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Seagram’s Seven Crown America’s Good Time Spirit.










THE OFFICIAL SHOE OF
THE OTHER GUY IN MIAMI WHO KEEPS EVERYONE
GLUED TO THEIR T.V. SETS.






SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Cigarette
Smoke Contains Carbon Monoxide.

12 mg. "tar", 0.9 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method.







SOME SEE A WINDSURFER.
WITH MAXXUM YOU’LL SEE ACOWBOY RIDING
THE TAIL END OF A RAINBOW.

YOU AND THE MIND
OF MINOLTA.

YOU'LL NEVER SEE LIFE
THE SAME WAY AGAIN.

Your imagination. Free to soar
with Minolta Maxxum|' the first
SLR with built-in autofocusing.

Its automatic modes make it
easy to react spontaneously. While
Maxxum on manual gives you total =
creative control.

There's a Maxxum for every
photographer. From the world’s
best-selling SLR, the Advanced
Maxxum 7000, to the more eco-
nomical Standard Maxxum 5000,
up to the Professional Maxxum
9000. And with 26 autofocus
lenses, 3 flash units and a multi-
tude of other accessories,
Maxxum is the most complete
autofocus system.

So, while others watch a wind-
surfer, you can catch a breath-
taking ride with Maxxum.

B certain that the valuabie Minoita USA 2 year ¢
limited wartanty cards are pachaged with your proc
infotmation, see your Minolta dealer or write: Minol

De |I MX-7, 101 Williams Drive, Ramsey, NJ 07446, In Canada M\
Canada, Inc . Ontano

AUTOFOCUS SYSTEM

ONLY FROM THE MIND
OF MINOLTA

© 1987 Minohta Corpotation
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Commissioned by

The Franklin Mint in honor
of the U.S. Constitution’s
200th anniversary.

AMERICAN MAJESTY. An
exhilarating tribute to our
heritage and liberty. An American
masterpiece by Ronald Van
Ruyckevelt, whose works have
been presented to such world
leaders as President Kennedy,
Queen Elizabeth II and the
Emperor of Japan.

Experience his genius. In a
sculpture as powerful as the American
eagle. A new and original work of
art—individually handcrafted and
hand-painted — in imported porcelain
of exceptional quality.

American Majesty by Ronald
Van Ruyckevelt. A sculpture destined
for glory. Available exclusively
through The Franklin Mint.

Shown smaller than actual size of
15-1/2" in height including hardwood base.

© 1987 FM

The Franklin Mint
Franklin Cenrer, PA 19091
Please enter my order for American
Majesty, an original work of art in fine
hand-painted porcelain, at the issue
price of §195.*

[ need send no money now. I will
be billed in five monthly installments
of $39.* cach, with the first payment

SIGNATURE
AL

MR
MRS

L ORDEAS ARE SUDJECT TO ACCEPTANC

STATE, ZI1P

The Franklin Mint
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BENSON &HEDGES

because quality matters.

SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoking
Causes Lung Cancer, Heart Disease,
Emphysema, And May Complicate Pregnancy.
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Bow River.
A rugged place for a smooth taste to start.

R

ALBERTA, CANADA—
Breathtaking. That's the only
way to describe this white
water rodeo. Our canoe’s
been bucking up and down
like a wild bronco.

There's a surprise waiting
at every twist and turn in the
river. Thundering rapids.
Jagged boulders. Swirling
whirlpools.

We're soaked to the bone.
And our arms are numb from
paddling. But we can’t wait to
get back out on the river
tomorrow.

Right now, nothing feels
better than kicking back and
relaxing with the smooth
taste of Windsor Canadian.
It's made with the pure gla-
cial waters that trickle down
into this great river. They also
use rich local rye. And they
age Windsor in fresh moun-
tain air.

Funny, isn't it? That a river
as rugged as this could be a
starting place for Canada’s
smoothest whisky.

WINDSORM

CANADAS SMOOTHEST WHISKY.

CANADIAN WHISKY—A blend » 80 Proof « Imported and Bottled by the Windsor Distillery Company, New York, N.Y. © 1987 National Distillers Products Co












Why draft beer
isreal beer.

The best things in life are the real things,
and there’s no better example of this than a mug
of cold draft beer.

Draft Beer: The Essence of Beer

Draft beer is real beer because it is the
original beer. Long before there were bottles or
cans there was only draft beer. It was not pas-
teurized. It was not tampered with in any way.
It was just pure beer.

Today, draft beer is still the richest,
smoothest, freshest-tasting beer, a taste that
beer in bottles or cans just can’t seem to match.

Pasteurization: Cooked Beer, Anyone?

The basic difference between draft beer
and packaged beer is pasteurization. Most beers
mm in bottles or cans are pas-
teurized—or cooked—to
preserve them. But the high
temperatures of
pasteurization
1@ promise the

original, genuine
taste of the beer.
Which is why many
discriminating beer
drinkers feel that
draft beer is fresher,
& richer and smoother
than bottled beer.

Cold-Filtering: A Long-Awaited Breakthrough
Now, at last, there is a real draft beer in

bottles and cans: Miller Genuine Draft. Thanks
to a process called cold-filtering, Miller Genuine

Draft does not have to be pasteurized—or
cooked. Utilizing a super-fine ceramic filter,
cold-filtering purifies beer much like spring
water is purified in nature when it is filtered
through layers of clay, gravel and sand. Because
Miller Genuine Draft is not pasteurized, it
retains all of its original gen- - *==2
uine taste so it’s as rich and
smooth as beer ever was. o
We invite you to enjoy =™
this exceptional beer. We e B
think you'll agree that
Miller Genuine Draft is as
real as beer gets.
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Miller Genuine Draft.
Asrealasit gets.

¢ 1987 Miller Brewing Co., Milwaukee, WI












PERFORMANCE COUNTS.

THE THRILL OF REAL CIGARETTE TASTE IN A LOW TAR.

9 mg. “tar”, 0.7 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method.

SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoking

By Pregnant Women May Result in Fetal
Injury, Premature Birth, And Low Birth Weight.

3 © 1987 R.J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO.
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) turn water into rock.

SK-8 $179.50

SK-1599.95

Sampling Keyboards, from Casio.
Once you've sampled one of these
machines, playing music will never be
the same. Simply by directing its built-in
microphone at any sound—from rain
drop to balloon pop—you can record
a sample of it, then play it back.

But before you play it, you can
play with it—and that's where the fun
begins. You can loop it to make it
longer, reverse it, or change it using
various sound envelopes.

Our SK-5 can hold four samples in
its memory, even when the power is off.
Plus it comes with eight presets that are
areal turn-on, simply because they're
so real. These include piano, trumpet,

vibraphone, chorus (human voices), arf
(dog bark) and surf—all of which are
PCM samples of the real thing.

For more outrageousness, check
out the SK-5's rhythm section. There
are eight on-board drum pads; four
with preset PCM sounds—high and
low bongo, lazer gun and lion—and
four which can be set up to play sam-
ples of anything your imagination can.
come up with.

As for the auto rhythms, you'll just

© SK-100$299.00

\ SK.58169,50

‘and it will play one of its seven demen-

stration tunes.

~ Whether you're an advanced
keyboardist or still wet behind the ears,
there's a Casio sampler that's in tune

-thh your experience, as weII as your

Wheremmclns nworm

Casio, Inc. Electronic Musical Instrument Division: 15 Gardner Road, Fairfield, NJ 07006 (201) 882-1493.
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THE GREAT PENTHOUSE TREASURE HUNT
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Ever wondered how it would feel to hold a for-
tune in the palm of your hand? Well, this very
issue contains the clues that can put over
$100,000 worth of sensational prizes within your
grasp! The fourth annual Great Penthouse

Treasure Hunt is on, and now’s the time to
stake your claim. It's easy to play. First, feast
your eyes on the magnificent bounty displayed
above and on the next few pages. Then read
the simple directions that follow on page 30.

Act now, because if we receive your entry by
the Early Bird Deadline of September 30, 1987,
you'll also become eligible to win the vacation
of alifetime! Turn the page for complete details
on all Treasure Hunt prizes.

27






Moorea and five nights at Australia's Chateau Melbourne,
from Direction Pacific and Ted Cook’s Islands in the Sun; a
fully stocked bar from Heublein, Inc., featuring Smirnoff Vodka,
Finlandia Vodka, Black Velvet Canadian Whisky, Cuervo Es-
pecial Tequila, Wild Turkey Bourbon, The Famous Grouse
Scotch Whisky, Yukon Jack Canadian Liqueur, and Plantation
Peaches 'n Cream Liqueur; a week for two at the Paradise
Towers Hotel in the Bahamas. Next row: A $1,500 assortment
of videocassette programs from Vestron Video; Hexaround
Tower Timepiece clock/aquarium; Caribbean cruise for two
from Joker/e-z wider cigarette papers. Next row: For ten win-

ners, a gift of Konica T-120 SSR videotapes and 35mm ISO
100 SR-V color-print film; for three winners, a nine-liter bottle
of Mumm Cordon Rouge champagne:; for ten winners, a set
of Federal Follies videos. Last row: A $1,500 Style Auto ward-
robe; Clarion car-audio equipment, including stereo AM/FM
cassette receiver, equalizer’amplifier, power amp, 6'2" Coax-
ial speaker system, 6" x 9" three-way speaker system, and
6"-square sub-woofer; Yashica 230 AF camera with acces-
sories; a week for two at the Gold Mountain Chalet Resort in
Spring Glen, N.Y.: for two winners, a JVC camcorder. For
more information, see page 217.
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Eventually you'll amve at Finlandia.

The world‘s finest I.VOdk(].
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BEAUTY SCHOOL
DROPOUTS

When Frankie Avalon sang
"Beauty School Dropout” in
Grease, he missed the point:
Hundreds of beauty schools
are getting beautifully rich
from high failure rates—

at taxpayers' expense.
Students at accredited
schools, which train them in
skills like hairdressing and
lipstick application, are eligi-
ble for annual federal grants
that are doled out with
bureaucratic ineptitude that
would make a fine Grease 3
plot. While no
precise

ures are available, the
Education Department dished
out $804 million in such
assistance last year to enrol-
lees at 2,649 vocational
schools. Since about half of
these were in the beauty
field, figure that about $402
million went to their students—
and that a chunk of it
(anywhere between $25 and
$76 million) wound up in

the schools' pockets after the
students dropped out.

That's because, the way
the rules are written, the
schools get to hold on to 30
percent of the tuition if a
youngster quits after
completing between five and

ten percent of the required
classroom hours for gradua-
tion. And they keep all the
moola if a student hangs in for
just half the course,
something a number of
schools encourage by paying
a $250 bribe to each seeker
after learning who makes
the midpoint.

With the dropoult rate at
least 19 percent, the Educa-
tion Department guards
your bucks by having these
groves of academe administer
an admission test—sample
question: "Cosmetologist
is to Woman as Barber is to:
(1) Ladies (2) Horses (3)

Man (4) Actress.” The schools

grade the replies themselves.
“I'll work with you before
you lake the test. Don't worry,”
a staffer at a New York
school assured my associate
Trudi Miller when she applied
for entry. "Bring your
mother's income tax rec-
ords and $10 for registration.”
To be fair, like much that is
dumb in government, the
motive behind all of this is
admirable—helping under-
privileged kids get a career.
Unfortunately, Cutter Holline,
an industry newsletter, calcu-
lates that, of those who do
complete the training, the
average age for reliring from
the profession is 23.

SNITCH "N’ SWITCH

A New York hood who briefly
turned stoolie woke up one
morning to discover that

the Justice Department crime
buster who “ran” him was
now in private practice,
defending Genovese crime
boss “Fat Tony" Salerno (left).
That amazed the hood. As
a prosecutor, the lawyer,
John H. Jacobs, “put a wire
on me and put me in MCC
[the city pen] to talk to
Salerno,” says Matt Traynor.
Jacobs says not to worry,
because “Salerno was not the
target of the investigation.”
Was Traynor being used
to worm information from Fat
Tony for some other investi-
gation? “I'd rather not
comment,” says Jacobs,
whose public service also
included supervising the

Abscam investigation.

Other lawyers were quite
willing, however, to discuss
what appears to be a poten-
tially lethal loophoele in the
Ethics in Government Act. This
law prohibits federal prose-
cutors from leaving office
and joining the defense in a
case in which they “directly
participated.” But there is no
bar on a prosecutor employ-
ing an informer to get
evidence in one case, then
going on to defend that
criminal in a different case.
Moreover, unless the snitch's
identity is classified a secret,
there is also nothing to stop
the ex-prosecutor from tipping
his client about who

blabbed-—nothing, that is,
beyond what a Justice
spokesman describes as
"the ethical standards of the
lawyer."

Traynor isn't losing sleep
over any of this because,
he says, he warned Salerno
he was taping him. But how
about the countless finks who
produced for the feds and
have been given new identi-
ties in the Witness Protection
Program?

“If the attorney who got
you into the program changed
sides and wanted to locate
you, he probably would
be able to," counsels a former
Justice Department col-
league of Jacobs's.

35







- RealDreams.

e 2 5 A
- T 4

\
Real people m
want real taste.

SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Cigarette
Smoke Contains Carbon Monoxide.
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Canyou find
thebést friend
in this ad?

oo

i

isp. clear. ncomparo! ly SMOT! i1} sm‘moﬂ Vodko.
parat i
3 A

Cf

Not surprisingly these days, it's  encourage and support this wonder-
the man who is n#ot drinking. Why?  fully grown-up idea. Indeed, we will

Because he volunteered to be the promote it to the public and nurge our
Designated Driver for his friends industry to do likewise. More than
who are enjoying their drinks. anything else, we believe...

The makers of Smirnoff® Vodka FM w me M ﬁ 9 a‘}ihg

SMIRNOFF * VODKA BO & 100 Proof distilled from grain, 10 1984 Ste. Piarre Smirnalf FLS (Division of Heublein, inc ) Hartford, CT—Made in US A
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RADAR WARNING RECEIVER

its radar warning was merely astonishing.
Then the improvements began

“If you can Imagine the Turbo Porsche of the
radar detectors, this Is it!' That was Car and
Driver's verdict on the first ESCORT.

The comment referred to ESCORT's
astonishing performance, but it anticipated
something more. Just as Porsche keeps
refining its classic 911, our engineers now
have nine years of technical advancements
built into ESCORT.

More power under the hood

While car makers talk about horsepower,
engineers measure a detector’s radar-finding
ability in dB. Today's ESCORT is significantly
more powerful than the one that drew super-
latives from Car and Driver nine years ago:
10 dB more sensitive on X band, 13 dB on
K band.

Our engineers never stop researching,
and when they make a breakthrough, it goes
into production immediately. Consequently,
ESCORT performance is always at the fore-
front. In its most recent test of ESCORT, Road
& Track wrote, ... it is highly recommended”

Since then, our engineers have added
an extra 2 dB to ESCORT's sensitivity on both
bands. Imagine what Road & Track would say
now.

Rashid rejection too

Of course, there's more to detection
than simply issuing a long-range warning.
The warning must be real. No false alarms.

EPAH 20

RADAR RASHID
Figure 1: A digital spectrum analyzer scanning the entire width
of K band can't see the difference between radar and Rashid,

When the FCC cleared the Rashid VRSS
collision warning system for operation on K

band, there was no known way to distinguish
between Rashid and radar. But our engineers
came through again. Our AFR™ (Alternating
Frequency Rejection) circuitry automatically
isolates and neutralizes Rashid signals, yet
leaves ESCORT's radar detection capability
undiminished for your protection.

The full radar report

In addition to long-range warning,
ESCORT also pioneered a full-disclosure
warning system that tells you everything you
need to know about the radar it finds. At
first radar contact, the alert lamp responds
and the analog meter indicates radar
strength. Simultaneously you will hear an
audio warning—pulsing slowly when radar is
weak, quicker as you near, then constant as
you approach range.

L—cm

Highway/City
Switch

Power-ON LED
and Sensor

Signal Strength
Meter

ESCORT also provides separate warning
tones for each radar band. And we've added
a Mute function for your convenience: once
you've noted the warning, touching a switch
mutes the audio warning, yet leaves the
detection circuits fully armed for the next
encounter.

Character reference

Our policy of continuous refinement has
prompted the experts at Road & Track to say,
“Externally, the ESCORT has changed hardly
at all over the years; internally, it has under-
gone several major revisions, each estab-
lishing new performance standards in the
field

Now...same-day shipping
We build ESCORT in Cincinnati and we
sell direct to our customers only. Call toll
free. Orders in by 3:00 pm eastern time
Monday through Friday go out the same day
by UPS, and we pay shipping. Overnight
delivery is guaranteed by Federal Express
for $10 extra.
Time-honored guarantee
If you're not fully satisfied within 30 days,
return your ESCORT. We'll refund all your
money, including return postage, with no
questions.
More than a million drivers put their trust
in ESCORT. Yours is just a toll-free call away.

Order Today
ESCORT $245 (OH res. add $13.48 tax)

TOLL FREE...800-543-1608
(Phone Mon-Fri 8-11, Sat & Sun 9:30-6 EST)

M | DINERS CLUB
INTERMATIONAL

By mail send to address below. All
orders processed immediately. Prices
slightly higher for Canadian shipments.

ESCORT

RADAR WARNING RECEIVER

| vsa

Cincinnati Microwave
Department 00597

One Microwave Plaza
Cincinnati, Ohio 45249-9502

© 1987 Cincinnati Microwave, Inc.



Imagine a world in

which your last name, all

by itself, is enough to

set the country off with rage.

BY BEN STEIN

Julie Nixon Eisenhower has
lived, in her roughly 40 years,
about len lifetimes. She was
the younger daughter of

the most controversial political
figure in American life during
the postwar period. She
grew up with the sounds of
Hiss and Chambers, allega-
tions of slush funds, screams
of mobs in Caracas, sudden
bulletins about presidential
heart attacks, and unmatched
vilification of her father.

Imagine the life of the
daughter of a man who, lo a
powerful sector of American
opinion, was the Antichrist,
the very incarnation of the
red-baiting devil, the arch-
conniver of all time, the light-
ning rod of the entire Ameri-
can left and center-left and
much of the right, Richard M.
Nixon. Imagine a world in
which your last name, all by
itself, was enough to set
people afire with rage.

If you can imagine that,
you might have a start on
thinking up someone who
gradually became toughened
and hardened, who covered
over her sensitivity with
bitterness and sarcasm and
a general contempt for the

42  PENTHOUSE

world at large. Or, you might
imagine someone who would
retreat from the world alto-
gether and live a monastic life
in a fairy-lale existence away
from the name that made
people crazy.

But if you thought of Julie
Eisenhower as cither of these
persons, you would be dead
wrong. Because as Julie
Eisenhower was living her ten
lives (or more), she did nol
al all become tough, and she
certainly never relreated
from anything. As she helped
her parents with their strug-
gles within the Eisenhower
administration, against John
F Kennedy’s machine, in
the darkest days after her
father lost to Pat Brown for
California’s governorship
in 1962, she became that
rarest of curiosilies: a public
person with the soul of a
perfectly genuine, absolutely
open woman. In the fierce
crucible of her many lives,
she still willed herself to feel.
| have known Julie for almost
15 years now, and | can prom-
ise you that she fell every
lash when her fellow students
at Smith College would not
allow her father to come
to her graduation. She
smarled with every sneering
cartoon and every barbed
comparison of her father with
dictators. She felt every
blow as Watergale rained
down on her

Still, she felt. She fell in
love with David Eisenhower.
She fell in love—on a different
level—with writing, and
became a superb writer her-
self, and thal cannol be
done without feeling. She felt
for the men and women
who died for their country in
the tragically misbegotten
cause of Vietnam.

When the end of the Nixon
presidency came in Augusl
of 1974, she did not leave
Washington, even though the
Washington of fall 1974
could not have been a more
poisonous spot for a woman
named Nixon. She did not
leave because she had
to clean out her father's office
so that something concrete
would be salvaged and
so that the retreat would have
at least a semblance of
order. She also did not leave
because her husband was
in law school in Washington
and had to finish his studies.
Even then, at the darkest
moment of her life, she felt her
husband's and her father
and mother's needs as
strongly—more strongly—
than if they had been hers.

When she and David
Eisenhower finally left Wash-
ington and went to California
to start a family, she quietly
set about making a whole
new life. She and David lived
quietly in Capistrano Beach,
near San Clemente, until they
returned east to their long-
lime home in a suburb of
Philadelphia. There, Julie
wrote a fine book about the
world leaders she had met
while her father had been in
political office, entitied Spe-
cial People. She helped wilh
her father's memoirs and
foreign-policy books. She
wrate a loving, stunningly
insightful book, Pat Nixon: The
Untold Story, about her
mother’s life as Richard Nix-
on's wife, the kind of book
that a lifelong historian or
even a poel would wanl to
have written themselves

To me, any one of several
of Julie Eisenhower's accom-
plishments would be enough
for even a highly capable

woman: surviving a childhood
of hate against her father,
working lirelessly in lwo major
campaigns, voluntarily shar-
ing the heal of Walergale,
wriling her fine books, bring-
ing up three children, being
married to a genius. Bul

to have done all of these acts
and to slill feel enough to
call her friends just because
she has read something

that lel her know they are
feeling low; lo still have a wry
sense of humor aboul every-
thing that passes before

her, even her own losses; to
slill have in her eyes a com-
munion with every other

man or woman who has suf-
fered or triumphed—Ithat

is the real accomplishment
of her life.

The batlles of Watergate
are long pasl. The students |
teach do not even know
what Watergate was, nor do
they care. The most hitter
partisans are leaving the
scene one way or another.
Those who remain are often
covered up by the psychic
armor that they built to shield
themselves from the agony
of combat. The same is true
for all of the battles of the
Nixon era. Although the bat-
lles are over—and it is hard,
if not impossible, to know
what all of those campaigns
in the Nixon and anti-Nixon
wars were aboul, who won,
and who losl—there is one
certain winner: Julie Nixon
Eisenhower. She has been
through the mud and the
trenches, suffered without
cause, bul she can still laugh
and smile and feel and write
aboul il. She has kept her
hearl in a hearlless struggle,
and kepl her sensitivity
when others made them-
selves hardened. O+




If you thought the excerpt in August’s issue
was incredible—don’t miss the entire
story of the Mafia boss who became
the government’s most lethal weapon

When Jimmy Fratianno, the highest-ranking
Mafioso ever to turn against La Cosa Nostra,
started to talk, his testimony did more than help
Penthouse in its libel suit—it put more than
twenty-five mobsters behind bars and linked

dozens of highly placed individuals to the Mafia,
from Frank Sinatra to Jackie Presser. The story
of why he broke the oath of Omerta reveals in
riveting detail what it is like to live a secret life
as a government star witness—and as a man
marked for death!

Atall
bookstores

MACMILLAN
PUBLISHING
/  COMPANY
/ 866 Third
' Avenue
New York, NY
10022
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if smoking isn’t a pleasure, Nha
why bother?

SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoking
Causes Lung Cancer, Heart Disease,

Emphysema, And May Complicate Pregnancy.







*Someone whose opinion | respect has been
advising me to use condoms. _
He’ the Surgeon General of the United States!

© 1987 Carter-Wallace, Inc,

“To quote the man directly: ‘The best protection against infection right now,
barring abstinence, is use of a condom.’

Now, it's not like | haven't heard this anywhere else.

These days, unless you never read the papers, watch TV, or talk to your friends,
you're definitely going to hear something about sexually transmitted diseases.

How serious they are. How anyone can get them. How condoms can help protect
you. Sometimes you wonder how much is real danger. And how much is just panic.
But when the Surgeon General says something about health, I'd give it more weight.

And act on it. Especially in this case. After all, I've got absolutely nothing to lose
if | follow his advice. And maybe a terrible lot to lose, if | don't”

Trojan condoms, the most widely used brand in America, help reduce the
risk of sexually transmitted diseases.

TROJAN®

BRAND CONDOMS

For all the right reasons.
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SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING Smokmg
By Pregnant Women May Result in Fetal
Injury, Premature Birth, And Low Birth Weight.




THE RICHER TASTE OF MYERS'S RUM
ALWAYS COMES THROUGH.

If your Pina Colada tastes like you forgot to add rum, try |
Myers’s Original Dark Rum. Its deep, rich Jamaican flavor always
comes through. Of course, Pifia Colada is just one of many dnnk& that

Myerss Rum can improve. For our free recipe book!et write Myerss
Rum, FDR Station, PO. Box 1645, New York, NY IOjSO

MYERS'S RUM.THE TASTE WON'T MIX AWAY.

MYERS'S RUM. BO PROOF. IMPORTED AND BOTTLED BY THE FRED L. MYERS & SON CO. B(%MORE leﬂ 1986.




VIEW FROM THE TORP

HOW TO CATCH A SWALLOW

BY EMILY PRAGER

States Marine Corps was horribly tarnished. It was re-

vealed that members of the crack U.S. embassy Marine
guard in Moscow had been accused of not only fraternizing
with the female Soviet enemy, but of allowing them to party in
embassy security areas and to picnic in the decoding room.
Two young Marines were charged with espionage in this re-
gard, for actually taking money from K.G.B. agents. More were
under investigation. Though the charges were dropped, we
wondered how this could happen. How could the young men
of our most elite fighting force ever be seduced into such
sensitive positions? Then last week, we received the following
shocking manual. This startling pamphlet was bought on the
black market by a journalist we sent to Moscow to convince
Mrs. Gorbachev that, what with glasnost, she might consider
posing for the magazine. She declined, but we got the manual.
Read it and weep.

The 1987 Supreme Soviet Marine Pickup Guide by Colonel
Violetta Seina, K.G.B. strategy expert and former U.S. em-
bassy receptionist (Kulak Press, Moscow).

Section One: Marine Pickups. Introduction: All young U.S.
Marines are rising saps. Like

qeveral months ago, the sterling reputation of the United

3. U.S. Embassy: Any job is good, but best is on copy ma-
chine. Allow Marines to Xerox their buttocks. They love this. |
don't know why.

Tactical Marine Recruiting—~Fashion Deployment. For Ma-
rines with grandparents from Eastern Bloc countries or from
U.S.S.R., dressing sexy is same as for Russian boys. A nice
babushka, some sturdy boots, housedress, and a pipe in mouth
is perfect for starting motors. But for Marines descended from
English or red Indians, is more difficult. You must have garter
belts and feathers. Feathers you can get from goose farm in
Ukraine. But garter belts, on black market only when American
ballet is touring or Raisa Gorbachev has yard sale. Wait for
them. Pay any price.

Marine Party Politics. Young Marines love parties. Especially
with K.G.B. girls. | gave party once in guardhouse behind U.S.
embassy. Much vodka. Lang, lonely Moscow winter had made
Marines like cossacks on spree. Or Gary Hart on campaign
trail. Next day, | felt like gulag and walked like duck. Take it
from expert: This is fun part.

Marine Landings. Once you have breached secure Marines,
now you must get favors. Now you must get secrets, get Ma-

rines to betray U.S.A.| gain ac-

young trees. Sap rises to top; .
trees must have sex. Female
Soviet agents like sap buckets.
Hang on trees. Introduce pet-
cock. Hand crank. Embassy
penetrated. No problem.

Quick Marine Access.

1. The Subway: Moscow sub-
way is beautiful spot. Very ro-
mantic. Great art. Many Ma-
rines take subway from U.S.
embassy to Marine House. Point
out Da Vinci nudes near toll-
booth. Tell them you pose for
that. Moscow's top model.
Sweet boys, no culture.

2. Kitchen at Marine House:
Marines live at House. Best way
to Marine's heart is through his
blinchiki. Colonel Galina be-
came cook at Marine House.
This is way she met young cor-
porals. Now she has cookbook:
Pull With Piroshki. Smart girl.

cess to secure areas. Here is
tips: Tell your Marine boyfriend:

1. K.G.B. is offering $350,000
to any soldier who can have sex
two times standing upright near
the document file in the em-
bassy decoding room.

2. K.G.B. is offering $200,000
to any soldier who can go all
night inside - the military-strat-
egy safe on top of the satellite-
photograph file in the ambas-
sador’s office.

3. K.G.B. is offering $350,000
to any soldier who can satisfy three
women in front of the main com-
puter terminal in the top-secret
Military Deployments Wing by the
classified-disk compartment.

As extra incentive, be sure to
add: No American soldier has
ever been able to win these mon-
eys, and K.G.B doubts any of
them ever will,
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PEOPPLE

BY PATRICE BALDWIN

What is one of pop music's
premier poseurs up to now,
more than a decade after the
“new wave” explosion? Adam
Ant, purveyor of "Antmusic
for sex people," has tempo-
rarily put aside his guitar
o pursue a career in
acting. His new venture
has been so success-
ful, in fact, that he

has been working al-
most nonstop.

Two years ago, Ant took
a rather daring step by
starring in Joe Orton's En-
tertaining Mr. Sloane on Lon-
don's equivalent of Broad-
way, the West End. Although
in 1987 Orton is once again
the focus of media attention
by virtue of Prick Up Your
Ears, the critically acclaimed
film of his life; and the publi-
cation of his diaries, in 1985
he was still considered
something of a cult figure. “It
is an understatement to say
that the English press have
not always been kind to me,"
Ant told Penthouse, “but |
was surprised at the positive
feedback | got for doing
Sloane. The kind of response
| got for the play was some-
thing I'd never experienced
as a singer.”

Since this first foray behind
the footlights, Ant has been
seen in no less than two
television spots and two fea-
ture films, with three more
movies to be released this
autumn. Ant had a small part
in Nomads, a supernatural
thriller that will be primarily
remembered for being the
first starring vehicle for Pierce
Brosnan of “Remington
Steele.” "l learned a lot from
working on Nomads,” Ant
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said of his cameo appear-
ance as a (typecast?) punk.
“Mostly | learned the type
of situations | should not get
involved with." Scripts for
both “The Equalizer” and
"Amazing Stories” followed.
Ant will be in your local
cinema soon in Cold Steel,
directed by Mario Puzo's
daughter Dorothy; in Slam-
dance with Tom Hulce and
Mary Elizabeth Mastrantonio;
and in World Gone Wild
with Bruce Dern. He plays a
“nasty henchman, a victim
of circumstance, and a
preacher,” respectively. I got
all these parts through read-
ings, which was gratifying
for me,” Ant explained. "I look
for strong character roles
that stand out, and for people
who are interesting to work
with. The problem with being

a singer is that people in the
industry think of you in

% terms of music—you'll want
1 to do the soundtrack or a

song. As far as I'm con-
cerned, there has never been
a good film made about
rock 'n' rell, with the excep-
tion of maybe Jailhouse
Rock and The Girl Can't
Help It. So I've avoided
all scripts that want
f~: me to play a singer.”
ool Antmusic fans should
% not despair. He is
L working on an album
: with perennial
sideman Marco
¢ Pirroni that should
be out early in '88.
2 “I'm still very involved in
| my music—in fact, | write
all the time. | just needed
a break; and | guess I've
been bitten by the acting
bug! | look forward to acting
and singing being different—
different disciplines.”

LOOXY BIN

BY KAREN SCHWARZ

» What's all this talk about
O-rings and cold weather
leading to the Challenger di-
saster? The Evangelist maga-
Zine says it was Satan: "The
shuttle, possibly maore than
any other instrument of sci-
ence, is playing a greater
part in world evangelization
than anything else. And
for this reason, Satan would
certainly desire to stop it.
Most all of the satellites that
are launched into space, off
which the signals are beamed
for television programming
all over the world, are carried
aloft by the shuttle.”

* Abortion foes are waiting
for a miracle, or something, to
happen at the Supreme
Court. Douglas Johnson, leg-

islative director of the National
Right to Life Committee,
says they're waiting for a
change of membership on
the Court. But the Reverend
Joe Morecraft is not nearly so
patient. He's praying for
God to put His foot down
once and for all and just wipe
out the Court “in any way
he sees fit."

 Jimmy Swaggart certainly
has his hands full these
days. Not only is he being
accused of staging the Jim
Bakker scandal in order
to smooth his takeover of
Bakker's ministry, he's also
worried sick about all these
immigrants. "America’s spiri-
tual heritage is Judeo-Chris-
tian, with freedom for all to
worship or not to worship.
However, that freedom is en-
couraging tremendous evan-
gelistic efforts by religions
such as Buddhism, Spiritual-
ism, and Islam. America’s
greatest problem will be the
influx of foreign religions
which will change the face of
our spiritual thinking. . . .
Does America want a country
that is predominantly Latin?"

* When nudity is news, it
seems a lot of folks in Kansas
City would happily give up
their right to know. The Kan-
sas City Times caught con-
siderable flack when it ran a
picture of the renowned
artist Thomas Hart Benton's
painting of the goddess
Persephone to accompany a
story about a local museum'’s
purchase of the painting for
a record $2.5 million. The
paper was deluged with an-
gry letters. The Reverend
Loren Green wrote, “| was
shocked. At first | thought |
was seeing a picture out
of Playboy." (Is Playboy run-
ning similar pictures these
days, Reverend?) In a clever




rebuttal, F Russell Millin, a
former U.S. attorney in Kansas
City, stated in rhyme, “There
once was a preacher named
Green / Who thought Perseph-
one obscene. / He knew
what was lewd, this psalm-
singing prude. / If it doesn't
wear clothes, it ain't clean.”

Kansas City Times
Publisher James Hale said,
“If it's good enough to hang in
the museum, it's good
enough to share with our
readers."”

* As Pat Robertson gets
ready to hit the campaign trail,
and the press gets ready to
maove in, we wonder how he's
going to talk himself out of
one dubious liaison that's
come to light. It seems
Robertson is an old friend of
Lieutenant Colonel Ollie
North, whose contragate
antics have wreaked havoc
at the White House. As past
president of the official-
sounding Council for National
Policy, Pat and Ollie joined
forces to raise money for
their contra buddies in
Nicaragua.

» Can you imagine banning
a display of banned books?
The Colonial Williamsburg

Foundation in Williamsburg,
Virginia, landlords of the
Scribner bookstore there,
thought the display of books
that have been subject to
censorship was inappropriate
in the restored eighteenth-
century city. Crowds of people
attracted to the display had
to view the books through
“peepholes” cut in large
sheets of black paper that
covered the windows. A
spokesperson for the founda-
tion said the display was
suggestive and in poor taste.
The American Booksellers
Association did not buy it:

“, . .it's an issue of censor-
ship, freedom to read and
freedom to make your own
choice. That's what our whole
Banned Books Week is
about.”

* The pot calls the kettle
black. Radical feminist Andrea
Dwaorkin, who wants to
censor whatever she happens
not to like, is charging that
her novel Ice and Fire was the
target of censorship because
20 publishers turned it down
before it was finally accepted
for a modest sum. The
writing, Dworkin claims
modestly, is “masterful.”

ANIND

BY GARY HANAUER

It isn't accredited, it allows its
students to copy from books
during exams, and it costs up
to $300 per unit to attend.
But 15,000 persons around
the country have signed
up for classes on the
Electronic University Network,
the nation’s first system to
allow students to go to college
or even get an MBA entirely
by computer. ;
Based in San Francisco,
“Electronic U,” as it is known
to its users, doesn't offer
its own courses for credit.
Instead, the school is a broker
for the State University of
New York (SUNY), Penn State,
the University of lowa,
Boston University, the Univer-
sity of lllinois at Urbana,
California State Polytechnic
University at Pomona, and 15
other universities, many of
which provide complete
degree programs for credit
through the network.
Plugging into the five-year-
old E.U.N. is simple: All a
student needs is an IBM-
compatible computer, mo-

dem,
and one-time
fee of $195. Homework can
be turned in, tests taken, and
questions left—all by
computer.

Students attend the

1 electronic classes in total

privacy. For example, James
Gill, a Boston businessman,
"goes" to a college 3,000
miles away without ever
leaving his home. "I like to
wear my pajamas to class,”
says Gill, 25, a management-
information-systems analyst
for Shawmut Bank of Boston.
The courses can be
attended at any time.
"Sometimes | hand my papers
inat2 am." reports Ray
Ruiz, 36, a San Ramon,
California, manager of Pacific
Bell who is working on an
MBA through the network.
Courses offered range from
“Introductory Marketing”
and “"Money in Banking" to
“Managerial Accounting."
Books come by mail.
Professors as well as
students seem to like
computerized classes. |
have more contact with my
students than | did when
| taught at US.C.," says
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statistics instructor Charles
Seiter.

Still, going to school by
computer has its glitches.
Money is the biggest one. “It
costs too much,” says Ruiz.
“My last two courses cost
$650 each.” Like most E.U.N.
students, Ruiz and Gill say
they expect their tuition to be
reimbursed by their respec-
tive companies.

Although instructor Seiter
says “nobody can cheat
because | require analysis,"
John Peterson, California's
head of postsecondary
education, admits there's “no
way" for the state “to
completely monitor" its
students. Not enly is there
nothing to stop pupils from
copying answers to questions
displayed on screens, but
California now cannot require
educational brokers to be
accredited. “It's a legislative
problem that must eventually
be dealt with,” says state
schools-information officer
Susan Lang.

E.U.N. itself is not satisfied
with some of its courses,

Two officials, Dorrie Kennedy,
director of educational devel-
opment, and Marin
McDonald, manager of
technical support, report
some unnamed schools may
be dropped from the network
because of what Kennedy
terms “administrative
problems." Courses at De
Anza College, in Cupertino,
California, were recently
denied acceptance.

Other complaints from
students vary from charges
that the software is insufficient
to dissatisfaction with course
materials. But according to
Kennedy, there is reason to be
optimistic. “The main thing,”
he says, “is that we're gain-
ing credibility all the time."
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Founding Father Franklin

BY PATRICE BALDWIN

e |f you're a Dick, stand up
and be counted! For $12,
you can become an official
member of the Dicks of
America association, even if
you weren't christened
"Richard." The aim of the
club, says founder Dick
Fruzzetti, is to “unify all of
us Dicks and even those of
us that are not named Dick
but are called it anyway."
Membership includes
an 8'e- by 11-inch wall
certificate suitable for fram-
ing; an “I'm a Dick" badge;
a membership card; and
the official newsletter,
Dickin' Around. Contact
Dicks of America, RO. Box
20782, San Diego, Calif.
92120, or call them at (619)
286-5448,

* Were Ben Franklin alive
and writing his particular
brand of humor and
wisdom today, he'd be apt
to get heat from state
supreme courts for pub-
lishing "obscene material."

was home free when he wrote
Advice to a Young Man

on Choosing a Mistress, but
as of 1957, Federal Appellate
Judge Jerome Frank declared
that should Franklin send

his instructional tome
through the U.S. mail, he'd
be liable to get a jail term. In
fact, as reported by Nat
Hentoff in The Village Voice,
the only state in which
Franklin is safe to express
himself is Oregon, where by
unanimous decision, the
state court recently decreed,
“No law shall be passed
restraining the free ex-
pression of opinion, or
restricting the right to speak,

write, or print freely on any
subject whatsoever."

* Here's another reason to
look before you leap when
taking the matrimonial plunge.
“Women who marry men
brighter than themselves get
brighter, and women who

marry losers become
worse," says K. Warner
Schaie. Schaie, a
psychology professor
working out of the
University of
Washington in
Seattle, began
the study of
married couples
in 1957. Apparently,
couples adopt each
other’s personality and
intellectual traits during the
first seven years of marriage,
level off for a period, then
pick up again after any
children they have had have
grown and moved out of
the nest. “There is a natural
tendency for people to select
people like themselves when
they marry,” explained
Professor Schaie, "but this
goes even beyond that.”

* When nature calls, you
have to answer. Up until now,
however, it has been a lot
easier for men to take that call.
Le Funnelle, a disposable’
paper product, remedies this
age-old difference between
the sexes. Invented by entre-
preneur Lore Harp, Le
Funnelle enables women to
urinate while standing, and
guarantees to make it easier
for a woman to "do what a
man's gotta do." Ideal for
campers, it is also useful for
those who are concerned
with unhygienic conditions in
public rest rooms. For more
informatioh, or to order Le
Funnelle, call toll-free (800)
433-3553; in California, (800)
521-3553.0+m
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FICTION

A celebration
of the 200th anniversary
of the American
Constitution.

LEGACY

BY JAMES A. MICHENER

Ihfs new novel

presents a fictionalized account of
the Constitutional Convention of
1787, as seen through the eyes of
Simon Starr, one of the delegates.
Legacy will be published by Ran-
dom House.

On 9 May 1787, when Simon Starr
left his family plantation in northern
Virginia and started his five-day :
horseback ride to the Constitutional '
Convention in Philadelphia, he car-
ried with him the letter of instruction
his father had sent from his deathbed
in western Massachusetts: “Make
plans to fill my spot. . . . Fashion a
strong new form of government, but
protect Virginia's interests.” More
than most delegates, Simon appre-
ciated how difficult it would be to ful-
fill these two commands.

In the first place, his elders in Vir-
ginia had made it clear that he and
the other delegates were authorized
merely “to correct and improve our
present Articles of Confederation,
and under no circumstances to med- £
dle with any new form of govern- | 4
ment." For him to achieve what his S
father had wanted, a strong central S e
government, would require ignoring i
these instructions. :
_In the second place, he realized : ) " ?’ ©
that a new union could not be estab- |
lished unless the three big states—
Massachusetts in the North, with its ‘
manufacturing; Pennsylvania in the :
middle, with its commerce; Virginia
in the South, with its tobacco and
cotton plantations—found some way
to protect their majority interests while
ensuring the small states like Rhode

PAINTING BY
HOWARD C. CHRISTY
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dozen different directions to determine
Starr's attitudes, and as the evening
waned, it became clear that the two men
had even more in common than Hamilton
had had with old Jared Starr. Both be-
lieved in a strong kind of central govern-
ment, in the right of large states to exer-
cise large powers, and particularly in the
sanctity of property. But toward the end
of that first exploration Simon heard sev-
eral of Hamilton's opinions which could
be interpreted as an inclination toward a
monarchical form of government: “Si-
mon, the world is divided into those with
power and those without. Control of gov-
ernment must rest with the former, be-
cause they have most at hazard. What-
ever kind of supreme ruler we devise, he
should serve for life and so should the
members of the stronger house, if we have
more than one. That way we avoid the
domination of the better class by the
poorer.”

“Poorer? Do you mean money?"

Hamilton bit on his knuckle: “Yes, |
suppose | do. But | certainly want those
with no money to have an interest in our
government. But actually voting? No, no.
That should be reserved for those with
financial interests to protect.”

When Simon accompanied Hamilton
to the door of the Indian Queen, he ex-
perienced a surge of devotion for this
brilliant young man, so learned, so sure
of himself, so clear-minded in his vision
of what his adopted nation needed: "Fa-
ther told me that you were the best man
he'd ever met, Colonel Hamilton. Tonight
I understand why.” Then, hesitantly, he
added: “If | can help you in the days
ahead, please let me know. You can de-
pend on my support.”

In the next week, when the delegates
chafed because a quorum had still not
reached Philadelphia, Simon remained
close to his Virginia delegation and
watched with what care they laid their
plans to assume intellectual and political
control of the Convention. The three awe-
some minds, Mason, Madison and Wythe,
perfected a general plan they had de-
vised for a wholly new government, and
it was agreed that at the first opportunity
on opening day, the imposing Edmund
Randolph would present it as a working
paper around which the other delegates
would have to frame their arguments. “If
we put up a good plan,” Madison said,
“we'll probably lose two-thirds of the mi-
nor details, but the solid structure will still
remain.” :

In addition to the 55 delegates to the
Convention, there were actually two in-
visible “members" who cast their silent
votes in almost every deliberation. They
were Daniel Shays, the Massachusetts
revolutionary, and Cudjoe, the invisible
black slave from the African coast.
Whenever the argument between the
three big states, who felt entitled to more
voice in government, and the several

small ones, who demanded protection of .

their rights, became so heated that com-
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promise became impossible, someone
would mention Dan Shays, and the pos-
sibility of similar rebellion throughout the
states became real. Then tempers sub-
sided, debate continued in a lower key,
and men began seriously to reconsider
how they could resolve this dilemma of
how to allow the big states to exercise
the power which they unquestionably had
and to which they were entitled without
engulfing the small. So Dan Shays, invis-
ible, played a vital role.

One June evening, after a steamingly
hot day of bitter debate, Simon Starr was
quaffing an ale in the Indian Queen when
he saw a group of delegates, some who
had spoken on the floor, but most, like
himself, silent, and as he started to speak,
he drew them about him: "Let us hoe away
all the manure and see what roots grow
basically. I'lf go first.” Wetting his lips and
pushing back his red hair with both hands,
he said: “It is engraved in granite, fused
inseparably to the mountains of our land,

°

The slavery compromise
was the best that could be
worked out in 1787,
and it would preserve the
nation until 1861, when
a civil war would rectify the
matter—in blood.

°

that the three big states, Massachusetts,
Pennsylvania and Virginia, will never
again agree to the old pattern of one state,
one vote. That is the bedrock from which
we start.”

But a delegate from Delaware, an in-
offensive man who had also remained si-
lent during the public debate, argued: “As
remorseless as the tides of the ocean
which no power on earth can hait, the
small states will never agree to a legis-
lature in which we do not have equal rep-
resentation with the big states, and that
means one state, one vote.” )

“But if you small states persist,” Simon
warned, “we, the more populous states,
will simply go home, form a kind of union
of our own, and let you small ones join up
later when you come to your senses.”

The Delaware man and his supporters
did not tremble at the threat: “If we are
denied justice, we'll march out and build
an alliance with some European nation."

Such terrible words, words which shook
the soul and made it cringe in despair,
could not have been offered in the gen-
eral assembly, but they deserved airing,
and in Simon Starr's informal group, there
they stoed in naked force, big and little

states both threatening: Do it my way or
we'll go home.

It was beyond the power of young Starr
to engineer a compromise between these
two adamant positions, but he had sense
enough to appreciate the gravity of the
impasse faced by the nation. So he
sought out delegates from the middle-
sized states, and this threw him into the
arms of men from Connecticut and South
Carolina, who listened attentively as he
reported the iron-hard determination of
each side not to yield. In the next days
the argument reached the floor of the
Convention, where tempers were
guarded but concessions nonexistent.

Finally, a committee was appointed
whose members were dedicated to find-
ing a compromise between large and
small, and under the leadership of Roger
Sherman, a plan was devised unlike any
other that had ever been in existence:
The powerful legislature would be di-
vided into two houses, an upper whose
members would be appointed by state
legislatures, with each state regardless
of size having one member, and a lower
elected by the general population, with
each state entitled to a varying number
of members depending on an index of
population and wealth, or taxes paid.
Some wanted the upper house to be ap-
pointed for life, all agreed that the lower
house should enjoy certain unique priv-
ileges. It was as delicate a balance as
could have been devised, and Simon
Starr, silent by day, had been a chief in-
stigator by night.

Of course, details had to be perfected
slowly and in heated debate. For exam-
ple, the membership of the lower house
was set arbitrarily at 56 seats: Virginia
would have nine; Pennsylvania, eight;
Massachusetts, seven. New Hampshire
would have two, and Delaware and
Rhode Island, one each. Few delegates
liked the distribution, but after protracted
discussion a clever correction was pro-
posed which seemed to make everyone
happy: The number of seats in the lower
house was raised from 56 to 65, so dis-
tributed as to minimize the strength of the
big states and increase the middle group.

The great compromise was in order,
the best that could have been devised,
and on Monday, 16 July 1787, came the
crucial vote, and it was terrifyingly close,
as Simon later remembered in his mem-
orandum:

As time for voting approached, those of
us in favor of a strong, new government
grew frightfully nervous, because only a
few states were eligible to vote and we
knew that the two big states, Virginia and
Pennsylvania, were against us, while the
third big one, Massachusetts, could not
vote at all, since its delegation was evenly
split. New York, of course, had no vote
during most of the Convention because
two of its three delegates had left early
in a huff. Think of it! Alexander Hamilton,
one of the architects of our nation, had

CONTINUED ON PAGE 120
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Below: Madonna and

her husband, Sean Penn, last
summer in New York City,
where Madonna was perform-
ing in David Rabe's play
Goose and Tomtom. Right:
Madonna in concert, the
summer before, when she was
still single and asking the
world to marry her. The world
said yes, but the sheets
Stayed unmussed.
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course, if an icon must marry, it is better, imagewise, that it
marry another icon—a Joltin' Joe for Marilyn, or, in the bargain
basement, a Brigitte Nielsen for Sylvester Stallone. Madon-
na's choice was thus not only baffling, it was dangerous. That
she survived this test, stock unhurt and adoration unflagged,
is a tribute to her sovereignty. That she remained unscathed
after calling him “the coolest guy in the universe" was more
than a tribute; it was perhaps a tiny miracle—or, at the very
least, testimony to the fact that, as far as sex symbols are
concerned, a little stupidity worn on the sleeve can be just
as attractive as a little beauty spot worn on the face.

In any event, the public drew the line at the cinematic pair-
ing of the two. With The Falcon and the Snowman to his credit,
Penn is perhaps the most famous graduate of that group of
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youthful emoters called the Brat Pack. Madonna had been in
a few pictures herself. In 1980, while still unknown, she had
been in an hour-long skin drama by Stephen Lewicki. Called
A Certain Sacrifice, it had been distributed only sub rosa.
There was a small role in Vision Quest a few years later; then,
in 1985, her big part in Susan Seidelman’s Desperately Seek-
ing Susan. (Coproducer Sarah Pillsbury—right on the dough-
boy money—said she saw in Madonna a "punk Mae West"
who was a “total fantasy for both men and women.”) Though
she won wide praise for her work in Desperately Seeking
Susan, praise was a credential Madonna no longer needed.
By now, she was a goddess. Publicists, envisioning the pos-
sibilities of her and Penn together on-screen, gushingly in-
voked Lombard and Montgomery, Bacall and Bogart. In fact,



“this film doesn't need publicity,” Penn himself said upon fir-
ing unit-publicist Chris Nixon during production. “The people
will go to see it because we're in it.”

The film was Shanghai Surprise, produced by ex-Beatle
George Harrison and directed by Jim Goddard, best known
for his British television series “Reilly: Ace of Spies.” In Shang-
hai Surprise, Madonna played a prim missionary named Miss
Tatlock, who spreads her legs for Penn and the cause of righ-
teousness in pre-World War Il China. Penn was right. The
picture did not need publicity. It needed an act of God. And
he was wrong, too. The people did not go to see it. The pub-
licists’ dreams of Lombard and Montgomery, Bacall and Bo-
gart, gave way to the realities of Tedium and Blunder. United
Press International described Shanghai Surprise most suc-

cinctly—a “"complete critical and commercial failure."

Madonna emerged from the fiasco unruffled, proving yet
again that she was beyond destruction. “The director,” she
said, “just had no idea of what he was doing.” The memory
of the fiasco was washed away by the waves of her next hit,
"Papa Don't Preach.” It was a song about an unwed mother-
to-be that even Tipper Gare, founder of the crypto-chaste
Parents Music Resource Center, praised for its “sense of ur-
gency and sensitivity."

Her next movie role was to have been in the Tri-Star pro-
duction of Blind Date. She withdrew from that deal in the sum-
mer of 1986, when she found that the studio had hired Bruce
Willis to play opposite her despite the fact that she had been
promised approval of the male lead and director. The role
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went to Kim Basinger. Similarly, a talked-about production of
Evita was abandoned. Instead, Madonna took a part that
summer in the limited-run Lincoln Center production of David
Rabe's play Goose and Tomtorn. Meanwhile, her new album,
True Blue, blossomed predictably.

She accepted the role of Nikki Finn, a dariing parclee
searching to discover who framed her for murder, in the War-
ner production of James Foley's Who's That Girl (called Slam-
mer originally). Foley, who directed two of her videos—"Papa
Don't Preach” and the European version of "True Blue"—as
well as At Close Range, in which her husband starred, is
described by her as "a genius.”

Now, once again, the day is hers. Her sold-out world tour,
begun this past June in Japan, Who's That Girl, and her fourth
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album have claimed it for her. Fame and fortune, she has said,
are what she wanted from life. If there was ever any doubt in
the last few years, there is none today. Madonna, barely 28
this August and at her zenith, has exactly what she wanted.

The pictures these words accompany—the last of the Ma-
donna nudes, pictures the world has never seen before—are
from a time not so long ago, but yet a time difficult to imagine:
a time before having a last name was unimportant, before
there was a Madonna who had the whole world and all she
wanted from it.

There really seem to be no masks in these pictures. That
is their simple charm. They seem to capture the look, young
and hungry and enamored and almost guileless, that served
as the mold for the mask of charm, one of many, that the world



would come to know. But, of course, these are more than just
portraits of a girl on the verge of something bigger than she
dared to dream. They show that their subject’s credentials as
a budding sex goddess consisted of much more than a well-
placed beauty mark and a well-practiced lowering of the eye-
lids. Her hair stili dark rather than blond, her expression one
of purity rather than of beauté du diable, her dancer's body
still angular and bony rather than voluptuous.

In these amateur photos, she was something that she could
never be again. Seeing her posed in oversized cowboy boots,
Lash LaRue neckerchief, and hat is like glimpsing the awk-
ward little girl inside the bigger-than-life star that became the
world's virgin whore. i

It is unlikely that the world will ever see Madonna like this

again. “I'm at a stage in my career where any kind of nudity
would be an incredible distraction within a given movie,” she
recently explained to American Film magazine, adding, "I
was disturbed by the nudity in Blue Velvet." Furthermore, "I
had a traditional Catholic upbringing.”

At this point in time, Madonna has become a vast multimil-
lion-dollar industry unto herself. She has her own develop-
ment company, Siren Films, which, among other projects, is
presently involved in an adaptation for her of the French writer-
director Agnés Varda's 1962 melodrama, Cléo de 5 & 7. At
the same time, Diane Keaton and producer Joe Kelly at Fox
are revamping the 1930 Josef von Sternberg—Marlene Die-
trich classic, The Blue Angel, for her. In Great Britain, Feldon
Productions has built an entire publishing business around
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her with incredible success churning out not only books and
magazines with titles such as 1071 Things You Never Knew
About Madonna ("She Lives to Tell: Of Loves and Romance,
Winning Hearts and Stealing Men!"), Madonna—Style and
Fashion, and Madonna in Quotes, but also the Official Ma-
donna Jigsaw Puzzle and the Fantastic Madonna Treasure Kit
("Where else could you get a silky Madonna scarf, three bright
button badges, a see-thru keyring, two eight-inch stickers,
and three postcards?" Where else, indeed?).

Madonna is comfortable with her own stardom and, more
significantly, with all of the attendant mythology that goes with
it. She even has her favorite stories: “that | have a shrine to
Marilyn in my bedroom, that | believe the spirit of Elvis is inside
my soul, and that | lost 14 pounds on a popcorn diet.”
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Has her ever-increasing success changed her? No, her
nine brothers and sisters say; for, as Madonna herself ex-
plains, "l always thought that | should be treated like a star.”
Has it affected her family? Sort of. “They ask to borrow more
money," she says.

There is no telling, of course, in this moment of her greatest
fame, what the next few seasons and years will bring. Twelve
months from now, she will be entering her 30th year. That is
a dangerous time for sex goddesses. Already, there are ru-
mors—started, it seems, by her hairstylist at the Bumble and
Bumble salon on East 56th Street in Manhattan—that her hair
has begun to fall out alarmingly, due to the heavy bleachings
of recent years. Others speak of the ugly sagging holes, three
in each earlobe, that have started to gape from the weight of



too much gaudy jewelry worn for too long; and they speak,
too, of little wrinkles at the corners of the eyes and the lips.
And it is no big secret that her two-year-old marriage-made-
in-heaven has withered back to earth.

But those who contemplate such matters would be far bet-
ter off counting the hair clumps in their own combs. By now,
Madonna has enough money to buy all the happiness and all
the little-boy actors her heart could ever desire. No material
girl could ask for more.

In any event, the 1980s, it will be said, belonged in part to
her, and she wore them well. She gave a whole generation of
boys the world over something they really needed, something
they'd gone too long without—a dream girl radiating the per-
fect mixture of sinfulness and chastity, an illusion that boys in

their formative years need more than milk or Wonder Bread.
She offered her flesh to them in a dream—the price was worth
it—and promised them, every TV-suckled one of them, the
earthly blessing, the holy, rosary-rattling deliverance from youth
they sought.

"Will you marry me?" she asked, sucking her finger and
proffering her tits and ass to the camera. "Will you marry me?"
And they answered "Yes," millions of them, “Yes"; and they're
answering still.

“Heart and soul,” she said, describing her essence not long
ago. And then she laughed. “With a little dick thrown in every
once in a while." With an attitude like that, she deserves to
be around for a long, long time to come, bolstering the GNP
and polishing the grand illusion.—Nick ToschesO+—m
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UMAN
GUINEAPIGS

BY GARY NULL

ou are an inmate in a state pen-
itentiary. One of the staff doctors approaches you and asks you to help
make “an important contribution to medical knowledge.” The experi-
ment in which he'd like you to participate involves radiating your tes-

ticles and performing a vasectomy—all, you are assured, for the good

of science and the future of the human race. Laler, you learn that

your vasectomy, which rendered you sterile for life, was not part of
the experiment: It served no
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benefit to medical science. It was done
solely to prevent you from ever fathering
children, in order to “avoid any possibility
of contaminating the general population
with irradiation-induced mutants.”

Does this sound like a bizarre plot for
a Grade B horror movie? If only it were.

Until recently, few of us would have be-
lieved that our own government would
pay respected scientists at leading ac-
ademic institutions to conduct harmful
medical experiments on human sub-
jects, or that the military uses American
soldiers as human guinea pigs. Few
would have believed government offi-
cials would prey on subjects who have
few resources to refuse such testing: poor
people, prisoners, servicemen, the ter-
minally ill. It would have been even more
difficult to imagine the government delib-
erately exposing the public to open-air
contaminants designed for chemical and
biological warfare.

However, with growing public aware-
ness of governmental ‘corruption, profi-
teering, and cover-ups, many Americans
would not be surprised to learn that ex-
periments such as these were con-
ducted throughout the forties, fifties, six-
ties, and seventies. Those who cynically
shrug their shoulders with a “what else is
new” attitude may not be aware that ex-
periments such as these are not isolated
events of the past—but rather, they con-
tinue to provide the modus operandi for
most of science and medicine in this
country today.

This is the first in a series of articles on
human experimentation; it will focus on
testing by the government,and the mili-
tary establishment. The second article will
explore the use of experimentation by the
medical establishment via such things as
chemotherapy, radiation, unproven sur-
gical techniques, and programs of mass
vaccination. The series will document how
we are routinely exposed to human ex-
perimentation by this nation’s scientific
and medical communities, the govern-
ment and the military. In my opinion, the
results of these experiments, and the
minds that conceived them, are compa-
rable to the human experiments con-
ducted in Nazi concentration camps dur-
ing World War Il.

Dozens of physicians and scientists in-
volved in these experiments have been
interviewed for this report. Some of them
reveal that weaknesses in their character
and judgment were involved. Others, to
this day, still deny that there was anything
ethically, legally, or morally wrong with
these experiments, because in the end,
they added to the body of scientific
knowledge.

We will explore experimentation con-
ducted by government agencies—in
particular, the Atomic Energy Commis-
sion (A.E.C.), which is now part of the
Department of Energy—as well as the
more subtle forms of experimentation that
pervade the practice of medicine today.

The massive scale on which these ex-
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periments were undertaken necessi-
tated the participation of vast numbers of
people in medical and scientific institu-
tions and government agencies. Admin-
istrators, scientists, planners, and aca-
demic institutions had to be willing
participants. In fact, many of this nation's
most prestigious universities were and
continue to be involved in one way or an-
other. The basic judgment that in the in-
terest of science human beings are
dispensable had to be accepted uncon-
ditionally by all participants in the exper-
iments. From the biologist examining the
slides to the doctors administering the
radiation to the peer reviewers who read
and publish the results of each experi-
ment, all had to be in absolute accord,
because an objection to ethical consid-
erations at any point of such a study could
mean its demise. Accordingly, when one
looks merely at the experiments con-
ducted from the 1940s to the 1970s, lit-
erally thousands of people had to have

®

These experiments,
and the minds that conceived
them, are comparable
to the human experiments
‘conducted in
Nazi concentration camps.

®

been involved. Not a single one of these
people has come forward to take re-
sponsibility for their actions. Information
about these experiments became avail-
able to the general public only after it was
considered too dated lo arouse any se-
rious public outcry.

A great number of these experiments
were meaningless, a colossal waste of
taxpayers' money. We would not be will-
ing to pardon overzealous researchers
for unethical conduct, but we could, at
least, understand their motives if the re-
sults of their work truly contributedto im-
proving the quality of life and health of
people today. But this was not the case.
The results of most of these studies were
published in scientific journals and
couched in technical jargon. .

A trend that continues today is the
prevalence of scientific studies that serve
no definable purpose except to keep re-
search grants alive, promote connec-
tions with government agencies that allot
the funds, and secure the tenure of the
individuals supervising the studies. Sci-
entific literature is replete with useless
studies. Even the government's own Of-
fice of Technology Assessment reveals

that about 90 percent of the studies sup-
ported by the government are seriously
flawed.

Because science is guided by not one
but all three of this country’s most pow-
erful entities—government, defense, and
medicine—parts of these articles may
overlap. For instance, the radiation ex-
periments may be justified as medical
therapy when, in fact, these experiments
are funded by government agencies and
the military to further warfare technology.
The same holds true with studies in
chemotherapy, since these substances
were originally derived from chemical
weapons during World War Il

In October 1986, the U.S. government
released a special congressional Sub-
committee on Energy and Commerce re-
port describing 31 human-guinea-pig
experiments involving aimost 700 people
over a 30-year period. Subcommittee
chairman Edward J. Markey (D-Mass.)
wrote in a letter to the secretary of en-
ergy, John Herrington, that Department
of Energy documents had “revealed the
frequent and systematic use of [unwit-
ting] human subjects as guinea pigs."

These experiments, Congressman
Markey said, “shock the conscience and
represent a black mark on the history of
medical research.”

The following are some of the more re-
pugnant and bizarre experiments docu-
mented in the Markey Report:

e From 1945 to 1947, as part of the
Manhattan Project, 18 patients believed
to have limited life spans were injected
with plutonium.

* From 1961 to 1965, at the Massachu-
selts Institute of Technology. 20 elderly
subjects were injected or fed radium or
thorium.

* During 1946 and 1947, at the Univer-
sity of Rochester, six patients with good
kidney function were injected with ura-
nium salts to determine the concentra-
tion that would produce kidney injury.

* From 1953 to 1957, at Massachusetts
General Hospital, Boston, approximately
12 terminal-brain-tumor patients were in-
jected with uranium to determine the dose
at which kidney damage began to occur.

* From 1963 to 1971, 67 inmales at Or-
egon State Prison and 64 inmates at
Washington State Prison received X rays
to their testes to examine the effects of
radiation on human fertility and testicular
function.

* From 1863 to 1965, at the A.E.C.’s
National Reactor Testing Station in Idaho,
radioactive iodine was purposely re-
leased on seven separate occasions. In
one experiment, seven human subjects
purposely drank milk from cows that had
grazed on iodine-contaminated land.

* From 1961 to 1963, at the University
of Chicago and the Argonne National
Laboratory, in Argonne, lllinois, 102 hu-
man subjects were fed real fallout from
the Nevada lest site, radioactive simu-
lated fallout particles, or solutions of ra-
dioactive cesium and strontium.
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The first of a three-part serialization
of a long-lost novel by America’'s greatest mystery writer,
first published in the legendary Liberty magazine.

Beginning —

DASHIELL
HAMMETT

Ilustrations by JAMES MONTGOMERY FLAGG

(Reading time: 29 minutes 55 seconds,)
PART ONE—THE FLIGHT

JER right ankle turned under her and
E 8| she fell. The wind blowing downhill

from the south, whipping, the trees

beside the road, made a whisper of

her exclamation and snatched her
scarf away into the darkmess. She sat up
slowly, palms on the gravel pushing her up, and
twisted her body sidewise to release the leg
bent beneath her.

Her right slipper lay in the road close to her
feet. When she put it on she found its heel was
missing. She peered around, then began to
hunt for the heel, hunting on hands and knees
uphill into the wind, wincing a little when her
right knee touched the road. Presently she
gave it up and tried to break the heel off her
left slipper, but could not. She replaced the
slipper and rose with her back to the wind, lean-
ing back against the wind’s violence and the
road's steep sloping. Her gown clung to her
l}:sck, }f:e\\}'\ﬁutt\e:’i{lg ouf before her. Hair lashed

er cheeks. Walking
high on the ball of her HS; ng"L'"I""g
right foot to make up 1o ber ,b‘"' ty flew
for the missing heel, fluttering out be-
she hobbled on down fore ber. Hair
the hill. lashed ber cheeks.




At the bottom of the hill there was a wooden bridge,
and. a hundred yards beyond, a sign that could not be
read in the darkness marked a fork in the road. She
halted there, not looking at the sign but around her, shiv-
ering now, though the wind had less force than it had had
on the hill. Foliage to her left moved to show and hide
yellow light. She took the left-hand fork.

In a little while she came to a gap in the bushes
beside the road and sufficient light to show a path run-
ning off the road through the gap. The light came from
the thinly curtained window of a house at the other end
of the path.

She went up the path to the door and knocked. When
there was no answer she knocked again.

A hoarse unemotional masculine voice said : * Come in.”

She put her hand on the latch; hesitated. No sound
came from within the house. Outside the wind was noisy
everywhere, She knocked once more, gently.

The voice said exactly as before: *“ Come in.”

SHE opened the door. The wind blew it in sharply, her
hold on the latch dragging her with it so that she had
to cling to the door with both hands to keep from falling.
The wind went past her into the room, to balloon cur-
tains and scatter the sheets of 2 newspaper that had been
on a table. She forced the door shut and, still leaning
against it, said: “I am sorry.” She took pains with her
words to make them clear notwithstanding her accent.

The man cleaning a pipe at the hearth said: “It's all
right.” His copperish eyes were as impersonal as his
hoarse voice. “T’ll be through in a minute.” He did not
rise from his chair. The edge of the knife in his hand
rasped inside the brier bowl of his pipe.

She left the door and came forward, limping, examin-
ing him with perplexed eyes under brows drawn a little
together. She was a tall woman and carried herself
proudly, for all she was lame and the wind had tousled
her hair and the gravel of the road had cut and dirtied
her hands and bare arms and the red crépe of her gown.

She said, still taking pains with her words: “I must
5}33(;] to the railroad. I have hurt my ankle on the road.

') ”

He looked up from his work then. His sallow, heavily
featured face, under coarse hair nearly the color of his
eyes, was definitely neither hostile nor friendly. He
looked at the woman’s face, at her torn skirt. He did
not turn his head to call: *“ Hey, Evelyn.”

A girl—slim maturing body in tan sport clothes, slender
sunburned face with dark bright eyes and dark short
hair—came into the room through a doorway behind him.

The man did not look around at her. He nodded at the
woman in red and said: “ This—"

The woman interrupted him:
Fischer.”

The man said: “ She'’s got 2 bum leg.”

Evelyn’s dark prying eyes shifted their focus from the
woman to the man—she could not see his face—and to
the woman again. She smiled, speaking hurriedly: “I'm
just leaving. I can drop you at Mile Valley on my way
home.” :

The woman seemed about to smile. Under her curious
gaze Evelyn suddenly blushed and her face became de-
fiant while it reddened. The girl was pretty. Facing her
the woman had become beautiful; her eyes were long,
heavily lashed, set well apart under a smooth broad brow,
her mouth was not small but sensitively carved and mo-
bile, and in the light from the open fire the surfaces of her
face were as clearly defined as sculptured planes.

The man blew through his pipe, forcing out a small
cloud of black powder. “No use hurrying,” he said.
“ There's no train till six.” He looked up at the clock on
the mantelpiece. It said ten thirty-three. “ Why don’t
you help her with her leg? "

The woman said: “ No, it is not necessary, I—" She
put her weight on her injured leg and flinched, steady-
ing herself with a hand on the back of a chair.

The girl hurried to her, stammering contritely: “ I—I
didn't think.” Forgive me.” She put an arm around the
woman and helped her into the chair.

The man stood up to put his pipe on the mantelpiece
beside the clock. He was of medium height, but his

“My name is Luise
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sturdiness made him look shorter. His neck, rising from
the V of a gray sweater, was short, powerfully muscled.
Below the sweater he wore loose gray trousers and heavy
brown shoes. He clicked his knife shut and put it in his
pocket before turning to look at Luise Fischer.

Evelyn was on her knees in front of the woman, pulling
off her right stocking, making sympathetic clucking
noises, chattering nervously: * You've cut your knee
too. Tch-tch-tch! And look how your ankle’s swelling.
You shouldn't've tried to walk all that distance in these
slippers.” Her body hid the woman’s bare leg from the
man. “ Now sit still and I'll fix it up in a minute.” She
pulled the torn red skirt down over the bare leg.

THE woman’s smile was polite. She said carefully:
“You are very kind.”

The girl ran out of the room.

The man had a paper package of cigarettes in his hand.
He shook it until three cigarettes protruded half an inch
and held them out to her. * Smoke? ”

“ Thank you.” She took a cigarette, put it between her
lips, and looked at his hand when he held a match to it.
His hand was thick-boned, muscular, but not a laborer’s.
She looked through her lashes at his face while he was
lighting his cigarettte. He was younger than he had
seemed at first glance—perhaps no older than thirty-two
or -three—and his features, in the flare of his match,
seemed less stolid than disciplined. <

“Bang it up much?” His tone was merely conversa-
tional.

“1 hope I have not.” She drew up her skirt to look
first at her ankle, then at her knee. The ankle was per-
ceptibly though not greatly swollen; the knee was cut
once deeply, twice less seriously. She touched the edges
of the cuts gently with a forefinger. * I do not like pain,”
she said very earnestly.




Evelyn came in- with a basin of steaming
water, cloths, a roll of bandage, salve.

Evelyn came in with a basin of steaming water, cloths,
a roll of bandage, salve. Her dark eyes widened at the
man and woman, but were hidden by lowered lids by the
time their faces had turned toward her. “ I'll fix it now.
I'll have it all fixed in a minute.” She knelt in front of
the woman again, nervous hand sloshing water on the
floor, body between Luise Fischer’s leg and the man.

He went to the door and looked out, holding the door
half a foot open against the wind.

The woman asked the girl bathing her ankle: *“ There
is not a train before it is morning? ” She pursed her
lips thoughtfully.

" NO."

The man shut the door and said: * It'll be raining in

an hour.” He put more wood on the fire, then stood—
legs apart, hands in pockets, cigarette dangling from one
side of his mouth—watching Evelyn attend to the
woman’s leg. His face was placid.

The girl dried the ankle and began to wind a bandage
around it, working with inereasing speed, breathing more
rapidly now. Once more the woman seemed about to smile
at the girl, but instead she said, “ You are very kind.”

The girl murmured, “ It's nothing.”

Three sharp knocks sounded on the door.

Luise Fischer started, dropped her cigarette, looked
swiftly around the room with frightened eyes. The girl
did not raise her head from her work. The man, with
nothing in his face or manner to show he had noticed the
woman’s fright, turned his face toward the door and
called in his hoarse matter-of-fact voice: * All right.

Come in.”

The door opened
and a spotted great
Dane came in, fol-
lowed by two tall men
in dinner clothes. The
dog walked straight
to Luise Fischer and
nuzzled her hand.
She was looking at
the two men who had
just entered. There
was no timidity, no
warmth in her gaze.

NE of the men

pulled off his cap

—it - was a gray

tweed matching his

topcoat—and came

to her smiling. “ So

this is where you

landed? ” His smile

vanished as he saw

her leg and the band-

ages. “What hap-

pened?” He was

perhaps forty years

old, well groomed,

graceful of carriage, with smooth

dark hair, intelligent dark eyes—solic-

itous at the moment—and a close-

clipped dark mustache. He pushed

the dog aside and took the woman's
hand.

“ Tt is not serious, I think.” She did
not smile. Her voice was cool. “I stumbled in the road
and twisted my ankle. These people have been very—"

He turned to the man in the gray sweater, holding out
his hand, saying briskly: “Thanks ever so much for
taki;'ng care of Fraulein Fischer. You're Brazil, aren’t
you?”

The man in the sweater nodded.
Robson,”

“Right.” Robson jerked his head at the man who still
stood just inside the door. * Mr. Conroy.”

Brazil nodded. Conroy said, *“ How do you do,” and
advanced toward Luise Fischer. He was an inch or two
taller than Robson—who was nearly six feet himself—
and some ten years younger, blond, broad-shouldered, and
lean, with a beautifully shaped small head and remark-
ably symmetrical features. A dark overcoat hung over
one of his arms and he carried a black hat in his hand.
He smiled down at the woman and said: * Your idea of
a lark's immense.”

She addressed Robson: “ Why have you come here?”

He smiled amiably, raised his shoulders a little. “ You
said you weren't feeling well and were going to lie
down. When Helen went up to your room to see how you
were, you weren’t there. We were afraid you had gone out
and something had happened to you.” He looked at her
leg, moved his shoulders again. *“ Well, we were right.”

Nothing in her face responded to his smile. “I am
going to the city,” she told him. * Now you know.”

‘“ All right, if you want to ”—he was good-natured—

“ And you'd be Kane
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“ but you can’t go like that.” He nodded at her torn eve-
ning dress. ““ We'll take you back home, where you can
change your clothes and pack a bag and—" He turned to
Brazil. * When's the next train? "

Brazil said: “ Six.” The dog was sniffing at his legs.

* You see,” Robson said blandly, speaking to the woman
again. “ There's plenty of time.”

She looked down at her clothes and seemed to find them
satisfactory. “ I go like this,” she replied.

“ Now look here, Luise,” Robson began again, quite
reasonably. “You've got hours before train time—time
enough to get some rest and a nap and to—"

She said simply: “1I have gone.”

Robson grimaced impatiently, half humorously, and

turned his palms out in a gesture of helplessness. “ But

what are you going to do?” he asked in a tone that
matched the gesture. “ You're not going to expect Brazil
to put yon up till train time and then drive you to the
station? ”

She looked at Brazil with level eyes and asked calmly:
*“Is it too much? ”

Brazil shook his head carelessly. * Uh-uh.”

Robson and Conroy turned together to look at Brazil.
There was considerable interest in their eyes, but no
visible hostility. He bore the inspection placidly.

SLuiﬂe Fischer said coolly, with an air of finality:
«go

Conroy looked questioningly at Robson, who sighed
wearily and asked: “ Your mind's made up on this,
Luige? ™ P

“ “‘.'es.,l

Robson shrugged again, said: “ You always know
what you want.,” Face and voice were grave. He started
to turn away toward the door, then stopped to ask:
“ Have you got enough money? " One of his hands went
to the inner breast pocket of his dinner jacket.

“T want nothing,” she told him.

“Right. If you wanf anything later let me know.

~ Come on, Dick.”

He went to the door, opened it, twisted his head around
to direct a brisk “ Thanks, good night ” at Brazil, and
went out,

Conroy touched Luise Fischer's forearm lightly with
three fingers, said *“ Good luck " to her, bowed to Evelyn
and Brazil, and followed Robson out.

The dog raised his head to watch the two men go out.
The girl Evelyn stared at the door with despairing eyes
and worked her hands together. Luise Fischer told
Brazil: * You will be wise to lock your door.”

I_rl? stared at her for a long moment, brooding, and
X while no actual change seemed to take place in his
expression all his facial muscles stiffened. * No,” he said
finally, “ I won't lock it."”

The woman's eyebrows went up a little, but she said
nothing. The girl spoke, addressing Brazil for the first
time since Luise Fischer’s arrival. Her voice was pe-
culiarly emphatic. “ They were drunk.”

“They've been drinking,” he conceded. He looked
thoughtfully at her, apparently only then noticing her
perturbation. * You look like a drink would do you some
good.”

She became confused. Her eyes evaded his. “-Do—do
vou want one? "’

1 think so.” He looked inquiringly at Luise Fischer,
who nodded and said: “ Thank you.”

The girl went out of the room. The woman leaned for-
ward a little to look intently up at Brazil. Her voice was
calm enough, but the deliberate slowness with which she
spoke made her words impressive: * Do not make the
mistake of thinking Mr, Robson is not dangerous.”

He seemed to weigh this speech almost sleepily; then,
regarding her with a slight curiosity, he asked: “T've
made an enemy? "

Her nod was sure.

He accepted that with a faint grin, offering her his
cigarettes again, asking: * Have you?”

She stared through him as if studying some distant
thing and replied slowly: “ Yes, but I have lost a worse
iriend.”

Evelyn came in carrying a tray that held glasses, min-
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eral water, and a bottle of whisky. Her dark eyes, glauc-
ing from man to woman, were inquisitive, somewhat
furtive. She went to the table and began to mix drinks.

Brazil finished lighting his cigarvette and asked:
“ Leaving him for good? "

For the moment during which she stared haughtily at
him it seemed that the woman did not intend to answer
his question; but suddenly her face was distorted by an
expression of utter hatred and she spit out 2 venomous
“Jal™

He set his glass on the mantelpiece and went to the
door. He went through the motions of looking out into
the night; yet he opened the door a bare couple of inches
and shut it immediately, and his manner was so far from
nervous that he seemed preoccupied with semething else.

He turned to the mantelpiece, picked up his glass, and
drank. Then, his eyes focused contemplatively on the
lowered glass, he was about to speak when a telephone bell
rang behind a door facing the fireplace. He opened the
door, and as soon as he had passed out of sight his hoarse
unemotional voice could be heard. “ Hello? . . . Yes.
. + - Yes, Nora. Just a2 moment.” He reén-
tered the room saying to the girl: “ Nora wants to talk
to you.” He shut the bedroom door behind her.

[ UISE said: “ You cannot have lived here long if you
~~ did not know Kane Robson before tonight.”

“ A month or so; but of course he was in Europe till he
came back last week "—he paused—* with yvou.” He
picked up his glass. “ Matter of fact, he is my landlord.”

“Then you—" She broke off as the bedroom door
opened. Evelyn stood in the doorway, hands to breast,
and cried: * Father's coming—somebody phoned him I
was here.” She hurried across the room to pick up hat
and coat from a chair.

Brazil said: “ Wait. You'll meet him on the road if
you go now. You'll have to wait till he gets here, then
duck out back and heat him home while he’s jawing at me.
I'l stick your car down at the foot of the back road.” He
drained his glass and started for the bedroom door.

“But you won't "—her lip quivered—* won't fight with
him? Promise me you won't."”

“1won't.” He went into the bedroom, returning almost
immediately with a soft brown hat on his head and one
of his arms in a raincoat. “It'll only take me five min-
utes.” He went out the front door.

Luise Fischer said: * Your father does not approve?

The girl shook her head miserably. Then suddenly she
turned to the woman, holding her hands out in an appeal-
ing gesture, lips—almost colorless—moving jerkily as
her words tumbled out: “ You'll be here. Don’t let them
fight, They mustn't.”

The woman took the girl’'s hands and put them together
between her own, saying: “ 1 will do what I can, I prom-
ise you."”

“He mustn’t get in trouble again,” the girl moaned.
“ He mustn’t!”

The door opened and Brazil came in.

“ That's done,” he said cheerfully, and took off his
raincoat, dropping it on a chair, putting his damp hat on
it. *““Ileft it at the end of the fence.” He picked up the
woman’s empty glass and his own and went to the table.
“ Better slide out to the kitchen in case he pops in sud-
denly.” He began to pour whisky into the glasses.

The girl wet her lips with her tongue, said, “ Yes, I
guess so,” indistinetly, smiled timidly, pleadingly, at
Luise Fischer, hesitated, and touched his sleeve with her
fingers. “ You—you'll behave? ™’

“Sure.” He did not stop preparing their drinks.

“T'll call you up tomorrow.” She smiled at Luise
Fischer and moved reluctantly toward the door.

Brazil gave the woman her glass, pulled a chair around
to face her more directly, and sat down.

“Your little friend,” the woman said, “she loves you
very much.”

He seemed doubtful. “ Oh, she’s just a kid,” he said.

“But her father,” she suggested, “ he is not nice--
eh?”

She sat om a cormer of the table
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“ He's cracked,” he replied carelessly, then hecame
thoughtful. * Suppose Robson phoned him? "

“Would he know? "

He smiled a little. “In a place like this everybody
knows all about everybody.”

“Then about me,” she began, “ you—"

She was interrupted by a pounding on the door that
shook it on its hinges and filled the room with thunder.
The dog came up stiff-legged on its feet.

Brazil gave the woman a brief grim smile and called:
“All right. Come in.” His hoarse voice was unemo-
tional.

The door was violently opened by a medium-sized
man in a glistening black rubber coat that hung to his
ankles. Dark eyes set too close together burned under the
down-turned brim of a gray hat. A pale bony nose jutted
out above ragged short-cut grizzled mustache and
beard. One fist gripped a heavy applewood walking stick.

“Where is my daughter?” this man de-
manded. His voice was deep, powerful, re-
sounding.

Brazil’s face was a phlegmatic mask. “ Hello,
Grant,” he said.

The man in the doorway took another step
forward. “ Where is my daughter?”

The dog growled and showed its teeth. Luise
Fischer said: “ Franz!"” The dog looked at
her and moved its tail sidewise an inch or two
and back.

Brazil said: *“ Evelyn’s not here.”

Grant glared at him. *“ Where is she?”

Brazil was placid. “I don't know.”

“That's a lie!” Grant's eyes darted their
burning gaze around the room. The knuckles
of his hand holding the stick were white.
“Evelyn!” he called. <

Luise Fischer, smiling as if entertained by
the bearded man's rage, said: “It is so, Mr.

neweaboy,

He glanced briefly at her, with loathing in his
mad eyes. ‘“Bah! The strumpet’'s word con-
firms the convict’s! ” He strode to the bedroom door and
disappeared inside.

Brazil grinned. *“See? He’s cracked.
talks like that—like a guy in a bum book.”

She smiled at him and said: *“ Be patient."”

“I'm being,” he said dryly.

Grant came out of the bedroom and stamped across to
the rear door, opening it and disappearing through it.

Brazil emptied his glass and put it on the floor beside
}l;is kc:hair. “There'll be more fireworks when he comes

ack.”

WHEN the bearded man returned to the room he stalked
in gilence to the front door, pulled it open, and hold-

He always

ing the latch with one hand, banging the ferrule of his
walking stick on the floor with the other, roared at
Brazil: * For the last time, I’'m telling you not to have

anything to do with -my daughter! I shan’t tell you
again.” He went out, slamming the door.

Brazil exhaled heavily and shook his head. *“ Cracked,”
he sighed. “ Absolutely cracked.”

Luise Fischer said: *‘ He called me a strumpet. Do
people here—"

He was not listening to her. He had left his chair and
was picking up his hat and coat. “1 want to slip down
and see if she got away all right. If she gets home first
she’ll be 0. K. Nora—that's her stepmother—will take
care of her. But if she doesn't— I won't be long.” He
went out the back way.

Luise Fischer kicked off her remaining slipper and
stood up, experimenting with her weight on her injured
leg. Three tentative steps proved her leg stiff but serv-
iceable. She saw then that her hands and arms were still
dirty from the road and, exploring, presently found a
bathroom opening off the bedroom. She hummed a tune
to herself while she washed and, in the bedroom again,
while she combed her hair and brushed her clothes—but
broke off impatiently when she failed to find powder or
lipstick. She was studying her reflection in a tall look-
ing-glass when she heard the outer door opening.
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Her face brightened. “I am here,
went into the other room.

Robson and Conroy were standing inside the door.

“So you are, my dear,” Robson said, smiling at her
.start of surprise. He was paler than before and his eyes
were glassier, but he seemed otherwise unchanged. Con-
roy, however, was somewhat disheveled; his face was
flushed and he was obviously rather drunk.

The woman had recovered composure. ‘‘ What do you
want? " she demanded bluntly.

Robson looked around. ‘ Where's Brazil? ”

“What do you want? ”” she repeated.

she called, and

HE looked past her at the open bedroom door, grinned,
and crossed to it. When he turned from the empty
room she sneered at him. Conroy had gone to the fire-
place, where the great Dane was lying, and was standing
with his back to the fire watching them.

Robson said: “ Well, it's like this, Luise:
you're going back home with me.”

She said: “ No.”

He wagged his head up and down, grinning.
“ 1 haven't got my money’s worth out of you
vet.” He took a step toward her.

She retreated to the table, caught up the
whisky bottle by its neck. “ Do not touch me! "
Her voice, like her face, was cold with fury.

The dog rose growling.

Robson’s dark eyes jerked sidewise to focus
on the dog, then on Conroy—and one eyelid
twitched—then on the woman again.

Conroy—with neither tenseness nor furtive-
ness to alarm woman or dog—put his right
hand into his overcoat pocket, brought out a
black pistol, put its muzzle close behind one of
the dog's ears, and shot the dog through the
head. The dog tried to leap, fell on its side, and
its legs stirred feebly. Conroy, smiling fool-
ishly, returned the pistol to his pocket.

Luise Fischer spun around at the sound of
the shot. Screaming at Conroy, she raised the
bottle to hurl it. But Robson caught her wrist with one
hand, wrenched the bottle away with the other. He was
grinning, saying, “ No, no, my sweet,” in a bantering
voice.

He put the bottle on the table again, but kept his grip
on her wrist.

The dog’s legs stopped moving.

Robson said: * All right. Now are you ready to go?”

She made no attempt to free her wrist. She drew her-
self up straight and said very seriously: * My friend,
you do not know me yet if you think I am going with you.”

Robson chuckled. *“You don’t know me if you think
you're not,” he told her.

The front door opened and Brazil came in. His sallow
face was phlegmatic, though there was a shade of annoy-
ance in his eves. He shut the door carefully behind him,
then addressed his guests. His voice was that of one who
complaing without anger. “ What the hell is this? " he
asked. * Visitors’ day? Am I supposed to be running a
road house? ** :

Robson said: “ Weare going now. Fyidulein Fischer's
going with us.” ;
Brazil was looking at the dead dog, annoyance deepen-
ing in his copperish eyes. * That’s all right if she wants

to,” he said indifferently.

The woman said: “ I am not going.”

Brazil was still looking at the dog. “ That’s all right
too,” he muttered, and with more interest: “ But who did
this? ¥ He walked over to the dog and prodded its head
with his foot. * Blood all aver the floor,” he grumbled.

Then, without raising his head, without the slightest
shifting of balance or stiffening of his body, he drove his
right fist up into Conroy’s handsome drunken face.

Conroy fell away from the fist rigidly, with unbent
knees, turning a little as he fell. His head and one
shoulder struck the stone fireplace, and he tumbled for-
ward, rolling completely over, face upward, on the floor.

Brazil whirled to face Robson.

Robson had dropped the woman’s wrist and was trying
to get a pistol out of his overcoat pocket. But she had




flung herself on his arm, hugging it to her body, hang-
ing with her full weight on it, and he could not free it,
though he tore her hair with his other hand.

Brazil went around behind Robson, struck his chin up
with a fist so he could slide his forearm under it across
the taller man’s throat. When he had tightened the fore-
arm there and had his other hand wrapped around Rob-
son’s wrist, he said: ‘“ All right. T've got him.”

Luise Fischer released the man’s arm and fell back on
her haunches. Except for the triumph in it, her face
was as businesslike as Brazil's.

Brazil pulled Robson’s arm up sharply behind his back.
The pistol came up with it, and when the pistol was hori-
zontal Robson pulled the trigger. The bullet went be-
tween his back and Brazil’s chest, to splinter the corner
of a bookecase in the far end of the room.

Brazil said: “ Try that again, baby, and I’ll break
your arm. Drop it!”

Robson hesitated, let the pistol clatter down on the
floor., Luise Fischer scrambled forward on hands and
knees to pick it up. She sat on a corner of the table hold-
ing the pistol in her hand.

Brazil pushed Robson away from him and crossed the
room, to kneel beside the man on the floor, feeling his
pulse, running hands over his body, rising with Con-
roy’s pistol, which he thrust into a hip pocket.

Conroy moved one leg, his eyelids fluttered sleepily,
and he groaned.

Brazil jerked a thumb at him and addressed Robson
curtly: “ Take him and get out.”

Robson went over to Conroy, stooped to lift his head
and shoulders a little, shaking him and saying irritably:
“ Come on, Dick, wake up. We're going.”

Conroy mumbled, “I'm a’ ri’,”” and tried to lie down
again.

“@Get up, get up,” Robson snarled, and slapped his
cheeks.

Conroy shook his head and mumbled: * Do’ wan’a.”

Robson slapped the blond face again. “ Come on, get
up, you louse.”

Conroy groaned and mumbled something unintelligible.

Brazil said impatiently: * Get him out anyway. The
rain’ll bring him around.”

Robson started to speak, changed his mind, picked up
his hat from the floor, put it on, and bent over the blond
man again. He pulled him up into something approach-
ing a sitting position, drew one limp arm over his shoul-
der, got a hand around Conroy’s back and under his
armpit, and rose, slowly lifting the other on unsteady
legs beside him.

Half dragging, half

BRAZIL held the front door open.
carrying Conroy, Robson went out.

Brazil shut the door, leaned his back against it, and
shook his head in mock resignation.

Luise Fischer put Robson’s pistol down on the table

and stood up. “1I am sorry,” she said gravely. “I did
not mean to bring to you all this—"

He interrupted her carelessly: “ That's all right.”
There was some bitterness in his grin, though his tone
remained careless. “I go on like this all the time. God!
I need a drink.”

She turned swiftly to the table and began to fill glasses.

“He looked her up and down reflectively, sipped, and
asked: “ You walked out just like that?

She looked down at her clothes and nodded yes.

He seemed amused. “ What are you going todo?

“When I go to the city? 1 shall sell these things ”—
she moved her hands to indicate her rings—" and then—
1 do not know.”

“You mean you haven’t any money at all?” he de-
manded.

“That is it,” she replied coolly.

“ Not even enough for your ticket? ”

She shook her head no, raised her eyebrows a little, and
her calmness was almost insolence. *“ Surely that is a
small amount you can afford to lend me.”

“ Sure,” he said, and laughed. “ But you're a pip.”

She did not seem to understand him,

He drank again, then leaned forward. * Listen, you’re
going to look funny riding the train like that.” He flicked

two fingers at her gown. * Suppose I drive you in and
I’ve got some friends that’ll put you up till you get hold
of some clothes you can go out in? ”

She studied his face carefully before replying: *“If it
is not too much trouble for you.”

“That's settled, then,” he said.
nap first? ”’

He emptied his plass and went to the front door, where
he made a pretense of looking out at the night.

As he turned from the door he caught her expression,
though she hastily put the frown off her face. His smile,
voice were mockingly apologetic: *“1 can’t help it. They
had me away for a while—in prison, I mean—and it did
that to me. I've got tio keep making sure I'm not locked
in.” His smile became more twisted. * There’s a name
for it—claustrophobia—but that doesn’t make it any
better.”

“1 am sorry,” she said. “ Was it—very long ago? ”

“ Plenty long ago when I went in,” he said dryly, “ but
only a few weeks ago that I got out. That’s what I came
up here for—to try to get myself straightened out, see
how I stood, what I wanted to do.”

“ And? ” she asked softly.

“ And what? Have I found out where I stand, what
I want to do? I don’t know.” He was standing in front
of her, hands in pockets, lowering down at her. “I sup-
pose I've just been waiting for something to turn up,
something I could take as a sign which way I was to go.
Well, what turned up was you. That’s good enough.
I'll go along with youn.”

H E took his hands from his pockets, leaned down, lifted
her to her feet, and kissed her savagely.

For a moment she was motionless, Then she squirmed
out of his arms and struck at his face with curved fingers.
She was white with anger.

He caught her hand, pushed it down carelessly, and
growled: “ Stop it. If you don’t want to play you don’t
want to play, that's all.”

“That is exactly all,” she said furiously.

“ Fair enough.” There was no change in his face, none
in his voice.

Presently she said: “ That man—your little friend’s
father—called me a strumpet. Do people here talk very
much about me?”

He made a deprecatory mouth. “ You know how it is.
The Robsons have been the big landowners, the local
gentry, for generations, and anything they do is big
news. Everybody knows everything they do and so—"

“ And what do they say about me? ”

He grinned. “The worst, of course.
expect? They know him.”

* And what do you think? ”

‘** About you?”

She nodded. Her eyes were intent on his.

“1 can’t very well go round panning people,” he said,
“only I wonder why you ever took up with him. You
must've seen him for the rat he is.”

“1 did not altogether,” she said simply.
stranded in a little Swiss village.”

“ Actress?”’

She nodded. “ A singer.”

The telephone bell rang.

He went unhurriedly into the bedroom. His unemo-
tional voice came out: “ Hello? Yes, Evelyn.
. . . Yes.” There was a long pause. “ Yes; all right,
and thanks.”

He returned to the other room as unhurriedly as he
had left, but at the sight of him Luise Fischer half rose
from the table. His face was pasty, yellow, glistening
with sweat on forehead and temples, and the cigarette
between fingers of his right hand was mashed and
broken.

“That was Evelyn. Her father’s justice of the peace.
Conroy's got a fractured skull—dying. Robson just
phoned he’s going down to swear out a warrant. That
damned fireplace. I can’t live in a cell again!?”

“Want to catch a

What do you

“ And I was

In nezt week's installment you will learn what hap-
pcnetg to Luise Fischer after Evelyn's telephone call told
Brazil that he might be charged with manslaughter.
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BY ART CUMINGS

“Will you relax! He thinks I'm in the parlor drinking milk and honey.”
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than he admitted he had AIDS."

Rock was away for nearly two months
after Marc moved into his Beverly Hills
mansion, but he called daily from Israel
to tell him how much he missed him, and
he wrote passionate love letters. In fact,
Marc has turned down huge offers to part
with these. “They are too special and pri-
vate for that," he says. Some of the con-
tents will be revealed, however, if and
when his case goes to court. “I have to
establish there was a definite relation-
ship, and these letters prove that.

“We were much like any other couple,
gay or straight,” Marc recalls. "Of course,
like anyone else, we had arguments, but
nothing that would lead to endless days
of not speaking.”

On one funny occasion, Marc's sister
was mistaken for Rock's girlfriend when
he was shooting The Las Vegas Strip
Wars in Nevada. She was there for a con-
vention and had decided to visit the actor
on-the set. At the time, Rock’s friends
thought he was suffering from anorexia,
as he was becoming painfully thin. One
of the script girls said to her, “You know,
Rock is very lucky to have a girl like you,
but you really should make him eat bet-
ter.” Quips Marc, "Obviously, there were
people still out there who didn’t know the
truth about Rock!”

Rock was quite ignorant about day-to-
day things. “He didn't even know how to
pay a phone bill,” Marc says. “He could
be so down-to-earth on one hand, but |

never saw him sign a check or take re-
sponsibility for anything that went wrong
at the house. Everything was always del-
egated to someone else. He was living in
a make-believe world."

In Sara Davidson's book, Rock Hud-
son: His Story, Marc is accused of living
off the actor. Marc denies that vehe-
mently—and points out that since Rock's
death, Davidson and the others have
profited handsomely on Rock’s name.

“| was still working and | had pretty
good savings,” he says. "But then Mark
Miller, Rock’s secrelary, told me to ‘get
with the program.' "

“You shouldn't be spending your own
money; it's ridiculous,” he says Miller told
him. “You are living with a millionaire."

“Basically,” says Marc, "I lived off re-
ceipts and expenses which | put through
Rock’s production company, but | never
had any great amounts of money. | did
buy a few clothes, and it was a very com-
fortable way of life in that | didn't really
have a want for anything.”

As Rock's sickly appearance became
obvious, the public had to be told some-
thing. At first, his spokesman tried to stick
with the anorexia story, then switched it
to “liver cancer.” If Marc was devastated
when the awful truth came out, he was
even more horrified when he discovered
the star had known he had the virus for
about a year. Rock was told in 1984; he
chose to go to France for what was then
hailed as the new wonder drug, HPA-23,

which is still not available in the States.
Still, Rock and Marc continued to be in-
timate long after he returned.

When Rock had to travel abroad again,
Marg was told he'd be going to Switzer-
land [for treatment for anorexia—but this
proved to be false. In fact, Rock was on
his way back to Paris. According to Marc,
Air France nearly didn't permit Rock to
board the plane because he looked so
awfu|. “They only did so because of who
he was,” he adds.

Soon after he arrived in Paris, Rock
collapsed at the Ritz Hotel. Within a few
hours, he was almost comalose. “For the
next few days, there was utter chaos,”
Margc recalls. “It was just like what hap-
pened when Liberace died."

Sigk with worry about his own health,
Marc began reading all he could about
AIDSr “At first | used to imagine | had the
squtoms—weight loss, night sweats,
headaches, fevers, and so on,” he says.
“I'm over that now. But my mother still
calls| very concerned, even if | have just
ordinpry flu.”

Because of the mystery and contro-
versy surrounding Rock Hudson's rela-
tionship with Marc Christian, and the
movie star's death from AIDS, Penthouse
thought its readers would want to hear
Marcj Christian’s account of what actually
took place. Reporter Mike Housego was
asked to contact Christian in California,
and he conducted the following inter-
view.

Penthouse: When and how did you meet
Rock?

Christian: It was in October 1982. | was
going to a fund-raiser before the general
election, and that's when | met him. It was
in an office in Sherman QOaks when sud-
denly | heard this voice in my right ear
saying, "Where the fuck is the booze?" |
turned around and it was Rock Hudson.
My first reaction was, what the hell is he
doing here? | never thought of him being
political. He was down-to-earth, and we
talked about his jazz collection and a
project | was working on about a history
of pop music. He didn't give me his phone
number, but asked for mine, which | gave
him. Two weeks later, he phoned and said
we should get together for lunch and to
listen to my tapes.

Penthouse: Did you know that Rock was
gay before you met him?

Christian: | had heard rumors that he was
gay since | was a teenager.
Penthouse: Were you self-conscious
going places with a man who had this
reputation?

Christian: Slightly. But | was more self-
conscious that | was with somebody who
was so famous, rather than a person who
was gay.

Penthouse: Do you think he was a bisex-
ual like yourself?

Christian: Yes. He told me of several af-
fairs he had with women. | know that he
was once very much in love with actress
Marilyn Maxwell, who passed away in
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1972. In fact, my only homosexual rela-
tionship was with Rock. All my other re-
lationships were with women.
Penthouse: Did he ever talk about his ex-
wife Phyllis Gates?

Christian: Not in sexual terms. | think that
he was very bitter about that relationship.
Apparently, it was great until they got
married. It fizzled out. It seems that she
became very cbsessed about being Mrs.
Rock Hudson.

Penthouse: Didn’t Rock's agent arrange
that marriage to protect Rock's mascu-
line image?

Christian: Mark Miller [Rock’s secretary]
said that it wasn't, and that they really did
love each other. | don't think that it was a
case of ever being in love, but it was as
close as one could gel. It didn't last long.
and Rock didn't talk about her that much.
Penthouse: Did Rock ever want to have
children?

Christian: Yes. | don't know if it's true or
not, but he once told me that he had an

illegitimate child somewhere, born at the

end of World War Il. The mother appar-
ently sent him pictures of the child, but
never tried to get money out of him. He
said the kid looked a lot like him.
Penthouse: Do you recall your first night
with Rock?

Christian: It was in a mote! room down at
the beach somewhere. We had been out
for drinks, and he became very de-
spondent and didn't want to go home.
Tom Clark [Hudson's manager and one-

time I|over] was back at the house and he

asked if | would stay with him some-
where. We found a motel, but nothing
reallylhappened that night. We just talked.
Rock|wasn't the type to open up all the
time. He was very secretive. When he did
talk about himself to someone, it meant
alot ¢ him. He felt that he could trust me.
Pentlyouse: When did you first have sex
with him?

Christian: It was later, before | moved into
his hguse. It was at another motel on Ven-
tura E?oulevard in North Hollywood. | re-
member that it was raining and that it was
very romantic. | did feel rather strange,
though, because everything seemed too
clandestine. | was not averse to it, but it
wasnit my style. But | also understood
how Rock felt like a prisoner in his own
It was his castle, but the strings
were pulled by Tom Clark and others. He
felt like a marionette.

Penthouse: Did he tell you that he was in
love with you?

Christian: Yes, but we had already told
each pther that before.

Penthouse: How long after that did you
move|into his home?

Christian: About two months, around No-
vember 1983. But even then, things were
not clear-cut. The final row with Tom Clark
had to happen first. | wasn't there but,
needless to say. my name came up.
Eventpally, Rock gave Tom a royal punch
in thelface and that was that. Tom fled to
New York.

CONTINUED ON PAGE 198
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ARTICLE
You'll laugh till you cry.

THE WIT AND WISDOM OF

RONALD
REAGAN

BY ROY BLOUNT, JR.

ven in the wake of the Tower
Commission report on the so-called Iran-contra scandal, there can be
no doubt that President Ronald Reagan is a true wit. "I don't believe the
President wittingly misled the American people,” said Senator John Tower.
Nor can anycne prove that he is not a wise man. Even former senator
Edmund Muskie of the Tower Commission noted, "l wouldn't say that
we've . . . considered him a mental patient.”

The press and his congressional foes complain that blame will not
stick to him, calling him a Teflon president. Well, the press and the Con-
gress have been stuck with quite a lot of blame—often by the President
himself. So who's smarter? Certainly no one can wipe off the Reagan
grin. Only a sage or a nincompoop could look as cheerful about himself
as the President does, and if he were a nincompoop, that would mean
that the great majority of American voters have been nincompoops. It is
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e@What's nice about being sexy is that it's easy
to meet the opposite sex. What's not so nice is that it's sometimes
just my looks that men are interested in.®
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N ineteen-year-old

Stephanie F’age is a young lady who sees
herself in no uncertain terms. “Sensitive.
sensual, romantic. outgoing. affection-
ate.” are the adjectives she summons to
describe herself. 'Others.” she suggests.
“describe me as innocent.
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¢ Fhtts. Fort Lauderdale,

Hair by Darlene DeFredas and Tony Snger. n

Born and bred in Texas, of Swedish, Irish, and Cherokee stock, blond-haired, blue-eyed Stephanie likes being

treated like a lady and detests rude men. “| love feeling womanly—having doors opened for me, receiving

flowers and romantic notes.” she says. “Being chosen as a Penthouse Pet has been quite an experience—

and quite an ego boost,” she reflects. "I slill have to pinch myself to be sure il's real. Never.” she exclaims,
“did | ever expect or imagine that something like this would happen to me!”

PHOTOGRAPHS BY EARL MILLER
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“l could definitely be
faithful to one man. But
al this point, | want to
experience life, and
whal il has to offer, 1o
the fullest,” Stephanie
says, withoul apology.
“If my career contin-
ues along the lines |
wanl, Lhat is, in both
acting and modeling.
a one-man relation-
ship would be diffi-
cult—if not outright
uniair to the man.”




Being in Penthouse, she hopes, will lead to bigger and better

acting jobs. Already Stephanie, whose periect 36-23-35

measurements are as eloquent as her words, has been in the

videos Girls of Spring Break and The Great American Cen-
terfold Search
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“What's nice about being sexy.” she says. "is that il's easy to meel the opposile sex. Whal's nol so

nice is thal it's sometimes just my looks, not the person within. that men are interesled in. There’'s more

to a person than just a prelly face. right? Also. establishing friendships wilh girlfriends is difficull.
Jealousy seems lo follow automatically when a woman is sexy.”
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Stephanie likes “The Young and (he Resl-

less,” seafood and dancing and beer. Her

favorite erotic fantasy is "making love on
a deserled island with Rob Lowe."
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She admires Marilyn Monroe and James

Dean—"because they're remembered.”

After locking at these piclures, we can

say Stephanie herself won't likely be eas-
ily forgotten, either.
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CAROLINE AND SUZY

121



hey met on a flight to
New York, strangers in business-class seats. Caroline
stirred when their arms touched. Suzy,
with her enchanting eyes. was a mystery to be explored.

PHOTOGRAPHS BY MICHAEL MOOR






There was casual lalk
both, they smiled lo
learn. worked in the fi-
nancial district. Bul un-
der the 1talk, intrigue
flickered










Later, beneath Suzy's
undone suit, Caroline
found soft silk and soft-
er skin. Their blond curls
and their lips and
tongues and bellies and
breasts came logether




Caroline’s passion worked its sweel

spell. Suzy, so cool at first, suc-

cumbed as the forbidden heal swept
her away.
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Whispered secrets passed from

lips to ear, lill there were no more

secrets, bul only the sweel spell
between them.OC+—g
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Why Pat Buchanan
will never run for president.

THE UGLIEST

REPUBLICAN

BY PHILIP NOBILE AND ERIC NADLER

For a brief, shining moment he was a
presidential contender, a dream ticket of
incandescent ideology and heartland
values in the vein of Ronald Reagan. For
20 years he had labored to keep his
country strong and his party pure. 1988
was his lime, but his campaign theme
needed work. Last January, a gathering
of right-wing rhapsodists convened at the
candidate's home in MclLean, Virginia,
and came up with the phrase “Let the
bloodbath begin.”

Although this slogan strained the can-
ons of negative campaigning, it seemed
to grab the chain-saw politics of Patrick
J. Buchanan, the Elephant Man of the
G.0O.P. As an adviser to three presidents,
the 49-year-old Buchanan has played his
nasty and reckless game in high places
at hefty stakes. With plenty of power and
thunder on the shadowy right as well as
access to the major media, he had a
wealthy kamikaze constituency and huge
name recognition. But his preposterous
proto-candidacy died in the crib. He was
too much of a character when character
counts in the race for the White House.

The bleeding began 25 years ago.

It was a primal punch thrown from way
downtown in the reptilian brain stem of
the young and resentful Pat Buchanan.
The site was the World Room of the Co-
lumbia journalism schoal; the occasion
was a Christmas party for the professors
and the class of 1962.

Wildly drunk and mysteriously en-
raged, Buchanan walked over to Kim Wil-
lenson, now international managing edi-
tor of UPI, and without telegraphing his
grievance, socked him hard in the right
eyeball. Willenson hit the canvas. They
briefly wrestled and shouted obscenities
until the dean, Richard Baker, broke them
up. Flooring the smartest guy at the
school, an arrogant pinko from Madison,
Wisconsin, meant Christmas in excelsis
to the kooky Georgetown bruiser whose
boyhood idols were Joe McCarthy and
Generalissimo Francisco Franco. Not the
least embarrassed by his thick mick
manners, Buchanan exulted through the
night, hydrating his hangover with a case
of Pepsi back at the International House.

Although the fight is the most legend-
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ary event in the annals of the journalism
school, the story behind the story has
never been told. What really made Pat
Buchanan go berserk? Was it sex or pol-
itics? Even Willenson does not know for
sure.

“I was talking to a date, and suddenly
he came over to me and knocked me
down with a blind-side punch,” Willenson
said on the telephone from Montevideo.
“l took the girl out a few times. Her name
was Phyllis. She was an ltalian from
Brooklyn and she dropped out second
semester. We may have done a little
smooching, but that's all. It did not occur
to me that Pat was interested, because
Phyllis wasn't his type. He goes for
blondes.”

Willenson prefers the political angle. His
lefty parents actually picketed Buchan-
an’s favorite senator in Wisconsin. As the
most liberal member of the class, which,
incidentally, included the future Sandi-
nista foreign minister, Miguel Descoto,
Willenson frequently crossed antlers with
Buchanan, who dared to outrage JFK
lovers around campus with expressions
of admiration for the outré John Birch So-
ciety and American Nazi party founder
George Lincoln Rockwell. His graduate
thesis on Canadian-Cuban trade zinged
our northern ally for doing traitorous
business with Castro. “Canada is in ef-
fect selling an oxygen tent to the suffo-
cating Cuban economy while Sino-Soviet
surgeons proceed with their economic
face-lifting,” he observed in vivid imita-
tion of William Buckley, his rhetorical hero.

Don Oliver, NBC News West Coast cor-
respondent, was Buchanan's reactionary
sidekick at Columbia. He recollects that
he may have triggered the TKO that shook
the vy League. When the kegs ran dry,
he and Willenson left the party to buy
reinforcements down on Broadway. Dur-
ing the trip, they had words. Oliver can-
not retrieve the details, but he remem-
bers informing Buchanan upon return that
he (Oliver) ought to take a pop at the SOB.
Within moments, Willenson had a con-
tusion in the cornea.

Oliver eagerly accompanied Buchan-
an on liberal-baiting expeditions. “We felt
great delight in sitting around having cof-
fee in John Jay dormitory discussing the
advantages of fallout shelters,” he at-
tests. “"We did it to stir up trouble and
have people say, ‘Who are those conser-
vative assholes?' "

When the size of Buchanan's colle-
giate credentials was questioned, he
reached for his wallet and uncorked a
cum laude Georgetown transcript. His
sensitivity extended as far as his foot-
wear—he decked a wise guy at the West
End Cafe for derisively referring to his
saddle shoes as spats.

Despite his extremism, Buchanan
seemed to be more popular than Willen-
son. After the victim of the yuletide rum-
ble sported an eye patch in class, sev-
eral fellows started wearing patches of
their own. Dean Baker was not amused

134 PENTHOUSE

by the joke, but he was accustomed to
Buchanan's kidding around. In the be-
ginning of the semester, the dean led an
exercise on obituaries and wedding an-
nouncements in Reporting and Writing 1.
The students had to work up a standard
dispatch based on the barest facts. For
example, a handout from a Manhattan
gallery concerned the recent nuptial of
Mr. Jones, a 57-year-old art dealer, who
had eloped to Elkton, Maryland, with a
21-year-old miss from the Art Students
League. When the dean passed back the
assignment, he singled out one for its
philistinism. “Every year,” he said,
“somebody writes the following lead: ‘Mr.
Jones went to Elkton, Maryland, yester-
day to add a new piece to his collec-
tion.'" The dean did not expose the of-
fender, but Buchanan eventually owned
up to Oliver.

Buchanan was not a smoacthie with the
ladies of '62, yet he charmed the argyles
off Rosary Hill College's Karen Brady. “I've

®

Buchanan became
the most influential supporter
of a campaign by
Eastern European émigré
groups to close
down the O.S.l.—the only
government arm that
hunts the Nazis among us.

®

never met anyone like Pat,” she says nos-
talgically from her desk at the Buffalo
Evening News. “| was crazy about him.
Our identical Irish Catholic heritage drew
us together.” Although the romance failed
to flower, Brady remains fascinated by
the fantasy. “It's remarkable. Pat still has
the same face and the same opinions.
Nothing he's ever done has surprised me.
He was always caught up in cosmic
things. He didn’t care what he wore or
what he ate. There was no such thing as
going too far for Pat.”

As for the fisticuffs, Brady rejects the
sexual analysis. She vaguely recollects
that Buchanan called Willenson a “dirty
commie” or some facsimile while they
flailed at each other.

The imbroglio that will not die resur-
faced at the 25th reunion last May, when
the pair sat at the same banquet table
along with Don Oliver. Penn T. Kimball,
the only professor from the old days in
attendance, brought up the violent en-
counter and asked the two parties to
come clean. Willenson rose from his chair
and graciously commented, "We're all tco
drunk to remember why it happened.”
Everybody laughed, even the aggressor,

who has never apologized for his unbe-
coming sucker punch. -

The boozing, brawling, and Birchism
progressed in St. Louis, the first stop in
Buchanan's sensational postgraduate
career. Rejected by The Washington Post
and the National Review, he landed a re-
porter's job with the St. Louis Globe-
Democrat and quickly shifted to more
congenial duties on the editorial page.
Denny Walsh, another Hibernian news-
man on the Globe-Democrat, was Bu-
chanan'’s roomie and best friend. Walsh
admired his colleague's unusual sense of
security. "Pat had total faith in himself,
which led him to conclude that whatever
he did was ultimately for the good,” Walsh
says. "He read to learn, but he felt very
few thinkers could teach him anything."

The new master of journalism contin-
ued to educate with his mitts, especially
when he was out hoisting with Walsh. “Pat
held his liquor well, but | doubt we missed
many days drinking. There were times at
Café Louis when he deliberately pro-
voked somebody into taking a swing, and
then he'd knock him down.” Even priests
got no respect. A Jesuit from St. Louis
University tried to needle Buchanan's re-
actionary reflexes by sarcastically sup-
posing in debate that Buchanan wanted
to impeach Earl Warren, according to the
Birchite slogan of the era. The rookie ed- -
itorialist replied, “I think he should be
hanged.”

Clearly, the early Buchanan resembled
the late Buchanan in his priapic politics.
The same twists of intellect and person-
ality that entangled him in Washington
scandals and kept a hot poker up the
establishment during his maturity were
also active in his wonder years.

The conventional explanation for
Buchanan's teratoid world view lies in
family history. He grew up in the fifties
with eight brothers and sisters in an ideo-
logically wired household in Chevy
Chase, Maryland. His father was a suc-
cessful CPA who vigitantly tallied up the
atrocities of satanic Communism and the
leftist press while talking up Fatima, Flag.
and Falangism. Under his dad's pro-
gramming, little Pat eroticized Korean War
maps published in the daily papers and
grooved on the cold-war columns of
Westbrook Pegler and George Sokolsky.
Just as some boys who wear their sisters’
dresses eventually turn up transsexual,
the impressionable young Buchanan was
similarly bent forever toward unnatural
tastes in geopolitics.

A New Age interpretation of Buchan-
an's ninja style of life rests on channeling.
Could it be, if Shirley MacLaine can be
trusted on this psychic phenomenon, the
mean spirit of Joe McCarthy speaks di-
rectly through his apparent heir? The
parallels are eerie. McCarthy was a big
drinker and a big bully who once wheeled
around in a Washington cloakroom and
sneak-attacked commentator Drew
Pearson with two knee lifts to the groin.
McCarthy's enemies also became Bu-

CONTINUED ON PAGE 175
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Greek mythology provides
Lacombe with many images. “In ancient Greek
culture, things are seen from the
point of view of sexuality and spirituality. There,
sex is normal and simple, and even
homosexuality is accepted and a part of life.”
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Myths in which women become
immortal through the love of metamorphosed
4 gods fascinate Lacombe.
“I'm not interested in human men. Women paired
with them is simply too banal.”
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Lacombe's version of
Gulliver's Travels has a comic twist.
This is cockfighting in the
truest sense of the word. “I'm not trying
to shock people with my
subjects,” he says. “| do this for myself.” ..
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“| spend a lot of time
drawing young women." the artist
tells us. “It's a natural
beauty that | try to capture. Not that
older women aren't pure.
but with young girls it's so innocent.”
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Anticipating the future and
searching for new subject matter, Lacombe's
work at times borders on
“fantastic art.” “I'm leaning toward science
fiction of a vegetal, poetic nature,”
he says, “not an art mired in modern technology.”

Ot
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LEGACY

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 120

placing the word slave in what they were
beginning to consider a sacred docu-
ment. Men spoke urgently against using
the word, but none gave the honest rea-
son: that it would be totally improper to
defile a document dedicated to freedom
with a word which demonstrated that a
large portion of the persons covered were
not free. .

On the night it was decided, Simon
Starr wrote in his notes:

How shameful the circumlocutions we re-
sorted to. Imported blacks from Africa are
not sfaves. They are “such Persons as
any of the States now existing shall think
proper to admit.” We were afraid to say
simply "Fugitive slaves shall be returned
to bondage,” for the words were too ugly
to hear. Instead, we devised this beauti-
ful evasion: “No Person held to Service
or Labour in one State, under the Laws
thereof, escaping into another, shall, in
Consequence of any Law or Regulation
therein, be discharged from such Ser-
vice or Labour, but shall be delivered up
on Claim of the Party to whom such Ser-
vice or Labour may be due.” What in the
world do such words mean? What crimes
do they mask?

Simon was not proud of himself or his
colleagues that night.

On Monday, 17 September 1787, 41 tired
but happy delegates met for the last time
in the hall that housed their debate. Armed
guards still kept away inquisitive
strangers, for the pledge of secrecy taken
so long ago had been preserved right up
to these final moments, and there was an
air of excitement and anticipation as men
told one another: “I think we'll finish to-
day.”

When the session began General
Washington astonished everyone by
making his first and only speech of the
Convention. On all previous days he had
sat in silent grandeur as the storms of
argument swirled about him, but now he
rose to support a motion that member-
ship in the lower house be made more
widely democratic, one representative to
every 30,000 population instead of to
every 40,000.

Wrote Madison later: “No opposition
was made to the propositicn, and it was
agreed to unanimously.” Washington had
a way of enforcing unanimity.

But now came a most painful moment,
for as the delegates prepared to cast the
momentous vote which would determine
the future of their nation, it became ap-
parent that three of the finest, ablest and
most intelligent members of the Conven-
tion would refuse to sign.

In an impassioned cry from the heart,
Alexander Hamilton pleaded with the three
not to abstain: "No man’s ideas are more
146 PENTHOUSE

remote from the plan than mine are known
to be. But is it possible to deliberate be-
tween anarchy and convulsion on the one
side and the chance of good to be ex-
pected from the plan on the other?" He

_begged the delegates to join with him and

sign the document unanimously.

His plea was futile. Edmund Randolph
of Virginia, Elbridge Gerry of Massachu-
setts and, to the amazement of all, George
Mason of Virginia refused to sign, and not
even an ardent plea from Dr. Franklin,
read by James Wilson, caused them to
change their minds.

Forty-one men were in the chamber that
morning, three refused to sign, but 39
did. How was that possible? John Dick-
inson of Delaware had had to leave Phil-
adelphia early, but was so desircus of
launching a new government that his fel-
low delegate from Delaware, George
Read, was allowed to execute his proxy.

That night James Madison, still
scratching away on his personal journal,

®

On the question of
returning runaway slaves to
their bondage, the
South won. The Constitution
required this
shameful act to be done.

®

penned one of the loveliest paragraphs

in American history:

Whilst the last members were signing,
Doctor Franklin, looking toward the Pres-
ident's chair, at the back of which a rising
sun happened to be painted, observed
to a few members near him that painters
had found it difficult to distinguish in their
art, a rising, from a setting, sun. | have,
said he, often and often, in the course of
the session, and the vicissitudes of hopes
and fears as to its issue, looked at that
image behind the President, without
being able to tell whether it was rising or
setting; but now at length | have the hap-
piness to know, that itis a radiantly rising,
and not a setting, sun.

Those were the last words that Madi-
son would write in his journal, and as he
worked, the rest of the delegates traipsed
over to the City Tavern for a night of feast-
ing, drinking and good-fellowship.

The nation did not rush to embrace the
Constitution painstakingly designed by
my ancestor Simon Starr and his 38 as-
sociates. It had been agreed that for it to

go into effect, nine states would have to
ratify it, but since cantankerous Rhode
Island still steadfastly refused to have
anything to do with it, that meant nine out
of 12. If only four rejected it, the vast labor
would go for naught.

The chronology was frighteningly slow.
The finished document was presented to
the nation in September 1787. The ninth
state to ratify, New Hampshire, did not do
so until June 1788. The new government
was finally put into place with the inau-
guration of General Washington as pres-
ident on 30 April 1789.

Simon Starr made a significant contri-
bution to ratification during the extremely
close contest in Massachusetts, where
veterans of Shays’ Rebellion harangued
the voters with grave condemnations of
the proposed Constitution:

It was written by rich men for the protec-
tion of their wealth. They keep their slaves.
The western lands on which so many of
them gambled jump in value, making
them all richer still. Their manufactures
are protected, arid every article in the
document favors them and oppresses us.
The poor farmer gets no relief, so the
Constitution by rich men for the rich
should be rejected.

Friends of the Constitution, grasping
for every vote, invited Simon Starr to par-
ticipate in its defense as the son of the
patriot Jared Starr, who had died in Mas-
sachusetts defending strong govern-
ment.

Like his father before him, he jumped
at the chance to help in the North, and at
a gathering in Boston he boldly rebutted -
the opponents:

1 own slaves, and | must confess that the
proposed Constitution protects me in that
ownership. | possess a few shares in a
gamble on western lands, and if you rat-
ify, those lands will grow in value. And |
have other small interests of the nation at
large. This is what we strove to accom-
plish in Philadelphia, the improvement of
all for the benefit of all, and | think we
achieved it.

Of course, I'm aware that everything
we did strengthened my personal hold-
ings, but at the time of voting, that per-
sonal interest was never foremost in my
mind. Nor was it in the minds of others.
We were 39 ordinary men, no more hon-
est nor dishonest than any like 39 that
you could find. We labored only to build
a strong, new nation able to guide and
protect itself, and | think we did just that.
Please accept our work. Ratify it and we
shall all prosper. ’

In a close vote, 187 to 168, Massachu-
setts became the sixth state to ratify the
Constitution. The logjam was broken, and
when three more states followed—Mary-
land, South Carolina, New Hampshire—
the new nation was put upon the right

track.Ot+—g
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@She could feel the
hunger of his mouth. Her eyes
closed, and she began
to hear thunder of a different sort.®

FIELISA AND FAFT

PRODUCED AND PHOTOGRAPHED BY EARL MILLER
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Matt liked to sneak up and surprise her, but Melissa

heard the Harley nearing like thunder from miles away.

She loved it when Matt came to her hot from the road.

The heat of the leather, the scent of night, did some-
thing to her.
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Matt knew exactly what she wanted. He wanted it, too.

Melissa, already naked, stripped the warm leather from

his body. Revealing flesh that was just as warm, she
eased him downward.
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She could feel the hunger in his mouth. Her eyes closed,
and she began lo hear thunder of a different sort. This
was the sweel sound of the storm they made logether.
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Hours
passed
withoul them

saying a
word. Too
soon, he
would be
gone again,
There was
no time

for words.
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FICTION

A preview of the new thriller
by the author of
The Hunt for Red October.

BY TOM CLANCY

yan was nearly killed
lwice in half an hour.
He left the taxi a few
blocks short of his
destination. It was a
fine. clear day, the sun
already low in the blue
sky. Ryan had been sitting for hours
in a series of straight-back wooden
chairs, and he wanted to walk a bit
to work the kinks out. Traffic was rel-
atively light on the streets and side-
walks. Thal surprised him, but he
looked forward to the evening rush
hour. Clearly these streets had not
been laid oul with automobiles in
mind, and he was sure lhat the after-
noon chaos would be something to
behold. Jack Ryan's first impression
of London was that it would be a fine
town to walk in, and he moved at his
usual brisk pace. unchanged since
his stint in the Marine Corps. mark-
ing time unconsciously by tapping
lhe edge of his clipboard against his
leg.

Just short of the corner the traffic
disappeared, and he moved to cross
the street early. He automatically
looked lefl. right. then left again as
he had since childhood. and stepped
off the curb—

And was nearly crushed by a two-
story red bus hal screeched past
him with a bare two feet to spare

"Excuse me, sir.” Ryan turned to

see a police officer—they call them
constables over here, he reminded
himself—in uniform complete to the
Mack Sennett hal. “Please do be
careful and cross al the corners. You
might also mind the painted signs on
the pavement lo look right or left. We
try nol to lose loo many tourists lo
the traffic.”

“"How do you know I'm a tourist?”
He would now, from Ryan's accent

The cop smiled paliently. “Be-
cause you looked the wrong way:, sir,
and you dress like an American.
Please be careful, sir. Good day.” The
bobby moved off with a friendly nod,
leaving Ryan to wonder what there
was about his brand-new three-
piece suil that marked him as an
American.

Chastened. he walked to the cor-
ner. Painted lettering on the black-
lop warned him to LOOK RIGHT. along
with an arrow for the dyslexic. He
wailed for the light to change. and
was careful to stay within the painted
lines. Jack remembered that he'd
have lo pay close allention to the
traffic, especially when he rented lhe
car Friday. England was one of the
last places in the world where the
people drove on the wrong side of
the road. He was sure it would take
some gelling used lo

But they did everylhing else well
enough, he thought comfortably, al-
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HOFMEKLER'S PEOPLE:
FOLK HEROES, PART 53

The Gorbachevs have subtle charms
But beware when they want to disarm
'‘Cause they’ll use their sex toys
To seduce all our boys
Knowing blowjobs are more powerful than bombs.
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EXTRA

A compendium of bizarre, idiotic,
lurid, and ofttimes witless driblets of information
culled from the nation’s press

© HARD TIMES, INC.

ALLTHE NEWS THAT'S PRINTED TO FIT

VOL. 6, NO.8

Twenty-four-year-old Lucas Botha of Durban, South Africa,
thought that he had found the woman of his dreams and took
her for his wife. The object of Lucas’s desire was Annie Best,
81 years old and married four times before becoming Mrs.
Botha. Lucas was not concerned that the blushing bride was
57 years older than himself, and declared that **you’re only as
old as you feel.”” Unfortunately, the marriage was doomed.
After 22 days of wedded unbliss, Lucas had enough of his bride:

MODERN MARRIAGE

; v

**She’s insanely jealous,” he said. **She just wouldn't leave me
alone, and it was too much for me.” The six-foot-four groom
also accused his four-foot-nine octogenarian bride of violence:
*Annie may be tiny, but she'd hit me if she thought I was
remotely unfaithful. The last straw came when she accused me
of playing around with the maid.” Annie commented, *‘He
wasn't man enough for me.” (National Enquirer)

Annie should pick on somebody her own age.—Editor
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Dolls Iin
the
Slammer

Shirley McCoy is a hard-liner when it comes to criminals, es-
pecially when the criminals are dolls. McCoy is director of the
Hard Rock Penitentiary, where dolls who run afoul of the law
are sent. At the ““Hard Rock,” cross-eyed and pointy-headed
dolls do time for drug-related offenses. However, McCoy is not
without liberal impulses. All dolls incarcerated, except those
arrested for child abuse, are eligible for parole; but to get your
doll back there is a $125 fee. To date, McCoy has paroled more
than 600 dolls. The enterprising McCoy also has a doll ceme-
tery where your doll can be buried for $25. Coffins are op-
tional. McCoy claims to send a portion of the money she earns
to support stricter legislation regarding child abuse. (Sun)
That's a real doll of a scheme!—Editor

The Chicken
That Ate
Chernobyl

The Colonel would be in Ken- | mediately notified the author-

Weekend Warriors

tucky-fried heaven if he saw
this one. Just recently, a re-
port came from a freelance
journalist, working in Russia,
about a ‘“‘giant” chicken,
measuring over six foot tall
and weighing in at about 250
pounds. The bird was sighted
roaming around the grounds
of the nuclear power plant at
Chernobyl. A horrified con-
struction worker laboring on
the grounds sighted a mon-
strous chicken head poking
through trees nearby. He im-

ities, who had to fill a ten-foot-
deep hole with chicken feed
to apprehend the beast. The
chicken is not only a fright-
ening sight because of its size,
but also because it has lost
most of its feathers due to the
accident at Chernobyl. Mean-
while, sources say that the
chicken, who constantly
makes booming clucking
sounds, is still growing. (Sun)
It looks like Big Bird will have
some Communist competi-
tion.—Editor

A Doy's Life

Move over, Lassie, Fritz the dog has gotten the last bark. The
lucky Australian pooch inherited $4 million from his late owner,
Milton Turnberry. Milton's wife. who understandably was re-
ported as being “quite furious™ at the whole matter, devised a
scheme to obtain what she felt was rightfully hers. She married
Fritz! In a ceremony allegedly performed by an alleged justice
of the peace. Mrs. Turnberry married the pooch in order to
partake of his marital assets (under Australian law, a husband
must share his property equally with his wife). Although Mrs.
Turnberry was reported to have complained. **I can't stand the
flea-bitten beast.™ she adamantly refuses to back down in the
legal battle and claims to have documentation that the marriage
is totally legitimate. (Suin)

She's not the first woman to marry a son of a bitch.—Editor
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Party animals in the middle
of the African plains? The
Dowayo, as they are called in
Africa, are atribe of pleasure-
seeking hedonists that stop at
nothing, including buying and
selling their wives on pay-
ment plans, to seek instant
gratification. A noted anthro-
pologist, Dr. Nigel Barley, has
studied these people and has
written a new book about their
culture and tribal practices. He
says that their chief is a real
riot act who stands only a few

feet tall and wears a garish red
robe, looking like one of San-
ta's elves. Barley also states
that adultery is a common oc-
currence within the tribe, and
is readily accepted; it is only
frowned upon three days be-
fore a big hunt. They also love
beer, and the chief wears a
bottle opener around his neck.
(National Examiner—submit-
ted by John Frazier, Olive
Hill, Ky.)

These guys would be fun at a
hockey game!—Editor




MOM
TRADES
TWINS
FOR
LOTTERY
TICKETS

The Most Compulsive Gam-
bler in the World award has
been won, hands down, by
Silvia Doppeler of Brazil.
After a rather long losing
streak in the stock market, in
casinos, and at the racetracks,
the 26-year-old Mrs. Doppe-
ler decided to recoup the hun-
dreds of thousands of dollars ' :
she had lost by taking a chance

&
o

with the lottery, only she had
no money. The ever-resource-
ful housewife did not let that
stop her, and traded her infant
twins to a vendor for a pair of
lottery tickets. Fortunately,
Mr. Doppeler, with the aid of
police, was able to track down

TWO-TOED
E.T. CHILDREN

the lottery vendor and re-
trieve his children. Said Mr.
Doppeler, ‘I nearly killed her
when she told me she had just
traded away the boys for a
couple of lottery tickets.”
(National Examiner)

These kids learned early that
life is a crapshoot.—Editor

British scientists are baffled
by a strange tribe residing in
the desert regions of Africa.
Dr. Truman Merryweather has
reported that every member
of the tribe has two-toed feet
that resemble the claws of a
large bird. Although they are
obviously human, they have

the same gait as a modern-day
ostrich. The tribe believes,
says Dr. Merryweather, that
““golden men visited their
ancestors on shiny discs from
the sky.” The legend is that
these gods had talons for feet
and, after mating with the
tribe’s women, had children

with clawed feet and webbed
hands. The whole tribe be-
lieves that someday these
beings will return to them and
bring them back to their right-
ful homes somewhere in outer
space. (Sun)

Their phone bills must be out-
rageous!—Editor

THE
SAVAGE
THRONE

Can it be the Ty-D-Bol Man’s revenge, or some other strange
phenomenon? While sitting on the toilet, a 70-year-old Phoenix
woman had her intestines sucked out when she flushed it. The
unlucky incident happened aboard a cruise ship that was docked
in New Westminster. The poor woman was found lying down
in her cabin, in excruciating pain, with a few feet of small
intestine trailing behind her. What might have caused this strange
occurrence? Doctors say that she suffered from *‘rectal pro-
lapse,” and that *‘there must have been a weakness there™ in
the first place. A hospital spokesman said of the patient, who
was overweight, “‘Her bottom may have formed a seal on the
seat.” (Province—submitted by Paul Clarke, Vancouver, Brit-
ish Columbia)

Next time she shouldn’t get so comfortable.—Editor

It’s a Jungle
Out There!

Politics in Liberia became boiling hot when General Thomas
Quiwonkpa tried to take control of the small African nation.
When the general’s coup failed, he was promptly arrested and
later shot for his act of treason. Punishment did not end there,
as his body was turned over to Liberian president Samuel Doe’s
Palace Guard, who chopped it up into small pieces and placed
it in a pot of boiling water. When he was cooked, the general
was eaten by the guards for dinner. (Weekly World News)
That certainly gives any Liberian dissidents some food for
thought.—Editor

EDITOR’S NOTE:

We welcome your contributions for future “Hard Times™
columns, and we will give a free one-year subscription to
Penthouse to each reader whose item is printed. Send clip-
pings to; Hard Times. ¢/o Penthouse. 1965 Broadway, New
York, N.Y. 10023. Please include the name of the newspaper,
the page number, and the date the clipping was published.

173



PARTING SHOT

BY BILL LEE

CALLED HIMSELF THE
RED BAKOIN-

HE CHECHED
N/ UNDER AN

ASSUMED
NAME ...
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WE FOLLOWED HER ALL
THE waAY FROM PIT TS BURGH..

LETS
GET
EM.

WHAT DID wou DO
IN THAT HOTEL ROOH] ?

£S SAIRKY SCHULZ
xn?gw AROUT THIS??

WILL You LOSE
YOUR wno:.ssorng,
FAMILY IMAGE *
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ARTICLE

NiL

PREDIGTIONS

1987

BY DANNY SHERIDAN

Win some, lose some. Last year | picked
the Chicago Bears to repeat as Super
Bowl champions, but after quarterback
Jim McMahon went out with injuries, the
New York Giants romped to the top of the
heap. Before the Super Bowl game, | pre-
dicted that the Giants would whip Den-
ver, 37—16. The actual final score: 39-20.
As you may or may nct know, various
polltakers estimate that anywhere from
35 to 40 million Americans bet between
$125 and $150 billion a year on pro foot-
ball. In last fall's National Football

3 League preview, | offered
&ﬁ‘zﬂ. readers tips on how to win
S money on Monday Night
\7 ® Football games, and
= those of you who fol-
x lowed my advice

2 \ - .9 prospered. As a re-

sult, a great number

of readers wrote in
asking me for betting

@ 3 . pointers on individual
teams, and this year
I'm happy to oblige.

& ; Following the write-ups
of every N.EL. team,

/ ¥ .
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you'll find some specific directions on
when to wager on each of them.

Although the Bears could dethrone
New York, | think that, barring a rash of
injuries, the Giants will again win the
Super Bowl. Having said that, let's get
down to business.

A.FEC. EASTERN DIVISION
Watch out for Miami. Last year, the Dol-
phins' tissue-thin defense—called by
some the “Kleenex Curtain"—was the
primary reason for the team's 8—8 finish.
All-Pro linebacker Hugh Green, injured
after the third game of last season, is
healthy again, and that's bad news for
Dolphin opponents. Linebacker John Of-
ferdanl, who led the team in tackles and
made the Pro Bowl as a rookie, is an
emerging star. Coach Don Shula bol-
stered the Dolphin defense with two blue-
chip draft picks, so Miami won't again
wind up 27th in the league against the
run. Given a more miserly defense and
Miami's unstoppable aerial attack of
quarterback Dan Marino throwing to Mark
Clayton and Mark Duper (the best brace
of wide receivers in the league), the Dol-
phins figure to regain their usual place
as division champs. Betting outlook: The
Dolphins fare indifferently as favorites, but
the smart money loves them when
they're underdogs, espe-
cially at home. Since 1976,
Miami has compiled an
11-2-1 record as a home
dog. Run with it.

Coach Ray Berry has
a knack for getling the
most out of what he has
to work with, which is why
the Patriots won the di-
vision title last year with an
11-5 record. The jury’s still
out on whether quarter-
back Tony Eason will ever
achieve superstar status, but
in '85, Eason had his best
season ever, completing
276 passes for 3,228 yards
and 19 touchdowns. New
England’s long suit is its
defense, led by line-
backers Andre Tippett
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PROFILE

Just how bad,
in truth, can three pimply
juveniles be?

L6

4|

VlELaNI
HAUE
FUN!

BY TIMOTHY WHITE

he suspicion nags:
There is a latent message in the Beastie
Boys' dense rap-rock. Bul how to dis-
cover it?

Well, hold the front of the Beastie Boys'
Licensed to Il album jacket up to a mir-
ror, and the refracted image reveals a
hidden affront—the tail-section serial
number of the crashed plane on the
cover reads: EAT Mi

Is this the covert communication in
question? Nah, just a smidgen of frat-
house smut.

To get to the bottom of this lingering
minor mystery, one must plumb the
psychic, acoustic, and personal bram-
ble of the Beastie Boys' rools, the thicket
of ambition that lifted this white, solidly
middle-class burlesque of the ghelto's
pariah rap and hip-hop culture to the
top of the nation's record charls.

But first a word to the blissfully uniniti-
ated. Late in 1986, the brattishly nick-

PHOTOGRAPH BY
LYNN GOLDSMITH







THIS IS
THE CONSTITUTION
OF THE UNITED STATES
OF AMERICA...
THE HOLY WORD OF
ALMIGHTY GODY’

JIMMY SWAGGART

WE DISAGREE.

BE INFORMED. Join The Freedom Whiter organization and receive America’s only
monthly newsletter that defends the separation of church and state. Send
$10 annual membership to:

THE FREEDOM WRITER, P.0. BOX 589, GREAT BARRINGTON, MA 01230

Your contribution is tex-deductible. The Freedom Writer is a project of Simon, Porteous & Associates, Inc.
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“...and if my visions hold true, before the
autumn turns to winter, you will have an erection and play
defensive linebacker for the Seattle Seahawks.”
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Before you
1o crack.

Hey, it's no big deal. It's a simple legal form, that’s all.
Take a minute. Fill it out. Sign it. Carry it with you. It's the least you can do.
Then no one can say you didn’t do anything worthwhile with your life.

Partnership for a Drug-Free America, N.Y.,, NY 10017
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 170

work primarily on the tissue samples that
he received from the experiments, and
admits that that may have been one of
the reasons he left his job there. “I wasn't
too happy doing that,” he says, “ob-
viously for ethical reasons.

“| raised ethical questions. In fact, |
really didn't care to do the work myself.
But, you understand, somebody tells you
to go do something, if you want to get a
paycheck, you go ahead and do it. | still
feel uncomfortable that I did it. At the time,
| got wrapped up. | was a young Ph.D.
and | had my first job and | didn’t want to
lose it.”

Dr. Berlin and other scientists who dare
to question the ethics of their superiors
are the exception to the general rule of
unconditional compliance that allows
studies such as these to take place. “To-
day, experiments like that would ethically
create major problems, and they simply
would not be done at all,” says Dr. Berlin.
“This is a case where somebody at the
A.E.C. wanted these experiments done
and they were done.”

Has science suddenly become ethi-
cal? Are researchers any more con-
cerned with the welfare of the public than
they were ten or 20 years ago?

A recent PBS broadcast entitled “The
Pentagon and the Professor” revealed
that Pentagon spending for university re-
search has increased by more than 50
percent in the past five years. Today, the
Detfense Department provides more than
three-quarters of all research funding
available to universities. This “militariza-
tion of science” raises serious questions
as to the independence of research and
the recipient universities.

This association between academia
and the Pentagon is not new. It started
with the Manhattan Project, and by the
1950s it was an established fact. Many
professors voice concern that the ever-
increasing presence of the government
on American campuses is resulting in a
form of Faustian bargaining. Not only do
the universities need the money, but as-
piring Ph.D.’s need to conduct research
in order to become full professors, and
for their research they need grants.

While the Pentagon insists that it is
merely funding basic research, one pro-
fessor asks, "Why is the Department of
Defense funding these projects? Out of
the goodness of its hear#? It has a pur-
pose in mind.” Critics of the military’s in-
creased presence on campus believe
that science will naturally gravitate to-
ward where the money is, and that the
role of the university as an objective
gatherer of knowledge is threatened when
university administrators are forced to
woo money from the Pentagon.

In an environment such as this, itis un-
likely that scientific ethics will be any more
evolved than they were 20 years ago. In
196 PENTHOUSE

fact, the relative decrease in funding from
sources other than the Pentagon strongly
suggests that today's scientists may be
forced to make even more difficult deci-
sions between ethics and science than
they were in the past.

Some of the experiments detailed in
the Markey Report were conducted solely
to enable scientists to “calibrate” instru-
ments that measure radioactive sub-
stances in the body. Over almost a de-
cade, ending in 1972, subjects either
inhaled Argon-41 or swallowed capsules
of other radioactive material s¢ scientists
could set their instruments.

One of the most startling things about
these series of radiation experiments is
the relative apathy with which they have
been covered by the American press. In
fact, there is very little in the news about
death or harm from radiation at all. This
seems unusual in a medium that is char-
acterized by its aggressive investigation
into almost anything that is newsworthy.

®
The Defense Department
provides more than
three-quarters of all research
funding available to
universities, which raises
serious questions
as to their independence.

*

It finds out how many pairs of shoes Imel-.

da Marcos has, reveals all the smut on
Rev. Jim Bakker's secret love affair, tells
us of scandals on Wall Street or the White
House, and even carries stories on $125
hammers purchased by the Pentagon.
Why then don't we hear about radiation
and its risks to human health? Maybe it's
just not newsworthy enough?

Dr. Gofman estimates that approxi-
mately 50,000 develop cancer annually
as a result of radiation exposure from X
rays in excess of what is needed for good
diagnostic pictures. Why isn't this re-
ported? According to Dr. Gofman, “There
are very, very powerful interests that do
not want that information to get out. One
is the radiology profession. Another is the
nuclear-medicine profession. These
people make their livelihood by con-
ducting these types of experiments. And
still other, even more powerful interests
are the government and the nuclear in-
dustry. To all of these groups, the amount
of harm done by radiation is anathema.
The media can count on this.

“I've seen them descend on the radio
commentator who was covering a story
after the Chernobyl disaster. What hap-

pened was that he mentioned that there
had been an explosion at the Three Mile
Island plant. The next day. four officials
from the Public Utility Commission de-
scended on his station manager and
claimed that he had falsely reported an
explosion at Three Mile Island. Of course,
it was documented; you just have to look
at the Presidential Commission Report,
which says that there were two explo-
sions at Three Mile Island. But the four
utility officials harassed the station man-
ager anyway, thinking they could con him
into suppressing the information.

“If you think you are dealing with ob-
jectivity and honesty, let me tell you, you
are dealing outside the real world when
you say ‘Gosh, this ought to be news.’
Remember, there are big vested inter-
ests on the part of the United States gov-
ernment, the nuclear utility industry, and
the medical profession’s radiological
branches to keep this news from surfac-
ing. So don't be surprised when you go
to a nuclear-medicine specialist and he
says 'Oh, this is all nonsense about low-
dosage radiation causing cancer. We've
been using these dosages for years. |'ve
been taking X rays for a long time, and
I've never seen them causing cancer.’
These people are then put on the air, writ-
ten about in the newspapers with articles
that say ‘Radiologist finds that radiation
effects have been overblown.” But you
never see the press doing an analysis of
the real evidence.”

Dr. Gofman says that he is so fed up
with the manner in which the press re-
ports—or rather, fails to report—on the
devastating effects of radiation, which kill
thousands of Americans each year, that
he “would not bother with the media if |
didn't feel it to be part of my human duty
as a physician.

“There are people out there,” says Dr.
Gofman, “who will kill other people for a
price. Murder is not restricted to the Mafia.
Murder, Inc., is alive and well in the med-
ical profession, where they are killing
people for a fee.”

The government and the medical
profession have not confined their crimes
against the American people to radiation
exposure. The articles to follow in this se-
ries on human experimentation will dem-
onstrate that experiments such as the
ones set forth in this article are not strange
aberrations from standard medical pro-
cedure. These experiments are illustra-
tive of the blatant disregard for human
health and dignity by a government and
scientific community that is more con-
cerned with their own self-interests than
with the health and safety of the public
they purport to serve.

Editor’s note: For reprints, please send a
stamped, self-addressed envelope with
a check or money order for $1.00, pay-
able to Penthouse Int'l, to: Editorial De-
partment, Penthouse, 1965 Broadway,
New York, N.Y. 10023-5965. Expect up to
two months for delivery.Ot—g
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be surprised that he plays with the facts.
| can’t expect him to be scrupulous. It
doesn't matter to Pat whether the facts
are exactly right, as long as they sound
good. | put him in the same category as
Westbrook Pegler and Joe McCarthy, al-
though they were taken more seriously.”

* On his homophobia: “I've always had
a funny feeling about Pat's oddly visceral
loathing for homasexuals. | remember that
he got a kick out of a newspaper story
on some Marines beating up gays out-
side the base. His lips assume a tracing
of utter disgust whenever he talks about
them.”

* On his racial philosophy: “Blacks are
a burden to American society, asking for
handouts they don't deserve. Mayor Mar-
ion Barry and Congressman Walter
Fauntroy of Washington, D.C., are laugh-
able to him. He has no respect for An-
drew Young, but he praises blacks who
have achieved outside the movement.
The Vernon Jordan incident pleased him.”
(In 1980, Jordan, former president of the
Urban League, was shot in the parking
lot of a Fort Wayne, Indiana, motel while
in the company of a white woman.)

* On his political resentment: “I can't
overstress Pat's stab-in-the-back men-
tality. He and his people on the right are
always being cheated of their triumphs
by the left. What's the title of his little book?
Conservative Votes, Liberal Victories?
Nixon was stabbed in the back at Water-
gate. And now Reagan has contragate.”

During his latest White House stint
(March '85 to February '87), Buchanan
deliberately stayed off “Crossfire.” Even
after his resignation, he kept his distance
until deciding to publicize a parting memo
to the President printed in Newsweek
(March 30). Reportedly, he was wary of
Braden. Starved so long of his natural
prey, the moderate gentleman on the left
quickly led up to the F-word that is sel-
dom heard on political news shows. After
citing several “nasty, mean, feline" pas-
sages, Braden popped the question.

“Do you think that the piece you wrote
{in Newsweek] is not shot through with
what—pardon me, Pat—with what | would
call fascism?" he asked.

“No,” Buchanan replied with swift
LaRouchite logic, “it's reminiscent of what
the French ought to do [sic] when Hitler
went into the Rhineland. If they'd acted
then, they would not have had the prob-
fem of World War II.”

Apparently, the guest was offended.
After the program, Buchanan showed his
discontent by grunting to Braden, “Fas-
cist, huh?”

“That's the strongest word I've ever
used on television,” says Braden. “And |
used it purposely. The Newsweek stuff
struck me as a fascist argument. Fas-
cism gets its energy from declaring a sin-
gle enemy and a scapegoat. Hitler
needed Communism. The Jews stabbed
Germany in the back. Pat has Commu-
nism, too, but his scapegoat is the left.
But there is no real left in America, even
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though he calls the Democratic party a
bunch of jackals.”

Buchanan's unhewn M.O. seems un-
welcome among the yachtsmen on the
right, too. “Pat’s a little déclassé in Bill
Buckley's eyes,” an editor of the National
Review avers synecdochically. But Buck-
ley denies snobbery as well as any role
in deep-sixing Buchanan's employment
application a quarter of a century ago.
“Whoever is feeding you that line knows
nothing about National Review, and in-
cidentally nothing about me,” Buckley
says in correspondence. “| will not trou-
ble myself, or you, to give the back-
grounds of forty-plus young men and
women who have gone through here as
editorial assistants, though if you wish to
know whether we practice affirmative ac-
tion, the answer is no, we do not. In re
Pat Buchanan, | never met him during the
period when he sought a place here (we
turned him down at about the same time
we turned down an aspiring cartoonist

°

Buchanan resents
the Holocaust's status as the
Genocide of Choice,
because it diverts attention
from Communist crimes
and embarrasses our anti-
Red allies in West Germany.

®

named Jeff MacNelly). | met him first when
he was working for Nixon, formed an ad-
miration and a fondness for him that has
not deviated.”

In the middle of the spectrum there is
merely confusion and pity. " have trouble
understanding why a man of Buchanan's
intelligence and education needs to keep
himself at such a high level of intensity,”
comments John Chancellor of NBC News.
“It's sad sometimes to see him take such
extreme positions when other conser-
vatives are making more reasoned ar-
guments.”

From the left of the White House press
corps, ABC's Sam Donaldson eagerly
rips into the man he believes is the most
rabid ideologue ever to advise U.S. pres-
idents. “I think Buchanan is narrow and
bigoted. He expresses this type of hos-
tility which comes from the fear of the real
world and fear of other ideas,” Donald-
son said in the White House pressroom.
“Nothing happens because people make
mistakes or that you have an honest dif-
ference of opinions. Everything happens
because backs are stabbed, conspira-
cies are framed, and right-thinking peo-
ple are undermined by the leeches and

scum of the world.™. -

Does Buchanan's alleged bigotry make
him a racist in Donaldson's eyes? “Black
reporters here consider him so,” the cor-
respondent answered.

THE ROAD TO BITBURG

When Ronald Reagan asked Buchanan
to become White House communica-
tions director in early 1985, he hired the
nation's most prominent defender of ac-
cused Nazi war criminals. Buchanan, who
believes Stalin was a greater evil than
Hitler, has even hinted that he favored a
German victory in the battle of Stalin-
grad: "What is often forgotten is that the
greatest enemy of the Russian people
was never in Berlin, but in Moscow, as it
is today,” Buchanan wrote back in Sep-
tember 1984.

Buchanan resents the Holocaust's sta-
tus as the Genocide of Choice among the
smart set, because it diverts attention from
Communist crimes and embarrasses our
anti-Red allies in West Germany.

“Perhaps this endless search for Nazi
war criminals, these endless reenact-
ments on stage and screen of Hitler's
concentration camps, are good for the
soul,” he wrote in 1983. “To what end,
however, is all this wallowing in the atroc-
ities of a dead regime when there is
scarcely a peep of protest over the prison
camps, the labor camps, the concentra-
tion camps operating now in China and
Siberia, in Cuba and Vietnam?"

One Washington confidant suggests
that Buchanan's Holocaust problem is
more than tactical: "Pat doesn't believe
that the Holocaust took place exactly as
the Jews represent. He disputes the fig-
ures. | figure he thinks the concentration
camps were built for the Jews' protec-
tion.” Thanks to Buchanan, this warped
view of the death camps infected the mind
of Ronald Reagan. The adviser lobbied
for the presidential trip to Bitburg ceme-
tery, where Reagan read Buchanan's
script that morally equated SS guards
with those they murdered. It was the most
insensitive presidential remark about the
Holocaust ever uttered.

Jewish organizations were livid when
Buchanan opened the cellar door of the
Reagan White House to lobbies de-
manding an end to U.S. efforts to ferret
out and deport suspected Nazi war crim-
inals living in this country. He had a pri-
vate session in his office with a family
member of an accused Nazi. And he be-
came the most influential supporter of a
campaign by Eastern European émigré
groups to close down the Office of Spe-
cial Investigations (0.S.1.) in the Justice
Department—the only government arm
that hunts the Nazis among us. (The O.S.I.
is currently conducting approximately 500
investigations of suspected Nazi war
criminals living within our borders.)
Buchanan introduced Attorney General
Edwin Meese to officials of these O.S.I.-
bashing organizations.

The tireless Buchanan also hosted a










THE SAFE SENSUAL FULFILLMENT OF YOUR SEXUAL FANTASIES

¥
T

-z
L
e

HI! ’'m Carla

It's always more beautiful to
share a Fantasy than just to
dream one. Call me at

213 657-4054

AE/MC/V Direct Call Back Upon Request

INTIMATE, DISCREET AND UNINHIBITED FOR DISCRIMINATING ADULTS

INDULGE YOURSELF
Open my treasure chest for
your lusty delight.

I'm HONEY
213 652-7442

AE/MC/V Direct Call Back Upon Request

BRING ALL OF THE
PICTURES TOLIFE...
(oF:1]

Leslie

213 550-0560

AE/MC/V Direct Call Back Upon Request

I’m always available...
To fulfill your every desire
and need! _

I'm Waiting, Misty
213 854-3425

AE/MC/V Direct Call Back Upon Request

I’M ALL ALONE Waiting
foryou...
CALIFORNIA DREAMIN!

CALL Tracey
213 657-5580

AE/MC/V Direct Call Back Upon Request

IGNITE MY PASSIONS
| need your help to satisfy
my Erotic Dreams

Call Blondi

(818) 789-4150

AE/MC/V Direct Call Back Upon Request

PLLDO ANYTHING TO
SATISFY MY MAN!

Just Love Me!
Donna

818 760-8171

AE/MC/V Direct Call Back Upon Request

£

™

/

“...Lonely Actress
Needs to Please a
Mature Exciting Man”

Ask for Lisa
(818) 7894150

AE/MC/V Direct Call Back Upon Request

‘c‘;'
¥ig

A

I’m Tanya CALL
ME FOR ALL
THAT YOU NEED.

213 854-3425

AE/MC/V Direct Call Back Upon Request




was a board member of the little-known
Council for National Policy (C.N.P), a
capitol outfit that hosts quarterly soirees
for dynamo conservatives with a need 1o
network. Fellow officers from the bowels
of contragate presumably played dou-
bles with Buchanan at C.N.P. pow-
wows—OQliver North; Lewis Tambs, the
former Costa Rican ambassador who
helped build a secret rebel airstrip on the
southern front; contra funder and beer
baron Joseph Coors; and retired major
- general John Singlaub, Ollie North's prin-
cipal military planner.

“Buchanan had a great deal of knowl-
edge about the contra war—troop move-
ments, weapons in the field, all kinds of
details,” says one contra official who met
him in the White House in the spring of
1985.

Yet just like Walergate, Buchanan ap-
pears 1o have made a clean getaway. He
has remained tight-lipped about his role
in the covert Nicaraguan war since he
quil the administration last February.
Buchanan refused to be interviewed for
this article. Tom Braden butted his old
sparring partner when he asked him on
“Crossfire” last April if the special pros-
ecutor had paid a visit yet. Buchanan
huffed that he fully expected to get a call
“about Ollie North,” but he offered no de-
tails on what he would tell Lawrence
Walsh.

THE WET SPOT

Sexual politics has not spared Buchanan ;

shame, either. Whenever he tries to ex-
change dialectical fluids in the eroge-
nous zone, he always rolls over the wet
spot. Take Dr. Judith Reisman, the song-
writer-sex researcher from “Captain
Kangaroo,"” who was lifted from obscurity
to a $734,371 Justice Department grant
after accusing the deceased sexologist
Alfred Kinsey of complicity in the genital
torture of children. Although Reisman had
never wrilten a book, published a sci-
entific paper, or taught a college course
in her strange career, Buchanan pro-
moted her colossal distortion of Kinsey's
data in both his column and on “Cross-
fire” in 1983.

“If Dr. Reisman’s charges stand up in
the storm that is coming,” Buchanan
puffed, “Kinsey will wind up on the same
ethical and scientific shelf now reserved
for the German doctors who conducted
live experiments on Jewish children.” But
the storm did not arrive and, four years
later, neither has the promised volume on
Kinsey's supposed sex crimes.

Buchanan’s reverse Midas touch
worked a second time on Reisman. Her
coslly study of cartoons in Playboy, Pent-
house, and Hustler was rejected thrice
last year: by the Attorney General's Com-
mission on Pornography; by American
University, where it was compiled; and
by the Justice Department itself, which
decided to eat the three-quarters of a
million dollars rather than publish her
shoddy attack on mainstream men's
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magazines.

Buchanan stumbled over Kinsey once
more during his public-health-officer
phase in 1984, when he mounted a cam-
paign against deviant microbe carriers.
"According to Dr. Kinsey, the average ho-
mosexual has 1,000 sexual partners in a
lifetime,” he remarked in an American
Spectator article titled “Gay Times and
Diseases.” This statistic indicated that
such men were exponentially dangerous
in the age of AIDS. How could Buchanan
rely on a scientist whom he had previ-
ously compared to Josef Mengele? But
a more pertinent question is whether Kin-
sey ever made the 1,000-lover reference
in the first place.

In fact, he did not. So where did the
bogus figure originate? Dr. Gordon Muir,
the coauthor of the piece, points the fin-
ger at Buchanan: “This statement ap-
pears nowhere in my original draft, which
contains principally medical data fully
referenced 1o journals or books. | am of

°

Buchanan limited
his dirty tricks to dishing
out forged letters-
to- the-editor and cranky
memos targeted
against liberal think tanks
and Martin Luther King.

*

the opinion that Pat putitin .. ."

If Buchanan ever experienced the
moral equivalent of the Army-McCarthy
hearings, it was his “Crossfire” confron-
tation with Judy Blume, a cultural legend
for her realistic and popular children's
novels. Buchanan did not lose his de-
cency as McCarthy had when he gratu-
ilously smeared a young Boslon lawyer
at the hearings that finally ruined his vo-
cation Son of Joe does not have the kid-
neys for McCarthyism in the absolute raw.
Nonetheless, he treated Blume awfully,
disdainfully, as if she were Jackie Collins,
or as if she truly exploited kids.

Whatever else he is, Buchanan is a
I'homme du monde who has hung out with
party mammals like Roy Cohn and Hunter
Thompson. Yet he snootily pretended of-
fense at the notice of erections, men-
struation, burping, whizzing on lawns,
and, worsl of all, masturbation in Blume's
sensitive fiction.

The subject of the program was book-
banning. Blume, sometimes a victim of
school-library raids, came on to support
every kid's right to read. But Buchanan
was fixated on reciting juicy parts from
marked-up copies of Blume's novels that

made bold mention of the physical ex-
plorations of preteenagers. "Why is it
narrow-minded and bigoted not to want
your kid to read about masturbation at
ten years?" he complained.

“Are you hung up on masturbation?"”
Blume found herself retorting. * ... no
child would ever go through those books
and underline the way you have, be-
cause they read the books for feeling and
they write me 2,000 letters a month and
say, 'You know how | feel." "

But Buchanan was not listening. He just
kept on reading from Deenie:

“‘l touch my special place every night.’
Next passage: ‘Do normal people touch
their bodies?' Next: ‘What is the name for
stimulating our genitals? They call it mas-
turbation.” "

Tom Braden cringed as Blume grew
visibly desperate.

“Deenie is a book aboul scoliosis,” she
pleaded. “You prefer to think it's a book
about masturbation.”

“"Why couldn't you write a book about
scoliosis without the other stuff in it? . . .
Judy Blume, look, I'm sure when | was a
kid | used to go to a park about a mile
and a half away, and we'd walk home and
of course you'd go to the bathroom in the
woods if you couldn't make it home, but
why put that sort of thing in a book?" re-
marked Buchanan in the dumbest and
most intellectually indecent moment of his
public career.

Incredibly, Buchanan has privately ut-
tered hopes of being secretary of state
in a future Republican administration. If
it were not for George Shultz, he might
be America’s ambassador to NATO to-
day. But Shultz's men, taking revenge on
Buchanan's strong-arm criticism of the
State Department's South African policy,
refused to recommend the coveted ap-
pointment.

Although “Crossfire” attempted a re-
call, Buchanan wilt not go back again to
the disequilibrium of daily television. He
would rather write a fifties boyhood
memoir in temporary exile from political
clamor.

Despite the accumulated taints of
Richard Nixon, Ronald Reagan, and all
the antisocial types around them, as well
as his Nazi and South African sympa-
thies and hypocritical sexual intolerance,
Pat Buchanan threatens to walk among
us again.

In the mondo bizarro of the right he will
always be a headliner. But the civilized
tend to disregard his entertainment value,
just as they tired of Joe McCarthy's mo-
notonous dance. As Whittaker Chambers
said of the cosmic anti-commie in 1954,
he “is a bore for the same reason that
Rocky Marciano . . . is a bore to people
who are not exclusively interested in fist
throwing ... a heavy-handed slugger
who telegraphs his fouls in advance.”

And sometimes, Kim Willenson will tell
you, Buchanan does not even bother with

that. O+—g
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PATRIOT

CONTINUE D FROM PAGE 167

“Oh, God!" The surge of adrenaline left
him as quickly as it had come. Time
slowed back down to normal, and Ryan
found himself suddenly dizzy and
breathless. His mouth was open and
gasping for air. Whatever force had been
holding his body erecl seemed to dis-
appear, leaving his frame weak, on the
verge of collapse. The black sedan
backed up a few yards and accelerated
past him, racing down the street, then
turning left up a side street. Ryan didn't
think to take the number. He was stunned
by the flashing sequence of events with
which his mind had still not caught up.

The one he'd shot twice was clearly
dead, his eyes open and surprised at fate,
a foot-wide pool of blood spreading back
from his head. Ryan was chilled to see a
grenade in his gloved left hand. He bent
down to ensure that the cotter pin was
slill in place on the wooden-stick handle,
and It was a slow, painful process to
straighten up. Next he looked to the Rolls.

The first grenade had torn the front end
to shreds. The front wheels were askew,
and the tires flat on the blacktop. The
driver was dead. Another body was
slumped over in the front seat. The thick
windshield had been blasted to frag-
ments. The driver's face was—gone, a
red spongy mass. There was a red smear
on the glass partition separating the driv-
er's seat from the passenger compart-
ment. Jack moved around the car and
looked in the back. He saw a man lying
prone on the floor, and under him the cor-
ner of a woman's dress. He tapped the
pistol butt against the glass. The man
stirred for a moment, then froze. At least
he was alive.

Ryan looked at his pistol. It was empty,
the slide locked back on a dry clip. His
breath was coming in shudders now. His
legs were wobbling under him and his
hands were beginning to shake convul-
sively, which gave his wounded shoulder

brief, sharp waves of intense pain. He

looked around and saw something to
make him forget that—

A soldier was running toward him, with
a police officer a few yards behind. One
of the palace guards, Jack thought. The
man had lost his bearskin shako but still
had an automatic rifle with a half-foot of
steel bayonet perched on the muzzle.
Ryan quickly wondered if the rifle might
be loaded and decided it might be ex-
pensive to find out. This was a guards-
man, he told himself, a professional sol-
dier from a crack regiment who'd had to
prove he had real balls before they sent
him to the finishing school that made
windup toys for tourists 1o gawk at. Maybe
as good as a Sea Marine. How did you
get here so fast?

Slowly and carefully, Ryan held the pis-
tol out at arm’s length. He thumbed the
clip-release button, and the magazine

clattered down to the street. Next he
twisted the gun so that the soldier could
see it was empty. Then he set it down on
the pavement and stepped away fromiit.
He tried to raise his hands, but the left
one wouldnt move. The guardsman all
the time ran smart, head up, eyes lracing
left and right but never leaving Ryan en-
lirely. He stopped ten feet away with his
rifle at low guard, its bayonet pointed right
at Jack's throat, just like it said in the
manual. His chest was heaving. but the
soldier's face was a blank mask. The po-
liceman hadn't caught up, his face bloody
as he shouted into a small radio.

"Al ease, trooper,” Ryan said as firmly
as he could. It was not impressive. “We
gol two bad guys down. I'm one of the
good guys.”

The guardsman’s face didn't change a
whit. The boy was a pro. all right. Ryan
could hear his thinking—how easy 10 stick
the bayonet right out his target's back.
Jack was in no shape to avoid that first
thrust.

“DaddeeDaddeeDaddee!” Ryan
turned his head and saw his little girl rac-
ing past the stalled cars toward him. The
four-year-old stopped a few feet away
from him, her eyes wide with horror. She
ran forward to wrap both arms around
her father's leg and screamed up at the
guardsman: “Don’t you hurt my daddy!”

The soldier looked from father to
daughter in amazement as Cathy ap-
proached more carefully.

“Soldier,” she announced in her voice
of professional command. “I'm a doctor,
and I'm going to treat that wound. So you
can put that gun down, right now!”

The police constable grabbed the
guardsman's shoulder and said some-
thing Jack couldn’'t make out. The rifle’s
angle changed fractionally as the soldier
relaxed ever so slightly. Ryan saw more
cops running to the scene, and a white
car with its siren screaming. The situa-
tion, whatever it was, was coming under
control.

“You lunatic.” Cathy surveyed the
wound dispassionately. There was a dark
stain on the shoulder of Ryan's new suil
jacket that turned the gray wool lo pur-
ple-crimson. His whole body was shak-
ing now. He could barely stand and the
weight of Sally hanging on his leg was
forcing him to weave. Cathy grabbed his
right arm and eased him down to the
pavement, sitting him back against the
side of the car. She moved his coat away
from the wound and probed gently at his
shoulder. It didn't feel gentle at all. She
reached around to his back pocket for a
handkerchief and pressed it against the
center of the wound.

“That doesn't feel right.” she remarked
to no one.

“Daddy. you're all bloody!” Sally stood
an arm’s length away. her hands flutter-
ing like the wings of a baby bird. Jack
wanted to reach out 1o her, 1o tell her
everylhing was all right, but the three feet
of distance might as well have been a
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A [O-CM MUREX BRANDARIS.
CAN WEGO OUTAGAIN TODAY,

- R /SS CHASTITY 2

R~

FRAID NOT, IGOR.
/HE HADACALL
AROM UNCLE
VNCENT. WE HAVE
A RENDEZVOUS

" ™

ACCORDING TO MY CALCULATIONS

— THIS IS IT..BUT NAVIGATION
WAS NEVER ONE OF MYSTRONG
POINTE S

—

: I.L IESHE FINDS!T Y
YLT, THE BARON
e Ny W/LL NEVER MAKE 1T

IT5 E/THER THE KRAKEN OR
UNCLE VINCENT AND SOME
SPOT ON NAVIGATION #
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CREETINGS, CHASTITY,
MY DEAR ! WHAT DO
YOU THINK @

&
b

"l

B /7= vou-Tis
¥ ‘rusmascor
WP EVERYTHING. ..
“A. 2,

2o COMPUTERIZED

RADAR NAVIGAT/ON —

SEABED TELEVISION

SCANNER ~-YOU, /VAM.§

/7, WEVE GOT|T/LET S

GIVEE EM A DEMONSTRATION,
VAN ¥

THIS IS AS FAR AS WE NEED
TO GO ON THE SURFACE. THE

N ENTRANCE /S BETWEEN THOSE

M Tworocks r

. .f¢,=—,-""‘7

UNCLE VINCENT—/
AM IMPRESSED ¥

ITHANDLES LIKE A

DREAM. PARNASSLS
CAVE ¢S AN

INTENSIVE COLURSE

NOW=-DJD you FIND

US A SAFE HARBOUR,
OF INSTRUCTION— g
WITH THE FOREMOST CHASTITY 2
EXPERTS W THE
BUSINESS S

WEDID~WITH SOME
EAS/LY IDENTIFIASLE
LANDMARKS , 700 #

OKAY, THEN-LETS GO !
TAKEUS LUP, VAIN 7
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OUYES-PEREECTS
THIS IS JUST
THE PLACE X

Al g ¥ I . N .
o L SN
A | X ToMoRRoOW
. i ? WESTART
' workr &
‘ {

AT WENT OFE WELL, DIDN'T
IT 2 WE MYSTAPMIT WE DID
FEEL A BITAPPREMENSIVE. IT
ISN'TUSUALLY LIKE THAT WHEN
VINCENT'S AROUND ! KEEP
YOUR FINGERS CROSSED.













¢ Peachtree’
_f:. F uzzy Navel.

When the flavor of
fresh-picked peaches
meéts orange juice,
it’s love at first sip.
1% oz. Peachtree” from
DeKuyper® Fill glass
with orange juice.
Serve over ice.

PEACHTREE"‘ FROM DEKUYPER"

Bite into something wonderful.

DeKuyper® Original Peachtree™ Schnapps Liqueur, 48 Proof, John DeKuyper and Son, Eimwood Place, OH.
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MERIT TRUE
Ultra Lights: S
b . D 2
o & = . B3
g for

4mg 6mg 3mg 9mg 7mg

tar, 0.4 mg. nic. tar, 0.6 mg.nic. tar,0.3mg.nic.  tar,0.7mg.nic.  tar, 0.7 mg. nic.

None of these brands

isaslowas
Carlton Box 1005.

Cerrdy,
/ : Oof”

Less than
mg

tar,0.1mg.nic.

“TAR: ..
Ncomwg, | lESSTHAN 1 Mg

Carlf()n 7
OO:
LOWEST CARLTON 108

© The American Tobacco Co. 1987.

, i 100's Box: 1 mg. “tar”, 0.1 mg. nicotine
SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smokmg av. per cigarette, FTC Report Jan. '85.
Causes Lung Cancer, Heart Disease,
Emphysema, And May Complicate Pregnancy. Lowest of all brands is Carlton Box
King-less than 0.01 mg. tar, 0.002 mg. nic.






