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At Mercedes Benz, they
engineer a great car, without
regard for price.

Subaru engineers a great
car, with great regard for price.

For one of the lowest
sticker prices aroundf Subaru
gives you a long list of engi-
neering features. Like front

THE PRESTIGE
OF PRICE:

wheel drive, steel belted
radials and our remarkable
SEEC-T engine which can run
on regular gas. Something
Mercedes, not to mention a lot
of economy cars, can’t do.

You also get the conve-
nience of over 600 Subaru
dealers. Check the yellow pages

___THE PRICE
OF PRESTIGE:

for the dealer nearest you.
Subaru and Mercedes,

two of the finest engineered

cars around. One sells for

8 times the price of the other.
The choice is yours.

*Plus dealer prep, delivery and taxes

tin Cal,, Total POE— not including tax, license and
infand transportation is $3,152. Wheel trim rings
and rally stripes are extra



10 years ago

your hairdidn't need
the protein it needs
today to look its best.

Chances are, your hair looked
healthier ten years ago. It was
thicker, fuller, and it had more
protein. And that's what hair is
made of. But as time goes by,
your hair loses protein—
continuously. Which is why you
need Protein 29 Hair Groom.
Because Protein 29 actually
adds protein to individual hair
shafts. It helps your hair look
thicker, fuller, healthier. More
like it used to look.
Your hairis irreplaceable.

Wouldn'tit be a good idea to
get some
Protein 29 now
and do some-
¥ thing about the

_next ten years?

[t gLy

Do something about
the next10 years.
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" HERE we come from, '
Wa car is not made to AFTER 76 YEARS OF
drive you to the super-
market. A car is made to MAKING sponTs cAns
drive you to ecstasy. That )
the ecstasy hdppcns on the IT s HARD To MAKE
way to the supermarket is
incidenal SOMETHING DULL
] . . m

This attitude about driv-
ing led us in our early years  Spider. And our mid-engine  the 124 Spider have 5-speed

to build sports cars. Fiat X1/9. synchromesh transmissions.
Over the first But as we got into the Both have twin overhead
quarter of this family car business we didn't  cam engines. Both have
leave this attitude behind. double-barrel carburetors.
‘-J/ As aresult, our Both have front disc brakes.
sedans drive quite And both are a very special
unlike other experience to drive.
sedans. There's a After 76 years, we don’t
tightness, and know any other way.

a quickness, and a

century, they became a way they sit on the road E”Hﬂ

legend around the racing that’s uniquely Fiat. Gisrordl Venshg, snd ncesedaddinons

circuits of Europe. How can a sedan feel like ~ arrangcd through vour participating deale
And to this day, we still a sports car you ask? Only

build sports cars. Our one way. Build it like one.

classic convertible, the 124 Both the 131 Sedan and




MNancy Crampton

PHILIP ROTH JOE FLAHERTY

HOUNSECALL

With the publication of Goodbye, Columbus in 1959, Philip Roth
was catapulted to literary superstardom. Only triumphs followed:
Letting Go, When She Was Good, Portnoy's Complaint (the most
famous of them all), Our Gang, The Breast, and The Great Ameri-
can Novel. An even greater American novel promises to be The
Professor of Desire (Farrar, Straus, & Giroux), Roth's latest mas-
terwork and certainly his hottest. We are proud to present "Oh, to
Be in England," our second excerpt from that novel, an eroto-
humorous tale of cocky David Kepesh, who is on a Fulbright
Scholarship in England but seems to be earning his degree in the
serious study of two Swedish girls with a preference for ménages a
trois (page 80).

Plural relationships may now be in vogue, but historically, for
Sylvia Kronstadt, they come as no surprise. For her article on
polygamy (page 84), Kronstadt drew on her experiences when
she was a child in Salt Lake City, where she began to notice more
than a few of her classmates popping up with the same last name.
Polygamy is a founding tenet of the Mormon church, and although
an act of Congress outlawed it in 1864, the practice continues to
be widespread in Utah and throughout the western United States.
Law-enforcement officials were willing to look the other way,
however, until Dr. Rulon Allred, a seventy-one-year-old Salt Lake
City physician, was murdered last May. In the course of the inves-
tigation of his death, it was discovered that Allred was the husband
of eleven women, the father of sixty-one children, and the leader of
the largest polygamous group in the country. Was he killed by a
rival polygamous group in what threatens to become an all-out
religious war? Kronstadt, a former executive with the NAACP and a
frequent contributor to Penthouse, uncovers the reality of multiple
marriage, where men are "servants of the Lord" and wives are
eager to serve their "lords and masters.” She comes up with an
eye-opening account of the secret rites, the celestial revelations,
the blood atonements, and the power struggles behind the Mor-
mon philosophy.

Nicholas von Hoffman, who is one of America's most prominent
journalists and is known for his in-depth investigative reports in
Penthouse and for his incisive, provocative writings in the Wash-
ington Post, admits that he has never "set foot in college” and
doesn't regret it for a minute. In his “Down the Down Staircase”
(page 51), von Hoffman is persuaded to take the position that
college is little more than a four-year vacation for people who can't
find anything better to do.

At thirty-four, Ken Norton may not have many more shots left at
the Heavyweight Championship of the World, but he's not pulling
any punches about wanting that title. On November 5 Norton will
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ABBIE HOFFMAN LARRY LINDERMAN

meet Jimmy Young, and the winner will be promised a rnatch with
Ali. Free-lancer Larry Linderman takes his own shot at Ken Norton
for Penthouse (page 124). A veteran of innumerable interviews
with sports giants, Linderman finds Norton to be one of the few
men who breaks the mold. "Almost all the fighters I've seen,"” he
says, "with the exception of Ali, have stood outside the pale of what
athletes are generally like—they tend to be much more reserved
and considerably less articulate. Norton is certainly an exception
to this. He is one hell of an intelligent guy and an incredibly nice
one." Linderman has taken on Ali and Frazier in the past and is
currently working on a book about gambling.

If you'd care to place a bet on the outcome of the next Ali-Norton
bout, the person to see first would be Demetrius G. Synodinas,
a.k.a. Jimmy Snyder, a.k.a. Jimmy the Greek, the self-proclaimed
“oddsmaker to the world."” Journalistic heavyweight Joe Flaherty,
an ex-longshoreman and the enfant terrible of the Village Voice,
follows the “Greek's" career from rogue to respectability (page
60). Flaherty, who is aregular contributor to Penthouse, is currently
working on a novel entitled The Old Rugged Doublecross. Writing
about Jimmy Snyder comes easily to a man with “a fondness for
sports and an overriding passion for gambling.”

While we're on the subject of taking risks, Abbie Hoffman is at it
again. On a recent trip to Washington, D.C., Abbie decided to doa
little sight-seeing. He surfaced on the official FBI tour of the J.
Edgar Hoover Building. Hoffman, known to some as the Lenny
Bruce of the Radical Left, leaves no stone unturned in his unofficial
version (page 142) of the history of this venerable institution. Did
our fugitive from justice get to goose the ghost of J. Edgar Hoover
and escape unscathed? Of course, but the question remains,
Where will he pop up next?

Carhopping is a dying art, but according to writer Robert S.
Wieder, it is not likely to be forgotten. In his nostalgic and humaor-
ous account of the good old days of root beer floats and "have tray,
will travel" alacrity, Wieder recaptures the spirit of Wide-Load
Emma, Mustang Sally, and the disappearing breed of the roller-
skating, ass-flashing, hard-serving carhop. Wieder has just
completed a book called Ragtops, an Affectionate History of the
American Convertible (Dolphin). He says, unhappily: “Both
carhops and convertibles belong to a vanishing American past.
It's a sad day when your tray is served up by a plastic clown
instead of a lovely lady, and cars have become hideaways, not
extensions of a person's social being.” Watch out for the skate
marks on page 128,

And because October is the month of Halloween, we've
dressed up our pages with the most beautiful spirits you've ever
seen. Your special choice, Pet of the Year Runner-Up Bonnie Dee,
will warm the nippiest autumn night when you turn to page 68.
Bonnie, voted a special favorite by Penthouse readers round the
world, reveals her winning ways and abundant beauty and gives
you much to muse on in this memorable month of October. O+



PICK A POUCH-FREE!
Imporreq §oil and FIying Dutchman

Flying Dutchman.
Sail Natural.
OR A sophisticated, non-aromatic
blend of tobaccos from Java,

A legendary mixture of 18
elegant tobaccos for
Cyprus and North and South America, for
: al'full, easy-smoking taste.

asmooth, rich, <
aromatic laste you | |
can stay with all ’

day.

Sail Light Aromatic.
Oriental and
Virginian fobaccos S
blended with Latakia &

; for a safisfying
smoke witha &7
N\ gentle |
\ sail Regular,

.-'j‘ ‘Fine Burley, Mary-
land and Javanese

Sail Aromatic.
Choice tobaccos

from Java o Turkey | fobaccos mixed with

subtly blended with
mellow Virginians for | | Qtlleniclrfﬁ‘boccog \
rich flavor and an A froméjvpc:rsc‘::u
| nt ma. | \
elegant aroma oo syl )
fo- smoke

|, Cavendish
blend!

anempty || %
pouch of Sonl or %
Flying Du’rchmbn MR |
ondwellsendyou 4 (A T A ST
oneofthese' | | /| |/ | Al ¥ e ey ity .ngﬁ;;g*%,*?oaz:;"wf:;ﬁ’ezfgzmz; )
full pouches-FREE,

| household. forer expires March 3] 1978. Pleasa c:llcw uptod w??ks for
| || Y W 'I |
| |
| . BB Y |

: y e emphf ouch[of Sail |
-~ orFlyint Dmchman Pipe Tobacco, | ||}
, Plecse sanc! me a full pouch of (select one) |
~ [JSail Regular [ Sail Light Aromatic
C] S;S[I Aromatic EI Sail Natural ' [ Flying Dutchman'| | ,h

\

! dahvarv

Mail To: FrveFe Pouch Offer, Box 41308, Westbury. New Yc:fk'll‘l1590 ! |
| Rt
J I . . ] l | ] . I. 'il '. Il '1




PENTHOUSE

8 PENTHOUSE

PENTHOUNE

FORUAN

in which editors and readers discuss topics arising out of Penthouse, its contents, its aspirations, and s areas of interest,

Letters for publication should carry name and address |in capitals please), though these will be withheld by the Editor on

request, Send to Penthouse Forum, Penthouse International Ltd , 909 Third Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022, Views published
are not necessanly endorsed aditonally.

A long time coming

With so much altention being paid nowa-
days to the role of the orgasm in sex, it
might be fun to reveal an alternative for the
male: sex without orgasm.

Quite by accident, my girl friend and |
found that our enjoyment of screwing is
really enhanced by my lack of ejaculation.
She's twenty-seven, brunette, with lovely
dark eyes and a trim body. One evening,
after a night out, we ended up in a friend's
semifinished basement. Improvising
quickly, we found a blue blanket, a pillow,
and an old couch. After laying the blanket
down, stripping nude, and putting on a
tape of Debussy preludes, we began our
night of discovery.

We started by toying and kissing our fa-
vorite parts, licking a nipple here, biting a
lower lip there, squeezing each other's
swealy buttocks; soon enough we were
ready for coitus. We took the missionary
position, because we couldn't wait. | felt
that first hot pulse in her vagina when |
penetrated, and off we went. It wasn't mak-
ing love; it was humping. The whole couch
was shaking and squeaking, and our
bodies were slapping with sweat. On and
on it went until it seemed that we were
bathing in a warm thumping rain. She was
coming into her own now, her head squirm-
ing to and fro, and as she grunted and
pushed, | tried to keep the rhythm as best |
could, pumping hard; but my prick seemed
to have become ultrahard and free of sen-
sation. This surprised me, because | am
uncircumecised.

She was coming now, kicking her legs up
and down. | love walching her come every
time, and | make sure that her eyes are
open so we can enjoy each other's plea-
sure. When the peak came, she tightened
her thighs. | relaxed the rhythm. It felt good
to keep fucking without ejaculating. The
thing is, | did not come even once that
whaole night. We just continued humping
and humping, kissing and sucking one
another's tongue, | was slapping my balls
against her ass; she was panting and
squirming, and it did not stop. Half an hour,
A small breather. Another forty-five min-
utes. Again, a small breather, then another
twenty minutes. For me, this was surpris-
ing. She eventually became dry, and | also
felt kind of demolished. It was quite an
eye-opening night for both of us.

Now, | don't know if men time themselves
to see who lasts longer, and | couldn't really
give a damn what the record is. The impor-
tant thing for me was that | was able to
receive and give pleasure and not care if |

ejaculated! Until this occasion | was able to
last only a few minutes. We figured it out the
next day, and since then (three weeks ago),
we have been fucking like crazy anywhere
we want for atleast a half hour or for as long
as two hours, with rest stops of five to ten
minutes here and there. | do not ejaculate
even once. | love it

Here is what | discovered: alcohol, taken
in just the right amounts, anesthetizes me
to a certain degree. Thus we can screw
and screw, and | never come. My penis
stays hard as a rock throughout. Many
people say that booze can deaden your
sex prowess and conk you out, but since |
drink very dry white wine and nothing else,
I get only half-drunk and am still quite func-
tional sexually. After we found this out, we
began to experiment.

She got to levels of lust that made me
want to fuck until | dropped dead. Then,
when it was too much for me to take, we'd
stop. After falling asleep for an hour, she
would wake me up in a special way, While |
dozed off, she would start licking my testi-
cles and stomach, very gently. As | became
hard, she got bolder. Her mouth traveled
down my chest, brushing my nipples, lick-
ing my rib cage, biting my stomach until |
opened my eyes. Then I'd feel her tongue
near my abdomen, tracing lines of saliva
farther on to my crotch. | would grit my
teeth and curl my toes (just like a woman!)
while | waited for her to reach my aching
penis. But she teased me, curling her lips
about in my pubic hair, She even bit me
gently near the balls, taking care to lick
each testicle with her tongue so that | would
not feel afraid. I'd be dying now, ready for
the end.

She knows me well, and her warm mouth
would come down onto my cock just at the
right time. | just had to start pumping my-
self into her face; | was out of control. Her
hands went down and grabbed my ass so
tightly that | nearly yelled. Up and down, up
and down, her black hair bouncing, she
sucked on me as | twitched all over the
couch. Soon | feltit coming. | couldn't stop.
| gasped out her name twice. She felt the
tension in my legs and dug her nails in even
harder. My ass was on fire, and | spurted
into her mouth with no thought of anything.
With every shot of sperm, she jabbed her
claws into my buttocks, as if squeezing
every spurtout of me. | kicked my knees up
each morment. This is the best sex of all, for
me and for her.

| don't even know if this awakening of
ours is new or not, since we don't read any
manuals or sex pamphlets. If anyone is



No more™plop~’

The Accutrac + 6 doesn't drop records. Instead, it lowers them onto the platter.
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When you play 6 records, normally they “plop” onto the platter.
Ouch!

But the new Accutrac® +6 is computerized to protect your records: no more “plop” Instead, it
lowers the records onto the platter, v-e-r-y g-e-n-t-l-y.

Ahhh.

Its Accuglide™ spiral spindle defies gravity.

Touch the computerized control key, and a platform spirals up through the platter to locate-and-
lower each record. No record drop. No record damage.

But the computerized controls of the Accutrac+6 make it more than the ultimate in record safety.
It's also the ultimate in convenience.

Because with the new Accutrac+6, what comes down must come up. Just touch the “raise record”
key, and itlifts all 6 records back up to the starting position. Ready for your next command.

Which brings us to the fact that the Accutrac+6 is also the ultimate in record control.

With its computerized programming keys you can command the Accutrac + 6 to play the tracks on
eachrecordin any order you like. As often as you like. Even skip the tracks you don't like.

And you never have to touch the tonearm to do it, because the Accutrac+6 is engineered witha
computerized “hands-off” tonearm.

In fact, once you close the dust cover you never have to touch the records or tonearm again to
hear your programmed selections.

With Accutrac + 6 model 3500R, you can control everything from across the room with a full-
systemremote controltransmitter andreceiver. There's evenremote volume control onmodel 3500RVC.

No other 6 record system gives you the record safety, convenience and control of the new
Accutrac + 6. But the truly incredible feature of the new Accutrac +6 is its low price. From under $300*
for model 3500.

Soforget everything youknow about 6 record systems. And remember to see the new Accutrac +6.

It defies gravity, and your imagination.

ADC Professional Products. A Division of BSR Consumer Products Group, Rte, 303, Blauvelt, NY. 10913 ®Accultrac is a registered trademark of Accutrac Lid,
= | *Price shown in this ad is approximate. Selling price is determined by the individual dealer,
| Ba anpall |




interested in this delayed-orgasm ritual,
what | would first suggest is for the male to
develop a mild tolerance for alcohol. The
idea is to get euphoric and desensitized
but not oblivious of. what is going on.
Otherwise, you might as well fuck in your
sleep.

Sex for usis so great now thatwe can get
into making love for hours, and ejaculation
is secondary. In other words, coming has
become merely the dessert! And some-
times | pass up dessert—A.F., N.Y.,N.Y.

That's the spirit.

Book worm
Recently, | had an autoerotic sexual expe-
rience that proved to be quite satisfying. It
all started one morning when | awoke with a
hard-on that just wouldn't go away. Finally
succumbing to the intensity of my erection,
I slowly began to masturbate. At this point |
got the idea that is the basis for this letter.
| took a dictionary from my bookshelf (the
large, hard-bound type, mind you) and
slowly began to flip through it, When | came
to sexually exciting words, | would linger
just a bit longer than usual before turning to
the next page. This proved to be guite
stimulating. When | got to the page that
defines words relating to sperm, | noticed a
globule of glistening liquid at the head of
my penis. | took this drop and placed it on
the world sperm. | then flipped back and
did the same thing for the words semen

and efaculate, using my distillate to
“define” each word correctly. By the time |
returned to the page with the word sperm,
| was so excited that | thought | would burst.
When | could no longer stand the tension
and excitement, | shot my hot love juice all
over the words relating to sperm and over
the rest of the dictionary as well. Needless
to say, it proved to be a very salisfying and
fulfiling autoerotic experience for me. If
this technique can prove so satisfying for
one person, just think what two lovers (male
and female) could do with it. Can you imag-
ine how graphically one could define such
words as clitaris and vulva? | feel it would
serve as an excellent foreplay technique
and suggest that the more adventuresome
fco;.mles try it'—Name and address with-
held

Rear-door buzzer

A few months ago my wife and | experi-
enced the joys of a vibrator, We have used it
frequently in our lovemaking since, and it
has added a new dimension to our sexual
pleasure.

My wife had never really gotten off very
much on anal sex, although | really enjoy it.
The few times we have performed anal sex,
she went along mostly to please me. One
night last week, after we each had show-
ered and were in bed, we talked for a while
and then began kissing passionately. |
began to kiss the back of her neck and
shoulders, and then | had her lie on her

“ .. WELL?"
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stomach while [ teased her back and spine |
and mylips andtongue. | began to ease my
tongue into the crack of her ass, and she
asked me to stop. [ replied by asking her to
abandon any hangups. and to enjoy what
she was receiving. That eased her out of
her tenseness, and she began lo relax
while | continued to caress her buttocks
with my lips and tongue. | then spread her
cheeks and licked her sweet anus very
gently at first and then with a quickened
pace. Because she had relaxed and was
nol so uptight, she really enjoyed the fan-
lastic sensation she was receiving from
analingus, Her cunt became very wet, and
she became so absorbed in the newly
found pleasures of her ass hole that she
came quickly to argasm.

[ then put some lotion on her anus and on
my finger. Inserting my finger slowly into
her anus, | rubbed her clit all the while with
my other hand. She was so turned on by
this that she came ‘again. | then applied
lotion to the vibrator, and asking her to
kneel with her ass in the air, | slowly, very
slowly, eased it into her ass hole several
inches and began an in-and-out motion
with it. She became delirious from the
ecstasy she was feeling! Sliding my head
between her legs, | then ate her cunt while
the vibrator was tingling away in her ass
hole. She soon had what she later said was
the most intense and longest orgasm she
had ever had. ltmust have lasted at least a
minute and a half—she just came and
came and came! We continued this way
with my eating her while the vibrator was in
her ass hole until 'she came again. This
orgasm was almost as intense as the previ-
ous one.

After a brief rest, she asked if she could
reciprocate this delicious treat. She worked
her lips and tongue over my back, spread
my cheeks, and performed analingus on
me, which she had done only once, hesi-
tantly, before, This time she was enjoying
the tremendous pleasure she was giving
me. | then straddled her shoulders, and
she inserted the vibrator into my ass hole.
She then took my cock into her mouth and
worked me up to a gusher of an orgasm.
When | came, she said she could feel me
shudder in ecstasy as my juices filled her
mouth. She let some drip fram her mouth
and ran my still-coming cock all over her
face. She then sucked me completely dry,
and we fell asleep in each other's arms.

She told me afterwards that she woke up
about an hour later (while | was still asleep)
and thought immediately of what she had
just done. She then realized that she had let
herself go so completely that instead of
fearing or being hung up about anal sex,
she had actually enjoyed it. She said she
then knew what she wanted—to be fucked
in the ass by her husband. She eased her
head down to my cock and sucked me up
hard. | woke up, and she asked me to fuck
her in the ass until she came. She applied
lotion to my cock while she sucked my
balls, and | applied lotion to her anus.
When my cock entered her ass hole, she
nearly exploded in ecstasy! As | drove
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just don't
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We build them better. room and trunk space than most other cars
Take safety. Underneath the hood you'll  in their class.
find a safety feature you wouldn't dream of Rabbits are so roomy they're being used
finding in most cars:

Holes.

They're specially designed using a
computer, so the front end will help
absorb energy in the event of a
collision.

We also developed such things as
an "independent stabilizer rear axle,"
which increases the stability of the car
on rough roads.

And for ourdeluxe Rabbit, we devel-
oped special seat belts that actually
put themselves on when you close
the door.

Hardly a detail escaped our atten-
tion. Even the ignition key is padded

for safety.
What about room? It's probably not the as faxicabs in Lexington, Kentucky.
first thing you think about when you say In fact, Rabbits have more interior room
VW _ than 25 other cars you could buy.
Yet today, Volks- | TAXI | And more trunk space than

a Cadillac Seville.
They're also surpris-
ingly quick, with acceler-
ation from 0 to 50 mph
faster than a Triumph
Spiffire.

Which brings us to
another subject: per-
formance.

Our Scirocco can take
you from O to 50 in an
amazing 7.5 seconds. And last
year it was the Trans Am Cham-
pion in the under-2-liter class.

What's more, our newest Volkswagens
are among the few cars in the world that

wagens actually
have more com-
bined interior

DVOLMSWAGEN OF AMEAICA, INC
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build Vol

combine front-wheel drive (for improved
tracking), fuel injection (for smoofh acceler-
ation), an overhead cam engine (for sportier
performance), frontdisc brakes (for con-
trolled stopping), and rack-and-
pinion steering (for incredible

response). :

Do we still sound like
the VW you remember?

Well then, take a
look at our station
wagon.

We never made
anything like our
Dasher wagon before.
With more cargo room
than any other wagon in
its class. With a plush interior and carpeting
all around.

And in our beautifully appointed 2-door
or 4-door sedans, Dasher has more room
than most American cars in its class.

Yet, 'with all the changes we've made,
some things always remain the same.

We still employ 13,500 inspectors to in-
sure the quality of every car we make.

And much of our work is still done by
hand.

Like the paint. It's hand sprayed, over
and over. It's hand sanded and hand
cleaned. It's even checked by people wear-
ing special mit- o
tens. And be-
fore it's

finished it's put through 29 individual
steps of preparation.

There's olso that familiar "jingle” you
get puh‘mg money
in the bank. Be-

cause all three Volkswagens get 24 MPG in
the city. Rabbit and Scirocco get 37 MPG on
the highway, Dasher gets 36.(EPA estimates
with standard transmission. Actual mileage

depends on how and where you drive, op-

tional equipment and the car's condition.)
Volkswagens aren't sounding like
Volkswagens of the past.
They're sounding more like cars of the
future.

Economy ¥ Y

A

without uﬁﬁre
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.




Kings, 16 mg. “tar,” 1.0 mq. nicotine, av. per cigarette, FTC Report Dec. ‘76 DESW.T Co
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More Tobacco
& Less‘“Tar’

Instead of using stronger tobac
Viceroy uses more* tobacco &a !'we; *‘tar’ blend
than Winston or Marlboro. | =

The result is a mild, fullypagke
with an extra satlsfymg ta ‘

1. DURING 19 EROY KINGS HAD, BY WEIGHT, 22-35 MGS. MORE TOBACCO THAN
WINSTON KINGS AND 40-52 MGS MORE TOBACCO THAN MARLBORO KINGS
(AVERAGE PER CIGARETTE)

2. VICEROY HAS A UNIQUE, AGED-BLEND OF NATURALLY LOW 'TAR' TOBACCOS AND A
SPECIAL PROCESS THAT ALLOWS THE USE OF MORE PARTS OF THE TOBACCO LEAF
THAT ARE LOW IN 'TAR (VICEROY 16 MGS. TAR, WINSTON 19 MGS. ' TAR. MARLBORO
18 MGS.'TAR) AVERAGE PER CIGARETTE, FTC REPORT, DECEMBER, 1976.)




deeper into her ass, she massaged my
balls with one hand and rubbed her clit with
the other. We climaxed at almost the same
time into intense, convulsive orgasms.

We have made love in the conventional
way several imes since then, but last night
we bult-fucked again. We both enjoyed it
tremendously. giving and receiving super-
powerful orgasms. So. ladies, if you are like
my wife, being tense about it will only make
it hurt. and consequently there is no plea-
sure In It. Her own recommendation is to
relax completely, have enough ass hole
foreplay (which is ecstasy in itself), and
become totally absorbed in the pleasure
you are receiving. Believe me, it is
fantastic!—Narme and address withheld

Boston cream pies

My friend Bob and | were tooling around
downtown Boston, feeling horny and frus-
trated, when from nowhere two gorgeous
girls drove by us and waved playfully. We,
of course, drove alongside of them, They
laughed and sped off, but we were right
behind them. This went on for about half an
hour until Bob thought that it might turn out
to be a wild goose chase led by a couple of
cock teasers. We pulled alongside for a last
time, and they said that we should stop so
they could talk with us. We did.

Their names were Carol and Galil, they
informed us, and the private-club party
they were going lo was gay. They were
straight and were just going to meet two girl

friends who were gay. They said that we
could come if we wanted to and that we
would not be gang-raped if we did. Well,
these two girls were lovely; so we decided
to take them up on their offer.

At first, Bob and | were very uptight, but
the atmosphere of the club was electric.
After a couple of hard drinks, Bob and |
were having a very good time with the
dancing and the constant chatter of Carol
and Gail and their friends, Joyce and Bar-
bara. Anyway, our conversation wandered
around to kinky sex. Bob suggested that
we play a game and reconstruct our kinki-
esl sexual fantasy. We did this for about half
an hour of drinking beer and liquor. Finally, |
suggested that we all go to Bob's house.
Everyone agreed, and we left—two lesbian
chicks, two straight chicks, and Bob and !.

Once inside Bob's house, everybody
started throwing off their clothes and made
a mad dash to the bedroom. It was as
funny as something seen in the movies
where everybody jams between the door
frames and bumps into each other. Once
in, though, we began to fall right into the
game plan of the night.

Joyce and Barbara paired off on the
floor, wasting no time in getting into the
sixty-nine position, lapping at each other's
cunt in a feverish attempt to satisty their
worked-up sexual frenzy. Meanwhile, Bob
and Gall and Carol and | worked into our
own frenzy on the bed.

Carol had the juiciest cunt I'd every dug

o =

“There's no such thing as a fun hysterectomy.”

16 PENTHOUSE

my teeth and lips into, and she moaned
and groaned like a tigress. | twisted myself
around and could feel her hot lips working
up and down my turgid shaft like a piston
powered by nuclear energy.

Bob had his cock working between
Gail's luscious 38s, and she was playing
with his balls, working them between her
speedy fingers. But the sight of those two
lesbians on the floor—tit to tit, cunt to
cunt—drove me wild. | immediately drove
my cock into Carol's wet pussy, pumping
and holding on for dear life. | knew her
climax preceded mine, because she al-
most bucked me off. | came with a gush a
few seconds later, crushing her in my arms
as | did.

When | regained my composure, | saw
Bob and Gail next to me, a mass of in-
tertwined flesh teeming with lust. Caral, still
under me, was licking her lips and undulat-
ing her hips ever so slowly. Joyce and Bar-
bara were slill busy playing with each
other's cunts. They stayed at it all night,
changing positions occasionally, and the
sight of them kept me going all night. Bob
and | changed partners once during the
night, and by morning we were really spent.
Allin all, it was a pleasant night, to say the
least.—C.J., New York, N.Y.

A no-no

For the size of this small university town and
for what goes on here, I'm sure that the
readers will agree it deserves recognition.

I want to tell the story of the most exciting
pickup | have ever had. It was my firstin this
town, and | wasn't expecting anything ex-
citing that night. | had been here only a
week and was just getting used to its ways.
There are nine bars within four blocks of the
center of town, and | was just getting to
know the last, a bar called Tamerlane (after
Edgar Allen Poe's poem).

The bar was crowded like all the others in
town. | saw a lone girl sitting near some
people | knew from class. So | used that as
my excuse to come near her and ordered a
beer. | asked if she wanted one. Her name
was Joan, She was slim and quite tanned.
We began talking about school; and before
I had finished my third beer, she asked me
the startling question, “Do you need a
place to stay?"

I didn'thave the heart to tell her that | had
a perfectly good house to sleep in; so |
said, "Sure." She winked at me, and | felt
like Humphrey Bogart, leaving my half-full
beer onthe bar. | had to follow her inmy car,
and | began thinking about her little body
as we drove for quite a while out into the
surrounding country. She was definitely
well built, | like slim girls, and she was the
type who would have turned my head if she
had walked by at school. | couldn't wait to
find out if those firm tits had hard, little
nipples. | wanted to feel those strong legs
wrap themselves around my back.

| didn't have long to wait. After we arrived
at her place, she put on some soft music
and brought me a cold Miller while | con-
tinued to talk lamely about campus life, She
sat down at the other end of the room, but |



ut the world.
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said, "There's more room over here." | held
out my handto her. She took it, and shortly |
was kissing her and playing with her
tongue. | remember thinking that she felt as
comfortable cuddling close to me as if we
had known each other for weeks. | wasn't
used to doing those things described in
your Forum without at least going with the
girl for a couple of weeks. So | was in for a
shock. | found her bra strap and eagerly
unlocked it
lwon't lie to you: | am inexperienced. But
made up for my clumsiness with en-
thusiasm. | scratched and kneaded her
back, tongued her nipples (which lived up
to my expectations), and began to kiss her
entire body. When my mouth reached her
belt line, she was eager to rid herself of her
pants. With her help | had removed them in
no time. She had a tight, little twat, which
still is exciting to think about. New pussy is
like a new world to explore. | have never
seen two the same, and | guess it's the
difference that keeps me on my quest
Hers was tight and down-slanted, which 1s
to say that she had to move her hips for-
ward for easier access. | played with her
clitoris and studied the structure of this
wonderful new toy. | had been playing with
her tits also while | ate her pussy but
stopped that in order to hold open those
scrumptious twat lips while | ate,
yegan to moan and murmured, "Pleas
gentle.”

| slowed down

She

e, be

a moment, shed the rest

of my clothes, and asked if we could ad-
journ to a bed. She said yes, and | followed
her to the back of the house. | lay on top of
her and kissed her neck. | pressed my
chest to those firm breasts and slid my
hands around behind her ass. | began to
squeeze those slim, muscular Ie{__qt_. | had
been thinking about for so long. | still
wanted to feel them squeezing me.

With her knees up under my armpits, |
sed myselfinto her tight, wet cunt. But as
ntered, It seemed that she came out of a
trance. She began screaming "No! No!" |
lay still on top of her, trying to calm her
“What's the matter?" | cooed. “I can't be-
lieve we're doing this,” she said. "Please

stop—I can't go through with it."
| was fit to be tied. | just ignored her and
started my motions again. But, "No!" she

screamed. | was afraid that the neighbors
would hear. | rolled off her. | never had the
will to H[:e‘ anyone, and the way she v
7 | felt as though | were 5 }
and went into the bathroom
returned, wearing mens
a nightie over them. | hac
never frustrated. Well,
walked back to the living room and finished
er she had given me. | was still naked
when she came out. She apologized to me
and explained that she was "just not that
kind of girl.” | remained confused. Even
though she offered to let me stay the night if
I put my clothes on, | just had to leave.

K.J., address withheld

jumped up
Soon she
pajamas with
hetore

been so

TV tastes
In all the years I've read Forum, | have yet to
see something about video. | am a com-
municalions student at the Evergreen State
College in Olympia, Wash. | work a lot with
video,; so it's necessary for me to borrow
the equipment for weeks at a time

The other night | got home about ten
ooting a minor production.

clock from st
ter bringing all the equipment into the

house, | started talking to my girl friend
filling her in on the evening's activities.
Alter fifteen minutes or so we started play

and | |"1'JLII i tell that she was
Jgested H' t we move into
:.nhivx did. | lay down on the
bed, and she undid my Lur_:I: buc :
slowly pulled my pants down and b
Kissing my inner thighs, working her w:

to my balls. At this point | suggested that |
set up thev ameraand VTR. S
no at first | had assured her that

whatever we taped could be er

Ing around,
y horny. | sug
bedroom

1y up

Ideo ¢

but once

ag

3 camera and tripod on the side
d and plugged all the wires into the

/ on fu [:f__‘: while | got the

Sue lay
rnght camera
everything was wo

ing, | noticed Sue
pubic hair. | told her
bate, and to my
just that

cunt. I got ¢

veel |uice

made sur
While

playing

with her

to feel free to mastur-
e beqgan to do
I :Tn.-lll|l|

could see

surprise st
slowly 2
sUch

oon
a tight shot th:
all over her fing

The missing link between animal and man.
By English Leather.

Earthy. Primitive. Fiercely masculine.

A wild essence that defies confinement
or capture. English Leather® Musk.
The cologne that provokes man's
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instincts.

MEM COMPANY, INC., Northval

N.). 07847, © 1874, Available in Canada.
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Two Fingers 5: Man or myth’

His macho tequila maybe the only due.

The dusty, potted roads that
lope across the U.S.-Mexican
border have seen their share of
characters.

But few have been so inter-
esting, or perhaps so strange, as
Two Fingers.

That's all. Just Two Fingers.

Oh, some say his last name
was Ortega. We can’t prove it,

though. Everybody just called
him Two Fingers because he
only had the first two fingers on
‘his right hand.

Seems all he did was drive
up from Mexico in the late 30’s
and sell tequila. His own kind —
Two Fingers Tequila.

Tequila Secret. He never
cared to go into details about
himself. But about his tequila,
he would talk all night.

“Ten years it takes to ripen
my mezcal plants. Why, with
all that time I could run for el
Presidente!”

Others liked to tell about his
boast: “My boys and I squeeze
the tequila out drop by drop.
Then the real job is getting the
right flavor.”

How did he get that
“flavor”’ — the thing that made
his tequila so popular with
depression folks hard pressed
for cash?

Two Fingers never told.
Neither did Honey, the woman
who always made the trips

north of the border with him.
“None of your business,” she

would say. “Just drink and
enjoy.’

Lost Fingers. Two Fingers
kept a lot of secrets. Like how
he lost those fingers.

We never could pin the story
down for sure and Honey was
no help. She was known to wink
and say she whacked them off
one night “after he was out
carousing.”

Two Fingers wasn't too
trusting. Especially when it
came to sending his tequila with
a shipper.

“Good tequila don’t have to
ride no steam train. It just has to
be cared for by good folks.””

Our sources say that he
started making trips with his
own truck twice a year. By the
late 30’s he was up to six a year.

People as far north as
Tacoma, Wash., said they saw
his truck.

Vanished. Then right before
the end of the decade he appears
to have stopped. Cold.

Nobody seems to be quite
sure what happened to him.
Maybe he retired a rich man to
ranch in Jalisco. That doesn't
seem too likely, though.

Whatever thecase, Two -+
Fingers left his mark. As sh'ange oo
as he was he got respectbe-
cause he did things the ortlyway '
he knew how. Right. 6 :

His legend is fading | fast‘r Ty,
But luckily, his tequﬂa lives m‘i '

Tt
-

. oms,‘lmpuned and Bn!ﬂedﬂa tramWallm 3 '_(_-_.

s, Inc., P anm lll.,san
80 Proof, Product
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined

That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.

Palishall 100 . ...... 19 mg. "tar", 1.4 mg.
>-HiLofine-av. per cigarette, FTC Report Dec. '76.
. Pall Whall-Filter King . . . 18 mg. “tar”, 1.2 mg.
.~ hicotine av, per cigarette, FTC Report Dec. ‘76.
+“PallMal} Extra Mild . .. 7 mg. “tar”, 0.6 mg,
>+ igatine ay, per cigarette by FTC method.
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PALL MALL GOLD 100's

The great taste of fine

Pall Mall tobaccos.

Not too strong, not too light.
Not too long. Tastes just right.

PALL MALL RED
with a filter.
America’s best-tasting
king-size cigarette...
made to taste even
milder with a filter.

PALL MALL EXTRA MILD
Lower in tar than

95% of all cigarettes
sold. De-tarred but

not de-tasted.




BLENDED
YEARS
BLENDED

SCO

OLD

SCOTCE

hat big 8 on the Spey

Royal label stands for the
B years it takes to give Spey
Royal its rich, satisfying flavor.
| Now look at the labels on
| some of the most heavily-
promoted brands. You'll

The best Scotch buy in America! 8-year-old Spey Royal...
‘ Aged longer, yet priced better, than the best-selling brands.

If you're a Scotch drinker, you know
older is better. So how come
you're not drinking Spey Royal?

'y 1L J ISI\'\

seldom find any mention of
age, That's because they're
less than 8 years old.

We don't know why they
charge more when they're
aged less. That's their busi-
ness. All we know is you

out and did a smooth pan to her face, which
was in a state of ecstasy. She started to
moan, and | knew she was going to come
any time. So | quickly got a shot from her
belly button to her knees and made my way
over lo the bed

| gently moved her hand away from her
cunt and began sucking her fingers. | then
moved down to her cunt and began licking
her clit. She went crazy and started moving
her hips from side to side (this means she's
really turned on) and then told me to suck
her ass hole while she fingered herself. She
turned around, and | stuck my tongue in her
ass hole and began licking her crack. She
started violently thrusting and began vyell-
ing my name. (I might add that it wasn't
easy to stay with her ass, but somehow |
managed.) She finally came.

My prick was bigger than I've ever seen
it, and she obviously wasn't going to do
anything about it for a while. So | began to
jerk off, and | remembered that the camera
was rolling. So | lowered it to dick level and
stood about five feet away from the lens. |
started beating off looking right at the
camera, making all kinds of erotic facial
expressions, Sue crawled over to me and
moved my hand to her head, and we turned
sideways so that the camera could see all
that was going on. It was the best blowjob
she ever gave, and just as | was ready to
come, she let go. | exploded all over her
face and she loved it. She sucked the rest
of the come off my dick, She turned me
24 PENTHOUSE

won't find a better buy than
our easy-to-sip Scolch at our
easy-to-take price. Remember,
4 years makes it Scotch—but
8 years makes it Spey Royal.
Spey Royal 12-year-old
Scotch is also available.
Blended Scotch Whisky, 86 and
80 Proof, Imported by and
Bottled In The United States
for Jumes B. Beam Import,
Corp., New York, N.Y.

around and told me to bend down. | felt her
thick tongue enter my ass hole, and | got
another hard-on on the spot. She told me to
move over to the bed. So | adjusted the
camera and went over. | was lying on my
back. She moved up to my face and sat on
it, sliding her cunt up and down my face
and then moving down and sliding my
prick into her warm pussy. We fucked like
hell!

When it was all over, we played the tapes
back and masturbated each other at the
same time. Then we decided to keep the
tape for further viewing. | suggest that any
other students who have access to video
equipment try a little production of their
own!—C.V., Olympia, Wash,

You've discovered the instant fore-play

Auld lang syne
My wife, Judi, and | have a large house in
the suburbs, and for the past ten years we
have been having a wonderful New Year's
Eve orgy. Al this time of year we invite three
other couples for a swinging time. Because
our friends live a distance away, this makes
a wonderiul time for renewing old interests.
Early in the evening the eight of us go out
for a hearty meal and a few drinks and
reminiscences about the past year Then
we return to our house and show a few
adult movies, which gets everyone in a
horny mood, Of course, a couple of feels
are copped as well as a few kisses.

Then it is time to mix that special drink.

Each gal jerks off someone else's hus-
band so that he shoots into a blender, We
add a bottle of sherry and three raw eggs,
with a pinch of nutmeg. A half hour later,
after the second drink, the results of this
mix are evident, as there are now four ready
stallions with rock-hard cocks—a magnifi-
cent sight that has the girls drooling. It is
now around 11:00PM., and we have an hour
and a half to take these four fillies in any
way we want. The only requirement is that
each guy must make every gal

Far instance, | screw Fay (Bill's wife), on
the kitchen table; Bea, who is John's wife
blows me; and | doggy Judi on the living
room floor in front of everybody while she
sucks Bill's cock and then eats out Joy after
she is had by the others. Next we finish off a
few more drinks and get the KY jelly. The
girls rub our pricks and put a little around
their rear ends. Then they bend over on
their knees and walit. The sight of four glis-
tening, straining hard pricks poised in front
of four puckered ass holes is worth seeing
As the clock strikes twelve, four stallions
mount their fillies and drive the hard mus
cles deep. Each of us must ride somebody
else's wife and not the same partner from
the year before. The object is to see who
can last the longest. The winner gets to
sleep with my wife and lets me have his for
the night, When it turns out to be Bill, it suits
me fine, since I'm hot for a piece of some-
body else's wife tonight. After a quick
shower and another drink, we are off to the
bedrooms for private sessions.

We have a late breakfast the following
morning and go our separate ways—four
well-salisfied women and four drained
guys with happy thoughts and expecta-
tions of the next year. If you have never tried
this, you should. It is really fun and adds a
little spice to the new year—E R
Pittsburgh, Pa

Stocking up
After a hard day at the office, there is noth-
ing | enjoy more than coming home and
slipping into a pair of long, sheer black
nylon stockings, high-heeled shoes, garter
belt or waist cincher, sheer panties, and a
beautiful, sheer negligee. There would be
nothing unusual about this, of course, ex
cept that | am a man

My fiance enjoys dressing in this manner
too; in addition, it excites her to see me this
way

We began our little adventure into the
world of silk and nylon shortly after we mat
We were necking one night in my & rt-
ment on the couch, and she placed her
hand on my penis, and—Ilo and behold
she fell, to her surprise, not rough, cotton
jockey shorts but her own smooth, silky,
nylon panty hose and panties. "Sur-
prised?" | asked. "Can you accept this?'
And she said, "Accept what?" And that was
just the beginning

Qur experimentation in this direction has
been almost endless. While we enjoy mak
Ing love in all the standard ways, there is an
extra bit of pleasure and sensuality in view-



ing each other dressed provocatively in our
sexiest outfits. It is sheer ecstasy when she
runs her hands along my nylon-clad legs
or, better yet, when | feel her nylon-clad
legs rubbing up and down my own,

It is a special thrill for me to insert my
penis into the heel of a sheer nylon stocking
and, at the appropriate moment, to insert
my silky sheath into my 2r's now wet
The ensation '-*-r ndescriba-
i for he leasurable.

ner and that the
ell as tactile, are

tion for hours in this man
sensations,
.|Plﬂ’1h’ 1ed immensely.

This pa ner we were
enough to F:iur'r'll'_i:- on a sl (
out of business and found 500 p:
spike-heeled shoes from the fifties. | was in
heaven and immediately bought the entire
ot, which is now safely tucked away in my
basement. Thus we are guaranteed a nev-
er-ending collection of colors and styles
from which to choose.

| have what by now must be one of the
largest collections of nylon stockings, waist
cinchers, corsets, and spike-heeled shoes
inthe country. Appearing in public dressed
in the clothes of the opposite sex has no
interest for me. What does interest and ex-
citemeis the heightened sensuality of mak-
ing love to a beautiful woman while | am
dressed in '“evv garments that are just like
hers and a ually stimulating—Name

and address wiltt

fortunate

10e stor

sumr

Mistress mine

I would like to express the superb joy that |
have experienced as a sex slave over the
pastyear. | am a shy man who fully believes
in the superiority of women. My mistress is
afine, bitchy lady whom | am allowed to
either the Countess, on some occasions, or
my mistress Rebecca, on others

| metthe Countess at a party when | was
nineteen. She was twenty-three. About
halfway through the party, she asked if
would drive her home. Since | had never
received such a request, | readily agreed.

When we got into her apartment
said that | looked like the e to fulfill a role
as her slave. She required that | dress in
black tights, bra, slip, blouse, and skirt. My
mistress Rebecca then put lip
brow liner, and the like on my face. After-
ward she dressed herself in a full-length,
black gown that made her look
aggressive dominating woman that she is.
She told me to serve her a drink. |
wine into a glass, and she told me to wave
my penis around in the glass. My cock
grew rock hard in seconds, but she warned
me not to come.

She then pulled my tights down so that
my bare ass was exposed, flipped me onto
my stomach, and entered me from the rear
with a four-inch dildo. All this time, playing
the role of the Countess, she pounded on-
my back and shouted that men are shit.
Again | almost came, but she didn't let me,
After carefully washing the dildo, as my

she

like the

poured

ARE FOR YOIIRSEI.F

Bright. Sharp. Clear. That's how our new Slide Cube™
System Il Projectors will show your slides. Even if you
already own a projector, we want you to see for yourself.
That's why we'll send you a free space-saving Slide Cube ™
Cartridge. information on the system, and a special money-
saving offer. Just load the cartridge with your own slides
and visit your Bell & Howell dealer for a demonstration.

Can you think of a better way to see how revolutionary
our new projectors really are?

mistress Rebecca, she used it on herself
and came a number of times. She then tol
me to lie on the floor and jerk off in front o
her. The sight of her beautiful, regal boc

-~ —n O

Js with |[
| do get a little upset during my mistress
5 period. At that-time
quired to perform cunnilingus (the -ml
time that | am allowed to do so; and if | gag,
am tied up by the Countess, who then
s my big cock for hours without letting
me come,

On a number of occasions, my mistress

Rebecca has had as many as five friends
over, and | am required to serve them all
even one who is in her sixties, The most
painful thing the Countess does is to put a
scrotum strap on me and, attaching a least
to the strap, lead me around for most of the
{]EI_\,".

| realize that a number of men will think
that this is perversion, but | feel that | have
found true happiness ‘in performing my
proper role.—K.G., Albany, N.Y.

Sounds like crewing to us,

a royal s

Toeing the line
My wife and | have explored mrlw of I'-u
things that your readers talk «

umn, but we seem to have
female domination as

our natural sexual

Name

Send me one free Bell & Howell Slide Cube™ Cartridge. 1
I'll load it with my slides and visit my Bell & Howell dealer
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expression. She has always aspired to the
dominant role and has managed to
achieve it through her patience over the
years.

Her main tool for domination is nail
polish. Let me explain. My wife has always
had exceptionally long fingernails, which
she keeps beautifully polished. | find this
very exciting, and the erotic way she uses
her nails on me during bondage is astory in
itself. She can bring me to orgasm in two
minutes flat with one fingernail.

One night as | lay spread-eagled on the
bed, she was sitting on my prick, painting
her fingernails. Teasingly, she said, "When
I've finished mine, I'm going to do yours."
My instant orgasm betrayed the fact that |
found the idea very exciting. The humilia-

Swing low

Your letters always refer to those broads
who have perfect 34B chests and no bras
Well, how about a good word for those girls
whose breasts look saggy bouncing around
without bras? My girl wears a 38D and has
beautiful, long tits with big, hard nipples.
She can do things to turn me on that those
girls with "all muscle" tits couldn't even
dream of. It really thrills me when she en-
thusiastically sucks her nipples. I'd like to
see a small-chested girl try that. And what
makes me shoot my wad every time is hav-
ing her perch on top of me, and slapping
me across the face back and forth with
those long, soft tits of hers.—PL., Chicago,

Beauty is in the mouth of the holder,

was just one of many with the pimply-faced
girl. We laughed at each other's admis-
sions and shook our heads at the wasted
horniness of youth spent on young girls
trying to hook husbands. The night wore
on, and they started talking about some of
the wilder experiences they had had in the
service. They were still sowing their oats
when | told them | had to get home and left
| really didn't have to leave, but the talk had
reminded me of someone | used to know
and it was something | didn't care to talk to
them about.

[ wasn't ashamed of meeting Marie. It
was one of those beautiful things that hap-
pen when you're young, If you're very
lucky. | had taken a bus home from college
for spring vacation in my freshman vear. |

tion and the knowl-
edge that | could not
remove the nail
polish easily caused
an erolic reaction in
me. Of course, she
painted my nails that
night and has done
S0 since on many oc-
casions.

About a year ago
she escalated her
domination by requir-
ing me to keep my
toenails polished at
all times. Worst of all,
| must paint them!
She is very demand-
ing, requiring that
they are kept per-
fectly manicured—
no little smudges,
smears, or chips. |
find that | must re-
place the polish
every two or three
days in order to
avoid the punish-
ment she would mete
out for a less than
perfect appearance.
And she chooses the
color of the polish—
always a brilliant red.

Occasionally, she
has even required me

driver,

The original Bose 901" was prob-
ably the most critically acclaimed
loudspeaker ever. But a lot of 901
admirers didn't buy them because
they thought they'd need a big, expen-
sive amplifier. Now comes the new Bose
901 Series lll. In every dimension of sound
reproduction it is superior to the original
901. Yet, due to a unique new high-
performance driver with a stronger-than-
steel, precision injection-molded frame and
an ultra-high-efficiency voice coil, it can
produce the same sound volume with a 15-watts-per-
channel receiver as the original 901 with 50 watts (in

The high-efficiency

“I’'ve always wanted Bose 90T7’s,
but won’'t I need a100-watt amp?”

fact, we suggest that any-

thing over 70 watts is simpl
, Unnecessary).
The Bose 901 Series lll:
the speaker you've always
wanted has become
a lot easier to own.

Better sound through research.

For comprehensive literature, send $1.00 to Bose, Dept. P10, The Mountain,
Framingham, MA 01701, Patents issued and pending. Cabinets are walnut veneer,

had already met my
soon-to-be wife and
was having a mean-
ingful relationship. |
wasn't a virgin by any
means, and in fact |
thought | was pretty
well schooled on sex
and had it all sewed
up. | had read more
than my share of
books and had laid a
few beauties in high
school and college,
too. But as far as
Marie was con-
cerned, it might as
well have been my
first time.

She was on the bus
with me, and when
we came to a stop in
Fort Wayne for a
thirty-minute layover,
we just went into the
coffee shop together.
The woman was not
young to my way of
thinking—in her mid-
dle thirties—but she
was dark-skinned
and sexy. She had a
friendly grin and the
most savage, dark
eyes |'ve ever seen,
To this day that com-

to polish my finger-
nails—but so far only in the privacy of our
own home. Recently, she has threatened
that one day she will take me out in that
condition, and | suppose that when she
needs to escalate her domination to
another level, she will indeed do so. I'm not
sure I'm ready for that.

There are many other controllling and
dominant plans that she has for me, and
sometimes she whispers them in my ear as
I lie in her arms at night with my hands tied
behind me. Each night, as | come home
from work, | wonder whether tonight is the
night she has chosen to escalate her domi-
nance to a higher level. And at the same
time, trying to imagine what she might have
in store for me makes me shudder in an-
ticipation.—Name and address withheld
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Vintage years

The reason I'm writing this letter is that I'd
like to tell someone about a wonderful
woman | met and knew intimately when |
was in college. I've never told anyone be-
fore, but I'd like to now.

Tonight, when | got off from work, | knew
my wife was at a meeting and the kids were
at their grandmother's, | didn't feel like
going to an empty house; so | went to my
favorite watering hole for a few beers. The
guys were pretty well oiled when | got there
and were back in the corner of the darkly lit
tavern, talking about the first time they'd
had sex. | downed a few quick beers and
added my own story of teenage fumbling
with the doctor's daughter—she was the
only girlwho put outin our small town, and |

bination still sends a
jolt through my groin.

| can't say | was smitten with her beauty,
because she wasn't spectacular, and her
body was too heavy to be called pretty. Yet
her style made you think of a woman with
class. From her manner you could tell she
knew men, and her gently mocking dark
eyes sent quivers through me as they
boldly explored my body. By the time we
got back on the bus, we had already made
arrangements to get off at the next stop,
where she lived and where | would spend
the night before going on home. She was a
far cry from the girls | knew who wouldn't
even give you a free feel until they had
thought it over.

Once back on the moving bus again, we
went to the backseat, and since it was



Eleven questions to ask yourself
before buying a 35mm SLR.

Knowing what to look for now in
a 35mm SLR can save you
money and prevent problems
later on.

¥ 1.How much camerado | need?
Most manufacturers, including
Minolta, offer a tempting array
of features. Like interchangeable
finders and focusing screens,
motorized film winding, self-
timers and multiple-exposure
o capability. Ifyou'll be using them,
. fine. If not, save yourself some
money by cutting out the frills.

2. Is match-needIle or electronic auto-exposure con-
trol best? Minolta offers both, so our only concern is
that you get what's best for you.

Generally a match-needle camera costs less. To set
exposure, you line up two needles in the viewfinder. It's
easy, fast and accurate, but you do the work. Minolta
SR-T match-needle cameras offer a wide variety of
features and prices.

Minolta’s newest 35mm SLR's have electronically
controlled shutter speeds. So even if the light changes
the instant before you shoot, the camera will set itself
for correct exposure. Among Minolta's electronic SLR's,
you'll find features like interchangeable viewfinders
and screens, shutter speeds to 1/2000th of a second
and multiple-exposure capability.

3. What should | look for
in the viewfinder? First of
all, a bright image. So you
can see clearly and focus
easily. Judge this by com-
paring several brands un-
der the same light condi-
tions.

Then, exposure information. The more the view-
finder shows, the more you know about how the camera
is taking the picture. If this means a lot to you, pay the
extra cost, If not, save on a simpler camera.

The important thing about Minolta SLR's is that in
every single one, you can compose, focus, set expo-
sure and shoot without ever looking away from the
viewfinder, So you won't miss shots of even the fastest-
moving subjects.

do | need? Most picture taking is
done at speeds between 1/60th
and 1/500th of a second. But to
stop very fast action, higher
speeds are handy to have. And
slower speeds are useful for avail-
able-light shooting and spectac-
ular night shots. Depending on
: the Minolta model, you can get
speeds as fast as 1/2000th of a second and as slow as
16 seconds.

4. What range of shutter speeds }

5. What is a “fast” lens, and do |
need one? The more light a lens
lets in, the ''faster' it is. Faster
lenses like an /1.2 or f/1.4 are
more expensive, but nice to have if
you do a lot of shooting in dim light.

6. Why is the lens system
important? Interchange-
able lenses let your cam-
era grow with you, Minolta
offers almost 40, from a
7.5mm "'fisheye'' to a
S 1600mm super-telephoto.
= Minolta makes all their
own lenses toms ure compatlbnnywnh Minolta cameras.

7. How fast can | change lenses?
You shouldn't have to miss shots.
So Minolta developed and patented
a bayonet mount that lets you
change lenses with less than a
ll quarter turn. And unlike other bay-
onet mounts, Minolta's doesn't
require you to realign f/stops
afterwards.

8. How should the camera feel? Solid. Comfortable.
Not too big, not too smz. !, Your

place on the controls. Advance
the film wind lever. If it feels
gritty or rough now, how will it

shots?

9. How should it sound? Press
the shutter button. Noisiness
means either vibration or inade-
quate damping of moving parts.
Or beth. rhe newest Minolta shut-
ters are a |oy to hear because you
almost can't hear them at all.

10. How do | judge craftsmanship? Compare. Every-
thing should be tucked in neatly. Finishes should be
even and unmarred. No machining marks should be
visible, even inside the camera,

11. What is the camera’s reputa-
tion? Be sure to ask friends about
Minolta. Since it's the best-selling
imported camera brand in the U.S,,

chances are someone you know

owns one.

And if youd rlke literature on
Minolta 35mm SLR's, write to
Minolta Corp., 101 Williams Drive,
Ramsey, N.J. 07446. In Canada:
Minolta Camera (Canada), Inc., Ont.

M. The more you know
inolta

about cameras, the more you'll
want a Minolta.
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night, we had no trouble gaining a little
privacy. Immediately. her hands went in-
side my clothes against my bare skin and
brought me to life. | can still remember the
gleam of her silver rings as she pulled at my
swollen organ in the darkened bus. My own
hands sought to explore her ripe body, but
in the cramped confines of the seats |
couldn't get to her most sensitive places,
and | had to content myself with running my
eager fingers inside her bra. Her breasts
were soft, full, and heavy. and the nipples
easily went into wrinkled hardness. She
didn't seem to mind that | wasn't doing
much for her, as the mere feel of my body
seemed to delight her It was a real turn-on
to have someone want you like that, and |
could feel my own orgasm building to an
almost unbearable point. Yet for the whole
hour ride she wouldn't let me blow my rocks
off. Her mouth came down on my hard
cock, and the tip of her tongue tried to force
its way inside the hole at the tip—it was as if
she were trying to lick me out from the
inside. Finally, she swirled her tongue
around my throbbing rod and sucked so
hard that | thought she was trying to suck
my insides out—from time to time a sharp
bite stopped me from coming in her mouth
For the rest of the trip she laid her head on
my lap and nursed me while | touched her
mouth, jaw, and throat, and felt them work-
ing against me.

When the bus reached the lighted station
of her town, she coolly got off. | followed,

numbly holding my suitcase in front of me
to conceal the bulge in the front of my
pants. It seemed to take hours to get to her
nondescript apartment, which was above
a shop of some kind

Once inside her apartment, Marie asked
me to undress her, and | gladly freed her
from her clothes. She left the lights on and
pushed me back onto the bed and strad-
dled me. She maved for both of us, and |
just kept getting hotter and hotter. My
hands enjoyed the pleasure of her breasts
hanging over me as they swayed with her
movement, and | kneaded the soft globes. |
felt her skin get hot and her pounding hips
quicken as she held tightly to my shoul-
ders. | held her waist and pushed my organ
deeper into her. When her climax finally
came, it seemed to rip through her body
painfully as she jerked and pleading gasps
escaped from her open mouth. And | felt
my own explosion start in my groin and
spasm up into her as | stiffened with the
power of it.

The next morning | called my dad from a
pay phone near her place and told him |
was stayving the weekend with a friend and
would be home Monday morning. Then |
went back to her bed to lie on her soft belly.
Throughout the rest of the day and night,
this woman explored my fantasies and
acted them out. We did things | had only
read about in books before as we explored
and probed every opening of each other's
bodies. There was nothing we didn't try in

our search for satisfaction. Sore and ex-
hausted, | got on the bus Sunday night and
regretfully went home, never to see this
wondrous woman again.

One of the last things | said was to
apologize for being so clumsy. But she just
grinned at me, a sad look coming to those
expressive eyes. She said | was twice as
smart al my age as she had been. | kissed
her good-bye and wondered if | would
have stayed for good if she had asked me.
But she didn't, and | went on my way, trying
to act as if nothing had happened. For
weeks afterward, in my bed at night, |
would think of the way Marie came alive
under my touch, of how her fingernails
would dig into my back and sides. Finally,
on summer vacation | stopped at her place
again, but she had gone. None of her
neighbors seemed to know where she had
gone, and it was probably just as well. As
young and silly as | was, | would probably
have wanted to spend the next year be-
tween her knees

At the beginning of this letter, | said that |
just had to tell somebody about her But it's
really more than that. This woman taught
me alot more than a few more tricks. All my
young life, | had chased firm, young bodies
and passed up the older ones as being
over the hill. From that day on, | started
gwtng them another look. As willing and as
nice as the sweet, young things are, they
fall short of matching the fire of full-blown
sexuality. That simple fact has improved
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ONLY PIONEER COULD
INTRODUCE A QUARTZ
PHASE LOCKED LOOP TURNTABLE
AND CALL IT A BARGAIN.

Today, there's nothing more accurate
than a quartz phase Iockec?loop turntable.

It's the kind of turntable they use at
radio stations and recording studios. Where
people are more interested in getting a great
sound than getting a great price.

Well, Pioneer has just introduced the
same kind of quartz turntable. Exceprt ours
was designed for people who do care about
price.

It's called the PL570.

And like the professional quartz
turntables you'll find in all those radio stations
and recording studios across the country, it
features a direct-drive motor that's quieter
than ordinary motors.

Plus an electronic strobe circuit that lets
you adjust the PL570 tar more accurately than
conventional strobes. .

And the same kind of quartz phase
locked loop technology that automatically
corrects the turntable speed to account for
things like the weight of the record and even

the amount of stylus pressure. So your records
canalways sound perfect, because they're
always spinning perfectly.

But where the average quartz phase
locked loop turntable offers you all this
accuracy for around $800, our new PL.570
does it for under $400: Which, you'll have to
agree, is quite a bargain. (And that's even
before you find out that the PL570 is one of
the few fully-automatic quartz-lock turntables
available today at any price.)

Of course, if you're looking for
somethinga little less sophisticated than our
PL570, there's still no need to look any further
than Pioneer.

In all, we make eight high quality
turntables. And while they may not all offer
the same kind of features as our PL570, you
can bank on at least one thing.

They all feature the same
kind of value.

High Fidelity Components

WPIONEER’

WE BRING ITBACK ALIVE.

1977 U5 Pioneer Electronics, 85 Oslord Drive, Moonachie, New lersey 07074




“Vantage is solving
a lot of my problems
about smokmg

“You see, [ really enjoy smoking. .8
To me, it's a pleasure. But it was no pleasure hearing &
all the things being said against high-tar cigarettes. ™34
“Of course, I used to kid myself a lot about
giving up the taste of my old h1gh -tar cigarette for
one of those new low-tar brands.
But every one I tried left my taste unsatisfied.
“Then someone offered me a Vantage.
Sure 'd read about them. But [ thought they were
like all the others. I was wrong.

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined | FILTER:10 mg.“tar", 0.7 mg. nicotine, MENTHOL: 11 mg. "tar”,
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. | 0.7 mg. nicotine, av. per cigarette, FTC Report DEC. 76
FILTER 100's: 11 mg. “tar”, 0.9 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method.
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@ 1977=R.). REYNOLDS TOBACCO O,

......

“Vantage was right.

& [t satisfied like my old brand.
& Yet it had nearly half the tar.

. “It'sbeen about a year

% since [ started smoking

B \antage.

B Anditlooks like 'm

¥ going to be smoking them

for along time to come.”

Lo Stonitt)

Bernard Schoenfeld
Westchester , New York .

.......

Regular, Menthol,
and Vantage 1005.
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my sex life a hundred times ove | still
gladly feel my eyes drawn to budding
breasts; but when it comes to a fantastic
roll in the hay, I'll search out the knowing
looks of an experienced woman.—Name
and address withheld

Female forum . ..
| began to do volunteer ..ork with an ecol-
ogy group about three months ago. and
there | met Jack, who is—there is no other
word—Dbeautiful. He's twenty-two, rather
thin, and has a full beard and lovely. lovely
dark hair that reaches halfway down his
back. We gradually became friends, and
one day last week | stopped by his apart-
ment to give him a ride to a recycling site
where we had been working. Wouldn't you
know that it would be

my ere . clit and spread the moisture
around. At the same time, | rubbed his
chest with one hand. and with the other |
pinched my nipples as we both watched
Somehow we made it to his bed, where we
lay on our sides in the sixty-nine position
and licked and sucked each other until |
came. | loved listening to the growls of
pleasure coming from his throat as my
mouth worked on his beautiful cock and
balls! After he helped me put a pillow under
my bottom. he mounted me (I love that
image!) and ever so slowly put that thick
cock into my very wet cunt and rode me
until I eried out, again and again.

Well the whole afternoon went like that,
and we never made it to the recycling cen-
ter. but next week I'm going to stop by and

raining (which turns
me on sexually), and
he had just bought a
bottle of wine, which
we sampled?

The wine was
good, as was Jeffer-
son Starship on the
stereo, and soon we
were standing in the
middle of the floor,
slowly (and some-
what awkwardly) try-
ing to undress each
other. When my
blouse was off, his
fingertips brushed
my nipples until |
brought his mouth to
my breasts and en-
joyed his tongue and
lips. All the while, |
stroked his hair. Soon
I pulled away and
looked into his brown
eyes and said—a la
Julie  Christie in
Shampoo—"l want to
suck your cock."

| dropped to my
knees and, with his
help, got his jeans
and underwear to the
floor. | found myself
looking at his thick,

'l New York 11377,

THE WORLD'S FIRST INEXPENSIVE EXPENSIVE CAMERA.

Konica has been making automatic SLR's longer than any
one, so we know how to make them easier to usc and easier
to afford. The new Konica TC sells for under $300.

We did all the work, so it's easy for you to have all the fun.,
The TC is 25% smaller and lighter than traditional SLR's. It
has automatic plus manual exposure controls!

The “Control Center" viewfinder makes y
focusing and shooting easy. It's part
of the Autoreflex system, with 30
lenses and over 100 aceessories.

See the exciting TC at yvour
Konica dealer Orwrite for full
details to Konica Camera,

Dept. 5205 Woodside

watch Benny. He told me that he wouldn't be
leaving for an hour, but that if | liked | could
go for a swim and take in some sun. | didn't
have a suit, but he said there were some
suits that | could use in the bathhouse. |
thanked him and went to the bathhouse.
Inside | only found two string bikinis—and
quite small at that—so | returned to the
house and told him that | couldn't wear
them. He took a long look at me and then
said that he'd give me $100 to wear one of
the strings while | was there. | suddenly
realized what it was all about. He was more
interested in my body than in his dog

| was furious at first, but | knew | could
use the money and decided that it wouldn't
bethat bad. When | put on the string, inside
the bathhouse, | became very nervous as |
looked at my 36D-
22-36 body in the
full-length mirror on
the opposite wall. |
thought, So that's
what he wants to see
But as | imagined
what it would be like
to walk out in the
string and have Jack
looking at me, |
began to get a little
exciled.

The string's top
barely covered my
cherry-sized nipples
and areolas, and my
breasts bulged like
two large melons on
each side of the
small, "V"-shaped
patches of nylon. The
bottoms covered
only half of each
cheek of my round
behind, and a little
pubic hair showed in
the front. | looked
around for some scis-
sors or a razor and
found a razor. The
exposed hair was
quickly removed,
and | was ready to
go. | felt mysell be-
coming more excited

pink penis and lovely
balls, which felt very tight when | ran my
tongue over them. | licked him all over
down there and then slowly worked his
cock into my mouth. He kept saying how
good it felt and occasionally would give me
instructions while he stroked my hair. |
loved it! Soon my vagina was very juicy and
hot and crying for some attention | reluc
tantly slid him out of my mouth and stood
up to slip out of my skirt and panties. As we
stood facing each other. hugging, |
reached for his hair on either side and
brought it over both of us. At the same time
we whispered sexy, loving words to each
other Then, with his left hand around my
ass and his right hand around his dick, he
rubbed the head around the outside of my
pussy, just slightly parting the lips to tickle
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aive both Jack and the center another
try—~Name and address withheld

... pool pet
| recently read a letter that reminded me of
an experience | had. | was eighteen and
baby sitting to earn extra money. | was at
the house of a wealthy couple, watching
their children, when the father of the hus-
band asked me if | would watch his Benny, |
didn’t think much of it. and the next day |
arrived at his large house to watch Benny
Jack (I'll eall him) met me at the door and
showed me around the house. | met Benny
at the pool. Benny was a dog

Jack Inoked to be in his late forties or
early fifties | thought that his request was
strange, but he was paying me well to

at the thought of
showing myself in that way to Jack.

As | walked to the edge of the pool, my
usually firm breasts seemed to bounce and
shake with every movement as did the
cheeks of my rear end. As | lay down, Jack
came out and knelt beside me and asked
meif I'd like him to put suntan lotion on me. |
didn't want him to touch me and said no. |
explained that | tanned well without it. He
continued to look over my body and then
said that he would be leaving soon and that
I should watch Benny. He left and went into
the house. | felt excited at being looked at.
And as the sun beat down and | thought
about what had happened, | became more
excited. Wouldithurt to give an older man a
view of tits and ass? | had the desiretodo a
little exhibiting. | saw Jack coming out to
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HIGH FIDELITY SYSTEMS.

For over 40 years, Fisher has been
designing, engineering, and manufac-
turing superb performing high fidelity
equipment. In fact, we invented high
fidelity way back in 1937.

Fisher is a performance oriented
company. And for some time, our
engineers have been concerned about
a possible loss of high fidelity perform-
ance in a mixed audio component
system . . . a system that uses a receiv-
er from one manufacturer, speakers
from another, and a tumtable or tape
deck from yet another.

Now we're manufacturing the all
Fisher performance-engineered high
fidelity systems — designed to give
you the superior sound you've been
looking for. The receiver, the turntable,
the cassette deck and the speaker
systems are all engineered for
optimum sound quality in a Fisher
matched performance system.
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listeners feel is superior to anything
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leave: so | got up and ran over to ask when
he would be back. My entire body
bounced. As | asked him. his eyes went
over me. | was more excited than | had ever
been before. As | talked, my chest swelled
from heavy breathing; my nipples were
hard and like cherries. He said he'd be
back in four hours. | walked back to my
blanket with a special wiggle, and as |
rounded the corner of the pool, | looked
back to see Jack still watching. Seeing a
towel, | bent over to pick it up—just an
excuse to show my rear end. | walked to the
blanket more excited. At the blanket, |
paused to see Jack still watching me. |
quickly decided to lie on my stomach and
show off my jutting rear end. As my hot
pussy pressed against the pool pavement,
| erupted in orgasm. | hoped Jack didn't
notice.

After Jack left, | tanned for several hours
on both sides and thought about what had
happened. | was getting very excited when
I turned over on my back and, removing my
top, began to play with my nipples. After all,
no one was around and Jack wasn't due
back for hours. But | must have fallen
asleep, because the next thing | remember,
I was awakened by Jack. He was smiling
as he looked down upon my seminude
body. He had his swimsuit on and was
seated nex! to me,

| found it odd that | didn't become em-
barrassed by being almost nude next to
Jack, but excited. He said I'd burn if | slept

in the sun and suggested that he put on
some suntan lotion. | hesitated, but | was
extremely excited, and | now wanted to
really turn the old man on. He began rub-
bing the lotion on my legs, then on my
stomach, skipping the inside of my thighs.
It felt so good that when he moved up from
my stomach and began rubbing my
breasts, | just relaxed and enjoyed. But
when he reached down and began to rub
beneath the front of my bottoms, | stopped
him and said | couldn't let that happen.

I rolled over, and he began to rub my
back and whisper very softly into my ear
that he would give me $500 to let him make
love to me. | was shocked. | didn't reply. He
asked if | heard him, and | said yes. He just
continued to rub lotion on me, now on my
ass, slipping beneath the bikini. The idea
began to excite me: me, a prostitute, and a
highly-paid one, no less. It was terribly ex-
citing. | could use the money. Maybe there
would be more money later on. But it would
be the first time | had sex all the way. | said
yes, I'd do it, but that it would be my first
time.

He just continued to rub, but now down
my crack and back up my pussy. It felt so
good. Slipping the bottoms off, he turned
me over and kissed me tenderly again and
again. It felt so good. | returned his kisses.
We kissed, and he felt every inch of my
body. He asked me to take off his trunks,
and so | did, to expose a large penis, which
became very erecl. | began to stroke the

"You wanna know what sign my wife was born under?
‘Keep Off," that's what sign she was born under!”
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long shaft. He rolled over on me, and | felt it
slowly work itself deep inside me. | felt as if |
were going to explode. He began to plunge
in and out with increasing force, and |
quickly exploded in argasm. As | lay still in
ecstasy, he pulled out and moved down to
begin licking my enflamed pussy. It felt so
good that | again began to get very ex-
cited. | was about to have another orgasm
when Jack, sensing it. stopped and got up.
He stood beside me with a glistening erect
cock and told me to kiss it. | did so and then
naturally began to lick it. | could taste my
own delicious come. He told me to take it
into my mouth and suck it. | did, and he told
me more things that felt good while his
cock was in my mouth. | thought, So this /s
what it is all about. It was so good. It felt so
good. | loved it. | was getting paid to do it.
Suddenly, before | knew what was happen-
ing, Jack erupted in my mouth and | found
myself swallowing every delicious bit,

He paid me $600 that day and $500 on
many days after. But | stopped taking
money after a while. | became his mistress
and loved him for every moment of every
day.

Things began to go sour only when he
wanted me to wear the strings and other
sexy clothes when business associates
were around. | did at first and got some
kicks out of it; but then he wanted me to
seduce some of them, even offering to pay
me to do it. That's when | left. It was fun
while it lasted, but | figured | had to draw
the line someplace.—Name and address
withheld.

... nightie night

At my husband's suggestion, I'd like to re-
late an experience Ron and | had a few
weeks ago. |'ll disguise the other married
couple involved as "Rich and Judy." These
aren't their real names, because | wouldn't
want Judy to find out what happened that
night.

Rich and Judy arrived early at our home
for an evening of conversation and drinks.
The evening passed quickly, and we drank
heavily. Soon Judy was sleepy. Rather than
let Rich drive home in his intoxicated state,
Ron suggested he and Judy spend the
night. Judy said that we could stay up but
that she wanted to go to bed. | lent her one
of my nightgowns and put on a pair of
shortie pajamas myself.

| must have been feeling my drinks, be-
cause | don't think | ordinarily would have
chosen the set | put on to wear in front of
Rich. It was a sheer, black set tied together
in the front by one bow, just below the bust.
The matching bikini pants were equally
sheer. Noticing my image in the bedroom
mirror, | could clearly see the outlines of my
nipples showing through the skimpy top
and the darkness of my pussy at the crotch
of my panties, | stopped at the spare bed-
room to see if Judy needed anything, but
she was already in bed, snoring lightly.

My entrance back into the living room
brought a loud whistle from Ron and an
astonished stare from Rich. We continued
talking. As more drinks reinforced my dar-
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ing behavior, | decided to give the men a
real show. Leaning far forward to reach for
a pack of cigarettes on the cocktail table in
front of us, | unobtrusively reached up and
loosened the one bow holding the front of
my shortie top together. When [ sal back,
the front fell loose exposing my firm, full tits
to the men's view. | felt my nipples harden
and a blush rising from my neck to my face.
Self-conscious, | reached up to redo the
bow and cover myself. But to my surprise,
Ron's hand stopped mine as he said, “Let
Rich and me get a good look at those
boobs you've been teasing us with." |
flushed but found myself excited by his
dermand.

Ron then reached over, filling his hand
with my right tit, gently squeezing its full-
ness. Rich had been silent, and he now
reached over without hesitation to my left
tit. Their gentle kneading of my breasts and
fondling of my nipples really turned me on!
Then, almost upon a silent command, they
both bent down, kissing and covering my
tits with their eager mouths. | was in
ecstasy, and my body shivered with plea-
sure.

I was so intent on the pleasure they were
giving me, | didn't feel Ron's hand at first. It
had slipped past the elastic waistband of
my panties and was now buried deep in the
hairs of my pussy Again Rich was not far
behind as his hand joined Ron's in explor-
ing the fur of my lush bush. | reached down
and pulled the panties down over my ass;

then | kicked them off, spreading my legs
wide to give them plenty of room. Lightly
caressing my clit, the men's fingers be-
came more insistent, pushing deeper into
my cunt, now drenched with its juices. All
the time their tongues worked feverishly at
my tits.

| was going crazy with ecstasy and de-
sire—desire for a cock. | reached out on
both sides, pulled two erect penises out,
stroking the swollen shafts, and pausing to
caress the plumlike heads. | had never be-
fore made love to two men at once, but this
seemed the perfect time to start. With a
sucking mouth at each of my tits, two sepa-
rate hands thrusting their fingers into my
cunt, and a throbbing cock in each of my
hands, | climaxed in a spasm of passion.

I relaxed, emotionally and physically
drained, my head spinning from the climax.
Then Ron asked, "How about us now?" He
stood up and thrust his cock toward my
face. As | lightly planted a kiss on the tip,
caressing head with my tongue, Rich thrust
his huge cock toward my face also. The
head was a deep purple, and it was thickly
veined. | kissed and licked Rich's huge
member and alternated back and forth be-
tween the two cocks. Each time | parted my
lips wider, letting them thrust more of their
delicious meat into my waiting mouth. Con-
tinuing to stroke each one with my hands, |
wildly sucked each cock in turn. | pulled
them closer together until the tips of their
cock heads touched. | licked them both at
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the same time. | tried to squeeze them both
into my mouth, but the hugeness of Rich's
cock prevented me from giving them a
double blowjob. But the rubbing of both
cocks logether as they tried to force their
way into my mouth must have really set Ron
off. He was coming, his cock shooting
streams of hot come over my face. That
was all Rich needed, as that huge cock
jerked and started spraying me with a flood
of come. | continued to jerk off both men
and sucked them dry, but | don't like to
swallow it; so | let it dribble from the corners
of my mouth. Finishing, | felt as if | were
covered with a guart of come and saliva; it
dripped from my chin in long streams over
my breasts and thighs. We all then went
into the bathroom and showered together.

Since that night we have never repeated
that scene. It was a spontaneous happen-
ing that we had experienced. Ron has
hinted that he would like to try a ménage a
trois again, but I'm afraid it wouldn't be the
same and might develop into an unpleas-

.ant thing.—C.B., address withheld

... banker's delight

| work at a bank, and my boss, who is new
in the job, has a strange habit that | don't
quite know how to handle.

He called me in to take a memo this
morning, and when | walked into his office,
he was reading the paper. When he
glanced up to see me walk in, he said, "l've
got something to show you that | think
you're really going to like.” At that, he low-
ered the paper to reveal his unzipped
pants, an eight-inch penis, and an active
hand greased with Vaseline. Of course, |
couldn't believe what | was seeing, al-
though the urge to walk over to him and
stroke it with my tongue was incredible.

But don't you see, | can't give into my
desires, because | would run the risk of my
being fired. Yet | want terribly to touch his
hard, slimy penis. It occurred to me to ap-
proach him with the idea of locking our-
selves in the safety-deposil vault. By the
way, while he was away from his office this
afternoon, | was putting a memo on his
desk, and | noticed a glob of sperm on the
blotter. He must be able to satisty him-
self.——Name and address withheld

That's the only interest you get from a bank
these days

... Sharon and Sharon alike
Shortly before we were married, my hus-
band confessed to me that he liked to wear
women's clothes. He urged me lo leave
him, because he did not want to embarrass
me or make me feel uncomfortable. Natu-
rally, the initial shock nearly blew our rela-
tionship to pieces. Up until that tearful mo-
ment of confession, he had never given any
hint as to his feminine desires, and as far as
| was concerned, he was the most wonder-
ful guy in the world. Deciding to stay by his
side was the most difficult decision of my
life. It has also turned out to be the most
fortunate.

We both decided that since we could not

CONTINUED ON PAGE 212
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You'll slip into bed, rest your head and body
against the creamy beige sheets with 39 im-
peccably rendered couples, all locked in dif-
ferent positions of embrace

From across the room t's an intricate design
Approach a little closer and it's joyous ecstacy
These designer sheets and pillow cases were
specifically created for the Penthouse Colleg-
tion—we proudly present them for your
pleasure,

Available in brown on beige only In flat sizes,
twin or queen. 50% poly-50% cotton. 1 twin
sheet plus 1 standard pillow case (G011)
$25.00 plus $1.50 p.&h.; 1 queen size sheel
plus 2 standard pillow cases (G012) $32.50
plus $1.50 p &h

Please send check or money order
plus $1.50 postage & handling or charge
it to your American Express, Master Charge
or BankAmericard (include signature, expi-
ration date and account number, plus Inter-
bank # for Master Charge.) Mail to
Penthouse Products, Dept. G.0. 909 Third
Avenue, N.Y,, N.Y. 10022. NY residents add
appropriate sales tax. To expedite your
charge order call our toll free number (800)
223-7763. NY residents call direct (212)
593-0334. Allow 4 to 6 weeks delivery.
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Bill Baxley

| read Peter Biskind's "Watch Out, Bill Bax-
ley" (July 1977) about the pot-bellied depu-
ties of Cleburne County, and | would like
you to print this if you want to be fair to the
people of Cleburne County

| am a law-enforcement officer in Cle-
burne County. The article refers to this area
as the asshole of Alabama. | personally
don't like anyone calling my home such a
place. In the article, you define the good
ole boy as someone without education,
who just rough-houses people and takes
their money. Well, | guess you could call me
one of the good ole boys.

I'm one of the good ole boys who spent
two years in Vietnam. | started policing in
Alabama, my home state, about two
months after | returned from Nam. | have
been to the Police Acadamy, PE.|. school. |
have attended college for the last four
years and lack only fifteen hours toward
obtaining my degree in law enforcement.
Surprise, surprise! | work in Cleburne
County and am damn well proud of it.

Biskind writes about Highway 78 that you
have to travel to get from Birmingham o
Atlanta, Well, I'll tell you whal goes down
that highway. Pot by the pounds, teenagers
blown out of their minds on speed and
cocaine, drunks that have been to Atlanta
for a good time, and whores locking for a
fast buck. | have apprehended murderers,
drug pushers, escaped convicts, runa-
ways, and many more. This is pure fact,
because | work the highway every night.

Eighteen-wheeler truck drivers pray
every time they come down 78 because it
is known as a death trap. It is not a fact that
we harass people, but a fact that we don't
like fatalities.

Cleburne County is not the asshole of
Alabama. It just has a lot of assholes com-
ing and going through it. This county has a
population of less than 10,000; so we don't
have many voltes, right? That's the reason
why Mr. Baxley and his band come down
on us so hard. There is not a politician alive
who wouldn't kiss the devil's ass for a vote.

We here in Cleburne County inform peo-
ple of their rights, and we abide by those
rights. | don't think Bill Baxley has the right
to condemn all of Cleburne County for what
a few people have done. Since the article
was printed, we have experienced an in-
crease in harassment from outside people.
They come here just to pick on law officers.

We people here are proud of our country.
Mr. Baxley said he would love to give us
back to Georgia, but he doesn't have the
right to give or take anything. We are a part
of the United States and really don't give a

damn what he likes.—PR, Heflin, Ala,

While reading your article about Bill Baxley
and Cleburne County, | looked around me
and saw that itis very true. | know, because
| am in the pen—Cleburne County Jail in
Heflin, Ala. The smell of this place would
make a dog sick. We can't flush the toilet in
our cell unless we fill a five-gallon bucket
with water from the shower and pour itin. It
is really bad. We have asked to be put in
another cell, but they just laugh. | have
been here since 1975. | went to court for
robbery and was sentenced lo three years
in the Alabama State Prison. But the
Alabama Board of Corrections is filled. So |
have to stay in this "asshole” until | get
paroled or discharged.

Cleburne County is the biggest asshole |
have ever seen, and Alabama is the red-
neck state of the United States.

Thank you for that article. Penthouse tells
it like it i1s. Raise hell on the red-necks and
keep up the good work.—Sam Cheatwood,
Heflin, Ala.

Blithe spirits

In Kingsley Amis's liquor article "Blithe
Spirits" (June 1977), he refers to Jack
Daniels as bourbon. | think that it is only
proper to straighten out the facts. Jack
Daniels is not bourbon but the best damn
Tennessee sour mash whiskey on the mar-
ket. Cheers to the best.—David Powell,
Waterville, Me,

Updating routes

With respect to your article "Grass Routes"
(July 1977). | would like to call your atten-
tion to @ new law recently passed in New
York State concerning marijuana. It sets the
penalty for possessing under seven-
eighths of an ounce of grass at a maximum
fine of $100. This is obviously an improve-
ment over previous laws, which set the
penalty for possession of one-fourth of an
ounce of grass as punishable by seven
years in prison. | think that this is a boon to
all pot smokers.—Name and address with-
held

I am writing this letter so that you can up-.

date your article about marijuana laws. On
July 1, 1977, the maximum penalty for pos-
session of less than one ounce of mari-
juana in North Carolina was reduced to a
fine of $100 for first offenders. The
maximum penalty for a second conviction
has been reduced to six months in jail
and/or a fine of $500. .

This enlightened piece of legislation
came about through the energetic efforts

s
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There’s a free case of C.C.
waiting for you on one of
the Thousand Islands.

These clues will help you
eliminate 999 of them:

Scattered along the St. Lawrence River,
the Thousand Islands form a speckled
boundary between Ontario and New

York State. Since the early 1900's
they've been a paradise for millionaires
and a playground for sportsmen. And
on one of them we buried a case of
Canadian Club.

lo get that C.C. out of the ground and
into a glass, start your scenic search at
the Shipyard Museum in the turn-of-the-
century village of Clayton, N.Y.

Steer to the starboard side of the
island that looks like it's got a big arrow-
head sticking straight up from it. A cou-
ple of dozen islands later, you'll pass an
anchor that looks like something
hauled up from the Sir Robert Peel, a
steamer that mysteriously went down in
the St. Lawrence. As yvou round a bend,
vou'll sight a water tower looming in
the distance. Head straight for it. If you
spot some latter-clay Huck Finns swing-
ing far out on a rope cannonballing into
the water. ..you've gone too far!
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“The Best In The House’"in 87 lands.

Now reverse your course and nudge
into the second deserted cove you
come to. Congratulations—you’re now
just a good angler’s cast from the light-
est, smoothest whisky in 87 lands. Walk
toward the middle of a field exactly
119 paces (the same number of years
people have been enjoying Canada’s
favorite Canadian). Now...dig!

But before you set out, remember to
bring a few glasses and a big bucket of
ice. Because the second your shovel
smacks into that buried case, you're
going to want to settle down and savor
some C.C. right on the spot. And if you
can't make it up to the Thousand
Islands to go hunting for our buried
treasure, why not just head down to the
nearest tavern or package store and say,
“C.C., please.”
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of State Rep. Al Adams.—John Huggard,
Attorney, Raleigh, N.C

Evidently, your article on marijuana laws
was wrilten some time ago, because Mis-
sissippi has since decriminalized the use
of less than one ounce of pot. A similiar bill
failed to make it through the Louisiana
State Senate. Mississippi is no longer a
backwoods state filled with racists and fat
cops.—S. Pat Murphy, Jr, Bay St. Louis,
Miss.

Your article on the marijuana laws in each
state was a distinct public service. How-
ever, you omitted the U.S. Virgin Islands,
where hundreds of thousands of people
visit and lots of young adults from the
States live.

The narcs here are zealous about their
work, and the legislature and courts tend to
back them up. For instance, since 1971
they have initiated investigations on almost
4 percent of the entire adult population and
have arrested about 100 persons a year for
marijuana violations. They have also
seized a number of automobiles. Informers
are kept busy and hang out in the local
bistros.

The territorial law is the same as the fed-
eral law; that is, a maximum of one year
and/or $5,000 for possession and five
years and/or $15,000 for distribution. The
maximum penalty for an adult who is guilty
of distributing to someone under twenty

years old is double that.

So take warning: anyone who visits
America's paradise with the notion that the
police are taking a siesta is asking for a
rude awakening.—Hans Dohm, Virgin
Islands-NORML Coordinator. St. Thomas,
u.S.vi.

Oklahoma is not the backward state that
Frank Donegan believes it is, | was ar-
rested in Oklahoma City for selling pot, and
| received six months, probation. And | did
not have a great lawyer. Practically every-
one | know has been arrested for posses-
sion or worse, and not one of them has
spent a day in prison. | understand that
some of the smaller lowns may be stricter
on their laws than Oklahoma City is. But
around here, no one gets a year—Name
and address withheld

As a member of the investigative staff of the
Orleans Parish District Attorney's Office, |
am compelled to take strong exception to
the article "Grass Routes,” which stated:
“The word from one New Orleans attorney
is that two-thirds of the assistant DA's are
smoking." While the meaning is not entirely
clear, | assume that the assistant DA's to
whom he is referring are here in Orleans
Parish, and that the readers are being led
to believe that two-thirds of the assistant
DA's here in New Orleans are users of
marijuana. This is one of the finest exam-
ples of irresponsible journalism that | have
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run across in some time.

We have approximately sixty-five assis-
tant DA's in Orleans Parish, and | know
every one of them—many of them quite
personally. And they are among my closest
friends. | can honestly state that | have
never seen one of them use marijuana,
brag about its alleged good qualities, or
openly (or secretly) push for its legalization
or decriminalization. Undoubtedly, there
are some here who have used marijuana or
still use it in moderation. However, posses-
sion and use are still against the law here in
Louisiana, and the overwhelming majority
of our entire staff have too much respect for
the existing law to defy it merely because it
may be unpopular or nonexistent in other
jurisdictions.

Without a doubt, the attorney to whom
this quotation is attributed is one of the
attorneys here in New Orleans who is dis-
satisfied with the policies of this office,
which has made it virtually impossible for
shyster lawyers to wheel and deal and re-
turn to the streets of New Orleans those
criminals responsible for the violent crimes
that cause most Americans to live in fear.
New Orleans is one of the few cities in the
United States that has experienced a re-
duction inviolent crimes. Much of itis direc-
tly the result of the efforts of this staff. Oc-
casionally, users, sellers, and possessors
of marijuana are prosecuted here. Not be-
cause anyone here relishes or enjoys pros-
ecuting such seemingly inconsequential
cases but because laws prohibiting use,
possession, and sale of marijuana are
exactly that: laws. The assistant DA's here
don't make the laws; they merely prosecute
those who violate them. Until the citizens
change the laws, | feel certain that prose-
cution, when warranted, will continue. That
prosecution will be conducted by some of
the finest prosecuting attorneys in the
United States: clear-headed, quick-
thinking, unaddicted, nonsmoking mem-
bers of the Orleans Parish District Attor-
ney's office.

I am disturbed by your assault on the
character of my friends and coworkers and
would hope that you would endeavor to
direct your journalistic efforts to more posi-
tive things.—Gary R. Raymond, Homi-
cide/Rape Investigator, Office of the Dis-
trict Attorney. Orleans Parish, New Orleans,
La.

Death in the family hour

Not even Jimmy Breslin's sideshow de-
scription of future public executions (‘Ad-
vise and Dissent," April 1977) fails to
obscure the enduring fact that once a mur-
derer is dead, he can murder no more.—
Greg Trost, Porterville, Calif.

Irving on Phelan

| don't have much to say about the James
Phelan interview (June 1977). Jim Phelan is
an old pro, and for the most part | thought
that his book on Hughes was a crock of
shit, but | was glad to see a little bread go
his way. His comments aboul his “role in

uncovering the Clifford Irving hoax," as
CONTINUED ON PAGE 200
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CRIME

Much of the data that | am about to lay out for you about the new
Chinese Connection is summarized in a recent federal-gov-
ernment report about heroin trafficking, which is therefore au-
tomatically suspect as a reliable source of information on the
grounds that the government can rarely get anything right.
Accordingly, | will studiously avoid mentioning most of the
names cited in this report. Guilty of heroin trafficking or not,
those named deserve a fairer trial than | can give them here or
than they have been given in this government report. But the
general impression in this report is, | believe, an accurate one,
for what | know from my own sources confirms it. Surely, there is
no doubt that Chinatown's recent maneuvering in the heroin
marketplace is getting special encouragement from one sector
of the mob in particular. This is the more avant-garde faction
that is known to favor, as it has in the past, alliances for profit
that cut across ethnic lines.

The name Joseph Bonanno is synonymous with this ploy,
and in a sense this column is about the friends of Joe
Bonanno. You will recall that underworld colleagues ¢
expelled Bonanno from New York in 1964, Since
then, operating on a far less grandiose scale, he has
been based in Arizona. Bul, recently,
Bonannoism—the style of operation, if not the ac-
tual personage—seems to be )
on the comeback trall, =

The comeback seems to be
generated largely by the ener-
gies of one person. He is an
organized-crime figure named
Carmine Galante. Recently, he
has been all over the papers (he
was even featured in CBS
“Who's Who") as the new God-
father; but while there is consid-
erable doubt about that, it's
clear that Galante is no
Johnny-come-lately in the un-
derworld: by the early fifties he
had surfaced as a recognizable
figure, serving as Joseph
Bonanno's underboss and as a
substantial narcotics operator,
While his reputation as a meanie
is enough to shake anyone out
of his boots, Galante atthe same
time appears to have suc-
ceeded inanumber of construc-
tive missions, including a mid-

THE CHINESE CONINECTION

BY THOMAS PLATE

fifties role as envoy to Montreal, in the courtship of the Cotroni
organization, on behalf of Bonanno. But about ten years later
Galante's career came to an abrupt halt when a federal jury
found him guilty of heroin trafficking, and he was shipped off to
Atlanta for twelve years.

He was released only three years ago, but already, it seems,
he has everyone believing that he will succeed the late Carlo
Gambino as big boss of the mob. The government report, which
is a classified document, is shameless In hustling this point of
view, perhaps because Galante is the mob figure the narcs know
most about. The Drug Enforcement Administration's optimism
Is matched only by my own notions about the unpredictability
of individual career development in the underworld.
Civil-service protections, after all, do not apply. (And despite
what you sometimes read, the Mafia is still not an equal-
opportunity employer.) Yet there is no quarreling with the view

that Galante is a big deal in the world he inhabits, that he
has pumped new life into the old Bonanno alliance
with Montreal (not to mention new life into the

Wi DEA, which seems to have convinced itself
. | that this heroin trafficker may be the biggest

| fish since both Lucky Luciano and Carlo
Gambino), and that he has been promoting
Bonanno-style racketeering in
New York with flair and evident
effect. In this view of underworld
activity, which attributes to one
man such considerable ac-
complishment, it makes sense
to look at the seemingly odd al-
liance between Chinatown and
Little Italy not so much as any-
thing new but as something old:
the return of Bonannoism.

A lot of times what cops dignify
with the term “police intelligence
information” is just the conse-
quence of plain dumb luck. Not
long ago a New York City detec-
tive working on a murder case
stumbled across something that
was really quite interesting. The
homicide detective was ques-
tioning a very prominent
member of Chinatown's gam-
bling and heroin establishments.
The inquiry was not going espe-

CONTINUED ON PAGE 179
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elf you're going to travel,
do it in style.
Sex on wheels is a good turn-on,
one you won't
find me running down.®

NXAVERA O ANDIR

CALLME NADAN

XAVIERA'S LETTER

OF THE MONTH

Several months ago in Pent-
house, you asked your read-
ers to write to you of their sex-
val experiences while they trav-
eled in Europe. Well, it's taken
me these several months to fi-
nally write and describe my
own illicit sex experience.,

Last summer my husband
and | went to Europe as spon-
sors for a group of high-school
students. Altogether there
were around 300 young Amer-
icans involved in this tour
However, our group of stu-
dents numbered around 20; so
we were kept busy most of the
time keeping an eye on our
group. As you know, such
tours take groups from place
to place on buses. QOur little
group was assigned to one
particular bus, and we all
traveled on it for the entire
four-week Continental tour.

Of course, being on the same bus every day, we all got to know
and like our bus driver pretty well, He was really good-looking and
exceptionally well built. | wouldn't call myself a "knockout,” but I'm
attraclive, with an above-average body. | should point out here thal
although my husband and | are happy together, our sex life is not
what you'd term exciting or abundant.

Anyway, our driver was German. | speak some Germarn, and he
spoke some English—enough that we could converse, using our
hands for sign language. From the very beginning of our tour, | felt
that the driver was watching me a lot, and eventually he began to
flirt. He knew [ was on the trip with my husband, but | don't think
that mattered to the driver or me, There were a few times when he
and | were somewhat alone (as alone as you can possibly be with
300 other people around) and were able to “talk.” First, we talked
about each other, getting general background information, and
then we moved on to more personal areas. | think we both knew
from the beginning that we wanted each other, though there didn't

seem to be any opportunities
to make this happen. But
whenever he had a chance to
touch me, he would, and every
time he touched me, | became
hot for him, There were times
when | knew he was staring at
me, and f'd touch myself to
arouse him. Sometimes the
bulge in his pants was so huge
I was afraid he was going to
come right there. It was the
most intense flirtation I've ever
been a part of, And as the trip
progressed, | was afraid we'd
never get a chance to be to-
gether and fulfill our fantasy.

Finally, our chance came.
We were staying in Paris. One
evening | stayed behind at the
hotel with a sick girl from our
group, while my husband took
the rest of our group out to din-
ner. By mid-evening, the girl
was feeling much better; so |
left her to go to my own room. |
decided (o stop in at the hotel
bar first, and there was the driver sitting by himself at the bar. | went
and sat beside him, and we had a few drinks together,

Through our conversation he learned that my husband was
gone for the evening, but no mention was made of anything
happening between the two of us. | finally excused myself to go (o
my room, thinking, "Sa much for that. It would have been nice." By
the time ['d gotten to my room, however, | had decided to take
matters into my own hands. | went to my friend's room, hoping he'd
be there. Evidently, he was expecting me, because he was nude
and greeted me at his door with a drink for each of us. He said he
had suspected | might come to him and would have been disap-
pointed if | hadn't

He undressed me slowly, and then for a long time we simply
stood. embracing each other. Eventually, we began to explore
each other's bodies with hands and then our tongues. (We were
not speaking at all, and in fact not a word was exchanged until we
had both climaxed the first time.) Then he led me to the bed and

. All inquiries are treated in confidence, Send to
Xaviera Hollander, Penthouse Magazine, 909 Third Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022 ;
Miss Hollander regrets that no private replies can be supplied.
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gave me the best tonguing I've ever had.
He was expert at oral sex, Then it was my
turn to eat him. Several men have told me
I'm expert at giving head, but I've never
seen anyone so appreciative of my skills as
my German friend was. Actually. it was a
little difficult for me, because he must have
been nine and a half inches long. It all felt
S0 good and seemed so natural with him. It
was like we had been together dozens of
times before and knew exactly what
pleased one another. We came together
three limes that evening.

We were not able to get together again
during the rest of the trip, although we con-
tinued to flirt unmercifully. | was sad not only
to leave Europe but also to leave my friend.

I guess my sex with him was probably
the best fucking I'll ever have. Even the
flirtation and teasing were great. I'll never
forget my German friend. He was the best
part of the tour!—Carol

Sex on the road—you won't find me run-
ning it down. How glad | am to hear that
other people like to travel in style, too. You
see, in the past year I've had oral sex in an
airplane, sucked off the captain of a Gre-
cian yacht, and made love to an Israeli tour
guide in the back of his bus.

How about taxi drivers, chauffeurs, and
truck drivers? There must be some other
readers who have interesting stories to tell
about sex on wheels, air, water, or other
rather unusual settings.

BALLISTIC IMBALANCE

First. | should say that | have made a won-
derful discovery, thanks to a pal who intro-
duced me to your lovely magazine. He
supplied me with a copy and a note saying
‘Here is what a real magazine should be!"
Since then | manage to get Penthouse reg-
ularly.

Though | am still a bachelor. | have
known sex and practiced it. But | have
never enjoyed it as much as when | mas-
lurbate with my clothes on. That really
drives me erotically out of my mind,

To be brief, here is my story—or, rather,
my problem,

On a warm day in summer, | attended a
hall (if you can call it a hall) where various
precious antiques were being displayed to
the public. The antiques that were ex-
posed. fascinating as they were, didn't
fascinate me as much as the young woman
who was slanding just in front of me. She
was a beauliful lady and was in the com-
pany of a middle-aged man. He and the
rest of the crowd were thoroughly ab-
sorbed in the show. The young woman had
on a T-shirt of thin nylon and a pair of short
cutoffs that revealed a nice ass. | moved a
fittle forward until | felt my body touching
hers, my hard prick gently pressed against
her ass and my waist against her beautiful
back. Her ass felt soft and warm; | could
have kissed it. She should have felt me,
because she suddenly swung around and
fook a casual but direct look at me before
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turning back. She seemed to show no real
reaction

At first | felt a little embarrassed. Then |
completely lost control. | unzipped my
pants and ook out my upright tool and put
it in between her fovely thighs. (Luckily,
there was a thick crowd around us.) | feit
her thighs squeezing my penis. | did not
know if she enjoyed that, but she sure
didn't do anything to indicate that she
didn't. So. with my prick still buried there.
she kept pressing her warm thighs to-
gether, with her nice ass occasionally
twitching and shifting. | felt a sudden erotic
sensation overwhelming my entire body, |
was in such a state of unconsciousness
that | didn't even care if | was being
watched. | felt my hands running passion-
ately down her smooth thighs as | felt my
sperm spewing out. | exploded right into
her cutoffs

This kind of “rubbing-against” masturba-
tion, as | said, is troubling me and making
my life unsteady. Sure, it kind of gives me
an erotic pleasure that flesh-to-flesh inter-
course itself never did. But although | enjoy
it I find it awfully problematical, since it
turns my flife into a real hell of uneasiness
andunhappiness. Many a time. I've vowed
that | will drop this vicious habit. But | don't,
I find that I'm unable to resist the tempta-
tion. I've lost confidence in myseif, and |
fear this form of masturbation, If it is not
resolved soon, I'm sure it will affect my
future sexual life and turn it into what the
French call a “sexual disequilibrium,”

[ would welcome any comment, sugges-
tion, or information regarding the causes of
such compulsive, no-hands masturba-
tion,—A.L

The French also have a word for your form
of masturbation. They call it frotter, which
means “to rub."

Frottage isn't as uncommon as you may
think. When | lived in New York City, | was
often touched and fondled on the crowded
subways, I'd feel some man rub his hard
penis against my buttocks. Even in Brazil,
during carnival time, where thousands of
people brush up against each other in the
streets, this happens all the time. Last win-
ter, inthe crowded streets of Rio de Janeiro,
I remember four men sticking their erec-
tions against my body. | found it very excit-
ing. Infact, | called it a “zipless rub." | didn't
even bother to look at their faces. Of
course, we never talked. It was the excite-
ment of not knowing what (or whose) lurked
under their pants that got me off. A pleas-
ant stab in the pack, you might say.

Even though | appreciated these ad-
vances, many women do not. And | don't
believe in forcing a woman into any-
thing—no, not even sex. Your behavior, as
you describe it, can easily land you in jail, If
il's a compulsion, | suggest you see a doc-
tor for help. Believe me, there are easier
ways to relieve yourself sexually.

THE PICTURE-BOOK MARRIAGE

My husband, Tom, is really into heavy

porno magazines, street papers, and local
CONTINUED ON PAGE 194
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VIEW FROMN THE TOPr

DOVVWN THE DOVWN STARCASE

BY NICHOLAS VON HOFFMAN

twenty-two,are securely locked up for the next nine months in

institutions of higher learning and are wondering why.The smarter
ones know that they're still in school because they don't have anything else
to do. Back in the days of the draft and the war, a male student could at least
tell himself that he was enduring this idiocy to escape getting shot. Not too
terribly noble as motives go, perhaps, but practical. Ask males nowadays
why they're in college and you won't get much more than a stammer.

Given that life expectancy in our country is around sixty-five years, a
person with a four-year stint in college will have spent slightly less than a
quarter of his or her life in school. Anyone whose rear end hasn't given out
from sitting in classrooms, and who goes on for the M.A. or the Ph.D. or the
new method to avoid leaving school, “postdoctoral studies,” can actually
anticipate spending more than half his life preparing for life. Such a happy
consummation is beyond the realistic hopes of most collegians, since only
the best students are permitted to laze away decades, doing nothing save
being a charge and a burden to themselves, their families, their school, and
their society, which, in the final analysis, pays for this silliness.

They say you go to college to get an education, but there aren't ten
college educators in the United States who agree on what an education
ought to consist of. Should college be a sort of final remedial educational
facility—a LAST CHANCE TO :

.By this time every autumn, half the population,ages eighteen to

peach-jelly smiles and tell you, “I'm looking for a job where | can work with
people.” Most of them get their wish and wind up being receptionists for
psychological testing services under contract to the government to find
undiscovered minority groups.

Students are under the impression that they themsalves decide what
they're going to major in and what they're going to be. To an extent that's so,
but in large measure what field a student winds up in depends upon the
choices of others. Government and foundation money is opened up or cut
off, depending upon what officials in the Defense Department, HEW, and
other places where national personnel-planning is done see as the coun-
try's future needs. Needless to say, national personpower planning falls
several light-years short of being an exact science, so that there's no
guarantee that there will be jobs for the students being channeled into
certain occupations and away from others. All those engineers you read
about who were driving taxis a couple of years ago were planned and
cranked out at a time when the good folks in Washington had an inflated
idea of what the national needs would be. The same thing may be happen-
ing to the medical profession. M.D.'s are coming out of the factory in such
accelerated numbers that it's expected that America will have, in a few
years, doctor-to-population ratios not seen since the early 1930s and the
era of the fifty-cent house call. But don't get your hopes up. By increasing
the number and futility of medical

LEARN HOW TO READ BEFORE
LIFE BEGINS gas station on the
desert edge of having to get a job?
Or should it be some sort of imita-
tion of the training given the upper
classes of Western Europe in ear-
lier centuries (Greek, Latin, math,
and the other subjects in the
humanities)? Certain hybrids and
mixed breeds from the psychology
department and the school of divin-
ity believe that all schooling, start-
ing in kindergarten, should be a
process of self-fulfillment, libera-
tion, creativity, learning how to re-
late to others, finding one’s self and
one's happiness. That's a helluva
way to spend four years and the
better part of twenty grand, but
some people like it; and they don't
feel gypped when they're handed a
diploma certifying that the recipient
is fulfilled, liberated, self-
discovered, sensitive, and totally
ignorant. The youths who go for
that kind of curriculum have

specializations and kicking up the
sums devoted to research, it may
be possible to see to it that only a
small portion of the doctors coming
out of medical school will ever have
to meet a patient.

Colleges mainly teach their stu-
dents how to behave—not how to
do a job. The substance of most
occupations is imparted via on-
the-job-training. Whether it is law,
medicine, accounting, journalism,
or aeronautics, older practitioners
in every field agree that the training
that their junior colleagues, just out
of school, receive Is next to worth-
less. However, if a school can't
teach you medicine or law or jour-
nalism, it can teach you how to act
like a doctor, a lawyer, or a reporter.
Most schools teach social roles
and social class. That's why it's so
important to get into a “good"
school. If you have doubts, check
the executive rosters of the large
corporations and the upper levels
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of government. A surprising
number come from the right col-
leges and universities. Naturally, if
you're one of the rare ones with
real ability, you don't need to go to
Princeton. You don't even need to
go to college.

Most people who go to college
spend the four years feeling mildly
suicidal because, at twenty years
of age, they've spent most of their
lives sitting at a desk, watching an
older human being talk in front of a
blackboard. If you are not depressed
by that thought, it means you
have a natural vocation to be either
a teacher or an IRS agent. Some
people find athletics helpful in dis-
pelling that old inner need to blow
your brains out. Another trick that
helps is to remind yourself that you
are a worthwhile person making a
valuable contribution. You are help-
ing to provide employment for a
teacher, so that, in your own way,
you are just as important to the
economy as a wheat farmer or an
insurance adjuster.

Actually, you may never help
your society as much as a produc-
tive worker as you will as a scholas-
tic drone. He who stays in school
and out of the labor force is doing
his bit to keep the unemployment
statistics down.

One of the most valuable func-
tions colleges perform is prevent-
ing people from competing for jobs.
This is done in three ways. The first
is the razzmatazz about how you
need an education because it rip-
ens and matures a person. Never
mind that Socrates said that an
education is something for one
after the onset of maturity. He
hadn't studied psychology. The
second way people are persuaded
to stay in school is to reverse the
argument and explain that, be-
cause you're not mature, you don't
have the emotional equipment to
hold down a job and play at being
an adult. The primary device for
convincing people that they're still
infants when they're not has been
the invention of adolescence. A
century ago there was no such
thing. Instead there was a category
of person called youth. A youth
was eminently employable and
could be seen working in farm, fac-
tory, or office. In that period college

was a place for the sons and a few
of the daughters of the rich who did
not want to work, not a custodial
institution for those not permitted to
support themselves. Then came
the invention of adolescence, a
pathological state incapacitating
one from any form of useful or re-
munerative endeavor. It can be
cured only by school therapy. At
first only middle-class children of
about the age of sixteen, whose
parents didn't want them to work,
caught this disease. Then it spread
to the members of other social and
age groups until it became pan-
demic. And now, in the form of “late
adolescence,” the disease can
afflict people who are as much as
thirty years of age.

The last way that millions are
kept in the collegiate holding pens
is through licensing. Seventy-five
years ago the only criterion for de-
ciding to give someone a job was
whether or not he could do it.
That's no longer the case. Today
the list of occupations that you
can't practice without a license or
an academic degree is endless.
And where are those licenses to be
obtained? In college.

Soyou see, college is something
you have to do. But, like going to
the penitentiary, you have a
choice: you can do easy time or
hard time. You do hard time when
you argue with your teachers and
point out the asininity of the system
of exams and credits and grade-
point averages. You will have four
miserable, hate-filled years. Or you
can do easy time by being polite
and obedient to your teachers and
the academic deans and by re-
membering that you don't have to
bother your brain with really learn-
ing any subject so long as you've
learned how to pass tests. Be-
sides, college offers one discount
sports tickets and easy sex.

For those few who want educa-
tion, not vacation, there's always
the public library. There, instead of
mediocre textbooks, you will have
a chance to meet the finest minds
without the intermediary meddling
of a teacher. It's free, too. But you
don't get a license, a union card, or
a guaranteed lifetime job, only the
chance to begin inching yourseif
up the path to wisdom.

FILM FLAM

Of Samuel Goldwyn and Mother
Goose. . .
. —what's the use?
Of actors who have escaped the
noose
Lots of Hollywood beach
refuse. ..
Wretched victims of self-abuse
Big producers all obtuse. . . .*
l sense verse, F. Scott
Fitzgerald summed up the
treatment of his art by the venal
Hollywood movie-making ma-
chine. The eminent novelist found
that the movie moguls treated writ-
ers like mere lackeys. They
thought nothing of bowdlerizing
Fitzgerald's finely crafted prose.

Fitzgerald's agonies with movie
producers took place in the 1930s,
but even today novelists find that
the process of transforming their
books into films is a near-certain
path toward feeling used, abused,
and righteously paranoid.

“The writer gets screwed in the
movies," says writer-actress Ruth
Gordon. And she should know,
having cowritten such classic films
as Adam’s Rib and Pat and Mike.

Book writers have long gotten
shafted by the smooth-talking,
high-powered film moguls and
their battalions of lawyers and ac-
countants. Take the case of
novelist Anthony Burgess, whose
book A Clockwork Orange was
turned into a controversial film, di-
rected by Stanley Kubrick. The
movie version of A Clockwork
Orange grossed millions world-

n these bitter lines of non-

Cuckoo's Nest: distortions.

wide; so it stood to reason that
novelist Burgess would rake in
bushels of dollars, pounds, liras,
and francs. Actually, Burgess re-
ceived only a flat fee of about $250
for the movie rights to A Clockwork
Orange. The novelist had been
short on cash; so he snapped up
that first, piddling offer.

Or consider the fate of Charles
Webb, whose first novel, The
Graduate, was tumed into one of
the landmark American films of the
sixties. Webb received a fiat fee of
$20,000 for The Graduate's movie
sale. As Webb recalls it, after the
movie became a runaway box-
office smash, "They gave me
another $5,000, and that was that.”
And so novelist Webb remains one
of the few people of his generation
who have never seen The
Graduate: "l was afraid if | saw the
movie, | would have a nervous
breakdown."

Novelists do have a tendency to
go a little crazy when their books
are assaulted (that is, produced)
by moviemakers. The process of
novel-into-movie requires nerve-

52 PENTHOUSE

*From Crazy Sundays: . Scott Fitzgeraid in
Hollywood, by Aaron Latham, Viking Press,
18971,




wracking negotiations, often con-
ducted over a period of years. “The
relationship between books and
movies and TV is much closer and
more complicated than it used to
be—'symbiotic,’ in fact, is the okay
word,” comments Paul S. Nathan,
the rights and permissions colum-
nist for Publishers Weekly. “It's
getting harder by the day to tell
where the movies and TV leave off
and publishing begins." Nathan
cites One Flew over the Cuckoo’s
Nest as “the perfect illustration of
what is both right and wrong with
the movies" vis-a-vis book writers.
The right part was that devotees
kept Cuckoo'’s Nest, a cult-favorite
novel, alive until the millions could
be raised to finance the filming.
But a lot—quite a lot—went
wrong in Cuckoo's Nest's transla-
tion from printed page to celluloid.
Right after Cuckoo’s Nest swept
five Academy Awards, novelist
Ken Kesey declared thatthe movie
and its producers, Michael Doug-
las and Saul Zaentz, were “im-
moral.” Kesey slapped them with a
lawsuit for 5 percent of the film's
gross profits and $800,000 in puni-
tive damages for “breaking our
verbal agreements and ruining the
book."” By “ruining," Kesey meant
that the movie revolved around the
charismatic character of McMur-
phy (played by Jack Nicholson),
whereas the novel was really about
Chief Brompden, the mute Indian.
To a novelist, such supposed
distortions mean as much
as money.
Kesey's attor-
neys estimated

that the Milos

Forman picture -
grossed $160 mil- -
lion in U.S. box- b‘
office receipts 1
alone, but the novel- R t
isthad to settle for a min- t.,}

iscule percentage. Kesey
said that he and pro-
ducer Michael
Douglas had a
“handshake"
verbal
agreement
before the
movie went
into produc-
tion: Kesey

was to receive 5 percentof the film's
gross (half as author of the book
and half as screenwriter). In addi-
tion, Kesey claimed, the agreement
included “some control” over the
adaptation of the novel into a film.
Instead, Kesey initially got only
$15,000 forthe year during which he
wrote three versions of the screen-
play; none was used.

Kesey's gigantic lawsuit against
the film producers was finally re-
solved in an out-of-court settle-
ment late last December. “There's
no way you can win; that's why we
settled,” sighed the novelist's wife
from their Oregon farm. The final
seltlement awarded Kesey 2.5
percent of the producers’ net prof-
its: about $250,000, “less all their
lawyers' fees, about $70,000 to
$75,000." Even when the novelist
wins, he loses.

The Kesey case became such a
cause célebre in the creative
community that many authors
began seriously reconsidering
their love-hate relationship (mostly
hate) with the movie studios. Erica
Jong, best-selling author of Fear of
Flying, became so highly incensed
over her business dealings with
Hollywood that she penned an
angry essay in the New York Times,

N
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proclaiming “the need in this coun-
try for a new body of law guaran-
teeing the artist’s right to protect the
quality of his creation and to profit
fairly from its success."

Jong spent a year—and
thousands of dollars in legal ex-
penses—in hassling out the film
treatment of Fear of Flying. She
objected to movie producer Julia
Phillips's choice of director: Phillips
herself. Also, the novelist allegedly
felt insulted because Phillips had
turned down Jong's screenplay of
her own novel as unsatisfactory.
The result: a "debilitating” and
costly legal battle for Jong. The
film's production was stalled,
though it now seems likely that
Columbia Pictures will eventually
film Isadora Wing's pursuit of “the
Zipless fuck." Today, Jong regrets
her involvement in the legal ma-
neuverings. “| wasted a great deal
of money on lawyers. | now think it
is more important to do new work
than to fight."

Even if Erica didn't emerge vic-
torious, she did achieve retribution
against her nemesis, producer
Julia Phillips, Insiders titter that the
loathsome woman film producer,
Britt Goldstein, in Jong's second
novel, How to Save Your Own Life,

AN

Phillips (left) and Jong.

is a devastating caricature of Phil-
lips. It's a case of the pen being
mightier than the lawsuit.
Twenty-nine-year-old novelist
Stephen King has little sympathy
for the likes of Kesey and Jong,
writers who feel they've been

Thomas Victor

Alex Gotfryd

King: "Read the contract.”

screwed over by the moviemakers.
“The only way to save yourselfis to
read the contract," King asserted
at his Bridgton, Me., home. King's
novel Carrie became a hugely suc-
cessful occult-horror film, directed
by Brian De Palma. King's sub-
sequent best-sellers, Salem’s Lot
and The Shining, have both been
sold to the movies, and the novelist
feels he's been able to obtain in-
creasingly favorable terms on the
sale of each successive novel. For
Carrie, his first movie sale, King
received "a small percentage of
the producer's profits,” plus some
front money; "l can't remember
exactly how much—maybe
$60,000 to $65,000. They got it
cheap." But the film's release did
boost paperback sales on Carrie to
more than 1.5 million copies, and
King does receive a royalty on
each copy sold. “If the accountants
atU.A, aren'tjacking off, I'll make a
few hundred thousand on my film
percentage,” King added, joking
about the often dubious account-
ings of movie distributors.

By the time Stephen King's third
book, The Shining, was sold to the
movies, the novelist had enough
reputation and leverage to demand
a major concession: that he write
the screenplay from his own book.
That's a rarity nowadays. “You get
the screenplay business if you
twist their arms,” King laughed. ‘As
to whether or not they'll use my
screenplay, | don't know. It de-
pends on their tastes, and God
knows what they are. One of the
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major characters in The Shining is
a five-year-old boy. When | first
went into a story conference for the
movie script, | was sure they'd
make me turn the five-year-old boy
into a sixteen-year-old girl so that
Linda Blair could play the part.
They didn't, though. Some of their
suggestions actually made sense.”

Still, Stephen King has gotten
burned by the movies in a totally
unexpected way. "After the movie
of Carrie came out, | kept getting
the same fallout from the movie
critics: ‘King's novel was a routine
potboiler, and De Palma has trans-
formed it.' Like he'd taken shit and
turned it into gold! De Palma is a
very talented and original man, but
the critics complimented the direc-
tor for things that really came
straight from the book. | felt as if the
critics had swerved across six
lanes of a highway, just to run me
down." King's experiences confirm
Ruth Gordon's theory: “The direc-
tor gets all the credit for whatever
the writer creates.”

Miss Gordon's assumption
doesn't bother Saul Bellow. He has
sold two novels, Henderson the
Rain King and The Adventures of
Augie March, to Hollywood
studios. Neither has been made
into a film yet, a fact that doesn't
dismay the author at all. “I'm de-
lighted to say I've received the
money for two pictures,” Bellow
says happily, “and the pictures
were never made. It's the perfect
situation."—Meridee Merzer

FILAS

RITES OF PASSAGE

the end of Martin Scor-

sese's New York, New
York, just after saxophonist Jimmy
Doyle has dropped backstage to
congratulate his wife, the wife he
walked out on long ago, on her
fabulous singing success at the
Starlight Room. As he leaves her
dressing room, he notices his son,
a young boy he may nol have seen
for years, among the crowd of
well-wishers. Jimmy stops by the
kid, asks for a kiss, tells him his
party-going clothes look awful,
gets the boy to admit he favors his
father more than his mother (be-
cause who wants to look like a
girl?) and then goes out—into the
warm New York City midnight rain,
a "studio” rain which is so expres-
sive of certain feelings in the Hol-
lywood musical.

Nothing much gets said in that
exchange between Jimmy Doyle
(Robert DeNiro) and his son, but it
seems important, the single time

we see them meet, if only
for the shock of its tender-
ness and understated affec-
tion. It is a lovely moment, full
of unspoken bittersweet re-
grets, in a movie that builds
toward bittersweel regrets
and that finds its deepest
feelings in the things
that people say with
difficulty or never
manage lo say at all.

Scorsese’'s New York,

New York is a special
kind of Hollywood musi-
cal. It's one that cher-

r "a} here is a little scene near

ishes its silences, and that offers,
instead of rousing choruses and
fine romance, studio rain on back-
lot city streets and an unreal, al-
most monochromatic austerity of
color.

Of course, New York, New York
has its traditional elements, and
among other things it is a nonstop
homage to them—to the big bands,
to the America of the 1940s and
1950s, to progressive jazz, to
Busby Berkeley, Astaire and Ro-
gers, Gene Kelly and Cyd Char-
risse, Judy Garland (unavoidably),
Peggy Lee, Groucho Marx (I think),
Harlem music, show-biz business,
the Rainbow Room, even to New

mostly muted, somber moods.
Some people have compared
New York, New York with the old
George Cukor version of A Star Is
Born, another serious show-biz
musical with lots of sad times
amidst the glorious songs. How-
ever, except for the fact that Liza
Minnelli looks and sings like her
mother, the two films have little
enough in common. New York,
New York is in fact a pair of per-
sonal success stories and, in the
middle, a romance and marriage
that can't stand the strain. Jimmy
doesn't sink as Francine rises. He
rises, too, less spectacularly but
perhaps more significantly, be-

New York, New York with Minnelli and DeNiro: somber moods.

York, New York, which is not as
central as the movie's title would
have you think. But the sense of
those elements is very strange,
and anyone expecting a nostalgia
trip will be—well, perhaps not dis-
appointed, but reeducated before
the movie has ended. Everything
looks different, feels different.
Starting with its “meet-cute” open-
ing on the evening of V-J Day,
when Jimmy picks up Francine
Evans (Liza Minnelli) with a jack-
in-the-box perseverance that re-
calls all the old Fred Astaire audac-
ity and absolutely none of the Fred
Astaire charm, the film keeps turn-
ing the musical-comedy conven-
tions darker—not debunking them,
but depressing them to match its

cause he represents a new kind of
music; and he never looses his
disdain, born of resentment, for the
sort of thing she does as a big
superstar singer.

Covering a period of about ten
years, the film goes from the end of
a war through the end of the big-
band era to the end of an affair
between two people who never
stop working. There have been lots
of career musicals, but nothing
quite like New York, New York.
Maybe the difference with this one
is that Martin Scorsese under-
stands the obsessive power of ca-
reers.

I'dfault New York, New York less
for its glumness than for the prob-
lem it has in dramatizing Jimmy

Carrie: King's or De Palma's?




Doyle as anything better than an
inventive egomaniac and bad
news for Francine—right up to her
decision not to return to him, which
ends the movie. DeNiro doesn't
play his own saxophone (Georgie
Auld does, and very handsomely
to my ears), and you hear it only in
bits and pieces. So there is nothing
on his side to match the over-
whelming and self-justifying pres-
ence Liza Minnelli creates every
time she starts to sing. The songs,
the new ones for the movie, like
“The World Goes Round" and
"New York, New York" by John
Kander and Fred Ebb, are at least
good enough 1o support the pre-
sentation of a superb (and super-
bly directed) personality who does,
as she should, occasionally walk
away with the film. That leaves
DeNiro to act the heavy and re-
peatedly to bring things down—in
drunk scenes, with temper tan-
trums—as if his major purpose in
the film were to stand in the way of
Liza Minnelli's singing career and
baby and happy home life. | don't
think that's what the movie wants
him mainly to be about, but it never
does adjust the disproportion that
runs from beginning to end.

However, other things in New
York, New York are so well under-
stood and subtly realized—ifrom
the decors, hotel ballrooms, dance
halls, and nightclub facades down
to the fades and dissolves that
connect the scenes—as to consti-
tute on their own a kind of support-
ing poetics of the movie musical. In
some respects this film is less
cohesively “musical” than other
Scorsese films, such as Mean
Streets, Alice Doesn't Live Here
Anymore, or Taxi Driver. Its logic is
narrative—with music added—like
a few of the 1950s musicals it most
resembles. That logic allows cer-
tain high points, like Jimmy's
late—too late—encounter with his
son, to be quiet and deeply inward,
and thus central to the kind of in-
tellectual drama (with lots of songs
and a couple of dances) that Scor-
sese has had in mind.

| don't know whether Lamont
Johnson will ever make a great
movie. His last one, Lipstick, didn't
offer much encouragement. But he

has made some excellent minor
films, and a while back, with The
Last American Hero (1973), he
seemed on the way to something
major. One on One, about a kid
who gets a college basketball
scholarship and then leamns how to
give it up, puts him right back with
what he does best as a film direc-
tor. Most of the Johnson movies
have to do with coming of age, with
relations between a young man
and his father (or somebody in au-
thority who stands in for a father).
In this case the stand-in is a head
coach (G.D. Spradlin), a calculat-
ing tyrant who is not without some
justification of his own.

this lackluster filmgoing year.

‘You might see One on One as a
reverse Rocky. (It's really a reverse
The Last American Hero, but who
remembers thatfilm?) Itis almost as
simple and almost as wish-fulfilling,
but there is a wiser understanding
that in the long run public acclaim
and private virtue don't really have
very much in common. Virtue has a
lot to do with Lamont Johnson's vi-
sual style, as well as with his
themes, and the good looks and as-
sured pacing of One on One (pho-
tographed on the campus of Col-
orado State) seem to me as much a
filmmaker's credo as a demonstra-
tion of technical expertise.

Lamont Johnson's One on One: public acclaim, private virtue.

Bobby Benson, who plays the
kid, also cowrote the screenplay
with his own father, Jerry Segal.
His role combines a blundering,
semiarticulate naiveté with an
equal quantity of shrewdness, de-
termination, and an ability to speak
cuttingly just exactly when he has
to. His meétier is basketball (ex-
cept that he's too short and rather
tooflashy), but he has a secondary
talent for telling people off that car-
ries him through the movie and
sometimes seems too satisfying to
be true. Sometimes it makes him
just satisfying enough, however,
and the subtleties that Bobby
Benson brings to his performance
(and, | guess, his screenwriting)
rank among the real pleasures of

Annette O'Toole plays the boy's
tutor, a college senior older than
he, whom he first unsettles with a
handy quotation from Moby Dick
and then seduces with appealing
efficiency until they fall in love and
she replaces basketball as the
meaning of his life. She is a breath-
takingly beautiful redhead. After
seeing her in three movies—this
one, Michael Ritchie's charming
Smile, and an overwrought TV film
called The War between the
Tates—I'd put her among the most
accomplished, sensitive, and per-
haps most intelligent of the fine,
younger actresses for whom the
motion picture industry simply
must continue supplying substan-
tial roles.—ARoger Greenspun.

WORDS
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PLUTONIUM PROSE

4 en built fallout shelters
A\‘ and knew what Chubby
Checker knew: Twist,

for tomorrow the world and all its
bongos will be a burnt Armaged-
don. Cold War tales of doom, such
as Alas, Babylon and Fail-Safe,
enchanted an America that paused
between passages to sniff through
the window for radioactive dust. ("It
will smell like a thousand cheap
stogies in the air," John Foster Dul-
les had warned the American pub-
lic.) Then the fear, like the Twist,
ebbed. Fallout shelters fell to em-
barrassment, and people stood in
line to laugh in the dark at Dr.
Strangelove.

One no longer lived in dread of
waking to find the awful stogie mist
creeping across the lawn like hoar-
frost but instead subscribed to
conspiracy theories. Lyndon John-
son's first presidential act was to
buy a bulletproof limousine. Soon
the common tongue had a new
word, a word previously found only
in scientific literature: paranoid. In
the mid-sixties, it was a reefer
word; then it spread. Soon every-
one in America had been told by a
friend or lover, in pique or whimsy:
“You're paranoid.”

Then came Richard Nixon. His
limousine was reinforced with two
tons of armor plate, "If all four tires
were shot out,” we were told by the
Times (it, foo, now paranoid, in a
tweedy way), “the car could travel
at 50 mph on inner, rubber-edged
steel discs.” Then came Reverend
Moon, preaching a salvation be-
yond Stri-Dex, and, in his wake,
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men in dark suits who called them-
selves de-programmers. There
were hijackers ready to carry you
off to the neares! banana republic.
There were heiress guerrillas and
their boyfriends, with names like
Wambo Duiji, eager to pounce on
you as you waited in line to cash
some measly check. There was
even Legionnaire's disease, pullu-
lating like medieval miasma
through the ducts and faucets of
your motel room.

When James Earl Ray escaped
from Brushy Mountain State Prison
this past June, everyone in Ameri-
ca was convinced he would never
be found. The helicopters of con-
spiracy had swallowed him, carried
him to that place where Jack Ruby
tends bar. Disappointment: Ray
was in handcuffs less than three
days later. No matter: conspiracy
always works in strange ways.

Chubby Checker isn't here now
(he was last seen doing the Fred-
die, near Cleveland), nor are the
fallout shelters, but the literature of
paranoia is today in its golden age.

One of the best books of the lot is
Joe DiMona's The Benedict Ar-
nold Connection (Wiliam Mor-
row, $8.95). Here are stolen nu-
clear bombs, a paramilitary gang
called The Deep Men, and the se-
crets of Benedict Amold's treason.
| will not reveal the outcome, ex-
cept o say that Ocean City, N.J.,
will never be the same. DiMonais a
good writer who filigrees his story
with convincing detail and lavish
imagination. Near the book's cli-
max there is a pause as a charac-
ter is visited at the moment of death
by a vision of Enrico Fermi,
dressedto kill and singing "You Are
My Sunshine." Stray nuclear
bombs are also the concern of
Mark Washburn's The Armaged-
don Game (Putnam, $8.95), the
tale of a former chemistry profes-
sor hired by persons unspecified to
build a two-kiloton bomb. The pro-
fessor suspects the Mafia wants
the bomb, but he's wrong. What's
more, there is an explosion.
Washburn's book is not so imagi-
native as The Benedict Arnold
Connection, nor is it so well written,
but it is full of bomb lore, just in
case you're interested in making
one of your own. (Let's see some
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heiress guerrilla try to fuck with you
then.) And The Dragon (Harcourt
Brace Jovanovich, $10) is plu-
tonium prose at its best and its
worst. Alfred Coppel, a retired
fighter pilot, has come up with a
tale about a secret Chinese weap-
on in which every turn of plot is
consummate but in which too
many characters are merely
stylized cartoons. (Several pages
into the book, one encounters The
Dragon's first “flaming nympho-
maniac.”) Happy ending.
Devotees of military paranocia
will find much in Charles McCarry's
The Secret Lovers (Dutton,
$8.95). The action occurs at the
height of the Cold War, and the
characters include an under-
ground Russian novelist and an
aging American intelligence agent

who has a homosexual crush on
him. Owen Sela's An Exchange of
Eagles (Pantheon, $8.95) con-
cerns a World War |l plot to assas-
sinate both Hitler and Roosevelt.
It's anice idea and Sela writes well,
but there are a few glaring inaccu-
racies that harm credibility—the
description of J. Edgar Hoover's
appearance, for example. James
Mitchell's Smear Job (Putnam,
$7.95), the tale of a very special
first edition of Das Kapital, stars an
ex-agent and a cowardly thief who
farts at every sign of danger. And
let's not forget the sexy junkie,
Trudi von Nichts.

Warren Kiefer's The Kidnap-
pers (Harper & Row, $8.95) is a
soap opera about terrorists in
Argentina. These terrorists are
quite bland, and they speak, all of

Collage by Ben Venezia

them, in a sort of burlesque of
Hemingway. Robert Byrmne's The
Tunnel (Harcourt Brace Jovano-
vich, $8.95) is about the conflict
between an engineer trying to build
a tunnel beneath the English
Channel and the IRA terrorists who
want to blow it up. By page twenty-
five the outcome is clear. Richard
Himmel's The Twenty-third Web
(Random House, $8.95) tells of an
anti-Israel blackmail scheme di-
rected by terrorists against mem-
bers of Chicago's high society.
Chicagoans tell me that millionaire
Himmel's book is a roman & clef
and has created quite a con-
troversy on its home turf. If this is
true, I'd rather not meet those real-
life characters who produce such
utterances as “Your chutzpah is
becoming bionic” and "She was a
beautiful kid . . . until you fucked
her up with your hippie ideas.” Mr.
Himmel also employs strange
shorteuts in his characterization,
for example, "Irving Feldman was
a character from a Saul Bellow
novel." If you know what's good for
you, Irving, you'll get back where
you belong.

Three novels of corporate-
business paranoia deliver cheap,
old-fashioned fun. In James
Brady's Paris One (Delacorte,
$8.95), there is a plot to destroy all
the fragrant-flower fields of
Grasse, in southeastern France,
and overwhelm the Iinternational
perfume market with synthetic fra-
grances. Russell Rhodes's The
Styx Complex (Dodd, Mead,
$8.95) concerns the scheme of an
evil cosmetics-empire matriarch to
dominate the world. She slinks
about, implanting control-beads in
people’s heads; a flick of the re-
mote-control switch and, guk!
cerebral hemorrhage. A willing
suspension of intelligence is not so
integral to the enjoyment of Robert
L. Duncan’s Temple Dogs (Mor-
row, $8.95), the most exciting and
the most credible of the corpo-
rate-paranoia books. Will the inter-
national corporate-corruption plan
succeed? Will Duncan ever intro-
duce a character who doesn't
order up “Bourbon neat"?

Franz Kafka would have been
proud of these writers, and Chubby
Checker, too.—Nick Tosches
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SOUNDS

THE COURSES OF JAZZ
4 l‘ hat was just overwhelm-
ing," said an exhausted
Dexter Gordon as he
put his shiny tenor saxophone to
rest in its case and mopped his
forehead with a handkerchief. Out-
side the tiny kitchen where he was
recuperating from a night's work,
the club was still packed with fans;
and even though itwas 3:00 a.m.,
they were still cheering, shouting,
stomping, and beating on tables
with their fists. Gordon, a master of
modern jazz who played with Louis
Armstrong, Charlie Parker, and
other immortals before he moved to
Europe in 1962, was performing in
New York City for the first time in five
years, and every one of his appear-
ances had drawn a huge turnout.

“What can | say?"” he asked as
the crowd noise outside slowly
subsided. "l know there's been a
renaissance of interest in jazz dur-
ing the last few years. I've noticed
thatin Europe there are a lot of new
young fans. But | sure wasn't pre-
pared for this."

The president of Columbia Rec-
ords, a bearded, avuncular jazz fan
named Bruce Lundvall, was in the
audience the night of Gordon's first
performance, and within a month
the saxophonist was back in the
city recording a live album for the
company. Every newspaper in
Manhattan, from the Times to the
Voice, had done a spread on him,
and his performances were still
sold-out affairs. But the people at
Columbia were not recording him
for a specialized New York market.

They were planning to sell Dexter
Gordon albums to college students
and other young jazz listeners all
over America, and there was every
indication that they would succeed.

Five years ago jazz was at one
of the lowest ebbs in its history; a
jazz record that sold 10,000 copies
was a big hit. Now sales in the hun-
dreds of thousands are not un-
common, and one recent jazz al-
bum, guitarist George Benson's
Breezin', is approaching total sales
of 2 million copies.

The popularity of jazz is sky-
rocketing, and nobody is predicting
how high it will fly before it peaks.
The lion's share of the album sales
and concert receipts is going to
plugged-in jazz-rockers, who have
been developing a massive follow-
ing since the early 1970s, and to
jazzmen like Benson, who allow
themselves to be packaged like
pop musicians, with fashionably
chunky disco rhythm sections and
glossy string and horn arrange-
ments.

But musicians who prefer to play
unreconstructed acoustic jazz are
also doing well. There is the case
of Dexter Gordon, and there is
McCoy Tyner, a brilliant and un-
compromising pianist who won a
loyal audience during his years
with the John Coltrane group and
who was selling a healthy 15,000
copies per album as far back as
1972. When Tyner's Fly with The
Wind album was released, midway
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Benson: replacing the small-combo sound of yesteryear.

through 1976, it sold 50,000 copies
during its first month in the stores.
Tyner's booking agent is Jack
Whittemore, a white-haired vet-
eran of the jazz business. When
visitors to his Park Avenue apart-
ment ask him if business is picking
up, Whittemore takes a photo-
graph of young Louis Armstrong
down from his wall and points out a
receipt that has been mounted in
the frame. "I booked Louis into
Roseland in 1936," he says. “Feb-
ruary 12, to be exact. He had a
fourteen-man band, and they were
paid a total of $150. So business is
definitely picking up.”
Whittemore chuckles. “Seri-
ously,” he continues, “business is
much better than it was for a while.
My dollar revenues have just about
doubled over the past couple of
years. My musicians want to do
more and more college con-
certs—it's a more comfortable life
than playing clubs—and they're
getting more college concerts.”
Back in the early 1960s, pianist
Dave Brubeck and his quartet
traveled from college to tiny col-
lege, traversing every state and
methodically building a grass-roots
following. Their album titles—Jazz
Goes to College, Jazz Goes fto
Junior College—perpetuated the
idea that jazz was for the sophisti-
cated college student, the one with
the crew cut and the books by
Sarfre. Now, with folk music and
hard rock losing their grip, jazz is
returning to the campuses in a big
way—big enough for college enter-
tainment commitiees to pay the

kind of tfees Jack Whittemore's art-
ists command. In part, the new
fans are former rock listeners who
developed tastes for jazz-rock and
then for plain jazz, but many of
them are jazz players themselves.
In fact, there are enough high-
school and college jazz musicians
in the United States right now to
turn a cult album into a million
seller—950,000 of them, accord-
ing to the National Association of
Jazz Educators.

When college jazz musicians
and adult pop fans like the same
artist, his record sales can be as-
tronomical. Guitarist George Ben-
son appeals to both groups. Heisa
magnificent musician, required lis-
tening for any guitar student, but
his albums are melodious, heavily
arranged affairs that also appeal to
middle-of-the-road tastes. In fact,
hard-core jazz listeners would pre-
fer to call music like Benson's pop
jazz, fusion music, or, less charita-
bly, a sellout.

"Of course, | still love to play
regular jazz music,” says Benson,
whose sudden success, after
years of dues paying, has brought
him a plush new house in suburban
New Jersey, His-and-Hers Merce-
des-Benzes, and a grueling con-
cert schedule. “| feel good when
I'm playing jazz, and | feel good
after I've played it. | just wish there
was an audience for it. There are a
lot of people who love it, but they
won't come out and patronize it. So
it's not feasible for me to play that
music."

What Benson does play is a

Gordon: younger fans.
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heavily hybridized form of jazz.
Electronic keyboards, bass gui-
tars, and lush string and brass ar-
rangements have replaced the
acoustic piano, string bass, and
streamlined small-combo sound of
yesteryear. Instead of swinging,
the music thumps to soul and disco
rhythms. It would be pure pop but
for the fact that the slick production
and glossy arrangements frame
improvised jazz solos rather than
pop singing (though Benson does
sing on more and more of the tunes
he records). Other jazz-rock musi-
cians and groups that were once
entirely instrumental—Return to
Forever, for example, and the ris-
ing young saxophone star Ronnie
Laws—are turning to vocals as a
means of expanding their audience.
And as they do so, their music be-
comes almost indistinguishable
from pop or progressive rock.

Yet, ironically enough, suc-
cesses like Benson's seem to be
paving the way for musicians who
are not so willing to make commer-
cial compromises. “Fusion music
like Benson's is definitely contribut-
ing to jazz sales,” says Ira Sabin,
who owns Sabin’'s Discount Rec-
ords in Washington, D.C., and
keeps abreast of jazz record sales
and radio programming through a
national newsletter he edits and
publishes, Radio Free Jazz.
“When George Benson hits the top
of the charts, we call it a crossover
phenomenon; the artist has
crossed over from jazz to pop in
terms of sales. But then the entire
Benson catalogue, including the
earlier albums of straight-ahead
jazz, starts selling. People start
buying records by other jazz
guitarists. They become interested
in an artist and want to investigate
his roots, and their tastes develop
from there."

Sabin mails Radio Free Jazz to
3,500 radio stations. “There are
only four full-time jazz stations in
the U.S. right now," he says, “but
most of the college stations and
many of the Public Broadcasting
Service stations program jazz.
More commercial stations are pro-
gramming it all the time, but there's
no question about it—the broad-
cast leader in jazz is college radio.
Probably 40 percent of the jazz on

the air is played by college sta-
tions. That's straight-ahead and
avant-garde jazz I'm talking about,
not pop jazz or jazz-rock.”

The straight-ahead jazz of pre-
vious decades is becoming avail-
able again, after years of neglect
from record companies who kept it
embalmed in their vaults.

Arista, a relatively young com-
pany directed by former Columbia
Records President Clive Davis, is
rumored to have spent several mil-
lion dollars for rights to the cata-
logue of Savoy, an independent
label that recorded Charlie Parker
and other important jazzmen for
three decades.

“One of the first things Arista did
to give themselves a solid, really
exceptional catalogue of American
music was to buy Savoy,” says
Martin Williams, the director of the
Smithsonian Institution’s jazz pro-
gram. “That says a lot for the im-
portance of jazz musicin this coun-
try today.” Williams, a respected
jazz writer and editor whose work
at the Smithsonian includes the
presentation of concerts and the
preservation of oral histories relat-
ing to the music, is in an enviable
position as far as reissuing classic
jazz recordings is concerned. With
the help of the Smithsonian's cul-
tural clout, he has been able, for

the first time in jazz history, to talk
every major record company into
letting him reissue its classic re-
cordings. The initial result, The
Smithsonian Collection of Classic
Jazz , is a six-record boxed set that
covers fifty years of music, from
Jelly Roll Morton to John Coltrane,
and sets a definitive standard for
future jazz reissues.

Classic and straight-ahead jazz
are not the only varieties finding
widespread acceptance in the col-
leges. Jazz avant-gardists, whose
explorations of untried avenues of
expression are sometimes met
with incomprehension or hostility
by older fans, have also been look-
ing to educational institutions for
support. The contemporary jazz-
man is often university-educated
or conservatory-trained, and many
of the leading lights of the avant-
garde are now firmly ensconced as
tenured college professors. Others
migrate from campus to campus as
peripatetic artists-in-residence.

Avant-garde jazz differs signifi-
cantly from jazz of both the
straight-ahead and pop-hybrid va-
rieties. The musicians play regular
acoustic instruments, but they get
an unprecedented range of sounds
out of them. They tend to improvise
collectively rather than soloing one
at a time. They are able to make
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their music flow without stating a
regular beat and to play coherent
melodies without relying on tradi-
tional chord progressions. At first
hearing, their music may sound
like a furious cacophony or a care-
fully structured postserialist com-
position by Stockhausen.

Each new generation of jazzmen
seems to produce a singularly im-
portant figure who is both re-
spected among musicians and ap-
preciated by the jazz public. During
the 1960s that figure was John
Coltrane. So far, the prime candi-
date for avant-garde lionization in
the 1970s is a thirty-two-year-old
saxophonist named Anthony
Braxton. Braxton is one of the few
young avant-gardists with a major-
label recording contract. But al-
though the wide-ranging curiosity
and clarity of his musical thought
would be exceptional in any con-
text, he expresses puzzlement at
his elevation from the ranks. “| just
interpretit as a response by people
who are looking for something else
besides the standard thing," he
says. "All | ever ask is that people
listen to the music, and | don't ex-
pect everybody to like it. If | had
wanted to move along more com-
mercial lines, | would have chosen
another type of music. How popu-
lar am 1?7 Well, | have records out,
and | have slowly been working
more. | worked enough last year to
pay my rent—for the first time in my
whole life—and that indicates to
me that something is changing.”

Something is changing. In the
past many first-rate jazzmen died
from drugs, drink, and sheer ne-
glect, and many more had to settle
in Europe in order to make a living
from their music. Playing jazz still
isn't a white-collar career. One
suspects that most of today's col-
lege jazz musicians will be selling
insurance or teaching in a few
years' time. But with Anthony Brax-
ton back from a long European
exile, Jack Whittemore's main-
stream jazzmen working regularly,
Dexter Gordon recording for Co-
lumbia, and George Benson well
on his way to being a millionaire,
the fortunes of jazz are definitely
on the upswing—and the college
campuses are providing the
push.—Robert Palmer O+
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Anthony Braxton: a jazz avant-gardist who works.
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A FINAL,
UNPRECEDENTED,
POSITIVELY LAST LOOK AT
JIMMY THE GREEK

BY JOE FLAHERTY

t is fitting, since we are to deal with a Greek, that we should concern ourselves with an
I odyssey. Not the traditional geographic variety, though there is much of that. The

passage that fascinates is more interior and peculiarly American. It is recurrent in our
society: the tale of how an "outsider,” the man who operates on the fringe (if his modus
operandi flirts with the nefarious, so much the better) with a flair for self-promotion abetted by
the Spanish fly of the media, lands in the public eye—not as an irritant but as the proverbial
apple.

Our Greek is one Demetrius G. Synodinas, better known to devotees of the point spread as
Jimmy “The Greek" Snyder. He also has been labeled a "K.G." (*known gambler,” in police
vernacular), a public-relations man, a self-proclaimed “sports analyst,” and the oddsmaker
of the country (or to the world, depending on the expansion of his mood).

His claim to being the global guru of equations is not entirely spurious, since he has made
“lines" on every contest conceived by man, sporting or political. For instance, putting
numbers on Caryl Chessman's chances of beating the gas chamber and on Nixon's staying
in the Oval Office.

And contrary to popular opinion, the worst number he ever put out was not Baltimore by
seventeen and one-half over the Jets in Super Bowl IIl, but Utah by four over Utah State in
1963. This spread was given during a casual, friendly phone conversation to a friend, a Salt
Lake City mortgage banker named Jimmy Dunn, who liked to play.

Bobby Kennedy's Justice Department was looking into ties in Vegas between Jimmy
Hoffa's Teamnsters and the Mafia when the officials stumbled upon this innocuous informa-
tion, and the Greek was convicted of interstate transportation of bets and wagering informa-
tion, conspiracy, and violation of the Federal Communications Act. He was sentenced to five
years' probation and fined $10,000. In short, the Feds hung a number on the Greek.

This came as a shock to Jimmy, since he grew up in fabled Steubenville, Ohio, where, in
Jimmy's words, “Christ, | was twenty-five before | knew gambling was illegal.” Indeed, if
Snyder's account of Steubenville is to be believed, toddlers there learned their math from the
racing form and carried on show-and-tell in cathouses.

So the question that should interest us is how such a beginning could prepare a man to be
aweekly oracle on the nation's largest network, CBS (on the Sabbath, no less!); place him as






political confidant to the unyielding Mor-
mon muckraker, Jack Anderson; make him
listened to by most of the major politicians
in the country; and have him be looked on
with favor by Nixon and Ford (the latter
gave Snyder a Christmas pardon in 1974
after Nixon's premature evacuation pre-
vented the former president from doing
s0).

One can't take this transformation from
rogue to respectability too cavalierly, and
Snyder's genius should be applauded. For
it was he, decades ago, before anyone
else had an inkling, who guessed at it. With
Zeusian insight, he surmised that when
men in padded vestments formed a circle,
dropped on bended knees, and muttered
mumbo-jumbo indecipherable to a
layman's ear, it was more than a mere
game. It was goddamn religion!

But the Greek didn't hit on the notion of
football right away. It was a winnowing pro-
cess, one of trying many games of chance
until he found one that would give him the
“edge.” Always, the making of money was
the muse that moved him.

Garnering spare parts from a junkyard,
he built a bicycle that he would rent out to
neighborhood kids on a per-ride basis,
making him a latter-day Tom Sawyer or an
adolescent Greek precursor of Hertz. He
also ran bets for the local Steubenville
book, booking those he deemed bum touts
himself, and thus accruing his first bankroll.

He then made successful wagers on his
own and set up such enterprising deals as
demanding a percentage of the action he
brought in ("l was always a whiz at math,”
he now says), instead of accepting tips for
his runner’s chores. As a result, he caught
the critical eye of his elders. One can only
assume that this pint-sized manipulator
was viewed in Steubenville in much the
same way that the French Academy looked
at the early Impressionists in Paris. Mon
Dieu! What the fuck is he up to?

But true to his blood, this Greek would
suffer a ghastly tragedy early in life. In-
deed, as we will learn, for all the glittering
coin he has collected, there has been a
constant dark side. It might be said that the
Greek has lost many of the bets that matter.

His first such loss was his mother, Sul-
tania, who was then twenty-nine. She had
given refuge to her younger sister, Theano
(twenty-six) in her house after the breakup
of the latter's marriage. Theano had left her
husband three weeks earlier. He was a
much-decorated war hero, but the price
that he paid for his chestful of medals was a
shattered nervous system, and he was
prone to violent outbreaks.

It was a March evening, and little "De-
metrius” was playing ball with a friend out-
side his father's store. His mother and aunt
were going home and wanted Jimmy to join
them. The boy asked if he could wait for his
father, and his mother answered, "Well, why
not?"

His uncle, who was waiting for his wife at
Jimmy's home, shot the two women dead
and then killed himself. Now, when Jimmy
recounts the grisly tale, he says, “Christ, |
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can still hear her words—'Well, why not?'
He would have shot me surer than hell ex-
cept for 'Well, why not?"

One wonders how such impermanen-
cy—here today, gone tomorrow—could
have influenced the choosing of a gam-
bler’s life.

And, as happens in most cases where a
parent dies while a child is young, a child-
hood dies, too. Jimmy rushed toward man-
hood or, to be more precise, to those initia-
tions that are supposed to usher in man-
hood. He lost his cherry when he was
twelve—a fact perhaps bespeaking sexual
dormancy by today's standards, but pretty
impressive in 1932. And by the time he
started high school, he was a dealer al a
place called the Half Moon.

The Half Moon gig was only a stepping-
stone in the Greek's odyssey. He had quit
high school and made his first big bet—
$700, his entire bankroll—on a filly named
Merrie Lassie at Saratoga. The filly faded in
the stretch, and the Greek seemed to be

@

Jimmy's makeup is that
of the compulsive. He is a man
who has an itchy ass
and can't relax.

®

destined for a tough time with the distaff
side of life.

Then, following an argument with the
owner of the Half Moon, he quitin a huff. He
walked out with a noisy pocket; that is, lots
of change was rattling around. By fitting the
contents to the action, he played the slots
in a club in downtown Steubenville and hit
for ten dollars, which he promptly placed
with a policymaker on 807, a number he
had been following.

The next day the jobless Greek collected
$6,000 when 807 was the final number in
the stock-exchange volume. The Greek bid
adieu to the Half Moon and chased the
moon over Miami—or that part of it, any-
way, that sets on Tropical Park.

His sojourn in Miami didn't prove memo-
rable—he had a mediocre meet, and his
bankroll was diminished, though not de-
pleted. But he still had an egg of about
$3,500 when he returned to Steubenville.

The tropical sun had, however, nurtured
a bloom in Jimmy's mind (or the “Greek
calculator,” as he calls it). At the age of
nineteen, he realized, he was spreading
himself too thin,

"| decided | had to hit on something that
gave me the edge," he said. "A betting

proposition where | could match my infor-
mation and knowledge against the other
guy's. And | decided that was team sports,
especially football.

“Everybody had access to information
on championship fights; every paper in the
country was full of them. But football was
something else again. Don't forget we're
talking about the days of primitive com-
munication."

What Jimmy conceived was genius in its
simplicity, the hula hoop of action. He went
to the Penn Station in Steubenville, where
trains came in from all parts of the country,
and asked the porters on the incoming
trains to pick up every newspaper that they
could lay their hands on, promising a tip of
fifty cents or a buck a paper.

According to the Greek, these papers
from St. Louis, New York, Nashville, Atlanta,
Chicago, Washington, and Pittsburgh were
loaded with information on teams compiled
by what he calls “solid writers.” The edge
he found was that he would have more
information than anyone else before the
season started, and it would take the han-
dicappers several weeks to adjust the line,
shading down false favorites and upgrad-
ing dark-horse clubs. Thus the Greek was
able to strike when the iron was cold.

Besides the ample reading room he ac-
quired at the Steubenville railroad station,
the Greek had an extra edge going for him
back in his hometown. He had part interest
in a strip-mining company, and many of the
college players from that vicinity of the
Ohio Valley worked there during summer
vacations. So the Greek had an early line
on physical injuries and emotional prob-
lems.

Snyder's interest in the strip-mining op-
eration offered another bonus. Many of the
kids looked on him as a surrogate father;
and when it came time for them to choose a
college, they sought out Jimmy's platonic
advice. So when college recruiters, usually
assistant coaches, came into the Ohio Val-
ley looking for beef on the hoof, they had to
parley with the Greek. Consequently, he
built up friendships with the likes of Herman
Hickman of Yale, Bobby Dodd of Georgia
Tech, Ray Graves of Tennessee (now ath-
letic director at Florida), Bear Bryant of
‘Bama, Bud Wilkinson of Oklahoma, and
many more. Snyder says that none of these
men knew he was into action and that,
when he socialized with them, no gamblers
were present.

But the enterprising Greek had an ear for
idle gossip. Many tidbits he picked up dur-
ing these "social® evenings were
transformed into the "edge.” But it must be
said that the coaches never felt used or
abused, since most of them have remained
warm, lifetime friends. And considering
that he once lost a quarter of a million on
one game (Jesus, he could have bailed out
Biafra!), the gleaned info wasn't a lock.

What makes the Greek unique among
the gamblers whom | have encountered is
that he is equally willing to tell you about his
legendary flops and his legendary scores.
Of course, this candor is muted by the fact
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that, along with Muhammad Ali (whom he
considers a genius in the self-promotion
field), ther Greek has an unprecedented
nose for public relations.

So, picking the Colts over the Jets and
the Vikes over K.C. by huge spreads in the
Super Bowl perversely accrued him more
ink than if the favorites had won, and he
was just banded together with the rest of
the pundits. Think of it: would a man lose or
gain cachet if he announced at a bar that
he had struck out the night before with
Sophia Loren because he was too drunk (o
get it up?

But if his boners were spectacular, some
of his moves during the high-rolling days
not only were brilliantly arrived at but also
smacked of the dash we like to associate
with gamblers. During the war years, at
sensational odds, he bet Great Lakes, the
naval school, over a Notre Dame team that
had five All-Americans. Because of the war,
Great Lakes had a host of solid players and
the great Paul Brown as coach.

Jimmy's betting coup made Winchell's
column (his score was ballooned) and
made him an instant celebrity, starting a
lifelong relationship with the IRS, which till
this day tracks the Greek's progress more
avidly than does any pigskin junkie.

His biggest political payoff came about
during the Truman-Dewey presidential
race. One night, when the Greek was dres-
sing in front of a mirror in his home, he
casually remarked that he was thinking of
growing a mustache. His older sister Mary
told him not to do it, because “girls don't
like mustaches.”

The Greek let the remark slide till he kept
seeing the picture of the favorite, Dewey,
appear in papers with that pathetic an-
chovy swimming above his upper lip. "The
calculator” figured that 52 percent of the
registered voters were women, and a
goodly portion of them influenced their
spouses on civic matters. He then hired
three women to stand outside the local A&P
to poll 500 women to see whether they liked
hair on the species that likes to bite them.

The results showed 122 were positive, 31
said that they didn't care, so long as it was
on a man; and 347 said that Miss Otis re-
grets. He then canvassed some key
precincts in Ohio and found that they were
either even or leaning toward Truman.

Jimmy bet $10,000 on Truman at seven-
teen to one, and in the wee morning hours
the haberdasher sneaked by the man on
the wedding cake by the lack of a whisker,
enriching a tonsorial tout from Steubenville
by $170,000.

Lest this tale seduce some honest
burgher to chuck the rigors of nine to five to
follow the sportin' life, let it be recorded that
many times the Greek has been as flat as a
transvestite at bedtime. Thanks to his own
resiliency and loyal friends, he has resur-
faced time and again. By his own account,
his gambling and absence from home may
have contributed to the breakup of his first
marriage.

He got a divorce and obtained custody

of their daughter, Vicki. He also sold his
CONTINUED ON PAGE 139
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“Why Mr. Turnbull, if it's really your last one I'd be honored.”
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PETOF THE YEAR RUNNER-L

The eyes of Texas feasting upon gorgeous, San Antonio-born
Bonnie Dee are not alone in their appreciation. Penthouse
readers throughout the world voted our Texas temptress
Runner-Up in the Pet of the Year Play-Offs in the closest race
ever. "l love turning men on. That's what | was born to do, and
that's what | most enjoy doing," says Bonnie, who, being a very
well endowed 37-23-36, is eliciting universal admiration.
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Bonnie's copper-colored body loves the sun by day
and candlelight by night. “I'm a realist but also a roman-
tic. | like to linger over my dinner, to draw out the
pleasure, to savor every moment | share with a special
man. | love to be courted. | guess that makes me an
old-fashioned girl. Being liberated in the modern sense
doesn't appeal to me," she says. “l think liberation
means that you're true to yourself and your needs, and
nol to somebody else's idea of how women are sup-
posedtoact. Ifitfeels good, | do it. If it feels very good, |
doit a lot. The body never lies. My body is my Bible!

@ Beautiful sex reaches down to touch the soul. You have to be willing to take risks.®




"I want to be all things to all men,"” says Bonnie in her winning way. “| aim to
please. | love to respond to my man's fantasies, doing special things to
enhance his excitement. There's more than a touch of the exhibitionist in
me."” Bonnie, who first graced our pages in the November 1975 Penthouse,
has more than her share of the famous Texan charm and hospitality. “Rela-
tionships are terribly important to me. They're the ultimate sharing between
two people. I'm a voracious lover. It's my nature to reach out and give that
extra little bit. When I'm in love, there are no rules, no boundaries, only the
desire to please my man. When | love, it's incredibly intense, and there's no
in between. If my man asks me for the moon or more, I'll get it.”




e /f it feels

good, | do it.

If it feels

very good,

| do it a lot.

The body never
lies.®







These pictures were shot at the California Club, a “little
incubator” where Pets are sent from time to time to
bronze under the Miami Sun. Bonnie spent five weeks
there, deepening her tan and having the time of her life.
“The club is a litlle piece of heaven," says our tawny
Pet, the sun gilding the heavenly curls of her hair.
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"I favor older men, because they really know how to
treat a woman. And | think that Latins do make the best
lovers. But what's important is a man's sensitivity, not
the way he looks. Beautiful love touches the soul. You
have to be willing to take risks," says our stunning Pet.
Hailing from the Lone Star State, Bonnie is every inch a
star. One thing is certain—she'll never be lonely long.
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The continued
adventures of David Kepesh, wherein our
hero mismanages a
semi-sado Swedish ménage a trois.

BY PHILIP ROTH

| arrive in London to begin my fellowship year in litera-
lure after six days on a ship, a train ride up from South-
ampton, and a long underground ride out to a district
called Tooting Bec. Here, on an endless street of mock
Tudor houses, and not in Bloomsbury, as | had reques-
ted, the King's College accommodations office has
arranged lodgings for me in a private home. After | am
shown to my grim little attic room by the retired army
caplain and his wife whose tidy, airless house this
is—and with whom, | learn, | will be taking my evening
meals—I| look at the iron bedstead on which | am to
spend the next 300 nights or so and in an instant am
bereft of the high spirits with which | had crossed the
Atlantic, the pure joy with which | had fled from all the
constraining rituals of undergraduate life and from the
wearisome concern of the mother and father who |
believe have ceased to nourish me. But Tooting Bec?
This tiny room? My meals across from the captain's
hair-line mustache? And for what, to study Arthurian
legends and |celandic sagas? Why all this punishment
just for being smart?

My misery is raw and colossal. In my wallet is the
phone number of a teacher of paleography at the col-
lege, given me by his friend, one of my Syracuse pro-
fessors. But how can | phone this distinguished scholar
and tell him within an hour of my arrival that | want to
hand in my Fulbright and go home? “They chose the
wrong applicant—I'm not serious enough to suffer like
this!" With the captain’s stout and kindly wife assist-
ing—convinced by my coloring that | am Armenian, she
mumbles to me all the while something about new car-
pets for the parlor—I find the phone in the hallway and
dial. | am only inches from tears (| am really only inches
from phoning collect to America), but scared and mis-
erable as | am, it turns out that | am even more scared of
confessing to being scared and miserable, for when the
professor answers, | hang up.

Four or five hours later—night having fallen over

Western Europe, and my first English meal of tinned

spaghetti on toast having been more or less digest-

ed—I| make for a London courtyard that | had learned

ILLUSTRATION BY DORIAN LA PADURA
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about during the crossing. It is called
Shepherd's Market, and it provides me with
an experience that alters considerably my
attitude toward being a Fulbright fellow.
Yes, even before | attend my first lectures
on the epic and the romance, | begin to
understand that for an unknown lad to
travel to an unknown land may not be a
mistake after all. Terrified | am, of course, of
dying like de Maupassant; nonetheless,
only minutes after peering timidly into the
notorious alleyway, | have had a prosti-
tute—the first whore of my life, and what is
more, the first of my three sexual partners
to date to have been born outside the con-
tinental United States (outside the state of
New York, to be exact) and in a year prior to
my own birth. Indeed, when she is astride
me and is suddenly gravity's to do with as it
wishes, | realize with an odd, repulsive sort
of thrill that this woman whose breasts col-
lide above my head like cauldrons—whom
| chose from among her competitors on the
basis of these behemoth breasts and a no
less capacious behind—was probably
born prior to the outbreak of World War
One. Imagine that, before the publication
of Ulysses, before ... But even as | am
trying to place her in the century, | find that
rather more quickly than | had planned—as
though, in fact, one or the other of us is
racing to make a train—| am being urged to
consummation with the unbidden assis-
tance of a sure, swift, unsentimental hand.

| discover Soho on my own the next
night. | also discover in the Columbia En-
cyclopedia, which | have lugged across
the sea along with Baugh's Literary History
of England and the three paperback vol-
umes of Trevelyan, that the final stages of
his venereal disease finished Maupassant
off at forty-three. Nonetheless | still cannot
think of anywhere | would rather be follow-
ing my dinner with the captain and the cap-
tain's wife than in a room with a whore who
will do whatever | wish—no, not after
dreaming about paying for this privilege
ever since | was twelve and had my allow-
ance of a dollar a week to save up for
anything | wanted. Of course if | chose
whores less whorish-looking, my chances
of dying of V.D. might appreciably di-
minish. But what sense is there in having a
whore who doesn't look and talk and be-
have like one? | am not in search of a girl
friend, after all, not quite yet. And when | am
ready for her it isn't to Soho that | take
myself, butto lunch on a herring at a restau-
rant near Harrod's called the Midnight
Sun.

The myth of the Swedish girl and her
sexual freedom is, during these years, in its
first effulgence, and despite the natural
skepticism aroused in me by the stories of
their insatiable appetite and odd proclivi-
ties that | hear around the college, | am
hardly immune to the idea—and the wait-
resses at the Midnight Sun are said to be
young Scandinavian girls who serve you
their native dishes while dressed in colorful
folk costumes, painted wooden clogs that
display their golden legs to great advan-
tage, and peasant bodices that cross-lace
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up the front and press into view the enticing
swell of their breasts.

It is here that | meet Elisabeth Elver-
skog—and poor Elisabeth meets me.
Elisabeth has taken a year away from the
University of Lund in order to improve her
English and is living with another Swedish
girl, the daughter of friends of her family,
who had left the university two years earlier
to improve her English and has not gotten
around yet to going back. Birgitta works in
Green Park, collecting the penny rental for
a deck chair and, unbeknownst to Elisa-
beth's family, collecting such adventures
as come her way. The basement flat Elisa-
beth shares with Birgitta is in a rooming
house off Earl's Court Road, inhabited
mostly by students several tones darker
than the girls. Elisabeth confesses to me
that she is not too crazy about the place—
the Indians, against whom she has no ra-
cial prejudice, distress her by cooking cur-
ried dishes in their rooms all hours of the
night; and the Africans, against whom she

@

We used the
belt from my trousers
and a strap from
Birgitta's knapsack to
bind Elisabeth to a
straight-backed chair.

®

has no racial prejudice either, sometimes
reach out and touch her hair when they
pass in the corridor, and though she un-
derstands why and realizes they mean her
no harm, it still makes her tremble a little
each time it happens. However, in her
compliant and good-natured way,
Elisabeth has decided to accept the minor
indignities of the hallway—and the general
squalor of the neighborhood—as part of
the adventure of living abroad until June,
when she will return to spend the summer
with her family at their rural retreat in the
Stockholm archipelago.

| describe for Elisabeth my own monkish
accommodations and do an imitation that
amuses her enormously of the captain and
his wife telling me that they do not permit
cohabitation on the premises, not even be-
tween themselves. And when | do an imita-
tion of her own singsong English, she
laughs still more.

For the first few weeks, small, dark-
haired, and (to my mind) fetchingly buck-
toothed Birgitta pretends to be asleep
when Elisabeth and | arrive in their base-
ment room and pretend not to be making
love. | don't think the excitement | experi-
ence when we three suddenly give up the

pretense is any greater than it was while we
allheld our breath and pretended that noth-
ing out of the ordinary was going on. | am
so dizzily elated over the change that has
taken place in my life since | thought to
have lunch at the Midnight Sun—indeed,
since | subdued my fears and stepped into
Shepherd's Market to seek out the whoriest
of whores—!| am in such an egoistical
frenzy over this improbable thing that is
happening to me not just with one but with
two Swedish (or, if you will, European) girls,
that | do not see Elisabeth slowly going to
pieces from the effort of being a fully partic-
ipating sinner in our intercontinental mén-
age, a half of what can only be called my
harem.

Maybe | don't see it because she is in
something of a frenzy of her own—a drown-
ing frenzy, a wild thrashing about in order to
stay afloat—and as a result seems often to
be enjoying herself so much; that is, | take
the excitement for pleasurable excitement,
certainly so when we three go off with a
picnic lunch and a tennis ball to spend a
Sunday on Hampstead Heath. | teach the
girls  "running bases"—and could
Elisabeth be more delighted by anything
than to be caught in a screaming, hilarious
rundown between Birgitta and myself?—
and they teach me brannboll, bits and
pieces of fly-catcher-up and stickball,
which combine into a game they played in
Stockholm as schoolchildren. When it
rains, we play cards together, gin or
canasta. The old king, Gustav V, was a
passionate gin rummy player, | am told, as
are Birgitta's mother and father and all her
brothers and sisters. Elisabeth, whose cir-
cle of high-school friends had apparently
idled away hundreds of afternoons at
canasta, picks up gin rummy after just half
an hour of watching a few games between
Birgitta and me. She is captivated by the
patter | deliver during the game and takes
immediately to using it herself, as did I, at
eight or so, back when | learned it all at the
feet of Klotzer, the Soda Water King (said
by my mother to be the heaviest guest in
Hungarian Royale history—when Klotzer
lowered his behind on our wicker, she had
sometimes to cover her eyes—and a
marathon monolegist and sufferer at the
card table). Says Elisabeth, sadly arrang-
ing and rearranging the cards that Birgitta
has dealt her, "l got a hand like a foot," and
when she lays down her melds in triumph, it
pleases her no end—it pleases me no
end—to hear her ask of her opponent,
"What's the name of the game, Sport?" Oh,
and when she calls the wild card in canasta
the “yoker"—well, that just slays me. How
on earth can she be going to pieces? I'm
not! And what about our serious and mad-
dening discussions of World War Two, dur-
ing which | try to explain—and not always
in a soft voice either—to these two self-
righteous neutralists just what was going
on in Europe when we were little children?
Isn't it Elisabeth who is in fact more vehe-
ment (and innocently simple-minded) even
than Birgitta, who insists, even when | prac-
tically threaten to slap some sense into her,
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Till Death
{s Do Par

Although polygamy has
been outlawed

for years, thousands of

Americans continue
to practice the Mormon
Principle of Plural
Marriage—sometimes with

deadly results.

By Sylvia Keonstadt

I shall have wives and children by the million, and
glory and riches and power and dominion, and
kingdom after kingdom, and reign triumphantly.
—Brigham Young

Itwas nearly 5:00 PM , May 10, 1977, but as usual,
Dr. Rulon Allred, a seventy-one-year-old Salt Lake
City physician, still had a full waiting room. As he
prepared to draw blood from a patient, two casu-
ally dressed, slightly built young women strolled
in calmly, pumped three bullets apiece into him,
and fled.

A routine homicide, local police speculated at
first, probably committed by a couple of strung-
out hippies looking for drugs. But soon the police
discovered that one of the witnesses was Dr.
Allred’'s wife and that he had at least four other
wives in the Salt Lake Valley and dozens of chil-
dren. The sheriff's office files indicated that Allred
had been the |leader of the largest polygamist
group in the country. Interviews with his followers
revealed that they had believed him to be "the
one who holds the keys" to heaven—God's dele-
gate on earth—and that rival polygamist leaders
had threatened his life on several occasions. As-
sassination replaced robbery as the prime sus-
pected motive for the killing, and what had begun
as a standard investigation was soon trans-
formed into a bizarre, circuitous exploration of the
religious-based polygamy that is flourishing in
the western United States. In the process an old
and ever-sensitive wound was opened for the
Mormon church, whose prophet Joseph Smith
introduced the doctrine of polygamy to the

United States and whose leadership was forced
to renounce the practice in order that Utah be
granted statehood.

A full month after the murder of Dr. Allred, the
only suspect apprehended was a twenty-eight-
year-old woman who was charged with conspir-
acy in the case. But the well-hidden subculture of
polygamy—with its secret rites, celestial revela-
tions, blood atonement, and power struggles—
was thrust into public view as the investigation
expanded through several western states, as
far east as Texas and finally south to Mexico.
(There are today about 20,000 polygamists in the
United States and Mexico. Before polygamy was
banned. in 1894, the number was some 40,000,
but later this obviously decreased drastically.
There was an upsurge of interest in polygamy,
however, in the 1920s, and the numbers have
been increasing since then.)

Law-enforcement officials, at the time this arti-
cle was written, were trying to find for questioning
self-ordained prophet Ervil LeBaron, who for
twenty years has worked to create a polygamous
empire of sorts in the lawless, isolated desert of
Mexico. LeBaron's father, also a polygamistand a
seer, had instilled in his sons the conviction that
they are the spiritual descendants of Moses and
Christ and have the sole authority to interpret
God's laws to mankind. Washington columnist
Jack Anderson describes LeBaron as a “reli-
gious fanatic” who has “sent women on murder
missions more bizarre than the crimes of the
notorious Charles Manson family.”

After the elder LeBaron's death, three of his

liustranon by Sean Eaney
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sons assembled dutifully in 1955 in Salt
Lake City to incorporate their own religious
order, the Church of the Firstborn of the
Fullness of Times, and solemnly baptized
each other as its triumvirate. But several
years later Ervil renounced his brother Joel
and established his own sect, the Church
of the Lamb of God. Declaring himself in
printed tracts to be the legal patriarch of
Israel, Ervil claimed the right to execute
any religious leader who refused to recog-
nize his supreme authority. After several
years of spats, threats, and competitive
squabbling, Joel was murdered and Ervil
served two years of a twelve-year sentence
for the crime in a Mexican jail. Within
months after his release in 1974, another
polygamist leader disappeared from
Tooele, Utah, with a “known LeBaron fol-
lower" and has not been heard from since.
In San Diego last year, a former LeBaron
follower was, like Dr. Allred, gunned down
by two young women. Others, including the
president of the Mormon church, have re-
ceived regular death threats, some of them
handwritten on LeBaron pamphlets. And,
according to Jack Anderson, LeBaron
threatened both President Carter and Vice
President Mondale with execution. As a
consequence, the Secret Service has
joined the hunt for the prophet of violence.

Polygamy is today the basis of a great
controversy within the rich and powerful
Mormon church. Several ad hoc groups of
Mormons were formed after the Allred
murder, some to demand that the church
reinstate its prophet's commandment of
plural marriage “in spite of the wrongful
meddling of the government in our spiritual
affairs” and others to pressure the church
and the police to beef up measures that
would lead to “the destruction, once and
for all, of this Satanick |sic] disease.”" Al-
though church spokesmen denied suc-
cumbing to either, several church mem-
bers reported that they had been “set
apart" by their bishops to spy on sus-
pected polygamists and amass evidence
for excommunication trials. Law-enforce-
ment officials were neither consistent nor
specific about their future treatment of
polygamy. One sheriff's deputy spoke
forebodingly of "imminent religious wars”
throughout the intermountain West, while a
deputy county attorney characterized the
Allred murder as "an isolated case of spiri-
tual enthusiasm gotten out of hand.” An
assistant attorney general publicly warned,
“Now thal violence is involved, we can't
look the other way any longer.”

During the last few years, however, many
people in Utah have been looking the other
way. At a time when divorce and adultery
are epidemic, progressive law-enforce-
ment officers and judges feel that it is silly
to prosecute someone who chooses—for
religious or other reasons—to marry and
support more than one woman. As Salt
Lake County Sheriff's Lt. John Llewellan
put it (before the Allred murder): "The
polygamists are a very inconspicuous,
austere people. They mind their own busi-
ness; their kinds are healthy and studious.”
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But the history of polygamy and the law
is scarcely one of peaceful coexistence. In
1862 Congress passed the Anti-Polygamy
Act, andin 1875 the United States Supreme
Court determined that polygamy is con-
trary to the peace and good order of soci-
ety and "odious throughout Anglo-
American culture.” The 1894 Enabling Act,
providing for the admission of Utah to
statehood, required that the Utah Constitu-
tion contain a provision prohibiting
polygamy.

Thus polygamy went underground, ac-
quiring the rituals, precautions, and
mythologies of a secret society, and a
number of factions mobilized, each with its
own "God-ordained” spokesman, “true” in-
terpretation of the gospel, weekly services,
and social functions. Many polygamists
fled to Mexico, where several colonies re-
main, or to settlements as far away as
Nicaragua. Some staked out tiny communi-
ties in remote desert areas, and others dis-
persed their various wives all over the

e

“Even the man who
loves his wife can fall
in love with his secretary,”
said one polygamous wife.
“But if he believed the gospel,
he could have them both."

®

West, visiting them whenever possible.
Thousands, however, remained in the Salt
Lake Valley, where they “were forced to
sneak around like common criminals,” as
one of them put it. (Because of this fear,
many polygamists interviewed for this arti-
cle have withheld their real names.)

Dr. Alired was never one to sneak around
like a common criminal. | first saw him
around midnight at a gymnasium dance.
The brightly lighted hall was a rousingly
western blur of gingham and organdy, as
the slender doctor (who had scarcely left
the dance floor all night) twirled a flushed,
full-bosomed young blonde in a spirited
waltz. Across the room, white-haired,
biscuit-scented Emma waited for him to
dance the next dance with her, and Karen,
with whom he was to go home later that
night, raised her cup of Kool Aid in a radiant
salute.

Dr. Allred smiled the smile of a man who
is abundantly appreciated—humble yet
self-satisfied, untroubled yet compassion-
ate—for each of these women loved him
and he loved each of them. They were all
his wives.

Dr. Alired’s wives, in fact, were all over
the room—playing the piano, dishing up

food, and keeping an eye on the ceaseless
flow of children and grandchildren they
shared with him. Scores of other men's
wives—their demeanors evoking images
of the farm and the convent—sat on folding
chairs that flanked the walls, while their
husbands bounded across the dance floor
with still more wives. Meanwhile clusters of
young girls, looking untouched and ner-
vously seductive, awaited the upcoming
“round robin,” in which they were to be
flung from one grinning male to the next for
a two-step, a dizzying twirl, and a sample
embrace.

Dr. Alired moved through the crowd with
the spindly grace of a flamingo, his head
held high on a sinewy neck, his eyes look-
ing secretive and teasingly wise, his arms
suspended winglike from his sides, in per-
petual readiness to tousle, stroke, and em-
brace the flock that is his family.

“There are more righteous women in the
world than there are righteous men,” in-
toned Allred, who was well known in the
polygamist community for his gently stern
oratory. "And every righteous woman de-
serves a righteous man. Plural marriage
has nothing to do with lustfulness and sen-
suality. It is a deeply spiritual matter.”

Appropriately enough, Dr. Allred de-
scribed his family's dwelling as a "veritable
paradise on earth.” Although many
polygamists ensconce their families in
separate homes and even in different
cities, Dr. Allred constructed an attractive,
two-story complex—much like a modern
apartment building—in which, as he put it,
“each of my girls has her quarters.”

The logistical challenges of Dr. Allred's
home life must have been similar to that of
Peter Jordan, an elderly Salt Lake City at-
torney who divides his time among eleven
wives,

“Every wife is a man's favorite wife in cer-
tain respects,” Jordan told me, gesturing
like an old-world patriarch toward the elev-
en women who were gathered around him
in the family room. "Each is like a jewel in a
crown, with its own special color."

Although Jordan's jewels shared an as-
surance, even a smugness, that must
come from having one’s eternity in order,
they were a diverse group, to be sure.
Plump, whispery Nora slid her arm through
her husband's and said, "We have been
married for fifty wonderful years. I'd rather
have 10 percent of a good man than all of a
bad one. When he's away from me, he's not
out with another woman, he's home with
another wife. In the hereafter he'll have
hundreds of wives, and we'll all have the
feeling of being continually with him."

The twins, Mabel and Shirley, looked like
country-and-western Olive Oyls—big-
boned, garrulous, and toothy. “Even the
man who loves his wife falls in love with his
secretary, and they have to have a clandes-
tine affair,” Mabel said. “If he believed the
gospel, he could have them both."

‘And she could tell what kind of husband
and father he'd be; he's been test-drove,”
Shirley added with a toothy grin.
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THE SHIP THAT
BROUGHT AMERICA
[TS TASTE FOR
SCOTCH.

December 5, 1933 was a noteworthy day for
Scotch drinkers. For it was the first timve in 13 years
that drinking it was legal. Prohibition was repealed.

Perhaps even more noteworthy: it was the day
Cultty Sark landed in America. A Scots Whisky already
legendary in other civilised parts of the world.

Scotch had been imported into this country before,
but had also been largely ignored. Cutty Sark, however,
with its particular smoothness, soon captured a large
and loyal following of Americans with good taste.

Today, wherever you go in America, you will find
the bottle with the famous ship “Cutty Sark’ on the
label. And the distinctive Scots Whisky inside.

Who would have thought back in 1933 that some-
day people would be able to cross the United States

without changing ships?
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Let's begin with the premise thal you are a man of
unlimited means. You're going to buy a car, and
money is absolutely no cbject. Do your tastes run .
toward the Rolls-Royce Camargue, sticker-priced
at a mere $90,000? Or perhaps a Continental
Mark IV limo (avec chauffeur, of course)? Or
maybe a giant Bentley convertible for majestic errands?
Or are you the type that would find these elegant
machines a bit too conservative, staid, downright boring? Are your
automotive preferences a little more exotic, not to say erotic? Well, if
you're a latent Andretti or a closet James Bond—the kind of guy who likes
to do a little edgework when he's on the road—then the cars displayed on
these pages will surely suit your many-splendored fancy (or should we say fantasy?)
These are the latest editions of the Great European Dream Machines, the cars with
the legendary marques: Ferrari, Maserati, Aston Martin, Lotus, Lamborghini.
These models are not only luxuriously styled and appointed but also luxuriously
exciting to operate. They'll take you from zero to sixty faster than you can fasten
your seal belt; you can cruise at 175 and take a sand-strewn hairpin with all four
Michelin XWX radials firmly gripping the road. All this while you're ensconced
in buckets of opulent leather, checking out the computer readouts on the
electronic instrumentation panel, and digging the built-in quad system. For
this Cleopatra herself would jump barge and trade in her treasured asp
So, if you're a driver with romantic inclinations, and if, when you wish upon

a car, you dream of something long, low, and sleek, you won't be able to
resist the emotional charisma of these thoroughbred eroticars. O+

Hobert Dowling

The wheeled conveyance you see flapping its wings above is
none other than the fastest road car in the world—the Lamborghini
Countach. Twisted to 8,000 rpm in fifth, it will top 190 with ease.
Not only is it fast, but the Countach is also considered by many to
be the finest road-holding and road-handling production au-
tomobile ever built. The ultimate eroticar, for just $56,000

For a full $20,000 less, you can drive a Maserati Khamsin (left),
the most exotic front-engine car on the road (the Countach has a
mid-engine design). The Khamsin weighs in at a hefty 3,600
pounds, butits 4.9-liter V-8 puts out enough power (300 hp) to get
this elegant carriage rolling along at more than 140 mph.

The Aston Martin Lagonda (right) is probably the most luxurious
of the eroticars and certainly the most expensive ($75,000). It
features a new concept in luxury-car accommodation: electroni-
cally controlled instrumentation, incorporating graphic and digital
displays and touch-sensitive switches for all functions, from the
wipers to the automatic cruise control.

Robert Dowiing




PHOTOGRAPHS BY EARL MILLER
AND ROBERT DOWLING

Hobert Dowling
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(Clockwise from bottom left): The brand new
Lamborghini Silhouette (available in the States
late this month for around $30,000) is a two-
seater featuring a removable roof panel. The
newest horse in the Ferrari stable is the 155-
mph 308 GTB ($32,000), the first production
Ferrari with a Fiberglas body. The Lotus Esprit
is a mid-engine semiracer. It has half the
number of cylinders that the Ferrari has (four)
and sells for a little more than half the Ferrari's
price ($17,000). The Clenet Continental
($36,000) is a limited-production American car
that recaplures the classic elegance of the
legendary touring cars of the 1930s. The Aston
Martin V-8 Vantage ($40,000), adds further re-
finement to the Aston tradition of exciting per-
formance (170 mph) and distinctive styling
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il Death

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 86

Loretta, a pretty, pink-cheeked woman-
child of forty-two, wore her long hair in per-
tect, wiener-sized ringlets and airy bangs,
with a plum-colored bow—the same shade
as her long, ruffled dress—on each side.
She inhaled deeply and looked incessantly
skyward, with a gaze that seemed intent on
some cosmic dimension not visible to the
masses.

“You see your husband half as much; you
love him twice as much," she said dreamily.
“You don't bother him with little things; you
learn to take care of them yourself. You're
constantly reminded that others desire him;
so you stay like a new bride—always anx-
ious to please. The competition keeps an
excitemnent in the air."

Handsome, articulate Donna was raised
on money and culture in Boston. After
twenty years of marriage, her first husband,
who was a wealthy sculptor, was murdered
in 1972, and "for the first time, | was really
alone,” she said. "l began to see the hypoc-
risy, the shallowness, of my life. | wanted to
know what the Lord wantad of me, and my
search led me here, to the fullness of the
qospel, . .

“Meeting my sister-wives was very lhrill-
ing,” she recalled. "In the marriage cere-
mony each gave Peter to me, and each
accepted me into her heart. My Boston

friends would have fainted dead away |if
they could have seen it!"

Jane smiled knowingly, for she, too, was
one of the outsiders who had been ac-
cepted by the polygamous community.
Dark and lanky, with the taut, alert physical
presence of an Indian or a dancer, Jane
was twenty-two when she came from Italy
in search of a movie career and found reli-
gion instead.

Did she feel deprived, | asked her, being
married to a man who was forty-three years
her senior and had ten other wives?

"He is a beautiful man, an extraordinary
spiritual leader. | would want to be his wife if
he were 100 years old!"

“There probably is not a woman alive
who would not prefer to have her man all to
herself," she added, gazing fondly al her
husband. "But our challenge is to over
come this greed . . . tofully expand our love
instinets, . . . and for those who make the
grade, God's promises are marvelous.”

Dr. Allred's violent end has not, of course,
dissuaded any dedicated polygamist from
trying to "make the grade.” Victor and
Claudia Gordon, for example, kneel every
night with their nine young children and
pray for another wife.

“When there's no response, it hurts,”
broods Victor, a large, loping, sheepishly
eager man. "Imagine, to kneel for an entire
night, crying, 'Lord, I'll marry anyone you
say! Anyone—no strings attached!”"

e

"Somebody call my agent.”
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‘I've always wanted a sister-wife who
would love him,” adds twenty-nine-year-
old Claudia, whose cherubic features are
lost in the swelling of her tenth pregnancy.
“It's the great sadness of our lives that
we're nolt living the Principle of Plural Mar-
riage yel,” she says with visible regret.

Kirk Reese, on the other hand, never
even thought he'd get married when he
was growing up in Salt Lake City—much
less accumulate a plurality of wives. Today,
at age thirty, the husky, baby-faced au-
tomobile dealer already has two spouses
and promises to wed "as many more virtu-
ous women as will have me."

Ten years ago, after two undistinguished
years as a college accounting major,
Reese went on a mission to Germany for
the Mormon church. It meant two years of
mandatory celibacy, during which he
sought converts to his religion.

‘| always thought that polygamists were
just a bunch of kooks and sex maniacs, but
the more | studied church writings, it just
seemed obvious that they're the ones who
are living the gospel," Reese says.

After returning home, he sought out the
polygamist community and was tutored by
one of its leaders. "Deciding to live the
Principle was the biggest decision | ever
made," he confides in the living room of his
modest duplex. "l had to give up my old life
and friends—all the parties and horsing
around, the girls. This is a serious way of
life. You don't take a girl to a drive-in; you
talk about the gospel. | felt like | was cast-
ing myself into a monastery or something.

‘I'd always been pretty religious, but |
was a normal guy,”" he continues. "l mean,
messing with girls had always been the
greatest part of life. But | found this truth—
this way of life that promises such unbe-
lievable rewards. And you know what's
funny? Living the Principle makes sex and
romance even better . . . more intense, be-
cause you're not just screwing around.
You're part of God's exciting plan.”

Heber Sorensen, a vigorous, thirty-four-
year-old polygamist leader, agrees. "When
we are behind closed doors with one of our
wives, our intercourse is of the highest or-
der”" he declares grandly. “Our goal is to
raise an exalted, elect seed so dedicaled
to doing good that they will revolutionize
the world."

Gerard Brown, who works three jobs so
that he can support his three wives and
thirty-one children, also has a noble calling
in mind when he engages in sexual activity.
“There are millions of spirits in the preexis-
tence, waiting to be born, waiting for taber-
nacles to inhabit," he says. "They are so
anxious for life that they're willing to be born
in a brothel if that's what they have to do in
order to reach this earth. As righteous men,
as servants of the Lord, we have a clear
duty: to create wholesome bodies for as
many of His children as we're able.”

It is clear that the polygamist's ultimate
fantasy is not a sexual one, even though it
does encompass, on a cosmic level, the
power, freedom, ecstasy, and release to
which mere mortals aspire, in a finite way, in



You know the day is in
You're a white rum drinker.

White rum and soda

The day reflects your mood—
smooth and sure. The kind of day
that comes often to a white rum
drinker—a person of confidence.

After all, it took confidence
to move to white rum in the first
place, at a time when fashion
dictated drinking gin or vodka.

But you found out for yourself
that white rum was better tasting
and smoother.

Little wonder. All white rum
from Puerto Rico is aged for at

your hands.

least a year, in contrast to gin and
vodka which aren't aged at all

And now that the word is out,
fashion is following you

White rum is turning up with
soda, tonic, vermouth, orange
juice and other mixers—in all
the drinks that used to be made
with gin and vodka.

Enjoy white rum, knowing that
you had the confidenceto /N
discover it first. L

PUERTO RICAN RUMS  °

For free, ““White Rum Classics'' recipes, write: Puerto Rican Rums, Dept. H-23, 1290 Avenue of the Americas, N.Y.,N.¥, 10019

@ 1977 Commonwealth of Puerto Rico



bed. Mormon doctrine describes a
hierarchal celestial kingdom in the hereaf-
terinwhich the finest men are endowed with
the status of gods and are provided with
their own universes o govern. Each en-
gages in celestial intercourse with his
many wives (who were married to him on
earth for time and eternity), producing
spirit children who inhabit his domain,

Thus the polygamist’s goal is, not physi-
cal orgasm, but rather the infinite and per-
petual climax of godhood—a perfect union
of the carnal and the sublime—and the
foremost rationale for his life-style is that it
provides him with a kind of earthly training
ground. The more wives and children over
whom he can wisely and gracefully pre-
side, the more prepared he will be for the
challenges of godhood. He is a pioneer
with an infinite frontier; there are always
higher levels of morality, mastery, and love
for him to achieve. He must refine the art of
giving quality time to the many wives and
children who look to him as their lord and
master. And his life-style expedites his spir-
itual evolution by placing almost superhu-
man demands on him.

‘How can anyone believe in that heavenly
kingdom stuff in this day and age?" asks
twenty-three-year-old Marlon Snow. "I split,
because it was irrelevant.”

Shaggy-haired and dreamy-eyed, Snow
smokes pot and is descended from three
generations of polygamists. Both his father

and grandfather served prison terms for
their beliefs. He grew up in a household
where there were eight mothers and sixty-
one siblings. Snow rejects both the reli-
gious aspects of polygamy and the fea-
tures of its life-style.

"It gets to be a real hassle for the man,”
he says, stretching out on his Indian pillow
couch. "All these women bickering, need-
ing this or that, getting uptight if somebody
else is gelting more attention. There isn't
any peace or privacy. There are kids you
hardly know and a bunch of pompous old
guys telling you when you can have sex
and how many wives you're ‘worthy' of."

Snow, who supports himself by means of
small carpentry jobs and occasional musi-
cal gigs, has been living for two years with
a winsome modern-dance student whose
religion is a mixture of scientology and
vegetarianism. "It takes a lot of time and
effort to keep one love relationship really
good,” he says. "And one really good one is
all | need: I'm pretty traditional.”

Contrary to their orgiastic image, the true
polygamists are also traditional—even
startlingly puritanical—in their sexual
mores. The leader of the country's largest
polygamist group, Dr. Allred, preached that
intercourse is appropriate only at the wom-
an's request and that a couple is under
condemnation if they do not abstain during
pregnancy, lactation, and menstruation,
Since the polygamists believe that the pur-
pose of sex is to multiply and replenish the
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“Say, isn't this the little country store that's gone back to the barter system?"
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earth, they consider birth control to be an
abomination in the eyes of the Lord. They
feel that a wornan's sex life should be con-
fined to her child-bearing years. Thus two
of Allred's wives, who were already in their
forties when they married him, never
shared his bed.

Although some polygamists assert that
physical pleasure during sex is of a lower,
animal order and that lust is a mortal sin,
Allred maintained that sexuality is "a gift
from the Heavens. Like good food, it should
be savored—but at the appropriate time
and in moderation, with eyes cast to the
Lord."

Allred acknowledged that many
polygamists observe less restrictive sexual
mores and admitted that a majority of re-
cent converts were atiracted to polygamy
primarily by the prospect of sexual variety.

Mark Bowen, a twenty-eighl-year-old
with athletic good looks, agrees with him.
‘It's a damnable situation, but in general
men are warped, they're only after one
thing," he says. "Most men aren't even
worthy of one wife."

Bowen, who has been worthy enough to
attract three wives, lives with them and their
four children in a woodsy home at the foot
of the mountains overlooking Salt Lake City.
Bowen's wives, all of whom are college
educated, reveal a similar radiant
Christian-soldier posture and purpose,
laugh easily among themselves, and wear
modest, floor-length dresses.

“You don't know how to give until you've
had that heartstring touched, when you've
shared the dearest thing you have to
share," Maureen, an elementary-school
leacher, says fervently. “The ultimate ex-
pression of your love is to give your hus-
band another woman. It should really thrill
you to see the stars in their eyes.”

"When Mark and | were looking for
someone to bring into the family, | would
ask myself, "What kind of a woman would |
want to take care of my children should |
pass away?" Bowen's first wife, Rebecca,
says, taring Maureen's hand. Rebecca,
who was raised by the seven wives who
remained after her natural mother died, re-
calls: "There was so much love in that fam-
ily, so much striving to be sweet and hum-
ble. Whenever Dad would bring home
someone new to get the wives’ approval,
they would pray together and say, 'Yes, we
love her; she belongs with us.™

Although many men who practice plural
marriage include their wives in the process
of selection—even going on dates as a
group—it is not a universally observed as-
pect of polygamous courtship (and many
dismiss the significance of this approach,
since, according to Mormon doctrine, the
woman who does not abide by her hus-
band's wishes will be damned anyway).

In one faction, which is known as the
Short Creek Group, a powerful council of
elders arranges marriages. They are often
accused of daughter swapping and of vir-
tually enslaving adolescent girls into “ce-
lestially ordained unions."

But the Short Creek group is not the only
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one that dismisses courtship and romantic
love as being of a lower order. The history of
Mormon polygamy is filled with accounts of
dreams, visions, and burning testimonies
from God in which specific unions were
commanded.

Although Mark Bowen has not been
blessed with such dramatic visitations, he
sternly repudiates the notion that men
should pursue women. "My wives have
urged me to get out and be more aggres-
sive, but | believe a righteous man just
goes about his business, serving the Lord,"
he explains. "He waits for women to come
to him, saying, Let me be called by thy
name.”

Bowen, like a large number of other
polygamists, believes that a man of God
has the solemn obligation to marry any
righteous woman who asks him and that
unless he has a compelling reason for his
refusal, he will be destroyed. "Two preroga-
tives a woman never loses: who is to be the
father of her children and when," he says
"Since the man gets a plurality, the woman
should have a choice.”

However, women in the polygamous cul-
ture are bred to be subservient and re-
strained. Therefore, they rarely take advan-
tage of this option, according to several
polygamists. And romantic love and physi-
cal attraction are commaonly—although not
always—as operative in a polygamist's
courtship as in anyone else's.

“You can't just be converted to the Prin-

ciple: you have to be converted to the man,
too,” a bright-eyed waitress from Germany
says. "Grant and | have been like Romeo
and Juliet ever since God brought us to-
gether.”

Twenty-year-old Kathy Merril, however,
debunks such remarks. "These people tell
you they're living God's law. ... It's just
hype." she snaps. "My five best friends all
got pregnant and had to get married to
these so-called chosen people. . . "

Raised in a strife-ridden polygamous
family, Kathy has recently left the fold, be-
cause, "I'm tired of all these old men com-
ing up to me and saying, ‘I've had this
dream from God that you are to be my
wife.""

Daniel Jensen provides a perfect exam-
ple of what Kathy escaped from. Ruddy,
clear-eyed, and quite straight-talking at
seventy-two, Jensen claims to have had
unmistakable direction from God in his
selection of wives. After eight years of mar-
riage to his first wife, Jensen, whois a man
of irreverent style and pious substance,
was informed by polygamist leaders that
he was about to receive other wives,

‘I wanted this gal Maureen, because she
was such a glamorous gal,” he recalls. "But
just as | was about to propose to her, the
Lord come to me and said, ‘No, she's
meant for another.’

“Gosh, | was disappointed. What a beau-
ty! Then a vision of her homely sister came
into my mind, and the spirit of the Lord said,

‘I believe the person is employing a euphemism for madam's private parts.”
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‘She is to be your wife." After much fasting
and prayer, | proposed.

"Then | come upon another gal, a
stranger, and a shock run through me, and |
knew she was lo be my wife. The Lord
touched her heart; she accepted me right
off," Jensen reminisces.

Jensen took the two young women home
to his first wife, who was pregnant. “It was a
hell of a shock; | wouldn't wish that on a
dog," he says.

"I tried hard to hide my emotions, and
there were plenty of 'em,” Marybeth, now
arthritic and a great-grandmother, admits.
‘I believed in the Principle, but | went
through hell anyway . . . thought I'd die."

Today, forty years and thirty-two children
later, the three women are inseparable, tak-
ing care of each other and their husband
and enjoying the 191 grandchildren whom
they share with him. Jensen, who years ago
built each wife a house of her own but al-
ways found the three together sewing,
canning, and "chewing the fat," later con-
structed a mammoth home consisting of
three connected but distinct living areas, in
which the four of them live today.

“They never quarreled among them-
selves; I'm the one who was always getting
beaten over the head,” Jensen says, grin-
ning and kissing Marybeth's forehead,
"They've been as sweet as could be."

In polygamous society, a woman's role is
just that: to be sweet and submissive, to
bear children, to exalt her man, who, purely
by virtue of his sex, has a relationship to
God that she can never achieve. She must
either submit to his wishes or risk damna-
tion. If she has been righteous, he will come
to her in the hereafter, lift the veil from her
sleeping eyes, and be her savior.

Plural marriage is commonly viewed by
polygamists themselves as "God's burden
on women" and as the framework within
which a woman's “instinctive" jealousy,
egocentricity, and dependency can be
thoroughly overcome, so that she is free to
give and love in a truly Christian fashion. If a
woman can love the one who shares the
delights of her husband's bed, it is rea-
soned, she must surely have saintly qual-
iies.

Accounts of the early days of polygamy
indicate that it rarely succeeded in purging
women of their consuming need to pos-
sess a man of their own, Even the first wife
of the prophet Joseph Smith repeatediy
threatened to leave him, and she is said to
have flung one of his pregnant wives into
the snow. Smith's successor, Brigham
Young, admitted that many polygamous
women “have not seen a happy day since
their husbands took a second wife."

‘Are you tormenting yourselves thinking
that your husbands do not love you?" he
demanded. "l would not care whether they
loved a particle or not, but | would cry out,
like one of old, in the joy of my heart, '| have
got a man from the Lord! Hallelujah! | am a
mother,"

In spite of Young's scolding, the anguish
of polygamist wives has persisted. Never-
theless, out of several generations of

CONTINUED ON PAGE 122
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THE CALLOF THEWI

PHOTOGRAPHS BY MALINOWSKI

"I live to be free, to put civilization behind me and just run with the wind,"” says
lithe, twenty-three-year-old Cynthia Gaynor, who is
never more than a stone's throw from a beach. "l love sleeping nextto a man
who smells of the sea," says Cynthia, a
resplendent 37-24-36. "l guess al heart I'll always be a California girl."

101



PENTHOUSE




EERRLEEE DY

,y;uuu.n;

b

'y

LA
RELbbiil

= |

(-

|

Cynthiais alls?o -~
a free spirit.
“Currently, I'm
livingwitha
man, but | still |
fallpreyto o
wanderlust. £
Foralongtime |
llivedon |
Catalina
Island, and on
weekends the
resort would fill
up with
strangers. It's
terribly exciting
making love to
a man you
know you'll
never see
again.”




“llove a challenge,” she says, her brown eyes
sparkling. “I'm not tempted by what
seems too easily won. | like a man who's not
immediately turned on to me.”

Such a man must be difficult to find, for one look
at this languid Gemini would put the
beholder under her spell. “When a man is with
me, | want him with me completely.

I'lf do anything to please my lover, and
in return | ask to be adored.”
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e/t can be terribly exciting making love to a strange man you know you'll never see again.®




“I'm happiest in wild places. | love to be taken on a mountainside or at night
under the stars. Sometimes | go fishing with my boyfriend,
and when the fish aren't biting we take off all our clothes and make love. It's
so silent out on the water, so private, and our bodies are
free to move with the rhythm of the waves. My men have to belong in the
country and remain just a little bit untamed."
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The camera is as natural to Cynthia as the air. "Modeling nude is one way |
express myself. The camera works on me like an aphrodisiac. It's like being with a
very special man. I'm really quite shy,” says this blonde beauty, “but posing
makes me outgoing and gets me high.” Fortunately for us, the
camera has quite the same feeling about Cynthia.
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THE VIETNAM VETERANS ADVISER

Since the last American soldier left Vietnam, more than four
years ago, the Vietnam veterans have been on a roller-
coaster ride of raised expectations and dashed hopes. Time
after time, through the efforts of a few dedicated members of
Congress and those of Vietnam veterans organizations, the
Congress and/or the president have begrudgingly ac-
knowledged that Vietnam veterans do, indeed, have special
problems, and that they are encountering great difficulty in
finding jobs, making use of their Gl Bill benefits, and so forth.
But in each case this acknowledgment has been followed
by less than effective action, causing Vietnam veterans to
think of themselves as outcasts or forgotten men.

The most recent example of this kind of up-and-down
treatment involved the Con-

war while it was going on ever put their money—or
America's—where their mouth was. This constitutes an in-
credible double standard by the Congress—one that
threatens the nation's security far more than would removing
the civil disability and stigma attached to the less-than-
honorable discharges of some 400,000 Vietnam veterans.

Penthouse also suggests that one must ask why, at this
late date, the Congress has balked at removing the in-
equities borne for so long by Vietnam veterans who received
less-than-honorable discharges for less-than-adequate
reasons. The president's SDRP is not designed to provide
blanket upgrading of bad discharges, and its criteria were
not challenged by members of Congress upon their is-
suance April 4, 1976. The an-
swer, Penthouse believes, has

gress's sabotaging of Presi-
dent Carter's Special Dis-
charge Review Program
(SDRP) by withholding bene-
fits (from Veterans Administra-
tion funds) from Vietnam vet-
erans whose discharges are
being upgraded under the
program. The reason for this
denial of funding, according
to Rep. John Paul Hammer-
schmidt (Rep.-Ark.), the rank-
ing minority member of the
House Veterans Affairs Com-
mittee, is a conviction by some
that a Vietnam veteran whose

®

Only a precious few
of the congressmen who spoke out
against the war
while it was going on
ever put their money—or America's—
where their mouth was.

less to do with Congress's
concern about the effects of
the SDRP on the military than
with House concern about the
federal budget. Estimates
vary, butit's not far off the mark
to state that if 100,000 Vietnam
veterans whose discharges
were upgraded were made el-
igible for benefits, it would cost
$100 million to provide those
benefits. This is not a great
deal of money in a federal

’ budget of more than $450 bil-

lion. However, unlike pork-

bad-paper discharge has
been upgraded does not de-
serve benefits. As Hammerschmidt has put it, "Our citizens
have incurred no debt to those who turned their backs or did
not perform up to the minimum standards of the service."
Obviously, Hammerschmidt does not speak for the entire
House of Representatives. Yet 273 of the 435 members
voted to forbid such benefits.

Penthouse looks on this congressional act of vindictive-
ness as reprehensible and totally indefensible. The voting
down of benefits suggests that the spirit of forgiveness and
compassion that the president used to justify the SDRP is
nat shared by the Congress. One might well ask those 273
members of the House who voted to forbid such benefits
what constituted a "minimum standard of performance” for
a congressman during the Vietnam War. Nowadays only a
precious few of the congressmen who spoke out against the
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barrel projects designed to
help buy votes, money spent
on Vietnam veterans programs does not translate into votes.
No congressman needs to be reminded that there is no
"Vietnam veteran vote.” Consequently, there is no impera-
tive to equalize the treatment provided Vietnam veterans
with that of veterans of other wars.

The shortsightedness of the Congress in dealing with the
genuine needs of Vietnam veterans is all too obvious, but it's
still not adequately recognized and deplored by the Ameri-
can public. Penthouse believes that this stance of the Con-
gress, this barring of the use of VA funds for paying veterans
benefits to those whose discharges have been upgraded, is
bound to boomerang. It will open old wounds rather than
heal them, and it will invite future veterans to conclude that a
government that penalizes those whom it drafts to fight its
losing battles is not deserving of their support. Ot
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ADVISE AND DISSENT
OPINION

THE MYTH OF A PALESTINIAN HOMELAND

We are about to enter a critical period
of intense debate on the great issues
of war and peace in the Middle East.
What is obviously needed is sound
judgment, lucid thought, thorough
knowledge, a sense of history, and
truth saying, above all. Unhappily,
the international environment in
which the issues are addressed has
been subtly poisoned by empty, if
plausible, clichés and insidiously
degraded by hypocrisy.

Although hypocrisy has at all times
and places played a role in affairs of
state, it has never been more blatant
and rampant than it is today, in the
mindless rhetoric that passes for
serious discussion of Middle Eastern
problems. And when it is Israel's
policies and actions that are being
judged, the double standard reigns
supreme.

standing in international law, and the
Hashemite family and dynasty that
rule the area are not even native to it.

Let us recall a little history.

In the military campaign to defeat
the Ottoman Turks, who were allied
with the Germans during World War |,
the British enlisted the aid of the
Hashemites, then headed by Husein
ibn-Ali, the great-grandfather of the
present king of Jordan, whose family
had for centuries been the traditional
sherifs (princely guardians) of the
holy Moslem cities of Mecca and
Medina, in the northwestern strip of
the Arabian peninsula known as the
Hejaz. As part of an effort to rouse
Arabia against the Turks, Sherif Hus-
ein in 1916 proclaimed an indepen-
dent kingdom of the Hejaz. (Never-
theless, it was the British army, over-
whelmingly, that defeated the Turks
and liberated the Arabs from their

There is no more revealing and
characteristic expression of this de-
based language and corrupt thought
than the cynical or mindless use of
the code word occupation—which
has become a virtually irreversible
part of the accepted language, not to be questioned or
analyzed—for describing Israel’s presence on the West Bank
of the Jordan River and in East Jerusalem, since the Six-Day
War of 1967, and, in Arab nationalist ideology, for referring to
the Jewish presence in Palestine altogether.

Yet it is sheer hypocrisy to speak of Israel's occupation
unless one also speaks of prior Jordanian occupation of the
West Bank. For until 1948 Jordan never had even a toehold
there, and it was only with the concerted Arab onslaught upon
newly independent Israel that Jordan conquered this territory.

In 1950, when Jordan formally annexed the West Bank, the
only people who protested, briefly, were other Arab states.
Thereafter no one challenged Jordan's presence there or
called it "Jordan-occupied” land. For that matter, the kingdom
of Jordan is itself only a very recent invention and of dubious
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By Moshe Decter
Mr. Decter, for many years the director of Jewish Minorities
Research in New York, is a veteran journalist who has writ-
ten widely on the Soviet Union, the Middle East, and Africa.

yoke.)

The British imperial design, after
the war, was to create client states
out of a carved-up Ottoman Empire,
installing Husein's two sons, Faisal
and Abdullah, as rulers, respectively, of Iraq in 1920 and of
Transjordan, the latter territory arbitrarily cut off in 1922 from
the land then known as Palestine. (Iraq became independent
in 1932, Transjordan, in 1946.) So the connection between the
Hashemites and what is now called the kingdom of Jordan is
actually the consequence of imperialist imposition of aliens
upon that land.

There is supreme irony, moreover, in the fact that the
Hashemite family itself was driven out of its ancient ancestral
home in 1924 by the rampaging armies of Abdul-Aziz ibn-
Saud, the dynamic father of the present king of Saudi Arabia.
In 1932 the Hejaz was formally joined to the other territories
that ibn-Saud had conquered in preceding decades, and the
kingdom of Saudi Arabia was proclaimed.

Is something that happened in 1920, 1922, 1932, or 1946 of




When the policies and
actions of lsrael are being judged, the double .
standard reigns supreme.

greater legal and moral standing than something that hap-
pened in 19677 What validates an occupation? Is it sheer
conquest? If so, it must be the same rule for all, great and
small, powerful and weak alike. Otherwise, the “principle”
becomes a travesty—which is just what it is now. And if itis
sheer conquest, then Israel is only the latest and thus the most
legitimate conqueror.

Oris presence on the land validated, rather, by immemorial
and unbroken religious, cultural, and national association
dating back to the early stages of recorded history? If so,
Israel is the land that the millennial creativity and messianic
yearning of the Jews since Biblical days have invested with
holiness, the land to which the Jewish people have an inalien-
able right.

Numerous invaders conquered that land: Assyrians,
Babylonians, Syrians, Egyptians, Greeks, Romans, Byzan-
tines, Arabs, Kurds, Mamelukes, Mongals, Tartars, European
Crusaders, Turks, Britons. But what did any of these con-
querors make of the land? Only the Jews shaped a nation,
built a state, created a culture, molded a world-shaking reli-
gion.

The Jewish people never ceased to assert their right, their
title, to the land of Israel. The survival of the Jewish people,
creatively and with dignity, is utterly unprecedented in world
history: there has never been another instance of a people
thus surviving the destruction of their political state and reli-
gious center, devastation of their land, dispersal to the far
corners of the earth, subjection to mass slaughter in
Crusades, expulsions, inquisitions, blood libels, pogroms,
holocausts—only, after 2,000 years, to return to their land
creatively. It happened that way because the survival of the
Jewish people throughout those dark centuries was inextric-
ably linked to their memory of Jerusalem and to their determi-
nation to return to their land, which remained always at the
core of Jewish consciousness.

This determination never required the world's political rec-
ognition for its historical, moral, and legal validation. But as a
matter of fact, that recognition, flowing naturally from tradi-
tional Christian and Moslem doctrines as well as from mod-
ern, nonreligious, moral-intellectual sensibility, was extended
in November 1917. It took the form of the fateful Balfour Decla-
ration, in which the British government committed itself to
support the creation of a Jewish national home in Palestine.

But virtually as soon as the commitment was undertaken, it
began to be compromised and diluted. According to the
universal understanding of the time, the Balfour Declaration
and the mandate over Palestine that the League of Nations
awarded to Britain in 1920 clearly intended the Jewish na-
tional home to include both sides of the Jordan River—in
short, the single territory of what is now the kingdom of Jor-
dan, the state of Israel, and the “occupied” West Bank of the
Jordan River, a total of some 43,000 square miles.

In 1922, as noted, the territory east of the Jordan River was
arbitrarily cut off from Palestine by the British, who continued
to rule both banks of the Jordan by their mandatory power.
The remaining portion of Palestine intended as the Jewish
national home was in this way whittled down to some 10,000
square miles.

That Palestine included virtually the entire area of the Golan
Heights as well as what is now called the Gaza Strip. When, in
1923, the League of Nations awarded the mandate over Syria
to France, Britain and France arranged to have the mandated
territory of Syria annex arbitrarily that portion which includes
the Golan. Thus, ironically, the Israeli conquest of the heights
during the Six-Day War of 1967 actually resulted in the return
of that piece of land to what had once been mandatory
Palestine, intended as the Jewish national home.

Now the Gaza Strip also seems to be up for grabs: it is
being considered for inclusion in a possible new Palestinian
Arab state that might be set up chiefly on the West Bank. But
Gaza had immemorially been part of Palestine—even part of
the severely reduced area of Palestine left for the Jewish
national home after its 1922 truncation. It was only in 1948, as
part of the concerted Arab military onslaught on Israel, that
Egypt absorbed it, even though it had never belonged to
Egypt.

The Jewish national home today—the state of Israel—has a
total of just under 8,000 square miles (not including Sinai, Gaza,
or the West Bank), the remnant from a total of 43,000 square
miles of the original Palestine that was the Land of Israel.

To speak, as many do, of a “homeland"” for the Palestinian
Arabs reveals an utter ignorance of the history, politics, and
psychology of the region. Palestinian Arabs may well have felt
a profound kinship and tie to their native town or village or to
the piece of land they lived on. But never did they conceive of

“Palestine” as their *homeland,” and it never was.
CONTINUED ON PAGE 154

116




PHOTOGRAPHS BY CARL KRAVATS

(V)]
m



Rhonda was feeling quite auto erotic. One look at her
quivering, humming racer drove her
wild. She sped into motion. How she loved its taut,
aggressive appearance. The motor,

a finely attuned machine, was floored by her
advances and responded with an
exhilarating acceleration. What a pickup! Rhonda
was in gear. No longer would she
settle for just another dry-sump churn with the boys.
She had found her little engine, and
it surely could perform.
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Rhonda was thrilled by her differential treatment.
She stepped on the gas and waited
for her joy ride to begin. One pump and the hot
rod fired. She was in ecstasy at its utter
flexibility and its ability to rev on forever. She just
left it on top and let it chug away.







The relentless thrust of the piston made her cry
out with pleasure. Rhonda clutched
at the universal joint, as the motor purred
beneath her hairpin curves. She rode
the fast machine until it sent her into a tailspin
that no mortal crank could spark.
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Till Death

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 98

polygamy a sizable group of women has
evolved whose commitment to saintly ‘be-
havior is impressive.

"It's not that you never feel jealousy; it's
just that you continuously fight it, until it
becomes as natural for youto besweetas it
is to breathe," explains the fine-featured,
elegantly dressed plural wife of a young
and wealthy Salt Lake City contractor.

Linda Kimball doesn't even have to fight
jealousy any more. “I love my sister-wife as
much as | love my husband,” she says.
Linda and Gena Kimball are talkative,
pregnant eighteen-year-olds from Pines-
dale, Mont., a prosperous, 500-member
polygamist enclave that was started ten
years ago.

“Keith is on the road five days a week,"
Gena says. "We'd go crazy without each
other. So many married women are really
lonely; but if you live the Principle, you al-
ways have companionship.”

Donna Taylor has six sister-wives but lit-
tle companionship. “I feel isolated,” con-
fides the young and curvaceous redhead,
who is the most recent bride of a well-
heeled Utah accountant. “I've been living
the Principle for two years now, and | barely
know most of the wives. We're civil to each
other, but we never really talk. | think they
resent me for being younger and more 'in
the world'—maybe even for wearing
lipstick or cooking fancier food than their
meat and potatoes. | don't know. But | re-
sent it."

Nick Wills, whose mother bore eighteen
of her husband's fifty-two children, also re-
sents “the con game of all time,” as he
characterizes polygamy. “Mom stayed with
Dad (after he took three other wives) be-
cause she already had nine children, and
where was she to go?" says the young Og-
den, Utah, attorney, who is himself a happy
practitioner of monogamy.

There was little chance for either com-
panionship or enmity to develop among the
Wills wives, since they were scattered
through three western states. “But Mom
was in pain most of the time; I'm sure of it,"
her son says bitterly. "And my spinster sis-
ter has hated every man past the age of
puberty since Dad took a second wife.
When Dad at age fifty-five married a
nineteen-year old girl, | didn't know if either
of them would live through it. | can't see
why anyone should want to live that way."

But polygamy does have its rationales,
which have evolved over its long history
and have become more numerous than the
number of wives in a typical polygamous
household. The first justification for
polygamy was concocted in 1831 by the
vibrantly attractive Mormon prophet,
Joseph Smith, whom an ex-Mormon
scholar recently dubbed "a sexual giant, a
crealive genius, and a psychopath.” When
his monogamous relationship to lempes-
tuous, puritanical Emma became unbear-
ably restrictive, Joseph simply declared
122 PENTHOUSE

R ——————————

that God had appeared before him (as God
often did) and revealed the doctrine of the
plurality of wives. The Lord, Joseph ex-
plained, had commanded that Emma
‘receive all those that have been given
unto Joseph” or be damned and had
pointed out that numerous patriarchs in re-
ligious history—among them Abraham,
Isaac, Jacob, Moses, and David—had
many wives and concubines given them by
Him.

Other rationales for polygamy were de-
veloped as the exigencies of the time dic-
tated. It was often stated that the church,
because of its many enemies, needed to
multiply its numbers as rapidly as possible
in order to ensure survival and that plural
marriage was an efficient, cost-effective
solution. It was also maintained that in the
early frontier days the church, through
polygamy, sought to provide husbands
and financial security for a large surplus of
women. Census and church records, how-
ever, indicate a consistent preponderance

—
@

“Living the Principle of
Plural Marriage makes sex even
better,” said a young
auto dealer. “You're not just
screwing around, you're part
of God's exciting plan.”

®
“

of males in both Utah and the church, In
fact, early Utah Mormons were Soon com-
peting for the attentions of newly arrived
female converts, and a church leader
chastised missionaries for “picking out the
prettiest women for themselves and bring-
ing on the ugly ones for us.” To expand
further the selection of women, the Utah
legislature passed a law permitting girls
more than twelve years of age to be mar-
ried, and a revelation from God ordered
Mormon males to gird up their loins and
take dark-skinned Indian squaws as plural
wives, producing offspring that would be
‘white and delitesome.” A University of
Utah professor, after completing a schol-
arly study of polygamy in 1862, concluded
that "poverty as well as passion compel it."

Heavenly commands and practical
needs for polygamy notwithstanding, it just
seemed to make sense, the more church
leaders thought about it Brigham Young,
the church's second president, who had
found Smith’s order to practice polygamy
appalling, later concluded that polygamy
is a noble enterprise, protecting fermale
chastity and ridding society of prostitution.

“Our government says that a man may
fuin and destroy as many of the daughters

of Eve as he pleases, but he is forbidden to
acknowledge but one as his wife," Young
observed.

Young, who eventually amassed twen-
ty-seven wives of his own, believed that by
dispensing young brides to loyal followers
he would renew their vitality and thus en-
able them to serve God with greater vigor.

‘I do not know what we should do if we
men of God had but one wife apiece,”
Young's first counselor stated in support of
the practice. ‘A man who has but one soon
begins to wither and dry up.”

Another church leader scoffed at "that
narrow-minded, pinch-backed race of men
who chain themselves down to the domin-
ion of one woman. They ought to be
ashamed of such conduct,”

It did not take long for the narrow-minded
race of men to strike back. Antipolygamist
propaganda at the turn of the century is
among the most strident and colorful politi-
cal literature ever produced by this country,
describing in pornographic detail the imag-
ined excesses and ecstasies of “the vile,
infernal Mormons" and “their foul conspir-
acy." Needless to say, these tracts reveal
more about their readers and authors than
they do about “those sallow-skinned devils
with their swollen genitals.”

Even today polygamists are thought to
be odd, if not immoral, although evidence
that monogamy is neither natural nor suc-
cessful abounds,

Polygamy's defenders say that it pro-
vides for women who are alone, by absorb-
ing them into existing family structures. In
part because it provides an extended fam-
ily situation in which members' needs and
expectations are not all focused on one
individual, pelygamists say that they have
alower divorce rate than do monogamists.

By the time this article appears, itis likely
that the uproar over the Allred murder will
have calmed. In any event, it appears to be
only a matter of time before laws prohibit-
ing plural marriage are declared uncon-
stitutional, In 1972, for example, the Su-
preme Court upheld the right of the Amish
religious sect to remove its children from
public schools after the eighth grade. The
court concluded that the state had no
compelling interest that could entitle it to
abridge religious freedom, a principle that
seems applicable to polygamy as well.

As the law retreats, the church, it seems
likely, will be forced to reassess its stand.
Mormon leadership has never seen fit to
renounce the principle of plural marriage,
since itis an integral part of their prophet's
legacy, but has only—under threat from the
government—"(advised against) any mar-
riage forbidden by the laws of the land.”

The church has more than 3.5 million
members, a sizable pecentage of whom
are versed in church writings, including
the revelation commanding plural mar-
riage. If and when the law is changed, seri-
ous Mormons will be hard-pressed not to
embrace the life-style of polygamy. As a
church writer has observed, "Either
polygamy was revealed by God, or the en-
tire fabric of our faith is false.” O
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PENTHOUSE INTERVIEW

KEN NORTON

®

| enjoy acting, but the biggest thing
in my life is the heavyweight championship.
The epitome of this sport is a world title,
and that's what | want.

n March 31, 1973, an unheralded heavyweight

named Ken Norton registered the ring upset of the

decade when he scored a convincing viclory over

Muhammad Ali, breaking Ali's jaw in the process.
Until that night Norton had never fought a world-class
boxer. By the next morning he'd become one.

Since then, Ali and Norton have fought twice more in
what has become boxing's mos! closely contested rivalry.
Ali won a split decision over Norton at the end of 1973, and
in their most recent battle, held last October at New York's
Yankee Stadium, Ali retained his championship by winning
a decision that was unanimous only among the bout's
judges. At ringside, a poll of working sportswriters re-
vealed their choice to be Norton by a wide margin—an
opinion shared by such fistic authorities as former champ
Joe Frazier and Madison Square Garden impresarios
Teddy Brenner and Harry Markson, all three of whom
scored the fight for Norton ten rounds to five.

After spending a tearful hour in his dressing room, the
disappointed challenger composed himself and told a
reporter, "When you fight Ali, you're behind at the start. It's
obvious you have to knock him out to win. When it's that
obvious, you have to think the judges stole it."

If that was indeed the case, it probably wasn't the first
instance of grand larceny in the history of heavyweight title
fights. The last time a heavyweight championship
changed hands via a decision was in 1935, when Max Baer
was outpointed by James Braddock. While such news can
only confirm Norton's suspicions, he may have gained a
measure of satisfaction in noting how his earnings have
skyrocketed since his first meeting up with Ali. For beating
Ali four and a half years ago in San Diego, Norton received
$50,000. For losing to him last year in the Bronx, Norton
was paid a cool million,

Since that night, Norton has once again established
himselt as the leading contender for Ali's crown. In May he
disposed of previously unbeaten Duane ("The Great White
Hope") Bobick in fifty-eight seconds of the first round and
then signed up for an "elimination” bout with stylish Jimmy
Young on November 5. The winner will fight Ali for the title in
an eastern city in early 1978. Should Norton prevail against
Young, he fully expects to whip Ali and at last capture the
championship that has so eluded him.

But time is running out on Norton. Although he claims
he's thirty-two, Norton—according to a form he filled out as
an incoming freshman at Northeast Missouri State
College—is thirty-four.

Born on August 9, 1943, Norton grew up in Jacksonville,
lll., a typical small midwestern town seventy-five miles

®

outside of St. Louis. Both his father, a police dispatcher,
and his mother, a registered nurse, encouraged their only
child to pursue sports, and in high school Norton excelled
at football, track, and basketball. He entered Northeast
Missouri State on a football scholarship. But after one and
a half years, he decided he needed more adventure out of
life and enlisted in the Marine Corps. Two years later, in
1965, Norton laced on his first pair of boxing gloves and
promptly won the All-Marine Heavyweight Championship,
a title he retained in 1966 and 1967. While still a grunt, he
went on to win the Pan Am trials, as well as the Golden
Gloves Champlionship of North Carolina and South
Carolina, When he left the marines after a four-and-one-
half-year tour of duty, Norton was approached by a group
of wealthy San Diego businessmen who had seen him box
as an amateur and wanted to sponsor him as a pro. Norton
signed a contract with them in September 1967, and he's
been fighting ever since.

To interview the number-one heavyweight contender,
Penthouse sent Lawrence Linderman to meet with Norton
in Los Angeles. Reports Linderman: "Heavyweight boxers
are finely tuned fighting machines, but when they're away
from the rigors of training camp, the great majority—by
virtue of eating more and exercising not at all—puff up like
pandas. Muhammad Ali, for example, weighs in the low
220s when he fights, but between bouts he toddles along
in the mid-240s, fortified by a steady diet of double
cheeseburgers and chocolate shakes. Ken Norton is an
exception to this rule

"Not long after he had destroyed Duane Bobick, we met
at the Brown Derby Restaurant in Beverly Hills, and Nor-
ton, who's six-three, showed up in fine trim, perhaps three
pounds more than his fighting weight of 221. Norton 1s said
by many to have the finest physique in professional sports,
and film producers have been approaching him with roles
calling for a leading man who takes his shirt off a minimum
of twenty-three and a half times per movie.

“Norton 1s also said to be one of Hollywood's most active
studs, but since he didn't want to discuss his sexual es-
capades, | thought it best (for my own health) to spare him
a Mike Wallace-type grilling on the subject.

"In any event, Norton, a genuinely likable guy, was in

the process of discussing films deals with various Hol-

lywood types, and over lunch (for Norton, a large glass of
tomato juice and a salad) he talked about wanting acting -
lessons with Lee Strasberg in New York or Jeff Corey in -

Hollywood. Boxing, however, remains Norton's major &

preoccupation, and his impending match seemed like a =

logical subject to begin our conversation.”
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Penthouse: Most boxing experts consider
Jimmy Young to be the slickest heavy-
weight to emerge since a young man
named Cassius Clay began stirring up the
sport in 1960. Do you think he'll give you a
rough battle?
Norton: | have a lot of respect for Jimmy
Young because he is an intelligent fighter.
Jimmy was my sparring partner for about
six weeks prior to my second bout with
Muhammad Ali, and we've both improved
since then. We've changed our styles a bit,
but you can never change your basic skills.
Having sparred with him and having seen
him fight Ali, George Foreman, and Ron
Lyle, | know what the main difference be-
tween us is: | can hurt Jimmy Young, but he
can't hurt me. Jimmy's very ring-wise, but
he can't punch with power—and | can. |
also know that my hands are every bit as
fast as his and that I'm a fairly good ring
technician.

| won't say that beating him is gonna be
easy. Jimmy's a spoiler; he likes to lay back
and counterpunch, and he has lots of ways
to set you up for his shots. But I'm a coun-
terpuncher myself, and | have very quick
reflexes; so he'll find it hard to do his thing
against me. I'm going to be completely
ready for him, and |'ve got to be ready for
him, because this bout in November with
Jimmy Young is the pivotal fight of my
whole boxing career.
Penthouse: In what way?
Norton: If | don't beat Young, he gets to
fight Ali, and | get to wait at least two years
before | can have another shot at the title. If
I lose, I'll have to fight all the boxers ranked
below me—guys like Lyle and Earnie
Shavers—until | pull myself back into a po-
sition where, if Young becomes champion,
he'll have to fight me again, But really, |
don't believe I'll lose to Young. In fact, |
think it's totally impossible that Jimmy
Young could take me in this bout,
Penthouse: Wouldn't you agree that you
sound very much like George Foreman just
before Young knocked him out several
months ago?
Norton: Yes, but Foreman lost because he
was fatigued—he was just dead tired. |
think it was a case of Foreman taking Young
for granted, which is why he didn't train
properly: at 229 pounds, Foreman wasn'tin
good shape. I'm not making the same mis-
take. Before the Young bout, Foreman
thought he was unbeatable, and | guess he
still thinks he is. George has knocked out
almoslt everybody he's fought. He has a lot
of confidence in himself, and his record as
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| think I'm a solid
boxer-puncher.
If I have to punch,
| can hurt a man,
and my record proves it.
| hit hard.

e

a fighter speaks for itself. As a man, well,
Foreman had a few problems after losing to
Ali, and now that he's lost to Young, he's
having more problems. George has retired,
and he's now into religion. But deep down |
feel certain he'll get back into boxing. And
when he does, | want to fight him.
Penthouse: |s that because he knocked
you out in two rounds a few years ago?
Norton: Yes, and | think about it quite a bit.
I'm very cocky in the sense that | don't
believe | can be beaten, which is why |
have to prove to myself that | can take
Foreman. Ever since that fight, I've prom-
ised myself that Foreman and | will have a
rematch. And when we meet again, | think
I'll be the champion, both before and after
our fight.

Penthouse: If you get past Youna, you're
going to have to beat Ali to win the title.
What makes you think you won't lose a third
straight decision to him?

Norton: Listen, even Ali knows there's a
99.9 percent chance 'l beat him if we fight
again, which is why he's already ducked
out of a rematch. If you remember, Al of-
fered to fight the winner of my bout with
Duane Bobick. But he backed out on that
after | won. When reporters asked him how
come he was going back on his word, Ali
changed the subject and said, "Well,
Young beat Foreman, and now Norton has
beaten Bobick. So let those two fight each
other, and I'll fight the winner—I'm getting
too old to fight both of "em."

If Bobick had knocked me out, though,
he would've fought Ali in Rio this October,
Like most people in boxing circles, Ali
hoped Bobick would win because that

would've sel up a black-white title fight.
Penthouse: Didn't all that talk about Bobick
as a "Great White Hope" strike you as a lot
of tired racial hype?

Norton: Listen, I'm glad it was that way.
Otherwise, I'd never have been paid
$500,000 to fight him. And that's also why
Bobick got $250,000. Believe me, without a
black-white concept, with the winner to
meet Ali, there's no way a boxer of his
caliber would have received so much
money.

Penthouse: What is that caliber?

Norton: | think Bobick has the potential to
be very good, but his managers made a
mistake matching him with me. It's like
when you're putting up a building: you
have to start with a good foundation, and
then you build it one floor at a time. Well,
going into our fight, Bobick had a good
foundation—thirty-eight wins without a
loss, thirty-two of 'em by knockout. But by
having him fight me, Bobick's people
skipped over the first, second, and third
floors and tried to put a roof right on top of
the foundation—and the roof fell in. Bobick
should've had a few more bouts with box-
ers who could tax him more than the guys
he'd been fighting. As it turned out, | out-
thought the man and outfought the man.
With some work, though, | think he'll de-
velop into a good fighter.

Penthouse: Are you being honest or gra-
cious in saying this?

Norton: Hey, I'm telling it to you straight:
Bobick's got guts. When | caught him with a
good shot and he went down, he could've
stayed down, and nobody would have said
anything about it. But he didn't. He got up
and wanted to fight some more, and that
says a lot for him. What Bobick's got to do
now is go back to the drawing board and
start from scratch. As you saw in our fight,
when he got hurt he panicked and didn't
know what to do. He didn't know how to
cover up, he didn't know how to counter—
he didn't know how to do anything.

And on offense he's like a robot: he does
the same things over and over and over,
When | was getting ready for the fight, |
watched films of Bobick beating “Young
Sanford"—Fred Houpe—and | noticed that
he never varied his attack. He'd throw the
same slow jab, the same right hand, the
same left hook to the body He'd never
double up on any of his punches, like hook-
ing top to bottom, bottomn to top. Even his
footwork was predictable. Bobick comes
straightin, and if you step to the side he has
lo stop and pivot before going after you

y KeithWilliamson
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sidewalk—the erect posture and quick, catlike steps,

the long, graceful arms that have carried more meals
than the Berlin Airlift, those saucy curls, that pretty behind—
even in civvies, you knew you were looking at one of Ameri-
ca's great noblewormen: the Carhop. But now her days are
numbered. Caught like sprigs of wild clover in the spreading
crabgrass of fast-food chains and drive-throughs, the carhop
is an endangered species.

She has seen small independent DIs—Drive-Ins—crushed
by slick franchise operations. She has seen big government
and big business drain the independence from one profes-
sion after another. And now that figure in those white zipper
boots or competition roller skates is one of the last incarna-
tions of the rugged individualism which was instrumental in
hacking a nation out of this land.

With her unique skills, her hard self-reliance, and her "Have
Tray Will Travel” philosophy, she is our last nomad, one of our
last free spirits. Indeed, the carhop is the Last American
Cowairl.

Dyna-Flo of Des Moines sits in her small trailer and winces.
She has worked three twelve-hour shifts in as many days. A
heating pad rests on her right arm, a mute testament to one of
carhopping's countless hazards—tray elbow. Auto exhaust
and highway grime have cobwebbed her face, and her back
aches from years of bending and lifting. She's worked every
DI from glistening Interstate spas to remote and dusty diners,
from the neon Hollywood all-nighters with 120 car stalls, loud-
speakers, and arc lights to windblown chophouses with no
toilet and calf-high weeds in unpaved lots. But her mesh
stockings have given way to support hose, and as she con-
siders the day when she will have to hang up her order pad,
she broods. | look around today, and I'm damned if | see
anybody that can fill my skates.”

Mustang Sally, another old-timer, nods sagely. “We had to
deal with some real creeps, the kind the walk-ins won't let in
the door. We had our flashers, our masturbators, or ones
who'd be balling their frozen custard when we went to get the
tray. Remember how hops started switching to shorts and
tennis duds in the late fifties? It was the sports car craze.
Clowns were driving cars so low that they could look up your
skirt while they ordered.”

Carhops must constantly deal with hustlers and rolling

There was a time when you could spot her walking on the

seducers, There isn't a line they haven't heard, from “I'm here
to eat, and | don't mean lunch,” to "I'll put my top down if you
will." Says Sally, "If | had a dime for every ass hole that ordered
You with everything, honey," | could buy Idaho.” She has lost
count of the station wagons full of softball players who have
offered her a c-note to "make the team.” "Guys in campers are
the worst. They bring their bed with them.”

Your average carhop has seen more exposed peckers than
the staff of Blueboy magazine has. "They wave 'em, point 'em
at you, wrap twenty-dollar bills around 'em; one in Atlanta had
a little Confederate flag taped to his." This is a particular
hassle in hot-weather locales, where brevity of costume is a
necessity. “You ever try working Friday nightin Philly in August
in hot pants?" asks lron Irma, who has delivered more than
one left hook along with the tab. "Take my advice and don't.
You didn't dare bend over wearing a halter. Dyna-Flo, show
this guy your tooth marks."

But a seasoned carhop was nobody to mess with, as
Dodge Girl notes smugly. "You'd get guys who liked to play
with themselves while you put down a tray, but a spilt cup of
hot java did wonders for morality in such cases. With a real
troublemaker, you'd just bust off his car aerial.” A favorite
defense against carloads of young punks was a squirt gun full
of red ink, When you draw down on $800 worth of tuck-and-
roll, even Charlie Manson backs off,” grins Dodge Girl. "Since
| took est last year,” adds Weatherwoman, "l just let the air out
of their tires.”

Mustang Sally scoffs at modern carhops, with their bouffant
hairstyles, impractical platform shoes, and customized trays
that are bedecked with everything from bicycle reflectors to
American flags. “In the old days, we had our rubber-sole
shoes, our slacks and blouse, and our tray. Now we've got
everything from high heels to hot pants. A bunch of goddam
cheerleaders, that's what.”

Traditionalists also resent the introduction of scanty outfits
because they have given carhops the sordid reputation for
being easy lays. Says Sally, "I've never balled a customer in
my career, Mixing business with pleasure is begging for trou-
ble. You start with one, and pretty soon they're pulling up in
vans. |I've seen hops go into Winnebagos and never come
out. There's rookies who'll screw anything with a learner's
permit, but they learn in a hurry, the hard way. Traymate of
Boston got gangbanged by an Impala full of frat rats who

for men who like to eat and run

Hold the food and go easy on the action.
Those women of the road are back, but their everything-to-go
service is being shelved. Lament, Americal!

By Robert S. Wieder
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promised her six big tips, which turned out
to be the tips of their you-know-what."

Still there are some veteran carhops who
are justin it for quick sexual thrills. Take, for
example, Lowrider of Los Angeles. “Sure,
you get the ass bandits and the boozed-up
cruisers, but that's where the action is, not
in some Denny's full of tract-home
families." She likes her sex anonymous,
with no repeats and no ties—in short, vari-
ety without complications. “Most guys bore
me after twenty minutes. Give me a man
who's just passing through. It's even better
than love-'em-and-leave-'em. They leave."

The old-timers admit that many carhops
have had to peddle their muffs with the
malteds now and then in order to make
ends meet, but they have no tolerance for
the career call girls who merely use hop-
ping as a front. If such flagrant tarts as
Gearbox of Baltimore and BiziBodi out in
Jersey went to a straight DI, they would find
themselves in the street, their makeup
smeared and their fingernails broken. So
they stick to a few places, like the Auto-Mat
in Omaha, which are little more than
curbside cat houses, with such elaborate
code phrases as "doubledog raw" (a
throw) and “a side of chopped nuts” (S&M).
The hook-hops are a breed apart, identifi-
able only by their ankle bracelets and by
their refusal to serve the Freeway Flyer—a
state patrol car.

Oldtime hops will bend your ear for
hours, recounting the rigors and hazards of
the early days—the constant threats of
pneumonia, coffee scalds, hit-and-
rundowns, headlight blindness, and horn
deafness.

But it was just such hardships that gave
carhops their burning pride. Despite
meager wages, relentless sexual hassles,
and a steady flow of hustlers, Corvette-
tooling fantasy-seekers, and oily lechers in
Hudson Wasps and despite long. laborious
hours, torturous extremes of climate, and
the lurid image of the job, they stuck to their
creed: The Meal Must Go Through.

Dyna-Flo lights a Camel and gestures
defiantly. "Christ, you could get gashed by
a broken mug or gored by a corn dog! Your
hair got shot from the weather, and your
feet were flattened on lots that were
washboards in summer and swamps in
winter and hell in general. But damn it. You
were free. Your favorite snack was Exced-
rin. But God Jesus, it was worth it!”

For some carhops, however, the allure of
the job was the pseudostardom of warking
in the harsh limelight of high-intensity,
sealed-beam headlamps. Burger Queen, a
tall brunette pushing forty, is as mild and
reticent as a librarian until she slips into her
handpainted tank top and knit stockings
and steps in front of the high beams. Then
the star complex hits her, and she prances
like a stripper. For her, carhopping is more
than a job; it's escape.

These are the "hop-teasers,” whose
greatest kick is a male customer with a look
of hunger that doesn't involve food. Weath-
erwoman, a Bryn Mawr dropout who took to
the stalls at nineteen, gets a hot rush by
130 PENTHOUSE

bending low to flash a healthy cleavage at
one driver and the message come again,
sewn into the rear of her hot pants, to the
others. “l admit it,” she says. “| want to see
tongues hanging out of those mouths."

While the hop-teasers’ costumes take
every motif from doughboy uniforms to
nun's habits, they are universally tight and
small. “Less is more,” grins Burger Queen,
who would wear two pickle chips and a bun
if they'd let her. “Especially when it comes to
fips. A lot of guys come in and leave you
two bits for the Coke and $2.50 for the
hard-on.” She points to her Datsun 280Z
parked out back. "l like to think of that as a
gift from my tits.”

But with all the romance and freedom—
as Wide-Load Ella from Daytona says—
“inside every snotty, independent hop is a
little girl playing house.” Many hops, be-
neath their crusty exteriors, are wistful sen-
timentalists, dreaming in spare moments of
the Ideal Man—a guy who has a good job
and a convertible, and loves to cook.

2

A carhop screws one
customer, and pretty soon
they're pulling up in vans.

I've seen hops go
into Winnebagos and
never come out.
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These women may be America’s last rolling
stones (their first commandment is Keep
Moving), but deep inside they're waiting for
the Right Car, and any day could bring that
empty coat hook, which means that
another carhop has taken off with an attrac-
tive Lonesome Traveler. Many carhops be-
lieve Mr. Right will be found only in a spe-
cific make of car, and their nicknames re-
flect their particular fetishes: “Cuda
Mama,” "Chevy Chaser," “Little Deuce
Ruth,” “"Mustang Sally,” "Dodge Girl." More
than one carhop carries in her kit a pillow
stitched with the lyrics: "O Lord / Wontcha
send me / A Mercedes-Benz. . .." For
them it is the endless wait for that mythical
"One, with everything, to go.”

But most carhops would agree with
Legwork, of Denver: "A man's just an ani-
mal that'll pick you up at Red's Car Palace
and drop you off at the Park-n-Eat.” The flip
side of independence is loneliness, with
which hops are only too familiar.

They also know that their days are num-
bered. Carhops must now cope with un-
employment in addition to loneliness. Dis
are definitely on their way out, and the
carhops see the culprit as the “chickenshit
outfits"—the fast-food franchises that have

taken over the suburbs and the interstates,
reducing the once-proud DI to a digestive
novelty item. The Drive-In was a child of the
era when people lived largely in their cars,
on the move, with little time to dawdle. As
America has become fat and complacent,
say the carhops, the leisurely pace of the
walk-ins has taken over. In fact, they see a
direct parallel between the decline of the DI
and what they call the decline of America.

Carhops were vital to a nation in a hurry,
with no time to wait for a table, dress for
dinner, or even leave the car. The jukebox
was the car radio, the placemat was the
dashboard, and eating had the flashy pace
of an Indy pit-stop. A far cry from the
breakfast-nook boredom of the modern
walk-in, they sniff. Now it's been replaced
by uniformity and mechanization. Such
colorful order calls as “burn one and
cheese it" have been replaced by the for-
mula menus of the fast-food franchises,
which treat individuality like cholera.

‘It was great,” says Iron Irma. "Like, a
yanking motion was hold the onions, a bent
finger was a 7-Up, and a fist on your chest
meant add an Alka-Seltzer. Now you drive
inand talk to a goddam plastic clown! Hell,
girls'd hitch cross-country to work at Zig-
gy's Space Station in Oakland, just to say
they'd been one of his Astronettes. Today
who cares if you've worked for a Taco Bell
or Burger Chef? A chimpanzee could han-
dle that. | don't see how a person could
work at McDonald's. The same orders over
and over, just turning and serving, turning
and serving, like a goddam record-
changer; I'd go into a coma.”

Like the pony express rider, carhops
seem to be fleeting players on the stage of
history as much a part of America as the
peel-oul, fox-talled aerials, and stealing
A&W mugs. Now they're rarities, those
impish figures with blonde hair, broad
smile, and long legs, majorette skirt and
jaunty ass, chest high, one hand on hip, the
other balancing a tray. "An era is dead,”
sighs Dyna-Flo, “and | hope you're happy.
Can you imagine a pinup calendar with a
picture of Colonel Sanders?"

“There's no future in hopping; we all
know it,” Legwork says, shaking her head.
“But what can you do? It's all | know. Once
you've got permanent ketchup stains
under your fingernails and that smell of car
exhaust and burger grease in your hair,
there's no going back. Who'd want you
back? It's a life for loners, people who don't
need anybody else. That's what's dying
out. The U.S.A. has sunk to a nation of
leaners, not carriers. But screw it. | just
want to pick up and deliver till | croak.” She
adjusts her Puma workout shoes, tightens
her earrings, hair sprays up, and gets
ready to hit the stalls. “You know," she
adds, "nothing'll ever replace the smell of a
cheeseburger and fries floating into a car
off a tray. | pity the kids who'll never smell
that. Poor, sloppy little bastards."

Gone are those women with carbon
monoxide in their blood and hearts of
hamburger; and we shall never see their
like again. Lament, America. O+—py



A COMPACT STEREO WITH

THE GUTS TO DOTHIS:

(farger is better)

Marantz 2216 Receiver Sansui 221 Receiver  |Kenwood KR2600 Receiver
AR 16 Speakers Bose 301 Speaker AR 16 Speakers
BSR 2320W BSR 2320W BSR 2320W
Centrex by Pioneer Record Changer Record Changer Record Changer
KH-7766 System Teac A-100 Tape Deck | Akai CS-702D Tape Deck | Teac A-100 Tape Deck
P]ﬂd?[ilwtuge%ﬂhsaﬁr?gfm 12 watts (8 ohms) 16 watts (8 ohms) 8 watts (8 ohms) 15 watts (8 ohms)
Power Band Width 40-30,000 Hz 20-20,000 Hz 40-20,000 Hz 20-20,000 Hz
Total Harmonic Distortion
(smaller is better) 0.8% 0.5% 1.0% 0.8%
FM IHF Sensitivity 1.9 Microvolt 2.5 Microvolt 2.5 Microvolt 2.5 Microvolt
(smaller is better) 10.7 dBf 13.2 dBf 13.2 dBf 13.2 dBf
FM Stereo Separation
G fs St 40dB 38 dB 35dB 33dB
FM Capture Ratio
Plidiing il 10dB 3048 1548 2508
FM Selectivity 60 dB 50 dB 60 dB 50 dB

Front-loading non-Dolby*

Dolby* Front-loading

Dolby* Front-loading

Dolby* Front-loading

T e ek o | Ci0:4014000H: | (Cr0; 30-14000K2 | Ci0y-40-14000Ks | Ci0; Tape. 30.14 000 Hz
e Low Noise: 40-12,000 Hz | Low Noise: 30-11,000 Hz | Low Noise: 40-13,000 Hz | Low Noise: 30-11.000 Hz
10" 3-way 8" 2-way 8" 2-way 8" 2-way
Speakers Frequency Range: Frequency Range: Frequency Range: Frequency Range:
: 45-20,000 Hz 50-22,000 Hz N/A 50-22.000 Hz
Moving Magnet Cartridge | Moving Magnet Cartridge | Moving Magnet Cartridge Moving Magnet Cartridge
Record Changer with damped cueing and | with damped cueing and | with damped cueing and | with damped cueing and
4-pole motor 4-pole motor 4-pole motor 4-pole motor
Suggested Total Retail
Price (Source: 1977 Stereo
Review's Stere Directory & $429.95 $719.95 $651.95 $669.80
Buying Guide, Manufacturer's
Suggested Retail Price)

Centrex Stereo Systems by Pioneer compare favorably with these typical audio store component packagges.
Pioneer products include a two-year limited warranty. Ask for details. Pricing published as of April 1,1977

*Dolby is a trademark of Dolby Laboratories, Inc.

Sofar, components have been  The chart above shows you come out way ahead with
considered the most so- exactly how Centrex stacks  Centrex by Pioneer.
phisticated approach to high up against typical, medium- And if seeing isn't believ-
fidelity. priced audio store component ing, then let your ears

But now, after a lot of time, packages. : decide. Your Pioneer dealer
energy and solid-state tech- As you can is waiting.

nology, Pioneer is proudto  see, you For information write
introduce a compact stereo Pioneer Electronics of

system with the features, ¢ America, Dept. 21, 1925
specifications and audio East Dominguez Street,
quality of components. Long Beach, CA 90810.

by PIONEER

131



I\ AVED

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 82

that the war was "everybody's fault"? How
then can | tell that she is not only going to
pieces but thinking from morning to night
about doing herself in?

After the “accident”—so we describe in
the telegram to her parents the broken arm
and the mild concussion Elisabeth sustains
by walking in front of a truck sixteen days
after | move from Tooting Bec into the girls’
basement—I| continue to hang my tweed
jacket in her closet and to sleep, or to try to,
in her bed. And | actually believe that | am
staying on there because in my state of
shock | am simply unable to move out as
yet. Night after night, under Birgitta's nose,
I write letters to Elisabeth in which | set out
to explain myself; rather, | sit down at my
lypewriter to begin the paper | must soon
deliver in my Icelandic saga tutorial, on the
decline of skaldic poelry through the over-
use of the kenning, and wind up explaining
to Elisabeth that | had not realized she was
trying only to please me, but altogether
innocently—"altogether unforgivably”—
had believed that, like Birgitta and like my-
self, she had been pleasing herself first of
all. Again and again—on the Underground,
in the pub, during a lecture—I| take her very
first letter, written from her bedroom the
day she had arrived back home, and un-
crumple it to reread those primary-school
sentences that have the Sacco and Vanzet-
ti effect every time—what an idiot | have
been, how callous, how blind! “Alskade
David!" she begins, and then, in her Eng-
lish, goes on to explain that she had fallen
in love with me, not with Gittan, and had
gone to bed with the two of us only because
| wanted her to and she would have done
anything | wanted her to do . . . and, she
adds in the tiniest script, she is afraid she
would again if she were to return to London.
“] am not a strong girl as Gittan. | am just a
weak one Bettan, and | can't do anything
about it. It was like being in hell. | was in
love with someone and what | did had noth-
ing to do with love. It was like | no more was
human being. | am so stupid and my eng-
lish is strange when | write, | am sorry for
that. But | know | must never again do what
we three did as long as | live. So the silly girl
have learned something. Tusen pussar och
kramar"—a thousand kisses and hugs—
and signed, "Din Bettan."

In my own letters | confess time and
again that | had been blind to the nature of
her real feeling for me—blind to the depth
of my real feeling for her! | call that unfor-
givable, too, and “sad,” and “strange,”
and, when the contemplation of this igno-
rance of mine brings me nearly to tears, |
call it "terrifying"—and mean it. And this in
turn leads me to try to give both of us some
hope by telling her that | have found a room
for myself (in only a matter of days | do
intend to inquire about one) in a university
residence hall, and that henceforth she
should write to me there—if she should
ever want to write to me again—rather than
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at the old address, in care of Birgitta ...
And in the midst of composing these ear-
nest apologias and petitions for pardon, |
am overcome with the most unruly and con-
tradictory emotions—a sense of unworthi-
ness, of loathsomeness, of genuine shame
and remorse, and simultaneously as strong
asense that | am not guilty of anything, that
itis as much the fault of those Indians cook-
ing curried rice at 2200 A M. as it is mine that
innocent, undefended Elisabeth stepped
into the path of that truck. And what about
Birgitta, who was supposed to have been
Elisabeth's protector, and now just lies on
the bed across the room from me, studying
her English grammar, unmoved utterly—or
so she pretends—by my drama of self-
disgust? As though, since it was
Elisabeth's arm, rather than neck, that was
broken by the truck, she is entirely in the
clear! As though Elisabeth’s behavior with
us is for Elisabeth's conscience alone to
reckon with .. . and not hers ... and not
mine. But surely, surely, Birgitta is no less

o

Yes, there is Elisabeth's
unfathomable and wonderful
love, and there is Birgitta's
unfathomable and wonderful
daring, and whichever | want
| can have.
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guilty than | am of misusing Elisabeth's pli-
able nature. Or is she? Wasn't it Birgitta
rather than me to whom Elisabeth would
instinctively turn for affection whenever she
needed it most? When, depleted, we lay
together on the threadbare rug—for it was
the floor, not the bed, we used mostly as
our sacrificial altar—when we would be
lying there, a tangle of dead limbs and little
undergarments, it was invariably Birgitta
who held Elisabeth's head and gently
stroked her face and whispered lullaby
words like the kindest of mothers. My arms,
my hands, my words, didn't seem to be of
any use 1o anyone at that point. The way it
worked, my arms, hands, words, meant
everything—until | came, and then the two
girls huddled up together like playmates off
in a treehouse, or in a tent where there is
just no room for another . . .

Leaving my letter half-written, | go barg-
ing out into the street and walk halfway
across London (in the direction of Soho
generally) to bring myself under control. |
try on these Raskolnikovian sojourns (Ras-
kolnikov, admittedly, as played by
Pudd'nhead Wilson) to “think things
through.” Thatis, | should like, if | can, to be
able to take this whole thing the way Birgitta

does. And since | don't seem able to arrive
at that kind of equanimity spontaneous--
ly—or marshall that-kind of strength, if
strength it is—how about if | try to reason
my way into her shoes? Yes, use my Ful-
bright fellow's brain—it's got to be good for
something over here! Think it through,
damn it! It's not that difficult. You didn't roll
around on these two girls so as to set your-
self up in business as a saint! Far from it!
You didn't think up the things you all did so
as to please the old folks at home! Far from
it! Either go back and play patty-cake with
the girls at home, or stay where you are and
want what you want! Birgitta is human, too,
you know! Strong and clearheaded is hu-
man, too (if strong and clearheaded it is),
and blubbering is not becoming, over the
age of four! Nor is the naughty-boy bit!
Elisabeth is perfectly right: Gittan is Gittan,
Bettan is Bettan, and now it is about time
you were you!

Well, “thinking things through™ in this
manner, itis never too long before | wind up
recollecting that night when Birgitta and |
kept asking and asking Elisabeth—hound-
ing and hounding Elisabeth—about what
we had already cross-examined one
another: what was it she secretly wanted
most, what was it that she only dared to
think about by herself and never in her life
had had the courage to do or to have done
toher? “What s it you've never been able to
admit to anyone, Elisabeth, not even to
yourself?" Clinging with ten fingers to the
blanket dragged from the bed to cover us
all on the floor, Elisabeth began softly to
weep and in that charming, musical Eng-
lish admitted that she wanted to be had
from behind while bending over a chair.

| found no satisfaction in her reply. Only
after | had pressed her further, only after |
had demanded, "But what else—what
more? That's nothing"—aonly then did she
at last break down and “confess" that she
wanted me to do it to her like that while her
hands and feet were tied down. And
maybe she did, and maybe she didn't. ..

Passing through Piccadilly, | compose
yet another paragraph of moral specula-
tion for the latest letter intended to educate
my innocent victim—and me. In truth | am
trying with what wisdom—and what prose
resources and literary models—is mine, to
understand if in fact | have been what the
Christians call wicked and what | would call
inhuman. "And even if you had actually
wanted what you told us you wanted, what
law says that whatever secret longing one
is asked to satisfy must be satisfied forth-
with . . 7" We had used the belt from my
trousers and a strap from Birgitta's knap-
sack to bind Elisabeth to a straight-backed
chair. Once again the tears came rolling
down her face, causing Birgitta to touch
her cheek and to ask her, “Bettan, you want
to stop now?" But here Elisabeth's long,
trailing child's length of hair, whipped
across her bare back, so vehemently did
she shake her head in defiance. Defiance
of whom, | wonder. Of what? Why, | don't
begin to know a thing about her! “No,"
Elisabeth whispered. The only word she



spoke from start to finish. "No stop?” |
asked, "Or no go on? Elisabeth, do you
understand me
ask her
‘no” and "no” and "no” again. And so it

? Ask her in Swedish, |
But "no” is all she will answer;

was that | proceeded as | sert of believed | |

was being directed to. Elisabeth weeps,
and Birgitta watches, and suddenly | am so
excited by it all—by the sounds the three of
us are making, by what the three of us are
daing—that all trace of reluctance drops
away, and | know that | could do anything,
and that | want to, and that | willl Why not
four girls, why not five- who but the

wicked would hold that whatever longing |

one is asked to satisfy, must be satisfied
forthwith? Yet, dearest, sweetest, precious
Lisa, that appeared to be the very law
under which we three had decided—had
agreed!—to live!” And by now | am in a
hallway on Greek Street, where at last | stop
thinking about what next to write to
Elisabeth on the unfathomable subject of
my iniquity, and thinking, too, about this
unfathomable Birgitta—has she no re-
morse? no shame? no loyalty? no
limits?7—who must by now have read the
half-written letter left by me in my Olivetti
(and which will impress her surely with just
how deep a sultan | am)

In alittle room above a Chinese laundry, |

try my luck with a thirty-shilling whore, a |

fading Cockney milkmaid called Terry the
Tart who thinks me "a sexy bah-stard™ and
whose plucky lewdness had, once upon a
time, a most startling effect upon the deto-

nation of my seed. Now Terry's skills go for |

naught. She gives me her extraordinary
collection of dirty pictures to lock at; she
describes, with no less imagination than
Mrs. Browning, the ways in which she will
love me; indeed she praises to the skies the
breadth and height of my member and its
depth of penetration when last seen erect
but the fifteen minutes of hard labor she
then puts In over this recumbent lump is
without significant result. Taking such com-
fort as | can from the tender way Terry puts
it—"Sorry, Yank, 'e seems a bit sleepy to-
night’
basement, finishing up as | go that day's
inquiry into the evil | may or may not have
done.

As it turns out, | would have been better
off applying all this concentration to the
excessive use of the kenning in the latter
half of the twelfth century in Iceland. That is
something | could, in time, have made

| head back across London to our |

some sense of. Instead | seem to get |

nowhere near the truth, or even the feel of
the truth, in the prolix letters | reqularly ad-
dress to Sweden, while the scholarly essay
| finally read before my tutorial group
prompts the tutor to invite me back to his
office after class, to sit me down in a chair,
and to ask, with only the faintest trace to
sarcasm, “Tell me, Mr. Kepesh, are you sure
you are serious about lcelandic poetry?

A teacher taking me to task! As unimag-
inable, this, as my sixteen days in one room
with two girls! As Elisabeth Elverskog's at-

tempt at suicide! | am so stunned and |

humiliated by this chastisement (especially
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coming in the wake of the accusations that |
have been leveling at myselfin my capacity
as Elisabeth's family's attorney) that | can-
not find the courage to return to the tutorial
ever again, | do not even respond to the
notes asking me to come talk to my tutor
about my disappearance. Can it be? | am
on my way to failing a course. What next?

This.

One night Birgitta tells me that while |
have been lying gloomily on Elisabeth's
bed playing the “fallen priest” she has
been doing something “perverse.” Actu-
ally it goes back some time, to when she
had first arrived in London two years ago
and had gone to see a doctor about a di-
gestive problem. The doctor had told her
that to make a diagnosis he would need a
vaginal smear. He asked her to disrobe
and arrange herself on the examination
lable and then with either his hand or an
instrument—she had been so startled at
the time she stillwasn't sure—had begun to
massage between her legs. "Please, what
is it that you are doing?" she had asked
him. According to Birgitta, he'd had the
nerve to say in response, “Look, do you
think | like this? I've had a bad back, my
dear, and this posture doesn't help it any.
But | must have a specimen, and this is the
only way | can getto it.” "Did you let him?"
“l didn't know what else to do. | had just
arrived three days here. | was frightened a
little, you know, and | wasn't sure | under-
stood his English. And he looked like a
doctor. Tall and nice-looking and kind. And
very nice clothes. And | thought maybe this
is the way they do it here. He kept saying,
‘Are you getting cramps, yet, my dear?’ At
first | didn't know what that means—then |
got up and got my clothes on and | left.
There were people in the waiting room;
there was a nurse . . . He sent a bill for two
guineas.” "He did? And you paid it?" | ask.
“No." "And?" | ask, wavering madly be-
tween incredulity and excitement. “Last
month," says Birgitta, her English emerg-
ing even more deliberately than usual, "I
went to him again. | started to think all the
time of it. That's what | think of when you are
writing all your letters to Bettan.” Is that
true, | wonder—is any of it true? “And?" |
say. "Now once a week | go to his office.
For my lunch hour." "And he masturbates
you—you let him masturbate you?" “Yes."
“Is this the truth, Gittan?" "I close my eyes,
and he does it with his hand.” "And—
then?" "I get dressed. | go back to the
park.” | am craving for more—and more
lurid even than this—but there is none. He
masturbates her, and he lets her go. Can
this be true? Do such things happen?
“"What's his name? Where is his office?” To
my surprise, without any reluctance, Birgit-
ta tells me.

Some hours later, having failed to com-
prehend a single paragraph of Arthurian
Tradition and Chrétien de Troyes (an in-
valuable source, | have been told, for the
paper now due in my other tutorial), | rush
out to a telephone kiosk at the end of our
street and search the directory for the doc-
tor's name—and find it, and at the
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Brompton Road address! Tomorrow morn-
ing first thing | will call him up—I will say
(perhaps even in my Swedish accent), “Dr.
Leigh, you had better watch out; you had
better leave your hands off foreign young
girls, or you are going to get yourselfin a lot
of trouble.” But it seems that | do not really
want to reform the lascivious doctor so
much as to find out (inasmuch as | can)
whether Birgitta's story is true. Not that |
know for sure even yet whether | want it to
be true or not. Wouldn't | be better off if it
weren't?

When | get back to the flat, | undress her.
And she submits. With what self-
possession does she submit—she and
submission are thick as thieves! We are
both panting and greatly worked up. | am
clothed and she is naked. | call her a little
whore. She begs me to pull her hair. How
hard she wants it pulled | am not sure—no
one has ever asked such a thing of me
before. "| want to know you're here,” she
cries—"do it more!” "Like this?" "Yes!"”

®

We would never
be able to go back
to ordinary sex . . .

We've upped the ante
much too high.

®

“Like this, my whore? My filthy little Birgitta
whore!" "Ah, yes! Ah, yes, yes!"”

An hour earlier | had been fearful that it
might be years and years before | was po-
tent again, that my punishment, if such it
was, might even last forever. Now | spend a
night overcome by a passion whose harsh
energies | have never allowed myself to
begin to know before; or maybe it is that |
have never before known a girl of roughly
my own age to whom such forcefulness
would have been anything other than an
outrage. | have been so sleeped in cajoling
and wheedling and begging my way lo-
ward pleasure that | had not known | was
actually capable of such a besiegement of
another, or that | wished to be besieged
and assaulted in turn. Straddling her head
with my legs | force my member into her
mouth as though it were at once the lifeline
that will prevent her suffocation and the
instrument upon which she will strangle.
And as though | am her saddle, she plants
herself upon my face and rides and rides
and rides. "Tell me things!" cries Birgitta, "I
like to be told things! Tell me all kind of
things!” And in the morning there is no
remorse for anything said or done—far
from it. “We appear to be two of a kind," |

say. She laughs and says, "l know that a
long time." “That's why | stayed, you
know." “Yes," she replies, "l know that.”

Yet | continue writing to Elisabeth
(though no longer in Birgitta's presence). In
care of a university residence hall—an
American friend has arranged to receive
my mail in his box there and forward it to
me—Elisabeth sends a photograph show-
ing that her arm is no longer in a cast. On
the back of the photograph she has printed
“Me." | write immediately to thank her for
the picture of herself healed and healthy
again. | tell her that | am making progress in
my Swedish grammar book, that | pick up a
Svenska Dagbladet on Charing Cross
Road each week and try at least to read the
front-page stories with the aid of the
English-Swedish pocket dictionary she
gave me. And though in fact it is Birgitta's
newspaper that | take a stab at translating
each day—during the time previously re-
served for sweating over my eddas—uwhile
| am writing to Elisabeth | believe | am
doing it for her, for our future, so that | can
marry her and settle down in her homeland,
eventually to teach American literature
there. Yes, | believe | could yet fall in love
with this girl who wears around her neck a
locket with her father's picture init . .. in-
deed, that | should have already. Her face
alone is so lovable! Look at it, | tell myself—
look, you idiot! Teeth that couldn't be whit-
er, the ripe curve of her cheeks, enormous
blue eyes, and that reddish-amber hair that
| once told her—it was the night | received
the little dictionary inscribed "“From me to
you'—was best described in English by
“tresses,” a poetical word out of fairy sto-
ries. "Common" is the English word which
she tells me (after looking in the dictionary)
best describes her nose. "It is a farm girl's
nose,” she says—"it is like the thing you
plant in the garden to grow tulips.” "Not
quite.” "How do you say that?" "Tulip
bulb." “Yes. When | am forty, | will look
horrible because of this tulip bulb." But the
nose is just the nose of millions and millions
and, on Elisabeth, actually touching in its
utter lack of pride or pretension. Oh, what a
sweet face, so full of the happiness of her
childhood! the frothiness of her laugh! her
innocent heart! This is the girl who knocked
me out just by saying, “l got a hand like a
foot!" Oh, how incredibly moving a thing it
IS, a person's innocence! How it catches
me off guard each time, that unguarded,
trusting look!

Yet work myself up as | will over her pho-
tograph, itis with slender little Birgitta, a girl
a good deal less innocent and vulner-
able—a girl who confronts the world with a
narrow, foxy face, a nose delicately
pointed and an upper lip ever so slightly
protruding, a mouth ready, if need be, to
answer a charge or utter a challenge—that
| continue to live out my year as a visiting
fellow in erotic daredevilry.

Of course, strolling around Green Park,
renting out deck chairs to passersby, Bir-
gitta is tendered invitations almost daily by
men visiting London as tourists, or men out
prowling on their lunch hour, or men on



their way home to wives and children at the
end of the day. Because of the opportuni-
ties for pleasure and excitement afforded
by these meetings, she had decided
against returning to the university after her

year's leave of absence. "l think | get a
better English education this way,” says
Birgitta

One March afternoon, when suddenly
the sun appears, out of the blue, over
dreary London, | take the underground to
the park, and sitting off under a tree, |
watch her, some hundred yards away, en-
gaged In conversation with a gentleman
nearly three times my age whao is reclining
in one of the deck chairs. It is almost an
hour before the gentleman rises, makes a
formal bow in her direction, and departs
Could it be somebody she knows? Some-
body from home? Could it be Dr. Leigh from
the Brompton Road? Without telling her, |
travel to the park every afternoon for almost
a week and, keeping in the shadows of the
trees, spy upon her at work. | am surprised
at first to find myself so enormously excited
each time | see Birgitta standing over a
deck chair in which a man is seated. Of
course all they ever do is talk. That is all |
ever see. Never once do | see either a man
touching Birgitta or Birgitta touching a man
And | am almost certain she does not make
assignations and go off with any of ‘hem
after work. But what excites me so Is that
she might, that she could that if | pro-
posed such a thing to her, she probably
would do it. "What a day,” she says at di-
nner one evening. "The whole Portuguese
navy is in London. Feee! What men!" But if |
were 0 say

Only a few weeks later she startles me
one evening by saying, “Do you know who
came to see me in the park today? Mr
Elverskog." "Who?" "Bettan's father.” |
think: They have found my letters! Oh, why
clid | put in writing that f about tying her
to the chair! It's me they're after, the two
families! "Why didn't he come to see you
here?" “He knows where | work," says Bir-
gitta, “so he came there." Is Birgitta lying to
me, |s she doing something “perverse
again? But how can she possibly know that
all along | have been terrified of Elisabeth
breaking down and turning us in, of her

father coming after me, with the police or |

with a whip. . . 7 "Whalt's he doing in Lon-
don, Gittan?" “Oh. business—I| don't know
He just came to the park to say hello.” And
rou go off to his hotel room with him
? Would you like to make love with
1 ,*3’” 5 father: ? W-:‘: 1t he the tall. dis
d-looking gentleman wh( hr,.,«,ra.-
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Isn't he the Uu; man | saw pIJL' .aslc"‘..ﬂu fo s

avidly months —h]t‘r:‘ Or was that the doctor
who liked play with you in his office?
What was he saying to you, that man, just
what was }.1 proposing that held ) rJu. at
tention so?

| don't know what to think, and so | think
everything

In bed later, when she wants to be ex- |

cited by hearing "all kinds of things.” |
come to the very brink of saying to her,
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"Would you do it with Mr. Elverskog? Would
you do it with a sailor, if | told you to? Would
you do it with him for money?" | don't, not
simply for fear that she will say yes (as she
might, if only for the thrill of saying it) but
because | might reply, “Then go ahead, my
little whore."

Atthe end of the term Birgitta and | take a
hitehhiking trip on the Continent, looking at
museums and cathedrals during the day,
and then after dark, in cafés and caves and
tavernas, training our sights at girls. About
leading Birgitta back into this, | have no
scruples such as | had in London about
tempting her to visit Mr. Elverskog in his
hotel. "Another girl” is one of those “things”
with which we have aroused one another
continually during the months since Elisa-
beth's departure. To find other girls is, in
fact, one of the reasons we are on this holi-
day. And we are not bad at it, not at all. To
be sure, alone neither Birgitta nor | is ever
quite so cunning or brave, but together it
seems that we strongly reinforce one
another’s waywardness and, as the nights
go by, become more and more adroit at
charming perfect strangers. Yet no matter
how skillfully, how professionally, we come
to maneuver as a team, | still go a little weak
and dizzy when it appears that we have
actually succeeded in finding a willing third
and all of us get up as one to go find a
quieter place to talk. Birgitta reports similar
symptoms in herself—though out on the
street she wins my admiration by daring to
reach out and push away from her face the
hair of the game young student who is dar-
Ing to see what develops. Yes, seeing my
partner so plucky and confident, | recover
my faculties—and my balance—| give
each an arm, and now, without so much as

a quiver in my voice, with my worldly mix of
irony and bonhomie, | say, "Let's go,
friends—come along!” And all the while |
am thinking what | have been thinking now
for months: Is this happemng? This, too?
For in my wallet, along with Elisabeth's pic-
ure, 1s a photo of her family's seaside
house, sent to me just before | received my
lamentable grades and boarded the boat
train with Birgitta. | have been invited to visit
her at tiny Trangholmen and to stay as long
as | wish. And why don't I? And marry her
there! Her father knows nothing, and he
never will. The whips, the police, the
scenes of vengeful murderous rage, the
secret plot to make me pay for what | have
done to his daughter, that is all my imagina-
tion running wild. Why not let my imagina-
tion run another way? Why not imagine
Elisabeth and myself rowing past the rocky
shore and the lall pine trees, all the way
down the length of the island to where the
Stockholm ferry docks each day? Why not
imagine her family beaming and waving at
us when we return in the boat with the milk
and the mail? Why not imagine this sweet
Elisabeth on the porch of the Elverskogs'
pretty, white house, pregnant with the first
of our Swedish-Jewish children? Yes, there
is Elisabeth's unfathomable and wonderful
love, and there i1s Birgitta's unfathomable
and wonderful daring, and whichever |
want | can have. Now isn't that unfathoma-
ble! Either the furnace or the hearth! Ah,
this must be what is meant by the pos-
sibilities of youth.

More youthful possibilities. In Paris, in a
bar not far from the Bastille, where the in-
famous marquis had himself been pun-
ished for his vile and audacious crimes, a
prostitute sits in a corner with us and while

'Have you ever considered that maybe it's your lifestyle that is abominable?”
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she jokes with me in French about my crew
cut, is busy stroking Birgitta beneath the
table. In the midst of our excitement—for |
also have a hand moving under the ta-
ble—a man looms up, berating me for the
indignities that | make my “jeune femme”
submit to. | rise with a throbbing heart to
explain that we happen not to be husband
and wife, that we are students, that what we
do Is our business—but despite my excel-
lent pronunciation and perfect grammati-
cal constructions, he pulls a hammer out of
his overalls and raises itinto the air. Hand in
hand with Birgitta, and for the first time
ever, | run for my life.

We do not discuss what will happen
when the month is over. Rather, each
thinks: Givert what has been, what else can
be? That is, | assume that | will return to
America alone in order to resume my edu-
cation, this time seriously, and Birgitta as-
sumes that when | leave she will pack her
knapsack and come with me. Birgitta's par-
ents have already been told that she may
decide to go to school in America for a
year, and apparently that is all right with
them. Even if it weren't, Birgitta would
probably still do as she pleased.

When | rehearse the difficult conversa-
tion that must take place sooner or later, |
hear myself sounding very limp and whiny
indeed. Nothing | can say comes out right;
nothing she can say sounds wrong—and
yet it is |, of course, who invents the dia-
logue. "I am going to Stanford. | am going
back to get my degree.” "So?" "| have ter-
rible dreams about school, Gittan. Nothing
like this has ever happened to me before. |
fucked up my Fulbright but good.” "Yes?"
"And, well, as for the two of us——" “Yes?"
“Well, truly, | don't see that we have any
future. Do you? We would never be able to
go back to ordinary sex. That can never
work for us—we've upped the ante much
too high. We've gone too far to go back."
"We have?" "| think so, yes." "But it wasn't
my Idea alone, you know.” "l didn't say that
it was." "So then we stop going too far."
“"We can't. Oh, come on, you do know that."
"But | do whatever you want." “That's not
possible any longer. Or are you saying that
I've had you in my power all along, that
you're another Elisabeth I've corrupted?”
She smiles her fetching, buck-toothed
smile. "Who is the other Elisabeth?" she
asks—"You? Oh, but that is not so. You say
so yourself. You are a whoremaster by na-
ture, you are a polygamist by nature, there
Is even the rapist in you——""Well, maybe
I've changed my mind about all that;
maybe | was foolish to say such things.”
“But how can you change your mind about
what is your nature?" she asks.

In reality going home to resume my seri-
ous education hardly requires that | fight
my way, a little helplessly, a little foolishly,
through this thicket of flattering objections.
No. no challenging debate about my “na-
lure” i1s necessary for me to be free of her
and our fantastical life of thriling plea-
sures—at least not right then and there. We
are undressing for bed in a room we have
rented for the night in a town in the Seine



Valley, some thirty kilometers from Rouen,
where | intend the next day to visil
Flaubert's birthplace, when Birgitta begins
to reminisce about dreams that used to be
awakened in her as a child by the name
"California.” | interrupt. “I'm going to
California by myself—on my own."

Minutes later she is dressed again, and
her knapsack is ready to go. My God, sheis
bolder even than | imagined! How many
such girls can there be in the world? She
dares to do everything, and yet is as sane
as | am. Sane, clever, self-possessed-
and wildly lascivious! Just what |'ve always
wanted. Why am | running away then? In
the name of what? More Arthurian legends
and lcelandic sagas? Look, if | were to
empty my pockets of Elisabeth's letters
and Elisabeth's photographs, and empty
my imagination of Elisabeth’'s father, if |
were to give myself completely over to what
| have, to whom | am with, to what may
actually be my nature—"Don't be ridicu-
lous,” | say. "Where can you find a room at
this hour? Oh, damn it, Gittan, | have to go
to California alone!”

In response, no tears, no anger, and no
real scorn to speak of. Though not too
much admiration for me as a shameless
carnal force. She says from the door, "You
are such a boy," and that is all there is to the
discussion of my character, all, apparently,
that her dignity requires or permits. Not the
masterful young master of mistresses and
whores, not the precocious dramatist of the
satyric and the lewd, and something of a
fledgling rapist, too—no, merely “a boy."
And then gently, so very gently (for aside
from being a girl who moans when her hair
is pulled and cries for more when her flesh
Is made to smart with a little pain, aside
from her Amazonian confidence in the
darkest dives and the nerves of iron that
she can display in the chancy hitchhiking
world, aside from the stunning sense of
inalienable right with which she does what-
ever she likes, that total immunity from re-
morse or self-doubt that mesmerizes me as
much as anything, she is also courteous,
respectful, and friendly, the perfectly
brought up child of a Stockholm physician
and his wife), she closes the door after her
S0 as not to awaken the family from whom
we have rented our room.

Yes, easily as that do young Birgitta
Svanstrom and young David Kepesh rid
themselves of each other. Ridding himself
of what he is by nature may be a more
difficult task, however, since young Kepesh
does not appear to be that clear, quite yet,
as towhat his nature is exactly. He is awake
all night, wondering what he will do if Birgit-
ta should steal back into the room before
dawn; he wonders if he oughtn't to get up
and lock the door,

Then when dawn arrives, when noon ar-
rives, and she is nowhere to be found,
neither in Les Andelys nor in Rouen—not at
the Grosse Horlage; not at the Cathedral;
not at the birthplace of Flaubet or the spot
where Joan of Arc went up in flames—he
wonders if he will ever see the likes of her
and their adventure again, Ot+—g
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THE GREEK

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 66

Reynolds stock at thirty-five to cover the
settlement. Ten years later, the stock, with
splits, was worth about $2 million. The
Greek feels that the custody of Vicki more
than evened things out.

His love for the child made him quit
gambling. He feared his life-style could
cost him custody; so he went into il specu-
lation. (Someone once said all gamblers
are closet Republicans.) But his wicked
ways came back to haunt him when his
name was bandied about in the Kefauver
Committee hearings. Besides the threat to
his cherished parenthood, the hearings
could have been mortally embarrassing to
his friends in coaching. His affiliation with
them came up, but the committee didn't
pursue it, on the grounds that these promi-
nent men would not be involved in some-
thing shady.

In 1952 Jimmy married his present wife,
the former Joan Specht, whom he regards
as his best bet—the lady who helped him
beat the odds. The Greek continued to
pursue the straight life, but his affinity for oil
was similar to his buddy Dean Martin's rela-
tionship to water. Twenty-two dry holes later
and $800,000 down the pipeline, his liquid
assets at the age of thirty-seven matched
those of his barrels: zilch! In philosophical
perspective, he says, "You can't make
odds on Mother Nature."

So, in 1956, not wanting any pressure
from the law, he went where the action was
sanctioned—Las Vegas. After many abor-
tive coups, he opened his own joint, the
Vegas Turf & Sport Club, which was a
couple of miles from the Strip. After getting
underway, it handled most of the sports
and turf action in town. This happy inter-
lude lasted until RFK.

The Greek clocks his downfall to the time
he was quoted as saying, “They [the Ken-
nedys] lost in Laos, they lost in Cuba, they
lost in Berlin, but they sure are giving the
gamblers a beating.”

The rest is history. Snyder says, “Bobby
Kennedy didn't have an enemies’ list. He
had a shit list, and it didn't pay to geton it."

To bury what he financially calls his
“rococo” (most of his followers would think
that term was the name of an Argentine
wrestler) image as a gambler, he began
writing a weekly column for the Las Vegas
Sun at twenty-five bucks a throw. The
column contained his odds on sports and
politics, and it was widely circulated out-
side Vegas. Thus the beginnings as
oddsmaker to the world.

Today the column appears three times
weekly, and his numbers are syndicated in
about 300 newspapers. He says simply
that the pay has improved. But the money
was incidental in the first place. Like a de-
frocked preacher, he was in need of a pulpit,
and the Sun offered him that. And in his
drive toward “respectability” it was invalu-
able, since he got to meet many members
of the established press; and with interest

in football running hog-wild, there were
endless inquiries coming into Vegas about
who Jimmy “The Greek" was.

With this base established, Snyder
turned to doing for others what he had al-
ways done for himself—public relations. In
1965 he formed his own PR firm, “Sports
Unlimited,” and his first big account was
Caesar's Palace. Through the years, he
has represented STP Qil, Lum's fast food,
Aurora Toys, and Toughie Mufflers, in addi-
tion to publicly speaking for Howard
Hughes before Clifford Irving ever thought
of it. One of his functions for Hughes was to
lobby against nuclear testing in Nevada.
Obviously, Howard, like Woody Hayes of
Ohio State, believed in a firm-ground game.

Today, his firm is called “Jimmy ‘The
Greek' Snyder Public Relations” and ac-
counts for the bulk of his income. Add to
this his newspaper outlets, his speaking
engagements (usually $2,500 per appear-
ance), and his gig on “The NFL Today,” and
you have a man who averages (by conser-

Jimmy grew up in
Steubenville, Ohio, where,
he says, “l was
twenty-five before | knew
gambling was illegal.”

pi

vative estimate) more than $500,000 a year.
You get the feeling the Bulls and the Bears
have a different connotation for him these
days.

When you raise the point that his very
appearance on TV is organized football's
final recognition that there is an enormous
amount of betting on their games, and that
he is the teaser to that lust, Jimmy filibus-
ters like a wronged public servant. He con-
tends that he is an “analyst,” and his polls
show that most gambling is done on a small
scale and between friends, not with
bookies. Many federal and state studies
are al odds with his conclusions, but he
dismisses such surveys as wrongheaded,
compared with his irrefutable findings.
Perhaps the Feds don't take into consid-
eration the “intangibles.”

His argument that he is only an analyst
and that his appearance doesn't perk up
the gambling urge is about as pithy as a
dude's being caught selling Tijuana comic
books in the vestibule of St. Patrick's and
saying that he was testing the First
Amendment.

For his relatively short air time, he
spends about four days in preparation for
his TV broadcasts. “This is harder than

gambling,” he says. "In the old days | used
to zero in on one conference, the South-
east, and choose my bets. Now, between
the show and making the line for the news-
papers, | have to consider nearly every
game in the country. Sometimes | wonder if
it's worth the money and the time away from
my family.”

When he complains about the drudgery
of his schedule, he isn't pleading for false
sympathy. In the time | spent with him, he
was incessantly on the telephone adjusting
his line, which appears in syndication on
Monday, Thursday, and Saturday. Indeed,
the phone seems like an extension of his
ear, like a sugar tit to the lobe.

During this time he had not seen his wife
and their three children for about eight
weeks and was suffering from the nomad
life as acutely as had Willie Loman. His kids
constantly cropped up in his conversation.
His older daughter, Stephanie, works with
his wife in the Vegas branch of his public-
relations firm (there also is a New York of-
fice), and his two boys attend school in Las
Vegas. The older one, Jamie, gets the
laurel as the family genius; but Anthony, the
youngest, obviously hearkens the Greek
back to his own childhood. Anthony is the
one who tests his father's skill at games for
alittle side wager, who accompanies him to
the racetrack, and who collects coins and
comic books with an eye to a future score.
This touch of street smarts moves the in-
corporated Greek to say wistfully: “He's the
one who challenges life." Like all fathers
who have become entombed in “respec-
tability," it's a secret joy to have the genes
send him a memo of his smart-ass days.

Too, the Greek's life has left its mark.
From years of gambling and oddsmaking,
his mind has become monastic. Very little
else penetrates the inner sanctuary.
Though he has traveled abroad, that never
enters his conversation. When you ask him
about a book, he snaps, “I got no goddamn
time to read.” Indeed, his hotel room is
filled with nothing but publications that will
aid him in his own work. Food is taken in as
fuel. He will eat salads to maintain his
weight but, during the course of the day,
nosh on peanuts or candy. The quality of
food never seems to be a subject. He
drinks and smokes lightly, but his con-
sumption increases when he's nervous.

Jimmy's makeup is that of the compul-
sive. He is a man who has an itchy ass and
can't relax. He suffers from congenital
stomach disorder, and too much hyperten-
sion and strange beds have murdered his
sleep. At the end of a day he rubs his eyes
from exhaustion, but an easy sleep seems
like an off-the-board bet. Also, he ner-
vously scratches himself, like a junkie
withdrawing, causing one to think that his
constant movement is essential.

What's chasing him is years of putting his
money and his nerve ends on the line.
Dropped passes, blocked field goals,
photo finishes, and numerous other ele-
ments he cannot control have meant daily
survival. The bottom line on such a life is
that eventually the body and the psyche
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will have to cough up an exorbitant nut.
And only the Greek, in the throes of insom-
nia, can decide whether in choosing this
life he did or didn't take a sucker bet.

Last November a trip to northern Florida
liberated the Greek from the confines of his
hotel. It was a mixture of business and
pleasure. He was to speak at three Quar-
terback Clubs in Tallahassee, Gainesville,
and Ocala. In Gainesville, he would have a
chance to visit with his old friend Ray
Graves and Graves's wife, Opal. And in
Ocala he was to stop at Lou Wolfson's Har-
bor View Farm to buy a yearling, which he
plans to race in California.

With the national election drawing near,
Jimmy was off on a political bender. Presi-
dential politics is the real Super Bowl, he
says, the one about which he loves to be
right. So, while having a drink in first class
on the way to Atlanta, he canvassed pas-
sengers. When they said their choice was
Ford, he gloated, because the “cool”
oddsmaker was wearing his heart on his
sleeve. After all, Ford had signed his par-
don, and this would be the first election in
years in which Jimmy would be allowed to
vote. He was not about to bite the hand that
freed him.

He was overjoyed. The name Ford came
up so frequently you would have thought
we were in Detroit. But across the aisle sat
a dissenter, a Carter man who claimed that
the governor would bring honesty to gov-
ernment. In semiplayful horror the Greek
boomed, "Honesty? You gotta be kidding.
He won't carry the South.”

The gent, a southerner, put a finger to his
lips to hush the Greek, then pointed to the
seat in front of him. The passenger he
pointed out was hidden by the height of the
seat, and the Greek wouldn't be hushed. “I
don't care who's up there. | say whatever |
goddam think. That rebel bastard bank-
rupted Georgia. He won't even carry his
own state."

Mortified, the Carter supporter sank into
his seat, and the hidden passenger leaned
outinto the aisle and glared in our direction,
The look said, "Demeaning a candidate is
one thing, but never, never pick on my son.”
The Greek will burn in hell before he ever
gets a pardon from Miss Lillian.

Attending the Quarterback Club din-
ners, one realized the depth to which foot-
ball is ingrained in our psyche. This is the
South, son, and the game is serious busi-
ness down here.

In Tallahassee and Ocala Jimmy drew
crowds about 300 strong. These are
good-ole-boy evenings. Jokes about some
members using the evening out to sneak in
some poontang are knee slappers. And
Jew jokes are in, too. One coach spoke
about going to school with a "Joop."” "He
was half a Jew and half a goop,” he told the
howling audience.

Another speaker told the crowd he didn't
have a Jew joke to tell them this week; sohe
told them one about passing wind. Mental
and anal shit are surefire guffaw getters.

At none of these evenings was there a
black in the audience, although some
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black coaches and honored players ap-
peared on the dais. The Greek found him-
self in a sea of Ford backers. This is north-
ern Florida, on the Georgia border—
cracker country. Here Carter is perceived
as a magnolia Marxist. And on a couple of
occasions Jimmy read the house and
played to the yahoos. Then again, whatis a
TV star for, if not to fawn to his public?

During his podium schtick he responded
lo a guestion about how he categorizes
himself by saying, "I'll tell you what I'm
not—a bookmaker or a fag.” He tells them
that in his gambling days he watched the
spread till he could see the whites of the
Jewish bookmakers' eyes and then kicked
them in the balls. Love was lavished on
him,

He reached the height of philistine pan-
dering in Tallahassee, when he passed
over Carter's concern about the economy.
“There would be nothing wrong with the
economy if those people in Dade County
and New York City went to work—Dbut ev-

®

“I'll tell you
what I'm not,"” says
Jimmy the Greek.
‘A bookmaker or
afag.”

®

eryone knows they don't want to work.” The
audience howled its approval, as a black
coach on the dais sat with his head down.

Only in Gainesville, in the company of the
Graveses, a warm and gracious couple,
did the Greek drop his image of TV star.
And the Greek is a man locked into an
image wherever he goes. He is expecled to
expound on his exploits. Indeed, whoever
is around begs him to do so. He spends
money with abandon, snapping bills from a
roll held by a rubber band (I've never
known a high roller who carried a wallet).

Currently, Jimmy is a man whose opinion
is sought on everything, and that's rough to
handle. In a way, he has become like one of
those "key precincts” that television is al-
ways polling. The difference is that key
precincts don't know they're “key," and
Jimmy is aware that he is; so he can't resist
an opinion even when it's far-reaching.
Projections for the Orange Bowl, the Super
Bowl (Minnesota-Oakland), and the presi-
dential race (Ford) were all wrong. His pub-
lic demands opinions; and who needs an
oracle who waffles?

Besides, this public attention stems from
the fact that he has led a life far removed
from the middle class, a class that is bored

to death. So, as is their habit, they rent the
Greek the way they rent a car. "Dial an
Experience.” Vicariously, through him, they
can enter an adventurous world as they do
on evenings when they watch the latest TV
phenom, the never-ending family sagas.
These depict a life where nobody is ever
concerned with the electric bill, putting out
the garbage, or tuition for the kids. It's a
world of recurring climaxes.

But in the company of Ray and Opal
Graves, you get a hint of the inner man.
There is talk about simple, enjoyable times
spent together, shared concerns over the
futures of their kids. Jimmy becomes a gen-
tle, joking man who is fun to be around, and
the bombast of the performer is laid to rest.
The change is so profound during his ap-
pearance at the Gainesville Quarterback
Club that he compliments Florida Univer-
sity for being in the southern vanguard in
the use of black players. He gives kids from
the school interviews in a pleasant, low-
keyed fashion, and in his room at night,
while sipping wine, he talks about the
deaths of two of his children from cystic
fibrosis.

Think of it: a mother murdered, two chil-
dren dead, and another child with a serious
health problem. Yet Jimmy functions ad-
mirably, surviving gambling without
becoming a degenerate, making come-
back after comeback. You cannot help
realizing that the inner life of the man must
be considerably more extraordinary than
the projected one.

But the pull of celebrity, with the ac-
coutrements of power, is heady stuff. Take
this example. Julie Eisenhower's publisher
at the Saturday Evening Post, Dr. Cory Cer-
vas, called him, pleading that he send a
telegram to Nixon telling him not to resign.
Within an hour of that call, both Jack Kemp,
the Buffalo congressman and former Bills'
quarterback, and Sen. Howard Cannon
telephoned, asking of him the same. That
kind of madness is too wild even for Chevy
Chase to imagine. A gambler, a convicted
one at that, advising the leader of the West-
ern world to stonewall it! Can you imagine
the soccer writer at Le Monde calling
DeGaulle and telling Charlie to hang in
there at the Elysées Palace and ignore the
will of France? Only in America, where
football is synonymous with beatification, is
such lunacy imaginable.

It is safe to say that the Greek has be-
come a victim of corporate America. If the
system can't stomp you out, it incorporates
you. Schleps in the suburbs are now into tie
dyes, pot, acid rock, and orgies. The Zorro
of the New Left, Tom Hayden, avec suit,
respectfully ran for the Senate. Jerry Rubin,
Jimmy Carter, and Charles Colson are on
common ground: they all have said "How
do you do?" to Jesus.

So this engaging hustler, this plunger,
this evangelist of the edge, should have
heeded that cigar commercial. Not Dutch
Masters, his sponsor, the other one. The one
that unwittingly warns us what happens to
our renegades: “"Sooner or later, we're
gonna getcha." O+



Sometimes all you need toimprove
yourgame is the right equipment.

Like the Kosmos I Biorhythm Computer

and Calculator.

You see. your body has three biorhythm
cycles: Physical. Emotional. And intellectual,

The ups and downs in all these cycles
can have a lot to do with how you perform
in sports.

If you find that a little hard to believe.
consider that a number of coaches are using
biorhythms to work out training schedules.

wsince athletes seem to be more injury-prone
- during phy slml lo“ pCI 10dq Some LOJL]]CH

lineups, starting plavers who are up bio-
rhythmically.

Obviously. biorhythms don't turn a cham-
pionship athlete into an amateur. Or vice
versa. And if vou re down biorhythmically,
vou can still psych yourself up to overcome it.

But that's the point.

To overcome a biorhythmic low. you have
to know youre having one. And that’s where
the Kosmos I comes in.

[t tells you your biorhythms instantly. Its
dual memory lets you compare your bio-
rhythms to your opponents. So if he’s up and
you re down, you ll know you have to play
harder: And if you've got the upper hand bio-
rhythmically. you can feel more confident
about your performance.

Very simply. the Kosmos 1 is the best.
most complete hand-held biorhythm com-
puter made. As well as being an excellent
four-function calculator:

The Kosmos I won't replace your favorite
racket or putter. But it’'s the one piece of sports
cquipment that could help you use all the

ot jers a little bit better:
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__Gh?ymi buy a Kosmos |
Calculator at participating
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FBI

BY ABBIE HOFFMAN

(OR, HOW ONE OF THE
MOST WANTED FUGITIVES
GOOSED THE GHOST OF
] EDGAR HOOVER)

A chill sneaked up my

spine as | crossed the moat and wandered up and
down, looking for the right door. | wondered if | hadn't
checked my brains, along with some manuscripls, ex-
traneous identification, and other telltale items, in the
station locker. A guard approached me in the middle of
a heart-to-heart conversation | was carrying on with my
fingerprints.

"Excuse me, I'm looking for the tour.”

‘Are you with a group?" he asked, as | searched the
courtyard.

‘Uh, no, I'm alone,” | answered, feeling | should raise
my hands in the air.

"Oh, that's okay. Generally, folks make appointments
through their congressmen or come in tour groups,” he
said. “Just take the stairs to the left and follow the
runway to the waiting room on the right. Can't miss it."

No other country in the world has idolized its secret
police the way Americans have. Scotland Yard is more
popular here than in England. Surété is held in suspi-
cion by most French people, and even the Russians
regard the KGB with healthy distrust. We have been
force-fed on a steady formula of TV shows, movies,
books, and children’'s games until the fabulous Feds
have worked their way into our hearts and file cabinets.
Public relations was the cornerstone upon which J.
Edgar Hoover built the power and glory of the Bureau.
His efforts were legendary. Once determined to ensure
that his ghost-written Masters of Deceit become a

ILLUSTRATION BY WILSON McLEAN

142 PENTHOUSE







best-seller, he managed to obtain the se-
cret list of bookstores the New York Times
used to determine its weekly list. He then
instructed his field agents to purchase (at
taxpayer expense, no less) enough retail
copies to guarantee the book's success. |
know the story, because at one time we
shared the same publisher. Hoover not
only had script approval on the TV series
based on the Bureau's activities but also
had security-clearance checks run on all
the actors and actresses. For eight straight
years we were treated to an hour a week of
prime-time propaganda. Bank robbers,
kidnappers, and hijackers fell beneath the
Bureau's sword faster than it takes an
Alka-Seltzer to dissolve. Aside from two
disgruntled agents, a few pinko colum-
nists, and bleeding-heart liberals, the FBI,
chiefly through Hoover's manipulation of
the media, had established itself as our
most admired federal agency—an inslitu-
tion of integrity. In 1965 a Gallop Poll
showed that fully 84 percent of all Ameri-
cans held an “exceptionally favorable"”
opinion of the Bureau.

Nowhere else did the Director, as
Hoover preferred to be called, have more
control over the public image of the agency
than under his own roof. The famous FBI
tour in Washington was a tourist must, at-
tracting half a million Americans each year.
Most returned to their hometowns and civic
classes like eager apostles, spreading the
gospel of the brave G-man and his tireless,

thankless battle against a horde of crimi-
nals prowling our streets, plotting in dark
cellars, and collaborating with foreign
enemies. No one who took the grand tour
could forget the excitement of seeing ac-
tual agents blast away at the shooting gal-
lery (“we never shoot unless we have to"),
the ghostly image of Dillinger's death
mask, or the graphic spider web depicting
the intricacies of the Rosenberg spy net-
works. The FBI Goes to War was my favor-
ite display. There was a map of the United
States with red lights blinking menacingly
off our eastern shores. Here were the spots
where actual Nazi saboteurs had landed,
bent on wreaking their deadly havoc in the
heart of our nation. Wonder Woman herself
could not have foiled their plans quicker
than did the Feds.

Crime never paid on the tour. The G-men
always, but always, got their man. The
Bureau was above reproach. Mouths
agape, we nodded in unison while the
heroics of our nation's most dedicated pub-
lic servants were cataloged. Life-size stills
acted out a living comic book. This was the
real thing, the honest-to-goodness true
“FBI Story.” It mattered little that “the story"
had more holes than a Liberian tanker. The
myth overshadowed reality.

Then, in 1972, quite out of character with
his infallibility, J. Edgar Hoover died. He
was unaware that within the next four years,
the myth it had taken him forty-eight years
to construct would unravel before a host of
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congressional hearings and department
confessions. Critics who were formerly de-
picted as guttersnipes were now seen as
guardians of the truth. Without the Great
Protector, with his American Legion boost-
er clubs, his direct line to the PTA, and
those nasty but ever so useful secret files,
the Bureau was unable to suppress the
storm of protest and ridicule. Naked it
stood against the chilly winds of exposure.
Avendetta against Martin Luther King, spy-
ing into the private lives of congressmen,
political espionage for presidents, illegal
wiretapping of thousands, burglaries in
New York, paid provocateurs inciting riots
and bombings. Blackmail. Bribes. Black-
bag boys. On and on went the charges. A
solid decade of dastardly acts. Heavens to
Hoover! The FBI was actually out there
beefing up its own well-publicized crime
statistics. The public could take CIA as-
sassination plots. After all, war, even cold
war, was a dirty business. It could take
presidents who lied and congressmen on
the take. Politicians were by nature not to
be trusted. But the FBI, the nemesis of
crime, had been sacrosanct. No revela-
tions damaged national confidence more
than those of wrongdoing within the Bu-
reau. In 1975 a similar Gallup Poll revealed
that only 37 percent of the citizenry now
held the FBI in high esteem.

Of course, our beloved Director was
spared all this by tapping out. The myth of
perfection accompanied him to that great
firing range in the sky. In this he was indeed
fortunate. However, if he had managed to
hang in there four more years, he would
have realized his most cherished dream.

As everyone knows, the FBI operates as
a branch within the Justice Department.
Hoover wanted his own building more than
anything else. When he locked up at night,
he wanted to rest assured he had the only
key. He also longed to leave a physical
legacy that would match his own living
legend. Rumor has it he even desired en-
tombment in some honored spot on the
premises.

There was never any doubt as to the
name of the building. Upon completion, the
national headquarters would be christened
the J. Edgar Hoover Building. It was even
called that while under construction, when
the old man was still high in the saddle.
Last year, after seven years, at a cost of
$126 million, it was finally finished. It is one
of the country's largest public (sic) build-
ings and surely one of its most expensive.
No other government building constructed
in the past ten years has gone over $100
million. In fact, with Hoover gone and the
newly disclosed background of Bureau
scandal, liberal congressmen were able to
chisel away another twenty or thirty million
dollars’ worth of extras. A nuclear reactor
here, an underground-tunnel systern there.
Testimony to that budget battle can be
seen in the thousands of little pockmarks,
peppered like bullet holes, along the wall
facings. Originally, the facings were meant
to anchor a granite facade. Alas, that, too,
ended up on the cutting-room floor.

CONTINUED ON PAGE 172
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“Bagged this brute right here in the wife's bedroom.”







JIONG TEL NI EANTATK

This is the stuff that dreams are made of—taut, red nipples popping out of
see-through bras, a flash of black lace stroking a hot pussy, snakelike
garters streaming down a smoldering thigh. Old-world trappings are
lacing sex with newfound landings for your lust. Out of sight does not
mean out of mind. When a woman is stripped down to the barest
minimum, nothing so enhances her assets like a second skin of satin,
snugly fitted to her flesh. Gone are the days when bras lay burning and
creamy thighs ceased to pour out of black silk stockings. The French
called it lingerie, because they sought to make their pleasure linger on
. . . seeing their way through to strip the night fantastic.




With just a
glhmpse the loins
begin to burn,
and the breath
quickens into
short, hot gasps
Perhaps that's
why they call
them panties
But it is from the
Greek that the
word 1S derived
Phantasia the
Greeks called
them. Fantasy
Tempting
angles of lace
float above a
ibic cloud
Never was there
a more prurient
snare with so
perfect a calling
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But the fun of
tying one ori 1s
taking 11 oft. That
15 best done
slowly for the
fulles)
sabsfaction, one
strap al a ime
The fruits of
these labors are
well rewarded
Bras peel away
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tongue to a feas!
of ripening
breasts Panlies
ghde inch by
inch down
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A smudge of
color between
the thighs Aruse
o capture eyes
to the point of
distraction As if
God. in finishing
the woman,
sealed the
perfection with a
sweeping stroke
of the brush.
Love's last detail.
Sometimes just a
little nothing of a
something can
be sexier than
nothing at all.

O+

For information
on how you can
purchase the
merchandise
featured on these
pages, see page
172.







AND DISSENT

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 115

It must be noted that the territory of
Palestine was conquered by many ditfer-
ent armies, including those of the Arabs,
although the whole of Palestine never be-
longed to the Arabs; and it is far from clear
historically that the present Arab popula-
tion is at all indigenous to the land. Pales-
tine was never an exclusively Arab country,
even though Arabic gradually became the
language of the majority population after
the Arab invasions of the seventh century.
(No independent state with Arabic as its
official language existed anywhere before
1914.) There never was an Arab state in
Palestine, and there never was a separate
Palestinian Arab nation. Palestinian Arabs
never created their own self-contained unit
or any form of separate political or social
identity; they were not autonomous at any
time. Their “nationalism" is strictly a reac-
tion to Zionism, to Jewish settlement in
Palestine, to the Jewish state of Israel.

On the other hand, not only was there the
age-old Jewish spiritual and physical bond
with that land, but also, despite all the inva-
sions, conquests, and devaslations, Jews
never ceased living there. At the time of the
first Crusades, for example, there were
Jewish agricultural settlements in the land,
especially in Galilee. And there were im-
portant Jewish communities in Jerusalem,

Acre, Haifa, Jaffa, Ashqgelon, Ramla—and
Gaza. Jewish learning, culture, scholar-
ship, and piely rose to extraordinary
heights during the Middle Ages in the Holy
Land. And since 1844 the Jews have con-
stituted the largest single group of inhabit-
ants of Jerusalem; since 1896 and to date,
an absolute majority.

With the rise of modern Zionism and
Jewish settlement in Palestine, beginning
in the late nineteenth century, Jews began
to acquire land there, and they continued to
do so until the state of Israel was pro-
claimed in 1948. How did they get the land
and from whom?

The first vitally important fact to be un-
derstood is that the state of Israel was es-
tablished on territory more than 70 percent
of which had been vested in the mandatory
power and, before that, in the Ottornan Im-
perial power, and which therefore reverted
to the new state, the legal heir under inter-
national law. This land had never been
owned by Arabs, rich or poor, under either
the Ottoman Turks or the British mandate.

But for three-quarters of a century before
1948, the Jewish peaple had been buying
tracts of land for Jewish agricultural and
urban settlers to live on, doing so through
such communal purchasing-and-develop-
ing agencies as the Jewish National Fund.
They bought the land. The vast majority of
Palestinian Arabs had no land to sell; most
owned none, being overwhelmingly im-
poverished, and increasingly landless

“Say, they are cold!”
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peasants, debt-ridden seminomads, and
Bedouins. Only 27 percent of the land that
the Jews bought was purchased from
these poor Arab peasants. The bulk of the
Jewish land, 73 percent, was bought from
wealthy absentee Arab landlords who lived
in Cairo, Damascus, Beirut, and Constan-
tinople. Some_ of these large Arab land-
owners actually bought up land from poor
Arab peasants and then resold it to the
Jews at speculative prices.

The year 1944 offers an illuminating illus-
tration of the kind of prices that Jews had to
pay. In that year Jews paid around $1,100
an acre for poor land, mostly arid or
semiarid, in Palestine. In the same year, by
contrast, rich black soil in lowa was selling
for about $110 an acre.

Most of this dearly purchased land,
bought piecemeal, had not been cultivated
previously because it was swampy, rocky,
or sandy, or because it was otherwise re-
garded as uncultivable. So that was where
the Jews settled, fighting malaria, blind-
ness, famine, thirst, and locusts—on
wasteland, sand dunes, malarial marshes,
and swamps, which they proceeded to
drain, irrigate, and farm.

The expansive Valley of Jezreel, where the
Hebrew prophet Elijah trod and thundered
3,000 years ago, lies in the northern part of
the Holy Land between Galilee and the
Mediterranean. In Elijah’s time it was part of
the kingdom of Israel, but within a century
of his death the kingdom was destroyed by
a rampaging Assyrian army. From that day
until the First World War, the country was
laid waste and left barren by wars, inva-
sions, disease, and neglect.

Between 1920, when Britain assumed
the mandate over Palestine, and 1925, the
Jewish National Fund spent nearly 1 million
Egyptian pounds on the purchase of land
in the valley of Jezreel. By 1925 more than
2,600 Jews had settled in the valley, in vil-
lages and farms, and 3,000 acres of barren
hillside had been afforested. This previ-
ously uncultivated land, which was bought
at highly inflated prices, became the pat-
tern of all subsequent Jewish land settle-
ment in Palestine.

In 1925, the British mandatory's high
commissioner in Palestine reported to his
superior, the colonial secretary: “When |
first saw the Valley of Jezreel in 1920, it was
a desolation. Four or five small and squalid
Arab villages, long distances apart from
one another, could be seen on the summits
of low hills here and there. . . .

"About fifty-one square miles of the valley
have now been purchased by the Jews.
Twenty schools have been opened. There
iIs an agricultural training college for
women in one village and a hospital in
another. . ..

"The whole aspect of the valley has been
changed. In the spring, the fields of veg-
etables and cereals cover many miles of the
land, and what five years ago was little
better than a wilderness is being trans-
formed into smiling countryside.”

Virtually from the beginning, the British



mandatory power increasingly restricted
the immigration of Jews into Palestine,
even during the Nazi period. And yet, de-
spite all restrictions, hardships, and hostil-
ity, the Jews stubbornly forged ahead, set-
ting and developing the country and the
towns and cities.

And that is why the Arabs became a
majority in the land!

In 1917 there were 640,000 Arabs in the
whole of mandatory Palestine; and prior to
the British assumption of the mandate the
Arabs were actually leaving Palestine. It
was Jewish settlement and development
that was responsible, ironically enough, for
the reversal of this trend. As Jewish agricul-
tural, industrial, technological, and com-
mercial enterprises thrived, the economic
absorptive capacity of the little country in-
creased rapidly; and poor Arabs began
pouring in in huge numbers, from 1922 on-
ward, from drought-stricken Syria, from Si-
nai, and from Iraq, Lebanon, Transjordan,
and Egypt. They sought higher wages and
living standards, greater economic oppor-
tunities, better education, medical care,
health protection.

Between the two world wars, the Arab
population of Palestine rose by 75 percent,
apart from natural increase and from the
decrease in infant mortality made possible
by the health and medical-care revolution
wrought by the Jews. Contrast this rate of
growth with the 25 percent increase In
Egypt, that most fecund of Arab states,
during the same period. Indeed, between
1917 and 1948, the Arab population of
Palestine doubled—a rate of increase vast-
ly greater than that in all other neighboring
Arab countries.

The contrast is even more striking in view
of another amazing statistic. Between 1922
and 1947 the Arab population had only
small increases (though still significantly
larger than Arab countries) in Palestinian
areas where Jewish development was ab-
sent: 42 percent in Nablus, 40 percent in
Jenin, 32 percent in Bethlehem. By con-
trast, the Arab population increased by
leaps and bounds in such cities as
Jerusalem (90 percent), Jaffa (134 per-
cent), and Haifa (216 percent).

In short, the Arab increase was largest in
the areas with the most intensive Jewish
settlement and development. And the Arab
immigration was undoubtedly even larger
than the official British statistics show, be-
cause these do not reflect the influx of
Arabs who crossed into Palestine without
immigration formalities.

How shallow, then, the roots of the Arab
population in Palestine—and how much
that population owes to Zionism.

So, in view of all the foregoing—history,
religion, culture, unbroken continuity of
tradition and creation and attachment for
3,000 years—when Israel is asked to give
up land to the Arabs, why are the Arabs not
‘required to recognize that the Jews were
Palestinians for nearly 2,000 years before
Arab intruders entered the areas in the
seventh century? O+—g
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KEN NORTON

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 127

when Woodie saw power, he'd become to-
tally defensive. But | didn't hit him real light,
either. | just used a lot of different combina-
tions. I'd throw one to the body, one to the
head, and | kept mixing them up until
Woodie didn't know where the next punch
wasg coming from. | was careful not to tag
him too hard; so he kept moving in, hoping
to somehow land that one good shot.
Meantime, | kept jarring him, until he got
busted up and finally quit in the ninth
round.
Penthouse: What's the hardest you've ever
hit anyone?
Norton: Early in my career, | fought a guy
named Jim Gilmore in San Diego. Gilmore
was much bigger than me—he weighed
about 250, | think—and | caught him with a
terrific uppercut. He went right to sleep. He
didn't fall backwards, he didn't fall
forward—he just dropped. When you land
ashot like that right on the button, you feel it
goup your arm, past your elbow, all the way
through your body and down to your toes. |
don't know if you can really call that a good
feeling, but it's a lot like hitting a baseball
and knowing it's a home run without even
looking.
Penthouse: What's it like when you're on
the receiving end?
Norton: When | get hit? Actually, I've be-
come quite adept at using my body like a
shock absorber. When | get hit with a
punch, | roll and give with it, and that takes
away some of the effect. You develop that
kind of thing as you're training, and it's
been very helpful to me, because I've been
hit with lots of punches that might have
done me in if I'd been all stiff and rigid.
You can't always roll with a punch, of
course, and | still remember the hardest
shot | ever took. It happened during my
apprenticeship, when | was helping Joe
Frazier get ready to defend his title against
Jimmy Ellis. I'd never been in with a top-
notch fighter before, and the first day | got
to training camp | sparred with Joe, and he
really nailed me with a left hook. | didn't go
down, but | couldn't remember a thing for
maybe ten minutes. | just stood there, to-
tally blank.
Penthouse: Did that perhaps cause you to
reevaluate your choice of careers?
Norton: Nope, just the opposite. After that
first day, | began holding my own against
Joe, and | started thinking, "Hey, why can't
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Boxing experts
say I'm not violent
enough—
that | don't have a
killer instinct.
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I be champion someday?" | saw that the
gap between us was very small and that |
had a lot of natural ability | could develop.
So | started working very, very hard, which
was really the only way you could work with
Joe. Sparring with Frazier was just like get-
ting into a ring with him on fight night: you
either protected yourself and survived, or
he'd run you right out of there. Joe and | got
to be the best of friends—which is why we
never fought an actual bout—but we really
used to bang away during those workouts.
One afternoon we got down to the nitty-
gritty before a couple of dozen people, and
by the next day word of it had gotten
around, and the place was jammed. A lot
people in boxing came away impressed by
what they saw.

Penthouse: Did your sparring duties with
Frazier help you in getting fights?

Norton: No, they hurt me. Fight managers
who saw us work out would say, “Listen, we
can't let our guy get in with Norton, He's too
strong."

It suddenly became so difficult for me to
get bouts that my managers had to pay
fighters extra money or else they wouldn't
fight me. If a boxer was then getting,
say, $1,000, we'd have to pay him
$3,000—that's how | got my matches with
people like Woodie, Jack O'Halloran,
Herschel Jacobs, and quite a few others. It
was almost like being blackballed. |
couldn't get work because the fighters
themselves knew there was a good chance
they'd get beat, and that they'd get hurt
getting beat. Because of that, there were
two or three times when | was ready to quit.

Butmy record was something like twenty

wins and one loss, and | was destroying
everyone | fought. So | stayed with it and
eventually discovered what it all comes
down to: getting that one good break and
taking advantage of it. Any time you'rein a
profession, whether it's football, boxing,
medicine, or law, you need one good break
to enhance your career. Atthe time, though,
I never thought I'd get it. I'd been seen by
people who knew boxing, and all they did
was warn their fighters to stay away. As far
as the press was concerned, | knew |
wouldn't get the big win | needed to get
publicity, 'cause the guys | was fighting
were all has-beens and trial horses. Nothin'
was happening for me—and then along
came Muhammad Ali.

Penthouse: How did you feel when you
learned you'd be fighting Ali?

Norton: | was elated, 'cause I'd watched
him fight when we were both on the same
card in Lake Tahoe—he beat Bob Foster,
and | beat Henry Clark. | wound up feeling |
couldn't do any worse than some of the
guys he'd fought, and | was sure I'd do a
whole lot better than most of 'em. | actually
thought | could beat him. In fact, | knew |
could. That went back to a day when he
walked into the Hoover Street gym in Los
Angeles, whereI'd been working out. There
were a lot of people around. So Ali decided
to do a little boxing and picked me to work
with.

It was obvious that Ali thought he'd toy

with me and kind of spank me around, but |
jumped dead in his booty. We boxed for two
rounds, really punching away, and | hit him
a good shot that hurt him. Well, Ali showed
up again the next day and said, "l want
Norton." Eddie Futch was then my trainer,
and Eddie told him, “Listen, the next time
you fight Norton, it'll be for money." That
incident in the gym always stuck in my
mind. Given the chance, | had come away
feeling | could beat Ali. So when | was given
the chance, | was happy to take it.
Penthouse: With the possible exception of
Joe Frazier, you've given Ali more trouble
than any other fighter he's ever faced. What
accounts for that?
Norton: A lot has to do with the way | pre-
pare for Ali. The first thing | concentrate on
is keeping from being hit too often. To me,
that means that you can't think about land-
ing one big punch, because when you
draw back for a big punch against Ali, he's
capable of hitting you twice before you
throw it. That allows him to pile up points,
and you're also taking a chance on getting
cut by those punches.




| also work hard on my defense, but at
the same time | realize | have to be very
aggressive against him. By now, Ali knows |
don't fear him at all, and when he hits me
with a good shot, | make a point of im-
mediately catching him with a good shot. It
blows him away when you come right back
and do the same thing to him, and you can
almost see Ali thinking, "Damn, look at
this." That puts more pressure on him, be-
cause he always has to be on his guard—
and that makes him burn up more energy
than he'd like to.

Another thing about being aggressive
with Ali is that you want to make him back
up, because a guy who's on defense can't
be on offense at the same time. If | can
make Ali back up, | can corner him, and Ali
has never been able to do anything when
he's in a corner or against the ropes. He'll
throw a few flurries or cover up, but he
never really fights inside.

Penthouse: Many people believe thatif you
hadn't broken Ali's jaw early in your first
fight, you'd have lost all three of your bouts
with him. Do you disagree?

Norton: Damn right | do. As far as his jaw
being broken early in the first one is con-
cerned, forget it. His jaw wasn't broken until
the last round, and | think films of the fight
verify that. | caught Ali the way a lot of
fighters would like to—with his mouth
open—and after that one punch, he didn't
do anything but protect himself. The next
day Ali claimed his jaw got busted in round
one, and when that didn't go over with the
press, he tried round three—and this time
the sportswriters bought it and began writ-
ing stories about how great Ali was to have
kept fighting from the third round on with a
broken jaw.

Honest, if Ali was a great defensive
fighter, | might give him the benefit of the
doubt on this. But | was crackin’ him good
with hooks and right hands throughout the
fight. | don't care who you are: if you have a
broken jaw, and somebody's pounding on
it for ten rounds of a twelve-round fight,
you'll do something erratic—like cover up,
holler, faint, or go berserk. Ali didn't do
anything like that until | nailed him in the last
round, when / say his jaw was broken. After
| landed a good right hand, he stopped
fighting and just tried to keep from getting
hit some more. | had that round won any-
way; so | don't see how his broken jaw was
a factor in my victory. And | still believe |
beat him in both our fights since then.
Penthouse: No one's denying the close-
ness of those bouts. But if you "won,” how
come he's still the champion?

Norton: | don't want anyone to think I'm
biting the hand that feeds me, but before
our first title fight, | knew that unless | came
close to knocking him out, | wouldn't get the
decision. Atthat time, if Ali had lost, it would
have taken a lot of money out of boxing,
and they would have had to build some-
body else up. Sol knew the only way I'd win
on points would be to beat him bad. | still
think | beat him, but it was very close: Ali
won by one point on a split decision. To me
that meant he lost, but since itwas so close,
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losing that fight didn't tear me apart. Losing
last year's fight did.

Penthouse: After the last bout, when the
decision was announced for Ali, you broke
down and cried, Did it really come as that
much of a shock to you?

Norton: Sure it did. | feel that in a close
fight, the champion should get the edge—
that's the way it is in boxing, and you've got
to go along with it. But | thought | domi-
nated last year's fight and should have got-
ten the decision. | pressed the action all
through that fight, and when it was over, |
wasn't even breathing hard. Even Ali knew
he lost—you could see it in his face and in
his actions right after the final bell. | mean,
there were whole rounds in that fight when |
was playing with him. Right then and there,
| decided that unless Ali and | fought again,
| was through with boxing. | didn't gonear a
gym for more than a month, and my trainer
and manager kept calling, but nothing they
said could get me interested.

And then | thought back to some advice
my dad had once given me about not quit-
ting when things get tough, and | got moti-
vated again. Even when the Bobick fight
was arranged, | wasn't mentally ready to
get back into boxing—and then Ali said
he'd fight the winner. | was a litlle upset
when he reneged on that, but | don't think
he'll do it again after the Young fight.
Penthouse: What kind of relationship do
you have with Ali?

Norton: We don't really have one, but | re-
spect Ali for what he's accomplished as a
boxer and for what he's accomplished as a
man. Ali grew up in a low-income area in
Louisville and became the most popular
man in the world, and you have to respect
that. You also have to respect some of the
things he's done, like bucking the U.S.
government on the Vietnam conflict. It took
a lot of gumption for him to say, “I'm not
gonna fight in the war." His title was taken
away, and he was going to be sent to jail for
five years, but Ali stuck by his guns and
said the hell with it. Anyway, | like the man,
and | think he likes me, although you'd
never know it from some of the things we
say to each other during our fights.
Penthouse: Are you as involved in talking to
opponents as Ali is?

Norton: | don't talk as much as he does. But
yes, | find that it's helpful to talk to most
fighters, because if they're listening to me,
they're not concentrating on what they
should be doing, and I'll have an advan-
tage right there. In ghetto talk it's known as
“woofing,” and in amateur fights we'd woof
back and forth, saying things like, “I'm
gonna kick your butt tonight, chump.” But
later on, | discovered you can use woofing
almost scientifically. For instance, when a
guy hits you with his best shat, if you im-
mediately tell him, “Hey, punk, is that the
hardest you can hit?" it might not getto him
right then. But maybe in the eighth round,
when he's starting to tire, he'll think, *I hit
Norton with my best shot when | was fresh,
and it didn't even bother him."

The difference between Ali and me is
that he talks to get himself up. That's why
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he always has his entourage telling him
he's the greatest—he needs to be on a
constant high. That's not to say he doesn't
try to get to you during a fight, but he knows
by now that it doesn't faze me at all. To me,
the things he says are childish, and it's
almost like he's reverting back to the ghetto
talk of his teenage days. | have no trouble
blanking it out, and Ali is aware of that. Still,
in our last fight he tried real hard to throw
me off and make me lose my concentra-
tion. He was saying things like, “You make
oral love to white women.” That was the
essence of what he said—he didn't quite
putit that way. | was coming back with lines
that were just as stupid, like telling him,
“You ain't shit, sucker.”

Penthouse: What would happen if a micro-
phone were planted in the ring and spec-
tators were allowed to hear what's said be-
tween you and Ali?

Norton: Oh God, | think both of us would be
sent to jail. | know that in our last bout the
referee got annoyed at us and more than
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once told us to shut up and just fight. Don't
get the impression that | was only answer-
ing Ali back, because | wasn't. In the
eleventh round, for instance, | dropped my
hands to my sides and let him throw
punches. Some people thought | was get-
ting hit, but | was head-rolling, and the
punches would go right by. After the first
one Ali threw, | said, “Goddamn, you can't
even hitme, punk!"He'd try itagain, and I'd
head-roll another one and tell him, “You're
old! You're an old man!"” And then, when the
bell sounded to end the fight, | shouted,
“See, chump? | kicked your ass again!”
Unfortunately, the judges didn't agree.
Penthouse: Aside from allowing you to
swap insults, do you think such games-
manship has any real value when the com-
batants are seasoned pros?

Norton: Yes, and you do it well before you
meet a guy in the ring. An individual like Ali
will bombard you with prefight talk, but my
feeling is that one negative thought, left
shining like a knife and without elaboration,
does more damage. |'ve even gotten to Ali
that way.

Penthouse: What did you tell him?
Norton: Before our second fight, | made a
point of telling Ali that | was not a devastat-

ing puncher but that everything I'd hit him
with would hurt him; if | hithim in the ankle, it
would hurt. | purposely said that to make
him think about the fact that I'd broken his
jaw the first time we'd fought. | was well
aware, of course, that his injury was more of
a freak accident than anything else. |
mean, how many times does a guy get hit
good on the jaw and nothing happens,
right? But | also knew that when his entour-
age wasn't around and Ali was finally
alone, he'd think about his jaw—and he'd
also think, “No matter what Norton hits me
with, it's gonna hurt."

Penthouse: Supposedly, you do heavier
psych jobs on yourself than on your oppo-
nents. Is that true?

Norton: Itsureis, and | gotinto it pretty early
in my career. | was undefeated in my first
fourteen fights, and being a professional
boxer had turned out to be a lot of fun. | was
young, full of spunk and energy, and the
world was a nice place—especially when |
got outside the gym. So | didn't train the
way | should. Butthen, in my fifteenth fight, |
took a guy named Jose Luis Garcia for
granted, and he beat me. Losing that deci-
sion really bothered me. For three weeks
afterwards | pushed the world away and
didn't talk to anyone. But then | happened
to read a book by Napoleon Hill that deals
with positive thinking, and for the first time |
started getting involved in the mental as-
pects of life. My approach to a lot of things
changed very, very quickly, and | couldn't
wait to fight Garcia again. When | finally
did, | dominated him completely.

And | kept up with my reading and even

took a correspondence course that was all
about how you can achieve success in
whatever it is you do or want to do. My eyes
were suddenly open to ideas that had
never occurred to me before. My mind
started absorbing everything, and | could
apply it all to my boxing career—and that's
when | really began toimprove as afighter. |
was learning how to think positively, and
once you can do that, there's very little you
can't do. | believe that anything the mind
can conceive, the body can achieve.
Penthouse: How does that philosophy re-
late specifically to boxing?
Norton: Well, to start with, Napoleon Hill
advises you to put up a sign that states just
what it is you want to do. So before my first
fight with Ali, | put up signs all over my
place—outside the door, inside the door,
above my bed, in the bathroom—and they
all said, "l will beat Ali." | signed them all,
and every time | passed one, |'d read it out
loud. "I will beat Ali" got wired into my sub-
conscious; | thought it when | was walking,
when | was running, when | was eating, and
when | got ready to go to sleep. | wouldn't
call it an obsession, but | tried to block off
my mind with that one thought. The Hill
book—Think and Grow Rich—also con-
tained a poem that | read over and over.
The last line says that “the man who wins is
the man who thinks he can.”

Those two things alone—the signs and
the poem—were enough to prepare me
mentally for Ali, but | had one other incen-



tive: everyone was saying | didn't even be-
long in the same ring with him. In fact, be-
fore the fight, Howard Cosell said that the
bout shouldn't have been sanctioned, and
that the people who govern boxing in
California should all be sent to jail for allow-
ing it to take place. | don't think Cosell had
ever seen me fight, and when he wanted to
interview me after | won, the first thing out of
my mouth was, “What do you say now,
Howard?" And | walked away. | had nothing
else to say to him. | made Cosell eat his
words, and | made the boxing world eatits
words.
Penthouse: Do you think you're still under-
rated?
Norton: Sure | am, but that's only because
‘people haven't bothered to notice how
much I've improved in the last few years.
When | first started out, my hands weren't
as fast as they are now, and | relied mostly
on power. | used to load up on big left
hooks, and | hardly used a jab at all. But
since | started working with- Bill Slayton—
who might be the best trainer in the
world—I've developed one of the finest
jabs in boxing. | also think I've become one
of the best combination punchers around.
Overall, | now throw fast, crisp punches
that are shorter and stiffer than anything |
threw earlier in my career. They don't look
as big or as hard as the power shots | used
to reach back for, but, believe me, they're
shockers.

People who compare my boxing skills of

a few years ago with what they are today
can see a very big improvement, but not
too many people have done it. So of course
I'm unhappy about that lack of recognition,
but | don't let it bother me very much. | deal
with it by using another Napoleon Hill con-
cept, namely, pretending that the mind is a
castle surrounded by deep water that can
only be crossed by a drawbridge. You
alloweverything that's positive to cross the
water; everything that's negative, you pull
up the drawbridge and protect yourself. If
you let one negative thought about yourself
stay in your mind, it can grow like a cancer,
and then you won't be able to accomplish

anything. If you think positively, you wind’

up protecting vour self-confidence, and
being able to do that has helped me in
boxing and now in acting.

Penthouse: How serious are you about
your film career?

Norton: I'm very serious about acting, but |
almost didn't do it at all. What happened
was this: after the second Al fight, the pro-
ducers of Mandingo were looking for a
black man who was fairly good-looking,
well built, and who could act a little. They
talked to Teddy Brenner, who's the match-
maker for Madison Square Garden, and he
recommended me. But when they con-
tacted me, | turned 'em down. Heck, | didn't
want to actin any movies. | was making big
money, and | was happy just stickin' to box-
ing. On top of that, I'd read Mandingo when
| was a teenager, and while it told a lot

about slavery, it was fiction that had been
spiced up so the public would buy it. | just
didn't want to get involved in it.

But then | met the film's director, Richard
Fleischer, and he turned out to be a warm,
friendly guy. | then took a screen test, and it
has to be the worst thing I've ever seen. |
mean, *| stunk, but the producers still
wanted me; so | went in with the idea that |
was a layman who needed all the help he
could get. The people making Mandingo
sensed that, and everybody who worked
on the film was friendly and helpful. James
Mason, to mention one guy, would answer
all the questions | asked him. | also learned,
a lot just watching him work.

Penthouse: What did you learn about your
own ability as an actor?

Norton: | don't like to go into anything un-
less | can excel at it. | don't want to be
average, and | definitely don't want to be
below average. | didn't want anyone see-
ing Mandingo to say, "Hey, there’s Ken Nor-
ton, the boxer, trying to act." | wanted
people to say, "Hey, there's Ken Norton, the
boxer, and look—he's acting. He's really
giving a good account of himself!" So |
worked hard, and | wound up getting good
reviews. | know there were a lot of things |
could've done better, but Mandingo was a
learning experience, and it was also a way
to get my foot in the door-in Hollywood.
Penthouse: Has that door since swung
open for you?

Norton: It really has, because Mandingo

IF A SINGER SOUNDS NASAL ON THESE,
SHE PROBABLY HAS A COLD.

tries to give y
accurate reproduction of
sound.

But most can‘tdo it.fora
very simple reason: their
mid-range speakers are
remarkably inefficient.
And since 90% of the
sound you hear is in the
mid-range, those ineffi-
cient speakers make
singers sound slightly
nasal and applause sound
like rainfall.

So when we were developing the new

(¢ 3 C’
o

our goal was to eliminate
the nasal sound, and
make sure an ovation
sounded like applause
instead of rain on the deck
of Noah's Ark. Hear for
yourself how successfully i
we did it at your Kenwood |
dealer. (He's listed in the
Yellow Pages.)

The new LS-408A. The
5325 speaker that costs
less than $2507

* Nationally advertised value. Actual prices are

established by Kenwood dealers.

KENWOOD

15777 S. Broadway, Gardena, CA 90248

159



made alot of money. It was big in the United
States and even bigger in Europe, and as a
result | got about fifteen movie offers, in-
cluding the part of Apollo Creed in Rocky.
But by then I'd committed myself to doing
Drum—the sequel to Mandingo—and, as it
turned out, Drum and Rocky were shot at
the same time; so that killed it right there,
The producers of Rocky were very hot for
me to play their heavyweight champion,
but even though | liked the script, | didn't
really see myself as that character. Apollo
Creed was an obvious take-off on Ali, and
playing him would've been sort of a put-
down for me.

I'd like to get roles that are more demand-
ing than the two I've done so far. | want
parts that require real acting, and | think I'll

verbally. I'm not a violent man, and in box-
Ing this hurts me. If you ask experts, they'll
almost always say that my worst fault is that
I'm not violent enough. that's the main criti-
cism | get: that I'm not animalistic enough,
that | don't have a killer instinct.
Penthouse: Does that mean you usually
can't finish off an opponent after you've
hurt him?

Norton: No, it just means that | think before |
do it. Like in the Bobick fight, when he got
up and the referee waved me in, | could've
been on Duane like lightning. But | waited
to make sure the referee knew what he was
doing. That's a knock on me, | suppose,
because most fighters would've jumped
right on Bobick, feeling he'd do the same if
the shoe was on the other foot. Sometimes

other bright boxers, but the real point | want
to make is that fighters have never been
less intelligent than the average person. It's
just that fifty years ago almost every fighter
was a kid trying to escape from poverty.
Most of them began working when they
were very young, because they had to help
support the family; so they had very little
schooling. And they also got hit with a lot
maore punches than today's fighters have to
worry about. For one thing, the majority of
old-time fighters weren't technicians—
they'd just slug it out. For another, they
fought too much. I've been a pro since
1968, and I've had forty fights. Hell, in the
old days a boxer would've had 200 bouts
over the same period. And boxers wore
allthose fights ontheir faces: scars all over the

get one this fall. Right
now there are about
five movie offers that
I'm checking out, and
I'll probably do one of
them right after the
Young fight
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Norton: | really don't
know. Right now |
think the maximum is
another year and a
half. But if that year
and a half was up to-
morrow, and some
dude offered me five
or ten million dollars
to fight—hey, I'd fight.
Besides, I'm not old
for a heavyweight.
Jersey Joe Walcott
was about thirty-
eight when he won
the title, and Sonny
Liston wasn't a spring
chicken when he won
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bigger and better
draw in both. But that'll only work out if | can
do well in both, and I've got a long way to
go before | become a good actor. | plan to
take acting lessons this fall, but boxing is
still my main shot, and the biggest thing in
my life is winning the heavyweight champi-
onship. The epitome of this sport is a world
title, and that's what | want,

Penthouse: If you get it, you'll be the lead-
ing figure in a sport that the majority of
‘Americans regard as our most brutal na-
tional pastime. Yet you seem far less com-
bative than other fighters we've talked to. Is
there a hidden streak of violence in you that
we haven't picked up on?

Norton: Absolutely not. | have a temper,
and as a teenager | couldn't control it, but it
never got me into fights—I'd just lash out
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maybe | go think too much. That might not
be good for another fighter, but it's good for
me, and it's part of me—and I'm not going
to change it, because | /ike the way | am.
Penthouse: |s there anything you'd like to
change in boxing?
Norton: Its public image. Fighters are a
helluva lot smarter than they're given credit
for, and | think the stereotype of the fighter
as a kind of beat-up, stuttering vegetable is
being torn apart right now. | think I'm a fairly
intelligent individual. Ali didn't have a lot of
schooling, but he's a very intelligent man.
Carlos Palomino, the welterweight cham-
pion, is a college student, and Armando
Muniz, one of the leading contenders for
Palomino's title, is a college graduate.,

| could mention the names of a lot of

it—he must've been
close to forty. It all depends on a man's
body; and if an individual takes care of his
body. his body will take care of him. | take
care of my body. Still, you're bound to start
deteriorating somewhere along the line
Your metabolism slows down, your reflexes
lose their sharp edge, and your body gets
a little flabby. | just hope I'll be smart enough
lo recognize it when it happens to me.
Meanwhile I'm doing what | want to do.
Financially, my future looks pretty secure,
and | help my folks out. | have a son and a
daughter, and I'm getting their futures se-
cure. There's only one person | spend time
with whose future doesn't look secure.
Penthouse: Who's that?
Norton: Muhammad Ali. That sucker's in
for a /ot of trouble! O+—g
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HERE'S LOOKING AT YOU, KID

Caught in the act with another man,
Colette could only lie back and enjoy. And so did
her husband. Watch, don't run!
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e | insisted that Colette
and Jack have sex together
almost every night.
But only if | could watch.
Today, my wife
sees about four other guys.®

ML WL ICK'S STORY: Alot of people would get the
wrong idea if they knew that my wife sleeps with other guys. |
guess what really bothers me is that they might think that |
don't love Colette, or that I'm not jealous and just let her do
anything she wants. Nothing could be further from the truth,
because | think my main reason for wanting tomarry her in the
first place was that it really bummed me out to think that some
other guy might move in on my girl.

And even now | guess that if she made it with another man
and | wasn't around, it would be a really heavy trip for me. But
when | am around, that's another story altogether. Colette and
| have come to a kind of understanding about sex. I'm not sure
that | understand it, but | can say without a doubt that |
wouldn't change what | have with her for anything.

| feel really strange when | think how even a few months ago
| would have said that Colette and | had better-than-average,
even superior sex together, if anyone had asked me. Now, of
course, | know there's more to it than just doing it once a night
and sometimes in the morning, too, in a good week. My old
lady has always been a good lay, really fantastic, but | never
knew anything like the kind of turn-on she's got me into now.

What got us started on our sexual “trip," if you want to call it
that, was the fact that my uncle died and left us a house. So we
got into the whole "happy homemakers” bit, which, | admit,
didn't thrill me much at the time, but now | guess it's become
part of my life-style. Colette can fuss with her plants—she has
more than 100 different begonias—and carry on about the
cats all she wants.

We fixed up the attic right away and advertised for a tenant
in the local papers. As it turned out, Jack was the second
person to show up. He was a nice guy, had a steady job out at
the plant on Route 50, and was the kind of person you would
instinctively trust at first sight. | was going to say “trust with
your sister or your wife,"” but the way things have turned out,
that's not exactly correct.

Somehow Jack seemed to fill a void in our lives. We hadn't
made very many friends since we had moved to Canton from

Penthouse presents another in its series of interviews uncovering the most
intimate facts of both the male and fermale side ol a sexual relationship
analyzed by Dr. Robert Chartham, the eminent sexologist. Couples who wish to

be interviewed should write in confidence to: The Editor, "Couples, ' Penthouse
Magazine, 909 Third Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022
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Cincinnati, the city where we had both grown up, and maybe
we were a little lonely. Anyway, it seemed that our home life
was improving when we took stock of all the good times we
started having with Jack. Things were never better between
Colette and me at that time, too, and we felt pretty pleased,
getting a friend and an extra income in one neat package. We
gotinto jogging in the park whenever our divergent schedules
allowed it, camping up in the mountains, and playing any kind
of game we could get our hands on. | didn't even mind
working my regular shifts as bartender for the tavern, be-
cause the rest of my life was such a gas. In addition, Colette
and | would almost always get into a really good screwing
session after we'd said good night to our tenant.

We would close our bedroom door and fall into each other's
arms, and | would spread her legs wide so that | could see the
glistening, wet insides of her inner pussy. | slipped it to her so
hard that her ass cheeks were lifted up off the bed and her
whole lower body was suspended around my dick. Colette
got so carried away that she sounded like a wounded animal
as | continued pushing my cock into

bathroom. Colette passed out beside me when we got into
bed. | thought that she might want me to screw her because
she hadn't had an orgasm, but she said that she had what she
wanted, and | could make it up to her the next day. | remember
waking up and finding my hand on her cunt, as though my
fingers had wandered there by themselves.

I guess | remember that night of dreamlike lovemaking so
vividly because it was really the last time that Colette and |
made love the way the books seem to say husband and wife
ought to do it. We probably would have been a good illustra-
tion for a marriage manual, because we went through every
conceivable position that night after | worked my fingers
upward into that tight, little cunt of hers. We were both
exhausted the next morning. She went off with a smile to her
job at the real-estate office, and | felt pretty pleased with my
performance as | had my second cup of coffee alone in the
house. Jack always left before either of us got up so that he
could make an 8:00 A M. shift at the plant. | was the one who
lounged around until it was time to open up the bar for the

cocktail shift,

her straining pussy. Most of the time
she was able to come right along
with me after three or four good,
deep strokes. Then we would rest a
while and start up again. Just good,
straight fucking was our thing.
That's why | was really surprised
that one night when Colette didn't
even wait for the sounds of Jack clos-
ing his door upstairs before | felt her
fingers fumbling at my crotch, right
there in the kitchen. We had been
drinking tea, something with lemon in
it, and Jack had just left to retire. Co-
lette and | were still sitting at the ta-
ble, and all of a sudden she was try-
ing to get the zipper down on my fly.
Of course, my dick was rock hard in
two seconds flat. Her finger was toy-
ing with the slit and playing along the
ridges of the crown. | just let her go to
it. We heard Jack's door slam up-
stairs by the time | had the full eight
inches completely out, and that was

®

| was upset at first,
watching my wife and Jack
make love. But that
didn't prevent me from having
my own private orgasm.

2

| was feeling so good, in fact, and
so horny while | was at work, that |
decided to go home early that night. |
turned the bar over an hour early to
the guy who comes on after me. |
promised to work an hour more for
him sometime when he needed it.

| was so anxious to make it again
with Colette that my mind was like a
pornographic film. My cock was so
hard that | was in agony. | drove
home in a frenzy. Anyway, | didn't see
her anywhere when | walked in the
door, and so | figured | would check
on Jack to see if he wanted to go out
for a beer. | thought he might have
some clue as to where Colette had
gone. | assumed she'd gone to one
of the classes that she takes at the
continuing-education program at the
high school. Lately, she'd been tak-
ing yoga lessons.

The house was dark downstairs as
| made my way up the stairs, and |

when she knelt down in front of me
between my spread legs, squeezing her fully dressed body
under the table, and opened her lips voraciously—like a
sword swallower—to engulf my entire penis inside her mouth.

She took my dick in as if she were starving for it, and | felt the
inner heat of her mouth, soft and wet as it wrapped around it.
Colette wasn't much into blowjobs usually, and that made the
situation doubly exciting. Looking down at the top of her head
with all those blonde curls shaking and bouncing while she
gave my rod a thorough going over made me finally give up
and let go of what was building up inside me.

My orgasm came in spurts that seemed to rack my entire
body, and for amoment | was afraid that there wouldn't be any
strength left in me at all after Colette finished sucking my
cock. Finished? It seemed as if she were going to go on
indefinitely, because she didn't pull her head away until many
long moments had gone by, leaving my cock as sticky and
limp as lilac petals in the rain.

A few moments later we made our way into the bedroom,
and | could hear the water running in the pipes. | knew that
Jack was probably taking a shower or washing in the upstairs
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was surprised to notice that the hall
light at the top of the landing was out, too. | made a mental
note to replace it as | climbed up, noticing at the same time
that there was a shaft of light coming from underneath the
door of Jack's room. | started to knock, but something—per-
haps a premonition—stopped me. Looking back on what
transpired, | guess that it was the strange, vaguely sexual
sounds | thought I'd heard. But at the time | wasn't sure what
held me back. One thing became certain during the next two
seconds, and that was that Jack was not alone in there. By all
rights | should have turned and gone back down the steep
stairway, but | admit | was curious. Jack was a good-looking
guy, and | knew he had a lot of girl friends, but so far he hadn't
brought any of them to the house, as far as | knew.

There was a rhythmic sound coming from behind the door
that | could identify as the springs of the bed creaking,
punctuated by a woman's soft sighs. | felt a shiver of some
unidentified emotion running up my spine, and | told myself to
get the hell out of there.

But instead of doing so, | stayed there rooted to the spot. |
must have stopped thinking around that time, because | knew




that if | thought about it anymore | would leave. More than
anything else, | wanted to stay. And | wanted to get a look at
what was going on. Kneeling down on the dark landing, |
placed my eye to the keyhole. The house is pretty old, with
those big, wide, old-fashioned keyholes that you can really
look through, and | got an incredible view of the inside of
Jack's room. There he was on the pulled-out sofa bed, kneel-
ing, his naked buttocks flexing in and out as he thrust again
and again between the spread-eagled legs of the woman he
was with. It was my first glimpse of a real-life fuck!

I could feel my cock lurch to life as a surge of blood rushed it
to an erection. The woman was moaning now, in a deep,
throaty voice, and Jack was grunting over her. They moved
faster and faster together, making wet, slapping noises as
their bodies hit together. | couldn’t tell who came first, but
finally they came to a grinding halt, and Jack collapsed onto
the woman's naked body. Her legs splayed out, and her hand
came onto Jack's sweat-glistening back. It was then that | saw
her pale blue sapphire ring and recognized it. Jack shifted his
body slightly to the side, and when |

It was ridiculous, but so pleasurable that | insisted that
Colette and Jack repeat the performance almost every night
for the next three months that he stayed with us. But | made it
clear that | would not tolerate their doing it when | wasn't
around. | wasn't going to have Colette cheating on me!

Sometimes | would make it with Colette after Jack had
fucked her, and sometimes, while watching them, | would
have so many orgasms that | was limp as a rag and couldn't
get it up again.

Colette didn't seem to mind very much when Jack moved
out. His employer had him transferred to a branch office in
another city, and | was glad that nothing had happened be-
tween the three of us to make the situation end. But it was only
a week later that Colette told me about the guy in the office
where she worked who had been coming on to her and how
she wanted to screw with him. She asked whether I'd mind if
she brought him home one night to have a go with him.

Then | laid down the rules that we've both stuck by since
then. Colette can screw any guy she really likes, as long as |

am there, too. Of course, a lot of the

caught a glimpse of long, white-gold
hair, | knew that he was fucking my
wife and she was tripping on it.

I thought that my head would
explode, and | almost screamed out
her name. There was something,
however, that stopped me from run-
ning in there and killing them both: |
was in the middle of a violent or-
gasm. | reached down to cover my
cock, pressing onto it, trying des-
perately to stop the momentum of my
climax, but there was no going back
at that point. It was the most humiliat-

| felt free at last.
Rick was watching me screw
with a friend of his,
and | no longer had to feel

guys freak out when they find out, but

6 by and large they're so hot for my old

lady's pussy that they go along with
it. Sometimes they really dig it. At the
moment there are three other men
Colette sees pretty regularly, and that
keeps both of us pretty busy and, |
might add, very satisfied.

COLETTE'S STORY:

| really am a one-man woman at
heart, even though there are things
that | find exciting about lots of differ-
ent men. | suppose that I've always

108 et Boreet b | hod s guilty about t. kg Sk it b 1 EXa o o
had—as if | were a blown-up dam. my old diaries from grade school the

| know | made a lot of noise, only other day. There was a list of boys'
because Colette told me about it af- names in it, about thirteen of them, all
terward. | myself was pretty much out of them guys | really liked, but there
of it, until the door opened and | saw was only one who was really special.
Jack standing there, looking down , And | went with one boy all through
on me. | was crumpled up on the high school. As a matter of fact, he

landing. Even though | was recover-
ing from an orgasm mighty enough
to knock me on my ass, | could feel another, distinct sensation
of excitement as | felt Jack's eyes on me. Then Colette was
standing next to him, and my cock was rigid again.

They were both talking in a confused way, but | didn't hear
much of what they said. | just started taking off my clothes bit
by bit until they shut up. They must have thought that | was
crazy when | asked them to do it again. “That's right,” | told
them, “go on back in there and do it some more; only this time |
want to be there."

And that's what happened. | watched as they started up
again, first reluctantly, and then with more and more interest in
what they were doing. There was this guy, supposedly my
friend, screwing the hell out of my wife, and Colette was really
digging it. Then there was me, hating the idea of it and the
sound of Colette's wild cries as she got close to climax. Yet
while part of me was ashamed and resentful, another part of
me became more and more electrifyingly aroused by the
sight. This part of me was slowly winning out over the other. |
watched transfixed, my gaze riveted on the steady, rhythmic
motions of the dick pumping in and out of my wife’s cunt.

was the only boy I'd ever slept with
until | met Rick.

I've never considered myself a promiscuous person, which
may sound funny in view of the way things are between Rick
and me these days. But I've never seen anything wrong with
enjoying the kind of pleasure that sex can give, and | don't
understand the hang-ups some of my girl friends have about
getting laid. I'm just not the kind of person to have any hang-
ups about anything, particularly about sex.

| liked Rick the first time | saw him. He was a bartender, and
I've always had an infatuation for bartenders, even when | was
below legal drinking age and would go with my girl friends to
drink stingers and get pie-eyed. | let Rick fuck me the first
night we went out together, simply because if he hadn't, |
would have masturbated my hand off. It was something really
special for both of us, just grooving on each other's bodies
without all the hassles that a lot of people go through.

Rick always used to come on as the jealous type; so once
we were married, | really kind of submerged any interest | may
have had in other men. | had all the sex | wanted, and Rick has
always known just how to turn me on. | guess | figured it would
really hurt Rick if | got into an affair with someone and he found
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out about it. | wanted our marriage to be something special.

The one time | was most tempted was just before we moved
into the house. This guy named David at the office started
coming on to me. He offered to help me on with my coat one
day, and he managed to cop a feel in the process. He knew it
felt good to me, and | couldn't really pretend that it hadn't. |
have very large breasts, which are extremely sensitive to the
touch; so he really got me going for a few seconds. He
whispered something to me about wanting to suck on my tits,
and | probably turned crimson. | think at that moment | really
wanted him to.

It's funny, because that night was the first time | ever fan-
tasized while Rick and | were making love. |'ve read how most
women do, but somehow until David got me all hot by feeling
my breasts | hadn't thought about anyone else while | was
being fucked. It was the first time, but it wasn't the last, I've
always gotten off on my husband's equipment, because it's
so nice and big. Even when it's soft, | love to look at it. It's
beautifully shaped, with a prominent, globose head, a long
shaft, and enormous balls. It's won-
derful knowing your man has that
one prick in a million. Sometimes I'll
just wriggle my hips upward and
clasp my legs around his back until
he goes so deep into my cunt that |
seem to be revolving on an orgasmic
merry-go-round.

But when | started imagining other
men—people like the mailman, the
corner grocer, almost anyone, really
—I started getting Rick to make love
with me for longer periods of time. |
figured there wasn't any harm in it as
long as Rick didn't know, and | al-
ways gol an extra charge out of it
whenever | would think that it wasn't
really my husband's penis inside me,
but, say, Rick's cousin's prick pound-
ing like a mechanism gone berserk.

That's about the time that Jack
came onto the scene. Rick and | had
had a good time fixing up the up-
stairs attic so that we could rent it out
to someone. | guess that we felt pret-
ty proud of ourselves, not only own-
ing a house like this but also making some money out of it, too.
Jack was the second guy to come in answer to the ad we
placed in the local paper. Somehow it seemed simpler to both
of us to let a man have it than a woman. It was the kind of place
that would suit a man, simple and not too frilly.

| don't think | was sexually attracted to Jack right away. He
was more like a big-brother type; and since | was an only child
at home, it felt good to have someone around to kid with, a
man other than my husband. And it was crazy the way the
three of us had more fun together than Rick and | had just
being by ourselves.

| say | wasn't attracted right away, but | suppose | should
say that | did notice the way his prick filled up those tight
dungarees he wore all the time. | found myself wondering if he
was as well hung as Rick, whether he was circumcised or not,
what his body looked like. When he mentioned one of his girl
friends who lived in a town nearby, | felt a sensation of
jealousy, although | knew | was being silly and | had no cause.
| fantasized about how she'd unzip those bulging jeans.

Then of course the night | realized | was jealous for no good
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reason was the first time | imagined Jack while | was making
love with Rick. Even as | was coming, in my head | was saying
Jack instead of Rick, which was what my lips were saying;
and for an awful second, | even thought | had said the wrong
name because they both sound so similar. But Rick didn't
seem to notice that anything was unusual, and | realized that
the fantasy had just been a particularly vivid one, so much so
that | felt completely drained of energy after my powerful
orgasm. The next morning, when our tenant came down for
coffee, | couldn't look him in the face, because it almost
seemed as if I'd been screwed by him the night before. The
line between fantasy and reality is a very fine one.

Some people might call it ESP or something like that, but |
think that Jack just got my “vibrations" that morning, because
he told me later that that was when he first thought about
making it with me. He did tell me that the thought had often
crossed his mind every time | wore one of my clingy sweaters,
which was pretty often, but that he had always considered me
as "hands off" until then.

Two nights later Jack got in from
his job at about 6:00 FM. Rick had just
left to take over the cocktail hour at
the tavern where he works. | wasn't
thinking about anything much, really,
but | had taken a bath to refresh my-
self after my own job, and | felt
flushed and tingly even before Jack
looked at me the way he did. He
came over to where | was sitting on
the couch, and | could just tell that it
was going to happen right then. And
it did, without too many preliminaries.

Jack has these really light blue
eyes that seem to look right through
you, and | knew that he could tell just
how much | wanted to feel that big
cock of his inside me. He would have
had to be blind not to be able to tell.
My gaze was glued to his fly.

We had a drink together, anyway, a
special rum mix that Rick had been
making a lot on the job and had
started making for us at home. It had
orange and pineapple in it, and it
always tasted wonderful, even
though things started going blurry around the edges after I'd
had only one or two of them.

Jack offered to rub my neck because he knew that it usually
hurt when | finished the typing | have to do at the office. Of
course, his hands made me start to shiver inside. All | knew
was that | was moist down there between my thighs and that |
was really ready for anything. What happened was that Jack's
hands kept moving further down inside my terry-cloth robe,
stroking my neck and shoulders until he moved his fingers
around to cup my breasts, kind of weighing the fullness of
them in his hands. | closed my eyes then and just let myself
go, leaning back against him as he kneaded them, gently
twisting my nipples between his fingers until my whole body
seemed to turn into a white thorn of desire.

| didn't get into any guilt trips about making love with our
best friend. It just seemed to be happening naturally as | lay
back and he started taking off his clothes. When | saw his
cock, | thought | was hallucinating. It's bigger than Rick's—
the kind of cock a nymphomaniac dreams about. He was all
man. | held my arms up to him, and he lay down flat on top of
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me, making me think that he was going to push his prick into
me right away. That would have been fine with me. | didn't
want any rain check on this lay. What he did was to swirl his
tongue wetly inside my ear and whisper, “| want to taste that
little blonde snatch of yours.”

And then he was down between my legs, splitting the hair of
my cunt with his tongue and then burrowing into the soft lips
with it. His hands pressed outward against the insides of my
thighs, and | spread my legs as wide as | could, letting one leg
drape over the back of the sofa and the other hang down to
the floor, There was a marvelous hot feeling of friction as Jack
slid his tongue up and down and around with a steady rocking
motion. | could feel myself on the verge of coming, once,
twice, three times. But each time he seemed to sense it, and
he would stop the contact that was just about to bring me off.

| was groaning, about to protest, there in the darkened
living room, but before | could mutter something, he was
leaning back on his haunches, beginning to worm his prick
into the wet slit of my vagina. | remember crying out because
he pushed so hard without giving my
cuntal opening a chance to open up
for the girth of his penis. But then he
was sliding in up to the hilt, and | was
making out okay He was touching
me all the way up inside, and | was
starting to release my orgasm. | was
coming blissfully even before he was
plunging back and forth, in and out
of my spasming cunt,

Alll can say is that for the firsttime |
had an inkling of the perfect lay. | just
wanted more and more of what Jack
was giving me, that fabulous, big
tool, that good hard fucking, his firm
hands controlling my pliant body.

When Rick came home, | had
showered and dressed and so had
Jack. Surprisingly, | wasn’t even
exhausted, as | had every right to be,
considering the working out our ten-
ant had just given me. | kind of got
the devil in me and insisted on suck-
ing Rick off in the kitchen in the wee
hours of the morning, because | was
still so much into the whole idea of
sex. And | was up to it when Rick gave me more loving in bed
later. My body was like a giant orifice waiting to be filled.

| won't say that | wasn't scared when Rick caught us at it the
following night up in Jack’s room. | was scared out of my mind,
but as soon as | saw the expression on Rick's face, | knew that
he was more excited than I'd ever seen him before. | was
standing there all sweaty from fucking, and this incredible
fantasy was going on in my mind, that my husband was
actually getting off on the whole thing. It was as if someone
had handed me a paper that said, "You're free!” even though |
had never realized | feltimprisoned or enslaved before. When
| rode up and down on Jack's stiff prick later, | felt like singing
like a bird, because my husband was there seeing and it was
all right for me to be doing it.

We had months of sex between us before Jack moved on,
and | do think of him sometimes and wish he were upstairs
instead of the new tenant, an older guy who is not my idea of a
turn-on at all, But Rick and | have done it with several other
men since then. That is, | do it, and he digs the whole scene.
We've thrown a couple of parties and attended a few, mostly

with people from out of town who are into unusual sex. We
found a newspaper that will put us in contact with freethinkers.
But | think the best sex is with just regular fellows, like Dave at
the office. Somehow it's more fun. The most important part of
all this is my relationship with my husband, though. | feel that
I'm more of a person to him now than | was before, not just
sexually, but in every other way. He does pay more attention to
me now than he ever did before, and |I'm sure most women
don't have that in their marriages.

DR.ROBERT CHARTHAM COMMENTS:

There are voyeuristic and exhibitionistic tendencies in all of
us. My clinical experience leads me to believe that men are
more voyeuristic than women. This is logical when one recalls
that men do respond much more readily to visual stimuli than
do the majority of women. Realizing this, women tend to be
more exhibitionistic than most men. There are, for example,
many men who are embarrassed if their partner sees their
erection while they are walking around the room, but who are
entirely unembarrassed if their part-
ner sees the same erection while
they are lying down. On the other
hand, there are very few male strip-
pers compared with the large
number of women strippers. Like-
wise, there are many women who titil-
late by wearing the most exiguous
bikinis.

As with so many sexual hang-ups,
our religiomoralistic upbringing has
made us suppress our voyeurist and
exhibitionist tendencies. This is more
true of the Anglo-Saxon cultures than
it is of the Scandinavian cultures.
Despite cultural influences, however,
certain sexual tendencies exist nev-
ertheless.

In some men the voyeurist tenden-
cies are so strong that they are patho-
logically compulsive. "Peepers” are
usually lonely or sexually unsatisfied
men, and their compulsive voyeurism
is a true sexual deviation; that is,
“peeping” is the only way in which
they can achieve sexual satisfaction.

Rick's voyeurist tendencies are certainly strong, as evi-
denced by the sexually violent response they provoke. I'd
hazard an opinion that Rick has probably had a lucky escape
from being caught in the act of “peeping.” However, since he
gets such full satisfaction from watching his wife have it off
with another man, there is little likelihood of his surreptitiously
watching others have sex.

Colette and her partners are voluntarily cooperating in this
arrangement. Obviously, the men she chooses must have
exhibitionist tendencies. Colette’s original need to make it
with other men is a natural drive, shared by many other
women. But, | do believe that an element of exhibitionism has
now become part of the motivation underlying Colette's de-
sire to make it with other men, since she knows the sexual
power she has over Rick if she performs well.

The whole situation is covered by one of the basic tenets of
modern sexual thinking: everyone is entitled to sexual experi-
ence, and it doesn't matter how it is achieved so long as no
one is being hurt or forced to do anything that is against his or
her will. O+—m
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“I never thought I would appear in a national
advertisement to show off my body”

BEFORE | AFTER
171 LBS. |166 LBS.
55 MIN. | 55 MIN.

PHOTO GUARANTEED UNRETOQUCHED

“That is ndt until I lost an unbelievable 5 pounds

and a total of 4 inches off my waist line.”

“When they gave me the 55 Minute
Shaper to test I never thought I
would appear in an advertisement
to show off my body.”

“That was not until I lost 5 pounds
in less than one hour without exer-
cise or diet.”

“I felt I was cultivating a fat farm
under my clothes until I used the 55
Minute Shaper and lost 5 pounds
and over 4 inches in my waist alone
in 55 minutes. It was amazing!”
Here are a few reasons why you can start
looking years slimmer in less than one hour
by using the Micheals 55 Minute Shaper
like Tony DeAngelo did.

1. Easy to use, plugs into any 110
household outlet. Just slip into your
Shaper and lay down, relax, read a book,
watch television or go to sleep. Then after
55 minutes you can actually feel pounds
lighter.

2. The Micheals 55 Minute Shaper
concentrates its slimming action on
the parts of the body that most need reduc-
ing like the fatty areas of the hips, stomach,
thighs, and knees. Helping you to burn
away those calories and fashion yourself a
vouthful looking body in your first 55
minutes.

3. No crash dieting with the Miche-
als 55 Minute Shaper. In fact we want
you to eat the foods you love. We suggest,
however, you only eat about 15% to 20%
less to maintain the new shape you will
have achieved from your 55 Minute Shaper.
It is all explained in the plan we send you.
4. Saves time and energy. No more
exhausting exercises that make you more
hungry, and can actually lead to weight
gains instead of weight losses. And no more
trips to health spas or reducing salons to
get in shape. This easy 55 Minute Shaper
you use at home leaves you feeling young
and fresh all over.

WHEN YOU USE THE MICHEALS
55 MINUTE SHAPER WE GUAR-
ANTEE RESULTS. YOU WILL
LOSE POUNDS AND INCHES IN
LESS THAN ONE HOUR AND
WILL LOOK YOUNGER, HAVE
MORE VITALITY, FEEL BETTER,
ALL TO YOUR SATISFACTION
OR YOUR MONEY WILL BE
REFUNDED.

Experts Agree:

Micheals 55 Minute Shaper is the most
simple, fastest and easy way to lose pounds
and inches. Made of a non-porous material
that traps body heat and supplements it
with external heat that allows you to take
offinches and pounds temporarily, Now by
reducing your food intake ;lppmxim;ltc]\
15% to 20% you can turn those temporary
losses to i permanent new body. You can
look slimmer after your first use of less
than one hour and then get thinner and
better everyday thereafter.

What kind of losses:

The kind you want or your money back. So
many people get pound and inch loss in
the very first use and then go on losing
everytime they use the Micheals 55 Minute

MICHEALS 55 MINUTE SHAPER, 1100 66 S

Shaper until they have the fine shape
they want. Although total pound and inch
loss varies with the individual and with
cach use. If for any reason after 14 days you
are not delighted with your Micheals 55
Minute Shaper simply return your shaper
and instructions in good condition and
receive your money back. By special
arrangement with manufacturers the
Micheals 55 Minute Shaper comes com-
plete with full illustrated instructions now
only costs §19.95 plus $1.50 postage and
handling. (@ Micheals 1977
I-----------------—--------i
I Micheals 55 Minute Shaper !
§ CALL TOLL FREE
1 1-800-237-0731 Ext. 333 Dept. 432
=ll (In Florida 1-800-528-6050)
ml If vou aren’t delighted with the results
I you receive within 14 days we guaran-
I tee afull refund by just slmp]) returning §
: yvour 55 Minute Shaper in good condi- §
1 tion. That way all you have to lose is |
=3 pounds and inches. If you wish ln=
‘l charge vour 55 Minute Shaper to your §
. BankAmericard or Master Charge you g
21 save (85¢ C.O.D. charge). Please give s
=l]'lt_ operator the information to nuu:
vour requirements. All orders beging
processing in 24 hours. Please order by

size: (5) (M) (L)
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: To help expedite your order have all
:mfurm:ui(m ready for operator when
1 you call.

H CALL TOLL FREE
I 1-800-237-0731
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Ext. 333 Dept. 432
(In Florida 1-800-528-6050)
IN CANADA
MICHEALS 55 MINUTE SHAPER
7536 Bath Rd.

Malton, Ontario L4T 1L2
sorry no C.0.D. orders accepted in Canada } 1
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On pages 146-153 you peaked at these choice bits of
lace and luxury, Here we are pleased to offer you the
particulars of a private showing. Imagine someone you
love to love prettily paniing fer romance in these frothy
fineries from Viva lingerie,

Pages 146-147: bare and enticing, yet comfortably
supperting Viva's sheer daisy lace, The Bra, No. LG36
(beige) or LGAS (black), is $11 and comes with under-
wire support and adustable straps in sizes 32-34-36,
Matching bikini with lace inset, No. LG39 (beige) or
LG48 (black), comes in 5-M-L and s §5. Lace garter
belt, No. LG33 (beige) or LG42 (black), {s $7 and also
S-M-L

Page 148: the ofher side of midnight blue, Swiss em-
broidered on the sheerest Antron II* fabric. Bra No
LX41 comes in 32-34-36 and is $10. The string bikini of
teal blue with midnight blue, embroidered inset, No,
LX44, comes in S-M-L and is $7. Not shown are mateh-
ing teal blue tap pants with midnight biue, embroi-
dered, pleated side insets, No. LX47, In S-M-L at $14.
Page 149 (top left). Viva's sensucusly sleek bodysuit will
cause a sensation in ar out of the house. Made of the
silkiest black Caprilon* fabric, it features a yoke inset of
Swiss embroidery on sheer netting and pants that are
slit to the knee and edged with imported lace, No. LX10
in sizes 32-34-36-38 at $40.

Page 149 (top right): flights of fancy in sheer black,
buttertly-patterned nylon netting with Swiss-
embroidered lace. Bra No, LX04, in sizes 32-34-36 al
$9. Matching string bikini of ivory satin with black lace
front, inset No. LX07, in S-M-L at $7 .50,

Page 149 (battom). iced blue satin perfection of Antron®
fabiric tnmmed in beige scroll lace. Bra with sexy-front
closure and adjustable straps, No. LG11n 32-34-36 at
$7 50, Matching ice blue bikini with tiny satin bows, No,
LG14 in S-M-L at $5 50

Page 150 (top left): something to be savored, a bra the
color af nch cognac with Swiss-embroidered netting
and adjustable straps, No, LX21 in 32-34-36 at §9 (also
avallable in luscious raspberry, No, LX27), Matching
tap pants of Caprilon with Swiss-embroidered side
panels, No, LX24 in 5:M-L a1 $12 (also in raspbery, No
LX30).

Page 150 (top right): & gown to launch a thousand and
one nights, bestowing Greclan splendor when you go
lo sleep or when someone special pays a late-night
call. Ethereal wide sweep and billowing sleeves with
the sheerest, sexiest bikinl underneath. No. LGO4, one
size fiting all who dare at $30

Page 150 (botiom): please don't eal the dalsies edging
the sheer black net of this salt bra, No. LG51in 32-34-36
al S8, A one-piece 1ap pant with detachabile garters,
spiced with tiny, red embroidered hearts and high-front
slits edged in imported black lace, No. LX17 in P-S-M-L
at $15. Seamed black silk stockings are avallable
through Viva products in S-M-L at $18.50 a pair

Page 151 a cinch to delight, this waist-cincher won't et
you waste a moment before you fall prey to its charm. In
black lace, with red satin beading and ties and hooks in
the back, No. LG26 comes In sizes B-10-12-14 at $21,
The same solt bra as above, No. LGS1, matching black
lace bikiniNo. LG30 comes in S-M-L at $4.50, The same
stockings in 5-M-L. at $18.50 a pair

Page 152 You'll applaud the sweet music of this wispy,
fluted bra trimmed in black lace, with front closure and
adjustable straps, No. LG05 in 32-34-36 at $9. Maich-
ing fiuted panties, No, LGOB, in 5-M-L at $8.
Page 153 (top left): this side of midnight rivals the other
when she goes out in her Viclorian teal blue bloomers of

Antron [Il*. Ruffled at the knee, perfectly fitted with tiny -

pear| buttons that show the barest hint of skin and bra of
midnight-colored, embroiderad netting, this playsuit is
trimmed in teal blue ribbons, No, LX37 in P-S-M-L at
$27.50.

Page 153 (top night). the short order, best kept in bed,
No. LX50 P-5-M-L at §25

Page 153 {botiom): sudden exposure south of the bar-
dering of satin ribbon. The bra 1s open for admiration in
Antron* sheer nylon with delicate brown embroidery,
No. LG20 in 32-34-36 at $12. Matching string bikini with
its peek-a-boo insel delicately tled wih tiny bows, No,
LG23 in 5-M-L at $6.50.

When ordering, stale code number, color, and size. Add
one-dollar postage and handling for each item. Send
check or money order or charge to American Express,
BankAmericard, or Master Charge. We must have sig-
nature, expiration date, and Interbank number for Mas-
ter Charge. Send to Viva products, Dept. PO77, 908
Third Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022. New York resi-
dents add appropriate sales tax. To expedile charge
orders, call loll-free (B0O) 593-0334. Allow four to six
weeks for delivery.
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INSIDE THE FBI

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 144

The building itself is enormous. It stands
across the street from and looks directly
down on the Justice Department. A build-
ing regulation limits structures along Penn-
sylvania Avenue to seven stories, but
Hoover got around that restriction by set-
ting the main section of the building back
off the street. In that way an eleven-story
edifice could be erected. It covers a com-
plete city block, is World War Il army tan in
color, and has a certain hulk that can best
be described by the German adjective
"zackig." It's as if somebody had poured a
million tons of concrete into Hoover's head
and mounted it. One solid mass of square-
jawed tenacity. No frivolity or frills,
Wrought-iron fences joined by heavy gates
surround the outer courtyard, the type of
fencing favored by U.S. embassies in
countries somewhat hostile to our pres-
ence. Inside the grounds a visitor is im-
pressed by a sense of intimidation. It
comes from the thickness of the walls, the
difficulty in judging the correct entrance
way, the water-filled moat one is forced to
bridge, and the hanging balconies so ideal
for security forces. A courtyard ideally laid
out to trap and neutralize an unruly crowd.
Hoover and his architects had not forgotten
the time 75,000 marched on Justice, pro-
testing the Chicago Seven conspiracy trial,
It is very easy to envision tanks drawn up
along the walls. Two and a half million
square feet of fortified fear. It has already
gained a reputation as Washington's most
hideous building. That is an honor difficult
to come by.

While walking down the corridor, | feel as if |
am entering the Orwellian processing cen-
ter, where misfits learned that two plus two
equals five. On rows of low-slung black
leather benches sits our group-to-be—
about a dozen tourists, mostly middle-
aged, Middle Americans. Three are teen-
agers, and one sports a National Rifle As-
sociation jacket.. Two male guides busy
themselves greeting tourists and search-
ing handbags. A guide enters the room
and is introduced to our group. Connieis a
stout blonde halfway between youthful ex-
uberance and tired blood. A neatly tailored
blue jacket hides a waist stuffed into gray
flannel bell bottoms. An emblem adorns
the breast pocket. The men wear the same
unisex uniforms, Connie gives us a quick
introduction, cautions us against taking
photos or smoking, and urges us lo ask
questions as we go along (I was later told
there never are any). Our group develops
that instant camaraderie Americans forced
into close proximity are so good at, and
moves out to the exhibit rooms. Large
chrome letters humbly solve the mystery of
the letters FBI: Fidelity, Bravery, Integrity.
Exactly the qualities needed for good wire
men and midnight burglars. Connie as-
sures us that the 19,000 FBI employees
work round-the-clock to provide us with

nationwide coverage. She points to a
blowup of something | hope never lo see
again—the credentials of a special agent,
We are told to study them carefully (as if
there were a lot of people running around
flashing counterfeit FBI badges). Now it's
on to the Gangster Era to meet the folks
who made the Feds famous: Al Brady,
Baby-Face Nelson, and Al Capone, 1o
mention a few. Behind every successful
chase story lies, of course, the untold pit-
falls and abuses. For example, when
Hoover's men moved in on a case, they
professed cooperation with local au-
thorities but were nolorious for keeping in-
formation and later ignoring or minimizing
the role others played. In chasing the
Brady gang, Hoover managed to get an
Indiana state police captain fired for object-
ing to the Feds' modus operandi. In retell-
ing the Lindbergh kidnapping, the FBI per-
sists in overlooking the fact that Treasury
agents laid the actual trap. Or that postal
inspectors located the notorious Alvin Kar-
pis only to have Hoover rush to New Or-
leans to grandstand the arrest personally.
Even the case of the Nazi saboteurs was
cracked by New York City police and
handed to the Feds on a silver platter. The
FBI never saw fit to share credit but rather
sought to portray other law-enforcement
agencies as a pack of stumblebums who
always had to be bailed out by the
supersleuths from Washington. Baby-Face
Nelson, Machine Gun Kelley, Pretty Boy
Floyd, and the other dangerous des-
peradoes of the thirties were in large part
creations of FBI press conferences, their
escapades built up and their viciousness
exaggerated to heighten the drama of that
final shoot-out. Dillinger, whose bloody
death outside the Biograph Theater is in-
disputably the crowning moment in FBI his-
tory, hardly fit the "mad-dog killer" reputa-
tion that earned him the moniker “Public
Enemy Number One'" and express orders
to agents to shoot him on sight. There is
plenty of evidence suggesting that Dil-
linger was far from bloodthirsty. It is true he
performed a host of armed robberies and
daring prison escapes, but only a single
murder charge was ever lodged against
him, and it is doubtful that his was actually
the finger on the trigger. In fact, the only
federal case against him was a stolen-car
rap. He hardly belonged in the category of
a warlord like Al Capone, to whom more
than 130 murders were traced, or of a
Lucky Luciano, whose Murder, Inc., carried
out perhaps a thousand murders at the
behest of mobsters throughout the country.
Nonetheless the myth of Mad-Dog Dillinger
has been undampened by the facts.

The story of Al Capone is also told, even
though it was the IRS that put him away. All
the FBI could get the notorious Al Capaone
on was a perjury charge carrying a six-
month sentence. Hoover always was reluc-
tant to move against organized crime.
Murder, Inc., Joe Adonis, Frank Costello,
Meyer Lansky, Bugsy Segal, and their kind,
throughout the thirties and forties, were the
names most often identified with big-time



interstate crime, exactly the type of activity
only a national police force could battle.
Curiously, not only did Hoover rarely move
against organized crime, but also it wasn't
until the early sixties that he even con-
ceded its existence. Instead, he preferred
playing Sheriff of Nottingham to the Robin
Hoods of the depression. The FBI's failure
to move against the Mafia enabled orga-
nized crime to amass billions, infiltrate the
economy, wreck unions, bribe politicians,
and effectively cover its tracks

Throughout the FBI exhibit, actual histor-
ical photos are juxtaposed with clips from
The FBI Story. Alas, reality is only black and
white, but the photos, like the story, are
carefully framed. Next there is a refresher
course in disguises and bank robberies,
then a zigzag back to the ten most wanted
list. Connie tells us the list helps focus
peaple's attention on the hunt for fugitives.
“"Some have even been captured because
people on the tour recognize them." We
are instructed in what to do should we spot
a fugitive. (I'll be damned if | pass on that
procedure!)

Next stop, the fabled fingerprint exhibit
Somewhere behind these walls are stored
160 million prints. What our group—and
yours, If you take the tour—isn't told is that
80 percent of the print records on file are
from noncriminal persons. Most people are
unaware that every time you give prints,
say, for a job, to the armed forces, for in-
surance, or for license applications, a copy
of them is sent to the Bureau and stored. In
case you ever forget who you are, the Feds
might be in a position to help you re-
member. The telephone is featured in sev-
eral exhibits. Here we are shown how a call
can be traced; later, how a bookie rigs a
“cheese box" so as not to be rudely dis-
turbed during business hours.

Organized Crime now rates its own spe-
cial stop. A chart shows convictions at 281
for 1965 up to 1,417 in 1975. In the land of
FBI statistics everything increases. Cops
and criminals always get bigger and bet-
ter. This, of course, justifies the bigger, bet-
ter budget, last year, of a record-breaking
half a billion. Here, too, of course, the Feds
are never shy about claiming victories for
the work of others. The famous Apalachin
roundup Is discussed, but brushed aside
arenotonly the factthat it was the result of a
quick-thinking state trooper but also the
fact that the FBI pooh-poohed the raid and
resisted for years efforts to establish an
organized-crime investigation section.

Espionage—the Silent War That Never
Ends—no longer features the Rosenbergs.
Other sensitive cases, such as those of
Judith Coplon and Alger Hiss, where the
FBI was shown to have employed shady
methods, have also been dropped. In-
stead, we're shown the variety of “drop"
systems favored, such as the sneaky
under-the-counter hand-off. Connie points
out the famous hollow nickel Rudolph Abel
mistakenly gave to a newsboy, who turned
itin to the FBI. Eternal vigilance again foils
misdeeds. The tour is big on encouraging
junior Federales. We're reminded that if we

keep alert, we, too, could break an impor-
tant case.

John Graham, who blew up a passenger
plane just to get at his mother, is immor-
talized in Crimes Aboard Aircraft. John was
electrocuted and later roasted in a Lenny
Bruce monologue. No doubt he was a
friend. A replica of the bomb is on view.
Bombs, we are lectured, are pretty
dangerous, and we shouldn't try to disas-
semble them ourselves.

Surprisingly few references are made to
the old chief. Gone are the life-size stills
showing him as a young man blasting away
with his favorite chopper. None of his old-
fashioned homilies on crime and subver-
sion are quoted. In effect, a posthumous
minipurge has taken place. The tour has in
a way been de-Hooverized. There is, how-
ever, one reminder, Qver in a sunny corner
we can view his study desk. Here he sat
banishing agents to Butte, Mont., reading
peek-hole reports of congressional sex-
capades, and drawing sketches of the Red
Menace. At the end of every working day, a
special agent carefully measured all the
objects Hoover left on top of this desk,
noted their place, removed them, polished
the surface, and returned them to their
exact position.

We ride the escalator up to the lab. Be-
hind glass picture windows we can see
young technicians busy examining blood
specimens. Given the plethora of new
gadgets, it's a wonder any crime goes un-
solved. An electronic fingerprint scanner
Neutron activation analysis, a process
which can examine the composition of an
object without destroying the evidence
Here are the microbe probers who can
solve a case when they are given the
barest of clues—a human hair, a chip of
paint, a tire mark. In the Document Refer-
ence Files are stored samples of typewrit-
ing, watermarks, handwriting styles. In one
section files contain a million bum checks.
Another holds death threats and ransom
notes. There are 70,000 file cabinets,
chock-ull of dossiers on people. Everyone
arrested, even if no conviction results, has
a file. Reporters, politicians, teachers, civil
servants, writers, just about anyone who
has come to the attention of the Bureau in
the last fifty years. Hoover began his public
career as a file-card indexer at the Library
of Congress. Files were always his joy.
Under the Freedom of Information Act, you
can now write in and request a copy of your
file. Thousands do so each day—which, by
the way, if there is no file, begins one.

Then we are introduced to the extensive
firearms collection. Hundreds of weapons
are on display in showcases. Rifles, shot-
guns, revolvers, of all shapes and sizes, a
cane gun, Pretty Boy Floyd's modified
tommy-gun, and other weapons taken dur-
ing arrests. Their wooden butts and un-
polished barrels make them seem quaint in
this modern scientific setting. Pity the poor
lone bandit who, with one of these pea-
shooters, takes on the computers. Next we
pass down a hallway displaying laminated
copies of historical documents, such as the

Are you getting
all the music
from your records?

Of all the components in your
audio system only the cartridge
can retrieve the music from your
records. The quality and the amount
of music you hear depends on its
performance.

Since you pay for all the music
when you buy a record, why not
hear it all at home?

One stamp and the coupon
below will tell you how. Send it to
us with your name and address and
in a few days you'll receive a full
color, easy to understand brochure
on getting the most cartridge, and
the most music, for your money.

Send it to me,
free.

Empire Scientific Corp.,
Garden City, N.Y. 11530

Name
Address

City
State
Zip

EISTEE
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COUNTERFEIT GUNS

FULL SIZE PRECIS]_ON TOOLED METAL M DELS

These precison tooled metsl repleas of famaus
classse flirearms CAN BL DB BLED ke
CHAMBLR

THON. They ook, feel and wei
OVER 30 blued, hand finished Fll“‘— DE|
MSSEMBLED — fdenl for disgin

ANTELD. Send for FREE CATA: L‘n

xurrm\r FLINTLOCK MSTOL

*39.95
“SEND FOR FREE CATALOG

1051 CIVIL WAR NAVY
MODEL z400

34.95
#36.95

w/Engraved Cytinder
Vode! $401

1-(800) 327-1010
12 31,50 Postate Fianding for Each Medel g

REPLICA MODELS, INC. Dept. PH-107

80O SLATERS LANE, mblu, VIRGINIA 22314  GUARAN

|nn0duongthe

Ultimate Vitamin E

-

You've probably heard
pecple call Vitamin E "the sex
vitamin®

Vitamin E reportedly has
the capability of making a
person feel healthier, more vig-
orous and alert

Is all of this true? Honestly,
we can't be sure

Allwe can say s that we
have made the Ulhmate
Vitamin E, the best one poss-
Ible produced in one of the
leading vitamin laboratones

To order o bottle contain-
Ing 100 capsules send check or
money order for $4 95 (200
uruts) or $6 @5 (400 units) plus

2100 p& hto Evelyn
[

Ramnbird Lid ™ Q09
<. e

Third Ave N Y 10022
New York residents
add appropriate
sales tax Allow 4o
6 weeks delivery
EVELYN RAINBIRD LTD™
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Mayflower Compact and the Emancipation
Proclamation. Connie tells us her role ends
here and informs us we're about to enter
the shooting gallery. We quickly enter a
glassed-in auditorium, from which we can
view the action. An agent dressed in a plaid
suit enters, dons his ear protectors, re-
moves his snub-nosed .38, squats down,
and begins blasting away at a paper
target. Pop! Pop! Pop! The paper torso
moans: “Ahh G-men. ., . you dirty
rats!" It should have anyway. He adjusts
the target twenty feet lo the rear, working
on his point-shoulder position. Some au-
tomatic bursts from his Thompson subma-
chine gun turn the torso target into flying
confetti, Rat-ta-tat-tat. Everybody cheers
each round of fire. The agent joins us in the
viewing room and says, “We all try to get
down here once a week to keep in shape.”
Although last year FBI agents were en-
gaged in fewer than twenty-five gun bat-
lles, we are on a publicity campaign aimed
at blasting away critics of the big budget
rather than at shooting down criminals.

Finally, it's over, and we leave the build-
ing through the courtyard. It's lunchtime,
and personnel are flocking to the street.
There are some agents in the garb that has
resisted change for thirty years: seersuck-
er suit, striped tie, clean-shaven neck,
black shoes. Behind those two-inch cuffs
lie the famous white socks, the trademark
of authentic federal agents everywhere.
Blacks and women can be seen In the
courtyard. There's even a chance some of
them are agents now that the formerly
closed shop has been opened.

| breathe a sigh of relief once outside the
gates. At a nearby coffee shop | collect my
thoughts. It's really too bad that the real FBI
has not been captured on this updated
tour. The story behind the story deserves
more exposure.

Come with us while we reenact the
Palmer Raids. Hear how we harassed vet-
erans of the Lincoln Brigade. Visit a model
of a Japanese internment camp. Sit in a
replica of the chair used to fry the Rosen-
bergs. Here are the burglar lools used to
rfle the files of the Socialist Worker party
and some of the chains FBI! Ku Klux Klan
infiltrators used to beat freedom riders
when they got carried away with their as-
signments. Examine these forged letters
sent out to embarrass critics. Listen to
5,500 hours of illegal wiretapping.

If the FBI has gone out of the thought-
control business and no longer engages in
dirty tricks, why not dramatize the past
abuses and junk the worn-out fairy tales?
Eighty million dollars are currently bud-
geted for domestic intelligence, and no
legislation has come along to limit pro-
grams like COINTELPRO, which fostered
active disruption and illegal spying on pro-
test groups. But the fabulous Feds keep
right on marching along. What's worse, the
public assumes sweeping changes have
taken place. All's quiet on the tour. The
budget and the building are bigger than
ever. The only curbs are on the sidewalk out

in front, O+—

. THE LONELINESS OF

- THE LONG-DISTANCE
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Soon our new, exclusive
warm-up suits with the
Penthouse logo and colors
will be in the finest stores.
But we're offering our
readers an opportunity to be
first on the courts with them.

Men’s and women'’s.
Men’s sizes: XS, S, M, L,
XL. Women's sizes: 6/8,
10/12, 14/16, 18/20, 22.
Luxurious acrylic/polyester
triple knit. Machine
washable. Jacket has 2
nylon zippered pockets.
Pants have stretch waist.
Stripes are sewn in. $49.95
plus $2 postage and
handling.

Send check or money
order or charge to your
American Express, Master
Charge or BankAmericard
(include signature,
expiration date and account
number, plus Interbank #
for Master Charge.) Mail to
Penthouse Products, 909
Third Ave., N.Y., N.Y.
10022. NY residents add
appropriate sales tax.

To expedite your charge
order call toll free number
(800) 223-7763. NY
residents call direct (212)
593-0334. Allow 4 to 6
weeks delivery. Be sure to
indicate desired size(s).
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PHOTOGRAPHS BY LAWRENCE SACKMAN
FASHION BY ED EMMERLING

MAID FOR EACH OHHER

Velvet and tweed go together this fall
for the dramatic way to dress.

The conventional three-piece suit is dead! Long live the textured
three-piece suit! Its newest incarnation—creative combinations
of velvet and tweed in jackets, vests, and trousers—can provide
the ultimate in versatility and elegance for your fall wardrobe.
Playing one fabric against the other, as well as one color against
another, will continually add extra dimensions to the clothes you
wear this season. For where to buy featured merchandise, see

page 182



Opposite: A black velvet jacket, tweed vest and pants (about
$275) by Adolfo for Leon of Paris. Mirrored sunglasses by Foster
Grant; cigar courtesy of A&C Saber Tips. The brown velvet jacket
($230), and beige wool-flannel vest ($35) and trousers ($65) are
by Lebow Bros., Inc. Shirt by Sir Shirtmakers; tie by Cappuccino;
glasses by Cool-Ray; cigar courtesy of Dino Gold Label.

Her shoes and stockings are at

Michael Salem, New York.

This page: This three-piece ensemble with wool-check worsted
jacket (about $125) by Christian Dior; green velour sweater vest
($18) and cotton-velvet trousers ($30) by John Karl for Charsel.
Shirt is Nino Cerruti by Sir Shirtmakers; tie by Cappuccino.
Wool-check sport jacket ($95) and wool and polyester trousers
($45) by Larry Kane, with a brown velvet vest ($45) by Rubin
Bros. Shirt by Sir Shirtmakers; tie by Prince Consort; cigar
courtesy of Capitan de Tueros.

The Plaza, New York

dal Sassoon

Hair by Connie of V!



JOB
getsrid

the world’s finest
cigarette papers
available in
all four sizes
including our new
1:point-25.

dJoB Cigarette Papers Brought To You From France By Adams Apple Distributing Company* Chicago, lllinois 60640
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 44

cially well, because the Chinese-American
gentleman didn't particularly enjoy the in-
terrogation or even want to be interviewed
by the fuzz. But Chinatown is like that, and
the detective was just about to pack it in
and leave when a faintly familiar figure
burst into the Chinese's office.

The interloper didn't even bother to
knock, or even acknowledge the presence
of the detective, but began complaining to
the Chinese-American that he had been to
"89" and that "nobody was there." As the
two men continued talking, all of a sudden
the homicide detective had all he could do
to keep his face from dropping to the floor,
because he realized that the irritated visitor
was the prominent son of a leading
organized-crime figure.

The detective's mind raced like a patrol
car pursuing a speeding motorist. He re-
called that a narcotics cop had told him
that "99" was the residential street number
of a well-known Chinese-American heroin
importer. Other things came to him. He
knew that it was rumored that the Hip Song
Tong and the On Leong Tong control a sub-
stantial portion of the gambling and narco-
tics franchises in New York's Chinatown. It
was also known that, in the Midwest two
years ago, at a convention of the Hip Song,
some delegates (according to a police in-
former) had discussed the desirability of
syndicating heroin smuggling in order to
increase profits and reduce compelition.
All this against the backdrop of a working
hypothesis in federal law-enforcement cir-
cles: that the syndication of Chinese-
American heroin, with its Far Eastern
sources, had to lead eventually to a hookup
with what the Feds call "La Cosa Nostra."
But was it happening already? And right
before the detective's eyes?

As the conversation between the
Chinese-American and the ltalo-American
wound down to an exchange of pleas-
antries, the smart homicide detective, on
cal's feet, left. For an hour's work, he fig-
ured, he was way ahead. He hadn't gotten
anywhere with the murder case, but it
seemed that he had stumbled on evidence
of the long-awaited new alliance in the he-
roin underworld.

The coming months were to provide
substantiation, of sorts, that the detective
wasn't simply permitting his imagination to
run away with him. Good police work by
Drug Enforcement Administration agents
led to the sighting of a soldier in the New
York crime family once led by Joseph
Bonanno in conference flagrante with a
Chinatown underworld figure. The
Bonanno soldier had a reputation, accord-
ing to the Feds, for being an active heroin
importer, and the Chinatown figure had a
reputation for representing his people in
dealing with other ethnic gangs. On
another occasion a major-league
Chinese-American heroin trafficker was
observed handing a Bonanno family

member what informanls said was a sam-
ple. The league the Chinaman was in
characteristically involved twenty-five-
kilogram packages.

Evidently, for reasons such as these,
federal investigators have developed an
intense interest in the Chinatown situation.
Is there a new heroin connection, involving
Chinatowns throughout the United States
and the national crime syndicate that the
Feds like to call La Cosa Nostra? It may
seem like a joke, but a few investigators
have pulled out of an old file a list of
Chinese restaurants across the country
that were once utilized as a network chain
of heroin drops. The network head was al-
legedly a congressional lobbyist for the Hip
Song Tongs. Is there a new traffic man-
ager? And are certain Chinese restaurants
in New York, San Francisco, Los Angeles,
and Chicago serving chop suey to a suspi-
ciously disproportionate number of dope
dealers? In other words, is there also a
column “C"?

Frankly, I'm not convinced. | look at the
Chinese Connection, not as a molehill, a
tiny footnote in the annals of La Cosa
Nostra, but as a mountain—a major new
development. In my view Chinatown is too
well connected, too well off financially, and
too tight and clever to permit itself to be-
come just another notch on the well-
marked gun of Carmine Galante.

On the contrary, the evident decision on
the part of some Tongs to improve their
smuggling operations, such as they are,
makes a great deal of business sense, no
matter whom they decide to work with. Al-
though it did not intend to do so, the recent
government report on heroin trafficking,
designed largely as an ode to Galante, ac-
tually was a magnificent brief for the pos-
sibilities of success in narcotics trafficking.
The fifty-nine-page report may not have
been intended as career counseling, but it
certainly got me to thinking.

Although basically a professional piece
of work, this report contains a hitch in its
logic, which opens up a very difficult ques-
tion that | don't believe the DEA, or any
other government agency concerned with
stopping narcotics, is prepared to answer.
The hitch in the logic involves the implicit
proposition (a) that the trafficking activities
of organized crime would necessarily ac-
count for a substantial share of the avail-
able heroin; and the explicit proposition (b)
that for a considerable period of time dur-
ing the sixties and early seventies, when
the avallability of heroin had created an
addiction epidemic, organized crime was
not involved in trafficking. The inconsis-
tency of these two propaositions thus raises
the unanswerable question: how come so
much heroin if the big-time heavies are
standing on the sidelines?

Let me illustrate, from the report, the
troubling position taken by the DEA (while
at the same time | sympathize enormaously
with the very real difficulty of trying to re-
concile intelligence information with gen-
eral conditions in the heroin black market—|

APRIL 77 MAY 77

AUGUST 77

SEPTEMBER 77

February through August 1977
issues are $1.50 each. All
subsequent editions are $2.00
each. Please include 50¢ for each
copy ordered to cover postage
and handling.

Send check or money order to
PENTHOUSE, Back Issue Dept.
21st Floor, 909 Third Avenue,
New York, N.Y. 10022
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"One doesn't see much of Mildred these days.’
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OWN A PIECE
OF AMERICA

OR AS LITTLE
AS $35°AN ACRE!

Seem Too Good To Be True?
There still is land in America that
you can buy for as little as $3.50
an acra!l For example, you'll find
dozens of these carefully re
searched listings in just a single
issue of GOVERNMENT LAND
ADVISORY SERVICE.
U
Arizona parcels — $3.50 an acre,
lowa Rural Homesite —$45an acre.
New York State 5,000 Bidg. —

$12,000
Florida Seacoast Land — $250

an acre,

Nevada Acreage — $9.50 an acre.
Kentucky 2,500 Post Office Bidg.

— $10,000 total price.

Texas Surplus Airport — $9,000
total price.
Oklahoma 14 Family Apt. Bldg.
— $25,000 total price.
Florida Group of 4 Stores —
$15,000 total price.
New Jersey Shore Land —
$80 each plot.
Wisconsin Gas & Oil
$1.00 an acre.

California Mobile Home Park —
$5,000 total.

Kansas 120 Acre Farm — 53,000
total.

Idaho Quarter Acre Plots —

$80 each plot.

Connecticut Rugged Mountain

Land — $90 an acre.

Alaska Virgin Land — $5 an acra.
New York Upstate Land —

$120 each plot.

Michigan Lakefront Land — $130
an acre.

Florida 10 Unit-Condominium —
$4,000 each.

Rhode Island 15 Room Motel —
$12,000

Colorado Valley Land — $259 an
acre,

Mississippi 8 Room Residence —
$12,000

Massachusetts Campsite Plots —
$700 each.

Utah Unimproved Parcels —

|

Lease

$20 each.

Missouri Vacant Stores — $2 500
each store.

Arkansas Home and 3 Acres —
$17,000

Georgia Unimproved Land -
$65 an acre.

Nevada Abandoned Silver Mine
$2,000

New Jersey 200 Car Parking Lot —
$4,000

Puerto Rico 30 Room Hotel —
$22,000

Washington D.C. Store — $3,000

California Vineyard —$150an acra.

Idaho Potato Plant —$12,0001total.

Hawaii Sugar Cane Land — $400
an acre.

Why Are These Properties So
Cheap? There are tens of thou
sands of State, County and Local
Governments in the United States
and each of them has the power
to tax, |f you are a property own
er and didn't pay your taxes for a
period of 2-3 years, your land
would be sold for the amount of
tax money due, Recently a 55,000
factory and warehouse building
wassold in New Jersey for 512,000
and a 44 room apartment house
was bought for only $15,000 in
each case the owner could not be
located to pay the taxes!

A mobile home park was sold
for 52,400, some lucky person pur
chased an entire upstate New York
vineyard for just $3,000 and a
2,000 acre tract in Alaska went for

only $3,800 ineach instance the
owners could not pay the taxes,
and an auction was held n which

only one or two people showed
up to bid!

Recently the Federal Gowvern
ment sold thousands of single
family houses for $50.00-$100.00
each because the Department of
Housing and Urban Development
wanted to get out of the housing
business — some want for as little
as $5.00 each|

Where Are These Properties?
Government land sales are evary
where ., large wooded tracts, farms,
lakefront lots, mountain sites, bus
iness and commercial properties,

etc. They range from small resi
dential lots to sprawling tracts
containing thousands of acres.

These Governmant land sales occur
in every state - manth after month,
vear after year, This can be your
one big opportunity to strike it
rich|

What Will You Find in Every
Issue Of The Government Land
Advisory Service? Each issue will
bring you the latest information
on what Government lands are
available and the minimum price
for which they can be bought. Best
of all is that in many instances
you don’t have to aven be thore —
we'll show you how to send in
vour bid by mail. ¥You can be buy
ing valuable land and properties
for a small fraction of their real
valueg from the comfort of your
home, thousands of miles away
We compile, research and publish
the datails of thousands of prop
erties throughout the entire United
States. These bargainscanbeyours!

What is the Government Land
Advisory Service? We are a month
ly publication (12 issuas a year)
that will keep you fully informed
about the thousands and thou
sands of properties that are put up
for sale for overdue taxes, we even
list surplus land auctions and dis
posal sales. You'll ger a complete
advance listing of these opportun
itles every maonth in time for
you to get in on the action|

How Much Do These Govern-

ment Lands Cost? Would vyou
believe
40 acre recreation sites in

Minnesota for just $4 an acrel

Summer homesites in |daho,
Oregon, Montana, Maine and
Georgia for |ease at only 530
a year!

California forest and timber
land for as |ittle as 375 an acre!
Alaska waterfront wvacation
cabins that still rent for as

little as $5 per day!

7.000° New York State ware

house and office that sold for

just $14,0001

The opportunities are still
plentiful and the prices are still
low because the vast majority of
the Amarican public is completely
unaware of these bargains that still
axist in Government land sales.

Many Americans dream aof
owning investment land, but do
nothing except dreamalltheir lives!
Almost no one realizes that liter
ally MILLIONS of acres are avall
able from Federal, State, County
and Local Governmaeants for almost
avary conceivable use .. farming,
business, homasite, hunting, fish
ing, recreation and investmaent for
a few dollars an acre,

Who Buys These Properties
And Why? Most buyers of Gov
ernment lands acquire property for
their own personal or investment
usé, Some start their own business
in small 2,000°-3,000° factories
that they bought for $3,000—
$5,000—some have started bou
tigues and specialty businessas in
small stores that they bought for
as little as $1000!

Many of these bargains have
a recreational, commercial and in

BUY LAND IN THE
UNITED STATES
FOR $3.50 AN ACRE!

vestment potential that is abso
lutely outstanding! Summer cot
rtages for family fun and privacy.

scenic lands for all-season retire
ment homes... hunting and fishing
land and campsites... ideal settings
for ski lodges and resorts... trailer
sites,  farms to work or rent out,.

large wooded tracts for family
camping, hiking and loafing... large
and small commercial buildings

and factories... small and medium
siZe stores entire shopping cen
ters... 10 to 100 family apartmeant
houses. .. even entire ghost towns
and abandoned gold and silver
mines

Why Haven’t Others Cashed In
On These Bargains Already? Many
have and will continue to do so
but there are so many of these
opportunities across this land that
everyone can have an opportunity.
And new land and properties are
becoming available every day be
cause of the recession, unemploy
ment, deaths, illnesses, inflation,
etc. Imagine buying $50,000worth
of real estate through Governmant
land sales for only $3,000 — that's
a savings of about 90%

When Can | Start? Right now!
The price for a 12 issue, one year
subscription is only $9.95! That's
right—even though you can make
tens of thousands of dollars on just
one deal —we charge you just $9.95
for a full one year subscription,
Order now and we'll also send you
a special copy of the illustrated 28
page step-by-step success regort
"How To Buy Land For Deli
gquent Taxes!” This revealing pub
lication normally sells for $5.00.
It's yours ABSOLUTELY FREE
when you enter your subscrip
tion, Act now!

COMPLETE MONEY BACK GUARANTEE!
If you don't like the first issue after you get it —

simply keep the issue and just tell us to cancel

your subscription. You'

money back refund!

New York, N.Y, 10022

1876 GOVEANMENT LAND ADVISORY SERVICE

Subscribe Now and get a 12 issue, one year subscription to some

get a full and prompt

L 11 8 § |
GOVERNMENT LAND ADVISORY SERVICE
DEPT. P-1077, 150 East 58th Street

of the hottest land bargains in the country plus yvour FREE I

I BONUS REPORT. My check or maney order for $9.95 is en

I closed. No C.O.D.'s please I
Name _ I

I Address

I City I

I State Zip I
[] SPECIAL BONUS OFFER-Enclose an additional $5.00 (a
total of $14.95) and get the one year subscription, the FREE I

I BONUS REPORT and a copy of the confidential executive
repoit on "'Buying Overseas Land At Bargain Prices.”” Find out I

I how you can take advantage of bargain land in Latin Amaearica,
Europe, Asia, Africa and Australia I

I 30 DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE
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For "where to buy” information on fashions
shown on pages 176-177, contact these
manufacturers or stores.

ADOLFO by Leon of Paris
46 West Twenty-third Street
New York, N.Y. (212) 255-5430

Saks Fifth Avenue—all stores
Grodin's, Los Angeles, Calif.
Ariston, San Francisco, Calif.
Field Bros., Brooklyn, N.Y.
Sakowitz, Houston, Tex.
Burdine's, Miami, Fla.
Osman's, Detroit, Mich.

LEBOW BROS., INC.
Twenty-second and Market Streets
Philadelphia, Pa. (215) 561-6666

(jacket only)

Baron's, Miami Beach, Fla.
Stuart's, Palm Springs, Calif.
Orry's Place, Hatfield, Pa.
Silver Needle, Portland, Oreg.

{(vest and pants only)

Raleigh's, Washington, D.C.
Kohn-Turner, Baton Rouge, La.
B.M.T. Men's Shop, Dayton, Ohio

CHRISTIAN DIOR CLOTHING FOR MEN
36 South Franklin Street
Chicago, lll. 60606 (312) 372-6300

Wallach's, New York, N.Y.

Baskin, Chicago, IIl.

Jordan Marsh, Miami, Fla.

Hasting's, San Francisco, Calif.
Silverwoods, Los Angeles, Calif.
Leopold, Price, and Rolle; Houston, Tex.

John Karl for CHARSEL
53 West Thirty-sixth Street
New York, N.Y (212) 594-0678

Abraham & Straus, Brooklyn, N.Y.
Macy's—all New York and New Jersey slores
The Emporium, San Francisco, Calif.
Carson, Pirie, Scott; Chicago, Il

LARRY KANE
1290 Avenue of the Americas
New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 582-6030

Gary's & Co., Marina del Rey, Calif
Mays of Michigan, Grand Rapids, Mich,
Schneider & Sons, Century City, Calif.
Tailor's Bench, McComb, Miss.

RUBIN BROS.
1290 Avenue of the Americas
New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 586-7330

Morry's, Chicago, Il
Schlesinger's, West New York, N.J.
Fashion Bar, Denver, Colo.

Martini Karl, Boston, Mass.
Cuzzens, Las Vegas, Nev.

ACCESSORIES
SIR SHIRTMAKERS

1290 Avenue of the Americas
New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 265-0200

PRINCE CONSORT/CAPPUCCINO
350 Fifth Avenue
New York, N.Y. (212) 564-3248

MICHAEL SALEM BOUTIQUE
PO. Box 1781, FDR Station
New York, N.Y. 10022 (212) 371-6877
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mean, the DEA deserves credit for even
trying!).

The starting point of the DEA's analysis of
heroin trafficking in this report is that by the
late fifties traditional organized crime had
opted out of heroin, and the reason was
Carlo Gambino. "Reputed capo di tutti capi
Carlo Gambino," the report says, “de-em-
phasized La Cosa Nostra family narcotic
ventures, especially because effective ap-
plication of narcotics conspiracy laws and
public attention that the McClellan hear-
ings had brought were disintegrating La
Cosa Nostra operations.” But then Gam-
bino passed away. "The outcome of
realignments and barnstorming is pre-
cipitating a reversion to Costa Nostra syn-
dication of large-scale heroin trafficking,
principally because of the increasing influ-
ence of the Bonanno family. . . ."

The federal line of argument suggests
that the Bonanno-Galante policy toward
aggressive heroin entrepreneurship fills an
enormous vacuum: the Gambino antihero-
in mandate (as it was known). But now the
mandate is as dead as the old man himself,
and the rise of Bonannoism, with important,
menacing implications for law enforce-
ment, is thus a historic development.

Well, . .. poppycock! In 1971 a French
heroin trafficker delivered thirty kilograms
of the narcotic to an American organized-
crime figure operating out of a certain
well-known cheese factory in Brooklyn.
That figure was a ranking member of the
Gambino clan. A few years ago seventeen
individuals were charged by federal au-
thorities with operating a major heroin-
distribution network in New York. One of the
codefendants was a capo in the Gambino
family. In 1975, while Gambino was still
alive, two of his charges were arrested in
connection with a series of heroin sales
totaling eight kilograms. So who's kidding
whom?

Incredibly. the comprehensive DEA re-
port hoists itself with its own petard. As it
admits, the Feds have “identified twelve
significant trafficking groups that have dis-
tributed narcotics since the Gambino
mandate de-emphasizing narcotics [italics
mine]."

The operations cited in the report seem
to be run in amusingly different ways—one
by an FBI fugitive hiding somewhere, one
by a resident of ltaly itchy to return to the
United States, one by a dead person (who,
in the droll words of the author of the report,
“was pushed, jumped, or fell to his death
from an apartment in Fort Lee, New Jer-
sey"). And the operations appear to be ex-
panding in different ways. One operator is
eager to set up a new smuggling route to
the United States through Haiti (the Baby
Doc Connection?). Another is working well
with Hispanic traffickers, it seems. And yet
another favors doing business with two
wholesaling organizations in France.

But do you know what all these organiza-
tions and prime movers have in common?
Until 1975 when he died, Carlo Gambino
was their boss.

It is interesting to speculate on the rea-

sons behind the myth (do you remember
the dramatic showdown meeting in God-
father |, when Brando attacked the Young
Turks for wanting to drag the organization
into the “dirty" heroin business?). Is it be-
cause it is comforting to believe that there
are limits to evil? Is it because, secretly, in
our clandestine admiration for the gangster
image, we can imagine that deep down,
inside, the bad guys are really pretty good
guys? Is it because normal folks like you
and me who are familiar with the lighter
side of organized crime—the gambling, for
instance—prefer not to believe that there
really is a darker side? Or was it just a good
PR job by the mob, as slick as any Penta-
gon sales promation on yet another use-
less weapons program?

Whatever the reason, the "mandate”
against heroin seems to have become a
folk myth. But this should not be so terribly
surprising, even to the Feds. For | view the
federal-government report on heroin traf-
ficking as irrefutable evidence that histo-

rians in the future will look back on the

present era as the era of heroin prohibition,
in the manner in which the old alcohol pro-
hibition was viewed. This is to say that both
prohibitions are and were an attempt by
serious-minded, highly moral people to do
the impossible.

This is what | get out of the current situa-
tion, because it can now be said, as the
government report perhaps unwittingly
demonstrates, that itis difficult to name any
ethnic group in the United States thatis not
involved in drug trafficking (leave out the
Quakers, okay?). The friends of Joe
Bonanno and Carmine Galante today are
the Puerto Rican, the black, the Cuban-
American, the Colombian, the—hey, ev-
erybody and anybody who wants to do
busirness and is willing to observe certain
basic rules. Nicky Barnes, the reputed her-
oin "kingpin" in New York's Harlem, has
done well enough, according to palice, that
some think of him as the black Joe
Bonanno. But Barnes probably thinks of
Joe Bonanno as the white Nicky Barnes. In
heroin, in more ways than one, the sky
seems to be the limit.

Thus the Chinese-American, in moving
in the direction of Bonanno-style operators,
hardly stands out like an egg roll in an
Italian restaurant. On the contrary, he fits in:
everybody, it seems, wants to do the heroin
business. And, just possibly. there may not
be any way to induce Chinatown or any
hyphenated American town to stay away
from the heroin trade. It's not that narcotics
law enforcement has screwed up. That
would be a cheap shot. It's that narcotics
law enforcement is being swept away by
the huge tidal waves of supply and de-
mand.

Such iron laws of black-market econom-
ics Carlo Gambino certainly understood.
You don't get to be the boss of bosses by
ignoring a gold mine. This is why | say that
when the late Godfather was proclaiming
his much-touted antiheroin mandate, he
was either winking or sleeping. O+



GRAND PRIXFORMANCE

Grand Prix jriver in all of us.

Toyota Celica GT Liftback—Official Pace Car of the-Toyota Grand
Prix at Watkins Glen, New York, October 2, 1977.

Come race time, the world's best drivers in the world's fastest cars will
take their starting lap around the Glen's circuit behind our Celica pace car.

Grand performance—you got it. A 2.2 liter single overhead cam
power-plant. 5-speed overdrive transmission. Tachometer. MacPherson
strut front suspension. Power assisted front disc brakes. Wide steel-
belted radial tires. Welded steel, unit body construction.

Quality features, all begging to perform
and all standard on every Celica GT Liftback.
They're just part of the reason we're able
to say: If you can find a better built small
car than a Toyota, buy it.

Meet you trackside. We'll be
there with the Official Pace Car
throughout Toyota's Grand Prix
weekend. See it on display in the
racing paddock, or see the street
Celicas and all the other pace-setting
Toyotas at your local Toyota dealership.

You'll find a little bit of the Grand Prix X
in every Celica. To satisfy that little bit of the

THERES A
LITTLE BIT OF THE
GRAND PRIX IN

EVERY
CELICA.
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eeLINC OUt At tFE CLEN

With a bevy of Pets and its own

Formula 1 Hesketh, Penthouse will help make this year's
Toyota Grand Prix event very special indeed .

David Wynter

In 1948 Watkins Glen was much like any
other small village in western New York
State. Nothing set it apart from the hun-
dreds of similar sleepy, little clusters of
shops and homes that dotted the area. Ils
position at the very tip of Seneca Lake
made it easy to find on a map if you were
looking for it, but Ithaca, a few miles east,
was a bigger town at the tip of a bigger
lake. In 1948 the people of Watkins Glen
probably didn't care whether or not their
town was unigue. Those who live and wark
in sleepy, rural villages tend to like them
that way.

In October of that year, however, the
anonymity of Watkins Glen disappeared.
The village became an official birthplace,
although it was several years before the full
impact of the event would be determined.
Every movement of greater or lesser sig-

Photographs by Kalish/DiMaggio

BY MIKE KNEPPER

David Wynter

nificance has an official birthplace, and for
U.S. road racing it was Watkins Glen.

By 1948 a small but enthusiastic group of
moneyed easterners had already spent
several postwar summers flailing their
spindly sports cars around makeshift race
tracks set up anyplace with enough local
patience and room to allow themtogetup a
competitive head of steam. But the fledg-
ling sport was little more than a disjointed
occasional weekend activity. Although it
had potential, it needed a coalescing fac-
tor, a catalyst, to get it moving.

The role of catalyst fell to a law student
and sports car enthusiast named Cameron
Argetsinger, who convinced the Watkins
Glen town fathers that a road race in and
around the village, in the European Grand
Prix tradition, would be a good thing.
Argetsinger had no intention of creating an

This page (top): Rupert Keegan at the helm of the Penthouse/Rizla Hesketh. Above: Twenly-two-year-old Keegan flanked by Penthouse Pets at

Monaco Grand Prix. Opposite page (top left): Current World Champion James Hunt. Top center: Keegan taking his Hesketh through a corner. Top

right: Colin Chapman, designer of the Lotus John Player Special. Center: A fan's-eye view of a Formula-one machine on the move Below, clockwise:

James Hunt checks out the track from the pits; Mario Andretti gets advice from crew member; mechanic at work on Hunt's McLaren; the

burn-scorched eyes of Niki Lauda, 1975 World Champion; Andretti opening up the Lotus on a straightaway, Mario with his sights set on this year's
championship; an inside look at the carbs of an F1 racer.
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institution. He was simply a man with a
talent for organizing and an enthusiasm for
road racing. But the race that Argetsinger
organized thirty years ago this fall became
the foundation for Grand Prix racing in this
country.

That first race, which was held on Octo-
ber 2, 1948, was eight laps around a course
6.6 miles long. It started in the heart of town
in front of the staid, old Jefferson Hotel,
went south past the hardware store and the
gas station, and made a right turn up the hill
past the little park and its waterfall. Then it
spilled the cars out into the open coun-
tryside, where the track alternated be-
tween pavement and dirt. On the way back
to town, the course crossed the New York
Central railroad tracks—the daily train was
flagged down for the race—and back onto
the main drag via a dangerously fast,
sweeping turn that offered a splendid view
of Seneca Lake to those who were not too
busy to look.

For those who are collectors of such
trivia, Frank Griswold was the victor in the
first race in an Alfa Romeo at an average
speed of 63.7 mph.

The event was a success. It was re-
peated each fall for the next few years.
However, crowd control became increas-
ingly more difficult, and eventually an out-
of-control race car caused the death of an
unfortunate young spectator. The race was
then moved off the streets and onto a series
of farm roads.

Although the next location was safer, it
was much less exciting for both drivers and
spectators, whose interest began to wane
Realizing that the event would be lost com-
pletely unless dramatic steps were taken to
save it, a group of supporters formed a
corporation and financed the construction
of an artificial track a few miles outside of
town. That track, which opened in 1956
has been the site of the annual fall event
every year since then. Over the years the
2.3-mile circuit, which was only remotely
related to the original course, has been
lengthened to 3.4 miles

Since 1961 the Watkins Glen Grand Prix
Circuit has been the home of the United
States Grand Prix for Formula 1 cars, an
event in the year-long series of races held
to determine the World Driving Champion
And for a week again this year, from Sep-
tember 26 to October 2, the Toyota Grand
Prix of the U.S. will transform the sleepy,
rural town into the center of international
road-racing activity, enabling Watkins Glen
to vie with Monte Carlo, Madrid, Monza,
Buenos Aires, and other international
cities. The scene will be a curious combina-
tion of American Gothic and jet-set Europe

The World Famous Traveling Grand Prix
Circus is a total show-biz event. It has its
superstars, an official supporting cast, and
the usual retinue of groupies. The super-
stars of the event are, of course, the driv-
ers. The official supporting cast is a large
group including team owners and manag-

ers, the crew members who make it all
work, sponsors, and the international
motoring press, who spend hours ferreting
out minutiae of the sport that they can re-
port to their rabid European readers.

The groupies aren't groupies in the
sense of the traditional rock milieu. Most
are friends of the superstars, the support-
ing-cast members, or the sponsors.
They're easy to recognize and constitute
an interesting, if nonessential, part of the
scene. Themen are typically short, disgust-
ingly trim, and given o wearing
European-style trousers so tightly cut that
gluteal imperfections become a matter of
public record. They usually have cardigan
sweaters draped over the shoulders and
sleeves knotted loosely in front. The
women, who may easily be the most beauti-
ful in the world, traditionally wear second-
skin slacks and loose-fitting blouses that
are unbuttoned to within a hair's breadth of
their navels or, as an alternative, clingy
stretch tops that reveal, even in the most
humid heat of early fall, startlingly erect
nipples.

Although Formula 1 was the last bastion
of professional racing to yield to crass
commercialism, sponsorships are now a
necessary part of the sport. Race winnings
can be high—$50,000 for first place at
Watkins Glen—and the hosting tracks must
pay the gigantic cost of transporting the
circus. But the expense of competing, let
alone winning, far exceeds the potential
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earnings, especially with many Grand Prix |

driver salaries now rivaling those of top
U.S. sports stars.

A Formula 1 car, notincluding the engine,
costs approximately $70,000. The basic F1
engine, a Ford-Cosworth, goes for
$25,000, and a well-equipped team will
have five engines per car per season. En-
gines are rebuilt after every race, which
costs from $5,000 to $12,000, depending
on their condition. When one considers the
additional costs of running a racing shop,
paying mechanics, buying spare parts,
and so on, it's easy to see how the yearly
budget for a two-car team such as Mcla-
ren or Tyrrell or Ferrari will easily exceed
$1 million. Sponsorship money makes it
possible.

So now Formula 1 cars hurtling around
the tracks of the world, from South America
to South Africa to Europe to North America
to Japan, are emblazoned with the
graphics of a wide range of products:
Mario Andretti's Lotus for John Player
cigarettes, Clay Regazzoni's Ensign for
Tissot watches, Ronnie Peterson's Tyrrell
for First National City Travelers Checks,
and, yes, Rupert Keegan's Hesketh for
Penthouse/Rizla, to name just a few.

Modern Grand Prix cars may be the
world's fastest billboards, but they are also
its most sophisticated and efficient racing
machines. While the words Grand Prix,
French for "Big Prize,” refer to the stature of
the race, the term Formula 1is derived from
the technical side of the event. Racing
lends itself to a bewildering number of
classifications that are based on the tech-
nical specifications, or formulas, governing
the construction of the cars. The current
specifications—the formula—for Grand
Prix cars went into effect in 1966. At the
heart of the formula is the engine, limited to
a maximum of 3 liters (181 cubic inches)
displacement and 12 cylinders. The 3-liter
formula has been dominated since its in-
ception by the Ford-Cosworth V-8 engines
(more than 100 wins since 1966). This year
there are also engines by Ferrari, Matra,
Alfa Romeo, and, from time to time but with
little success, BRM. The Matra and BRM
engines are V-12s; the Ferrari and Alfa en-
gines are flat-12s. They all produce approx-
imately 550 horsepower on high-octane
gasoline and, hooked to a five- or six-
speed transmission, can propel a 1,300-
pound Formula 1 car at speeds exceeding
175 mph. Acceleration, cornering, and
braking capabilities of the cars are
phenomenal.

To the untrained eye, all Formula 1 cars
bear a monotonous similarity. At a stock car
race it is easy to tell a Chevy from a Ford or
a Mercury from a Dodge. It is not so easy,
however, to tell a Lotus from a McLaren and
a Brabham from a Ligier. But there is a
marked contrast between the knifelike lines
of a Lotus and the squat angularity of a
Brabham and between the pencil thinness
of a McLaren and the sensual roundness of
a Ligier.

The men who drive these cars are also
different—not only from each other but also

WIN FOOTBALL BETS

Without Ever Risking A Cent

My name is Gary Giann. I havedis-
covered a method of betting on foot-
ball games that guarantees you'll
never risk another cent on any game
— no matter what the final score is.

I'll ask you to send ten dollars and I
will immediately airmail you my
method.

And if for any reason you don't
agree that my method can make you
hundreds or even thousands of
dollars this season alone — not to
mention for the rest of your life — then
just send it back anytime during this
football season for a full refund.

For years I spent hundreds of hours
improving ways of picking winning
teams at football. I studied schedules,
injury lists, win/loss records, and
even the effects of different time zones
on visiting teams.

My abilities gradually improved.
But I made mistakes, especially on
many upsets.

Then during Thanksgiving week of
1975, a friend of mine who is a former
high school math teacher saw
something in my approach that made
the whole thing click: an infallible,
sure way to bet on games with ab-
solutely no risk whatsoever. And it
works even on the wildest upsets.

What I am offering to send you is
my infallible, mathematically proven
method for successfully betting on
professional and college football
games week after week without ever
risking a dime, because the method
contains a built-in insurance factor
which guarantees that you never lose
money on any given game.

Once you have mastered the meth-
od and learned to apply it correctly,
you can expect to win many, many
times.

Here is the ordinary way people bet
on teams of their choice: Suppose that
two teams, Miami and Dallas for ex-
ample, are playing this weekend, and
Miami is favored over Dallas by 3
points. What do youdo? Well, let’s say
you agree with the oddsmaker and
favor Miami by 3 points. You find a
friend who wants to take Dallasand 3
points, and you sit back and wait for
Sunday. What happens? (Remember:
you have Miami and gave 3 points.)

Let's look at the possibilities:

1) If Miami wins by more than 3
points, you win;

2) If Miami wins by exactly 3 points,
you break even;

3) If Miami wins by less than 3
points, or if Dallas wins, then you
lose.

As you can see in outcome #3, you
would lose. Now, with my method, one
never risks losing money on any
given game. What my method does is
protect you from losing as in instance
#3.

You can win as much as you want to
win — depending on how much the
other person risks.

Last year, one person applied my
method for the entire season and con-
sistently won $10 to $50 every week.

Another person made a cool $400.00
in one weekend alone!

Sure, you might say. But what'sthe
catch? There is none. Believe me.
There are no tricks or gimmicks what-
soever. My method is completely fair.

In fact, my method has been proven
to be mathematically and scien-
tifically perfect. No “hunches.” No
“tips.” No complicated “systems.”

THE METHOD WORKS
EVERY TIME!

And it works with anybody.

And it takes no special skills or
knowledge to understand and apply
it. The entire method is simply ex-
plained in just four pages including
examples.

You don't have to believe me yet.
You don't even have to risk your
money. All I ask is that you take a few
minutes to examine my method.

Prove to yourself — like so many
others have — that it works.

If youdon't agree that my method is
worth many, many times your ten
dollars, just send it back anytime dur-
ing this season for a full refund.

Send for it now. I know it’ll be the
best bet you ever made.

BANK REFERENCE:
Cherry Creek National Bank
1st Avenue & St. Paul
Denver, Colorado 80206

————— S D W S S ———————————————

| Gary Giann
1 165 Monroe St.
| Denver, Colorado 80206

| Gary, enclosed is my check or money order for ten dollars. | understand that
| if I am not completely satisfied, I may return your method anytime during
| this football season for a full refund.

I NAME

I ADDRESS

i{please print or type)

= CITY

STATE Z1P
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Q. Why is this
man smiling?

A. He’s got
PENTHOUSE

POWER!

You can have Penthouse
Power too ... in Small, Me-
dium or Large! (Also available
in Ladies scoop neck, cap
sleeves, French cut-T. Dept.
T-36)

To order, specify size and
style, send check or money
order for $10 to: Penthouse
Products, Dept. T-39, 909
Third Ave., N.Y., N.Y. 10022,
NYC residents add 8% sales
tax.

188 PENTHOUSE

from the rest of us. Formula 1 is the most
difficult and most dangerous automotive
sport, and it requires a very special kind of
skill to drive this car. At the top of the
superstars this year are Mario Andretti
(Lotus), Jody Scheckter (Wolf), Niki Lauda
(Ferrari), Carlos Reutemann (Ferrari), Ron-
nie Peterson (Tyrrell), and James Hunt, the
defending World Champion (McLaren).
Emerson Fittipaldi belongs in the top group
by virtue of his past record as two-time
World Champion and his current record as
the highest-paid athlete in the world at $1
million a year, which is paid by a huge
sugar company in Fittipaldi's native Brazil.
But he continues to languish ignominiously
at the back of the pack in an inferior car of
his own design.

Although the list of potential winners
goes beyond these top six, they are the
drivers who should be watched at Watkins
Glen, because they are the ones most likely
to be fighting for the World Championship
in that race.

Any Formula 1 race is a big event, but the
race at Watkins Glen is a happening. Of the
more than 95,000 people who will come to
the race this year, at least 50,000 of them
will be campers. They're mostly young
people, who are out to celebrate with a
special rite of fall before the tedium of win-
ter and classes sets in. They'll begin arriv-
ing Wednesday morning by car, van, and
motorcycle, and the happening will be
under way.

For four days impromptu parties will
begin at any hour of the day or night, grow
rapidly in intensity, and then quickly fade
out only to reappear two tents and three
vans away. Indeed, the campgrounds at
Watkins Glen are a movable feast, a few
yards or a few feet away from which the
business of the Grand Prix will be going on
almost unnoticed. It is the Traveling Grand
Prix show beginning rehearsals for another
Sunday performance. Fortunately, by then
campers will have had so much nonstop
partying that they will actually take time to
watch the race that brought them there.
Their numbers will be swelled by race-day
spectators until a crowd approaching six
figures in numbers ebbs and flows against
the fences, through the woods, and out
over the open hills surrounding the track.

For the cast of the Grand Prix show, Wat-
kins Glen is just another stage for a regular
weekend performance. The surroundings
will be different from the fourteen locations
already played this year, but they will be
familiar. Drivers, crew, press, and sponsors
will all fall into familiar patterns of activity
that are governed by the printed schedules

| for practicing, qualifying, and, finally, rac-

ing.

The repetition and the familiarity do not
diminish the intensity of the weekend—or
its importance. It's a Grand Prix race for the
World Championship, and it's dangerous
business. The familiar routine—the testing,
the checking, the rebuilding, the replacing,
the testing again—not only works to hone
the car and driver into winning sharpness
but also to reduce to the lowest possible



Win

U.S.Watkins GlenGrand Prix

Drive the Toyota Grand Prix :
Pace Car Home on October 2

Twenty-five words or less can
put you in the winner's circle —
and the driver's seat — at the
Toyota Grand Prix of the U.S. at
Watkins Glen. To get there, fill out
the coupon, attach your entry,
and send it in to PENTHOUSE.
Two finalists will be selected to be
our guests for a wonderful free
weekend at the Grand Prix, ex-
penses paid including transporta-
tion. Just before the starting flag
drops, our judges will announce
which finalist has won this “spe-
cially prepared Toyota Celica G.T.
Liftback. Our other finalist will re-
ceive a selection of fabulous gifts
from PENTHOUSE International,
Ltd., and Toyota

PENTHOUSE/TOYOTA GRAND PRIX
908 Third Avenue, New York, New York 10022

I'd lave to own the Toyota Watkins Glen pace car
because

On ablank sheetin25 additional words or less, tell
PENTHOUWUSE why. Co e and attach this
coupon to gi b a of who reads
PENTHOUS
does not affect yo

| have a valid drniver s license in (STATE)

(PLEASE PRINT)

NAME
ADDRESS
CITY STATE ZIP.

Lass

All entries must be received
by Penthouse no later than
September 25, 1977

Spend Race Weekend With
the PENTHOUSE / RIZLA
Formula | Team

Our two finalists will spend the
day among the drivers and crews
in pit lane —where the real action
takes place. Before the race, the
winner will be driven around the
track with PENTHOUSE's pet of the
year, and then ride in the pace car.
Meet and talk to world-famous
Grand Prix drivers —see the action
when the cars make split-second
pit stops. Both finalists will be on
the finish line when the checkered
flag drops and in the pits for the vic-
tory celebration
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Not Only Ribbed
Hundreds of Raised "Pleasure Dots"™
To Stimulate Her
To Higher Levels of Sexual Excitement

Atlast ...aperfect Nend of contraceptive and shmuiator

Not like other with cor | rib-
bing. This exclusive condom has ribbing and raised “Plea-
sure Dots™ that are more pronounced . . . raised higher for
greater stimulation. But that's not all . . . it's the only con-
dom with texturing all over lhe condom Eleven texturad
rings on the head, hundreds of 1dots an the shaft.

Texture Plus is preshaped and so thin it lets you feel like
you're wearing nothing at all. Gently lubricated to work
with natural secretions for extra sensitivity. It's the condom
you've been waiting for! __— g

Try our Execiitive SBNW
featuring
BOLD45™ s ;

nly col Df?ﬂ i
:)hars te?dr:red r
and more. b

SATISFAC

GUARANTEED

OR FULL REFUND
Population Planning Associates, Dept. DPHU-9
403 Jones Road, P.O. Box 400
Carrboro, N.C. 10
Please rush me in an unmarked p
O Texture Plus (wallet of 10 Dondoms} $5.25
0 Executive Sampler
(30 eondoms, featuring Texture Plus) $11.50

O Deluxe catalog free with order.
(Featuring clothing, sex aids, books, condoms,
and more) Catalog alone 25¢

Name

Address

City State Zip
OVER 500,000 SATISFIED CUSTOMERS =15

HERE'S
'/LOOKING
. ATYOQ,
PET.

The Penthouse Cocktail Set is the perfect

prelude to a golden evening of fun. No host
should be without it. Includes: Six 8 oz.

glasses, a 25 oz. mixer and stirrer — all

handsomely designed with the Penthouse

eys.
gsend $12.95 (plus $2.00 for postage and
handling) to: Penthouse Products, Dept.
DOO1, 909 Third Ave., N.Y., N.Y. 10022.
Please allow 4 to 6 weeks for delivery. NYC
residents add 8% sales tax.
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level any chance for mechanical or human
error.

There are two predictable peaks of in-
tensity during the weekend. The first one
occurs during the final of three official qual-
ifying sessions, when starting positions are
determined. The second is at the start of
the race. Grand Prix races are relatively
short—two hours or 200 miles—and the
top cars and drivers are so evenly matched
that passing is sometimes almost impossi-
ble. A race can be won at the start. Grid
position is all-important.

The final qualifying session is usually
held late Saturday afternoon. All the cars
will be on the track at the same time, with
each lap time carefully recorded by the
official timers and scorers. It's a frantic but
nevertheless controlled period in which
every driver tries to improve or protect his
starting position. It is not unusual for the
pole position to be decided between three
or four cars locked in an all-out, white-
knuckled battle with each other and the
clock. Some feel the final qualifying ses-
sion is the highlight of a Grand Prix
weekend.

All of the Grand Prix races begin from a
standing start in a painful crescendo of
screaming engines. On Sunday afternoon
the official starter will walk to the front of the
starter's stand. He will pause there for a few
moments, the flag at his side, with that
noise almost deafening him, and then leap
into the air, releasing $3 million worth of
racing machinery and the elite of the motor-
ing world into a mad, seemingly mindless
charge into the first turn.

Most. perhaps all, of the cars will emerge
from the race intact. They'll quickly juggle
and jockey themselves into the first of a
constantly changing order. The Toyota
Grand Prix of the United States will be
under way, and the thirtieth year of U.S.
road racing will have had an appropriate

beginning. O+

The sponsor of this year's race is
Toyota, and the official title for the event
is the Toyota Grand Prix of the U.S. The
official pace car is the Toyota Celica GT
Liftback. Local Toyota dealers through-
out the Northeast are offering a three-
to-ten-dollar discount on tickets for the
race. Here's the breakdown: General
Admission—twenty-three dollars at
gate, twenty dollars at Toyota dealer;
Garage Tour (a chance to get a close-
up look at the cars)—one dollar at gate,
free through Toyota dealer; Seats—
three to four dollars (Saturday) and five
to six dollars (Sunday) at gate, half-
price at Toyota dealer. To take advan-
tage of this ticket offer, just go to your
participating Toyota dealer in any of the
following states: Maine, New Hamp-
shire, Vermont, Massachusetts, Con-
necticut, Rhode Island, New York, New
Jersey, Pennsylvania, Maryland, West
Virginia, Virginia, Delaware, District of
Columbia, Tennessee, Kentucky, Ohio,
and Michigan.
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Can You Really Achieve
Total Financial Freedom

In Today’s Economy?

More Than 100,000 People
Have Discovered Exactly How

A MUTUAL CONCERN

We've never met and probably never will,
butI think we share a common interest. That
interest is in achieving complete and total
financial freedom despite what economists
say.

Because of this common interest, [ think
we can be of great help to each other. You see,
recently my net worth reached the magic
million dollar mark, and it only took me 48
months to achieve that.

That might not impress you, but if you had
seen me just a few years ago, you might won-
der how I did it. I lived in Denver then, in a
cramped, tumbled down house at 2545 South
High Street. My wife was expecting our sec-
ond child and we were so broke we had to
borrow $150.00 from a relative just to buy
food and pay the rent.

By the way, I know I didn't make a million
dollars because of my superior intellect — I
barely got through Ames High School (Ames
Towa) with a C average. I did a little better
later on but I soon realized that a salaried job
was not the way to become financially free. If
you'll stop and think, you'll realize that mil-
lionaires do not work 10, 20, or 50 times
harder or longer than you.

FINANCIAL FREEDOM

Now, how can we help each other? I am
willing to share everything I have learned
and know that would help and guide you to
achieve your own financial freedom and in-
dependence. It seems that most people who
are charging for financial advice have
studied how to "do it” but have never ac-
tually "done it” themselves.

You will find as you read my formulas, that
since I have actually achieved total financial
freedom myself, that you will receive from me
more than just the motivation to achieve your
own financial independence, but a workable
step by step plan to actually do it.

STEP-BY-STEP
Contained in the work entitled How To
Wake Up The Financial Genius Inside You
are the various formulas which will show
you exactly how you can do each of the fol-
lowing:
® buyincome properties for as little as $100
down.

m begin without any cash.

® put $10,000 cash and more in your pocket
each time you buy (without selling pro-

B perty)

m compound your assets at 100% yearly.
legally avoid paying federal or state in-

® come taxes.

® buy bargains at one-half the market
value.

MORE LEISURE

If you apply these formulas and methods
you will find in a very short time, you will be

able to spend three weeks out of every month
doing anything you care todo, and I think, at
that time, you will find as I have, that spend-
ing several weeks on the beaches of Hawaii,
or on the ski slopes of Colorado, or just sight-
seeing in Europe, or any other place in the
world, you begin to understand what real
freedom is all about.

Most people think that it would be im-
possible to do some of the things listed above.
For example, to buy a property, and at the
same time put $10,000 (or more) cash in your
pocket without selling the property, or to buy
a property with little or no cash down.

Believe me, it is possible and fairly simple.
This is exactly how most wealthy people ac-
tually do make 10, 20, or 50 times more money
than you do.

ASSET FORMULA

These formulas of mine do not have to be
used with income properties only. They ac-
tually can be applied to virtually any asset.

While I was struggling on making my first
million, T often thought how nice it would be
to have the personal advice and counsel from
someone like Howard Hughes or J. Paul
Getty.

What would I have been willing to pay for
this service? I can tell you one thing for sure,
it would have been a lot more than the $10.00
that I'm going to ask you to invest in your
financial future.

FOR YOUR FUTURE

What will this $10.00 actually do for you?
It will give you a complete step by step plan
that you can follow to become totally and
completely financially independent.

Please try to understand my dilemma. I'm
not a New York advertising agency, with all
their professional skill and manpower to
write a powerful and persuasive ad to con-
vince you that I can make you financially
independent. 1 am just somebody who has
actually ‘done it', and can really show you
how to ‘do it

What would you do, if you were in my
shoes. You have in excess of $1,000,000 net
worth, you have a desire to share your for-
mula with others, because you not only have
a simple, honest and workable method
whereby others too can enjoy the riches of
this land, but you also want to benefit and
make money from sharing this information,
s0 you can continue to grow financially.

I think you might do what I'm doing —
that is to write a simple open letter to the
type of people who share similar goals as
mine asking them to try the formulas for
themselves, to see if they work as well as the
claims described. Because, I know, as you
would know if you were in my shoes that if |
can just convince you to test my formulas
you will see for yourself that they will work as
easily for you as they do for me.

Millionaire Mark Haroldsen
asks: “If hours, efforts or brains
are not what separates the rich
from the average guy . .. what is?”
Haroldsen spent 4 years perfect-
ing an answer and a “wealth
formula” anyone can follow.

It's really quite frustrating to have some-
thing so valuable as I know I have, but lack
the skill to convince people to try it for them-
selves. I hope by my simple, direct approach, I
can convince you to try my formulas.

INDECISION — THE COSTLY
DECISION

It seems the majority of the people in our
rich country lose, not because they lack in-
telligence, or even willpower, but because of
procrastination, or lack of action — please
don't be like the masses. Make a decision
while you have this paper in your hands.
Make a decision now to either act now and
send for my material or immediately round
file this paper. If your decision is to sub-
scribe, do it now, not later. Otherwise, you
may lose, just by default.

TO ORDER, simply take any size paper,
write the words "Financial Freedom," your
name and address, and send it along with a
check for $10.00 to Mark O. Haroldsen, Inc.,
Dept. E795,Tudor Mansion Bldg., 4751 Hol-
laday Blvd., Salt Lake City, Utah 84117.

If you send for my materials now, I will
also send you documents that will show you
precisely how you can easily borrow from
$20,000 to $200,000 at 2% above the prime
rate using just your signature as collateral.

IT'S GUARANTEED
If you are still somewhat skeptical, and
believe me, when I started out I certainly
was (because of the many people in the world
trying to deceive others), I would encourage
you to postdate your check by 30 days, and I
promise and guarantee that it will not be
deposited for at least those 30 days, and if for
any reason you do not think that whatI have
sent you lives up, in every aspect to what 1
told you in this letter, send the material
back, and I will quickly, without question,
refund your money and send back your own

uncashed check or money order.

M5 @© Mark O. Haroldsen, Inc. 1977
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Is a su
worth

That's what it costs to take out a year's
subscription to FORUM, the world’s
most liberated magazine. In FORUM,
you will find everything you'll ever need
to know about giving and receiving total
sexual satisfaction.

Optimum
Sensual Pleasure

The techniques of giving optimum sensual pleasure
to a woman must be learned. They are not instinc-
tive, are not taught in school and the sad truth is that
relatively few men are aware of all the sexual sub-
tleties and nuances that ultimately compel women
to desire certain men above all others. Becoming a
superb lover (like becoming a superb artist or
musician) requires wide ranging knowledge and
experience, two areas in which FORUM excels—
sexual knowledge provided by the world's top au-
thorities and personal experiences related by
thousands of readers whose letters provide more
realistic and practical guidance than that found in
any one or all of the hundreds of published books
on love and sex.

Secret
Sex Practices

In FORUM you will read articles on how to give an
erotic massage; the arts of cunnilingus, fellatio,
foreplay; how to make a girl say “yes"; how to pre-
vent premature ejaculation; masturbation tech-
niques; how to understand and enjoy many of
the so-called secret sex practices; how men can

PENTHOUSE

become multi-orgasmic; male-female sexual fanta-
sies; how women love to be loved; how to be a suc-
cessful lover despite penis size; the truth about
brother-sister incest; how to successfully use sex
aids and where to purchase them safely and dis-
creetly; how to increase a low sex drive; the joy of
threesomes; how to make women orgasmic: the
fact and fiction of penis enlargement and much,
much maore.

Super Lovers

For ten years, FORUM has been instrumental in
providing millions of men (and women) with the
knowledge and self confidence needed to become
Super Lovers. So, don't hesitate, fill out the attached
coupon opposite and mail it immediately. See to it
that 1977 is your own special year of sexual en-
lightenment and success.

Ps. Many Penthouse readers have
m been sending FORUM sub-
scriptions to their wives and girlfriends
because they have discovered that no-
thing improves a relationship faster than
an open, honest, and informed attitude
toward love and sex. FORUM provokes
comment—tears down the barriers of
guilt, fear and misinformation—creates
exciting, new frontiers for sexual explo-
ration and discovery—in short FORUM
opens up and sustains the vital lifelines
of communication between man and
woman. Try it. You have nothing to lose
but your inhibitions.



sex life
dollars?

Money-Back Guarantee

After reading the tens of thousands of enthusiastic letters received by Forum during
the past ten years, we are so certain that Forum will dramatically enhance your sex
life that we decided to make the following unconditional offer:

If your sex life does not
improve after reading Forum,

the full cost of your
subscnptlon wﬂl be reiunded'

| Fill in this coupon and
| mail it immediately

| SEE TO IT THAT 19771S
YOUR YEAR FOR
| SUPERLATIVE JOY IN SEX.
Sendy check or money o

|

|

|

|

|
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P O Box 930 Farmingdale N.Y 11735 |
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|

"ILOVE AND
LIVE WITH
THREE MEN'"'

A\ UNIQUE LIFE STYLE

Name

Address_
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Give yourself the
masculine look with
Bulger Undergear

Yes! Now you can have the appearance
of size and power that drives women
wild with desire, You'll have the same
potently. virile look as you've seen in
Hollywood superstars and heavyweight
fighters.

That's right! You can get in on the
secret that the Hollywood and Madison
Avenue image-makers have been using
for years —the secret of “the virlle
look".

Remember! Bulger Undergear will
enlarge the appearance of your penis,
and...it will give you the degree of
uplift, protrusion and erection that are
the essential ingredients needed for
that virile masculine look.

Bulger Undergear is effective, simple
and a unique pleasure to wear. Made of
100% textured nylon, it is worn under
your clothes exactly as you would wear
underwear. No one will be able to know
that you are wearing it, yet they will all
be astounded by the difference.

Why shouldn't you have that masculine
look that women notice immediately?
Place your order right now for Bulger
Undergear and we'll rush it to your
home in a plain, unmarked package. Try
it out for 2 weeks, wherever and when-
ever you like. If you aren't absolutely
ecstatic over your new look and the
reactions toit...then just returnit for
a full and
immediate
refund.

Give
yourself the
masculine
look today
for only
$9.95 with
Bulger
Undergear.

Valentine Products, inc. Dept. BG-177
P.O. Box 5200
F.D.R. Station, N.Y. 10022
Gentlemen:

| would like to get in on the secret of
the masculine look. Enclosed please find
my check or money order for $9.95 plus
75¢ for postage and handling. | under-
stand that my Bulger Undergear will
arrive in a plain unmarked package and
that | may return it within 14 days for a
full refund if | am not satisfied for any
reason whatsoever.
Name —— -~

Signature.

Il am aver 18 vears of age.
Address.

City. State.

PENTHOUSE

XAVERA

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 48

skin flicks. |, too, enjoy movies that are well
done, where no one is mutilated and chil-
dren are not exploited. | like to see some
lovely cock do what it does best: fuck some
beautiful young girl.

In the beginning, before we were mar-
ried, our sex life was unbelievable. We
would spend hours in bed, balling and six-
ty-nining in every room. Foreplay was lov-
ing and gentle, with me constantly having
glorious orgasms. Oral sex was somewhat
new to me, but | found myself enthralled
with the idea. | couldn’t seem to get his
cock into my mouth often enough.

Then, suddenly, after about two or three
months of ecstasy, my husband began buy-
ing every kind of sex magazine and paper
that was on the market. He would become
very aroused and start fucking me with little
or no foreplay. Tom just couldn't wait a sec-
ond longer.

I've tried very hard to enjoy this reading
material with him in bed before he fucks
me, but he becomes so absorbed in his
papers that | might as well be asleep. He
sometimes reads for hours at a time, pay-
ing no attention to me, and becomes angry
when | attempt a minor conversation. | feel
as though I'm disturbing him.

I must admit | find it difficult to get really
hot over anonymous pictures on a page,
especially when | have a beautiful, warm
body with a cock lying next to me.

My husband used to encourage me to
give him blowjobs while he was reading,
but he never looked away from what he was
reading and often smoked cigarettes. After
he would come, he'd continue reading,
leaving me with dripping underwear. After
a year or so of this, | gave up joining him
while he read. But | still have to suck him
most of the time until he is hard enough to
fuck me—for five minutes, maybe.

I've tried to discuss how | feel after a
marathon reading session and a swift fuck,
but he becomes angry and says I'm an
‘old eighteenth-century prude” who just
doesn't appreciate his choice of literature.

For the last two years I've resorted to
masturbation, but somehow this is not to-
tally satisfying. Masturbation is okay, but it
leaves me with feelings of resentment for
my husband. What | really need is a good
fucking.

My mate assures me that he loves me,
even though | know he picks up women
during his regular weekend drinking
sprees.

I'm still young enough and attractive
enough to leave him, but I'm confused and
worried that I'm a sentimental prude who
never grew up sexually Please, Xaviera,
help me to understand.—C.A.B.

Before you decide on any drastic changes,
you really ought to sit down with your hus-
band and tell him that you're tired of being a
head-first sperm bank. Give him one last
chance to make the best of his—your—

HOW TO MAKE
SEXUAL
EXCITEMENT
LAST

You've always wished your love
making could last. Now it can,
with Detane—the gel that controls
a man's super-sensitivity. Detane
delays the climax to prolong the
pleasure—So you can hold on to
the beauty of the sensuous excite-
ment. Helps poth partners achieve
new sexual fulfillment. Get
Detane and enjoy lasting sexual
pleasure.

Detane is an unscented invisible
gel for climax control. Available
without prescription at leading
pharmacies.

@,
DEIHNE/FW”‘”MWW”
L
MEN

©1977 Cemmerce Drug Co., Inc.
Farmingdale, N.Y. 11735 J

SOFT
YET
FIRM!

® Caress is softer and
more pliable than any
other vibrator.

* You can fondle and
bend Caress.

®* You can manipulate Caress to suit
your own whims and desires.
Yet... Caress is firm—like the real thing

When you receive Caress, you or your
lover should hold it in the palm of your
hand and feel its divinely exciting tex-
ture. Gently let your fingers glide along
its length.

Now, allow yourself to experience the
erotic vibrancy of its potent energy. Do
it! Take firm hold of Caress and discover
all its beautiful secrets.

Don't permit yourself to settle forany-
thing less. Experience
“the Delicate Difference.”

ORDER CARESS NOW!

Valentine Inc. Dept. CR-155
P.O. Box 5200 FDR Station
New York, N.Y. 10022
Enclosed please find my check or money order
for $7.95 plus 75¢ for postage and handling.
Please rush me Caress—tne Vibrator with the
“Delicate Difference” in a plain package today

I Name
| Sigl

I'm over 18 years of age

A dd

City State Zip




"l love you"...you can say it in a look, a smile or in two
new words...Trojan Ribbed. Now there's a condom
that women everywhere are telling their men about,
New sexy, golden colored Trojan Ribbed, so thin
theyre transparent...the condom that intensifies the
joy and sensation of making love. Delicate texiured
rios fake her higher and higher...it's a sensation no
ordinary condom can provide.

After experiencing the thrill of a lubricated Trojan
Ribbed, she'll never feel the same without one.

Next time you visit your local pharmacy, pick up a
package of Trojan Ribbed...theyte for feeling in love.

Name

For frial offer, send 52.40 (check or money order made out o
Youngs Drug Products Corporation) with the coupon below:

Address

City.

7ip

HRI B043-000470

 SPECIALLYAUBRICATED AND TEXTURED FOR HER PLEASURE

1 DOZEN conpoms
'{2Youngs Drug Products Corp.

Dept. PHR10, P.O. Box 5, Piscataway, N.J. 0B854

State

OLDEN TRANSPARENT

marriage. Fantasies are nice, buthe's gota
true, loving creature waiting for him at
home. Nude girls in pictures are fine, but
there is something else in life besides
paper dolls. If he doesn't get the picture,
leave him with his pictures. You've got a
real life to live, and you deserve better than
to be left high and dry—or low and wet.

FINDING YOUTHFUL FOUNTAINS

Four years ago, when my wife, Rita, was
thirty-one, she went to bed with an eigh-
teen-year-old high-school student in our
neighborhood. After a subsequent rela-
tionship of about two months, they were
discovered by the boy's mother. This
ended their affair.

I am ten years older than Rita. My first
reaction, when | learned about her ac-
tivities, was anger, jealousy, and a feeling of
inadequacy. Then, quite quickly. these
negative feelings gave way lo a strange
kind of joy about the thrill of sharing my wife
with another man. | practically begged her
for details. As soon as we got into bed, I'd
try to combine our lovemaking with the in-
creasing excitement of knowing that she
had turned on and had been turned on by a
young man. Was the boy a good lay? Did
he have a big cock? Had she taught him my
techniques of foreplay? Had he eaten
pussy? Had she sucked his cock?

Rita was not guilt-ridden about robbing
the cradle but, rather, was quite pleased
with herself for -having seduced a good-

looking boy. She answered my questions
but did not elaborate. | wanted more than
yes and no, but she began to clam up. She
wanted no part of a regular inquisition, and
I had to cool it. And so our love life resumed
its silent routine. Rita tolerated me, never
rejected me, but wouldn't let me share her
other life.

Very recently, | found some letters which
revealed another of my wife’'s relationships.
My attitude now is only that | want to be
included in some way. Remembering the
fiasco of four years ago, I'm reluctant to
broach the subject and know that | don't
again want to go through what took place
back then.

How can | get her to deal me in? | don't
want to join them. | only want to enjoy re-
ports of her experiences and to know when
they are together (preferably in advance of
their planned meeting). | think it would be
very exciting for me to know precisely the
moment they are fucking. Even as a pure
fantasy, this idea does wonders for my mas-
turbation sessions. If | could bring reality
into the dream, it would sweeten it a whole
lot. Of course, I'd like to watch, but | know
this is out of the question.

Xaviera, I've read your books and never
miss “Call Me Madam." | know you're a total
woman and wise enough to conclude that |
blew it four years ago with my confessional
routine. [ also think you're creative enough
to give me some sound advice on how to
proceed now. Please.—Hunky

Obviously, your wife prefers her secret af-
fairs in private. Quite frankly, | don't blame
her. But if you must satiate your curiosity,
why don't you tell her you'll be going out of
town on a business trip for a few days?
Then come back into the house unan-
nounced, when she's screwing with one of
her young studs. Be discreet, and maybe
even hide in a closet, where you won't be
found. That should certainly give you
something memorable to masturbate
about for a few days.

Writing about schoolboys, | must tell you
an anecdote about a recent experience of
mine. A schoolboy from my old high school
in Amsterdam called me, requesting an
interview. Over the phone he had an inno-
cent voice, and this turned me on tremen-
dously. | agreed to the interview, and within
the next week | must have masturbated at
the thought of it at least four times. How
would | seduce this schoolboy?

Luckily, the kid was handsome, but he
was extremely shy and timid. He must have
dropped his notebook at least four times
during our one-hour conversation. Of
course, each time he dropped his note-
book | managed to move a bit closer to him.
Eventually, | nonchalantly leaned over his
shoulder to have a look at what questions

_he was going to ask me. At this moment it

so happened that my dress slipped open
and revealed my suntanned breasts. (| had
just gotten back from a sunny vacation in
Greece.) The boy couldn't help looking at
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ou've done all the right things,

everything everyone has al-

ways told you to do, and still

you're not happy. Life and mar-
riage, motherhood and career are just
not filling in all the gaps, are they? No,
they're not. Not for you, not for most
women. The question isn't “why" but
what can be done about it.

Well, for starters, how about articu-
lating some of your disappointments.
Most of the time, sheer frank communi-
cation of your feelings and ideas, your
hopes and dreams and, yes, your dis-
appointments, is the beginning of amore
positive you. Perhaps you know this al-
ready but there really isn't anyone in
whom you can confide. There really isn't
anyone who listens to you, who hears:
whoresponds towhat yousay. Orat least
thereisn't anyone you can communicate
with who won't take what you say per-
sonally and therefore be objective
enough to help you.

Don't despair. We all have that
problem—and it's a doozy! Only, some
of us have learned to deal with itin a very
positive, informative and fulfilling man-
ner. We subscribe to Memo.

The Women's Confidential Memo is a
newsletter edited and written by a
woman, for other women only. It is a pot-
pourri of letters, questions, advice, fac-
tual material garnered from experts in
the psychological, sociological and
medical fields, and other crucial informa-
tion on every subject of interest to
women: sex, marriage, jobs, child-
rearing, friendships, consumer prob-
lems, health, diet, in-laws, etc. Whatever
subject subscriberstothe Women's Con-

MEMO

TO A DISAPPOINTED WOMAN

fidential Memo care about enough to
bring to the editor's attention.

The editor, who is solely responsible
for getting this Memo to you, is a Social
Psychologist, the publisher of a national
woman's magazine, a married woman
with a large family, and, like you, a
woman who spent a good part of her life
searching for a way to make “everything
all right.” She found it through direct,
personal communication with other
women and she is offering you the same
opportunity.

By subscribing to the Women's Confi-
dential Memo, you have a direct line to
other women who, with you, will deal
frankly and openly with the problems all
women face. Sometimes these confron-
tations will be brutally spoken, often they
will be uncompromising, and always
they will be salient commentary on the
female human condition. Through your
letters and comments, and those of the
editor and other women, all subjects will
be discussed in down-to-earth, every-
day terms that leave no room for hesi-
tancy or embarrassment.

Don't subscribe to Memno if you are a-
fraid of facing reality! Do subscribe to
Memo if you want or need help in any
area of your life. Send $12.00 to Memo,
P.O. Box 564, Warren Point Station, Fair-
lawn, New Jersey 07410, and receive
twelve Women's Confidential Memos a
year. (This is a special offer, saving you
$12.00 off the regular fee for subscribing
to Memo from this magazine.)

Put an end to life's disappointments.
Share them with other women for a new,
positive view of yourself through the
pages of Women's Confidential Memo.
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PO. Box 564, Warren Point Station
Fairlawn, New Jersey 07410

Name

Send $12.00 10: Women's Confidential Memo

Address

Crt\c"

State Zip

Send check or money order.

L--------------------------- ----J
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my chest in admiration. Well, I slowly
pushed my breasts against his arms and
brushed them up and down. For a small
boy, he grew a tremendous erection. Again
he dropped his note pad. This gave me the
opportunity to let my dress fly accidentally
up around my head. Since | wasn't wearing
any panties or bra, we were soon entan-
gled together on the floor of my house.

We kissed and hugged, and | slowly
stripped his clothes off. He stood there,
almost embarrassed with his erect penis,
covering it with his hand. He was Jewish
and circumcised and clean as a whistle.
His first orgasm, as you might guess, didn't
end up in my mouth or in my vagina but
somewhere on a pillow. He was so young
and so nervous that he couldn’t hold him-
self any longer when | started kissing his
back and massaging his buttocks.

Then | took him outside into my garden.
Though the trees were already in full bloom,
I knew that some of my neighbors could still
catch a glimpse of what was going on be-
neath the branches. The thought of this, of
course, turned me on even more. And so,
there on the grass, this schoolboy finally
lost his virginity as he shot his first load into
my hot and eager vagina. We spent an hour
in the garden, and, three orgasms later, he
finally got dressed and left on his bicycle.

Now let's see your wife top that!

THEY LUST FOR MY WIFE

| had never been sure how | would react if
my wife were to make love to another man.
But | found out the other day. To my shock,
fear, and delight, it turned me on. [ found [
wasn't jealous, and | now find myself en-
couraging her to do it again. )

I am twenty-eight, and my wife, Sally, is
twenty-six. We have been married six years
and have two children. Our sex life has
been reasonably good. About a year ago,
however, my wife and three of her girl
friends went out for drinks to celebrate the
sale of a house. As it turned out, a group of
men tried to pick them up. One of the men,
Sally told me later, was so blatant as to
describe precisely what he wanted to do
with her in bed. My wife refused. As she
related the story to me, | found that it was
turning me on rather than creating the
Jjealousy | thought it would. My wife, who is
good-looking and who can attract other
men with her eyes closed, said the experi-
ence was fun and ego-reinforcing.

With my approval, Sally then went out
several other times with a girl friend fo go
dancing. She said she enjoyed the game of

-flirting but was reluctant to go all the way.

She also expressed concern that | might be
encouraging her to do so because | wani-
ed a justification for laying other women. [
told Sally that this was not the case, that [
received a great deal of sexual pleasure
from pleasing her in bed, and that I've found
| also receive much positive sexual feed-
back from the thought of another man
pleasing her as well. | told her it doesn't
make me want other women—it just makes
me want her all the more. The fact that our
sex life has improved rather dramatically of



Jate,'| think, may have convinced her of
r.’.-l::)'f

At-any rate, Sally came home from a

night out last week and told me she hac 1
,rude it with a man four times in one night.
He was the first man she had had o.‘?er
than me in more than six years. | aske
her if she felt guilty. She said no. fas-@u rf
she had enjoyed it. She Haaves | asked
she was carried away by it all and felt M«P
running away with the man, and she said
no. But Sally did say that she hoped to do it
again

| must say | wasn't entirely sure how [
would react if she actually followed through
with another man. But now | do know. | |
wasn't jealous, and | was insanely turned
on to my wife.

| tell you all this with a few mixed emo-
tions and fears, because | love my wile.
Unfortunately, | believe there is a chance
that | could lose Sally by having her do this. ‘
I've told her | approve of her extracurricular
sex provided that she is able to separate ‘
love fromn sex and that she always is honest
with me. She tells me she is capable of |
satisfying both of these points, although
she says she is concerned that a woman
“‘could get to like this sort of thing too ‘
much.” |

So/need your advice. Am | an incredibly
peculiar person in having this type of sex-
ual reaction to my wife's actions? Am [ tak-
ing too much of a risk—that of losing I
her—by encouraging these affairs? | love |
my wife desperately and don't want to lose
her. But | do like her being a sexy, worldly
lady who can be pleased in bed by other
Joe

men.

You're playing with fire. Once your wife is
turned on to extramarital sex, there will al-
ways be the chance that she might not only
like the man's body but also fall in love with
him. Of course, this can also happen even
when two people don't have sex, butin that
case the chances are greatly reduced. For-
tunately, your open approach to this one-
sided swinging affair may well be to your
advantage. The taste of forbidden fruit can
be intoxicating, and your tolerant approach
manages to avert any “forbidden” edge of
excitement to your wife's activities.

But | think you'd be wiser if you didn't |
make it a rule that your wife have sex with
other men. Tell her to do it just as a special
treat, when she's really ready for somebody
and something different. Also, what's good
for your wife might also prove beneficial for
you. Your wife has bitten the apple. Now try
it in pairs.

A COPY OF THE REAL THING

During the last few weeks, my husbana
and | have really been getting into sex more
than is usual us. We've been talking to
each other about our sex fantasies and
what have you. One of the things we've
been talking about is masturbation. I'v
never been the type who was willing to p
with but ust happened [0
one of Mike's fan 5.

Well, last night, after a drink and a smoke |

oe

myseilf

Want to give me 0 much in bed
that I ask for more? It’s easier than
you think. All it takes is a man who
knows what I like. And I like
Stimula®the condom designed espe-
cially to give extra pleasure to
women.

You see, Stimula has 877 ribs that
let you touch and caress me in
ways | never dreamed
possible. To add some-
thing new and different
tolovemaking. And it has
a special lubricant that
works with my own
natural secretions. So
everything comes beau-
tifully and effortlessly.
Stimula is pre-shaped
to cling to you like a

Stimula

Stimula me.

second skin. And made of latex so
thin, we can feel each other’s body
heat.

When I get together with a man
and Stimula, I feel super sexy. So
sexy, in fact, that I want to take all
you've got to give me.

Next time you're ready for this
kind of sensuous excitement, make
sure youunderstand two
little words. Stimula
me. And make it an un-
forgettable night. For
both of us.

The condom is still the best
known safeguard against
Venereal Disease. For more
information on prevention.
detection, and treatment of
VD, write: Akwell Industries,
Inc., Dothan, Ala. 36301.
Akwell Industries, Inc. © 1977

is a registered trademark of Akwell Industries, Inc




Complete

$24

hwin set

Nationally Advertised — Now at
Manufacturer's Low Mill Price
Machine Washable. 225 Thread count with
150 denier acetate thread. 16 colors: Avo-
cado Green, Black, Royal Blue, Bronze, Gold,
Hot Pink, Lt. Blue, Mint, Orange, Purple,
Red, Silver, Sunflower, White, Yellow, Pink.
Entire set includes: 1 straight top sheet, 1

fitted sheet, 2 matching pillowcases.

Twin Set  $24.00 Queen Set $33.50
Full Set ~ $29.50 King Set  $39.50
3 letter monogram‘on 2 cases — $3.00
WE PAY POSTAGE
Charge your order to your credit card. IMME-
DIATE SHIPPING on Credit Card and Money
Orders, American Express, Mastercharge, Bank-
Americard accepted. Include Signature, Account

Number & Expiration Date.
FOR RUSH, RUSH ORDERS
Call 201-222-2211
24 Hours a Day, 7 Days ek.
N. 1. & N. Y residents add sa tax
Direct Retail Sales 10-4, Mon.-Fri.

Royal Creatinns, L1,

Dept. H10 330 Fifth Ave.; New York, N. Y. 10001

ONLY THOSE WITH
AN INSATIABLE APPETITE
FOR PLEASURE
SHOULD READ THIS AD.

enougn,

=y &

Pleas

Irizer.

It's like having 5 women ot once

bothr

EVELYN RAINBIRD LTD™,
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as we lay nude in bed, | was really begin- |

ning to get hot from talking about our sex
fantasies. Mike started rubbing and kissing
my nipples. I love it when he does that, and
| pressed my breasts up to his face so he
could get more. After a while he stopped.
“You do it," he said. He took my hand and
placed it on my breast. Then he began to
move it around in circles, around and
around. All the while he was kissing me and
rubbing his body against me. When | felt
my nipples between my fingers, they were
hard as rock (I nurse a baby). Then |
began squeezing them, and [ felt my mitk
flowing from the excitement. Meanwhile
Mike was slowly working his tongue down
toward my pussy. As the milk trickled down
my sides, my pussy just got hotter and
hotter.

Kissing and tonguing my abdomen,
Mike took my free hand and started moving
itall around my body. My hips were moving
every which way while he moved my hand
down toward my hot, open pussy.

| felt my fingers touching my pubic hair,
and by the time they reached my pussy
lips, | was really getting it going. Mike was
almost frothing at the mouth watching me
caressing myself, and he soon had me
rubbing my hand up and down my pussy. [
moaned and groaned as one of my fingers
entered just inside my slit. My hips started

‘rotating— was really getting into it. Mike

watched me as closely as he could as | slid
my fingers inside and my pelvis started
moving frantically to “meet” them. Mean-
while my other hand, wet from my milk, was
giving my tits a terrific rubjob.

By this time, | was floating away with
myself and started pumping faster as Mike
watched. | could feel the inside of my pussy
tighten up and knew that | was going to
come. | frantically pushed my fingers up as
far as | could and felt the first orgasm—a
“shooting pleasure.” Wow! | wanted more!
I'd made myself so horny that one climax
wasn't enough. | saw Mike's hard rod
standing straight up and knew that that was

| what!wanted. With my fingers | opened my

labia so that he could see inside. He knew |
wanted him, but he was so wrapped up in
watching me that it was taking him a while
to get on top of me. As he began stroking
s cock, | started opening and closing my
pussy lips around one of my fingers. | could
tell Mike was getting ready to reach his
climax; so he quickly entered me. | felt his
penis pounding inside me, and he reached
a groaning climax that automatically made
me reach mine. Our juices seemed to slosh
at each pumping stroke, and | was going
wild. | could feel my warm liquid being
pushed out of my system faster and faster,
and | was so paralyzed with ecstasy that |
couldn't even move,

| would love for you fo print this in your

column so that | could give Mike a copy for

his birthday!—Joan

If the real thing reads anything like your
copy, you should become a professional.
And if that fails, have you ever thought about
a career in journalism? O+

SUPER VIBE

The amazing dual control, triple action:
vibrator. It can vibrate with the toughness
that you desire or as gently as you re-
quire, plus...
Super Vibe thrusts up and down, and .. .
Super Vibe rotates round and round.
It's premium quality lifelike
» rubber will give you the erot-
ic experience of a lifetime,
Once you've tried it with
Super Vibe, you'll
never use any
other vibrator,
Super Vibe is
guaranteed to
your total sat-
isfaction or re-
turn it within 14
days for your
money back in
— """ Code 457
If coupon Is removed, please send check for
$24.95 to VALENTINE PRODUCTS, 880 Third
Ave., N.Y., N.Y. 10022

’

P.O. Box 5200, FDR Station, N.Y., N.Y. 10022,

I I've enclosed my check or money order for
$24.95 plus 75¢ to cover shipping and
handling. Please rush me my Super Vibe
Vibrator in a plain package today. (N.Y. Resi-
I dents add applicable sales tax).

I VALENTINE PRODUCTS, Dept. §5-157

I Name

Signalure

I'm over 18 years of age

I Address

Lcm, State Zip
—— — e ——— — — —— —

GREAT DIONYSUS Rk
Words phallus.

Let’s turn to a symbol. Ancient
people from the Peloponnesus
to Pompeii attributed magical
powers to phallic symbols.
They warded off bad luck

and were potently propitious.

We offer a veritable

@

PHALLIC CYMBAL

a finely sculptured life-size
phallus, gold-plated on cast
Pompeian Pewter, mounted on
genuine musical ringing brass
cymbal on a hardwood base.
7'/2" overall. A perfect gift for
your favorite shrink, the friend
who has everything or yourself.

The Dvonysian Firm, Ltd.
615 E. Jewell Avenue
Denver CO 80210 Sorry: No COD's
[ I enclose check Charge it:
0 Mast. Chg. 0 Bank Amer/Visa
Card #
Expires
Name
Street
City State Zip____
Please Print
Colo. res. add sales tax

Send $90 for yours. |




YOURS FREE—My Gift to Youl!

New $14.95 Book Reveals Great New Way You Can Make Money! Yours Absolutely Free.

My name is Alan Shawn Feinstein.
I write a syndicated financial column
for newspapers around the world. Ex-
amining all kinds of money-making
opportunities. Some good. Mostly not.

But good or bad not a one have I
seen that didn’t need plenty of work
or money to get started

Until last May 23. . .

At first it was just a flicker. But
crackling with promise.

I immediately went to work. Test-
ing it, watching it grow. A few hours
each week. . .

Within three months, it had brought
me in over $50,000!

And that was only the beginning. . .
Never before has there been a money-
making opportunity like this. Never. . .

Here's why:

1. It’s absolutely brand new! Even
with the best money-making oppor-
tunities, by the time they usually reach
you, all the good has already been
milked dry. Not this. It's completely
new. Not like anything you've ever
heard of before.

2. It's fantastically profitable! Is
$50,000 in three months good money?
For a few hours a week? . . . And that
was just the beginning! Wait until you
see what it can make for you. . .

3. Perfect for investment, too!
Though you don’t need money to put
this to work for you, if you do have
money you want to make grow, you'll
bless the day you found out about this.

A California man using it this way
recently confessed to me he put up
$200 of his own money into this and a

short time later walked away with a
$6600 profit! In cash. . .

4. The government is helping you!
This especially delighted me. After all
the years of shelling out taxes and
watching inflation chew up what was
left, what a joy to have the govern-
ment helping ME make money for a
change. As they'll now be helping

you. . .

3. It’s something you can be proud
of. REALLY proud! When your
friends ask what you do, tell them.
And watch the respect in their eyes.

6. Best of all —it’s so simple. . .
Anyone can do it. From your own
home or office. Wherever you are. Re-
quires no special skills, training or
equipment. Not even a telephone. Yet
it can make you money almost effort-
lessly. Big money! The money you've
always wanted. . .

I've put the whole story into a con-

cise book — “How to Get the Money
You Want!” You can read it through
in less than a half hour and put it right
to work for you. Making you money
faster and easier than any other way
I ever found.

I know it sounds incredible. But
here's something even more incredible.
The price on this book is $14.95 but
the cost to you — Nothing!

That's right, not a dime. No cost,
no obligation, nothing else to buy. . .
Yours absolutely free!

Why would I do this? Why would
I give away something so valuable for
free?. . .

Because once you read this I think
you'll buy anything I ever write again.

But more important than that . . .

You see, I've seen how much money
this can make for people. What it can
mean to you . . . It can do so much.
For so many . ..

There are dozens of books you can
buy telling ways to make money —
costing $10, $12 or even more. But I
believe vou'll find this One Book, this
Free Book, more valuable than any of
them! That's right, more valuable
than anything else you can buy . . .

And I promise you this: You will
never be asked to pay one cent for this
book — now or ever.

Some day, when someone asks you
how vyou first heard about this book,
T want you to be able to say: “I got it
from Alan Shawn Feinstein.”

Once in your life you deserve to be
able to say vou got something of real
value, completely free.

This book is it.

I'm glad T can give it to you . . .

May this book do as much for you
as it is doing for others.

May it make as much money for
you as I think it will . . .

Sincerely yours,

9/’-— St 25T

written here . . .

Attention, Please: In every one of these books is a prized collector’s
item. Something you can immediately use or sell, or save to sell for more
money later! It will prove to you the worth of everything that has been

How valuable is it? It is now selling for EIGHT TIMES its original cost.
And it should continue to increase in value much more . . .

Yes, it's yours absolutely free in this unique book!

Alan Shawn Feinstein, 41 Alhambra Circle, Cranston, R.I. 02905, Dept. PEH-10

Yes, Alan, please send me — absolutely free — your new book “How to Get the
Money You Want!”. I understand it is mine to keep, no cost or obligation whatsoever.

Because of the importance of this book, rather than send it the usual third or
fourth class way, we are shipping every order the fastest way possible! Please
enclose $1.00 for immediate airmail/first class delivery.

Name R e e L SRR e
Please Print
City.nnnnas State it it A T R,
- - - .

Alan Shawn Feinstein’s last financial book, “How to Make Money”, is a best seller and still

going strong. His financial column, “The Treasure Chest”, is syndicated in newspapers through-

out the US. and in Europe, Asia and Africa. It is the most widely read column of its kind

throughout the world. Mr. Feinstein also writes another syndicated feature, “My America”
and is listed in “Who's Who in the East.”
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FROS-22

A system designed to bring loving couples to
new heights of sexual gratification. ..

The Complete Lovemaking System. Fros-22 is
not merely a book or a cream or a vibrator. It's a
total system, designed by experts, GUARANTEED
TO MAKE SEX MORE EXCITING! To achieve
orgasm after orgasm every time you make love.

The Eros Guide to Lovemaking. The most ex-
plicit manual of love ever published. 70 photo-
graphs and page after page of descriptions of
meredibly sophisticated sexual techniques, designed
to arouse and excite even the most inhibited sexual
partner.

The Eros Dream Cream. Rub it on. It will release
wild unimal passions in both of you. You'll be irre-

sistably drawn to each other and experience sensa-
tions you have never known before,

The Eros Temptation Stimulator. Experience the
world's most erotic vibrator. It not only vibrates
but, flip the switch and it begins to extend and con-
tract erotically. Wait till you see what it can do to
a woman. Any woman!

The Guarantee. We know the Eros climax is the
ultimate sexual experience so we want you to use it
for 30 days. If you and vour lover are not com-
pletely satisfied just return the empty packages for
a full refund. Order today. (All orders are shipped
in plain packages.) All you have to zain is love.

Valentine Products Inc. lmu ER-150 __|
%00, Box 2088 & Gil Cen. Sta.. N.Y.. N.Y. 10017 1
Check one: |

[J Please rush my Eros-22 system to me in a plain
pi e today. | have enclosed my check or money
order 1o cover the complete cost of $29.95 for the
system. You will pay postage and handling and
include my free subscription to the Harmony New
Products Survey,

71 prefer not 10 order the Eros-22 system now but

ducts Survey. Enclosed is $1.00,
I am over years of age. (New York Residents
ndd upp]u.lhl; sales tax)
Name
Address
City
State — Zip
I Signature
1 Sign your name as it appears on credit card.
I r—r i Exp Date
l [ BankAmericard [1 Master Charge bl
I Canadian _residents send orders 1o Valentine

ORI T AL O AT Dy
[ory i

Thrill to these memories of the
past with this classic collection
of erotic comics. These are
exact reproductions of the
small, crudely drawn booklets
that used to get passed around
in classrooms during the
forties and fifties, spoofing
comic heroes of the day.

= SEE Popeye, outrageously
endowed, skewering a
tittering Olive Oyl...

* FIND OUT what Dagwood
and Blondie did after the
lights went out...

* LEARN the secret sex lives

200 PENTHOUSE

characters...

of DickTracy,Steve Canyon,
Tillie, Little Orphan Annie,
and Betty Boop...

* MEET an entire gallery
of hilariously oversexed

Whether you're old enough
to remember these master-
pieces of erotic nostalgia
or young enough to be curious,
this rare collection is for you.
The set includes three
volumes, Little "' Dirty" Comics
(M38), More Little "Dirty"
Comics (M39), and Famous
Sex Comics (M40).

S, COMICS <

j S

The books ongmally sold

offering these priceless

$3.00 by ordering all three
books for the low price of
$12.00. On all orders, please
add $1.50 for postage and
handling. N.Y. residents add
8% Sales Tax.

Dept. COM176 PH(V),

New York, N.Y, 10022,
Books are not returnable.

enter my subscription to the Harmony New Pro-

collector’s items for just $4.95
each. Or you can save another

20th Floor, 909 Third Avenue,

for $7.95 each, but we are now

Send to MINOTAUR PRESS,

FEEDBACK

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 42

voiced in your interview, are, naturally, in-
accurate. He bangs his own drum when-
ever he can. Who can blame him7—
Clifford Irving, Mexico

Moans and groans

I just bought the August issue of Pent-
house. | just wasted $1.50 doing it, and |
had to sneak into a little bookstore (which
has them hidden under the counter) to read
it. And for what?

Your fiction could do better in Reader’s
Digest, except that the readers would get
indigestion. Horrible, absolutely horrible.
Your claim to having beautiful women is a
farce. I've slopped better hogs than that on
a farm. Terrible, absolutely terrible. |- quit
buying Playboy when Penthouse came
along some years back, but it didn't take
you long to try to duplicate Plowboy. Now |
must drop Penthouse for Cosmopolitan. |
mean, after you've read a few letters to
Xaviera and a few braggadocio comics in
‘Couples,” it doesn’t take much to get to-
tally bored.

The bookstore is right in hiding Pent-
house under the counter; not because it is
pornographic, but because it is smelling
up the store. Goodbye, Penthouse. From
now on I'll put my $1.50 on a hot dog, which
has a bit more sex appeal than those "oin-
kers" you guys call beautiful. Good rid-
dance to bad rubbish.—G. Kallam

Soldiers of fortune

Robert K. Brown (July 1977) is an insane
paranoid fanatic who feels that com-
munism is coming and threatening the
whole “free" world. | can say the same for
Thomas Dillon, Walter Compton, and the
rest of those killers.

I must sadly agree with the comment, “We
could have won the war in Nam,” but how
many more thousands would have died,
including the old, children, and women?

I must also state that | must be one of the
many millions of “pussies” that this country
consists of. And | must also correct a
statement made by one of the Americans,
namely, that he was in Nam to fight com-
munism. Hogwash. We were in Vietnam
protecting Mr. Big Corporation and Mr. Big
Business—their interests and greed.

It was the politicians who made them
“give up the fight when they thought they
were winning,” but only after the “pussies’
of this country made the country’s true feel-
ings nationally known. What we need is a
world filled with “pussies,” and maybe
someday there will be peace. But thatwon't
happen as long as there are people who
worship death and weapons, as Robert
Brown and his people do.—W.D., Stevens
Point, Wis.

Maybe we ought to recount our fatalities
after reading Joseph Treaster's expose. It
was a serious critique. Some of us World
War |l babies grew up and survived the GI




Joe fantasy that was served to us in war-
glorifying comic books, but like thousands
of other war siblings, :| had to experience
my own baptism of fire. After high school |
took the escapist route from ghetto society
and joined the ranks of the Screaming
Eagles. Four months of training broke me of
my bed-wetting and my fear of heights. |
lost my “virginity" on the rifle range, while
practice-firing a fifty-caliber machine
gun—bang, bang, autoejaculation. You
could feel the excitement, the adrenaline
was flowing, and your cock was hard and
dripping with ecstasy. It was the same ex-
perience with my first parachute jump. Fear
tends to heighten all the senses, especially
the sexual ones.

| continued my education, studying se-
ciology and psychology and graduating
cum laude from Stanford University. After
graduation | joined the special forces of the
Green Beret, receiving the commission of
major. | went to Korea for extensive training
and then joined my regiment at a secret
base near the Cambodian border. | was to
be briefed on the 1967 Cambodian in-
surgence.

An old friend popped up from the Penta-
gon. | gave him the grand tour, adding my
equivocal evaluation of any Vietnam vic-
tory. | was quickly reprimanded.

Vietnam was synonymous with military
politics. War is as American as apple pie.
Whether a war is popular or not, colonels
want to be generals, and generals want to
be victorious with their grandiose stratigist
war games. | was no longer the little kid
living the comic-book antics of Gl Joe. |
fully understood the inevitable fate of the
Vietnamese, but how do you prepare your
own regiment for retreat and infinite failure?

In Vietnam there were not two ideologies
in conflict, and communism ‘was not the
enemy. Vietnam was an exercise of Ameri-
can egotism, at the expense of more than
50,000 lives. The Robert Browns are living
victims of Vietnam, still fighting a faceless
foe: one's own soul.—M.H., Seminole, Fla.

| found Joseph Treaster's article to be fairly
accurate in most respects. Soldier of For-
tune magazine may not be the best maga-
zine, but it is way ahead of whatever might
be in second place. We have only 1,800
survivors out of our original Vietnamese
Ranger advisers, but almost all of them
would jump back into the fray if they knew
that the United States had the nuts to really
kick ass.

As for Dr. Chaim S. Shatan, he is full of
shit. Combat is not, and never will be, a
sexual turn-on, and the little story about the
gunner with an erection discredits his
every right to be represented as a medical
professional. It is a nice lie, but no way!

War is exciting because it is dangerous,
and there are those who need it. But the
gore, filth, mud, flies, stench, and putrid-
ness will never be forgotten. It is also very
difficult to put the faces of your dead bud-
dies out of your mind.

War by itself is not important. It will never
solve anything or unite anybody. It is the

The Shy Man’s Way
To Meet Girls

“Most Men Are Too Busy Trying To Pick Up Girls To Meet Any”

Don Ricci had always been shy with girls.
That’s probably why he spent so many lonely
nights home alone.

Don is still shy with girls —but that doesn’t
matter anymore. Now he's meeting enough
beautiful girls (in spite of his shyness) to keep
him happy for a long, long time to come.

For example — in just one week out of last
month, Don met six girls. Out of the six, he
ended up dating five. And out of those five, he
ended up sleeping with three. (Pretty dam
good for a man who's half scared to death of
girls!)

Sound crazy?

Maybe so. But give us half a chance, and
we'll show you how to do the same. Give
us half a chance, and we’ll show you how
to meet enough beautiful girls to last you a
lifetime.

What's more — we're so sure that you
will meet girls our Shy Man’s Way that
we're going to give you a rather *‘dare-
devil"" type of guarantee.

And here it is:

Try out our material for a full year. That
will give you plenty of chance to decide
whether or not it’s worth the $9.95 we're
going to ask you to send us.

Then, if you haven't met enough girls to
last you the rest of your normal lifetime, re-
turn the material. We'll send you back the
$9.95 you paid for our material — plus —
we'll send along an additional five dollars
out of our own pocket.

Why would we do such a thing?

Because we know that our Shy Man's
Way To Meet Girls works. But you don't.
So if we have to go out on a limb to prove it
to you ... so let it be.

Okay — now we're going to let you in on
a few personal facts about our friend Don.
He doesn’t like to brag, so we're going to
do it for him. It’s necessary — to prove that
sending for our material is the smartest
move you ever made.

Don meets between eight and fifteen girls
a month. (The only time he doesn’t is when
he chooses not to — for whatever reason.)

On the average — he ends up sleeping
with three new girls a month (every month).

In a six month period, nine different girls
asked him to marry them. (He turned them
all down. He claims he’d be an idiot to get
marmed now.)

He's always getting presents from girls.
Shirts, sweaters, home-made food. (He re-
fuses most of them).

He never has to worry about seducing
girls. If one doesn’t want to sleep with him,
he simply moves on to another. There's al-
ways plenty to choose from.

And we'll show you exactly how he does
it — the Shy Man’s Way.

It doesn’t require **good looks.”” Don
looks like any other average guy.

It doesn’t require a ‘‘good personality.”
Being bashful or feeling uneasy with girls
means absolutely nothing when you use our
material.

It doesn’t require *‘money.”” Our matenal
works just as good for the poor as it does
for the rich.

It doesn’t require *‘youth.”” We person-
ally know a 55 year old gentleman who's
getting all the girls he wants ... doing only
what we taught him.

What does it require?

Desire. Enough to take a chance. Enough
to go ahead and send for our material.
Enough to put our principles into action
once you receive them.

If you do just that much — no more, no
less — the results will be hard to believe.

Remember — we guarantee it.

Remember also — that you may not lose
your shyness. But you may soon be meeting
so many beautiful girls in spite of ir that it
won’t matter the least bit anymore.

We gave Don a little wooden sign to hang
in his apartment. It reads: **Most men are
too busy trying to pick up girls to meet
any.”

Don’t take as long as he did to find out
what it means.

The Shy Man's Way To Meet Girls is —
by far — also the easiest way. And we'll
prove it to you, if you'll just send in the
COUpON NOW.

We're not asking you to *‘believe’ us.
Just give it a try.

If we're wrong, you'll get your money back
plus an additional five dollars from us. If
we're right, you'll soon have enough girls to
last you the next 50 years. Either way, you
come up a winner!

rSiImrmn Research, Dept. P-1077 -}
| P.O. Box 9204
Providence, R.I. 02940 ]

|

| I don’t know if you're crazy or not, but you can

| count me in for sure. Send me the Shy Man's Way

| To Meet Girls. Here's my $9.95. f

I I will try out your material for a year, then if I |
haven’t met enough girls to last me a lifetime. 1 may |
retumn it for your special refund. D retumn your

| for your special refund. If I dc |

| material, you will send me back my $9.95 plus an
additional five dollars out of your own pocket,

I I understand my material will be sent in a plain
wrapper.

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

Name :
Address |
City. :
State 7i:\ I
O _l



PROBLEMS IN SEX?

Complete Control For The Over Eager Male
STA-POWER SPRAY
Now You Can Go On and On and On

Does sarly climax stop many exciting moments of

sexual ntercourse? This is a comman prop
Sta-Power will heip you with, 5ta-Po
cont 5 benzocaine and s three time
than owr cream, It s a sale, praven, sci antific
COmpo ||nrr that can be sprayed directly on the
pens without the knowledge of your partner, It
w.l rlelu you delay your chmax in order o
concide wilh that ol your partner, You will feel
and appreciate the improvement the very first time
thal you use i,

STA-POWER SPRAY 56,95

For A Better Erection That Will Astound You
And Delight Your Partner
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| friends that it makes, the problems that it

forces on people, and the new assign-
ments that are thrown at one every hour of
every day that are important. One is forced
to go the extra step to keep from dying and
even then can lose; that is the reason why
war is truly a shaper of destiny

| can't speak for every Ranger, but
enough of them realize that you haven't
lived until you've almost died. We have be-
come so weak and gutless that we are forc-
ing the Soviets to give it a good try, and
probably soon.

The Society of Vietnamese Rangers rec-
ognizes that we don't have to go to
Rhodesia to fight a war. Wait long enough,
and we can play one in our own backyard.

Our only fear is that "those who fail to
recognize history are doomed to repeat it"
and that we seem hell-bent on doing our
best to forget everything we should have
learned from the debacles at Pearl Harbor,
TET, and Saigon.—McDonald Valentine,
Jr, President, Society of Vietnamese Ran-
gers, Atlanta, Ga.

Penthouse need not question the reasons
why American men find a home in
Rhodesia. Consider the following.

The United States has done its best to
put aside the men who fought for their
country in Vietnam. Unless your military
record shows that you were a coward or a
dope fiend, the Veterans Administration
doesn't want to talk to you.

The veteran also finds personal insults in
U.S. foreign policy, which condones and
justifies Communist aggression while vin-
dicating our national cowardice by throw-
ing up the silly diversion of human rights.
Where were the human rights of the 3,000
Catholic Vietnamese who were murdered
by North Vietnamese at Hué in 19687

The veteran who managed to survive
Vietnam in one piece also doesn't cotton to
being a second-class citizen, The govern-
ment spends thousands of dollars advising
employers, institutions, and citizens in
general to give preference to inferiors: the
physically crippled, morons, blacks,
Mexican-Americans, and people who can't
read or write and who refuse to educate
themselves or speak English

Since | have returned from three tours of
duty in Vietnam, my government has done
absolutely nothing for me. Six Purple
Hearts and an Honorable Discharge don't
compare with the sympathy a rat receives
who spent his fathers' dollars to live in
Canada and wear an American flag on his
ass. | feel as alien in this country as | did in
Vietnam.—FR. Jr, Houston, Tex.

Dodging Reality

In response to Nicholas von Hoffman's
“Dodging the Draft” (June 1977), | say
bullshit! I'm sick and tired of hearing the
government, society, and pseudointellec-
tuals like von Hoffman banter the military
back and forth from their armchairs, with-
out for a moment taking a long, hard look at
the people who make up the army and the
conditions many of them are subjected to.



As for the feared rebellion by an army
made up of a majority of blacks, I'm sure
that there are those who are genuinely
afraid of such an uprising, but the unfortu-
nate truth is that blacks make up the great
percentage of the armed forces because
of those same ignorant sons-of-bitches
who make it so discouragingly hard for
blacks to find work in civilian society.

It is a valid complaint that the quality of
personnel suffers in the “volunteer army.”
Not, however, because the personnel are
inferior individuals, but rather because the
majority of them join the army during
periods of extreme vulnerability. Such as
minorities suffering from lay-offs and un-
employment and adolescents who have
never been away from home. As for the
latter, the popular feeling among parents is
that the army will wondrously transform
their little headache into the kind of trooper
that was the apple of every American girl's
eye circa 1920. They divorce themselves
from the reality that | face every day.
Seventeen-year-old kids, to whom “scag”
and “dogs” were vague terms out of a
drug-abuse manual, are now being ex-
posed to these and many other drugs
openly. Oversimplified? Yes, but the com-
bined effects of the natural insecurity that
accompanies the initial break from the tit,
the assertion of macho, the "we may be
dead tomorrow” attitude, and the easy ac-

cessibility of drugs around every military |
base in the world have startled many of |

these "oversimplified” parents upon the re-
turn of their sons.

The bottom line is this. Between the army
that exists in nationwide advertising cam-
paigns and the army that exists in reality
there is no comparison. Unfortunately, by
the time that the volunteer deduces this for
himself, he has committed himself to a
minimum three years of purgatory.

The army is the way it is out of necessity,
not choice. However, the effecton the volun-
teer’'s sense of individual integrity is
catastrophic when he realizes what he has
gotten into and that he alone is responsible
for the choice (however deceitful the data
upon which the decision was made)

| realize that this letter is sornewhat bro-
ken up. Emotions don't have a great deal of
continuity. | personally had some specific
expectations of the service, with regard to

later academic pursuits. | sought training |

that would augment my career and have
received nothing more than skills applica-
ble to janitorial service.

I'm married and twenty-two, my wife is
expecting, and I'm facing the brutal reality
that I've been taken for four years of my life

under the falsest pretenses.—B. *D_ B
Company 1/46th Infantry, APO New York
Correction
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ings" (July 1977) on page 110 were incor-
rectly identified. The correct information is

as follows: Bose 901 Series |ll—available |

only in pairs (including EQL.IahZE?,() $765;
pedestals, $49.95 per pair (black), $59.95
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CONTINUED FROM FAGE 36

afford decent psychiatric help, a reading of
the latest literature about the subject might
give us a direction in which to proceed. In
the meantime my husband sporadically
continued fo cross-dress whenever he was
alone. Though he never mentioned it, |
could tell by the runs in my stockings, the
occasional remnants of mascara and
shadow on his eyes, and the scent of per-
fumein the air, that he had been dressed as
a woman before | arrived home. Every time
| suspected one of his episodes, | became
withdrawn and nearly frigid. Although he
never asked to make love to me dressed in
feminine attire, the thought of sleeping with
a man who also thought of himself as part
woman repulsed me. Once in a while, |
would let him wear a pair of my panties, but
that was all.

Our relationship, surprisingly, was very
stable. As | said, he was the most wonder-
fulman | had ever met, despite the obvious
flaw. We seemed content for most of the
time; however, | must admit that our sex life
was suffering on account of his desires and
my dislikes. The literature and everything
we could learn about transvestism only in-
dicated that the problem, while causing
emotional uneasiness, was really not that
serious; and, in fact, that it was quite com-
monplace among heterosexual males. This
information did little to ease my anxiety.

One night, after being married nearly
three years, | had to make a big decision. |
was superhorny. My husband was in the
garage. | knew that the only way to get our
sex life livened up was for one of us to give
into the other's way of thinking. What can |
say? | loved him too much to deny him
anything. | called him into the house.

We both got a little high on martinis, and |
suggested that we take a bath. When we
were undressing, | gave him a hint as to
what | had in mind by asking him to “go get
us some clean lingerie." He came back
from the bedroom with his jockey shorts
and a pair of my panties for me. | looked at
him adoringly and said, “Jockey shorts are
not lingerie.” He got the message.

After bathing, | divulged my full inten-
tions. He was like a child at Christmas. | sat
him down in front of the mirror and made
him up. | put my wig on him (I'm sure he'd
worn it before), and actually, he did make a
cute girl. | told him to go get dressed and
meet me in the living room. | left to make us
a couple of drinks, not knowing what to
expect when he came out. | expected the
worst.

Well, when he entered through the door, |
was stunned. He was beautiful. | began to
giggle out of reflex, but in my heart, | knew
that | was living with another woman as well
as a man. Not only was he totally feminine,
but also he was completely at ease in his
role as my girl friend-lover. Needless to
say, transvestism gave him the hots. | was
still horny, and, surprisingly, his femininity
had not extinguished the fires in my burn-
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ing pussy. We went into the bedroom and
balled until our makeup and hair were
ruined, Lingerie was everywhere—his,
mine, ours. | could not believe our mutual
satisfaction.

Since that night we have spent many an
evening as girl friends. What's even better,
now that he has a chance to be feminine
with me, the masculine side of him has
flourished. When he's masculine, he’s all
man. But when he's feminine, she's all
woman. You may think I'm crazy, but | have
the best of both worlds, he has the best of
both worlds, and both of us are a hundred
times happier together than our married
friends are. All you women and wives in the
same situation, try following my advice.
Give it a try. You have everything to
gain.—S.T., Los Angeles, Calif.

... night and day

For all those many people who are of the
belief that they can read the true character
of anyone they meet and analyze him to a
tee, | thought your readers would find my
story of interest—a story of a woman whose
two personalities are as different as day
and night.

One of my lives, the one most of the world
sees, is that of a quiet, intellectual, prim-
and-proper secretary, one who will never
even listen to an off-color joke without a
look of disdain; a woman whom most men
will not even dare approach with an im-
proper suggestion for fear of being thought
crude and vulgar; and one who could not
possibly know the raw animal lust of
women who earn their living by servicing
men with those desires. Although I'm con-
sidered very attractive to men, | somehow
enjoy their impressions of my being a
prude and a snob. But that identity is far
from the real me.

After years of marriage to a dull and al-
most sexless man, | have found myself in-
volved in an affair with a man five years my
junior. Although lacking in formal education
and graces, this truly lusty male has
brought me total sexual fulfillment as a
woman. His raw, almost animallike sex
leaves me always hungry for more and var-
ied experiences with him. Each act—
especially giving him a sensational blow-
job (his favorite pleasure)—seems 1o In-
crease my lust for him.

Knowing his ever-growing appetite for
the bizarre, | began to notice his desire fora
third party to enter our lovemaking ses-
sions. Although he never dared ask me
directly, | began to imagine another man
making love to me while my “main man”
watched and helped. One day | dared
make the suggestion; he agreed at once,
and the same day | met him and a close
friend of his at our favorite (and frequently
visited) motel. | was shy at first, and our
partner friend conveniently left to pick up
some additional ice for our drinks. While he
was gone, my man and | went on drinking
and soon found ourselves naked on the
bed, with me kneeling and giving him a
blowjob—all the time imagining our third
party slipping a hoped-for big cock into my
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pussy. | didn't have long to wait, because,
without making a sound, our friend had
returned, closed the door silently, and
begun to strip. The first evidence | had of
him was his finger-fucking my already
dripping cunt with deep, penetrating
thrusts. After that, it was go all the way, from
his bringing me to a fantastic, cunt-fucking
climax (not easy for me) to he and my
lover's fucking me at the same time—my
lover up my ass and our friend giving it to
my exhausted but still hungry vagina. It
was all | had ever dreamed of, and so was
“friend's" nice, long dick.

Leaving us to ourselves for some private
lovemaking, number three departed, but
we made the scene again the next night, at
the same place. This time my now slightly
jealous boyfriend went out of his mind prov-
ing himself to be the better man—coming
four times. It was fabulous, and he, as al-
ways, was the better man. Number three
has been banished forever.

Our next fantasy to be acted out—
mine—is to make it with my lover and
another woman, most likely a well-sea-
soned pro who can give both of us plea-
sure. My man is longing to see me licked
and sucked by another woman, and I'm
eager to see his climaxes in the expert
hands of two sexy women. This plan is in
the works now. Who knows what's next—
anything we both may dream up to please
each other. Our sex life is beyond belief
and gets better every year. After all these
years, we still get horny just at the sight of
each other, and our fucking is perfection in
motion. Perhaps some day we'll have
another “friend” film our lovemaking so that
we can fuck each other and watch our-
selves doing it on film at the same time.—
H.S., address withheld

. oral gratification
Oral sex is my favorite method of warming
up to a good love session. | used to think
that unless a man was rock-hard during all
of our foreplay, he wasn't any good. |
changed my mind in this regard during the
past year and have been getting more
satisfaction than ever before.

It was nearly two years ago, at a party,
that | met Mr. Ed while we were refreshing
our drinks. He was obviously taking a good
look at my tits protruding from my low-cut
gown when he said, “You are the most ap-
petizing woman |'ve ever seen. You would
make any man hungry.” At the time | con-
sidered it somewhat of an off-color remark;
and since he seemed to be about fifty years
old, nearly twice my age, | just ignored the
remark and joined some of my other friends
at the party.

But | saw Ed at several other parties after
that, and he would always say something to
me like “My favorite cupcake!” and | knew
that he was thinking of something—or
someone—to eat. | figured that maybe that
was the only way he could have sex be-
cause of his age. Everyone liked Ed. He
was a good conversationalist and very
pleasant.

About a week after one of those parties, |

Consenting
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disiacs. By a series of advances and
consents, the players are soon grant-
ing one another dozens of delightful
liberties.

If you follow the enclosed instruc-
tions, in no time at all you and your
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achieves its ultimate success when
the cards are put aside entirely and
the players take off in a storm of
excitement totally on their own.

This unique deck designed to bring
you numberless evenings of sensual
stimulation, is now yours for the low
price of $6.95. Send check or money
order and code (I 15) to Penthouse
Products, 909 Third Avenue, New York,
NewYork 10022 (add $1.00 for postage
and handling; New York residents add

8% sales tax).
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ran into Ed at a nearby grocery store. When
we came out of the store, it was raining, so |
was glad to have him drive me home. | live
with my parents, and they were away for
several days. When Ed carried my
groceries in for me, | offered him a drink.
We were having a very pleasant conversa-
tion when | realized that | had a lousy date
that evening and that | would enjoy being
with Ed more. A little later | called up my
date and told him it was off for the evening.

| suggested that we take a swim in our
pool in the backyard. An hour later, after we
had dried off, | just put a robe on and then,
thinking—aor maybe not thinking—I called
to Ed to put on one of my father's robes so
that he would be more comfortable. So far
he had been a real gentleman. The only
time he had touched me was when he was
helping me out of the pool.

| had never imagined wanting to be with
or even enjoying the company of someone
old enough to be my father. With Ed,
though, | felt very relaxed and comfortable.
It was nearly eleven o'clock and we had
drunk nearly a fifth of gin when Ed kissed
me for the first time. He was so gentle, and
his hands really excited me, first on my tits
and then when he ran one up my thigh.
When he felt my buttocks and realized |
had no panties on, | thought his tongue was
going to go down my throat, it felt so long.
We were on the living room sofa at the time,
and when he opened my robe and began
to caress and lick and nibble on my tits, |
could hardly wait for him to move down to
my clit. When he did, it was really the first
time | had ever really wanted anyone to eat
me out. Ed brought me to two orgasms,
and | could hardly take any more of his
wonderful tongue. That was when he
began to slip his wonderful cock into me.
Even though it was not what | consider
rock-hard, it was firm and felt so wonderful.
Nearly fifteen minutes later, | had had a
third orgasm, and his cock seemed to grow
and grow. It got rock-hard just before he
came violently “into" my fourth orgasm. All
that | wanted was for him to keep that won-
derful, throbbing cock of his in me as long
as he could.

Sometime later we had another martini.
Then we wentinto the bedroom and just lay
there, relaxing and enjoying each other.
Ed's cock was soft and so very small that |
couldn't believe it had been so large and
wonderful a little earlier. Around 3:00 AMm., |
realized that Ed would have to go home
before daylight, or else the neighbors
might see too much. Besides that, my par-
ents would be home sometime in the morn-
ing. | wanted some more of Ed's cock and
even though it had gotten semihard from
my fondling, it was still too soft to do me any
good. | was not really very experienced at
fellatio. But after | decided to give him
head, | found that it was a very pleasing
experience, feeling his cock growing and
responding to my licking and sucking. He
was thoroughly enjoying it. | brought him
up to coming several times, and | knew he
really loved it. A few minutes later | got on
top of his wonderful cock, and it was in so
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deep that | thought it was going to come out
my mouth. A half hour later | had the most
satisfying climax ever, and since Ed is older
than my dad, | couldn't believe he could be
so wonderful.

| go over to Ed's apartment three, some-
times four times every week now. Even
though | date other guys, | find that Ed has
more consideration for me, and | have to
admit that | love it when he performs cun-
nilingus. No one else has ever given me so
much pleasure for such a long time.

| want to share my experience with other
“Forum” readers, because it would never
have occurred to me that any man over
forty was good for anything except picking
up the check. Andif | hadn'tmet Ed, | would
probably still be only half-satisfied by my
boyfriends.—K.B., Baltimore, Md.

. . . Sexperimentation

To start with, | am a twenty-seven-year-old
blond with a slender figure but with very
good legs and small but firm breasts. Al-
though men consider me quite attractive, |
have never had an affair in over five and
and a half years of marriage.

About a month ago, | was at our local
shopping mall when | ran into a girl | will call
Sandy. We had met in a ceramics course at
our neighborhood adult-education center
and became good friends, but | had not
seen her in several months. Since her hus-
band was away on business and my hus-
band, Bill, was fishing, she suggested that
we stop at her house after shopping and
catch up on things.

We returned to her house and talked for
what seemed like several hours, consum-
ing almost a full bottle of wine in the pro-
cess. Although we had never before dis-
cussed our romantic adventures in any de-
tail, the effect of the wine eventually turned
the conversation to sex. |- casually men-
tioned that Bill had been after me to try a
threesome, but that | was terrified at the
idea of climbing into bed with a stranger,
much less another woman. To my surprise,
Sandy confessed to being mildly curious
about the idea. But she had never pursued
it either, because she considered herself a
confirmed heterosexual, Looking at her, it
was obvious that she could easily have just
about any man she wanted. She is also in
her late twenties and slender, but unlike me

she has long, dark hair and beautiful, large |

breasts that other, less fortunate women
can only envy.

Sandy was obviously intrigued by Bill's
request and pressed me for more details.
After several more glasses of wine and lots
of nervous giggles, we agreed that the only
way to find out if | could ever satisfy my
husband's request was to experiment a lit-
tle. Although the idea of a bisexual relation-
ship had never really appealed to me, |
suggested, almost as a joke, that we un-
dress in front of each other as seductively
as we would for a man and then decide if
we were too embarrassed to go further. |
thought the whole thing would end right
there, but Sandy seemed to sense my ner-
vousness and volunteered to go first.
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She put on some music and began to
ease her tight T-shirt over her head. Next,
she removed her jeans and stood before
me in tiny white bikini panties and a bra that
looked too small for those huge breasts. By
this time the wine had pretty much de-
stroyed her inhibitions, and she removed
what was left of her clothing while doing a
slow and sensual dance. As she began to
unfasten her bra. | surprised myself by feel-
ing not only curiosity but also what seemed
to be a pang of desire. This had never
happened to me before with a woman, and
to be perfectly honest, it scared me in a
strange, exciting way.

Once Sandy was nude, however, my
fears subsided as | realized that the female
body can be beautiful to both men and
women. Her body was nearly perfect, and
her large, pendulous breasts, with their
rosy pink nipples, were absolutely gorge-
ous! As her dance continued, she became
more daring, caressing her breasts until |
was wet with excitement. Finally, she col-
lapsed into a chair, laughing nervously, and
informed me that it was now my turn. | re-
moved my clothes and gave her a repeat
performance. But by the time | removed my
panties, | was so hot that | massaged my
cunt almost to the point of orgasm in spite
of Sandy’'s wide-eyed stare. | just couldn't
seem to help myself.

After my dance ended, we lay together
on her living room carpet and decided that
we should explore each other’s body. Qur
movements were tentative at first, We
slowly ran our fingers across each other's
arms and legs. Eventually, Sandy took my
hand and placed it on her breast. By that
time it seemed natural, almost like touching
myself (only better). Her breast was so soft
and smooth, | couldn't resist stroking her
nipple until it became as hard as a rock.
Before | knew what was happening, we had
fallen into one another's arms. Soon she
slid her hand down my stomach and found
my moist clit, which she massaged until |
had a tremendous orgasm.

After that day | didn't think | would be
able to face Sandy as a friend because of
the intimacies we had shared. But a couple
of weeks later she called and suggested
that we should finally grant Bill his wish.
She dropped by the following Saturday af-
ternoon, and without ever telling Bill what
had happened that day at Sandy's house,
we proceeded to give him everything he
had ever dreamed of. At first he was
shocked by our aggressiveness, but he
loved every minute of it and begged for
more until we were all far too exhausted to
think about going on.

Despite my previous fears, Sandy and |
remain good friends, and Bill is still thank-
ing me for the “gift" we gave that after-
noon.—Name and address withheld CH—m

For more provocative. stimulating, and con-
troversial letters, read the exciting Forum
Magazine now an sale at your newsstand,
or, for this month's copy, send $1.25 to
Forum Magazine, Dept. HM, 909 Third Ave-
nue, New York, N.Y. 10022,
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