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Back,
by popular
demand.

Just a few years ago, illegal hunting
and encroaching civilization had all but
destroyed the alligator population in the
south. They were added to the official
list of endangered species in the United
States,

Now alligators have made a
comeback.

inten reserving this
lege eptile helped the
t back onits feet.
Once again some southern
swamps and marshes are
teeming with alligators.
1se
conservation policies, /7]
endangered B

es have also made ‘Q'

backs . , . the
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The difference

betweenthese
cassettedecks

isn’t sound.

The Nakamichi 100011: §1,650"

The Pioneer CT-F1000;$600*

There's hardly an audio enthusiast alive
who doesn’t admire the Nakamichi 1000I1.

But at $1,650, admiring itis abour all
most people can do.

That's why Pioneer created the new
CT-F1000. A cassette deck that offers all the
features and performance of the Nakamichi
100011, but costs almost $1,000 less

{We realize this is hard to beli
patient. The tacts bear us out.)

it's a fact that the $600* Pioneer

'CT-F1000 and the $1,650 Nakamichi 10001

are both honest three headed cassette decks
that let you monitor right off the tape as you
ecord.

Both feature separate Y SYS
for the playback and recording heads. So

when you're recording with the Dolby on,

you can monitor the same way.
And both are filled with all the
remarkable features you'd expect to find on
assette decks of this caliber: there's
everything from jam-prool solenoid logic
ontrols, to multiplex filters for making
cleaner FM ret_ordmgs to memories thut

automatically let you go back to a particular
spot on the tape.

The comparison holds up equally well
when it comes to performance.

The CT-F1000 and the Nakamichi

100011 both have lnml harmonic distortion

levels of less than 1.5
Both have all but -.unqucred the

'problem of wow and flutter. (An identical

0.05% for each deck.)

And both have signal to noise ratios
thar are so similar only sophist d
' laboratory equipment can tell them apart.
If the incredible value of the CT-F1000
. still sounds a bit hard to believe, we suggest
ou go hear it for yourself at any Pioneer
ealer.

' viewpoint is simple: il you cant
ar the dilference, why pay the difference?

QPIONEER

We bring it back
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JAMES BALDWIN

JIM DAVIDSON

ALBERT GOLDMAN

HOUNSLECALL

‘I'm like a man without a country. Everybody's gone now.” That is
what Stephan Jones, the son of the infamous Jim Jones, who led
his flack to their deaths by mass suicide and murder in Guyana,
told Pentiiouse interviewers Gregory Rose (who is writing a book
on the Peoples Temple for Grosset and Dunlap) and John H.
Jacobs, a reporter for the San Francisco Examiner. Inevitably,
Stephan Jones is being made into a scapegoat—accused by
some of being an accessory, In spirit if not in fact, to his father's
crimes. Some defectors claim that he'd been seen beating rebel-
lious members of the commune,; other witnesses. however, recall
that he publicly spoke oul against his father's dactrine of "Revolu-
tionary Suicide.” (He has since been accused of conspiring to kill
one woman and her family and may have to stand trial on this
charge.)

The portrait that emerges from Penthouse s interview with Jones
(page 84) is that of a lormented nineteen-year-old who is con-
demned to carry this terrible legacy with him for life. As one might
expect, his leelings tor his father are anguished, "l can't totally
condemnaman,” he explains. "l can condemn what he's done, not
his whole life."

Few of us have burdens of such magnitude to bear, but in April
Americans feel the full weight of their enormous tax burden, which
Is so great that nearly half of the average laxpayer's income is
laken in direct taxes. In “Stop, Thief!" (page 60) Jim Davidson, the
head of the National Taxpayers Union, gives the taxpayer s side of
the militant new antitax movement sweeping the country. Through
largely hollow IRS scare tactics, we have been brainwashed into
feeling guilty about avoiding taxes, no matter how unfair or exces-
sive they may be. Davidson marshals facts and figures on citizens
who have successfully resisted Uncle Sam's revenue-collecting
minions One of the most interesting statistics is that in this country
there are already an estimated 8 million people nat filing income
tax returns. Of these, the government has prosecuted only 1,000
and put only two behind bars,
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EDWARD ABBEY

ROBERT WIECER

Albert Goldman, the author of Ladies and Gentlemen —Lenny
Bruce!! and the soon-to-be published Disco (Hawthorn), explains
in “Play That Funky Music, White Boy" (page 74) that there's much
more to spinning a platter than meets the ear. Truly talented DdJs
have invented dozens of electromagnetic tricks —mixing, sound
controlling, and superimposing records to create a new kind of
music. Saturday Night Fever has spread to other entertainment
areas as well —from fashion shows to television ads to major re-
cording studios, where the mix these wizards create can make or
break a product. And money is not the only reward: the handiul of
DJs with the gift are idolized by the young, gay disco dancers and
often treated to quick sexual favors by female groupies —while
they're still at work. We've come a long way from Dick Clark

Novelist Edward Abbey, the author of The Monkey Wrench Gang
and Black Sun, has come a long way from his redneck roots —but
not so far thal he can't write with firsthand feeling about the
hard-drinkin’, hard-fightin’ good-ole-boy stock that is his heritage
and sometimes his nemesis. "In Defense of the Redneck” (page
78} is an excerpt from his latest book, Abbey's Road, to be pub-
lished by Dutton, Our intrepid author visits a dusty mining town
called Glob, Ariz., where he pokes fun at himself and the hard-core
rednecks who are as fast with a clever line as they are with a gun or
a fist.

In an equally lighthearted vein, humorist Robert Wieder satirizes
Studs Terkel's interviews with workingmen in “Working Hard"
(Page 114), a longue-in-cheek tribute to all those unsung souls —
such as VD clinic caseworkers, X-rated ad writers, condom in-
spectors, and sex-gadget clerks —slaving away in sex-related
industries. They, tog, suggests our author, are working stiffs —in
more ways than one

Our fiction this month is particularly distinguished: a portion of
James Baldwin's upcoming novel, Just above My Head. In this
excerpt, "Take Me to the Water" (page 90), Baldwin, who |s one of
America’s foremaost novelists, takes us to the South of the fifties, al
a ime when segregation was laken for granted and black men
were almost always impoverished, embittered, and invisible. This
moving look at lwo young Gospel singers who find sanctuary in a
seedy Birmingham hotel is Baldwin at his poignant, personal
best —probably his most tauching effort since Another Country .

Enjoy!! Ot



~ NO RUM REFLECTS
PUERTO RICO LIKE RONRICO.

Puerto Rico is the Rum lIsland, the world's foremost
rum-producing region. And Ronrico is the rum— authentic
Puerto Rican rum since 1860. Ronrico's smooth, light taste
has been the pride of six generations of Puerto Rican rum
maslers. One sip will tell you why.

RONRICO: AUTHENTIC RUM OF PUERTO RICO.

General Wine & Spirits Co., N.Y.C.

PRODUCE QTTLED BY
"°cho :tm'com’
mm - 80
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined

That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.
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INTRODUCING A WOLF
IN WOLF’S CLOTHING.

[t comes dressed in special
paint, a sleek teardrop tank,
flashy megaphone pipes,and lots
of chrome. All the markings of
a bigger beast.

And like its big brothers, it's
ridden in a more natural, laid-
back position. With a low-riding
stepped seat. And handlebars
that reach back for you instead
of the other way ¢

)
)]

the profile. It has the power.

In fact, Cycle Guide magazine
found that it’s the fastest accel-
erating four-stroke 400 you can
buy. And one of the best handling
motorcycles anywhere.,

Or, as they put it, “the only
limit to how much fun you have
is how much lean angle vou like”

How did all this come ‘about?

Engineering.

For example, the suspension
system not only gi ou big
bike steadiness, but it can be fine
tuned for any rider; any riding
style.

And the carburetors automati-

lust to engine load. So
there’s a lot of power, but not alot
of temperment.

Plus there are features like
an overhead cam, electric starting,
6-speed transmission, self-cancel-
ling turn signals, disc brakes, and

complete instrumentatio :
angled back for easier reading.

1 an economy
model, tl 00-2F, for those
of you on a little tighter budget.

[t has wire wheels instead of cast
alloy, shightly less chrome, a kick
starter, drumbrakes. And it comes
in one color instead of two. In all
other ects, it’s identical to
our regular model.

Which means it does a whole
lot more than look like a bigger
bike.

It acts like one.

YAMAHA

When you know how they're buill.




FMMONO
TUN -8~ STEREO

PUSH RADIO -
PULL BALANCE

YOU DON'T HAVE TO PUNCH IT
TO GET GREAT SOUND.

Just barely touch it.

And Shazam!

The KE-2000 all-electronic
Supertuner® Car Stereo with
cassette deck plucks your favor-
ite station from its memory.

No clunky buttons. No
moving parts.

Instead there’s an LED
electronic pointer display and
random access memory at
your fingertips. Ready to do
all the mental and manual
fine-tuning for you.

In all, the KE-2000 com-
mits 10 stations to memory.

An intelligence matched

dial wrestling or knob punching.

But with great specs.

A useable sensitivity of 1.1
microvolts (12 dBf), twice the
pulling power of ordinary car
tuners. A 74 dB selectivity. A
1.7 dB capture ratio. A dual gate
FET And FM muting, to elimi-
nate noise between stations.

Pair this up with a pair of
our TS-X6 speakers, and you
get great sound, all-around.

What’s even better; it's
Pioneer.

One of the world’s most
respected audio manufacturers.

Prove it to yourself.

only by its great Get in touch
FM ability. with the KE-2000
It makes . a at your Pioneer
weak, muddy ] D D ___________ dealer.
FM, strong and ' And find great
clean. FM by hardly
Not through wd lifting a finger.

SU

]

©1979 Pioneer Electronics of America, 1925 E. Dominguez St., Long Beach, CA 90810,



in and out of my mouth like a cock and
mashing my lils faster. When Steve
touched my clil, | exploded in a soaring
srgasm that shuddered through me, shak-
ing my huge tits

Betore the surge was over | cupped
Steve's balls, begging him: "Please. let me
stick your cock!" Elaine grabbed me by my
uits, pulled me onto my back, and said that
my shaven cunt was driving her mad and
that | could suck Steve only if she could eat
me at the same time. | spread my long legs
wide open. folally exposing my pussy |
massaged my juicy cunt and pleaded, “Eal
me —please. eat me! Eal my cunt!” She
bent between my legs and wildly fucked
and kissed my pussy while her hands
played with her own swinging lits. Steve
straddled my tace, and | grabbed his cock,
sucking him deeply into my pretty maouth
My lips were slippery as | slid them up and
down the length of his meat. nibbling him
and running my tangue araund hirm.

It was magnificent! Elaing ealing my
pulsing cunt while | rubbed Steve's balls
and ass hole and sucked him deeply mlo
my juicy mouth.

Elaine swung her lits back and forth
across my belly and finger-fucked herself
as she sucked on my clit and reamed my
cunt with her tongue. We grew hotter and
more intense our tits and cunts and
Sleve's cock all throbbing with passion. |
felt mysell coming and screamed, “Fuck
me! Please, fuck me! Shove your hard cock

inmy wet cunt! Stick it in me! Please. fuck
me!” My lovers urgently switched posi-
lions —Steve shoved his cock deep into my
pussy and | ran my lips and tongue all over
Elaine's sweel, wel cunt.

We were coming closer and closer, writh-
ing uncontrollably as Steve fucked me
while he was mashing Elaing s tits. She vio-
lently kneaded and pinched my enormous
tits while | sucked her silky cunt, Howing
with juice. We were moving faster and lasi-
er, our bodies slippery with perspiration
and mashing together — ramrod cock, ooz-
ng cunts, swollen tits—slipping and twist-
Ing as we ground our sexes together. My
body wouldn't hold back any longer, and |
moaned, “Hurry, I'm coming! I'm coming!
Shove your cock deeper! Deeper in my
cunt! Fuck me! Fuck me!” We all came
together in dizzying orgasms. Everything
flashed black, and | lell | was careening
through space. When il passed, we col-
lapsed into each other's arms and slept.

Since that night we have become lhe
dearest of friends and enjoy each other
with and without sex. We live separalely,
but | ollen make love with Elaine and Steve,
and we save our wondertul three-way
nights tor special moods. | continue to have
ather lovers, and an interesting side eftect
15 that | dress even more provocatively than
belore. The sight ef my body pleases
people: so | show it off. [ enjoy my life, and |
hope that | add beauty and excilement to
people’s lives, whoever and wherever they

‘Ralphie, you've been a kennel keeper too long!"
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are.—Name and address withheld

Scralching the seven-year itch

Knowing that space in "Forum” is limiled . |
will dispense wilh all the usual bullshit and
get 1o the point

This is about a "gift" that Kelly and | gave
gach other on our seventh wedding an-
niversary, Kelly (lwenty-two, five feet three
nches, 110 lbs, 37-24-34) and | wanted
something special for this one. After much
thaught, | suggested that we take in an
X-rated movie. Kelly had never beentoone,
although she had heard about them, She
didn't know much about them, aor | dan't
think that she would have said what she
did. she said thal whatever they did in the
movie, we would copy within a week

Although | knew what we were in for, |
agreed. Kelly even took a pad to lake notes.
The first fuck scene wasn't bad —just the
old in and out Next, the heroine happened
upon lwe guys. As they started 1o undress,
Kelly looked al me with a look of dishelief |
simply smiled and lold her lo get it all down
an her pad. That poor girl was gelting
sucked and fucked from all angles.

The flick went on to all your standara
skin-flick positions, Al (he lesbian scene, |
thought that Kelly was going to llip. She
kept looking from me to the screen and
back again. However, | gol a surprise when
they showed two guys sucking on each
other’s cock. This scene caused Kelly 1o
burst out in laughter. When these guys
pulled out the dildo and slarted reaming
each olher’s ass, It was my turn to flip

That night, Kelly wanted to drop the
whole thing, but | said that a deal is a deal
You see, | had wanted to watch my wife get
fucked for the longest time. This seemed to
he my chance. It was no problem to find
two guys to hammer Kelly —any man would
jump at the chance. | must have a cruel
streak in me, since | picked two guys from
the mill whom | had seen in the shower
They both had huge cocks, when flaccid,
they musl have measured at least eight
inches. When | asked them to fuck my wite,
they thought | was crazy, but they changed
their minds when they saw the nude photo |
carry. They also knew a bisexual couple
that they could bring.

That night, both Kelly and | were nude
when the others arrived, | had a huge
hard-on, knowing that soon | would see my
greatest fantasy come to life. The juices
from Kelly's slash had soaked the blonde
hair of her mound. When she saw the size
of the two cocks thal would soon enter her
box and ass, she changed her mind and
begged me lo stop them from taking her
She struggled, but the men soon over-
powered her. Soon she was tied spread-
eagled on the bed. One of the guys began
to slick up her ass with some of her cunt
juice while the other massaged her erect
nipples with his cock: the fluid from the tip
made them shine in the light Linda, the
other girl, planted a long kiss on Kelly's
awaiting moulh. She returned the kiss with
more passion than | had ever seen. John
was now pounding away at Kelly's golden
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and rubbed her (Linda's) tits ov
until they were covered |
y then licked them cle John, mean-

fad dropped hisload deep in Kelly s

Linda sat up against the headboard
= we rolled Kelly over on her slomach
some ol John's come had run down the
crack al her ass: so there was no need {or
any more delay. As Jim got into position,
Kelly opened her ey and found Linc
gushing hole just inches Irom her lips
stared at the open cunt with lust in her
e seemed be ablivious of the
‘Iowl/ working its way into that tight ul'(]n
ass hole. Since Kelly s still tied, all s
could do was to wiggle her cheeks to "(ﬁ )
Jim gel deeper. All the time, Kelly was e
ng this dnpping, ing cunt, closer
than she had e seen one before. She
was trying o reach it with her tongue, but it
was oul of reach. Linda mov
closer, bul there was no way sh
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Larry. Linda's mate, had come over and
started to work my hard rod. | grabbed his
and returned the favor He turned and
faced me, imn ately pouring his come
over my cock and his hand. The warmth of
nis come brought me to a new high. When
Linda saw that | was about to climax, she
motioned me over and, cupping her hand,
caught my huge load. She lowered her
hand to Kelly's hungry mouth Before Kelly
had a chance lo 1, Linda began to
r the hol jJuice over 'r<|'-'v|"\; g '|['S Her
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in her beautiful butt. As soon as Jim slipped
out, John was ready 1o take his place. The
sperm leaking from her ass again greased
e way John ook her in ane mighty shove,
one that | could almost [ Jim had been
gentle, but John w ounding as hard as

( nhe, teo, had left his come in |

Kelly's | aht ass hole.
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Since Columbus first came ashore
here, sailing men have been littering
the Bahamas' blue waters with ship-
wrecks. Some carried treasure, some
crowned heads. But the strangest of all
carried a train.

Hell for ships, heaven for divers.

The train lies off Eleuthera’s northern
tip, scattered on Devil's Backbone Reef.
At least six wrecks are strewn here: a

and a pe
case of C
We headed for Romora Bay
Club on Harbour Island. The
club could provide us a launch
and guides to explore the reef.
Nearby Dunmore Town could
offer Bahamian entertainment,
complete with Canadian Club.
But no one could provide us
with a reliable story of how or
when the train had sunk on the reef.
A barracuda stands watch.

During our first dive, our guide
pointed to a silver shadow above. Five
feet long, half of that jaws, the menacing
presence was a barracuda. Keeping a
respectful distance, our search for a hid-
ing place fanned out from the train
wreck. We combed Devil's Backbone
until we found a devilish hiding place

t place to hide a

forour watertight case of Canadian Club.
Seek groupers, and bring muscles.

To raise the C.C., you'll need scuba
gear, guts and muscle: it weighs 200
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pounds. Start where a “dinner

boat” went down on Devil’s
Backbone. Follow a channel
across the reef to an old Ward

Line steamer wreck (try this
only in bright sunlight or
vou'll lose your boat). Take a
bearing from its bow. Not
more than 200 vards along,
where the f slopes into
deep water and a big Nassau
grouper lives, we sunk that

heavily weighted, watertight €dse of Canadian Club. You can see

where it lies in the picture above.

May your seas for the search be as smooth as our whisky. Note:
nonswimmers may discover their own Canadian Club adventure at bars
or package stores by just saying “C.C., please.”

Caradion Clol

“The Best In The House”* is even belter in the Bahamas.

£ 1970 6 YRARS 0L IMPORTED AV B0 TLE FROM CANADA BY HIRAM WALKER IMPORTERS 85 DETROTT MICH. 55,8 PROGE. BLENDED CANADUAN WHISKY




the head as John worked his dick against
my tongue. John came moments before |
did, and | was swallowing his come at the
same lime | was filling Larry's mouth with
mine.

Linda and Jim had switched places.
Linda was spreading Kelly's cunt with her
fingers while her tongue was busy between
Kelly's pussy and ass. Jim was sliding his
cock between Kelly's lips. Soon she got
another taste of come, this time deposited
in her mouth. Larry was now fucking Linda
from behind, making her eat Kelly with even
more energy. John decided that he wanled
another shot at Kelly's tight ass. Keeping
her on her back, he put pillows under the
small of her back, The come was still wet
enough, and he went to work. | was lying on

body was so voluptuous and beautiful.

He kissed me very hard, working his
tongue all around my mouth, and when |
pressed against him, | found there was
more to him then I'd ever dreamed! He
kissed my eyes, ears, and neck, and when
he started going down tec my breasts, |
thought | would melt. We went into my living
room and lay on the rug. He kissed all
around my breasts and licked and pulled
and sucked my nipples until | reached a
fantastic climax. He held my tits together
and got both nipples in his mouth at the
same time. When he bit on my nipples very
gently, | went absolutely wild. After he
turned me over on my stomach and ran his
tongue all over my back and down my ass,
he spread my legs apart so he could get to

my stomach next to
Kelly watching. | felt a
finger toying with my
ass and turned to see
Larry greasing his
dick and my ass hole
with Vaseline. | knew
what was coming,
and my dick got hard
at the thought, Larry
was soon pounding
his cock into my ass

The thought of Kelly

and me both getling 35F-EE.IT LIGHTS

banged in the ass at UP YOUR LIFE.

the same time made AUTOMATICALLY.

me come wilthout With FLASHY you get

evenlouching mysell. perfect color photos 24
hours a day. FLASHY has

Linda was sitling over
Kelly’'s boobs, mas-
saging her cht with
Kelly's hard nipples
All too soon, with
kKisses and last-
minute grabs, they all
left. Kelly told me that
she had really en-
joyed that night, and
we plan to make it a
yearly event—each
year with different
partners. | guess the |
reason that | write s to
tell the readers: don't
be afraid to tell your
mate what you would

THE CHINON

a built-in strobe and is
electronically automatic.
Inexpensive, ultra easy to
use. FLASHY. The Chinon §

35F-EE with 4-element §
38mm {/2.8 glass lens. \

Package includes carrying "\

strap, case and instruction book. .

Light up your life with this super

| 35mm camera. Chinon Corporation of
America, Inc., 43 Fadem Road, Springfield,
New Jersey 07081 (201) 376-9260

CHINOR

like. She might really
want the same.—AR. H., Manning, S.C.

Dream come true
My husband has a sexy male friend | have
wanted to have sex with for years, and one
day recently | finally got what | wanted.

| was just getting out of the shower when
there was a knock on the door. | looked out
the window to see who it was, and when |
saw our friend, | decided to throw just a
towel around me. When he saw me with just
a towel on, he asked, laughing, if | always
answered the door like that. | told him that |
never had befare but that | thought him to
be a special person who knew exactly what
| wanted. He stripped the towel off me and
just stared al my body. He said he was
always turned on by me but had no idea my
18 PENTHOUSE

my anus better. It took me no time to climax

again, with his tongue roaming around
there. When he turned me over on my back,
he spread my legs again and |ust stared al
my pussy. He spread my lips and drank
and sucked up all my juices. He said that |
tasted unbelievably delicious and that he
loved eating pussy. He licked all around my
lips until he made my clit pop out. When he
saw how hard it was, he knew it was ready
to be sucked. He ate and sucked me, and |
came so many times that | finally had to beg
mim to stop

| decided it was my turn to get my claws
into im. His prick was at least ten inches
long, so | had a lot to work with, | ran my
warm tongue around his balls and down to
his anus and then around his anus while |

let my hand stroke his prick and balls
When | got to his prick, | ran my tongue
slowly up and down his shaft till he was
going crazy. My mouth went around his
head, and | engulfed as much of his prick
as | could. | let my tongue move around the
head till he was shooling the mosl
fantastic-tasting semen down my throat.

We lay in each other's arms for a while,
but before long we were both ready for
some more action. | couldn't wait for that
huge prick to be inside me. He entered me
very slowly, and what a fantastic feeling it
was! When he started to fuck me hard, we
took no time coming together in a beautiful
mutual orgasm

That day was one of lhe besl sex experi-
ences of my life—so good that | don't even
———— 1 feel guilty about it. |
canhardly waittodo it
again.—D B., Troy,
MY,

Jack, be nimble
| am a student at a
university in Indiana.
A few weeks ago a
friend, Jack, and |
went oul barhopping
(Jack was visiting me
for the weekend )
After going to several
bars and becoming
mildly drunk, we re-
turned to my apart-
ment. Afterafewmore
beers we were ready
for bed. The two of us
layinbed, talking fora
long time before we fi-
nally drifted off to
sleep.

| awoke later to find
a hand on my cock.
Thinking itwas my qirl
friend, | spread my
legs and arched my
hips. Itwas notmy girl
friend but Jack! By
the realized
what was going on, |
was hard and Jack
had his hand in my
shorls.

time |

L | was afraid to say
anything. | had never thought of Jack as
being gay He is very good-looking and
very well built. He usually has many girls to
choose from,

He pulled down my underwear and
started jacking me off. His hands felt com-
pletely different than any girl's. They were
rough and big and were exciting me unbe-
lievably. He started sucking on me, first
small strokes, then taking all of me he was
able to. After a while he stood up on the bed
and stripped off his underwear. His cock
looked longer than my seven inches and
was much fatter. He lay down in a sixty-nine
position, | was afraid to touch him, but his
sucking soon convinced me, and | started
jacking him off. His cock felt good in my
nand. | finally put the head in my mouth and



The first choice of those

who refuse to settle for second-hest.

The true audio perfectionists are those
who demand state-of-the-art perform-
ance from every part of their system.
For these trend setters, second-best
Jjust won’t do.

At TDK we consider ourselves
perfectionists, too, so it's gratifying
to know that TDK SA is the number
one selling cassette to these critical
listeners.

Perfectionists demand the best
possible sound quality. SA is the high
bias reference standard; most quality
manufacturers set up their decks in
the factory to sound best with SA.,

Perfectionists appreciate tech-
nological superiority. SA’s advanced
cobalt-adsorbed gamma-ferric oxide
particle formulation made it the
world’s first non-chrome high bias
cassette. And many parts of its super
precision mechanism, such as its
double hub clamp and bubble surface
liner sheet have yet to be equalled.

Perfectionists insist on reliability,
and they know that TDK was first
with a full lifetime warranty*—more
than 10 years ago.

You may not be an audio perfec-
tionist; you may not be able to afford

an ultimate, cost-no-object stereo sys-
tem. But it’s comforting to know you
can get better performance from your
present system by using the tape you'd
buy even if you had a million to
spend—TDK SA. TDK Electronics
Corp., Garden City, New York 11530.

* In the unlike y TD sett
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When it comes to
all-around performance,

nobody out-performs Suzuki

Case in point:

your idea of a smart bike is
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equipped and well-priced,
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Mother-sucker

I'm a woman of twenty-four, married for two
years to the last (and best) of a long line of
lovers, My husband is a working man, and
as he is often tired when he comes home, |
arm usually the instigator in our sex. Many
an evening, when he is lying on the couch,
he finds his jeans being unzipped and a
hot, wet tongue stimulating his hardening
prick. Once he's really up, he loves to go at
me from behind, with me kneeling over the
arm of the sofa. When his rapid movements
make him dizzy, | get on top, facing back-
ward, and ride him dry.

[ am very highly sexed, and so instead of
exhausting my hard-working hubby, | get
myself off several imes a day My best or-
gasm of the day is in the morning, with my
nursling child. | bring her into bed with me
after my husband leaves, and while she
suckles me, | work my hand over my clit (I
sleep naked) Sometimes | get out my vi-
brator and candle and squeeze them into
their holes—my ass hole and cunt, (I juice
up first with Vaseline Intensive Care; so I'm
really soaking wet.) Then | sit on thern, wig-
gling my hips around, occasionally push-
ing the vibrator or candle in further My
baby is getting teeth and really works my
hard swollen tits over well. My orgasm cul-
minates wilth the candle slipping out af my
tight ass hole. 1'd like to have my husband
suckle me along with my baby, but | don't
know what he'd think of that.

Later in the day, while I'm driving on the
deserted Vermont throughways, | have a
go again. | unbutton my shirt or change to
my zipper-type swealshirl. | drape some-
thing across my lap and pull my pants
down over my ass. |'ve found lots of things |
can push up myselfl, like screwdriver han-
dles and tampon holders. Then, while care-
fully watching my speed (I tend to start
going loo fast), | alternatively flick my tit or
my clit. | love the danger of being exposed
to a stranger, but so far no one has noticed
me. Or maybe | have been—I've golten
some funny looks sametimes! | will flash a
proud bare chesl to an oncoming trucker,
but no one's reported me.

With such activities, my day passes
quickly, and I'm ready for my sweet hus-
band's relurn —Name and address with-
held

Ask, and ye shall receive

I am a male, eighteen-year-ald high-schoal
senior who, until three days ago, had a very
common problem: | was a virgin! But
thanks to a couple of friends, I'm not a
virgin anymore.

It all began about two weeks ago, when
Gary, Dave, and | were sitting around talk-
ing. | started telling them about Sue, a girl
who is in my histary class and also my
psychology class. Even though Gary
knows how shy | am, he encouraged me to
ask her out. Well, finally | did. and to my
incredible surprise, she accepled.

When | got to her house, | told her that we
were going to a triple feature at the drive-in,
which she said would be fine, because it
would give us more time together.

After we had found a spot and parked, |
put my arm around her befare the credits
had finished rolling on the first film. Then |
pulled her close to me, which was all she
needed, All of a sudden she began undo-
ing my pants. Before she had them halfway
down, my cock had grown to its full seven-
inch size. She quickly put my cock in her
moist mouth and began sucking me while
rubbing my balls. Soon | had disrobed, and
so had she. Within minutes we were both
totally naked. | slarted kissing her while
massaging her hits and warm pussy. We
broke apart just long enough to climb into
the backseal, where we assumed the
sixty-nine position. | had never sucked a
pussy before, but from her vibrating and
moaning, | guess | wasn't doing too bad
We both went at it until we came, with the
biggest explosion since Hiroshima!

After a shorlrest, | turned her on her back
and tried to place my hard cock into her
beautiful, red-haired love tunnel. It took a
couple of minutes, but she relaxed and
guided my cock into her. | quickly began
pumping, and within a couple of minutes |
could feel that | was about to come. With a
mighty push | let loose with a giant load.
When | pulled out, | was still dripping. By
this time the third movie was almost over; so
we got dressed and spent the rest of the
night just watching the movies. When | saw
her the next day. she just smiled.

As soon as | finish this letter. I'll be going
to her house, because her parenis are
going out tonight. | thought | would be a
virgin until | got married, bul thanks to Gary
and Dave | got a chance to do same real
practicing up for the big day.

For you young dudes who are slill virgins,
don't give up hope. Ask, and ye shall re-
ceive —sometimes more than you ask
for! —B.A., Trenton, N.J

Busting forth

| am a twenty-three-year-old female
graduate student at an eastern university
who is weary of the mythology surrounding
“California girls"—as if they were the only
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started ta suck on il. Although | was able to
take only about half of him without gagging,
he seemed to enjoy it. He built up the pres-
sure of his own sucking, and | soon came.

My experience with Jack was very nice, |
had never had any homosexual contacts
before, other than jacking off with friends
as a youngsler. He.and | have made it only
one time since then, but I'm looking forward
to the next time. There are things | want to
try, and I'm sure Jack will be willing

Sex with another man can never take the
place of pussy, and it's not my idea of the
best sex in the world, but don't knock it if
you haven't tried it.—Name and address
withheld

Under her thumb

After reading your recent letter titled “Sub-
missive missive,” | thought your readers
might enjoy reading about my dominant
wife. I've never read anywhere about cer-
tain of the things Alice does to me.

I'm married for the third time, and for the
whole ten months of our marriage | have
been her total slave. I'm a forty-five-year-
old executive, and though the sex in both
my earlier marriages was great, | was al-
ways the dominant one. Sometimes |
wanted 1o be the one dominated, but | was
afraid to bring itup. I'd simply go to a prosti-
tute who would dominate me.

| have recenlly changed jobs and am
away two weeks a month; so | keep an
apariment in the town |'m writing this letter

from. My wife just called me long distance
and ordered me to put a plastic clothespin
on each nipple and a rubber band araund
the base of my penis. I'm to keep them on
until she calls me again, which might be
fifteen minules or three hours. Then I'm to
fuck myself with my vibrator

Now for what she does. Most of the time
we have an ordinary relationship, but I'm
really a total slave, because when she gets
into her “mistress” mood, | can't resist.

I am not allowed fo masturbate without
her permission. She knows if | cheat, be-
cause she can lell by my tone of voice
whether or not I'm lying. When it gets too
bad, | go to a massage parlor. She doesn'|
know this

When I'm in town and get home from
waork, she acts like a regular wife. We have a
drink and discuss the day, and then | get
my instructions for the evening.

Here is a typical night. After our drink, |
get about thirty minules to relax. Then |
knock on her bedroom door and ask to
enter. Meanwhile, I've been in my bedroom
to touch up my nails and get into my uni-
form: black panties with a hole front to back
for total exposure. | then give my five-feet,
forly-year-old, very beautiful wife a bubble
bath, brush her hair, paint her nails, rub her
back, and give her a hand and foot mas-
sage. Nexl, she ties my hands behind my
back and loops a length of clothespin
around the base of my testicles and penis,
tying the end to a doorknob or bedpost,
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She lies on her back while | eal hier pussy,
and she begins to move herself away from
me until she is about an inch out of my
reach. Then she calls me inadequate, a
stupid stud, and other derisive names
while she rubs her clit between her fingers.
Shelll either kick my buttocks or put her
hands on my buttocks and pull, If I've per-
formed well, I'm permitted to suck her toes
and feel or maybe suck her to orgasm. If
I've really tolerated a lot, | may get to fuck
her. If | havent done well, she fucks me,

But here is the worst—and maybe some
of you dominant gals will enjoy this. When
Alice is feeling lazy. she will suck me until
I'm rock-hard and on the verge of orgasm.
Then she'll stop and say, “Nothing more
until you make him soft.” Then she mastur-
bates hersell and sucks my nipples but
gives me nothing unless | can make myself
soft. Sometimes she puts three fingers in
my anus and tells me I'm gay.

Since she usually does this on weekend
morning, it can and usually does go on,
intermittently, all day. Finally, I'll have to go
run some errands to take my mind off sex
for a while. But | must pass one final test
Back in her bedroom, she is very regal in a
plack nightie. If | can sitin a chair for fifteen
minutes looking al her and present myself
soft, we will have a beautiful night of
lovemaking. If | am erect, she has more of
her special orgasms on my tallbone. and |
go to sleep frustrated.

She has two personalities, but | love her
and what she does to me. —G. G, Jeffer-
son City, Mo

Half-and-half

I 'am twenty-one years old and was, until |
became a Penthouse reader, somewhal
ashamed of my introduction to sex. But now
| feel compelled to relate my story to your
readers. Perhaps I'm not unique and other
men have had similar experiences,

I spent a ol of time alone as a child. | had
no brothers, and just one half sister, almost
eight years my senior. | began masturba-
lion at eleven and before long had em-
ployed many pleasurable nnovations in
getting myself off: a pillow, a picture, a milk
botlle, etc. But my very favorite was to lie in
the bathtub and rub my dub between two
balloons filled with warm water and made
nice and slippery with soap. I'd fantasize
these pieces of rubber engulting my throb-
bing cock to be gigantic, lovable, sweaty
tits.

This fanlasy became an obsession and
predominated my wel dreams. | could al-
ways count on going to sleep and have my
favorite dream. I'd even practice sleeping
onmy hands so that |'d be sure not to touch
my cock. This way the pleasure was pro-
longed, and I'd have a most enjoyable
gjaculation hours into the night or early
morning

By the time | reached sixteen, our di-
varced mother remarried, and | went to live
with my half sister, whose husband was
killed in Vietnam. She was lied down with a
nine-month-old baby, and since ['d finished
school and was working, | could help with
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Take a tip from the Gandias. Make sure the rum is Puerto Rican.
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martini. You'll find it mak ecidedly
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By law, every drop of Puerto Rican white sultinar Cexceptional taste and purity.
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it comes to smoothness, aging is the name sold in this country comes from
of the game.
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the expenses and keep her company. This
was fine, but as time went on, she became
more dependent on me. | could under-
stand her loneliness. | felt sorry that she
was so tied down with a nursing child,
which gave her little time for men. But she
couldn't understand a healthy young man
spending so much time alone with no girl
friends. Secretly, perhaps, she thought |
was queer. She'd often question me, ask-
ing about my attitude toward girls, but I'd
evade the subject. She seemed to have a
perverse persistence, which troubled me.

We lived in a small two-room apartment,
and Sis would sometimes nurse her child in
my presence. This always embarrassed
me, and |'d either keep my eyes on the
television or buried in a book. Don't ask me
why, but al the first sound of her child’s
sucking lips, I'd start to get turned on and
gotomy room to try to put it out of my mind.

It was on an occasion like this, on a hot
summer night, that | excused myself, took a
cold bath, and lay down nude. After awhile,
sleep avercame me, and so did my familiar
dream: my old friendly fantasy, the two
warm balloons, squeezing, kneading, and
massaging my stiff passion rod with a slip-
pery warmth, sliding up and down. | was
about to salvo my solution of salisfaction
when a lamp magically exploded reality
into the room, and my fantasy was vap-
orized. | awoke like a dumbfounded de-
mon. There, between my legs, my log was
being lovingly laminated between the

largest, longest-nippled tits | could dream
of in my wildest fantasy. Sis's lactiferous
mammaries muffled my spurting muck as it
gushed out between them. Her hot tongue
darted in and out of my navel and danced
across my chest.

Dawn found us in each other's arms.
Sis's explanation of what happened made
everything easier for me to rationalize, She
insisted that | not feel guilty, that it was she
who had inilated me out of her passion.
She told me how as a kid she'd seen me
getting off with the balloons and how it had
made her yearn o touch and be louched.
She made me feel that what we had done
was more natural than both of us remaining
so lonely. | don't feel we 've really committed
half incesl, or whatever you'd call it in this
situation. Even though we've done nearly
everything a man and woman can do in
bed, and still do, I've never penetrated her |
may soon, though—it's hard to go only
halfway, even with a half sister! —FG,,
Springfield, M,

Brown-sugar fan
| am a sophomore at the largest university
in the state of Mississippi. | won't give you
the usual bullshit about my good looks or
my three-foot cock, but | would like to tell
you about one of my lifelong dreams that
came lrue last week.

For years | have dreamed of making love
to a well-built black woman. Almost unbe-
lievably, it happened with the one girl that |

"I can't talk now, Larry. Mather's herg!"
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had picked out in my law class. She had
been the object of my fantasies since the
start of the semester. Dorothy must be
about five feet eleven inches and weigh
around 145, and she has the iullest hips
that | have seen on a woman of normal
proportions. Her statistics are 38-28-38.
Before | get too aroused while writing this,
I'll get on with it.

I had spoken to Dorothy on many occa-
sions in ¢lass, but | don't think she had any
idea that | adored her. One day, atter aweek
of conlemplation, | decided to try to make a
move. Aller class, | asked her where she
was going. She sort of grinned at me (| still
waonder if she knew that | wanted her) and
said that she had to finish a paper in lhe
library. Luckily, | had the same instructor (at
a different time), and | went with her under
the pretense of doing my report. Our sub-
ject was MacArthur, and all of the informa-
tion on him was located in the stack tiers on
the sixth floor of our library.

While we were looking for books, |
walked along the narrow aisle behind her
and —figuring what-the-hell—I rubbed my
boner against her full ass cheeks. She
turned to me and said that since she was
black and | was white, she could have me
hung by any of her friends that she might
tell. I was mortified and began lo think how
stupid | was for trying. But then she said
that | was an exception to her idea of
whites. She said she loved bold men—
black, white, or green. We being the only
people in the tiers, she dropped to her
knees, took my pleasure pole out of my
fraternity-boy khakis, and began parting
those lovely brown lips in anticipation of my
blood-gorged muscle. Being so exciled at
my fantasy come true, | blew her away in
about a minute. We tore some pages from
some old books and wiped the quart or 50
of come from her face and neck.

She suggested that we retire to her dorm
room, where we could get into some heavy
sex. | climbed through the window of her
ground-floor room, and we embraced in a
deep. tongue-tying kiss as | ran my hands
around the unreal globes of her large ass.
She peeled the shirt off my six-feet-two-
inches. 230-pound frame and began to lick
and nibble my nipples and tits, which drove
me wild. | picked her up and laid her down
on her bed and began lo remove her shirt
and bra, and there stood those lovely,
brown breasts that | had dreamed of for
months. | couldnt get enough of those
beauties, butl finally had to pay heed to her
cries, and | started to work on those unreal
thighs and that gorgeous brown cunt.

We fucked and sucked and licked and
ate for hours that mght before | remem-
bered that | had a test the next morning
Before | left (via her window). she gave me
a farewell blowjob to remember that night
by. We get together twice a week now for
our heated sex bouts, which usually last
hours on end

Ifinally Iound out what the Rolling Stones
meant when they said that you can't get
enough of that Brown Sugar —Name and
address withheld



When it comes to turntable speed accuracy, we agree o
with our competitors. You can’t beat quartz-locked direct I eChnlcs
drive. But when it comes to total turntable performance,
many professionals agree. You can’t beat Technics.

That's why so many radio stations and discos use Technics
quartz-locked turntables. Because they need performance
like wow and flutter of 0.025% WRMS, rumble of only
— 78 dB [DIN B}, and speed accuracy of = 0.002%. Those
are impressive specs. And if you've wondered why you don’t
see specs like these in our competitors’ ads, it's usually
because you won't find them in our competitors’ turntables.

You will find these specs in Technics new 5000 Series:
the SL-5100 manual, the SL-5200 semi-automatic, the
SL-5300 automatic [shown below] and the SL-5350
changer. Along with a lot more.

Like a full-cycle detection servo system packed into three
high-density IC “chips.” It assures proper rotational speeds,
even under heavy loads. And TNRC, a unique Technics
Non-resonant Compound virtually eliminates feedback.

At the same time, a highly sensitive statically balanced
‘S"-shaped tonearm drastically reduces friction to only 7mg
on both vertical and horizontal planes.

Each turntable features a prism-stylus illuminator to help
prevent miscues. While front-panel controls with damped
cueing make operation easy, even with the dust cover
closed. There's also an anti-skating control. And pitch
controls variable by = 6%.

Now you know what many discos and radio stations already
know: Quartz isn't the last word in turntables, Technics is.

Many hi-fi buffs think quartz is
the last word in turntables.
Technics knows it's just the beginning.
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Tape Recorder
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and digital tape
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voice- actuator,
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THIS NEW MICROCASSETTE™ PEARLCORDER™
REMEMBERS NOT ONLY WHAT BUT WHEN!

If you appreciate the
finest things in life,

you'll understand why
this is the costliest
Microcassette™ recorder
made. And you'll want this
miraculous memory
machine with up to
2-hours of recording on a
tiny tape. Under $350,

at your Olympus

™ dealer. Or write for

J brochure, to
Olympus

Corporation

of America,

4 Nevada Drive,

New Hyde Park,

N.Y. 10042.

Soccer ball
I have always been an avid reader of the
Penthouse “Forum”; yet | thought my life
dull compared with exotic escapades
chronicled In your pages. However, this
past summer | enjoyed an experience that
rivaled those depicted in your magazine

| am the male coach of a female socc
tearm, composed of nublle young women
ranging in age from twenty-one to thirty-
five. The job originally appealed to me be-
cause | love soccer and like coaching. Lit
tle did | realize what | was getting into. At
first, | tried to see my women as players
attempting to learn the game. But gradually
the sight of fitteen well-endowed women
prancing around the field in skimpy shorts
and braless, tightly fitted shirts overcame
my self-restraint

Soon | fount
schemes to make them
even more. My perso lavorite was the
|¢ ift drill—making them lie on
backs, lift their legs, and spread them—
holding this position forten seconds, ample
time for me to count the curly pubes peep-
ing shyly out of their shorts. Unfortunately,
my schemes were only dreams and hence
never realized

The season passed very rapidly, and be-
fore | knew it, we had played our final game
and had our farewell parting until next sea
son. Unfortunately, one of the prettier
players, who happened to be the
team's leading scorer, had packed her
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s and departed for graduate school in
California, leaving only a forwarding ad-
dress 3,000 miles away. | thought | would
never see her again, but fate smiled kindly
on me, and a business trip soon brought
me a short distance from her home. | callec
her up to see how she was faring, and she
nvited me over for dinner. | accepted, ex
pecting only a pleasant meal and good
conversation

| arnved at her apariment promptly at
7:00 Pv.with a bottle of wine in hand, | was
10l prepared for the sight that greeted me
when she opened lhe door. She was
garbed in her ald soccer suil! Had | looked
down. | would have seen her bare, beautiful
legs, bul my eyes were caplivated by her
large, firm breasts, straining to be released
from the fabric of her shirt. Her chestnut
brown hair framed a Cheshire cat smile
and she sprang up Into my arms and
planted a dee o1 e
ing lips. She took my hand and inaugurated
a night | will never forget

After a pleasant meal we adjourned to
her soft, white couch. She began: "Did you
know that one of your players had a crush
on her coach all season long?" “Is that so

who might that be?" | asked innocently
*Can't you guess?' she teased, Not until
she curled up next to me and began s
ing my chest did | finally ¢ f
Before | knew it, clothes
around. When we were naked, she
“First, we'll play by soccer rules

. rassed, and | quickly grabbed for a towe

hat?" | asked. "l can touch th
y part of my body except my
saying, she slid down on the couch and put
her wet, sensuous lips to work on my th
Jing member. Her educated tongue lightly
licked my balls and darted up and down
the side of my shaft, bringing it to its full
length. Finally, | could hold out no lenger,
and | rifled a shot of semen into the back of
her mouth, She swallowed every bit of it
eagerly

“Ore good lurn deserves another,” |
said, and | began working my way down-
field, Two sturdy defenders obstructed my
path, and it was all | could do to g
this chesttrap. Then | approached the goal
mouth, a rich triangle of thick chestnut hair.
| made several short advances with my
tongue, probing that danger zone for a
weakness. Obviously, | found it, becal
she began moaning with pleasure

At the other end of the fi WAas
heading the ball herself. Throt er sighs
she whimpered, "You still haven't scored
yel." So | turned around and moved within
striking distance. Shot after shot, | rarmmed
at the =.;<‘;d|, in-and-out, in-and-out, in-and-
out, until finally the goalie, worn down by
my efforts, vielded a sc

The match was replayed ma
weekend, a s with the sz
Name and address withheld
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Beginner's luck
| am a coed student at the University of
Florida, and until last week | was also a
virgin. | had always been afraid that | might
get pregnant or VD if | had sex, but my
roommate, Ann, set me straight on these
matters. Ann has a perfect 37-24-36 body,
which many girls envy She has had many
experiences and often tells me
about them. | am considered pretty, al-
though my breasts are rather small

One night, we were silling around with
nothing to do; so Ann began lalking about
her favorite subject, sex. She told me how
much she loves to have a man go down or
her. Instead of ignoring her as | usually do, |
found that the way she described her or
gasms was making me incredibly horny.
Finally, | felt as if | would explode if |
not get same relief. So | decided to take a
long shower | felt much better afterward
Without thinking, | walked out of the bath-
room completely naked, and to my sur-
prise, | was greeted by two of Ann's friends,
John and Richard. | was \

sexual

could

]

ery emboar-

Betore | could get one, Ann stopped me
She said that she thought it was time for me
to get a little firsthand sexual experience
and that John and Richard w here to
help. At tirst | objected, but when | saw the
bulges in their pants, | said, "What the hell!
John picked me up, carried me over to the
bed, and began running his fingers all over
my body, sending shock waves up and
down my spine, especially when he
touched my breast and between my legs
Johnt quickly took aff his clothes and
expos 1S rath ol. It ked like

a flower, swoller =>ds. Before | could
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After you shave
it off, get it on.

Softly.

English Leather® Soft After Shave
treats your face softly. So different
from after shaves that slap and
sting! This smooth, moisturizing
conditioner comforts and soothes
skin that's sensitive from shaving.

MEM COMPANY, INC., Northvale, NJ 07647 ©1979
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Helps you face up to the harsh
effects of sun, wind and weather.
And leaves you refreshingly scented
with clean, crisp English Leather.

Wear English Leather..or wear
nothing at all.

One man, one scent.

say anything (it was my first close look al
this wonderful thing), he brought his head
Detween my legs and b

could not believe the
even belter than Ann had described. My
body kept changing from hot to cold
spasms, and sweal was pouring off my
forehead. After a few more minutes, John
lifted his face away from my dripping pussy
and began to suck on my lits. He tried to
enter me, but | was still very tight. He slowly
worked his eight inches completely into my
body. | felt pain and pleasure at the same

and | began to wonder why | had
ed so long for this beautiful experience
 me, |

lime

W
As John pumped his shalt ins
knew that | was about to have a massive
orgasm. | began to understand clearly the
ries and feelings that Ann had been lell-

el
g me about all these months.

John shot his load soon after | did, and |
lelt so good that | thought that | must be in
heaven Then, suddenly, Richard and Ann
were both in bed with us. Richard began
pumping me with ftis long. slender penis
while Ann gently care d my tits. This sent
me into a wild frenzy, and | grabbed John's
revived cock and stuck it in my mouth, It
wasn't long before the whole room was
filled with moans. John filled my mouth with
sweet semen, and | gladly drank every
drop of the warm liquid. | don't know how

| many orgasms | had that night, because |

passed out after a couple of hot
llevable sex

lhe next morning | was so sore
could hardly walk, but b
worth it —Name and address withheld

SOl unbe-

hat |

ave me. |t was

Dick before duty
| am a policewoman in a middle-sized
California city and would like to tell your
readers about an experience | had. Since
st policemen dislike policewomen, |
usually look for my sexual pleasures away
from the job. One day on patrol, | stopped a
car for running a stop sign and found the
driver to be a very altraclice male
many policemen let attractive women off
with just a warning, | did the same, since
the guy was a real stud. He thanked me
smiled, and said he hoped he would get
stopped by me agan
noliced that my panties were wel and my
cunt was tingling. (Like a true cop, a true
cunt is never off duty!) | remembered his
address and decided o pay
when | got off work

That night | knocked on his door and
really enjoyed the look on his face when he
saw me. | walked in and said, “You hoped
you'd see me again, so | | am." Then |
took off my knee-length coat and really got
a look of surprise from him, as | was still
wearing my uniform —gun and all.

Before he could say anythinc
my knees in front of him, un
As | exposed hig hardening
“You are now my prisoner” anc
member with my Hps, sucking In a frenzy.
He immediately began moaning, and |
used my han ) 2 his shalt and fon-
dle his balls. Quickly, he was to the point of

a0rce

As he drove off, |

mm a call

ngulfed his
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Sometimes
the guys who get hit the hardest
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Time out for Alka-Seltzer.
The sound of fast relief.

It can get pretty rough up there in
the grandstands. Every year spec-
tators are clobbered by hot dogs,
peanuts,popcorn,candy and beer.
And when 15,000 fans begin to
roar, many are hit with pounding
headaches.

That's when you call time out
for Alka-Seltzer. Because the
plop plop, fizz fizz is the sound of
fast relief.

Alka-Seltzer is loaded with —
antacids that instantly break up 8 -3% Read and follow label directions.

Plop plop, fizz fizz.Ohwhatarelief it is! Fast, fast fast.

#us ©1978 Miles Laboratories, Inc.

acid indigestion and bring soothing
relief to your upset stomach.Even
after a couple of those footlong

hot dogs.

And Alka-Seltzer rushes relief
to your aching head with a fast-
acting analgesic.

It isn't often sports fans see
that kind of fast action, so here's
gl .- ourinstant replay: Plop plop, fizz

a8 .. fizz. Oh, what a relief it is.



-
34 PENTHOUSE

s Group, R

303, Blawvel, NY 10913

= Distribted In Canada by BSR [

anadal Lid

Resdale, O e ® Cuantais

sgistered madermark of BSR [LSA] Lid,

no return, and as his scalding jism began
to pour down my throat, | rammed my index
finger into his ass hole, He screamed in
mixed pain and pleasure and fell 1o the
floor.

| then told him it was his turn to pleas
me, but he said it was too soon and .-_1r_“lm|r-
led he couldn’t get it up. | told him to stay
put and went into his Kitchen, returning with
a can of shortening. Then | pushed him
onto his back and knelt over his face so that
he could look up my uniform skirt. | pulled
my nightstick from my belt, stuck it in the
shortening, and told him to do me with il. He
was a little resistant, but after some licking
at his semihard cock, he got in the mood
and slarted to insert the nightstick into my
swollen pussy. Since | often fuck myself
with my nightstick at home, | knew what i
telt like and eagerly awaited it lo be pushed
in at least ten inches. He then began ram-
ming It in and out, and | went to work on his
cock again, which was soon at attention

As usual, the nightstick had immediate
resulls and | was shuddering from having
one orgasm after another. | then stopped
sucking his cock and rammed my tongue
into his ass hole. He got the hint, withdrew
the well-lubricate ck from my cunt, and
slowly pushed it into my ass hole. | sud-
denly had a very intense orgasm and fell
foreward as his cock exploded another
load of come onto the front of my uniform
SKirt.

| then got up and noticed that he still had
that look of surprise on his face. | remov

the nightstick from my ass and returned it to

my pussy, where it would be more comfort-
able to hold while | walked, After lowering
my uniform skirt into place and putting on
my coal, | told my new friend to remember
that police persons have a duly to serve the
public and that | considered my « > duty
done . :

Sorry | can't signthis, but I'd lose my job if
my supervisors found out th put dick
before duty!—Name and ad 2ld

s withhe

Ladies' night in

| read your latest issue and was absolutely
JC|I{_J|!1L‘ i. My clit has been throbbing ever
since!

Now I'd like to share with the rest
readers my maost lustful turn-or
ual, but though | enjoy the f
sliding in and out of my cunt whe
to a big, strapping man, | |:|r_: women the
most appealing. One night last month, |
Ipposedly straight young lady to
spen ut' » night with me after we d gone out
on a double date with two mer 'd just
met (and weren't yet ready to climb in the
sack with). [l was very late, and in New York

/ou don't travel late, alone, if you're a
ming, | guess,

1 your

female. So she stays
that my requ ;
| walched h;" undresst eldid, andil
was marvelous. Her tithes were beautiful
the areola around her nipple brown and
very large. Her nipples must have been an
nch leng, and as pulled off her
sweater, they stitfened up when t ey hit the
slightly der air |, needless o say, was
CONTINUED ON PAGE 200




NINO CERRUTI

presents the touch of spring, smooth as silk, cool as linen, in natural-styled suits that lightly skim the
body. For name of nearest dealer, write: M. Wile & Co., 2020 Elmwood Ave., Buffalo, NY 14240 c1979




Taste three
exquisite
tobaccos.

And one
magnificent
secret.

Imported Sail Aromatic smokes
so0 smooth and easy for a number
of very good reasons. There's the
specially selected Burley, Virginia
and Latakia tobaccos from
around the world. And just as im-
portant there's the 150 year old
secret formula for blending them
together to produce the easiest
smoking Cavendish blend you'll
ever pack in a pipe. Try imported
Sail Aromatic or one of the other
distinctive Sail styles — Regular,
Light Aromatic, and Natural.

Imported from Holland
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Minetree, Nkomo, and Rhodesia

"The Last Days of Rhodesia” and the inter-
view with Joshua Nkoma, both by Harry
Minetree (January 1979), were back-to-
back classics of Soviet-style “disinforma-
tion." If black Rhodesians are so viciously
oppressed, how could the transitional gov-
ernment dare to rely on armed forces that
are made up predominantly of African sol-
diers? Since random assassination, arson,
kidnapping, and the like are standard tac-
tics of insurgents for destroying the popula-
tion's confidence in the central govern-
ment, why should the Selous Scouts do
these things when they could only be as-
sisting the opposition?

Since the diplomatic wizards of Washing-
ton and London seem to be of like mind with
Harry Minetree, the “freedom fighters" will
eventually prevail. The new government of
Zimbabwe will then combine the politics of
Uganda with the human-rights policies of
Cambodia. The killing will begin in earnest,
but—as hostile reporters will not be al-
lowed in Zimbabwe —we will hear little of it
and need not feel any anxiety as we eat our
television dinners.

My most fervent wish would be to send
the Rhodesians several squadrons of
Cobra gunships and two lengths of good,
stout hemp for Messrs. Mugabe and
Nkomo.—J.C. McPherson, Houston, Tex.

| found both your article on Rhodesia and
the Nkomo interview quite interesting al-
though, as usual in American journalism, a
bit one-sided.

Nkomo's assertion that Rhodesia's eco-
nomic sophistication is the result of good
soll and climate is laughable and a typical
example of Third World mentality. Rhode-
sia's broad-based economy was built with
intellect and hard work, and, along with
South Africa, the country remains one of
the few on that continent that can feed it-
self.

It might be added that both countries
have two-parly systems, which initself is an
accomplishment, considering that black
nationalism's grealest achievement has
been black fascism. It should be men-
tioned thatl these so-called white usurpers
who suppressed and subdued the black
man also took Africa out of the Stone Age
with their knowledge. They have as much
right to their land as the Europeans who
settled in America do to theirs, because
they developed it. Minetree also seems to
have rationalized the Russian-Cuban role
on the continent; the nations have
changed, but the imperialist game remains
the same.

From reading the Nkomo interview, one
would suspect that the man wants a peace-
ful transition of power but demands that the
army be completely disarmed as a pre-
condition. It would be interesting to see
how the US. white liberal establishment
would react to the same preconditions re-
garding Israel.

If events continue unabated, with the
United States pandering to the demands of
the black guerrillas, Rhodesia will become
another squalid country, bathed in blood
and run by Cubans, with yet another fat,
black fascist warming a seat in the United
Nations. —Name and address withheld

| thought that Harry Minetree's article "The
Last Days of Rhodesia” was biased and
plain liberal hypocrisy. Rhodesia is the
underdog right now and everyone's favorite
whipping boy, and Minetree just had to take
his swipe.

I've been lo Rhodesia, and I've never
found it to be the terrible place that he
described. It is one of the most friendly,
pro-American countries on this earth, with
some of the finest people |'ve ever met.
Minetree called Rhodesia oppressive, but
the Rhodesians certainly didn't stop him
from writing his article or entering or leaving
the country, If Mr. Minetree wants to write on
oppression, why doesn't he go to the Cen-
tral African Republic, Uganda, or one of the
other completely black-ruled countries? In
those countries he could find oppression.

It's not just Harry Minetree's article that is
disgusting. It is the whole American policy
toward Rhodesia. There is no way the Car-
ter administration can justify trade with
Russia and China, the real oppressors in
this world, while strangling tiny, pro-
American Rhodesia with an economic
boycotl. It's a double standard, and it is
wrang.

lan Smith has mare than lived up to his
part of the Kissinger plan. To ask him to turn
control over to the terrorists not only Is
stupid but also would be suicidal for the
240,000 white people there—and proba-
bly ten times that number of blacks. In this
case, Rhodesia is not the aggressor. —J.8
Kansas City, Mo.

Migrant workers' dissent

As president of the Migrant Workers of
America, | am wriling to rebut Nick Thim-
mesch’s "Advise and Dissent” essay, "Why
We Need lllegal Aliens” (January 1979).
His article does not sit too well with the true
hard workers in agriculture in this country.
Has Mr. Thimmesch ever picked fruit or
vegetables or washed dishes for a living?
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THE SPARKOMATIC SOUND.
CAR STEREO FOR ,
THE TRAVELIN' MAN ‘*
DRIVEN TOPERFECTION.

Sparkomatic car stereo has taken it’s directions  price home components would not be exaggerated.

directly from you, the travelin’ man. The result is a Sparkomatic’s ears of experience have produced

redefinition of sound and style for the auto audiophile. perfection in high performance high fidelity. So if

A new generation of car stereo loaded with high-per-  you’re a travelin’ man looking for the ultimate in

formance high fidelity features. And engineered with  sound, visit a Sparkomatic dealer to see and hear our
_such extraordinarily efficient reception and sound full line of 20 styles from basic models to state-of-

reproduction capabilities that comparison to high the-art High Power dignal units.

T




S8 100. If you’re a travelin’ man who
gets down to basics by going under-dash with
your car sound, Sparkomatic’s continuous play
8-track car stereo installs compactly and easily.
Accurate slide controls for volume, tone and
balance, program selector and program indica-
tor lights are featured. (An under-dash cassette
SS 200, is also available.) The sound of these
Sparkomatic under-dash units is outstanding—
and that’s an understatement.

SR 301. To the travelin’ man who says
car stereo should look and sound sensational,
‘we say Sparkomatic SR 301 cassette AM/FM
stereo (or SR 201 8-track model). They’re
unmatched in eye and ear appeal even by much
higher priced car stereos. And features abound,
like balance and fader controls, FM muting,
rotary controls for volume, tone and tuning,
automatic key-off and push-buiton eiect, lock-
ing fast forward and rewind and 10 watts of
power. If you're into pure listening pleasure,
Sparkomatic talks your language.

S5 100

SR 330. Any travelin’ man with a pas-
sion for performance and a lust for good looks
will respond to Sparkomatic’s auto reverse cas-
sette AM/FM stereo SR 330 (or SR 210 8-
track AM/FM stereo). This is all out car stereo
sound that sits proudly in your dash like a high
performance music machine should. Expect no
less than feather touch electronic controls, sepa-
rate bass, treble, balance and fader adjustability
and an array of cassette handling features.
Under the skin there’s the guts of 12 watts of
power. Whatever you like to hear, Sparkoma-
tic’s got your number here.

SR 301

SR 2400. For the travelin’man in touch
with the times, High Power car high fidelity
should make your adrenalin flow. Sparkoma-
tic’s SR 2400 model digital 8-track AM/FM
stereo with a precise digital clock is super-
charged sound. (Other High Power models also
available). A full 45 watts of clear audio power SR 330
over an incredibly wide dynamic range quali-
fies these stereo machines as the optimum in
auto audio. Highly advanced high fidelity fea-
tures include feather touch electronic controls
for all major functions and sophisticated tape
handling capabilities. When you want to turn
up the power, Sparkomatic is the name to turn
to.

SPAR KOMA"C P o “?"‘.’:"M*.?T'.F_ :

For the Travelin Man..

For our free catalogs on Car Stereo and Car High Fidelity
Speakers , write: “For The Travelin® Man”, Dept. PH,
Sparkomatic Corporation, Milford, PA 18337. SR 2400




THE KONICA AUTOFOCUS.
SO AMALING, IT EVEN SETS
THE FOCUS ITSELF.

There's a revolutionary new camera
that overcomes the last barrier to
guality photography. The Konica AF
autofocus 36 mm camera gets sharp
pictures every time, Autofocus is here!

AUTOFOCUS: ELECTRONIC
FOCUSING

The entire world of picture-
taking has changed with the Konica
AF camera .. world's first 35mm
autofocus camera. This eleclronic
miracle won't let you miss those
once-in-a-lifetime shots. . the kid on
the skateboard, your Little Leaguer's
slide into third base, the fun at the
party—you get it all, perfectly sharp.
No rings to turn, no dials to set.

AUTO EXPOSURE: BRIGHT,
CLEAR PICTURES

You have the further aclvantage
of correct exposure everytime,
automatically and instantly perfect,
thanks to the ingenious Konica
system. No prints are too light, none
are too dark, indoors or out. Proven

high speed Konica Hexanon /2.8
optical glass lens; the programmed
shutter starts at a fast 1/250th of a
second to virtually eliminate
movement blurs.

- AUTOMATIC FLASH:
_ BETTER COLOR

. The built-in "pop-up’ electranic
flash won't let you miss the action.
The exposure is automatically set as
part of the camera's autofocus
system. No bulbs to buy, no setlings
to compute. Use it outdoors toa for
brighter colors in deep shadows

Your Konica dealer wants to
show you one of the most amazing
cameras he has ever been able o
offer He'll promise you sharp, quality
pictures from the
very first roll you
AUTOFOCUS || Shoot with your

' Konica AF See
him today.
pusair !“;.-.'-ur'"l

e
i, R

Konica Camera Compa n\; Woodside N \ 1‘.3/ 7, Burbank, Calif. 91550
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He gives plenty ol reasons why the illegal
alien is needed In this country but still fails
Lo answer the question.

One of the biggest reasons why illegal
aliens are needed in this country is the
difference in the pay they will work for and
what union members will work far on the
jobs thal he meniions

When an alien takes a dollar back to
Mexico, he can get anywhere from fitteen
to twenty-three p
fluctuation of the pe ( (
$1,000, an entire '1v—‘><1 an I—mn v can Ilw
well all winter. | would like to see an Ameri-
can family live for six months on that
amount without any outside h

The conditions for migrant workers have
deteriorated so badly in the last five yDJ!‘:
that many of them are forced to receive
weltare in arder to survive. Those who have
not applied for welfare benelits are finding
t more and more difficult to stay in our jobs
because the {%llll]H_J‘-,«'f%I’.‘:'. dare incredas ngly
gal aliens to work In our p
read most of the same records that
Thimmesch does; so | know where he gets
his information —it all comes from the same
place. But | also get my information out in
the fields

The illegal aliens don't get welfare? How
about the one picked up in California who
oW a $30,000 medical bill, or another
who owed $70,0007 Who do you suppose
paid for this”? The American taxpayer, that's
who. How about th :
lampa, Fla., who was discove
ceiving wellare from three ‘51'—i|
of bleeding for these people,
the facts.

| would like to give you some of the facts
Cnri illustrate how illegal aliens a

'*wnc_mf f

v ontractor in Dundee
Fla., star Ie{i\—, ][ }-mg. rew in gre
thir 1\ cents per ninety-pound box. We have
recor owing that our workers f
picked grapefruil for less than t
3 box in the last five years
me, meanin nm\, raise |

shington Sta apple seasaon,
many growers droppe picking price a
dJI'ar a bin on twenty-five-box bins be
Tere was too much help. So we paid
ng our wage 1.
an the cherry- and apple-
picking price is the same as it was six years
ago. In Medford and Hood River, Oreg., the
pear and apple price in some cases was
dropped anywhere from $1 to $1.50 a bin.
In Milton and Freewaler, Oreg., the prune-
picking price dropped from $15 a bin to
$12 a bin. In Flathead Lake, Mont., the
cherry-picking price went from $2 a box
down to $1.60 a box. All of this while the
price to the consumer keeps going up. And
you, Mr. Thimmesch, preach that we need
illegal aliens?

As time
worse, becal
half of it are the ones getting their articles
published. | would like to invite you, Mr.
Thimmesch, to come ”1 1 me and work with
CONTINUED ON PAGE 180

2s on, things get worse and
1se people who know only the



The computer that revolutionized tape decks
Is now about to revolutionize stereo systems. With
Sharp's SC-8000. The world's most complete
music center. With computer

operations and acts as a timing device. Allowing

you to program the SC-8000 for automatic record-

ing from any source at any pre-selected time and
then switch itself off.

control of the most dazzling R h Sharp’s SC-8000 also
collection of features and \ Insures that you won't miss
functions of any other system Y | any of the highs, lows or
on the market. &' N anything in between. The
Sharp's SC-8000 is a deck touts a low 0.06% wow
computerized receiver/ and flutter, frequency
cassette deck that you can - response of 40-14, 000Hz
actually program to suit your (o (£ 3dB) for ferrichrome tape

musical preferences.

Take control
of your music with Sharp’s
exclusive computer.

The mastermind of the
system is our famous
computer, built right into
the deck. It controls Sharp’s
exclusive Auto Program

and 62dB signal-to-noise
ratio (Dalby* on).

Sharp completes
the ultimate music center.

The SC-8000 is avallable
as a total music system with
the addition of our highly
reliable belt-driven automatic
turntable with a low mass

Locate Device.

With it you can program
the SC-8000 to skip ahead or
back to any song you prefer (up to 19 songs) and
play or replay them automatically. You.can even set
any point on the cassette as the “beginning.”

Specs and features that will impress
your ears—and your friends.

Electronic Tape'and Second Counting tell you
how much tape or time you have left. And a built-in
digital quartz clock displays timed-programming

S"'shaped tonearm and two
Sharp Tri-Bass Accelerator
speakers. So you can bring all
this wonderful music vibrantly to life.

See your Sharp dealer soon and ask him to
show you the stereo system with the mind of a
computer and the heart of
a musician. Or write
Sharp Electronics Corparation,
Dept. PP, 10 Keystone Place,
Paramus, New Jersey 07652
for more information.

*Dotty 1 & registered trademark of Do

SHARP

by Latiaratore

THE FIRST STERED SYSTEM
WITH THE MIND OF A GOMPUTER AIIII THE
HEART OF A MUSIGIAN.




e Stop worrying! People do
develop frustrations from not having enough sex
(most likely those people who think up
words like nymphomaniac), but I've never heard
of the opposite case being true.®

NATRATIONANDIR

CALME MADAN

XAVIERA'S LETTER

OF THE MONTH

I'm a twenty-seven-year-old
woman with a pretty face and
an attractive body. I'm not
naive about the power of my
body, but ! rarely flaunt it or de-
liberately tease a man with it.

My ex-husband is a different
malter altogether.

Bruce and | have been di-
vorced for several months, and
he has been seeking a recon-
ciliation for nearly thal entire
periad. | have no desire or in-
tention of going back to him,
but I do allow him to visit me at
my apartment several times
a week. | happen to know,
through the grapevine, that he
has not had a single date since
we sphit, which was at least four
manths ago. | cut him off at
least three weeks before we
separated. So for the past five
maonths the poor man has gone
—quite crazy —without pussy.

The fast time that he came by to talk and visit, | hurriedly stripped
down to bra and panties and greeted him at the door. Bruce
seemed shocked and surprised to see me so0, but | casually
mentioned that he had seen me naked for over three years and that
I was just about to take a shower. | sat myself on the couch, and he
sat in the chair opposite me. My bra and panties were nearly
transparent, and he made an effort to keep his eyes oif the goodies
as we lalked. | soon allowed my legs to become a bit immodestly
spread, and his eyes flickered back and forth to the object that
women have tormented men with since the beginning of time. The
extended period of his celibacy showed plainly on his face, and |
could see the oulline of his erection through his pants. The free-
and-easy sex that Bruce had anticipated had obviously not
materialized, and | knew how frustrated he must be. | was sure that
he haa eased his burden by masturbation, but that is a poor
substitute for the pleasure he knew lay just beneath my panties. |
volunteered to make us a cup of coffee and walked slowly to the

kitchen, giving him ample op-
portunity to examine my beau-
tiful backside.

| soon returned with the cof-
fee tray and bent to place it on
the table in front of Bruce. |
bent a litife lower than neces-
sary, giving Bruce a madden-
ing view of my thirty-six C's.
The effect of this little ploy was
quite noticeable, as Bruce's
hands shook and trembled
while he fixed his coffee. | re-
sumed my not-quite-ladylike
position across from Bruce
and returned his stare with a
mocking gaze. He soon began
his familiar theme of reconcilia-
tion, though on this occasion |
detected quite a bit of anxiety
inhis voice. The tease was hav-
ing its effect on him. | laughed
and told Bruce that | had no
interest in reconciliation and
that I'd recently begun dating
a man whom | was very inter-
ested in. Bruce couldn't help
asking whether | was sleeping with the man, and | informed him
that | had slept with him on several occasions but that it was frankly
none of his business.

Bruce then asked if | would consider going to bed with him far
old times' sake. | pretended to consider the question quite care-
fully before saying na. | told him that | was sexually satisfied with
my new life-style and that allowing him into my bed would only
make it more difficult for him to turn loose. Then | said that | was
sympathetic to his plight and cruelly suggested that a “hobby"
might help keep his mind off sex. His face reddened at that remark,
but | knew he had lost his pride when he suggested that | remove
my ungerwear and allow him just to look at my naked body. | said
that that would only warsen his misery, but he persisted, and | was
secretly glad to relent. | reached back and slowly unfastened my
bra and shrugged the cups off my breasts, which are large, firm,
and pink at the nipple. Bruce's mouth dropped open. He licked his
lips and leaned forward in his chair, absolutely mesmerized. |

Allinquiries 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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laughed softly and allowed my breasts to
sway and bob before his gaze. Bruce's
erection was now abave his beltline, and |
knew that his cock wauld soon begin to
calise him some real misery. He now
hoarsely reminded me of my promise to
remove my panties. | again reminded him
of the further frustration it could cause, but
he insisted. | shrugged, stood, and slipped
the bottoms off. | stood before hirm with my
pussy at his eye level and only about two
leet away. His face lurned crimson, and he
began to beg and whine for a fuck.

I should have put my panties back on
immediately, but | found myself enjoying his
torture. | sat back down on the couch and
treated him to a sight he had not seen in
almost hatf a year. | spoke very coolly and
logically, in contrast to his hoarse whimpers
and rationalizations. | had teased men be-
fore I married Bruce, | admit, but watching
the deserved suffering of my ex-husband
was a new thrill. | laughed at his lewd sug-
gestions and allowed my knee to sway
shightly from side to side, alternately show-
ing and hiding my delicious womanhood.
Bruce had too much pride left to go into the
bathroom to refieve himself.

| then stood and retrieved my bra and

-panties. | truthfully couldn't stand his
hoarse stutterings. | bent from the waist
and allowed my breasts to swing into their
cups, teasing Bruce by staring at him
sweelly as | packed the breasts away and
reached back and locked them into place. |

stepped into my panties and siowly drew
them into position, deliberately reaching
down and adjusting the crotch area to my
comfort. Bruce stood and took one [ast,
long look befare leaving.

I'm not necessarily proud of what | did,
but he had earned it, believe me. We girls
do have our little ways of getting even
somelimes, don't you agree?—K L.

Yes, we do. And so do men, and they're
called rapists. Some company you're in!
There are better ways to get one's rocks off.

SATIN SEDUCTION

My wife and | read the story about the
couple in their forties who could have sex
frequently because the man gat hot from
the leeling of satin on his penis. | became
addicted to satin when | was fifteen. A
couple moved onto my block. James, the
husband, was a pro-foothall player, and he
becarme my hero. | spent a lot of time at
their house when he was home, and he put
me on a strict training program so | could
make the school team.

Lenore, his wife, was a big, beautiful
woman, and | was very attracted to her.
Anyway, James's reserve unit was called
up for Korea; and before he left, he made
me promise to keep up my training and to
look after Lenore, That summer | ran er-
rands for Lenore and worked out in his
weight room.

One afternoon Lenore invited me in for a

"Haw would you like your check . .. in monthly installments?"
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glass of pop. While we were drinking, a
song came on the radio, Lenore’s favorite.
She made me dance with her, because
James would have wanted me to; and as
we danced, Lenore puiled me up tight and
put her hand en my shoulder. | could feel
her breasis rubbing against me. | tried to
back away, as | was embarrassed that she
might feel my erection, but she put her
hand on the small of my back and pulled
me in. Finally, the song ended, and Lenore
asked me fo come into her bedroom and
help her turn their matiress. When we got
into the bedroom, she took her dress off so
that it wouldn't get dirty. My eyes almaost
popped out when | saw the beautiful, pow-
der blue satin slip she was wearing. Her big
breasts were sticking over the top of the
ship, and I froze, just staring at them. Lenore
assured me she knew some ways to make
me develop into a man, and she asked me
to remove all my clothes while she went to
get a measuring tape. So | stripped.
When she returned, she was wearing a
long, pink satin nightgown that shimmered
and glistened in the sunlight. She stood in
frant of me, reaching around my back to
measure my chest. Her bady and mght-
gown rubbed against my penis, and the
sensation was so unbelievable that | felt
light-headed. She picked up the slip she
had been wearing and had me put it on so
that the satin was against my body. This
done and my head spinning, Lenore
walked me to the bed and told me to lie
dgown. She guided my hand bstween her
fegs, showing me how to rub her clitoris,
and slowly inserted my finger. She then
popped out one of her tits and had me suck
it. She began to rotate her hips while she
moved my hand faster. After she came, Le-
nore guided my head with her hands and
had me gently suck her lips while she told
me how to use my tongue, She then put my
hands on her breasts and asked me to
massage them. She didn't have o tell me
anything twice. | was more than ready for
her instructions, and the feeling of the satin
slip over my penis as | moved against the
mallress was incredible. After | came, she
told me that | had had my "first lesson.”
Over the next twenty-two months | spent
about 90 percent of my time with Lenore.,
She taught me everything | know about sex.
| took to wearing hall-slips under my shorts
so I could always have a partial erection,
When James returned, he was really
proud of my development and he and Le-
nore would come to all the football games,
where, more often than not, | was playing
my heart out for Lenore. His help and Le-
nore’s offside lraining helped me get a
scholarship, and they 'd both come to all the
college home garmes. While James was out
celebrating my wins with his friends, Le-
nore and | would celebrate in the motel,
Unfortunately, James became a real lush
and was killed in an auto accident while |
was still at the university. | spent a lot of time
with Lencre the summer after his death,
and | convinced her that thirteen years’ dif-
ference wouldn't make much difference in
our relatronship. We made plans to marry



after | graduated the following June.

After | got a job, we married and soon
adopted two children. We 've been married
for twenty-two years, and Lenore is as sexy
as ever. We still have sex four to five times a
week, but | attribute part of my sexual drive
to the fact that satin helps to arouse me. |
recommend that any man whao feels that his
drive isn't what it should be try wearing
satin slips around the house —the re-

generative powers of this unreal material |

are amazing!—VS§.

Oh for the days when women didn't wear
those passion-killing panty hose! Have you
also tried satin or silk sheets? Give it a try
The material slithers and slides and is very
sensual. The only problem s that the pil-
lows sometimes fly off the bed when you
really get down to business

LACY LADY

I've had a fendness for lingerie for years,
and | truly felt I'd never meet the one lady
who would satisfy my longing for a lacy, trilly
lover.

Last week, while traveling in the Midwest,
| met a lovely woman in a cocklail lounge.
As it turned out, we were both just killing
some time, and alter a few drinks we had a
quiet dinner. Luann and | agreed that a
nightcap at her place would finish off the
evening. | was acting very cool and com-
posed untit we got into my car and her skirt
rode up, revealing a pretty slip. Luann
asked me whether something was wrong,
and ! blushingly commented that she had
preity legs. Laughing, she said that she
sold franchises for intimale lingerie and
that she had just come from a meeting. "/
hope you don't think I'm screwy, but | enjay
lingerie, both wearing it and selling
feminine things.” Our eyes met, and |/
floored the gas pedal. | knew | had found
my dream worman

In minutes we were at her apartment, and
the show started. After she fixed a few
drinks, | had my lingere lesson in spades.
Asking me to relax on the couch, Luann
went into the bedroom and returned 1n a
long, see-through gown and high heels
and carrying a large sample case. "Let me
maodel and explain ingerie to you, and then
we'll make love, okay?" she asked. Drool-
ing, | agreed, and we started. She slipped
off her gown and stood proudly in her four-
inch high heefs and opened her sample
case to show me panties. | chose a pair of
light blue, transparent briefs with a molded
seam in the back. She was happy with my
choice, because that panty would show off
each cheek of her prelty ass at its best. My
prick was bursting as she pulled the pan-
lies over her long, preity legs. Bras came
next-—there were all kinds and colors. We
chose: a natural-cup, plunge-neckliine,
transparent blue camisole with white lace
trim. She smiled as she mentioned that it
was a hard bra to wear when you were huflt
farge but that, after all, I was running the
show. She bent over slightly as she put her
beautiful tits into the blue satin. Next, she

put on a pair of seamed, off-black stock- |
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ings with a blue-and-white lace garier. |
was near the bursting point. Piclure a
womarn in her late thirties, about five feet
nineinches, with long, auburn hair, 36-D tits
straining to burst out of a transparent blue
bra, !he same materal nipping in her waist,
and eight lacy garters pulling and straining
at her black stockings. It was really a fan-
tasy come true. Luann continued to try on
her lingerie for me until | couldn't stand it
anymore. We ended up making love well
inta the morning hours, with a warehouse of
panties and bras strewn around us.—BED,

As you see, sexy lingerie is quite en vogue.
How lucky you were to have encountered a
traveling saleslady attired in your favorite
merchandise! A better fantasy you could
not have enacted. | just hope that other
ladies in silk panties wan't now disappoint
you. And how about all those other women
who like to wear simple, plain white cotton?
You might try a few trysts with these
females, too. After all, a little normalcy
makes the finer things in life just that much
finer.

TRY ANYTHING THRICE

I'm thirty years old, married eight years,
and the mother of two children. My sexual
experiences were limited to only one other
person before | married, and | never
reached a climax before | slept with my
husband, David, Qur sex life was super
right after we married, and | was willing to

“experiment,” as David puts it. We tried oral
sex, but | couldn’t do it after the first time.
My husband buys me sexy underwear, and
['ve allowed him to take pictures of me in it;
but it makes me uncomfortable, and | re-
fuse to wear it under my clothes when we
go out, because l's just not me. We have
had sex in strange places, and at other
times David has had intercourse with me
after things like vibratars, candles, or wine
bottles have been pushed intome as a form
of foreplay. Even though some of these ex-
periences have produced devastating
climaxes, I'm not comfortable with the
thought of having sex for animal pleasure
rather than for making love,

My main problem is that in the last few
yedrs my sex drive has diminished, and we
now make love only once a month. Mean-
while, David's “experiment” requests are
coming more and more often and becom-
ing more abrasive and demanding as time
goes on. | have stopped having anything
but straight sex with him, but there is a
constant pressure to try vibrators or wear
crotchless panties out dancing or let him
take pictures of me playing with myself-
the list goes on and on.

What should | do? | enjoy making love to
David, but once a month seems to be alf |
require, and his drive is bottomless. I'm
afraid if | begin to submit to his wishes, it will
only lead to a series of bigger and more
unrealistic demands, such as public exhi-
bitionism or group sex or even shaving off

my pubic hair. | hope you have some sort of
solution or compromise that | can live
with.—M.B.G.

It seems you had a lot of calching up to do
after you got married. Please read the two
previous letters; they might give you a bet-
ter understanding of your husband's
wishes and desires. Do realize that there is
a difference between experiments and
perversions. People will certainly disagree
an this matter—where one ends and the
other begins—but | must say that you
husband's ideas regarding sexual experi-
ments are not all that kinky. Remember, oral
sex was once considered an unspeakable
perversion.

You use the word "experiments"” in a de-
rogatory sense, as though some horrible
demand were being made upon you, It
seems, however, that you enjoyed the use
of the vibrator. So what's wrong with that?
On one point you're right, however: bottles
are not made for insertion into the human
body. They can break and cause consider-
able damage. Also, yaur vagina can con-
ceivably suck oul the air from inside a bot-
tle. This is called embolism and can result
in your death. Stick to vibrators and dildos
and cocks.

Is shaving your pubic area so perverse?
Different, maybe, but not perverse. | had
mine shaved a week ago by a horny young
lover who got the biggest erection perform-
ing his unique task, It was a rather interest
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You touch a few buttons.

The Accuglide® Spindle gently lowers the record on
the platter without dropping it, like a record elevator.

A computerized track selector lets you hear the tracks you like, in any order you like, even skip the
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You won't believe your eyes or your ears.
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WHICH NEW HIGH BIAS
TAPE WINS WITH MAHLER’S
FOURTH SYMPHONY?

Choose eight measures of Mahler's Fourth
that are really rich in the high frequencies.
The type of passage that high bias tapes are
designed for.

Record it on your favorite high bias cassette,
using the Chrome/CrQ: setting. Then again
on new MEMOREX HIGH BIAS.

Now play back the tapes.
We're convinced you'll have a new favorite.

New MEMOREX HIGH BIAS is made with
an exclusive ferrite crystal oxide formulation.
No high bias tape delivers greater high
frequency fidelity with less noise. plus truer
response across the entire frequency range.

In short. you can't find a high bias cassette
that gives you truer o WE
reproduction. >l

MEMOREX

Recording Tape and Accessories. o]
Is it live, or is it Memorex?

Original manuscript sketch for the ﬁrst :
movement of Gustav Mahler's Fourth

Symphony. Courtesy of The Newberry
Lrbrary, Chrcago

SRR, Memorex .C paration, '




FUTURE TEGH.
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with an accelerator pump for
quick throttle response. An
engine of technological
sophistication bred from
Honda's Eurcpean en-
durance road racers, World
Champions in '76, '77 and
'78. The design—stream-
lined, sculpted and very sexy.

O

Always wear a helmet and
eye protection. For free
brochure, please write:
American Honda Motor
Company, Inc., Department
PT49F, Box 50, Gardena, CA
90247 See the Yellow Pages
for your nearest Honda
dealer, ©1979 AHM.

Prepare yourself for a totally
new experience. The 1979
Honda CB750F. Its power
comes from the new 749 cc
four-cylinder, double over-
head cam engine. Four
valves per cylinder offer freer
breathing and moare rpm.
Four constant-velocity carbs

S

Theride of the CB750F we
can't show you. But, we can
tell you what to expect. It's a
ride far out of the ordinary, far
ahead of the pack. Are you
ready for the future? First
step is a visit to your Honda
motorcycle dealer for a
closer look at the CB750F
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A DIM IOOK AT A DULL LIFE

BY EMILY PRAGER

ife magazine is back, not only on the stands but also on the tube,

with a fancy ad campaign and a snappy slogan that arrogantly

proclaims, “Nothing is bigger than Life." Is it true? Is nothing
bigger than the new Life magazine? That, of course, depends on how
small you are. But spiritual perspectives aside, there is one thing that is
definitely bigger, and thatis any copy of the old Life magazine. Oh—and
also a breadbox. One thing that is definitely not bigger is the world view
of the person who made up that silly slogan,

Would that they had spent the money for the ad campaign on the
product! A glance at the new Life shows a New Seventies, son-of-New
York-magazine format: lots of borders, typefaces, and weirdly angled
layouts, and more well-defined white space than is found in Rhodesia
and South Africa combined. All of this is designed to give the new cheap
and tawdry look to that old, clear-and-classy format that served so well
for over fifty years.

But even the old familiar look wouldn't help the amalgam of lesser
skills and UPI pickups that the present Life editors would have us
believe is the new photojournalism, The November 1978 issue would
make Margaret Bourke-White voluntarily drink developing fluid, were
she alive to see it. It's her good luck that she isn't.

A quick rundown of one typical issue's features: (1) “Israel's Sacrifice
in the Sinai," a poignant story by no means told in pictures. Without the
text, and just looking at the stills, it could be entitled, “Rabbis Picnic Near
Oil Refinery”; (2) a spread of giant pandas at the Washington Zoo, all
slightly out of focus; (3) a set of shots of joggers, skaters, and tango
dancers in the U.S.A., which | at first mistook for a Coca-Cola ad; (4) a
fashion layout so primitive that it
looks like a series of Wanted shots
on a post office bulletin board. (5) A
herd of giraffes, once again slightly
out of focus; (6) a pictorial entitled
“75 Years of Flight,” tracing the
evolution of the airplane as it ap-
peared in, and could be reprinted at
very low cost from, issues of the old
Life; (7) and, last but not least, from
photographer Lennart Nilsson, the
man who gave us those stunning in-
trauterine portraits, a fine array of
microphotographs of deep cavities,
unbrushed teeth, and raw tooth
nerves. Well, what can a man do
after he's photographed a living fe-
tus? Really, it's all downhill after that.

No, but seriously, the new Life is
sad. It looks cheap and badly pro-
duced, and nothing is bigger than the
disappointment you'll feel when you
read a recent issue.

As for the new Look magazine, it's

who can remember the old Look? Also, it seems to have more
funding—and to be concerned with events that actually happened in the
recent past, or at least with trivia you might need for succeeding at a
cocktail party, such as: “Boyhood Letters of J.FK.” “First Pictures
inside Russia's Psychiatric Prisons,” and a whole slew of shots of
women marines in combat training. The word relevant comes to mind,
and if Look is relevant enough, maybe it might last six months. But only
six months—certainly no longer.

The resurgence of Life and Look brings to mind an old Hollywood
adage: Only Jesus Christ can make a successful comeback, and even
He had a hell of a time doing it. Cynical maybe, but in this no-frills world
where an American dollar couldn't buy a Tokyo bum a decent cup of
coffee, they tell us there’s no place for artin mass-market publishing. It's
too expensive, too risky. A man without a minicam is doomed, a jour-
nalistic anachronism, unaffordable.

Not that magazines aren’t having a boom. There's a rag for every
race, creed, color, and fetishistic preference. But magazines, like young
women arriving in New York to be models, come and go with alacrity.
Some never make it out of the Port Authority Bus Terminal.

In recent years the one exception to this seems to be People, the
magazine for personnel managers, P.R. men, and idiots who regard
press releases as gospel. Does Tatum O'Neal really date Michael
Jackson? Will Angie and Burt reunite ? Will Dinah and Burt reunite? And
how about Strom Thurmond having a thirty-two-year-old wife? Does that
put you under or what? Everybody loves People, and if you can call it
reading, everybody reads People. (And, of course, there is also its pilot
fish, Us, the magazine for peaple

who don't feel worthy enough for
People.) All this, of course, is fully
understandable. Gossip sheets
have been around at least since Cic-
ero and probably were a hot item in
the Euphrates Valley.

So, itis not the monetary and liter-
arysuccess of People thatis disturb-
ing, nor is it unreasonable that all
magazines should aspire to achieve
that same success. What is pathetic,
and a gloomy harbinger of our times,
is the universal attempt to make
every new magazine that appears,
regardless of its subject matter or
market, look and read exactly like
People. It's the old Jaws Il syn-
drome: if they bought it once, they'll
buy it again. Down with content, up
with marketing statistics. Plastic
flowers are just as good as real ones.
They look the same, and they never
die on you. Only a perfectionist
would notice the difference.

in a much better position. Aifter all,
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theatrical revue used to

mean yards of gorgeous,

leggy, half-naked show

girls traipsing down a Joseph
Urban staircase, waving feathers
and fans and things. Those opulent
Follies, Scandals, Vanities, Gam-
bols, and Gaieties of the twenties
and thirties also conjure up giddy
visions of Bea Lillie and W. C.
Fields cavorting in racy comedy
routines, of Helen Morgan and
Eddie Cantor introducing new
songs by Irving Berlin and Rodgers
and Hart. Time was when the
revue meant a very specific gener-
ic form of musical-comedy theater
that was witty, bawdy, and brilliant.
Nowadays a revue usually
means a small-scaled, modestly
budgeted song anthology per-
formed by a tiny cast that may also
add a little patter and dance —and
then again, may not. At its best, the
contemporary bijou-revue is an
engaging trifle, suitable for stuffing
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The cast of Eubie!: you sense that something is missing.

up the gaps between Real Broad-
way Musicals. At its worst, it is a
cheap way for a hustling producer
to try to turn a fast buck. What-

_ever—the revue a la mode mo-

derne is a new musical twist.

Ain’t Misbehavin', an anthol-
ogy of Fats Waller songs that took
Broadway by storm last season,
puts the new revue's best foot for-
ward. If this still-evolving musical
form may be said to have specific
generic elements, this show has
got almost all of them: solid musi-
cal material, intelligent arrange-
ments of same, custom-tailored
choreography, high style, and an
unusually talented cast versatile
enough to carry off all of the above.

What Ain't Misbehavin® ain't got
is a book—not even narrative
bridges between numbers. Its cre-
ators insist that this is no oversight
but a deliberate signature element
of this new musical form, which
Luther Henderson, the show's mu-
sical director, has christened "the
revusical."

Maybe. When you're being daz-
zled by Andre De Shields snake-
hipping his way through “The Vi-
per's Drag,” or Nell Carter telling
it to you with "Mean to Me," you
hardly notice the lack of narrative.
But, as with agourmet meal served
without wine, you eventually sense
thal something is missing.

The fragile nature of the new-
fangled revue is much more obvi-
ous in shows of lesser guality, in
which some of the key movable
parts aren't moving —or aren't
there. In Eubie!, for instance.

Although Eubie! is a blatant
rip-off of the Ain't Misbehavin'

style and format, it just isn't in the
same league. It has some abso-
lutely spiffy dance numbers featur-
ing tappers Gregory Hines and his
brother, Maurice, but in other mu-
sical respects the show is a pale
carbon. Compared with the in-
spired slide-piano music of Fats
Waller, the ragtime sound of Eubie
Blake just doesn't cut it for a full-

Fields had musical merit up and
down. Since the lady in question
wrote the lyrics for about 400
songs, composed by the likes of
Jerome Kemn, Jimmy McHugh, and
Arthur Schwartz, it wasn't exactly
necessary to beat the bushes to
find solid material for the revue.
What eluded everybody was
style. Kelly Bishop, the sultry

Nell Carter and Ken Page in Ain't Misbehavin': a new musical twist

length anthology. Whatever evolu-

tions the “revusical’ may go

through in the future, there's one
irreplaceable ingredient: only the
best musical material.

Of course, even with the sweet-
est sounds this side of heaven, a
revue still can't get off the ground if
it lacks style: something classy,
something that struts —an attitude.

The Manhattan Theater Club,
which developed the original
bandbox version of Ain't Misbe-
havin' in its cabaret theater, came
up with another prospect this sea-
son in A Lady Needs a Change.
This tribute to lyricist Dorothy

dancer who won a Tony Award as
the wisecracking Sheila in A
Chorus Line, stroked just the right
note of sophisticated wit. But it's
hard to get excited about a show
with little dazzle and less dance
and with no consistent attitude to-
ward the songs it's supposedly
saluting. If Lady hopes to follow
Ain't Misbehavin' to Broadway, it
will have to shape up. The revue
form only looks easy.

But that doesn't seem to stop
anybody who wants to get into the
act. Yet another revue has been
announced for Broadway, this one
based on the songs of Harry War-



ren. You remember Harry Warren.
Sure, you do. Although not exactly
a household-word composer, the
eighty-five-year-old Warren has
written a heap of songs, mostly for
the movies, during his fifty-year ca-
reer.

The new revue has already been
dubbed Lullaby of Broadway,
after the famous ditty Warren wrote
for Golddiggers of 1935, In addi-
tion to the maternial he supplied for
all those Busby Berkeley—Warner
Brothers spectacles of the thirties,
Warren also wrote “On the Atchi-
son, Topeka, and the Santa Fe" for
Judy Garland, "Chattanooga Choo
Choo"” for Glenn Miller, “You'll
Never Know' for Alice Faye, and
about a zillion other hummers for
the likes of Fred Astaire, Bing
Crosby, Al Jolson, and Doris Day.

Although people are still marvel-
ing at the “sudden populanty of
this new musical genre, the mod-
em revue has been evolving for at
least live years. Actually, Jacques
Brel Is Alive and Well and Living
in Paris started the ball rolling ten
years ago. when Jacques Brel re-
ally was alive and well, etc. —but it
took the theater a while to get the
message.

The new musical trend evolved,
in part, from an artistic need for raw
material. For reasons that still
elude us, the energy that went into
rock music never made it to
Broadway. After the promise of
Hair, which was ten long years ago,
the young soundsmiths turned
their tails and never looked back on
the theater. Deprived of original
musical material, theater produc-
ers naturally started raiding their

Beatlemania with fo

own historical cupboards

The new revue also grew out of
an economic necessity. Five years
ago Broadway was hit hard by the
recession, just like everything else.
Grosses were still high and a hit
was still a hit, but the number of
new shows shrunk to an ominous
low. (There were only thirty-five
productions in 1973-74.) Mount-
ing production costs scared pro-
ducers off the traditional specta-
cle-musical, and the "intimate”
musical came into vogue. Most
significant of all, a lot of theaters
were dark on Broadway.

Into the gap rode lhe stars,
batches of them, to fill the empty
theaters with solo concert shows.
Most of these were classed-up
versions of nightclub acts, but, mi-
raculously, Broadway audiences
lapped them up. Frank Sinatra,
Neil Diamond, Bette Midler,
Sammy Davis, Liza Minnelli,
Diana Ross, Shirley MacLaine,
Barry Manilow, and the rest of
the troops invaded the turf and
prospered.

To Broadway's amazement, au-
diences did not seem to miss the
traditional theater musical and all
ils gaudy parts. A star and some
good music seemed to be enough
With the new. intimate musicals,
you didn't even need stars. Shows
like Side by Side by Sondheim
and Me and Bessie did very
nicely, thank you, with raw music,
stylishly delivered by miniscule
casts of savvy professionals.

And then, lo! it was observed
that even the pros were expend-
able. Composers and lyricists
started performing their own mate-

ir clones: the ultimate light-show:

Boh Fosse's Dancin. a revue that substitutes dance for song

rial, cutting out the middlemen, so
to speak. Shows like A Party with
Comden and Green and Sammy
Cahn's Words and Music did
okay on Broadway with the music
makers themselves plus a piano
and a few potted plants for backup.
Off-Broadway the Manhattan The-
ater Club's Cabaret still rolls mer-
rily along with "evenings with ...
Richard Maltby, Martin Charnin,
and such,

Once the trend took hold, even
legit Broadway musicals began to
look like overscaled revues. Long-
forgotten (one hopes) shows like A
Musical Jubilee and Music!
Music! told the story straight out in
their titles. Other
shows made a
calculated effort
to disguise their bare
bones.

The Act, which was
essentially Liza Minnelli's
new nightclub act, hid the fact
behind a shabby little book. Beat-
lemania is the ultimate light-show
for a rock concert, performed by
four clones. Bubbling Brown
Sugar, an anthology of great black
music from the twenties, had an
asinine book that only got in the
way, as lettuce gets in the way of a
great sandwich.

Only Dancin' pulled a switch on
the formula. Bob Fosse's new mu-
sical not only does away with tradi-
tional elements like book and
character but also substitutes
dance song. So far it's Broadway's
first and only dance revue.

Vicki Frederick in Dancin

The musical spectacle is back
on Broadway. But the revue shows
no sign of dying out. If anything, it's
becoming increasingly fashiona-
ble. Ain't Misbehavin' won the Tony
Award for best musical last sea-
son, and that's about as respecta-
ble as you can get.

But sooner or later, Broadway
will probably find out that the revue
can't go on forever in its current
form. Not when people are paying
twenty dollars a clip for a form of
entertainment that, even at its
most agreeable, is still missing
some essential nuts and bolts.
Someday, the penny's gonna
drop.—Marilyn Stasio

Martha Swope

1a Swope
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,ﬂ hen Michael Cimino's
" The Deer Hunter

played for a week at
the end of 1978, mainly so that it
would be eligible for last year's
best-film awards (the New York
Film Critics promptly gave it their
best-film award), critical opinion
was divided, to say the least. Some
reviewers found it great—literally
the American masterwork of the
decade. Some reviewers found it
god-awful. | found myself, as
usual, right in the middle. So this
will be a mixed notice, what the
show-biz paper Variety, when it
used to review the reactions of re-
viewers, would always list as “no
opinion"—as if having more than
one kind of thought amounted to
having no thoughts at all.

Now that the film is opening for
real, you can form your own opinion
or no opinion. Don't be surprised if
you find yourself torn several ways
at once. The Deer Hunter virtually
demands several responses—all
within one viewer.

Everything about the film pro-
motes this: its extraordinary run-
ning time (over three hours), its
range of settings (from Pennsylva-
nia to Southeast Asia, and with
several semimythical landscapes
in between), its ambitious subject
(what happened to us in Vietnam),
and its mixing of visual experience,
which will give you one moment
splendid ceremony and the next
some of the bloodiest violence you
are likely to see on the screen.

The story concerns three bud-
dies, young steelworkers, who,
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sometime late in the 1960s, full of
patriotism and naiveté, go off to
fight in Vietnam. Eventually, one of
them (John Savage) returns minus
an arm and two legs. A second
(Robert De Niro), the group's
leader, returns whole —but chas-
tened. The third (Christopher Wal-
ken) doesn't return. He stays on in
Saigon to play, for money, a deadly
game of Russian roulette thal he
and his friends had been forced to
leamn as prisoners of the Vietcong
some time before. The scenes of
captivity are at the center of the
violence, which is immediate, de-
tailed, and very intense, but they
don't occupy much of the movie.
Most of The Deer Hunter is given

does this. However, The Deer
Hunter does it to such a degree
that “pattern” begins to look like a
subslitute for, rather than an ac-
cess to, meaning. The film is by
turns tender and chilling. But I'm
not sure it ever makes sense.

That's not to deny its virtues. In
places it is tremendously exciting,
economical, action filmmaking—
try the Vietnam river-escape se-
quence for a stunning example.
The film's ceremonies—above
all, the hour-long wedding se-
quence—sometimes achieve a
surface richness that nearly per-
suades you that something is going
on behind the massively structured
rituals on the screen.

Robert DeNiro and Mery! Streep in Vietnarm drama: a time for rituals

over to ceremony, of several kinds:
a Russian Orthodox, lower-mid-
dle-class wedding and reception
for one of the three pals, with which
the film begins; a deer hunt the day
following, an elemental confronta-
tion between man and animal,
hunter and prey; a funeral near the
end; and even the game of Rus-
sian roulette, virtually institution-
alized as a metaphor throughout
the movie.

The film's way of dealing with
experience is to pattern it. All art

Surely something is going on,
but probably not the vast panorama
of American experience from the
1960s into the 1970s that seems to
be intended. For all its contempo-
rary modishness, The Deer Hunter
betrays a close relation to those
Hollywood blockbusters of a few
dozen years ago that were called
“epics” and that adjusted so much
of world history to the demands of a
melodramatic, romantic plot. The
plot formula has changed. For
example, there's no indication at

the end that the hero gets the girl,
and there's very little indication
that he even wants her. But the er-
satz epic sweep remains—even
down to some tracking shots
across Saigon in its last fiery
hours, shots that look like great-
grandnieces to the burning of At-
lanta in Gone with the Wind.

Some of the people involved in
all of this have been curiously han-
dled. De Niro, the hunter whose
belief in killing with one bullet be-
comes an all-purpose symbol for
the movie, plays with such inward-
ness as to be at times inpenetra-
ble. And Walken, as the sensitive,
doomed life-gambler of Vietnam,
seems perpetually out of place —
whether at the steel mill or the
corner tavern at home or as the
doped-up mascot of the vice lords
of Saigon. They are both accom-
plished actors, and they are both
underused in a drama that doesn't
seem quite willing to acknowledge
that the love between them is the
most important thing in their lives.
Much better is Mery| Streep, as the
hometown girl whose picture they
both carry in their wallets and
whom neither, finally, is willing to
claim. It's a fairly conventional roie:
drab, pathetic, but deeply realized
by a wonderful actress new to film.
Whenever she appears, she
seems to push the movie toward a
deeper kind of humanity. Perhaps
the best you can say about The
Deer Hunter, despite all its preten-
sions, is that it pays attention to the
humane stratagems its leading ac-
tress has devised for it.

Superman has a bit in common
with The Deer Hunter —length, for
one thing, though forty minutes
less of it. Aspirations toward heroic
stature, for another, though its com-
ic-book hero could never have
heard of Vietnam. And something
that goes with length and heroism:
a sense of amplitude, of being
large enough to handle all sorts of
actions and attitudes —and with
them a rather imposing bundle of
loose ends. Everybody has noticed
that the beginning of Superman
doesn't fit with the conclusion, that
Superman’s origins on Krypton
and his early life in Smallville,
U.S.A., project a seriousness that



Director Michael Cimino with DeNiro: the making of an ersatz epic.

doesn't continue into his struggle in
Metropolis against the comic crim-
inal Lex Luthor. But where The
Deer Hunter's discontinuities pro-
mote confusion, Superman’s con-
form to type.

The “type” isn't confined to a
two-hour-twenty-three-minute
movie. This movie is just for starts,
There will be another movie (al-
ready shot) and perhaps another
and another —until you have'a very
long adventure story. With all that
length, you can then accept a
sober side for the Man of Steel, and
a comic side, and have both sides
casually alternate instead of jarring
with one another for not conforming
to some strict notion of dramatic
decorum. Most people seem wil-
ling to accept one half of Super-
man but to reject the other. | like
both. | think it's by turns an impos-
ing, genuinely clever, touching,
even charming movie. But it's
never all those things at the same
time.

Not to spoil anybody's good
time, but Superman, almost
necessarily, is a challenge to one's
intelligence. Since you know its his-
tory and also that it's nonsense
and —despite all the merchandis-
ing hype—a myth not likely to be
revitalized, the test comes in know-
ing how to preserve it without em-
balming it, in having fun with it
without kidding it out of all recogni-
tion or dignity. | can't give all the
major credits, but for starts director
Richard Donner and writers David
and Leslie Newman and Robert
Benton have known what to mag-

nify and what to minimize.

It doesn’t all work. When you
look at the destruction of the planet
Krypton (the reason the Super-
baby is shuttled off to earth by
Mom and Dad, Susannah York and
Marlon Brando, in the first place),
you're seeing not much more than
a stylized, multi-million-dollar re-
minder of the last ten years of dis-
aster movies. But when the child
completes his space journey and
lands in the arms of elderly Glenn
Ford and Phyllis Thaxter in
Smallville, you are moved into a
nostalgic, rural resonance far be-
yond anything in the 1930s comic

book and beyond anything that
such cosmic potential ought to be
noticing. That it does notice is pre-
cisely what saves it, turns it
around, and energizes it with a
context for its hero that partakes of
both his story and our memories.
The combination is what brings him
to life.

Even the abstract landscapes of
Krypton —all translucent crystals,
recapitulated in the Arctic wastes
to which the young Clark Kent
eventually retires for twelve years
s0 that he can be instructed in his
mission on earth —suggest an
atavistic fantasy. That fantasy is
balanced by the film's view of Me-
tropolis and the offices of Clark
Kent's newspaper, the Daily
Planet, which are very particularly
New York City and the New York
Daily News. The movie needs the
city, after Smallville and Krypton. It
needs its details, even down to the
recognizable architecture of the
lower-level Grand Central Station
hideout where evil genius Lex
Luthor (Gene Hackman) hatches
his schemes.

Christopher Reeve plays Su-
perman slightly better than
straight; that is, he smarts up his
Clark Kent characterization and
demonumentalizes his bearing as
Superman. He's equitable, unas-

Christopher Reeve

suming, terrifically handsome, able
to fly faster than a speeding bullet,
and —in both incarnations —totally
smitten with Lois Lane. On the
other hand, she, as realized by
Margot Kidder, has evolved into a
hard-nosed girl reporter who hasn't
much use for the new guy in the city
room, Clark Kent, but likes the
thrills (and the scoops) she gets
from Superman; it happens that
they follow in good, romantic-
comedy tradition—and so to my
unlikely vocabulary of praise for
Superman, I'll add the word “civi-
lized.” | think it uncommonly astute
for such a superspectacle to be so
intimately involved with, and de-
lighted by, its mere flesh-and-blood
leading actors.

Of course, none of this is going to
earn the movie its needed millions
at the box office. But after you buy
your ticket, this is what you'll be
lucky enough to get, and it will
have been worth the price of
admission.—Roger Greenspun

Marlon Brando with a trio of villains in Superman: preserving the myth.
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few years ago it was so-

cially indelicate to admit

that you owned a televi-
sion set, and it was downright sinful
to admit that you watched it. At loft
parties, lithe, young culture-sluts
withdrew from me, their lips curled
in distaste, whenever | began to
speak of “Hawaii Five-O." A pro-
fessor of rhetoric, who thought he
looked like DH. LLawrence but did
not, once burdened me with talk of
conspiracies and assassinations.
In reprisal | shared with him my
theory that the deaths of Cliff Ar-
quette and Wally Cox were directly
related to the fact that both gentle-
men had sat in the lower left-hand
cubicle on “The Hollywood
Squares.” Thereafter the professor
refused to drink from the same
glass from which | had drunk.

But winds change. Stumbling at
a recent party toward the gin that
alone saved me from the claws of
terminal boredom, | heard the
words auteur and Jack Webb
emanate from the mouth of a ten-
der young sir whose article on
disco epistemology The Village
Voice had turned down “for political
reasons.” And when | confronted a
pale and pouting creature with my
thoughts on “Hawaii Five-O," she
did not withdraw but instead al-
lowed me at evening's end to
pierce her nether lips. (Alas, the gin
did not.)

It's ironic that television, which
has been damned as the scourge
of literacy, has lately inspired a lit-
erature of its own. As men in lesser
times mused upon the essences of
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The lliad and Paradise Lost, men
of our day have come to delve into
the meanings of “The Honey-
mooners” and ‘| Love Lucy.” A new
erudition is upon us.

TV Book (Workman, $7.95),
edited by Judy Fireman, is a lavish
collection of essays, ranging from
the sentimental (Joseph Koch's
“Remembering Emma Peel’) to
the historical (John P. Taylor's “His-
tory of TV Technology”) to the
bizarre (Prof. Harold Schechter's
“Ancient Myths on TV," which in-
forms us that Elsie the Cow is "a
descendant of Nut, the heavenly
cow goddess of the ancient Egyp-
tians"). Throughout the book, run-
ning across the bottom of every
page, is a photo history of televi-
sion, which commemorates such
important dates as December 30,
1964 (the debut of "Let's Make a
Deal").

Similar but less substantial is
The TV Addict’s Handbook (Dut-

itwell ... atwelve-inch RCA Victor,
Model T-120, Serial Number
C1800047.... | remember ...
Faye Emerson’s cleavage...."
From somewhere the author has
retrieved a photo of Irish McCallain
her “Sheena, Queen of the Jungle”
outfit —a photo | have already em-
ployed thrice loward an impure
end.

The first encyclopedia of televi-
sion was Slanley Kempner's Tele-
vision Encyclopedia, published in
1948. Now, many years and picture
tubes later. we have Vincent Ter-
race's Complete Encyclopedia
of Television Programs (A. S.
Barnes, $29.95) and Les Brown's
The New York Times Encyclope-
dia of Television (Times Books,
$20). The Terrace book, published
in two volumes, is quite simply the
ultimate TV reference work, listing
the details of every television
series that's ever been shown. The
Times book is concerned more with

vision library, expensive but well
worth the cost—that is, if you care

' aboutthis superfluous nonsense to

begin with.

Several new books are devoted
to particular series. Donna McCro-
han's The Honeymooners' Com-
panion (Workman, $4.95) in-
cludes plot summaries of the exist-
ing "Honeymooners,” biographies
of the players, and a glossary that
runs from "A’ (Ralph Kramden's
blood type) to “Ziggy" (the charac-
ter who left fifty grand in counterfeit
bills on Ralph's bus). The Story of
“l Love Lucy” (Popular Library,
$1.95), by the aforementioned and
not-at-all-ill Bart Andrews, con-
tains a wealth of information, such
as the fact that Fred Mertz had a
“domineering mother.” Now go
away, Bart. Air Time: The Inside
Story of CBS News (Harper &
Row, $12.85), by newsman Gary
Paul Gates, is about a different sort
of series, and it works as both a

The Honeymooners Companion: whal is Ralph Kramden's blood type?

ton, $6.95), by Bart Andrews. |
don't mean to imply that Mr. An-
drews is in need of psychialric
care, but there is a certain Son-
of-Sam quality to his elliptical
prose: "It was on August 8, 1950,
that dear old Dad brought home
our first television set, | remember

the business of television than
with its lore. These books, together
with James Robert Parish's Ac-
tors' Television Credits,
1950 -1972 (Scarecrow, $20.50),
an B869-page compendium of ac-
tors, TV episodes, and dates, are
the centerpiece of the current tele-

history and an exposé of that most
odious form of journalism, TV
news.

There are even books about
commercials. The Sponsor:
Notes on a Modern Potentate
(Oxford, $10), by Erik Barnouw, au-
thor of the fine three-volume His-



The Story of 'l Love Lucy': malicious gossip about the Mertzes?

tory of Broadcasting in the United
States, is a knowing, telling exam-
ination of how TV sponsors control
and manipulate the medium. Ap-
proaching the subject from a dif-
ferent viewpoint, Jonathan Price's
The Best Thing on TV: Commer-
cials (Penguin, $8.95) sets forth
the idea that those sixty-second
atrocities are works of art. Mr,
Price, who is director of the Shake-
speare Institute, is a witty, percep-
tive observer, and his chapter "Al-
most Obscene" is the best look at
smutty commercials I've encoun-
tered. But why —for shame!—is
there no mention of the Faustian
elements implicit in the Scope
Onion Test?

Ben Stein's The View from
Sunset Boulevard (Basic Books,
$8.95) and Kent Anderson's Tele-
vision Fraud: The History and
Implications of the Quiz Show
Scandals (Greenwood, $18.95)
discuss the moral and social as-
pects of television, the former
focusing on the Los Angeles clay-
eaters who have created television
in their own image, and the latter
on the corruption that seems to be
inherent in television's greed.
Stein's book is casual and emi-
nently readable, but | found Ander-
son’s book somewhat dry and pro-
fessorial, which television writing

should never be. (If you don't be-
lieve me, ask Harry Von Zell.)

TV Guide wasn't the first maga-
zine devoted to the medium (Tele-
vision magazine was published as
early as 1928), butit's certainly the
most important one. TV Guide:
The First 25 Years (Simon &
Schuster, $14.95), compiled and
edited by Jay S. Harris, is a collec-
tion of stories that originally ap-
peared in that magazine, from
1953 to 1977. It also includes a
sixteen-page color portfolio of TV
Guide covers and the fall television
schedules for the last quarter of a
century. If this seems a bit much,
how about The TV Guide Quiz
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Book (Bantam, $1.95), created by
Stan Goldstein and edited by Fred
Goldstein? The quizzes are sort of
dumb, but most of the book is com-
posed of the actual pages of the old
TV Guide issues. Ahem and
a-huzza.

The beginnings of television fic-
tion are also upon us. James
Brady's Nielsen’s Children (Put-
nam's, $10.95) is a novel whose
heroine seems to be based on
Barbara Walters. If you can with-
stand such a notion, perhaps you
can also withstand the Chekhovian
splendor of lines like, “The third-
greatest prose writer in America
shivered as he stood in the dusk on
a windy avenue in front of the tele-
vision studio where Kate Sinclair
was beginning her second month
of doing the evening news." Nip-
ples harden profusely, and similes
blossom like asphodels in the
night. And then there is William L.
DeAndrea's Killed in the Ratings
(Harcourt Brace Jovanovich,
$7.95), which is far less pretenti-
ous and far more enjoyable. A
good, old-fashioned mystery,
Killed in the Ratings is the work of a
man who knows TV well and loves
it for what it is. Instead of quoting
from world literature at the start of
his chapters, as lesser authors
have been known to do, Mr. De
Andrea quotes from television
characters, such as Michael An-
thony of "The Millionaire.” The re-
sult is irresistible junk, and | look
forward to Mr. De Andrea's next
novel, | also look forward to the
next LEggs commercial and life's
other gifts.—Nick Tosches
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TV Book: do you know the birth date of “Let's Make a Deal"?

eith Jarrett doesn't just

play pianos; he makes

love to them. Nobody who
sees him perform for the first time
fails to comment on his grunts,
groans, and contortions as he hov-
ers over the keyboard, settles back
onto his seat, jerks half-erect
again, and even bangs his torso
into the sounding board. But listen-
ing to his wholly improvised solo
piano recordings, one is hard-
pressed to find evidence of this
physical approach to music mak-
ing. Jarrett's playing is not only
ravishingly lyrical but also excep-
tionally lucid, with each phrase
cleanly articulated and each idea
carefully examined and painstak-
ingly developed.

Jarrett is the world's most popu-
lar improvising pianist. His Solo-
Concerts (ECM), a three-record
boxed set that might have been
expected to languish in the back of
jazz bins because of its high price
and because it was, after all, three
records of solo piano, has sold a
whopping 250,000 copies
worldwide since its release in 1973
and is still selling. ECM, his Mu-
nich-based record company (it is
distributed by Warner Brothers in
the United States), recently went
all out and released a ten-record
set, Sun Bear Concerts, recorded
on five evenings in five Japanese
cities. Although several great jazz
pianists have recorded marathon
solo sessions—most notably Art
Tatum—and several more would
have been capable of filling as
many hours of music with invention
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STOP,
HIEF.

The only way to keep
politicians from spending your money is
not to let them have it.

he tax revolt is spreading throughout the land. It is not one
organized effort. It takes a thousand forms and a thousand

' communities. It is legal and peaceful. It involves
resis to and disobedience of political powers. In
California it was Proposition .13, In Hardenburgh, N.Y, it involved
almost an entire town's granting itself tax exemptian. In Chicago it was
200,000 homeowners refusing to pay property taxes.

Everywhere in America there is resistance. An article in the Tax
Strike News quotes a former IRS agent as saying: “There are over 8
million people in this country not filing income tax returns. The gov-
ernment has prosecuted 1,000 of them but has managed to put only
two behind bars.” The arlicle continues: “"The ‘government' has al-

ways specialized in trying to instill fear into the America

ance

eard these
comments. Those of us who h ruggle to
restore our liberties can see the panic on the part of the so-called

public officials. Their fear tactics have proven ineffectual to thinking

ndividuals in unprecedented numbers are quietly refusing to pay
income taxes by dropping out of the syst 3h, o
employing accounting tricks to avoid pay
estimates of experts, such as Prof. Peter Gutmann of Baruch College,
the underground economy operated by tax resisters generated a
turnover last year of about $200 billion—a sum approximately equal
to the entire gross national product of Great Britain.
1 E. Siman described the situation
. "It's guite obvious that when we get
to where the American people have to work until May each year to
pay their taxes, there is going to be a revolt. ... Paliticians use the
& lax system to redistribute the wealth to benefit special interests

BY JAMES DAVIDSON

mnent. According to the best

@
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and originality had they been given
the chance, Jarrett is the first to
record so prolifically without re-
course to predetermined musical
structures. Unlike Tatum, who re-
corded his own Byzantine versions
of pop and show tunes, Jarrett
makes up everything out of his
head.

To Jarrett's legion of fans, these
orgies of creativity are a gift from
on high, amiraculous outpouring of
pure inspiration. "l don't believe
that | can create,” the pianist wrote
in a booklet that accompanied
Solo-Concerts, "but that | can be a
channel for the Creative. | do be-
lieve in the Creator, and so in reality
this is His album through me to
you...." He once told the wriler
that his solo concerts work best
when his mind is absolutely empty.
any preconceived ideas only im-
pede the flow of creative impulses.

At one point it was possible to
accept this version of* what hap-
pens at a Jarrett concert at more or
less face value, but the pianist is
his mystique's worst enemy. He
has recorded so much—as a solo
pianist and organist, as leader of
two jazz quartets, and as com-
poser of orchestral music—that
the limits of his creativity are be-
coming more and more evident. He
is, it should be emphasized, an ex-
ceptional pianist. His most often-
quoted review, from a Norwegian
paper, attributes to him “the tech-
nique of the great concert pianist,
the modern composer's knowl-
edge of possible and impossible
effects, and the great jazzman's
richness of ideas and his maslery
ol everything he does”: and al-
though this is effusive praise in-
deed, it is not an overstatement of
Jarrett's powers. But as Sun Bear
Concerts makes abundantly clear,
what is lacking is something the
pianist's pride in his spontaneous
creations will not allow him to ac-
cepl, His work cries out for an over-
arching formal and stylistic intelli-
gence. It rambles.

People who dislike Jarrett's self-
involvement cite his reliance on
harmonic and melodic ideas from
the classical idioms of the late
nineteenth and early twentieth cen-
turies. Or they complain of his use
of repeating ostinato patterns,
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which sometimes serve an im-
mediate musical purpose and
sometimes seem to be a way for
the pianist to mark time and collect
his thoughts. European romanti-
cism and neoclassicism and os-
tinatos that sound like gospel or
rock continue to crop upin the Sun
Bear Concerts, bul so do explora-
tions of sustained harmonic reso-

Taylor idiom and at his least con-
vincing. Where Taylor's explosive,
hammered clusters seem to dance
gracefully in the mind's eye, Jarrett
is stiff and at times downright
clumsy. After fifteen minutes or so
the furor subsides into a lovely
stretch of impressionist lyricism;
and then the energy picks up
again, although this time Jarrett

Keith Jarrett: a talented and technically formidable chameleon

nances, lush jazz passages that
bring Bill Evans to mind, and
jaggedly dissonant improvising
that abandons tonality and tempo
and seems lo proceed from the
energy playing of musicians like
Cecil Taylor. This is a lot of ground
to cover, and Jarrett is proud of the:
fact that he cannot be pinned down
to any one style. But because he
simply lets his inspiration flow,
these disparate elements are
rarely fused into any unified ex-
pression in his playing. They re-
main more or less unrelated frag-
ments,

The second half of the first Sun
Bear concert—album sides three
and four—is a good example of the
weaknesses of this approach. It
begins with Jarrett in his Cecil

uses a pop-rock, Floyd Cramerish
sort of approach. This gives way to
a charming, resourceful, and cli-
ché-free passage that involves
repelition and pedaling to build up
ringing harmonics. The mood is
abruptly shattered by a string of
thick, portentous chords, and then
a melodious, singing coda brings
the set to its conclusion. Brilliant as
some of the individual sections are,
they add up to little more than a
pastiche.

In a note that came with the re-
view copy of the Sun Bear Con-
certs, someone at ECM suggested
that issuing all ten records in a
package "would allow the listener
to perceive the developments that
take place in the music through
successive concerts.” But one can

hear the same process at work if
one listens to three successive
versions of the same tune by, say,
Charlie Parker or Lester Young,
and one can learn as much from
listening to such musicians for fif-
teen minutes as he can from listen-
ing to Jarrett for five hours,

In traditional jazz, being a great
improviser means more than de-
veloping an exemplary technical
command and opening one's mind
to the vibrations of the cosmos. It
also entails understanding the jazz
tradition, particularly the tradition
of one’'s instrument, and creating a
viable language or style for ex-
pressing onesell on that instru-
ment. In this sense, Jarrelt is nght
to insist that his music Is not jazz.
He improvises, as great jazzmen
do, and he is a virtuoso, as most
great jazzmen are, but he lacks a
coherent personal vision. He is the
perfect sort of artist for the seven-
ties—an exceptionally talented,
technically formidable chameleon.

The irony of all this is that Jarrett
can play really first-rate jazz piano.
He has done so in recent years,
primarily on the few occasions
when he worked as a sideman—
on trumpeter Kenny Wheeler's al-
bum Gnu High and bassist Gary
Peacock's Tales of Another (both
on ECM), for example. But some-
one—one suspects it is Manfred
Eicher, his producer at ECM—has
been telling Jarrett he is a genius,
an anomaly, a supremely sensitive
human being who can simply sit at
a piano, empty his mind, and let
great art flow from his fingers. This
notion is sheer nonsense. The Sun
Bear Concerts furnishes positive
proof that Jarrett, like any other
improviser, falls prey to banal mo-
ments, stale Ideas, and sloppy
playing at fairly regular intervals.

By his own criterion, though,
Keith Jarrett is a great artist. "l
think | would say that in the end |
don't consider greatness to be how
great the music is that comes out.”
he once said. “It's whether the
spirit behind it is as healthy and as
pure as it could be at that time for
that person.” One cannot question
the spirit behind Jarrett's music.
But one can wish that he would
stop believing in his own mys-
tique.—Robert Palmer O+



in order. o get reelected, 1o perpetuate
themselves in Washington. Of course, [the]
tax revolt is going to grow. | don't like to see
the American public breaking the law [by
noncompliance with the IRS], It should be
done at the ballot box.”

And it Is.

Not everyone agrees with Simon that the
tax revolt should be fought only by chang-
ing the law. Many agree with author Karl
Hess, who said: "l was so convinced that
the IRS's actions were lawless that | felt
compelled lo resisl.” Here are just a few
examples of people whose outrage over
high taxes led them to protest in the streets,
in courl, and even in prison:

 John and Billie Zimmerman of San An-
tanio, Tex., have been al the Bexar County
Jail off and on since Oclober 1977, when
they refused lo turn over financial records
to the IRS and were cited on federal con-
tempt charges. The couple claims to be
political prisoners who are only protecting
their constitutional rights.

* Mike Tecton, forty-seven, a self-
employed architect, says that he hasn't
paid a penny in income tax in seventeen
years. His first trial, in the fall of 1974,
ended in a mistrial. His second resulled in
an eighteen-month suspended senlence
and a $300 fine. The IRS “cannot prove you
owe anything unless you give it the evi-
dence to use against you," says Teclon.

» Although Jerome Daly, a Saint Paul,
Minn., attorney served time for tax resis-

tance, he considers that he won an impor-
tant victory when a judge ruled in 1968 that
he was within his rights when, in his refusal
to fill out IRS forms, he cited the Fourth and
Fifth Amendments to the Constitution
(these protect citizens from unreasonable
search and seizure and bar the govern-
ment from taking private property without
just compensation).

« Dr Edmund Matzal of Blairstown, N.J.,
siopped filing returns in the late 1960s.
Nothing happened to him until 1975, when
he was involved in a slale income-tax pro-
test. Two days later he was indicted. He
was later convicted and given a three-year
suspended sentence.

= On October 16, 1978, a radio talk show
host in New Bedford, Mass., told his listen-
ers that he was going down to City Hall to
protest high taxes. Four thousand people
spontaneously turned out to join him.

These are just a few examples. When
Penthouse attempted to get official IRS fig-
ures on the number of people who haven't
filed tax returns, Rod Young, a spokesman
for the IRS director, said that they had "no
estimale” available, But Washington is
clearly worried: an IRS lask force is cur-
rently preparing for the Congress a report
on the growing problem of noncompliance.

The news media have paid very liltle at-
tention to taxpayer militancy in its develop-
ing stages. With occasional exceptions,
television networks and the major publica-
tions have completely ignored even the

“Keep working on that backhand, Brenda!"
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most striking evidences of taxpayer unrest.
For years, activities by tax protestors that
would and cught to have been major news
stories never quite materialized, because
they received no publicity. William Bonner
of the National Taxpayers Union (NTU) be-
lieves that the reason is that members of
news media have begun to think like politi-
cians. "Crime reporters think like cops. The
same is true of political journalists; they
think like politicians. They eat with them.
They travel together. They spend time
chuckling over one another's perceptions
about what boobs the public are. And it that
weren't enough to make them blood broth-
ers, there is always this one practical
element—hot lips and off-the-record brief-
ings that lead ta big stories are given only to
friendly reporters, not lo those who are
causing the politicians trouble.”

That may be why much of the current
coverage of the tax rebellion seems de-
signed to discourage popular support. A
recurrent theme of many news slories is
that taxes are not really so high as one
thinks, and thus one ought not to be upset.
Bonner cites as a typical example an arti-
cle, “It's April 15—but Don't Shoot the Tax
Collector,” which appeared in the Apnl 3,
1978, issue of Forbes. The theme of the
article, which has been widely repeated
elsewhere, is that “the U.S. overall tax bur-
denis relatively light." Says Bonner: "l really
don't understand why magazines such as
Forbes are inclined to underestimate the
tax burden. Any competent statistician
should be able to figure out that govern-
mental tax collections, on all levels, repre-
sent about 42 percent of private income.
Add inflation, and you're lucky if the aver-
age person gets to keep half of every dollar
that he makes. Yet open the newspaper
and you get the impression that the tax
burden is 15 or 20 percent.”

A more recent example of the media's
downplaying of the tax issue occurred in
Newsweek's December 25, 1978, issue.
An article by Susan Fraker alleged that the
average American family paid only 22.5
percent of its total income to local, state,
and federal tax collectors. Fraker told
Penthouse that she obtained this figure
from Newsweek reporter John Walcott.
Walcott, inturn, said that he got his informa-
tion from the Advisory Commission on
Intergovernmental Relations, which, he
said, "so far as | can see has no ax 1o
grind.” Since the commission is part of the
federal government and therefore de-
pends on high taxes for its very existence,
it's hard to see how it would have “no ax to
grind.” Furthermore, Walcott told Pent-
house that the figure did not include con-
sumption taxes (that is, taxes on gasoline,
liguor, cigarettes, and so on). He didn't in-
clude these because they were "confus-
ing."

The use of misleading statistics to sug-
gest that the tax rate is really lower than itis
is only one of several ways by which the
media have discouraged the growth of
taxpayer militancy. Another has been a
concerted suggestion that only silly, taste-
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less people become tax rebels. The media
coverage of the campaign for Proposition
13 in California provides a case in point.
Reports constantly characterized oppo-
nents of high taxes as brash and poorly
dressed. It was true, of course, that many
participants in the tax revolt. because they
were middle-class and increasingly im-
poverished, neither dressed nor spoke like
members of the elite. By and large, they
dressed like normal Californians, which is
what they are. The tax rebels' laste in fash-
ion i1s no more remarkable than that of
participants in any mass movement. Yet
published critiques of the anlitax volun-
teers included such apparently devastat-
ing details as the fact that they could be
seen in public wearing “a terry cloth sports
shirt” or "a peach-colored polyester leisure
suit," and ihat Howard Jarvis, the irascible
seventy-six-year-old campaigner lor Prop-
osition 13, "pomaded rather than blow-
dried” his hair

This tendency Lo caricature opponents of
high taxes was taken o extremes by the
editors of Newsweek, who ran a staged
photograph on the cover of their June 19
issue with a blazing headline; "Tax Revolt!"
Along with some children and some gig-
gling women, Newsweek s three imaginary
stars of the antitax movement were a gen-
tlernan with foldup glasses and several
missing teeth, a porky man with a clenched
fist, and an Abraham Lincoln look-alke
wearing a pink shirt, clashing orange sus-
penders, and a red and black bumper strip
on his chest. The photograph was pre-
pared by a sophisticated Madison Avenue
agency that specializes in creating subtle
Impressions. These are the people who
know just what color dress the housewife in
a television commercial ought to wear in
order to sell the greatest gross lonnage of
cake mix. Said tax protest leader Charles
Crawford: "lt's incredible. Why stage a pho-
tograph o represent the tax rebellion when
the real thing is happening all around you?"

Fabricated magazine covers and editor-
ial dissuasion have not stopped the tax re-
bellion.

Nor have the crackdown eftorts of the
IRS. Publications such as the Jax Strike
News are full of stories of iIncome tax rebels
who have been jailed but hardly discour-
aged. Some ol the prolesiars are proud of
having been martyrs for a cause. Says
Robert Muncaster of Montgomery. Ala.: “l
consider it lo be a badge of honor ta have
been one of the very first people to be
prosecuted for exercising real. vigorous
constitutional protest against the rapacious
actions of the IRS." He and athers like lim
believe that tax rebels weaken the IRS by
resisting its rules and inducing it to crack
down on them. They believe that il costs the
government more to prosecule and jal a
tax rebel than it can possibly recover in the
process. The more tax rebels there are who
risk prosecufion, the less credible is the
government s threat against others. They
also claim that the speclacie of individuals
standing up against the government at-
tracts more support for the tax rebellion, As
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tax rebel George A. Meyers puts it: “Public
sentiment is on the rebels’ side. They are
like the hero of the wrestling match. Lots of
people cheer them on.”

Today most of thogse who make a public
show of noncompliance are advocates ol
various constitutional challenges to the in-
come tax laws Some argue, for example,
that merely filling out the forms is a waiver of
Fifth Amendment proteclion against volun-
tary incrimination. Instead of filing the 1040
form, as prescribed in the directions, the
tax rebel submits a return embellished with
the Fifth Amendment to the Constitution.
Legal documenis are also attached to
facilitate their admission inlo evidence in
the event that the rebel is brought to trial.

Because the legal penalties for failing to
file are generally lower than for filing a false
return, some prolestors reason that they are
better off taking this form of open defiance,
Several years ago one of them actually got
away with it William Drexler, a Minnesota
altorney who was disbarred (he claims the
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An IRS task force
is preparing a report
for Congress on
the growing problem of
noncompliance
with tax laws.
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reason was his participation in the tax re-
volt), was indicted by the government for
willtul failure to file income tax returns for
1968, 1969, and 1970 Drexler had sentthe
IRS arecitation of the Fitth Amendment and
nothing other than his name, address, and
social-secunty number. Acting in his own
defense, Drexler read a variety of legal
documents to the jury, including a letter
from Federal District Judge Miles Lord that
said: "A return submitted without the infor-
mation called for by statlute and regulations
suffices to precipitate civil delinquency
penalties ... but does not, as a practical
matter, provide a proper basis for a ‘'willful
fallure to file’ charge under XXVI U.S C. VI
1O, The jury was convinced and found
Drexler innocent after deliberating for fif-
teen minutes.

Such an outcome 18 exasperating to the
IRS, which maintains thal the courts re-
jected constitutional quibbles with the in-
come tax long ago, Nevertheless, It seems
to take four or five years for the IRS to catch
up with openly defiant tax resisters. And
even when it does, there are few examples
ot protesters who have abandoned their
opposition to payment of taxes.

Another increasingly popular form of tax

rebellion is the recourse by individuals to
shielding themselves behind the constitu-
tional separation of church and state, Be-
cause the government is forbidden from
discriminating between religions, it is
theoretically prohibited from regulating re-
ligious orders. This means that your defini-
tion of a “church” may be legally indistin-
guishable from that of the pope. In 1962 a
Californian named Kirby Hensley was so
fed up with paying income and property
taxes that he decided to create his own
tax-exempt religious institution. Atter study-
ing Section 601 (C) (1) of the Internal Rev-
enue Service Code of 1954, Hensley In-
corporated himself and his home as the
Universal Life Church. When his applica-
fion was approved, Hensley began 1o con-
fer degrees upon his friends and neighbors
in exchange for a charitable contribution of
twao dollars apiece. They, too, then claimed
exemption from taxes. In short order. the
Universal Lite Church was one of the fasl-
est growing religious denominations in the
United States. Today the church claims 7
million members, and it averages 10,000
new members each week.

The Internal Revenue Service realized
that Hensley was successfully avoiding
taxes and undertook a protracted legal
battle to deny him and his fellow “ministers”
tax-free status. In the end the RS lost.

But this has not prevenied governments
and tax collectors an all levels from erecting
as many obstacles as possible to prevent
taxpayers from escaping tax burdens
through the creation of new religions.
Plumber George Mclain found this out
when he tounded a branch of the Universal
Life Church in Hardenburgh, NY Fed up
with high properly taxes, Mclain con-
vinced about 90 percent of the town's lax-
payers lo jomn him in setting up religious
organizations exempt from taxes. They had
to batle a concerted effort by the Board of
Equalization and Assessment, but "Cardi-
nal” Mclain succeeded in having almost
the entire town withdrawn from the 1ax rolls,
The success in Hardenburgh emboldened
other avertaxed New York residents, who
applied to him by the thousands 1o create
new “ministries.” In one mass service in
Long Island alone, McLain ordained more
than 1,000 such ministers,

That is the kind of mass tax rebellion that
has not been =een in America since the
eighteenth century. It is happening every-
where from Florida to Alaska. In Qregon,
ldaho, Nevada, and Michigan, lax reduc-
tion initiatives similar to California's Proposi-
tion 13 were brought to the November bal-
lot by thousands of angry faxpayers. In
North Dakota voters overwhelmingly ap-
proved a 37 percent reduction in their slate
income taxes in a referendum petitioned to
the ballet. In South Dakola wvolers over-
whelmingly approved a ballot measure that
required a two-lhirds vote of the legislature
or a two-thirds vote of the public in referen-
dum to increase any form of tax in the {u-
lure.

In Montana tax revalt leader Michael Tot-
ten led the fight for ballot Measure 80 1o



limit the power of utility companies lo locate
nuclear institutions in that state. "This is
really a taxpayer issue,” says Totten, “al-
though most people don't yet see it that
way. The massive infusions of tax monies
into supporting, promoting, and defending
the most costly sources of energy yet de-
signed promise to be the great boondog-
gle of the late seventies. Already the Amer-
ican laxpayer has been socked for roughly
$20 billion to place nuclear-power plants
throughout the world. America is creating a
world energy system that is at once infla-
tionary, increasingly costly, requiring mili-
tary protection, environmentally filthy and
noxious, and actually eliminating rather
than creating jobs.”

Furthermore, Totten points out, the
ulilities literally “tax” the public to raise the
massive capital requirements for building
nuclear-power plants. "They've done that in
New Hampshire. The New Hampshire Pub-
lic Service Company bills customers with a
taxlike surcharge to pay for ‘construction
work in progress.” This money, which
amounts to a 10 percent surcharge on the
average electric bill, is going to finance
building of the Seabrook Nuclear Power
Plant. The same thing is happening in other
areas, such as Long Island, where Long
Island Lighting is taxing customers to pay
for nuclear construction.... These con-
struction surcharges are really taxes. They
are imposed by legal monopolies. The citi-
zen has no choice other than to pay. If he
does not, he has to live in the dark.” New
Hampshire Gov. Meldrin Thomson, who
supported such nuclear-power sur-
charges, was defealed in November.

Meanwhile, in western Minnesota,
groups of farmers who united to fight a land
grab by utilities for power line right-of-ways
have turned their effort into a general
crusade for lower taxes in the state. With
the state government spending almost
$5,000 per family, tax revolt leader Vern
Bisson, mayor of Alexandria, Minn., ex-
pects dramatic results. Says Bisson: "This
whole state is a powder keg ready lo
explode.” Already, several big-spending
members of the legislature have been
dumped, and Bisson has extracted prom-
ises from the majority of the incoming legis-
lators to support an amendment to the Min-
nesota constitution that will give the people
the power of initiative and referendum.
‘Once we get the initiative,” Bisson vows,
“we'll write our own laws to slash taxes. And
don't let them fool you—taxes can be cut.
Since I've been mayor, we've cut taxes
three times.”

In other states different kinds of tax-
fighting initiatives are drawing strong popu-
lar support, One method that is being used
increasingly to frustrate property tax in-
creases is the appeal. Every state provides
some sort of appeal procedure against
arbitrary or inaccurate assessments. By fil-
ing objections, taxpayers can defeat sub-
stantial tax increases and bog down the
system. For example, in Jelferson County
in southern lllinois, 719 people filed tax ob-
jections last year. Working with a local at-

torney, they held back $400,000 in taxes.

Farther north, in Chicago and its sur-
rounding suburbs, angry taxpayers
mounted one of the largest demonstrations
in the tax rebellion to date. Homeowners
besieged the Tax Assessment Board with
1,600 appeals per day. Organizing primar-
ily by word-of-mouth and through local
mass protest meetings, the National Tax-
payers United (the lllinois affiliate of the
National Taxpayers Union) set up taxpayer
activities that induced 200,000 people to
withhold property tax payments. As the
movement gathered speed, ordinary
people evidenced resentment of the politi-
cians and the high-tax system. As one citi-
zen put it in a letter to the Chicago Tribune:
“l just don't know what to do. It's frustrating
as hell. | hear people talk about a revolution,
but | don't know how to revolt.”

Taxpayer activitists, such as James Tobin
of the NTU, galvanized the anger and frus-
tration by organizing small rallies to push
tor an open tax strike. As Tobin told one
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The news media’s
coverage of
the tax rebellion
seems designed
to discourage popular
support.
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gathering: "We all know we've had big
taxes thrown on our backs. And now it has
come down to what we re going to do about
it. Are we going to let City Hall control our
lives, or are we going to make enough noise
for them to listen to us?" Citing historical
examples of early American tax rebellions,
Tobin claimed that it is patriotic to refuse tax
payments. He charged, "We've gotten to
the point where we're afraid of our govern-
ment, afraid of what it can do to us. It's ime
somebody stood up. . . . They could take all
of us to court individually, if they wanted to.
But don't worry about that. Those patron-
age workers are so inefficient that it takes
five of them to unscrew a light bulb on the
Michigan Avenue Bridge."

At least 200,000 people apparently
agreed. They withheld tax payments for
months until the alarmed Cook County
supervisors voted unanimously to cut
property tax assessments by 6 percent for
all homeowners. This saved taxpayers a
total of about $80 million, or from $50 to
$100 each.

The tax revolt has been weakest in the
eastern states, partly because state laws in
the East give the people less of a voice in
determining government policy. Tax revolt

groups in Maryland, New Jersey, Pennsyl-
vania, and New York are trying to change
that. They have collected hundreds of
thousands of signatures on pelitions de-
manding the rights of initiative, referen-
dum, and recall. These constitutional
changes would empower the people to
write their own laws—and give them the
ability to turn politicians out of office by
forcing a new election at any time a suffi-
cient number of signatures could be
gathered on a protest petition.

The campaign for these rights has be-
come a major facet of the taxpayers' rebel-
lion following the success of Proposition 13.
Roger Telschaw of Initiative America tells
why: “The difference between begging
politicians and actually getting things done
stems from the fact that Proposition 13 was
an initiative.”

Some progress has been made by all the
tax revolt groups seeking to gain the right of
initiative. But progress has been slowest in
New York State, where politicians continue
to allege that popular lawmaking would
cause chaos. William Widener, chairman of
the United Taxpayers of New York State, an
affiliate of the NTU, called the politicians’
predictions of disaster "a lie." Says Wide-
ner, "Twenty-two other states have the ini-
tiative process, and not one of them has
collapsed. . . . In fact, they all are better off
financially than New York.” With property
taxes there ranging as high as $6.63 per
$100 of valuation (in some areas of New
York City), it is obvious that success of the
drive for the initiative would soon result in
popular action to slash taxes. Philip Fin-
kelstein, director of New York's Center for
Local Tax Research, comments: "Tax relief
for homeowners is clearly more needed
here than it was in California. The tax bur-
den on at least some properties in this area
is as high as that in any area or community
in the country."

However, it may lake years before tax-
payers can push through an amendment to
the New York State constitution that will
allow the right of initiative. Even if all goes
well, the initiative could not become effec-
tive until it is approved twice by separately
elected legislatures. That means it would
be well into the 1980s before the people
could place their own tax reduction pro-
posals on the ballot. In the meantime, more
than eighty tax revolt groups in New York
are trying to persuade the politicians to
enact what spokesman Harold Wit of New
York City calls “the New York Fair Share
Plan." The plan would reduce property
taxes by 25 percent and assure that future
increases would be limited to 2 percent
each year. It also includes a 25 percent
reduction in the state general sales tax and
a 25 percent reduction of the state income
tax, with the new rates indexed for inflation.
Wit describes his plan as "more for the
people, less for the state.”

So weak and vulnerable is the high tax
system that the spectacle of successful re-
sistance by anyone anywhere has an elec-
trifying worldwide impact. News of Califor-

nia's successful tax revolt so startled
CONTINUED ON PAGE 150
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Ginger Barton has the wholesome, rosy-cheeked
look of a farm girl—and it's not surprising,
considering her history. “| was born and brought up
in Kentucky,” she tells us. “I'm probably more
familiar with horses than the young boy in Equus
was—and a lot less threatened by them!”

PHOTOGRAPHS BY MALINOWSKI

1 EASY RIDER









“With a name like Ginger,” she laughs, “you kind of feel obligated

to enjoy the spice of life—which | do. That's why I'll never leave here to go off
to the big city to find fame and fortune. | could never be happy if |

had to leave my horse, Fury (named after the '50s television serial). Who would
ride a subway every day instead of a beautiful black stallion?

Sometimes,” muses our eager equestrian, brushing a lick of thick brown hair

away from her eyes, “| even think | know what a mare in heat must
feel . . . awild, leggy thoroughbred covered with perspiration, fierce and unbroken!”




My boyfriend agrees,” she volunteers. “He says that when he tries
something new with me in bed, I'm skittish at first—but once

| catch on, I'm pretty fast off the track.” Also true to her Kentucky

heritage 1s Ginger's passion for country-western music
“Sometimes | spend the day just riding easy around the countryside,

humming along to the transistor radio | ve strapped to

my saddlebag. It makes me feel perfectly contented,” she says,
smiling. For a bluegrass beauty like Ginger, the grass

is never greener on the other side

Ot










Disco DJ Francis Grasso at G.G. Bamum's

Pholograph by Mick Rock/ TRA Studios/Letterforms by Gerard Huerta

The real star of the
disco scene is that skinny little kid
in the glass booth.

BY ALBERT GOLDMAN

Imagine a vast, dark hall past the midnight hour, crammed with
thousands of churning bodies writhing under a barrage of lights and
sounds that has no peacetime rival other than an old-fashioned
Fourth of July. Now raise your eye a litlle above the floor to where that
small platform juts out like the flying bridge on a warship. Up there is
a pale, young man dressed in jeans and T-shirt who's concentrating
in the midst of this incredible distraction like a Swiss watchmaker in
the uproar of a boiler factory. Down into the microgrooves of an LP he
Is peering, with the aid of a tiny, goose-necked lamp, while through
his keenest ear he listens with a single earphone to the zhup-zhup-
zhup of a tresh side that he is pushing back and forth under the
stylus, seeking to locate the exact beat on which he wants this new
music to come to life. While he concentrates with one-half of his
mind on finding his place, he is monitoring with the other half the
state of the room. He is listening to the roar of the record playing
through the colossal loudspeakers; he is picking up the cries of the
dancers on the floor; he is scanning the scene for signs that the
excitement is weakening, the mood is changing, or the whole mad
route is getting out of hand.

As the strobes cut the dancers into freeze-dried snapshots, as the
chase poles burble up and down from floor to ceiling like electric
bubbles, as the gaga lights wag back and forth on their rockers and
the Fresnels, Lecos, borders, and floods blaze and dim, he gathers
himself up for the crucial moment. Throwing a glance across his
well-sown control console, he snaiches with one hand a tiny red-
and-yellow corncob of butyl nitrate, snaps it in half with a practiced
gesture, and stuffs it up his nose. As the hot rush surges through his
chest and up into his head, the lights blur and the noise suddenly
retreats. For one second he is a Superman, and he makes his mix,

Seizing the speaker controls, he reduces abruptly the whole
spectrum of sounds to nothing but a vast bass, going VOOM,
VOOM, VOOM. Then, as the suspense builds, he releases the new
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record, which he has been holding station-
ary all this time while the turntable spins
beneath it. Suddenly, through his earphone
he catches the first beat of the upcoming
side falling into perfect synch with the rec-
ord that is playing off. Instantly, he pounces
on his console with both hands and twists
the dials until the new record comes pop-
ping through the speakers like a rabbit
pulled from a magician's hat. As the first
triumphant strains of the tune mount
through the hall, the dancers shout their
approval and the night inches farward
another nolch toward the moment of orgias-
tic freak-out.

Multiply this moment by a hundred, ex-
tend the total time span o six or ten hours
withaut a break, and you gel a rough idea of
how a disco DJ or "jock™ earns his bread
and butter It's a lot of work and not much
bread. The butter you can forget. Until re-
cently, the standard price for a night's spin-
ning was fifty dollars. Hatcheck girls make
that much on tips in a night. Wnhat makes
the salary really outrageous is the fact that
the whole disco operation hangs on the
lalent of the jock

At New York City's Infinity, for example,
where this years number-one jock, Jim
Burgess, spins, the club grosses $100,000
on a weekend. At three in the morning,
2.800 kids will be dancing and screaming
and hailing each new side dropped on the
turntable as it if were an apocalypse. Imag-
ine thousands of kids pouring into a beat-
up old factory every week |ust to hear some
guy play records! These days we take such
things for granted. but the tact ot the matter
15 that never in the long history of public
entertainment have so many paid so much
for so little—and enjoyed themselves so
immensely!

How do the jocks do it? Well, obviously
there’s a lot more to spinning records than
meels the eye, First, of course, there's the
technique: all that mysterious electro-
mechanical juggling at the control console
that jocks describe in a new-fangled jargon
full of odd words like “doublebeat,” "doub-
lebutt,” “strobe up,” “chop,” "slip.” and
“‘pop." A good spinner can jockey a record
around with his equalizers and speed con-
trols so that it sounds so different from the
original that people will ask each other,
“What was that record he just played?" The
jock can clip out a weak drum break and
pop In a conga-bongo killer that can blow
the dancers through the ceiling like an
atomic popper. He can superimpose one
record over another to make a third. He can
send the sound ricocheling from speaker
to speaker until he has changed not only
the shape of the song but also the shape of
the room. In order to play all these tricks,
the jock must know his records and his
equipment inside out. And he must know
his audience just as well.

Like any other instinctively attuned enter-
tainer, the DJ evinces an astonishing em-
pathy with his audience. His knowledge of
the crowd, however, doesn't stop with its
moment-by-moment mood changes. DJs
who work clubs that draw special
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crowds—and the best discos today are
highly segregated private clubs—have a
deep understanding of what gets their pa-
trons off, They know not only their audi-
ence's favorite tunes but also its favorite
grooves, moods, and fantasies. Actually,
their greatest strength today lies in the fact
that the current disco “product” is the
greatesl music for dancing ever to emerge
from the laboratories and factories of the hit
makers. One of the principal reasons why
the sound is so perfect i1s that the jocks
made it that way

As the disco boom has blown up into a
multi-billion-dollar industry, the hip com-
panies have been pulling the best jocks out
ot their booths and installing them in front of
the space age consoles of the recording
studios. In the record induslry the jocks
become "mixers." Their job is to lake the
twenty-four to forty-eight tracks of the raw
recording and mix it down to the final two-
track version for commercial release. As
nobody in the world knows better than the

»

The DJ snatches a tiny
corncob of butyl nitrate,
snaps it in half, and
stuffs it up his nose. For
one second he is Superman,
and he makes his mix.

o

jocks what makes a record cook on a
dance floor, this decision is nothing less
than inspired. Already it has resulted in
countless hits bearing those now-familiar
logos: "A Tom Moulton Mix,” "Mix by Jim
Burgess —or Tom Savarese or Bobby Gut-
tadaro ar Jim Bishop, all award-winning
jocks now on the way to becoming impar-
tant record producers, However, the story
doesn't end even there.

Today, disco Dds are supervising the
preparation of Hollywood sound tracks,
syndicated radio shows, recorded back-
grounds for everything from television
commercials to tashion shows to roller
rinks. The DJ is becoming a force in the
entertainment business, and at the same
time he s becoming America’s latest cult
hero. Naturally, Hollywood has begun to
exploit the jock in films like Saturday Night
Fever and Thank God It's Friday! But those
manic little monkeys jJumping around Inside
glass cages on the movie screen are closer
to the funny pages than they are to any DJ
who has ever lived. It's not that Dds don't
run to a type: they do, to an astonishing
degree. It's just that the flip side of that type
has never been portrayed, and when you
first meet one of these dudes face to tace,

you feel like asking, “What did you do with
your personality?”

The typical disco DJ s a quiet, thought-
ful, almost prim young man. He is usually
gay but rarely cheerful. In fact, most of the
portraits painted in these pages should be
registered in smoky blues, for these jocks
have paid some heavy dues in order to
develop therr skills and talents. They've
been hassled by the police, leaned on by
the Mob, driven over by club owners, and
pinched for money until they find them-
selves reduced to sleeping on the floor and
subsisting on a steady diet of Hostess
Twinkies. They have known adulation in its
gushiest and most hysierical form —drug-
crazed people hanging on the edge of their
booths at dawn, babbling out their love of
this marvelous magician who has trans-
lormed their lives and made them fall madly
in love and blah, blah, blah. If you could
slide to fame on a stream of groupie slather,
the DJs would have reached star status
long ago.

Infact, the typical jock is very ambivalent
about his status. He regards himself as an
artist, but he's well aware that most people
regard him as a machine. Though he may
reflect with an air of delached bemusement
on his role as a newly born "star” he's most
comfortable copping out benhind the line
‘I'm just the host at the party, getting off
waltching other people have a goad time."
Shades of the Jewish mother! The only ex-
ception to this rule of muted modesty 15,
significantly perhaps, the first jock ever to
make a name for himself: Terry Noel.

Terry (DJs. like hairdressers, are on a
first-name basis) 1s a youthful-looking,
fast-talking, vividly sell-expressive |ock
who came to fame simultaneously with the
first great disco in America—Arthur. But to
really appreciate Terry's contribution to the
still infant art of disco, you have to page
back to the mid-sixties, particularly the
year 1965, when Arthur opened and im-
medialely became a sensation, the pro-
totype of Studio 54 today

In those days discolheques were still
chichi little supper clubs patronized by the
Jet Set and decorated elaboralely to sug-
gest exotic and sophisticated European
and Middle Eastern locales. The dance
floors were tiny, the music was Continental,
and DJs were called discaires. Technicians
tucked oul of sight in hidden booths from
which they viewed the tloor through a slit in
the wall, the DJs, like the bartender or the
waiters, were servants of the club. A clas-
sic of the type was Sim Hyatt, the discaire
at Le Club, who had been Peter Duchin's
black butler. Then along came Arthur—
with co-owner Sybil Burtan, Richard's ex-
wife, and the whole disco scene was revo-
lutionized. Terry Noel was part of that revo-
lution.

Terry had been a Twist dancer and tumm-
ler at the original Peppermint Lounge. His
goal was to make Arthur rock. His treat-
ment of the patrons was frankly manipula-
tive. "l felt up the audience,” he now recalls
“There is a feeling that the crowd ema-
nates. It's like an unconscious grapevine.

CONTINUED ON PAGE 122



Mozart is not on the jukebox
in the Ruins Bar in Glob, Arizona.

IN DEFENSE OF THE REDNECK

BY EDWARD ABBEY
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last week. Bob Greenspan and The Mon-
key Wrench Gang. His new song, "Big Tits,
Braces, and Zits,” aboul adolescent pas-
sion, had been a hil with the overflow
crowd. But as usual he overdosed on ego
and bourbon and insulted first the man-
agement, then the audience, then the Glob
law-enforcement people. Not a wise thing
to do. Now, | suppose, he was back in
Boulder.

| drove on up the slreet, following the
parade of gleaming, new, wellare-financed
pickup trucks. Every Chicano, Navajo, and
redneck Anglo in the slate drives a pickup.
They can't afford condoms, diaphragms, or
birth control pills—but they all seem to find
the financing for a $10,000 4 WD Ford
Ranger or Chev Apache or GMC Jimmy.
Wish | could do it. My poor old Nazi folk's-
wagon is burning oll, has a slipping clutch,
no shocks, squealing brakes, a floor that is
partly corroded by battery acid, and a
sprung hood that | have to latch with a
length of rope.

The bumper sticker in front of me read
‘Ass, Gas, or Grass—Nobody Rides for
Free." | liked that sentiment much better
than what | saw when | pulled into a slot
close to the Ruins Bar The sticker on the
rear of a pickup truck—gun rack in the
cab—said, "Did the Coyotes Get Your
Deer?" Being an old-time coyole lover, |
resented the bigotry and yokel ignorance
of that remark. There was a broad-tipped
marking pen in my car. With heavy strokes

of black, indelible ink, | wrote across the
windshield of the truck, "Did the Rednecks
Get Your Coyote?" As Nietzsche says, live
dangerously. He was a mountain man, too.

| straightened the yellow nylon carnation
on the hood of my VW (every sporty car
should wear a boutonniere) and felt my way
into the bar. Out of the dazzling desert sun
into the gloom of the cave. | ordered a tall
double gin screwdriver with lots of orange
juice. A healthy drink. A man should lake
care of himself. The body is the temple of
the soul. | braced my foot on the rail,
steadied my right hand with my left, and
drank my drink. My eyes were adjusting to
the darkness, Feeling better, | ordered a
second and smiled at the half-dozen
gloomy, mean, hostile, ravaged faces
ranged around the bar, all staring at me.
“Why do they call this place the Ruins?" |
asked.

Nobody laughed. I'm nat going to get out
of here alive, | thought. Unless | crawl out on
my hands and knees, feeling along the wall
for the door. Maybe not then. Silently, the
bartender served me another screwdriver,
took my money, leaned back with folded
arms. His Louisville Slugger leaned in the
corner. Ignoring me now, the regulars re-
sumed their mumbling conversation. Two
hard hats, two cowboy hats, and two crew
cuts. The bartender was bald—a tough
egg. He smoked an economical cigar,
which had at least this virtue: it neutralized
the all-pervasive smell of the copper smel-

"By golly, you're right! It has depreciated!
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ter But not the smell of hatred. | rubbed my
hairy jaws and then sidled off to the
Jukebox to check out the musical values of
this here metallurgical community.

As I'd teared, there was no Gustav
Mahler available. No Purceil. No Palestrina.
Not even filthy Mozart. Nothing bul the
standard commercial country-western
stuff from a big cily in the East called
Nashville, Music to hammer out fenders by
at the Shade Tree Body Shop. Music to
vomit by after a long shitt in the copper pits.
Take this job and shove it. | picked out a
couple of Johnny Paycheck numbers and
retired for a minute to the men's pissoir. |
read the writing on the wall, the voice of the
people: "Will trade three blind crabs for two
with no teeth.”

That suggested the political situation in
these southwestern states. But what about
this one? "If you ain't a cowboy, you ain't
shit.”

Food for thought there. | looked at
mysell —quickly—in the cracked fragment
of mirror screwed to the wall. | found double
consolation in the fact that | still didn't look
as bad as | fell, or feel as bad as | looked. |
returned to my friends at the bar. None of
them spoke or looked at me. | studied the
placards tacked to the wall above the ranks
of bottles:

Helen Waite is our
credil manager.
If you want credit go to Helen Waite.

In God we trust;
all others pay cash.

When | finished my second health drink,
it occurred to me that more and more we
communicale with one another as indirectly
as possible. Through wall placards
Through graffiti. Through bumper stickers,
headgear, lapel buttons, T-shirts ... any-
thing but face-to-face confrontation,
Perhaps this has been obvious to everyone
else for a long time. Perhaps I've been liv-
ing too long in the mountains. Perhaps |
should rejoin what they call civilization, If
there is one. I'm willing to listen to reason. If
| hear any.

When | speak of communication, | am not
referring to the lelevision industry. Or the
newspaper industry. Or the radio industry.
Communication implies an exchange of
ideas. The advertising industry—televi-
sion, newspapers, radio—has nothing to
do with exchange or with ideas; it is in fact
aclively opposed to both. The only ex-
change the industry is interested in 1s ex-
changing its junk for your money. Of course,
your money is junk, too.

Direct communication. | turned to the
morose face on my rnight, a new arrival. He
was wearing a baseball cap with the
legend B E E F stitched on the forepeak. His
mate's cap said C A T. Mr. Beef and Mr. Cat.

"Where you fellas from?" | asked politely.

Mr. Beef stared at me for a while. “Flat
Rock," he finally said.

“Where's that?"
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The long stare. "Arkansas.”

“Flat Rock, Arkansas. Good country.
Why do they call it Flat Rock?" Careful, |
thought; you're not getting out of here alive
if you're not careful. Receiving no im-
mediate answer, however—live danger-
ously—I| repeated the queslion.

Mr. Beel exchanged a glance with his
taciturn friend. Mr. Cat nodded. Mr. Beet
said, "Because of the rain.”

“Because of the rain?" | paused for a
moment. Careful now. "What do you mean,
because of the rain?" | pushed my empty
glass toward the bartender.

“The way it comes down."

“The way it comes down?"

“Yeah.” Mr. Bee! toyed with his Coors,
scowling at his thumbs. “Like a cow”

The bartender brought my third drink.
The turning of the screw. | had a momentary
feeling of vertigo. But | plunged recklessly
ahead. “The rain comes down like a cow?"

“Yeah." Mr. Cat raised his head. The two
men stared at me solemnly. "Like a cow
pissing on a flat rock,” Mr. Beef said.

| paid for the next round and recorded
the story, for posterity, in my cerebral files.
What do | have against rednecks? Nothing.
| am here to defend them. My father was a
sidehillfarmer, alogger, a school-bus driver
most of his life. My little brother is a con-
struction worker and truck driver. Another is
now a cop. | am a redneck myself, too, born
and bred on a submarginal farm in Ap-
palachia, descended from an endless line

of lug-eared. beetle-browed, insolent bar-
barian peasants reaching back some-
where to the dark forests of central Europe
and the Alpine caves of my Neanderthal
primogenitors, As my neighbor Marvin
Bundy says, us niggers got to stick fo-
gether. Right on.

A few words about my neighbor. Marvin
Bundy is a poet and an ardent female
liberationist. “Wummin?" says Mr. Bundy. “I
liberate a wummin ever’ chanct | git. Wum-
min's place is in mah arms. The destiny of
her anatomy I1s in mah hands."

Right on, Marvin; us nature myslics got to
stick together, However, it is with Mr. Bun-
dy's poetry that | am here primarily con-
cerned. The other day he came over the
gap and asked me o read his "latest mas-
terpiece.”

"Jes' A-Huntin' n' Fishin'
n' A-Messin' Around”
A Report from Wolf Hole
by J. Marvin Bundy
(Pres., Kane County Yahoos' Association)

Did the coyotes git your deer?

Forty thousand shitkickers cain't be wrong
Did the screwworms git your cow?

Yean! thass mah song.

Them goddam Sahara Clubbers

Them candy-ass Defenders of Fur Bearers
Them sombitchin’ FOES of the Earth

! say shoaot 'em full of arrers.

YOt mwn my
HARRY <. KAPLAN

82 PENTHOUSE

Googly-eyed bleeding hearts
Cryptic Communist pointy-heads
Little ole ladies in inner tubes

All need brain refreads.

Hey you. You there. Git mah dog on you.
I call him Himmler. Jus fer laughs.

Kill, boy, kill! Yeah!

Mean sombitch, ain't he? (Laughs.)

Mining is ever'body’s future.

Sahara, go home. Exxon, come along.
Save oil, burn conservationists.

Thass mah song.

Ninety-five thousand us deerslayers.
Ninety-five deer.

Got ninety-two last year.

There’s one left on Blue Mountain,
One down in Slickhorn Gulch,

And the other one's a queer.

Don't care what them Bambi-lovers say,
Like [ tell my wife,

Ever' time yau shoot a deer

You're savin' some cow's life.

Quta work? Hungry?

Eat a environmentalist.
They taste like jungle boots
But sure won't be missed.

Puttin' on weight and losin' mah hair
But gotta new boat.

Gotta new pickup, so | don't care,
And them as cain't swim better
learn to float.

Got mah CB radio,

Got mah Hook & Bullet News,

Got mah old wummin and eleventeen kids,
And they never wear shoes.

So long.
Thass mah song.

"Okay, Marvin," | told him, “this is all
right." Admire that limpid meter. But actu-
ally | liked better the limerick he'd written
earlier about his Uncle Melvin.

An old Mormon bishop named Bundy
Used to wed a new wife every Sunday.
But his multiple matehood

Was ruined by statehood,

Sic transit gloria Monday.

Marvin is obviously a special case, a
droll and cunning wag, not a standardized
rustic, More common, perhaps, is a young
fellow | once worked with in the Coronado
National Forest, down along the Mexican
border in Arizona. I'll call him Calvin. We
patrolled the woods and collected garbage
from the public campgrounds. Dumping
our load one afternoon at the forest landfill
site, we saw a large chulu or coatimundi.
The chulu is a rare animal on the American
side of the border; it looks like a hybrid mix
of bear, anteater, and raccoon. A strange
and interesting creature. When we spotted
the animal, Calvin's immediate reaction

CONTINUED ON PAGE 132
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TEPHAN JONE

=

I think Jim Jones was a dictator.
And I've started hating my father. All | can say is
| looked at a picture of him, after
crying over all the other pictures, and he just
didn’t seem punished enough.

ore than any other single person, Stephan Gan-

dhi Jones—just nineteen years old —carries with

him into the future the terrible legacy of Jones-

town. He is the only son born in legal marriage to
Jim Jones, the Socialist priest who led his Peoples Temple
llock to their deaths in Guyana. Stephan fought continually
with his father, he says, arguing in public meetings against
‘Revolutionary Suicide.” And now, he says, he hales
the man —would have killed him, if that's what it took to stop
the death ceremony, if he had been in the commune that
day.

Still, for many Americans, Slephan Jones is like the son
of Frankenstein, an exlension of his father. Many will never
be able to think of Stephan Jones without recalling the cult
leader. Stephan 1s lall and handsome and, like his father,
magnetic. In a room with others, he is immediately in
charge. He is also distinctly different from his father
physically bigger, a young man of unusually calm and
deliberate speech and movement. But there is no question
thal he i1s his father's son

In the final months ol Jonestown, he saw himself as the
leader of a faction thal quietly opposed his father These
days he sees himsell as the leader of the survivors ol
Jonestown and, in many ways, as their spokesman. He's
not talking about reviving the commune. But he thinks he
has a responsibility 1o help the surviving people who fol-
lowed his father to South America. He wants o explain to
outsiders, 100, thal there was a time when Jonestown was a
beautiful place 1o live. He admits that it was austere and the
work was hard, bul he loved jockeying a caterpillar tractor
through the fields and felt a sense of accomplishment in
looking al the Iropical houses he'd helped build.

Some of the survivors, especially those who delected
with the help of Congressman Leo J. Ryan on the day he
was killed by cult gunmen, have a different view of Stephan

£ Jones. Some of them are frankly afraid of him. He may have
T quarreled with his father, they say, but what young man

2 doesn't? He was still a part of the Jones family and thus a

& part of the inner circle, the Jonestown elite, they point oul.
He was a member of the Jonestown baskelball team —
= which seemed. some deleclors say synonymous with the
Temple security force. And there were imes when he was
al his father s side as a bodyguard. Some defectors even
lell of having seen Siephan beating cultists who dared to
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run against the communal tides.

Attimes, when he talks about his falher, the young man's
dark eyes flash and his voice goes briltle. There is loathing
and contempt. But even now not all the admiration is gone.
‘Eventually, he just lost control,” Stephan said one morning
in the breeze-swepl villa of the Peoples Temple in
Georgetown, Guyana, where Gregory Rose and John
Jacobs conducted this interview

"That was the whole™ problem. He just lost control
mainly of himself," Stephan continued. “I can't totally con-
demn a man. | can condemn what he's done, but not his
whole life.”

Stephan Jones was born in Indianapolis, Ind., in 1959, A
short time later his father started the Peoples Temple,
blending tundamentalist religion with his own abstract form
of socialism, promising love and communal support 1o the
poor, to prostilules, to pimps, to drug addicts, and, eventu-
ally, to young, upper-middle-class idealists. The Peoples
Temple was Jim Jones's obsession, and 11 was Stephan
Jones's life. The Temple’s history is his history. The first
members were his baby-sitters; their children, his play-
mates.

“I'm like a man without a country,” Stephan said alter the
mass deaths. "Everybody's gone now"

When he was six years old, his father moved every-
one—about 100 men and women and their young ones—
to the little northern California town of Redwood Valley in
the wine country, about 100 miles north of San Francisco,
saying that this would be a sale place to ride out a coming
nuclear holocaust. Two years later —at the age of eight
Stephan learned that his lalher had told his then ailing
mother, Marceline, that he was sleeping with other women
It broke her heart, Stephan says, and drove the lirst wedge
belween lalher and son. Stephan says Jim Jones fathered
al least two children with other women. He also adopted
hall a dozen youngsiers—white, black, and oriental.

Within a few years in California, Jim Jones had a fleet of
eleven buses, a new parsonage and church, and a baptis-
imal swimming pool. Then, in the early '70s, he opened
churches in San Francisco and Los Angeles

In December 1973—when Stephan was lourleen—he
flew to Guyana with his father and mother and more than a
dozen other Temple members. "We wanted 1o look the
place over” Stephan recalled. "We had plans to move
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vance to go up and have their say?
Jones: No. | think some of the people who
spoke were told to go up, but a lot of people
went up there by themselves. What I'm try-
ing to say is thatl | think some people did
believe that suicide would be the right thing
to do under certain circumstances. | would
even feel that way ... if they were really
coming to take my child away and torture
him—I'd rather “take care" of my child my-
self and save it from suffering, right? If |
really believed that was going to happen.

But a lot of people just said what they
thought Dad wanted to hear. So you never
had an honest situation. It was a bunch of
bull, | got up and said, "Don’t you see how
they're going to look at us? Don'l you see
that they're going to discredit anything
we've ever done, anything we've ever built,
anything we've ever believed in? They're
just going to say that we're fanaltics and that
we're crazy, and they're not going to under-
stand!” But Dad always had some fantastic
argument, and he had the supporl. | didn’L.
Anyway, if you got up in front of other people
and told him it was wrong, even if he knew il
was wrong his ego wouldn't let lim back
down to say you were right

But | never dreamed he d do what he did
| never dreamed it.
Penthouse: Were you ever punished for
opposing him?
Jones: Yes. Anytime | got up in front of
everybody, he made a point to tear into me,
humiliate me. And he'd always say, "l have

[
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to do this for him. | have to prove that | don't
favor him.’
Penthouse: Why was this humiliation so ter-
rible? Many people have been humiliated
without giving in o the kind of control your
father possessed.
Jones: You've got to understand how he
was builtup as a figure. To alot of people he
wasit. You see, | never looked at Dad as the
leader | looked at him as a human being
But a lot of people didn't, and he encour-
aged people not to. He made a lot of
people think that whal they believed in and
Jim Jones were one and the same. So you
never knew when somebody whom you
might talk frankly to might report you. For
example, a man confided in one of the se-
cretaries once. And she went back and told
everything to Dad. And this man said to
Dad. “I know who told you." But Dad would
always say, “No. no. That's not who told me.
I have special devices that | can hear you
with." That wasn't true. He had no bugging
equipment

S0 a person could hale Jonestown or
hate Jim Jones more than anything, but
he'd have to put up the greatest front, be-
cause if he discussed it with someone, he
might get nailed. And then he'd be in front
of the 914 people that he lives with every
day, and he'd feel like they hate his guts,
and he's got to go to work the next day and
see every one of them That's humiliating
Penthouse: But wasn't there opposition to
your father below the surface?

Jones: Yes, bul you'd never know it. I'm
realizing it only now. Bul we'd never talk
freely to each other.
Penthouse: Was anyone ever beaten?
Jones: Yes, sometimes. There was one
woman who beat her own son. She even
threatened to kill him, but | don't think she
wanted to do it They made her feel like she
had to, or else she would be up there with
her son and be yelled at for not taking him
on. But in the last seven or eight months
there was no violence. That's the truth. You
didn't even spank children—that was a
taboo. Dad just laid down the law, kind of
out of nowhere, that there would be no more
physical violence ... no fighting among
kids, no teachers striking students, nothing
like that
Penthouse: Why did he suddenly forbid vio-
lence?
Jones: | don't know. Maybe he was afraid
that somebody would come and investi-
gate, or maybe he just had a change of
heart. | don't know. He had his good sides,
Penthouse: You yourself have been ac-
cused of violence in some of the meetings
Jones: | know that's been said. But even if |
had wanted to be violent, | couldn't have,
There was one time when a guy forced
himself sexually on a twelve-year-old girl,
and this made me go out of my mind. |
wanted to go down and knock his head off,
| started to go after im, and Dad had me
restrained and yelled at me and told me
that he didn't want me to be violent, be-
CONTINUED ON PAGE 167
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somewhere. Marceline mentioned that she and Dad had stopped
by here in the early '60s on a trip back from Brazil. So we went out to
Matthews Ridge, and they showed us around.”

Early the next year Jim Jones obtained a lease from the govern-
ment of Guyana for several thousand acres of raw jungle about
thirty miles from Matthews Ridge, not far from the border of Ven-
ezuela. In the next two years, a handful of pioneers from California
cleared bush and put up the first buildings in what became known
as Jonestown. Then, in late 1977, after several critical newspaper
and magazine articles about the Peoples Temple had appeared,
Jim Jones decided it was time to leave the United States. It was
then that Stephan and most of the others arrived in Guyana.

The deterioration of Jim Jones has not been neatly charted.
There are some, for example, who say he seemed mad nearly
thirty years ago. Stephan says he noticed an instability most
distinctly in the days just before the poison was poured.

Shortly before the final day, Stephan and a dozen other mem-
bers of the Jonestown basketball team had made the 120-mile trip
to Georgetown to prepare for a tournament with local teams. And
that, perhaps more than anything else, is why he is alive today.
When Jim Jones received word that Congressman Ryan was on his
way lo Jonestown, he ordered the basketball team back. But
Stephan and the others refused.

‘At first he said we could be kidnapped, that this was the kind of
person who could provoke us to do some kind of contradiction,”
Stephan said. “The next day he told us to go out and meet them at
the airport, look impressive, look tough—kind of 'We're not happy
with you being here. Why don't you leave us alone? The next day
he told us to move out of the house. We just laughed at the order
and said it was dumb."

For Stephan, the first bulletin of the tragedy that was unfolding in
Jonestown came early the evening of November 18, when he
returned to the comfortably furnished villa—the Temple's
Georgetown headquarters, where more than forty other cult mem-
bers were staying—and found Sharon Amos and her three chil-
dren lying dead in their own blood in a yellow-tile bathroom, their
throats slashed with a kitchen knife. "l knew something was going
on out there," Stephan said. "We'd had the suicide dirills, and |

knew something was happening.” Radio contact with Jonestown
had been broken, however, and it was hours before his suspicions
were confirmed.

The Guyanan police—themselves unaware of what was hap-
pening in the jungle commune—went to the villa and began ques-
tioning cultists, Eventually, Charles Beikman, a forty-three-year-old
former U.S. marine who can neither read nor write, signed a
statement saying he had killed Mrs. Amos, who was the Peoples
Temple's representative in Georgetown and, many say, an overly
aggressive and unpleasant woman. Beikman said he had helped
the woman murder her children.

Stephan wrote out Beikman's confession. "l did it because | was
told by police lo tell Beikman that all of us would be charged with
murder if he didn't make a statement," Stephan said.

Weeks after the deaths, Stephan was called in to testify in the
Beikman case. It was a steamy afternoon, and he was feeling
cranky. He felt that Carlton Weithers, the thin, ascetic prosecutor,
was pushing him. Finally, the question was put directly, a question
that had been on the minds of many who had puzzled over how the
Amos deaths might have come about in a house literally filled with
people: had Stephan Jones been part of a conspiracy to murder
Sharon Amos and her children?

The fiber snapped. "All right,” Stephan told the startled court. “|
did it. | killed these people, and I'm trying to put it off on Chuck.”

Later, outside, Stephan said his remarks had been patently
absurd, amocking response to what he had considered an absurd
question. Butthe Guyanese authorities chose to take him seriously.
"Who are we to say he did not mean what he said?" asked the
prosecutor. “He has no right to be sarcastic. Thisis not a joke. It's a
serious matter. We are saying that he is part of the plan and that his
conscience spoke out there."

And so, shortly before Christmas, Stephan Jones went to jail. A
magistrate would decide if he would stand trial.

Gregory Rose, writing a history of the Peoples Temple for the
New York publishing house of Grosset and Dunlap, and John
Jacobs, assigned by the San Francisco Examiner to cover the
incredible Jonestown story, talked with Stephan Jones far Pent-
house just before his courtroom testimony in Guyana.

Penthouse: Perhaps the question most
people have been asking about what hap-
pened in Jonestown is why? Why would
almost a thousand people kill themselves
and their children? What kind of power did
your father have over them?

Jones: First of all, | don't think a lot of people
had a choice. They may have done it volun-
tarily, but it was as if there was no other
choice. What else could they do? To me,
that's not really voluntary.

You've got to realize the picture that Dad
would paint for them after Ryan was killed.
He praobably told them that they would be
deported, which would mean that they
would have to go back to the States, and
then there would be concentration camps.
He would say that there's no hope. They're
going to come and take our children away,
and our children are going to suffer—
they're going to be tortured. And wouldn't
you rather have them die with you here, and
die painlessly, than to have them tortured
and have to suffer for the rest of their lives?
And people would come up and say, "Yes, if
that's the case, | think we should do it."

I'm not saying they necessarily believed
that, but they said what they thought Dad
wanted to hear. That's the way a lot of the
earlier meetings went,

Penthouse: But didn't anyone stand up to
him?
Jones: Sure. | did. One time | was arguing
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with him, and he said, “You're obviously
scared to die.” And | said, “Bullshit." That
was unheard of, to say that to Dad. So he
repeated, “Yes, you are.” And | said, "l say
I'm not." And by this time everybody was
jumping up and saying, "Sit down, you're
out of line! Why don't you shut up?How can
you talk to your dad like that?"

As | said before, you have to understand
the picture that he would paint for everyone.
Itwasn't as if somebody just walked up and
said, “Hey, drink this.” Dad would give
reasons—regardless of whether they were
true. He had an answer for everything—
everything. He had a button that he pushed
up there or something. A lot of these an-
swers contradicted themselves. | think he
really thought we were stupid.

Penthouse: But when your father would say
that the CIA or U.S. troops were coming to
deport you, weren't there people who
would say, “Let's go fight those bastards"?
Jones: Yes, many people said that. But you
know what Dad said? He'd ask them, "Do
you want to fight the soldiers that are just
following orders? Do you want to kill guys
who are just doing what they're told to do?"
Which, to me, is not such an illogical argu-
ment. But you-had to know my dad.

Penthouse: But we still don’t understand.
Even during the practice suicide drills, out
of a thousand people, didn't somebody
have the balls and the brains to get up and

say, “This is crazy"?

Jones: You don't handle a crazy person by
walking up and saying, “You're crazy’
No—he'll freak out. So you just try to talk to
him. Let me tell you about the first meeting |
recall where this was talked about. We were
called together, and everybody went ta the
pavilion, | think Dad had just read some-
thing about revolutionary suicide. So he
asked us how we felt about it. But as | said
before, you have to understand that in
Jonestown you didn't always say what you
felt. You said what you thought Dad wanted
to hear.

Penthouse: Why?

Jones: Because you wanled to be ac-
cepled. | suppose fear was involved, too.
There were guns out.

Penthouse: You mean, even al this first
meeting people had guns to their heads?
Jones: No, the guns were out as a protec-
tion.

Penthouse: Protection against what?
Jones: Whatever Dad wanted to make up.
But the worst thing anybody could have
happen to him was to have Dad chaslise
him publicly. That was the worst fear . . that
you'd be yelled at. I've had guys come {o
me and say, “God, I'd rather be beat up
than have him yell at me and humiliate me."
But anyway, at this meeting, Dad called
everybody up to give his or her opinion
Penthouse: Were pecple chosen in ad-



“There, but for the grace of cod .. ."

83



A good-locking,
looking, even wild-looking head of hair, .
what every man wants to have.

If you are bald or balding, we have a booklet
that will tell you how our unique hair replace-
ment process will give you that head of hair.

natural-looking, strong-
that's

Our booklet will tell you why we're the biggest

and the best. It will show you why our method
Is totally exclusive, surprisingly simple, and
virtually impossible to detect. With none of the
potential embarrassments or problems of a
hairpiece, hairweave or transplants,

For our free, fully-illustrated booklet, mail
coupon or call (212) 832-1234.

Photographed an location at Great Adventure, Jackson, N J

I |
| |
| |
I Three stages of replacing .h;nr by the retainer m—g?anl method. |
I Send to: Hair Again Ltd '
14 East 60th St., New York City, N. Y. 10022
I Name {Please Print D= —— |
l Address : |
| City ’}‘:l |
I State = I
Zip
| Bosgizs ___GHa "EAE"E"L

‘et Hair Again Ltd.. 1978






Crunch and Arthur
had a revelation in that bleak
southern hotel room,
and a wonder of joy rose in
them like a flood.

TAKE
ME TO
THE
WATER

FICTION BY JAMES BALDWIN

Peanut, Red, Crunch, and Arthur had

not thought of New York this way—and
none but the righteous, Arthur thought, as
they took their places just below the pulpit,
in the Memphis church. They were placed
so that Peanut, at the piano, could be seen.
Peanut struck the chord; Arthur began the
song. Red was to his right and Crunch to
his left, both slightly behind him, as present
as heat.

Crunch's guitar began, as Arthur’s voice
began,

Take me to the water

Crunch moaned,

Yes! take me to the water!

He heard Red's witnessing falsetto, but
he answered Crunch's echo,

lake me to the water

io be

Baptized.

He paused and closed his eyes; sweat
gathered in his hair, he listened to Crunch,
and then he started again,

Take me to the water

Yea!

lake me to the waler

Now!

Take me to the water

Oh, Lord!

To be

To be?

To be

Tell me, now!

To be

To be baplized!

He paused again, threw back his head to
get the sweat out of his eyes, trusting every
second of his unprecedented darkness,

ll was a white city, full of black people.
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knowing Crunch and he were moving to-
gether, here, now, in the song, to some new
place. They had never sung together like
this before, his voice in Crunch's sound,
Crunch's sound filling his voice,

So

I know

None

Don't tell me, | know, | know; | know!

As though Crunch were laughing and
crying at the same time

But the righteous

So true!

None

Don't you leave me now!

But the righteous

And | hate to see that evening sun go
down!

None

Amazing grace!

None but the righteous

Yea, litile fellow, come on in!

Shall see God.

Crunch and he ended together, as
though on a single drum. He opened his
eyes, bowed his head, stepped back. Red
and Peanut looked as though they had
been dragged, kicking, through a miracle,
but they were smiling, and the church was
rocking. Crunch and Arthur wiped their
brows carefully before they dared look at
each other. Peanut struck the chord, Oh,
oh, oh, oh, and Crunch stepped forward
with the guitar, singing, Somebody
touched me, and they sang, It must have
been the hand of the Lord!

Arthur hurries to the whitewashed out-
house, opens the door, and locks himself
in. The whitewashed outhouse is scoured,
toilet paper hanging by a siring. He pees,
looking down into the lime-covered
depths—there is a bag of lime at the side of
the latrine. He would like to shit, actually, if
only life were different, but he knows that he
cannot possibly manage it here and now,
with Sister Dorothy Green waiting, and
where would he wash his hands? So he
pees, looking at his prick as though it does
nol belong to him and wondering where
Crunch is. He buttons up. He is alone. He
would like to stay alone here, forever, but
the smell is beginning to get to him. He
opens the door and walks out into the sun-
light, smiling, and /s this life? he wonders,
incoherently, /s it? Is this my life?

Sister Dorothy Green leans against a
tree, smiling like a movie star, as Arthur
moves toward her.

“Feel better, big boy?" she asks, and,
now, he wonders if he likes her at all.

“Much better,” he says, and, suddenly,
against this tree, in the sight of all the world,
her arms are around him, and she is in his
arms.

Her tongue, in his mouth, locks his ter-
rified howl within him, and her breasts,
against his chest, create a thunder in his
skull. Yet there is a terrifying pleasure in it,
too, and her hands are everywhere. Didn't
know nobody had so many hands, he
thinks, insanely, and that limp bit of flesh
that he has just used to pee with suddenly
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becomes rigid and enormous, and he
grinds himself against her. He almost drops
his load then and there, in the sunlight, and
they pull away from each other, shaking.

But she seems very calm. She touches
his cheek with one long, thin hand.

“That was just to let you know that | sure
hope you'll come back through here, one
day" She smiles—the loneliest, most avid
smile he has ever seen. “I'll sure be here.”
She straightens her skirt and touches her
hat. She takes his hand. "We better go back
in."

And, just like that, they walk back into the
church, and down the steps, into the
basement.

"Crunch, what happened to you this after-
noon? Where'd you go?"

"Young lady took me driving in her dad-
dy's automobile."

In fact, they had had to leave without
Crunch, and the young lady obligingly
drove him all the way into Nashville—where

°

Arthur was afraid in one
way, and Crunch in
another. But the train was
boarded, the engine
pulsing, great doors were
slamming shut behind
them. A journey had begun.

2

they are now, in a rooming house run by
friends of Clarence Webster, the manager
of the young Gospel quartet. They are two
to a room: Peanut and Red, and Crunch
and Arthur. The boys had been so stunned
by Crunch's exploit that they hadn't even
teased him about it. They had met the
young lady, very sharp and cool, and she
had had a cup of coffee with them before
going back home. And she certainly liked
Crunch; she didn't care who knew it.
Arthur doesn't feel like teasing him,
either; he is just glad he turned up again.
And they all react like that down here, to
each other's absences. They have never
put it into words, they cannot, but each
absence is a threat. They never felt this way
in New York—they moved all over New York.
Here each is afraid that one of the others
will get into some terrible trouble before he
is seen again and before anyone can help
him. It is the spirit of the people, the eyes
that endlessly watch them, eyes that never
meet their eyes. Something like lust, some-
thing like hatred, seems to hover in the air
along the country roads, shifting like mist,
or steam, but always there, gripping, like
fog, the city streets, making every corner a
dangerous corner. They spend more of

themselves, each day, than they can possi-
bly afford; they are living beyond their
means; they drop into bed, each evening,
exhausted, into an exhausting sleep. And
no one can help them. The people who live
here know how to do it—so it seems,
anyway—but they cannot teach the secret.
The secret can be learned only by watch-
ing, by emulating the models by danger-
ous trial and possibly mortal error.

He watches Crunch, in the other bed,
yawning, his hands clasped at the back of
his head.

The window next to Crunch's bed gives
on the road. Through the shade and the
closed curtain, Arthur senses the trees. Ar-
thur's bed is on the wall and gives on to the
hall and the bathroom and the kitchen.

It is absolutely silent—the heavy,
charged, southern silence. It should be
peaceful, butitisn't; you wait for the scream
that will break the silence; you dread the
coming day.

“What time we moving out of here tomor-
row, Crunch?"

“I think the old man wants us to be ready
to haul ass around six."

“You glad we came down here? | mean, it
was really kind of your idea.”

Crunch turns on his side, facing Arthur,
smiling.

“You want to blame me for something?"

“Oh, come on, man, don't be like that. I'm
here—ain't I?—and you didn't put no gun
to my head. What have | got to blame you
for? | just asked you a question.”

“Well, look al it this way, Arthur. We work-
ing, we making a little bread—a very little, |
grant you, but we wouldn’t be doing no
better up in the city—and we learning, at
least / think we learning, and we ain't starv-
ing, and we in the fresh air, baby, don't
forget that, that's very important, and some
of us can get fine young ladies to drive us
around the town in their daddy's au-
tomobile!"

Arthur throws a pillow at him, and Crunch
laughs and throws it back. "So I'm glad |
came, yeah." He looks at Arthur, with a
gentle, rueful smile. “We just drove around,
really; that's all. She was showing me sights
and monuments. She was real nice. |
learned a little bit, today, about down here."
He sits up and lights a cigarette and throws
the pack and the matches back. “You see, |
understand your real question. | can't an-
swer it. This place is a mystery for me, too."

"Does it scare you?"

“All mysteries scare me. The only way not
to be scared is to be loo dumb to be
scared.”

Arthur thinks about this, drawing on his
cigarette. They have one dim night lamp on
in the room, and their cigarettes glow a
rusly orange against the gloom. They have
been speaking in very low voices,

A car passes, swiftly, on the road outside,
making a whishing, crackling sound, like
the roar of a flame.

Then, silence, Crunch sits looking
straight ahead, his elbows on his knees, the
cigarette held loosely between the fingers
of one hand.



“Get ready Beatrice, here comes the passage that's almost carnal in its savage sensuality.”
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"But something in me comes from down
here," he says, “even though l've never
been here. That's a mystery, too, but"—he
turns and looks at Arthur—"don't you feel
like that, too? Like something's just been
waiting here for you, all the time."

"Yes," Arthur says, but does nol know
how to say more. Something Is turning in
him, like the little wheel in the song.

He thinks of Sister Dorothy Green.

‘I was with a girl, too, this afternoon.” he
says, "but she didn't have no automobile.”
And he laughs.

“What did she have, then?"

He knows, now, that he cannot ever really
talk aboutit. He does not know how —dimly,
he feels he has no right.

“I don't know.” He looks at Crunch, in a
genuine helplessness. Crunch watches
him, gravely. Arthur realizes, for the first
time, consciously, that Crunch listens to
him, responds to him, takes him
seriously—takes him seriously, even
though he always makes fun of him. That,
perhaps, is as greal a myslery as this re-
gion, the people of this region. The surface
is misleading, is perhaps meant to be mis-
leading, or cannot help it. The truth is
somewhere else, far beneath the surface:
like the tenderness, now, at the very bottom
of Crunch's eyes, as he watches Arthur.

‘I don't know," he repeats; "pain,” he
says, senselessly, “I felt—her awful pain."
He looks over at Crunch. "Do you know
what | mean?”

“I think | do," says Crunch, gravely. “Yes, |
think | do."

“Is that the way it 1s? | mean, for every-
body?"

“Sometimes,” says Crunch. “"Sometimes.
For everybody.”

“For you, too?"

“Little fellow: You mighty solemn tonight.”
Then, “Yes. For me, too.”

He puts out his cigarette.

“Every time | see my mama,” he says,
quietly—so quietly that Arthur's heart
leaps, almost in terror. Crunch leans back
on the bed, looks over at Arthur "My —
mama's a whore, really, | love her, but that's
whal she is." He makes a sound between a
sob and a grunt. “It's funny. | don't think |'d
mind, if she didn't. | don't think the other
kids would mind—she's our mama. She
ain't got nothing to be ashamed of—I'm no
fool, | know what happened—and the men
came and went, but she stayed; she raised
us. She did everything she could for us. It
ain't her fault the world is like it is.”

Arthur holds his breath, hearing the
heavy tears at the bottom of Crunch’s
voice,

"But she's so ashamed, she thinks we
ashamed—she thinks I'm ashamed, for
Christ's sake, and | can't get through to her,
and | love her”

Now, Crunch fs weeping, a strangling
sound, and Arthur cannot move.

"That's why | want to do something, make
her happy, buy her some fine clothes, make
a lot of money and put it in her hand, treat
her like a beautiful woman. She is a beauti-
ful woman!"
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Now, Arthur dares to lock and sees the
tears rolling, boiling, out of the side of
Crunch’s eye, into his ear. Crunch's bed
shakes gently, he i1s holding his breath, but
this only makes it worse. It is as though he is
bleeding inside

“Crunch, Crunch.”
“Crunch!”

Crunch does not answer, does not seem
to hear him. Arthur gets out of bed and
crosses the floor and leans on Crunch’s
bed and puts his arms around him.

“Crunch,” he says, again. “Please,
Crunch. Please, man. Please "

He strokes the wet face, he kisses the
lears. “Please, Crunch. You going to make
me cry, man.”

And this is true: in another moment, his
own tears will begin to fall. He does not
want to cry. He wants to comfort Crunch, to
bring the dark face back to itself, back to
him, to hold the shaking body untilit ceases
to shake.

He takes off his pajama top and wipes

he whispers.

@

Something like lust,
like hatred, seems to hover
in the air along the southern
country roads, shifting
like mist, gripping the city
streets, making every
corner a dangerous corner.

>

Crunch's face. He holds the cloth at
Crunch's nose.

“Blow your nose,” he says, “Come on
now.”

Crunch weakly blows his nose and then
takes the cloth from Arthur and blows his
nose again.

He opens his eyes and looks into Arthur's
eyes.

“Thank you," he says, "little fellow.”

They cannot stop looking into each
other's eyes. They have discovered some-
thing. They have discovered how much
each cares about the other. Something
leaps in Arthur, something like terror leaps
in Arthur: something in him sings. He
smiles. He whispers, "You all right?"

“I am, now, yes. Thank you,"” and Crunch
smiles.

*You ain't got nothing to thank me for,"
says Arthur, now feeling very shy, holding
the pajama top between his hands.

Crunch looks at him, endlessly, very, very,
gravely, as though he has never seen him
before, and Arthur stares at Crunch,
blinded by his beauty, by the revelation of
his beauty Deep, deep within him, an abso-
lutely new trembling begins. He does not
know if this is happiness, no words are in his

mind, bul he has never been so high and
lifted up belare.

Crunch kisses him on the forehead,
gravely, and then leans up and takes Arthur
in his arms, Arthur puts his arms around
Crunch. They hold each other, tight, a won-
der of joy rising in them like a flood, a won-
der of sunlight exploding behind their eyes,
everywhere, a great new space opening
before them. They need nothing mare now,
nothing, everything will come, and they
know it, everything, they are in each other's
arms. They open their eyes at the same
moment and look into each other's eyes,
and laugh.

Crunch kisses Arthur, lightly, on the lips.

“We be alone together soon, okay?"

‘Okay."

He has never seen any eyes like
Crunch’s eyes.

Crunch says, gravely, "l lave you, you
know?"

“I love you" says Arthur, "with all my
hearl, | love you.”

“You and me, then?"

“You and me."

Crunch holds Arthur by the shoulders
and then touches his chin lightly with one
fist.

“Get some sleep.”

"You, too."

"Good night."

"Goad night.”

And Arthur crosses the room and gets
into his bed, holding the pajama top in his
arms. Crunch turns out the light, they go to
sleep.

They have spent a lot of time alone together,
in one way or another. The next morning
they are alone with each other for the first
time in their lives. They must hide this se-
cret from all the others—this 1s slrange,
and new, and it even hurts a little, for, in
truth, they would like to rise up, shouting,
Hey, baby, you know what happened? They
cannot shout hallelujah!, dare not cry
hosanna! Yet a tremendous, hurting joy
wells up from the belly and the loins

They lay in their separate beds, not dar-
ing to look at each other—and, also, mys-
teriously, with no need, yet, to look at each
other—as the morning light attacked the
window shade and crawled across the ceil-
ing, as cars growled by on the road out-
side, as they listened to Peanut and Red
and their hosts, and Webster, in the tailet, in
the kitchen, in the hall.

Crunch looked over at Arthur.

“Bathroom's emply. Who goes first?”

“You go," Arthur said, and Crunch rose
and draped a towel around his shoulders
and bent his long self through the doorway:

Arthur lay still, wishing Crunch had
touched him, if only for a second. It really
was as though he had never seen Crunch
before. He waited helplessly for Crunch ta
come stooping back through the door; he
had never before been afraid of losing
him—nhad never belfore been afraid of los-
ing anyone, except his father and mother.
But their absences had not been at all like
the brief absence of Crunch that morning,

CONTINUED ON PAGE 152
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e/ prefer the
cuisine of
northern Italy
and the men
of southern
Italy. . . .Sicilians
can be
hot-tempered,
but they are
also very
hot-blooded!®
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BELLA DONNA

PHOTOGRAPHS BY ALBERT BRICCO

Concetta Ardigo, our Roman-born-and-bred Pet of the Month, represents the
kind of divine inspiration that could easily precipitate a second Italian
Renaissance. Faced with Concetta’s 36-24-35 inches of sculpted symmetry, skin
as rich and creamy as cappuccino, even a Raphael would be tempted to
leave well enough alone. In fact, appearing in Penthouse, she tells us,
makes her feel like a work of art.
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She posed in boots and riding crop “because it
has a special sexy meaning forme . . .
and because | have one rich boyfriend who
loves to ride and who occasionally takes me fox
hunting with him. Certainly,” she says, laughing
softly, “I'm not what the sophisticated
Americans call a ‘bondage queen,’ and
although | do like to be playful in bed, serious
pain seems absurd to me. After all, isn't
lovemaking for pleasure?”
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Another source of pleasure for Concetta is her job as
public-relations officer at one of Rome's leading
museums. When she isn't busy working, though, she likes to
spend long, leisurely afternoons at one of her
favorite trattorias on the Piazza Navona, delighting in
the company of her present inamorato.
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“It's true that
Sicilians can be
hot-tempered,
but they are

also very
hot-blooded!
Like Americans,
we prefer to
make love in the
missionary
position—the
man on top

and the girl
underneath. The
difference is that
at the moment of
climax, my lover
and | are three
feet in the air!”
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Concetta likes American women, but she doesn't
understand why they resent it when Italian men pinch them
in public. “The Italian man who does this is not
showing his disrespect but expressing his
admiration!” It certainly would be true in her case:
she has the kind of smoldering sensuality that
sets off Roman candles in any country . . .
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THE VIETNAM VETERANS ADVISER

Five years ago the last U S, combal troops left Vietnam, thus
ending America's direct involvement in its most controversial
and unpopular war. At the time, Washington Post reporter
David Broder wrote, "The test of this country's character will
be its willingness lo see that such men are not 'left alone' to
tace the conseguences of the war we sent them off to fight "
That test has been falled, Today, some thirteen years after
the first wounded Vietnam combat veteran was relurned to the
United States, the record of government assistance and con-
cernover the needs of the some 3 million men and women who
served in Vietnam is a national disgrace. To be sure, as
President Carter has smugly noted, most Vietnam veterans
have "made I,” but he has omitted disclasing that they did so
on their own. He overlooks the fact that their personal sac-
rifices, both in Vietnam and in the United States, were never
malched by an equal effort on the part of the government.
From President Johnson,

According to Muller. Vietnam veterans are worthy of the
nation's response because they answered a constitutional call
to arms in the best tradition of American citizenship. “Many of
those troops,” he says, “feel the nation has failed to recognize
their honorable service. The nation sent men and women to
the front. Yet it failed to provide them with adequate assis-
tance when they returned home to face an economy of high
unemployment, an inadequate Gl Bill—and hospitals, many
of which had a shocking lack of staff and adequate tacilities.
A tair return for honorable—and, in many cases, heroic—
service is needed so that Vietnam veterans, like their prede-
cessars, can take their rightiul place as contributing members
of a society."

To achieve these ends, Muller has put together a thorough
battle plan and has enlisted the support of such organizations
as the Urban League, the Democratic Black Caucus, and the

fourteen-man Vietnam-era

who refused to accept the tact
thal veterans were part of the
‘cost” in his solution to the
Vietnam “problem,” to Presi-
dent Carter, who has turned
maore than a million Vietnam
veterans into statistical nonen-
tities (e.g., those more than
thirty-five years of age are not
eligible for veteran's employ-
mernil assistance), the reality of
the treatment accorded those
who didn't "make it" has been
kept from the public. This
abysmal thirteen-year history

-

Veterans' personal sacrifices,
both in Vietnam and in
the United States, were never
matched by an equal
effort on the part of the government.

e

Veteran Congressional Cau-
cus (VVCC). Basic to Muller's
plan is passage of a com-
prehensive Vielnam veterans
bill, rather than piecemeal
madification to the existing
veterans’ legislation—most of
which became law more than
thirty years ago and is hope-
lessly out of date,

The bill that Muller's council
is backing is the Vietnam Vet-
erans Act of 1978, HR. 14164,
introduced in the House half a
year ago by the VVCC. This

of presidential and congres-
sional neglect. which con-
tinues today, forces Penthouse 1o raise a most serious ques-
tion: “ls it too late to do anything aboul Vietnam veterans?”

Many believe the time for meeling the needs of Vietnam
veterans 1s past. but some do not. Among the latter is Robert
O. Muller. who served in the Marine Corps in Vietnam and is a
paraplegic. A graduate of Hofstra Law School, former legisla-
tive director of the Eastern Paralyzed Veterans of America,
and presently executive director of the Council of Vietnam
Veterans, "Bobby” Muller is a very determined person. His
Washington-based Council of Vielnam Veterans is an advo-
cacy group designed to obtain legislative and administrative
action. Under Muller’s leadership, it 1s bringing together con-
cerned ndividuals and organizations to lobby directly and
through the media for a coherent program to be carried out by
the Congress and the Carter administration. The council
seeks a program that will assist veterans in need and improve
the public's perception of all veterans,
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multi-titled bill, dealing with
education, employment, psy-
chological counseling, drug and alcohol abuse treatment,
and health care, was introduced on September 25, 1978, to
make cerlain that it would be considered in January, when the
Ninety-sixth Congress convened. More important, Rep. David
Bonior (Dem -Mich.), chairman of the VVCC, was promised
that the bill would be earnestly considered by the House
Velerans' Affairs Committee

Penthouse has long supported this kind of legislation. It is
an idea whose time is grievously overdue. The period of
shabby neglect of Vietnam veterans must be brought to an
end, and the act is a necessary first step. Its passage will not
be easy, in the face of President Carler's commitment to fiscal
austerity. Nonetheless, its success must be pursued. To ex-
pect any less is to accept that we cannot or will not heed or
honor President Lincoln's pledge to the American veleran
more than a century ago: “To care for him who shall have
borne the battle and for his widow, and his orphan.” O+
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ADVISE & DISSENT
OPNION

mon cold of American culture, in Los Angeles itis aterminal

disease. In a city where how you seem to be doing will often
decide how you are doing, it is essential to give off the right
signals—the signals that tell of success, of power, of
achievemnent, and, above all, of money. Even high-school stu-
dents know enough to be wary of anything less than a Parsche
911. And, of course, their parents are hip. They know that it
would be cruel to send their own flesh and blood out into the
world without cars that proclaim how well they are doing.

Another, sadder instance of the game as itis played today: a
man | knew in the East several years ago was twenty-nine
when | was twenly-nine. A few days ago he told me of yet
another failure in his efforts to become a successiul producer.
He slapped the table with his palm. “I've got to get moving,
man,” he said. "I'm going to be thirty next year." Somehow, |
am thirty-four.

InL.A,, if a man or woman is not making it big, either in “the
industry” or in life, by the time he or she is thirty, it's big trouble.
It's low status. It's not life in the fast lane, for sure. Sometimes
you can't help itif you are not a success; so the only way out is
By Ben Stein  nottobe thirty until you are a success. That way, you can take
on the perfectly respectable mantle of under-thirty star-to-be.

The author, a creative consultant to Borrowing status you don't own is simply a way of life here.
Norman Lear, was formerly a television crific for - Unless you are one of the few people in this town whose faces

the Woll Street Journal. His two most recent  are instantly known, you are known to strangers by a whole
books, Money Power (Harper & Row) and The View from Sunset : : : :
Boulevord (Basic Books), Tk published this spring. ;igf:z\gl ;’g{fj‘gsztyﬁu possess—including your age, at what-

When a hustling young producer pulls up at the Palm in a

Mercedes converlible, the people who are waiting for their
cars see the convertible first and the man who gets out of it

second. When a writer invites a filmmaker over to have a swim

on a hot day, before the filmmaker gets in the door he sees that
the writer's house has a tennis courl. Things like that make an
impression. They speak of success, of the power to marshal
and command large sums of money, and in Hollywood, like
LOOK LIKE everywhere else, “them that has gets." The people at the Palm
immediately think that the driver of the Mercedes must have

something, or he wouldn’t have that car. The man who sees the
tennis court has at least a suspicion that the writer must have
some ability to get paid enough to get that tennis court. Those
status gestures are important, and to some extent they work.

That message has gotten out in a big way. People who are
eager to make the most of their stay in Hollywood know that
they must have all the right status appurtenances. And thus,
in Los Angeles, an entire industry has been developed to rent
out status 1o those who have ii not.

Now no one here can make you a best-selling author or the
director of a movie with a hundred-million-dollar worldwide
gross. But there are plenty of people here who can make you
look as if you were a success. And you don't even have to lay
out that much money. You can rent status just for those times
when you really need it

The hottest status item, of course, is the car. Forget anything
that you may have read about Steve McQueen driving a
pickup truck and other stars renting bashed-up cars. Those
are esoteric status games for those who have already made it.

It. as some smart person said, pretentiousness is the com-

Doretty Tanous
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@‘In LA, if you're not

making it big by the time you're thirty,

it's big trouble. It's low status.

Sometimes the only way is not to be thirty
until you're a success."®

For those on the make, cars have to be foreign, flashy, and
expensive. The best would be a Rolls-Royce convertible, the
Corniche model, which sells for about $85,000, brand-new.
When you pull up at the Beverly Hills Hotel with one of those
suckers, the word money might just as well be shouted out of
loudspeakers, in quadraphonic sound. But at several car-
leasing companies in L.A., you can rent one for $100 a day,
plus about a dollar a mile. (You pay for the gasoline.) For what
you would spend for a pack of cigarettes every day for a year,
you can have that Rolls and all the joy that goes with it for two or
three days.

For the more modest Mercedes 450 SLC, which will say the
ward money in a well-modulated but still firm voice and which,
off the showroom floor, will set you back a cool $29,000, a
mere $45 a day plus forty-five cents a mile will swing it.

But few people here rent cars on a daily basis. A far more
popular method is to lease. Rates vary, but for about $450 a
month, for a three-year deal, you can lease a Mercedes 450
SLC. For a Cadillac Seville, which sells for about $17,000, you
can get a three-year lease for under $350 a month.

Of course, at the end of the three years, you do not own a
thing, but you have had all that status.

People tell a story here about a star called by his business
manager. “lI've found just the house for you,” the manager
says. "It's a beauty, and it's only $300,000."

“Sounds good," the star says.

“The only problem is that we need $10,000 down," the
agent says.

That is just the problem that renting or leasing status sym-
bols solves. If you make a fairly decent living, you do not have
to put down a cent. A modest deposit might be required, but
that's all.

A home with a pool and a tennis court would be nice. The
problem is that it costs about half a million daollars if it's in a
good neighborhood. But if you cannot get the idea out of your
mind that you want friends and possible business partners
milling around a pool and a tennis court at your own party, just
like the one in Shampoo, you can rent the palace of your
dreams for just a few nights and have the party there.

The Moving Experience, a rental agency that specializes in
rentals for the status conscious will provide an estate of 110
acres in Beverly Hills (the approximate equivalent of renting
two blocks on Park Avenue) with a mansion enhanced by
antiques, a tennis court, and an Olympic-sized pool. Noone |
know could afford to buy that house, but any hustling pro-
ducer with an eye on the future can scrape logether his
pennies and rent it for two days for a few thousand dollars a
day. There are smaller, but still overwhelming, properties that
go for as little as $1,500 a day.

Now, of course, $2,500 a day is real money. But to give a
party in a house like that could create an overnight sensation
and generate enough interest and respect to repay the in-
vestment many times over.

While you are getting ready for the party, you will surely want
the house to look right. Some genuinely beautiful art would be
pleasant—originals only, in the right circles. Perhaps at the
Los Angeles County Art Museum you saw an impressive work

of art. It would cost more than $100,000 if you could buy it, but
you could rent original art for only a hundred dollars or so per
day.

And that house should have the right kind of pets. Nothing
makes a Hollywood party look more elegant than having two
Russian wolfhounds loping around the grounds. It might set
you back $1,000 each to buy them, and you then would have a
lifetime of responsibility caring for them. But there are several
places in L.A. that rent any breed of dog for only $100 per
eight-hour day (plus sales tax). And the trainer brings them
back and forth in his car.

If you want your friends to think that you have really made it,
you should have some simply gorgeous girls hanging around.
You can rent them, too. Any one of several modeling agencies
will provide real, live, exquisitely beautiful models (real mod-
els, not body-painting studio "models”) for seventy-five dol-
lars per hour per girl. They provide their own transportation,
and remember: they really are models, nothing more.

It gets chilly in L.A. late at night; so you might want the girls
to have furs. You can tell your guests that you bought them out
of the profits of your last unspecified venture, For a mink coat,
at any one of several places, as little as $150 per day would
swing it. If you get into chinchilla, it might be more like $500
per day.

And then the girls should really have some jewelry, and it
should be real, because some of the wives of your guests will
be able to tell phony stuff at fifty paces. And here's a break: if
you look respectable and have a good reputation (which is
broadly interpreted in this town), many good jewelry stores will
allow you to “try out” jewelry for a few days—without cost.

So far, the figures are getting high but are not out of the
question. If you want to push them out of the question and
engrave yourself indelibly in the minds of your guests, you can
rent the trendy new rock band DEVO to perform. For $50,000
they will sing and preen, and no one will go home saying your
party was just like everyone else’s.

Catering can be done anywhere. It is not a status item here
in L.A., where people have only memories of good food from
visits to other cities far away. ,

So there you could be, with mansion, Rolls-Royce, wolf-
hounds, girls, fur, jewelry, and instant status for about $25,000.
Add DEVO, and you're at $75,000.

Of course, after the ball you have to return everything, and
your carriage turns into a pumpkin or a Pinto or whatever you
had before. But the next time you meet someone who was at
your parly, he will remember you. You will have a name and a
face to gowithit. And in a town where access equals success,
your money may have been well spent.

Then again, maybe the money will have been wasted, be-
cause maybe prelty soon everyone here will figure out that
everything is rented and that everyone is just playing gueen
for a day and people will start judging other people on their
merits. But | doubt it. In the land of tall palms and hazy
sunshine, renting status will probably beat out judging people
on their merits for some time to come. At least until my
twenty-nine-year-old riend from the East is grown up, and in
Southern California that might take forever. O+—g







Even lust can get
boring if you are forced to toil in the
backrooms of sex.

T hese interviews, being about work, are necessarily
about routine. (Perhaps the young, X-rated-ad
writer said it best in describing work as a way “to kill
time while waiting to die”). But, being about jobs associa-
ted with sex, they're also necessarily about stimulation.
Truly, this blend of the provocative and the tedious typifies
the attitudes of those in the "sex industry” toward their
work,

Here are the hidden people of American sex. They bal-
ance books for massage parlors, run projectors in adult
theaters, and assemble vibrators in factories. Far from
being erotic or lascivious, their daily grinds are about as
sensual as lire rotation. They give the impression that the
business of sex-in-America isn't all it's cracked up to be.

Their common desire is to be viewed as performers of
meaningful social services, and not just as those who
launder society’s stained linen. Some imbue their work with
significance. Others regard their jobs with sullen cynicism,
as largely unproductive, pointless, or dispensable. Nearly
all resent a “twisted” morality that demeans them as
second-class citizens for the seaminess of their trade, yet
has made their services not just marketable but vital.

Most have higher aspirations—to write novels, work for
Vidal Sassoon, or tend bar at the Marriott Inn. Yet they share
an unspoken, dead-end futility. How does making change
in a sex arcade or mastering the Wallbanger prepare one
for career advancement? And to what?

Perhaps the best statement of their most fundamental
need came from the prophylactic inspector—"to be
remembered for more than just reliable condoms.”

Photagraph by Earl Miller

SATIRE BY ROBERT S. WIEDER
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THE BARTENDER

“Let me pour you a double,” he offers.
“They water the stuff here like a lawn.” He's
preparing to open The Ball Park, a “Puss &
Booze" club with a small, low-alcohol bar
near the entrance and a labyrinth of “orgy
rooms” for no-rules sexual liaisons in the
rear, with foam pads, hot tubs, water beds,
and various “theme” motifs. Some 200
people come here nightly for freewheeling
group sex. Drinks are banned from the sex
areas, but sex may occur in the bar. He's
thirty and twice divorced. He began by
tending singles’ bars in college and has no
other work experience, despite an M.A. in
sociology. “I work here for one simple rea-
son. They pay me.” He has a pronounced
tic.

"A chiropractor would get rich here. I've
seen the human body do things that would
make Olga Korbut pale. The permutations
are incredible; it's a cross between Bob &
Carol & Ted & Alice and Woodstack. A re-
ally good crowd'll wind up looking like a
huge, pornographic Tinkertoy set. Can you
imagine the aroma produced by 150
sweaty, screwing people? Fragrante de-
licto, man. Or, mare colloquially: lowwwww

“Originally, the idea was a quick-shot
Club Med for suburban ‘swingers’ who
could get a baby-sitter only for one night.
But the club's completely shattered all
class barriers. The rich come to degrade
themselves, the poor come to fuck the rich,
and those in the middle come to do things
that'd be 'dirty’ at home. The beautiful
come for novelty fucks, the ugly come for
charity fucks, and they all come for fanlasy
fucks. Whites come to see if ‘it's true’ about
blacks,; blacks come because they think it
Is. (Laughs.) Talk about your ‘melting pot.'

“I'm just a pourer, man. You don't get
trained mixologists in these dumps. The
real pros work the class saloons and
lounges, where a drink isn't just a prop but
a personal matter, and the clientele can
lasle the difference belween Aquavit and
lighter fluid. You know who works booze-
and-kooze bars? Ex-surfers, ex-cops, ex-
lifeguards, ex-jocks, ex-hotshots trying to
stay near the action. They're bartenders the
way Garagiola is a sportscaster—one part
skill, nine parts show.

“It's all ambience, now—'relating.’ We're
not bartenders; we're scenery, part of the
atmosphere. The man used to define the
bar: now it's the reverse. They plug usin like
blenders. What the hell—nobody cares
what you put in the goddam glass here
anyway. This is Wallbangerland, Sunrise-
ville. Why memarize mixes for people who
don't give a shit how it tastes as long as it's
colorful, not passé, and gives them the
courage to join the melee? This isn't a bar;
it's a pit stop.

“There's so much ritlual that Margaret
Mead should have lended bar here. Meel
X, buy drink for X, proposition X, take X into
the caverns, make various nasties with X,
bloop, ahhhh, so long, X. Sure, it all comes
out smoaothly; so does shit. (Laughs.) Still,
for a lot of people, it's shit-or-go-blind. The
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lonely, ugly, dull, clumsy, shy, repressed, or
unimaginative—those who cant make it
unless you provide a setting, someplace
without risks, where things are understood.
Take away dives like this and you sentence
them to celibacy Screw that. Let him whois
without sin go first in line, / say.

“So what if these couplings are debas-
ing, mechanical, and humiliating? That's
why mosl of them are here. The real draw-
back is that a lol of people show up with a
real Fuck-or-Bust attitude. And, unfortu-
nately, many of them bust. Rejection is bad
enough out there, where it's the national
pastime, but in here—I| mean, if you can't
get laid in this place, where can you? Come
closing time, | get people asking directions
to the nearest river.

“I deal with persons who're sexy only as
long as they're standing and holding a
glass, who dread waking up and having to
deal with one another sober. It makes you
ashamed 1o be part of the same species.
I's hard to maintain a customer’s-always-

°

“A chiropractor
would get rich here,” remarks
one sex club bartender.
“I've seen the human body
do things that would
make Olga Korbut pale.”

o

right facade when you have a custom-
er's-a-mess attitude. Then again, as long
as there are people for whom alcohol is
more important and useful than literacy, I'm
in business.”

THE CONDOM INSPECTOR

At age fifty, she's an assistant inspector for
a prophylactic manufacturer. Widowed and
with two adolescent sons, she's a self-de-
scribed “Christian and a lady" Still, she
takes a stoic, if somewhat uneasy, satisiac-
tion in her work, which involves scanning
condoms on an assembly line for holes,
seconds, other imperfections. “Your eyes
go first,” she sighs, “"about a year before
your back and shoulders.” She looks for-
ward to retirement and part-time work in a
day-care center somewhere.

“I'm not what you'd call a lifer. |'ve got
twelve years in here. Five more and I'll be
fifty-five, up for a 40 percent pension, with
my younger boy graduating from caollege.
The older one's at Purdue now Bul five
more years—that's il. Oh, | enjoy being an
assistant inspector, | take great pride in
craftsmanship, but I'm not like some of the
younger girls—committed to twenty years
of advancing in the company. You have to

maintain perspective, or you |l start to eal,
sleep, and live condoms. That's not for me,

“But professional integrity, that's impor-
tant. People laugh at the idea, for this busi-
ness, but listen—craftsmanship is the dif-
ference between a quality condom and a
waler balloon! Think about it. How many
products do you buy where comiort and
reliability are more important? Or fit or
safety or design? Hey, name me one con-
sumer product where quality control can
make a bigger difference in your lite? So,
do | feel useless orirrelevant, like a cog in a
machine? Sure, just like Nader. (Laughs.)

“Like they say. ‘For want of a stirrup the
horse was lost, for want of a horse the war
was lost,” and so on. Well, for want of a good
condom, a lot of marriages, relationships,
jobs, and reputations have been lost. I'll tefl
you what a bad condom can turn into: Son
of Sam, Charlie Manson. In a way, I'm all
that stands between society and whaole ar-
mies of unwanted children who'll grow up
into unwanted adults. And no group alive is
better al making life miserable for every-
body than those persons who aren't wel-
come inthe world. You bet | get job satisfac-
tion. But even so, you're still human, and
you want to be remembered for more than
just reliable condoms.

“It's heaviest in the spring, the June rush;
all the engagements, marriages, and gen-
eral activities of spring immemonal. And
‘cause all the college kids stock up for the
summer before going home to their friendly,
gabby family druggist. Spring is to con-
doms what fall is to turkeys. It starts right
after Saint Valentine's Day, which we get as
a holiday. It's like an in-joke in the industry,
we call him the patron saint of birth control.
(Laughs.) Dumb.

“It's not the routine or the boredom or the
repetition that bothers me. | juslt think of it
like gardening—you try to spot the weeds.
But sure, I've got problems with my work,
guilty feelings. Not because of the sex part
of il, bul because what you produce or
contribute to society is part of your identity.
And the whole point to my job is not to
contribute. Anything ! add to society is a
mistake. Bul | live in a country where the
basic rule is produce. It makes you feel like
a kind of reproductive saboteur.

“See, if you build houses or drive a bus or
bake bread, you can point to something
that you do or make or add lo the world.
What do / point to? (Laughs ) You know
where they wear these things. If | start
pointing, | get arrested. Also, we're all
raised o believe that life s dear and pre-
cious, even priceless. Meanwhile, here |
am, going blind in the name of preventing
1. Others get to say, 'l feed people or clothe
them or help them.' Me, | eliminate them.,

‘And the letters and phone calls from the
Right-to-Lifers don't help, either. It's bad
enough they harass you, but lately they've
even beennfiltrating the industry | mean it.
During the last June rush a guy got hired
onto the Maginot inspection line in Muncie
and had a needle hidden in a Band-Aid on
his finger and did enough damage in two

days to double the Indiana birthrate. We ve
CONTINUED OM PAGE 176



ack in the mid-1960s all the exciting road machinery
Bhad tour wheels. The nation's highways were filled
with 400-horsepower Pontiac GTOs, Plymouth
Hemis, L-88 Stingrays, 427 Cobras, Shelby Mustangs,
Olds 442s, Porche 911Ss, and other automotive exolica
Speed limits and compression ratios were high. Gasoline
prices and miles per gallon were low Herds of Chevy 409s
rocketed across the Nevada desert at 120 mph, averaging
seven miles per gallon on 100-octane fuel that cost thirty-
two cents per gallon in Los Angeles. Cars were cheap, the
economy was booming, and in some places gasoline was
more plentiful than drinking water
Motorcycles came in two basic types large, loud
Harley-Davidsons, which sprayed oil on their riders and
had sixty-three taillights; and small, loud BSAs and
Triumphs, which sprayed oil on their riders and had one
inoperative taillight. The general populace had a
stereotypic view of bikers; the correlation ran something
like this; bike is to rider as truck tire is to gorilla
A much smaller percentage of the populace rode
motorcycles then, for several excellent reasons: most did
not have the Schwarzenegger type of strength that was
» required to kick-start the bikes, particularly when they

=
'f Above: (top) BMW R100RS —gemlike finish, indestructibie en-
: gine, and space-capsule styling justify the high price ($6,199) (all
< suggested retail prices); (bottom) HARLEY-DAVIDSON FLH 80—
F still "king of the open road,” the big Harley features plenty of
a storage space and a broad saddle for long trips ($5,529). Oppo-
= site: (left) MOTO GUZZ! SP—interconnected brakes and built-in
: spoilers in the fainng hold the front end firmly on the road at high
& speeds ($3,995); (nght) DUCATI 900 SD DARMAH —superb

handling and a powerful "V" twin engine make the Darmah un-

& beatable on mountain roads ($3,595)
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Ducati imported by Berliner Corp.; Moto Guzzi imported by Premier Motor Corp.; Leather apparel from Bates Leather, Long Beach, Ca

Any one of these new
superbikes can out-accelerate any
production car in the world.

BY GENE O'ROURKE
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were cold; most did not have the patience
or the mechanical aptitude necessary to
bolt on all the parts that regularly fell off
most did not enjoy having a perpetual film
of grease and oil on their bodies and cloth-
ng; and hardly anybody wanted the social
stigma that came as the one free accessory
to bike ownership

Two major marketing moves by the Jap-
anese were responsible for the huge in-
crease in motorcycle buying that has taken
place during the pas! decade. First, they
flooded the country with small, cheap, rela-
tively leak-free bikes that were light and
easy to start and nde. Families unable to
afford a second car could spend $400 for a
small motorcycle that squeezed seventy-
tive miles out of a gallon of gas. Some mod
els, like the Honda 50, had a step-through
frame that allowed skirt-clad women to ride
molor-scooter fashion, without having to
siraddle the machine

Suddenly, thousands of housewives,
students, and others who under previous
circumstances would never have been at-
tracted to motorcycles were discovering
the convenience, practicalily, and sheer
fun of biking. Some fell by the wayside (lit-
erally), but most were soon hungering for
machines with a lttle more power and
speed. The next step was usually to bikes
in the 125 to 300CC displacement range,
which were fast enough for most highway
travel and which the Japanese manufac-
lurers were only loo happy to supply. The
bike craze had started

As the new riders’ skill, assurance, and
taste for speed increased, they split off in
two directions. They opted either for 700-
pound Harley-Davidsons or for 400-pound
BSAs. Triumphs, Nortons, or Enfields, The
Japanese, having no bikes larger than
300CC displacement, found themselves
training thousands of riders for their Ameri
can and Brtish competitors. With incredi-
ble timing and foresight, Honda Motors
then introcduced the twin-cylinder Honda
450 and soon followed it in 1967 with the
one motorcycle that is truly responsible for
the Superbike Era: the four-cylinder, over-
head-cam Honda 750. Faster than a
speeding bullet, able to leap tall Harleys in
a single bound, equipped with unheard of
amenities—such as electric starler, turn
signals, front disc brake, and oil-tight en-
gine—the 750 changed motorcycling
forever.

The pleasure factor in cycling took a
quantum leap when people discovered the
joys of riding smooth, powerful machines
that started at the press of a button, didn't
vibrale the fillings out of their teeth, or
necessilate a trip to the dry cleaner after
every ride. The sligma attached to cycling
began to shrink as polished cotlons and
business suils started outnumbering oil-
soaked leathers and chains in the saddle.

In one move, Honda managed to attract
the new bikers who were trading up to
larger machines plus the more experi-
enced nders who were attracted by the
power and convenience of the 750. The big
Honda was not a delight in every respect,
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Clockwise Ifrom top: SUZUKI GS 1000E
consider the GS 1000 the best all-around big bike ($3,000): KAWASAKI KZ 1000—first of the

superbikes, the big "Z" is now available with shaft drive ($2,899); YAMAHA XS 1100E

state-of-the-art suspension and engine lead many to

brute power

and cushy suspension make the "Eleven” ideal for high-speed touring ($3,449); HONDA CBX —ihe
six-cylinder, 103-hp engine will propel the CBX to 140 mph ($3,998)

however: it was at least 100 pounds heavier
than British bikes, and it lacked their nimble
handling qualities; also, its four carburetors
were sometimes difficult to synchronize
But these were relatively minor annoyances
to most prospective buyers, and the 750
soon became the largest-selling bike in
America.

During the late sixties and early seven-
ties, other manufacturers in Japan, United
Slates, Great Britain, Italy, and Germany
produced a wild array of 750CC models to
compete with the big Honda. Many were
fine machines that were faster and handled
better, but Honda remained firmly en-
sconced in the catbird seat until 1973,

when Kawasaki of Japan kicked off the
second stage of the big-bike race with the
introduction of its 900CC double over-
head-cam, four-cylinder "Z1" model. Ca-
pable of speeds in excess of 130 M.PH
and ot quarter-mile times under thirteen
seconds, the "Z" model remained the fast-
est production bike in the world for five
years.

The big-bike race entered its third and
present stage |usl last year when several
manufacturers intfroduced new, more pow
erful road bikes in the 1000-to-1100CC
displacement range. In addition to increas
Ing raw power, several manufacturers have
now begun to refine the handling charac-

CONTINUED ON PAGE 158
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FUNKY MUSIC
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They send you a signal, and then you lalk
back to them through the records. When |
played a record, the record that followed
would make a comment on the record that
came before. At the same time, | would
never lose a beat or break a rhythm. I'd
throw on Frank Sinatra and pack the floor. |
didn't want to play Frank Sinatra, but | knew
I'd get them up there with Sinatra. Then I'd
go lo the Mamas and Papas. Within ten
minutes, I'd have them going crazy. | drove
to a climax, just like in a play.”

Getting people up to dance was one part
of Terry's job. Getting them back in their
seats again to order drinks was the other
part. “My job was to sell booze, to make
money for the clubs; that's why they paid
me so much. So I'm driving them to their
seats. They're ordering drinks because
they're hearing a slow ballad. By the time
they've got their drinks ordered, I'm starting
up again. | didn't even play the whole
ballad—they don't know that. But now that
they're relaxing and getting a little conver-
sation going, I'm driving them up again,
They've left their drinks on the tables, and
they're back on the dance floor again, en-
joying what they're doing. Nowadays no-
body has a table or a waiter. Charge 'em at
the door, and that's it.”

Getting a DJ who saw himself as a star
meant that the club owner could get burnt
by flashes of artistic temperament. One
night John Wayne turned up at Arthur and
demanded that Terry spin a certain tune.
Duke is accustomed lo getting exactly
what he wants. When he made this request
(probably “God Bless America”), he got
exactly what he deserved. “Is this the rec-
ord you want, Mr. Wayne?" said Terry defer-
entially, whipping the disc out of the rack.
“Yeah, play that,” said the actor. With a snap
of the wrist, Terry broke the record in half.
“Uh, it's broken,” he apologized. "I guess |
won't be able to play it." History does not
record Duke's answer.

Terry's other bag was playing the lights
along with the music. Though he had noth-
ing more than a ceiling full of colored bulbs,
he soon discovered that there were just as
many secrets to switching lights as there
were to spinning sides. “l found a heavy
combination was between a green and red
with a quick flash of yellow in between. In
other words, it | was flashing green-red-
green-red-yellow-green-red, the more | got
green in, the more the crowd would go
ape.” A few years later he put his knowl-
edge of colored lights to work in an old
ballroom that club owner Trude Heller
bought on Broadway. “We ripped every-
thing out and painted the room black." he
explained. "There were six square pillars
on the dance floor. | put a red, yellow, blue,
and green spotlight shining up on each
side of the pole. Then | put adjustable mir-
rors on top of each pole and mirrors on the
bottom. Then | put a smoke machine in the
middle of the room. | would create this huge
122 PENTHOUSE

maze of crisscrossed lights, with hexa-
gons, parallelograms—I can't even tell you
what-—but red, yellow, blue, green beams
would shoot up through the smoke. Flash-
ing those lights, especially the green—
forgel the red!—would drive everybody
bananas!” Lights, even more than music,
soon became the next great obsession of
disco.

The show biz era in the discotheques
wound up at the climax of the Rock Age in
1970. Then the whole scene started sliding
toward the gutter. The new catchword be-
came “decadence,” and the new disco
public became the gay boys, who like noth-
ing better than getting down and getting
funky. The most decadent disco in the
world was a joint called The Sancluary, in
Hell's Kitchen. This den of iniquity was Io-
cated, believe it or not, in what had formerly
been an old German Baptist church, Origi-
nally called The Church, the disco was di-
abolically designed to make it the perfect
setting for a Black Mass. Opposite the altar

®

Hassled by the
police, leaned on by the Mob,
and driven over by
club owners, the disco DJ
is fast becoming America’s
latest cult hero.

o

was a huge mural projecting a terrifying
image of the devil, his eyes drawn so that
wherever you stood his baleful orbs would
be glaring down on you. Around the Evil
One was a flight of angels with exposed
genitalia, engaging in every known form of
sexual intercourse. Before the allar with its
broad, marble communion table and im-
posing range of organ pipes stood the
long-haired DJ preparing the devil's sac-
rament. How appropriate that the disco
was immortalized as the nadir of Sin City in
the film Klute.

Orgiastic was the word for The Sanctu-
ary, and the action was by no means con-
fined to dancing. However, even the danc-
ing was pretty far out, because this was the
club where the Bump was introduced, and
the original version of this dance was not
the cute little tooshie-touching step it be-
came later in the straight world but a frank
pantomime of buggery.

The hero of The Sanctuary was the only
straight guy in the place, its legendary DJ,
Francis. The most influential spinner in the
history of the craft, Francis Grasso is a
small, muscular, long-haired lad from
Brooklyn who got his start in business by
working as a male go-go dancer ataclubin

the Village. One night, while visiling Salva-
tion Il, a club perched atop a building on
Central Park South, Francis was asked to
substitute for Terry Noel, who had failed to
show up for work. Grasso approached his
trial with fear and trembling, but when Noel
later appeared, the manager fired him and
hired the novice.

Francis soon demonstrated that he had a
fresh slant on spinning. Unlike Terry, who
was heavily into rock and kept a picture of
Elvis Presley in his booth, Francis worked
the soul track. When he got up on the altar
at The Sanctuary, he preached that old-
time religion with Aretha Franklin, Gladys
Knight , and Booker T. and the MGs. Into
this mix he would drop Chicago's "I'm a
Man" and Cat Mother's “Track in A.” Once
he had the crowd hooked, he'd dip into his
African bag with Olatunji and the authentic
Nigerian drums and chants of “Drums of
Passion.”

Francis was the first DJ to perfect the
current technique of stitching records to-
gether in seamless sequences. He in-
vented the trick of “slip-cuing” (holding the
disc stationary while allowing the turntable
to whirl beneath), and when he got turn-
tables with speed controls, he supple-
mented his cuing technigue with speed
changes that enabled him to match up the
records perfectly in tempo. He also got
around lo playing around with the equaliza-
tion controls not only to boost the bass for
ass wagging but also to compensate for
the loss of highs when a record was slowed
down for mixing. Eventually, Francis be-
came a virtuoso. His tour de force was play-
ing two records simultaneously for as long
as two minutes at a stretch. He would
superimpose the drum break of *I'ma Man”
over the orgasmic moans of Led Zeppelin's
“Whole Lotta Love” to make a powerfully
erotic mix that anticipated by many years
the formula of bass-drum beats and sex
cries that is now one of the clichés of the
disco idiom.

What this pioneering jock was doing was
composing a hitherto nonexistent disco
music out of prefabricated parts. What's
more, he was forging the new music right in
the heart of the discotheque, with the dan-
cers freaking out in front of him and send-
ing their waves back to his soul, exactly as
the lindy dancers used to turn on the jazz
musicians in the old swing bands. Not a
high-powered show-biz jock, like Terry
Noel, who wants to sweep up the audience
and carry it off on his own trip, Francis was
an energy mirror who caught the vibes
coming off the floor and shot them back
again, recharged by the powerful sounds
of his big horns. Eventually, Francis taught
other jocks his tricks and established his
style of playing as the new standard.

Once Francis had become a star in his
world, he began to receive the homage—or
shall we say "lip service"?—that was his
right. He was serviced constantly behind
the altar by the fag hags, who were urged
on to feats of Olympic endurance by the
gay boys, who admired Francis for his ta-
lent while despairing of his hopelessly
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Bobby grew up in Bay Ridge, Brooklyn,
the setting for Saturday Night Fever. He re-
members Odyssey 2001 when it was still
the Club 802, a lypical local nightclub
where he and his gang would go "Latin
dancing.” When Bobby was in his third year
of pharmacy school at Lang Island Univer-
sity, he went to his first discotheque, a
place called the Zodiac on the East Side of
Manhattan. Always a great music fan (even
his baby pictures show him holding rec-
ords), he was fascinated by the activity of
the DJ, a black dude who was getting set to
open a new club called The Sanctuary. He
gol friendly with the guy and was asked to
take over the gig for a few nights. The work
was difficult because at this time, in the late
sixties, there was no such thing as a cuing
system for disco DJs. “I had to find my
place with a little penlight,” Bobby recalls,
“and then | had to put my ear down on the
pickup to catch the needle chatter to know
if the new record was actually playing.”
Somehow he made out and stayed at the
club for a year and half, learning his trade.

A year later he went out to Fire Island for
the first time and paid a visit to its most
famous disco, the Ice Palace at Cherry
Grove. This tacky, slant-beamed, Mylar-
cellinged show bar has done more for the
development of disco probably than has
any other club in the world. On the Labor
Day weekend in 1971 that Bobby arrived, a
hot argument broke out between the DJ
and the club owner. The upshot was that
the DJ walked off the job on the most impor-
tant weekend of the season. Bobby was
asked to lake his place. Instantly, he rec-
ognized that he was home. "It was the best
crowd I'd ever played for." he croons in his
high-pitched Eddie Canlor voice. “They
were there for one reason—to party! They
put themselves completely in the hands of
the DJ. They said, ‘Do it to us!" They ac-
cepted everything that you put them
through. They would go to seven or eight in
the morning. When it was all over, | was a
wreck, but they were in marvelous shape.”
Bobby spent the next four summers in that
frenzied sauna, and in the summer of 1973
he became a star. A guy he knew at Twen-
tieth Century Records gave him a test
pressing of a new song by Barry White
called "Love's Theme" It was that rare
thing in the music business, a new sound.
Instead of the usual soul belting or rock
banging. Il was lush and romantic. When
Bobby spun the record at three in the morn-
ing, he got some strange stares from the
floor, but most of the customers loved it

They also went home and bought it, start-
ing this unique record on its way to the top
of the charts and launching a whole new
trend in pop music. The record company
execulives were well aware how the record
got its first play. When it was time to issue
the customary gold record to the star, they
issued ancther gold record to the jock. It
was the first time a DJ was so honored. It
also marked the beginning of a new era in
which the companies acknowledged the
importance of the DJs and started
cooperating with them in various ways, es-

pecially by providing them with free copies
of every new release.

Bobby DJ's subsequent career has been
a steady stream of successes that has car-
ried him from club to club, from Le Jardin to
Infinity to New York, New Yark, and, finally,
all the way out to Hal-ly-woood! There he
not only put together the sound track for
Thank God It's Friday! (the only successful
element of the picture) but also mixed
down three "monsters”; the theme from The
Deep and Donna Summer's recent hits
“Last Dance" and “| Feel Love.” Today
Bobby is out of the clubs forever. As he
says, "You can't be a DJ forever.”

One of the places that some DJs are
thinking of going on to is Europe, the birth-
place of disco and recently the source of
many important Euro-disco albums, includ-
ing Donna Summer's big hits and the music
ol Alec Castandinos (“Love and Kisses") .
The jock who is most intent on copping the
title of Number-One International DJ is Tom
Savarese. Tom is from a third-generation
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Never before in the history
of public entertainment have
S0 many paid so much
for so little —and enjoyed
themselves so immensely.
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Bronx Italian family that was pretty upset
when he abandoned his accounting
course at Fordham University and made off
into the night world to become a DJ. Last
summer he demonslraled to them and to
himself how his name has spread around
the world when he accepled a very gener-
ous offer to work in a chic Adriatic resort
called Milano Maritima.

The first night in the club Tom got the
welcome reserved for a star. When he
stepped in the booth, however, he realized
thal these people were looking at him like a
crealure from outer space. “They were
standing around me eight rows deep, just
staring at my hands! It was like a hundred
Siamese cats staring al you in the dark.
Well, | took a Valium. Finally, | found some-
one who could tell me what was happen-
ing. He said | was God coming from
America."

The ltalians, Tom discovered, were right
on top of the American scene, They had
excellent equipment, but they didn't have
much idea about what lo do with it. When
Tom displayed his technique, they were as-
tonished. He showed the ltalians the real
art of spinning, and for the very first time in
their clubs they heard the records as they

were truly meant to be played.

Though Tom is pretty strict about playing
the music as itis recorded, he likes to theat-
ricalize an evening in a disco. He envisions
the six-hour evening as a whole, dividing it
into three two-hour acts. “| like to start while
the crowd is still coming into the club—by
playing a symphonic version of the Hal-
lelujan Chorus or something very heavy
from Wagner. The music goes roaring
through the room, where the mirrored balls
are glinting and sending little flecks of light
across the floor. By the time the walls are
changing from red to blue, I've got every-
body whacked out of their minds. Then,
suddenly, | hit them with their favorite
record—and they're off on the journey to
the end of the night!"

The latest generation of DJs may be the
grealest. At least, that's the impression you
get when you meet its most admired repre-
sentative, Jim Burgess. Less than twenty
years separates Jim from Slim Hyalt, the
first American DJ; yet what a difference
between Peter Duchin's black butler and
this young prima donna! Jim's résumeé
reads like that of a candidate for the Met-
ropolitan Opera: piano lessons at the age of
four, conducting lessons with André Previn
as a leenager, the compaosition of his first
symphony at fifteen, its premiere under his
baton at sixteen, commencing college in
the same year. All this to spin records in a
discotheque and be named number-one
jock at the 1978 Disco Forum? The Age of
Overpreparation, n'est-ce pas? Fast, fast,
fast! As with any course that has been run
before, the latest jocks get over the ground
a whole lot quicker than their predecessors
ever did.

The real guestion today, though, is,
Where is disco heading? Most of the fa-
mous jocks are more sanguine aboul their
own careers ihan they are about the future
of the medium. Tom Moulton says that after
mixing 1,700 records, he's tired. Tom
Savarese says that the days of the DJ as
star are really over, not beginning, because
the whole trend is toward preprogramming
and replacing the man with the machine.
Bobby DJ says that “nobody can be a DJ
forever”" Jim Burgess evoked the most
poignant image when, al a seminar of
disco DJs, he replied to a question about
the future by saying: “I can't picture myself
thirty years from now standing in a booth,
wearing Supp-Hose and spinning records.
Being a DJ is a young man's job, and when
you aren't young anymore, you had better
move on to something else.”

That was well said. For this is the critical
moment for America’s newest form of enter-
tainment and America's newest type of en-
tertainer. Thirty years have gone into the
building of the current disco boom. One
more year could see the whole business go
over the hill and down into the cblivion of
Muzak. If artis long and life is short, what is
show biz? A fad, a folly, a brightly colored
bubble about to burst? Disco and the dis-
caire ought to know. Nobody in his right
mind ever expecled them to last this long or
come this far. O+—py
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Philistine sexual preferences. Francis's
head count for this period is about 500
girls. (Who says that being a DJ is a thank-
less task?) He would never permit the ulti-
mate sacrilege, balling on the altar, be-
cause this was where his precious turn-
lables were poised. (Some things are sa-
cred!) He admits, however, to having enter-
tained the thought. “If God was going to
sirike anyone down,” he reasoned then, "it
would be the people who conceived of this
club, not the guys who enjoyed it.” With that
comforting reflection, he endured three
years of this madness.

Atthe height of his career, Francis shifted
to another club. It turned out to be a very
rough joint where hired hoodlums would
beat up the dope dealers and then sell the
drugs to the customers themselves. Fran-
cis decided to get out and open his own
club in the Village. Then somebody put out
a conltract on him.

One night a man in a business suit
stepped into the booth. He told Francis that
he had an important message for him. He
wanted to go outside to talk. Francis put a
twenty-five-minute track on the turntable
and followed the stranger upstairs. "When
we got outin the street,” Francis recalls, "he
turned around and pulled a gun on me. He
led me down the block to where a car was
parked and shoved me inside. There was
another guy al the wheel. They didn't say a
word. We drove a few blocks and pulled
inlo a dark alley Then the guy with the gun
told me to get out. He spun me around and
pushed me back against the side of the car.
While he held the gun on me, the other guy
cockea up his elbow like a battering ram
and smashed it into my face. | never felt
such pain in my life. | was paralyzed. Next
thing | knew, he did it again and again and
again! Blood was pouring down my face,
out of my nose and mouth. | felt | was going
into shock. | begged them. | said: *Kill me
... please, kill me ... | won't be good for
nuthin' again!" They never said a word.

“Finally, when | was about half dead, they
slopped beating on me. One guy pointed
up the streel and said, 'Start walkin' and
keep walkin’ and don't make no noise!’ The
moment | got out of their grip, | made a
dash around a corner and headed up a
wrong-way street. | lost them and then
worked my way back o the club. | ran into
the men’'s room to stop the blood. It was
pouring out of me like a fountain. Betore |
could begin to clean myself up, in walked
the cops.”

Francis knew that talking could lead to
something much worse than a maiming. He
did not file a complaint. It took six months
for the swelling of his flattened face to sub-
side. Elaborate plastic surgery was re-
quired to put the pieces back together
again. When the agony was over, Francis
Grasso looked like a different man. But he
went back to The Sanctuary and resumed
fus career. He's still one of the top jocks in
New York City, working currently at the great
transvestite circus disco, G. G. Barnum's.

The drugs and outrageous happenings
of the early seventies made disco a dirty
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word in New York. They also persuaded a
lot of people to stay home. One of these
shut-ins was a sensitive young designer
named David Mancuso, who has the
bearded, intently staring face of a born
zealot. Mancuso was fascinated by the
potentialities of the disco ambience, but he
realized that in order to make a disco func-
tion perfectly, you would have to run it like a
party in your home. Mancuso's home was
an old factory loft on lower Broadway near
Bleecker Streel. Setting 1o work to convert
this space into a discotheque, Mancuso
succeeded so brilliantly that soon the Loft
was the most admired disco in New York.
As with any good DJ, Mancuso was
searching for a new disco sound, and he
found it in "Wild Safari” by Barabbas, an
unknown Spanish band that had been dis-
covered in Europe by one of his guests. The
sound of Barabbas came looming before
Mancuso's imagination like the chanting of
a jungle tribe. The lead singer’s strangled
voice (copied faithfully later by Village
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DJ Francis Grasso
would never permit the ultimate
sacrilege, balling on the
altar, because this was where
his precious turntables were
poised. Blowjobs, however,
were another matter.
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Peaple) would croak: "City! —everybody's
runnin’. City! —everybody's lookin’ " (only it
sounded as il he had said, "everybody's
fuckin'"). A far cry from rock or soul, the
new disco sound was the erotic-hypnotic

David Mancuso eslablished the style of
the modern discothegue. Instead of run-
ning like a giant juke box pouring out the
hits of the day, the disco would offer its own
music, especially selected or designed (o
send the dancer into a trance

If a new age of dancing was to com-
mence, however, it would require a new
style of specially composed and recorded
music that wouldn't snap off every three or
four minutes just because that was the
length of the standard forty-five. The first
man to recognize and solve this problem
was a recording wizard named Tom Moul-
ton. "Actually, I've never worked in a club,”
says Tam Moulton. “I've always loved
music, and for years | was a record sales-
man. | knew a lot of jocks and was close to
their work. Then, in the early sevenlies, at a
time when | was just finishing a briel career
as a male model, somebody took me out
one night to the Sandpiper on Fire Island. |
was amazed al whal was going on in that
room. Such incredible excitement! All

these white people getting off to my favorite
style of music, black R & B. When |
watched them closely, however, | could see
something wrong. It would take most of the
length of the record for the dancers lo get
into the groove. Then, just when they had
worked up a tremendous head of steam,
the record would end and they'd have to
starl in all over again. | thought to myself:
‘There's gotta be a way to keep that
momentum going.' | went home and
started pulling some of my favorite sides
together on tape. | had only one turntable;
so It took me forty hours just to make one
hour of tape. But when | took it back to the
club, it worked like a charm."”

Moulton's homemade disco tapes set a
new standard for mixing disco sides. They
didn't supplant records, however: the inno-
vation that finally solved the duration prob-
lem was another Moulton invention: the
twelve-inch single. The first change in the
format of recorded music since the intro-
duction of the LP in 1947, the twelve-inch
single was purely a product of hap-
penstance, Moulton was complaining to his
engineer one day that a record they were
mixing just wasn't loud enough. In order to
make it louder, they would have to increase
the size of the grooves. If they spaced the
grooves further apart, they couldn't get the
whaole song on a forty-five. Finally, the en-
gineer said, "Look, you just want to make a
few copies of this thing to give to the jocks,
right? Solet's forget about the forty-five. Let
me cut it hol (that is, loud) and lay it out
across an LP dub.” No sooner did the
custom-cralted disc start getting played in
ithe clubs than the original record took off in
the slores. When the industry realized what
Moulton had dore, one very innovative
disco-oriented record company. Salsoul,
decided to capilalize on the idea: it pro-
duced the first commercial disco mix on a
twelve-inch forty-five and let the tune
stretch out for five or six minutes. Soan
“giant forty-fives” containing specially
mixed disco sonygs that ran up to seventeen
minutes al a stretch were popping up all
over lhe place. Overnight the old line about
“the beat goes on” had assumed an impor-
lant new meaning.

Once the new disco mix was introduced
during the mid-seventies, the DJs were
suddenly overwhelmed by a flood of new
records. Their problem wasn't finding the
time to listen to all these sides but finding
the cash to buy them. Until recently the
recaord companies (which give away
thousands of promotional copies to so-
called reviewers who rarely review any-
thing) were dead set against giving free
records to jocks. The result was that guys
who eamed at best $200 a week were
forced to spend $100 a week on new rec-
ords. Then the companies finally realized
that the jocks were pertorming a vital ser-
vice to the industry. They were “breaking”
new releases in the clubs and building new
markets for material that never got air play,.
The jock who finally taught the companies
this lesson is a lad with a golden touch
named Bobby ("DJ") Guttadaro.
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Unfulfilled film fantasies

are created for Penthouse by seven
masters of screen illusion.

BY JAMES DELSON

hen the moon-sized Death Star blew up at the end
of Star Wars, what you saw was a miniature model
blown to smithereens. Christopher Reeve's flying

exploits in Superman were the product of superimposition.
And the flying saucers in Close Encounters of the Third Kind
were all miniature models built, “flown,” and "landed" by mas-
ters of the mosl rapidly expanding field in film: special effects.

With the success of these three films, special-effects ex-
perts are becoming as well known as directors have been
for the past ten years, Today more money is being spent on
special-effects sequences for films than ever before. The
producers of Star Trek. The Motion Picture, The Martian
Chronicles, Star Wars I, and dozens of other films have
spent as much on special effects as on the rest of their bud-
gets.

Penthouse asked several leading special-effects experts
to predicl the future they envisioned for special effects that are
impossible to devise today but that, given the rapid pace of
developing technology, could be attempted inten years. Their
fantasies were then visualized for Penthouse in the accom
panying illustrations

John Stears has been working in special eftects for more
than two decades. His James Bond projects include From
Russia with Love, Goldfinger, Thunderball, You Only Live
Twice, On Her Majesty’s Secret Service, and The Man with the
Golden Gun. His most recent work appears in virlually every
major sequence of Star Wars. An Academy Award winner for
his work on Thunderball and Star Wars, Stears is currently
producing and acting as director of special effects on an
adaptation ot Ray Bradbury's The Martian Chronicles with
producer Chuck Fries. Stears's special-effects fantasy re-
flects his desire to go beyond the screen and involve the
movie audience in the experience of viewing a film. (left)
‘I'd like to see completely three-dimensional viewing of
films in theaters,” he suggested. "True holograms that move
so that one could see the film from all sides and angles, even
walk around it lo see whalt it looks like fram the other side. It
would be the maost exciting thing since the first talking picture,
because things will really come fo life as a hologram rather
than being one-dimensional. Mind you, it wouldn't be relax-
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ing—you could have spacecraft flying through the audience, right
there in front of you. You'd be inside the hologram, part of it. You
wouldn't only be looking at the screen; it would be happening all
around you,

“This couldn't be done for a few years, because the process will
lake a lot of mastery, and there would have to be virtually unlimited
money to do it. Butcan you just imagine being in an auditorium and
having the whole battle of Waterloo going on around you? Abso-
lutely fantastic! They would probably build a circular auditorium,
360 degrees or something, and project back and forth from one
side to the other and possibly the ceiling as well. One would have
to sit down and work out the details very carefully, including a place
inthe theaters where people could get away from the experience if
it was too much for them. Can you imagine the reactions there
might have been if one could have seen the battle in Star Wars as a
holegraphic projection? That's what I'm getting at.”

Derek Meddings created the Golden Gate Bridge sequence for
Superman and has
been special-effects
director on three
James Bond films
and will take up the
post again in the
eleventh of the United
Arlists series, For Your
Eyes Only. His some-
times frustrating ex-
periences with stunt
peopleledtoaunique
fantasy.

“Lots of imes when
you've prepared a
stunt,” Meddings ex-
plained, “you know
you've worked out
every possible safe-
guard, bul you still
think to yourself, 'If he
misses the ramp, he
may smash himself
up or get killed.' You
stand there with your
fingers in your mouth,
biting the nails off. At
times like that I've
thought how fantastic
itwould betocreate a
computerized human
figure that would walk
and look like a man
(left)

"The concept

could be based on
the computerized cameras they used for Star Wars and Close
Encounters. You lake the android through the specific actions he
must perform a number of times, adjusting his controls and vid-
eotaping each rehearsal. When you're satisfied, you watch the
tape and select the best version for your needs. Of course, it's
important that the android be able to respond to any unforeseen
changes once it gets under way, to adjust its own program to
anything that might come up in the course of the actions. Finally,
you just press the button, and your android stuntman repeats the
whale thing again for the camera, sacrificing his parts if necessary
to make the effect look realistic. Atter the crash, explosion, or fall,
you scrape up the salvageable pieces and make another android.
"My fantasy for a single, continuous shot is to have an android do
an incredibly complex airplane stunt that no stuntman in the world
could ever live through, much less walk away from. You take your
android and fly him nearly through the actions of the scene,
programming the last part so the plane will be flown into an
obstruction, a building, or a bridge or something. The audience

would know that it was all done in one continuous shot, because
you'd start the shot with the android, dressed in the character's
clothes, climbing into the plane and taking off in it. As the same
shot was continued, the android would fly the plane through an
incredibly complex series of maneuvers doing really hairy things.
You've followed this plane from a helicopter as it flies in and out of
trees and buildings, and then, finally SMASH! It crashes into an
obstruction and blows up in a ball of fire. The audience would be
dumbstruck, because it wouldn't know that what it had seen was a
robot. It saw someone take off, fly, and crash in one continuous
shot; so there would be no chance of substituting a model or a
dummy. It would be a situation where you've created a very realistic
visual effect and didn't have to worry about anyone getting hurt.”

Greg Jein dreams in Errol Flynn and J. B. R. Tolkien fantasy colors.
For the past five years, he has applied his talents to such varied
projects as the soft-core porno space opera Flesh Gordon; the
legendary underground science-fiction spoof Dark Star, which
: was produced on a
budget of $57,000;
and Steven Spiel-
berg's massive film
Close Encounters of
the Third Kind.
Jein's construction
of spaceships and
miniature settings on
thefirsttwofilms led to
his eighteen-month
stint on Encounters,
during which time he
built eight miniature
settings, the flying
saucer that Frangois
Truffaut tries to touch
at the Devil's Tower,
and the awe-inspiring
Mather Ship. Jein,
who was nominated
for an Academy
Award for his work on
Encounters, is cur-
rently at work as min-
1ature supervisor on
Spielberg's new film,
1941,

"l was involved
with the Magicam
chroma-key blue-
screen video-matting
process for a couple
of years," Jein began.
“They have devel-
oped a video system
whereby a number of actors and props are videotaped on a TV
stage that has been completely painted blue. The process re-
moves all blue from the picture so that the actors appear to be
floating in space. At the same time, another camera is shooting a
perfectly scaled miniature set. Through a special-effects
generalor, the image of the actors is then superimposed, or mat-
ted, over the other camera's shot of the miniature so that the actors
appear to be standing in it, The result is a complete picture of the
actors inside the miniature that looks full-sized—so real that the
audience can't tell the difference. (above)

‘Al this point the process is workable only on videotape, and
there's no sign that it will be usable for film in the next ten years. My
fantasy, therefore, is to adapt the Magicam process for film so that
it can be shown on theater screens. I'd make a film like Tolkien's
Lord of the Rings, not as an animated film but as a full-scale
superepic, with massive scenes that need more extras than any-
one could possibly afford. I'd build a complete miniature set—
maybe only fifteen feet long—of the overpowering castle that
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dominates the last part of the story. Then, instead of hiring a huge
army of extras to populate it, we could make do with a couple of
thousand. We'd photograph the same extras over and over again,
changing their costumes, having them do any number of different
actions, and making them fit into the terrain, their shadows falling
across the miniature trees, steps, and other objects on the tiny set.
We'd shoaot the same group of people a thousand times, then
matte them into different places all over and around the miniature
castle, each lime making them appear in correct perspective. The
audience would then see what appeared to be a realistic cast of
millions in a totally believable environment."

Ray Harryhausen is considered by many film buffs and profes-
sionals to be the dean of special-effects artists. Harryhausen, who
is presently at work with Charles Schneer on Perseus and the
Gorgon's Head for Columbia Pictures, did the special-effects se-
quences in such fantasy films as The Three Worlds of Gulliver,
Sinbad’s Golden Voyage, The Valley of Gwangi, and The First Men
in the Moon.

Using his own
“Dynamation” pro-
cess, he painstak-
ingly manipulates
plasticized or rub-
berized miniature
models of everything
from pterodactyls to
figures from Greek
mythology to di-
nosaurs, making
them appear to move
by shooting one
frame of film for each
minuscule movement
ofthe models' bodies.
In his most famous
sequence, the epi-
sode in which three
men fight againsi
seven full-sized
skeletons in Jason
and the Argonauts,
Harryhausen was
able to shoot only thir-
teen frames aday, just
alittle more than halfa
second’'s screen
time.

"l have always
wanted to put Dante's
Inferno on the screen
| see the visual con-
cepts based on Gus-
lave Dore's drawings,
stylized to the point where it could be quite an impressive show.
There would be people turned into trees, harpies flying through the
woods of the Underworld, bat people, a minotaur, tormented souls
pushing bags of gold up a hill, and other souls being attacked by
serpents. It would be a real Harryhausen spectacle. (above)

“The image I'd take to use would be from Doré's Bible, however,
It's called "The Lustful” and shows thousands of tormented souls
whirling up through a crevasse, with Virgil and Dante watching
them. It would be an interesting sequence, but quite a special-
effects problem with so many elements to tackle. Each of about
700 tormented souls would have to be individually animated for
each frame of film as they drift up through the void. At the Jason
pace, that would amount to about a tenth of a frame per day, a
frame every two weeks for that particular sequence. Charlton
Heston would be Dante if he liked the script, the film would proba-
bly cost, in present-day terms, about $25 million to make, and
there would have to be a certain amount of nudity in it, because
when you go o hell, you don't go with your clothes on.”
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Robert Abel and his associales, Con Pederson and Richard
Taylor, have created the special effects for the upcoming Star
Trek: The Motion Picture. Their other collaborative efforts have
produced a breakthrough series of television commercials that
have practically revolutionized the way products are presented to
the American public. Foremost among these semisurrealistic ads
are the 7-Up Uncola extravaganza, featuring a butterfly woman
who floats on a sea of bubbles, and the Levi's jeans spot in which
an eager dog-sized patch goes for a walk down a psychedelic
street. Speaking for the trio, Robert Abel set the stage for their
fantasy elffect.

“When we started working in film, we knew that nobody could
ever animate films better than Walt Disney artists, and nobody
could create documentary work as well as David [Roots] Wolper
does. We were great fans of surrealists like Magritte, Chagall, and
Dali; so we created a style that borrowed the fantasy of Disney but
took the reality you find re-crealed in Wolper's films.

"The fantasy film we have in mind is incredibly complex. We're
talking here about well
over one thousand
scenes. Using 1978
technology, this could
costinexcess of $100
million. Although the .
computer technology
necessary to produce
the film is available
right now, without
drastic modifications
and improvements, it
would lake between
ten and twenlty years
to shoot.

‘A single shot will
show the complexity
of the film. (right)
Imagine yourself in
space, several hun-
dred miles above the
surface of the earth.
You start to move to-
ward the planet,
which grows in size
as you approach it
This is not an ani-
mated sequence, but
the real thing, the
planet earth below
you. As you are get-
ting closer, the conti-
nents begin to take
shape, and soon you
can clearly make out
the Western Hemi-
sphere. Closer still, your field of vision now is limited to the United
States, and as you continue to descend, the western edge of the
state of California becomes clearly delineated. Now you're over the
California coastline, and below you lies the city of Los Angeles. But
wait! It's not Los Angeles; it's a single shrub the size of Los
Angeles. The shot itself is disorienting, because you have never
seen a scale like that before. Now the shot continues, and you find
yourself getting closer to the surface. There's a forest down there,
and as you continue to descend, you can make out individual
trees. There are people among the trees, and the camera comes to
rest near them, having traveled down in cne continuous shaot from
outer space to see these folks. These people act like us, they feel
like us, they think like us, and they react like us; but they aren't us;
they aren't quite what we know to be human beings. The reality of
the voyage down to earth has anchored us into the reality of the
sitluation, but the presence of these otherworldly people has al-
tered that reality. The shot's incredibly difficult to do, but the reac-
tions from the audience when it's over will be worth it." O+—m
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the gristle squeak.

We discussed my trade. Fire lower look-
out. Lightning on the tin roof. The smell of
ozone. The sound of trees breathing. Ten
days ofsolitaire, two days of Glob, *That'd
drive me crazy,” Antonio said. "What you do
for love—screw chipmunks? You must be
crazy as a bedbug, Griz." And to the bar-
tender: "Bring old Grizzly Adams here
another double O.J. Before | cut him up.”

"Right,” | agreed happily. Never argue
with the man who's paying for the drinks.
Growing ever more reckless, even suicidal,
| kept leering at his girl. "Take off them big
shades, honey,” | said. "Lemme see the
light of your eyes. La luz de mivida ... "

She smiled but shook her head. Proba-
bly had a black eye, thanks to her pet
gorilla there. Maybe two of them. He looked
like the type that would do it. She locked
like the type that had it coming. The idea
excited my sadistic fantasies. "I like your
owl," | said, “too. Both of them.” | was see-
ing double. Betler get out of here. Fairly
soon. For the first time | noticed the four
young thugs in a nearby booth, watching
me. Compadres. But not my compadres.
La Raza, here and everywhere. Viva la
causal | heard myself shouting. Not a
friendly face anywhere—except Tony him-
self, my Antonio, sitting here beside me.

He slapped me on the back "What
cause you talkin' about, Griz?" His eyes
were glowing now, reflecting perhaps the
blood in my own; his grin looked bigger

and fiercer than ever.

His slap made me spill part of my drink. |
muttered three little Spanish words, five lit-
tle syllables, that one should never utter,
aloud, in the barder states, unless one is
prepared to die. | could see them floating
on the smoke before us. The chatter came
to a stop. The cowboys looked at me with
pity. But not much pity. Drunken hippie,
they were thinking. A dog’s death. Kicked
to pieces in a dusty ditch. And | was think-
ing (I think), Well, what the hell. This is it.
Never apologize, never explain. British
Foreign Office.

Antonio turned his glass in his big hands,
looking solemn. “Griz," he said, "we belter
go outside for a few minutes.”

Right, | agreed. | got up and looked for
the front door.

“No," he said, "this way.” One arm
around my shoulders, he guided me out
the back door. Into a sun-bleached alley,
among the crumpled garbage cans.

Blinking and swaying, | turned to face
him. The sunlight dazzled my eyes.

“Griz,"” he said, "you know what you said
in there?" | said nothing. “You must be
crazy, Griz." | was silent. Antonio said, "I'm
not going to fight you, Griz. You're too drunk
and ugly and too stupid. But don't come
back in there. If | was you now, I'd go out in
the desert for a while and craw! under a
mesquite and get some sleep. That's what
I'd do if | was you. But before you pass out,
try to think about some things. If you got

‘I met Morton’s family tonight, Mother.
His parents seem to like me, but his wife was a bit cool!”
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any brains left." He watched me; | watched
the hard edge of a silver cloud move above
the skyline of the backside and fire es-
capes of the Dominion Hotel. Here in Glob,
Ariz., shithead capital of Gila County.

A door slammed. "Antonio," | said. Or
meant to say But he was gone. Never
apalogize. Never explain. | stepped care-
fully down the alley, leaned around the
corner, and felt my way brick by brick back
to my car. Some son of a bitch had
snalched the flower off the hood. | got in
and drove out of town, turned off the high-
way, and went up a steep dirt road that led
between a pair of cactus-studded hills.

| stopped there and shut off the motor |
could hearthe insane singing of the locusts
in the desert heat. About 102 degrees in
the shade. But there was no shade.

Towering clouds on the far horizon, shot
with a flickering incandescence. Thunder, |
counted the seconds. Twenty miles to the
east. God a-growlin' at me again. | don't
care. | ain't afeared of Him. Not with that big
ole .357 magnum in the glove compartment
here.

Ain't gettin' outa here alive? Ain't none of
us a-gettin’ outa here alive. That's the way it
is, comrades, and that's the way it's meant
to be. It's hard, but it's fair. Is that gun
loaded? Of course it's loaded. What good
is a gun that ain't loaded? Guns don’t kill
people; people kill people. Of course,
people with guns kill more people. But
thal’s only nalural. It's hard. But it's fair. My
God, but this car is hot.

| stumbled out and opened the flower-
less hood. The engine was gone! Damned
Nazi automobile. | took out my canvas cot,
unfolded it, setit up in the shady side of the
car. Why sleep on the ground if you don't
have to? Only an idiot sleeps on the ground
from choice. Little bugs crawl in your ears.
A panicked pissant, scrambling over your
eardrum, sounds like a horse marching
through cornflakes. Horrible, undesirable,
unnecessary sensation.

I lay down on the cot, placing my straw
hat over my eyes. Who built this old road?
Who knows? Why? Who found that big
nugget down there? Forgotten now. |
thought of my brother. | thought of Mr,
Bundy, hunting his cactus-fed cows along
the Utahline. Seventy years in the sun. Fear
no more. Antonio ... ? Somewhere in Mis-
souri a truck driver named Hinton pulls into
an all-night truck stop. Kidneys aching.
Forget him. | thought of my old man, at
seventy-eight, still going out to the woads
every day to cut locust posts for the coal
mines. Pit props for the miners, down there
in the dark. Forget them. | thought of all
those who do the world's work and are
never paid enough and never will be and
when they rise are beaten down and always
lose in the end.

The clouds grumbled the easl. God
crept closer, mumbling. | raised the right
fist and shook it at the QOld Bastard and
passed out.

Woke up in the dark, hours later. No stars
out. A soft and misty rain was falling on my

face. Ot+—m



@ Sex in the great updoors, with your body floating inside and outside, is a sacred experience.®
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‘I don't like men who are full of hot air,” says hazel-eyed, blonde-haired, full-
bodied Jeannie Butler, grinning. “But | sure love balloons that are!” For years
Jeannie's only upwardly mobile sport was backpacking in the foothills near her
home in Santa Rosa, Calif. But several months ago she began seeing an engineer
who flew hot-air balloons for a hobby. “When he asked me to go up, up, and away
with him, | decided I'd had my feet firmly planted on the ground long enough!”




Gullsanhands

BY ART CUMINGS

“In your case Harold, less does not happen to be more!”
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At the ripe old age of twenty, our
36-22-36-inch adventuress

felt like Dorothy in The Wizard of Oz.
And, she adds, “Sex in the great
updoors, with your body floating on
the inside and on the outside,

is almost a sacred experience!”
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was "Gee, | wish | had my gun.”

I argued with him, but that was a waste of
time. Like most rednecks, rural or urban, he
could see nothing of interest in the world of
nature unless he was trying to shoot it or set
a hook inits throat or trap it and skin it. After
work that evening, | suggested to Calvin
thal we go intlo Nogales and pick up a
couple of females. Human females. Calvin
shrugged. "Ah hain't too interested in girls,"
he mumbled. Then he gave me a shy, sly,
sidelong look: “But you oughta see mah
gun collection.”

Not that I'm against guns. | keep a few
myself. The Ireeborn American’'s right lo
own, keep, and bear firearms is and must
remain inviclate. Nor am | against hunting
and fishing when the prey is abundant and
the primary object of the pursuit is to put
meat on the table—or in the skillet. But | do
think that we should take it easy, out here in
the West, on our dwindling deer population;
the mountain lions—and the Indians—
need those deer more than we do. To kill for
pleasure, however, for sport, as they call it,
seems to me contemptible, beneath the
dignity of aman. We all did it when we were
boys, of course. But eventually one grows
up. Or hopes lo grow up. It 1s need—
hunger, necessity—thatl gives to the an-
cient art ol hunting its dignity, grace, and

moral senousness. In our overdeveloped,
overcrowded industrial sociely, most of
those who call themselves hunters are not
hunters at all but merely sportsmen, or not
even sportsmen but merely gunners. You
see them every fall, cruising up and down
the forest roads in their two-ton trucks, look-
ing for something lo shoot, if only one
another. Unfortunately, most of them are
such poor shots thal the annual sportsman
harvest is unsatistactory.

This thought leads me to that contempo-
rary phenomenon, The Instant Redneck.
The Natural Redneck lives in the country
because he was born there and is too
dumb to leave. The Instant Redneck comes
from the city or the affluent suburbs, where
his father has made a lot of money Cush-
ioned by a nice trust fund, the Instant Red-
neck migrates west, buys himself a hobby
ranch, a pair of ight jeans, a snap-button
shirt, one of those funny hats with the rolled
brim like those the male models wear in
cigarelle ads, and a ninety-dollar pair of
looled leather boots with pointy toes (for
kicking snakes in the ass) exactly like those
you'll see on the feet of all the pretty young
men walking their poodles in Greenwich
Village. Now in full cowboy costume, he
buys his first pickup truck, a huge, lumber-
ing four-by-tour tractorlike V-8 gas-hog of a
deus ex machina fully loaded with roll bars,
mag nms, lug tires, road lights, gun rack,
spotlight, AM-FM cassetle player, gyro-
scopic beer can holder, CB (Cretin Broad-
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“Some campaign manager you turned out to be!”
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casting) radio, and Tampax slot. He buys a
gun for the gun rack, pops the top from his
tirst can of Coors, and roars off in all direc-
tions to lear up the back country and blast
away al the wildlife. A real man al lasl. The
Instant Redneck.

But not interesting. Much too familiar a
lype. More problemalic were those chaps
surrounding me (on all sides) at the Ruins
Bar in Glob, Ariz., on a hot summer after-
noon in 1978 Two more cowboys had come
in, accompanied by their heifers. All wear-
ing the funny hats, the tight pants, and
flowered shirts. You could tell the cowboys
from the cowgirls by the wider hips. On the
cowboys. The girls looked as if they
couldn't calve a salamander. And then a
cool blonde walked in, elegant as a sylph,
and sat down at the bar, one stool away
from me. She wore oversize, black sun-
glasses, opaque, inscrutable, and a T-shirt
printed with the image of a full-size owl. Two
BIG protruding eyes confronted me. |
stared; the lady gave me a slight smile. |
was about to move onto her adjoining stool
when a burly fellow came between us, tak-
ing the seal, putting an arm about the girl
and a large elbow on the bar.

I'm not going to get out of here alive, |
thought again. Or did | say it aloud? The
bartender was silent as he poured my
fourth double-shot screwdriver. | was get-
ting tired of all the orange juice but figured
that I'd best stick to the regimen. Strict
self-discipline: thal's the secret of a full,
healthy, productive life. | stared al the
blonde, aware ol the owl,

“You like my girl?" the large fellow said.
He was Mexican, a Chicano, with a round,
brown, solemn face, dark eyes, the shoul-
ders of a fullback.

“Now, Tony ." the girl began.

“You like her, eh?" The dark eyes were
aimed al me-—not al the man beyond.

I knew that he probably carried a knife, a
switchblade. All cholos carry swilch-
blades; everybody knows that. The trouble
was that he was so big and ugly and mean
that he wouldn't have needed a knife. |
didn't even have my fingernail clippers with
me. My only weapon was my superior intel-
ligence. Which functions, however, only in
retrospection. "I'm never getting out of here
alive," | said, to mysell, but aloud.

Tony smiled, laughed, gripped my
shoulder with his enormous paw and said,
“You're right, man. You're not getting out of
here alive. Buy us a drink."

Under the volcano. | was glad to buy time
by buying Tony and his blondie each a
drink, He called me Grizzly Adams; | called
him Pachuco. We discussed his occupa-
tion. He was an operating engineer, he said
with pride—a Cat-skinner, a bulldozer
wrangler | asked him what was the best
way to disable a bulldozer. “You mad at the
company?” he asked. “That's right," | said.
Antonio recommended pure shellac, two
gallons, in the fuel tank, and a few handfuls
of fine sand or emery powder in the crank-
case. "But don't touch my machine,” he
added with a slow, smiling flash of teeth,
squeezing my shoulder again. | could hear



“It isn't just being close to a man, either, that makes it so beautitul. | hate to sound
so corny, but it's really that old 'one with nature’ idea that makes the sex so
intoxicating. | feel the same way about the beach where | jog every morning. It's
simpiy exhilarating to be yp when the moon is still in the sky and the sun is just
appearing; | feel like i'm rising and shining with the new day.”
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Jeannie aims high in more
practical areas as well. “I
want to be a writer some-
day,” she confides, "and
since | knew my parents
couldn’t really afford to
send me away to college, |
earned a scholarship to
U.C.L.A. I'm a positive
thinker. So | tend to get pos-
itive reactions in return.”







“When | got my first-
semester grades and saw
that | had three A's, | felt
like | do when I'm up in the
balloon with my lover: on
cloud nine!” Next to her
tale of love aloft as a sky
pilot's partner, Jeannie's
most memorable bedtime
story was about the year
she counseled at a nearby
summer camp. “| was get-
ting it on with one of the
male counselors, and the
top bunk we were on
caved in, leaving us at a
forty-five-degree angle to
the ground. But it didn't
bother my friend — he had
anincredible sense of
balance!”
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“Sometimes | feel like that old thirties song “| Got Plenty of Nothin' " because |
really enjoy free, natural things so much that | feel rich. You don’t have to be par-
ticularly wealthy to build a driftwood fire with your lover on a beach and listen to
the waves while you make a few of your own. Maybe someday I'll even write an
erotic novel called The Young Woman and the Sea.” Maybe, maybe . . .
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Jeannie's attitude about appearing in Penthouse is typically adventurous. “| be-
lieve in allowing my body the freedom to explore every area of sensuality, no mat-
ter where it might take me,” she says, giving us a look that makes us want to start
packing. “Still, | never intend to depend on my looks entirely,” she warns, “be-
cause I'm a bright girl, and a mind s a terrible thing to waste.” We couldn't agree
more, especially when it's wrapped in a heavenly body like Jeannie's. O+—my







STOP, THIEF!

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 67

Europe that within days an amazing thing
happened in West Germany. Hermann
Fredersdorf, the head of the German Tax
Gatherers’ Union, moved to head off a rad-
ical antitax movement by starting one him-
self. He and other tax collectors reasoned
that their jobs would be safer if they direct-
ed and controlled the popular sentiment
against taxes. Whether Fredersdorl is right
in hoping that the public will supporl an
antitax movement led by tax collectors, his
attempt demonstrates the incredible tear of
taxpayer revolt thal Proposition 13 has en-
gendered in politicians and bureaucrats
everywhere. In Denmark Mogens Glistrup
cited Proposition 13 as the inspiration for a
renewed campaign “against income tax,
against excessive bureaucracy, and
against the proliferation of legislation.” Glis-
trup, who heads the Progress party, the
second largest in the Danish Parliament,
says that tax rebellion in America "proves
that common people can get together to
solve these problems, which are essentially
the same in all Western democracies.”

While the whole world walches, millions
of Americans are spontaneously rediscov-
ering the meaning of our first successful
taxpayer's revolt two centuries ago. They
are rebelling against a government that
costs too much and provides too little. The
revolt was encouraged, as revolutionary
sentiment always is, by “a long train of
abuses” that rival those imposed by King
George Ill when he created "a multitude of
new offices” and “sent ... swarms of offi-
cers to harass our people and eat out their
substance.”

The tax rebels today are honoring the
substance of the first rebellion for indepen-
dence, notwith staged events, firecrackers,
and parades, but with a new revoluticnary
struggle of their own. To succeed, they will
have to overcome the vested opposition of
almost every powerful group in society. Big
business will oppose them. So will the giant
trade union corporations. The news media
have proved to be hostile. Educators won't
help. They are largely dependent upon tax
dollars for their salaries. So are the judges
inthe courts and the many men under arms
who enforce the law. The entrenched
bureaucracies and the powerful politicians
will fight the tax revolution to the end.
Whether it succeeds or fails, it can no
longer be ignored. As of June 6, 1978, the
tax policies of allegedly representative
government will never again be the same.

On that day 4 million people participated
in an act of rebellion. They voted for Propo-
sition 13 (the Jarvis-Gann Amendment),
which slashed their taxes by $7 billion. That
single act is still reverberating around the
world. As the staid British newspaper The
Economist explained, there would hence-
forth be only three possibilities for demo-
cratic countries: (a) “an immediate and
peaceful victory for the taxpayers' revolt;
(b) a long, embittering public baitle be-
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tween entrenched, tax-spending govern-
ment and the private man, manifesting it-
self eventually—say inside twenty years—
invioclence . . . ; or (c) a growth in the private
guerrilla warfare of tax avoidance . ."
Whether The Economist exaggerates or
not, the arithmetic of power has definitely
been changed, not only in California but
also everywhere people pay taxes. For the
first time in modern memory ordinary citi-
zens have turned politics upside down—
by defeating the entire establishment
complex of big government, the major
banking institutions, labor unions, public
utilities, giant educational enterprises, and
the news media. What was supposed to be
impossible has happened. The people
succeeded in reducing taxes.

“It was,"” actress Elizabeth Ashley stated,
“a declaration of war. That was its true sig-
nificance. It was a sign that the middle
class is fighting back.”

To understand the situation better, con-
sider whal had happened in California prior

-

So weak and
vulnerable is the high
tax system that
successful resistance by
anyone anywhere
has an electrifying
worldwide impact.

>

to the June 6 vote. In the live preceding
years, already-high property taxes had in-
creased by 42.2 percent. Combined with
the effects of soaring income, sales taxes,
and mounting inflation, the real estate
levies were simply too great for the average
person to pay Tax bills in some locales
increased by hundreds, even thousands,
of dollars each year. Overall, the average
Californian was forced to pay about 3 per-
cent of total value of his home to the gov-
ernment each year—with the prospects of
paying still higher levies in the future.
Repeated calls for relief got no results
from politicians. Instead of cutting taxes,
they banked billions in surplus revenues
while they debaled new ways to spend
money. Some estimates place the total tax
surplus before Proposition 13 as high as
$6.2 billion. When it became clear that the
politicians would not act, a coalition of tax-
payers, headed by Paul Gann and Howard
Jarvis, took matters into their own hands by
petitioning Proposition 13 onto the ballot as
an amendment to the state constitution,
More than 1,300,000 citizens joined in sign-
ing petitions to slash property taxes by 60
percent and prevent any increases in other
taxes levied on Californians except by a

two-thirds vote of the legislature.

Almost every elected official in both par-
ties joined ranks in opposing Proposition
13. Gov. Jerry Brown, having almost na op-
position in the Democratic primary, turned
his reelection bid into a full-fledged cam-
paign against the tax rebellion. Brown
crisscrossed the state, speaking anywhere
an audience could be gathered to de-
nounce what he described as the "calam-
ity" that would be brought upon the public if
the tax reduction proposal were to pass.

Brown supported Proposition 8, the Behr
Bill, a last-minute substitute for Proposition
13 thal was authored by the California legis-
lature. It, too, was supposed to reduce
taxes but with a more limited scope. lis
proponents, such as Governor Brown,
called it a responsible alternative. The tax
rebels did not see it that way “It wouldn't do
a thing,” declared Paul Gann. "It would still
allow tax increases almost as bad as we've
been getting.” Another tax revolt spokes-
man, Charles Crawford, warned that no one
could be sure what Proposition 8 would do.
“When they first wrote the thing, it was
30,000 words long. Then nobody could fig-
ure oul what it meant. So they went back
and amended it with 80,000 words in cor-
rections.”

Major newspapers, led by the Los
Angeles Times, kept up an almost constant
stream of editorials and news stories
reflecting strong opposition to the tax re-
duction measure. The Times actually pub-
lished figures purporting to show that tax-
payers al every income level would some-
how be financially better off if Proposition
13 was defeated. According to Crawford,
a close look at the figures revealed how this
conclusion was reached: “The Times had
merely offset all tax reductions by assum-
ing that lost revenues would be replaced by
still higher taxes. Reporls that income
taxes would be increased by 150 percent
were treated as fact.” Scare slories also
reported that sales taxes would be boosted
to twelve cents on the dollar.

A possible reason for the Times's strong
stand against tax reduction was suggested
by Crawford. “The Times is a major land-
holder in downtown Los Angeles. Prior to
Proposition 13, it was profiting from rede-
velopment bonds that had substantially
boasted property values for favored land-
holders at the expense of the laxpayer”
Under Proposition 13, higher lax assess-
ments on homeowners to redeem the de-
velopment bonds were forbidden.

With lucrative debt collection practices in
jeopardy, insurance companies, big banks,
and other financial institutions put their
considerable resources into the fight
against tax reduction. A'W. Clausen,
chairman of the Bank of America, led fund-
raising efforts that netted millions for adver-
lisements against Proposition 13. Bank
America Corporation itself contributed
$25,000. California Federal Savings put up
$10,000. And other major contributions
came from TICOR Title Insurance Com-
pany, Lloyd's Bank of California, City Na-
tional Bank, Redwood Bankcorp, and Co-



lumbia Savings and Loan.

One possible reason for the bankers'
opposition was the fear that lower taxes
might spare people from selling their
homes. Every time high property taxes
force an impoverished owner to sell, banks
and other financial institutions have an op-
portunity to refinance the property at a
higher price. With lower taxes, people can
afford to live in their homes. Thus they are
not forced to yield to other buyers—who
must lake out larger mortgages at a higher
rate ol interest. Wall Sireet analyst
Lawrence Fuller of Drexel, Burnham, and
Lambert says that the impact of lower taxes
“will be negative on the earnings of the
California bank-holding companies,” partly
because "the turnover of and financing of
existing residential properties should de-
cline markedly”

The prospect of tax reduction also stirred
vigorous opposition from brokerage
houses that have profited substantially
from the marketing of state and local gov-
ernment bonds. The contribution list
against Proposition 13 read like a Who's
Who of brokerage houses and investment
firms. Miller and Schroeder Municipals
contributed $20,385. Other substantial
contributors included Municorp of Califor-
nia, Paine Webber Jackson Curtis, Shear-
son Hayden Stone, L.F Rothehild and Un-
terberg Towbin, E.F Hutton, Dean Witter
Reynolds, Blyth Eastman, Dillon and Com-
pany, The First Boston Corporation,
Goldman Sachs and Company, Lazard Fre-
res and Company, and Lehman Brothers,
Kuhn Loeb, Inc. of New York. All told, thirty-
four major brokerage firms contributed an
average of more than $5,5630 each to fight
the Proposition 13 tax reduction.

Even big business interests that did not
have a direct stake in California's housing
and bond markets contributed staggering
sums to oppose Proposition 13. Atlantic
Richtfield Corparation contributed $25,000.
So did the Pacitic Lighting Corporation,
Pacific Mutual Life, and Southern California
Edison Company Standard Qil of Califor-
nia, the Southern Pacilic Company, and
Pacific Telephone each contributed
$15,000. Other major contributors included
Occidental Petroleum, Rockwell Interna-
tional, Lockheed ot California, Hewlett-
Packard Company, United States Steel,
Kaiser Aluminum and Chemical Corpora-
tion, Hilton Hotels, the Coca-Cola Botlling
Company of Los Angeles, Twentieth
Century-Fox Carporation, and General
Telephone Company.

Paul Gann believes that politicians
blackmailed these company manage-
ments by threatening lo increase taxes on
business in the event that Proposition 13
passed. He says, "You know, a funny thing
happened. We have an inventory tax in our
state that taxes businesses on the goods
they are not lucky enough to have sold.
When Proposition 13 came along, the
politicians repealed the inventory tax. That
would have saved business in our state
millions of dollars. But you know, they put a
little catch in there. They said If Proposition

13 passes, the repeal of the inventory tax is
null and void.”

Whether or not Gann is correctin atiribui-
ing the strong corporate opposition to
Proposition 13 to the palitical blackmail of
company managements, there is no doubt
that big-business contributions went over-
whelmingly to finance opposition to tax re-
duction, In fact, only two sizable corpora-
tions, Post International and Lassen Land
Company, contributed more than $100 in
support of Proposition 13. Another possible
explanation, in addition to that suggested
by Gann, was a simple desire by big busi-
ness to maintain the status quo. It is a fact,
long noted by some economists, that high
laxes serve as a kind of subsidy to existing
corporations. Prof. Colin Clark put it this
way "Many upholders of high taxation are
sincere opponents of monopoly. but if taxa-
tion were lower and, especially, if undistri-
buted profits were exempt from taxation,
many businesses would spring up that
would compete actively with the old estab-
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Proposition 13,
said actress Elizabeth
Ashley, "was a
declaration of war. . . .
It was a sign
that the middle class
Is fighting back.”

®

lished monopolies. As a matter of fact,
present, excessive rates of taxation are one
of the principle reasons for monopolies now
being so strong.”

Not only businesses but also most other
groups with a strong position in the status
quo fought vigorously lo oppose tax reduc-
tion. The California Teachers' Association
and the State Board of Education were par-
ticularly active. Paul Gann said: "They tried
their darndest to use our own children
against us.” In many locales teachers
turned school sessions into broadsides
against Proposition 13.

The California State Employees Associ-
ation, the California Supervisors Associa-
tion, and the League of California Cities
also joined In mounting a vigorous cam-
paign against Propaosition 13. Television
ads from the protax forces played on every
emational fear of the electorate. For exam-
ple viewers were treated to scenes ol el-
derly pensioners being brutally mugged by
hoodlums. This, they were told, would be
everyone's fate if Proposition 13 passed,
because the police department would
have to be dismissed because of a shorl-
age of funds. Similarly, taxpayers were
warned that their homes would burn down

for lack of a fire department, garbage
would pile up without the taxes which
would pay for sanitation workers, and the
streets in front of their homes would never
be paved again. When even some govern-
ment workers failed to take these alarms
seriously, some municipalities decided to
reinforce the point by issuing provisional
pink slips to all civic employees, firing them
in the event that Proposition 13 passed.

In the end, it did not matter. Alter intense
exposure to the protax propaganda, the
voters turned around and disobeyed their
instructions. Paul Gann summed up the
battle in amazement: "For the first time in
6,000 years of recorded history, Proposition
13 brought together capital, labor, man-
agement, education, and bureaucracy-—
all goose-stepping down life's highway to-
gether to defeal Proposition 13, And we still
beat the hell out of them."

That was the beginning of the Second
American Taxpayer's Revolt. It had an im-
mediate impact upon politics. Almost every
politician immediately sought to identify
with tax revolt sentiment. President Carter
announced from the White House that he
supported Propasition 13, a position that he
had never indicated before the voting on
June 6 Gov. Jerry Brown, who had fought
agams! lax reduction, made an abrupt
aboul-face and began lo portray himself as
an ardent advocale of tax culting. Among
the few politicians who remained advo-
cates of higher taxes and more government
spending, Rep. Donald Fraser and Mas-
sachusetts Gov. Michael Dukakis were de-
leated by tax-cul candidates.

Clearly, the tax revalt is not confined to
California. An NBC news pall, described by
David Brinkley as "simply startling. stun-
ning."” showed that 37 percent of the Amer-
ican people say that they would refuse to
pay taxes unless paliticians move to slash
government spending and cut the tax
rates. In almost every state and community
throughout the country, pecple are convert-
ing this deep tax revolt feeling into orga-
nized action. They are staging local tax
revolts, petitioning tax-slashing initiatives to
the ballot. and organizing to support con-
stitutional amendments to limit the power of
politicians lo spend money. The new antitax
sentiment is not focused merely on prop-
erty levies; It is directed toward almosl
every kind of tax imaginable. Individuals
and groups are turning their ire against
federal income taxes, city income taxes,
excise taxes, inheritance taxes, sales
taxes, meal taxes, gasoline taxes, renter s
taxes, import taxes, social-security payroll
taxes, and, above all, the hidden inflation
tax, which annually takes more than $1,000
from every American family.

Like the original tax rebels who insti-
gated the American Revolution, today's
middle-class revolutionaries are fed up with
a government that they believe stands be-
tween them and the good life. Tax resister
James Tobin puts it this way: "America was
founded in a tax revolution. If the politicians
don't wake up soon, we're going to have the
same thing again." C+—p
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THE WATER

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 96

Arthur waiting in a strange place, a strange
bed. He had known that Crunch was tall—
now he had abruptly seen, as Crunch bent
through the doorway, how long he was. He
had always liked Crunch's face. Now he
had somehow memorized the high cheek-
bones, like those of an Indian, and how the
long, narrow eyes slanted slightly upward
and how one eyebrow was always faintly
lifted—maybe that was why he almost al-
ways looked as though he was about to
make fun of you. The nose was long and
hooked like an Indian? like a Jew? and two
small.knobs of bone gleamed faintly on
either side of the forehead, just below the
hairline. The lips were heavy and full,
seemed always ready to smile, orto openin
a grin, showing the long, straight, white
teeth. The neck and arms and shoulders
were powerful. Arthur shifted and turned
toward the window. The shade was still
drawn, the curtains still closed. Crunch
was older than Arthur, but Arthur suddenly
saw that Crunch was very, very young. He
wanted to take Crunch in his arms and
protect him—from the dawn and the road’
and the cars and the trees outside.

They ate their hominy grits and bacon and
eggs, held in their silence, surrounded by
the noise. Arthur watched Crunch, laugh-
ing and joking and making noise; he
watched himself, laughing and joking and
making noise. He made sounds to the host
and hosless of the rooming house, and 1o
whoever else, the other roomers who were
there. Peanut's caolor glowed like peanut
butter and honey, and Red's broad, brown,
speckled face made Arthur see, as though
for the first time, his light brown chocolate
eyes. Everything hurt, the napkins and the
tablecloth hurt, the black coffee, as the
lady poured it, hurt, his smile, when he
looked up and said, Thank you, ma'am,
hurt, the sunlight, relentlessly rising to send
him on their way, filling the dining room,
crashing in the kitchen among all the pots
and pans, thundering in the voices, heard
from far away and yel too near, of the cook
and the servanis—servanis?—and the
man scouring the pots, hurl, assaulted,
began lo devastate Arthur, and the tele-
phone rang somewhere and someone said,
Excuse me a moment, and someone else
said, I sure hope you boys enjoy yourselves
down here, and Webster said, We better
make a move, and Red rose first, and Ar-
thur's heart shock, and then Peanut wiped
his lips with the white napkin and smiled,
and it hurt, and someone else said, Bam-
bam, to Birmingham! and laughter filled the
room exactly like the sunlight, and it hurt.
And all this time, Crunch had been seated
two seats away, laughing and joking and
making noise, not looking at him, and yet,
and Arthur knew it, entirely concentrated
on him, and it hurt. He wanted to run, run,
wanted to be with Crunch, somewhere,
forever, wanted Crunch to take him in his
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arms, he did not know whal he wanled, the
small of his back was wel with terror, Is this
my life? My life? and, to compound this
terror, his imagination, like a newly wiped
blackboard, held nothing at all, no images
at all. Crunch’s smell was in his nostrils, the
overwhelming image of the hair in his
armpits, the basketball player’s thighs and
ankles, deep like a river, Arthur thought,
insanely, his arms, his arms. Then, sud-
denly, silence dropped on him like a heavy
cloud, he looked up, everyone was rising.
There was Crunch, on his feet, laughing
and joking and making noise, and there
was, suddenly, the young lady who had
driven all the way back here, this marning,
in her father's automabile, to say good-bye
to Crunch, and Crunch was holding her
lightly in his arms, and it hurt, and Arthur
wiped his lips with the white, abrasive, fiery
napkin and rose, and, for the firsttime in his
life, the act of rising to his feet made him
tremble with anguish, and he shook hands
with all the pecple, and he smiled and he

®

Deep, deep within him,
an absolutely new
trembling begins. He does not
know if this is happiness,
no words are in his mind, but he
has never been so high
and lifted up before.

e

smiled and he heard his voice falling all
around his ears from about 27 million miles
above his head; his teet, just the same,
seemed to be on the ground—though his
shoes, suddenly, were too tight, his ankles
ached, his toenails seemed to bite into him,
suddenly, like the claws of a crab, sweat
dripped down Inside his clothes, from his
armpits, from the back of his neck, from all
his secret places, and down the inside of
his thighs; and Crunch, as though he had
known all this all along, locked up, abruptly,
looked him directly in his eyes, and said,
with a smile that no one else could see-

and Arthur saw this; it helped him to move;
he had, in truth, been paralyzed— Come
on, little fellow, bam-bam, to Birmingham!
He had one arm around the young lady.
With the other arm, he reached out and
pulled Arthur to him, he introduced them to
each other, Arthur smiled and said the Lord
alone knows what, and it hurt, it hurt, it hurt.

They hurried to their room, to pack. They
did not have much to pack. Arthur was wet;
he was trembling. Crunch locked the door
behind them and stood against the doar.

Arthur stoed in the center of the room.
Crunch watched him.

“What's the matter?”

“Nothing."

He picked up his suitcase and tried to
begin to pack. But he was young, and he
started to cry.

For a second more, Crunch walched
him.

“What you erying about?’

“Nothing!”

But he looked up at Crunch, with tears
spilling down his face; he turned away and
fell on the bed.

Crunch fell on the bed on top of Arthur
and turned Arthur to face him and held him
in his arms. Crunch wrapped himself
around him, arms and legs, held Arthur
more tightly than he had ever been held,
and kissed him, first like a brother and then
like a lover.

He leaned up, and Arthur opened his
eyes.

“What you got to cry about?”

Arthur simply stared at Crunch. He
wanted Crunch never to leave him, never to
take his arms away.

“Come on, little fellow. We only got a min-
ute. They be knocking on the door in a
minute."

Arthur said, terrified, and, at the same
time, suddenly at peace, holding on to
Crunch, “I'm in love."

Crunch said, gravely, after a moment,
“That's why you was crying?"

Arthur nodded.

‘I don't understand. Who you in love
with? The young lady? With the au-
tomabile?"

Arthur found that he was able to laugh.

‘No.”

Crunch laughed, too, his belly rumbling
against Arthur's belly—in silence: as
though their bellies were one.

“With who, then?"

Arthur caught his breath. He watched
Crunch's eyes.

“With you. I'm in love. With you."

And he caught his breath again. He
watched Crunch. Doors began opening
down the hall.

“Well—what did | tell you, last night?"

Crunch smiled; then Arthur smiled.

Crunch shook him, lightly.

“Come on—what did | say?"

“You said—you and me."

"What else did | say?”

“You said you loved me."

"And you don't believe me?"

‘| believe you. | .. . just got scared."

“Why?"

“I've never been in love before;," Arthur
said, so helplessly that Crunch kissed him
again, laughed, kissed him again, and
laughed, and stood up.

“Throw them rags in your bag, little fellow,
before they come knocking on this door.
Come on, now."

Arthur rose and returned to his suitcase.,

“I never thought, " said Arthur, “that a man
could be in love with a man."

Crunch laughed, unlocked, and cpened
the door.

‘I never thought about it, neither, love.
But I'm sure thinking about it now." He



winked, and his whole face changed, hold
ing a kind of mocking, friendly, unabashed
desire. “Tell you one thing, you sure ain't got
nothing t y about.” He said
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The room grew darker. They were alone
Crunch leaned down and kissed him. Ar-
thur held on to Crunch with all his strength
with all his tears, tears he had not yet begun
to shed. Crunch leaned up

“Let me lock lI'ff‘ door,” he whispered.

Arthur sat up and watched Crunch lock
or.

He did it very elaborately and then
turned, gnnning, with one finger to his lips

“We all alone, now, little fellow Ain't no-
body on this floor but us. And it's Saturday
night, anyway, everybody's oul He
grinned, and then his face changed. and
he stood at the door, looking at Arthur

“Where's Peanul and Red?"

Arthur was whispering, and Crunch
whispered, "l left them in the poolroom
They found some friends.

“They coming back?

"I told them | was taking you someplace

He sat down on the bed again and
started taking oft his shoes. He looked over
at Arthur. *Did | do right?

the do
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"Sure," Arthur said very softly.

"Get under the covers.”

Arthur watched.as Crunch stripped.
Crunch was whistling, low in his throat: and
it came lo Arthur, with great astonishment,
that Crunch was whistling because he was
happy—was happy to be here, with Arthur.
Arthur watched, as Crunch unbultoned his
shirt, waiched the long, dark fingers
against the buttons, and the cloth, watched
the cloth fly across the room, to land on the
other bed, watched as he unbuckled his
belt, dropped his trousers, raising one
knee, then the other, sitting on the bed
again to pull the trousers past the big feet,
then folding the trousers, and rising, to
place them on the other bed, pulling off his
undershirt, kicking off his shorts, his whole,
long, black self padding to the small sink,
where he looked, briefly, into the mirror, ran
cold water, gargled, his dark body glowing
in the darkening room, a miracle of spinal
column, neck to buttocks, shoulders and
shoulder blades, elbows, wrists, thighs,
ankles, a miracle of bone and blood and
muscle and flesh and music. Arthur was
still wearing his undershirt and his shorts.
He hated being naked in front of anyone.
Nakedness was a confession, a vow. Arthur
was frightened; then, he wasn't frightened,
but he found that he could not maove. He
could not take off his undershirt. He could
not take off his shorts. Crunch turned, and
Arthur, in a kind of peaceful terror, watched
astheface and the eyes inthatface and the

neck and the chest and the nipples on the
chest and the ribs and the long, flat belly
and the belly button and the jungle of hair
spinning upward from the long, dark,
heavy, swinging sex approached, and
Crunch got under the covers and took Ar-
thur in his arms.

Crunch sighed, a weary, trusting sigh,
and put his hands under Arthur’s under-
shirt and pulled it over Arthur's head, and,
suddenly, they bath laughed, a whispering
laugh. Crunch dropped the undershirt on
the floor.

“That's called progress,” Crunch whis-
pered, "and, now," he said, “let's see what
we can do down yonder”

He put his hands at Arthur's waist, pulled
the shorts down, got them past one foot,
Arthur's prick rose.

Crunch stroked it and grinned. “That's
enough progress, for now," he said, but he
put his ngid sex against Arthur's, and,
then, they simply lay there, holding on to
each other, unable to make another move.
They really did not know where another
mave might carry them. Arthur was afraid
in one way, and Crunch in another. It was
also as though they had expended so
much energy to arrive at this moment that
they had to fall out and catch their breath;
this moment was almost enough. But it was
only a moment: the train was boarded, the
engine ready to roll. They held on to each
other. This might be their beginning; it

might be the beginning of the end. The train

was boarded, the engine pulsing, great
doors were slamming shut behind them,
the train would soon be moving, a journey
had begun. They might lose each other on
this journey; nothing could be hidden on
this journey. They might look at each other,
miles from now, when the train stopped at
some unimaginable place, and wish never
lo see each other again. They might be
ashamed, they might be debased, and
they might be forever lost.

Arthur was less frightened than Crunch.
He simply held on to Crunch and stroked
him and kissed him, for, in the center of his
mind's eye was Crunch gene, Crunch for-
ever gone, and, now that he had found him,
his mind became as still and empty as the
winter sky at the thought of losing him. He
held this blankness as far inside him as he
held his tears—for something told him that
Crunch could not bear his tears, could not
bear anybody’s tears. Tears were a weapon
you could use against Crunch.

And Crunch—ah, Crunch. He held Ar-
thur, falling in love—Tfalling in love with the
little fellow. Crunch was older than Arthur,
lonelier than Arthur, knew more about him-
self than Arthur knew. He had never been
on this train, true; but he had been landed
in some desoclate places. He held him
closer, falling in love, his prick stiffening, his
need rising, his hope rising, the train began
to move. Arthur held him closer, and
Crunch moved closer, becoming more
naked, praying that Arthur would receive
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his body in all ils nakedness

His long self covered Arthur, his tongue
licked Arthur's nipples, his armpits, his
belly button. He did not dare go further; yet,
shaking, he raised himself to Arthur's lips.
He look Arthur's sex in his fist.

‘Do me like | do you," he whispered.
“Little fellow, come an, this is just the begin-
ning,” and Arthur, with a kind of miraculous
understanding, kissed Crunch's nipples,
slid down to kiss his sex, moved up to his
lips again. As he felt Crunch pulsing, he
puised with Crunch, coaxed the pulsing
vein at the underside of the organ as
Crunch coaxed his, scarcely breathing
Crunch groaned, httle fellow, groaned
again, they seemed lo hang for a second in
a splintered, blinding air, then Crunch's
sperm shot oul against Arthur's belly, Ar-
thur's shot against his, It was as though
each were coming through the other's sex.

They lay in sach other’s arms.

Crunch looked into his Arthur's eyes.

G

“Hi, yourself.”

Their breathing slowed. Neither wanted
lo move.

“You think we making progress?”

“I'm with you.”

They laughed, helding on to each other,
wet with each other.

Crunch asked, shyly, "Do you still love
me?"

“Maybe we should make some mare
progress.”
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A mighty corruipt little country you've got here, son
Here's 150 cozeiros for the girl, 50 cozeiros for yeu, 25 cozeiras for the hotel
manager, 10 cozeiros for the police chief, 10 cozeiros
for the prime minister. 5 cozeiros for the ambassador to the Urited Nations.”

Crunch shook with laughter, silently, and
Arthur shook with joy, watching him

"Right now?"

“Whenever you ready.”

“Oh, come on!"

“Thal's what | said.”

“You—you something.”

‘I love you. I'd do anything for you.”

Crunch watched him,

“For trug?”

“For true.”

Crunch held him tighter.

‘I want to make love with you—every way
possible. | don't care what happens—as
long as | can hold you.” He watched Ar-
thur's eyes, but he was beginning to feel at
peace.

“You wanl to make progress. [l make
progress. We'll make progress together.”

“You and me, then?"

“You and me.”

The room was dark. They heard the night
outside. They did not want lo leave each
other's arms.

Crunch asked, "You hungry?”

“No. not now."

“You want to wash up?”

“No. Not yet.”

“What you want to do, then?"

‘Maybe sleep a little—next to you."

“Okay'

They curled into each other spoon fash-
ion, Arthur cradled by Crunch.

They did not sleep long. Arthur woke up
and peed inthe sink, as quietly as possible.

He ran the water as quietly as possible. He
lifted the shade and looked out of the win-
dow It was night;, he guessed it to be
around nine or ten o clock. There were not
as many people in the sireet as there would
have been on a Saturday night, in Harlem.
Most of the people were already inside
some place, or they were on their way, and
their voices and their music, muffled, filled
the air, filled the room. He dropped the
shade.

Crunch lay as he had left him One arm
was al his side; one arm lay strelched
where Arthur had been. His breathing was
deep and slow, yet Arthur sensed that
Crunch was not entirely lost in sleep. Arthur
crawled back into bed, pulling the covers
back up. The moment he crawled into bed,
Crunch, still sleeping, pulled Arthur into his
arms.

And yet Crunch lay as one helpless. Ar-
thur was incited by this helplessness, the
willing helplessness of the body in his
arms. He kissed Crunch, whao moaned but
did not stir He ran his hands up and down
the long body He seemed to discover the
mystery of geography. of space and time,
the hightning flash of tension belween
one—moment?—one breath and the next
breath. The breathing in, the breathing out.
The miracle ot air, entering, and the chest
rose: the miracie of air transfarmed into the
miracle of breath, coming out, into your
face, mixed with Pepsi-Cola, hamburgers,
mustard, whatever was in the bowels; and
the chest fell. He lay in this urgency for a
while, terrified and happy.

He held Crunch closer, running his fin-
gers up and down the barely tactile com-
plex telegraph system of the spine. His
hands dared to discover Crunch’s beautiful
buttocks, his ass, his behind. He stroked
the gift between his legs, which held the
present and the future. Their sex became
rigid. Crunch growled, turned on his back,
still holding Arthur,

Arthur moved, in Crunch's arms, belly to
belly. Pepsi-Cola, mustard and onions and
hamburgers and Crunch's nsing prick
Crunch moaned. Arthur knew something
that he did not know he knew—he did not
know that he knew that Crunch waited for
Arthur's lips at his neck, Arthur's longue at
the nipples of his chest. Pepsi-Cola, mus-
tard, hamburgers, ice cream, surrendered
to tunkier, unknown odors. Crunch
moaned, agamn surrendenng, surrender-
ing, as Arthur's tongue descended down
Crunch’s long black self, down to the rag-
ing penis. He licked the underside of the
penis, feeling it leap, and he licked the
balls. He was setting Crunch free —he was
giving Crunch what he. somehow knew
that Crunch longed for and feared to give
him. He took the penis inta his mouth; it
maoved, with the ease of satin, past his lips,
into his throat. For a moment, he was ter-
rified: what now? For the organ was hard
and huge and throbbing. Crunch's hands
came down, but lightly, on Arthur's head:
he began to thrust upward, but carefully,
into Arthur's mouth

Arthur understood Crunch's terrar—the



terror of someone in the water, being car- |
ried away from the shore—and this terror, |
which was his own terror, soon caused him
to gasp, to attempt to pull away, atthe same
time that he held on. His awareness of
Crunch's terror helped him to overcome his

e had never done this before. In the
same way that he knew how Crunch feared
to be despised —by Arthur—he knew, too,
that he, now, feared to be despised, by
Crunch. Cocksucker.

Well, It was Crunch's cock, and s
sucked it with all the love that was in hirm,
and a moment came when he felt that love
being trusted L.nd returned. A moment
came when he felt Crunch pass from a kind
of terrified bewilderment into joy. A friendly,

a joyful movement, began. So high, you
can't get aver him.

Sweat from Arthur's forehead fell onto
Crunch's belly

So low—and Crunch gasped as Arthur’'s
mouth left his prick standing in the cold,
cold air, as Arthur's tongue licked his sa-
cred balls—you can't get under him, Ar-
thur rose, again, to Crunch's lips. So high.
You can't get around him, It was as though,
with this kiss, they were forever bound to-
gether. Crunch moaned, in an absolute
agony, and Arthur went down again

Little fellow. Baby. Love.”

You must come (n at the door.

He held the prick in his mouth again
sensing, awaiting the eruption. He, and he
alone, had dragged it up from the depths of
his lover.

“Oh. Little fellow.”

Then, shaking like an earthquake, "Oh,
my love. Onh, love.” Birmingham was still.
The world was still. Nothing moved in the
heavens. "Oh. Love."

Curious, the taste, as it came, leaping, to
the surface: of Crunch's prick, of Arthur’s
tongue, into Arthur's mouth and throat. He
was frightened but triumphant. He wanted
to sing. The taste was volcanic. This taste
the aftertaste, this anguish, and this joy had
changed «.I laa forever.
his throat v »: his lips were weary
Every time t*e Swallr_m‘et:i, from here on, he
would think of Crunch, and this thought
made him smile as, slowly, now, and in a
peculiar joy and panic, he allowed Crunch
to pull him up, upward, into his arms

He dared to look into Crm h's eyes
Crunch's ¢ '

H.’.L. a river,

|r1 Arthur found that he wa

smiling when peace like a river.
Arthur asked Crunch,
feel all right?"
Crunch put
and

‘All right? Do you

his chest

Arthur's head
up and dow

an |
ran one long hand VI A
s body,

"You're the
happened ta me,
how | feel." Then

“For what?" Arthur asked
wildered, trit m".|':|'|.'am
Crunch's arms

*For loving me,” Crunch said.

After amoment, he pulled up the covers.
They went to sleep, spoon fashion, Arthur

cradling Crunch. O4+—m

nost beautiful thing ever
baby, said. "That's
“Thank you, Arthur"
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~and safe in
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 121

teristics of their bikes while incorporating
new engine types, shaft drives, triple-disc
brakes, electronic ignition systems, mag
wheels, tubeless tires, full instrumentation,
and other goodies.

The motorcycles discussed in this article
are not for beginners, who would be much
better off starting with bikes in the 400-to-
B00CC range. These new monster bikes
are for advanced or expert riders, whose
reflexes have been conditioned to handle
the weight (from 500 to 700 pounds) and
the enormous power available at the flick of
a wrist. Any one of the bikes mentioned
here can easily outaccelerate any produc-
tion car in the world, including such exoti-
cars as the Porsche Turbo Carrera and
Lamborghini Countach. These machines
have power-to-weight ratios hovering in the
range of five 1o seven pounds per horse-
power; operaling one is like driving an
B00-horsepower station wagon.

KAWASAKI

Kawasaki's "Z" Model, first of the monster
bikes, is available in three models for 1979.
The standard model is now designated the
KZ 1000 MK 1. Its 1015CC DOHC (dou-
ble-overhead-cam) four-cylinder engine
delivers 93 horsepower. The top speed is
more than 130 mph, and twelve-second
standing quarter-miles are on tap. Disc
brakes front and rear handle the stopping
action. The KZ 1000 LTD, a chopperish ver-
sion of the standard model, featuring ex-
tended forks, sixteen-inch rear ftire,
stepped seal, swept-back handlebars,
and Iriple-perforated disc brakes, has be-
come a big seller. New this year is the KZ
1000 ST model, which incorporates shaft
drive and leading axle forks.

By the time that this article is published,
Kawasaki will have introduced the KZ
1300, a 120-horsepower, six-cylinder
DOHC water-cooled, shaft-driven sporis-
and-touring bike weighing 650 pounds. It
will undoubtedly encroach upon the big
Harley's milieu.

YAMAHA

Yamaha's entry in the big-bike sweep-
stakes is the brutish XS Eleven. Close to
100 horsepower is available from its
1100CC four-cylinder engine. Transistor-
controlled ignition, shaft drive, cast alloy
wheels, comfortable saddle, and cushy
suspension have made the lightning-fast
“Eleven” extremely popular as a high-
speed touring bike. The “Eleven” is also
available in the “Special’ model with pull-
back handlebars, extended forks, stepped
seat, megaphone exhaust pipes, and
wide-profile rear tire.

HONDA
The only production bike in the world faster
than the Yamaha Eleven is Honda's incred-
ible CBX. Designed from the ground up
around its. six-cylinder, twenty-four-valve,
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DOHC 1047CC engine, the 108-horse-
power CBX accelerates in a smooth rush of
power that must be experienced to be be-
lieved. Running the standing guarter-mile
in just over eleven seconds, the CBX tops
out at 140 mph. An optional CBX "Grand
Prix” kit features low handlebars and rear-
set foot pegs. Special “V'-rated high-
speed tires are also available.

SUZUKI
Just a hair behind the Yamaha Eleven and
Honda CBX in straight-line performance is
Suzuki's top-of-the-line GS 1000, Powered
by a 1000CC four-cylinder DOHC engine,
the GS 1000 runs sub-twelve-second quar-
ter-miles and is capable of reaching well
over 130 mph. lis sizzling performance
nolwithstanding, the big Suzuki's forte is
handling. A rigid frame, five-way adjust-
able rear shock absorbers, and air-
assisted forks make its mountain road
handling qualities evocative of much
lighter British sports bikes of a decade

-

These new monster
bikes are for advanced riders,
whose reflexes can
handle the enormous power
available at the flick
of a wrist.

?

ago. The deluxe “E" version of the GS
1000 features triple-disc brakes, mag style
wheels, special high-speed lires, stepped
saddle, self-canceling turn signals, and a
special paint job.

BMW

BMW motorcycles are often referred 1o as
the Rolls-Royces of the motorcycle world.
That is certainly an appropriate label (for
quality as well as price) for the R100RS,
the flagship of the BMW fleet. Powered by a
1000CC overhead valve and flat opposed
twin engine with shaft drive, the R100RS
sports a full race-type fairing, mag wheels,
adjustable shocks, triple-disc brakes, full
instrumentation (including a volt meter and
quartz clock with a sweep second hand),
built-in cable lock, and complete tool kit.
Gemlike detailing, space capsule design,
high reliability and resale value make the
big "Beemer’ a highly desired machine
even al twice the price of some of its com-
petitors.

DUCATI and MOTO GUZZ|
ltaly produces the best-handling big bikes
in the world—period. Ducatis and Molo
(Guzzis may not be so fast as some of the

Japanese cannons mentioned above, but
they're definitely in a league of their own on
winding mountain roads.

The "Dukes” are powered by 864CC “V"
twins with desmodromic valve actuation
that eliminates valve springs and valve float
at high rpms. Long wheelbases, low cen-
ters of gravity, Ceriani forks, and Marzocchi
shock absorbers combine to give the
“Dukes" their superb handling. The stan-
dard model is the GTS, which is equipped
with wire wheels, single front disc, and
normal valve actuation. The top of the
Ducati line 1s the 900 SD “Darmah,” with
desmodromic valves, gold magnesium
wheels, and triple-vented disc brakes.

The Moto Guzzi SP is one of the world's
most beauliful bikes. Shaft driven by a
949CC overhead valve "V" twin, the gem-
like SP wears a semirace fairing with built-
in spoilers that hold the front end firmly on
the ground at high speeds, It is also the
only make thal uses interconnected
brakes, whereby a portion of the rear-wheel
braking force is bled off into one of the two
front discs for even more stopping power;
the second front disc is controlled in the
conventional manner. Fast and stable, the
SP is a finely wrought compromise be-
tween touring and sports bikes.

HARLEY-DAVIDSON

No article an big bikes would be complete
without mentien of the much-loved and
maligned Harley-Davidsons. Powered by
big, overhead-valve "V" twins, the Harleys
come in three sizes. At the head of the ling
is the limited-edition FLH Classic Electra
Glide, tipping the scales at 722 pounds.
The Classic and its slightly more Spartan
brother, the FLH 80 Electra Glide, are pow-
ered by 1340CC versions of the basic V"
twin, Bricklike dependability, deeply cush-
ioned saddles, and plenty of storage
space make for long, effortless hours on
the open road. A slightly less powerful ver-
sion, the FLH 1200, is also available.

The 1000CC Harley Sportster has be-
come an American classic in past years
and 1s now available in three versions: the
XLH with electric starter: the XLCH with
kick slart: and the new XLS Deluxe version
with lower stepped saddle, special trim,
and slightly longer wheelbase.

In between the Sportsters and the big
Electra Glides are three 1200CC stretched
Sportster-like models designated “Low
Rider," “Super Glide," and "Fat Bob," all
variations on the same theme with different
tanks, seats, and trim.

Stage four of the big bike race is just about
to begin. In the works at different manufac-
turers are “V4," "VB6," and "V8" engines. The
fabled Norton marque of Great Britain is to
be reborn with a rotary engine. Suspension
systems are being refined a la the Suzuki
GS 1000. A bewildering new array of 500,
650, 750, B850, and 900CC machines are
available. It's a bike nut's dream come true.
Plunk down your money, sgueeze on your
new hundred-dollar helmet, and watch out
for the smokeys. O+
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From the forthcoming novel, Aphrodite.

OWR [RDY OF CARNRAL DESRE

Possessed and driven by an insane desire,
King Phoenix and his daughter Smyrna
conceived a forbidden child, Adonis,
who would become the boy-lover of Aphrodite,
goddess of love.

marriage, | know. Still, you
are ripe enough to be
sending all my young men
out of their minds. If | don't
marry you off soon, there
won't be a man of military
age in the kingdom with wit
enough to pull his sword
out of his scabbard."

“But, father, | don't want

to be married. I'm happy
here with you."

“Thank you, child, but

that has nothing to do

with it.”

“Oh, father, truly | have
seen no one | could wed. If
I'am as beautiful as
Aphrodite, as people say,
shall | not wait for a suitor
splendid as a god?"
Phoenix glared at her

/ from under his tangled,
Y white eyebrows. “| don't
know any better way to
remain unmarried,”he said.
“Gods are not always
available for matrimony.
You may have to settle for

hoenix ruled a

p seagoing people

who named their
country Phoenicia in his
honor. It occupied that
blood-soaked strip of
land that fronts the
Mediterranean and has
changed hands a
thousand times since and
is now called Lebanon. 1

The king had a daughter /
named Smyrna. She was f
maddeningly beautiful, /
with long, tapering legs;
alert, succulent, /
hand-sized breasts; and J
huge, dark eyes. When she /
passed, the young men r'f
used to kneel in the dust
and howl like dogs. -
Indeed, animals attended |
her. She cast a thick pollen
of desire where she went.
Goats broke their tethers
and gamboled after her.
Near the castle, in hedge
and alley, on wall and
fence, the eyes of tomcats

jelled in a bestiality of light; o YA something human."
their weird voices burned ) /,.__:]' o Smyrna knelt and kissed
== dp el
began to worship her, A=t I Phoenicia—and departed.
saying that she was more N s But this conversation was
beautiful than Aphrodite B 2N to prove fatal. Her boastful
herself, the goddess of J words were blown swiftly
caglal I((jwe,h g \ by l”L4Ifrit:'r'c:uos:;1 winds to the
ne day her father | court of Aphrodite.
called her to him and said: M Now Aphrodite, of
“You are young for ' \ ) course, is the most jealous
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of all the gods and goddesses—who are nolorious for jealousy.
When she heard the words of Smyrna, she hissed with fury, like a
swan pelted with gravel, and resolved on a terrible punishment.

“So ... " she said to herself. “This Smyrna person presumes lo
sel herself up as my rival, does she? A monstrous passion may
teach the little slut some humility. Yes-s-s . . . | will inspire her with
a truly disastrous preference."

She dispatched Ignes upon this task. He was a suave, red-hot
imp, a master of special yens. He flew to the court of Phoenix,
entered the castie, and found Smyrna's bedchamber. Thereupon
he disguised himself as her lapdog, a shaggy, cuddiesome little
beast with sad, prune eyes and affectionate manners, which she
allowed to burrow under the sheets at night.

Smyrna woke from a dream of blood. She was frightened. Her
hands searched for the dog. She cuddled the woolly little animal
to her breast—felt him licking her. And she was shocked fo find
her nipples hardening at the touch of the hot little tongue. She felt
a strange shuddering heat start in her breasts and spread
through her body.

She tried to call the old woman, her nurse, but her voice came
out in a wild, moaning, nymphic cry, unrecognizable. Then, in the
hallway, she heard the clank of metal and the familiar calm,
ironical voice of her father instructing a sentry.

She listened, panting. She drank the voice like cool water. The
coolness washed over her, laving her heat. She stumbled to the
bed, moaning with pleasure, and lay down and fell asleep.

Lying there, her dusky body flaming on the white sheets,
Smyrna dreamed of her father. When she knelt to him and kissed
his foot, he reached with his sword and laid its blade across her
back. Then, delicately wielding the sword, he stroked each of her
swollen, aching breasts, traced a path down her belly and be-
tween her legs to her groin, then let its dripping point kiss the raw
lips of her vulva,

When she awoke, the nurse was bending over her—a tiny,
squinched-up woman with a face like a walnut, hands like suede,
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and an odd, clucking voice, like that of an ancient hen.

“What ails you, child? Why do you sleep in this wanton fashion?
What happened to your nightgown? You look as though you'd
been ravished."

‘I have been ravished—by a dream. A terrible dream. It holds
me still. | cannol wake. | cannot sleep.”

“You're all flushed." The nurse touched her cheek. "Why, you're
burning up, child. You have a fever”
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“| shall send for the herbalist."

| want my father."

"He is impatient of iliness."

“I want my father. | want to crawl into his bed as | did when | was
alittle girl and had a bad dream. He d take me inhis arms, and I'd
snuggle up against his great chest and sleep there, safe, without
dreaming.”

The old woman recoiled in horror. “No!" she cried.

“Yes! Yes! Into his arms, cold as iron. Help me. Now, nurse,
now!"

"Madness ... " murmured the nurse. "True lunacy!”

“Stop your squeaking and muttering, old woman, and help me.
Do you hear?"

“Rave on, princess. But incest is considered a crime, and the
gods punish it with torment and death.”

With shocking strength, Smyrna seized her nurse and hurled
her onto the bed. Then she knelt on the bed and held the old
woman's shoulders, shaking her.

“You say you were young once. Prave it! Help me!”

The girl's cry fell upen the old woman's memory like spring rain,
“All right, all right," she said softly. “Don't argue with me, child.
Save it for him. | want to help you."

“Then do so."

"Here then is what you must do. Tomorrow tell your father that
you accede to his wishes and that you wish him to choose a
husband for you. For if you would rule a man, you must begin with
submission—any man, but especially a king. Then, tomorrow
night, while dining, impose a festive mood. Insist on acting as his
cupbearer. Prepare his cup yourself and keep the wine unwa-
tered. Make him drink heavily to celebrate your betrothal. Then,
afterward, as he sleeps drunkenly, you will appear to him. And
|—I shall spend my time until then, sewing."

“Sewing? Sewing what?"

“Never mind. It is part of the plan."

The next night, after the sounds of revelry had died, Smyrna
came lo her chamber, where she found her nurse sewing.

“It has all gone according to plan,” Smyrna told her. "He was
tender and attentive to me all day. And tonight | was his cup-
bearer and kept his wine undiluted—a rare, strong Attic wine.”

The nurse nodded, arose from her stool, and shook out the
garment she had been working on.

Do you see what it is? | copied it from one of your little court
gowns. Remember? Such Barley Queen styles were the rage
then for little girls. Off with your clothes—see how it fits.”

It had a full, bell-shaped skirt, very short. Smyrna’s long, dusky
legs came out of it like snakes out of a basket. Its bodice was cut
away in lwo scoops to leave the breasts naked. It was made of the
incredibly fine-textured Egyptian linen called byssus, woven by
slaves who had been blinded to make their fingers more nimble.
A soft, glowing pink it was, delicale as rose petals. Smyrna
looked at herself in the tall mirror, wonder-struck.

“Truly, the young men are right," said the nurse. “You are more
beautiful than Aphrodite herself."

“Rise," said the princess. "Rise, faithful old nurse. Wrap my
cloak about me and go before me to clear the halls."

All this was heard by Aphrodite, who was kneeling low over the
castle to watch her plan unfold. "I'll take care of you, too, old
bones,” she muttered. "But that can wait."

She reached out with her long arm and caught a moonbeam
and sent it dartling through the window slit of the king's chamber.
The finger of light touched his head and made him dream.



He was sitting on a cliff overhanging a great purple gout of sea,
shading himself under a twisted olive tree with exposed, clawlike
roots. Sitting near him was Eros, Aphrodite's son, the archer of
love, who was dipping his arrows into a pot full of bubbling
blackness.

Eros smiled and said: “I have come to scratch you with my
arrow, Phoenix. | am preparing a special venom for your majesty,
a most potent one, Here| smell! Do you recognize it?"

He flailed his hand, sending the smoke toward the king.

“Tell me, man, de you recognize it?"

"It smells of oranges and swamps,” muttered the king. “It is
heavy with the maddening incense of Midsummer Eve, when the
Nymph of the Furrow tears the genitals from the sacred Seedboy
and waters the ploughed field with his blood to bless the crop. It
smells of—Smyrna.”

“Exactly,” said Eros. He dipped his arrow into the pot, shook a
clinging drop off the sharp head, and reached out gently,
scratching Phoenix on the face.

The king awoke. There was a dim figure standing near his bed.
Still half-asleep, mazed by his dream, he uttered a hoarse, chok-
ing yell,.leaped from his bed, and seized the intruder by the
throat. But he could not awaken, He shook his head dazedly, The
fragrance was stronger than ever. He blinked. It was Smyrna he
was holding. He turned her face into the lance of moonlight.

“Do not hurt me, Father,”

"What do you want?"

“I'm frightened. | had a terrible dream. Let me into your bed."

“What are you doing?" he growled.

“| want to come into your bed for a bit—as | did when | was a
little girl."

“You are no longer a little girl."

She swayed closer to him. “Father, when | am married, | shall
have my husband's bed in which to shelter myself from bad
dreams. Now | have no one but you."

He pulled his hand away and backed off. But his fingers still

burned as if he had thrust them into a fire. He heard himself
breathing in hoarse, panting gasps. She came toward him. Her
white body seemed to cleave the darkness, seemed to close
upon him without motion in a ruthless, magical pressure,

“Listen,” he whispered. "This is not happening. You are still
asleep, still dreaming. | have dreamed, too, tonight—not without
terror. Go back to your chamber now and finish your dream."

“The hallways are oo dark; my bed is too large. | must finish it
here."

“Not here . .

She was close to him again, touching him. Her breath touched
his face. His vision had cleared now, and he saw for the first time
how she was dressed. Without volition, his hand raised itself; he
fingered the pink-white petals of her dress

“O my lord, tonight | have decided to be a little girl again. See
how | am dressed? Remember this gown? Look . . . Look through
the windows; there is something to see now. But | am the same;
my heart is the same. | love you just as mueh.”

He fell into a great chair, She sprang into his lap. Dreamily, he
stroked her hair. Dreamily, he spoke. "Do you know that Eros—do
yau know that he dips his arrow into your scent? That your scent is
the sweet venom of love?"

"Take me into your bed, Father. | shall lie quite still in your arms,
We shall both sleep.”

"Sleep, shall we? You won't frisk in my arms, will you, little
mare?’

She had wound her hand in his beard now and was stroking
her breasts with the locks.

“Be careful, child ... "

"Suppose | have grown; does that mean we are sundered?
Shall increase mean loss?"

“What are you doing, little rose? Why are you opening your
petals?” ]

“To call you with my fragrance. It is the business of a rose."

“With so old a bee?"

"A king bee."

"Bee and rose. Stallion and mare. Yes, a good mare. Sweet,
tapering ivory haunches. So you've come to take your master for
a ride? A night-mare. Sweet night-mare. Ho-ho ... "

He stood, lifting her in his arms, pressing her half-naked body
so tightly against his that her breasts were bruised by his lean,
hairy chest. She wrapped her legs about his waist and whis-
pered in bliss: "Remember how you used to carry me to bed
when | was little?"

Father and daughter were clenched now on the royal bed
under the fat, white moon, which was panting like a voyeur at his
hole, sweating bloody light. The weird light pressed on them.
Their mouths were glued: their legs were twined. The king's
ecstasy was acrobatic. He loosened his legs, hoisted hers. He
raised his head and held her breasts tight and jounced on his
knees, driving his belly and hips against the bolsters of her
magnificently resilient buttocks —almost withdrawing each time
he rocked back, then plunging in hard, feeling the muscles
bunch, riding back, driving in, using her legs and his as recip-
rocal springs, feeling himself grow enormous enough to split her
from crotch to throat, as her breath rose to a keen and her face
drank light, and her voice sank to a litlle, running moan, her
breath catching, tearing free, rising to a howl. He thought of
withdrawing then, but her hands curled in a brutal, climactic
clutch and smashed down on his thighs, sending gusts of dark
flame through him, burning away the last scruple, dissolving it in
a burning jet of seed.

Now all sound was her voice.

"My god, my lover, my father, my tyrant, my slave, | want to eat
your body and drink your fluids. How can | bear to leave you for a
husband? | can't bear it! What shall | do? Who will tell me things?
Who will fuck me and instruct me? Who will let me use myself?
Don't send me away. | love you. Keep me with you forever. Please,
please!”

All this time Aphrodite was riding a shaft of moonlight, hovering
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beyond the royal bedchamber, seeing everything and hearing
everything and taking care to remember everything—so that she
could bear witness before the high council of the gods if she
should be called upon te justify the course of her vengeance. For
the gods, too, are sometimes held accountable if their vendeltas
become costly enough to deny other gods their fair share of
victims.

Now a drought fell upon the land. Apollo drove his flaming
chariot low over Mount Lebanon, melting the snow but checking
his sun steeds, holding them in the same meadow of sky over the
mountain till the melting snow was snuffed into the bright air and
no streams tumbled to water the plain. The rivers dried. Grass
withered. Crops were scorched. No trees blossomed. Everything
fell to dust.

“There is a curse upon the land!" cried the priests. "O king,
question the oracle. He will inform you which of the gods has
been offended and is venting his ire. Go to the oracle, sire, or we
must all perish.”

The king sent for an oracle, who said: “Incest has been com-
mitted, O king. Your regal eye will surely spy out the quilty. But
swiftly, sire—before a child be born of this monstrous union.”

“What must | do?” groaned the king. "Kill the infant?"

“Kill the mother.”

“What? Kill the mother?”

“If you would appease this high and pestilential wrath and
dispel the drought and save your people, you must kill the inces-
tuous woman, whoever she may be.”

“May | not kil the father instead? Will that not satisfy the
offended god?”

“No, you must kill the mother, The father must live. For that is the
cream of the mighty jest: his punishment will be survival.”

That night he told Smyrna what the oracle had decreed. He
saw her huge eyes darkening with terror, a terror that he had put
there with his own words, he who had always allayed her fears.
He watched his daughter being clawed by panic because of the
unique pleasure they had bestowed upon each other, and he felt
his entire view of the world curdling forever. He saw now that acts
of passionate tenderness invite disaster, that nightmare is always
the penalty for dreams.

She turned her eyes away. He could have endured it if she had
broken down and sobbed, but when he saw her trying to fight
back her fear, when he heard the calmness of her voice, then the
king felt himself being disemboweled.

“Then must | die, Father?"

“So the oracle decrees. But | will ignore the decree. | will defy
the gods. What can they do to me that is worse than what they
now propose?"

“No, Father, it cannot be. A pestilence has come upon the land,
summoned by our impious love. You must obey the oracle—kill
me and lift the curse.”

“| shall accompany you on this last journey, my dear”

“You are not free to die, not yet. You are king and have no heir.
And | am ready. | have had all that can come. But do it in the
morning, dear Father—right after | wake, so that | may have the
night to remember.”

He looked at her. Her hair was tangled, her belly was swollen.
He knelt before her, the bearded king, and kissed the great lump
of her belly, bent lower and kissed her dusty foot. He raised his
head and looked at her with pain-frenzied eyes.

“The gods admire waste,” he said. "What they cannot bear is
keeping things in a tamily. They cannot abide that | should thriftily
be made father and grandtather at one stroke. This is the of-
fense.” !

“Come to bed, Father. We must make this night last until dawn."

By and by, when the king had fallen asleep, Smyrna crept from
the bed. She felt her lime coming. Strings of pain were being
plucked and loosened inside her. The child was ready to be born,
and she wished to bear it before she was killed. She crept out of
the room and out of the castle—into the wood-—and hid herself in
a hollow myrrh tree, where she labored.
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Phoenix had a dream. He dreamed that he was chopping
down a myrrh tree. Blood flowed instead of sap. The fragrance of
Smyrna arose. When he awoke, it was dawn. Smyrna was gone.
He knew what he had to do. He took an ax from the wall and
strode out of the castle, allowing no spearman to follow him. He
strode alone through the corpse-littered streets, beyond the cas-
tle wall, to a wood. He went straight to the hollow myrrh tree and
smelled the heavy, dark fragrance. He raised his ax.

At the first blow of the ax, a gull mewed like a baby, and the
wind howled in the branches like the voice of Smyrna in pain and
then croaned like her voice in love. The frenzied king raised his ax
and sank its blade into the wood, chopped and then chopped
again as the tears scalded his face, and he whispered broken
curses against the unthrifty gods. He knew that when the trunk
was split and he saw the body of his daughter mangled by the ax,
he would cut his throat with the same blade.

But Demeter, goddess of the harvest, lady of the groves, was
the kindest of all those who dwelt on Olympus. She pitied Phoenix
in his grief and laid a gentle magic upon the tree so that the girl
became absorbed into it, flesh, bone, and spirit, and her blood
became ils sap—like that of a dryad when she dies. And the king
chopped down the tree, but all he knew of his daughter was her
windy voice in the boughs and the red, aromatic sap and her
fragrance beating about him for the last time

That morning the priests praying on the scorched slope of the
mountain felt a cool wind rising. Saw the brassy sun cloaked by
dark clouds. Heard the leaves rattle sharply in a clean, strong
wind. Felt rain on their faces. And they knew that the curse had
been lifted.

And Eros, picking his way through the wood, found the old man
splattered with blood. He was trampling through the copse, whin-
nying with laughter. In his arms he held a baby. Not wrinkled and
red and bald as babies are—but with a delicale ivory-and-rose
complexion, a fluff of dark hair on his head, and eyes dark and
blue as the evening sea. Eros gently took the baby. The crazed
old man went whinnying and dancing off toward the mountain.

Then Eros flew to Olympus and laid the babe on Aphrodite’s
knee.

“Here you are, Mother," he said. Here is the child of brag and
reprisal and incest. The child of sacrilege and vengeance. Here
he is—the most beautiful baby ever born since this cinder of an
earth first cooled.”

As he straightened up, one of the arrows in his quiver acciden-
tally scratched his mother’s shoulder. He saw her bend low over
the baby, saw her blush the mighty, dusky blush of the goddess
aroused. She seized the guiver with a wild strength and snapped
it off at its straps. She drew out a handful of darts, spat on their
points, and one by one rubbed their sticky juice off on her
breasts, which she had bared like a nursing mother. She carefully
worked the potent love gum into her nipples, cupped the baby in
her hands, and lifted him to her breasts to be suckled.

She shook her great mane of yellow hair like a lioness and
chuckled deeply, crooning:

"Yes, my babe, my lover-babe, my little lord, my Adonis, most
beautiful baby ever born. To be the most beautiful boy, the most
beautiful youth, the most beautiful young man. To be my baby, my
lover, the perfect young lover, goddess-raised. Born out of an
unimaginable lust, compounded of youth's brag, divine rebuke,
and regal desire. Kissed by an executioner father in a con-
demned mother's womb, now receiving this dark magic of a kiss
on your unborn head. Suckled by the goddess of love, who has
buttered her breasts with love's own bane so that you suck it in
like milk. My boy, my babe, my lover—bred by love, trained by
love, polished by love for love. In you, Adonis, wrath is justified.
Lust is ennobled. O little pet . . . look at him smile. Look how he
clutches at the breast. Apt little lover. Why didn't | think of you
before?"

Eros left his mother's bower, very thoughtful, to cut himself new
arrows and brew fresh venom. He was a wise godling and knew
that he had just attended the birth of a mighty legend. O+—m
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Twenty-five questions to tell if you're a hero or a zero.



ARE YOU SELF-SACRIFICING?

Al some time in your life you've probably
admired one or more of the following gent-
lemen: Jesus Christ, John Wayne, Buddha,
Batman and Robin, Gary Cooper, Mighty
Mouse, St. Francis of Assisi, David Ben-
Gurion, Clark Kent, Sergeant Preston of the
Yukon, Mahatma Gandhi, and the guy who
was the last of the Mohicans.

What attracts us to people like this is their
total selflessness. They are heroic figures
who are always ready to sacrifice their own
best interests for the good of someone else.

William James, the great philosopher
and psychologist, said that self-sacrificing
men attract us because we believe "the
world to be essentially a theater for
heroism." But at the same time, heroes in-
timidate us. Their exploits leave us wonder-
ing whether or not we can measure up to
their own high standards.

If you've ever had doubts about your own
capacity for heroics, this psychograph
may help resolve them. The questions ex-
amine factors known to correlate with self-
sacrificing behavior. A single quiz like this
can't determine whether or not you're a
heroic figure, and a high score doesn't
mean that you'll throw yourself on top of the
next live hand grenade that rolls across
your path. What this quiz will do is give you
an idea of whether you are more likely to
choose selflessness or selfishness when
the crunch comes.

Although philosophers have speculated
about the nature of heroism for millennia,
social scientists have only recently begun
investigating the causes of self-sacrifice.
While many of their conclusions are tenta-
tive, these studies have produced some
fascinating data. For example, psycholo-
gists have probed the backgrounds, moti-
vations, and personalities of people who
have proved themselves heroic; they have
established profiles of the average kidney
donor, of civil-rights workers who were ac-
tive in the South during the days when
being a civil-rights worker meant that you
stood a good chance of getting blown up,
and of people who risked their own lives
helping Jews escape from Nazi Germany.
We've based our questions on the findings
of studies like these.

The questions may seem to focus on rela-
tively mundane areas of daily life. (We don't
ask whether or not you would rescue
someone from a Nazi death camp, be-
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cause no one can know how he would act in
such terrifying circumstances until he is
faced with them.) But if your answers are
honest, they will reveal information about
your beliefs, upbringing, and past actions
that, in turn, may indicate how likely you are
to act the hero when the chance arises. Try
not to ponder too long over the questions.
Your first impulse is likely to be the most
accuralte.

1. Would you say that, as a child, you were
(a) a fairly outgoing and gregarious kid
who had little trouble making friends
(b) relatively shy and quiet

2. Imagine yourself in the following situa-
tion: It's Christmastime. One of those
Santa Claus types who collect for
charity is standing outside a store. You
see him and decide you will donate
some of the spare change in your
pocket. You reach into your pocket and
find that you have no change, only dol-
lar bills.

Do you:
(a) pass by and give nothing
(b) spring for at least a buck

3. Have you ever anonymously contrib-
uted a substantial amount of money
(substantial, that is, in relation to your
income) to charity?

(a) yes
(b) no

4. Would you say that your outlook on life
is basically hedonistic?
(a) yes
(b) no

5. Do you give blood regularly when the
opportunity presents itself? (This ques-
tion presupposes, of course, that
you—like most people —are physically
capable of donating blood. If you have
tried to donate but have been turned
down for medical reasons, check yes.)
(a) yes
(b) no

6. Would you say that at least one of your
parents practiced what he or she
preached? In other words, do you feel
that at least one of them was a morally
strong person? :
(a) yes
(b) no

7. Do you like life to be:
(a) relatively stable and predictable
(b) relatively unpredictable, with unex-
pected changes -

8. Did you have at least one older sister
when you were growing up?
(a) yes
(b) no

9. Do you often have doubts about your
value as a person?
(a) yes
(b) no

10. Do you:
(a) have trouble “reading"” other people
and gauging their thoughts
(b) usually find it tairly easy to under-
stand other people and empathize with
any emotional problems they may be
having

11. Have you ever approached a stranger
who was obviously lost or in some sort
of difficulty and offered aid without
being asked?

(a) yes
(b) no

12. Do you feel that the world in general is
out to screw you?
(a) yes
(b) no

13. When you make a decision, do you:
(a) usually feel that it will turn out to be
right
(b) often feel that it will turn out to be
wrong

14, Do you usually remember the dates of
birthdays and anniversaries of people
who are close to you?

(a) yes
(b) no

15. Do you feel that people can generally
be divided into two classes: the weak
and the strong?

(a) yes
(b) no

16. Generally speaking, do you prefer
novels, stories, and movies whose plois
center on:

(a) action and adventure
(b) what people think and feel



17. Do you often use derogatory terms,
such as "nigger," “"kike," "honkie,” or
"wop," to describe people whose
background differs from yours?

(a) yes
(b) no

18. Which of the following statements best
characterizes the relationship you've
had with your parents since you've be-
come an adult?

(a) Our relationship is generally cool,
We have little contact. | rarely (or never)
visit them. When | do see them, itis only
on the special occasions when | have to
be there.

(b) We all get along fairly well. | feel
warmly toward them and enjoy visiting
them. If | can't see them regularly, |
keep in touch by writing or phoning fre-
quently.

19. Do you enjoy having heavy respon-
sibilities at home and at work?
(a) yes
(b) no

20. Envision this hypothetical situation: You
and your best friend have been ar-
rested for political "crimes.” You are
both held incommunicado; so neither
of you has any way of knowing what the
other is saying to the authorities. No
physical or mental lorture is used on
either of you. You are presented with
these possibilities. If both of you end up
confessing to the crime, each of you will
receive a ten-year prison sentence. If it
turns out that only one of you has con-
fessed while the other has remained
silent, the one who has turned state's
evidence will go free while the one who
has refused to talk will get twenty years.
If neither confesses, you will both re-
ceive two years on a trumped-up tech-
nicality. Given these options, would
you:

(a) confess (your risk factor in this case
would be ten years if your partner has
also confessed or zero years if he or
she has remained silent)

(b) refuse to confess (your risk factor is
twenty years if your partner has con-
fessed and two years if he or she has
also remained silent)

21. Do you feel that voting or other political
activity can really make any difference

these days?
(a) yes
(b) no

22. Inarecreational sport like tennis, would
you prefer to
(a) play more poorly than you usually do
but still win
(b) play well but still lose

23. Do you suspect that deep down you're
really not such a nice person?
(a) yes
(b) no

24.If a woman you are close to enjoys a
special type of sexual stimulation that
doesn't turn you on, will you still oblige
her?

(a) yes
(b) no

25. Do you feel:
(a) there's a right way and a wrong way
to solve just about every problem
(b) there are several different ap-
proaches that are often equally effec-
tive in solving problems

ANSWERS

Judging by the available data, we can ex-
pect that the self-sacrificing man would be
most likely to choose the following answers:

1.b 6.a 11.a 16.b . B1.a
2:b 7.b 12. b s sl
3.a 8.a 13. a 1841 22
4. b 9.b 14. a 19.a 24.a
5.a 10.b 15. b 20:b 258 b

Give yourself four points for each of your
answers that agrees with those above.

SCORING

If you scored 84-100 points:

Welcome to the rarified upper reaches of
humanity. You seem to be a refreshing ex-
ception to the rampant “me-first-ism" that is
s0 in vogue these days. You seem o be
less self-centered than most people. Con-
sequently, you find it easy to set aside your
own desires when you feel that someone
else needs your aid. Yet at the same time
you're not likely to be a mere simpering
martyr, because you also appear to have a
high estimate of your own worth. This trait
indicates not only that you will sacrifice
yourself when you feel that there's a
genuine need but also that you are not

driven by a compulsive need to call atten-
tion to your "goodness.”

68-80 points:

While you may not be a male Florence
Nightingale, you seem to be a fairly selfless
person. You may be more realistic than
higher scorers about assessing how much
a self-sacrificing act is going to cost you,
but there's still a good chance that you'll go
through with it, even if that cost is relatively
high. Subconsciously, you probably define
a substantial portion of humanity as “we"
rather than as "they." Since you view most
people as part of an integrated, organic
whole, you find it easy to help out when
you're needed.

48-64 points:

This is an average range. Sometimes you'll
help, and other times you'll turn your
back—which makes you like most other
pecple. Circumstances have a lot to do
with whether or not you'll opt for heroics.
Indeed, some psychologists feel that cir-
cumstances, rather than individual per-
sonality traits or cultural background, are
almost wholly responsible for determining
when a man will behave selflessly. (For
example, it has been found that most of us
behave more heroically immediately after
we've seen someone else doing good and
when we're alone instead of with others.)
It's not that you never act in a self-sacrific-
ing manner; it's just that you're selective
about when and for whom you'll sacrifice.
20-44 points:

You don't have to worry about being nomi-
nated for sainthood. You are apt to have a
strong authoritarian streak; this rigidity
makes you focus on the differences, rather
than on the similarities, between people.
You are less inclined to help people, since
you seem to classify most of them as “they,"
not as “we."” (It has been found that all of us
are more likely to help those with whom we
feel some sort of bond, no matter how
slight.) If it makes you feel any better, you
can take comfort in the fact that some
psychoanalysts feel that self-sacrificing
pecple are actually closet narcissists who
musl continually convince themselves that
they're the most virtuous people around.
0-16 points;

Next to you, lvan the Terrible would qualify
as a philanthropist. Anyone foolish enough
to seek your help would probably spend a
considerable amount of time retrieving the
various parts of his anatomy from wherever .
you might have scattered them. C+—
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“No he didn't, He didn't die a happy man.
We were arguing about what | would charge and he got all upset and keeled over!"
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INTERVIEW

CONTINUED FROM PAGE B8

cause he didn't want me in that position. So
even if | had wanted to be violent, | wasn'l
allowed to be

Penthouse: What else was forbidden in
Jonestown?

Jones: Other than physical violence and
stealing, you couldn’t make fun of some-
one's physical being—if somebody was
overweight or stuttered

Penthouse: Wasn't there a "box’ in Jones-
town in which people would be punished
by being deprived of light, food, and wa-
lar?

Jones: It was like a cubicle. It was under the
ground. There was na light. But a doctor
would come around every day and check
vital signs.

Penthouse: How long would a person be
put into that vault?

Jones: Sometimes only a day | don't
know—It was kind of ambiguous to every-
body. It was one thing that Dad would col-
laborate on with only a couple of people
Tom Grubbs developed this. He's dead,
and maybe |'m trying to save a dead man
from a lot of disgrace, but | honestly feel
that he thought it was a humane way of
getting through to people. Really, there are
people that are amoral. He had worked with
handicapped children in a special schaol
for ten or twelve years, That's why his opin-
lon regarding sensery deprivation was ac-
cepled and tried. This all has been exag-
gerated,

Penthouse: Drugs were also used, weren't
they, for alleged disciplinary or rehabilita-
live purposes? There was a lol of Thorazine
in Jonestown. What was it used for?
Jones: | couldn't really say, except to give
you this one example. There was a woman
named Barbara Walker who had a thing for
me. She'd tell me she loved me, and when |
told her she really didn't, she'd attack
me—shed fight everybody off and just go
crazy. So they'd gel ner and give her
Thorazine. But my mother came to me and
said, "This can't be done, You just cannot
be giving people drugs anylime you feel
like it." So Mom would have talks with Bar-
bara and arrange for her to go back to
work. | believe there were other times drugs
would be used, but I'm not going to say that
[ knew it.

Penthouse: Was your mother close to your
father during these last years in Guyana?
Jones: Not at all. Eleven years ago he
started going oul on her And he came
back and told her about it, which | thought
was cruel. So for these eleven years my
father and | didn't get along.

Penthouse: Why did she stay with him?
Jones: Because of what we believed in.
That's the same reason | stayed. She con-
linued doing whal she did because she
saw that the idea of living cocperatively, of
helping people, was far mare important
than whatever her romance had or could
have been. This may sound like bunk, but
she was one of the greatest women |'ve

ever known. You see, the difference be-
ween Mom and Dad was that Dad just sal
back and gave orders but Mom was always
there, with the people. Everybody loved
her. Dad had the authority, and she had
respect.
Penthouse: But she would sometimes
countermand his orders.
Jones: Oh, he went crazy. He couldn't han:
dle it, Like, it | was in trouble, Dad would
make Mom jump on me and yell at me,
because he didn't want her and me getting
.. because he was kind of scared of me,
And Mam would always stand up to him
God, | wish Mom was here! | mean, tor
more than one reason. | wish she were alive
and | alse wish she could recount seme of
the conversations we had. | want al leas! Lo
let you have the proper kind of picture of
her She was tireless, She wasn't a strong
woman physically, but she took anybody
arn. It she felt something was wrong, she'd
go nght up and tell them
Penthouse: What was the relationship like
between you, your father, and his adopted
sons?
Jones: When he was with me, he lalked
about his adopled sons. When he was with
them, he talked about me.
Penthouse: What do you mean?
Jones: That was his whole strategy The
way he kepl everybody loyal to him was to
keep everybody uptight about everybody
else,
Penthouse: So. basically, he was trying to

divide and conquer his own sons?

Jones: Right—divide and conquer every-
body

Penthouse: You say that your mother
stayed with your father "because of what
we believed in.” Could you explain this a bit
mare, beyond the idea of "helping people'?
Wasn't the Peoples Temple a socialistic or-
ganization?

Jones: Well, Dad never came right out and
said, “We re Marxist; we're Socialist." When
people first came, they were mostly very
religious, And the Bible—if you look at
il—in a lot of ways teaches socialism. It
teaches you lo share what you have and
give it to those who have need.

But my Dad didn't like the Bible. He
claimed to use 1t for toillel paper So he
would talk about integration, equality, free-
dom, and we'd talk about what was gaing
on internationally, current events. But maost
people can't quote Marx or Lenin, because
their writings are above most people's
heads. So my falher would use Marx like a
lot of Christians use the Bible: he took out
what he wanted and quoted what he
wanted, and he misconstrued it all to meet
his ends. Jonestown was porirayed as the
greatest thing you could do for social-
[sm—and |t's the worst thing that's ever
been done for socialism. But I'm still a
Socialist, and | still believe that what | was
living for was right. And what scares me is
that Jim Jones is going o be used to dis-
credit everything |'ve lived for.

Try if for 2 weeks at no obligation!

How the "Computerized -Performance-Rating* System
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ing design, the "C.P.R." Calculator combines, weighs
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‘Make something beautiful
happen! J

Some women resent their lover's dreams,
Some are lucky encugh fo share them, But
avery special few know how to make
them happen!

You can begin creohnE delightful moments
tomorrow by sending for EveningCloud,
Valentine's elegant and playful fashion
ensemble foday. Beautifully constructed of
100% Nylon, EveningCloud is designed in
three “acts”! The sheer negligee offers a
tfransparent display of beauty, while the special
“shaping” bra opens invitingly from the front. What's
more the petite panties fasten with clips so you don't
| | have to “climb” out of them!

We guarantee you this: If you don't get, and
keep, his aftention when he sees you in this, you
can retum it for a full refund. But first, you'd better
check his pulse!

Order your EveningCloud Ensemble today!
Complete and retum the coupon below.
Be sure to give us your size.

1 vaientine Bedside Fashions, Dept, LG-158
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Please send me the Evening Cloud Ensernble that | have indicaled balow, | have
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handling [$16.45, NY. residents please add sales fax). | understand that if | am
nol absolutely delighted with the results | may return the ensemble for a prompt,
complete refund .. no guestions asked,

i Besure to check one:  TSmall #758 [ Medium £766 © Large #774

| U1 | preter not to order now, Enclosed find $2.00. Please send me your

T |

complete catalog of Erofica in a plain package. (Code #495)

Toronto MBW2A4

Ll L. Only
Signature

(I am over 18 yaars of age.) 4_95
A.ddm R plus 51.50
City State Zip postage and
Canadicn esidents send orders to Valentine Praducts. Inc. PO, Bax 4077 Station “A”, handling

Penthouse: Did you know anything about
your father’s plans to move the Peoples
Temple to the Soviel Union?

Jones: Well, as he gol more paranoid about
things happening here, in terms of inci-
dents with different Guyanese officials,
other alternatives—Ilike going back to the
States or lo some African nation or maybe
to the Soviet Union—were discussed,
Penthouse: Were you aware that two offi-
cials from the Russian Mission here, two
KGB agents, had private meetings with
your father?

Jones: Yes, they had meetings with Dad
and lwo secrelaries. | didn't know anything
aboul them except that one was named
Timofeyev. He came once with a doctor to
advise us on medical care.

Penthouse: Did your father seriously plan
to take the community to Russia?

Jones: He didn't think that Guyana could
resist the conspiracy that he saw direcled
against him from the United States. He felt
that the Soviet Union could resist it. You
can't understand everything Dad did. Like,
when a bad article would come out on us,
he didn't ignore it. He'd come out with ab-
surd stuff ... accusations, with nothing to
back them up.

Penthouse: Do you think the press was un-
fair?

Jones: Well, yes, in the sense that | want lo
draw a line, and nobody's drawn a line be-
tween Jim Jones and whal | believe in and
what a lot of people there believed in. The
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press is using him, and they're discrediting
everything we've lived for and everything
we've buill, That's what's irritating about the
whole thing. It's not you guys' fault—you
have to report it as you see it and as people
say it, But I'm angry that it happened, that
he did it, because | knew that this was what
would happen. | knew the bad was going o
be seen, that the hard times were going 1o
be recounted. Thal's why measures were
taken to stop people from leaving.

In the early days of Jonestown, persons
who elected to leave were allowed to leave.
But when they left, they went to the press,
and there was no balance in the sense of
“These are some things we don't like in
Jonestown, and these are some other
things that are happening.” So Jim Jones
became extremely uptight and paranoid,
because he was given an exlremely bad
press.

You know, there are many men in the
United States who have been beaten in
prison. And |'ve seen friends of mine being
beaten on the street by cops. Bul these are
considered disciplinary and reforming ac-
tions. And I'm sure they won't be mentioned
untii the U.S, is blown up.

Penthouse: Don't you see Jonestown as a
kind of concentration camp?

Jones: No. I'm not saying it wasn't, but con-
ceniration camp is a heavy term. The way |
felt about it—and you can believe this or
not, if you wanl to—was that a lot of us,
especially young guys, were willing to live

under those conditions, because we saw
ourselves as pioneers. You can work in the
States and get a check, enough to live on.
But at Jonestown, you could say, “Hey, | put
every nail in that cottage!” And there was a
lot of pride in that.

But at the same time—it's true—there
were people who weren't happy with the
conditions. And there were people who
weren't proud of what they were doing, and
people who wanted to live a more comfort-
able life. And | don't think they felt that they
could say it, and | don't think they felt they
could leave. So in thal way they were re-
stricted.

Penthouse: You've said that your father was
a Fascist.

Jones: | don't really know the definition of
“Fascist.” | think he was a dictator—!'ll say
that. And I've started hating my father. All |
can say is | looked at a picture of him, after
crying over all the other pictures, and he
just didn't seem punished enough. This
may sound terrible to you, and | hate to say
“hate” about anybody, bul—yes, | guess |
hated him. It's as if somebody—even if you
loved him at one time or knew him wel| at
one time—walked in and shot your whole
family. You'd hate him.

Penthouse: You were in Georgetown with
other members of the basketball team
when you learned about what was happen-
ing at Jonestown over the radio. What were
your first reactions?

Jones: Everybody broke down. It was terri-
ble. First, we knew that Sharon Amos and
her children were dead upstairs; so we
knew something was going on. And there'd
been all those drills. It came to mind that it
all could happen. It didn't take too much
deduction to figure it ocut. We knew Ryan's
flight was delayed, and | thought that
somebody had probably wanted to leave
and that Dad couldn't handle it and just
freaked out. And | was scared.

Everybody | loved was out in Jonestown,
you know? You think the worst, and you just
want to stop It, if you could stop it. Like
when you're a little kid on a roller coaster,
Most likely, you know it's not going to crash,
bul you worry aboul it until it's over with, So,
after Sharon, we got some kind of report
that people were blocking the gale and
wouldn't let anyone into Jonestown. So we
thought there must be sormebody still there.

Thenwe heard that over 300 people were
dead. Okay That's 600 people remain-
ing—there's some hope. Then we heard
400 dead . ..

So the possible survivor numbers be-
came less and less, and we'd always grab
tor Pome[r“mg If we had sat b’ick and sim-
ply said, “Everybody's gone,” | think | would
have fallen apart. | was begaing them lo
take me oul there—maybe | could talk to
somebody | felt like it was still in my power.
But | was just sitting there, and they
wouldn't let me go anywhere. | was in
shock. We were all just astounded.
Penthouse: Do you think you could have
stopped it?

Jones: Yes. Of course, | can't say for sure,
bul | don't think it would have gotten to the



Doctor discovers method

of regaining lost hair

Once Attainable Only in Private Doctor Run “Baldness” Clinics,
Now You Can Receive Biotin Directly Through The Mail!

Scientists nation-wide are raving about a spe-
cial treatment of Biotin, the H vitamin, and
absolutely fanrasric test results that have been
attained by a city doctor using Biotin as the
reactivating agent in the revival of dormant
hair roots!

Hundreds upon hundreds of men and
women who were losing their hair have
flocked to the expensive newly created
treatment centers where ‘specially trained’
personnel apply a Biotin gel to these people's
scalps to get their hair to grow lush and full
once again.

Now, you can do it for yourself right at
home for hundreds of dollars less. With the
same results. With Biotin Solution Hair Res-
toration Gel.

Biotin Solution Brings Life

to Dormant Rootlets.
Each hair on your head grows for an average
of four years; then it enters into a dormant, or
rest, stage before a new hair coming from
beneath the scalp in the same root channel
pushes it out. The balding/thinning problem
develops when the new hairs force the old
ones out, but fail to continue to grow them-
selves.

The hair stops growing because the hor-
mone androgen (testosterone) shortens your
hair's growing phase. Quite plainly, your hair
rests too soon! This is not an unnatural pro-
cess: almost every man alive has noticed that
his hair starts to thin as he becomes more
mature . . . and it’s the accumulation of the
testosterone hormone that does it!

When the testosterone accumulation in-
creases to too great of an extent, the hair’s
growth cycle becomes so very short that only
“fuzz” (or less!) is grown! The dormant cycle
has taken over. If that's what has happened,
or is happening to you, Biotin Solution Hair
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Before Biotin Treatment.

After 10 weeks of Biotin Treatment.

Aflell‘hﬁ months of Biotin Treatment

Restoration Gel is the remedy.

Biotin Solution combats the testosterone
build-up and the hair's normal cycle of
growth has a chance to return. If your hair is
only “sleeping,” Biotin Solution will wake it
up, and you'll be on your way to the most
fabulous head of hair you can possibly have!

Biotin Solution Controls

Excessive Hair Loss, Too!
The average person's hair loss (male and
female) is between 50 and 100 hairs per day.
That's not really very many. Are you losing
more than that? Are you finding hairs on your
pillow? On your suitcoat? Are too many hairs
coming out in the wash? You had better get
Biotin Solution to work on the problem right
away!

In the intensive research done with Biotin,
in addition to proving Biotin able to caralyze
hair growth in dormant scalps, Biotin
brought excessive hair loss under control in 9
out of 10 cases!

A Doctor Discovered Biotin's Secret,
But You Don’t Need A Doctor To Use It.
You can get Biotin Solution Hair Restoration
Gel to use and apply by yourself. You don't
need any special training. Youdon’t need any
special, expensive equipment. All you need
to do is massage a small amount of Biotin
Solution into your scalp once every morning
and once every evening,

If you're balding, or losing more hair than
you should due to a testosterone accumula-
tion, Biotin Solution is exactly whar you
need!

It's not a magical baldness cure. It’s Biotin
Solution Hair Restoration Gel. Backed by
science and research.

Use the coupon to order your Biotin Solu-
tion today!
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Charge to my
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point of suicide being discussed.
Penthouse: Was there any thought of
suicide here in Georgetown?
Jones: Some people were so messed up
| was worried. When they'd go into a

bathroom by themselves, I'd say, "Just
don't do anything stupid, okay?" And
they'd say, "Don'tworry; | wouldn't dothatto
you.” But I'll tell you, I'm not gaoing 1o say
that | didn't feel like it at one time. There was
nothing left,
Penthouse: There are many Peoples Tem-
ple survivors who are terrified that your fa-
ther had a so-called hit squad formed that
would return to the U.S. in the event of his
death and kill them. Is that a wild rumor?
Jones: No, it's not a wild rumor, and I'll tell
you how it got started. Dad talked about it
all the time. He made people believe that if
they were lo do anything against us, they
would be "taken care of" eventually

But I'm certainly not a part of any hit
squad—| wouldn't have called the police
after Sharon's death if | were. | had time
enough to get out. But | do understand
people's fear Anyway, the FBI is going to be
on our ass for the rest of our |
Penthouse: Alfter the investigations are
over, what will you be doing?
Jones: | think the only purpose left for me is
to go wherever | can and talk to whomever |
canto getthe right story out. Because there
were 914 very beautiful people out there.
Some of them were among the best people
in the world. But there's no future for the
Peoples Temple.
Penthouse: Supposedly, the Peoples Tem-
ple has millions of dollars in worldwide as-
sets. If you had control of any of thal money,
what would you do with it?
Jones: | don'l believe it's that much. Butany
money | gel—and if | can, I'll arrange that it
won't even ga through my hands—will go
to survivors and families of the dead. Ev-
erybody's entitled to part of it. | won't take a
thing. I'm young, and | can get a job. I'm not
too proud to scrape by But the money
should go to those who need it. T
lot of seniors [old people] left whose
families are all of a sudden burdened with
having to support another person. That's
where | want the money to gc
Penthouse: How do you think people in the
U.S. will react to you after you return?
Jones: | don't think they Il accept me. It will
be very difficult. But I'm going to stand up
for what | believe. | have to. | think it would
be wrong to sell everything out, just like
that. It would be phony | think | have an
obligation to set things straight about wha
the people of Jonestown really believed
and what Jonestown was
Penthouse: In a paositiv
Jones: Right. | mean, t
pointed out, t but not
ated. Both sid
thing has iis ne
Penthouse: |s there a future far places like
Joneslown?
Jones: | don't know anymore. | have no way
of knowing. | think this has given anything
like what we were trying to build a hell of a
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You can sing in the rain
in these colorful new slicks.

WHEN APRIL SHOWERS

Rain seems to dampen the
fashion spirit of even nor-
mally imaginative dress-
ers. Luckily, designers this
spring have finally ex-
panded the options for the
rainy-day man who wants to
look. a little less drab than
the weather. There are both
a shorter, colorful military
look for day and a longer
and shinier dressy look
for -evening. The casual,
sporty look is characterized
by rubberized cotton and
slick-nylon parachuting
cloth, while the nighttime
raincoals tend toward
either a quilted cotton fab-
ric or an oversized slicker
style that fits over another
coat for added warmth.
Ancther new development
in foul-weather gear is the
context: informal wind-
breaker fashions once con-
fined to rugged outdoor
sporis are now acceptable
for genteel city sports like
chasing after a cab. The
new spring designs on the
following pages prove foul-
weather gear can be as
refreshing and unpredict-
table as the weather itself.

(this page) The oversize red-
slicker shell raincoat (§85) is by
Al B. Arden for Forward Gear.
The all-cotton parachute cloth
is used for a "his" and “hers”
double-breasted wrap over-
size trench style featuring a
snap closure, oversize pock-
ets, and optional shoulder
pads for maximum fashion. It
can be worn by itself or fitted
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easily over another.coat. The
black-leather jeans are $180
by Maurice Sasson. (opposite)
Dual-purpose active styles that
can gear up for foul weather
on land or on sea. (left) The
fluorescent orange pullover
winabreaker of Dupont dacron
($55) i1s by David Leong for
George G. Graham Galleries. A
cylinder hood, big-zippered
chest pocket, and wrap beit
give a functional as well as a
fashionable look. The white,
polyurethane-coated nylon
"wind trousers” ($25), also by
David Leong, are for really foul
weather. They pull on to an elas-
ticized waist and cuffs. (right)
The best combination for foul
play consists of ared, zippered
wind shirt of nylon parachute
cloth, featuring a fly-front
closure ($37.50), by Jean
Casanave. The four-pocketed
and all-rubberized water-
proof-cotton vest (§65) is
by J. E. Barlow. The (PVC)
pofyurethane vinyl-coated
rubber arm sleeves are great
protectors ($10 for the pair). All
of the above are avallable at
George G Graham Galleries
The ofive-drab military cotton
straight leg pants ($110) by Bilf
Kaiserman/Rafael. Their spe-
cial feature is siitched-down
double knee palches., The
look of rainwear today is slick,
clean, and decisive. These.are
sports-inspired clothes featur-
ing a frankly bold use of color
and an audacious mix of fab-
rics. Coming from the sports
world of running and jumping,
they are made for maximum
mobility and function.
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WORKING HARD
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all gol our marals, but that's dirly pool

“Okay | know that if | do my job well,
people aren't born who otherwise might
have been, and maybe |'ve helped prevent
another Einstein or Lincoln or Bing Crosby.
But statistically |'ve wiped out a whole ot
more rapi suicides, and enough
new welfz bies to fill Detroit. Look, I'm a
middle-age e whaole life is her
kids. So I'm no hbirth-control red-hot. But
don't tread on me, either”

THE AD WRITER

At age twenty, he's advertising director for
Libertine House, which sells sex aids, ac
and parapnernalia by mail
“They give me a doodad, and | give It a
name and write ads [or it that we run in the
stroke mags. You know—'The Vibratron!
The most electrifying erotic device since
The Demon Seed! Shell speak in tongues!
Yada yada." He's slender, almost scrawny,
wears a WASP natural, John Denver glas-
ses, a coke spoon on a gold neck chain,
and a Queen T-shirl. He's written two porno
paperback books but hopes to become a
legitimate novelist

‘My friends call me a sexist, and my rela-
tives call me a perverlt. It's always the poor
sap in the middle who gets hosed. And
speaking of getting hosed, friends, have

SOres

we got anitemforyou . . . (Laughs, groans.)
Let's face it | sell dildos to the impotent. It's
like writing campaign speeches.

Peaple /, "Shit, that's not advertising;
that’s just husting people by appealing to
their erotic fantas Well? What do you
think advertising 157 Everything's a sex aid
when it comes time ta sell il. The basic
message of most adverlising 1s: using this
will make you sexier. So, hey, if I'm a bullshit
fantasy manipulator for claiming that
French ticklers and butt plugs will boosl
your sex life, then what're the big agency
boys who make the same claim for cigaret-
tes, beer, and hair spray? Fuck, the Mus-
tang campaign all but called it a cure for
Impotence

And don't hassle me over names like
‘Powr-Peckr" and 'Deep Threat' until you've
lalked to whoever cooked up Cheez Whiz
and Maxi Lash. Adverlising isn't aimed at
your head but your crofch. At least the shit /
peddle belongs there

“Oh, | guess I'd rather be writing big-
league television commercials, but the sav-
ing grace to this crap is that | don't have to
take it seriously. Crap is crap; there's no
‘good or 'bad.’ So why worry about quality?
But the poor bastards writing copy for
Charmin or Pristeen actually have to be-
lieve in what they're doing, have to maintain
some sense of significance and creativity,
no matter how imbecilic the results. Excel-
lent dough, bul you wind up telling yourself
more lies than the State Department, just to

keep up an illusion of self-respect,

Ad agencies are full of great novelists
trapped in the bodies of hacks. Nine in ten
copywriters see themselves as Cat's Cra
dle talents doing Big Mac matenal, and it
wigs them out. Most of them are, were, or
will be writing a Great American Novel on
the side. Here, al least, | can write my fuck
books in the open. | whacked out lerrorist
Groupie and mast of Cherry Bamb right at
my desk.

‘I make my own hours, write porn on
company time—whal's to lose? I'm be-
neath reproach. How much lower can | go
on the literary ladder? Menus? Chinese
cookle forlunes? And they gol lo take what
they can gel here. The average life-span in
this gig is about forty-eight hours, mostly a
succession of dirty old men, washed-up
creative directors who'd take their pay in
product. 5o why run a tight ship when
you're sailing down a sewer?

‘Also, | really don't have the right atiitude
for straight, main-line, salable writing. |'d
probably be miserable and neurotic if | had
to take writing seriously. Like they say, the
grass is always greener over Erma Bom-
beck. But look at the grunge you have to
write to score: bullshit espionage dramas,
epic family sagas, Gothic occult hoodoo,
period-romance snot-wipe, sex-and-
money soap operas, self-help manuals.
Gimme a break!

America rewards talent for its market-
ability and has decided that I'm more valu-

EVEN THE COLOUR OF THE
LABEL SEPARATES CUTTY SARK
FROM THE REST.

In a world of Scotches with red, white and black labels, the
bold yellow employed by Cutty Sark stands alone. As does the Scots

THE ORIGINAL CUTTY SARK LABEL
Was DESIGNED BY FRANCIS BERRY
AND SCOTTISH ARTIST JAMES MCBEY-

Whisky it represents.
To make

good Scotch, the whiskies comprising the
blend are aged then blended together. To make
Sark the whiskies are aged, blended togerner and then
returned to cask to “marry” for up
half longer. And only then bottled. This contributes to
Cutty Sark’s unusually wett-rounded taste.

One sip and you will discover that Cutty Sark, like
its label, is truly an original.

utty

to a year and a

“CUTTY SARK.” 'CUTTY." THE CUTTY SARK LABEL AND THE CLIPPER SHIP DESIGN ARE REGISTERED TRADEMARKS OF BERRY BROS. & RUDD LTD-. LONDON,
ENGLAND: 86 PROOF BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY DISTILLED AND BOTTLED IN SCOTLAND- IMPORTED BY THE BUCKINGHAM CORPORATION, NEW YORK. N.Y.



able peddliing sexual Vegematics lhan
crealing legitimate literature, (Shrugs,
spits.) Wha am | lo argue?”

THE SEX-SHOP CASHIER _

She s twenty-three but could easily pass for
seventeen. Blonde, blue-eyed, and frustra-
tngly attractive. she works as a cashier for
Sleazure Worid, a sort of sexual 7-11 Store
selling erotic literature, devices, costumes,
power options, ad fantasiam. Her goal is to
become a beautician, but finances have
forced her to leave beauty college after one
semesler. She's been here for six months,
hopes to save enough to reenroll, but must
also contend with a fiancé who wants her to
abandon both her job and career to be
“your basic suck-fuck-and-dust house-
wife.”

‘| see ‘em all here —wallflowers, loners,
rejects, crazies, neuratics, closet weird-
os —everything from the dregs to the upper
crust. They're mainly regulars. It's like
McDonalds —some drop in for the hell of it,
bul most of 'em really have a taste for the
stuff.

“Some of ‘em like it when you know their
name. | guess it makes things less sneaky.
But others would shit if they thougnt | knew
their names. | get some heavy-duty dudes
in here —doctors, bankers, paliticians —
and there's no rule about confidentiality in
this business. | could write a book: a fed-
eral judge who special-orders duck suits,
an alderman who's into diapers; it makes

you wish you worked in Washington!

"And you can't tell by appearances.
There's dudes who live in homes like
museums and think the Republican party
iIs too radical, and they load up on stuff that
makes Roman Polanski look like Donny
Osmond. It's true —the mild-mannered are
the kinkiest, Show me people who look like
they d take umbrellas to the beach, and ||

show you who buys our $S uniforms, cattle

prods, and orthopedic slings.

“Oh, they're real chummy at the register,
but runinto ‘'em on the street, and they look
right through you. You got to be discreel,
I've gotten iwenty-dollar tips from big shots
| 'didn't see’ earlier that afternoon, ahem.

‘I got hired tor my looks. I'm mainly here
to create hard-ons, y'know It's like If Safe-
way pumped Thai smoke into the store
while people shapped to give them the
munchies. Only | give 'em the crotchies It's
the same idea —impulse purchases —but
using different impulses. I'm here to loak
good, give the customers ideas. and keep
my mouth shut so theyll spend money.
(Laughs ) It's your basic American boy-girl
relationship. Or like Roy. my old man. says,
‘a prick-lease by another name.’

“But I'm not deceiving anybody. | wear
my engagement ring, | don't come on to
them. Roy hates that | work the slime-shift,
from 8:00 to 4:00 am But those are his
hours at the Clarox plant, and | feel safer in

a crowded, lit-up store than alone in a dark

apartment. He wants me to quit, Great |

can =11 home and gel bored or raped or
pregnant.

"Al least now |' m doing something Plus,
how else do | get back into beauty school?
On his salary? (Laughs. rolls eyes ) Also, |
keep In practice by moonlighting —or day-
lighting, | guess —as a cosmetician for the
local hookers. Don't tell Roy. but theres
nights I've made more on Lps and whores
than he gets as a flush operator.

"The thing I1s any guy who comes here
for his kicks obviously isn't getting 'em at
home Andwho's the handiest femalein the
place? Who gels paid to be bait? (Laughs.)
Remember. you're dealing nol just with the
horny but with the weird, Really, though,
there’s no threal. Either the hookers are
hanging out —so who needs me? —or the
cops are. So who needs trouble? But if

anybody gets edgy, there's always a cus-

tomer or two that can't wait to play hero and
save the damsel.

*I hear more sick lines than Dear Abby,
bul you can't take offense or get ticked and
lell the creep if he wants a vibrator
pounded up his ass he should go hire a
carpenter. Starl getting compiamls —we
call it '‘eunt mail' —and you're gone Oh,
some of em hit on you with winks, leers,
old-hack double entendres, and come-
ons, but there's standard put-downs lor
each of 'em.

"Like. theyll go, 'If I don't see what | want,
should | just ask? You say, 'If you don't see
it, I don't sell it,” Or. ‘What time do you get




off?' You say, 'Whenever my husband gets
me off." But not nasty. Even when you're
cutting some poor creep to ribbons, you
gol to smile. Like flashers. A guy whips
open his raincoat, you tell him, ‘It looks like
a cock, only smaller,’” And smile. Brutal
huh? But you don't get any return perfor-
mances.

“You have to keep it strictly business. Not
Just sex-wise but when they try to make you
their confessor or shrink or fantasy mother,
et cetera. 'Cause you can't give 'em what
they need.

“I don'l tell most people my job. It's not
that I'm ashamed, but they react like you're
either a tart or a hustler. Who needs that? |
tell 'em I'min retail sales. (Laughs.) It's like
saying you're in show business when you
clean up after the elephants in the circus.
But at least I'm not selling golden showers
to mamas' boys and exchange students for
fifteen dollars a spray.

“My boss, Mr. Anastasio, says we render
a public service. Roy says it's more of a
pubic service. (Laughs.) Anyway, | don't
know about the service, but whalever these
poor dudes are, they're definitely the pub-
lic. So maybe he's right.”

THE VD CLINIC CASEWORKER
She's twenty-five, has a B.A. in psychology
from Syracuse. She wants to be a psychiat-
ric social worker. Failing that thus far, she
works as a VD counselor in a New York
clinic. On her office wall, next to her de-

gree, are two signs. “As Long As You Have
Crabs, You're Never Alone," says one. "To
Avoid VD, Just Use Your Head!" says the
other.

“Most of my cases could use their heads
only as bookends. If you're opposed to sex
education, relax. Most poor, urban Ameri-
cans still think vagina is a state. Hit them
with hygienic and prophylaxis, and they'll
think they've wandered into France. Just
tell them they've got bugs in their ig—'It's
the clap, pal.' That's the VD clinic's magic
word. Whatever they have, say clap. Just
once | told a lady she had herpes. She
flipped. 'Herbie's what? | never even balled
any Herbie!" (Laughs.)

“VD counseling is like pissing upwind.
But what can you do —ride through town
crying, ‘The spirochetes are coming'? |
used to say, '‘Douche with vinegar' So one
lady figures if plain vinegar's goad, a bottle
of Thousand Island should be dynamite.
She's back in a week with everything but
mold. Now | say, 'Don't overdouche it.'
Clinic humor. For this | tock the college
boards.

“Just stick to the basics: try to pee right
after sex, men especially; women should
use foam to ward off herpes, but it tastes
like airplane glue, which also wards off
men. Beyond that, how do you 'counsel’
total strangers? Which is just how they want
it. | know their ugly secret; God forbid |
should learn any more about them. Like,
are they hard-luck first offenders or walking

“Your money or an enema.”
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groins? Did they get it at a gay bar or after a
PTA meeting? Are they promiscuous, and
where do they draw the line —at transients?
Cripples? Mammals?

"You've heard of infected throats and rec-
lums? Try eyes. | had a one-eyed hooker
come in with a dose she got from winking
guys off! (Hoots.) What an image! What a
Christmas card!

‘Actually, we don't even wait for the test
results. We assume you've gol it. Nobody
comes in out of idle curiosity, bul because
their poison oak would've cleared up by
now or they're pissing chunky style. Sick,
shmick, we treat you 'cause you're here. We
get about as many voluntary returns as At-
tica—if we don't nail you now, in two weeks
you're the Johnny Appleseed of VD. A
healthy strain of clap can cross the South
Bronx faster than a cab.

“The first law is 'Don't get romantically
invalved with the clientele.” (Laughs.) Seri-
ously, you wanta talk occupational
hazards? What would you rather do for a
living—tame pumas with a whip and stool
or break the news to married couples that
one of them has been fucking around and
has given the other a souvenir thereof?

‘And then the stonewalling—the total
outrage and absclute denials on both
sides; | call it the phenomenon of 'immacu-
late clapception.' If you're lucky, they go
home and kill each other. If you aren't, they
don't wait that long. And if God has really
decided to get cute with you, one of them
will scream, ‘Okay. we'll let her decide!'
This job should never be done above the
third floor.

‘“We even get groups! Bowling teams,
sororities, neighbarhoods —the open mar-

riage has done wonders for penicillin sales.
All these square, Dick-and-Jane types are
suddenly carriers. You wouldn't believe the
accusations, the screaming fits. The bot-
tom line is to avoid viclence. Be very diplo-
matic. 'Which of you has turned the rest of
you inlo sexual lepers? doesn't make it. Lie
lo them; blame it on toilet seats. Let 'em kill
gach olher back at the commune.

"Rubbers are the aspirin of this business.
We hand them out like business cards;
we've got big bowls of them in the waiting
rooms. Seriously. | keep my pockets filled.
I'm known as the Rubber Lady It becomes
automatic, even invades your personal life.
At parties if somebody bitches about a
migraine or cramps, | smile and say. 'The
best medicines are cleanliness and cau-
tion," and hand him a rubber.

‘| even give them out at Halloween. The
parents raise hell, but the clap rate on our
block is down 22 percent, and the muggers
tip their hats when | go out. (Laughs.) And
they're not even good rubbers.

“Why didn't | listen to my dad and be a
dental technician, where it's just, ‘Brush
after every meal' and 'See you in six
months? Here it's 'You shouldn't fuck
things you find lying in the subway' and
‘See you when the moss returns.’ | ask my-
self: Did | really take a seminar from R. D.
Laing so that | could show fatl neurotics
where the foam goes?" O+
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FEEDBACK

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 40

me and see for yourself how many of our
people live—the people who are trying to
stay off welfare and live on what they make.
If, however, employers continue to lower the
picking prices because they can find il-
legal aliens who are willing to work for next
to nothing, by the time you get here you
may not find any of us left in the fields.

We need a difference between what
people can get on welfare and what they
can earn working. You simply cannot offer
someone less far working than you do for
not working and expecl him to conlinue
working.

We would like to see our palitical leaders
and publishers start putting pressure on
Congress to come up with good wages for
our people instead of for these damn
‘gimme" programs. We don't want them!
Give us the conditions and wages that
other industries in this country receive;
some decent housing to rent that is compa-
rable to our wages; places to park our trail-
ers and campers when we go to areas for
short-lerm jobs; some safety standards,
which are presently nonexistent; toilets in
the fields and places to lake a bath after a
day’s work. s all this so much to ask? All we
are asking is to be treated as the rest of the
people in America are treated!

Nick Thimmesch, you are mistaken when
you say that this issue is racial. We are
behind the Mexican-American, but the
American citizen should have first oppor-
tunity at a job in his country and at a wage
that will enable him to survive.

If your boss came in to you and told you
that he was cutting your wages, what would
you do, Mr. Thimmesch?—Ray G. Chillson,
President, Migrant Workers of America,
Othello, Wash.

The psychiatric holocaust

By the time | finished reading Dr. Peter R.
Breggin's article "The Psychiatric Holo-
caust” (January 1979}, | was totally furious!
To think that my tax dollars are helping to
support a man—Gov. Jay Rockefeller of
West Virginia—whose family helped sup-
port the execution of about 300,000 mental
patients in the 1940s is enough to make me
want to withhold my money! It seems to me
that any further involvement by a Rockefel-
ler in a governmenl position is an open
contradiction to the Conslitution of the
United States.—S.M., Fairmont, W Va.

Dr. Peter Breggin's article “The Psychiatric
Holocaust” fascinated me even more than
the television presentation of “Holocaust.”
The most amazing thing about the Nazi
slaughter was not the methods used or the
fact that the Nazis carried out these "exper-
iments” without a trace of guill, but that the
German people knew what went on behind
the walls of Treblinka, Auschwitz, Belsen,
Buchenwald, and Dachau but made no
move to do anything to stop it.

It is articles like this one that keep me

reading Penthouse.—M. Shenk, Carlisle,
Pa.

Defending the “liberated" Arab

| resent the hostile tone of Jaime Mardis's
article "Sex and the Liberated Arab” (Jan-
uary 1979) and the way he describes Arab
visits to Europe. For example: "The invad-
ers were promised ... in the current inva-
sion," "The big Arab assault wave on Euro-
pean pleasure capilals,” "Until the great oil
swinale ... " and " ... bankrolled by the
first OPEC price hikes, the Arab influx by
1976 had reached finvasion proportions.”

| do not understand why some Ameri-
cans feel threatened by Arab visits to
Europe and can't see Saudi princes for
what they are: international playboys, who,
like American playboys before them, have
discovered that money can buy pleasure.
Only in this case, these Saudi fools are too
generous. Spending so much money on
women who would perform the same ser-
vices for a fraction of the cost is harmful to
the Saudis’ reputation. Sure, the women
love it, but some envious Western males
have convinced themselves that the
princes pay this much, not because Arabs
are traditionally generous, but because
they must pay that much. Let's face it,
Saudi princes are doing Europe and En-
gland a favor by spending all their money
there.

The ariicle was sloppily researched and
contains inaccuracies and generalities
about Arabs, who happen to make up
twenty-two different countries having very
different social and sexual customs, Mar-
dis cites a so-called Islamic scholar, who
states that a wife calls her husband Ya
Sidi—"my master” That is completely
false, and Mardis must have gotten it out of
The Arabian Nights. | should know—| have
lived in the Arab world for thirty-seven
years.

Two other minor but important points.
The auther, using "Fatima” as an example,
seems lo suggest that Arab men are cruel
to women in order to make them “feel.”
Nonsense! Arab men as a group cannot be
described except as “Yvette" described
them at the beginning of the article: “. ..
when you come down toit, Arab princes are
just like any other men."—Name and ad-
dress withheld

| am writing in response to Jaime Mardis's
article "Sex and the Liberated Arab."” | get
very annoyed when | see the Arabs por-
trayed as mindless, unfeeling men, inter-
ested in only one thing —sex at any price!
| met an Arab when he was a student in
the United States, and he fell in love with
me. It was a beautiful time in my life, filled
with laughter, tenderness, love, and—
yes—bodyguards and drama.

My Arab was a deeply sensitive man,
acutely aware of the effects of hismoney on
others. Many times he felt betrayed and
used for his money. He told me of times
when he and other boys at the callege
would go out on the town, and at the end of
the evening the others would pretend to
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have “forgolten” their money and expect
him to pay.

| first mel him at a bar nearby the cam-
pus. On our first date, he told me that he
had two bodyguards. | went home and told
my roommate that he certainly had an orig-
inal line! Little did | know!

Alter several months he gave me a dia-
mond bracelet and explained to me that it
was customary to give women such things.
| asked him where he would like me to wear
itl—io the supermarket or the laundro-
mat?—and refused to lake i1.

Orne night, while his bodyguards were
irying to score points with the waitresses in
a restaurant, we slipped out, and by the
time they discovered we were missing we
were long gone! They called the police,
notified the embassy and the president of
the college, and we were the object of an
APB. We were to share many a laugh over
that one

Yes, | am blonde. | used to tease him that
he loved me only because | was blonde,
and | threatened to dye my hair brown. One
night he came to my door, and | grabbed
my roommate’'s brown wig and put it on.
When he saw me, his face fell to the
ground. He stroked the wig, only to have it
fall askew His face lit up, and he grabbed a
handful of my harr and yanked it, just to
make sure that it was mine

There were many other funny, tender
moments. He said he fell in love with me
because | could make him laugh and forget
who he was and what was expected from
him in his life. He also realized that his
wealth meant nothing to me. In the end, it
was something his wealth could nol buy
that set us apart. But | shall always treasure
the memories of the time we spent together.

To Jaime Mardis, | say this: the way to an
Arab’s hearl is not through his pocketbook.
I know.—Name and address withheld

"Bitter Harvest”

Bravo for your September and November
1978 article "Bitter Harvest" (parts | and I1),
by David Harris! It really hit home. | only
hope that our “lustful" Jimmy reads this.
The way the government is treating farm-
ers, you would think that they were doing us
some big favor by letting us work our asses
off for nothing. How do we get our point
across? We want to feed America and the
world at reasonable prices and make a liv-
ing comparable to our labor Don't forget:
we don't gel time and a half for overtime,
triple time for holidays, weekends off, or
paid vacalions. We pay our own insurance,
if we have any, and nobody cosigns our
loans. And remember: agriculture is the
only essential industry. Just try to live with-
out us.—M. Sabovitch, Bakerstield, Calif.

Poster art

In my humble opinion, Bob Guccione cre-
ated a fine work of art with the Pet-of-the-
Year poster in the January 1979 issue. |
think that your photography is superb—
Dominigue Mauré has a friendly, honest,
and open pose that is well suited to her
bounteous natural endowments, charm,

and beauty. Thank you for sharing your
perceptiveness and artistic ability with,
me.—J. K., Los Angeles, Calif,

Correction

The photograph of Fidel Castro accom-
panying the December 1978 -Castro inter-
view should have been credited as follows:
LeroyWoodson/Woodfin Camp Associ-

© MOANS
& GROANS

During the past few years that | have been
reading your magazine, | have enjoyed
your articles and pictorials. However, | see
a few things that really disturb me.

From the very beginning of President
Carter's term in office, you have waged
whal | consider 1o be a vendetia against
him. | would be one of the first to criticize
our leader on any poor decisions, and |
strongly feel that everyone has that right.
But your “campaign” is becoming an expe-
rience in foul play. | cannot believe that
President Carter at his worst can be any
worse than our past three presidents. You
never resist a dig, even if it is only in your
‘Wicked Wanda" cartoon. Without my want-
Ing to sound like a Carter campaign worker,
he has not had any tape-recording prob-
lems and has not involved us in any
bushfire wars, unlike Johnson, Nixon, and
Ford. | strongly feel that you have never
given President Carter the benefit of the
doubt.

| feel that a popular magazine like yours
can be a very effective weapon, either
for a good cause or a bad one—and along
with this effectiveness comes a responsibil-
ity.—Name and address withheld

Penthouse has never said that President
Carter is any worse than our past three
presidents, but considering their records,
that's not saying very much. We agree that
we have a responsibility and believe that we
are fulfilling that responsibility by examin-
ing and reporting on the decisions of all
people, in or out of government, that affect
our lives.

In your January 1979 issue, Robert Hofler
reviewed the 1979 calendars in the
*Scenes” section of "View from the Top." He
said, “The girls in the Dallas Cowbays
Cheerleaders calendar look like a bunch of
rejects from a touring company of “The
Best Little Whorehouse in Texas." | want to
tell you that nobody asked Hofler or any-
body else for his thoughts on the subject,
and saying things like that can get people
in alot of hot water. | think that Robert Hofler
should make a public apology. If you don't
have anything nice to say about these girls,
don't say anything at alll—K. D, Wade, Tex.

You seem to have missed the point—~Mr.
Hofler was reviewing the calendar, not the
girls. Perhaps the photographs in the
calendar do not do justice to the Cowboys'

girls. O+
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FROM 20 DELUXE THE g:s?? e;':Eu:las
X-RATED FEATURES FOR YOU
NEWLY ADDED AND YOUR FAMILY
TO OUR CATALOG. AND ASSURE

$39.95 YOUR SATISFACTION!

e BBICE o

WINNER OF © (@ HLE B 1

INCLUDING ., < £ =28 AS YOU'VE NEVER SEEN ‘
i ' $99.00 HER BEFOHE'

BEST
\_ DIRECTOR $99.00 L‘INEMATDEFIAPHY

TO ORDER CALL TOLL FREE (BOO) 227 3248

EXCEPT CALIFORNIA, ALASKA AND HAWAII (415) 673 4320
WHEN ORDERING BY MAIL BE SURE TO INCLUDE MAKE OF VIDEO RECORDER, MODEL AND FORMAT.
ADD $2.50 SHIPPING CHARGES. MAIL $1.00 FOR DESCRIPTIVE PRINTED CATALOG.

90 GOLDEN GATE AVE.. SAN FRANCISCO. CA 94102







The classic styling of old
Mercedes roadsters, the power and handling
of a Corvette, and the handcrafted
luxury of a Rolls-Royce are all combined in
this single, elegant road car.

EXCALIBUR-A FITZGERALD
FANTASY ON WHEELS

By Wade Hoyt

Brooks Stevens is a de-
signer who worked for Wil-
lys, Kaiser, and Studeba-
ker. He was responsible for
the still popular Jeepster
and Studebaker Hawk GT,
but he is best known for
a series of flamboyant
sports cars called Excali-
burs (not to be confused
with the present Excali-
bur). Although their styling
was strictly Hollywood and
their running gear outré
(Kaiser chassis with Willys
or supercharged Jaguar
six-cylinder engines), his
Excaliburs set impressive
records in early Sports
Car Club of America road
racing.

It was only natural that
Studebaker came to Ste-
vens late in 1963 with a
request for a "modern
classic” exhibition car. He
designed a cycle-fen-
dered roadster reminis-
cent of the 1929 Merce-
des Benz SSK (which was
fitting, because Studeba-
ker dealers were selling Mercedes in America at that time).

Brooks's son Steve and a mechanic built the car in eight
weeks, using aluminum bodywork, a Studebaker Lark chassis,
and a supercharged Avanti R2 engine. Unfortunately, Studeba-
ker went bankrupt while Steve was transporting the show car to
what should have been its debut in the '64 New York auto show.
Being fast on his feet, young Stevens wangled exhibit space for
the car and found people thrusting blank checks at him. The
prototype was exhibited at the Chicago and Los Angeles shows
that year, and a single ad in the Wall Street Journal brought in 300
inquiries and over a dozen firm orders.

Having backed into the automobile business, Steve and his
brother David set up shop in Milwaukee, Molds were made to
duplicate the original aluminum bodywork in fiberglass, which
lends itself better to limited-production runs. Corvette running
gear was substituted for the Studebaker parts. All of this was
bolted to a massive frame welded up from quarter-inch-thick
two-by-four rectangular steel tubing

At first glance, the current Series il Excalibur seems big, long,
and powerful. But at 175 inches long, the four-seat phaeton is
nearly a foot shorter than a Corvette, or about the same length as
a Dodge Omni or AMC Pacer. Although it's about 800 pounds
heavier than a 'Vette, the Excalibur uses a 454-cubic-inch V-8
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that is over 100 cubes big-
ger than anything you can
get in a Corvetle nowa-
days. Excalibur buys the
engines from Chevy's
truck division. This be-
hemoth chuffs out 215
horsepower at a relaxed
4,000 rpm and 350 ft Ibs of
torque at 2,400 rpm; that's
20 hp and 65 ft Ibs more
urge than the standard
‘Vette engine, and it's
enough to move even this
overweight, nonstream-
lined device smartly away
from everyday lraffic.

It's obvious from the
specifications sheet that
the Excalibur is aimed at
the luxury car buyer rather
than the sports car buff,
Standard equipment in-
cludes air conditioning,
automatic transmission,
AM/FM stereo radio with
tape deck, tilt-and-tele-
scoping steering wheel,
leather seats, removable
hardlop, dual air horns,
driving lights, self-leveling
rear suspension, and four-wheel disc brakes.

Most of the moving parts—suspension, brakes, steering en-
gine, transmission—are supplied by Chevrolet, sothat service is
as near as one of the nation's 6,000 Chevy dealers. This is
tortunate for the Excalibur owner, because there are only a half-
dozen Excalibur dealers coast to coast, located near the big
money in New York, Florida, Chicago, Milwaukee, Houston, and
Reno. (See box at end of this article for names and addresses of
Excalibur dealerships.)

Driving the car affords a curious blend of modern and classic
impressions. With the top up, you must penetrate a slotinthe side
curtains to reach the fiddly door latch. Arrayed across the flat,
leather-covered dash are enough instruments to fly a small
airplane. Peering through the tiny gun-slit windshield and past
the three miniature wiper blades, you sight along an incredibly
long, louvered hood. Beyond the stainless-steel exhaust pipes,
chromium headlight housings distort the passing scenes in such
a way as to evoke memories of Grandma's parlor reflected in a
Christmas ornament. The only jarring notes are the air-condition-
er outlets, automatic-transmission shifter, and standard-issue
GM pedals winking at you from deep in the footwell.

The motorboat rumble of the exhaust is just right, the side
curtains flap, and the fabric top goes whump, whump, whump in

1 (ON PAGE 214
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For “where to buy” information on
fashions shown on pages 172-175,
contact these manufaclurers or stores.

LEE WRIGHT for MONTI

c/o BILL FLINK ASSQOC.

645 Fifth Avenue

New York, N.Y. 10022 (212) 832-2460

Bloomingdale's, New York, N.Y.
Neiman-Marcus, Dallas, Tex.
Macy's, San Francisco, Calif,
Jerry Magnin, Beverly Hills, Calif.
Davis Congress, Chicago, lll.

BILL KAISERMAN/RAFAEL

29 West Fifty-sixth Street
New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 399-2450

Briar, Perkins, Shear, Denver, Colo.

L. S. Ayers, Indianapalis, Ind.

Aspen Plaza for Men, Aspen, Colo.
Joseph Magnin, San Francisco, Calif.

DAVID LEONG
249 West Twenty-ninth Street
New York, N.Y. 10001 (212) 594-3199

Hardware, South Hollywood, Calif.
Steve's of Soho, New York, N.Y.
Macy's, San Francisco and New York

AL B. ARDEN for FORWARD GEAR
40 West Fifty-fifth Street
New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 581-4179

Barney's, New York, N.Y.
Davis for Men, Chicago, Il
Steve's of Soho, New York, N.Y.

BEGED-OR
526 Seventh Avenue
New York, N.Y. 10018 (212) 221-6922

Revere-Reynolds, Revere, Mass.
Cedric's, St. Paul, Minn.

Barney's, New York, N.Y.

Liberty House, San Francisco, Calif.
Martini Carl, Boston, Mass.

JOE COLLINS for CAMOUFLAGE
CLOTHING

141 Eighth Avenue

New York, N.Y. 10011 (212) 741-9118

MAURICE SASSON

.25 West Thirty-ninth Street

New York, N.Y. 10018 (212) 221-7667

Charivari for Men, New York, N.Y.
Louis, Boston, Mass.
Mr. Santoro, Fort Lauderdale, Fla,

SHOES by STREET CARS
F. O. Box 160
Laconia, N.H. 03246

J. E. BARLOW vest and JEAN
CASANAVE wind shirt available
through:

GEORGE G. GRAHAM GALLERIES
40 West Fifty-fifth Street

New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 582-7750
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ing sight to see my hair quickly disappear
under his agile hands. | felt like a newborn
baby after he powdered my newly shaven
crotch, And not anly does it look good, but
also having been shaven helps me to
achieve some unexpected orgasms. | can
achieve a good climax just by rubbing my
legs together!

Unfortunately, | know many women who
never even bother to lock at their vaginas
with a mirror. They never want fo touch
themselves "down there” except to wash or
to insert a Tampax. How unfortunate that
these women don't love their bodies a bit
more! My mother was such a woman. Of
course, she was very shocked when she
first discovered that | had run a brothel in
New York City. Then she read my book The
Happy Hooker, not just once but over and
over again in order lo understand her
daughter. Once she got over the initial
shock, she told me, "Why has nobody writ-
ten a book like this before? Why wasn't a
book like this written years ago, when your
father and | were first married? Then | could
have better understood your father's kinky’
ideas on sex.”

It so happens that my mother was a
beautiful young woman with long legs and
atalent for dancing. | vividly remember how
my father used to urge her to dance the
cancan. Being of French descent, my
mother would willingly oblige. How excited
my father would get when she used to
throw her long, beautiful legs up into the air,
revealing a lacy, black pair of panties! No
wonder their sex life was so fine, as she told
me many years later. However, there were
certain things she would not perform with
my father, and after reading my books she
now says that she regrets her refusals to
oblige him.

You don't have to feel guilly about having
animallike sex. Taking pictures, watching
porno movies, and parlicipating in orgies
are all part of a full sex life. Try therm. If you
don't like what you're doing, then stop and
mave on to something else. Bul give it all a
chance —at least once or lwice.

A TINY TALE

I'm eighteen years old and flat-chested. My
husband, Art, wants me to have a three-
some with one of my girl friends, but I'm
very self-conscious about my bust. I'm
afraid that if he were to have sex with a
woman with big tits, | would be left out. | told
him that the only way he could sleep with
another woman was if | slept with ancther
man at the same time. Art has me feeling so
ugly and deformed that | don't think | cauld
get another man into bed with me if | paid
him. Anyway, that is what my husband
leads me io believe. He says my breasts
look like “two zits on a freckled fritter.”

I can hardly stand lo have sex anymaore,
because I'm so ashamed of my body. What
can | do? Can a small-busted woman be
sexy and desirable? —FS.

Many men actually prefer small-breasted
women, and it's no secret that most high-
fashion designers design their clothes for
extremely slim women.

If you really must have big knockers, try
seeing a doctor. He can suggest the best
method of surgically enlarging your bust.
And while you're there, see about getting
your husband a new head ta go with your
new breasts,

A CLEANSING EXPERIENCE
Recently, | met this terrific guy whom ['ve
iallen in love with. We've enjoyed fantastic
sex, and | love pleasing him. I'm twenty-two
years old, was blessed with pretty good
looks, and am really Jooking forward to the
sex-filled years ahead of me!

After meeting Tim at a party, we went
back to his place for some wine. Our con-

“versation eventually led to sex and then to

fantasies. After telling him | love just about
every aspect of sex, he told me that what he
loved was seeing a beautiful woman
soaked to the skin in something really sexy.
He thought | might find him strange, but |
said it sounded like fun! (I'd been in a wet
T-shirt contest once before and remem-
bered how turned on I'd gotten.) | had Tim
fill his tub, and when | thought it was about
full, 1 ran into the bathroom. The tub was the
size of a small swimming pool, and Tim was
sitting on the edge, waiting anxiously. |
placed one leg into the warm water. it felt
wonderful, and | even kept my high heels
on. The water felt even belter as | slid into
the tub, purposely letting the water lift my
skirt to reveal my sheer panties. | felt very
sensual and sexy watching the fabric of my
thin blouse and skirt floating gracefully in
the water.

Tim seemed so excited that he almost fell
climbing in to grab my breasts, | felt | was
still decently clothed, yet | was showing all |
had to offer. His cock looked like a peris-
cope as | finally slid it out of his jeans and
immediately mounted him. | pulled my pan-
ties to one side and filled myself with his
huge erection. His cock pumped harder
and harder, and we both exploded in a
powerful orgasm that made me seem (o
melt into the warm water. Within minutes we
were screwing again, my clothes floating
gracefully in time to our rhythm. Reluctantly,
I removed my wet things, and we retired,
exhausted, to his bed.

| really enjoy fulfiling Tim's fantasy and
find that I'm enjoying it as much as he Is.
With Tim's encouragement, l've entered a
couple of wet T-shirt and nightgown con-
tests. | still enjoy other aspects of sex but
look forward to our watery lovemaking.
After getting use of a friend's private pool
for the weekend, Tim told me to think of
something to surprise him with. | put on a
lacy bra and panties, compilete with garter
and stockings. | could almaost hear poor
Tim's heart pounding as we donned diver's
masks for an underwater swim. Needless
to say, we were in the pool for quite a while.

| was wondering if you've ever heard of or
have tried the wet clothes approach. At
least it's good, clean fun.—TM.



‘I didn't
sacrifice

great flavor
to get
lowtar’

“The first thing I expect from a cigarette is flavor. And

satisfaction. Finding that in a low-tar smoke wasn't easy.

“But then I tried Vantage. Frankly, I didn't even know

Vantage was low in tar. Not until [ looked at the numbers.

“That’s because the taste was so remarkable it stood up
to anything I'd ever smoked.

= “For me, switching to

¥ Vantage was an easy move to

make. [ didn't have to sacrifice a thing.”

(Yot

Peter Accerta
New York City, New York
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Vantage

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined | Regular, Menthol and Vantage 100s.
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health. |

T

| FILTER 100°s: 10 mg. "tar”, 0.8 mq. nicotine, FILTER, MENTHOL. -
11'mg. "tar”, 0.8 mg. nicotine, av. per cigarette, FTC Report MAY 78,
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GETWHATEVERY MAN NEEDS
WITH FANTASTIC PLACEBO SEX AIDS

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 intercourse? This isa common problem that
Sta-Power will heip you with. Sta-Power Spray
contains benzocaine and is three Limes stronger
tharm our cream, It is a safe, proven, scientific
compound thalt can be sprayed girectly on the
penis without the knowledge of your partner, It
will help you delay your climax in order to
coincide with that of your partner, You will feel
and appreciate the improvement the very first time
that you use it,

STA-POWER SPRAY $6.95

For A Better Erection That Will Astound

You And Delight Your Partner

ERECTION PILLS

Results Are Immediate and Long Lasting
Dan't leave her unsatisfied. Erection Pills can make
even the hmpest of men powerful, Gwe her what
sha's craving He Lhe Dig man you alv.ays wanled Lo
be. This preparation s a must for those of you who
are having difficullies in obtaining and mamntaining
a fulfiling erection. Instant action guaranteed,
Your money back if not completely satisfied

ERECTION PILLS $6.95

Not Getting It Up Lately?
STA-POWER PILLS
For A Terrific Rise — Erection Supreme

Has a stimulating power, ldeal for a palling hot
time. Will enabple you 1o go on and on and on
Whal more can we say than s already said by the
name of this fine preparation, Effects will last for
hours, Also deal for turming her on. This pill will
do everything we say it will or your money will be
immediately refunded, This pill can be mixed n
any type of drink,

STA-POWER PILLS $5.95

3

' POTENTPHARMACEUTICAL PRODUCTS, INC. oo £ (()
P.O.Box 535 Cooper Station New York, N.Y.10003

Do You Need Help?
INSTANT ERECTION CREAM
Create a New Dimension of Sexual Delight

instant Erection Q) is sclentifically formulated to
help you get an instant eréction when rubbed on
the head of the penis, It is skillfully compounded
into a sensuous true fruit flavored oil base. When
rubbed briskly onto the head and shaft of the
penis, it causes a flow of blood to rush into the
penis, giving you an instant erection. Not only
should It give an instant erection, it should cause
the penis to get harder and larger for a prolonged
period of time, Like the Instant Erection Cream,
this new and amazing product is for men wha have
tried everything else and have no luck. Mo longer
need you let the best of joys that life has to offer
pass you by, With this fantastic product you too
can now stand up and be counted, You owe it to
yourself to try some today.

CREAM $6.95

Guaranteed To Make Her Hot

IMITATION SPANISH FLY & GINSENG
Do You Measure Up? You Can.
Unbelievable in Their Effect.

Ginseng is a plant which is chiefly grown in the Far
East, especially in China, The Chinese have used it
as an aphrodisiac for over 1,000 years. Ginseng has
recently been introduced into the United States
and is very popular, Legendary writings say
Ginseng Is highly effective in awakening and
producing sexual desires in men and women alike.
We have added our imitation Spanisn Fiy to the
Ginseng to make it work faster and lunger, We have
alsc made it easier and more pleasant to take now,
in a capsule. We are making it available to you, the
public, at a price you can afford. If you need
Ginseng you cannot afford to be without It
Ginseng is sometimes called *The Turn-On Root”
To quote 5, Steingala’ . . . if you think you have
been turned on before you ain't seen nothing yet'.
Try our Ginseng with Spanish Fly Capsules and
find out what he means, Can be emptied and
mixed into any drink,

24 TABLETS $8.95
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PARK BENCH PARTY
| am married to the most beau
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it to get a beer; and when |
Annette was dancing with a

1. She danced several
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V, Anneite
giggling. She said tf
was asking and e
efte sUg d that [ try to picK

and tf split apart for the
evening for some fun. | agreed

We both left around midnight, she with
young Eric and | with a shy and mu
younger lady | soon found out that | could
ot go far with the girl, and aiter a couple ol
short kisses she ran into her house. As |
started to walk toward the hotel, a thought
struck me —the park! | knew right away that
Annette and Eric were in the park, and it
was only a five-minute walk from the hotel. |
quickly made my way through the well-re
membered back paths until | spied Annette
and her date on a bench, clinched in a
strong embrace. Their lips were giued to-
gether, and in the moonlight | coulld clearly
see his hand fondling., squeezing, and
pinching Annette's large, jutting breasts.

Her breasts were takin = some beat-
ing, but she didn't try 1o © er-
ness, as she would have done with me. The
young man successfully advanced his
hand under her sweater, and her poor
breasts got even rougher trealm
sure that at this point | was at
excited as they were

could see th

came over o me,
young man, Eric,
g to walk her o

e

late tis e

hands started to move around Annette's
hip and thigh. Then it was on her knee and




STRIPPING
THE NIGHT
FANTASTIC.

A.Knee-length blue bloomer
that'll ma u look like a mmp
from yester 5
y jumpsuit with ﬂ.m.d
». Be daring, don't cover it up.
$30. U[) (LX33).
C. Midnight black panty garter
ging beautiful hold-ups.
7).
Available in P-S-M-L. Include
$1.00 p & h for each item.

Send check, money yder
or charge to AE, MC or VISA
(include signature, expiration
date and account number plus
Interbank # for MC). Mdll to:

VIVA Lingerie, !

N.Y.,, N.Y. 10
add sales tax.
lm de h\l ry.

2. N.Y. residents
llow 4-6 weeks
0 expedite your
ur toll Ifn e number

for your free VIVA
Catalogue.
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“Because Excita® has something
to offer me. Its specially ribbed
surface gives me gentle stimu-
lating sensations. And it's lubri-
cated with Sensitol®, so that the
ribs gently massage and caress
me. | get pleasure from a male
contraceptive | never thought
possible. Excita offers more for
him too. Its specially flared
—  shape offers

- i more freedom
— of movement
|n51cle the contraceptive for a
greater, more natural sensation.
Excita, in a light color tint; is

a stimulating new experience in
male contraception. It's made
for the both of you.”

Free Sample Offer

Get Excita at your drugstore. For
afree sample packand booklet
send 25¢ for handling to:
Schmid Products Co.

P.O. Box 2236, Dept. E
Hillside, N.J. 07205

Pioneers in family planning.

Void where prohibited by law.

Sold in drugstores. Also available in Canada.
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1iquered! She went limp in his arms as he
lingered her. Then he swung her around
and lifted her legs

she lay back, awaitine
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And before the two had collapsed in
other's arms in a mutual orga
a second time.

I was in bed when Annette came home.,
She never mentioned
about a year la ifer, at wh
that | had seen I
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sort of exper;-
ship?

Of course not, Your wife her friend

should get along fine

and

OUT OF MY HEAD
My lover and | have established a fantastic
sex life. There "\' anly one 1g that
cerns me, and | hope you will be able
answer my question.

The way [ like to have sex wi
have him inside me and then hald my legs
firmly between his. During the thrusting mo-

1O

h Scott is to

tion, his penis rubs furiously agair
chtoris. | have such wild orgasms th
that sometimes | feel | am losing my m ind.

My orgasms come in such waves that they
seem to last an eternity, and they are so

that | usually can't stand it. One
night | comj “lost it” started
laughing and ¢ 'wr':; hysterically.

My problem is that I'm afraid I'm really
going to lose my mind, and therefore I've
become reluctant to have sex with £
so0 fantastic that | want maore and more of
but at the same time I'm afraid the
sensations will make n
to Jos

numerous

and

him,
e insane.
{ '?G';S'f"""' £ "Ul.r ;.”;””; com-
[ 'Jri'“ly’ rom sucn ove fu‘/'H min J ?
'\Jor,.»? of my girl friends has ever |
same -R.S.

Is It

experience,

Many women w

lave

vould give anything 1o |
your "prablem.” You won't go crazy from too
many argasms and too much sex. After all,
there's no such thing as too much sex. |'ve
been called a nymphomaniac, but to my
thinking there's really no such creature.

SYRBOWn

(Formerly Uppers & Downers)
PO, Drawer 11899, Ft. Lauderdale, Fl. 33339
For her hand crocheted string bikini, send
$12.99 + $1.50 handling. (Fl. residents add 4%
State Sales Tax) We're happy to mix sizes—
indicate separately and add $3.

1 Master Charge O Visa (BankAmericard)
0 Check/Money Order

Full Signature Acct No, Expiration Date

& Name (Please Print}

Address

City/State/Zip PH-4

Sizes: [ Small (A" cup, 33-35 hip) O Medium
L ('B cup, 35-37 hipt [ Large 1'C’ cup, 37-39 hip}

otange L) wine grape [ natural beige
[ hot pink [ chocolate & emerald green

Second color choice:

. She'llincite all the passion of the
% sun in this sexy hand crochefed
string bikini! Exciting 1979 colors
from which to choose. Elasticized
100% pre-shrunk cotton

for perfect fit.

No rmu&ense guarantee-kefund ifnottotally
s fied, return warhm 10 days. #12*

At Barbizon, men train for modeling by
appearing l*‘ efore our TV cameras. . .
posing for our photographers . . . per-
forming in live on-stage fashion shows
. learning how to make the most of
their looks—and lots more! Barbizon
Schools throughout the U.S. can train
you in modeling in three canvenient
hours a week. For 32-page illustrated
brochure, simply mail coupon or call

BARBIZON SCHOOLS De
3 East 54th Street, New Y
Send me, with sbligati

Name__ == C Age
Address Phene____
City _  State___ D

A OR CALLTOLL FREE (orders only): 1-800-325-6400

Colors: [J virgin white O basic black O scorchin’

1
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BETTER GROOMING
THROUGH CHEMISTRY

BY ED EMMERLING

A review of the men’s grooming scene this spring reveals a
new assortment of useful producis, from reputable firms, soon
to be hitting men’s counters in stores across the country.
Following is a sampling of some of the more important new
grooming aids from which you can choose.

Givenchy's fragrances, Gentlemen Givenchy and Monsieur de
Givenchy. now come in stronger-scent concentrations via new eau de
toilette spray bottles. The SUPERMAX CURLYTORP hair dryer from
Gillette has gentler air flow so that it does not blow out the shape of
naturally curly hair or curly-hair styles. Balm Barr introduces COCOA
BUTTER CREME, a face-and-body cream relieving dry skin in all
seasons, indoors and out. Aramis’s SUN-BRONZED MOISTURIZING
AFTER-SHAVE and SUN-BRONZED MOISTURIZING CONCEN-
TRATE offer essential skin moisture care with the addition of color that

AV ey e

_: )'t ’

applies a natural, healthy tanned look to the face. Anew. effective duo
from CHANEL FOR MEN starts with CONDITIONING SHAMPOO that
thoroughly cleanses and conditions hair at the same time and ends
with the SHOWER/BATH GEL that forms instantly and deep-
cleanses. using no detergents or harsh chemicals. PINO SiL-
VESTRE's new eau de loilette comes on stronger than its popular
cologne counterpart. Via Speidel, world-famous designer TED
LAPIDUS launches his Eau de Toilette Pour Hommes. denoting ele-
gance in a mix of incense, wood, leather, and rum. JOVAN's Wrinkles
Away, a temporary wrinkie smoother, helps smooth away unwanted
lines all over your face for a line-free appearance most of the day and
night. MONSIEUR HOUBIGANT Musk Natural Protein Shampoo's
scent keeps freshly shampooed hair fragrant much longer than other
hair preparations do. English Leather's new scent, RACQUET CLUB,
introduces its first-scented Shower Soap on Cord. Od—g

g
i
2
i
i

Photograph by Ben Swedowsky




HE COMMON FOLK WORK

EC
/T THEIR SEXUAL FANTASIES

-y AL
N IVANDALAND, L/IB/IDO VOV
‘o EMINENT

TAND WANDA'S

WHY DONT WE SLIP
AWAY 7D SOME

SECLUDED BISTRO Y

bV
EFREDERIC
FTTULLALLY
and
RON =~
EFMBLETON
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ITEALL GONG
ACCORDNG T
PLAN , GRUD T

(T8 IS FIRNM BELIES THAT
WANDALAND /S A BENEEIT
TOMANKIND e vvevacne-

o oo AND [/ BLEDCE S MY

WHOLEHEARTED SueroRTd

7 INTEND 70 USEMYMULLIONS
TO PLBLICIZE TH/S CRAVE

INILETICE AND 70 £STASLISH
OVECE AND EAS ALL THAT

SEXUAL GRATIFICATION /S
A HUNAN RIGHTS

W

ASSASSNAT,

EARTHOUAKE A

A LS5 CARPILELP

ON THE FREEWAY]
THATWAS A GOOD
DAY FOR THE
VEWS ME

YOU MEAN — THE

MOSTRESS &NEW

THAT WANDALAND

WO D BE CLOSED
D0ouN 2

MYDEAR FELLOWS
SHE FRE-SOLD THE
TELEVISIONR/GHTS'
OF HE FORTHCOMING
TRMAL FJ.:?: s

COLNTRIESS

SNDCATEW RiCHTS
R EODKNOWS HOW
MANY AERSCERS
ANDMACATNES !
SHE HAS STACE
WANAGED THE WHOLE
THING FROM BEGIWWNG




VA5 rvenens
BREAKS, PUBLIC
OONION 1S
DIVIDED s vsss

WE CANT HAVE RESOECTASUE

FOLK COING ARDLND
AND SAYING THAT THEY
ENIOY ORGCASMS AND
DOING NASTYSEXY THNGS
T2 OME ANOTHER &

WHAT WOLLD BECOME OF ALL
THE VIRTUES LIKE CLILT:
NHIBITION AND ENBARRASEMENT,

WEATLL BECOME
OF B CHRARLIED

HELLDIE THEY
CLOSE WANDALAND
LOWN FOR GO0D

WELL MAVE 72

GO BACK T
HATCHN TALL
THAT KL SH
v reLEvision?

ALL THE AR TANTHWORK 2T

N BY PEYCHIATRISTS AND
SOC/AL WORKERS WOLLD

HAVE NOMEANING ¥

IV A BoaRD EooMINACTY
WE DARE MOT AVAME DA cRouP
OF MPORTANT FEOPLE (WHHO
WE DARE NOT SHOW SECALSE
YOU D NEVER BELIEVE /T)
SITAROUNDA TABLE o0 7 eu -

A svisree Fours TAKES
THE BTAGE, BURED BISSOTUTT,
CRAPO LY CRAPI OF THE
COS/ NAST/ — ARCH ENEMY
OF WANDA von kKRessus!

AND WHATABXT
WANDALAND 7P
TS KOV KREESLS
SESDLLESTIR
LPANESTOF
HORNETS INHILE
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THIS AFFAIR /'S
GETTING OUTOF
AANDE [T CANT
BE ALLOWED T2

KEACH The

CoRTS A

THINK WHAT THE
FOREIGN PRESS
IS CONNA DO
WiTH THSAS A
HEMTAN RAOH TS

HAVE YOU SEEN
THE LISTOFKEY
WITAESSES =

ONCE TS FROCESS)
STARTS THERELS

MO TELLMG
WHERE /7 WILL
ENDS

PENTHOLISE

THAT PLACE /S
AROUND T

WHATABOLT THIS
FPROFESSOR LISIDO
VoM HOT SMANN 2

NO PROBLEMY HiS WORK
BERMIT EXPIRES 1 WE WTHORAW
KIS VISA AND GET HiM OUT
OF THE COUNTRY S

THERE /S A WAY
T OF 7TH/S e nes

SLURE—]TD GIVE

MEA LOTOFUOY
TOSEE THATLADY
FALL ON HER

100 YOUIA FAVOLR
—You LOMEA
cAvouR X

THE WAY 7 LL
HANDLE IT COULD
AEVER BE TRACED
BACK TO ME —
LETALONE YOU/




PACK YouR BAGS!

WHERE ARE WE
cone, BooFuLt

HE LUST HEARD
THAT HON KREESUS
/8 LEAVING
THE COUNTRY I




SLASTING OUT OF L
ANCELES AIRPORT,

CARRYING WANDA AND

ENTOLURACE civennn

/ TRIEDTOSPEAK
TOHER L/ T SHE
ANEARLY B/T Ay

MAYBE SHELL
BE BETTER WHEN

HER ARIDE HAS

ITOE

A BATTERING—

NOT T2 MENTION

HER BANK
sacancerl




LET THE POLICE
FORCE CONCENIRATE
ON FICHTING
CRIVE AND STOP
FPLESYFOOTING
AROLUND W/TH
CENSORSHIPS

Ok, ERNEST—=YOU

WERE RiGhTS /T

VLS TAINT THE
AV /TIWAS

LET THE MORAL/STS DIRECT

THEWR LTERIES AGANST THE

EAL OBSTEN/TIE8S NSOC/ETY

—L/KE TERRORISAM AND
WOLENCES

 2oesrrnesan?
HEBED ivmarey,

S08:/75ALL ,
TO0 REAL NOW-
ALl THOSE MACHO

CAMES WE
PLAYED Z 808z, ..

«« . NOBODY BELIEVES
N EM ANYMORE I

L INTEND T SLi8-
POENA THE LLS.
PRES/IDENTASA
KEY WITNESS
R THE DEFENSE,

NOW, WHERE
WAs 72

INSTEAD OF CLOSING DOIWN
ALACES LIKE WANDALAND
WHY DON'T THEY CONCENTRATE
CEAL ISSLES — LIKNE
FTHE SALE OF

ARMAMENTS 2

! THOLGHT SHE
DEALT N ARNS
SALES B

/ AM ALSO GONG
o SLB-FoEnA
THE B L OWNG

EMINENTPERSONS!
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DO YOU THNK
THIS L L CHEER HER
LB, HOMER 2

SCANDKAVIAN Wik D
STRAWBERRES AND
A BITLE OF HER®
FAVOLURTE DOM
PER/-WHATSITS

/T8 BADENOLGH
HAVING T LEAVE
CALIFORNIA FOR
THIS DRALIGHTY
QLD MALUSOLEIMS

BUTIAITEH THESE
GODDAM FEMALES
W THRONIN TANTRLMS
B ALL OVER THE
R ZACE s rieeas

<o ¥4 CA
AVY AEACES LI

A SIGHT LIKE THAT :
FIRST THING N i i $ —
THE MORNING - Book=w !

m;zgogwj'g;@‘glf 4 You AWAKE,
LP— Th: ; | B0 e/ 2
Fore sueesr il

SHES NOT IV HER ROOM
AND HER BED HASN'TBEEY
SLEPT NS THERE'S NO
S/ICN OF HEQ ANY WHERE S
Obedy HOMER — /W7 AFRA/D

SHE MAY HAVE DOAE
SOME THING —AWFLL £

FHLAS THE HuMILIATION OF |
DEFEAT PROVED TOO MUCH ||
| FOR OUR HEROINE P08 #AS
B THE HOLE IV HER BANK i
| BALANCE MADE HER , |

| FNALLY FLIP HER LID

| WANDAIWHEREARE YoU? §
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Score an 0z.!

The zip-lock bag keeps your smoke fresh and potent.
The Mini-Maxi roller and rolling papers help you tum out
smooth, even-burning numbers every time. The Oz,

It helps you keep it all fogether.

Oz (Zip-lock bag Mini-Maxi and 3 booklets of paper) $4.00°
Oz, T-Shirt ({18, CIM, L1 XL §6.00°

©z.and 1-Shint Cambo $9.00
Includes shipping and handling
Cuolitornia residents odd 6% Sales Tax ik "

Please send check money orderorcharge (ne CO.D.)

0000000000000000

State Zip

-£ ‘1 I‘ A
i | -&T‘a 8601 Hayden Pl. Culver City, Ca 20230

P4/79 (€978, Rizla Products, U .. Inc

e

[
171
3%

O 0 810
e as h
at it woul
larted s
med e
LW

i FROM PAGE 34

PIRUIAN

y
(
i
I
i
n




uptuously hardened nipples. gave me a  hours, the violent
warm smile and a very riendly wink. Thus store encountar r
however was nothing unusual sinet
frequent visits hacd made us o '

cl

dlotherea | are to Hine

anchng m tront of

never (hougnt

Ttomys
1g for the

| o
RISSEe ]

Without hes Nl
wWe were soo! 1C!

Impopaliencea

g he TSI i
AV b ) [wo
Lo A1 « i b
! agc 95 W (
WL } wriling L )
Ly amazing nag } 1«
ers ago 1M 3
yala( HE Universily in
eady girl friend and wa
rlgarn upcormimng party
with A ase ol

[y Was our annual “pajama
10 late for me to get a dat

d, bu it

ajan i

0 get ik

f | a

nder my ] ave al ||‘.I.:‘\.H. thal
1ad my i s uces and { hose prothers not iving |
come down her throat, she rolled « } the house. As | was gong nto my room, a
shd my hard-as-steel erection 1into her friend named Billy grat e and said

steaming, soaking pit. S "Caome an with me up tc heresa
was closed by now, we lay on orgy In process!’ no way | De
ML ssionate love for sey ayve

When we were both e n tor a shock! The loft has no

forced ourselves to getupan Aresse
n locked up the rhu|. and

where we

ahts, bt

the There were

She

went o my nearby aparl nude ana reall

[

slepl for aboul an hour. W

we fucked with tender passion :t_:'

ra the ittle preppie.

small candle it
three qirls, totally

A beautiful gir

Jill, Iooked at me and said, "Well, if 1t 1sn't

fou don't have the balls to

Ame her gkl

I've ever seer ‘*K whal re-

nggest DooDS
iy attractea me was her bushy She hasto

ave ne hammest blonde cunt Ve ever

seel immediately stnpped and went o

dark hair with nice

olored mpples

They licke

and put my
oked down

WHAT YOU WANT TO WATCH

"WHEN YOU WANT TO

* DEEP THROAT
* DEVIL IN
MISS JONES
« PAMELA MANN
* BEHIND THE
GREEN DOOR
« MISTY
BEETHOVEN

INTERNATIONAL HOME VIDEO
CLUB is your legall

video S;STC!'T\S.

SEND $3.00 FOR
COMPLETE CATALOG

[1PAMELA MANN
| DOUBLE EXPOSURE OF HOLLY TWake and Wodel of cassefie player

You must be 21 to order this product In New York call (212)-541-9810

: Please send me the following Enclosed is my check or money order for
1 full color IHVC video cassettes s in payment for Video
[ LIDEEP THROAT cassettes al $99.50 per cassetle for Beta
] IMISTY BEETHOVEN It and V.H.S.. $114.50 per film for Beta |
i JDEVIL IN MISS JONES N.Y Residents please add sales tax

1 CICAPTAIN LUST

1 [JBEHIND THE GREEN DOOR TName|

I [INSIDE JENNIFER WELLES '

[ ] 1SEX WORLD [Address)

I | HAPPY DAYS

: (1 AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A FLEA Ty - Siate] el

]

1

1

]

]

]

L

WATCH IT'

| certity that | am cver 21 years of age
and wil not permit my IHVC cas-
sefters to be copied or shown for
commercial purposes. IHVC tapes
are 10 be used only for private viewing
by members and their friends, Unau-
thonzed use of IHVC casseftes can
result in legal prosecution. lines
and/or imprisonment

Signed Dated

INTERNATIONAL
HOME VIDED
CLUB, INC

EEIIJ_I{ C'FB[;_E_UHF%‘ESEERS 800 22 3 2388 Dept. 02 AP9, 237 West 54th St

New York, N.Y. 10019

Daily discount price quotations

on video cassette recorders,

video cameras, accessories,

- blank video cassettes and big

. screen video systems—Sony,

R.C.A., Panasonic, Quasar,
. JMC., Zenith, etc.

§  TOLLFREE

' -

i m223'0360
1

: InNew York State. call

1 - 212-575-0210
i
1
1
1
i
1
1
]
1

S &S Toli Free Discounts
- 58 West 45th Street
New York, New York 10036
Major Credit Cards Accepted
Dealer inquiries invited.
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MICHAEL SALEM
ENTERPRISES, INC.
PO Box 1781, Dept. p-a79

FDR Station
New York, N.Y. 10022
Check Catalogis) Desired:
[ Exatie tugue Catalog Subscription (33 00)

{(deductinle trom first order)

1
1
b
i
i

L Sexual Awds Catalog |56 00/ I
I
1
i
i
i
o

[ Sexually Expheit Video Tape Catalog ($10 00
Catalog of Restraints $10.00

Dealerships Available—Wrile lor Details

[TV ana Aubber C1nlh|n% Catalog ($10.00)
[

Ienclose 3 in O casn O chech IMO
{NY Residents please add tax) L 5 Funds Only

Asrmall USA aon $5 00 Aurmail Foregn add $15 00

Namg

Address

Coy________ State_ ]« VI
AR

| am over 21 years of age “C - .
i ALL MAIL SENT DISCREETLY IN PLAIN WRAPPER

a NEW sexually sensitive
aphrodisiac massage oil

Toudle

/

Fondle is a completely new stimulating massage oil
that will thrill you and your partner to complete
gratitication, The feeling of a thousand tiny fingers
penetrates the sensilive areas 10 excile the natural
instincts 1o their fullest climax.
FULL 8 OZ ly 3895 Plus 31 postage
BOTTLE,,, o4F & handling
— | AT OVE TE yEArS Of A0 e—— — .l

ORDERS SHIPPED IN PLAIN CARTON

| clie & Mail te: JSB Group, Inc. |
5860 Ranchester, Suite 850
I Houston, Texas 77036 I
I Check Money Order Am Ex I
Visa Master Ch. Interbank#

I Acct # Exp. Date — I
I Signature I
I Name l
I Address

City __State Zip l
| Texas Residents add 5% . Houston 6% '

--—_—__T—_

FOR FASTER SERVICE 800-83?2316—

DIAL TOLL FREE ., In Kansas 316-2650321

OFT
YET
FIRM!

| * Caress is softer and
more pliable than any

other vibrator.

® You can fondle and

bend Caress.

® You can manipulate Caress to suit
our own whims and desires.

aress is firm—like you'd want it to be.

When you receive Caress, you or your
lover should hold it in the palm of your
hand and feel its divinely exciling 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 tirm hold of Caress and discover
all its beautiful secrets

Don’t permit yourself to settle for any-
thing less Experience
“the Delicate Difference ”

ORDER CARESS NOW!
I Valenline Inc. Dept. CR-268 |
| F O. Box 5200 FDR Station, N.Y., N.Y, 10022

Enclosed please find my check or money order I
| for $5.95 plus $1.00 for pestage and handiing. |

Please rush me Caress—the Vibrator with the
| "Delicate Dilerence” in a plain package today |

l
|

This offer void wiere prohibited by law CODE #404
| Name
Signature
J I'm over 18 years ol age
i Address
—City State Zip

You saw the girls —now il's our turn,”
don't know aboul this | said.

| looked at Billy's body. He is @ swimmer
and has a terrific body Hes six leel one
mch with sandy brown hair, blue eyes, and
about an eight-inch cock that was dripping
pre-come. The thing you notice about Billy
s th o s covered with hair: his chest is
covered with light brown fur, and his ass
looks ¢ gh he has as much harr there
as in his very hairy pubic area. We gotin a
sixty-nine position, and then | felt Jill's
longue in my ass. | and then,
exhausted, lurmed over on my stomach.
The next thing | felt was a Vaselined finger
being pumped in and oul of my ass hole. |
was bucking like crazy Then | fell
grealesl pain I've ever felt and screamed
as | realized that Billy had inserted his big
hairy cock into my ass. Jill came over 1o

1s she held me down. Tears were

but the pain eased up. and
eve that | was actually facing

came

the

arn my lace
coulant t
Billy and pumping hack. | reached up and

ran my fingers over tis hairy chesl

even sucked on his hairy nipples. Ji
playing with my swallen balls and pumping
my pulsating cock. | starled to come all
over my chest and Billy's hairy, muscular
est. He came al lhe same ime, piercing
ny ass hole with the weirdest sensations
and he suddenly bent over and kissed n
on lhe mouth as Jill was licking the com
my chest!

Arm Nnow

looking forward to our pext

parly, have broken up with my girl Inend,
and occasionally visit the lott with Jill and
Billy.—R.B.. Minneapols, Minn.

Nearly fucked to death
My girl friend and | recently decided to
head into the mountains for a cross-country
skiing trip. Neither of us had ever been
"x-¢" skiing, but it was a good way 1o gel
out of town for the weekend. And we weren't
ioo disappoinied when, atter many hours
of pleasant, if somewhat monotonous, driv-
ing, we didn't find enough snow to pee on,
much less ski on. We decided to keep on
driving the back roads until nighttall and
then camp in the back of the truck, under
the canopy, where we had prudently stored
a couple of bottles of wine and a basket of
food as well as enough down sieeping
bags lo smother us

The roads were bumpy and the shocks
on my truck aren't the greatest, and | soon
found myself with an aching hard-on. Well
driving alone, | would hi
handle it. Some of my most memorable or
gasms have occurred as
while driving down a fr
My girl friend was try
pillows at the other side of the cab
didn't feel nght waking her up to ex
odd desire | suddenly lelt, bul soon |
exciternent ot my prick rubbing in my jeans
(I don't wear underwear), the bouncing of
the t and the lension of the long day's
drive all got to me at once. | unzipped my

jeans and flipped out my swollen orgs
slicing my pants down around my thigh
and negehiating the tghl mountan turms
with the steering wheel in my nght hand
and my throbbing prick i my left. Then |
grasped the shafl just under the head and
made hght, tugging pulls around the ¢ ead,
working 1l fast, then slow alternating my
excitement with the demands of the road,
irying lo be gquiel al the same time.

| was going to jerk off and zip up

W

sed 1o
find that she was wide awake and stanng al

al her, | was surpnsed and embarras

my prick! But before | could even turn red in
[he face and l:‘}; 10 ex in, she litted ner
to mine and began ta smile. Then, to
amazement and delight, she began to
unzip her own jeans and londle her thick
bush under and over her whilte panties with
both han staring al me all the while. [
beqgan to return to my own stroking hesi-
tantly at first and then faster, as she pulled
open her blouse and started to pull and tug
al her already hardened nipples, g
therm with the ingers of one hand while she
stroked her pussy with the ar, until her
s and public hairs were glistening with
She closed her eyes and sprawled
back across the seat so that her cunt was
clearly exposed to her legs spread
wide and her fingers pistoning in and oul of
her crack.

| nearly tranced out right there, but |
heard her call my name and turned to see

'|I!,'_:I_

juice

me




ng her index i
rche
ner ol

ner sucyK
and, with ner t
ward me,

into her i, wel

pumping up and down l

ng he It in the ¢ and rubb
nipples and ma 1ging her ciit

came rignt then.
my prick and reached over ant

her finger from her ass (o put my |
slowly In. Then | inserted two finge
same hand into her cunt and began (o
finger-fuck both holes at once. She writhed

but | c,lf\|\-;u[: pounamng

tast and feathery while she tugged al her
nipples. She was breathing so hard thal
she could hardly speak, bul | heard her say
‘Do yourself now —come on me while
come. | grabbed my cock and be
hne-dnm] it with the juice from

nen | beat off until | thought | was going
black out, finally erupting great shots
hot, creamy come aimed right across her
up-thrust belly and inta her hair As soon as
she felt il it and hearda my roar, she came,
too, with a great bucking and heaving on
lhe seal

When it was over, we found ourselves on
the side of a steep mountain gorge, the
motor going, the windows completely
fogged. As we realized how near we had
been, n our animal heat, to death,
exhilaration of our precipilous little spree
was complete., -Name and addre

withhelg

The breast and the bitest

My lover nas always admired my breasts

and becal of his devoul attenlion lo
them, | have hecome quile sensitive. He
says it makes him feal mas ulto give me

nippig chmaxes

One evening, while we were walg
movie on television, my lover casually put
hig hand inside my robe and begar W, -
ing my breasts. He traced tingling path-
ways around the entire fullness —only oc-
touching the During
oble. The

Land my

hing a

casionally
SOIMMErc
end of the movie can
anticipation gre

My laver reat

inta his drink and took
out an ice . He rubbed the cold ice
over my warm brea until my already

1515
erect nipples grew even firmer. To show him
“turnabout is fair plz )

my awn ice
cube on his semiere

‘then | used
my warm motth tg

ched

nemper

take oll the chil

By the end of the movie, we were ready
for mare than fondling., As lover
stretched out on the bed, | noliced he
needed my attention. As | leaned over him
lo tongue and kiss penis, his thighs
lightly gr I my nipples—keeping alive
thal tingly feeling. Finally, he reached down
and pulled me up. | was impaled on his
gorget hardness. Although his prick
filled me, all my awareness was centered in
my breasts. He reached up and filled each
hand with a breast and gently squeeze
He brought my breasts down to his mouth

s
my

SQUE zach
yurgent,

the nip-

and, while stll
nipple inturm, The kiss
and his tongue flickec 1 IC] |1I rg-l
ples. My passion mounted gripped
his head, trying to press my breast turther
that wa moist mauth. Finally, he
icentrated on one breast with deep,
The other hand |
gater
betwean thumb

Qrew Mmore

SUCK ng kKis
soueered, but w
he rolled
finger.

Oh, wh:
created in
my br
WS Hi!'}
Drought
kneaded both bre
the nipple

Then | am

and
and

firmness,

the nipple

it wondrous sensations my lover

me! Q.ll this activ |\, fo
still ¢ |aI |
hard cock, and udc
its own sen mu' ng. At last he
s and guickly tongued

20 on

I me

and with
5 me: | oc

> | L -

at my breasts

-oming

fmish

coming

nipping bites my lover
pon h MNow tha
C / puUssy demands attention
ral quick, deep thrusts, my lover
brings me o climax na gener-
ewarded

5 chest

are sat
With sev
agamn

ous, attenbve man must r | use
my longue lovingly Lo r 1 80N of the

ne has beslowe With
areater urgency, he my back
and thrusts his cock m my moulh. | take In

all of that great length that | reach up

feelings d on me

rolls me an

and gently massage his balls. Hi u‘e;lsu'n:-
commumicates itself to me, and again | a
L\LJL;I up in passion. He takes his coc |-\_

fromm y mouth and
nip . He

"-_.Jr,'z-, he head over my
asts around

_INTRODUCING
THE LATEST SENSATION IN CONDQMS.

Fetherlite * with Natursol.™ It enables you to feel a new kind of sensitivity you've probably

never experienced before.

A special curing process makes this condom extremely light . with unbelievable e\ast\c\t\;

extra strength and renabmtv

And Fetherlite’s unique lubricant formulation, Natursol, heightens sensitivity and feeiing.
Wearing a condom never feit so good.

Schmid Products Company. Safe, reliable birth control products you can feel good about us-

ing. Available in Drug Stores,

FETHERLITE WITH NATURSOL. PUT MORE FEELING INTO YOUR LOVE L\FE.

Availabie in Conada.
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Mow Available By Mail..

““BEHIND THE GREEN DOOR”
the MITCHELL BROTHERS present

SPECIALLY

SELECTED

X-RATED
TITLES

on Yideotape
and Bmm film

BUY DIRECT AND SAVE!

'BEMIND THE GREEN DOOR"
Bata: §79 VHS: Sll smm: $39

mnm
N’lﬁl $79 VHS: $89 Bmm:
|4, “AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A FLER"
Videolape Beta: 79 VHS: 589 Bmm:
5. "INSIDE MARILYN CHAMBERS™
tape Beta: 579 VHS: §89 8mm:
5"
69 VHS:$79 Bmm:
7. “FLESH FACTORY"
Videotape Beta: 543 VHS: 559
B "WIVES"

Videotape Bela: 545 VHE: 559
9. "WOMEN OF THE NIGHT"
Videotape Beta: 548 VHS: 350
10. “EASY WOMAN"
VI!NIIN Beta: 545 VHS: 559
“RECKLESS CLAUDIA"
|}

Videotape Beta: 548 VHS: $50

SPECIAL DOUBLE BILL!
BEHIND THE GREEN DOOR
and :CTION OF EVE"

nlmm-lm $139 VHS: $149

To Order: Send your check or maney :;;[EE:"B::I";::HI m onk

orer tor the corree! amourt to San Francisco. CA 54109
EXPRESS ORDER MASTERCHARGE/VISA
CALL TOLL FREE: (B00) 227-3142
In California call (415) 441-1930

Please specity type of video machine For Bmm. specity Super Bmm
wou own and type of video format desired  or Reguiar Binm

TEXTURED!
FLEXIBLE!
MULTI-SPEED!

All you could desire in a vibrator
Prominenttexturingstimulates
your smallest nerve endings. A
twist ad|usts the speed from
tle pulse to a potent throb
‘wrﬂ phable ‘nude’ rubber bends
and caresses— like the real thing
8" of sheer ecstasy Batteries in
cluded. Satisfaction guaranteed
Vaid where prahbited

Free Otter: One yvear subscrip
tiontoa beautiful full-color catalog
of sex aids, books. condoms, men's
and women's sensuous c 2 &
maore, FREE WITHEVEF :

Vibrator + free subscription, 3995
Send argder. name & add

FO Box 2

RPMEJ "

:rrlle o NC 27510

. your source of pleasure

" lewe |I\,r le T% ’I e avid

. From the studio thal produced

in the
ol suds ¢
ilched the two girls l_alf-luHLa

there Immerse wonderfu

around

th piles

. Then they both sque
on either end of me, and | was their cap
live || apped etween Tour delicious
hands, feet, and tits. A prisoner indeed . but
will 50l no desire 1o escape

r our Datn we

sy pulled me

dried me of taring wrmns
my Then they

il taking a long

weling aris

Wil

f_]l M

1er C

[irme- of

ach nair Jane led us off
£ wed their two
logether in the o1 th
ay down, and they divided me equally
hetween them, Each got an arm, a leqg, a

1and, a foot ik, an ear |
gave equal hme to both

neither

da e

a0 mMore

recev

rager moutt
pxaclly ive minu

her e
het turr
or an equal lime period. After this, Jane
Uprabove me and seize
nands. She slowly 2
engulfing it with her hungry, dnpping
nal orifice. She took it all the way, deep inlo
her throbbing, fiery cunt hole, and began

rhythmically humping up and down for
exactly ten minules. Her huge, suc

tits bounced joylully, and she stuck |
right in my lace so that | cou el a betler
look Ilw'u Judy gol her equal ten minut

but at my t she turned around

other way so
Qeous ass tc )

After Judy's time
ready to come. Now 5 how
1o r_i._':' equally” in both of the girls. Think-
ng quickly, | laid them on their sides, fac

| was also

was
the problem w

up,

each ather, and mashed their tits and pub
mounds against each other. They began
rubbing their fingers against each other s
chito 'ajpr:;u_n and their lips and tongues
sought and found the other's counterpart
Inte this beautiful pair of wrnthing, st
ing Ulent temales, | plunged my entire
mind, body, and soul. Just as | was aboul |
explode with orge | stuck my pulsatir
rod right between | two Kissing mouths
As -".i\;-' come |uices spurted out, they each
got an equal sha -_szml_.-l_ir.l_\:_n.sly [hey
each drank and swallowed my fluid, suck-
ing out more and more until there was
|'.'.|:.

Completely drained, | collapsed on
em, exhausted, and all fell off

: vious slumber. The bedsheels
were soaking wel from each of the
multiple orgasms (and in the z
waterbed"). Each of them got half

uirm-

SUcCe

none

op ol
no a

sh

mosl a

of me lo cuddle up to as 1, and ne
one s left out
W\ ever we reflect and relive this inci-

» all so very thanklul that

share and that ne

|
ws or dened. |1 only |
could learn 1o share things with one
another, the world would be a much nice

place in wi we. —Name and address
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is the Spice
of Love.

We're presenting condoms
with a difference —so bed
will never be a hore.

Rough Rider.™ the [irst
ant only condom covered
from head to shaft with 468
raised pleasure studs

Nuda” Utra-Thin, he
thinnest, lightest condam
made in the ULS.A

Tahiti" pre-shaped con-
doms that come In every color
of the rainbow,

Stimula® Vibra™-Ribbed,
the most heavily ribbed
Stimula ever made to coax
her hody to the hrink

Hugger" the snugger fit
1ing pre-shaped condom that
holds vou taut and firm.

And they re all lubricated
with warm, dry SK-70*

Omder lnuun lunu now| Take advantage of this exc IIinn nﬂ'::
#” Mlexibie textured vibrator ($12.95 value, only 3. with order |
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PR 61
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Stamford Hygienic .....
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Read the sexiest book ever.
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Automatic pilot |
My position with a major airline brings me
into contact with several thousand pilots
each year. Though | do not normally frater-
nize with these gentlemen, | recently had
an unbelievable experience, and It was
simply too erotic to be lelt unshared

| had been admiring J.P. for several days
o say that he is attractive s an
understatement - tall, dark, handsome,
tremendously sexy (his voice alone could
trigger multiple orgasms). He 1s the abso
iute epitome of masculinity. And | knew that
if | did not get to know him on this particular
day, | might not have another chance for
quite a while |

You can imagine my delight when he
came into my office and struck up a cc
versation. | was apartment hunting al the
time. and that gave us something to dis-
cuss. It was lale Friday afterncon, and my
boss, having noticed that my mind was not
on my work, offered to give me the rest of
the day off. J.P. then graciously volunteered
to go with me to look at an apartment

We looked a couple of places and
quickly proceeded to a cozy little bar for a
drink. We were “hitting it off” quite well, and
naturally, | gladly accepted his dinner invi-
tation. Upon arrival at the restaurant, we
were told that there would be a long wait, So
once again we found ourselves in the bar
We found a nice, dark corner, where we
proceeded to get to know each other bet
ter. The drinks began to tal and
before | knew it, we were necking, oblivious
of the other patrons. | was getting very
turned on, and the wetness belween my
thighs was as obvious as the growing
bluge in J.P's trousers. It hadn't taken me |

long to realize lhat | wanted —no,
needed —this man as my lover

By the time our dinner arrived, we were
hungry only for each other. We even
skipped the salad bar so that we wouldn't
have to tear ourselves away from our inti-
mate conversation. We were so wrapped
up in each other that our waitress kepl say-
ing, "Knock, knock™ in order 1o gel our al-
tention. Finally, the tension and anticipation
became maore than | could bear, and |
whispered to J.P. that if he didn't take me
home and screw me soon, | was going to |
screw him right in the restaurant '

This candid announcement got nis atten-
tion, to say the least. and he |-13r-al!~_v-' yelled
for the waitress to bring our check. We
made a speedy exit, hopped into his new
Mercedes, and headed for his place al
what seemed like 100 mph. I'd never been
so. horny before in my life,«=and from the
huge bulge | detected in J.P's pants,
knew that the feeling was mutual. | was
high an booze, and the starlit beauty of the
summer evening (visible through the open
sunroaf) gave [me an even greater rush. On
impulse, | reached over, unzipped his
pants, and came face to face with the
biggest, most beautitul penis imaginable. It
was circumcised and had a bulbous head
with a very long slit. | was breathless with
excitement, and | could nat resist taking
that miracle of flesh into my mouth and |

PROPHYLACTICS

GOLD CIRCLE [
s 95 [ 24 Assorted Samples $ 5.00
[ 50 Assorted Samples $10.00

I

The newest condom on the markef is studded for
those who want a little extra pleasure in life. You
won't be disappointed

g

An erotic and exphoit book
in both text and photos
that explores the myths
and prejudices about mas-
turbation and autoerot-
icism, Lavishly lllustrated
with over 190 explicit
photographs in color and
black and white showing
masturbatory techniques.
Guaranteed 1o turn you on
andonandon...!

Send $9.95to: Adam & Eve
Box 400, Dept. PH9-M
Carrboro, NC 27510

Your money refunded il
you are nol delighled.

15 Assorted Samples $ 3.00

SELF ENJOYMENT

1120 Assorted Samples $20.00
(including Rough Rider)

ROUGH RIDER

C 12 Rough Riders $ 4.80
O] 36 Rough Riders $10.90
[1144 Rough Riders $29.95

IDEAL DISTRIBU II\(. (U
Box 231-R Madison, Tenn. 37115
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" INTRODUCING THE |
FIRST STUDDED CONDOM,
DUGH RIDER®

| o
L
A
A
.

g -
The first and - {
only condom cov- % :
ered from head to % -
shaft with 468 ratsed
Pleasure Studs. ‘
Women experience deep,
throbbing sensations, much ;
stronger than regular textured condoms.
Yel, with Rough Rider. a man gives up nothing.
Its super-sensitive latex lets him feel all her pleasure.

| And it's lubricated silky-smooth with warm,
dry 5K-70* silicone. Send for your order todav.

| Order Rough Rider Now! Take advantage ol this sensuous effer

| A 7"vibrator, retail value of $5.00 lor only $2.00 with sach order
Stamflord Hygienic Corp. Dept. PH-60

| 114 Manhattan Street, Stamford. Conn. 06504

[J 12 Rough Rider Condoms $4. All assortments include

1 22 Assorted Condoms $5, Hough Rider, Stimula,

L] 50 Deluxe Assortment $10, Nuda. Hugger, Tahitl, glc

[ 120 Super Deluxe Assortment s20 1 Vibrator Offer £2.00

Money Order
Master Charge

Accl. ® s Exp Date -
| IS W minimum on charge cards)

| Signature

Check cash
Bank Amencard (VISA}

Name
Address — — .
Cily - Slate Zip
Free catalog with order 1978 Stamford Hygienic Corp
Muney Back quarantee. Orders shipped in discreel packapes |

his cock and slowly fucks my breasts. He
withdraws and plants one last, lingering
kiss on my breasts. | arch upward, wanting
mare. | am perched on the brink of ecslasy.
He aims his rock-hard rod, and | take all of it
eagerly in my mouth. | feel the jism pulsal-
ing in the shaft as he builds toward climax
His balls draw tightly into the base of his
cock. The moment is al hand. His cock is in
my throat, and | suck greedlly. He 1s com-
ing! At the last moment he remaves his big
cock, and as the warm come spurts onto
my breasts, | also come —and come again
as he rubs his love lluid around the sofl-
ness of my breasts and hardness of my
nipples.

As we drift into sleep, | curl closely along
his side and doze off with a satisfied smile
on my face and his hand gently holding my
breasl. —Name and address withheld

Jacquie-ing off

I would like to contribute an experience of
mine to "Forum." First of all, I'm thirty-seven
years old and married. My wife and | have
been married for seventeen years, and we
have a very aclive sex lite, which includes
oral and anal sex as well as straight inter-
course. We have each had sex with a few
olher people during our marriage. We
never keep these meelings a secrel from
each other, because we believe our love 18
only strengthened by them. QOccasionally,
we have been involved in threesomes, but
maostly we just see other people separately.
204

PENTHOUSE

NOW AVAILABLE
IN NORTH AMERICA

Explore the daring effects of the very latest
FEuropean designs — 2 exotic new color catalogues
of glamorous lingerie, corsetry, underwear and
nightwear.

Dare you resist wearing them?

Send $2 subscription for your color catalogues
(deductible from your first order). NOW,

NIGHTCLUB

Dept. PH2

in the USA: Box 1436, Blaine, Washington 98230
in Canada: Box 91190, West Vancouver, B.C. V7V AN6

SUPER VIBE

The amazing dual control, triple acticn
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
Y. never uUse any
% other vibrator.
Super Vibe is
guaranteed to
your total sat-
isfaction or re-
turn it within 14«
days for your
money back in

full,
| | Code 457
It coupon 1s removed, please send check for
$24.95 to VALENTINE PRODUCTS, 175 Ful-
ton Ave. Hempstead, NY 11550

e s s — ———————— .

VALENTINE PRODUCTS, Dept. 55-267

F O Box 5200, FDR Station, N Y N.Y. 10022

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-
dents add applicable sales tax)

Vind whore prohibiled

Name

Signature

I'm over 18 years of age

Address

LCIW--

State Zip

R e s s

I would like to tell you about one of these
pleasurable imes.

I have been a policeman for the past
twelve years; all of them spent as a patrol
otficer. About amonth ago | was on patrol in
my unit. It was around 6:00 Pm. when |
came upon another patrol car, which had
made a traltfic stop. | decided to stop In
case my assistance was needed. The of-
ficer who was wriling a tratfic ickel was a
female named Jacquie (it 1s not her real
name), whom | had spoken o a couple of
times during briefings but didn't know that
well. She is a twenty-five-year-old blonde
with a good figure that even a police uni-
form cannat hide. Well, there were no prab-
lems with the motorist, and he was soon on
his way. Jacquie asked if | had taken my
collee break yet, and | told her | hadn't. She
then said her apartment was only a lew
blocks away and invited me up lor a cup of
colfee. | quickly accepted while fantasiz-
ing myself between those beautiful thighs,

After we arrived at Jacquie's place, she
put on a pot of coffee and we talked for a
while, with the conversation eventually drift-
ing around to the topic of sex. She said that
she had no social life because she had to
work varied shifts. While she was talking,
my cock became extremely hard. | tried to
conceal my hard-on, but | was very turned
on by the situation. By this time the cofiee
was ready, and as Jacquie poured coffee
into my cup, her left breast pressed against
my arm. It felt very firm, and | was afraid |

would come in my pants right then

As we were sipping our cofiee, | couldn’l
help starnng at her magnificent hits, which
stuck out, just waiting to be caressed. She
excused herself and went into another
room. | went into the living room to sit on the
couch and finish my coffee.

| heard her returning to the room and
looked to the doorway There Jacquie
stood, clad only in a sheer, see-through,
black-lace bra and black bikini panties
They were a perfect contrast to her blonde
hair and creamy white skin. As | sal there
speechless, she walked over to me and
said, "l noticed you had a hard problem,
and maybe | can help you solve it." She
then knelt down in front of me and unzipped
my trousers, setting free my rigid cock and
saying. ‘A pink plum, and I'm so hungry.”
She slipped her lips over the head while her
tongue created unbelievable sensations by
trying to penetrate the hole at the tip. |
couldn't control myself any longer and
exploded into her wailing mouth. She
drank every drop. The more | came, the
harder she sucked. until | was completely
spent

Jacquie continued o tongue my cock 1o
keep it hard while | removed her bra and
panties. Her tits were beautiful, with each
nipple sticking out at least three-quarters
of an inch. | began to suck on each pear-
shaped globe while my fingers found her
clean-shaven and already drenched pussy,
I rubbed and pulled at her swollen clitoris



until she had a gigantic climax. Her love |
juces completely saaked my hand. Jac- |
quie then lay back, spread her legs, and
said, "Pul that sweet cock of yours in my
cunt and fuck me good.” Only too happy to
oblige her, | crawled between her legs and
slipped my blood-gorged prick into thal
juicy. bald cunt. | began a slow and delib-
erate in-and-out motion. Jacquie wrapped
her legs around my waist and met each of
my thrusts while her magic fingers played
with my balls. | could teel her approach
another orgasm, and | began (o pump
harder and faster. She was writhing and
moaning as shie ground her snatch .r"i-'u
each of my thrusts. Sm:ldﬂnl'-f he
screamed and bounced all over the floor as
she quivered with a fantaslic a,ln*nax. ir_-
lovel tunnel squeezed my pecker so hard
that it caused me ta shoat my sperm Into
her It felt so rmarvelous that | thought thal |
was going to pass oul.

Alter we had both recovered, we Dolh
realized we had better get back o work
before we were missed. We then dressed,

walked back down lo our cars, and went
back on patral.

We have since had “colfee” logether on
four other occasions. One night she
sucked me off in the back of my patrol car
while it was parked by City Hall. The threat
ot discovery intensified my orgasm tre-
mendously. | look lorward to many more
escapades in the future wilh this foxy
lady. —/.L., Portland, Oreg

Eager egalitarian
While | was sitting. drinking, and rapping
with my two amies canadrennes, Jane and
Judy, in London, Ontario, it suddenly oc-
curred to me how both drunk and horny |
was. The two girls are both coeds at West-
ern Ontario Universily and have a nice
apartment there. However, It 15 a one-
bedroom place, and they have to share it.
They don't mind, though, as they share just
aboul everything with each other—
including books, clothes, food, and even,
as | spon found out, boyfriends

Judy, a blue-eyed brunette, has a beauti-
ful face and figure, w-th anice little ass. She
is ever ready lo show it off by wearing tight
fitting pants. Jane, a green-eyed blonde
has a fantastic body, with a set of full, firm
braless tits. Her mighty nipples always
seem to be poking right through the tight
blouses and sweaters she wears

As | sat there, Jane kept staring at my
lap and | reached over and had her sit next
to me. She looked at Judy and winked, and
Judy came and sat on the other side of me
Suddenly, four hands were undressing me!
My mind went totally blank, and the bulge
in my pants burst out into a totally erect
cock.

| was completely powerless and at the
mercy of those two foxy babes! And we all
knew that whatever happened, we would
have lo share. Both girls wanted to ball right
away, but | finally gathered enough thought
to suggest we have a shower firsl. Jane had
an even better idea and led us off to take a

The Book That

You saw the smash-hit movie on ABC. You
heard all about it from Johnny Carson and
Merv  Griffin.
become an expert yourself. HOW TO PICK
UP GIRLS
young, hip, good-looking giris. They tell you,
in their very own words, exactly what it
takes to pick them up. They explain what
makes them horny . .
work for you . . . Why a man doesn’t have to
be good looking ...
single's bars . .
ting picked up . . .
almost always get their attention
genious way of meeting women at work, at
school, on the sireet . . .
smile that can make women feel warm and
sexual toward you
MORE. HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS has
already helped over 400,000 men do better
with girls. Now’s the time to let it help you.
HUSTLER MAGAZINE called HOW TO PICK
UP GIRLS “the best" of all the books on the
subject. Since you'll soon be picking up just
about any girl who catches your eye, we
think you'll agree.

knows when a man's just an “okay" lover” . ..
SINGLE GIRL can make you terrific indeed

How to touch har

sloop with you,

r-Symphany Press, Inc., Dept. PH-4
_Send me HOW TO PICK UP GIALS. |'ve enclosed $8.95 plus $1.00 postage and handling.

Send me HOW TO MAKE LOVE TO A SINGLE GIRL I've enclosed $12.95 plus $1.00 postage and handling.
Send me BOTH BOOKS. |'ve enclosed $20.90 plus $1.00 pastage and handling, a savings of $2.00!

bubble bath!

Started It All!

Now read the book and

features interviews with 25
How to make shyness
How to do better in
. Girls’ lavorite places lor get-
The opening lines that
. An in-

How to develop a

and MUCH, MUCH

(TO ORDER SEE COUPON BELOW)

Secret Ways To Stimulate Girls!

Imagine if you could get a
simply by talking to her . .

girl’s juices flowing just by looking in her eyes . .
. make her cream in her jeans by the way you smile al her,

. get her “out-of-control” horny

Well, you can do all this and more by following the FOOLPROOF TECHNIQUES in HOW TO MAKE LOVE TO A
SINGLE GIRL. This incredible beslseller tells you everything you need to know about sexually arousing a

woman — before you even lay a hand on her!

Why, from now on just aboul every girl you meet will find herself panting to be hame in bed with you. And, of
course, HOW TO MAKE LOVE TO A SINGLE GIRL comes in pretty handy then, too, It has over 160 CRYSTAL-
CLEAR PHOTOGRAPHS (o help you improve your technigue. And today that's more important than ever befare.

How 10 help het
Tantasire having sex
with yi

Hawe 10 lot e know
you're & great lovar
Just by Inaking 81 bl

Laarn all 1he scents
That furn her an

How 1o arouse her with

@ single hiss

a6 sha will
go mnd

with desire.

Thia i3 one softhot
spot She has two
moie she wants you
to know ahout!

How to carsss
her breast 5o
ahe'll want
desperately to

Whaen ta grip har
Bne 1o biing her
1o chmas!

Herww 10 turn
her navel it an

aroGEnoUE Fons
! Haow o know

axactly whan
she wants you
1o unaip he |

@ Bymphony Press, Inc. 1879

After all, the average girl you take to bed these days has probably slept with at |east half a dozen guys. So she
and when he's really terrific! And HOW TO MAKE LOVE TO A

For example, you will learn * How to
give her a massage that can bring her to
orgasm, * How to get her out of her
clothes without a lot of clumsy fum-
bling. * How to excite the hell out of her
by taking off your own clothes, * The
magic of telling her she has a beauti-
ful vagina = How to touch her so beauti-
fully you can actually bring her to tears,
= How to get her to fantasize about
you sexually twenty-four hours a day,
* How
fire,
Every year thousands ol men spend a
forlune taking out girls and getting
very little in return. Don't you be one of
them. Invest in a copy of HOW TO
MAKE LOVE TO A SINGLE GIRL to-
day. This huge, beautifully designed
hardcover book — with over 160 TRULY
MAGNIFICENT PHOTOS — costs only
$12.95 Just one reading will turn you
into the kind of lover women just can't
wait o go to bed with. From now an,
instead of wasting your money in ex-
pensive nightclubs and restaurants,
you and your date will be having the
time of your life at home —frollicking in
bed. WE GUARANTEE IT!

to give her ‘‘the kiss of
'« and MUCH. MUCH MORE!

Charge my credit card Master Charge #
Visa/BankAmericard # _

(sign here it charging on credit card)

Name _ CRo—
Street
City__

Slate

(within 30 days please) for a complete and immediate refund.

Master Charge and Visa/BankAmericard holders {only) may charge by phone.
Call tofl free: 1-800-327-1010 = In Florida call 1-800-432-2766

Zip
Al Symphonv Press, Inc books are unconditionally guaranteed. 1! you are dissatislied in any way just return your book

7 West Clinton Avenue, Tenafly, NJ 07670

Exp. date
Exp. date

——— — —————
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[] $4.00 Adventure Sampler
5 brands — 15 condoms
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Everything you always wanted to say
and more — around your neck!

Your message hangs upside down on a
beautiful gold or silver plated pendant
with a handsome 18"’ rope chain.

Just turn it over and reveal the timeless
expression that poets, wisemen and
philosophers have not been able to
improve upon.

No other words can more accurately or
succinctly express the feelingof theday

PLEASE CHECK ONE:

[1 GOLD $8.95each [ SILVER $6.95
Add 75 cents for each pendant for post-
age & handling. Send cash, check or
money order to:

ABBEY ROAD ENTERPRISES,
P.O.BoxY, ChelseaStation, N.Y. 10011

MAKE LOVE T0
ANYONE YOU
DESIRE

And have them at your sexual
command, anytime.. anywhere!!!

“Score'" is a powerful new placebo pill
especially formulated to turn anyone on.
Now you can stimulate and excite anyone
you desire. Carefully blended from the
most potent and effective erotic spices
ever known, “Score' ' will make any man
or woman eagerly respond to your every
desire. At last you can enjoy the intimate
experiences wilh the person vou've always
wanted even if you could not succeed
before. ‘‘Score' dissolves quickly in any
drink or liquid, is tasteless, and completely
free from harmful side effects, It works
in a plain package complete with instruc-
tions. You must be delighted with the
results or return within 10 days for a
complete refund.

Send Cash, Check, or Money Order to: I

Noble Products Dept. P-479

P.O. Box 71, Enola, Pa. 17025 i

I O 5 Portion Size only $4.95 I

I 012 Portion Size only $7.95 (Save $3.93) l

I O24 Portion Size only $11.95 (Save $11.81) I
i |




The principal of the thing

[ am a thirty-year-old, recently divorced
worman who teaches al a junior high school
n a small town in Massachusetts. | re-
celved my first spanking two weeks ago
But it was not delivered by my boyfriend. Il
was delivered by my boss

Our dean of women 1l call her Mrs
McNab —was absent. and | was assigned
to cover for her during my Iree pernod (hat
afternoon. Well, the men in my community
aren't very attractive, and | hadn't made
love since the divorce, In the privacy of Mrs
McNab's office, | feit myself becoming
somewhat steamy under the silk
was a large bookcase in the office, an old-
fashioned type with protruding edges jusl
like you-know-whats. Certain that | wouldn't
be disturbed, | unzipped and lowered my
skirt and then removed my half slip. Since
for the last couple of years |'ve been fight-
ing and losing the battle of the bulge, | am
compelled to wear a panty girdle. | thought
aboul doffing that. too, but decided
against doing so. And so, gripping both
sides of the bookcase, | straddled the edge
and began pumping vigorously up and
down. The sensations were sheer heaven
after my long abstinence Scon | was sop-
ping wet and lrembling all over, on the
verge of climax. The bookcase was literally
hammering the wall under my assaull.

All of a sudden, there was a bright flash
before my eyes, punctuated by an ex-
cruciating pain at the top of my head. |
screamed, stumbling away from the book-
case, and passed out, Next thing | knew, |
was lying face-down over the arm of Mrs
McNab's chair. There was a dreadful
throbbing behind my forehead, worse than
a whiskey hangover. | suddenly became
aware of uproarious laughter behind me. |
blushed, absolutely mortified at the
thaught of being caught in that position
with my backside jutting high into the air
Turning, | saw several of my colleagues
behind me, including Mr. Latimer, the prin-
cipal. | was at a loss ta explain the situation
but Mr. Laimer shooed everyone out of the
office and began to guestion me in private.

| confessed everything, holding my
pounding head and devoutly wishing for an
aspirin, Mr. Latimer found a bronze vase on
the floor and explained how the accident
had happened. Somehow my exertions
had toppled it, and it had fallen, striking me
on the head and knocking me out cold. He
was furious and said | oughl to be fired for
pulling such a stunt. Then he smiled and
said he might be willing lo deal leniently
with me if | was good to him, This guy is over
forty-five, with a waist measurement to
match his age, and | said nothing doing.
Well hetold me, I'm going to have to punish
you, after all

With that, he sal down on the chair
grabbed my wrist, and yanked me loward
him. | flopped aver his knees. One second
later something exploded across the sur-
tace of my fanny. My mouth dropped open,
but | was too startled to scream. The palm
of his hand landed once more on my but-
tocks with a resounding smack. This time |

There

- 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 darn
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.
S0 1f we have to go out on a limb to prove it
10 you ... 50 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 turmed them
all down. He claims he'd be an idiot to get
married 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.”
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
matenal.

It doesn’t require ““money.”” Our material
works just as good for the poor as it does
for the rich.

Don

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 ahcad 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. Bul you may soon be meeting
s0 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 vou, if you'll just send in the
coupon now.

We're not asking you to “*helieve™
Just give 1t a try.

If we're wrong, you' |l 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 vears. Either way, you
come up a winner!

us.

964 Third Avenue
New York, N.JY. 10022

I don't know if you're cruzy 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.

I will try out your material for a year, then it 1 |
haven't met enough girls to last me a hfetime, T may |
return it for your special refund. If 1 do return your
material, you will send me back my $9.95 plus an |

|
|
T
I
|
I additional five dollars out of your own pocket.
|
|
|
|
|
|
|

I understand my material will be sent in a plain
WHUpper.

|
|
|
Name |
|
|
|
I
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GLAMOR S
by ESTELLE

Be prepared for the
engaged signal when you

“*" hel line s

Wear this enticing outht ta koep all |
open | Consists of 3 peephole halter neck
bra matched with an expose divided leg
pantie in sheor nudette 100% nylon

A matching garter suspander belt and
sheer black nylons complete this
provocative fun set, Colors:
RED. Sizes: 32” to 42" bust

PRICE: $17.95 + 50¢ Handling Charge

lY'ar XCITING CATALOG

DF GLAMORWEAR
7 (Dept. PT5)

( ! Prawer 1010, Hollywood, Cal., 30028

‘s GLAMOUR MODELS
EXCITING FULL NUDE SLIDES
0 Figure Color Slides - $3.50
ﬂmmnecmrﬁnes um
BmmNude Color Film - §.

2200
gb&%mmlluﬂe Film - !Zﬁggs
alogues
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and 2 Color Slides
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EROTIC GLAMOURY,
The world's finest selection of by
+ female sensuality in 35mm Color \’
Slides and Super 8 Movies. Fea- P
turing outstanding models such )
as Linda Gordon (pictured) and
over 100 others (
CATALOG & 3 SAMPLE SLIDES $1 by
CATALOG & SAMPLE MOVIE .'p!

THE LATENT IMAGE {
Box 2139, N. Hollyw'd, CA 91602 )

£33
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BEAT!

Lifetime pegd |
Elias Box 47 Dept 20 }w*‘ h
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Ale mInit
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M to my surprise egan leeln
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; of breathless plea-
ps into his lap, hungrier
lor a mar g e in my
Ile. | imagined the two of us in bed, and
scarcely had | tormed that mental image
than | began coming. It was the wilde
't ever had | 0
nts later Mr Latimer let me up
¢ the knowledge ol what had
nuch aware of the
a5 | stood there, gently
t of my girdle. He gave
the proper way to behave
nours, but | know that wasn't
n nis mind at that par-
cular moment
Untortunately, us was able 1o
go beyond the stage of imagination; at that

moment his secrelary intruded, and he de-
parted reluctantly. | haven't slept with him
vel, and I'm not sure | want to, Bul | do know
this: | look forward to my next act of misbe-
havior al work, because | know I'n

Three-to-one odds
I am a twenty-six

year-old single woman. |
air body, but a few of my
is think | should be a model. |
ways believed In when it
came to sex, but last month | changed my
||u|1.1 Ihe experience thal changed my
mind 18 what | would hike 1o inform your
1.u. s of. | would like to eed-
k from single guys and girls on group

believe | have 3
close friend

it}

one-on-one

gel some |

| broke up with the guy | was living with

about two months ago. After a month of
sitting around feeling sorry for myself, |
went oul to a bar, hup ing 1o get picked up

The second guy that talked to me had a
good body, and | felt he would be gentle
and put up with my shyness. | took him

home with He turned out to be every-
thing | thought he would be. He had a small
penis, but the way he touched me drove me
wild. He is the only guy | have ever mef that
brought me to orgasm just by touching me
[t felt so good being next to a warm body
that | asked him te spend the weekend
We woke up late the nex!t day, and he told
me he had 15 10 give me the thrill of my
Iife. He wouldn't tell me how About 12:30
PM, he handed me two pills, telling me that
they were Quaaludes and they wouldn't hurl
me. | had heard of them, but | had never
taken any drugs. | have smoked grass, but |
don’t think ol that as a drug. | took the pills
About one o'clock | felt as if | were float
ing. He lita joint, and while we smoked it, he
rubbed me down with baby oil. Then |
heard a knock on the door, and he gat up
and answered t. Coming back into the

me

“THE ARROGANT LOOK”

She'll be gazing into more than just your eyes
when you're wearing your new Thrust Under-
gear! The unique design of Thrust will give you a
new look of quiet, confident arrogance because it
elevates and extends you, enlarging your ap-
pearance and sex appeal. This lofty, proud,
ready-for-action look will have them thinking
aboul the end of the evening before you've even
said hello. Worn just like regular underwear, the
secrel is yours alone. Order yours now!

“Wear it with a knowing smile!”

Valentine Products, Inc. Dept. BG- BG-201
] P.O. Box 5200 FDR Station, New York, N.Y. 10022 |

Gentlemen: I've enclosed my check or money order for
$9.95 plus $1.00 postage & handling ($10.95, N Y. resi-
dents add sales tax). Please rush my Thrust Undergear
to me in a.plain package. if not delighted with the results. |

I may return it within 14 days for a prompl refund. No ques-
I tions asked. (CODE 107) I
I Name I
I Signature . E I
(I am over 18 years of age)
= Address l
City __ Stale Zip I
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DLEASE WRITE 10 Th/E ADDAE S LISTED BELOW

DU TG -

TUNIGUE IMPORTS, INC. | PLEASE SEND FREE 1
[P.0. BOX 388, DEPT.PH-049 | |COLOR CATALOG
800 SLATERS LANE, ALEXANDRIA, VA 22313 USA |

VIRGINIA RETAIL STORE LOCATION: 610 FRANKLIN ST, ALEXANDRIA, VA 32314
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New THINNER Condom

Intensifies Sex

Revolutionary new condom, designad for pleasure, not
just contraception. Not like other textured condoms with
ordinary ribs and dots.

SENSATIONS™ is different. SENSATIONS is thinner—
thinner than other studded condoms. Transmits body
heat and lets the man feel everything there is 1o feel,
SENSATIONS is the only condom with texturing all over—
more pronounced for greater excitement. Prominent
ridges massage the woman, Hundreds of “Pleasure
Peaks” continue whal the ridges began. Preshaped and so
thin it hugs like a sacond skin

You owe it to yourself to buy one of the condom samplers
below. Compare SENSATIONS with the other brands and
sea it you agree . , . SENSATIONS is the best condom you
can buy.

DELUXE CONDOM SAMPLERS

Enjoy the newest and most modern condoms from Romeo.
Snugs™ hugs you like no other. 5% smaller in diameter
and nnﬁlh. Made slimmer 5o you feel every sansation. All
nationally advertised brands like Rough Rider, Trojan,
Pleaser and Stimula. Skins, colors, studs, preshaped, thins,
lubricated, transparent and textured. All yours at a very
low prica.
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR FULL REFUND

ROMEQ, INC., Dept. PH15 ©1878, ROMED

P. O. Box 200, Carrboro, NC 27510

O 10 Sensations™ (introductory condomoffer) .... $4.00

O Deluxe TEXTURED Sampler (38 conooms. mcludlng
Sensations, Snugs & Rough Rider) . . ‘

o Galnytmﬂmndoms a heaven! mlb ...... 31995

O One-year catalog subscription Fan with every order
(sex aids, condoms, sensuous ciothmg books + more:

(m] Caralogsuhscrlpt‘unuluna Ny = . $1.00

MNama

Address
City & State

ROMEJ .

Zip
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Cosmetic surgerv's
newest solution:

skin grafts for

An amazingly simple surgical hair replace-
ment procedure that is 100% tissue com-
patible, and is guaranteed.

CLOSED SYSTEM No foreign material,
sutures, prolene, wires, retainers or syn-
thetic hair are embedded and left in the
scalp, with risk of infection.

PLASTIC SURGEONS Two interna-
tionally known surgeons helped to develop
this advanced technique of anchoring hair
to the scalp by using skin grafts that will
last a lifetime.

For complete information plus exciting booklet
with 36 actual colour photographs, write to the
location of your choice.

Name
Address

Phone __

PH79-4

alli*®

YOUR OWN SCALP Part the hair and

see your own scalp.

UNDETECTABLE Hair that looks so

natural it appears to be ?’eo ing from your

:calp. It's not, but you'll be the only one that
NOWS.

More and more professional people, politi-
cians, doctors, etc., are discovering this
unique foolproof melhod that overcomes
the disadvantages of all previous hair re-
placement methods, both medical and non-
medical.

Look International Ente
Ste. 202, 425 East 61st
New York, NY. 10021
Tel. (212) 632-6801

Look International Enterprises Inc.,
Ste. 400, 300 Montgomery Street,
San Francisco, Califomnia, U.S A,
94104 Tel. (415) 788-7171

Look International Enterprises Inc,,
Ste. 247, 500 Union Shieet,

Seaftle Washlrgm. U.S.A. 98101
Tel. (206) 682-8922

Look International Enterprises Inc.,
Ste. 1510, 625 Howe Street,
Vancouver, B.C, Canada V6EC 2T6
Tel. (604) 682-5831

ises Inc.,
reet,




3 “HOT" BEST SELLERS

BURNING COLD

This book is both graceful and
The creative eye of pho
Gary Bernsten, the lync poetry of
songwniter Berme Toupin, and the
bady of an wncredib
n il the pages of t
edition. We 5 B
griphs are in the
fulleslor photes ol  incomparable
beauty for the collector of ebegant
erohica. Hardcover §14.95

bush

Bl

IBURNING X
o

EXOTIC LOVE GAMES

The authors cali them “Love Games,”
but they're by lar the juicwst ses
positiens and tlechnigues we've ever
come across. This newly released ed:
von  features  mghty-lowr  unigue
5. each selected for masimum
on and pleasure Over 100

penete

eaplicit colar photas teach you how
while turming you on
142 pages

Sohcover

.. 5995,

THE NUDE'IN
PHOTOGRAPHY

ks confirmed  bull embusiasts, we
highly reeommend  this  appetizing
hook. & smorgashord of delectable
nudes as seen through the lusttul
eyes ol 70 world  renown
photographers.  Thes  lioe edition
orgally offered a1 $18.95, 15 now
available a1 & special pnce only
514,95, Hardcover

1878 PPA

Adam & Eve Dept. PH9-N
P.0. Box 900
Carrboro, NC 27510

YES, RUSH ME THE BOOK(S) BELOW UNDER YOUR
UNCONDITIONAL GUARANTEE.

SAVE
$10

1 Burning Cald . ... ... % T o e $14.95
[ Exotic Love Games . ........ $ 9.95
1 The Nude in Photography . $14.95
1 SAVE $10. All three only . . . . $29.85

Over 500,000 Sanstied Customers

stale you
are over
18 yrs of age

64 Pages inbrilliant EROTICOLOR
Explicit PHOTOGRAPHS & DRAWINGS that
boldly [llustrate 65 special ACTS OF LOVE
with concise explanatory text to heighten
sexual pleasures.

253 pages $9.95 $1.00 PAH
Hygienic Research Co.
Box 213 Dept. P.A.D., New York, N.Y. 10016

SEND $1.00
FOR
THE NEW
VIVA LINGERIE
CATALOG.

Maill to: Viva Catalog, FX
6500, Englewood, NJ 076¢
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watched inem [ar anout thirty mintes
ore we hil upon an idea. Look
phone number and names in
I direct y (we kriew therr
s W 1§ |l 1"_| "”-:.l-l'll':' T
Lin

ey called first. He told them that he

ad seen them smoking ara

s and that he

ild bhe s hing them from now on
lold that he kKnew eac
and that he would not hesilate 1o

el if they did nol

The girls wanted to
1t by cooperation, and
o explain exactly what he
them that of them
ase in front of the window
/ night for the next week, he would not
an bother them again. And he told them

make public their ittle set
want 1o
ow wi
Jerry prc

zant. o

cooperale

f one

i they relused to do as he requested
fie would turn them in to school housing
otficials. The girls said that they needed
time to think about it and told Jerry to call
them back in an hour.

As requested, Jerry gavel
think about it and then we called back. This
time J. L. did the talking, since he is a law
student and can talk the most reasonable
sounding line of bullshit that you ever heard
ot. The airls were ready to consenl to our
request Il we would grant them one
privilege: they wanted to meet us. We told
2m that we would have 1o think about it
and 1call them back. By now it had past
midnight, and the clock was pushing
rapicly toward one o clock

After the five of us argued for about fif-
teen minutes, we decided 1o lake a chance
and meel these young ladies. We called
them back and fold them that we would
meel them only if they would meet us on our
ground. Strangely enough, they agreed
We told them what number apartment we
were In, and they said that they would be
right up. Of course, | was still very skeptical
and did not believe that they would show.

Much lo my surprise, they knocked on
our door fifteen minutes later f

iem an hour to

[he three of
them had brought their other roommate
with them, and they boldly walked in. | was
still trying to get over my surprise at their
showing up when | was knocked for
another loop! When the girls took off their
coats, we found that they had not bothered
to change back into their clothes belore
coming up. They were still in their night-
gowns |

[he girls were incredibly messed up and
had apparently been smoking grass for
most of the evening. | mean, they were
fucked up! They said that instead of one
striptease y night for a week, they
wanted to pay off their "blackmail debts” by
giving us four striptease shows right then
and there. | could not believe my ears. Be-
fore any of us could say yes or no, the tallesl
one, Jane, removed her top and started
gyrating her body in every concevable di-
reclion. Since all she had on were the pan-
ties to her nightgown outfit, her tits swung
freely and wildly. She made them bounce
and jump and jiggle in every conceivable
way. Then she removed her panties and

ever

Adult films
*hard to get?
Why
get the bird

when there's
Krow?

hicago IL 60611

Krow ENTERPRISES » PO Box 11114 » (

Bmm and super 8mm color films
from $5.00. We've come a long
way since the phony nose and

qlasses. "'Lasse Brauns," “'Pretty

Girls.” ""Swedish Erotica’ (John

Holmes), “Collection™ and many

others. All films guaranteed
to be top quality.

Video Cassettes also available,

J T g e e

Write for Details P-3 |

Krow ENTERPRISES
PO Box 11114
Chi ago. Hinais 60611

lam 21 vears of age or older




started to gyrate her pussy She moved
from man to man, remaining in front of each
of us for about three minutes. It seemed like
three years. Before long the other three girls
had stripped to the butf also
being treated to a four-girl show

After about fifteen minutes, which
seemed like fifteen years of heaven, one of
the girls, Lulu, a medium-sized girl who
made up in lhe ass department whal she
lacked n the tit department, leaned over
and hung her small but very uplifted tits in

my face. | greedily sucked both nipples,
alternating. of course, until they began
growing very hard, Lost in my passion

reached up and inserted a finger into her

dripping and Iul cunt. |.placed my other
hand on her smooth, tirm, and very round
ass. | didnt think | could be any happier
until she pulled my now rock-hard dick out
of my pants and began stroking it. | practi-
cally shot off right then and there. Taking
my mouth oif one of her delicious lits, |
begged her 1o take me back to the bed-
room and let me fuck her. After aboul live
minules ol pleading, she consented and,
taking ahold of my stiff, fat prick, led me into
one of the bedrooms.

She made me strip in front of her before
she would let me in the bed. | gladly
obliged her, thinking only of how good her
snatch would feel later as | rammed her.
After | was totally stripped and swinging
my dick wildly in front of her, | once again
began begging her to fuck. Instead, she
reached for my dick. | eased myself toward
her, and she greedily look my dickhead into
her moist, drooling mouth, She greedily
sucked and licked my rod as | reached
down and tweaked her pert and pink nip-
ples. Before long | was exploding in her
mouth. | continued to'shoot come, and
when she removed her mouth, my sperm
landed all over her face.

Raolling me over on my back, she took my
dick and skillfully guided it into her gaping,
juicy pussy, as she lowered herself on top of
me. | began thrusting my hips immediately,
and inreturn she began bucking her hips in
rhythm to my ramming movements.

Lulu was one hell of a girl!

Upon waking the next morning, we found
that the others wanted to skip classes and
keep the fucking going. We readily agreed.
Unforlunalely, they wanted to swilch
partners. Lulu did not want to, and for about
five minutes things were very tense. Then
the other three couples decided to switch
among themselves, and Lulu and | went
back to fucking and sucking each other
iNto ecstasy.

One unhappy note did come of it: my
friend Mash has not come home lor the last
two weeks. We don't know if he got lucky or
what, and we notified the police. —J. D,

Knoxville, Tenn. Ot—m

For more provocative, stimulating, and con-
lroversial letlers, read the exciting Forum
Magazine now on sale at your newsstand, or,
for this month's copy. send $2.00 to Forum
Magazine, Dept HM, B O. Box 1805, FDR
Station, New York, N Y. 10022,

~ana we were |

f you've been reluctant to purchase
sexual aids through the mail, the
Xandria Collection would like ta ofter you
two things that may change your mind:

1. A guarantee
2 Another quarantee

First, we guarantee your privacy.
Should you decide to arder our cata-
logue or products, your transaction will
be held in the strictest confidence

Your name will never (never) be used
for additional mailings or solicitations.
MNor will it be sold or given to any other
company. And everything we ship to you
15 plainly packaged, securely wrapped,
without the slightest indication of its con-
tents on the outside.

Second, we guarantee yaur satisfac-
tion. Everything offered in the Xandria
Collection is the result of extensive
research and real-life testing, We are so
certain that the risk of disappointment
has been eliminated from our products,
that we can actually guarantee your satis-
faction—or your money promptly, un-
questioningly refunded.

What is the Xandrna Collection?

It is a very, very special collection of
sexual aids. It includes the tinest and
most effective devices available from
around the world. Devices that can open
new doors tosexual gratification ( perhaps

Sexval Aids:

How to order them

without embarrassment.

How to use them
without disappointment.

many doors you never knew existed!)

Our products range from the simple
to the delightfully complex. They are de-
signed for both the timid and the bold.
For anyone who's ever wished there could
be something more to their sex lite

If you're prepared to intensify your
own sexual pleasure, then by all means
send for the Xandria Collection cat-
alogue. It is priced at just three dollars
which is applied in full to your first order.

Write today. You have absolutely
nothing to lose. And an entirely new world
of enjoyment to gain.

| The Xandria Collection
Dept. PH-4
| PO Box 31039
| San Francisco, CA 94131
I Please send me, by first class mail. my copy af the
Xandria Collection catalogue Enclosed is my check
] ar maney arder for three dollars which will be
I applied towards my hbirst purchase,
I Mame _ e
I Address —
I City =
I State _Zip - sl
I Our catalogue and products are sent anly to adults
I over the age of 21. Your age and signature are
I needed below
I 1 am years ald,
I Signed === —_—
L

Now ANYTHING Can Happen With the

‘fulfill your most secret desires. . . with the
COMPLETE Prelude 3® Vibrator System.

explore a thrilling new world of lovemaking.

@ The NEW dual-intensity vibrator. ..
hygienic, UL approved. Uses standard outlet.

10 rows of pliable, vibrating pleasure points.
if you order now:

AWO S HANDBOOK—The book on

another woman could write! Regularly $4.

--—---q

Deluxe Pleasure Package! Yes, now youcan

Together, you and your lover will discover and

The Deluxe Pleasure Package Contains:
noiseless,

® The unique STIMULATOR™, available only
with the Prelude System, for intense stimulation.

Nothing to insert.

® 4 sensuous maisage attachments to ease and
excite both of

® [nstruction

e INNER MAGIC—FNQ additional inches of
tingling sensation. .. when you add it to

the Special Stimulator.

® [NNER DYNAMO—A Sensary exclusive! For
utmost sensations, this five-inch attachment adds

® Nationally acclaimed *‘the critic's choice.. ..
the state-of-the-art vibrator.” With Prelude 3 you'll
discover pleasures you've heard about, dreamt
about. . . and longed to experience.
The Prelude 3 System relaxes, stimulates. . .
then helps you achieve ultimate satisfaction!
A $49.45 VALUE.. ONLY $39.95
If coupon is missing, write: Sensory Research
Corp., 2424 Morris Ave., Union, N.J. 07083
30 DAY MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE
This offer void where prohibited by Law.
O G N N N N S B S R .
Save 39 50 lfm |l:t nowl Order your
« | Packagel
Semouy Research Corp., Dept. 79-053
2424 Morris Avenue, Union, N.J. 07083
[ want to take my fantasies to the limit! Rush

— Deluxe Pleasure Package(s) (a regular

549 45 value) for only $39.95 ea., ppd.

I enclose O Check (0 Money order for § _
[0 Bank Americard [ Master Charge
EpPeler— —
AccountNo.__
Name

Address

ﬂp(._.__
City State. Zip.

[ lenclose $1 for catalog only [m!&:eewithall
orders) In N.J. add 5% Sales Tax

© Sensory Research Corp., 1978
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The Secret Life of Marlon Brando—

Yankee, Go Home— -

Billy Joel—

Baseball's Highest-Paid Player—

An Innocent Abroad-—

214 PENTHOUSE

EXCALIBUR

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 185

the wind. It's classic motoring, with none of
the pain—no searing engine heat, no
damp drafts, no tiring din, no kidney-stir-
ring bumps and grinds, just spirited GM
performance and rock-solid ride. That
smoothness is largely due to the Excali-
bur's 1,100-pound steel frame, which
would seem more at home supporting one
end of the Golden Gate Bridge than serv-
ing as the base for a Roaring Twenties
roadster.

The ride and handling gualities of the
Excalibur are actually quite similar to those
of a Corvette. But there is none of the
‘Vetle's skitterish willingness to swap ends
in a fast turn. Maybe that's due to Excali-
bur's modifications, or maybe it's because
you don't feel abliged to press this car to its
limits and, possibly, beyond in every turn,
It's enough just to cruise along, savoring its
ambience and its head-turning appear-
ance.

Besides, the test car has been sold
months ago, and its proud new owner will
take possession in a few days. [t wouldn't
do to bend it. So we aim it back toward Ed
Jurist's Vintage Car Store in Nyack, N.Y.—
our friendly local Excalibur dealer—bask-
ing in its glory, while Sales Director Victoria
Scrima, swathed in fur, obligingly plays the
part of the perfect accessory to our two-
ton, $28,000 ralling status symbol. Eal your
heart out, Jay Gatshy! O+

Excaliburs are available only at the
following United States dealerships:

Excalibur Sales, Inc.
1735 South 106th Street
Milwaukee, Wisc. 53214
(414)771-8240

Allen Motor Car Corp.

1612 East Sunrise Boulevard
Fort Lauderdale, Fla. 33304
(305) 763-5010

Excalibur Motor Cars, Ltd.
3160 Skokie Valley Road
Highland Park, Ill. 60035
(312)433-4400

Excalibur Southwest, Inc.
5900 North Freeway
Suite 113

Houston, Tex. 77076
(713)691-1703

Excalibur West, Inc.
3766 Mill Street
Reno, Nev 89502
(702) 323-2758

Vintage Car Store, Inc.
93 South Broadway
Nyack, N.Y. 10960
(914) 358-3800




Try a taste tes A
that cansaveyou |4
about$200 4 8\
premium
scotch.

Go ahead. Try Lauder’s 86 proof
premium taste against your brand.
Have a friend pour your brand intoa
glass and Lauder’s into a glass. Then
taste each. You just might be surprised
that you prefer premium Lauder’s.

If you do, there’s another

nice surprise. Lauder’s

costs about $2.00 less

than other premiums.

The reason is that we

ship Lauder’s to the U.S.

in sealed casks. This

saves about $2.00 a fifth

over taxes, shipping and

mark-up charged by other

premiums bottled in

Scotland. Try the taste test. g
Lauder’s premium taste PN
_and the $2.00 savings are
very easy to swallow.

...a premium scotch that costs about *2.00 less.

100% Blended Scotch Whiskies, Imported by Hiram Walker & Sons. Inc, Peona, IL — 86 Prool



Based on latest U.S. Government Report:

Carlton

is lowest.

See how Carlton stacks
down in tar. Look at the latest
U.S. Government figures for:
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- malcs _m)a

Winston Lights 13 0.9

Vantage - BEE 08

Salem Lights 10 0.8

Merit T 8 0.6 3 LGSS
Kent Golden Lights 8 07 ST than
True - 5 0.4 .
CarionSofiFack 10 I mg.
Cariton Menthol less than 1 0.1 tar.

Carlton Box less than 0.5 0.05

Of all brands, lowest.. Carlton Box: Less than 0.5 mg. tar,
0.05 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report May '78.

Carlton.

Filter & Menthol

100s.

: ) Box: Less than 0.5 mg. “tar”” 0.05 mq. nicotine;
Warmpg: The Surg_eﬂ” General Has Determined Soft Pack and Menthol: 1 mg. “'tar’ 0.1 mg. nicotine
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous ta Your Health. av. per cigarette, FTC Report May '78. 100 mm. & mg.
“tar,” 0.5 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method.




