes for boxing and
wrestling. Women might be smaller, but
they are invulnerable. It's nature’s cruel
joke to make men the larger and stronger
sex and then give them this, which nulli-
fies everything clse.” The hero. or anti-
heroine, ol Berger's sci-h Charley’s Aunt
15 a Caspar Milquetoast searetary named
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Georgie who gets arrested lor trying on a
pair of pants while drunk. Georgie breaks
out of jail, is recruited by an under-
ground men’s lib organization and soes
off to the Sperm Serviee at Camp Kilmer,
determined to sabotage their “milking”
cllorts by getting all the boys to mastur-
bate. And so the plot churns on, spoohng
everything from modern psvchiaty to
old-fashioned Army lile. undil Georgie
linds a woman who finally initiates his
penis into the lost jovs of genuine fuck-
ing. Unfortunately, for all of Beveer's
inventiveness, his book is a reverse varia-
tionr of an old joke—George S. Kaufman's
If Men Played Cards as Women Do.

Last year. after two meetings with
Huey P Newton, psvchologist Ervik Frik-
son reported thae the colounder of the
Black Panmther Party—and last month's
Playbay Inieiview subjec—is an un-
uswally probing wnd resourcelul voung
man of much more complexity than has
been indicated in accounts of his various
trials and prison terms. Or. for that mat-
ter. in most of Newtow’s fiery speeches.
Revolutienary Suicide (Huarcourt Brace Jo-
vimovich), written by Newton with the
assistance of J. Herman Blake, justifies
Erikson’s encomium. A thoughtful auto-
biography, with much less rhetoric than
one has come to expect. the book details
the evolution of &t young black in Ouakland,
California, who tanscended his largely
wasted public school years and acquired,
through omnivorous reading and the sur-
vival dynamics of street life, the enormous
sell-confidence that not only has made
him a national figure but also enabled
him 0 overcome a number of rough
prison stretches. He draws sharp profiles
ol such other figures in the bluck libera-
tion movement ol the Sixties as Eldridge
Cleaver, Stokely Carmichael, Bobby Seale
and George Jackson. Newton has liule
respect for the first two but great admira-
tion for the second two. Obviously, New-
ton’s account ol his political activities,
and ol his many encounters with the po-
lice. is partisan; but when read along with
all the other books about the Panthers,
Revolutionmy  Suicide is a persuasive
addition to the history ol that besieged
organization. Newton is vague as 1o ex-
actly what his program is going 1o be
from this point on, but he emphasizes
that the Panthers (Newton division as
opposed o Cleaver) no longer consider
themselves a revolutionary “vanguard.”
becuse “only the people can create the
revolution.” Perhaps Newton will tell us
in his next hook how that is to he done.

Whether or not Marshall McLuhan
rerds Peter De Vries is not recorded. but
if e does, he nist hate him. Because De
Vries is one writer whose stull just won't
wanslate mto visuals. In his latest revel,

Forever Panting (Little, Brown), he contin-
ues to sprinkle his prose with outrageous
puns, mad metaphors and verbal nip-
ups (“the plenipenitentiary institution of
marriage”). But he's not just a word nut.
Once you buy his preposterous premise
and ger 1o know his pleasantly msane
characters, you're hooked—and you will-
ingly follow as they careen from one
absurd conwretemps o the next. This
time we have Stew Smackenlelt, a Broad-
way bit plaver, who lives in exurbia
with his young wile, Dolly, his moneyed
mother-in-law, Ginger, and his il. whom
he calls Blodgett. Ginger isn't much older
than Stew (she's only a de facio mother-
in-luw, having raised Dolly [rom the age
ol six)—and while her malapropensity
pains him (she thinks sodomite is a
metal), her “rvipe. handsomely  hewn
body™ excites Blodgett. So first thing you
know, Stew finds himsell in bed with
Ginger. and second thing vou know,
he's married 1o her. Dolly blesses the
match and promptly weds a neighboring
hickster who has promised o make her a
star in 'V commercials. Comes now the
usual De Vries combo of ingenuity, hilar-
ity and snippets of satire, as he orches-
trates the ensuing imbroglios until we're
back at square number one, with Stew
and Dolly together again. But “Will Gin-
ger snap:” Stew asks in De Vriesese. If
you're ready for another of the man's
abductios ad absuvdum (sorry about that,
Ieter). read Forever Panting—and thumb
vour nose at McLuhan.

DINING-DRINKING

Il the first zephyr of summer hrings
thoughts of treeshaded roads and pro-
vincial ions, go north, young  mam,
out of Manhattan and iuto the rolling
hills of exurbia. And ger an carly st
Youwll want time to poke about in the
historic towns and antique shops that dot
the landscape before stoking up at some
country auberge. It makes for a [ull, satis-
fving dav. especially il your ultimate
destination is Stonehenge in  Ridgehicld,
Connecticut. The atmosphere is bucolic
—white swans and mallards on a private
pond-—but no dirt irmer ever built this
substantial 19th Century abode. A spring-
fed swimming pool has been added and
pleasant. reasonable lodgings are avail-
able il you get the wge to stay on alier
dinmer. All 1his plus engaging. innova-
tive and, at times, exceptional fare. The
menu is ecleaic—bedizened with  delt
pevsonal touches that tickle the imagina-
ton as well as the taste buds. The gaz-
pacho may come with scoops ol avocado,
arated fresh apple adorns the vichyssoise
and a lacing ol lecks wanslorms an ex-
cellent Quiche Lorraine into a superh
Pandoise. One ol the Stonchenge special-
ties, live brook wtrout, is usually offered
an Mleuw. On a recent visit, our prelerence
lor a menndere treatment was accommo-

dated without Lanfare. The artfully fil-
leted fish was sweet and tender, a triumph

ol simplicity. Chel Rudi Hauser's fine
Swiss hand 1s also evident in such items as
the Plat de Grison—smoked, mountain-
cured Swiss beel and ham, served with
cornichons and pearl onions: Polage Gri-
son, a lusty barley soup studded with bits
of the same ham; Iresh-lruit-ol1he-season
soups: and the Plat du Jour, which is
uswally a richly sauced wveal dish with
perhaps morels, truflles or native wild
mushrooms. Good vittles rather than
lashiness seems to be the focus at Stone-
henge. Fruit and produce are fresh from
local growers, when available, and the
sage in your Saltimbocea comes from a
nearby herb farm. Stonchenge’s wine list,
while not extensive, is suflicient. Cote de
Beaunes Villages is a modest S10 a hottle
or 55.25 a hall bottle. For the adventur-
ous, there’s a pleasantly earthy, golden
Dezaley with a Swiss yodel in its bouquet.
Stonchenge is open for lunch Tuesday
through Saturday from noon to 2:50 e.ar.
Dinner is from 5:30 par to 9 par. week-
days; 10 par Saturday. Sunday hours
arc [rom noon to 7:50 r.ar Reservations:
205-4558-6511.

Just a rafile’s throw [rom Stonchenge,
in Pound Ridge, New York, is one of
those rarvities—an authentic Colonial inn.
History books don’t reveal whether
George Washington slept there, but he
could have. Emily Shaw’s Ian is a huilding
that dates back to 1777, and you should
look so good at that age. The place
is drenched with charm. Heavy ceiling
beams show ax nmurks. The walls are
alternately wood paneled, rough plank
and stone, and hung with Early Ameri-
can houschold artilacts. Most interesting
of the six attractive dining rooms is the
downstairs English Tap Room, with its
stone lloor, timbered ceiling, venerable
wooden bar and cavernous fireplace. The
best dishes on the menu are the house
specialties, which are starred on the hill of
fare. Shaw’s Famous Cheddar Cheese
Soup is one ol the best—derived, accord-
ing to Mrs. Shaw, from a Welsh-rabbit
reape. I you'd vather have a cold soup,
there are such ollbeat items as cucumber
and wateraress, in addition o the stmnd-
ard vichyssoise. Crab meat is handled in-
telligenly, cold in a salad or in Crab
Meat Dewey—chunks of tender meat in
a white-wine cream sauce that doesn’t
overpower the delicate sealood. Aged
Prime Ribs of Beel are done to a turn in
rock salt and cut thin, English style, or
in one gencrous slab. And the Special
London Broil is unfailingly wender, cut
from the end of the fllet. Although it's
starred. the house salad dressing is dull,
Consider one ol the options, such as
the roquelort. What could be very good
Lindy’sstyle cheesecake suffers from ex-
cessive chilling. Instead, try one of the
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deep-dish pies served warm in minicas-
seroles. Shaw's wine selection would do
credit o any hostelry:  Lafites and
Mouton-Rothschilds lie beside Grands
Echézeaux and La Taches. Evenings are
candlelit and the Jerry Aicllo Trio plays
on Friday and Saturday nighis. Shaw's is
open for lunch Tuesday through Satun-
day Irom noon to 2:30 var. Dinner is
lrom 6 r.ar. 10 9:50 p.ar. Tuesday through
Thursday: Friday and Saturday to 10:30
AL Sunday hows are from 1 parn to
8:30 a1, Reservations: 914-764-5779.

Minutes away [rom Shaw's, in an Early
Dutch Colonial daphboard. you'll find an
Italiam alternative, Nino's. It's just outside
the picture-hook town of Bedford Village.
Time 1t right and there'll be a village fair
going on, with baked delicacies prepared
by cooks of the wealihy locals. Nino's
pasta dishes are exceptional. as you'd
expect of a place that boasts its own
pasta-making  macchina. If you don't
think [resh noodles make a dilference,
iry the Green Noodles al Prosciutto or
the Fettuccine Nino—an Alfredo sauce
with cgg yolk added. Other favorites in-
clude the Scampi—cither garlic or Livor-
nese—sweetbreads  braised in marsala
with truflles, softshelled crabs amandine
and prime steaks (which you can see
aging in windowed refrigerators outside
the Verandah Room). The solily lit main
dining room flanks the Verandah. The
llagstone-floored Bar Americano pours
everything  from  Campari 10 cognac.
Nino's is open for lunch from noon
to 2:30 v weekdays (closed Tuesday);
dinner is from 6 par to 9:30 par; 10:30
rar Friday and Saturday. Sunday hours
are [rom 1 pa. to 9:30 ran Reserva-
tions: 914-234-33574.

You won't find the word heausejour
in standard French dictionaries. 1t’s an
idiom that the proprietor-maitre de of
Beausejour, Fernund Jaouen, wranslites as
“enjoy . . . have a good time"—and it’s
hard not o at this quasi-French Provin.
aal inn perched on a rocky outcropping
near Brewsier. New York. The place is
breath-taking in summer, hall-hidden he-
hind a grove of trees, rows of tulips,
rhododendron bushes and wild flowers.
Windows in the high-ceilinged main
dining room look out on Sodom (believe
it) Reservoir. The menu s typically
French, with few surprises or variations,
But it's prepared with the polish befiting
a patron who trained with Henri Soulé
(Le Pavillon) and Roger Chauveron (Le
Chambord). Among the specialties are
Duckling & I'Orange Hamed with triple
see, Veal Scallops i la Créme, Beel Borde-
laise, Roast Baby Pheasant and : ivory
Coquille St. Jacques, which is not extend-
ed with heavy sprinklings of bread
crumbs. The Coquille is a main dish at
luncheon and an appetizer at dinner.
Shrimp  Cocktail, Smoked Salmon and
Escargots also appear as dinner appetiz-

ers, without the annoying parenthetical
extra charge. Beausejour is open  for
lunch noon to 2:50 p.ar. Tu sday through
Saturday: dinner Tuesdav through Thurs-
day from 6 p.ar. 10 9:30 p.an; Friday 10:30
PAL Saturday 1o 11 pan and Sunday from
I par 1o 8:30 par Closed on Monday.
Reservations: 914-279-2875.

Figure on about an hour from the city
line 1o reach these country places, and
the scenic drive up is an exua dividend.
Explicit directions should be obtained
from the inn when making reservations,
which e essential. Al take major
credit cards.

MOVIES

Hollywood as a dremn factory most de-
cidedly ain’t what it used to be. For the
skeptical sensibilities ol the Seventies. the
old formulas no longer work. To cite one
obvious example, traditional flag-waving
patriotism is as obsolete as a Sherman
tank in a nation exhausted by a shameful
war. Nor do they turn out showbiz sagas
about a Macy's salesgirl who dances her
way to faume on Broadway. They don't
even turn out another ANl About Ewve, he-
ciuse audiences suspect there's something
closer to truth in such films as Heat and
Payday, which depict lesser showbiz dei-
ties as ego-driven neurotics with hang-
ups about sex, liquor and box-office
receipts.

To support the trend of recent years,
there is a new kind of putdown movie
that plays iconoclastic hell with works of
cvery genre. Horror films, of course, have
become high camp—with Vineent Price
as Dr. Phibes and numerous bush-league
monsters mocking the fact that Franken-
stein and Dracola were once taken seri-
ously. Remember those sentimental film
biographies of winners such as Lou Geh-
rig and Babe Ruth, or mavhe of a boy
with a good left jub who would rather
play the violin? Today films about the
world of sport tend o concentrate on the
loser psvchology: John Huston's Far Ciy;
Kansas City Bomber: and no [ewer than
four movies last year about aging rodeo
stars on the skids. from . IV, Coop 10
Junior Bonner. With the undistinguished
exception of Young Winston—a movie
made to achieve instnt antiquity—his-
torical figures are tending 1o emerge on
film in a prewy harsh light (e.g.. Lady
Caroline Lamb, Savage Messialt's Tevo-
cious portaic ol an artist and Lady Ham-
ilton as a vulgar strumpet in The Nelson
Affair. reviewed on page 30). The rever-
sals effecred in film treatments of cops and
robbers and cowbovs and Indians—with
brutal or racist lawmen and exploitative
whites most likely 1o play the bad guys—
are so common today that any moviegoer
can cite his own examples. But belore we
- lor the good old un-
ght consider that whae

g0 o mourni
cynical days, we 1

we are seeing—at its best—is an intensi-
fied search for truth and greater maturity
in films, and this is w0 be appliuded
rather than lamented.

Among American directors who have
yet to achieve international superstar
status, one ol the more venturesome 15
Robert Altman. A man incurably com-
mitted to challenging convention, he
scored a huge  popular suecess with
M*=A*5*H when he used the form of a
Service comedy to sneak in some pointed
comments about the grim and gory real-
ity behind the customary barracks humor,
In McCabe and Mrs. Miller, Altman in-
vited initial irritation by fooling around
with naturalistic fuzziness on the sound
track, then proceeded to describe one of
the heroes of frontier America as a cow-
ardly profitcer in league with a whore-
house madam. Back in the same STOOVE
after a couple of stylish experiments
(Brewster McCloud and Images), Altman
has now delivered what may be the ulti-
nure getre put-down.

In The long Goodbye, hascd on Raymond
Chandler’s novel, writer-director Aluman
performs drastic surgery on a private-cye
thriller, observing no rules but  his
own. What he has done is 10 use Chan-
dler’s celebrated detective hero, Philip
Marlowe, as a straw man whose entire
system of values comes slowly unglued
when he digs into a case involving a
missing [ricnd. some missing money and
a famous writer's blonde wife. Dick Pow-
ell, George Montgomery, James Garner,
Robert Montgomery and  Humphrey
Bogart have each played Marlowe in
carlier adaptations  of Chandler  (of
which the best by far was Bogart's The
Big Sleep). but there’s been nothing
quite like the Marlowe portrayed by
Elliott Gould—as a rather ineffectual
areep whose car. clothes and general de-
meanor suggest that hie is still living back
in the Forues. He is Tar from the type re-
cently resuscitated with moderate success
by Burt Revnolds in Shamus. Gould as
Marlowe shuflles through the world of
1973 looking inept and befuddled, be-
cause nothing works for him anymore,
He's just a semitough guy with a heart of
gold who naively believes all the diches
about friendship, loyalty, honor among
thieves. He cmnot relate 10 the new
movality and scarcely glances at a bevy
of almost nude freaky chicks in a ncigh-
baring pad—except 10 ask them o feed
his cat while he's away. "I T was your
age,” one cynic advises, 1 think ['d bust
my ass to get into a littde more dignified
line of endeavor.” Finding himself be-
trayced in the end. Marlowe murders his
best friend and goes waltzing down a
dusty road while the sound wrack explodes
into the Mickey Mouse straius of Hooray
for Hollywood. Which is Aliman’s nosc-
thumbing goodbye to a wradition he




Built to be seen. Not heard.

Take a good look at the new Satellite Sebring-Plus.

We've reslyled it to give it a look we think a lot of And things like floor silencers and roof pads
people are going to like. to keep the street noises outside the car.
But that's only the beginning. Here's the inside story. e It all means that the Sebring-Plus will be a quieter

car than ever before. “Super-Quiel” we call it.

You know all those irritating little
noises your car makes when you drive
down the highway? Like windwhistle.
Tire noise. Traffic sounds.

If Satellite sounds like your kind of
car, stop at your Chrysler-Plymouth
dealer's. Take a good look at our new
‘ Satellite.

Well, we've built a car to quiet those a
noises. This transparent car has colored
areas showing where we placed sound
silencers in the new Sebring-Plus. We've
added special door and window seals, M
for example. S

" Drive it, listen to the quiet, experience
the new ride and the way it handles.
Then decide. We don't think there's a
better choice in a mid-size car.

Mid-size Plymouth Satellite s

Extra care in engineering . .. il makes a difference.
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Hitachi’s “strong” warranty:.

It’'s evenly balanced
between the big
and the little.

Hitachi doesn’t play favorites. We give our smallest
radio the same strong labor warranty as our big 21-inch
color TV.

It's strong because every Hitachi is 1009 Solid-State
all-transistor (excluding picture tube). There's more
quality in each and every product.

That's why on all COLOR and BLACK/WHITE TV's, we
give a warranty of 5 years on transistors, 2 years on picture
tubes and other parts (accessories not included) and 1 year
free carry-in labor. (On 21" sets i year free in-home labor).

On radios and even on tape recorders, 5 years on tran-
sistors, 1 year on other parts (accessories not included), 1
year free carry-in labor. And Hitachi has authorized service
throughout the country.

Hitachi. We're out to win you over with our “‘strength”’.
For more information write, Hitachi Sales Corp. of America,
Dept.P-5, 48-50 34th Street, Long Island City, N.Y. 11101

Qualily always comes lirst at

HITACHI

obviously classes as pure bullshit. Aluman
—in concert with cinematographer Vil-
mos Zsigmond—also challenges movie-
goers with a kind of drifting-camera
technique that approximates perpetual
motion and declines to focus in on
cverything ol importance. Entertaining
and outrageous, Long Goodbye is less in-
teresting for Gould's performance (he
seems to be acting off the wop ol his head)
than for Altman’s sense of danger. He is
a director who risks a lot, but often wins
—and not the least of his gambles was
his decision to cast singer Nina van Pal-
landt (the other woman in the Clifford
Irving case) as the blonde in the big beach
house. What may have started as sheer
exploitation turns out to be a pow screen
debut for Nina, whose lightly weathered
beauty and striking presence are exactly
what Chandler himself might have or-
dered. “There are blondes and blondes,”
in the words of the master, but here’s one
with real class.

Glenda Jackson plays Lady Emma
Hamilton as a flambovant, foulmouthed
tart in Hal B. Wallis" The Nelson Affair,
which marks quite a departure (rom That
Hamilton IWoman of several decacdes ago,
played by Vivien Leigh as a spoiled dar-
ling. Both may be equally far from the
truth about the commoner's daughter
who became the mistress of Admiral Lord
Nelson, hero of the Battle of Trafalgar
—yet Glenda’s portrait of a raunchy gut-
tersuipe creating havoc in and around the
admiral’s stately home is a showstopper.
Whether Nelson would have tolerated
her tantrums for five minutes is another
question. Given a literate script based on
Terence Ratrigan’s London stage success
A Bequest to the Nation, and given a
forceful perlormance by Peter Finch as
Nelson, the movie manages to be good
theater if not firstrate cinema. For rea-
sons never made clear, the opening ¢pi-
sodes look at  the scandalous affair
between Emma and his lordship through
the eves of young Dominic Guard (the
boy in The Go-Between, doing his thing
again) as Nelson’s nephew. who disap-
pears after a while. leaving the screen 1o
Finch, Jackson. Margarver Leighton, An-
thony Quayle. Michael Jayston and other
talented grownups. The battle scenes at
Tralalgar are so muddled they might
better have been omitted: they count for
little against the drawingroom Donny-
brook waged by Miss Jackson as a
lady fighting England’s king and Parlia-
ment with everything she's got to keep
her man ar home in bed where he
belongs. The Nelson Affair is English his-
tory served up as literary tripe—ecasy to
swallow when English actors pour on that
rich old-Lushioned Mavor.

-

The way 1two teenaged girls emerge

from the ladies’ room under the lusting
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You dont have to be an ancient Roman... to live like one.
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Start
Someone
on a pipe

today

(Why not yourself)

Honey-Caked Pipes

No breaking-in. Unique, real-
honey- caked bowls give you mild,
flavorful smoke from the first
pipeful. If you're not completely
satisfied, return pipe with

sales ship and we’ll refund your
purchase price. $2.50 to $6.95

KAYWOODIE:

Custom Crafted Pipes

Waorld's finest hand-
selected briar. Aged
and cured as only
Kaywoodie knows how.
Hand-shaped, hand-
worked to look as good
as they smoke. Drink-
less fitment condenses
moisture, traps tars.
$6.95 to $100.

" New Relief
Grain Customn
Cut $9.95

For free folders and pipe smoking tips write
5.M. Frank & Co., Inc., N.Y,, N.Y. 10022 Dept. P6

gaze of studs and soldiers at a Legion
dance is caught 1o perfection in Wedding
in White, a sensitive drama by writer-
director William Fruet. Made in Canada
with mostly native talent and placed in a
provincial Canadian town during World
War Two, Fruet’s minitragedy describes
how a sweet young cremure (played Haw-
lessly by Carol Kane, who has the face of
a wan Renaissance Madonna) is all but
destroyed by male vanity and machismo.
First taped by a 1 buddy who comes
home on leave with her brother, she is
branded a whore by her cllous dad
(Donald Pleasence). the kind of brute
whose code of honor—{orged during sery-
ice on the local bowling team—decrees
that a man in uniform can do no wrong
and that decent girls know enough to
keep their legs aossed. To save his own
pride when he learns that poor Jeannie is
pregnant, her [ather ultimately barters
her oft in a marriage of convenience to an
old drinking buddy several times her age.
Fine acting throughout, plus beautifully
recorded details of life in the lower work-
ing class. makes Wedding in White touch-
ing as well as true.
5

When a Hollywood star frequently ap-
peared topless and was told “You're oo
beautitul to be any good.” chances
were that the object of such attention
wits a sex symbol of the feminine gender.
Not nowadays. Not with pretty-boy Ryan
O'Neal, as The Thief Who Come to Dinner,
coaxing compliments from  Jacqueline
Bisset, as his accomplice in crime, and
from Jill Clayburgh, as his ex-wile, who
believes she’s been cheated ol a pood
thing. Playing a cat burglar, Ryan claims
to be the only honest man in a world of
thieves—presumably  because he  grabs
jewelry from wealthy snobs in Houston,
who deserve 1o be robbed blind. On that
questionable moral premise. producer-
director Bud Yorkin and scenarist Wal-
ter Hill construct a cardboard comedy
with high gloss but negligible mner
sparkle. Despite Thief's emphasis on
physical attraction, the real attention
getter of the picee turns out to be plain,
reliable Warren Oates as an insurance in-
vestigator who sticks to his dogged convic-
tion that beauty is only skin-deep. He
must have learned it at the movies.

-

Il Love Story could hit the jackpot
with @ tale of true devotion and untimely
death, then A Werm December may stnd a
highting chance. For his second outing as
a dircctor, Sidney Poitier seems o have
thumbed  through  a list of relevant
themes and found sickle-cell anemin—
the blood disease to which black people
are  uniquely  susceptible. Start with
that, and it's no wick to imagine a
widowed Boston docior (Poiticr) who
travels to London for a vacation with his

young daughter (Yvette Curtis, a charm-
ing tyke) and meets an enigmatic beau-
ty (introducing Jamaican-born Esther
Anderson) among the entourage of an
African  diplomat. The ambassador's
niece, as played by gorgeous Miss An-
derson, is brave, chic, witty, patriotic,
passionite—and doomed. “Let’s run a
sickle-cell prep. . .. It may not be fatal,”
suggests one of Poitier's medical col-
Ieagues. But somchow you know that all
these two beautiful people can do is
mike every minute of the time remaining
count. An wlyllic weekend in the country.
Bittersweet music. A night of love—the
discreet and civilized kind that hardly
takes the press out of Sidney's pajamas.
And then farewell. Strangely enough,
most ol it works on the soap-opera level
intended. If you have tears. prepare to
shed them. If you have doubts, cling to
the thought that Poitier is just keeping in
practice for better films to come.
-

Producer Ross Hunter's immensely
silly musical remake of Lost Horizon is
faithful 1o a fault in following the origi-
nal movie version of the James Hilton
potboiler. made in 1957 by Frank Capra,
starring Ronald Colman as the writer
finding  his  Shangri-La. Peter  Finch
(again) plays the hero very well, indeed,
but director Charles Jarrott is no Capra.
and the text seems little changed except
for the addition of song cues. And there's
the rub. The musical score by Burt Bacha-
rach and Hal David emulates Rodgers
and Hammerstein during their most sac-
charine period, replete with simple-mind-
ed pacans o love, family, virtue and
being true to onesell. The air of simple
goodness pets preuy thick for Liv Ull-
mann, Michael York., Sally Kellerman,
George Kennedy, Olivia Hussey (of Ro-
meo and Juliet), John Gielgud (likable
but laughable as Chang, aide 1o Charles
Boyer's High Lama) and Bobby Vin,
Recruited from Broadway's No, No, Na-
nette, Van teaches the kiddies of Shangri-
La everything they ever wanted o know
ihout tap dancing. There’s also a dancing
chorus, picking up the bear of something
that might as well be called Shangrirock.
The one person who appears to under-
stand the nature of the enterprise is
loose, legay Miss Kellerman, who sings
and dances with casual aplomb and ob-
viously knows that the new Lost Hovizon
is merely a high-camp compendium of all
the Hollywood clichés ever visited upon
an unsuspecting public, with or without
the music,

-

The wordiness and deliberate pace of
Ludwig make this opulent biography a
test of loyalty Tor admirers of ltalian di-
rector Luchino Visconti (Rocco and His
Brothers and The Damned). Helmut
Berger plays the handsome homosexual
monarch, who drowned mysteriously in
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Minolta helps you
visit a private kingdom.

Become part of a special world with a camera that doesn't hold you
back, a camera that lets you concentrate on your subject.

You're comfortable with a Minolta SR-T from the moment you pick it
up. This is the 35mm refiex camera that lets you concentrate on mood and
insight. The viewfinder gives you all the information needed for correct ex-
posure and focusing. Because you never have to look away from the finder
to adjust a Minoita SR-T, you're ready to catch the one photograph that
could never be taken again.

And when subjects call for a different perspective, Minolta SR-T cam-
eras.accept a complete system of interchangeable lenses, from “fisheye"
wide angle to super-telephoto.

A Minolta SR-T camera could be your passport to another world.

For more information, see your photo dealer or write Minolta Corpora-
tion, 200 Park Avenue South, New York, N.Y. 10003. In Canada: Anglo-

prtoltd-PQ- " Minolta SR-T 101/Minolta SR-T 102

3 .. - i p | j .
. - minolta =3 (£ ( :ﬁlnoﬂa . L1§

When identified by a factory-sealed
Corp. against defects in b hip

“M" tag, Minolta 35mm reflex cameras are warranted by Minolta
£ %

nd Is for two years from date of purchase. excluding
user-inflicted damage. The camera will be serviced at no charge provided it is returned within the war.
ranty period, posipaid, securely packaged, including $2.00 for mailing, handling and insurance.

I886 at the age of 40 and is known as
the “mad king of Bavaria,” builder of sev-
eral fairy-tale castles tha lelt his treasury
virtwally bankrupt but have long since
paid off their costs as tourist attractions,
Like most Visconti films, Ludwig is a
treac for the eyes—an exquisite reproduc-
tion of a time, place and mode of life
among Europe’s decadent crowned heads,
Filming on many locations in Bavaria
adds verisimilitude, though the movie as
a whole looks as il it had been edited
under emergency conditions. At times, in
fact. it becomes difhcult 1o follow Lud-
wig’s thorny path from his coronation at
19 through his sponsorship of the career
ol composer Richard Waguer (played by
Trevor Howard, of all people) to the lat-
ter days of his reign, when he was locked
away as a mental incompetent after in-
disereet flings with actors, soldiers and
stableboys. Romy Schueider as Ludwig's
riend Elizabeth I of Austria, Silvana
Mangano as the mistress and wife of Wag-
ner amd lovely newcomer Sonia Petrova
as the Russian princess Ludwig nearly
marrics add their feminine touch to the
most expensive homosexual spectacular
ever hilmed. Though a magnetic actor,
young Berger still lacks the depth and va-
ricty to carry the dramatic weight his role
requires. Here he appears w be just one
ol the gaudier objects on display in a red-
plush  charade that Visconti has put
together as if for his private amuse-
ment. without any  particular  insight
into Ludwig’s passioniate urge toward
self-destruction.
-

Viewers of a certain age are apt o
become slightly depressed when they see
television comedy of the carly Fifuies
joining those periodic revivals of Chap-
lin and Keaton classics,. Any such lapse
should be quickly dispelied by the gen-
cral mirth of Ten from Your Show of Shows,
a compilation ol highlights from the
memorable weeklv TV sevies in which Sid
Cacsar, Imogene Coca, Carl Reiner and
Howard Morris created a stock company
ol superlative downs. Caesar, in particu-
lar. showed the brand of mimic genius
that would undoubtedly have placed him
among the immortals if he been
around during the so-called golden era of
stlent movies. On the insatiable tube,
where overexposure may reduce a per-
former in his prime to a season or two of
success, Cacsar's talemts were recklessly
squandered-—and even a stable of writers
boasting such potentially big names as
Neil Simon and Mel Brooks Lailed to
provide him with a consistent flow ol
carelully wrought comedy sketches. The
haste-makes-waste hack work of a TV
series bent on being wpicl is often visi-
ble in Ten from Your Show of Shows, yeu

had

it can’t spoil anyone’s enjoviment ol Cae-
sar as an innocent jerk caught between
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he M’s Lb Wach

Is your wristwatch a time chauvinist? Does it demand
too much of your time for the time it gives®> With
the boredom of winding it every day? And the
drudgery of turning the hands through 24 hours, just
to reset the date? (Maybe it doesn't even tell you the
date. Or the day) § Well, Bulova has a watch that will
give you freedom, now A self-winding date and day
watch. With an instant change feature that lets you
adjust end-of-month dates with a pull and push of the
stem. §It's water and shock resistant (to help free
you from worrying about its health).And 1t hasa time-
tested Bulova movement (to help free you fromworry-
ing about its reliability). 4 The Instant Change Date
and Day Automatic. In styles ranging from radical to
conservative. At all fine jewelry and department stores.

BULOVA. These days the right time 1snt enough.

From left to right: #12620—17 jewels. $70. #11002—23 jewels. $65. #11633—17 jewels. §75. #12006—23 jewels. $90.
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Here’s all you need to know
about sherry and port.

Harveys Tico. A light, very dry cocktall sherry.
Harveys Amontillado. A medium-dry, full-bodied aperitif sherry.
Harveys Shooting Sherry. A rich, all-occasion sherry. Slightly
sweeter than Amontillado.
eys Gold Cap Port. A rich and fruity atter-dinner delight.

farvey & Sons, Ltd. Wine Merchants since 1796.

Canoe Royale. 7 '
New extra-rich -
cologne.

Sull great
the morning

after.

3 X

$8.50 |

at men's
fragrance
bars.

36 all

a bauling couple (Coca and Reiner) at
his Iriendly neighborhood theater, as a
German space scientist making it big in
America, as a GI named Montgomery
Bugle in From Heve to Obscurity or as a
reluctant target on that heart-warming
old TV chestnur This Is Your Life.
There’s more, much  more—including
all the principal plavers in a riotous
Swiss-clock  routine  direaly  borrowed
from Chaplin. Though scareely equal o
the big screen’s unchallenged  classics,
the best ol Show of Shows ofters more
Laughs per minute than any funny busi-
ness topping today’s popularity polls in
any medinm.

MuUsIC

What's it like being presidenr of Co-
lumbia Records and getting hooted at by
6000 people? Ask Clive Diwvis, who em-
ceed a sold-our midnight concert uded
Keyboard Colossus in Ruadio Ciiy Music
Hall on March second. Although Wilier
Carlos, of Swiched-on Bach and Moog
Lame, couldn’t make it, orginist E. Power
Biges. harpsichordist Anthony Newman
and [Iriends. and the en-piane Monster
Concerl group could, and did, and were
well received. A man ol many parts, presi-
dent Davis is known lor his Lt conrracts
to pop performers and his vevitalization
ol Columbia's classtcal division. Unlortu-
nately, he felt impelled 1o cow ahbout
“cultral envichment”™ and “the very spe-
aal purpose” of the concert, “to bring
classical music 1o the masses.”

When Biges appeared. it was not to
condescend 1o the audience but 10 play
for it. A spirited and occasionally sloppy
ol Bach's  Toccatla  and
Fugue in 1D Minor accompanied Joshua

perfornunce

White's lighting eficas, the spectacle of
clowds ol smoke jetting up Irom the stage
and the sound of grear sucking Lins 1o
whisk it away. Radio City's stage machin-
ery 15 incredible. The hall s also @ monu-
ment to artdeco craziness. Looking up
fhrom the orchesira seas ar the hall's
anved and flured vastiess, you imagine
vou're innside the gold nose cone of a giant
Thirties spiceship. It could be the great-
est rock room in the world.

Biggs. who has plaved on many of the
world's great orgins, was dearly unhappy
with the Music Hall's “mighty Wurlinz-
er” But Later on in the program he dug
into more rhicrorically congenial material,
with some patriotic put-ons: 4 commem-
orvation ol The Battle of Trenton, pro-
grammatic and lanny, and Charles Ives's
witty argations on “Amevica.”

The best music of the evening was pro-
vided by Newnman and  his dazzling
chamber ensemble. They tore into Bach's
Fifth Brandenburg Concerto with typical
Newman gusto and tempo; the perform-
ance, beginning a shade sifily, grew in



. JaguarV-12.
~ New breed of power.

Smooth, silken power.

That is the inherent nature of the
Jaguar V-12.

Itis a powerplant sologically designed,
so perfectly balanced that it sets new stand-
ards in engine performance.

The twelve pistons exert such a con-
stantly even force on the crankshaft that the
result approaches turbine-like smoothness.

For example, while O to 60 in 6.8 sec-
onds is impressive, it's not nearly as im-
pressive as the feeling of smoothness and
steadiness with which that performance is
achieved.

Impressive also, is the available reser-
voir of torque. In any gear, at virtually any
driving speed, our V-12 gives you instant
power to pass, to avoid, to leave congestion
in the rear-view mirror.

In fact, at 10 mph in rop gear you can
skim up the scale to cruising speed without
so much as a shudder.

This performance comes directly from
our basic design. Instead of a temperamental
racing engine, we developed an engine that
thrives in yvour driving world—docile at the
stop light, polite in traffic, yet incredibly
able outside the 30-mile limit.

So, in addition to its smoothness and
5.3 litres of power, our V-12 has—

Single overhead cams for simplicity.
Aluminum-alloy block, heads and sump for
lightness. Flat-faced heads for excellent
torque in the lower- and middle-range
speeds. And instead of a conventional igni-
tion system, we have a transistorized one
that obviates the need for points.

This new breed of power is set into
the classic breed of cat—the Jaguar E-type
2 + 2 and convertible.

It’s a suitable setting, indeed. Power-
assisted all-around disc brakes. Power-as-
sisted rack and pinion steering. Independent
rear suspension. “Anti-dive” front suspen-

sion. Four-speed synchromesh manual trans-
mission (a through-the-gears automatic is
optional).

Plus all the luxury, comfort and in-
strumentation that you would expect in a
Jaguar cockpit.

So before you judge the power of any
other sports car, get a taste of the new breed:
Jaguar V-12. At your Jaguar dealer.

For his name and for information
about overseas delivery, call (800) 447-
4700. In Illinois, call (800) 322-4400. Calls
are toll free.

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

Jaguar

BRITISH |
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Brylcreem tells you how to

Shorter hair in summer. Longer hair in winter. Think about it for a minute. You
change clothes with the seasons. Why don't you change your hair style too?

SUMMER HAIR
Face it: long hair looks terrible in the summer. The sun dries it out. The sand sticks
init. The surf pollutes it. Then you shampoo it almost daily. And you wonder why your
hair looks like straw.

Shorter hair makes more sense for summer. But don’t worry, we're not suggesting
crew-cuts. Today, shorter hair is something else. Get your hair cut about 1-1/2" long—
all over your head. This means it covers the tops of your ears and the collar of your
shirt. You comb it forward, or part it on the side, in the middle —even toss it around
with your fingers. (How's that for convenience?)

Now that your hair's a reasonable length for summer, how do you keep it looking
reasonable? Use a little Brylcreem Hairdressing after each shampoo. It will help put
back the moisture the sun, the sand, the surf and the shampoo take out.

Conditioned with Brylcreem, your hair will be manageable and healthy-looking.
And great looking hair can do great things for anyone's summer.

WINTER HAIR
Why should you wear your hair longer in winter? Well, for starters, when you wear
more clothes you should have more hair. Nothing looks stranger than a lot of clothes
and a little hair.

And where do you spend most of winter? Indoors. So you'e in greater control of
your hair. And how it looks. You're not messing with the elements as much, so they're
not messing with your hair as much.



change with the seasons.

Even longer hair looks different today. It's layered now. For more fullness. And for
much more style.

But now that it's winter, you've got two new problems. Constant temperature changes
(from cold outside to drying steam heat inside) wreak havoc on your hair and scalp.
They need help. And since your hair is longer, you've got to style it. You need help.

So there’s Brylcreem Soft Hair with Protein. The hairspray that styles and conditions
all in one. It's simple enough to use. Spray it on like an ordinary spray. Then massage
it in like a conditioner. The protein coats each hair shaft. Which makes your hair
healthier looking and gives it more body. ‘

If you don't like sprays, try Brylcreem's
new Dry Style. It's like hairspray in a
bottle. Massage Dry Style into your hair
and comb into place. It gives you control
and a very natural look.

Brylcreem thinks that if your hair looks
the same all year long, youTe not using
your head. So, keep your hair at the
length that's best for the way youlive.

And let us help you do
it. Because no matter
how you keep your hair,
you'll find a product in
The Brylcreem Group
that will help you.

group.

WeVve come a long way
since*“a little dab will do ya” 39
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Cool. slimulating. And “White on the Rocks™ ien't alll
Your Fortune deaier has a wide selection of footwear
for the man of good taste. (Most styles $14 to $22)

Douglas Shoe Company = Nashwille, Tena A o of Gl

SHOES

D-5

e = ——— e S S |

Enclosed 1s $500 for BD-5 Information Kit
and 3-View drawings.

BUILD THE SENSATIONAL

Complete with Engine |

526000 |
BEDE AIRCRAFT, INC.

DEPT. PB / NEWTON MUNICIPAL AIRPORT

I Name

I Address

State__ Zip

| Gty . ..

NEWTON, KANSAS 67114, U.S.A. PHONE: (318) 283-8870

case  amd
loved it

competence, and the crowd
Besides the leader's dexterous
work at the harpsichord, subtly amplified
tor balance, Miss Ani Kavafian as solo vio-
linist acquitted herself especially  well.
Columbia says that Newman plans to do
much recording in the near [uture, in-
cluding in his nexe album or two “some
rock.” That, rom a musician of his capa-
bilities, ought 1o be worth hearing.

When Eugene List and his ten Stein-
ways appeared 1o present an artfully
staged but musically thin program, it was
a letdown. From Scott Joplin's Maple
Leaf Rag through Rossini's William Tell
Ouverture, the visual spectacle of 20 hands
banging away couldn’t make up for the
lack of style, nuance and wogetherness in
the music. These same flaws character-
1zed the inale. in which everyone—Biges,
Newman and the “Monsters”’—took part.
There was another ambiguous gesture
to the llag: Sousa's Stars and Stripes
Forever emploved moving  stage plat-
forms, Hashing lights, stars, flags. mir-
rors: E*X*TH*RYAYVIARGHAYN*Z* AL
It was followed by Bach's Jesu, Joy of
Man’s Desiving as an encore.

On balance, then, the mixing of Bach
and a lot of lightweight program music
didn’t really come off. What did was
a kind ol 1Mh Century musical exhibi
tionism and a welcome antidote to the
stufhiness of most classical concerts. No
nutier what Clive Davis had o say,
we suspect his motives in producing the
alfair were purely pawuiotic. Instead of
kevboard Colossus, it should have been
called Columbia’s New Gem ol Promo-
uon. Anyway, it was tun.

RECORDINGS

The Mahavishnu Orchestra invariably
knocks people owr or gives them colonic
spasms. For those in the laver category.
homeopathic treatment is the only one
indicated, so start Birds of Fire {Colum-
bia) on the second side and open your
cars o Billy Coblhiam's masterful drum-
ming and Rick Laird’s bass in a jazzish
One Word. which proceeds 10 display
John McLaughlin and  Jerry Goodman
rading guitar and violin  figures with
great skill. The mood deepens with Sanc-
tuary, lightens tor Open Country [oy
and  resolves  (naturally enough)  with
Resolution. Now, if you can get out ol
your chair, flip the disc over lor the uile
picce, an ambitious demonsiration  of
chaos and order. with Jerry's violin and
Jan Hammer's Moog rifhng and rum-
bling in unison behind  McLaoghlin's
excursions. Mides Beyond  evokes
later-day Miles Davis spirit almost bet-

the

ter thane Miles himsell does and feagmures
superh McLaughlin€ soodman ducting, as

does Celestial Terrestrial Commulers,
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When the gang gets together,
it's nice to know we're loved.

Canada Dry has the country's most popularmixers. become one tall, cool, wet, delicious drink.

And Bacardi rum is the country’'s most popular So get us together. Bacardi light rum and Canada
rum. (In fact, Bacardi is 5 among 16,000 brands of  Dry tonic or collins; Bacardi dark rum and Canada Dry
distilled spirits.) soda or ginger ale.

Now that's good for our ego. But more importantly, You'll be glad we told you how much we're loved.

it's alsoapretty good indication of whatyour friendslike.

And they like us together. Because together, we CANADA DRY®Wlth BACARDI, rum.
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Forget the gimmicks and gadgets.

The Rollei SL35 lets you
concentrate on the shot.

Rollei design and ingenuity have eliminated the burdensome features
while retaining all the essentials: the focal plane shutter with its broad
range of speeds, the bayonet mount for instant lens interchangeability,
through-the-lens light measurement for accurate exposures, and the
built-in X and FP synch for electronic and conventional flash.

You get the advantages of an SLR system camera: rapid, eye-level,
exact focusing and composing in the brilliant viewfinder, a broad range
of lenses and Rollei accessories for specialized photographic needs.
For more information, write Rollei of America, Inc., Dept. B-6, 100 Lehigh

Drive, Fairfield, N.J. 07006.

QRollei

THE WORLD FAMOUS ROLLEIFLEX IS OUR STANDARD

CT-4141 with Dolby.
Whether you’re taping for kicks
or for keeps.

If it can ba done on tapa, Pioneer’s
CT-4141 cassette deck has mora
features to do it better: On/Off Dolby
. . » automatic tape-and shutoff . . ,
memory rewind . . . tape bias selector
.. . pause control . . . peak & tapa
running indicator lights . . . sliding

lavel controls . . . over-leval limiter. . .

speed-up skip button . . . piano-key

West: 13300 S. Estrelia, Los Angeles 90248 ; Midwest: 1500 Greenleaf, Elk Grove Village, MII. 60007 , Canada: 5. H. Parker Co., Ont

controls . . . dual level metars. . .
digital tape counter. Only $269.95 at
Pioneer dealers everywhere.

U.S. Pioneer Electronics Corp.,
178 Commerce Rd., Caristadt,
New Jarsey 07072

MPIONEER®

when you want something better

whose rapid runs go off like solar Mares.
The beawtiful Thousand Island Park.
with piano and acoustic suitar leading. is
the album's contemplative peak. Because
s complex music is quite beyond cate-
gorizing. Malavishnu takes some getting
wsed to. Purge vourself ol preconceptions
and dvink i vour tonic.
.

Time stands still (well, almost) for On
Stage with Benny Goodman and His Sextet
(London), a wwin LP recorded “live” in
Copenhagen. There are probably 15 vears
herween the single “comtemporary” tune,
Too Close for Comfort, and any ol the
other 23 vintage melodies. Among the
members  of SeXter:
gurtarist Bucky Pizzarelli (who is wasted)
and tenor man Zoot Sims (who is not).
Benny's tone. amazingly. is still clarion,
and it's a wreat to hear his darinet within
the sextet context once again.

Goodman’s  latest

“You scratch my back and I'll . . . go 10
Mexico with you.™ So, we presume, said
Rita Coolidge to Kris Kristolferson. and
off they went with Bob Dylan 1o make
Billy the Kid Tor Sam Peckinpah. Belore
that.  Rira Kris's
album and hLe ll_'(.ipl'ut.'m-ll on The Lady’s
Not for Sale (ARNI), a nice picce ol work
all around. with an allsaar cast backing

ippeared  on recent

the lady in mostly low-key country bal-
lads of loving, losing and winning, We
wounld single out Fever, which is as good
as Peuoy Lee's version, Spooner Oldham’s
A Woman Left Lonely, and Inside of Me,
the best on the album. which builds 1o a
rousing hnish. Though Rita seems 1o be
moving in pop’s upper strata. this disc
never lets vou forget her Southern, down-
home Gospel beginnings.
-

With a nod 1o the movie Luuasies of
Frangois Truflaut, Elton John comes on
strong i his hest yer. Don't Shoot Me I'm
Only the Piano Player (MUA). Excepr lor
Daniel the fine opening cut. cach tune
shows Elton casually adopting one pop
pose afier another. oling out, sati-
rizing o cateving to the lanasies of his
musical audience. He's aliernately the
high-spivited  Filvies cornball (Crocodl.
Rock). a bov Gorying the worch for his
weacher (Teacher I Need You). weenage
idol manqgué. red-neck. and so on. Its
a delightful scries ol musical portrairs.
in no small measure owing 10 Bernie
Taupin’s hyrics, which have lost their
pretentousness and gained in expressive
power. The band backs superbly. while
Elton’s singing and plaving have never
been bener.

.

Alter all the brouhaha over tast Tango
in Paris has died down. audiences are
going to discover that it has a splendid
musical score. It should have—ithat sky-
rocketing  jazeman Gato . Barbiert was



| 6i4F;Fdiera sports car
or $10,000 from Camel Filters!

Who but the “Not-For-Everybody” cigarette would
offer a Sweepstakes prize like this Pantera—the offi-
cial pace car of the Camel GT Challenge road race
series. 2005 other great prizes, too!
z The Grand Prize is a
Pantera or $10,000
cash. This ultra-

5 high-performance

The Grand Prize sports caris equipped
with 351-cubic inch V-8 engine, 4-wheel power disc
brakes, 5-speed transmission, magnesium wheels,

air conditioning, bucket seats, rack and pinion steer-

ing. The 5 First Prizes are Capri 2600 / ¥

Series sedans—imported for == =

Lincoln-Mercury. The “Sexy Fls

European,” with air condi- s

tioning, bucket seats, power, - 5

brakes and radio. The 2000 D First Prizes
Second Prizes are sporty racing lighters—
by Zippo, world’s most dependable lighter.

{| With official Camel GT. Challenge racing

emblem (model 200—brushed chrome).

~ They'ren

©1973 R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, N. C.

mail to: Camel Filter Pantera Sweepstakes, P.O. Box 8254, St. Paul, Minnesota 55182

‘ to: CAMEL Filter Winners, P,O. Box B253,

OFFICIAL RULES: 1, On an official entry blank or a 3" by 5" piece
of paper, hand print or tygg your name, address and zip code. 2. With
each entry, send 2 empty CAMEL Filter packages or the.words, “CAMEL
Filter Cigarettes” printed in block letters on a 3" by 5" piece of paper.
Enter as often as you wish, but each entry must be mailed in a separate ~
envelope. Mail to: CAMEL Filter Pantera Sweepstakes, P. O. Box 8254,
St. Paul, Minnesota 55182. Entries must be postmarked by Sept. 3, 1973
and received by Sept. 10, 1973. 3. Winners will be determined in random
drawings conducted by Spotts International, an independent judging or-
ganization whose decisions are final. 4. The Grand Prize is a 1973 Pantera,
equipped with a 351-cubic inch V-8B engine, 4-wheel power disc brakes,
5-speed transmission, rack and pinion steering, magnesium wheels, and
air conditioning (any standard color available in dealer stock), or an
alternate prize of $10,000. Five first prizes are 1973 Capri 2600 V-6 sedans
imported for Lincoln-Mercury, with V-6 engine, air conditioning, auto-
matic transmission, power brakes, AM push-button radio, bucket seats,
and a blue exterior. Two thousand (2,000) second prizes are Zippo lighters
{model 200=brushed chrome). 5. Prizes are non-transferable and non-
redeemable for cash. No substitutes for prizes as offered. Only one prize
to a family. The odds of winning will be determined by the number of en-
tries received. All 2,006 prizes will be awarded. 6. Local state and federal
taxes, if any, are the responsibility of the winners. 7. Open to resi-
dents of the Continental United States and Hawaii only. Entrants |
must be 21 years of age or older. Employees and their families of
R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co., its subsidiaries and affiliated
companies, its advertising agencies, and Spotts International
are not eligible. Void in Idaho, Missouri, Washington, Florida,
Georgia, and wherever else prohibited or restricted by law. All
federal, state, and local laws and regula- :

tions apply. To obtain a list of winners, v
send a stamped, self-addressed envelope

St. Paul, Minnesota 55182, Winners lists will
be mailed before November 9, 1973.

Camel Filters. |
ot foreverybody |

. (but they could be for you).

' -

S G 4 Famous Cams! Quality!

20 mg. “tar”* 14 mg. nicotine 2v. per ci

CAMEL FILTER Pantera Sweepslakes Entry Blank L

Please enter me in the Camel Filter Pantera Sweepstakes. Enclosed are two empty Camel Filter packages or the words “CAMEL FILTER
CIGARETTES" printed in block letters on a 3” by 5” piece of paper. | cerlify that | am 21 years of age or older. No Purchase Required.

mr,
mrs. -
5 2 miss
Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. actaoe sk
city stale Zip |REQUIRED)

garete, FIC Repon AUG.72. >
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Guardian Angel
for your travel funds
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COOKS

Travel Cheques

If you're planning a trip, take along
COOKS Travel Cheques, the guardian
angel of travel funds since 1874.

Cooks Cheques are spendable like
cash. They're readily accepted
because they bear the name and
prestige of Cooks—the world's largest
travel organization.

If your Cooks Cheques are lost or
stolen, "Guardian Angel’’ Cooks
makes a prompt refund.
In denominations of $10, $20, $50,
$100 and $250, issuance charge
$1 per 100. Buy them at banks, savings
banks, savings & loans, Cooks offices,
and authorized travel agents.

Ask for COOKS Travel Cheques.

Issued by the
world's largest Travel Organization

the score
{rimmers

Improve your game with either of
Playboy's great putters. Choose
the original mallet head or the
new, left - and - right-handed blade-
style longhorn. Both boast non-
slip custom grip, steel shaft, Rab-
bit-crested solid-brass head and
black leather club cover.

Mallet head, $25; Blade-style, $22.
Use order No. MY0701

Please add $1.00 per item for handling.

Shall we send a gift card in your name?
Please send check or money order 1o
Playboy Products, The Playboy Building,
919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, II. 60611,

=

\_Playhoy Club credit keyholders may charge. )

responsible for it and the sound track is
supplied by Barbieri and his sidemen
(who, unlortunately. remain liner un-
noted). Barbicri's tough-edged sax is of-
ten in the fore. leading the rest of the
musicians through a series ol tone poems
that stand by themselves. It's a United
Artists album and well worth the price
ol admission.
-

We've been hearing a spate ol Glenn
Gould's recordings lately, but none as in-
teresting s Glenn Gould's First Recordings of
Grieg ond Bizet (Columbia). his most arch
and  facetious gesture 1o the  concert
world since the piano recording of Bee-
thoven's Fifth. That set included a
conversation disc called Concert Drop-
out: and similarly here. My G, provides
liner notes that are, frst, a quirky and
brilliant history ol chromaticism (which
will appeal only 1o the musicologically
hip) and. second. A Confidential Cau-
tion to Critics, wherein he offers ready-
made  blurbs, pro amd con. for the
perlormances and advises caution in our
judgment, since Edvard Grieg turns out
to have been a remote Gould ancestor.
More 1o the point: The Grieg E Minor
Sonata, varely heard. is a moody piece of
19t Century twrbulence: the two Bizet
works, not even in the Sclavann Catalog,
are fascinating, particularly the Vara-
tions Chromatiques. which Gould per-
lorms with clarity and vigor. Not bad
lor a man who, as he wells us, never
attends recitals.

-

Lest pravsoy  be  accused ol sell
serving promotion, we will hasten to say
that Sharon Cash has her Lalis. But she
also may become the most exciting soul
singer since Arctha. as her Plavboy Rec-
ords debut, Shoron Cash, demonstrates.
The young lady doesn't always pick the
best tunes lor her showboating style and
her range of pitch and dynamics some-
times limits her. However. she s excel-
lent backings and arrangements. and in
the best wanes her voice virnally jumps
out at you, as in Chains on Your Soul.
Very few besides Avetha can shilt gears
during a song so well. And very few
besides Aretha will move you the way
Sharon does.

5

The Iriends of Chicago troubadour Bill
Quateman have been conlidemtly waiting
lor the national exposure that will make
their man a supersiar. Well, 8ill Quatemon
(Columbia), a well-ctched sampling of
Quaeman’s voice and songs (he accom
panies himsell on piano and  guitar).
probably won't put him over the top—
though it will carry him part of the way.
My Music gets things started with a nice
uptempo groove and good vocal work;
Keep Dreanming is a vock ballad that
achieves a lvrical angularity: Only the
Bears Ave the Same lollows barogue

principles. happily applied. Elsewhere,
however, the material seems a bit rhetor-
ical and the chamber-music patina gers
a bit thick at times. Which makes us
wonder why Quateman’s first LP had o
be cut in London, anyway,

:

Sonny's back and Milestone’s got him.
Sonny Rollins' Next Album, which heralds
Rollins” return o the musical  wars,
cearly indicates that he has been stor
mg up his creative juices. Sonny never
presses. never seems at a loss lor ideas—
cool bur Tar from dispassionate. he deltly
cuts new paths through Poinciana (so-
prano sax) and Skylark (tenor). while
doing his own very personal thing with
Playin' in the Yard. The Everywhere Ca-
Iypso and Keep Hold of Yourself. The
small rhythm seaion behind him keeps
things cooking admirably. Welcome back,
Sonny: hope you'll stav awhale.

All right. we might as well admit it our
mind wrns o marshmallow when con-
hronted by a Noel Coward song. The
melodies are not terribly daring —nost of
them have a comlortable, oldshoe sound
to them—but the Iyrics . . - ah, those Iy
ics. The late Sir Noel was a magnilicent
Iyricist. Call him briule. inconsequential,
even precious. bur he had an uncanny
wiay with words. They can be sillv. sent
mental. hypersophisticated, but they wre
alwavs gloriously inventive and as abso-
lutely Coward as his signature. Two giant
helpings ol the Old Master will more than
make our point—RCAs two-LI' album
Cowardy Custard Irom London and Oh Cow-
ard! (Bell), another twin-LI* ariginal-cast
album. There are, ol course, the classics,
such as A Room with a View. Poo
Little Rich Girl, Mad About the Boy, I'll
Fellow My Secret Heavt, Ziegeuner, Mad
Dogs and Englishmen, Let's Do It e al,
but the real jov of the albums is 1o be
found in the less Limiliar songs. And they
are here in orgiastic abundance. 1l you
take any delight in words, you have a
fantastic time in store.

THEATER

The Changing Room, a major play by the
nejor English playwright David Storey,
comes (o Broadway through the inspira-
tion of New Haven's Long Wharl Thea-
ter with an astonishing  all-American
cast aned an American direcior, Michael
Rudman. Play and production  merge
into an experience not o be missed
and impossible 1o lorget. The Chang-
i Room s that rare work that resides
in the mind long alier one has leh
the theater. On the surface—a  very
bloody surface—this is a play about a
team ol semipro rughy players: it akes
place in a mens locker room. Some
might (wrongly) dismiss it as simply 2



If all your job pays is money
you should read this.

The Air Force offers you a good salary plus many other important benetits.
Like a 30-day paid vacation in your very first year. Try finding that in civilian life.

You also get expert medical and dental care.

There are money-saving buys at our commissaries and exchanges. And if
you want to continue your education while in the Air Force, we make it
possible. And specaking of good deals, you can travel free on Air Force
planes when available, and get low-cost flights on commercial lines. Sound
good? Well, try these benefits on for size, too...the Air Force gives you
clothing, food and housing. And the wide selection of jobs available is a
benefit that can be helpful for your entire life.
You select the job you want and if it's available, we guarantee
\ you'll have it before you sign up.
What type of work will you be happy
doing? Mechanical work? Medical?
Something to do with Electronics?
We have that and much more. We'll give
you the best training available. And pay
you as you learn. You'll wind up with a
rewarding skill...and with plenty of
experience in it. Civilian employers
3 like that!

Want more reasons to join? You can get them dll, plus
answers to any questions you might have by contacting your
local Air Force Recruiter. Or call 800-447-4700, toll free (in
Illinois call 800-322-4400) for the location of your nearest
Air Force Recruiting Office. Or just send in the coupon.

A job with the Air Force...it pays in more
ways than one.

] Q;;f:rce Opportunilies 1-P-63
I Randolph AFB, Texas 78148

| Please send me more information.l understand there is no obligation.
: Name__ e Sex{M)[J (FI[]

: Address_____ -

| City _____State

: Zip__ Phone

} Soc.Sec. #_ Date of Birth

I

Find yourself in the Air Force.
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- Belted Radial tires.




©Uniroyal, Inc.

& Roy:Actually,we scare
% as easy as anyone. But
E with Uniroyal’s traction
® and responsiveness,
the way they handle on
the track,the way
those steel belts hold
up under stress,we
figure the odds are in
our favor.
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Fashionable belting conceals
"Digita Bukl-Lok" (Pot. Pendy;
the only buckle-and-lock that
just on the combinalion youl

Ventura XL. ;
itlets you get away
with anything.

Whatever yau're up to. XL can rise to the occasian.

Rich-looking. Roomy Rugged. A lightweight thot's
as right far her os it is for you. In Marao, Choce,

Royale Blue. From $32.50 ta $180. At better stares.
For "Tips on Packing, write Venturo, Dept. XL-P, e

Long Island City, New Yark 11101.

What can you buy today
that will work"*as well,
as long as a Zippo?

*itwill work, always,

or we will fix it free!

Zippo Manufacturing Co. Bradford, Pa. 16701
In Canada: Zippo Mfg. Co. of Canada, Ltd.

ighter shown, $20.00
Others to $175.00

documenuary; actually, it is an evocation
ol life—and not just in a locker room, For
the period of the play (before the game, at
half time and alter victory), we know
these men, all 22 of them. Through
sensitively chosen details and with re-
markable insight, Storey reveals them to
us, so that we can sense their lives con-
tinuing offstage. When they complete
their shared activity and leave the ching-
ing room—Dbruised, shattered, tired or
euphoric—they vudge home to unfaith
ful wives, soar into town for a drink, o0
back to joyless pleasures and—in some
cases—to the barrenness of an unchange-
able existence. There is an absolute au-
thenticity, not just about David Jenkins’
locker-room set, the sporting jibes and
taunts, the camaraderie in the communal
bath (the onstage nudity is essentialj but
about the characters themselves, We [eel
the heartheat of these men and the pulse
ol their society. At the Morosco, 217 West
451h Sureet.
o

Tiwo for the Seesawe, William Gibsou's
intimate play about two totally dissimilar
lovers—the stifl Nebraska attorney and
the garrulous Gittel Mosca [rom  the
Bronx—has been opened up into a bie,
broad Broadway musical. Surprisingly,
it has managed to survive the metamor-
phosis. While retaining its romantic heart,
Seesaw captures the strains and stresses
of the urban beat—as in an emrly produc-
tion number, when a chorus of sexy
whores wies to turn the hero on to the
erotic delights of Eighth Avenue. The
music and lyrics by Cy Coleman and
Dorothy Fields. though not rock, have
a contemporary sound. Lanky Ken How-
ard’s Lindsavlike good looks add an
ironic note 1o his characterization ol 1the
WASP stranger in the city. Michele Lee is
pure Gittel, an earthy, impu[si\'(z urchin,
not to mention a magnetic musical per-
former. The two stars are supported by
a long swretch of elastic named Tommy
Tune, as a highstepping gay chorcos-
rapher. Like Irene (see page 49), Seesaw
has had pre-Broadway birth pains: but
unlike Irene, Seesaw has a firm creative
hand, Michael Bennetr. in charge of all
the disparate elements. As author, direc-
tor and choreographer, he has built a
Seesaw that succeeds in balancing a two-
chavacter  play and  a  mualicharacter

musical. At the Uris, 1655 Broadway.

A Little Night Music waltzes onto Broad-
way like a fresh zephyr. This is an airy,
captivating musical. one that can be
enjoyed even by people turned off by
musicals as they olten make them today—
high-powered and pile-driving. Were it
not for the seuwing. wrn-ol-the-century
Sweden (one of the many things bor-
rowed Dhom  Ingmar  Bergman's  deli
cately shaded comedy Smiles of a Summe
.\':'gh-f). one could be in Vienna. The




Mozartean ring to the title is intentional.
Stephen Sondheim’s buoyant score is
three-quarter time and his wphisli(;ucd
Iyrics are lull of daring rhyme inventions
and inversions. As a lyridst, Sondheim is
at least the equal ol Porer and Coward.
Although Hugh Wheeler's adaptation is
several cuts below Sondhein's music and
Bergman's scenanio, the book will serve
for a summer—ar winter—night, Tony-
winning Glynis Johns, as an acress, andd
Len Cariow, as her longtenured lawyer-
admirer. fmally capure love belore iy
too Late during A Weekend in the Coun-
try—one ol Sondheim’s most felicitous
Ihe two leads are choice actor-

singers, as are Lawence Guittard and
Patricia Elliote as @ conrasting couple.
Hermione Gingold saucily talks her way
through the role ol Miss Johns's mother,
and a new acness. Do Jamin-Bartlen,
stops the show as a sexy maid singing the
lusty The Millerv's Son. The production
aned direction e by Harold Prince. I'he
cvening is blisslul. At the Shubert, 225
Waest 41th Sureer.
.

I'hie producers ol frene—who include
Harry Righy. unearther ol the successiul
No. No, Nanette—have now exhumed a
1M musical. or at least the tide and
some ol the wimmings. The 1919 frene
must have been more lun than this hand
me-down. Five ol the 11 songs remain. in
cuding, most memorably, Alice Blue
Cown. 1he others e by a covey ol com-
posars and hyricists. including - Joseph
McCarthy and Hanry Tiernev, the show’s
oviginal songwriters. There have been at
least two directors. Jolm Gielgud (who
was dismissed) and Gower Champion. Al-
though Champion is lamed as a chore-
ographer. the choreography is by Peter
Gemmara. I appens that there were oo
many thumbs ar work. I his musical has
heen stapped ogether—expensivelv—tor
the Youwr Father's Mustache mostalgia
aowd.  with heer. bharrel  house  and
harbershop ballads. Remember Debbie
Reynolds: Here she is, making her long
unawaited  Broadway  debut—looking
twice as short and acting qust as peppy:
bt instead of Donold (' Connor, there
is o stifl ol an actor maomed Monte Mark-
T as her love interest. George S, Trving
as a sissy Paris condmier and Pasy Kelly
as Debbie’s pushy mother brighien the
unfonny book, which is a left-teanded
swipe o My Fan Lady. Can an lrsh
|1i:|nn tuner hrom Ninth Avenuce  Iool
snooty Long Islanders by pretending 1o
be a counmess brom Monacor Where Na-
nette had a lemale dhorus danang on
cnormous beach balls, Trene has a male
chorus (plus the star) danding on top ol
plaver pranos. It some quarters. this may
pass as innovation. but—hy Busby—it’s
merelv immitavion. Whaat i new s the the-
ater, the Minskofl. a1 One Astor Plaza.

In rugged brown >
Ox Hide leather or sand
suode. Both men's

ond women's sizes

of $23.95 at a greet
many fine stores.

e TREK is a really toﬁgh_'shoe with foot freedom that
is a joy to feel. Add the thick wedge soles and you
have a lot of very pleasant walking miles to put

under your exploring feet. £
_larks snoes

Miin Ave., Norwalk, Conn. 05851 Manwtactured Workd-Wide — Worn Everywhare

Call the toll free number for your nearest store. Dial 800-447-4700 (In-111.800-322-3400)
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We dare to match
shaves with a blade.

Any blade.

The idea of the Norelco VIP™ Tripleheader is to
give you a closer, more comfortable shave than any
blade ever made.

That's why ... we built the VIP, not with just
one blade, but with 18 self-sharpening rotary
blades. inside 3 super-thin floating heads that
hug every curve of your face.

That's why . . . we built the VIP with
adjustability—9 closeness-comfort settings
sothat you can now shave as close as you like.

In fact, the VIP can actually shave you
below skin level. Comfortably.

That's why . .. we huilt the VIP with a
special pop-up trimmer, so you can keep your
sideburns just the way you like them.

And that's why . . . the Norelco VIP
Tripleheader dares to match shaves with a
blade. Any blade.

Available in cord or rechargeable models,

The/Vore/co"‘VlP

We dare to match shaves with a blade.

(€ 1973 North American Philips Corporation, 100 East 42nd Street, New York, N.Y. 10017. Nerelco consumer products include
Men's and Women's Electric Shavers, Proe.Shave and Aft shave Lotions, Lighted Shaving Mirror, Sun & Heal Lamps, Heatedd Slyling Mod Comb, 750 Watt Styler ] Dryers, Hand-Held Hair Dryer,
Untangler, Travel iron, Drip Filter Coltee Makers, Hearing Aids, Tape Recorders, Cassettes, AKG Microphones, Headphones, Philips Turntables, and Hi-Ficelity Components
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B ciuse of a job wansler, my girl-
friend and T live in different states: we
see cach other only on holidays and spe-
cial trips. Every lme we meet, we go
through a ritwal period ol adjusument
that wastes precious time and olien causes
discord. She fill each
other in on the changes we have under-
gone. 1 would just as soon spend our
time on the simple joys of being rogether
and let the changes in our personalities
surlace gradually. but she sees this soul
unveiling as vitl to our relationship.
We do love each other. How
resolve our difficultiesz—E. A,
Nebraska.

Insecurity i the mother of confession.

insists  that  we

do we
Omaha,

Your ghlfriend is unsuve of the depth of
your relationship, 1hus she s concerned
with surface changes. Try lo reassure her,
but be warned that pomting oul symfr-
toms is no cure for insecuvity. Surround
the tensions of the present with yemem-
Iyance of things past and predictions of
things to come. In shorl, combine your
aclivities; physical inlimacy is a marvel-
ousway (o grin and bare il

Om- of my classmates has been in Eu-
rope for a semesier andd has writen sever-
al times about his Aladdinlike adventures
with a Eurailpass. 1 am leaving lor Spain
shortly and would like 1o pick one up.
Can you give me am details>—D. L.,
Cambridge. Massachusetts.

A Eurailpass is the Continenl’s gift lo
forcign tourists and must be purchased in
your native countiy from a travel agent
or a representatioe of the French Na-
tional Railvoad. The ticket entitles you to
wnlimited fivst-class travel on 13 nalional
railroads in Europe (Greal Byttain 15 ex-
cluded). A Euwvail pass costs S130 jor 21
days, Slal for a month. 8220 for livo
months and $250 for thyee months. A stu-
dent can get a special tivo month second-
class Enrail pass for $133.

wmc and whiskev scem 1o improve
with age, but unfortunately, the older
the cost. 1 am
to acquire a charred wooden
keg so that T can age my own whiskey.
Can | put a commercially boutled sour-
mash whiskey back into a keg and vesume
the aging process: Also, is it true that
il 1 place the keg somewhere where i
regular  movement {eg. on
the rocker of a rocking chair), the ag
ing process will be accelerated>—M. F.
At

thev  get more  thev

planning

FeCeIves

istin, Texas.

Age per se does not improve the qual-
ity o distilled spavits. Whiskey—hourhon,
blended, bottled

American Scotch—is

when it has veached its optimum qual-
iy in the wooden barrel. For exam-
ple, a bourbon thal is bottled afler six
years has reac hed ils prime al that time;
a bourbon that is bottled after eight
years is a (ype that can swrvive and im-
prove over the two additional years. To
vekeg  whiskey  for additional  aging
would not be Dhikely to improve the
whiskey and might cause i o deterio-
rate. Also, you will not accelerate aging
if you keep the keg in motion, Rocking-
chair whiskey s a myth. It seems that a
city sticker, drviving in the Tennessee
hills, stopped at o house where an old
man sal on the porch in a vocking chair,
sipping whiskey. The wisitor asked for a
drink of the whiskey. which was superb,
then asked what the secret was. The old
sarel he sure, but he had
been siting in the vocker all day, sip-
ping at the jug. and the longer he stayed

the better the whiskey gol.

i wasn'l

E-'l!'l}' this year, I began dating a girl
from my home town. She had been dat-
ing somcone lor about two yeanrs and she
told me that they had talked about their
involvement and decided that it was time
to get to know other people. He was not
very excited about the idea, and now that
1 have appeared on the scene, he 15 even
less enthusiastic. She is secing him hall
the time and me the other hall. T think
thit I could love her very much il only
she would give him up. Recently. she
assured e that she would lorgo a date
with him to visit New York
with me. At the last minue, she decided
not 1o go with cither of us. 1 would like
1o salvage our relationship, but I dou’t
know how. I am alraid that a conlronta-
tion would wreck my chanees, but the
inaction is killing me. What do 1 doz
L. D.. Springlield. Mussachusetts.

Nothing you do will give you better
than a 30-30 chance; it is her decision.
We suggest that you withdraw; distance
and dignity might incvease her desire for
vou: if not, the colov of the grass on the
other side of the hill makes great camou-
flage Jor all shades o] envy.

in Boston

Silm: I moved to Aspen, I've become
an avid backpacker. T am now in the
market for a lighoweight sleeping bag
for overnight camping. I've heard that a
down-hlled bag is the best buy [for
weight and warmth, but the variety of
feaures and sivles is conlusing. 1 like
the mummy-shaped bags that taper from
the shoulder, but 1 suspeet that the de-
sign would cramp my style when camp-
ing @ deux. Is ahere such a thing as a

“All my men weaf
English Leather:
Every one of them!

English Leathers .
Every one of them’

A PRODUCT OF MEM COMPANY, NORTHVALE, N.J. © 1971
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sleeping bag for two? What do you rec-
ommend?—]. M. R., Aspen, Colorado.

Goose down is the best insulation for
slee ping bags and cold-weather clothing;
i creates a dead-aty space that traps
body heat and it absorbs enough mois-
ture to prevent chilling when the body
perspires. Down also is quite durable;
when it is encased in high-quality vip-
stop nylon, it should last for years. Cau-
tton: Down has a tendency to shift and
produce cold spots; manufacturers solve
this problem by sewing the down into
compariments  and  baffled  channels.
Make surve that no seams go ihrough
both the inner and the outer nylon shells
—cold will penetvate such seams. The
best bags alternate stitching and include
a down-filled flap to prevent  dvafis
along the zipper. Sleeping bags come in
scveral shapes—rectangular, tapered and
munimy (although mummy also describes
the tnereasingly populay tapered bags).
There ave double bags, bul we don’t
recommend them. 1f you can, buy two
bags that zip together; these will groe you
more than enough room for nocturnal
activities and will allow your [riend io
pack hey share.

Ahcr two months of careful rescarch, I
found lour couples who seemed 10 be in-
terested in mate swapping. My parter
and I had agreed belorehand thar at
lcast three of the couples had o be mar-
ried, and 1t twrned out that we were the
only unwed couple in the group. The
weekend belore our first ofhcial gather-
ing, my best Iriend, his wile, my girl-
friecnd and I dined out. (We were all
charter members ol owr proposed swap
group.) The evening was warm and re-
laxed: so we deaded to start our activities
a week early ac my place. 1 retived 1o one
bedroom with my friend’s wile. To my
surprise, I found that I could not build
an clfective erection. no matter  what
techniques we employed. 1 did not have
time 1o find out if this was a serious
or lasting condition; one hour after we
started, my best friend kicked down the
bedroom door and began to strike his
wile violenly. T restrained him and when
he quicted down, we discussed the situa-
tion. He had not touched my girlfriend
and he claimed that he had entered the
mate-swapping scheme o tese his wile.
He also accused me ol having nothing 1o
lose, since I was not manrried. Is he righe?
I would like 1o avoid a repeat ol this
fiasco, and I wonder what I did wrong.—
AR, New Brunswick, New Jersey.
Eoerything. You and your friends ap-
pavently ave sexual conservatives who jeel
your erolic enconnters should  follow
“Robert’s Rules of Order.” Sex stops he-
ing fun when it becomes official. Your
friend was wrong when he satd you had
nothing to lose—you did, your [riendship

with him. We suspect that you were

somewhat concerned about losing your

girlfriend, or you would not have sought
the safety of married couples. Finally,
your [lemporary impotence and your
friend’s violence indicate that you have
strong subconscious objections lo mate
swapping. As Anstotle said, “The -
pulses of an incontinent man carry him
in the opposite  direction  from  that
toward which he was aiming.” You have
no business in the swap business.

I-i sterility inherited>—1. K., Newton,
Massachuserts.

Only when the child is the product of
immaculate conce ption.

Otlc of my favorite pipes—a Turk’s-
head  meerschaum—has gone sour. Is
there any way to sweeten it—G. W,
Sharon, Penusylvania.

You can’t just pay the piper; sweeten-
ing a soured meerschanwm is difficult,
Therve are those who use commereial
sweeleners and (hey are close kin o
those who burn houses to get vid of ro-
dents. A porous meerschaum is likely fo
absorb so much sweetener that it will be
useless for a long time. Clean the pipe
thoveughty, let it dry for a month, then
smoke it less—use it in sequence with
ather pipes and clean it after cach use.

Sr reo headphones provide my favorite
form of listening pleasure. However, [
am about to convert my system w quad-
raphonic sound and 1 wonder if 1 can
continue the headphone habit—R. P
Chicago, Ilinois.

Yes. Although purists proclaim that if
God had meant man to listen io quadra-
phonic sound, He would have given us
Jour cars, manufacturers of four-channel
equipment have remedied this omission
by making headphones that have two
speaker elements in each earprece. Con-
verts Lo quadraplionic systems report that
this arrangement delivers the unbroken
circle of sound that they seek.

ON assignment for a creative-writing
course, I am prepaving a ilm script of a
dope-dealing story that 1 heard several
years ago. It seems that two [reaks from
San Francisco decided to hitchhike across
country with a pound of crystal LSD. A
smalltown  policeman stopped them in
Kansas and searched their packs while
they leaned against the door ol the patrol
car. He found the LSD and. with the
smivk ol impending arrest, licked his
finger and tasted a generous sample of the
wliite powder. "Heroin!” The two freaks
looked ac each other with the beatific
certitude ol those who are about 1o wit-
ness divine rvetribution, and waited  for
the limb of the law 1o leave Consciousness
I on the lysergic launching pad. Sure

enough, on the way to the station, the
cop drove into a cornficld, jumped out ol
the car and started singing something
about a yellow-brick road. The story is,
ol course, far too good 1o be wrue. Yet
there are those who believe it Has it
been known to happen, and does LSD
taste like heroin>—W. F. B., Willow,
New York.

A spolesman for the Bureaw of Nar-
cotics says that the taste iest is pure Hol-
lywood, so feel free to leave the fantasy
in youy filin sevipl. Most law-enforcement
agenis carry portable testing Lils to ana
Iyze unknown substances, or they refer
the samples to county laboratories. Both
LSD and heroin are virtually tasteless,
but dealers used to cut herein with
quinine, which has a bitter 1aste. Experi.
enced street buyers could tell the quality
of the heroin they purchased by tasting
the velative bitterness of the sam Ple. Nowe-
adays, dealevs cnt hevoin with lactose,
which iy almost tasteless; the taste test
is obsolete.

M}' hushand and I were inspired by the
fears of fellatio that we saw in Deep
Throat. We watched in awe as Linda
Lovelace took into her mouth and throat
all of a penis that must have been nine
inches long. Although 1 try. T lhave
been unable to achieve her total grasp.
An arvicle in the April eLaveoy men-
tioned thar she shared certain skills with
proflessional  sword  swallowers. 1 was
under the impression that sword swal-
lowers used collapsible swords. What is
the scaretz—NMrs. R, C., Burlington.
Vermont.

A professional sword swallower, who
swallows veal swords, says: (1) Throw
your head back as far as il will go. This
opens up the throat and allows you to ac-
cept an clongated object without  gag
ging. (Lying on your back with your head
over the edge of a bed is the most comfort-
able way o maintain this position.) (2)
Hold your breath. (Impractical in this
context; we suggesl that you breathe
through your nose. Linda Lovelace says
that she breathes avound the penis on the
aulstrole.) (3) Practice with a blunt ob-
ject hefore you try a veal sword. (Linda
says it was three weeks before she be-
licved she could cat the whole thing ) A
collapsed sivord is the end, not the means,
of this particular trick.

Al yeasonable questions—from  fash
ion, [ood and dvink, steveo and spovis cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and cliguelle
—uwill be  personally answered if ihe
writer includes a stamped, self-addressed
envelope. Send all letters (o The Playboy
Aduvisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi-
gan Awve., Chicago. Hlinois 60611, The
most provocalive, pertinent queries wnill
be presented on these pages cach month.
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The Grapeshot. ey

(A drink to things past.)

Remember how you used to
race the neighbor kid home
from school—and you'd get
so thirsty you could drink the
whole Mississippi? Then
Mom would give you grape
juice that left you with a nice

purple moustache. ~ To make a Grapeshot pour
We thought about all J an ounce or so of Smirnoff

that when we created the in a glass with ice. Fill with

Grapeshot, a drink you might grape juice. Garnish with

try sometime when you're lemon and orange wedges.

feeling playful. If you haven't . =

felt that way in a while, a mim “‘H

purple moustache might help.  leaves you breathless®




THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

LAW AND DISORDER
Two items in the March Forum News-

front suggest that some advocates of law
and order are far from consistent about
it. William F. Buckley, Jr.. “out ol re-
speat for existing laws,” did not experi-
ment with pot until he had sailed his
yacht past the three-mile limit, but did he
buy his pot from a pusher who was also
owmside the three-mile limit? And in New
York, policcewomen are posing as prosti-
tutes and arresting anyone who proposi-
tions them on the charge of “patronizing
a prostitute.” But such a charge would be
[alse unless the policewomen were in [act
prostitutes. Do they moonlight as hookers
to make the charges legal?

James D. McCawley

Chicago, Hlinois

BLUE-RIBBON JURY
I was delighted to read a news story

about a jury in Laredo, Texas, that ac
quitted o man wried lor possession of
131 pounds of marijuana. The judge in
the case blew his top, welling the 1en men
and two women they would never serve
in his court again, clling it a “stupid,
illogical and ill-advised verdict” and de-
claring that such verdicts are “responsi-
ble, in my judgment, for the increasing
arime  rate  everywhere.” Perhaps  the
acquittal was due 1o lack of evidence, but
many Texans are sick of jailing people
for marijuana offenses.

H. E. Villers, Jr.

Oklawaha, Florida

NO HOME FOR HERETICS

The U.S., once a bastion ol civil liber-
ties, has taken on a sinister characier in
recent decades. I think particularly of the
cases ol Erxra Pound, Wilhielm Reich and
Timothy Leary. Pound, accused ol wea
son for broadcasting his opinions on Ital-
ian radio during World War Two, was
never ried an shut in an asy-
lum for 12 years—a procedure recently
lollowed by the Russians in dealing with
hererical poets and scientists.

Dr. Reich, whose theories sull  ex-
crt considerable influence on psychiauy
i Lurope and America, was banished
Irom Germany, Denmark and Sweden
in succession  for his sexuwal-revolution
ideology. The UL S, then dapped him into
jail and burned his books on the grounds
that one ol his therapies was Iraudulent
(matny physicians believe it isn't).

was

Now, in the Leary case, alter forcing
him imto exile, the Government pur-
sucs him hallway around the world and
drags him back to put him in a cage. The
excuse—that Dr. Leary was in possession
of half an ounce of an illegal herb—is not
believed by anybody. Even the judge at
Leary's last wrial  admited  thae s
speeches and writings were 1the reason
for refusing to grant bail. The Fact is that
Leary is 1o be caged because many want
to punish him for his ideas.

This country was once a home for here-
tics. o place to which people with unpopu-
Lar ideas could flee for refuge. I1 it can’t
continue  that  libercanian  wradition,
might it not be cvilized enough 1o let
heretics go elsewherer What, exactly, is to
be gained by jailing them? No way has
ever been found to jail their id The
U. 8., already disgraced by the Vietnam
war, will look even worse as the nation
that caged three proud, haughty, arro-
gant but very aeative visionaries who
may have been right somewhat more
olten than they were wrong.

Robert Anton Wilson
Fort Bragg. Calilornia

Wilson s the author of “Sex and
Drugs: A Journey Beyond FLimits”
(Playboy Press). For move on the Pound
case, see “The Writer as Polutical Crazy,”
by Alfred Kazin, on page 107.

s,

CRACKBRAINED CRACKDOWN

I have always felt that 1o be a U.S.
atzen is a special  privilege and  a
cause for pride. Conscquently, when the
time came, I volunteered for service in
my country's Army. I'm discovering that
putting on an olive-drab uniform means
lorfernting one’s vights of arizenship and
saying poodbye lor a couple of years to
“the land of the bree.” A least, that’s how
it scems in the U.S. Army in Furope,
where an atempt to curtail drug abuse
has made a mockery of constitutional jus-
tice and a watchword ol Cateh-22: *“They
have a right to do anything we can’t stop
them from doing.”

The crackdown on drugs is aimed not
just at drug users and pushers but also at
suspected users and pushers and those
who assoctate with them. And the word-
ing ol a directive handed down by
authorities indicates that an “associate™
cmr be someone who happens 1o live
in the same harracks with the suspect.
All—proven drug users and  pushers.
suspeced  drug users and pushers and
associates—are  lumped  imto a single

For Dads and Grads . . .

the !
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category and are subjected to severe disci-
plinary measures. These include having
the door to one’s room removed; loss of
driver’s license, civilian clothing and all
pass privileges; removal [rom one’s room
of everything except a wall locker and a
bed: thrice-weekly urine testing: and man-
datory attendance at counseling sessions
at a drug-and-alcohol assistance center. In
addition, “If you are married and live off
post. you will be required to move into
the barracks™ and submit 1o the alore-
mentioned nonsense; and one is forbid-
den to “accept, buy or take anything from
another person.” (I'm not sure what this
last directive means, but that's how ir
reads.) Even for nonsuspects. there are
weekly inspections of barracks and bodies
(they're looking for needle marks) and
notsosubtle attempts to turn everyone
into an informer. General Michael .
Davison, who is responsible for most of
this harassment, has said that he considers
drug abuse to be “the single greatest
threat™ to his command. I certainly won't
deny that drug abuse is a problem here
but this is not the way to deal with it
Stripping all rights from men who are
only suspects and turning others into in-
formers can only undermine the soldiers’
respect for what they are here to defend:
i.e, the rights and [reedoms guaranteed
o all Americans under the Constitution.
(Name withheld by request)
APO New York, New York

PLAYBOY AND THE MILITARY
I have read rravsov for the past few
years and note that it has become in-
creasingly antimilitary. In The Playboy
Forum, you publish letters from people
blaming the military services for every-
thing from the Vietnam war o unrest on
college campuses. The men and women
in the U. S. Armed Forces do not deserve
this abuse. The people who endure the
horrors of war and the loncliness of being
away from their homeland deserve better
than the scorn Playboy Forum leuwer
writers have been heaping upon them.
Sgt. George E. Brown
APO New York, New York
You may be intevested in the following
letter, which attacks us from the opposite
viewpoint but quoles our true position.

In the March Playboy Forum, the
editors justily pLAvBOV's acceptance of
Armed Forces recruiting ads with the
statement that “the Armed Forces remain
a legitimate part of American socicty,
with a legitimate right 1o recruit person-
nel dough advertising.” I do not agree
that the military is legitimate. You
acknowledge, “We deplore the war in
Vietnam, we oppose militaristic politics,
we criticize certain military  practices
and we look forward to the day when the
world’s swords are Dbeaten into plow-
shares.” If you admit that there’s that
much wrong with the military, why do

56 you help strengthen i? 1f you want to see

FORUM NEWSFRONT

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

COPS FLUSHED FROM TOILETS

SAN  FRANCISCO—The  California  su-
preme conrt yuled that police officers can
no longer hide in public rest rooms waich-
ing for illegal sexual activity. The court
decided unanimously that, in the absence
of a reasonable belicf that a cvime is
being committed, such spying is an illegal
exploratory search and violates the vight
of privacy. The court said, “When in-
nocent people arve subjected to illegal
scarches—ineluding when, as here, they
do not cven know their private parts and
bodily functions are being exposed to the
gaze of the law—1their vights are violated
even though such seavches turn u P no euvi-
dence of guilt.”

HARD TIMES FOR HARD CORE

WASHINGTON, . ¢.—The Nixon Admin-
istration has launched a new nationwide
campaign against sex mouvies, charging
film disiributors and theater owners with
interstate Iransportalion of obscene ma-
terials under the 100-year-old Comstock
Act. Federal grand juries in Memphis
and Washington, D.C., have returned
over two dozen indictments and many
more are expected from other parts of the
country, according to The Washington
Post. Prosccution appears lo be aimed
primarily at feature films such as “Decp
Throat,” “Litile Sisters™ and “School
Gol,” which are shown commercially
in theaters.

* In New Jersey, where the state ob-
seenity law has been vuled unconstitu-
tional, the Passaic County prosecutor has
charged two producers and two performers
in “Deep Sleep™ with aiding or commi-
ling fornication, private lewdness, carnal
indecency and “tending to debauch the
morals and manners of the people”—all
legal undey New Jersey's 1Sth Century
sex laws. Some of the movie's sex scenes
were allegedly filmed at a private home
in Pateyson, giving the stale juvisdiction.

s In Los Angeles, distyict attorney Jo-
seph Busch is still trying to prosecute
publisher Milion Luros for violating the
sate’s 1913 prostitution law. Luros has
been accused of disobeying a conrt order
enjoining him and his associates from in-
ducing people to engage in sex for money
while posing for pornographic pictures.

JUDGE CUTS THROAT
NEW YORK—The eriminal-conrt judge
who found the movie “Deep Throat™ ob-
scene made it clear that he did not enjoy
the film. In a blisteving 35-page decision,
Judge Joel J. Tyler called the movie a
“feast of carrion and squalov,” “the nadir
of decadence,” “brazenly explicit” and “a
Sodom and Gomorrah gone wild before

the fire.” He concluded with, “This is
one throat that desevves to be cnt [and)
I readily perjorm the operation in find-
ing the defendant guilty as charged.” Ear-
lier, a jury in Binghamton, New York,
found the same film not obscene.

BEST SHOW IN TOWN

ALBANY,  GEORGIA—Cable  television |
subscribers watching an episode of “The
Rookies™ were treated to about ten min-
utes of hard-core pornography when two
off-duty TV technicians pushed the
wrong buttons. The two thought they
were privately walching a video tape of a
stag film featuring groufy sex and didn’t
realize the tape machine was still paiched
into the transmitter. Both lost theiv jobs,
and the manager of the cable-TV com-
pany made a public apology, although
only about eight viewers called in to
complain,

ABORTION REACTIONS

rARIS—Protesting their country's sivict
abortion law, 315 French doctors have
confessed in a published manifesto to per-
forming illegal abortions for the past
several months. Their statement was
supported by a group of 206 additional
doctors, lawyers, teachers, clevgymen
(both Catholic and Protestant) and other
professionals, including four Nobel Prize
winners. Last October, a 16-year-old girl
was tried for having undergone an abor-
tion and was acquitted after many distin-
guished French intellectuals testified on
her behalf.

= In the United States, the National
Conference of Catholic Bishops issued a
pastoral message condemning the U.S.
Supreme Conrt’s decision legalizing abor-
tion,and excommunicating any Catholics
who “undergo or perform an abortion.”
The message also condoned civil disobe-
dience, apparently for the first time in
the history of American Catholicism, to
any law requiring an abortion, although
no such law has been advocated.

* In Italy, a spokesman for the Valican
Press attacked a parliamentary bill 1o le-
galize abortion, saying that such measures
would leave the world populated with
only selfish old people who wounld be
worse than antmnals.

HOMOSEXUALITY RECONSIDERED

The Amevican Psychialvic Association
is delibevating whether or not homo-
sexuality should be removed from the
organization’s official catalog of mental
disorders.

The A. P. A’s eight-member commiitee
on nomenclature has been wrged by gay
organizations and a number of prominent




psychiatvists 1o delete  homosexuality
from the list of sexual deviations, which
also includes  fetishism,  sadism  and
masochism. The chaivman of the commit-
tee said that the group hoped to draw up
a statement lo be submitted for A. P. A.
approval al ils annual meeting.

LOUAL RIGHTS FOR MEN

At least in some cowrts, divorced men
are gelling better breaks:

« In Washinglon, D.C.. a superior-
court judge awarded cusiody of three
children 1o the father and ordeved the
mother, a Govermment chemist, o pay
8200 a month clild support.

- In Chicago, a woman circuil-court
judge decided that a man should not have
to support both “his divorced wife and
her paramowr” and absolved him from
continuing to pay 8800 a month alimony.

o In London, a domestic-court judge
said, “There is no reason why a wife
whose marriage has not lasted long and
who has no child should have a bread
ticket for life,” and he ordered her di-
vorced lusband (o pay her a maintenance
allowance equivalent (0 24 cents a week.

SAVED FROM SIN

stow, omo—A {9-year-old youll faces
a possible prison teym of 30 yews lo life
on charges of giving marijuana to his
H-year-old brother. He was turned over
to the police by his father, the town
mayor, who satd afterwards, “It was a
tough decision to make . . . I gol up at
three in the morning and went lo the
police station. 1 figurved if I wailed any
longer 1 might have changed my mind.”

POT POLLS CONFUSE

Martjuana is either continuing its
steady increase in popularity, or i’s not,
depending on the swroey. A vecent Gal-
lup Poll indicales that marijuana usc
among adulls vose only stightly—from 11
to 12 percent—during the  past year.
However, another poll (described by the
National Commission on Marijuana and
Drug Abuse as the most comprehensive
pot swivey ever made) included all per-
sons over 12 and found that 16 percent of
the adnlls and 11 percent of the youths
had smoked pot at least once within the
preceding year, vepresenting an increase
of cight percent or 2,000,000 people, be-
tween 1971 and 1972, According Lo this
studdy. the mumber of regulay pot smolkers
rose from 8,310,000 1o 13,000,000 during
the same time peviod.

JUSTICE FOR THE ILLEGITIMATE
WASHINGTON, D. c—Ruling in separale
cases, the U.S. Supreme Court has held
that an illegitimate child is fully enlitled
to financial support from its father and
to shave in any Social Security benefils he
may have earned. The fost decision over-
turned a Texas law under which the man

haed no legal obligation lo support his
illegitimate offspring. The second struck
down a policy of the Social Security Ad-
ministration that had given illegitimate
children a smaller share of a dead father’s
benefits or, in some cases, none at all.

MORNING-AFTER PILL

wasnHIxGToN, bD.c—The Food and
Drug Administration has approved the
drug diethylstilbestiol (DES) for limited
use as @ morning-afler contrace plive, but
has warned physicians that it should nol
be used “as a method for bivth control
with continuous and frequently vepeated
therapy” because of  possible  adverse
side effects.

BOOK RIPPLERS

GRISWOLD, CoNNECTICUT—L ocal school
officials, acting in “the best interests of
the students,” had a 37-page chapier on
human sexual ve production vipped out of
a physiology textboolk used at the local
high school. The offictals said they found
the topic nol appropriale (o the sensibili-
ties of high school juniors and seniors and
added, “We are nol a book-burning or-
ganization but that chapter would have
created controversy in the community
and affected the educational process.”

TEENAGERS AND BIRTH CONTROL
WASHINGTON, D. ¢.—A smvey of unmar-
ried teenage sivls in the U.S. indicates
that ﬂpjn'o.\'inmlr-!)’ 28 pereent are sex-
ually experienced, but fewer than half
used any form of contraception the last
time they had intercourse and fewer than
20 percent used any of the three most
effective methods (the pll, 1. U. D. or dia-
phragm). Drs. John F. Kaniner and Mel-
vin Zelnile of Johns Hophkins Uniwversity
conducted the Federally financed study
based on a sample of 4611 givls, 15 (o 19
years old, and published their findings in
Family Planning Perspeatives, a journal
of Planned Parenthood-World Popula-
tion. The report suggests several reasons
for the limited use of contraceptives by
teenagers: the unavailability of prescrip-
tion conlrace plives to wmmnarried minors,
ignorance of the risks of becoming preg-
nant, ignorance of the effectiveness of the
various contraceptive methods and the
emotional reluctance of many girls (o
prepare in adoance for sexual activity.

MADNESS OF THE MONTH

MADISON,  WisCoNsIN—Stale  senalor
Gordon Roseleip told a heaving room full
of witnesses that vepeal of Wisconsin's re-
strictive bivth-conlrol law would endan-
ger national defense. Poinling out that
the Vietnam swar was fought mainly by
the sons of the poor, he said, “Now yon
want to give conlraceplives lo  poor
people. Where ave we going lo get men for
the Armed Forces if we have another con-
flict? It's a zood way to destroy an Army.”

swords beaten into plowshares, why don’t
vou take positive action to make it hap-
pen? As it stands, the American people
are Dbeing slowly driained of manpower
and mind power. If you want this
stopped, you have 1o do something.
There 1s no middle of the road here.
Kevin R. Crowley
Yorba Linda, Calilornia

MODERN ARMY REGRESSES

When I entered the “modern volunteer
Army” in 1971, I was told that hair-length
regulations weren't strict anymore, that 1
could individualize my quarters with
posters and that 1 would enjoy all the
constitutional freedoms that 1 was de-
fending. Now it's 1973, and my superiors
tell me that my hair must be cut o old
Army standards and that my living quar-
ters must be identical to everyone else’s.
(I can hang posters, but only as long
as theyre pro-Army and suitable for
framing.)

As for my constitutional [reedoms,
the military attitude on religion was
summed up nicely by the admiral who
was quoted in the October 1972 Forum
Newsfront as saying that an atheist can’t
be as pood an offiicer as a believer. Free-
dom of speech exists only as long as you
don’t say anything the military doesn’t
want to hear. Freedom of the press? Ask
the guvs who are serving five years at
hard labor for trying o publish or distrib-
ute underground Army newspapers.

Sp/+ Robert K. Reed
APO San Francisco, Calilornia

COUNSELING FOR THE Gl
Do Servicemen know to whom to turn

when they have a problem? I'm writ-
ing to you on behall of the Military
Counseling Program. We've talked to a
lot of GIs and found that many don't
understand the legal procedures for get-
ting a discharge. We ofter free pamphlets
that tell them how (please enclose a
stamped, self-addressed envelope) and a
new book by Robert Rivkin, The Rights
of Servicemen (95 cents, plus 40 cems lor
lirst-class postage).

Jean Walling

Military Counseling Program

Religious Society ol Friends

15 Rutherford Place

New York, New York 10003

VENERATING THE FLAG

A jmlgc in Hardord City, Indiana,
sentenced a young man accused of flag
desearation to stand for three hours out-
side city hall holding a flag bedecked
with gold Iringe and an cagle. The young
man had to be guarded by police. The
crowd that gathered—incuding  Amer-
ican  Legionnaires in [ull uniform—
shouted “Commie™ and cven threatened
him. Aflter an hour, the judge had the
offender moved indoors for his salevy.
Since serving  his  sentence, he  and
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% and areward shall be of-
fered of 27 pounds sterling to
anv man who shall deliver to
this court the person or car-
cass of one Jamie, last name
unknown?’

“He is nothing more than a ‘Let us pray for this young

rogue and a rounder. A man man who has strayed so that
like Jamie should be horse- he may see the error of his
whipped and driven from wicked ways and repent for
town by barking dogs”’ his scandalous acts”’

Jamie ’08.

The only Scotch named after a scoundrel.

“I don’t know why everyone
is so upset about Jamie?
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Now that Mom has changed Dad's clothes from duller than dull to
basically bold, what should you do?

Simple. Give him a Paris belt for Father’s Day.

We've combined an exciting contrast of darks and lights that fit
right into today's bright cofordmated look.

And Paris belts won't get lost in the excitement because we've given
them enough character to hold their own (in addition to holding up what
they’re supposed to hold up).

Last point. If Dad hasn’t broken out of the dull clothes habit yet,
give him a Paris belt anyway. Sometimes starting in the middle is the best way
to make a man change at both ends.

e T grochect of Kovase Eoh oo camemes ey pe g0 than white. But safe for colors, too.

BELTS SHOWN, 38,50 EACH.
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members of his family have been sub-
jected to public hostility from other good
citizens ol Hartford City. ITronically, no
disrespect was intended by the young
man, who was using a flag as a curtain in
his trailer home. He simply thought it
looked nice.

The judge defended the sentence, say-
ing, “The intent was embarrassment. I
didn’t think a fine would reach that man.
I feel I made the right decision. Being a
veteran and proud of my country and
flag. I probably would do it again.”

Being a veteran myself and also being
proud of my country and flag, I'm
ashamed of the un-American barbarities
committed by some people in this land in
the name ol patriotism.

James Henderson
Indianapolis, Indiana

WHEELS, WHISKEY AND WORSHIP

While reviewing the  Mississippi
Driver's Manual prior to taking a license
examination, I found this strange passage
m the manual’s section on the effects of
alcohol on the brain:

The human brain is divided into
three parts, and cach part has a role
to play. yet all three parts work to-
gether. The highest level of the brain
controls thinking, rcasoning, judg-
ment, scil-comrol, creative ability
and power to worship.

Given the publication in which that
statement was found, one is inclined
to wonder il our state highway patrol-
men’s trousers are held in place with a
Bible belr.

Richard M. Vacar
Gulfport, Mississippi

NEBRASKA CLAP TRAP

Nebraska’s State Public Health and
Wellare Committee seems more interest-
cd in promoting the wellare of druggists
and in moralizing than in the publics
physical well-being. The committee killed
a bill 1o allow the sale of condoms to
persons of any age through vending ma-
chines and other businesses. Strong op-
position to the proposal came [rom the
Nebraska  Pharmaceutical  Association,
whose attorney cleverly argued that pass-
ing the bill, which is aimed at combating
V. D., would actually be “detrimental to
the health of the people,” since machine
sales of condoms might decrease their
quality (not to mention that they might
decrease the profus of the pharmacists
who enjoy a monopoly on prophylactic
sales under present law).

The Nebraska Association for Chris-
tian Action also opposed the bill. Its
president, Kenneth Kauk, sees the real
threat to the public as sexual promiscuity:
Making condoms more widely available
would only encourage “sexual behavior
contrary to the laws of God.™ And, Kauk
believes, since V. DL is God's punishment
for the violation of those laws, trying 10

eradicate it is a “repudiation of Christian
morality.”

With legislators who listen to this kind
of claptrap, Nebraska's reputation as a
corn-producing state takes on a whole
new I'Ilf.':ll"llg.

Al Johnson
Omaha, Nebraska

THE CASE FOR CENSORSHIP
Some people are outraged when a
church group or a civic commiuee tries
to close down pornographic bookstores
and movie theaters or topless restau-
ramts. Anticensorship people argue that
those who don't like such places can
simply stay away from them. But people
who do not [requent skin flicks and
dirty bookstores may become victims of
those who do, just as one who never
goes to a bar may be killed by a drunken
driver. How many times has some de-
ranged—or perhaps even quite normal
—individual, after watching an X-rated
movie or poring  over some  porno-
graphic magazine, gone out and raped
or accosted an innocent person? Surcly
this has happened and if it has hap-
pened even once, it would be berter
that the movie never had been shown or
the magazines never printed.
Steve Lewis
Benwon Harbor, Michigan
Abuse of alcohol can harm people in
many ways, but there is no evidence
that pornography causes sexual prob-
lems or leads to antisocial behavior.
True, there have been cases where sex
offenders blamed fpornography for their
actions—a contemporary way of saying
“The Devil made me do it.” However,
in a survey of 3400 psychiatrists and psy-
chologists taken by the University of Chi-
cago's Department of Psychiatry, four
out of five saw no causal link, and of
the remaining 20 percent only about
seven percent fell cerlain that a con-
nection exists. A study of 2721 sex offendd-
ers conducted by the Kinsey Institute
found that “vather large proportions of
the men reported little or no sexual
arousal from pornography”—even though
all but 14 males in the sample had been
exposed to it. Nor has the rate of sex
offenses in this country, or other coun-
tries, increased in proportion to the
availabilily of erotica. In Denmark, sex
crimes have actually declined as porno-
graphic materials have become more
accessible. “The Report of the Commis-
sion on Obscenity and Pornography”
offers some information on factors that
veally do seem related lo sex crimes. It
states:

Rescarch shows that the carly
social environment of sex offenders
may be characlerized as sexually
repressive and deprived. Sex offend-
ers  frequently report family cir-
cumstances in which, for example,

there is a low tolerance for nudity,
an absence of sexual conversation,
punitive or indifferent parental ve-
sponses to cluldren’s sexual curiosity
and interest.

Efforts to correct these conditions.
such as providing more widespread and
better sex education, will do more to re-
duce sex crimes than misguided attempts
to impose censorship. The latter, in fact,
may help to create precisely the emo-
tional climate that seems to produce
sex offenders.

EX-BUNNY HARRIED

In 1970. I worked for the Cincinnati
Playboy Club and was photographed in
the nude for rraveoy; and in 1972, I was
hired by the police department ol the city
of Silverton, Ohio, to do community-
relations work, particularly helping with
young people. During my fust week of
work, an article appeared in The Cincin-
natt Enquirer mentioning that a Silver-
ton policewoman had been a Playboy
Bunny. I initiated many programs and
activities for young people during the
following months, and I was publicly
commended by individuals and civic
groups. The police chief gave a statement
to the papers that his department would
be expanding the programs and assigning
other officers to work with me.

Then another article appeared in the
Enquirer stating that a nude photograph
of me had appeared in a Playboy publica-
tion. The chief told me I had a choice of
resigning or being dismissed. He said that
he didn’t want to be subjected 1o pres-
sure from citizens again. This was the
first time I'd heard he'd had any pressure
concerning me. 1 refused 1o resign and
immediately was suspended. Later. city
officials met with my auorney and my
fancé and told them I could not work for
the city anymore because of the published
photograph. The Silverton Civil Service
Commission approved my dismissal and
the police chief issued a statement the
next day explaining that there were other
grounds lor firing me, such as lateness. 1
deny that I gave any such grounds for my
dismissal. Despite this experience, 1 am
actively secking to continue my career in
police-youth relations.

Elisa Simone Kruse
Cincinnati, Ohio

FREUD AND HOMOSEXUALS

James Boyd's leter in the March
Playboy Forum guoting Sigmund Frend's
words to the mother of a homosexual is an
example ol the lengths 1o which some
people will go in their efforts 1o legitimize
homosexuality. Freud felt compassion for
the suffering woman and was unwilling
to condemn homosexuality; however, he
clearly saw homosexuality as a perversion
reflecting arrested psychosexual develop-
ment. His Three Essays on the Theory of
Sexuality points out that sexual inversion
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originates in the multiple potentialities
of the child’s sexual life.

The admitted homosexual who expects
his therapist 10 help him become more
comflortable with his inversion is attempt-
ing 1o involve the therapist in his own
sell-deception,

Domald B. Rinsley, AL D.
Topcka, Kansas

CIRCUMCISION SCRUTINIZED

Though circumcision is widely prac
ticed in the U.S., there doesn't scem
to be any evidence that surgical re-
moval of the foreskin is necessary. Dr
William Keith C. Morzan. in an article
published in The Journal of the Amer-
ican  Medical  Association, states that
none of the medical reasons olten ad-
vanced for circumcision of infants stands
up under examination: Phimosis—a too
tight foreskin—is indcteaable in new.
born babies, Cancer ol the penis, found
almost  exclusively  in uncdircumaised
niales, is extremely rare and is amenable
to treatment. As lor the Lic that secre-
tions accumulate under the loreskin,
regular use of soap and water easily
deal with this condition. This is equally
uvuc for the body’s other openings. Dr.
Morgan poimts out that although wax
collects in the cws. no one advocnes
their surgical removal,

Morcover, circumcision does have cer
tain disadvantages. one being that the
permanently exposed head of the penis
may become somewhat less sensitive to
pleasurable sensations. Furthermore, as
Dr. Morgan sunes:

During the act of coitus the
uncircumcised  phallus  penewrates
smoothly and without friction, the
prepuce gradually retracting as the
organ advances. In contrast, when
the circumcised organ is introduced
during coitus, friction develops be-
tween the glans and vaginal mucosa.
Penetration in the arcumceised man
has been compared o thrusting the
foot into a sock held open at the wop,
while, on the other hand, in the
intact  commterpart it has  been
likened 1o slipping the loot into
a sock that has been previously
rolled up.

[t would seem, then, that circumcision
is a Kind of surgical [ad ol questionable
value and may. in [aet, be inconvenient.,
Prospective parents ought to consider
these points carelully.

John Griffin
Miam, Florida

A GREAT LEAP FORWARD

My wife and I met a couple of beauti-
Iul young girls, whom I'll call Leslie and
Kathy, at a parnty a few momths ago and
became quite friendly with them. One
recent afternoon when my wife was sup
posed 1o be at a beauty parlor, I went
over to the girls” apartment at Leslie’s
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invitation. It didn't take me long 1o realize
that she had more in mind than a riendly
chat. Of course, I was concerned that my
wile would be hurt, but Leshe’s assurance
that she would be the soul ol discretion
was all it ook to overcome my slight hesi-
timicy. We had a [antastic romp on the
living-room floor. Then Leslie said she
lad a surprise for me. We walked 1o a
back bedroom, she (:pr:ll('d the door a
crack and there i the sack with Kathy
was my wile! Sitting on the edge of the
hed was a young stud. who, Leslie whis-
pered, was also going to make it with my
wile, after which it would be Leslie’s turn.

I was shocked. Straightforward adul-
tery is one thing, but an orgy involving
my wile, and a bisexual orgy at that, 1s
perverse, 1 thought. T must have looked as
incredulous as 1 felt, because Leslie just
smiled and told me o keep watching
alier she went into the room. 1 did, and 1
can tell you it was a wild scene. Belore it
was over, Leslie, Kathy, the stud and my
wite were all writhing around on the bed,
and I had become so worked up that 1
ran in and jumped ono the bed. 100.

To my amazement, my wife wasu’t em-
hinrassed or dismayed when I appeared;
she was glad o see me and more turned
on than ever! During the nexe hour or
so, the five of us managed to perform just
about every sex act imaginable—and
some [ had never dreamed of. 've seldom
scen five people as exhausted as we were
when the sood time ended.

Maybe you're wondering how this has
alfected our marviage. It's better than
cver. My wile and 1 stll love each other
and I am a lot more tolerint of the difter-
ences in people’s sexual tastes and ap-
petites. While I wouldn’t recommend
orgies as a steady pracuice, I have found
that an occasional repetition of that first
experience with group sex adds excite-
ment to our marriage and actually en-
hances our enjoyment ol each other when
we're alone.

(Name withheld by request)
Concord, New Hampshire

SELF-PLEASURE

Although I am 25 years old and en-
joy sexual relationships, unul recently
I had mever had an orgasm. Looking
back now 1t amizes me how skilllully 1
rationalized that my sex life was satisly-
g without orgasm. A late-night conver
sution with a good Iriend [orced me w
focus on the problem. She sugeested mas-
turbation to me as a means of getting 1o
know my own body, and said that il 1
could give mysell pleasure, the rest would
happen easily. Of course I thought that
that was just a lot ol talk. Somehow play-
ing with mysell scemed like a waste of
time, especially since I had a man in my
life to play with. But after my friend
lefe, Tried it Ir just made me fecl silly
and uptighe, so I mve up.

A lew nights later, I went out with
my man. We ended the evening at my
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aparunent making love. 1 didn’t come but
I was really turned on. Aler he lelt. I lay
o the bed re-creating in my mind whin
had happened and rubbing my hands
all over my body. The tension became so
unbearvable tua 1 wanted 1o stimulate
mysell. and I did. Well, I had an incred-
ible orgasm. It was just unbelievable.

Since then. I have spent a lot ol my
private time making love to my own body
and knowing that the more relaxed I
am and the more comlortable I get. the
sooner I will be able to reach orgasm with
A I

(Niame withheld by request)
San Frandcisco, California

MASTURBATION NOTION

I completely agree with the generally
held view thar nasturhation is @ harmless
pleaswe and that sex of some sort is bet-
ter thim no sex i all, However, 1'd Like 1o
propose a qualihicanon 1o that view, I he-
lieve thin those men who hind themselves
inhibited in approaching women and
who therelore tarn 1o masturbation as an
outlet would do well 1o v 10 abstain
trom solnary pleaswre. They then will
experience a heightening ol desire o
women that. when it becomes pressing
cnougl. will drive them 1o overcome
their imhibitons, assert themselves and
use their ingenuity 1o meer and charm
members ol the OPPOSILE SCX.

Women's lih probably would never he-
lieve it bt fear of women and shyness in
approaching them are common problems
lov-men. Perhaps that's the reason for
some ol the more boorish manilestations
ol male chaovinism: overcompensation
for cowardice where women e con-
cerned. O comse, men who are inhibited
with women are the ones most likely 1o
turn to masturbation. And. relieved ol
sexuil pressure. they renmain Jocked in
their little seli-contnned worlds, lacking
the incentive o reak Iree.

N. Lewis
Cleveland, Ohio

BREAST-SIZE PROBLEMS
It is beside the point whether the

woman who wirote about her silicone im-
plams (The Playloy Forum. Februaryy
wins right or wrong 1o attach so much im-
portance 1o the size ol her hreasts. The
mitin thing is that increasing hiev breast
size changed her, in her own mind, lrom
a loser 1o a winner and made he happicr,
1 sulleved from acne-pitted skin and on-
devwent plastic surgery, so | know rom
expericnce how much happier a n jor
illlpl't)\'('m(-nl in appeirance can nuke
4 Wonkn.

(Name withheld by reguest)

Sane Momica, Calilornia

I owas amgoricd 10 0 man who arinicized
my sl breasts: he even pressured me
into wearing heavily padded bras, Feel-
g inferior about one’s bhreasts can be a
real problem, no doubt about i, but i is

possible to overcome the brainwashing.
Inomy case. it required breaking with my
husbind and learning 10 wear dothes
that compliment my hgure. Since my i
vor I haven't been denied either a
meaningful love relationship or a good
sexual experience becruse of flat-chested-
ness. And i wis me the men wanted. not
aCeup.

(Name withheld by request)
Houston, Texas

BUTTON MAN
I luve an intense interest in female
navels—especially the type thae pro
trudes. wsually called an outie, To me,
Raquel Weldh is one of the most beauti-
tul women on carth because ol her navel.
Leabng through my copy ol The Joy of
Sex, edited by Alex Comlort—a 1reasure-
trove ol mlormational tidhits—I found
the lollowing passage. which may he ol
interest to other navel watchers:
NMaveL: Fasanating to fovers, like all
the details ol the human body, It's
not only decorative but has a lot ol
culbtivable sexual sensation: it fins the
finger. tongue. glans or big e, and
merits carelul atention when you
Kiss or touch.

There’s more. but it applies prinurily w
indented  navels—innies. Perhaps  the
next edition ol The foy of Sex will have
something o sav abouwt the umbilical
conformation that I, and I'm sure many
others, preler.

(Name withheld by request)

Baule. England

BRING US TOGETHER

I know that praveoy's editors da not
think of women as objects. and I know
that the Playboy Foundation contributes
much money and time to the cinses ol the
oppressed. incdluding women. All this is
good. but it does not mitigate the i tha.
unwittingly and unwillinghv. peavsoy just
might be helping o keep us all—men
and women—in the Middle Ages, -
Guuse the emphasis in vowr magazine
seems to be very vividly and obvionshy on
femade bodies. T Ieel tha the photos of
women in peavsoy are used in the same
way that photos ol airplanes and  guns
are wsed in magazines lor licrs ol
shooters: They are objeas. things 10
possess and  enjov. Women  are  not
looked upon as tull. complete human
heings. You are doing vour [ellow males
an injustice by perpetuwating their his-
tonc roles as buvers. abusers,
Judges ind rulers of these objeas called
women.

Even more srongly do [ feel tha
vour cover subtitle “Entertainmment  lor
Men” exaggerntes the gap berween
men and women. as though they live in
dilferemt worlds. want differem things
and el different emotions. While 1
vealize that owr cultne has oght us
these diflerences, Tdon't agree thar they
real. Men and women are more similar

LIsCrs,

than different—which is what makes our
few ditferences ever so much  more
enjovable.

I leel that vou limit the widith and
breadih of vour woncept ol heawy, True,
cach era has its own ideal ol beauty-
the heavier women of Rubens’ time. the
fLachested flapper, and so on: however,
'y a distinet disadvaniage 10 the haman
race when a Lige portion of its popula-
ton is not considered praiseworthy be-
canse  therr noses are wo  short  this
season. It seems a very superhicial aui-
tude 1owmd  people and  their worth
when i stndard s set and portvayed in
such blazing colors that all those who
do not. or probably cinnot. adhere 10 it
are made 1o feel not with it or not worth
it Some of vour photography is lan-
tastic: I only wish yvour subject matier
wis as varied as your echnique.

All this may sound as though '
grasping atimellectual sraws 1o justily
prudishness. Tassure you that 1 have had
great vouble verbalizing my criticism ol
reavioy and 1 am not a prude. I do
not codemn you or judge vou (very
muchj. I do leel the areat conlusion thi
arises e women nowadays—and perhaps
exists also inomen. Instead of sereaming,
“Male chauvia pig!” I would like 10
see o rue meenng ol the sexes and
person communicating with person.

Judy Elder
Los Alamos. New Mexico

Your avgument is  veasonable and
thoughtful, but we can't agree will 1y
basic  premise that  photographs  tuon
people into objects and that the appeal
such photos may have derives from o
porpetuates a desive to possess. A desive
to cnjoy—perhaps. But eeve always
apposed the wdea that enjoyment of an-
other pevson,  eithey  intelle tually o
plovsically, can by properly  based on
ownership or domination. It's rvegrel-
tabily true that many pevsonal yelation
ships ave based on stmple possessiienesy
of the sovt you deseribe, but  this iy
a vesult of - psychological  dependency
that is as common o wonen as to men.
15 alvo true that people often judge
themselies against  standards they  Jail
to mecl. Many aeeal and  uely ey
wish they were srong and  Tandsome.
Haweever, such problems won't he solzed
Iy malking photogra plic subjects less apr
pealing. We feel we do as much ax o
maore than any other pulblication to com-
bat the wdea, on which your aveument i
lounded, that pleasure and possession ave
AYHORYRIONY,

“The Playboy offers  the
opportundy for an extended dialos be-
tiveen yeadevs and editors of this pulr-

Foviem™

lication on sulyects and psues velated 1o
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Addyess all
corvespondence (o The Playboy Forum,
Playboy  Building. 19 Norvth  Mich-
Avenuwe, Clrcavo, Hlinois oonj].

gnan
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“Ihe Sony Action-Corder.

On-the-go professionals, on the scene when ideas, facts Traveling first class? Then you’ll want the Sony
and figures are flying thick and fast. Get it all down Model 140 Deluxe AC/DC portable Cassette-Corder® as
accurately, permanently and easily with the Sony TC-  your traveling companion. Make your own cassette
55 Action-Corder. recordings from dises, tapes or off the air. Or simply
About as small as an instant camera and assimple  relax to the sound of your favorite music cassettes.
to use. Just snap in a tape cassette, press a buttonand  Ticketed at $139.95.
you're recording. Want to go with radio? Mix mobility and music
There’s no mike to hold, either. Sony built it right with Sony’s new CF-350 combination AM/FM Radio
into the case. Not just any microphone, mind you. This  and Cassette-Corder. Record music and the big news
is a professional condenser microphone. stories right off the air. Plus do all the other fun
It picks up any sound your ears can things you can do with an ordinary tape
hear and it’s yours in the TC-55 for recorder. It goes for just $139.95. For a
just $139.95. Or choose any of demonstration of the entire line of

the other Sony Action-Corder Cassette-Corders featuring the fan-
models starting at $99.95. tastic built-in professional con-
The Sony Action-Corder— denser microphone, see your
perfect for students, nearest Superscope dealer.

businessmen, everyone. He’s in the yellow pages.

973 Sy Ine, B152 Vineland Ave, Sun Valley, Calif, 91352
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You're jumping a puddle —or flattening a
hill. Flying the freeway — or riding the range.
On your way to somewhere — or nowhere.
You're rolling in good times. On a Kawasaki.
And for starters, it doesn’t take a big bite out

of the bankroll. Kawasaki prices begin at $299*.
You can choose from 13 different Kawasaki
street or trail bikes at your dealer. You'll find him
in the Yellow Pages. Get going. Let the good times
roll your way! MEMBER MOTORCYCLE INDUSTRY COUNCIL
*Suggested retail price, West Ccast P.O.E,, EastCoast P.O.E. slightly higher. State and local taxes, dealer prep, options extra.



o . WALTER CRONKITE

a candid conversation with america’s most trusted television newsman

In commenting on the demise of Lile
magazine last auwiumn, former chief edi-
torial writer John K. Jessup remarked,
“Except maybe for Walter Cronkite,
there is no more focal point of national
information cutting across these special
interests, no crackey barrel, no forum, no
well.” Certainly, if God had set outl to
create a prolotypical middle American,
He could have done little better than
limn the image of the sad-cyed 56-year-old
man—at his CBS anchor desk in New
York—whose miditary-drum-roll  voice,
sending modulator needles flickeving lo-
ward the bass regisiers, has become part of
our collective consciousness. 'Time maga-
zine has deseribed Cronkite as “the single
maost convincing and authoritative figure
in lclevision news,” and a swroey con
ducted by Oliver Quayle and Company lo
measure [rust in prominent figures showed
Cronkite leading cveryone—including
Presidential candidates Richard Nixon,
Edmund Muskie, Hubert Hum phyey and
George McGovern.

But while Cronkite is regarded by the
public as a fatherly, sympathetic figure,
he has a vather more volatile veputation
among his collcagues in the broadcast
industry, wheve he’s known as a tough,
jealous and oulspoken guardian of news-
men’s vights. When Vice-President Agnew
made his now-famous speech in Des
Moines in 1969, sneeving al TV news
commenlators as “a tiny, enclosed frater-

“I can’t see how it's possible to have such
an orchestrated, coordinated campaign
against the press without some prior plan
and agreement—which veally comes out
10 be a conspiracy.”

nity of privileged men elecied by no one
and enjoying a monopoly sanctioned and
licensed by Government,” Cronkite was
among the first broadcasters to jomn the
battle. Agnew’s speech, he charged, was “a
clear effort at mtimidation.” In May 1971,
while most network news executives weve
taking vefuge in corporate anonymiiy,
Cronkite lashed out at the Nixon Ad-
ministvation for commitling “a crime
againsl the people” by lrymg lo prevent
TV from doeing its job as the people’s
observer of the performance of their
clected representatives.

This position at the barricades is, in
fact, a highly distasieful one for the
Missouri-born, Texas-educated dentist's
son, who has avowed no greater desive in
his 22 years at CBS than to be wheve the
news is. “Punditry doesn’t really appeal
to me,” he once told TV cvitics in New
York. Cronkue joined United Press
after Ius college days at the University
of Texas and, when World War Two
broke out, he became a top U.P. cor
respondeni—filing eyewilness JH.\'[M."HH'.\'
from the Battle of the North Atlantic in
1942, landing with the invading Allied
troops tn Norvth Africa in November of
that year, taking part in the Normandy
beachhead assaults in 1944, dropping
mto Holland with the 101st Airborne
Division and riding with General Pai-
ton’s Third Army to the vescue of en-
circled American troops at the Ballle of

“What Ellsberg did is for his conscience
to work on. I admive tremendously his
courage and bravery and his fortitude in
doing what he dud. But 1 would nevey
assign a man lo do that for CBS.”

the Bulge in December 1941, After the
war, Cronkite ve-established U. P. bureaus
in Belgium, Holland and Luxembourg,
and he was chief U, P. correspondent al
the Nuremberg trials of Garving, Hess and
other Nazis before becoming U Ps chicf
correspondent  in - Moscow. Returning
home in 1948, he broadeast cvenis in
Washington for a group of Midwest-
ern radio stations before joining CBS
News, where he beenme managing editor
in 1963.

Before and since going to CBS, he has
been present at most of the major news
events of his time; pevhaps his strongest
identification in vecenl years has been
with coverage of the Uniled Stales space
program, for which he has
two Emmy awards. He has also been a
fixture of CBS' political-convention cov-
erage from ils infancy in 1952 through
the 1972 campaign—uwith one imporlani,
and humiliating exception. In 1961, CBS
pulled Cronkite out of his anchorman’s
post for the Democratic Conveniion, sub-
stituting Roger Mudd and Robert Troul
in an attempt to countey the rating suc-
cess of NBC’s Chet Huntley and Davtd
Brinkley. Cronkite’s professional pride
was deeply hunt, but he accepled the de-
cision withowt public or private comment
—and was back in the dviver’s seal after
TV crities and the public voiced loud
displeasure. Never again has he been

recetved

%

“I think neiwosmen ave inclined 1o side
with hmanity vather than with authority
and institutions. And this sort of pushes
them to the left. But 1 don’t think theve
are many who arve fay left.”

VERMNOM L. SMITH
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so cavalierly treated by his network.
Though he has always cherished his
old wire-sevvice-bred belief in objectivily,
Cronkite has occasionally departed from
his impersonal vole. Sometimes the de-
partures were unintenlional—as when
his voice broke with emotion in No-
vember 1963 as he announced President
Kennedy's assassination, and when he
gleefully chortled “Oh, boy!” on witness-
ing the blast-off of Apollo 11 for the
moon in July 1969. Sometimes they were
deliberate: In March 1968, after a two-
week wistt to Vieinam, he concluded sco-
eval newscasts with vinging statements of
his view that the Administration was
wrong in ils policies theve. And on at
least one on-the-air occasion, Cronkite got
just plain mad. Durving the 1968 Demo-
cratic National Convention in Chi-
cago, after seeing a CBS correspondent
punched on the convention floor by se-
curity officers, he fumed: “If this sort of
thing continues, it makes us, in our anger,
wanl o just turn off our cameras and
pack up our microphones and our type-
writers and get the devil out of this town
and leave the Democrals to theiy agony.”
He didn’t pack up, of course. He hung
in therve and saw the story through, as he
has ever since his fist days as a wire-
service ve porter. Thoroughness is a Cron-
kite hallmark—as evidenced in two of
last year’s mosl incisive news specials:
a three-part sevies on the controversial
U. S-Soviet wheat deal and an in-depth
reporl on the Watergale scandal, both
of which he put together afier veturning
from lyips with President Nixon's en-
tourage to China and the Soviet Union.
It's likely that Walier Cronkite has
talled, on-mike, with more of the world’s
headline malkers than has any other living
Amevican—with the possible exception
of Henvy Kissinger—and many of his in-
tevoiews have been consideved landmarks
of broadeast journalism. In September
1963, he inaugurated “The CBS Evening
News,” network TV’s first half-hour, frue-
day-a-week  news  broadcast, with an
exclusive  conversation with President
Kennedy. Among his other subjects:
Egypt's President Anwar El-Sadat, Israel’s
Premiey Golda Meiy, Yugoslavia’s Presi-
dent Tito, West Germany’s Chancellor
Willy Brandt, Britain’s Prince Philip,
and Daniel Ellsberg, the man who re-
leased the Pentagon papers. Most recent-
ly. Cronlite conducted a sevies of four
imtervicws with former President Lyndon
Johnson, the last talking place just ten
days befove Johnson's death in January.
To get a summing up of Cronkite’s own
feelings about his 40 years in journalism
and aboui the current contietemps be-
tween the Government and the press,
rravsoy assigned Chicago Sun-Times TV
critic Ron Powers to intevvicw Cronkite
in New York. His report:
“Walter Cronkite is a Waller Miity
in reverse: He is a famous man who
has fantasies of being ordinary. His of-

fice—a pristine cubbyhole just off the
‘Evening News' sct al CBS’ big broad-
cast barn on West 57th Street in New
York—proves it. There are the obliga-
tory serious books’ abonl Presidents and
nations, the plastic-lined wastebasket, the
three TV sets and the ‘Facts on File’
But there is also a large, sentimental oil
painting of a sailing boat (boating is
Cronkite’s favorite vecreation), a box of
chocolates and a cardboard-culout statue
of Apollo spacemen, a grade-schooler’s
gift that Cronkite keeps as a souvenir.

“He never loosened s necktie as we
talked, but he propped his feet up on
his desk and alternately clasped his hands
behind his head and  fiddled with his
stretch socks. At one point he interrupled
the interview to take a phone call from
some dignitary; the one snalch of con-
versation I heard was, ‘This is between
you and me and the fence post. ... He
coughed frequently—blaming it on a
cold—and his voice in conversalion was
surprisingly low, as though he were try-
ing to protect the throat that had ve-
cently undergone surgery for removal of
a benign tumor. (He insisted he was fine
now.) His eyes, so penelrvaling on the
screen, seem pale and sensilive in person.
He has the old-time journalist’s knack of
forming his thoughts into cogent, parsa-
ble sentences as he speaks, and he dis-
played a gift for the lyric phrase when
talking of his reveries al the helm of his
boat or of memories of childhood days
in Texas.

“I frequently sensed a mild, resigned
puzzlement that the life of a superstar
had come 1o him. He was unfailingly
courfeous with me, but on the topic that
was obuiously foremost in his mind—
current Government  ploys to muffle
newsmen in the pursuil of their work—
he was neither mild nor resioned. He
was visibly steamed, in fact, when we
discussed the subject, which 1 broached
in my first question.”

PLAYBOY: You are perhaps the most out-
spoken of all mewsmen in defending
broadcasters’ rights against Government
intimidation. In fact, you have used the
word conspiracy in describing the Nixon
Administration’s efforts to discredit the
press. How would you characterize this
conspiracy?

CRONKITE: Let me say, first of all, that alier
I used the word conspiracy the first and
only time, in a speech to the Interna-
tional Radio and Television Society in
New York a couple of years ago, I began
to regree the use of the word—only be-
cause 1 found that there were still people
who equated conspiracy with some of
the witch-hunts of the past. The word has
nearly lost its true meaning. Having said
that, I still Teel that this is basically what
has taken place: a well-directed campaign
against the press, agreed upon in secret
by members of the Administration. 1
cm't see how it's possible to have such

rep,resenﬁﬁve,
may I help you?”

“I’ll be glad
to explain that t




Whenyouwant to talk
tothe telephone company,

here'swhoson
the other end of the line.

First of all, what youre not going
to get is a shuffle from one person
to another.

What you'll get every time
you call your local telephone com-
pany’s business office is a serv-
ice representative.

And every service represent-
ative has one job, and one job
only. To help you get your prob-
lem solved. Quickly. Politely. And
to your best possible satisfaction.
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A hme you do:gt
| understand a charge
On your bill, call us”

nesidence phone""

Naturally, you aren’t the
only person with something to
talk over with us.

Each month, over 12 million
of you call us. So AT&T and your
local Bell Company have more
than 37,000 service representa-
tives to listen and to act.

(The time and money to train
them runs into the millions. But
when you consider the job they’re
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Even with all these 37,000
people, we can’t promise to
| solve every telephone prob-
™ lem immediately. But we
" can promise a service repre-
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JATIE £AST

If she doesn't
give it to you,

get it yourself.

You're a man with very defi-
nite tastes. Your cologne should
reflect those tastes. . .strong,
exotic, sensuous, lingering.
Jade East is the cologne to
meet those tastes. If she doesn’t
give it to you...get it yourseli.
SWANK sole distributor.
Available at fine stores everywhere.

an orchestrated, coordinated campiign
without some prior plan  and  agree-
ment—which really comes out 10 he
i conspiracy,

PLAYBOY: (Zin you trace it 1o one person in
the Administration?

CRONKITE: | certainly think that the Presi-
dent has to be held accounuible, since
hie's the boss.

PLAYBOY: 1)o you attribute Nixon's hos-
tility towird the press 1o his personal
bitterness about the wav the press has
treated hims?

CRONKITE: | (hink that mayv be wue. al
though it’s very hard to ascribe motiva-
ton (o anvbody, Circamstantially, the
evidence would point 1o that. Cerainly,
he's had his bouwrs with 1he pross belore;
his disappoimtments have been shown in
public. There is the case ol the 1962 gu
bermatorial concession sguement in Cali
fovnia. There is his ailure Just in recent
months. at e very oritical time in history,
o appuear more  Irequently hefore the
press and the public o explam the work-
ings of the Admbusiration. 1 think all
these 1hings point o that general ani-
tuede toward the press.

I don’t know what happened inside the
Administraion. I don’t know at what
pomt s members decided that it would
be wise 1o attempt to bring down the
prosss credibility inan awempt o rvaise
thewr own. Bue I think tha’s whar has
happencd. Tos sort of like that U tube we
used o see i physics class that shows the
connteredfects of pressure: When you put
pressure on one side and the level goes
down. the level of the warer on the other
side has o rise. Extending that theovy, if
vou could Jower the credibility ol the
press. vou could vaise the aredibilny ol
the politicians. That must be the underly-
g theory in theiv attack.

PLAYBOY: \\ ho. hesides the President. are
the men involved in this attack?

CRONKITE: ['dl include almaost ¢y ervhody on
the White House stall. You've gsot Herb
Klcin and Ron Ziegler to be considered
in there. You've also got the advisors,
Bob Haldeman and Joho Elhelichman.
and the speechwriter. Pat Buchanan, Of
course. ir's unlair in @ way to lump them
all rogether. because I don’t know whao in
thar group might be raising o dissenting
voice and suggesting thae this is not (he
wiy 1o go abow handling the press vela-
tions ol this Adminstranon

PLAYBOY: Nuarly all politicians have el
the need to control the press 1o some
degree. Is this  Administration simply
more sophisticated than its predecessors
in the rechniques ol applying pressure
cllecuively:

CRONKITE: | don’t know that theyre any
more sophisticated. but thev're the first
ones who have deliberately set out 1o use
those techniques.

PLAYBOY: Wit has heen the chronology
ol this atack? Was Vice-President Ag-
new’s 1969 Des Moines speech—in which
he auncked the “tiny, endosed huaternity

ol privileged men"—ithe st of it all?
CRONKITE: I think that was the open decla
ration in the battle. Belore that, it was
simply felt that this Administration’s an-
tagonism had been about like the antago-
nism shown by previous Administrations,
Democratic as well as Republican—par
ticularly Democratic—toward the press.
An adversary relationship. we all agree. is
a good thing. But the Agnew atack sud-
denly became a nutter of Administration
policy and. more than thar, a threat 1o use
Governmental weapons against the press.
Then. following Awnew's speech, there
was a tightening in attitudes on the pan
ol pressrelations people in the Govern-
ment. o wis asubtle thing.

PLAYBOY: Not bLeing wooperative  with
reporiers:

CRONKITE: Yes. And dearly displaiving
feeling thar they [elt they were under
pressure [rom the press bue thin they were
gog 1o be proteced higher up. They
took the hard line.

PLAYBOY: [here luve been privine com-
plaines by news exccutives of other net-
works about rather divea applicaitions of
this hard line. They say that stall aides of
the FCC. and sometimes Administration
stall people. upon hearing that a conmro
versial documentary is in the works, will
telephone the stnion managers of athli-
ate stations and remind them thar their 1i-
cense 1s conming due lor rencwal in g lew
months. They vaise thar reminder in con
nection with whether the station manag
or is going 1o dear the documentiny for
broadeast or not. Has that happened
at GBS

CRONKITE: | haven't heard anvihing like
that here ar CBS, but thae doesn’t mean it
doesn’t happen.

PLAYBOY: In December of last vear. Clav
1. Whitchead. who is President Nixon's
communications advisor, announced to a
jourttalism fraternity in Indiznapolis that
a bill was in the works that would place a
local sttion’s license in jeopardy il the
station couldw’t “demonstrate meaning-
Tul service 10 1he conummity.” White-
head said “the conmumity-accountability
standind will have special meaning lor all
newwork afhliates. They should be held
accountable o their local audiences for
the 61 percent of their schedules that are
network progrioms.” Whitchead used the
words bias and balance in delining this
accountability. Wit do you think is be-
hind such 2 requirement?

CRONKITE: | think the Administration
would like 1o deflate, il possible, the
power ol the network news programs. Bug
I don’t know how in the world local sia-
tion owners could do that. [ think its im
possible. On the basis of wlhin knowledge
are they going 1o edit locdly what we
hroadeast nationally: They don’t have the
sources ol information available ar their
finger dps. as we do. Are they going 10
challenge a stirement made by @ network
news correspondent i Saigon: How are
they going 10 do thin? Ave they simiply
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going to decide it doesu’t sound right to
them? Or it doesn't sound [air to them? 1
think this is what Mr. Whitehead would
like to impose.

PLAYBOY: Why?

CRONKITE:  This Administration clearly
feels that its strength is out m the coun-
try. in the smaller communities. the land
ol the great stlent American. as they
would have it. The networks, this think-
ing goes, are more “liberal” in their out-
look than the individual statons. I think
they might be fooled in that assumption
il they began to tamper with the flow of
news. Bur the other pare of Whitchead's
proposition was the carrot dangling at
the end of the stick: an increase in the li-
cense term to five vears. instead of the
present three. This would mean vast sav-
gs in legal fees Tor the stition owner.
The bill would also assure the owner that
il anyone challenged his license, it would
be up o the challenger 1o preseat proof
that the station hadn’t perlormed s lane-
tnon. rather than the stavion owner's re-
sponsibility, as now defined by law, 1o
prove he'd done a good job. And thae, ob-
viously, is very appealing—and rather in-
sidious as a tempation 1o Ccooperate”
with the Government. But 1 think most
station owners know there’s no practical
way they cm exercise any real judegment
over network programing, cither enter-
talnment or news.

PLAYBOY: I 'hev could decide to cancel the
network feed.

CRONKITE: Yes. they certainly could. T
would assume thar that's the intent of the
Whitehead proposal. in its ultimate: 1f
the networks don't shape up by reflecting
community attitudes. then the only re-
course ol the local station is 10 cancel
them. Which means that you would be
Irozen in the establishment atitude of
cach individual communitv. 11 nerwork
news didn’t coincide precisely with the
view at the local level. off the air we'd go.
IT enough local stations did that, vou
wouldn’t have network news any longer.
But I don’t think that™s likely to happen.
PLAYBOY: Wouldn't it hie possible Tor local-
stition the
sources of inlormation that you luve at
the network level and o give their own
national newscasts?

CRONKITE: Certainly. They can use the
AP and the UL P L just as we do. Buat
the grear bulk ol our reporting is with
our own network correspondents. our
own hlm crews around the world, T don't
know who would supply the local stnions
with film. There have been aitemprs at
syndicited newsfilm services thanr haven't
heen successful. 1 think it would be line
to have a television news association simi-
Lar 1o the AP or the U. I 1.
tion in which you would have a stalf ol
foreign correspondents and lorcign film
arews, But it's a very expensive proposi-
tion, and it would cost the local stations
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a great deal more than the present system
ol waking network news, which is subsi-
dized by the network.

PLAYBOY: You had lunch with My, White-
head recently. Did you raise these argu-
ments with him?

CRONKITE: Yes. it was a diplomats” day: we
had a “hank and open discussion.” And,
as the diplomats say privately. it didn't
come 1o anyvthing. We had. T must say, a
quite pleasint lunch, but we have a fun-
damental disagreement on these mateers.
PLAYBOY: \What's the nauwe ol your
disagrecment?

CRONKITE: YWell. it gets down 1o a conple of
things. First. Mr. Whitehead suggests that
he’s not really trving 1o get at newwork
news: that’s not the purpose ol the
license-venewal bill. T that wasn't the in-
tent. [ asked him. why did he make that
speech to a journalism [raternin? And he
st “Welll it just seemed like @ good
forum at the ume.” I found that a linle
disingenuous. Then. secondly, he main-
tains thar the Administration leels net-
work news must exeraise a greater degree
ol “prolessional yesponsibility.” 1 really
couldn’t get a definition from him of just
what that “professional responsibility™
is. I'd have a hard tme defining pro-
fessional

responsibility: myvsell. But my
hackles vise when I hear it suggesied 1hat
we're nol responsible. We in hroadcease
news have ethics we deflend and maintain
as strongly as a doctor or a lawver does;
in lact, a lov more strongly than some
doctors and Liwyers I know.,

PLAYBOY: Doctors and Liwvers have rather
well-defined codes ol professional stind-
ards. but journalists don’t. Do you think
they should?

CRONKITE: | don't reallv see that thev need
to be imposed. and T see some dangers in
it. Freedom of press and speech seems 1o
imply that anvbody can write or speak
out. whether he's Inerate or not. Lreaimge

=]
standards would also sugwest that you're
going to legishie agmns the under-

growd pross. and 1 think thar would be
amistake. I you're going 10 accept jour
nalists only i they conform to some estab-
lishment norm. you won't have the new
Blood and ree llow ol new ideas that are
absolutely essential o a vital press. |
don’t know that Tom Paine could have
passed a jouroalism-review test.

PLAYBOY: One staindard that Government
already conders on bhroadcaasters is the so-
cilled Tairness doanine, whicdh requires
that hothy sides ol comvoversial issues be
]JlL‘\'t‘llIt'd. You have suid vou Livor s
climination becanse it mmposes artihcial
aned arbitvary standards of balinee and
objectivity.

CRONKITE: Yes. I think the onhv wav to lree
radio and television news broadcasting
[rom the constunt danger ol Government
censarship is 1o free it from any form of
Governmen control. The only wav 1o
do that is 1o limit the licensing practice

to a technical matter of assignment of
channels.

PLAYBOY: Whitchead agrees with you on
this. But he cites three “harsh realities”
that he says make it impossible o elimi-
e the fairness doarine at this time.
The hrse is “a scarcity of broadcasting
outlets,” which he feels limits the range of
viewpoinis expressed on the air.

CRONKITE: | think that's false. There are
certainly a limited number of bands on
the open-broadeast spectrum, but we've
got cable TV, which provides a multitude
ol outlets. coming along now. And even
over the airwaves, how many outlets do
vou need o have enough? In alimost
every community today, the number ol
television stations is limited solely by eco-
nomic viability. So where is this monopo-
Iv they keep talking abow? It doesn't
exist. You've got more television net-
works serving out news than you've got
wire services,

PLAYBOY: \Whitchead's second arcument s
that a great deal of economic and social
power is concemrated in the networks.
CBS. for example. does research and de-
velopment in milicry and space technaol-
ogy. owns two publishing houses and has
phonograph-record. record-club and film-
commuunicitions divisions.

CRONKITE: That's right. We're hig. And
we're powerful enough to thumb our
nose at threars and intmidation  from
Government. I hope it stays that way.
PLAYBOY: But are vou powerlul enough o
broadcast in your own interest, as op-
posed to the public interese?

CRONKITE: Thut danger probably exists. T
couldi’t denvy it. Bur there are an awlul
lot of journalists who wouldn't work for
networks il they did that. That's the firse
line of delense. The second line ol de-
fense. which T admic is @ mater of vrust, is
thie none ol the network managements is
as veral as that. At least they haven't
shown that side 10 me. 've been here for
22 vemrs and I just don’t think that's
likely.

PLAYBOY: Whitchead again: “There is a
tendency Tor hroadasters and the net-
works 1o he sell-indulgent and miyopic in
viewing the First Amendment as pro-
tecting only their rights as speakers. They
lorger that its primary purpose is 1o s
sure a lree llow and wide ranee ol inflor-
nuition to the public.” Comment?
CRONKITE: L hat’s  absolutely what  we
ought 1o be doing. But that's not just
what we're supposed 1o he doing: that's
whit we are doing,.

PLAYBOY: Do vou think the localstation
licenserenewal Dill will succeed?
CRONKITE: | have a lecling that it won't
simplv because T believe that there ae
cnough Congressmen oday who are alert
1o the dangers 1o owr free speech and free
press that they would go very slow an any-
thing of this Kind. T think dhiat this aware-
ness is increasing in the country. Now.,
'moalrawd that we in the news media
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aren’t popular with politicians. with any
political party or any political ceed. 1
mean, all we have 1o do is go back lour
years to remember the furor that was
raised in Congress alter the Democratic
Convention of 1968 by Democrats who
were shocked av the coverage that we
dared give their clambake in Chicago.
Now it’s the Republicans in power.
PLAYBOY: You say vou believe that Con-
gress will be alert 1o the dangers posed to
free speech. yet yvou say the news media
aren’t popular with politicians, If that's
true, wouldn't Congress be likely to vote
in [avor ol restrictive legislation?
CRONKITE: No. I don't think so. T don’t
think you have to equate popularity or
unpopularity with rattonal consideration
ol a given issue. I think a lot of Congress-
men will vote to support an institution
they have disagreements with if the issues
mvolved are important enough to trans-
cend their own personal bias, as I think
the issues in this bill dearly are. Those
in command are never going to appre-
diate the press. Tr's fundamental that
they shouldn’t. When they do, we'd
hetter look 1o our profession to find out
what's wrong.

PLAYBOY: Do you think what some editori-
al writers have called the “chilling effect”
of the Whitehead bill may have been
achieved simply by its being brandished
asa potential weapon?

CRONKITE: There is a chill right now on
newspapers, and on broadcast news in
particular. We feel it to a certain exwent
here at the network level, where we have
the greatest strength. That's why they're
alter us first.

PLAYBOY: What form does this pressure
take?

CRONKITE: We [eel it on us with each item
we report: that it's going 1o be questioned
by the Administration, and in the higher
cchelons of the network, and among our
afhliates. We may be called upon 1o ex-
plain an item. why we used it, why we
chose that particular wording. This is a
shadow and a threat that constantly
hangs over us.

PLAYBOY: Does that threat influence the
content of the news?

CRONKITE: I don’t think so. It’s like a cold
dralt coming through the door, but I
think we're kind ol bundling up and put-
g on our mittens and continuing to do
our job. I don’t know of anv story that
hasn’t been curied on the CBS Evening
News becanse ol a chilling ellecr, bue 1
don’t know that that can go on forever.
PLAYBOY: DBesides the Whitchead bill,
there have been other recent assaults on
the press. Four reporters have been sent
1o jail for refusing to hand over confiden-
tial information 10 the courts: a fifth
—Jack Anderson’s legman Les Whinen
—was handculted and his notes were
mpounded.  And  a Nixen-appointed
Corporation for Public Broadcasting has

removed virtually all news and public-
affairs programing from public-TV's 1973
schedule. Do you believe these incidents
are all part of an orchestrated anack on
freedom ol the press?

CRONKITE: Yes. 1 do. I have no doubt at all
that they amount to a very serious assault.
This Administration has wied to bring,
and may have succeeded in bringing, the
press to heel. Ir has wried 10 suggest in
every possible way that the press has no
privileges in this sociery. that, indeed. if
anvthing. the press should be pur under
much closer scrutiny by society as a
whaole. And this. I think. is a dangerous
philosophy. This campaign against press
credibility, 1o divide the nation from
the press. is continving—and s being
stepped up, as a matter of [act. I'm think-
ing ol Agriculture Secretary Farl Buz's
remark in late February, when he an-
nounced that the cost-ol-food mdex had
risen in January by the greatest percent-
age in 20 or 25 years—and then said. “OF
course, the press is going to misinterpret
this.” That was quite a prejudgment, 1t
seems 1o me. How do you misinterpret the
fact that food prices have gone up by the
greatest percentage in 20 or 25 years? Butz
figures that food prices are going 10 he
nasty and dithcult for the Administration
to deal with. so let’s put the blame some-
where else again.

PLAYBOY: Insolar as television is hearing
the brunt of this attack. do vou feel that
CBS is the primary target—thin the Ad-
ministration is still vindictive about The
Selling of the Pentagon and your own
news reports last summer on the Water-
gate affair and the Sovier wheat deal?
CRONKITE: [ like 1o think that we've been
in the forefront of the reporting and
therelore in the forelvont when the flak
strts to fly. That doesn’t alarm me. I'm
not alarmed for CBS. I'm alarmed for the
entire country.

PLAYBOY: News analvsis on all the net-
works has dropped off since the Adminis-
tration’s attacks began. There are lewer
“instant  analyses” ol Presidential  ad-
dresses. for example.

CRONKITE: I'm not sure [ agree with vou. [
think that we at CBS bend over backward
to be sure that we get an amalysis on afier
cvery major address. Even when commer-
cial considerations might have dictated
coing immediately from the address to
the next program, we've cut into the
top of that program in order to get a
few licks in.

PLAYBOY: But are these licks as tough as
they used to be?

CRONKITE: | don’t know. I guess T have to
be candid and say thar it seems to me that
on occasion our guys have pulled their
punches. But Fve talked with them about
it—not ofhcially, because that's not part
ol my function—and 1 get the impression

that they don't feel they have. Bue they

do [leel threatened. This question ol

“instant analysis,” though. is one of the
major phonies of the whole anti-network,
anti-press campaign. As any newspaper-
man knows, it’s rare that the press doesn’t
have a major Presidential speech several
hours in advance. The newspapers must
get it ser in ype. the editorial writers
must have a shot at it for the next day's
paper. So there’s nothing instant abowt
analysis. The network analysts have long-
¢r than the prim press 1o study a speech.
in fact. because they don’t deliver their
analysis until afrer ic’s given.

PLAYBOY: What about the “instant analy-
sis” that Government spokesmen gave 10
The Selling of the Pentagon? Do you fecl
some of that aiticism—Ior editorial bias
and unlair edining—uwas justified?
CRONKITE: I think some of it was justified.
I'm not a great defender of some of the
editorial techniques used in The Selling
of the Pentagon. I'm aalking partly ol
rearranging the sequence of i military of-
ficer’s conversation so that his remarks
were taken out ol context. 1 also think
there was some emphasis on some aspects
ol Pentagon public relations thar was
kind ol a bum rap. I think the fircpower
display and the touring exhibits are per-
fectly acceptable as Pentagon PR. 1 think
the Pentagon ought 10 be showing the
public what it’s got and what we're buy
ing lor our money. How else is the public
going o know? But the Government was
nitpicking in an eflort to destroy the gen-
eral theme and the impression given by
The Selling of the Pentagon, which was
[ully justified.

PLAYBOY: \What was that general theme?
CRONKITE: T'he exposing of a great propa-
ganda organization that has been devel-
oped not primarily to inform the public
but 1o keep it sold on a big military
establishment.

PLAYBOY: Can vou think ol subsequent
documentaries that have heen as tough
and crusading as that one? Many leel it
was the Last of its kind. And 1t was broad-
cast back in 1971.

CRONKITE: I don’t think the documentaries
are less tough. We just don’t have as
many of them on as we used 1o, on any of
the nerworks. I think this is a lunction
partly of having kind ol worn out the
marker for them, wemporarily. What we
have instead now is the Sixty Minutes loy-
mat. the Sunday-magazine formac. And 1
don’t believe that anvbody can say tha
that is sole. IUs damn tough stufl.
PLAYBOY: Do vou think that the public’s
apparent declining interest in documen-
tarics has anything to do with the Admin-
istration’s  suceess  in disarediting  the
press? Were you surprised, for example,
at the low level of outrage lolowing the
Wiatergate exposc?

CRONKITE: | certainly was, very much so. [
tie it to the [act that the people say, well,
iUs just another cimpaign-year press at-
tack against Nixon.

PLAYBOY: Do vou think the public really
cares about freedom of the press any
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more? Or even about its own freedom of
speech or assembly?
CRONKITE: I think people care in the ab-
stract. But they don’t understand the spe-
cifics. We did a poll on the Bill of Rights
at CBS a couple of years ago. We asked
people such specific questions as, “As
long as there appears o be no danger of
violence, do you think any group. no mit-
ter how exireme, should be allowed to
organize protests against the Govern-
ment?” Something like 76 percent ol the
people said no. they don’t have thar right.
But the same people support the constitu-
tional guarantee of freedom ol assembly.
So they believe in the abstract but not in
the specific. And this is our problen.
PLAYBOY: Implicit in the Administration’s
attempts  to  force the networks to
“balance”™ the news is a convicrion that
maost newscasters are biased against con-
servatisni. Is there some truth i the
view thae television newsmen tend o be
lel of center?
CRONKITE: Well. certainly liberal. and pos-
siblyv Ielt of center as well. I would have to
accept that.
PLAYBOY: What's the distinction bewween
those two terms?
CRONKITE: | think the distinction is hoth
clear and important. 1 think that being a
liberal, in the true sense. is being nondoc-
trinairve, nondogmaiic. noncommitted 1o
a cause—but examining cach cise on its
merits. Being lelt ol center is another
thing: it’s a political position. T hink
most newspapermen by definition have
to be liberal; it they're not liberal. by my
definition ol it. then they cn havdly
be gond newspapermen. I thevre pl'(f.-
ordained dogmanists for a cause. then
they can’t be very good journalists: that
is, il they carry it imto their journalism,
As far as the lefuist thing is concerned,
that I think is something that comes from
the nature of a journalist’s work, Most
newsmen luve spent some time covering
the seamier side of human endeavor; they
cover police stations and courts and the
infighting in politics. And 1 think they
come to leel very lLinde allegiance 1o the
established order. I think they're incdined
to side with humanity rather than with
authority and institutions. And this sort
ol pushes them o the left. But 1 don't
think there arve many who are far lelt,
I think a liule lelt of center probably
is correct.
PLAYBOY: Some critics believe that this
leftolcenter tendency produces a kind
ol conventional wisdom for Liberals—a
point of view that’s common o most
newsmen. During last summer’s conven-
tion for example.  George
McGovern was repeatedly characterized
as a likable bt conniving bumbler and
President Nixon as an unlovable but
efhicient manager running a closcd shop.
According 1o Richard Dougherty, Senator

coverage.

McGovern's press secretary during the
1972 campaign. the press never rests un-
til it has found a convenient tag. Then,
unconsciously, it edits its coverage to fit
this preconception. Is this a legitimate
charge?

CRONKITE: God. it worries me more than al-
most any other single factor. It's a habit
that I justify to mysell because of the time
clement. You quickly label o man as a
leltist or a conservative or something, be-
Gluse every ume you mention h it's
almost  impossible 1o explain precisely
where he stands on various issues. Buo
labeling disturbs me at every level of our
society. We all have a wendency 1o do it
PLAYBOY: Docsn't the fact that the same
labels tend 1o be applied 10 the same
people by all the networks—as well as by
the print medin—imply that there’s a bit
too much edivorial camp-following in the
news business?

CRONKITE: Don't forget that in political
campaigns those who cover a candidate
are all living and working together in the
greatest intimacy, I mean, there's a lot of
cross-lertilization. and these reporters be-
come kind of a touchsione for the rest of
the press. That's inevitable, 1 suppose.
But the idea that there's some elitist liber-
al Fastern establishment policy line is
absolurelv mad.

PLAYBOY: Tu the extent that there is at
least a 1endency 1o group-think, what do
vou think the eflect of it is?

CRONKITE: To the extent that there is an
cifect. T think it’s 1o be deplored. But 1
don’t know thar there's anvtling vou can
do abour it. We're perhaps all condi-
toned by similar backgrounds. similar
experiences. And vou'll iind. T (hink, that
il we do. indeed. veact in g knee-jerk fash-
ion to news stimuli, so do people in every
other business.

PLAYBOY: Isu't thir the essence ol Vice-
President Agnew’s chivge—tha newsmen
are conditioned by similar hackgrounds
and experiences:

CRONKITE: Again. he’s thinking of the
clitist Eastern establishment as our com-
mon background and  experience. I'm
thinking about covering the police station
in Lowsiana in Howard K. Smith's case
or North Carolina in David Brinkley's
case. Thar's the Kind of experience I'm
talking about—experience of America,
experience with the people. experience
with the burgeoning and overburdening
bureancracy. experience with those who
have a tough shake in lile. That's the
experience 'm talking about.

PLAYBOY: How do vou leel about advocacy
journalism—the kind of reporting that
puts the sort of experience you mention
in the service ol a newsman’s own per-
sonal convictions? Is it possible that there
isn't enough of this—rather than oo
much, as Agnew claims—in the media?
CRONKITE: I think that in seeking truth you

have to get both sides of a story. In [act, 1
don’t merely think, 1 insist that we pre-
sent both sides of a story. It’s perfectly all
right to have first-person journalism; I'm
all for muckraking journalism; I'm all for
the sidebar, the eyewitmess story. the im-
pression picce. But the basic function of
the press has to be the presentation of all
the facts on which the story is based.
There are no pros and cons as far as the
press is concerned. There shouldn’t be.
There are only the facts. Advocacy is all
right in special columns. But how the hell
are you going to give people the basis on
which ro advocate something if vou don’t
present the facts to them? If you go only
for advocacy journalism, you're really as-
suming unto yoursell a privilege that was
never inmended anywhere in the defini-
tion of a {ree press.

PLAYBOY: In reporting an official state-
ment that a newsman knows to be pat-
ently untrue, do vou think that in the
interest of presenting both sides of a story.
he should feel an obligation 1o report also
that it's a lie?

CRONKITE: T think vou're probably obligat-
ed 1o report it—but vou're also obligated
to check the records first.

PLAYBOY: Can vou 1hink of a sworv in
which 2 man who's been quoted has been
shown by independent checking o be
untruthlul?

CRONKITE: Yes, that happens quite fre-
quently. For example, there's a Pentagon
announcement about the purchase of a
new weapons system that’s going to cost
so much. amnd we point out tha develop-
ment costs have already run a lot more
than that. This is a routine part ol
reporting.

PLAYBOY: The job ol corroborating the
facis in a story can be complicued by a
newsman’s closeness with his source. Jack
Auderson and others :i;l)' thiat most news-
men in Washington are so dependent
on high-devel sources. so impressed with
being able 1o associate with the mighty,
that they become their unwitting allies. Is
this a fair appraisal of the Washingion
press corps?

CRONKITE: [ think it’s a serious problem,
and not just for the Washingion press
corps. It's a serious problem for the coun-
ty-court reporter, the police reporter in
Sioux City or anywhere else. How cdlose
do vou ger 1o vour sources? I's a hard
decision. In order o protect your objec-
tivity, you can turn your back on them
sociallv: but by so doing. you can also cut
voursell off from inside information.
PLAYBOY: Anderson insists that sources tell
him things because they're alraid not to.
CRONKITE: Well. 1 think that's right. But |
do’t approve of everything Anderson
does and everything he prints. He ofien
has inadequate evidence. [ think he takes
the minor episodes and blows them into
what appear to be major scandals. On the
other hand. he's the one guy who's doing




a consistent job of investigative journal-
ism, at least on a daily basis in Washing-
1on. And I do agree with him that there
are many reporters in Washington who
deliberately seek social favors, 1o the con-
siderable detriment ol their reporting.
But there are also a lot ol lazy reporters
who aren’t high enough on the social
scale. the impact scale, to get the big invi-
tations. They simply find it's a lot casier
to take the handows and rewrite them
than it is 1o do a day’s work.

PLAYBOY: Another problem in Washing-
ton news coverage seems to handicap
broadcast reporters more than the print
press. The networks don‘t seem willing 1o
spend the money lor specialist reporters.
and their general newsmen are shunted
[rom story to story, never staying on one
for a long time. Doesn’t that handicap
you?

CRONKITE: Yes, there's no question about
it. It's part of our hasic problem in
network news, something the public
should be aware of. The problem is lack
of personnel. The reporters we have in
the field are the best in the business. T
think; most of them are graduates of
newspapers and news services, and they
are superh. But we don’t have enongh
of them, and we're never going to—sim-
ply because we don't have the outlet for
them. T mean, we may have room on the
Evening News for mavbe three or [our
reports oncamera and a total of 10, 12
or 15 other items that are going to run
15 to 20 seconds cach. It's pretty hard in
those circumstances o economically
justify maintaining a stalf equivalent 1o
that of the A.P.or U.P. L.

In television, we can introduce the
public to the people who make the news.
We can intoduce them to the places
where the news is made. And we can
give them a bulletin service. In those
three particulars, we can beat any other
news medium, Bue for the m-depth re-
porting that’s required for an individual
to have a reasonably complete knowledge
ol his world on any given day—of the city
and county and state—we can’t touch it
PLAYBOY: 1 here is a [amous story that the
CBS news director once pasted up your
wanscript of the Evening News onto
dunmny ol The New York Tumes, and it
covered less than the eight columns of the
front page.

CRONKITE: Yes. The number of words
spoken  in - a hall-hour  evening-news
broadeast—words spoken by inierviewees,
interviewers, me, everybody—came out 1o
he the same number of words as occupy
two thirds of the ront page ol the stand-
ard newspaper. We are a front-page serv-
ice. We don't have time to deal with the
back pages at all.

PLAYBOY: In rccent years, the television
press has been criticized not merely for
the superficiality widh which it reports
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the news but for actually creating or
transforming  news  events—riots,  for
example. Do you think that's a valid
criticism?

CRONKITE: There's a very serious problem
with that. Demonstrations have always
been staged for the purpose of attracting
attention. There’s no purpose for a dem-
onstration except to get public attention
and—it’s hoped—sympathy. Certainly, the
demonstrators are going o be where the
cameras are. Certainly, they're going to
let us know in advance that the demon-
stration will take place. Certainly, they're
hoping for live coverage. Certainly, il you
have live coverage, iv's going to bhe a more
lively demonstration than if vou don’t
have live coverage. But I don’t think that
we're responsible for the events. We un-
questionably have an influence on them;
but so does a newspaper reporter’s or a
still photographer’s presence.

PLAYBOY: But TV camera crews are very
conspicuous, whereas a newspapernun
can be lost in the crowd.

CRONKITE: Lights arc the bigeest problem.
And I guess for that rveason the Chicigo
convention may have been the end of
lighted demonstration coverage. because
lights attract demonstrators like modhs o
a [lime.

PLAYBOY: Tclevision has heen assailed
least as much for its coverage of the Viet-
nam war as for that of demonstrations
against it here at home. Do vou think we
found out from television—soon enough,
t—what was really going on in
Vicinam? In the carly war vears, network
news executives seemed to subsaibe 1o
the conventional assumption that Amweri-
can generals and politicians were stmply
doing what had 1o be done to preserve
freedom, and the war was covered ac-
cordinglv. Tt wasn't unul long  after-
ward—1968 and Luer—tha TV newsmen
such as yourself hegan o express doubrs
about the jusiness of Americ's involve-
ment in Indochina, Wasn't this lag in
critical reporting one ol broadaast news’s
areat [ailures?

CRONKITE: I'm not sure I can give an en-
tively satislactory answer. The coverage
changed. Yes. It changed. It went through
several periods. Let’s go bhack o when
American troops were  fust commited
over there in sizable, casily identificd
units, as opposed 1o two or three Ameri-
can advisors working with the Viemam-
ese troops. Up to '65. as our involvement
(Ii‘(.’ll(_‘“t'd. we were I“('I'(_'il.‘,illg aur cover
age. We were doing stories on advisors
out in the field, and the dangers to them,
and the occasional death. But it wasn't a
daily flow of combat film. For onc thing,
we weren't interested in endangering our
correspondents to do that kind of thing.
But in 63, when we began commirtting
ol UL S it was another story,
Here were American hovs fighting in a
war. The news story beaime these boys at

units,

war. I[ yvou're going to do that honestly,
vou're going to have 1o go up where the
blood is llowing. That's where the story
is: the story’s not back in the base camp.
We were taking the war into the homes of
America—and that’s where it belonged.
In 2 war situation, every American ought
to sufler as much as the guy on the lromt
lines. We ought to see this. We ought 1o
he Jorced 1o see il

PLAYBOY: But Vietnam wasn’t just a visual
story. It was a complex story ol ideas, of
political assumptions, ol men’s attitudes.
To convey an understanding ol the war
on this level necessitated sophisticated re-
porting. How high was the journalistic
quality of the TV newsmen who went
over there in the early years? How about
those guvs who hung around the press
headguarters in S n for the so-called
“five-o’dock follies”—those no-comment
news conferences? How long did iv take
them to realize they had to stop taking
handouts and find owe what was really
soing on?

CRONKITE: [ don’t think there was any lag
at all. As a matter of fact, 1 was surprised
—and a hittle annoved—ar reporers dur-
mg my 65 visit over there. T had gone
over believing in what we were doing: |
cime back concerned because 1 siw a
build up ol forces lar greater than our
leaders ever told us we were likely to com-
mit. That's when my disillusion began.
But at hest, when T arrived, as Isay, [ was
annoved at the skepricism of the report-
ers at the press conlerences in Saigon.
They were accepting nothing ar the bve-
o'clock follies. More than secking infor-
mation. they were indulging in whut
I comsidered self-centered  bearbaiting,
pleasing their own cgos. showing how
much they knew. And 1 was a litde of-
fended. T thought they shouldn™t beoray
their extreme  vouthlulness. Mavbe, 1
thought, thev were a lintle wer behind the
cars. I wondered why they didn't just do
their jobs, ask the questions and then go
on and get the story.

PLAYBOY: Didn’t the military have a strong
hand over there in directing the flow of
news, deciding where a man could go
with his camera?

CRONKITE: Yes, they did, but they always
doina war situation. And I think that che
press ended up gening the ruth any-
way—and relling ie.

PLAYBOY: Well. it wasu’t a reporter who
uncovered My Lai but a disgrumtled sol
dier, Ronald Ridenhour, who tried for
months to peddle his story to the press be
lore The New Yorl Times accepred it
There was great resistance on the part of
the press to accept his version.

CRONKITE: ‘That could very well be, be
cause this sort of story comes to us quite
frequently. There are a lot of things that.
il we had the manpower and the time and
so lorth, we could investigate: the letters
that come to us abour conditions ar men-

tal mstitutions, or in prisons. or the wel-
lare situation, that undoubtedly are true.
But as for My Lai, had it come o us first,
I don't know precisely how we would
have handled 1. but 1 can see where we
would have had considerable dithculiy in
handling it. Here was one  soldier's
charge; we couldn’t have just gone on the
air with it. We would Iave had 10 go out
andd spend a tremendous amount of eflort
to check the thing out. A really over-
whelming amount of cfort. And we just
haven't got the resources o do it

I think that the attitude of 4 managing
editor, faced with that tip. might very
well have been, “God, that son ol thing
goes on in all wars. ICs probably not as
bad as this soldier says it was. It's probi-
hly somewhere between that :and not hav-
ing happened at all. As a mauer of fact,
weve aready reported several like 1han
—obviously mot as bad as that, but
charges that civiliins had been shot, and
sa forth” And just dismissed 1his storvy for
that reason. My Lai, fortunately, was h
nally uncovered, to the very ;_{n:;u credit
ol Sevimour Hersh.

PLAYBOY: You were quoted as saving thia
il Daniel Ellsberg had brought the Penta-
gon papers to CBS, vou wouldn’t have
run that storv cither.

CRONKITE: | didu’t say that. Somehody else
said it, T think. But I'm nor sure that it's
quite true. I think if he had brought them
lhiere, we would have gone to a newspaper
and said, “Let's work together on this,
Let us summarize them and you present
the full text.” But the Pentagon papers
arc a tough one. I don't know that il |
were the editor ol o newspaper, T would
Assigh a reporter to iy to get hold of the
seeret reports of the Pentagon. In haa,
I'm preuy confident T wouldie'e,
PLAYBOY: \Whv not?

CRONKITE: Because I think that going in
from the outside to get hold of secret pa-
pers is legally indelensible, T don’t think
the press has a right o steal papers.
PLAYBOY: lsn't it just as legally indelensi-
ble to print papers stolen by someone
clse?

CRONKITE: No. Once thev've come out ol
the secret files and are in circulation in
any way whatsoever, I'd sav then that the
putblic is entitled 1o know whatever any-
body else knows. But 1 don't think an
individual is entitled 1o know wlat is in
side seeret files while thev're still seoret.
Please understand, however, that 'm [;m
complete declassification ol secret papers.
Overclassihcation is one ol the arcas in
which the Federal Government is terribly
culpable. But I think we lunve to ger ar i
through legal means,

1 don’t believe we have any right to vio-
late the Jaw. 'm o real old-Eishioned g
in that sense: I believe in Law and order.
I don't like the facr thar the phrase has
become a code word Tor bigowry and sap-
pression ol civil rights and o lot ol other
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things. I don’t believe in that for one
damned ever-loving minute. But if you
take the words lor what they really mean,
I think law and order are the foundation
of our society. And I just dont helieve
that anybody should take it unto himself
to violate the law, no matter what good
he thinks can be achieved, hecause vou
can extend that right up o lvnching,
Now. what Ellsberg did is for his con-
science to work on. 1 admire tremen-
dously his courage and Inavery and his
fortitude in domg what he did. But I
would never assign a man to do thar
for CBS.
PLAYBOY: So a public good came Irom
something you oppose in principle.
CRONKITE: 1t's not dlear yeu that Ellshergs
violated the Iaw. The trial is still on as
we talk today. Ellsberg, after all, was the
anthor of much of this material, He was a
participant in it, you know.
PLAYBOY: \Whether or not Ellsberg is
guilty of a crime, is there never an in-
stance, in vour opinion. in which break-
ing the law could be justifiable? What
about civil disobedience as practiced by
Martin Luther King?
CRONKITE: Clearly, there may come a time
when civil disobedience and  protest
agzrinst what is considered an unjust Liw
might be considered proper. I'm indlined
to believe, though, thae if 1 had 1o stand
on absolutes. I'd preler 10 stand on the
absolute of Liw and order, ¢ven in such a
case as that. [ think there are means in
our socicty to correct injustice, and I
don’t think thar civil
sticks and stones provide the way to do it
I'm glad that things have worked out to
speed integration in this country; certain-
ly, for 100 vears we damm well did Lo oo
linle—didnt do anvthing, in L I'm
glad we've finally gouen ofl our behinds
and gotten going here in the List couple
ol decades. We have  probably  been
spurred 1o some degree by the demon-
strations that the great Marvtin Luther
King dirccted. So you've got to say,
well, it works on occasion. But 1 sull
think the better way would be o do it
within the Law.
PLAYBOY: Lhe opinions you've just ex-
pressed are stronger than any you've ever
delivered on the air about this issue—
which scems 1o rellect your views hont
the importance of remaining an ohjective
reporter. Yet you departed from that pol-
icy when vou returned lrom o visit to
Victnam in 1968 and advocited an carly

disobedience or

negotinted peace inoa series ol ednorials
at the end ol vour nightdy newscast, Are
vou glaud you did it?

CRONKITE: C:lad? I'm not sure. In a lot of
people’s minds. it put me on a side, cate-
gorized me in part ol the political spec-
trum. And | think that’s unfovtunae, Ies
a question in my mind now, looking back,
weighing  the long-erm  disadvantages
with the short-term benclits, When |

went over there, Ididn’t know what T was
going to report back, actually. I didn’t go
over to do a hatchet job. I didn’t go over
to be anti-Vietnam, to be against Ameri-
cm policy. 1 was leaning that way; I had
been very disturbed ever since the '65
build-up. T was particularly disturbed
over the lack of candor of the Administra-
tion with the American public, about the
constant misleading statements ay to the
prospect of victory—ithe light-at-the-end-
of-the-tunnel stuft. I thought—and 1 still
think—that was the most heinous part of
the whole Vietnam adventure, 1 had itlso
been disturbed about the vast overkill,
about what we were doing 1o the people
ol Vietnam,

Bur even then, T was still livine with
my old leeling of sympathy lor the orig-
inal commitment, in line with Kennedy's
promise that “we shall support any
friend to assure the success of liberty.”
Nobody was kidding himsell about the
mature ol the South Vietnmmese regime.
but we thought we were trying to create
conditions  that would promote  the
growth of democracy. give them a right to
scell-determination. So I went out i 68
still basically believing in our policy but
mcreasingly disenchanted with what we
had actually been doing over there ever
since "63. Then, alter the Tet offensive,
Johnson and Westmoreland and  Me-
Nanara were saying we had won a great
victory know. “Now we've got
them; this was their last great eflore.”
And it was clearly unwrue. That was
what hroke my back. That's why T fele [
finally had 1o speak out and advocate

Vol

a negotiated peace.
PLAYBOY: \Whar do vou
cltect of your editorials?
CRONKITE: I think the effect was hinally 1o
solidify doubts in a lot of people’s minds
—to swing some people over 1o the side
ol opposition 10 our continued policy
in Victmam. I must be crelul not 1o
bhe tmmodest here. but I happen  to
think it may have had an elfece on the
Adminsiration isell.

PLAYBOY: On President Johnson®
CRONKITE: Vs, although he denied that to
me personally, Not just about my ve-
porting but about cvervhody clse’s. In
fact, 1 oo last conversation, ten davs be-
fore his death, he went over that ground
again, as he did in almost every conver-
sation. It weighed on him very much,
apparently. He talked about the Tet of-
lensive and he said a lot ol prople were
sure it was Tef that really tarned him olf,
and he said 1o wasn'e so and thae it wasn't
my reports that did it, either,

PLAYBOY: Did Johnson cver conlide in you
about his lTeelings on the wm? In the
course ol those last interviews vou had
with him, did he say anything that con-
tradicted his public statements in olhee?
CRONKITE: No. never. bt was one of the dis-
appoimtments of the interviews we did. I

think was the

thought, when he was out of office, that
he would let his hair down and say,
“Well, there were some points where |
think we went wrong: there were some
things I did that T wish. looking back on
it, I hadn’t done.” But that never hap-
pened, either in personal conversation or
in the interviews. And I think that's
because he didn't enterain any such
thoughts. Our private talks were reasona-
bly personal. I'msure he thought than they
were confidential, and therefore there
would have been no reason not 1o say it if
he felt it. He was a loquacious man in
person, and I helieve these Leelings would
have flowed if he had lelt them.

PLAYBOY: Another about-lace [or vou in
68 occurred at the Democratic Conven-
tion in Chicago. It scemed ahmost a com-
ing-out lor you in a lot ol human ways. It
was as though vou had gotten fed up with
being above the baule. You saw Dun
Rathier get punched out on the conven-
tion {loor and you made a reference 1o
thugs. And then vou said you felt bad
about having said that.

CRONKITE: Yos. T did.

PLAYBOY: Do vou siill?

CRONKITE: Yes. I know that outhurst kind
of makes me more human in the eves of
the public and therelore, perhaps, im-
proves the impression that people may
have of me—that I'm not just an automa-
ton sitting there gushing the news each
night. But I think that cach network
ought to have someone who really s
above the battle, CBS has 24 minutes of
Hews tme every evening, | know 1 conld
do 22 minutes of news just as objectively
as I'm uving 10 do it now. and then |
could put on another i and for two
minutes I could give a scathing editorial
opinion. analysis. commentary, whatever
you want to call ir. It would be right out
ol the gus and depths of my soul each
dav. and ic probably would be a preuy
good picce. I'd like o dunk. Whae was
vevealed about me in those two minutes
wouldn't affect the objectivity with which
I condlucted mvsell Lor the 22 other min-
utes of that program. Buc @ can’t lor one
minute expect ivbaody else-—exeept. per-
haps. anodher jowrnalist—to believe that,
PLAYBOY: Somne critics have  discerned
traces of editorializing in other facets of
vour coverage. During the space Hights,
for example, you were aflectionaely re-
ferred 1o as “the other astronaut.” and
your enthusiasm was obvious.

CRONKITE: Well. T cam see why they would
comie to that conclusion. I don’'t Ll
them lor coming (o it I was i space boost-
er: | belicved in that program. But 1
don’t think that affected my aiticizing
the program, which 1 did on NENY Occ-
sions. 1 thought they should have gone
with e exova Mereury flight, lor in-
stance. There were a lot of things in Mer-
cury and Gemini and Apollo—in  the
matter ol equipment and delays and some
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of the wsual hardware problems—thar T
didn’t think were handled right. And I
talked about that during the space shots.
1 didn’t ever pull those punches. But that
in no way dimmed my excitement over
man in space. 1 think it was the most
exciting adventure of our time and prob-
ably of centuries; probably since the orig-
inal explorations of the New World. 1
have no apologics to make for that,

Now, of course, it’s [ashionable to criti-
cize all the money that was spent—"We
should have used it here on earth” and all
that sort of thing—but I still don’t think
that's right. If you could guarantee that
the 24 billion dollars would have been
spent on our cities instead of on space,
then I would be inclined to agree that the
money was perhaps not apportioned in
the right [lashion. But you know it
wounldn’t have gone to the cities. T think
history is finally going to have to make
some decisions on this matter. T think
that those who are being critical are
going to have to eat some words hefore
the whole thing is over, because I think
we're going to find that space is terribly
valuable to us.

PLAYBOY: In your coverage of President
Nixon’s trips to China and Russia, did
vou feel you even had a chance to be ob-
jective, or did you feel that you were
merely part of an entourage?

CRONKITE: Well, you can’t help but feel
you're part of an entourage when you're
ransported. fed, babied by management.
But I didn't feel I was part of an ideologi-
cal entourage. They had my body and T
hoped they would deliver it back to the
United States intact at the end of the
trips; but they didn’t buy my brain and
soul. The problem in China was that, for
one thing, there wasn’t a hell of a lot of
substance to the trip. The great story in
China was clearly the Marco Polo aspect
of going in and seeing this country for the
first time, with live cameras in the streets
of Peking and Shanghai, and that sort of
thing. There wasn't any substance we
could get hold of: we didn’t know what
Nixon and Chou En-lai were talking
about: we weren't told. So the story was,
1o me, the President of the United States
being there and the pictures of the place.
That’s what we covered. Yet people said
back here we should have had more sub-
stance. So then we go 1o Russia, where the
story is all substance. I mean, there was
one agreement alter another—in a coun-
try we had seen a hundred times on tele-
vision. And people said, “Why didn't we
get 1o see more of the Sovier Union?”
PLAYBOY: On news events such as these.
you're not only a correspondent but part
of management as well. In [ac, vour
title is managing editor of CBS News.
How much editorial responsibility do
you have?

CRONKITE: It’s about like being managing
editor of a newspaper. When I assumed

that title, some of my [riends in the press
were critical—not in their columns but
they suggested it was some kind of show-
business gimmick, a title that had been
liftedd from the ancient and honorable
print media. But when I pointed out
what I did, I think I pretty well con-
vinced them it was a sensible title. I
participate in making assignments. in the
decisions about what will be covered, fu-
ture programing plans-—what we're going
to go alter and, ultimately, what goes into
th.e program. And I edit the copy. Every
word that's said goes through my hands
and is usually touched by my hands in
some way. I edit almost every piece, re-
write many ol them and originally write
some ol them.
PLAYBOY: I[ you were to quit tomor-
row
CRONKITE: There’s a great idea.
PLAYBOY: Would the public get a substan-
tially different picture of the news from
CBS?
CRONKITE: Not really. I'm not sure,
though, that some of the things I eventu-
ally hope to accomplish around here
would be quite as easily and quickly done
by somebody else, because I think I've es-
tablished a certain degree of credibility
with the public and with my emplovers as
to my honesty and integrity. There’s a
mutual st there. On that particular
score, I may have a value beyond that of
the daily broadcaster.
PLAYBOY: Actually, you're not only a net-
work newsman but a TV star. Does that
status allect the way you're able to cover
astory?
CRONKITE: It's a major handicap. There’s
an advantage to it, quite obviously, in
that 1 can reach people more easily than
a lessswell-known newsman could. This
works around the world, T find. 1 get in to
see heads of state, usually through their
American  representatives, ambassadors
or what not, just because they've seen tele-
vision coverage. But, on the other hand,
just like the caomera that appears at the
scene of a riot, when 1 appear 1 change
the nature ol the situation. I can’t go to a
bar and take in an average conversation,
because it changes when I'm  there:
They're talking to the press.

And the same thing is true even when
I meet important people. Yesterday a
journalist who was doing an interview
with a very important person in Washing-
ton told me he thought that his interview
subject was arrogant and dominecring.
Well, T haven't seen either of these char-
acteristics in this man, and I said so. My
friend said, “Well, he probably isn’t that
way with you. With you, he probably
[eels he's dealing with an equal, or has
some fear of your power, and therelore is
much more courteous, much more willing
to exchange ideas.” And 1 suppose that's
true. But I think il I have enough time, |
can break down most barriers. 1 think if

I went back 1o that hypothetical bar for
two or three days in a row, I'd find that I
was accepted as a fairly regular fellow
and the facade would wither away.
PLAYBOY: How do you leel about the per-
sonal side of being a television star? Do
you like to be recognized, sign autographs
and all that?

CRONKITE: Well, the autograph thing is
flattering: that's exactly the word for it
But it’s exceedingly tiving, It'd be nicer if
you could twrn it on once cvery [ew
months, as sort of an ego builder, and
then turn it off again. It's not fun to be
the center of attention all the time. You
know that people’s eyes are on you. My
wife and I like to dance, and we don’t do
it very often, bur just the other night we
were at a big occasion, an opening in
New York, and we were Joel Grev's
guests. In the carly stage of the cvening,
at the Waldorl, we were dancing: but we
suddenly realized, heck, everybody’s kind
of watching us dance. And that’s not fun.
I'm not an exhibitionist—at least not
quite in that sense. I'd like to be a song-
and-dance man: that’s my secret ambi-
tion, but
PLAYBOY: Wait a minute. You've always
wanted to be a song-and-dance man?
CRONKITE: I've always thought one of the
great things in life would be to entertain
people with songs and dances and funny
sayings. But it's just a fantasy. Another
Walter Mitty dream.

pLAYBOY: Has your wife enjoyed the
celebrity life?

CRONKITE: I think so, to about the same ex-
tent [ have. That is, T can’t deny it’s nice
getting a good table in a crowded restau-
rant without a reservation—a few emolu-
ments of that kind. But I think both of us
would have liked a more quiet life,
PLAYBOY: How do you escape? What do
you do for privacy and enjoyment?
CRONKITE: Well. T enjoy totally escapist
reading: I duck into historical sea stories.
I enjoy the C. 8. Forester kind of stuff
—and there are 10,000 imitators of Ho-
ratio Hornblower who kind of keep me
going. It’s about a simpler period, a ro-
mantic period-—strong men doing daving
deeds, and a rather simplified moral code
—and that makes it rather casy to take.
I really enjoy solitude and introspection.
That's why I like sailing. I like sitting in
the cockpit ol my boat at dusk and on into
the night, gazing at the suws, thinking
of the enormity, the universality of it all.
I can ger lost in reveries in that regard,
both in looking forward to a dreamworld
and in looking back to the pleasant times
ol my own life.

PLAYBOY: Tell us about that dreamworld.
CRONKITE: Oh, my dreamworld personally
15 to just take off on that hoat ol mine
and not have to worry anvmore about the
affairs of mankind, and about reporting
them, and taking the slings and arrows
from all sides as we do today, since we
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can’t seem to satisly anybody. Alter ten
years ol it here in this particular spot, it
gets tiresome. I'd like to be loved, like
everybody else.
PLAYBOY: Do you leel the slings and
arrows personally?
CRONKITE: Yes, I do. Most of them aren't
directed at me personally, but they dis-
turb me deeply anyway. And the criticism
comes [rom both sides. The conservative
press picks up the Administration line
and himmers that back at us: and the
liberal press snaps at us all the time about
the things you've been bringing up.
quite justifiably: about space, about civil
rights. about our coverage of the war. So
my dreams are to not have to fight the
battles anvmore.

My dreams for the world are the same.
I get fearful about what the world is com-
ing to. You know, most people are good;
there aven’t very many really evil people.
But there are an awlul lot of selfish ones.
And this selfishness permeates society. It
keeps us [rom the beaury of where we
could go, the road we could travel. In-
stead of being always on these detours
and bumbling along side roads that take
us nowhere, we could be on a smooth
highway to such a great world il we could
just put these sell-interests aside for the
greatest good of the greatest number. It
applies to the industrialist who puts out
a product into which he builds obsoles-
cence, i to the guy up in Harlem who
throws his garbage out the third-loor
window. It's everybody’s fanlt. I just find
it hard 1o understnd how man could
come so [ar, how he can be so damn smart
and at the same time be so damn stupid.
PLAYBOY: You're not alone in being dis-
couraged  with  contemporary  society;
some writers are beginning to call the
age we live in “postconstitutional Amer-
ica.” They view with particular alarm
such wends as the tendency toward un-
regulated. unlimited surveillance. What's
your opinion?
CRONKITE: 1 can’t decry it enough. T just
don’t see how we cn live that way. It's
not America, and it’s not what we believe
this country stands for. It's so tervible
that I'm convinced there's going to be a
great revulsion to i I think we've come
as close as we can to living in a kind of
chaotic police state—and | say chaotic
because it doesn’t have any central head-
quarters; everybody's doing it. We're liv-
ing in a state where no one can trust his
telephone  conversations, nor even  his
personitl conversations in a room, in a bar
or anywhere else.
PLAYBOY: Have you ever suspected that
your phone was tapped?
CRONKITE: Oli, yes. My home phone and
the one here at my office. I think anybody
in the public eye—even in private busi-
ness—who believes that his conversations
are sacred today is living in a fool's
paradise.

PLAYBOY: The Justice Department, in
utilizing such tactics as bugging, stop-and-
[risk searches, no-knock raids and preven-
tive detention, has claimed these steps are
necessary to contrel crime. Do you agree?
CRONKITE: | think this erosion of due proc-
ess is reprehensible. Of course, we do
have a serious crime problem in this
country, there’'s mo doubt abour that.
We've got 1o take off owr gloves and
somchow or other wade imo this problem
of crime and face quite openly its rela-
tionship to the slum living conditions of
a large part of our population, and the re-
sultant wellare circumstances in which
they live, the resultant slippage in moral
standards—that is. honesty. integrity, hard
work and all those old [undamentals.
PLAYBOY: lhe increase ol sireet crime has
been blamed by some on Supreme Court
decisions that conservatives feel protected
the rights of crininals at the expense of
their viciims. More recently. it's been the
liberals who have attacked the Court, par-
ticularly since its decisions have begun o
be redivecied by its Nixon ippointees.
Where do you think the Supreme Court
is headed?

CRONKITE: Reading the past and looking at
this Court now, in view of the most recent
major decision, the abortion decision, I
think it’s impossible to predict the course
of the Supreme Court. And I think one
makes a mistake to do so. I think in our
history we've been very lucky in our Su-
preme Court Justices, even as we have
with our Presidents. For dilferent rea-
sons, perhips, but the system scems to
work pretty well. I've been appalled by
a couple of recent Supreme Cowrt de-
cisions, but I was appalled by a couple of
Warren Cowrt decisions, 1oo.

PLAYBOY: What dccisions of the Burger
Court have you found appalling?
CRONKITE: Well. primavily the matter of
subpocna of newspapermen and their re-
sponsibility 1o reveal sources. I think that
wis disastrous. absolutely disastrous, But
where the Court is going, where it's going
to end is anybody's guess. It's a more con-
servative Court, to judge by its perform-
ance so far; but look mt some of the
people who, alter coming on the Court,
have taken positions that seemed abso-
Iutelv antithetical to their past records.
Justice Hugo Black was one ol the most
controversial men o go on the Supreme
Cowrt. I suppose. And he turned out 1o be
one of the greats.

PLAYBOY: Isu't the current Cowrt among
the most political in American history?
CRONKITE: Well, 1 suppose that people of
liberal persuasion would be inclined to
think that, even as people of a conserva-
tive persuasion were inclined o think
that the Warren Court was a terribly po-
litical Court. I'm very hesitant about crit-
icizing the Supreme Court at this point. I
think it has every promise of being a [air

Court. il it goes down the line. I'd hate o
prejudge i ac this stage.
PLAYBOY: Are you concerned about Dback-
sliding in the enforcememt of emrlier
Court decisions in the area ol civil rights?
CRONKITE: Well. yes, though 1 don’t know
that it’s any more than a swing of the pen-
dulum. But it’s to be regretted, because [
believe we were making progress. As for
busing. though, I've got to he honest
about it: That never scemed 1o me to be
the right solution. I think breaking down
housing patterns—mixing up the neigh-
borhaods. o use the plrase of some
people—is the answer. rather than put-
ting Kids in buses for three, four and five
hours @ day. I don't care whether you're
black or white, the neighborhood school
is a fundamental concepr. Admittedly,
I've always believed that you must break
down the patterns of segregation and
prejudice through schooling; you've got
to start with the child. But I think that
busing, as lurd as it's been 1o sell to
people, is too easy i solution. I think that
other solutions—like housing integration
and equal employment opportunity—
may be tougher, may take longer, may be
more expensive, but I think they've got to
be better.
PLAYBOY: Would it be Lair to describe your
position on tice relations—and  most
other issues—as middle of the road?
CRONKITE: I think it probably would. 1 just
don’t understand hard-shell, doctrinaire,
knee-jerk positions. T don’t understand
people not seeing both sides, not secing
the justice of other people’s causes. T have
a very difficult time penetrating what
motivites such people. I'm speaking now
of the particularly militane lelt as well as
the particularly militne right. But I'm
also speaking of people in that great cen-
ter. whom I sometimes despair of when
they accept so glibly the condemnation
of other factions within our society—
whether its wellave people or the rich,
There are many people in this silent
America who are biter against the rich.
We forget that. You know, from my
Midwestern  background, I know the
Archie Bunkers of Kansas City; theyre
really basically my own family. I know
exactly how they felt aboutr all other
walks of society, the lower clusses as well
as the upper. Unless you were a 32nd-
degree Mason living on Benton Boule-
vard in Kansas City, Missouri, and a
white Protestant, there was something a
little wrong with you.
PLAYBOY: With thit Kind of background,
where did you get your sense of [airness?
CRONKITE: L'rom my parcnts. My Lither was
a liberal when he was a young man.
Though he's basically kind of set in his
ways, as older I)tupl(‘ are inclined 10 be,
he was terribly upset over the treatment
of Dlacks when we moved to Texas.
He went down to teach at the University
of Texas Dental School in Houston, and
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also to practice. And the very first erack
out of the hox, the first social occasion we
went to, we were sitting on the porch ol
this rich sponsor down there, in a fancy
section ol town—such a fancy section it
didn’t have alleys—and we ordered ice
cream. In those days, nobody had a
freezer, so you ordered it from the drug-
store. A young black delivery boy brought
it over.

There wasn’t any alley. as I say. and he
parked his motorcycle out in front of the
place and walked up the front walk,
across the Lown. And this fellow sat, with
rage obviously building in him, and
watched him come up the walk. When
this young man set his foot on the first
step of the porch. this fellow leaped out
of his chair and dashed across the porch
and smacked him right in the middle of
the face. He said, “That'll teach you
niggers to walk up to a white man’s front
door.” And my Lather got up and said,
“We're leaving.” We almost went back to
Kansas City. Growing up in the South,
one’s attitndes are affected quite seriously
by such early experiences.

PLAYBOY: Do any other such experiences
come to mind?

CRONKITE: Well, there was another one
that also involved ice cream. This time
I was the drugstore delivery boy: 1 did
bicycle deliveries and we had a couple of
blacks who used motorcycles lor more dis-
tant orders. They were both great guys.
One of them was a particalarly close
friend ol mine—as close as you could be
in the environment of Houston at that
time. We weren't about to go out to-
gether anywhere, but we were good
friends at the drugstore and sat out back
and pitched pennies and shot crap and a
few things like that.

As I say, he was a very nice guy, came
from a nice family. His mother was a
wislierwoman, his father was a yardman,
but they had great dignity. He had three
or four brothers and sisters. Anyway, one
night, as he parked his motorcycle and
wits walking between two houses to de-
liver some ice ercam to the back door, he
was shol by one of the occupants—the one
who hadn’t ordered the ice cream. He was
listed as a Peeping Tom and the murder
was considered  justified. Incredible. [
mean, this guy was no more a Peeping
Tom than 1 was—maybe less so. Of
course, if he'd gone to the front of the
house. the guy who ordered 1he ice cream
might have shot him. [ almost never got
over that case.

PLAYBOY: When did you decide 1o become
a journalist?

CRONKITE: About the time I started junior
high school. T became the happy victim of
childhood Walter Mittyism. and it's never
really gone away. The American Boy
magazine ran a series of short stories on
carcers. They were fictionalized versions
ol what people did in lile. And there were

only two that really fascinated me at that
point. One was mining engineering and
the other was journalism. Anyway, 1
started working on the high school paper
in Houston and I found that was what [
wanted to do. In fact, that’s really all 1
wanted o do. 1 didn’t want to go to
school anymore. But I did. T worked my
way through the University of Texas in
Austin as a newspaper reporter and did
a little radio. Did a lot of other things,
too, such as working in a bookie joint
for a while.

PLAYBOY: What was your job there?
CRONKITE: Announcer.

PLAYBOY: In a bookie joint?

CRONKITE: On the public-address system.
When they hired me, they said, “You sit
back here in this room, and as the stuff
comes over, you read it out over the P. AL
system.” Well, I'd never been in a bookie
Joint before, so I gave them the real Gra-
ham MacNamee approach on this, de-
scribing the running ol the race. A mean
character ran the place. a guy named Fox,
and he looked like one. He came dashing
into the room and said, “What the hell
vou think youre doing? We don’t want
entertainment, we just want the facs!”
PLAYBOY: Your first critic.

CRONKITE: Yeah!

PLAYBOY: When you got out ol school, ac-
cording to your bio, vou joined United
Press and later covered World War Two
for them, and among the dispatches you
filed was one [rom the belly of a Flying
Fortress during a bombing raid over
northern Germany. Under those circum-
stances, wis it good copy?

CRONKITE: Well, it had a dramatic lead.
Homer Bigart, who was then a correspond-
ent for the New York Hevald Tribune,
and I were at the same base. We were
heading for the bomber command head-
quarters, outside London, to be debriefed
alter a long day’s raid over Germany. We
were both vived and T said, "Homer, 1
think I've got my lead: ‘I've just returned
from an assignment to hell. A hell at
17.000 [eet. a hell of bursting flak and
screaming fighter planes.” ™ 1 just recited
it. I don’t know il vou knew Homer
Bigant, but he stuttered very badly in
those days—and he turned 1o me and
put his hand on my arm and said,
“Yy-y-y-y-y-you wouldn't.”

PLAYBOY: Did the experience teach you
anything about war?

CRONKITE: | didn’t need 1o be taught any-
thing about war. I had already learned
about it. But I sull didn't understand
—and don’t undersiand today—how men
can go to war. It's irational, it's unbe-
licvable. How can people who call them-
selves civilized ever take up arms against
cach other? I don’t even understand how
civilized people can carry guns.
PLAYBOY: Were you under
correspondent?

CRONKITE: Lots. People take a look at my

fire as a

record, you know, and it sounds great.
I'm embarrassed when I'm introduced for
speeches and somebody takes a CBS hand
out and reads thar pare ol it. because it
makes me sound like some sort of hero:
the battle of the North Atlantic, the land
ing in Alrica, the beachhead on D day,
dropping with the 101st Airborne, the
Battle of the Bulge. Personally, T feel 1
wis an overweening coward in the war.
Gee, 1 was scared 1o death all the ume. 1
did everything possible 10 avoid getting
into combat. Except the ultimate thing of
not doing it. I did it. But the truth is that
I did everything only once. It didn’t 1ake
any great courage to do it once. 1f vou go
back and do it a second tume—knowing
howbad it is—that’s courage.

PLAYBOY: Alter the war, you staved on in
Europe with United Press, finally retu
ing to this country in 1948. Two ye
later, you joined CBS News in Washing
ton, as a correspondent. Since CBS is a
large, competitive organization, how did
YOu manage to rise 1o your present posi
tion there?

CRONKITE: I was just plain old lucky to be
in the right place at the right time. But
I think that o ke advantage of luck,
you've got to have some ability to do the
job. As far as the ability o work oncam-
cra is concerned. that part of it was an ab-
solute accident. 1 never trained for it; I'm
just lucky to have it. Whatever it is, it
seems to work. T was also ambitious as a
voung man and pushed myself along, not
to become president of United Press but
because T wanted to be where the story
was. So I pushed o get where T could
go. And I guess the whole thing just
built up into a store ol experience, and
with experience came a certain amount
ol knowledge.

PLAYBOY: In the years since you've been
reporting the news ar CBS, we've seen
America’s belief in its own righiness and
mvincibility crumble, its moral sense lost,
or at least mislaid. Has it been shattering
to vou—as a man who believes in the
system—to see all this happen?

CRONKITE: No. not shatering. I'm still sit-
ting here and doing my work; I'm not in
a menta]  institution—although - maybe
some think I should be. Burt it fias caten
me. Sometimes I think about early retive-
ment, simply o get out of the daily flow
of this miserable world we seem 1o live in.
But shattering? I have to say no. I think
at times, though, that maybe I'm not as
sensitive as I ought 1o be, that 1 ought 1o
have gone nuts by now, covering all ol this
and secing it firsthand. I sometimes won
der it maybe I'm not really a very deep
thinker or a deeply emotional individual
PLAYBOY: Are you scrious about carly
retiremernt?

CRONKITE: Oh. [ don’t suppose i1l hap-
pen, at least not in the loreseeable future.
I've just negotiated o rather lengthy ex-
tension of my contract.

PLAYBOY: So you wouldn’t have accepred
that Democratic Viee-Presidential  offer
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we heard about, had it been made by
George McGovern.

CRONKITE: No. I don’t think so. Well, 1
don’t know. I don't know what I would
do with a political opportunity if it actu-
ally came down the pike.

PLAYBOY: Would you really have consid-
ered it?

CRONKITE: Well, il it were seriously ten-
dered—and this 1s all so hypothetical,
because it never was, you know, let’s be
perfectly honest about it. As T recon-
structed i, the McGovern people were
sitting around in a meeting and some-
body simply said, “Look, T just saw a
poll that said Walter Cronkite was the
most trusted man in America, what about
himz”" And I think that’s just about as
far as it went. Nobody said that there
were loud gullaws, but it would have
gorten back 1o me direaly if they had
gotten any more serious than that. Tf
they had gone any [urther with i,
though, they would have uncovered the
fact that I'm wot a registered Democrat.
I'm not a registered anything. I'm a
total independent.

PLAYBOY: Do you have any other skeletons
in your closet?

CRONKITE: Well, T'm just not going to talk
about them!

PLAYBOY: Huve you ever seen yoursell as a
statesman?

CRONKITE: Well, 1 must admit I've scen
myself as a Senator. T see it in a very ro-
mantic way, jousting for justice and that
sort of thing, on the floor of the Senate.
But I don’t know how elfective I'd be in
the poluiical infighting. And 1 think we
forget ow hard public servants work.
When you see them in action in Wash-
ington, you appreciate that they work
awfully hard, long and tough hours. It
must also be the most [rustrating job
in the world, spinning wheels as they do
so much of the time. 1 really wouldn't
want to undertake all of that. Far less
would I ever want to be President. Even
il [ were temperamentally suited for the
job, which I'm not, I wouldnt regard
myself as qualified—except perhaps by
good intentions,

PLAYBOY: Do you think Nixon is quali-
fied for the job—temperamentally or
professionally?

CRONKITE: Well, whether or not T agree
with some of the things he’s done as Presi-
dent, there’s no question that he's had
plenty of experience to qualily him for
the job. As for his temperament, I think
it's regrertable, particularly for a man in
his position. 1 guess 1 just don’t under-
standd a man like Nixon—the completely
private man. To stand off and almost
hold your hands up and say, “Don’t come
any closer”—that bothers me in anybody,
whether it's President Nixon or my next-
door ncighbor. It must be terribly sad

and lonely to be so alool. 1o be unable to
throw one's arms around one's fellow
man and hug him o you. I think Presi-
dent Nixon would like not to be that
way; I think he'd like to be an outgoing,
lovable man. But he knows he's not; it's
not in his make-up. Somewhere in his
genes, he just didn’t come out that way. I
think it bothers him, and I think it may
affect a lot of his thinking.

You understand that I'm doing this
analysis from about as remote a position
as one can have. As you well know, I'm
not exactly one of the inner circle. As a
matter of [act, I'm cut off from the White
House today, presumably because of my
outspokenness about the war and about
Administration attacks on freedom ol the
press. T regret this very much. I'm very
sad, at this stage in my professional life—
where, rightfully or wrongly, T have
acquired a large audience and some
prestige—that  people in  high places
aren’t inclined to invite me into their
groups.

On occasions when I've been with
President Nixon—and they've heen [airly
rare, countable on the hngers of one
hand—T've had a tremendous fecling of
wanting to reach out to him. T wanted to
kind of help him. I wanted to say. “Look,
let's let our hair down and talk about
these problems.” T have no doubt that
this man wants to do what’s right. But, as
I said, T think what he’s wying to do in
several cases is absolutely dead wrong. 1
think that the attack on the press is so an-
tithetical to evervthing that this country
stands for that I just can’t understand it.

I would love to be able to shut up
about all of this. T don’t want 1o stand out
here as a spokesman for the free press
against the President of the United States
and against his Administration. That's
not a comlortable thing to have to do.
The attacks haven't come from our side,
though. We're like the troops in the
trench during a cease-fire that’s being vio-
lated by the other side. You know, il we
could just lay down our arms and say,
“Come on, the Constitution says we have
free speech and a free press, and broad-
casting ought to be a part of it; now let’s
jJust admit that and acknowledge that this
is the way this country has always run,
and Tet’s yun it that way.” Gosh, that
would be great.

T just den’t understand why the Ad-
ministration took this position in the first
place. The press wasn't that anti-Nixon
in "68 or "69. 1 think most of the liberals
in this country would say the press was
cozying up to him, if anvthing. And yet,
whamme, this whole explosive attack on
the press. It all gets back a little bit, I
think, to the President’s persomality, to
his remoteness. He has never been able to
sit down with newsmen, put his feet up,

get out the bourbon hottle and say,
“Come on, gang, let's have a drink; you
guys sure laid it imo me roday.” That's
the sort of thing that goes on all over
Capitol Hill every alternoon. And I think
that because President Nixon can’t do
that, his aloofness grew into coolness, into
misunderstanding of the press, and then
into antagonism toward the press and
eventually into a campaign against it.
PLAYBOY: Why does so much of the public
scem to acquiesce in this compaign? Is it
something about the times we live in?
CRONKITE: I think vou put your finger on it
right there. It's a revolutionary time and
people are never comlortable in a period
of revolution. I think they try to regain
some sense of security through the use or
threat of force. But force isn't the main-
stay ol our democratic system. Dialog-
debate is, and that’s regarded with
suspicion and indifference by most people
at this particular moment in history. I
supposc it's only human, when you're
backed into a corner in debate, to get
mad, to Lash out with your fist or 1o leave
the room as a last resore. T think that’s
what’s happening today. Demands for
law and order are translated into sup-
pression. As I said before, I believe in
law and order, not as a code word but
as a keystone—along with freedom and
justice—ol the democratic process. We've
got to stand for law and order. But when
the effect ol maintaining order is to chip
away at the Bill ol Riglus, to suppress
dissent and debate, then I think we're
in very serious trouble.

I think these charges by the Adminis-

tration fall on receptive ears in much of
our country, among so many classes of
people, because they feel so alraid, so
unable to understand, let alone cope
with, the tumultuous times we live in, so
helpless to hang onto the values they were
taught to believe in, so threatened by the
revolutionary changes they see going on
around them, that they're looking lor
scapegoats—and the press 1s a handy
one. It's wragic that they can’t see the
press as the bulwark ol their own free-
dom. I suppose the only reason 1 keep
going, the only reason I haven't been
shattered by all this, as T said enlier, is
that basically 1 have hope that it's all
going to turn around. In tme, T think
there’ll be a new tolerance, and with it
will come a strong resistance to all of
these pressures against our liberty.
PLAYBOY: Where will this resistance come
from?
CRONKITE: T think it'll come from the
people. You know, we've shown amazing
resilience all these years of the American
experience. We go through these dark
periods, but evenually we come back
into the shining light of day. And I think
we'll come back again.
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DO WITH ME
WHAT YOU WILL
fiction By JOYCE

CAROL OATES

“Then what?"

“I got very... I got

very excited and. .. .”
“Did she look at you?"
“Yeah. And it made

me want to. ... It

made me want to go
after her, you know, like
grab hold of her.. ..
Because she was think-
ing the same thing. She
was afraid of me and
she was thinking. ..."
“She kept looking

back at your"

*“Oh, yes, she did.

Yes. Back over her
shoulder. I got so excited
that I just followed her,
I mean I must of
followed her, I don’t
even remember my legs
going. . .. It was just
her, looking back over
her shoulder at me, like
checking on me, and me
following her, just her
and me and nobody else
on the street. I never
saw nobody else. I just
saw her ahead of me,
but I didn’t even see her
face, I was too excited.”
“When did she

start to run?”




for her it was a
brutal attack, for
him a question
“of identity

“Oh, my, I don’t know,
L... . I guessit was by
...uh...that drugstore
there, what is it, some
drugstore that. . .. Well,
it was closed, of course,
because of the late hour.
Uh ... some name you
see all the time. . .."

“Cunningham's.”

“Oh, yes, yes. Cunning-
ham's. But I don't know
if I really saw that, Mr.
Morrissey, so clear as
that ... any place at all
...like I know the
neighborhood upward
and downward, but I
wasn't watching too close
at the time. Because I
had my eye on her, you
know, to see she couldn’t
get away. She was like
a fox would be, going
fast all of a sudden,
and damn scared. *
That makes them clever,
when they're scared.”

*“Then she started to
run? Where was this?”

*“The other side of
the drugstore . . . across
a street. . . . I don’t
know the names, but
they got them written

ILLUSTRATION BY ARTHUR PAUL
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down, the police. They could tell you.”

“I don’t want any information from
them, 1 want it from you. The inter-
section  there is St. Ann and Ryan
Boulevard. Is that where she started
running=”

“IE that’s what they said. .. .

“That’s what she said. She told them.
When she started to run, did you run?”

“Nedl:

“Right away?”

“Yeah, right away.”

“Did you start running before she
did?”

“"No. I don’t know.”

“"But only alter
TR o 7

“I think so.”

“Did yous After she started running,
but not belore?”

“Yeal.”

“Were there any cars waiting for the
light 1o change at that intersection?”

“I don't know . . . I was in a frenzy.
- - You know how you get, when things
happen fast, and you can't pay atten-
ton. . .. L ... T saw her running and
I thought to mysell, You ain’t going io
get away! T was almost ready to laugh
or to scream out, it was so. . . . It was
so high=strung a few minutes for me. . . "

“Did she run across the street, or out
into the stree?”

“She . . . uh . .. she started scream-
mg. . . . That was when she started
screaming. But it didn’t scare me off.
She ran out into the middle of the street
... yeal, T can remember that now . . .
out into the middle, where it was very
wide. . . . I remember some cars waiting
for the light to change. now. But I
didn’t pay much attention to them
then”

“Then what happened?”

“Well, uh, she got out there and some-
thing like, like her shoe was broke, the
licel was snapped . . . and she was yell-
ing at this guy in a car, that waited for
the light to change but then couldn’t get
away because she was in front of the car.
And...ub ... that was a ... a Pon-
tiac Tempest, a nice green ar. . . . And
it was a man and a woman, both white.
She was yelling for them to let her in.
But when she ran around to the side of
the car, and grabbed the door handle,
well, it was locked, of course, and she
couldn’t get it open and I was just wait-
ing by the curb 1o see how it would 2o
-« . and the guy, he just pressed down
that accelerator and got the hell out of
there. Man, he shot off like a rocket. 1
had to laugh. And she looked over her
shoulder at me where I was waiting. you
know, and. . . "

“Yes, then whae

“Well, then. Then 1. uh, T got her.
There wasn’t anything to it, she was
pretty tired by then, and. o L jUsE
grabbed her and dragged her back some-
where, you know, the way they said . . .
she told them all the things that hap-

she started run-

pened. . .. [ can’t remember it too clear
mysell, because I was crazylike, like
laughing because I was so high, you
know. I wasn't scared, cither. I felt like
a general or somebody in a movie,
where things go right, like I came to the
edge ol a country or a whole continent,
you know, and naturally I wouldn’t
want the movie to end just yet, .. "

“But you don’t remember everything
that happened?”

“I don’t know. Mavbe. But no. I guess
not, I mean. . . . You know how you get
in a frenzy. .. ."”

“You signed a conlession.”

“Yeah, I s'pose so. I mean. I wanted
to cooperate a little. I figured they had
me anyway, and anyway [ was still so
high. I couldn’t come in for a landing. |
wasn't scared or anything and fele very
good. So I signed it.”

“Did they tell you you had the right
o call an attorney?”

“Yeah, mayhe.”

“You had the right to counsel . . . 7 Did
the police tell you that*”
“Right to counsel. . . . Yeah. 1 heard

something  like that. T don't know.
Maybe I was a little scared. My mouth
was bleeding down my neck.™”

“From being struck?”

“Belore they got the handeulls on me,
I was trying to ger away. So somebody
got me in the face.”

“Did it hurt?”

“No, naw. I didn't feel it. T started
getting wet. then one of the policemen,
in the car, he wiped me off with a rag.
because it was getting on him. I don't
know if it hurt or not. Later on it hurt.
The woth was loose and 1 fooled
around with it, wiggling it. in jail, and
took it out mysell: so T wouldn't swallow
it or something at night. My whole face
swoll up alierward. ...

“So you waived your right to counsel?”

“T don’t know. I guess so. If they said
that, then T did.”

“Why did you waive vowr right to
counsel?”

“I don’t know."

“Were you pressured into i12”

"What? I don’t know. 1 .. . uh ... 1
was mixed up and a livde high. ..

“Did you say, maybe, that you didn’t
have any moncy lor a lawyer?”

“Uh ... yeah. In fact, 1 did say thi,
veah. T did.”

“You did?”

“1 think so.”

“You did say thae.”

“I think T said it .,

“You told them you couldn’t afford a
lawyer.”

“Yeah.”

“And did they say you had the rielit
to counsel anyway? Did they say thae if
you were indigent, counsel would be
provided for youz"

“Indigent .. .27

“Yes, indigent.

Il you didn't have

money for a Lawyer, you'd be given one
anyway. Didn't they explain that 10
vou?"

“What was thae .. 3 /n ., 37

“Indigent. They didot explain that
to you, did they:”

“About wha?”

“If you were indigent, counsel would
he provided for yvou.™

“Indigent. . .7

“Indigent. Did they use that word?
Do vou remember i?”

“Well, uh. Lots of words got
iseds s Sl e

“Did they use the word indigeni? Did
they explain your situation to you?”

“What situation? . . . T was kind of
mixed up and excited and. . . "7

“"And they had been banging you
around, right? Your tooth was knocked
out . . . your [ace was cut . . . your face
swelled up. . . . So you signed a confes-
sion, right? After Mrs. Donner made her
accusation, you agreed with her. vou
signed a confession for the police, in
order to cooperate with them and not be
beaten any more. T think that was a very
natural thing to do under the circum-
stances. Do vou know which one of the
police hit you?”

“Oh, they all did, they was all scram-
bling around alter me. . . . Damn lucky
I didn't gee shot. I was [earless, T didn’t
know shit how close I came to getting
killed. Jesus. Never come in for a land-
ing till the next day. T was so high,
Pulled the tooth out by the roots and
never felr it. But later on it hurt like
hell. . . . T couldn’t remember much.”

“Were you examined by a doctor?”

N

“A dentistz”

“Hell, no.”

“Let's see your mouth. What
about those missing teeth on the side
there? What happened to them?”

“Them, they been gone a long time.”

“It looks raw there.”

“Yeah, well, T don't know. . . . It
looks what?”

“It looks sore.”

“Well, it might be sore, T don’t know.
My gums is sore sometimes. They bleed
sometimes by themselves.”

“What happened to yowr mouth?”

“T got Kicked there. Two, three years
back.”

“Your mother told me you'd had some
trouble back in your neighborhood, off
and on. and I see vou were arrested for
some incidents, but what about some
trouble with a girl . . . ? Did you ever
get into wrouble with o girl?”

“What girlz"

“Your mother savs it was a girl in the
neighborhood.”

“Yeah™

“Yeah whar?”

“Yeah, 1t was a girl, a girl. She never
made no wouble for me. Her father was

(continued on page 190)
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“Seventeen preces of exght is a bit steep for
just one piece, ain’t it?”
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All
BU
DO

in the hollow comfort
of that elegant old hotel,
everyone in vietnam seemed

“the dust of life”

arlicle

By GLORIA EMERSON

NO ONE WAS REALLY INVITED to room 53
in the Hotel Continental except for two
soldiers in armies at war with each
other. One was an American, the other
was North Vietnamese. 1 did not want
people in that room. It was a place to
take account, to listen to yourself.

The ceiling seemed more than 18 feet
high and an old French fan hung from
it. You could make those blades turn
“vite™ or “moins vite.” I turned the fan
on sometimes despite the sickly air con-
ditioner with its rumbling cough. The
walls of the room were green stucco that
did not yield to any nail. I had brought
the yellow seersucker bedspreads with
me to Saigon and 11 books I never had
time to read. (Once, waking, [ lit a
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cigarette and then stubbed it out on
Sainteny’s Histoire d'une Paix Manquée.
I don’t know why.)

There was a palm tree in the room
that 1 had bought in a Saigon market. 1
watered it too much.

On many mornings in Vietnam—I
had 730 of them—I woke up in places
far from Saigon and the trembling air
conditioner and the shurtered high win-
dows that were taped to prevent the
glass from breaking in case of rockets or
mortars. But when I was there, a room-
boy brought me café au lait and two
crowssants. T ate breakfast like a woman
with a wired jaw, so much did 1 dread
having to leave that room and face it all.

I always sat in a huge green armchair
—-the lurniture of the French colonials—
by a window. There was a German down
the hall who twice called me up very late
at night, pleading to let him into my room
because he needed to talk to someone, he
said. 1 never saw him leaving his room
in the mornings.

Once I came back to room 53 with a
man’s blood all over my shirt and skirt.
The roomboys, lying on their mats in
the hall, said nothing, for they had seen
it all before: the correspondents rushing
out in the mornings, thick necklaces of
cameras and lenses over their chests, and
coming back, much later, filthy and si-
lent and spent.

The stains on me were the blood of
Mr. Loan, a Vietnamese driver for a
rented white car (an Oldsmobile?), who
had been hurt on an April night when we
were ambushed on Route One. It was not
even eight p.y., but night in Vietnam be-
gan at five. It was I who had insisted he
keep driving and he knew of no way o
silence me. The big white car must have
startled the Viet Cong who were mining
the side of the road. They opened fire
with B-10 rockets and AK-47s. We crawled
out of the car—I was slow, fumbling for
my bag—and hid in a slight gully by
Route One. Mr. Loan and I lay very
close together, so his blood wet the pale-
blue stuff of my dress. He was almost on
top of me. Perhaps he could feel my
tremors and hoped 1o comfort me. There
had been no time earlier that day to put
on blue jeans and sneakers and push back
my hair with a scarf. The South Viet-
namese had gone into Cambodia and we
had followed them to Prasaut. Hours
later I lay on the earth of Vietnam and
let its inseats explore and punish me.
Sometimes when Mr. Loan lay oo sull, I
thought the arm across my back belonged
to a man who was dead.

The next morning 1 reached the hotel
and, unable to bear those dark bloody
blowches on me, I called the roomboys
for salt, quick, salt. Sel. You always need
it to wash out blood. A roomboy
brought a bucket of ice instead. It was
what  the Americans always seemed
to want.

Blood. Sometimes Gls in the field
would talk about it. The enemy did not
bleed enough and they almost com-
plained about it.

“The dinks don’t bleed—why, T see
more blood when 1 cut myself shaving,”
a Gl from North Carolina said. 1 did
not correct him.

There were two yellowy plastic flow-
ers on my desk in room 53. A Vietnam-
ese woman had given them to me. [
could not bear to throw them away. She
was the wife of a middle-class retired
civil servant named Ba. Their three sons
were in the army.

Mr. Ba did not much like my ques
tions. They were especially vexing for
him in the evening when he wanted to
watch The Fugiltve or Bonanza on the
AFVN (Armed Forces Vietnam Net-
work) channel. His Japanese-made tele-
vision set was put back into a large box
when these programs were over.

Yes, yes, he said patiently, he and his
wife were aware of protesters who demon-
strated in America against the war.

“We think these must be worried
mothers,” Mr. Ba said.

I thought of him almost three years
later, on Inauguration Day, when a crowd
stood on Pennsylvania Avenue yelling,
“Bullshit! Bullshit! Bullshit!” as the girls
on the Hoats and the bands marched by.
No worried mothers there.

No one else ever slept in room 53
until I lent it to a GI named Dennis,
whom | had found at Tan Son Nhut air-
port in Saigon, where he was trying to
sleep on a bench. There was a big rip in
the canvas of one of his boots. He wanted
a Coke, but you needed piasters in the air-
port restaurant. His flight was delayed
for 36 hours. He was going home on
leave and he wasn’t sure he would ever
want to live in the United States again,
maybe Australia was the bewer place. 1
wis quitting Saigon for a week, so I told
him to use my room. I always felt like
Mary Poppins among those huge, tired
children in the U.S. Army and it was
the country boys I liked the most. (But
it did not always pay to be too nice, to
show too much concern. I remember the
GI who began to cry telling me why he
wouldn't be sent on the line again, hold-
ing up the hand on which the tips ol two
fingers were gone. And even when they
were much older, you had to be distant.
There was the major who asked me to
take off my scarf on a helicopter ride at
night so my hair would blow.)

When | got back, Dennis’ boots were
there and a pile of his underwear and a
copy of his travel orders. The roomboys
had even washed his boots, not knowing
that Americans were proud when their
boots turned that reddish brown, for it
showed, as nothing else could, what they
had endured. He had not read the books
by Giap or Bernard Fall or Jonathan
Schell. There was a note on top of The
Strawberry Statement and 1 kept it for a

very long time. It was difficult to read.
Punctuation confused Dennis.

I just want to thank you very much
for helping me out. Also I like to
say that just knowing theres people
like you around to help the small
guys has given me new faith in
people. I still dont know how 1 feel
about going back to the States.
That book The Strawberry State-
ment. From what I read seem to be
about the way most guys feel. 1 wish
I was man enough o stand up and
say what I feel. May be one of these
days I will. Well I guess I betrer be
going. Thank you. Dennis.

That was not all. On the book he had
written in pencil, “Keep truckin®.”

The roomboys could not say why he
had left his boots behind and if he had
left barefooted for the airport. They
seemed eager to report that Dennis had
brought a whore to room 53. But not a
young and pretty one. It was that that
made me flinch.

“Vieille. Pas bon,” a roomboy, who
was in his mid-50s. said. Old. No good.

In the last month of that endless year.
nothing in the room spoke of any season
at all. or of how many had died. or of
anything I had seen. You knew it was
Christmas because people sent you cards
and there were fake Christmas trees sell-
ing in the streets for the foreigners to
buy. There were always paintings of
Jesus Christ on sale. But not as many of
him as of women with preposterous
breasts and shiny hair, because Ameri-
cans liked these ladies very much.

It was surely the month of Christmas,
because Archbishop Henri Lemaitre,
apostolic delegate to Vietnam and Cam-
bodia, visited the prisoner-of-war camp
for the Vietnamese at Bien-Hoa, although
nearly all the men cared nothing about
the birth of Christ. They were Buddhists
and Buddha’s birthday was in May.

American reporters were allowed to
witness his visit. I went there with Tom
Fox, a young American who speaks
Huent Vietnamese. A long time after-
ward I understood why it was a more
sickening day for him than for me. It
was his Church that shamed him.

There were large signs at the entrance
to the Bien-Hoa camp. MAY THE CHARITY
OF CHRIST BE EVERYWHERE (in French),
FOREVER MAINTAIN THE HIGH HONOR
OoF THE MILITARY (in Vietnamese) and
BLESSED 1S HE WHO COMES IN THE NAME
OF THE LorD (in Latin).

We were warned.

Several hundred prisoners had been
standing for more than two hours before
a stage when the press corps arrived at
midmorning. We stared at them, photo-
graphed and filmed them. Interviews
were a violation of the Geneva Accords,
which were carefully observed, the Viet-
namese officials said again and again.

(continued on page 106)



its no big flash that
many “men’s’ jobs
have become fair
game—uwe just

want to reassure

you that anatomically

everything is status quo

wor K pictorial

YouU'RE leaving your office
for lunch and walk past a
cluster of female construc-
tion workers on their nocon
break. They're spooning
up low-cal yoghurt and
reading “Dear Abby” to
each other, but as you pass
by they look you over and
oneofthem—alarge-boned
girl wearing construction
platforms—whistles and
shouts lecherously, “Hi,
guy—nice ass ya got there.”
In an America that has
already weathered a lady
umpire, can that scene be
far away? We think not. The
following pages lend sub-
stance to our prediction:
they also provide reassuring
evidence that, even if wom
en do take over the coun-
try's pneumatic drills, some
of them will still gee pissed
when they break a nail

Chicago jockey Mary Bacon
has overcome many obstacles
—and o few broken bones—in

her determination to do o

man’s job. Her husband,
Johnie, was also o jockey, and
the horse-racing commission
ruled that they couldn’t be in
the same business, because
they wouldn‘t be able to tes-
tify ogoinst each other in
case a protest was filed against
either of them. So Mary got a
divorce. “The first roce | rode
against him,’”’ she says, “I won.
The second time, he won—and
I received a five-day suspension
for cutting him off ot the turn.”

Nothing personal, Johnie.
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““Men are just as uptight as
women are abaut exposing
themselves,” says San Francis-
co's Carol Fulton, who shauld
knaw. She photogrophed this
year’s highly successful male-
nude calendar, Ladies Home
Companion. “But they're also
concerned about how they’ll
look,” she adds, proving that
vanity knows no sex. She’s had
only one bad experience with
her subjects. "l drove up to
this guy’s place to photograph
him and discovered that he
was anticipating on argy.”
Caral canceled the shooting.
“Besides, he lied ta his wife

to get her out of the house.”

San Franciscan Cynthia Cal-
houn says her job os @ woman
of ol work for a sign company
draws plenty of stares from
men. "l wos walking down
Market Street the other day
carrying a five-foot ladder and
a toolbox. | got lots of angry
looks from men. | think they
felt threatened.” But she’s used
to that. "When | was o draft-
ing student in high school, guys
got mad when | received the
highest grades. They thought
the teacher gave them ta me
becouse | wos an ottractive
girl.” We don't doubt your
ability, Cynthio, but we do
understand their suspician.










| want an Academy Award
far best picture,” says Pam
Sweet, a Hollywood producer
of X-rated films, who's con-
vinced that such a dream isn‘t
at all impossible. But she alsa
warns those who think riches
await anyone who shoots a
few scenes between a horny
hausewife and a guy in a Lone
Ranger mask: “We lost money
or broke even on our first six
or eight films.” Still, Pam thinks
producing sex flicks is a great
way to get a big break. “Russ
Meyer started it. He moved
from nudies to the big studias
and it's happening more
and more all the time.”

If you're an actress looking
for work, the way ta go about
it is simple: Take a job as a
New York cabdriver. Well,

it worked for Betty Orfega.
"When a guy got into my cab
he’d ask, “Why are you doing
this?* I'd say. ‘I’'m an actress
trying to pay my bills. ** Such
a conversation with a casting
director won Betty a recent
movie role. Now, between
parts, she attends Columbia
University and drives on Sat-
vrdays. “The bad thing
about New York traffic,” she
says, "'is that you spend most
of the time sitting still.”” Which
Betty obviously doesn’t enjoy.




The most striking feature in
Bernie Roberts’ strikingly dec-
orated Los Angeles men’s hair-
styling salon is Lynn Gayle.
Lynn hos been cutting men’s
hair at Bernie's for twa years.
She alsa halds a beouticion’s
license but prefers mole heads,
although she does tire of
dudes who came an with such
clever lines os, "’} think it would
be freaky ta have an affair
with my barber.” 5till, there
are rewards beyond her
charge of ten dollars a clip,
for she gets ta run her fin-
gers through some famous
hair: “My clients include Glen
Campbell and Peter Falk.”

Ann Lella hos been o bartend-
er and carpenter and now
works in New York os on an-
tigue-furniture mover. “l got
inta the business,”’ she says
with a line that sounds like it
came from a Brautigan book,
""when a friend ran inta some-
body in a grocery store who
was shopping for food ond o
mover-trucker.” Although she
works with an cll-male crew,
Ann does her share. ""Most of
the antiques are so heavy we
hove to dismantle them and
move them piece by piece.”
Ann odmits it's tough work but
says that for the time being

]

she’ll “keep on truckin’.
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BUI DOI” (continued from page 98)

The prisoners—you could not call
them men, for there were children there,
shifting from leg to leg in the hot sun
—had been given new pajamas to wear,
so new they had not been washed or
creased. We gawked at them, those lines
and lines of Viet Cong, but only the
smallest turned their heads to gawk
back. One boy with a scar on his neck
could not help snickering at us. It made
Fox and me [eel a little better.

There were 4400 prisoners in the
camp. Only the wounded or mutilated
were North Vietnamese. One thousand
nine hundred of the prisoners were 17
years old or younger. Major Ma Sanh
Qui said the youngest were 13 but,
perhaps remembering how sentimental
some Americans can be about children,
refused to say how many there were.

Twentyseven women and ten men
over the age of 60 were also prisoners.
We were not allowed to see the women.

There were speeches. The prisoners
did not look alert or interested or
pleased when the archbishop spoke to
them. But they solemnly followed in-
structions from officers. Applaud. Cheer.
Bow. Salute. Applaud.

No prisoner who was handed a gift by
the archbishop leaned over to kiss his
ring. Perhaps they did not dare. Perhaps
it was because there were only 133 Cath-
olics in the camp. The prisoners received
little plastic sacks—some cigarettes, a bit
of soap, a cloth towel, a colored picture
of the Pope and some loose crackers that
had already crumbled.

Ah, what the archbishop and Fox and
I saw that day. Two amputees, once
men in the National Liberation Front,
had been assigned to show off new
wheelchairs that they had never used be-
fore that day. I watched one of them with-
out legs and with a wrecked hand try to
steer his wheelchair in small circles. He
kept bumping into the other man, who
had two hands. 1 could not watch for
very long.

We saw the archbishop say Mass in
the chapel and we toured a compound
where the most ruined men were kept.
As the archbishop entered these rooms,
an officer snapped: “Auention!” The
men looked up. It was the most they
could do. The archbishop spoke to some
prisoners through an interpreter. Fox
looked angry and ill. I tried to pity the
archbishop, whose pallor was strange
and whose eyes seemed too pale.

‘There was a blind man whose sockets
seemed empty even of their lids.

ArcHsisHoP: How long have you been
here?

PRISONER: Three years. I can only
move when someone takes me about.

ARCHBISHOP: Where are you from?

prISONER: Thanh Hoa.

ARCHEIsSHOP: Have courage.

An aide kept asking if there were any

Catholics in these wards, but the Viet-
namese did not know. The aide looked
displeased.

The archbishop spoke to a boy whose
body ended just below the hips. “Do you
want to go home?”

PRISONER: Yes. But the situation in
Vietnam does not permit it. I have had
no news from my family in Quang Tri,
I studied in North Vietnam. . ..

ARCHBISHOP: Have courage, my son.

The sickest men lay on wooden beds
and some wurned their heads away when
a television crew filmed them.

There were cold Coca-Colas and little
cakes for the press, a litde party when
the tour was ended, perhaps to remind
us of what a pleasant performance we had
just seen. Vietnamese officers spoke baby-
talk English to Americans who spoke
Vietnamese. I wondered if the man in the
wheelchair had been told he could stop.

I took Fox to the office, where there
was a bottle of Martell cognac from the
PX. I had never drunk cognac before. It
seemed time to start.

The room was dim and cool. Fox said
he had pressed an officer at the camp to
explain the presence of a large group of
young Vietnamese girls who were wan-
dering around, giggling and keyed up.
They were members of a Catholic youth
organization.

“The major said, “The girls come here
as a matter of freedom. They come for
the fun of it,’” Fox told me. “For the
fun of i.”

The North Vietnamese soldier—who
must have weighed no more than 115
pounds—came to my room that Decem-
ber, for we could not meet in the office.
Twice he came to the room and sat in
the green armchair. At first he was sus-
picious of its fat arms and high back
and its deepness, for in all his life he had
known only benches or straight-backed
wooden chairs.

His name was Tien. A Vietnamese
man told me in English what he was
saying. Tien had been captured in a
“liberated” village in Quang Nam Prov-
ince a few months earlier while he was
convalescing from malaria. His recovery
meant working in the rice fields with
the villagers. His face was so round, so
unlike the beautifully boned, sharper
faces of the Northerners, that it may
have been swollen from his illness. His
hair looked very dry and stood from his
scalp like the bristles of a used-up brush.
He could have been 16. He was 21.

So ill had Tien been that he could
not walk quickly up the stairs of the
Continental.

It was his legs that startled me, not the
illness that had almost killed him. From
his feet to his knees there were scars
from the ulcers and sores no man could
avoid moving down the Ho Chi Minh
Trail through the jungles of Laos. For

three months, in a company of 115 men,
he had made the long march south.

“We walked eleven hours a day and
the longer we walked the more bored
and morose we became,” Tien said.
*There were many things 1 missed. First,
I wanted a real cigarewe. Then, I want-
ed to see my mother, 1o be close to her.
And then, what 1 wanted badly was a
whole day of rest.”

Alter his capture. he had been flown
to Tam Ky in a truc thang, the Vietnam-
ese term for helicopter. The words mean
up and straight. Tien had felt a lear he
could hardly describe.

“The first Americans that 1 had ever
scen were the two pilots. They looked
unbelievably tall. So very huge. But they
smiled down at me. I don’t know why.
Some of my panic went away.”

I could not imagine chopper pilots
smiling at any prisoner, but this is what
he said. Then Tien asked if he could
ever ride again in a truc thang. 1 said it
was not likely.

He had dreaded being beaten by the
Vietnamese who imterrogated him at
Tam Ky, but they were nonchalant. He
was even allowed 1o contact rich rela-
tives in Saigon who had left the North
many years before and it was decided
that he would declare himsell a hoi
chanh, an enemy soldier who defects
under the Open Arms program and is
not treated as a prisoner of war. Tien
had not defected to anyonme, of course,
he had simply been too weak to run
away from a South Vietnamese platoon.

The last time he had seen his parents
was on a June day in 1968 in his village,
all that he had ever known, which was
50 miles south of Hanoi.

“They gave a small feast for me the
day I left home to go into the army. My
father, who is a farmer, was unable to
speak. There were no words in his
throat. My mother could not help weep-
ing. And T wept, too. As 1 left, she said:
‘You must go, I know that, bui ury to
come back.” "

In his village, there were no men who
had come back. There were no letters
from any of them. Before 1968, men
going south had been granted 15-day
leaves, but these were canceled. No family
knew, or wondered aloud, who had been
wounded or killed.

Tien spoke often of his mother, as no
young American soldiers had ever done
with me. They mentioned their parents
and I remember the doctor who told me
of the words of a GI who had lost both of
his legs and part of an arm, who lay on a
litter and asked: "Will my parents treat
me the same?”

Tien was telling uws how he had
dreamed on the Ho Chi Minh Trail of
being a small boy again, back in his vil-
lage, talking to his mother, when a
roomboy came in with my laundry. Sai
gon was a city of informers, so I spoke to

(continued on page 182)



THE WRITER AS POLITICAL CRAZY

truth, beauty, totalitarianism and other sublime things

WHEN STALIN GOT THROUGH purging his fellow Communists in the Thirties, a Russian once said to
me, it was noticed in Moscow that no one left in the Politburo was taller than the boss. Djilas,
now a heretic but once an important Yugoslav Communist, reports in his memoirs of the Kremlin
scene that at the all-night banquets that were a regular feature of the jolly life under Stalin, death
warrants were gaily passed around the table and that members of the in-group could fill in any name
they liked. By the time he died, in fact, Stalin had personally signed at least 50,000 death warrants.
But Stalin was a nmadman who killed more Communists than Hitler ever did and helped bring on
the 1939-1945 war by sicking Hitler on France and England. This, as another Russian once said to me
in Russia, was “a piece of folly for which we paid” with 30,000,000 lives. Hitler, of course, was an
even greater madman in public than he was in private, where it was his pleasure to have woinen urinate
and defecate on him. He destroyed millions of lives, brought Europe down in flames—and by his utter
lack of political restraint or foresight assured Communist control over almost half of Germany
and all of castern Europe. Politicians, statesmen, leaders of helpless masses of people can of course be
notoriously cruel, outstanding nuts, vicious in the name of race or class beyond anything in the usual
booby hatch. And you don’t have to believe that this is the final conflict, as Communists do, or in the
final solution, as Nazis did (and no doubt still do), to note that even in our noble democracy,
President Kennedy, who was notoriously anxious about his machismo, was stung by that crude but not

article By ALFRED KAZIN
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stupid psychologist Khrushchev, after their famous con-
frontation in Vienna in 1961, into more militancy than
he had ever intended. Johnson hysterically described
himself as “the chief of the free world” and went so mad
on an unwinnable war in Vietnam that he destroyed his
Presidency and his own passion for racial accommoda-
tion in this country. Nixon’s closest aides have said that
he became angry when negotiations with the North
Vietnamese broke down at the end of 1972. That
anger was amazingly costly to a great many B-52 crews
and innocent residents of Hanoi.

Still, politicians are notoriously unbelieved and mis-
trusted—especially by those who disagree with them.
And we live in an age of such political fanaticism, cru-
elty, unceasing violence, mass destruction and we are so
helplessly bombarded by propaganda and extremism
from every side that politics, classically the domain of
the common good, the public realm, the general wel-
fare, has become as frightening to many people as dicta-
tors, authoritarians and zealots themselves.

But we expect more, don't we, from writers and
“intellectuals”?

One day in 1942—that was several wars ago—I
wandered into a CBS studio to see 2 friend who moni-
tored foreign broadcasts and found him staring open-
mouthed at a transcript he had just made. “You've
always praised Ezra Pound to me as a master of lan-
guage,” he said bitterly. “Will you kindly put your eyes
on this?” The transcript was of Pound’s twice-weekly
broadcasts to America on the Italian Fascist radio,
which my friend had started taking down the day Pearl
Harbor was attacked.

The first thing I saw was a reference to Mrs. Roose-
velt's consorting with “niggers.” More than 30 years
later I remember that I felt amazement more than any-
thing else as I read these pronouncements by one of the
original poets and master critics of the 20th Century,
the writer most responsible for making “modernism’ in
literature part of our lives:

Things often do look simple to me. Roosevelt is
more in the hands of the Jews than Wilson was in
1919. (December 7, 1941)

Politically and economically the U.S. has had
economic and political syphilis for the past 80
years, ever since 1862. And England has had eco-
nomic syphilis for 240 years. . . . (February 3, 1942)

That any Jew in the White House should send
American kids to die for the private interests of the
scum of the English earth . . . and the still lower
dregs of the Levantine. . . . (February 19, 1942)

What I'm getting at with all this. What am I get-
ting at? Which? What? What? Which? (February
26, 1942)

My job, as I see it, is to save what's left of Ameri-
ca and to help keep up some sort of civilization
somewhere or other.

Ezra Pound speaking from Europe for the
American heritage.

F. D. R. is below the biological level at which the
concept of honor enters the mind. (March 26, 1942)

It becomes increasingly difficult to discuss
American affairs except on a racial basis.

Don’t start a pogrom—an oldstyle killing of
small Jews. That system is no good whatever. Of

course, if some man had a stroke of genius, and
could start a pogrom up at the top, there might be
something to say for it. But on the whole, legal
measures are preferable. The 60 kikes who started
this war might be sent to St. Helena as a measure of
world prophylaxis, and some hyperkikes or non-
Jewish kikes along with them. (April 80, 1942)

Pound died in Italy at the end of 1972. The case of
Ezra Pound, as English professors called it in collec-
tions of documents set up for freshmen to study, would
seem to have been over for some time. And right now,
the left-wing writer as political nut is certainly sitting
more heavily on our minds than Ezra Pound. Just re-
cently, for example, Jean Genet said in an interview:
“What makes me feel so very close to [blacks] is the ha-
tred they bear for the white world; a hatred comparable
to my own for the world that scorned me because
I was a bastard, with no father and no mother, a
creature . . . rejected just as they are today because
they are black. . ..

“My rebellion and my scorn took for their bounda-
ries the boundaries of the French Empire. Now it ex-
tends to the entire white empire and to its mainstay,
whichisthe U.S. A. .. . I rejoiced to see France attacked
and invaded by the Germans. It pleased me to see the
country that had oppressed me so oppressed in its turn.
- . . Despised by Frenchmen, I felt and I still feel a
bond to all that they regard as despicable. . . . All my
life, all my work, is in fact a settling of scores with white
society. I am always on the side of the strongest.”

But the case of Ezra Pound will not disappear from
the minds of those who know what a good poet and
marvelous critic he was. It illustrates as no other writ-
ers’ cases do in our time—not even those of the writers
who shared his Fascist views, like the great French
novelist Louis-Ferdinand Céline, or the master writers
who were equally reactionary, like T. S. Eliot, D. H.
Lawrence, W. B. Yeats—what madness, obscenity and,
above all, self-destruction total intemperance on the
subject of politics can visit on an extraordinary writer.

Everybody knows that Pound was indicted for trea-
son by the U. S. Government, was kept in a steel cage in
an American military prison near Pisa and, after being
flown back to the United States, was judged by Govern-
ment psychiatrists mentally unfit to stand trial, and
that he spent 12 years in St. Elizabeth’s Hospital for the
criminally insane, in Washington, D. C. In 1958 (thanks
mostly to Robert Frost’s influence with the Eisenhower
Administration), Pound’s indictment for treason was
dismissed. He returned to Italy, where (out of step with
the mob, as usual) he gave the Fascist salute as he
disembarked. In his last years, Pound subsided into
what was, for him, the most amazing act. He refused to
taik at all.

Pound is still an issue, as is shown by the recent con-
troversy over the refusal by the American Academy of
Arts and Sciences to grant him the prize conferred by its
own Emerson-Thoreau committee. That is because his
poetry will always be important and yet was as damaged
by his intellectual violence as his life was. No one has
ever claimed that Pound’s scurrilous, vituperative but
more often incoherent broadcasts to his native country
influenced, or could have influenced, to acts of treason
any American citizen who was not already 2 money
crank and obsessive hater of  (continued on page 136)



“Miriam, you could at least wait until I'm out of sight!”
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OF WAY OF
DON WOVW KNOWLEDGE

parody By LAURENCE GONZALES As I recall,
on the day I wrned my brother’s enemy into an arma-
dillo I met Don Wow, the legendary medicine man of
Los Angeles. Up until then 1 had been a normal Yaqui
Indian sorcerer in the hot country of Arizona, making
the desert tremble, taking “peyote” and working every-
day miracles along the Mexican border. Under the
tutelage of Don Wow, new worlds were opened to me
and my accepted notions about the world and its work-
ings were utterly and permanently changed.

What follows are excerpts from all three pages of my
voluminous field notes, taken over a period of several
years while Don Wow was my benefactor.

March 54, 1960 Sunderday 1700 hours: Don Wow
had taken me for a long ride on what he called his
“Harley-Davidson,”” showing me the incredible beauty
and wonders of the world he lived in. We had traveled
east all day and were turning back when an ambulance
went by with its siren on and its lights flashing.

“That's an ambulance,” he said without emotion.

1 immediately demanded an explanation. He just
looked at me, but I continued to press him for informa-
tion. Finally, he said, “An ambulance carries sick
and/or injured people from the place where they are
1o a doctor. It’s a kind of car.”

I found my head reeling with the impossibility of
this concept. His world was so clear and precise that I
could not make heads or tails of what he was saying. 1
asked him if an ambulance was the same thing as a
crow. He explained to me that an ambulance was, in
fact, nothing at all like a crow. “A crow, for example,
has feathers,” he said in a way that made me think that
an ambulance was, in fact, a crow, as real and black
and hollow-boned as any crow I'd ever seen. It was the
look in his eye that I noticed. 1 offered him my hand-
kerchief and he removed it from his eye, continuing to

deline the differences between a crow and an ambu-
lance: An ambulance has overhead cams; a crow eats
corn; an ambulance has steel-belted radial tires; a crow
doesn’t have running lights. . ...

April. 32, 1960, Saturday, 4:17 pm: 1 was sitting at a
point due east by southeast from Don Wow. Over and
over again that day I had noticed that the heel of his
right shoe had a tack in it, obviously picked up while
he was walking. I was certain Don Wow was actually
aware of the tack, but for some strange reason I could
not bring myselt to ask him about it. Finally, I undid
the handcuffs from behind my back and managed 1o
peel off the adhesive tape he'd placed over my mouth as
part of my studies.

“Do you know there’s a tack in your shoe, Don
Wow?" I asked, my voice shaking with suspense.

“No,” he said in a way that convinced me he knew
he had a tack in his shoe and wasn’t telling. Lying to
me was an essential part of his teachings and I caught
him red-handed this time. I demanded an explanation.
He said he really didn’t know and assumed such an air
of total innocence that I laughed out loud. The last
thing I remember was seeing him pick up his totem
baseball bat and raise it above my head. When I awoke
I was being held by the collar while Don Wow poured
ice-cold water on my face and told me, “Get your shit
together or I'll send you back to Sonora, where you can
eat water rats for the rest of your life.”

Februday 24.3 o'clock, Friday! 1 had finally con-
vinced Don Wow to teach me about an important
gringo practice I'd heard of that he called “money.”

We went to a large building called Merrill Lynch,
Pierce, Fenner & Wow. The ritual was already in prog-
ress when we arrived. Several men about the same color
and shape as Don Wow sat in chairs watching pictures
of numbers and letters that  (continued on page 116)

the red-skinned sorcerer
lives in a
humdrum world of
mind-shattering experience,
but with proper
tutelage he can attain
undreamed-of wonders:
money, booze,
color television——
even indoor plumbing
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This dynamic duo has
chanced upan a found object
that’s definitely not drift-
wood. The fellow on this
page heads shoreward in
a multicolor stretch-nylon
bikini, by Sabre, $18.
Inset: He cansoles a

friend who appears to
have lost everything ta the
outgoing tide. He's hung
onto a poir of geometric-
pattern stretch-nylon
trunks, by Jantzen, $8.

] D ‘ N\P-
S A[DR KEI Y
attire By ROBREET [Lso (EHB[E[EN

seeworthy wettables
or getting in a watery groove




The Spitznik at right is
delighted to see something
other thon on oil slick pop

up where sond meets seo. His
rig: a multicolorstripe

knit Crimplene bikini, by
Altmonn of Vienno, $17.

Inset: Scorning personol safety,
a selfiess helpmeet gets her mon
out of the hot sun, shielding
him with a floral-print
Arnel-nylon pongee kimono,
by Bouncing Bertho's
Banana Blanket, $28.

WHEN IT COMES to this year's look in men’s swim-
wear, the time-tested Mim van der Rohe dictum

“less is more” Lerlal Iy applies. ‘There's nothing
really new about male e bikinis, of course; Euro- "
pean men have been wew them for years Now

balloonse B boxer erunks aud john L."Su
van-type Baf)gl{“i and jams in favor of a suit
that’s more revealing. So, gentlemen, the time
has come to take it off, take it almost all off—and
slip into'something- that does your build, justice. S
We don’t have to say what it will do to the ladiés. ;
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sport daybles his pl e’
with a brace of beached

mermaids, He's gone déwn S
to the sea in a pair of o, =
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chambray stretch nylon .t Vo

square-legged trunks, by Sabre . |

$16.95; and a multicalored /J'?-;u

striped cottan knit long- [/ _{/{:’?
 sleeved pullover, by Sabre I

of London for Cezar Ltd., i

$12.95, Opposite: It's a

brief but warm encounter

tor another hip gentleman

who's wearing cotton humble

cloth butt-cut low-rise

swim trunks with an,

cbviously handy pocket, by

Surf-Line Hawaii, $10. ‘
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PLAYBOY

TEAC"I\GS C]: DON V\’OW (rohnmced from page 111)

moved on boxes in the walls. The men
didn't say anything. Neither did we.
Then we left.

“What was the meaning of my experi-
encer” I asked as we got into his powder-
blue Excalibur.

“There is no meaning of your experi-
ence. The numbers represent prices of
various stocks. 1f the prices are up in the
right stocks, we are happy. Sometimes, if
they're up enough, we sell and make a
profit. If they're down, either we buy or
we are unhappy. It's very difficult to ex-
plain to someone who knows nothing. If
you want to learn about money, you must
have an unbending credit rating.”

Suddenly I understood. On many vigils
in the mountains of Chihuahua, I had
met with the shadows of spirits that in-
habit those hills. In the valley of water I
had called them. If none came, I some-
times had to sit for days with no food
to sustain me. If they came, we communi-
cated and I went home to store the power
they had given me.

“If I give you a dollar, for example,”
Don Wow continued, “you could leave
it in the bank for a year and then have
a dollar and four cents.” My mind raced
back 10 a time when I was a small
child. Without my mind it was impossible
to continue taking notes on what Don
Wow was telling me. With a sharp blow
of his baseball bat, however, Don Wow
snapped me out of my trance.

I asked him what a dollar was and he
pulled out his waller. He told me that
within his waller were powers I could
not imagine. I could, he said, if I had his
wallet, go out and acquire incredible
things: a lube job, push-button tele-
phones, lunch at French restaurants, 90-
day renewable notes on personal loans
for money that I could take to the place
of the money rituals and invest in certain
stocks that were bound to give me a better
return than any bank could ever hope
for. ...

I became dizzy and absent-minded. My
mind held onto very confusing images
both of having the power in his wallet and
of acquiring incredible things. neither of
which was clear to me. Suddenly the two
images merged for a moment and 1 had a
clear vision of each separate power in his
wallet, suffused with a brilliant iridescent
green light. The light undulated and
fused into distinat lines, which radiated
from each power to the incredible things
it could acquire. 1 immediately saw that I
could speed along the American Express
line toward major hotels in downtown
Los Angeles. At the end of the line were
long tables overflowing with foods of
every description. and opportunities for
extended vacations to Detroit and Pitts-
burgh, power places Don Wow had
described to me. All along the Bank Ameri-

116 card path were the great halls of clothing

and vaulted rooms of major appliances, as
well as a miniaturized calculator for keep-
ing track. As I tried 10 hold the image
and follow other lines radiating from his
wallet, 1 faltered, became distracted by a
small photo of his first wife and lost the
image completely. My perception re-
turned to one of Don Wow sitting there
with a strange look on his face, asking if
I was fecling all right.

“Maybe you ought to put your head
between your knees,” he said with a per-
plexed look.

He then gave me a dollar and I wept.

2 Thursday March 3456 times pm: I sat
on the floor with my feet 14 centimeters
apart. Don Wow was sitting on the couch
with his legs crossed at a 34-degree angle.
He tapped his fingers on the marble
tabletop in six-four time, at about 120
beats per minute. The tapping had a
strange mesmerizing effect and I knew he
was doing it to induce a special State of
Ordinary Boredom in me.

Then he got up and went 10 the organ.
He had explained to me earlier that he
sent away for a course of instruction from
Berkeley School of Music and that 1
could take lessons with him if 1 liked.
When he depressed the first key, the
sound seemed to be coming from my
right, a low-pitched humming like a bari-
tone cricket. Suddenly the note was inside
my head and I was carried off on it as if
I were being pulled along in the current
of a stream.

I traveled along this note for hundreds
of miles, soaring through the air and ob-
serving the landscape in awe. I could
hardly believe my eyes. Soon there was a
loud buzing and to my left 1 saw three
fighter planes peeling off in formation
toward the southeast, their silver under-
bellies winking at me in the slanting rays
of sunlight. 1 knew that what I saw was
the wink of my death advising me and
that 1 would die in a fire storm at an
altitude of 3100 feet over Magazine, Ari-
zona, in the next Indian uprising. That
thought caused a tremendous surge of
self-pity and 1 passed out.

I awoke lying in the gutter in {ront
of Don Wow’s house. I found it incred-
ible that 1 could have gotten back so
quickly and gradually made my way to
his front porch by using my abdominal
muscles to slither across his lawn like a
snake. I finally arrived at about ten in the
morning.

“What's that crap all over the front of
your shire?” he asked as 1 approached.

In an unexpected moment of anger, 1
accidentally turned Don Wow into a live
400-pound hog. 1 immediately realized
my mistake and we spent the next few
sessions restoring him to his natural State
of Ordinary Usualness. As a punishment
for this impulsive act, Don Wow took
away my dollar. A profound feeling that I

would never learn his way of life over-
whelmed me.

Once Upon A Time: Don Wow had in-
structed me in the use of a special mix-
ture that he referred to as “booze.” He
also called it “Cutty Sark.” It was his
mechanism for coming in contact and
communicating with a spirit he referred
to as “Little Hooch,” which appeared to
me after my first three days of wraining
with “booze.” When I awoke on the third
morning, 1 felt an overwhelming nausea
and a pain in my head. as if enormous
pressure had built up in there. When 1
opened my eyes, to my amazement, I saw
small pink coyotes traversing the corridor
between one room and the next. As if in
a trance, 1 watched them roaming around
for what seemed like several hours before
1 fell asleep again.

“What is the meaning of my experi-
ence?” I asked when Don Wow returned.

“The booze’s been working, that’s
all.”

“You mean those were real coyotes?”

“No, they weren't real. You just saw
them.”

“But if they weren't real, how did 1
see them?”

“That’s what a little hooch can do.”
His explanations were always terse and
to the point. The “booze” training con-
tinued throughout the next few months.

January 1964 : As usual, he gave me the
usual dose of Cutty Sark. As usual, I vom-
ited, with the usual results. But this was
an unusual State of Ordinary Usualness.
I found that by doing the usual thing and
making certain unusual alterations in the
basic pattern I could actually experience
an unusually usual state that was almost
like looking at television. Don Wow's [ace
was made up of little colored dots that
moved faster than the eye could follow. It
was extremely unpleasant.

He explained to me that the people in
the television were not really in the
television,

“Do you mean that we are seeing
people who aren’t there?”

“Well, they are there. but they aren’t
there,” he said, indicating the television.

“You mean that they can be both there
and not there at the same time?”

My mind, unaccustomed to such states,
refused 10 believe that a thing could be
as Don Wow said it was. Understanding
that a man could become a crow and fly
hundreds of miles was difficult enough
without

“Wait a2 minute,” Don Wow inter-
rupted my note waking, attempting again
to explain. “See Howard Cosell there, the
one with the orange suit?” 1 saw the man
attempting to eat some sort of large
nmetallic-looking fruit while talking very
rapidly. His physical agility amazed me.

“Yes,” I said. “Is he also a legendary
medicine man?”

“No, he's a sports announcer.”

(continued on page 246)




“Hi! I'm Robin Hood and these are my merry men.”
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ruthy ross’s centerfold debut caps a hectic year as queen of the cottontails

FOR RUTHY RosS, Playboy Bunny, ex—drama umjor. would-be actress and appr(‘ulir(-
plmmg‘rapher. it's been quite a year. Quite a 16 months, as a matter of fact. It all
started back in February 1972, when she was chosen to represent her fellow cottontails
from the Los Angeles Playboy Club at the annual Bunny Beauty Contest. That event,
a lavish pageant at the Playboy Club-Hotel at Great Gorge, New Jersey, took place in
March. Twenty-one girls—the pick of Playboy's hutches throughout the world—
competed, and when it was all over, Ruthy Ross had won the title Bunny of the Year
1972. ** ‘Surprised?” she recalls. “I didn't think I had a chance. No sleep the night

before the finals. Thought I looked a wreck, but apparently—and luckily—the judges
didn’t agree.” Since then, Ruthy's been juggling her regular Bunny duties at the Los
Angeles Club with special promotional appearances; singing and daucillg dates in the
Club with the Bunniettes, a cottontail septet; driving lessons (to make use of her
Datsun 1200 sports-car prize) and such personal interests as studying photography and
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Ruthy, who admits she dotes on Forties gear
(left), also digs music. Above, she shokes mean
maracas with Playboy Club musicians. Above
right, her Bunny of the Year contest finals.

moving into a new house-cum-swimming
pool in suburban Reseda. Now, her crown
relinquished to a successor (chosen as this
issue went to press), Ruthy is enjoying
what she considers the biggest triumph of

all: becoming a Playmate. She’s so enthu-
siastic about being a g:m’.[old girl, in fact,
that she's energetically boosting another
Hollywood Bunny for a future spot in the
magazine—and using her new camera
skills to shoot the test photos herself.
After her selection as Bunny of the
Year, Ruthy's first stop was Chicago,
where she got a much-needed few days
of relaxation as Hugh Helner's guest at
the Playboy Mansion. Next came an ap-
pearance at the premiere of the rock
musical Today Is a Good Day to Die at
the Playboy Plaza in Miami Beach, fol-
lowed by a visit to Balumore 1o appear
on a radio talk show—the subject of
which was “The Sexual Revolution—the
New Morality and Sexual Exploitation.”
{Ruthy said she didn't see what was sin-
ful about sex between “two people who
care lor each other.”") Back in L.A., she
did a turn as Ring Bunny (“I held up
the cards saying ‘Round One,” ‘Round
Two,” and so forth™) at a celebrity box-
ing match between former middleweight
champion Sugar Ray Robinson and Bob
Hope, held at Hope's Beverly Hills estate
as a benefit for youth organizations. And
when the Los Angeles Tennis Club staged
a tournament on behall of spastic chil-
dren, Ruthy was there, greeting such
celebrity players as James Franciscus,
Charlton Heston and Ross Martin. “Crazi-
est thing 1 got mixed up in was a pillow
fight, of all things, with a disc jockey from




Bakersfield. He had tried to challenge Joe
Frazier, but he settled for me and two
other Bunnies. It was wild.” Texas drew
our star Bunny twice—once for the open-
ing of a Playboy Products boutique in
Dallas, once to appear at a sports show in
Houston’s Astrodome. “We had a ball
there,” she says. “Bunny Bevy and I had
rolls of Rabbit-head stickers, and we stuck
them on everybody who walked by. We
were the hit of the show!”

Ruthy, who comes from a small town
in Missouri and studied drama at the
U of Mo. for two years. started her Bunny
career at the Kansas City Playboy Club.
She transferred to Hollywood in 1971 and
is now looking forward to the imminent
opening of that Club’s new quarters in
Century City. “Century City is really be-
coming ‘uptown’ for L.A,, and it’s where
the action is,” she says. “Besides, we'll
expand our hours to include luncheon,
and 1 think I'd like to start working days.
There’s a wonderful futuristic community
theater in my neighborhood, and I'd like
to get started working in it, but all the
meetings and rehearsals are at night,
which is when I've been working. I know
I have some dramatic ability, but it’s a
little raw—it needs polish. And 1 don’t
really have the money to go to a private
coach.” What about her Playmate model-
ing fee? “That.” says Miss Ross firmly,
“is going into the bank. I believe in being
prepared for a rainy day. Guess I'm
old-fashioned that way. What with that

and my love for funky Forties clothes, 1
sometimes think I was born thirty
years too late.” No way, Ruthy. Can
you imagine a Bunny of the Year—1942?

Ruthy, with other gatefold girls, wos o hit
on a Sonny & Cher Comedy Hour (below)—
during which, in both Uncle Som costume and
choir robe, she caught the eye of Joe Nomath.

GATEFOLO PHOTOGRAPHY BY MARID CASILLI




As Bunny of the Year, Ruthy found herself in constant de-
mand. She fronted the Bunniettes (top left), a group of sing-
ing and dancing cottontails at the Los Angeles Club; met Jim
Nabors (along with Playmates of the Year Liv lindeland,
1972, and Lisa Baker, 1967) at a Sugar Ray Robinson Youth
Faundation benefit at Bob Hope’s home (center left); had her
cuff avtographed by TV’s Joe Campanella at the same event
(cbove); appeared on KCOP-TV’s Dialing for Dollars with
Dave Reeves (bottom left); and got acquainted with Charlton
Heston at the los Angeles Tennis Club’s tournament for the
Los Angeles area Spastic Children’s Foundation (below).




PLAYBOY’S PLAYMATE OF THE MONTH




Above: At the Astrodome in Houston, where she was promoting Playboy products ot @ mammoth sporting-goods show, Ruthy dem-
onstrates a Rabbit-crested Frisbee—only to fall from grace while trying for a shoestring catch on a wild pitch. Below: On the flight
home to Los Angeles, Ruthy grabs a welcome bit of sleep with fellow cottontail Bevy Self (left) and Bunny Mother Judi Bradford.




PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

A man came home sporting a pair of shoes
he'd spent $75 on that day. He had antici-
pated admiring comments from his wife, but
she didn’t even appear to notice that he
had them on. Semewhat piqued, he waited
until she was in bed later on, and then
marched into the bedroom stark naked except
for the fancy footwear. “It’s about time you
paid some attention to what my peter is
pointing at,” he announced, striking a pose.
Looking down at the splendiferous shoes,
she shrugged and muttered, “Too bad you
didn’t buy a hat.”

/\

Virginity is a beautiful but frail bubble,” says
a sensitive acﬁuaimance of ours, “that van-
ishes with the first prick.”

In Tokyo, a huge and ferocious sumo wrestler
won the Most Vicious Man in the World tro-
phy and, as a sort of bonus, his manager fixed
him up for the night with an unusually attrac-
tive geisha girl. When the girl went to the man-
ager's office the next morning to collect her
stipend, she was in a bad mood. “Who ever
told that ape he could screw?” she snapped.

The manager shrugged. “Who's going to
tell him he can't?”

And, of course, you've heard about the guy
who couldn’t ﬁnJ his way to the orgy—you
might say he lost his ball bearings.

A muflled gong sounded as the little old lad
opened the carved and gilded door an
walked into the exotically furnished reception
room. A silk-draped young woman appeared in
a cloud of incense as il from nowhere and
bowed. “Do you,” she intoned, “wish to con-
sult with the allsceing, all-wise guru, Maha-
rish1 Mah-jongg?"”

“Yes,” said the visitor. “Tell Seymour his
mother is here from the Bronx.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines timid femi-
nist as a chicken libber.

The young thing entered the greeting-card shop
somewhat hesitantly. "Can I help you, miss?”
asked the clerk.

“Well—er—yes,” replied the girl. “Do you
have any Father's Day cards that say “To
whom it may concern?”

When a marriage starts to break up, the best
thing 1o do is to start picking up the pieces—a
picce here and a picce there.

The madam was dumfounded when a 14-year-
old boy said he wanted to avail himself of
one of her girls suffering from a dose of the
clap. Some weeks after the transaction was
completed, she ran across the boy and asked
him if he got what he requested. “Sure,” he
bubbled, “but they gave me shots and I'm
cured now.”

“But why did you want to catch V. D.?” she
asked.

“"Well, it’s kinda complicated, see. Before I
went to the doctor, I gave the disease to the
maid. She gave it to my father and, naturally,
my mother got it next.”

“But you didn’t want to infect her?”

“Nah,” he replied. “It’s the milkman I was
after. He's the bastard who ran over my bike.”

& poorspelling golfer named Lear
Was sent to the clink for a year
For an action obscene
Near the seventeenth green,
Where a club sign said ENTER COURSE HERE.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines fellatio as
the French connection.

During a rehearsal break, two female mem-
bers of the string section of a symphony
orchestra were discussing the conductor, who
had a reputation as a lecher. “I wonder,” ven-
tured one, “if his aroused organ is really as
long as his baton?”

“I wonder, too,” rejoined the other. “And
if you've noticed, he can’t conduct, either.”

7

Three gay fellows were discussing ideal occu-
pations. zl"he first said he’d love to be a
hairdresser, while the second expressed quite a
strong preference for ballet dancing. “But I'd
like to be a baseball pitcher,” said the third.

“A baseball pitcher!” throated one of the
others. “Whatever for, for goodness” sake?”

“"Well.” replied the diamond-smitten one, "]
could use the rosin bag, paw the mound,
shake off the catcher's first sign, take off my
glove and rub up the ball, pose while looking
over my shoulder toward first base and stretch
slowly while peering toward third. By then
someone in the stands is bound to yell, ‘Pitch,
you cocksucker!” And that's what I love—
public recognition!”

Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a post-
card, please, to Party Jokes Editor, pLAYBOY,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
. 66611, §50 will be paid 1o the contributor
whose card is selected. Johes cannot be returned.
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“I'll go slop the hogs, milk the cows and feed the chickens, hon.
Then I'll come back and do my chores!”
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ralph who?—a rapturous view of the meanest machines on land, sea and in the air

IN THIS AGE OF ECOLOGY, transportation has come to mean going from one point to another with the least visible flash.
What with the doomsday pronouncements of the Ehrlichs and the Commoners and the stuff we keep hearing about “the
impending energy crisis,” it seems that those who still like to move in style are destined for even more bad press. On the
other hand, there are perspectives—such as those advanced by naturalist Robert Ardrey—that urge such folks to carry
on, full speed ahead. Ardrey, for instance, believes that all men possess an innate need to face danger. Without hazard,

as he calls it, Ardrey says man—both as an individual and as a civilization—is doomed. Now, the six men who drove the
machines pictured on these pages might not see their ambitions in Ardrey’s terms, but what they've sought and achieved
isn’t unsympathetic to his views. The irony is that what the gentlemen who piloted these record breakers did scuttles tk
rationale behind technology. If nothing else, technology implies the elimination of human sacrifice. And when you take a o
device that was designed to remove suffering from your life and turn it around to stretch the limits of your enduran}.t, you
can understand the paradox. As we all know, record-setting attempts have their drawbacks: the fires, the fli Vers,
assorted wipe-outs—and the sad knowledge that almost every record eventually disappears from the books. ut, §
ing that, there still remains a whole world of fringe benefits that eludes everyone but a few life: nskmg men
Craig Breedlove, for example, a former land speed record holder. In October 1964, he was a'nemp‘ung a iﬁew m
when his jet-powered Spirit of America went out of control. He missed the record, but his effort went down in hist
that day, Breedlove set a record for the longest skid marks ever made. By the time he brought his Spiri
he had skidded nearly eight miles. Of course, the difference between Breedlove and the men we featu
got what they were after and he didn’t. And, as even Breedlove would agl ee, that makes all thedifferc

Significantly, all the recard-setting machines pictured here are results _ -,_.5}'5"
of American technology. Before May 1, 1965, the Soviet Union held '
the record for aircraft speed on a straight course, 1665.89 mph. But

on that May Day, Colonel Rabert L. Stephens climbed into his YF-12A jet,
designed by Clarence L. “Kelly”” Johnson, and not only set a new

world speed mark but cracked the 2000-mph barrier with 70 mph to spore.

The earliest internal-combustian-engined motorized bicycle was built in Ve
1885 by Gottlieb Daimler of Germany. it was wooden, had a tap speed of e
12 mph and developed one half of one harsepower fram itssingle-cylinder
16.1-cubic-inch engine. Eighty-five years later, Cal Rayborn powered his

Harley-Davidson Sporister streamliner, sporting an 89-cubic-inch V-Twin ; >

engine, to a new world’s motarcycle speed record of 265.49 mph.
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The name Sikorsky has long been synonymous with helicopters. That's
hardly surprising; Igor Sikorsky built his first helicopter only six

years ofter the Wright brothers flew at Kitty Hawk. When Kurt Cannon
hopped oboard his dolphin-shaped Sikorsky 5-67 Blackhawk on December
19, 1970, he was challenging a seven-year-old record held by the liren;h. ‘
His speed over a 15-25-kilometer course was 220.B mpl'a

Bt

Gary Gabelich, a 32-year-old Culkmmr-? gﬁgthlng of a standout
among world speed record holders. A former test astronaut, Gabelich
held a mark sanctioned by the Nationol Drag Boat Association pﬂot

wusaselumeuslheu der-f 2 Nc
in his Supen:horged Dodge, broke that barrier. His E.T.

w.mmeempaonofhs|egs,i|1ebommaybemmuueufomof T : T
transportation. Qors discovered in a Danish bog indicate we’ve been trov- > M
eling on water for nearly 000 years. The jet engine hasn’t revolution-

ized sea travel as it has flight, but at right is the jet-powered Hustler, which
Lee Tgylor tool







PLAYBOY

WRITER AS POLITICAL CRAZY

Jews like himsclf. Pound's most notable
disciples in this country were the fifth-
rate demagog John Kasper and—hilari-
ously—David R. Wang, Dartmouth 1955,
who described himself as “the only Chi-
nese poet of record who devotes himself
to the cause of white supremacy.” Pound’s
broadcasts were (understandably) so un-
intelligible to the Fascists themselves that
some Italian radio officials suspected he
was an American agent relaying informa-
tion in codel

No matter how much one regrets
Pound the unsuccessful, hideous, loony
political broadcaster, it is impossible to
forget him entirely in favor of the Pound
who wrote some of the most beautiful
modern English poems, Pound the per-
fea friend and sponsor of other writers,
who put Eliot's The Waste Land into
shape, the Pound who was among the
first to recognize Robert Frost, who influ-
enced even an older poet like Yeats, who
was a passionate defender of Joyce when
that great man could not count on many
friends and supporters for Ulysses. For
Pound ook his own political ideas and
nostrums very seriously, put them into his
most ambitious book, his lifework, the
Cantos, and, above all, considered it his
mission, as a poet, to lecture humanity at
large on the subject of its political dis-
order. Pound believed that literature was
the queen of the arts and that poets were
its kings. Poetry was if: no scientist, no
political leader (except those who were
as wise as poets, which meant only Confu-
cius and John Adams!) could rival a
true and therefore supreme poet in the
scope and power of his mind.

Modern times began with the French
Revolution, modern literature with the
romantic revolution in the arts. Words-
worth wrote of his first enthusiasm for
the French Revolution, “Bliss was it in
that dawn to be alive, but to be young
was very heaven,” and Shelley wrote in 4
Defense of Poetry that “poets are the
unacknowledged legislators of the world.”
Ever since the French Revolution made
politics everybody's business and roman-
ticism glorified literary imagination as
the key to heaven on earth, all the really
interesting writers “in our time” (the
title of Hemingway's first and still most
arresting book) have taken it for granted
that life is unprecedentedly on the move,
that for us there has been the most awe-
some shifting of people’s minds, lives,
the whole of human destiny, in recorded
history. (American writers have felt
themselves to be right in the middle
of this ever-accelerating idea of human
possibility.)

So it is nothing new for modern writ-
ers to think of themselves as prophets,
priests, ministers to the human condition
in general. Pound fondly called poets
“the antennae of the race.” And Pound,

13¢ @ writer with lightning intuitions about

(continued from page 108)

what was great in other writers, was
equally cocksure on economics, Confu-
cius, the history of finance in the ancient
world, the political ideas of John Adams,
the superiority of the Fascist system of
“corporations” (which did not really
exist) and, as he said in one of his broad-
casts, the fact that “the Nazis have wiped
out bad manners in Germany.”

Writers are by nature conhdent
people—about their own opinions. The
greater they are, the more confidently
they indulge themselves in theories and
suppositions that might shame the aver-
age citizen. Tolstoy, the greatest novelist
in Europe, tyrannically insisted, as a be-
liever in “naturalness,” that his wife
breast-feed each of their children (they
had 13). A boasttully virile man who had
access to the many young girls on his es
tate, a wealthy novelist, aristocrat, land-
owner, he at length procdaimed that the
times were too serious for mere novels
and, without seeing anything funny in
this, lectured everyone in sight on the ne-
cessity of total chastity, poverty, pacifism
and civil disobedience.

Dostoievsky, who as a young man
was sentenced to death for studying
subversive literature, became a violent
reactionary and supporter ol czarist op-
pression, wrote a political column in a
rich man’s newspaper to advance his
views and was so intolerant that he at-
tacked Anna Karénina for its implied
criticisms of Russia’s “Pan-Slav” policy.
Victor Hugo's admirers called him a god
to his face and he became so convinced of
his undeviating rightness that someone
memorably called him “a madman who
thinks he is Victor Hugo.” Flaubert, the
aesthetic purist, the most famously apolit-
ical of novelists, had such confidence
that his books had the key to everything
that on surveying the carnage after the
Paris Commune was destroyed in 1871, he
modestly said, “This wouldn’t have hap-
pened if they had read my Education
Sentimentale.”

But it was only with the 20th Century,
the two terrible world wars and their
chain of wars, with the coming of commu-
nism and fascism, the breakup of the old
order, the slaughter of helpless millions
for being the wrong dass or race, that
writers, usnally the most sensitive and
concerned writers, demonstrated that in
our time everything does turn into
politics.

D. H. Lawrence, for example, was an
amazingly evocative novelist, essayist and
poet. But he became the most viciously
authoritarian of political pseudo philoso-
phers after he was rejected for medical
reasons from serving in the 1914-1918
war. He was antiwar, but this was a blow
to his shaky masculinity; he then found
himself, because of his German wife,
Frieda von Richtholen, accused of sympa-
thizing with the enemy. All through the

postwar period, his increasing despair of
Western civilization was matched by his
struggle against the tuberculosis that
finally killed him, in 1930, at 45.

A dose friend, David Garnett, said that
Lawrence literally kept himself alive by
sheer rage. Bertrand Russell admired
Lawrence's literary gifts (all the hrst-rate
men of his time in England recognized
his genius from the first) but was soon
frightened by his private myth about
himself as a “leader.” Russell saw before
anyone else did that Lawrence’s intense
creative pride had in the disorder of
the world after 1918 become political
megalomania. He was to write in Por-
traits from Memory that Lawrence really
saw himself as the supreme ruler when a
dictatorship had been established. He
charged that Lawrence had developed the
whole philosophy of fascism belore the
politicians had thought of it. He called
Lawrence “an exponent of the cult of
insanity” in the between-wars period.

Lawrence’s political views, when ex-
pressed in novels about Mexico (The
Plumed Serpent) and about Australia
(Kangaroo), were thoroughly brutal as
well as feverishly exalted in their hatred
of democracy. Lawrence was, of course, a
miner’s son, but his genteel husband-hat-
ing mother had taught him to despise the
lower orders. The fierce attachment be-
tween himsell and his mother also gave
him an indestructible sense of his own
rightness. He came to think of himself as
a man born to re-educate humanity in the
lessons of the primitive and what he in-
sidiously liked to call “blood knowledge.”

“One thing I can do,” Lawrence hoast-
ed (and with reason), “I can juggle with
words; get a white rabbit out of a silk hat,
or a turtledove out of a black saucepan in
which I had only rattled peas.” There are
few 20th Century writers, few in all Eng-
lish literature, who can make the imme-
diate moment so real, give us the feel of
life at the moment we most gladly do feel
it. But when Lawrence laid down the
law about women, society, peasants, the
Etruscans and their art, he was alter-
nately repulsive and ridiculous. He said,
for example, that the lower classes should
be relieved of all responsibility. They
should not even learn how to read or
write. “The secret is to commit into the
hands of the sacred few the responsibility
which now lies like torture on the
mass. . . . Leaders—this is what mankind
is craving for.” As many of his admirers
have noticed, there is a strain of personal
cruelty in Lawrence's writing, a fantasy of
unlimited domination over others; it al:
lowed him to praise the most bestial “exe-
cutions” among the Aztecs and to make
some of his silly women characters ralk
(if not behave) in perfea accordance
with the male fantasy of sex as assured
domination.

But Lawrence’s beliefl in blood knowl-
edge, though so much like the windiest

(continued on page 206)



NEIGHBORS

was the man with the binoculars
watching the beginning of an
affair—or the prelude to murder?
faction

By ROBERT McNEAR

HE WAS WATERING the avocado plant when
he saw her. The girl was standing behind
a sliding glass door, one hand on the
mechanism for opening it, and she was
peering out in a gingerly manner, pre-
sumably leery of the strong wind that was
blowing. Apparently satisfied that the air
currents would not pitch her from the bal-
cony, she opened the door wide enough to
let herself through and stepped outside.
Her costume, he thought, was most

WLUSTRATION BY ROGER BROWN

appealing, a longsleeved gingham dress
blood-red in color, which contrasted nice-
ly with the blonde hair straight and fall-
ing in the most natural style. Leaning
into the wind, she walked with purpose
to the point on the balcony where the
railing met from south to west. With
the wind snapping at clothes and hair,
with the clouds rolling ominously from
the southwest, she resembled the figure-
head of some noble ship about to meet
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the storm head on.

Being a longtime student of high-rise
life, he reached for that one accouter-
ment necessary to the vertically glassed-in
male species such as himself—binoculars.
To the unaided eye, she had appeared
tall, well formed and perhaps pretty
around the face. Magnified seven times,
the mauer of height and build was con-
firmed, though the face did give pause—
a squat nose, eyes set o widely apart, a
thin mouth that seemed frivolous. a little
chin that secemed pointless. Studying this,
he decided that the ingredients did not
work individually, for each feature was
out of whack with the next one, but col-
lectively the parts meshed very well, in-
deed, and he let the glasses linger on this
most promising neighborly discovery.

For several long minutes she remained
motionless, giving the impression of toy-
ing with the wind, vamping the gusty
outriders of the approaching storm.
Then when all hell was about to invade
her balcony, she began to turn in his
direction, a graceful whirl in prepara-
tion for going inside, but at that precise
instant when head and body faced him
directly, she aborted the swinging move-
ment and froze completely, as if upon
command.

She sees me, he thought in panic. A
distance of 50 feet at most, so how could
she miss? But did she? In part, he was
shielded by the avocado plant, the lights
in his apartment were not turned on
and the gloom outside was increasing as
the storm approached. Yet with the bin-
oculars, he could clearly see the color of
her eyes, a soft brown that blended
nicely with the blonde hair.

If the girl had caught him in the act,
she was behaving as no one ever had.
Upon rare occasions when the object of
his viewing had in turn viewed him, the
person had simply left the balcony or, if
inside, pulled the drapes. Never had one
stared him down like the girl in the red
gingham dress.

A single raindrop on his window skit-
tered across the binocular's field of vi-
sion, a peal of thunder clapped around
the buildings. Forewarned in earnest, the
girl nimbly dashed for the sliding glass
door and a moment later vanished inside.

Terrible timing for him to be heading
out on a date, of that there was no
doubt, but already he was late, so he put
on a raincoat and left. All in all, the
evening was not bad—dinner, movie, a
walk back to the girl's apartment with
the smell of the recent storm all around
them. Later, back at his place, and with
the lights off, he took up station by the
avocado plant.

Where are you, you smashing thing in
red gingham and blonde hair? Where
are you, Marian Taylor? He had already
Iearned her name and the thought of
this caused him to smirk to himself.

Undoubtedly, the layout of the apart-

ment across the way was identical to
that of his own, for the builders of
this apartment-house complex were not
known for originality among buildings.
The living-room drapes were drawn, as
were the shades in the one bedroom,
leaving visible to him only a small cor-
ner of a room certain to be the kitchen
and a portion of the hall leading to the
living room.

His wait was not long. Apparently,
she had gone into that part of the
kitchen he could not see and raided the
refrigerator there, because she showed
up in the portion of the kitchen he
could see with a glass of milk in her
hand. The girl drank slowly from the
glass. Her red gingham dress appeared
mussed, and so did her hair. Who was
the guy? he wondered. Whose hands
had explored the dress and rummaged
around the hair? The mild disarray sug-
gested that he had been slightly rough
on the girl, though perhaps the experi-
ence had not been entirely unpleasant.
On her face: a trace of what could be
annoyance, a measure of excitement.
When she finished the milk and left, he
went off and lay awake in his own dark
bedroom, knowing that he had wit
nessed the beginning of an affair.

The next evening, however, she stayed |

home alone. Obligingly, she left the
drapes open. Dressed in blue jeans and
a plaid shirt not tucked in, she took to
the ironing board, doubtlessly sprucing
up for the pending rounds. The red
gingham dress was ironed, as were other
dresses, and even put to the iron was a
blue nightgown, transparent, he noticed,
when she held it in front of her.

The following week, the girl went out
three times. The bedroom drapes were
always pulled shut, so the first he knew
of the imminent date was her grand
entrance into the living room. Anticipat-
ing her date’s arrival, she would empty
an ashtray here, smooth a pillow there,
all the while moving with that lithe
grace that he was beginning to love.

Upon each of these three occasions, he
would abandon his watching post beside
the avocado plant to go out before her
date arrived and would return home
after she was home, and alone, at that;
so, curiously enough, that week he never
caught so much as a glimpse of the
other guy.

The other guy. Whoever he was, he
was managing to pull off two neat little
tricks at the same time—one good, one
bad. He excited her, to be sure, as he
had noticed after the first date, when
she was drinking milk in the kitchen.
And judging from her face, this emotion
increased after each of the next three
dates. But from the very first, he had
seen what he took to be annoyance, and
this grew in tandem with the excitement
until it was no longer annoyance. Make
it read fear, he thought. Pure, undiluted

fear. Even terror. Was he viewing the
beginning of an affair or the prelude to
murder?

Don’t be so dramatic, he observed to
himself. It was Saturday morning. A
week to the day had passed since he had
first seen the girl in the red gingham
dress. And, like the previous Saturday,
the air was heavy with storm, for it is
axiomatic that fine Chicago summer
days are not reserved for weekends.

In the apartment across the way, 17
floors above the street, the living-room
drapes were unexpectedly drawn, and so
were the bedroom shades, shielding the
lovely girl from his inquisitive gaze.
Well, he had nothing to do tonight
Likely, in time, she would pull the
drapes and he would take up his post.
Perhaps he would even see her date,
although he somehow doubted this. The
guy. he felt, was all through. He had
something going for him and something
going against him, but whatever it was
that inspired the negative factor surely
was adequate to mark finis to the matter.

Which raised an interesting point. Sup-
pose she was in some danger. Suppose the
guy was a threat to her. Ah, he would
ride to the rescue. You dreamer, you,
and he put on his raincoat and went to
the supermarket. Rewurning with the
fixings for dinner, he noticed the two
thunderheads over the lake. Nigrescent
like bruises against the summer sky, they
lurked above the water, motionless, point-
ing menacingly at the sweltering city.
Other passers-by, also noticing them, hur-
ried on their way.

He unloaded the groceries and made
sure that the air conditioning was
turned up high. Several afternoon hours
passed with the twin thunderheads sta-
tioned over the lake and the girl's
drapes shut tight. Marian Taylor, what
are you doing behind those curtains?

The time was nearly five o’cdock when
suddenly the sky became quite dark.
Since sunset was some hours off, he went
to the window and looked lakeward,
knowing what he would see. In front of
him was a wall of black; the thunder-
heads were on the move. Suspecting that
he was not witnessing an ordinary sum-
mer storm, he turned on the radio. The
weather bureau, the announcer said, had
just issued a tornado watch. A moment
later, the watch was escalated. Tornado
warning!

Outside, all traces of day receded until
the building next door was in evidence
only by a scattering of light showing.
The wind increased its vicious tugs at
the windows, and on the quivering glass,
raindrops hammered in fury. The first
lightning flash was tentative, brief in
length, arching over the lake-front sky,
but following the exploratory elec
tronics, the air was shattered by a
wrio of simultaneous zigzag bolts, each

(continued on page 248)
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brass megaphane with a six-inch apening
stands 14" high, from Abercrombie &
Fitch, $20. 2. The Peaple Feeder, a plastic
dispenser af munchies that looks like
it's for the birds, from Baekgaard Lid.,
$12.50. 3. Electronic Desk-Auta-Wrist
Wateh, in a removable styrene case, runs
on a tiny energy cell and features an easel
back for desk use, adhesive fabric that
adheres 1o an automabile's dash and strap
slots for a warch band, by Timex, $25.
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4. The Nome Caller, an automatic tele-
phone dialer for affice or hame, can
“memorize’ up to 38 numbers and dial
them at the touch of a butten, by Macam
Products, $60 for a single-line unit, $70
for multiple lines. 5. Jupiter 6500 sterea
speaker with 12" woofer is made of Uni-
royal Rubicast, a space-age material that
provides a virtually indestructible nan-
resonating enclasure, by Empire, $140. 6.
Walnut box cames with twa battles of Old
Na. 7, from Jack Daniel's Distillery, $25.




1. The Projecto solid-stote portoble color
TV with o 15-diogorol-inch screen, by
RCA, $380, plus moiching stond, $30.
2. French-made LP holder of polished
chrome, from Bonniers, about $30. 3.
Plostic bor with chrome legs, removoble
troys and ice-bucket liner meosures 3214 "
x 28" x 207, from Plocix, $50. 4. Joguar
XJ 12 has 12-cylinder engine, air con-
ditioning, automatic transmission, power
brakes ond steering, electric windows,
from B8ritish Leylond Moters, $10,500.
5. Natural-pine woll- or toble-mounted
solod-moker set includes spice cubes,
mortor ond pestie, ond oil and vinegor
cruets, by Heoth Lid., Design Forum,
$25. 6. MAC 10, on Itolion 9V -hp out-
boord powered by a Wonkel engine that
performs on only one sparkplug, from
Offshore Morine Coripany, obout $600,
including six-volt generotor ond remote-
control ottockments, 7. Colorfu! Itolion-
mode Asti ice buckets of plostic hold obout
o gollon of cubes, from Heller Design,
$10 eoch. 8. Mork 8 outomatic B-track
chonger plays up to five coriridges
through ony stereo system, by RCA, $170,




1. Jet 80 microwave aven with a front
of solar bronze cooks food in ultraquick
time, by G. E., $230. 2. Celio P. Sebiri~
desigred Art Deco—type sterling-silver
bracelet, $65, and cuff links, $57, both
from Cul De Sac ot Bloomingdole's.
3. Model 3100-D TV plus digital clock
features o nonglare black-tinted screen,
by JVC, $180. 4. HP 80 bottery-powered
business calculator has problem-solving
capability in such oreos os bond yield,
compound interest, sinking fund, loan re-
payment and investment anolysis, by
Hewlett-Pockard, $400. 5. Rabbit-insignia
tennis bolls, which conform to U.5.L.T. A,
specificotions, from Playboy Products, $5
for a can of three; and on ocrylic sleeve-
less tennis pullover, by Head, $22. 6. Arti-
ficial chorcocler imparts true charcool
flavor to food without actual use of chor-
coal, by Chor-B-Que, $60; portable cart,
$60. 7. KF 20 Aromaster Filter Coffee Sys-
tem produces 6 to 8 cups of delicious, oil-
free coffee, by Braun, $60. B. Sopo, the
Gome of the Frog, o hand-crofted hard-
wood, brass and leother pitching plotform,
from Blue Ridge Cottoge Industries, $750,
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SYNOPSIS: The fourth packet of the
Flashman Papers (1854-1855) picks up
the memoirs of the celebrated soldier as
England is moving towards war with Rus-
sia. Captain Flashman—a public hero of
the Afghanistan campaign but, as he
reveals, a private coward—seeks to avoid
the coming storm by joining the Board
of Ordnance in London.

Flashman finds himself promoted to
the rank of colonel and ordered to ac-
tive service as an aide and guardian lo
the young Prince William of Celle, a
German relative of Prince Albert. This
assignment comes to a tragic end when,
at the battle of the Alma, the young
prince charges ahead and Flashman lags
behind. Flashman then, as an aide and
galloper on General Lord Raglan’s staff,
to his overwhelming horror, gets in-
volved in the charge of the Light Bri-
gade. He was, in fact, somewhat to blame
for its starting off in the wrong direction;
having drunk some Russian champagne,
he is bloated. His booming flatulence

FLA%MAN
THE CHARGE
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Concluding a new adventure satire

By
GEORGE MAacDONALD FRASER

annoys General Cardigan to the point of
giving the order to charge, with Flash-
man, terror-siruck, in the van.

By some miracle, Flashman survives
the disaster and is captured by the Rus-
stans. He is taken into the interior and,
on the way, meels a Russian captain, the
cruel and icyhearted Count Ignatieff.
Flashman’s prison turns oul, much to his
surprise, to be the private estate of an old
Cossack nobleman, Count Pencherjev-
sky, where he is well treated and given
limited freedom. Another surprise is the
discovery of his fellow prisoner—Scud
East, an acquaintance from Rugby days.

Flashman then—as a result of the
count’s bizarre whim—falls into secret,
torrid lovemahing with Valla, the count’s
beautiful daughter. That is interrupted,
however, when Flashman and East man-
age (o overhear a council of war presided
over by the tsar himself. The strategy
being plotted is a Russian altack on In-
dia by way of Persin. East is determned
to escape and carry the news back to the

ILLUSTRATION BY COLOS

British. That chance comes when rebel-
lious peasants launch an attack on
Pencherjeuvshy’'s manor house. Flashman,
East and Valla—who has had no time
to dress—escape in a horse-drawn sleigh.

They reach a causeway that leads to
the Crimea and suddenly, through the
snow and darkness, Flashman sights Cos-
sack cavalry in pursuit. Trying desper-
ately to lighten the sleigh, he throws out
everything moveable—and at last dumps
the naked Valla into the snow. But, once
across the causeway and close to safety,
they suffer an accident when the sleigh
overturns and Flashman 1s pinned be-
neath it. East explains that, much as it
pains him, he must go on alone to take
the intelligence to the British high com-
mand. Hurt and moaning with fear,
Flashman is recaptured by the Russians.

1 surpos my life has been full of poetic
Justice—an expression customarily used
by Holy Joes to cloak the vindictive pleas
ure they feel when some enterprising
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fellow fetches himself a cropper. They
are the kind who'll say unctuously that
I was properly hoist with my own pe-
tard at Arabat, and serve the bastard
right. I'm inclined to agree; East would
never have abandoned me if 1 hadn’t
heaved Valla out of the sled in the first
place. He'd have stuck by me and the
Christian old-school code, and let his mili-
tary duty go hang. But my treatment of
his beloved made it easy for him to forget
the ties of comradeship and brotherly
love and do his duty; all his pious protes-
tations about leaving me were really
hypocritical moonshine, spouted out to
salve his own conscience.

I know my Easts and Tom Browns, you
see. They're never happy unless their mo-
rality is being tried in the furnace and
they can feel theyre doing the right,
Christian thing—and never mind the
consequences to anyone else. Selfish
brutes. Damned unreliable it makes "em,
too. On the other hand, you can always
count on me. I'd have got the news
through to Raglan out of pure cowardice
and self-love, and to hell with East and
Valla both; but your pious Scud had to
have a grudge to pay off before he’d aban-
don me. Odd, ain’t it? They'll do for us
yet, with their sentiment and morality.

In the meantime, he had done for me,
handsomely. If you're one of the afore-
mentioned who take satisfaction in seeing
the wicked go arse over tip into the pit
which they have digged, you'll relish the
situation of old Flashy, a halkhealed
crack in his head, a broken rib crudely
strapped up with rawhide, lousy after a
week in a filthy cell under Fort Arabat
and with his belly muscles fluttering in
the presence of Captain Count Nicholas
Pavlovitch Ignatieff.

They had hauled me into the guard-
room and there he was, the inevitable cig-
arette clamped between his teeth, those
terrible, hypnotic, blue-brown eyes re-
garding me with no more emotion than a
snake's. For a full minute he stared at me,
and then, without a change of expression,
he lashed me back and forth across the
face with his gloves, while I struggled
feebly between my Cossack guards.

“Don'd” 1 cried. “Pajalusta! I'm a
wounded prisoner! I'm a British offi-
cer! For God's sake, stop!”

He gave one last swipe and dropped
the gloves at the feet of his aide. “Burn
those,” he said in an icy whisper. Then, in
his deadly, unemotional voice, he said to
me, “You plead for mercy—you, a be-
trayer of the vilest kind? You gave your
most solemn oath to protect the daughter
of a man who had treated you with every
consideration—only to escape, abduct
her and, finally, abandon her to her
death.”

“It’s a liel” 1 shouted. “It wasn’t my
fault. She fell from the sled by accident!

Besides, we'd given no parole. We had
the right of any prisoners of war. . . .”

“You thought to take advantage,” he
said softly, “because you believed that
Pencherjevsky was doomed. Fortunately,
he was not a hetman of Cossacks for noth-
ing. He cut his way dear and, in spite of
your unspeakable treatment of his daugh-
ter, she, too, survived.”

“Thank God for that!” cries 1. “Be-
lieve me, sir, 1 intended no betrayal. And,
as for the matter of the accident——"

“The only accident was the one that
prevented you [rom escaping,” he went
on in that level, sibilant voice, “and you
will live to wish that sled had crushed
your life out. You have lost every right to
be treated as an honourable man. One
thing alone can mitigate your punish-
ment.” He paused to let that sink in
while he lit another cigarette.

“I require an answer to one question,”
says Ignatieff, “and you will supply it in
your own language.” His next words were
in English: “Why did you try to escape?”

Terrified as I was, 1 daren’t tell him the
truth. I knew that if he learned that I'd
found out about his expedition to India,
all was up with me. “Because it is the pris-
oner's duty to try to escape—to rejoin his
own army. I swear we had no other i

“You lie. The attempt would have
been both foolhardy and dishonourable
—unless you had some very pressing
reason. As for that reason, you will be
dying in excruciating agony within five
minutes unless you can tell me”—he
paused, inhaling on his cigarette, his
blue-brown eyes seeming to bore into my
brain—"what is meant by item seven.”

There was nothing for it; I had to con-
fess. 1 stammered out hoarsely in English,
“It's a plan to invade India. Please, for
God's sake—"

“How did you discover it?"

I babbled out how we had eaves
dropped in the gallery and heard him
talking to the tsar. “It was just by chance
... I didn't mean to spy . . . it was East
who said we must get away to warn our
peoplel It was all his notion.”

“Gag him,” says Ignatieff, “and bring
him to the courtyard with another prison-
er. Anyone in the cells will do.” So, in a
minute, I found myself in the icy court-
yard, shivering in my shirt and breeches.
Presently, a Cossack appeared, driving in
front of him a scared and dirty peasant
with fetters on his legs. “What was this
fellow's offence?” asks lgnatieff.

“Insubordination, Lord Count,” says
the Cossack guard.

Two more Cossacks appeared, carrying
a curious bench like a vaulting horse with
very short legs and a flat top. The prison-
er shrieked at the sight of it, but they tore
off his clothes and bound him to it face
down, with thongs at his ankles, knees,

waist and neck, so that he lay there
naked, still screaming horribly.

One of the Cossacks handed Ignatieff
a thick black coil of something that
looked for all the world like shiny liquo-
rice. He hefted it in his hands, stepped in
front of me and placed it over my head. I
shuddered as it touched my shoulders and
I was astonished by the weight of the
thing. At a sign from Ignatieff. the Cos-
sack grasped the end and slowly drew it
off my shoulders and, as it uncoiled like
an obscene black snake, I realized that it
was a huge whip, over 12 feet long. as
thick as my arm at the butt and tapering
to a point as thin as a bootlace.

“You will have heard of the knout,”
says Ignatieff softly. “Its use is illegal.” At
this, the Cossack grasped the butt with
both hands, swept the knout back over his
shoulder and then struck. The diabolical
thing cut through the air with a noise like
a steam whistle’s, ending with a crack
like a pistol shot and a fearful, choked
scream of agony.

They pushed me forwards to the bench
and forced me to look. With the bile
nearly choking me behind my gag, 1 saw
that the man's buttocks were cut clean
across, as by a sabre, and the blood was
pouring out. “That is the drawing
stroke,” says Ignatieff. “Proceed.”

Five more explosive cracks, five more
razor gashes and the snow benecath the
bench was sodden with blood. The victim
was still conscious, making awful, animal
sounds. “Now observe the effect of a flat
blow,” says Ignatieff. This time, the Cos-
sack didn’t snap the knout but let it fall
flat on the man’s spine. The sound was
like that of a wet doth slapped on stone.
The victim was silent. When they un-
strapped him from the bench, I saw that
he’d been nearly broken in two.

They took me inside and dropped me,
half-fainting, into a chair, Ignatieff lit an-
other cigarette and began to talk quietly.
“When your time comes, 1 shall sce how
many of the drawing strokes a man can
suffer before he dies. Your one hope of
escaping that fate lies in doing precisely
what I am about to tell you.” I watched
him like a rabbit before a snake. He had
committed that hideous butchery just
to tmpress me. And 1 was enormously
impressed.

“That you had somchow learned of
item seven I had already suspected,” says
Ignatieff at last. “Regreuably, Major East
was never recaptured, and thus I must as-
sume that Lord Raglan has received the
intelligence. Do not take cheer [rom that,
however—it can be made to work to our
advantage. Whereas your authorities will
now suppose that they have seven months
to prepare, in fact, within four months

(continued on page 146)



summer chefs of the world, unite! you have nothing to lose but_your flames

food and drink By JACK DENTON SCOTT

DURING THE UPCOMING swelter season, the least appreciated as-
pect of any picnic, patio party or country cookout will be the
heat—either in food or from cooking equipment.

Yet for years the women’s and home magazines have been
pushing glorious color photos of grinning groups dressed for
the hot scason gathered around blazing charcoal fires or gas
cookers, steak, chicken or hamburgers sizzling merrily, the host
in chef’s hat and cook AT work apron, fork in hand. It's a

cliché and a fraud.

It isn't necessary o herd along with it. I have had picnics,
patio parties and cookouts with professionals, top chefs. and,
to a man, they p];lu'. pleasure first. To that end, they prepare
ahead so the host and /or hostess can also enjoy alfresco summer
emtertaining. Less effort, more play is their design, guests help-
ing themselves to the offerings, the friendship rather than the
sec-how-we've-been-working theme carrying the affair. Psycho-
logical advantages are remarkable, in comfort and camaraderie.

I the host isn’t forced to do his fork-in-hand wobble before

the hot fire, and his helpmate doesn’t have to play the part
of a freak eight-handed waitress, or whip-handed maitre de,
everyone is more relaxed—and so is the affair. It is also
more civilized.

How do many professionals play this relaxed game? Simple:
They don’t cook. I realize this is akin to lour-letter-wording the
American way of lile, especially summer dining, when charcoal
and chow are synonymous. But in my rambles about Europe
and other places, I have been on the receiving end of several
no-cooking cookouts that left me impressed. It was cool enter-
tainment in the best sense of the word. So let’s dip into various
cultures for a no-cooking get-together that is limited only by
the imagination.

Each of the recipes that follow serves eight; multiply or
divide ingredients according to the size of your party.

First, there's the much-abused steak. Let's turn it around and
eat it as a first course, raw with drinks when the party begins,

as I have had it in Austria and (conlinued on page 187)
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145



PLAYBOY

146

FLASHMAN AT THE CHARGE

our army, thirty thousand strong, will be
advancing over the Khyber Pass with at
least half as many Afghan allies. At their
backs, your English troops will have a re-
bellious Indian population. Qur agents
are already preparing that insurrection.

“You may wonder how it is possible to
advance the time of our attack. It is sim-
ple. We have given up any thought of the
southern route through Persia and now
adhere to General Khruleff's original
northern plan. Transport of the army
across the Caspian and Aral seas can
begin immediately. The Syr Daria and
Amu Daria tribesmen will be pacified by
our army as it moves."”

I didn't doubt a word of it—not that I
cared a patriotic damn. They could have
India, China and the whole bloody
Orient if I could only find some way out
for myself.

“In this, you will play a small role,” 1g-
natieff went on. “We possess, you see,
the most extensive dossiers in Europe
—dossiers that are remarkably detailed
about your activities in Afghanistan four-
teen years ago: Your work among the Gil-
zai and other tribes, your dealings with
Muhammed Akbar Khan, your solitary
survival of the British army disaster—a
disaster in which our own intelligence
service played some part.”

Shaken and fearful as I was, one part of
my mind was noting something from all
this. Master Ignatieff was a devilish clever
man, but he had one of the weaknesses of
youth: He was vain as an Etonian duke.
Thus, he talked too much.

“It will be most convenient,” says he,
“to have a British officer with some small
reputation in Afghanistan. He can per-
suade the tribal leaders that the decay of
British power is imminent and that their
advantage lies in joining the invasion.”
By the tilt of his cigarette and the gliter
in his strange eye, I knew he was enjoying
all this.

“My dossier reading tells me of a man
brave to the point of recklessness. My
own observation of you tends to contra-
dict it—I do not judge you to be of heroic
material. Still, there are the eyewitness ac-
counts from Balaclava, and 1 may be
wrong. In any case, even a hero would
weigh a refusal to cooperate against being
displayed naked in an iron cage and
being made to suffer the knout at the end
of the journey. That is all.”

You may not credit it, but my feelings,
as they clamped chains on my ankles and
wrists and thrust me into an under-
ground pit, were of profound relief. For
one thing, I was out of the presence of
that evil madman with his leery optic.
Point two, 1 had my good health for at
least four months—and I was old soldier
enough to know that a lot can happen in
that time. Afghanistan, ghastly place, was
home country to me and all 1 would nced

(continued from page 144)

was a yard's start on any Russian pursuer.

Thinking about that, 1 could make a
guess that if there were a point where the
Russian force might run into trouble, it
would be in the wild country before Af-
ghanistan. There were the independent
khanates at Bokhara, Samarkand and in
the Syr Daria country, where the Russians
had been trying to extend their empire
for some time—and had been getting a
bloody nose in the process. Fearsome bas-
tards, those northern tribes of Tajiks, Uz-
beks and the remnams of the Great
Horde. Still, wouldn’t an army of 30,000,
wijth 10,000 Cossack cavalry and artillery
trains, eat the tribes up at leisure? In all,
perhaps I'd better wait until Alghanistan
to lift mine eyes up unto the hills—or
down to the nearest hiding hole.

You may think it strange that I could
plan ahead so calmly. But, since my early
days, I'd learned that there’s no use in
cramping your digestion with laments
over evil luck. Even if your knees knock
as hard as mine did, remember the golden
rule: When the game’s going against you,
stay calm and cheat.

I began my journey from Fort Arabat
the following day—a journey such as |
don’t suppose any other Englishman has
ever made. You can trace it on the map,
all 1500 miles of it, and your finger will
go over places you never dreamed of,
from the edge of civilisation to the real
back of beyond, over seas and deserts o
mountains that perhaps nobody will ever
dimb, through towns and tribes that
belong to the Arabian Nights rather than
to the true story of a reluctant English
gentleman (as the guidebooks would say)
with two enormous scowling Cossacks
brooding over him the whole way.

The first part of the journey was all too
familiar, by sled back along the Arrow of
Arabat, over the bridge at Genitchi, and
then east along that dreary winter coast
to Taganrog, where the snow was al-
ready beginning to melt in the foul little
streets and the locals still appeared to be
recovering from the excesses of the great
winter fair at Rostov. Russians, in my
experience, are part drunk most of the
time, but if there's a sober soul between
the Black Sea and the Caspian for weeks
after the Rostov kermess, he must be a
Baptist hermit; Taganrog was littered
with returned revellers. Rostov I don't
much remember, or the famous river
Don, but after that we took to telegas,
and since the great Ignatieff was riding
at the front of our little convoy of six
vehicles, we made good speed. Too good
for Flashy, bumping along uncomfortably
on the straw in one of the middle wagons;
my chains were beginning to be damned
uncomfortable and every jolt of those in-
fernal telegas bruised my wrists and
ankles.

Cossacks, of course, never wash (al-
though they brush their coats daily with
immense care) and 1 wasn't allowed 1o,
either, so by the time we were rolling east
into the half-lrozen steppe beyond Ros-
tov, 1 was filthy, bearded. tangled and
itchy beyond belief, stuinking with the
garlic ol their awful food and only pray-
ing that I wouldn’t contract some foul
disease from my noisome companions—
for they even slept either side of me, with
their nagaikas knotted inwo my chains.
It ain’t like a honeymoon at Baden, I can
tell you.

There were 400 miles of that intermi-
nable plain, geuwing worse as it went on;
it took us about five days, as near as I re-
member, with the telegas going like blazes
and new horses at every posthouse. The
only good thing was that as we went,
the weather grew slightly warmer, uniil
when we were entering the great salt Hats
of the Astrakhan, the snow vanished alto-
gether and you could even travel without
your (ulup.

Astrakhan city itself is a hellhole. The
land all about is as flat as the Wash coun
try, and the town itself lies so low they
have a great dyke all round to prevent
the Volga washing it into the Caspian, or
tother way round. As you might expect,
it's a plague spot; you can smell the pesti-
lence in the air, and before we passed
through the dyke, Ignatieff ordered ev-
eryone to soak his face and hands with
vinegar, as though that would do any
good. Still, it was the nearest 1 came to
making toilet the whole way.

I had two nights in a steaming cell be-
fore they put us aboard a steamer for the
trip across the Caspian. It's a queer sea,
that one, for at the north end it isn't
above 20 meters deep, and consequently
the boats are of shallow draught and
bucket about like canoes. 1 spewed most
of the way, but the Cossacks, who'd never
sailed before, were in a fearful way, vom-
iting and praying by turns. They never
let go of me, though, and I realized with
a growing sense of alarm that if these two
watchdogs were kept on me all the way to
Kabul, I'd stand little chance of giving
them the slip. Their terror of Ignatieff
was, if anything, even greater than mine,
and in the worst of the boat’s heaving,
one of them was always clutching my
ankle chains, even if he was rolling about
the deck, retching at the same time.

It was four days of misery before we
began to steam through clusters of ugly,
sandy little islands towards the port of
Tishkandi, which was our destination,
I'm told it isn’t there any longer, and this
is another strange thing about the Caspi-
an—its coast line changes continually, al-
most like the Mississippi shores. One year
there are islands and next they have be-
come hills on a peninsula, while a few
miles away a huge stretch ol coast will
have changed into a lagoon.

(continued on page 212)



while being honored for lesser achievements, albert einstein
quietly revolutionized the field of slapstick comedy

IN HIS OTHERWISE admirable biography, Einstein: The Life and Times, British author
Ronald W. Clark has shed virtually no light on what is certainly the most remarkable
aspect of the late theoretical physicist's altogether remarkable career. Either by over-
sight—which seems nearly incredible in a work so apparently well researched—or by
deliberate design, Clark has joined the overwhelming majority of Einstein biographers
in completely ignoring the fact that from 1923 to 1933 Albert Einstein directed and
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starred in some of the funniest slapstick comedies of the
era. In so doing, Clark has lent his support to a con-
spiracy of censorship that has been perpetrated by no
less awesome bastions of the establishment than the
Academy of Motion Picture Arts and Sciences and the
Atomic Energy Commission. This suppression has, since
the early Thirties, systematically denied the American
public the pleasure and enlightenment provided by
such milestones of cinema history as The Professor
(1924) and The Genius (1926). It can only be hoped
that the forthcoming publication of the Einstein papers
from the Princeton collection will not be subject to the
same restraints and that the future will see the free
dissemination of both the films and the biographical
material concerning them.

In order, however, to understand the films them-
selves, we must first know something of the forces that
transformed the world's foremost theoretical physicist
into a madcap baggy-pants movie comic.

By 1921, Einstein had long since made his major
contributions to science, His historic papers on the
photoelectric effect and the special theory of relativity
appeared as early as 1905, and the general theory of
relativity, often considered the greatest intellectual
achievement of a single human mind, was essentially
complete by 1914. When dramatic proof of the general
theory was obtained by Eddington during the eclipse of
1919, Einstein was catapulted from the status of humble
academic to a position of unprecedented eminence in
both the scientific community and the world at large.
Yet even had he been able to continue serious scientific
work under the burden of celebrity, Einstein would
still have found himself in the ironic predicament of
being the world's leading scientist just when he was
most sorely disillusioned about the role of science in
human affairs,

A pacifist who had spent the early war years in Ber-
lin, Einstein had over and over again been exposed to
the “wicked wedding” of pure science and military
technology. He had looked on in helpless revulsion
while his colleagues at the august Kaiser Wilhelm Insti-
tute willingly lent their intellectual and material re-
sources to the service of the Prussian war machine. It
was a shock from which he was never fully to recover.

In addition, by the early Twenties, physics itself was
moving in a direction with which Einstein was unable
intellectually to reconcile himself; that is, toward the
probabilistic description of subatomic phenomena
known as the Copenhagen Interpretation. Einstein's
oft-quoted remark that he refused to believe that God
played dice with the universe reflects his distaste for the
new hypothesis, yet he was unable to come up with a
satisfactory refutation of it. He must have felt, then,
much as did his fellow physicist Wolfgang Pauli, whom
Clark quotes as having written:

Physics is very muddled again at the moment; it
is much too hard for me, anyway, and I wish I were
a movie comedian or something like that and had
never heard anything about physics.

Pauli’s wistful alternative to the scientific life is not
hard to appreciate, for the postwar world of German
cinema offered one of the most exciting burgeonings of

-

artistic creativity since the Renaissance. In Einstein’s
Berlin, virtually down the block from the laboratories
and lecture halls of the Kaiser Wilhelm Institute, the
enormous Universum Film Aktiengesellschafe (UFA)
studios were pouring forth the first fruits of what was to
become the golden era of German film making. Screen
giants such as Von Gerlach, Wiene, Leni, Lubitsch and
Fritz Lang were expanding and enriching the vocabu-
lary of cinematic art at a pace that far outstripped the
plodding, uncertain inchings of theoretical physics.
How, to the brilliantly impatient, creative imagination
of Albert Einstein, could the icy mathematical formal-
ism of the new quantum mechanics ever approach the
sweep and grandeur of Lubitsch’s great costume spec-
tacles, the visual and emotional daring of Wiene's Cabi-
net of Dr. Caligart or the subtle mood and pace of
Lang’s Dr. Mabuse the Gambler?

Einstein, then, was ripe for the movies and had only
to find a form worthy of that vast creative energy that
had so recently transformed man’s vision of his uni-
verse. It was on his triumphant visit to New York,
shortly before receiving the Nobel Prize of 1921, that he
discovered the genre in which he was to distinguish
himself so brilliantly in the decade to come. Here, be-
tween university speaking engagements, he sequestered
himself in local moviehouses, reveling in such contem-
porary masterpieces of slapstick art as Charlie Chap-
lin’s Kid and Fatty Arbuckle’s Dollar a Year Man.

For the quiet man of science, it was a revelation.
Never had he believed possible such rollicking high-
jinks, such unrestrained frivolity as those Rickering
images now conjured up before him. He was transfixed.
The pent-up energies of a lifetime of sober meditation
had found their destined outlet.

As soon as he returned to Berlin, Einstein set about
converting his allotted laboratory space at the institute
into a complete film studio jammed with klieg lights,
dollies, cranes, cameras. “To see this man apply himself
to praciicing the pratfall and double shuffle with the
same white-hot concentration that he had previously re-
served for the deepest mysteries of time and space is
nothing less than awe-inspiring [Narrischkeit],” wrote
his second wilfe, Elsa.

In a single year (1923), Einstein turned out over a
dozen tworeelers, only two of which have survived.
The Violinist, which many film scholars believe to be
the first in the series, is a flimsy bit of slapstick about an
old man whose fiddle keeps falling apart. The Dude
chronicles the hilarious misadventures of a Jewish des-
perado. Both works, in conception and execution, bear
the unmistakable stamp of the amateur, and Einstein
never permitted them to be shown in public. A perfec-
tionist in film as much as in physics, he delayed his com-
mercial debut until he felt he had mastered the art. As
far as the general public was concerned, he was still
working as a physicist on “the unified field theory.”
The “field theory” became Einstein's humorous private
nickname for his first full-length film, which was re-
leased in 1924 as The Professor.

The Professor is universally regarded as Einstein’s
finest football film. It features, furthermore, the first
known appearance of the “cuddly professor” persona,
whose droopy mustache, baggy sweat shirt and wild
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white fright wig were to become an Ein-
stein trademark. The plot of the hlm,
characteristically, is simple almost to the
point of simple-mindedness: It concerns
an old professor at a fictitious Midwest-
ern college (State) who watches in dis-
gust each fall as fooiball fever sweeps
across the campus, disrupting classes and
making any attempt at serious instruction
impossible for the duration of the season.
At last, the professor loses his patience
and decides to act. Disguising himself as
a young man, he enrolls as a freshman
under the name Swivelhips McGee. His
plan is to become a football hero, win the
respect and love of the student body for
his gridiron exploits, then use his prestige
in denouncing the sport and leading the
students back to the intellectual life.

Through a series of hilarious flukes,
the professor is at first amazingly suc-
cessful. With his misshaped helmet ro-
tated sideways so that his nose protrudes
from one of the earholes, his enormous
winglike shoulder pads flapping wildly
over his sweat shirt and his outsize cleats
worn backward and on the wrong feet,
he manages to so dumfound the oppo-
sition that he scores touchdown after
touchdown.

But success is his undoing. Inspired by
his new love, a cheerleader named Betty,
Einstein/McGee comes to believe that
he really is the greatest football player
in the history of State. On the night be-
fore the big championship game with
Tech—the night on which he had origi-
nally planned to make his pitch for the
studious life—the old man gets drunk and
delivers instead a hysterical paean to
sport and the team. When, the next day,
he meets his comeuppance at the hands
of the superior Tech eleven, he sadly real-
izes that his great opportunity has been
lost forever. Despised now for having lost
the game, he returns to his professorship,
reflecting that, “after all, football isn't
everything,” then drifts off into a day-
dream of his moments of glory carrying
the ball for State.

It is, of course, fruitless to try to convey
anything of the true flavor of an Einstein
movie by simply synopsizing the plot. In-
deed, as one contemporary critic re-
marked, an Einstein comedy is not so
much a coherent story as a “tenuously
connected series of energetic and outré
dance tableaux.” Then, too, American
audiences have found The Professor a
particularly disturbing film for quite an-
other reason. Made in Berlin, with a Ger-
man cast, by a man who knew virtually
nothing about the rules of American foot-
bali and not much more about our
campus ambience, the work takes on a
disjointed, surrealistic quality that many
American viewers find to verge on menace.
For this reason, The Professor never did
well here commercially, even after Ein-
stein’s film reputation was firmly estab-
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shtick that he created reappeared almost
intact the following year in Harold
Lloyd's highly regarded The Freshman.

The Professor did not make Einstein a
star overnight. In fact, its most immediate
effect was to stir up a certain amount of
resentment in both the German govern-
ment and the ranks of the established
German directors. Lang, for example,
was no doubt only half joking when
he suggested to Einstein at the Berlin pre-
miere of the film, “Stick to physics if you
know what's good for you,” a sentiment
that was to be echoed with inaeasing
vehemence, and ultimately with legal
sanction, for the remainder of Einstein's
moviemaking career.

Moreover, the general public was some-
what confused by the turn the physicist’s
career had taken. Was this the same Ein-
stein as in E = mc2? For as long as he
made films, Einstein was plagued by the
public’s confusion of his works with those
of the great Russian director Sergei Eisen-
stein, and while otherwise renowned for
his graciousness and equanimity, the
physicist/film maker was notorious for
his outbursts on this subject. “That Rus-
sian idiot is murdering me at the box of-
fice!” he complained in a 1926 letter to
Fatty Arbuckle shortly after the opening
of Eisenstein’s masterpiece Potemkin.
“Everyone thinks I've lost my comic
touch.” (Arbuckle's reply, more laudable
for its sentiment than for its erudition, as-
sured Einstein that The Professor was
“twice as funny as Potemkin any day.”)

Einstein, then, found himself in the
disquieting position of being received
with open arms as a scientist but with
cold shoulders as a film maker. The crit-
ics, especially, were reluctant to take him
seriously, even those few who regarded
the slapstick genre as a legitimate form of
expression. Like his wellknown violin
playing, his first movies were treated as
nothing more than a harmless recreation.
Since we would never think of comparing
him to Heifetz, the reasoning went, why
should we compare him to Chaplin?

Fittingly, it was Chaplin himself who
provided the answer. Afier the Ameri-
can premiere of The Genius in 1926,
the “Little Tramp” exclaimed, “I once
prided myself on being the Einstein of
the movies. Now 1 find that Einstein
himself is.”

With that, it was not long belore every-
one jumped on the band wagon. From
not being taken seriously at all, Einstein
found himself taken too seriously. A pop-
ular critical pastime of the day was to
somehow interpret his art in the light of
his science, a tack that led to such reduc-
tio ad absurdum approaches as the one
by the citic who ried o analyze the
multilevel tracking montages of the big
chase scene in The Genius as a crude
demonstration of the special theory of
relativity.

The Genius represents the high-water
mark of Einstein’s ilm career. It stands in

relation to his cinematic ocuvre as the
general theory does 10 his scientific con
tributions. In it, the submerged themes of
the football films—militarism and na-
tionalism—are no longer metaphorized
as gridiron and alma mater but are dealt
a full-scale frontal assault.

An old scientist (essentially the “cuddly
professor” again). whose career has here-
tofore been dedicated to the rechnology
of destruction, decides at the end of his
life o wrn his enormous intellectual
resources to the invention of a “universal
love potion,” a chemical agent that will
bring about the age-old dream of peace
on earth and international cooperation.
In a brilliant burlesque of the process of
scientific research, Einstein takes his pro-
tagonist through a series of experimental
failures, such as the love potion that turns
out to be merely an aphrodisiac and
that sends the scientist’s assistant (played
by that irrepressible vaudevillian Max
Planck, in a rare screen appearance) on a
rampage of misdirected amorous advances
(cows, dogs, pillows, chickens, Einstein);
or the portion that has the reverse of the
intended effect, producing for a while
universal hatred and world war. (The
Genius: “We must be on the right track,
Max. Multiply everything by minus one.”)

Each failure finds the Genius more de-
pressed and desperate, for he feels that he
is in a race against time. Often he is on
the verge of despair and considers giving
up the project and spending his remain-
ing days making “a really big bomb.” But
his faithful housekeeper, brilliantly ren-
dered by the aging Marja Sklowdowska,
consoles and encourages him, ignoring
his consistent impatient rebuffs. She is a
fixture in the lab, always tenderly dusting
her way through the maze of glassware
and bubbling retorts, until one day, over-
whelmed with old age and unrequited
love, she quielly dies. Planck discovers
her body while perpetrating a highly
imaginative perversion on a reflux con.
denser, and screams for his boss. Einstein
arrives, clearing hall the length of the
laboratory in one enthusiastic but poorly
coordinated vault of his Pogo stick. Sud-
denly, the truth of his housekeeper's
devotion comes through to him. “Oh,
Max,"” he wails, rising sheepishly from the
smoke and shattered glassware, 1 see
it all now. The universal love potion is
love itself!”

- - -

As it was for so many stars of the silent
era, the talkie was to be Einstein's Water-
loo. In addition to being an accom:
plished violinist. he acquitted himsell
admirably on spoons, kazoo, jew's-harp
and yodeling (Alpine). The pleasure he
took in exercising these talenis was leg-
endary, and as soon as the audio processes
were perfected (using, incidentally. the
same photoelectric effect that he had de-
scribed in his Nobel Prize-winning paper

{concluded on page 179)
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Jjanuary’s marilyn cole—outstanding among the past twelve-
month’s delightful dozen—reigns as our premier gatefold girl




ARILYN COLE, the girl from Portsmouth, England, is

going places—literally as well as figuratively. Our

m gatefold girl of January 1972 is spending every
spare moment (and penny) seeing as much of the world as
she can; and the editors of PLAYBOY have chosen her as Play-
mate of the Year—1973. Marilyn’s fans will recall that we dis-
covered her after she'd left Portsmouth to seek her fortune
in London—where, as luck would have it, she applied for a
job as a Playboy Bunny at our local hutch in Park Lane. She
worked as a cottontail before and after wrying her wings in
the publicrelations field—coordinating promotional activi-
ties for her former hutchmates, fielding requests from the
press, and so on. In recent months, however, she’s been con-
centrating on modeling—a career that, like Bunnyhood, al-
lows her maximum flexibility in scheduling her time. I used
to think I'd be bored, posing for photographers,” she re-
members. “But now that I'm getting accustomed to it, it’s
rather fun.” It hasn’t been easy, however, for Marilyn to
become established as a mannequin. “I'm not the right size,”
she explains, adding with customary candor: “Most of the
models I know have no boobs at all, or at least not big
ones.” When she does finish a lucrative assignment, Marilyn
rushes home to the Mayfair apartment she shares with three
Bunnies, packs her bags and takes off in pursuit of her latest
passion: travel. “If I've got the money, I go,” she says.
“Maybe just for two weeks on the Costa del Sol. I've also
made it to Morocco, Moscow. Switzerland—and Crete, but
that was an expense-paid trip to shoot some of these pic
tures, after I was chosen Playmate of the Year.” Glad o be
of help, Miss Cole. You're entitled—to that and much more.
At a cocktail party planned for May 15 at the Playboy
Mansion West, she was to be presented to press. radio and
television by Hugh M. Hefner, (lext concluded on page 212)

“Getting involved with Ployboy—both the Clubs and the magazine
—has been wonderful for me,” says Marilyn. “Of course, | never
reolly expected this—becoming Playmate of the Year. Now that

I've been given this lovely Yolvo sports car, | guess I'll have to
learn to drive. In London, I’ve never had the need to; but it will
be fun to hove my own cor ond motor out into the countryside.”
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“Another country I've visited is Morocco. A friend
and | drove down from Tongier to Cobo Negro. The
poverty is horrifying, but the villoges are beautiful.
It was windy and hot, and the dust was flying about
the Berbers and their veiled women wolking beside
their donkeys on the way to market. Little choppies
sat at the roadside, trying to sell o couple of

pitiful ald figs. We bought some caftans, but we're
not as good at bortering as they are. You know os

soon as they say ‘OK’ that you've been jobbed.”

“Moscow was quite a contrast. | spent four doys
there, on a guided tour—I think that's the only

way 1o see a place like that. Otherwise, you wouldn’t
know what to look for. It was wintertime and |

was freezing. But | like definite climates and |

loved walking with the Muscovites along the streets—
which were being cleaned of snow and ice by women.
| saw the Bolshoi Bollet, the Red Army chorus

and doncers, the beautiful subway, the Kremlin

and museums with the Fobergé eggs. Fantasticl”
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My other greot love, besides travel, is riding my white gelding, Seamus.
After several months of lessons, he and I are learning to jump. It's frightening,
really. 'm steady but a bit chicken in most things. Like riding to hounds.

I used to think | wanted to do it, but now I've about decided Id rather
watch. | would join in only if | knew I had a reolly drowsy horse. In the hunt
you have about 100 horses, of which 75 ore usually out of control. It's

very difficult to stop a horse once it lets go.” We have o feeling that
whatever career Marilyn chooses, she, too, will be hard to rein in.







THE VARGAS GIRL

“It’s obvious youw're ready
for a Great Leap Forward.”
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sone TIME belore Simon Bolivar, with his
British and Irish woops. won the Battle
of Boyaci and swept into Bogoti, that
sleepy colonial capital had begun to stir
with revolutionary ideas. It was there that
Antonio Narino wanslated the Declara-
tion of the Rights of Man in 1791 and it
was in the Nwewva Granada that the
comunero uprising against Spanish power
took place. “But what ol the rights ol
woman?" thought the lovely Luz Marina
Visquez, weeping hehind her veil as the
carriage ook her off to the nuptial Mass
that would celebrate her manniage to
Juan Carlos Morales, a man whose very
compliments filled her with hared.

Luz Marina's most revolutionary idea
was to be allowed 1o marry the man she
loved, but Joaquin Cortés Mejia was the
son of a plain merchant, while Juan Car-
los was an aristocrat and landowner. And
so the marriage had been arranged be-
tween the two old families. Luz Marina
had shut hersell in her bedchamber and
had demonstrated hysterics for two days.

Finally, her father had gone 1o her and
said, "I am aware that many vicious and
immoral French notions about personal
liberty are current nowadays, but 1 think
that you will find very lew ol them in the
convent where you will live the rest of
your life unless you agree to marry Juan
Carlos without further uproar. Further-
more, I am unconcerned that vou hnd
him a cold, cruel, unintelligent young
man with a cast in his left eye, as you keep
saying. I suggest that you find a more suit-
able description for your husband.” So,
when Joaquin returned from a business
wip to Popayin, he heard the bad news.

He was a littde shocked but not at all
angry. He was a resourcelul young man
—and, after all, he had been enjoying
the delights of a revolutionary and quite
informal marriage for nearly six months
in Luz Marvina's bed. At her family's casa,
there was a certain secdduded stretch of
garden wall: there was a broad-branched
tree; there was a dangerous but possible
slope of tile roof: and there was a balcony
at Luz Marina's window. Joaquin had
learned the way of combining all ol these
things. In love, as in lile, one must some-
times scale, sometimes creep on treach-
crous footing and sometimes let onesell
drop from a height, in order o exercise
personal libertics. o might be added that
the demure young lady had developed an
crotic talent quite unparalleled in the
whole ol the sabana de Bogold.

Two wecks alter the wedding, a sour
and angry Juan Carlos descended on the
house of his father-in-law in order wo dis-
cuss the eccentricities of his bride. “She
categorically refuses 1o share my bed!™ he
burst out when they were alone. “The
mirriage has not been consummated.”

“iimaginable!’ exclaimed Don Fe-
lipe. “Why don’t you simply seize her? I,
mysclf, when younger——"'

“It s not that easy,” rveplied Juan

achaca rebellion

Carlos. “She keeps to her chambers with
her maid, who brings her food and other
necessaries. She swears to set the house
afire if 1 so much as cross the threshold.”

In the meantime, Joaquin had been
passing by and had noted Juan CGarlos'
horse in the courtyard. He slipped inside
the walls and made his way o the library
window, where he hid and listened.

“You must end this ridiculous sitnation
at once.” said Don Felipe. “Tonight you
will send all your servants away for three
days.” He went to a cabinet and took out
i cagre in which there was a strange, ugly,
broad-winged insea ol a dirtygreen hue.
“As you know, I am something ol an
amateur of science. This litle creature
15 called a machaca, a beast renowned
among the [ndians. When 1t bites. its
victim must have—insanely desires to
have—sexual  imercourse  immediately.
Otherwise, the resule is certain death.”

“She may preler death o me” said
Juan Carlos gloomily.

“Not alter she has been stung by this.”
wered Don Felipe. “A machaca bite
would make Saint Agnes rip off her
clothes; it would make the Islas Virgenes
couple with the Continent. It triples hoth
desire and potency. But beware! Those
who are bitten must grapple very shortly
or else they fall into a drowsiness, thence
into a deep sleep and, alter that, death.
I, mysell, in my youth——"

“T'll be cautious,” said Juan Carlos.

“When she is in her bath,” said Don
Felipe, “you must steal into her bedroom,
shake the cage 1o stun the machaca for a
moment, put it in the bed, then replace
the covers belore the monster can come to
its senses. The rest is up to lortune.”

“iIngenioso!” aied Juan Carlos with
an ugly smile. “II this is effective, T shall
have her; il it is not, I shall be rid of her.”
Joaquin rose silently from his hiding
place and sct off to find an old Indian
woman who dealt in charms, potions
and. on occasion, insects.

Once back at his hacienda,  Juan
awaited the time when Luz Marina took
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her bath. Making sure that the maid was
absent, he forced the bedroom door and
stole into the room with his little cage.
He reached down and pulled back the
covers—hut as he did so, he found, to his
horror, three machacas already there,
Swilt as a snake, one ol them bit his hand.

Juan Carlos roared and dropped the
cage. Then, like a madman, he burst into
the bathroom, only to fnd it empty.
Shouting for his wile. he began to rage
about the house—Dbut she was nowhere to
be found. Nor was there even a servint
girl at hand, since he had dismissed the
whole ol his ménage for three days. In a
cold sweat, he ran to the stables, saddled
his horse and rode off.

Meanwhile, Luz Marina and Joaquin,
behind the locked door of the master bed-
room, were enjoying an evotic frenzy of a
kind they had never imagined. They had
deliberately allowed the machacas 1o bite
them and they had discovered seven new
positions. Luz Marina was now astride
and galloping madly.

Juan Carlos was also galloping madly,
headed for a bordello. He noticed that
the city was in a state of wrmoil. The
streets were [ull ol people and there were
soldiers everywhere, but he could not
stop o inquire what had happened.
When he reached the house he was seck-
ing. he reined up in astonishment. The
street was [ull of a long line of soldicrs in
unfamiliar, ragged unilorms, all waiting
to enter the door in tarn.

“Stand at the end of the line and be pa-
vient, hombre,” said a sergeant. " Bolivar
has liberated the town and all men are
cqual now.”

Juan Carlos turned away in despair.
He rode for a short time and sleepiness
began o overtake him. He slumped in his
saddle. A few yards [arther on. a young
British lieutenant caught his bhody just as
it was pitching to the ground.

Thus did Bolivar's revolution bring
liberty not only to Colombia but to the
lovely Luz Marina as well.

—Retold by Roger N. White ﬂ 161
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By Bil Gilberf

casey tibbs was maybe the
best cowboy ever, so naturally he

wound up in hollywood

“DID YOU EVER hiear of a guy named
Casey Tibbs?”

“He was in rodeo twenty years or
so ago. Sort of a horsy Mickey Man-
tle. What happened to him?”

“He wenl lo Hollywood. Right
now he’s pushing something called
the Casey Tibbs Wild Horse Round-
up. It sounds like a dude thing. He's
trying to gel people lo pay seven
hundred and fifty dollars a head lo
go with him, smell a veal horse. You
wani to go along? It might be funny.”

“Where does it go from?”

“He's mailed the stuff from Los
Angeles, but it says you meel in
the Falcon Cafe in Pierre, South
Dakota.”

“I was there once. 1 started out
from Pierve when I was looking
for black-footed ferrels. They have
pictures of Casey Tibbs all over the
Falcon Café.”

“You wanl to go?”

“Sure. I could use some velief.”

- - -

“I had a hell of a time, I really
did.”

“How was Casey?”

“He's sort of harassed, but he's an
appealing guy. I liked him a lot.”

“Was it a dude thing?”

“It was meant to be, bul the dudes
got lost in the shuffle. He had about
six things he was trying to jugzle at
once, which made it more interesting
than it would have been othenweise”

“Is 1t going to be any kind of a
slory?”

“You Eknow how stories are when
you've had a good time, been with
people you like. They're harder to

do. Bad scenes are easier lo wrile
about.”

“To coin a phrase, I'll wait with
Lated breath.”

“Don’t hold it.”

- - -

West ol the wide Missouri, north
of the Plaue, east ol the Rockies,
there was (and still are remnants ol)
a great swath of prairie that was a
major part of the Americin horse
country. The grass was so thick, hard
and rich that a stallion could hold
his mares in one swale from the time
they foaled until the [oals could keep
up with the herd. There was once
so much grass that a herd could run
three weeks and never run out of it.
Now there is only three days’ run
left, but that's still a lot of grass and
it’s still cinch high and when a horse
lopes through it it swishes, sounding
like gentle rollers breaking against
a low beach.

It's well-watered country, cut by
sweet rivers, the Cheyenne, Grand.
Powder, Yellowstone, Bighorn, Lutle
Bighorn. Thickets ol cottonwood.
wild rose and plum grow along the
river bottoms, providing shade in
the summer, a break of sorts agiinst
and snow in the winter.
There are islands rising above the
sea of grass, buttes and ridges the
tops of which are deared of flies by
the wind and on which a man,
presumably a horse, can stand cool-
ing mind and body. At the same
time, he can watch anything that
stands lagher than the grass move
anvwhere between the horizons.

the wind

It has always been a good place
for horsemen, commencing with the

SCULPFTURE BY PARVIZ SADIGHIAN
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Northern Cheyenne, the Hunkpapa and
the Oglala Sioux. Always outnumbered,
outequipped and outlied. the tribes held
the forces of what is sometimes called
Western civilization at bay for 75 years
because they were the best light cavalry-
men the world has even seen. By and by,
the Chevenne and the Sioux were rubbed
out, imprisoned and debauched. and
Crazy Horse’s parents cut out his heart
and buried it under the sea of grass in a
seeret place on Wounded Knee Creek.
Then white horsemen moved into the
gTJISS.

It would serve no point except to stir
up chauvinistic debate to claim that the
best white horsemen, wranglers, trail
drivers. bronc busters and rodeo hands
came [rom a particular section of the old
West. but it is vrue that an inordinate
number of them came from someplace be-
tween Cheyenne and the Missouri. Boys
growing up in that country fertilized with
Crazy Horse’s heart learned horsework
carly and well and often nothing else.
Having learned this work, this way of life,
they tended to regard all other callings
—larm. wractor, shop and brainwork—as
demeaning and contemptible. It is the
man-on-horseback syndrome, the fatal ar-
titude of the Hun and the Tartar, the
Cheyenne and the Sioux: is still o an
extent that of the red and white men who
were born on these American steppes.

One such is Casey Tibbs. who was horn
in 1929 in a sod-and-cottonwood cabin at
the head of a draw overlooking the Chey-
enne River, more or less in the middle of
Sowth Dakota. The area has a name, Mis-
sion Ridge, but it is about 25 miles and on
the wrong side of the river from the near-
est village. Eagle Butte, which is on the
Cheyenne River Indian (Sioux) Reserva-
tion. The nearest town is Fort Picrre,
some 50 miles away.

"My old man wasn't very sociable and
this gulch made a kind of natural corral
where we could work horses. 1 guess that's
why he stayed in this Godlorsaken place
and why I started out from here.” says
Tibbs, brooding over the roted remains
ol his long-abandoned bovhood home.

“We'd plow an acre or so up vonder
above that spring. put in a lew watermel-
ons and a little sweet corn. but otherwise
my old man didn't have much use for
[arming, didn't care for much but horse-
work. When times was best he ran two
thousand head on this side of the river
and he was a hell of a hand with them.
Old-timers who have no reason 1o lie
claim that on the best day I ever had 1
couldn’t ride a bucking horse like my old
man could.

“l started working regular with him,
breaking horses, when I was maybe ten
years old. We'd just ler them out of that
old chute that lays in a pile over there
and let them rip right up the draw. I re-
member one time, I'd been raising some

put me up on a mean-looking old sorrel.
When I came out, he sicked a feisty little
old dog we hid around on me. That dog
commenced yapping and that hammer-
headed son of a buck went straight up
and took off, climbed right up the side of
that draw in the steep place. He hit the
top and popped his heels up over me a
couple of umes, leflt me with my head
drove into the ground up to mighty near
my cars. I came limping back and my old
man asks me did 1 enjoy the excitement.”

When he was 13, having had enough of
this sort of education, Tibbs left Mission
Ridge. 1 broke horses for the Diamond
A, a big New Mexican outfit that ran a
lot of cattle up here. Then a cook shot a
foreman. It's a long story, but they want-
ed me to work on the fence crew, which I
didn’t want to do. I drifted around some
and when I was fourteen or so, I started
hiwing the rodeo preuy [air and alter
that I just sort ol busted loose.”

Rodeo was not and does not give the
fecl of being consciously invented as, say,
Abner Doubleday and Dr. Naismith in-
vented their games for athletic youth.
There is a sense ol compulsion, necessity
about rodeo, like a splinter working out
of flesh. Rodeo was made by and for men
who suffered from the peculiar version of
Western American cafard, who were hall-
mad from boredom. [right. loneliness, ex-
haustion, working too long and hard in a
country that was oo big and  harsh.
Raodeo was a release for men so desperate
for release that they used whatever was at
hand—the stock, the ropes, the leather
they fought all day—and organized it into
a country game that is not too different in
spirit from Russian roulere.

There is still something about rodeo
that suggests a vicious practical joke.
“Fuck you. Lash. Get me up on that han-
merheaded son ol a bitch and I'll ride
him or kill him.”

“Put him up. He's so goddamned
drunk he's liable to do it or leastways
break his neck.”

Despite all the changes, embellish-
ments, perhaps corruptions, there is still
something of the Y.M.C. A, about bas-
kethall, of vacant smalliown lots about
basehall. In the same way, deaned up,
watered down, declining, the substance
ol rodeo suggests its origins, It is some-
thing that a lyearold on the bum
would find a relief, good fun aflter break-
ing horses for the Diamond A.

Like pawpaws, morel mushrooms and
catlish sandwiches, rodeo is a regional
delicaey that does not travel well. Gussied
up with clowns. comic announcers. guest
celebs, Humane Society picket  lines,
rodeo will draw moderate arowds in New
York, Boston. Chicago, Houston and Los
Angeles. Bur they are largely erowds of
curiosity or gore seekers. The whole hap-
pening—performers  in John  Wayne
clothes trying to manlandle horses and

cows, being stomped on by the stock—is
now so foreign to the experience and.im-
agination of most that it is not credible as
an exhibit of competitive athletic skill,
discipline and ingenuity. Generally, it
is regarded as a kind of kinky, counuy
variety act, a bastard version of* showbiz,
like swallowing flames or being shot out
ol a cannon.

In what is left of the Western horse
country or where the memory of that
country is [resh, rodeo is sull the sport, is
still taken seriously as a way for a man
to conmment on himself, other men and
the world; an athletic art form that a
spectator can learn from il he studies it
carefully. On the top rails of (limsy,
bleached-cottonwood corrals at little Sun-
day-afternoon jackpot rodeos, there are
students and critics who cn [ault or
praise the artistry and character of a
bronc or a bronc rider as perceptively
and pungently as a Philadelphia play-
ground crowd can dissect the moves ol a
6’8" forward.

Rodco railbirds, like all hard-core fans,
are  gencrally  contemptuous of  what
they're actually secing: the present crop
of riders and ropers. “There's that worth-
less kid of Lonnie’s. He couldn’t stay on
a sheep in litde britches [the rodeo
equivalent of little league]. What's he
doing tryving broncs? Looks like he wishes
he had himself a sheep right now.”

Rodeo connoisseurs pine [or and inces-
santly gossip about the good old days
when men were men and bucking horses
bucked rather than wwitched as if a fly
were bothering them. When the railbirds
get to pining and gossiping, the chances
are good that somebody will have some-
thing to say about the lormer 13-year-old
runaway from Mission Ridge.

“1 seen ol Case the best ride he ever
mide. He sort of poured hisself on, you
know how he was then, on that old roan,
Goodbye. It was over in Cheyenne
in—"

“I'll be go to hell if that was Cheyenne.
It was in Casper. Anyways, Goodbye was
no roan. He was a buckskin =

“Now, witit up a goddamned min-
ute w

A lot of stories, some funny, some ad-
miring, some malicious, drculate about
Casey Tibbs. told to the point of how
and when he dissipated his talent: Casey
Tibbs going courting in his purple Cad-
illac; doing 110 miles an hour trailing
gravel and state cops in his wake; Casey
dropping a $10.000 oil lease in a game in
Elko: Tibbs brawling in Iront of the
Cow DPalace. However, there are no
stories to the effect that he did not have
the talent. Wherever he got it, he brought
as much or more ol it to the rodeo ring as
any man ever has. He had, lor lack of a
better word, horse sense: a special, subtle
knowledge ol what could be done and

(continued on page 170)
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walch it! behind that self-effacing facadﬁ lurks a sensational duplex

OME OF ROBERT C. PRITIKIN'S neighbors are going to be mlplm.d when they read this.
S You see, the exterior of his aparument building—that’s 1 t, apartment building
—isn’'t all that spectacular. It stands nexu to a laundry on a shady street in San Francis-
co's Paciic Heights and it Dlends neatly—ceven inconspicuously—into its milien
But there's a ¢ : ou il you should ever visit Mr. Pritikin, a successful ad-
vertising cutive, i 1d of the si ruments. A carpeted hallway takes you
to a balustrade ove |qu]\:nnr a two-story living room. You descend via a graceful circular

PHOT APHY BY JEFF COHEN
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A close look ot orchitect
Crutchfield’s fioor plan
shows the spectacular

use of space—particularly
in the two-story living
room, which opens

onto o swimming

pool and a gorden.
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rovir | UPPER LEVEL,
™ ENTRANCE J LOWER LEVEL,

c—teell FLOOR

MAIN FLOOR

The living room (right) is the heart of the aportment, and perfect
for entertaining. The lights under the balcony are used for video-
toping sessions, which frequently enliven Pritikin's parties; a paint-
ing by local ortist Ted Rand covers the sliding panel that opens
up to reveal the monitor (below), as well as o regulor TV set.




staircase—designed. like the rest of the apartment, by architect Robert
Crutchficld—and find yoursell [acing scven gargantuan glass doors.
They open at your touch and the living room expands 1o embwace
an Lshaped swimming pool and a luxurious garden boasting full-
sized trees and giant hanging plants. Above is a balcony that sup-
ports a dining area and a “library”; the latter is enriched by mahogany
pancling and a brown-velvet wall sporting three stained-glass windows,
hundreds of years old. The decor ol the apartment, reflecting Pritikin’s
myriad interests, is eclectic to the nth degree. On display are spears
that he brought back from Auwswralia; antique coflee grinders from

The view from the balcony shows the raised fireplace and the self-cleoning
pool—which, like the garden, requires virtually no maintenance. Below: A
bronze by Benny Bufano, the late San Francisco sculptor, adorns the pool.
Piped-in music and rheostai-controlled lighting help keep the otmosphere
cozy; privacy is afforded by the shrubberv ond the high surrounding walls.




The leather-and-steel chairs of the dining area are situated so that guests can see the panorama below. In the fareground is an antique coffee
grinder, one of three that Pritikin picked up in Guatemala while he was recording on-the-spot radio commercials for Folger's coffee; since Guate-
mala won’t allow “antiques” ta leave the country, he brought them out as household appliances. Below left: A couple pauses on the circular
staircase. Below right: One of the apartment’s two bedrooms. It has wall-ta-wall clasets, its awn enclosed garden (at right) and o hi-fi unit
designed by Vigneri, o lacal artist. Louvered shutters above the bed, opening to the living-room bar, keep occuponis from feeling cooped in.




Right: Guests take time out to odmire the
Bufano sculpture. The white-nylon awning
over the glass doors is electronically con-
trolled; the pool area can be heated by
the infrared device on the right-hand wall.
TR
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Guate 1z picces ol magic JAPPATILUS Us dd by Cirter the Great, a }:n'-ui:.nl i wizard of the
Twenties: and literally thousands ol men tos and ant |'_||)'il. cts. Thev range [rom kinetic

sculprures, which Pritikin docesn’t necessarily reconmmend (CH the artist socs oul of 1o

and the sculprure goes on the blink, vou've got : vy problem™) 1o a “small, worthless

rock” that, according o Privkin, “represents my thouglitless contribution to the detet

ration ol the Colosseum in Rome.” L 1 a sobering relerence, i the conte xt ol I]lt_'
sav Area: lor il San Francisco is ever leveled by the natural catastrophe thar all the scien
tists are predicti Prinikin’s pad. like the Colosscum. may be reduced 1o hagmems.
For the loresceable luture. however, the man has a good thing ¢ \s o recent gnest
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how. He had a great athlete’s hody and
coordination, a mysterious sense ol antic-
ipation and catlike balance. He had the
quality that 1s absolutely necessary il a
good horseman and athlete is 10 become
a rodeo winner—ir disdain for costs and
consequences.  recklessness raised o a
Kind ol lunatic power.

Before he had to shave regularly. ol
Casev had busied out of the Dakota jack-
pots into Cheyenne, Calgary, Pendleton,
Tucson. Los Angeles. New York, He won
his fust saddle-hrone  championship in
1949, was the World's Champion  All
Around Cowboy in 1955, winning more
than S10.000. It was not only that he won
but how he won. He had a siyle. generated
an excitement that brought customers
into arenas. brought them to their feet
once they were inside. He vode as a lew
men hit balls or run or hghe—in such a
way as o leave others thinking about
what a marvelous, beautilul thing a man
is when once in o blue moon he husts out,
brings evervihing together. By all ac
cownts, from the testimony ol the cotton-
wood railbirds. he left knowledgeable
men with the leeling that they were betrer
oll for having been in Chevenne-Casper
when ol Case came out ol the chute on
the roan buckskin.

“It's a fbunny thing, 1 learned most ol
what T knew about bucking horses from
my old man. down on the Cheyenne
River. but he hated rodeo, thought it was
a bum’s life. The hrst time T come back,
I'd heen doing real goad. won in Boston,
a couple of places like that. 1 came
back with the works, a filty-dollar hat,
hundred-dollar boots. a Studebaker car
—that was belore the purple Cadillac,
which you are bound to hear about—and
I had five, six thousand dollars cash in my
pocker. My folks thought T'd robbed 2
bank. When I explained where I'd gou it
my old man wasn’t much better pleased
than il I had robbed a bank. His idea ol a
good job was breaking horses for some
cow outht for ten dollars a head. If he
could see me now, wringlin® dudes, he'd
probably still thought he was right.”

By the time he was 25, Tibbs was a su-
perstar of rodeo, holding much the same
position that Mickey Mantle did ac that
time in bascball. Besides being contem-
poraries, there are many similavities be-
tween the two. Both are Western country
boys, one from South Dakota. the other
from Oklaboma, with strong-willed fa-
thers. Both hit the big time as precocious
teenagers and both have had celebrity
problems, been beser by hustlers. sharpies,
hangers-on, bad-advice artists. Both have
made the establishment of their sports
uneasy, except when the gate was heing
counted, and hoth were dropped like hot

170 coals when the talent burned out. The

greaest similarity is that hoth possessed
an immense, raw talent thae they spent
prodigiously to entertain others; neither
ever able o rehine, conserve, profession-
alize.

“1 don’t know anvihing about this
game,” said Mantle one Suunday alier-
nooi sitting in the Tiger Stadium locker
room. He has two more painlul seasons
lelt. His legs and shoulder ache from old
injuries and continuing neglect. His head
hurts from oo much Saturday night. ~1
could outrun the mistakes I made in the
outheld. T ran bases good because 1 had
the wheels. but most of the time I never
knew what our signs were. 1 could hit. 1
still cane some, but I don't know why. I
don’t think I could reach anvone clse
to hie”

Tibbs is sitcting in the Falcon Calé in
Picrre. Before Feds, bookies and wives
leaned on him, he owned a piece ol the
Falcon. Saddles, buckles, wophies he won,
old photos of Tibbs when he was being
outed as the world's best cowboy still
decorate the walls, “The cowboy stull is
comical,” ol” Casey says. “I always was a
sorry roper. I could rope a horse betier
than I could a steer, T just never was that
interested in cowpunching. When T was
going for all-around I rode hulls, but 1
didn’t like it much. Didn't like. damn; |
don’t even like 1o look at them now. They
scare the piss out of me. But what T could
do was ride bhrongs. T just could.”

Besides his talent, Tibbs had some
other things going for him that, though
they made him no better a brone vider
and, in the end, finished him on the
bronges, initially made him a bigger and
better celebrity. The fading news photos,
the Life cover portrait hanging in the
Falcon Calé testily that he must have
been one of the hest-looking men ever to
ride out of South Dakota. Wiry, hipless,
curlyv-headed. [resh, clean-faced—he was
the romantic image ol that young cowboy
who has walked down the streets ol La-
redo through the American mind for a
century or so. Also. this prewy boy from
the Cheyenne River turned out to be, or
soon turned into. a hell raiser ol the fArst
order. Good looks never hurt any enter-
tainer and hell raising is part ol the
good old days, which. in a sense. rodeo
15 designed 1o recreate and memorial-
ize, the whoopeeI'm-just-out-ol-thesad-
dle, loaded-for-bear tradition. By all
accounts, by his own. Tibhs did not have
to force himsell to do his bit to uphold this
tadition. To the ancient rodeo brag
“Ain’t a horse can’t be rode, ain't a man
can't be throwed.” he added a few of his
own more or less 1o the elfect, “Ain't a
hottle can’'t be drunk, ain’t a straight
can’t be hlled, ain’t a broad can’t be had.”

Tibbs's attempt to live up 1o the social
code of the West and add some personal

twists 1o it were, it is said, spectacular
and, i fact. he shortly became almost as
famous for how he lived outside the ring
as how he rode inside i In 1936, alter he
won the all-around championship, he lis
tened to those who claimed thar 2 man of
his rep and color did not have to keep
busting his ass on a brone saddle. *“They
were right for a while, at least. T didn’t
radeo none to speik of lor the next two or
three vears. kept doing exhibitions, ap-
pearances. The money kept rolling in and
I kept livin® highe I knew what the cow-
hovs were saving—I1 was i hotdog—Dhut it
didu’t hother me much, T was having a
hell of a time. 1 knew 1 could stll rnde
hetter ‘i most of them and they knew it.”

The perils of celebrityhood being what
thev are, there was a chance. in [ace a
necessity, for Tibbs o prove his point. In
1958 he signed up for a wild West and
rodeo show that Gene Autry and others
were sending 1o the Brussels World's

Fair. The production lelt European
audiences cold and the show went
bankrupt. leaving Tibbs, 200 assorted

cowboys and Indiuns to shilt for them-
selves, I guess that was the smart thing 1o
do, why Gene is where he's at now and
I'm where I'm at, but it was tough on us.
We more or less swam back. 1 come heve,
worked with my brothers, got pretty hard
again. Then D hin the rodeo because it was
all there was. 1 was broke and hard and
mad as hell and 1 think [ rode about as
good in "59 as 1 ever did. Anyway, 1 won
the saddle-bronc championship again.”
How many more championships there
might have been. how long the talent
would have held up is still a macer of
speculation among rodeo bulfs, bue it is
all speculation. After 1959, Tibbs gave up
living off his talent, moved o Hollywood
and became literally and figuratively a
Hollywood cowboy. Since then. he has
lived more or less by his wits. Working out
ol a pad just off Sunset Swip. he has ped-
dled the one asset that nobody could at-
tach, foreclose or repossess—the name
and reputation made with his talent in
rodeo rings. He has sold Casey Tibbs as a
bit player, stunt man, sccond unit direc-
tor; he has used the name to promote a
Japanese rodeo tour. to scll lots ("Own a
ranchette, in God's country™), Western-
style clothes. One time he rounded up
some of his old rodeo pals and went back
to South Dakota and produced a movie of
his own. Born to Buck, "1 still feel pretty
good about that, even though 1 damn
near killed mysell irving 1o swim a horse
across the Missowri River. It was a pretty
good movie. a good clean show for the
kids, but the hell of it is, not many have
seen it I couldn’t get the big distributors
to wouch it. I could tell you some stories
ithout those bastards. I ended up like a
Fuller Brush man, carrying it around the
country with me, trying to make deals
with independents. Hell, T had to rent an



“I'm sure Miss Koosley is sleepwalking, but I have my
doubtsabout Mr. Forslyth.” 171



PLAYBOY

-

[£+]

old bLicked-out theater even to get it
shown in Picrre, my own home town.”

In 1967, alier Born to Buck and a few
other deals had begun o go sour, Tibbs
went back o rodeoing lor a season. “It
was the money some, but mostly it was lor
the relicl. doing something 1 didn’t have
to think about, that was nawural for me.”
To a way, 1967 was more a testimonial to
his talent than weare the big, champion-
ship years. Tibbs was 58 vears old, had
been a Hollywood cowboy Tor most of ten
vears. but he rolled out of the solt sheets
and placed in the money in 18 of the 27
rodeos he emered belore a few miscella-
neous hroken bones shelved him for good.

“Never again. 1T I'd get vid ol twenty
pounds of this gut, get hard again. mayhe
I conld siill vide. Bur riding isn't every-
thing. When vou get older. vou know too
much. You get thinking about  what
might happen. When you're a kid. you
know nothing can happen. One thing 1
don’t want to be is a sorry old has-heen,
hanging around alier his rime. 1 don't
even go to rodeo now unless I'm paid for
an appearance or something. I was there
once, but time passes.”

The tresh. clean. lean face has becomme
hemavier, is marked with pouches. veins
and wrinkles. The curly hair is graving
and there is. indeed. at least 20 pounds of
Lard svound the middle. Al of whidh is

no disgrace. just another way ol saving
what Tibbs savs—that time passes. Tibbs
is 1 vears old. bur a liter. more present-

able than average 44. He is still a good-
looking man, an active one, can work a
horse better than almost any 44-year-old,
better than most men of any age. He is
not, as some ol the stories suggest, a
broken-down and broke derclict. He is
not the king of the Hollywood cowboys or
hustlers, just one among many, but he
works regularly at jobs that most would
consider unusual and satisfving. “I got no
regrets. ve done some things or at least
tricd some that most don’t gee a arack at.”
That is a true cliam, but the wruth does
not allay 1the down-nd-out storics or the
almost rellexive rendency 1o denv regrets.
The stories and the dischumers have
nothing 1o do with what Tibbs is: a re-
spectable, moderately successlul Hollhy-
wood entreprencar. They have to do with
what he was: mavbe the most talented
nmian ever to ride a bucking horse.

A man cm, is generally allowed o,
Live down his aimes. enors. Lilures—
almost anvthing bhut past magnificence.
Ascending superstars excite hope. illumi-
nate  possibilitics. Descending ones de-
press hope, davken the road. They e the
ultimate il omens. and thus inevitably
objects of scorn and skinder. If the best. a
once-in--bluemoon wlent. can’t car o
notch that Lsis. then the prospeas ol
cvervone clse are poor 1o impossible.

- - -

“Been bitin® your nails: Tearin® vour
hair: Chokin® on the smog: Longin® loy
the good getaway lifez Then bust loose

“Yes—that's the man!”

and come along on the casky Tisss round-
up in beautiful South Dakota. You'll
cowhoy with the top hands. Ride the un-
spoiled range you've heard about. Every
man owes himsell ar least a waste of the
good life. The application sheet has all
the info. so 2o to 1"

The Casey Tibbs Wild Horse Round-
up sounds flacky, but it is, in fact, such an
improbable happening that il it does not
re-create the good getaway lile everyone
has heard about. it may come close to ap-
proximating another kind of Western life
stvle that nearly evervone has abandoned
and  forgotten about: boredom, chaos,
confusion, dirt. thirst. exhaustion, pune
tuated by high funny moments, bursts of
wild Iree-fTorm action, bouts of com-
pulsive cnousal.

In the first place. the C. TAW.H.R.
evolved bhack-asswards in comparison with
most dude enterprises. where the dudes
come first and the work is used for il-
lusionary and  entertainment purposes,
Tibbs started out with the work and the
dudes were mixed in later as necessity was
compounded by necessity. Over the vears.
Tibhs had collecied 2000 or so head ol
horse who roamed more or less frecly,
more or less illegallv on the Chevenne
River Reservation, the
river from his old home place on Mission
Ridge. The arrangement was cool enough
with the Sionx randhers. who are horse-
men, rodeo fans and  pavticipants, in
nany cases admirers and old friends of
Tibls's. It was not cool with the Burcan
ol Indian ALiirs. an impersonal bureanc-
vacy. The Unirted States. said the BIAL in
cffecr. had nor gone o all the wrouble of
heating the bejesus out of the Sioux, sct-
ting them up on a nice veservation in the
middle of Sowh ikota, so that an ex—
radeo hero could feed his horses free on
Federal grass. Something more orderly
Iad 10 he done about those lorses.

Mulling it over, Tibbs decided several
things might be done. 1 something could
be worked out. or worked around. con
cerning  veterin
quarantines. some of the herd mighe be
sold in Cililornia, wherve they would be
worth a lot more than in South Dakota. 11
he could nse some ol his vodeo contacrs.
some of them might be pushed as bucking
hovses and the vest—nures, colis, a lew
stallions—might be left with a Sioux
vancher il he could make the vight medi-
cine. All of which was o good enough
plan. but complicated. The horses had
to be rounded up and moved out. which
would ke help and monev. This s
where the dodes came into the mix. A
few who thought it was worth S750 1o
spend a week or so chasing horses across
the reservation would uncomplicate a fn
ol things. For the dudes. with their
moncy vou could hirst-class,  hire
some young studs 1o do the work. some
old aonies it would be good 1o see auain

Indiin across

animspections  and
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You not only get a carand a girl
but a piece of history.

history. Like your first love, you'll

Way back then a new car flashed
on the racing world. Spitfire! Honoring
the plane that saved Britain.

It has done the name proud, rack-
ing up three national Class F cham-
pionships, driving British Leyland to
more national production victories in
Sports Car Club of America competi-
tion than any other manufacturer.

For thousands this lovely two
seater was their first sports car. It took
an uncanny grip on owners. Says one

buff: “lI now have a Ferrari. But | stili
think back to that damn Spitfire”.

Straight line integrity, then till
now. Still the same throaty sound, the
tight circle, the snug seat, the rollick-
ing ride, the intimacy, man and ma-
chine—pure Spitfire.

This year, a bigger 1500cc en-
gine, 2 inch wider track, higher 3.89:1
axle ratio, larger 7% inch clutch. We
look for new tracks to conquer.

There it is. A car, a girl, a piece of

GINGER LACEY,
4 BATTLE OF
BRITAIN ACE,
(18 KILLS)
GROWLS
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PLAYBOY

and who would entertain the dudes, lay
on a good cook and enough hooze to float
a wingding across the prairie that would
entertain everybody—dudes, old cronics,
and which is the

young studs and Sioux
best way to make medicine of any sort on
the reservation. It was an arrangement
that could spread around a lot of relick.

From a strictly business point of view,
the only real trouble with dudes is that
there is an insufficiency of them: in fact,
only cight bona fide paying customers.
However, except for a free-lance pro-
ducer (“We put together a horror deal
last year, strictly commercial, beautiful™)
who says beautiful much too olien and
who quickly wins the name Hollywood
Hirry, the dudes show are
no trouble. One reason is that Tibbs
has had more recent experience wran-
gling dudes. in one form or another, than
wrangling horses.

“Judge, you know how Johnny is, he’s
a kind of closemouthed cuss. He came up
to me and he said. “That judge and the
boy were top hands. They stayed with us
all day. didn't get in the way, did some
real riding.” That's what Johnny said.
That horse that come backward on you, it
could have happened to any of us. I never
secen you had him until it was oo late. 1
don’t think I'd want to be on that ham-
merheaded son of a buck.”

The judge (back in Chicago, he has a

who do

picture of himself and Tibbs hanging in
his chambers and is called, affectionately
or otherwise, the cowboy judge) and the
boy [airly quiver with pride and vow to
Cascy and the company that this is the
lile, the real life.

The dudes are useful [or more than
their money. They are mostly suburban
horsemen and they do not ride as well as
the paid wranglers and the Sioux teen-
agers, but they are serious, responsible
men of atkurs, as thenr 5750 checks—if
nothing else—testily. On the whole, they
take rounding up horses more scriously
than do the Indian boys, who know there
is a lot of counury and that if you lose a
horse or two today you are likely to find
them tomorrow. The riding dudes, on the
other hand, believe that il you are going
to round up horses, you should round
them up right, and so work their asses off
keeping the herd neat and tidy, like
a legal briel or an accountsreccivable
ledger. By and by, the dudes are sprin-
kling their conversation with a few ham-
merheaded son ol a bucks, sell-cousciously
waving their hats and yelling whooee to
head horses, in general getting into the
good getaway lile. The life further tends
to wear on the dudes. Alter a day or
two the working ones lurch into camp
at night, have a medicinal belt or two
and go o bed, leaving further festivities
to others.

The top hands are there as advertised.
Mostly they are old cronies of Casey's
[rom the reservation, from Pierre, from
the rodeo circuit of the Fifties. They ride
old worn saddles, wear hats of character,
tend o be thin, leathery men with liule
podlike stomachs. For bricl spells they
still move well, expertly and quickly; but
given any sort of choice or pretext, they
ride with the dudes, who, experience
has taught them, are easier to work than
horses. The arrangement is svmbiotic.
The dudes get the satislaction of keeping
up with top hands, swapping stories,
being treated as equals. In retwrn for a
little bullshit, the top hands are able to
save their energy for the night. Also, they
are genuinely curious about the dudes. A
man who can shell out $750 to work for
Casey lor a weck is a rare creature, proba-
bly knows a thing or two worth knowing.

Pinky is a big moonfaced Sioux rancher,
part-time game warden, lively drinker
and entertainer. At midnight or there-
about he is holding hard onto a cotton-
wood tree with one hand. a can of Bud in
the other, all beside the Moreau River,
from which the vapors and mosquitoes
are rising, the bullfrogs croaking.

“That old Jew doctor, he's a ine man,”
vows Pinky fiercely, as il ready 1o hight
any man who would contradict him. “He
knows all about bugs and plants. I know
about big animals because I'm a game

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




warden, but he knows about those little
things. You know, he is the richest man I
ever talked to and the smartest. He is the
only Jew doctor I ever talked to. That's
what he is, a Jew docor, he admits
it. Ain't nothing wrong with that. The
Jews and the Sioux are a lot alike. We
both been screwed. 'We ought to stick
together.”

“Scalp him, Pinky."”

“You goddamned cowhboy. You're
trving to say that Pinky is a goddamned
Indian.”

“Youre just a bad guy and you're
drunk as a skunk.”

“I drink very seldom. It’s bhecause you
guys are here. This is just great. You guys
and that old Jew doctor and that judge
and Casey. Everybody kidding around,
talking about things 1 like to talk about.
It’s just great.”

- - -

“Hell, Bud. 1 didn’t know you could
play guitar that good.”

“I can’t. You're oo drunk to tell the
difference. If I had any talent I wouldn't
be out here. I'd be playing nights in a

joint.”

“You remember when Mulkey tried to
Hy?"

“Remember, hell, I was there.”

“That's right, you was. Damnedest
thing you ever saw and I swear it's true,

but it's hard to believe. We'd ridden in

Cheyenne and we was living it up some
that night. in that old hotel, up two or
three floors. Mulkey says he's going to fly
out the window. Lays down filty says he
can and steps out the window. Alter they
finished scraping him off the cement,
Nick takes him down to the hospital.
Mulkey comes around and he is raising
hell with Nick for not stopping him. “Stop
you, vou son of a bitch, 1 had fifty down
with that bull rider on you making it." ™

“I told you I been training horses.”

“You told me."”

“Well. dut's not right. [
haven't trained any horses in a year. I've
been locked up. They lilted my licenses,
That's why I'm here. I guess everyone’s
been wondering.”

“I figured you were an old buddy of
Casey’s.”

“I am, but that’s not the reason. T was
in a beel. a real bad one. 1 emptied a gun
intoa man.”

“Ala”

“It was a persoual thing. I'm not going
into it, but they let me go alter eleven
and a half months, which [or a beel like
that means I've got something on my side.
Right?"”

“Right.”

“But I can’t go near a track. Hell, that's
all I know except maybe hustling a liule
pool. That's why I'm here. Tibbs set up
the deal, give me a chance to work, get

strictly

out of California. That fucking Tibbs is
screwed up, but he's a hell of a straigin
guy. He’s been there and come back a
couple ol times and he don’t forget the
guvs he passed along the way.”

The Wild Horse Roundup is probably
tougher in several ways on Tibbs than on
anyone else. By age and inclination he
belongs with his old [riends. the top
hands, laying back easy, cutting up old
touches. But he can't afford to do that.
The horses that are being gathered,
driven, separated. castrated, sold and pas-
tured belong to him. The dudes also
helong to him: and one of the things they
bought was the World's Best Cowboy,
and at the time the bargain was struck,
the qualifier “ex” was not played up big.
For business and image reasons, Tibbs
has to roll out at dawn like he was still 25,
still full of piss and vinegar.

The stud ol them all is Johnny Chuck.
a big, swarthy one, all shoulders and
arms. Johnny is a nephew who recruited
the other young studs, white and red
wranglers, 1o do the real horsework.
Johnny has a brooding look, which is
mostly artificial by reason of the cud ol
snufl perpetually behind his lower lip.
Also, he seems always about to explode
from a sort of seething inner rage tha
may be genuine. He gives the impression
ol attacking whatever is in front of him

KING, SUPER KING: 20 mg."tar", 1.4 mg. nicotine, av. per cigarette, FTC Report AUG.'72.

» . i

- . f‘

&

Natural Menthol
Blend

(means naturally fresh taste)

Salem’s unigue blend features natural
menthol, not the kind made in labo-
ratories. Like our superb tobaccos,
our menthol is naturally grown.

You'll get a taste that's not harsh
orhot...a taste as naturally cool

and fresh as Springtime.

© 1971 W) REYMOLDS TOBACCO CO.




“Close those draperies. will ya, fella? Some
of us like a little privacy!”




—a call, a stdlion, a loose cinch, a can
of beer.

Johimy comes in the first morning
across the prairie on a dead run, lashing
the neck ol a gray horse with his reins.
spurring. spraving dew and Jlarks beh o
him. He yanks the gray back, sets him
down on his haunches a few feet in [rom
ol the five, jumps off and deadpan. in a
kind of classic Western badman whisper.
inquires, "Case, you want to make medi-
cine with me?” It is a line scene for the
but it mav be staged more for
Tibbs's benefit than anyone else’s. There
is a story that there is a kind ol circum-
stantial passion hetween the nephew and
the uncle and that it has something o do
with the violence of the vounger man, the
refusial of the older one to be, gracelully,
an old hand. The story is that Johnny is
much like Casey was at 25—wild. wugh.
with maybe almost as much talent for rid-
ing bucking horses. The Jast is specula-
tion. Johuny's old man has a big spread,
has done well. Like Casey’s old man,
Johuny's didn’'t want his boy on the
rodeo circuit. But Johiny's old man has
miade it stick, has at least green broke his
wild kid. got him into ranching. a wile,
kids. The old mun bought into the rodeo
business, again i is gossiped. as a way 10
keep his boy happy, give him some rehiel
on weekends but keep him more or less in
South Dakota. Johmny Chudck is home
and is becoming a big man in the horse
country, but whether or not he is happy is
another matter, The impression he gives,
alwmys on the dead run, lashing himsell
md whatever is at hand, nacking a
brong, breaking heads inoa bar, is i ol
aman who has a lot of outstanding wanis.
a lot 1o prove, That is the talk among the
tap hands, even the other young studs, all
ol whom regard him as something rare,
treat him a licde gingerly, like a potem
but unstable explosive device.

If the stories, appearances and logic are
even a hinle true. such things might be
one reason for yanking a horse down in
front of the fire and whispering, “Do you
want to make medicine with me?”" Tt
would also conceivably be a reason such
a gesture does not soothe the rage. bring
any permanent relicl. The scene is not
Chevenne or Calgary or the Garden. It is
a dudes” camp, 20 miles from home. Tibbs
is principally a showbhiZ, dude wrangler
now. but no young stud can be sure that
once when he was cutting his notch with
nothing but muscle and nerve, ol' Case
wouldn't have, didn’'t ride a hammer-
headed son ol a buck right into the god-

dudes,

damned hre.
o B
In the late alternoon there is a heavy
pall of yellow dust hanging over Clarence
the
outer corral there are 50 head of Iright-
ened horses that Johuny, Justin Law-

Lawre

1we's cottonwood corrals. In

rence and their studs van across the river
earlier in the day. In the small inner cor-
ral, there is only a buckskin stallion, who
has been driven in to be castrated. He is
not a colt but a big. powerlul, prime ani-
mal, wild and tough from having been
free on the prairie for three or four years.
He is making his last stand as a stallion a
goold one. He swivels his head, slashes
with his teeth like a snake. rears up.
strikes down with his sledgelike hooves.
He has come close to decapitating Justin
Lawrence, one hool ghancing off his skull,
coming down on his shoulder, attening
him. Groggy, but well motivated, Justin
scrambles to the rail, then gous back o re-
tricve lns crushed Iat and speaacles lrom
the dust. His brothers and father are
whooping it up outside the corral. inco-
herent with Binghter. Justin savs sheep-
ishly in the solt. almost Scottish burr that
i mldl) common amang the Cheyenne
River Sioux, “Geez, I almost had a wreck.”
wreek being the horse-counury word lor
an accident ol any sort.

Justin is slim. studious-looking in his
hornrimmed soltspoken,  difh-
dent. In real lile he is an agricultural spe-
cialist working for the Sioux wribe, but he
has taken two weeks ol 1o ride with
Jolmny and Casey’s arew, “lor the relicl
ol getting out of the office.” Despite ap-
pearimees, he is the best horseman and
rodeo hand ol all of Clarence Lawrence's
boys, all of whom are good. At the end of
cverything,  Justin - auds  up  beside
Johmny, but he ges there by riding the
waves ol action gracelully, casily, like a
surler; does not have to nor cire 1o hgha
his way in as Johmny does. A very, very
cool voung stud s Justin Lawrence.

By andl by, Johmny, Justin and their ap-
|1l't'lllil't's oot 1wo ropes on the bucks

alasses,

being beat against the cottonwood 1
by the horse. Tibbs is urying 1o get the Jast
rope around the stallion’s lorelegs. His
Stetson has fallen olf and the graving,
curly hair is nated with dust. His round
red FGmcy  shire
soaked with sweat, the roll wround the
middle pumping as il motor driven, and
he looks worried.

face is dripping. the

As he savs, even in his
best days Tie was not much ol a roper, and
now he is leery of the stallion’s slashing
hooves. He lavs ow his rope three times
and doesn’t come close on any of them.

Johnny can't stand it any  longer.
“Case,” he hisses. “ger vour ass out of
here. You don't know what the [uck

you're doing.”

Casey backs out gracefully, gratefully,
s back to the rail. takes a can of wld
chases the dust. A big Sioux rancher
as a boy says, laugh-

g, Aot hell, Case?”

Another Lawrence boy jumps into the
arena, puts the rope on the stallion and
the men strewch him out. Johmny lunges

becr,
who rode with Casey

at his neck, bulldogs him to the ground,
where the horse is trussed up in a spider
web ol rope. Johnny gets up, takes out
the knife with which, when uullling ¢lse
is happening. he is always play

IIU_ SO -

ing on his pants or on a \\|ll.'l‘|lullt_ he

carries. It is an ordinary pocketknile, but
the blade has been honed down to a
sliver, thin and sharp as a razor. Johnny
shifts the snall in his lip, spits out 1o-
hacco and dust. moves in on the stallion.
cuts quickly. The stallion groans like an
exhausted man in his sleep. Johnny
throws the testicles into a tin bucker. A
young hoy dumps divty disinlectant lrom
another bucker into the bloody hole. The
ropes are released, the men stand back
and the stallion  staggers o his feen
stands swaying, blood flowing down his
hindguarters, making puddles in the
dust. Couing calves or colts is routine
vanchwork, bt gelding a wild suallion is
not that There is a curious
moment ol silence on the rails. Invo
tarily, men squirm, touch their crorches
lor reassumnee. Then
“Ain’t he gonna be surprised.”

The last day is the best. The muares and
colts, the lew remaining stallions have
been cut out. lelt on rimches. The rest ol
the herd has to be driven o Timber
Lake, a miilhead community on the
northern edge of the reservation, from
which they will be sold and shipped.
Some ol the dudes have left, Tibbs driv
ing them 1o the arport in Pierre. The wop
hands and the cook are moving the camp
in pickups. hitting some of the joims.
cuiching a shower on the way. Left with
the horses sre Johony. Justin. a rancher
or two and a posse of very young Sioux,
some so small that they have 1o be helped
up on their pondes but who, once up.
vide urelessly. jovously, like the great-
great-grandsons of the world’s hest light
covalrymen.

It is a lark, a picnic, a relict Tor every-
one. The sea ol grass has so shrunk. the
horse business has so changed that it is

COTNIe.

somehody vells.

more common prictice to move horses by

vruck and van, over roads, than it is to
run them 30 miles across the prairie.
So there is a sense ol being Jucky, ol
doing something  vare and  exciting,
Behind that there s a ghost lecling. even
[or the kids, ol escape. ol slipping through
acrack intime.

The day is right. Aler the dawn haze
burns off. the sky is mostly blue with
enough donds to give some heavenly per
spective: a gentle sun; a steady breeze to
keep down the heat and flies. "The horses
are right lor this sort of thing. The mares
with their unweaned colis and the strong-
minded stallions having been left behind,
the remaining animals keep moving st
enough 1o avoid tedinm but are docile
enough so that it is no great chore 1o keep
them bunched.  Just often cnough for
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interest a little rivulet of horses flows oft
1o one side, tries to surge ahead of the lead
ponies and a rider will swerve off, spur
ahead, turn them back. The pace is a slow
lope, a natural horse pace. slowing at the
top ol knolls and buttes. picking up on
the downside. Every hour or so a pickup
rattles across the prairie. The herd is
pulled up, held in a milling circle around
the truck while the riders get beer. Then
they move out across the grass, holding
Bud cans high and steady.

Loping mile alter miie—under a sky
and across a sea of grass that gives the illu-
sion of being endless, beneath Larks and
and
swiles and creeks, always in a rhythmic

hawks, through Dbluebells roses,
current of horses—produces a curious,
dreamlike feeling. The senses not only
note the sky and grass, hawks and horses
but begin o diffuse, mingle with them.
The lecl of the present, flowing along as
one interacting factor in a harmonious,

L‘\'crl:tstitlg equation, is very powel ful. It

is the kind of situation that can produce
depth or mountain rapture. Nothing
scems so well worth doing, in fact worth
doing at all, as riding rhythmically on
and on across the prairie.

At night there is a rodeo for the few
dudes. the neighborhood ranch families,
the Sioux boys who want to try out
Tibbs's bucking horses: for the rodeo-
stock buyer who wants to see il Tibbs has
any bucking horses: for Tibbs, who hopes
he has. The boys hight the horses until the
sun goes down, being bucked ofl, thrown
into the rail, stomped on by one, getting
up. getting on another, while friends and
kin cheer for good wrecks. jeer at Kids
who are afraid to wreck. During an inter-
lude, while the chute is being loaded with
a new batch of bucking horses, Tibbs
rides into the corral on a nicelooking,
mannerly palomino. The palomino was
trucked in rom Calilornia, has been h:lp—
pily running with the wild horses without
being worked. The palomino is, in fact, a

“They’re from your district, concerning a
campaign promise you made in the final, desperate
hours before your election.”

kind of dude himself, a stable horse with
a sophisticated skill. He has been wrained
by Tibbs for movie stuntwork, to collapse
on command as il he has broken his leg or
Leen shot.

On command the palomino [alls, Casey
rolls [ree, the horse lies there, plays dead
until given another command. Then he
rises and half bows to the crowd, which
applauds, especially the very young chil-
dren, who love the performance, which is
like a real TV or Disney act.

“You can bet that horse is worth some
money,” a rancher tells his son, who is too
young to be wrecking on the bucking
horses but oo old lor Disney gimes.

“Is that Casey Tibbs?” asks the boy.

“That's oI’ Case.”

“Ain’t he gonna do anything but ride
that old fallin” horse? Ain't he gonna ride
buckin’ horses?”

“Maybe he ain’t. He sure don’t have to.
He's a rich man. He done it all. I rid with
Case on days when he'd "a rid any horse
in this corval for saddlework.”

“But he ain’t so much anymore, is he?”

“What the hell you expect? I'm telling
you he done it all. That man amounted
to something, which is more than you
likely will.”

The Casey Tibbs Wild Horse Round-
up figuratively ends up in a cavernous
barroom in Timber Lake. The bar 1s
owned by a Lawrence boy and on week-
ends it is more or less the social center of
the reservation. The young studs, the 1op
hands head for the Lucky Seven, loaded
lor bear, whoop it up, find some reliel
Casey makes a few phone clls 10 Los
Angeles, asking about some deals that he
has going. He sits back in the corner of
the bar, content with a long, tall, slow,
cold drink. to let the others take care of
the hell raising.

“If you could do it again, would you do
it different now? Like jump another way,
say in 30"

“You mean keep riding, end up around
here ona ranch?”

“Something like that.”

“I think about it once in a while. My
brothers went that road. When T was
loaded, living it up, driving around in big
cars. they stayed here, worked their asses
off. Now they got more moncy than I
have, they got some land. they are havder,
maybe they are happier than 1 am. Hell,
a good rainstorm keeps these people en-
tertained for a week. I keep thinking that
il things work right, maybe I'll get a place
back here, get out ol that goddamned
Hollvwood. But I'm bullshittin® mysell. T
couldn’t take the work. I can’t even take
the winters. my blood has thinoed. It
looks awful good when I come back, but
I'm another tourist. I couldn™ hack this
kind of life anymore. I've seen too many

bright lights.”



NEGI_EC[ED GENIUS (continued from page 150)

a quarter of a century carlier), Einstein
rushed to Hollywood to negotiate a con-
tract for his first sound film,

The Physicist, as Einstein presented
the project to Louis B. Mayer, was to be a
high-budget musical extravaganza bris-
tling with big names and dazzling special
effects. The cast that Einstein brought
together consisted of such disparate tal-
ents as Sessue Hayakawa, Zasu Pius. the
nal Rin Tin Tin and. incredibly,
Pr. Sigmund Trend, the psychoanalyst,
with whom Einstein was in correspond-
cnce on other matters.

“I can't imagine what he thought he
was doing.” Mayer complained. finally
terminating the project after Einstein fell
irrevocably hehind schedule. “That idiot
must never he allowed 10 make another
film in Hollywood!™” Einstein's remaining
supporters blamed the camerawork and
cditing of the film. both of which had
heen taken from his control (in violati

ion
of his contract) and put into the hands of
the MG stadio hacks, The project was
a bitter failure for all concerned. though
MGAI was able 10 recoup some ol its
losses by judiciously re-editing the raw
footage and releasing it during the hys-
teria of World War Two as Yellow Daogs,
Die!, the marginally coherem tale of a
psychotic Japanese viv isectionist and the
Americin woman he betrays.

Although  Einstein  fele. with much
reason. that the blime for the alkic fi-
asco should have lallen 1o the Florentine
Hollywood political structure. he never
fully recovered from the failure ol The
Pliysicist. As late as 1953, when, at a
Princeton dinner honoring him as the
Father of Atomic Euergy, he was asked il
he felt in any way personally respon-
sible lor the bomb, the great man was
compelled 1o joke, “Not the editing, not
the cimerawork.”

Indeed, Einstein was never able fully
o readjust 1o the world ol high sacnce
after his ouster from Hollywood. Physi-
cist ]J. Robert Oppenheimer writes ol
Einstein's ayvival in 1933 at the Tustiwate
for Advanced Study at Princeton: “He
pulled up in a silver. chanffeur-driven
Stutz (California license plate EMC2)
and stepped out dolled up in smoked
plasses. a velver pinchback suit and a
viding crop. It was ridiculous. and the
assembled scientists ribbed the hell out
of hime. ' alraid we were rather cruel”

For all his bravara, Einstein proved
to be a deleated man, destined o live
out his lile in exile rom what he often
cilled his “uue cveer.”™ At Princeion he
retreated into fantasy, actually hecoming
the character he had ereated years hefore
on the sareen. It s to this development
that Clark alludes when he writes ol the
physicist's being “more an acor playing
Einstein than the man himself™

“It is very sad,” wrote Oppenheimer.
“He pretends to read the journals on the
unified field theory and we find copies of
Varicly hidden in them. Oflen, late at
night, I have seen the light buruing in
his study and. upon investigating. have
found Dr. Einstein hard at work on a new
tap step or piece ol comic business that
we all know will never be filmed. My
heart goes out to this man.”

It was Einstein's dream to make films
again, but he remained on Hollywood’s
blacklist to the end ol his lile. (There is
no evidence to support such Larferched
stories as the fani rumor that he
was secretly developing a 4-1) process at
Princeton, or that he was found once aim-
lessly wandering around the Fox lot in a
crewcut and three-button suit. trving to
get a job as an extra under the name
Allen Easton.) Lven alter his death, the
persecution of Einstein continucd when
the Government effectively banned his
films for their ~“pink” tendencies during
the McCarthy era and, later, alter Sput-
nik, when educational authorities con-
vinced the Administration that the image
ol the world's loremost scientist as a prit-
falling bulfoon would confuse the tender
youth ol the nation and deter them from
the headlong pursuit ol wechnical knowl-
edge that Washington deemed necessary.

Clearly, the time is long overdue for

the public screening of the Einstein Gims.
Even though much of what he did on the
screen is “low” by modern standards—
the glitzy, frenetic hot-rhythm dancing.
the cheap [fag jokes, the endless clumsy
us¢ of Pogo sticks, rickshas, stilts and
roller skates—he nonetheless, bewer than
any film maker 1o date, was able to cluci-
date the tragic clash between the sweet
theories ol the academic ivory tower and
the hard realities of the social world.
In an era in which we are reaping the
arim harvest of a technology run ramp-
ant, in which a scientific answer o every
problem scems only to increase our
misery, we need the cool overview ol
Einstein and his skepticism of the pure
scientist, whom he knew from bitter per-
sonal experience often o be deserving
of the most searing satire.

Finally. we need Einstein as a shining
example of the depth and complexity ol
the human soul, the scientist who hun-
gered Tor expression in a way that no
formula, no abstract theory. however
brilliant. could ever fully satisly. We need
the Albert Einstein who wrote 1o Frank-
lin Roosevelt in 1936:

As a scicatist. Frauk, the best that
I can ever do is o understand the
will of God. But when 1 shimmy
up a wild and lascivious hootchy-
kootchy in my wig and sweat shirt,
ah, then Iam God.

“I'm the king and we'll do it when I say we'll do !’
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JASON MILLER having a big season

IN 1972, THE NEW YORK drama evitics gave their annual award
to Jason Miller's That Championship Season, an inmense work
that centers on the tragicomic reunion of a high school bas-
ketball championship team and its coach. Thinking back on a
short but very successlul career, Miller. 33. remembers “a
lot of one-acts and another play, Nobody Hears a Broken
Drum. It was about Irish miners and was set in the 18th Cen-
tury . . . or the 19th . . . some fuckin’ century. Anvwav, it
wasn't what you'd call a long-running play. It closed alter
about two and a half hours.” Such unpretentious conunents
are characteristic of Miller. He dismisses his sensitive ren-
dering of Tom, a character in Season, with: “At first, I had
him attempting suicide, but that was bullshit. 100 melodra-
matic. So he's just a drunk: that's enough.” Which is not to
say that Miller's creative ego isn't touchy about his work.
When an actor reading for a part in the play tossed the
manuscript aside and spoke his lines from memory, Miller
told him afterward, “You auditioned very well, but the way
you threw the manusaipt down, I wasn't swre you had
enough respect for the material.” Miller was graduated [rom
the University of Scranton in 1961 and “afier I kicked around
the provinces for a while, I moved 10 New York 10 Pay my
dues.” (That was about six years ago and he and his wile
have stayed there ever since.) Miller not only writes but acts
(he's the lead in the upcoming film The Exorcist) and also
wants to direct as well. Currently writing the screenplay for
Season—which Playboy Productions will film—Miller feels no
pressure to finish another drama hastily. “Too many play-
wrights fall victim 1o the “Where's the second play? syndrome
and end up pulling some lousy, discarded manuscript out of
a drawer or writing an inferior work. I'm not going to let
that happen. My next play is going to rise up and flow,
easily and naturally.” We suspect it will be worth the wait.

HERBERT STERN ?ic potato with a million eyes

HE DOESN'T TELL anyone but close Iriends and associates where
he lives; he can’t afford to. As United States Attorney for the
New Jersey District, Herbert Stern’s wask is to prosecute cor-
rupt public ofhcials. For more than hall a century, he says, the
Garden State has had “the most notorious gralt in the U. S,
extracting ten percent from anyone who sought 1o do business
here.” By the lute Sixties, says Stern, “the feeling was that every-
thing in City Hall had a price on it. The council of Jersey Ciy
had a secret bank account with S1.231.000 in it and John V.
Kenny [a prominent state Democratic Party leader] had
three corporations doing nothing but keeping sale-deposit
boxes.” According 1o Stern, outrage over this situation was one
cause ol the riots that nearly leveled Newark. Cold and method-
ical, Stern normally works ten hours a day, going 16 or 18 when
there’s a case in court. olten questioning all the witnesses him
scll. Even his pleasures seem serious, studied: A longtime [riend
ol his describes Stern swimming relentlessly for two miles. ap-
parently unaffected by the exertion. Powered by 1his kind of
mplacable drive, Stern has won convictions of so many city,
county and state oflicials that it would be diflicult to list them
all. A few are: Paul Sherwin and Robert Burkharde, both secre-
taries ol state: C. E. Gallagher, U. S, Congressman; and the
nuvors of Morvistown, Newark and two each lrom Atlantic
City, Jersey City and Gloucester. Son of & New York attorney,
Sternt began his career as a prosecutor shortly after graduation
[rom the University ol Chicago. as an assistant to Manhattan's
venerable 1N AL Frank Hogan. Now. it the age ol 36, his battles
are just beginning. There are cases in court, others awaiting
trial and new indicoments being prepared. The amount of
paper he's shuffled would reach o Tierra del Fuego. But
with all his energy and determination, Stern seems o get no
charge out ol puiting away some ol the most venal politicians
i the comnry. “I'm just doing my job,” he says. Indeed.



DAVID BOWIE future rock

wieN pavip sowir made his Carnegie Hall debut lase fall,
everybody [rom Albert Goldman to Andy Warhol was there
—plus a gaggle of weirdos expecting some sort ol Briuish
Alice Cooper. That’s not what they got. The concert opened
as Bowie, in clockwork-orange lair, came onstage amid flash
ing strobe lights, to the Mooged-up strains of Beethoven's
Ninth. From there, except lor a simulated sex act with
silver-haired guitarist  Mick  Ronson. it was a matter ol
music, ranging rom the hard rock laid down by Bowic™s
band, the Spiders from Mars. o a Jacques Brel song with
cuitar accompaniment. Music—and Bowie’s poctic messages.
some  plaintively  personal. others awesomely apocalyptic:
music. messages and movement. for Bowie, who spent two and
a hall years with a mime troupe. is 2 thoroughly skilled per-
former who can turn a song into high drama with hody
language. or simply by contorting his [uturistically made-up
face. A dropout commercial artist who was born 26 years ago
in a London suburb and Luer changed his name from Jones
s0 as not to be confused with a certain Monkee, Bowie is an
original offstage, too. Though he's got a wile, Angela. and
a son whom he calls Zowie. his sexuality is admittedly change-
able; he started dyeing his hair and messing around with
dresses in lis teens. Besides mime, he's studied the saxo-
plione and Tibetm Buddhism. His idols include Edith Piaf,
Marcel Marceau and Judy Garland. His fears: Well, planes
for one: He came 1o the States by boat and roured by bus.
Bowie also has a fantasy about becoming a rock martyr: “One
dav a big artist is going to get Killed onstage. and 1 keep
thinking it’s bound to be me.”” Otherwise, he's optimistic about
what's around the bend. provided people “face up to a fu-
twre controlled by the pill. by sperm banks and by all Kinds of
things that have never been dreamed of belore” Bowic's own
[uture seems assurcd—even alter the shock waves lade away.

MICK ROCK

JOHN R, OLSON
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BU DOr
O tcontinued from page 106)

him harshly in the pidgin Vietnamese of
Gls. Di di man. Ger out. The roomboy
scuttled away, not looking at any of us.

Tien and a friend had walked two
miles from their village o the districe
town to report for duy. After four
months of basic taining in Hoa Binh
Province—the words mean  peace in
Vietnamese—the  voung  soldiers were
restless 1o stare their war, nervous that
it would be over 100 soon.

It 100k ten days for battadion 1071 1o
cross the Annamite mountain range to
reach the border of Laos. They passed
by tree trunks on which thousands of men
helove them had stopped 1o carve their
mames. their villages and the dates of
ng south. Even battalion and com-
pany  commanders  had  carved  heir
nmames. Tien said. and the sight of 1those
trees warmed him and made him feel less
alowe. T ried 1o smile 10 show him, ves,
I could understand that.

It was six AL when they  finally
reached  the  frontier.  The  soldiers
crossed a rope bridge over a ravine. Go
quickly. quickly, they were told, lor the
Americans olten strafed and  bombed
here. Do not look back.

But Tien did look back, he had to,
and all he could see of his Vietnam was 2
blurred mountain range in the mist. He
wirs told 1o move laster.

Tt surprised Tien that the Ho Chi
Minh Trail did not start as a wide road.
It began as just a small lane winding
through a4 bammboo forest in Laos. He
had only two personal pussessions:  a
diary and a walking stick made of North
Vietnamese bamboo.

“That stick was precious 1o me.” Tien
said. “We all had one. It eased my ex-
haustion when T was witlking and it
lielped me keep my balance. You could
use it to measwre the depth ol a spring
we had o cross. 1f you wanted 1o rest,
you propped the stick up under your
pack so it made the weigln lighter. We
Glled v owr “third leg.” There was even
asong. I sang these lines many 1imes.”

And he did once more, in g high,
smiall voice.

“It tvains the legs for the long march
withont letting them get vy,
1tvans the spivit to go jovieard mr!y.

never backward. ..

When Tien was tired of talking. and
when we could hear no move, I showed
him my Phillips cassete player and we
listened 10 Coumry Joe & the Fish,

“Come on all of you his strong men

Uncle Sam needs your hel p again

He's got humself in a terrible Jam

Way dowan yonder in Vietnam

So put down your hooks, pick up a

gun
We're gonna have a whole lot of
Jun"

I'had a friend. a reporter named Srer-
ba. who said that song was always run-
ning through his head in all the months
he covered the war. But it is not a
song you G explain to a North Vietnam-
ese infantryman. Tien liked the cassette
plaver. though. He found it a marvel.

On the wnth day his compiany was
moving down the trail, the B525 came.
Other soldiers, stationed by the wail. had
described them to the men.

“One man told me, “You will never
hear the approach of the B-5%, for sud-
denly there will be great undreamed-of
noises avound you but still you never see
the planes and it vou are in the middle
of where the homb lands you will dic,
and il vou ave close then vou will he
deal for the rest of vour life” ™ Tien
told us. “But this man also 1old me that
the mountains and lorests were so wide it
was very hard for B-32s 1o hit men.”

Tien's company survived three raids.
He wished they could go into combar.
Ouce. they passed a group of wounded
Southerners—soldiers in the  National
Liberation Front—who teased them.

“Some of them told us, "Go fast or the
liberation will be finished belore vou get
there,” and this worried us very much.
One man told me thae it was casy 10 fight
the Americans. “They have very weak
eves.” he said. “IF it is sunny they cuinot
see well” ™

Tien never did find out if the Ameri-
cans were made helpless by the sun. He
never fired an AK-A47. His malarial ar
tacks, which lasted two 10 three hours,
were sointense that two men were as-
signed 1o hold him up as the company
kept moving. When they entered South
Viemam. the sickest were separated and
lelt hehind.

In Saigon. for the first time in his
life. he owned a wrist waitch and a pen.
He wore white shirts. What Tien really
wanted was to have his diary and his
walking stick again. and 1o 1alk with sol.
diers Hong and Ngoan, who had heen
with him on the trail.

Once he said wistlully he would like
1o lind out where his unir was and rejoin
it. But he knew it was not possible. he
knew it very well. His relatives sent him
to he an apprentice in 4 Honda repair
shop. but he stuyed listless and sad. 2
man of longing and few words,

There were times when, pretending
that [riendships were possible, | thoughi
ol inviting Victuunese to my room. not
just 1o ask them what were their losses
and how deep was their pain but 1o try
o have a nice tme together. They
would not have come. There was o
painter named Ha Cam Tam. who
taught drawing (o children in five ele-
mentary schools for a mouthly salary
worth about S0, He made money by
selling paintings 10 Americans. One of
them showed three gt 1ormented

Vietnamese posing like the three monkeys
who see no evil, hear no evil. speak no
evil. He called the painting Nothing
Aboul Anything,

“Perhaps Americans buy my paintings
because they arve troubled.” Tam said,
“But if it was a war only between Viet
namese. as 1t should be, it would be dil-
ferent. We would not feel guilty, as you
do. tor boih sides have their causes.

“The Vietnamese people  must  be
deal. dumb and blind 10 whar goes on
around them.” Tam added. “1t is re-
quired ol us.”

But somctimes they refused to be and
wuld sumd it no longer. When the
United States Air Force handed over its
helicopter base in Soc Trang w0 the
South Vietnamese air force.  Americans
removed the pews, altar and altar rails
from the chapel. Thev lelt behind 2
fluorescent-lic cross and piles ol liter,
induding a handbook on survival and
a sign that read: TINNK THINK TIINK,

Angry Viemamese soldicers painted 2
sigh ol their owine U, S, AarRvY—DoN'T TAKI
GOD AWAY.

Sometimes in room 33 the telephone
rang very lare at niglht or hefore dawn
with a message from the Tihmes's foreign
desk in New York. It would be read. with
patience and valor, by a Vietnamese
named Mr, Lee, who worked at the Reu-
ter’s office and did not speak English. It
wits Mr. Lee who called on o summer
morning to read a cable tha said my fa-
ther had dicd. His accent was so distract-
ing that I had o have him read it three
times. I went back 1o sleep o reliel,
There was no problem with a story, no
inserts, no new faces needed. It was only
another death, and not an unfair one.
not a Vietnamese ending.

And as T moved [rom interview to in
terview, questioning  the  victims  and
those they made victims, alwavs asking,
“"How much does it hurt?” or “How
great is your fear?” the men who made
up the fat and lumpy perimeter around
the war went on with their daily lives.
was as though they could not see the
graves and were never old of the dead.

There was Richard Funkhouser. for
example, who tried 0 organize a 1971
decathlon i Chinese chess and  wine-
tasting 0 make Vietnam i cozier, more
cheerlul combit sone. (1.8, dead in
1970: 6065. U S, wounded: H.643.)

The fatuity of Funkhouser was concen
mated in a memorandum he wrote on
December 2, 1970, The subject: “Esprit
de CORDS. o was 2t Pun on the name ol
the agency. Civil Operations and Rural
Developmen Support. which divecred o
network of pacification programs. One
ol them was cilled Brighter Life for
War  Vidims.  Few  Americans who
worked for CORDS ook it well il you
told them o brighier life for war victims
meant ending the war, beowas than kind
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of comment that made them uneasy
with reporers.

Funkhouser, whose greater glory had
been in Gabon, where he was U.S. am-
bassador, headed CORDS in the third
military region (Victnam had four). 1
pasted his memorandum on the wall of
the tiny, sick-smelling bathroom of room
53. It was where it belonged.

“It has been suggested that  there
should be more interplay between the
CORDS  headquarters  in the four
regions,” he wrote.

“It sounds like a great idea to us,” he
burbled. “and therelore we challenge rep-
resentatives of other military regions to
a 1971 decathlon comprising, for exam-
Ple. bridge, tennis. gin rummy, volleyball,
mautical sports, Chinese chess, winetast-
ing, close harmony, eic.”

Nautical sports. Close harmony.

Each of the teams would bhe made up
ol six men and two women, with “one
ringer of general rank™ and one Viet-
namese expert.

"It is always open house  here  at
Bienhoa for competitors.” Funkhouser
wrote, in that playlul spirit so many of
us it Vietnam really lacked.

In the second year the room conld no
longer comlort or calm me. In no other
place where I have ever lived did 1 grow
so ugly or feel so finished. It was a malig-
nant city, Saigon, and vou could never
quite sort out the horrors lust enough.

There was only a street to cross and a
[ew hundred vinds to walk between the
New York Times oflice on Tu-Do and the
Continental. bur ceven that litde strip
provided surprises alter curlew, when you
might have thought it would be caln.

Alvin Shuster, the bureau chief, and 1
were walking to the hotel one night
when we saw a big American, in civil-
i clothes, arguing with a Viernamese
woman and looking through her hand-
bag as she pleaded with him. You olten
saw her on the terrace ol the Continental.

She was a hooker, an old one, with a
PX wig, and I hoped that Dennis had
done better. The American was being
very rough.

“Don't get involved.” Alvin said. 1
told the man to stop it, leave her alone,
because—the words came out wrong—
that was no way to wreat a lady. His an-
swer was very odd. It upset Alvin and me.

“That's no lady,” the American said.
“Its a man” He added that he had
been robbed. Perhaps she was. Some-
umes I would see her on the terrace
—she would always smile and nod at me
itler thae night—and worry thae a young
nun like Dennis might not understand
and take her lor just another whore, and
ruin his lile. Stop worrying, Alvin said,
don’t get involved, She tells them.

There was a nice garden at the Conti
nental with round wooden tables under
big umbrellas where vou could have
breakfast or tea and remember Graham

VIETNAM: A PRELIMINARY TALLY

early returns on the recent american adventure overseas

THE FOLLOWING FIGURES INDICATE, as accurately as possible, the number of
Americans and Vietnamese killed or wounded as a result of the war in Vietnam:

UL S, military pevsonnel killed ... ... ... L we A E
Uk S il peSom nel ARSIt .2 s e s e S 305,610
Americans killed as the result of noncombat incidents .. ............ 10.303
South Vietnamese military personnel killed ... ... .. ... S . 184,000
South Vietnamese military personnel wounded . . . .. e 450.000
South Vietnamese civilians Killed ... ... ... ... . ... L. 115,000
outhVhenamese avilidns wounded: « s oul 3ivein s in b as i i 935,000
Estimated North Vietnamese and Viet Cong soldiers killed ....... ... 925,000
Estimated North Vietnamese civilians killed ... ... ... ... ... 185.000

According 1o NBC news sources, the United States dropped more than 14
billion pounds ol bombs on North and South Vietnam. The years ol bombing
urned some areas ol both countries into what has been widely described as a
“moonscape.” It is estimated that in South Vietnam, a geographical area about
the size ol Georgia, there are now 24,500,000 craters.

America’s Food for Peace program, a plan to [eed hungry Victnamese, was
ill-conceived, poorly administered and finally abandoned in 1972, The mass
shipment of bulgur (parched wheat) provided just one example of the program’s
mismanagement. Bulgur was sent because a Food [or Peace othcial reasoned that
Indonesians like it—so Vietnamese would. 1oo. But the Vietnamese refused 1o
cat bulgur and instead fed it to livestock. Columnist Jack Anderson has stated
that the Food for Peace program cost SI8.000.000 per year.

Throughout the war, American propaganda leaflets were dropped on
Vietnam in such quandties that eventually they were found linering the
floors of riple-canopy jungles. U.S. Army catalogs describe propaganda leaflets
s “one ol the most persuasive mediums of psvchological operations.” Vietnam-
ese used them o wrap food. patch holes in hut walls and as toilet paper. The
New York Times calculates that the number dropped on Vietnam exceeded
6.245.2 billion leallers.

The United States sprayed chemicals on Vietnamese trees and crops to
climinate enemy ground cover. At the end ol the war, NBC News estimated
that the defolted erritory totaled 6,100,000 acres.

Anheuser-Busch. Inc.. records indicate that the consumption ol Budweiser
beer in Vietnam during the last five years ol the war totaled 17.150,000 gallons.

The Montagnards. @ primitive tribal culture, had hived andisturbed in the
Vietnam highlands for hundreds of years. As the war expanded. they were driven
from their lands, their hunting grounds were overrun with Vieinamese relugees
and their culture was destroved. One lonetime observer of the war, scholar and
advisor Gerald C. Hickey, savs the percentage of uprooted Montagnard villages is
at least 85 percent.

The South Vietnamese have done litde 1o commemorite the United States
military presence in their country. A statue of a soldier that the 25th Infanury
Division rased in its own honor in Ca Chi fivst had its head blown ofl. Lier dis-
appeared altogether. In Lite March of this year, as the Last UL S, military units
lelt the country, President Nguyen Van Thicu Lnd a cornerstone for three
memorials in Saigon commemorating allied participation in the war. One 15
dedicated 1o the Vietnamese people, one to the other non-U. S, allies and one—
a giant steel arch—io the United Stages effort. American taxpaycers are looting
the entire SLO0D.OMN Lill for the wiple memorial.

Final expense ligures in Southeast Asia lrom Pentagon officials show that
the war (excluding vererans” benefns and other niscellimeous inems)y cost the
United States at least 125 bhillion dollars.




At Least L8 billion dollars of that amount was spent ou the physical con-
straction of U, S, militwy and  paramilivoy  [aclives in South Vietam.
Through our yeurs ol involvement, we upgraded and maintained some 2500
miles of roads in the country, built four major support and logistics com-
plexes, gonged out six deep-water ports and areated cigh jeu capable air bases,
which included 15 runwiys of 10,000 feer or more. The vast, now nearly deserted
base /airficld /port [acility at Cam Ranh Bay cost more than ST55.000.000.

Americin medical aid to Vietnam has bheen insufliciene since the firse iight-
ing. From a peak ol S25.000.000 in 1968 it lell comsistently through the end ol
1972, at 2 time when—according to medical otheers in Vietnam-—it should have
risen to meet increased avilian cisualty rates, New Yorls Tiones correspondent
Svdney Schanberg savs that while the UL S, was sending one billion dollns 1o
counter the North Victnamese oflensive at the end of the war the amount of
medical aid refleared in that hgure was less than one percent.

While United States medical and and waining was wocelully Licking, we
pourcd money into pilot instruction and air supply, so that South Viemam
presentdy has the world's third-largest air loree.

South Vietmanm's city streets are dogged with Hondas. Suzukis and Lam-
bretas as a result of the Ul S, Government's commodinv-import program, an
cconomicaid device that served several purposes: It soaked up the money the
Victnamese were naking from the Americans, and so held down inflaton: it
creared a lew Vienamese millionaives: and ic promoted the tansformation of
the South Vietnamese society from a rural one o a city-hased. consumption-
oriented one. In 1971, one Saigon businessman was scling Hondas at the vace
ol T per month.

The Ste Department keeps no hgures on the number ol illegitimate chil-
dren fathered by American Servicemen in Victnam. saving there is no accurate
way to get such information. Private estimates vary widely, with one exper,
Thomas C. Fox. co-author ol The Children of Vietnam, cdlaiming theve are pres-
ently 75.000 o 100.000 ol these children. Taking the most conservative and spec-
ulative hgures. there are presentdy in Vietmm 15000 10 100,000 hall-American
illegitimate children,

Including these Americainssived children, the wotal number of war orphans
in Sowth Vietnam, according to Senator Edward Kennedy's Subcommitiee on
Relugees, is 826,000 children.

As part ol the same report, Senator kennedy's subcommittee issued figures
indicating that there are 103,000 South Victnamese war widows,

The peak war years, 1964 through 1972, produced 7,510,000 refugees in
Sowth Vietnam (more than one ol every three inhabitanisy, aceo ding 10 the
United States Agency lor Internadional Development (USAID). However, even
that Eirge number may be 100 low. because USAID has reported no new relugees
since Janwary L1973 Senator Kenoedv's Subconmmittee on Relugees, on the
other hand, says that since the perce signing there are at least 215,000 new South
Victninnese relugees.

At the end of April 1972, when only 70.000 GIs remained in Vietam. con-
struction ol o new indoor theater ar the Long Binh Army base was completed.
Construction had begun ouly [our months earlier, in the midse of heavy troop
withdvawals, and the Lacliy almost immediagely hecame useless. since inexpe-
ricnced South Vienmnmese were incapable ol maintaining it. Avmy hgures for the
theater project are much lower than those veported by The Wall Street Journal,
but we know that the nonfunctional Long Binh theater cost between $305,000
and 5445000,

AMiny Americins are staying in Vietnam, “It's like 1961 or 1965 all over
“says one Western olbaial, “The Americins arve tull of optimism again and
procecding as il the Viemamese aren’t even around.™ It is hard to say how many
there are, becuse milicary spokesmen helieve, “1Cs just not in the national inter-
est 1o have these things known” But The New York Timey's Fox Buuerhield
belicves that, alier all the woops have gone. there will remain approximately
1000 cmployees of the United States Ageney for International Development;
several hundred milicoy attachds; 10,000 civilian advisors and technicians.
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Greene and his Rue Catinat. But no
nice corner ol Saigon could ever keep its
arly promise, so the war came inw the
little garden as it had come 1o all places.

It was there that 1 oaried o save Mad-
ame Ngo Ba Thauh from being arvest-
e, but they took her away.

She was tiny and silly, brave and bril-
liant. T could never quote her in a story,
for she rushed so. in any ol lour L
guages. that no sentence was ever linished.
A Lowyer, she had studied ar the Universi-
tv ol Paris and in Barcelona. Her mas-
tive law was from

ter’s degree i comps
Columbia  University. Madame  Thanh
knew all about prisons: She had spent 25
months in them during 1966 and 1967.

There was nothing lelt to be alraid
ol. she would sav. But there was: prison
am and  lor Jonger. Be cnelul. 1
would say, watching her demonsirae
ume and time agin against the govern-
ment ol Nguven Van Thicu and run-
ning from the police on Tu-Do in her
high heels.

So bLowho stood 11 inches aller than
she. could not save her at all. There had
been o demonstration—a hiter. mocking
one—n front ol the National Assembly
by a handlul ol deputices opposed 1o the
one-nan presidential clection in Oaober
1971, The only candidate was President
I'hicu seeking re-cleaion. The police
used canisters ol rear gas, made in Harris-
burg, Pennsylvania, as the  protesiers
stoad erouped on the steps. holding high
thenr hanneas in Vietimnese., Madame
Fhanh was there, ol course. She was
alwiays everyvwhere.

I van behind her when the police
charged and we van into the livde gar-
den. There were two American ofhcers
sitting at a table and 1 said quick. quick.
sit with them and the police cinnot in-
terlere, Wit is shaming. you see,is thae 1
still believed thar American ofhicers would
protect her. This, adeer all T had learned
and seen and been wold.

Sit down, sit down, T hissed at her in
schoolginl French, One ol the men—a
coloncl—spoke 1o us in beaudiful, seri-
ous French, ollering 1o share his café au
tatt il the waiter did not soon appear.
The other man, his brother, said he was
a pilot on a Cobra gunship hased at Tuy
Hoa. Madame Thanh—who knew  as
well as Todid what Cobra gunships cin
do to a vill and its people—received
this inlormation cimiv. Neither otheer
scemed o sense that something unusual
had just wken place. Both of us had
been orying Irom ahe wear gas. Her hair
was disheveled. My nose was running.
She was breathing in hoarse livde gulps.
It was her asthing

The officers seemed gallane and cor
rect. those two. as though they had once
learned a good deal ol poetry, and taken
sea vovages. and knew more about lile
than the Army wishes a man ever o
know. Then the pilot began o speak of
the war, why we had not won it and

sy
1.
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how he would be the last man to leave,
because he wanted it won.

She chewed a piece of croissant and
kept looking at the entrance. The depu-
ties who had been in the demonstration
rushed in, so she rose o join them.
It was no longer possible to stay where
she was. Now, o much later time,
remember her rising and thanking the
colonel, who bowed slightly and said in
French:

“Perhaps we shall meet in times that
are less turbulent. madame””

The police came and the officers rose
and lef. I joined the deputies and Mad-
ame Thanh at their table while a po-
liceman stood in hront of us. wking our
pictures on an American video Lpe 1o
be used as evidence. Treason. Traitors.
The Vietmamese sat there, not turning
away their faces. looking solemnly at the
American machine, as though they no
longer cared what their  punishment
might be.

The deputies had diplomatic immu-
nity and Madame Thanh did not. T ried
to hold on 1o her when the police sur-
rounded her.

But they won. tugging and pushing
and circling her. We were wold that the
poelice threw her into the back ol a jeep.

=

It is much more than a year now since
she was sent o prison and there is noth-
ing I can do. I saw a picture of her once
—long after T had left Saigon. She was
in court, lying on a stretcher and looking,
suddenly, quite old and helpless.

There is one more thing to tell: Tt is
about the children. Living in that huge,
solemn room, where there were sheets
and hot water at times, I often thought
I could easily share it with a child. There
were so many ol them, working the
streets, living in the markets. so small and
so Irail that the Vietmamese called them
the bui doi. or dust of lile. It scemed in-
human to refuse them help. Sometimes
I would iuvite them into the ofhce,
where they could use the shower and, if
we were tucky, there were new clothes
they could wear. The mothers of friends
sent bundles of them to me.

The child T wanted to help most was
a very thin, wembling 11-year-old girl
named Pham Thi Hoa. I met her in a
prison compound in Danang, where the
Vietnamese police chiel let me interview
two children so [ could see how the Viet
Cong reauited the very young and ex-
posed them o risks. She had been ar-
rested as a messenger for the Viet Cong:
there was a lewter in her pocket. She had

been in the detention center for children
for five months.

“I have no father. My mother lived in
Saigon.” the child said. The interpreter
could barely hear her.

“My mother gave me 1o Mrs. Xuan
when I was very small. When Unde
Xuan died, T lived with Uncle Chi.
When Uncle Chi died, T lived with
Uncle Hien.”

She had said it so many times before
to her interrogators. Dang Von  Song,
head of the Special Police Branch, said
the “uncles”—a respectful term in Viet-
namese—were high-ranking Viet Cong
cadre, in Quang Nam Province.

Pham Thi Hoa looked at no one as she
spoke. She could not keep her hands seill.
They quivered and moved in sirange,
urgent ways. Mr. Song smiled as she spoke.

“Only Uncle Hien loves me. My
mother does not love me. She gave me
to Mrs. Xuan. Uncle Hien asked me
whether 1 wanted to go to school and I
said no. and he said: ‘You decide. If you
want, I will send you to school. If you
don’t, stay here with me.” Uncle Hien
and the other uncles loved me. I lived in
a bunker under a bamboo bush with
Uncle Hien and Uncle Vinh. There was
only one girl of my age living nearby.
That was Thoai, but she and her mother
went to Danang and her mother let her
work as a servant for somebody.

“In the evening Undle Hien hung up
a hammock for me to sleep in.”

It tired her to tell us this and her lit-
tle hands did not stop their twitching.
While the police were out of the room,
she whispered to my interprerer that she
had been beaten in the interrogation
center. There was no time 1o ask her
questions, for they came back.

Dang Von Song complained that Pham
Thi Hoa had not been at all cooperative.

“This girl is very stubborn. Verv. Buot
we have found her weak point. She is
very afraid of having her hair cut off.”
Mr. Song said. "So we say we will cut
her hair if she is not more helpful.”

The livde girl showed that she feared
this very much. She drew back as 1 tried
to comlort her.

Another police official shook his head.

“I have offered to adopt her and take
her home with me,” he said. He repeated
the offer, smiling at Pham Thi Hoa.

“I prefer to be in prison.” she said, “1
like to be in prison.” She was taken away.

Perhaps because I looked queer or be-
cause my cyes were not dry, Mr. Song
giave me some advice,

“Now, don’t write an antiwar story,
write how the Viet Cong exploit chil-
dren.” he said. wagging his finger at me.

There are other stories 1 could tell,
about the living and the dead, much
more than [ have told here, but so very
much has already been written, and
none ol it ever made any difference at all.




Denmark. It has various names, but the

most popular is heelsteak tartare.
BEEFSTEAR TARTARE

The classic way to prepare beel-
steak tartare is to use a slice of top
round of beef and scrape it with a silver
spoon. I have found, however, that put-
ting it through the home grinder or
having your butcher grind it no more than
an hour belore it is to be served is all right.
Il mechanically chopped. it must be
ground twice. It must be fine and soft,
Lean. top round steak is a must.

3 1bs. top round steak. no fat. rimmed

of sinews and gristle, ground twice

8 small egg volks

214 cups minced white onion

5 tablespoons drained capers

14 flat anchovy fillets, drained. dried

on paper towel. finely chopped
5 tablespoons flat-leal parsley, finely

chopped

5 tablespoons cold black caviar (op-
tional)

2 tablespoons paprika

2 blespoons caraway seed

3 tablespoons sale

3 tablespoons black pepper

9

loaves party rye bread (small. thin

shices, buttered)

(continued from page 115)

Form ground round steak In eight
thick. circular patties, with a depression
in the center deep enough to hold an
ege volk. Place on a large platter, center
with garnishes. Paprika. caraway seed,
salt, pepper can be placed in small glass
containers with spoons and spaced on
the platter or beside it. A large spoon
and fork for mixing are placed beside
serving platter: also, you'll need individ-
ual plates (plasticized paper 1o be dis-
carded or your best china), the quality
depending upon your choice and whether
it 15 a balcony, flagstoned patio or a
woodland glen.

‘The host approaches the platter, mixes
an cge yolk well into a round of beel,
lilts it onto his plate, spoons in onion,
capers, a bit of :m('lw\')'. parsley, caviar.
This is mixed well. Now paprika, caraway
sced. salt and  pepper are sparingly
sprinkled in and blended  thoroughly.
The beel is thickly spread upon a thin
round ol the bread. Guests, cockuails in
hand. are urged 1o emulate.

The no-cooking spread can be atwrac-
tively displayed on separane tables oron a
converted barbecue cart: or. it the scene is
country. arrange the whole eve-appealing
business on a convertible wble you lug

along or on a tablecloth on the green-
sward.

Alter cocktails with raw beel, the clas-
sic progression is to the fish course.

TUNA WITII ITALIAN CANNELLINI BEANS

4 7-0z. cans wna. fancy, light. Tralian
style, packed in olive oil preferably;
drained well, lightly sprinkled with
lemon juice, refrigerated  until
chilled

4 1-1b., 4-0z. cans cannellini beans

8 tablespoons olive oil

Juice of 1 lemons

8 tablespoons flat-leal parsley, chopped

2 tablespoons  [reshly milled  black
pepper

2 teaspoons salt

8 cdloves garlic. peeled, mashed (re-
move alter taking beans from re-
[rigerator)

Drain beans well: place in large howl,
add olive oil. lemon juice, parsley. pep-
per. salt. garlic. Toss well with two
wooden spoons. but gently. so that you
do not break the beans. Relrigerate until
chilled.

ICELAND BROOK TROUT
WITH MUSTARD SAUCE

This is superb fish. packed only by
Ora of Iceland. Pink-fleshed and delicate,
I suspect that it is arctic charr that |
have savored several times in the L
reaches of Norway. Il you can't get this

.t - . “*-.-’ b
You don't have to sacrifice sensitivity and feeling to
be certain. Ultra-thin. ultra-sensitive Trojans

brand prophylactics let you be safe without “feeling
safe.” They protect you and your loved ones from
the fear of unwanted conception and they aid in

the prevention of V.D. Be certain, buy Trojans
premium products from your pharmacist’s display.
He's made them the Number 1 Selling Brand in
drugstores.* Write for our FREE brochure which
describes our Trojans Product Sampler.

Then buy your future needs from your pharmacist.
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“Gosh, Emery
to-goodness cannibal in the suburbs.”

tinned rout, try one of the several brands
ol Amervican smoked rainbow,

2 100z, cans Iceland brook wrout. 4
baby trout per can, drained, left
whole. relrigerated until chilled

6 wiblespoons quality mayonnaise

3 tablespoons Dijon mustard

8 slices lemon

8 leaves Boston lettuce

Blend mavonnaise very well with mus-
tard. Relvigerare until ser and chilled.

Arrange one haby trout, a dollop of
mustard sauce and a slice of lemon on
each leal ol well-washed. crisp lettuce,
Iresh from the refrigerator.

Ring a koge pliver with the trout on
lettuee: cemer 1 with it mound ol can-
nellini beans and one of llaky. cold tuna.

PLates. knives and  forks should be
abundant: sell-service without searching
lor utenstls 1s the get-across idea.

Fislv hnished. cverything else is up
for grabs.

Now is the time 1o begin pouring wine.
Beaujolais. a jollv. small wine. 1s the
wadivional pienic or cookout drink. It

should be served young. a vear old is

best, never more than two vears, It is
the only  French red wine  classically
served chilled. Relvigerare it lor an hour
helore serving. Of course. champagne will
do very nicely lor any and all occasions.
Youll find that bread is not the stalf
1o lean on that it used 1o be. Many cal-
orie counters shun it but for those who

couldn’t cire less or who cin’t count,

vou might have a variety of sliced breads

o= A

. . il's not often that one meets an honest-

at hand. Make them interesting: mix
white ad dark. hard and hearty, but
none ol the soft, doughy horrors.

COLD CHICKEN IN SAUCES
MERIDIONALE AND CIRCASSIAN
The variety of quality fowl] that roost
in cans these days is surprising. If your
budget will permit. trv pheasant, chukar
partridge or guinea hen. If it will not,
don’t downgrade chicken. It remains the
most versatile ol our loods, Chickens are
cooked in the can in their natural juices.
Their taste is good. not great. a litle
bland. The wick is 1o jazz up the taste
and still keep the flavor of the bird.
Sauces solve this. 1 do it with two. One,
mevidionale, is courtesy of my Iriend the
great French chel Antoine Gilly.
SAUCE MERIDIONALE
I wablespoon  each.  chopped,  basil,
sage,  rosemary, chervil.  tarragon,
chives, flacleal parsley (all should be
Iresh)
1 tublespoon chopped shallots
I tablespoon minced garlic
L5 cup wine vinegar
I cup olive oil
2 reaspoons salt
I teaspoon Dijon mustard
17 teaspoon white pepper
Mix all herbs. shallots. emlic well:
place in bowl. carefully blend in vinegar,
olive oil. salt. mustard and pepper. Re-
Irigevate until ready to serve.

SAUCE CIRCASSIAN

2 slices white bread, crusts removed

I cup canned chicken broth

2 cups walnur meats

2 small white onions, chopped

114 teaspoons salt

1 teaspoon paprika

Liquid and jelly from | can chicken

Soak bread in chicken brodh: squeeze
out the moisture. Place bread, walnurs,
onions, salt, paprika, liquid and jelly
Irom canned chicken in eleciric blender.
Blend into a smooth sauce.

CANNED CHICKEN

2 whole chickens, canned

Decan chickens. remove skin and bones
and cut into serving pieces. Dribble 1
teaspoon méridionale over cach piece of
one chicken. Liberally cover the pieces
ol the remaming chicken with Circassian.

DANISH HAMS IN ALCOHOL JELLY

The ingenious Danes have come up
with a couple of beauties: ham in Scotch
whisky and ham in French champagne.
Buy a 11, 8-0z can of each. Decan them.
Leave them in their jelly and relrigerate
until well chilled.

Slice the hams thinly (not wafer thin
but thin) and serve the slices surrounded
by the tasty jelly.

Hours ahead. you'll have run up these
two simple salads that will appear on
the table as anything but simple.

TOMATOES WITH MIXED VEG

TABLES

dead-ripe tomatoes
[-Ih. cans mixed vegetables
tablespoons quality mavonnaise

o 12

a

3 tablespoons olive oil

1 tablespoon freshly

I)(.'])l)(‘l'

1 tablespoon salt

Wash tomatoes; core them and remove
pulp from centers. Drain the mixed vege-
tables i strainer. Place them in bowl:
add mayonnaise, olive oil, pepper and
salt. Blend well.

Fill the hollowed tomatoes with the
vegetable mixoure. Refrigerate unil well
chilled.

eround  black

BABY ZUCCHINT AND
CUCUMBERS IN YOGHURT

It is very important 1o ger small zuc-
chini and cucumbers. no larger than twice
the size ol your thumb.

8 small zucchini

3 small cucumbers

4 cups plain yoghurt

Juice ol 2 lemons

2 tablespoons Iresh dill. chopped

14 cup scallions. minced

Wash zucchini well: do not peel: slice
wiler thin, Peel cucumbers: slice waler
thin. Place in bowl: add yoghurt. lemon



Same man. Same haircut.
Some difference.

Unretouched photos.

Bill Lund Bill Lund after The Dry Look® from Gillette
WETHEAD THE DRY LOOK® made it. It's the #1 aerosol hair
control for men. Comes in Regular
formula or Extra Hold. And it’s
the only one with an adjustable
valve that lets you spray as light
as you like.
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" Bob Edwin Bob Edwin after
WETHEAD THE DRY LOOK?®

Jerry Kohl Jerry Kohl after
WETHEAD THE DRY LOCK®

: o it )
Joe Hanrahan Joe Hanrahan after
WETHEAD THE DRY LOOK® © The Giltelte Company
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juice. dill and scallions and mix well.
Refrigerate until well chilled.

SERVING MAIN COURSE AXD SALADS

Buy, rent or borrow an especially large
serving platter. Center it with sauced
cold chicken. Border it with jellied
whisky ham on one side, champagne ham
on the other. Arrange between ham (and
chicken, if vou need the room) whole
tonuitoes filled with mixed vegeables.

You'll need small bowls in which to
serve the voghure salad.

Belore you signal that the scene is
curtain . by serving brandy and
liquewrs. ror out two final offerings. one
lor the savvy, one for the sweet-toothers.

FRENCH BREAD AND CHEESE
2 long loaves French bread
I piece cach ol the following, or any
ol the 100 imported French cheeses
ol your choice
Chevre
Bowursault
Pont 'Exéque
Gourmandise
Beau Pastear
Slice the bread. butter slices. then re-
assemble as a loal. Place one loal on exch
side of the table, center with the cheeses.

To do justice to its character. cheese
must be served at room temperature.
Take it out of the refrigerator at least
five hours before guests arrive. Cut one
picee from cach cheese to hint 10 guests
how it should be done. Let them cut it
and serve themselves, placing wedges on
slices of bread and washing them down
with the solt. chilled Beaujolais. which
by this time has become the most popu-
L personality at the party.

FRESH SOUSED STRAW BERRIES

This one isn’t practical for awav-from-
home cookouts unless vou have a port-
able relrigerator-freezer.

2 quarts strawherries. cleaned

214 oz, Grand Marnier

214 oz, Armagniac

I pint raspberry sherbet

I pintsuawberry ice cream

15 pint heavy aream, whipped

Place strawbervies in bowl. pour Grand
ALarnier and Armagnac over them. Spoon
in sherbet and  ice caeam. blending
quickly so mixture does not  hecome
soupy. Stir in whipped ceam. Serve
immediately.

Now go ahcad—and keep vour cool.

“Sorry, but the part has just been consummalted.”

DO WITH ME WHAT YOU WILL

(continued [rom page 9 )

out after me. but he got in trouble him-
sell. So T don’t know. I mean, it passed
on by. She was. - . . She didn’t want no
wouble, it was her old man wied 10
make a fuss. What's my mother bheen
telling you. that old news? That's damn
old news: that's last year’s news.”

“You weren't arrested [or rape. were
you:"

“No. I role vou. it was only her la-
ther: then he had o leave town.”

“Belore  this vou've  heen
twice, right? And put on
twice? And no jail sentence.”

“That's a way of looking ar it.”

“"How do you look at 3"

“I hung around a long tme waiting
to get out .. waiting for the wial. - .
You know. the trial or the hearing or
whatever it was. Then the judge let me
go anvway.”

“You waited m jail. vou mean.”

“Sure I waited in jail”

“Why couldn’t vou get bond®”

"My momma said the hell with me.”

“According 1o the record. vou were
arrested  for theft twice. You pleaded
guiltv. What about the assault charge

“From roughing somcbody up? Well.
ul. that stuff got put aside. There was a
deal made.”

“So vou got off on probation twice.”

“Yeah. that worked out OK.”

“You were arvested for the first time
when vou were nineteen  years  old,
right?”’

“H thar's what ir says.”

“That isn’t bad. Nincteen vears old

that’s a preny advinced age lor a
first oflense. And no Jail sentence.
just probation. Now, tell me, is all this
accurate: Your father served a five-year
semence lor armed robbery. rightz—ihen
he left Detroitz Your mother has been on
ADC from 1959 winil the present, righ
You have four brothers and 1wo sisters.
two children are still living at home
with your mother. and vour sister has 2
haby  hersellP—and  vou don’t live ag
home. but nearby somewhere? And vou
give her money when you can?”

“Yeah.”

"It says here you're
Were vou ever employed:”

“Sure I been employed.”

“le st down here. What kind of job
did vou have:”

"How come it ain’t down there?”

"1 don’t know. What kind ol job did
vou have:”

“Look, vou write it in voursell. My
Morrissey. because T sure was emploved,
. Taall thar an insub T was kind ol a
delivery boy off and on. 1 could ger vel-
crences 1o back me up.”

“This is just a photostat copy of your

arrested
probation

uncmploved.



file from Wellare: T can’t write anyvthing
in. . .. Where did you work:”

“Some store that's closed up now.”

“Whose was it?”

“I disremember the exact name.”

“You're unemployed at the present
time, at the age of twenty-three?”

“Well, 1 can'e help that. I . . . Mr.
Morrissey, you going to make a deal
for me:"

“I won't have to make a deal.”

“Huliz Well. that woman is
ned at me. She's out o get me.”

“Don’t worry about her”

“In the police station she was hall-
crazy. she was screaming so. Her
clothes was all vipped. T don’t vemember
nonc of that. The front ol her was all
bload. Jesus, I don't know, T must of
gone crazv or something. When
they brought me in, she was already
there, waiting, and she ook one look
at me and saarted screaming. That was
the end.™

“She might  reconsider, she  might
think all this over carefully. Don’t worry
about her. Let me worry about her. In
fact. vou hiave no necessary reason o be-
lieve that the woman who identified vou
was the woman vou followed and at-
tacked. . . . Tr might have been another
woman. You didn’t really see her [ace.
All vou know is that she was white,
and probably all she knows about her at-
tacker is that he was black. T won't have
to make a deal for you. Don't worry
about that.”

“She's awlul mad at me, she
going to back down, ...

“Let me worry about her. Tell me:
How did the police happen to pick you
upz Did they have a warrant for vour
arrese?”

awlul

amn't

“Hell, no. It was a goddamn asshole

accident Iike o joke. . . . Loulu T was
running away from her, where I left her
cand oL oand, oL T just ron into

the side of the squad car. Like thar
Was running like hell and run ino the
side ol the car, where it was parked,
without no lights on. So they [)i(lu'(l me
up like thae”

"Becanse vou were running,  they
picked you up, right:”

“I run into the side of their goddamn
fucking ¢

“So they got out and rested vous”

“One ol them chased me.”

“Did he Te a shor="”

“Sure he lned a shod”

“So vou surrendered

“I hid somewhere, by a cellar window.
But they lound me. Tt was just o god-
damm stupid accident. © . Jesus. T don't
know. I must of been flving so high.
couldi’t see the car where it was parked.
They had it parked back from the big
street, with the lights out. T saw one ol

What do you think of a guy who bought
a $150 turntable to go with a *75 amplifier
and a pair of *40 speakers?

Slna Audio “accountants”

= have formulas for
appropriating funds to the various com-
ponents in a stereo system.
Usually they recommend about 20% of
the total to take care of the turntable and
cartridge, which is OK if your total is
$500 or more.
But what do you do if you really love
music, and have a 10-LP-per-month habit
that leaves you with peanuts to spend
for hardware.
If you followed the accountants' advice
you might end up with a $5 or $10
cartridge in a $30 changer. It would be
arithmetically compatible, and might even
sound OK. But later on,when you can
afford that monster system

you've had your eyes on, you might

find that your records sound worse

than they did on your old cheapie system
—because the inexpensive changer, with
heavy stylus pressure and unbalanced
skating force, was grinding up the
grooves. And your cheap amp and speak-
ers wouldn't let you hear the damage.

And now that you've spent a pile on high
power, low distortion electronics, and
wide-range speakers, you have to spend
another pile replacing your records.

So, if you think you will want the best
amplifier and speakers later, be smart
and get the best turntable now. . . the
BSR 810. Send for detailed specifications.
BSR (USA) Ltd., Blauvelt, N.Y. 10913.

ok

=
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Whatever the occasion—a friendly gel-together or a serious
business meeting—The Playboy Club lets you offer your guests
the incomparable atmosphere and service that have made

l - it world famous.
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them with a paper cup, some coffee that
got spilled down his front, when I
banged into the door. He was surprised.”

“So they brought you into the station
and the woman was brought in also, this
Mrs. Donner, and she identified you. Is
that it> She took one look at you and
scemed to recognize you?"”

“Started screaming like hell.”

“She identified you absolutely, in
spite of her hysterical state?”

"I guess so.”

“And you admitted attacking her?”

“I guess so.”

“Was that really the correct woman,
though? This ‘Mrs. Donner' who is ac
cusing you of rapep”

“Huh?”

“Could you have identified her?”

“Me? I don't know, No. I
know.”

“Let’s go back to the bar. You said
there were three women there, all white
women. Did they look alike to you, or
what”

"1 don’t know.”

“Did one of them catch your atten-
tion?"”

“Maybe. T don't know. One of them

-« she kind of was watching me. I
thought. They was all horsing around.”

“It was very aowded in the bar? And
this  woman, 1his particular  woman,
looked at you. Did she smile at yous”

“They was all laughing, you know,
and il they looked around the place,
why, it would seem they was siling,

don’t

-+« I don’t know which one it was. I'm
all mixed up on that.”

“Would you say that this woman, let's
call her ‘Mrs. Donner’ temporarily, this
woman was behaving in a way that was
provocative? She was looking at you or
toward you, and at other menz”

“There was a lot of guys in there,
black guys, and some white guys, too. I
liked the tone of that pliace. There was
a good feeling there. T wasn't drunk,
31| ALY

“Yes, you were drunk.”

“Naw, I was high on my own power,
I only had a few drinks.”

“You were drunk; (hat happens to bhe
a fact. That's an important fact. Don't
forget it.”

“I was drunk . . . 3"

“Yes. You were drunk. And a white
woman did smile at you, in a bar on
Gratiot; let’s say it was this ‘Mrs. Don-
ner’ who is charging you with rape. Do
you know anything about her? No. I')
tell you: She's married, separated from
her hushand, the hushand's whereabouts
are unknown. she's heen on and off wel-
fare since 1964, she worked for a while
at Leonard’s Downtown, the department
store, and was discharged because she
evidently ok some merchandise home
witht her . and she’s been unem-
ployed since September of Last year, but
without any visible means of support: no
wellare. So she won't be able to account
for her means of support since Septem-
ber. if that should come up in coure.”

BooTH

oL G | RN,y T going to make a deal
with them, thenp”

“I don’t have to make a deal. 1 told
you to let me worry about her. She has
to testify against you, and she has to
convince a jury that she didn't deserve
to be lollowed by you, that she didn't
entice you, she didn't smile at vou. She
has 1o convince a jury that she didn't
deserve whatever happened to her. . . .
She did smile at you?”

“Well, uh, you know how it was . . .
a lot of guys erowding around. shilting
around. . . . T don't know which one of
the women for sure looked at me, there
was three of them, maybe they all did
-« . or maybe just one . . . or. ... It
was confused. Some guys was buying
them drinks and I couldn't zet oo close,
I didn’t know anybody there. 1 liked the
tone ol the place, but I was on the
outside, you know? I was having my
own party in my head. Then 1 saw this
one womin get mad and put on her
coat £

“A light-colored coat? An imitation-
fur coatz”

“Jesus, how do I know? Saw her put
her mrm in a sleeve, . .

“And she walked out? Alones”

“Yeah. So 1. . . [ got very jumpy.
- . . Ithought I would follow her., vou
know, just sce what happens. . . 7

“But you didn't follow her with the
intention ol committing rape.”

“You wanted to talk to her, mavhe?
She'd smiled at you and you wanted to
talk 1o hers”

“1 don't know if. ., .”

“This white woman, whose name you
didn’t know, had smiled at you. She
then left the bar—ihae s, Carson’s Tav-
ern—at  about  midnight, complercly
alone, unescorted, and she walked oug
along the street. Is this trues”

“Yes”

“When did she notice that you were
following herz”

“Right away.”

“Then what happened?”

“She started walking faster.”

“Did she pause or give any sign (o
you? You mentioned that she kept look-
ing over her shoulder ag you—"'

“Yeah."

“Then she siarted to runz”

“Yeah.”

“She wied 1o get sameone 10 stop. to
let her in his car. but he wouldn't. He
drove awav. She was drunk, wasn’t she,
and screaming at him?”

“She was screaming. . . |

"She was drunk, too. That happens 10
be a fact. You were both unk, those
are facts. This “Mrs. Donner’ who 18 e
cusing you of rape was drunk at the
time. So. . . . The driver in the Pontiac
drove away and you approached her.
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No matter which steel belted radials you
buy, you'll be getting tires that will probably last
40,000 miles. Tires that are tough enough to drive
over nails and spikes. Tires that can even be driven
over axe blades. And keep on going.

But building a tire that can take all this
punishment is easy. All it takes is steel. The hard part
is putting something as rigid as steel into a tire in such a
way that you still get good handling and a smooth
quiet ride out of it.

At Pirelli, we've developed a tire that solves
this problem.

The Cinturato CN-75.

The CN-75 is good for 40,000 miles, and
can take just as much punishment as any other steel
belted radial. The difference lies in the way we put it
together. We know that a tire can’t ride smoothly if its
belt is too stiff and rigid. So we found a way to make
our steel belts more flexible. We use what we call
“Trac Steel 21™") What this means is that each of the

the wrong steel belted radials,you’ll be
reminded of it for 40,000 miles.

CN-75’s steel cords consists of 21 individual strands.
More than any other tire uses.

Once we found this new kind of steel cord,
we discovered a new way of putting it into the tire.
The result is a unique combination of “Trac Steel 217
and rayon which provides all the strength and
protection of steel without sacrificing a quiet
comfortable ride.

In developing a tire that will do all this, we
discovered one more thing: It’s very difficult to make.
So we don’t take any chances. Every single CN-75
1s completely X-ray mspected. Because we know if
even the slightest thing is wrong with a steel belted
radial, the effect it could have on your car will be
more than shight.

You'll probably get 40,000 miles out of any
steel belted radial. But the kind of miles they turn out
to be depends on which steel belted radials you

decide to buy. >
I IRELLI}
All the advan of a steel belted radial
without the disadvantages.

Pirelli Cinturate CNT5 tires are puaranteed to have an original tread life of 40,000 miles. Replacement credit or cash refund {at Pirelli's option}, equal o percent of guaran-

teed mileage not delivered multiplicd by National Price at time of adjustment, issued upon presentation of tire and valid guarantee {orm to authonized Pirclly

Dualer by onginal puschaser.

Tires must be used on Amenican made passenger vehaele listed on guarantee form in nosmal non-commercial service withsn continental U5, (excluding Alaska) . In the mtcrests of safery
and o maintam guarantee, CN75's must be mounted in full scis or pars fon fear axle) and balanced. They must not be abused, ron flar or undenmflated, vsed on 2 vehicle out of
alignment or with defecrive shocks, brakes or simalas defect. Purelli Cinturato CN75 tires are also puaranteed against delcets i workmanship and matenials and normal road hazards,

Credit or refund based on tread depth remaining.

FOR THE FIRELLI DEALLCR NEAREST YOU, IN THE U.5. AND CANADA, SEE THE YELLOW FAGES. FIRELLI TIRE CORFORATION, 600 THIRD AVE., NEW YORK, N.Y, 10016



Was it the same woman who had smiled
at you in the tavern?”

“[ think ... uh....Idon't know....”

“She was the woman from the tav-
ern?”

“That got mad and put her coat on?
Sure. She walked out. . . ."”

“Did all three women more or less
behave in the same manner? They
were very loud, they'd been drinking,
you really couldn’t distinguish between
them...?"

“I don’t know."”

“When you caught up to the woman,
what did she say to you?”

“Say? Nothing. No words.”

“She was screaming?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“What did you say to her?”

“Nothing.”

“Could you identify her?”

“I ... uh. ... That's where [ get
mixed up.”

“Why?”

“I don't remember no face to her.”

“Why not?”

“Must not of looked at it.”

“Back in the bar, you didnt look
cither?”

"Well, yes . . . but L . .. It’s all a
smear, like. Like a blur.”

“This 'Mrs. Donner’ says vou threat-
ened to kill her. Is that true?”

“If she says so. .. ."

“No, hell. Don’t worry about what she
says. What do you say?”

“I don’t remember.”

“Lay still or Ill kill you. Did you
say thate”

“Is that what they have down?”

“Did you say it? Lay still or I'll kil
you?"

“That don’t sound like me.”

“You didn’t say anything to her, did
you?”

“When? When we was fighting?”

“At any time.”

“1 don’t remember.”

“In the confusion of struggling, it
isn't likely you said anything to her, is
itt—anything so distinct as thar? Or
maybe it was another man, another black
man, who attacked this *Mrs. Donner’
and she's confusing him with you...2"”

“Hh: oot

“Did you intend to kill her?”

“No.”

“What did you have in mind, when
you followed her out of the tavern?”

“Oh, you know . . . I was kind of
high-strung. . . ."

“She had smiled at you, so you
thought she might be [riendly? A pretty
white woman like that, only twenty-nine
years old, with her hair fixed up and a
fancy imitation-fur coat, who had smiled
at you, a stranger, in a bar . . . ? You
thought she might be [riendly, wasn't
thae 1t2”

“Feel like another swim?”

“Fricndly? Jesus! I never expected
no friendship, that's for sure.”

“Well, put yourself back in that situa-
tion. Don’t be so sure. If 2 white woman
smiled at you, and you followed her out
onto the strect, it would be logical you
might expect her to be friendly toward
you. Keep your mind clear. You don't
have to believe what other people tell
you about yourself; you don’t have to
believe that you assaulted that woman
just because she says you did. Things
aren’t so simple. Did you expect her to
fight you ofl?”

“Don’t know."”

“If she hadn’t fought you. there
wouldn’t be any crime committed,
would there? She resisted you, she pro-
voked you into a frenzy. . . . But don’t
think about that. I'll think about that
angle. I'm the one who's going to ques-
tion Mrs. Donner, and then we'll sce
who's guilty of what. . . . But one im-
portant thing: Why didn’t you tell the
police that you really didn't recognize
the woman, yoursel[?”

“Huh? Jesus, they'd ol been mad as
hel 3

“Yes, they would have been mad, they
might have beaten you some more. You
were terrified of a [urther beating. So,
of course, you didn’t protest, you didn’t
say anything. Because she’s a white
woman and you're black. Isn't that the
real reason?”

“I don’t know.”

“There weren't any black men in the
station. You were the only black man
there. So you thought it would be the
salest, most prudent thing to confess to
everything, because this white woman
and the white police had you, they had

you, and you considered yourself fair
game. And already you'd been beaten,
your mouth was bleeding, and you
didn’t know you had the right to an at-
torney, to any help at all. You were com-
pletely isolated. They could do anything
to you they wanted. . . . Your instincts
told you to go along with them, to coop-
crate. Nobody can blame you for that;
that’s how you survived. Does any of this
sound [amiliar to you?"

“Some kind of way. yes.
think so.”

“And the police demonstrated their
antagonism toward you, their automatic
assumption of your guilt, even though
the woman who accused you of rape was
a probable prostitute, a woman of very
doubtful reputation who led you on,
who enticed you out into the street
. - . and then evidently changed her
mind, or became [rightened when she
saw how excited you were. Is that it?
Why do you think she identified you so
quickly, why was she so certain?”

“Must ol seen my face.”

“How did she sce your face, il vou
didn't sce hers?”

“I saw hers but didn’t take it in, you
know, I kind of blacked out . . . she
was fighting me off and that drove me
wild . . . it was good luck she stopped,
or . .. or something else might of hap-
pened. - .. You know how frenzied you
get, There was a streetlight there, and
I thought to mysell, She ain’t going lo
forget me.”

“Why not?”

“Gave her a good look at my face. My
face is important to me.”

PR - |
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Winners and Losers

room and then, turning to one of the
senior prefects, said: “That young man's a
winner. Mark my words, he'll go far” T
waited, hoping to hear further, more
pr.ngm;nir proof of the boy's potcmi;nl,
but none was lorthcoming. Which trou-
bled me. since Lockland was a craven
fellow with none of the qualities that I
associated  with “winning” or “going
far.” He was an overly attentive student;
he neither boxed nor wrestled nor ran:
he kept to his bed aflter lights out and
took no delight in poetry or in photo-
graphs of Esther Williams; neither did
he smoke nor masturbate and he called
his mother Mama. A winner. Even now,
some 20 years on, I remember thinking
that if these were the qualities on which
Lockland had been propelled o his taw-
dry fame, then I would concentrate on
becoming the most notorious loser in the
school's history.

All of which brings me to the point (or
nearer the point) ol this particular tale.
Taught from the start 1o believe in abso-
lutes, I found mysell still hall in love
with the lie that losers were unlucky, that
winners were merely fortunate and privy
to none ol those sudden catastrophes that
snap at the heels of lesser men. Bur only
in part. Of what befell the wily Lockland
(who was likely enough an honorable, if
priggish lad), I shall probably never
know. But he was a debut of soris for
me—the first in an irksome series of ap-
parent winners. And, if the unanimous
decision ol my masters is to be believed,
I, well. I was my first loser. Misfortune,
like charity, begins at home.

Winners and losers, then: The types
are so familiar a part of our mythology,
we leel their faces could be picked as
casily as twins’ from the crowd. One, a
cocky fellow with a self-appointed air;
the other, drawn and sell-defeated, with
the look of a man who would pawn his
soul if he could somehow ascertain its
worth. We have come to see them as
little more than trite and quintessential
types. As a result, whenever someone
poimts them out to me, I feel sure he is
also trying to convey some flattering cval-
wation ol himself—as il by naming them,
he had in some way defined himsell. Nick
the Greek, most notoricus of American
gamblers, claimed thit the only difference
between winners and losers was one of
character, which, he added, was about
the only difference one could really hind
between people anyway. But Nick held
a rigid view ol the world—heads or tails,
win or lose, no two ways about 1. He
wits a gambler and gamblers incline to
unconditional views.

During the past few months, I have
consorted with two such men—not to de-
fine myself or them but to understand
that part of myself we had in common. I

194 am not a constant player and gambling

(continued from page 118)

does little more than occasionally appease
the romantic excesses my gods demand of
me. For me, it is more of a cold than a
cancer—incurable, perhaps, but hesitantly
held in check. They, however, were profes-
sionals—or “compulsive gamblers,” for
those who preler psychological names for
our passions. But they had very linde in
common. It was only in the pursuit of
their passion that they could be said to
have been alike. That pursuit was more
impartant to them than God or love or
money, even. To call one of them a win-
ner, the other a loser is too easy, too un-
interesting a  dehnition, since, at the
beginning, they both believed the force
of their passion would somehow see them
through. Much later, when I hrst en-
countered them, there was only this to
tell them apart: One of them, a bootleg-
ger's boy Irom Tennessee, believed that,
given time and talent and happy odds,
all things were possible. The other, whose
youth had been fat with promises of
power and prestige, knew by the time he
turned 40 that he would never believe in
anything again.
- - -

My boy . . . always try to vub up
against moncy, for if you rub up against
money long enough, some of it may rub
off on you. —PNAMON RUNYON

His name was Walter Clyde Pcarson,
but few ol his friends or acquaintances
knew it. For as long as he could remem-
ber, he had been called Pug—Dbecause of
his nose, irrevocably flattened from a boy-
hood fall. Everyone called him Pug with
what amounted to an implied familiar-
ity—the doormen and carhops at the Las
Vegas Strip howels, the shills, the show-
girls, the dealers and grilters and all the
hapless players who came to sit with him
at poker. Only his mother, in keeping
with the Southern custom, called him
Walter Clyde. He must have liked the
nickname or had grown accustomed to it.
When telling me comic tales of his early
gambling days. he sometimes referred to
himself as Pug—as though he were talk-
ing about someone else, a pigeon, or some
extravagant friend, perhaps, whom he im-
plied it would have amused me 10 know.

He had a candid sense of humor,
brusque and down to earth. He would
not have noticed irony nor appreciated
it if he had. He wasn’t that kind of man,
nor did he have that kind of circumam-
bulatory mind. He saw things simply and
then brought a kind of inspired logic to
bear. He once, for example, explained 1o
me why there were so few good poker
players in the country. “Poker,” he said,
“has a language all its own, but vou don’t
expect most folks to understand it, any
more than you expect "em to understand
Egyptian.”

Pug was good with pcople in the way

some men are good with dogs. People re-
sponded 10 some quality of sell-belief in
him, which gave them an illusion of po-
tential warmth and safety. It was the illu-
sion usually described as charm. Pug used
it, as charming men do, to exert an influ-
ence in order to control. His voice, filled
with unchallengeable assurance, simply
extended and completed the illusion. |
had been told I would have no difficulty
recognizing him. “You'll know him,” one
of his colleagues had said. “Ain’t but one
nose like it in the world.” Pug was a tall,
heavily built man in his early 10s who
covered his almost-total baldness with a
wide-brimmed  straw hat. He had the
round mischievous face of an elderly
troll, a troll with a fondness for Cuban ci-
gars. There was an air of jauntiness about
him and of inexhaustible good spirits, the
air of a man who had had his share of
passing pleasure.

Yet, despite the way he immediately

took one into his confidence, his accessi-

bility, he had been a dificult man to
meet, implying that it would in some way
detract from his anonymity. Nick the
Greek observed that in gambling, “Fame
is usually followed by a jail senence,”
and Pug, at least temporarily, had held
some similar beliel. “Son, you can’t be too
careful,” he explained. “The Govern-
ment is like the Gestapo on gamblers,
Like they was some kind of outlaws. But,
I'll tell you. Gamblers are the most broad-
minded people in the world. I more [olks
were like “em, there would be fewer laws.
That’s on the square. You've got 1o be
sharp in this world, no matter what your
business is, or the world is gonna gobble
you up. That’s what it’s all about, son.
That’s what they call life.” Pug liked 10
imply, and with good reason, that he
knew more about life than he pretended.
Given his obvious airs of opulence, em-
phasized by the wad of $100 bills he car-
ricd, one tended to forget that his life
had not always been so prosperous—that
once, prosperity had seemed not only
improbable but beyond the ken of any
experience he or his family had ever had.

Pug was born in Kentucky in enly
1929. 1t was not an auspicious time, he re-
called, and he was not referring to the De-
pression. Reports of imminent depression
would not have meant much to his Tami-
ly. There had been no joy in Appalachia
for a gencration or more. “My folks were
what we used 1o call *God-fearin® people.’
Church of Christ,” he said. His lather was
a sharecropper, illing other people’s
Land, though he worked at any job that
came his way. incuding a stint at build-
ing roads for the WPA. When times were
lean, as they often were, he ran bootleg
whiskey, till a competitor’'s gun removed
his little hnger. There is a portrait of the
old man in Pug’s mother’s parlor. Posed
in his rough Sunday best, he looked as
many men ol that period did in their
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photographs-—stern and upright, with a
look of maoral condescension in the face.
Whatever else the photograph implied. it
reminded Pug that his father was ofien
sullen and vsually unemployed. In 1934,
the family drifted south into Jackson
County, Tennessee, following rumors of
work from one hollow town to another.
Before Pug was ten, he had lived in nearly
20 ol those towns. They always moved for
the same reason—slipping away in the
dead of night because the rent was due at
dawn. They moved from Reese Hollow
to Farn's Branch by covered wagon and
Pug can still recall the blackened pots
and pans swinging from the wagon as
he walked behind it in the dusty road.
There was never any money. They lived
in the dapboard-and-log houses of the
region, using coal oil for light, wood
stoves for heat and cooking. The potatoes
and whiskey were buried in the ground,
the perishables were stored in the well
house, the meat in the small smokehouse,
and when there was [ruit, it was dried and
hung inside from the rafters. Times were
hard and the nine children olten went
for days with nothing to cat but beans.
Pug never saw a loal of bread belore he
wias ten, Even after they had moved to
Nashville at the beginning of the war,
the [amily’'s main diet consisted of corn
bread. molasses and biscuits. “We never
had meat,” Pug remembered. “When I
ate lunch at school, T was always conscious
ol the litle our family had to eat. The
other kids had good food—peanut butter
and crackers and jam—Dbut we ate biscuits
and molasses. The other kids used 1o rib
me a lot and, believe me, kids on kids is
tougher than anvthing.”

Once they had moved 1o Nashville,
much else could be overlooked. They
were ina ciry and they seuded down. Back
in the hollows, the Pearsons had never
scttled—they had never deared the land,
nor plowed, nor built, nor created for
themselves a single place of permanence.
They had established an identity of a
Kind: that is, they were remembered—
since to this day the up hollows are filled
with Pearsons—Dbut they were remem-
bered as transients. But that was all be-
hind Pug now. “I don’t know how I ever
got out,” he said. “A miracle, 1 guess.
Evolution on the move.™

Nashville. Pug still had great affection
for the city, though it lacks the rush and
color of his youth. There was a lot 10 do
in the city then, particularly for a boy ac-
customed to an absence of temptation,
To gain time, at 14 he left school. He had
already discovered where his real talems
lay: “I started hustlin® real young,” he re-
called, “at ten or eleven. I just started
playin® cards and pool with the other
paper boys. In those days, there was a
pool hall on every corner and Eddie Tay-
lor and New York Fats were our heroes.

196 They came through Nashville all the

time.” At 13, Pug hitchhiked 10 Tampa
with three dollars in his pocket. In two
weeks, he made over $1000, more money
than he thought existed, plaving pool.
“But I was burglared,” he said, “so I had
to come home.” At 15, he drove 10 miles
a day to a small town north of Nashville
to pitch half dollars to the line. He trav-
cled a lot in his early teens and he soon
began o feel he had exhausted Nash-
ville's possibilities. His appetite for ac-
tion had become insatiable, though he
expressed it in different terms. It was just
that Nashville seemed somehow smaller
and more confined than Farn's Branch or
Reese Hollow had ever been. In 1943,
at the age of 16, Pug joincd the Navy to
get what the Navy assured him would
be an education.

“I didn't really start to play poker tiil
I got in the Navy,” he said. “I learned the
game real good. While evervone else was
throwin® their money on drink and
women, I was organizing poker games
and playin’, When 1 got out, I'd saved
about twenty thousand.” He returned to
Nashville. He opened a couple of bars,
but that soon bored him. He had an itch
to play cards and Nashville was no place
for poker. “Between 1951 and 1957, I
had this poker route, you sce. Used to
make the trip at least twice a year. I'd get
in that old car and drive up to Bardsiown
and Bowling Green, 1o Louisville, Atlan-
ti and Chicago, and sometimes down as
far as Miami. A poker game every night.
Those old boys could always count on me
droppin’ in on their litde games. Knew T
was comin‘—same as Samta Claus., T
plaved most everything. I played a lot of
‘git-you-one” and cooncan, an awful lot.
But I loved poker. I got so good at that
game 1 could play with folks that used
marked cards and signals and God knows
what and beat "em every time. Them old
boys used to call me ‘Catfish Jones, swim-
min” up a muddy stream,” because they
never saw me comin’. 1 came in right on
their blind spots. T played and played.
The thing of it is that when you're a kid,
you've got no sense ol time. And time
passes the quickest during a poker game.
Why, I got up from a game once, turned
round a couple of times, and five or six
years had gone by. That was in 1957, For
years, on that poker route, I plaved one
game after another. That's all I did.”

Pug had an excellent memory. The
story of the poker route was the only
one he told me twice. I assumed it dis-
turbed him, that somewhere along the
way he had mrtured other dreams, which
he had not had time to follow. But his
dreams had been conventional enough.
He had never had what are called illu-
sions. no eclusive sense of the ideal. It
would have contravened his sense of
order. “When I first started gamblin’,”” he
remembered, "1 suppose all I wanted was
a big Cadillac, my own cuc and cue case
and a pocketful of money. What would

You (’3\'}){.‘('[ H I]l)l'ﬂ' coumnt r)' IK'DY [rom ll()‘v\'ll
vonder to want? Now | sometimes feel |
haven't accomplished a damn thing. 1
gambled out of necessity to start. Now it's
wo late for anything else.”

- - -

The Aladdin is no gaudier than any
other hotel on the Swip. Given the am-
bience, the names of the hotel's main
rooms—the Sabre Room. the Sinbad
Lounge, the Gold Room and the Bagdad
Theater—make as much sense as its mock-
Byzantine [agade. The cardroom is across
[rom the Sinbad Lounge, in the large
main room on the ground f[loor, where
rightly some of the biggest poker games
in the world are played. Here Pug Pear-
son holds court in a way Neil Diamond
must have had in mind when he sang of
“a high-olling man in a highwolling
neighborhood.” At first, it seems more
than a liule preposterous to find Pug—
“a poor country boy from down youder™
—in such an opulent environment, until
one understands that here the American
ideal has been carried o its most practical
conclusion; a place where, regardless of
differences in background, taste or intel-
ligence, money makes everyone equal, or
momentarily creates that illusion. It is the
panacea of the merchant classes. On the
wall above the card tables is a sign that
reads: POKER—=24 HOURS EVERY DAY. Above
the sign is a spread royal heart flush.
The cardroom is not a room at all, since
it occupies a side of the casino and is
open to traffic between the slot machines
in the lobby and the stage, from which
pours the amplified noise of resident tal-
ent. Round about the card tables is the
crowd of tourists and hopeful high roll-
ers. as ridiculously dressed as jesters, the
shills and stickmen, the security men and
bad-credit boys acting as a kind of palace
guard, and here and there an itinerant
sinner. The people come and go like refu-
gees—the places of the departed so quick-
Iy taken by new arrivals that there is liule
impression of real movement: just a kind
of tense restlessness and the garbled
sounds of the machines and the music
and the mob lifted in endless crescendo.
It is here that Pug. who has never been
as innocent as any of them, makes his
daily bread.

Pug has lived in Vegas lor
He, his wile and daughter occupy a
rambling house on the nice, suburban
edge ol the city. His wife is also from
Nashville and Pug claims they still
miss the hills and streams of Tennessee.
But Vegas is where the action is and
his wife accepts his way of life, because,
as he explains, “there ain’t no changin’
it.” Now, action does not mean easy
money, though there is that, too. But
some of the best poker players in the
country live in Vegas. Almost 1o a man,
they are Southerners, rom Texas, Okla-
homa and Kentucky, and, like Pug, poor
boys become well to do because of a

wn years.
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talent at cards. Gambling, as Pug certainly
believes, was born ol necessity and repre-
sents the open road 10 Avalon. It is a
curious fact that, hike the American mili-
tary—80 percent ol whom above the rank
of major are Southerners—the majority
ol prolessional cardplayers (and card-
sharps) are Southerners. Thus, in one
sense, Pug, by playing cards with his
peers, maintains a loose hold on his
roots. Eliminate the slot machines and
the vulgar Western crowds, listen to the
players in the Aladdin Hotel and one
might easily be in Abilene or Tulsa or
Bowling Green.

The night I walked into the Aladdin, 1
was told I could find Pug at the poker
tible, where he had been for the past 24
hours. He was dressed as he always
wis—ithe  striped  trousers, the  short-
sleeved shirt, the colored shoes and the
wide straw hat. He looked no more out-
landish than anyone else in the room; he
looked perfectly ar home. There was an
air of permanence about him, the slightly
bored authority of a teacher who has
taught the same course for 20 years. He
was in the middle of a hand and looked,
as Nick the Greek had once been de-
scribed, “like a guy sitting with an icicle
up his ass.” Looking round the crowded
noisy room, I remembered that this was
the place Pug had called his office, a
place of business to which he came each
night; his opponents, seated now round
the green-lelt table in various attitudes
of peevish dejection, he had referred to
as his clientele. They were all there—
Alabama Blackie, Treetop Jack Straus,
Nigger Nate Raymond, Texas Dolly
Doyle and a group of lesser players, all
of whom looked like they had ridden in
that night from the ranch.

In Las Vegas, Pug was deferred 1o—as
parents defer o favorite sons. Everyone
seemed to know him. Waitresses assured
themselves his glass was always illed with
witer or tea or Seven-Up; passersby
stopped to chat or 1o whisper urgent mes-
sages in his ear; and players, en route 1o
other games, paused to discuss old times
or future plans. All of which Pug ac
cepted as his due. “Folks know me real
well out here,” he explained. 1 could sit
down in the middle of the freeway and
get a game going, because people like to
play with me. They like my action. They
know I'm gonna give 'em a square gam-
ble. That's what it's all about. I can beat
‘em and beat ‘em and they'll always come
back. But fuck em out of a quarter and
they'll leave forever. It gives "em an ex
cuse for losing.” Pug thought of himself
as a winner; it was something he knew
about. As a winner, he also figured he
knew more about loss than losers did.
“Losing,” he told me, “is like smoking.
It's habit-forming, believe me. Some of
the players at this here wable couldn't
beat Tom Thumb at nothin®. But loss is

inevitable. The question is how much
you control it. A winner is first and fore-
maost a controller. That's why in life, I'm
just a litde berter than even—and an
odds-on favorite to stay that way.

“You've got to remember that in poker,
there are more winners than losers. At
least at the higher levels. I'd say there was
a ratio of twenty to one. Bu losers are
great suppliers. One loser supplies a lot
ol winners. And the better the plaver, the
bigger the cut. That's what they call
the great pyramid of gamblin’. Sharks at
the top, then the rounders, the min-
nows, and at the bouom the fish—the
suckers, the suppliers. Scavengers and
suppliers, just like in life.

“It’s a funny thing—gamblin’. It's like
runming a grocery store. You buy and you
sell. You pay the going rate for cards and
you try and sell 'em for more than you
paid. A gambler's ace is his ability to
think clearly under stress. That's very im-
portant, because, you sce, [ear is the basis
of all mankind. In cards, you psych “em
out, you shark “em, you put the fear of
God in 'em. That's life. Everything's men-
tal in life. The butt was made to lug the
mind around. The most important thing
in gamblin® is knowing the sixty-forty end
of the proposition and knowing the
human element. Some folks may know
one of "em, but ain't many know ‘em
both. 1 believe in logics. Cut and dried.
Two and two ain’t nothin® in this world
but four. But them suckers always think
it’s something different. Makes you think,
don’t it1? [ play percentages in everything.
Now, knowing the percentages perfectly,
the kind of numbers you read in them
books, is all right, but the hidden percent-
ages are more important. The thing to
know is that folks will stand to lose more
than they will to win. That's the most im-
portant percentage there is. I mean, if
they lose, they're willin® 1o lose every-
thing. If they win, they're usually sats
fied to win enough to pay for dinner and
a show. The best gamblers know that.”

I sat next to Pug or just behind
like a stowaway, and between hands or
when he folded early, we talked. There
were usually five or six players sitting
round the table—with piles ol 5100 bills
and various stacks of colored chips in
front of them. As a rule, the players re-
mained the same, though occasionally,
one went broke or another would leave
and someone would take his place. There
were no introductions. They all seemed
to know one another and Pug referred to
them as “environment.” They played
limit poker—usually five- or seven-card
stud—which Pug believed was the best
kind of poker, because there was less
jeopardy and the best plaver always won.
Once, in the middle of a hand, Pug sud-
denly turned as though he had forgotten
something and said, “Always remember,
the first thing a gambler has to do is make

friends with himself. A lot ol people go
through this world thinking they're some-
one clse. There are a lot of players sitting
at this table with mistaken identities. You
wouldn’t believe ic”

The hands went on and on through-
out the mght. At midnight, Pug's wife
phoned 1o say good night. He continued
to play while he talked to her. At one
point, he was almost $10,000 ahead, but
by four in the morning, he had lost most
of it. He was tired. He had been up oo
long and knew he wasn't giving the game
the attention it required. But he began
winning again and his game was soon in-
terspersed with running comment and
criticism. Toward the end of one hand,
he turned up his cards and said: “This
will beat your two queens, pally.”

“Christ, Pug, how'd you know I had
quecns?” said his opponent. “You sce
through my cards?”

“"Hell, no,” said Pug, “I'm a gambler,
not a mind reader.” Another player, a
Texan, decided o leave, taking close to
SBOOO in winnings with him. As he left,
Pug said, “He'll be back. He's a great
poker player, but, like most gamblers,
he's got a lot of bad habits—craps, rou-
lette and the foothall.” Beating another
player for a small pot, Pug said to him,
“Son, il I'd had your hand, I'd of won.”
He laughed. “That’s the thing of poker,”
he said. “Ideally. you want the winning
hands to pay and the losing hands to
win.” At ten in the morning. Pug was
about 52500 ahead. He decided to play a
hnal hand. The calls and raises went back
and forth until there was some $1000 in
the pot. Only Pug and one other player
had stayed in. Pug was very quiet. The
seventh card was dealt. It was his call. He
hesitated for a moment. then looked up
and, pushing a pile of bills into the por,
he said: “I'm gonna raise you, son, ‘cause
you ain’t got nothin’ in that hand but
dreams.” He didn’t wait for an answer.
Turning over his hand, he pulled in
the pot.

The other player simply put down his
cards and, shaking his head in disbelief,
smid,  “Pug, you're the goddammedest
lucky player.”

Pug grinned, lighting up a fresh cigar.
As he put his money in his pocket, we left.
“They all think I'm the luckiest son of a
bitch in the world,” he said. "I like that;
it brings "em back. Hell, ain't no one can
All an inside straight quicker 'n me. T'l]
tell you about luck. I believe in it, sure,
even though I know there ain't no such
thing. But other folks believe in it and
sometimes it's downright polite 10 go
along with their beliefs. Just remember
one thing—luck ain't never paid the
bills.”

That morning, he told me the story of
the biggest hand he had ever won. “1 was
playin® Johnny Moss,” he said, “at deuce-
to-the-seven lowball. Kansas City lowball,
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they call it. Suaights and flushes count
against you. The perfect hand is two-
three-four-five-seven. Now, I'm dealt a
two-three-fourseven-jack. There were six
or scven players in the game, a two-
hundred-dollar  ante.  After  the  first
round, there ain't but three of us left in
the pot—Johnny, me and another guy,
who was sitting on my right. He opens
with a thouwsand. [ raise twenty-cight
hundred.  Johnny calls and raises five
thousand and then this guy only calls.
Well. 1 know this guy. .and hes a
tight player. and when he clls [ higure
cither he's got a perlect hand. what they
call a bievde. or he's gonna draw, and
it's a hundred 1o one he's gonna draw.
So I push all my checks ino the por—
about twenty-iive thousand—hoping to
pick it up righe there. Well. there’s about
[orty-seven thousind in that pot now.
Johunny sits there and stalls and stalls and
does a lot of whispering with his con-
federate. I know he's got a real 1ough
hand, possibly a two-three-four-seven and
aten or a jack. And I'm worried. Well. 1
know what Johnny's thinkin® and he’s
a good cnough plaver so that 1 know
what he's thinkin’, just like he knows
what I'm thinkin". Hell, were environ-
ment, we know each other like hills and
streams, Finally, Johnny cills lor what
he's gor lefr. which is hifteen thousand.
By calling, vou understand. he thought
he was genting two to one on his money.
Which is what I thought: but what hap-
pens. the guy on my right throws in his
cards. He folds. Now Johnny knows he
ain’t but gewing about six o five on his
money and that just aint the same in-
vestment, That's the main seoret in cards

weuing the right price on vour money.
Now, had the other guv drawn. I'm
gonna get rid of that jack. but he drops,
so I stand pat. higuring to make Johnny
come oft his hand. Hoping he'll dog it
Johnny is in List position. And he's un-
certain. He knows I play Kinda wild.
Now, he stalls and swalls. [ can see the
BBs goin’ round and round in his head,
just like he sces mine. though not so
cearly—Johnny's gewin® on. No more
bets can be made. so he knows ['m not
stealin®. He also knows I'm not Lluff-
in’. 'm not. I'm plavin® a fine line. son, [
was reading my people real good and 1
knew it | was like one ol those guvs with
a baton in front ol an orchestra. 1 was
plavin® ic like Liberace. And Johnny,
Johnny knows T got a had. Bue what
kind of hand do I have: He probably
higures 've got a slick nine or an cight, so
what docs he do* He pooches it and
draws. Now, once he hits that deck, I'm
an cight- or an cight-and-a-half-to-hive
Lwvorite to win. As he draws, T Hop over
my hand and say. “Johnny, vou made a
mistake, now beat thae jack.” He had dis-
cirded a ten and drawn a King. *Oh, my
God,” he says. ‘1 dumped the winning
hand.” And I raked in the pot ol sixty-
two thousand. Now, that’s what 1 mean

about knowing vour human element.”

It was nearly noon. Pug took me round
his garden, which he had reclaiimed from
the desert. “It’s a long way from Jackson
County, ain't it?” he said with a smile.
Even here, in Las Vegas. Appalachia
wasn't far away and it remunded me that
for all his practicalitics, Pug would have
to play and keep on playing in order to
push it further from his mind. But it was
always there; it was responsible lor the
dream in which he had become ma-
rooned. It was why he twalked so inti-
matcly ol loss and why suddenly. as if in
answer to a question 1 had asked some
time ago, he began 1o wlk ol it again.
“Losers have an overwhelming ambition
w win,” he sad, almost in oo whisper.
“They con themselves tha they can win
and thirt’s why they keep on coming back.
They have 10. you understand, ‘cause
they'd hold a bad opinion of themselves
otherwise. But without ‘em, there would
be no winners. No me.” He paused, then
added: “And that would be contrary to
the laws of nature. Wouldn't be righe.™

Pug believed in whae he liked to think
were the laws of maure, one ol them
being that he would always be a winner.
Although he had been broke before, he
believed the odds had set things vight and
that they had also promised something
more. And perhaps they had—though it
continued to elude hine Like his Euaher
before him, chasing rumors of work from
onc town to another, Pug still pursued
that dream of high elusive action. And in
Ius darker moments, he must have won-
dered why it had not materialized. No
natter. He was o patient suitor. Tomor-
row. 11 would come. Tomorrow . . . or
the day alter. It was in the cards,

[ hope I break even today. I need the
money. —JOE E. LEWIS

He had always been just another face
in the catalog of diwrk and half-remem-
bered faces acvoss from  me—another
plaver across a backgammon board in one
of New York's darker East Side bars. No
one, it seemed, knew much about him.
Bo Swickland was his name, though I was
10 learn his given name was George, as his
Laher's and his grandlather's had been
before him. Bue they citled him Bo. pre-
sumably because he was born in Boston.
His accent was csp and - pleasantly
stilted. He had only to ask the waiter for
a drink to indicate thiw he came from
Boston or [rom one of the daphoard
towns in that viciniry.

He was a tall man widh a sharp aristo-
cratic face, which in the dim light of the
bar secemed o have just 1two expressions
—one taut with a kind of pronounced re-
gret, the other a lazy look of dilhdent ela-
tion, the look of a boy who has been
praised for something he hasn't actually
done. In his mid-10s, he was alwavs
dressed in an elegant pinstripe suit, as

though he had just arrived [rom the of-
fice. He had, in fact, that dour commer-
cial air one usually atributes to members
ol the banking and stockbroking pro-
fessions, Yet he also had the casual au-
thority of a4 man with private {unds. But
it was difhcult 1o know much about Bo.
He wsually arrived alter midnight and
rarely stayed more than an hour or two.
I didn't know him very well: We ex-
changed the humdrum pleasantries of
strangers who happen to gamble at the
same game.

I would not have remembered him at
all had not a curious incident occurred.
One cevening toward midnight, I stopped
for a drink in one of those noisy “Ger-
man” bars that dutter the Yorkville sec-
tion of New York. Juse inside the door,
I looked across 1o the bar and there, in
an open-necked shirt with a large diry
apron round his waist, was Bo Strickland
serving drinks. Without his pinstripe suit
and tie, he looked older, that taut look
of regret more deeply pronounced than
uswitl. Even his hair, normally slicked
back, fell across his brow like some
cheap, equivocal  disguise.  He  looked
somchow vulnerable and suddenly, not
wishing to be seen, I turned back to the
door. But Bo. at that moment, looked up
and saw me there. He did not seem em-
barrissed nor particularly put out, almost
angry, rather; and when a customer de-
manded service from down the bar, he
abruptly turned away.

Some days Liter, I saw him again. He
was at the backgammon table in his pin-
stripe suit. Looking occasionally at his
watch, he played with that unruffled
poise ol his—the impression of a busy
man between important errands. He no-
ticed me at the bar. though he showed no
sign of recognition. But when he was
through playing, he rose and offered 1o
buy me a drink. It was the brst in a
series of drinks and dinners and though
we never became friends, we struck up
for a ume a loose and cven convivial
association.

At the best ol times it is difficalt for
anyone to admit his lailures, and Bo was
no exception. To the end. he insisicd he
had merely been unlucky. When his bar-
tending job was over, we would go to his
apartment or sit and drink at one of the
back tables in the bar, olten unuil closing
time, and Bo would recite the tale ol his
decline and fall in the sort of apmbetic
tones that schoolboys use when reciting
passages they have had to memorize the
night belore. He sometimes sounded hike
a man with an alibi. But, for all his per-
suasive charm. Bo was an inadequare liar.
Whenever he wished 1o gloss over certain
portions of his lile, his words would run
together and his fingers would twitch
endlessly through his thinning hair. He
wasn’t convincing: These are the facts,
they speak for themselves, he seemed 10
say. The trouble was that 1 was forced to
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see them exclusively through Bo's disarm-
ing and often dodgy point of view.

He was the only child of an old Boston
family. Born just before the Depression,
he had no real sense of that grotesque oc-
casion. He remembered only that it had
not disturbed the opulent composure of
his father's home; when it was mentioned
at all, it was made o scem like some
fantastic rumor, like one of those catas-
trophes that Irequent the far side of the
world, an ecarthquake or a tidal wave,
which are horrible but ultimately unim-
portant, since they involve Peruvians or
Turks or Pakistans.

Bo’s childhood was that circumscribed.
Although he cannot remember feeling
one way or another about it then, when
older, he developed a fear of partitioned
spaces and interrupted views—a hatred,
in lact, for any obstacle that set a limit 10
his actions. But at that time, his little
world was as neat and clegant as a co-
coon. His family had always had money;
it was, his father liked to say, a family cus-
tom. Only once in their dull unwoubled
history had a note of alarm been inwro-
duced. His grandfather (by all accounts,
a monstrous man) had squandered his in-
heritance on what used 1o be called loose
women and riotous living. Accounts of
his spendthrift ways occasionally filtered

down to a spellbound Bo, though it was
forbidden 1o mention his name in the
house. A monstrous man. Although the
family had comtinued to maintain houses
in Boston and on the Cape, when Bo's
parents had married, they'd lived in
“comparative  penury.” But his father
soon righted the balance by making a
fortune in real estate.

Bo's mother had died in childbirth:
unexpected  complications, too great a
loss of blood, a frail condition—there
never was a satisfuctory answer. Bue his
father had been unaffected. A gruff and
stoic man, he saw in Bo the continuation
of the Strickland line and he treated him
not as a son but as his eventual successor.
He seemed to imply that although certain
gestures would be made, although certain
standards would be indifferently upheld,
Bo's real life was to be somechow sus
pended until that day arrived. Of the
boy's capabilities, the father had no
doubts—a chip off the old block, you un-
derstand.  Making those smug assump-
tions, which fathers often make of only
sons, he would say 10 Bo: “Remember,
Son, you're a Strickland,” as though that
were more than most could hope for. It
was a long time before Bo could repeat
those words, even to himself, without
breaking into raucous laughter.

“Phallic symbol? I’d hate to tell you
what it looks like to me!”

Before he was 12, the boy had been sent
to a series of fashionable day schools—till
lie was old enough to auend Choate. As a
student, he was never more than satisfac
tory, but he did enough to get by and 1o
be admitted to Princeton. Again, he made
no particular mark, though he became
conspicuous in other ways. He was one of
those people who always seem to get away
with things. Before the end of his fresh-
man year, he was admired for what was
thought to be his audacity and his eccen-
tric charm. The latter quality, one of the
few things he had not inherited from his
father, enabled him to enter worlds from
which his conduct should have barred
him. Bad habits are often best disguised by
what appear to be good manners; and
Bo merely contrived the one to camou-
flage the other. His charm covered a mul-
titude of errors, the earliest of which was
gambling. “T gambled even as a kid,” he
recalled. “It amused me, and besides |
was good it it. I learned to play poker be-
fore I was ten. 1 knew those odds and per
centages before I knew my multiplication
tables.” He liked to think that if gam-
bling had been in the curriculum, he
would have graduated from Princeton
with honors.

As it happened, he was fortunate 1o
have graduated at all. As before, he did
just enough to get by—concentrating his
brightest efforts on giving or going 10
claborate dances, parties and masquer-
ades, spending giddy weckends in New
York, Palm Beach or at one or another of
the East Coast tracks. Bo looked on
Princeton as a smart and rather amusing
resort—a place where it was possible to
entertain his friends and where, il one
had money, all but the most major in
fractions of college etiquette were gener-
ously overlooked. When Princeton pave
him his degree. Bo accepted it as a kind of
compliment for having executed some
extraordinary practical joke.

After graduation, he spent 18 months
in Europe undergoing a sort of grand
tour from London to Deauville to Biar
ritz 10 Cannes and Monte Carlo. to San
Remo and to many of the lesser casinos in
between. He won, he claimed, some
$10,000. When he returned 1o Boston, he
was filled with what he described as an
irrepressible joie de vivre and a still un-
satisfied yearning to prove himsell on
native ground.

Back in Boston, Bo’s father insisted
that he work at one of the more respecia-
ble brokerage houses in New York. It was
not the money, ol course. His [ather had
long belore arranged a trust so that he
would receive S100.000 on his 25th birth-
day, followed by similar amounts on his
J0th, 35th and 10th birthdays. It was as-
sumed that he would inherit the remain-
der, “the real cash,” on his Luher’s death.
Until the trust commenced, Bo was to re-
ceive a large allowance. But on the condi-
tion that he find work. His father lelt
that in Wall Street he would acquire a




business sense and suitable credentials.
Credemials had been one of his father’s
[avorite words, by which he meant insur-
ance against the unforeseen, the keys to
the scheme of things. In the carly spring
of 1950, armed with numerous letters ol
credit and introduction, Bo set out for
Manhattan. Two weeks later, he accepred
a job as a customers’ man in a reliable
firm at a salary of $100 a week. He began
the job with reluctance and a certain dis-
satislaction, but it would not be for long,
he reasoned. So long as he was limited
to an allowance, he would conceal his
bright hopes in a gray-flannel suit; so
long as he was in tether, he would toe the
mark and soldier on. Indifference, that
was the key. He could wait, It was only a
matter of tume.

I dou't know whether I have managed
to convey the intense quality of Bo's op-
timism. Then, as now, hope was his chicl
happiness; it was absolute and unassail-
able. He was an optimisti—the sort of man
Ambrose Bierce once described as a pro-
ponent of the doctrine that black is
white. But because hope lives in the fu-
ture and always seemed just a jumyp ahead
ol him, it began to cast a little fog of ap-
prehension on Bo's day-to-day activities.
Lach day seemed to him a prison, but to-
morrow. at dawn, the pardon would
come: his hopes were high—as they need-
ed to be, for Bo entered what he later
called the hottom of his life. He once ex-
plained to me that should he ever come to
write his autobiography, that portion of
his life would be eliminated lor reasons of
dullness and a lack of panache. It had
been a compromise, he said, and would
not do.

For the first few years of his Wall Street
period, Bo behaved himself and seemed
to have forgoten his dreams ol brash
knight-erranury. At the age of 25, he came
into the first part of his trust and met the
girl whom he married shortly thereafier.
They lived in a large three-bedroom
apartment on Fifth Avenue overlooking
the park and maintained a weckend
house in a [ashionable part of Wesiches
ter County. Since joining the firm, he had
been rapidly promoted: “They think the
world of Bo.” his wile hiked 1o say. Each
morning. he took the subway to work and
the subwayv back and the weekends were
spent in the coumry. In the second year
ol their marriage, his wile produced a
danghter, and afterward, in the dark of
their apartment or sitting during the long
summer evenings on the porch ol their
country home, she would assure him that
she was  blisslully happy. And so, it
scemed, was he. But sometimes, while rid-
g the subway, that hinde log ol appre-
hension would creep across his mind: he
began to wonder if this were all, il there
would be no lurther nights of revelry, no
more  extravagant  gestures made. It
wastt't fun anymore and the daily subway
rides bhegan to unnerve him—became the
visible svibol of his captivity. He hated

his job, hated its pointless aims, its pomp-
ous air of seli-approval and he began to
feel, as Nick the Greek had, that a guar-
anteed mcome was a guaramecd bore,

“It began quite inadvertenty,” he re-
called. “A colleague at the ollice needed
a fourth for a poker game. I had no par-
ticular feehings about it. I'd made no
unbreakable resolutions. T just hadn't
gambled for a few years. That night. T
wianted to. How can I explain it to you?
I got home at three in the morning. 1'd
won three hundred and fifty dollars, but
it wasn't the money. I didn’t nced the
money. No. it was the action, that sense of
excitement stretched toward a breaking
point that never comes, and [ realized just
how dull my life had become, how insul-
ferably dull. I went to bed, but I couldn’t
sleep., and all the nexe day 1 Tele liude, al-
most orgasmic jolts, not in my cock but in
my mind. It was a revelation. T fele as
though I'd taken a pill.”

His life was never again the same. Even
now, looking hack after 18 years. Bo saw
no tellale clues or inauspicious signs that
might indicate some point of no return
along the way, Quite the reverse, That
nieht revealed to him what he had always
known—it brought him o his senses. He
had. as he saw it denied the best i him,
denied those high elated leaps ol the soul
that rise from the turn of a single card or
the sudden burst of a horse in the stretch.
He had been living oo long at second
hand. reined in. and he wanted to come
into the open now. “It was.” he said, “an
appetite over which I had less and less
control. But. you see, I didn’t want con-
trol. I wanted a kind of [reedom, T sup-
pose, a sense of space. Gambling was just
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something to do, like getting laid, and 1
liked it Istill do. It relieves the pain.”

During those first years, Bo could not
have been more satished, justified, even,
that he had made a sensible decision. And
he won—consistently. He absented him-
scelf from the ofhce more and more. On
his wav home from the track or the gam-
ing p.‘u'lor, he usually boughe his wife
some slight expensive bauble and she
would scold him lor his extravagance
with unconcealed affection. This was Bo's
best period. Curiously. he sensed that his
suceess had litde to do with any real gam-
bling talent; more often than not, he saw
that chance had mervened on his behall.
Even so, he had also come 1o believe that
some eccentric rationale ruled his wild as-
cent—as though magic were merely logic
mispronounced.

It could not last, of course, and slowly
that mysterious Hair of his began to disap
pear. By 1964, his hife had become o
continuous gamble. What had begun as
occasional poker became  thrice-weekly
sessions. He began to lose. He began o
bet on evervthing—cards, backgammon
and craps. the horses and the ouers. the
foothall, baseball and basketball games,
even politics. Suddenly, at the age of 36,
he found he had gone through most ol his
available funds. No one knew—not even
his wile—credit camoullaged thar, buc it
became apparvent that unless he stopped,
that unless, as he hiked to think, his mon-
strous luck quit dogging him, he would
soon come to the end of the line. One
night, in a private high-stakes poker
game, he could not cover his losses with
ready cash and he pur up as collateral the
decd 1o his Filth Avenue apartment. By
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four in the morning, when the game
ended, he returned 1o an apartment that
was no longer his. The new owner gave
ham three months' grace in which 10 move
his chatels out. Bo 1old his wile thac
he was bored. that he required a change,
that they should move to some more
appropriite  address; and  besides, he
expliined, Filth Avenue wasn’t what
it used 1o be. Surprisingly, Bo recalled,
she agreed, but with a kind ol abject
resigikition,

They moved to i more appropriate ad-
dress—a small brownstone somewhat 100
Lar cast in the upper 60s, “Given my set
backs.” said Bo. "1t wasn't bad for a time,
it wasn't bad at all.” Although minor ad-
justments were made and occasional con-
cessions given. their lives continued in
much the same old way—became beuer,
m fact, since Bo had now embarked on an
Indiin summer of good fortunc. But even
irresponsibility develops its own  logic
and with a kind of cevil, rveversible re-
gression, Bo saw his successes slip away.
In 1965, he and his wite had a second
daughrer, whom Bo. during a particularly
bad run at the track, called Hope. But
nothing caume of it That aummn, he
lost 510.000 on the world series and could
not pay. Mixing semitruths with apelogy
and outright lies with mild exaggeration,
he asked his [ather lor help. But even his
charm scemed 1o huve deserted him. His
lather was cold ind polite and he relused.
“It was then” said Bo, “that I felt the
piranoia breaking out in boils all over
my body.”

Whatever Bo had lost, whatever his
real or imagined fears had tiken from
him. he always seemed to me a cheerlul,
uncomplaining man. During 1hose long
nights in the Yorkville bar, he would re
cite the grim account ol his demise with a
Kind of comic malice, as though it had
happened tosome imprudent riend of his.
And vet the night he told me ol those
last Inysteric quests of his 1o overcome his
losses, o Kind of gothic monolog ensucd—
a bitter series ol dashed hopes and dark
reversals that an inexorable fite had
heaped upon him. Rejecred by his father
and wreated more and more with cold sus-
picion by his wile, he cast about for more
amenable solutions. Belore the year was
out, he was sacked by his employers for
embezzling ST5.0000 For reasons ol pro-
pricty. they decided not 1o prosceute. ex-
tacting a frvagile promise that he would
repay the debt one day. “I was at my
wit's end,” he said. “I'd considered every-
thing—insurance schemes, loan sharks. fi-
nance companies, bank loans, everyihing.
In the end, 1 setded on what seemed the
lesser evil.” He continued to gamble, hu
wittning had become a lost cause. He sold
stocks, obtained advances on his trust,
wrote postdated checks, borrowed [rom
the Shylocks, to whom, at one poiut in
his decline, he owed S1000 a week in
intevest itlone. “1'd borrowed sums from
five or six loan outfits,” he said. 1 drove

them all crazy.” At the emd, the schemes,
the advances, the loans. the rewurned
checks. all these separate instances of his
dementia acquired a general dehnition: a
sense ol utter desolmion, of having been
unjustly singled out for some demonic
retribution,

Gambling had hecome a sort of hyp-
nosis. What had begun as a desire 1o
overcome the odds had now become an
obsession 1o keep them at bay. And every-
thing was sacrificed to that. From time 1o
tume in those black years, his wile had
threatened separation. but with tears and
endless promises. she had been dissuaded.
But just helore Christmas in 1969, Bo re-
turned to the apartment o find that she
and the children had gone. “1 think the
final svaw.” he said. “was the day 1
pawned her engagement ving, 1 wld her
I'd only pawned i i 1 hadn't actually
sold it. but she wasn't listening 1o much
sense at the time. 1 used to dream of the
things I'd buy her with my winnings. And
do you know. she thought 7 was sellish?
There was nothing I wouldn’t have done
for her” Bo paused, as though thinking
of Turther favors he might have per-
formed. “No. she was the selfish one,” he
said. “She left me at a rather crucial time,
you know.” Less than two weeks Luer. Bo
received a letter [rom his fther filled
with phrases such s “most disiressed™
. .unwarrantable behavior™ L L thae
a son of mine”™ . . . “nosthernative” L.
in short, that Bo was stricken [rom his
father’s will.

And so. ar the pivowal age of 10, Bo
stood well ourside the periphery ol his
dreams. He fele cheated, as though the dia-
lectic of the game he'd plaved had some
how been impure—falsified. But he was
not an opuimist for nothing: and he
began to search for some new Euclidean
principle that would direct the straight
line of his hope along the shoriest dis-
tance between loss and gain.

Bo's present home was in one of those
quaint and  shabby Upper East Side
strects than in New York, ae least, are Lish-
ionable: here and there, a thin leafless
tree kepr upright by sticks and wires: on
cither side, the drab brownstones with
steep steps rismg to the door. In one of
these, an old Frau ran a boardinghouse,
though in keeping with the neighbor-
hood. they were called  sel-contained
apartments. On one ol the imdings, a
coin-operated telephone wis holted to the
wall: the stair wells were dark and na-
row. For nearly two years. Bo had occu-
pied the Largest of these aparoments i the
top of the house—a single room with one
high window overlooking the street. In-
side: a bed in the corner disguised as 2
divin, an mchair or two, small wood
en tables, a thick wardvobe. a chillo-
nier—the undistinguished brica-brac of
furnished rooms. But dotted round the
room were remieints of Bo's past—silver-
[ramed photographs of Bo as a dapper




young man, Bo at Princeton, Bo and his
smiling wife in some such place as Biar-
ritz, his children. In the corner were sev-
eral walking sticks, a silver trophy was on
the mantel and on a table next to the bed
lay an old silver brush and tortoise-shell
comb. There was an antiquated air about
the place and T always felt as though I
had entered a rather cheap museum.

Bo was now neuly 44 and he liked to
think that life had made a realist of him.
Increasing Damon Runyon’s odds, he be-
licved that all lile was cight o five
against, that this was inevitable, the way
ol the world. Banned from his heaven, Bo
began 1o praise his hell. T once asked him
il he regrevted the waste of all thar had
gone before. A waste?” he said. “How
can you call it a waste? 1've cornered
more  excuement  mmto l“-'L'lllY minutes
than most men have in twenty years.

“A riend of mine,” he continued, “who
is now involved in Gamblers Anonymous,
tried to talk me into going. I mean, he
thought I was some kind of sick loony. Do
I look sick? Gambling gives me a sense of
camaraderie. that’s all. T suppose 1t re-
minds me of my days at Princeton. But
that's not sick. At one time, I'll admit, 1
thought of suicide, just alter my wile
walked out, but I won on the Jets that
Sunday and forgot all about it.”

Bo talked obsessively about the one
game, the one hand. he felt had con-
quered him, as though it had been a turn-
ing point—that single wager that had
sliced his life o two quite separate ¢n-
tities. He was very unlucky 1o have lost
that night, he said, with 515,000 in the
pot. “Had that not happened.” he mused.
absent-mindedly caressing the silver tro-
phy, “had the next card been the three
ol diamonds. . . .

“I remember leaving the room hur-
ricdly. I was broke and had 10 quie. 1
rushed outside and got violently sick,
vomiting everywhere, Suddenly. there in
the vomit, I saw a filvy-dollar bill. T saw
it quite clearly and grabbed at it But it
was only an old piece of newspaper and
I was sick all over again.” It was only
alter that, he claimed, that he began
pressing—drawing two cards to a flush,
drawing to inside straights, raising on
dences. blufling and almost never folding.
After that. he dropped from sight, saw
none ol his former friends and took a se-
rics of memial jobs, of which bartending
was the best, since the pay was good and
it gave him company. And he continued
to gmnble. convineed that sconer or later,
his break would come.

Nick the Greek once said thar the ma-
jority of prople share a common goal and
a common failing: “They believe that
money is something far more than a handy
scorckeeping  device.” Bo would have
agreed with that, though for quite a dif-
ferent reason. “It used to be” he sad,
“that il I were winning, I'd play to win

more, and if T were losing, I'd play to get
even. But I don't think about the money
anymore. I made that mistake last time.
The play’s the thing, the play. You know?
Hell, I read the license plates ahead of me
in trafhc jams, figuring just how good a
hilo hand they'll make. T really love to
play.” He looked at me and sat down, a
faint smile of suspicion on his Lxce. “You
think that's unusual, don’t you? Come
on. everybody gambles. Look around you.
Look at the business world. There are a
lot of Monopoly games going on.”

I saw Bo gambling at cards only once.
He didn't like me around, he said. as [
disturbed his concenuration. But  one
night he relented. and after his shilg,
we went 10 a shabby hotel on the West
Side. Bo nodded to the desk clerk: we
wilked upstairs and down a hall to
a small overheated room that recked of
sweat and stale dgarettes. The door was
locked behind us. Inside, there were five
plavers at an oval table—seedy. unshaven
men of indeterminate age. One of them,
a huge Puerto Rican with a gold front
tooth. wore little more than his trousers
and a pair of suspenders hitched across
lis naked shoulders. They were all drink
ing cheap whiskey. The men nodded and
Bo sat down—out of place in his pin-
stripe suit, like a character who had win-
dered into the wrong play. But he seemed
perfecdy at home—the silence, broken
only by a radio. by coughs and grull in-
structions (o raise, to pass or fold, the
smoke, the sweat, the sense of ugly iso-
lation, were instances ol an  all-too-
hospitable geography now. Theodor Reik
observed that gambling was “a kind ol
question addressed 10 desting.” And i
scemed o me that Bo had bent his head
in such a way as to have heard an answer.
For e was in his clement now and he
plaved with the intensity ol a man who
sensed that cach new dawn, each new
tirn of the card. represemied a place
where pain was neutralized and memory
dulled. where hope.  like some  old
familiar  landmark, would guide him
home again.

It was dawn. (It is always dawn on
these occasions.) Bo had played through
out the night and, collecting his win-
nings, about S100, we lelt. We parted a
the corner. He was drunk: he scemed agi-
tated and very tived. as if he had just
come down ofl Methedrine. The strects
were empty but for a passing milkiman
and two or three black hookers loitering
in o door at the corner. Bo began 1o sing,
in a thick dissonant voice. Adjusting the
Fapels of his pinstripe suit and running
his fingers through his thinning hair, he
recled  quaintly toward  the corner. 1
never saw him again. I don’t know where
he was going. nor I think did he. but slid-
ing out [rom the door, onc of the hookers
took Bo by the arm and helped him

on his way.
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WRITER AS POLITICAL CRAZY

Nazi rhetoric about “blood and soil,” is
olien lunny in its unqualified preten-
tiousness. Lawrence once wrote in a
leter:

Il a lizard Edls on the breast of a
pregnant woman, then the blood-
being ol the lizard passes with a
shock into the blood-being ol 1he
wonnn and is manslerred o the le-
tus, probably without intervention
cither ol nerve or brain conscious-
ness. And this is the origin of totem:
and for this reason some wribes no
doubt really were kangaroos.

T. S. Eliot was not as obviously far out
as Lawrence, Pound, Céline (who be-
cime Pétain’s pasonal physician during
the Vichy period) and other great pres-
ences in the 20th Century revolution of
modernism. Unlike Céline, who always
heard a buzzing in his head from wounds
incurred in 1914 but wrote the most sav-
agely powerlul French prose of our time
in his great novel Journey to the End of
the Night, Eliot was an almost preposter-
ously proper type. He was a deeply re-
pressed man who wrote his great early
poem, The Love Song of J. Aljved Pru-
frock, dircaly about sexual timidity and
deprivation carried 1o the point ol schizo-
phrenic delusion.

Eliot was so ravaged and broken down
by the mental illness of his first wife that
i his most [amous poem, The Waste
Land, he identihed his personal desola-
tion with the disintegration of Europe.
But as he said when paying tribuie to
Pound’s inspired cutting and sharpening
ol the poem (Pound also raised a fumd to
send Eliot to recuperate in Switzerland),
The Waste Land should not have heen
taken, so much as it was, lor a picture of
civilization in wouble. It was Tom Eliot
who was in trouble.

Still, like so many great poets and nov-
clists ol the suspenseladen  Twenties
(civilization scemed 1o be hanging in the
balance, and indeed it soon fell). Eliot
did Lmcy himself something of a pundit
about socicry, iradition, culture. He once
made a ridiculous specch to the Conserva-
tive Association in London (at which two
lormer prime ministers swelled the cap-
tive audience) that demonstrated his lack
ol any real ideas on the subject of politics.
But in England he became such a VIP
that he finally convinced himself that it
wis up to him 1o help save poor declining
Enghnd. Alas. he remained such a make-
believe. liverary theorist of society that at
a time when everybody in England knew
that semething had to be done about the
monstrously inadequine eductional sys-
tem, Eliot publicly opposed raising the
school-leaving age from 14 to 15. He ad-
vocated incquality of education on the
grounds that it was nonsense to belicve
“that a great deal of fivst-class ability

206 - - - is being wasted” A few years later,
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the classic Robbins report on higher edu-
cation in England proved thiat “most of
the intelligence of the nation was in fact
being wasted.”

William Butier Yeats. swrely the grear-
est poet in English of the 20th Century,
developed as i poet so amazingly that his
Tater poetry was infinitely sharper, tarter,
more magical and sensual than his carly
romamtic poems. But the fierceness of his
TIrish mind led him to develop a foolish
contempt for what he assumed o be the
elfeteness of modern umes. He saw the
present as a mere transition 1o a more leg-
endary, traditionalist [uture. He was in-
[atuited with Mussolini's Fascism, which
he hilariously called individualist. He
supported the Irish Fascist Blue Shirts,
led by General Duily. Yeats wrote, with
misplaced confidence in his own words:

Politics are growing heroic. De Va-
Iera has forced political thought to
face the most [undamental issues. A
Fascist opposition is lorming behind
the scenes to be ready should some
tragic situation develop. 1 find myself
constantly urging the despotic rule of
the educated classes. . . . 1 know half
a dozen men, any one of whom may
be Caesar—or Catiline. I is amusing
to live in a country where men will
always act. Where nobody is satished
with thought. There is so little in our
stocking that we are ready at any mo-
ment to turn it inside out, and how
can we not feel emulous when we sce
Hitler juggling with his sausage of

stocking. . .. The chance of heing
shot is raising evervbody's spirits
enormously.

- - -

In a sense, we have all been political
nuts since the world-wide Depression of
the Thirties: this led straight w the
still-incredible destructiveness of  1939-
195 and  the revolutions. wins,  civil
wars, mass insurrections that have fol-
lowed World War  Two. This war
certainly made us all “very tough.” as
Kurt Vonnegut says in Slanghicrhouse-
Five. But the tougher we get, the more we
arow alraid of ourselves. There seems o
be no escape [rom political anxicy. Yet
lor all this unrelenting pressure of politi-
cal issues on every man, wonran and child
just now (especially in an age when in-
stant mass  communictions single out
and dramatize every act ol violence. every
rape and shoot-out as a political protest),
our faith in our own political ideis and
nostrums, in the usc of reason and in the
exercise of right language, has corre-
spondingly dedined.

This is why, in our time, the writer as
political nut is such a spectacle. Words-
worth and Shelley, Tolstoy and Dostoi-
cvsky, Emerson and Thoreau still had
perlect faith in the power ol literature
over the minds, souls, lives ol evervone.

Today even the best of writers cannot
help doubting the rightness and rele-
viance of literature to the whole human
predicament. This decline of confidence
comes at a time when any wiriter with
imagination is likely to feel increasingly
owraged by the pelitical nuts evervwhere
who shape lives and send children 1o use-
Iess wars; who order the Culban TV 1o
cover the execution ol political prisoners;
who allot billions every year 1o pav o
paist wars, present wars, fuiure wars: who
unleash the killings in Northern Ireland.
the killings in Colombia, the killings in
Americ; who perpetuate the milizarism
ol senile Southern politicians, the epi-
demic of drug taking on the part of the
voung, the fanaticism ol political debate,
the overbearingness ol politicians, the
poisoning of personal relationships in
what French novelist Nathalie Sarraute
calls “the age of suspicion.”

Although I have never had an original
political idea in my life, I, 1oo. am a polin
cal nut. For without being able to do any-
thing about it, I have been maddencd
by the slaughter of so many iunocent
prople, the unspeakable cruelty in the
very sirects of American cities, the insane
sell-righteousness of people who excuse
their blood lust as political virtue. Litera-
ture has been lile itsell to me, certainly
the most creative part ol life. Yet aware ol
myself as a writer peculiarly concerned
with the minds of other writers, I am even
more aware that the news, the alarms, the
disturbances that Al our lives all day
and every day have not brought the
most gifted writers of my time any corre-
sponding faith that they will be listened
to and believed.

It was thus exaaly his political insig-
nificince that cemented Pound's crazi-
ness. For he was not wsed to having
anything he said or believed on any sulb-
ject dismissed as insignificant. Like D. H.
Lawrence and so many other [amous
writers with a notable Faith in all their
own  pronouncememts, Pound was
spoiled child and sounded ofl for 70 vens
with the sell-assurance ol one. Freud said
that the Lavorite of the mother is alwavs o
“conqueror.” Pound was the [avorite ol
both his parents, was peculiarly close 1o
them (and always had them around in
heathen Europe) up 1o an amazingly L
age. He was used 1o being loved and fond-
Iy listened to evidently from bhabvhood.
In his broadcasts, he sounded off about
the “spivit of '76,” which he thougin his
family represented—a  grandfather had
been a Congressman. It is important to
note about this political nut that he was
able to sustain good relationships with
wile and mistress openly. He was a won-
derlul friend and always so sood 10
people he admizved that the poet Louis
Zukolsky and other Jews have defended
him against the charge ol bheing person-
ally ami-Semitic. On the other hand. i is
a fact that when this spoiled child feh




ignored, not made ¢nough of for any rea-
son, he turned petulant—this seems to
have happened in England, and he came
to hate the English just as publicly as
he excoriated those financiers and other
superpowerful bogeymen he called kikes.

Pound always took his own opinions
most seriously. He could be humble and
contrite, as befits a man of 60 held prison-
er in a steel cage who discovered after the
war that he had been extolling leaders
who had put 1,000,000 Jewish children to
death. But his earlier cockiness stemmed
Irom his poet’s sense of personal author-
ity. One ol the wonders of human creativ-
ity is the sureness with which poets come
to trust their wayward moods, the electric
tnstinct with which they can put unre-
lated and opposing things into exciting
combination. The poet’s gift is one ol the
most remarkable forms of mental organi-
zation known to nature. It involves the
ability to bring together different levels
of being, to unite into sound items drawn
from both our deepest unconscious and
our dosest thinking. Yet even among
modern poets, [amous for emphasizing the
“natural” qualities of the spoken voice,
Pound is remarkable for turning the most
amuzing pile of ideas and reminiscences
1o beautiful sound.

His most ambitious and most [amous
poem, the 84 Cantos, is in many respects i
weird junk shop and flea marker ol his
random experiences (and favorite quota-
tions). Yeats called the Cantos “nervous
obsession, nightmare, stammering confu-
ston.” It is studded, in no discernible
order, with Chinese ideograms and quota-
tions from the Greek, Provengal, Talian;
it is full of historical freight lifted bodily
from the political papers of John Adams
and the diries of John Quincy Adams,
and I mean lifted, not stolen. It is by
turns also catty and tremulously “beyooti-
ful” in a romantic style not seen since
Pound was in high school, and it is char-
acteristic of his mind that he repeats
stories about mandarin figures in the ars
he knew lor over hall a century without
his noticing the repetitions.

Reading the Cantos is a kind ol exer-
cise in magic: You wait lor the great man
to deliver a rabbit out of so much drivel
and, by God, sometimes he does! There
are many stunning passages, much pre-
tense and, above all, a lot of the sutic
buzzing in Pound’s curious mind. Finally,
Pound is a maker of pastiches, clever imi-
lilliﬂlls .'Illl'.l illl])l‘r.‘iﬂllil[iollﬁ OII IIU\\' illl}'
and all poets have sounded through the
ages. Although the Cantos is rveally an
old Saratoga trunk stufled with personal
memorabilia, Lintastic reading, conscious
and unconscious quotations, gossip, ha-
wed and spite, itis, in the end, a work in
honor of poctry as Pound's real life, his
best life. As a poet, Pound was able to rise
above the debris of his life, above the
junk pile of his miscellaneous and some-
times phony learning. By his gilt fo
making poctry sound, by sheer hypnotic

“A package of condominiums, please.”

incantation, he did make his unbelievable
contraption move.

George Orwell was  probably  right
when he called Pound a [aker. Pound al-
wiys pretended 1o more languages than
he had, and certainly to more knowledge
of history and economics. But Orwell was
not a poet. His wonderful commonsensi-
¢l mind made him the longneeded
scourge of upper-class English leftists who
cheerfully thought Marxist dictatorship
good enough for the common people. But
Orwell was incapable of understanding
the peculiarly intuitive accomplishment
at work in wizard poets like Pound—
which is a form ol genuine divination, of
occult knowledge. As Rilke said, “Paetry
is the past that breaks out in our hearts.”

Pound had this gift. And, like many
pocts, he had it 1o a degree that unbal-
anced him. Poets are different  from
prose writers: They are more the victims
ol words for words’ sake; but they also
have an inborn sense of what hLies bur-
ied in words—the human traditions and
human practices that have been con-
gealed into the rhvthm, force and color of
words alone. Poets have a right to speak
for that realm within our own minds that
feels like another world. This other world
lies in the undecipherable network of our
unconscious thought, where we are under
the spell ol words and the combination
of words without knowing what they
“mean.” Poets like Pound have this secret
writing in their heads to such an extent
that they are olten literally eracked. They
see lile through this crack and often they
become this crack.

The mad poets are legion. a legion of
the damned. Since the 18th Century and
the beginning of modern, romantic po-
etry, we have had such certified madmen
and lunatic cases as Christopher Smanrt,
John Clare, Dr. Johnson, William Cow-
per. William Blake, Friedrich Haolderlin,
Paul Verlaine—and, in our day, the Ger-
man Nobel Prize winner Nelly Sachs,
Robert Lowell. Anne Sexton, Delmore
Schwartz. And there are the suicide pocts
—~Gérard de Nerval, Hare Crane, Sylvia
Plath, Randall Jarrell, John Berryman.

Pound's good [riend Ernest Heming
way said of him when he was on wrial for
treason, “Pound’s crazy. All poets are.
They have to be. You don’t put a poct
like Pound in the loony bin. For history's
sake, we shouldn’t keep him there.” But
from Pound’s own point of view, this cra-
ziness may have been the positive in his
life, the force behind his unquenchable
mental energy, his gilt for whipping
up other minds into an intellectual ex-
citement like his own. Pound was an
unstoppable talker, mover, prodder; his
intellectual energy, his pocet’s sense that
whatever he said was authoritative be-
cause a poel said it made him (hink ol
language as the divine gilt embodied in
him. He was a creature of words, be-
witched by words, haunted by his own
}}(l‘\'l_‘l' LO summon lll) l]": III}'lh“i l‘ll. hlllllilll
history from the amazing deep thae is a
poct’'s mind.

Pound was, lrom ecstatic youth on, the
poet’s poet, a man driven mad with ex-
citement by his own gift, by poetry every-
where in the atr of his lile. He had a sure
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instinct for what was first-rate. It is a mat-
ter of record that he was also the most
generous of critics to now-lamous poets
when they siill needed @ hearing, Bue the
world-wide Depression of the Thirtes
brought out all lis [amily’s obsession
with hnance as an Eastern monopoly
(his Tather. Homer Pound. once actually
printed his own scrip to pav off his
emplovees). Pound became obsessive on
the subject of “usurv.” assumed on his
own that the banks and  banks
alone, “international hnanciers,”  held
evervone else in tluall by lorcing them o
borrow all capital at high interest rates.
By rapid stages Pound became a believer
in Major Douglas™ Social Credit. then
in Mussolini's theory that the Fascist state
could be made up of “corporations™ from
the dilterent classes that would work 10-
gether in the interest of the state, then in
the Nazi clatms that rich Jews alone held
the purse suwings in Europe and. by
squeezing ofl aredit, were vesponsible for
the Depression,

Pound vead a lot in history. but only to
find things suitable 10 his growing para-
noia that “they™ were alter the rese ol
“us” and o his megalomania than a few
great men i history. hike himsell, Con-
fucius and John Adams, knew all the
amswers, Have vou ever seen margin-
al comments in library books—"lool!
Hasn't he read Blankety Blank, page
832" Pound’s economic pamphlets are
like that.

What is most disturbing about Pound
the political nut (s opposed to Pound
the poet) is how cheap. nasty, downright
stupid his sivle becomes in polemic, This
is already clear in the excerpts [rom his
“treason” broadeasts during the war. It
appears i many cantos. In the original
version ol canto 52, for example, Pound
propounded the lie that the poor Jews of
Earvope. just then being shghtered by
Hitler, were paving  for the  “guilt”
(Schudd in German) of the Rothschilds
(the name means red shicld in German),
whom Pound typically called the Stink-
schulds. These names were replaced by
blanks in the complewe edition ol the
Cantos. But it is wpical ol vight-wing
maizt on the subjeat of Jews that one of
the most brilliant critics ol Pound, Hugh
Kenner. repeats this dimgerous Talsehoaod
in his recent book, The Pound Era, when
he savs ihat “Hider jailed no Rothschilds,
and Pound thought that the poor Jews
whom German resentment drove ino
concentration camps were sulfering lor
the sins ol their inaceessible coreligion-
ists.” Kenner quotes these beautitul lines
from cimo 52:

SuV-s0

Stinkschuld sin draweing venseance,
poor yilts paying for Stinksehuld,
paying for a few big jews” vendetla
on goyim.
- - -
Kenner dees not know how  muany
“Rothschulds™ died in Naai camps. Still,
right-wing  lLiterary critics are not the

greatest danger to the republic just now.
The most obvious political nuts among
writers are on the lelt, whether New Lelt,
yomber Lelt or Would-Be Lelt. Norman
Alailer, in o fimous essay. " The White
Negro,” on the necessity of white middle-
cliass writers like himsell becoming “psy-
chopaths™ or “hipsters™ so as 1o beat bhack
the conlormism poisoning Americen lile,
wrote that as apposed to the archesquare
and obedient goody-goady male who “can
conform to what he loathes because he
no longer has the passion to feel loathing
so intensely,” two strong 18-year-old hood-
lums beating in the bridns of a candy-
store keeper do have courage of a1 sort:

for one murders not only a weak 50-
year-old man but an institution as
well. one violates private propenty,
one enters o new relations with
the police and introduces a danger-
ous clement o oue’s lile. The
hoodlum is therelore daring the un-
known, amnd so no matter how brutal
the act, it is not altogether cowardly.,

I once heard Mailer lament to a private
discussion group that literature is “con-
servative.” He is an alwavs exciting writer
who for years has also been plaving every
possible role in and out of his work be-
cause his desire Tor himself is. above all,
to be a doer. risk taker. adventurer not
content with mere writing. But, of course,
writing is Mailer's life and his ouly real
consistency. A good deal of his posturing
consists a0 sticking his head over the
wrench, velling Fuck you, squares! and
then comentedly  gewting back to  his
typing.

Pound hated Jews because he had a
child’s version ol history: Everything was
just lovely in his Golden West until those
corrupters from the East came in. Mailer
15 a Jew with a tvpical modern dislike of
being a “good Jew.” As hie has olten said,
being a Nice Jewish Bov is the one role
urtacceptable to hine He, 100, is a spoiled
child. with a parualuy o his own family
that permits him, like Pownud. 10 tike oll
on the world at Lirge whenever he likes.

Right-wing muts are distinguished by
their feeling lor tradition. continuity and
the paranoiac delusion that some evil per-
son or force is trving 1o break up some-
thing that was never questioned before.
Leh-wing nuts arve distinguished by the
delusion that activism at anv price, sym-
bolic activism il necessary, will redeem
man (whether he likes it or not) [rom the
suffering inflicied on him i the past and
present. Mailer is actually a very cagey
writer. is by no means taken in by his own
propaganda and is certainly no “poct” in
the cracked and suicidal tradition. But he
docs have the itch 1o get things moving,
and he is so much one Jewish mother’s fa-
vorite that he does have the delusion tha
anmviliing he sayvs about women. the in-
[amy ol hirth convol (and the necessity
ol abortions). the city ol New York, high-

rise apartments, the nature ol movies,
Marilyn Monroe. Nixon, McGovern, the
moon shots. the shortsleeved WASP tech-
nicians in the Houston space center, eLc.,
is true and important and vital because
he feels these things and people must
look up to hear him say these things. And
saying is for Mailer i lorm of doing. He is
essentially a novelist, of course. For some
years now, he has been living his novels
rather than writing them. Like many
tellectual Jews, he is also o moralist, his
head beating against the mythically per-
fect unlimited  future that something
must bring us to.

Robespicire, the very tvpe of the abso-
Iutist radical who coudemns masses of
prople o death in the name of revolu-
tion as the “hnal solution™ to all human
problems. actually described himself as a
“pure and sensitive soul.” His deepest be-
Liel was that the French Revolution could
have been made only by pure and sensi-
tive souls. That passion exists, he once
said ina speech o his followers, “that
sublime and sacred love of humimity,
without which a great revolution is but a
manifest carime  that  destroys  another
crime: it exists, that generous ambition to
found on this cartle the first republic of
the world. . .. You feel it hurning at this
very moment in your souls; I feel it in
my own.”

To burn with one’s own virtue and
indignation is the great mark of high-
principled radicals. But no one has ever
burned quite so fiercely as far-out radi-
cals, blacks and fennnists have i our dav.
It wias {or the sake of humanity at Lrge,
of course, that The Realist published the
report that on the plane wking Lyndon
Johnson and John Kennedyv's body back
to Washington alter the assassination in
Dallas, Johnson mounted the corpse and
reached  sexual climax i the throat
woutd of his predecessor. 1t was in the
name of the highest principles that James
Baldwin addressed Angela Davis in pris-
on as “mysister in Dachau.” Susan Sontag
saud in Partisan Review: " The white race
is the cancer ol history. It is the white
race and it alone—its ideologies and in-
ventions—which  eradicnes autonomous
civilization wherever it spreads, which has
upsct the ecological baliance ol the plan-
e, which now threatens the Very CNIst-
ence ol Tife ftsell”

Sometimes it is not necessary 1o be a
lalented writer, just a literary feller, to
contribute o what Benjamin DeMou
called “The Age of Overkill,” Louis
Kampl. recemly president of the Modern
Language Association (the Largest pro-
[essional organization ol literature teach-
crs in the world). wrowe in The Trouble
with Literature that “the study ol liter-
ature—the voveurism implicic in this—
must really come 1o an end if all of us
arc 1o be Tull participants in the making
ol our culture.” Kampl wrote of Lincoln




Center in a collection of essays called The
New Left that “not a performance should
go by without disruption. The [ountains
should be dried with calcium chloride,
the statuary pissed on, the walls smeared
with shit.”

Just now the most vocilerous expressers
of outrage in this country are blacks, ho-
mosexuals and feminists. All three groups
(theugh certainly not in equal propor-
tions) have good reason to complain of
legal disabilities against them. prejudice
and malevolence at krge. But no group
ever protests until it is organized as a
group. gets a growing sense of power and
the assurance that its grievances are sym-
pathized with by many forces in the com-
munity. But il one protests as a writer,
with a writer’s skill and a writer’s sense of
his or her own importance, one also ex-
aggerates by dint of one’s own natural
and professional egotism. There is some-
thing peremptory, dogmatic. teacherlike
about any kind of literary gift. As Serge
KoussevitzZky once said in his special
brand of Russian-English to a young con-
ductor who had lost control of the orches-
tra: Is tooking a tempo and kept it!

To write is to take a tempo, to lay
down a line, to set up an argument and to
keep it. Persuasion, indoctrination. influ-
ence are what writing does. and thatis why
writers with an eye on the audience are
the last ones in ereation to live up to the
French saying “Truth is in the nuance.”

As the Mailer syndrome has shown, writ-
ing can be an exercise of power, of ma-
chismo, of keeping all directives in your
keeping. It can be a form of absolute
domination—especially over the truth,
over the writer's own contradictory feel-
ings. Many women writers these days
are bursting out. understandably. Sylvia
Plath, who is becoming @ martyr symbol
to many feminist writers, was a gifted but
thoroughly morbid writer: indeed, a spe-
cialist in death, hypnotized by the Nazis®
killing of millions. Violent against her-
self, she wrote in a [amous poem, Daddy,
that her German-born Luther, an inno-
cent professor of biology in Boston who
incurred her wrath by dying when she
was very young, was a “Nazi” and a
“bastard.”

These lines were idiotic, shameful. But
it is funny as well as sad 1o find an equal-
ly talented woman poct, Adrienne Rich,
say in a recent book review: 1 believe
that the poem Daddy is more than Plath’s
exorcism of her own [ather; 1t is an
attempt to exordise the patriarchy in-
ternalized in everv woman—the same
patriarchy that committed Dachau and
Hiroshima.”

Anything goes in our time. Rage is epi-
demic, especially when it is would-be
rage. Without strong feclings. man, you
may be just another square! Rage makes
us all revolutionaries. And artists at the
same time? A talented black poet, who

knows, of course, that Malcolm X was
murdered by blacks, turns on his own
people in a poem called The Nigga
Section and writes with mounting [ury:

slimy obscene creatures. insane
creations of a beast. you

have murdered a man. you
have devoured me. you

have done it with precision
like the way you stand green

in the dark sucking pus
and slicing your penis

As they lurch toward the end of the
20th Century, writers have good reason to
worry whether literature will survive. But
meanwhile, rage as literature is a going
game. “Things arc in the saddle and ride
mankind,” a great American writer wrote
in the last century, “the century of hope.”
Things ride us more and more, and we
are right to feel much of what we leel. But
feeling can be a liar, a pretense, a piece of
opportunism. In our time, just now, our
supposed innocence as private human
beings combines all too nicely with our
political fury at what is happening to
mankind. Rage makes up a lively substi-
wute for the balance and modesty and.
above all, the personal honesty that will
alone get us to do what we seem least
capable of just now—to live with one
another.

haves, but...
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people, places, objects and events of interest or amusement

NO-REST ROOMS

“M"” and “J" never had it so good. A hold

new breed of motel chain called The
Experience has opened in Southern California
and after one look at your room, brother,

you'll know exactly what kind of experience
they're referring to. Synthetic furs.

Mirrors galore. Water beds. And-—Holy Baby
Oil!—your very own dosed-circuit-TV dirty
movies right in the room. Rates are from $20 to
$25 at 930 West Olympic Boulevard, Los Angeles.
Take that, you Holiday Inns.

ATOMIX EXPLOSION
Riddle: What measures 1256mmx125mmx
25mm and contains 6000 high-precision
steel balls in free motion? Atomix, of course,
created by Frangois Dallegret and available for
$35 postpaid from Emotion Productions,
Inc. (P. O. Box 282, Montreal 215, Quebec).
What is it> We are not sure, but for some
reason, people tend to sit around turning
it over in their hands while the little
balls rearrange themselves in distinctive
patterns and hang suspended by
electrostatic forces. Perfect lor that

uobotomized person in your life.

GETTIN' HIGH ON BLUEGRASS
Load up the camper and spend the summer touring three brand-
new bluegrass festivals. First, the Old Time Mountain, Country
Cajun, Blues and Bluegrass Folk Music Festival in York,
Pennsylvania, June 29-July 4. Next, the West Virginia Old Time
Mountain, Country Bluegrass Folk Music Festival in Glenville,
West Virginia, July 26-29. And, finally, there's bluegrass across the
border, at the Ontario Bluegrass Festival in Burlington,
Ontario, August 3-5. For talent: Earl Scruggs, The Osborne
Brothers and Doc Watson, among others. For more info: Virginia
Folklore Society, Box 186, Fairfax, Virginia. Them's good pickings.

FOR THAT LITTLE OLD WINE DRINKER—YOU
Omar Khayyim had the right idea: a loaf of bread, a jug of wine
and thou—standing there in a bottle-green smoking jacket swirling
a glass of Cheval Blanc "47 as you talk about deep nose
and long foretaste and clean finish. So you don’t know Cheval
Blanc from vin blanc? Subscribe to what's probably the best
oenological correspondence course available: a 12-]esson series at
$4.95 per, from the André Duval Institute at 53 West Jackson
Boulevard in Chicago. What you'll get are labels, maps, pronounc-
ing records, guides, quizzes and more, all designed to acquaint
you with wines of the world,
great and small. Once you've
become a grape nut, of course
you'll want to name-drop by
putting up large poster
lithographs of some of the
greatest wine labels of
this century—Lafite "45,
Latour "29, Mouton 52,
among others—that are being
marketed by the BDC
Company, Box 2827, Los
Angeles 90028. Prices are
from $4 to $7.50. And they .
also sell four-color posters of
such immortal bottles as
Mouton-Rothschild 1893, at
$6. Sommelier, make it
one for my baby and one
more for the wall.




FOUR-LETTER WORD
It's the ultimate kinetic sculpture—an
11“x 5” Plexiglas box that blinks
out four-letter words at random from a
library of 8000 possibilities on
readout tubes. And you just sit
there, waiting for you-know-what to
appear. Viewing speed can be adjusted
from one to 120 words per minute, says its
creator, Milwaukee artist Raymond
Weisling, who heads Polymedia Electron
Arts, P. O. Box 5621. The price is $195
postpaid. Darn dear, that cost.

CRUMBS ON THE WATER

That mad master of the underground
comic, R. Crumb, is still truckin’.

A cookbook titled Eat It—with recipes
by his wife, Dana, and Shery
Cohen—has just been published and,
of course, it's chock-full of illustrations
by the inimitable Crumb himself.

At §1.95 from hipper bookstores, Eat
Ii is already selling like hot cakes.
Also, be advised (or warned) that he's
just put out the first 78-rpm record

in 20 years. It features R. Crumb and
His Keep-on-Truckin® Orchestra
(Crumb’s on vocals, banjuke and
piano) and is available for two

dollars from the Krupp Comic Works,
P. O. Box 5699, Milwaukee,
Wisconsin. Heavy Crumb.

=

AND NOW,
DIRECT FROM
FREEBISH'S CHAPEL....

Would you believe a $200
talking wedding album that
preserves for posterity your
nervous little voices jabbering
out those fateful “I do’s"? Yes,
somebody in Brooklyn named
Bernie Pollack is marketing the
first Sight and Sound Wedding
Album that includes voice-over
narration by a professional
announcer who describes in
glowing detail the pageantry
that’s unfolding right before
your dewy eyes. The heart of the
album is a Japanese cassette
player and there’s space for

44 pictures. Well, if you won't
buy all that, would you settle
for a couple of 8x10 glossies?

GO LIKE THE DEVIL

By some quirk of fate, the
Volkswagen Beetle may be destined
to be the most customized car

of them all. The latest development
in this fad is a fiberglass hood
cover in the form of a Devil's [ace.
Created by a New Mexico outfit,
Universal Plastics, in Rio Rancho
Estates, the $95 cover bolts onto
your machine’s hood and the horns
swivel so as not to obstruct the
driver’'s view. And, best of all,

if a cop stops you for speeding
while you're Beelzebubing

about, what better excuse could
you have than “The Devil

made me do it"?

JAZZ, JIMMY AND THE GENIUS
Thanks to his many recordings, plus extensive media coverage in print
and on film, the Ray Charles story is pretty well known. This year,
though, it acquires a new dimension, as James Baldwin is writing The Life
and Times of Ray Charles for the Newport Jazz Festival (June 29-July 8,
in New York City). Baldwin will narrate his own opus, with music by
R.C. himsell—obviously, not a new version of Blues for Mister Charlic.
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PLAYHOATE OF THE YTEAR
(continued from page 152)

rLAavisoy LEditor and Publisher—who also
wis to present her with a $5000 cash prize
from rraysov. Marilyn's largess by no
means ends there. Her bounty includes:

A 56000 fourseater Plavmate Pink
Volve 1800 ES sports car, powered by a
fucl-injecred B20F engine.

A holiday in Mexico lor two, under the
auspices of the Mexican Government
Tourtsm Deparunent, arvanged through
the courtesy of Wilbert Sanchez ol its
Miami ofhice. Features include transporia-
tion via Mexicana Airlines and accommo-
dations at El Presidente hotel in Mexico
City and the Villa Vera hotel in Acapulco.

A 1973 Schwinn ladies” Super Sport
tenspeed racing bicyde, with complete
accessories, in Playmate Pink.

A sixpicce set of  hand-tailored,
matched luggage: caltan and maxi-apron
in Near East design: and Spectrum sculp-
tured clock that changes colors with the
time, all [rom Ratheon.

A Sperti sun Jamp from Cooper-Hewitt
Elcaric

Bushnell Model 129114 Banner Zoom
deluxe binoculars from Bushnell Optical.

Bremwood  Bellissima wig wardrobe
Irom Sam Tiller.

A make-up collection from Svd Simons.

Aluminum tennis racquer, cover and
carry bag [rom Playboy Sports Products.

Atomic Glass 2000 fiberglass skis and
AMunari ski boots [rom Gold AMedal Sports.

Prismatic ski poles. Bausch & Lomb ski
glasses and gogeles, all from Collins Ski
Products.

A collection ol Promark ski gloves by
Wells Lamont Corporation.

Designer ensembles in Plavmate Pink
from noted couturiers Halston,  John
Anthony and Adele Simpson.

Marco Polo down-insulated ski apparel
[rom Don Shingler.

A Jantzen swimsuit wardrobe.

A ruby-eved, 11-ki. gold Rabbit pin by
Maria Vogr.

A collection ol sunglasses from Re-
nauld International.

A queen’s ransom in giftis hrom Core
Enterprises: Pamasonic Cresiview  AM/
FM sterco system with 8-track cartridge
player: Panasonic pop-up television with
AM/FM radio: Roval portable electric
typewriter: sports and dress watches from
the Lady Seiko Boutique series: Konica
pocket 35mm camera; Polaroid 450 cam-
era kit with complete accessories: Strum
& Drum Ensenada guitar: Diamint jew-
elry by OGI International: Lady Schick
Shaving Wand and Speed Styvler with mist
spray:; and a Franzus portable current
converter.

And, so that Marilyn and her friends
may toast her successes  present  and
future, a case of crackling ros¢ from
Paul Masson and a case of Pol Roger
dry special champagne Irom Frederick
Wildman & Sons. Lud. Prosit!

“Incidentally, how

tall are you?”

FLASHMAN AT THE CHARGE
(continued from page 146)

Tishkandis disappearance can have
been no loss to anyone; it was a dirty col-
lection of huts with a pier, and beyond
it the ground cdimbed slowly through
marshy salt {lats 1o 200 miles of arid.
empty desert. You could call it steppe, 1
suppose, but it's dry, rocky, hearthreaking
country, ht only lor camels and Lizards.

“Ust-Urt,” says one ol the oflicers as he
looked atit, and the very name sent my
heart into my boots.

It's dangerous country. too. There was
i squadron of lancers waiting for us when
we landed. 10 guard us against the wild
desert tribes, for this was beyond the Rus-
stan frontiers, in land where they were
still just probing at the savage folk who
chopped up their caravans and raided
their outposts whenever they had the
chance. When we made camp ae night, it
was your proper little laager. with sangars
at cach corner, and semtries posted. and
hall a dozen lancers owm riding herd. All
very businesslike and not what I'd have
expected [rom Ruskis, really. But this was
their hard school, as 1 was o learn, like
our North-West  Frontier, where you
cither soldiered well or not at all.

It was five days through the desert, not
too uncomlortable while we were mov
ing but freezing hellish ac night, and the
dromedaries with their mnive drivers
must have covered the ground at a fair
pace, 40 miles a day or thereabours. Once
or wwice we saw horsemen in the distance,
on the low rocky barkhans, and 1 heard
lor the first time names like Kazak and
Turka, but they kept a sale distance.
On the last day, though, we saw more of
them, much closer and quite peaceable,
for these were people of the Aral coast,
and the Russtans had them fairly well in
order on that side of the sea. When | saw
them near. 1 had a strange sense of recog.
nition—those swarthy faces, with here
and there a hooked nose and a siraggling
moustiche, the dirty puggarces swathed
round the heads and the open belied
robes wok me back 1o northern India
and the Afghan hills. Ic's a strange thing,
o come through hundreds of miles ol wil-
derness, Irom a foreign land and moving
in the wrong direction, and suddenly find
yoursell smifling the air and thinking,
“Home.” Il you're British and have sol-
diered in India, you'll understand what i
mean.

Late that alternoon, we came through
more salty flats 1o @ long coast line of roll-
ors sweeping m Irom a sea so blue thae |
found myscll mutering  through  my
beard, “Thalassa or thalatta, the lormer
or the Latter?” it seemed so much like the
ocean that old Arnold’s Greeks had seen
after their grear march. And suddenly I
could dose my eyes and hear his voice
droning away on a summer afternoon at
Rugby. and smell the cut grass coming in




through the open windows, and hear the
fags at cricket outside, and from that I
found mysell dreaming of the smell of
hay in the ficlds beyond Renfrew, and El-
speth’s body warm and yielding, and the
birds calling at dusk along the river, and
the pony champing at the grass, and it
was such i sweet, torwuring longing that 1
groaned aloud, and when I opened my
cyes the tears came, and there was a hid-
cous Russiun voice clacking “Aralskoje
More! [Aral Sea!l” and bright Asian
sunlight, and the chains galling my wrists
and anklebones, and foreign flat faces
all round.

There was a big military camp on the
shore and a handy little steamer lying ofl.
I'hey put us aboard the steamer that eve
ning and I was so tuckered out by the
journcy that 1 just slept where I lay
down. And in the morning there was a
coast ahead, with a great new wouoden
pier, and a huge river flowing down be-
tween Jow banks to the sea. As far as 1
could see, the coast was covered with
tents, and there was another steamer, and
half a dozen big wooden transports, and
one great warship, all riding at anchor be-
tween the pier and the river mouth.
There were bugles sounding on the dis-
tant shore, and swarms ol people every-
where, among the tents, on the pier and
on the ships, and a great hum ol noise in
the midst of which a military band was
playing a rousing march; this is the army,
I thought, or most ol it; this is their
Afghan expedition.

I asked one of the Russian sailors what
the river might be and he said: "Syr
Daria,” and then, pointing 1o a great
wooden stockaded fort on the rising land
above the river, he added: “Fort Raim.™
And then one of the Cossacks pushed him
away, cursing, and told me to hold
my tongue.

They landed us in lighters. and there
was a delegation of smart uniforms to
greet Ignatiell, and an orderly holding a
horse for him, and all round wremendous
bustle of unloading and fervrving from the
ships, and gangs of Orientals at work,
with Russian noncoms bawling at them
and swinging whips, and gear being
stowed in the newly built wooden sheds
along the shore. 1 watched gun limbers
being swung down by a derrick and
cursing, half-naked gangs hauling them
away.

Ignaticelf came wotting down to where
I was sitting between my Cossacks, and at
a word they hauled me up and we set oft
at his heels through the conlusion, up the
long, gradual slope wo the fore. I was far-
ther off than I'd expected, about a mile,
so that it steod well back from the camp,
which was all spread out like a sand table

L Fort Ramm svas built on the Syr Daria
{ Jaxartes) in 1847. The Russian policy of
expansion followed the fort’s establish-
ment and therr armed expeditions casl-
wards began in 1852,
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down the shore line. As we neared the
fort he stopped. and his orderly was
pointing at the distant picket lines and
identilying the various regiments—New
Russian Dragoons, Rumiantzoff's Grena-
diers, Astrakhan Carabiniers and Aral
Hussars, 1 remember. Ignaticft saw me
surveying the camp and came over. He
hadn’t spoken to me since we lelt Arabat.,

“You may look.” says he in that chill-
ing murmur of his, “and reflect on wlhat
vou see. The next Englishman to cawch
sight of them will be your sentry on the
walls of Peshawar. And while you are ob-
serving, look yonder also and sce the [ate
ol all who oppose the majesty of the tsar.”

1 looked where he pointed, up the hill
towards the fort, and my stomach turned
over. To one side of the gateway was a se-
ries ol wooden gallows and [rom each one
hung a human figure—although some of
them were hard to recognize as human. A
few hung by their arms, some by their
ankles, one or two lucky ones by their
necks. Some were wasted and blackened
by exposure; at least one was still alive
and stirring leebly. An awlul carrion reek
drifred down on the clear spring air.

“Unteachables,” says Ignaticff. “Ban-
dit scum and rebels of the Syr Daria who
have been unreceptive to our sacred Rus-
sian imperial mission. Perhaps, when we
have lined their river with sufficient of
these examples, they will learn. Iv is the
only way to impress recalcitrants. Do you
not agree?”

He wheeled his horse and we trailed up
alter him towards the fort. It was bigger,
far bigger, than I'd expected, a good 200
yards square, with timber ramparts 20
feet high, and at one end they were al-
ready replacing the timber with rough
stone. The Russian eagle ensign was flut-
tering over the roofed gatchouse, there
were grenadiers drawn up and saluting as
Ignatieft cantered through, and 1 trudged
in, clanking, to find myself on a vast pa-
rade, with good wooden barracks round
the walls, woops drilling in the dusky
square and a row of two-storey adminis-
uative buildings down one side. It was a
very proper fort, something like those of
the American frontier in the Seventies;
there were even some small  cottages
which I guessed were officers’ quarters.

Ignatiell was getting his usual welcome
from a tubby chap who appeared to he
the commandant; I wasn't interested in
what they said, but T gathered the com-
mandant was greatly excited and was bab-
bling some great news

“Not both ol them?” I heard Ignatieft
say, amd the other clapped his hands in
great glee and said, yes, both, a fine wreat
for General Perovski and General Khru-
lefl when they arrived.

“They will make a pretty pair ol gal-
lows, then,” savs Ignatiell. “You are 1o be
congratulated, sir. Nothing could be a
better omen lor our march through Syr

914 Daria”

“Ah, ha, excellent!” cries the tubby
chap, rubbing his hands. “And 1hat will
not be long, eh? All is in wrain here, as
you see, and the equipment arrives daily.
But come, my dear Count, and refresh
yourself."”

They went off, leaving me feeling sick
and hangdog between my guards; the
sight ol those wortured bodies outside the
stockade had brought back to me the full
horror of my own situation. And I felt no
better when there came presemly a big,
brute-faced sergeant of grenadiers, a
coiled nagaika in his fist, to tell my Cos-
siacks they could [all out, as he was taking
me under his wing,.

“Our necks depend on this fellow,”
says one of the Cossacks doubtlully, and
the sergeant sneered and scowled at me.

“My neck depends on what I've got in
the cells already,” growls he. “This offal
is no more precious than my two birds. Be
at peace: he shall join them in my most
salubrious cell, [rom which even the liz-
ards cannot escape. March him along!”

They cscorted me to a corner on the
landward side of the lort. down an alley
between the wooden buildings and to a
short flight of stone steps leading down to
an ironshod door. The sergeant hauled
back the massive bolts, thrust back the
creaking door and then reached up, grab-
bing me by my wrist chains.

“In, tut!” he snarled, and yanked me
headlong down into the cell. The door
slammed, the bolts ground to and T heard
him guflawing brutally as their lootsteps
died away.

I lay there trembling on the dirnty
floor, just about done in with fatigue and
fear. At least it was dim and cool in there.
And then 1 heard someone speaking in
the cell and raised my head; at first 1
could make nothing out in the faint light
that came [rom a single window high in
one wall, and then I started with aston-
ishment. for suspended flat in the air in
the middle of the cell, spread-eagled as
though in flight, was the figure of a man.
As my eyes grew accustomed to the dim-
ness, I drew in a shuddering breath, for
now I could see that he was cruclly hung
between four chains, one to each limb
from the top corners of the room. More
astonishing still, beneath his racked body,
which hung about three feet from the
floor, was crouched another figure, sup-
porting the hanging man on his back,
presumably to take the appalling strain
of the chains from his wrists and ankles.
It was the crouching man who was speak-
ing, and to my surprise, his words
were in Persian.

“It is a gift lrom God, brother,” says he,
speaking with dithculty. “A rather dirty
gilt, but human—if there is such a thing
as a human Russian. At least, he is a pris-
oner, and il I speak politely to him, I may
persuade him to take my place [or a while
and bear your imolerable body. I am too
old lor this and you are heavier than Abu

Hassan, the breaker ol wind.”

The hanging man, whose head was
away [rom me, tried to lilt it to look. His
voice, when he spoke, was hoarse with
pain, but what he said was, unbelievably,
a joke.

“Let him . . . approach . . . then . ..
and I pray . .. to God . .. that he has
. - . fewer fleas . . . than you. . . . Also
... youare ...a most ... uncomforra-
ble . . . support. . . . God help . .. the
woman . . . who shares . . . your bed.”

“Here is thanks,” says the crouching
man, panting under the weight. "1 bear
him as thgugh I were the Djinn of the
Seven Peaks, and he rails at me. You, nas-
rant [Cllrisli::_ ]," he addressed me. “II
you understand God’s language, come
and help me to support this ingrate, this
sinner. And when you are tired, we shall
sit in comfort against the wall and gloat
over him. Or I may squat on his chest, to
teach him gratitude. Come, Ruski, are we
not all God’s creatures?”

And even as he said it, his voice qua-
vered, he staggered under the burden
above him and slumped forward uncon-
scious on the foor.

The hanging man gave a sudden cry of
anguish as his body took the full stretch
of the chains: he hung there moaning and
pamting until, without really thinking. 1
scrambled forward and came up beneath
him, bearing his trunk across my stooped
back. His face was hanging backwards be-
side my own, working with pain.

“God . . . thank you!" he gasped at
last. My limbs are on fire! But not for
long—not lor long—if God is kind.” His
vaice came in a tortured whisper. “Who
are you—a Ruskiz”

“No,” says I, “an Inglish colonel.
Flashman, British army.”

"You speak . . . our tongue . . . in
God's name?” He groaned again; he was
a devilish weight. And then: “Providence
. . . works strangely,” says he. “An an-
gliskt . . . here. Well, take heart, stranger
«..you may be ... more [ortunate . . .
than you know.”

I couldn’t see that, not by any stretch,
stuck in a lousy cell with some Asiatic
nigger breaking my back. Indeed, 1 was
regretting the impulse which had made
me bear him up—who was he to me, after
all, that T shouldn't let him dangle? But
when you're in adversity, it don’t pay to
antagonize your companions, at least
until you know what's what, so 1 stayed
unwillingly where I was, puffing and
straining,

“I am Yakub Beg,”2 whispers he, and
even through his pain you could hear the
pride in his voice. “Kush Begi, Khan ol
Khokand and guardian of . . . the White
Mosque. You are my . . . guest . . . sent
to me . . . [rom heaven. Touch . . . on

2 Yakub Beg (1820-1877), fighting lead-
er of the Tajiks, chamberlain to the Khan
of Khokand, war lord of the Syr Davia,
cle. (See A ppendix.)
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my knee . . . touch on my bosom ...
touch where you will.”

I recognized the formal greeting of the
hill folk, which wasn't appropriate in the
circumstances. “Can't touch anything but
your arse at present,” I told him, and I
felt him shake—my God. he could even
laugh, with the arms and legs being
drawn our of him.

“It is a ... good answer,” savs he.
“You talk . . . like a Tajik. We laugh . ..
in adversity. Now I tell you . . . English-
man . . . when I go hence . . . you go,
too.”

I thought he was just babbling, of
course. And then the other fellow, who
had collapsed. groaned and sat up and
looked about him. “Ah, God, I was weak,”
savs he. “Yakub, my son and brother, for-
give me. T am as an old wile with dropsy:
my knees are as water.”

Yakub Beg wrmed his face towards
mine, and you must imagine his words
punctuated by little gasps of pain. “That
ancient creature who grovels on the floor
is Izzat Kutebar,”3 says he. “A poor {ellow
of little substance and less wit, who raid-
ed one Ruski caravim oo many and was
taken, through his greed. So they made
him ‘swim upon land.” as T am swimming
now, and lie might have hung here till he
rotted—and welcome—but I was foolish
cnough to think ol rescue and scouted oo
close to this fort of Shaitan. So they took
me and placed me in his chains, as the

#Izzal Kutebar, bandit, guervilla fight-
er, so-called Rob Roy of the Steppe. (See
Appendix.)

more important prisoner of the two—for
he is dirt, this feeble old Kutebar. He
swung a good sword once, they say—God,
it must have been in Timur's time.”

“By God!” cries Kutebar. “Did I lose
Ak Mechert to the Ruskis? Was T whoring
alter the beauties of Bokhara when the
beast Perovski massacred the men ol
Khokand with his grapeshot? No, by the
pubic hairs of Rustum! [ was swinging
that good sword. laying the Muscovites in
swathes along the Syr Daria, while this
hne fighting chief here was loahmg in the
bazaar with his darlings, saying, "Ayawal-
lah, it is hot today. Give me 10 drink,
Miriam, and put a cool hand on my fore-
head.” Come out from under him, ferin-
ghee, and let him swing [or his pains.”

“You see:” says Yakub Beg, craning his
neck and trying o grin. “A dotard, flown
with dreaans. A badawi zhazh-kayan [wild
babbler] who talks as the wild sheep defe-
cate. at random, everywhere, When you
and I go hither, Flashman bakadur, we
shall leave him, and even the Ruskis will
take pity on such a dried-up husk and em-
ploy him to clean their privies—those ol
the common soldiers, you undersiand, not
the ofhcers.”

If I hadn't served long in Alghanistan
and learned the speech and wavs of the
Central Asian wribes, I suppose I'd have
imagined that I was in a cell with a cou-
ple of madmen. But I knew this trick that
they have of reviling those they respect
most, in banter, of their love of irony and
formal imagery, which is strong in Pushtu

“Muss Hartigan, have you ever heard the
expression “kiss it and make it well’?”

and cven stronger in Persian, the loveliest
of all languages.

“When you go hither!” scoffs Kute-
bar, climbing to his feet and peering at
his friend. “When will that be? When
Buzurg Khan remembers you? God for-
bid I should depend on the good will of
such a one. Or when Sahib Khan comes
blundering against this place as you and
he did two years ago and lost two thou-
sand men? Ayah! Why should they risk
their necks lor you—or me? We are not
gold; once we are buried, who will
dig us up”

“My people will come,” says Yakub
Beg. “And she will not lorget me.”

“Put no laith in women. and as much
in the Chinese,” says Kutebar eryptically.
“Better il this stranger and I wry o sur-
prise the guard and cut our way our.”

“And who will cut these chains?™ savs
the other. “No, old one, put the foot of
courage m the stirrup of patience. They
will come, il not tonight, then tomorrow.
Let us wait.”

“And while vou're waiting,” says 1,
“put the shoulder of friendship beneath
the backside of helplessuess. Lend a hand,
nun, belore 1 break in itwo.”

Kutebar took my place, exchanging
msults with his friend, and I swaight-
ened up to take a look at Yakub Beg. He
was a tall fellow, so Lar as I could judge,
nmarrow-waisted and  bigshouldered—for
he was naked save for his loose pyjama
trousers—with grear corded arm muscles.
His wrists were horribly torn by his mana-
dles. and while 1 sponged them with water
[rom a chatty [water jug] in the corner,
I examined his face. It was one ol vour
strong hill figurcheads, lean and long-
Jawed, but straight-nosed for once—he'd
said he was a Tajik, which meant he was
hall Persian. His head was shaved, Uzbek
fashion, with a litde scalp lock 10 one
side, and so was his lace, except Lor a tult
ol forked beard on his chin. A tough cus-
tomer, by the look of him; one of those
genial mountain scoundrels who'll tell
you merry stories while they stab you in
the guts just for the lun of hearing their
knife-hile bells jingle.

“You spoke ol getting our of here,” says
I to Yakub Beg. “Is it possible? Will vour
lriends attempt a rescue:”

“He has no {riends,” says Kutebar. "Ex-
cept me, and see the pass | am brought to,
propping up his useless trunk.”

“They will come,” says Yakub Beg soli-
ly. He was prewy done, it seemed 10 me,
with his eyes dlosed and his face ravaged
with pain. “When the light fades, you
two must leave me to hang—no, lzzat, it
is an order. You and Flashman baladuy
must rest, for when the Lady of the Grem
Horde comes over the wall, the Ruskis
will surely try to kill us before we can be
rescued. You two must hold them, with
your shoulders o the door.”

"I we leave you to hang, vou will sure-
ly die,” says Kutebar gloomily. “Whin
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will I say to her then?” And suddenly he
burst imo a torrent of swearing, shightly
muffed by his bent position. “These Rus-
sian apes! These scum  of Muscovy!
God smite them o the nethermost pit!
Can they not give a man a clean death, in-
stead ol racking him apart by inches®”

In spite of Kutebar's protests, Yakub
Beg was adamant. When the light began
to fade. he insisted that we support him
no longer but let him hang at full siretch
in his chains. I don’t know how he en-
dured ir. for his muscles creaked and he
bit his lip until the blood ran over his
check, while Kutebar wepe like a child.
He was a burly, grizzled old fellow, stout
cnough for all his lined [ace and the grev
hairs on his acropped head, but the wears
Lairly conrsed over his leathery cheeks and
beard, and he damned the Russians as
onlv an Oriental can. Finally, he Kissed
the hanging man on the lorchead. and
clasped his chained hand. and came over
to sit by me against the wall.

I fimally fell asleep. When dawn came,
three Russians came with it bearing a
dish ol nauscating porridge: they jecred
at us and then withdrew. Yakub Beg was
hall-consaious, swinging in his leners,
and through that interminable day Kute-
bar and 1 ook turns 1o prop him up. I
was on the point. once or twice, of rebel-
Iing at the work, which didn’t seem worth
it for all the slight relief it gave his tor-
tared joines: bur one look at Kutehar's
face made me think beuer of it Yakub
Beg was too weak to joke now, or say
much av all, and Kutebar and T just
crouched or lay in silence. until evening
cmme. Yakub Beg somehow dragged him-
sell back 1o sense then. just long enongh
to order Kutebar hoarsely to let him
swing, so that we should save our
strength. My back was aching with the
strain, and in spite of my depression and
[ears, I went off 10 sleep almost a1 once,
with that stark figure spread horribly
overhead in the fading Light.

Suddenly I was awake. trembling and
sweating, with Kutebar’s hand clamped
across my mouth, and his voice hissing me
to silence. Tv was still night and the cold
in the cell was bitter. There wasn't a
sound except Kutebar's hoarse breathing,
and then, from somewhere outside, very
faint, came a distant sighing noise, like
a sleepy night bird. dving awav into
nothing. Kuwchar stiffened and Yakub
Beg's chains clinked as he turned and
whispered:

“Bihishti-sawar! [Heavenly!] The Sky-
blue Wolves are in the fold!™

Rutebar rose and moved over heneath
the window. I heard him draw in his
breath, and then, between his weeth, he
made that same strange, muflled  whis-
tle—its the Kind of solt. low noise yon
sometimes think you hear at night but
don’t regard, beciuse you imagine it is
coming from inside vour own head. The

218 Khokandians can make it travel up to a

mile and enemies in between don’t even
notice it. We waited and, sure enough, it
came again, and right on its heels the
bang of a musket, shattering the night.

There was a cy ol alarm, another
shot, and then a positive volley culminat-
ing in a thunderous roar of explosion,
and the dim light from the window sud-
denly inareased, as with a lightning flash.
And then a small war broke out, shots and
shricks and Russian voices roaring and,
above all, the hideous din ol yelling voices
—the old ghazi war oy that had perri-
ficd me so olten on the Kabul road.

Kutebar was across the cell in a flash,
roaring to me. We threw ourselves against
the door, listening lor the sounds of
our guars.

“They have blown in the main gate
with barut [gunpowder].” cries Yakub
Beg weakly, “Listen—the fiving is all on
the other side!™

Kutehar's shout of alarm cut him short.
A\bove the tumult of shooting and vell-
ing. we heard a rush ol leer. the hols
were rasping back and a gren weight
heaved at the door on the other side. We
strained against i, there was a roar
Russian, and then a concerted thrust
from withow. With our leet sarabbling
for purchase on the rough floor. we held
them: they charged together and the door
gave back. but we managed 1o heave it
shut agam. and then came the sound ol a
muldlled shot and a splinrer flew [rom the
door between our faces.

“Ba-masnas! [Apes!]” hawled Kutebar.
“Monkevs without muscles! Can  two
weak prisoners hold vou, then? Must vou
shoot. vou hastard sons of filth="

Another shot, close beside the other,
and 1 threw mvsell sidewans: T wasn't get-
ting a bullet in my guts if I could help it
Rutebar gave a despairing ery as the door
was [orced in: he stumbled back into the
cell. and there on the threshold was the
big sergeant. torch in one hand and re-
volver in the other, and 1two men with
bavoneted muskets at his heels.

“That one hrst!™ bawls the sergeant,
pointing at Yakub Beg. “Still. you!” he
added 10 me and 1 aouched back beside
the door as he coverad me. Kutebar was
scrambling up bevond Yakuby Beg: the
two soldiers ignored him, onc scizing
Yakub Beg about the middle o steady
him while the other raised his musket
aloft 10 plunge the bayonet into the
helpless body.

“Death o all
“Greetings, Timur——

But belore the bavonet could come
down, Kutebar had launched himsell at
the soldier’s legs: they fell in a thrashing
tangle of limbs, Kutehar velling blue
murder. while the other soldier danced
round them with his musket, trving to get
a chance with his bavoner. and the ser-
geant bawled to them o keep dear and
give him a shot.

I know that the thing 10 do on these

Ruskis!™ cries Yakub.

"

occasions is ind a nice dark corner and
arawl into it. But out of sheer sell-preser-
vation, I daren’t—I knew that if I didn’t
take a hand, Kutebar and Yakub would
be dead inside a minute, and where
would Cock Flashy be then, poor thing?
The sergeant was within a vard of me,
side on, revolver hand extended towards
the wrestlers on the floor; there was two
feet of heavy chain between my wrists, so
with a silemt frantic praver I swung my
hands sideways and over, lashing the dou-
bled chain at his forcarm with all my
strength. He screamed and staggered, the
gun dropping 1o the Hoor. and 1 wemt
plunging after it, saabbling madly. He
lerched up beside me. but his arm must
have been broken. for he wied o claw at
me with lis L hand and couldn’t reach:
I grabbed the gun, stuck it in his lace
and pulled the wigger—and the bloody
thing was a single-action weapon and
wouldn’t fire!

He lloundered over me, trving 1o bite
—and his breath was poisonous with
garlic—while I wrestled with the hammer
ol the revolver, His sound hand was at my
throat: 1 kicked and heaved to get him
ofl. but his weight was terrific. T smashed
at his [ace with the gun and he released
my throat and grabbed my wrist: he had a
hold like a vice, but I'm strong. oo, espe-
cially in the grip ol lear, and with a
huge heave I managed to ger him half
oft me—and in that instane the soldier
with the bayonet was towering over us,
his weapon poised to drive down at my
midrill.

There was nothing 1 could do but
scream and ry to roll away: it saved my
life. for the sergeant must have fele me
weaken and with an animal snarl of
trinmph Hung himsell back on wop ol me
—just as the bayonet came down 1o spit
Inm dean between the shoulder blades.
I'll never lorget that engorged face, only
inches from my own—ithe eyes starting,
the mouth snapping open in agony and
the dealening scream that he let out. The
soldier. yelling madly, hauled on  his
musker 10 Iree the bavonet: it came ow ol
the writhing, kicking body just as 1 final-
Iv got the revolver cocked. and belore he
could make a second thrust, 1 shot him
through the body.

The orther soldier had broken free from
Kutehar and was in the act ol seizing his
fallen musket; 1 blazed away at him and
missed—it’s all oo casy, I assure vou
—and he ook the chance to break for
the door. 1 snapped off another round an
him and hit him about the hip, T think,
{for he went hurtling into the wall. Belore
he could struggle up. Kutebar was on him
with the Ellen musker. velling some omt-
Lndish war cry as he sank the bayonet to
the locking ring in the fellow's breast.

The cell was a shambles. Three dead
men on the floor, all bleeding busily. the
air thick with powder smoke, Kutehar
brandishing  his musket and  inviting
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“Say, Mac, will you toot your horn when
the traffic starts moving?”

Allah to admire him, Yakub Beg exulting
weakly and calling us to scarch the ser-
geant for his feteer keys and myself count-
ing the shots lelt in the revolver—two, in
fact.

We found a key in the sergeant’s pock-
ct and released Yakub's ankles, lowering
him gently to the cell floor and propping
him against the wall with his arms still
chained 1o the corners above his head. He
couldn’t stand—I doubted if he'd have
the use ol his limbs inside a week—and
when we tried to unlock his wrist shack-
les, the key didn't fit. While Izza
scarched the dead man’s clothes, fuming,
I kept the door covered; the sounds ol dis-
tant fighting were still proceeding merri-
ly and it seemed to me we'd have more
Russian visitors before long. We were in
a damned ught place until we could get
Yakub fully released; Kutebar had
changed his tack now and was trying to
batter open a link in the chain with his
musket butt.

“Strike  harder, feeble one!” Yakub
encouraged him. “Has all your strength
gone in killing one wounded Ruskiz”

“Am I a blacksmith?” says Kutebar.
“By the Seven Pools of Eblis, do I have
iron teethr [ save your lile—again—and
all you can do is whine. We have been at
work, this feringhee and 1, while you
swung comfortably—God, what a fool’s
labour is this!™

“Cease!” cries Yakub.
door!”

There were [eet running and voices;
Kuiebar took the other side from me, his

“Watch ihe

220 bayonet poised, and 1 cocked the revoly-

er. The feet stopped, and then a voice
called, “Yiakub Beg?” and Kutebar flung
up his hands with a crow of delight. “In-
shallah! There is good in the Chinese,
after all! Come in, little dogs, and look
on the bloody harvest of Kutebar!™

The door swung back, and belore you
could say Jack Robinson, there were half
@ dozen of them in the cell—robed,
bearded figures with grinning hawk faces
and long knives—I1 never thought I'd be
glad o see a ghazi, and these were
straight [rom that stable. They fell on
Kutebar, embracing and slapping him,
while the others were cither stopped
short at sight of me or hurried on to
Yakub Beg. slumped against the far wall.
And foremost was a lithe black-clad fig-
ure, tight-turbaned round head and chin,
with a flowing cloak—hardly more than
a boy. He stooped over Yakub Beg, curs-
ing softly, and then shouted shrilly to the
tribesmen: “Hack through those chains!
Bear him up—gently—ah, God, my love,
my love, what have they done to you?”

He was positively weeping, and then
suddenly he was clasping the wounded
man, smothering his cheeks with kisses,
cupping the lolling head between his
hands, murmuring endearments and fi-
nally kissing him  passionately on the
mouth.

Well, the Pathans are like that. you
know, and I wasn’t surprised 1o find these
near relations of theirs similarly inclined
to perversion: bad luck on the girls, I al-
ways think, but all the more skirt for
chaps like me. Disgusting sight. though,
this youth slobbering over him like that.

Our rescuers were eyeing me uncer-
tainly, unul Kutebar explained whose
side I was on; then they all wurned their
attention to Oscar and Bosie. One of the
tribesmen had hacked through Yakub's
chains and four of them were bearing
him towards the door, while the black
clad boy flitted alongside, cursing them
to be careful. Kutebar motioned me 1o
the door and I followed him up the steps,
still clutching my revolver; the last of the
wribesmen paused, even at that critical
moment, to pass his knile carclully across
the throats ot the three dead Russians,
and then joined us, gigaling gleefully.

*“The hallal [ritual throat cutting]!™
sitys he. “Is it not fining, lor the proper
desparch of animals?”

“Blasphemer!” says Kutebar. “Is this
atime for jest?”

The boy hissed at them and they were
silent. He had authority, this livle spring
violet, and when he snapped a command
they jumped to it, hurrying along be-
tween the buildings, while he brought
up the rear, glancing back towards the
sound ol shooting from the other side ol
the fort. There wasn't a Russian to be
seen where we were, but 1 wasn't sur-
prised. I could see the game—a sudden
attack, with gunpowder and lots of noise,
at the main gate, 1o draw every Russian
in that direction, while the lilting party
sneaked in through some rear bolthole.
They were probably inside before the
attack began, marking the scutries and
waiting for the signal—but they hadn’t
bargained, apparently, for the sergeant
andd his men having orders o kill Yakub
Beg as soon as a rescue was attempted.
We'd been lucky there.

Suddenly we were under the main wall
and there were higures on the catwalk
overhead; Yakub Beg's body, grotesquely
limp, was being hauled up, with the boy
piping feverishly at them to be casy with
him. Not 50 leet away, o our lelt, mus-
kets were blazing from one of the guard
towers, but they were shooting away lrom
us. Strong lean hands helped me as 1
scrambled  clumsily at a rope ladder;
voices in Persian were muttering round
us in the dark, robed hgures were crouch-
ing at the embrasures, and then we were
sliding down the ropes on the outside and
I fell the last ten feet, landing on top of
the man beneath, who gave a briel com-
mentary on my parentage, future and
personal habits as only a hillman can and
then called soltly: “All down, Silk One,
including the clown Kutebar, your
beloved the Kush Begi and this mis-
begotten pig of a feringhee with the
large feet.”

“Gol” said the boy's voice from the
top of the wall, and as they thrust me for-
ward in the dark, a long keening wail
broke out Irom overhead; it was echoed
somewhere along the wall, and even
above the sound of firing I heard it far-
ther off still. 1 was stumbling along in my




chains. clutching at the hand ol the man
who led me.

About half a mile from the fort. there
was a gully, with cypress trees. and horses
stamping in the dark, and 1 just sat on the
ground, limp and thankful, beside Kute-
bar, while he reviled our saviours gen-
ially. Presentdy, the boy in black cime
slipping out of the shadows, kneeling be-

side us,

“1 have sent Yakub away,”
“It is far to the edge of the Red Sands.
We wait here, for Sahib Khan and the
God grant they have not lost
too many!”

“To build the house, trees must {all,”
says Kutebar complacently. [ agreed with
him entirely, mind you. “And how is His
Idleness. the Falcon on the Royal Wrist?”

“He is well, God be thanked,” says the
boy, and then the furious little pansy
began to snivel like a girl. “His poor

says he.

others

limbs are wrn and helpless—but he is
strong. he will mend!”

And the disgusting young lout flung
his arms round Kutebar's neck, murmur-
ing gratelully and kissing him, until the
old fellow pushed him away —he was nor
mal, at least.

“Shameless thing!” mutters he. “Re-
spect my grey hairs! Is there no seemli-
ness among you Chinese, then? Away.
you barelaced creature—practise  voun
pgratitude on this angliski, il vou must,

but spare me!”

“Indecd I shall,” says the youth and.
turning o me, he put his hands on my
shoulders. “You have saved my
stranger; therelore, you have my love, lor-
ever and all.”™ He was a nauseatingly
prewy one, this, with his full lips and
slanting Chinee cyes, and his pale, cluis-
elled [ace Iramed by the black turban.
The tears were still wet on his cheeks, and
then o my disgust he leaned forward,
plainly intending 1o kiss me, too.

“No, thank'ee!” cries 1. “No oflence,
my son, but I ain‘t one lor your sort. il
you don’t mind. . ..

But his arms were round my neck and
his lips on mine before 1 could stop him
and then I fele two firm young breasts
pressing agiunsg my chest, and there was
no mistaking the womanliness of the
solt cheek against mine. A female, begad
—leading a ghazi storming party on a
neck-or-nothing venture like this! And
such a female, by the feel of her. Well, of
course, that put a different complexion
on the thing entirely, and I suffered her
to kiss away to her heart’s content, and
mine. What else could a gentleman do?

There are some parts of my life that I'd
be glad to relive any time—and some that
1 don’t care to remember ar all. But there
aren’t many that I look back on and have
to pinch mysell o believe that they really
happened. The business of the Khokand
iun Horde ol the Red Sands is one ol
these, and yet it's one of the few episodes

love,
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in mv career that 1 verily rom
the history books if I want to. There
are obscure works on Cenural Asia by
anonymous surveyors and military writ-
ers,? and I can look in them and find the
names and  places—Yakub  Beg. [
Kutebar and Katti Torah: Buzurg Khan
and the Seven Khojas, the Great
Middle Hordes of the Black Sands
the Golden Road, the Sky-blue Wolves
ol the Hungry Steppe. Sahib Khan and
the remarkable girl they called the Silk
One. You can trace them all, if you are
curious, and learn how in those days they
fought the Russians inch by inch from
the Jaxartes to the Oxus, and if 1t reads
to you like a mixture of Robin Hood
and the Arvabian Nights—well, 1 was
there for part of it, and even I look back

can

1 Presumably such works as “England
and Russia in Central Asia” (1879), "Cen-
tral Asian Portraits” (1880), by D. C.
Boulger, and “Caravan Journeys and
Wanderings,” by J. P. Ferrier. These and
companion volumes give, in addilion 1o
biographical details, an account of the
occupation of the Eastern lands by Rus-
sia, which had its origins in the agreement
of 1760, when the Kirghiz=-Kazal: peoples,
under their khan, Sultan Abdul Faiz,
became nominal subjects of the isar, ve-
cefving his protection in veturn for their
promise lo safeguard the Russian cara-
wans, Neither side kept ils bargain.
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on it as some kind of frightening fairy
tile come true.

On the night of the rescue from Fort
Raim, ol course, 1 knew next to nothing
about them—except that they were ob-
viously ol the warlike wribes constantly re-
sisting the Russians who were trying to
invade their country and push the tsar's
dominions south to Afghanistan and east
to the China border. It was a bloody, bru-
tal business, that, and the wild people

s, the KirghizKazaks, the
Khokandians, the Uzbeks and the rest
—were being forced back up the Syr

Daria into the Hungry Steppe and the
Red Sands, harrying all the way, raiding
the new Russian outposts and cutting up
their caravans.

But they weren't just savages, by any
mecans. Behind them, far up the Syr Daria
and the Amu Daria, were their great
cities of Tashkent and Khokand and
Samarkand and Bokhara, places that had
heen civilized when the Russians were
running round  hare-arsed—these  were
the spots that Moscow was really after.

It was to the brink of no man's land
that they carried us on the night of our
deliverance from Fort Raim—a punish-
ing ride. howr after hour, through the
dark and the silvery morning, over miles
of desere and gully and parched steppe-
Land. They had managed 1o sever my
ankle chain. so that 1 could back a horse,
but 1 rode in an exhausted dream, only
hall-conscious of the robed figures flank-
ing me, and when we finally halted, 1
remember only arms supporting me,
and the smell of comel's-hair robes, and
sinking onto a blessed soltness to sleep
forever.

It was a good place. that—an oasis deep
in the Red Sands of the Kizil Kum, where
the Russians still knew better than to
venture. I remember waking there, 1o the
sound ol rippling water, and crawling out
of the tent into bright sunlight and blink-
ing at a long valley. crowded with tents,
and a litde village of beautiful white
houses on the valley side, with trees and
grass, and women and children chatter-
ing. and Tujik viders everywhere, with
their horses and  camels—lean, ugly,
bearded fellows. bandoleered and booted,
and not the kind of company I care to
keep. normally. But one of them sings
out: “Salaam, englishi' as he clatiered
by, and one of the women gave me bread
and coffee. and all scemed very friendly.

That first morning. as the local smith
was filing off my letters in the presence
ol a grinning, admiring crowd, 1 was
already beginning to think ahead 10 the
next leap. Very likely, Yakub Beg was
on dining-out terms with half the bud-
mashes [ruffans] and cattle thieves be-
tween here and Jalalabad. In gratitude
for my services in the cell at Fort Raim,
he couldn’t refuse giving me an escort

224 along the road through Afghanistan.

And, with my Persian and Pushtu, I'd
have no dithculty in passing as an AL
ghan, as I had once belore,

Then my thoughts went  bounding
ahead 1o my trivmphant arrival in India
—the renowned Flashy, last seen vanish-
ing into the Russian army at Balaclava,
emerging  at Peshawar  in  romantic
disguise.

“Rough trip hallway across Russia,
through Astrakhan, over the Aral Sea and
across the Hindu Kush? No-o, not really,
though I'll be glad when these fetter-
marks have healed up. By the way, you
might let the governor-general know that
there’s a Russian army of thirty thousand
coming down through the Khyber shortly
—TI learned it from the tsar's searet cibi-
net, vou know. Now, bea good fellow and
get it on the telegraph to Calcutta.”

Gad. the press would be full of it—
“Saviour of India,” assuming the damned
place would be saved. East’s scutile
through the snow would look puny by
comparison, though I'd give him a pat on
the back and point out that he'd done his
duty, even though it meant sacrificing his
old companion. I might, if T plaved it
properly, get a knighthood out of it.

Not to waste time. 1 broached my travel
plans to Izzat Kutebar thar afternoon
over i dish of kefir in the neighbouring
tent where he was recovering noisily from
his captivity.

“Eat, and thank Providence for such
delights as this. which you infidels call
ambraosia,” says Kutehar, while an old
serving-woman put the dish ol honey-
coloured curds before me. “The secret of
its preparation was specially given by
God to Abraham himself. Personally, I
preler it even o a Tashkent melon—and
you kunow the proverb runs that the
Caliph of the Faithful would give ten
pearl-breasted beauties from his hareem
for a single melon of Tashkent. Mysell, 1
would give five, pcrh;nps. or six, if the
melon were a big one.” He wiped his
beard. “And you would go to Alghan-
istan, then. and to vour [olk in Indi
It can be arvanged—we owe vou a debe,
Flashman baladur, Yakub and 1 and all
our people. As you owe to us. for your
own deliverance.” he added gently, I
protested my undying gratitude at once,
and he nodded gravely.

“Between warriors let a word of thanks
be like a heartheat—a small thing, hardly
heard, but it sufhces,” says he, and then
grinned sheepishly. “What do I sav?* The
truth is, we all owe our chief debt 10 that
wild witch. Ko Dali’s daughter. She whom
they call the Silk One.”

“Who is she?” T asked, for T'd seen
—and feli—just enough of that remarka-
ble female last night to be thoroughly in-
trigued. “Do you know, Irzat. last night
until she . . . er, kissed me—I was sure
she was a man.”

“So Ko Dali must have thought, when

the fierce litule bitch came yelping into
the world.” says he. “Who is Ko Dali?—a
Chinese war lord, who had the good taste
to take a Khokandian wile and the ill
luck to father the Silk One. He governs in
Kashgar, a Chinese city of East Turkestan
a thousand miles cast of here, below the
Issik Kul and the Seven Rivers Country.
Would to God he could govern his daugh-
ter as well—so should we be spared much
shame, for is it not deplovable 10 have a
womin who struts like a khan among us
and leads such enterprises as that which
freed you and me last night? Who can
fathom the ways of Allah, who lets such
things happen?”

“Well,” says I, “it happened among the
Ruskis, you know, Kutebar. They had an
empress—why, in my own country, we are
ruled by a queen.”

“So I have heard.” savs he, “but vou are
infidels. Besides, does your sultana, Vik
Taria, go unveiled® Does she plan raid
and ambush? No, by the black tombh of
Timur, I'll wager she does not.™

“Not that I've heard, lately,” T admit-
ted. “Bue this Silk One %

“She came. on a dav—it would be two
vears ago. alter the Ruskis had buile that
devil's house, Fort Raim, and then she
was among us, with her shameless bare
face and bold talk and a dozen Chinese
devil fighters attending on her. It was a
troubled time, with the world upside
down, and we scratching with our finger-
nails to hold the Ruskis back by foray and
ambuscade; in such disorders. anything is
possible, even a woman fighting chiel,
And Yakub saw her and. . . ." He spread
his hands. “She is beautilul. as the lily at
morning—mud clever. it is not 1o be de-
nied. Doubtless they will manry, someday,
il Yakub's wife will let him—she lives at
Julek, on the river. But he is no fool, my
Yakub—perhaps he loves this female
hawk. perhaps not, but he is ambitious
and he secks such a kingdom lor himself
as Kashgar. Who knows, when Ko Dali
dies, il Yakub finds the throne of Kho-
kand beyond his reach. he may look to Ko
Dali’s daughter to help him wrest Kash-
gur Province from the Chinese. He has
spoken of it, and she sits. devouring him
with those black Mongolian eves of hers.
It is said.” he went on confidentially,
“that she devours other men also and thar
it was for her scandalous habits that the
governor of Fort Raim, Engmann the
Ruski—may wild dogs mate above his
grave!—had her head shaved when she
was taken last year, after the fall of Ak
Mechet. They say i

“They lie!” sareeched the old woman,
who had been listening. “In their jeal-
ousy they throw dirt on her, the pretty
Silk One!”

“Will you raise your head, mother of
discord and ruiner of good food?” says
Izzat. “They shaved her scalp. 1 sy,
whicl is why she goes with a wrban about
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“That’s Greta. When I'm satisfied, she’s satisfied.”
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her always—for she has kept it shaved,
and vowed to do so until she has Eng-
munn's own head on a plate at her leet.
God, the perversity of women! But what
can one do about her? She is worth ten
heads in the council, she can ride like a
Kazak and is as brave as . .. as ... as I
am, by God! If Yakub and Buzurg Khan
of Khokand—and [, ol course—hold
these Russian swine back from our coun-
try, it will be because she has the gile of
secing their weaknesses and showing us
how they may be confounded. She is
wouched by God, I believe.”

“And you say she’ll make him a king
one day and be his queen? An extraordi-
nary girl, indeed. Meanwhile, she helps
you fight the Ruskis.”

“She helps not me, by God! She m
help Yakub, who fights as chiel of the T
jiks and military governor under Buzwrg
Khan, who rules in Khokand. They fight
for their state, for all the Kirghiz-Kazik
people, against an invader. But 1, Tzzat
Kutebar, Aghe for mysell and my own

226 band. I am no statesman, I am no gover-

1

“Single!

nor or princeling. I need no throne hut
my saddle. 1" says this old ruffian, with
immense pride, “am a bandit, as my la-
thers were. For upwards of thirty vears
—since I first ambushed the Bokhara
caravan, in fact—I have robhed the Rus-
sians. Let me wear the robe of pride over
the breasiplate of distinction, lor 1 have
taken more loot and cut more throats of
theirs since they put their thieving noses
cast ol the Blue Lake [Aral Sea] than
any——-"

“Each to his own cause, I say.”

“But you shall see for yowrsell, when
we go to greet Yakub tonight—aye, and
you shill see the Silk One, oo, and judge
what manner ol thing she is. God keep
me [rom the marriage bed of such a de-
mon, and when I find paradise, may my
houris not come Irom China.”

So that evening, when 1 had bathed,
trimmed my beard and had the filthy rags
of my captivity replaced by shire, pyjama
trousers and soft Persian boots, Kutebar
took me through the crowded camp. with
cveryone saluting him as he souued by,

with his beard oiled and his silver-crusted
belt and broad gold medal worn over his
fine green coat.

We climbed up to the white houses of
the village and Izzat led me through a low
archwary into a little garden, where there
was a fountain and an open pillared pa-
vilion such as you might find in Aladdin’s
pantomime. It was a lovely liude place,
shaded by trees in the warm evening, with
birds murmuring in the branches, the
first stars beginning to peep in the dark-
blue sky overhead and some flutelike in-
strument playing sofily beyond the wall.
It’s strange, but the reality of the East is
always [ar beyond anything the romantic
poets and artists can create in imitation.

Yukub Beg was lying on a pile of cush-
ions beneath the pavilion, barcheaded
and clad only in his pyjamas, so that his
shoulders could be massaged by a stout
woman who was working it them with
warmed oil. He was tired and hollow-
eyed still, but his lean face lit up at the
sight of us. I suppose he was a bit of a
demon king, with his forked beard and
scalp lock, and that rare thing in Central
Asia, which they say is a legacy of Alexan-
der's Greek mercenaries—the bright-blue
eves ol the European. And he had the
happicst smile, 1 think, that ever I saw on
a human face. You had only 1o see it to
understand why the Syr Daria tribes car-
ricd on their hopeless struggle against the
Russians: fools will always follow the
Yakub Begs ol this world.

He grected me cagerly and presented
me to Sahib Khan, his licutenamt, of
whom I remember nothing except that he
was unusually wll, with moustaches that
fell below his chin; I was trying not to
look too pointedly at the third member of
the group, who was lounging on the cush-
ions near Yakub, playing with a tiny Per-
sun Kitten on her lap, Now that I saw her
in full light, 1 had a liule difiiculty in rec-
ognizing the excitable, passionate crea-
ture I had taken lor a hoy only the night
before; Ko Dali's daughter this evening
was a very self-possessed, consciously fem-
inine young woman. indeed—of course,
girls are like that, squealing one minute,
all assured dignity the next. She was
dressed in the tight-wrapped white trou
sers the Tajik women wear, with curled
Persian slippers on her dainty feet, and
any illusion of boyishness was dispelled
by the roundness of the cloth-ol-silver
blouse beneathh her short embroidered
jacket. Round her head she wore a pale-
pink turban, very tight, framing a swrik-
ing young lace as pale as alabasier—
you'll think me susceptible, but I found
her incredibly fetching, with her slant-
ing almond eyes (the only Chinese
thing about her), the slightly protruding
milk-white weeth which showed as she
teased and laughed at the kiwen, the de-
termined litde chin and he fine straight
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nose that looked as though it had been
chisclled out of marble.

“Izzat tells me you are eager 1o rejoin
your own people in India, Flashman
bahadur. Belore we discuss that, I wish to
make a small token sign ol my gratitude
to you for . . . well, for my life, no less.
There arc perhaps half a dozen people in
the world who have saved Yakub Beg at
one time or another—three of them you
see here. .. "

“More fool we,” growls Kutebar., “A
thankless task, friends.”

“"But you are the first feringhee to ren-
der me that service. So"—he gave that
frank impulsive grin and ducked his
shaven head—"if you are willing, and
will do me the great honour to accept. ..."

I wondered what was coming and
caught my breath when. at a signal from
Sahib Khan, a servant brought in a tray
on which were four articles—a little bowl
containing saly, another in which an
ember of wood burned smokily, a small
square of carth with a shred of rank grass
attaching to it and a wave-bladed Persian
dagger with the snake-and-hare design on
its blade. 1 knew what this meant and it
ook me aback, for it's the ultimate hon-
our a hillman can do to you: Yakub Beg
wanted to make me his blood brother.
And while you could say I had saved his

.

lile—still, it was big medicine, on such
short acquaintance.

However, I knew the formula, for I'd
been blood brother 1o young Ilderim of
Mogala years helore, so 1 followed him in
tasting the salt, and passing my hand over
the fire and the carth, and then laving it
beside his on the knile while he said, and
I repeated:

“By carth and salt and fire; by hilt and
blade; and in the name of God in what-
ever tongue men call Him, I am thy
brother in blood henceforth. May He
curse me and consign me to the pit for-
ever, if I fail thee, my [riend.”

Yakub Beg had some diliculty. his
shoulders were still crippled and Sahib
Khan had o lilt his hand o the way for
him. And then he had o carry both his
hands round my nedk as 1 stooped lor the
formal embrace, alter which Kutebar and
Ko Dali’s daughter and Sahib Khan mun-
mured their applause and we drank hot
black colfee with lemon essence and
opium, sweetened with sherbet.

And then the serious business began. 1
had 1o recite, at Yakub Beg's request, my
own recent history and how 1 had come
into the hands of the Russians. So I told
them, in bricl, much of what I've written
here, from my capture at Balaclava 1o my
arrival in Fort Raim—Ieaving out the dis-

“Boss, the boys have voted to kick you upstairs.”

creditable bits, of course, but telling them
what they wanted to hear most, which was
why there was a great Russian army as-
sembling at Fort Raim, for the march to
India. They listened intently, the men
only occasionally exploding in a “Bismil-
Iah!” or “Ayah!” with a handclap by
way of emphasis and the woman silent,
fondling the kitten and watching me with
those thoughtlul, almond eyes. And when
I had done, Yakub Beg began o Laugh
—s0 loud and hearty that he hurt his
torn muscles.

“So much for pride, then! Oh, Kho-
kand, what a liude thing you are, and how
msignificant your people in the sight ol
the great world! We had thought, in our
folly, that this great army was for us, that
the White Tsar was sending his best 10
trample us fat—and we are just 0 be
licked up in the bygoing, like a mosquito
brushed [rom the hunter's eye when he
sights lis quarry. And the Great Bear
marches on India, does he?” He shook his
heid. “Can your people stop him at the
Khyber gates”

“Perhaps,” says I, “il T get word to
them in time.”

“In three weeks you might be in Pesha-
wan,” says he, thoughtiully, “Not than it
will prohit us here. The word is that the
Ruskis will begin their advance up Syr
Darta within two weeks, which means we
have a month of life left o us, And
then"—he made a weary linde gesture
—"Tashkent and Khokand will go; Pe-
rovski will drink his tea in the serai by
Samarkand bazaar and his horses will
water in the Sce-ah swream. The Cos-
sacks will ride over the Black Sands
and the Red.”

"Well,” says 1, helpfully, “perhaps you
can make some sort of . . . accommodi-
tion with them. Terms, don't you know.”

*“Terms?” says Yakub. “Have you made
terms with a woll lately, Englishman?
Shall T well you the kind ol terms they
make? When this scum Perovski brought
his soldicrs and big guns o my city of Ak
Mechet two years ago, mvading our soil
for no better reason than that he wished
to steal i, what did he tell Mahomed
Wali, who ruled in my absence?” His
voice was still sicady, but his eyes were
shining. “He said: "Russia comes not for
a day, not for a year, but forever.” Those
were his terms. And when Wali's people
lought lor the town, even the women and
children throwing heir kissiaks [hard
dung balls used as missiles] against the
guns, and held undil there was no food
Iett, and the swords were all broken, and
the litde powder gone, and the walls
blown in, and only the citadel remained,
Wali said: ‘It is enough. We will surren-
der.” And Perovski tore up the offer of
surrender and said: *“We will take the cita-
del with our bayonets.” And they did.
Two hundred of our folk they mowed



down with grape, even the old and young.
That is the honour of a Russian soldier:
that is the peace of the White Tsar.”s
“My wife and children died in Ak Me-
chet, beneath the White Mosque,” says

5 The Russian expansion into Central
Asia in the middle of the last century,
which swallowed up all the independent
countries and Lhanales east of the Cas-
pian as far as China and south to Afghan-
istan, was conducted with considerable
brutaliiy. The massacre at Ak Mechet
(the White Mosque) by General Perouski,
on Adugust 8, 1853, took place as Yalub
Beg describes il, but it was surpassed by
such atrocities as Denghil Tepe, in the
Kara Kum, in 1879, when the Tekke
women and clildren, attempting to es-
cape from the position which their men-
Jolk were holding, were deliberately shot
down by Lomakine’s troops. In this, as in
other places, the Russian commanders
made it clear that they were not inter-
ested in recewing swrrenders.

It is customary nowadays for Russians
to refer to this expansion as “isayist im-
pertalism™; however, it will be noted
that while the much-abused Western
colonial powers have now largely divested
themselves of their empives, the modern
Russtan Communist state retains an tron
grip on the extensive colonies in Cen-
tral Asia which the old Russian empirve
acqurred.

Sahibh Khan. “They did not even know
who the Russians were. My little son
clapped his hands belore the battle, to sce
so many pretty uniforms and the guns all
in arow.”

They were silent again and I sat un-
comfortably, until Yakub Beg says: “I
took seven thousand men against Ak Me-
chet two winters since and saw them
routed; T went again with twice as many
and saw my thousands slain. The Rus-
sians lost eighteen Killed. Oh, if it were
sabre 1o sabre, horse to horse, man to
man, I would not shirk the odds—but
against their artillery, their rifles, what
can our riders doz"”

“Fight.,” growls Kutebar. “So it is the
last fight, let it be one they will remem-
ber. A month, you say? In that time we
can run the horsettil banner to Kashgar
and back; we can raise every Muslim
fighting man from Twgai to the Killer-
of-Hindus [Hindu Kush range], from
Khorasan o the Tarim Desert.” His voice
rose steadily from a growl to a shout.
“When the Chinese slew the Kalmuks in
the old time. what was the answer given
to the [aimthearts: “Turn  east, west,
north, south, there you shall find the Kir-
ghiz. Why should we lie down to a hand-
ful of strangers?” They have arms, they
have horses—so have we. If they come in
their thousands, these infidels, have we
not the Great Horde ol the far steppes,

the people ol the Blue WolL 1o join our
jihad [holy war]? We may not win, but,
by God, we can make them understand
that the ghosts of Timur and Chinghiz
Khan still ride these plains; we can mark
every yard of the Syr Daria with a Rus-
sian corpse; we can make them buy this
country at a price that will cause the
tiar to count his change in the Krem-
lin palace!™

Yakub Beg sighed, and then smiled at
me. He was one of your spirited rascals
who can never be glumn for more than a
moment. “It may be. I they overrun us,
I shall not live to sce it; T'll make young
bones somewhere up by Ak Mechet. You
understand, Flashman bahadur, we may
buy you a little time here, in Syr Daria
—no more. Your red soldiers may avenge
us, but only God can help us.”

Ko Dali's daughter spoke for the first
time and I was surprised how high and
yet husky her voice was—the kind that
makes you think of French satin sofas,

O The Mongols weve said to be de-
scended from a sky-Ulue wolf. Flashman’s
Kholandwan friends seem to have wsed
the term vather loosely, possibly because
many of them werve part Mongol by de-
scenl. Incidentally, much of Kutebar's
speech at this point is almost word for
word with a rallying call heard in the
Syr Davia country at the time of the
Russian advance.
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with the blinds down and purple wall-
paper. She was lying prone now, tickling
the kitten's belly and murmuring to it.

“Do you hear them, little tiger, these
great strong men? How they enjoy their
despair! They reckon the odds and find
them heavy, and since fighting is so much
casier than thinking, they put the scowl
of resignation on the face of stupidity
and  swear most horribly.” Her voice
whined in grotesque mimicry. “ By the
bowels of Rustum, we shall give them a
battle to remember—hand me my scimi-
tar, Gamal, it is in the woodshed. Aye, we
shall make such and such a slaughter, and
if we are all blown to the ends of Eb-
lis—may God protect the valorous!—we
shall at least be blown like men. Aya-
wallah, brothers, it is God's will; we shall
have done our best.” This is how the wise
winrriors talk, Turry litte sister—which is
why we women weep and children go
hungry. But never lear—when the Rus-
sians have Killed them all, I shall find
mysell a grear strong Cossack and vou
shall have a lusty Russian tom, and we
shall live on oranges and honey and
cream lorever.”

Yakub Beg just Liughed and silenced
Kutebar's angry growl. “She never said a
word that was not worth listening to.
Well, Silk One, what must we do 1o
be saved:™

Ko Dali’s daughter rolled the Kitten
over. “Fight them now, belore they have
moved, while they have their backs to the
sea. Take all your horsemen. suddenly,
and scatter them on the beach.”

“Oh. cage the wind, givl!™ cries Kute
bar. “They have thirty thousand muskets,
one third of them Cossack cavalry. Where
can we raise half that number?”

“Send 1o Buzurg Khan to help vou. At
need, ask aid from Bokhara.”

“Bokhara is lukewarm.” says Yakub
Beg. “They are the last 1o whom we can
turn for help.”

The girl shrugged. “When the Jew
grows poor, he looks to his old accounts.
Well, then, you must do it alone.”

“How, woman? | have not the gilt ol
human multiplication; they oumnumber
us.”

“But their ammunition has not yet
come—this much we know from your
spies at Fort Raim. So the odds are none
so great—three to one at most. With such
valiant sabres as Kutebar here, the thing
should be easy.”

“Il there were a hope ol a surprise at-
tack on their camp succeeding, 1 should
have ordered it,” says Yakub Beg. “Bur I
see no way. Their powder ships will ar-
rive in a week, and three days, perhaps
lour, thereafter, they will be moving up
Syr Daria.”

“Ask her, then,” says Kutebar sarcasti-
cally. “Is she not waiting to be asked? To
her, it will be easy.”

“If it were casy, even you would have

230 thought ol it by now,” says the girl. “Let

me think ol it instead.” She rose, picking
up her cat, stroking it and smiling as she
nuzzled it. “Shall we think, litde cruelty?
And when we have thought, we shall tell
them and they will slap their knees and
ay: "Mashallah, but how simple! It leaps
to the eye! A child could have conceived
it." And they will smile on us and perhaps
throw us a little jumagi [pocket money]
or a sweermeat, for which we shall be
humbly thankful. Come, butcher of little
mice.” And without so much as a glance
at us, she sauntered off, with those tight
white pants stirring provocatively and
Izzat cursing under his breadh.

“Ko Dali should have whipped the de-
mons out of that bagegage hefore she grew
teeth! But then, what do the Chinese
know of education? If she were mine, by
death, would I not discipline her:"

“You would not dare, father of wind
and grey whiskers,” says Yakub genially.
“So let her think—and if nothing comes
of it, you may have the laugh ol her.”

Now, their discussion had been all very
well, no doubi, but it was of no great in-
terest to me whether they got themselves
cut up by the Russians now or a month
hence. The main thing was to get Flashy
on his way to India, and I made bold 1o
raise the subject again. But Yakub Beg
disappointed me.

“You shall go. surely, but a lew days
will make no ditference. By then we shall
have made a resolve here, and it were hest
vour chiels in India knew what it was.
So they may be the better prepared. In
the meantime, Flashman bahadur, blood
brother, take your ease among us.”

I couldn’t object 1o that and for three
days I loafed about, wandering through
the camp, observing the great coming and
going ol couriers and the arvival each day
of Iresh bands ol horsemen. They were
coming in from all parts of the Red Sands
and. beyond, Irom as far as the Black
Sands below Khiva, and Zaralshan and
the Bokhara border-—Uzbeks with their
Mat yellow faces and scalp locks, lean,
swarthy Tajiks and sliteyed Mongols,
tarrible-looking  folk with  their  long
swords and bandy legs—until there must
have been close on 5000 riders in that
valley alone. But when you thought of
these wild hordes pitted against arillery
and disciplined riflemen, you saw how
hopeless the business was; it would take
more than the Silk One to think them
out of this.

An exunordinary young woman, that
—weeping  passionately  over  Yakub's
wounds on the night of the rescue, but in
council with the men as composed (and
bossy) as a Mayfair mama. A walking
temptation, too, to a warm-blooded chap
like me, so I kept well dear ol her in
those three days. She might be just the
ticket for a wet weekend, but she was also
Yakub Beg's intended—and that apant,
I'm bound to confess that there was some-
thing about the cut of her shapely litle

jib that made me just a mite uneasy. I'm
wary of strong, clever women, however
beddable they may be, and Ko Dali's
daughter was strong and too clever for
comlort. As I was to find out to my cost
—God, when I think what that Chinese-
minded mort got me into!

I spent my time, as 1 say, loafing and
getting more impatient and edgy by the
hour. I wanted to get away for India, and
every day that passed brought nearer the
moment when those Russian  brutes
(with Ignatieff well to the fore, no
doubt) came pouring up the Syr Daria
valley from Fore Raim, guns, Cossacks,
loot and all. But Yakub still scemed un-
certain how to prepare for the fight thae
was coming; he’'d wried his overlord,
Buzurg Khan, for help, and got little out
of him, and egged on by Kutebar, he was
coming round to the Silk One’s notion ol
one mad slash at the enemy belore they
had got under way from Fort Raim. Good
luck, thinks I, just give me a horse and an
escort first and I'll bless your enterprise
as I wave farewell.

It was the fourth day and I was loung:
ing in the camp’s little market, improving
my Persian by learning the 99 names ol
God (only the Bactrian camels know the
100th, which is why they look so deuced
supcrior) [from an  Astrabad caravan
guard wurned murderer, when Kutebar
came in a great bustle 10 tike me w
Yakub Beg at once. I went, thinking no
evil. and found him in the pavilion with
Sahil Khan and one or two others, squat-
ting round their coflee table. Ko Dali's
daughter was lounging apart, listening
and saying nothing, feeding her kiten
with sweet jelly. Yakub, whose limbs had
mended to the point where he could
move with only a liule stiflness, was
wound up like a fiddleswring with ex-
citement; he was smiling gleefully as
he touched my hand in greeting and
motioned me 1o sit.

“News, Flashman baladur! The Ruski
powder hoats come tomorrow. They have
loaded at Tokmak, the Obruchefl steamer
and the Mikhail, and by cvening they
will be at anchor off Syr Daria's mouth,
with every grain of powder, every car-
tridge. every pack for the artillery in
their holds! The next day their cargoes
will be dispersed through the Ruski host,
who at the moment have a hare twenty
rounds to cach musket.” He rubbed his
hands joyfully. “You sce what it means,
angliski?z God has put them in our hands
—may His name be ever blessed!™

I didn’t sce what he was driving ar,
until Sahib Khan enlightened me. “If
those two powder boats cm be de-
stroyed,” says he, “there will be no Rusk;
army on the Syr Daria this year, They will
be a bear without claws.”

“And there will be no advance on
India this year, cither!” cries Yakub.
“What do you say to that, Flashman?”

It was big news, certainly, and their
logic was flawless—so far as it went:



Your watch has done you in again.
And everybody’s ted up with your excuses.

To insure your dignity, not to mention your job, you need an
Accutron® watch.

It doesn’t have a mainspring that can get unsprung. Or a bal-
ance wheel that can get unbalanced.

It has a tuning fork movement (foronteed fo tum in an honest
day’s work to within a minute a monf

Just match that record, and your worries are over.

BULOVA ACCUTRON'

The faithful tuning fork waich.

leh 1o n_q}‘-r #25806. 14K solid go Id cose ond bracelet $5 295596 14K solid P-‘
gold $275. Orher shyles at fine jewelry and departme )

+limekeeping will be odjusted fo this lolerance, if « wy. il relume
tiom whom puichased within one year from date of purchase @Bulov

Jeale




PLAYBOY

Without their main munitions, the Rus-
sians couldn’t march. From my detached
point ol view. there was only one small
question to ask. “Can you do it?"

He looked at me, grinning, and some-
thing in that happy bandit [ace started
the alarms rumbling in my lower inmards.

“That you shall tell us,” says he. “In-
deed. God has sent yvou here. Listen. now.
What I have told you is sure information;
every slave who lubours on that beach at
Fort Raim, unloading and piling baggage
lor those Ruski filth, is a man or a woman
of our people—so that not a word is spo-
ken in thar camp. not a deed done. 1ot a
sentry relieves himsell but we know of it.
We know to the last peck of rice. 1o the
last horseshoe, what supplies already lie
on that beach. and we know. too. that
when the powder ships anchor olf Fort
Raim. they will be ringed abour with
guard boats. so that not even a fish can
swim through. So we cannot hope 1o mine
or burn them by storm or surprise.”

Well, that dished him, it scemed o me,
but on he went. happily disposing ol an-
other possibility. “Nor could we hope to
drag the lightest ol the few poor cannon
we have to some place within shot of the
ships. What then remams?” He smiled
triumphantly and produced from his
breast a roll ol papers, written in Rus.
sian; it looked like a list.

“Did I nor say we were well served lor
spies? This is a munifest of stores and
equipment alveady Lnded and Iving be-
neath the awnings and in the sheds. My
carcful Silk One”—he bowed in her di-
rection—"has had them interpreted and
has found an item of vast interest. It
says—unow listen. and bless the wme ol
vour own people, Irom whom this gilt
comes—it savs: T lwenty stands of British
rocket artillery; two hundred hoxes ol
cases.” "

He stopped, staring eagerly at me, and
Powas awire that they were all waiting
expectantly.

“Congrevesz” savs I "Well, whin

“What is the range of such rocketss”
asked Yakuby Beg.

“Why—about two miles.” 1 knew a bit
about Congreves from my time at Wool-
wich., “Not accurate at thin distanee, of
cou if you want to make good prac-
tice, then hall a mile, three quarters,
but——"

“The ships will not be above hall a
mile from the shove.” says he soluly. * And
these rockets, Ivom what 1 have heard. are
fiercely combustible—like Greek fire! 1f
one ol them were 1o swike the upper
works ol the stcamer or the wooden hull
of the Mikhail.”

“Forgive me,” savs L “But the Ruskis
have these rockets—you don’t. And il
you're thinking ol stealing some of “em,
F'm sorry. Yakub, but you're eating green
corn. D'ye know how much a single Con-
greve tocket head weighs. without its
stick? Thirty-two pounds. And the stick

"

232 15 Dilteen feet long—and helore vou can

fire one you have to have the firing
frame, which is solid steel weighing God
knows what, with iron hall-pipes. Oh, I
daresay friend Kutebar here has some
pretty thicves in his fighting tail, but they
couldn’t hope to lug this kind of gear out
from under the Russians’ noses—not un-
seen. Dammit, vou'd need a mule rain.
And if. by some miracle, you did get hold
ol a frame and rockets, where would you
find a firing point close enough? For that
matter. at two miles—maximum range,
wratned at filty-five degrees—why, you
could blaze away all night and never
score a hit!”

I suddenly stopped talking. I'd been
expecting to sce their faces [all. but
Yakub was grinning broader by the sec
ond. Kutehar was nodding grimly, even
Sahily Khan was smiling.

“What's the joke, then®” says 1. “You
can't do it you see.”

“We do not need to do it,” says Yakub,
looking like a happy crocodile. “Tell me:
These things are like great skyrockets, are
they notz How long would it take un
skilled men—handless creatures like the
ancient Kurebar, for example—to pre-
pare and fire one?”

“Ta ereat the [ime?—oh, 1wo min-
utes. for artillerymen. Ten times as long,
probably. fov vouwr lot. Adjust the aim,
light the [use and off she goes—but dam-
mit. what's the use of this 10 you:”

“Yallah!™ cries he, dapping his hands
delightedly. T should call vou saped-pa
—white foot. the bringer of good luck
and good news. for what you have just
told us is the sweetest tidings I have heard
this summer.” He reached over and
slapped my knee. “Have no fear—we do
not intend to steal a rocker. although it
was my first thought. But. as vou have
pointed out. it would be impossible; this
much we had realized. But my Silk One,
whose mind is like the puzzles of her
father’s people, intricately simple, has
found a way. Tell him, Kutebar.™

“We cannat beat the Ruskis, even if we
launch our whole power, live or six thou-
sand riders. upon their beach camp and
Fort Raim.” says the old handit. “They
must drive us back with slaughter in the
end. But"—he wagged a finger like an
cagle’s wlon under my nose—"we cin
storm their camp by night, in one place,
where these feringhee vakets are lying
and that is hard by the pier. in a lic
te godown [warchouse]. This our people
have alveady told us, It will be a strange
thing il. deseending out of the night past
Fort Ramn like a thunderbolt, we cannot
hold filty vards of beach for an hour,
facing both wavs. And in our midst. we
shall set up this raket deviece, and while
our riders hold the enemy at bay. our
gummers can Limneh this fire of Eblis
against the Ruski powder ships. They
will be in fair range, not half & mile—and
i such weather, with timbers as diy as
sind. will not one ra-ket siriking home be
sufhcient to burn them to Jehannums”

I looked at the Silk One with my skin
aawling. She'd schemed up this desper-
ate, doomed nonsense, in which thou-
sands of men were going to be cut up, and
there she sat, dusting her kitten's whisk-
ers. Mind vou, I didn't doubt, when 1
thought of the thing, that they could
bring it off. given decent luck. Five thou-
sand sabres, with the likes of Kutebar
roaring about in the dark. could create
havoc in that Russian camp and probably
secure a beachhead just long enough for
them to turn the Russians’ own rockets
on the powder ships. And I knew any fool
could lay and fire a Congreve. But after-
wards? 1 thought of the shambles of tha
beach in the dark—and those rows of gal-
lows outside Fort Raim.

And yet, there they sat, those madmen,
looking as pleased as if they were going to
a birthday party. Yakub Beg calling for
collee and sherbet, Kutebar's evil old face
wreathed in happy smiles. Well, it was no
concern of mine if they wanted to throw
their lives away—and if they did succeed
in crippling the Russian invasion belore
it had even started, so much the better. Tt
would be glad news 10 bring into Pesha-
war—Dhy Jove, I might even hint that I'd
engineered the whole thing.

And then Yakub Beg’s voice broke in
on mv daydreams:

“Whao shall say there is such a thing as
chance?” he was exulting. “All is as God
dircars. He sends the Ruski powder ships.
He sends the means of their destruction.
And”"—he reached out to pass me my
coffee cup—"best of all, He sends you.
blood brother, without whom all would
be nought.”

You may think that until now I'd been
slow on the uptake—thar 1 should have
scen the danger signal as soon as this lu-
natic mentioned Congreve rockets. But
I'd been so taken aback by the scheme
and had it so fixed in mv mind that 1 had
no part in it. anvwav, that the fearful im-
plication hehind his last words came like
a douche of cold warter. 1 nearly dropped
my coffee cup.

“Noughtz” I echoed. “What d'you
mean’

“Who among us would have the skill or
knowledge to make use ol these rockets of
yoursz” says he. I said you were sent by
God. A British ofhcer. who knows how
these things are emploved, who can en-
sure success where our bungling fingers
would—-"

“You mean you expect me to fire these
bloody things for vou? Look, Yakub Beg
—I'm sorry. but it cannot be. You know
I must go 1o India, 1o carry the news of
this Russian invasion . . . this army. . . .
I aan'erisk such news going astray. ., "

“But there will be no invasion,” says
he contentedly. “"We will see to that.”

“But il we—you—I mean, if it doesn’t
work?” I eried. “I can’t take the risk! 1
mean, its not that I don’t wish o help
vou—I would il T could. of course. But il
I were killed and the Russians marched



“Stop worrying, Rodney—there are timeswhen a stutter can
be avery attractive impediment.”
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“ .. And over heve, a little-known event in
American history took place”

i spiute ol your idiotic—I mean, your dar-
g scheme—ihey would carch my people
unprepared!™

“Rest assured,” says he, “the news will
go to Peshawar. I pledge my honour, just
as I pledge my people o fight these Rus-
kis tooth and nail from here 1o the Killer-
ol-Hindus. But we will stop them here”—
and he struck the ground beside him. “T
know it! And vour soldiers in India will
he prepared for a blow that never comes.
For we will not fail. The Silk One’s plan
is sound. Is she not the najid=" And the
grinning ape bowed again in her direc-
tion, pleased as Punch.

By George, this was desperate. T didn't
know what to say. He was hent on drag-
ging me into certain destruction and I
had 10 weasel out somehow—Dbut, at the
same time, I daren’t let them see the
iruth, which was that the whole mad
scheme terrified me out ol my wits. That
might well be fatal—you've no idea what
those folk arve like, and il Yikub Beg
thought I was letting him down . . . well,
one thing I could be sure ol: There'd be
no excursion train ordered up to take me
to the coval strand in 4 hurry.

“Yakub, my friend.” savs I, “think but
a moment. I would ask nothing better
than to ride with you and Kuiehar on this
allair. T have my owu store to sertle with
these Ruski pigs. believe me. And if 1
could add one asper in the scale of suc-
cess, T would be with you heart and soul.
But I am no artilleryman. 1 know some-
thing of these rockets but nothing to the
purpose. Any fool can aim them and
firec them—Kutebar can do it as casily as

234 he breaks wind”—that got them laughing,

as 1 intended it should. "And T have my
duty, which is 10 my coumry. I, and I
alone, must 1ake that news—who else
would be believed? Don't vou see—you
may do this thing without me?”

“Not as surely,” savs he. “How could
we? An artillervinan you may not be. but
you are a soldier, with those liule skills
that mean the difference between success
and fmilure. You know this—and think,
blood brother, whether we stand or fall,
when those ships flame like the rising sun
and sink into destruction, we will have
shatteved the threat 10 your folk and
mine! We will have lit a fire thar will
singe 1the Kremiin wall! By God, what a
dawn that will be!™

I sat prewty quict, feverishly trying o
plot a way out ol this and getting no-
where. The others got down to the de-
tiails of the business and I had 10 ke
part and try to look happy about ijt. I
must say, looking back, they had it well
schemed out: They would take 5000 rid.
ers, under Yakub and Kutebar and Sahib
Khan, each commanding a division, amd
just go hell for leather past Fort Raim at
lour in the morming. driving down 1o the
beach and cutting oft the pier. Sahib
Khaw's lot would secure the northern
flank beyond the pier, facing the Syr
Dimia mowth; Yakub would take the
south side, fronting the main beach: and
their forces would join up at the Lind-
ward end of the pier. presenting a ring of
fire and steel against the Russian couner-
attacks. Kutebar's detachment would be
inside the ring, in reserve, and shielding
the firing party—here they looked at me
with reverent eyes amnd I managed an off-

hand grin that any dentist would have
recognized first go.

And then, while all hell was breaking
loose round us, the inwepid Flashy and
his assistants would set the infernal things
up and blaze away at the powder ships.
And when the great Guy Fawkes explo-
sion occurred—supposing that it did—we
would take to the sea; it was half a mile
across the Syr Daria mowth and Kaui
Torah—a horrible little person with yel-
low tecth and a squint, who was one ol
the council that night—would be waiting
on the other side 1o cover all who could
escape that way.

- - -

I loafed about my tent, worrying, next
morning, while the camp hummed
round me—you never nny
happy faces ar the prospect of impending
dissolwtion. How many of them would be
alive nexu day? Not that I cared—I"d have
seen em all dead and damned if only I
could come off sale. My guts were begin.
ning to churn i earnest as the howrs went
by, imd finally T was in such a sweat [
couldn’t stand it any longer. I decided to
go up 1o the pavilion and have a last shot
at talking some sense into Yakub Beg—]
didn’t know what T could say, but il the
worst came to the worst, T might cven
chance a fac relusal o have anything 1o
do wih his mad ventwe and sce whin he
would do abour it. In this desperate
frame of mind. I made my way up
through the village, which was quiet with
evervone heing down in the crmp helow.
went through the Titde archway and past
the sareen 1o the garden—and there was
Ko Dali's daughter, alone. sitting by the
fountain. wrailing her  fingers in  the
water, with that damned kitien watching
the ripples.

In spite ol my fearful preoccupations

-which were entively her fault, in the
first place—I felt the old Adam stir at the
sight of her. She was wearing a close-
fitting white robe with a gold-emlwoi-
dered border and her shapely little bare
feer peeping out beneath it round her
head was the inevitable turban, also of
white. She looked like Scheherazade in
the caliph’s garden, and didn't she
know it, just?

“Yakub is not here,” says she, before
I'd even had time to state my business,
“He has ridden out with the others 10
talk with Buzurg Khan: perhaps by eve-
ning he will have rerurned.” She siroked
the Kitten. “Will vou wait:"

It was an invitation il ever T heard one
—and I'm used o them. But it was unex-
pected and, as I've said, T was something
wary ol this young woman. So I hesitated,
while she watched me, smiling with her
lips dosed, and T was just on the point
of making my apology and withdraw
ing, when she leaned down to the kitten
and said:

“Why do you suppose such a tall fellow
is so alraid, linde sister? Can you 1ell?
No? He would be wise not 1o let Yakub
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Beg know it—for it would be a great
shame to the Kush Begi to find fear in
his blood brother.”

1 don't know when I've been taken

more aback. I stood astonished as she
went on, with her [ace close to the
kitten's:

“We knew it the first night, at Fort

Raim—you remember 1 told you? We lelt
it even in his mouth. And we both saw it,
last night, when Yakub Beg pressed him
into our venture—the others did not, lor
he dissembles well, this angliski. But we
knew, you and I, little terror of the lard-
er. We saw the [ear in his eyes when he
tried to persuade them. We see it now.”
She picked the kitten up and nuzzled it
against her cheek, "What are we to make
of him, then?”

“Well, I'm damned!” 1
ning, and took a stride forward, red in the
face, and stopped.

“Now he is angry, as well as fright-
ened,” says she, pretending to whisper in
the brute’s car. “Is that not fine? We have
stirred him 1o rage. which is one of the
seven forbidden sins he {eels against us.
Yos, pretey tiger, he feels another one as
well. Which one? Come, little foolish,
that is easy—mno, not envy, why should
he envy usz Alh, you have guessed it, you
wanton ol the might walls, you trilier in
jimai najaiz [illicit love]. Is it not scan-
dalous? But be at ease—we are sale from
him. For does he not [ear?”

was  hegin-

‘We neverr met a face we

F“[;H HEGULAH

Kutebar was undoubtedly right—this
one should have had the mischiel tanned
out of her when she was knee-high. I
stoodd there, wattling, no doubt, and
wrying to think of a curting rerort—Dbut
interrupting a conversition between a
woman and a cat ain't as easy as it might
seem. One tends to look a lool.

“You think it a l)ity. scourge
milk bhowls? Well | . . there it 1s. H lech-
ery camnot cast out fear, then?
What does he [ear, you ask? Oh. so many
things—death. as all men do. That is no
matter, so that they do not cross the line
from *will" to ‘will not.” But he fears also
Yakub Beg, which is wisdom—although
Yakub Beg is lar away and we are quite
alone here. So . .. sull he wavers, al-
though desire struggles with fear in him.

ol the

what

Which will Il'ilu'nth, do you sul)p()n(:? Is
it not exciting, little trollop of the willow
trees? Are your male cats so timorous? Do
they fear even o sit beside you”

I wasn’'t standing for that,
—Dbesides, I was becoming decidedly in-

:lll)\\'il}

terested, 1 came round the fountain and
sat down on the grass. And, damme, the
kitten popped its face round her head
and miaowed at me.

“There, little sister!” She cud-
dled it, turned to look at me out of those
slanting black eyes and returned o her
conversiation.
mistress, then? Ayah, it 1s not necessary

brave

“Would you protect your

—Ifor what will he do? He will gnaw his
lip, while his mouth grows dry with fear
amdd  desire—he will think. Oh, such
thoughts—there is no protection against
them. Do you not feel them touching us,
cembracing us, enfolding us, burning us
with their passion? Alas, it is only an il-
lusion—and like to remain one,
15 Ias fear.”

I've seduced been seduced—in
some odd ways, but never before with a
kitten pressed into service as pimp. She
was right, of course—I was scared, not
only of Yakub Beg but of her: She knew
too much, this one, for any man's com-
fort. There was something clse—but with
that slim white shape tantalizing me with-
m arm’s length, and that murmuring
voice, and the drift of her perfume, subtle
and sweet as a garden flower, 1 didn’t
care. 1 reached out—and hesitated, sweat-
ing lustlully. My God, I
but

“And now he pants, and trembles, and
fears to touch. my furry sweet. Like the
little boys at the conlectioner’s stall or a
beardless youth biting his nails outside a

S0 oyt

and

wanted her.

brothel, and he such a fine, strong—
nothing of a man. He——"
“Damm vou!” roars 1. “and damn

vour Yakubh Beg! Come here!™

And I grabbed her round the body, one
hand on her breast, the other on her
belly, and pulled her roughly to me. She
came without resistance, her head back
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and those almond eyes looking up at me,
her lips parted; 1 was shaking as I
brought my mouth down on them and
pulled the robe from her shoulders, grip-
ping her sharp-pointed breasts in my
hands. She lay quivering against me for a
moment, and then pulled free. pushing
the kitten gently aside with her foot.

And then she tarned towards me, push-
ing me back and down, with her hands on
my chest, and sliding astride of me while
her tongue flickered out against my lips
and then my eyelids and checks and into
my car. I grappled her, vammering lust-
fully, as she shrugged off the robe and
began working nimbly at my girdle—and
no sooner had we set 1o partners and com-
menced heaving passionately away than
up comes that damned kiten beside my
head and Ko Dali's daughter had 1o
pausc and lift her face to blow at it.

“Docs no one pay heed w you, then?
Fie, sclfish liule inquisitive! Can your
mistress not have a moment of pleasure
herself with an angliski—a thing she has
never done belore?” And they purred at
cach other while I was going mad-—I've
never been more mortified in my life.

“I shall tell you all about it later,” said
she, which is an astonishing thing 1o hear,
when you're a1 grips.

“Never mind telling the blasted cat!”
I roared, straining at her. “Dammit, if
you're going to tell anyone, tell me!”

“Ah,” says she, sitting back. “You are
like the Chinese—you wish 10 1alk as
well? Then here is a topic of conversa-
tion.” And she reached up and suddenly
plucked off her twban, and there she
wits, shaved like a Buddhist monk, staring
mischievously down at me,

“Good God!” 1 aoaked.
bald!"”

“Did you not know? It is my vow. Docs
it make me”—she stivred her rump deli-
ciously—"less desirable:”

“My God, no!” I cried and fell to
again with a will, but everv time I hecame
properly engrossed, she would stop to
chide the car, which kept loafing round
migowing, until T was near arzy, with
that naked alabaster beauty squirming
athware my hawse. as the sailors say. and
nothing to he done satislactorily until she
had lelt off talking and come back to
work. And once she nearly anmanned me
completely by stopping short, glancing
up and crying, “Yakub!" and I let ow a
frantic yelp and near as anything heaved
her into the fountin as T sirained my
head round to look ar the archway and
sce—nothing. But belore 1 could remon-
strate or swipe her head off, she was writh-
ing and plunging away again, 1
with her eves hall-closed. and this time,
[or a wonder, the thing went on uniner-
rupted wntil we were lying gasping and
exhausted.

Presently she got up and went off, re-
turning with a linde wray on which there
were cups of sherbet and two big bowls

“"You're

236 of kefi—just the thing alter a hot en-

counter, when you're fecling well and
contented, and wondering vaguely wheth-
cr you ought not to slide out before the
man ol the house comes back. and decid-
ing the devil with him. It was good kel-
ir, too—strangely sweet, with a musky
flavour that 1 couldn’t place, and as 1
spooned it down gratelully, she sat watch-
ing me, with those mysterious dark eyes,
and murmuring to her kitten as it played
with her fingers.

“Capital kehr, this,” says I, deaning
round the bowl. “Any more?”

She gave me another helping and went
on whispering to the cat—taking care
that T could hear. *Why did we permit
him to make love? Oh, such a question!
Because of his fine shape and handsome
head, you think, and the promise of a
great baz-baz [an indelicate synonym for
virility]—oh, whiskered little harlot, have
you no blushes? What—because he was
fearful and we women know that nothing
50 drives out a man’s fear as passion and
delight with a beautiful darling? That is
an old wisdom, true—is it the poct Fir-
dausi who says “The making ol lite in the
shadow of death is the blissful obliv-
ion’?

“I call you 1o witness, curious tiny leop-
ard-—you and Firdausi both. He is much
braver now—and he is so very strong,
with his great powerful arms and thighs,
like the black djinn in the story ol es-
Sinbad of the sea—he is no longer sale
with delicate Tadies such as we. He might
harm us.” And with that mocking smile,
she went quickly round the fountain,
before T could stop her, “Tell me, an-
gliski,” she said, looking back but not
stopping. “You who speak Persian and
know so much of our country—have
you ever heard of the Old Man of the
Mountain?"

“No, by Jove, I don’t think I have,”
says 1. “Come back and tell me about
him.”

“Alier tonight—when the work has
been done,” says she, teasing. “Perhaps
then I'shall tell you.”

“But I want to know now.”

“Be content,” says she. “You are a
diflerent man from the fearful fellow
who came here secking Yakub an hour
ago. Remember the Persian saying: *Lick
up the honey, swanger, and ask no
questions.” "

And then she was gone. leaving me
grinning foolishly after her and aursing
her perversity in a good-humoured way.
I couldn’t account for it, but for some rea-
son, 1 felt Tull of buck and appetite and
great good humour, and I couldn’t even
remember fecling doubts or fears or any-
thing much—ol course, 1 knew there was
nothing like a good lively female for put-
ting a chap in trim, as her man Firdausi
had apparently pointed out. Clever lads,
these Persian pocts.

I went striding back down to the valley,
then, singing, “Ahunting we will go,” il I
remember rightly, and was just in time to

sce Yakub and Kutebar return from their
mecting with Buzurg Khan in a fine rage:
The overlord had refused to risk any of
his people in what he, the shirking recre-
ant, regarded as a lost hope. 1 couldn’t be-
lieve such poltroonery myself, and said
50, loudly. But there it was: The business
wias up o us and our 5000 sabres, and
when Yakub jumped onto a pile of camel
bales in the valley market and told the
mob it was do or die by themselves for the
honour of Old Khokand, and explained
how we were going 1o assault the beach
that night and blow up the powder ships,
the whole splendid crowd rose to him as
a man. There was just a sea of laces, yel-
low and brown, sliteyed and hook-nosed,
bald-pated and scalp-locked or turbaned
and hairy, all yelling and laughing and
waviug their sabres, with the wilder spir-
its aacking oft their pistols and racing
their ponies round the outskirts of the
caowd in an ecstasy ol excitement, churn-
ing up the dust and whooping like
Arapaho.

And when Kutcbar, 1o a storm of ap-
plause. took his place beside Yakub and
thundered in his huge voice: “North,
south, cast and west—where shall you find
the Kirghiz? By the silver hand of Alexan-
der, they are here!” the whole place
exploded in wild cheering and they
crowded round the two leaders, promis-
ing ten Russian dead for every one of
ours, and I thought, why not give 'em a
bit of civilized comlort, 100, so I jumped
up mysell, roaring, “Hear, hear!” and
when they stopped to listen, I gave it 1o
them, straight and manly.

“That's the spirit, you [ellows!” I 1old
them. “I second what these two fine asso-
ciates of mine have told you and have
only this 10 add. We're going to blow
these bloody Russians from hell o Hud-
dersfield—and I'm the chap who can do
it, let me tell vou! So I shall detain you
no longer. my good friends—and Tajiks,
and niggers, and what not—but only ask
you to he upstanding and give a rousing
British cheer for the honour of the dear
old schoolhouse—hip. hip, hip. hurrah!”

And didn’t they cheer, too? Best speech
I ever made, I remember thinking. and
Yakub clapped me on the back, grinning
all over. and said by the beard of Mo-
hammed, il we had proposed a march on
Moscow, every man jack would have been
in his saddle that minute, riding west.

So I got my aew togethe—and Ko
Dali’s daughter was there, too, lovely girl
and so attentive, all in black now, shirt,
pyjamas, boots and turban, very business-
like. And I lectured them about Con-
greves—it was remarkable how well
remembered each dewail about asse mbling
the firing frame and hall-pipes and ad-
justing the range screws and everything;
the excellent fellows ook it all in, spit-
ting and exclaiming with excitement, and
you could see that even if they weren't
the kind o get elected to the Royal Soci-
ety for their mechanical aptitude, their




“By George, Agatha, that was even better than I remembered.”
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hearts were in the right place. T tried 1o
get Ko Dali's daughier aside afterwards
lor some special instruction, but she ex-
cused hersell, so T went off to the grind-
stone merchant to get a sabre sharpened
and got Kuiebar to find me a few rounds
for my German revolver.

“The only thing that irks me,” T told
him, “is that we are going to be stuck in
some stufly godown, blazing away with
rockets, while Yakub and the others have
got the best ol the cvening. Dammit,
lzzat, 1 want o put this steel across a few
Ruski necks—there’s a walleyed rascal
called Ignatieff, now, have I told you
about him? Two rounds from this
popgun into his midriff, and then a foot
of sabre through his throat—that's all
he needs.”

I didn't know when I'd felt so blood-
lusty, and it got worse as the evening wore
on. By the time we saddled up, T was full
ol hate against a vague figure who was
Ignatielt in a Cossack hat with the tsar’s
eagle across the front of his shirt: T wam-

ed to settle him, gorily and painfully, and
all the way on our ride across the Kizil
Kum in the gathering dark, I was dream-
ing fine mightmares in which I des-
patched him. But [rom time 1o time 1 felt
quite jolly, too, and sang a few snatches of
The Leather Bottel and John Peel and
other popular lavourites, while the riders
grinned and nudged each other.

It took a good hour in the cold dark o
bring all the riders quietly into the safety
ol the scrubby wood that lies a bare half
mile [rom Fort Riim, each man holding
his horse’s nostrils or blanketing ns head,
while I fidgeted with impatience. Yakub
Beg emerged out of the shadows, very
brave in spiked helmer and red cloak, to
say that we should move when the moon
hid behind the cloud bank.

And then Yakub was calling softly into
the dark: “In the name of God and the
Son of God! Kirghiz. Uzbek, Tajik, Kal-
muk, Tuwrka—remember Ak Mechert!
The morning rides behind us!” And he
made that sirange, moaning Khokand

“Work shirts,
work pants, socks, underwear
and, on top of it all, panties, slips, bras, blouses
and dresses—I'm telling you, Elaine, it’s a lot
of extra work being married to
a lransveslite.”

whistle, and with a great rumbling growl
and a drumming of hooves the whole
horde went surging forward beneath the
trees and out onto the empty steppe to-
wards Fort Raim.

H I'd been a sentry on those walls I'd
have had apoplexy. One moment an
empty steppe and the next it was thick
with mounted men, pouring down on the
fort; we must have covered quarter of a
mile before the fast shot cracked, and
then we were tearing at full tilt towards
the gap between fore and river. with the
shouts of alarm sounding from the walls
and musketry popping, and then with
one voice the yell of the ghazi war av
burst from the riders (one voice. in lact.
was arying, “Tallvho! Haha!™), 5000
mid creatures thundering down the long
slope with the glittering sea far ahead.
and the ships riding silent and huge on
the water, and onto the cluttered beach,
with men scattering in panic as we swept
in among the great piles of bales, sabring
and shooting, leaping crarily in the
gloom over the boxes and low shelters.
Yakub's contingenrt streaming out to the
left among the sheds and godowns, while
our party and Sahib Khan's drove lor
the pier.

I was in capital fettle as I strode into
the godown, which was full of half-naked
natives with torches, all in a ferment ol
excitement.

“Now, then, my likely lads,” cries 1.
“where are those Congreves, ¢h? Look
alive, boys, we haven't got all night,
vou know.”

“Here is the devil fire, O slayer of thou-
sands,” says somcone, and there, sure
enough, was a huge pile ol boxes, and in
the smoky torchlight I could see the
broad arrow and muke out the old famil-
iar lettering on them: ROYAL $MALL ARMs
FACTORY. HANDLE WITH EXTREME CARE.
EXPLOSIVES. DANGER, THIS SIDE UP.

“And how the deuce did this lot get
here, d'ye supposer” says 1 1o Kutebar.
“Depend upon it, some greasy bastard in
Birmingham with a pocketlul of dollars
could tell us. Righto, you fellows, break
‘em out, break ‘em out!™ And as they
set to with a will, T gave them another
chorus ol John Peel and strode to the sea
end of the godown, which of course was
open, and surveyed the bay.

Ko Dali's daughter was at my elbow,
with a chattering nigger pointing out
which ship was which. There were two
steamers, the farther one being the Obru-
chedt, three vessels with masts, of which
the Mikhail was Lrthest north, and a
ketch, all riding under the moon on the
glassy sea, prewy as paint.

“That’s the ticket lor soup!™ says I
“We'll have “em sunk in half a jiffy. How
are you, my dear—I say, that's a fetching
rig you're wearing!” And I gave her 2
squecze for luck, but she wriggled free.

Then I strode in among the toilers. saw
the firing frame broken from its crate and



showed them where to position it, at the
very lip ol the godown, just above the
small boats and barges which were rock-
ing gently at their moorings on the water
six feer below our feet.

Putting up the frame was simple—it’s
just an iron [ence, you see, with supports
both sides and hall-pipes running from
the ground behind to the top of the
fence, 1o take the rockets. I've never
known my fingers so nimble as I tight-
ened the saews and adjusted the half-
pipes in their sockets: everyone else
seemed slow by comparison, and 1 cursed
them good-raturedly and finally lefe Ko
Dali’s dauglier to see to the final adjust-
ments while I went off 1o examine the
rockets.

T hey had them broken out by now, the
dull-grey threc-foot metal cylinders with
their conical heads—I swore when 1 saw
that, as I'd feared, they were the old
pattern, without fins and needing the 15-
loot sticks.7 Sure enough, there were the
sticks, in long canvas bundles; I called
for one and set to work to it it mto a
rocket head, but the thing was corroded
1o blazes.

“Now Dblast these Brummagem vob-
bers!” cries 1. ““This 15 too bad—see how
Sritish workmanship gets a bad name! At
this rate, the Yankees will be streets ahead
ol us. Break out another box!™

It was a fine. sweaty coufusion in the
sodown as they drageed the rockers down
to the firing frame, and I cgged "em on
and showed them how to lay a rocket in
the hall-pipe. No corrosion there, thank
God. I noted, and the Silk One Lairly
twitched with impaticnce—strange girl,
she was. tense as o l('J(.'.sgi';lpll wire at mo-
ments like this but all composure when
shie was at home—while I lectured her on
the importance of unrusted surfaces, so
that the rockets Hew soraigh.

“In God’s name, angliski’™ cries Kute-
Dar. “Let us be about it! See the Mikhaal
yonder, with enough munitions aboard to
blow the Aral dry—lor the love ol wom-
en, let us fire on her!™

“All right. old lellow,” says I. “Let’s sce

T The military vockels devised by Sir
William Congreve werve used in the War
of 1812, and those described by Flashman
were obviously similar 1o this early pat-
tern, which continned in use for many
years, The 32-pound Congreve was a gi-
gantlic skyrockel, consisting of an iron
cylinder four tnches in diameter and over
a yavd long, packed with powder and at-
tached to a 13-foot stick. 1t was fired from
a slanting trough or tube and travelled
wilth a tremendous noise and a greal trail
of smokeand spayks, ex ploding on impact.
Although they could fly two miles, the
rockets  were  extremely  ervatic, and
throughout the first half of the 19th Cen-
tury, frequent modifications were made,
including William Hale’s spinning rockel
and the grooved and finned vocket, which
could be fired without a stick.

how we stand.” I squinted along the half-
pipe, which was at full elevation. "Give
us a box beneath the pipe, to lift her.
So—steady.” I adjusted the range screw,
and now the great conical head of the
rocket was pointing just over her main-
mast. “That's abour it. Right, give me a
slow match, someone.

“Stand clear, boys and girls,” T sang
out. “Papa’s going to light the blue touch
paper and retive immediately!” And in
that instant before 1 wouched the match
to the firing vent, I had a sudden vivid
memory of November the fifth, with the
Irosty ground and the dark, and liude
boys chattering and giggling and the girls
covering their cars, and the red eye ol the
rocket smouldering in the black, and the
white fizz of sparks, and the chorus of ad-
miring oohs and aahs as the rocket burst
overhead—and it was something like that
now, il you like. except that heve the fizz-
ing was like a locomotive lunnel belching
sparks, hlling the godown with acid,
recking smoke, while the hring hame
shuddered, and then with an almighty
whoosh like an express tearing by, the
Congreve went rushing away into the
night, clouds ol smoke and hire gushing
from its tail, and the boys and girls cried,
“By Shaitan!” and “Istagfurallah! and
Papa  skidded nimbly aside, roaring,
“Take that, you sons of bitches!” And
we all stood gaping as it soared into the
night like a comet, reached the top of its
are, dipped owards the Mikhail—and
vanished miles on the wrong side of her.

“Bad luck, dammit! Hard lines! Right,
you lellows, let's have another!” And
Jlaughing heartily, I had another box
shoved under the pipe to level it out. We
let fly again, bui this time the rocket must

have been faulty, for it swerved away cra-
zily into the night, weaving to and Iro be-
fore plunging into the water a bare 300
yards out with a tremendous hiss and a
cloud of steam. We tried three more and
all lell short. so we adjusted the range
slightly and the sixth rocker flew straight
and wrue, like a great sclet Linee search-
ing for its target; we watched it pass be-
tween the masts ol the Mikhial and
howled with disappointment. But now at
Ieast we had the range, so 1 ordered all
the pipes loaded and we touched oft the
whole battery at once.

It was indescribable and great Tun
—like a volcano crapting under your
fect, and a dense choking fog hlling the
godown: the men dinging o sweady the
firing frame were almost torn from their
leet. the rush of the launching Congreves
was deafening and for a moment we were
all staggering about, weeping and cough-
ing in that hlthy smoke. It was a lull
minute belore the reek had deared sul-
ficiently 10 see how our shots had lared,
and then Kutebar was Hinging himscli
into the air and rushing o embrace me.

The Mikhail was hit! There was a ved
ball of fire clinging to her timbers just
below the rail amidships, and even as
we watched, there was a dimbing lick of
flame—and over to the right, by some
Ireakish chance, the keweh had been hir,
too: There was a fire on her deck and she
was sluing round at anchor. All about
me they were dancing and yelling and
clapping hands, like schoolgirls when
Popular Penclope has won the sewing
prize.

“We have hitc one, anglishi—it is time
for the other,” Silk One rapped it out and
I was aware that her Lice was strained and
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her eyes seemed to be searching mine anx-
iously. “There is no time 1o waste—listen
to the firing! In a few moments they
will have broken through Yakub's line
and be upon us!”

You know, I'd been so taken up with
our target practise, I'd almost forgotten
about the fighting that was going on out-
side. But she was right; it was ficrcer than
ever and getting closer.

Perhaps we'd been lucky with the Mi-
khail, but I fired 20 single rockets at the
Obrucheft and never came near enough
to singe her cable—they snaked over her,
or flew wide, or hit the water short, until
the smoky trails of their passing blended
into a fine mist across the bay; the go-
down was a scorching inlerno of choking
smoke in which we shouted and swore
hoarsely as we wrestled sticks and canis-
ters into pipes that were so hot we had o
douse them with water alfter every shot.
My good humour didn’t survive the 20th
miss; | raged and swore and kicked the
nearest nigger—I was aware, too, that as
we laboured, the sounds ol battle outside
were drawing closer still, and T was in
half a mind 1o leave these inlernal rockers
that wouldn't fly straight and pitch into
the fighting on the beach. It was like hell,
outside and in, and to add to my fury, one
of the ships in the bay was firing at us
now; the pillar of cloud from the godown
must have made a perlect target, and the
rocket trails had long since adverdsed to
everyone on that beach exactly what was

going on. The smack of musket balls on
the rool and walls was continuous—al-
though I didn’t know it then, detach-
ments of Russian cavalry had tried three
times to drive through the lumbered
beach in phalanx to reach the godown
and silence us, and Yakub's riders had
halted them each time with desperate
courage. The ring round our position was
contracting all the time as the Khokand-
ian riders [ell back: once a shot from the
sea pitched right in front of the godown,
showering us with spray; another howled
overhead like a banshee and a third
aashed into the pier alongside us.

“Damn you!” I roared, shaking my
List. “Come ashore, you swine, and I'll
show you!” I seemed to be sceing every-
thing through a red mist, with a terrible,
consuming rage swelling up inside me; 1
was swearing incoherently, I know, as we
dragged another rocket into the recking
pipe: half-blinded with smoke and sweat
and fury, I touched it off, and this time it
seemed to drop just short of the Obru-
cheff—and then, by God, T saw that the
ship was moving; they must have got
steam up in her at last, and she was veer-
ing round slowly, her stern wheel churn-
ing as she prepared to draw out from
the shore.

“Cowardly rascals!”” I hollered. “Turn
tail, will you? Why don’t you stand and
fight, you mecasly hounds? Load "em up,
you idle bastards, there!” And savagely
I Hung myself among them as they hauled

“I don’t usually do this sort of thing on the first date.”

up five rockets—one of ‘em was still half
oft its stick, 1T remember, with a liule
nigger still wrestling to fix it home even
as the man with the match was rouching
the [use. I crammed the burning remnant
ol my maich against a vent, and even as
the trail of sparks shot out, the whole go-
down seemed to stand on end. T lele my-
scll falling: something hit me a great
crack on the head and my ears were {ull
of cannonading that went on and on until
the pain of it seemed to be bursting my
brain before blackness came.

I've reckoned since that T must have
been unconscious for only a few minutes,
bt for all I knew when 1 opened my eyces.
it might have been hours. What had hap-
pened was that a cannon shot had hit the
godown rool just as the rockets went off.
and a falling slat had knocked me end-
ways; when I came to. the first thing I saw
was the firing frame in ruins, with a beam
across it, and I remember thinking, ah,
well, no more Guy Fawkes night until
next year. Beyond it, through the smoke,
I could sce the Mikhail burning quite
nicely now, but not exploding, which I
thought strange; the ketch was well alighe,
too, but the Obrucheft was under way,
with smoke pouring from her funnel and
her wheel thrashing great guns.

But the strangest thing was that my
head scemed to have floated loose from
my shoulders and I couldn’t seem to focus
properly on things round me. The great
berserk rage that had possessed me only a
moment since seemed to have gone and I
felt quite wranquil and dreamy—it wasn't
unpleasant, really, for I [elt that nothing
much matiered and there was no pain or
anxiety, or even inclination 1o do any-
thing but just lie there, resting body and
brain together.

And then Yakub Beg was there, his hel-
met gone, one arm limp with a great
bloodied gash near the shoulder and a
naked sabre in his good hand. Strange,
thinks I, you ought to be out on the
beach, Killing Russians; what the deuce
are vou doing here? “Away!” he was
shouting. "Away—ake 1o the water!”
And he dropped his sabre and ook Ko
Dali's daughter by the shoulder. “Quick-
ly, Silk One—it is done! They have
driven us in! Swim for it, beloved—and
Kutebar! Get them into the sea, Izzad!
There are only moments lelt! Sahib Khan
can hold them with his Immortals—Dbu
only for minutes. Get you gone—and take
the Englishman. Do as I tell you.”

She didn’t hesitate, but rose, and two of
the others hall<dragged, half-carried me
to the mouth of the godown. I was so
dazed 1 don’t think it even crossed my
mind that I was in no case to swim; it
didn’t matter, anyway, for some clever
Lids were cutting loose the lighter that
swung under the edge of the godown and
men were tumbling into it. 1 caught a
glimpse of a swirling mass of figures at
the doors and I think I even made out a
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Cossack, laying about him with a sabre,
belore someone tumbled down on top of
me and knocked me flat on the floor ol
the ligher.

Somchow they must have poled the
thing ofl. lor when I had recovered my
breath and pulled myself up to the low
gunwale, we were about 20 yards Irom the
godown and drilting away [rom the picr
as the eddy from the river mouth, 1 sup-
pose. canghe the lighter and tugged it
out 1o sea. I had only a momentary sight
of the interior of the godown, looking for
all the world like a mine shaft, with the
figures of miners hewing away in it, and
then I saw a brilliane light suddenly
glowing on its floor, growing in intensity,
and then the rush-rush-rush sound of the
Congreves as the flames [rom the burning
wall reached them, and I just had sense
cnough to duck my head below the gun-
wale before the whole place dissolved in
# blinding light—Dbut. strangely enough,
without any great roar of explosion, just
the rushing noise of a huge whirlwind.
There were screams and oaths rom the
lighter all round me, but when 1 raised
my head. theve was just one huge flame
where the godown had been, and the pier
beside it was burning at its landward end.
ind the ghwe was so fierce that heyond
there was nothing to be seen.

I just lay. with my cheek on the thwart,
wondering il the eddy would cury us out
ol vange belore they started shooting at us
and thinking how calm and pleasant it
was o be drilting along there, alter all
the hellish work in the godown. I sudden-
ly became aware that Ko Dali's daughter
was rouched down beside me at the
gunwale, staring back, and people were
pressed close about us, and 1 thought, this
is a splendid opportunity 1o squecze that
lovely little rump of hers. There it was,
just nicely curved within a loot of me, so
I took a handlul and kneaded away con-
tentedly, and she never even noticed—or,
il she did, she didn't mund. But I think
she was oo preoccupied with the inlerno
we had left behind us; so were the others,
craning and muttering as we drilted over
the dark water. It's queer, but in my
nmemory thie drifting and bum fondling
scems to have gone on lor the deuce of a
long mne.

Yakuh Beg was saving that the Mikhail
wias burning to a wreck but the Obrucheft
had got away, so our work was only hall
done, but beuter hall-done than not done
at all, when pat on his words the sun
wirs suddenly in the sky—or so it seemed,
lor the whole place, the lighter, the sea
round and the sky isell, was suddenly as
bright as day, and it seemed 1o me that
the lighter was no longer drifting but
racing over the water, and then cune the
most  emendous thundering crash of
sound I've ever heard, reverberating over
the sea, making the head sing and shud
der with the deafening boom of it, and as

242 1 wried 1o pur up my hands 10 my ears 1o

shut out the pain, I heard Kutebar's ran-
tic yell: “The Obruchefi! She has gone
—gone to the pit of damnation! Now
whose work is hall-done? By God!'—i
is done, it is done, it is done! A thou-
sand times done! Ya, Yakub—is it nog
done? Now the praise to Him and to the
forcign prolessors!”

More than 2000 Khokandians were
killed in the battle of Fort Raim, which
shows you what a dever lad Buzurg Khan
was 10 keep out of it. The rest escaped,
some by cutting their way castwards off
the beach, some by swimming the Syr
Daria mouth and a lavoured lew travel-
ling in siyle, by boat and lighter. How
many Russians died, no one knows, but
Yakub Beg later estimated abour 3000. So
it was a good deal bigger than many bat-
tles that are houschold words, but it hap-
pened a long way away and the Russians
doubtless tried to forget it, so I suppose
only the Khokandians remember it now.

It achieved their purpose, anyhow, for
it destroyved the Russian munition ships
and prevented the army marching that
year. Which saved British India for as
long as I've lived—and preserved Kho-
kand'’s frecdom for a few years more, be-
fore the wsar's soldiers came and stamped
it flat in the Sixties. T imagine the Kho-
kandians thought the respite was worth
while and the 2000 lives well lost—whin
the 2000 would say, of course, is another
mater, but since they went to fight of
their own free will (so far as any soldicr
ever does), T suppose they would support
the majority.

Myself, I haven't changed my opinion
since I came back to my senses two days
alterwards, back in the valley in Kizil
Kum. I remember nothing of our lighter’s
heing hauled from the water by Kawi To-
ralt's rescue party, or of the journey bhack
through the desert, for by that time I was
in the finest hallucinatory delivium since
the first Reform Bill, and I came out of
it gradually and painfully. The terrible
thing was that I remembered the battle
very clearly and my own incredible he
haviour—I knew I'd gone bawling about
like a viking in drink, secking sorrow and
raving heroically in murderous rage—hut
I couldn’t for the life of me understand
why. It had been utterly against nature,
mstinct snd judgement—and 1 knew it
hadn'e been booze, because 1 hadn’t had
any, and anyway, the liquor hasn’t been
distilled that can make me oblivious ol
sclf-preservation. It appalled  me, for
what security does a right-thinking cow-
ard have, il he loses his sense ol panie?

At first 1 thought my memory ol that
night’s work must be playing
but the admiring congratulations 1 got
from Yakub Beg and Kotebar (who cilled
me “Ghazi,” ol all things) soon put paid
to that notion. So 1 must have been tem-
porarily deranged—Dbut why? The obvi-
ous explanavion, for some reason, never
vccurred o me—and ver T knew ko

Dali's daughter was at the bottom ol it
somehow, so I sought her out first thing
when 1 had emerged weak and shaky lrom
my briel convalescence.

“You remember T spoke to you about
the Old Mun of the Mountain, ol whom
you had never heard?” she asked.

“What's he got 1o do with me rushing
about like a lunatic?™

“He lived many years ago, in Persia,
beyond the Two Seas and the Salt Des-
crt. He was the master ol the mad fight
ing men—the hasheesheen—who nerved
themselves to murder and die by drinking
the hasheesh drug—what the Indians call
bhang. It is prepared in many ways, for
many I)llrll().‘ic&—il Cann be 50 CO!IUJCI(,'I'
that it will drive a man to any lengths of
hatred and courage—and other passions.”

And she said it as calm as a virgin dis-
cussing flower arrangement, sitting there
gravely cross-legged on a charpai [bed
platform] in a corner of her garden, with
her vile kiten gorging isell on a sau
cer of milk beside her. T stared at her
astounded.

“The hasheesheen—you mean the As-
sassinssS Great God, woman, d'you meant
1o say you filled me with an infernal
drug that sent me clean barmy?”

“It was in your kefir,” says she, lighdy.
“Drink, linde tiger, there is more il you
need it.”

“But . . . but. . . " 1 was almost gob-
bling. “What the devil {orz”

“Becruse you were alraid. Because |
knew, from the moment T first saw you,
that fear rules you and that, in the test, it
will always master you.” She suddenly
laughed. showing those pretty teeth.
“You are sometimes an honest man, an-
gliskil 1s he not, puss? And he would he
wrong to rage and abuse us—for is he not
alive? And if he had 1urned coward,
where would he have been:”

A sound argument, as I've realized
since, but it didn't do much to quieten
me just then. I detested her in that mo-
ment, as only a coward can when he hears
the trudh 10 his face.

“Stop  wlking o the
Speak plain, can’t you:"

“If it pleases you. Listen, angliski, 1 do
not mock—unow-—amd I do not seek 10
put shame on you. It is no sin to be fear-
ful, any more than it is a sin to be one-
legmed or ved-haired. All men fear—even

blasted ¢!

8 The secrel society of Assassins, found-
ed in Peysia in the 11th Century by Ha-
san thn-al-Sabbali, the Old Man of the
Mountain, were notorious for theiv poli-
oy of searet nmurder and their addic-
tion to the hashish drug from which they
took their name, At their height, they
operated from il strongholds, mostly in
Peisia and Syvia, and were active againsi
the Crusaders before being  dispersed
by the Mongol invasion of Hulagu Khan
e the I3 Century. Traces of the sect
exist today in the Middle East.



“Oh, Brother Johnston, whither goest thou?”
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Yakub and Kutebar and all of them. To
conquer fear, some need love, and some
hate. and some greed, and some even
—hasheesh. I understand your anger—
but consider, is it not all Tor the best?
You are here, which is what matters most
1o you—and no one but I knows what
fears are in your heart. And that I knew
from the beginning. So”"—she smiled. and
I remember it still as a winning smile,
curse hier—"" "Lick up the honey, stranger,
and ask no questions.” ™

And that was all I could get from her
—Dbut somewhere in it I detected a tiny
mite of consolation. I've got my pride in
one direction, vou know—or had then. So
hefore 1 left her. 1 asked the question:
“"Why did vou goad me into making love
to you?”

“Call that a drug. oo, if vou will—to
make certain you ate my kefir.”

“Just that, e¢hz Lot of trouble vou Chi-
nese girls go to.”

She laughed aloud at that and gave a
little pout. “And I had never met an an-
gliski belore, you remember. Say 1 was
curious.”

“May 1
satished:”

“Ah, you ask too much, angliski. That
is one tale I tell only to my kitten.”

Sull. T had no cause for complaint once
I'd recovered from the shock of realizing
I'd fought that do-or-die action by means
of a bellyful of some disgusting Oriental
potion. And, now that the danger was
past and T was safe out of the Russian
reach, I didn’t think 100 long about the
matter. T began 1o wonder whether the
war in the Crimea was over, whether
—with luck—Cardigan had got himsell
killed. T thought of going home to my
heautiful, blonde Elspeth. who could be
relied on not 10 lace my kidneys and
bacon with opium. Decidedly, 1 must get
buck to civilisation as soon as possible.

Yakub Beg was deuced good abour it
and, alter a wemendous feast ol celebra-
tion in the I Kum valley, we set out
for Khiva, where he was moving his folk
out ol reach [rom Russian reprisals. From
there we went east 1o Samarkand, where
he had promised to arrange lor some
Alghan pals of his to convey me over

ask if  your curiosity was

“Wow! Where did you learn to resuscilate?”

the mountains, through Afghanistan to
Peshawar.

We passed the night in Samarkand.
in the little serai near the market, under
the huge turquoise walls of one of the big-
gest mosques in the world, and in the
morning they rode out with me and my
new escort a littde way on the southern
road. It was thronged with lolk—Dbustl
crowds of Uzbeks in their black caps, and
big-nosed hillmen with their crafty faces.
and veiled women. and long lines of
camels with their jingling bells shuilling
up the yellow dust. and porters staggering
under great bales, and children under-
foot. and evervwhere the babbling ol 20
different Linguages. Yakub and I were
riding ahead, talking, and we stopped at a
little river running under the road to
witer our bheasts,

“The stream of See-ah,” says Yakub,
Lrughing. ~“Did I sav the Ruskis would
water their horses in it this autumn? I
was wrong—thanks o you—and o my
silk girl and Kutebar and the others.
They will not come yet, to spoil all
this"—and  he gestured vound at the
crowds sircaming by—"or come at all, il
I can help it. And il they do—well. there
is still Kashgar and a free place in the
hills.”

" There the wicked cease from trou-
bling,” c¢h.” says I. because it scemed
appropriate.

“Is thar an English saving?” he asked.

“I think it's a hymn.”" If I remember
vightly. we used to sing it in chapel at
Rugby before the miscreants ol the day
got logged.

“All holy songs are made of dreams,”
siys e, “And this is a great place lor
dreams, such as mine. You know where
we are, Euglishman®” He pointed along
the dusty track, which wound in and out
of the litde sand hills, and then ran like a
vellow ribbon across the plain before it
lorked towards the great white barrier of
the Alghan mountains. “This is the great
Pathway ol Expecation, as the hill
people say, where you may realize your
hopes just by hoping them. The Chinese
call it 1the Baghdad Highway and the
Persians and Hindus know it as the Silk
Trail. but we call it the Golden Road.”
And he quoted a verse which, with con-
siderable wrouble, I've turned into rhym
mg English:

To learn the age-old lesson day by
day:

It s not in
planned,
But in the dreams men dieam along

the way,
They find the Golden
Samarkand.

the bright arvival

Road 1o

“Very prewty,” says I
vourself*"*

He laughed. “"No—it’s an old song.
perhaps Firdausi or Omar, Anyway. it
will take me to Kashgar—il I live long

“Make it up



enough. But here are the other and here
we say farewell. You were my guest, sent
1o me from heaven; touch upon my hand
in parting.”

So we shook, and then the others -
vived and Kutebar was gripping me by
the shoulders in his great bear hug and
showing: “"God be with vou., Flashman
—amnd my compliments 1o the scieniists
and doctors in Inglistn.” And Ko Dali's
daughter approached demurely 1o give
me the gift ol her sl and Kiss me gently
on the lips—and just for an instant the
mmx’s tongue was hallway down nn
throat before she withdrew, looking like
Saint Cecilia.

Anmd then they were thundering away
Lack on the Samarkand road. doaks fiv-
m;.‘. and Kutebar tcurning in the saddle 1o
ve meat wave and a roar. And ics odd-
but for a moment 1 felt lonely and won-
dered il 1 should miss them. It was
a deeply lelt sentimental mood which
lasted for at least a quarter ol a second
and has never returned. 'm happy to sav,

It was strange, though, 10 go back into
Alghanistan

again, [
heaven knows where Yakub had got “em
from. but one look at their wollish laces
and wellsutted cairtridge helts reassured
me  that one party that no
right-minded budmash would dream ol
auacking, It wok us a week over the
Hindu-Killer and imother couple ol days
through the hills to kabul.

From there we went on 1o the Khyber
and the winding road down 1o Peshawar,
where I said goodbye 1o my escort and
rode under the arch where Avitabile used
o hang the Gilzai. and so ino the pres-
whippersmapper of a

with  my

this was

ence of a
company ensign.
“A very good dav o you. old boy.”
“I'm Flashman.™
He was a hshy-looking. Iresh voung lad
with a peeling nose, and he goggled at
me, goi
“Sergeant!”

sl’}il!lg

LM TS

r red.

he squeaks. "What's this
beastlyv-looking nigeer doing on the ol
fice verandahz" For 1 owas atived G Lo
Kizil Kumsull in doak and pyjamas and
puggree. with a big beard.

“Not ot all” siys 1 allably, “I'm Eng-
lish—au  Briush ofheer. in lact. Name
ol Flashnan—~Colonel Flashiman, Seven-
reenth Lanceys, bhut slighdy detached (o
moinent.
vonder. at considerable personal expense.
and I'd like 1o see someonce in authority.
Your comninding othcer will do.™

“It's a madman? “Sergeant,
staeed byt

And would vou believe it it teok me
lhall an hour helore T could convinee him
not to throw me o the lockup. and he
summoned 2 peevish-looking  captain,
who listened, nodding irvitably while I
explained who and what T was.
“Youve

the I've just come from—up

cries he.

“Very good.” says he. come

from Alghanistanz”

"

“Byowany of Aelanistan, ves. Bur——

“Very good. This is & customs post,

L=

among other things., Have you anything

to declare:”

APPEXNDIX
Yakub Beg and Lrzat Kutebar

Yakub (Yakoob) Beg, who became the
wreatest chiel in Cemal Asia and the
leading resistance fighter against Russian
mmperialism. was born in Piskent in 1820
He was one ol the Persiim-Tajik people
and chimed o be a descendant ol Tamer-
Line the Great (Timur). Flashman's de-
scription ol himn corresponds closely to the
veconstruction ol leatures recently made
lrom Timu's skull by the Russian expert
Professor Mikhal Gerasimov.,

In 1815, Yakub becnme dumberban to
the Khan ol Khokand, and then Pansad
Bishi (commander ol 500). He was madc
hush  Begi (milicoy commandery  and
governor ol Ak Mechet, an importam
lortress on the Svie Daria, in 1847, and m
the same year manvied a girl rom Julek

a river town: she is deseribed as “a Kip-
chak lady ol the Golden Horde.™ Yakub
was active i raiding the new Russian

outposts on the Aral coast. and ablier the
Ll of AR Mechet in 18335, he made stren-

wous ctforts 1o retake i lrom the Rus-
siahs, without success.
Alier the Russian  invasion, Yakub

oventally turned his anention 10 mak-
e his own sune in Kashgar, In 1867
communnder in chiel 10 the decadent
Busurg Khan, he ook Kashgar, then dis-
possessed his own overlord and assumed
the throne himsell as Amir and Achalik
Ghaziz in thas same vear, he married “the
bheawitul daugheer ol ko Dali, an ofhcer
in the Chine " by whom he had
several children.

As ruler of Kishgar and East Turke-
s, Yakub Beg was the most powerlul
monarch ol Central Asia. He remained a
bitter enemy of Russia and a close Iriend
ol the British, whose envoys were received
in Kashgar, Brinsh—Kashgari
commercial remy was concluded in 1871,
(See D C Boulger's Life of Yaloolb Bex.
1878}

Tzzat Kutehar, and guer
villi leader. was a Kirghiz, born probably
in 1800, He fst robbed the Bokhara
caravan in 1822 and was at his height as
a rarder and scowrge of the Russians in
the 18405 They persuaded
lum 10 suspend his bandit activities and
rewarded him with o gold medal, bue he
cut loose again in the early Filties, was
caprured in 1851 escaped or was released,
riised a vevolt and lived as a rebel m the
Ust-Ure unnil 1838, when he fnally sur-
rendered 10 Count Ignatictt and made his
price with Russia.

HE

SC Al Ill}',

where a

brigand. rebel

eventualiy

Tlus is the thivd and final installment
of “Flastunan at the Chavoe”
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Satin sheels of course! Qurs come in a dozen vi-
brant colors: Silver, Gold, Blue. Black, Mint, Orange,
Bronze, Olive, Red. Fink, White or Orchid acetate
satin. Washable. A sleep 1o remember!

SHEET SETS (2 straight sheets, 2 cases)
Double set  $17.50 Queen set $20.49
Twin set 17.25 King set 23.99

3 letter monogram on cases—52.00
For filted bottom sheet, add S2.00 to double or
twin price; $2.50 to queen price; $3.00 to king
price. Send check or m.o. 50% deposit on C.0.D."s.

© 4802 N. Broad 6 |
SCINTILLA, “ INC. chicago, tis soe30 I

“Al Things Exolic in Satin”

GIANT PHOTO
POSTER 3

Great gift or gag idea. Ideal
room decoration; perfect for
parties, Send any b&w or color
pholo, polaroid print, cartoon of
magazine photo. For shides and
negatives add §1.00 per poster.
Better originals produce better
posters. Giant b&w posler mailed
n tube,

RUSH SERVICE orders
shipped in 1 day by first class
mail. Add 32 per poster ordered
Your original returned undamaged. Add 50c for postage and
handling for EACH ilem ordered. N.Y, residents m' sales.
tax, Send check, cash or M.O. (Mo €.0.D.) to:

PHOTO POSTER Dept. PL63 210 E. 23 St.. N.Y. 10010

best-socked feet
in town, it’s

ar the
best stores

A .

EXOTIC ATTRACTION for
LOVE and LOVER. Ancient
blossom of scented life—ex-
citing mystical essence. One
drop lingers 24 hrs, one dram,
$6.00. Satisfaction guaranteed. Send cash,
check, M.O. to EUTOPHIA CREATIONS, Dept.
PB673, Box 2727, Miami Beach, Fla. 33140,

‘sheer fancy

Sleek satin and frilly French lace
fashion the Playmate Garter.
Black or white. Use order no.
MW20
$2.50

Please add 50
for handling.
Please send check or money order to:
Playboy Products, The Playboy Building.
919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60611.

Playboy Club credit keyholders may charge. >
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TEACHNGS OF DON WOW

“What's a Don
Wow:="

“He tells everybody what's going on at
some kind of sports event, like [oothall.”

“Like the lizards that answer my ques-
tions when I sew up their evelids and
rub them against my temples?”

“No, it’'s different. Cosell is not here,
but you can see him. He's not at the foot-
ball game. cither, but he can see it just
like you can se¢ him.” He then went on to
explain that the fruit Cosell was trying to
cat was what allowed us to hear him. It
was called a “microphone.”

His explanation was so [ar from my
wayv of viewing the world that my mind
rushed to the nearest cliff and jumped oft.

34.00 N by 118.15 1V: For a long time
I'd been asking Don Wow to teach me
how to work his stereo set. I lust becune
interested in it when he played a Rod
McKuen record one day while I was
sleeping in the fireplace. I awoke to the
sound of McRuen's voice and was as-
tounded. Then Don Wow explained to
me that Rod McRuen was perhaps the
greatest poct ol the 20th Cennury, that
his power was enormous and unfathom-
able. My wraining at that point, however,
was so rudimentary that I couldn’t even
recognize this power. All I heard was a
lot of words that seemed o make no
sense. But my interest in learning didn’t
flag. When & new Rod McKuen record
called Parking Meter Mind arrived, |
wis dying to hear it. However, each time

SI)(JT[S announcer,

{continued from page 116}

I asked to be taught this technique, T was
rebuliled.

Finally, we were sitting around prepar-
ing to meet with Little Hooch when Don
Wow said, “Here,” and handed me the
record. “Wow,” I thought. My entire
perception changed from normal halluci-
nating to a complete and unmitigated
sense that what I was secing was actually
there: Don Wow's tie, his ninc-iron tic
tack. the liule 4K engraved on the tie
tack, the tiny scratch o the left of the MK,
an out-of-place molecule of einsteinium
with a laulty third electron shell right
behind that. My whole mode of seeing
was as clear as the bright eyes of the white
crow on the day ol one’s death.

Don Wow went through the arduous
task of reaching me 10 use the stereo. It
took days for me to master it, putting the
record on, pushing the rower button,
adjusting the voLuMme and starting the
turntable rolling. Finally, on the third
day, I got it right. Everything somehow
fell into place and the actual sound of
Rod’s masculine voice came through. He
saul, I like your brown hair and the
moon.” My whole perception changed. 1
felt a momentary nausea that immediate-
ly went away and wirned ino a sickening
feeling in my stomach. Then that wemnt
away and I threw up all over the sterco
set. The next thing T remember is Don
Wow telling me I'had a lot 1o learn. T was
inaredibly proud ol my achievements
with the sterco.

“I'm delighted to hear you're not balling our secretary,
Haskins. You can fire her.”

The Usual Information: As tuime
passed, I came closer and closer to follow-
mg Don Wow's rigorous path. 1 ex-
changed my native dress for Brooks
Brothers suits and learned o walk in
Gucci shoes on concrete sidewalks. T had
begun dreaming strange and wondrous
dreams. Tech-Sym stock soared into the
10s on the American in one dream. But
the demands ol this life style began to
take their toll. One night 1 dreamed ol
dancing the funky chicken with a beau-
tiful girl in what I believe Don Wow
called a “night box.” I noticed her mov-
ing farther and [arther away as we danced
faster and faster. In the end I awoke
sereaming at the thought that my Right
Guard had failed o work. I told Don
Wow about it and he said 1 was making
gl'{.‘ill l)l'(]gl".‘-‘.is-

In spite ol his encowragement, through-
out this period 1 had a continuing [eel-
ing that something was vaguely wrong
with me. I experienced brief flashes of
disassociation, or shallow States of Or-
dinary Usualness, not unlike the states in
which I met Little Hooch. Some mornings
I would wake up with a nagging back-
ache, nervous tension and that hieadachy
feeling that required drastic measures,
sometimes even Excedrin, one ol Don
Wow's power [oods. As a result. I suffered
moments of profound discomlort and
anxiety. I lelt I had reached a personal
threshold, but Don Wow dismissed the
whole thing, saving it was ol no im-
portance, that I was only beginning to
[eel like a gringo.

Finally, he explained to me that it
was necessary, it I wished to continue on
this path, 1o learn another technique,
tha of driving a car. I insisted that 1 was
not ready for it, that my nature was not
strong enough, but he insisted I drive
his car, saving he would sit with me and
explain what to do.

By the time we got to his car it was
almost “rush hour.” Even belore that
hour, I'd begun fecling a big rush {rom
the ved pills he gave me to calm my
Nerves.

“This is the most dangerous time to
drive,” he said. “Many accidents can
happen. People can be hurt or even
Killed. So be carelul. We don't want to
go home in i crow—uh, I mean an am-
bulance.” His words increased my ap-
prehension 1o the point that my hands
were shaking.

Eventually I calmed myself enough to
start the engine. We got onto the freeway
and were immediately jammed in among
literally thousands of cars. The scene was
so magnificent and yet so terrilying that
I couldn’t hold the wheel and several
times Don Wow had to grab it to avoid
our being squashed like bugs. All 1
could see was the blinding glare of
biked enamel in every imaginable color
of the raimbow, mixed with the silver
winking and glinting of the chrome in




the running sunlight of lae afternoon.
It was at the same time a great beauaty
and a deadly thren, like brilliane dia-
monds on the glossy back ol a gigantic
vattlesnake, stretched out across the mid
dle of Los Angeles, sunning itsell in the
Last vays of light belore the chill of eve-
ning drove it underground.

Al ol i sudden a space opened up in
thie lele Lame and Don Wow shouted
me. “In there, step on it or we'll be
canght lor another half an howr!™ Taking
him literally. I jammed my oot 10 the
floor. certain that my life on carth would
end il 1 Tailed 1o [ollow his instructions,
Suddenly we were moving down the long
band ol concrete ar 80 miles an hour,
Uhen something happened so st that
I would have missed it Tiad there not been
such an incredible jolt and sound. T ran
over i ally. obviously one of the spirits
that had tollowed me from Mexico, I
had disguised asell as a roadblock with
a policeman in lront holding a sign thint
read stor. The nexe thing I can remem-
ber is being chased by one ol the lughwn
spirits. which come after us in the torm
ol 2 blue Hashing light emiwing an inhu-
man wail. Don Wow wried 1o calm me as
we speeded on o outrun it but my lear
had grown to such proportions that [
couldn’t control mysell. As we lelr the
ciry. going over 100 miles an hour. I ran
oft the road and into a held, where the
highway spirit  caught  us. Belore it
reached the car, I passed our.

I awoke at Don Wow's house. He wold

me to be calm, thae evervthing was all
right. He then put his hand on my
shoulder and informed me that we had
1o take the Cotty Sk again, daiming
I needed v right away it 1 were o con-
tinue. I was paralvzed ag the prospec ol
meeting with  Little Hooch, especially
so sootalter being chased. But Don Wow
sisted and we drank.
As 1 leared. the experience was o wr-
vible one. By the next day my anxiciy
hadd grown so great that I was unable o
dial the elephone w speak to the Time
spiric as Don Wow had taaght me w do
when | became Irightened. Again and
again that day I atempred o get her on
the phone hut continued to ran into ad-
verse powers. CI'm sorry, the number you
have dialed has bheen disconneced,” one
ol them said and I nearly Limed [rom
Iright. As the day progressed. I hecame so
agitated that my writing became shaky
and some of my notes, consequently, are
illegible.

I remember Don Wow saving at one
point, “I'd hetter take you to The Bath-
room.” All the muscles in my back tensed
involuntarily ar the thoughe. 1 had heard
of this place and. after my werrilying ex-
periences. did not feel 1 was redy to visit
I'he Bathroom. According 1o Don Wow,
this was where people went to deanse
themselves. I had no ideir what o expect
but. being oo weak 1o resist. allowed Don

“Mr. Graham! I'm afraid that you and
Mys. Graham have grossly masinteypreted the whole
idea of the foster-home frrogram.”

Wow 1o push me along the loor. |
couldn’t get over his agility. T had the
distinct sensation that he had me up on
a. . .. (Here my notes become unclear
and then pick up in The Bathroom.)

. Was suffused with a bhrilliant white
alow (word crossed out) . .. three hasins
ol varving shapes. [ashioned our ofan in-
credibly shiny white material, not unlike
cumulonimbus douds  sometimes  seen
over Happy Jack, Arizona. on a spring
day (splotch ol Don Corleone Pizza ob-
SCUNCs PESSIEE) ... 0N 1o il oL one Lo sit
in. one m which to stick hands or other
apperdages (in this case my head, which
was reeling with absurd and, fnally, pro-
loundly unusual-bizarre distractious re-
vealed 1o me ar the wave of Don Wow's
hand—which opened the doory . .. cach
with its own supply ol hot and/or cold
runuing streams (hut not alive with mrow
or other visible lorms of life) . . . cims-
sions  produced  Irom  matching  silver
ornamental spouts (the likes of which I'd
never seen i my normal accepted notion
ol the world) . . . mirrors on all aviilable
wall space showed me with my suitcoat on
inside out, dripping wer, and my Sta-Prest
slacks bagged around my ankles (luckily
I had remembered to wear the black-san
shorts with the white whales on themy ..

andd alier what secemed an interminable
length ol time. I lell prev to an extended
moment of hysterical Linghrer and a gen-
cral good time with the plastic duck Don
Wow gave me in the tub. ... (Last pas-
sage cleansed away with beaunny bar)

I remirined ina state of profound dis
tress for several hours afterward, Don
Wow expluncd that it was a common
reaction and that T was only experiencing
the normal tervor of losing my dirt.

- - -

That experience was the last ol Don
Wow's teachings. He had been complain-
ing ahout my fainting spells and areacks
ol disorientation and suggested T go sec
his docior. Since then T have sought no
more ol his lessons and. though Don
Wow has not changed his benefactor's
attitnde tow:ard me—continuing through
thick and thin to allow me o accompany
him 10 the Strlite Lounge on Sunday
afternoons while he meets with Lintde
Hooch and watches the men who are not
there play games in the box—I do be
licve, according 1o his doctor’s report.,
that I hive succumbed to the fist enemies
ol a Mim of Ignorance: bleeding ulcers.
chironic depression and bad breath.
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grotesquely seeking and finding the earth.
The resulting thunderclaps were im-
mense to the ears, and when the build-
ings had tossed back their last echoes,
the silence was absolute. In his apart-
ment, the radio announcer’s voice was
still, the air conditioning silent. The
power had failed in the glass-and-
concrete complex.

The fickle lightning moved north to-
ward Milwaukee, leaving in its path
wrailings like fireflics on a summer night.
With the lighining gone, the complex
was plunged into darkness. although he
could see through the pelting rain the
flickering ol candles and the beams from
flashlights. Which do vou use behind vour
curtains, Marian Taylor? If only I could
help you.

This pleasant fancy had no sooner
passed than he was startled to see her
balcony door slide open and the girl
appear outside. With several large steps
suggesting urgency, she went to the cor-
ner of the balcony nearest him and

GI——IBORS (continued from page 138)

waved frantcally in his direction. Im-
possible, he thought, she can’t see me,
for it's as dark as moonless midnight.
Nevertheless, there was terror in the wild
waving and he opened his own balcony
door and went outside.

“Help!™ she yelled, her voice diluted
by the wind.

“What's the matter?” he shouted, Lean-
ing forward at the balcony, he wied to
see more ol her, but all he could make out
in the gloom were the white ol her shorts,
the blonde of her hair.,

“Please help me!™

“What's the matter?”

“He's going to kill me.”

“I'm coming, Marian.”

- - -

Resembling  tennis  balls  bouncing
about a court, the wiml-prop:‘:llul clouds
tumbled toward the group of high-rise
apartment buildings. In a few minutes,
she thought, the storm will be upon us
with lightning and rain. Still, thare was
time before it hit and, opening the

“Im this dim light, how many seconds’
exposure do you give it?”

sliding glass door all the way, she
siepped out onto the balcony. To her
feet, the floor of the concrete balcony
was hot from the late-afternoon sun now
rendered invisible by the coming storm.
At that place on the balcony where the
view was directly toward Old Town, she
placed both hands on the railing.

Go to church, her mother had said,
and you will surcly meet some nice
young men. In a big city, the advice had
proceeded, you must be careful where
you meet people. Church is a good place.
Well. she had wied church, the Episco-
pal one over on Dearborn Street, and no
thanks, Mother. Not her type, or types,
but what was her wype? He was . . .
mavbe. The guy on the number-151 bus
and her date tonight. Mother. you’ll
never guess where I mer him. On the
bus. On a Michigan Avenue number-
151 bus. His name is Don Moretel, but
that wouldn’t mean anvthing to you.

The wind played with her dress and
long blonde hair and, leaning into the
wind. she could fecl the temperature of
the air descend. Nearly time to go in,
she thought. since it appeared that date
and storm would arvive almost simulta-
ncously. She was starting 1o turn, to
head back into the apartment, when she
noticed the man in the next building.
Not more than a shadow in the failing
light: nevertheless. he was visible: stand-
ing next to a plant (avocado?), holding
binoculars pointed directly at her. Of
all the nerve, you creep! she shricked
to herself.

No more than 50 fect away and there
he was, devouring me with those big
powerlul glasses, eating me alive at close
range. Strongly tempted to bolt inside
and escape those invading eyes, never-
theless. she remained motionless and
met the gaze head on. Obviously, he
must know that he was caught in the
act, vet he staved still and frozen. Or did
he believe the fading light rendered him
invisiblez Anyway. . . . A scauering of
raindrops smacked her in the face and
she went inside.

Some hours later, she critiqued the
first date, mulling it over in the kitchen
with a glass of milk for an audience.
Don Morctel was an interesting guy, a
strange one, too. Possessive and moody,
though entertaining and amusing. Con-
tradictions galore. She looked into the
glass as il for the answer. Speak, glass. It
spoke: The creep's looking at you again.
Without glancing his way, she knew it
for a fact. Goodd night, creep, she thought.
Alter finishing the milk, she went to bed.

Next evening came and, with it, the
cill of a girl who suspects that romance
may lurk nearby—a session with a hot
iron. The red gingham dress and other
possible dating apparel {cll to the steam-
ing metal. and she even touched up
her blue nightgown. After ironing the
nightgown, she held it to the light,



approvingly noticing its patent trans-
parency, wistfully musing whether or not
Don would ever see her draped in such.
While temporarily suspended in  this
reverie, she became aware that her soli-
tude was an illusion, that the guy across
the way was nocturnally scanning, and
by wrning slightly, she confirmed it. By
the potted plant, there was a vaguc
shape in the darkened apartment. One
thing, creep. she mused, you'll never sce
me in this nightgown.

Events of the following weck called
forth a mixed bag ol emotions: pleasure,
puzzlement, annoyance. Don Moretel was
solicitous, polite, generous with his dating
cash.

He was also somewhat of a mystery
man concerning where he lived. "Near-
by" was his only reply. And he was
suspicious. jealous, even threatening.

“What do you do when I don’t see
you?” he asked at one point.

“Right now, I'm seeing you, Don.”

“But when 'monot around?”

“Just you. Don.”

“Better keep it that way.”

“What do you mean?”

“I have this picture of you in my
mind, Marian. It's like T monitor you
with some kind ol ESP.” She remembered
that one of their early conversations had
been about thought transference. It was
one of his peculiar interests—but she
hadn’t been able to tell whether he'd
been joking about it or whether he really
believed in it

Six shore days had passed since the
first date, and in six days and lour dates
it was all over, ending far short of any
scene starring the blue nighigown. Sat-
urday morning and dressed in white
shorts  and  dark  Tshirt, she chain-
smoked behind  closed  dvapes, hardly
aware ol the humming ol the air condi-
tioning, completely oblivious to  the
weather outside,

Last night had seen the proverbial
final straw. Following an expensive and
well-turned-out meal in a French restau-
rant, they had gone to a Near North bar
popular with the young sct. Before she
had finished her first drink, he had
pulled the possessive act with such force
that she had waken refuge in the ladies”
room and there she rveached the final
decision. She was returning to the table,
threading her way through massed hu
manity, when she noticed thar Don had
0])('“(,".' ]ICI‘ ])lll’.‘l’? :Ill(l \\‘ilh 0nc ]lillltl wias
rummaging around inside.

“Don, what are you doing in my
purse?”

“Looking for a match. What took you
so long?”

“Take me home, please.”

In the cab on the way back. she
owned the conversation. In precise lan-
guage, without attempting to keep the
heat out of her voice, she delivered the
nonnegotiable.

“You don’t own me,” she concluded.

“Good night,” he replied sweetly, not
Lothering to get out of the cab. And
as she was walking away from the
cab, he tossed her a kind of throwaway
line, one that exploded around her head
like a bomb.

“Marian, I'm going to kill you. That's
a promise.”

She had rushed into her building’s lob-
by, mentally urged the clevator on o
greater speed and, once inside the apart-
ment, she slammed the door. Turning
the double lock at the top, she lelt
satisfaction at the solid, metallic click.

“No way,” the building superintend-
ent had said when she moved in, “for
anyone to get through that double lock
without a key. Ol course, they could al-
wiys take the door off,” and he Laughed
at this, since the neighbors would be
bound 1o hear or notice.

Saturday morning passed into after
noon and she sat there behind closed
drapes. smoked. commiserated with her-
sell. The principal reassuring thought:
Thank God for the double lock. And
there was always the phone and the
police. And, as a last resort, the gun in
the bedroom.

She went into the bedroom. Nestled
])L‘l‘l(_'illll @ nNuroon “'(J()l swearer was a
Ruger Mark 1 automatic target pistol.
Great on tin cans and for just fooling
around. it wasn’t an unusual gun lor a
city girl to have, especially for a former
downstate tomboy. A box ol .22-caliber
ammnunition  was kept under another
sweater, and she placed both pistol and
bullets on top of the bureau.

The ull ol kooks, she
thought, returning to the living room.
Like Don Moretel [rom the 151 bus.
Well, her mother would say, what would
you expectz Now, I suggest. OK,
Mother, I get the picture. Kooks. An
ocean Tull of them. And not 10 mention
my litde friend with the binoculars
across the way.

That week she had been aware of his
watching her when tidying up before
Don came over, after Don had brought
her home and had left, and the time
she had done the ironing. But oddly
cnough, she had not believed her apart-
ment under surveillance when Don was
with. her there, although there was no
reason to doubt that even creeps have
their own social life and go out, too.
What do you suppose he's up to now?
she wondered. To be sure, the drawn
curtains did not offer a empting view
for him; she went to the curtain and
drew it back a slit so she could sce into
l!l(f next illJill’lnl(.'l]l.'.

Looking out, she was surprised how
dark it was. There could only be a storm
on the way, she knew, for it was not
quite five o'clock. And, yes, he was
there, not by the avocado plant but
back in the apartment with binoculars
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hanging from his neck. the glasses flat
on his chest, his head facing the lake, no
doubt eying the coming storm. To Mart-
an, he was an indistinct figure in the
false dusk.

With the first flash of lightning, she
let the drapes retwn to their normal
state and stepped back into her living
room. Putting a hand to her chest, she
could clearly feel the beat of her heart,
strong, iucreasing in tempo, reflecting
anxiety about to overflow to the grounds
of panic. Scveral things were wrong,
dead wrong, vet their essences cluded
her. She glanced around the room, as if
the room itselfl held an answer—any
answer. The double-locked door. News-
papers on the lloor. An overflowing ash-
way. The lamp burning on the coffee
table. The purse on the couch.

“The purse!” she said out loud. fin-
gers tearing at the zipper.

Turning it upside down, she let the
contents fall to the couch, and then she
got down on her knees to hetter inspect.
Suddenly, the liule pile of feminine ef-
fects seemed to glow not once but three
times, localized evidence ol three mon-
strous thunderbolts vipping the sky: but
even belore the colfec-table lamp went
out and the air conditioning ceased 10
whoosh. she knew that the extra set of
kevs was gone.

“Marian, I'm going to kill you.”

At any moment, entirely at his discre-
tion, Don Moretel could come through
the door. The police, she thought: but
from the lifted phone, she was insulted
by the lack of a hum, isolated by abso-
lute silence. The word escape rang in
her brain and, in a wifling. she was in
the hall and running for the stairs. With
the power [ailure, surely the clevators
were out of action. but 17 flights down
she would be in the lobby, with the sureet
outside and a police car soon to pass.

Normually. an clearic sign indicated
stamrs in the hall, hut this also had been
extinguished by the storm. Four doors
toward the clevators were the stairs, she
rveckoned on the run, and she was right
on target, opening the door as the build-
ing shook with an ocutrageous rumble of
thunder. She started down the stairs but
had not wraveled a flight in the dink
when a noise brought her to a stop:
[rom below, the heavy tread of a man
ascending the stairs.

The rational part of her mind suggest-
ed that an occupant of the building had
clected to hoof it up home, while the
other part shouted that Don Moretel was
on the way. It was impossible to meet
anyone in the clevator, so what better
place for murder than in a glass house
without clectricity? She fled back to her
apartment, stopping in her dash o bang
on two doors. hitting them hard with a
doubled fist, suiking them with lorce
cnough to send the linde brass knockers
into crazy metallic dances. Thunder an-
swered her desperation.

Back in her own pl:lcc. she did not
bother to lock the door, for what good
would it do with Don having the kev
She did light a candle, however, to af-
ford some light for the apariment. and
placed it on the coffee table. She had a
plan now and this made her feel calmer.
To her, the use of the gun was repug-
nant and a Jast desperate remedy. But
there was someone to whom she could
call for help. The ceep across the way.
To be a creep was one thing, to be a
possible  murderer, another. He was
probably safe enough and, at least, bet-
ter than no one. She rushed for the
balcony door.

He must see me waving, she prayed.
He does see me. He's coming. Siill no
more than a blur in the murk, he stood
across from her on his balcony. leaning
over the railing, trving 1o catch her plea.

“Help!” she yelled.

“What's the matter?” he shouted.

“Pleasc help me!”

“What's the marter?”’

“He's going to kill me.”

“I'm coming, Marian.”

He knows my name, she thought, both
relieved and perplexed. The lighining
was very distant now, barely iluminat-
ing the dark skies north along the lake.
She closed the sliding glass door and
returned to the living room. He knows
my name. When  concenmating  hard,
Marian had a stance that was, in effect,
a characteristic gesture ol deep contem-
plation, legs siiff, with the right foot at
a right angle to the left. Standing in
such a way, staring at the undulating
wave of the candlelight. she grabbed for
what was loose and brought it down.

“Oh, my God!" she said. speaking
out loud in her solitude for the second
time that day. The graceful position
cvaporated into a huddled figure on
the sola, one hand behind the other and
both pressed tightly to her eyes.

“1 have this picture of you in my
mind, Marian,” Don had boasted. But
now she guessed the picture cime from
something more tangible than ESP.

Squarcly she must face one ghastly,
inescapable truth: Don Moretel and the
creep were one and the same.

Surely this was the reason the man in
the next building had never snooped
when Don was with her and why he had
said that she was never out ol his sight.
Nevertheless, agamst overwhelming evi-
dence, she wondered il she wasn't mak-
ing a mistake, if Don had been trying
only to scare her rom secing other men
and il Don’s and the creep’s going out at
the same time wasn't just coincidence.
And the fact that he knew her name
virtually could be meaningless. Alter all,
he must be interested in her, because of
the intensity of his watching. He lived
on the same floor as she. though in a
different  building.  Figuring out  her
apartment number would not be tough,

since each building had an identical
layout as to apartment numbers. The
directory downstairs would furnish her
name in a second. Perhaps, she thought;
but her final conclusion was hard. The
two men were identical and any other
rationale was simply fooling hersell.

In the bedroom, the metal ol the target
pistol felt warm and humid 1o the touch.
Carrying the weapon into the living
room, she loaded it by cmdlelight and,
going to the corner ol the voom, flanked
by the draperies, she waited with gun
pointing at the door,

“Marian. I'm going to kill vou.”

“Maybe you will,” she whispered to
herself, “We'll see.”

With doors and windows shut and air
conditioning off, the air in the room was
getting sticky, and she [elt a thin unlady-
like film spread across her, caused par-
tially by rising temperature and humidity
but mainly by the most terrilying experi-
ence ol her existence.

Falling nearly horizontally, the rain
beat a staccato pattern on the windows,
and with water came wind howling with
an ceric pitch around glass and con-
crete. Seven thousand people lived in the
complex, she had heard, yet she could
summon only a single person to help. a
jilted suitor who for some warped rea-
son imagined himsell wronged, and one
who had promised to kill her.

She was too far from the candle 1o see
the gun held in her hand, though she
suspected from the vicious grip on the
butt that the hand would show white.
Please come. Please come. So we cin fin-
ish whatever it is you and I must finish.

In time he came. In uncounted hours
to the waiting girl, in veality only the
handful of minutes that it requires a
strong man to run down 17 flights, coss
a comtyard. climb 17 flights, he burst
through the door, hitting it at a 1un at
nearly shoulder height, entering the room
in a shallow dive, unnaturally stiff as a
creature drawn on wires.

The first shot she could identify indi-
vidually, a sharp minor ping in the small
room, but the vest rvan together like a
string ol britating  firecrackers.  The
slightly plunging man never had the
opportunity to straighten from his dive,
for his trip was all one way—to the floor
by the coffee table. face flush with the
mmg when the forward momentum had
stopped.

Talling to the rug, the gun made a
gentle anticlimactic thud, and the one
large gulp of air she ook was filled with
smoke, so when she screamed, the sound
came out hoarse and warbling, like the
racket from a hurt animal.

“Shut up,” Don Moretel said as he
closed the door. In casy lashion. he swung
a flashlight. “You’'ll wake the dead.,” he
added. and Iaughed.

In the corner, Marian started wo ary.
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Dodge Colt GT

Built across the ocean.
Serviced across the street.

Up until now, when you
bought a sporty little Japanese
import, you pretty much had to
rely on dealerships the imports
themselves setup inthe U.S.,
for parts and service.

But now, along comes the
Dodge Colt GT.

Sporty as you could ask for.

But,more important, the
Colt comes with a system of
ready-made U.S. dealerships.

That means when your Colt
gets to America, it's sold and
serviced by a network of Dodge
Colt Dealers that stretches from
coast to coast.

So if you're thinking sporty,
think of it this way:

The Dodge Colt GT a

comes from Japan
Dodge

...to America. ..
Dodge Trucks

c/o Dodge.

Here are just a few of the 35
things that come standard on
the Colt GT: Overhead cam hemi
engine ® Four-on-the-floor
® Front disc brakes ® Reclining
bucket seats ® Adjustable
steering column e Rally striping
inside and out e Soft-rim sports
steering wheel ® Flow-through
ventilation @ Whitewall tires ®
Center console with storage bin.
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