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PLAYBILL

i Tecevision is the electronic fireplace around which families
gather on cold, dark nights, shouldnt we hang our Christmas
stockings from the antenna? That was just one ol the questions
we pondered as we prepared this issue of Playboy. Whether you
are a veteran couch potato or one of those trendy Yuppies newly
into cocooning, you will be interested in the pop-culture icons in-
vestigated here.

For fans of thirtysomething, we have a journal—soon to be less
of a secret—by Richard Kramer (illustrated by Blair Drawsen).
Kramer produces, writes and occasionally directs the show vou
love to hate. “Depending on whom you talk to,” he says, “it is ei-
ther forty-five minutes of self-involved navel gazing or among
the profound moral statements of our time.” Think of it as “Days
of Whine and Neuroses.”

Some videophiles see Murphy Brown as the reincarnation of

The Mary Tiler Moore Show. You may think it is something
more—especially after reading our interview with Candice
Bergen. We asked Contributing Editor David Sheff to put aside his
plans for a critically acclaimed book, an artsy movie and national
political office 1o spend time with La La Land’s favorite talking
head. He got the actress to discuss Hollywood, hamsters, Geraldo
and hberglass hair. Diane and Cennie, cat your hearts out.

And, as an advance Christmas present for Contributing Editor
David Rensin, we let him do a 20 Questions with Patti DArbanville,
Vinmie's love interest on Wiseguy and arguably one of the most
interesting women of our decade (discovered by Andy Warhel

when she was 14, the inspiration for Cat Stevens and the mother of

Don Johnson’s somn, elc.).

Who are the three most influential black men on television?
Cosby is casy. And so is Arsenio Hall. We sent Steve Pond (it took six
tries to get him on the guest list for the show) to profile the incan-
descent late-night talk-show host in Hotter than Hall. So who's the
third most influential black on television? Willie Herton, convicted
rapist and murderer, if only because the TV spots about his es-
cape from a prison-furlough program helped make George Bush
President. Is the real Williec Horton the mindless thug foisted on
the public by Roger Ailes and friends? We'll let you decide after
reading his interview, conducted by Dr. Jeffrey M. Elliot, professor
of political science at North Carolina Central University, who did
Playboy Interviews with Fidel Castro and Dr. Jeffrey MacDonald.

We would have presented more celebrities. but this is the
Christmas season and most of them are out shopping. When we
tried 1o contact them, we kept geuwing those annoving answering-
machine messages, the ones that get even more terminally cute
around the holidays. The Christmas Tapes show you what the rich
and famous are like when they're not at home. (For a peek at what
Jane Fonda's like when she's not at home, sec Robert Scheer's “Re-
porter’s Notebook™: See Jane Run.)

We like o think that our readers prefer to take their entertain-
ment the old-fashioned way: by moving their eves from left 1o
right. We have three pieces of Christmas fiction that feature vrue
love, modern love, porno love, bullets and bloodshed. (Red 1s a
Christmas color, right?) Mickey Spillane, returning to the typewrit-
er after a long absence, gives us a look at his new Mike Hammer
novel, The Killing Man (to be published by E. P Dutton). Some-
one has attempted to murder Mike's secretary, Velda. Does Mike
take a light beer and cool out with friends down at the local wa-
tering hole? Not on your life.

Joyce Carol Oates’s work graces our pages for the ninth ume
with The Swimmers (with an illustration by Mel Odom). A small-
town man falls in love with a woman who refuses to reveal her
past. The confromation produces unexpected results.

Robert Coover’s stories for Playboy always seem 1o have a movie
connection. You Must Remeniber This ( January 1985) tells us what
really happened 1o the lovers from Casablanca; Intermission
(February 1987) sweeps a fan {rom concession-stand line 1o a wild
adventure. This month Coover checks in with the bizarre Lucky
Pierve in the Doctor’s Office, illustrated by Merrit Dekle. It's about
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the ulumate high-tech porn him.

Pulitzer Prize—winning playvwright David Memet is a card-car-
ryving member of the A.C.L.UL and the N.R.A.—not surprising
when you consider that he wrote the controversial Sexual Perver-
sity i Chicago and the screenplay for The Untouchables. Mamet is
aman at home with firearms and free speech; his Fighting Words
is a thought-provoking look at the First and Second amendments
and the abortion debate.

They say that Christmas brings out the child in each of us: It’s
short work for some of us. Dave Barry, humor colummist tor The
Miami Herald and wimner of a Pulitzer Prnize for commentary,
asks the crucial question How to Tell if Youre a Grownup. Smce
Barry recently acquired “a Gibson Les Paul electric guitar and an
amplihier loud enough 1o bring down enemy aireraft.” we have
our doubts about his objecuvity. You're only voung once. but vour
can be immature lorever. We behieve that reality testing should
be graded on a curve, which may explain our score on the accom-
panving quiz, compiled by frequent contributors Lenny Kleinfeld
and Geoffrey Normen. Since Norman lives in rural Vermont and
Kleinfeld survives in Los Angeles smog, the questions cover most
ol what we know as adult life.

Sull, there are some crucial survival skills that need review
Former Playboy Articles Editor Jim Mergen asks, “Why do vou lecl
that little moment of terror when vou tear open that holiday invi-
tation and out tumbles a card with the words mxNER DANCE en-
graved in letters you can touch with vour hinger tips*™ Morgan
tells readers Why You Can't Dance (blame Chubby Checker), and
Eve Babitz counters with Wiy You Should Dance. *It's betier than
sex.” writes Babitz, “because vou can do it with strangers and not
feel guilty or ashamed: because you can do it outside vour mar-
riage and not get in any trouble; because vou can do w in public.
with people watching and applauding.” Phowgrapher Tim White
teamed with Fashion Editor Hellis Wayne to show you how to dress
for the occasion (we even tell you how to tie a bow nie).

Once vou get vour dance steps down, vou won't want to spend a
lot of time in the kitchen. Check out Karen MacNeil's suggestions
tor a hassle-free holidayv dinner in And to Al a Good Night. We're
not talking cookies and milk for some guy with a pillow where his
stomiich should be. Do this right and vour girliriend will come
down the chimney with a special treat.

Stumped for gift ideas? The Plavboy Christmas Collection ofiers
six pages ol neat stufl photographed by James Imbrogno. For i
taste ol advenuure, we asked Plavboy Contributing Photographer
Richard Fegley (o take his cameras to Spain. He needed a break—
he'd spent weeks with Assistant Photo Editor Patty Beoudet cap-
turing the heavenly bodies of Lethal Women (which is not a pic-
torial on people who only think thev can dance but on women
wrestlers). Spain is the hottest country in Europe. In 1992, it will
celebrate the filth centenmal ol the vovage ol Cristébal Colén,
known (o the world as Christopher Columbus. It will host the sum-
mer Olympics in Barcelona and a world's fair in Seville. The best
news? Francisco Franco is still dead. Herbert Bailey Livesey wirote the
travel piece that accompanies the photos. The author of The Amer-
wcan Express Pocket Guide to Spam, Livesey was so immrigued by
the country that he is using it as the setting for a mystery novel.

1f vou need a respite from throngs of people singing Christas
carols. peruse our new user-friendly Plaxboy Jazz and Rock Poll
F990. We've made a list and checked it twice—now it's your turn
to vore. Failure to exercise vour right will result in a 20-vear sen-
tence—solitary confinement in an elevator with Muzak.

And for those of vou with an eve for the ulumate stocking
stuffer, take a long look at the lavish pictorial of Keren Mayo-Chan-
dier, shot by Contributing Photographer Stephen Wayda. Karen
was Jack Nicholson's bedmate tor just about a year. “He'’s into fun
and games in bed,” says the British beauty, “all the really horny
things that | get off on, hike spanking, handculls, whips and Po-
laroid pictures.” For more on Jack in the sack. turn to The joker
Was Wild. Next. munch on our tribute to the Sex Stars of 1959
(with text by Jim Harwoed). What's Christmas without a moving
human-interest story? Plavinate Petra Verkaik has a unique reason
for being thanklul that she’s well endowed. Now you know why
magazines stll exist in the age of welevision.




The SonyTrinitron XBR .Your Typical Over-Achiever.

-4 __"""“)cm

SONY

To the acknowledgéd brilliance of the Trinitron XBR picture, .
Sony now adds SRS—a sound advancement.

When is good just not good enough? When you're Trinitron®  delivered. The new family of Trinitron XBR TVs also gives you new
XBR™ TV, and over-achieving runs in the fomily. That's why this ~ ways to watch television. Choose from a host of sophisticated new
year’s brilliant color is even more brilliant. The sharper resolution ~ conveniences like advanced digital picture-in-picture and A/V
even sharper. And that's just the beginning. Because this year also ~ window on-screen displays. Just what you®d expect from people
brings you an advancement that revolutionizes TV sound—SRS®—  for whom setting the standard is standard procedure.
‘Sound Retrieval System. With circuitry so advanced it delivers richer,

fuller stereo sound. The sound promised by ordinary TVs but never S ONY;

@ 1989 Sony (orporarion of Americo. Somy, Tinitron and XBR are registered trodemarks of Sony. SRS is a trodemark of Hughes Aircraft Company, o subsidiary of GM Hughes Eledironics.



beer? B

to say. Because about 80
million Americans choose to drink beer at least occasionally. In a crowd that big you'll
probably find about every kind of person.

You can, however, say some things about most of them.
Most beer drinkers are responsible adults, working people, family people.

Most of them see beer as one of life’s little pleasures, a small reward after a hard
day’s work, something good to share with a friend.

And most of them by far enjoy it as it was meant to be enjoyed, responsibly.
On the whole, a good group of people to be a part of. And
BEER, when you consider that beer is served in nearly two-thirds of the homes
in this country the majority of us are part of that group
AGOOD whether we drink beer ourselves or not.

So,what kind of person drinks beer? People
PART OF I I I I i, who enjoy it and see it as simply a good part of their
G_O OD m g()(_)d lives. X

, .
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COVER STORY

With a twinkle in her eye and a mischievous grin, the classically beautiful
Candice Bergen awaits Christmas under the mistletoe. The cover was de-
signed by Senior Art Director Len Willis, produced by West Coast Photo
Editar Marilyn Grabawski and shat by Cantributing Photographer Stephen
Wayda. Kudos to stylist Lane Coyle-Dunn, as well as to Colin Booker for
Célestine Clautier make-up and hair. “Kiss me quick,” quips the Rabbit.
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Here to satisfy your taste

for the finer things is an
dll-new editian of Playboy's
Book of Lingerie. Brimming
with beauties in and out of
the sexiest intimate apparel
you've ever seen, it's a collec-
tion you'll want to keep. And
it's af newsstands now.

TO ORDER BY MAIL: Send check or
money order for $10.00 per copy plus
$2.00 shipping ond hondling charge
per total order mode payable to Ployboy
Products, P.0. Box 1554, Dept. 99060,
Elk Grove Villoge, lilinois 60009. Canadion
residents, odd $3.00, full amount payable
in US. currency on @ US. bank enly. Sarry,
no other foreign arders con be accepted.
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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 500 classic, luxury and
exotic automobiles for vour
consideration. ln 12 exciting,
Tull-color issues per vear {each
printed on rich, coated stock),
vou get every awesome vehicle
delivered right to vour door.

As an introductory sub-
scriber. vou'll pay only §39.95
for a full year's subscription.
Muil vour check or money order
to:  du Pont REGISTRY

Dept. J2D7099

PO Box 3260

Harlan, L1, 51593
OR-CALL TOLL-FREE:

1-800-233-1731

SELLING YOUR CLASSIC OR EXOTIC CAR?
CALL 1-800-233-1731
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Handecrafted in solid sterling silver and
24 karat gold on sterling

They wore the badge. Because it stood

for courage and integrity in the Old West.
And now vou can own the badges of the
great Western lawmen. Re-created for the
first time in the Western Heritage
Museum's official collection.

Twelve famous badges in all — each one
as unique as the brave lawman who wore it.
All based on extremely rare originals —
many of which were thought to have
vanished — until an exhaustive search
was undertaken to recover them.

Each badge is actually minted in solid
sterling silver from hand-engraved dies to
capture every authentic detail.

And the legendary badge of Pat Garrett is
24 karat gold electroplate on sterling silver,
re-creating the original to exacting detail.

I i ‘

that made
them legends.

These minted masterpieces are $55
each. And the imported display — custom-
designed to showcase your collection —
is included at no additional charge.

e R I S

‘Actual size of display 104" high x 134" wide

Officral Badges of the Great Western Lawmen

’PafGarrett.“Bratt Karp.

£) 1945 FL

r
GCRDER

FORM

Please mail by December 31, 1989.
Limit: One collection per subscriber.

The Franklin Mint
Franklin Center, PA 19091

Please send me the 12 Official Badges of the
Great Western Lawmen at the rate of one every
other month. Bill me for each b in two

equal monthly installm 5 ¥, beginning
when my first badge is ready to be sent.

“Plus my 5
a total of §1. shipping and handling for ec

¢s lir and
badye

Signature
ALLORDERS ARE SUBJECT TO ACCEPTANCE

Name
FLEASE PRINT CLEARLY

Address
City

State, Zip
85174- 85



Leading Edge Radar Detection Never Looked Better.

The New BEL VECTOR 3

The new VECTOR 3 impressively
combines style. performance. and

; Model 942
3 band radar detection. 2

While VECTOR 3's compact and well executed
design can be confirmed by vour eve, its performance
advantage is confirmed bv a number one rating in the most
recent test conducted by Road & Track magazine:

“...Vector 3 maintains a BEL tradition of excellent
sensitivity, posting the highest figures in this survey for
both K and X band radar” Road & Track

Making this accomplishment even more impressive is
the fact that VECTOR 3 posted the highest K and X band
sensitivity levels ever recorded in any radar detector test!

VECTOR 3’s top-rated performance is achieved by
adapting a technology used in military satellite communica-
tions. It’s called Image Rejection Technology', or IRT". And
through its use, VECTOR 3 is able to idenrifv weak police
radar signals that other detectors simply miss — a definite
advantage for detecting Instant On or Pulsed radar. And
when Instant On or Pulsed radar is encountered, VECTOR

3 warns you with a separate audio alert.

Unequaled in performance.
VECTOR 3 provides
another important advantage—
detection of Ka band police
radar, now being used in
both the U.S. and Canada.
In addition, VECTOR 3°s high quality and ergonomic design
make driving with the world’s most advanced radar detector
easy, convenient, and reliable. With
VECTOR 3, leading edge radar ol
detection never looked better! L

BEL Vector 3 172 1156
Fully featured, VECTOR 3 Fresar .
is $299.95 and comes with a one

vear warranty on parts and service.

A remote version, VECTOR 3R,
is also available for $319.95.

To order, or tor the name of 0

a dealer near you, just call toll-free; | feaevm - 101 £y
1-800-341-1401 LISA

1-800-268-3994 Canada

New 3 band radar detectors tor use in Europe are now available. Please inquire for
more informanon. K ered rrademark of BEL-T)

The Technology Leader In
3 Band Radar Detection.

BEL-TRONICS LIMITED
The intelligent Choice



DEAR PLAYBOY

ADDRESS DEAR PLAYBDY
PLAYBDY MAGAZINE
660 NORTH LAKE SHORE DRIVE
CHICAGD, ILLINDIS 60611

KEITH HERNANDEZ

1 enjoved the September Playboy Inter-
view with Keith Hernandez, but 1 would
like 1o dispute one point. Hernandez states
that when he is really on a tear, he can ac-
wally “see the ball hat the bat, the bat re-
coitl and the ball leave the bat.” 1 he were
playing slow-pitch softball, this might be
believable; but with the ball coming 1 at
an average ol 90 miles an hour, his state-
ment sounds a bit fanciful. Hernandez
could save the taxpayers a lot of money by
donating his services to the local police so
that they could do away with their radar
cquipment for speeding cars.

John Stephenson
Mishawaka, Indiana

Hernandez isw’t the only professional base-
ball player to make statements like that, John.
Until you can hit 90-mph fast balls with con-
sistency, #s best not to Presume u hed a mr:_,r}n'-
league hatter can and can't see. These guys
have wvision and reflexes that only one in
10,000 possesses.

RENO CONFIDENTIAL
After perusing your pictorial  Reno

Confrdential (Playboy, September), 1 want
10 point out that there are two sides 1o ev
ery story. | cannot speak for the whole pop-
ulation of Reno. but, frankly, I'm tred of
hearing Leslie Sferrazza’s childish “I'll get
you at recess” attitude towa rd our mayor.
If the truth be known, she was probably
the problem in the first place. At least our
mavor has the decency and class not 10
air his ex-wife’s dirty Landry locally or
mationally.

Suzanne Reams

Reno, Nevada

FAN OF OLD FAVORITES

As a longtime Plavboy subscriber, I've al-
ways enjoved your excellent hiction. | par-
ticularly look torward o the imfrequem

but always emertaining short stories of

Contributing Editor Walter Lowe, Jr. 1 stll
rercad his Ben Osczhio (Julv 1981) when-
ever 1 need a good laugh. His latest,
An Ounce of Luck, in the September issue,

is one of the deverest stories I've read m a
long time.

I was also glad 1o see the return of Craig
Vetter to vour pages. As a big fan ol his
“Pushed to the Edge™ series back in the
Seventies, | was heartened to know that al-
though he and I are both ten vears older,
he's stidl a death-defving fool. Wind Dum-
my is in the classic Vetter tradiuon of white-
knuckle risk taking.

Thanks for an issue with two of my fa-
vorite Playbhov writers.

Rohert Hill
Chicago, Hlinois

You'll be happy to know, Bob, that “Wind
Dummy” is the second in Velter’s neiv series,
“Risky Business: Tales of the Outdoors.”
that’s guaranteed to give you an adrenaline
rush. Look for lus next escapade m our
February issue.

COMING SOON
As an association made up ol companies

dedicated 10 “future stufl,” we enjoyed
reading Fulwre Stuff, by Malcolm Abrams
and Harriet Bernstein, in your September
issue. The Yamaha DSP-100U is an excel
lent example of what we as an indusury
have in store for you in the near future,
along with total home automation, DAT
and advanced television. Stay tuned!

Thomas K. Lauterback

Staff Vice-President, Communications

Consumer Electronics Group

Washington, 1.C.

ODE TO MORGANNA
Your pictorial on Morganna, the “Kiss-
ing Bandit.” in the September issue moved
me 1o write: “Morganna Roberts, overly
endowed, / Kisses and runs with the sport-
ing crowd! /She tries to be a haschall
shocker. / If you've yet to be kissed, please
don't knock her!”
Arline Clarke
Carmichael, California

DOUBLE FEATURE
Forgel Batman and Indiana Jones. The
big event of the summer for me was 10 look
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Aspen Cologne

lt's a weekend-long carnival
of gifts and giveaways at a mall
near you—including samples of
new Aspen Cologne For Men
and a $500 gift bag!

Enter the PLAYBOY/ASPEN
COLOGNE Winter Gift Carnival
Sweepstakes—to win a Dream

Ski Weekend for Two in Aspen,
Colorado at the luxurious Aspen
Highlands Ski Resort. |

Meet PLAYBOY At The Mall:

Orlando Fashion Square
Orlando, Florida
November 17—19

Glendale Galleria
Glendale, California
November 30, December 1—2

Orange Plaza Shopping Center
Middletown, New York
December 8—10

PLAYBOY will also be in the

Dallas, Chicago and Boston
areas.

Call 1-800-950-0345 for

further information.
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at the September issue of Playboy with the
an Breeschooten twins in Double Dulch
Tieat.
John Book
Pasco, Washington

Not since October 1970, with Mary and
Madeleine Collinson, have [ seen double
with such pleasure. Mirjam and Karin van
Breeschooten are delightful!

John B. Abbout, Jr.
South River, New Jerscy

The September issue is like an early
Christmas present. Gorgeous KC Winkler,
the well-endowed Morganna and luscious
Leslie Sferrazza would have been enough.
But when I opened the magazine to the
lavout of the Van Breeschooten wwins, 1
could hardly believe my eyes. Karin and
Mirjam are two of the most beautiful wom-
en I've ever seen.

It's going to be hard to top them, but
who knows? There may be a set ol beauti-
ful blonde triplets out there just waiting to
be discovered.

Wayne Montalvo
Medina, New York

GOING US 8100 BODIES BETTER

Having seen the Playboy logo formed by
1000 bodies in vour April issue, with the
question as to whether the Guinness Book
of World Records could verily that this
man-made logo constituted the largest one
ever formed, [ had to send this picture,
dated January 24, 1919, which obviously
confirms otherwise. The United States
Marine Corps logo was formed in the sand

at Parnis Island, South Carolina, by 9100
Marines!

The globe and anchor signify world-
wide service and sea tradivions. The cagle
represents the nation itsell. The motto
clenched in the beak of the eagle, semeer
FIDELLS, is Latin and means “Always faith-
ful.” It is endearing 10 know that the
thousands of Marines who posed for this

picture back in 1919 are suill with us in
Spirit; a few may still be here 1o read this
letter.

John Matejov

29 Palms, California

You're vight, John. The Marines’ boey logo

has ours beat. We're glad to give credil where
s due,

BAD
I'm disturbed by the sensationalism of

Pat Jordan's profile of the Gracie family
(Bad, Playboy, Sepiember). The article
contains a brief mention of the fact that
Gracie quptsu 1s used mostly tor defense
but many pages of accounts of attempted
eve gouging, bone breaking and the
“$100,000 challenge.” Rorion Gracie him-
sell emphasizes that his family's jujitsu is.
foremost, a system ol self-defense and that
his challenge is mercly a way of adverusing
its effectiveness.

Roger Zepp

Colorado Springs, Colorado

GOOD COOK

Congratulations to Kevin Cook for his
profile of Tony Mandarich, Tony the Termi-
nator, accompanying September’s Playboy’s
Pro Foothall Forecast, by Gary Cole.

Cook succeeds where many other wri-
crs have failed because he has taken the
time and made the eftort to understand his
subject. Rather than simply reiterate statis-
tics on Mandarich’s bench press. 40-yard
dash, caloric intake and salary expecta-
tions, Cook gives us something more
meaningful. He notices the Mandarich
grin and spots the tongue-in-cheek com-
ments. He recognizes the sense ol humor
when it's intended.

Dave Kirkby

La Porte, Indiana

PLAYMATE OF THE YEAR PROBABILITIES

Wanting 1o try something different on
my computer, | entered the names of all
the Playmates of the Year, from the first
one in 1960, and then arranged them by
the month in which their centerfolds ap-
peared. I found something odd. There has
never been a Miss March, June or July cho-
sen as Playmate of the Year. The most aus-
picioous months are January, September,
November and December, with four, four,
six and seven winners, respectively.

If our Government is willing 1o give hall
a million dollars or so 1o Judith Reisman 1o
look for child porn in odd places (with
even odder results), perhaps the Feds will
give a grant to me to study this. It's a more
teresting subject.

Pete Giere
Auburn, Washingion

BODY BY WINKLER

It's about ume! For ten years, I've been
hoping to get a glimpse of KC Winkler
(Body by Wankler, Playbov, Seprember) on
your pages . . . again. She was in the Janu-
ary 1979 edition as one of the contestants
in the 25th Anniversary Great Playmate

Hunt, and 1 was heartbroken that she
wasn't selected. I your'll look back to that

KC, circa 1979.

issue, you'll see that the body has always
been there. What is incredible is that she
looks even better now!
Chris Lyons
Irving, ‘lexas

RE-EDUCATION THE CURE FOR RACISM
The letier from Vincent Stewart in Dear
Playboy (September) has me distraught.
He voices three opinions on racism that
show signs of immaturity, sell-centered-
ness and exwreme paranoia: (1) “Most
racists  are cowards"—in  most cases,
racism 1s taught at a very young age and
has nothing 1o do with cowardice. (2) “As-
sume every white person is a racist"—
racism 1s an afthicuon of every race, not just
the Caucasian spectrum. The pigmenta-
tion of our fellow humans s really irrele-
vant 1o whether trast or mistrust should be
established. If this skin pigmentation is his
key to identifying racism, Stewart is in dire
need of counseling: (3) “Do not give up on
your ecucation. They can't win if you don't
let them™—in a way, | agree with this, but
not in the way Stewart means. | was once a
racist myself but changed my perspective
on racism and bigotry by getting the prop-
er education on this important subject and
obtaiming a degree. Re-education is the on-
Iv key to correcting the thinking of people
such as mysell. We need 1o teach the kids
of today not to have thoughts that are so
detrimental 1o our society.
Steve Herhing
Tucson, Arizona

CARRY ON, CHRISTIE

I had the pleasure ol wairching Christie
Helner on CNBC's Melaughlin. This bril-
liant and savvy young C.E.O. sets a stand-
ard for her male counterparts. She has
enormous presence ol mind and an im-
pressive grasp ol her responsibilities—a
great example of what a woman candoina

job once thought to be “lor men only.”

Morton R. Baldock
Roval Oak, Michigan



RACARD! AND THE RAT DEVICE ARE REGISTERED TRADEMARKS DF BACARD! & COMPARY LIMITED @ 1369 BACARDI IMPORTS. INC. MIAMI. FL. RUM 40t ALC BY VOL

Hard rock, smooth spirit.

Smooth Bacardi light.

Bacardicrum,
made in Puerto Rico.

Having good taste is knowing what tastes good.
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PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

AD NEWS

A Washington, D.C., friend claims that
he has spotted a hot newspaper trend—
“newsads.” He says that the placement of
advertisements close (o certain
news stories seems oo serendipitous to be
true. For example. he cites a Washington
Post account of a NATO summit meeting
that ran very near a Pan Am advertise-
ment. The ad’s tag line? invane eurork. The
Post also twinned a story about the down-
fall of House Speaker Jim Wright with a
Honda-dealership ad that read, mMeer a
FRIEND THAT CAN BE EasILY BovGHT. What
price scandal? Read on. . . .

certain

SCANDALTOWN

We wonder, Will we suill remember Jim
Wriglht next year? Whal guarantees a
politician a fixed perch in the national
psyche? Well-researched bhills that pass
without a hitch? Arm twisting in the Con-
gressional cloakroom? Mavbe. But the
proven, sure-lire method 18 o partcipate
in a scandal, preferably a sexual one. The
public’s interest in disgrace is now such
that Washington, D.C., boasts a 75-minute
“scandal tour.” For $20, vou can board the
red. white and blue bus (hosied by a
George Bush impersonator and a comedy
troupe that calls iself” the Gross National
Product) at the Ritz-Carlion Hotel.

The tour inerary consists of such note-
worthy  Washington landmarks as the
Capitol Hill town house where Gary Hart
entertained Donna Rice and the famous
Tidal Basin, where Wilbur Mills's stripper-
girllviend Fanne Foxe sank, taking his ca-
reer down with her. Even John E Kennedy
gets toasted in song by a Marilyn Monroe
look-alike as the bus drives past the White
House, and at the nearby Executive Office
Building. a phony Fawn Hall commemo-
rates the patriotism of Ollie North by pass-
mg out plastic bags ol paper strips from
their Iranscam shredding party. Alas, ex-
Congressman Wright remains without his
own stop—so far.

M-M-M

Product of the month: lrosty Paws. lIts
bright package gushes, 115 NOT 1CE CREAM.

BUT YOUR DOG WILL THINK IT 18t It was cre-
ated by ammal-nutrition specialist Dr.
William Tvznik after he saw neighborhood
dogs pigging out at an ice-cream stand.
“Ice cream isn't good for dogs,” he points
out, “because they can’t digest the lactose.”
That's why he whipped up this new soy-

based, vitamin-fortified, light-beige stuff

that comes in little cups. To human taste
buds, it’s pretty bland, we hear. For an ex-
pert opinion, we whistled up our test pup,
Dutch, known for her discerning palate.
The verdict? Dutch found the unv contain-
er awkward—but its contents were slurped
up 1 seconds. Dutch votes, “Arf!”

TALES FROM THE COAST

In Los Angeles, where trends are born
and die faster than May Hies, what's the lat-
est celebrity diversion of choice? Public po-
etry readings. Not long ago, the terminally
trendy showed up at The Boss Club on
Tuesdays (all Springsteen, all the time};
now the place for the tragically hip is Cafe
Largo. Every Tluesday evening, this tor-
mer Hungarian restaurant plays host o a
curtous mix of real poets and aspiring
poct-celebrities. The response has been

awesome and the hipoisic love to dress the
part—so much denim, black and Army-
fatugue khaki hasn't been seen mn public
since Jack Kerouac strode the Jand.

The poetry concerns a preannounced
theme—something vague, along the lines
of “Tomorrow,” “Lost and Found,” “Work,
Play and Praver” or "Slouching ‘Toward
L.A." We recently dropped by and caught
“It's a Man’s World.” Since previous readers
have included Justine Bateman, Carl Rei-
ner, Ed Begley, Jr., Harry Dean Stanton,
Judd Nelson, Paui D'Arbanville, Michael .
Pollard, Meg Foster, Moon Zappa and

Pamela Des Barres, we expected plenty of

stanzas from the stars. And we weren't dis-
appointed. TV writer Anne Beatts read a
work about phallic symbols in Paris and
the advantages of having a penis (you can
write your name in the snow without using
vour hands) versus not having one (women
can have sex even when they're dead). Ally
Sheedy (introduced as “our favorite chick
poet”) read a work that endlessly repeated
the lines “Itis a man's world / But I asked a
woman for advice.” The symbolic meaning
of Pepperidge Farm Goldhish crackers also
figured into the Sheedy work. Katey Sagal,
from Married . . . with Children, lamented
the agony ol being married to a man who
wants 1o be Ozzie when you don't want to
be Harriet. And occasional Jefferson Air-
plane/Starship member Paul Kanwer de-
scribed failing his test for a motorcvcle
license.

The more riveting stufl came from the
pros, such as Hubert Selby, Jr. (author of
Last Exit to Brooklyn), who read a poem
about making love 1o a sheep, onlv to have
the sheep leave him for a goat. OK, so may-
be it wasn't so riveting.

LITERARY LOGIC

According to the Readability Plus Pro-
gram for the IBM PC, XT and AT (soft-
ware by Scandinavian PC Systems, Inc.),
Ernest Hemingway 1s a more readable
writer than William E Buckley, Jr. But
that's not all. We're walking here about a
computer program that not only exhibus
good taste but offers advice on how to
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SIGNIFICA, INSIGNIFICA, STATS AND FACTS

QUOTE
“I'm not  ant-
American. | wave the 0
flag as much as any-
body else."—convict-
ed Soviet spy JamEs
w iaLLon an FBI tape
prior to arrest

MEDISCAM

Average payment to
a lab in which the
referring  physician
has a hnancial stake:

$44.82,

L J
Average payment to
a lab not affiliated

e g

Average starting
salary for a teacher
during the 1988-
1989  school  vear:

$19,598.

AIR POLLUTION

City with the
highest level of part-
cles m the air over
a 12-month period:
New Delhi, India.

°

City with the high-
est level of sulphur-
dioxide air pollution
over a 12-month peri-
od: Shenyang, China,

with the referring FACT OF THE MONTH °

physician: $2548.

Average number of
tests performed per
patient at a lab
affiliated with the referring physician:
6.23.

°

Average number of tests per patient

at an independent lah: 3.76.

BILLIONS AND BILLIONS

Nations with the most hillionaires:
the United States, 55: Japan, 41; West
Germany, 20.

L ]

In the United States, ratio of billion-
aires to the rest of the population: one
to 4,500,000.

°

Ratio in West Germany: one to

3.300,000.

Ratio in Japan: one 1o 2,900,000.

IN SCHOOL TODAY?
Average American tleacher’s sal-
ary for the 1988-1989 school vear
$29,629; for the 19721973 school year
(adjusted for inflation), $28.892.
°
State with the highest average salary
for teachers: Alaska, $41,832.
.
State with the lowest average salary:
South Dakota, $20.525.

Thirty-one percent of Amer-
° icans consider fruitcake to be
the worst possible Christmas
present they could receive.

City with the worst
carbon-monoxide lev-
els over a hve-year pe-
riod: Paris, France.

TRASHING

Average amount of trash generated
by each American in a vear: 13829
pounds.

&

Number of pounds of each Ameri-
can's trash consisting of newspapers,
101.5; beer and soft-drink cans. 4.7;
beer and soft-drink bottles, 61.7.

.

Largest source of personal trash m
each American’s annual owput: yard
waste (244.4 pounds per person).

CITY LIVING

World's most expensive city in which
1o live: Tokyo, Japan.
*
Second most expensive city in which
to live: Osaka-Kobe, Japan.
°
Third most expensive cty in which
to live: Tehran, Iran.
.
World's least expensive city in which
to live: Caracas. Venezuela.
®
Second least expensive city in which
to live: Rio de Janeiro, Brazil.
.
Third least expensive
live: Sio Paulo, Brazil.

city m which o

Hnprove one’s writing, as well.

First the program counts the number
and length of words and sentences in vour
writing sample. Then, after vou categorize
the style of the exi—notng whether s
bureaucratic, a novel, a magazine article, a
Government report or advertising—it
rates the text’s “readability” by means of
various mathematical formulas.

After analyzing a passage from The Old
Man and the Sea, using all kinds of gor-
geously colored bar charts, Readability
Plus (RP) urged that Hemingway should
“continue to write with [his] present stvle,”

A passage from Buckley's novel Stained
Glass didn't fare so well. We were 1old
Buckley could improve his “readability™ 1f
he canceled .8 long words per sentence,
wrole more sentences containing only
short words, reduced the number of com-
plicated sentences and ried to use more
simple, ordinary words—a therapy that we
suspect would kill the patient.

At its most judgmental, RP characterizes
sentences as simple, normal, foggy, wordy,
pompous or elegant. The computer recog-
mzed Hemingway's simple style, while it
called Bucklevs pompous. By changing
the text-analysis pattern from “novel” 1o
“Government report,” however, the pro-
gram saw Buckley in a better light, chang-
ing its assessment from “hard” w “very
easy” to understand. So there you have it
Buckley should be writing tax forms.

A modest proposal: We'd like the au-
thors of computer manuals to start using
this software. It just may stop the growth
of ugly sentences such as the one that starts
on page eight with “One or more logical
DOS drives . . ." and ends on page 12 with
“in the extended DOS partition.”

GOOD SIGN

The state of California requires its
restaurant operators 1o post warnings that
chemicals known to cause cancer, birth de-
fects or other reproductive harm may be
present in food or beverages being served.
In San Francisco, sarcastic restaurateurs
have added a tag line: “The management
theretore discourages all reproductive be-
havior while eating or drinking on these
premises.”

SWEETNESS DREAMS

Walter “Sweetness™ Payton, lamed for
having gained more N.EL. turf than any
other mortal, wants to give you a boost.
Now the retired running back is peddling
RPM'S—caffeine  caplets that  comain
green-tea extract and other ingredients.
Payton says that's where he gets his energy.
“There are times 1 need that extra boost,”
he said at a press conlerence, adding that
the Chicago White Sox use RPM'S, twoo.
But that may not be a ringing endorse-
ment—the Sox spent most of this past
summer about 20 games out of first place.




BY OFFICIAL AUTHORIZATION
OF ROLLS-ROYCE MOTOR CARS L1D.

An Extraordinary Die-cast Classic
Built by Hand with 144 Components

An authentic replica of the famed Phantom |
Cabriolet De Ville. Handcrafted to the most
exacting standards. And fully authorized by
Rolls-Rovece Motor Cars Ltd.

From the distinctive radiator shell with it
Rolls-Royce emblem to the complete array of
instrumentation and controls. The “Spirit of
Ecstasy” hood ornament is plated in sterling
silver and protectively coated.

Among the operating features, a flip-up
windshield, removable chauffeur’s top, doors
that open and close.

Franklin Mint Precision Models - Franklin Center, Pennsvlvania 19091
I wish o order a 1:24 die-cast replica of the 1929 Rolls-Royce Phan-
tom I Cabriotet De Ville. It will arrive fully assembled, readv for dis-
plav and polished to a lustrous finish with the hood ornament plated in
sterling silver, protectively comed. It will be accompanied by a Ceriifi-
cite of Authenticity bearing the signature of an official of Rolls-Rovee
Motor Cars Ltd.

I need send no pavment now. 1 will be billed for a deposit of $24*
when my imported model is ready to be sent o me, and for the balance
in four equal monthly installments of §24% afier shipment.

Pites my stute Sufes fex.

1920 ROLLSROYCE PHANTOMI

ROYCE

Signature

Name

Address

City

CABRIOLET DEVILLE

Shown approximately
actual size of 94" long.
Scale 1:24.

Open the hood and feast your eves on the
legendary Rolls-Rovce six-cylinder engine. So
fully detailed it includes dual spark plugs for
each individual cylinder. And the body panels
are painted to match the original.

The price is just $120. A most favorable
price for a production model distinguished
by the incomparable quality synonymous with
the name Rolls-Rovce.

The irmdemarks ROLLS-ROYCE. RE and the Radge of Roll-Howe pic and
PHANTOM. the Grille and Flving Ladv Mascot of Rolls-Fovee Mowr Cars Limited
are used under license © 1889 FMPM

Please mail by December 31, 1989.

AL DEDERS ARE SBIECT TO MTEFTANE

PFLEASE PRINT CLEARLY

Sate Zip
11905-19



VIC GARBARINI

AFTER pisToL whipping one another via the
press for a year, the Rolling Stones have
pulled it together for another end-of-the-
decade hat wrick a la Let It Bleed and Tattoo
You. Steel Wheels (Columbia) is easily the
most locused, committed and vital Stones
album in a decade. The surging chorus
of Mixed Emaotions signals the first real
Stones anthem since Start Me Up. It both
names the theme ol the Stones reunion
and marks a sea change in the band’s sig-
nature sound. Keith Richards’ solo venture
emphasized the elastic funk of his rhyth-
mic grooves, while Mick Jagger’s, charac-
teristically, opted for the more radio-ready
studio-gloss approach. Wheels is a compro-
misc of sorts, with the edge going 1o Mick.
The trademark angular guitars are coated
with a thick production glaze that rounds
off their edges. Ron Wood and Keith's at-
tack roars rather than rocks. The resulung
balls-to-the-wall rock is rigid rather than
slinky, as if the Glimmers have finally been
influenced by the Guns n' Roses crowd
they themselves so obviously nurtured.
Churning out the basic tracks in a month
rather than their standard year probably
helped both turn up the heat and recon-
nect the band—Mick’s vocals throughout
are his best in ages. With some apparent
desperation, the band proves its musical
virility and relevance with the pedal-to-
the-metal anack of Hold on to Your Hat and
Rock and a Hard Place. Now that they've
proved to themselves that they can still get
it up, maybe next ume, they won't have 1o
try so hard 1o do what comes naturally.

ROBERT CHRISTGAU

Just when you think Van Morrison has
gone to peat once and for all, the old
gnome rubs his eves, looks around the bog
and tramps into the light of a brand-new
day. Many took his would-be Irish-folk
record with the Chieltains last year as a re-
newal, but it sounded more like senility to
a rootless dog like me—a final desperate
attempt 1o liven up the sodden pleasantries
ol all his albums bad and OK since 1982’
Beauttful Vision. So along comes one called
Avalon Sunset (Mercury/Polygram), and the
only question is whether il be a nice
snooze or a hiful sleep. Unul cut one, the
latest of Van's songs 10 God—Who really
doesmt need the auention—which  fea-
tures none other than Chift' Richard and
turns out to he Van's liveliest une since
Cleaning Windows on Beautiful Vision.
There's a poem about Coney [Island, an
Irish bird-watching spot rather than the
one in Brooklyn, and doesn’t that sound
like fun—only actually i's about content-
ment and ecstasy and all that good stulf.
And, oh, yes, the Irish-folk number, more
lyrical than lively—superb. By the time

No moss.

Old Brits, new Birits,
Brit twit and black
pop from the Coast.

you reach side two, vou're softened up for
some sodden pleasantries. These are OK.

NELSON GEORGE

Lenny Kraviiz is the name of Lisa
Bonet’s husband and the real name of
Romeo Blue, the LA -based performer
Signihcantly, on his debut album, Let Love
Rule (Virgin), Kraviiz' name is, well, Krav-
itz. This half-black, half-Jewish musician is
putting his heritage up front and, like his
actress wife, making that racial back-
ground part ol his professional persona,

Does the music reflect his pedigree? Oh,
veah. Such songs as Siuttin’ on Top of the
World, Fear and Be flip back and forth be-
tween Beatlesesque arrangements and Sly
& the Family Stone—styled rhythms and
harmonies. Kravitz scems unable to decide
whether o sound like Sgi. Peppers Lonely
Hearts Club Band ov Stand! The Beatles-
Sly blend 1s renvniscent in tone but not in
execution ol many ol Prince’s more ambi-
tious eflorts. Kravitz isn't yet the craltsinan
to pullitoff, though he is working on a fas-
cinating jigsaw puzzle.

Babvface has no such craft problem.
Along with L.A. Reid, he's part of the hot-
test producing-writing team since Jimmy
Jam and “lerry Lewis. The hi list is long,
including the breakihroughs of Paula Ab-
dul, Pebbles, Karyn White and most of
Bohby Brown's epochal Don't Be Cruel. So
"Face can make records. And that raises
two questions about his second solo album,
Tender Lover {Epic): (1) Can he sing? (2) Can

he personalize his sound for himself? Yes,
o query one. Babyvlace possesses a high
tenor, often falsetto, that has an engaging,
sweet quality in the soul tradition of
Smokev Robinson. But that’s not enough.
The answer to question number 1wo is no.
It Karyn White or Pebbles essaved these
tracks, you wouldnt be surprised. Baby-
face does what he does besti—clever
grooves and perky hooks—but it’s not the
most personal music you ever heard.

DAVE MARSH

The temptation to label all the pop mu-
sic that emerges from the Briush Isles as
“English™ has been undone recently by the
success of U2, which has pulled a half
dozen other Irish groups into the lime-
light. Soon it may be Scotland’s turn.

The Scottish bands most likely o lind
themselves in a U2like position are Deacon
Blue and Danny Wilson. Besides being

GUEST SH g

SURE, females say he’s cute, bul Aus-
tralian-Amevican rocker Johnny Diesel

has  talent, too—awitness his  U.S.
debut, “Johuny Diesel and the [njec-
tors.” We asked him to assess “Heart
Shaped World™ the newest release
by another singer-songwriler-guilarist
whose chops compete with his looks—
Chris lvaak.

“The sparse production, sur{ gui-
tar and deep-set vocals on this
record conjure up a setting some-
where in the canvons of the Dako-
tas: it's got a haunting, cinematic
qualuy  about i, James Calvin
Wilsey's guitar work is as {luent as
any I've heard. Each passage is as
monumental as anything from the
golden age of the guitar, the Duane
Eddy eva. I hear this especially on
Kings of the Highway. But Wicked
Ganie shows that the band creates all
that aunosphere using very litle
mstrumentation—something — rare
these days. Chris has been labeled
the ‘new Elvis Presley.” but it's not so
much for his tone, style or presence;
i's because he could sing anything
that was rooted stylistically in the
late Fifues and vou'd belreve him.
This is convincing stufl!”
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FAST TRACKS

OCKMETER

I Christgau | Garbarini | George I Marsh | Young

Tencs Lover |l s e T e T

" Malcolm McLaren I | I | |
Woaltz Darling 6 7 5 4 8
Rolling Stones I I | l |
Steel Wheels 4 9 8 6 8
B ) e e R A T
Danny Wilson I | | | I
BeBop Moptop 2 4 7 6 5

PAY-PER-HEAR DEPARTMENT: Here's an idea
whose tume has come: Music Systems,
Inc., has launched Music Line, a national
service that allows you, the record
buyer, to sample new recordings by
calling  1-:900-45-MUSIC and then
punching in a four-digit code to hear a
specific song. The caller can get ten 1o
15 seconds of each song for 89 cents per
minute. This means that before you
pop for the price of an album or a CD,
you can get an idea of what you'll be
buying. It beats spending $12 only 1o
discover that you hate side two.

REELING AND ROCKING: Ray Davies is
working on a semi-autobiographical
screenplay for an Australian producer.
Davies expects 1o direct and do the mu-
sic for the movie, which emphasizes the
period of his life between the ages of 11
and 13, when he was deeply trauma-
tized by his sister’s death. . .. The music
of Lou Reed and the Velvet Underground
will be teatured in an Andy Werhel doc-
umentary, Superstar. . . . Prince has lour
films in development. Three are street-
oriented musicals and the fourth is a
film bio of blues legend Robert Johnsen.
Look for the Purple One on tour afier
February.

NEWsSBREAKS: The Allman Brothers’ re-
union tour was a success. The band says
to expect more shows and a record con-
tract. . . . ZZ Top plans to celebrate 20
years together with a new album and a
tour. . . . Paul McCartney will be touring
in the US. in early 1990. . . . Tino Turner,
who says there may be a TV series in
her future, credits sweating on stage
for keeping her young. . . . Waich for
Michael Jackson’s double LP of greatest
hits (with three new songs) and albums
by Brenda Russell, Billy Idol (finally!), Gyp-
sy Kings, Kenny G., Jody Watley (dance
tracks), Bobby Brown (ditto) and a third
volume of greatest hits from Jerry Lee
Lewis. . . . Tin Machine plans a follow-up

album for next fall and a spring Ameri-
can tour. . . . Howard Jones is working on
an all-instrumental album, which he
says is not New Age music. . . . living
Colour’s Vernon Reid is working to get Jimi

Hendrix a star on Hollywood'’s Walk of

Fame. . . . The December pay-per-view
Rolling Stones concert may cost a bundle
to buy. The world-wide rights to air the
show may go as high as $10,000,000. . . .
Mary Wilson will have a new book, a fol-
low-up to Dream Girl: My Life as «
Supreme, and you can catch her live in
Atlanta in the musical Beehive. . . . Let's
hear it for one of our guys: Playboy mu-
SiC critic Nelson George won a special
award from the National Urban League
for producing the Self Destruction sin-
gle and video. Way 10 go. . . . For those
of you who danced the nights away to
all the great Sem and Dave songs, a
grass-roots group in Memphis called
Save Our Stox is trying to save the build-
ing where many of those tunes were
recorded. Possible ideas include re-
furbishing the studio and/or creating
an R&B foundation. If you're interest-
ed in adding your voice, dollars or
ideas, write 10 Save Our Stax, Memphis
Film, Tape and Music Commission, 245
Wagner Place, Suite Four, Memphis,
‘lennessee 38103. . . . Take that, Tipper:
Some retatlers are seeing an increase in
record sales of albums with parental-
adwvisory stickers. . .. Finally, the annual
Bob Dylan imitators’ contest took place
in New York at the end of the summer.
There were seven categories: folk/pro-
test, amphetamine rock, post—motor-
cycle accident, country (and  voice
change), born-again, modern and free
style. Steven Keene was the winner, and
one of the judges was Dylan pal and
folk singer Dave Van Ronk. The ever-elu-
sive Bob didn't show up.

—BARBARA NELLIS

sophomore releases, D.B.’s When the World
Knows Your Name (Columbia) and D.W’s Be-
Bop Meptop (Virgin) share an unmistakable
lyrical and melodic expressiveness—but
neither has quite digested its influences.
Deacon Blue’s Ricky Ross is widely com-
pared to Bruce Springsieen and Van Mor-
rison, but Ross’s Celtic accents and
personal romanticism lend his songs a vi-
sion that's all his own. Unfortunately, at
this stage, he’s a better songwriter (Real
Gone Kid) and dramatist (Fergus Sings the
Blues) than a record maker. That's a solu-
ble problem, though, and if the boys of
Deacon Blue get past it, Next Big Thing-
ness may be theirs.

Danny Wilson has already had a major
U.S. hit (1987's glorious Marys Prayer) and,
as lop 40's logical successor to Steely Dan,
is likely to have more. D.Ws singing is al-
ready a match for Walter Becker and Don-
ald Fagen's. Like Deacon Blue, though, this
band only sporadically makes music as
warm as its licks are hot. That may not
matter much to those who delighted in
solving Steely Dan’s often ice-cold cultural
riddles and rebuses, but the Celuic-rock
tradition obliges these guys to become
more soulful. I hope.

CHARLES M. YOUNG

The bass player in Bow Wow Wow once
told me that Malcolm McLaren “couldn't
manage a piss-up in a brewery” and, in
terms of handling record companies and
tour logistics, he was right. Lots of guys
can handle record companies, organize
tours and negotiate fees better than
McLaren. What he had to offer a band was
humor and vision, and in those depart-
ments, he was irreplaceable. Both Bow
Wow Wow and his other major band, The
Sex Pistols, are now seen as groups far
ahead of their time, and none of their
alumni musicians have done anything
nearly as interesting without McLaren.

Presumably foreseeing abandonment as
mevitable, McLaren has since taken 1o
working with musicians on an ad hoc basis
to execute his ideas. His latest idea 1s Weltz
Darling (Epic), credited to MclLaren, Jeft
Beck. Bootsy Collins and the Bootzilla Or-
chestra, and it continues his fascination
with cultural theft. In this case, the theft is
“vogueing,” a dance style that emerged
from the gay black subculture and imitates
the moves of high-fashion models. Always
fascmated by the raucously democratic
possibilities ol adolescent sexuality and
perception, McLaren does several semirap
dialogs with girls who are insistent on own-
ing both their feelings and their bodies.
Compared with his work with the Pistols or
the Wows, or his excursions into opera,
Waltz Darling is more suggestive than blas-
phemous, but it has its subversive moments
amid much very danceable house music:
Who but McLaren would even attempt a
disco-funk version of The Blue Danube
with a screaming guitar solo by Jelf Beck?
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By BRUCE WILLIAMSON

ENGLAND'S ANSWER to Working Girl and Wall
Street 15 a chic, cynical romantic drama
called Dealers (Skouras). Rebecca De Mor-
nay, still up to her pretty neck in risky busi-
ness, plays an American manipulator
employed by a huge London bank. She's a
whiz-bang stock trader as well as a sexpot
whose crowded calendar allows time for af-
fairs with her boss ( John Castle) and her
archrival in the firm (Paul McGann), who
thinks her top-echelon job should have
gone to him. He appears to be doeing all
right, though, commuting by seaplane to
his country estate on the Thames. The du-
bious morality of making big money for
the sheer jov of it is debated, exposed and
scorned, as usual, with De Mornay and
McGann uluimately teamed to weather a
crisis on the big board. The death of a for-
mer colleague teaches them that there

is more to life than greed, and they fly ofl

in a seaplane, presumably to settle for less.
So will they live on Yuppie love alone?
Not bloody likely. Director Colin Buck-
sey’'s coolly detached tone makes it
clear that this is a mating dance of born
predators. ¥¥%2

L ]

Sea of Love (Universal) stacks up as a star
vehicle for Al Pacino, absent from the
screen since Revolution, one of the biggest
bombs of 1985. Pacino plays a divorced,
hard-drinking Manhauan detective, eligi-
ble for retirement but not quite ready to
quit. He is a commanding actor, as always,
bringing heavyweight impact to a part he
could play in his sleep. You won't sleep,
however, as Pacino sets out to solve the case
of a serial killer who shoots naked men in
the back of the head while they are forced
to simulate sexual climax, for reasons no
sane person can imagine. The chief sus-
pect is Ellen Barkin, teamed with Pacino in
some supercharged close encounters and
staking out her share of the picture despite
arole that doesn't make much sense. Direc-
tor Harold Becker exploits her sneery sen-
suousness for all it's worth, but Richard
Price’s hard-edged, suspenseful screen-
play strewches plausibility by casting Bar-
kin as a swinging single who has to answer
personals ads to find eligible bed partners.
Unless, of course, she’s also a homicadal
psychopath. Sea of Love has enough red
herrings to fill a trawler, but Barkin, Pa-
cino and John Goodman—Roseanne’s TV
mate—as Al's plain-clothes side-kick make
it a darkly exciting trip. ¥¥¥

a

You somchow know what to expect when
a movice called Welcome Home (Columbia)
includes a title song performed on the
sound track by Willie Nelson—words by
Marilyn and Alan Bergman, music by
Henry Mancini. What follows 1s culture
schlock, with Kris Kristofferson as an

Dealers McGann, De Mormnay.

Big deals in London,
sick crimes in Manhattan,
enlightenment in Jo'burg.

M.LLA. Vietnam veteran who shows up aft-
er 17 years in Cambodia only to find that
his wife (JoBeth Williams) has remarried
and the son he never knew (Thomas
Wilson Brown) is calling another man
(Sam Waterston) Dad. Few clichés are left
untouched in the wrgid screenplay, a sop-
py swan song for the late director Franklin
J. Schaflner, who had the best last word
about men and war in his memorable 1970
Oscar winner, Pallon. ¥
[ ]

An amazing performance by Daniel
Dav-Lewis makes My Left Foot (Miramax) a
not-to-be-missed movie. Nowadays, any
film in the Miracle Worker mode—hailing
a disabled person who beats insuperable
odds to become a celebrity—usually spells
sudden death at the box office. My Left Foot
may prove an exception to the rule. This
free adaptation by co-author and director
Jim Sheridan of the moving autobiography
of Insh author and arust Christy Brown is
warm, romantic and cuttingly funny with-
out a trace of teary sentimentality. Christy,
who was born with severe cerebral palsy in
1932 and died in 1981, is brilliantly por-
trayed both by Lewis and by Hugh
O'Conor, as the young Christy, who's just
seven when he first scizes a piece of chalk
with his foot and scratches marks on the
floor o let his poverty-stricken parents
know they have a genius on their hands. In
later years, Christy deals as well as he can
with success, sex and women. Fiona Shaw
and Ruth McCabe are both fine, respec-
tively playing the therapist he loves and
loses and the bemused nurse he finally

wins; still, Brenda Fricker all but steals the
show as Christy's fiercely loyal supermom.
Ray McAnally plays his proud da. There is
much of which to be proud in this upbeat,
eloquent sleeper, which will not send any-
one home depressed. ¥¥¥y

L ]

Adapted from a novel by Andre Brink, A
Dry White Season (MGM/UA) provides a
vivid showcase for Donald Sutherland,
very movingly underplaying his role as an
apolitical teacher and family man in Jo-
hannesburg, South Africa. The prof’s
scholarly complacency is shaken when he
starts inquiring about the death of a young
boy, the son of his gardener (Winston
Ntshona). The gardener’s subsequent
death leads Sutherland deeper into a
labyrinth of official deceit in the land of
apartheid, then to a liberal lawver, plaved
by Marlon Brando. Back in movies after a
nine-year hiatus, all jowls and beefy, bris-
tling authority, Brando makes his bravura
courtroom scenes the kind of virtuoso
cameo the late Orson Welles used to breeze
through, while Susan Sarandon also regis-
ters tellingly in a significant minor role as a
resourceful reporter. Euzhan Palcy, a gifi-
ed black woman breaking into moviedom'’s
major league (her last effort was Sugar
Cane Alley, an ingratiating 1983 sleeper),
directs an altogether impressive cast that
also includes Zakes Mokae, Jiirgen Proch-
now and Janet Suzman, the last especially
fine as Sutherland’s distraught wife, who
leaves him when he endangers their lives
by bucking the status quo. Similar polem-
ical films (e.g., Cry Freedom) have been
condemned for concentrating on the
awakened consciences of white characters
instead of spreading black Africa’s story.
Weighed against the 1opical urgency and
dramatic power of Dry White Season, such
arguments won't wash. No color line can
blur this movie’s potent message or dull its
impact. ¥¥¥¥

L ]

Animal lovers will be thrilled to learn
that no beasts were injured or mistreated
during the filming of The Bear (Iri-Star),
French director Jean-Jacques Annaud's re-
markable wildlife epic. Already a phenom-
enal success, having grossed more than
$90,000,000 since its release in Europe last
year, the movie has only a few minutes of
dialog—by some bear hunters tracking the
fuzzy stars—and outdoes Disney as a spec-
tacular outdoor adventure. An orphaned
bear cub that adopts an adult male grizzly
asits traveling companion is the irresistible
ingénue of the piece, which was largely
filmed in Ialy (though identified for story-
telling purposes as British Columbia in
1885). The cubs encounters with men,
cougars, fish, fauna, flora and forces of
nature are photographed with breath-tak-
ing skill and patience by Annaud, whose
1981 Quest for Fire dramatized the rise of
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primitive man. Here, the music is oc-
casionally obtrusive, as are the bear
sounds—a touch of anthropomorphic
cuteness that reaches its peak when the

Remember the name: Sciorra.

Talk about runaway success: This
will be a banner year for Annabella
Sciorra  (pronounced  shee-vorra).
The New York—born daughter of
lialian immigrant parents, Sciorra
attended the American Academy of
Dramatic Arts before making her
film debut as 2 Bronx bride-to-be in
True Love. Afier that sleeper won a
grand prize at Utah’s United States
Film Festival in January, she zoomed
into the big time. “Word got around
after the tesuval. . . . A producer saw
True Love and recommended me to
director Mike Figgis for Internal Af-
fairs, where | play Richard Gere's
wife. He's a bad guy with the L.A.
police, and I turn him in." The next
star encountered on her meteoric
rise was Robin Williams. *1 finished
Internal Affairs on May seventh this
vear and started Cadillac Man on
May eighth. I'm not supposed to tell
much about the movie, but Robin's a
Cadhllac salesman, and 1 play Tim
Robbins” wife. He's an ncredibly
Jealous husband, sort of crazy” By
the uime you read this, Sciorra will
be full speed ahead in Reversal of
Fortune. “It’s about the second trial
of Claus von Bilow, with Jeremy
Irons as Claus and Glenn Close as
his wife, Sunny. I'm a young lawver
on the case.” So far, Annabella has
deflected the curse of typecasting.
“At first, because of the part I play
in Tiue Love, people expected me o
come in chewing gum, with a Bronx
accent. 1 tell them what they wamt
to hear: that I can be American,
French, Cuban or French-Ttalian and
any age [rom eighteen to twenty-sev-
en. I'm an actress.” Being an actress
on a hot streak helps, she acknowl-
edges. “This 1s actually my first
interview, ever. Things have hap-
pened so fast, I do get overwhelmed
at times. But mostly, it's cool.”

cub peers coyly through the shrubbery
while its hulking companion is rutting
with a she-bear in heat. Quibbles aside, The
Bear is a unique flm journey for ardent
zoophiles and environmentalists. ¥¥¥

.

A sperm meets an egg under the open-
ing credits of Look Who's Talking ('Iri-Star).
Bruce Willis supplies the off-screen voice
of the fertilized egg, the embrvo, the new-
born baby and the wddler—all represent-
ing a child born to single parent Kirstie

Alley from an affair with a married lout -

(George Segal). Willis still sounds like the
wise-ass David of TV's Moonlighting, but
that's the least of the problems with writer-
director Amy Heckerling’s cutesy one-joke
comedy, which strains to adopt the little
guy’s point of view but keeps shifting,
smirking, overstating and coming to a
dead stop. The various wis portraying
young Mikey are winsome scene stealers,
of course. Alley is appealing, too, as a lib-
erated mom opposite John Travolta, push-
ing his boyish charm as the taxidriver who
whisks her to the hospital 1o give birth,
reappears to bhaby-sit and evolves into the
obvious hest bet as a suitable daddums.
Write off Look Who's Talking as yet another
stillborn career cheice for poor John. ¥
.

Britain's theatrical superstar Paul Sco-
field, Oscar's 1966 Best Actor in A Man
Jor All Seasons, is the main attraction in
When the Whales Came (Fox). As an old,
deaf recluse on the Scilly Isles off the Eng-
lish coast, Scofield lends weight to a frail
film fable about curses, superstition, sca
lore and innocence in the early years of
World War One. Helen Mirren and David
Threlfall are properly weathered and
rock-solid as the parents of a young girl
(newcomer Helen Pearce) whose best
friend (Max Rennie) helps Scofield save
some tusked whales and erase a local
curse. Don't sweat the details. What Whales
is really all about is the bleak, lyrical beau-
ty of the Scilly Isles. Call your travel agent
for the real thing. ¥¥

.

Viewers who were glued to their TV sets
watching nine manned flights to the moon
between 1968 and 1972 will relish For All
Mankind (Apollo Associates) as enthralling
nostalgia. For those who don't remember,
independent  producer-director Al Rei-
nert's unique space-age documentary
holds the thrill of discovery combined with
something like euphoria. Edited and
blown up for the big screen from millions
of feet of film from NASA archives, much
of it previously unseen, Mankind is less a
history than a poetic and subjective per-
sonal essay on getting out of this world.
Freely narrated in somewhat casual fash-
ion (you don’t alwavs know who's speaking)
by our Apollo astronauts who flew 1o the
moon, the movie looks like a billion dollars’
worth of special effects, but actually cost
taxpavers a lot more. And its all for real.
Eat your heart out, Spielberg. ¥¥¥

MOVIE SCORE CARD

capsule close-ups of current filnis
by bruce williamson

Batman (Reviewed 10/89) This vear's
high flyer—uthe biggest, if not best. ¥¥¥
The Bear (See review) Ursa major.  ¥¥¥
The Big Picture (11/89) Going Hollywood
with Kevin Bacon, plus droll spoofery
by Martin Short. ¥¥4
Breaking In (11/89) Bill Forsyth's wry ca-
per comedy with Burt Reynolds as a
senior second-story man. ¥y
Casualties of War (10/89) More baaad
news from 'Wam, by DePalma. ¥y
Cookie (10/89) Emily Lloyd growing up
as a gangster’s daughter. W'
Dealers (See review) Another working
girl wows the City of London. Wwa
Do the Right Thing (8/8Y9) Shrewdly unset-
tling black comedy set in the Bed-Stuy
slums—from Spike Lee. Yy
Drugstore Cowboy (11/89) Matt Dillon in
search of a fix. ¥¥'a
A Dry White Season (See review) Stirring
personal drama about apartheid. ¥¥¥¥
For All Mankind (See review) Up, up and
away with Apollo’s moon men. ¥y
The Gods Must Be Crazy Hi (11/89) Low-
Jjinks out of Africa one more time. ¥¥
The Heart of Dixie (10/89) Coeds livim
and learnin’ in the land of cotton. ~ ¥¥
Heavy Petting (10/89) The way we were,
sex-wise, back in the Fifties. Yy
Johnny Handsome (11/89) Rourke’s fine
as a thief with a face lift, few {riends
and an uncertain future. Y¥¥a
Look Who's Talking (See review) Well, his
initials are B.W. ¥
My Left Foot (See review) A-1 work by all
hands in a roguish film bio. Yy
Old Gringo (11/89) South of the border
with Fonda, Peck and lots of rebels. ¥¥
Parenthood (11/89) Steve Martin caught
up in family ties to the max. y¥¥Y
Romero (10/89) Great work by Raul Julia
as slain Salvadoran churchman.  ¥¥¥¥
Sea of Love (See review) Pacino and
Barkin collide over sex crimes. ¥y
sex, lies, and videotape (9/89) Yuppies in
love or out of it in a wry, witty black
comedy about relationships. Yy
Shirley Valentine (10/89) As played by

Yauline Collins, she'’s a darlin’ English
housewife on a liberation trip.  ¥¥¥'%
Story of Women (Listed only) French
abortionist brought o judgment. ¥¥¥'4
True Love (11/89) Boy meets girl for a big
Italian wedding in the Bronx. ¥y
Welcome Home (See review) M.LA. vet
who might wish he'd stayed that way. ¥
When Harry Met Sally . . . (10/89) Friend-

ship first, bed later. ¥V
When the Whales Came (See review) Frail
fable with solid Paul Scofield. ¥y

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




VIDEO

pIEST 0]

Barry  Sobel, actor
(227, Punchling) and
comedian, has a stand-
up act that plays
kamikaze all over the
pop-culture landscape,
nailing everything from
rap music to Neil Simon.

" When it comes to his
VCR menu, Sobel’s tastes are modern. “'| go back
only as far as Butch Cassidy and the Sundance
Kid. Another Western, Silverado, is one of the
most underrated movies—ever. | love James
Bond stuff and a/f Woody Allen films—especial-
ly Manhattan and Stardust Memories. Allen kills
me."” Barry couldn't resist a parting shot at Tom
Cruise. “I'm so glad he did Rain Man, because
Cockiail was one of those movies where we
couldn't care less about the main character’s
job. Like, imagine Stallone as the greatest
miniature golfer of all time: ‘Windmill! Windmill!
Free game! I'm your worst nightmare—ever!'
——LALRA FISSINGER

VIDEO SLEEPERS
good movies that crept out of town

Buster: Britain's Great Train Robbery revis-

and Julie Walters as a couple choosing true
love over ill-gotten gains.

Rocket to the Moon: A vibrant made-for-TV
film from Clifford Odets' poetic Depres-
sion-era drama about the life and loves of a
henpecked Brooklyn dentist—with John
Malkovich, never better, and Judy Davis.
Silver Bears: Even before Moonlighting, Cyb-
ill Shepherd was a pretty funny lady. Here,
she’'s married w Tommy Smothers but
making out with Michael Caine, who pol-
ishes up scams in the silver market. Jay
Leno has a minor role. —BRUCE WILLIAMSON

THE HARDWARE CORNER

You Don’t Say: For viewers who are good
at taking orders, Optonica now has a Su-
per VHS deck (VC-G990) featuring The
Voice Coach, a remote control that gives
vocal, step-by-step instructions for opera-
tion, by Sharp.

Your Name Here: Now you can play TV
anchor person—vour name appearing
magically in front of you and all—with
Canon'’s new Hi8 camcorder {H460). It has
a built-in character generator and a digital
superimposer that sharpens your mes-
sage—evervthing but spell check. $2199.
Moving Pictures: Want to put your favor-
ite video star on a pedestal> How about a
motorized one? Toshiba's new 32-inch iele-
vision (CX3288]) has a motorized remote-
control swivel base. You press, it turns. A

ited, with singer-composer Phil Collins

couch-potato fantasy. —MAURY LEVY

It

MOVIE

FEELING SEXY

Scandal (true story of showgirls bed hopping omong Brit
politicol elite; ovoiloble in R-roted ond uncensored ver-
sions); Earth Girls Are Easy (horny oliens crosh-land on
earth, discover Volley girls; cute); Miss Firecracker (South-
ern miss goes from smoll-town pump to beauty-contest
hopeful; Holly Hunter sporkles).

FEELING SEASONAL

Scrooged (Bill Murroy in spirited updote of the Christmas
classic, coscripted by S.N.L.‘'s Michoel O’'Donoghue); Your
Christmas Yule Log Fireplace (59 minutes of burning log
backed by your fovorite corols; fun party vid); Great
Chefs International Holiday Table (20-plus Christmos-
teost recipes—from turkey to plum pudding): Miracle on
34th Street (still the runawoy winner).

| FEELING NOSTALGIC

ey

v

CBS/Fox's Laurence Olivier Collection (the legendory
thesp in four classics, including Rebecca and The Boys from
Brozil); Bedtime Story (Brondo ond Niven os the originol
Dirty Rotten Scoundrels, Shirley Jones os their prey—o
fun oldy); Arsenic and OId Lace (old moids poison old
geezers; Cory Grant ot his funniest).

FEELING EUPHONIOUS

MPI's Klassix-13 series (combo costume dromos/music
vids louding lives and works of Mozort, Beethoven, Schu-
bert ond Brohms); The Judds: Across the Heartland (on
the rood with the strumming ‘n’ stunning mom-doughter
teom; o C&W keeper); The Doobie Brothers: Listen to the
Music (vid history of the newly reunited Seventies super-

group).

VIDEO FIT
checking out those exercise tapes

Dolph Lundgren: Maximum Potential: A
tough, complete workout starring Stal-
lone’s Rocky IV nemesis. It's an intelligent
and physically challenging series of rou-
tines featuring the “body sculpting” tech-
nique. Ladies may enjoy i, too: Its
chock-full of bare-skin close-ups of Lund-
gren’s chiseled physique (IVE).

Mousercise: Go on, laugh, but here’s a com-
prehensive video for those who like a litle
sweat, some coordination training and
over-all body toning. Designed for kids but
excellent for adults, the tape features a de-
cent, upbeat sound track, especially Doing
the Goofy Groove (Disney).

Dance Away: Get Fit with the Hits: Yes, toe
touching and pelvic thrusts are a lot casier
when vou're doing them to your favorite
tunes. Four tapes in all (Fifties, Sixties,
Seventies and Eighties), each offering 30
minutes of low-impact acrobics. Best boog-
ie: Good Golly, Miss Mofly, in the Fifties in-
stallment (Congress Video Group).

Yoga Moves: Alan “Video Yogi” Finger's al-
ternative 10 the high-impact grind is a
laid-back exercise regimen aimed at the
integration of mind and body. No grunting
and heavy-breathing stuff here; just some
nice stretching and breathing routines.
Best feature: Finger's bevy of beautiful
students (MCA). —STUART WARMFLASH

VIDEOSYNCRASIES

Video Girlfriend: An interactive video
date—from that first phone call to the
goodnight kiss—starring Jessica (One Life
to Live) Tuck. Cassette includes contest en-
try form with which viewer can win an ac-
tual date with the real Jessica (How 1o
Fantasy Films).

Winning Strategy for the Sports Bettor:
Chuck Connors hosts rundown on beating
the odds at pro basketball, baseball and
football. Tips from professionals. A Pete
Rose dream tape (Videotakes).

Flesh Eating Mothers: A new answer (o
the perennial “Mommy, what's for din-
ner?” In this B-type feature, a strange
virus turns quiet suburban moms into can-
nibils who eat their young. Not quite fun
for the whole family (Academy).

ST THEES

Rudest Porn Title of the Month: Splendor in the
Ass; Best Why-Bother? Video: How fo Play
Flutes of the Andes: Level 1; Best Live-on-the-
Edge Video: How to Market, Eat Out & Read
Labels; Best Oh-Give-lt-Up Video: Feel Your
Way to Better Golf, Best Dirty-Laundry Yideo:
Clergy Marriages in Crisis; Favorite Reach-
Out-and-Touch-Something Video: How to Call
Canada Geese; Best It's-a-Living Video: How to
Field Judge Trophy Mule Deer.
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By DIGBY DIEHL

THE DANGER in writing about larger-than-
life characters, such as John Huston, is that
the writer will fall vicum to the mythology,
be seduced by egotistical bravura and end
up portraying a popular icon instead of a
man. In many sections of The Hustons
(Scribner’s), biographer Lawrence Grobel
rightly allows Huston to set the scene, pick
the camera angles and tell his story with all
the power of a master raconteur. Then
Grobel turns to a chorus of other voices
providing corroboration, correction and
alternative versions for the record. This
technique gives us both the charming the-
atricality of his subject and a realistic per-
spective on his life.

Although the center of this hefty tome is
John, it is also, as the title suggests, a Hus-
ton family saga, because this great writer-
director-actor consistently intermixed his
roles as son and patriarch with his career.
Closely associated with his famous father.
Walter, whom he directed in The Treasure
of the Sterra Madre, John actually was more
affected by his domineering mother,
whose own frustrations fueled his drive for
success. Five wives, five children, numer-
ous romantic liaisons, as well as hundreds
of colorful friends and talemed people
with whom he worked, add to this Huston
historical pageant.

In fact, given the state of perpetwal cri-
sis that appears to have surrounded Hus-
ton, his achievements as a film maker are
all the more impressive. He directed 44
films. including such classics as The Maltese
Falcon (1941), The Red Badge of Courage
(1951) and The African Queen (1951). What
makes this book so additionally fascinating
is Hustons genius as a storyteller. When
Grobel, who is a Playboy Contributing Edi-
tor, visited Huston in 1984 at his home
near Puerto Vallarta, Mexico, o do a
Playboy Interview, Huston must have
known that he had found a biographer he
could trust. Subsequently, he gave Grobel
more than 100 hours of interviews, as well
as access to his correspondence and his
family papers. The result is a sprawling,
dramatic tapestry of a life lived to the
fullest: the story of an artist who went by
his own rules for 81 years and was not
afraid o tell everything.

Nelson Algren had some of the same
ornery characteristics of honesty and indi-
viduality as John Huston, but he chose 10
champion the underdog in both his life
and his writing. In Nelson Algren: A Life on
the Wild Side (Putnam), Bettina Drew gives
us the first biography of this complex man.
He wrote deeply moving books of social
conscience about people trapped in the
slums of Chicago, such as Never Come
Morning and The Neon Wilderness; he won
the National Book Award for a brilliant
novel about drug addiction, The Man uuth

-

The Hustons: colorful family saga.

A Huston historical
pageant; sensational sequels
and first-rate anthologies.

the Golden Arm; he had a passionate affair
with French feminist Simone de Beauvoir
and was toasted in literary circles in Amer-
ica and Europe; vet he died in 1981 in Sag
Harbor, New York, far from his beloved
Chicago, impoverished and unable 1o find
a publisher for his last book. Drew chroni-
cles Algren’s uncompromising life with an
appreciation for his need to live as an out-
sider. More important, she provides a so-
cial context for his work and implicitly
argues that this heir 10 Theodore Dreiser
and Sinclair Lewis be restored to a place of
prominence in American letters.

Since Arthur C. Clarke ook science-
fiction mainstream in 1968 with the
screenplay (co-written with Stanley Ku-
brick) ol 2001 : A Space Odyssey and its nov-
el version, this 72-year-old resident of Sri
Lanka has heen our most important vi-
sionary writer. Now he is back with a sequel
to Rendezvous with Rama (1972), which
continues his philosophical speculations
about how future contacts with forms of
life from other planets will alter our con-
cepts of human possibility. In Rema 1
(Bantam)—written with NASA's head of so-
lar-system exploration, Gentry Lee—a sec-
ond Raman spacecratt enters our solar
system in 2196. The crew of the Newton,
sent to meet it, becomes entangled in a sto-
ry hlled with wondrous new technology,
mysticism, Shakespeare, French history
and suspenseful human drama. This is a
space trip that no reader will want to miss.

Sequels are clearly in vogue this year,
and three other major novelists have re-

turned to characters and themes from car-
lier books for inspiration. In Some Can
Whistle (Simon & Schuster), Larry Mc-
Murtry brings Danny Deck from All My
Friends Ave Going to Be Strangers back 10
Hardiop County, Texas. Danny is now 31,
wealthy from writing for TV and ready for
the quiet semiretirement of trying to write
a novel, when TR., the daughter he has
never met, bursts into his life with two
grandchildren and a bizarre collection of
lovers and friends. McMurtry has a gift for
probing the poignant depths of parent-
child relationships, and the emotional
roller-coaster ride of this love aftair be-
tween father and daughter 1s a moving, hi-
larious delight.

In Peter Gent's North Dollos After Forty
(Villard), the aging jocks are still into sex,
drugs and macho antics at their 20th re-
union: however. the years have added
those bittersweet complications that come
with being a grownup. Gent, who wrote
North Dallas Forty after plaving tight end
for the Cowboys, has kept his raucous
sense of locker-room humor intact, and
this follow-up novel has just the right wouch
of maturity and emotional depth. Bruce
Jay Friedman’s The Current Climate (Atlantic
Monthly) has a sweet nostalgic richness
that sets it apart from the other sequels.
The ute character from Abowt Harry
Towns is now 57, living on Long Island with
his second wife and young daughter and
comically struggling in his career as a writ-
er. A long section Hashes back to Harry's
vouth in New York in the Fifties.

Finally, two first-rate anthologies have
arrived on my desk. West of the West: Imag-
ining California (North Point), edited by
Leonard Michaels, Raquel Scherr and
David Rend, focuses brilliantly on the
mythology of the West, with contributors
ranging from Ben Hecht and Gertrude
Stein to Umberto Eco and Octavio Paz.
City Sleuths and Tough Guys (Houghton
Mifflin), edited by David Willis McCul-
lough, mixes Poe, Hammett, Chandler and
Spillane with Donald E. Westlake, Joseph
Hansen, Sue Gration, Sara Paretsky and
others in a bouillabaisse of crime that will
be any mystery fan’s cish.

BOOK BAG

Rummies (Random House), by Peter
Benchley: The author wurns his own bout
with the bottle into a wildly funny novel
about drying out.

Who Shot Longshot Sam? (Mysterious), by
Paul Engleman: Damon Runvon couldn't
have created a more entertaining and col-
orful collection of characters as suspects in
a murder mystery. Englemans guys and
dolls are race-track denizens, vet to be

tried—but true.
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WOMEN

From now on, 1 think we must have new
social behavior. From now on, we have
to know whether or not we're going on a
real date.

I can't take it anymore. I can't take get-
ting any more phone calls from any more
men saving, “How about if we go on a date
Saturday night?” and what they really
mean is, “How about if we go to a party
Uptown and meet a lot of our friends and
then ail go out for something to eat and
then I go home with someone else?” or:

“How about if I take you to this odd little
neighborhood place and tell vou all about
my divorce and how I have no sex drive
anymore and how I don't think I'll ever be
involved with anyone ever again and then
ask you for advice on how to pick up the
barmaid?” or:

“How about if we go to a night club,
where I pump you for information about
Jobs, and then I come right out and ask you
to help me get a job, then I put a lamp
shade on my head, then in the taxi home, 1
get out real quick and you pick up the
fare?”

I mean, it's humiliating as hell to get a
call for a date and not even know whether
or not to be nervous. To not even be able 1o
take that initial step and ask yourself
whether you like this guy, whether vou're
attracted w this guy, whether vou ever
want to see this guy without his clothes on,
because he may not even mean it.

He may want to be “just friends.”

But he doesn't tell me that. No. People
are modern now. So I have to do this
hideous mental contortion of keeping my
mind totally blank, expecting nothing,
hoping for nothing, but meanwhile, I have
to clean my house, wash my hair, shave my
legs, rub in body oil, splash on perfume,
find stockings, try on ten outfits, jump onto
the scales a few times, blow-dry my hair,
wet it and blow-dry it again, reapply de-
odorant, brush my teeth for 15 minutes,
then put my hair in a ponytail. Just in case.

All the while, 1 try keeping my mind a
blank; all the while, my mind refuses to be
blank and keens, “Is this a date? Or not?”

I don't want 1o spend another ounce of
my time on detective work. I don't want to
analyze. | am not Sherlock Holmes, so why
should I have to sift for clues?

“He's called me four times this week;
does that mean something?”

“My friends tell me he’s always talking
about how adorable I am, he brings me up
in conversation all the time, so what does
that mean?”

By CYNTHIA HEIMEL

SNOW JOB

And so I try on ten outfits, trying inane-
ly to look good, to look sexy, but at the
same time, I want to look regular, like
nothing at all is going on. And then 1 feel
so pathetic.

Because 1 may be being played for a
fool. Because I let myself be thrown off
balance. When a man (or, I would guess, a
woman) is acting in a seductive manner, it's
hard to retain equilibrium.

There was recently a very dull man who
Jjust kept at me. Calling. Flattering. Calling
again. Bringing fAowers!

“He's boring, Mom, he puts me to sleep,”
said my kid.

“I know, kid,” I said. “I'm not interest-
ed‘ﬁ'
But eventually 1 succumbed. 1 thought
thatif anyone were doing this much pursu-
ing, I should stop being so judgmental, |
should open my heart. After all, the ones 1
chose for myself were often passionate but
completely insane. Maybe what I consid-
ered tedious was just normal. So I talked
myself into it.

We went to a party Uptown, where we
met some friends, and my date invited
them all 10 eat with us. After which he
kissed me good night and got into a cab
with a tall brunette and a small blonde, and
the small blonde told me the next day that
he and the brunette got out of the cab to-
gether and went into her building.

When 1 asked him about this, he looked
blank and said he thought we were “just

friends.” Geez.

[ wanted to blame my own neuroses. It's
much easier if it's vour fault; then you can
Jjust go to the shrink, get better and life will
be wonderful. So I wanted to think I'd
misread the clues, or in some wav acted in
a repellent manner so he had no choice but
to hate me.

But it happens too much to 0o many
people. It happens to really nice people
without even one self-destructive synapse
in their brains. They think they're dating,
when they’re only being taken for a stroll.

We are so modern and sophisticated
that we no longer have prescribed court-
ing behavior. No longer do our parents get
to say, “And what are vour intentions,
young man?" No longer do we know that if
a person calls on Tuesday 1o ask us out for
Saturday, his interest is romantic. Without
the old rules, it is a free-for-all, it is so easy
1o be misled.

Without these old rules, the door has
been opened 1o a whole new arena for hos-
tility and abuse between the sexes. 1 think
a man or a woman who leads vou to believe
that he/she is passionately interested when
he/she isn't is passive-aggressive in a partic-
ularly noxious way.

Passive-aggressive means that vou figure
out a way to do reallv nasty things, and
then if anybody calls you on it, you can say,
“Who, me? Why, [ was only. . .." Passive-
aggressive means that your behavior caus-
es other people 1o make the moves toward
their own destruction, while vou just sit
back, smoke a joint and watch. Passive ag-
gression is sneaky, wimpy hatred. In the
old days, women like that were called
prick-teasers. 1 refuse o think up a name
for the modern male equivalent.

But some seductive people, I am sure,
are innocent. Maybe they come from the
South, where to flirt madly is the same as
breathing. Maybe they're simply hapless
and self-absorbed. Mavbe they're insecure
and want to try real hard 1o make evervone
in the world love them.

Which is why we must come up with new
rules. Signals. So we know what 10 do. It’s
much too scary 10 ask, “Dinner? Does that
mean you want to sleep with me=" Because
who could just calmly answer, “Yes, of
course,” or, even worse, “Um, well, no.” We
need rules to save face.

Meanwhile, my new rule is 1o never be-
lieve that a person is interested until you
feel his tongue down your throat.



MEN

Ispenl the summer of 1936 in Europe. |
was a college sophomore, it was my first
time out of the US.A. and I had a ball. 1
rented a car and drove through France,
Spain and Italy. Life seemed a continuous
joy ride. But then things got serious.

Passing through Munich, I fell in with a
crowd of East German refugees. They
were charming and shrewd people, cle-
gant in their habits and tastes. They also
had plans for me. At their urging, | agreed
10 become an amateur spy and go deep in-
side Fast Germany to see what I could see.

Early one Sunday morning, 1 drove up
to an East German border station. Afier
some questioning, [ was given a visa. “You
will go 1o Berlin,” the East German official
said. “You may not go off the autobahn,
you may not take pictures, you may not
stop. 1f you do, you will be arrested.”

As vou can guess, | did exactly what |
was told not to do, and I did it immediately:
Once across the border, 1 left the autobahn
and drove into the town of Eisenach. Thus
began my odyssey through East Germany.
There were maybe two dozen Russian divi-
sions in the country at the time, there were
any number of East German police and
counterintelligence agents on patrol and
there was me, a wiseass kid from Chicago'’s
South Side, full of beans and bravado and
ready to see firsthand what a Communist
culture was all about.,

The rubble of war lay everywhere in
East Germany, and the streets and high-
wavs and farms were often deserted.
There was poverty, inefhciency, corrup-
tion, brutality, languor. There was also
rigid population control.

I learned this first as I exited Eisenach
and tried to get back onto the autobahn.
Getting out of town required passing a
guard tower built smack in the center of
the cloverleaf, complete with young sol-
diers with machine guns. [ saw the guard
tower, knew I was illegal as hell and could
not afford to stop and simply foored the
accelerator and skidded by it. It was a fool-
ish but effective tactic, and I used it a lot
that summer. But those guard towers also
taught me vividly that escape from East
Germany was not an easy option for most.

I got to West Berlin safely and decided
to relax for a few days before [ took a dif-
ferent route out of East Germany toward
the West. | cruised the night clubs on Kur-
fiirstendamm, enjoyed the cafés and the
700, felt the keen edge of the Berliners as
they worked and played. 1 also visited East
Berlin several umes. This was before the

By ASA BABER

A BOOKSTORE
IN EAST BERLIN

Wall, and it was not hard 1o do.

The contrast between East and West
Berlin was vivid. East Berlin was impover-
ished. There were statues of Stalin every-
where, there were miles of ruins from the
Allied bombings and Russian shellings of
World War Two and there was a general air
of depression and fatigue. But it was in one
of the state-controlled bookstores near
East Berlin’s Stalin Allee that I learned my
biggest civics lesson.

The bookstore was huge, antiseptic and
colorless. Most of the books were bound in
identical bindings, and very few browsers
were in evidence. The selection of utles
was paliry. Marx was there, Trotsky was
not. Dickens was there, the plays of Shake-
speare made the shelves, but American
authors were scarce. Those novels of Stein-
beck and Faulkner that described Ameri-
can poverty were allowed; most other titles
were not. Clearly, the East German state
wanted to control the culture and not let in
radical ideas from outside.

Even in those days, | vearned to be a
writer. I realized that it 1 had been born
and raised in a country like East Germany,
my chances of publishing and of being
read would have been slim. Original ideas,
contrarian thoughts, unsancuioned sugges-
tions would not see the light of dav under
that system. It was too dictatorial, o ea-
ger to promote only one point of view, 100
propagandistic. In that bookstore, 1 was

truly proud—and relieved—to be an
American. 1 understood what the Cold
War was all about, and 1 appreciated deep-
ly the freedoms I had taken for granted.

The trip out of East Germany was inter-
esting. There were times when the police
would walk in the front door of a bar or a
restaurant and I would run out the back.
There was a moment in Magdeburg when
[ was almost shot as I photographed the
steclworks. And there was a final argu-
ment at the border that almost got me
thrown into prison as 1 tried to change my
East marks back into West marks. I gave no
end of shit o the Communist border
guard who was armed and dangerous and
verv much flustered at my anger.

My anger was not really at him. It was at
the East German state. The image of the
bookstore would not leave me, and noth-
ing pissed me off more than a society that
censored and controlled thought.

I'm still angry about censorship today,
but only marginally at my Government.
Sure, Ed Meese and his cronies got Playboy
taken off the shelves of many stores a few
years ago, and sure, very few liberals
protested that. But the Meese commission
was a blunt instrument. Something much
more insidious is going on.

Book publishing and elevision pro-
graming have become prime examples of
contemporary thought control. They are
sexist (antimale) in the extreme, and they
guard their territory well. There is no
equivalent literature or programing to
match the feminist expressions of the past
25 years. This is not because men are not
writing and thinking. It is because the
agents and editors and power brokers who
staff those industries are almost exclusively
feminist, and they want no arguments, no
male perspective, no contradictions. There
is no shelf space for writing that questions
the excesses of feminism. Thereare no TV
programs of that nature. either. What we
get in this culture is feminist propaganda,
day in, day out.

“1 wouldn't ever publish Asa Baber,” a
senjor editor at a large publishing house
said recently. It was the kind of remark 1
have heard often. “I consider him antifem-
inist,” she said. “We publish some of the
most famous teminists in America, so why
would we publish him?"

Spoken like a true border guard,
Madam Editor. You'd do well in Berlin.

FEast Berlin, that 1s.



IMPORTED

(angeerdy

VODKA

At last,you can give
perfection in a vodka.

‘Tanqueray Sterling.

To give Tanqueray Sterling Vodka as a gift, visit your local retailer or call 1-800-243-3787. Void where prohibited.
Imported Vodka, 40% and 50% Alc/Vol (80° and 100°), 100% Grain Neutral Spirits. © 1989 Schiefielin & Somerset Co., New York, NX.




SPORTS

AII I have to do to find a loon these
davs is walk out my door. Suddenly,
there he is—another wild-eved, hysterical
psychotic who wants 1o have me arrested
for “assault with a deadly weapon,” which
turns out to be my Winston cigarette.

Question: What did all of these people
do before they had my cigarettes to give
their lives meaning?

A better question: Why aren’t they con-
cerned with more important things, like
war, taxes, insurance rates, drugs, venereal
disease, handguns, muggers, the home-
less, defense contractors, drunk drivers,
graft, fraud, the N.C.A.A., scum-bag
politicians, education?

What about MTV? That's a cause. 1 say
if we want a thoroughly brain-dead society
by the year 2000, let’s step up the produc-
tion of music videos.

But no. The wild-eyed loons don't care
about any of that. Why? Two reasons. One,
i's easier to pick on smokers. Two, they're
loons.

Not long ago, I met my most colorful
loon of the year. [ was in this off-Broadway
theater lobby during intermission. [ want-
ed a cigarette. I really needed one, because
1 had just suffered through the first actof a
play 1 loathed passionately. The play was
supposed to be a comedy, but the only
thing funny about ut was the fact that
somebody had wanted to produce it.

I didn't see any N0 SMOKING signs around
but nevertheless asked the girl behind the
concession counter if it would be all nght
to smoke in the lobby, or should I go out-
side?

She said, “Go ahead, smoke.” She even
pointed out some ashtrays here and there
and nodded at three or four other people
who were already smoking.

I lit up and walked over to stand next to
a man who was smoking. We began to dis-
cuss the fact that the only thing that would
make the play worse would be for Andrew
Lloyd Webber to put music to it

That's when this wild-eyed loon ap-
proached me.

“Put that out!” he snarled.

“Excuse me?”

*That!”

He glared at my Winston. Not at the
cigarette the guy next to me was smoking
but at my Winston.

“Put it out!” he yelped.

Guy in his 40s, I'd guess. Crew-neck
sweater, jeans, sneakers.

By DAN JENKINS

STALKING THE
SMOKING LOON

"Are you part of the show?”

It was a serious question.

“Put that out right now!” the loon
screeched.

“When I'm finished,” | said calmly.

The stranger next to me had no way of
knowing about the high esteem 1 hold for
militam smokers, but he was siarting to
laugh anyhow.

I should mention here that manyv of my
best friends don't smoke, but my smoking
doesn’t bother them, nor does anvone else's
smoking bother them. They may complain
bitterly about nouvelle cuisine or Hitler or
the criminal-justice system, but not about
cigarette smoke.

“It's OK to smoke in here,” | said to the
loon. “There are a lot of other people
smoking.”

I gestured toward the other smokers.

“I'm talking 10 you,” he said, getung
more fiery-eved than wild-eved and start-
ing to quiver, if not slobber. “I can have vou
arrested for assault with a deadly weapon!”

“Me?"

“You!™

I glanced at the man next to me, who
was falling against the wall.

“This is grea,” he said through his
laughter.

Turning back to the loon, I said, “I'm
under a doctor’s orders. If I don't smoke,

I'll go crazy and kill you.”

I said this knowing full well that I might
have to remove my partial bridge, take off
my glasses, slip out of my cashmere sports
Jacket and go outside with the mother-
fucker.

I also said this with the full knowledge
that my record in fisthights ranks right up
with Germany’s record in world wars.

Amazing, I was thinking, that the world
had come to this. For 40 vears of my life,
whenever somebody would tell me my
cigarette smoke bothered him, I would put
the cigarette out or go somewhere else to
smoke.

It was a good system. Everybody was
happy and sane.

But then came all this hysterical legisla-
tion. That's why smokers try to fight back
in their own small ways.

I thought I was in the process of fighting
back with words when the loon said, “Give
me that!”

What he did was, he jerked the cigarette
out of my mouth and fingers as I was tak-
ing a drag. But in the same move, he some-
how hit himself in the chest with it and
knocked the head off.

He then began swatting at himself, his
sweater and his jeans and hopping around
before he finally stomped on the cigareute.

“Jesus Christ,” 1 said, laughing, “1 could
have found you in my own neighborhood. |
didn't have to come downtown.”

“You have no right to poison my air!” the
loon raged.

“I'm poisoning your air?” | said with a
smirk. “What am 1, a fucking city bus?”

With that, I calmly reached for another
Winston and lit it.

“You son of a bitch!” the loon snapped.

1 stepped back from him and said, “Lis-
ten, if you spit on me one more time, |
think I'll have you arrested for trying to
give me AIDS."

“Asshole!”

The loon then drew himself up, babbled
something incoherent and marched out of
the theater.

“Lucky him,” 1 said 1o the guy next to
me. “He gets to miss the second act.”

The saddest thing about all this is that I
never got a chance to use the Fran Lebo-
witz line. It was that very funny lady who
once said, “Smoking is . . . the entire point
of being an adult.”
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l have always hated 1o use condoms, be-
cause after rolling one down over my
penis, then having sex, it causes such great
pain to try 1o get it off. It invariably rolls
my pubic hairs up with it and pulls them
out. I have come 1o the belief that only
masochists can really enjoy using these in-
fernal devices. Is there any solution 10 the
problem of pinched hairs? A differem
technique? I am more inclined to forgo sex
altogether than to put one of these things
on.—M. M., Richmond, Virginia.

Trim the hairs from the shaft of your penis
with tweezers or vise grips. Or simply keep us-
ing condoms and let the pinch effect take care
of them in time. You could use round-pointed
scissors to cut the condom off at the end of sex,
but you'd have lo have very steady hands. Lu-
bricating the penis before putting the condom
on may kel it slip off, bul take care that it
doesn’t happen during imtercourse.

A an amateur photographer, 1 envy the
results your stafl’ produces each month, es-
pecially with indoor lighting. When [ use a
strobe on my camera, the results are harsh.
Short of investing thousands of dollars in
studio lighting, can you give me any
hints?>—FE O., San Antonio, ‘Texas.

Our photographers build walls of light in
the studio, reflecting light off large umbrellas
or putting several floodlights behind a white
sheet. The larger the light source, the maore
diffuse and flattering the light. You can iry lo
re-creale that effect with your tiny strobe in a
number of ways. lf vour strobe works off cam-
era, you can fire it into a small umbrella (sold
in most camera stores) or an Ai-Brella (an
mflatable vinyl balloon that is reflective on
half its surface). Less bulky are devices that
diffuse the light or bounce 1t off reflective sur-
Jaces. Omni-Bounce is a small dome that fits
over the head of the strobe: You anm the strobe
at the ceitling and the dome diffuses the light
360 degrees. LumiQuest makes sheets of while
winyl that attach to the strobe at a 45-degree
angle, in effect veplacing the ceiling. You don't
mention whait kind of camera and strobe you

have, but you may want lo investigale some of

the newest strobes: You can set some of the au-
tomated omes, such as the Nikon SB-24, to
provide full flash. Instead of overpowering the
scene, they provide just enough lght to bal-
ance the exposure with the existing light. Visit
a good photo store during off hours and have
a salesperson show you these accessories.
Then find some aclion.

Whal do you think of prenuptial agree-
ments? I have been seeing a woman for
more than two years, and we have dis-
cussed marriage. She brought up the
notion of a contract. 1 have 10 admit that it
ook some of the romance out of the equa-
uon. Why do we need a piece of paper at
a time like this?—W T, Detromn, Michigan.

Marriage is move than emotion: It s a

business partnership. And each spouse is like-
Iy to bring into the union individual property
of some value, as well as individual obliga-
tions (childven from a first marriage, elc.).
Forgel the hope chest and dowry—uwe're talk-
ing stock portfolios, IRA accounts and, in
some instances, major corporations. In “Love
and the Law,” attorney Gail J. Koff summa-
rizes prenuptial agreements as  follows:
“The . . . reason for the growth of prenuptial
coniracts 1s the many changes in the drvorce
law. Prior to no-fault divorce, communty
property and equitable distribution, the rules
of divorce were far clearer. Alimony was al-
most always granted, for instance. But the
new divorce laws ave far more flexible and il’s
uncertam in many instances how the courls
will rule. As a result, in creating prenuptial
agreements, people are attempting to formu-
late the rules of their oun marriages and, if it
comes o i, their own divorces, at least to a
pomt. Thus, even though it may not be ro-
mantic, it is often practical to be cear up
front, especially in the case of second mar-
riages or when theve is a good deal of proper-
ty involved. In general, there are two motives
Jor making a prenuptial agreement. The first
is purely financial and made in order to pro-
tect property that is brought into the mar
riage. It can also be used to ease relationships
with each spouse’s family, protecting heirs, for
instance. . . This kind of agreement is nor
mally used for second marriages where chil-
dyen are mvolved or for couples who marry
somewhat later in life and each wishes to pro-
tect some assets. The second kind of agree-
ment s primarily issue-oriented [setting
aside time for holidays, requesting fidelity,
separale vacations, time off for graduate
school, etc.]. Sometimes prenuptial agree-
ments are a combination of the two. One
might ask why a prenuptial agreement and
not a will. Simply put, a will can always be

changed unilaterally, while a prenuptial
agreement, signed by both parties, cannot.”
Koff says that before a court recognizes a
prenuptial agreement, three conditions must
be met: “First, they arve entered into freely,
without fraud, duress, coercion or overreach-
ing; second, there is full disclosure and a full
understanding of the value and extent of the

property in question; and third, the terms of

the agreement are not written to promole di-
vorce or profiteering by divorce.” In short, it’s
a legal document that says this is what mar-
riage means to me, and this is what I bring
mto the marriage. Hef and Kimberley have
one, and it didn’t spoil the romance.

Mv,.-' wife and 1 enjoy oral and anal sex.
Before we were married, she used to mas-
turbate using a zucchini in a condom. It
was a real turn-on for me. Now she asks me
to do it for her—great. Also, she read
something abour using headphones and a
tape recorder for each person to listen to
the other during oral sex. Can you explain
how this works? I'd really like 1o please her
more.—J. G., Van Nuys, California.

Safe sex with vegetables? What's this world
coming to? Oh, well. The thing with the
headphones goes like this: On many personal-
stereo systems, there is an override button
hooked up to a small condenser microphone.
You push the button to stop the tape and allow
outside noise to reach your ears through the
headphones. During oral sex, one partner
wears the headphones while the other holds

the stereo unit near the action. The sounds of

oral sex can be exciting Bui don't stop there.
Why not make cassettes of your lovemaking?
Suspend a mike over the bed and get the en-
twre sound track. Then you can play it back on
those long early-morning commutes. It beais
books on tape. We know of one person who
used to record custom scenarios for her lover
before he left on business trips—detailed de-
scriptions of blow jobs, fantasies of @ menage
atrois or readings from Anais Nin. Imagme:
QObscene Phone Call in a Bricfease. lts one
way to heat wp a hotel voom and cuts down on
those long-distance charges.

Huw good are the indoor antennas that
claim 1o boost FM reception? [ realize that
they are more attractive than the ‘T-shaped
Jumble of wire that came with my receiver.
but are they technologically sound>—]J. P,
Stowe, Vermont.

Here’s a simple test. Go to your local audio-
phile shop and listen o an FM recewver with
the antenna discomnected. Count the stations
you can hear, and if there is a signal-strength
mdicator, measure the signals of your favorite
stations. Then hook up a standard dipole and
repeal. Finally, hook up one of the new in-
door antennas, count the stations and record
the strength of your favorites. Most new in-
door antennas can be shifted from omnidirec-
tional to directional (improving the reception
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of a specific station). You should find that
there is a significant improvement (as many
as double the number of stations), well worth
the price. Most indoor antennas cost less than

B100.

In the November 1988 issue of Playboy,
you published a letter from a man who
said that when he ejaculated, he used 10 be
able to “hit the bedpost,” but that he now
got only a dribble. You indicated that this
might be a sign of diabetes and suggested
that he sec a doctor. Is it the change in his
abhility that indicates a problem, or is it the
fact that he dribbles?

I ask this because I have never been able
to hit the bedpost. Usually, semen just
comes out of the tip of my penis and falls
straight down. If | am lving on my back, it
simply drips down the side without getting
any alutude at all. There have been times
when I have to “milk™ my penis to get all of
the semen out. The quantity of semen I
cjaculate seems to be adequate. Is this a
problem, or is it normalz—R. D., Miami,
Florida.

At the nisk of overstating the obvious, all
men ejaculate diffevently. What's more, an in-
dividual man ejaculates differently—from
the amount of caculate lo the imiensity of or-
gasm—at different times in his lfe. Only a
pronounced and  seemingly  permanenl
change may be symptomatic of a problem. If
you've never had difficulty gelting an eveclion
or reaching ejaculation, you have nothing to
worry about. Dowl worry unnecessarily
about never having been able lo hit the bed-
post. While some wmen do ejaculate with greal
intensity, 15 not uncommon for them to exag-
gerate their capabilities. Try firing al point-
blank range.

My goal on the golf links this year was
to hit the ball straight and keep it in play.
Since 1 get out only about twice a week, the
plan was to use fewer clubs beter. To ac-
complish this, [ put my woods in the base-
ment and bought a one iron, which did not
meet with the local pro shop’s approval. 1
began hitting the ball much suraighter. 1
knew | was on the rnight track when, a few
weeks later, I heard Chi Chi Rodriguez ad-
vise an all-iron game for most amateurs.
The problem that remains is that [ have a
tendency to hit the ball fat or thin while on
the goll course. It seems that the constant
adjustment in club lengths is giving me the
most dificulty. At the practice range, I use
asingle club and do quite well. Has anyone
ever tried using identical shaft lengths on
allirons in the set? Assuming I use a four-
iron shaft length, the nine iron should hit
longer and the one iron shorter. The ad-
vantages would be an identical arc and
swing place for each club and an identical
distance of the hands 1o the ball for each
shot. What would be the drawbacks?>—
R. C., Feeding Hills, Massachusetts.

You've hat upon a concept that is now being
implemented by manujacturers such as Tom-
my Armour, whose lalest line of golf equip-
ment should be of interest to you. Armour has

dubbed his 1989 line of golf clubs EQL—for
equal—as every tron is the same length.
While a normal three tron is 37/ inches or
38 inches long, the EQL irons have a 37-inch
shaft all the way through the set. Thus, al-
though yo'll lose o little distance and some-
what reduce the arc of the ball, you should be
able to kil straighter and with a more con-
trolled swing. As the bottom line in golf is be-
ing able to hat straight and keep the ball in
play, you may find that the increased control
of these irons is the answer to your golfing
prayers.

I've just finished six vears of graduate
school, hving in a hovel. Happily, I've
landed my first job and my starting salary
is even larger than 1 thought it would be. ]
have rented a nice apartment, but 1 have
nothing with which to fll it. 1 have heen
old [ have no taste. Should 1 hire a decora-
tor? If so, how do I go about finding one
and how much will it cost?—P. W, Los An-
geles, Califormia.

First of all, they're called designers now,
and yes, you should hive one. The problem is
Sinding the right one. Designer Previews (a
Sform wnth offices in New York, Washinglon,
D.C., Chicago, Los Angeles and San Francis-
co—call 800-367-4816) represents about
300 designers and architects around the
country. For 8100, the firm will put vou in
touch with as many as three designers who
malch your style, budget and personality. If
you're starting from scralch, figure on spend-
ing 510,000 to $15,000 per room. That may
sound high, but when you consider that that
includes every lamp. chair, table, rug, and so
Jorth, it really isw't that expensive. We've seen
our friends make very expensive, very
hideous mistakes when they venture oul into
the scary world of furniture and furnishings.
It’s best to have some help.

Whcnever I have sex, | end up with the
sniffles and sneezes. Am 1 allergic to some-
thing?—D. E, Dallas, Texas.

You may be suffering from something called
honeymoon vhinitis. The same nerves that
leave wake-up calls to your genitals ave on a
party line with the blood vessels in your nose.
When you are avoused, the blood gathers in
your penis and in the ereclile lissue in your
nose. Sexual activity stimulales the mucous
membranes, which can become blocked. This
may be why you pani during sex—vyou are
breathing through your mouth instead of your
nose. When you reach orgasm, the effect is ve-
versed—rthe blood is pumped out of the nasal
area. In some peaple, an orgasm can clear up
congestion—umaking a quickie as effective as
a Comtrex. If the problem is severe, you might
{ry using a prescriplion nasal spray.

Shorl of visiting a doctor, how do | know
if I have contracted a sexually transmitted
disease?—R. E., New York, New York.
Give youwrself a gemital self-examination.
Burroughs Wellcome has sponsoved a G.5.E.
program: You can oblain a free booklet (in
English or Spanish) detailing the symptoms

of STDs by uriting tv G.S.E., PO. Box
4088, Woburn, Massachusetts, 01888-408S.
Heres the short course in short-arm self-in-
spection: “Look over the entire head of the
penis in a clockwise motion. Carvefully look
for any bumps, sores or blisters on the skin.
Sometimes the bumps or blisters may be red;
at other times, they may be light-coloved. They
may even look like pimples. Bumps and blis-
lers sometimes develop into open soves. If you
see anything that resembles a sore, blister or
bump, see your physician. In addition, look
for warts. Gemital warts may look like warts
that you may have seen on other parts of your
body. They may first appear as very small
bumpy spots. Left untreated, they could devel-
op a fleshy cauliflowerlike appearance. Some
warts are hard to detect with the naked eve. 1f
you feel any bumpy growth, no matier how
slight, have it checked by a physician. Once
you've examined the head of the penis, move
down the shaft and look for the same signs or
symptoms. Then go on to the base. At the base,
try to separate your pubic hair with your
fingers so you can get a good look at the skin
underneath. After careful examination there,
move on to the underside of the penis. This
area 1s oflen difficull to see and sometimes
gets overlooked. 1t is very important that you
check this part of your body. You may want to
use a mirror to be sure that you've seen the en-
tire underside. The mirvor may also be help-
ful as you move on to the scrotum. Handling
each lesticle gently, examine the scrotum for
the same signs or symptoms. Also be alert to
any lump, swelling or soreness in the testicle.
Once you've examined your enlire genital
area for redness, sores, bumps and warts, be
aware of these other symploms oflen associat-
ed with sexually transmutted diseases. S.T.D.s
may cause burning or pain when you uri-
nate. Some S.T.D.s cause a drip or discharge
from the penis. The drip may vary in both col

or and consislency; ie., the drip could be
thick and yellow or it could be watery or very
slight. If you notice any of the signs or symp-
toms described—no matter how slight—see
your physician.” Our concern about AIDS
has overshadowed what should be a basic
caution about sexual health. There ave more
than 25 sexually ransmitled diseases that in-
Ject an estimated 13,000,000 Americans a
year. Some of them have very serious conse-
quences (infertility among them). There also
appears to be a link between past exposure lo
S.T.D.s and vulnerability to the AIDS virus:
One theory is that genital lesions offer a por-
tal of entry for the AIDS virus. Public health
starts wnth personal vesponsibility. Check
yourself out.

All reasonable questions—from fashion,
Jood and drink, stereo and sports cars to dating
problems, taste and etiquette—uwill be person-
ally answered if the writer includes a stamped,
self-addressed envelope. Send all letters to The
Playboy Advisor, Playboy, 650 North Lake
Shore Drive, Chicago, [Hlinois 60611
The most  provocative, pertinent queries
will be presented on these pages each month.
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the rehnquist court

couldn’t care less about your right to privacy
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Sometimes we learn from irony. the
incendiary spark of comtrast. Only days
after twanks rolled into Tiananmen
Square, a group ol Chinese patriots
gathered in Washington, D.C., w issue
a declaration ol the principles that
guided their struggle for freedom. Sim-
plv stated: “Every indi-
vidual is born with equal
and inalienable human
rights. The basic nght of
every individual 1s the
right 10 be free, the night
1o plan and live his or her
own life. This nght en-
tails all other rights. in-
cluding the rnights of
speech, press, assembly,
association, religion,
property and privacy. To
secure these rights, indi-
viduals create govern-
ment, 10 which they give
only as much power as is
necessary 1o secure their
rights.”

The anthem of ideals
was identical 1o those em-
braced by our founding
fathers with one excep-
tion: the right o privacy.
Nowhere in the Consuitu-
tion or, for that matter, in
the Bill of Rights is the
word privacy mentioned.
Yet it was considered an
essential freedom 1o the
Chinese commemorating
Tiananmen Square.

Alexander  Hamilton
argued against naming
any freedom in the Con-
stitution and the Bill of
Rights because he feared
that the Government would come 10
view that list as the sum total of protect-
ed rights. Ours would not be, he wrote,
a Constitution obsessed with “the regu-
lation of every species of personal and
private concerns.”

In our most recent history, that omis-
sion may have cost millions of Ameri-
cans their most personal freedom.

When the Supreme Court reconsidered
Roe vs. Wade, it m;m;q,ul 1o do so with
only a passing mention of the right 1o
privacy. Justice Harry Blackmun casti-
gated the majority for maintaining a
"(Icall'cuing silence about the constitu-
tional protections” it would jettison to

satisty the pro-life movement.

The 1973 Roe vs. Wade decision that
gave women the right 10 safe, legal
abortions was one of the last of a series
ol Supreme Court decisions articulat-
ing the nght of privacy as it pertained
to sexual intimacy. The language of the
Court in those decisions was a hymn o
freedom, echoing the sentiments of

Justice Louis Bramlci-&. that the found-
ing fathers sought to “protect Ameri-
cans in their beliefs, their lhnugln-.
their emotions and their sensations.” lo
Brandeis, the right of privacy was es-

sentially the right “to be let alone.”
The sexual revoluuon of the Sixuies
has been traced 1o the

advent ol antibiotics,
birth control and the
Beatles. The major ac-

complishments  of  that
generation, however,
would have been impos-
sible without a series of
Court  decisions  tha
shaped the right to priva
cy. In the Sixues, the
Court struck down ar-
chaic laws that prohibit-
ed the dissemmnanon of
information on  birth
control, the sale of con-
traceptives to singles and,
in a related area, the pos-
session of erotica in the

sanctity of one’s home.
In Baird wvs. Eisenstadi.
the Court elaborated:

“If the right of privacy
means  anything, it is
the right of the individu-
al, married or single, ©
be free from Govern-
mental  intrusion  into
matters so fundamental-
ly affecting a person as
the decision whether o
bear or beget a child.”

In the Roe vs, Wade de-
ciston, Justice  William
Douglas listed some of
the freedoms lett unenu-
merated in the Constitu-
tion: “First is the autonomous control
over the development and expression of
one’s intellect. mterests. tastes and per-
sonality. Second s the freedom of
choice in the basic decisions of one’s hie
respecting marriage, divorce, procre-
ation, contraception and the education
and upbringing of children.™

The 1973 decision balanced the righ
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of an individual 1o procreative choice
against the state’s interest in the fetus as
a form of potenual life. It was a careful
compromise that created a framework
of choice. In the first trimester, a wom-
an had the right to terminate a preg-
nancy after consulting with a physician.
In the second trimester, the state exer-
cised its interest in maternal health by
insisting that the surgery be performed
in a licensed facility In the third
trimester, the state, in order to exercise
an interest in the health of the fetus,
could prohibit abortion—unless the life
of the mother was in jeopardy. The
framework was simple and easily un-
derstood by the 1,589,000 women cach
year who needed safe, legal abortions.

In comrast, the Rehnquist Court
chose 1o ignore the greater issue of pri-
vacy and attacked instead the concept
of a trimester framework. It scoffed
that Roe vs. Wade “sought to balance
once and for all by reterence only to the
calendar the claims of the state to pro-
tect the fetus as a form of human life
against the claims of a woman to decide
for herseif whether or not to abort a
fetus she was carrying.”

Instead of a simple calendar test, the
Court supported a new battery of vi-
ability tests—ultrasound, amniocente-
sis, fetal weight, lung maturity—so that
the right to decide for oneself became
the medical equivalent of an IRS form.
The Court trivialized the right to priva-
cy. What bureaucrats would kill they
first bury in red tape. This is “the coer-
cive and brooding influence of the
state” despised by Justice Blackmun.
The Court simply stated that the state's
interest in potential life is compelling
throughout pregnancy; so there. As
Blackmun noted: “This ‘It-is-so-be-
cause-we-say-so’ jurisprudence consti-
tutes nothing other than an atempted
exercise of brute force; reason, much
less persuasion. has no place.”

In China, when the state declared a
compelling nterest in order, tanks
rolled and the right to privacy died in
the streets. In the US., it died in the
Court. Bill Baird, the birth-control ad-
vocate whose case amplified the
Supreme Courts privacy initiative of
the Sixties, thinks that we need a consti-
wutional amendment  protecting  the
right to privacy. We live in a society
where the President is willing to rewrite
the Constitution to protect a three-col-
ored piece of cloth known as the Hag.
Why not something to protect the indi-
vidual?

With the recent rapid deployment of condom vending machines, there's
a risk that a new generation of creative young males will begin defacing
them—without appreciating the literary history of rubber-machine
graffiti.

The tradition of rubber-machine graffiti began in the Thirties, with the
invasion of condam machines in the men's rooms of gas stations and road-
houses. Because the Federal Government restricted the sale of rubbers for
contraceptive purposes, an official warning was stuck on the machines: For
THE PREVENTION OF DISEASE ONLY.

That warning immediately fell victim ta a low order of groffiti artist.
Within hours of its installation, every machine in every bar or gas-station
men's raom had its sober health message altered—usually with a pock-
etknife—to read: FOR THE EVENT OF EASE ONLY.

The alteration quickly became such a cliché that no authorship was
claimed; the defacement was merely a duty, the satisfactian deriving en-
tirely from having found a machine installed (or refurbished) so recently
that its messoge was still intact.

Very soon thereafter, a somewhat more sophisticated vandal emerged.
He had ot least a rudimentary understanding of the role sex plays in re-
production. He may even have recognized the sociosexual-political impli-
cations of the warning and the fact that it involved an issue state legislators
could not openly address. (Either that or his girlfriend set him straight.)
That fellow’s contribution to rubber-machine graffiti was to scratch out the
ward pisease and above it print BaBiEs! Such was Thirties sex education.

Buses moved pretty fast, and on them were graffiti artists willing to in-
scribe all sorts of low-rent witticisms: ONE SIZE FITS ALL, KEEP OUT OF REACH OF
CHILDREN and FOR INTERNAL UsE ONLY were commonplace. Disposable containers
inspired such lines as NO DEPOSIT. NO RETURN and FEDERAL LAW FORBIDS REUSE.
SAUSAGE WRAPPERS, SHOWER CAP FOR PRICKHEADS, WASTE NOT, WANT NOT, HEAVY-DUTY
INDUSTRIAL MODEL, STEEL-BELTED ALL-WEATHER RADIAL and TESTED TO 1000 ps.1. enjoyed
their periods in vogue. In later years, SPERM-BANK DEPOSIT ENVELOPE became
popular, to which someone might have added, For AFTERHOURS DEPOSIT OF
some other strained effort at sexual humor.

Among such low bids far literary immortality there are, nevertheless, a
few classics that involve good imagery or cleverness or both. These have
traveled across the country, then faded into legend before a member of the
next generation has discovered a surviving specimen and put it back inta
circulation. HEAD GASKET FOR A HOT ROD was popular during my youth, and I'm
beginning to see it again, even though hot rod isn't the popular term it
once was.

My favorite is one that was coined in the Fifties and has a timelessness
and wit that should keep it in circulation farever: boNT BuY THIS GUM: IT TASTES
UKE RUBBER.

Last winter, | saw an instance where the faulty memary banks of some
modern-day graffiti artist caused the breakdown of the folk tradition of
condom-machine joke-spreading. At a diner in sauthern Wisconsin, where |
stopped for lunch, a plagiarist had forgotten just why the joke was so fun-
ny and had transmitted this version: DONT BUY THIS GUM; IT TASTES LIKE SHIT.

Think how you'd feel if you were the man who had invented that joke
some 35 years ago—your one claim to immortality~—and you learned
that same jerk was going around southern Wisconsin, maybe the entire
country, screwing it up.

Fame, as they say, can be fleeting.
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what’s happening in the sexual and social arenas

COMPUTER GAMES

noNotvLe—The birds and  the bees
have a new home—on a computer disk. A
University of Hawant professor developed
sex-education software, called ~The Baby

that instructy
teens on evervthing from sexual relations
and pregnaney to the financial and per-
sonal cosls of having childven. Students
and teachers who tested the software gave
ol a thumbs up.

HABEAS FETUS

JEFFERSON CLUY. MIssot RI—T e their rush
o grant full rights to the unborn, Missou-
1t laswemakers apparvently didw't consider
the problem  of mprisoming  pregnant
and thus wyongfully mcareerat-
g theiy fetuses. The lawyer for a preg-
nant Missourt inmate filed a Federal
lawsuil contending that the defendants
unborn child had been onprisoned svith-
out having been charged with a crime.
Furthermove, the fetus had not been al-
loneed an attorney and had been convicted
andd sentenced swithout due prrocess,

SEX POLL PULLED

wasHiNGION. he — The greal national
wx survey may have heen dealt a death
blow by the House Appropriations Com-
mattee. Cavtng in to pressure from the veli-
gious nght, the committee eliminated the
STLOOOO00 budeeted for the survey and

Game” and “Romance”

anmen

ordeved the Public Health Service not to
conduct vesearch on American sexuality.
Government health officials and private
groupy had hoped that the lavge-scale sur-
vey would update ov supplant the infor
mation published by D Alfred Kinsey in
1948 and 1953 and provide data needed
to combat the spread of AIDS.

A GLIMMER OF HOPE

WASHINGTON. D¢ —The United Stales is
losing the war on drugs on every front,
according to Government stalistics, but a
national survey shows that drug educa-
tion has had resulls. The use of marijua-
na, cocaine and other dlegal drugs has

declined sharply and, although the use of

crack 15 up, experts believe that cvack ad-
diction is not as imposstble to cure as once
thought. Researchers now think that crack
is no moere mirmsically addictive than
uther drugs and that the key to breaking
the crack habit 15 to vemove addicts from
therr envivonment.

SIGN [T AND WEEP

wovston—aA S1.500,000 award was
granted last year to the ex-wife of a
wealthy Texan, the jury having decided
that the prenuptial agreemend between the
hushand and the wife was “unfair” and
that the “intentional imfliction of emotion-
al dotress”™ by the nosband warranted a
lurge settlement. The decision led to a
furry of svmilar suits around the nation.
However, the state appeals court recently
overrtded that decision, stating that o
prenuptial agreement doesw’t have to be
Jair o be valid and thal vecognizing
“emotional distress” i a marriage would
bring fault back to no-faxdt divorce, there-
by “undermining vears of reform.”

AQ-VICE

WASHINGTON, DC— Young males are be-
ing targeted by concerned physicians in
an ad campargn tforming them  that
avoiding pregnancey is their vesponsibility,
too. The United States has the highest
teen-fregnancy rate of any Wesiern in-
dustricdized nation and the physicians be-

lieve that educating the “neglected half of

the problem™ will help reduce the “unac-
ceptable rate.” All major television net-
works and cable systems will air the
commercials.
SPRINGHELD,

nLNows—State  officials

unveled an ad campaign written in
Spanish and English that will attempt to
curtail the growing problem of alcohol
l’ﬂld fh'Ng abuse damong p??’g"(ﬂ” women
i mmpoverished neighborhoods. The ads
warn about the dangers that substance
abuse poses to unborn children.

UNWANTED CHILOREN

NEW OrLEANS—US. and  Czechoslo-
vakian researchers tracked 440 men and
women born in Prague between 1961 and
1963 and found that the children of moth-
ers who wanted abortions but were denied
them had more frustration, job dissatisfac-
tion, conflicts with fellow workers and un-
happier love lives than children whose
mothers welcomed the pregnancies. Un-
wanted children were also more likely to
have been convicted of crimes. The re-
searchers suggest that their study Hlus-
trates the harm that can be dome by
outlawing abortion.

BEAT THE CLOCK

aLsaxy—Women are finally gaining
equal rights (o toilets, As of 1991, New
York and California will require all pub-
lie buildings to have the same number of
and women'’s

toilet  fixtures in men’s

restrooms. A recent Washington  State
study found that men take an avevage of
13 seconds in the bathrvoom, while women
take 79 seconds. Now, at least, women
won't have o waste lime standing m e
for the loo.
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CALLING ALL VETS
The Women in Military Serv-
ice Memorial Foundation needs
vour help. The foundation has
been mandated by Congress to
build the tirst national memorial
in Arlington National Cemetery
to honor women who have served
in the Armed Forces. The names,
service records and photographs
of the 1,600,000 women who have
served or are presently serving
will become part of a permanent
register, which will be located in
the memorial. Since the memori-
al will receive no Government
funds, we are requesting a dona-
tion of $25 to register or sponsor
a woman Service member. It you
know of a woman who served or
1s serving in the military, please
contact Women in Military Serv-
we Memonal, Department 560,
Washington, D.C. 20042-0560,
or call 703-533-1155.
Wilma L. Vaugh, President
Women i Military Service
Memorial Foundation
Brigadier General, US.AE,
Retired
Washington, D.C.

The Vietmam Veterans Reg-
1stry 1s a nonproht organization
established to assist Vietnam vet-
erans in locating the people with
whom they served. The registry
is a free service to all veterans
who place their names on file
with us. It will act as a clearing-
house tor names and addresses;
no data will be given out or sold.
We currently have 25,000 Viet-
nam veterans on hle. We need

vour help o expand this list. I

you wish 1o register or make a
donation, write to Vietnam Vel-
erans Registry, PO. Box 430,
Bridgton, Maine 04009, or call
207-647-8608.
Larry Horn, Founder
Vietnam Veterans Registry
Bridgton, Maine

AN EXERCISE IN
BUREAUCRATIC BULLSHIT
In “Top-Secret Classified for
Your Eves Onmly™ (The Playboy
Forum, September), Playboy mis-
nterprets my reason for with-
drawing the issue of the Naval
Academy’s humor magazine that

FOR THE RECORD

IN THE EYE OF
THE BEHOLDER

the reverend donald wildmon accuses
some of america’s favorite shows
of being shameless trash

What Donald Wildmon says about The Wonder
Years: “[It] boasts twelve-year-old boys cursing,
drinking beer and smoking.”

Emmy nominations for The Wonder Years: 14.

L ]

What Wildmon says about L.A. Law: “L.A. Law
entered the season on NBC with conunued com-
mitment to bringing new profanity and bizarre
sexual content to family-time viewing.”

Emmy nominations for L.A. Law: 17

L ]

What Wildmon says about Cheers: “[One]
episode of NBC's Cheers was a putrid potpourri of
perversion—Dbestiality, child and teen sex, a strip-
per, a stag party, bondage.”

Emmy nominauons for Cheers: 7.

*

What Wildmon says about The Golden Girls:
“NBC'’s The Golden Girls . . . continued its open at-
tack on moral values, marital fidelity, prayer and
respect for the Christian faith.”

Emmy nominations for The Golden Girls: 10.

@

What Wildmon says about thirtysomething:
“[One] episode carried a strong pro-abortion state-
ment and made a crude slap at President Bush.”

Emmy nominations for thirtysomething: 13.

L ]
What Wildmon says about Lonesome Dove: “Too
little dialog was mixed with the hard profaniy. . ..”
Emmy nominations for Lonesome Dove: 18.

parodied Playboy. My objective
was not 1o censor the magazine;
it was o avoid having a magazine
that represents the US. Naval
Academy appear o demean
women. 1 felt that a parody based
on Playboy would be perceived by
some as demeaning 10 women.
That is not in keeping with our
policy nor with the traditions
of the United States Naval
Academy,

Every midshipman who choos-
es 10 attend the Naval Academy
comes o Annapolis with the goal
of becoming an oflwer in the
naval Service. Theirs is an awe-
some responsibility. In these dan-
gerous times, it is clear that many
ol them will be called on 1o de-
fend this country. Some will
make the ulumate sacrifice. |
firmly believe that every mid-
shipman—male and female—
deserves 1o be wreated with
respect and dignity.

A secondary reason for my ac-
tion was 1o provide an object
lesson o the midshipmen. As
officers, they will be charged
with the very dithcult and deli-
cate leadership responsibiliy of
ensuring that the Navy’s policy of
equal opportunity and freedom
from sexual harassment is en-
forced. It is important that they
learn o be sensiuve 1o sexual
stereotyping and sexual harass-
ment, real or perceived,

Censorship was not the issue.
The Naval Academy, as an aca-
demic institution, preserves the
right of individuals 10 engage in
the free expression of ideas. [ am
not so naive as to think 1 could,
in any fashion, control what this
robust group of 4500 of the na-
tuons best and brightest 1s ex-
posed 1o. These very bright
young people know how 1o sep-
arate trash from (ruth and
make arguments for themselves
against printed opinions. My job
is to ensure their deep commit-
ment and sensiivity to the goals
and principles of the US. Navy
and the US. Naval Academy.

V. L. Hill, Jr.
Rear Admral. US. Navy
Supernmtendent, US. Naval
Academy
Oh, lighten up.
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TOBACCO ADS
I was burned up by “Censoring lobac-
co Ads,” by Barry W Lynn (The Playboy
Forum, September). Itis hard 1o believe 1
have a constitutional right to harm others
with a tobacco addiction.
William C. France
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania

I usually agree with vour editorial
viewpoint, but you've gone oo far with
Barry Lynn’s article. Would your reaction
to Mike Synar's proposed legislation be
the same if you didnt profit from
cigarette advertising?®

Marshall E. Deutsch
Sudbury, Massachusetts

The First Amendment is the First

Amendment, whether or not we profit by it.

Lawmakers hike Svnar are urying to
turn their opinion into a dangerous law.
Terry Taylor
Westminster, California

Any legislation that would hinder the
tobacco industry has my support. Anv ac-
tion that may help decrease the number
of people who light up has my approval.

Philip M. White
Flushing, New York

I watched relevision cov-
erage of a Formula 1 race
in Europe recently and 1
was puzzled 10 see black
stripes on the Marlboro-
and Camel-sponsored
cars. The announcer ex-
plained that wbacco ad-
vertismg is banned in
several European coun-
tries. 1 higured that noth-
ing like that could happen
m the US. After reading
Lynns arucle, 1 realize 1
was  mistaken. 1 don't
smoke—and no one in
Washington can convince
me that wbacco advertis-
ing will make me start. I
the boys in the ofhce pass
Synar’s  legislation,  we'll
need some new Senators
and Congressmen.

Justin Osterland
Odessa, Texas

The proposed legislation restricting
tobacco ads reminds me of the ban
placed on advertising cigarettes on televi-
sion and radio. Now that an entire gener-

Thanks toanimal
beabletoprotestZOB

ation has grown up without having seen
the Marlboro Man in motion on the
range, doesn't it seem strange that there
is no appreciable difference in the per-
centage of young smokers then and now?
]. Kenneth Harrer
Detroit, Michigan

Barry Lynn is described as legislative
counsel for the American Civil Liberties
Union. The A.C.L.U. harms itself by tak-
ing on such an unpopular issue.

John H. Mauldin
Pueblo West, Colorado

The A.C.L.U. is not in a popularity con-
test. It frequently takes on unpopular cases
when issues oppose the Constitution.

VOICES FROM THE FRINGE
Animal rights is the liberating cause of
the future. It is unfortunate that Playboy
demeans the movement (The Playboy Fo-
rum, September). It is even more unfor-
tunate for the animals.
Michael Ellis
Los Angeles, California

The quotes in September's “For the
Record” seem 1o be deliberately lifted
out of context to make them seem silly.
Playboy should be on the side of all

underdogs—not just those on two feet.

Animal rights warrants serious coverage.
Gary Calderwell

Rockville, Marvland

The quotes are silly even in context. Ani-

mal rights—at the expense of human

rights—is a serious issue. The above is an

ad for the Foundation for Biomedical Re-

theyll

search, 818 Connectictd Avenue NW,
Swite 303, Washington, D.C. 20006.

LEAVE ME ALONE

I've never known First Amendment
advocates to force anyone to read partic-
ular magazines or watch particular tele-
vision shows.

I've never known pro-choice advocates
to force an anti-abortionist to have an
aboruon.

I've never known drug-legalization ad-
vocates 10 force anyone to take drugs.

I've never known an atheist or an ag-
nostic to tell a Christian that he will go to
hell unless he stops believing in God.

I've never known a progun advocate to
force an antigun advocate 1o own a gun.

But I have known procensorship, pro-
lifers, “Just say no” fanatics, fundamen-
talists and antigun people who think it's
just fine t force their beliefs on me.

John Wilhamson
Dallas, Texas

ENTRAPMENT WARNING

I received a letier from a London firm
that offered 1o sell video tapes depicting
children engaging n sexual activity. 1
threw the letter out. A
short time later, | received
a second leuter. 1 fell prey
to my own curiosity and
made the mistake of order-
ing two video tapes. The
day the tapes were deliv-
ered, US. Posial agents,
Federal marshals and local

b

wihel'S
rtment of Heath H : "
S police suoqped down on
animulresearch has me, searching my house
helped tend our e : ¥
by XByrs. and office and confiscating
dm‘ﬁ};ﬁ.ﬁ:% my car. I am not looking
e for sympathy, for I was
Foundation for N s
Biomestical Research very stupid to have or-

dered the tapes. However,
[ would like to tell vour
readers that they, too,
should beware of entrap-
ment, | would never have
thought of buying that
kind of material if the
Postal Service had not sent me the letters.
In addition, 1 believe that the only mar-
keter of child pornography in this coun-
try is the US. Postal Service. It is
certainly the only source of child por-
nography I've ever seen.
{(Name and address
withheld by request)
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RELIGIOUS

Gore Vidal once said that the Chris-
tians who helped found this country
didnt leave Europe because thev were
being persecuted—they were kicked out
because they were persecuting every-
body else.

I've alwavs dis-
missed that assess- LT YN
ment, but lately, I'm

e

beginning 1o wonder.
There may be no way
to criticize the Rev-
erencds Donald Wild-
mon, Pat Robertson
and Dr. James C. Dob-
son in the context of
the First Amendment
without facing accu- 1L

sations of being “anti- :

BETESTES

gl
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Chnistian.”  In  the

past few months, ATUL L
since 1 wrote several )
articles  about  blue- ALITLITHR
nose bovcotts, I've re- LTt

ceived dozens of letters
and telephone calls;
and what 1s amazing
15 the consistent tone
of the protesters. the
majority of whom seem
to be members of the
same congregation.

A small number of
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the letters are violem,
threatening, profane, ‘i
One guy sent porno- Tistium
graphic pictures with
quotations {rom the T ra
Bible scribbled on T

i
them. Another wrote
that  someday the Ginn
Constitution  would

SLITUT

be abolished and peo-
ple of my kind would
be extermmated. Sull another clipped
my picture out of the paper and super-
imposed horns on my head and the body
of the Devil holding a pitchiork. I've of-
ten feh like writing 1o that guy, telling
him that, contrary to rumor, I do not play
the lottery every week with number 666,

Most of the mail, however, begins, “As
aChristian. I. .. " Asin, "As a Christian,
I am offended by vour remarks” or “As a
Christian, I am appalied by vour lack ol
sensiivity” or “As a Chrisuan, [ prav for

your soul.” The Christian religion—any
religion-—is irrelevant wo the issue, which
is—Ilike it or not—a secular issue. There’s
an adage i our society: Never discuss
religion or politics. But what do vou do
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when vour religion is vour politics®* And
what do the rest ol us doz?

Separation of church and state is part
ol our Constitution for two reasons: to
protect religion from the tvranny of gov-
ernment and 1o protect citizens from the
tvranny ol religion. Interestingly, the
concept 15 partly a Christian one; it has
Biblical precedent in Jesus” words: “Ren-
der therefore umto Caesar the things
which are Caesar’s; and unto God the
things that are God’s.” When the Consti-

AAEARRAY AR
EALgdl
AT LY

HELL HATH NO FURY

tution was written, Baptists. in particular,
pushed for a separavon of church and
state, and who could blame them?
Throughout historyv. governments have
persecuted religions.

The First Amend-
ment, which  unned
worried  Chrisuans
and colonial intellec-
tuals  behind  tree-
dom of expression. 1s
45 words: “Congress
shall make no law ve-
specting an estabhish-
ment of religion, or
prohibiting the free
exerase thereot; or
abridging the free-
dom of speech, or of
the press; or the right
of the people peace-
ably 10 assemble, and
to petition the Gov-
ernment for a redress
of grievances.”

Enlightened words,
but every now and
then. the amendmem
15 threatened by ei-
ther the church or the
state. In recent vears,
s the church tha
has done most of
the threatening—1urv-
g to stnudge the line
hetween what is God's
and what s Caesars,
For some Christians,
there 1s no separation
of faith and citizen-
rv—the church and
the state are one.

In January, the Ari-
zona State Republican
Party passed a resolution declaring the
United Stares o “Christian nation.” lts
dralter, Anneua L. Conanu, is a disciple
ol Pat Robertson and she encourages her
followers 1o support candudates “who he-
lieve in Christian principles.” Meamwhile.
Robertson begs for monev on hus 1V
show by bellowing, “I'm domg something
to get the Gospel ou! I'm doing some-
thing to el the truth across America!”

That “uruth,” however, is seldom abow
Jesus—it's about telling women who've

Wit sty

nitty

il

i3 TR

rntivma Bl

gt

miutaevy




|| /. | . s |

LIKE A CHRISTIAN SCORNED

had abortions that theyv're murderers, or
telling gay men who have AIDS that they
are being punished for immoral behav-
ior, or telling teenagers who look at
Playboy that they will turn into Ted
Bundvs. or telling people that the filming
of The Last Temptation of Christ was
an anu-Christian plot. If Robertson’s
“truth” is accepred in this “Chrisuan na-
tion,” the church and the state will be
locked in a battle from which no one will
emerge unscathed,

I support Robertsons right to spread
his secular-religious Gospel (even though
I think hes abusing his tax-exempt
status). | support the right of American
Nazis o march through Skokie. I sup-
port the right of an ex-K.K.K. wizard o0
run for oflice in Louisiana. And I sup-
port the right of any nut in this land o
burn the American flag. As Justice
William J. Brennan, Jr., wrote, “The Gov-
ernment may not prohibit the expression
of an idea simply because society finds
the idea uself offensive or disagreeable.”

Offensive and disagreeable are pretty
fair adjectives 1o describe what has been
going on in the most recent attempts to
meld church and state. Earlier this year, a
Federally funded art gallery in Washing-
ton, D.C., canceled an exhibit of photos
by the late Robert Mapplethorpe because
some Congressmen deemed the work
“homocrotic” and the gallery didn’t want
to endanger us funding. And Block-
buster Video, the nation’s largest video
chain, refused 1 carry Martin Scorsese’s

artiBle.
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The Last Temptation of Christ in its corpo-
rate-owned stores because the movie vio-
lated the “moral values” not only of its
customers but also of its employees.

What's more offensive and disagree-
able—controversial works by undisputed
artists, or censorship of them?

The most chilling example of recent
censorship is the decision of several ma-
Jor sponsors to blacklist TV shows. Mars,
Inc.—whose products can rot children'’s
teeth—has 50 shows on its list, including
The Golden Girls, Knots Landing and
Nightline. And Exxon Corp.—that
paragon of clean living (except in
Alaska)—has 30 shows on its list, though
it won't reveal the names.

The decision 10 blacklist can't help but
recall McCarthvism. And Christian
groups, led by Wildmon and his Ameri-
can Family Association, have to take
much of the responsibility for this ugly
turn of events. Forty vears ago, the buzz
word was communism; today, it's anti-
family. But isn't screaming “Anufamily”
just a fancy way of promoting homo-
phobia, antifeminism, racism and anu-
Semitism? It's no accident that nearly
every time the Christian banner is waved
over secular issues in this century, it's on
the wrong side—the wrong side of the
Scopes trial, the wrong side of McCarthy-
isin, the wrong side of desegregation.

Please don't tell me that Wildmon and
Robertson are using religion in the same
way the Reverend Marun Luther King,
Jr., did, because if you don't see the dif-
ference between suppressing the work of
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one of America’s foremost film makers
and forcing a racist society 10 allow mil-
lions of its citizens to go to the bathroom
where they please, then I suggest you
read the First Amendment again.

Christian activists have started some-
thing, and it isn't going to end with this
article or with companies’ blacklists or
with the election of Quavle to the Presi-
dency. People who believe in the First
Amendment are responding. Americans
for Constitutional Freedom, 500 Fifth
Avenue, Suite 1406, New York, New York
10110, recently issued a blistering 31-
page footnoted history of Wildmon,
charting his beginnings as a secular ac-
tivist, his rocky alliance with Jerry Fal-
well, his critical involvement with the
Meese Commission on Pornography and
his sobering victories.

It goes far beyond anything I've writ-
ten about Wildmon, for which [ was ac-
cused of ridiculing the Christian faith.
But when Christian leaders join the Re-
publican Party, promote America as a
“Christian nation” and try to make be-
havior thev consider immoral illegal,
theyv've crossed the line from church to
state and can no longer claim status as a
persecuted minority. In a sense, Chris-
tians have no rights as Christians, except
the right 1o worship in peace. But they've
allowed their peace to be shattered by
zealots and money-changers and publici-
ty hounds, and I'm afraid none of us will
have any rest {or a generation.

There can be no freedom of religion
unless there is freedom from religion.

Michael McWilliams is a columnist for
The Detroit News.
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RELIGIOUS SANCTIMONY

DO UNTO THE BIBLE AS YOU WOULD DO UNTO TV

There were more than 3000 of them
in 33 states across the country. They
were the monitors for our souls.

Each night during the spring sweeps
ratings period, they sat in their dens
and living rooms, bathed in the eerie
blue glow of the TV, checking network
programs lor sex, violence, profanity
and "anu-Christian” content.

There’s Dan on Night Court. leering
at Christine and making a crass remark
about “bazoombas.” Check.

And listen to Sam on Cheers, plan-
ning another conquest. Check.

The Equalizer just blew away a low-
life creep. Check.

Midmight Caller, L.A. Law, Knols
Landing, Tour of Duty. Check. Check.
Check. Check.

These were just a few of the shows

deemed unacceptable by Christian
Leaders for Responsible lelevision
(CLeaR-TV), a Wheaton, Ilinois—

based coalition of “more than 1600
Christian leaders, including the heads
of more than 70 denominations.”

CLeaR-TV chairman Billy Melvin
told me that after his “army of volun-
teers” monitored programs from April
27 through May 24, letters were sent to
the sponsors of “objectionable” pro-
grams.

On July 17, Melvin called for a year's
boycott of two major companics that re-
fused 10 stop sponsoring such shows.

“Both [companies] were aware of our
concerns and intentions. We offered
them a list of shows rated according 10
objectionable content, but they decided
to ignore us,” Melvin sawd.

How exactly did CLeaR-TV come up
with its list of objectionable shows? Well,
the volunteer monttors assigned one
poimt for each incidence of sex, profani-
ty, violence or anu-Christian stereotyp-
ing. A certam number ol points—no
one will say how many—resulied in an
over-all rating of “unacceptable.”

Of course, such a raungs method 15
highly subjective. Let's say theres a
scene on thirtysomething in which Hope
slaps Michael during a discussion of
birth comrol. A monitor in Denver
might assign points for sex, profanuy
and wviolence. while a monior 1n
Berwyn, Ilinois, looking at the same
scene might also include a poim for
anti-Christian stereotyping.

And what about the effect on the mon-
nors themselvesz It The Wonder Years
and Midnight Caller arve really flled
with dangerous content, wouldn't this
aftect the lady in San Bernardino who
watches this “trash” night atter mght?

I wanted 1o talk with some of the sol-
diers in CLeaR-TV's army of volun-
teers, to discuss their methods, o see if
a steady diet of car crashes and breast

jokes had melted their brains and

warped their morals. But neither
Melvin nor his associate. veleran cru-
sacer the Reverend Donald Wildmon,

There also are passages on adultery
(Leviticus 18:20), war and mass murder
(Il Kings 10:25) and a surange. dis-
turbing story about a voung girl who
asks her father o “let me alone for two
months, that 1 may go and wander on
the mountains and bewail my virginity,
my friends and 1" ( Judges 11:37).

Both the New and the Old Testament
feature sex as a recurring theme, as in
Matthew 25:1-13, “The Parable of the
Wise and Foolish Virgins,” and The
Song of Selomon, which contains the
line “Your two breasts are like two

* HE BURNED HIS BIBLE BYMISTAKE !

was able or willing to put me in ouch
with any of the monitors.

That’s o bad, because I wanted 1o
suggest that the montors expand their
horizons to include books.

Using the same approach they use in
evaluating TV shows—checking off ev-
erv mention of anything objectionable
without regard o the context in which
it is used—the monnors could probably
find fault with just about anv book.

The Holy Bible, for example. Oh,
sure, by the utle, vou would think thisis
a good book lor the entire family, but a
close examination by the monitors
would reveal a lurid tale of sex, sin and
violence. A few examples:

In the Old Testament, theres a frank
discussion of nuduy (Genesis 3:10), a
graphic description of one brother
murdering another (Genesis 4:8) and a
lurid tale of bigamy (Genesis 4: 19).

fawns, twins of a gazelle, which feed
among the lilies” (4:5).

Perhaps the kinkiest of all s
Deuteronomy 21:10-14, a tale of “female
captives,”

No one under I8 should read the fol-
lowing excerpt: “And vou see among
the captives a beautiful woman, and de-
sire her and would take her for vour
wife, then vou shall bring her home 1o
vour house, and she shall shave her
head and trim her nails.”

Let's face it. that's a lot more graphic
than anything on My Twe Dads.

And to think the ClLeaR-TV mon-
itors ol our souls have spent so much
tme worrying about a few “damns™ wi-
tered on Tour of Duty and some double-
entendre jokes on The Golden Girls.

Richard Roecper is a columnist for the
Chicago Sun-Times,

REPRINTED WITH PERMISSION, Doug Marletie, New York Newsday
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A Manhattan
is more
delicious
with a touch
of Comfort.

Southern Comfort has a distinctive, appealing flavor.
It’s a drink that makes any other drink taste that much better.

Comfort Dry Manhattan: 1% oz. of Southern Comfort. % oz. of Dry Vermouth.
Pour ingredients into glass; stir. Add a twist of lemon.
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Reporter’s Notebook

SEE JANE RUN

hitting the promotional circuit, fonda looks fit. it’s the world that’s shabby

THERE WERE about 250 reporters and pho-
tographers at the Jane Fonda press confer-
ence at the Hotel Nikko in Mexico City to
ask the same questions and get the same
leg shots. Much as 1 admire the way Fon-
da’s smile has stayed in place through fre-
netic appearances in three countries as she
patiently explains her movie's serious mes-
sage, it hits me: I'm oo old for this shit.

The Columbia Pictures caravan is here
to promote Old Gringo—a hlm about a
North American journalist caught in the
fervor of the Mexican Revolution of Pan-
cho Villa 75 years ago. | cut out to make a
foray past the protective skein of the Latin-
American wealthy into realuy.

Following a convoy of white garbage
trucks up the winding outskirts of a huge
shantytown of the sort woefully typical of
the major cities of Brazil, Argentina and
Mexico where Fonda visited, 1 enter that
vast world that knows nothing of the
American Express card.

And, as dusk falls on the garbage dumps
of Santa Fe. a section of Mexico Ciy, where
the twilight stench and smog meld ino a
gray ooze, | ind out what the struggle for
the free world has been all about: who
makes the garbage and who eats it.

The rambling march ol the refuse
trucks up pitted dirt roads ends at the site
of the largest garbage dump I have ever
seen, crawling with people—mostly wom-
en and children from the adjoining shum—
using what the Internatonal Monetary
Fund might celebrate as their own imtia-
tive, picking through the freshest garbage
for home improvement: corrugated un,
resalable cardboard and boules and. af
lucky. the stufl of an evening’s meal.

“Hi, my name is Joaquin. 'm your wait-
er tonight, and our specials are roued or-
ange sections, rancid pork rinds and
green, moldy bread. .. 7

In the car and back to the party. Playboy
has sent e here 1o cover Fonda for a long
piece to run next year, so I stay with the
story—which 1s about what makes Fonda
run. But she’s not easy o keep up with,
The lady, as is well known, works out. Be-
sides keeping to the schedule of carefully
arranged press conferences, this energetic
woman, now past 50, insists on jogging
through the streets, shaking ofl the cau-

tions of people such as the mayor of

Buenos Aires and her movie-company
handlers. Some call her naive.

Jogging with Jane Fonda in the streets of
Brazil, Argentina and Mexico is more than

opinion By ROBERT SCHEER

a study of the resiliency of the internation-
al paparazzi and the efliciency of armed
bodyguards thar anybody worthy of a ran-
som requires. These davs, 10 be in the
streets, even Jogging next o a beautitul
movie star, is to witness the disintegration
of the Latin-American economic miracle.

Remember that miracle? Huge growth
rates sponsored by massive foreign invest-
ment and loans and the flowering of the
outposts of multinational corporations
with multlingual brochures—Japanese.
French, Spanish and English. The problem
is that, while it created enormous islands
of prosperity. it left the vast countryside ex-
ploited or ignored.

And the result has been not only an ac-
cumulation of a foreign debt so massive
that there may never be an escape but also
the displacement of a rural population imo
urban barrios: a rootless, uneducated
peasantry drawn by the images of prosper-
ity on TV, agribusiness displacement, big
crop-investment tactics that result in mas-
sive debt for small farmers, seasonal work-
ers who travel to the city 10 pick up extra
cash after the harvest (and may never
leave) and others attempting 1o gain the
good lite by selling their sisters and rent-
ing babies for the purpose of begging.

The moment of truth, which is now,
when the debts must be paid and capital
lees 1o Zurich and New York, has left a
legacy of class divisions so herce that for
many, crime is the only wav of lile. In
Brazil the favelas of the poor—dank, nar-
row corridors through squattervilles—are
so dangerous that the police will not enter.
Reporters at the Fonda press conference
thought I was crazy 1o go 1o these places,
even in dayhght. When I did so, in the
company of an armed local, he made me
pretend I was a deal’ mue: He told the
tough-looking kids who dogged our foot-
steps that 1 had something 1o do with the
Pope in Rome. It worked, barely.

That was in Sio Paulo, the mdustrial
heart of Brazil, that huge country rich in
virtually every resource. an exporter of
quality cars and computers and the world's
eighth strongest capitalist economy. In Sio

Yaulo, a German tourist slow to hand over
his camera is shot dead at pomm-blank
range by a kid with nothing 10 lose. Five
people have been kidnaped this week
alone—and they were not celebrines. The
guards in the car following Fonda have
submachine guns just like the ones in pill-

hoxes on street corners in the rich neigh-
borhoods.

The rich have even more to protect than
before. They benefited from astronomical
inflation rates and the skimming on all
those foreign loans that now make the ma-
jor countries of Latin America net ex-
porters of capital. The middle class is Fast
disappearing into the vast pyramid base of
the poor.

It all mocks the movie that Fonda is here
1o push. Old Gringo, set in the days of the
Mexican Revolution, recalls the nationalist
struggles of the Latin conunent; but the
Pepsi, IBM and Sonv logos glimpsed at ev-
ery [rn on our morning runs are a re-
minder that independence has been a
chimera. The executives of the multina-
tionals and their allies among the native
rich live surrounded by walls topped by
broken glass—protection against the ever-
present poor so nearby. And itis this bone-
crushing poverty that shows the movie’s
depiction of the revolutionary power of an
aroused peasanury to be anillusion.

Up there in the hills surrounding Rio,
Buenos Aires and Mexico City, glimpsed as
one rounds the corner of a beach casino or
high-rise luxury hotel, are the people who,
as a local hlm crite notes, “can no longer
be called poor, only miserable.” They eat
garbage from the hotel bins, collect paper
and bottles from the beaches o resell and
retreat to cavelike cardboard condos with-
out electricity or water but with lots of ¢chil-
dren, thanks in part to the Catholic
Church’s opposition to birth control.

“Why don’t the photographers take pic-
tures of that*” Fonda wonders aloud. The
answer 1s, iU's old hat. The poor, though
now more numerous, have always been
with us. And the censored press won't pub-
lish unflattering photos. But they fove
American movie stars, and Fonda, at 51, in

jogeingwear or otherwise. retains her

glamourous appeal.

Nowhere is that dearer than in Mexico,
where Columbia Pictures has arranged a
wonderful party at a hacienda twrned
restaurant. Just the sort of hacienda seized
by the peasants back in 1914 and depicted
in Old Gringo. Onlv now 1t is a restaurant
and the hors d'ocuvres are fabulous.

1 don't mean to carp. Columbia Pictures
is doing a good job ol promoting a movie
of limited commercial appeal about the
distances of every kind between the north
and the south of this conunent. Gregory
Peck portrays the writer Ambrose Bierce,
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who—disgusted with his sellout journal-
ism for William Randolph Hearst—de-
cides o die as a hero ol the Mexican
Revolution. In the end, that is arranged.
but, to judge by the real Mexico of today,
very little else of revolutionary scope
seems to have been accomplished.

The party that emerged from the revo-
lution—the PR.I.—is thought to be so cor-
rupt that the home ol one of its most
famous leaders, ex-president Lopez Por-
tillo, 1s a huge, fortfied mansion on top of
a knoll called by the locals “the hill of the
dog.” Lopez, a man 1 used to admire for
his wonderful speeches on the Third
World crisis and the plight of the poor, is
the dog on the hill and his armed guards
poke the barrels of their automatic guns
my camera when I auempt o photograph
the exquisite and massive wrought-iron
gate to his palace.

Maybe Lopez earned every cent honest-
Iy, but how many Mexicans could have
been fed for the price of that gate alone?
And why does a man who wept in his
tarewell address over the plight of the
poor and asked their forgiveness for his
tailure now need o be guarded from their
wrath by so much hrepower? Is it lear of
the bandidos, the young kids from the
shantytowns who now roam the city and its
suburbs, killing for designer sneakers?

And why not? one thinks, after visiting
the quarters of the poor. Why not steal or
traffic in drugs or harvest the forest rather
than pick through garbage or starve?

o

IUs the end of the trip. The gliz and
lights of the press conferences have finally
been overcome, not so much by the normal
grind of a publicity tour as by the enor-
mous distance between our world and the
poverty surrounding it. It makes me want
to chimb on a soapbox, to flail at the obvi-
ous crime of indifference of the rich and o
shout out how inevitable it seems, even to a
visitor, that these high-rise ranchos will
someday be stormed. What clse can bridge
the distance?

While waiting for our connection back
to L.A. in the VIP room at the Mexico City
airport, Fonda and some of the film folks
are talking. What has been seen, what is in
the papers, movie gossip. One local film
guy mentions Colombia, much in the news,
and says, “Our distributor there says the
drug cartel is Colombia. Without drugs,
everyone starves—so how can you stop i?”

Another mentions the forthcoming trips
to the Amazon rain forest by groups in-
cluding Sting and Tom Cruise. “Our guy
in Brazil says s hopeless—people living
there on the margin can't be expected o
do the right thing for the sake of the
world’s environment.”

Fonda, ever naive, smiles brightly and
says, “If the world’s problems flow from
poverty, then the world's rich have 1o erad-
wate poverty”

Naive, huh?
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PLAYBOY’S

FOrRMAL
APPROACH

sexy, savvy mark harmon and the latest looks in dinner jackets

fashion By HOLLIS WAYNE

PHOTOGRAPHY BY TIMOTHY WHITE

coLLEctors oF TrRivia will be imnigued to learn that the wixedo

made its formal debut a hittde over 100 yvears ago at the lTuxedo

Park Club when an adventuresome bon vivant showed up in a

short black worsied jack-
ctinstead of the common
tail coat. This same cre-
ative bold spirit is back in
fashion, and the anony-
mous penguin look has
taken wing as sexy new
stvlings are being worn
by more and more men.
1o illustrate, we asked
Mark Harmon (who was
named People magazine’s
“Sexiest Man Alive™
1956) 1o show oll some of
the Latest stiriking outfus.
Since Harmon has just
co-starred with Elizabeth
Tavlor i NBC's steamy
sizeler  Sweet Bird  of
Youth. we hgured he'd be
in the mood 10 rade his
down-home  duds  for
something a bit more up-
town. As 15 apparent on
these pages, the dinner
jacket 15 no longer limiu-
ed 1o basic black. Subtle
colored stripes and pat-
terns that have been cou-
pled  wih black-saun
Lq}t'l.\ are a smart alter-

native. And when thev're

G

be

combined with bow utes, cummerbunds and braces in rich jewel
tones or subtle patterns. the over-all effect is sharp and original.

A vest or a waistcoat in a rich hue (no bright pinks, please) adds

pizzazz. Your bow tie. by
the way, doesnt have to
be of the same fabric as
vour cummerbund or
vest, but 1t should blend
subtly in color and pai-
tern. (Turn to page 237
for no-fail instruction on
how to tie a bow tic.) The
wing is stull the collar of
choice; however. if vou
opt for a flat collar. be
sure to pick a bow ue
thats  shightly  larger.
Studs  and  cull  links
should be subtle yer ele-
gant. And we're  also
stuck on the stckpin-
in-the-lapel-or-tie  look.
Harmon and wxedos.

Thats real harmony!

Left: Mark Harmon makes
his formal fashion mark in a
wool single-breasted tuxedo
jacket, $1000, six-button vest,
$250, tuxedo pants, $245, for-
mal shirt, $250, and silk
short tie, $70, all by Reporter;
amethyst-and-diamond stick-
pin, from Fred Leighton,
Trump Tower, $240; suede
pumps, from Rick Pallack,
$130; and cotton dress
socks, from Peter Elliot, $18.
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Following the numbers: 1. Silk
Jacquard scarf, from Louis,
Boston, $395. 2. Vermeil antique
Dunhill watch lighter, from Chiu-
Zac Gallery, New York, $1650.
3. Roman-column 18-kt-gold
stud set, by Paul Robilotti, about
$775. 4. Silk brocade self-tie
bow tie, by Savoy, $2750. 5.
Enamel cigarette case, from Clif-
ford Baron, $3500. 6. Silk
Jacquard formal shirt with wing
collar, by Cecilia Metheny, $380.
7. Onyx, yellow-diamond and 18-
kt-gold carved rock-crystal cuff
links, $2200, and studs, $1300,
both from Asprey, New York. 8.
Midnight at the Ritz braces, by
Trafalgar, Ltd., $110. 9. Silk bro-
cade cummerbund, by Howard
Behar, $120. 10. Sapphire-and-
diamond stickpin, from Clifford
Baron, $2750. 11. Cotton Jacquard
formal shirt, by Alfred Dunhill of
London, $110. 12. Silk brocade
bow tie, by Howard Behar, $30.
13. Carved lapis-and-diamond
cuff links and stud set, from Clif-
ford Baron, $1800. 14. White-
gold-and-diamond/ruby/onyx
cuff links in spade, club, heart
and diamond shapes, from
Asprey, $13,500. 15. Hamilton
antigue dress watch with
14-kt-gold case, from Fred
Leighton, Trump Tower, $2700.
16. Diamond-and-platinum oval
cuff-link set, from Clifford Baron,
$4400. 17. Gold-filled antigue
pocket watch and watch chain,
from Sentimento, about $400. 18.
Lapis. malachite and 18-kt-gold
checker-cube pillbox, from As-
prey, $2995. 19. Silk brocade
waistcoat, by Mark Christopher
of Wall Street, $175. Right: Har-
mon in a black wool double-
breasted tuxedo, by Hugo Boss,
about $775; cotton formal shirt,
from Peter EMiot, $135; white
cotton piqué bow tie, by Carrot &
Gibbs, about $33; gold cuff links
and studs with mother-of-pearl
insets and diamond corners, by
ABL Jewelers, $5200 the
set; pearl-and-diamond stick-
pin, from Fred Leighton, Trump
Tower, $850; Irish-linen pocket
square, from Rick Pallack, $10.






Left: More of the Harmon formal
touch—a multicolored silk Jac-
guard shadow-striped tuxedo
jacket with one-button front, sat-
in shawl collar, ventless back
and black double-pleated pants,
by Missoni Uomo, $1295; silk
tuxedo vest with shawl collar
and pearl-button front, $175, and
cotton wing-collared tuxedo
shirt, $115, both from Louis,
Boston; silk bow tie, by Alfred
Dunhill of London, $40; and
Venetian-glass cuff-link-and-
stud set with intaglia engrav-
ings, gold rim and back, by
Elizabeth Locke Jewels, $1125.
Right: Hold the phones; heres
Harmon in a black wool one-but-
ton single-breasted peaked-sat-
in-lapel tuxedo with matching
double-breasted vest and dou-
ble-pleated tuxedo pants with
built-in cummerbund, all by Bill
Kaiserman, $1400; cotton tuxedo
shirt, by Alfred Dupnhill of Lon-
don, $110; silk Jacquard bow tie,
by Savoy, $2750; cabochon-sap-
phire-and-18-kt-gold cuff links,
$1700, and stud set, $1050, both
from Asprey; silk ribbed dress
socks, from Peter Elliot, $45.
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: CAN D lCE BERGEN

a candid conversation with a woman of many parts—actyess, photographer,
writer, off-key singer—about overcoming Jame and wealth m beverly hills

Theres that profile again—those great
cheekbones, the patrician nose, the sparkling
smile. On billboards. At bus stops. In adver
tisements in newspapers and magazines. WHO
SAVS COMEDY 1S NOT PRETTY? runs the ad for
her TV show—uwithout apologies to Steve
Martin, who first made this observation
about comedy. Actually, one of the few things
that Candice Bergen, al 43, has not been is a
wild and crazy guy.

It's wronic that the promotions for the TV
show that has launched Bergen into her lalest
career emphasize the very thing that made
her, and others, distrust hey talent. Can some-
one be too pretiy? She summed it up in her
memotr, “Knock Wood”: “Men seemed lo
want me to be more than I was, and women to
want me to be less.”

Perhaps that’s why Bergen’s vésumé reads
like that of a woman proving something:
model, print and TV journalist, photojour
nalist, political activist, movie star, author
and, most recently, TV star and Ewmmy win-
ner for best lead actress in a comedy series. All
this in addition o her roles as mother and wife.

Candy Bergen is everywhere these days be-
cause of “Murphy Brown,” the often hilari-
ous, sometimes predictable comedy in which she
plays a jouwrnalist on a TV news magazine.

For a pioneer Beverly Hills brat, it has
been a strange, circuilous journey back to
Hollywood. Bergen was born in the cradle of

“Patrician is a word wsed about me. But, |
mean, I'm the daughter of a Swedish ven-
triloquist! Oh, well, the way people view me, 1
thank, has changed dramatically with “Mur
phy Brown.” People see how silly I am.”

show business, recetving her earliest notices
as the first veal cluld of fabulousty popular
ventriloquist Edgar Bergen—his other child
being the dummy, Charlie McCarthy. (Her
brother Kris was born when she was 13.)

Bergen married Frances Westerman, Can-
dices mother, 20 years his junior, when she
was 20. She was a model, the Chesterfield
girl. Thewr daughter, Candy, had a charmed
childhood—growing up on the laps of fanuly
[riends who included the Jimmy Stewarls, the
Charlton Hestons, even the Ronald Reagans.
Her childhood girlfriends included Liza
Mmnnelli and Mia Farrow Some afternoons
were spent viding the working miniature
steam tramm in Uncle Wall (Disney’s) back
yard. And at Christmas, Santa Claus showed
up and looked a lot like David Niven. At the
Jamily’s parties, Fred Astaive danced and Rex
Harrison sang

Growing up in Hollywood was life in the
fastest of lanes—and Bergen found herself
overwhelmed by it as she became a teenager.
To get away from Beverly Fills and all that
glitteved, at 14, she asked to be sent abroad—
to a Swiss boarding school. She was ordered
home again at I3 when her parenls discoo-
ered that while in Switzerland, she had
bleached her hair, started smoking and was
drinking bloody marys.

At I8, she enrolled in the University of
Pennsylvania—nmostly because three fourths

“When you're younger, you're a prisoner of
heat. You act on impulses. And in a way, 1
think s too bad. In every relationship, you
give part of yowrself away. | would like to
have dated fewer men.”

of the student population was male. She mod-
eled on the side. In 1964, she was the Tawny
Girl for Revion. Her perfect teeth and sap-
phire exes graced covers of magazines such as
Vogue and McCalls.

She was kicked out of college after flunking
opera and art and, al 19, was casi i her first
film, “The Group,” in which she played a les-
bian from Vassar and earned her first terrible
reviews. She wrote about the making of the
movie for Esquire and showed a stronger tal-
ent for journalism—and self-deprecation—
than for acting

Inspived by legends such as Dovothea
Lange and Margarel Bourke-White and en-
couraged by her friend pholographer Mary
Ellen Mark, Bergen worked as a photojour-
nalist and then as a writer, contributing to
magazines including Playboy. She worked as
a TV journalist on “AM America” and “To-
day” and even turned down an offer to be
a correspondent on “60 Mimutes.” Her mag-
azine arlicles—about Charlie Chaplin, a
Masai wilch doctor, Jane Goodall and Oscar
Levant—uwere well written, bul theve was the
suspicion, which came with being Candice
Bergen, that the work was a ghostwriler’.
That, in part, challenged her to write—
by herself—"Knock Wood”™ at 40, published
in 1984. It recetved highly respectful reviews
for its candor, humor and style.

Since “The Group,” Bergen has acled in

“My father made me suspicious of beauty. He
sard all the beantiful women he knew ended
up committing suicide or being failures as
human beings. He said I should always cullr-
vate everything in spile of it.”
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move than 20 movies—from “The Sand Peb-
bles” with Steve McQueen. to  Claude
Lelowehs “Live for Life” to her small part (as
a photographer) in “Gandh.” Her best dra-
matic performance was undoubtedly in Mike
Nichols' 1971 “Carnal Knowledge,” but that
was an exceplion for her in those days. Re-
views  for the most parl were scathing
(Pauline Kael wrote: “Heyg only flair s i hey
nostrils.”)

Then she was encouraged lo do what she
had loxg isisted was in hev genes: comedy.
In “Starting Over” with Burt Reynolds and
Jill Clayburgh. she fivst showed the world how
badly a girl can sing—"like Ethel Merman
after periodontal surgery.” as one writey de-
scribed . She recetved an Academy Award
nomination and then followed it wfy with her
comic role in “Rich and Feamous,” with
Jacqueline Bisset, which was also praised.

Her personal life was as dramatic as her
career. She had adventures with drugs, Siv-
ties and post-Sixties politics ( from hanging
out with the late Huey Newton and Abbie
Hoffman 1o campaigning  for  Georee
McGovern) and other political caunses. She
awas Rolfed, went through group thevapy, was
arvested in an antiwar sit-in. She had rela-
tiomships with rvadicals and  rovally, with
movie stars and polilicians.

In 1980, she married Lows Malle. Malle,
divector of “Pretty Baly,” “My Dinner with
Andre,” “Atlantic City™ and other acclaimed
mouvies, travels between their Tromes in New
York, France and Los Angeles. Although she
said that she probably had the maternal m-
stincts of a camtaloupe. she 1s now the doting
mothey of Chloe, four: She also spends as
much time as possible wnth Malles two other
children.

To interview Besgen—herself a journalist
who now plays a journalist—we senl jowr-
nalist and Contributing Editor David Sheff (o
meel her i New York and Paris. His report:

“In New York, owr first sessions were at her
two-story penthouse apartment overlooking
Cenival Park West. The place 1s comfortable,
decorated with mementos of her travels to In-
dia, Africa, the Orient.

“Bergen wove assorted  diamonds  and
hoops i her double-pierced cars, a silver
bracelet and watch, and she made the coffee
herself” (she drank a wixture of cranberry
quice and Perrier). Once we wlaxed and
started talling, she appearved morve delicate
than she does on seveen. It's by now a cliché,
but her wide smile does sometimes distract
Jrom an tmpressive command of language,
rare tn movie stars. Her wil is qrack and often
bewedy. When I jumped too quickly in an early
session to the subject of some of her juicier ex-
ploits, she zapped me. "OK, but 15 like a guy
trying to cop a Jeel. I mean, “Yeah, but can we
have dinner firsi?”" She had plenty of New
York stories. She was vecently hit by a flower
truck (“They never even sent flowers”); she
gave a homeless person 50 cenls and he
screeched, Youwre Candice Bergen! You're
worth more than that!”” He chased her down
the street.

“In Paris, 1 met her in the lounge of the
Hotel de Crillon near the apartment she

shares with Louis Malle. She had just come
from the Louvre (her mother was in town)
and it was one of those sullry Parisian sum-
mer days. She was wearing a baseball cap
and her white T-shart stuck to her. She was wi-
terly diffevent from the pevson I had met in
New York—far less formal, more bubbly.

“Candice had had quite a week. No
stranger to the glamour set—she has been in-
vited to everything, even Traman Capote’s
Jfamed black-and-white ball in 1966 —she
had attended a party that impressed even her.
1t was the centennial celebration of the Eiffel
Tower. In her box were the mayor of Pavis,
Jacques Chivae, Ronald and Nancy Reagan,
Baron and Baroness Guy de Rothschild and
Malcolm Forbes. She was particularvly happy
al sitting near some visibly nevvous Parisian
descendants of the Bourbon yoval family,
while thousands aof choreographed torch-bear-
ing dancers marched toward them, chanting,
‘Liberté! Liberte! Liberté!”

“Bul our mlerview began in a hwmbler set-
ting and on a quieter note.”

PLAYBOY: Isn't a TV sitcom an unlikely
place tor Candice Bergen to have landed-

BERGEN: [ never thought 1 would be doing
a sitcom. 1 even have trouble saving .

“I was percerved
as—demure. |
don’t think the people
at the network
thought I could
do raunchy.”

PLAYBOY: Did vou share the iilm commumi-
s widely held auitude that TV is the
lowlier, crasser medium?

BERGEN: Definitely. 1 never even watched
TV But now there are all kinds of people
in movies and theater who vou would nev-
¢r think would admit they watch television
who are lans of the show.

PLAYBOY: What made vou cross the line?
BERGEN: For me, in so many ways, this role
is the answer 1o evervihing [ want o do. 1
knew as soon as [ read the script of the pi-
lot. And the show just sparkles at s best. 1
love not just that Murphy is at the top of
her profession but that she is, in a very re-
alistic way, paving the price for it. 1 know
many journalists, including television jour-
malists, and T don’t know any women n
that positon who haven't paid a very high
price. Of course, were doing a halt-hour
comedy, so the desperation is only hinted
at, but it 1s noteworthy that the most mean-
inglul relationship in Murphy Brown’s life
1s with her house painter. The only com-
plamt I've heard from a lot of women is
that Murphy’s life is not desperate enough.
The women who really do what she does

are so despondent that the landscape of

their personal lives s so bleak. Murphy can
hardly have a dae.

PLAYBOY: Does it bother you that Murphy's
wit—olften at the expense of men—caters
1o the stercotype of successiul women as
bitches and ball-busters?

BERGEN: | don't see her hke that. 1 just sce
her as [ast and funous and funny. She's the
funniest when she’s looking foolish. bounc-
g ofl” walls, or when she breaks into one
ol her songs. Humiliating yoursell is risky
PLAYBOY: Has the character mfiltrated vour
personahity?

BERGEN: Yeuh, 1 suppose it's brought back
some ol the bravado that I abandoned.
Basically, I'm a rather unassuming, quiet
person unless 1 get with people I'm com-
fortable  with—then I launch into mv
Shriner mode. All n all, when vou're a
grownup. vou don’t get 1o yell and scream
and sing like an asshole—it's great 1o get 10
do that. I used to be an incredible smartass
and 1 sort of willed mvself 10 stop doing
that as much as 1 could. I wasn't as good at
it as Murphy is.

PLAYBOY: Murphy Brown practices some
prewy tough journalism. Do you believe
that a woman m big-ume TV journalism
has to be as tough as Murphy?

BERGEN: I've met some women who make
Murphy look like a cream puft, frankly. 1
wouldn't want to mention any names, bu,
veah, I think TV journalism 1s still a man’s
profession. That’s whar most of the women
in it claim, notable exceptions to the con-
trary. It requires dedication and talent but
also exceptional toughness.

PLAYBOY: So TV news is not the place for
nice people?

BERGEN: T'here are exceptions. But having
a strong, distinctive stvle is a liability. 1
think it was a liability for Linda Ellerbee,
for instance, who is much more a proto-
type for Murphy than almost anyone.
PLAYBOY: Why?

BERGEN: Because for a woman, it's so tough
already. And almost impossible il you have
a strong personality, if you don’t play by the
rules. Murphy was able not o plav by the
rules because she played so well. And that
became her sort of stock in trade, as it did
for Ellerbee. But by and large. I think that
for a woman to really get to a position that
is almost equal 1o men's, there is one way o
be. And, by the way, there are not many
men of that stature who dont play by the
rules. You don’t see any renegades doing
the news. It's the most homogenized
bunch. And local news? Forger u! I'd kill
mysell if 1 had to go out with a guy who did
that to his hair. It must take some of those
guys days. Do they sleep with it Iike thai? Is
it iberglass? Give me a break.

PLAYBOY: What does fiberglass hair mean=
BERGEN: lhey're all clones, for Christs
sake. So its not only women. | mean. yvou
don’t think Mike Wallace doesn't dye his
hair? When | visited CBS News with Diane
Sawver, behind Dan Rather’s desk there
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was a huge can of hair spray. | don't know
if 1t was his, because he has that sort of
well-mannered hair, but, I mean, just go
through what Rather goes through: the
question of whether or not 1o wear a wool
vest to solten his image. | remember him
wearing that stupid vest in July. Now. mind
you, 1 watch Dan Rather. He's my news-
man ol choice. But the ratings are on every
one of their desks the first thing every
morning. What happened 1w that “Cour-
age” sign-off that he tried for however
many mights? It was supposed o be this
daring, distincuive way of signing off at the
end of the news: “Courage.” It got such
flak that he was immediately back to, you
know, “This is Dan Rather. Good night.”
It's hair spray. vests and ratings, not indi-
viduality. It's not like the women are a Hock
of sheep and the guys are these mavericks.
The guys are sillier than the women most
of the ime. Half of the correspondents dye
their hair and have gotien face lifts. It's
part of the inherent competitiveness.
PLAYBOY: Can you cite exceptions?

BERGEN: Once in a while, a fluke happens.
Thats what happened in Ellerbee’s case.
I'm also crazy about Diane Sawver. | just
think she’s a woman ol real intelligence
and a woman of reallv great caring and
honor. And I'm crazy about Ted Koppel.
I'm a total Koppel loyalist. He's unpreten-
tious and vou feel that he's totally his own
person. His hair does that because it has
no other choice and he dresses that way be-
cause he really cant wear those other
things—he would look stupid in Armani.
Although he does conform visually to the
network rules, it so happens that there’s no
better television journalist around.
PLAYBOY: Speaking of attention to good
looks, the promo for Murphy Brown—
“Who says comedy 15 not pretty?"—is ev-
erywhere. Does the attention to your looks
embarrass you?

BERGEN: You really don’t see what people
are lussing about. At least. I never did. All
you get is the jet stream, but vou don’t un-
derstand why There's a huge reaction and
it 1s overwhelming at tmes. You don't do
anything to earn it or 10 justify it.

PLAYBOY: You arent going to get much sym-
pathy about how difficult it is.

BERGEN: Wcll, my father made me suspi-
cious of it, just by making me aware of the
pitfalls. He said all the beautiful women he
knew were unhappy. In fact, he went fur-
ther than that. He said all the beautiful
women he knew ended up committing sui-
cide or being miserable, being failures as
human beings. So he said I should always
cultivate everything in spite of it

PLAYBOY: What's the difference between
you and the way you're perceived?
BERGEN: Well, it's hard 10 break away from
that image from twenty vears ago, but I
don’t think I present myself any longer as a
Scandinavian snow queen. Some of 1t was
unconscions—my looks were intmidating
o people—but also I was so intimidated by
people that 1 really used that facade as a
defense. It’s not behavior I'm proud of. 1

don't take any pride in fending people off,
and I don't do it anymore. I do lose my pa-
tience with people and I wake on this aui-
tude and 1 just hate it when I do that.
PLAYBOY: What brings vou to that point?
BERGEN: | am always getting into hghts at
the supermarket, because the check-out
clerks can be so rude that 1 get really rude
back. I always have Chloe in a Snugli and
here 1 am, being the devoted mom, and |
have 1o take shit from these check-out
clerks. “Come on, I'm just here, vou know,
buving diapers and formula, trving to get
home with the stuff, and can't you just say
please and act like human beings?™ Then
they call, hke, the manager of the mar-
ket—"We got somebodv with atutude
here,” And 1 say, “Are vou msane? Don't
you understand? I'm, like, famous for man-
ners. If you could just say good morn-
ing. . . " | just dont need this. Consumer
crisis. I don't have tume for that kind of
thing. My time is reallv valuable. 1 don't
have ume for parties anvmore. I don't have
tume for conversation with people who
don’'t mean anything to me. I just won't do
it anymore. | have plenty of time to sit with
Chloc and watch Sesame Street and Fraggle
Rock—or 1o be in France with Louis and
Chloe and garden and make dinner. Any-
way, | think that image is why people didn't
believe 1 could do comedy. Because of my
persona. I suppose I was alool.

PLAYBOY: The word patrician has been
used a lot.

BERGEN: Patrician s used a lot. But [ mean,
I'm the daughter of a Swedish ventrilo-
quist! Oh, well, the way people view me, 1
think, has changed dramatically with Mur-
phy Brown. People see how silly 1 am.
PLAYBOY: Yel even when vou decided you
wanted the role, the show's creators had
doubts about casting vou, didn’t they?
BERGEN: The people at the network had
their doubts, which stunned me. I thought
they would be so thrilled. [Laughs] It was
quite a humbling experience.

PLAYBOY: Were they doubtful that you
could do comedy?

BERGEN: They questioned whether I could
play  Murphy's toughness and her dy-
namism. [ was perceived as—demure. |
don't think they thought I could do
raunchy. I read for them. It was dreadful. 1
was vaguely resentful that I had w read for
them in the first place and it was a terrible
reading. I was very stifl.

PLAYBOY: One executive said “abysmal.”
BERGEN: Quite aptly. It was sort of a rocky
start. But Diane English, the producer,
convinced them. By then, I really wanted
it. It was my dream, When 1 would do Sat-
urday Night Live, | was always envious of
the regulars on the show, because they had
a chance 0 do ensemble comedy week in
and week out.

PLAYBOY: Do you improvise on the set of
Murphy Brown?

BERGEN: We rarely change a comma. We're
so respectful of what is written. 1 dom’t
think I've asked for changes more than
twice. Once there was a joke about
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spimning a hamster to death. I'm an ani-
mal-rights person. [ just couldnt say, ~I
spun a hamster 1o death.”

PLAYBOY: 50 the Murphy Brown we see is
created somewhat in your image.

BERGEN: Yeah. but theres a lot about her
that’s different. I envy some of it. I love her

directness. I'm always somewhat in awe of

people who are indifferent about what oth-
er people think. I've never been single-
minded about a career. I've never had the
kind of self-conhidence Murphy has. She’s
a great force 10 be around, because she's
very liberating. 1 would probably have
done what Murphy does, only I didn't have
her stuff. I certainly dabbled at it
PLAYBOY: What stopped vou Lrom being Di-
ane Sawver or Linda Ellerbee?

BERGEN: 1 wasnt gifted with the kind of

self-confidence that it takes. Also, 1
couldn’t have asked the tough questions.

PLAYBOY: You've been a journalist in real
life. vou plav a journalist on TV and you've
been interviewed by a lot of journalists. s
it beuer 1o ask the questions or be asked?

BERGEN: Much better 1o ask. 1 had the
greatest sell-respect when 1 worked as a

Journalist. I loved that people perceved

me as | was instead of as 1 appeared. |
stopped being Edgar’s daughter. T was lis-
tening to them. 1 loved focusing on them. It
was a total relief. I disappeared.

pLaYBOY: What about when you're asked
the wugh questions—are vou more recep-
tive since vou've been on the other side?
BERGEN: I suppose, but I'm always amazed
at people’s ability to ask certain things. I'm
really appalled by some ol it—by the jour-
nalists who buttonhole the bereaved. “How
do vou feel about your sons being splat-
tered against the wall?” I would never go
that far. I wouldnt be able w take the
photographs the great photographers take
il it meant intruding on someone’s grief.
PLAYBOY: As an interviewee, how bad do
the questions get?

BERGEN: From “Did vou have an affair with
so-and-so?” 1o questions worded 1o be in-
sulting by virtue of insinuation: “*Miss
Bergen, in the past, you've had many ap-
palling reviews—actually, some ol the
sleaziest, most degrading reviews of any
actress in history. How do vou feel about
that=" I teel hike saving, “Go stuftu.”

My main complint is that there are just
some things 1 don't think we need 10 hear.
1 went to the gynecologist in New York—I
can say it now since 1 was in the New York
Post, thank vou very much. 1 don't like go-
ing to the gynecologist. In fact, T put n off
tor a couple of years, which you're not sup-
posed to do, because I'm not really thrilled
to sort of jump into the old stirrups. if you
know what I mean. And 1 hnally went and
my reward was that, the next day, in the
Post. it sard that [ was seen coming out of
my gynecologist's ofhce and 1t speculated
that I might be pregnant, which T wasnt,
and [ thought, | don't need this shit.
PLAYBOY: Can vou complain, after being on
the other side of the tape recorder?
BERGEN: | did my share ol trashing people,

God knows, because it's really ough 1o do
an interesting story without it. Bun 1 think
there are plenty of stories to write that are
moving and that have lots of heart and that
are sort of profiles in courage. I would
much rather write those. [ don't teel good
about trashing people. [ don't like gossip-
g about people. Socially, I'm very dis-
creet. Geraldo and that kind of journalism
represent something bigger—at's sort of
cannibalizing people’s private lives and its
really out of line. I don't think that people
have a right 1o know bevond a certain line.
There’s something dangerous  about
where journalism has gone. something
very unhealthy and destructuve abourt i
People have become expendable. It's a psy-
chic violence and it can’t be condoned. In-
stead, it's being fueled. What about the
children who sufler in the press® Chil-
drens lives are destroyed because ol i
The little bov with AIDS in Florida? What
happens to him? The public appetite is so
greedy and the press appetite o feed s
so greedy and so insensitive. | hate the way
the press behaves. Theyv're ke sharks in a
feeding frenzyv. You know. the camera crew
at the door of the widowed wile. “How
does it feel=” It's turning us into ghouls.
PLAYBOY: Back 1o vour journalism career.
You said you didn't have the discipline it
takes. Do vou know why?
BERGEN: | think a lot of it had 10 do with
growing up in Beverly Hills.
PLAYBOY: Ah. The dreaded Haky-spoiled-
rich-girl svndrome.
BERGEN: I don't think the environment of
Southern California forges strong. disci-
plined munds. 1 think if I'd grown up on
the East Coast, 1 would have been much
more serious. The fact that there was so
much available to me—and I didn’t have o
do anvihing 10 get it—ended up being a
wemendous handicap. It's hard to plead a
case. but [ didn’t have o learn what T was
doing. 1 was handed co-starring paris. At
nincteen, I Hunked out of college. 1 was
given parts in The Group and The Sand
Pebbles as rewards for Nunking opera and
art.
PLAYBOY: So vou might have become an op-
eri singer.
BERGEN: | had ambitions 1o be a photojour-
nalist. It was something [ loved doing. It
gave me a real sense ol excitement and a
sense of accomphshment. T loved being
able 1o indulge my curiosiy.
PLAYBOY: When they kicked vou o of
school, was it a shock?
BERGEN: 1 was thunderstruck. T couldn’
believe it. That was in Philadelphia. In Los
Angeles, I would have been made dean.
PLAYBOY: Did vou re-evaluate voursell ?
BERGEN: There wasn't much time, because
I was starting this role in The Group.
There was never any self-evaluation until 1
was thirty. I kept moving.
PLAYBOY: Why were vou moving?
BERGEN: | was moving because 1 really
couldn’e siv still with mysell. T didnt like
coming up against myself, because I didn
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know if there were anvbody in there.
pLaveoy: What changed?

BERGEN: You cventually have to lace facts. |
was getting parts and getting tervible re-
views. It became unconscionable on every
level. Then | started becoming at least
somewhat disciplined. Writing my book,

Knock Wood, was a
key step. It was just a
hateful experience.
And there was this
sense of the arro-
gance of writing a
memoir at that age.
It was so unpalat-
able and so unac-
{.‘{'pmhh‘ to me that 1
had 10 make it self-
eflacive. The hard-
est part was being
completely honest.
pLavBoY: Why did
you undertake a
memoir when  you
were only forty?
BERGEN: The su-
perhaal reason was
o prove o people
that I was more than
they thought I was.
I'd written arucles
and nobody ever be-
lieved I wrote them.
It was so insulting.
The ultimate rea-
son, though, was
that the book was
my last grasp at
pulling it together.
It was my emotional
homework. It was
my last resort at re-
ordering my priori
ties. I was very
embarrassed by
what I'd done with
all I'd been given.
The book was tak
ing imventory—the
way  someone  al
ALA. writes a sclf-in-
ventory.
PLAYBOY: What
kinds of issues were
sorted out i the
process ol writing?
BERGEN: It is what
helped me come o
grips with the death
ol my Faher. T just
couldn’t deal with .
I had kept it at arm'’s
length. And 1
helped me deal with

the choices of relationships that I'd made.
PLAYBOY: What did you discover?

BERGEN: They were more [Hambovant,
more glamourous, better reading than
other women’s bad choices, but they were
no worse than the choices ol any other

woman in that period.

PLAYBOY: What conclusions did you draw?

BERGEN: I knew I'd spent those years and |
couldn't allford o make any more bad
choices. 1 knew that 1 wanted a family. 1
wanted substance. 1 wanted roots. And |
don’t think it’s any accident that | am one
ol the few happy people | know who do
what I do. I worked really hard at .

met virtually everyone. It wasn't as ot 1'd
been short-changed and hadn't had op-
tions. | met virtually every variant of guy,
from Laun-American guernilla o Saudi
sheik. 1 never met one who 1 knew would

go the distance.

PLAYBOY: Until Louis Malle. When you met
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PLAYBOY: You wouldn't have been able 1o
sav that ten years ago?

BERGEN: I've now been married for almost
nine years, | was hike a lot of people T knew
who didn’t think they were able 1o sustain a
long-term relationship. 1 didnt think |
would meet anyone [ would want 1o sustain
a long-term relationship with. And [ really

ploitation?

him, were vou fa-
miliar  with  his
hlms?

BERGEN: Some of his
mMovies were—are—
among my favorites,
like Murmur of the
Heart, which 1hey

Just re-released.

PLAYBOY: ‘That 1s
pretty autobio-
graphical, isn't n?
BERGEN: Most of his
work 15 autobio-
graphical in some
sense. Murmur of the
Heart 15 autobio-
graphical up w the
pomt ol ncest
Louis had a heart
murmur  and las
mother ook him 1o
a spa for treatment.
He was really pulled
ofl’ a whore at the
worst moment  his
first ume out, just
like the little boy n
the hlm. I love all
his lms. My Dinner
wnth  Andre, The
Lovers, which [ saw
when I was m col-
lege. I'll never forget
secing the very
scandalous scene
when Jeanne Mo-
reau is lying on top
of him either in bed
or n the bath and
then she shdes out of
the frame. Wiheres
she gomg? At the
time, 1 think there
was some sort of
court case m Ameri-
ca over whether u
could be released or
not. And there was a
court case concern-
ing Pretty Baby.
PLAYBOY: In which
Brooke Shields
played a child pros-
titute at only twelve
vears old. Do you
think that was ex-

BERGEN: You'd have 1o review that with
Louis. I didn’t like it as much as some of Ins
other iilms, but I thought it was a real feast

on a certain level.

PLAYBOY: Malle happens to be a very suc-
cessful French film maker. Could Mr. Right
have been a Sherman Oaks accountant?



BERGEN: Well, vou know. there does have to
be some kind of shared experience or at
least enough difterence of experience 10
make 11 work.

PLAYBOY: A lot of women probably dont
wani to hear that # ok finding Mr. Right
to make vour hile complete.

BERGEN: W hat can | tell vou? | really resemt
being conflined politically as 1o what has
made me happy: 1 just find 1t unacceptable.
Finding me was also what it ook to make
my husband happy. It just happens that
I'm a wonuam and it's politically unfashion-
able for me 10 admit that the two happiest
days ol mv lile were the day I got marvied
and the day that Chloe was born. They
were the purest joy and deepest sense of
contentment that I have ever known. And
since, in the years
following, with
Chloe. TI've never
known anvihing like
it. Murphy has no
tamily. There's a re-
ality o her lite that
women can't gnore.
I was almost her. 1
dont know that 1
could have plaved
this part if I weren't
married and didn’
have a chuld. It
would have been o
pamfiul for me. Be-
cause lor me, my
family s whan has
grounded my life. It
happens 10 be tha
I'm saving this as a
woman, but my hus-

band has said the 5
same  thing.  We 2
found each other, 2

=

both of us, at a point

where  we  really rd
saved each other .
from hves that were
unfulhlhng.

PLAYBOY: Is this un-
expecied for vou?
BERGEN: | always
knew that this was
what I wanted. | re-
member now that |
showed Suow White
lor my twenty-hirst-birchday party. Its sort
of a telling choice. Even then, what mart-
tered 1o me was that someday my prince
would come. Now, 1 happen 1o be happily
married lor nine vears, so it may not have
served me so badly. But for women ol my
generation, it was all about the guy on the
white horse. It tes up alot ol tine,
PLAYBOY: But it scems as il vou fought it
tooth and nal.

BERGEN: | got caught up in the politics and
the Zeitgeast of the Sixties and Seventies as
much as anyone. 1 was icredibly vehe-
ment about not wanting to get married
and not wanting 1o have a family. but,
trankly. I was sellimg mysell a bill ol goods
that [ really didn’t want to buy. My life was

shaped by those Fifties black-and-whne sit-
coms. | loved Harriet Nelson and June
Cleaver. That's the kind of mom that 1 was
conditioned to be. But I also loved Brenda
Starr. I wanted 10 be what the guys were.
As I grew up. | didnt have any women
friends. All mv friends were guvs and they
were guys who were very powerful and
very accomplished. It was a contusing mix.
So it may be unfashionable and it may be
unpolitical, but there's a reality ol women's
lives out there. At least mine. I really lived

my life like a man. [ was part of a world of

women who considered women the weaker
sex and 1 wanted 10 distance myselt from
them as much as possible.

pLAYBOY: Why did vou idenufy more
strongly with the men around vou and not

succumb o the Harriet Nelson wile-and-
mother role?
BERGEN: My lather had the attitude, “Don’t

get married oo young, don't e yoursell

down.” I'm sure that had a lot to do with it
But more, 1 perceived in women the desire
to do little more than shop and have lunch.
1 didnt want 10 have anything o do with
that. The women around me were not
women who were accomplishing anything
of substance or who were saving anvthing
of signilicance. The men were; so it was my
lantasy o have a hife that was somehow a
life with a man’s options.

PLAYBOY: You seein to have gotien both.
BERGEN: In a roundabout wav | agonized
about the decisions as they were happen-

ing. but when 1 look back on my life, 1 had
adventures that 1 can't even believe. They
make great bedume stories tor Chloe.
pLaYBoY: Would vou tell her that after
those adventures, vou were content 1o be a
wile and mother?

BERGEN: While I loved being home and not
working. 1 think myv husband was right
when he said it was making me craner
than I realized. I'd worked at something
since | was fourteen or hiteen vears old. It
wasn't backbreaking labor, but | had sup-
ported myself’ from an early age, I'd al-
ways been doing something. Then [ was at
home with Chloe and, you know, 1 was ex-
hausted and 1 had help, but the amount of
tine 1t tikes to become imvisible 1s breath-
taking. 1 mean. people just peel off. T was
experiencing i as
Candice Bergen and
thinking, What is n
like if vou don’t have
some celebrity and
you go to these gath-
erings and voure
not doing anything
other than rising a
child? Even some of
the women would
get this expression
on their laces and
flee—all except lor
other  parems. We
would, like, huddle
1 a cormner.

So it was really
late for me that the
TV  show came
along when ic did. 1
never  thoughe I'd
have a chance 0 do
this kind of thing
again. And by the
way, all the time I
talk about how im-
portant my Lamily s
to me, | think it's al-
SO Important Lo say
that tor some wom-
en, it doesn’t matier.
When | wasn't mar-
ried and didn't vet
have a child, T really
resented that 1 was
olten made w0 feel
like the great defecto because I wasn't mar-
riecd or a mother. 1 see life as a constan
state ol jeopardy. 1 have a lov of friends
who are deeply unhappy, who don't have
relavionships or who don’t have fulfilling

jobs. You have to make ume for both. In

Hollywood, s particularly  dificult; nt
doesit {oster longevity in relationships,
PLAYBOY: Whyv doesn't in?

BERGEN: Because this industry indulges a
lot of neuroses and a lot of narcissism in
people. 1s easy 1o lose sight ol what's im-
portant. Appearance is all that mauers.
You put on your various faces untul you
don’t know how o do anvthing else. Its
dithicul when yvou do films. It doesn't help
to play love scenes with people. The lines
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of reality get blurred. I've been on a lot of
locations, and it's just bizarre bevond all
belief. Every rule of normal conduct is sus
pended. People can become unrecogniz-
able when thevre cumt ofl’ from their
normal worlds. They just go nuts.
PLAYBOY: For vou. plaving love scenes was
more bizarre than romantic, wasn'c it?
BERGEN: Yeah. Suddenly, vou wind up in
bed with a guy on top of vou you wouldn’t
want to share a cab with. You're there for
half the day with people looking on. Most
people weren't bothered by it the wav 1
was. | wasn't bothered by it if it was with
somebody 1 liked and was atracted wo—
and even then, it was a little bizarre.

In a scene of a hlm I did with Lina Wert-
muller, 1 was being seduced in the back of
a car by Giancarlo Giannini. She wanted to
show a tit. So they were trying 1o light the
tit. [ was holding it for the camera. Tvall be-
came about this disembodied tit. Every-
bodv was around looking at the tit! Very
strange.

When I did Soldier Blue, thev had 1o take
a mold of my tis 1o make them bigger
They made rubberized ones 1o glue over
them, because my character was supposed
to be very busty. 1o be twenty-three and o
have some guy rubbing petroleum jelly on

“ vour tits so he can clomp plaster on them
to make a mold—so unreal. But 1 refused
to have surgery. I'd like to have s as much
as the next person, but 1 just fel that there
were politics and principles involved.
PLAYBOY: Anvway, vou were making a more
general point about what happens 1o peo-
ple making movies away from home
BERGEN: You can't believe what its like on
location! A spell gets cast. People think
they are m love because this intense bond
happens. A million couplings that are
scemingly forever—and then theyre all
undone three months later. It's all set up to
foster inhdeliry.

PLAYBOY: Which vou know from expern-
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at least exposed to some models ol honor-
able behavior.

BERGEN: Well, it’s very different now. Holly-
wood 1s not necessarily about good behav-
ior now. There’s a greater emphasis on
afHuence now. It seems that it was a much
more gracious time then.

pLaYBOY: Could that be a child’s romanti-
cized view?

BERGEN: No. [t ways very different then. Es-
pecially my parents’ crowd. The Jimmy
Stewarts and the Ronald Colemans and the
Randy Scouts and Ray Milland. There was
greal gaiety. Friendship was valued. T domt
think it was as competitive as it 1s now.
Money is supremely important; money is
the real caste divider now—as opposed to
talent. 1 just think Hollywood has been
vulgarized, mostly by television, which vul-
garizes evervthing. [t shoots to the lowest
common denominator and makes amounts
of money that are in some cases beyond
calculaton. It rewards mediocrity.
PLAYBOY: Was it as a reaction against Holly-
wood that you went into journalism?
BERGEN: I think it was just a direct access to
experiences that I wanted 1o have. [ also

just fell in love with the heroes of photo-
Journalism. It was really the first time that

I forgot everything else that 1 was doing. |
was totally involved. As soon as I got
kicked out of college, when 1 did The Sand
Pebbles, 1 ook my cameras and pho-
tographed everything. I found that it was a
great way of disappearing and getting 1o
know other people. You sort of crawl into
the shutter box and sec¢ everything
through this little aperture. It’s like being
an ostrich—you forget that the rest of you
15 sticking out there, because you're inside.
PLAYBOY: Of course, you also had experi-
ence on the other side of the camera—
modeling. How did vou reconcile that with
vour feminism?

BERGEN: [t was just the easiest money. Well,
it wasn't that easy, because. really, it was
very tough to hang on to any scl-respect
doing i1, but some of it was fun, and I met
some nice people. But it just further re-
duces vou o elements that you should be
getung away from. You really become not
even a talking head. It just reduces you 1o
nothing more than a frame.

PLAYBOY: How do vou feel when you see
those old Vogue covers?

BERGEN: When | see those pictures now, it's
a total out-of-body experience. Much later,
when I was doing Rich and Famous, look-
ing through Vogue 10 research really dopey
women in the Seventies, since | was trying
to look like the worst kind of fashion vie-
tim, the person I kept coming across most
olten, the person with more hairpieces
than anyone c¢lse, was always me. 1 ended
up satirizing mysell with those pineapple
hairdos and false evelashes.

PLAYBOY: When vou were working as a

Journalist, did people take you seriously or

was there a suspicion that you were a mod-
el and actress dabbling in journalism?

BERGEN: The latter, and quite understand-
ably. When I had access o Charlie Chap-

lin, I had it purely because a friend of
mine had brought Chaplin to America. He
shouldered the other competition aside to
get me exclusive access to Chaplin for Life.
It was an msane position 1o be in. T feh
hated because 1 was given the job only
because T was a movie star and I was well-
connected. The pressure was unbeliev-
able, because I knew that the assignment
was totally unmerited. T knew I was in-
credibly resented by the press, as well 1
should have been,

PLAYBOY: You said you got the assignment
because of vour connections. Did vou pull
itofl ?

BERGEN: In the end, I did a nice cover of
him and [ got some very nice black-and-
white photographs and they used the piece
I wrote, so 1 held up my side of the bar-
gain. If I'd folded, it would have really
been unforgivable, As self-effacing as [am
about it, I'm utterly confident about every
story | ever wrote. Although self-citacive-
ness was my strong suit, 1 had two areas of
confidence—my wrntng, the journalism
that I'd done, and some suspicion that 1
could play comedy.

PLAYBOY: Did vou always know you could
act?

BERGEN: It was just assumed. When | look
back at mv first movies, I think that there
was a quality, but that if I had been more
serious and more professional, more mter-
ested and less frightened, 1 could have
been much beuer. Some of them, like The
Sand Pebbles and The Group, were very
good movies. There were other movies
that were good movies in which I wish |
had been better. [ wish I'd been better in
The Wind and the Lion, which is a movie |
love. I've always regretted not being up 1o
par in it, because everything about it was
50 lirst-rate. And then there were other
movies in which I was just wooden and to-
tally lost. I wasn't really in control or con-
scious of my work until Starting Over and
Rich and Famous.

PLAYBOY: How about a favorite of the Six-
ties generation—Carnal Knowledge?
BERGEN: [t was just a perfect piece, a per-
fect seript and Mike [Nichols] is an actor’s
ulimate director. It was beautifully shot.
Jack [Nicholson], of course, is a great actor
to work with.

PLAYBOY: And most critics thought you
held your own among some real heavy-
weights in that movie,

BERGEN: | held my own there because ut
was 100 good 1o fail in. Evervihing around
me was so good that I just followed instead
of fought. In most of my movies, 1 was so
resistant and so self-destructive. Carnal
Knowledge, though, was different; and 1
don't think it was given its due. It was so
threatening to people, 1o women because it
was so honest about how men were and to
men for the same reason. It was even chill-
ing to the men who made it The tag scene,
i which Jack has Rita Moreno talk him
into his hard-on, 1o seduce him out of his
impotence, and his abuse ol the Ann-Mai-
gret character, were just brutal. The Jack

Nicholson—Ann-Margret relationship was
agonizing 1o witness for a lot ol men and
women. And for women, myv character was
hard o see: She was a woman of real intel-
ligence and abilities who completely relin-
quished them, abandoned them withow a
hight and just gave in to a marriage, a sen-
tence of imprisonment in a marriage that
turned to stone. T love that and I loved
Rich and Famous. Somebody Iinallv gave
me a real comedy role, which 1s what I'd
been dving for.

PLAYBOY: Did comedy have more value w
vou because making people laugh was so
important to your father?

BERGEN: Ycah. IUs what we made. Comedy
was my father’s product. Other people’s fa-
thers were in textiles or software. My fa-
ther was in comedy.

PLAYBOY: Is comedy genetic?

BERGEN: | think some of it's genetic and
some of it is rewarded.

PLAYBOY: Your childhood was obviously
different from most kids: When did vou
become aware of the difference?

BERGEN: What comes through the
strongest is having a father who seemed o
he perceived as extraordinary. Somehow,
he was set apart. Virtually all of the chil-
dren I knew had fathers or mothers who in
some way were celebrated for one thing or
another. Its perfectly normal in comext,
but when you venture out of that world, it’s
disorienting. It gives vou a really inflated
and vulgar sense of enutlement.

PLAYBOY: [he oddest side to vour child-
hood was vour second brother, the wooden
one. You've talked a lot about that bizarre
sibling rivalry with Charlie McCarthy
BERGEN: It's been sort of reinvented by the
media. [ wrote about it in the book because
I'd never addressed it before. It was never
anything that I gave much thought 1. It
was other people finding it so astonishing
that made i such a big deal.

PLAYBOY: It wasn't? Fven when Charlie Mc-
Carthy had a bigger bedroom than you?
BERGEN: It was sort ol a minor annovance
and a quirk ol my childhood, an interest-
ing wrinkle. 1 consider my childhood 1o be
incredibly rich and baroque. I have scrap-
books of mv father when he was in
vaudleville. Doing the rescarch on him was
the best ume I had doing the book. It was
so interesting (o learn about him. I found
out things about my father that I'd never
known when he was alive. And 1t is a fasci-
nating storv—he  created Charlie and
Charlie sort of 1ok over; he couldn't kill
him ofi. He really just wanted to use Char-
lic as a wedge 10 get in the door and it
became the thing. All the mail went w0
Charlie. 1t he went places without Charlie,
people weren't really interested in seeing
him, It was always Charlie, very wise and
quick-witted, fearless to say the unthink-
able. And there was my father, who was
very conservative, reserved and dignmibed.
I have a chuckle that sometimes startles me
because it sounds like Charlies. 1 go, “Oh,
God.” For the book, | looked at my rela-
tionship with Charlie. I really looked at 1t
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PLAYBOY

and tried to understand it and mine it.
PLAYBOY: Judging from your memoirs,
your mother played a less influential role
in your life. How did that aftect your
BERGEN: I think it lcaves vou incomplete. |
think it's very hard to make vour way in life
if you don’t have a friendship with your
mother. Daughters don't want to be their
mothers and vet it's inevitable that in many
ways they become them. 1 just come up
against ways I'm like my mother all the
time. Good ways and ways that trouble me.
PLAYBOY: Yet your major inHuence was your
father.

BERGEN: [ very consciously wanted to mod-
el myself after him. I think it was that 1
didn't want o fall prey to the powerless-
ness that 1 saw women succumbing to.
[ always admired
women or men who
were  sell-sufhicient
and resourceful and
I alwayvs wished that
I had more of that

myself.
pLaYyBoY: Did the
fact that it was

difficult for you to
be affectionate with

vour father affect
your romantic rela-
tionships?

BERGEN: For a long
time, it was very
difficult for me 10
say “l love you" to
anyone, [t was easier
to say il o a man
than 1o a woman. It
took me a long time
before 1 was com-
fortable saying it to
women {riends or 1o
my mother,
pLaYBOY: When a
man said it o you,
did it turn vou oft ?
BERGEN: Yeah.
would recally
squirm. [ was a mov-
ing target. I was al-
ways intrigued by
someone 1 didnt
hear it from. And
I would get very
claustrophobic when T heard it.
PLAYBOY: No more?
BERGEN: When youre younger, you're sort
of a prisoner ol heat. You act on impulses.
And in a way, I think it’s oo bad. 1 don’t
think you can give yourself away too easily.
I think that in every relationship, vou give
part of yoursell’ away. There's always an
impulse toward intimacy, and every ume
you engage that impulse and vou give
something of yourselt to a man and you
tell him, you know, whatever is required 10
tell him o afford that intimacy, then you
lose something; the next time vou do it it's
a retread: s invalid.

[ wish I had known fewer people. 1
would like 10 have dated fewer men. [ met

*Developed in conjunction with Fuji buex of Japan.

a lot of men I really learned from and who
were really important as friends and im-
portant in other ways. but I also had rela-
tionships that didn't mean anything. Ten
or fifteen vears ago, we telescoped rela-
vonships into a weekend. People would
give themselves away over and over again
every Friday night, and by Saturday, you'd
be having a family, and by Sunday, you
were divorced. And you can't keep recy-
cling vourself over and over again and
have anvthing real left 1o give. It took me
such a long time to learn. It took me such a
long ume 1o break patterns. I was only just
ready when 1 met Lous.

PLAYBOY: Why then? What had changed?
BERGEN: | think a lot of it had to do with
coming to terms with my father's death.
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And it wasn't just me, by the way. Families
split apart hike atoms, right and left, and
everything was disintegrating.  Nobody
could—could
PLAYBOY: The C word?

BERGEN: Ycah. | was just totally unable 1o
commil 10 anvbody, Most of the women 1
know have, for some reason, litle
masochists in their DNA and it takes a
while 1o exorcise those. Most of the women
I know went through all
masochistic relationships in thewr twenties.
I suill see the commitment syndrome all the
time just by walking around. 1 see couples,
especially vounger couples in their twen-
ties or their thirties, sining on a park
bench or walking along and the guys have

@ 1989 Saletex Corporation,

kinds of

their heads down and their eyes are shili-
ing from right to left 1o see who's watching,
while the woman is, like, *1 can't stand it
anymore and you've done it over and over
and you just dow't hear me!” She's screech-
ing at the top of her lungs and she'’s weep-
ing and the guy is embarrassed, hoping
nobody’s listening, shifting from one oot
to the other and looking down and just
waiting for it to be over. It’s a kind of hyste-
ria that women have to go through, 1
guess. We love the drama.

PLAYBOY: Were you parucularly good at i?
BERGEN: Oh, God! You know, when I think
of the drama. 1 was so wedded 10 the dra-
ma. And the amount of breakage! 1 broke
all kinds ol stuff. And putting my hand
through doors, through glass, through
window panes. Driv-
ing like a lunatic. It’s
WOomen's propensity.
It has something to
do with female wir-
ing and I don't know
what it is. I think it
comes from power-
lessness. I know a lot
of women whose
husbands have
chronically screwed
around on them and
either the women
will have just found
out about twenty
vears ol inhdeluy or
they'll have lived
with it for fifteen
vears and their only
recourse 1s 10 get
cancer. Thev can't
be homicidal, they
can't kil their hus-
bands, so they kill
themselves  quietly.
I've seen it over and
over again.

PLAYBOY: Is that you,
00?

BERGEN: I'm tall and
I'm big and, unfor-
tunately, my hus-
band is sort of
afraid of me. 1 don't
have wantrums very
much anymore, but
when 1 do, they're really very unpleasant,
very turbulent. I didn't see it at the time,
but 1 totally manipulated the men 1 was
with. They would tell me and [ didn’t know
what they were talking about, but it’s abso-
lutely crystal clear to me now how [ manip-
ulated every single fight, I just provoked
evervthing down the line, provoked it so
that | could then claim to be a victim.
PLAYBOY: No more?

BERGEN: There was a tacit pact made with
Lous because | had just had enough of do-
ing it and because he was really good at it
oo, and neither of us was good at relation-
ships and we were just worn out.

PLAYBOY: So thats what happens—we
eventually get exhausted and give in?

bimmon Condom.



BERGEN: [Laughs] | see it now in other peo-
ple and I think, Oh, God, how do you have
the energy for it? How do vou have the
stamina? You couldn’t pay me to go back
oul there again. If, God forbid, anything
ever happened, I'd just geta bunch of dogs
and go live in the mountains. I'd be a
forest ranger.

PLAYBOY: You grew

was oo young to deal with it. T looked
much older than my age. [ wanted very
much to be independent and T wanted
very much to be more open than [ was. But
I think the part of me that was a survivor
knew that 1 couldn’t handle it

PLAYBOY: Were your parents overprofec-
tiver

one fast lane to—supersonic.

PLAYBOY: What's the root problem of being
the child of someone who's famous?
BERGEN: You think youre hot stufl. And
you don't do anything to deserve it
PLAYBOY: Is that behind the suicides and
O.Ds of your peers?

BERGEN: Scveral things are. Because our
parents were in ca-

up at a particularlty
tumultuous  tume—
smack in the middle
of the Sixties. Do
you remember i
with nostalgia  or
with sadness?
BERGEN: It was
difticult for a lot of
us. Whether it was
the Sixties or Bever-
ly Hills, there was
an unusually high
number of fatalities
among the people 1
knew. I don't know if
it was comcidental
with acid, but a lot of
kids I knew died
when they were in
their early twenties.
Some of them went
over the edge and
never came back.
PLAYBOY: What was

the difference be-
tween them and
you?

BERGEN: Probably
Swedish Luther-
anism. I know that 1
always wanted to get
out. I was like an
animal with my ears
always  up—aware
that there was some-
thing dangerous
about growmg up in
the environment of
Beverly Hills. May-
be i's something
about the weather.
As I've said, | found
it a very difhcult
place 1o be self-mo-
tivated.
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reers that took them
awayv from home for
long  periods of
time, there wasn't a
constant  sense  of
parental  supervi-
sion. Most of the
kids I knew had un-
limited funds to act
out any kind ol ado-
lescent fantasy that

they  could have
wished lor, so that
there was no
financial restraim,
cither. And i was
very  glamourous.
Guys  got  3005Ls

and Corvettes and
unlimited spending
at sixteen.
PLAYBOY: What's the
result?
BERGEN: | think you
just spin out of con-
trol. 1 think your
self-esteem 15 coun-
terfei. I didn't get a
car or money and [
had curfews. 1t
probably helped
enormously:

I did go through
a lot of whining,
which I really hated,
but that scems char-
acteristic ol people
in their  twentes,
whether they're
raised in Beverly
Hills or not. But I al-
ways had an enor-
mous sense of guilt
about my overprivi-
lege. With it came a
social conscience—
try to use it rather
than just feel guilty
aboutit. I find that |
have a really hard
ume being friends
with  people  who

4136 N. Uniteed Parkway
Schiller Park. 1. 50176 Depr. D

Moving to  New
York when I was in
my twenties  and
thirties  saved me.
The kids in Cal- 8ol el P
i 5 SPEAKERS MADE INLLS.A.
ilornia  are  very
uninformed,  very
uninterested  and  very  unmaotivated.

Thev're these gorgeous, physically perfect

people who have the emotional register of

amelon. It's where “Have a nice day” came
from. I wanted out. I went to Switzerkand
when I was fourteen.

PLAYBOY: What were vou looking for?
BERGEN: I think it was really just curiosity.
And also 1 felt that life was too fast and |

BERGEN: The fact that they let me go away
to Switzerland, that they indulged that,
says no. They didnt indulge me in the way
that other school Iriends of mine were in-
dulged, with cars and jewelry and clothes
and stufl. But they did it in terms ol what
they thought made sense—education.
They thought that there was something
valuable i going to school in Switzerland,
which, in fact, turned out to be going from

don't take some kind
of action, who are committed shoppers.
PLAYBOY: How were those issues dealt with
in your home? Were your parents political-
ly involved?

BERGEN: T'hey were very conservauve.
They were very friendly with the Eisen-
howers and the Reagans before the Rea-
gans were even in pohtics. But o try 10
give a simple answer: [ never felt that I
could complain about anything. I really
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betrayed my parents as far as politics
were concerned. When 1 came back to
America, when 1 was about twenty-one, 1
sort of did my Beverly Hills hippie im-
personation. Then 1 got involved in more
focused political work.

PLAYBOY: What led to your hippie imper-
sonation?

BERGEN: | walked fat into the Sixties aft-
er doing the Princess Grace imperson-
ation and 1 just didn't have a clue as to
what was happening. I'd been in Europe
for so long. I came home to a house full
of the Beach Boys and the Mamas and
the Papas—Iliterally—and I mean it was
really the Sixties in full flower. I came in
Chanel shoes and my Piaget watch and
one of my Chanel suits and I just didnt
know how to deal with 1. Nobody was
talking and everybody was sitting
around stoned, listening 1o this music. |
didn't know how not to talk. I didn't know
how not to make party patter. I was at
Monterey Pop and I went to the Beach
Boys’ house before they had to repaintit,
when it was purple, and they were really
working then to stock the pool with dol-
phins. Brian Wilson had his piano with
its legs cut off in a sandbox, and he’d be
in there playing, and there was a bust of
Beethoven in the foyer that spoke to him
every time he went by, and there was a
recording studio off the living room and
a ramp leading up 1o it, and suddenly
somebody would ride up and do it on 2
motorcycle. This was very different from
the royal courts of Europe.

PLAYBOY: What's the difference between a
Beverly Hills hippie and a regular hip-
pie?

BERGEN: In Beverly Hills, his Nehru jack-
et was custom made at a place we all went
to in Beverly Hills. He flashed peace
signs from his Mercedes. He wore love
beads from Tiffany.

PLAYBOY: But eventually, you ended up
hanging out with serious radicals such as
the late Huey Newton.

BERGEN: I knew Huey over a period of
years, when he was underground.
PLAYBOY: Were you part of that move-
ment?

BERGEN: | always felt somewhat like an
outsider. I felt that the concerns were le-
gitimate and 1 wanted to participate, but
there were certain lengths to which I
didn't go or that I didn't agree with. I
wasn't a likely SDS candidate.

PLAYBOY: You did undercover work when
you went on a famous date with Henry
Kissinger—egged on by Abbie Hoffman.
BERGEN: With Abbie right across the
canyon watching, draped in a sheet.
PLAYBOY: You were doing some espionage
for the left, then?

BERGEN: Well, we had the incredibly
naive idea that I would have some sort of
input in Kissinger's foreign policy. Sure.
Abbie was one of the first and the most
original voices of the counterculture.

And he was the only one who didn’t end
up on Wall Street or, you know, born
again or making designer jeans. He's the
only one who stayed true to his school.
He had real courage. There was also
something sad and touching about him.
It was very hard to be Abbie Hoffman lat-
er on, in the Seventies, and in the Reagan
era.

But you know, the Seventies were a lit-
tle overwhelming for many of us. Every-
thing was in jeopardy. Everything was
revolutionized—there was a poliucal rev-
olution, a spiritual revolution, a social
revolution, a feminist revolution, a sexual
revolution . . . and there was really noth-
ing to hang on to anymore. That was OK
in your twenties, because you didn't need
solidity in your twenties, but all the same,
it could be confusing. There were a lot of
winds blowing at the same time.
PLAYBOY: How did the aforementioned
sexual revolution affect you?

BERGEN: I happened to be monogamous
while the sexual revolution was going on.
Though I was surrounded by people who
weren't. | basically believe in monogamy,
so it wasn't like I was participating on this
grand level. But there was certainly a
kind of buzz in the air. It's amazing now
when you think how we have retrenched
and burrowed back into the comfort and
the familiarity and the safety of our
hearth and home. Not just me—every-
one.

PLAYBOY: Do you think that has hap-
pened because of AIDS or do you think it
would have happened anyway?

BERGEN: AIDS certainly is the most tan-
gible and dramatic reason for it to hap-
pen, but I think all of the social
movements were reallv more than people
could manage. I think that people were
really losing it, spinning out of control. A
lot of good marriages bit the dust. A lot
of families suffered and kids suffered.
I'm not sure that anything got accom-
plished in the Playboy Philosophy scheme
of things, because it seems now that we're
back to a morality that’s maybe less hypo-
critically rooted but more conservative.
PLAYBOY: You're talking about the old
Playboy Philosophy. Hef's married now.
But if the difference between then and
now is that our sexual behavior is a choice
rather than behavior imposed upon us,
would you agree that we've come 2 long
way?

BERGEN: In France, or anywhere in Eu-
rope, almost anywhere else in the world,
it wouldn't have been pursued with the
vengeance that it was here. It was just an
indication of how warped we were to be-
gin with. One of the things I love most
about Americans is how childlike we are.
We're very childlike in the sense of sex—
the bathroom jokes and lascivious re-
marks on TV, for instance. The level of
our humor is for people who are sull uul-
lated by sexual innuendo. It all strikes

Europeans as incredibly immature—the
way that we persecute politicians with
these incredibly self-righteous, moralis-
tic witch-hunts, as if anyone could be
held accountable to such standards.
PLAYBOY: What political issues concern
you now?

BERGEN: There are many things. I'm very
concerned about America’s debt to Viet-
nam veterans. Personally, I will feel a lit-
tle easier if I can figure out some way to
pay back some of that. It’s not too late to
make amends to those guys.

PLAYBOY: Are you more sensitive about
this issue because of your antiwar in-
volvement?

BERGEN: I don't know. I certainly opposed
the Vietnam war, but I never opposed the
American soldiers.

But maybe the biggest issue now is the
environment. I'm getting more and more
obsessed about it and about people’s de-
nial of what is going on. It makes me
crazy that there are deliberations about
whether we should recycle because it's a
lot of trouble. I can really imagine being
very radical in this if I could find a way to
be effective. It's already almost too late.
But it's something I'll be involved in. You
risk making a real fool of yourself and
you risk being lampooned by the press;
Meryl Streep got involved in protesting
Alar and pesticides and they savaged her
very unfairly.

PLAYBOY: You've mentioned several times
how important it has been for you to risk
humiliation and ridicule. Does that apply
personally, too?
BERGEN: It used to be the opposite; I had
this reserve and this impenetrable
facade. 1 was basically so self-conscious
and so insecure around people, and 1
was getting hit on right and left. I didn’t
know how to deal with it.
PLAYBOY: Were you suspicious of the mo-
tives of potential suitors?
BERGEN: I don't think their motives were
worse than mine.
PLAYBOY: And today?
BERGEN: There’s not a question since I've
been married. Maybe it sounds boring,
but 1 believe you should honor relation-
ships.
PLAYBOY: This sounds like the mature
Candice Bergen speaking.
BERGEN: It may be deadly 1o talk about,
but getting older means being responsi-
ble. You acquire a sense of responsibility
for your own behavior and you don't pass
it off on other people—on your parents,
your environment. You have a sense of
responsibility to your friends and to your
family and to the people around you and
to the planet and a sense that you should
act from that. That's what 1 believe about
life: You should behave honorably. It's
very important to me. It is not what Hol-
lywood is about.
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it was a stormy afternoon
and he had an appointment—
with a corpse

S U}JE D-‘X! 5 hang over Manhattan

like a huge pair of unseen pincers slowly
squeezing the city until vou can hardly breathe.
A low growl of thunder echoed up the cavern of
Fifth Avenue, and 1 looked up to where the sky
started at the 7lst Hoor of the Empire State
Building. I could smell the rain. It was the kind
that hung above the orderly piles of concrete
until it was soaked with dust and debris, and
when 1t came down, 1t wasn't rain at all but the
sweat of the city.

When I reached my corner, I crossed against
the light and ducked into the ground-level ar-
cade of my office building. It wasn't often thart I
bothered coming in on Saturdays, but my chent
couldn’t make it any ume other than noon to-
day, and from what Velda had told me, he was
representing some pretty big interests. |
punched my button and rode the elevator up to
the eighth Aoor.

On an ordinary day, the corridor would have
been filled with the earlv-lunch crowd, but now
the empuiness gave the place an eerie feeling, as
though 1 were a trespasser and hidden eves
were watching me. Except that I was the only
one there, and the single sign of life was the
light behind my office door.

I turned the knob, pushed the door open and
Just stood there a second because something
was wrong, sure as hell wrong, and the silence

a new mike hammer story
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ILLUSTRATION BY DANIEL TORRES

83



PLAYBOY

was as loud as a wild scream. I had the
45 in my hand and I crouched and
edged to one side. listening, waiting,
watching.

Velda wasn't at her desk. Her pocket-
book sat there, and a paper cup of coffee
had spilled over and stained the sheaf of
papers before dripping to the floor. And
I didn't have 1o move far before I saw her
body crumpled up against the wall, half
ol her face a bloody mass of clotted blood
that seeped from under her hair.

The door to my office was partially
open and there was somebody sull in
there, sitting at my desk, part of his arm
clearly visible. I couldn’t play it smart. |
had to explode and ram through the
door in a blind fury, ready to blow some-
body into a death full of bloody, flying
parts. . . . Then [ stopped, my breath
caught in my throat, because it had al-
ready been done.

The guy sitting there had been taped
to my chair, his body immnobilized. The
wide splash of adhesive tape across his
mouth had immobilized his voice, too,
but all the horror that had happened was
sull there in his glazed, dead eves that
stared at hands whose finger tups had
been amputated at the first knuckle and
lay in neat order on the desktop. A dozen
knife slashes had cut open the skin of his
face and chest, and his clothes were a
sodden mass of congealed blood.

But the thing that had killed him was
the note spike | kept my expense receipts
on. Somebody had slipped them all off
the six-inch steel mnail, positioned it
squarely in the middle of the guy’s fore-
head and pounded it home with the
bronze paperweight that held my folders
down.

I ran back 1o Velda. Her pulse was
weak, but it was there, and when I lified
her hair. there was a huge hematoma
above her ear, the skin split wide from the
vicious swelling of it. Her breathing was
shallow and her vital signs weren't good.
1 grabbed her coat off the rack, draped it
around her, stood up and forced the rage
to leave me, then found the number in
my phone book and dialed it.

The nurse said, “Dr. Reedey’s office.”

“Meg, this is Mike Hammer,” 1 told
her. “Burke inz"

“Yes, butr——"

“Listen, call an ambulance and get a
stretcher up here right away and get
Burke 1o come up now. Velda's been hurt
badly.”

While she dialed, she said, “Don't move
her. I'll send the doctor right up. Keep
her warm and——" 1 hung up in midsen-
tence.

Pat Chambers wasnt home, but his
message service said he could be reached
at his office. The sergeant at the switch-
hoard answered, took my name, put me
through, and when Pat said, “Captain
Chambers,” 1 told him to get 1o my office

with a body bag. | wasn't about to waste
time with explanations while Velda could
be dying right beside me.

Her skin was clammyv and her pulse
was getting weaker. The frustrauon I felt
was the kind vou get in a dream when
vou can't run fast enough away from
some terror that is chasing you. And now
I had 1o stay here and watch Velda slip
away from life while some bastard was
out there geuing farther and farther
away all the time.

There were hands around my shoul-
ders that vanked me away from her, and
Burke said, “Come on, Mike, let me get 1o
her.”

I almost swung on him before I real-
1zed who he was. When he saw my face,
he said, “You all night”

After a moment, I said, “I'm all right,”
and moved back out of the way.

Burke Reedev was a doctor who had
come out of the slaughter of Vietnam
with all the expertise needed 1o handle
an emergency like this. He and his nurse
moved swiftly and the helpless feeling I
had before abated and 1 moved the desk
to give him room. trying not 1o listen 1o
their comments. There was something in
their tone of voice that had a desperate
edge to it. Almost on cue, the ambulance
attendants arrived, visibly glad 10 see a
doctor there ahead of them, and careful-
ly, they got Velda onto the stretcher and
out of the office, Burke going with them.

“What happened, Mike?" asked Meyg.

“l don't know yet.” [ pointed to the
door of my office. “Go look in there.”

A worried look touched her eves and
she walked 1o the door and opened it. I
didn't think old-ume nurses could gasp
like that. Her hand went 1o her mouth
and I saw her head shake in horror.
“Mike . . . vou didnt menuon——"

“He's dead. Velda wasn't. The cops will
take care of that one.”

She backed away trom the door, turned
and looked at me. “That's the first . . . de-
liberate murder . . . I've ever seen.” Slow-
Iy, very slowly, her eves widened.

I shook my head. “No, 1 didn't do i,
Meg. Whoever hit Velda did that, oo.”

The rehief in her expression was plain.
“Do vou know why?”

“Not yet.”

When she left, 1 walked over to the
miniature bar by the window and picked
up a glass. Hell, this was no time to take a
drink. I put the glass back and went into
my office.

The dead guy was sull looking at his
mutilated hands, seemingly ignoring the
spike driven into his skull untl the orna-
mental base of 1t indented his skin. The
glaze over his eves seemed thicker.

I heard the front door open and Pat
shouted my name. I called back, “In
here.”

Pat was a cop who had seen it all. This
one was just another on his list. But the

kill wasn't what disturbed him. It was
where it had happened. He turned to the
uniform at the door. “Anybody outside>”

“Only our people. They're shortstop-
ping evervbody at the elevators.”

“Good, keep everybody out for five
minutes. Our guys, to0o.”

“Got it," the cop said and turned away.

“Let’s talk,” Pat said.

[t didn't take long. “I was to meet a
prospective client at noon in my office.
Velda went ahead 1o open up and ger
some other work out of the wav. 1 walked
mn a few minutes before twelve and found
her on the floor and the guy dead.”

“And vou wouched nothing?”

“Notin here, Pat. I wasn't about to wait
for vou to show before [ got a doctor for
Velda."

Pat looked at me with the same old
look.

“OK,” he said. His eves looked ured.
“Let’s get our guys in here.”

While the photographer shot the
corpse from all angles and did close-ups
on the muulation, Pat and [ went into
Veldas office, where the plain-clothes
officers were dusung for prints and vacu-
uming the area for any incidental evi-
dence. Pat had already jotted down what
I had wld him. Now he said, “Give me
the entire itinerary of vour day, Mike.
Start from when you got up this morn-
ing, and ['ll check evervthing out while
it's fresh.”

“I got up at seven. | showered, dressed
and went down to the deli for some rolls,
picked up the paper, went back to the
apartment. ate, read the news and took
off for the gym.”

“Which one*"

“Bing's Gvm. I got 1o the ofhce a few
minutes before twelve and walked into . ...
this." 1 waved my hand at the room.
“Burke Reedey will give you the medical
report on Velda and the M.E. will be able
to pinpoint the time of death pretty well,
so don't get me mixed up in suspect
status.”

Pat finished wriing, tore a leaf out of
the pad and closed the book. He called
one of the detectives over and handed
him the slip, telling him to check out all
the details of my story. “Let’s just keep
straight with the svstem, buddy. Face it;
youre not one of its favorite people.”

Pat bent over and examined the body
carefully. His arm brushed the dead
man’s coat and pushed it open. Sticking
up out of the shirt pocket was a Con
Edison bill folded in half. When Pat
straightened it out, he looked at the
name and said, “Anthony DiCica.” He
held it out for me to look at. “You know
him. Mike?"

“Never saw him before.”

“DiCica was an enforcer for the New
York Mob. He was a suspect in four homi-
cides, never got tapped for any of them



-

bl

“’Twas the night before Christmas and all through the house,
not a creature was stirring—except me.
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and gained a reputation of being a pretty
efficient workman.”

“Then?”

“Simple. Somebody cracked his skull
open in a street brawl and he came all
unraveled. He was in a hospital and left
with severely impaired memtal facilities.”

“Who sponsored him?”

“Nobody took him in. He remembered
very little of his past, but he could handle
uncomplicated things.”

“What's the tag line, Pat?”

“He could have made enemies. Some-
body saw him and came after him.”

“In my office?”

“OK. Mike, who would want you
dead?”

“Nobody I can think of.”

“Hell, somebody wants you even better
than dead. They want vou all chopped
up and with a spike through your head.
Somebody had a business engagement
with you at noon, got here early, took out
Velda and didn't have to wait for you be-
cause there was a guy in your office he
thought was vou and he nailed that poor
bastard instead.”

“I've thought of that,” I said.

I picked up the phone and called the
building super. I told him [ needed the
place deaned up and what had hap-
pened. He said he'd do it personally. 1
thanked him and hung up.

Patsaid, “Let’s go get something to eat.
You'll feel better. Then we'll go to the
hospital.”

“I don't want to eat. I'll tell you what
you can do, though.”

“What's that?”

“Station a cop at her door. Somebody
missed Velda, and they may want anoth-
er go when they find out what hap-
pened.”

L

Pat had called ahead, and the cop at
Velda's door looked at my 1.D. and let me
in. The hospital room was in a deep
gloom, only a small night light on the
wall, making it possible 1o see the out-
lines of the bed and the equipment.
When the door snicked shut. I picked up
the straight-backed chair by the sink,
went to the bed and sat down beside her.

Velda. Beautiful, gorgeous Velda.
Those deep-brown eves and that full, full
mouth. Shimmering auburn hair that
fell in a pageboy around her shoulders.

Now her face was a bloated black-and-
blue mask on one side, one eye totally
closed under the bulbous swelling, the
other a flat slit. Her hair was gone
around the bandaged area and her up-
per lip was twice its normal size.

[ put my hand over hers and whis-
pered, “Damn it, kiven. . ..”

Then her wrist moved and her fingers
squeezed mine gently. “Are you . . . all
right?” she asked me softly.

“I'm fine, honey, I'm OK. Now, don't
talk. Just take it easy. All I want is to be

here with you. That’s enough.”

I just sat there, and in a minute, she
said, “I can . . . listen, Mike. Please tell
me . .. what happened.”

I plaved it back without building it up.
1 didn't tell her the details of the kill and
hinted that it was strictly the work of a
nut, but she knew better.

Under my fingers, 1 could feel her
pulse. It was steady. Her hand squeezed
mine again. “They came in . . . very fast.
One had a hand over his face . . . and he
was . . . swinging at me . . . with the other.
I... never saw a face at all.” Remember-
ing it hadn't excited her. The pulse rate
hadn’t changed.

I said, “OK, honey, that's enough.
You're supposed to take it real easy
awhile.”

But she insisted. “Mike. .. "

“What, kitten®”

“If the police . . . ask questions. . . ."

I knew what she was thinking. In her
mind, she had already put it on a case ba-
sis and filed it for immediate activity.

“Play sick,” I said.

Until she made a statement, everything
was up in the air. She was sull alive, so
there was a possibility that she could have
seen the killers. They couldn't afford any
witness at all, but if thev tried to erase
her, they'd be sitting ducks themselves.
From here on, there would be a solid cov-
er on the hospital room. The killers were
going to sweat a little more now.

I thought I saw the good corner of her
mouth twitch in a smile, and again, [ got
the small finger squeeze. “Be careful,”
she said. Her voice was barely audible
and she was slipping back into a sleep
once more. “I want. . . vou back.”

Her fingers loosened and her hand
slipped out of mine. She didn't hear me
when [ said. “I want you back, too, baby.”

L ]

Outside the door, a cop said, “How is
she?”

“Making it.” He was a young cop, this
one. He still had that determined look.
He had the freshness of youth, but his
eyes told me he had seen plenty of street
work since he left the academy. “Did Cap-
tain Chambers tell you what this is
about?” 1 asked.

“Only that it was heavy. The rest I got
through the grapevine.”

“It's going to get rougher,” I said.
“Don’t play down what you're doing.”

He grinned at me. “Don’t worry, Mike,
I'm not jaded yer.”

“Take care of myv girl in there, will
you:"

His face suddenly went serious. “You
got it, Mike.”

Downstairs, another shift was coming
on, fresh faces in white uniforms replac-
ing the worn-out platoon that had gone
through a rough offense on the day
watch. The interns looked too voung to
be doctors, but they already had the wear

and tear of their profession eiched into
them. One had almost made it to the
door when the hidden PA. speaker
brought him up short, and with an ex-
pression of total fatigue, he shrugged
and went back inside.

I cut around the little groups and
pushed my way through the outside door.
The rain had stopped, but the night was
clammy, muting the street sounds and
diffusing the light of the buildings.
Nights like this stank. There were no in-
coming taxis and it was a two-block walk
to where they might cruise by There was
no other choice, so [ went down to the
street.

L ]

[ thought the little guy in the oddball
suit who shuffled up to me on the street
outside my apartment was another pan-
handler. He peered at me, a grin twisting
his mouth, and said, “Remember me?
I'm Ambrose.”

“Ambrose who?"

“How many people with a name like
that you know? From Charlie the Greek’s
place, man. Charlie says he wants vou to
give him a call.”

“Why?"

“Beats me, man. He just told me to tell
you that. And the sooner the better. It’s
important.”

I told him OK, handed him two bucks
and watched him scuttle away. When 1|
got upstairs, 1 dug out the old phone
book, looked up the Greek’s place and
called Charlie. His raspy voice started
chewing me out for not stopping by the
past six months, and when he was
finished. he said, “There’s a gent that
wants to meet with you, Mike.”

Charlie was an old-fashioned guy.
When he said gent, it was with quotation
marks around it, printed in red. Anv
gent would be somebody in the chain of
command that led to the strange avenues
of what they deny is organized crime. He
wasn't connected: he was simply a useful
tool in the underworld apparatus.

“He got a name, Charlie?”

“Sure, 1 guess. But I don't know it.”

“What's the deal*"

“Like tonight. Can vou make it down
here tonight?”

I looked at my watch. “OK, give me
thirty. You think I need some backup?”

“Naw. This guy’s clean.”

“Tell him to sit at the bar.”

“You got it, Mike.”

The Greek’s place was just a run-down
old saloon in a neighborhood that was
going under the wreckers’' ball little by
little. Half of the places had been aban-
doned, but Charlie’s joint was near the
corner, got a regular trade and a lot of
daytime transients, but from four to sev-
en every evening, the gay crowd took
over like a swing shift. then left abruptly

(continued on page 114)



TiME was, we didn't dance. In recent mem- thinking that went into the frug, for example, 1s one that is
ory, the picture of Jimmy Carter mop- temporarily untroubled by global hegemony. The twist. the
ing around the White House didn't give loco-motion, the hitchhiker, the swim—nowhere do vou find

rise to exuberance. But our postmodern, ironic age is giving the rigorous, disciplined thinking that gave nise to LIFO and

way 1o a kinder, gentler
nouon: We are once
again permitting our-
selves 1o be all that we
can be. We are also per-
mitting ourselves to be
less than all that we
can be.

Dancing is a way in
which we celebrate the
bearable lighiness of
being. In dance, we are
forgiven our lead-foot-
edness; the ponderous
bulk of our corporeal
selves becomes leav-
ened. Otherwise sensi-
ble people are suddenly
twirled mto a kind
of demenua. Besides,
dancing is one of the
few social acuvittes in

which sweat 15 an ac-

ceplable bv-product of

enthusiasm, if not com-
petence.

Dance helps us drop
Our reserve 'dnd re-
orders our priori-
nes. The kind of

FIFO accounting tech-
niques. The same 1is
true for the tango, the
fox trot, the lindv hop,
the waltiz. They all
presumec a prepared
sameness: Hold vour
hands like so, place
vour feet like so—in
some cases, thrust vour
loins like theres no to-
morrow. Billy Crysial,
in When Harry Met Sal-
Iy . . ., complains that
one of the stages of the
modern  courtship is
performing “the white
man’s overbite"—a
kind of strained, jerky
dance step on the rocky,

goal-oriented

road to sex. True

dancing, vou will
learn here, 1sn't like
that. It hightens, rather
than burdens, the
heart. It redeems and
restores. Which 1s why
we gotta do i, even

if we're no good art it
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BLANE CRUBBY CHECRER

OOK at you: You're a com-
petent guy, a man of
accomplishment. Your ca-
reer is flying, your pay
check pushing the edge of
the envelope. You read.
You're up on movies. You
know art and he knows
you. You can summon
sommeliers in the fanciest
expense-account  restau-
rants, and your personal
stash of Cuban cigars at-
tests to your taste and your
resourcefulness, not to
mention your contrariant
contempt for the way the
wind is blowing. In other
words, you are a dude, an
18-karat, bona fide late-Eighties kind
of man.
So how come you can't dance?
Oh, pardon me. Of cowrse you can
dance. You have those couple of steps
vou keep in your head 1o get you out
of tight situations, such as the firm's
annual black-tie New Year's bash. Well,
actually, they're not really steps. They're
more like a vague pattern of movement, a
shuffling that you refer to as “slow danc-
ing.” But, hey, it got vou by in junior high,
and it gets you by in real life. You also
have that other speed that you call “fast
dancing,” the one where you shift from
one foot to the other and kick it forward
like vou're trying to shake something sor-
did off vour shoe.

OK. But tell me this: Why do vou feel
that little moment of terror when you
tear open that holiday invitation and out
tumbles a card with the words pinNer
pance engraved in letters vou can touch
with your finger tips, as though vou had a
handicap?

I'll tell vou why It's because some-
where deep inside, vou know you're the
consummate late-Eighties man . . . and
the rest of the world is about to dance in-
to the Nineties.

[ ]
The fact that the Nineties are look-
ing like (text concluded on page 232)

ardcd BY JRMES MORGAN

ILLUSTRATION BY STEVEN GUARNACCLA



. Y ONLY recommendav
tion 1o a man who is-
~reven ‘remotely- thinking
about ballroom dancingis:
ks.s vou have.a very -

~large trust fund or a very strong charac- - -

e, don't begin at Arthur Murray. Once
they hook you, they have you for life. -
““Ne?” you say. “Hooked? On ballroom
- dancmg‘ Come on!” .
T know" The only reason }foud take.
. ballroom dancing at all would be as a
‘joke. So that’s why I'm telling you: Don't.
Like-a newborn duck, you'll geL imprint-
“on your teacher and your classmates,
-.and 1hen they’ll sign you up for lifetime
- lessons. Later,” when you ask around,
“you'll discover that you could get the

same lessons for less from someone who .

-used 1o-teach at Arthur Mlll“l‘d) and now
- gives lessons himself. o
Once you feel what 1t’s hl\{. to dance =

\ meone who knows how 10 dance,
“ you'll understand  what I'm - talking
‘about. You t‘fﬂ mndudrd on page 99)
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SURE HE COULD DANCE BUT...

The next time she wishes vou could dance like Fred Astaire, vou might tell her a few things about the
prince of prance. For instance: « Sure, he could cut a rug, but he also started wearing one when he was 34,
« He danced only with his sister until he was past 30. « He lived with his mother until well into his 30s. = He
once made Ginger Rogers continue to rehearse even after her feet were bloody. * He was so demanding that
many of his dance partners were reduced 1o tears during rehearsals. « When his wife asked him to wash
the dishes, he smashed them on the kitchen floor and told her never to ask him again. « He stalked off
the set of Top Hat because feathers from Rogers’ dress were blowing in his face. « He enjoyed hanging
out at the morgue; he also liked to watch police line-ups. = He tried o get joan Fontaine fired from A

Damsel in Distress. When director George Stevens told him he feared Fontaine might kill herself, As-

taire said Stevens was exaggerating and insisted on replacing her. = He ate noodle soup every day at
12:30. « He didn’t like to read. but he did like to watch TV game shows and soap operas. * He used 10
put on sunglasses and sneak into porno movies at the Pussy Cat Theater. « He hated social dancing.

EW YORK: The cavernous
Red Zone houses fashion

floor and deejay music in the air; Es-

oteria’s fenced-in floor protects
addicts and voguesters; the Beautiful People; Victoriana
Mars’s six Hoors are and psvchedelia coexist at the
Lizard Lounge. DALLAS:

Dallas Alley is a nine-mem-

crowded with ripped
jeans and leather
jackets; wear black w0 MLK. ber club cartel featuring a
for live music, billiards and a dance floor for 1000; Twenty
Eight Twenty Six has one of

the op deejays in the country.

cabaret; watch for Madonna at
Big Haus, a record-industry
showcase club. LOS ANGELES:

Vertigo draws celebs of many

MIAMI: Decos has a monster
\ dance Hoor, lasers and five bars for
stripes; at Rubber, rock stars jam with : e
the rock-a-billy band. CHICAGQO: The : :
Cabaret Metro/Smart Bar has sawdust on the

the unquenchable; Latins and tourists
line up at Club Nu's 24-hour bar: find

inspiration from dancing samurais at Facade.

hELLTS GIRLS: VO DATE! N _I;HI]HEM

Even the best hooters have scuffed the floor with stand-ins. When Fred Astaire was stood up by Jane Powell in Roval Wedding, he cut
arug with a clothes tree. In Thousands Cheer, Gene Kelly skirted walllowerdom by waltzing with a mop (above left). (In the middle,
he's very animated with Tom and Jerry in Anchors Aweigh; at right, he'’s Singin’ in the Rain while bumping with his bumbershoot.)
In failhouse Rock, Elvis snarled, “Den't you be no square/If vou can't find a partner, use a wooden chair.” Most evervday house-
hold items can serve as supple partners when treated gingerly. However, there is one unavoidable ground rule: You lead.



WHAT'S [N THE NANE? S e el

emember the name dance? Archivists—notably John Waters in Hairspray—have un-

earthed forgotten gems, from the enthustasticallv entomological (the roach) to the

relentlessly instructional (the Madison). As we kick and scream into the Nineties,
we're dancing to fewer names. Evervone did da butt for a ime, as well as other novelties:
the RoboCop (you whip vour head from side to side), the Cabbage Paich (vou move from
side 1o side and stir something up) and the Roger Rabbit (you hop). But the dance in style
now is vogueing. named, apparently. after the magazine and involving posing, strutting. twirling
about and other fashion-runway moves. Armchair psychologists will say that vogueing makes a virtue of

self-absorption. public preening and narcissism. Well, so did the watusi—that's what dancing is all about

NINETY-EIGHT percent of dancing consists
of following a few simple rules. Think of
these as instructional koans, pointers
from the pros, that we gleaned from
how-to books and videos. Follow them
and you'll move as gracefully as, well,
Fred Astaire. « “Good posture is abso-
lutely essential 1o good dancing.”"—
THOMAS E. PARSON, How to Dance = “Don't
try [the split kick into the back spin] with
your good pants on."—WILLIAM H. WAT-
KINS and ERIC N. FRANKLIN, Breakdance! +
“Remember, you go counterclockwise
when you're country dancing."—MELANIE
GREENWOOD, Hot Country Dancin’ * “Don't
reach out for the floor; it’s right there for
you to hit.”—BONNIE FRANKLIN, Let’s Tap! =
“Footwork alone does not make a good
dancer—vour whole body dances."—
KATHY SMITH, Fun with Foxtrot « “The key
to being a good partner is.. . . to make the
woman beautiful—make her flow, make
her movement ecstasy and flight, you
know."—psTRICK swaYzZE, Swayze Dancing.

9l
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may even come to realize, as I have, that
dancing is better than sex. I mean that,
I really do. Its better because it's a
flirtation that can go on forever and ever
without being consummated; because
you can do it with strangers and not feel
guilty or ashamed; because you can do it
outside your marriage and not get in any
trouble; and because you can do it in
public, with people watching and ap-
plauding. And when you're doing it right,
you can't think about anything else, such
as what you forgot at work or that the
ceiling needs painting.

Which is why women love to dance.

There’s a problem, of course. All won-
derful things in life come with some sort
of problem. For women, it’s finding men
to dance with. I've been taking ballroom-
dance lessons for more than a year now
and, in my class, as in most classes, the
women seriously outnumber the men.
Not taking dance lessons is a common
mistake among men. They fail to realize
that dancing is one of the few things a
man can learn when he’s young that will
come in handy later. Men who know how
to dance—even a few basic steps—will
never end up sad and alone, with nobody
to play with, because women will always
be looking for that rare man who can
dance. They'll take him 1o night clubs
and parties and on cruises, and they’ll go
all mushy after a simple waltz.

Men should know this, but they don't.
They don't appreciate the fact that what
happens between a man and a woman on
a dance floor is so romantic and pure, so
steeped in tender tradition that few wom-
en can resist it.

There are other wonderful things
about dancing. It's a return to a more in-
nocent time, back to the days of courtship
when young couples danced the fox trot,
the waltz and even the tango, and then
fell in love with the way they felt in each
other’s arms, moving to the music. After
they fell in love, they got married. And
then they stayed married.

On a dance floor, it's OK for men to
take the initiative and not worry about
being viewed as Neanderthals. The man
is supposed Lo ask the woman to dance.

And once you begin to dance, the man
leads. It doesn’t work well if vou both lead,
and it’s no better if you take turns. The
man gets to show off his physical
strength, lifting her up and twirling her
around. It's a scientific fact that once a
woman feels a man’s strong arms around
her, she feels a lot better about life in gen-
eral and can't complain much at all.

Women don’t complain about the fact
that most of them dance better than
men. If a man can't cut it on the foor, the
next time he asks, “Do you want to
dance?” he may get a reply such as, “I
think you need more practice. Why don't
we meet somewhere and try?” Women
are perfectly willing to help someone

learn. They'll even become the dance
partner of a man they might not other-
wise entertain in any way other than as a
grave doubt.

Any man who so much as wants to
learn to dance is given much more slack
by the women in ballroom dancing than
the women are by the men, once the man
has learned to dance and is totally impa-
tient with the least imperfection. I know
this marvelous dancer named Frank,
who, the minute we start to tango (we
take Tango Argentino class together, the
dance of the truly driven), begins look-
ing at me in the mirror and saying,
“Can't you do your echos on your own bal-
ance?”

Frank, in fact, had a perfectly gor-
geous partner named Irena, with long
red hair down to her waist and a back
like a Victorian virgin, her profile so pale
and sweet against his dark, Latin good
looks. But Frank was such a barrel of cri-
tiques that finally, one day, she just upped
and quit, saying, “I can't dance with you
anymore. It's no fun.”.

As for me, one day I asked Frank,
“Don't you like dancing with me?”

And he said, *No. Not all the time."

So I left him alone from then on, even
in a class where people were expected to
dance with anvone handy. 1 ignored him
for a long time. Now he asks me to dance,
nicely, and things are a lot better.

Since I began doing ballroom dancing,
I've discovered that there are two types
of men to dance with. There's the kind
who, like me, learned everything they
know from teachers and who wouldn't
veer off the beaten track if an earthquake
struck in mid-step and with whom danc-
ing is incredibly beautiful and brings
moments of such happiness that they
know they'll remember them until the
day they die. And then there are the men
who were born to dance, who took a few
lessons when they were young and have
been dancing ever since. These men re-
gard dance as a simple way 10 express
themselves, leading their partners into
things they never dreamed of doing in a
million vears, and making me, at least,
feel as though I've just been to a motel—
or a small hotel in Santa Barbara—for
the best weekend of my life.

“My God,” I asked one partner, named
Aldo, at the end of a slow Latin bolero.
“What do you call that?”

“That,” he said, smiling, “is dancing.”

No wonder he has been married hAve
times. / would have married him, if only
for a few infatuated months of ball-
rooms, moonlight and what he does to
Music.

Fred Astaire was like that, I suppose.
He learned a few steps in his youth and
Jjust took off when he felt like it in later
life. Oh, to be in Fred Astaire’s arms. Or
even Ralph'’s arms.

I had a first date with Ralph last Satur-

day We were having dinner in one of
those elegant old downtown-L.A. hotels
that have a great restaurant, and after
dinner, we walked past this hotel bar,
where a combo was playing But Not for
Me.

“Oh,” he said, “that's a fox trot, right>"

“I think so,” I said, wondering how a
man who was only 34 and had been
raised in Southern California would
know.

“You want to try?” he said, smiling,
and cherry bombs went off in my heart.

“To dance?” I said. “Oh, let’s.”

The floor was almost empty, maybe
two other couples, and we stoed for a mo-
ment while he listened for the slow/quick-
quick beat, which is all a fox trot is. And
there we were, gliding away, my heart
turning into cotton candy and my head
in and out of the clouds. I stood up
straight, my feet stayed on the floor and
in that moment, 1 was prepared to for-
give him for anything he would do for
the next 40 years.

The dance came to an end and he said,
“That was fun.”

I was seeing stars so badly I could

hardly talk, bur when he said “One
more?” I managed a feeble “Oh, I'd love
to.”
Maybe it's the public formality of it all
that makes the whole thing so private yet
so intense. It took all my wits to keep
from offering to be his slave for life.

“Ahhh,” he said, “you're the queen of
slow dances, aren’t you? You're so easy to
dance with, your body is the great es-
cape.”

“Now, now,” I said, blushing like a love-
struck kid. But I wasn't a teenager in
love, 1 was something worse—I was a
tango dancer in love.

If a year ago someone had asked me to
dance a dance in a place like that, he'd
have been sorry. I was worse than a heavy
lead, I led myself. But now my body was
fully clothed while my mind, heart and
soul were quite a different story.

“In heels,” he said, “you're just the
right size for me.”

Was he planning our future?

When I get infatuated this completely,
1 tend to think of headstones—what we’ll
have written on them and if he'd like
the side-by-side look or prefer nice
mausoleum plaques. A year ago, I might
have asked his view, but now, due to the
rigorously enforced charm that I ac-
quired in tangoland, I'm as good at keep-
ing my mouth shut as I am at keeping my
back straight for the entire dance. If
Ralph wants headstones, I'm sure he'll
ask. I now leave it to the man to propose.

Of course, it's only a dance.

Nothing more.

But the great thing about ballroom
dancing is where it can lead, if only a
woman knows how to follow.



“I had to make a number of concessions in their new contract.”
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text by

KENELM JENOUR

HEX Gires are asked what they

look for in a man. they always

talk about the sensitive things,

like intellect, kindness and a

sense of humor. Well, that's all
very nice, very nice, indeed, but what
I also want i1s a guaranteed nonstop
sex machine, and that's exactly what |
got with Jack. He's into fun and games
in bed, all the reallv horny things that
I get off on, like spankings. hand-
cuffs, whips and Polaroid pictures.
Now, that's a2 man to die for!™ The
man in question is Jack Nicholson, still
a hot box-office star at 52, and the
28-vear-old actress confirming his en-
during sexual prowess is Karen Mavo-
Chandler, a hot British beauty who
spent the best part of a vear in the
Joker's bed. Brits are renowned for
their delight in naughty bedroom
stufl, and you'll notice a startling
Briush insouciance when 1t comes
Karen's attitude abour bedume frol-
ics—attitudes  that wouldn't pass
muster at the Natonal Organization
for Women. Classically trained at the
prestigious Italia-Conti and Guildhall
drama schools in London, the

auburn-haired, hazel-eyed Karen

PHOTOGRAPHY BY STEPHEN WAYDA

THE WAS

ACTRESS KAREN MAYO-CHANDLER DELIVERS THE
GOODS ON EX-LOVER JACK NICHOLSON

“A hero you can love and o villain you can hate,” says Karen Mayo-Chandler of actor Jack
Nicholson (abave, as Batmon's Joker), with whom she says she had a torrid, yearlong offair.
“I'd say he’s rather like the Joker, too; his idea of being sexy is dressing in blue-satin boxer
shorts and fluorescent orange socks and chasing me around the room with o ping-pong
paddle.” The relationship now ended, Karen is concentrating on her Hollywood career.
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made her big-screen debut in Ken Russell's controversial Lisztomania and was in John
Osborne’s biting TV drama You're Not Watching Me, Mummy au 18. By the time she was
29, Karen's face and figure—36-23-34—had placed her on the covers of more than
100 fashion magazines, Vogue and Harpers included, while she still found time o
chase her theatrical dreams, appearing world-wide on stage in Shakespeare’s The
Taming of the Shrew. Noel Coward's Blithe Spivit and even Woody Allen's Play It Again,
Sam. Five years ago, she went to California on vacation. copped a TV guesi-star role

alongside Bruce Boxleitner in Bring 'Em Back Alive and a cameo role with Eddie
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Murphy in the original Beverly Hills Cop. Hollywood became home. After a stint on
the CBS soap The Young and the Restless, she was back on the big screen playing a
string of bad girls—hookers, strippers and junkies—in the B-movie business. But
1989 saw her breakthrough, with a part opposite Karen Black in the current RCA/
Columbia Pictures Home Video release Out of the Dark and the lead in Roger Cor-

man's cult sequel Stripped to Kill 2, which led 1o a five-picture Corman contract. Most

At right is a scene fram the mavie African Express, in which Karen, playing on American
aviatrix, co-stars with Patrick Dalloghon. Its scheduled ta be released early next year
















recently, she completed a major starring role in the upcoming African Express, playing
a feisty American pilot in the World War Tivo adventure. In the midst of all this, she
found time for a secret 12-month fling with “Joker™ Jack, or, as she prefers to call him,
“Spanking” Jack. With good reason, as we shall see. “I kept quiet about it for a long
ume,” she says, “because | really don't like to kiss and tell. but you know how gossip
starts in the movie business. You just can't keep it down. The tabloids made me out 1o

be Jack’s little British bimbo, so 1 simply had to set the record straight. The fact is that

I was in love with Jack, and he treated me like a princess during our ume together. It

was champagne and flowers all the way. Added o that, he spent hour after hour mak-
ing love to me night after night. Could anv girl resist? He's not a selfish lover like so
many men, only interested in satisfying themselves. No one, and I do mean no one,
can compare with Jack in the sack. He reallv ought 1o write a book about it: How to
Make Love to a Woman, by Jack Nicholson. Now, wouldn't that be a best seller? I could
talk torever about Jack’s bedroom technique. With some men, making love is just a
physical thing; with others, it's emotional or intellectual. It’s rarely all three. With

Jack. it's evervthing. Really, it’s a life-or-death thing o (text concluded on page 211)









how

Tell
if
JoUrE

SrowN.

UP hint: looking in the mirror won't help

1 was BORXN in 1947 I have a wife, a child, a mortgage, two dogs
and gum disease. People who are vears vounger than I am rou-
tinely get elected lieutenant governor. So vou would probably
describe me as a grownup. Which just goes to show how much
you know.

Several vears back, 1 began to suspect that, despite mv age, |
wasn't a grownup at all, and neither was mv wife. What tipped
me off was furniture. I noticed that over the vears, all our
friends had gradually, somehow, acquired furniture that not
only went together in terms of color but also looked as though
nobody had ever spilled margaritas mixed with bean dip on it
and then allowed it to harden for several days on account of be-
ing too hung over to attempt cleaning procedures. I wondered,
How did our friends manage this? Our furniture looks as

though a random collection of large, unattracuve animals wan-

dered into our living room and died. It always will.
I know this  (text concluded on page 228; see quiz cverleaf)
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THE REAL-LIFE APTITUDE TEST

(or how to tell if you are, finally, a grownup)

1. Your former college roommate
shows up and repays the $3500 you
lent him to run away to Canada with
in 1969. You:

A. Spend a weekend in Vegas

B. Buy a new set of clubs

C. Reserve a place in nursery

school for your unborn child
D. Demand 8.9 percent interest

2. A foulard is:

A. The layer of fat above the hips
that rolls over the waistband

B. A lightweight silk tie or hand-
kerchief in a twill weave

C. A sheer silk sock worn with for-
mal dinner attire

D. A black dress cape hemmed
with lead weights

3. Your best friend has a professional
triumph. You:

A. Take him out for a drink

B. Take yourself out for a drink

C. Take his wife out for a drink

D. Quit drinking

4. Your bank records and credit appli-
cations will be:
A. Kept strictly confidential
B. Shared with firms only if au-
thorized by you in writing
C. Sold to anybody with a letter-
head and a fax machine
D. Used as the basis of a monolog
on the Letterman show

5. When a woman says she’s not in-
terested in it usually means
she's
A. Marriage . . . bitter
B. Younger men. .. sarcastic
C. Other men . . . discreet
D. Size.. . kind

6. Rank the following in order of im-
portance:
A. Credit-card insurance
B. Over-the-horizon radar protec-
tion
C. Annual physical
D. Team-logo boxer shorts

7. A large monkey and a small monkey
sit in the same tree. Each has six ba-
nanas. The large monkey eats six.
The small monkey eats two. How
many bananas does the small monkey
have left?

A. Six

B. Four

C. Two
D. None

The following questions test your
ability to decipher synthetic wordoids
constructed from initials.

8. RICO:

A. Puerto Rican terrorist organiza-

tion

B. Edward G. Robinson’s big break

C. Anticrime statute

D. Registered Intensive-Care Ob-

stetrician

9. LIFO:
A. Last In, First Out
B. Low-Intensity Fake Orgasm
C. Less Is For Others
D. Let’s Instead Fuck, OK?

10. A half Windsor is:

A. A short dress boot with a tartan
lining

B. A tie knot used to fill moderate-
ly spread collars

C. A wrestling move in which an
opponent’s trunks are pulled
around his knees

D. An illegitimate offspring of the

royal family

11. Match the nationality with the

product:
British wine
French beer
Italian shotguns
Japanese automobiles
German optics
American beef
Swedish chain saws
Canadian women

12. A blucher is:

A. A damp, viscous lump you snort
onto your boss’s tie while laugh-
ing at one of his jokes

B. A half boot on which the upper
laps over the vamp

C. An absorbent pad sewn into the
front of bikini briefs

D. An Austrian velvet slipper

13. treat a beautiful woman as
if she were

A. Always. . . from Mars

B. Never...married

C. Always. .. mentally disabled

D. Never. .. beautiful

No one graduates without fulfilling
the foreign-language requirements.
Below is a test of your fluency in

finanaialese.
14. T-bills are:

A. 13-, 26- and 52-week Treasury
securities sold at a discount
from par

B. Monthly payments on a Thun-
derbird

C. Uncollected tax bills that are
auctioned off to collection serv-
ices

D. Treasury notes bearing the like-
nessof Mr. T

The following question will reveal
the subtlety of your mental palate.
15. Identify cumin:
A. Symbolic Passover dish (bitter
herbs, honey, onions and sand)
B. Aromatic spice used in curry
C. Hungarian chilled cucumber
soup
D. Turkish opiated mint tea

16. Forever means:
A. As long as you both shall live
B. As long as the money holds out
C. As long as the average married
man thinks he has been married
D. As long as it takes to pay off your
kids’ college loans

OPTIONAL SECTION: ETHICS

17. You may safelv lie to which of the
following:

A. The IRS

B. The FBI

C. Mike Wallace

D. Your wife

18. It's not whether you win or lose,
it's:

A. How you play the game

B. How you look

C. Whether you beat the spread

D. Whether you can deduct it

19. Confession is good for:
A. The soul
B. Her lawyers
C. Senate subcommittees
D. All of the above, so avoid it at all
COsts

20. Honesty is the best:
A. Policy
B. Weapon
C. Billy Joel song ever
D. Disguise
—LENNY KLEINFELD and
GEOFFREY NORMAN
(answers on page 232)




“This year you can give him a taste of his own medicine
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——PLAYBOY CHRISTMAS——
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things you can live without, but who wants to?

The MiD ski boot, designed in collaboration with Porsche, features a mid-entry system for easy entry and exit but
maintains the traditionol overlap feel of clossic ski boots. The angle of skiing or wolking position is adjusted by

forward flex and a quick one-button relecse. Available in four colors, from Longe USA, Colchester, Vermont, $330.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY JAMES IMBROGNO




Alessi‘s stainless-steel repraduc-
tian of a circa 1925 cacktail
shaker creoted by German in-
dustrial  designer Marianne
Brondt coptures the unique
design and inherent beauty of
the original, $235. Cheers!

Measuring a mere 44" x 44" x
674" and weighing about
12 pounds, Sony's CCD-TRS
Handycam Bmm comcorder is
the perfect little stacking stuff-
er, yet offers all the features of
its full-sized brathers, $1500.

To keep yaur holiday spirits
soaring, there’s a silver-plated,
English-made aviators watch
featuring a gated top, guartz
movement and leather band,
fram Butler & Wilsan, West
Hollywaad, Califarnio, $248.







IS CRON0)

At left: Grundigs radically
streamlined German-made 26"
improved-definitian sterea tele-
visian with nine audio speakers
has @ 155-channel tuner ond
wireless learning remate and

an-screen pragraming, $2500.

The crystal inkwell (shawn with
a Must blue-lacquer fountain
pen, $410) has a faceted base
and a gold-ringed, frasted-
crystal cop ond is numbered
and initialed in gold, $325.
Both are from Cartier, Chicago.

This HO-gouge Digital Vista
dame car with separate con-
trols for setting ceiling and
table lighting, features a waiter
moving through the aisle, serv-
ing passengers, from Mérklin,
New Berlin, Wisconsin, $295.
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The Jaguar marque has maved
on dawn the raad ta sunglass-
es. Model J701 has all the class
and breeding of the big-cat
machines and cuts sunrays, taa,
fram Spex Inc., Chicaga, abaut
$200, including a handy case.

Deck the halls! Technics’ tap-
loading SL-PC20 five-disc play-
er allows yau ta change CDs
even while one is playing. Yau
also get 20-track random-
access pragraming, sequential
play and repeat modes, $330.

Praduced annually for the hali-
day seasan, this year’s Alfred
Dunhill of Londan's limited-edi-
tion (350) Christmas pipe is
fitted with a gald band and
housed in its awn leather-baund
boak-style case, about $750.




For the uliimote in off-road
thrills, try the Hondo Pilot, o
four-wheel off-rood speciolty
vehicle with o liquid-cooled
397-c.c. two-stroke engine,
from Des Ploines Hondo, Des
Plaines, Hlinois, obout $6000.
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KI L LI NG }Jl A }—] (continued from page 86)

““That mutilation of DiCica could have been a
message to you,’ he said. ‘It looks like it.” I shrugged.”

and everything went back to sloppy nor-
malcy.

A pair of old biddies were sipping beer
at the end of the bar and right in the cen-
ter was a middle-aged portly guy in a
dark suit having a highball. His eves had
picked me up in the back bar when I'd
come in and we didn't have to be intro-
duced. He waved Charlie over. I said,
“Canadian Club and ginger,” then we
picked up the drinks and went to a table
across the room.

“Appreciate your coming,” he said.

“No trouble. What’s happening?”

“There are some people interested in
Tony DiCica’s death.”

“Pretty messy subject. You know what
happened to him?>”

He bobbed his head. “Tough.”

“Yeah. He sure as hell messed up my
office. But that's not what you want to
know. Let's get something squared away
here. You guys don't give a shit whether
DiCica is dead or alive, do you?” I
snarled.

“Couldn't care less.”

“You mean unless he told my secretary
what you wanted.”

After thinking about it, he acknowl-
edged the point. “Something like that.”

I said, “You know, I don't give a rat’s ass
what Tony had. I don't have it and she
doesn't either.”

“Some people aren't going to look at it
that way,” he told me. “Unuil they are ab-
solutely satisfied, you're going to have a
problem.”

“There’s one hell of a hole in vour pres-
entation, fella,” I said. “Tony's been run-
ning loose a long tme. If he had
something, why didn't they get it from
him when he was alive?”

“You know about Tony's history?”

“I know”

“If you guess the answer, I'll tell you if
its right.”

Hell, there could be only one answer. 1
said, “Tony had something he could hang
somebody with.” The guy kept watching
me. “He had permanent amnesia after
getting his head bashed in and didn't re-
member having it or putting it some-
where.” The eyes were still on mine. The
story line started to open up now. “Just
lately, he said or did something that
might have indicated a sudden return of
memory.” The eyes narrowed and 1 knew
I had it

When he put his drink away in two
quick swallows. he rolled the empty glass
between his fingers a moment and said,
“A week ago, he suddenly recognized

somebody—he called him by his right
name.”

“Then he relapsed
againz”

“Nobody knows that.”

“SO:J"

“You have vour fingers in all kinds of
shit. You move with the clean guys and
you go with the dirty ones just as easy.
Nobody likes to mess with you because
vou've blown a few asses off with that can-
non of vours and you got buddies up in
Badgeville, where it counts. So you'd be
Jjust the kind of guy Tony DiCica would
run to with a story that would keep his
head on his shoulders.”

“Crazy,” I said.

“He went to vour office o arrange
something with you. Before you got
there, somebody showed up and did the
job, expecting to walk away with the in-
formation. He didn't have it on him.”

This thing was really coming back at
me. “OK, what's my part?”

“He 1s your client, Mr. Hammer. He
told you all in return for an escape route
you were to furnish.”

“That's a lot of bullshit, you know.”

A gesture of his hands meant it didn't
make anv difference. “You see, as far as
certain people are concerned, youre in
until they say you're out. The informa-
tion Tony had can be worth a lot of mon-
ey and can cause a lot of killing. One way
or another, they expect to get it back.”

“What happens if the cops get it first?”

“Nobody really expects that to hap-
pen,” he said. He pulled his cuff back
and looked at his warch.

I took one more sip of my drink and
stood up. “I guess somebody wants me 1o
talk.”

“Certain people are giving you a few
days to make a decision.”

I could feel my lips pulling back in con-
trolled anger and knew it wasn't a nice
grin at all. I pulled the 45 out and
watched his eyes go blank until I flipped
out the clip and fingered a shell loose. 1
handed it to him. “Give them that,” 1
said.

“What's this supposed to mean?”

“They'll know,” I told him.

a

I called Pat the next day. “What have
you got on DiCica?”

“Interesting history. I'm going off duty.
How about a beer?”

“How can you go off duty? It’s after-
noon.”

“I'm the boss, that’s how."

“I'll meet you downtown.”

into amnesia

Over the beer, Pat told me about An-
thony DiCica. He had a listing of all his
arrests, convictions that were a laugh and
the victims he was suspected of killing.
Every dead guy was involved in the Mob
scene, and two of them were really big
time. Those two had been hit simulta-
neously while they were eating in a small
[talian restaurant. DiCica, after shooting
both parties in the head twice, made off
with an envelope that had been seen on
the table by a waiter. Following the hit,
there had been an ominous quiet in the
city for a week, then several other per-
sons in the organization died. It was two
weeks later that Anthony DiCica's head
collided with a pipe in a street brawl.

“They went a little overboard in bring-
ing him in and cracked his skull. After
that, he was no good to anvbody. They
still needed his goods and had 1o wait for
him to come out of his memory loss be-
fore they could move. . . "

Pat lifted his beer and made a silent
toast. “We really took his place apart, vou
know.”

*No, I didn’t know. What did vou find>"

“Zilch. There were no hiding places.
We even tried the cellar area. If he had
anything at all, it’s someplace else. End of
case. It died with Anthony”

“The hell it did,” I said. “Somebody in
the organization thinks DiCica suddenly
remembered and dropped his secret on
me."

“Brother!”

I nodded. “The bastards as much as
said it’s my ass if I don't produce.”

“Shake you up?”

“I've been in the business too long, kid-
do. 1 just get more cautious and keep my
45 on half cock.”

He watched me, frowning, grouping
his thoughts. “That mutilation of DiCica
could have been a message 10 vou, then.”

“It’s beginning to look like it,” 1 said.

“What do vou do now?”

“See how far I can go before I touch a
trip wire.”

“You dont give a damn, do you?" he
said.

“About what?”

“Anything at all. You dont want any
backup, no protection . . . vou want to be
out there all alone like a first-class idiotic
targer.”

I shrugged.

“There’s a lot more of them than there
are of you.”

I watched him and waited.

He finally said, “They know how you
are, Mike. You're leaving yourself wide
open.”

[ felt a tight grin stretch across my lips
and said, “That's the trip wire / set out.”

L]
They knew me at the hospital but
wanted to see my L.D. anywayv. The cop at
{continued on page 207)



“Nintendo doesn’t have a game like that, does 1t?”
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SWIMMERS

WE DIDN'T KNOW ENOUGH ABOUT HER—AND WE WEREN'T LIKELY T0, EITHER

THERE ARE STORIES that go unaccountably
wrong and become impermeable to the
imaginaton. They lodge in the memory
like an old wound never entirely healed.
This story of my father’s younger broth-
er Clyde Farrell, my uncle, and a woman
named Joan Lunt, with whom he fell in
love, years ago, in 1959, is one of those
stories.

Some of it | was a part of, aged 13. But
much of it [ have to imagine.

°

It must have been a pale, wintry,
unflattering light he first saw her in,
swimming laps in the early morning in
the local Y.M.C.A. pool, but that initial
sight of Joan Lunt—not her face, which
was obscured from him, but the move-
ment of her strong, supple, creamy-pale
body through the water, and the sureness
of her strokes—never faded from Clyde
Farrell's mind.

He'd been told of her; in fact, he'd
come to the pool that morning to observe
her, but still you didn’t expect to see such
serious swimming, 7:45 a.m. of a weekday,
in the antiquated white-tiled “Y" pool,
light slanting down from the wired glass
skylight overhead, a sharp medicinal
smell of chlorine and disinfectant pinch-
ing your nostrils. There were a few other
swimmers in the pool, ordinary swim-
mers, one of them an acquaintance of
Clyde’s who waved at him, called out his
name when Clyde appeared in his swim
trunks on the deck, climbed up onto the

diving board, then paused to watch Joan
Lunt swimming toward the far end of the
pool . . . just stood watching her, not
rudely but with a frank, childlike inter-
est, smiling with the spontaneous pleas-
ure of seeing another person doing
something well, with so little waste mo-
tton. Joan Lunt in her yellow bathing suit
with the crossed straps in back and her
white rubber cap that gleamed and
sparked in the mimature waves: an at-
tractive woman in her mid-30s, though
she looked younger, with an air of total
absorpuion in the task at hand, swimming
to the limit of her capacity, maintaining a
pace and a rhythm Clyde Farrell would
have been challenged to maintain him-
self, and Clyde was a good swimmer,
known locally as a very good swimmer, a
winner, years before, when he was in his
teens, of county and state competitions.
Joan Lunt wasn't aware of him standing
on the diving board watching her, or so it
appeared. Just swimming, counting laps.
How many she’'d done already he couldn’t
imagine. He saw that she knew to cup the
water when she stroked back, not to let it
thread through her fingers like most
people do; she knew as if by instinct how
to take advantage of the element she was
in, propelling herself forward like an ot-
ter or a seal, power in her shoulder mus-
cles and upper arms, and the swift
scissors kick of her legs, feet flashing
white through the chemical-turquoise
glitter of the (continued on page 168)

fiction

By JOYCE CAROL, OATES
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what do free speech, gun control and
abortion have in common? they are the
new chorus in our theater of confusion

opinion By DAVID MAMET

Civil Liberties Union and the Na-
tional Rifle Association.

Privileged to sit in these two mu-
tually abhorrent camps, I have been
struck by the similarity of their funda-
mentalist stance on two disparate issues:
the First (A.C.L.U) and Second (N.R.A.)
amendments to the Constitution.

The First Amendment states that there
shall be no law limiting freedom of
speech (the only exception being the ad-
vocacy of violent overthrow of the Gov-
ernment).

The A.C.L.U. and enlightened liberal
thought have long held that the First
Amendment could not be plainer and is
open to no interpretation; that interpre-
tation or amendation in the least degree
must inevitably bring about destruction
of the amendment’s protective meaning.

The members of the A.C.L.U. do not,
in the main, I am sure, derive pleasure
from lurid pornography, but they are
sufficiently concerned about the tenuous-
ness of freedom of speech that they are
prepared to submit to the dissemination
of pornography rather than open the
First Amendment to that interpretation
they feel must lead to its emasculation.

The leadership of the A.CL.U. is
sufficiently devoted to the purity of the
notion of freedom of speech that it came
to the defense of American Nazis, a
group whose very existence they must
have found loathsome, when the Nazis
were debarred from marching in Skokie,
Illinois, a predominantly Jewish commu-
nity and home to many survivors of the
Nazi death camps. Many viewers on the
right (as well as some on the left) must
have looked on in wonder at this, ar-
guably, Pyrrhic display. As must viewers
of the left look on when the N.R.A. op-
poses limitation of firearms whose only

I AM a MEMBER of both the American

possible employment is in mayhem.

Well, the left says, yes, keep your guns
for home defense and for sporting pur-
poses, but why must you have your semi-
automatic assault rifles? What possible
purpose can they serve? To which an en-
lightened member of the N.R.A. might
answer in a twofold way: (1) A semi-auto-
matic assault rifle is, the inlammatory
modifiers removed, simply a rifle. The
semi-automatic of the name refers to the
action used to make the piece ready 1o
fire again, semi-automatic being one of
many possible actions, among them
pump, lever and bolt. The “assault” of
the name means thart the rifle is made fo
resemble, and may even be made by the
manufacturers of assault rifles, which are
the modern evolution of the machine
gun and are fully automatic; i.e., they fire
more than one round with each pull of
the trigger. The members of the N.R.A.
might be asked why they would think it
necessary either 1o possess or 1o espouse
the possession of such articles designed
to resemble weapons of war, to which the
response might be (and this is the second
portion of the answer): (2) “None of your
business—the Second Amendment to the
Constitution states that the right of the
people to keep and bear Arms shall not
be infringed. This statement is not open
to interpretation.”

“Yes, but,” the interlocutor might state,
“don’t you see that your mindless pursuit
of this idea leads to murder?”

To which the response might be, “No, 1
do not see that, any more than you see
that pornography leads to rape; but I do
see that any attempt to interpret the Sec-
ond Amendment must inevitably lead to
destruction of this freedom to bear arms,
and I feel that this freedom is sufficiently
important that I am willing to tolerate
abuses in the (continued on page 229)

PHOTOGRAPHY BY RICHARO IZUI
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THE CHRISTMAS TAPES

spreading good cheev is so easy by phone. so listen up and leave your greeting at the tone

wiLL ANYONE who is anyone be home for
Christmas this year? Don't count on it.
But modern technology is picking up the
slack—even stars use phone answering
machines. Do you ever wonder what their
messages sound like?

Fvana and Denald t%mnﬁ

“"Tis the night before Trumpmas, that
magical hour, and Don and Ivana are not
in the Tower. One evening each yule, to
show that we care, we ride in a sleigh that
is pulled by the mayor. We shower the
Trump Apple's poor boys and girls with
champagne and Krugerrands, truffles
and pearls. And you'll hear us exclaim as
each tot sheds a tear, ‘Merry Trumpmas
to all, and a happy Trump year!"” Beep.

“Not home! Hanging on a train! Leave

a message for Indy! Dad, if it's you, I get
the girl this Christmas!” Beep.

Wtz Sallone

“Yo. Shv. Out. Acting. Or polo. Christ-
mas. Merry. Except Brigitte. Not her.
Leave a message at the grunt.” Grunt.

Oliver Noilh

“Please pardon me. I am presently off
base. Why? I can't recall. But if you leave
your name and credit-card number at
the sound of the bugle, I'll send vou a
ticket to my Broadway show, Ollie’s Follies,
which will open in January if I can just
locate Kukia and Fran.” Beep.

Manuel e/’/%abya

“Saludos, bandidos. Si, it is 1, Noriega.
It has been a very good year here in
Panama. We stared down the yanqui and
held glorious elections, and we've adopt-
ed a national slogan: ‘Better living
through chemistry’ 1 wish 1 could be
home to take your call, but in my absence,
let me sing you a little banana-republic
song: ‘I know a mule, his name is Sal,
fifteen k on the Panama Canal. He’s a
good old smuggler and he flies El Al,
fifteen k on the Panama Canal.’"” Beep.

Cher

“Sorry I'm not home. But in case
youre wondering what I'd like for
Christmas, I'm through with plastic and
getting into metal. Bon Jovi, for starters.
Please leave a message after the guitar
solo.” Beep.

“Of the fact that 1 am out, have no
doubt. That the Reverend Jesse Jackson
1$ struggling so that no white, yellow,
red or African-American person need
grieve, vou must believe. Let us come to-
gether for the right reason in this holy
season. Let us stop cycles of pain, cycles
of sorrow, leave vour name and I'll call
you back tomorrow.” Beep.

Gany c‘%mu{ébzy

“This is Garry's tape machine, Garry
Shandling’s tape machine. This is the
message that you hear every time you call
him. We're almost to the question How
do you think his hair is? Then you'll hear
a Garry Shandling tone.” Beep.

Bo Jackson

“You called Bo Jackson. Bo is at work.
April to September, Bo is in Kansas City.
October to January, Bo is in L.A. Christ-
mas Eve, call the North Pole.” Beep.

Marilyn Quayle

“This is Marilyn Quayle. Danny is at-
tending an important forestry meeting at
the White House. I am shopping for his
Christmas present. He says he wants a
copy of Plato’s Republican. 1 think we'll—
stick to putters. Danny loves Christmas™ "%
He hangs little TOW missiles in door- _&%
ways and asks for a kiss. But now that he =%
oversees the space program, it is getting wgaer’ |
harder and harder to convince him that
Santa eludes radar in a Stealth sleigh g
Merry Christmas.” Beep. A

<
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Yeawvid Lellovman

*Hi, it's Dave. Here are the top-ten rea-
sons I'm too busy to come to the phone
right now:

“10. Rereading Laurence Leamer's
Carson bio.

“9. Getting hair cut . . . again.

“8. Entertaining ‘Mrs” Letterman's
parents.

“T Getting 1o know the ‘real’ Arsenio
Hall.

“6. Selecting gifts for NBC execs from
G.E. employee catalog.

“5. Flossing.

“4, Working with Paul on Dave’s An-
swering Machine Theme.

“3. Helping Richard Lewis through
annual Christmas doldrums.

“2. Training reindeer to “fly’ for Stupid
Pet Tricks.

“And the number-one reason I'm too
busy to come to the phone right now:
Making ‘snow angels’ with Madonna and
Sandra Bernhard.” Beep.

Fandva Bewnhard

“Oh, man. I'm not in right now. Really.
Madonna and Dave. This ‘tree-trim-
ming’ thing. God, I'm so sick of Christ-
mas.” Beep.

Madonna

“Sorry, I can't come to the phone right
now, because I'm out *hanging mistletoe’
with Dave and Sandra.” Beep.

Millie Herlon

“Sorry I missed your call. I'll be out for
the weekend. Merry Christmas.” Beep.

Lee SAlwater

“Hey, bro, have a cool yule and lay
down some jive at the beep. . . . If this
is David Duke, I did not authorize this
call. . . ." Beep.

PBell Yacmbeer

“Me? You're calling me? You've got to
be nuts! He had his hand in my eye! Oh,
sorry—thought I was on the court there
for a second. This is Bill Laimbeer of the
Detroit Pistons. Leave a message at the
sound of the whistle.” Tweet.

Willeam Heod
“I'm out Christmas shopping, but re-
member, just because [ buy you some-

thing, it doesn't mean we're married, for
Chrissakes.” Beep.

Rob Yowe
“Yes, this is Rob Lowe. No, you can't see
it. So just leave me alone. I mean it. If you

don't, I'm warning you, I'll start singing.
‘Fa-la-la-la-la, la-la-la-la.” Beep.

Fole Rese

“This is Pete. I never bet on baseball,
and supposing I did? Big #@!'$* deal.
What's it to you? Huh? You got an answer
to that? Put it on the tape. Seven to five 1
call you back by New Year's.” Beep.

Foa Foa Gator

“So vy do you call now, dahhing? I
finally get our of the house, go for a little
drive, and now the phone starts ringing.
Pleeeezzzzze leave me with a message,
dahling, especially Freddie De Cordova.
For you, the answer is always ja.” Beep..

Sy Magagine

“We're not here right now. We're in
therapy, trying to get rid of our Trump
envy. Please leave your dirty secrets at the
beep. ‘Merry’ Christmas.” Beep.

“Merry Malcolm Xmas. Do the right
thing and leave a message.” Beep.

Goorge Busk

“Hi, I'm George Bush. Barbara and 1
are in the Oval Office with Vice-Presi-
dent Quayle, trimming the tree with a
thousand points of light and singing O
Tannenbauwm. The Vice-President keeps
singing O Tannin’ Salon, but that's Dan.
We love him. America loves him. And at
this nice time of year, when Americans
exchange gifts, or, if they have no gifts,
gift certificates, let me say that I hope
America loves its Christmas President,
too. Have a merry Christmas, America,
and a kinder, gentler new year.” Beep.

James Brown

“Oww! You called James Brown, God-
father of Soul, hardest-working man in
the penitentiary. Yow! Can't pick up your
call. No! Can't pick up the soap. Hunh!
Call James in three to six.” Beep.

Gk Winficy

“Oh, girlfriend, I'm glad vou called!
But I can't come to the phone right now.
I'm pretaping my Christmas special
about overweight wives of celebrity hair-
dressers who have seen Elvis. If you have
seen Elvis or know someone who has,
leave a message at the tone.” Beep.

Sedmean Reshdie

“Shh. This is Rushdie. I can't talk.
They may be tracing your call. Leave a
very short message. I'd like to say merry
Christmas, but I'd better not.” Beep.

S A

“We're sorry, but we can't come to the
phone just now. We're, uh, feeding the
animals. But let us be the first to wish you
a very merry Christmas, as well as to say
that the sexual revolution is not over. No
way. And we wish you and vours a happy
new year from the Playboy family.” Beep.
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miss december
has a new motto:
"dont tread on me”

PETRA VERKAIK, a 22-year-old native Cali-
fornian, celebrated the signing of her
Playmate contract in an unusual fashion:
by running herself over with her own
van. The venerable '76 Volkswagen has a
habit of not starung, so Petra’s accus-
tomed to climbing under the chassis,
armed with a screwdriver, to get things
going. This time, in her excitement about
becoming a Playmate, she neglected to
check whether or not the transmission
was in gear. When the motor turned over,
the van lurched onto her chest and
perched there for about 30 seconds. “A
very long thirty seconds,” she says. “I
thought I was going to die.” With a
mighty effort—"I'm not Hercules or any-
thing, but it’s a light car"—Petra man-
aged to free herself, sort of. “I pushed it
up and slid under it. Then it landed on
my hair, pinning me.” Fortunately, the
episode took place in the parking lot next
to Playbey's West Coast offices, and rescue
was soon at hand. Cassie Gould, a Plavboy

“| want a man who has drive, wha is reaching
far samething in life,” says Petra Verkaik. “I
dar't care if it's racing cars, phatagraphy or
medicine—something he wants ta be goad
at. He has ta have his awn life and sa da 1.




PHOTOGRAPHY BY RICHARD FEGLEY

publicist, was the first to hap-
pen by and see two legs sticking
out from beneath the dilapidat-
ed van. Her call for help was
answered by two security
guards and a pair of passers-by
who quickly got the van off
the Playmate; paramedics and
sheriff’s officers arrived sec-
onds later. At the hospital, Petra
was X-rayed and got the good
news that she could go home
immediately. The bad news was
that now that Petra was obvi-
ously out of danger, evervbody
was cracking jokes about the
accident. When a Playmate,
particularly a well-endowed
Playmate, is saved from serious
mjury by her breasts, people
smile. It's not unlike the story of
a preacher’s being saved from a
stray bullet by his Bible. And
Petra 1s by nature a rather shy
person. “God, 1 was so embar-
rassed,” she recalls. Still, when
she heard that West Coast Pho-
to Editor Marilyn Grabowski
had dubbed her “the retread
Playmate,” Petra good-na-
turedly responded, “Well, I did
have tread marks on my shirt.
What else can I do but laugh?”
Petra and her misbehaving van
go way back. “My mom bought
it new, and we used it to camp
at the Grand Canyon and
everywhere” Last year, her
mother gave Petra the van. Since
then, its trips have most often
been to the mechanic. Sull, it
has provided reliable-enough

“My boyfriends emotional. | like
that,” says Petro. “Sometimes he’ll
fight his emotions, but then he just
lets them out. Sometimes we cry
together if something upsets him.”









“l want @ man wha’s romantic and passionate, wha'll bring me flowers for na reason and wha tells me I'm beautiful in the marning
when my hair is all crazy” says Petra. “Even if | don't feel very pretty, it's important that he doesnt see just the outside.”




transportation to get Petra to
modeling assignments (she re-
cently did some promotional
work for Pepsi). She currently
shares a house near L.A. with
three others, including her
boyfriend, with whom she plots
fantasy travel plans (first stop:
Bali, her mother’s birthplace;
her father comes from Hol-
land). Her next move, however,
may be to try out for a spot in
the Playboys Girls of Rock &
Roll revue, currently in Las Ve-
gas and Lake Tahoe. “Playboy
has helped me a lot,” says Petra.
“It has given me self-con-
fidence. Now I love meeung
people.” There's another plus:
With her Playmate earnings,
she’ll be able to buy a new car.
“Something light,” she says,
smiling. “Like a Honda CRX."

“I've always had a special thing
abaut cars. In high schoal, | had
a Celica Supra, and it was me,”
says Petra. “But then it was fo-
taled, and that really bent my ego.”
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PLAYBOY'S PLAYMATE OF THE MONTH
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PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

The voung woman complained 1o her friend
about her boviriend's extraordinary sex drive. “1
harely have the strength o go 10 work in the
morning,” she said. “Now that he's ofl on hohday,
things will only get worse.”

“How long 1s he off 7 her companion asked.

“It varies,” she replied, “but usually, time for
one cigarette.”

Dun Quayle vigorously supports the Adminis-
tration’s plans to send i man to Mars, but isiders
report that he intends to re-enlist i the National
Guard to make sure it isn't him.

Oue morning, a Texan walked up to his savings-
and-loan branch oflice and tound it closed. Afes
several minutes of pounding on the door, the
manager appeared. “We're closed!” he shouted
through the glass.

“But your sign says vou're open mine 1o five,”
the customer replied.

“Those aren't our hours. Those are the odds
we'll be open tomorrow.”

What does Mother Teresa’s answering machine
say? “Hello, Saint Flsewhere.”

As soon as the famous movie director passed
through the pearly gates, Saimt Peter wold him
they had a film they wanted him 1o direct. The
director tried 10 beg off, pleading exhausuon,
but Saint Peter explamed that this was a very spe-
cial ilm——the script was by Shakespeare.

The director was tempted for a moment but
dechned. Then Samt Peter said the art divection
would be by Da Vinci. The lm maker warmed
considerably 10 the project but again decided
against it

“The music will be by Beethoven,” Samt Peter
added.

“Screenplay by Shakespeare! Production de-
sign by Da Vinei! Original score by Beethoven!”
the director exclaimed. Tl do n!”

“There’s just one thing.” Siimt Peter said. “God
has this girliriend who sings. .7

A Muscovite asked a butcher for beel and was
old there was none. She asked for chicken. None.
Lamb? None. Pork? None. Vieal? None.

As the dejected shopper walked out, the butch-
er turned to his assistant and murmured admir-
ingly, “What a memory!”

An archacologist was diggimg in the Negev
Desert in Israel and came upon a casket contain-
ing a mummy, After examining i, he called the
curator ol a prestigious natural-history muscum.
“I've just discovered a three-thousand-vear-old
mummy of i man who died of heart failure!” the
excited scientst exclaimed.

“You car't know all that from looking it him,”
the curator veplied. “Bring himm in. We'll see.”

A week later, the amazed curator called the
archacologist. “Yon were right about the mum-
my's age and cause of death. How i the world
did you know="

“Easy. There was a piece ol paper in his hand
that said, 10000 sSHEKELS ON oL,

How many Helmsley emplovees does it take to
change a light bulb? One hundred: 99 10 try and
one 1o fire them all.

Afier a visiting Chinese theoretician was given a
tour of the Metropolitan Museum of Art, he was
asked 1o imterpret various stvles of painting. “Ex-
pressionism,” he said, “is painting what you feel.
Impressionism is painting what vou see.”

“Bur then, what 1s sociahist realism?” he was
asked.

“That.” he said, “is painting what vou hear”

Whats the difference between a terrorist and
vour wife? You can negotiate with a terrorist.

A geneticist believed  he had - discovered  a
micthod {or putting the theory of human cloning
into practice. He deaded 1o clone himsell bt
Everythimg went perfectly—except that, through
some minor miscalculation, his clone was rude,
vulgar and foulmouthed. When he was unable 1o
correct the problem, he threw the offensive clone
out his laboratory window. The tollowing day, the
scientist was arrested lor making an obscene
clone fall.

Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a post-
card, please, to Party Jokes Editor. Playboy,
680 North Lake Shorve Drive, Chicago, [l
60611 $100 will be paid to the contributor
whose carvd is selected, Jokes cannot be relurned.



“I've a few Christmas goodies—if it isw’t too much of an anticlimax.”
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fiction By ROBERT COOVER [N i

The patient, a livid mass of welts, bruises, abrasions and deep discontents,
wearing only a short hospital gown tied at the back and laid out on an examining
table like raw stock, is wheeled, cold and half-conscious, into the doctor’s office.

“Well, well'” exclaims the doctor, exhibiting a professional jollity. “And what
have we here?”

Lucky Pierre, skin-flick hero, does not answer, keeping bottled up his scripted
groans. He lies darkly in his wounds, his knees and elbows turned out, as though
he were coming unspooled. By contrast, the doctor, who directs this in-house
segment, which for all he knows may be his last, is glowing with well-being, her
silvery-blonde hair pulled back in a tight bun at the neck, her teeth sparkling,
her complexion radiant, her bright uniform (continued on page 212)

THE NURSES STRIP AWAY HIS GOWN-—AND
THE CAMERAS WHIR IN THE BACKGROUND

ILLUSTRATION BY MERRITT DEKLE
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PATTI

ts said that living is the best prepara-

tion for an actor If thats so, Patti
D'Avbanuille is better equipped than most.
At 14, while a disc jockey in a Greenwich
Village night club, she was discovered by
Andy Warhol and cast in his movie classic
“Flesh.” At I3, she began modeling in Paris
and London, where she worked with
Francesco Scavullo and Richard Avedon,
and met Cat Stevens, wha wrote two songs
Jor her: “Lady DArbanville” and “Wild
World.” She starred in the erotic film “Buli-
tis” and, back in America, had roles in such
films as “Rancho Deluxe,” “Big Wednes-
day,” “The Main Event” and “Modern
Problems.” Most recently, she plaved John
Belushi’s drug conmection, Cathy Smith, in
“Wired.” Patti is also Ken Wahl’s continu-
ing love interest on TV's “Wiseguy.” In veal
life, she has been married twice and shares a
son, Jesse, with Don _Johnson. Contributing
Editor David Rensin met with Patti at her
Santa Monica home. He reports: “Her liv-
ing room is cluttered with Catholic artifacts
and all sizes of framed photographs, mclud-
ing one group shot of Patti, best friend
Pamela Des Barres and Melanie (Mrs. Don
Johnson) Griffith. She was dressed i jean
cut-offs and a T-shirt and was surrounded
by workmen who were remodeling her house.
Outside, il sounded like the attack of the
Mexican lawn blowers. She has amazing
powers of concentration.”

L

pLavBoy: Your latest film, Wired, the John
Belushi bio-pic, received enormous pre-
release publicity—most of it critical. Even
the actors who took roles have been chas-
tised, in effect, for betraying one of their
own. And it was a long time before the
movie found a distributor. Did you think
about any of that when you accepted the
part of Cathy Evelyn Smith, the woman
who gave Belushi the injection that led 10
his death?

DARBANVILLE: No,

tv's wisegal i‘;allapar:elillgf 1
on body hair, (o™ ee leme
s and G
wlw men wanted to make
in love turn

stupid

an antidrug state-

ment. The publici-
ty has worked to
PHOTOGRAPHY BY RANDEE ST. NICHOLAS

my advantage, be-
cause I've been
able to say what I
feel about any-
body’s picking up

2 0 Q0 U E
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ARBANVILLE

a drug. Actually, I've made more an-
tidrug statements doing interviews about
it than the movie is ever going to make.
It's a powerful piece, but as far as I'm
concerned, they could have been a little
bit stronger with what really happens
when you use drugs. Otherwise, I'm sick
of it all. Wired seemed like “the movie
that never would be.” And I just don't get
it. I'm tired of talking about it. I wish
people would judge this poor fucking
movie on what it 1s instead of this big
hoopla around it.

2,

pLavBov: In 1975, you were Jefl Bridges’
girlfriend in Rancho Deluxe. Since then,
he has landed steamy roles with every
beautiful leading lady in Hollywood.
What about him first appealed to you?
parBanviLLE: He can dance. Figuratively
and literally. Jeff’'s way with women
makes complete sense to me. We danced
like crazy. We never stopped.

3.

pLavBoY: Which of vour movies should all
knowledgeable and hip video collectors
have in their library?

DARBANVILLE: Wired! [Laughs] Nah. Bili-
tis, the one I did with David Hamilton.
It's pretty, but it’s a piece of kaka. | don't
really like anyvthing I've done except the
Wiseguy episodes I've recently been in. I
say turn on the video recorder Wednes-
day nights, because that’s what I'm most
proud of.

4.

pLavBOv: As the woman who was with
Don Johnson in his early Miami Vice
days, tell our female readers how 1o han-
dle a stubbly man.

DARBANVILLE: It never bothered me. 1
don't like full beards or mustaches, but a
little stubble here and there is fine. What
I don't like is when men shave their bod-
ies, like these muscle guys. I have an ac-
tor friend, a big Italian guy, and he’s
built. He’s got a body that makes me say,
“Please, ves, help.” You puddle when vou
see him. But he shaves his body. I love
hair. 1 love hairy arms and chests and
legs and the whole area that’s supposed 10
have hair—except on the back. I'm not
too crazy about that. In other words, Pe-
ter Sellers would not have worked for me.

5.

pLavBov: You and Don remain friends.
You're also close 1o his wife, Melanie
Griffith. Now that they've remarried

each other, give us a short course in con-
verting a love affair 1o a lasting friend-
ship.

pARBANVILLE: It takes love and respect.
Compromise. Accepting each other the
way you really are and not the way you
want each other to be. Lowering your ex-
pectations sometimes.

6.

pLavBOY: You've been married twice.
What would it take for you to try again,
and make i stick?

DARBANVILLE: Someone over thirty-five
who has pretty much decided on what he
wanits to do in life; someone who under-
stands what 1 want to do in my life; some-
one who wants to have four kids.
[Laughs) Before, when I got married, it
was just important to find someone to
take care of me. And I wanted 1o walk
down the aisle with my father, in a white
dress. Now companionship is more im-
portant. I don't need anybody to take
care of me. I've figured that out by my-
self. But now my independence gets in
the way. Also, I have the attention span of
a gnat. So the guv has to be pretty inter-
esting. Basically, I like Italian men. I like
big men. I like big, independent, strong
men who won't follow me around like a
puppy dog when they fall in love. I like
men before they fall in love with me. After
they fall in love, 1 don't know what hap-
pens. They get stupid. I don't get it

7

pLAYBOY: What's the least amount of time
it has taken you to say “I love you™?
DARBANVILLE: [Embarrassed) And mean
it? A month. And it was a mistake.

8.

pavsov: There have been a lot of self-
help books for women in the past twenty
years. What's your best advice for women
of the Nineties?

parBanviLLe: Boy, voure really asking
the wrong person. [Laughs] Hmm. OK.
Just don't take any shit, ever. Just be true
to yourself, and if they can't keep up with
the program, then tell them 1o go away.

9.

rLavBOY: Say you've had your eye on a big
Italian guy for a while, and now he’s com-
ing to your place for dinner. What do you
cook to seduce?
parBanviILLE: Oooh. He can cook for me.
[Laughs] 1 would make a sauce that my
girlfriend Maria told me about. Anne
(continued on page 233)
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ND
TO ALL A
GOOD
NIGH'T

how to host an
elegant, intimate christmas

eve dinner for two

food and drink
By KAREN MAC NEIL

OMEWHERE there exists
that image of the perfect Christmas Eve: starry, snowy,
seductive. And unlike lots of perfect images, this one
even seems possible. But is it? As the season of mirth
and merriment approaches once again, we're faced
with the very practical question of what to actually do
on Christmas Eve. Invite the lady of your life out for a
classy dinner? Throw in your lot with family? Give a
cocktail party for two and 20 close friends? Play it per-
verse and order a feast of take-out Chinese?

If any of these thoughts have occurred to you, dis-
miss them. Christras Eve 1s not the kind of ritual to be
messed with. No matter how nonconformist or rene-
gade you are in the normal scheme of things, you must
put attitude aside just this once and do Christmas Eve
right. Wrap her in old-fashioned rapture. Pull out the
stops. Make Christmas Eve dinner for her, and make it
an unforgettable one.

No, it should not be you buying the champagne

and a caterer doing the real work. Trust me, a catered

PHOTOGRAPHY BY RICHARQ FEGLEY
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Christmas Eve dinner has all the charm
of a carburetor. And, 1 know, you aren't
Martha Stewart, nor do you want to
crash-course your way through Julia
Child. It doesn't matter. There's cooking
and there's craziness. I'm not suggesting
that you reinvent gastronomy in a
kitchen that’s used to a six-pack and a
couple of grapefruits.

On the other hand, don't open a can of
cream-of-mushroom soup, pour it over a
thawed bird and mix up a few distraction
martinis. Remember, this is Christmas.
And there’s another thing to think
about: Feeding someone is intrinsically
primal and, depending on how you do it,
a powerful aphrodisiac. So here, dear
worldly, sophisticated gentlemen, 1s your
Christmas Eve menu:

Caviar and Créme Fraiche
on Toasted Brioche
Iced Vodka
°
Chestnut Soup with Roasted
Chestnuts
Rosé Champagne

L]
Cranberry-Orange Relish on Endive
Wild Rice with Toasted Pine Nuts
Double-cut Veal Chops
with Shiitake Mushrooms
in Cognac Cream Sauce
Assorted Wines

.
Biiche de Noél
‘Tawny Port
°
Christmas Cookies
Coffee
Cognac

You could use a drink right now? Re-
serve judgment. I promise it will be pain-
less to create this meal. Back to strategy.
A key decision must be made. You can
play the evening straight and chic or
keep her wired with small surprises.
Take, for example, her arrival. You could,
of course, simply suggest an arrival time,
so she has to get into her cold car and
drive over. Still, the scenario doesn’t get
high marks for mood enhancement. A
Dy Zhivago-style sleigh would have the
right spin; too bad it’s 100 years too late
as a possibility. A limo? That depends on
her. She’ll either love it or gag.

Less ostentatious but uptown: Send a
black sedan. Make sure there’s some-
thing wrapped and waiting on the back
seat for her. Something funny, perhaps
referring to a shared joke, is best. Resist
the corny and the obvious: no candy-cane
panties, please.

By the me she arrives, you want to be
not only ready but relaxed. An old cater-
ing rule has it that great dinner parties
are so well organized the host can take an
hour’s nap before the guests arrive. The
plan, then, is to pin down as many things
as possible weeks ahead.

Lighting, for example, doesn't get
much better than the subtle dance be-
tween shimmering Christmas-tree lights
and the ever-evocative fire. Make sure
you have good logs, lots of kindling and
plenty of pine cones to throw on the blaze
for snap, razzle and that mountain-cabin
smell. Turn off all the track lights and use
candles everywhere.

Choose a progression of music, keep-
ing her in mind: soft jazz, oldies, blues
and maybe, just for nostalgia, a few For-
ties ballroom tunes. She may, after all,
ask you to dance. You may, after all, just
feel like holding her.

The single man’s home may be his
chrome-and-leather castle, but the feel—
on this night, anyway—needs 1o be very
different. Every room must suggest rich-
ness and comfort. On the side table, lay
out 2 wheel of Stlton cheese. On the
mantel, put your favorite silver bowl
brimming with roasted chestnuts. Set out
tempting chocolates by the tree. These
are the subtleties that suggest homeyness.
And they require nothing more than a
little grocery shopping.

The last pre-Eve, create-the-ambience
task is table setting. This is the time to
drag out, buy or borrow a beautiful table-
cloth: brocade, lace or linen. And, of
course, good linen napkins and your best
china and silver, polished to a gleam. The
more Ralph Laurenish, the better. An el-
egant, simple table is what you're after, so
no buxom bouquets or phallic pepper
mills. A sprig of mistletoe peeking out of
her napkin would be nice, however.

On to the dinner, devised with one
thing in mind: to keep you from wanting
to strangle yourself with your apron
strings. Almost everything, in fact, is
bought ready-made. Your job is “dressing
things up” to make them your own, plus
cooking the chops. First, the caviar. This
meal gets patriotic later on; for right now,
though, buy as much of the best Russian
caviar you can afford. (Leftovers make
for a tasty Christmas breakfast in bed.)
Delicious Osetra is the type you want.

Caviar tastes best when it's spooned on-
to thin slices of oasted brioche. Soft and
slightly sweet, brioche can be bought in
almost any good French bakery or
gourmet store. Don't worry about other
potential caviar accompaniments such as
chopped egg or onion. Instead, put out a
small dish of créme fraiche (bought in a
gourmet store) for dabbing on top.

Glacially cold vodka served in iced
glasses is caviar's soul mate. If you're seri-
ous about this, you can ice the bottle
down as the czars did so that it's wrapped
in a strait jacket of ice. If your lady is not
the vodka type, move straightaway to the
champagne.

As the caviar must be the real McCoy,
s0, too, must the champagne. You may
have happily consumed countless bottles
of sparkling wine all year long, but

tonight you must drink bubbles that
come only from that treasured region
northeast of Paris called Champagne.

Although, truthfully anv French
champagne would be luscious, Krug's
Grand Cuvée is legendary. To maximize
the impact, make it Krug’s Rosé. Far
from being frivolous, rosé champagnes
are richer, deeper, more rare and often
more costly than golden champagnes.

Champagne must be served in a tall,
sleek flute—a gorgeous piece of glass, if
ever there were one. Just holding it can
make a woman feel sexy.

Speaking of which, we have neglected
the not-so-small martter of a Christmas
gift. If you have bought her something
big, on the magnitude, say, of a mi-
crowave oven—or something brainy,
such as the unabridged version of the
Oxford English Dictionary—save u for
Christmas Day. Tonight you must give
her something small, surprising and per-
sonal. Tie a gold bracelet to the cham-
pagne bottle with a bit of ribbon and ask
her to pour. That sort of present.

Let the Krug's Rosé carry you through
the first course, chestnut soup with roast-
ed chestnuts. The soup is easily bought in
a gourmet take-out shop and will need
only a quick warming over low heat.
(Oyster soup 1s the substitute of choice.)

Just before serving the soup in shallow,
wide soup bowls set on dinner plates,
sprinkle roasted chestnuts on top. To wit:
Buy chestnuts in a supermarket. While
heating your oven to 350° Fahrenheit,
with a sharp knife carve an X into the flat
side of each chestnut shell. (Try not to
penetrate the meat.) Put all the nuts on a
baking sheet and roast for 30 minutes.
Cool just enough to handle, but peel the
chestnuts when they're still warm.

That first course should be a breeze.
But now you really step up to bat. The
main course is composed of three dishes:
cranberry-orange relish on endive, wild
rice with toasted pine nuts and double-
cut veal chops with shutake mushrooms
in a cognac cream sauce. Buy both the
cranberry relish and the cooked wild rice
at the gourmet store. What you want is a
chunky homemade cranberry sauce. At
home, mince about a teaspoon of thin
slivers of orange peel and toss them into
the cranberry sauce. Mound this next to
crisp endive for a chic, Christmasy salad.

For the wild rice, all that’s needed is a
few tablespoons of pine nuts that you
toast two to three minutes until golden,
then sprinkle over the warmed rice.

Ask the butcher for two double-cut
one-and-a-half-inch-to-two-inch-thick
veal chops. Take them out of the fridge a
half hour before preparing. Warm two
dinner plates in a very low-heat oven. In
a nonstick skillet, melt two tablespoons of
butter. Brown the chops on medium-high
heat, about three minutes on each side.

(concluded on page 227)
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It's Hall or nothing
No one else will do
It’s Hall or nothing
You'll be mine before I'm through

—Hall or Nothing, by ARSENIO HALL

You can hear the song five nights a week, plus reruns on
weekends. It's the song that Arsenio wrote to kick off his talk
show—but what you don't hear on TV is that the song has
Iyrics to go with its partytime groove, lyrics that a pissed-off
Arsenio wrote after he read a review that said he wouldn't
have a career without his buddy Eddie Murphy.

That's typical. The Arsenio Hall Show is unquestionably the
liveliest, and probably the hippest, late-night party on televi-
sion. (“He attracted a new audience,” suggested The New York-
er, “the one radio stations refer to as
urban contemporary, people who would
usually be somewhere else on a week
night—out.”) But while its 30-year-old
host hugs his guests and grins ear to ear
and slips from the king’s English to ghet-
to patois and back again, he keeps a lot of
other stuff to himself. He doesnt talk
about the way he still smarts from criti-
cism and feels embattled by fame, or the
struggle it took to become the first black
success in a field that’s intrinsically con-
servative and historically lily-white. “The
suit on the kid from the ghetto,” says Ar-
senio, “is part of the tightrope walk 1do.”

Tonight, the Ron Rinker suit’s a soft
gray striped, the shirt white, the tie a
metallic-silver-and-blue-gray print. With
a gleam in his eye, Arsenio stands in
front of the audience and starts talking
serious trash about one of his favorite re-
cent targets: “I read today that La Toya

Jackson just announced that she’s gonna J
hold a concert in the Soviet Union,” he -
says. “That sounds like a hostile act, if
. . The Russians

love their vodka. I hope they got enough

I've ever heard one. .

can success make
arsenio happy?
can anything?

[1Hh
[

By Steve Pond
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of it around. They gonna need a lotta vodka when La Toya
starts singing.”

The crowd erupts into the kind of rhythmic barking—
“Roof! Roof!"—that has been popular in black dance clubs for
a decade, especially since George Clinton's 1982 smash Atomic
Dog. (Tonight, one group of white kids apparently hasn’t been
listening closely enough, lustily shouting, “Ooce! Ooo!") But
the minute Arsenio or any of his guests drops even a mild
showbiz platitude, the audience automatically applauds, as if
by talk-show rote. Several times a night,
this hip party turns into the Jerry Lewis
telethon, with an effusive, gushing Arse-
nio leading the cornball love fest.

So the tightrope-walking host faces the
crowd with the split personality, finishes
his monolog, confers briefly with his pro-
ducer, Marla Kell Brown—who tells him
how he’s doing on time and suggests top-
ics he may want to raise during the up-
coming segment—and then sits down in
his chair to bring out guests. There’s no
desk, no phony cityscape through phony
windows, no co-host, no potted plants.

“I'm trying to do a new thing, do some-
thing different,” is how he explains it. “I
don't want to do The Pat Sajak Show,
which appears to me to be the second-
string guard waiting for Magic Johnson
to pull his hamstring. He’s got the desk,
he’s got all his Lettermanisms, he’s got a
guy [bandleader Tom Scott] who looks
like Paul Shaffer. . . . It's like, stop it!
There’s no room for this greatest-hits
show. We have it already.”

As a result, he says, he refuses to pre-
pare snappy (continued on page 224)

ILLUSTRATION BY BLAIR DRAWSON
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getting a kick out of lady wrestlers

pow: THWACK! “#*&@ing witch!”
Whump! “Wunpette!” Bash! *“Nobody
twists my nose off!” Whammo! Wel-
come, fans, to the wild world of
Championship Wrestling, Women’s
Division—sugar 'n’ spice and every-
thing in a vise. Hammer locks, drop
kicks, death grips, flying scissors and
now and then a punt to the privates.
But feminine. Fans, don't ever suggest
to a lady wrestler that her career is
less dainty than, say, day care. If you
do, she will patiently explain that
wresthng 15 simply one more career
option for today’s woman while she
grafts your elbow to your ear. “I'm
pretty, I'm feminine and I'm tough,”
says the American Wrestling Associa-
tion’s “Magnificent” Mimi Lesseos.
Mimi is only one of the dangerous
damsels now starring for fem wres-
tling agencies: AA\WA., GLOW (Gor-
geous Ladies of Wrestling), POWW
(Powerful Women of Wrestling) and
The American Angels offer a bevy of
good girls to cheer (besides Mimi,
there are Luscious Lisa, Precious,
The Farmer’s Daughter, Bambi) and
bad girls to boo (Palli the Terrorist,
Sasha the Russian, Madusa, Queen
Kong). The best and the baddest are
here, in hard-hitting action and, for

the first time, soft focus.

Luscious Liso drops Magnificent Mimi
{right} in The American Angels, o
Sebostian Internationol Pictures film
due from Paramount. At top, Trudy
Adoms, “The Farmer’s Daughter,” in
black, wins two of three from “Codl

Miner’s Doughter” Donno Spangler.
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The battle between Magnificence and Lusciousness (Magnificent Mimi and Luscious Lisa, stars of The American Angels, are the
rasslin’ hellions, top) cantinues. Mimi is 58", 125 paunds and a Eurapean champ. Luscious Lisa, 5'3%, 98 paunds and new to pro
wrestling, trained for ten weeks with grappler Alex “The Medic” Knight. She “gat bruised pretty bad” during filming, says
co-praducer Beverly Sebastian, “but she hung in there.” Above, Mimi relaxes with the championship belt she won by delivering
well-cimed belts to villainess Madusa Miceli. On the apposite page is Gorgeaus Lady of Wrestling Jeanne “Hollywood” Basone.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY RICHARD FEGLEY






Calm down, fight fons. GLOW girl Dawn Rice (obove), a British-born wrestler whose ring name is Godiva, ain’t even a champion
yet. On the opposite page, Luscious Liso—who as Jan MacKenzie made mincemeot of a band of bayou bondits in the movie

Gator Bait ll—prepares to shower up. At top, she's in ancther bruiser with Magnificent Mimi. “She’s o trouper,” Mimi says of Lisa.
“She’s ballsy. 1 worked with her three months, and she got pretty good.” To Lisa’s right is GLOW girl Dono Felton, 22, who studies
dance by day ond wrestles as Thunderbolt by night. “I'm a nice girl,” says Dang, a drop-kick speciolist. “1 fight evildoers.”







The tale of the tope on Belinda Endress (above): 38-24-33. Fans who would like to volunteer for Belinda’s famous “pretzel hold” may
write to her ¢/o Dear Playboy. In the action sequence at top, Farmer’s Daughter Trudy Adams gets the better of Coal Miner’s Daughter
Donna Spangler, who just happens to be Trudy’s cousin. Trudy initiated her cousin in the rigors of pro wrestling; Donna—seen in a
more leisurely pose at right—thus avoided the trials of a lady wrestler’s apprenticeship. “When | was starting out in Las Vegas,” soys
Trudy, “these bad girls brought a blowtorch into the ring and set my pigtails on fire.” But in fem wrestling, the good girls always win.







154

[hirtysomething

the producer of the
show we love to
hate takes us behind the
scenes and (gulp)
into the psyches

article By RICHARD KRAMER

“WOULD I LIE to you? Why would I lie to
you?” Mr. Gerber asks, holding up two
palms to underline the truth of what he’s
telling us. “This is the call I get from the
network—this is an emergency call.
They're worried that the footsteps sound
too loud in the dailies. What a disaster!”

As we all laugh, he scores a goal on the
coffee-table hockey game. “Bingo!” He's
pleased with himself, with the show,
even, it seems, today, with us. “Jesus, I
love coming over here. This is the way it
should be in this business. This is fun.”

We are sitting in Marshall Herskovitz’
office—Ed Zwick, Marshall, Mr. Gerber
and me. Our suite, from which we pro-
duce the television series thirtysomething,
is like all the others in the building—ev-
erything is brown, paneled, quasi-
Miesian—the color of a good cigar
Marshall has tried to stamp his personal-
ity on the resistant space. A heraldic
tapestry hangs on one wall, while on the
others, he has arranged some medieval
weapons, a photograph of Bodiam
Castle and an oil painting. When I ques-
tioned the painting’s quality, Marshall
replied, “I'm glad you like it. It's by my
dead father.”

Mr. Gerber scores another goal. He's
all smiles today, and so are we. We've sur-
vived the first season of the series, and it
has been a success. Ed and Marshall are
the creators and executive producers of
thirtysomething, which means they formu-
late and supervise each of the season's 22
episodes. They are also directors and
writers and, less officially, wet nurses and

ILLUSTRATION BY BLAIR ORAWSON
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scourges to a large staff. 1 joined the
show, at their invitation, soon after ABC
asked them to turn the pilot into a series.
My official title at the start of the season
was story editor; by season'’s end, 1 had
been bumped up 1o executive story con-
sultant. 1 have written and worked on
many of the first season’s shows and have
been involved in the development of all
of them. The season was a good one for
me and for the show. I have found work I
enjoy with people 1 like, and the show
has found a perch in the ratings that is
both comfortable and demographically
sound: Rich people who buy things
watch us.

The press, which attacked us at the
start as “a bunch of whining Yuppies”
(People magazine gave us a D-plus), now
deals with us as a phenomenon of the cul-
ture. The New York Times has done a se-
ries of “think™ pieces on the show
(though we still can’t figure out whether
it likes us or not); therapists use our
episodes with patients. We're all proud of
the show, willing to put in seven-day
weeks and eager 1o get to work in the
morning. Everyone is confident there will
be a second season and no one is sure. If
there is, Ed and Marshall are that much
closer 10 maybe someday, possibly, be-
coming very rich. If there is, I will be-
come the producer and also get to direct.
So there are stakes here today, and
dreams. Those who own houses are, be-
tween takes, sketching additions; those
who don't are looking but not yet buying.

“So anyway,” Mr. Gerber continues—
his first name is David, but he is Mr. Ger-
ber, at least to me, for he is the head of
MGM/UA Television, which provides the
$1,000,000-plus we need each week 10
produce the show—*I've got a feeling
that we could get a pickup for next year
as early as the end of next week. And let
me add, I hope I'm right.”

We hope he's right, too, and, needing
reassurance, we choose, this afternoon,
to believe his hunch.

“So what do you think that means?” Ed
asks after Mr. Gerber leaves.

“That he doesn't know,” Marshall says.
“No one knows. Maybe we'll never know,
maybe we’ll just do a second year and
have to pay for it out of our bar mitzvah
money.”

We adjourn, encouraged but as yet not

" picked up, left 1o consider this prime-

ume version of the existential void.
°

One day—this is 12 years ago now,
when I was living in New York and trying
to make a go of it as a free-lance writer—
I slipped a disc on the uptown local. 1
spent the next two months in bed, feeling
sorry for myself and watching, through
the sweet haze of muscle relaxers, a lot of
TV. I decided to try writing a script, so,
arranging my pillows and propping a
record album up against my knees, 1 be-

gan. I'd waiched, while in bed, several
episodes of the series Family; it seemed
easy enough to echo its smug, suburbanly
moral voice. In a couple of weeks, 1 had
60 pages; I put them into an envelope,
found out the names of the producers
from Variety and cast it out—a script in a
bottle, so to speak-—to California.

That bottle was found, and bought,
and I moved to L.A. and became a story
editor on the series _James at 15. That job
was notable for one thing: It was how 1
met Ed Zwick and became part of the be-
ginnings of thirlysomething. We started
our first lunch as buyer and seller {me
pompous, Ed eager) and ended it as
friends—iwo nice, complicated Jewish
boys who were the same age, similarly
nervy and needy, both with an ironic
sense of our own bullshit quotient and an
appreciation of it in each other. I couldn’t
get them to hire Ed at James at 15—1
couldn't get them to do anything at James
at 15—but we had lunch again, anyway,
and again after that, and we vowed one
day to work together, because friends
were what mattered in “this town,” and
how great it would be to work one day
with one’s network of friends.

Ed had already started to establish that
network. Marshall Herskovitz—another
nice, complicated Jewish boy—had been
in Ed’s class at the American Film Insu-
tute. Recognizing each other as the other
smartest person around, they had de-
clared a pact of mutual disarmament.

I met Marshall through Ed, shortly
after that first lunch. We would play rac-
quetball, gossiping about Ed's aggres-
siveness, and compare notes on our
analysts—concluding, over the years,
that (A) the gains made in one's treat-
ment were difficult, if not impossible, to
ever put into words and (B) all analysts
are short.

During those years before thirtysome-
thing, 1 worked a lot, every now and then
writing a script that, albeit unmade,
would be well enough received by the
powerless middle-management studio
career women—that army of Melissas
and Laurens—to assure me my next job.
1 spent two years writing a script for a fa-
mous producer that so pleased him that
he rewarded me with a fat “advisory”
deal and a promise to direct a movie.
This came to an end when he fired the
disunguished director with whom I'd
spent the two years preparing the film,
and 1 learned, on the same day, that he'd
had a well-known hack writing a script
on the same subject at the same time |
was. 1 extricated myself from this man’s
employ.

Somewhere inside me, a small voice
whispered, “Work with friends. . . . Work
with friends. . . .” But that voice was still
too small to be heard or understood.

Meanwhile, Marshall and Ed became a
team, won Emmys for their work and

made a television deal with MGM/UA.
One day they learned, at the height of
selling season, that they'd been sched-
uled for a meeting at ABC in two days’
time and they had nothing to sell. They
panicked, of course, and then clutched;
Ed traces their ultimate breakthrough to
his wife, Liberty. She made reference to
the Booth cartoon in which a wife takes
in the sight of her blocked-writer hus-
band and the room full of canines he in-
habits and acidly tells him, “So write
about dogs. . .."

Ed called Marshall then, both 1o see if
he had any ideas and to mention the
dogs.

“Dogs?" Marshall asked him.

“You heard me. .. .”

Marshall decided that if the subject
were dogs, he'd better get over 10 Ed’s
house, where there was a dog, Max.

“You want to do a pilot about Max?”
Marshall asked when he got 1o Ed'’s.
“What, is Max going to talk or some-
thing? 1 hate shit like that.”

“Right!” Ed said. “Max! And you and
me and Liberty and Susan and our
friends and the kids and the house and
the plumber.”

“I think I getit,” Marshall said. “Dogs. ..."

ABC got it, too. They said, “We love n,
go write it.” Ed and Marshall wrote a
draft of an hour that could both stand on
its own and serve as a style-and-substance
blueprint in case (God willing, God for-
bid) the pilot became a series. The script
was about a married couple with a baby
who lived in Philadelphia (Marshall's
home town) and the friends, married
and otherwise, who formed their circle.
Hope, the wife, had an anxiety attack
about hiring a baby sitter; the crisis in-
volved her and her husband Michael's de-
cision not 10 go camping with their
friends. That was all, and that was thirty-
something. Ed and Marshall handed in
the script and the network said, “Make
"

Ed gave me the script to read. “It’s sort
of about nothing,” he warned me. “Just
our lives.” 1 hated it and pretended to
like it, but he knew I hated it and, as it
took its steps toward production, with
Marshall as the director, he never men-
tioned it to me again. I had, at the time,
my own problems; boredom and frustra-
tion made me decde, “I'll beat this
town,” and 1 watched as I tried to turn
myself from a writer into a deal maker. 1
came up with ideas such as Alien Pyg-
malion and The King and I in Space. 1 was
lucky enough never to have to write any
of these things; before 1 could start, Ed
called me with the latest news on
thartysomething.

“1 have good news and bad news,” he
said. “The good news is the pilot got

(continued on page 203)
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the hottest country in europe, spain vaults into the 2lst century

travel B}’ Herbert Bailey Livesey SPAIN IS SNAPPING and sizzling like oil
in a red-hot paella pan. In a scant decade, the former land of sun-washed ennui has leapt
from the rim of the Third World to the cusp of the 2Ist Century. Northern Europeans
once sneered that Africa began at the Pyrenees. Now, Teutonic tycoons with umlauts in
their logos look over their shoulders and see Spain gaining on them. Inflation is down,
investment is through the roof and it has the highest-revving economy in Europe. And
it’s about to kick into turbodrive. The year to watch is 1992, a watershed of profound once
and future significance. It's the fifth centennial of Queen Isabella’s decision to under-

write a voyage by a man known to her as Cristébal Colon. He bumped into an empire
while she was busy ending eight centuries of Arab occupation. Itis also the year the Com-
mon Market has chosen to drop its internal customs barriers, the longest step yet toward
a united Europe. To celebrate, Barcelona nabbed the summer Olympics, Seville is mount-
ing a six-month-long world’s fair and Madrid has been designated “cultural capital” of
the entire continent. All in 1992. No nation had a longer way to go. For nearly 40 years,

The windmills of Consuegra hove changed little since Miguel de Cervantes pitted the dotty
Don Quixote against them; but some 60 miles away, high-rises prick the skyline of Madrid.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY RICHARD FEGLEY






Spain had been pinned in place by a ro-
tund generalissimo named Francisco
Franco, who managed to repeal several
centuries. Couples were arrested for
necking in public and men had to wear
tops on their bathing suits at a time when
France was inveniing the monokini.
While London swung, roosters were
making wake-up calls in Madrid. When,
in 1973, Franco finally gasped his last,
after the most attenuated mortal illness
in memory, the loudest sound was of clos-
ets opening.

Spaniards blinked and floundered in
the light of what they dubbed La Liber-
tad. They were baffled by all those . . .
choices! Opuions! Alternatives! The sam-
pling of once-forbidden fruits was nearly
universal. Transvestites and punks and
porn invaded the streets. Grass and
hashish were. decriminalized. Crime es-
calated. A new generation of magazines
and newspapers, free of censorship,
shoved at the boundaries of taste and
credulity La Movida, a loose coalition of
nose-thumbing film makers, fashion de-
signers and artists, outdid even them.
Every week saw another strike or demon-
stration or election.

Spain made iuself, in other words, a
democracy. And today’s Spain constitutes
the best argument for that form of im-
perfect government since Thomas Jeffer-
son. Now 1s the time to go, to witness a
country reinventing itself. In 1992, there
may not be room.

Spain is already the destination of first

From the top, left: Tooling around on a
rented scooter is one way to beat the
traffic in booming Borcelona, which is
busily preparing to host the Olympic
Games in 1992. Toledo’s narrow lanes
seem mde ;Or romance Uf'er a hEGVY'
duty day of sight-seeing (the entire city is
a national monument). Posters in Seville
announce the schedule of corridas of the
local plaza de toros, one of Spain's old-
est; in Madrid’s bull ring, @ matader in his
traje de luces (suit of lights) executes a
precisely choreographed dance of death.



The waters af the Mediterranean are incredibly clear off the island of Formentera, one of the Balearics (above). That and 2900

hours of sun per year make its nude beaches—unthinkable in the heyday of the late Generalissimo Francisco Franco—omong
the most popular, rivaled only by those on its sister island of Ibiza (below), where tado el mundo gaes topless at Malibu Beach.




choice for its European Economic Com-
munity compatriots. Nearly 55,000,000
people flood over the borders every year,
leaving behind almost 17 billion dollars
in francs, pounds, marks, yen and green-
backs. They are drawn by a place that
piques intellects and senses at every turn.
A recent PR campaign held that Spain
was “all Europe in a single country.” Nev-
er has there been more truth in advertis-
ing. Name a need, a quirk, a kick, a
desire . . . it's there. Sleep in an 11th Cen-
tury castle. Walk by moonlight in a Ro-
man theater. Dine as well as on the Right
Bank. Swim in January on a subtropical
island. Like Italy and unlike France or
England, Spain boasts three great cities,
not just one. And within a day's trip of
Madrid, Barcelona and Seville are
a dozen more—smaller but nearly as
engrossing.

A curious brand of supply-side social-
ism is the engine behind much of the
country’s growth, and pragmatic prime
minister Felipe Gonzdlez is its driver.
The results are more Thatcher than
Marx. State-owned industries are going
private, caps have been imposed on
union wage settlements, international
banks and conglomerates have been al-
lowed to rush in and carve out slices.

Spain, Inc., was long shrouded and
stultified by ham-handed civil bureauc-
racies. The travel agency you used, the
plane in which you flew, the car you rent-
ed, the gasoline you bought were all in

the hands of (continued on page 200)

Cought in the ancient spell of Ibiza, first
settled in the Eighth Century B.C., our trav-
elers visit the historic Dalt Vila area in the
islond’s capital (top left) before heading
ta the hot disca Pacha (left). Back on
the mainland, they pen postcards in their
suite at Barcelana’s five-star Hotel Ritz, an
elegant re-creation of the belle épague
style {top right). Across the country in
Seville, they visit the Plaza de Espoio
(right), picturesque sauvenir of 1929’
Ibero-American Exposition. Seville is now
readying onother warld's fair, Expa "92.
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maid-to-order
tidbits from the original
french domestic

by

“It’s all right for you, Benson; you don't have to “And she’s marvelous with the children, too.”
cope with ten lords aleapin’.”



“Wellard—how many times must I tell you?—
Friday is Suzette’s night off!”

“And urll madame be requiring
her panties tonight?”
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“I thought “trick or treat’ was only Halloween.

“The dear general still enjoys his
little military ways.
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interview By Dr. JEFFREY M. ELLIOT

The facts are well known. During 1988, in a cam-
paign marked by name calling, race baiting and puffed-
up patriotism, Republican Vice-President George Bush
trounced his Democratic challenger, Governor Michael
Dukakis, winning 54 percent of the popular vole and a
near-landslide victory in the Electoral College. It is easy
lo forget that for a time, the outcome was not so certain.

Shaken by Dukakis” pre-election surge, the Bush cam-
paign came up with Willie Horton, a black convicted
murderer who'd been charged with raping a Maryland
woman afler escaping while on a furlough from a Mas-
sachusetts prison. Dubbed “Bush’s Most Valuable Player,”
Horton became the star of a devastating television com-
mercial that appeared for 28 days last fall and imputed
that Dukakis was “soft on crime” (the furlough pro-
gram—established by Dukakis’ predecessor, Republican
governor Francis Sargent—granted the possibility of
Sfurlough to convicts serving life-without-parole sentenc-
es). The idea to use Horton in the campaign was that of
the Bush election brain trust, though Bush himself later
disavowed the ad.

By Election Day, few had not been exposed to the grisly
details of Horton's crimes. These began in 1974, when he
and two accomplices were charged with the brutal murder
of 17-year-old Joseph Fournier, a service-station atlend-
ant, whose body, stabbed 19 times, was found stuffed in a
trash barrel, his feet jammed up near his chin.

Convicted of armed robbery and murder, the trio was
sentenced to life in prison without possibility of parole. In
1986, Horton, who had served 11 years, was granted a
Sfurlough. He had taken earlier furlough trips without
incident. However, this time, he failed to return.

Ten months later, he was arrested near Washington,
D.C., for terrorizing a young couple, Angela Miller and
Clifford Barnes. Horton was convicted of brutally raping
Maller and slashing Barnes across the chest and stom-
ach—22 times.

Through ut all, Horton proclaimed his innocence of
both crimes—as do many convicted prisoners. Presently
incarcerated at the Maryland State Penitentiary in Balti-
more, Horton has previously refused all interviews. Al-
though this interview has been edited for space, Horton's
language is his own.

pLavBOY: During the Presidential campaign, you be-
came a symbol of evil and depravity Why do you
think the reaction you provoked was so strong?
HorToN: First, it's hard for me to understand or appre-
ciate the intensity of feeling that exists. After all, 1
have very little contact with the cutside world. Need-
less to say, through well-honed advertising skills, the
Bush campaign succeeded in portraying me as the
Devil incarnate. To be truthful, if it were someone
else—and 1 were not sitting in prison—and I didn't
know the real truth, I'd probably feel the same way.

I do wish, however, that the public possessed the
common sense to understand that there’s two sides to
every story—and that they should suspend judgment
until they've heard both sides. 1 have the evidence—
which 1s readily available to anyone who wishes to ex-
amine the trial transcripts—that 1 did not commit the
crimes I was convicted of.
prayBoy: We'll return to that. But first, how did you
feel when you found out about the ad? Did you think
iL was racist?

HORTON: Was the ad racist? Hell, you know it was. And
I'm not the only victim of racism. All poor people and
minorities are portrayed in a similar manner by
people who exploit their (continued on page 218)

the man

whose menacing
face and
criminal record
helped make
george bush
president

gives his views

from prison
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ﬁV ISWIMMERS)| (continued from page 117)

“They arranged to meet for drinks that afternoon,
and spent the next two days together.”

water. When Joan Lunt reached the end
of the pool, she ducked immediately
down into the water in a well-practiced
maneuver, turned, used the tiled side to
kick off from, in a single graceful motion
that took her a considerable distance,
and Clyde Farrell's heart contracted
when, emerging from the water, head
and shoulders and flashing arms, the
woman didn't miss a beat, just continued
as if she hadn't been confronted with any
limit or impediment, any boundary. It
was just water, and her in it, water that
might go on forever, and her in it, swim-
ming, sealed off and invulnerable.

Clvde Farrell dived into the pool, and
swam vigorously, keeping to his own lane,
energetic and single-minded, too, and
when, after some minutes, he glanced
around for the woman in the yellow
bathing suit, the woman I'd told him of
meeting, Joan Lunt, he saw, to his disap-
pointment, that she was gone.

His vanity was wounded. He thought,
She never once looked at me.

L

My father and my uncle Clyde were
farm boys who left the farm as soon as
they were of age: joined the US. Navy
out of high school, went away, came back
and lived and worked in town, my father
in a small sign shop and Clyde in a suc-
cession of jobs. He drove a truck for a
gravel company, he was a foreman in a lo-
cal tool factory, he managed a sporting-
goods store; he owned property at Wolf's
Head Lake, 20 miles to the north, and
spoke with vague enthusiasm of develop-
ing it someday. He wasn’t a practical man
and he never saved money. He liked 1o
gamble at cards and horses. In the Navy,
he'd learned to box and for a while after
being discharged, he considered a pro-
fessional career as a welterweight, but
that meant signing contracts, traveling
around the country, taking orders from
other men. Not Clyde Farrell’s tempera-
ment.

He was good-looking, not tall, about
5'9", compact and quick on his feet, a nat-
ural athlete, with well-defined shoulder
and arm muscles, strong, sinewy legs. His
hair was the color of damp sand, his eyes
a warm liquid brown, all iris. There wasa
gap between his two front teeth that gave
him a childlike look and was misleading.

No one ever expected Clyde Farrell to
get married, or even to fall seriously in
love. That capacity in him seemed miss-
ing, somehow: a small but self-pro-
claimed absence, like the gap between his
teeth.

But Clyde was powerfully attracted to
women, and after watching Joan Lunt
swim that morning, he drifted by later in
the day to Kress’s, Yewville’s largest de-
partment store, where he knew she'd re-
cently started to work. Kress's was a store
of some distinction, the merchandise was
of high quality, the counters made of
solid, burnished oak; the overhead light-
ing was muted and flattering to women
customers. Behind the counter display-
ing gloves and leather handbags, Joan
Lunt struck the eve as an ordinarily pret-
ty woman, composed, intelligent, femi-
nine, brunette, with a brunette’s
waxy-pale skin, carefully made up, even
glamourous, but not 2 woman Clyde Far-
rell would have noticed, much. He was 32
vears old, in many ways much younger.
This woman was too mature for him,
wasn't she? Probably married or di-
vorced, very likely with children. Clyde
thought, In her clothes, she’s just another
one of them.

So Clyde walked out of Kress's, a store
he didn't like anyway, and wasn’t going to
think about Joan Lunt, but one morning
a few days later, there he was, unaccount-
ably, back at the YM.C.A., 7:30 am of a
weekday in March 1959, and there, too,
was Joan Lunt in her satiny-yellow
bathing suit and gleaming white cap.
Swimming laps, arm over strong, slender
arm, stroke following stroke, oblivious of
Clyde Farrell and of her surroundings, so
Clyde was forced to see how her presence
in the old, tacky, harshly chlorinated pool
made of the place something extraordi-
nary that lifted his heart.

That morning, Clyde swam in the pool
for only about ten minutes, then left and
hasuly showered and dressed and was
waiting for Joan Lunt out in the lobby.
Clyde wasn't a shy man, but he could give
that impression when it suited him.
When Joan Lunt appeared, he stepped
forward and smiled and introduced him-
self, saying, “Miss Lunt? 1 guess you
know my niece Sylvie? She told me about
meeting you.” Joan Lunt hesitated, then
shook hands with Clyde and said in that
way of hers that suggested she was giving
information meant to be clear and un-
equivocal, “My first name s Joan.” She
didn't smile but seemed prepared to
smile.

Joan Lunt was a good-looking woman
with shrewd dark eyes, straight dark eye-
brows, an expertly reddened mouth.
There was an inch-long white scar at the
left corner of her mouth like a sliver of
glass. Her thick, shoulder-length dark-

brown hair was carefully waved, but the
ends were damp; although her face was
pale, it appeared heated, invigorated by
exercise.

Joan Lunt and Clyde Farrell were near-
ly of a height, and comfortable together.

Leaving the YM.C.A., descending the
old granite steps to Main Street that were
worn smooth in the centers, nearly hol-
low with decades of feet, Clyde said to
Joan, “Youre a beautiful swimmer—I
couldn’t help admiring you in there,”
and Joan Lunt laughed and said, “And so
are you—I was admiring you, t0o,” and
Clyde said, surprised, “Really? You saw
me?” and Joan Lunt said, “Both times.”

It was Friday. They arranged to meet
for drinks that afternoon, and spent the
next two days together.

L ]

In Yewville, no one knew who Joan
Lunt was except as she presented herself:
a woman in her mid-30s, solitary, very
private, seemingly unattached, with no
relatives or friends in the area. No one
knew where exactly she’d come from, or
why; why here of all places, Yewville, New
York, a small city of fewer than 30,000
people, built on the banks of the Eden
River, in the southwestern foothills of the
Chautauqua Mountains. She had arrived
in early February, in a dented rust-red
1956 Chevrolet with New York State li-
cense plates, the rear of the car piled with
suitcases, cartons, clothes. She spent two
nights in Yewville’s single good hotel,
The Mohawk, then moved into a tiny fur-
nished apartment on Chambers Street.
She spent several days interviewing for
jobs downtown, all of which you might
call jobs for women specifically, and was
hired at Kresss, and started work
promptly on the first Monday morning
following her arrival. If it was sheerly
good luck, the job at Kress's, the most
prestigious store in town, Joan Lunt
seemed 1o take it in stride, the way a per-
son would who felt she deserved as much.
Or better.

The other saleswomen at Kress's, other
tenants in the Chambers Street building,
men who approached her—no one could
get 1o know her. It was impossible to get
beyond the woman's quick, just slightly
edgy smile, her resolute cheeriness, her
purposefully vague manner Asked
where she was from, she would say,
“Nowhere vou'd know.” Asked was she
married, did she have a family, she would
say, “Oh, I'm an independent woman, I'm
well over eighteen.” She'd laugh to sug-
gest that this was a joke, of a kind, the
thin scar beside her mouth white with
anger.

It was observed that her fingers were
entirely ringless.

But the nails were perfecilly mani-
cured, polished an enamel-hard red.

It was observed thai, for a solitary

(continued on page 190)
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JAZIZ AND ROCK POLL
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discovered. It was 2 very gaod"'yeqr_ 1
women: Edie Brickell, Natalie Merchant,
Paula Abdul and Melissa Etheridge, to name
a few De La Soul and Living Colour, two
black bands, took on rock and roll and
crossed a great divide. We celebrated the
20th anniversary of Woodstock, and, as we
predicted last year, the dinosaur tours kept
going but gathered momentum when the
Stones buried their differences, produced a
hot new album and hit the road. Hollywood
honored The Killer, Jerry Lee Lewis, and
Spike Lees movie built its climax around a
boom box. Even the good, gray New York
Times went country with a profile of Randy
Travis. After years of hearing that jazz is
making a comeback, it really is, and rock is
no longer a thing separate and apart. In short,
there was a whole lot of shaking going on.

PHUTOGRAPHY BY PAUL NATKINPHOTO RESERVE INC



THE BALLOT

The Piayboy Music Ballot is a breeze to fill out this year. We worked really hard to make the people and the events on the ballot
reflect 1989's magic moments. All you have to do is check off the box next to your favorite performer or album in each
category. We've left a write-in spot for those of you who think you have a better idea. Then tear off the ballot and use the
envelope attached to send in your vote, postmarked no later than midnight, December 15, 1989. All you'll need is a stamp.

rock jazz
Male Vocalist/Rock Female Vocalist/Rock Male Vocalist/Jazz Female Vocalist/Jozz
[J Bono [ Paula Abdul [ Roy Ayers [ Patti Austin
[ Dovid Bowie [ Tracy Chopman [ Tony Bennett [ Bosio
[ Peter Gabriel [ Toni Childs O Ray Chorles O Betty Carter
[ Ziggy Marley O Gloria Estefan 3 Sammy Davis Jr O Ellg Fitzgerald
[ Paul McCartney [ Melissa Etheridge Al Jorreou [ Tanio Meria
[ John Cougar Mellencamp [ Lite Ford [ Dr. John O Carmen McRoe
[ George Michael [ Debbie Gibson {1 Bobby McFerrin [ Sade
[ Prince [J Medonna O Frenk Sinatro O Marleno Shaw
[ Lou Reed [ Bonnie Raitt [ Mel Tormé O Sorch Youghon
[ Steve Winwood [ Michelle Shocked [ Joe Willioms [ Cassondra Witson
() O Od O
Instrumentalist/Rock Group/Rock Instrumentalist/Jazz Group/Jaxz
[ Peter Buck I Bon Jovi O Terri Lyne Carrington O Chick Corea Akoustic Band
O Clarence Clemons [ Edie Brickell & New Bohemians O Harry Connick, Jr. [ Dirty Dozen Brass Band
[J Robert Cray [ Cowhoy Junkies O Miles Davis O Hiroshimo
[J Edge [J Guns n* Roses I Kenny G [ Pat Metheny Group
[ Jeff Healey CJINXS [ Herbie Hontodk O Modern Jozz Quartet
[ Joe Jackson O Living Colour O Branford Marsalis O Pieces of a Dream
O Joe Satrioni [ Metallica O Wynton Morsalis O Rippingtons
[ Poul Shoffer CREM. [ Nojee O Spyro Gyra
[J Ringo Starr [ Rolling Stones [ David Senborn 0O Steps Ahead
O Kip Winger O Traveling Wilburys [ Grover Washington, Jr. O Toke 6
O O O] O
Rock Album Jazz Album
[ Big Daddy—John Cougar Mellencamp (O Amondlo—Miles Davis
O Blind Man’s Zoo—10,000 Maniacs O Lef’s Get Lost—Chet Boker

O Disintegration—The Cure
[ Full Moon Fever—Tom Petty

O Chick Corea Akoustic Band
O In o Sentimental Mood—Dr. John

() Green—R.EM. [ The Majesty of the Blues—
[ Like a Prayer—Madonng Wynton Marsalis

] A New Flame—Simply Red (3 Point of View—Spyro Gyro
O Repeat Offender—Richard Marx 0O Take 6

[ Shooting Rubberbonds at the Stars— O Tio Jeepy—Branford Marsalis

Edie Brickell & New Bohemians
[ Steel Wheels—Rolling Stones

O The Truth Is Spoken Here—
Marws Roberts

O Yoodoo—Dirty Dozen Brass Band
El
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Concert

O Club MTV Tour
O Grateful Decd
O Lyle Lovett

[ Metallica

J New Order

[ Bannie Raitt
[ Rolling Stones
[ 10,000 Moniacs
O Tom Tom Club
0 Who

O
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Movie Sound Track

O Borman

[ Beaches

O Do the Right Thing
O Ghostbusters i

O Greot Bolls of Firel
O The Karote Kid Ml
0O Lets Get Lost

O Rood House

O Shag

O Young Einstein
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Hall of Fame

[ Chuck Berry

[l James Brown
[ Aretha Franklin
{3 Jerry Gardia

[ Dizzy Gillespie
O Jerry Lee Lewis
[ Loretta Lynn
[ Bob Marley

] Roy Orbison

[J Buck Owens

{3 Charlie Parker
] Prince

U7 Keith Richards
[ Smokey Robinson
[ Diana Ross

{7 Sting

{J Frank Zappa




Male Vocalist/R&B

[ Bobby Brown

[ Peabo Bryson

O Terence Trent D' Arby
[ Kool Moe Dee

[ Freddie Jackson
OLL Cool J

[ Tone-Loc

1Al B. Sure!

[ Keith Sweat

O Luther Yondross

O

Group/R&B

O Ashford & Simpson

O De La Soul

[ Fine Young Cannibals

[3D.J. jozzy Jeff and the Fresh Prince
[ Lisa Lisa and Cult Jam

[ Neville Brothers

] New Edition

O Public Enemy

(3 Salt-n-Pepa

(] Was {Not Was)

O

to -
m
Vi

r&b

[
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Female Vocalist/R&B

[ Anita Boker

[ Neneh Cherry
(O Notalie Cole

[ Mica Poris

[ Brenda Russell
[ Mavis Staples
[ Brendo K. Starr
[ Jody Wotley

[ Koryn White

O Vanessa Willioms
O

R&B Album

[ Batmaon—Prince
O Don't Be Cruel—Bobby Brown
O Girl You Know Its Trve—Milli Vanill;
[ Hangin® Tough—New Kids on the Block
[ Knowledge Is King—Kool Moe Dee
[ Lac-ed After Dark—Tone-Ldc
[ The Raw & the (ooked—
Fine Young Cannibals
O Row Like Sushi—Neneh Cherry
O Straight Ovtta Compton—N.WA.
(1 3 Feet High and Rising—De La Soul
O

ten

i

Top-Ten Music Videos
[ Armageddon fr—Def Leppard

[ Batdonce—Prince

() End of the Line—Traveling Wilburys
O Express Yourself—Madonng
[ Leave Me Alone—Michgel Jackson

[ Patience—Guns n' Roses

[ She Drives Me Crozy—Fine Young Cannibals

] Stond—R EM.

[ Stroight Up—Paula Abdul

[ Wild Thing—Tone-Loc

O

couvntry

Male Vocalist/Country

C Clint Black

[ Rodney Crowell

[ Joe Ely

[ Lyle Lovett

O Willie Nelson

(] George Strait

O Randy Travis

[J Ricky Yan Shelton
[ Dwight Yookam
[ Hank Willioms, Jr.
O

Group/Country

O Alabama

[ Baillie & the Boys

"] Desert Rose Band

[ Foster and Lloyd

[ The Judds

[ Nitty Gritty Dirt Band
[] Dok Ridge Boys

[ Restless Heart

[ Southern Pacific

[ Sweethearts of the Rodeo
m

Female Vocalist/Country

] Rosanne Cash
(O Loy J. Dalton
[JHolly Dunn

O Emmylou Harris
k. d. lang

[ Patty Loveless
[J Kathy Mattea
[J Reba McEntire
OK. T. Oslin

O Dolly Parton

O

Country Album

(0 Absolute Torch and Twang—
k. d. lang and the Reclines
[] Beyond the Blve Neon—
George Strait
[ 5:01 Blues—Merle Hoggard
[J Kentucky Thunder—Ricky Skoggs
[ Killin" Time—Clint Black
[ Dne Woman Man—George Jones
O River af Time—The Judds
[ Southern Star— Aloboma
[ Sweet Sixteen—Reba McEntire
[ Will the Circle Be Unbroken, Vol. li—
Nitty Gritty Dirt Band

(|
—best veejay—
Best Veejay (MTV, BET, TNN)
] Robin Breedon
[1 Julie Brown
0 Adam Curry
[ Alvin Jones

O China Kantner
[ Shelley Mangrum
O Martho Quinn
[ Kevin Seal

O Shotgun Red (Puppet Veejay)
(1 Donnie Simpson

O




“Ooooo—preholiday sex is beginning to make sense!”
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that quickly spread from Manhattan to
Beverly Hills. To satisfy the Atlanta dis-
trict attorney, Lowe agreed to 20 hours of
public service; but he still faces a lawsuit
from the irate mother of one of the
young ladies, not to mention protests
from parents of kids in the youth groups
he was scheduled to serve.

Whatever actually happened in the ho-
tel room, it couldn’t have been as much
fun as what Lowe’s insurance company
quickly announced it would not cover. In
lawyerly terms, the Chubb Custom In-
surance Company renounced all respon-
sibility for any actor who uses his
“celebrity status as an inducement to fe-
males to engage in sexual intercourse,
sodomy and multiple-party sexual activi-
ty for his immediate sexual gratification
and for the purpose of making porno-
graphic films.”

Coincidentally, the beautiful Basinger
also hails from Georgia, and soon after
finishing Batman, she took her earnings
and boughr the tiny town of Braselion,
near her birthplace. It’s just an old cot-
ton-mill town, but Basinger said she
wanted to preserve the memories.
“These are the fields where I learned
oral sex!” she told Vanity Fair, which is
bound to make Braselton a tourist attrac-
tion as soon as they can figure out how 1o
design the monument.

Basinger must have had a lot to discuss
with Jerry Hall, who also worked on Bat-
man, as the ladylove of Jack (the Joker)
Nicholson. Hall has lived with Mick Jagger
for some years and, according to the di-
aries of her late friend Andy Warhol, em-
ploys an amiable method of keeping him
faithful.

“Even if you only have two seconds,
drop everything and give him a blow
Jjob,” Warhol records Jerry proclaiming
on June 5, 1978. “That way, he won't real-
ly want sex with anyone else. . . . I know
that I can tell that to you, because you
won't tell anybody.”

Friends being what they are, Warhol
didn't tell Mick's wife Bianca for more
than a year. According to Andy, “Bianca
said she wouldn't care; she said the only
girlfriend of Mick’s she ever got jealous
of was Carly Simon, because Carly Simon
is intelligent and has the look Mick
likes—she looks like Mick and Bianca.”

Warhol enjoyed lots of Platonic rela-
tionships with women friends, mainly be-
cause they could talk with him the way
they talk with one another—but rarely
with men. To hear how women really
talk, most men have to drop in on movies
such as Scenes from the Class Struggle in
Beverly Hills and hear Jacqueline Bisset
tell Mary Woronov about the charms of her
houseboy: “He can suck your box till
your nose bleeds.”

There was also sex, lies, and videotape
for men to learn from by warching and
listening to lovely Andie MacDowell and

Laura San Giacomo. For MacDowell, it was
a big change from her first film role—as
Jane in Greystoke—but it was a film debut
for San Giacomo, who remembers a fran-
tic call to a friend the night before her
big scene: “What should I do? This is on-
ly my first film and I have to perform the
‘big O’ tomorrow.”

When dishing about sexual competi-
tors, of course, women aren't such good
buddies. After Prince topped the charts
with his Batman numbers, one protégée,
Apallonia, was less than kind about anoth-
er, Vanity. Denying that there was any real
competition, Apollonia remarked, “Her
1.Q. is equivalent to her new bra size—
which must be thirty-two now. I have
nothing positive to say about her."

Discussing her appearance in Shag,
Bridget Fonda thought it a fair reflection of
what happens to the fair sex when a man
is around. “It’s basically about being
friends, and these girls, like, fuck each
other over any chance they get, all the
time, for a guy.”

Left to their own devices under tough
circumstances, some girls get along fine
nonetheless. Although on-screen rivals
for Timothy Dalton’s attentions in Licence io
Kill, Talisa Soto and Carey Lowell bonded
together 1o survive five months of
filming in Mexico. The solution, Lowell
reported, was “a lot of tequila with soda
slammed down and shot back.”

Surely, pretty Paulina Porizkova had nei-
ther Soto nor Lowell in mind when she
remarked, “A model being in a Bond
movie i the same as walking around with
a sign saying, NO. 1 CANT ACT.” Before Li-
cence opened, Lowell showed some of the
same doubt herself: “I kept wondering,
Am I going to be categorized as a Bond
girl? Do I want to be slotted into that
group of blonde bimbos?”

Blonde Kelly Lynch admitted she was
only the “uts and ass” in Cocktail, star-
ring Tom Cruise. “One of the reasons I like
being an actress,” she told an Interview
reporter, “is that I get to do the ‘dirty-
gnarly’ on screen, but Tom wouldn't even
open his mouth when he kissed me. This
went on for a few takes, so I took him out
in a hallway and threw him against the
wall and told him if he didn't open his
mouth on the next take, I was going to
rape him right there in front of the crew.
He got the message.”

Lynch had less trouble subsequently in
Road House, opposite Patrick Swayze, but
noted that “his wife, Lisa, is a friend of
mine, so it was a little weird doing the
love scene. People are going to be run-
ning out of the theaters right to their
bedrooms. We keep our clothes on. but
it's immediate and desperate and—
there.”

Swayze revealed to Us magazine that
he called Lisa for advice when he and
Kelly were stumped on how to do the
scene. “She talked about when the need

for sex gets so urgent, so immediate that
you don't even take time to remove vour
clothes. Now, thats preuty sexy. So we
went that way.”

Blonde but definitely not a bimbo,
Michelle Pfeiffer had two hits in Tequila
Sunrise and Dangerous Liaisons, follow-
ing the success of 1987's The Witches of
Eastwick. Divorced from Peter (thirtysome-
thing) Horton, she was asked before
heading to Paris to shoot Liaisons if her
work were sexually fulfilling. . . . Her re-
ply: “It depends on the movie, on the
part. If there’s a lot demanded of you, it
can be very sexually fulfilling. If you're
working on something that isn't very de-
manding, isn't very fulfilling, then you
have all this energy to burn, and you can
go crazy.”

Pfeiffer got an Oscar nomination for
Liaisons in the midst of rumors abour a
romance with her married co-star John
Malkovich, which suggests she had energy
to burn that she wasn't even aware of.
Maybe she’ll work some of it off in her
singing part in The Fabulous Baker Boys,
with the Bridges brothers, Jeff and Beau.

Lovely Uma Thurman also likened her
experience in Liaisons to romance, insist-
ing that the picture “is not about my tits.
Dangerous Liaisons is kind of a hard act
to follow,” she observed in Premiere. “It’s
like after you've been in love and you iry
to go on a date with some schmuck. It just
doesn’t work.”

Now happily reunited with wife Glenne
(Dirty Rotten Scoundrels) Headly, Malko-
vich boasts that “I have probably more
female friends than any man I've ever
met.” He credits his “fairly strong femi-
nine side. 1 find myself really distanced
from male behavior. You know, you go
and play basketball and it's like, ‘Fuck
you, you cocksucker! Eat shit, wimp!
I can't really idenufy with that.”

In her May Plavboy Interview, Susan
Sarandon explains why she gets annoved
with “guys who rejected my friendship
because thev only wanted sex. There's
one guy in particular who was forever
trying to get me into bed, and I remem-
ber once saving to him, ‘Listen, can't we
just be friends?'" She's more than just
friends with actor Tim Robbins, with whom
she had a bouncing baby boy this past
sumimer.

Teenager Winona (Beetlejuice, Great
Balls of Fire!, Heathers) Ryder explained
her approach to boys: “Thev're a lot of
fun if they're your friends. But once you
start liking them, it hurts. I'm a very hon-
est person and if I like somebody, I'm not
too good at hiding it. But there's always
some game that's being plaved and n
drives me nuts. Basically, I just say,
‘Here’s the deal. What are you going 10
do about it?""

Can men and women mix sex and
friendship? was the hot question debated
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by Billy Crystal and Meg Ryan in When Harry
Met Sally . . ., a hit memorable for many
moments but none exceeding Meg's deli
demonstration of how women fake or-
gasms. Off screen, Rvan didn’t seem to be
faking it with Dennis Quaid, as the two
moved in together, billing and cooing
through constant interviews. In an effort
o top each other n birthdav stunts, she
hired a plane 10 fly overhead with a narey
BIRTHDAY, DENNIS sign when he was appear-
ing on stage in Austin and he responded
by dispaiching a marching band to her
film set.

Hollywood egos being what they are, it
remains to be seen how their relationship
will withstand the fact that Meg’s movie
was a surprise smash while Dennis’ Great
Balls of Fire! dived into the Dumpster,
denying him a hit his career sorely need-
ed. More meresting than the picture, a
Jerry Lee Lewis bio, was the fact that fans
kept stealing Quaid’s underwear while he
was shooting the film. prompting him o
protest to Esquire, “If people want me to be
their movie star, well, fine, T'll be their
movie star. If people think I'm a fuckhead.
then, fine, I'll be their fuckhead. But run-
ning off with my underwear?”

It’s finally looking hnal for Madonna and

Sean Penn after three satisfying years of

wedded warfare. She filed for divorce, re-
leased a hit album, Like a Prayer, with an
accompanying controversial video, and

2 3 o
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“Hello . .
Santa Claus speaking. . . .”

ook up with 19-year-old Joson LaFarge, as
well as with Dick Tracy producer-director-
co-star Warren Beatty If that weren'
enough, she and Sandra Bernhard showed
off some wild discoing together and
dropped hints that they were more than
Just good friends. Bernhard confirmed
that they keep company a lot, disclosing
that “our favorite thing to do is go to 7-
Eleven and buy junk candy late at night.”

With no home to wreak havoc in, Sean
traveled a bit with music groups, prompt-
ing rocker Michelle Shocked 10 observe 1o a
Rolling Stone reporter, “What I figure is
thatif you're an actor and your career is in
a bit of a lull because you just broke up
with someone more famous than you and
you need to get your photo in a newspaper,
wouldn't you want to go and hang out with
a trendy band?”

Speaking of trendies—and aren’t we al-
ways?—Cher's roller-coaster love life with
boviriend Reb Camilletti, an aspiring actor
and former bagel baker, lapsed—a devel-
opment that, she announced 1o a concert
audience, helped inspire her new hit We
All Sleep Alone. Cher looked neither lonely
nor sleepy in her controversial video If [
Could Turn Back Time, shot aboard the
LLS.S. Missouri, with the scantily clad star
smiling astride a large naval cannon.

Sull  alone also, after spending
$25,000,000 on his two divorces, Sylvester
Stallone has plenty of Rocky and Rambo

. this is the North Pole hotline. . . .

money to spare but insists he’s unhappy
that nobody goes to see pictures such as
Lock Up, in which he gets to talk more. He
has a lot 1o say after his marriage to Brigitte
Nielsen, which he described as “a hule
fucking jog through Dante’s Interno.”

Brigitte kept busy, as usual, breaking up
and making up with footbalier Mark
Gastineau. Pregnant, she had to postpone
their wedding date because Mark didn't
get a divorce in lime, just one more prob-
lem on top of a previous breakup and com-
plaints of physical abuse. But at last report,
the two were living together and the his-
and-hers 1attoos were still in place.

Times were tough on old friends else-
where, as well. Amy Irving and Steven Spiel-
berg agreed to split their estate evenly, each
reportedly taking $100,000,000; the cause
of their breakup, gossips said, was his
friendship with Kate Capshaw, whom he di-
rected in Indiana Jones and the Temple of
Doom. Also on this year’s split list were Jane
Fonda and Tom Hoyden and Cybill Shepherd
and chiropractor Bruce Oppenheim, whose
divorces were relatively civilized, under the
circumstances (Oppenheim wore a beep-
er 50 Cybill could reach him in a hurry).

Less pleasantly, Clint Eastwood broke off
with Sondra Locke. She alleged that he'd
forced her into two abortons and steriliza-
ton before throwing her out of the house
without warning, but her palimony suit is
complicated by the fact that during her 13
vears with Clint, she has been married o
another man whom she'd never gotien
around to divorcing.

Williem Hurt spent several days on the
witness stand defending himself against
ballerina Sandra  Jennings' claims that
thev'd been as good as married when they
lived together and produced a son. At the
other end of the relationship scale. Eddie
Murphy was sued by actress Michael Michele
for allegedly getting her fired from
Harlem Nights afier she refused his sexual
advances. Not so often rebufled, Murphy is
facing a couple of paternity claims.

Messy, indeed, was a lawsuit hled by
James Woods and his then hancée, now
wile, Sarah Owen, against Sean (No Way
Out) Young, accusing her of sending them
“photographs and graphic representations
of violent acts, deceased persons, dead ani-
mals, gore, mutilation and other images.”
It seems Woods jilted Young alter a ro-
mance during the hlming of The Boost, but
Sean says she never sent that voodoo doll.

Even relationships that once seemed pic-
ture perfect can turn into enduring
grudges, as Cyndy Garvey proved in a bil-
ious book about her former marriage
first baseman Steve. Recounting his alleged
lies and infidelities, Cyndy said, “He's cold,
aloof” and asexual. He's a sociopath who
doesn't take responsibility for his ac-
uons. . . . If Ted Bundy is a ten. then Steve's
a seven.” Steve can't be foo asexual; since
Cyndy penned her diatribe, he has report-
edly fathered children by two girlfriends
belore wedding a third.

Thank goodness for Kevin Costner, whose
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THE SECOND IN A SERIES
OF TRIBUTES TO PATRICK
NAGEL, WHOSE PAINTINGS
GRACED THE PAGES OF
PLAYBOY MAGAZINE FOR
MORE THAN TEN YEARS.
RARELY HAS AN ARTIST AT-
TAINED SUCH POPULARITY
AND HELPED DEFINE THE
STYLE OF A DECADE.

IT IS WITH great pleasure that
Playboy magazine and Jen-
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ment is limited, we recom-
mend that all coliectors who
would cherish this unique
portfolio respond as quickly
as possible.

Here again, for everyone’s
enjoyment, is a pictorial en-
core of Nagel's images that
first captivated our imagina-
tion. “Nagel—The Playboy
Portfolio II” will be a wel-
come and lasting tribute to a

nifer Nagel Dumas, in asso-

great artist and friend.
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ciation with the publisher

Mirage Editions, Inc., announce the release of
“Nagel—The Playboy Portfolio II,” a beautifully
boxed coliection of four hand-siik-screened prints
that appeared on the pages of Playboy magazine.
The four 20" x 16" prints selected are the quintes-
sential examples of Nagel's full-figured paintings
never before published as graphics. Each of the
serigraphs will be numbered and signed by Jen-
nifer Nagel Dumas, Nagel's wife. Since there will
be only 1250 of the portfolios, and Playboy’s allot-

PORTFOLIO DOCUMENTATION

TITLE: Playboy Portfolio I
CLASSIFICATION: Serigraphs
COLORS: Each Print in Suite, 10 to 14
PUBLICATION DATE: November 1, 1989
EDITION SIZE: 1250 Signed and Numbered Suites of Four
Prints in Boxed Portfolio with Print Authentication Cer-
tificate, 100 Artists Proofs
PAPER SIZE: 20" x 16" (Each Print)
SCREENS: Canceled
SIGNATURE; Lower Right; Estate Signed by

Jennifer Nagel Dumas

Please call now to reserve your Portfolio:
800-228-8819; in CA, 213-450-2240. Portfolio price
is $750.00, plus $25.00 shipping.

This 15 to certy that all information and the statements contained herein are lrue and coirect

This limited-edition product will be protected and authenticated by state-of-the-art Light Signatures® technology. All prints will be accompanied by Print Authentication
Certificates to ensure the collectors peace of mind regarding this most important and beautiful addition to their collections. Please allow six to eight weeks for delivery.
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own marriage remains solid after more
than ten vears. three kids and the pres-
sures from his sudden success in No Way
Out, The Untouchables, Bull Durham and
Field of Dreams. Charmer that he is, Cost-
ner sull confesses the insecurity he felt
when he met wife Cindy at a college party.
“It ook me a month just to figure out that
Cindy might want to be around me.”

Mel Gibson is so equally clean-cut that he
and his family inspired his Lethal Weapon
2 co-star Patsy Kensit to consider marriage
to her beau, Dan Donovan, the keyboardist
with Big Audio Dynamite. “I can honestly
say ['m going to grow old with Dan,” Patsy
promised. “I'll be fat and happy with six
children.”

Despite the impertinent personalities in-
volved, there was something almost equal-
Iv wholesome about the fact that Melanie
Griffith and Don Johnson finally tied the
knot again, with their sons by other rela-
tionships serving as ring bearers. Even
though his Miami Vice is off the air, while
she’s soaring after stealing Working Girl
from Sigourney Weaver, Melanie insists he's
still her hero. “Don’s got a helicopter. . . . |
make good money, but [ don't have my own
fucking helicopter, you know what I mean?
That’s why 1 feel I'm a princess in a fairy
tale, because not only do 1 have my prince.
I have the castle that goes with i.” At
presstime, she was due to present Don with
a baby daughter.

Kimberley Conrad got the Mansion and
the king, formerly the world’s most dedi-
cated bachelor, Hugh M. Hefner himself. To
be sure, the modest ceremony by the Wish-
ing Well at Plavboy Mansion West, before

200 guests and 10,000 long-stemmed white
roses, was enough to captivate Kimberley.
But she was earlier delighted with the news
that she'd been named Playboy's 1989 Play-
mate of the Year, carrying a bonus of
$100,000 cash and a Porsche 911 Cabriolet.

Although nothing could top the nup-
uals, a couple of other Playboy pictorial
subjects made headlines i 1989, A
provocative layout by Michael Jackson's old-
er sister La Toya quickly landed her a berth
on a Bob Hope special.

And the Soviet Union’s first Sex Star, aft-
er her lusty performance in Little Vera, Na-
talya Negoda, posed for a May feature that
surely steamed more wrinkles out of the
Iron Curiain.

This year’s busv Playmates include the
1982 Playmate ol the Year, Shannon Tweed,
who owns her own football team on HBO's
Ist & Ten; Miss February 1986, Julie McCul-
lough, a baby sitter on Growing Pains; and
Miss July 1989, Erika Eleniak, a lifeguard on
NBC’s new series Baywatch.

About the only big TV star who hasn’t
appeared in Playboy i1s Roseanne Barr, who
had trouble Anding a size 22 double for a
nude scene while shooting her movie She-
Dewil. Even though she used a stand-in,
Roseanne told reporters she looked so
good she’d like to do a nude scene herself.

When's she’s ready, Playboy's ready. After
all, we've already published an oversized
centerfold of Septembers Playmate twins
Mirjam and Karin van Breeschooten, so the
presses are prepared.

“Our apartment has no fiveplace. Would you mind awfully
if we used yours?”

—7#%e— SWIMMERS

(continued from page 168)
woman, Joan Lunt had curious habits.

For instance, swimming. Very few wom-
en swam in the YM.C.A. pool in those
days. Sometimes Joan Lunt swam in the
early morning, and sometimes, Saturdays,
in the late morning; she swam only once in
the afternoon, after work, but the pool was
disagreeably crowded, and too many peo-
ple approached her. A well-imentioned
woman asked, “Who taught you 1o swim
like that" and Joan Lunt said quetly, ~1
taught myself.” She didnt smile and the
conversation was not continued.

It was observed that, for a woman in her
presumed circumstances, Joan Lunt was
remarkably arrogant.

It scemed curious, too, that she went to
the Methodist church Sunday mornings,
siting i a pew at the very rear, holding an
opened hymnbook in her hand but not
singing with the congregation; and that
she slipped away afterward without speak-
ing to anyone. Each time, she left a neatly
folded dollar bill in the collection basket.

She wasn't explicitly unfriendly, but she
wasn't friendly. At church, the minister
and his wife tried to speak with her, tried
1o make her feel welcome, did make her
feel welcome, but nothing came of it, she'd
hurry off in her car, disappear. In time,
people began to murmur that there was
something strange about that woman,
something not right, ves, mavbe
even something wrong; for instance,
wasn't she behaving suspiciously? Like a
runaway wife, for instance? A bad mother?
A simner fleeing Christ?

Another of Joan Lunts curious habits
was to drink, alone, 1n the carly evening, in
the Yewville Bar & Grill, or the White Owl
Tavern, or the restaurant-bar adjoming
the Greyhound Bus Station. If possible,
she sat in a booth at the very rear of these
taverns where she could observe the front
entrances without being seen herself. For
an hour or more she’d drink bourbon and
water, slowly, very slowly, with an elaborate
slowness, her face perfectly composed but
her eves alert. In the Yewwille Bar & Grill,
there was an enormous sectioned mirror
stretching the length of the taproom, and
in this mirror, muted by arabesques of
frosted glass, Joan Lunt was reflected as
beautiful and mysterious. Now and then,
men approached her 1o ask if she were
alone. Did she want company? How's about
another drink? But she responded coolly
to them and never invited anyone to join
her. Had my uncle Clvde approached her
in such a fashion, she would very likely
have been cool to him, too, but mv uncle
Clyde wasn't the kind of man to set himself
up for any sort of public rejection.

One evening in March, before Joan Lunt
mel up with Clvde Farrell, patrons at the
Yewville Bar & Grill, one of them my fa-
ther, reported with amusement hearing an
exchange between Joan Lunt and a local
farmer who, mildly drunk, offered to sit
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with her and buy her a drink, which ended
with Joan Lunt’s saying, in a loud. sharp
voice, “You don't want trouble, mister. Be-
lieve me, vou don't.”

Rumors spread, delicious and censori-
ous, that Joan Lunt was a man-hater. That
she carried a razor in her purse, Or an ice
pick. Or a lady's-sized revolver.

°

It was at the Y.M.C.A. pool that I be-
came acquainted with Joan Lunt, on Satur-
day mornings. She saw that 1 was alone,
that 1 was a good swimmer, might have
mistaken me for vounger than I was (1 was
13), and befriended me, casually and
cheerfully, the way an adult woman might
belriend a young girl to whom she 1sn't re-
lated. Her remarks were ofien exclama-
tions, called across the slapping little waves
of the wrquoise-tinted water, “Isn’t it heav-
enly!”"—meaning the pool, the prospect of
swimming, the icy rain pelting the skylight
overhead while we, in our bathing suits.
were snug and sale below.

Another time, in the changing room,
she said almost rapturously, “There’s noth-
ing like swimming, is there: Your mind
Jjust dissolves.”

She asked my name, and when I 1old her,
she stared at me and said, “Sylvie—I had a
close friend once named Sylvie, a long time
ago. I loved that name, and 1 loved Jer.”

I was embarrassed, but pleased. It aston-
ished me that an adult woman, a woman
my mother’s age, might be so certain of
her feelings and so direct in expressing
them 1o a stranger. I fantasized that Joan
Lunt came from a part of the world where
people knew what they thought and an-
nounced their thoughts importantly 1o
others. This struck me with the force of a
radically new idea.

1 watched Joan Lunt covertly, and |
didn’t even envy her in the pool—she was
so far beyond me. Her face that seemed to
me strong and rare and beautiful and her
body that was a fully developed woman’s
body—prominent breasts, shapely hips,
long firm legs—all bevond me. 1 saw how
the swiftness and skill with which Joan
Lunt swam made other swimmers, espe-
cially the adults, appear slow by contrast;
clumsy, ill-coordinated, without style,

One day, Joan Lunt was waiting for me
in the lobby, hair damp at the ends, face
carefully made up. her lipstick seemingly
brighter than usual. “Sylvie,” she said,
smiling, “let’s walk out together.”

So we walked outside into the snow-glar-
ing, windy sunshine, and she said. “Are
yvou going in this direction? Good, let’s
walk together” She addressed me as if
I were much younger than I was, and
her manner was nervous, quick, alert. As
we walked up Main Street, she asked
questions of me of a kind she'd never
asked before, abour my lamily, about my
“interests,” about school, not listening 1o
the answers and offering no information
about herself. At the corner of Chambers
and Main, she asked eagerly if I would like

192 o come back to her apartment to visit for a

few minutes, and although out of shyness I
wanted to say “No, thank vou,” | said “Yes”
instead, because it was clear that Joan Lumt
was frightened about something, and 1
didn’t want 1o leave her.

Her apartment building was shabby and
weather-worn, as modest a place as even
the poorest of my relatives lived in, but it
had about it a sort of makeshifi glamour,
up the street from the White Owl Tavern
and the Shamrock Diner, where motorcy-
clists hung out, close by the railroad yards
on the river. | felt excited and pleased to
enter the building and 1o climb with Joan
Lunt—who was chauwing briskly all the
while—10 the fourth floor. On each foor,
Joan would pause, breathless, glancing
around, listening, and 1 wanted to ask if
someone might be following her, waiting
for her. But, of course, I didn't say a thing.
When she unlocked the door 1o her apart-
ment, stepped inside and  whispered,
“Come in, Sylvie,” I seemed to understand
that no one else had ever been invited in.

The apartment was really just one room
with a tiny kitchen alcove, a timy bathroom,
a doorless closet and a curtainless window
with stained. injured-looking Venetian
blinds. Joan Lunt said with an apologetic
little laugh, “Those blinds—I tried 1o wash

them, but the dirt turned w a sort of

paste.” I was standing at the window peer-
mg down into a weedy back yvard ol tiling
clotheslines and wind-blown wrash, curious
o see what the view was from Joan Lunt’s
window, and she came over and drew the
blinds, saying, “The sunshine is too bright,
it hurts my eves.”

She hung up our coats and asked if I
would like some coflee or fresh-squeezed
orange juice. “It's my halt day off from
Kress’s.” she said. 1 don’t have to be there
until one.” It was shortly after 11 o'clock.

We sat a1 a worn dinette table, and Joan
Lunt chated animatedly and plied me
with questions, as | drank orange juice ina
tall glass, and she drank black coffee, and
an alarm clock on the window sill ticked
the minutes briskly by. Few rooms in which
I've lived even for considerable periods of
time are as vividly imprinted in my memo-
ry as that room of Joan Lunt’s, with its
spare, battered-looking furniture (includ-
g a sofa bed and a chest ol drawers), its
wanly wallpapered walls bare ol any hang-
imgs, even a mirror, and its badly faded
shag rug laid upon painted floor boards.
There was a mixture of smells—talcum
powder, perfume, cooking odors, insect
sprav. general mustiness. Two opened suil-
cases were on the floor beside the sofa bed,
apparently unpacked, containing under-
wear, toiletries, neatly folded sweaters and
blouses, several pairs of shoes. A single
dress hung in the doset, and a shiny black
raimncoat, and our two coats Joan had hung
on wire hangers. [ stared at the suicases
thinking how strange, she’d been living
here for weeks but hadn't had tme vet to
unpack.

So this was where the mysterious Joan
Lunt lived! The woman of whom people in

Yewville spoke with such suspicion and dis-
approval! She was far more interesting o
me, and in a way more real, than [ was 10
myself: shortly, the story of the lovers
Clyde Farrell and Joan Lunt, as 1 imagined
it, would be infinitely more interesung,
and nfinitely more real, than any story
with Sylvie Farrell at us core. (I was a
fiercely introspective child, in some ways
perhaps a strange child, and the solace of
my life would be to grow, not away from
but ever more deeply and fruitfully imo
my strangeness, the way a child with an id-
wsvneratic. homely face olten grows into
that face and emerges, in adulthood, as
“striking,” “distinctive,” sometimes even
“beautful.”) It turned ow that Joan liked
poetry, and so we talked about poetry, and
about love, and Joan asked me in that
searching way of hers if I were “happy in
my life,” if I were “loved and prized” by my
family, and 1 said. “Yes—I1 guess so,”
though these were not issues I had ever
considered before, and would not have
known to consider if she hadn't asked. For
some reason, my eves lilled with tears.

Joan said, “The crucial thing, Sylvie, is
to have precious memories.” She spoke al-
most vehemently. laying her hand on mine.
“Thats even more important than Jesus
Christ in your heart, do you know why?
Because Jesus Christ can fade out of your
heart, but precious memories never do.”

We talked like that. Like I'd never talked
with anyone before.

I was nervy enough t ask Joan how
she'd gouwen the litde scar beside her
mouth, and she touched it, quickly, and
saic, “In a way I'm not proud of, Sylvie.” |
sat staring, stupid. The scar wasn't
dishiguring in my eyes but enhancng. “A
man hit me once,” Joan said. “Don't ever let
a man hit you, Sylvie.”

Weakly, I said, “No, | won't.”

No man in our tamily had ever siruck
any woman that | knew of, but it happened
sometimes in families we knew. I recalled
how a ninth-grade girl had come to school
that winter with a blackened eve, and she'd
seemed proud of i, in a way, and everyone
had stared—and the bovs just drified w0
her, staring. Like they couldn’t wait 1o get
their hands on her themselves. And she
knew precisely what they were thinking.

I told Joan Lunt that | wished 1 lived ina
place like hers, by myself, and she said,
laughing, “No you don't, Svlvie, you're 1o
voung.” | asked where she was from and
she shrugged. “Oh—nowhere,” and 1 per-
sisted, “But is it north of here, or south? Is
it the country? Or a cany?” and she said,
running her fingers nervously through
her hair, ingering the damp ends, “My on-
ly home is here, now, in this room, and,
sweetie, that’s more than enough for me w
think about.”

It was ume w leave. The danger had
passed, or Joan had passed out of thinking
there was danger.

She walked with me o the stairs, smil-
ing, cheerful, and squeezed my hand when
we said goodbye. She ealled down afier
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me, “See you next Saturday at the pool,
maybe——" but it would be weeks before 1
saw Joan Lunt again. She was to meet my
uncle Clyde the following week and her life
in Yewville that seemed to me so orderly
and lonely and wonderful would be altered
forever.
°

Clyde had a bachelors place (that was
how the women in our family spoke of it)
to which he brought his women friends. It
was a row house made of brick and cheap
stucco, on the west side of town, near the
old, now defunct tanning factories on the
river. With the money he made working
for a small Yewville construction company,
and his occasional gambling wins, Clyde
could have afforded tw live in a better
place, but he hadim't much mind for his sur-
roundings and spent most of his spare
time out. He brought Joan Lunt home with

him because, for all the slapdash clutter of

his house, it was more private than her
apartment on Chambers Street, and they
wanted privacy, badly.

The Arst ume they were alone wogether,
Clyde laid his hands on Joan's shoulders
and kissed her, and she held herself steady,
rising to the kiss, putting pressure against
the mouth of this man who was virtually a
stranger to her so that 1 was like an
exchange, a handshake, between equals.
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Then, stepping back from the kiss, they
both laughed—they were breathless, like
people caught short, taken by surprise,
Joan Lunt said fainty, “I—I do things
sometimes without meaning them.” and
Clyde said, “Good. Sodo 1.

.

Through the spring, they were often
seen together in Yewville; and when, week-
ends, they weren't seen, it was supposed
they were at Clyde’s cabin at Wolf's Head
Lake (where he was teaching Joan Lunt to
fish) or at the Scholharie Downs race track
(where Clyde gambled on the standard-
breds). They were an attractive, eve-catch-
ing couple. They were frequent patrons of
local bars and restaurants, and they
wrned up regularly at parties given by
friends of Clyde’s, and at all-night poker
parties in the upstairs, rear, of the [roquois
Hotel—Joan Lunt didn't play cards, but
she took an interest in Clyde's playing, and,
as Clyde told my father, admiringly, she
never criticized a move of his, never chid-
ed or teased or second-guessed him. “But
the woman has me figured out completely,”
Clyde said. “Almost from the first, when
she saw the way 1 was winning, and the way
I kept on, she said, ‘Clyde, you're the kind
of gambler who won't quit, because, when
he’s losing, he has o get back to winning,
and when he’s winning, he has to give his
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friends a chance to catch up.””

In May, Clvde brought Joan to a Sunday
gathering at our house, a large, noisy af-
fair, and we saw how when Clyde and Joan
were separated, in different rooms, theyv'd
drift back together until they were touch-
ing, literally touching, without seeming to
know what they did, still less that they were
being observed. So that was what love was!
Always a quickness of a kind was passing
between them, a glance, a hand squeeze, a
light pinch, a caress, Clyde’s lazy fingers on
Joan’s neck beneath her hair, Joan’s arm
sipped around Clyde’s waist, fingers
hooked through his belt loop. 1 wasn't jeal-
ous. but I watched them covertly. My heart
vearned for them, though I didn't know
what I wanted of them, or for them.

At 13, I was more of a child suill than an
adolescent girl: thin, long-limbed, eves too
large and naked-seeming for my face and
an imagination that rarely flew off into un-
known territory but turned, and turned,
and turned, upon what was close at hand
and known, but not altogether known.
Imagination, says Aristotle, begins in de-
sire; But what is desire? 1 could not, nor
did I want to, possess my uncle Clyde and
Joan Lunt. I wasn't jealous of them, 1 loved
them both. I wanted them to be. For this,
oo, was a radically new idea to me, that
a man and a woman might be nearly
strangers to each other, yet lovers; lovers,
yet nearly strangers; and the love passing
between them, charged like electricity,
might be visible, without their knowing,
Could they know how I dreamt of them!

After Clvde and Joan left our house, my
mother complained irritably that she
couldn’t get to know Joan Lunt “She's
sweet-seeming, and friendly enough, but
you know her mind isn't there for you,” my
mother said. “She’s just plain not there.”

My father said, “As long as the woman's
there for Clyde.”

He didn't like anyone speaking critcally
of his younger brother apart from himself.
.

But sometimes, in fact, Joan Lunt wasn't
there for Clyde: He wouldn't speak of i,
but she'd disappear in her car for a day or
two or three, without explaining very satis-
factorily where she’d gone, or why. Clvde
could see by her manner that wherever
Joan had gone had, perhaps, not been a
choice of hers, and that her disappear-
ances, or Hights, left her tired and de-
pressed; but still he was annoyed, he felt
betrayed. Clyde Farrell wasn't the kind of
man to disguise his feelings. Once, on a
Friday afternoon in June before a weekend
they'd planned at Wolf's Head Lake, Clyde
returned to the construction office at 5:30
eM. 1o be handed a message hastily tele-
phoned in by Joan Lunt an hour before:
CANT MAKE IT THIS WEEKEND. SORRY. LOVE,
joaxn. Clyde believed himself humiliated in
front of others, vowed he'd never forgive
Joan Lunt and that very night, drunk and
mean-spirited, he took up again with a for-
mer girlfriend . . . and so it went.

But in time they made up, as naturally
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they would, and Clvde said, “I'm thinking
maybe we should get married, to stop this
sort of thing,” and Joan, surprised, said,
“Oh, that isn't necessary, darling—1 mean,
for vou to offer that.”

Clyde believed, as others did, that Joan
Lunt was having difhiculties with a former
man friend or husband, but Joan refused
to speak of it; just acknowledged that, yes.
there was a man, yes, of course he was an
ex in her life, but she resented so much as
speaking of him; she refused to allow him
re-entry into her life. Clyde asked, “What's
his name?” and Joan shook her head,
mutely, just no; no, she would not
say, would not utter that name. Clyde
asked, “Is he threatening your Now? Has
he ever shown up in Yewvillez” and Joan,
as agitated as he'd ever seen her, said, “He
does what he does, and I do what I do. And
I don't talk about it.”

s

But later that summer. at Wolf’s Head
Lake, in Clvde’s bed in Clyde’s hand-hewn
log cabin on the bluff above the lake, over-
looking wooded land that was Clvde
Farrell's property for a mile in either di-
rection, Joan Lunt wept bitterly, weakened
in the aftermath of love, and said, “If I tell
you, Clyde, it will make vou feel oo bound
to me. It will seem to be begging a favor of
a kind, and I'm not begging.”

Clvde said, “I know you're not.”

“I don't beg favors from anyone.”

“I know you don't.”

“I went through a long spell in my life
when | did beg favors, because I believed
that was how women made their way, and |
was hurt because of it, but not more hurt
than I deserved. I'm older now. I know bet-
ter. The meek don't inherit the earth and
theyv surely don't deserve t0.”

Clyde laughed sadly and said, “Nobody's
likely to take vou for meek, Joan honey”

L 2
Making love, they were like two swimmers

deep in each othey, plunging hard. Wherever

they were when they made love, it wasn't the
place they found themselves in when they re-
turned, and whatever the time, it wasn’t the
same time.
o

The trouble came in September: A cous-
m of mine, another niece of Clyde's, was
married, and the wedding party was held
in the Nautauga Inn, on Lake Nautauga,
about ten miles cast of Yewville. Clvde
knew the inn's owner, and it happened that
he and Joan Lunt, handsomely dressed,
were in the large public cocktail lounge ad-

Jacent to the banquet room reserved for

our party, talking with the owner-bar-
tender, when Clvde saw an expression on
Joan's face of a kind he'd never seen on her
face before—fear, and more than fear, a
sudden sick terror—and he turned to see a
stranger approaching them, not slowly, ex-
actly, but with a restrained sort of haste: a
man of about 40, unshaven, in a blue seer-
sucker sports jacket now badly rumpled,

tieless, a muscled but soft-looking man
with a blunt, rough. ruined-handsome
face, complexion like an emery board. and
this man’s eves were too bleached a color
for his skin, unless there was a strange
light rising in them. And this same light
rose in Clvde Farrell's eves, in that instant.

Joan Lunt was whispering, “Oh, no—
no,” pulling at Clvde's arm to turn him
away, but naturally, Clyde Farrell wasn't go-
ing to step away from a confrontation, and
the stranger, who would turn out to be
named Robert Waxman, Rob Waxman,
Joan Lunt's former hushand, divorced
from her 15 months betore, co-owner of
a failing meat-supplying company in
Kingston, advanced upon Clvde and Joan
smiling as if he knew them both, sayving
loudly, in a slurred but vibrating voice,
“Hello, hello. hello!” and when Joan tried
to escape, Waxman leapt after her, cursing,
and Clvde nawrally intervened, and sud-
denly, the two men were scuffling, and
voices were raised, and before anvone
could separate them, there was the aston-
ishing sight of Waxman, with his gravelly
face and hot eves, crouched, holding a pis-
tol in his hand, siriking Clvde clumsily
about the head and shoulders with the butt
and crving, enraged, “Didn't ask 10 be
born! Goddamn vou! 1 didnt ask o be
born!” And “I'm no different from vou!
Any of you! You! In my heart!” There were
screams as Waxman fired the pistol point-
blank at Clyde, a popping sound like a




firecracker, and Waxman siepped back 1o
get a better aim—he'd hit his man in the
fleshy part of a shoulder—and Clyde Far-
rell, desperate, mfuriated, scrambled for-
ward in his wedding-party finery, baboon
style, not on his hands and knees but on his
hands and feet, bent double, face contort-
ed, teeth bared, and managed to throw
himself on Waxman, who outweighed him
by perhaps 40 pounds. and the men fell
heavily to the floor, and there was Clyde
Farrvell straddling his man, striking him
blow after blow in the face, even with his
weakened left hand, until Waxman's nose
was broken and his nostrils streamed
blood, and his mouth, too, was broken and
bloody, and someone risked being struck
by Clyde’s wild fists and pulled him away.

And there on the floor of the breezv
screened-in barroom of the Nautauga Inn
lay a man, unconscious, breathing errati-
cally, bleeding from his face, whom no one
except Joan Lunt knew was Joan Lunt’s
former husband; and there, panting, hot-
eved, stood Clyde Farrell over him, bleed-
ing, oo, from a shoulder wound he was to
claim he'd never felt.

.

Said Joan Lunt repeatedly, “Clyde, I'm
sorry. I'm so sorry.”

Said Joan Lunt carefully, “I just don't
know il | can keep on seeing you. Or keep
on living here in Yewville.”

And my uncle Clyde was trying hard,
trying very hard, o understand.

“You don't love me, then?” he asked sev-
cral times.

He was baflled, he wasn't angryv. It was
the following week and by this ume he
wasi't angry, nor was he proud ol what
he'd done, though everyone was speaking
of it, and would speak of i, in awe, for
years. He wasn't proud because, in fact, he
couldn’t remember clearly what he'd done,
what sort of lightning-swift action he'd
performed; no conscious decision had
been made that he could recall. Just the
light dancing up n a stranger’s eyes, and
its immedhate reflection in his own.

Now Joan Lunt was saying this strange,
unexpected thing, this thing he couldn’t
comprehend. Wiping her eyes, and, yes,
her voice was shaky, but he recognized the
steelv stubbornness in it, the resolute will.
She said, “1 do love you. I've told you. But 1
can't live like that any longer.”

“You're still in love with him.”

“Of course I'm not in love with him. But
I can't hive like that any longer.”

“Like what? What I did?> I'm not like
that.”

“I'm thirty-six years old. 1 can't wake it
any longer.”

“Joan, I was only protecting you.”

“Men hghung each other, men tryving 1o
kill each other—I can't take it any longer.”

“lI was only protecting you. He might
have killed you.”

“1 know. I know you were protecting me.
I know vou'd do it again if vou had 10.”

Clvde said, suddenly furious, “You're
damned right T would. If that son of a
bitch ever

Waxman was out on bail and returned
to Kingston. Like Clyde Farrell, he’'d been
treated in the emergency room at Yewville
General Hospital; then he'd been taken to
the county sheriff’s headquarters and
booked on charges of assault with a deadly
weapon and reckless endangerment of life.
In time, Waxman would be sentenced 10 a
year’s probation: He had no prior record
except for trafhic violations; he was o im-
press the judge with his air of sincere re-
morse and repentance. Clvde Farrell. after
giving testimony and hearing the sentenc-
ing, would never see the man again.

Joan Lunt was saving, “1 know [ should
thank vou, Clvde. But I can't.”

Clyde splashed more bourbon into Joan's
glass and into his own. They were sitting at
Joan's dinette table beside a window whose
grimy and cracked Venctian blinds were
tughtly closed. Clyvde smiled and said,
“Never mind thanking me, honey: Just let's
forget i.”

Joan said softly, “Yes, but I can't forget
i.”

“It's just something you're saying. Tell-
ing vourself. Maybe you'd better stop.”

“I want o thank vou, Clvde, and I can't.
You risked vour life for me. 1 know that.
And I can’t thank vou.”

So they discussed it, like this. For hours.
For much of a night. Sharing a bottle of
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bourbon Clvde had brought over. And
eventually, they made love, in Joan Lunt’s
narrow sofa bed that smelled of talcum
powder, perfume and the ingrained dust
of vears, and their lovemaking was tenta-
tive and cautious but as swect as ever, and
driving back to his place early in the morn-
ing, at dawn, Clyde thought surely things
were changed; ves, he was convinced that
things were changed. Hadn't he Joan's
promise that she would think it all over,
not make any decision, thev'd see each oth-
er that evening and talk it over then? She'd
kissed his lips in goodbye, and walked him
to the stairs, and watched him descend to
the street.

But Clyde never saw Joan Lunt again.

[ ]

That evening. she was gone. moved out
of the apariment. like that. no warning,
not even a telephone call, and she'd left on-
ly a brief letter behind with civpe parreLr
written on the envelope. Which Clvde nev-
er showed to anyone and probably. in fact,
ripped up immediately.

It was believed that Clvde spent some
time. days, then weeks, into the early win-
ter of that vear. looking for Joan Lunt: but
no one, not even my father, knew exactly
what he did, where he drove, whom he
questioned, the depth of his desperation or
his vearning or his rage. lor Clyde wasn'i,
of course. the kind of man to speak of such
things.

Joan Lunts young friend Sylvie never
saw her again, either. nor heard of her,
And this hurt me, too. more than 1 nugli

have anuicipated.

And over the vears. once 1 left Yewville
to go 1o college in another state, then to be-
gin my own adult life, [ saw less and less of
my uncle Clyde. He never married: for a
tew vears, he continued the lhife he'd been
leading before meeting Joan Lunt—a tyvp-
cal “bachelor™ life, of us place and tume;
then he began to spend more and more
ume at Woll's Head Lake, developing his
property, building small wood-frame sum-
mer cottages and renting them out 1o vaca-
voners, and acting as caretaker for them,
an increasingly solitary life no one would
have predicted for Clyde Farrell.

He stopped gambling, oo, abruptly. His
luck had turned, he said.

I saw my uncle Clvde only at family occa-
sions, primarily weddings and funerals.
The last time we spoke together in a way
that might be called forthright was in 1971,
at my grandmother’s funeral: I looked up
and saw through a haze of tears a man of
vouthful middle age moving in my general
direction, Clvde, who seemed shorter than
I recalled. not stocky but compact, with a
look of turious compression, in a dark suit
that hined him tightly about the shoulders.
His hair had wurned not silver but an cerie
metallic blond, with faint tarnished
streaks, and it was combed down Rat and
damp on his head, a look here, too, of furi-
ous constraint. Clvde’s Lace was familiar 1o
e as my own, vet altered: The skin had a
grainv texture, roughened from vears of
outdoor living, like dried earth, and the
creases and dents in it resembled animal

“Scrooge ts shredding Christmas cards even
earlier this year.”

tracks; his eves were narrow, damp, rest-
less: the evelids looked swollen, He was
walking with a shght limp that he wried. in
his vanity, to disguise: I learned later that
he'd had knee surgerv. And the gunshot
wound 1o his left shoulder he'd insisted at
the time had not given him much, or any,
pain gave him pain now, an arthritic sort
of pain. agonizing in cold weather. [ stared
at my uncle thinking, Oh, why? Why? |
didn’t know if 1 were seeing the man Joan
Lunt had fled from or the man her flight
had made.

But Clyde sighted me and hurried over
to embrace me, his favorite nece, sull. 1f
he associated me with Joan Luni—and I
had the idea he did—he'd forgiven me
long ago.

Death gives to life, to the survivors’
shared life, that is, an insubstantial quality.
I's like an image of absolute clarny
reflected in water—then disturbed, shat-
tered into ripples, revealed as mere sur-
face. Its clarity, even its beauty, can resume,
but you can’t any longer trust in its reality.

So my uncle Clyde and 1 regarded each
other, stricken in that mstant with grief.
But, being a man, he didn't crv.

We drifted off 10 one side, away from the
other mourners, and 1 saw it was all right
between us, it was all right to ask, so |
asked if he had ever heard from Joan Lum
after that day. Had he ever heard of her?
He said, *I never go where I'm not wel-
come, honey,” as if this were the answer 1o
my question. Then added, seeing my look
of distress, “I stopped thinking of her
years ago. We don’t need each other the
way we think we do when we're younger.”

I couldn’t bear to look at my uncle. Oh,
why? Why? Somehow, | must have believed
all along that there was a story, a story un-
known to me, that had worked iself out
without my knowing, like a stream tunnel-
ing its way underground. 1 would not have
minded not knowing this story could I on-
Iv know that it was.

Clyde said, roughly, “You didnt hear
from her. did you? The two of vou were so
close.”

He wants me to he. | thought. But [ said
only. sadly, “No, I never hear trom her.
And we weren't close.”

Said Clvde, “Sure you were.”

The last I saw of Clvde that day. it was
atter dark and he and my father were hav-
ing a disagreement just outside the back
door of our house. My father msisted that
Clvde, who'd been drinking, wasn't in con-
dition 1o drive his pickup truck back to the
lake, and Clyde was insisting he was. and
my father said, “Mavbe ves, Clvde, and
mavbe no,” but he didnt want to take a
chance, why didn't ke drive Clvde home,
and Clvde pointed out truculently that, if
my lLather drove him home. how in hell
would he get back here except by taking
Clyde’s only means ol transportation? So
the brothers discussed their predicament,
as dark came on.

¥
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AARIEN ESPAND

(continued from page 162)

“The hopelessly fit can schuss in the morning, swim or
parasail at sunset, then boogie until daybreak.”

the government. Gonzilez—an avowed so-
cialist, remember—has been selling them
off for seven years. The latest to go parual-
ly private was Repsol, the state oil be-
hemoth, and Iberia Airlines is rumored
next on the block. Modern Madrid bristles
with towers housing multinanonals. Gen-
eral Motors, IBM, Xerox, I'TT, General
Electric, Chase Manhattan and TRW are
only a few that count themselves in on the
feeding frenzy. Ford builds cars near Va-
lencia, Citbank has branches in small
provincial capitals, Seiko makes watches,
Oliveru assembles typewriters.
Trickle-down has been as uneven as un-
der Maggic and Ronnie, but it has hap-
pened. I bought a house in a village in

rural Aragon the year the litle dictator
went to his reward. The only television sets
in town were in the bars on the main
square, and the most envied farmers were
the three who owned pony-sized tractors.
The 47 others had mules and carts if they
were lucky, donkeys if they weren't. By last
summer, roofs bristled with antennas, the
transportation ratio was reversed and the
last three mules were looking poorly.

Gain a lot, lose a liule. 'The construction
crane may be the truest symbol of Spain’s
surging prosperity. Shaped like an invert-
ed L, it looms over every city, town and
beach. By 1992, there will be more than
3500 miles of new roads and highways, no
irrelevancy in a country where a Sunday

“Give the lttle bastards what they want!”

drive in the country has always been an ex-
€ICise In error.

But the captivating soul of Spain re-
mains. Acolytes of Papa Hemingway still
fling themselves into encierro, the running
of the bulls in Pamplona. Castanets and
guitars sound in shadows scented by or-
ange blossoms. Aficionados shout *;0lé " at
a matador’s perfect veromca. Fiestas,
whether secular debauch or ecclesiastical
ecstasy, emblazon every month of the cal-
endar with skyrockets, bonfires, torchlight
processions and mock medieval pageantry.
Affluence has triggered a blossoming
pride in ethnic roots. Matrons and
teenagers flock to dance schools to relearn
the sevillanas, an exuberant form of
flamenco performed by night-club pa-
troms, not pros.

Spain is nirvana for night birds in a
world run by morning people. Cockuails at
11 and dinner at midnight are the rule in
fashionable circles. Discos don't even begin
to fill until two a.m. Whether done up as ro-
coco seraglt, postmodernist caverns or
neobrutalist prison vards, they thump on
to dawn and bevond. Culture is served by
open-air jazz and classical concerts in
Madrid and Barcelona, by film and opera
festivals in San Sebastian and by dance
recitals held in the prehistoric cave of Ner-
ja and the Moorish palaces of Granada.

Many visitors to Spain have nothing
more elevating in mind than a two-week
goof with warm sand up to their ankles.
The Costa del Sol accommodates them.
Backed by coastal ranges, the nearly un-
broken strand runs ahout 100 miles along
the southern lip of the Iberian Peninsula.
Between Milaga and Estepona 1o its west
are dozens of tennis courts and a score of
championship golf courses. Many of the
laver were designed by Robert lrent
Jones, which presumably will mean more
to the afflicted than it does to me.

Ambivalence tempers my feelings about
the “Sun Coast.” It is in Spain but not of it,
an mternational enclave with spaNisH spo.
KEN HERE signs in shop windows. Jumbo

jets daily disgorge regiments of package

tourists from Europe, the Middle East and
Japan, most of whom stay in hotels booked
by nationality. They then blow their six
days and hve nights drinking the same
beer and eating poor imutatons of the
saimne food they left behind.

Still, the fabled Mediterranean is right
there, bordered by five-star gran lyjo re-
sort hotels peopled by lovelies who no
longer have 1o wear bras on the beach. Two
hours away are the slopes of the Sierra Ne-
vada, skiable from October 10 April. The
hopelessly fit can thus schuss m the morn-
ing, swim or parasail at sunset, then boog-
ic and tell lies until daybreak in the clubs
of Torremolinos and Marbella. There are
worse ways 1o spend a week, and it needn’
cost more than spring break in Daytona.

Day trips or overnight excursions can be
casily combined with beach-blanket bingo.
The white villages of Mias, Ojén and
Casares are within easy reach of Marbella,



the class act of the Costa del Sol. Testa-
ments to the virtues of architecture with-
out archutects, their tiled-roof houses
tumble down mountainsides like heaps of
sugar cubes,

A linde farther away 1s Granada, a city
that would be of no great appeal were it
not for the Alhambra. That ridgetop com-
plex of fortresses, palaces and gardens was
left behind by Moorish caliphs, evicted
from their last major stronghold in Spain
in, you guessed it, 1492. Mullahs of the
Arab world still mourn its loss. Well they
might, for it is easily the equal of the
Parthenon in splendor.

The principal atraction of Cordoba,
which is somewhat farther from the coast,
is a six-acre mosque with a flat roof sup-
ported by 800 red-
and-white columns
with stacked arch-
es. Prelates of the
Church Triumphant
inserted a grotesque
baroque cathedral
in the heart of the
mosque in the 16th
Century, but that
desecration only
serves 1o height-
en the mysterious
grace of the original
structure. Outside is
the Juderia, the an-
cient  Jewish quar-
ter of white houses,
cobblestoned streets
and patios cascad-
ing with flowers.
June is the time w0

April is best for
Seville. That is the
time of two quin-
tessentially Spanish
celebrations, one
sacred, the other
raucous, il not ex-
actly profane. The
nights before Easter,
brotherhoods repre-
senting 52 neighbor-
hood churches carry
immense  pasos on
their backs through
the streets to the cathedral. The Hoats de-
pict saints and Biblical scenes, the efhgies
bejeweled, robed in flowers and rendered
in meticulous detail. They are led by can-
dle-carrying penitents in conical black
hoods and robes. These are startling 1o
American visitors, for a white version of
the costume has been subverted 1o another
cause by the Ku Klux Klan.

A week or two later is the April horse
famr. A city of tents rises on an empty fair-
ground. Some are furnished with crystal
chandeliers and o1l paimtings, and caterers
and orchestras are hired. Others have no
more than a few tables and chairs and a
record player. Everyone moves in for the

8years old, 101 proof, pure Kentucky:
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week. Sleep is forgotien. Arnstocrats and
pretenders circulate endlessly on horse-
back or in carriages, the men (and some
women) dressed in flat-brimmed black
hats, tight, short jackets and intricately
tooled leather chaps. Most women don
vivid tered dresses and lace mantillas,
their backs straight, fists on hips, breaking
into staccato clapping and foot stamping at
any provocation. The flaps of the tents are
drawn back to reveal their sevillanas-danc-
ing occupants, a thousand tableaux vivants
that don't wind down until morning. Many
tents welcome any passer-by for the price
of a beer.

Bullfghts are held daily during the fair
in one of the oldest, most impressive plaza
de toros in the country. The drinking,

for
ports of Spanish ter-
rorism nearly always
of
Since
politicians, police
’ and military person-

eating and dancing is round the clock, as if
Seuvillanos wanted 1o stockpile sins for
which 0 atone during next vear’s Holy
Week.

Seville and the rest of southern Spain
are to be avoided in summer, when weeks
of 100-degree-plus temperatures are rou-
tine. Spaniards then escape to the ever-
green coast of the Bav of Biscay, the Mar
Cantabrico. Santiago de Compostela, in
the far northwest corner of Spain, was a
pilgrimage site rivaling Rome during the
Middle Ages. The city hasn't changed all
that much since then. lis centerpiece is a
cathedral, a people’s church that becomes
downright festive during the Feast of Saim

James n July. On the 25th of that month,
citizens haul out the prized botafumeiro, a
giant silver incense burner. It is hung by
velvet ropes from the domed transept of
the church, then swung in an ever-higher
arc until it nearly reaches the ceilings on
both sides, trailing contrails of fragram
white smoke. Gasps and squeals from the
SR.O. crowd are hardly worshipful, at
least by Protestant standards. Fun in
church? And all this preceded and fol-
lowed by parades and fireworks in the
great plaza out front,

Celts settled this region before they
moved on to Ireland. They left behind a
type of bagpipe called the gaita and the
sword dance it accompames. But food,
not folklore, is the best reason to visit the

north country. Right
where  Spain con-
nects with France is
the Basque coumry,
split by the border
and the source of
separatist  friction

centuries.  Re-

mvolve  extremists
of the E.T.A., a sort
I.R.A.

target

Basque
they

nel, they are of mi-
nor risk 1o tourists.

Gastronomes are
not deterred, for the
Basques are Spain’s
premiere chefs.
Proximity to Gallic
culinary influences
hasn't hurt, and lo-
cal restaurateurs
have developed a
nueva {'(}fil!fl*—llt’\\'
cuisine—that even
those chauvinis-
tic  Michelin  Red
Guides grudgingly
applaud. San Sebas-
uin, a handsome
resort  city with
a  scimitar-shaped
beach, is the place 1o
sample the causes of approbation. If
there's ume for only one meal, set aside
three hours for Akelarre, on a slope [alling
10 the sea west of the cuy. Michelin awards
it two stars. It deserves three.

Noshing is as good a reason as any to
linger in Madrid. The city may have in-
vented fapas and certainly perfected the
grazing food that has enjoved a mild
vogue over here. Along and near Victoria
Street, hip-to-hip bars ladle out their spe-
cialties from platers lining the tops of
their counters. Garlic shrimp, Iried octo-
pus rvings, snails and grilled quail are
among offerings that can total 30 or more.

Just point to your choices. For an old-time 5,
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tapas bar that still doesn't rely on micro-
wave technology, seek out La Trucha, near
the Plaza Santa Ana.

Madrid was founded by Philip II in
1561, not many years before Peter Minuit
bought Manhattan. Long the youngest of
major European capitals, it was also the
stodgiest. No more. A true 24-hour city,
Madrid crackles with the vitality of a citi-
zenry discovering its creativity. Its avani-
garde fashion industry makes eves pop in
Panis and Milan. Its nascent film industry
has already gained recognition through
the quirky flicks of such hot directors as
Pedro (Women on the Verge of a Nervous
Breakdown) Almodovar. The city already

Mau-Mau, in the modern northern dis-
trict. Al-Andalus is the place 1o take a turn
at the sewillanas.

Madrilenos are educating their taste
buds, wo. Where once the only available
foreign edibles were wan chow mein and
greasv curries, a new generation of chefs
is challenging the conservative Spanish
palate. A few among many are the Califor-
nia-outpost Armstrongs, the Franco-Asian
El Mentidero de la Villa and the wny

northern-Indian Annapurna. The apex of

Iberian diming i1s Zalacain, and it comes
very close to perfection.

An entire vacation can easily be spent in
Madrid and environs. Within easy range

GETTING THERT AFD GETTING HROUND

READY TO BOOK A FLIGHT for Spain? Iberia Airlines of Spain, the national airline, of-
fers the most frequent service from several American cities. TWA and Pan Am have
flights from New York; American from Dallas.

Within Spain, Iberia also offers a $249 “Visit Spain” air pass valid for flights
throughout the country; $50 extra gets you to and from the Canary Islands. The
pass, however, must be purchased in the US. and is issued only in conjunction with a
transatlantic Iberia ucket. Highways are being vastly improved (expect construc-
tion delays in some areas) and all the principal American car-rental agencies main-
tain offices at airports and in major cities. Railroad bufls may board high-speed
TALGO trains and the luxurious Twenties-style Andalusian Express, patterned
after the fabled Orient Express.

Spain has every class of accommodation, from gran lujo five-star hotels to simple
hostales. You've dreamed of castles in Spain? It's possible to stay in one. Or in a for-
mer hospital, even a remodeled convent. Such historic structures are among the
unique network of 86 paradores nacionales, government-run inns, scattered about
the country. The original idea, back in the Tiventies, was to space them a day’s jour-
ney apart in areas where travelers could not expect adequate accommodations.
Sizes vary greatly, from as few as 12 beds to as many as 500: most have up-to-date
amenities such as air conditioning and color TVs, as well as commodious dining
rooms where regional specialties and wines are served. It’s advisable to book in ad-
vance. U.S. agents include Castle Hotels in Spain, 2928 South Bascon Avenue, San
Jose, California 95124, and Marketing Ahead, Inc., 433 Fifth Avenue, New York

10016. jBuen vigje!

~——GRETCHEN EDGREN

had more than 50 museums, including the
renowned Prado—home to a magnihcent
collection of Goyas—but new ones have
opened, notably Centro de Arte Reina
Sofia, housed in a former 19th Century
hospital.

As often as not, night for Madrilenos be-
gins at the Cafe de Oriente. Established by
a priest turned restaurateur, it boasts a fin
de si¢cle atmosphere and sidewalk tables
that pull in everyone from haggard cellists
to Sony execs to the studded-leather and
fluorescent-cockade crowd. Across the way
1s the Royal Palace, a 2000-room wedding
cake that ranks as the capital’s mitmero dos
attraction (after the Prado). After a mid-
night bracer, the patrons peel off 1o any of
100 clubs. Discos attract all ages and class-
es, not just kids and freaks. Those whose
complexions have cleared up often choose

20z Jov Eslava, a converted movie theater, or

are many of the nation's most compelling
smaller cities. Toledo, the capital of the
Visigoths and site of two of Spain’s handful
of synagogues, looks much as it did in El
Greco's famous painting. Segovia is domi-
nated by a functional Roman aqueduct.
Philip II erected his ponderous Xanadu in
El Escorial. Avila retains its magnilicent
fortress walls with 88 carefully preserved
sentry towers, featured in The Pride and
the Passion, a bad Fifties epic starring a
skinny Frank Sinatra as a rebel leader.
Barcelona doesn't have as many must-see
attractions in its orbit, but then, few wamt
to leave once in its thrall. Certainly I
didn't, even the first time. Despite the op-
pressive Franco regime, the Barcelonéses
were then the most progressive, creative
and energetic of Spaniards. They still are.
If the rest of Spain is finger-poppin’
down the road to "92, Barcelona is at a

dead run. Under construction arve an
Olympic village (to be converted after the
event to 14,000 aparuments and a muse-
um), a new airport and an extended sub-
way, a dozen hotels, a refurbished
Montjuich Stadium and a domed arena.
The 1929 Mies van der Rohe Pavilion—the
one that showcased the classic Barcelona
chair—is being re-created, and the Beaux
Arts National Palace has been gutted for a
$26.000,000 make-over.

The entire city is primping, cleaning
and refurbishing. New parks and plazas
fill up with monumental sculptures by such
international artists as Roy Lichtenstein
and Anthony Caro. They must compete
with the works of the late Antonio Gaudi,
the Catalan iconoclast whose riveting
buildings are surrealism in stone. Conjure
up a church designed by Disney and Dali, a
glorious, goofy admixwure of frozen star
bursts, melting lintels, dripping portals
and polychromed saints. That gives a wisp
of a hint of Gaudi’s unfinished cathedral,
La Sagrada Familia. He outdid himself all
over town, with apartment blocks, town
houses and parks providing a feast for ar-
chitecture hufls.

Repasts of the temporal sort are preced-
ed and followed in a multitude of tabernas,
boites, bistros, bars, “sexy shows,” B-girl
havens, nmight clubs and dance halls
sufficient 1o break Olympian training rules
for a vear. Mannered bumptiousness mesh-
es with laid-back conviviality. One old-time
bar is Quatre Gats, in the ancient Roman
quarter, where the vouthful Picasso and
Mird plowed arustic revolution. Euro
synth and Euro trash are made at home
in hyperchic Bikini and Nick Havanna.
Devotees of the grape slouch negligently in
champanerias, which promote the Catalan
cavas, wines made by the champagne
method.

When the urge for a cdeaning respite of
wind and sand bubbles up, we head for the
Costa Brava, the “Rugged Coast” that curls
from Barcelona to the French border. So
have millions of others, with the result that
much of the coast 1s drowned in ill-con-
ceived ticky-tack. Isolated pockets of coun-
try-squire urbanity persist, however. Top
of the bin is Hostal de la Gavina, near the
hishing village—cum—resort of San Feliu de
Guixols. Itis the love child of the late José
Ensesa, an industrialist who devoted his
life o scouring away all intelicities that
might distract from a night at his plush,
anuque-hlled inn.

A meal in the hostel’s restaurant demon-
strates why the Catalan kitchen is easily
the match of the Basque. Afterward,
prelerably by starlight, we walk out along
the mile-long path carved into rock above
the silvered crashing sea. At our backs, we
sense the palpable vigor and speciacle of
Spain, a place of ume slip and paradox.
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“The one on my left leans over. ‘Lets face il. You
know what we are? We've muff Big blonde muff’”

picked up. The bad news is we have to do
the series.”

My official wtle in those early days of

thirtysomething was story editor, which, two
months before we shot our first show, was
sull a mysterious function, as there were,
as yet, no stories to edit.

Ed and Marshall showed me their script
in which Hope's well-meaning father and
impossible mother descend for a visit. 1
thought the emotional landscape of this
story was small: Hope was characterized as
a pill, thereby giving her mother grounds
for complaint. When I brought this up, Ed
and Marshall brushed my concerns aside. |
didn't give in; | kept saying, “But what's it
about? Where's the conflictz” 1 remember
the look of pity Marshall gave me: he tried
to explain that his goal for the series was 1o
redefine drama, to search it out in the
minute emotional lacunae that television,
up till then, had never been interested in.
He said thirtysomething would mine that
new terrain. We would never have a car
chase, but we might have a show about the
characters’ feelings about a car chase.

While we were still two months away
from shooung our first episode, I began
writing my own first script. Through all
my years as a screenwriter, the log line on
me had been “Good on character, weak on
structure.” 1 always saw things in terms ol
detanl and nuance, rather than in how the
story was told.

This problem exploded during the early
meetings on my first script, nearly ending
my work on thirtysemething before it had
even begun. Ed, Marshall and | had come
up with the idea ol exploring, in detail, the
events of two Saturday-night dates. Hope
and Michael, seeking to recapture a lost
sense of romance, plan a perfect evening
that turns mto one disaster after another.
Melissa and Gary, lloating barks on the sin-
gles sea, go through their own disasters
that bring them together for a doomed re-
kindling of their past aflar. It would all
end on a Sunday morning, with both cou-
ples reconciling as their stories inter-
twined.

We went through our planning sessions
on the episode, atthe end ol which 1 was o
type out a simple outhine of the beats in
cach act. 1 did this and handed it in 10 Ed
and Marshall. As [ sat there, watching Ed
read it, he screwed his features ughier and
ughter into what many of us on the show
would come to refer to as “The Face™—a
look of profound and angry displeasure.

“Dickie,” The Face said 1o me, and 1
knew I was in wouble. Dickie is Ed's pri-

vate name for me, used only in moments of

real aflection or true distress. “Come oul-

sicle. 1 want 1o alk.”

We stood out in the hallway, Ed standing
against one wall while 1 faced him from
another. He held up the outline.

“What is this?” he asked.

“It’s the outhne,” I wold him. “The beats,
the acts.”

“But it’s not. Didn’t vou take notes? You
left out most of what we talked about. Lis-
ten, Richard”—he joined me now, at my
wall—"it's like we said—maybe this isn't
the right thing for you, which is OK. We
said that would be OK., rnighiz”

I old him I'd do it again. He said all
right, and The Face unclenched a lhule. 1
went back to my ofhce and got very de-
pressed. For the next few days, [ realized
how much the prospect of this job fright-
ened me. I was afraid to let Ed and Mar-
shall down. 1 was afvaid to write in my own
voice, having in the past always chosen
subjects that kept me at a distinee w . [
was afraid w fail and. maybe most of all, 1
was afraid I couldn't be part of a tecam.
One by one, these fears became dear 10
me. Then I faced them, told them 1o fuck
ofl and sat down and did the outline right.

“Good,” Ed and Marshall said when |
resubmitted it “Now go and write it.”

So I did, and somehow my confronta-
tions with both Ed and myselt treed me. 1
decided, as 1 began to work, that both cou-
ples’ fantasies of perfect romance were
what caused thetr trouble; by the end, |
wanted them o have learned they could
adjust those tamasies to the realivy of their
lives. It seemed 1o me that all four char-
acters were vicuims of song lvrics that
painted a rose-tinted universe where ev-
erything was possible. So | made those
lyrics a part of the show, mvenung a cock-
tail-lounge-pranist character who, through
love songs by Gershwin, Porter and
Rodgers and Hart, would comment musi-
cally on Michael and Hope's and Gary and
Melissa's Saturday mights m hell.

It was actually fun to write this script,
which 1 was now calling “But Not lor Me.”
(We would never put our utles on the
screen, though each seript had one. My fa-
vorite: “I'm in Love with a Wonderful
Gynecologist.”) [t was fun because Ed and
Marshall had created in the pilot the
chance for me and other wruters 1o write in
our own voices. 1 had too many ideas, lora

change, and had 1o throw out at least half

of them. I inished the script and handed i
in. Ed and Marshall loved n—and I was,
while not quite yet in the clubhouse, at
least aware of the password to get in.
°

We have made it through 21 episodes
and are all exhausted, vet we've parceled
enough  lunatic energy 1o survive the

29nd and hnal show. When the Writer’s
Guildl strike continues past the date tha
would have made it possible to produce the
last show for this season, we are left with
that energy and nowhere to putit. There as
a rush of goodbves, tears, thank-vous—all
aciorly hvperbolic ver somehow provision-
al, as no one knows il we're coming back. 1
clean our my othee ver sull go in most davs
10 shmoose and try 10 maintain some con-
tact with whoevers around. And then
there’s no one around 1o shmoose with; my
reserve ol energy backHips into the blues;
everyone else says he feels the same way.

Well, I tell mysell. you need a change,
because this s what I alwavs ell myself
when 1 don't need one, and 1 never learn
from the mistake. How about London,
then Florence, then New York: As Mel
Harris knows evervthing, [ ask her if she
has a good travel agent. Of course she
does; just say I'm a friend of hers. So 1 fly
1o London. It takes a week lor me 1o see 1
shouldn’t be there and that 1 want 10 go
home, and that home in the past year has
redefined nself as—Ilor better or worse—
the show

My timing is lucky: | call Ed from Lon-
don, just to check in, and he suggests T re-
turn via New York, as he and Marshall and
the whole cast will be there to appear on
the Donahue show. When [ get 1o New
York. everyone is at the hotel. We'ne all
thrilled to see one another.

The three days we're all together in New
York provide the release 1 hoped to find in
London. We do what we've never had ume
o do all year: We hang our. We go 10 see
Mel’s boyiriend in a play, then all go out to
dinner. The other people in the restaurant
are o hip w ask for amographs, so they
simply stare at us instead. Evervone gets
loaded. Mel bursts into tears, but no one
knows why Tim Bushield puts his arm
around me and asks, “Can 1 have a dad
who gets cancer next season, ooz [ am
scated between the preuy blonde girl-
friends of two of our cast members. The
one on my left leans over 1o the one on my
right and says, downing her eighth glass of
champagne, “Let’s face 1. You know what
we are? We're mull. Big blonde mufl.™ It’s
late now; we all share cabs back to the hotel
and on the way, indulge in our present fa-
vorite topic ol conversation, which s what
shows we should put up for the Emmy.

.

It is almost the end of April. The Wrui-
er's Guild strike, which started at the be-
gimning of March, sull shows no signs ol
ending. Pessimism rules. Ken Ohn's pre-
chictions for our Tutures are the bleakest:
Tim Bushekd and Peter Horton will get
their own series—Tim will play a Protes-
tamt detecuve 1n Northern Ireland and
Peter will do a show where all the other
characters are amimated. Mel Harris will
become a hand model, Polly Draper will
co-anchor the Taday show and he, ken,
will do a brief stine as the rabbi on Dallas
and then never work again. 1 go home one
day to find a message on my machine from
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Peter that says, “You are worthless, we're
all worthless, we have no reason to exist.”
So we wait, we worry, searching the show-
business skies for bad omens.

Through all this, we find important rea-
sons to call one another that turn out to be
no reasons at all. Each actor has ideas for
his character for “next season”; my an-
swering machine is hlled with such mes-
sages as “What if Ellyn had a nervous
breakdown?” and “What if Gary went to El
Salvador on a fact-linding mission and
Hope and Michael didnt approve?” Ed,
Marshall and 1 compare notes and decide
the show we really want 1o do is about
Hope's being rushed to the hospital be-
cause she loses touch with her feelings.

One Sunday, oo many weeks alter Mr.
Gerber’s hunch about our imminent pick-
up has been proved wrong, I call Marshall
for some false and desperate reason. We
chat for a minute or so, then he tells me
Lizzie, his live-vear-old daughter, wants 1o
speak with me.

“I want to tell vou something very im-
portant,” she says.

“What's that?”

“I'm very upset today and sad.”

“What's the matter?" I ask her.

“Do you know my fish Spotty?”

“No, | don't think [ do, Lizzie.”

She sighs. “Well, it doesn't matter. Spotty
is dead.”

Spotty’s demise is a sign, of course. As
images of hish corpses and unrenewed TV
series float through my mind, I realize how
much 1 want the series to continue, how
very much I want the family I've found in
the past vear 1o stay together.

[ ]

A few days later, I go out to dinner with
Polly Draper. We spend this evening, as 1
seem 1o spend most of my evenings, remi-
mscing about the past season. As we're
splitting the bill on two credit cards—nei-
ther of us is working right now, after all—
John Pasquin, who directed two shows for
us, comes over with his wile to say hello to
Polly and me. The air around us glitters
with fortune; John has just directed three
pilots in a row, and he and his wile have
adopted a baby. They want to get home 1o
the kid, so there's a round of handshakes
and kisses and then, wssed over John's
shoulder, these farewell words: “And hey,
guys—great news about the pickup!”

We look at each other, and then run to-
gether 1o the telephone. 1 slam in my
change and call Ed. His line is busy.

“Call Marshall'™ Polly cries.

And he’s not home. Later that night, |
reach Ed, who confirms that, indeed, our
anxiety is over and we have been renewed
by the network for another vear. The next
morning, T call my Realtor. He comes to
my apartment and we talk about houses.

[ ]

Peter Horton and 1 spend an afternoon
hanging out. We are meeting today be-
cause he is worried. He likes to worry, as
we all do, but he also has a reason. He has
wilched, with more than a degree of

grace, the bulk of the hrst season’s shows
go to Michael. It's Michael's house, mar-
riage, family, job; Michael has the conflict
about holidays, as i's Michael's father who
gets sick and dies. There’s no one in the
cast who is not aware of this, just as there’s
no one who doesn't feel that Ken deserves
it. The cast members are remarkably gen-
erous, but at the same time, they all want
and have asked for, as it were, a dying fa-
ther of their own.

There are two reasons for Ken's first-sea-
son supremacy. The first is that he's a won-
derful actor; Peter knows that, and he’s
also mature enough to know that, despite
our relauve lack of auention to Gary, we've
in no way implied that his abilities strike us
as any the less. The second reason is that
Ken has had the good luck o become our
mouthpiece. When I met him, I wld Mar-
shall I thought he was terribly bright. “Oh,
veah,” Marshall said. “He's one of us.”

Peter seems less direct than Ken, or it
may be that we haven't given him the
chance to be as direct. This is the reason
we're meeting today—a sort of psychoana-
lytic session. We talk about our mothers
and fathers, our sisters and our lives. Peter
has always had a hard time smiling, as his
mother always told him to smile because
that is what nice people did. The more he
talks about himself, the more often he asks
if [ want him to leave yet. This tells me how
much he wants to stay, and | realize how
delicate the relationships are between the
actors and us. He can't hear the ticking
he has set off inside me: he tells me that
he wants more stories tor Gary, not because
we feel that we have 1o do them but be-
cause we feel that we need 1o do them.
Somehow, he has cut 1o the quick of what,
for me, the show is about and what makes it
good. I ask him to keep a journal and not
to write about emotions but about specihcs.
He leaves, promising to do that, and as
soon as he has left, I run to the word proc-
essor and spew out five story ideas for
Gary.

°

It is the end of May. We have all, for
weeks, reassured one another with varia-
tions on the same clichés that, as the day
approaches for the announcement of Em-
my nominations, have come to scem in-
creasingly hollow. “IUs about the work, not
awards.” “It’s a popularity contest. Nothing
really good—i.e., us—is ever really popu-
lar.” “We're 1oo controversial. We shouldn’t
even go to the ceremony” No one, ol
course, buys any of this. Evervone wants 1o
get nominated, and everyone wants to win.

1 know [ do. I spend the night before the
announcements  forcing myself 1o rise
above i, failing and being unable to sleep.
The call comes at seven am The series as a
whole has been nominated. Party Wettig,
Tim Busheld and Polly Draper are singled
out from the cast, and we've gotten one
writing nomination. for the episode we
refer to as “Dead Dad.” in which Michael's
father informs his son he has cancer. And
that's it. No directing nominations. Noth-

ing for Mel. Nothing for Melanie. Nothing
for Ken or Peter—or me. Shit. It's abow
the work, not awards, right?

I call Pauty to congratulate her and find
her in tears. She doesnt feel that she de-
serves o be nominated at the expense of
others. Tim, calling in from the set of his
movie Field of Dreams, says the same thing,
as does Polly when she calls from New
York. Ken is in West Virginia acting in a
TV movie with Jill Eikenberry of L. A. Law
and Ron Perlman ol Beauty and the Beast:
we learn later that he went out 1o the set 1o
give them the good news that they had
both been nominated. Mel Harris is in the
office that day. She savs she doesn't care
that she hasn't been nominated (and [ be-
lieve her), but she’s upset about Ken.

“1 mean, ultimately, it’s no big deal,” she
savs. “We all know that. T just really
thought he deserved n.”

°

Maybe it’s the lack of adrenaline or the
debilinating effect of the strike: I hind my-
self endlessly circling my first seript for the
new season without ever quite reaching its
heart. I know i's there—I can see it and at
the same time calculate my distance from
it. The trouble seems o be focused on
Michael's feelings and behavior in the sto-
ry. Every acting teacher has a different
term for this—action, intention, objective,
subtext, goal. The word is unimportant,
but the idea is the bedrock of all actling:
What does the character want?

The actors help us, and we were lucky in
that all of them were used 10 sitting
around tables, hlling Styvrofoam cups with
cigarette butts while they worked over a
scene from every angle. On the scripts |
wrote, | was always astonished to learn tha
Patty or Tim or Melanie knew more about
what I was trving to write than 1 did and
could guide me, through their actor's ques-
tions, to where 1 wanted 1o go.

I ask Ken to come to lunch and spend a
few hours with me working on this new
script, He has an alchemie gift of being
able to convert autobiography into fiction,
so what comes out 15 not a glimpse mto his
private life but a glimpse into Michael
Steadman'’s as interpreted by him. Ken
isn't Michael, and Michael isn't Ken: at the
same time, Ken is Michael and Michael 1s
Ken, and to search out the core of thal
paradox would afford a ghmpse of the
mystery that allows one man 10 believably
become another, All 1 know is that (A) Ken
is smart, (B) he grows more articulate as he
grows more excited and (C) if anyone can
help me with this dead lump of pages on
my desk, he can—and he'd beuer.

We greet cach other, spend the next half
hour worrying—about the Emmys, the
ratings, the inappropriate behavior of
some of his fellow cast members—and
then we work. He sits down next to me at
the word processor and n starts 10 happen.
He's off and he's imto it. excited by the pos-
sibilities of a new script and a new season.
We had written Michael and Hope. n
thirtysomething's hrst year, as the ideal
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couple. Ken's private title for the series was
Father Knows Best, but He's Ambivalent
About It. Still, Hope and Michael had their
bourgeois ducks in a row; they were a cou-
ple who could (and would) discuss any-
thing and everything. This new script is
about things for which words can't be so
easily found, impulses that can't be kissed
away or cured by understanding. Michael
wants another kid. Hope’s not so sure.
This thrills Ken—he's as bored as we all
are with reconciliation scenes. He gets to
work, quick and deft, with the material I
present to him, carving out the conflict I
have so far been unable to identify.

“So, OK,” he says, lighting his tenth
cigarette. “Fine; we know I'm sick of adver-
tising, and I can barely force myself to get
io the office and come up with some idiot
campaign for something I don't give a shit
about. At the same time, Hope is at the
magazine and I'm proud of her and I'm
jealous, too, right? Even though maybe 1
don’t know that I'm jealous. . . .”

“Well, maybe you know it, but you would
never admit to it.”

“Of course not! I'm not that big a jerk.
And also, seeing her really taking off and
working again turns me on; I'm incredibly
attracted 1o her. She’s like she was when [
first met her and I was totally smitten with
her, right? Which is very sexy, because I
sense she’s not totally available to me right
now. But at the same time, she's been home

for the past year and a half with the baby
and she has been totally available to me
and 1 want it both ways. This is really cool.
Is this helping you?"”

“It’s helping me.”

“And what's harder, maybe, 1s that sud-
denly, she’s a breadwinner, 100.”

I feel it starting for me; as he talks, I see
scenes and bits of scenes.

“So who am I? Make me a pig! Make me
real! I don't want to be the ideal litde hus-
band; that’s boring, there’s nothing to play
there. Mel, she’ll be able 10 do this really
well. Hope loves being a mother and all
that, but her self-esteem has suffered. She
knows I've seen her differently, she wants it
the way it was when we started, oo; she
wants to be able to control me and my feel-
ings about her. What I want is to have her
available to me. And, like, at the end of act
two?”"—he’s referring to a scene ['ve shown
him. Michael and Hope are making love
when Hope interrupts it, against Michael's
protests, to nsert her diaphragm. When
she returns to the bedroom, Michael 1s
gone, and the rift between them has come
out in the open—"What that scene is,” Ken
says, “is a test. ‘Are you available to me? Is
your womb available to me?’ And she's not
and it’s not. and I can't deal with that. Be-
cause a decper part of me is freaking out
that if she doesn’t need me anymore—then
who am I?"

It's not a question he expects me to an-

MARTY
MURPHY

“Well, you ‘just naturally assumed’ wrong, I ain’t
one of Santa’s helpers.”

swer while we're sitting here. The script
will take care of that soon enough—and,
because of the time we've spent together
today, I know there will be a script. I can
feel the episode starting 1o grow. This idea
of availability that Ken has so intuitively
helped me pinpoint dictates both dialog
and behavior. He leaves; [ start writing,
°

A Pasadena Sunday. Four em. A hundred
degrees, 1000 photographers, and here we
are, in gowns and tuxes, on our way into
the Civic Auditorium, where this vear's
Emmy show is to be held. | have Mel Har-
ris on one arm, Mclanie Mayron on the
other; the paparazzi cry out “Hope!™ and
“Melissa!” instead ol their real names. We
meet everyone else from the show in the
lobby; Ed and Marshall are both in
Michael Steadman-type glooms, con-
vinced we don't have a chance.

The Emmy show itself, produced by
Lorne Michacls, is endless but entertain-
ing, its highlight a medley of TV theme
songs performed by the Sweeney Sisters,
who at one point approach Marv ‘lyler
Moore and musically ask her who can turn
the world on with her smile. Early in the
evening, there is a montage spanning 40
vears of TV’s leading men. Uncle Milue,
Desi Arnaz, Dick Van Dyke, Dennis
Weaver—faces as icons, faces that summon
association, and there among them are
faces I know well. Ken's, Peter’s, Tim's. We
have become, I can see, part ol the elec-
tronic cultural landscape, and I start to be-
lieve that maybe, just maybe, today’s trip to
Pasadena might turn out 1o be worth what
it will cost to have the wix cleaned.

I'm right. Patty wins, as does the “Dead
Dad” script, as does the series as a whole.
We all troop up to the stage to collect the
big one. As I've lost a few pounds since 1
last wore my tux, 1 hold Melanic’s hand
with one hand and my pants up with the
other, Ed and Marshall say their standard
few words, then we are all photographed
backstage and led off for the rack of lamb
and complimemary cologne. After the
swirl of congratulation dies down, 1 join
Ed at a table where, for the first time
tonight, he sits alone.

“So. . .." he says.

“S0?” I respond.

“So now whar?”

“Write about dogs,” I tell him.

He looks at me. “Wait a minute. . . ."

“Wha?"

“What if we did a whole show from the
dog’s point of view? It could be incredible.”

“You're out of your mind,” I tell him.
“And I'm not writing it.”

“But just think about it,” he says, so [ do,
as, clutching our statuettes, we make our
way owside, with a hug for the winners
and a “Next year” for the losers, 1o wait tor
the cars that will take us home.

Y|
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(continued from page IH4)
the door scanned my PL ticket and driv-
er’s license, checking my face against the
photo before letting me into Velda’s room.

“Hey, kid,” I said softly. In the dim light,
I saw her head turn slowly and knew she
was awake. They had propped her up, the
sheet lying lightly across her breasts, her
arms outside it. The facial swelling had
lessened, but the discoloration still put a
dark shadow on her face. One eye still was
closed and 1 knew smiling wasn’t easy.

“Do [ look terrible?”

1 let out a small laugh and walked o the
bed. “I've seen vou when you looked bet-
ter.” I ook her hand in mine and let the
warmth of her seep into me. Inside, I could
feel a madness clawing at my guts, scratch-
ing at my mind because somebody had
done this to her. They had taken soft beau-
ty and a loving body and tried to simash it
into a lifeless hulk because it was there and
killing was the simple way of moving it.

“Mike, don't,” she said.

I sucked my breath in, held it, then
eased out. I was squeezing her hand wo
hard and relaxed my fingers. “Everything
OK, kitten?”

“Yes. They are taking care of me.” She
tilted her head up. “What's happening?”

I filled her in with some of the general
information, but she stopped me. She
wanted details, so I gave them to her.

I put my hands on the mattress and bent
down so my face was close to hers. Her
tongue shpped between her lips, wetting
them, and as my mouth 1uched hers, she
closed one eve. A kiss 1s strange. It’s a liv-
ing thing, a communication, a whole wild
emotion expressed in a simple moist touch
and, when her tongue barcly met mine, a
silent explosion. We felt, we tasted, then,
satishied. we separated.

“You know what you do 10 me?” 1 asked.

She smiled.

“Now I'm as horny as hell and I can't go
out in the hall like this. Not yer.”

“You can kiss me again while you're wait-
mg.”

“No. I'll need a cold shower if 1 do.” 1
stood up, stll feeling her mouth on mine.
“I'll be back tomorrow, kitten.”

Her smile was crooked and her eye
laughed. “What are vou going to do
with . . . that?” she asked me.

“Hold my hat over it,” [ told her.

.

I had the cabby drop me at the corner
and picked up a late-evening paper at the
kiosk. There was a mist in the air and the
streetlights had a soft glow around them
and lighted windows in the apartments

were gently blurred. It was the kind of

night that dampened street sounds and
put a dull slick on the pavement.

The doorman at my place generally
paced under the marquee, but tonight 1
couldn’t blame him for staving inside. |
hugged the side ol the building out of the
wind, moved around the garbage pails

outside the areaway that ran to the rear
and saw the feet inside the glass doors as
the guy jumped me from behind.

Damn.

One arm grabbed me around the throat
and a fist was ready to slam o my kid-
neys, but 1 was twisting and dropping at
the same time, so fast that the fucker lost
his rhythm and went down with me. His
arm came loose and he rolled free, and |
forgot all about him because the other one
had come out of the hallway with a sap in
his hand, ready to lay my skull open. 1 let
the swing go past my face and threw a
right smack into his nose, saw his head
snap back, then put another into his gut.

Everything was working right. The guy
behind me came off the sidewalk thinking
he had me nailed. [ didn't wantany broken
knuckles, 1 just drove my fist into his neck
under his chin and didn’t wait 1o see what
would happen. The boy with the sap was
still standing there, nose stunned, blood
all over his face but not out of it.

You don’t have to waste any skin on guys
like that. 1 kicked him in the balls, and the
pain-instinct reaction was so fast he nearly
locked onto my foot. His mouth made si-
lent screaming motions and he went down
on his knees, his supper foaming out of his
mouth.

I went inside. The doorman was just
coming out of it, a lump already growing
on the side of his head. “Can you hear me,
Jeft?" I said.

He grimaced, his eves opened and he
nodded. “That bastard. . . .”

“I have them outside. You give the cops a
call.”

“Yeah. Damn right.”

The big guy I had rapped in the throat
was trving to get away. He was on all fours,
scratching toward the car at the curb. I
took out the 45, let him hear me jack a
shell into the chamber and he stopped
cold. That old Army automatic can have a
deadly sound 1o it. I walked over to him,
knelt down and poked the muzzle against
his head.

“Who sent you?”

He shook his head.

I thumbed the hammer back. That
sound, the double click, was even deadler.

“We . .. was to . . . rough you up.” His
voice was hardly understandable.

“Who sent you?"

His head dropped, spit ran out of his
mouth and he shook his head again.

“Why?" | asked him. I kept the wne
nasty.

All the big slob had in his eyes was fear.
“You sent . . . the guys. . .a buller.”

1 heard the siren of a squad car coming
up Third Avenue. “How much did they
pay you?"

“Five hundred . . . each.”

“Asshole,” I said. 1 cased the hammer
back on half cock and ook the rod away
from his head. A grand for a mugging
meant that the vicim would be wary and
dangerous, and these two slobs hadn't
given it a thought. I gave him a kick in the
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side and told him 1o get over beside his
buddy: [ didn't have to tell him twice.

Wheels squealing, a car turned at the
corner and the floodlight hit me while it
was sull rolling. The cameraman came
out, turning film, a girl in a flapping
trench coat right behind him, giving into a
hand mike a rapid, detailed description of
what was going on. and [ even let New York
City’s favorite on-the-spot TV team catch
me giving the guy another boot just for the
hell of it

L ]

When the squad car got there, I iden-
tified myself, gave a statement and let the
doorman Al in the rest. The two guvs had
waited near the curb nearly an hour, spot-
ted me at the corner, then one had gone in.
grabbed the doorman, then waited unil
the other had jumped me to lay a sap on
his head before joming the fun. Luckily,
the sweatband of the doormans uniform
cap had softened the blow. Both ol the
clowns had knives in their pockets along
with the old stand-bys, brass knuckles and
a blackjack. It ook one radio call to get an
1.D. on them and they were shoved, hand-
cuffed, into the rear of the squad car.

Enough of the crowd had collected 10
make 1t an interesting spot i the late news
coming up, and the reporter said, “Any
further comment on this, Mr. Hammer?"

At least she'd remembered my name.

“Theyv just tried to mug the wrong guy,”
I said. Then I winked into the lens and
walked away.

°

Upstars, I called Pat. I ran through the
story again, then added, “It's all coming
back 1o DiCica, buddy. Thevre making
sure [ know they're watching.”

“You dont scare them, Mike.”

“If they think I have access 1o what An-
thony had, I can sure shake them up. What
have vou got?”

“Something extremelv interesting. My
boys came up with another lead. an old
dealer who is straight now and doesn't
want his name mentioned in any way
You're right. It all comes back 1o when Di-
Cica shot those two gang leaders and
picked up that envelope.”

“And you know what was in it?"

“Yes. Directions.”

“To whan?"

“A truckload ol cocaine.”

“Do you realize how much stufl that is?”

“In dollars, the street value is incredible.
Anyway, It caine up via Route Ninety-five
into the New York area. The trailer was de-
livered to a depot in Brooklyn, all the pa-
perwork completed, and the next day,
another tractor signed tor it, hauled it ow
and 1t hasn't been seen 1o this day.”

“But somebody would know where the
cargo went 10.”

“Sure.” Par said. “The drivers would
have known.”

“So they were the only ones who knew?”

“Why not? The tewer the beuer. They
picked their own hiding spot for the ship-
ment, made up a map and delivered it o

the bosses. On the way out, they were fol-
lowed by hit men and taken out in a sup-
posed accident. The bosses didn't want
anvbody knowing where the stuff went.
Unfortunately, they were in line for a hit
themselves that night. And DiCica got the
map.”

“Tell me something. How much 1s the
street value of the junk today?”

He told me. I let out a low whistle. Nine-
digit hgures are understandable. When
they reach ten, it's almost unbelievable.

“Mike, unless we find that cargo, noth-
ing will ever end.”

“Are you checking out all the leads?”

“The trailer would take a certain-size
building to be concealed in. We're working
on the assumption that something was
bought, rather than leased. By now, taxes
would be owing, and if anything matches,
we'll be on "

“You don't have that much time.”

“Any other options?”

“Alot of luck.”

.

Sickness and injury never stop in the big
city. It was a bloody night in the emergency
room, spatters of red on the walls, trails
stringing along the floors, smeared where
feet had skidded i s sticky viscosity. The
walking  wounded were crowded by
stretchers and wheclchairs and my short
cut to Velda's floor was blocked.

When | reached her Hoor, 1 pushed
through the steel hire door into the corri-
dor and the wave of quiet was a soft kiss of
relief. The nurse’s desk was to my left. the
white tip of the attendant’s hat bobbing be-
hind the counter. Someplace, a phone rang
and was answered. Haltway down the hall,
a uniformed ofhcer was standing beside a
chair; his back against the wall, reading a
paper.

The nurse didn’t look up, so 1 went by
her, Two of the rooms [ passed had their
doors open, and in a half-lit room, I could
see the forms of the patients, deep in sleep.
The next two doors were closed and so was
Velda's.

Unul I was ten feet away, the cop didn't
give me a tumble, then he turned and
scowled at me. This was a new one on the
night shift and he pulled back his sleeve
and gave a deliberate look at his wrist
watch, as if 1o remind me of the time.

I said, “Everything OK?"

For a second, the question seemed to
confuse him. Then he nodded. “Sure,” he
replied. “Of course.”

All 1 could do was nod back, like it was
stupid of me to ask, and I let him go back
to leaning against the wall. At the desk, the
nurse glanced up. She recognized me and
smiled. “Mr. Hammer, good evening.”

“How's my doll doing?”

“Just fine, Mr. Hammer. Dr. Reedey was
in twice today. Her bandages have been
changed and one of the nurses has even
helped her with cosmetics.”

“Is she moving around?”

“Oh. no. The doctor wants her 1o have
complete bed rest for now. It will be several

days before she'll be active at all.” She
stopped, suddenly realizing the time her-
self. “Aren’t you a little early?”

"I hope not.” Something was bothering
me. Something was grating at me and 1
didn’t know what it was. *Nothing out of
order on the floor?”

She seemed surprised. “No, evervihing
is quite calm, fortunately.”

A small timer on her desk pinged and
she looked at her watch. “I'll be back in a
few minutes, Mr, Hammer. . . ”

Now 1 knew what the feeling was. That
cop had looked at his watch, oo, and his
was a Rolex Oyster, a big, fat, expensive
watch street cops don't wear on duty. But
the real kicker was his shoes. They were
regulation black, but they were wing ups.
The son of a bitch was a phony, but his rod
would be for real and whatever was going
down would be just as real.

I said, “How long has that cop been on
her door?”

“Oh . .. he came in about fifteen minutes
ago.”

It was two hours wo soon for a shift
change.

“Did you see the other one check out?”

“Well. no. but he could have gone——"

“They always take the elevators down,
don't thev?”

She nodded, consternation showing in
her eyes. She got the picture all at once and
asked calmly, “What shall I do=”

“Give me the phone and you beat it
Don't look back. Do things the way vou al-
ways do.”

She patted her hair in place, went
around the counter and stepped on down
the hall. She didn't look back. I pulled her
call sheet over where I could see it and
dialed hospital security. The phone rang
eight umes and nobody answered. 1 dialed
the operator and she tried. Finally she
said, “I'll put their code on, sir. The guards
must be making their rounds.”

Onr they're laid out on their backs some-
place.

Overhead. the call bell started o ping
out a quiet code every few seconds,

I hung up and dialed Pat’s office. [ said,
“Pat, I have no ume for talk. I'm at the hos-
pital and everything’s breaking loose.
There’s a phony cop at the door, so the real
officer i1s down somewhere. They're going
t try to snatch Velda. Get some cars up
here and no sirens. They smell cops and
thev'll kill her.”

“They moving now?"

I heard wheels rolling on the tile and
squinted around the wall. Coming out of
the last door down on the right was an
empty gurney pushed by a man i an or-
derly’s clothes. “They're moving, Pat.
Shake your ass.”

I hung up and stepped out o the cor-
ridor, whistling between my teeth. The
guy pushing the gurney stopped and start-
cd playing with the mattress. 1 pushed the
button on the elevator, looked down at
the cop who was watching me and waved.
The phony cop waved back.



When the elevator halied, I got in, let
the doors close and pushed the stor but-
ton. I stood there, hoping the guy push-
g the gurney wouldn't notice the lights
over the door standing still. The rubber
tires thumped a little louder, passed the
elevator, and when | didn’t hear them any
longer, I pushed the orex button and
stared out imo the corridor. I rook my hat
off, dropped it on the floor and yanked the
45 out of the holster. There was a shell in

the chamber and the hammer was on half’

cock. 1 thumbed it back all the way and
looked down the corridor.

The guy in the orderly’s clothes was
standing there with an AK-47 auwtomatic
rifle cradled in his arms, watching both
ends of the hallway. His stance was low. and
when he swung, his coat Hopped open and
it looked like he was wearing upper-body
armor. The gurney was sticking out of Vel-
da’s door. She was strapped onto the carri-
er. The man in the uniform came out of
her room, a police-service .38 in one hand
and one hell of a big bruiser of an automat-
ic in the other. Unless I got some backup, |
was totally outgunned and no way could 1
close in on them without putting Velda's
lite on the line.

A quiet litle code still pinged from the
hall bell. Security stll hadn't answered.

No wasted moves this ume. The pair
moved the gurney away from me and 1
knew they were headed toward the other
bank of elevators. The phony orderly had
draped a sheet over the gun on his arm.
The uniform had hidden the automauc
but had placed the .38 on the gurney next
to Velda.

I stepped back into the car, let the doors
close, pushed the first-floor button and
hoped nobody tried to get on. Like all hos-
pital elevators, this one took forever to pass
each level, and before it stopped, 1 picked
my hat up and held it over my 45. When u
reached the first floor, I stepped out. This
time, 1 didn't run. The gurney would be
moving ai proper walking speed, seeming-
lv going through a normal routine, and as
long as I hurried, I could meet it omside
the building. There was no way this play
could be stopped without some kind of
shooting, and I didn’t want anvbody else in
the way.

They came out of the elevator just as [
stepped outside, and now 1 felt beuter.
They had turned 1oward the walkway door
and T was waiting out there in the dark.
There were only a lew seconds to look
around for their probable course and find
cover. The walkway curved down to the
street, but the parking places were filled
with off-sireet overnighters, and the cars
there couldn’t handle a limp patient. Un-
less they had planned on a mobile van or a
station wagon, any iransportation would

have 1o be farther down the line, out of

sight from where | was standing.

I moved on down the walk, reached the
parked cars and got into the street behind
them. The doors of the hospital swung in-
ward. The guy in the orderly uniform
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came out first, the AK-47 under his arm,
still covered. He never took his eyes off the
area in [ront of him, pulling the gurney
forward with one hand while the other
man pushed from behind.

The gurney hnally slid through the
doors and now the phony cop had the over-
sized automatic in his hand.

I let them pass me, crouching down be-
hind the cars, and when they were about
ten feet in from of me, I kept pace with
their movements.

" A car turned up the road, momentarily
lighting the area. It swept over the gurney,
but the two went on in a normal manner. [
stepped between the parked cars and let it
pass. It was a civilian car with a woman at
the wheel. It seemed like an hour had
passed, but it had been only a few minutes.

Hell, the traffic was light. A squad car
could have been here by now. Another set
of lights turned up and a truck dropped
down a gear and lumbered up the hill. 1
moved down two car lengths, still staying
close, still silently swearing at the frustrat-
ing delays in emergency police actions. A
car made a U turn at the hospital and came
toward me from the other direction, and
only when it got past me did a raucous blast
from the loud-hailer yell, “Freeze, police!”
and the power lights from the truck
turned night into day, blinding the two
men in the glare.

Everything happened so quickly that
there was a hesitancy in the movements the
men made. The phony orderly wasted one
second trying to strip the sheet from the
AK-47 and a pair of rapid blasts took him
down and out. The phony cop jammed
himself down in a crouch and his gun
came up to shoot through the bottom of
the gurney. He was out of the others’ sight
but not out of mine, and I squeezed ofl a
single round that took him in the shoulder
and spun him around like a rag doll.

I was standing and had my hands over

my head so the cops wouldn't take me ow
with a wild shot, figuring me for the other
side. Pat came running up, a snub-nosed
.38 in his fist, and said, “You OK, Mike?”

“No sweat.” I took my hands down in
time to yell and point behind Pat, and he
turned and fired at the phony cop, who
was about to let go at the gurney again. Pat
put one into the side of his head, blowing
his brains all over the sidewalk. They all
came out one side, so his face was gory but
still recognizable.

The area was cordoned off so fast no
spectators had a chance to get near the
bodies. Two cops took the gurney out to
the truck and lifted it into the back, and
the lady cop from the first car got in with
Velda and the truck lurched ahead, made a
turn in the street and headed west.

Pat took my arm and hustled me toward
his own marked cruiser that was close by. I
said, “Where did you guys come from?”

“Come on, pal, 1 alerted this team as
soon as you headed over here.” He yanked
a portable radio from his pocket and said
into it, “Charlie squad, what do you have?”

There was a click and a hum, and a fAat
voice answered with, “One officer down in
the patient’s room, Captain. We have a
doctor here who says he was sapped, then
drugged. There are two syringes on the
bed table, both empty.”

“Is the officer OK?”

“Vital signs OK, doc says.”

I tapped Pat on the shoulder. “[ell him
to check the last room down the hall on the
right.”

He passed the message on, and a minute
later, the receiver hummed and the voice
said, “Got a nurse down in there, too, Cap-
tain. She got the same treatment. The pa-
tient who was there is gone.”

“He sure 1s,” Pat told him.

As we got into the car, the radio came
alive again. Pt barked a go-ahead, and the
cop on the other end said, “Captain, four
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“And now may I tell you what I—if I were your
gulfriend—uwould give you?”

hospital-security guys just got here. They
answered a call in the basement and
wound up locked in a storeroom.”

*Good. Get a statement from them.”

“Roger, Captain.”

He turned the key and put the car in
gear. Up ahead, the truck was turning the
corner and he leaned on the gas 1o catch
up to it. “Mind telling me where we're go-
ing?" 1 asked.

“For wnight, youre going lancy. I'm
putting you up in my apartment. We'll hold
you there overnight and get you squared
away tomorrow. If you weren't a friend, I'd
slap you in a prison ward to keep vou out
of trouble.”

“Did you get a good look at the guy you
shot?”

“I got a good look at both of them.”

“Make 'em?”

He yanked the wheel, going around a
car and pulling up directly behind the
truck. “The slob playing cop was Nolo Ab-
berniche. He started out as a kid with the
Costello bunch. That bastard has knocked
off a half dozen guys and all he has is three
arrests on petty offenses.”

“You seem to have a good line on him.”

“Plenty of fliers, nationwide inquiries.
Pal, vou are traveling in some pretty heavy
company. That other guy was Marty Santi-
no. He's another hit man, but he likes fancy

Jjobs. This one was right up his alley.”

“Who's paying for i, Patz”

“That died with those hoods. You know
damn well we won't find anything to ue
them in directly with any of the Mob boys.”

“Beautiful,” I said. “We wait for them 10
make another run on us.”

“Not this ume, Mike.”

“What's that supposed o mean?” |
asked him.

“Simple, pal. We have the location of the
truck. It's in a barn on a farm north of
Lake Hopatcong, New Jersey, on Route
Ninety-four, just hefore Hamburg. Be-
cause it's an interstate operation, the FBI
can get on this from their local ofhces a lot
faster. And we're taking you and Velda out
of the action. You're too important as wit-
nesses and possible targets 1o be exposed
during the mop-up. I know damn well
you're not going to let her out of vour sight,
so we're setting both of you up at a safe
house of our choosing. Any objections?”

EINp:

“Good. 1 thought you'd do it my way for
once. You'll be covering Velda and we'll be
covering both of you. just in case. It may
seem redundant, but we don't want o take
any chances. Once we haul in that trailer,
expect things will quiet down.”

“Things are never quiet around me, Pat.
You should know that by now.”

“Just shoulder the piece, Mike. You've
had your revenge.”

“Hell. Vengeance is mine,” I said, and
out of the corner of my eye, | caught Pat
grinning at me. We both laughed, while
the buildings of the city passed by.
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“He would hold me down, rip off my clothes and make
incredible, mad, wild and wonderful love to me.”

him and he made u like that for me, 100.”
From the moment he seduced her on
greenssilk sheets at his Mulholland Drive
mansion, Karen openly admits she had the
time of her lile. When they met, on a skiing
weekend in Aspen, she had played hard 1o
get, thinking he was just another aging
Hollywood wolf looking for a one-mght
stand. “1 remember he gave me that killer
smile of his and whispered, *Baby, vou're a
tough nut to crack!” But he was so persist-
ent, 5o exciting, so sexv [ simply couldn’t
resist. I Jack had been married, 1 wouldn't
have agreed to see him. | wouldn't touch a
married man with a barge pole. Of course,
I knew that Anjelica Huston had been his
steady lady for vears—you can’t miss the
one picture of her he keeps in his bath-
room—but | rather gathered their rela-
tionship had become a friendship thing by
that time.

“I do remember that when her father,
John Huston, died, Jack was very upset. [
knew that the three of them had made
Prizzis Honor 1ogether and that Jack ad-
mired the old man immensely. But on the
night before Mr. Huston's funeral, Jack
called me up to his house and I had 1o
wonder why he wasn't consoling Anjelica
mstead of making love 1o me. Mv God, he
was passionate that night!

“But that's Jack all over, vou see. He real-
Iv is a horny little devil. He has this image
of being a bit like Bogart, a lovable rogue,
a naughty lide boy, if you like, and that’s
Just how he is.”

On the other hand, Karen says, Jack is a
culture vulture, a man of high taste and
style who loves the arts, classical music, the
opera, the theater. His home is packed
with priceless antiques and  paintings:
There’s a Picasso on his living-room wall.

The other side of Jack is a fun-lover, a
devil-may-care hedonist who adores to in-
dulge himself in the pleasures of the Hesh.

“Jack just loves 1o play sexy games, and
so do 1. He always wanted me o walk
about m saucy underwear, garter belts and
stockings, that sort of thing. 1 was alwavs
buying little knickknacks 1o please him at
night.

“He liked 1o take naughuy pictures of me
with his Polaroid cameria. Sometimes he
would want me 10 be wotallv submissive 10
him. He'd smile and, with that glint in has
eyes that all his female fans would recog-
nize, he'd say, ‘T'm going 1o have 1o tie you
up and spank vou for being a bad girl”

“I'd run off giggling and screaming, but
he'd always caich me, nawarally. . .. Then
he would hold me down, rip off inv clothes
and make incredible, mad, wild and won-
derful love 1o me. Jack really is the most

exciting man in the world at times like
that. Sex with him is both a pleasure and a
pain, in every sense. . . .

“One night, he got so carried away, so
passionate, he left me with a real problem
in the morning. 1 was hlming Out of the
Dark at the ume and it wok the make-up
girl all of two hours to cover up the impact
of Jack’s lovemaking!

“There’s only one time of day when Jack
doesn’t want to do it. . . in the mornings.
Now, 1 love to have sex when [ wake up, but
Jack gets very grumpy. Any other time, he’s
there, ready and randy as the devil; but
when he’s snoring away after a long night
of love, you'd better not wake him up! 1
learned not 1o do that preuy quickly.

“Jack’s a very noisy love-maker when he
gets going, a real grunter, and he likes a lot
of verbal encouragement, too, but the
strangest thing about him in bed is his
ability to make his hair stand on end to the
point of no return. I never could under-
stand how he did that. It was as if he had
been electrocuted! I used to spend hours
going through his bathroom cabinets to
see what brand of stvling mousse or hair
spray he used, but 1 never did find any-
thing.

“The other funny habit he had was eat-
ing peanut-butter-and-jelly sandwiches in
bed. He said he had to keep his strength

“Jack was like a drug to me. He was very
addictive. Life was one big high when he
was around. He had me completely
hooked for a long time. Of course. all good
things must end.

“Someumes when men throw them-
selves at you, the only way 1o treat them is
badly. You lose respect for them and you
move on. So Jack went w London 1o make
Batman and 1 got on with my career. |
guess the age diflerence told in the end.
Actually, Jack is about the same age as my
mother. Perhaps I should have introduced
them—that’s a joke. Ha, ha! My mum will
kill me for that”

So what’s in the future for this spunky,
outspoken actress the British critics are
calling the new Joan Collins?

Currently, she’s studying with acting
coach Jefl Corey—he worked with Nichol-
son, too—and looking for bigger, betier
and more challenging movie roles. “I love
to play bad girls, characters who are psv-
chologically complex, living on the edge.”

Karen is also working on a book—she
won't say what it's about—and rehearsing
with a new rock-and-roll band to be
launched in the new year.

“I simply love to perform, vou see.
There's alwavs this desire to be a little self-
indulgent. No. very setf-indulgent! But for
an actress, that’s not a good thing, so 1
have 1o make up for 1 in my personal life
in every way I can.

“When I was a little girl, my very proper,
very British father used to sav 1o me that
good little girls should be seen and not
heard, and 1 guess I've been rebelling
against that particular piece of advice ever
since.” And how!

(¥

“Now, here’s how it works, Mr. Claus—uwe
will pick up all your packages and fly them to
Memphis. We will then guarantee overnight delivery to
cvery address in the world and you will
never have to leave this office!”
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LUCKY PIERRE (continued from page 136)

“Lucky Pierre, last of the great pornographic-film
icoms, is hoisted upside down.”

clean and fragrant. Cast in his misery, he is
offended by such a picture of health. She
picks through an array of instruments, her
metallic nails clicking, selects an otoscope
and a sensitometer.

“Looks like a bad case of advanced mis-
entropy!” she chuckles, winking at her col-
leagues.

“Critical, doctor?”

“Fetal, I'm afraid.”

Her breasts are high and pointed, her
belly as flat and tight as a drumhead, her
buttocks packed full and firm in the
starchy white skirt. She is encircled by the
glint of stainless steel and the glaze of
lights, by wall charts and diplomas, by the
hum of apparatus and the soft, hushing
movement of nurses and production assist-
ants. She peers under his eyelids, into his
ears and nostrils, down his throat, dictat-
ing to an aide: “Signs of hypopraxia, idio-
dynamic delusions, hot lips and circadian
decubitus. Deglutition and exteroceptors
normal. More or less. There are cunt hairs
between his teeth: Query cohort relation-
ships.”

“He seems so cold and lethargic, doc-
tor...."

“Yes, a consequence, perhaps, of over-
cranking. .. ."

She leans down to listen to his heart,
pressing her pubis against his hand: seems
almost to move, to caress him. Curious, or
perhaps simply because he is who he is, he
turns his hand over to hold it in his palm,
less numb, somehow, than the rest of him.

“Aha!” She smiles. “Feeling better?”

She peeks under his gown.

“My goodness! I guess you are!”

“A ... terrible fall, Clara. .. "

“Yes, I recognize the symptoms.”

“No, the fall, I mean . . . a rupture of
some kind. Permanent. I think . . . or
worse!”

THE ExD, he means, but she just laughs
and stuffs his awakening hand up her
skirt.

“You're too suggestible!”

Her mound i1s warm and wet, thickly
padded with wiry little curls. Her labia
seem to reach out, grip his fingers, count
them, twist his knuckles, read the palm.

“Hmm. Modcrate hypopselaphesia,
probably transient and cryogenetic. Ugly
wart on the social finger. Diarthrodial ar-
uculation, synergetic and tender. Severe
agnails, symptoms of ambivalence, but el-
fectively excitomotory.”

“Voluptafacient, doctor?” asks a nurse.

“Quite. Feels good, too. Yum! Decussate
life and love lines, implying endopathic
abiotrophy of the essenual humors. Turn
him over and let's have a reverse-angle
look at his old arriére-voussurel”

As they pull his hand awav to roll
him over, her cunt sucks up his fingers . . .
then—iHlipop!—lets them go. Procum-
bent, he fecls the chill come on again. That
fall: no saving jump cus this time, no
fades, no soft dissolves; they let him hit
bottom and even filmed the bounce. Didn't
even slow it down. Neorealism, they called
it. For Clara’s sake: her demand for un-
mediated authenticity. You can't anatomize
a mock-up, as she likes to sav. She wants the
truth, the hard-core truth, 24 times a sec-
ond, even if she has to create it herself.
Now her assistants spread his knees and el-
bows out, adjust his balls for him, untie his
gown. Clara smiles down at what she sees,
slaps his buttocks.

“On the homely face of it, I'd have 1o de-
scribe it as dasygenal, wouldnt you, girls?”

“Is it. .. is it serious, doctor?” he wants
to know, prepared for the worst.

“Very serious,” she laughs. “It means you
have a hairy ass. Ex facie. Relax. You may
as well enjoy this.”

She spreads his cheeks, sniffs about criu-
cally, squeezes a pimple, pokes a procto-
scope into his rectum.

“What does it look like in there, doctor?”

“Not a pretty picture, I'm afraid. Some
evidence of diathetic dysteology, as well as
time-orientation compulsions, possibly due
to a faulty diet. Better stick an explosime-
ter up there, while I take a look at his tail.
What's left of it.”

“An explosi—what?"

She probes the base of his spine, finds a
raw nerve, sending him bucking off the
table.

“Yowww! Damn it, Clara, take it easy!
That hurt!”

“There it is, girls, that's where the old
caudal appendage got broken off. The
original hypostatic disunion; he’s been
looking for it ever since. Thus, the first
phase of hominization: the quest motive.
Which in the present instance has degen-
erated into a kind of sacral eschatology—
you can sce the open sore here—confused
by the dysgnostic assumption that woman
was created from that severed tail and to
this day, as the doggerel goes, must serve
his will and solace his posteriors still!”

The nurses hoot mockingly at that and
beat his nates with stethoscopes and clip-
boards, artificial limbs, leather traction
belts and rubber blood-pressure tubes,
wagging their own tails cxcitedly and
scratching their fleas.

“But it’s true!” he protests weakly. “I re-
memberit. . .."

“Forget the past, dear Lucky, it's mostly
waste. There is, as they rightly say, no fu-
ture in ie.”

“But what does it matter, Clara? There's

no future anyway. I'm fnished, 1 know
that. The reel's runout. . ..”

“Bullshit. Despair is a metaphor, like any
other.”

“1 just want to sleep. . . .

“No doubt. We all suffer these gesticidal
tendencies. The lure of the fade-out. But
don’t worry. You're in my film now, dear boy,
my care. Experlo credite. Look: Already
your ass is as red as a rose in bloom! It
won't soon go Lo sleep again!”

“It’s not my ass that's the problem, Clara,
i's my head, my heart. .. !”

She laughs at his confusions. It's true.
What does he know about anatomy? He's a
complete dope.

“Rig him up for stress analysis,” she says
to her assistants.

His feet are bound together in ankle
cufts, and Lucky Pierre, last of the great
pornographic-film icons, is hoisted upside
down and hung from a gambrel stick. The
gown is stripped away and he is smeared
over with a photoclastic covering. Weights
are suspended from his arms, neck, mus-
tache, penis and navel, and a stereoscope is
fitted to his eyes. He is subjected to a se-
quence of 3-D images—body parts, falling
buildings, circus acts, snowstorms, genteel
sodomies, worm fucking, electrocutions
and the like—while the doctor studies the
isochromatic patterns got by bombarding
him with polarized light.

“But I've given it all I've got, Clara,” he
whimpers, his tongue Hopping against the
roof of his mouth. “I've really tried. . . "

“I know. That's why vou've been sent to
me. Have faith. And don't press the chick-
en switch. When in doubt, exercitate! Or-
thopraxy saves and all that. My! Look at
those gorgeous colors!”

While she watches him, he is watching
the collapse of ecosystems, the gang bang
of a child star, castratons and bicycle
races, the fall of an airplane, the discovery
of the optical printer, and as blood rushes
10 his head, he thinks, She’s right, our bod-
ies are full of chaos and violence; it's the
way they express themselves. All actors
have 1o understand that; the integrity of
our performances depends upon it. Let it
roll.

“Each color indicates the magnitude of
stress at each part of the system,” the doc-
tor is explaining to her assistants, who are
oohing and ahing at the sight of him all In
up like that.

“What lovely spots of blue there in his
belly, doctor!™

“Yes, the hypochondrium, of course.
Nearby, that ugly black spot is the liver,
where much of the murder takes place,
and, as is 1o be expected, it's the locus of
least stress.”

“But, oh, my, look at his testes! It’s almost
as though they're on fire!”

“Yes, while by contrast, observe that the
penis, which is self-evidently diageotropic
and so subject 10 additional gravitational
demands, runs nevertheless—following
the speeding train of received images—
the whole spectrum, now black and flacad,

"
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now crimson and aroused. now a strain-
ing, luciferous white, as though unsure of
its own enthusiasms or responsibilities.™

“It’s rather like his head, doctor. It looks
like a bowl of ht-up frui!”

“True. but the head comains all these
colors at once, like a syncretic contexture
ol shifting options, you night say. while his
penis’ dysmnesiac experience of these
states 1s serially diachronic.”

“Gosh, vou're right! That sure makesit a
whole lot prettier, doesn't itz”

“It's wonderful what you can learn from
asilly old dick, doctor!”

“Ex pene Hevculem, my dear!”

“But—— Good heavens!”

“Yes?™

“His . . . his heart, doctor!™

“Mmm. You've noticed.”

“Its...Ws green!”

The doctor sighs, smiles, casts a long, af-
fectionate glance at the patient.

“Yes, 1L . . . it almost makes vou believe in
love again, doesn't it?"

“Doctor!™

The doctor laughs and switches off the
polarized hght

“Take him down, exuviate him. then os-
culate his pecker, please, and give me a co-
eilcient of viscosity reading in centipoise.”

While the doctor withdraws o her desk
to hll out her examination report and feed
the data into her bank ol computers, her
assistants unshackle him, remove the
stereoscope and peel off the photoelastic
sheath. One of the nurses slides a catheter
down his urethra, reaches up under his
scrotum and manipulates the vas deferens
with little pumping motions and, sucking
gently on the tube, draws ofl’a small speci-
men ol semen. He shudders: a certain tin-
ghing remimscent of orgasm but without
the spasm. Leaves him feeling suspended,

weird, nervous somehow, at the edge,
much as one feels when one has 10 sneeze
but cannot, and he worries now about hav-
ing come here: Is there to be an operation?
Will he leave here alive? He reaches up to
give himself relief, but they rap his knuck-
les with a steel rule.

“Don’t make us strap you down, now!”

“The doctor wants it spick-and-span!
She’ll see you in a minute.”

“Pl—— Ah-choo! Please. . . "

“The sample, doctor. It's preuy sticky
stuff.”

“Thank vou. Mmm, tastes good, too. |
can see why they are using it as an excipi-
ent. Pity he's been wasting so much of it.”

“Come on, Clara, goddamn it! 1 feel all
wrong! Help me get it off "

“Are vou always in such a hurry?” she
asks with a smile. “We've only just begun!”

She weighs his stones on a ballocks bal-
ance, listens to them, waggles them about,
beats a small electronic gong with them:
hollow, echoey sound. Why does she care?
Her appetite for knowledge arouses in
some small part his own. It's important, he
thinks, to be possessed like that. 'To be so
eager 1o be alive and aware, 1t drives vou
macl. She reads the signals from the gong,
runs a prohlometric check on his penis,
tries to bend i, slaps at it 10 see in which
direction it bobs.

“Pubes: pterygoid. Calluses: clitoridean.
Shear modular: impressive.”

She nips at s glans with her teeth,
stretches his prepuce, clucking her tongue
ominously, separates the lips of his penis,
peers down the urethra.

“Whew! That’s a pretty long fall at that!”
she admits,

“Itold you. ., "

“Would one of vou girls dim the lights,
please?”

“Its a magical vision of Christmas, Al. Everything off
the back of a truck except the tree.”

The office darkens. Clara adjusts the
aperture with a little twist at the base of his
prick. Her hands are smooth and cool,
good hands to be in in this crisis,

“What's important about these little
things.” she savs, squinting, “is their power
of resolunon. I's a kind of opuical illu-
IO eiah

The nurses murmur appreciatively and
take turns peeking mside while the doctor
holds it open. As she touches and plavs
with him, he relaxes. He knows that
sooner or later, she will satisfy him, and
will satisfy him as no one else can, because
the inevitability of her doing so is part of
the subtext that informs all her films. un-
scripted though she pretends them o be.

“Now, the heart of these syvstems,” the
doctor is explaining, “is the intermittent
mechanism. This one uses an advanced
spring-loaded, oscillating claw—if vou
look down in there, you'll be able to see it—
which in turn is backed up by one of the
most ancient of such devices, the old-fash-
ioned dog movement, using the eccentric
pin. See it wiggle there? Yes. that’s it.”

“Isn't it rather troublesome to have two
paradoxical systems in one mechanism,
doctor?”

“Perhaps. But this is the price for ver-
satility and sufficiency”

“Whar's that litle gaugelike device up
here near the nose, doctorz”

“That’s to adjust the speed. It's what
makes many of your special effects possi-
ble.”

She presses a little trigger under the
shaft, his hips buck and slap the 1able and
light pours through, casting a moving im-
age on the ceiling: He, Lucky Pierre, is
wallowing in heaps of unwound hlm up
there and beaunful voung swarlets are
cracking their maidenheads on his cock
like champagne bottles.

“Is only recently.” the doctor is saying,
“that we have come to understand the gon-
ads as part of the central nervous svstem.
In the past. we tended to isolate them
purely in terms of their hvpothetical re-
productive functions, failing 1o see tha
this anthropocentric bias ignored the com-
munities within and the universal ovder
without.”

Her grip on his prick 1s irm but sooth-
ing. His hips have stopped bucking, but he
still seemns 1o be experiencing the orgasm.
Not as good as most orgasms, true, but bet-
ter than the frustration that went before,
and he enjoys the prolonged effect. On the
ceiling, dving spermatozoa are arranging
themselves into astrological signals.

“We now know that no sense data—
which is to say, no data at all—enter man's
central nervous system without simulta-
neous transmission to the gonads and.
the same time, that no mental processes
take place. no matter what logic circuits
may have been implemented by prior envi-
ronmental engineering.  without  gonad
feedback and involvement.”

He scems to remember a time when a
mean girl in school stuffed his prick in an
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inkwell, but on the ceiling now, his teacher is showing him an
apple with the laws of gravity written on it

“And as you may have surmised [rom our previous siress
analysis, the peculiar design factor of the gonads, perhaps be-
cause of the relatve brevity ol their intracommunal life cvcles,
is their augmented processor impact and diminished storage
capacities, such that their peculiar contribution to mental acuv-
ity is projecion. . .."

He cats the apple and falls through space at 32 feet per sec-
ond per second, thinking, This apple tastes just like a cunt!
Somewhere, he hears the sound of blades being sharpened, and
the doctor’s hingers have become as rigid and cold as sieel.

“I assume you all know how this gadget works. You've taken

these things apart. .. #"
“Yes, but if there were snatching or excessive tension on our
perforauons, doctor, where would we ., . ?"

“You'd open it right here.”

On the ceiling, the doctor has grown fangs and scowling
brows and is stealing up on the patient with a gleaming scalpel.
“You see? We could completely dissembie it, if you like. . . "

The doctor, grinning evilly, has slashed off the patent’s geni-
tals and is going for his heart, his head, but he pulls himself to-
gether. The doctor withdraws, cowering in a dark corner, her
eves gleaming like burning coals. Perhaps she has not vet struck
the hirst blow. Perhaps she is naked.

“Eflorts have been made to temper the impact of the gonads’
signal digression and distortion through increasingly complex
program designs for nonhuman cvbernetic components, but,
clearly. if man 1s to remain relevant, he must remain close to the
transdimensional mamstream of life and, thus, must keep his
gonads plugged 1o all his mental processes, and screw the
consequences, 1o comn a phrase.”

The doctor has discovered his throbbing cock. The scalpel
falls from her trembling hand. Her fangs recede, her eves glaze

216 Over with excitement. Cautiously, she approaches, her heart

thumping visibly in the walls of her steaming cunt.

“That’s not 1o say that these projections of the gonads are in
themselves reliable stimuli for sound behavior—on the contrary!
Barrel distortion, curvature of held. chromatic aberrauon. recur-
rent clap and flicker are only a few of the tvpical defects. The cir-
cle-of-confusion factor has never been satisfactorily resolved and
tends to be infectious. Moreover. just as cerebral logic svstems at-
tempt to think out problems, the gonads insuncuvely try o fuck
their way out. Thus, as vou can see above, our subject somehow
supposes he can neutralize what he has interpreted and project-
ed as hostility by fucking me into quiescence or even aflection.
And who knows—ha. hal—he mav be night!”

Before mounting him, the hovering doctor inserts an endo-
scopic camera in her womb to photograph the auitude during
entry and exit and shoves an extensometer up her ass to measure
him through the separating membrane. Her golden body is as
sleck and hard as a mannequins—nothing sags or wobbles, not a
blemish or a wrinkle—vet it’s rumored she may be more than 300
vears old! The wonders of science!

“He even perceives this coitus to be imitiated by me, but these
projections are occluded by a veritable montage of ambivalence.
Behind the mad-doctor sequence, vou will discover the indiffer-
ent doctor, the heroic doctor, the incompetent doctor, the corrupt
and the distracted doctor. If 1 adjust the tocus, vou will see pro-

jections that include vourselves, others of the city sireets, his

workplace, the decaving cosmos, his assumed past.”
She does a kind of split across his body, one hand on his knee.
the other pressing down on his belly.

“Does it hurt? Good. . . "
Slowly, methodically, she lowers herself, and he feels her clitons
probe the length of his penis, feels the lips caress, suck, nibble,

taste, pucker, blow, nip, feels her pubes thud softly, springily
against his own.

“There is an associative rhythm to all these projecuions. which
will become more evident as coitus proceeds, but it 1s clear that
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“Hey, you a Libra?" “Save it, alright” “Hi, buy you
a..” “Buzz off, weirdo” “Excuse me, wanna have 