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IT WILL PROBABLY COME as no surprise to you that Playboy gets its [
share of unusual phone calls and letters. Few are as compelling as '
the call received this vear from Federally protected witness and
confessed contract killer Donald Frankes. Why was this Mob guy
different from hundreds of others? Frankos said he knew who
had killed Jimmy Hoffa. Intrigued, if skeptical, we dispaiched pri-
vate investigator Lake Headley, who has worked on other projects
for Playboy and recently wrote, with William Hoffman, The Court
Martial of Clayton Lonetree, to verify Frankos' claim. The result,
The Hit on Jimmy Hoffa ((llustrated by Gary Kelley and Kinuko Y.  HEADLEY
Craft), makes fascinating reading. Is Frankos telling the whole
truth? We'll let you judge for yourself.

The Mob also plaved a part in the current savings-and-loan
fiasco, which has some very practical implications. After vou read
the adaptation of Stephen Pizzo, Mary Fricker and Paul Muolo’s book
Inside Job: The Looting of America’s Savings and Loans (published
by McGraw-Hill), you may well consider stuthng your hard-
earned money under the mattress. We also have a pithy excerpt
from USA Today founder Al Neuharth's Doubleday book, Confes-
stons of an S.0.B. Everyone snickered when USA Today was hrst
published, but now even TV is trying to copy its style. One thing
you can say for Neuharth: He doesn't pretty up the truth. Many
of us were very disturbed by the Supreme Court’s recent abortion
decision and its grim lesson: Poor women will once again suffer
the most. Frequent contributor Robert Scheer studies the econom-
ics of the decision in an important “Reporter's Notebook™: “Abor-
uon: The Bottom Line.” We have more great talk this month. In
the Playboy Interview with Soviet chess master Garry Kasparov, cor-
respondent Rudolph Chelminski gets Kasparov's opinion on every-
thing from glasnost to Natalya Negoda to the inner game of chess.
20 Questions pits Lwo major Bonnie Raitt fans, writer Paul Englemean
and Articles Editor John Rezek, against the best slide guitarist ever
to attend Radcliffe. She comes out a definite winner.

Turning to fiction, we have an excerpt from Stephen Coonts's
new book, The Minotaur (also 1o be published by Doubleday), il- CHELM]&,"“
lustrated by Greg Spalenka. It's about a U.S. Navy computer tech-
nician who peddles Pentagon secrets to the Russians and bungles
the job. Dan Thrapp's science-fiction story D Spinther 1s a caution-
ary tale about the high price of beauty (illustrated by Pater Sato).

November may mean turkey and stuffing to most of you, but
around here, it means it’s time for our wrap-up of Sex in Cinema
1989, with text by Contributing Editor Bruce Williamsen. His re-
port says that today’s conservative social climate has forced film
makers to use sex more subtly. We'll let the photographs tell the
story. Speaking of visual stimulation, don't miss—as if vou
could—our photographs of the beautiful Donna Mills by Earle
Doud. Doud met Donna in the Sixties. Since he was a professional
photographer, it was only natural that he’d have Donna do a
shooting for him. Doud went on to become a successtul comedy
writer for many of TV’s great ones. Meanwhile, the negatives of
his photos of Donna lay in a file cabinet—until recently, when it
occurred to Doud, still a big Donna Mills fan, that her other ad-
mirers might enjoy a look. He brought the photos to us; now we
bring them to you in Oh! Donna.

There are more charms this month, including a feature on
dude clothes modeled by John Clark Gable, actor son of one of the
movies” oniginal dudes, Clark Gable. If you don't already have a  scHEER
personal video player, consider buying one. Then, next time
you're flying to Pittsburgh on business and your seat companion
asks your sign, just ignore her, pull out your hand-held player
and plug in an 8mm 1ape of The Misfils. Jonathan Takiff's Personal
Video . . . to Go tells which equipment suits you best. Before you
go anywhere, check out Idaho, stomping grounds of Miss
November, Reneé Tenison: You may just want to stay home and
dream. Lastly, see our feature on brown-suede shoes if you want
1o make a fashion statement at Thanksgiving dinner. But please, ‘ . O
don't spill cranberry sauce on the magazine—at least read it first.  pzzo ' FRICKER - . MUOLO
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“Her love hit me like a heat wave. And the right diamond said
I never want things to cool off” .

o

- :
You've found the perfect person. Now find the  color, clarity and carat-weight, and explain how they

diamond that suits her perfectly. Because, justas  determine a diamond's quality and value. Mayor's
your love for each other is unique, no two diamonds  Jewelers are located throughout

are alike. Each has its own personality and sparkle. central and south Florida. :

Today, many people do find that two months'’ For the store nearest you R
salary is a good guide for what to spend on a and our free booklets on how 3 9
Diamond Engagement Ring. The diamond experts  to buy diamonds, just call: Mﬂo S
at Mayor's will help you understand the 4€'s: cut, 800-4-MAYORS. Fine Jewelers Since 191

Is two months’ salary too much to spend
for something that lasts forever?
A diamond is forever.
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STAR ATTRACTIONS

Proving that beauty and talent often go to-
gether, this new Playboy special edition

ARTHUR KRETCHMER editorial diveclor

PLAYBOY

TO ORDER BY

MAIL: Send

check or money

order for $10.00

per copy (includes
shipping and han-

dling) made payable

to Playboy Products,
P.0. Box 1554, Dept.
99057, Elk Grove Village,
Illinois 60009. Canadian
residents, add $3.00, full
amount payable in U.S.
currency on a U.S. bank
only. Sorry, no other for-
eign orders can be
accepted.

AT NEWSSTANDS NOW

spotlights Playmates who have “gone
show biz,” in film, TV and Rock

'n’ Roll. Catch their act at

your newsstand now.

D 1989 Playbay

IF YOU LIKE

AUTOMOBILES

YOU'LL LOVE THE
du Pont REGISTRY...

The only nationwide publi-
cation of its kind, the du Pont
REGISTRY is the Buvers Gallery
of Fine Automobiles. Every
month, the REGISTRY presents
—in detailed. full-color photos
and descriptive copy— more
than 300 classic, luxury and
exotic automobiles for vour
consideration. In 12 exciting,
full-color issues per vear (each
printed on rich, coated stock),
vou gel every awesome vehicle

delivered right to vour door.

As an introductory sub-
scriber, vou'll pav only $39.95
for a full year's subscription.

Mail your check or money order
to:  du Pont REGISTRY

Dept. J2D7099

PO Box 3200

Harlan, Ia. 51593
OR-CALL TOLL-FREE:

1-800-233-1731

SELLING YOUR CLASSIC OR EXOTIC CAR?
CALL 1-800-233-1731
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Their lives touched us all. ' ’ ; :’/ T 7P
Because, above all else, they 4 | '
were Americans. And now, '/ 7
in honor of their spirit and 7
their sacrifice, the Vietnam
Veterans Memorial Fund \

presents the official
reproduction of our nation’s
most visited monumental
sculpture. Created in the
proud tradition of monu-
mental bronzes under the
supervision of Frederick

E. Hart, the artist who
sculpted the original.

The Official Vietnam
Veterans Memorial Bronze.
Individually hand-cast in
cold-cast bronze, a special
sculptor’s blend of
powdered bronze and resins
to capture every dramatic
detail. Hand-finished toa
rich patina to emphasize
the character of the
sculpture. Priced at $295.

Shown smallor than actual
sizo of 92" in hoight.
Hardwood baso includod.

Sculpturo © F. E. Hart = = : - it i
and V.V.M.F. 1984, 3 . e e NP — S s

O RDER

S ) Please mail by November 30, 1989.
The Franklin Mint

Franklin Center, Pennsylvania 19091 i Signarure

Please enter my order for The Official Vietnam Veterans Memorial
Bronze. Bill me for a deposit of $59.* when my sc pturt is rud\
to be sent and for four monthly nstallments of :
shipmmr The handsome hardwood base is include

tional charge.
1 r.Jrrd'qu

MName

Address

City, State, Zip

ALL DRDEAS ARE SURJECT TO ACCHPTANCE

FLEASE PRINT CLEAR

11124-85

NEIE OFFICIAL VIETNAM VETERANS MEMORIAL BRONZE
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Rich in heritage. Remarkable in
form. The Avanti Coupe and
Convertible. Masterpieces of hand-
crafted automotive engineering
and design.

The Avanti Coupe and Con-
vertible. Built for those who make
an art out of living. Designed for
those who still believe performance
is an art.

Avanti Automotive Corporation

Call 800-548-6350
for the dealer nearest you
726 Wick Ave., Youngstown, Ohio 44505
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TORRES ON TYSON

After reading José Torres’ book excerpt
Fire and Fear (Playboy, August), 1 am
struck with a lingering feeling of compas-
sion for Mike Tvson and of enmity for the
author. This excerpt reflects one of the
worst aspects of boxing—and of journal-
ism—namely, how people are exploited for
personal gamn. Torres attempts to make
this point about exploitation while unwit-
tingly showing himself to be an avid prac-
titioner of it.

One would have to believe that the obvi-
ously naive Tyson told Torres (if, indeed,
he did so) of his personal feelings and inti-
mate events in his life in the belief that
Torres was a friend. This tvpe of betrayal
seems epidemic in journalism today.

Norman G. Hotz
San Francisco, California

I read the article Fire and Fear and won-
dered who was the bigger jerk—Mike
Tvson or Robin Givens. 1 gave Tyson my
vote. What a dweeb! Any man who likes to
hurt women or, in Tyson's words, “hear
them scream with pain, to see them bleed”
is not a real man. And screwing every
woman 1n sight doesn't make you a man,
either.

I'm black and was raised in a depressed
environment, oo, Mike, but that doesn't
give me the green light to be an asshole.

Michael D. Ross
Oakland, California

Mike Tyson! Wow! What a great guy! I'll
bet millions of minority kids want to grow
up to be just like him: ignorant, nsane,
criminal, bullying, woman-hating.

After [ fimshed José Torres’ article, |
flashed back w the second paragraph,
where he writes, “Had he not met Cus
[D'Amato], Tyson would probably be dead
orin jail today.” Too right! He should be in
Jail today, for various crimes that, as heavy-
weight champion, he commits with seem-
ing impunity. It's only a matter of ume
until he kills someone, and not in the ring.

I may be lacking in empathy, but I think
the world would be a better place if kids

had better heroes than ‘lyson. | nominate
Sugar Ray Leonard.
Diane Silver
Arleta, California

Fire and Fear is the most disgusting
piece of material [ have ever read concern-
ing a public figure. Tyson’s gloating over
his sexual escapades (which no one cares
about) and his apparent disrespect for
women are inexcusable, [ was aware of his
lack of education, but I was not as knowl-
edgeable about his lack of common sense.

Janice Parker
St. Louis, Missouri

While I realize that your magazine pre-
sents the excerpt of Fire and Fear as only
José “lorres’ view of Mike Tyson, your inclu-
sion of it suggests your approval of Tyson,
who can only be seen as an imbecilic thug.

Your quote by Tyson, on the cover, no
less, in which he brags that his best punch
was the one he threw at Robin Givens, also
disturbs me. Whether she was a victim of
his outrageous physical rage or a conniv-
ing gold digger only after his money is ir-
relevant; the simple fact is that hundreds
of thousands of voung male eyes will sec
that quotation, relate it to your glo-
rification of ‘Iyson and draw one more time
the conclusion that hitting a woman is
sometimes justified. Wife/girlfriend abuse
is already too much of a problem for you to
be adding to it, even if subtly; don't you
agree?

Chris W. Kellogg
Wallingford, Pennsylvania

Playboy has promoted the principles of
gentlemanly behavior for 35 years, and hit-
ting or abusing women has never been, nor
will it ever be, behavior we condone under
any circumstances. As for “glorifying” Tyson,
we think the prcture Torres paints of him is far

from glorious, though it is perhaps tragic.

JOHN COUGAR MELLENCAMP

Remind me not to invite John Cougar
Mellencamp, the subject of your August
Playboy Interview, 1o any party of mine! If
I ever meet him. I'll be sure to stay out of
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AT LOW DISCOUNT PRICES!

Youll find the most helpful
mation in the 116 page Cru

FREE

Stereo
Catalog

Refer to the Crutchfield catalog

before buying your next car stereo,

home stereo, or video product:

® 116 pages of helpful articles, consumer
tips, charts, and installation guides.

® Color photos, complete descriptions
and technical specifications on
hundreds of the finest brand name

products.

You get more value shopping at

Crutchfield:

® Toll-free product advice, ordering, and
customer service.

® 24 hour shipping.

® Absolute satisfaction guaranteed.

® Full 30-day return privileges.

® Discount prices on Sony, Pioneer,
JVC, Jensen, Proton, Agvent, Clarion,
Kenwood, AR, Infinity, Bose, and

many more!

ing infor-
held catalog.

Call or send this coupon now
for your FREE Catalog

800-336-5566

Be sure to mention Playboy when calling

Name
Address Apt. #
]
i
City Sale  Zip H

Optional: Are you in the market for a
personal computer, fax, or personal copier?
O Yes 0O No

CRUICHFIELD

1 Crutchfield Park, Dept. PL. Charlottesville, VA 22906
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SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Quitting Smoking
Now Greatly Reduces Serious Risks to Your Health.

his way rather than risk being made fun of
“unul it’s fucking embarrassing.” On sec-
ond thought, with my inhibitions lifted aft-
er drinking a few beers, I might tell him
what a pompous, sanctimonious ass he is.
Michael J. Woods
Wellesley, Massachusetts

Thank you for an entertaining inter-
view with John Cougar Mellencamp. Al-
though big business in the States, he seems
to be at the stage in Britain where the
heavy-metal press donmt cut him any
slack, ‘cause he ain't heavy enough, and the
bland-music press don't either, because, to
them, all rock music is heavy metal. Well,
there are a lot of J.C.M. fans over here.

Jimmy Keegan
Oldham, England

I'm so relieved. John Mellencamp feels
that it's OK for my five-year-old son and
seven-year-old daughter to listen to and
sing along with such classic lyrics as “We
want some pussy” and “Stick your pussy on
my face.”

I'm not going to try to shield my chil-
dren. Instead, I'm going to—are vou
ready?—“Prepare them for the real
world!”

Bobby Hatfield (half of the
Righteous Brothers)
Huntington Beach, California

We deduce from yowr sarcasm, Bobby, that

you've lost that lovin’ feeling for Mellencamp.

Thanks for the great interview with
John Mellencamp. It's refreshing to see a
star who still has a conscience and who
hasn't sold out to the big corporations, like
numerous other stars. Rock on, John.

By the way, can Playboy tell me how to
get a letter to John C.?

Michael Biller
Louisville, Kentucky

Mellencamp doesn’t have a fan club, but
you can wrile to him clo PolyGram Records,
825 Eighth Avenue, New York 10019.

A TIME FOR MICKEY MOUSE

A Time for Mickey Mouse (Playboy, Au-
gust) is a disturbing article desecrating
a family institution, Disneyland. David
Mamet must have known he was touching
on some rather sacred ground. How could
he not? He speaks of Riverview, where he
went as a child to be terrified. A place
where there was “illicit gambling, one
could die on the rides, the place reeked of
sex.” Certainly no place for a child—or
morally sane adults, for that matter!

When Walt Disney created Disneyland,
he designed it so parents and children
could go on rides together and have fun
without fearing for their lives. From what I
have read, carnivals, fairs and amusement
parks of the day were usually dirty, disor-
ganized and poorly run. Disney wanted a
clean, safe, friendly park. It took nearly 20

years for his dream to be realized, and in
my opinion, it was well worth the amount
of thought and planning that went into
creating Disneyland. Sure, it's commercial-
1ized. Isn't everything?
Stephanie French
Las Vegas, Nevada

and

War, famine, terrorism, racism . . .
David Mamet feels a need to trash Disney-
land! Seems to me that Mamet could use a
good enema.

Sam Shabrin
Allentown, Pennsylvania
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AN OPEN LETTER TO MINIKINI FANS

I'd like to apologize to the many hun-
dreds of readers who have written to in-
quire about the Minikini (Wet Mischief,
P!a)br}} \pr:l) The response has been so

great that I have been forced 1o look for a
manufacturer in the US. with capacity
sufficient to handle such a volume of or-
ders. Unfortunately, I have not yet located
one that is satisfactory.

I can only ask readers for their contin-
ued patience and hope to supply them with
the swimwear.

Marilyn Cole
London, England

ASA’S OLIVE BRANCH

I have always thought of Playboy as a
magazine that liked and respected women.
However, months of reading Asa Baber’s
bitterly misogynistic attacks upon women
have shaken my faith in you. The final
straw is his August Men column, “Peace,
Cynthia,” which 1s entirely devoted to at-
tacking one of my Playboy favorites, Cyn-
thia Heimel.

It seems Heimel's crime was poking a lit-
tle fun at Baber’s rampant paranoia. Her
punishment is a long, whining tirade that
accuses her of being a feminist bully—a
ridiculous label to tack onto one of the
most evenhanded and sensitive columnists
I read.

Carl Skutsch
Brooklyn, New York

Cheers to Asa Baber for his August Men
column, “Peace, Cynthia,” in response to
“We're Gonna Get You, Suckers” (Heimel's
May Women column).

What does Heimel have against men?

Faye Noutelle
La Crosse, Wisconsin

CHRISTIE'S SHARP

I recently saw a segment of McLaughiin
on which Christie Hefner was a guest. The
host, John McLaughlin, questioned her on
topics ranging from the resurgence of
Playboy Enterprises as a profitable organi-

zation to the role of Playboy in champi-
oning womens issues. She displayed
humor, diplomacy and a razor-sharp wit in
answering a series of rapid questions.
Three cheers for Miss Hefner. She's my

kind of woman.

Antonio Nord

Bedford, Massachusetts

WOMEN OF WALL STREET

I enjoyed your August pictorial Women
of Wall Street and, most notably, Robin
Mormelo and Cheryl Petersen.

I hope that Playboy will enrich us with
the opportunity to see these two beautiful
ladies again as Plavmates of the Month.

Scott Rinker
Laurel, Maryland

Women of Wall Street’s Kimberly Ann
Clark is the best-looking girl I've seen on
Playboy's pages for a long, long while. I was
captivated by her smile. She says her only
Wall Street downer is “clients who don't
want to invest with a twenty-four-year-old.”
Here's one client who would happily invest
all his money with her.

Phil Hollowell
Wallington, England

Thank you, Paine Webber!
Mike Miller
Jacksonville, Florida
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PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

./

HIGHBROW YUKS

So here’s what we want to know: If the
people at an occasional Los Angeles club
called Comedy IQ are so smart, how come
they aren't on Carson? How come they
meet sporadically on Saturday evenings
(bumped by weddings, bar mitzvahs and
samba showcases) in a grungy room off to
one side of a Continental/Brazilian restau-

rant called Gio’s, on an untrendy section of

the Sunset Strip? And, most important,
how come their jokes are so dumb?
Comedy IQ was started by a lawyer/co-
median (does that mean—har, har—if you
don'’t hke his jokes, he'll sue?) named Tom
Shiekman, who wanted to create a free
space for what he calls “intelligent stand-
up comedy.” Comedy IQ) was seen as an al-
ternative to a world of comedy filled with
yellers and shouters and dead-dog jokes.
The purpose of Comedy IQ), says Shiek-
man, is to make people think, to deal with

issues of the day, to bring back the world of

topical comedy pioneered by Mort Sahl
and Lenny Bruce.

We finally got to a session of Comedy 10
after about two months of trying and
found a room populated by three middle-
aged women from the San Fernando Val-
ley, four blandish guys and a table of four
women in their early 20s, three of whom
had fire-engine-red hair. The nine-o’clock
show didn't start until 9:30. That's when a
fellow named Glen climbed onto the stage
and announced that this was Comedy 1Q
and that if we didn't get the jokes, there
were Cliffs Notes and transcripts available.
Then he asked if there were any sports
fans in the audience and told a joke about
Pete Rose. The redheads laughed and or-
dered a round of Long Island iced teas.

Glen introduced a chubby comedian
who described himself as the Middle East-
ern Pillsbury Doughboy. He told us that he
was Lebanese, which he said most people
in Hollywood think is when two girls like
each other. He told us that eating at Den-
ny’s is like going 10 the bathroom—every-
one does it and nobody talks about it. He
talked about J.EK's sex life, saying his
best-known quote should have been, “Ask
not what your country can do for you, ask
what you can do on me.”

Then a woman named Beth came on.
She said she was addicted to sleep; it kept
her up nights worrying about it. She said
she was on a plane flying from New York to
Los Angeles, and the guys sitting in front
of her were complaining about the bad at-
titude of New York women, so she leaned
over the seat and told them, “I'm a New
York woman, and fuck you!” She also men-
tioned Leonard Cohen.

Even the redheads lost interest. Between
acts, one turned to another and said she
had a bottle of brandy at her house, and
they could all go there and finish it off. We
followed their lead and headed for the
street. There had to be something bet-
ter—maybe not smarter but better. . . .

BRITCOMS

As it turned out, there was. Margaret
Thatcher and Prince Charles make it easy
to forget that the British are funny. In fact,
the UK. is currently hosting a comedy ex-
plosion similar o the curremt (normal
1.Q.) American one. So we checked out the
British comic galaxy and found a number
of rising stars worth catching.

Billy Connolly, a Scottish George Car-

lin—meets—Robin Williams, leads the pack.
“I frighten people on the beach,” he says,
“because being Scottish, I'm pale blue. It
takes me a week to get white.”

And Victoria Wood sings weird dog-
gerel and cracks wise in a style not unlike
Jay Leno’s. “This ballad,” she says, intro-
ducing a tune on her Victoria Wood Live
LP, “is dedicated 10 my deep interest in the
act of physical lovemaking. It’s very short.”
The problem, she says, is that her first
boyfriend “had a sex manual, but he was
dyslexic. I was lying in bed and he kept
looking for my vinegar.”

Our favorite 1s Lenny Henry As Low-
down Lefthanded Dirty Hounddog, Hen-
ry is 2 would-be delta blues singer dressed
in fedora, sunglasses and giant suit. “The
blues,” says Hounddog, “is when you meet
a beautiful woman wearing a long, shim-
mering white dress. You take her home
and you make love all night long! And the
next day, you find out it’s the Pope.” Imper-
sonating British  heavyweight Frank
Bruno, Henry dresses in boxing gloves
and Shakespearean pantaloons and does
the balcony scene from Romeo and Juliet.
As Theophilus P Wildebeeste (“The most
fertile man in the universe™), he plucks a
woman from the audience and croons,
“Tonight is your lucky night. I'm gonna let
you have my body. All of it. Even the long,
wobbly, Hoppy, dangly bits.” Look for his
flm Lenny Live and Unleashed due out
soon in the U.S.

There you have it. UK. humor is, as the
rappers say, real stuptd. And that’s good.

SAUDI NAUGHTIES

A commercial film maker we know ac-
cepted the following set of restrictions
when he agreed to shoot a soft-drink com-
mercial for Saudi Arabian television:

1. No dancing.

2. No comparative advertising.

3. No glamourous/appealing females. In
particular: no miniskirts, hotpants, swim-
ming suits or bare shoulders.

4. No two people sipping or eating from
the same glass or dish.

5. No car racing.

6. No showering sequences.

7. No winking/burping,
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SIGNIFICA, INSIGNIFICA, STATS AND FACTS

QUOTE

“If that plane
doesn't fly. the debate
is over. It is far oo

expensive to be a
Stealth taxi”—sEna
TOR SAM NUNN on the
B-2 bomber’s per-
plane cost of
$500,000,000.

BUTTON UP

Number of Ameri-
cans who had colds in
1987: 61,900,000,

°

Number of Ameri-
cans who had the Hu
that year: 91,000,000.

°

In 1987, 21 percent
of the people living in
the Midwest had
colds; in the South,
24; in the Northeast,
27; in the West, 33.

TOT COUNT

Number of chil-
dren under five now living in the Unit-
ed States: 18,000,000.
.
Projected number of children under
five in the year 2000: 16,900,000
.
State currently with the most chil-
dren under five: California (2,300,000).

WHAT DO YOU KNOW?

Percentage of Americans who know
that Dan Quayle is Vice-President: 75.
.

Percentage in 1952 who knew who
was Vice-President: 69.
.
Who was Vice-President in 19527 Al-
ben Barkley.

.
Percentage of Americans who know

what the Fifth Amendment is: 50.
'

Percentage in 1957 who knew that:
42.
.
Percentage of Americans who know
that the first ten Amendments to the
Constitution are called the Bill of

In a Washungton Post poll, 54
percent of the respondents
knew the name of the jurist on
television’s The People’s Court,
Judge Joseph Wapner. Only
nine percent could name the
current Chief Justice of the °
United States Supreme Court,
William H. Rehnquist.

Rights: 46.
°
Percentage in 1954
who knew that: 33.

TRAVEL 1.Q.

Percentage of
Americans who take
at least one trip a
year: 80

.

Percentage who
know that smoking is
prohibited on domes-
uc flights of less than
two hours: 83,

°

Percentage who
know the difference
between a direct flight
and a nonstop fight:
30 (direct flights may
make ntermediate
stops before reaching
the hnal destination).

Percentage who
think a passport is
needed to travel from
the continental US, 1o Hawan: ten.

STUFFED

Percentage of Americans who say
they cat a lot of green vegetables: 51.
.
Percentage of Americans who say
they eat a lot of red meat: 23.
3
Percentage of Americans who say
they eat a lot of potatoes: 31.
.
Percenmage of Americans who say
they eat a lot of pasta: 30.

PLANE FARE

Cost of a Boeing 747-200 passenger

jetliner in 1986: $29,000,000.

3
Cost of an identical plane in January
1989: £32.000,000.
.
Original cost of a McDonnell-Doug-
las DC-8 in the Sixties: $3,000,000.
°
Cost of an identical plane today:
$14,000,000.

8. No suggestive looks or acts by female
models; no sexy laughs.
9. No beard shaving.
10. No advances or compliments from
male to female, and vice versa.
11. No crosses, David Stars [sic] or any
resemblances featured.
12. No kissing.
13. No words such as magic, mystery,
paradise, hell, etc.
14. No religious expressions describing
product.
15. Commercials should be appealing:
no hairy males, for example.
16. Always use the right hand.

GUIDE TO THE GUTS

One of the great unsung components of
a college education is the gut course. You
know, the easy one that introduces a bit of
Auft into an otherwise heavy load. You can
recognize guts by their irreverent nick-
names. For your edification, we've assem-
bled an all-guts honor roll of sorts. Here
are the great guts, with schools and popu-
lar tags included:

Ambherst College: Human Sexuality
{(Poles & Holes); Princeton University: Ge-
ology (Rocks for Jocks); University of
Chicago: College Algebra (Math for
Trees); University of North Carolina at
Greensboro: Applied Social Theory and
Qualitative Research Methodology (Dead-
head 10l—because the class studies the
Grateful Dead); Yale University: Ancient
Egypt Through the Time of Titankhamen
{(Mummies for Dummies). Does it kind of
make us wish we were back in school? Nah.
We haven't the guts for it

Z RULES

A reader sent us a clip from the Japa-
nese publication Kansa: Time Out, with
these “Rules of the Road in English,”
which were once allegedly posted in the
Central Police Station in "Tokyo:

1. At the rise of the hand police-
man, stop rapidly.

2. Do not pass him by or otherwise
disrespect him.

3. When a passenger of the foot
heave in sight, wootle the horn. Trum-
pet at him. Melodiously at first, but if
he still obstacles your passage, tootle
him with vigor, express by word of
mouth the warning “Hi-hi.”

4. Beware the wandering horse that
he shall not take fright as you pass
him by. Do not explode the exhaust
box at him as you pass him by Go
soothingly by.

5. Give big space Lo the fesuve dog
that shall sport in the roadway.

6. Go soothingly in the grease mud,
as there lurks the skid demon.

7. Avoid tanglement of dog with
your wheel spokes.

8. Press the braking of the foot as
you roll round the corner to save col-
lapse and tie up.
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By BRUCE WILLIAMSON

THERE'S NARY a dull moment in Johnny Hand-
some (Columbia), with Mickey Rourke once
again showing the slow burn and sizzle
that originally cinched his claim to star-
dom. Adapted from a novel by John Godey,
director Walter Hill's dark revenge drama
is a film noir full of gleaming evil. Rourke
starts out as a hideously malformed crimi-
nal whose life is changed by plastic
surgery, a lot like Joan Crawford in her
1941 star vehicle A Woman’s Face. Mickey,
however, winds up having more in com-
mon with James Cagney’s do-or-die clas-
sics. Stabbed in prison after taking the rap
for two double-crossing colleagues on a
New Orleans robbery, he comes out with a
new face, a new job, a new life—and old
scores to settle at whatever cost. In a sup-
porting cast that’s all aces, Elizabeth
McGovern plays the nice girl who comes
along too late to save him, while masterful
Morgan Freeman hovers over the action
like a Greek chorus foretelling Johnny's
fate. Rourke'’s enemies are a treacherous
duo played with go-for-broke style by
Lance Henriksen and Ellen Barkin, with
Barkin as the nastiest screen bitch since
Baby Jane. You must have guessed by now
that Johnny Handsome is a lean, mean, sus-
penseful psychoedrama of the old school,
and Rourke comes out of it magna cum
laude. ¥¥¥2
[ ]

A big ltalian wedding in the Bronx is
scrutinized by fedgling writer-director
Nancy Savoca in True Love (MGM/UA), win-
ner of the jury’s top prize at this year’s U.S.
Film Festival in Park City, Utah. An NYU
film school grad who co-authored the
screenplay with her husband, Richard
Guay, Savoca has a sharp eye for satire but
seems to curb her hard-edged observa-
tions just this side of outright cruely.
While often hilarious, True Love is also a
pointedly sardonic slice of life about Don-
na (Annabella Sciorra) and Michael (Ron
Eldard), who are eager, young, sexy but en-
tirely unready for the marriage they are
backing into because their plans are too
far along to be stopped. They quarrel
about everything from her shrewishness
and the company he keeps to the color of
his tux. Before the nuptial celebration is
over, she’s sobbing in the ladies’ room, and
their frozen smiles in the wedding photo-
graphs can scarcely conceal that the future
looks bleak, indeed. True Love seems to say,
“That’s life” but says it with warmth and
spontaneity. We'll be seeing more from
Savoca, who obviously has a fair for come-
dy with the common touch. ¥¥¥

L J

A prize-winning student film maker
(Kevin Bacon) connives, compromises and
betrays his friends and himself before for-
tune smiles a second time, That's the norm

Handsome is as Mickey does.

Mickey scores, Hollywood
gets skewered and Burt
Reynolds ages gracefully.

in Hollywood, according to The Big Picture
(Columbia). This buckshot satire co-
authored by Christopher Guest, a Saturday
Night Live alumnus, exuberantly directing
his first feature, misses as often as it hits,
and the plot matters little—it’s What Makes
Sammy Run recycled with a snicker. Some
of the incidental bits are choice, though,
none choicer than Martin Short’s wild take
on an asinine Hollywood agent. Jennifer
Jason Leigh is also a hoot as an eccentric
avant-garde einéaste, and J. T. Walsh scores
as a mogul who only listens to movie plots,
which we see imagined on screen in film
clips expressing pure chaos. Cameo per-
formances by John Cleese, Eddie Albert,
Sr., Elliott Gould and Roddy McDowall
add to the mischievous, improvised tone
that finally makes Big Picture a collage of
small treats. ¥¥2
.

Playing a safe-cracker in his 60s, gray
and aged beyond his actual years, Burt
Reynelds in Brecking In (Goldwyn) gets
back to some real acting. He drops all the
smug superstar swagger for this amoral,
easygoing comedy written by John Sayles,
directed in his customary low key by that
mischievous Scot, Bill (Local Hero) For-
svth. Sayles’s screenplay brings together
Burt as Ernie, the seasoned crook, and a
rank amateur named Mike (Casey Sie-
maszko, in a large leap up the career lad-
der), who breaks into houses mainly for
kicks. They're a lawless odd couple, hostile
at first, eventually drawn together by a
common interest in wrongdoing and easy
money. Then they begin 1o double-date

two heart-of-gold whores (Sheila Kelley
and Lorraine Toussaint) and wind up col-
laborating on a big Fourth of July caper
that spells the beginning of the end of a
beautiful relationship. Well, not exactly the
end—but to divulge more might spoil the
surprises of a dandy little sleeper. ¥¥¥
L ]

Wired (Taurus), director Larry Peerce's
misbegotten screen version of the best sell-
er by Bob Woodward, wastes no time cut-
ting to the West Hollywood hotel where
comedian John Belushi (played by Michael
Chiklis) died of a drug overdose in 1982.
All too soon, we leap from grim realism to
grotesque fantasy, with Belushi propelled
in and out of the morgue—at times
munching a sandwich or witnessing his
own autopsy—accompanied through past,
present and hereafter by a Hispanic cab-
driver (Ray Sharkey) who calls himself An-
gel. Get it? Wait, the plot sickens. Earl Mac
Rauch’s adaptation pushes the metaphysi-
cal angle even further with the entrance of
author Woodward (played like a private
eve by |. T. Walsh), whose research takes
him from téte-a-tétes with the widow (Lu-
cinda Jenney) into Hashbacks, including a
deathbed dialog between the comic and
his biographer. Chiklis obviously has tal-
ent, though several of his imitations of
Belushi in performance are painfully un-
funny; and Gary Groomes—all facial tics
and vocal gvmnastics—portrays Dan
Aykroyd as 1f to embalm still another way-
ward comic spirit. Patti D'Arbanville sal-
vages a few moments of truth as Cathy
Smith, the dealer who administers Be-
lushi’s final fix. Otherwise, Wired adds up
to a wan and wearisome reflection of the
book, the man and the high-Aying nights
in Babylon that made it all happen. ¥

L ]

Director Ron Howard's Parenthood (Uni-
versal) is a doggedly heart-warming family
comedy that may send vour old aunt Sally
into shock unless she’s a real swinger (see
Sex in Cinema in this issue for further de-
tails). Steve Martin, Mary Steenburgen,
Dianne Wiest, Rick Moranis and Jason Ro-
bards lead a dandy cast through one
damned crisis after another in several up-
scale American homes full of kids, com-
munication breakdowns and angst. Call it
schmaltz with a cutting edge. ¥¥¥¥

L ]

Star power mitigates the flaws of old
Gringo (Columbia), a multifaceted but un-
steady vehicle for Jane Fonda, Gregory
Peck and Jimmy Smits (of TV'’s L.A, Law).
As a Mexican rebel fighting with Pancho
Villa, Smits more than holds his own,
helped by having the only major role that
makes any real sense. Fonda’s presence as a
spinster governess with a father fixation
doesn't quite figure, and Peck, portraying
Ambrose Bierce, an American writer with
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We've built in a wide range of
choices. You con select from o wide vonety
of current hits ond clossical fovorites. Cur
grect introcuctory ofler lets you choose ony
8 CDs listed in this od for 14, Fillin and mail the
opplication—well send your CDs ond bill
you lfor the penny, plus shipping ond hon-
dhing. In exchonge, you simply ogree 1o buy
os lew os & more CDs (ot regulor Club prices)
within the next three years—ond you may
then concel your membership onytime ofter
doing 50

How the Club works. About every four
weeks (13 times o yeor] youll receive the
Chubis music mogozine, which describes the
Selection of the Month_..plus mony exciting
olternotes: new hits ond old favontes from
every held of music. In oddition, up lo six
limes o yeor, you moy recewe offers of
Special Selections, usuolly at a discount ol
regulor Club prices, for o total of up 1o 19
buying opportunihes.

If you wish 1o receve the Selechon of the
Month, you need do nothing—it will be
shipped outomoticolly. If you prefer on oher -
note selecnon, or none ot oll, fill in the
response card alwoys prowded ond mal it
by the dote specified. You will olways hove ot
least 10 doys in which to moke your decision.
If you ever receve ony Selecwon withou

howving 10 days to decide, you may return it
al ouUr EXpENSE.

The CDs you order during your member-
ship will be billed ot regulor Club prices,
which currently ore $1298 1o $1598—plus
shipping and hondling, and sales lox where
applicoble. {Multiple-unil sets moy be
higher) There will be special soles through-
out your membership. Alter completing your
enrolliment you moy concel membership ol
ony hime.

Special Bonus Plan: Alter yaubuy 6 CDs
at regulor Club prices, you con build your
collection quickly with our money-saving
borus plon. It lets you buy one CD ot holf
price for eoch CD you buy ot regular Club
prices.

10-Day Free Trial: We'll send detoils of the
Clubs operotion with your inroduciory ship-
ment. If you ore not sotishied for ony recson
whaotsoever, just return everything within 10
days and you will have no further obligonion.
So you risk obsolutely nothing by sending for
your 8 CDs nght now!

ADVANCE BOMNUS OFFER: As o specol
oller to new members, 1oke one odditionol
Compoct Disc night now ond poy only $6.95.
Is © chonce lo get onother selection of o
super low price!

Selections with two numbers contain 2 COs ond count os 2—sa write in both numbers.

CBS/Columbia House: Terre Haute, IN 47811-1129

l_CBSICqumbla House, 1400 N. Fruitridge

PO. Box 1129, Terre Haute, Indiana 47B11-1129

Pleose occept my membership opplication under the 1erms ourlined in this odvernsement.
Send me the B Compoct Discs listed here and bill me Ie plus shipping and handling for all
eight. | ogree 1o buy six more selechons of reguler Club prices in the coming three
years—and may concel my membership al any time ofter doing so.

SEND ME THESE |
BC0s FOR 1¢. |

My main musical interest is {check one): (Bul I may olwoys choose from any category)
O HordRock [ Soft Rock [ Eosy Listening l:l Heuvy Metal

Living Colour, fichord Mors,  Borbra Stresand, Ry Conndl, « N Roses,
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a death wish, remains an imposing puzzle-
ment throughout. Few among us may re-
member that Bierce was, in fact, a West
Coast literary lion who disappeared in

Furst, back to the drawing board.

When the Oscar for Best Art Di-
rection is awarded in 1990, one hot
nominee is sure to be 45-vear-old
Anton Furst, Batman’s production de-
signer. Furst modestly acknowledges
that the brooding. stvlized Gotham
City he conjured up for this made-
in-England megahit nearly stole the
show. “l know they're saying the de-
sign has been a very strong part of
the film's success. It was, 1 believe,
the biggest outdoor set built in Eu-
rope since Cleopatra. We took up the
whole lot at Pinewood.” Furst, an
Englishman of Russian descent who
was in special effects before becom-
ing a full-fledged producuon de-
signer, says Bafman was not his
toughest assignment. That honor
goes to Stanley Kubrick's Full Metal
Jacket. “You know Kubrick. Very
brilliant but doesn't like to travel. We
had to re-create Vietnam in Eng-
land with rtotal accuracy. So we
bought palm trees in Spain and
trucked them across the Continent.
In Batman, we could invent our own
reality."” Furst is currently talking to
Columbia Pictures about Awaken-
ings, to be directed by Penny Mar-
shall, with Robin Williams and
Robert De Niro starring. “I'll be
building it in New York. It’s a film
about encephalitis, sleeping sickness,
people taking a drug that's some-
umes hallucinogenic, so we'd have
to reconstruct their reality in the de-
sign. What I'd go for is Dada-csque,
almost Magritte.” While he’s in de-
mand for more highbrow, high-tech
fantasies, Furst admits being partial
to such cinematic golden oldies as
The Red Shoes. “What I'd like to do
next is a great musical, an updated
Busby Berkeley kind of film. You
suppose that's possible nowadays?"

Mexico circa 1913. Few will care, I'm
afraid, because the screenplay directed by
Argentina’s Luis Puenzo (his Official Story
won a 1986 Oscar as best foreign-language
film) befogs more issues than it explains.
What we're left with 1s magnificent scenery,
martach: music and a lot of top-notch talent
twisting in the wind. ¥¥
.

As a married couple on an endless quest
for their next fix, Matt Dillon and Kellv
Lynch are both strong screen pres-
ences performing valiantly to alleviate the
dreary hopelessness of Drugstore Cowboy
(Avenue). Fine, gritty work by everyone,
ncluding director Gus Van Sant, glues at-
tention to the decline and fall of young
junkies knocking over pharmacies and
hospital supply rooms in the vicinity of
Portland, Oregon. An imaginative cffort
but roughly equivalent, entertamnment-
wise, to a free weekend at a methadone
clinic. ¥¥»

.

British pop star Adam Ant portrays the
unscrupulous owner of an L.A. art gallery
in Trust Me (Cinecom). The title’s your hint
that he's not to be trusted, and his brain
storm in this modest, stylish thriller direct-
ed by Bobby Houston is to find a promis-
ing artist whose works will skvrocket in
price if he dies young. David Packer win-
ningly plays the laid-back would-be
painter marked for fame and sudden
death, with Talia Balsam (daughter of ac-
tor Martin Balsam and Joyce Van Pauten,
who plays Packer's mom) as the sympathet-
ic gallery manager who helps foil Ant's
plot. Adam makes an amiably evil villain,
the kind of rotter who'd be a worthy antag-
onist for James Bond. ¥¥%4

°

Jeremy Irons and Anthony Hopkins top
the bill in A Chorus of Disapproval (South-
gate), directed by Michael Winner—the
first film based on a play by England’s pro-
liic Alan Ayckbourn. Hopkins pretty
much steals the show as the Hamboyant di-
rector of an amateur theatrical troupe,
cuckolded by his leading man. The fore-
play’s the thing for Irons as a nerdish
young junior executive turned Lothario,
but you can see too much effort in his per-
formance. Chalk up Chorus as a middling
comedy for dedicated Anglophiles. ¥¥

-

Any movie starring an actor named
N!xau is likely to be extraordinary in some
way. Even so, The Gods Must Be Crazy I
(Weintraub), like many a sequel, exudes an
aura of déja vu. South African writer-di-
rector Jamie Uys returns with Nlxau as a
native looking for his lost children, who
are whisked away by ivory poachers. The
movie has slapstick, fast action, white civil-
1ans and Third World soldiers lost in the
veld, plus cute animal shots, all of it look-
ing like a Gods Must Be Crazy rehash with
very few fresh ingredients. ¥¥

MOVIE SCORE CARD

capsule close-ups of current films
by bruce unlliamson

The Abyss (Listed only) Benign under-
sea aliens amid eye-popping effects,
plus Ed Harris and Mary Elizabeth
Mastrantonio as deep-float divers in

love. Wy
Botman (Reviewed 10/89) Not often
soaring, but a major event. ¥y

The Big Picture (See review) A tongue-in-
cheek hooray for Hollywood. ¥,
Breaking In (See review) Burt burgling
as a good ol bov. Yy
Caosualties of War (10/89) GI grunts
(Michael J. Fox vs. Sean Penn) and a girl
in Vietnam. ¥y
A Chorus of Disapproval (See review) ‘lo
England with a love triangle. Yy
Cookie (10/89) Emily Llovd is a Mob-
ster's daughter, scene stealer Dianne
Wiest his favorite bimbo. ¥¥%
Do the Right Thing (8/89) Spike Lee's
bright, disturbing black comedy. ¥¥¥¥
Drugstore Cowboy (See review) Young
marrieds hooked on chemistry. ¥4
The Gods Must Be Crozy H (See review)

But a bit crazier the first time. ¥y
The Heart of Dixie (10/89) Southern belles
learn a teeny bit about life. vy

Heavy Petting (10/89) Multimedia nos-
talgia about sex in the Filties. ¥yy
A Hungorion Fairy Tale (Listed only)
Highly imaginative fantasy about an or-
phaned bov’s search for Dad. kLt
Johnny Handsome (See review) Rourke
on a roll, bent on revenge. Y¥Y,
Licence to Kill (9/89) Dalton’s Bond hangs
in there the second time around. ¥¥¥v,
Old Gringo (See review) Peck and Fonda
with a pack of Mexican rebels. ¥y
Parenthood (See review) Kids, kin. ¥¥y¥¥
Romero (10/89) El Salvador's martyred
churchman, played masterfully and
movingly by Raul Julia. yyvy
sex, lies, ond videotape (9/89) 'Iruth or
consequences on camera. yyyy
Shirley Valentine (10/89) A 42-vear-old
Liverpool housewife (Pauline Collins)
breaks the ties that bind. Yy,
True Love (See review) Dim, droll view of
a great big Ialian wedding. ¥yY
Trust Me (Sce review) Death and treach-
ery in the L.A. art world. W
Turner & Hooch (Listed only) Tom Hanks
shares billing with a De Bordeaux: ugli-
est, maybe funniest pooch ever.  ¥¥Y
When Horry Met Solly . . . (10/89) Long
courtship equals high comedy. ¥¥¥»
Wired (See review) Lots of loose ends
linked to the late John Belushi. ¥

¥¥W¥Y Outstanding
¥¥¥¥ Don't miss ¥¥ Worth a look
¥¥¥ Good show ¥ Forget it
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VIDEO

THE VIDEO WORLD SERIES

If the line-up for
this year’s Fall Clas-
sic doesrit do it for you,
consider a video trip
around the world series
with Major League
Baseball Productions’
46-tape collection of
series highlights (1943—
1988). Before you step
to the plate to watch, be
forewarned: Screening
these videos is a lot like baseball and sex—
if you're not enjoying it, you're not doing it
right. So bring low expectations, a sense of
humor and a remote control with rewind,
slo mo, freeze action, fast forward and vol-
ume control. To save you time, here are
some choice moments:

Best Early-Days Bits: Semisharp close-
ups—in real time and stop action—of
Jackie Robinson gobbling grounders in the
1949 Highlights (Brooklyn Dodgers vs.
Yankees); a hairy Joe Garagiola smacking
four hits in game four of the 1946 High-
lights (Cardinals vs. Red Sox); Willie
Mays'’s miraculous over-the-shoulder catch
i the 1954 Highlights (New York Giants vs.
Indians).

Worst Editing: The 1956 Highlights
(Brooklyn Dodgers vs. Yankees) tape is as
choppy as a bad-hop single. In one se-
quence, Yogi Berra gloves Don Larsen's last
pitch of the first and only perfect series
game. The video cuts away from the dia-
mond to a bogus stock shot of an ump mo-
tioning “Out!” Back on the field, we catch
only the tail end of the famous Berra hug.
Yogi, a Alm critic himself, would say that
the editors shoulda known it wasn't over,
even though it was over.

Best Over-all Tape: 1971 Highlights (Pi-
rates vs. Orioles). The on-held drama
builds, and the cameraman is so close he’s
like a tenth player. The Birds soar with
four 20-win hurlers and the clutch play of
Brooks and Frank Robinson, but the Bucs
have Roberto Clemente’s arm. They steal
the series in seven.

Best Moment: Also in the 1971 High-
lights. Pirate Bob Robertson steps into the
batter’s box with game three on the line—
ignoring the third-base coach’s bunt signal
and oblivious to Clemente on base calling
for time—and blasts a three-run homer.
Best Single Game: Game five steals the
show in the 1968 Highlights (Cardinals vs.
Tigers), as Tigers cawcher Bill Freehan
blocks Lightnin' Lou Brock thundering
from second. Super—slo mo favors the
ump’s out call, and the Tigers roar from
behind to capture the game and, ultimate-
ly, the series.

Best Player Performance: Brooks
Robinson diving for hot smashes all over

your living room in the 1970 Highlights
(Orioles vs. Reds). See it to believe it.

Best Legendary Heroics: Reggie Jack-
son’s trifecta in the 1977 Highlights (L.A.
Dodgers vs. Yankees). In one game, Reg
smacks three home runs in consecutive at-
bats, each on the first pitch.

Best Narrator: Bob Costas in the 19588
Highlights (L.A. Dodgers vs. Athletics)—as
graceful and rhythmic as the video's star,
pitcher Orel Hershiser.

Best Music Vid: A montage of the Oak-
land A's forearm-bashing set to a take-off
of The Monster Mash, also in the 1988
Highlights. —GARY A. WEINSTEIN
(To order, write to MLB Productions, 1212
Avenue of the Americas, New York 10036,
$19.95 t0 $39.95 per tape.)

THE HARDWARE CORNER

The Big Picture: How giant is a giant
screen? Mitsubishi just made it 70 inches.
Set for a fall unveiling, the VS-7002R is the
biggest rear-view-projection TV ever. With
700 lines of resolution and six speakers,
it'll sell for $5999.
Instant 3-D: Looking for the camcorder
of the future? You may already have it. Just
add one accessorv—Azdens 3-D video
adapter. It uses LCD shutters that alter-
nate left- and right-view images to the
recorder, so that when you view your play-
back (wearing special LCD glasses), you
can see 3-D effects on any TV {($1000).
—MAURY LEVY

o | 30|

“My all-time hall-of-
fame movies to rent
are 2001, Blade Runner,
Blue Velvetand A Clock-
work Orange—for the
ohvious eyeball rea-
sons,” says pioneer
inner-space  scientist
Timothy Leary. **But my
secret favorites are horrible films that I rent and
re-edit. For example, | select a crucial, dramatic
scene from the monster movie Rambo and re-
place Stalione with an wgly gorilla running
amuck in a native village, shouting patriotic slo-
gans with a Minnie Mouse helium voice. | put my
version in the box and return it.” —oavo suerr

oL THEED

Best Lonely-Guy Video: Attracting Birds fo Your
Backyard with Roger Tory Peterson; Best Yideo
Snack: Edible Wild Plants; Televangelist Yideo
of the Month: Sex iin the Bible; Best Didn't-We-
All Video: / Married a Witch; Best Thrili-a-
Minute Yideo: How fo Use Soft Plastic Lures;
Best Video Epic: How fo Play Harmonica In-
stantly {three volumes); Best Live-on-the-Edge
Video: How to Have a Moneymaking Garage
Sale; Best It's-a-Living Video: Be a Juggler.

[I

WANT TO LAUGH

Who Framed Roger Rabbit (Toons vs. tough guys in the
londmork madcop escopode; scored four Oscars); Work-
ing Girl (secretory climbs to top of corporote lodder;
Melanie Griffith gold); Bringing Up Baby (Gront and
Hepburn in the guy-meets-girl-meets-leopord screwboll
clossic; new to vid).

FEELING INTENSE

Beaches (Bette Midler and Borboro Hershey in Garry
Marsholl's teory take on the triumph of friendship); Little
Dorrit (sterling Alec Guinness in Dickens’ epic love story;
two ports, three hours each—brew the coffee).

FEELING SUSPENSEFUL

Patty Hearst (Paul Schrader’s tense, surreal telling of the
kidnaped heiress turned Third World terrorist); The Janu-
ary Man (Kevin Kline gets o C for romance, on A for com-
puter work. Over-all: B); Her Alibi (mystery novelist
smitten by stunning murder suspect; stars Tom Selleck
and Paulino Porizkova).

LOOKING FOR STAR-
CROSSED LOVE

Cousins (cousins by marrioge in romantic tongle at family
wedding; Ted Donson ond Isabella Rossellini stor); Baby,
It’s You (eorly John Soyles chormer about rocky Sixties ro-
mance; feotures a young Rosonno Arquette ond stellar
golden-oldies score); Say Anything (eccentric kick boxer
falls for school’s pretty voledictorian; surprisingly good
teen romonce).







RAFI ZABOR

IN ITs MOST accustomed context, [ohnny
Hodges’ alto saxophone was the lush layer
of cream floating elegantly atop the strong
coffee of the rest of Duke Ellington’s reed
section. Qutside the Ducal purview,
Hodges was often a bluesier and more
easeful presence. On ballads, his famous
tone had such luxuriance, and his grace
notes so large a sweep of grace, it amazes
me that he was able to lift the music into so
purple a great beyond without even one
gossamer thread of sentimentality attach-
ing itself to him. Music doesn't get much
truer or more beautiful than this.

The Complete Johnny Hodges Sessions
19511955 (Mosaic) documents the fve-
year stretch during which the altoist
decided to try his luck as a bandleader and
cut a handful of records for Norman
Granz. His working bands were composed
mostly of Ellingtonians, and they all made
rich music and swung. There are some
particularly magical contributions from
Ben Webster, Jimmy Hamilton and, on one
session, an incalculable Billy Strayhorn.
Others, such as Shorty Baker and
Lawrence Brown, are merely excellent.

Mosaic has, in its usual exemplary fash-
1on, re-collected every tune these bands
recorded (including alternate takes), re-
mastered the recordings as hinely as possi-
ble, documented the entire shebang
thoroughly but with a refreshing lack of
pedantry and put the resultant six records
and booklet into a box available by mail or-
der only (fromn Mosaic Records, 35 Melrose
Place, Stamford, Connecticut 06902; tele-
phone 203-327-7111). Along with Charlie
Parker, Johnny Hodges is the greatest play-
er of the alo saxophone in the history of
the imstrument. These records are wonder-
ful even beyond informed expectation.

CHARLES M. YOUNG

After the Superman movies mocked
themselves into wimpdom, it was a relief
that the makers of Batman had the
courage to take their hero seriously. Once
you suspended disbelief, you were not
shaken out of the strange new world by
continual winking. The only distractions I
found in the movie were Prince’s songs.
The man’s talent is huge, but his little boy/
lide girl tenor—for all its mischief—just
doesn't sound like either the Joker or Bat-
man 6 me. There is nothing homicidal
about Prince’s voice, and there is plenty of
homicide in both characters. Maybe that's
why the movie sticks with minor-key or-
chestral stuff most of the time and mini-
mizes Prince’s contribution. The album
Batman (Warner Bros.) is more a Prince
mini-opera based on the movie than it is
the sound wrack. As a work of art unto
itself, it is entertaining and danceable. It is

Mosaic does right by Hodges.

A jazz must, plus
new takes by Prince,
Henley and LL Cool J.

fawed by Prince’s inability to summon the
decadent horror of Gotham City, which is
only a shightly exaggerated version of the
decadent horror of present-day New York.
Worst of all, Prince borrows the refrain of
Batdance from the wretched, self-mocking
'V series of the late Sixues. For Batman 11,
I suggest Metallica or Motorhead.

DAVE MARSH

In other hands, the title track that kicks
off Don Henley’s third solo album, The End
of the Innocence (Geflen), might be just an-
other Yuppie blues. But Henley makes this
dolorous collaboration with rockin’® New
Ager Bruce Hornsby into something
poignant and closer to the spirit of the Tex-
as blues in which all his solo work (unlike
his Eagles material) is steeped.

“We've been poisoned by these fairy
tales,” Henley swears, accounting for his
long-running hate affair with the media
(continued here with Little Tin God and If
Dirt Were Dollars) and maybe even a sof-
tening of his even longer-running hostility
1o women (expressed in The Heart of the
Matter and The Last Worthless Evening).
Perhaps the most impressive stuff, though,
i1s the rock and roll. I Wil Not Go Quietly,
he declares over crashing drums and ex-
ploding guitars. 1f vou're initally con-
scious that the best rocker credentials here
belong to coproducer Danny Kortchmar,
by the end, you'll remember Henley's one-
night stand with Guns n’ Roses more than

his decade with the Eagles. In these parts,
that's significant progress.

ROBERT CHRISTGAU

Marshall Crenshaw is one of the endless
line of pop geniuses who aren't very popu-
lar. Each of the three albums that followed
his 1982 debut sold a little worse than the
one before it, and although Crenshaw nev-
er lost his touch, each seemed more con-
tused and depressed. Not Good Evening
(Warner Bros.). Having given up on servic-
ing the pop market outside, he’s free to
express the pop sensibility inside—still
sweet and ecstatic—and he mourns the ro-
mantic certainties of a bespectacled ado-
lescence more knowingly with every year.
Writing less, Crenshaw takes over songs by

GU

SHOT

Clint Black’s first LE, “Killin’ Ttme,” is
one of the hottest country debuts since
Randy Travis' “Storms of Life.” “Itll
all sink in,” Black says, “when I gel a
big check and three weeks off” As a
loyal Don Henley fan, Black sounded
oul the ex-Eagles” new one, “The End
of the Innocence.”

“Henley aliected me a lot. He's
written songs that helped shape my
life, warned me about certain pit-
falls and, honestly, helped me avoid
them. This 1s a great record—even
if you just got the music without the
lyrics, you'd be getting your money's
worth. The utle track hit me so
hard—and you know if the first
song on an album hits, you open
vourself up to the rest. That lyrical
hook line—you can feel the emotion-
al weight of it. Elsewhere, like in Lit-
tle Tin God, some serious points
about the world at large are made.
The love songs come from the heart,
but they have points to make, 100,
They made me look back at my love
affairs. Henley must have heen
pulling from things he’s been
through. Almost all of his wriung
has real points to make—The End of
the Innocence 1s the type of LP you'll
listen to hive years from now and get
something you never caught before.
The guy continues 1o inspire me.”
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A Meticulously Engineered Die-cast
Metal Replica Designed To Win The Heart
Of America All Over Again!

open and close with precision and the steenng
wheel actually tums the front wheels. Each
detail of the dramatic, concave “command
post ™ dashboard is correct — the tiny dials
and gauges are actually readable.

It was America’s “dream machine” — a
gleaming example of automobile show-
manship at its best...the 57 Chevy Bel
Air. Dazzling to look at and loaded with
power, it was the car to own and be
seen in.

The engineers of this beautiful car gave

it a history-making 283-cubic-inch

V-8 engine under the hood with optional
283-horsepower “Ramjet”” fuel injection.
It was one of the most advanced and
powerful engines of its day and became
the biggest auto news of the year —
heralded by the famous advertising head-
line: 1 h.p. percu. in.”

A legend you can
hold in your hands.

When you pick up this exceptional model
for the first time. you'll be amazed. It's
built to a large 1:24 scale, making it a

full 8'% inches long. The body. chassis.
drivetrain and engine block are all crafted
in metal.

This replica is a masterpiece of hand-
craftsmanship. The metal body is first
sanded by hand. then hand-painted. After
the finish is oven-baked, it is buffed and
painted and baked one more time. Each of
the more than 150 parts is inspected
before assembly. When at last the replica
is complete, it is hand-waxed and
inspected one last time.

The Chevrolet trademarks are used under hcense from General Motors Corporation

There are more surprises...try the doors.
They open and close smoothly, and so
does the hood. When you tumn the steer-
ing wheel, the front wheels turm.

Every bit of the 57 Chevrolet Bel Air’s
memorable glamour, excitement and
dynamic engineering is reflected, detail by
detail, in this model. From its golden grill.
to its racy, unforgettable blade fins — itis
a faithful re-creation of the original.

Available only from
the Danbury Mint.

This extraordinary replica is available
exclusively from the Danbury Mint. Itis
not being sold in stores of any kind.

To order. you need send no money now.
Simply return the enclosed Reservation
Application. The price of $88.50 is pay-
able in three convenient monthly install-
ments of $29.50 each. As an added
convenience, you may charge your install-
ments to MasterCard, VISA or American
Express.

First-come,
first-served.

Production of this superb. hand-assem-
bled, hand-finished model cannot be
rushed. Reservations are being accepted
on a strict first-come, first-served basis. To
avoid disappointment, please mail your
Reservation Application today.

Undercarriage: Tuyn your model over to see
how the ‘57 Chevy was put together. It's all
there in miniature — the drivetrain. springs.
shocks. exhaust system. X-frame. gas tank and
spare tire well.

t 1589 MBI

Engine: An authentic replica of the power-
house 283-cu. in. V-8, fuel-injected engine
that made automotive history is under the
hood of your model.

47 Richards Avenue. Norwalk, Conn. 06857

[— —RESERVATION APPLICATION — -

Clhaunolat

The Danbury Mint
47 Richards Avenue
Norwalk. Conn. 06857

Please return
promptly.

I

I

I

I

|

I

I

I

I

I Please accept my Reservation Application

I to the 1957 Chevrolet Bel Air. | need send
no money now. | will pay in three monthly

| installments of $29.50 each* the first in

| advance of shipment.

I My satisfaction is guaranteed. If | am not

I satisfied with my replica. | may return it
within 30 days of receipt for prompt

I replacement or refund. whichever | prefer.

I *Plus §1 25 per installment for shupping and handling.

I

I

I

|

|

I

I

I

I

I

I

I

Name

please pnnt clearly

Address

City/State Zip
Check here if you want each monthly
installment charged to your:

[OMasterCard [ VISA
] American Express

— — — — — — e — — — — — — e e e T — — — —  —

Credit Card Number Expiration Date I
Signature I
Allow 8 to |2 weeks after initial I

l_payment for shipment N34

—— — e e e e . — ——



FAST TRACKS

I Christgau I Garbarini I George | Marsh

Marshall Crenshaw I
Good Evening 9

Sl R

The End of the

Don Henley |
Innocence

Wolking with a

LL Cool J I
Panther

Prince
Batman sound track 8

Stevie Ray Vaughonl
In Step

WILL IT EVER END? DEPARTMENT: |'he first
convention of Elvis impersonators is set
for Chicago next June. For more info,
write to Ron Bessette, EPIIA, 2900
Pinetree Court, Aurora, llinois 60505.

REELING AND ROCKING: | he Fat Boys are
filming Fat Tuesday, a New Or-
leans—based movie about an evil spell
(for more about the Fat Boys, you can
dial 900-909-4FAT for a daily ear-
ful). . . . Willie Nelson says that Bob Dylan
will produce a movie based on Willie’s
autobiography. . . . INXS’ Michael Hutch-
ence will play poet Percy Shelley in Roger
Corman’s Frankenstein Unbound. . . . Patti
LaBelle news includes a role in the
movie bio of Mahalia Jackson, a USA
Network Alm called Fire and Rain, a
possible reunion with Serah Dash and
Nona Hendryx and a potential Broadway
role in Duke Ellington's Queenie Pie. . . .
Tom Waits is filming Queens Logic, about
seven working-class friends in Queens,
with Kevin Bacon, John Malkovich and
Jamie Lee Curtis.

NEWSBREAKS: John Entwistle is working
on a book of anecdotes about the Whe.
The band may also release a three-
album set of some of the songs from
its 25th-anniversary tour, plus a home
video of the L.A. production of Tom-
my. . . . The upcoming cable tribute (o
John Lennon will include a dance salute
choreographed by Paula Abdul and star-
ring Rudolf Nureyev. . . . A campaign is
being mounted to get Muddy Waters'
star on the Hollywood Walk of Fame. . ..
The Pet Shop Boys have started their
first tour ever, in the Far East and Eng-
land. An American tour is in the works
for the first part of 1990. . . . Bobby
McFerrin plans to conduct the San
Francisco Symphony next March, but
first hes taking some lessons from
Leonard Bernstein 1o get ready for
Beethoven's Seventh. . . . Writer and ac-

tor Eric Bogosian, who did Talk Radio, is
working on a new piece for a one-man
oft-Broadway show called Sex, Drugs,
Rock & Roll. He'll play a variety of
characters, including a jaded English
rock star. . . . Ronnie Spector is writing Be
My Baby: The Autobiography of Ronnie
Spector with Vince Waldron. It's due in
bookstores next year. . . . Martha Reeves
is trying to collect royalties from Berry
Gordy, Jr, for Heat Wave, which she
recorded with the Vendelles in the Six-
ties. . . . Roger Waters’ current favorite
dream: to perform Pink Floyd's The Wall
one more ume—at the Berlin Wall be-
fore it’s torn down. . . . Dwight Yoakam
has been working on a pilot fora TV se-
ries you should see any day now. . . . It’s
happy 15th anniversary to the Ramones,
who met in high school, but as Dee Dee
points out, “We didn't go to school very
much. We kinda met hanging around
the flagpole” . . . Look—or, rather,
listen—for National Public Radio’s
BiuesStage, hosted by the first lady of
rock and soul, Ruth Brown. . . . Shelley Du-
vall plans to continue to use rock stars
in her TV children's-theater produc-
tions. Mother Goose Rock 'N' Rhyme will
star Cyndi Lauper and Paul Simon. The
musical take-oft on Mother Goose will
appear on the Disney Channel after the
first of the year. . . . Last July, 447 guitar
players got together in South Carolina
and played Louze, Louie for a half hour
straight. Just trying to break one of
those silly records. . . . Finally, we heard
it through the grapevine: Michael Jack-
son 15 joining the California Raisins in
their new commercials. It's bad enough
that so much pop music has been re-
duced to background noise, but to have
the gloved one endorse it? Do we want
the kids of tomorrow to think raisins
wrote all those tunes? —BARBARA NELLIS

Richard Thompson, John Hiatt and Bobby
Fuller, with the sincere soul that always un-
derpinned his harmonies now dominating.
Chances are, this one won't sell either—
Warner quickly picked its worst cut as the
single, and it stiffed. But that's sec-
ondary—he'll be pop till he dies.

NELSON GEORGE

Ego is crucial to rap. A listen to even one
rap 12-inch will tell you that. But what
hasn't been as natural to the music is ambi-
tion, particularly in the creation of albums.
There have been many great rap singles
but less than a handful of artistically satis-
fying albums. Run-DMC's Raising Hell,
the Beastie Boys™ Licensed to Ill and Public
Enemy’s It Takes a Nation of Millions to
Hold Us Back are among the exceptions.

On LL Cool J's Walking with a Panther
(Def Jam/Columbia), this rap star mates
his ego and artistic ambition to create a
song collection (20 on cassette, 16 on vinyl,
I8 on CD) that wants to be great. Well, it's
not great, but its hits and misses make it a
fascinating listen. As you might imagine,
out of 20 songs, there’s a bunch of duds:
The up-tempo Nutro and the ballad One
Shot at Love, for example, must be avoided.

But cut through the deadwood and
you'll find several dope jams. The best cut
is Fast Peg, a character study of a drug
dealer’'s girlfriend that is beautfully
rapped and sharply observed. Big Ole Butt
is about LLs extreme booty lust. Def Jam in
the Motherland, inspired by a visit to
Africa, makes tasteful use of MFSB's Love
Is the Message for a backing track.

Unlike more limited rappers, LL has a
variety of approaches—hoarse shouts,
sexy whispers, rapid scatting—that,
backed with tough, funky beats, keeps
Walking with a Panther an erratic, though
successful, experiment in versatility.

VIC GARBARINI

Stevie Ray Vaughan is the Eightues
equivalent of Johnny Winter—a great
white blues hope from Texas with a funny
hat, fast fingers and plenty of raw talent.
His 12-bar purist approach is spiced with a
near Hendrixian fire, though he has been
guilty of irritating lapses of taste.

In Step (Epic), Vaughan's first studio re-
lease since his recovery from substance-
abuse problems, is a re-energized and
focused return to form. His songwriting is
tight and his playing economical on The
House Is Rockin’ and the MTV fave
Crossfive. If he keeps this up, he may follow
his brother Jimmie’s band, the Fabulous
Thunderbirds, up the charts. But his most
tasteful and impassioned playing is re-
served for the eloguent yet plain-spoken
Wall of Denial, a moving account of his re-
cent struggle with his inner demons. In
Step may not be the chart-topping master-
piece Stevie Ray's fans have been waiting
for—but it’s a step in the right direction.
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With Magnavox, the hardest part of taking  Camcorder has features that take care of all
sharp, clear, professional-looking videos is that. Like an 8:1 power zoom lens, auto-focus,
choosing the right subject. After that, the fully-  flying erase head . . . it even lets you take
automatic Magnavox Camcorder takes over. pictures in low light.

At Magnavox, smart ideas are always And since seeing is believing, Magnavox
simple. So simple you don’t have to worry Camcorders plug right into your TV for instant
about too little light, too much noise, editing replay. With Magnavox, advanced video
glitches or how to focus. This remarkable technology is simply smart.
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By DIGBY DIEHL

sTEPHEN RING recently signed a four-book
contract for roughly $40,000,000, and The
Dark Half (Viking) is the first book. So it’s
pretty hard to pick this novel up with-
out thinking, OK, Siephen. show me
something worth $10,000,000. Within the
first ten pages, he gives it his best shot.
King takes us through an astonishing
scene in an operating room where a mal-
formed eye, part of a nostril, three
fingernails and two teeth are removed
trom the brain of an 11-year-old boy. These
are the remains of his twin brother. de
voured in an act of in utero cannibalism.
How's that for a start?

The boy. Thad Beaumont, mysteriously
activates the remains of his twin when he
writes his first short story. As we soon dis-
cover, this twin continues to take shape in
Thad's mind and emerges as an alter ego
who writes gruesome murder stories
through Thad, under the pseudonym
George Stark. The gory fun begins in
earnest when Thad is persuaded to “kill
oft ™ his pseudonym to write books under
his own name, and George doesn't like it.

Among the spectacular throat slashings
and grisly shootings, King sprinkles some
thoughtful speculations regarding the cre-
ative process, psychic phenomena, medical
studies about identical twins, police proce-
dure and ornithological folklore. He 1s a
confident storyteller who borrows shame-
lessly from many sources (and even has his
characters crack jokes about them) but
transforms those elements into his own
style. He infuses evervday objects such as
pencils with sinister meaning and sces
deadly menace in a flock ol sparrows.

The master of horror reaches a new
high point in his chilly conjuring, and The
Darle Half builds, chill by thrill, to a terri-
fying climax that will satisfy even the most
bloodthirsty fans.

N. Scott Momaday, who won the Pulitzer
Prize in 1969 for his novel House of Dawn,
returns to fiction 20 vears later with anoth-
er powerful story of Native American life.
The Ancient Child (Doubleday) 1s about a
beautiful young medicine woman named
Grey and a painter from San Francisco
named Locke Setman. Their vividly erotic
love story is intermixed with the Kiowa
legend of the bear, the mythology of Billy
the Kid and a rich poetry of the American
West that 1s spellbinding. The juxtaposi-
tions of sophisticated urban life with the
timeless Kiowa and Navaho traditions and
with fantasies of the 19th Century old West
give this book a dazzling complexity.

Three new books about science are out-
standing. George Gilder's Microcosm (51-
mon & Schuster) is a rare, visionary book
that shows you the future of the computer
culture with such clarity that when you
finish, you feel reacly for the 21Ist Century.

King's gory Dark Half.

Chills and thrills from
King; Harlan Ellison
goes to the movies.

He provides a step-by-step analysis of how
microchip technology s already trans-
forming the global economy, and his chap-
ter on how the telecomputer will edlipse
TV in a few years is truly startling.
Stephen Jay Gould, who has made the sci-
ence of paleontology accessible o us in
books such as The Panda’s Thumb, now il-
lunminates millions ol years of prehistory in
Wonderful Life (Norton). Like the Frank
Capra film of a similar e, this witty,
reacdable book demonstrates the sig-
nificant role that every organism plays in
the drama of evolution. The Cuckoo’s Egg
(Doubleday), by Clifford Stoll, may be the
first nonfiction high-tech detective story.
Supported by the FBI, the CIA and the
N.S.A., Stoll tracks down a computer spy in
Hanover, West Germany, who 1s breaking
into American military and industrial
computers and selling information to the
Soviets. This tale of a Berkeley, Califorma,
systems manager's following the interna-
tional computer tracks of a hacker in West
Germany gives a new meaning (o the term
technothriller.

As a tormer Secret Service agent, Ger-
ald Petievich brings a detailed knowledge
of police work to his novels that escalates
their excitement. In Earth Angels (New
American Library), his description of cops
caught up in the drug wars of East Los An-
geles chicano gangs is very scary. Far more
vivid than newspaper articles, this novel
gives you a long, hard look at how vicious
and violent the gang world can be.
Petievich focuses with sensitivity on what

this environment does to the lives of four
policemen working in an anugang unit.
Most movie reviewing is a matter of im-
mediacy, an entertaining consumer service
that fades from relevance as a film runs its
cycle from glamourous premiere to tacky
video store. Not the reviewing in Harlan El-
lison's Watching (Underwood-Miller). Not
only is this the angnest, most outraged
and outrageous assortment of Alm com-
mentaries you will ever read, it 1s also a
tough insicler’s ongoing report (1965 to the
present) about the state of moviemaking.
Ellison is devastaung in his hatreds and
euphoric in his praises—either way, vou're
never in cdoubt about how he feels. Most
important, at the center of these 482 pages
of essays and polemics is an articulate,
knowledgeable, engaged, colorful person-
ality with a lot 1o say about movies.
Another impressive mind at work is
Steve Erickson’s. Although most readers
know him as the author of novels such as
Days Between Stations and Tours of the
Black Clock, his latest book is an excursion
into gonzo journalism called Leap Year (Po-
seidon). Ostensibly, it is an eccentric record
of the 1988 Presidennal race. In actuality,
this book is a marvelously thoughtful, im-
passioned and funny account of Erickson’s
travels. He logs thousands of miles
trains and cars while ruminating on the
condition of America and hearing the
voice of Sally Hemings, Thomas Jeflerson's
black mistress. Strung together with per-

—sonal symbolism and fantasy, Erickson’s

memoir has moments of literary genius.

BOOK BAG

Curses! Broiled Again! (Norton), by Jan
Harold Brunvand: A compilation of the
greatest “Have you heard the one
about . . " legends and tales. From the
woman who cooked her insides after re-
peated tanning-salon visits to the cat saved
by firemen then run over by the fire truck.
And you thought they were all true.

Ernie’s America (Random House), edited
by Dave Nichols: This collection of Ernie
Pyle’s travel dispatches from the Thirties
and early Forties reads like a countercul-
wure history book. His eye for detail and
his wit and wisdom are enduring gifts.

The Airline Passenger’s Guerrilla Handbook
(Blakes), by George Albert Brown: Where
to sit, when 1o fly, sneaking extra bags on—
ahal—how to make love on a plane. We
knew they'd get to the good part,

The Readers Catalog (Reader’s Catalog/
Random House), edited by Geoffrey
O'Brien with Stephen Wasserstein and
Helen Morris: This is a Sears catalog for
books, a virtual athenaeum between two
covers. Throw in fax and 800 numbers for
ordering by mail and vou'll never have to
use the library again. Uh-oh.
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Ever since Magnavox invented CD technology,
our CD Players have been top-rated. For overall
performance. For advanced features. For clear, pure,
flawless sound. '

If you think that's smart, wait until you hear
what Magnavox brings you now. Portable CD
sound. The hot new Magnavox Boom Box. A
sleekly designed machine that makes Magnavox

CD sound go as far as you want, anywhere
you want.

Plus, it's got the features you want. AM/FM
Stereo, Auto Reverse, Dual Cassette, Graphic
Equalizer, Programmable CD and so many more
you won't believe your ears.

Magnavox was smart to invent CD
technology. Taking it this far is very smart.

MAGNAVOX




SPORTS

In the fun and frolic of sports journal-
ism, there is hardly anything more
amusing—to me. at least—than a writer
gathering all of his moral standards into a
large pile, then climbing on top of it to
belch at his fellow man.

Not that it isn't OK for a sportswriter to
have morals. I have personally known
three who had morals in the past two cen-
turies alone.

But dumb old me. I recently discovered
that moral standards for sportswriters can
evidently be bought at almost any conven-
ience store.

I noted this some months ago on the oc-
casion of Barry Switzer's suddenly resign-
ing as the head football coach at the
University of Oklahoma.

Just as suddenly, there were all of these
sportswriters around the country seeking
out the high moral ground and bellowing
from their pulpits.

They took great pleasure in writing that
there was no need to feel sorry for Barry
Switzer or to be moved by his resignation
speech. They wrote that he was a “rogue,”
a “pirate,” a “hustler” and a “con man” and
said that he got what he deserved by being
forced to resign and that college football
would be better off with his departure.

The fact is, none of them could have
babbled any of this nonsense if they had
known Barry Switzer personally, or spent
any time around him, or understood the
realities of college football today.

Barry Switzer won seven national cham-
pionships in 16 seasons at U of O. This ued
him for the most in history with Bear
Bryant and Howard Jones. So college foot-
ball had lost one of its greatest coaches, ev-
er, as well as one of its greatest guys—a guy
who would have a cocktail with you, laugh
with you and tell you the truth if he could
trust you to know what nol 10 write—but
none of the moral-guardian sportswriters
knew this.

All they knew was that Barry Switzer
had won too much, so he must have been a
cheater, which was why the N.C.A.A. had
finally “got” him, and that he hadn't been
able to stand watch over all 100 of his ath-
letes 24 hours a day, 365 days of the year, in
order to keep four or five of his “bad ap-
ple” recruits out of the courts or the
slammer, or both.

It's interesting how moral-guardian
sportswriters get to pick their spots.

Barry Switzer is a rogue if his quarter-
back, Charles Thompson, gets busted for
stupidly trying to sell drugs, but Bobby

By DAN JENKINS

THE GOOD, THE
BAD AND THE
BARRY

Bowden is not to blame whatsoever if
his all-American defensive back, Deion
Sanders, attended classes at Florida State
only on those rare occasions when he had a
limo to take him.

Barry Switzer is a pirate, a hustler and a
con man if the Sooners get slapped with
recruiting violations involving money, but
there was nothing atrociously wrong with
the football program at Southern Cal a few
years ago when 30-odd members of a Rose
Bowl team were discovered to have re-
ceived passing grades in a speech course
they didn't know existed.

If the topic is education, 1 ask you which
is the greater crime, giving some spending
money 1o poor kids because the idiotic,
hypocritical N.C.A.A. doesn't allow it or
giving grades 1o “scholar athletes”?

One big point the moral-guardian
sportswriters missed is that there has nev-
er been a great coach in college football,
from Knute Rockne to Bear Bryant, who
wasn't a rogue, pirate, hustler and con man
along with being a brilliant recruiter, moti-
vator and strategist.

But the biggest pomt they missed was
the real reason Switzer quit. The hyp-
ocrites won. Which 1s too bad.

Maybe if they listen to some of his words
again, from the day he resigned, they'll get
a suspicion about what's truly wrong with

collegiate athletics.

In part, Switzer said, “We have created a
system that doesn't permit me or the pro-
gram to buy a pair of shoes or a decent coat
for a player whose family can't afford these
basic necessities. How can any coach stick
to these rules when a young man's father
dies many miles away and the son has no
money for a plane ticket home o the fu-
neral? It’s very difficult to turn my back on
these young men when they need help.
How would you like to see a player stay in a
dorm during a weekend because he can’t
even buy a hamburger?”

If Switzer was more lenient in this re-
spect than other coaches of successful pro-
grams, though it goes with winning, it was
understandable. He came from pure
poverty as a kid. He didn't see electricity or
a telephone until his freshiman year at the
University of Arkansas, and he always had
immense sympathy for the disadvantaged
athletes who played for him.

No coach of any big-time program has
to buy football players. The alumni do it
for him. But Switzer had a better selling
point. The young recruit would come into
his office and look at the jewelry case, a dis-
play of national-championship rings and
Orange Bowl rings a player could earn if
he wore the Oklahoma helmet. The re-
cruit’s eyes would light up and Switzer
would say, “You want to come here and be
on a national-championship team, or play
against us and get your ass beat?”

One night a couple of years ago, when 1
was having a beverage with Barry—and 1
suppose it's all right to publish this now—
he said, “Listen, 1 don't buy football play-
ers, but when I get 'em, 1 take care of 'em.”

The world, of course, is doomed if try-
ing 10 “take care” of his kids was Barry
Switzer's greatest sin.

I'm sorry the moral-guardian sports-
writers didn't get a chance 1o hang out
with Switzer when he was on top of his
game, to enjoy his sense of humor, his ex-
pertise, his vitality, but I don't know that
they would have appreciated it.

Allin all, I'm sure they'll be a lot happier
and morally comlortable covering the
closed-to-the-press workouts of Bo (We
run a clean program because 1 say so con-
stantly) Schembechler at Michigan and
lapping up the divine truth as dished out
by the honest and always aboveboard Lou
Holtz at Notre Dame.

t
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Why go to the movies, when you can
get that same theater experience right in
your own home? Introducing the main
feature, the next generation of Magnavox
Big Screen Televisions.

Large as life. And brighter than any
ordinary TV, the 52" picture is sharp and
clear. But wait'll you hear the big news.
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Our exclusive 100-watt JBL Sound System,
the first choice of audio professionals, puts
you right in the action with Dolby® Surround
sound, just like in the movies.

At Magnavox, making big screen excite-
ment an at-home experience was very smart.
Making it the most impressive combination
of sight and sound is absolutely brilliant.

MAGNAVOX

Smart.Very smart”
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MEN

OK. men, it's time to fess up and ad-
mit that we have been pulling a
gigantic con on the universe. We pretend
that we are mature and responsible indi-
viduals with reasonable expectations of
our women, but we know that in reality, we
are the neediest, greediest, lustiest, hun-
griest creatures on the planet. What 1s
worse, most of us try to cover up our insa-
tiable natures. We lic to the women we love
about what we want from them, and we do
it on a daily basis—because what we want
from the women in our lives is everything,
and we want it now!

“You don't want a wife, you want a mis-
tress,” women have said to me. 1, of course,
always lie and deny it.

“You don't want a mistress, you want a
daughter,” women have said to me. 1, as
usual, lie and deny it.

“You don't want a daughter, you want a
mother,” women have said to me. I lie and
say | don't.

“You don’t want a wife or a daughter or a
mistress or a mother,” women have said (o
me, “you wani something so enveloping, so
godlike and feminine and comforting that
she could only be called a soul mate.” That,
too, I lie about and deny.

Well, I have to lie. You guys understand
that. How could I ever admit to the women
who were pinning me to the wall that they
had it right, that I want them to be all of
the above—wife and mother and mistress
and daughter and soul mate? That I want
them to be masseuse and whore, virgin
and nurturer, intellectual and primitive,
confidante and advisor, audience and re-
ceptacle, lover and friend, child and spirit?

I mean, if I admit to all that, the wom-
en in my lite will have proof that I am
a neurotic, selfish, acquisitive, covetous,
avaricious, desirous, grabby, grasping,
lecherous, yearning, throbbing hunk of
lust and greed who wants far more from
any one human being than could reason-
ably be expected and who sets up failure
in his relationships before he begins. That
couldn't be me, could it?

It may be true that I am all of those
things, but I sure as hell do not like ad-
mitting it. So I lie to the women 1 know
and tell them that [ have very few needs
and that I am a self-sufficient man. For
some reason, they look suspicious when [
say that, but what do they know?

“You don't want a wife, you want a mis-
tress” is usually accompanied by another
charge that we have all heard: “All you

By ASA BABER

THE FIVE-SIDED
WOMAN

think about 1s sex.” This charge is abso-
lutely true, but it is disastrous 1o admit it.
So | respond in a level, deceptive, neu-
tered, logical, chilled-out voice, “That’s not
true. I want much more than sex. I want a
long-term relationship with one woman [
can call my wife, period.” There is a prob-
lemn after 1 say this. 1 want to laugh. At
what? At my own hypocrisy. Do you know
that yawning is a very good way to cover
up laughter? So is streiching your arms
and looking out the window as if there
were a fire next door.

“You don't want a mistress, you want a
daughter” is often accompanied by, “You
can't handle a really mature and inde-
pendent woman, can you? You have to run
away to some obsequious Hoozy who will
obey your every command.” It is true that
I can't handle the frequent fierceness of
the independent woman, and it is true that
I wish the world were filled with women
who obeyed my every command, but I can-
not admit all that, not even to myself, so 1
lie about 1t. “No,” I say, this time in an an-
grier voice, which indicates that I'm being
treated unjustly, “I love independent wom-
en who scold me a lot and kick sand in mv
face and find fault with everything I do.
That's equality, and that’s what I stand
for.” Usually, when I say this, the lic is so
huge that I feel slightly nauseated. 1 get up
and go to the window and stare at the hori-
zon until I feel more stable and steadier.

“You don't want a daughter, you want a
mother” is very often followed by, “You're a
groveling, slimy, dependent, perverted sex
addict and hedonist who would like to live
his life with a woman's nipple in his mouth
twenty-four hours a day.” No truer words
have ever described me, as I well know, but
if I give them that, I may as well give them
the keys to the car and the deed to the con-
do, so 1 have a comeback that goes like
this: “It’s a cliché to suggest that every man
wants his mommy back, so please try to
say something original.” Experience has
taught me that as 1 say this, 1 will have an
incredible urge to suck my thumb, so I ad-
vise you 10 sit on your hands before speak-
ing. Against the hankering that you will
inevitably have to pee in your pants and
take a nap immediately thereafter, I have
no proven defense. You might try opening
the window and breathing fresh air. Or
you might cuddle in her lap with your Ted-

y bear.

“You don't want a wife or a mother or a
mistress or a daughter, you want an impos-
sible creature with supernatural qualities
called a soul mate” is always accompanied
by, “Your demands and expectations about
women are so unrealistic that [ think you
should be committed to an insane asylum
or shot at dawn.” Whatever you do, don't
respond with a joke such as “Can I choose
who 1 eat before they shoot me?” or “Do
they make strait jackets for two?” This will
only incite her to deeper and more accu-
rate criticisms of your sensual nature, and
unless you're into pain. . . . OK, I take it
back; you're a man, so of course you're into
pain, so kid her and be done with it.

What we want from women is no mys-
tery. We want salvation and succor, pleas-
ure and immortality, unconditional love
and elegant eroticism. Simple needs for
simple men, right? So what's the problem?
We want five-sided women with all the
qualities we cherish, and we want them 1o
display the side we need at the time we
need it. Isn't it amazing how difficult they
can make it seem when we ask for thar?
You'd think they'd learn how 1o do what we
wanted without so much fuss and bother.
God, we're only asking them to be gods.

Pentawench, 1 call her, the five-sided
woman of my dreams. She gyrates in the
air like an angel in flames, and she glides
across my psyche as cleanly as a Madonna
on skates. One day I know I'll find her—or

die trying.
Y]
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WOMEN

I hey are everywhere. They are a
plague on our houses. They spring

from the abysses of the city’s ranaid dark-
ness to frighten the simple citizenry. Their
eyes gleam red with eager malice as they
prowl and drool through the gutters and
the alleys of our streets. They are a poi-
sonous epidemic, leaving disease and de-
cay in their wake. They are a scourge.

Couples. 1 hate them. They make me
puke.

You think I'm bitter? Of course I'm bit-
ter! How would you feel if every time you
walked four blocks to the bookstore, you
encountered approximately 16 couples
holding hands and staring mistily into
each other’s eyes, gold wedding bands
glinting in the sun? Why don't they just
slap me in the face?

If you're not from Manhattan, you may
think I'm bonkers. In other parts of the
country. couples, especially marned ones,
know how to treat each other: with good-
natured hostility, progressing steadily to-
ward simple hatred.

In Boise, for example, Herb will call his
wife, Blanche, his ball and chain. Blanche
will intentionally burn the pork chops and
develop a mad crush on the meter reader.
In Tulsa, Jimmy Bob and Charlene will
have to be pried apart at the Liar’s Saloon
before Charlene’s grip on Jimmy Bob’s
throat becomes ternunal.

This is normal. Thas is the true nature
of marriage. You fall in love, you become
dependent upon each other, you resent this
dependency, you freak out. Before you
know it, either youre divorced or you've
tenaciously fought the dark and selfish side
of your natures and love conquers all for
the time being. Marriage is an endless cy-
de of love and fury, passion and revulsion.

But not in Manhattan. These people are
thrilled to death with themselves.

It's about AIDS, of course. And the new
conservatism. And just plain, bloody-
minded perversity. In Manhattan, mar-
riage is a trend. Couples kiss over their
arugula-and-radicchio salads. They fondle
each other's genitals while devouring their
pasta pullanesca. By the ume the firamisu
arrives, they've slid under the table.

Oh, God, the incessant smugness that
radiates like beacons from these twits! The
constant “we"-speak! The hideous compla-
cency—nay, maliciousness—with which
they treat their single {riends!

“We're so happy!” a close relation who
Just dumped her husband and married an-
other man said recently. “Aren’t we happy,

By CYNTHIA HEIMEL

A SOCIAL
SCOURGE

bunny? You should try it, you know."

And so sanctimonious. Suddenly, every
member of a couple realizes that all histher
life, he/she has secretly yearned for
monogamy, that all those nights prowling
the bars and the clubs, all those passionate
and furtive sexual dalhances in his/her
past, well, that wasn't really him/her. He/
she is really into monogamy, into intimacy,
into real estate and child rearing. It’s
enough 10 put you 1o sleep for a decade.

What's even worse is that I feel left out. 1
want to be an asshole like everyone else. 1
want to go home Lo someone besides two
interminably necking teenagers and one
prancing-in-circles little dog. I want to go
with someone to Italy, and when I get
there, I want a hotel room with a king-
sized bed instead of two singles. 1 want a
joint checking account. I want to file a joint
return. [ want couples to stop looking at
me as if [ were a pitiful gnat. It's hard to
keep out of the fray of social pressure, not
to feel sorry for yourself when others do.

So I feel sorry for myself. 1 especially
feel sorry for myself when I'm with people
who have, against all odds, found each oth-
er and who are deeply in love and not just
trendy. | know two such couples. I was in a
cab with one of these couples recently and
it killed me. They kept grinning and look-
ing tender. A hand was on a knee. They
were together and 1 was separate and i
caused such a sick, demented yearning,

such an astringent feeling of loneliness
that I felt a deep crash in the pit of my
stomach.

I remember love and closeness, but it
was always strenuous for me, because I was
insane and frightened, and if a man went
loopy over me, it brought out my mean
streak. I have been lousy with suspicion
and distrust and had a pencham for dra-
ma and plate throwing.

I have hnally figured out the rudiments
of how to love somebody, but here it is,
ironically, 1989 and I'm old. There are no
men my age, and if there are, they want 22-
year-olds to bear their children. Will I ever
be able 1o practice this loving?

“No,” said my friend Brendan. “Shut the
fuck up and get used to living alone. You
don't have a chance.”

“I am used to living alone,” I said. “I just
would prefer not to in the biggest way.”

“You know ninety-five percent of guys
are assholes,” said Brendan.

“Mavbe, but at least eighty percent of
women are assholes, t00.”

“So that makes five percent nonasshole
men for twenty percent nonasshole wom-
en, and all of them are insulated by the ass-
holes all around them. Assuming you're
not an asshole. . . ."

“Thank you very much.”

“You're totally fucked.”

This 1s true. But at least I'm not desper-
ate. What if { were? What if every morning
when I woke, there were a horrible thud of
fear in my brain? What if every day were
filled with anxiety and a fevered search for
Mr. Right? What if every mght concluded
with my crying my eyes out?

1 was like that once. 1 was taught from
babyhood that men were the answer to my
problems. My mother, my aunt, my grand-
mother worshiped men and felt a slight
distaste for women. A woman was as ini-
portant as the job her husband held, as the
state of her kitchen counters, as the cloth-
ing on her children’s backs. A woman had
little or no mtrinsic worth. 1 was never told
there was an option of growing up, acquir-
ing skills, working for a living. | was told
that when I grew up, I would get married
and live happily ever after.

So I thank God that marriage is simply
the latest trend. not a requirement. That 1
do not have to play the role of the gay di-
vorcee or the woebegone spinster. That I
can go into restaurants alone and not be
spat upon. T'hat nobody can arrest me it |
point at these couples and laugh (hollowly).
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My wife and I are both 31 and have
been married for six years. We both have
degrees and, while we hold professional
positions, 1 would describe ourselves as
middle class as opposed o Yuppies (per-
haps because our three-year-old son takes
precedence over our social life most of the
time—but not always, as I'm about 1o ex-
plain). We have many friends who are
beautiful, handsome and, above all, fun.
Our parties are full of drinking, dancing,
hugging and parting kisses. About six
months ago, something just clicked in my
head; I woke up one morning and looked
at my wile and thought, I'd love her to fuck
Frank. I put the notion in motion by hav-
ing more parties, speaking more provoca-
tively and always pairing off with Irank’s
wife, Shirley, so my wife would be alone
with him. 1 was hoping that they would de-
velop a closer relationship. They did and |
got closer 1o Shirley. Anyway, we had din-
ner at Frank and Shirley’s with a number
of others. Afier the meal, everyone danced
a little and poured a lot of wine. After all
of the other guests left, the four of us
popped another cork and before you could
say “Rehll,” we had our clothes off. There
on the deep pile, [ made it with Shirley
while Frank made it with my wife. The
fantasy had come true and we tried it
again the next weekend, with less alcohol.
After that encounter, [ started to feel that I
had made a big mistake. I talked to my
wife about it and found out that she had
been indifferent o the idea trom the start.
She added that it wasn't a particularly
good idea but that she'd seen “the fire” in
my eyes and felt that I'd get over it in time.
I am not jealous about my wife's role, nor
am [ mad at Frank. How could I be? 1 de-
signed the swap and, besides, my wife is
thrilled that this chapter is closed. As for
Shirley, men would kill to make it with her
because she is so beautiful, but I cannot
recall the sensation or what her body
looked like. 1 am, however, feeling very
uncomfortable. It’s not too threatening—
1 mean, I won't go crazy over this—but
I definitely have something 1o work
through, since | have been off center for
the past seven weeks. My question is, What
is the psychological basis for wanting to
share one's wife with another man?—D. E,
Scattle, Washington.

There could be any number of psychologi-
cal explanations as to why you wanted your
wife lo make it with your friend. One of the
primary reasons is simply to prove that she is,
indeed, very allractive lo other men. This is
reassuring—al least theorclically—lo you
and to her. Another consideration is that cven
though she has a “fling” with another man,
she still finds you more attractive. This should
be a boost to your ego. Additionally, the
voyeur in you probably enjoyed watching your

wife make love to another man—and, what's
more, you had a chance to swing a bit your-
self with youwr friend’s wife. All of these ration-
alizalions aren’t of much wvalue, however,
when realily sels in. Living oul fantasies
somelimes brings oul insecurilies—or en-
hances existing ones. As we've said many
times, some fantasies are better off lefi as fan-
tastes. If necessary, talk io a therapist or a
counselor (o help you deal with your mixed
emotions. Perhaps yow'll overcome the discom-
Jfort you are now feeling,

I am confused by the classification of Bor-
deaux wines. Some so-called fifth growths
are consistently superior, in my judgment,
to some second growths. Isn't the old clas-
sification system out of date—and, if so,
why doesnt Bordeaux change it?—R. S.,
Atlanta, Georgia.

The 1855 Médoc classification of Bor
deaux wines is very much oul of date in some
wmportant ways. It was hashed out by wine
mervchants at Prince Louis Napoleon’s behest
for an exlubition in Paris that year. The sys-
tem yanked wines into five growths, solely by
cost, not by quality. The first growths—
chiteaux Latouyr, Lafite-Rothschild, Mar-
gaux and Hauwl-Brion—are still some of the
priciest wines. The only change in the clas-
sification occurred in 1973, when Baron
Phillipe de Rothschild was able to have his
Mouton-Rothschild elevated (some say by
paying President Pompidou $1,000,000) to
a first growth. More importantly, the old clas-
sification. system does not recognize the im-
provement some chéteaux have made over the
past 134 years, and the deteriovation some
have suffered during the same period.

Getting Frenchmen o agree to change
anything is difficult; when it imvolves money,

it’s next to impossible. Chateaw owners live on
their reputations. One suggestion lo change
the classification was put forth by Henri and
Bernard Enjalbert, both specialists in the ge-
ography and wines of Bordeaux. Their system
would include both the old classification and
a new one; for example, Brane-Canlenac,
second growth in 1855, would be a furst
growth in 19589. I 1s doubtful that such a sys-
tem will ever be adopted. Rather than wait

Jor anything official to happen. we suggest

you follow Robert M. Parker, Jx%, reclas-
stfication in his book “Bordeaux.” And above
all, trust your palate, not the price lag.

A young woman recently proposed to
hold my penis closed at the conclusion of
a hand job, caiming this would enhance
the sensation. I wouldn’t let her, for lear
of bodily injury. I can't help wondering
what would have happened. Would my
balls have exploded? Would semen have
gushed our of my ears?—A. N, New
York, New York.

Nothing that gruesome: The body would
have simply absorbed the semen. Unless your
pariner holds your penis closed with a pair of
vise grips, you should experience no harm.
No great thrill, either, but al least it cures the

problem of the wel spol.

On a recent trip to my record store, 1 was
smooth-talked into buving a special gold-
master-recording compact disc of the Po-
lice’s Synchronicity album for $24.95. Was |
suckered or what? Does the gold improve
the sound or does it have an effect on the
life of the disc?—E. H_, Clark, New Jersey.

We have nothing agamnst the new 24-
karat-gold compact discs. Manufacturers be-
lieve thal the more expensive metal will
increase the life of the disc while providing a
better sound. We know of one study that com-
pared gold with aluminum in an accelerated
aging lest: Alummum showed an increased
error rate; gold showed none. Of course, if we
subjected you to lemperaiure ranges from 149
degrees above zevo to 22 degrees below zero at
varying rates of hunudity for a tme equiva-
lent to ten years, your important parts would
probably exhibit an imereased ervor rate, loo.
A properly maintained aluminum compact
dise, manufachired and distributed by one of
the major recording companies, should last
indefinitely. Hear’s to u.

Does exercise increase sex drive? Al-
most all the members of my health club
claim that sex has been better since they
started o work out. Are there any studies
to support this impression?—D. E,
Chicago, lllinois.

How come no one ever asks if exercise im-
proves mental ability, decision-making skills,
muesiment sense or appreciation of fine art?
There are any number of surveys, usually con-
ducted by fulness magazines, suggesting that
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exercise improves sex—or that people who

read fitness magazines boast a lot. A survey of

8145 women, most of whom exercised three
times a week for as long as an hour a session,
Jound that the jockettes reported an increase
in sexual confidence. For some, there was a
measuvable increase in frequency of mniter-
course and mcreases in ease of arousal and
abulity o dimax. A survey of 3140 runners
Jound that two thirds reported increased sex-
ual vigor, and a full 80 percent reported in-
creased sexual confidence (whether this
means they were able to win the chase or elude
pursuil remains unclear). But too much exer-
cise can infringe on an active sex life: More
than half of the people who run more than 30
miles a week say that they are sometimes too

tived for sex (compared with only a third of

those who run less). In swimming, the magic
numbers for mmprroving sex life stop at three
days a week, 45 nunutes a day. Heavy tram-
ing—swimming 18 hours or more per
weck—results in decreased sexual destve. This
should not be surprising: Obsession in any
Jorm usually reduces the chance of having
astomishing sex.

A few questions about the venerable
tuxedo: Are pleated trousers less proper
than plam-front trousers? Should braces
be worn with the cummerbund? And on
wing-collar shirts, should the points of the
collar be tucked behind the bow te or
should they rest on top of it As a new own-
er of a tuxedo, [ would appreciate any oth-
er information you may carve to offer on the
subject.—R. A. B., Dallas, Texas.

With more and more men purchasing their
own luxedos, we seem lo be gelting an influx
of questions on the rights and wrongs of
proper tuxedo wear. Considering the mereas-
ing cost of tuxedo rental, buying your own
can certainly be a wise investment. For first-
time buyers, we suggest basic black in a sin-
gle- or double-breasted model with peaked
Lapels (these being the most traditional models
that will never go out of style). Pleated panis
are considered a bit more elegant and are cer-
tainly in style today, but plamm-front panis are
also acceptable. You should always conceal
the waisthand of your pants with a cummer-
bund, a vest or a closed double-breasied jack-
el. Braces can be worn with a cummerbund,
but that is more a maller of personal prefer
ence than proper eliquette. However, they
should be worn with pleated pants only.
Wing-collar points are worn belund the bow
tie and trouser bottoms arve always finished
plain—never cuffed.

To my good fortune, an attractive, intel-
ligent young woman was recently hired to
work under my supervision. There 1s
something slightly aloof about her and,
normally, 1 would not bother pursuing the
matter any further, but there seems to be
something subtle in her body language—
the way she sits, the way she thrusts one
hand as deeply as she can into her pocket
when she’s talking to me, etc.—that sug-
gests that maybe there is a spark of passion

beneath the surface. How can 1 let her
know how much she arouses me without
scaring her off or seeming threatenings [
do not see as much of her at work as 1
would like, and I want 1o make the best use
ol that time 1o subtly let her know how I
teel. Any suggestions’—B. R., Fau Claire,
Wisconsin.

Lets guess: This is the first attvactive co-
worker you've had in your life, right? We re-
call a study that had men and women watch
a video tape of an attractrve female iteract-
mg with a man in an office setting In-
cvilably, the men would report that the
attractive female was flirting with her co-
worker. Women who walched the tape would
see only newtval behavior, not seduction. So
while there is a chance that your new co-
worker has a spark of passion beneath the
surface, there 15 no evidence that you are
the cause. Maybe the hand thrust deep into
the pocket is holding a can of Mace. Right
now, you are dealing with your own imagina-
tion, which is perfectly normal. On the other
hand, therve is a chance she may be wild about
you. If so, let her work on giving you a clearer
signal. When you gel il, Jorget eversthing
we've saad. You dow't need o see more of her al
work—you need to see more of her at lunch or
dinner. Ask.

c;ln vou recommend a source of infor-
mation on classic motoreycles? My first
bike, back in college, was a Triumph. 1
dont know why I waded it, but now I
would like to find a veplacement. What do
vou think?—D. A_, Hardord, Connecticut.

Yesterday’s toys are today’s collectibles. 1f the
Government ever changes ity silly rules about
IRA accounts, we'll put all our pension
Junds into Nortons (and our kids’ college
trust funds mto Transformers). The best
source of information on old bikes is “Wal-
necks Classic Cyele-Trader™ (7923 Janes
Avenue, Woodridge, linois 60317). A sub-
seription runs $20 a year, but they'll send you
a free copy if you ask real nice. The magazine
is flled with ads for cherry bikes, as well as
conlacls for spare paris. Take a roll down
memory lane, then park in memory garage
Jor a weekend of vepairs and polish.

Hil\’(i' vou ever heard ol a sexual tech-
nique  called pompoir>—A. L., Detro,
Michigan.

Pompoir is the ability of @ woman to bring
a man lo orgasm using only her vaginal and
pelvic muscles. Richard Burton (the explorer,;
not the actor) described the practice as fol-
lows: “She must . . . cose and constrict the
yoni until it holds the lingam as with a finger,
opening and shutting al her pleasure, and
Jinally acting as the hand of the Gopala girl
who malks the cow. This can be learned only
by long practice and especially by thvowing
the wnll into the part affected.” Alex Comjort
mentions the techwique froe times in “The Joy
of Sex,” going so far as to suggest that some-
one invenl a training device with a rubber
oylinder and a pressure gauge to help women
learn: “The techuique to try would involve
having a bull in the vagina and a light or

pressure gauge to enable you to know swhen
you were doing the right thing. . . . Sucking a
large, strong Pyrex test tube mto the vulva
without hands s another vecommended exer-
cise. Once learned, it is wholly mvoluntary
and needs no effort.” Once your partner mas-
ters this techmque, it opens up whole new
worlds of evotic possibility: You can even
mahe love undetected on the old, creaky bed
i her parents’ house.

Tllis may seem trivial, but what is the
proper amount 1o tip pizza-deliverv peo-
ple? The standard 15 percent seems like
too much when you consider how much
less work they do than waiters and wait-
resses.—D. C.. Los Angeles. California.

Waiters don't have to fight traffic, find a
place to park or walk up three flights of stairs.
Do the night thing: Tip 15 percent.

Is there anything that can be done for cur-
vature of the penis? Over the past few
vears, my erection has acquired a distinct
bend to the night. 1t is not painful, but it is
embarrassing. I've heard of something
called Peyronie’s disease (I think I read
about it in this column vears ago) and the
recommendation that a curved penis be
ureated with vitamin E. Can you offer any
advice?—D. |, Richmond, Virginia.

In the July 1989 issue of Medical Aspects
of Human Sexuality, D John Gregory and
Michaela H. Purcell, R.N., report that cur-
vature of the penis is an increasingly common
ailment. In the Seventies, urologists saw two
to three cases a year; nowadays, they see one
{o two a month. There is some evidence that
Peyronies disease runs m families, but per-
haps the majorily of cases of acquired curva-
ture are the result of trauma. Are more people
trying the Chinese basket trick and hav-
ing the rope break? The mitial accident may
be wminor, bul as the injury heals, scar tissue
Jorms and deformation vesulls. The curva-
ture often becomes less severe within six
months but seldom straightens completely.
The authors do not recommend rushing into
therapy unless the curvature actually inter-
Jeres with intercourse. In the past, doctors
have breated the condition with vitamin E,
ultrasound, amimobenzoale potassium and
stevoid and collagenase injections. However,
currvent opanion holds that any changes ob-
served were the yesull of natural mprove-
ment. In severe cases, surgery can straighten
{(and consequently shorten) the perus. In the
worst cases, doctors can perform a penile im-
plant. Our aduvice: See if the situation m-
proves over time. If not, check with a doctor.

Al reasonable questions—from  fashion,
Jood and drink, steveo and sporis cars lodating
problems, taste and etiquetie—uill be person-
ally answered if the writer includes a stamped,
self-addressed envelope. Send alf letters to The
Playboy Advisor, Playboy Building, 919 N.
Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Hlinois 60611,
The most provocative, pertinent queries
will be presented on these pages each month.
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The Sony Irinitron XBR.
Your lypical Over-Achiever.

Io the acknowledged brilliance of theTrinitron XBR picture,
Sony adds SRS stereo—-a sound advancement.

When is good not good enough? When is acceptable unaccept-
able? When you're Sony Trinitron™ XBR™ TV, and over-achieving runs
in the family.

Ever since the creation of the first Trinitron television 20 years
ago, Sony has confinued to epitomize the much-overused phrase
“owning the best.” A description earned by the realism of its picture,
its unquestioned reliability, and now, its stereo sound breakthrough.

The Trinitron XBR picture.
Exciting. Extraordinary. Exclusive.

At the heart of the astonishing Trinitron XBR TV is its astonishing
picture. And this year, the brilliant color is even more brilliant. The
sharp resolution even sharper. And the impeccable detail even more
detailed—thanks to o series of technical enhancements like our ((D
- Color Pure Filter™ and new Dynamic Color™ circuitry.

Naw Sony presents SRS The biggest
breakthrough in sound since stereo itself.

Until now, television sound has been a real under-achiever.
Becouse hidden in every stereo television program is a spectrum of
great sounds ordinary televisions haven't been able to deliver.

Now SRS—Sound Retrieval System—finally does deliver television's
full audio performance. The magic behind SRS lies in the sophisticated
cireuitry which duplicates the way our ears hear—a technology which
reprocesses the audio signal to add depth, width and dynamics.

The result is sound that's more real. More intense. Sound you can

almost reach out and touch. From virtually any spot in the room, | &

because there’s no narrow sweet spot. The great SRS stereo sound
envelopes you, with no extra speakers or expensive add-ons. And
Sony is the first to bring it to you in television.

Mare ways to enjoy the television that does more.

The new Trinitron XBR TVs give you exciting new ways to change
the scene on your screen. Some models even have advanced digital
picture-in-picture to let you instantly switch to a split screen, inset
picture, or view an instant replay. And our channel index feature lets
you sample seven programs simultaneously. All thanks to Trinitron
XBR TV's unique combination of 2 built-in tuners, so you don’t need
any additional video source.

And its A/V window on-screen displays guide you through the
advanced XBR features—like the programmable timer, channel cap-
tioning, even storing picture settings for 3 different video sources.

The rarest of combinations.
A beautiful face and a beautiful voice.

The new family of Trinitron XBR TVs unguestionably toke televi-
sion to o new level—a level where brilliance in sight and sound are in
harmony. Add their other remarkable capabilities, and you can
see why we describe these 27" and 32" televisions not merely as
achievements, but over-achievements.

SONY.

01589 Sony orporation of America. Sony, Trinitron, X8R, Color Purs Filter ond Dynomic Picture ore registernd trodemerks of Soay. SRS is o trodemeark of Hughes Airoroft Company, o subsidiory of GM llughes Electranics. Simedated TV mospion.
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If we learned one thing from the
Fifties, it was this: Senator Joseph Mc-
Carthy loomed as the largest villain,
but he was not the only one. Mc-
Carthyism existed in part because the
silent majority denied the danger
posed by one man who saw evil every-
where.

The Reverend Donald Wildmon is
the new McCarthy and tacitly sup-
porting his boycotts—which target
everything Wildmon thinks is evil—
creates a similar shameful silence.

The press has played its part in this
conspiracy of silence (The Playboy
Forum, October), but so has big busi-
ness. Corporations have bowed to the
pressure of Wildmon—and then con-
veniently denied his influence.

Pepsi, for example, declared that
its cancellation of the Madonna ad
had little to do with Wildmon. Com-
mercials were purportedly yanked
because consumers had reported
confusion between the ad and her mu-
sic video.

General Mills and Ralston-Purina
pulled advertising from Saturday
Night Live. Domino's Pizza followed
suit, as part of a general decision to
reposition its late-night advertising.

Mazda claimed that it ceased adver-
tising on Miam:i Vice and Hunter “on
our own accord.” Yet, coincidentally,
both shows had been targeted by
Wildmon.

Noxell Corp., after discussions with
Wildmon, “formalized . . . an existing
policy to steer away from programing
that is overly violent or contains gra-
tuitous sex and profanity.”

Several major companies—Mars,
Inc., Exxon Corp. and Hardee's Food
Systems—drew up boycott lists of
television programs they would not
support with advertising. The public-
affairs flack for Hardee's explained,
“There's a mood swing against per-
missiveness. People are getting very
upset about it. . . . It becomes a busi-
ness risk.”
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when companies cave in fo pressure groups, are they being profamily—or antifreedom?

KIMBERLY-CLARK HAS
A NEW USE FOR KLEENEX—

ONE IT HOPES YOU
DON'T HEAR ABOUT

DOMINO'S PIZZA
COMES IN A NEW FLAVOR—

CHICKEN

P o N e AL LY ,l"
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Kimberly-Clark and Tambrands
pulled ads from Married . . . with Clal-
dren after copycat boycotter Terry
Rakolta threatened action.

An advertiser who spoke on the
condition that his name not be used
claimed, “The heat is on. Advertisers
are knee-jerking out of everything.”

An executive for an ad agency
whose unnamed clients pulled com-
mercials when Wildmon opposed the
critically acclaimed docudrama Roe
vs. Wade said, “1 don’t believe advertis-
ers have a moral obligation to put
their products on the line for the
benefit of freedom of speech.”

It has been said that McCarthyism
was partly the creation of the media
and that when the press finally saw
through “the scrappy Senator™ and
started remembering what America
meant, he lost his influence. But much
damage had been done. Wildmon,
that “scrappy preacher,” is gaining a
McCarthylike inAuence. The silence
of corporations and ad agencies only
contributes to the spread of the can-
cer.

Executives who pulled ads because
they saw their profis threatened may
have believed that if they'd kept a low
profile, the controversy would go
away. They were wrong. The ad con-
cepts on this page suggest another
way of looking at such corporate cow-
ardice.

There is some poetic justice. Last
spring, Mennen pulled ads from
Heartbeat after Wildmon's TV mon-
itors called it “a potpourri of perver-
sion.” Was Wildmon appeased?

On July 17, CLeaR TV, the pressure
group founded by Wildmon, an-
nounced a year-long product boycott
agamnst two companies for running
ads on Miami Vice, Dream Street, Tour
of Duty, A Man Called Hawk, Mid-
night Caller and Gideon Oliver. (So
much for war stories, drug enforce-
ment, black heroes and talk radio.)

One of the companies was Mennen.
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ABORTION
When a woman consents to a
sexual encounter and then be-
comes pregnant, why should she
alone be legally endowed with
the power to have an abortion?
Hiram R. Johnston, Jr.
Camp Hill, Pennsylvania
Since the “Roe vs. Wade” deci-
sion, some men have sought to ob-
tain a court order forcing their
mate to bear a child against her
will. The appellate courts have all
upheld the womans right to an
abortion, noting that any decision
Jor one of the men would take away
the decision from the pregnant
woman and, therefore, would place
the power to decide in the hands of
her mate—and the state.

I am against abortion, though
I realize that 1 have no right o
force my belief on others. I do
feel, however, with the exception
of rape, incest or medical rea-
sons, the Government should not
fund abortions. Taxpayers who
are against them should not have
to pay for them.

Mark B. Sasse
Abilene, Texas
In a sense, you are forcing your
beliefs on others—on women too
poor to afford abortions. In an ide-
al world, taxpayers would be able
to check off exactly what they want-
ed their money to fund. Many
Americans wouldn’t send their dol-
lars off to finance the B-2. Unfor-
tunately, its not an ideal world.
Why should anti-abortionists get to
dictate how their money is spent?

I have heard too many people

1 suggest that we spay women

FOR THE RECORD

“Although we want and expect children to be
healthy sexually when they are adults, we punish
them for masturbating, for touching their geni-
talia and for engaging in childhood sexual re-
hearsal play with playmates of their own age. If we
truly wanted to encourage the sexual well-being of
our children, we would teach them about healthy
sexual relations instead of teaching them that sex
is bad. Because of our antisexual attitude toward
normal sexual development, we have literally cre-
ated an epidemic of sexual disorders which sur-
face in adolescence and maturity.”

—DR. JOHN MONEY, director of the Psychohormo-
nal Research Unit at Johns Hopkins School of
Medicine, professor emeritus of medical psy-

chology and pediatrics

who are unfit to have children.
(Name and address
withheld by request)
We guess that this is the logical
extension of forcing some women to
have children—forcing some wom-
en not to have children.

HERE WE GO AGAIN
Time magazine, in writing
about the man who was arrested
as being the Green River killer,
says that, like Bundy, he was an
*“avid consumer of pornography.”
Time also says they were both
students at the University of
Washington. What do you think,
should we close down UW?
] Davis
Seattle, Washington

If Dr. James Dobson wants per-
sonal testimonials about pornog-
raphy and violence, I'll give him
mine (The Playboy Forum, July).
I've looked at pornography ever
since 1 was six. I have never
raped or killed a woman. Dobson
should realize that there isn't a
fine line between sex and vio-

lence.
Randy C.
Warren, Ohio
DATE-RAPE PREVENTION

The following is the Dater’s
Bill of Rights, drawn up by the
date-rape-prevention advocate at
Darunouth College:

“We, the people of Dartmouth
College, in order to form more
enjoyable relationships, establish
Jjustice, ensure dating tranquility,

say that they don't want their tax
dollars spent on a poor woman'’s abortion.
Fine. Protest the $200 cost of abortion
and then think of the thousands of dol-
lars that must be spent on medical care
for a deformed baby or a cocaine infant
or an abused child who is put under state
care or a child who starts life on welfare
and ends life on welfare. I don’t think
that human life can be estimated in dol-
lars, but if pro-lifers are going to use the
money argument, I'll use it, too.

M. Burns

Oklahoma City, Oklahoma

The pious efforts of the anti-abortion
crusade will only increase the death toll

of children dying of starvation, babies dy-
ing in infancy and women dying from
complications of pregnancy and botched
illegal abortions. It is monstrous to
claim—as pro-lifers do—that they are
motivated by love and concern for babies.
The babies suffer the most and are the
first to die.

Martin Olson

Washington, D.C.

The Supreme Court should not heed
the hysterical religious zealots who want
people to suffer for having had sex.

Jim Senyszyn
Naugatuck, Connecticut

provide for the common good,
promote the general welfare and
secure the blessings of relationship liber-
ty to ourselves and other students, do or-
dain and establish the Dater’s Bill of
Rights:

“L. In self-chosen relationships, we
have the right to pursue what we need,
what we deserve and what we are ready
for, within mutually consenting bound-
aries.

“2. We have the right to hold attitudes,
values and beliefs about relationships
and intimacy. We do not have the right to
force or expect others to hold the same
beliefs and attitudes as ours.

“3. We have the right to experience
emotions and to express them. We have
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the right to expect respect for the ex-
pression. We do not have the right to
assume what another person is feeling.

“4. We have the right to engage in con-
senting intimacy. We have the right to be
responsible for the consequences of our
intimacy. We do not have the right to
force someone into intimate acts by using
pressure, intimidation, exploitation or vi-
olence.

“H. We have the night to set sexual lim-
its and communciate those limits. We
have the right to expect acknowledge-
ment and respect for those limits.

“6. We have the right to choose con-
senting partners and to recognize and be
responsible for our needs and wants.

“7 We have the right to view a person
as a person and not a gender symbol. We
do not have the right to expect someone
to feel or behave in certain ways because
of [his or her] gender.

“8. We have the right to relate to each
other without blame or guilt. We do not
have the right to interpret someone’s in-
tentions or consent.

“9. We have the right to communicate

verbally and nonverbally and to be re-
sponsible for our communications.

*10. We have the right to say no to sex-
ual intimacy and to expect respect for
this position. We have the right to behave
in caring, friendly, exploring ways and to
enjoy relationships that promote mutual
consideration and respect.

“We hold these truths to be self-evi-
dent, that all people are created equal
with certain inalienable rights. That
among these rights are life, liberty and
the pursuit of happiness in enjoying com-
panionships and relationships!™

What do you think of this code of con-
ducr?

D. Taylor
Hanover, New Hampshire

While much of the code is sensitive, some
of tt clouds the issue. Let’s make it simple:
Date rape s wrong. When it comes fo sex,
silence is subject to misinterpretation. Make
a clear request. Expect a clear answer. In
the absence of a definite yes, keep it zipped.
The consumption of alcohol does not convey
consent. If you haven't discussed birth con-

trol, don't do anything that requires it. If

someone needs to know what it means, he or
she should ask before, not after. Losing con-
trol is the end, nol the means, of sex. Stay
cool. It is not a jungle out theve.

ANIMAL RIGHTS
Please refrain from portraying ani-
mal-rights activists—of which [ am
one—as a lunatic fringe (The Playboy Fo-
rum, September).
David Kveragas
Clarks Summit, Pennsylvania
OK, will bozos do?

WHAT WE LEARN IN SCHOOL

Last year, I was a freshman at Mt
Hood Community College in Gresham,
Oregon. My freshman English instructor
gave the class an assignment to write
something worthy of publication in a
magazine. When the assignment was
completed, we were told to give it to her,
along with an envelope addressed to the
magazine of our choice. The magazine of
my choice was Playboy. Unfortunately,
when the instructor returned my paper,
she told me that although it was worthy

SN ALY S EINESH B AS R
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Instead of weeping, wailing and gnashing your teeth at
those Rolex-wearing TV preachers, become your own
“’powerhouse pulpit pounder” by playing the board game
Fleece the Flock. You, too, can parlay your collection plate
into an empire of TV stations, theme parks, stretch limos,

record companies and corporate jets. Just remem-
ber— the shadier you are, the more money

you'll make. To order, call
800-443-3080.
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of an A, she had lowered my grade to a
B because of my “poor choice of
magazine.”

Douglas Ticknor

parently, he found them offensive. He
will say only that he “has a moral re-
sponsibility to the students.”

The newsletter itself is not a big

Gresham, Oregon = it == deal—and one would have to be incred-
ibly thin-skinned to find it offensive—
Last year, I was president of the but the fact that it was censored is. This
Springdale, Arkansas, chapter of the is what high school students in Spring-
Future Farmers of America. As my last e rvetope The Making dale, Arkansas, are being taught about
act in office, I published an c;ight-page e _}_N{QIBDT the First Amendment.
newsletter, Farmboy: Enterlainment for to the Oscars : Jason Yates

Future Farmers. It contains short inter-
views with the 13 outgoing EFA.

. 3 Farmboy
officers, an EEA. year in review and a Pt
pictorial, a composition of six photos 1989-90 FFA

Officers

from EFA. events. When Springdale
High School principal Harry Wilson
saw it, he had the EFA. sponsors
confiscate 200 copies. I do not under-
stand why he wanted them pulled—ap-

Springdale, Arkansas

Our theory of education holds that
teachers and school administrators should
help prepare students for life in the real
world. Because the real world is filled
with those who abuse authority, the ad-
ministrator and the leacher described
above have definitely done their job.

HEF SLEPT HERE?

academics erase the sexual revolution

We first heard about the new Kinsey report at Hef’s wed-
ding. One of the guests mentioned that he had read some-
where that a recently unearthed study claimed that the
sexual revolution of the Sixties had never happened. “I1f
that’s the case,” he said, “what was I doing in the hot tub all
those years?” At first, we filed this with all those Enguirer
stories that claim space flight was a media invention—that
man didn't walk on the moon in 1968 but that the whole
thing was shot in an abandoned warehouse in Arizona.

But, lo: The study exists. Sex and Moralily in the U.S., by
Albert D. Klassen, Colin J. Williams and Eugene E. Levitt,
could be subtitled “The Night of the Living Dead, by Moe,
Larry and Curly.” It seems that in 1970, Klassen and Levitt
set out to study attitudes toward homosexuality, then ex-
panded the study to include attitudes toward premarital,
extramarital and commercial sex. In 1975, Williams was
brought on board to rescue a bogged-down project. Five
years later, book finished, they argued about whose name
should be on top—while other Americans argued about
whether the man or the woman should be on top. At long
last, the battle of egos has been resolved and the authors
have released their study, which concludes that “the pur-
ported sexual revolution of the Sixties didn't occur. In
terms of public morality, the American population tends to
be very conservative and has continued that way."

Did these people survey the membership of the Moral
Majority? Before you wonder what planet you've been liv-
ing on, let’s put the sample into perspective. Almost every-
one who answered the questionnaire was over 21 in 1970;
almost 80 percent were married; most lived in rural or
small-town America. In short, the respondents had a draft
deferment when it came to the sexual revolution. The baby
boomers and college students who were majoring in drugs,
sex and rock and roll are conspicuously absent.

This is a book about what your parents, or in some cases

your grandparents, thought about the sexual revolution.
The study consists of interviews with the spectators, not
the participants. The authors sniffed their academic noses
at crude behaviorism, so they didn't ask many questions
about what people were actually doing. Instead, they fo-
cused on attitudes and came up with some amazingly Ne-
anderthal notions that they claim are the sacred norms of
public morality.

Here are some of their statistics: Seventy-two percent of
those questioned thought extramarital sex was always
wrong; 57 percent thought prostitution was always wrong;
78 percent thought homosexuality was always wrong; 27
percent thought masturbation was always wrong,.

In the end, most of the findings show that the public
morality of America is hypocrisy: Although 79 percent of
the men and 41 percent of the women had engaged in pre-
marital sex, between 33 percent and 68 percent thought it
was wrong (depending on whether or not the partners
were in love) and 29 percent thought it should be against
the law.

Our favorite finding: Thirty-seven percent of these peo-
ple agreed, either strongly or somewhat, that Communists
were trying to use sex education to weaken the morals of
our children.

Why is Sex and Morality in the U.S. being published now?
The Kinsey Institute says that the information in this
study is invaluable for studying AIDS and for formulating
new policy. How? Will it help Jerry Falwell to learn that
some people in 1970 thought gays should not be allowed to
work as judges, schoolteachers, doctors and ministers? Will
it help the Supreme Court develop a new consensus on
abortion or sodomy laws to learn that our forebears were
victims of sexual ignorance?

Our guess is that Alfred Kinsey is rolling over in his
grave. —JAMES R. PETERSEN
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what’s happening in the sexual and social arenas

DEVIL OR DOVE?

PASADENA. TExas—Several schools in
east Texas forbid their students to wear the
peace sign. A spokesman for the Pasadena
Independent School District said that the

symbol is “inappropriate.” Apparently, an
author of a book on Satanism convinced
school officials that it represenis Nero's
cross and is used by Devil worshipers. Stu-
dents, meanwhile, contend that somelimes
a peace symbol is just a peace symbol.

TUFTS LIFE

BosToN—AL Tufts University, T-shiris
with hostile or derogatory messages can be
worn in dorm rooms and on campus
lawns—but not in classrooms. This “zon-
ing” arrangement is a compromise be-
tween free speech and campus decorum
and s a resull of T-shiris sported by Tufts
males giving 15 reasons WHY BEER IS BET-
TER THAN WOMEN AT TUFTS—all of which
were disparaging to women.

THE BIBLE TOLD ME SO

VIRGINIA BEACH, VIRGINIA—Law siu-
dents at CBN University took the Ameri-
can Bar Association to court for refusing
to accredit CBN University law school.
They contended that the A.B.A. was inter-
fering with their “religious convictions
and beliefs.” The A.B.A., which has ac-
credited about 50 law schools with some
religious affiliation, said that it was con-
cerned with the adequacy of the CBNU

faculty and with possible threats to aca-
demic freedom. According lo the A.B.A,,
“There could concetvably be a siluation
where the school could so restrict a facully
member’s view that it would infubit a free
classroom exchange.” The law school dean
admitted that the school’s philosophy is
that “faith in the Bible is relevant and
Jundamental o every course that’s
taught.” The court threw the students’
case oul. Meanwhile, on the promise that
CBNU will behave itself, the A.B.A. has
granled “provisional approval.”

CHANGING LIFESTYLES WIN

NEW YORK Crty—»Recently, San Fran-
cisco offictally recognized “domestic part-
nerships” of homosexuals. Now New York
is moving in the same direction. The New
York State Court of Appeals ruled that a
gay couple in a long-lerm relationship
meels the definition of “family” for pur-
poses of rent control and that, therefore, a
surviving pariner can lake over the cou-
ple’s rent-controlled apartment upon the
death of the person who signed the lease.
In addition, Mayor Edward Koch may issue
an execultve order granting bereavement
leave to homosexuals and to unmarried
heterosexuals whose pariner dies.

A GAMBLER LDSES

CAMDEN, NEw JERsey—Atlantic  Cily
casing owners are breathing easter now
that a Federal jury has ruled that a gam-
bler is responsible for his losses even
though the gambling establishment plied
him with free booze and pankillers for his
aching back. The jurors in the case said
that the casino may have been neghgent
but decided that that action did not cause
the gambler to run up a debt of $28,000,
which the casino is suing to collect. The
jury noled that the plamtiff’s two-week
gambling spree included a free $1000-a-
day room and $16,329 in other compli-

menlary services.

DIAL-A-PORN LIVES

WASHINGTON, D.c—The US. Supreme
Court unanimously struck down Con-
gress’ 1988 ban on dial-a-porn lelephone
services that provide indecent and sexual-
ly explicit messages, rejecting arguments
that the ban is necessary to protect chil-
dren. The Court slated that the law un-
constitutionally limited adull telephone

use to what is suitable for children and
cited technological advances that could
safeguard children from gaining access to
the phone services. Justice Byron While,
author of the decision, wrote that the ban
was a case of “burning up the house to
roast the pig.”

AIDS HOPE

Molecular biologists have found a way
to hall the production of the AIDS virus
tn human cells. Researchers at St. Louis
University School of Medicine added ge-
netically engineered proteins to human
cells in culture and found that they shut
off the ability of the AIDS virus to repro-
duce. Duke University Medical Center ve-
searchers have also had some laboratory
success with immunizing AIDS-mfected
cells by implanting genetically engineered
genes into the infected cells. The implant-
ed genes effectively blocked the AIDS-
virus replication cycle. According to AIDS
experts, both techniques have greal poten-
tial but are years away from being of prac-

U'RE CAUGHT

VOLUSIA COUNTY, FLORIDA—T he sheriff’s
department has posted portable yellow
diamond-shaped signs on Interstate 95

warning drivers: NARCOTICS INSPECTION
AHEAD. There is no inspection, but drivers
making illegal U-turns are stopped and
their cars are examined jor drugs.
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WEBSTER VS.
REPRODUCTIVE HEALTH
SERVICES

The Supreme Court decision on Web-
ster upholds the state of Missouri's:
*ban on abortions in public hospitals or
by public employees when the mother’s
life is not at stake;

*ban on using tax money for counsel-
ing women about abortions;

= provision that can require doctors to
determine if a fetus 20 weeks or older is
capable of surviving outside the womb
(despite scientific evidence that “the
earliest point of viability has remained
virtually unchanged at approximately
24 weeks of gestation since 1973, and
there is no reason 1 believe that a
change is either imminent or in-
evitable™).

SUPREME COURT
BATTLES TO COME

The Supreme Court agreed to hear
three more abortion cases in the fall
1989 term:

Hodgson vs. Minnesota. Minnesota re-
quires that a teenaged girl, before ob-
taining an abortion, notify both
parents—even if they are divorced and
one plays no part in the teenss life.

Ohio vs. Akron Center for Reproduc-
tive Health. Ohio requires that doctors
notify at least one parent before giving
a teenager an abortion.

Turnock vs. Ragsdale. The United
States Court of Appeals in Chicago
barred enforcement of an Illinois law
that requires clinics performing abor-
tions in the first three months of preg-
nancy to meet standards similar to
those required for hospital operating
rooms. [llinois is appealing to the
Supreme Court.
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PRO-LIFE VIEW VERSUS MEDICAL VIEW

“We know that after abor-
tions, [women] get sick, they
die sometimes, they return
home to empty lives, they
commit suicide.”

—pro-lifer at Oper-
ation Rescue rally

“The medical risks to a
woman in childbirth are
greater than the risks of abor-
tion.”

"Women who have abor-

tions are less likely to suffer
psychiatric disability than
women who are denied abor-
tions.”
“The predominant re-
sponse Lo abortion is relief.”
—from amicus curtae brief
filed in Webster vs. Repro-
ductive Health Services by
the American Medical
Association and seven
other medical groups

ADOPTION OPTION?

“When it comes to abortion, there’s a

better way, the way of adoption.”
— PRESIDENT GEORGE BUSH

The facts:
* The majority of adopting couples want
healthy, white infants.
* 34,000 children are available for
adoption.
« 82 percent are not infants, are handi-
capped or have special needs.
* 51 percent are minorities.

In addition:
= 450,000 children are in state facilities
or in foster homes because of abuse or
neglect.
» 2,200,000 children are abused every
year.

ABORTION FACTS

*91.10 percent of abortions are per-
formed in the first trimester.

» 8.89 percent in the second trimester.

= .01 percent in the third trimester—for
medical reasons only.

LAWS WE CAN LIVE
WITHOUT

Idaho passed a resolution that will
outlaw abortions if the Supreme Court
overturns Roe vs. Wade. The law pro-
vides that any woman who has an abor-
tion—even in the case of rape—will

receive a mandatory prison sentence of

one to five years. The doctor who per-
forms the abortion will receive an even
stiffer sentence.

In Chicago, some aldermen have
proposed two measures that restrict
“any health institution duly licensed as

an abortion clinic” from being within
1000 or 5000 feet of a school.

The National Right to Life Commit-
tee is working on “innovative” pro-
posals to ban abortions in cases where a
couple did not use contraceptives.

PRO-LIFE DICTIONARY
OF TERMS

enemies: anyone who doesn't believe ev-
erything pro-lifers believe

death-'scorts: those who escort pregnant
women through pro-life picket lines
killers, buichers: doctors performing
abortions

killing centers: abortion clinics

killing devices: 1.U.D.s, the pill

preborn children: embryo or fetus
pro-aborts: pro-choicers

rescue mission: obstructing women from
entering an abortion clinic
search-and-destroy  missions:
tests

PRO-LIFERS’ PRAYERS

“Please, Lord, shut the mouths of
those [pro-choice] women and the aw-
ful things they say”

—Operation Rescue member

prenatal

“We pray that Thou Who are sover-
eign over nations and men will let their
days be few and let another take their
office. Let their children be fatherless
and their wives be widows.”

—ROBERT L. HYMERS, funda-
mentalist minister, on
Supreme Court liberals

PRAY FOR THE DEATH OF PRO-DEATH COURT
—pro-life banner

Reprinted by permission: Tribune Media Services
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THE PEOPLE WHO WANT TO MAKE YOUR ABORTION DECISION
(AS WELL AS YOUR BIRTH-CONTROL DECISION)

WHAT THEY SAY

“I think contraception is disgusting—people using each
other for pleasure.”
—JOE SCHEIDLER, Pro-Life Action League

“Groups like Planned Parenthood . . . the American Civil
Liberties Union, the National Organization of Women are
all part of an anti-Christian network whose cause is to work
for anti-Christian goals. —]JAMES ]. CONDIT, JR.,

Cincinnatus Party

“We are totally opposed to abortion under any circum-
stances. We are also opposed to abortifacient drugs and
chemicals like the pill and the 1.UD,, and we are also op-
posed to all forms of birth control, with the exception of [the
rhythm method].”  —jupie BRowN, American Life Lobby

“Incest is a voluntary act on the womars part.”
—CHARLES RICE, Notre Dame University, in The
Human Life Amendment: No Compromise

Reprinted by permission of UFS, Inc.

“I don't think Christians should use birth control. . . . I
know there are some people in the audience who are saying,
‘But I have four children. I can’t afford any more,’ but I tell
you, my God will provide!”

—RANDALL TERRY, Operation Rescue

“There is nothing loving about sex.”
“Sex is self-satisfying but not meant for pleasure.”
—FATHER PAUL MARX, Human Life
International Symposium

“Women have babies and men provide the support. If you
don't like the way we're made, you've got to take it up with
God.” —PHYLLIS SCHLAFLY, Eagle Forum

WHAT THEY DO

Right-to-life-run crisis pregnancy centers purport and
sometimes even advertse that they provide abortions. When
a woman enters the center, she 1s shown an anti-abortion
slide show depicting the procedure as being extremely dan-
gerous—and immoral.

“I's our fire insurance.”

Reprimed by permission of NEA, Inc.

Federally funded family-planning centers—both national
and international—were threatened by the Reagan Admin-
istration with having Federal money withdrawn if coun-
selors even mention the word abortion to clients. In the vast
majority of cases, the national ban on the A word was held to
be unconstitutional, but the international ban still stands.

The attorney arguing the pro-choice position in Webster
vs. Reproductive Health Services has been harassed by mail
and telephone, has had his home-phone lines cut and has
been sued by a Right-to-Lifer who claimed he assaulted her
as he walked a woman to an abortion clinic. (He was cleared

by a jury)

Pro-life organizer Joe Scheidler hired a private detective
to track down a 12-year-old girl scheduled for an abortion.
When Scheidler found the girl and her mother, he ha-
rangued them, shouting at them through a bullhorn, de-
manding to see the child alone.

In the years between 1977 and 1987:
= 607 abortion clinics have been picketed
= 134 abortion clinics have received harassing mail or tele-
phone calls
= 208 abortion clinics have received bomb threats
= 32 abortion clinics have been bombed
= 38 abortion clinics have been set on fire
*60 abortion clinics have received death threats against
their personnel
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FAILURE RATE
OF BIRTH CONTROL

The pill: 6 percent
Condoms: 14 percent
Diaphragms: 16 percent
Rhythm: 16 percent
Spermicides: 26 percent

Birth-control failures cause 43 per-
cent of all unintended pregnancies.
Nearly half of unintended pregnancies
end in abortion.

“If you want [abortion] to stop, why
don’t you join us in working for better
birth-control technology?”

—ravE warTLETON, Planned Parent-
hood Federation of America,
speaking to Congressman Robert
K. Dornan of Cahlforma, anti-
abortion activist

ABORTION FACTS

In the U.S. (population 248,800,000),
where abortion is legal, 1,589,000 abor-
tions are performed every year.

In Brazil (population 147400,000),

where abortion is illegal, 3,000,000
abortions are performed every year.

HUMAN-LIFE AMENDMENT

President Bush and other pro-life
proponents support the Human Life
Amendment, which bans the termina-
tion of pregnancy from the moment of
fertilization. If passed, this would out-
law the pill and the 1.U.D.

ILLEGAL METHODS OF
ABORTION

RU486, a pill that can induce an
abortion if taken within seven weeks of
conception, has been outlawed—for
any medical use—in the U.S. This pill
potentially treats breast cancer, ulcers,
Cushing’s syndrome, endometriosis
and prostate cancer. The Moral Majoni-
ty has taken credit for pressuring the
FDA into banning it.

The National Association for Perina-
tal Addiction Research and Education
says that hospitals in every major city

have reported cases of women’s ingest-
ing cocaine in order to induce miscar-
riage. Cocaine-induced abortions can
cause heavy bleeding in the mother and
a high rate of retardation in surviving
babies.

Number of illegal abortions per year
pre—Roe wvs. Wade: 200,000 1o
1,200,000.

Number of deaths per year from ille-
gal abortions pre—Roe vs. Wade: 100 to
150.

Number of deaths from legal abor-
tions: 1.9 per 100,000 (twice as safe as a
tonsillectomy, 100 times as safe as an
appendectomy and five times as safe as
childbirth).

THE FINAL WORD

*I don’t want anybody else telling me
what my daughter’s got to have, or my
wife, or my girlfriend. We live in a free
country. There 1s absolutely no way that
[abortion is} anybody's business but the
person involved.” ~—TED TURNER
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Reporter’s Notebook

ABORTION: THE BOTTOM LINE

the decision in “webster” is another vote for privilege . . . and a blow to the poor

A quarter of a century ago, back when
Christian virtue supposedly still prevailed,
in the good old days before the Supreme
Court made abortion legal, 1 drove a
bleeding woman across the California bor-
der from Mexico. She was near death from
a boiched Tijuana abortion and I was
about to become an accomplice to murder.
Not because the fetus of seven weeks had
been removed but because the mother
could have died—just another statistic of
her time, proving that the danger of death
from an illegal abortion is 30 times greater
than that from a legal one.

At a gas-station phone near a cheering
crowd at the Del Mar race track, I putin a
call to Dr. Pérez, who had performed the
procedure in a dirty clinic without benefit
of anesthesia or painkillers. Dr. Pérez’ ad-
vice was not to call again. Whatever kind
of doctor Pérez was or wasn't, he had al-
ready received his $400. That was all the
unemployed black father of the baby had
been able to scrape up; he had been un-
willing or unable to accompany the mother
on this trip. So 1 had volunteered for the
drive to the border, made the mysterious
phone calls to a Tijuana taxi stand, fol-
lowed the back-alley guide 10 the clinic.

Abortion was and still is illegal in Mexi-
co. It’s estimated that last year 1,000,000 to
2,000,000 illegal abortions were per-
formed i Mexico, producing 50,000
deaths and the hospitalization of another
240,000 women for serious complications,
Under legal conditions, frst-trimester
abortions are 13 umes safer than child-
birth. That was the case back then, too, if
you could Ay 1o Sweden and have the pro-
cedure done safely and cleanly in a govern-
ment-run hospital. But abortion was illegal
in both California and Mexico, and the
desperate woman | was escorting could
not afford an airline ucket to Stockholm.
She could not even pay the illegal street
rates of California; she could afford only
the lower Mexican fees of a foul-smelling
dungeon they dared call a clinic.

They understood little English at the
clinic; they took no medical histories. The
woman sat in line with a row of equally
worried Mexican women. Her turn ar-
rived, she went in, and when she came out,
pale and trembling, it was back to the land
of the free. And then the heavy bleeding
started.

Fortunately, in this case, after five physi-
cians wurned us away, a courageous sixth
doctor in L.A. came through. The bleed-

opinion By ROBERT SCHEER

ing was stopped without much more mon-
ey having 10 change hands. And let’s not
kid ourselves: The abortion issue has al-
ways been a matter of money.

Rich women easily obtained a safe abor-
tion after an expensive plane ride to some
modern country or from a competent U.S.
doctor willing 1o take the risk for a high
enough price. Poor women went to Tijua-
na if they were close enough to the border
or did it to themselves with coat hangers.

Ah, yes, the good old days before Roe vs.
Wade. That decision had the effect of legal-
izing aborton, but what that Supreme
Court actually said was that a woman, as a
right of privacy, had a constitutional right
to control over her body. At first, that was
mterpreted as a right established for all
women equally But, in fact, since that
moment, the courts have—case by case—
interpreted the right mainly as a conven-
tence for women with money.

In 1977, a pre-Reagan Supreme Court
held that the constitutional right made ef-
fective by Roe vs. Wade did not mean that
the states had to provide Federal Medicaid
money for the treatment of the poor who
had “elective” abortions. So much for
equal protection under the law.

Then in July 1989, the Reagan Supreme
Court decided in Webster vs. Reproduc-
tive Health Services that the states should
be the ones to decide on abortion. But the
most immediate effect of the ruling was to
put additional barriers in the path of poor-
er women, preventing those dependent
upon county hospitals, rural facilities and
other publicly funded abortion services
from geting a medical procedure that is
available with few restrictions to those with
private funds,

If abortion is murder, as the pro-lifers
claim, how the hell can they justify allow-
ing only people of means to commit mur-
der? They can't, which is why the Webster
decision was a temporary political trick
rather than a reasoned constitutional ar-
gument. If the Reagan Court had declared
abortion murder, it would have at least se-
riously inconvenienced the wealthy and
powerful with the necessity of going
abroad. Instead, the Justices struck at the
politically weakest segment of the popula-
tion by denying poor women equal access
to medical knowledge and technology.

Admittecly, the language of the majority
decision indicates that the Court may soon
go further and strike at the basic principle
of Roe vs. Wade—that there exists a consti-

tutional right 10 privacy guaranteeing
women control over their bodies. For the
sake of justice, that might be preferable 1o
the current situation: At least the law
would be applied equally to different eco-
nomic classes. Again, as in the old days,
those with the price of a ticket abroad
would barely notice. This time, however, if
the Court continues on its path toward
moralizing about what a human being
should do with her own body, these re-
spectable atizens will be committing mur-
der by the (new) laws of their own society.

Make no mistake: In the Webster deci-
sion, the Court did not just nudge the law
back over the line to some modest niche to
the right of Roe vs. Wade. Instead, Chief
Justice William H. Rehnquist's language in
Webster embraces the most extreme of the
pro-lifers’ charges—that abortion s mur-
der. Rehnquist wrote: “We do not see why
the state’s interest in protecting potential
human life should come into existence on-
ly at the point of viability . . ."

Why not go fturther and include the
sperm and the egg under such protection?
Why not forbid all effective forms of birth
control? The pro-lifers will say they avoid
discussing that because the major religions
divide sharply on the issue of when life be-
gins. Thorny stuff, that, so best not to deal
with it. But why does it matter what any of
the religions say, and why is the Court tak-
ing such notions seriously, when the US.
Constitution explicitly mandates a separa-
tion of church and state?

The basic accomplishment of the pro-
life movement has been 1o make it more
difficult for those women who already have
the least access to prenatal care and birth-
control information—teenage girls and
poor women—to get an abortion. The
pro-lifers seem unfazed bv the fact that
those same fetuses they “save” go on to be
born and become the very children most
of them most despise. It's an extraordinary
kind of belief: These people hold the dead
fetus, which is trafhcked about in jars
across the country, as a thing of beauty. But
the actual child born to an unwed teenage
mother they hold in contempt.

In a 1987 survey of 10,000 abortion pa-
tents, two thirds of the women lived in a
family with an income of less than $11,000.
How do you raise children on that kind
of income? On the campaign trail, I
would ask pro-lifers 1 encountered tha
question. Almost all, even those who were
skilled at (concluded on page 150)
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dude clothes are back in the saddle with john clark gable
fashion By HOLLIS WAYNE

PHOTOGRAPHY BY RICHARO FEGLEY

JOHN CLARK GABLE 1s living proof that the apple doesn't fall far The wide-brimmed hats helped protect the cowboy from the

from the tree. The only son of the late Clark Gable, 28-year-old elements and shaded his eyes as he rode into all those sunsets.

John makes his flm debut this fall in Bad Jim, a 21st Century Today’s urban cowboy can sport Western-style demiboots and

Film Corporation West-
ern. The classic Gable
look—arched eyebrow
and wrinkled brow—
perfectly  suits  the
movies Western theme.
Gable the younger also
fits nicely into the West-
ernwear pictured here,
in dude-style duds such
as a snap-closure yoked
shirt, a lambskin duster,
snug jeans and. of
course, cowboy boots.
(Bolo ties and metal col-
lar ups complete the
look) A throwback to
those frontier days when
cowboys roved the land.
the dude look was origi-
nally more practical than
fashionable. Take the
stylish mid-calf, high-
heeled boot, with ornate
leather tooling, overlays
and decorative stitching.
Its height protected the
wearer from brush and
gravel; the sticching
helped the leather wear
longer; the heels kept the
cowhand’s feet from slip-

ping out of the stirrups.

Stetsons with his business
suits in honor of |. R. Ew-
ing. Although authentic
dude style demands the
worn-leather look, you
don't have to stand in the
elements for the same ef-
fect. Weathered leather
goods can be bought at
Western-apparel shops.
Remember: The fashion
frontier is where you
make it. In the fAlm It
Happened One Night,
Clark Gable took off his
shirt to reveal that he
wasn't wearing any un-
dershirt—which sent the
underwear industry into
a tail spin. John Clark
Gable has a fashion state-
ment of his own to make:

Go Western, young man!

Left: The pure Gable gaze—
and a weathered lambskin
duster with knit collar, but-
ton front, breast pocket,
large patch pocket, pleated
button vent in back and
“barbed-wire™ holes, by
Robert Comstock, $1000;
plaid cotton shirt, $395, and
indigo jeans, $85, both by
New Man; sterling-silver
collar tips, by Al Beres, $150.
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Left, clockwise from 11: Brushed-
leather-and-lizardskin Western
boots, by Justin, from Alcala’s
Western Wear, Chicago, about
$270. Sterling-silver-and-black-
leather bolo tie, from Zona, New
York, $125; atop Stetson cowboy
hat, from J.J. Hat Center, New
York, $110. Antigue leather caval-
ry saddlebag, from One-Eyed
Jacks, Los Angeles, $395.
Fringed deerskin gloves, from H.
Kauffman & Sons Saddlery, New
York, $54.95. On the gloves: Cir-
ca-1920 Western-style watch,
from Time Will Tell, New York,
$525. Hand-tooled-leather belt
with silver buckle and belt tip, by
Al Beres, about $150. Oenim shirt
with leather yoke, by M. Julian,
$75; shown with silver-and-
malachite collar tips, from Mark
Fox, Los Angeles, $24. (Antigue
spurs, from One-Eyed Jacks,
$650.) Right: John Clark Gable
home on the range ina wool blan-
ket coat, $425 denim jacket,
$135, denim shirt, $175, and suede
jeans, $225, all from Polo by Ralph
Lauren; plus leather Western
boots, by Justin, $172, and Chap-
arral hat, by Resistol Hats, $110.
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: GA RRY KASPA ROV

a candid (even for glasnost) conversation with the soviet world chess champ
about geraus, russian sex, communisms falure and “the most violent sport”

Chess is a strange, strange game. IUs played
on nothing more complicaled than a regular
checkerboard. A cluld can learn the move-
ment of the pieces in a few minutes and the
Sull rules of the game (a good deal simpler
than, say, Monopoly) within an hour. The ob-
Ject of the game 1s as straightforward as fool-
ball, kick the can or capture the flag: two
armies, one black, one white, each trying to
beat the other. Nothing to il.

Nothing to it, bul just start trying to con-
sider all the moves and the countermoves that
will enable your army to beal the other guy’.
The complexities go spinning off into mathe-
matical infinity. One baffled mathematician
estimated the number of possible moves and
combinalions i the average chess game as
roughly equal to all the atoms in the universe.

Chess s and will always be the king, the
emperor, the noblest of all games. Neither
bridge nor go, nor Mastermind nor any of
the fads unll ever be able to supplant il. The
shills required in chess—art, science and
war—have fascinated and maddened great
minds since its obscwre invention in India
(some say Persia) in the Sixth or Seventh
Century. Napoleon, Castro, Lenin and a host
of other, more savory figures of history were
chess players, and doubtless many of them
took mspiration for their geopolitical policies
from the game iiself

Even played strictly on a board, however,

“Chess 1s a game for fighters. I have been a
fighter since the age of six. I already have
twenty years of blood on my hands. My main
rivals are now competing for the right lo
challenge me. They all want to kall me.”

chess can prove dangerous to the player who
becomes addicted. Tales of chess-induced m-
sanity are endless. America’s Paul Morphy
swepl through the game like a forestorm in the
mid—19th Century, easily wiping oul every-
one who stood m his path, then quit al the
height of Tus glory and ended lis days wan-
dering the streets of New Orleans, mumbling
to himself Prague’s Wilheln Steinitz, a world
champion, tried to gel in touch with God and
challenge Him 1o games, offering Him odds
of pawn and move (the black king’s bishop
pawn is removed from the board; white makes
the first two moves). When some well-inten-
tioned doctor al the famous Bedlam mad-
house thought it would be good therapy for
his inmates to play a chess maich, he issued a
challenge to the Oxford Universily team.
Guess who won? Bobby Fischer, the gemius
from Brooklyn, perhaps the grealest chess
player ever, smashed all his opponents, as
Morphy had, with contempluous ease. But
after a short reign as world champion in
1972, he simply went off to California and
hid. He hasn't played chess since and hasn’t
come owl of hiding Fischer is to chess what
Howard Hughes was lo aeronaulics.

Since 1985, the chess champion of the
world has been a musculay, darkly handsome
Soviet named Garry Kasparov. Among his
maore dazzling accomplishments may be the
Jact that he is so resoundingly sane. Half-Ar

“A normal lifestyle does not exist here in the
Souviet Union. Life here is what I would call a
distortion of normal lfe. It’s like liing in a
house of mirrors. Well, the only way oul is to
smash those mirrors.”

menian and half-Jewish (born Garri Wein-
shtein, he took his mother’s maiden name
after his father died when he was seven), Kas-
parov was born and raised m the Caspian
seaport cily of Baku, where they take hugh-
grade crude oil from the seabed and black
caviar from the bellies of sturgeon. He began
plaving sertous chess at the age of six and to-
day, 20 years later, is seriously challenging
Fischer's reputation as the strongest player in
history. Some say he'’s alveady there. One Eng-
lish critic calls hum the Napoleon of chess and
another grand masley, who had the sobering
expertence of playing against fum, “a mon-
ster with a hundred eyes who sees everything”

Kasparov, the swarthy southerner, took the
title away from Anatoly Karpouv, a squeahy-
voiced defensive genius who had inherited the
title left vacant when Fischer disappeared -
to the mists of Pasadena. Karpov was just the
kind of champion that Soviet rulers of the
Brezhnev eva wanted: well behaved, obedient,
a party member with pure Russian genes and
a holder of the Order of Lenin. And for sever:
al vears, he seemed unbeatable; then along
came young Kasparov, knocking over Ius op-
ponenis like bowling pins in every elimina-
tion maich until he sat down to face Karpov
in 1984. It was fuire against ice. Vasily more
experienced, Karpov took a huge early lead
by playing parry and thrust to Kasparov’s fer-
vent altacks; but the boy from Baku clawed

- + e g
PHOTOGRAPHY BY RUDOLPH CHELMINSKI

“The two things actress Natalya Negoda and
I are showing in Playboy—her beautiful
body and my thoughts—have been absolutely
excluded from Soviet life. Inielleciual life was
Jrozen, and sexual life, tvo.”

Bl
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his way back into contention in what was lo
become the longest and most exhausting
championship match in history—more than
frve months. Panicked, the Soviet chess au-
thorities leaned on the president of the Inter-
national Chess Federation and pervsuaded
him to simply cancel the rest of the match.
White with fury, Kasparov swore revenge.
He got il the followmg autumn, when he clob-
bered Karpov and became, at 22, the
youngest champion ever.

FEuver since, the Souel authorities have been
irying lo figure 0wl how to deal with their new
national sensation. On the one hand, he is
lerrific propaganda material for the superior-
ity of the Souviet chess machine; on the other,
he ts an oulspoken opponent of the Marxist-
Leninist system. He is also a permanent
headache to the Soviet sporls establishment,
which had always treated its “amatewr” ath-
letes like indentured labor, keeping 99 per-
cent of their winnings. Kasparov appeared
and announced that he was keeping all his
money. Now other top Soviet athletes—hockey
and basketball players and tennis stars—are
Jollowing his lead.

It was at this turning point in the history of
both chess and Soviet athletics that Playboy
sent Rudolph Chelminski, a veleran foreign
correspondent who has owned three chess
computers—and smashed two because they
usually beat haim—to fiy to Baku and meet
Kasparov at lis trainitng camp. His report:

“Garry Kasparov is the most famous citi-
zen of Baku. His car is equally celebrated.
The blue Mercedes that he sends to the airport
to meet visiting businessmen (deals with the
West), chess analysts (the champions sparring
partners) and journalists (he is one of the
US.S.R.s few authentic stars) covers the 25
miles to his seaside training camp at just a
hair under the speed of light, drtving all the
lesser herds of Volgas and Zhigulis and
Moskuiches into the guiters at the imperious
sound of the horn operated nonstop by his
driver, Kolya.

“The training camp, or sanawri, as il is
officially billed at the entrance, is a sprawling
collection of low, motel-style buildings facing
the Caspian and reserved for the families of
the privileged rich. The Kasparov clan—his
wife, Masha, his mother, Klara, his lwo resi-
dent chess analysts and his friend and gener-
al factolum Kadjar—occupies a large
six-bedroom suile spanning the entire top
floor of a concrete structure. The champ’
computers are in a room by themselves (he has
a dala base covering all the important recent
games of his rivals). The living room is filled
with a collection of Western gear brought
back from his travels: TV set, VCR, tape
recorders, portable phone, electric kettle, tea
machine, the works. And over by the balcony,
in frond of a big thronelike chair, are his tools:
a single chessboard and the 32 Staunton-pal-
tern prieces that go with il.

“In the four days I spent with the Kas-

parovs, the chess set saw a fair amount of

plav—cousins and friends dropping by,
Kadjar in his spare time (he wields a mean

bishop), miscellaneous demomstration posi-
tions—but never once did I see Garry sit
down and sertously push a pawn. It was only
logical; after all—who m hell could give him
any competition? It would be like sending
Nolan Ryan up against hittle-leaguers.

“For the champion of a sport that has been
marked by so many eccentrics and dingdongs,
Garry comes across as a remarkably sane and
well-balanced guy. Fast-talking (his English
is excellent), overflowing with energy and
ideas, built like a middleweight fightey, he is a
knot of passionale intensity wailing lo ex-
plode. Since he doesw’t smoke, drink nor in-
dulge in any drugs (‘What for?” he asked), he
releases lis energy in physical activilies,
swimming often in the Caspran and taking
high-speed walks around Baku. At a match,
of cowrse, he veleases his energy in more con-
ceniraled form. Waich Kasparov when he
walks out onlo the stage, sits down and stares
al the board: You can almost see the smoke
curling oul of his nostrils, bright little flames
dancing at the corners of his mouth, laser
beams flashing from his eyes. “The ogre’ the
other chess players call him, and I could see
why after a few hours of conversation. He's

“Let me tell you
a secret: Chess is
the most violent
of sports.
You whip him
or he whips you.”

really an extremely friendly and bright young
man, but in his line of work, he takes no pris-
oners. Don't ever, ever dave say that chess is a
game for sissies. Garry Kasparov might eat
vou and spil out your bones.”

PLAYBOY: The May issue of Playboy had a
pictorial on Natalya Negoda. Now here
you are as the subject of the interview.
With Playboy still forbidden inside the
U.S.S.R., do vou think the average Soviet
would have been shocked to see your com-
patriot Natalya on our pages?

KASPAROV: He would be just as shocked as
vou would be if . . . if you saw a humanoid
from another planet. That sort of thing
Just doesn't exist here. Anyway, Natalya and
I are showing different things [laughs]. But
I think it’s important for us botk 1o do this.
The two things we are showing—her
beautiful body and my thoughts—have
been absolutely excluded from Soviet life.
Intellectual life was frozen, and sexual life
was, too.

PLAYBOY: While the uproar was still going
on, the emcee of Kino-Panorama, a popu-
lar Soviet television show, held up a copy of
the May Playboy and explained that it was a
very respectable magazine, didn't he?

KASPAROV: No. He didn't say respectable,
exactly. What he said was that the fears So-
viet people had about Natalya’s pictures
were mostly ghosts and illusions, and that
Playboy was a very good magazine with se-
rious articles.

PLAYBOY: If there were a Russian-language
version of Playboy, would it sell well?
KASPAROV: How many millions would you
like to sell? Don't forget, though: Many of
those copies would be bought 1n order 1o
burn them, because we have lots of intoler-
ant people, you know. Soviet people don't
know about this kind of life, so many of
them were shocked when they heard about
Natalya in your magazine. . . . But they are
Just as shocked by pictures of Western su-
permarkets on TV. You are shocked when
you see something that is completely unfa-
miliar o you.

PLAYBOY: Many things that were unfamil-
iar to Soviet people are becoming familiar.
Glasnost is apparent wherever vou go in
the Soviet Union today. People are no
longer afraid to talk openly, and the whole
country is involved in a vast campaign of
self-criticism. It must be an exciting time
to be a Soviet citizen.

KASPAROV: I'm not sure, IU's exciting, but
it's also a very difficult time for the average
Soviet citizen. Self-criticism may be ex-
ploding, but the food supply is diminishing.
We were all very happy when Gorbachev
appeared with his new thinking and this
openness of ideas called glasnost appeared.
But perestrotha—the economic restructur-
ing—isn’t on the right road, and every-
thing is going too slowly. I'm afraid the
government hasn't realized that we can't
wait anymore.

This country is in trouble. The economy
is on the verge of being destroyed. It is in
tragic shape. It's ninety-nine percent
catastrophic. We have to take strong meas-
ures immediatelv. Private enterprise must
be released, economic activity has to be
open to the market and the people must be
given political freedom. It's hard for me 10
know whether Gorbachev is moving so
slowly because that’s all he can do or be-
cause he really doesn't want to change
everything. Remember, he is still a Com-
nmunist. Very often in the West, you tend 1o
forget that. Right now, [ am afraid that the
changes of perestrotka so far are only cos-
metic, We need real reforms if we are go-
ing to save the state.

PLAYBOY: Those who know you as the Sovi-
et Union's world chess champion may be
surprised by your outspoken views on So-
viet politics. We'lll return to those views,
but let’s begin with your chess background.
Most people think of chess as a gentleman-
ly pastime. In American colleges, chess has
the image of something wimps do to avoid
real sports.

KASPAROV: Are you crazy? Let me tell you a
secret: Chess is the most violent of all
sports. I'm a pretty good soccer player and
a long-distance swimrner, and recently, I've
taken up tennis, but I can tell you that
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PLAYBOY

there’s no sport as competitive—yes, I'll
say as rough—as chess. The only goal in
chess is to prove your superiority over the
other guy, and the most important superi-
ority, the most total one, is the superiority
of the mind. And there’s no luck involved,
no picture card coming up at the right
time, no roll of the dice that saves you. I
all has to come out of your head. You whip
him or he whips you. It’s as simple as that.
Or as complicated as that.
PLAYBOY: It’s a game of domination, then.
KASPAROV: Yes. Complete domination. |
mean, your opponent must he destroyed.
Fully destroyed. He has no way to escape.
If you can put a rating on the times in your
life when you win something, this is the
highest possible kind of victory. When you
checkinate your opponent, you have
proved that you are stronger and smarter
and just betler.

Chess is a game for fighters. I have been
a fighter since the age of six. I already have
twenty years of blood on my hands. Right
now, my main rivals are playing elimina-
tion matches to see which one of them wins
the right to challenge me for my title 1n
1990. They all want to kill me.
PLAYBOY: Bobby Fischer used to say he en-
joyed seeing his opponents squirm. He en-
joyed hurting them. Is that true of you?
KASPAROV: I like to win the game. I love it,
yes. | need it. But on the other hand, I do
not like to hurt people. The game, for me,
is a kind of lesson for them. I can teach
them something. [ don't think I hate the
opponent personally, but before the game
and during the game and until the end of
the game, he represents the alien will. He
represents the enemy. It is not my oppo-
nent personally but what 1s on the board
there. It is my enemy.
PLAYBOY: And you want to kill what's on the
board.
KASPAROV: Absolutely. Yes. I can't explain
it, but it is opposing me and I have to de-
stroy it to win this game. It means | have to
Kill this almost living thing. [ am very hun-
gry about strong, sharp feelings. Strong
impressions, you know? It’s kind of a drug.
You must be on the edge. That is the best
place. When I am at the edge, that’s when 1
really feel alive,
PLAYBOY: Chess players have been known Lo
react to losses in the most extraordinary
ways: hurling pieces across the room,
knocking the board over, screaming in-
sults. There was even one famous master
who urinated on the floor.
KASPAROV: Yes, that is chess. Usually, that
sort of thing happens just among ama-
teurs, but even at the top, at grand-master
level, players can be destroyed. For in-
stance, when Bent Larsen, the Danish
grand master, lost 6—0 to your Bobby
Fischer, he was never the same afterward.
You can't say he lost his chess ability, but to-
day, even if he is still a grand master. he is
like a shadow of the old Larsen. At the
highest level of chess, you have to win the
games twice: First you win psychologically,
and then you win the game on the board.

PLAYBOY: How do you do that?

KASPAROV: The best example [ can think of
is the last game of my world-championship
match against [Soviet grand master] Ana-
toly Karpov in Seville in 1987 It was game
twenty-four, and I had to win it to keep my
title—a draw would have given the title to
Karpoy, my old enemy. Mv career was rid-
ing on that game.

When it was adjourned, 1 had one extra
pawn and some positional advantage, but
the victory was by no means guaranteed. 1
estimated the position at fifty-fifty, but
when I went onto the stage the next day, |
looked at Karpov's eyes and | understood
that he didn’t believe that he could save the
game. And, you know, he lost his confi-
dence. It was as if his energy Howed from
him to me. I won the game and I kept my
title.

PLAYBOY: Tigran Petrosian, the former
world champion, used to say that chess
players were intellectuals but not necessar-
ily always intelligent. Raymond Keene, the
English chess writer, has called you the
greatest chess player who has ever lived.
Does this mean you are a genius?
KASPAROV: Yes, in all immodesty, I suppose
there is something to that. You probably
have 1o be some kind of genius to become
number one in any human field. Without
this great gift from God, you can’t become
world champion, especially in chess.
PLAYBOY: What are the qualities that make
the difference between a good chess player
and a great chess player?

KASPAROV: First of all, I repeat, he must be
a great fighter. It should be in his blood.
And second, he has to have a kind of mysti-
cal feeling for the game. Just understand-
ing 1t or having a lot of book learning isn't
enough. But if you have a feeling for the
game, you can create something new.
PLAYBOY: Can you explain why the level of
Soviet chess is so high? Why do so many
millions of people play serious chess in
your country when they don't elsewhere?
KASPAROV: Because most of the time,
there’s nothing else 10 do in our country!
Chess hts the Soviet Union perfectly. It's
the simplest of sports. You don't need a
special field or court for it. Just a chess set,
pieces and a quiet place in the park. It’s the
easiest way for people to have a little bit of
enjoyment. And if you become a strong
player, chess is one of the best ways for a
Soviet citizen to improve his life, 1o get a
better position and maybe raise his stand-
ard of living above the average—which is
not so good, by the way. [Spreads some cav-
1ar on a toast point and eals il.]

PLAYBOY: As a Russian
KASPAROV: Don't call me Russian. I'm not
Russian. I am half Armenian and half Jew-
ish. And I live in Baku, in the republic of
Azerbaidzhan. You can call me a Soviet, if
you like.

PLAYBOY: OK, as a Soviet, clo you usually
have caviar for breakfast? Is that a normal
meal for you?

KASPAROV: Yes. Sure.

PLAYBOY: Do all Soviet chess professionals

eat caviar for breakfast? Is it brain food?
KASPAROV: Not many of them can afford .
But I was born here on the Caspian Sea,
and it's our local product. It’s from the sea,
so 1 can get it more easily than other play-
ers. It’s quite expensive, but 1 can get deals
on it. As for its use in chess, yes, I usually
do eat it during competitions, because at
the beginning of a2 match, you need to get
a good supply of calories, but you need
something light that you can eat in five or
ten minutes.

PLAYBOY: With or without caviar, most top
chess players have exceptional memories,
sometimes even freakish ones. Were you
born with a great memory, or did you de-
velop it through chess training?
KASPAROV: No, | was born with it. You have
to have special talents to become a first-
rate chess player. That’s a precondition.
PLAYBOY: You reportedly have the ability to
remember hundreds of phone numbers.
Does that kind of memory come in handy
in other ways, too?

KASPAROV: Sure. I played chess all the time
when I was in school, so I would miss sev-
eral months of classes at a time, especially
toward the end of high school. So when I
went back, 1 would have to take tests cover-
ing, say, forty chapters of a book. Well, I
could read the book and memorize it and
then play it back, like a tape.

I can keep a lot of informaton for a
short period. It’s a specialty of my memory.
But, oddly enough, memory isn't extreme-
ly important for chess. It will help you at
the beginning, but you can remember just
a limited number of openings. At the top
level of the game, you have to be able to
calculate extremely well and very, very far
ahead. There’s a big difference between
memory and calculation.

PLAYBOY: How many moves ahead can a
great chess player calculate?

KASPAROV: It depends on the nature of the
position. Chess is a complicated game. But
in positions where everything is forced—
one move, one answer—I can calculate
something between ten and ffteen moves
ahead. But that happens very rarely. Usu-
ally, the positions are more complicated
than that—one move, then five answers,
each of them having five answers. You have
to use your intuition in cases like that, your
positional understanding. It’s very good if
you can calculate five, six, maybe seven
moves ahead.

PLAYBOY: Do you hate to lose as much as
other chess players do?

KASPAROV: Probably more, but 1 don't over-
react like some of those you mentioned. 1
feel very uncomfortable if I lose, because if
you lose, it means you have made a mistake
somewhere along the line. If you have a
good mind and you analyze your moves,
you can find this mistake, and it is some-
thing I can't forgive myself for: How could
I make this mistake? Every fighter hates 1o
lose, but for me, i's worse, because it
means [ have lost to someone weaker than 1
am. I understand chess better, 1 play bet-
ter, but suddenly, I lose because I make
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PLAYBOY

some stupid moves. I can't forgive that. I
hate myself at that moment. How could I
show my . . . my weakness to this weaker
player?

1 even have this feeling during simulta-
neous matches, when I have twenty-five or
thirty players against me, where youre
more or less obliged to make mistakes,
since you can't really concentrate on every
game. When I get into bad positions, I feel

furious to be losing against weak amateur |

players. Once I played a simultaneous
match on French TV where I offered
queen-odds—that is to say, I gave up my
queen—against a pretty girl who wasn't a
real chess player. It was part of the show.
Well, everyone knows you can't possibly
win without your queen, but even then, I
got terribly angry when she started push-
ing me around the board. I had given up
my queen, but [ still wanted to win. Be-
cause in chess, when you lose, you die.
PLAYBOY: You sound like an American.
Americans always want to be winners.
KASPAROV: This is a very human quality. It
proves that Americans are very close to
true human nature.

PLAYBOY: Do you know many Americans?
KASPAROV: No. Not many. I haven't spent
enough time in America. 1 haven't played
serious chess competitions there. Most of
my time has been spent in Europe, so my
relations with Americans are not so deep.
I'm a lile bit upset about this. They
should be better.

PLAYBOY: Do you intend to play more and
do more chess promotion in America?
KASPAROV: It's my great dream. It's very
important to take chess into the biggest po-
tential market and to take up the work
where Bobby Fischer left off after he re-
ured. It was a great tragedy for chess when
he left the scene, because American chess
disappeared with him.

PLAYBOY: Fischer was completely inhabited
by chess. He thought of nothing else but
chess. Is it the same way with you?
KASPAROV: No, of course not. But I think
that’s one of the explanations for his disap-
pearance. Because chess was life for him.
This created a big danger, and unfortu-
nately, he couldn’t save himself from
this . . . this disease. He beat all the best
chess players of the world. Beat them easi-
ly. He proved his superiority. He was abso-
lutely the best player, ever, in history. But at
the end, he lost his last battle—against
chess itself.

You must have something to love beyond
your profession, and Fischer had nothing.
He was conquered by chess. After he be-
came world champion, he couldn't play
further. This was the danger: He had
scaled his Everest. He had no reason to
continue. He had found perfection. After
that, all else would be less than perfection.
PLAYBOY: So it was logical for him to stop
playing?

KASPAROV: Psychologically, yes. It wasn't
logical for chess, though. Chess lost proba-
bly its greatest model.

PLAYBOY: You don't think he'll come back?
KASPAROV: No. Never.

PLAYBOY: Could he make a comeback if he
wanted to?

KASPAROV: No. Absolutely not. I have no
doubt that he continues with some chess
activity, He probably reads books and ana-
lyzes some games. But chess is a fight, and
I'm sure he has lost his fighting spirit.
PLAaYBOY: If he did come back, though,
would you beat him? Would you give him a
shot at your title?

KASPAROV: Well, he can't come back, so this
is hypothetical. We may as well discuss
my possible encounter with [Alexander]
Alekhine or [Emanuel] [Lasker—world
champions who are dead. Fischer is histo-
ry. He left when I was nine. He is one of the
most brilliant pages in chess history, but
he’s just history. If he were ever to play
again, he would lose his legend.

PLAYBOY: You mean it would be like an old
prize fighter coming back? Like Muham-
mad Al trying to come back?

KASPAROV: Even worse, because Muham-
mad Ali had experienced defeat. That's im-
portant. This speculation is fascinating for
discussion but not fascinating for chess.

“Before a world-
championship match,

I have to prepare
myself physically.
Running and swimming
are best—two or
three hours every day.”

PLAYBOY: Do you enjoy playing chess? Does
the word have any meaning at your level?
KASPAROV: Yes, of course. It's the best form
of self-expression for my nature. I'm very
happy to create new ideas, to transfer my
energy nto something immortal. When [
do that, I'm extremely happy. It's a great
enjoyment when I find combinations, when
I discover some very unusual, very unex-
pected move and play a masterpiece.
PLAYBOY: Have you ever played blindfold
chess?

KASPAROV: Yes. Once I played a blind
simultaneous match against ten opponents
in Germany. I won 9-1. Eight wins, two
draws. But it was very tough for me. Very
unpleasant. You have 1o use your capabili-
ties one hundred percent, and it feels like
even more. You don't exactly see the whole
position, but you remember its main con-
tours. I made two mistakes in that “simul”
and lost a piece. 1 managed to get a draw,
but I didn’t enjoy it. I told you my memory
is like a tape? Well. that time, it was as if
the tape had been erased. It disappeared.
I don't want to do any more blind chess.
PLAYBOY: Is championship-level chess as

tough physically as it is mentally?
KASPAROV: Absolutelv. In serious competi-
tion, if vou lose vour energy or if you
have psychological problems, vou can be
destroyed. Before a world-championship
match, I have to prepare myself physically
with just as much care as for the chess it-
self. Running and swimming are the best
for me—two or three hours every day. 1 al-
so play soccer and some tennis, but mostly,
it’s the sea and the sun.

PLAYBOY: You're built more like King Kong
than like the garden-variety chess player.
Do you lift weights or do strength train-
ing? Or do those muscles come from just
pushing pawns?

KASPAROV: No, I've never lifted weights.
My energyv comes from the sun and the
sea. I develop my arms and shoulders and
chest with long-distance swimming. This
sort of conditioning 1s very important for
chess marathons. Probably, it's because of
that that I didn't lose the marathon match
against Karpov, when I was behind 5-0. 1
was in better shape than he was.

PLAYBOY: Ever since your first champi-
onship maich against Anatoly Karpov, you
have been in a state of war against the So-
viet chess authorities. How did that begin?
KASPAROV: It started even before the first
match. As soon as I became a grand mas-
ter, the Soviet chess establishment realized
that I would be a danger for their hero,
Karpov. And from that point onward, they
tried to prevent my appearance on the
world-championship stage. There were big
scandals, big fights, because when Karpov
was world champion, the apparat [system]
protected him with as many dirty tricks as
it could. I had to be stopped from taking
the title away from him. Karpov represent-
ed the power of the system. I was a half-
Armentan, half-Jewish menace to this
good Russian boy.

But that wasn't all. They were suspicious
of my character, too. My alien nature. 1 was
someone who didn't accept the rules of the
game produced by the system. As early as
1981, they made problems for me and tried
to keep me out of strong tournaments. In
1983, they wouldn't allow me to go 1o
Pasadena to play a qualifying match
against [Viktor] Korchnoi. Trouble, trou-
ble, trouble. Pressure, pressure, pressure.
Sull, I won all my matches. And 1 finally
got to play against Karpov for the title, in
the fall of 1984.

PLAYBOY: But the match started as a disas-
ter for you.

KASPAROV: Yes. I had expected to become
world champion by just killing Karpov, like
I had killed all the plavers before him. But
he was stronger than the others, and he
had a lot more experience than [ did. 1 at-
tacked him with a game like fire, but he
was a mountain of ice. Alter only nine
games, | was losing 4-0. Karpov needed
only two more games to win the match.
Well, it was obvious that he wanted not on-
ly 1o win but to beat me 6—0—to destroy
me. So I stopped attacking and used his
own deflensive technique. | began wearing
him down in draws. It became the longest
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championship maiwch in  history—more
than live months. Then I lost game twenty-
seven. That made n 50, and by that mo-
ment, Karpov was absolutely convinced
that the score would be 6-0.

PLAYBOY: Chess witter Raymond Keene
characterized your performance in that
situation as “the most impressive rear-
ruard action of any sportsman in any dis-
cipline in the history of recorded sport.”
KASPAROV: Yeah. There I was. Zero lor me,
five for him. One point from disasier. |
forced four more draws, then | won game
thirty-two. I ook the mative. More
draws. Then I won games lorty-seven and
forty-eight. Then, suddenly. the maich was
stopped. Karpov's big friend Florencio
Campomanes, president of the Interna-
tional Chess Federation, came to Moscow
and—— They just stopped the competi-
tion in the middle! It was so incredible!
Karpov had lost two games in a row. He
was completely destroved. He couldn't play
any further, and 1 was geuing stronger
and stronger. So they stopped !

The old people who perpetrated this
farce were Karpov's friends and support-
ers. They used the full politcal power of
the Soviet chess authorities, the sports au-
thorities and the party. They were the ones
who were in charge of this, the biggest
crime in chess history. Theyv just didn't
want to give me the chance to win. It was a
risk they couldn't take. So they stopped it
and set up a new match seven months later,
when their boy Karpov wouldn’t be so
tired. Or so they hoped.

PLAYBOY: But things didn't work out the
way they had hoped.

KASPAROV: No. I beat him. And became
world champron.

PLAYBOY: How did you feel thenz How did
you react?

KASPAROV: While I was on the stage where
we plaved, I kept an appearance of calm.
But after I got back to the villa that was my
headquarters, 1 finally let all the nervous
tension out. I weni from room to room and
roared like Tarzan! The neighbors must
have wondered if there was a murder go-
ing on. Karpov and I have played three
matches since 1985, and I won them all.
PLAYBOY: Well, you didn't lose any of them.
Your last match, in Seville two years ago,
was a real chiff-hanger, wasn't it? It ended
12-12, and as incumbent champion, you
kept your title. But you came within a hair
of losing. You've developed something of a
specaialty of coming from behind and win-
ning at the last second, haven't you?
KASPAROV: Yes. I think that's a part of my
character. I like excitement. [ need this
desperate kind of fight, like a drug. [ need
a real problem w mobilize all my re-
sources. As | say: 1 like living on the edge.
PLAYBOY: With two games to go. the match
was just about over. wasn'tit? It was all ued
up, -1, and all you had 1o do was draw
the last two games and vou would keep the
title. But you made a dumb move and vou
lost game twenty-three. So you went o the
last game absolutely needing a win. And

vou were up against the world’s greatest
defensive player. Fire against ice.
KASPAROV: Yeah. The roles had been re-
versed. Now I was the underdog again.
Only chance to save my title, and probably
my career, was to o lor the win.

PLAYBOY: Did vou really think you'd be able
10 get i?

Kasparov: Of course. I've always said that
il I have one chance out of a million, I will
go for it. And this time, 1 had one
chance—not out of a mllion but mavbe
out of a hundred. Odds like that are good
enough to start the hght. Also. | had a
plan. Karpov thought I would launch a
wild atack like the ones I'd done in our
very hirst match, and he had been able 1o
turn them back because he is such a good
defensive player. But this time, 1 played
very quietly and carefully, working for a
good position without big risks.

Little by liule, his positon got worse. |
overlooked one very good combination,
but Karpov got into terrible ume trouble.
There were many complications, and tme
was running out on his clock. I came o the
adjourned position with an extra pawn. |
studied the position for several hours with
my seconds, went 1o bed at something like
three as., woke up around ten and contin-
ued 1o study. When 1 went back to the hall,
I had conhdence.

PLAYBOY: And vou saw Karpov's eyes.
KASPAROV: Yes. | understood that he was
through. Everyv nme he has had to win a
last game against me, he has not been able
1o do . And every tme, | have won.
PLAYBOY: You say vou've been a fighter
since the age of six, when you began seri-
ous chess. Its a strange way to grow up. In
a way. you had 1o give up vour childhood,
didn't you?

KASPAROV: Yes. | lost the chance for a nor-
mal childhood. Also, my father died when
I was seven, so 1 had 1o do a lot of growing
up on my own. I realized quite young that
everything has a price in life. You have 1o
pay. If you want to become a strong chess
plaver while vou are very young, vou must
pay something, give something up. And
the only treasure vou have when you're
fourteen or fifteen is vour childhood.
PLAYBOY: You have another kind of wreas-
ure today. As a professional, how much do
vou charge to make an appearance? Ru-
mor has it that the fec s at least ten thou-
sand dollars a shot.

KASPAROV: [ prefer not to name a particu-
lar higure here. Lets just say it's negotiable,
It’s reasonably high, but it's negonable.
pLaveoy: Well, then, how much can the
world’s chess champion carn in a vear?
KASPAROV: Things are complicated in the
Soviet Union because the authorities
haven't quite come to grips with profes-
sionalism. But let’s imagine that 1 live
somewhere else and can do anything 1
want. In a normal year, if I spend all my
energy on just carning money and take all
the opportunities, I can earn between four
hundred thousand dollars and half a ml-
lion. In a world-championship year, it is a

lot higher. In the next match, in 1990, T ex-
pect the prize will run around three mil-
lion dollars, with one¢ point eight million
going to the winner. That is to say, 1o me.
PLAYBOY: There are also endorsements.
KASPAROV: Ycs, 1 have endorsed a chess
computer, a soft drink—and there can be
other endorsements, too. 1 am open 1o of-
fers. I will listen.

PLAYBOY: You've become quite a business-
man. Indeed, you shocked the chess estab-
lishment when vou took on a business
manager.

KASPAROV: Not the chess establishment.
The Soviet chess establishment. They
wanted to have everything under their
control, and [ escaped from them. My
manager 1s Andrew Page, an Englishman
who used to be an actor and a race-car
driver. We get on well, and Andrew han-
dles my business matters outside the Soviet
Union. The Soviet chess mafa doesn't like
this, of course. but I have a revolutionary
approach o earnings: 1 believe that a pro-
fessional sportsman should be able o keep
his earnings and not giwe them o some
federation or sports committee. 1 was the
Lirst one to do this. Now other Soviet ath-
letes are beginning o follow in my steps.
Up to now, they have been obliged to turn
everything over to the state and get just a
little stipend in return.

PLAYBOY: You travel quite a bit. Has it ever
crossed your mind not 1o go home? To de-
fect from the Soviet Union?

KASPAROV: No. It's important to live among
vour own people. Of course, 1 could do it
My life would be much easier. 1 am com-
pletely cosmopolitan, so I could live any-
where else. No problem.

PLAYBOY: You are cosmopolitan enough to
have made a splendid adaptation of your
lifestvle 1o the ways of the decadent West.
Garry Kasparoy, the most famous of all So-
viel athletes, rides around Baku in a Mer-
cedes 300SE, wears a gold Rolex, dresses in
Savile Row suits and always has a suite re-
served for him at the St James Club when
he goes 1o London or Paris. Did all these
violations of socialist purity require much
sell-sacrifice on your part?

KASPAROV: Oh, come on. It's not a question
of compromises or socialist purity or any-
thing like that. The point is that there
aren't two different kinds of normal life—
one for here and another for the West. A
life is a life. Theres no difference. Every-
one has the same kind of normal human
aspirations. There may be two political
spheres i the world today, but normal
hifestyle exasts in only one of them—and
that 1s not here in the Soviet Union. Life
here is what I could call a distortion of nor-
mal lile. It's like living in a house of mir-
rors. Well. the only way out 1s 1o smash
those mirrors.

For vears, | had the feeling that some-
thing was wrong around us here in the So-
viet Union: when 1 wraveled in the West,
the feeling only got sironger. 1 am looking
for the same thing that evervone else is: a
norntal life, where a person can live well




PLAYBEBOY

and express himself well. It's very impor-
tant for me to try to bring the normal life
to my people. The daylight. When they see
me in the nice Mercedes that I won after
some very hard chess in Germany, I don't
want them to think I am an exceptional
case. They should understand this as nor-
mal for someone

PLAYBOY: What are the qualities you ad-
mire in men?
KASPAROV: Strength.

Any strength. |

prefer mental to physical, but the most im-
portant is strength of character. Above all,
you have to always fight for your interests.
If you know your goal, you must be ready

cles. It's like the lock and the key, vou know.
They are a good combination. But she
should maintain her independent person
and not disappear inside her man, because
if she does, she can't really support him.
She should maintain her own character.

PLAYBOY: How about women chess plavers?
KASPAROV: Well, in

who earns it. It’s a
kind of preparation
for their thinking.
So, you see, I would
lose one important
thing if [ went to the
West: the stimula-
tion o Improve
things and to hght
for something. [ am
a hghter, and my
greatest fight s
right here in this
country. I am
fighting not only for
chess and for profes-
sionalism but for the
future of my people.
I hope that doesn't
sound pretentious,
but that’s the way it
is.

PLAYBOY: Sometimes
you sound less like a
chess master than
like a politician or a
military leader. Are
these the kinds of
people you admire?
KASPAROV: [ admire
people who have re-
ally changed things,
yes. Sometimes for
entire  populations.
The top example is
probably Caesar. Ev-
eryone knew that
Rome couldn't exist
without the repub-
lic, but he changed
his entire period.
Just one man. And
look at Christ—just
the historical Christ,
forget about any
quest of divinity. It's
incredible what he
did for the minds of
people. He changed
the face of the
earth. “Tivo thousand
years later, we stll | fsn
admire his ideas.
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the past. I have said
that there is real
chess and women's
chess. Some people
dont like to hear
this, but chess does
not fit women prop-
erly. It's a fight, you
know? A big fght.
It's not for women.
Sorry. She's helpless
if she has men’s op-
position. 1 think this
is very simple logic.
It's the logic of a
fighter, a profession-
al fhghter. Women
are weaker fighters.
There is also the
aspect of creativity
in chess. You have to
create new ideas.
That's quite dith-
cult, too. Chess is
the combination of
sport, art and sci-
ence. In all these
fields, vou can see
men’s superiority.
Just compare the
sexes in literature,
In music or in art.
The result is, you
know, obvious. Prob-
ably the answer is in
the genes.
PLAYBOY: Do you re-
alize that you're ex-
pressing a sexist
point of view, and
that Western women
will be enraged by
i?
KASPAROV: Yes, but
I'm not concerned.
I'm sure that women
can do many things
better than men in
many fields. I think
it's wrong to want to
be compared all the
time, to want to be
equal in everything.
Men and women are

United
Schiller Park, IL 60176 . D
Look at Martin

Luther, look at Lenin, even, whether or
not vou agrec with what he did. These
are all people who changed things single-
handediv.

PLAYBOY: How about Napoleon? Keene also
called you the Napoleon of chess.
KASPAROV: Oh, I'm very proud about this
comparison. Napoleon changed a lot. He
did a great job.

to fight for it. You must defend everything
you believe in.

PLAYBOY: And women? What are the quali-
ties you admire in them?

KASPAROV: Very dangerous question.
Whatever you answer, you're sure to make
enemies. | think it's very important for a
woman to help her man reach his goal in
life, to support him when he faces obsta-

difterent.

PLAYBOY: Whatever vour views, have you
encountered a great deal of female admi-
ration during your travels? Women attract-
ed to vou because you're the champion?
KASPAROV: Forget about champion or not
champion. I'm not so bad even without my
title. But maybe the title adds a little supe-
riority. A little tactical advantage.

PLAYBOY: The sexual scene in the US.S.R.
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PLAYBOY

s still quite prudish, isn'vit?

KASPAROV: Sexuality has been repressed.
This part of life was excluded. They used
several weapons. First, there was the eco-
nomic sanction. When you all live together
in a single room, you have no place for inti-
macy. Second, there was the ideological
influence. They told you that the country
had very important goals requiring your
labor and that you had to think only about
the common interest. That's a problem. It
destroys your normal mind.

PLAYBOY: You mean it affected people's sex
drive?

KASPAROV: Yes, I think so. Things are start-
ing to improve now, but still, the country is
so ignorant about sex that there is a big
need for education.

PLAYBOY: Are decent birth-control methods
available in the US.S.R.?7

KASPAROV: No. Theyre available m
Moscow for the highest levels of officials
but not for the ordinary citizens. Anyway,
the official mind is very puritanical. And
the poor quality of our nutrition is a
factor, too. It 1s quite important for women
to try to be pretty, but if you eat this food
from your childhood on, it doesn't help
anything. So there are hardly any ideals,
models they would like 10 try 1o be like. If
there 1s any example at all to follow, it 15
that of Western actresses. But it's just an
impossible goal to look like that.

PLAYBOY: Do Soviet women wish to be liber-
ated? Are they tired of being sex objects?
KASPAROV: But that’s just the problem!
Theyve been liberated for seventy-two
vears, and all they hope for is 1o become sex
objects. It's almost a hundred percent the
opposite of the West. That's why Natalya's
appearance in Playboy was such an event.
PLAYBOY: You seem so passionate about
freedoms in the Soviet Union. What about
China? Could what happened in Tianan-
men Square happen in the Soviet Union?
KASPAROV: It was terrible, terrible what
happened. It's a horror even to think about
such a confrontation here in the Soviet
Union, because it would be the beginning
of civil war. The problem here is that the
central government is losing touch with
the outlying districts, with the suburbs of
the nation. Don't forget: The Soviet Union
consists of many nationaliues and ffteen
national republics. Strong national minds
are waking up. We are beginning a very
dangerous period. And more serious than
anything else is the need for economic re-
form throughout the entire country. Life
in the Soviel Union 1s, for many people, so
poor that there is nothing left to lose.
PLAYBOY: There was a story published
that some forty-three million Soviets were
living on seventy-five rubles a month.
Officially, that 1s equal o approximately a
hundred and fifteen dollars, but in reality,
it’s closer to a quarter of that,

KASPAROV: It’s probably more than forty-
three million people, because you can't
trust Soviet statistics. Thev've been accus-
tomed to distorting the figures for so many
years that they can't even give accurate

ones when they want to. There’s big
inflation now, a huge debt but—more 1m-
portant—no prospect of improving the
financial situation.

PLAYBOY: What's needed? Foreign invest-
ment?

KASPAROV: No. Foreign invesument doesn’t
help, because it will just disappear into this
chaos, like water into sand. Our only real
chance is a true market economy. Unforiu-
nately, the largest sector of our leadership
isn't willing to use the human experience
that is staring them in the face. They
prefer to reinvent the bicycle. They want 1o
improve, but they have only the old meth-
ods, the old ideas. The new mentality
called for by Gorbachey hasn't come into
the minds of our leadership yet. As for the
people, the spirit of the system that they
have had for more than seventy years has
killed their ability to think in a normal way
and work to improve their lives.

PLAYBOY: You, Andrei Sakharov and many
other Soviet imntellectuals often seem to be
skeptical of Gorbachev. Yet he’s probably
the most popular man in the West today.
Why don't you join in the unrestrained
Gorbymania?

“Why don’t we sell
East Germany to
West Germany?
That would be
worth a fortune!”

KASPAROV: Many people in our country
used to admire him, but they admire him
less today, because they're still waiting for
some real changes in their lives, some im-
provement. | think that a lot of his foreign
image is created by the excesses ol Western
propaganda. First you go one way too far,
and then you go the other way too far. In
practice, though, here, where it counts, the
average Soviel person can't see any real
improvement and can't understand how
the government will improve his life.
PLAYBOY: The government says it is in the
process of redefining socialism.

KASPAROV: Yes, but the trouble is, it's tme
to pay up. The bill has arrived. You know,
Soviet people weren't expecting this. They
were living with their illusions in this
house of mirrors. They didn't feel reality.
Now they discover that everything was
wrong, and the government is asking
them, “OK, please help, get to work, do the

job the way it's supposed to be done.”

But those are only slogans. And slogans
don’t work anymore. We must have change,
real change. The system we have now is a
danger not only for the Soviet Union but
for the rest of the world as well. Making
perestrotka work is important for the whole

world. What I am fghting against is the
same all over the world, wherever it hap-
pens to be: It is called evil. Others criticize
elements, like single-party rule, but I go to
the root of the problem. What is wrong is
the system itself.

PLAYBOY: For a Soviet citizen in the public
eye, you have strong, even radical, views
about your political system. Have you ever
thought of going into politics?

KASPAROV: Who knows? In a way, that’s
what I'm doing. 1 feel 1 have a mission to
improve the world, because a change for
the better in the Soviet system is terribly
important for the rest of the world.

I can act because I was born at the right
time and I am free 10 sav these things and
give my example. If a lot of exceptional
people have been silenced and crushed by
the system and one manages to escape, it is
his duty to speak out for the others.

[ can act by helping build new business
relations with the West and by giving my
people a sense of democracy by setting an
example. I'm trying to give them hope,
and pushing them to fight alongside me.
PLAYBOY: Youre sayving things that just a
few years ago would have guaranteed your
arrest—and a seat on the Gulag Express.
KASPAROV: Yes. That’s why 1 say | was very
lucky o have been born at the right mo-
ment. T'he others who tried what I am do-
ing, and suffered and died or were killed,
have prepared the ground for me. | have a
responsibility to our common mission.
PLAYBOY: Unul recently, the inevitable
world-wide triumph of communism was
the official gospel of the Soviet Union and
the Eastern Bloc. Is that idea dead now?
KASPAROV: Of course. It's disappearing in
the foundation of the home that was built
for it, right here. The foundation 1s crack-
ing. And the roof leaks, 1o00.

PLAYBOY: Is there a chance of a muluparty
svstem's coming to the US.S.R.?
KASPAROV: That's the biggest and the last
step- But it's not easy. Perhaps at’'s easier for
the moment to split the party into two
parts, liberal and conservative. A multipar-
ty system won't happen soon, but I don't ex-
clude the possibility.

PLAYBOY: You have the sound of a politi-
cian, but you also seem to be a pretuy fair
businessman. Do you have ideas for future
business projects?

KASPAROV: Sure. In our country, it’s not so
difficult, because all the opportunities are

Just lying there, ready to be picked up. Ev-

erything needs o be done. If vou have
good connections with businessmen in the
West, you can establish the bridge easily
But look out: This is a very special kind of
place 1o do business. I have a friend who
has a computer business in Moscow, a co-
operative company. When he meets new
partners from the West, his first question
to them is, “Have vou read Alice in Wonder-
land?” They will answer ves, then he says,
“Imagine vou are in Wonderland, and we
will start our discussions from there.”
That’s how it is here. But since that is so,



we can juggle all sorts of fantastic and un-
believable ideas. I just had a thought the
other day: Why don't we sell the Kuril Is-
lands 1o the Japanese? Frankly speaking,
I'm not sure that these islands belong 10 us,
and the Japanese, who claim them, would
give us billions and billions of dollars for
them! That would keep us going for may-
be five or ten years. Then we could sell
Mongolia to China and get a few more
vears that way. But the best deal would be
o sell East Germany to West Germany.
That would be worth a fortune—and may-
be we could get even more money from
England and France for not doing the deal!
PLAYBOY: Do you think that the Soviet
Union and America can eventually come
to some sort of understanding about coex-
isting peacefully?

KASPAROV: I hope so, but [ think it's a long,
long road. Our country isn't ready to be a
real partner in world cooperation. It’s too
old fashioned and slow, 100 sleepy and too
jealous of the West. It's been more than
seventy vears of the wrong direction, you
know. You can't just change your identity
like jumping off a wall.

PLAYBOY: Is it safe for the West to disarm?
KASPARGV: I'm not sure. I'm not sure at all.
I think the West should be quite careful.
They have to remember that many people
in the Communist countries have woken
up and believe in Western values—but on
the other hand, the system has not been
destroyed here. The bureaucracy has in-
credible power. The miliary is still on
the wop, and they represent the danger
for the rest of the world. Many elements of
the system are ready to start any adven-
ture, if they feel it is in their self-interest.
PLAYBOY: Did anyone in the Soviet Union
ever seriously believe that the West wanted
to mvade their country?

KASPAROV: Well, many people still believe
it. It's an absolutely crazy idea, but they be-
lieve it because of propaganda. Though 10
prove how crazy this idea is, you have only
to compare the standards of living in the
USS.R. and America. Why would the
country with such a good life want to in-
vade anyone else?

PLAYBOY: We've already spoken of politics.
cconomics and nationalities. Are there
problems with the environment and pollu-
tion in the Soviet Union as well?
KASPAROV: Pollution is not just a bad prob-
lem—it is the worst possible problem. We
have already spoiled millions of square
kilometers in our country. It is worse than
terrible, because it was predicted. People
knew about it and many spoke about it.
They asked the government 10 stop and
they agreed. But nothing happened. They
don't care about our future, about our chil-
dren or grandchildren. And now, on top of
the Chernobyl disaster; we have polluted
the Black Sea, the Aral Sea and the Sea of
Azov. Even the Caspian is in trouble now:
The system doesn't take responsibility for
the future. It just lives day to day, and mat-
ters get worse.

PLAYBOY: What about your own future?

There are always matches and tourna-
ments and “simuls,” of course, but what
other projects are you working on?
KASPAROV: One of the most important is
my chess university. I am setting it up in
Palma de Mallorca, in the Balearic Islands,
with the cooperaton of the Spanish au-
thorities. The aim is to collect talented
players, from the ages of ten to sixteen,
from all around the world and give them
the best coaching and knowledge possible.
The hrst session begins next February. We
have the building already, and we are
working on multinational sponsorship to
keep the costs to the students down.
PLAYBOY: This is another part of vour
wider plan—for the promotion and inter-
nationalization of chess. Bobby Fischer
had a lot of the same ideas that you do
about professionalism in chess.
KASPAROV: Yes. Fischer pointed the way
and I am continuing his idea. Mavbe it was
oo early to improve the image of chess in
his time, in the early Seventies. But these
are new times, and it's important to popu-
larize the image of chess, 1o show it 1o the
public for what it is: pure combat.

We could have multinational team com-

“The most important
right of any
mdividual is

free choice. And
that’s what I'm

fighting for with
our athletes.”

petitions, for example. We could mix the
plavers up, so that one team wouldn't be all
Americans, another all Soviet, and so
forth. You could have ten, twelve teams
consisting ol, say, six players each and then
go on tour with them and play for money
from sponsors.

PLAYBOY: So there could be an 1BM team, a
Budweiser team and a Schweppes team?
KASPAROV: Sure. Why not? There's also ac-
tive chess—twenty-five minutes total per
player, using computer technology to teach
the game to the public, with good com-
mentators describing the games and mak-
mg jokes to the public over headphones.
It's quite impressive, you know, because the
fighting spirit of the games really comes
through. Things like this have changed a
lot of people’s minds about chess. I've even
played chess in a London disco with

Aashing lights all around me, Why not? 1f

that gets people interested in the game, I'l]
do that and more.

PLAYBOY: Garry, we have to say it: You're a
born capitalist.

KASPAROV: Yeah, maybe, but 1 don't think
this sort of thing belongs exclusively to

capitalism. It’s just human nature. The
market place.

PLAYBOY: Your ideas are spreading to other
sports and other Soviet sportsmen and
sportswomen, aren't they?

KASPAROV: Yes. Soviet athletes were always
vassals to the Soviet sports establishment.
They played where and when the estab-
lishment said they should, and the money
they earned was paid directly back into the
establishment. I started my fight not for
chess players but for Soviet sportsmen in
general.

1 was the first Soviet sportsman who
publicly announced that he was breaking
away from this establishment and de-
manded professional status for Soviet
sports. They didn't like that. Some high
officials wrote a big complaint about me to
the Central Committee, predicting that if
things continued as they were going, Kas-
parov would probably be selling Soviet
sportsmen off in the future. Today, I'm
very happy that I was able o turn this fear
into reality.

PLAYBOY: You mean you are selling off oth-
er Soviet athletes? You mean as some kind
of middleman?

KASPAROV: No, I don't get involved like
that. But when they come to me for
advice, I can give them good information,
because 1 know the West well and have
lots of contacts. I can help them find
managers, for example.

Now, our two best tennis players, Andrei
Chesnokov and Natalya Zvereva, have
signed up with ProServe, and Slava Fetisov,
who was the captain of our national hockey
team, has signed 1o play for the New Jersey
Devils. More will come. I remember my
discussion with Lou Lamoriello, the gener-
al manager of the Devils, when I went o
his office and spoke with him about this.
He didn't quite understand why I was
fighting for Fetisov. I said it was because 1
had a very special political reason. 1 wasn’t
getting any money from the deal, but [ was
working on the opportunity for Slava and
others to leave the country and be free.
When somebody famous like him leaves
the system and everybody sees it happen-
ing, it helps destroy the Soviet mentality of
the closed circle.

The most important right of any indi-
vidual 1s free choice. And that’s what I'm
fighting for with our athletes. All sports in
the Soviet Union were completely domi-
nated by political life and this is absolutely
fundamental to the nature of things in the
Soviet Union. And I'm afraid that the
conflict between the system and the talent-
ed individual is as vet unresolved.
PLAYBOY: So the game of chess really isn't
all there is to Garry Kasparov, is it? Chess is
finally just an instrument, a weapon for
you to use in your broader hight for democ-
racy and human rights, for what you call a
normal life.

KASPAROV: Absolutely! Now you have un-
derstood me.
B






The Hit on
Jimmy Hoffa

THE MOST NOTORIOUS,
UNSOLVED CRIME OF THE
SEVENTIES, EXPLAINED

e Who killed Jimmy Hoffa?

e Why was he killed?

» How was he lured to his death?
e Where was his body buried?

Il][l‘()dllct.i( m: Donald Frankos—~Federally protect
e witness #38995066—has spent the past 30 years bounc-
ing in and out of the New York State prison system on a
succession of charges: drug running, aggravated assaull,
grand larceny, contract murder. His criminal career—on the
streel and in prison—has brought lim inlo contaet with the
most notorious Mobsters of our time: Anthony “Fal Tony”
Salerno, Joseph “Crazy Joe” Gallo and John Gotti. These Mob
ties, along with his carcer in organized crime, have made
Frankos, a.k.a. Tony the Greek, a prized source of information
on the undevworld. Frankos has stories to lell, and the Gov-
ernment has been eager to histen. His most spectacular revela-
tions deal with the July 30, 1975, disappearance of former
Teamsiers leader Jimmy Hoffa, a crime that remains unsolved.
Frankos, who claims to have been part of the it team assem-
bled to carry out the killing, re-creates Hoffa’s death, dismenm-

berment and burial in this exclusive account for Playboy.

rLAvBov: You claim to have participated m the most notori-
ous crime of the Seventies: the killing of Jimmy Holfa. Tell
us about it

rrankos: In 1973, 1 had crap games on two floors of

the Hotel Wilson, on Fifty-eighth Street in New York.
I was sitting in the lobby around four o'clock in the
morning, when John Sullivan—Fat ‘Tony Salerno’s
main hitter—told me Fat Tony wanted to meet me. 1
went up the following day to see him with Sally
Bugs [Briguglio], a soldier in the Genovese crime family.
We got in John Sullivans Mercedes and we drove up

ILLUSTRATION BY GARY KELLEY
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Hoffa Goes Deep

according to frankos, the body lies under the meadowlands
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Jimmy Hoffa’s body is buried
near section 107 of Giants Sta-

dium, Frankos says. Asked to

mark the spot on a seating

chart, he gave a grim laugh
and said, “X to mark the spot,
and O to show where me and
Joe Sullivan was sitting, just like
in football.” Frankos says that
Sullivan hid the dismembered
body in an oil drum and drove

W3l ¥3ddn

it from a safe house in Mt

Clemens, Michigan, to the
Meadowlands, then under con-
struction. He was shown the
burial location by Sullivan while

attending a 1981 Giants game
at which they toasted Hoffa.

UPPER TIER



Phone Call from a Hitter

Playboy receives more than its share
of crank phone calls—everything
from wransvestites who claim to have
slept with Mike Tyson to pot-smoking
pals of Dan Quavle. Nearly all can be
cdismissed as liars or lunatics after a
few minutes’ questioning. So
when a  husky-voiced man
identifying himself only as
“D.E” telephoned our offices
last February and offered us
the true story of the death
and burial of leamsters boss
James R. Hoffa, we were skep-
tical. Others had been down
that path before us.

In 1975, Michigans auor-
ney general, trailed by a co-
hort of police and press, took
a backhoe to a 40-acre held
near Detroit after a Senate-
subcommittee witness desig-
nated that as the burial spot.
CBS news paid 510,000 to a
would-be Hoffa upster who
turned out to have nothing to
sell, but he did try to make off
with the cash. Tlen years afi-
er Holla's disappearance in
1975, the FBI sull was receiv-
ing calls about once a month,
usually from mmates hoping
to broker their information
tor reduced prison sentences.
None of the leads ever panned out.
Where Hoffa informants (especially
the incarcerated variety) are con-
cerned, extra caution is clearly war-
ranted.

From the start, however, D.Es com-
mand of a vast array of names, dates
and details set him apart from the av-
erage caller. Our hrst step toward
verification of his story was a phone
call to private investigator Lake
Headlev of Wysocki & Associates in
Las Vegas. Nevada. Headley has been
called in on many celebrated cases, in-
cluding the 1987 “sex for secrets” trial
of Marine Sergeant Clayton Lonetree,
who was accused of giving the Soviets
access to the U.S. embassy in Moscow.
Headley. who also has knowledge
of Mob enterprises, agreed to probe
further.

The story that emerged was this:
D.E—Donald *“lony the Greek”
-Frankos—was a Federally protected
witness who had turned state’s evi-

dence in 1985 when he tipped off

tracking down a killer story

Federal officials that contract killings
were being planned against Assistant
US. Auorney Alan Cohen, DEA
agent John Delmore and U.S. District
Court Judge Vincem Broderick. The
killings were 1o be carried out by

In a rare phato possed from his lawyer to Playboy, Donald
“Tony the Greek" Frankos shows off the prison cell offord-
ed him os o member of the witness-protection progrom.

Jimmy Coonan, a longtime criminal
associate of Frankos and the head of
the Wesues, a notorious band of Irish
Mobsters that operates on New York’s
West Side. Frankos said he was re-
corded in prison discussmg the his
with Albanian drug lord Xhevedet
Lika—the target ol investigations by
Cohen and Delmore. Confronted with
the tape recording, Frankos was co-
erced into providing mformation; in
return, the Justice Department prom-
ised 10 reduce his prison sentence,
which is 25 years 1o hfe for the killing
of Clarence Jones, a Bronx drug dealer.

Frankos says that once he “rolled
over,” other Government informants
told Federal agents that he had been
involved in the Holfa murder, and a
long series of debriehngs and lie-de-
tector tests ensued. Throughout this
process, Frankos was guarded in the
imformation he handed over, for fear
that the Government would renege on
its promises to him. His fears were

well founded: The promised sentence
reduction failed to come through,
and at one point, he was returned to
Attica Prison in Upstate New York,
where he sustained a near-fatal artack
by associates of criminals he was turn-
ing over to law-enforcement
agencies. Frankos decided to
seek redress for these wrongs
in the press, dangling Hoffa
stories as bait.

Judging the reliability of in-
formation from such a source
15 fraught with difhculties.
Frankos' long and grisly list
of convictions—he was de-
scribed as “a violent fuck” by a
New York City police ser-
geant—includes such crimes
as robbery, perjury, grand
larceny, menacing, possession
of a dangerous weapon,
forcible theft with a deadly
weapon, murder, assault and
manslaughter.  Supplement
that résumé with Frankos'
own vivid descriptions of his
participation in various be-
headings, disembowelments,
point-blank  shootings and
clandestine burials, and you
have a disturbing contradic-
tion on your hands: Frankos is
a credible witness on Hofla's
death precisely because he has lived
his life amid a treacherous band of
killers.

Earlv on in our association with
Frankos, we submitted key portions of
our mnterview with him to C. R. Mc-
Quiston, the acknowledged dean of
voice-stress analysis. McQuiston uses
a computer to break down voice pat-
terns to determine the truth or falsity
of a person’s statements. Although he
claims a 70 percent accuracy rate, his
test is still considered inadmissible ev-
idence in court. In any case, he found
Frankos™ confessions 1o be “free of
mendacious stress” on the whole, indi-
cating that Frankos believed the story
he was telling. While that was far
from positive proof, it was, at least, a
start. :

The Government’s protectiveness
of Frankos is another sign of his im-
portance as a witness; the Justice De-
partment i1s going to extraordinary
lengths to ensure that he survives
his term in prison, and with good

(concluded on page 162)
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to a Hundred and Fificenth Street between First and Sec-
ond Avenue to his social club—it was like an office where
he done all of his criminal enterprises.

Fat Tony was sitting in the kitchen there. He was a httle
squat guy with a cigar sticking out of his mouth; he had a
grufly voice and he vibrated authority. John Sullivan intro-
duced me. Fat Tony got up behind the table he was sitting
at and he came and he kissed me. You know, them Maha
kisses. And he says, I heard a lot of good stories about you
and oo bad you're only half-Italian, because 1 would like
you Lo stay with my crew.

We sit down and we start talking and he says, | need you
and John for a very important hit that’s coming up very
shortly. This hit concerns a guy thai'’s doing time in the
Federal system. He done some bad things and we're look-
ing to kill him. The hit wont be going into effect right
away, but Fat Tony just wanted to keep me and John Sulh-
van on hold.
rLavsoy: You had already done hits for Salerno?
rrankos: I'd done about four hits that he knew about, but
he never gave me the orders. The orders came from one of
his captains in his crime family.
rravsoy: How long had Salerno known Sullivan?

Frankos: John Sullivan was doing business with Fat Tony
Salerno since the Sixties. Fat Tony needed 1rish guys to run
the West Side, because they were already involved in cor-
ruption there. Without these Irvish guys, Fat Tony couldn't
operate. They were vicious killers. They didn't use no
diplomcy.

PLAYBOY: SO you guys weren't strangers?

rrankos: They knew we were all right. In this criminal en-
terprise, everybody knows c¢ach other, but you don't neces-
sarily have 1o meet them. Thev hear about you. You could
become a legend overnight if vou do a big hit. Then, when
you do meet, it’s like you know each other for years.

They knew we were free-lance hitters. We worked for

the Israch Mob, we worked for the Albamans, we worked
for the Greeks, we worked for the Nalians' organized-
crime families and we worked for the Irish. And we done
some work with the Puerto Rican Mobsters. We free-
lanced out to them.
rLavBoY: What did Fat Tony tell you about the hit?
Frankos: He didn't go into details to me, but he told me
that there was going to be a hit on a guy in Lewisburg, the
Federal penitentiary. And that he was going to supply the
pistols and the silencers, and he knew that we used meat
cleavers and buzz saws to chop up the body.
rLavsoy: Buzz saws?
Frankos: Like you use to cut down trees. You plug them in
or you can use them on batteries. That was our forte at the
time. 1 was involved in a couple of them—I chopped up a
couple bodies, OK?

Belore we left there, Fat Tony says the hit will earn us
anywhere from one hundred thousand 0 two hundred
thousand; a very important hit. They need two good hit-
ters.on this hit, OK? But he’s going to keep us on hold be-
cause this guy’s up for parcle soon: he didn’t menton the
name right there and then. This guy's up for parole very
shortly and if he does come out, that's when we're going to
go and do the work on him. But unul then, stay loose and
when this guy comes out, then you do your work. Before 1
left, he gave me five thousand dollars in hundred-dollar
bills, for coming out of prison, and I thanked him for

A MOMENT OF MURDER. According to Fronkos, Hoffa was
killed by two hired gunmen in o Mafia safe house near Detroit.
We asked two artists to try to caplure the look and feel of the
murder scene. On page 74, Gary Kelley depicts Hoffa’s final mo-
ment of reolization and dread; on these pages, Kinuko Y. Craft
imagines the way it was when the killers fired the fatal shots.

ILLUSTRATICN BY KINUKO Y. CRAFT
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that. He kissed me and 1 got back into
the Mercedes and we drove back down-
town.

As we were going downtown, John Sul-
livan mentioned to me that the hit would
be going like this: ‘Tony Provenzano, who
was in charge of the Local 560 Truckers’
Union in Jersey, was one of the most pow-
erful union delegates at that time. But he
was also a captain in the Genovese crime
family. Tony Pro was doing ume with
Jimmy Hoffa in Lewisburg Penitentiary.
They had a discussion in the vard. Jimmy
Hofta says, When [ come out. I wani to
go back as a leader of the unions. Tony
Pro says, No, we got our man in there
right now, so you just step down. You're
too hot. They had a big argument, and
Jimmy Hoffa told him, I'll go o the
grand jury and I'll expose you and Fat
Tony Salerno and I'm going to tell them
how you were shaking down our unions
and taking money from our umon funds
to open up criminal enterprises and busi-
nesses on your own. And Jimmy Hoffa
smacks Tony Pro in the cye.

Tony Pro got a visit from his brother
Nunzio Provenzano, who was also a cap-
tain in the Genovese organized-crime
family. Tony Pro told him, Jimmy Hoffa'’s
gonna turn on us, and not only that, he
smacked me in the vard in front of a cou-
ple inmates. [ want this guy hit. But Hof-
fa has a rabbi [criminal mentor] in
Detroit named “Tony Giacalone. Tony Pro
always referred 1o Giacalone as that piece
of shit. One particular time, he men-
tioned, This Giacalone is fuckin' every-
bodyv’s wives.
rLaYBOv: He didn't approve?

FraNkKos: Tony Pro was an old-time Mus-
tache Pete, and Mustache Petes dom't care
for that. They have, like, a little honor
amongst themselves. 1 tell you. organ-
ized-crime figures are more honorable
than the Feds.

rLAYBOYV: How so?

FRANKOS: I've seen two faces of evil. I've
seen organized crime on all levels. I've
seen Albanian wise guys—a wise guy in
criminal terminology is a person in or-
ganized crime. I've seen Greek wise guys.
I've seen [talian, Colombian, Israeli and
Puerto Rican wise guys. And you take all
those crews and put them together and
in their little pinkie, they got more honor
than the entire Justice Department. If |
wanted to pick between orgamzed crime
and the Feds, as far as honorability and
integrity go. [ would go with organized
crime. You can deal with them better, and
they'll tell it like it is.

rLAvROY: How was the Hoffa hit planned?
Frankos: In the late part of 1973, 1 was
bringing Jimmy Coonan’s wife, Edna, up
to see him in Sing Sing. And John told
me to tell [immy about the work he got 1o
do and he can make himself hity thou-
sand dollars on this hit when he comes
out. So | took this message up o Jimmy

Coonan and I told him the circumstances
and how the hit 1s going to go down and
who was going to get killed . . . Jimmy
Hofla. OK?

Now, belore all this materialized, in
January 1974, 1 got arrested with a con-
cealed 357 Magnum that I used to keep
on my possession on the floor of my crap
game at the Hotel Wilson, in case any-
body tried 1o take off these business guys
that came 1o gamble. A precnct that we
weren't paying off ended up busting me
and another guy with the pistols. 1 had to
go to court. Even though John Sullivan
had this particular judge m his pocket,
the judge savs no, | have to do some time.
John was trying to get me a light sentence
so I could be out there for that hit. But
they ended up giving me wo and a half
to five in January 1974.
rLavsov: Where were you doing time?
rrankos: At that time, I was in The
Tombs. That’s the house of detention in
Manhattan, One Hundred Center Street.
Now, they told me Jimmy Coonan’s com-
ing out very shortly and the hit will be
soon as this Coonan comes out and soon
as this other guy comes out. We found
out he's due to make parole in the sum-
mer of 1975.
rLAYBOY: We heard you mention that date
on the tapes you gave us. It's a matter of
public record that Jimmy Hofla was
paroled by Richard Nixon in December
1971. Your date is off by four years,
Frankos: | would have looked all these
dates up if I was bullshitting you, you
know? I'm not here to ask Tony Salerno
no questions. My job is to do the hit and
get the fuck out. 1 just got the dates
wrong. Fat Tony said we want this guy hit
very soon. We'll let vou know when to hit
him.
pLAVBOY: There was talk that Gerald Ford
was getting ready to give Hoffa a full par-
don in 1975, which would have nullified
the conditions Nixon put on him when he
was released in 1971, It would have al-
lowed him o run for Teamsters’ Union
president again.
rrankos: OK. That's got 1o be it. That's
what Salerno was trying to tell me. I'm
going back hfteen years now. Everything
I'm telling you is by memory:. It’s not what
1 have read or what I was wld. Every-
thing comes out of my memory. The only
thing I'm sure of is the killing. Believe
me. I remember.
rLavBOY: Go ahead with your story.
Frankos: Now, in the meantime, I get sent
up to Dannemora. They put me right
next to Joe “Mad Dog” Sullivan and 1 ex-
plained the whole situation to him.
rraveoy: Is he related o John Sullivan?
Frankos: No. No relation. Just the same
name. They were close friends. Now, 1
wld Joe, When are you coming out? He
says, I'm coming out December 1975, [
says, [T this hit don't come down, if T get
out afterward, I'll tell John to take you on

this Jimmy Hoffa hit with them. He savs,
That sounds good to me. Now, me and
Joe Sullivan, we were going to testity for
Jerry “The Jew” Rosenberg—the famous

Jailhouse lawyer—concerning something

that happened to him n the county jail.
pLavBOY: How did vou know Rosenberg?
FrRaNKOS: In 1963, 1 was at Sing Sing, tak-
ing books and magazines over w the
death house. That’s when 1 first met him
and his codefendant, Anthony Portelli. 1
used 1o go by their cells and shoot the
breeze with them.

rLaveov: Go on with the Hoffa story:
rrankos: They brought us down to the
Federal institution on West Street, and
that's when Coonan and John Sullivan
came 1o visit me and Joe Sullivan. And
they were telling us how to kill this guy
and how much money we got. They were
putting money on the books for us and
they were bringing us packages and they
were giving the correction officers down
there money so they could supply us with
booze and cocaime and whatever we
needed. We lived comfortably down in
prison there.

Around the late part of July 1975—1I'm
not sure of the date—John came up w
see me with Jimmy Coonan and his
brother Jackie. And they told me on the
visit that they were going 10 go up to
Michigan and they were going to take
care of Hoffa. They made an agreement
for the contract o be for two hundred
thousand dollars. And since you're not
out, we're going to give you a little per-
centage of the money. Then they asked
me when Joe Sullivan’s coming out. 1 told
them n December. They sad, Tell him
we're going to take care of him with some
money and we're going to go ahead with
the hit.
rLaYBOY: Let's go back a bit. How did you
get your introduction to Salerno?
FRANKOS: In 1972, 1 came out of Dan-
nemora prison, in New York, with Crazy
Joe Gallo. I met Crazy Joe on the strects
originally, ‘cause he used to have all the
baboot games and he ran all them bust-
out joints on Eighth Avenue in the Twen-
ties. 1 was shaking down a couple Grecks
down there that I knew. . . you know, in a
nice way. Ali Baba—bhe was Joe Gallo's
right-hand man—told me, Leave them
alone, because 1 got Joe Gallo with me,
and I says, Fuck you and fuck Joe. 1 was
at them stages that 1 didn’t care about
who the wise guy was. When he went to
Auburn in the late Sixties, Joe Gallo
locked by me for about eighteen months.
1 got very close to him. I taught him how
to play bridge. He was lambovant, a fab-
ulous dresser. Even in prison, he was im-
maculate. His handkerchief had to
match his pants and all that.

So when I came out, him and Carmine
Tramunti, the boss of the Lucchese crime
family, sent me to work for Vincent

(continued on page 163)



“OK, you can stop now. We got the landing gear douwn.”
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knots landing’s miss mills in the age of aquarius

BEFORE SHE was the witch goddess of Knots Landing, she was a sweet-as-honey blonde in photographer
Earle Doud’s studio, a brownstone in Manhattan. In the streets, flower children marched as the Age of
Aquarius dawned. In Doud’s studio, Donna Mills let her hair down. The Chicago-born actress had
landed a small part on Broadway, as a sultan’s wife in Woody Allen's Don't Drink the Waler, in late 1966,
about the time these pictures were taken. “She was dating a friend of mine,” Doud recalls, “and we
became close. She was funny, vivacious, talented and, of course, one of the most beautiful women I had
ever seen.” He remembers the time they
were playing charades with a group of
friends on Fire Island. When it was Don-
na’s turn, she left the room. “Next thing we
knew, she was yelling and pounding on the
glass front door. No one could figure out
her clue—Knock on Any Door:—so we
gave up. Only then did we realize she was
pounding on the door because she had
locked herself out!” Doud admits that he
was a bit in awe of Donna's beauty. “But
when I asked her if she'd like to do some
pictures, she agreed.” Her most striking
features, then as now, are what Doud
calls “those very large, gorgeous, wide-
open eyes. They are so large and hyp-
notic they made it easy to focus the
camera,” he says, laughing. “I did not pho-
tograph her in a leering manner. I treated her with the respect she deserved.” Shortly after the Donna
shooting, Doud stopped working as a photographer (he is now a successful comedy writer whose credits
include 17 comedy albums)—partly because he was tired of the grind but also because his new wife
wasn't tickled about his taking pictures of nude women. He put his negatives in a file cabinet and forgot
about them. His soon-to-be-famous subject went on to stardom in soap opera (Love Is a Many-Splen-

dored Thing), movies (Play Misty for Me)—and, since 1980, Knots Landing. Still a fan, Doud has finally

When Donna Mills posed for Earle Doud, she had her eyes on stardom, but it would be 13
years before she'd become famous as Abby Cunningham, naughty lady of Knots Landing.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY EARLE DOUD






decided these photos
should be published—
as, he savs, a tnbute 1o
Donna’s umeless beauty.
Last season was Donna’s
swan song as the blue-
eyed meanie of Knois
Landing. “1 had been
playing Abby for nine
seasons. . . . It was just
time to let her go and say
goodbve,” she told TV
Guide. But Abby was
plenty nice to Donna
Mills. She made her a
prime-time star. Which
may explain Donna's
warm feelings for the
character. Tivo years ago,
she told Playboy that she
psyched up for business
meetings by asking her-
self, “What would Abby

do?" Two decades ago,

posing for Doud, she

might have looked in the
mirror and asked, “What
will Donna do?” The an-
swer, for Donna as for
Abby: Just what she wants.
Now Donna has her eyes
on “new projects.” There
will be movies, guest
shots, maybe a sequel 1o
the make-up video in
which she shows Abby
fans how to make their
eyes look evilly good, but
no more unforgettable
images of a young Donna

letting her hair down.

“Donna was totally
aware of herself as a
woman,” says Doud,
“but didn't flaunt her
beauty. There was a
lovely modesty to her.”
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she was perfect.

i was numbstruck.
for her, i did

the ultimate

fiction By Dan Thrapp

sHE caMe from some tribe in the farout. At first, she was
plain as june pie, her teeth crooked, hair dull, face freck-
led and homely. No one gave her a second look. Then she
went off 1o the dinic and got everything fixed. They
shortened her nose and straightened her teeth and
pointed her chin. They trimmed her eyes and widened
her mouth. They reset her eves and dved them the color
of sunlit emeralds. They plenished and brightened her
hair. They carbo-rinsed her skin and tinted 1t dusky rose.
They stretched her neck and squared her shoulders and
lengthened her legs. They narrowed her waist and ta-
pered her hips to match. They tucked her in and filled
her out and rounded her off in all the right places.

1 got my first look at her down at the Jeet Jet. And my
first thought was that someone had mind-tapped me
while [ slept. She was that beautiful, that perfect, that
close to just what I'd always dreamed about. | was numb-
struck by her sheer physical presence. Overcome with
longing, obsessed with desire.

Unfortunately, every jellyhead in the quad felt the
same way. She was surrounded by them. all honking and
billowing, and all the gatties were bunched up on the oth-
er side, jealous as gilbirds. It was embarrassing. But she
didn’t even seem to notice. She had this strange, haughty
look in her eyes, the look of the farout, like the horizon
was miles away, the rest of us just smudges on the monnie
screen, while she was the only thing real around. It drove
me bonk, watching her green cat’s eyes licking everyone
so coolly.

She wouldn't ignore me, though, that's what [ deuced.
Maybe 1 was still only a third soat, but I was first in my
class and studying my brain off, working my body to a
fraz to be ready to pass my tests. I could run like a wild
yew and slam-dunk on a 12-foot hoop. I could score in
the 80s at hogampick whenever [ felt like it. I could mult-
ply up to nine times nine in my head. I had good posture,
a decent physique, a manly mug and healthy hair. I was
better than middling in nearly every category. There was

ILLUSTRATION BY PATER SATO
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no reason I could think of she shouldn't
like me.

But every time I made my fiddle, she
turned me down bone flat. I was no bet-
ter than any of the others. Worse, it
seemed. She paid more lollipop to Bello,
a simp nik kept for no more purpose
than to meet quotas. The guy was a
scrawn, a lout. A turdvender, we all
agreed. It was pure demoralizing, and
after that night, most of the lops were
ready to squid, but I wouldnt give up. I
was so lovesick it was pitiful. In my day-
dreams, I cobbed everything I owned,
over and over, just for one glance of favor
from her.

So every night, I hung out at the Jeet
Jet and all the other joints, just to see her.
Everything else in my life slogged 1o a
standstill while I pined and mooned. I
knew I should do something, get over it,
but nothing mattered anymore. Every
day, I lolled in my cube, staring at the
monnie.

Finally, one afternoon, I had the
switcher set on half-second spans, which
made the pics kaleid in total confusion,
which was sort of appealing to my state
of mind. I was lying there vedged,
mezzed by it all, but then I thought I saw
something. Then [ thought I saw 1t
again. Then | did. The same pic was
flashing every ten seconds. Then every
five. Then on every channel, there it was,
the same pic, the same great, golden im-
age of a huge golden pyramid, swelling
bigger, filling the screen, until it burst
like a sun, the fragments spinning into
space, then collapsing again to form
these words: TIME FOR A REAL CHANGE IN
YOUR LIFE? DONT WAIT TILL ITS TOO LATE. TAP
YOUR ANALYZER TODAY.

At first I thought I really had tranced
out, or else the Big Chum Himself was
sending me a sign. Analyzers were only
for niks with flat brain waves, I'd always
thought, or lops ready to tap out. Besides,
they cost a lot of scat, a week’s wages at
least. But by then, I was desperate
enough to try anything.

So 1 tapped in to the South District
Chinic, told the receiver at the other end
that [ had a very personal problem.

Lovesick, huh, she thought back. You'l
want a private session. Tomorrow. Three
sharp.

The South District Clinic was on the
far south side, upriver. 1 rode the early
camcar, sharing a compartment with base
niks and unsingled meterclowns. Which
put me in 2 more pudley mood than ever.
But the desert was a gorgeous violet
green at that hour, and as we came down,
the clinic’s giant signs rose up, gishing
their bright, neon encouragement: TROU-
BLE IN YOUR LIFE? NO MONEY. FRIENDS OR LOVE?
FINANCIAL, SOCIAL AND PERSONAL ADVICE.

THE ANALYZER IS ALWAYS IN, ALWAYS READY TO
HELP.

Besides two hundred thou, the private
session cost me a two-hour wait. Finally,
though, I was let into a room shaped like
a giant megaphone. The Analyzer cov-
ered the flat, round wall at the large end.
At the opposite end, under an amber
spot, was a single chrome-plated stool.
The face of the Analyzer was black at
first. Then it started to glow, bluer and
bluer.

“Please be seated,” it commanded.

I've heard vou can read an Analyzer’s
face. Every change supposedly means
something. But I didn't have a clue. The
face went from blue to green, and sparks
of vermilion began piercing it all along
one side. Then it went rosy yellow, and
blue Howers began to explode across the
whole surface, until it was all blue again
with just a few jets of chartreuse bursting
slowly now and then across the pixels in
the lower left. By the time I'd unwound
my yarn of woe, the face had become
almost entirely white with lines of black
undulating across it. Only toward the
bottom was there still a shadow of blue,
which made the face seem curved inward
there.

“So,” I said, “why can't she love me?"

The black lines got thick and went
choppy like waves. Then they grew thin-
ner again and then broke and wiggled
like snakes. The snakes spun, caiching
their own tails and filing 1n until they
were solid dots of copper blue. Then the
blue dots expanded, refilling the Analyz-
er’s face.

“She is enhanced. And vou aren't>”

“Right.”

“What does that suggest?”

At first, I cobbed a blank. Then, sud-
denly, I understood. A shiver giddied
down my spine.

“Enhancement? You mean for me?”

“Why not?” said the Analyzer.

The idea intrigued, but [ had two good
reasons why not. First, enhancement, as
everyone knew, cost a todkin’s ransom. If
you didn't have the scat, you needed a
sponsor. 1 didn't have either. Also, my
credit line had never been very long, and
recently, due to all the gussy that comes
with advancement—uniforms, gifts, and
so on—it had grown much shorter.

My second reason was even better. The
pain. They can’t tap you out when they
do it. Even minor enhancement was sup-
posed to be excruciating. Skeletal re-for-
mation was said to feel like being run
over by a scocam at full toggle. I'd heard
the skin-purging, muscle-rebuilding se-
quence made strong niks wimp and
swear they were being flayed by a million
robotic ants. On the other hand, she had
gone through it. And I didn't want to

seem like a fraidy nik.

“Are we talking total enhancement®” |
said, crossing my hands and folding my
legs, trying to lump myself casually.

“Not merely total enhancement,” said
the Analyzer, with shiny yellow suffusing
the blue. “Observe the micro-monitor.”

A silver-hooded micro-monnie sphere
bobbed up in front of me. It blinked
once, as if clearing its vision. Then its lids
opened full wide and neon letters rose
out of the dark, liquid interior and club-
bied themselves into these words:

ULTRA-ENHANCEMENT
LULTRA-INCREDIBLE
BECOME THE DREAM—EASY TERMS—LIT-
TLE OR NOTHING DOWN

A question mark swam out of the
depths and gobbled up the letters. Then,
bloated up like a fAgfish, it broke into
three separate parts, which reformed in-
to three smaller g-marks, which climbed
one on top of the other to form a column.
In front of each one appeared a word:

WHAT?
WHEN?
HOW:

The wuar: peeled off and flew away,
and in its place appeared: you NAME IT!
The wnen: bligged off next, to be re-
placed by wHENEVER vou wanT Then
those two answers both faded out and the
How: grew brighter, bulging out onto the
surface of the monitor. More words
emerged and floated toward the surface.
The How: seemed to float off the screen
into mid-air, and then—the u and the w
Aapping like wings—it bligged off. In its
place on the surface, in crisp, brilliantly
golden, extra-bold letters were the
words:

DR. SPINTHER'S NEW. IMPROVED ULTRA-
ENHANCEMENT PROCESS!

This, too, seemed to rise from the sur-
face of the monnie’s big dark eye, but it
hovered in front of me, while on the eye
appeared:

ALL IN ONE, ALL AT ONCE—SPECIAL
TREATMENT

NO WAITING—SATISFACTION GUARAN-
TEED

“Well?” said the Analyzer. The blue
field grew brighter in the center, produc-
ing a sort of expectant, hemispherical
impression. “We can arrange to admit
you immediately.”

“That’s swell,” I said. But I felt as if the
megaphone room were getting even
smaller at my end. “What's the exact and
unvarnished cost, though?”

The Analyzer seemed to frown. But

(continued on page 194)
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when it comes fo enfertainment
who says you can't take it with you?

modern living

By JONATHAN TAKIFF

“GOOD AFTERNOON, ladies and gentlemen,
and welcome aboard our nonstop flight to
Dallas, with connecting service to Hono-
ladu. This afternoon, we're pleased to be
showing two films on board: ‘Revenge of
the Nerds, Part Four, edited for flight, and
a delightful nature short on olters. If you'd
like to rent a headsel, the charge. . . .”

[ memtally clicked off the pitch and
reached into my travel bag. With one
hand, I extracted my very own audio-
visual entertainment system, a three-
pound bullcr}-'—()pt:rult:d marvel no
larger than a hardcover book. With my
free hand, I released the meal tray and
plopped down the Sony Video Walkman,
flipped up the screen and slipped in a
four-hour cassette—a tape even smaller
(and more smartly designed) than the
standard audio variety.

My custom entertainment package for
the trip, dubbed from cable the night be-
fore while packing, included Beetlejuice,
Broadcast News and part of Late Night
with David Letterman featuring Robin
Williams and Joe Jackson. Here's looking
at you, kids.

The color picture came up sharp and
preity on the Hat LCD screen. “Wow, that
looks like a regular TV picture,” buzzed
a suddenly friendly rowmate. 1 plugged
in the good headphones I'd brought with
me and the sound rivaled what you'd
hear at the movies. I hit the fast-forward
button to zoom past the opening credits.
Now, this was the start of a beautiful
vacation.

‘len years ago, Sony revolutionized au-
dio entertainment with the introduc-

tion of the (continued on page 159)

Pass the popcorn. Sony’s 8mm GV-9 Video
Wolkman with o four-inch screen measures on-
ly about 10" x 6" x 3" but incorporates o one-
doy/one-event programoble VCR. Priced at
$1500, it doesn’t take o back seat to onyone.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY RICHARD 1IZUN




deregulation was supposed to open up the thrifts.
it did: to swindlers, con men and the mob

INSIDE JOB

The Looting of America’s Savings and Loans

P RESIDENT REAGAN glanced over the audience gathered in the Rose Gar-
den that warm October morning in 1982 and smiled. He was about
to deliver on his campaign promise to get Government off the back of busi-
ness. He was signing into law one of his Administration’s major pieces of
deregulation legislation. The Garn—St Germain act would sweep away 50
years of savings-and-loan regulatory law that Reagan believed was prevent-
ing thrifts from competing in the complex, sophisticated financial market
place of the Eighties.

His pen swept across the bill and. flashing an impish smile, he spoke to the
bill's political parents gathered around him.

“Alln all,” he said, “] think we hit the jackpot.”

Three and a half years later, Ronald Reagan's words could well have been
the chorus to Ed McBirney's company song,

McBirney was the fun-loving 33-year-old chairman of Sunbelt Savings As-
sociation in Dallas, playfully known around town as Gunbelt Savings for us
quick-draw deals. With nearly three billion dollars in assets, Sunbelt was one
of the largest of the new-breed thrifts. Like so many others who rushed into
the savings-and-loan business following deregulation, McBirney bore no re-
semblance whatsoever to what Americans expected of a banker.

Instead, he was a hyperactive wheeler-dealer who scratched out multimil-
lion-dollar deals on a butcher-paper tablecloth provided for him at his pri-
vate table in an exclusive Dallas eatery:

And Ed was a party animal. Often, the turn of season was an excuse for a
lavish bash. At one Halloween party, he served barbecued lion and antelope,
a magician performed feats of levitation and fog machines piped in the am-
bience. Two Tons of Fun provided the evening’s music and McBirney went
decked out as a king.

One Christmas, he rented an entire Dallas sound stage and paid to have it
transformed into a realistic winter wonderland, a white Christmas in Texas.
The theme was “Babes in Toyland™ and Ben Vereen provided that evening’s
entertainment.

Sunbelt flew guests in private-jet caravans to such faraway places as
Hawaii, just to party. But the most talked-about bash was the one at Las
Vegas' Dunes Hotel and Casino, to which McBirney flew two dozen of Sun-
belt's associates on two private jets.

One evening during that jaunt, in his Dunes suite, McBirney slouched on
the floor against a couch and puffed a large cigar as he watched his guests
chatting over predinner cocktails. Suddenly, the door swung open and four
attractive, well-dressed women slipped into the room full of men. The buzz
of conversation softened as everyone took stock of the new arrivals. That

article by
STEPHEN PIZZO, MARY FRICKER AND PAUL MUOLO

ILLUSTRATION BY RAFAL OLBINSKI
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stock went way up when the girls began
to undress.

After stripping, the women moved to
the center of the room and engaged in an
enthusiastic lesbian romp. Then they
separated and moved out among the
guests for some touchy-feely. Targeting
four of the older men, the women un-
zipped their Hies and performed oral sex
on them while everyone waiched, some
enthralled, others visibly uncomnfortable,
hoping—or fearing—they'd be next.

All the while, McBirney sat on the
floor, pufhing on his cigar and grinning
broadly. It was another great pariy.

Just four months later, McBirney was
pressured 1o resign from Sunbelt, leav-
ing the institution hopelessly insolvent.
Playing out Sunbelts 1.8-billion-dollar
losing hand would ultimately cost tax-
payers and the FSLIC (Federal Savings
and Loan Insurance Corporation) 6.1
billion dollars.

Some jackpot.

°

Ed McBirney was just one of hundreds
of characters attracted to savings and
loans following deregulation. Some,
like him, were carefree entrepreneurs
who had been developers—"kamikaze
bankers,” one former Federal regulator
called them. Others were con men be-
longing to the fraternity of professional
white-collar swindlers who tirelessly
prowl the halls of business looking for
cracks through which they can squirm.
Still others came from the ranks of tradi-
tional organized crime—the Maha.
Deregulation was the best thing to hap-
pen to the Mob since Prohibition.

This financial hit-and-run fraternitv
soon established a well-oiled network
that scoured the country for corruptible
thrifts where they could become stock-
holders, C.E.Oss, loan officers and bor-
rowers. Once inside, they stuffed
themselves on Federallv insured deposits
until the institution folded or regulators
belatedly chased them out. Then they
moved on to another thrift. Today the re-
pair bill is being estimated a1 285 billion
dollars over the next 30 years, and much
of the missing money was stolen.

It was, quite simply, the biggest heist in
history.

IN THE BEGINNING

Without becoming mired in the arcane
complexities of the thrift industry, it
helps to know how this debacle began.
Before S&L deregulation, the thrift in-
dustry was a sleepy little business that
lent local savings to local home buvers,
who then became solid members of the
community and new depositors—a busi-
ness cvcle that worked Aawlessly for 50
years. But first in 1980 and then again in
1982, Congress caved in to thrift-indus-
try pressure to deregulate.

Thrifts were limited by law to paying

no more than 5.5 percent on deposits,
and they began losing them to the new
money-market funds which were not un-
der such constraints. In 1980, Congress
phased out that interest-rate cap so
thrifts could pay whatever it took 1o at-
tract deposits.

That did the trick. Deposits poured in.
But the thrift lobby was soon back on
Capitol Hall, whining that the high cost
of deposits was killing them, because
they were allowed by law to invest only in
low-paying, fixed-rate home mortgages.
They were paying more for the deposits
than they were earning on the mort-
gages, and they wanted the right to invest
in something sexier.

Congress again complied, passing in
1982 the Garn—St Germain act, which
permitted Federally chartered thrifts to
invest 40 percent of their assets in almost
any kind of commercial real estate—con-
do conversions, Wendy’s restaurants,
windmill farms, manure farms, mush-
room farms,

The Federal action rippled across the
nation, as many states rushed to caich up
with Federal deregulation. Some even
outderegulated the Feds. California, for
example, passed regulations allowing
state-chartered thrifts to invest all—100
percent—of their Federally insured de-
posits in almost anything.

The free-market ideologues who ac-
companied Reagan 1o Washington em-
braced savings-and-loan deregulation
with a religious fervor. They talked a lot
about level playing fields. where all busi-
nesses were created equal and only the
strongest survived. (What they didn't
mention was that they had kept the tax-
paver on the hook for any losses.) They
said they believed in leaving business
alone. Translated, that meant fewer reg-
ulators, and soon thrifts were going as
long as three years without a visit from a
nosy bank examiner.

It was open season in the vault.

THE GOLDEN WEST

California deregulated its state-run
thrifts two months after Congress passed
Garn-5t Germain, and by 1983, it was
easier to get a charter for a savings and
loan in California than 1o get a casino li-
cense in neighboring Nevada. Virwally
no one was turned down as regulators
rushed to draw new blood into the indus-
try. What they attracted were the most
colorful characters to darken a teller win-
dow since Bonnie and Clvde.

One of those whose applications sailed
right past the green eyeshades of regula-
tors was Southern California developer
Robert Ferrante, 34. Just a vear earlier,
he had made headlines when a would-be
assassin coldly gunned him down outside
his office. Ferrante survived, claiming
the hit man had been hired by two dis-
gruntled business partners with ties to

the “Israeli Maha" No one was ever
charged.

Ferrante’s name popped up again in
the press at the very time regulators were
considering his thrift application. A Fed-
eral grand jury indicted an ex-Redondo
Beach city councilman for mail and tax
fraud in connecuon with charges that he
was allegedly taking bribes from Fer-
rante’s development company 1o gain city
approval for a condominium-conversion
project. (The ex-councilman went to Fed-
eral prison but denied that Ferrante had
been mmvolved and Ferranie was never
charged. Later, an appeals court over-
turned the councilman’s mail-fraud con-
vicuons but let stand the conviction for
tax evasion.)

During the councilmans trial, Fer-
rante’s past got a thorough airing in the
media. But in spite of all the negative
press attention, regulators didn't ques-
tion his S&L application and he opened
the doors of Consolidated Savings Bank
in Irvine on February 28, 1954. He hired
Italian immigrant Ouavio A. Angotti as
Consolidated's president.

Within a little more than a vear, Feder-
al regulators began 1o suspect that Fer-
rante was using Consolidated as his
personal piggy bank. They claimed that
$15,000,000 had been improperly fun-
neled ino a project they believed was
controlled by him. And they said Consol-
idated had made other loans 1o borrow-
ers who had cose ties 1o Ferrante—such
as his sister.

When regulators began pressuring
Consolidated for detailed information
about the loans. they found themselves
eveball to eveball with an incensed An-
gotti, who, thev claimed, had threatened
two examiners. Angotti denied the
charge.

*No, no, no. You see, thev got me mad.
All the ume. they were asking me if 1 was
working for the Mafa. I got so mad one
day, I velled at them in Ialian. They nis-
understood and thought I threatened o
kill them. Ouavio A. Angotti did not do
that.” A literal translation of his threat,
apparently, was more along the lines of
“I'm going to cut off your balls.”

“But I'll tell you.” Angotti said, re-
calling the moment, “they ruined the
good name of Ouavio A. Angouti, and if
I knew then what I know now about
those bastards. 1 would have eaten their
blood.”

.

The sweet smell of money emanating
from Consolidated’s vault soon attracted
flies from the East Coast. among them
pudgy. curly-haired Mario Renda. Renda
had run a 1ap-dance school. Now he was
a deposit broker on Long Island. As a
deposit broker, he routed his customers’
deposits around the country to the banks
and the S&Ls paving the highest interest

(continued on page 167)



“Since you don’t like to dance, let’s go directly on
to the second part of my program.”
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AsT YEAR had its bad news and good news for Reneé Tenison. First came the

downer: Just before she was to appear in the 1988 Miss Idaho USA beauty

pageant, she broke out with “the worst acne I've ever had. Before I went on stage,

I knew I wouldn’t win.” And she was right. She didn't. But then came the upper:
Her boyfriend, bodybuilder Dale Parkinson, who was the 1983 Mr. Idaho, had sent
photos of Reneé to us for our 35th An-

playmate reneé tenison
is the hest thing te come out
of idaho since the spud

niversary Playmate Hunt, and the day
after the Miss Idaho USA pageant, she
received a call from Playboy inviting her
to Chicago to pose for our centerfold. By
the time she arrived, her skin was clear

and Reneé was, as you can see, in Lop

form. Reneé, who grew up in Melba, Idaho, 1s special lor many reasons. First, she’s
a twin, and her sister Rosie is every bit as beautiful as Reneé. And then Reneé’s
parents’ marriage is interracial—one of the first such in the state of Idaho, which
1s not known for its black population. “My mom, who is white, and my dad, who
1s black, met each other in the Fifues, and they had to go to Nevada to get married,

“ had a blast in Chicago working with
P."cyboy, “ says Reneé of her frips in from
Idaho for her photo shoots. She waos shy
at first but overcome it [above and
right]. At left, she and a friend meet
Windy City jazz favorite Ghalib Ghal-
lob ot the popular night club Cristél.









“| don't drink, I've never taken drugs and | dan't intend to. I've had to learn to be nonjudgmen-
tal about people. | guess I'm bright-eyed and innocent in a lot of ways. | always look for the
best in people, rather than the worst. On the other hand, my feelings cre easily hurt.”

PHOTOGRAPHY BY ARNY FREYTAG






because no one would marry
them in Idaho. When they
came back to Melba [popula-
tion approximately 300], they
couldn't even go to the grocery
together. 1 really admire them
for staying together. There
aren't many blacks in Idaho,
maybe three thousand out of
a population of more than a
million.” We wondered if Reneé
didn't someumes feel 1solated.
“Well, I'd rather say I felt spe-
cial. Being different was an ad-
vantage because it made me
stand out, and I'd rather stand
out than be a wallflower.”
Idaho, she says, has come
a long way since her parents
were married. “In the last
Presidential primary, 1 was
a Jesse Jackson supporter, and
I didnt think he had many
fans in Idaho, so I was shocked
when he did well in our
Democratic primary. I think it
was because he was speaking to
workers, and people 1n Idaho
are hard workers. Also, people
here are very religious and they
admired what Jackson was
doing as a preacher.” Since she
was discovered by Playboy,
Reneé and her boyfriend have
bought a house in Boise, where
they intend to settle down after
they get married. As for her
future, Reneé has two fan-
tasies: to design clothes and
to make a guest appearance
on the television show A
Different World. “Perhaps an
episode in which the new girl
on campus just happens to
be a Playmate” Not a bad
idea, Cos, if youre listening.

Disarmingly sweet in person, Reneé’s the kind of individual who talks about posing “with
clothes off,” rather than “nude.” “Some people may think I'm naive,” she admits, “but I'm not
prudish. I'm @ caring person and I'm very up front abaut sex if | reclly like someone.”




Reneé, who began working out when she was 14 and has recently token up riding, gets in 90

minutes of exercise daily. “l used to lift weights, but now | do |ighfer stuff. Don’t want to bulk
up.” One of the best parts of exercise, she says, is cooling off in the shower ofterward (right).
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PLAYBOY’'S PARTY JOKES

A fierce winds swirled down the city streets, a
policeman noticed an elderly woman standing on
a corner holding tightly to her hat as her skirt
blew up to her waist. “Look, lady,” he said, “while
voure holding on to your precious hat, every-
body’s getting a good look at everything you
have.”

“Listen, sonny,” she replied, “what they're
looking at is eighty years old. But this hat is
brand-new.”

Rumor has it that the American Kennel Club’s
latest newsletter reports the development of a
new breed of dog, half pit bull and half collie.
After it rips your arm off, it runs for help.

While browsin g through the Sunday newspaper,
a man saw an ad from a used-car dealer oftering
a car—plus a blonde—for only $850. He hurried
down to the lot the next morning and, after
confirming the details of the deal with the man-
ager, bought the car. As he was ready to go, the
manager whistled and a tall, gorgeous woman
came out of the office and climbed nto the car.

The man drove off and parked a few blocks
away. “How about a kiss?" he asked.

“Sure,” she replied, “that’s part of the deal.”

He drove oft again but stopped a few minutes
later, smiled sheepishly and said, *How about a
little squeeze?”

“Sure,” the blonde said amicably, “that’s part of
the deal.”

Feeling delirously lucky, the man leaned over
and whispered something in her ear.

“Oh, no,” she cried. “You got that when you
bought the car.”

What do Dan Quayle and junk bonds have in
common? Lack of principal, lack of interest and
lack of maturity.

A nan with an ingrown toenail went to the doc-
tor. In the examination room, the nurse told him
to disrobe.

“For an ingrown toenail?” the incredulous pa-
tient asked.

“It’s our policy that everyone coming in must
remove all his clothes,” the nurse replied.

The fellow unbuttoned his shirt. “The most
ridiculous thing I ever heard of,” he muttered.

Just then, he heard a man's voice from the
room next door. “If you think that's ridiculous, 1
just came here to repair the telephone.”

0'(}nllagher had just sat down in the confes-
sional when Father O’Hara said, “Go home,
O’Gallagher, you're drunk.”

"Got to confess, Father,” he said stubbornly.

“O'Gallagher, beat it. You're drunk.”

“Got to confess.”

“Did va commit murder?” the priest asked
softly.

With that, O'Gallagher got up, left the confes-
sional and headed out the church. On the steps,
he met a friend. “Did ya commit murder,
O Toole?”

“Me? Of course not!” said the Habbergasted
O Toole.

“No sense going in there, then. He’s only hear-
ing murder cases tonight.”

What do Roseanne Barr and an ocean liner
have in common? It takes three tugs to get them
out of their slips.

A couple of panhandlers met on the street after
an especially tiring and unrewarding day. “To
look at me now,” one said, “you'd never believe
that 1 once lived the lhife of Riley: winters in
the sun, summers on the Riviera, fine cars, the
best clothes, beautiful women, extraordinary
cuisine.”

“Well,” the other asked, “what happened?”

“Riley reported his credit cards missing.”

What three words heard on a golf course are
never spoken in a whorehouse? “Bite, you cock-

sucker!
A {oung man from an orthodox Jewish family
ook a trip out West, where he met, fell in love
with and married a beautiful voung Navaho
woman. His parents disowned him.

A vear later, the fellow called home to an-
nounce that he and his wife had had a baby. “He's
a beawtitul, healthy boy. And, Dad,” the new pop-
pa added, “we gave him a fine Jewish name.”

“What'd you call him?”

“Smoked Whitefish."”

Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a post-
card, please, lo Party Jokes Editor, Playboy,
Playboy Bldg, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
Hi. 60611 3100 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.



“I didn’t know the national parks were this fussy.”
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he sold secrets at

$10,000 a pop, until something went
wrong—really wrong

fiction By STEPHEN COONTS

TERRY FRANKLIN was a spy. This afternoon, in
a small cubbyhole in the basement of the
Pentagon, he was pracucing his irade. It was
tedious work.

He adjusted the screen brightness on his
computer monitor and tapped the secret ac-
cess code of the user he was pretending o
be. Now the file name, also top secret. He
had to be careful, since the letters and nu-
merals he was tvping did not appear on the
screen. A mistake here meant the computer
might lock him out and deny him the hle.
And he was not a good typist. He worked
with just two fingers. Voila! There it was.
The A.TA. file, the advanced tacucal air-
craft. He tapped some more and began ex-
amining the document hist. Number 23.241.
that’s the hrst one. He slid one of his high-

5.25-inch floppies into the slot and
tapped some more. The little red light above
the disk drive came on and the drive began
to whir. Franklin smiled when he saw the
light.

It was quiet here in the computer-trouble-
shooting shop. The only noisc was the
whirring of the disk drive and the tiny click
of the computer keys. And the sound of Ter-
rv Franklin's breathing. It was ironic, he
mused, how the computer silently and ef-
fortlessly reveals the deepest secrets of its
owner ithout remorse, without a twinge
of emotion of any kind, the screen lay bare
the insights gained from man-vears of re-
search by highly educated, gified scientists
and the cunning application of that research
by extraordinarily talented engineers. Pour-
ing onto the (continued on page 1I6)
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HOW SUEDE IT Id!

a stylish study in brown

ELVIS MAY HAVE sung praises to blue-suede shoes as the Fifties wearmg brown-suede wing tips and cap wes with dark busi-
drew 1o a close. but in this, the last season of the Eighties, ness suits for vears.) Loalers with crepe or rubber soles go well
suede’s still hot, but the color is brown. Brown-suede shoes are with the kind of hefty corduroy trousers and heavv knit
showing up in evervithing from casual moccasin styles to the sweaters we'll be seeing this tall. It's not vour typical Presley

businesslike wing-tipped oxford. (The Bruish have been wardrobe, butit'scertainly worth some very high stepping.

Shoe-in styles in suede from left to right: Versatile two-tone saddle shoe with side buckle, lace-up front and
rubber sole, by Philippe Model for To Boot New York, $225. The classic power shoe: A fully leather-

lined wing tip with perforated detoiling ond FeatherLight rubber sole, by Andrea Getty for

Jondreani, New York, $98. Traditional chocolate-colored kiltie loafer with leather
tassel and black-leather sole, by Johnston & Murphy, $180. Cosuol weekend

shoe with monk strap buckle to the side ond crepe sole, by Chorles

Jourdon, $195. Handsome English suede kiltie loofer with self-

lacing tie front, seomed toe and crepe sole with leather

welting, from Aldo Brué by Nancy Knox,

New York, about $245. >~

fashion By HOLLIS WAYNE
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LH—E MINUIH“H (continued from page 112)

“These three lttle floppy disks would earn him
$30,000. Cash. He had bargained hard.”

floppy disk was a treasure more valuable
than gold, more precious than diamonds,
a treasure beyond the reach of most of
the human race, still struggling as it was
with basic survival. Only here, in Ameri-
ca, where a significant percentage of the
best brains on the planet were actively
engaged in fundamental research into
the secrets of creation, were these intan-
gible jewels being created in significant
quantity, gushing forth almost too fast to
steal.

Terry Franklin grinned to himself as
he worked. He would do his best. He
called up the document list again, then
changed floppies as he listened to the si-
lence.

These three little floppy disks would
earn him $30,000. He had bargained
hard; $10,000 a disk, whether full or par-
tially full. Cash.

He had figured out a way to make com-
puters pay. He grinned happily at this
thought and stroked the keyboard again.

Terry Franklin had become a spy for
the money. He had volunteered. He had
made his decision after reading every-
thing he could lay his hands on about es-
pionage. Only then had he devised a plan
to market the classified material he had
access to as a Navy enlisted computer
specialist. He had thought about the plan
for months, looking for holes and weigh-
ing the risks. There were risks, he knew,
huge ones, but that was the reason the
compensation would be so high. And, he
assured himself repeatedly, he enjoyed
taking risks. It would add spice to his life,
make a boring marriage and a boring job
tolerable. So he recruited himself.

One Saturday morning five years ago,
Terry Franklin had walked into the Sovi-
et embassy in Washington. He had read
that the FBI kept the embassy under con-
stant surveillance and photographed ev-
eryone who entered. So he wore a wig, a
false mustache and heavy, mirrorlike
sunglasses. He told the receptionist he
wanted to see an intelligence officer. Aft-
er a 45-minute wait, he was shown into a
small, bright, windowless room and was
carefully searched by the receptionist, a
muscular, trim man in his early 30s. A
half hour later—he was convinced he
was photographed during this period by
an unseen camera—a nondescript man
in his 50s wearing a baggy suit entered
and occupied the only other chair. With-
out a word, Franklin displayed his green
Navy LD. card, then handed the man a
roll of film. The man weighed it in his
hand as Franklin removed the sunglass-

es, wig and mustache. The Russian left
the room without speaking. Another half
hour passed, then another. No doubt he
was again photographed.

It was almost noon when baggy suit re-
turned. He smiled as he entered and
shook Franklin’s hand. Could he exam-
ine the 1.D. card? Where was Franklin
stationed? When had he exposed the
film> Why? The Russian’s English was
good but slightly accented.

Money, Terry Franklin had said. “I
want money. I have something to sell and
I brought you a free sample, hoping you
might want to buy more.”

Now, as Franklin worked the computer
keyboard, he thought back to that day at
the embassy. It had been the most mo-
mentous day of his life. Five years and
two months after that day, he had
$540,000 in cash in a safe-deposit box in
McLean, Virginia, under an assumed
name and no one was the wiser. He was
going to quit spying when that figure
reached a million. And when his enlist-
ment was up, he was going to walk out
on Lucy and the kids and fly to South
America.

It was typical of Terry Franklin that he
intended to delay his departure until he
received his discharge. When he entered
his new life, he would go free, clean and
legal, with no arrest warrants anywhere.
He could go in his fake identity. Petty
Ofhicer First Class Terry Franklin, the
college kid from Bakersfield who had
knocked up Lucy Southworth in the back
seat of her father’s station wagon at a
drive-in movie, married her, then joined
the Navy—that Terry Franklin would
cease (o exist.

Five hundred forty thousand dollars,
plus $30,000 for these three disks; it was
a nice bundle. A lot of money. But not
enough. He wasn't greedy, but he had to
have a stake big enough so that he could
live on the interest.

He had been very, very careful. He had
made no mistakes. He had never spent a
penny of the money. The spying was go-
ing smooth as clockwork. These Rus-
sians, they were damn good. You had to
take your hat off to them. They had nev-
er called or spoken to him after that last
meeting in Miamialmost three years ago,
right after he received orders to the Pen-
tagon.

The operation was slick, almost fool-
proof, he reflected as he inserted the
third disk. The calls always came on an
evening when his wife was out, some-
tumes with her bowling league, some-

times at a friend’s house. The phone rang
once, and if he picked it up, there was no
one there, merely a dial tone. One
minute later, it rang again, once. Then a
minute after that it rang one, two, three
or four times. The number of rings that
third time was the message. He was to
check dead drop one, two, three or four,
and he was to do it as soon as possible. He
usually left the house immediately,
cruised for at least an hour in his car to
ensure he wasn't being followed, then
headed for the dead drop. And the in-
structions would be there. Spelled out in
block letters on the back of an empty,
torn cigarette pack would be the file
name he was to photograph, the clas-
sified computer codes necessary to gain
access and a telephone number to call the
evening he was ready to transfer the
disks, when the entire sequence would
begin again. No one saw him, he saw no
one, all very slick.

He chuckled. The cigarette packs on
which he received his instructions were
always Marlboro Gold 100s, and it had
occurred to Terry Franklin that someone
had a subtle sense of humor. As he
worked now and thought about the mon-
ey, he savored that sardonic twist.

They must be watching the house to
see when he was home alone. Of course,
someone was servicing the drops. But
how were they getting the computer
codes and file names? Oh, well, he was
getting his piece of the pie and he wasn't
greedy.

“Ask me no questions and I'll tell you
no lies,” Terry Franklin muttered as he
removed the final disk from its slot and
tucked it into its own little envelope. He
grinned at the monitor screen, then
tapped keys to exit the file. Now came the
tricky part. Three years ago, when he
had first been told by the Soviets that
they wanted copies of documents from
the computer system, he had written
a trap-door program for the software of
the main computer. The job had taken
him six months; it had to be right the
first time—he would get no second
chance. This program accomplished sev-
eral things: It allowed Franklin to access
any file in central memory from this ter-
minal here in the repair shop, thereby
defeating the built-in safeguards that
gave access to classified files only from
certain terminals; it erased the record of
his access from the 3-W file, which was a
security program that automatically
recorded who, what and when; and,
finally, it allowed him to access the 3-W
file to see that his footprints were indeed
not there.

This trap-door program was his
crowning achievement. He had once seen
a written promise from the software de-
signer that unauthorized access was an
impossibility. What a load! It had been

(continued on page 150)



“I have a feeling these annual harvest get-togethers
are about to lake a turn for the worse.”
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in oregon, a mom-and-pop store with a difference

R icHT at the foot of
the bridge at the Rogue

River exit off Interstate Five in
southern Oregon is a mom-
and-pop convenience store, the
Market Basket. Rogue River be-
ing a pretty small town—last
census figures give it a popula-
tion of 1590—situated on a
crossroad to several scenic at-
tractions, most of the Market
Basket's customers are tourists.
They’re on their way to or from
visiting Oregon Caves National

Monument or Crater Lake Na-

tional Park, fishing the Rogue

or beachcombing on the Ore-
gon and California coasts. That
may change this month as lo-
cals flock in to meet, and per-
haps congratulate, the mom of
the Market Basket partnership,
Margaret Nelson. “People have
been asking when my pictures
are going o come oul in
Playboy,” Margaret told us.
Seems that her husband,

James—or Bud, as he's better

*| suppose some customers
may be offended about my
posing in the nude,” says
Margaret Nelson, owner
with her husband of an Ore-
gon convenience store,
“but it could be good for
business.” Obviously, she
keeps her figures straight.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY ARNY FREYTAG

known—told one friend, and
“You know how word leaks
out,” she said. Although Bud
had orngmally submited his
wite's name for the 35th An-
niversary Playmate Hunt. he’s
“a litle nervous about cus-
tomers  reactions,” Margaret
admits. “But so far, I haven't
had any negative responses.
People say 1o me, "You're going
o be in Playboy? Gee, thats
great!"” A native Oregonian,
Margaret attended Oregon
State University in Corvallis for
three vears, switching her ma-
jor from pharmacy (“Too much
chemistry and math™) to busi-
ness administration. “Then six
vears ago, | got married and
started raising kids"—Bud's
sons James. now 13, and John,
11—"and working in the store.”
This past spring, she finally
carned her degree in business
from Southern Oregon State
College in Ashland. With, she

reports proudly. “A grades!”

“I've always wanted to pose
for a major publication,”
Margaret says, “but there's
not much modeling in south-
ern Oregon.’ We're glad to
fulfil her dream. Does
the Market Basket stock
Playboy? “You bet! Espe-
cially the November issue.’
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VIA SATELLITE

“WHEN AL WEARS A
SHARKSKIN SUIT, IT°S
HARD TO TELL WHERE
THE SHARK STOPS
AND HE BEGINS.”

—Los Angeles Times 1C

“AL'S A LOVABLE
LITTLE S.0.B.”

—BOTH OF HIS EX-WIVES 3D

“HE’S DONE IT ALL,
SO YOU CAN'T FOOL

HIM.’ —Business week aa

“Only cream and S.O.B.s
rise to the top." 2D

NFESSIONS

TV'S ANCHORS

Al ranks ’em all
1. TOM BROKAW: Brokaw is a South Dakota bud-

dyv. He plays well across the heartland but would do even bet-
ter if he had someone else select his neckties.

2. PETER JENNINGS: A sophisticated foreigner,

but mucking stalls or milking cows on a Midwestern farm for
a weekend would help his perspective.

3. BERNARD SHAW: Hes steady and ready with

straightforward, no-frills news reports. He needs to learn
to smile.

4. DAN RATHER: Good, but

not nearly as good as he thinks he is.

AND THEN CAME

KURALT: These four could
learn from Charles Kuralt, of CBS,
who says, “The country I see on my
television screens and on my news-
paper front pages is not quite the
country I see with my eves and hear

~ with my ears or feel in my bones.”

THE NATIO

NO. 1IN THE USA...6.3 M

By Al Neuharth
USA TODAY

STYLE IS an often overlooked part of
leadership and living. T alwavs use
my own stvle to dramatize my ideas,
my plans, my expectations. W hether
I am writing a memo or traveling the
globe, I expect my style to help com-
municate my ideas.

that feisty




EWSPAPER

50 CENTS

A

A

PN READERS EVERY DAY

OF AN 5.0.B.

People remember style as much
as substance.

Plain talk and clear writing are
part of my style. So is firstclass
living and traveling. I've never left
either to chance. C.E.OQ.s who try
to run a company on the cheap end
up having a cheap company.

All my life, I've insisted on hav-
ing fun, even as a poor kid grow-

NEWSPAPER.” 78

“WE’LL REINVENT THE

“FIRST CLASS IS
MORE FUN.” 78

PACK UNTIL YOU CAN
LEAD IT” 10

“DON'T RUN WITH THE

“ATTENTION DOES
® NOT COME QUICKLY
TO THE HUMBLE.” ap

“Coasting is for kids on
bicycles” 3C

ing up in South Dakota. I couldn’t
afford much else, but I could af-
ford to laugh.

Fun doesn’t require wealth. It
depends on an outlook—taking
what comes your way and making
the most of it, enjoying it.

If you learn to have fun when
you're going second class, you can
have a helluva lot more of it in first

class. And that's what I've been
doing most of my adult life.

My philosophy, policy and style
always have been that first class
costs only a few dollars more and
is a smart investment for a smart
company on the climb.

Tve caught a lot of flak for my
first-class tastes from my critics
and (continued on page 126)

founder of ‘““mc paper” tells all

The Ultimate Story

~Ar’s Top Ten Papers

Former USA Today editor John C.
Quinn spoofs newspaper heads:
The New York Times: “WORLD ENDS.
THIRD-WORLD COUNTRIES HARDEST
HIT.”

The Washington Post: “WORLD
ENDS. WHITE HOUSE IGNORED WARN-
INGS, UNNAMED SOURCES SAY.” _
USA Today: “WE'RE DEAD! STATE-BY- |
STATE DEMISE, PAGE 8A. FINAL-FINAL
SPORTS RESULTS, PAGE 10C.”
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things you can live without, but who wants to?

The Electrodex (top), a 64K electronic desktop card-file system with a six-line screen, stores names, telephone
numbers and other data in seven on-screen categories, $199. The Pocket Memory (bottom), a 32K version
of The Elecirodex, can exchange data via infrared transfer, $150. Both by Tele-Art Instruments, Los Angeles.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY JAMES IMBROGNO




Sony celebrates the tenth
anniversary of the Walkman
with the Special Edition per-
sonal stereo cassette player,
with remote conirol, Mega
Bass and vertical in-the-
ear headphones, $219.95.

The Hammerhead bicycle
helmet weighs only 8.5
ounces and has nine air
vents, by Giro Sport Design,
$79.95. It's shown with Ride
the Wave cycling gloves,

by Kinco International, $19.

High-tech Euro styling hits the
road in the form of a rugged
polypropylene 30" three-
suiter on wheels, $155, o
wheelless 22" suitcase, $99,
ond an 18" nylon OK! duffel,

$39, all by Delsey Luggoge.




Here's looking at you, kid,
; with Perma Focus 2000
%; ~Jf 1 . Model 190 7x21 folding

. \ .-
%\‘: 4 3‘:“ ¥ 8 binoculors that never need

yﬂb / My
\ N DS ES f) focusing from 40’ to infinity,
\ /:::-\"H sl L /f from Jason Empire, Overland

\ S‘ o 7% ; Park, Kansas, about $160.

Waddington Royal Ploying
Cards are the same ones used
by Britain’s royal family. A set
includes two Royal Gothic
design decks {shown) and two
classic-design ones, from
Hammacher Schlemmer, $35,

The six-pound 12" x 10" x 1"
MinisPort notebook comput-
er packs one megabyte of
memory, a full-sized 80-key
keyboard ond o 25-line
backlit screen, by Zenith
Data Systems, about $2000.




PROFESSIONAL IICITAL REFERENCE &

EHFISHER

Fisher’s Professional Digital
Reference Series includes
(top to bottem) a 30-function
compact-disc chonger, $899
o dual cossette deck, $699
on equolizer, $599, and o

stereo receiver, $1399. Hot!
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GOHFESSHJNS OF AH s- 0- B- (continued from page 121)

“The entry of USA Today nto local markets wasn’t
always welcomed—mnot by some newspapers.”

even from some cheap-skate co-workers.
They didn't understand what my perks
and privileges as a C.E.O. meant, profes-
sionally and personally:

=A $17000,000 Gulfstream IV jet,
equipped with typewriters, television sets
and a shower, to fly me where I needed to
go on business anywhere in the world.

= Limousines and drivers at every desti-
nation to allow me to work or visit with
colleagues while on the move.

= A $360,000-a-year nine-room hotel
suite in The Waldorf Towers in New York
City and a $160,000 suite at The Capital
Hilton in Washington, D.C., in which to
do business with pleasure.

What my critics don't understand 1s
that I work while I'm enjoying those in-
dulgences. My limos have a typewriter, a
telephone and a TV set to keep up with
news developments.

The minute I walk into a hotel suite, I
check my office arrangement. My secre-
taries plan ahead with hotel management
to make sure one of the rooms is set up
with a big desk, proper lighting, televi-
sion, and telephones properly located.
The minute we arrive, my secretary adds
my lypewriter, copy paper, paper clips
and rubber bands.

Whether I arrive at three a.m. in Singa-
pore or three ps. in Paris, | have an in-
stant office. I hurry to get my work out of
the way so that I can play.

Executives who pride themselves on
hard work but ignore fun and htness are
candidates for career burnout.

Even though I ahvays welcome going to
work, I play as hard as I work. Often, the
two go hand in hand.

Regular exercise, such as my daily jog-
ging, is considered monotonous work by
some. I consider it playing at very worth-
while work.

A rigid exercise routine does not mean
you can't enjoy the good life. Just the op-
posite: You can indulge in the best, occa-
sionally eat rich food and drink the best
wines if you counteract that by burning
up the calories you've consumed.

People ask me why I appear so relaxed
after a long day of work or days of travel.
It's simple. You, too, can feel great if you:

= Eat only when you're hungry.

= Drink only when you're thirsty.

= Sleep only when you're tired.

= Screw only when you're horny.

There may be more scientific ways to
achieve fun and fitness in a first-class way,
but I haven't found them yet.

I make no apologies for my first-class
lifestyle.

My colleagues understand that I ex-
pect my personal life to be as ordered
and organized as my professional life. In
fact, in my years as C.E.O. and chairman,
1 didn’t have a separate personal life.

The people with whom 1 worked most
closely knew my expectations. But be-
cause I traveled extensively, I spelled out
to Gannett publishers my requirements.
1t saved me a lot of time, helped get the
details right and made me a better
C.E.O. and a more satisfied S.0.B.

To Gannett publishers:

Based on our travels for regional
or subsidiary meetings of recent
weeks and in view of the fact that all
of us will be doing even more such
in the future . . . here are some pure-
ly personal preferences and/or prej-
udices that, if catered to, will make
me even more charming and effec-
tive on these visits:

1. When arriving at local airport,
I like to be met by publisher himself
or herself. That permits business
talk en route office or motel-hotel.

2. We should not waste time
checking into and out of hotels. Pre-
registration, keys, billings, etc,
should all be arranged.

3. A suite is essential for me so
that I can have any desired business
meetings without guests or associ-
ates sitting on bed or foor.

4. That suite should contain latest
editions of local newspapers. Ice and
fruit help. Booze is not necessary,
but a bottle of Montrachet or Pouil-
ly-Fuissé never hurt anybody.

5. En route to office, 1 need list
of names of persons [ will be see-
ing first—starting with receptionist
and/or publisher’s secretary. This, of
course, should include the depart-
ment heads with whom we'll be
meeting. Noting any recent impor-
tant personal items about any of
them helps.

6. The meeting room must in-
clude the last week’s editions of the
local newspaper.

7 If, in the infinite and au-
tonomous wisdom of the local editor
or publisher. an interview is desired
with me, OK. Butitis a waste of time
for all to have most recent recruit oflf
the street do the interview If it's
worth doing, it's worth having rea-
sonably intelligent reporter with
some knowledge of Ganett [sic] and
Newhart [sic] do the interviewing.

8. For social functions, advance
list of attendees with first names is
essential. A notation about ba-
bies, birthdays, anniversaries, girl-
friends, boyfriends, etc., helps.
Name tags are a must.

9. Breakfast meetings are a waste
of time for me. I prefer those early-
morning hours for jogging, reading
morning papers, telephone calls and
preparation for the day’s meetings
and/or travels.

10. Whether we publish a morn-
ing paper in that city or not, a copy
of the nearest am. publication (in-
cluding The Wall Street Jowrnal, if
possible) should be at the hotel-
room door before six am. No ques-
tions will be asked as to whether the
publisher or crculation manager
delivered it on the way home from
saloon or on the way to work.

Yours for even happier Holiday
Inning. ...

o

Life is a game. It is not an undefeated
season. You win some. You lose some. To
enjoy life to the utmost, you must play ev-
€ry game to win.

Winning is the most important thing
m life. And the most rewarding. Every-
thing else pales in comparison with the
feeling of winning.

The most satisfying victories are those
in which the odds against your winning
are the greatest. But long odds don't nec-
essarily make the job more difficult.

In fact, the more that people tell you it
can't be done, the more likelv 1t 1s that
you have a winner. That usually means
you know something they don't know. Or
that your idea is so different or so daring
that they can't comprehend it.

USA Today had something to prove to
the world: that it could beat the odds and
succeed. So did many members of the
staffl. Most had not yet established or
peaked with their professional reputa-
tions. Many were women or members of
minorities who had run into the glass
ceiling elsewhere. They saw USA Today
as their ticket to the top. Others had left
Jobs they weren't enjoying very much to
seek a new adventure. They were there
for the fun of it. Their adventuresome
spirit created a counterculture to the me-
dia establishment.

The entry of USA Today into local mar-
kets wasn't always a welcomed event—
certainly not by some local newspapers.
Sometimes we were criticized by the local
press for the way we moved our blue-
and-white vending machines onto their
street corners. New York 1s an example.

The weekend before our launch in the
Big Apple, arrculation chief Frank Vega's
troops stormed the city and bolted 3000
vending machines to the sidewalks.

At a press conference that Monday

(continued on page 175)
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“Again, I must renmund the witness that he is under oath!”
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film makers keep it up
with kicks, tricks
and hanky-panky in high
(and low) places

text by BRUCE WILLIAMSON

WHEN I'T COMES to steam on the screen, 1989
may go into the record books for the way 1t
kept raunch under wraps. A generally con-
servative social climate and the ongoing
AIDS menace are largely to blame. But that
doesn’t mean that films from now on will be
limited to pure, polyunsaturated abstinence.
The deal makers who decide what movies
you'll see and how much they'll show are
shrewd realists. They know that cinema
without sex would be ltke rock music without
a hard beat, teain sports without balls, War-
ren Beatty without a date. So sex is still with
us but is more often linked to some dramatic
purpose, real or imagined. Such outspoken
films as Dangerous Liatsons, The Accused,
Casualties of War and the British-made
Scandal have ample sexual content, drawn
from history and vesterday’s headlines. Even
the year's top comedies for grownups—from
the dark, highly praised sex, les, and
wideotape to Cousins and the relatively out-
rageous Scenes from the Class Siruggle in
Beverly Hulls—might accurately be de-
scribed as studies of sexual mores, making
statements that go well beyond mere sex-
ploitation. It (text continued on page 135)

BLASTS FROM THE PAST: Momentarily
upstaged by a giant ice phallus (left), Joanne
Whalley-Kilmer plays Christine Keeler in Scan-
dal, the film about Britain's 1963 government-
toppling Profumo affair. In Dangerous Liaisons,
John Malkovich dallies with (right, from top)
Laura Benson, Michelle Pfeiffer and Uma Thur-
man. To judge from these scenes, writing desks
were in short supply in 18th Century France.




CRIME TIME: In search of plot ma-
terial, Hollywood still loves to pit good
guys against bad. The unconventional
detective played by Kevin Kline in
The January Man has an artist buddy;
hence, the abbreviated wax model
of a nude next door (above).
Jodie Foster's torchy dance {right)
with Woody Brown gives fellow
barroom patrons the wrong idea, with
tragic results, in The Accused. Fos-
ter's powerful performance as the
victim of a gang rape earned her
an Academy Award. Below left, Timo-
thy Dalton as James Bond in the
latest 007 film, Licence to Kill,
borrows a piece from Carey Lowell's
handy holster, the better to battle
a Latin-American cocaine king. At
right below, Kinjite's hard-nosed
Los Angeles vice cop Charles Bron-
son breaks up a porn-film shoot.




IT'S A SMALL WORLD: Holly-
wood is still the capital of world
moviemaking, but lovers of eratica
often get more for their money at
art houses where foreign films are
shown. Russia’s unusually daring
Little Vera, top winner at last
year's Chicago International Film
Festival, stars Playboy cover girl
Natalya Negoda (with Andrei
Sokolov, above) in a gritty ro-
mance. In Britain's charming Get-
ting It Right (above right), Lynn
Redgrave initiates Jesse Birdsall
into the joys of sex. Klaus and
Debora Kinski are paired in Italy’s
Paganini, a flamboyant biography
of the famed violin virtuoso (right).
A French and Canadian coproduc-
tion is How to Make Love to a Negro
Without Getting Tired (preposter-
ously phallic poster art, below).




ANYTHING FOR A LAUGH: Funny business abounds in The Naked Gun, starring Leslie (Airplane!) Nielsen as a bumbling
detective who keeps mixing it up with the high and the mighty (above left); The Gods Must Be Crazy I, in which Lena Farugia,
en route to deliver a speech at a game lodge, dangles over the African bush (above right); Some Girls (below left), wherein Patrick
Dempsey plays a hapless house guest; and Love Hurts, a romantic comedy in which Jeff Daniels puts the squeeze on Judith
Ivey (below right). On the opposite page, Terry Jones and Tim Robbins clown around in Erik the Viking (above left). This
time, Tim swaps his Bull Durham garter belt for a less lacy cover-up. Director Paul Bartel's outrageous Scenes from the
Class Struggle in Beverly Hills finds Arnetia Walker bewildered by canine advances (above right). And perhaps Ghosts Can't
Do It, but in the forthcoming film by that name, the reigning sex queen of the early Eighties, Bo Derek, returns to the screen
{below right) with Leo Damian, whose body she hopes to borrow on behalf of dead spouse Anthony Quinn. Object: Sex.







TALES ON TAPE: Such sex romps as Bad
Girls from Mars, with a newly blonde Edy
Williams and Dana.Bentley (above), are quick-
ly consigned to video. Two porn veterans, di-
rector Chuck Vincent and actress Marilyn
Chambers, team for the R-rated spoof Party
Incorporated (that's Marilyn above right). Sav-
age Beach (with Michael Shane and Maxine
Wasa, right) and the hapless John Tra-
volta—Kelly Preston starrer, The Experts (be-
low), have also landed on video-store shelves.




FLESH AND FANTASY: The gorgeous Uma Thurman, seen on the opening spread as one of John Malkovich's conquests in
Dangerous Liaisons, plays Venus on the half shell {above) in The Adventures of Baron Munchausen, director Terry Gilliam's latest
flight of fancy. Heather Locklear finds herself in a sticky situation with Dick Durock as the Thing in The Return of Swamp Thing
(below left). Amanda Donohoe is the advance woman for a monstrous creepy-crawler with a prodigious appetite for virgins in Ken
Russell's predictably outrageous Lair of the White Worm (below center). At right below, Brazilian actor Zebrinha and Anya Sartor
come clean in Wild Orchid, a steamy picture directed by Zalman King, who was the producer of 1986's sizzling 94> Weeks.




TAKE THE LOW ROAD:
Critics lambasted FRoad
House, the late-spring re-
lease starring Patrick
Swayze in a milieu consider-
ably down-and-dirtier than
the Catskills venue of his tri-
umphant Dirty Dancing, but
bad reviews failed to knock
it out at the box office.
Swayze plays Dalton, a top
“cooler'—a sort of boss
bouncer—hired to clean up
a rowdy dance hall in Mis-
souri, where the sorts of
shenanigans depicted here
seem to attract an uncouth
element. Naturally, while
he's not occupied in teach-
ing customers better man-
ners, facing down the town
tycoon—cum—shakedown
artist or tearing out a thug's
throat, Dalton finds time to
appreciate the love of a
good woman, a doctor por-
trayed by Kelly Lynch
(right)—whom he meets in
the E.R., nails on the roof.
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seems fair to conclude that screen lust
circa 1989 is changing in ways that
strongly suggest a new wave of romance
and moral responsibility:

There is no better example of serious
drama spiked with intrinsic sex appeal
than Dangerous Liaisons, Briush director
Stephen Frears’s lush period film based
on a play based, in turn, on the classic
erotic novel about jaded aristocrats on
the make in 18th Century France. Re-
leased late in 1988, Liaisons was nominat-
ed for seven Oscars, won three and
continued playing well into the current
year. The academy picked Glenn Close
and Michelle Pleiffer as Best Actress and
Best Supporting Actress contenders, re-
spectively, but gave the statuettes to oth-
ers, with nary a nod 1o John Malkovich
for his mesmerizing performance as the
master seducer, Valmont. Uhimately a
loser in his battle of the sexes vs. Close’s
worldly marquise, he collects misery and
death as the wages of sin.

This fall, director Milos Forman'’s Val-
mont will retell essentially the same story,
with a noticeably more youthful cast.
England’s Colin Firth has the tile role,
with New York stage actress Annetle
Bening as the marquise. There has al-
ready been controversy over a proposed
poster (probably mixed by now) showing
Firth planting a kiss on teenager Fairuza
Balk’s bare bum. Young Henry Thomas,
fondly remembered as E.Ts best Inend,
comes ol age professionally in Ais ren-
dezvous with Balk, an amusingly
poignant sequence beltween two bewil-
dered children in a maison de plaisir full
of erotic art. “But that’s how it was,” says
director Forman, whose rescarch went
back to the original novel. “In those days,
people were married when they were
thirteen or fourteen years old.” Let’s
hope that contemporary moral cru-
saders, seldom astute critics, will recog-
nize Valmont as valid social history rather
than kiddie porn.

Sexual abuse in various forms has been
a timely theme, the pace set early in The
Accused, with Jodie Foster's Oscar-win-
ning role as a tarty small-rown girl who is
gang-raped in a gin mill and takes her
case to court. On a more melodramartic
level, in Kinjite, Charles Bronson plays a
lawman trying to rescue a teenager who
is abducted and ravished by an evil mob-
ster specializing in the corruption of
sweetl young things. The Bronson charac-
ter seems all the keener to crack the case
after his own daughter is molested on a
bus. Brian De Palma’s chilling Casualties
of War, based on an actual case, deals
with the vicious assault of a captive Viet-
namese girl (Thuy Thu Le) by American
Gls. Sean Penn plays the remorseless
squad ringleader, with Michael J. Fox as
the conscientious soldier who risks his
life to see justice done after the girls
death.

In todays Hollywood, retribution is
swift for those commitung crimes
against women. Criminal Law stars Gary
Oldman as a defense attorney with a con-
science who turns against his client, Kev-
in Bacon, a rich, arrogant serial killer
who mutilates his female victims because
they've all had abortions. Winter People,
a so-so Depression drama, stars Kelly
McGillis and Kurt Russell, with Jeffrey
Meck as a wild, lusty mountain brute who
fathers McGillis' bastard child.

When Denms Quaid, playing rocker
Jervy Lee Lewis in Greal Balls of Fre!,
takes a child bride of 13 (Winona Ryder),
the public turns against him. There’s
trouble in the bedroom, 1o, when Jerry
Lee finds his blushin’ bride somewhat too
responsive on their hrst night together.
“You don't move like no virgin!™ he roars
and puts his clothes back on. You womn't
catch Mel Gibson, of the famous buns,
teasing a gal that way. In Tequila Sunrise,
he makes it poolside and under water
with Michelle Pfeiffer. In Lethal Weapon
11, i’s back to the shore in a modest mo-
bile home and off with those skivvies
again for some Hesh pressing with actress
Patsy Kensit before the gunfire resumes.
Crime and passion, a perennial film com-
bo, also figure prominenty in Road
House, starring prime hunk Patrick
Swayze as a superbouncer. He cleans up a
lawless joint and the town around it but
finds time for some barnvard (and barn-
roof) fun with Kelly Lynch as the local
doctor who applies bandages after his
brawls. There’s said to be even more in-
tense body heat between Al Pacino and
Ellen Barkin in Sea of Love: Pacino, as a
New York detective, makes waves with a
really ot suspect in a murder case.

Scene for scene, probably the nudest
major films this year were from England,
with the well-publicized Seandal leading
the pack. The bold Brits didn't produce
quite the volume of voluptuousness
they'd been exporting in recent vears,
but this censored, now-you're-X-rated,
now-you're-not replay of the tamous Pro-
fumo affair was ttillaung enough. Jo-
anne  Whalley-Kilmer as  Chnistine
Keeler and Bridget Fonda as Mandy
Rice-Davies play the pair of swinging-
Sixties, anything-goes girls whose games
of musical beds brought down the gov-
ernment and got a Russian diplomat
quickly recalled 10 Moscow. Except for
one briel braless dance sequence in the
night club where they meet, the star ac-
tresses talk like trollops but are seldom
shown doing anything that would ignite
a Parliamentary crisis. Pointedly excised
from several early versions of Scandal
were a lew randy snippets that spell the
difference between an R and an X, in-
cluding one episode in which the club im-
presario summons Christine to his office
for oral servicing. The strongest bits re-
maining are in an orgy scene peopled

with nude masochists. lewd matrons
(Britt Ekland among them as a lady “who
had a thing with .EK.”) and middle-aged
satyrs on a spree, and even this sequence
has been trimmed of male frontal nudity.
John Hurt steals the show as Dr. Stephen
Ward, the society osteopath who commit-
ted suicide when his aristocratic chums
let him take the rap for their indiscre-
tions.

Sammi Davis (the ubiguitous blonde
Brit ingénue, not to be confused with our
own Sammy), Paul McGann and Aman-
da Donohoe let it all hang out fairly often
in The Rambow, British director Ken
Russell’s filming of a D. H. Lawrence
classic. It’s a coming-of-age tale, a kind of
prequel to Lawrence’s Women i Love (al-
so filmed by Russell), with Davis as a free-
spirited  lass  who explores  lesbian
tendencies whilst skinny-dipping  with
her teacher/mentor (Donohoe); she also
sheds inlibitions along with her clothes
when pursued by McGann, an ardent sol-
dier who finds her more seducible than
marriageable. Davis and Donohoe, evi-
dently Russell’s favorite nymphs, also ap-
pear in his Lair of the Wiite Worm, an
outrageous adaptation of a novel by
Bram (Dvacula) Stoker. Donohoe stars as
a vampire priestess in a stately ‘ome
where she spots victims for a weird giant
worm that devours virgins. Her job re-
quires some phallic worship and scant
costuming, except for a silvery head-to-
toe paint job. The Hollywood Reporter
summed up Russell's hallucinatory fan-
tasy as “demonic images, group sex and
squiggly vipers.”

“Iwo relatively mature British actresses,
Lvan Redgrave and Pauline Collins,
throw off their natural reserve in a pair
of comedies. Getting It Right features
Redgrave as a worldly London adven-
turess who oversees the sexual appren-
ticeship of a wvirginal 30-something
hairdresser (Jesse Birdsall). The same
movie produces a striking change of
pace for Helena Bonham Carter, the ved-
dy proper heroime of A Room with a
View, here cast as a bare-breasied,
wealthy, deadedly kinky bird about
town. Collins, in her theatrical perform-
ance as Shirley Valentime, won best-actress
awards in New York and London for por-
traying a pleasantly plump 42-year-old
Liverpool housewife who experiences
women's liberation firsthand on a holiday
in Greece. In the hlm version, Collins
shows us what she merely talked about on
stage—her nude swim and an afternoon
of impulsive passion in a Greek hishing
boat with Tom Conti as Costas, an ever-
ready guide for sexually needy tourists.

Given the international flavor of con-
temporary film making, more and more
movies become harder than ever o label
as exclusively English, American or any
other nationality. Bridget Fonda (Peter’s

(continued on page 187)
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BONNIE RAITT

onversation belween a couple over-

heard at a recent Bonmie Raill concert:
She: “Right now, 1 can’t think of anyone
else I'd rather be than Bonnie Raitl.”
He: “Right now, I can’t think of anyone else
I'd want you lo 2
She: “Finish that sentence and you're a
dead man!”

That exchange pretty much says # all

about Bonnie Raitts appeal—she is the

undisputed queen of cool. The daughter of

actor/singer John Railt, Bonnie was
brought up a Quaker and drawn to folk
music and political activism during the Six-
ties. Since forgoing her senior year at Rad-
cliffe to “hang out with old blues guys,” she
has been charming her way into the hearts
of men and women alike for almost 20
years, singing soulful ballads, playing kick-
ass slide guitar and staying politically ac-
tive. After being dropped by Warner Bros.
and after waging a successful battle with
the bottle a few years back, Bonnie, at 39,
re-emerged this year with a new release on
Capitol, “Nick of Time,” which critics are
hailing as her breakthrough album. Paul
Engleman and Articles Editor John Rezek
caught up with Bonnie in Chicago. They re-
port that she is as smart and sweet and salty
in person as she seems on stage. And, if pos-
sible, even cooler;

|

PLAYBOY: You grew up in Los Angeles and
attended Radcliffe. So how did you ac-
quire your down-home charm?

raiTT: I'm basical-
weconsult P A cMl
the redheaded et o por
blues singer on 7, e i e
dimples, the Lt e
appeal of tall

men and the

sensuous allure

of a woman

with a

eleven, the folk-
music craze that
microphone in
her hand

was sweeping col-

leges across the
East. 1 went to
PHOTOGRAPHY BY BONNIE SCHIFFMAN

camp i the Adi-
rondacks every
summer and most
of my cultural 1m-
printing was done
there. I didn't like
beach-party music
and that scene or
the Republicanism
that was in LA.
My dad being in
the business but

not of it, my family had values different
from those of the typical showbiz family,
and that worked for me. I was also a red-
head in a town of people who got tan.

In terms of my personality, geez, I've
been like this since 1 was a little kid. My
dad’s paturally very down to earth and
very funky and my mom is, too, so we
kind of felt like the Beverly Hillbillies.
We were pretty down-home folks living
in Coldwater Canyon.

2]

rLavBoy: You're noted for your political
activism. Why is it that you don’t write or
record political songs?

raITT: The songs I sing are real political.
They're just political about men and
women. How we treat one another is
where politics starts—how we treat one
another as nations and vis-a-vis those less
fortunate than we are.

3.

rLAvBOY: How good a guitarist is Lee At-
water?

rarTT: I have no idea and I couldn’t care
less. It's really sad that the best offer
those rhythm-and-blues people got this
vear was from the Republicans. I'm on
the board of the Rhythm & Blues Foun-
dation, and we're working really hard to
get the pioneers of rhythm and blues
more work and some health insurance.
The best thing that’s come out of that so
far is the show for Lee Atwater. So any
rhythm-and-blues fan is better than no
rhythm-and-blues fan, but the irony was
not lost on me.

4.

rravsoy: With all the eritical acclaim you
get for your singing, do you feel as
though your guitar playing goes unap-
preciated?

rAITT: I'm not that famous one way or
the other. It just happens that not many
women play slide guitar. It's been treated
as a gimmick, and that part of it I find
amusing. I'm grateful it got me n the
door, if that’s what sets me apart. Playing
slide guitar is the thing that gets attached
to my name, so I'm proud of it.

5.

rLavBoy: How do you react when you re-
alize that every guy in the audience wants
vou Lo be his girlfriend?

raiTT: It's great that people like me on
whatever level they like me. I present a
pretty healthy role model for having a

good time. I'm comfortable being as sen-
suous and as sexual as I am, and I'm both
of those things when I'm playing my mu-
sic. I don't think it comes off in a silly or
frivolous or exploitative way.

Men get titillated by the sexuality that
women singers, especally jazz and blues
singers, sing about, but they’re not sitting
in the audience wishing they were on top
of me—1 don't think. I'm not threatening.
I'm not one of those gorgeous women
other women get jealous of when they
bring their boyfriends to see me. I could
be like a really good friend to them and
they know it

6.

rLAvBOY: What do women know about
men that men don't know about them-
selves?

raITT: Oh, boy, something I can sink my
teeth into here! Well, the great men do
know this about themselves and they pick
women who know they know about it:
Men like to be nurtured and cared for,
and that doesn't necessarily sacrifice
their strengths. That doesn't mean they
don't have a healthy relatuonship with
their own mothers or that they want to
lay their head on your chest all the time.
One of the most charming sides of men,
even wonderfully complex men, is the
one that lets us be almost motherly.
There are things men like to have done
to them that would probably surprise
other men if those other men didn't also
like the same things. That’s something
they don’t communicate to one another.

7.

rLavioy: What behavior of women should
be automatically forgiven?

raITT: I tend to think in terms of people,
not men and women. 1o me, the business
about “Oh, 1 better stav out of your way
because it’s that time of month” is almost
the worst thing you could send up.

And men don’t know that they have the
same cycles. They have similar periods
when they're irrationally cranky and the
smallest problem seems huge. There are
times when I wish 1 could just look at a
calendar and tell when this time was go-
ing to be. A certain amount of that irrita-
bility and hormonal ruckus should be
forgiven with regularity.

8.

rLavBoy: On the subject of men, who
need not apply?
rarr1: Men who don't like women, overly
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macho—read insecure—insensitive and
self-important bores. How's that? People
who aren’t culturally and politically well
rounded.

In terms of me personally, a similarity of

taste in music and politics would be pretty
important, as would a sense of humor.
Looks would be way down there, though 1
like tall men. [Laughs] That’s not a priority.
I mean, a brain and two legs will do. I just
get moony over really tall men, for some
reason.

9.

rLavsov: Considering that vour fatheris an
actor, did you ever have aspirations to be-
come an actress or perform in the theater?
rartT: Yeah. I wanted to be a serious ac-
tress when I was eleven or twelve and 1
used to be in plays. I would have loved 1o
do more theater in college if 1 hadn't start-
ed hanging out with all these blues guys
and got distracted in a great way. I'd love
to act if I would be good at it. I'm very
comfortable in front of an audience, but |
dont feel real comfortable in front of a
camera, because I'm kind ol funkv-look-
ing. That's why I asked Dennis Quaid to
play my boyfriend in my video, to have
somebody to play off of and somebody
there who could help me get through it

10.

rLavBoy: How tall is Dennis Quaid?

raITT: How young is more like it. He's very
voung. He has a girlfriend. And Dennis
Quaid is just tall enough, thank you.

11.

rLavsov: Men in their anger have called
women many things. Which of those angry
descriptions sometimes apply?

rarrt: And youre not going to tell me
what they are, are you? Well, it depends on
how deep the accusation is. If somebody
has acted inconsiderately or is being bitchy
for no reason, then we all know that both

men and women get like that. When a man
gets angry, it depends on whether his
anger comes from a deep-seated resent-
ment toward women in general—his
mother, his sister; his previous wife—or
whether he's just upset because he really,
honestly thinks she knows where his socks
are. 1 mean, “You never want to make love
when | want to make love” is different
from “You said I could go hshing and now
you don't want me to.”

12.

rLAaYBOY: How good are you on the phone?
rAITT: Very good. | have to be, because I'm
separated a lot. I can’t wau for picture
phones 1o come in, though. Then | can
keep the members of the band out longer,
because thev won't have to go home as
much. It will be great. You can pay a litle
extra 1o have a room with a picture phone.
You get out vour bottle of Oil of No Lay.
“What should I wear tonight, dear?”

13.

PLAYVBOY: You took up guitar when you were
nine years old and soon turned to plaving
blues. How old were you when you learned
what a mojo was?

rarrT: | was probably about seventeen. 1
don't know what the actual gadget is, but 1
believe it's some sort of litle kit that you
put together 1o cast spells. 1 haven't really
been a big student of that stuff, nor do I
put my head in those hittle shops. 1 kind of
look around and go, “Yikes!™ and get out
of there. We didn't have a whole lot of that
stuff in L.A., where | was brought up. I like
to keep it kind of mysterious, because it's
much move powerful to imagine 1. 1
mean, do | really want to meet Mel Gib-
son? I don't know: I kind of like him where
he is. right in mv head.

4.

rLavBoy: Some people get over the blues by
listening to vour songs. What do vou listen

“It’s probably for me. I have call forwarding”

to when you want to chase the blues away?
rar11: Well, theres the wallowing music. I
listen to Semebody’s Leavin®, by Bill Payne. 1
listen to Ray Charles. When 1 really want
to give in 10 being sad, 1 listen 10 Low-
ell George. Song for Adam, by Jackson
Browne. is the saddest song I've ever
heard. Rrver, by Joni Mitchell. There are
some Bruce Hornsby songs.

In terms of feeling better, Howlin® Wolf,
Muddy Waters, the stufl by Little Feat that
kicks your butt. Start Me Up, by the Rolling
Stones. Good R&B. Marvin Gaye, junior
Walker. You'll notice I haven't said much
from this decade. I'm real current.

I do like to wallow in sad songs when I'm
fecling sad. 1 sing them for that reason,
0o. But I never do more than three in a
row. Otherwise, people would be killing
themselves in the audience.

Th

pLAvBOY: When vou decided to take better
care of voursell, was there a particular mo-
ment when vou realized you had 1o stop
drinking?
ratT1: Well. 1 knew it was coming. 1 knew
that [ was going to have to stop drinking
100 much. because I was putting on a lot of
weight and I didn't like the way 1 looked.
And. as people who have had an episode in
their lives will tell you, the more your self-
esteem drops when vou don' like the way
you look, the more you try to deny the
problem, In my case, it doubled up at a
time when Warner Bros, unrelatedly,
chose 10 relieve me of my duties for them.
I went out on the road very upset, feel-
ing betraved and pissed off and defiant. It
wasn't a healthy, recreational kind of
drinking. It was a vengeance kind of
drinking. It never got in the way of my
singing, because 1 didn’t do it before the
show. I wouldn't jeopardize that. So at the
end of a couple of vears, when I would see
pictures of myself. I knew I didnt look
good. The fact that I might be killing my-
self didn’t even enter into it. The part that
made me stop was that [ was maybe going
to do a video with Prince, and I didn’t want
1o look like a tank next to him. [ remember
being so proud thinking I was the last girl
singer still drinking. Then I looked in the
mirror. I looked terrible and I felt terrible,
and [ said, “Who's winning in this con-
test?” [ had a skiing accident. which I think
was really some sort of divine intervention,
because I needed some reason to get off
the road. T knew I could go 1o AA., be-
cause [ had friends who were going and
they looked and felt great and were
singing great. You know, blues singers can
be any weight, but lets face it: Some people
look better heavier than others. | wasn't
one ol them, so it basically came down to
pride. Vanity is a cheap way to put it. I
think it was sell-esteem, business sense.

16.

rLaveov: When people have o give up
drinking or some other addiction. does it
help if they focus on what they don't have



Traffic radar doesn't say which car is being clocked, it merely flashes a number. The radar operator must then try to determine which vehicle produced the reading.
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Why radar makes mistakes.
How to protect yourself.

Although nine different errors have been
documented for traffic radar, the most common
source of wrongful tickets is mistaken identity.

It's hard to believe, but traffic radar does
not identify which vehicle is responsible for the
speed being displayed. It shows only a speed
number and nothing else. The radar operator
must decide who is to blame.

How radar works

The radar gun is aimed at traffic and it
transmits a beam of invisible radar waves. Each
moving object within range reflects these invisible
waves back to the radar gun. Using the Doppler
principle, the radar calculates speed from the
reflected waves.

Traffic radar Is blind

Traffic radar works differently from military,
air-traffic-control, and weather radars. The others
use rotating dish antennas in order to track many
objects simultaneously.

Traffic radar uses a far smaller, far cheaper,
gun-shaped antenna. This simplification reqguires
traffic radar to ignore all reflections but the
strongest. The number displayed is speed
calculated from the strongest reflection.

The best guess

Remember, these reflections are invisible.
Truck reflections can be ten times stronger than
car reflections. How can the operator know for
sure which vehicle is responsible for the number?

The truth is, he can't be sure in many cases.
The result is mistaken identity. You can be ticketed
for somebody else’s reflection.
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Self defense

The only way to defend yourself against
these wrongful tickets is to know when radar is
operating near you. Others agree with this
method. In his verdict upholding a citizen's right
to use a radar detector, Judge Joseph Ryan,
Superior Court, District of Columbia, wrote:

“If government seeks to use clandestine
and furtive methods to monitor citizen actions,
it can ill afford to complain should the citizen
insist on a method to effect his right to know he
is under such surveillance.”

We can help

We specialize in radar warning. And Escort
and Passport do far more than simply find radar.
Upon radar contact, the alert lamp responds
and the meter shows radar signal strength. At
the same time, you will hear an audio waming
—pulsing slowly when the radar is weak, quicker
as it strengthens, then constant as you approach
close range. When you know exactly how strong
the radar waves are, you'll know when the radar
unit is near enough to actually have you under
surveillance.

Expert's Choice

Escort and Passport are the most effective
radar-warning instruments available. But don't
take our word for it. Car and Driver, Popular
Mechanics and Roundel magazines have each
published independent tests of radar detectors.
And each gave us the highest ratings. Just call us
toll-free and we'll send reprints of the complete
tests, not just excerpts or quotes.

We're as close as your phone

We sell directly to you, and we guarantee
your satisfaction. If you're not entirely satisfied
within 30 days, return your purchase. We'll refund
your money and Shipping costs.

To order, call toll-free. Orders in by 6:00 pm
eastern time go out the same day by UPS and
we pay the shipping. Overnight delivery is guar-
anteed by Federal Express for only $10 extra.

Call now, and the best defense against
wrongful tickets can be in your car tomorrow.

Order Today

Toll Free 1-800-543-1608
{Call 8am-midnight, 7 days a week)

By mail send to address below. All orders
processed immediately. Prices slightly
higher for Canadian shipments.

PASSPORT

RADAR-RECEIVER
N R §ome 8

i ]
DS CLUS
INTERFSAIBONAL |

Pocket-Slize Radar Protection $295
{Ohio residents add $17.70 sales tax)

ESCORT

RADAR WARNING RECEIVER
e s

The Classic of Radar Wamning $245
{Ohio residents add $14.70 sales tax)

Cincinnati Microwave
P Department 6007NS

One Microwave Plaza

Cincinnati, Ohio 45249

€ 1589 CMI

For our free engineering report “TRAFFIC RADAR: How it works, and why it gets wrong readings.” call us toll free 1-800-543-1608.
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10 give up?

raltT: Oh, man, veah! 1 thought I was go-
ing to be really boring and I'd have to be a
born-again Christian or lose my sense of
humor and go right to bed after the show
and nobody would hang out with me. I'd
never get to have a boyfriend, because 1
wouldn't get to go to the south of France
and drink wine. All these silly things came
to mind.

You don’t have to give up. What vou get
in return is vourself. It sounds so trite, un-
less you're going through it. It's just that
what better challenge is there in life than
10 be free of all the demons of what you
should be and what you could have been?
If vou think you have a problem at all, you
should check those programs out. You
don't have to sign up. It doesn't cost any-
thing. Just be around it for a litile while
and see if it applies. You'll know.

17.

rLAavBoy: What's more sensuous than slide
guitar?

RAITT: Singing is the most sensuous, and
playing guitar is the second most sensuous
instrument. I can think of playing. Har-
monica is the third most. I'm telling you: A
tall guy who plays harmonica. Now, there’s a
thought.

18.

pLavBoy: How do you react when fans ap-
proach you in rest rooms?

ra1T: 1 don't like 1o be bugged in bath-
rooms. I mean, people hand me cassettes

under the stall. It's brutal. Or they start
talking to me when they know I'm in there
and there’s a whole line of women waiting:
“So, what's Jackson Browne really like?”
“Can I come out of here first before I have
this conversation?”

19.

rLAYBOY: You and Madonna find vourselves
looking in the same washroom mirror in a
Los Angeles restaurant. What do you talk
about?
raITT: Obviously, she would know I knew
who she was, but I don't know whether she
would know who 1 was. If she said some-
thing like, “I've always liked your music,”
then I would say, “Thank you. You're not
doing a bad job with your career, either.”
But if we were, in fact, discussing stuff, I
would tell her that she had a lot of gump-
tion and direction in her career, that she
definitely represents this generation of
women, the newer one that's coming up.
There's a respect that goes from artist to
artist by just how somebody is handling
himself, regardless of whether you like
what he’s doing. 1 wouldn't say Whos That
Girl? was one of my favorite movies, but
you've got to admire her for knowing what
she’s doing.

20.

rLavBoy: Dimples: boon or bane?

rarrr: Great, especially when you don'
have a whole lot else going for you. As long
as I'm smiling, people like me.

SRURGE

“One final question on reincarnation—it’s about residuals.”
q
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(continued from page 90)

the micro-monnie’s orb blinked and be-
came rosy inside. Three gold nines ap-
peared in it, floated 10 the surface and
shimmied there.

“Only nine ninety-nine per period,”
cooed the Analyzer, “with just nine hun-
dred down.”

Nine hundred thou? My heart cantered,
but I was relieved. “Way too much,” I said
and gave a lorlorn shrug. 1 guess ultra-en-
hancement’s out of the question for me.”

The Analyzer's face became a grid of
green lines, and blue began to flood the
squares, one by one. “We can extend the
amortization. We can establish an inden-
ture period.” The Analyzer paused. “This
is a matter of love, is it not7 Is not love
worth any cost?”

“I guess so,” | said. But things were get-
ting clogged up in my head. 1 was having
trouble breathing, too. The air seemed
sweet and dense. [ stared at the face of the
Analyzer as it flattened and deepened 1o
the color of twilight. “I need a few beats to
think,” I said.

“Of course,” said the Analyzer. “But we
do expect price increases any day now.”

[ paced back and forth like a rat in a
trap. I was a wreck, a mess, trying to fig
which way to go. Every time I thought of
her, I was sure it would be worth it. Every
time [ looked at the three gold nines wig-
gling happily at me, I wasn't so sure. And
every time | imagined the pain, 1 was
scared out of my golly But I knew 1
couldn’t just squid like the others. The only
escape was straight ahead.

“But listen,” 1 whispered. “It's not just
the price. Won't it hurt a lot?”

The face became a flat slope, inclining
backward into a cobalt distance. “New
techniques have reduced the pain factor to
point five on the Spinther Scale. However,
the pain, vou must realize, is an integral
part of enhancement. You can only achieve
complete and total enhancement when you
experience the pain as well. No pain, no
gain.”

It wasn't the answer 1'd hoped for, and I
didnt know what to say The Analyzer
seemed o notice my Husier. The face
brightened into its rosy yellow.

“Would you care 1o consult Dr
Spinther?”

ehrec

“Of course.”

The micro-monnie sank out of sight. In-
1o its place popped a large turnip-shaped
man in a surgical-green skinught jump
suit. It covered Ihim head to we. Not one
square inch of hide showed. Even his eyes
were hidden behind pink-tinted goggles.
He seemed surprised at first, like he had
been nipped in the middle of something.
He looked at the Analyzer and then at me,
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slapping his arms against his sides.

“Dr. Spintherz"

He held up a blue-green finger, as if to
say, “One moment, please.” Then he
reached under his chin and, taking hold of
a tab there, he peeled the face-covering of
the jump suit up and over the top of his
head. He was a balding, Aabby-faced lop
with a giant honker and large dark moles
on his plump cheeks. Not at all what I'd ex-
pected. Wiry black hair bristled along his
brows, and more of it sprouted from his
oversized nostrils.

“Can't hear a damn thing with the cowl
on,” he said loudly, irritably. “Hang tight
another mo’” He pulled 1abs on both el-
bows and peeled away the long-sleeved
gloves on his hands.

Then he looked me over again, all the
while vigorously scratching his hairy fore-
arms with thick, fai fingers. After that, he
cocked an evebrow toward the Analyzer.

“What've we got here?"

“Undecided,” said the Analyzer, going
blue again. “Wants to know about the pain
factor.”

Dr. Spinther sighed and frowned. look-
ing around like something was missing. A
chair came scooting out of the wall. He sat
down heavily and scratched his forearms
some more.

“Stand up. Turn.”

I turned slowly, doing a three-sixty. The
coctor’s lip scrunched on one side. He
glanced at the Analyzer again.

“Hes not such a bad specimen as is.
What's he want enhancing for?"

The Analyzer’s face went solid purple
and then aquamarine spots began to bal-
loon like cil drops in water. Then the col-
ors shifted and broke imto a mob of small,
flufty dots in bouquets of red, yellow and
white flower shapes, scattered across a sun-
ny green field.

“For love,” the Analyzer said. “He's 1n
love with that ultra-enhanced Damian fe-
male you did. Sector five, gene pool dot-
oh-eight-four, rememberz”

“Well, for gosh sakes!” The doctor
turned and looked me over again, his eye-
brows rising. “And she’s not giving vou the
time of day, right®”

I blushed.

He arched an eyebrow toward the Ana-
lyzer. Then he struggled out of his chair,
stepped up to me and threw a meaty arm
around my shoulders. “Listen, son,” he
said. “If it's the cost you're really worried
about here, I'll tell you what I'm going to
do. I'm going to give you a special deal!
Why? Because I got a soft spot for people
in love. Besides, you'll be simp to do. Piece
of cake” He clapped me on the back,
gripped me by both elbows and held me at
arm’s length, grinning like a indyman. his
beady eyes beaming at me from under
their shagey brows. “len percent discount.
How's that sound? The full treatment!
Head to toe! Evervihing! Even your G-
unit—we'll go the whole nine inches!™

I grinned back. I couldn help feeling
good about him, too. Except that he was so
wonky-looking. “And the pamn factor?" [
said, hoping for more good news.

“Pain factor?” He gave me a surprised
look and let go my arms. “Oh, that!” He
shot a look over his shoulder. “Nothing 1o
worry about! Guy like you? Nip here, tuck
there? You'll hardly feel a thing!” He
slapped my back, gripped my elbow. “So,
what do you say? No deposit, nothing
down. Lets go for it, OK?” The doctor
threw another look over his shoulder.
“How’s his credit?”

“Eight hundred. Make it eight-fifty,” said
the Analvzer, its face a blur of calculations.

“Real good!” said the doctor. “Fine! I'm
satisfied! How about tomorrow morning?™

Shivers went both ways, up and down my
spine. Excitement or fear, I couldn't tell
which. “Thart soon?”

“Sooner the better.” He reached out and
snatched up a square of white velliculite
that had appeared in the air between us.

“He'd lied about the pain.
There is nothing like it.
I was turned nto a living
goo, a single solid,
Sfiery wound.”

He held it out to me. “Just put your old im-
print right here,” he said. jabbing at a
thumbspot at the bottom of a densely
worded page. “Standard contract. Sign.
Right there.” He took hold of my left hand
and held it over the contract. 1 wedged. He
sniled, wiggling his brows reassuringly
The up of my thumb touched the surface.
“Done! Good.”
.

It was dark when I got out. Alinost six.
All the way back, 1 fel like a jackadak, go-
ing round and round, elated one second,
scared the next. Ultra-enhancement! I'd
be her equal! We'd spend our perfect, ul-
tra-enhanced lives together! But what had
I gotten myself into? Hadn't I always liked
myself the way I was? I stared at myself in
the window’s dark glass. Did 1 really want a
more serious brow, a leaner beak, a little
more chin with maybe a nifty crease in it?
My face parts suddenly seemed like old
friends. And something else nagged me. If
ultra-enhancement was so great, how come
Dr. Spinther still looked like a warghound?

My mind clouded over with vexing
frowns. My heart skiddled around inside
me. [t was a long, sleepless night. Bv morn-
mg, [ was pulp. I had only questions, no
answers, as | rode the camcar south again.

“This time at the clinic, I was shown right
into a tubular room drenched in light.

“I need to see the doctor first,” I wld the
receiver.

He would be in shortly, she told me, and
then, quickly and professionally, she
stripped me naked. A bhig glass jar ap-
peared. It was just my size and hlled with
an oily red fluid.

“Where’s Dr. Spinther?”

“Shortly.” she repeated. “Into the bath.”

“Where's the doctor? I need to talk to
the doctor.”

“Soon. All the way in now, arms under.”

The fluid was warm and gooey. Within
seconds, it had the consistency of petro-
leum jelly. I was up to my chin in it, and I
could hardly move. Finally, the doctor ap-
peared. He was togged out like before, in
his surgical greens, only his head exposed.

“How we doin’ this morning?” he said
cheerfully.

“Tell me now,” I demanded, “before this
goes any further, what will 1 really be
like?”

His bushy brows danced upward. He
had begun to connect hoses to the legs of a
large chromium spider that had descended
from the ceiling. “You'll be a fine-looking
son of a gun!”

He began to hum merrily to himself
then. He was fussing with things behind
me. 1 could just tip my head back far
enough 1o see his face. The nose swelled
horribly, the pores gaped, the hair in the
nostrils stood out in spikes.

“Then why aren’t you enhanced?”

He glanced at me, surprised, as though
the answer should be obvious. “Can’t very
well operate on myself, can 1?" He began
working his fingers into his gloves then,
not looking at me again.

“Wait,” [ said. The jelly was so firm now
that 1 could not move. It gripped my
throat like a huge, hot hand. “Wait,” I
whispered, trying to move my arms, panic
squeezing my eyes out of their sockets.
“Wai!”

“Can't,” he said. “Too late. You've made
vour choice. The jelly’s set.”

I began 10 scream. But the doctor had
pulled down his cowl. He couldn’t hear.
“Wait!" | screamed. But he only nodded
happily as he began my enhancement.

He'd lied about the pain. There is noth-
ing like it, nothing even close. The chromi-
um spider chewed me into a pulp and then
chewed the pulp. I was turned into a living
goo, a single solid, fiery wound. Let me
die! I screamed silently again and again.
Let me die! Unul finally, a curtain of black
descended.

.

I emerged bheawiful. My shoulders were
broad, my torso was tapered. My muscles
rippled and my skin fit my flesh like paint
on steel. My complexion was flawless. My
face was superbly balanced, wonderfully
sculpted. My eves were sparks of electric
blue. My hair was a cloud of swirling, shin-
ing hues. I couldnt believe how good 1
looked. All I could do was stare at myself
in the mirror. Or at least stare at the in-
credibly handsome guy who moved when 1
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there are two things you should
consider. Your home. And your car.

moved, blinked when I blinked. It was a
goozy feeling. I had to get used to it. "Don’t
we look spiff,” I kept saying. “Aren't we just
the baby’s button.”

I wanted to find her as soon as 1 could,
show her how splendiferous I looked. But
what I wanted just as much was to make a
grand entrance, stun the whole crowd. So [
waited till long after sundown. till 1 knew
the Jeet Jet would be hot and hopping. And
instead of taking the main rope, I ducked
down some back stairs and cut across a
camway and through a cross tube to a serv-
ice lift.

I dropped a slot, tapped and waited. A
few niks were there, cleaning out link
lines. They gaped at the wonder of me. All
but one, who smirked and wrned off his
nozzle and sidled toward me. It was Bello.
I pretended I didn't recognize him, but
he clomped down beside me, grinning
his dumb smile. He looked at me closely,
nodding.

“Going to the Jet? Don't waste vour time.
She won't be there. She's quit that place.”

I turned and glared at him. “How do
you know so much?”

“We're tight. We're like this.” Smugging
at me, he twined two hngers.

“Where is she, then?”

*Ha,” he said and wrned o go. But 1
grabbed him by his scrawny neck and
shoved him against the door. I shook him.
1 wouldn't let him loose.

“Tell me, you miserable twad!”

“Be dim,” he cried, squirming. “Don’t

get so rikked. I'll take you to her, if that’s
what vou want.”

He led me through side tubes, down afi-
ershafts. Down to the lowest level, clear 10
the edge of town, till I was sure he was out
to wink me. But at last, we came 1o a nar-
row, high notch that opened to a small,
plain cubicle. The only light came {rom the
monnie. She was in a hoodchair, watching
it. But she stood up as we entered. She

turned and faced me, the colors shimming

all around her, shining through her gauzy
robe. My heart stopped dead then. I
caught my breath at the apered, slender,
swelling, curving shape of her silhouette,
the beauty as perfect as 1 remembered, as
perfect as 1 could imagine. 1 wanted to tell
her so, but I couldn’t speak. My throat was
clenched ught. My mouth was full of kapo
cotton. All I could do was to grin ear to ear
and wait for her to say how great I looked.
How she'd been waiting for someone just
like me. How she adored me, wanied me,
couldn't live without me.

But she didn’t say any of those things.
She didn't even smile. She folded her arms
and shook her head and sneered.

“You dumb feeb. How much did they
squeeze out of your Twenty-five? Fifty
thou?”

I stared at her. | couldn't believe it. How
could she be worried about the cost?

“I got a discount,” I pleaded.

*You got cobbed good is what you got.”
She let out a snicking laugh. Bello, slouch-
ing behind me, weased his measly guff,
too. They both laughed, like it was all some

mixy joke, while I stood there stunned.

Then she went back to her chair and sat.
She crossed her silky legs and lighted a
Jink and shook her head at me some more,
My heart had shriveled. I felt like a fool.

“Look,” she said. “I'm sorry about it. 1
really am. It wasn't supposed to go like
this. I only went in for a nose job. A skin
scrub. Maybe to straighten my teeth. I just
wanied to look a lutle better, that's all.” She
gazed at me, then looked away She
shrugged. “Then they made me an offer. |
could be beaunful, they said. Everything
fixed. All for free.”

“Free?" | gasped.

She shrugged again and tapped the ash
off her jink. “All I had to do was go places.
Be seen. Impress the feebs, that’s what thev
wanted. Get nunks like you to lay out big
loads of scat for the process. And be will-
ing to take the pain. I suppose they fibbed
to you about that, too. Hurts like hell,
doesn'tit?”

She blew out smoke and gazed at me
sadly, like I was the poorest lop in the
world. Which was just how I felt. And just
what I was. The poorest, lowest of all.
Clear down to zero. She was sull beautiful,
but I had no desire for her anymore. No
desire for anything, except to get out of
there.

L

I spent a whole day in bed. It was worse
than before. I couldnt even watch the
monnie. I stared at the ceiling and felt
bligged, tapped out. totally zoned. What
was there left for me? I might as well be
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dead, I thought, and sank lower and lower.
Unul the hurt gave way to nothingness.
Then 1 dragged myself out. I went to the
Jeet Jet, bent on throwing myself into
whatever happened to me.

Even a fool could've deuced the scene.
My new image was a colossal hit. All the
gats went dolly-eyed while all the soats
killed me with jealous looks. I couldn’t do
anything wrong. No matter what feeby
thing I said, it was snatched up like some
great wit and got passed around. Every
move | made sent a ripple through the
room. Every untagged lop in the place
clustered around me, doting, cooing, bil-
lowing for attention. Everyone wanted to
give me things. Drinks, jinks, lollipops,
vou name it. And they all wanted me, wo.
Coy hands began to flutter on my square
shoulders and pet my chiseled arms.

I began to see why she'd quit showing
up. It was goozy as hell. It gave me the
spinges, the way thev all stared at me like 1
was a freak. The way they pressed in, clos-
er and closer. But I sat there and took it.
Until this towering blonde with a mean
overbite leaned too close and fell giggling,
squirming, into my lap.

I decided to leave. Give it all up and
crawl back into my hole. But two wedge-
tops followed. And the ooty blonde. And
a pog with her ears painted violet. And a
tarty soat wearintg jams in his hair. And a
ginky green-haired gat with rows of tiny
blinking lights where her eyebrows were
supposed to be. And a strange little nik in
a pink hat. They all seemed to think they

were mv best bugs, and 1 didn’t know how
to get rid of them.
°

Something had to be done, I knew that.
The whole thing had 1o be stopped. I rode
the camcar south. They made me wait for
hours. But finally, 1 was ushered in.

This ume, the Analyzer's face was divid-
ed by a rolling arch, a blue wave that rose
and fell. Shiny silver shapes, like flattened
pills, swam lazily beneath it.

“Sit,” I was told. *You have a question?”

“I want to see the doctor. 1 have some-
thing 1o tell him.”

The wave rolled higher. “Dr. Spinther is
very busy. But anything you tell me, he will
hear. We are in . . . in very close comtact.”

“I'd rather tell it to him personally,” 1
said.

The wave crested. A pill leaped free and
fell back. “Sorry. It's impossible right now.
But give me the message and I'll relay it 1o
him.”

I stared at the face, waiching another
wave rise up and flip a shower of pale
sparks into the top of the face. The pills all
circled, then twiddled in place. Another
wave crossed. "I i's a refund you're after,
we can't help you. The price for new tech-
nology is very high, and. . . "

I stood up. My patience was gone, and so
was my caution. “I don't care about the
money! It's this fraud you're working! You
can't get away with it! I'll tell everyone!”

The face had gone red. The next wave
fell Aat and rolled away, leaving the pills to

scuttle afier it like beached crabs.

But then the blue seeped in again. The
Analyzer’s voice was calm. “They won't lis-
ten,” it said. “One look at you and they'll
want the same. They'll pay the price. En-
dure the pain.”

I sat down again. The Analyzer was
right. 1 was a walking billboard, just like
her. For every lop who believed me, there'd
be a dozen who'd think I was lying just to
keep the competition down.

The wave rolled in again; the silvery
shapes danced. “I'm afraid thats it,” said
the Analyzer. “And you did sign an agree-
ment, alter all. And since vour account is
now empty, we must conclude this session.”

.

I left the district soon after that. Gave up
my soat ambitions and moved out here to
the edge of the farout. No more monnies
or hogampick or neural-neon extravagan-
zas. Not many mirrors, either. Now [ travel
around, trading in raw feln for a living.
I've grown a beard and wear my dark gog-
gles. Got a tattoo on each cheek. I've mar-
ried into the Kimwally tribe. My wife's as
real as they come and beautifully flawed.
We have four healthy, normal-looking kids
to remind me of how | used to look. Some-
times on the high rail or in one of the bor-
der stops, 1 sull hear about gaterinas with
pertect faces, lops who look like a million.
But there's not so much talk anymore,
which makes me wonder what sort of mixy
wrought Dr. Spinther’s into now:
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ABORTION

(continued from page 55)
abortion debate, would just roll their eyes
heavenward. It seems that the cynical
coahtion put together by the right-wing
sharpies has two morally inconsistent pil-
lars: economic conservatism, which slashes
social spending, and encouragement of the
birth of more poor children.

Exceptions to the cynicism are the pro-
life Catholic bishops, who are at least con-
sistent in demanding far more funds for
the poor. Indeed, they have endorsed a
radical economic program that could in-
clude substantial income redistribution. If
a pro-life stance were combined with an
ironclad commitment by this society to
guarantee equal claim o a decent life for
all children and their mothers, such a posi-
tion would be one worth respecting.

In the meantme, in the wake of the Web-
ster decision, we are left to deal with a
moral cop-out in which more poor chil-
dren will be born to a society increasingly
indifferent to their well-being. Get the kid
born, keep him locked in the holding cell
of some miserable ghetto, and when he
commits a crime, kill him, even if he's a
teenager.

There are more than 500,000 (some say
more than 1,000,000) teenaged mothers in
the Umited States, many of them surely
daughters of other teenaged mothers.
What protection, indeed, what equal
rights will the Court guarantee their chil-
dren—and the many millions more who
will now be born because of this judicial
dicking around with a constitutional coin-
promise that had worked as well as most?

The practical result of Webster is that the
states must ultimately decide the abortion

issue. But a state legislature, which must al-
so provide funding for the born or deal
with the problems engendered by the un-
cared-for child, cannot so easily ignore the
connection between population control
and social problems. To begin with. a state
legislature that bans abortion is likely to be
under increased pressure to expand pro-
grams of prenatal care, sex education,
homes for unwed mothers and birth clin-
ics. Lawmakers will have to vote for an ex-
pansion of school facilities, orphanages,
public housing, and so forth. That stuff
costs big bucks. That's when that silent ma-
Jjority—the one that polls consistently say
opposes a ban on abortions—may well rise
up against a group of noisy pro-lifers with
a Irightening agenda. Up to now, that
agenda has been just talk and has carried
no price tag. Now it's a reality and the reali-
Ly is expensive.

A quarter of a century ago, the state of
California, which would not permit my
young friend to have an abortion, led the
nation, along with New York, in providing
social services to the poor and, particular-
ly, to poor children. Then its governor
Ronald Reagan proceeded quite effective-
ly to dismantle those programs. The state
was saved from disaster by actions from
Washington, one of which was the Roe
vs. Wade decision of the Supreme Court.
Now, if the clock is to be turned back on
abortion rights, we ought to call for spend-
ing at the levels of the War on Poverty, or
the New Deal, to protect the rights of the
babies that the Reagan Court insists be
born. If it comes down to economics, as
things in life often do, I wonder if the cru-
sade against abortion can survive its ulu-

mate cost.

“Remember when ‘safe sex” meant her husband was out of town?”

T H_E /A

(continued from page 116)
damn tough—he would give them thai—
but he had figured out a way in the end.
There’s always a way in if you know
enough. That contractor, he really sold the
brass a sow’s ear when he told that fiib. Ah,
well, the contractor had gotten his and
now ‘Terry Franklin was making his own
score.

He had loaded the vap-door program
into the main computer one day while 15
technicians loafed and sipped coffee and
watched him work on a sticky tape drive.
Not a one of them saw what he was doing.
Nor, he told himself with glee, would they
have understood what he was doing even if
they had nouced. Most of them were as ig-
norant as they were trusting.

The 3-W file looked as clean as a virgin's
conscience. Franklin exited the program
and turned off his terminal. He stood and
stretched. He felt good. Very, very good.
The adrenal excitement was almost like a
cocaine high but better, since there was no
comedown. He was living on the edge and
it felt terrihc.

After straightening up the office, he
turned off the coftee pot and put on his
coat. With a last glance around, he
snapped off the lights and locked the door
behind him.

Getting past the guards at the building
exits carrying the disks was a risk, though
a small one. The civilian guards occasion-
ally selected people for a spot search and
sooner or later, he would be chosen. It had
to happen. It hadn’'t happened to him yet
and 1t didn’t happen this evening, but he
was clean just now, anyway. The disks were
still back in the office, carefully hidden. He
would take them out some evening next
week at the height of the rush-hour ex-
odus, when the probability of being
searched was the smallest. Minimize the
risk, maximize the gain.

As he rode the escalator up to the bus
stop for Virginia suburban buses, Terry
Franklin buttoned his coat tightly and
turned the collar up behind his neck. From
a pocket, he extracted his white sailor’s cap
and placed it carefully on his head, exactly
one finger’'s width above his evebrows.

“The cold, wet wind at the top of the me-
chanical stairs made him cringe. He quick-
ly climbed aboard the Annandale bus and
made his way to an empty window seat. He
stared through the gathering dusk at the
looming building. People in uniform and
civilian clothes kept pouring out of the es-
calator exit, trying to hide their faces from
the wind, scurrying for buses. These poor
schnooks. What they didn’t know! Vastly
content, he pursed his lips and began 1o
whistle silently.

-

Terry Franklin was watching television
when he heard the telephone ring. He lis-
tened for the second ring, but it didn't
come. He sat staring at the TV screen, no



longer hearing the words or seeing the pic-
ture.

His wife had taken the kids to the mall.
She had left only a half hour ago. How long
would she be?

He was trying to decide just how much
time he had when the phone rang again.
He felt his muscles tense. Only one ring,

He turned off the TV and got his coat
from the closet. He felt in his pocket for
the keys to the old Datsun. They were
there. He snapped off the living-room
lights and peered between the curtains at
the street. No one out there.

Ring, pause, ring, pause, ring. . . .

Three rings. The drop on G Street. He
would have to hurry to beat Lucy and the
kids home. He remembered to lock the
door behind him.

°

Matilda Jackson was 67 years old and she
was fed up. Five years ago, she had retired
from the law firm where she had worked as
a clerk-typist for 26 years. Seventeen
months ago, she had made the last pay-
ment on her mortgage. The house wasn't
much—a run-down row house in a run-
down neighborhood—but, by God, it was
hers. And it was all she could afford on her
Social Security income and the $93.57 she
got every month from the law irm's pen-
sion plan.

‘The house had been something when
she and Charlie bought it in 1956, and
Charlic had been a good worker inside
and outside, keeping everything painted
and nice and the sidewalk swept. But he
had died of diabetes—had it really been 16
years ago?—alfter they amputated his feet
and his liver got bad.

Poor Charlie; thank God he couldn't see
this neighborhood now; it'd break his
heart. Everything gone to wrack and ruin,
trash everywhere, and those goddamn
kids selling dope in the house right across
the street.

Mrs. Jackson heard a car stop outside
and peered through the window. Four
young men dressed to kill stood on the
sidewalk looking around. She reached for
her camera, an ancient Brownie, but she
had loaded it with some of that new film
the man at the drugstore said would take
pictures without a flash. When she got the
camera ready and pointed through the
gap in the drapes, she could see only two
men. The other two must have gone inside.

Damn those cops, anyway.

She had told thosc detectives that Mel-
vin's was a crack house and nothing had
happened. They weren't going to pay
much attention to a fat old black lady, no
way. She had seen that in their hard eyes as
they looked up and down the street at the
boarded-up windows and the trash and
that worthless, shiftless Arnold Spivey sit-
ting on Wilson's stoop, drinking from a
bottle in a paper bag.

She was going to get pictures. They
would have to do something if she had pic-
wures. And if they didn't do anything, she
would send the photos to the neighbor-

hood warch group or maybe even the
newspapers. Leaving old people to watch
their neighborhood rot and the dope ped-
dlers take over—they would have to do
something about pictures.

She snapped the camera at both of the
men on the sidewalk, slick, loose-jointed
dudes with sports coats and pimp hats with
wide brims and flashy sweatbands. The -
cense plate of that big car would be in both
photos.

Someone else was coming. A white man,
walking as bold as brass after dark in a
neighborhood as black as primter’s ink, a
neighborhood where the kids would rip
off your arm to get your Timex watch. She
squinted. Late 50s or early 60s, chunky,
wearing a full-length raincoat and a little
trilby hat. Oh, yes, he'd gone by earlier this
evening, just walking and looking. She
hadn't paid much attention then, but here
he was, back again. She pointed the cam-
era and clicked the shutter. The two dudes
on the opposite sidewalk by the big car
were watching him, but he was ignoring
them.

Now what did he just do? Stuffed some-
thing in that hollow iron fence post as he
walked by.

Why did he do that? My God, the street
is full of trash; why didr't he just throw it
down, like everyone else does?

The two men who had gone into the
crack house came out and they and their
compatriots piled into the car and left,
laughing and peeling rubber. Mrs. Jackson
got more photos of them, then busied her-
self in the kitchen making tea, since the
street seemed quiet now.

Wonder what that white man stuffed in
that fence post? Something to do with that
crack house, no doubt. Maybe he's a judge
or police on the take. Not getting enough.
Maybe it’s money, a payoff for someone.

Well, we'll just see. We have some rights,
100.

She pulled her sweater around her
shoulders and got her cane. Her arthritis
was bothering her pretty badly, but there
was no help for it. She unbolted the door
and lowered herself down the steps. As she
approached the hollow iron post two hous-
es down, she glanced around guiltily. Her
frustration was [ast evaporating into fear.
No one looking. Quick! She reached into
the post. Only a crushed cigarette pack.
Disappointed, she felt around in the hol-
low cavity. There was nothing else. With
the cigareute pack in her pocket, she slowly
made her way back 10 her house, steeling
herself to look straight ahead. Oh, God,
why had she done this?

She locked and bolted her doors and sat
at the Kkitchen table examining her find.
Writing on the back, block letters. Num-
bers and such. Code of some sort. Payoffs,
most likely. We'll see what the police make
of all this. Not that they'd ever tell an old
black woman what it was all about. No mat-
ter, if they'd just close that crack house,
that'd be something. But should she go to
the police? Theyve been told about that

crack house and they've done nothing.
What if they've been paid off ? What if they
tell the dopers about her?

Mrs. Jackson had lived too long in the
ghetto not to know the dangers associated
with interfering in someone’s illegal enter-
prise. As she stared at the cigaretie pack,
she realized she had crossed that invisible
line between officious nuisance and enemy.
And she knew exactly what happened to
enemies of dope dealers. They died. Fast
and bloody. Those four punks on the side-
walk in their fancy clothes would smile as
they cut off her ears, nose and tongue, then
her arms.

She turned off the kitchen light and sat
in the darkness, trying to think. What
should she do? My God, what had she
done?

.

Mrs. Jackson was still sitting in the dark-
ness of her kitchen 30 minutes later, when
Terry Franklin walked past her house to-
ward the hollow post. He had parked the
car three blocks away Normally, he was
very circumspect and drove around for at
least an hour 1o ensure he had lost any pos-
sible tails, but tonmight, he was in a hurry.
He had to get home before Lucy and
the kids got back from the mall. So he
had driven straight from Annandale to
G Street.

The block appeared empty. No, there
was someone sitting in a doorway, across
the street. Some black guy with a brown
bag. A wino. No sweat. What a shitty neigh-
borhood! He had never understood why
the Russians had picked a drop in a run-
down black neighborhood, but since he
hadn’t talked with them after he had
found the described drops, he had no op-
portunity to ask.

It would be just his luck to get mugged
down here some night.

He walked at a regular pace toward the
post, not 100 fast and not too slow. Just a
man who knows where he’s going. He
would just reach in while barely breaking
stride, get the cigarette pack and keep on
walking, right on around the block and
back 1o his car. Piece of cake.

He slowed his pace as he reached into
the post.

It was empty!

Dumfounded, he stopped and looked in.
There was just enough light coming from
the streetlight on the corner and the win-
dows of the houses to see into the hole. 1t
was about four inches deep. Empiy!

He walked on. What had happened?
This had never happened before. What in
hell was going on? Holy shat!

He turned and walked back to the post.
He looked in again. The hole was still
empty. He looked around on the sidewalk
and the grass behind the fence for any-
thing that might be an empty cigaretie
pack.

Nothing!

It must be here, somewhere, and he jusi
wasn't seeing it.

He was living one of those cold-sweat.
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gibbering nightmares where you are stuck
in quicksand and going to die and the rope
1s forever just inches out of reach. Finally,
he realized the cigarette pack truly wasn't
there.

Maybe he was being set up. Maybe the
FBI was going to grab him.

Franklin looked around wildly. trving to
see who was watching. Just blank windows.
The wino—still there, sucking from his
bottle. He reached into the hole again, try-
ing to understand. Someone had gotien it.
God, it must be the FBL. They must be on
to him. Even now, they're watching from
somewhere, ready to pounce. Prison—he
would go to prison. The wino—an agent—
watching and laughing and ready to arrest
him.

Terry Franklin panicked.

He ran for the car, a staggering. hell-
bent gallop down the sidewalk as he tried
to look in every direction for the agents
closing in. ‘1o arrest him.

He careened into a garbage can and it
fell over with a loud clang and the lid flew
off and garbage went everywhere. He kept
running. At the intersection, a car
slammed on its brakes, ures screeching,
barely missing him. He bounced off a
parked car, but he didn't slow.

He almost broke the key geuing it into
the door lock. The engine ground merci-
lessly and refused to start.

He smacked his head against the steer-
ing wheel in rage and frustration. He tried
the ignition again as he scanned the side-
walks, searching for the agents who must
be coming.

The engine caught. Franklin slammed
the shift lever into drive.

Bang! Into the car ahead. Holy. . . ! Re-
verse. Then forward, out of the parking
space.

Cranking the wheel over at the corner,
he slewed around with tires squalling and
stomped on the gas.

°

The bedroom lights were on in the sec-
ond story of the town house when Franklin
parked the car. He turned off the ignition
and the headlights and sat behind the
wheel, trying to think.

He had driven around for an hour and a
half after his panicked departure from the
drop, craning to spot the agents he felt
sure were tailing him. At one point, he had
pulled over and looked at the damage to
the front of his car. The left-front head-
light was smashed and the bumper bent
from smacking into that car when he had
tried to get out of that parking space too
quickly.

A dozen times he thought he'd spotted a
tail, but the trailing vehicle usually went its
own way at the next corner or the one aft-
er. A blue Ford with Pennsylvania plates
had followed along for half a mile untl
Franklin could stand it no longer and ran a
red light. His panicky wanderings back
and forth through the avenues and wraffiic
circles of downtown Washington seemed
like something from a drug-induced

nighunare, a horrible descent into a para-
noid hell of trafhic and stop lights and po-
lice cars that refused to chase him.

Franklin sat now behind the wheel,
smelling his own foul body odor. His
clothes were sodden with sweat.

Lucy and the kids were home. He tried
to come up with a lie for Lucv as he
scanned the street for mvsterious watchers
and people sitting in cars.

How long could he live like this? Should
he take the money he had and run? Where
could he run with the FBI and the CIA
looking for him? He didn't have enough
money to evade them forever. Should he
go to Russia? The very thought nauseated
him. Freezing in the Devil’s asshole of
some gray worker’s paradise for the rest of
his days was about as far from the good life
as a man could get this side of the grave.

He hadnt been feeling well and had
gone to the dispensary, that was what he
would tell Lucy. God knows he must look
like he was in the terminal stages of AIDS.
No good. No prescription. A beer. Yeah, he
went out for a beer. He got out of the car
wishing he had really stopped for one. Aft-
er another look at the broken headlight
and bent bumper, he plodded toward the
front door.

Lucy came out of the kitchen when she
heard the door open. “Where have you
been?” She stood rigid, her face pale.

Uh-oh. He kept his voice calm. “Hey,
babe. I went out for a beer. Did you all get
anything at the mall?”

“I know where you've been. Cindy across
the street has told me all about your little
expeditions when I'm out for the evening.
I know all about you, you son of a bitch.”

He stared, thunderstruck. This isn't
happening. No, not to me. For the love
of- “What?”

“Who 1s she? I want 1o know. Who 1s
she?”

“Who i1s who?"

“Who is the goddamn bitch vou're tom-
catting around with, you son of a fucking
bitch. Who 1s she?”

At last, he understood. As the relief
washed over him, he was suddenly o
weak to stand. He sank into a chair. “Lucy,
there’s no other wo——"

“Don’t give me that shat! 1 know. Cindy
told me!” She was quivering, hysterically
righteous. “You're cheating on me.” Tears
were Howing now. “Oh, God. 1 tried so
iz

“Lucy, calm down. Please, for the love
of—— The kids will hear. Honest to God,
there's no other woman.” He got to his feet
and approached her. “Babe, 1 love you.
There’s nobody 2

“Don't you touch me, liar. I'm geuing a
divorce.” She spun and made for the stairs.
“I'm locking the bedroom door. If you try
to get in, I'll call the police. Liar. Cheat.
Bastard.”

He lost it. It had been that kind of
evening. “You crazy cunt,” he roared. “You
don't know shit. I went down to the corner
for a goddamn beer and when I get home,

you're fucking loony crazy. | haven't cheat-
ed on you! 1 haven't fucked another wom-
an since that night I knocked you up at the
drive-in. You don't have any goddamn evi-
dence at all, you crazy lunatic.”

He heard the bedroom door slam and
the kids sobbing. He threw himself onto
the hiving-room couch. Some days—it’s ab-
solutely crazy how some days just go bug-
fuck nuts. You almost get arrested, smash
up the front of the car, your wife demands
a divorce because you're cheating on her
when you're not. What else? What else can
fucking happen before midnight?

The drop was empty. He stretched out
on the couch and contemplated that fact.
He closed his eyes and tried 1o relax. He
could hear Lucy putting the kids to bed
upstairs. Finally, the noises stopped.

He would have to call them. In Miami,
they had given him an emergency tele-
phone number and a verification code that
he had memorized. He would call. He
looked around for the evening paper. On
top of the TV. He flipped 1o the sports sec-
tion. The code was simple—the location
and the opponent in the next scheduled
game of the Bullets, Orioles or Redskins,
whichever was in season. They had been
nsistent; he was never to call except in an
emergency and then only from a pay
phone. Well, this was sure as hell an emer-
gency. But he wasn't going back out onto
those streets tonight, no way. Even if he
could work up the courage, Lucy would
use a butcher knife on his crotch when he
got back.

He went into the kitchen and dialed the
phone. On the third ring, a man’s voice an-
swered with a recitation of the telephone
number. The voice was tired, the English
perfect. “Six six five, oh one oh five.”

“This 1s Poor Richard.” He had picked
his code name himself. Easier for him 1o
remember, they said. “It wasn't there. It
wasn't at the dr——"

“Verify, please.” The voice was hard. ex-
asperated.

“The Bullets play the Celtics tomorrow
night at Capitol Centre."

“I'll call you back. Where are you?"

“Seven two nine. seven four oh one.”

“You're at iome?” The voice was incredu-
lous, outraged.

“Yeah, [——" He stopped when he real-
ized he was talking to a dead instrument.

Shit. He would have 1o call again. He
had to find out what the hell was going on.
A pay phone. Lucy was going to come
sweet-Jesus holy-hell screaming unglued.
What a night! He picked up his jacket and
eased the front door shut behind him.

From her seat on the top of the stairs,
Lucy heard the door close. She had started
1o go down earlier but had stopped when
she heard him enter the kitchen and pick
up the phone. She had heard his side of the
conversation and she sat now trying to
figure it out. “Poor Richard” he had called
himself. The Bullets play the Celtics? A
code of some sort.

What is he into? she asked herself, her
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horror growing. He had looked so
stunned when she said she knew. That look
was the verification she needed that he was
cheating on her. But how did that fit with a
code and nonsense sentences? Was he plac-
ing bets with a bookie? No, he wasn't
spending money she didnt know about.
Something o do with his job at the Pen-
tagon?

What else could it be? My God, what
other possibilities were there?

°

Four days later, Franklin stood with his
back against a pillar and tried 1o keep his
face pointed at Lincoln's Second Inaugural
Address. The pillar was the second one
on the right after you went through the
main entrance. The man on the phone had
been very precise about that. Second pillar
on the right, on the side toward the Inau-
gural Address.

His eyes kept moving. He was nervous,
so nervous. He had vomited up his break-
fast an hour ago. . . . Not that person, a
teenage girl. Not that old fat woman with
the cane and the two kids. Maybe that man
in the suit over there . . . fie could be FBI.
Was he looking this way? Why was he turn-
mng? That long-haired guy in jeans.

He had been here ten minutes and had
already spotied five men who could be
FBI. Mavbe they all were. What if they had
him staked out, like a goat? Mavbe he
should just leave, walk away and forget all
of this. He had plenty of money. Enough.
He had enough. If they weren't on to him,
he could live carefully and comfortably for
years, with no one the wiser. But what il
they knew?

“It’s one of the world’s great speeches,
st ae?”

He turned and stared. A man, in his ear-
ly 50s, with a tan face, stocky, wearing a
short jacket, looking at the speech carved
in the marble. On his head a brimmed hat.
What's the response? Holy . think!
“Yeah . . . uh, but I think the Gettysburg
Address is better.”

“Stay twenty feet or so behind me.” The
man turned and walked for the entrance,
not fast, not slow. just walking. After he
had gone three paces, lerry Franklin
could wait no longer and followed.

The man was only ten feet ahead, going
down the wide, broad steps in front of the
memorial. Franklin forced himsell to slow
down and lag behind. The distance had in-
creased 1o 15 feet by the time they reached
the sidewalk, but it narrowed again as
Franklin strode along. He stood right be-
hind the man as he waited for a tour bus 1o
roll by,

On the other side of the street, the man
said, “Walk beside me.” He led ‘lerry along
the north side of the reflecting pool uniil
he found an empty bench. “Here,” he said.

“Can't we go somewhere private?”
Frankhin asked, still on his feet and look-
ing around in all directions.

“This 1s private. Sit!" The petty othcer
obeyed. “Look at me. Stop looking around.
You're as nervous as a schoolboy smoking

his first cigarette.”

“Something went wrong. Really wrong.
Why in hell did you people have a drop in
a ghetto? Some doper could have torn my
head off over there.”

“The drops were selected in Moscow,
from a list. That drop was originally
chosen for another agent.” The man
shrugged, resigned. “Bureaucrats. These
things happen.”

“So who gol the message? Answer me
that! Who saw me there? The cops? The
FBI? NIS?™ The pitch of his voice started
rising. “What am [ supposed to do now?
Wait unul ¥

“No one saw you. Some child or derelict
probably removed the cigarette pack, or it
was blown out of the hole by the wind. If
you had been observed. they would be tail-
ing you now.”

Franklin couldn't help himself. He
turned his head quickly, scanning.

“Sit still! You only call attenuon to your-
self by doing that, and believe me, there is
nothing to see. You are clean. I wouldn't be
here if you weren't.”

Franklin stared at his feet. He was so
miserable. “I called in sick today.™

*And you rode the subways just as we in-
structed, and we checked you all the way.
No one followed. No one pulled up to
Metro stations to see if you got off. No one
made phone calls or ran for a car after you
passed by You are clean. You are not being
watched.”

“So who are you?”

“You don't need " He ok a deep
breath and exhaled slowly. “My name is
Yuri” The man extracted a pack of
cigarettes [rom an inside jacket pocker and
lighted one. Marlboro Gold 100s, Franklin
noticed. The fingers that held the cigarette
were thick, the nails short. No rings.

“So what do you want me 1o do?”

“I'm here o evaluate you, 1o see if you
are capable of going on, of continuing o
serve.”

Frankhin thought abour it. Lucy hadn’t
spoken to him for four days now. God only
knows what that bitch would do. Sull,
10,000 bucks a disk was damn good money:.
Andif.. ..

“If you wish to continue, you must calm
down. You must get a grip on yourself.”
Yuri’'s voice was low and steady “Your
greatest asset is that no one suspects you,
and if you become nervous, irrational, irri-
table, not your usual self, then you call ati-
tention to yourself and make yourself
suspect. Do you understand?"

“Yes.” He glanced at the man, who was
looking at him carefully with inquisitive,
knowing eyes. Franklin averted his gaze.

“We'll give vou a rest,” Yuri said. “We'll
wail a few months before we give you an-
other assignment. Will that help?”

Terry Franklin was torn. He wanted the
money, quickly, but as he sat here on this
bench, knowing they could be watching, he
knew just how close he was to the end of
his emotional rope. For the first time in his
life, he realized how little real courage he

had. But for this kind of money, maybe he
could screw up enough stufl 10 keep going,
for a while, at least. If he had some time.
He rubbed his eyes, trying to quell the tic
in his left evelid. “Yes,” he said slowly, "per-
haps it would be better to let things cool
off, settle down.”

“OK. So tomorrow, you go back to work
as usual. Do all the usual things, all the
things you normally do. Keep your rou-
une. Do nothing out of the ordinary. Be
pleasant 1o your colleagues. Can you man-
age that?”

He considered it. visions of the office
and the chief Aashing before his eyes, fear
welling up.

*Yes?”

“Yes." He got it out.

Do you want to talk about anything
elser”

He shook his head no.

“You are doing important work. You
have made a great contribution. Your work
is known in Moscow.”

Terry Franklin said nothing. Of course
his work was known in Moscow. Just as
long as no one here found owu abouu it, ev-
erything would be fine. Ensuring that that
wouldn't happen was the whole problem.

“fo show you how valuable your work is,
we are raising your pay. 1o eleven thou-
sand a disk.”

Franklin just nodded. The enormity of
the risks he was running to earn that mon-
ey had finally sunk in the past four days.
He no longer thought of it as easy money.
He was earning every goddamn dime.

“You may leave now. Walk up Tienty-
third Street to the Foggy Boutom Metro
station and board there. Goodbye.”

Terry Franklin rose and walked away
without a backward glance.

°

*“Oh, Mom,” Lucy Franklin sobbed into
the telephone, “1 didn't want to call you,
but I've got no place else to turn.”

“You did the right thing, Lucy. Has he
hit you?"

“Oh, no. It’s nothing like that. It’s. . . "
She bit her lip. It was all so bizarre. Her
neighbor Melanie hadn't believed her and
neither had the minister. Her mother was
her last hope. “I think Terry is a spy.”

Silence on the other end of the phone.
Finally, *Iell me about it.”

Lucy explained. She went over the
events of last Friday night in great detail.

“Well,” her mother said. “Something is
going on. He's probably cheating on you.”

“Mother! Please! This i1s more serious.
I'm scared stiff. I can't eat. I can't 1alk 1o
him. I'm afraid of what he'll do to the kids.
Mother, I'm petrified. I'm at the end of my
rope.” She began 1o sob.

“Do you want me to come out there?”

“Oh, I don't know. What good would
that do?”

“He wouldn’t hurt vou while 1 was there.
We could confront him.” More silence. “Let
mee talk 1o your father and call you back.”

“Not Daddy!” Lucy wailed. “He won't
understand.”



“I know you and he don't see eye to eye.
He didn’t think Terry was the right man
for you."

“He's never let me forget it.”

“Do you want to come home? Bring the
kids?”

If she went home, her father would be
there. She was genuinely afraid of her fa-
ther. He just had never been able to cope
with a daughter. “Can you come out here?”

“I'll be there day after tomorrow at one
o'clock. Can you meet me?”

“The kids and I'll be there. Thanks so
much, Mom. I really need you.”

“I know, baby. I know. Just don't tell Ter-
ry I'm coming.”

: °

Terry Franklin stopped at a neighbor-
hood bar after he got off the bus from
work. On the Friday evening of the longest
week of his life, he deserved a few drinks.
Waiting for the ax to fall was squeezing the
juice right out of him. He had been a bum-
bling fool all week, botching one job after
another, having to ask the chief for help
with several problems that were so minor
he had been embarrassed. The chief was
solicitous, asking if he were having prob-
lems at home.

The problem was, he couldn’t think
about anything else. He could no longer
concentrate on his job, his wife, the kids,
anything. He had to get his mind off it and
he just couldn’t! Sitting here at the bar, he
glanced warily at the other customers,
then bit his lip. A panic-stricken scream
was just beneath the surface. He was losing
it. It was like one of those nightmares he'd
had as a kid—he was fleeing from a
hideous monster and his legs went slower
and slower and the monster was reaching,
within inches of catching him—when he'd
wake up screaming, with pee soaking his
pajamas.

He was going to have to get all this crap
stuffed into one sock, going to have to wire
himself together so he could get from one
end of the day to the other. He had all of
tonight, all day Sawurday, all day Sunday—
three nights and two entire days—before
he had to face his demons on Monday.

He ordered another CC on the rocks.
Sure, he could do it. No one knew. No one
was going to arrest him. No one was going
to toss him into prison with a2 bunch of
homo thieves and killers. After all, this is
America, land of the gullible, home of the
foolish.

He would deliver and collect on another
dozen fAoppies or so. Then he would empty
his safe-deposit box and be on his way to a
new life. Perhaps Rio. He would lie on the
beach all day and fuck beach bunnies at
night.

He sipped his drink and thought about
how it would be. The life he had always
wanted was right there within his grasp, so
close, within inches. But he was going to
have to be realistic about the monsters, go-
ing to have to keep trotting. No urine-
soaked pajamas. No screaming fits. Amen.

He paid the tab and left two quarters on
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the bar. Ousside, he forced himsell o
pause and examine the headlines on the
newspaper in the vending stand. Same old
crap. The world was still turning, things
were burning down, trains were still crash-
TV e e

He walked the two blocks home with his
head up, breathing the spring air. It
scemed just vesterday that it was so cold
and miserable. Spring is here. And [ have a
fortune in the bank and no one knows but
me.

His neighbor was washing his car in the
driveway. “Hey, Terry. how's it going?™

“Pretty good. And vou?”

“Just fine. Say, I've been meaning to ask
you. How's the spy business?”

Terry Franklin froze.

The asshole tossed his sponge into a
bucket and wiped his hands on his jeans.
He grinned as he rveached for his
cigarettes. “Lucy has been telling Melanie
that you're a spy. 1 laughed myself sick.
So Te

‘lerry didn't hear any more. He lurched
for the front door.

“Lucy!” He slammed the door behind
him and charged for the kitchen. “Lucy,”
he bellowed, “vou stuppid——"

Lucy was sitting with her mother, drink-
ing coltee at the counter. Both women
stared, openmouthed.

“What—what does Jared mean—about
Melanie? What did you tell Melanie?™ He
thought he was doing preity well under the
circumstances, staying calm and keeping

the legs going. But it came out as a roar.

“Now, hsten here, Terry Lucy's
mom began.

“Lucy, 1 need to talk to you." He
grabbed her arm and half hited her from
the swool. “Now, Lucy.”

“Let go of her, Terry!”

“Mom Southworth, please! 1 need to talk
10
“No!" The old lady had a voice like a
drill instructor.

“Lucy, what did vou tell that moron
Melanie?”

“1 told her that

“Get your hands off her, Terry. [ know all
about you. You stupid, greedy " The
older woman was fat, with two chins. Just
now, lerry Franklin thought her the ugli-
est woman he had ever laid eves on.

“Shut up, you nosy old bitch! What the
hell are you doing here, anyway? Lucy, 1
want to talk o vou.” He grabbed her arm
and dragged her from the stool toward the
downstairs half bath. He pulled her inside
and slammed the door. "What in the name
of God have you been saying to Melanie?”

Lucy was scared witless. “Noth——"

“Did you tell her I was a spy?”

Terry didn't need an answer; it was writ-
ten all over her face. The mother-in-law
was pounding on the door and shouting,
Something about calling the police.

“You—ryou " he whimpered as his
legs turned to wood and the monster's
fetid breath engulfed him. The urge to
scream and urinate was almost irresistible.

"

Lucy opened the door and shid out as he
sagged down onto the floor and covered
his face with his hands. His entire life was
shattered, smashed to bits by that silly, sim-
ple twat!

°

Terry Franklin never knew how long
he'd stayed in the bathroom. The flowers
on the wallpaper formed a curious pat-
tern. Each had a petal that joined to an off-
set flower, all of them; it was very curious
how they did that. He thought about how
the flowers joined and about nothing at all
for a long, long ume.

When he came out, the house was dark
and silent. He flipped on the kitchen light
and drank milk from the carton in the re-
frigerator. He was very, very tired. He
climbed the stairs and lay down on the
bed.

The sun was shining in the windows
when he awoke. He was still dressed. He
used the toilet, then went downstairs and
found something to eat in the refrigerator.
Cold pizza. He ate it cold. It was left over
from a week or more ago, when he had tak-
en the whole familv 10 Pizza Hui. He
thought about that for a while, tryving to re-
call just when it had been, remembering
the crowd and the kids with the cheese
strings dangling trom their mouths and
hands. The memory was fresh, yet it was
all wrong. The memory was from the
wrong perspective, like when you remem-
ber a scene from your childhood. You re-
member it as you saw 1t as a child, with
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everything large and the adults wall and
the other children just your size. That's the
way he remembered Pizza Hut.

He set the empty plate in the sink and
ran some water onto it, then went into the
living room and lay down on the couch. He
slept most of the day and through the
nmight.

The next three weeks of his life were a
walking dream. Lucy, the kids and her
mother weren't there, but where they were
he didn’t know or care. He concentrated on
working and sleeping as he waited for the
ax to fall. It didn'’t.

One fine day in late May, he woke up and
finally saw the sun shining and the birds
singing. He felt terrific, like Rip Van Win-
kle after his nap. He even hummed a
cheerful tune as he shaved.

He put on his uniform while the coffee
brewed. The coffee he drank black, just
the way he had learned to like it on his first
cruise, which he had made o the Med
aboard a guided-missile frigate.

The Datsun started on the first crank.
He backed out of the driveway and rolled
down his window as he drove toward the
stop sign at the corner. He fastened his
seat belt, punched up the Tlop 40 station on
the stereo and rolled. He had only three
miles 10 go to the Park "o’ Ride, but still, he
enjoyed the private little world of his car.
These few minutes in the car, with the mu-
sic he liked, adjusted to the volume he
liked. he cherished as the best part of the
day.

He hadn't heard from the Russians. He
had mixed emotions about that. In a way, it
was quite pleasant not sweating drop trips
or clandestine computer time or the slim
chance of being searched leaving the Pen-
tagon. Yet every day that went by without a
call was another day he had to waste on his
dreary, humdrum job, on this humdrum
bus ride, on this humdrum, colorless sub-
urb. Every day he spent here was a day he
wasn't there, Iving in the sun, fucking the
beach bunnies, drinking Cuba libres and
enjoying life.

His fantasy was there, waiting, and he
was firmly and hopelessly planted here.
What made the waiung so frustrating was
the money he already had in the bank. The
fact that he had committed a variety of se-
rious crimes to obtain it troubled him not a
whit. He had never given it a moment’s
thought. In fact, he felt exactly like all the
other people who see a large sum of un-
earned money come their way—lottery
winners, traffic-accident victims, legatees,
swindlers, personal-injury lawyers, and so
on—the money was his by divine right.
Somehow, some way, the rulers of the uni-
verse had decreed that he deserved the
good things and the good times that big
money will buy because he wasn't like all
those schmucks who flog it eight to ive. He
was different. Special. The money made
him special. Those unique and wonderful

emissions given off by large quantities of

money made him tingle.
Perhaps because he fecl so good abowt

himself, “lerry Franklin took the time this
morning to smile at the bus driver as he
boarded and 1o nod at a woman he recog-
nized as he went down the aisle.

As the bus threaded its way through
rush-hour traffic, he watched the scenery
roll by without seeing a thing. He rode lost
in reverie, already enjoying his fantasy.

The morning was spent cleaning and re-
patring a computer keyboard on which a
secretary had spilled coffee. She also had a
taste for doughnuts and potato chips, he
noted with a sneer, as he worked with a
toothbrush to rid the mechanism of soggy
crumbs. He could just picture her: still
voung but already overweight, always diet-
ing or talking to her fellow airheads about
dieting, as she munches vet another
doughnut and swills vet another cup of
colfee loaded with sugar. She must have
had at least three lumps in this stuff she'd
spilled. Lucy’s clone.

He almost decided to tell the chiet to
trash this keyboard, then changed his
mind. The chief had cut him a lot of slack
these past three weeks: He should try to
prove to him that he could still carry his
share of the load. He put more WD-40 on
the kevboard and reattacked the sticky
mess with a toothbrush.

Lunch was a hot dog with mustard, cat-
sup and relish, a small order of fries and a
medium Sprite. He ate it with another
sailor from his section in the main cafete-
ria. They discussed the new secretary in
the division office—was she really a
blonde? Would she or wouldn’t she? Was it
worth trying to find out? and so on.

The afternoon went quickly The chief
sent him with one other man to work on a
balky tape drive in the enlisted-manpower
section, and the afternoon flew by They
had found the problem but had not yet
repaired it when quitting time rolled
around.

So he carried his tools back to the shop
and exchanged puffaws with his ship-
mates, then walked to the bus stop outside
and found a place in the usual line.

He used his time on the bus 1o stare out
the window and think about the fecl of the
sun on his back and sand between his bare
toes and to daydream of a hard young fe-
male body under him mingling her sweat
with his. She didn't have a face, this girl in
his dreams, but she had firm brown tits
and a flat stomach and long brown legs
with taut thighs.

When he turned the key in the car igni-
tion, the radio boomed to life as the engine
caught. “Like a bat outa kell, ba-dupe, ba-
dupey: .. "

He rolled the window down and fas-
tened his seat belt and paued the steering
wheel with his hands in time to the music.

The car in front of him turned right aft-
er four blocks, and the one behind turned
left a block later. Terry Franklin paid no at-
tention. He drove out onto an old boule-
vard now lined with small strip businesses
and proceeded about a mile before he
swung the car onto a side sireet. He liked

1 drive through these quiet residential
streets because they had so little trathc and
he thought he made better time, though he
had never clocked it

At the first stop sign he came to, a little
girl was crossing the street, pushing a
miniature baby carriage containing her
doll. One minute was just about the time it
took for him to wait unul the litile girl was
clear, depress the accelerator and cruise
down to the next cross sireet. He glanced
both ways, no traffic, and took his foot off
the brake to roll on through. “Like a bat
outa hell. . . ."

That’s when the bomb underneath the
vehicle, directly under the driver's seat, ex-
ploded.

Terry Franklin felt a concussive impact
as his knees came up to smash into his
chin, but that was the only sensation that
he was conscious of in the thousandth of a
second he had left to live. The floor of the
car came apart and the seat springs and
fabric and padding were all forced explo-
sively upward. His skull popped like a ripe
melon  when this rising, accelerating
columm on which he sat smashed into the
roof of the car and bowed it upward. The
windows exploded outward as the fireball
continued to expand, showering the area
with glass. Fragments of springs and plas-
tic and fabric were forced deep into Terry
Frankhn's now-lifeless corpse, which began
to sear from the intense heat.

“The car. still in gear and torn almost in
two, moved like a wounded crab diagonal-
ly across the intersection and lightly im-
pacted a parked vehicle. Then the engine
quit from fuel starvation. The severed fuel
line dumped its liquid into the molten mess
in the center of the vehicle and the smol-
dering wreckage became an inferno. In
ten seconds, the fuel tank exploded.

)

FBI agent Luis Comacho's telephone had
a hollow, metallic sound, like it was coming
through a long pipe. “Little development I
thought you would want to know about,
Lws. Probably nothing important. ‘Terry
Franklin just went out with a bang. His car
blew up.”

“You'd better alert somebody that they'l
have 1o do a next-of-kin notification when
we get a positive 1.D. from the medical ex-
anuner.”

“The [.Ds gonna take a while. The
corpse is stll in the car, roasted like a
Christmas turkey. You knew this was going
to happen, didn't you?"

“1 just follow orders, asshole,” Comacho
snarled. “Why don't you do the same?"

“Theres a chopper overhcad now. It's
real visual with the smoke column and
all. Evening news, for sure, distraught
housewives and sobbing kids, the whole
bit. What's the official hot poop?”

“We're investigating, cooperating with
the local police. Off the record, hint at
drugs:"

“Roger, wilco, over and out.”



PERSONAL VIDED

(continued from page 93)
Walkman. Super sound suddenly got per-
sonal and extremely portable. It was as if
the audio cassette had sprouted wings and
was carrying us along for the ride. Long
commutes and daily jogs seemed much
shorter and less tedious. Almost overnight,
mild conversation became a series of
shouts (*You know I can't hear you with
headphones on!”). Formerly hostile territo-
ries were tamed or at least could be readily
ignored.

This year will see the latest in technolog-
ical downsizing, as the age of personal
video is ushered in by at least half a dozen
manufacturers in 8mm, VHS and VHS-C
tape formats. Personal video 1s a product
some envision as revolutionary and disrup-
tive to traditional lifestyle patterns as its
audio precursor was a decade ago.

Personal video radically alters the rules
of the TV-watching game, as was suggest-
ed in a recent print ad showing a sky diver
looking at a Video Walkman while in free
fall. There's now no place on earth or in
the sky where we can't partake of video in-
formation and entertainment (except in di-
rect sunlight, since the LCD screens can't
outshine the rays of the sun, making the
ad, albeit effective, somewhat deceptive).

PV combines a wafer-thin LCD TV
screen with a simple-to-operate, full-func-
tion VCR downsized with microcircuitry
and tiny tape heads. It's powered by batter-
ies as well as A.C., so you can cut the um-
bilical cord whenever you desire. The
devices are small and light enough, at
three to 14 pounds, to sling over your
shoulder or stuft into a travel bag.

Japanese makers are pricing these prod-
ucts initially at $1000 to $1500—a range to
which videophiles are accustomed when
buying top-notch camcorders, VCRs or
TV monitors. Personal-video combos are
likely to drop to a more mainstream $800
within several years and could eventually
settle in at a mass-appeal $400-10-$500 lev-
el. But can you wait that long?

Casio was first to introduce a small TV-
VCR product 1o the US. market late in
1987. The device sported a hinch-pail de-
sign with a fullsized VHS transport, a
three-and-a-third-inch color screen and a
$1400 price tag. Still in the company line,
the unit suffers from complications of pre-
mature birth, including a dim, blurry LCD
screen using Casio’s “high-quality matrix”
design. Next year's promised “active ma-
trix"” screen should be a big improvement.

Sony followed on Casio’s heels with its
$1300 GV-8 Video Walkman, featuring a
remarkably good three-inch screen and
8mm video recorder/playback machinery
in a sleck matte-black package. ‘That pre-
miere Video Walkman 1s now joined by the
GV-9, identical to the original save for a
four-inch screen and a $1500 price tag.

The Video Walkman's one-thumb oper-
ation allows you 1o play a 1ape and shuffle
through TV channels and record what you
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find (with auto-timer or sleep-timer shut-
off). There are on-screen readouts of the
ume and VCR operations—including a
real-time tape counter to locate program
segments readilv. The Video Walkman,
like all the new PVs, mates with other
video equipment and can make dubs to or
from another VCR or play tapes on a
larger screen. You can even plug a very
small camera ino its jacks. Unlike other
PVs, the Walkman boasts a TV tuner. Oth-
er manufacturers claim that the primary
use for PVs is tape playvback. Tunerless
models slip around certain tariffs slapped
on most importers of LCD TVs, which can
kick up the price 26 to 35 percent.

Although Casio beat it to the punch in
the US., Sony began planning for the
video-to-go revolution in the mid-Seven-
ties. “Actually, the year before Betamax
reached the US. [1976], we were thinking
abourt a next generation of products built
around a much smaller tape and tape
transport,” recalls Jav Sato, director of
Sony's personal-video division. In 1981,
Sony took the concept public with a cam-
corder called Videomovie, a name JVC lat-
er adopted.

The evolution of personal-video prod-
ucts largely hinges on the refinement of
LCD-screen technology. The Video Walk-
man was held back from the market until

Sony could “source” a three-inch LCD
screen that holds its own against the Trini-
tron tube in color purity, contrast and per-
ceptible crispness. This problem  was
solved when major-parts supplier Sharp
developed the active-matrix design. Ac-
cording w  Television Digest’'s David
Lachenbruch, many of those who sell
three-inch color LCD screens, and that in-
cludes Sharp, Sony, Magnavox and Pana-
sonic, get them from Sharp. Some of the
new PVs' four-inch screens will also come
from Sharp.

Aside from screens, the major difference
among PVs is tape format. Which will pre-
vail? There's room for several. For sheer
portability, nothing beats 8mm video: Iis
tape and transport are small yet record
well. You can pack at least four 8mm tapes
in the same space as one standard VHS
tape. Besides Sonys two models, Sanyo
is working on an even smaller, “clamshell-
design 8mm PV

The agarette pack-sized VHS-C tape
format also has the potential to spawn
portable systems. Matsushita (Panasonic,
to us) has a cigar box—sized VHS-C system
with a headband camera on sale in Japan,
but Panasonic of America doesn't plan 1o
market it here.

JVC's prototype “Concept C” modular
system may hit the shelves in mid-1990.

“Sotheby’s says it was the highest price ever paid
for an antique bottle-cap lucky shooter.”

But to make this a popular machine, the
90-minute S-VHS-C tape has 1o be reworked
lor longer recording time to compete with
8mm’s two-hour/four-hour tape modes.

Many of this season’s personal-video
products use full-size, standard VHS
tapes, for consumers 1o whom the issue of
size and weight isn't critical. These units
can be moved around the house, over to a
neighbor’s or hauled off on vacation.

Leading in the VHS PV camp is Pana-
sonic’s Pocketwatch. Compared with the
three-pound Video Walkman, the note-
book-sized Pocketwatch is about double
the width and weight vet still is small
enough to sit on your lap comfortably. The
Pocketwaich has a basic one-speed re-
corder/player transport (like a cam-
corder’s), a built-in speaker, two sets of
headphone jacks and a four-inch active-
matrix screen mounted on the inside of a
flip-up lid. This screen-protecting clam-
shell design eliminates the need for a sepa-
rate carrying case, which is required to
protect the vulnerable Video Walkman's
screen. Magnavox and Quasar are plan-
ning to market PV models identical in de-
sign to the Pocketwatch.

On a heavier scale, there’s the 13-pound
Handyvision PV from Sharp. A solid
lunch-box design reminiscent of pretran-
sistor, tube-type portable radios, this
$1800 unit is at uts best on a library shelf,
on a picnic table or in a conference room.
It sports a four-inch fip-out screen, a side-
mount opening for the VHS 1ape, a three-
speed transport and a long-life, four-hour
battery. This model isnt siereo ready,
though a VHS hi-fi version 1s in the works.

Toshiba may have a major advantage
over other manufacturers if it can get its
six-and-a-half-inch screen out of the pro-
totype stage. The VHS unit, due out next
spring, includes a screen that can be
viewed from three to four feet away from
Jjust about any angle—an important factor,
since smaller screens require more PV-
viewer intimacy,

Hitachi's VHS PV will have a five-inch
screen that flips up from the top of a unit
comparable in size © a compact home
VCR. That PV will also feature two-speed
recording and hi-hi stereo sound. It’s likely

‘that RCA or GE will market a variation on

this model, because the companies source
nmuch of their video gear from Huachi.

What else is on the near horizon? Digital
stereo sound is likely to show up in some of
Sony’s Video Walkman products, since
digital sound is already encoded on all pre-
recorded 8mm tapes, along with the stand-
ard FM high-hdelity track. Car-video rigs
now available in the aftermarket from
Sony and coming from Hitacht will be-
come a Detroit factory option on the 1991
Dodge Voyager minivan. Heavy-duty PV
models that handle shock, abuse and even
water, as well as PVs that can take a shde-
on magnifyving lens to become a video pro-
Jectory are just a few of the variations in
development,
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Successful self defense depends on
proper preparation. Experienced drivers
recommend Spectrum radar detectors.
Pictured from left: the Spectrum 2SE
Triband, a total defense against X band,
K band, and the new Ka photo radar.
The Spectrum 2 Remote, for maximum
behind-the-grille discretion. And the
Spectrum 3SE, 4.0 ounces of radar
detecting genius. All are driver-proven
and engineered for years of the highest
performance. Consult your Spectrum
dealer for details, or call 1-800-531-0004.
In Massachusetts, call 1-508-692-3000.
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Police radar does make mistakes. To find out more, contact RADAR, 1-513-667-5472.
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Phone Call

(continued from page 77)

“Frankos’ only visttors are a stream of FBI agents and
prosecutors, all hoping to build cases.”

reason—Frankos has described the ease
and frequency with which “rats” are killed
in pnson, and he personally has dis-
patched at least one. In order to interview
him face to face, Lake Headley had o ar-
range to be taken on by Frankos’ lawyer,
Julia Heit, as an investigator; as a reporter,
he wouldn’t have made it to the prison
door. Even as a member of Frankos’ legal
team, Headley had to apply for visitation
rights through several echelons of the Jus-
tice Department, including Assistant U.S.
Attorney Alan Cohen himself.

After receiving permission to visit
Frankos in prison (witness-protection con-
siderations prevent us from revealing the
location), Headley found him isolated in
maximum security; Frankos was the only
prisoner in his cell block. He spends his
days under the protection and supervision
of United States Correctional Officers, and
they test his food before he eats. His only
visitors, aside from Headley, are a stream
of FBI agents and prosecutors, all hoping
to build their cases on information only
Frankos can supply. Most recently, he has

talked to Jeffrey Schlanger, senior trial
counsel of the New York county district at-
torney’s office and one of the prosecutors
in charge of the upcoming trial of John
Gotti.

Frankos' story hinges on his professed
associations with two of the most notorious
underworld figures of the Eighties: Jimmy
Coonan and Joe Sullivan. Coonan made
his mark as head of the Westies, a violent
band of Irish thugs best known for their
tendency to dismember murder victims
before disposing of them. Sullivan, the on-
ly man ever to escape from Attica prison,
is a notorious free-lance hit man whom
Frankos identifies as the killer of Salvatore
“Sally Bugs” Briguglio, long a suspect in
the Holfa killing. Sources ranging from
former US. Auorney General Ramsey
Clark to T. J. English, author of a forth-
coming history of the Westies, have
confirmed various relationships central to
Frankos' story. We also have confirmed
Frankos’ ties 1o such underworld fig-
ures as John Gotti and Jerry “The Jew”
Rosenberg.

Other confirming information on
Frankos and his associates was obtained in
the course of dozens of interviews, includ-
ing conversations with Assistant US. At-
torney Mary Lee Warren, prosecutor of

Jimmy Coonan, with FBI agent Arthur

Ruffels. and with Andrew Rubin and
William Korwatch, the prosecutor and
the detective, respectively, who secured
Frankos’ murder conviction for the killing
of Clarence Jones. We have also confirmed
that the prime conspirators were out of
prison at the time of the murder, and that
the burial site was under construction, as
Frankos says it was.

Does that mean that Frankos is telling
the true story of the death and burial of

Jimmy Hoffa? We know one way to find

out: Take core samples on the field level at
the northwest end of Giants Stadium.
°

Four years ago, Paul Cofley, deputy chief
of the Organized Crime Section of the Jus-
tice Department, told a Los Angeles Times
reporter, “I believe we are going to solve
this case by accident. Someday, when the
people are real old and in prison, and
there is no real fear anymore, someone will
tell us what happened. There is a lot of in-
stitutional memory in the Mob, so we could
still solve this case ten or fifteen years from
now.

Or perhaps even sooner.

For the purist.
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Jlmmy HOffa (continued from page 80)

“Fat Tony Salerno told Giacalone, Hoffa’s not running
no place, because he’s going to be dead.”

*Chi" Gigante, the leader of the Gen-
ovese crine family. They gave me ten
thousand in cash to buv some clothes and
get mysell smuated with an apartment in
Manhauan.

Now, at that time, John Sullivan was an
Irish boss on the West Side of Manhattan.
He ran the docks. He ran all the peep
shows and the massage parlors and them
smut bookstores on the West Side for three
organized-crime  partners—Fat ~ Tony
Salerno, Matty the Horse lanniello and
Chin Gigante. I knew John Sullivan from
vears ago—we both grew up on the West
Side—and he old me to stay with him, that
he'd give me a crap game off Fifiy-eighth
Street in the Hotel Wilson. 1 was an en-
forcer at the dice game, so nobody could
take off that dice game and there was no
problems like people arguing that they got
ripped off. I had a Spanish kid and an lial-
ian kid with sawed-off shotguns in brief-
cases watching downstairs in the lobby for
anv guy that looked to stick up them
games. We couldn't call the cops. We held
Justice right in the street.

At that time, we were making ten thou-

sand dollars a might. We worked four
nights a week, so we were bringing in forty
thousand. Out of the forty thousand, we
had to kick back twenty-hve thousand to
Chin Gigante and Fat lony. I used to skim
off the top. too. I used 1o take fifteen hun-
dred, two thousand a night under the cuft,
vou know.

rLAYBOYV: You weren't a virgin at this tume.
You'd been around those guys a lot.
rrankos: | made my bones with them guys.
I done work with them. 1 killed guys with
them. | went away doing time for them. 1
was a stand-up guy with them. I was a mus-
cle guy, but I was a low-key tvpe of crimi-
nal. Nobody knew mv business and
everything hike that, vou know. The ones
that did know my business, they never old
nobody.
PLAYBOY:
ried out?
rraxkos: Tony Giacalone was a boss of the
Detron Mob. He was a rabbi to Jimmy Hol-
fa. Fat Tony called Giacalone on the phone,
and Giacalone said, Why don't you leave
Holla alone, because hes a scared rabbit
and once you've scared somebody, they're

How was the Holla murder car-

going to run to the Feds on you. And thar's
what you're trying 1o do—force this guy 1o
run to the Feds. Fat Tony Salerno told Gia-
calone, He's not running no place, because
he’s going to be dead. And if you get in-
volved, vou're going to be dead also. So
step away from him. You gotta take orders
from me. | run this show. You get that
Chuckie O'Brien, Jimmy Hoflla’s stepson,
and make him as bait 1o lure Jimmyv Holtla
to a sit-down i Mount Clemens, Michigan.
The only guys Hoffa would trust
O'Brien and Giacalone. So you just tell the
kid O'Brien to go with Jimmy Hoffa to this
meet in Mount Clemens, where we could
whack him,

Now, he relayed the message to O'Brien.
The kid was reluctant au first, but then he
had to go tor it, because they were going to
kill him if he didn’t. They told him, He's
not your blood father, even though he
grew you up. You gotia do this now. If you
don’t do it, and vou tip your father off,
we're going to kill vou and your father and
your whole family. So the kid says he'll go
for i, but whar's he going 1o get out of u?
They offered him a million dollars cash
and they were going to put him in a posi-
tion as a union boss, hut not on the books.
For the rest of his life, he will be taken care
of, as far as money goes.

They met at a diner, and Giacalone was
there, when O'Brien came with Sally Bugs.
He was like a Hunky 1o Tony Provenzano.
Tony Provenzano, his brother Nunzio and
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Giacalone were supposed to meet [with
Hoffa] in the house in Mount Clemens,
Michigan, for a sit-down to straighten ev-
erything out that happened in Lewisburg.
And make amends.

So they picked up Jimmy Hoffa and Jim-
my Hoffa didn’t want to go for it. He says,
Where's Giacalone? OBrien says, Call him
up and he'll explain everything to you.
Jimmy Hoffa calls up Giacalone, and he
says, I'll be at the house. They let the kid
take him to the house. O'Brien told his fa-
ther he checked the house already and it
was safle. So they got in the car. In the
meantime, Jimmy Coonan
rLavBoy: Who was with Hofta then?
FrANKOS: Sally Bugs and O'Brien. Hoffa
was in the front seat, Sally Bugs was doing
the driving and the kid was in the back, be-
cause Hoffa won't trust nobody in the back,
only O'Brien. Hoffa knows about getiing
hit in the back of the head.

In the house, Jimmy Coonan and John
Sullivan were waiting. As soon as you walk
in the house, on the left is a large living
room. Adjacent 10 the living room is a little
kitchenette. They positioned themselves in
that area. They had a .22 with a silencer on
it and the bullets were dumdum bullets—
the type of bullets that explode the head.

When Hoffa walked in, he made a turn
to sit down and Coonan and John Sullivan
rushed out and Coonan hit him twice in
the forehead with the bullets—exploded
his brains.

Jimmy Coonan is a bull of a guy, an ex-
fighter and everything. He put Hoffa on
his back and he carried him down the
stairs. They had everything situated in the
bascment. There was a large table and
over the table was a huge light. Jimmy
Coonan and John had goggles and rubber
gloves that doctors use to operate on pa-
tients. They plugged in the bucksaw and
they also had a meat cleaver to cut away
any tendons. On the table was all these
black-plastic bags and cut rope. Coonan
was cutting, and Sullivan was bagging 'em
up. Coonan severed Hoffa's head and, with
a pocket knife, he cut a lock of hair from
the side of Hoffa's head and kept it for
good luck.
pLAYBOY: You seem to know about their ac-
tions in great detail. Why?

FrANKOS: John Sullivan and Jimmy Coonan
came Lo visit me and Joe Sullivan in jail—I
think it was the Friday after Hofta got
whacked—to tell us that evervthing was
straightened out. Coonan threw Jimmy
Hofla’s lock of hair on my table and he told
me, This is our friend’s lock. It's a good-
luck charm for me. And it was a good-luck
charm. He was out almost fourteen or
fifteen years.

ri.aveoy: Continue with your story.
rrANKOs: Coonan handed the head to John
Sullivan, and he putit in the bag and tied it
up with secure ropes and they threw it on
the side. Jimmy Coonan staried to sever

both arms ofl. He made four picces out of

the two arms. Then he severed the two legs
oftf and made them in two parts, by the

kneecap. He took the torso and they made
three bags out of the torso and they put the
torso in the bags. Next to the table was a
meat freezer, and they stuck the bags in
there. It took him about an hour, he told
me, to clean up. They washed everything
up and they went upstairs.

Bugs went outside to a pay phone and
made a phone call to Giacalone and he told
him to bring a bag man over, because they
want their money. While they were waiting
for the money, Bugs went to a tny deh-
catessen over there, and he bought meat-
ball heroes and Pepsis and he went back to
the house and they ate the meatball sand-
wiches.

Now the discussion was where to put the
body. Bugs calls Giacalone and says, These
guys want to know if they can take the body
parts to one of your places where they
mash them cars. Giacalone says 1o Bugs,
I'm talking to you, I don’t want to talk o
them. 1 don't want to get no conspiracy.
I don't know John Sullivan, 1 don’t know
Jimmy Coonan, and they can’t use the
place. They handled the body, let them
handle the burial, 100, to its final resting
ground.

John Sullivan asked Bugs, Is this house
safe? And he savs, Yeah, you could keep
the body parts down there for a couple
months until we find someplace where we
can bury 'em or burn them up.
pLavBOY: IU's hard to believe that on an im-
portant hit like this, they didn't have a plan
beforehand to dispose of the body.
rranKOs: They made an arrangement with
Tony Giacalone, but he didn't want to be
bothered with it. He owns a place where he
used to dispose of a lot of bodies.
rLavBOY: You're talking about the place run
by Raffael Quasarano and Peter Vitale?
rraNkos: Yes. They could crush the body
and make a fender out of him. But they
were too afraid to even have Hoffa be
crushed over there. They didn't want no
evidence at all. Quasarano and Vitale were
scared tremblers. You hear me? They were
tremblers. They didn't want to be involved,
because they knew the FBI would be on
their asses. These guys cannot do no time
and they were weak and Ciacalone knew
they were weak. If they knew anvthing
about anybody being taken someplace to
be crushed, it'd be all over town in two sec-
onds. So they left everything up to Fat
‘Tony Salerno. They figured these guys will
chop him up and take them pieces back 1o
New York. But Jimmy Coonan said, Fuck
them and we'll keep the body here and
youse take care of it. They didn't want to be
bothered with transporting the body.
They didn't know nobody around there.
They got the money and got out,

1t was a power thing, a rival-gang thing.
Detroit don’t like New York, 'cause New
York is more powerful and more fam-
bovant than Detroit. Like, if yvou don't take
it, then we're not going to take it. You done
the hit, you dispose of the body. Finally,
they agreed to take the body when Joe Sul-
livan came out of prison.

rLayboy: Weren't they afraid that some-
body was going to hnd the body over the
course of those five months?

rrANKOS: No. They weren't worried, be-
cause the house was secured. No cop is go-
ing to be looking around there.

rLaypoy: When was the body finally
buried?

FRANKOS: Joe Sullivan came out of prison
five months later and he picked up the
body and put it in a big drum. Him and
another guy named Augie Manori got a
truck that had a lot of oil drums on the
back from an organized-crime trucking
firm. They put the drum with Hoffa’s body
in the middle of the truck, so in case the
state troopers wanna find out what the hell
is in there, they'd have to open every
drum.

They transported the body from Michi-
gan to Jersey, where there was a construc-
tion site in Meadowlands. They were
building some sections of Giants Stadium
there, and wise guys ran the cement-mix-
ing business. Joe Sullivan was on the books
at that time for John Gotti's Gambino
crime family, and he was just checking in,
picking up four or five hundred dollars a
week to show his parole officer he was
working. So he took the body parts and he
buried ‘em right in the cement. He says,
Let me just bury the son of a bitch and get
it over with, and that’s where they laid him
1o rest. His final resting place.
rLavBoy: And that’s where the body is now?
FraNKOs: Yeah. That's where he is now.
rLaveov: How much were vou and Joe Sul-
livan paid?

Frankos: They ended up giving Joe Sulli-
van twenty-five thousand dollars for bury-
ing the body. | ended up getting fifteen
thousand 10 keep me satished in jail, for
my conference and evervihing. Plus, they
were giving me anvthing | wanted. We had
four or five correction officers and they
used to give them reefer, cocaine, Chivas
Regal for me. Plus, they were paying off
the female correction ofhcers so 1 could
get laid, too. They was taking care of me.
rLaynoy: What happened to Manori?
rrankos: When 1 came out in 1981, Joe Sul-
livan said, Listen, we got to kill this Augie
Manori, because he was instrumental in
burving the body. But he didn't want to kill
Augie Manori for that reason; he wanted
to marry Augie Manori’s wife [laughs]. So
we ended up killing Augiec Manor.. We
shot him in the head with a 9mm, cut open
his stomach, wrapped him up in a rug and
dumped him in the Hudson River. And
the body went right down. You know—the
body goes right down.

rLavBoy: Did Joe Sullivan ever show you
Hoffa’s burial site?

erANKOS: In 1981, in September, I came out
of prison and Joe Sullivan was waiting for
me. We killed two people over in Jersey for
the Genovese crime family. I don't want to
go into that, because it's heing investigat-
ed. But after the hit was made, we stopped
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at Meadowlands and watched a Giants
game. We were getting free tickets at that
time. We walked into the flats part of the
bleacher seats. To the right of us, there's
the goal post. And we sat down in the
section that Jimmv Hoffa is buried under-
neath. The Giants made a few touch-
downs, and we sat directly up from
Jimmy Hofla's final resting place. And we
said, Do you think Jimmy's watching the
game? Hey, Jimmy, this touchdown is for
YOLL

pLavBoy: What has happened to the hitters
since the Hoffa murder?

rrankos: Joe Sullivan blew Sally Bugs's
head off on the Lower East Side, on Mul-
berry Street. Bugs was a stool pigeon. Fat
Tony Salerno is doing a hundred years.
‘Tony Provenzano is dead. Jimmy Coonan
1s doing seventy-five years. Joe Sullivan is
doing anywhere from seventy-five to life in
state prison. And I'm here with twenty-five
to life. They can never get John Sullivan.
He's been out since the late Sixties. In fact,
he’s the only one that’s out there today who
was an actual killer.
pLavBoy: There's
O’Brien.

Frankos: O'Brien is out. I don't even con-
sicder him a criminal.

rLavBOY: Why not?

FrRaNKOs: It's like me taking a pistol o your
head and tellin’ you. You're comin® with
me. I'm gonna put another pistol in your
hand. If you don't shoot that guy, 'm gon-
na shoot you directly in the head. Youre
gonna be a dead man. He didn't have no al-
ternatives.

rLavBoy: Have you talked to the FBI about
all of this?

frANKOs: They came to me for the story; 1
didn’t go to them. They brought in an FBI
agent out of New York. His name was
Arthur Ruffels. I'll never forget that name.
They told me they had information from a

one more—Chuckie

very high-power authority that I was the
actual killer with John Sullivan and Joe
Sullivan, OK? I took a lie-detector test with
the FBI concerning Jimmy Hoffa and |
passed it with flying colors. The only thing
they didn't ask me was if [ was there. They
were afraid to ask me that, because it
would make them look like shit—1 was in
prison at the time Hoffa was hit. They
knew [ had furloughs, but they didn’t want
to expose that. It was in their Federal pris-
on system that I was getting these fur-
loughs, and the guy who was giving these
furloughs was under surveillance for en
years.

pLAvBoY: Did they ask you if you had a fur-
lough at the time of the hit on Hoffa?
FrANKOs: No. They proposed the question,
but [former US. Attorney] Rudolph Giu-
liani didn't want to do 1t, because they had
Lo open up a big investigation and it would
make them look like shit.

pLavBov: It's a question that has been on
our minds.

rrankos: It's going to make it very, very,
very hot for them. They wanted me 10 tes-
tify against this guy who was selling fur-
loughs, but the statute of limitations ran
out on them.

pLAVBOY: Who was getting out on fur-
loughs?

FrANKOS: Guys like me and high-powered
mafiosos. We had all the counselors at that
time working for us. We gave the coun-
selors twenmty-five hundred 1o thirty-five
hundred, depending on how long you
wanted to stay out.

pLAYBOY: You arranged furloughs because
you had jobs you wanted to do outside pris-
on?

FRANKOS: Yes.

rLAYBOY: What kind of jobs were they?
FRANKOs: | committed approximately nine
murders on furloughs.

pLavBoy: If you knew you had a hit coming

“Gentlemen, before we go any further, I
want you all to realize that this next decision hasn't

been easy for me. . . .

»”

up, vou would arrange for the furlough in
advance?

FrANKOS: Yes. The money was given to the
guy on the streets. Friends of mine would
meet him in a night club or one of their
own clubs. He'd get a girl, usually, and an
envelope, and say, This is for The Greek.
pLavBoyv: Going back to the house where
the Hoffa hit was committed: You seem to
know it very well. Have vou ever been
there?

FRANKOS: | was there twice. [ committed
something in ‘75, you know. while I was in
prison, OK? And in 1981. I committed a
couple of things in Michigan. But I'm not
going to go into the frst time [ was there,
because I don't want no new indictments.
pLAvBOY: You've handed over to us a box of
fourteen tapes detailing your entire life in
organized crime and in the Government’s
witness-protection program. Why did you
make them?

FRANKOS: | made these tapes because |
might be here one day and gone tomorrow.
The way things were going, I thought I
was going to be dead pretty soon. So I
might as well tell my story, so you can see
what we're dealing with, the Mafa and the
Government.

rLayvBoy: Why did you think you might be
dead soon?

FRANKOs: Because I'm in a position where it
don’t look 100 good at all. I'm locked up
four years in a cell. I'm controlled by vari-
ous correction officers. They might one
day take me outside and say I was tryin’ to
escape and shoot me in the head. I've seen
it done before. I've seen a lot of my friends
die in jail—I'm not talking only mafieso but
a lot of power criminals in jail. All of a sud-
den, everybody that I knew around me
that got arrested. six months to a year later,
they die from stomach cancer. I dom't know
what the hell they might be feeding me,
you know? And I killed guys in jail; we just
doctored up the books so it don't look bad.
If they want you, thev're going to get you.
I'm not being paranoid. I'm just being cau-
tious.

PLAYBOY: S0 you wanted to leave a record of
your life, in case anything happens?
rraNKOs: | was through with the Govern-
ment. I'm not going to get nothing from
the Government. I just said, One night, let
me make these tapes up. Send them to my
cousin, in case something does happen to
me, in case | do die in jail. When I'm dead
and gone, I'll be like Van Gogh, maybe.
You know, Van Gogh wasn't popular when
he was alive, OK? 1 figured that would be
my destiny. I die, then comes word about
the tapes. But one day, I was a little bored
in the cell and 1 had the tapes completed
and [ said, et me call Playboy.

eLAYBOY: And the rest is history, right?
FrANKOS: The rest is history. Everything 1
told you, to my knowledge, is the truth. If
you had a lie detecior over there, I would
take it for vou right now.



I“ SI n E J o B (conlinued from page 96)

“In front of the shredder, a white-knuckled bank officer
was doing the Ollie North shuffle.”

rate each day on Federally insured cer-
tificates of deposit (C.D.s). The financial
institutions paid him a commission of from
one to two percent for the deposits.

But Renda's interest in thrifts went far
beyond simply brokering deposits for a
lousy one percent commission. Renda ran
with a fast and hungry crowd—with men
such as Salvatore Piga, described on his ar-
rest record as someone who “associates
with members of the Carmine Tramunu
crime family of New York.” Renda called
Piga a “Teddy bear"—this Teddy bear’s ar-
rest record listed his line of work as grand
larceny, robbery, burglary and assault. A
Federal informant (and reputed Mob asso-
ciate) said Renda had bragged that he
(Renda) controlled “money being lent for
the benefit of the Paul Castellano [organ-
ized crime] family” of New York and that
he was a close associate of Saudi middle-
man Adnan Khashoggi.

During his career as a deposit broker
(1980-1987), Renda brokered billions of
dollars into 3500 financial institutions, in-
cluding Consolidated Savings. In the last
year, he brokered more than six billion dol-
lars. With those billions as bait, he went to
thrift executives with a tempting proposi-
tion. He offered to put several million dol-
lars on deposit at their little thrifts and
waive his normal commission. All they had
to do was agree to lend all or a portion of
the new-found deposits to some “invest-
ors,” who actually were fronts, or “straw
borrowers,” working for Renda and his as-
sociates. The straws turned the loan pro-
ceeds over to him and his henchmen, who
then paid these investors fees (out of the
loan proceeds) or other compensation for
their services. By the time the S&Ls tried
to collect on the loans, the money was long

one.

Renda seemed to have stumbled upon
the perfect crime. Even if the financial in-
stitution failed, his deposits were safe, be-
cause they were insured for up to $100,000
by the FSLIC or the FDIC (Federal Deposit
Insurance Corporation), which insured
thrifts and banks, respectively, and backed
by the full faith and credit of the U.S. Gov-
ernment (i.e., the taxpayers). At least 160
institutions took the bait, and by 1989,
more than 100 of them were in deep wa-
ter—caused at least in part by their
hunger for Renda’s cash.

To keep the money flowing to S&Ls and
back to him, Renda paid kickbacks to
Teamster-pension-fund  officials. In re-
turn, those ofhicials channeled Teamster
money into Federally insured C.D.s
through Renda’s company. Renda and an
associate hid from the IRS the commission
money Renda’s company had made on this

deal, more than $16,000,000.

Renda’s fortunes swelled. Soon, this for-
mer tap-dance school administrator had a
Rolls-Royce. He told an associate once that
he wished he could put a big sign on it an-
nouncing that the car cost $120,000. He
moved his family into a 30-room Long Is-
land mansion surrounded by a couple of
acres and a wall, and he bought a 103-foot
yacht, the Surrenda, and an 88-passenger
BAC-1-11 jet.

Renda made his pitch to Consolidated
Savings after a mutual friend introduced
him to Ferrante. A personal relationship
soon developed. In 1986, Renda and Fer-
rante reportedly vacationed together in
the Caribbean, renting the Surrenda for
the occasion (invoices showed Consolidat-
ed paid the tab with a $15,000 check).
FSLIC attorneys said the two men also be-
came partners in several business deals.
Renda later admitted that a $2,000,000
loan Consolidated had made to him sup-
posedly for a Hawai real-estate venture
had been instead wired directly to his per-
sonal Swiss bank account.

FUZZY

During the Great Depression, hobos
marked hospitable barns with a large
painted x for those who followed. After
thrift deregulation, the fraternity that
traveled the thrift circuit left its markers as
well, and the x on Consolidated Savings’
backside soon attracted Oklahoma City
swindler Charles Bazarian.

Fat and gregarious, Bazarian had
dropped out of school after the eighth
grade and began his adult life as a fry
cook. By the early Seventies, he and a part-
ner had a udy little health-insurance scam
going—they sold insurance policies to
farmers but paid no claims. Bazarian
pleaded no contest to felony charges of
mail fraud but got out of going to jail by
ratting on his partner, who served hard
time in prison.

After thrift deregulation, Bazarian dis-
covered that his felonious past proved no
barrier to his ability to borrow millions
from deregulated thrifts. Personally and
through his Oklahoma company, C. B.
Financial, he rang up $242,000,000 in
debts.

Bazarian used his booty to build a com-
fortable life for himself and his wife,
Janice, in Oklahoma City. His 15,720-
square-foot, $2400,000 mansion had an
indoor pool with a waterfall and a re-
tractable dome ceiling. Charlie (some
friends called him Fuzzy) had an entire
circus set up on his lawn one weekend for
his young son Buzzys birthday Singer
Wayne Newton and ex—boxing champ

Muhammad Al were occasional guests at
the Bazarian mansion.

Bazarian was introduced to Consolidat-
ed Savings by Beverly Hills loan broker Al
Yarbrow, according to Consolidated presi-
dent Angotti. Loan brokers were impor-
tant players on the deregulated-thrift
circuit, because they connected horny bor-
rowers with round-heeled lenders. Bazari-
an and Consolidated soon reached an
amiable meeting of the minds and swung
into some mutually beneficial multimil-
lion-dollar deals.

All this activity at Consolidated—by
Bazarian, Renda, Ferrante and others—
finally roused sleepy regulators, who de-
cded they'd better grab Consolidated
before there was nothing left worth grab-
bing. The date they set for the assault was a
closely guarded secret—four pm., May 22,
1986. But early that day, a business re-
porter got wind of the pending seizure
and phoned Angotti.

“We understand the regulators are go-
ing to close you down today. Would you
care to comment?”

On Angotti’s end of the line, there was a
moment of dead silence. Then he gasped,
“Oh, shit! Thanks!” and slammed down
the receiver.

When regulators pushed their way
through Consolidated’s doors that after-
noon, they were covered by FBI agents and
SWAT members carrying automatic rifles
because they had been told by area law-en-
forcement officials that Ferrante was asso-
ciated with individuals suspected of
having Mob ties. But the reporter’s call
had been heeded and upon arriving, regu-
lators found three large trash bags already
filled with shredded documents. In front
of the shredder, a white-knuckled bank
officer was doing the Ollie North shuffie.

That Christmas, the reporter who had
inadvertently tipped Angotti opened his
mail to find a Christmas card that read.
“Again, thank you, belated thanks—Ot-
tavio A. Angoti.”

The FBI began a long and lumbering in-
vestigation into Ferrante, which reported-
ly is still in progress. The FSLIC sued him,
Angotti, Bazarian and others for losses
that were expected to exceed $40,000,000
and—except for a settlement with Angot-
ti—that suit, too, is pending. Regulators
claimed Bazarian had walked away with
more than $12,000,000 from Consolidat-
ed. A process server sent to his Oklahoma
mansion said two thugs, one waving a gun,
had chased him to his car. He sped off and
they followed. For the next 20 minutes,
their vehicles careened through the streets
of Oklahoma City. Finally, the process serv-
er gave them the slip. When the judge in
Southern Califormia heard about it, he
quipped, “That’s the way they do things in
Oklahoma.”

CASINO FEDERAL

Charles Bazarian was a gambler who
regularly visited Las Vegas. There, he
wormed his way into the exclusive orbit
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around Dunes casino owner and reputed
Mob associate Morris Shenker.

Because of the skimming and money-
laundering opportunities inherent 1n a
business that deals in raw cash, casino
ownership has always been a burning
ambition of people with underworld con-
nections. Within months of thrift deregu-
lation, millions of
Federally insured S&L deposits began o
flow to Las Vegas and Adanuc City. Few
casino owners benehited more from thrifts'
largess than Morris Shenker.

When Shenker was asked once by an at-
torney how he would repay his enormous
debts, he simply rasped, “I'm very good at
borrowing money.” And so he was.

Shenker, born in Russia in 1907, was a
millionaire St. Lous attorney. In 1986, the
President’s Commission on  Organized

Crime described him as an associate of

Kansas City organized-crime boss Nick
Civella. Author Ovid Demaris, in his book
The Boardwalk Jungle, alleges that an FBI
task force ranked Shenker with the late
Meyer Lansky as two ol the most impor-
tant financial figures in organized crime.
A Nevada gaming invesugator said he was
“a financial Svengali with more than a
hundred and five corporations among
which he was shuttling money.”

Shenker was Teamster boss Jimmy Hol-
fa’s attorney and confidant for more than
ten years, until Holla disappeared m 1975
during a union power struggle (see The Hu
on Jimmy Hoffa, clsewhere in this issue).
Through Hoffa and his successors,
Shenker had access to the corrupt ‘Team-
sters’ Central States Pension Fund, which
Federal authorities claimed was controlled
by and for the Mob. By 1974, Shenker was
said 1o have had more than $100,0600,000
in loans from the fund, incuding the
largest single loan it ever made. With a big
chunk of that money, Shenker acquired
control of the Dunes Hotel and Casino in
Las Vegas, and in the early Eighties, he was
planning to build a Dunes Hotel and Casi-
no in Atlantic City.

But in 1983, the Deparument of Labor
finally wrested control of the Central
States Pension Fund from the Mob, and
Shenker's empire was in danger of col-
lapse. He was also in default on millions in
loans from other pension funds. How
serendipitous for him, then, that at that
very moment, Congress was obligingly
dercgulating savings and loans.

After deregulation, Shenker darkened
many a thrift door. In one case, he set his
sights on Daniel W. Dierdorfl, president of
Sun Savings in San Diego—entertaining
him at the Dunes, letting him use his jet
and maintaining a $25,000 linc of credit in
Dierdorfl’s name at the casino. Sun Sav-
ings was good 10 Shenker, oo, making him
an inadequately secured loan of which
$1.400,000 ended in default. (Sun Savings
collapsed in 1986 and Dierdorif was sen-
tenced to prison in 1989 for bank fraud.)

When Shenker decided to sell the
unfinished and much troubled Atlantic

dollars’ worth of
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l On a separate sheet,
* attach your mailing la-
bel from a recent issue.
Or print your name and
address exactly as it
appears on your label.

Print your new address
* on the sheet as well.

Mail to:

3 PLAYBOY

PO. Box 2007
Harlan, 1A 51537-4007




(Advertisement)

YOU CAN MAKE UP TO

One Million Dollars
in 9 Months
Guaranteed!

Dear Friend,

1 made one million dollars in 9 months. You may
do better!

My name is John Wright. Not oo long ago 1 was flat
broke. I was $31,000 in . The bank repossessed my
car because | couldn’t keep up with the payments. And
one day the landlord gave me an eviction notice because
I hadn't paid the rent for three months, So we had o
move out. My family and [ stayed at my cousin’s place
for the rest of that month before I could manage 1o get
another apartment. That was very embarrassing.

Things have changed now. 1 own four homes in
Southern California. The one I'm living in now in
Beverly Hills is worth more than one million dollars. 1
own several cars, am them a brand new Mercedes
and a brand new Cadillac. Right now, I have a
million dollar line of credit with the banks and have cer-
tificates of deposit at $100,000 each in my bank in
Beverly Hills.

Best of all, 1 have nme to have fun. To be me. To do
what [ wani. | work about 4 hours a day, the rest of the
day, 1 do things that please me. days | go swimm-
in% and sailing — shopping. Other days, I play racquet-
ball or tenmis. Sometimes, frankly, 1 just lie out under
the sun with a %ood book. I love to take long vacations.
I just got back from a two week vacation from — Maui,

awall.

I'm not really trving to impress you with my wealth,
All I'm 1rying to do here is to prove 10 you that il it
wasn’t because of that money secret | was lucky enough
to find that day, 1 still would have been poor or may be
even bankrupt. It was only through this amazing money
secret that 1 could pull myself out of debt and become
wealthy. Who knows what would have happened 10 my
family and me.

Knowing aboul this secret changed my life complete-
Iy. It brought me wealth, happincss, and most
important of all — Pear.c_of mind. This sccret will
change your life, too! It will give you everything you

and will solve all your money problems. Of course

you don’t have to take my word for it. You cantry it for

yourself. To see that you try this secret, I'm willing to

ive you $20.00 in cash. (I'm giving my address at the

glouom of this page.} | figure, if | spend $20.00, | ot

your attention. And you will prove it to yourself this
amazing money secret will work for you, too!

Why, you may ask, am 1 willing 10 share this secret
with you? To make money? Hardly. First, 1 alrr.‘ai?iy
have all the moncy and posscssions I'll ever need.
Second, my sccret does not mvolve any sort of competi-
tion whatsoever. Third, nothing is more satisfying to me
than sharing my secret only with those who realize a
golden opportunity and get on it quickly.

This secret is incredibly simple. Anyone can use ir.
You can get started with practically no money at all and
the risk is almost zero. \Pgu don't need special training
or even a high school education. It doesn’t matter how
young or old you are and it will work for you at home or
cven while you are on vacanon.

Let me tell you more about this fascinating money
making secret:

With this secret the money can roll in fast. In some
cases you may be able to cash in literally overnight. If
you can follow simple instructions you can get started in
a single afternoon and it is possible 1o have spendable
money in your hands the very next morning. In fact, this
Just might be the fasiest lepaf way to make money thai
has ever been invented!

This is a very safe way to gel exira cash. It is practical-
Iy risk free. It is nol a dangerous gamble. Everything
you do has already been tested and you can get staried
for less money than most people spend for a might on
the town.

One of the nicest things about this whole idea is that
you can do it at home in your spare time. You don't
need equipment or an office. It doesn't matter where
you live either. You can use this secret 10 make money il
you live in a big city or on a farm or anywhere in be-
tween. A husband and wife team from New York used
my secret, worked at bome in their spare time, and
made 345,000 in one year.

This secret 1s .‘;iml\?’c. It would be hard 10 make a
mistake il you tried. You don’t need a college degree or
cven a high school education. All you need is a little
common sense and the ability 10 follow simple, easy,
step-by-step instructions. 1 personally know a man from
MNew England who wsed this secret and made $2 million
in just 3 years.

ou can use this secrel to make money no matter how
old or how yn;ugg you may be. There is no El:ysical
labor involved everything is so easy it can be done

Here's what newspapers and magazines
are saying about this incredible secret:

The Washington Times: -
The Roval Road to Riches is paved with golden tips.
National Examiner: ) 9
John Wright has an excellemt guide for achieving
wealth in Your spare time.

Income g:pnrtunilies: .
The Royal Road 1o Riches is an invaluable guide for
finding success in your own back yard.

News Tribune:

Wright's material is a MUST for anyone who con-
templates making it as an independent
entrepreneur.

Success! :

John Wright believes in success, pure and simple.
Money Making Opportunities: j g
John Wright has a rare gift for helﬂng p"c]ggc with
no experience make lots of money. He many
people wealthy.

California Political Week:

.. . The politics of high finance made easy.

The Tolucan:

You'll love . . . The Roval Rood 1o Riches. IUs filled
with valuable information . . . only wish 1'd known
about it vears ago!

Hollywood Citizen MNews: j

He does more than %:w general ideas. He gives peo
ple a detailed A 1o Z plan to make big money.
The Desert Sun: 3
Wright's Royal Road to Riches lives up to its title in
of fering an uncomplicated path 1o financial success.

whether you're a teenager or 9 years old. [ know one
woman who is over 65 and is making all the money she
needs with this secret.

When you use this secrel 1o make money you never
have to try to convince anybody of anything. This has
nothing to do with door-to-door selling, telephone
solicitation, real estate or anything else that involves per
sonal contact. o A

Everything aboul this idea is perfectly | a
txmslr,ﬂ\’ozg will be proud of Malpyou are d:ﬁg and
you will be providing a very valuable service.

It will only ake you two hours to learn how to use
this secret. After that everything is almost automatic.
After you get started vou can probabl{ do everything
that 15 necessary in three hours per week.

PROOF

I know you are skeptical. That simply shows your
good business sense. Well, here is proof from people
who have put this amazing secret into use and have pot
ten all the monev they ever desired. Their initials have
been used in order 1o protect their privacy, but 1 have
full information and the actual proof of 1heir success in
my files.
*‘More Money Than 1 Ever Dreamed®

**All [ can say — your plan is great! In just 8 weeks, [
100k in over $100,000. More money than I ever dreamed
of making. At this rate, | honesily believe, | can make
over a million dollars per year,"A‘ o [ty ()

'$9.800 In 24 Hours!”

“f didn’t believe it when you said the secret could
produce money the next morning. Boy, was 1 wrong,
and you were right! | purchased your Royal Road to
Riches. On the basis of your advice, $9,800 poured in, in
less than 24 hours! John, your secrel is incredible!™

). K., Laguna Hills, CA
‘Made $15,046 In 2 Months At 22° :

**1 was able to earn over $15,000 with your plan — in
just the past two months. As a 22 year old girl, | never
thought that I'd ever be able to make as much money,
as fast as I've been able 1o do. 1 really do wish to thank
you, with all of my heart.”

Ms. E. L., Los Angeles, CA
‘Msfle 5126.00:] In S.‘i‘lj\lunll;iﬁ‘m L 8

“*For years, | passed up all the plans that promised to
make me rich. Probably 1 am lucky | did — but | am
even more lucky that 1 100k the time to send for your

material. It changed my whole life. Thanks to you, |
made $126,000 in 3 months.* s
S. W., Plainfield, IN

‘Made $203,000 In 8 Months'

I never believed those success stories. . . never believ-
ed [ would be one of them. . .using your technigues, in
just B months, | made over $203,000...made over

,000 more in the last 22 dg{ls! Not just well prepared,
but simple, easy, fast... John, thank you for your

L)
Robal Bodd loiluchs C. M., Los Angeles, CA
*$500,000 In Six Months’

“I'm amazed at my success!: By using your secret |
made $500,000 in six months. That's more than twenty
times what 1've made in any single year before! I've
never made so much money in such shorl time with
minimum effort. My whole life I was waiting for this
amazing miracle! Thank you, John WISE.ht."

R. 5., Mclean, VA

As you can tell by now | have come across something
pretty good. | believe 1 have discovered the sweetest little
money-making secret you could ever imagine.
Remember guaraniee it.

Most of the time, it takes big money to make money.
This is an exception. With this secrel vou can start in
your spare time with almost nothing. But of course, you
don"t have to start small or stay small. You can go as
fast and as far as you wish. The size of your ptoﬁ?s is
lotally up to you. ?L‘an'l guarantee how much you will
make with this secret but | can tell you this — so far this
amazing money producing secret makes the profits from
most other ideas look like peanuts!

Now at last, I've completely explained this
remarkable secret in a special money making, plan. [ call
it “The Roval Road to Riches'". Some call it a miracle.
You'll probably call it *“The Secret of Riches™. You will
learn everything you need to know step-by-step. So you
too can put this amazing money making secrel 1o work
for you and make all the money you need.

To prove this secret will solve all your money pro-
blerus, don't send me any money, instead postdate your
check for a month and a half from today. I guarantee
not 1o deposit it for 45 days. | won't cash your check for
45 ds;ys before | know for sure that you are completely
satisfied with my material.

$20.00 FREE!

There is no way you can lose. You either solve all
your money problems with this secret (in just 30 days) or
you get your money back plus $20.00 in cash FREE!

Do you realize what this means? You can put my sim-

le secret into use. Be able to solve all your money pro-
slems. And if for any reason whatsoever you are not
100% sansfied after using the secret for 30 days, you
may return my matenal. And then | will not only return
your original UNCASHED CHECK, but 1 will also
send you an extra 520.00 cashiers check just for giving
the secret an honest 1ry according to the simple instruc-
Tons.

I GUARANTEE IT! With my unconditional puaran-
tee, there is absolutely NO RISK ON YOUR PART.

To order, simply write your name and address on a
picce of paper. Enclose your postdated check or money
order for $12.95 and send it (o:

JOHN WRIGHT

Dept. B89

3340 Ocean Park Blvd.
Suite 3065

Santa Monica, CA 90405

But the supply of my matenal is limited. So send in
your order now while the supply lasts.

If you wish to charge it to your Visa or MasterCard —
be sure te include your account number and expiration
date. That's all there is to it. I'll send you my material
rght away by return mail, along with our unconditional
puarantee.

SWORN STATEMENT:

“*As Mr. John Wright's accountant, | certify that
his assets exceed one million dollars,™

Mark Davis

© 1989 JOHN WRIGHT
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City Dunes project (a rusting sculpture of

I-beams), an accommodating $15,000,000
loan provided by San Antonio Savings As-
sociauon made the sale possible. The loan
later went into default. (San Antonio Sav-
ings was taken over by regulators in March
1989.)

The parent company of American Sav-
ings in Stockwon, California, reportedly
became the Dunes' largest creditor, with a
$51,000,000 mortgage on the Las Vegas
building. (By 1988, American Savings was
insolvent.) And a Justice Department
official said Shenker had borrowed from
Liberty Federal Savings in Leesville, Loui-
siana (Liberty Federal also later collapsed).
The scope of Shenker’s appetite for loans
from thrifts was enormous. He was, in-
deed, “very good at borrowing money." He
was, unfortunately, not quite so good at
paying it back.

In 1984, Shenker was forced into
bankruptcy when a jury ruled that he
owed a Nevada wunion-pension fund
$34,000,000. The Labor Department
added $27000,000 1o the bill and the
IRS came after him for an additional
$66.000,000. He announced that he would
sell the Las Vegas Dunes Hotel and Casino,
and Eureka Federal Savings near San
Francisco rushed to his rescue.

Eurcka at the time was run by Kenneth

Kidwell, another noniraditional banker.
He was arrested one night and found to be
carrving two pistols loaded with illegal ar-
mor-piercing bullets. Kidwell had ues to
both Shenker and ‘leamster boss Jackie
Presser, who later turned out to be an FBI
informant. Kidwell, too, enjoyed a close re-
lationship with the FBI. He even allowed
the Bureau 1o use Eureka as a front for at
least two undercover drug operations, in-
cluding the sting that bagged [ormer car
manufacturer John De Lorean.

Eureka Federal authorized at least three
major casino-related loans. The largest
was a $25,000,000 letter of credit for a
California businessman to buy controlling
interest in the Las Vegas Dunes. Eventual-
ly, the Nevada Gaming Control Board put
a stop to Eureka’s casino loan business, giv-
ing no explanation for its decsion. This
was surely the first time in history that the
casino gaming board had considered an
S&L questionable. Kidwell later com-
plained bitterly that his relationship with
Shenker had left him rainted with innuen-
does of Mob associations. Regulators took
control of Eureka Federal in 1985.

Although Shenker was no longer the
nominal owner of the Las Vegas Dunes, he
was kept on by the new owner as a member
of the board of directors while he contin-
ued to sweep the country for cash. In April

“Hi, I'm Low. I'm not a carrier of
herpes, or of hepatitis B, or of AIDS, and I use condoms.
So, what'’s your sign?”

1985, Bazarian and Yarbrow showed up to-
gether at Bloomfeld Savings in Detroit
with an introduction from Shenker. Bazar-
1an walked away with a $15,000,000 loan
(most of which he never repaid) and
Shenker stood to share a finder's fee for
making the introductions. Later, Bazarian
said Shenker had wanted him to buy con-
trol of the thrift so he could approve loans
to Shenker. Bloomfield has since gone out
of business.

Shenker died in August while under in-
dicument for bankruptcy fraud and tax
evasion. Bazarian also filed bankruptey.
He said he owed the Dunes Hotel and
Casino $174,000 in gambling debts.

A BAD RAFP

Like so many others who Heeced thrifts
during the golden age that followed thrift
deregulation, Bazarian entertained at his
Oklahoma City mansion in a fashion rarely
seen since the glory days of Rome. Ironi-
cally, it was at one of his glitzy parties, Hal-
loween 1985, that his undoing began.
Deposit broker Renda, whom Bazarian
had met at Consolidated Savings, Aew to
Oklahoma City for the gala bash. De-
frocked Maha stockbroker Michael Rapp
also showed up, but he had come to discuss
business.

Rapp's real name was Michael Heller-
man. In the late Sixties and early Seven-
ties, he had been the Mob's wise guy on
Wall Street, pulling countless swindles for
New York’s organized-crime families. He
was engineering securities scams decades
before Ivan Boesky learned firsthand the
difference between a junk bond and a bail
bond. Indicted, Hellerman cooperated
with the Feds, assisting in the indictment
or conviction of more than 90 men, includ-
ing labor-union racketeer John Dioguardi,
Lucchese crime-family boss Carmine Tra-
munti and Colombo crime-family boss
Vincent Aloi. He wrote a book, Walf Street
Swindler, about his escapades, and he dis-
appeared, resurfacing in Florida in the
Eighties as Michael Rapp.

Rapp quickly determined that thrift
deregulation had created the biggest pi-
geon in history, and he moved heavily into
the borrowing business. He joined forces
with a handful of accomplished con men
and East Coast Mobsters and targeted
Flushing Federal Savings and Loan in
Queens, New York. He conned the thrift
out of millions in loans in a matter of
months. Joining Rapp at Flushing’s loan
window was his old buddy Jilly Rizzo, a
longtime pal and former bodyguard of
Frank Sinatra.

Rapp reveled in the good life that Feder-
ally insured deposits bought him. A heavy
gambler, he was said to have blown more
than $500,000 in Las Vegas. He furnished
his Florida home in lavish style and show-
ered his wife, Janet, with expensive dia-
mond brooches, rings and waiches. One
day, while they were staying at the Waldor(
Astoria in New York, he bought her two
fur coats.



According to a Federal agent, both the
Lucchese and the Genovese crime families
began making demands on part of Rapp’s
Flushing Federal take. A dispute broke out
over how the money would be divvied up,
and the matter finally had o be settled at
an old-fashioned Mob sit-down.

After the Flushing Federal well ran dry
(regulators declared the thrift insolvent in
1985), Rapp, stockbroker Marc Perkins and
others had a business dinner at a Fort
Lauderdale restaurant to consider how
Rapp and his [riends could buy their own
thrift. The best way to rob a thrift, Rapp
knew, was to own one.

Perkins had had no idea whit he was in
for when he had accepted the invitation.
He was only two spoonlfuls into his soup
when the guy seated
next o him leaned
across the table and
in a hoarse whisper
asked Rizzo, “Hey,
Jilly, you ain't pack-
mg a piece tonight,
are ya?"

Rizzo just looked
away.

“I almost choked
on my soup,” Per-
kins said later.

The last straw for
Perkins came when
Rapp told him he
was a felon and
asked if that would
bar him from thrift
ownership. Perkins

told Rapp that
felons couldn’t own
thrifts. He later

excused himself,
feigning a family
emergency.

During this time,
Rapp, determined
to own his own
financial institution,
showed up at Bazar-
1an’s Halloween par-
ty with a new pigeon
in lus sights. He just
needed help bag-
ging 1. He told
Bazarian and Renda
that stockholders of a small institution in
Orlando, Florida Center Bank, had agreed
to sell him their stock. All he needed was
for Bazarian to write him two $5,000,000
(rubber) cashier’s checks on a bank Bazari-
an controlled. The deal, he explained,
would work like this:

* Five million dollars would buy con-
trolling interest in Florida Center Bank.

= Five million dollars would be placed in
a ten-year C.D. at the institution.

* The bank would pay Rapp ten years'
interest in advance on the C.D. and make
him a loan using the C.D. as collateral.

» With that money, Rapp would buy an-
other C.D., collect the ten years' up-front
nterest on it and get another loan on this

8years old, 101 proof, pure Kentucky:

KENTUCKY STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKEY ALC BY VOL 505% AUSTIN NICHOLS DISTILLING CO. LAWRENCEBURG, KY © 1988

second* C.D.

» Rapp would go through this process
three times in quick succession, and n a
couple of days, he'd have enough money to
make good Bazarians bogus cashier’s
checks and, for his trouble, pay him
$300,000 (which Bazarian split with Ren-
da).

Once in control, Renda could broker de-
posits into Florida Center Bank and they
could all three become happy borrowers.

The scheme worked just as Rapp had
explained i, and he borrowed about
$12,000,000 from the bank before an in-
formant alerted the FBI. Rapp, Bazarian
and Renda were indicted in September
1986. Investigators discovered that Rapp’s
merry band had been running a two-year

There are many
forms of native
American art.

This is the one

you drink.

nationwide looting operation, and investi-
gations were also opened in New York, Los
Angeles, Denver, Miami and Orlando.

To keep Rapp from frittering away the
millions he was accused of stealing, a
“tough™ Federal judge imposed on him a
£7000-a-month spending limit. But Rapp
couldn't let go of the golden ring. In just
one month, he spent more than $44,000.
The angry judge had him arrested.

During their trial, Rapp, Bazarian and
Renda conducted themselves like three
frat boys. never passing up an opportunity
to annoy the Federal prosecutor. Former
heavyweight  champ Mubammad Al
roamed in and out of the courtroom when
the prosecutor was speaking, distracting

the jury. And at lunch each day, while the
prosecution team munched hamburgers
and tuna sandwiches, the three defendants
staged a culinary extravaganza. Rapp had
gourmet delicatessen food, including
cheesecake from Leo Lindy's on Broadway,
flown in fresh each morning from New
York City. Houseboys served the de-
fendants with linen napkins.

Rapp invited the prosecution team to
join them, crooning, “Hey, ya oughta try
some of this cheesecake, s really
gooooood.”

The jury convicted all three men.

[As we went to press, a lurry of new in-
dictments in the Florida Center Bank case
were being readied. ]

GRAY SKIES OVER
TEXAS

The three bustke-
teers, Rapp, Bazar-
an and Renda, were
only three of hun-
dreds who moved
into S&Ls within
months of the Octo-
ber 1982 Rose Gar-
den signing. Fraud
and corruption
swept the industry.

The first hint of
what was happening
out in the held
reached  Washing-
ton one morning in
March 1984, when
Edwin Gray, chair-
man of the Federal
Home Loan Bank
Board (FHLBB),
which  supervised
the nation’s thrifts,
opened his morning
dispatch and found
a classified report
and video tape sent
by his Dallas regula-
tors.

In a darkened
board room just a
block from the
White House, Gray
and the two other
Bank Board members watched the video
tape. The narrator appeared to be in the
passenger seat of a car driving on Inter-
state 30, east of Dallas. The camera
panned slowly from side to side, catching
in sickening detail the carrion of dead sav-
ings-and-loan deals—thousands of condo-
miniums abandoned and rotting in the hot
Texas sun. Loose wiring and insulation
swung in the quiet, dry air. Some of the
units had gouen no further than a con-
crete slab—"Martian landing pads™ a US.
attorney would later call them.

‘Texas regulators told Gray that Empire
Savings, near Dallas, had sunk tens of
millions of dollars of Federally insured
deposits in the derelict projects. Most
of the money, they said, had been
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Sensual
Aids:

How to order them
without embarrassment.

How to use them
without disappointment.

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

1. A guarantee

2. Another guarantee

First, we guarantee your privacy. Should
you decide to order our catalogue or prod-
ucts, your transaction will be held in the
strictest confidence.

Your name will never (never) be sold or
given to any other company. No unwanted,
embarrassing mailings. And everything we
ship to you is plainly packaged, securely
wrapped, without the slightest indication of
its contents on the outside.

Second, we guarantee your satisfaction.
Everything offered in the Xandria Collection
is the result of extensive research and real-
life testing. We are so certain that the risk of
disappointment has been eliminated from
our products, that we canactually guarantee
your satisfaction — or your money promptly,
unquestioningly refunded.

What is the Xandria Collection?

Itisa very, very special collection of sensual
aids. Itincludes the finest and most effective
products available from around the world.
Products that can open new doors to pleasure
{perhaps many you never knew existed!)

Our products range from the simple to the
delightfully complex. They are designed for
both the timid and the bold. For anyone
who's ever wished there could be something
more to their sensual pleasure.

If youTe prepared to intensify your own
pleasure, then by all means send for the
Xandria Collection Gold Edition catalogue.
It is priced at just four dollars which is
applied in full to your first order.

Write today. You have absolutely nothing
to lose. And an entirely new world of
enjoyment to gain.

The Xandria Collection, Dept. PB 1189
P.O. Box 31039, San Francisco, CA 94131

Please send me, by first class mail, my copy of the
Xandria Collection Gold Edition catalogue. Enclosed is.
my check or money order for four dollars which will be
applied towards my first purchase. (34 U.S., $5 CAN.,
BUK)

Name
Address_
City
State Zip

1am an adult over 21 years of age:

(signature requiﬁ-d} ¥
Xandna, 874 Dubugque Ave., South San Francisco 94080

“dissipated.”  Empire least
£300,000,000 in the hole.

“I was so shocked and stunned at what 1
was seeing that it had a profound effect on
me,” Gray later recalled. “It was like
watching a triple-X movie. I was sick afier
watching it. 1 could not believe that any-
thing so bad could have happened.” He
watched the tape over and over, even ar-
ranging lor his [riend Federal Reserve
Board chairman Paul Volcker to view it.

Gray had been chairman only ten
months. He had been appointed by his
longtime friend Ronald Reagan, whom he
had served as press secretary and advisor
since Reagan's days as governor of Califor-
nia. Gray was certain that what was going
on at Empire Savings was not what the
President had had in mind when he signed
the thrift deregulation act. He realized im-
mediately that easily available brokered
deposits were the fuel on which jugger-
nauts such as Empire ran, and he an-
nounced that he would establish new
regulations severely restricting their use.

From that moment, Gray's life as
FHLBB chairman became a living hell.
Overnight, he became every thrift lobbyist
and politician’s favorite punching bag as
he pushed for tighter regulations. The
free enterprisers in Washington, especially
Treasury Secretary Donald T. Regan,
would have none of i.

Before joining the Reagan Administra-
tion, Regan worked at Merrill Lynch,
which became one of the largest deposit-
brokerage businesses in the country, and
earned among many the nickname “the fa-
ther of brokered deposits.” When Gray
moved to ban brokered deposits, Regan hit
the roof.

Gray said that within hours of going
public with his plan, Regan’s right-hand
man, R. T. McNamany; called him and kept
him on the phone seven hours, trying to
get him to change his mind. Gray said he
tried time and again to call Regan directly,
but his calls were never returned. Word
around Washington was that Regan was
telling anyone who'd listen that Gray was
“off the reservation” and had to go.

Gray ulumately lost his battle to limit
brokered deposits when a Federal court
ruled thar Congress had not authorized
the FHLEB to pass such a sweeping limita-
tion. So he decided that if he couldn’t con-
trol the money going into thrifts, he could
at least limit what thrifts did with it; and he
proposed strict new limits on how thrifts
could invest deposits. He became “the
great re-regulator” among Reagan
groupies, who saw him as revisionist and
counterrevolutionary.

Again, all hell broke loose. This time the
“Dump Gray” chorus came loudest from
“lexas. Dozens of “lexas thrift rogues such
as Sunbelt’s Ed McBirney weren't about to
relinquish without a fight their God-given
right 1o wheel and deal with Federally in-
sured deposits. Unlimited access to the
vault had fueled a Texas nouveau aristoc-
racy not seen since the days of wildcat oil.

wds at

Vernon Savings and Loan owner Don
Dixon, for example, regularly jetted off to
Europe on one of Vernon’s five aircraft.
On one trip to Rome, he enjoyed a brief
audience with the Pope, presenting His
Holiness with a $40,000 Western oil paint-
ing—paid for, like the trip, by Vernon Sav-
ings.

Vernon's headquarters were in Dallas,
but the S&L maintained a swank Southern
California beach house from which Dixon
often commuted back to Texas. At a three-
day meeting of Vernon's board of directors
held at the beach house in 1985, nearly a
dozen hookers, hors d'oeuvres for hard-
working board members and Vernon
officers, roamed the halls.

Later, a grand jury indicted a Vernon
executive, alleging that he had used Ver-
non money to hire prostitutes for a former
S&L commussioner. The executive’s lawver
filed a motion that the charges were im-
proper because the S&L commissioner
had been impotent at the ume. In other
words, the commissioner’s assets may have
been softer than Vernon’s.

Dixon also enjoyed the use of a
$1,900,000 Swiss-style chalet in the exclu-
sive Colorado ski community of Beaver
Creek and a 82,600,000 112-foot-long
yacht, High Spirits, sister ship to the Presi-
denual yacht Sequoia. In the winter, Dixon
docked High Spirits in Florida, but as soon
as the cherry blossoms were out in Wash-
ington, D.C., he had her moved north to
entertain politicians.

Brokered deposits from Renda and oth-
ers helped pay for these perks and funded
loans to Ferrante, Bazarian and many oth-
ers. Vernon became a favorite watering
hole on the nation’s thrift circuit.

During the same tme, Dixon’s friend
Tyrell Barker was running roughshod over
his Texas thrift, State Savings and Loan.
A workaholic, Barker often showed up at
his Dallas office dressed in a jogging suit.
As he cut multimillion-dollar deals with
would-be millionaires, he liked o waich
his two dogs frolic in the pool and water-
fall he had had specially built for them just
outside his office,

A developer scurrying to get one of
Barker’s loans was asked, “How do you
know what property to buy?”

“Wherever my dog lifts his leg, 1 buy
that rock and all the acreage around it,”
came the reply.

Barker's favorite saying was, “1f I rest, I
rust.” The FSLIC now wishes he'd done a
lot more resting and a lot less lending.
When State Savings took a dive, it cost the
FSLIC half a billion dollars.

Dixon and Barker had purchased their
thrifts with money provided by Louisiana
businessman Herman K. Beebe. From
tume to tme, they visited Beebe at his
11,000-square-foot Colonial mansion nes-
tled in a secduded compound outside
Shreveport.

Beebe’s flagship companies were AMI,
Inc., a $155,000,000 insurance conglomer-
ate with [7 subsidiaries, and Bossier Bank
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& Trust near Shreveport. He came to be
known as the godfather of Southwestern
thrifts. A secret report compiled in 1985
for the Comptroller of the Currency said
he may have influenced 109 banks and
thrifts scattered across Texas, Louisiana,
Arkansas, Oklahoma, Mississippi, Colora-
do, California, Ohio and Florida.

Beebe had a long-established pattern of
having affiliated banks and S&Ls lend
money to his associates so they could buy
financial institutions that would lend him
money and purchase eredit life insurance
from AMI. Dixons Vernon Savings and
Barker's State Savings made such Faustian
pacts. Renda’s firm brokered deposits into
many of these institutions.

Beebe was close to former Louisiana
governor Edwin Edwards and former Tex-
as licutenant governor Ben Barnes. (In the
Eighties, Barnes was former Treasury Sec-
retary John Connally’s business partiner.
They reportedly borrowed $40,000,000
from Vernon.) Beebe traveled frequently
by limousine from Shreveport to an office
in Dallas 150 miles due west and by jet to
his second home at California’s La Costa
resort, built by reputed Mobster Moe Dal-
itz and others with $97000,000 from the
‘Teamsters’ Central States Pension Fund.

As far back as the mid-Seventies, rumors
had circulated that Beebe was associated
with the Mob, particularly New Orleans
crime boss Carlos Marcello. Beebe has de-
nied the charge. But Marcello, his son
Joseph and several companies connected
to Marcello reportedly received large
loans from a bank that regulators said was
controlled or influenced by Beebe.

In 1985, a Louisiana jury convicted Bee-
be of defrauding the Small Business Ad-
ministration. In 1987 the US. Autorney in
Shreveport indicted Beebe again, this time
for fraud involving $30,000,000 in loans
from more than 16 financial institutions
from Colorado 1o New Orleans. Afier his
trial ended with a hung jury, Beebe cut a
deal, pleading guilty to two counts of bank
fraud, rather than face another trial. He
spent less than a year in prison and was re-
leased in April 1989.

“If they'll leave me alone,” Beebe told a
reporter, “I'll be right back on top after
two or three years.”

(3

Like hogs at the trough, this network of
good-ol-boy Southern bankers sucked
loans out of deregulated thrifts. And they
got plemy fat. But after FHLBB chairman
Ed Gray saw the Empire Savings video
tape in 1984, he and his regulators began
cutting off the feed supply. By late 1986,
constituents’ cries of anguish were ringing
in lexas Congressmen’s ears. Examiners
were acting litke “hit squads,” using
“Gestapo” tactics, they complained. House
Majority Leader Jim Wright, the Democrat
from Fort Worth, who would become the
powerful Speaker of the House in January
1987 (but who would have to resign in June
1989), agreed 1o mtervene on their behalf.
At first, he tried cajolery and persuasion,

but finding Gray unmoved, he switched 1o
hardball.

Gray was desperately pushing a bill in
Congress that would replenish the FSLIC
fund, badly depleted after two years of
picking up the tab for failed S&Ls. With-
out FSLIC funds to pay off depositors, reg-
ulators could not dose the hundreds of
remaining insolvent S&Ls. Every day these
zombie thrifts stayed open, their losses
mounted by millions of dollars. The FSLIC
recapitalization bill, the “recap,” was a crit-
ical piece of legislation that could have
saved taxpayers billions of dollars. Instead,
it became a political football,

On September 26, 1986, the recap bill
was on the House calendar, scheduled for
quick consideration, but Wright removed it
for 10 days. The threat to Gray was unspo-
ken but, he felt, real: “Take care of my
friend in lexas or your bill goes nowhere.”

In the coming months, Wright asked
Gray to “look into” the problems of lexan
Craig Hall at Westwood Savings in Los
Angeles, Scott Mann at CreditBanc in
Austin, Don Dixon at Vernon Savings in
Dallas and Tom Gaubert at Independent
American in Irving, Texas. Gaubert espe-
cially had Wright's ear. He was treasurer of
the Democratic Congressional Campaign
Committee. Wright's colleague Represent-
ative Tony Coelho of California was chair-
man. In 1986, Gaubert raised $£9,000,000
for House candidates, and in 1987 he
chaired an event that grossed $1,000,000
for Wright. S&L people in the Lone-Star
State were good to Wright and Coelho,
giving them free (and sometimes unre-
ported to the IRS) rides on their jets and
yachts in addition to the contributions.

When Wright threatened the progress
of the recap bill on behalf of these Texas
thrift constituents, he got Gray's attention.
Gray said he would look into the problems
at the four institutions. Meanwhile,
Wright's “lexas thrift friends were also
flooding his office with demands that he
get Gray's pit-bull regulator in Dallas, Joe
Selby, off their backs and out of their com-
fortable lives. Finally, Gray said, Wright
phoned himn one day.

“My sources in ‘Texas tell me that Joe Sel-
by is a homosexual,” Gray said Wright an-
nounced. He went on to complain that
Selby was hiring a ring of homosexual at-
torneys 10 work for the FHLBB in Dallas.
Couldn’t Gray find someone more suitable
for the job? Gray told Wright that Selby
was just the right man for the job. Wright
had to break the bad news to his Texas
friends that it looked like Selby was there
10 stay.

Of the institutions Wright had Gray look
into, regulators had 1o take action against
all four. At Vernon, they discovered that a
staggering 96 percent of the loans—almost
every loan on the books—was in default,
They sued Dixon and others, charging
them with looting Vernon Savings—now
being cynically referred o as “Vermin
Savings"—of more than $540,000,000.

The next day, Wright did an abrupt
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about-face, announcing that he was sup-
porting a 15-billion-dollar version of the
recap bill. He denied that his sudden shift
had anything o do with publicity sur-
rounding Vernon.

Wright's pimping for rogue thrift own-
ers, particularly his legislative extortion in
delaying the recap, allowed dozens of in-
solvent thrifts to remain open—like arter-
ies hemorrhaging millions of dollars cach
day. By the time the recap did pass, in Au-
gust 1987 so much addiuonal money had
disappeared that the bill no longer provid-
ed anywhere near enough money to close
them all down.

A FLAT LEARNING CURVE

By 1987 after three years of headlines
about thrift failures, had Congressmen
learned anything? No.

At six o'clock on the evening of April
ninth, West Coast regulators met on Capi-
ol Hill with five U.S. Senators who had
summoned them to Washington. The Sen-
ators mtended to strong-arm the regula-
tors into easing up on troubled Lincoln
Savings and Loan of Irvine, California.
Lincoln was controlled by fervent antiporn
crusader and  Arizona businessman
Charles Keating, Jr., a campaign chairman
for John Connally's 1980 Presidential cam-
paign. Keating, his employees and his as-
sociates had donated generously to the five
Senators: Alan Cranston of Californma, or
causes for which he solicited, $889,000;
Dennis DeConcini of Arizona, at least
$55,000; John Glenn of Ohio, $234.000;
John McCain of Arizona, $112,000; and
Donald Riegle of Michigan, $76,000
(which Riegle later returned).

For two hours, the Senators (except for
Cranston, who excused himself after
telling regulators he supported the other
Senators) hammered on the regulators.
Why were they harassing Lincoln Savings?

The regulators replied that Lincoln was
party to numerous imprudent and per-
haps illegal transactions and had cooked
its books with inflated appraisals. “I've
never seen any bank or S&L that's any-
thing like this,” one said. “They [Lincoln’s
practices] violate the law and regulations
and common sense.”

The meeting ended with no clear victor.
The Senators left the room, perhaps to
consider how to respond to their generous
contributor.

But when Gray's term as FHLBB chair-
man ended in June 1987, he was succeeded
by Danny Wall, who announced that re-
sponsibility for Lincoln’s supervision was
being taken away from the tough San
Francisco regulators and moved temporar-
ily to his office in Washington—something
that had never occurred in the 50-year his-
tory of the FHLBB.

Eventually, even Wall had to admit the
West Coast regulators had been right all
along, and Lincoln was finally seized in
April 1989. But by then, experts said, mil-
lions more had been dissipated by Lin-
coln’s management. The cost of bailing out
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Lincoln 1s being estimated as high as 2.5
billion dollars.

When Keating was later asked if his
financial support influenced politicians to
support his cause, he replied, “I want to
say in the most forceful way I can: I cer-
tainly hope so.”

°

Thrift deregulation was an expensive

mistake. Although many S&Ls will sm-

vive, at least a third will not, and the cost 1o

this country will be at least 285 billion dol-
lars—much of which was stolen. Offshore
bank accounts in the Bahamas, the Cay-
man Islands and in Panama are bulging.
Yet thrilt rogues have little to fear from the
Justice Department, which was caught Hat-
footed by the scale and scope of the
larceny. Most of these financial strip min-
ers have escaped with their skins, money
and reputations intact and have moved on
10 other digs. The Wall Street Journal re-
ported carly this vear, for example, that
Don Dixon is spending his days “dabbling
i offshore msurance companies and play-
ing golf at the La Costa Hotel and Spa.”
Others on the thrift circuit moved over to

pull scams on HUD, where their names
are now surfacing in that unraveling scan-
dal. As the Feds turned up the heat, many
went into lame-bird routine and filed for
bankruptcy protection, claiming they were
broke. “You can't get blood out of a
turnip,” Dixon moaned.

Will anvone ever pay lor these crimes?
Sure. Each US. taxpaver will have to
cough up at least $1000 to repay the Feder-
ally insured money that was stolen. Still,
even while the blood of hundreds of mur-
dered thrifts runs fresh in the streets,
powerful forces in Washington push for
further deregulation in the hinancal-serv-
ices industry. They want to repeal the 55-
year-old Glass-Steagall Act, which, among
other things, prohibits banks from involv-
ing themselves in Mike Rapp’s old line of
work-—the securities industry.

The network that looted savings and
loans can hardly wait. After all, there were
onlv 3200 thrifts when deregulation
kicked i, but there are more than 14,000

banks.

“Let me present my wife, the
princess Scheherazade. Neither snow nor rain nor
heat nor gloom of night nor sex nor childbirth can stop her
[from telling those damned stories.”

CONFESSIONS OF AN S.0.B.

(cantimued from page 126}
morning, reporters from The New York
Times, the Daily News and the New York
Post goaded Mavor Ed Koch into criticiz-
ing the USA Today machines as “unsightly.”
He said he would have his legal depart-
ment look into whether he could force us
to remove them.

But that night, Koch showed up as
scheduled at our big bash at Radio City
Music Hall. With his usual chutzpah, he
welcomed us o New York and wished us
well. “I don't know oo much about Gan-
nett. But any outfit that can bolt down
three thousand vending machines on the
sidewalks of New York overnight can't be
all bad,” he wisecracked before the audi-
ence of several hundred of the Big Apple’s
big names.

The vending machines became a huge
part of our nationwide hype. Ulimately,
we put more than 135,000 of them in place.
Not only do they serve as sales outlets but
they are minibillboards that millions of
people see daily.

We had carefully researched the law and
were convinced that local polincians or
competing media could not prevent their
installation or force us to remove the box-
es. They are a vehice ftor distributing
news, and the First Amendment protects
them. That argument prevailed at several
locations where a legal challenge against
them was launched.

Some local newspapers were so bitter
they carefully cut out or brushed out our
news boxes in pictures of street acadents
or other such scenes. Or they published
them only in scenes depicting slums.

But television stations loved showing the
boxes on their TV news bites. Movie pro-
ducers soon panned street corners show-
ing this new blue-and-white landmark.

The vending machines probably were
and are the biggest single ongoing free
promotion any company was ever able to
design for a new commercial product. But
they didn't just happen.

From the beginning, I knew we had to
design a USA Today news rack that would
be different, one that would really catch
the eyes of passers-by.

Newspaper-vending  machimes  had
looked the same for decades. Studying
how to modernize them was Frank Vega's
job. I wanted something on street corners
that looked like a T'V set, with newspapers
displayed so people would stop and look at
them the way they do at TV screens.

The traditional, most commonly used
racks had a coin box at the top. The front
page of the newspaper was displayed well
below the coin box so that people couldn’t
read it without bending down.

When I told Vega I wanted to promote
the paper, not the coin box, he didn't get it
right away. He said that if we were going to
display the front page the way I wanted it
displaved, we would have to build racks
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with electric motors in them.

“And Al Vega said, in his usual smart-
ass way, “there aren't electrical outlets on
every street corner of the country.”

Because of the laws of gravity, Vega ex-
plained, we would have to keep the coin
mechanism on top. '

“Mr. Vega,” 1 said, with an edge in my
voice, drumming my fingers on top of a
rack as he and a half dozen associates lis-
tened, “I understand the fucking laws of
gravity. But 1 want that coin mechanism
out of the way of the newspaper display!”

Besides rattling a few coins, I had rat-
tled Vega's composure. He returned to the
drawing board with a renewed sense of
imagination and determination.

Vega ook my concept to Fred Gore, a
Texas product designer. Vega told Gore
that we wanted a rack with a space-age
look, one that would appeal to a television
generation.

Gore came up with a winner: Our new
rack was on a pedestal, and the display
window was tilted back at a slight angle.
The front page was presented to the read-
er i an inviting way—it said, “Read me,
buy me.”

And Gore found a way to move the coin
mechanism.

°

Too often, C.E.O.s act more like politi-
cians than like bosses.

Employees do not want 1o be wooed.
They like plain talk. And as Gannett
C.E.O., I delivered plenty of it—in writing.

1 called my memos on peach-colored pa-
per “love letters,” whether they were ten-
der or tough.

Some of the irreverent recipients called
them “orange meanies.” I didn’t consider
them mean. They helped people do a bet-
ter job. Sure, 1 sometimes used tough lan-
guage and I got pretty personal.

The start-up and progress of USA Today
required some of my strongest and most
direct memos. More than 1000 people had
to be pushed and pulled in the same direc-
tion every day. My notes established the
goals and expectations so there could be
no misunderstanding up or down the line:

To John Quinn [editor in chief] and
Henry Freeman [managing editor/
sports]:

Damn it! After two years, can't we
find someone on the page-one desk
who can add and subtract? And can’t
we find someone in the sports depart-
ment who can read and think and
double-check things?!

Screwing up the world-series
schedule as we did in Rudy Marizke's
page-one story today is absolutely in-
excusable.

Unless we can higure out a foolprool
system to have this sort of thing done
right, you will find me back haunting
all of you in the sports department
and on the page-one desk every night,
pretty damn soon.

To John Seigenthaler [editorial di-
rector] et al.:

I am tempted to propose a new cat-
egory for Pulitzer Prizes—dumbest
editorial judgment of the year.

In such a category, I would nomi-
nate today’s USA Today editorial on
the Philippine elections. Not just for
this year—dumbest judgment in our
three and a half years of publication.

We decided we would not endorse a
candidate for President of the USA.
So we endorse a candidate in the
Philippine presidential election!

To John Quinn, Ron Martin [execu-
tive editor] et al.:

I'll explain it one more time, Geog-
raphy 101:

America is made up of Canada, the
United States, Central America,
South America and more (see at-
tached map).

The USA is made up of the United
States of America, all 50 of them, and
its territories. No more. No less.

Any poll or any news story (such as
today's “Life” section stufl’) that refers
broadly to Americans, when it really
means the people of the United States
of America, is a subterfuge. It repre-
sents inexcusably sloppy reporting
and editing.

One more time, please make sure
all editors understand. It anyone does
not, I'll be happy to arrange a wrans-
fer for him/her to Calgary, or Cuzco
or Curitiba so that he/she can practice
journalism for a different audience in
the other Americas than that which
we serve in the United States of Amer-
ica—the USA.

°

When USA Today's circulation topped
the 1,000,000 mark, I turned my aitention
1o other departments. 1 snooped into ev-
erything everywhere. At a meeting of news
people, I said, “You're doing the best job of
any department at USA Today. Day in and
day out, your over-all product is on target.
It’s a strong B-plus from front to back. But
you keep screwing up the top half of page
one. That's the most important part of the
paper. It's the only thing the potential
buver sees. And it's the poorest-edited part
of the paper. That gets a C-plus.”

I walked from my scat and paced the
conference room. I knew where I was
heading and what I had in mind, but no
one else did. My warget: the vending ma-
chine in the corner. We had them in the
newsroom and meeting rooms so that that
day’s newspaper was always on display for
our stafters to see exactly what our poten-
tial readers saw on the street corner.

1 staged one of my planned dramas, con-
trolled temper rising.

Stopping at the vending machine, I rat-
tled the door, jabbed at the wop half of the
newspaper on display. Then I reached in
my pocket, pulled out a quarter and
bought a paper.

I unfolded it so the entire page was
showing. That day’s cover story was about
basketball-tournament fever, with a color
picture of a beautiful, blonde, ught-
sweatered high school cheerleader leaping
in the air. But only her head and shoulders
showed in the top half of the page, the part
that was on display in the machine window.

I jabbed my finger at the page for em-
phasis and growled, “The next time you
run a picture of a nice, clean-cut, all-
American girl in a ught sweater, get her
uts above the fold!”

The men and women news editors in the
room roared. They got it. The message
didn’t have anything to do with tits. It was
designed 1o leave a lasting impression—all
the best of page one had to show in the
vending machine.

Our treatmem of the top half of page
one improved after that.

L ]

Gradually, operations improved in all
departments. And inevitably, the emphasis
had 1o shift to cost control. In the begin-
ning, we threw money at most problems.
Ultimately, 1 knew we'd have (o substitute
smart management for money. 1 also real-
ized it would be tough to get everyone to
shift gears.

The time came at the end of our second
year of publication.

[ was at my Pumpkin Center hideaway
in Cocoa Beach, Florida, for the weekend
when the October 1984 financial statement
arrived. That was the first month of our
third year of operation.

USA Today had lost another $10,000,000
that month. Losses had been at that level
during most of 1984. I had promised the
board that it would see improvement by
year end. 1 had talked again and again
with our key managememnt people about it.
But they weren't listening.

I had to get their attention—one way or
another.

1 called president John Curley in Wash-
ington midday Saturday and wld him wo
bring the eight-member USA Today man-
agement committee to Pumpkin Center
for a meeting at noon on Sunday. It was his
problem to round up the executives and
have them on a Gannett jei Sunday morn-
ing. 1 said 100 percemt auttendance was
mandatory.

When the USA Today executives arrived,
they sensed right away that things were
different.

We got right down 1o business. T said,
“We can no longer afford to run USA Today
the way we've been running it. We can't af-
ford it financially We can’t afford it in
terms of our credibility. We can’t afford it
emotionally.”

I got up and walked the room. I looked
at each person. They were all where |
wanted them: transhxed. “So all you have
to do is igure out how 1o do more with less.
I'm going to give you the afternoon off 1o
think about . We'll reconvene tomght at
the Surf Restaurant at seven.”

That was the usual way 1o end the day
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when we had Pumpkin Center meetings.
They were all expecting the same thing: a
fancy dinner of stone crabs or oysters,
Florida red snapper or pompano, French
wine, a little pleasant business and social
talk. But they were in for a surprise.

When the executives arrived at the Surf,
they were directed to a private dining
room. The door was closed. Some waited
outside for 20 or 30 minutes. No drink or-
ders were taken. When all were assembled,
the door to the private room opened.

As they filed in, I was seated at a long,
barren table. [ was wearing a flowing robe
and a crown of thorns. A large wooden
cross rested on the wall behind me.

The guests were silent. They didn't
know whether to cry, laugh or leave.

At each setting, there was a glass of
Manischewitz wine and a piece of unleav-
ened bread. It was a loose adaptation of the
Jewish Passover and the Christian Last
Supper, with emphasis on theatrics.

I began reading from a script headed,
THE SERVICE FOR THE FASSED-OVER. | read this
ritual question from the Seder service:
“Why, on this night, do we eat especially
bitter herbs?”

Then I asked them to join me in the an-
swer: “This bitter herb is eaten because we
are threatening to embitter our lives and
the lives of our children.”

As the service went on, some laughed.
Others were stony-faced. But they all got
the message. Unless things changed, this
might, indeed, be the last supper. And all

of them would be passed over.

“To make sure none of them forgot the
message, I had a photographer on hand to
record for posterity this somber setting. [
later gave them autographed copies.

A picture of their boss wearing a crown
of thorns with a cross in the background
and them seated at the Last Supper was an
effective reminder of the ruthless reali-
ties—even years later.

I was told later that on the two-hour
jet ride back to Washington, some were
pissed, some were praying.

But the cost-cutting started in earnest
the next morning.

°

Some of the best, and some of the worst,
Journalism in the US. is practiced in the
nation’s capital. But the pompousness east
of the Potomac is so prevalent that those
who practice both the best and the worst
often are not aware of the difference.

That aura of arrogance and the erratic
performance it produces make The Wash-
ington Post the most overrated newspaper
in the USA. Not the worst, by any means,
but certainly not among the ten best.

Because The Washington Post is the most
overrated newspaper in the country—and
because it's read by most of our leaders in
the nation’s capital every day—its brand of
journalism is worth a brief case study.

“Holy shit!” journalism is what Post exec-
utive editor Ben Bradlee calls it.

He 1eaches his disciples that when a
reader picks up page one of the Post at

“Say, Sarge, did you leave your rover-radio
microphone open?”

breakfast, he wants him to say, “Holy shit!”

More often than not, the Post gets that
desired reaction from readers. Often. their
reaction is, “Holy shit! Can I believe this?”

Sometimes they can. Sometimes they
cannot or should not,

Fact and fiction can be comfortable bed-
mates in the Posts palace of malice, the
home of “Holy shit!” journalism. Anony-
mous or unnamed news sources are the
key to the Post’s brand of journalism.

To the Post’s credit, it has sometimes
used anonymous sources to protect whistle
blowers who were not just whistling Dixie.

Watergate is an example. The Post led
the pack that knocked off the Nixon Ad-
ministration. Its reporting also won it a
Pulitzer.

Post publisher Kay Graham was a key
player m Watergate. She took an active
part in reviewing many of the Watergate
stories and in general kept an eye on Brad-
lee during that period.

But the Post ghosts involved in the Wa-
tergate coverage raised some questions
that remain to this day.

Reporters Bob Woodward and Carl
Bernstein claim that their main source was
Deep Throat—an unnamed Government
employee who allegedly would pop up in
parking garages and provide information
on deep background—meaning that he/
she could not be quoted directly.

I felt then and believe even more firmly
now that Deep Throat was none other
than Ben Bradlee himself.

You might ask, How could that be?

Easy. Bradlee has hundreds of political
and social contacts in Washington. Many
of them comfortably pass tips to Bradlee at
cockuail parties or in phone calls. Most of
them would not do so directly to reporters.

So my hunch is that Bradlee himself 1s
the legendary Deep Throat. We probably
won't know until Ben retires and writes his
autobiography. His book’s title should be
Holy Shit!

°

‘There's a reason for every season 1 our
lives. Each decade can be the right time
for the right undertakings and the night
achievements. Of course, the umetable
may vary a bit, but here is my strongly rec-
ommended agenda for your seasons:

= In your teens, play all you can.

= In your 20s, take all the nisks you can.

* In your 30s, learn all you can.

* In your 40s, earn all you can.

* In your 50s, lead everything you can.

« In your 60s, leave with all the style you
can.

* Thereafter, or in the hereafier, enjoy
all you can.

That timetable brought me 1o my retire-
ment at midnight on March 31, 1989, at the
age of 65.

Because 1 had prepared myself, profes-
sionally and personally, I was ready. A full
life was behind me. But my sights were set
on still more full years ahead.

This was no April Fools’ joke. My first
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Only 14 players in history have 500
career homers. See this elite group
in action in this award-winning
video, hosted by Bob Costas and
Mickey Mantle. See Aaron blast
#715; Williams homer in his final
at bat: Mantle, Schmidt and
Jackson hit #500; Mays break-
ing the NL home run record and
more. Plus rare footage, original
broadcasts, photos and memo-
rabilia complete this outstanding
55-minute collector’s video.

$19.95
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Lynyrd Skynyrd Tribute Tour ~ The Real Patsy Cline

CABINGIFEVER

memary

A close look at life on the road, in concert
and back home with the legends of South-
ern rock, 10 years after a tragic plane
crash. Itfeatures hits like Free Bird, Sweet
Home Alabama and more, plus rare
vintage film footage. As Billboard Magazine
put it, “It's an absolute must for any fan!"
Everythingis remembered in this remarkable
94-minute collector's video; a memorial
for all time.

$24.95
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A unique video biography revealing the
true story of Patsy Cline's meteoric rise
to stardom; then tragedy at the height of
her career. Featuring classic hits, like Cra:
Sweet Dreams, and | Fall to Pieces. Plus
heartfelt commentary by those closest to
her; Loreita Lynn, Carl Perkins, Dottie
West, and more. Now, feel the magic
and relive all the great songs, as only
Patsy Cline could sing them!

(48 min.) $24.95

Cabin Fever home videos are available at fine record

and video stores everywhere; If

you can’t find them,

A Crash Course in Racing
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Harry Gant, and Phil anci éenny

Parsons put you in the driver’s seat,

close to the excitement and danger
of stock car racing with some ofthe
most spectacular crashes ever
filmed. See them all at full speed
and in detailed slow motion as
racing's superstars analyze the
accidents and give their no-holds-

barred opinions. Can racing be made
safer? Find out in this insider's look.

With introduction by A.J. Foyt.
{48 min.) $19.95

just call toll-free 1-800-334-9900

Driven By A Dream

What does it take to make it as a
stock car driver? See it all as you
follow Phil Parsons from a near-
fatal wreck in 1983, to triumph on
the same track in 1988. Feel the
emotion, pain, laughter and
excitement on the long, hard road
to the Winner's Circle, “Driven by
a Dream” is an insider's look at
big-time racing, through the eyes
of Phil Parsons’ family, champion
drivers, crew and sponsors. This
video is a must for any fan who
wants to know how it feels to take
the checkered flag! {28 min.)
$14.95
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Famed fisherman Charlie White
takes you on a wondrous fishing
odyssey with his incredible unde
water camera, irom Alaska to th4
Caribbean. See strike behavior g
more than 12 species, as Charlig
searches for the ultimate lure. T
amazing 88-minute video includ
the first footage ever of a sailfish
striking underwater, plus startling
sequences of killer whales attac
ing sea lions and unbelievable
scenic shots. $19.95

* Christmas cut-off date 12/4/4




lirect to your friends or family
oll-free 1-800-334-9900 today!*

Some Enchanted Evening
with Willie Nelson

A tribute to Willie and his record-
setting "'Stardust” album and a debut
serformance by Willie of selections
rom his "What A Wonderful World"
album. 16 songs, including: Some
Enchanted Evening, Spanish Eyes,
Ole Buttermilk Sky, Accentuale the
Positive, South of the Border, Song
from Moulin Rouge, City of New
Orleans, Pancho and Lefty and
Always on My Mind. And, Roger
Miller joins Willie to perform O/d
Friends, considered by Willie a
pinnacle performance. (60 min.)
£19.95

Blue Angels

It's your backstage pass tothe breath-
taking U.S. Navy Blue Angels expe-
rience...past, present and future.
Strap in fo the Blue Angels' mean
fighting machine, the F-18 Homet,
pull the “Gs" and take it to the limit
Feel the danger of night carrier land-
ings, fly at near sonic speeds in
close-formation aerial ballets with the
world's best pilots. It's the ultimate
music/aviation video, dramatically
choreographed to music by Tom
Petty, Van Halen, Lionel Richie, The
Georgia Satellites and Huey Lewis;
30 minutes of thrills and excitement.
$19.95

Hank Williams, Jr. “Full Access”
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With 5 “Entertainer of the Year”
awards, Hank, Jr. is well established
as a true living legend in the music
world. And he keeps getting better
and better, as you'll see and hear in
"Full Access." It's a rare, intimate look
at Hank, Jr. on his Montana ranch
and at home in Tennessee. And it
captures all the excitement of his
1989 Double Eagle Tour, with hits like
Born to Boogie, Family Tradition and
many more. Don't miss this unfor-
gettable 90-minute tribute to Hank, Jr.
and his musicl $24.95

Find Your Way Back

As a nation held its breath, space
shuttle Discovery brought America
back into space. Now, all the glory is
captured in this unique rock salute
fo the space shuttle. It's the ultimate
adventure, from the space program’s
early days to the present, hosted by
the Discovery asironauts and featur-
ing fantastic NASA space footage.
High-energy music paces the 30-
minute program, as Pat Benalar,
Bryan Ferry, Steve Winwood, Star-
ship, Ronnie Montrose and David
Crosby make this video a modern
classic. It'll send chills up your spine
and your spirits soaring! $19.95

\\E\N\' For fans of all ages...

THE BASEBALL
TIME CAPSULE

Host Billy Martin is joined by
Mickey Mantle, Don Mattingly
and Nolan Ryan for a journey
through the world's largest
private collection of baseball
memorabilia, The Barry Halper

Collection. See priceless arti-

facts including 3 million base-
ball cards and 600 uniforms.
Relive the glories of Ruth,
Cobb, DiMaggio, Aaron and
more. Plus, Barry Halper
offers hints on successful

collecting. It's perfect family

entertainment!
{49 min.)

$19.95

1-800-334-9900
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day of retirement: Saturday, April 1, 1989.

[ started the day as I always do, with my
early-morning jog.

Later, I hailed a cab to take me to Wash-
ington's National Airport. 1 was headed
home to Pumpkin Center, to climb into my
shorts and my treehouse. And to my type-
writer, to tackle this book.

I was about to take my first domestic
commercial airplane flight in 19 years. As |
stood in line and hddled with my ticket, in
search of my boarding pass for American’s
flight 987, I smiled and thought to myself,
All those S.0.B.s who said | would never
retire should see me now!

It didn't have to happen that way. I could
have stopped my retirement or delayed it.
Any C.E.O. worth his or her salt can con-
trol how and when to give up the power
and the perks.

Most of them hang on too long, some by

their fingernails. And most members of

boards of directors don't have the balls to
tell the boss when the time is up.

To try to guarantee that I would do it
right, I began planming for my retirement
as soon as | was named C.E.O. of Gannett,
at the age of 49.

At my insistence, my first employment
contract as C.E.O. included this provision:
“Neuharth shall retire no later than March
31, 1989." 1 quipped to the board, “I want
the retirement thing settled before I get
senile or you get sentimental.” I wanted 1o
be sure to leave with my marbles still in-
tact.

Every C.E.O. owes it to the company to
plan and implement orderly and effective
transition to the next generation.

A planned transition of power is much
easier than an accidental one. You test po-

tential candidates. If they fail an impor-
tant test, you scratch them. If they pass,
vou give them a tougher test.

Some will sense they are being tested.
Some won't.

John Curley passed all the tests I gave
him at Gannett: reporter, editor, publisher,
Pulitzer Prize—winning Washington bu-
reau chief, founding editor of USA Today,
regional newspaper president.

Of course he had, and sull has, some
flaws. He grew up in Pennsylvania and
New Jersey, so he talks funny. And they
didn’t teach penmanship in his schools, so
vou can't read his handwriting. But no-
body's perfect, so I overlooked those
things.

At my retirement party, Wes Gallagher,
who had been chairman of Gannett’s Man-
agement Continuity Commuttee, told me,
“You did exactly what vou said you would
do. But we didn't believe you. We knew
you'd ask us to waive the retirement age
when you reached sixty-five, so you could
stay on.”

Would they have done so? Of course.
Nearly all boards do, when the C.E.O. or
the chairman asks them to. The S.0.B. of a
C.E.Q. puts out a press release saying he is
staying on at the “request of the board” to
complete unfinished business. After that,
he works like hell to keep the business
unhinished.

I did save one surprise for the board.

On March 22, 1989, the day of my sixty-
fifth birthday, I conducted my last board
meeting as chairman in a normal way.
When we came to the last agenda item,
“other business,” I distributed a letter to
the board members, each personalized
with handwritten special thanks.

“This machine simulates the pain of childbirth.”

It was my letter of resignation from the
board, even though I was eligible 1o serve
for five more years.

I moved the resolution to accept my res-
ignation. Directors began raising their
hands. Several spoke simultaneously. I cut
off all discussion and called for the ques-
tion, then quickly declared the motion
passed and adjourned the meeting.

A shocker, they all called 1t, as they gath-
ered around me, some of them in tears. [
shed a few, wo.

It shouldn't have been a surprise. It was
entirely consistent with my 16 years of
planning for an orderly transition. Transi-
tion means change-over. The only way for
a C.E.O. to do that is to cut the cord com-
pletely when it’s time to leave.

Most C.E.O.s agree with that in theory,
but they lose their objectivity when it
comes to applying it to themselves. One
savwwy outside C.E.O. with whom I dis-
cussed my plan in advance not only agreed
with it but applauded it and explained why.

Peter V. Ueberroth, major-league base-
ball commissioner, had become a good
friend of mine. He liked what USA Today
had done for baseball and sports in gener-
al. I was his guest in his commissioner's
box at every world series game for years.

His retirement date as commissioner co-
incided with mine as chairman. He sug-
gested we celebrate together, in advance.

He reinforced my decision to resign
from the board with this observation: “A
former C.E.O. can't win by staying on the
board. If you disagree with your successor
on issues, it sounds like sour grapes. If you
always agree, it sounds condescending. If
you stay mute, what are you doing there?”

Amen.

e

You, too, can find happiness as an S.0.B.

And success.

Then you, too, can smile or have the last
laugh when they call you an S.O.B.

I invite you into my S.O.B. club. Here
are your keys:

AN S.0.B.S TEN SECRETS TO SUCCESS

* Expect others to do unto you what you
would do unto them.

* Somebody wants something you have.
Protect it.

* Somebody has something you want. Go
for it.

* Be as nice as possible, only as nasty as
necessary.

= Treasure your family and your roots,
but never turn back,

* Explore the byways as well as the high-
ways of life.

* Think big. Big dreams. Big risks. Big
rewards.

*Scramble to the top and don't tiptoe
while you're there.

* Bow out while all your marbles are still
intact.

* Life’s a game. Play it to win. And to en-

joy
Y]
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SEX IN CINEMA

(continued from page 138)
daughter, Jane’s niece), right on the heels
of her stint in Scandal, reasserts her Amer-
ican roots in Shag as a boy-crazy schoolgirl
revving up a lost weekend at Myrtle Beach,
South Carolina. Upcoming starlet Ione
Skye has it both ways, too, plaving a hard-
to-get all-American girl with family prob-
lems in Say Anvthing, in which she is finally
got by john Cusack after being aptly de-
scribed as “a brain . . . trapped in the body
of a game-show hostess." Ione is also topic
A in The Rachel Papers, a British youth
comedy written and directed by Damian
Harris (Richard’s son) about courtship by
computer. Here, she is idolized by a hacker
named Highway (Dexter Fletcher), a firm
believer in love at first byte, who finally
persuades her to share his bed and bath-
tub. Uma Thurman, one of the sultriest
new young American actresses, tops her
role in Dangerous Liatsons with a brief but
memorable appearance in The Adventures
of Baron Munchausen. American-born di-
rector Terry Gilliam’s cast for this 18th
Century comic classic is mostly English,
but Robin Williams steals whole chunks of
it as a lewd, disembodied King of the
Moon, disavowing pesky boedily functions
such as “fatulence and orgasms.” Uma al-
so waltzes away with honors as a nude,
breath-taking Venus on the half shell,
whose unveiling just about stops the show.

American beauties Carey Lowell and
Talisa Soto, former models, join Timothy
Daltons James Bond in Licence to Kull.
Lowells the good girl, Soto the villain's
moll. But, like most of the belles set to
ringing by the sexiest secret agent in cine-
ma history, both go all the way with 007
For precedent setting, cut to Batman, the
megahit made in England by director Tim
Burton with Yanks Michael Keaton, Jack
Nicholson and Kim Basinger starred.
Reams, pro and con, have already been
written about Keaton’s low-key perform-
ance as the masked avenger, but it seems
appropriate to footnote that he is the first
big-screen comic-book hero to get the
heroine into the sack on their first date.

Among other Yanks venturing abroad is
Rebecca De Mornay, who'll soon be seen
opposite Paul McGann (The Rainbow's
swain) as a shrewd stock trader in Dealers,
which plays like England’s answer to Work-
ing Girl. De Mornay dominates it, taking
chances on the big board but cutting her
losses by sleeping with her boss and her
archrival.

Elsewhere, the guys have it. In the Aus-
tralian Echoes of Paradise, John (The Last
Emperor) Lone plays a bronzed Balinese
dancer who gives an unhappy married
lady (Wendy Hughes) some nights to re-
member while she lazes in the tropics, try-
ing to forget her husband’s infidelities. U.S.
actor Billy Zane, in a harrowing Aussie
shocker called Dead Calm, hijacks a yacht
and puts the skipper (Sam Neill) to sea,
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while he graphically rapes and terrorizes
the man's wife (Nicole Kidman). Roving
Mickey Rourke travels all the way to Italy
to star in Francesco for director Liliana Ca-
vani. Rather uncharacteristically cast as
Francis of Assisi, a saint in the making,
Rourke may walk into a hailstorm like that
stirred up by last year’s controversial The
Last Temptation of Christ. Francesco has not
yet been shown Stateside, though Variety
cites it for “pious intent . . . with a good
deal of nudity” In one instance, Rourke's
young zealot renounces worldly goods by
stripping to the buff in public and return-
ing the clothes off his back to his well-to-do
father. Lighten up, Mickey.

For flm makers in 1989, lightening up
seems hard to do, even when the subject is
featherweight. There are, as always, excep-
tions to the rule. There's no dark side to
such forthright spoofery as The Naked
Gun or the supremely silly but so-so My
Stepmother Is an Alien, the latter best
remembered for extraterrestrial Kim
Basinger's learning about Earth sex from
visual aids on video. Escapism is also the

goal of Earth Girls Are Easy, an amiably .

bubble-headed, nonexplicit comedy co-
starring Jeff Goldblum and Geena Davis
(Mr. and Mrs. off screen), whereby English
director Julien Temple shows us what hap-
pens when three horny male space travel-
ers are shipwrecked in a Valley girl's
swimming pool. While it sounds cheeky,
we haven't yet seen Erik the Viking, by Mon-
ty Python alumnus Terry Jones, with Tim
(Bull Durham) Robbins in the title role as a
naive Norseman who believes there must
be more to life than raping and pillaging.
Sex comedy sometimes takes a serious
turn where you'd least expect it. Blake Ed-
wards’ Skin Deep stars John Ritter as a
compulsive womanizer who seeks therapy
after destroying his marriage with rash es-
capades. The film left audiences cold ex-
cept for its now-famous dueling-dicks

sequence—Ritter and a rival swordsman
wearing glow-in-the-dark condoms as they
do battle over a woman in a pitch-dark ho-
tel room. Mark Harmon plays a similar
sort of cad in Worth Winning, all about a
smug charmer who bets his macho chums
he can bed and betroth three beautiful
women (Maria Holvoe, Lesley Ann Warren
and Madeleine Stowe) within a stated time.
He wins but loses. Never mind how.
Misusers of women tend to get their
comeuppance in today’s soberly sophisti-
cated comedies. Witness sex, lies, and
videolape, winner of the 1989 Cannes Film
Festival's coveted Palme d'Or. Writer-di-
rector Steven Soderbergh, 26, skyrocketed
to fame with his sardonic look at Yuppie
love as practiced by a quartet of 30-ish
young folk in Baton Rouge, Louisiana.
James Spader (chosen Best Actor at
Cannes) plays an impotent fellow who gets
off sexually by recruiting women to mas-
turbate or confess their darkest desires to
his camcorder. His compulsive behavior
jars the status quo, especially for an
indolent housewife (Andie MacDowell).
Turned off by sex, she’s married to the tape
freak’s former school chum (Peter Gal-
lagher), a philandering attorney currently
involved in a steamy affair with his wife's
hell-raising sister (Laura San Giacomo).
Before 1t's over, all those involved in sex,
lies have muddled through a funny but
bruising game of truth and consequences.
Infidelity on film isn't half the fun it
used to be. Again, there’s a price to be paid
for fooling around in Love Hurts, a rueful
domestic comedy starring Jeff Daniels as a
guy soon to be divorced and suffering a
crisis of conscience after a bungled at-
tempt to seduce a bridesmaid ( Judith Ivey)
at his sister’s wedding. In Cousins, a rather
tidied-up American remake of the blithely
amoral French comedy Cousin, Cousine,
romance prevails when Ted Danson and
Isabella Rossellini discover they're made

Cf oot

“Truly, Mr. Davis, it ts the dedicated executive
who has lunch at his desk.”

for each other only after their respective
mates (plaved by Sean Young and William

. Petersen) have started sneaking off for an

occasional zipless quickie. Extramarital
rutting has dire consequences for Ed Beg-
ley, Jr., in She-Dewl, 1o be released late this
year. Director Susan Seidelman’s version of
a successful English novel and miniseries
(The Life and Loves of a She-Deuvil) co-stars
Roseanne Barr as the scorned wife plot-
ting furiously comic retribution after Beg-
ley runs off with a gorgeous romance
novelist (Meryl Streep).

Things work out better for the mischief-
makers in Paul Bartel's Scenes from the
Class Struggle in Beverly Hills, mostly a
game of musical beds with some wry social
comment to fluff it up. Jacqueline Bisset
and Mary Woronov play two wealthy ma-
trons who are the targets of a wager
between their respective manservants
(Robert Beliran and Rav Sharkey). Each
man seduces the other’s boss, then the fel-
las wind up having a homosexual fling to-
gether. But Seenes 1s less startling for its
action than for its explicit language, as
when Bisset remarks, “He can suck your
box until your nose bleeds.” Moans, groans
and body English speak louder than mere
words, though, in the otherwise discreet
romantic-comedy hit When Harry Met Sal-
ly. . . As longtime friends who take years
to become lovers, Billy Crystal and Meg
Ryan have their flat-out funniest and sexi-
est scene 1n a restaurant where Meg argues
that a woman can fake orgasm. She shows
how, hilariously, after which an enthralled
matron at a nearby table tells the waiter,
“I'll have what she had.” There is contro-
versial violence but very little eroticism in
Spike Lee’s Do the Right Thing, except for
one nude sequence with Rosie Perez as
Lee’s hot-tempered girlfriend getting
cooled off with an ice-cube massage.

Comedies about unrestrained teen sex
are generally yesterdays news, with the
possible exception of any movie starring
Patrick Dempsey. A gangly, unlikely
Lothario, Dempsey keeps getting parts
such as his title role in Loverboy as a Bever-
ly Hills stud who earns his college tuition
delivering pizza and servicing neglected
wives at $200 a slice. Kirstie Alley, Carrie
Fisher, Barbara Carrera and Kate Jackson
flesh out his client list (Jackson plays
Dempsey's mother, but that's one order he
doesn't fill). Dempsey's partners are appre-
ciably younger in Some Gurls, in which he
plays a fellow invited to spend the Christ-
mas holidays with a family of wealthy ec-
centrics. While the head of household
(Andre Gregory) does his book research in
the nude, his wayward daughters ( Jennifer
Connelly, Sheila Kelley and Ashley
Greenfield), fully or fimsily clad, tend to
show up in Dempsey’s bed on fairly slight
provocation.

Many another film followed the pattern
of Some Girls, going directly to video after
a token theatrical release. The reasons are
often immediately apparent on your VCR.
A case in point is The Experts, latest in a
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