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THIS BOTTLE OF BEER
COST $50 MILLION.

Why have we spent $50 million to Most beers are heat-pasteurized. It’s an exclusive method that doesn’t
develop Miller Genuine Draft? And that can affect a beer’s taste. alter the rich, smooth, pure taste
Because we’ve always believed in But Miller Genuine Draft isn’t of beer.
making every effort to produce the heat-pasteurized. It’s cold-filteredm. Cold-filtered~ Miller Genuine
best tasting bottle of beer. So we took We spent a lot of time and effort Draft. What our $50 million buys

along, hard look at how a beer is made. to develop the cold-filtered  process.  you is a beer that’s as real as it gets.

AS REAL AS IT GETS.



It this 1s a price war,
we just dropped the
big one.




Introducing The This gives your STS portable
CP832 Portable two possible phone numbers.
Cellular Telephone So if you live or work in a city
from STS. $695 served by one cellular carrier

Complete_ and commute to a city served
Armed with fresh thinking by another, simply set up service

in both places. Of course, the
CP832 works wherever cellular
service is offered. But this
feature eliminates roaming
charges wherever you set up

the second number. Even if you
never use it, this offers some
insight into our forward-thinking

and innovative engineering, STS
is quickly changing the face of
an industry dominated by $2,000
and even $3,000 price tags.

It was a natural move, really.
We had already taken the home
satellite television market by
storm. And the private-aircraft

Picking Up Our
Phone’s As Easy As
Picking Up Your Phone.

Just call 1-800-888-4566 toll-
free. We’ll answer any ques-
tions. We'll even send you a
bundle of free information.
Specifications, price compari-
sons, the works.

When you're ready to order,
we’ll ship your phone Federal
Express® within two working
days. Meanwhile, we’ll set you
up with local cellular service. So

avionics industry. In each case, S iRy when your phone arrives, you're
5 el k'nack F STS Motorola NEC | GE | RadioShack ready to go.
for building high- it g Model CP832 | 8100L P9000_| Mini CT300 Order your
: =
quality, low<ost e gy | 2~ STS portable
eletglt;)li(?nﬁgfj SE'};'IS glect;onmi\; Lock - - v - W~ cellular tele-
es 1S ual » »
o e ] Memory Dial - - v |~ = phoPe today.
Leather Case, Recharger, | Standard Extra Extra | Extra Extra You’ll wonder
e e Voo how you ever
But it wasn't Gusrautes: - got along with-
enough. We needed |1 Yr. Warranty On Parts P2 v v | v v :
out it. But at
a fresh challenge pnd Lo T
ALICnET, Price $695 $1695 | $2995 | $1795 | $1499 this price,
al'ld tl:];.? pﬁ(ifl:-ileavy k *Prices are rmnnh;:i:umud retail, based on survey conducted &/3/88. youvll be glad
portable cellular market seem g ; ou waited till now
like a perfect target. Deple}ll1 Dérect With 4
It was. e Experts.
Compare specs and you’ll find This makes a lot of sense. Portabl gﬁsﬁ 2T leoh
the STS portable offers all the When you call with a question, B o e o
features of its higher-priced you speak directly to the people $695 Complete
counterparts. Memory dial. Call ~ who design and build the (In Missouri add $39.79 sales tax)
restriction. L1ghted‘LCD display. CP832. We know it inside and Order Today
Plus a leather carrying case, out. So you get real answers Toll-F
recharger, 12V car adapter and  from real experts. o 8 e
detachable antenna. Others might il ol 1'800" 88-4566
Al th . But ; Our approach to service 1s just (Mon.-Fri., 8 a.m.-8 p.m. CST)
Goit nesio GPRCIIGIEOHENA Bl as direct. Should your STS Visa/MasterCard accepted

minds, a portable phone wouldn’t
be portable without them.

If You Work In
Two Cities, We’ve Got
Your Number.

We’ve taken the notion of
portability a step further by intro-
ducing dual NAM capability.

portable phone ever need
service, send it straight to us.
We offer a 48-hour repair turna-
round. And we back up the
CP832 with a one-year limited
warranty on parts and labor with
a 15-day, no-questions-asked,
money-back guarantee. Whew.

Satallite Technology Services

11601 Lilburn Park Road
St. Louis, MO 63146

Upon activation of your telephone, you will receive service and
monthly bills from your cellular carrier. A contract for service will
exist between you and the carrier once the carrier approves and
activates your request for service. The terms of the service contract
are available upon request.

(Dept. 17811)
Price based an cellular service designated by STS.



elLet me cast a fervent appeal and

vote for publication of a roundup of “Oh, Wicked Wanda!”

and "Sweet Chastity.” Ron Embleton
was truly a many-faceted talent.®

PENT R
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believe any of your letters
until my fantasy became
reality. | go to a small liberal-
arts college in Connecticut
and just finished with my
finals. Yesterday | went for a
long bicycle ride to relieve
some tension. It was a hot,
humid afternoon.

| was almost home, but in a
bit of a

TRIBUTE
| want to express my sorrow-
ful appreciation to you for

the obituary and tribute

to illustrator Ron Embleton in
the ‘Uimmy Swaggart” (poor
boy) issue of Penthouse

(July '88).

Those years of raunchy
satire in full color by the
Guccione-Embleton team
were among the best features
of your publication—wonder-
ful stuffl Among the posses-
sions | have in my personal
library are works done by
Embleton. They are very
different and include scholarly
monographs on the history
of the military uniform and
detailed descriptions of
various cultures that flour-
ished in the area of the
Roman Wall in Great Britain.
As your editors said so well il
in your tribute, Embleton i
was a many-faceted talent. /

Let me cast a fervent
appeal and vote for publica-
tion of a memoerial roundup i : )
of “Oh, Wicked Wanda!” :
and “Sweet Chastity." It A
would be criminal to é
allow those two beauties &=
to disappear into obliv- "}/
ion. Their ribald relations ¢
with the ostensibly
Great People of the sev-
enties and eighties
brought much laughter
to many a reader in
the past.

So, | state my plea
again: Please publish
a book of the col-
lected episodes of
Embleton's two

heroines.—Tom ¥
Leamon, Whately,
Mass. E

il
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GATOR-MAID f§

| am another one i}
of those bl B
who didn't et P

¥
6 PENTHOUSE 4.
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hurry, because | was sup-
posed to meet a friend and
go to the Huey Lewis con-
cert. Nevertheless, | was
dying for a bottle of Gatorade,
and rode to a nearby grocery
store. | could not find any of
the juice, so in my weary,
dehydrated state, | moaned,
“Ga-tor-ade.”

Suddenly, from the other
side of the shelves, out
popped this hot-looking
., blonde wearing white
short shorts and a pur-

: ple halter top. "Gator-

Q\’ ade?" she asked. “You

* know about Gatorade?

Like when you're so hung

¥l over that your lips burn?”

* | knew what she meant,

and we discussed the

" wonders of the “juice of life”

. as we waited in line with

our bottles.

Out of the blue, she asked
if | knew anyone who wanted

to buy some of her extra

\| Huey Lewis tickets. | told her

\ that | already had mine, but

\ | added that we should meet

| at the show. We stood out-
side and bullshitted as
we drank our Gatorade. By
s the time | finished chugging
* my bottle, | had to hold it
in front of my spandex
bicycle shorts to hide the
woody that had arisen from
watching the bouncing of her
full hair and firm breasts.
She was a beautiful 28-
year-old, but seemed truly
turned on by my youth. She
., asked if | would
0 4 like to drive
', around before
; the concert.
| warned her
that | would
have to shower
and we would
also have to pick
up my friend.
She understood, and

told me that she had to stop
by her old man's place to
pick up the tickets; | could
shower there. When | realized
that her “old man" was her
lover, my erection was soon
gone. By the time she, my
friend, and | got to the con-
cert, however, she was send-
ing out the right signals. |
became aware that her sugar
daddy was not enough to
satisfy her. She liked my
buddy a lot, but it was ob-
vious that it was me she
wanted. We made out a little
at the show, and | could

tell there was more to come.

Afterward, all three of
us went to a downtown dance
joint. Even though we seemed
to be getting it on, | was
aware that she easily could
be picked up by some stud
closer to her age. Fortunately
she didn't let me down, and
we went so far as to practi-
cally ball on the dance floor.
At 3 aM., we dropped my
friend off and headed back
to my place.

For some reason, we
started making out in the car
across the street from my
off-campus house. | slipped
my hand into her shorts to
find that she had no panties
on and was as wet as they
get. Her hand soon moved to
my member. "How many
girls have told you that you
have a gorgeous cock?" she
asked, catching me off guard.
It being the first time that |
had been duly complimented,
| had no choice but to balk
at the question and bury
my face in her chest.

Every few minutes she

FORUM letters should carry name and
address (in capitals, please), though these
will be withheld by the editor on request.
Letters become Iheg}ropeny af Penthouse.
Send to Penthouse Editorial Dept

1965 Broadway, New York, N'Y. 10023-6965
Views published are nct necessarily
endorsed editorially.
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tried to stop us by saying how much she
hated having sex in a car and that we
should go inside. | would pause long
enough to agree, then we would imme-
diately get back to petting. | finally got
her hot enough that she couldn't help but
ask for the dode. She was a little weird
about it, though, because she said,
“You're just a kid. | want to see how much
control you have. Put it in me once—then
take it out!" That didn't really seem like
my idea of fucking, but | was enticed by
her challenge.

We cocked her seat all the way back
and slid off our shorts. | stroked my penis
up and down her labia and then slowly
slid it in. She let out a soft but satisfied
moan. | didn't move for about five sec-
onds (although it seemed like an hour).
Then | slowly slid it out and backed off.
"l can't believe the kid fucking did it!" she
groaned. At this point she would have
taken it all; but since she started the
game, | thought | would finish it. | put my
shorts back on and, with a grin, casually
told her that |, too, didn't like having sex
in a car.

Even inside, the air was still hot. We
walked into the kitchen to get some ice
water. We filled up the pitcher and had a
few sips; then she turned the water back
on. She pulled down my shorts, bringing
my cock to attention. After placing some
crushed ice in her mouth, she began to
suckon it. It was an incredible sensation.
| looked at the stream of tap water and
became aware of what was soon to come.
She pulled away from my cock before |
lost my load, and filled her mouth from
the faucet, She quickly went down on me
again, and within a few seconds | ex-
ploded. It was like nothing | had ever ex-
perienced. She had completely won me
over and | was more than ready to go to
the bedroom.

Although | am not the most experi-
enced college student, | knew that what
we did was not your run-of-the-mill ses-
sion. | did not know that it was possible
to have sex for seven hours (with breaks
for ice water), but she had complete con-
fidence. It was 11 in the morning before
we were through.

After explaining what | had been
through to a few of my friends, one of
them succinctly put it. “She was your
fleshly Disney World, and you had an all-
night pass.”

Now that summer is coming, | will be
doing a lot of cycling. | think that I'll have
to stock up on some Gatorade. —Name
and address withheld

DOCTOR'S ORDERS

When | finished medical school a few
years ago, | began an internship in New
York City. My hospital employed vast
numbers of good-looking women as
nurses, technicians, secretaries, etc. As
time passed | became very friendly with
many of these women, and their stimu-
lating presence often caused me to walk
around the hospital with an erection for

a fair portion of most days.

One of my better friends was a nurse
I'll call Alice. Alice was petite with shoul-
der-length black hair and beautiful brown
eyes. You always knew when Alice was
around, because whether it was the nurs-
ing station, the cafeteria, or the saloon
across the street, for some reason every-
thing was livelier whenever she was there.

Most of the women working at the hos-
pital dressed attractively with some de-
gree of sex appeal. The secretaries were
the most obvious about it, but some of
the nurses did make you wonder if they
bought their uniforms at sex boutiques.
Not Alice, though. She always wore the
same style uniform—baggy white pants,
a button-down top, and white clogs. The
uniform looked good on her, but was not
in any way seductive.

After months of trying, | finally ar-
ranged a dinner date with Alice. She was
ready to go when | arrived at her apart-
ment, looking great in her high heels, tight
jeans, and fur coat. When | helped her
off with her coat at the restaurant, |
couldn't help but notice her perfect
breasts, which were accentuated by the
clinging angora sweater she had on. |
had known this woman for months, and
this was the first time | got a real glimpse
of her beautiful figure. What a contrast to
her baggy nurse’s uniform!

We had cocktails and white wine with
dinner, and | was buzzing from the com-
bination of this beautiful, sexy woman and
the fine wine. Our conversation began in-
nocently enough, but Alice was killing me
by playing with her hair with her dark-red
fingernails. Alice mentioned that she used
to wear her hair long, down to her waist,
but it was too much trouble. | asked what
she meant by too much trouble, and Alice
matter-of-factly replied, "Washing it took
too much time, and my boyfriends were
always coming in it." | nearly collapsed
with embarrassment. | was not used (o
this type of conversation.

Alice knew | was aroused and curious,
so she leaned forward and parked her
curvy breasts on the tabletop. | could see
the faint outline of erect nipples beneath
her sweater. She then asked me how |
was in bed! Gathering my composure, |
informed her that | had satisfied a few
wormen, and was told that | had goed
staying power. Alice replied that she had
seen me walking about the hospital with

TO ALL TREASURE HUNT CON-
TESTANTS: Because of pagination
problems in the September issue, it is
not necessary to submit a solution to
the Treasure Hunt puzzle with your en-
try. All entries that meet the eligibility
requirements will be accepted. For a
copy of the Official Rules, including all
the eligibility requirements, please
send a stamped, self-addressed en-
velope to: Penthouse Rules, PO. Box
883, Boston, Mass. 02117 before Oc-
tober 31, 1988. Good luck to all!




The ultimate in sound... The ultimate in savings...

174328. George
Harrison—Cloud Nine.
Got My Mind Set On You,
When We Was Fab, more.
(Warner/Dark Horse)

115457. Itzhak Perlman:
French Violin Show-
pieces—Carmen-Fan-
tasy, Havanaise, more.
(DG DIGITAL)

170250. Barry Manilow
—Swing Street, Title
song, more. (Arista)

163629. Whitesnake —
Still Of The Night, Give
Me All Your Love, more.
(Geffen)

134420. John Cougar
Mellencamp—The
Lonesome Jubilee.
Charry Bomb, elc
(Mercury)

152854. Whitney
Huumon—Whi‘tnﬂ.
Didn't We Almost Have
It All., etc. (Arista)

Original
Soundtrack
ffca]

182522

134501. Steve Winwood
—Chronicles (Greatest
Hits 1977-1987) (Island)

140079. Pat Metheny
Group—Still Life (Talk-
ing). {It's Just) Talk, Third
Wind, more. (Geffen)

153900, Best Of
The Moody Blues
(Voices In The Sky).
(Thrashold)

125179. Tchalkovsky,
1812 Overture; Nut-

cracker Suite; more—
Solti. (London DIGITAL)

160363. The Judds—
HeartLand, | Know
Where I'm Going, Don't
Be Cruel, etc. (RCA)

143465. Bon Jovi—
Slippery When Wet.
Livin' On A Prayer, elc.
(Mercury)

115530. Eine kleine
Nachtmusik; Pachelbel
Canon; Toy Symphony;
more—Academy of St.
Martin-in-the-Fields/Mar-
riner. (Philips DIGITAL)

150019. Kenny Rogers
—Greatest Hits. Lady,
The Gambler, Lucille,
more. (Liberty)

123385, Eric Clapton—
Time Pieces (The Best
0Of). Layla, After Mid-
night, etc. (Polydor)

125264. Horowitz in
Moscow—Scarlatli,
Mozart, Rachmaninov,
Scriabin, Schubert,
others. (DG DIGITAL)

143330. Foreigner—
Inside information. Say
You Will, mare. (Atlantic)

JAMES GALWAY
GREATEST HITS

173233

163600. Segovia Plays
Bach. (MCA)

154570. Huey Lewis &
The News—Forel
(Chrysalis)

115306. Handel, Water
Music—Trevor Pinnock.
(Archiv DIGITAL)

172190. Elvis Presley —
The Number One Hits.
18 #1's. (RCA)

264137, Chuck Berrl—-
The Great 28, Rock
Roll Music, Johnny B
Goode, Maybellene, etc.
(MCA/Chess)

START NOW WITH 4 COMPACT DISCS!

Yes, pick any 4 compact discs shown here! You need buy just one
salection at regular Club prices (usually $14.98-$15.98)...and take up
to one full year to do it. Then you can choose another CD free as a
bonus, That's 6 compact discs for the price of 1 and there's nothing
more to buy...ever! (Shipping & handling added to each shipment.)

HOW THE CLUB OPERATES
You select from hundreds of exciting compact discs described in the
Club’s magazine mailed to you approximately every 3 weeks (19 times a
year). Each issue highlights a Featured Selection in your preferred music
category, plus alternate selections. |f you'd like the Featured Selection, do
nothing. It will be sent to you automatically. If you'd prefer an alternate
selection, or none at all, just return the card enclosed with each issue of
your magazine by the date specified on the card. You will have at least 10
days to decide, or you may return your Featured Selection at our expense.
Cancel your membership at any time after completing your enroliment
agreement, simply by writing to us.

FREE 10-DAY TRIAL

Listen to your 4 introductory selections for a full 10 days. If not satisfied,

return them with no further obligation. You send no money now, so

complete the coupon and mail it today.

D671 Compact Disc Club, 6550 E. 30th St., Indianapolis, IN 46219-1194 oiGiTacaAuoio

i
:
¥
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COMPACT I

153501. U2—The
Joshua Tree. With Or
Without You, Still Haven't
Found What I'm Looking
For, tc. (Island)

105392. Pops In Space
—Boston Pops/Williams:
Star Wars, Superman,
mare. (Philips DIGITAL)

173406. Jazz CD
Sampler. 15 perfor-
mances from Louis
Armstrong. others!
(PolyGram)

163917. Randy Travis —
Always And Forever,
Forever And Ever Amen,
more. (Warner Bros.)
115356, Vivaldi, The 4
Seasons— Trevor Pin-
nock. (Archiv DIGITAL)

164160. The Who—
Greatest Hits. My Gen-
eration, Pinball Wizard,
more. (MCA)

134536. Madonna—
You Can Dance. Biggest
dance hits: Physical
Attraction, Where's The
Party, Into The Groove,
elc. (Sire)

115437. Gershwin,
Rhapsody In Blue;
American In Paris;
more— Previn. (Philips
DIGITAL)

130230. Crosby, Stills,

Nash & Young—Great-

est Hits (So Far). Woad-
stack, etc. (Atlantic)

112014. Led Zeppelin IV
(Runes). Stairway To
Heaven, Black Dog,
more. (Atlantic)

104810. Mozart, Syms.
Nos. 40 & 41 (Jugileﬂ—
Levine, Chicago Sym-
phony. (RCA DIGITAL)

154087, Prince—
Lovesexy. Alphabet St.,
Glam Slam, | No, etc.
(Warner/Paisley Park)

144460. Robbie Robert-
son. Sweet Fire Of Love

(wiU2), Fallen Angel, etc.

(Geffen)

125153, Rachmaninov,
Piano Concerto No. 1 &
Paganini Rhapsody—
Vladimir Ashkenazy.
(Londan DIGITAL)

150913. Van Halen—
0UB12. When IU's Love,
Black And Blue, elc.
(Warner Bros.)

160027. Alabama—
Live. Green River, Lady
Down On Love, She And
|, etc. (RCA)

262889. Virgil Fox: The
Digital Fox—Organ
works by Bach & others.
{Bainbridge DIGITAL)
144524, Classic Old &
Gold, Vol. 2. 18 Original
oldies from Ritchie
Valens, etc. (Laurie)

153810

223559, The Beach
Boys—Endless Sum-
mer. California Girls,
Help Me Rhonda, In My
Room, mare. (Capitol)

153621, Beethoven,
Symphony No. 7; more.—
Royal Philharmonic/
Previn. (RCA DIGITAL)

143293. Glenn Miller
Orchestra—In The
Digltal Mood. (GRP
DIGITAL)

153740. Genesis—
Invisible Touch. Title
hit, In Too Deep. etc.
(Atlantic)

154358. Slatkin Con-
ducts Pictures At An
Exhibition, more—
(RCA DIGITAL)

134392, Robert Plant—
Now And Zen. Heaven
Knows, Tall Cool One,
etc. (Es Paranza)

273965. Sting—Nolh-
ing Like The Sun. We'll
Be Together, more.
(A&M)

115541, Bach,
Brandenburg

Concertos 1-3—Pinnock.
(Archiv DIGITAL)

SAVE

50%

INSTANT HALF-PRICE BONUS PLAN

Unlike other clubs, you get a 50%-off Bonus Cer-
tificate with every CD you buy at regular Club
prices, effective with your first full-price purchase!

— e s s YOUR SAVINGS START HERE wees mmmm s s—— -1

Mail to: Compact Disc Club/P.O. Box 91412/Indianapolis, IN 46291
YES, please accept my membership in the Compact Disc Club and send me the four
Compact Discs I've indicated here, billing me for just shipping and handling under the terms
of this ad. | need buy just 1 CD at regular Club prices during the next year—after which | can
choose a FREE bonus CD! That's 6 for the price of 1...with nothing more to buy aver!
{Shipping & handling is added to each shipment.)

RUSH ME THESE 4 CDs (Indicate by number):

[o

|

o’

e

L MR
C] MRS.

checked here—but | may always feel free to
choose fram any (check one only):

| am most interested in the musical catagory | A ] EASY LISTENING (instrumantal/Vocal Moods)
81 COUNTRY C[]HARDROCK
D 1 POP/SOFT ROCK E ] CLASSICAL

1 miss
Address

First Name

Initial

Lasl Name

(PLEASE PRINT)

City

Stale Zip

Telephane (

Signature

Area Code )

Limilpd 10 new members, continental U.S.A. only. One membership per family. We reserve the right 10 request
additional information or reject any application. Local taxes, if any, will be added
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an erection beneath my scrub suit.

My date then excused herself to go to
the ladies' room. While waiting for her |
tried to calm down and regain my bal-
ance. A few minutes later, | felt a soft hand
across my eyes and a long fingernail
playfully running down my back. When
Alice took her hand from my eyes, she
was standing beside me wearing a skin-
tight, low-cut maroon bodysuit with a
dangling string of pearls around her neck.
Her now-erect nipples were visible
through the flimsy garment. | could feel
pre-ejaculation fluid escape from my pul-
sating penis. Alice had called for the
check on her way back to the table. We
quickly paid and left.

The short ride to her apartment was a
blur. Alice was softly stroking my right
thigh. She was attempting to converse,
but my responses were essentially

monosyllabic grunts. The evening had

been too stimulating. | was concentrating
on driving an automobile in this crazy
state of mind. Alice said, "Come on,
sweetie, don't tell me that you're one of
those guys who can't carry on a conver-
sation just because you're being turned
on by a sexy woman.” She could ob-
viously read my mind. | guessed she'd
been in this situation before.

When we arrived at her apartment, Al-
ice flipped on the stereo and kissed me
while rubbing herself against my pelvis.
She took off my coat and had me sit down

on the couch. She removed her fur and
knelt on my thighs, kissing me, then rub-
bing her clothed breasts in my face. Next
she stood up and slowly undressed me,
examining my undershorts upon their re-
moval. Alice got up and brought out two
glasses of wine, then kissed me before
going into the bedroom. She returned
wearing her fur open, with nothing un-
derneath. She tossed something at me;
it was that revealing bodysuit. | believe
this top has served its purpose,” she said.
“I'd like to congratulate you on your fan-
tastic stamina. Most guys usually come
long before this.”

Alice then resumed her position,
kneeling on my thighs and rubbing my
face with those beautiful breasts. With one
hand she reached down and grasped my
balls while with the other she stroked my
erect penis. It only took the touch of her
hand to make me come all over her. She
tock one finger and gathered some se-
men, smearing her lips with it. She kissed
me again, and more of my hot fluid es-
caped. We spent the rest of the night sat-
isfying Alice. In fact, Alice is still teaching
me to satisfy her to this day.—Name and
address withheld

BOFFIN' BONNIE

Here's a story that | am glad to be able
to share. | am a 37-year-old attractive
male possessing eight inches of dick
that’'s as thick as a chicken egg. My

“Before | pass sentence, I'd like to take this opportunity to pass a little gas.”
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neighbor Bonnie is a great-looking col-
lege girl of 19. She's five foot one and
about 100 pounds. She's very friendly—
| also know her parents well—and she
often stops by to talk to me. Bonnie often
confided to me that she was a virgin and
had never happened upon the proper
moment to change that situation. Well, that
was until the last time she came over to
my house.

She was very upset with her boyfriend
for teasing her about never doing the dirty
deed (as he so eloguently put it). Bonnie
said that she often gave him head and
that they participated in extensive fore-
play. Although she was a little scared
about going “all the way," she admitted
that she was very curious. She also told
me that she had experimented with a vi-
brator a few times.

Well, this kind of talk aroused my in-
terest, so to say, and | asked her to go
get the thing so | could have a look at it.
It was about five inches long and as thick
as my thumb. | told her that she should
get a bigger one before she went after
some real meat. Bonnie laughed and said
that her boyfriend's cock wasn't much
larger, and that if | had something better,
she would love a peek.

With that, she walked over to me, pulled
my shorts down, and grabbed my half-
hard dick. At first she just held it, fasci-
nated as it grew in her hand. She locked
up at me and said it was at least twice
as thick as her boyfriend's. Bonnie coyly
giggled, and told me that as long as she
had started the machine, we might as well
use it. | thought that was kind of cute, so
of course | obliged.

When she removed her clothing, re-
vealing her 19-year-old body—young,
firm, and waiting to be loved—| was ready
for whatever she had in store. | started
with a little foreplay; but she was hot and
real ready for her first fuck, and | landed
up on my back with her on top of me.
Bonnie started to rub her superwet pussy
up and down my trembling hard-on. She
muttered something like, “Now ar never,”
and began to force herself down on my
erect cock. After a few moments of Bon-
nie trying to get into the rhythm, she de-
cided she wasn't very comfortable. She
turned around. Her beautiful behind was
facing me, and she ground down more
and more, trying to get all of me into her.

Bonnie was so tight, | couldn't slide in
or out. Her cunt gripped my dick as it slid
back and forth, my cockhead being the
only thing really moving inside of her. Ex-
periencing this was too much for me, and
| started to climax. By now Bonnie was
pounding up and down, moaning with
delight and rubbing her tits in a near
frenzy. With that | blew my load and kept
filling her up with my sperm.

After what must have been at least ten
seconds, she said she was really spent
and began to lift up about an inch, break-
ing the seal we had between us. With my
rod still inside her, Bonnie did this in-
credible squeezing movement with her






vagina, causing her to spurt my juices
like a geyser around my cock. Bonnie
then climbed off me, definitely satisfied,
her pussy stilf slick with my come.

As we lay there relaxing, Bonnie said
that she was lucky to have had such a
wild first time. | told her that it was just as
much my pleasure as it was hers. As
Bonnie left my home, she turned and
chuckled, saying with a very confident
smile that she now had something to tease
her boyfriend with.——Name and address
withheld

BOMBS AWAY|
I'm a senior at a well-known East Coast
university, and | recently had an experi-
ence that was very new and different for
me. In fact, having gone to an all-boys
Catholic military high school, | was ill-
prepared for such an encounter.

| recently attended a costume party
thrown by one of the university clubs,
having little idea what was in store for me.
Dorie caught my eye the minute she en-
tered the room. She stood five foot nine,
and had blond hair and a body that locked
perfect with what she wore (or didn't
wear). Her most striking feature was the
way she carried herself—her walk was
enough to make even a eunuch get an
erection. | suddeniy recognized heras a
student on my floor (| was her resident
adviser}. Never before had | realized how
sensuous she was. She soon disap-

peared onto the dance flocr and was lost
in the crowd.

After the party, | returned to my dor-
mitory. While ¢limbing the stairs to my
floor, a door flung open, and out ran Do-
rig's roommate, Chrissy, soaked from
head to toe. As the R.A., | stopped her to
find out what was going on. Before she
could explain, the door opened again,
revealing Dorie, similarly drenched. The
situation quickly revealed itself when a
water ballcon, intended for Chrissy, hit
and exploded in my groin.

Torn between anger and embarrass-
ment, and knowing that such shenani-
gans are against the rules, | felt com-
pelied to do something. But since this was
a harmless prank, and my father (being
a judge) raised me as a just person, |
knew | could hardly punish these young
freshman coeds. As | looked at Dorie’s
erect nipples and dark bush protruding
from her wet T-ghirt, my throbbing man-
hood convinced me to be lenient. After |
got her to apologize and promise to clean
up, | let them go. Walking to my room, |
could hardly believe | had wimped out
on such an opportunity.

As | was changing out of my wet
clothes, hating myself for not taking ad-
vantage of the situation, there was a knock
on the door. | quickly wrapped a towel
around mysel, and opened the door to
find Dorie and Chrissy once again. They
apologized repeatedly and insisted on

IRECTOR OF
DIR RELATIONS' .

having my trousers cleaned and pressed.
As | was getting them, | heard the door
close. Next thing | knew, Dorie grabbed
the towel, leaving me naked. Chrissy
gasped at the sight of my engorging cock.

Before | knew it, Dorie had grabbed
me and given me a wild, passionate kiss.
With her tongue deep inside my mouth,
my legs gave way and we collapsed onto
the bed. Her hands roamed my body as
she slowly kissed her way down to my
now-erect dick. Her tongue glided up and
down the length of my shaft, sending
spasms of pleasure throughout my entire
body. As | was nearing the point of no
return, Dorie pulled away, and Chrissy,
stark naked, strode over. Never having
been with a woman before, | didn’t know
what to do. | was totally spellbound. The
approaching ecstasy quickly diminished
the fear | was feeling. Right or wrong, |
knew there was no turning back.

Chrissy lowered her hot, dripping cunt
onto my shaft and wrapped her legs
around me. Carefully she guided my
penis into her cunt. What a feeling! As it
slid in, her pulsating pussy muscles
started milking me for all | was worth.
Within seconds, | exploded in my first or-
gasm of the evening. | came for what
seemed like an eternity, but Chrissy was
not about to stop. She continued on and
on, and as she neared her climax, she
started shouting at the top of her lungs,
“Oh, I love your hot, long cock deep in-
side my pussy!” Then it happened,
Chrissy tensed up, all the muscles in her
body got rock-hard, and she burst into a
colossal orgasm. | lay there in disbelief
as she went into spasm after spasm.

The rest of the evening passed withme
performing oral sex on both of them and
fucking them every time my cock re-
couped. Atabout 6 am. and five orgasms
later, | was finishing up with Dorie. She
got off the bed and went to sit an the floor
next to Chrissy. | then witnessed some-
thing I'd only read about in your maga-
zing. Dorie started kissing Chrissy and,
their mouths locked together, they started
feeling each other’s body. | couldn't be-
lieve my eyes—watching the two of them
was an incredible turn-on. After a half
hour, they both brought each other to or-
gasm in a hot sixty-nine. At this paint, |
had a raging hard-on that needed quick
relief. | begged them to fuck me or at
least suck me off, but unfortunately my
pleas were ignored. They simply put on
their T-ghirts and left. Since then I've had
various other encounters with Dorie,
Chrissy, and their boyfriends. I'd just like
to add that for those of you who don't
believe, your day will come.—Name and
address withheldO+—m
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For more provocative, stimulating, and
controversial tetters, read the exciting
Forum Magazine now on sale at your
newsstand, or for this month's copy,
send $3.00 to Forum Magazine, 206
N. 12th St., Newark, NJ 07104.
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THE FRIENDS
OF PAULA
PARKINSON

The selection of J. Danforth
Quayle as George Bush's
vice-presidential running mate
was a political time bomb
waiting to explode. Looming
in Quayle's history was the
January 1980 golfing vacation
in Florida that had already
claimed the political careers
of two of his colleagues. A
simple check in the clip files
of The Wilmington Delaware
News Journal by Lee Atwater
and his Bush campaign staff
would have revealed Quayle's
participation in a week-long
outing that included eight
men in a three-bedroom
house, a woman lobbyist who
would later pose nude for
Playboy being the only female
overnight guest. Had Atwater
read the story carefully, he
would have learned that

the lobbyist's presence was
kept secret from the
congressmen's wives.

When | broke the original
Paula Parkinson story on
March 6, 1981, in the News
Journal, Quayle was just
settling into his new offices in
the U.S. Senate. But Quayle
was still a congressman from
Indiana when he joined two
other members of the U.S.
House of Representatives, a
tobacco lobbyist, and
assorted hangers-on in an
Atlantis, Florida, house during
that week. There with Quayle
and the others was Paula
Clifton Parkinson, a well-
endowed 29-year-old blond
insurance lobbyist.

Parkinson was regarded as
big trouble on Capitol Hill.
The congressional staffers
knew full well why she had
such easy access to several
congressmen. Working as
an assistant to her then
boyfriend, Hank Parkinson,
she cultivated largely Repub-
lican congressmen. Nearly

BY JOE TRENTO

20 years younger than Hank,
Paula is the daughter of a
Dallas physician. She met
Hank in Wichita, Kansas,
when he was a down-on-his-
luck PR. man looking for a
new start, and she was
longing for the big time. In
Washington, D.C., they found
both. Her flashy looks and
his ability to buddy up to
congressmen by throwing
parties won them attention,
access, and success. Hank
was good at his job of keeping
company with politicians
whose wives were at home in
a far-off state, or whose
wives were nearby but not
really part of the Washington
scene. Many congressmen
find lite lonely after-hours

in Washington.

Hank kept Paula busy. She
could be found at the Capitol
Hill Club, a Republican
hangout a few steps from the
House of Representatives

office buildings. The Club is
a good place to see
congressmen engaged in
activities you are not likely to
see on C-Span—Ilike married
elected officials picking up
available women. According
to Hank Parkinson, the
couple at one point was
entertaining 15 congressmen
and staffers a day, many of
them at the Club.

Paula was seen constantly
at the Club, and soon her
activities extended to the
bedroom. She said that she
engaged in affairs with eight
different members of
Congress. Later Hank Parkin-
son would say that he
"created a sexual Franken-
stein in Paula.”

One of her first affairs was
with Tom Railsback, the
sincere young Republican on
the House impeachment
hearings investigating Richard
Nixon. Paula said her

DENTIAL

relationship with Railsback
was not a love affair, just

a good time. But another
member of Congress said
Railsback was so involved
with Parkinson that he had
planned to take her on a
golfing junket to Spain after
the Florida trip. Railsback'’s
lawyer and friend, William
Geoghegan, confirmed that
Railsback had had a love
affair with Parkinson. A
congressional colleague said
he talked him out of the trip
to Spain, and Railsback took
his wife instead. Parkinson
said that she drove him to the
airport for the trip.

One of Parkinson's last
affairs was with then Delaware
Congressman Thomas B.
Evans, a former top official of
the Republican National
Committee and a favorite of
President Reagan.

Paula was assigned by
Hank to lobby against the
passage of an expansion bill
for a federal program that
makes direct payment of
disaster insurance to farmers.
Elements of the midwestern
insurance industry opposed
the bill. Paula lobbied Quayle,
Railsback, and Evans to
vote against it. All three
congressmen who had shared
the house with Mrs. Parkin-
son later voted her way on it.

Quayle, who had just
begun a six-year term in the
Senate when the Parkinson
story first broke, was the only
congressman of the three
who stayed under the same
roof with Parkinson not
subsequently voted out of
office. His Republican
colleagues, Evans of
Delaware and Railsback of
lllinois, both lost reelection in
the wake of the Parkinson
scandal.

When | wrote the News
Journal story, Quayle, unlike
Evans and Railsback, refused
to talk directly about his
stay at the house. Through a
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spokesman he confirmed
that Mrs. Parkinson was a
guest in the three-bedroom
house when he arrived,

and remained when he left
one day later; his staff assured
me that Quayle did not even
know Parkinson was there.
“He's a Boy Scout, he's just not
the type,” a Quayle press
aide said in 1981. No one in
Quayle's office could explain
what he was doing on the

trip to begin with, except to
say it was an opportunity

to play some golf.

For Quayle, it was inevitable
that once Bush picked him
as his running mate, the
press would want to know
more about his activities
during that trip to Florida.
Quayle claimed he did not
know Parkinson and never
saw her before or after that
time. He also claimed that he
had been “cleared” of any
wrongdoing in the incident.

Since | recalled that what
Parkinson had to say about
Quayle did not quite match the
Boy Scout image he has
tried to project, | decided to
dig out my old interviews
with Paula Parkinson to refresh
my memory. My first 1981
interview with Parkinson took
place one month after |
broke the original story.
Quayle was peripheral to the
main topic, which, for a
Delaware newspaper, was its
lone congressman, Tom
Evans. Nevertheless, the
Quayle that Paula Parkinson
described then came across
as a husband on the make
who spent the vacation with
colleagues who had similar
plans. Parkinson candidly
gave the reason the
congressmen and lobbyists
were in a rented house,
instead of at the home of a
friend of Tom Evans's in
nearby Palm Beach.

According to our taped
interview, it seemed that a now
deceased Wilmington
restaurateur and close friend
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of former congressman Tom
Evans, volunteered his Palm
Beach home for the golfing
week. But Parkinson said
restaurateur Wally Sezna's
wife caused a massive
change in the married
congressmen’s plans. “Wally
wasn't going to bring his
wife, and all of a sudden, his
wife decided to come down,"
Parkinson said. Sezna
quickly arranged to rent
another home from a Michigan
doctor for his eight male
guests. According to Parkin-
scn, she was the only woman
in the house with the eight
men. She said she slept with
Evans; and she confirmed
having had a previous affair

with then congressman Tom
Railsback. She said only
Evans had a woman with him
that week. The others, she
recalled, “would pick up the
ladies.”

The night that Quayle
arrived, the congressmen
and Paula went to a Palm
Beach restaurant for dinner.
Paula told The Washington

Post that Quayle flirted with
her in the bar and was playful.
“| had on white pants and a
white sweater, and he said,
'Here, drink this,’ and just
picked up the pitcher of
orange juice that the barten-
der makes screwdrivers

with. So | just started drinking
out of the pitcher and |
remember it spilled all over
me, all over this white sweater.
Everybody started laughing,
tee-heeing: then we went

to dance,” she said.

In my interview, Parkinson
said that Quayle was there
for only one night, and did not
pick up local women as
others in the group did; so |
assumed that Quayle had

Dan Quayle and George Bush

indeed behaved himself as
his staff claimed. | then asked
Parkinson, “So he was telling
the truth?" She responded,
“He was sure putting the
moves on me."

In a follow-up interview a
few days later, Parkinson
explained that Quayle propo-
sitioned her while they
danced at the restaurant in

Palm Beach. She said she
turned him down, saying she
was there with Congressman
Evans. When Parkinson told
me this information, | had

no interest in Dan Quayle. She
told it matter-of-factly and
never made any claims that
she had slept with the future
junior senator from Indiana. |
had already written my story
several months before this
conversation without any
help from Parkinson. But
because it was an extempo-
raneous conversation taken
from a long taped interview, it
makes her allegations all

the more credible in retro-
spect.

Glenn Lewis, a Washington
attorney who represented
Parkinson in 1981, revealed
that his client had told him
about Quayle's advances
around the same time that |
did my interviews with her.
Quayle has denied any-
thing improper, but

- plain why he
was staying in a house where
Parkinson's presence was
kept secret from all the
congressmen's wives. Rails-
back said at the time, “|
feel terrible about this. . . .
You know, our wives did not
know that Mrs, Parkinson was
present at the Florida
house. . . ."” Railsback went
on to say that one of the most
difficult things about the
exposure of the trip was that
“Tom [Evans] is going to
have to tell his wife and | am
going to have to tell mine.”
Railsback said in retrospect
that he, Evans, and Quayle
“made a big mistake” when
they stayed at the house
with Parkinson. Quayle has
declined to say what he
told his wife. Another guestion
not answered as this article
went to press is how he
came to be a houseguest to




begin with: Who invited him,
and who paid for the trip?

Tom Evans, now a
Washington lobbyist himself,
told The Washington Post
that Parkinson only recently
made up the encounter to
promote the republication of
a 1980 picture in the Novem-
ber 1988 Playboy. That is
not true, since Parkinson had
told me, extemporaneously,
about Quayle's proposition
shortly after the original story
broke, when few outside of
Indiana had any interest
in Dan Quayle.

In fact, at the time, Evans
was more newsworthy than a
junior senator like Quayle,
because of Evans's close ties
with President Reagan and
the White House. Evans had
raised millions for the Repub-
lican National Committee
during the Nixon era, when
he ran finances for the G.O.P.
After the Parkinson incident,
it was made clear to Evans
that Nancy Reagan was
displeased, and he was off
the list of those who had free
access to the President.

Evans's current defense of
Quayle is even more
ludicrous when compared to
Parkinson’s description of
what went on during the week
in Florida. The goings-on
among the participants were
hardly what you would expect
from a group of Reagan
Republicans. Paula said that
one evening, when Quayle
was not present, she and five
of the men drove to a restau-
rant for dinner. “In the car
Evans was driving; | was
sitting next to him and John
Garrett. In the backseat
was Bill Hecht [a lobbyist
with the Tobacco Institute of
America), Railsback, and
Fred Tuck. The only one | did
not see smoking dope was
Fred Tuck.” Parkinson said
she supplied the marijuana.

Quayle was not the only
Republican facing the wrath
of Parkinson in 1981. This

summer, Congressman Jack
Kemp of New York, along
with Quayle, was a finalist to
be George Bush's running
mate. One of the concerns
that put him out of the running,
according to sources in the
Bush campaign, were allega-
tions about Kemp's extramar-
ital activities.

The alleged trading of
sexual favors for influence
had become the subject
of an FB.|. probe in April 1981,
when Congressman Philip
M. Crane (R-lIl.) tried to clear
his friends Evans and Rails-
back by asking Attorney
General William French Smith
to launch an investigation,
“to avoid a witch-hunt
mentality, sensationalism,
and distortion of the facts,
characterized by recent
innuendo in the media and
elsewhere.”

Although the investigation
was inconclusive as to the
trading of sexual favors,
the results of the probe did
not do any of the men any
good. They were so embar-
rassing they still remain
secret. But among those
questioned were Congress-
man Kemp, the daughter of a
prominent Republican
congressman, Paula Parkin-
son, and Tom Evans. Parkin-
son says she told the EB.I
that she, Evans, Kemp, and
the congressman's daughter
had used a lobbyist's suite
at the L'Enfant Plaza Hotel in
Washington for sexual activ-
ity. Parkinson and EB.I.
sources both say that while
Evans confirmed at least one

Jack Kemp
of the incidents, Kemp and
the congressman’s daughter
denied the charges. When
FB.l. agents told Parkinson
that Kemp had denied them,
Parkinson said she got mad
and decided to call Kemp on
his private line. She told
Kemp that she was afraid her
estranged husband Hank
was going to name him as a
correspondent in their
pending divorce case. " . . .
Well, he panicked; then he
called Hank, and Hank said,
‘No, | am not," " Parkinson
said.

Parkinson said she made
love to Kemp all night on one
occasion. "l told him point-
blank, "You really ought to
come out with it. It would do
you a world of good for
your reputation,” " referring to
reports of homosexuality
that Kemp has repeatedly
denied. Another time, she and
Kemp planned a threesome
with another congressman.

Paula recalled that after she
married Hank Parkinson,
she had affairs with Kemp,
Evans, and another member
of Congress, who she
refused to name, but whose
sexual acrobatics she taped.
She said that videotape is
now in the hands of the FB.I.

Parkinson explained that
she was in love with Tom
Evans and that he had
promised to marry her. Evans
has consistently refused to
“comment or characterize my
relationship with Paula
Parkinson.” He did issue a
statement saying, "l deeply
regret having had any

association” with Parkinson.

Parkinson said that when
her husband found out about
the affair with Evans, he
threatened to make the
relationship public unless she
agreed to see a psychiatrist
and begin taking the antide-
pressant Lithium. Parkinson
also reported that Evans got
her pregnant on July 28,
1980, after the two of them
made love on the floor of his
congressional office.

She claimed that Evans
paid her $500 through
Washington lawyer Jerris
Leonard, for her to have an
abortion in the fall of 1980.
Leonard denied the payment;
but Parkinson provided a
receipt for the abortion, and
EB.I. sources say the father
was listed as Evans. A friend
of Parkinson's confirms that
she picked up the cash
for the abortion from Jerris
Leonard's law office.

The records the EB.I.
compiled were turned over to
the House Ethics Committee
for further investigation.
Paula Parkinson charged in
May 1981 that the FB.|. agents
investigating the case told
her the records had been
turned over, because such
an action makes the material
exempt from the Freedom
of Information Act. She added,
however, that the members
of the House Ethics Commit-
tee in 1981 were in no
position to investigate their
colleagues. My phone calls to
Parkinson, Evans, Kemp,
and Quayle went unreturned.
At presstime, Evans wrote
denying Parkinson’s allega-
tions about him and Quayle's
conduct on the Florida trip,
but remained unavailable for
an interview.

The heart of the Parkinson
scandal was perhaps best
summed up by Paula’s then
husband Hank, when he
said, "l guess my problem
was, | wasn't the jealous
type."Ot+—m
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White House staff person,
attorney general—anything’s possible

for Susan Estrich, the first

woman to run a presidential campaign.

BY ALAN M. DERSHOWITZ

Susan Estrich, the 35-year-
old woman who is heading up
Michael Dukakis's presiden-
tial campaign, knows how to
handle tough men. | know,
because of how she handled
me during the Claus von
Bulow case, in which she was
my assistant.

After | finished delivering
my argument on the appeal,
the prosecutor gave his.
When he finished, | had ten
minutes of rebuttal time
left. (The rebuttal is the most
crucial part of an oral pre-
sentation.)

But Susan Estrich was
convinced that we had
already won the case, and
that our victory could be
endangered by a wrong
answer or an incautious com-
ment. She therefore firmly
grabbed my jacket. prevent-
ing me from getting up,
and gently whispered, "l know
how difficult it is for you to
keep quiet, but if ever there
was a good time, this is it.”

| stayed seated, kept
my mouth shut, and won the
appeal. It was typical Susan:
firm, understated, cautious,
and correct

Susan and | have worked
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on several cases, projects,
and campaigns together. She
is at her best in the midst of
combat and crisis—at the
center of the storm. When
emotion and exhaustion
threaten to take over, Susan
takes charge. | recall many a
night during the Von Bulow
case when everything
seemed to be falling apart.
Witnesses were changing
their stories, journalists were
bad-mouthing our client,
arguments were crumbling,
cases we were relying on
were being overruled, secre-
taries were calling in sick,
Xerox machines were break-
ing, research assistants
were arguing with one
another.

In would walk Susan, a
mug of coffee in one hand, a
cigarette in her mouth, a
pencil behind her ear, a pad
in the other hand. “Let's get
organized," she'd say. "Let's
think about this rationally
and not waste time on trivia
and bickering. This isn't
about our egos; it's about our
client’s life."” Then she would
begin assigning tasks—
to me, to herself, and to the
others. Like an officer who
commands the troops to
follow her into battle, she'd
invariably take the most
difficult ones herself.

These traits have become
obvious during the Dukakis
campaign. Susan began
working for Dukakis as an
assistant, but quickly
emerged as the person in
charge, when John Sasso
was fired for leaking the
negative videotape that
helped drive Joe Biden out of
the race.

This was not Susan's first
campaign. She worked for
Ted Kennedy and then Jimmy

Carter in 1980. In 1984, she
worked for Geraldine Ferraro
and Walter Mondale. Although
her candidates lost the elec-
tions, Susan gained much
know-how and a husband out
of the Mondale-Ferraro effort.
She met Marty Kaplan, who
was Mondale's speech writer,
during the campaign, and
married him two years later.
He is now a vice president

of maotion-picture production.
He and his wife alternate
visits to the East and West
Coast.

Their wedding reception in
Susan's hometown of
Swampscott, Massachusetts,
was a combination of roman-
tic union, campaign reunion,
and Democratic strategy
session. Mike Dukakis min-
gled with Walter Mondale,
Geraldine Ferraro, and other
assorted political honchos.
The toasts consisted of
double entendres combining
romance with politics.

But Susan'’s life has not
been all toasts and suc-
cesses. Fourteen years ago,
she was brutally raped at
knife point. Remarkably, she
wrote a book—perhaps
the definitive legal opus—on
rape. In it, she takes a prag-
matic and balanced view
of the rights of those accused
of rape, as well as those
victimized by that horrible
crime. There are no polemics,
no extremes. She uses the
same approach when teach-
ing criminal law, or working
as president of the Massa-
chusetts Civil Liberties Union.

She supports the First
Amendment and generally
opposes censorship, even
when it is demanded in
the name of feminism. She
believes that the feminist
agenda should be more

pragmatic and less polemical,
and that feminists and civil
libertarians should stop
fighting one another.

Although this is Susan's
first experience as a cam-
paign manager, the job
comes naturally to her. To
Susan, every project is a
campaign—whether it be a
law case, a bicoastal romance
and marriage, or an election
race for the most powerful
job in the world. And to each
she brings her incredible
analytical and interpersonal
skills.

If Michael Dukakis is
elected president, Susan will
almost certainly move to
Washington. There is much
speculation among her
friends and colleagues about
the kind of job she should
take: She could become a
senior White House staff
person; she could become a
cabinet member, maybe
attorney general; she could
take on a more political role in
the Democratic National
Committee; or she could be
appointed to the judiciary.
The latter is unlikely, at least
in the beginning of a Dukakis
administration, since Susan
would be too valuable as
a political adviser to the new
president. Whatever role
she assumes, Susan will be
Susan—pragmatic, effective,
tough, and successful.

She will continue to be a
pioneer among women. She
was the first woman presi-
dent of the Harvard Law
Review, and the first woman
to run a presidential cam-
paign. She may well become
the first woman to make
the fact that she is a woman
totally irrelevant to her
appointment in a presidential
administration.Ot+—g




SPACE AGE SPPEAKER

UNIVERSAL® Company develops exciting new
technology that allows speaker placement
anywhere in your home without speaker wires.

TECHNOLOGICAL BREAK-
THROUGH

Highly acclaimed in The Wall
Street Journal as one of the most
exciting new products in the ‘87
Consumer Electronics Show. The
UNIVERSAL Speaker System en-
ables you to listen to your favorite
music (records, cassettes, reel
tapes, CDs, or AM/FM radio)
throughout your home without
having to run miles of speaker wire
everywhere. Simply plug in the
UNIVERSAL transmitter into the
tape jacks of your receiver, and
then plug in the UNIVERSAL
speakers into any household elec-
trical outlet. The music is trans-
mitted through your home’s wir-
ing. No Speaker Wires are
Needed! And the sound is great;
with deep, rich bass and crystal
clear highs.

GREAT SOUND ANYWHERE
Enjoy music on your patio, by
the pool, in the bedroom, bath-
room, while working in the garage
or even at the office. You can have
as many speakers as you have out-
lets, without the worry of speaker
wiring running endlessly through

your home. Place one, two, or four
speakers in a room, or one speaker
in every room in the house. The
possibilities are endless, and each
speaker has its own on/oft volume
control, for even more versatility.
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SUPERIOR FEATURES

The UNIVERSAL Speaker Sys-
tem is of the highest quality de-
sign. The 9% x 4% x 6" accousti-
cally constructed cabinet delivers
deep bass through a 414" woofer
and a 214" tweeter captures those
delicate highs for a full rich sound.

Installation is quick and simple,
the transmitter plugs directly into
the tape jacks of your receiver and
includes a y-jack, so you don't
lose the use of your tape jacks.
The speakers with their built-in re-
ceivers simply plug into any
household outlet anywhere you
want to listen to your main sys-

]

tem, regardless of the distances
from your stereo. In addition, this
new technology simply taps into
the signal your stereo already gen-
erates, so it will not affect your
stereo in any way. Since the trans-
mitter combines both the right and
left channels of your stereo, you
get a full and rich high fidelity sound.
These technological wonders are
available direct from the manufac-
turer, and your satisfaction is
guaranteed with a 30 day return
privilege and a full 90 day manu-
facturer's warranty.
ACT NOW AND SAVE

These wireless speakers will
carry a price tag of $125 each
when they become available to re-
tailers late this year. But NOW,
through a special promotional
campaign, the UNIVERSAL 2-
way speaker system, transmitter,
and jack is only $69. And if you
order more than one speaker, each
additional speaker is only $59.
That’s less than half the price you
can expect to pay when they hit
retail stores in the future.

Act NOW and pay less than dealer
cost through our MANUFACTURERS

DIRECT PRICING!

When ordering make sure you
specify your promotional order
code PH1X. Most orders are sent
within 72 hours of receipt.

So enjoy your favorite music
from records, cassettes, reel tapes,
CD’s, or AM/FM radio anywhere
in your home or by your patio/pool
area with the UNIVERSAL Wire-
less Speaker System.

TOLL FREE 1-800-992-2966

E (In VA. 804-379-2192) @]

OR MAIL COUPON TO:
= ——

- -
COMTRAD MARKET NETWORK 1
Crossroads Business Park
11634 Busy Street

Richmond, VA 23236

Send 1st UNIVERSAL® speaker and AC
Transmitter @ $69 plus (56 S&H)

Send ___ additional speakers @ $59 plus (56 S&H

I
1
1
|
|
|
|
| (VA residents add 4'4% tax. NO COD ORDERS) ||
l [] My check ar money order is enclosed |
I Charge to ] VISA [ MASTER CARD I
l Acct. No. I
I PLEASE PRINT CLEARLY Exp. Date I
! Name 1
I Address '
I City i
I State Zip |
i Phone L ) i
I Sign Here I
PROMO CODEPH1X ¥
h-—---------——_—d
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If elected, I'll allow

private citizens to really get

into defense by putting

their names on missile warheads.

FINAL STRAW

BY LEWIS BURKE FRUMKES

| like Dukakis. Dukakis is
small and cute and calls
everybody "my friends,"
whether they are or they

electing a president of the
United States, my friends, a
leader who will be the most
powerful man on earth.
Dukakis, with or without his
friends, just isn't exciting
enough. | also like George
Bush. George is tall and
handsome, the kind of man
every divorced woman in

a blind date. George can
boogie like a demon, hit golf
balls with the best of them,
and model V-necked sweat-
ers for GQ; but, let's face

it, friends, he's just too wimpy
to be president. That is why

| have decided to run for
president.

But where am | coming
from, you ask? What is my
platform? Good question.

As you prabably know, the
Russians are winning the
arms race. Back in the sev-
enties, when the peaceniks
and mollycoddles were
talking Salt Il and détente,
and we foolishly stopped
producing arms, the devious

20 PENTHOUSE

aren't. But we're talking about

America hopes she'll meet on

Russians continued to build
weapons behind our backs—
"Build, Sergei, build! Yo, ho,
heave ho! Catch the capital-
ist dogs now, but don't let
them see you.” Today they not
only have parity with us,
they have surpassed us in
every major military area. I'm
sure | don't have to tell you
about their $§-20, PL-4, and
PI-6 missiles, all huge and
MIRVed and equipped with
needles and spiders, capa-
ble of taking out planets
the size of Saturn. They are
awesome. Or their Gruntov
Battle Titan, a gigantic evil
robot that eats soldiers in the
field and then spits them
out again. “Ha, ha, ha! Impe-
rialist peeg! Grrr! Crunch,
crunch! Ha, ha, ha!" Believe
me, the Russians are fiends.
They are tough and mean
and never show mercy.
"Please, comrade, no, spare
me. | will learn ‘The Volga
Boatmen' by heart, please—
arghhh!" In any nuclear con-
frontation they would kick
our teeth in. | wouldn't lie to
you. If you don't want your
children to be eaten by a
Gruntov Battle Titan or incin-
erated by a nuclear missile,
you had better get your
priorities straight and jump
on the Frumkes bandwagon
now. Uncle Lew needs you!
How will | offset the Russian
lead, you ask? | will build
not only a Stealth bomber,
that invisible flying wing
you have seen drawings of in
Time magazine, but Stealth
aircraft carriers that launch
invisible fighter planes, and
Stealth submarines and
Stealth tanks. | will build an
entire Stealth army equipped
with black cloaks and Ree-
bok sneakers so that we can
tiptoe across the Russian

border without being
detected and walk right up to
Gorbachev's office inside

the Kremlin walls.

“Did you hear something,
Boris?” "No, not me, Mr.
Chairman. It must have been
the wind."

| will allow private citizens
to sponsor missiles so they
can really get into defense.
There will be a special brass
plaque on each missile, be
it a Backfire, Blackjack,
Pershing, or cruise, bearing
your name, corporate logo, or
simply "This missile is being
fired in the name of Mr. and
Mrs. Stuart Woevil” and your
coat of arms. If the Air Force
runs out of plagues before
your missile is fired, your
name will be handwritten in
chalk on the warhead just
prior to launch. Not to worry,
the chalk will be a new kind
that doesn't come off easily.

| will alsc encourage private
gifts of space-age weapons
to our defense establishment.
Thus you will be able to
channel all those profits from
your Quik-Press pants busi-
ness into a real Star Wars
particle-beam weapon inter-
ceptor, or a high-powered,
space-based infrared laser
pattle station. Imagine an
“Etta Kirshenbaum" pop-up
kinetic-energy weapons
system, orbiting the earth
every hour on the hour for all
to see. You will also be help-
ing your country.

These programs, jointly
involving the public and
private sectors, will ensure
our security well into the
twenty-first century.

In domestic affairs, | stand
for capital punishment. While
it is true that capital punish-
ment does not discourage
crimes of passion, like rape

and murder, it works wonders
with litterers and parking
violators. Think about it, would
you really double-park again
if you knew for sure you
would be hanged ar guillo-
tined in the town square?

| thought not. Nor would you
discard a gum wrapper
without thinking twice:

“My God, Harry, they shot
him for throwing his gum
wrapper in the mailbox."

“The sonofabitch litterer!

“Harry."”

The country, under
Frumkes, will once again
become clean and uncon-
gested.

| also believe in participa-
tory abortion. Under this
method, a woman may have
an abortion if she chooses,
but the accused father will
have to perform it. It will
become a somewhat less
attractive option.

"Whaddaya mean, | have
to do the abortion? Whad-
daya, crazy?"

To raise money for educa-
tion, | will propose grade
auctions every Sunday. A's
will be $25, B's $10, C's free.
True, some affluent students
will become instant scholars,
but that is better than doing
drugs.

“Geez, will you look at this.
We raised $30.000 from
the 200 valedictorians. The
Von Trubitz kid will deliver the
commencement address.”

“Can he read?"

“| don't know; he got an A
for his Bugs Bunny paper last
week. "

Yes, my programs are
bold. Yes, they are coura-
geous.

Vote Frumkes on Election
Day.

A vote for Lew is a vote for

you!Ot+—g







Clint Eastwood does Charlie

Parker. Amy Irving and Peter Riegert

do pickles and sex. Tom Hanks is

better than Big. And the Beatles are back.

FILM

BY MARCIA PALLY

* The Beast (**) in Kevin
Reynolds’s new film is a
Russian tank that decimates
an Afghan village and loses
its way in the desert, becom-
ing prey to the rebels whose
relatives it just torched. The
film has the gore and morals
of The Killing Fields, and
Mutiny on the Bounty drama.
But without the savvy of
these earlier works, the theat-
rics seem merely trite. With
solid performances by
George Dzundza (The Deer
Hunter) and Jason Patric
(The Lost Boys).

» The Charlie Parker bio-
pic Bird (**2) may be Clint
Eastwood’'s most valiant
effort at directing, but the
film—about all of the great
saxophonist’'s downs and few
of his ups—leaves you a bit
limp-spirited. Three hours
of dark footage, even if silky
or daring, makes one restless
(and nearly blind). Forest
Whitaker and Diane Venora,
as Parker and his spunky
wife, draw you into the story;
you just can’t see, from
Eastwood’s movie, why any
woman would stay with him.

* Michael Keaton gives
the performance of his career
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in Glenn Caron’s Clean and
Sober (***) where, looking
startlingly like Jack Nicholson,

7} he plays an overwired real

estate broker with several
habits to kick. Tod Carroll's
script is equally gripping as it
closes in on the cycles and
traps of addiction. As Kea-
ton's friend and eventual
lover, Kathy Baker has a
steely sexuality that insists its
way through to you.

¢ [f women in your neigh-
borhood are seductively
eyeing the guy who delivers
pickles, it's because of Joan
Micklin Silver's Crossing
Delancey (***), about the
unexpected romance
between a literary young
woman (played delicately by
Amy Irving) and a Lower
East Side pickle man. With
Peter Riegert's steady, sexy
neediness, doctors, lawyers,
and Mark Harmon had better
watch out. The rest of the
film is a pushcartful of color
and characters, the most
tantalizing of which are Reizl
Bozyk, Sylvia Miles, and
New York itself—its chic
uptown and its downtown
funk, where young blacks,
Latinos, and Koreans mix with
old Jews in between knish
shops and cuchifrito stands.

= [n Eight Men Out (**'/z),
John Sayles hails his fanfare
for the common man at the
notorious 1919 Chicago White
Sox scandal. The players
whose talent and effort make
the game possible are
cheated by club owners and
game fixers alike, and only
the plavers get caught. Spicy
and fast, the script could
do with a bit less ballpark
footage; the film has the’
handsome look of men's clubs
and old-time taverns. With
poignant, intense perfor-

mances by John Cusack,
David Strathairn, and Christo-
pher Lloyd.

* In his nearly 20 years of
stardem, John Lennon was
poet of an era, and its self-
aggrandizing jester. Imagine:
John Lennon (**%), by David
Wolper and Andrew Solt,
shows him at both extremes.
But it's the footage of the
early years, when the Beatles
sounded the hope of the
sixties, that makes this film's
stirring nostalgia. It explains
why so many grieved at
Lennon's death in a much
more cynical time.

* |In Prince of Pennsylvania
(***), the explosive Keanu
Reeves plays a boy too smart
for his tough, coal-mining
town, and too troubled by its
sexual hypocrisies and emo-
tional barrenness. Writer-
director Ron Nyswaner has a
disturbingly sharp eye for
our contradictions, betrayals,
and bottled-up feelings,
and Bonnie Bedelia, Amy
Madigan, and Fred Ward
show them all with shimmer-
ing clarity.

= Tom Hanks zips and
shines as the sexy, serious,
endearing, edgy, and very
funny stand-up comic in
David Seltzer's Punchline
(***), Sally Field, as the
housewife also trying to break
into big-time comedy, is
gawky and irresistible when
stumbling through her acts,
though her at-home scenes
with hubby and kids are a bit
teary. Best scene: Hanks
doing “Singin' in the Rain.”
Gene Kelly, move over.

* What a team! Teri Garr
and John Lithgow sidle along
as dubious accomplices to
murder in Malcolm Mowbray's
Qut Cold (***), while Randy
Quaid bobs in and out as

a private eye, adding sim-
mering dementia to this
wicked death-by-fridge frolic.

* Stealing Home (**/2)
ends where Bull Durham
begins: Some schlepp makes
it into the minor leagues.
Written and directed by Ste-
ven Kampmann and Will
Aldis, Stealing Home bounces
with some delicious flash-
backs to the late fifties and
early sixties, where Jodie
Foster is at her bad-girl-next-
door best. But watch out
for the present-day scenes:
Mark Harmon, as Foster's
best friend, has to figure out
what to do with her ashes.

* David Mamet has always
written tight, enigmatic
scripts, and his new Things
Change (**%) is just as wily.
About an Italian immigrant
who makes a deal with the
mab to take the rap for one of
their boys, Things Change
slips between drama and
safire as it toys with whose
view of life will prevail: the old
shoemaker or the Mafia
dons. Joe Mantegna and Don
Ameche steer magnificently
through all of Mamet's sar-
donic moods.

* With his usual hectic
genius, Nicolas Roeg (The
Man Who Fell to Earth)
answers the gooey baby
movies of last year with Track
29 (**%) an apocalyptic
film that collides images of
sexual fetishes, alcoholic
despair, and the oedipal tri-
angle with our need to be
loved. Track 29 is mescaline-
trip mad—and brilliant. Only
actars with the elasticity of
Gary Oldman (Sid and
Nancy ), Christopher Lloyd,
Sandra Bernhard, and
Theresa Russell (here
sensuously disheveled) could

pull it off. O+—m




AT $9.47. LONGEVITY ANSWERS
THE QUESTION THAT
HAS ELUDED PHILOSOPHERS

FOR CENTURIES:
WHAT PRICE IMMORTALITY?

A year’s subscription to Longevity has to  stories from the frontiers of the field and imme-
rank as the deal of a lifetime. Because foronly  diately useful, practical advice. All written in a no-
$9.47 you get 12 issues of the first magazine de- nonsense, fast-read style.
voted to helping you live longer and better. And guiding us in this explorationis adistin-

That's just 79¢ an issue. 20% off the cover guished panel of research scientists and medi-
price. Which isn't bad, even if immortalityisnt  cal doctors. Combined with an impressive roster
quite within our grasp. Yet. of contributing authors, many of whom have

In the months to come, therewill be articles neverallowed their work to be published ina mass
on subjects ranging from exercise to nutritionto  circulation ma gazine.
psychology and genetic engineering. Provocative But then, there’s never been a magazine like
s o W T Ja dns Longevity. A magazine dedi-

i i w o L ‘Q gevity g
L AT

b

cated to the idea that, to quote
one prominent anthropologist,
“the goal of life is to die young
—as late as possible.”

It’s an ambitious goal, but
one we doubt you will find
hard to subcribe to. Just $9.47
brings you your first 12 issues.
So use the attached card to
subscribe today, or call, toll-
free, 1-800-341-7378. But act
now. Because at least for the
time being, none of us are get-
ting any younger.

ON SALE AT NEWSSTANDS EVERYWHERE
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BOOSTING
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| want my Thanksgiving turkey to

know it died for something more than two
weeks of leftovers. So here are

my rock 'n’ roll Reasons to Be Thankful.

BY VIN SCELSA

Every year around this time,
with Thanksgiving approach-
ing, | find myself taking
stock of all that | have to be
grateful for over the last
12 months. Holidays should
have meaning and not be
mere excuses for ritualized
overindulgence. | want my
Thanksgiving turkey to know
it died for something more
than two weeks of leftovers.

So ... Reasons to Be
Thankful—from a rock 'n’" roll
PO.V.:

* | am thankful that watch-
ing MTV is not mandatory
in America. It's not so much
that MTV is insidious, medio-
cre, boring, and worthless—
it's that a/l TV is insidious,
mediocre, etc. But what
makes MTV even more
annoying than the rest of
television is that it pretends

pretends to some spirit of
rebelliousness, and there's a
whole generation of kids

this is the real thing. It's not
real; it's television. It's not

want my MTV, thank you. . . .
* Ditto with regard to what
passes for rock 'n’ roll radio
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to be some kind of alternative,

out there growing up thinking

rock 'n’ roll; it's fashion. | don't

these days. | keep waiting for
the pendulum to swing back
to a freer, less demographi-
cally controlled philosophy of
programming, but | am not
holding my breath. Luckily,
God gave us three wonderful
audio inventions (one of
which, they tell us, will soon
be obsolete—but they are the
same they who used to say
God was dead, so what
do they know, anyhow!) we
can utilize to reproduce music
at home. Thank you, God, for
records, tapes, and CDs. . . .
¢ | am thankful that Prince
left some element of mystery
in daing his Lennon Two
Virgins impression on the
cover of Lovesexy (Warner
Bros. 25720). The men don't
want to know all the secrets
of the gods, and sweet
Prince, that pencil-musta-
chioed tease, understands.
Thank you, Royal One, for the
discreetly positioned leg. . . .

* That the Ramones are
still at it. Ramonesmania (Sire
25709), their double-disc
collection of “hits,” is one of
the unqualified great collec-
tions of the year. These
guys are the masters of the
two-minute hysterical blitz-
krieg headbanger, as well as
the heartbreaking urban
slow grind. The Ramones are
what Never-Never Land's
lost boys would have become
if they had chosen to be a
rock 'n’ roll band, and Joey is
their (and our) shaggy elec-
tric Pan. . . .

» That this past year saw
the reemergence of some of
rock's lonesome recluses.
Robbie Robertson's solo
album (Geffen GHS 24160)
was as touching and evoca-
tive as his best work with
the Band; it's a year old
already, but | still haven't filed

it away. Patti Smith survived
marriage and motherhood
to emerge from her Detroit
homestead with fist still
poetically clenched (Dream
of Life, Arista AL-8453).
And Brian Wilson finally
climbed out of the sandbox,
shed weight—both physical
and emotional—and got
back into a recording studio
to create Pet Sounds '88.
I'm not so sure about this
shrink of his, but dammit,
Brian Wilson (Sire 25669-1) is
a wonderful album, so the
guy's unorthodox approach
to therapy can't be totally
discounted. . . .

* | am thankful for the
continuing existence of Fast
Folk Musical Magazine, a
unique concept that unites
songbook journalism with
recording technology, to
present a publication you
can listen to as well as read.
Each “issue” of Fast Folk
is both a full-length 12-inch
LP and a Broadside-style
magazine that covers the
acoustic-folk scene. This is
where you get to hear the
Suzanne Vegas, Christine
Lavins, and Tracy Chapmans
before the rest of the world
discovers them. (Question:
Why is it only women who
have emerged from the folk
scene with major label con-
tracts and national attention
over the past few years? Why
haven't talented guys like
Cliff Eberhardt, Rod Mac-
Donald, John Gorka, and
David Massengill risen from
the Village streets to greater
recognition?) The latest
issue, "An Evening in Green-
wich Village” (Volume 4,

No. 4, FF404), captures a live
performance at New York's
Bottom Line that features
David Roth's very punny

“Should on You,” John Gorka's
tender “Stranger With Your
Hair,” and vocalist extraordi-
naire Lucy Kaplanski's ver-
sion of Shawn Colvin's
exquisite "Diamond in the
Rough.” (If there is any justice
floating around the music

biz during the coming year,
Colvin and Kaplanski deserve
to get the next big break.)
You can subscribe to Fast
Folk ($35 for five issues, $65
for ten) by writing to PO.

Box 938 Village Station, New
York, NY. 10014. . . .

¢ | am thankful that Van
Morrison and the Chieftains—
a musical marriage so per-
fect it's a wonder it hadn'’t
happened soconer—released
Irish Heartbeat (PolyGram/
Mercury 834 496-1), a collec-
tion of mostly traditional
songs plus Van's own title
track and “Celtic Ray.” These
men tap into timeless sound
and emotion here—it's a
celebration of joy, an under-
standing of sorrow. | play
this one instead of going to
church. . ..

¢ And I'm thankful for all
the musical pleasure I've
received during these past
months from Tom Waits,
Richard Barone, REM, the
Cucumbers, Lyle Lovett, the
Silos, the Tom Russell Band,
Strange Cave, T-Bone Bur-
nette, Nanci Griffith, the Del
Lords, Ziggy Marley, Leonard
Cohen, Graham Parker,
Camper Van Beethoven, Toni
Childs, Steve Forbert, Pat
Benatar, Tom Chapin, lggy
Pop, Jimmy Buffett, Neil
Young, and Paul Kelly & the
Messengers. . . .

See what happens when
you stop to smell the roses?
You find all sorts of wonderful
things have grown in the

garden. .. .O+m
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Model -817

Genvuine,
Automatic And

Completely Finished

Sold In Legal Kit Form*

Model #702 Full Auto* Panther

Heavy duty and built to stay that way, the Model 702 utilizes a
cam-spring activator within its large contoured grip. Touch the
button and It delivers a finely honed blade of mil:spec stainless
stesl. Instantly retractable. A full 9 inches.

Now thru December sale priced at $14.95

Model #817 Full Auto* Lever Hunter

The gleaming brass and polished rosewood handla conceals a
spring loaded blade of Rockwell hardened brushed stainless
steel. Touch the lever, and the blade arcs out with a flash, and
locks into sight inches of elegant and rugged knife. $38.85

95 On sale thru December only..........$19.95

Model =860 Full Auto* Stealth

Midnight black, High Impact Mil-Spec ABS Resin handle pro-
vides light-weight yet heavy-duty action, Touch the button and a
sleek blade of Vanadium Stainless Steel leaps out, ready for any
situation. Front opening and Instantly Retractable. 812"

$23:95 On sale thru December only. . $14.95

Model =120 Full Auto* The Sicilian

Beautitully Handcrafted in Italy, the classic lines of the Model
120 have earmned & reputation from the hills of Corsica to the
asphalt jungles of New York. This truly collectible knife features
Swiss stesl guards, full brass liners, deep-swirl pearlescent
grips. Touch the button and out arcs a flashing, sleek blade of
heavy gauge razor sharp Chromex steel. 8%”  Maodel +120

Supplies guaranteed only thru March '89. $49.95

“Attn. collector and Sportsmen: Thol
T kils may violate certan laws. Plet
ng, ‘as-compliance with-any such law s 1

' GIFT SUGGESTION 1

Full Autof e

Model <860
Full Auto*

Silent, and
When You Are.

#434 Full

The Minuteman Model

Auto* Now Free.

The unique, classic design of the Minuteman
Full Auto traces its history to Germany, where it
was first seen in 1895. Handforged of European
steel and Mexican Rosewood, the precise full-
auto action snaps out a clip point blade of
polished and beveled 440 stainless steel. Over
8” of serious knife.

Normally $29.95 Now yours FREE with
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ePassion, pleasure,
titillation of all the senses, supreme
delight, and total fulfillment—
these are what making love is all about.®

XAVIERA HOLLANDER
CALL ME MADAM

LETTER OF THE MONTH

| have a question that | have
been wanting to ask, but I'm
afraid that no one will believe
me! How many times should
the average male be able to
experience orgasm in one
night? I'll explain my situation.

My girlfriend Lorri and | live
in separate cities, since we are
trying to get ahead with our
careers. Because of our ar-
rangement, we only get to see
each other on weekends. Our
time spent together is usually
terrific and filled with lots of
good sex. Since Lorri has
trouble with the Pill, we use
condoms as a means of con-
traception.

Lorri and | started out as
good friends and did not make
love until three years later.
However, since we have be-
gun having sex, it's been the
best—the greatest—that | ever
had! She is a very beautiful
woman with the best legs that
I've seen on a girl. | dream
about her constantly. In fact, |
think my dick is more often
hard than soft. When we are
together, | just can't seem to
get enough of her. When I'm
away from her, | am miserable.
Now here is my problem, which
I hope you'll believe.

A few months ago, right after
Lorri had her period, she
thought that it would be safe
to make love without a con-
dom. Since | am madly in love
with her, | agreed, thinking
even if she did get pregnant, |
would love to marry her. Any-
way, that was on a Friday night
in which | came five times dur-
ing our lovernaking. The next
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night—after an evening of
knowing that she wasn't wear-
ing any panties under her
jeans—we made love again,
and/came 11 times over a pe-
riod of two and a half hours:
seven times during inter-
course, three times by her
hand, and once while receiv-
ing oral sex. | realize that by
now you might have already
thrown this letter away; but
please don't, because | am
telling the truth. Even that Sun-
day night | came three times
by her hand (she was too sore),
making 19 the total for that
whole weekend. What really
gets me is that every time after
making love, | still had a tre-
mendous hard-on and could
come again very easily.

| feel bad because Lorri
usually comes once during our
lovemaking (usually by my
hand or orally), and afterward
she just wants to relax. | feel

that I'm not able to give her the
orgasmic pleasure that she
gives me,; maybe | am taking
too much pleasure. However,
she says it excites her to see
me come so many times and
it gets her off in other ways.
I've never felt like this before
with any other woman. | used
fo come, at the most, maybe
three times in one evening—I
thought that was a lot! Also,
before that weekend with Lorri,
I'd come at least seven times
in one evening, and we thought
that was a bit much! Maybe it
was the exciterment of having
my dick inside of her without
a condom—but since then
we've used condoms, and I'd
come at least eight times.
Xaviera, no other woman
makes me feel the way Lorri
does. | can't get turned on by
anyone else. Is this normal?
Another problem is guilt—I feel
bad that Lorri doesn't have as

many orgasms as | do. Am |
really giving her the pleasure
she deserves? Please take me
seriously—B. G.

What a lot of complexes you
have! You feel bad, you feel
guilty, you are worried, you are
afraid I'm going to throw this
letter away because you don't
think | am going to believe you,
etc., etc. What a pathetic vic-
tim of our culture you are. Your
problem is that somewhere
along the line you got brain-
washed into believing that it is
“wicked" to have a good time.

Everyone seems to be talk-
ing about sexual satisfaction.
What a wishy-washy word.
Satisfied is how you feel after
aplain, healthy lunch at the of-
fice cafeteria. "Enough,” said
Oscar Wilde, “is as bad as a
meal—too much is as good as
a feast." Jeeves, the immortal
gentleman’'s gentleman cre-
ated by P G. Wodehouse, said,
‘| endeavor to give satisfac-
tion."” An admirable quality in a
servant, but in a lover one
wants more. Passion, plea-
sure, titillation of all the senses,
supreme delight, and total ful-
fillment—these are what mak-
ing love is all about. Your Lorri
is so beautiful and sexually ex-
citing, and you love her so
much, that you can't get
enough of her. When you are
satisfied, that's it. You stop
doing whatever satisfied you
and go away and do some-

All inquiries are treated in confidence. Send
yours o Xaviera Hollander, Penthouse Mag-
azine, 1965 Broadway, New York, NY. 10023-
5965 Miss Hollander regrets that no private
replies can be supplied



thing else. | once had a German boy-
friend who, when | asked him if he loved
me, said, “| like you a lot." He was satis-
fied with me. | gave him up immediately!

| also detect a note of egomaniacal
smugness in the description of your sex-
ual prowess. Okay, so 11 orgasms in two
and a half hours is definitely in the Olym-
pic class; but biologically there is no rea-
son why a healthy young man should not
have an orgasm every 15 minutes or so.
It just depends on the individual's recov-
ery time. Very few men are capable of
more than one ejaculation from the same
orgasm, but they do exist. | have a lover
who is one of them, and he has achieved
nine orgasms in an eight-hour period. Still
doesn't beat your record, but this guy is
more than twice your age.

Some years ago, a zoo in South Car-
olina took charge of a middle-aged lion

called Frazier. The young lionesses in the
zoo—several of which were still virgins—
fell instantly in love with this aging leonine
playboy, who immediately collected a
harem of admirers.

The first day he was placed in their en-
closure, he had intercourse 18 times, but
this was only for starters. Fascinated by
his potency, a team of trained scientific
observers watched him in shifts; so, un-
like a lot of statistics on human virility that
are only hearsay, this lion’s tail has the
official stamp of approval. In 60 hours,
Frazier, the king of beasts, fucked 170
times. If you want to be lionized, you are
going to have to do some workouts.

To your last question, | would say that
if you enjoy feeling guilty (I think you
probably do), by all means, do sa. A sex-
ual romp of these proportions is, or should
be, pure pleasure; so if you can think of

No matter what yo

first setthem
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anything you haven't already done that
might increase that pleasure, go ahead
and do it.

KING OF THIEVES

First let me tell you that I read Penthouse
all the time. You never cease lo amaze
me with the things you say, the experi-
ences that you've had, and the places
you've been. You sound like a woman with
class; and although | don’t know you, if |
had a billion dollars, | wouldn't hesitate to
spend it all on you.

Now for my inguiry. I'm a 22-year-old
professional thief and | live a very flam-
boyant and exciting life. I'm good-look-
ing and | do have a way with words—I
mean, | do attract many women.

| have 11 girlfriends right now, and /
sleep with them all. | usually sleep with
seven different ones each day. Xaviera,
none of these girls are cheap sluts in any
way. They are all between the ages of 18
and 21 years old, and are all good-look-
ing girls. They all know what kind of busi-
ness | conduct—I guess they find it ex-
citing and unique.

One of themn lives in an apartment that
| provide for her. Another lives in a huge
house | bought—she's the one that | am
really heavy with. Another two spend their
time occupying two haotel rooms that |
rent. They are both out of town. As for the
other seven, one qirl is the sister of the
wornan | have in the apartment. She still
lives at home. Another is a cop's daugh-
ter. That's a real blast! The next beauty
is a preacher’'s daughter who also lives
at home—she's the sweetest girl you've
ever seen. | also have another girlfriend
who's an attorney’s daughter—she has
her own condo. The remaining three are
friends of the last four giris I've told you
about. They also still live at home. (I hope
you're following me on all this.)

Now [ go from girl to girl and bang my
brains out every day. | fuck so many times
a week, | get lost counting! It's not like
being a husband, where you have good
sex two or three times a day, because |
do the two to three times a day with dif-
ferent women. The funny part is that most
of these giris know about each other. To
me, that's really crazy.

I'm sure that it's the money and the
cars that attract them. | made 85 miilion
in 1987, and own ten sports cars. | let all
my girls drive these cars for themselves.
| don't know—do you think | should chill
out a bit? Should | slow down as | get
older? | don't want to hit 30 and find out
that | can't get it up anymore because of
all the banging I'm doing now. Oh, and
one more thing: If | get busted and go to
prisan, would | go through a sexual with-
drawal because of inactivity?—H. D.

Are you sure you're not exaggerating?
Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh had, | think, 68
Rolls Royces—which | suppose repre-
sent some kind of investment, but | can't
imagine why he would want so many.
What on earth can you do with ten cars?



Instant-on radar:

How it works. How to defend yourself.

Instant-on radar—sometimes called “pulse”

radar—has been around for years. Butit's being

used more frequently now as radar operators

try to defeat detector users. Here's how it works.
First things first

Ordinary radar and instant-on radar use
exactly the same type of radar beams. In fact,
most radar guns can operate either way. It's just
a matter of which buttons the operator pushes.

How ordinary radar works

In an ordinary radar trap, the radar gun is
aimed at traffic and it continuously transmits
a beam of radar waves, The effective range for
the radar to “see” your speed is less than a
half mile for most cars, longer for trucks.

How radar detectors work

A radar detector is a radio receiver tuned to
radar frequency. A high-performance radar
detector is sensitive enough to pick up the
radar waves before you drive within speed-
measuring range. It's as simple as that,

How Instant-on radar works

The instant-on radar trap is set up just like
an ordinary radar trap. The only difference is
that the gun doesn't transmit until the operator
pushes a button. So there is no radar signal
for a radar detector to find.

Then when you're within speed-measuring
range, the operator triggers the beam. Hence
the term “instant-on.’ The radar reads your
speed within a fraction of a second, too quickly
for a human to respond.

Your only hope

Because instant-on radar is faster than your
reflexes, your only defense is to identify it
before you are within its range. You must detect

it when the operator zaps the traffic ahead of
you. For this, your detector must reach out for
distant radar signals.

When you understand that Instant-on radar is nothing
more than ordinary radar being tumed on and off, the

- threat loses its mystery. Defense comes down to detecting
the radar before before it's strong enough to find you.
mhmmma_emmrm;wnas
-added a feature it calls "Pulse Protection” to one of its
models. Here's what it does:

DOING IT WRONG

The Kustom Signals HR-12 and KR-11, two of the many radar
units that can be operated in an instant-on, or “pulse” mode.

You're looking for weak radar that lasts only
a few seconds. Finding even one such “pulse”
is cause for alert. Finding a series of them,
each stronger than the previous one, indicates
you're approaching an instant-on radar trap
that's picking off traffic ahead.

Same old strategy

Identifying instant-on radar before you come
in range is the only defense today, just as it
was when we firstintroduced Escort, That's why
our warning system, used on both Escort and
Passport, tells you both the strength of the
signal and the length of it. You need to know
both to defend yourself.

Nothing but the truth

Ourwarning system indicates signal strength
two ways: by a meter for a visual check, by a
variable-rate beeper if you prefer to listen. The
length of the signal is indicated by the duration
of the alert. Knowing signal strength and signal
length of every radar encounter is the only way
to find instant-on radar before it finds you.

Escort and Passport are the most effective
radar-warning instruments available. But don’t
take our word for it.

When this unit detects the sudden presence of a high-
strength signal, a “P" appears on its display and it sounds
aspecial alarm. This is your “Pulse Protection.’

The fine print. Unfortunately, the sudden presence of a
hsgh‘strenmh signal describes an instant-on encounter
when you're within range. True protection from instant-on
depends on responding to weak signals, but “Pulse
Protection™ doesmre!mma o weak signals.

The maker says this feature “tells you when youra
being shot at!" And that's the problem. When you're being
shot at, it's too late,

In 1987, Car and Driver, Popular Mechanics
and Roundel each published independent tests
of radar detectors. And each gave us the highest
ratings. Call toll-free and we’'ll send reprints of
the complete tests, not just excerpts or quotes,

We're as close as your phone

We sell direct to you, and we guarantee your
satisfaction. If you're not entirely satisfied
within 30 days, return your purchase. We'll
refund your money and shipping costs.

To order, call toll-free. Orders in by 5:00 pm
eastern time go out the same day by UPS and
we pay the shipping. Overnight delivery is guar-
anteed by Federal Express for only $10 extra.

Call now and the best defense against
instant-on radar can be in your car tomorrow.

Order Today

TOLL FREE 1-800-543-1608
(Mon-Fri 8am-11pm, Sat-Sun 9:30-6 EST)

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

PASSPOR

RADAR - '

'F'L*’

Pocket-Size Radar Protection $295

(Chio res. add $16.23 tax)
Em ]‘!,‘

RADAR WARNING RECEIVER

The Classic of Radar Warning $245
{Ohio Res. add $13.48 tax)

Cincinnati Microwave

P Department 6005N8
One Microwave Plaza
Cincinnati, Ohio 45249-9502

© 1988 Cincinnati Microwave, Inc.



It is possible for a man to make fove to
more than one woman at a time; but no-
body, however talented, can drive two
cars at the same time any more than he
can fuck two girls at the same time (un-

less he was born with two cocks, and ®

even then it would be difficult).

Now, your claims—that you sleep with ®
seven different girls every day and “do

the two to three times a day with different A man’s cologne and aftershave.
women'—are not entirely clear. It could
mean that you “have good sex" 20 times
a day. | see nothing wrong in that, as it is
good, healthy exercise, especially with
the girls scattered all over the place. |
guess you have to move pretty fast to get
round all of them once and some of them
twice. What | don't understand is when
you ever find time to do any thieving, as
your estimated income for '87 seems on
the high side. What do you tell the in-
come-tax people, incidentally?

Assuming that your figures are correct,
then | suspect that my readers will be
much more interested in your profes-
sional activities than your sexual esca-
pades. | know several men whose sexual
capacity is probably as great as yours,
but none of them have the ability to earn
a seven-figure income, honestly or dis-
honestly.

Whatever way you steal all this money,
the risk you run is considerable, because
most people get very angry when they
are ripped off. It starts with a bitterness
that one accepts with a loss of less than
20 bucks, but to have a hundred dollars
disappear into some crook’s criminal
clutches produces a fury in the average
citizen's mind that cries out for ven-
geance. If you should get caught, which
is fairly likely in the case of someone who
boasts loudly and arrogantly of his
wickedness, expect no mercy. Some
judge, who is already being royally ripped
off by the Inland Revenue, will delight-
edly consign you to the slammer for as
long as the law allows, and there you will
suffer

You probably won't have withdrawal
symptoms from lack of women, since you
can always masturbate. | suggest that you
learn an ambidextrous technigue, or else
your right arm will develop to Mr. Uni-
verse proportions while the rest of your
body deteriorates.

My advice to you is, take the money
and run to a place like Jamaica, where
there is a lot of poverty and six women
to every man. You could make a lot of
people happy every which way—al-
though on second thought, you had bet-
ter shop around for a country that has no
extradition treaty with the U.S.
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HE'S MAD AS HELL

| would like to say something in regard to
your answer to “Selfish Sailor,” whose let-
ter appeared in the January '88 issue.
First, | do not condone the actions or
statements made by the individual. In my
opinion (take it or leave it), he needs to
make a serious attempt to communicate
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with his wife. Things can work out; but
it's got to be give-and-take. The thing that
burns me up is the way you attack the
Navy and armed forces in general.

The Navy is probably the most difficult
and stressful service on a marriage (the
Army and Marines are second). On the
average, a sailor is on cruise eight to ten
months, in home port for only 90 days—
then back out again. | don't think you have
any idea what it is like to have that Jong
a separation.

My wife and | have been married for
one and a half years. I'm in the Army,
stationed in Europe; she’s in the States
because of the bad dollar value. Out of
those years of marriage we have been
together 137 days. We love and trust each
other 110 percent and have never chealed
on each other. ( You're probably saying to
yourself, “Bull," but the fact remains.)

We are out here keeping your behinds
safe, and all you dois stab us in the back!/
Of course this guy has a problem. He
asked you for help and you gave it to him
with a hot poker. Next time you take a
shot at someone that keeps your sorry
self safe by putting his life on the line 24
hours a day, think about what it would be
like to sit in a foxhole or on a ship some-
where (like in the Gulf)—B. C

| hope that none of your superior officers
are as quick to take offense as you—es-
pecially those guys who sit with their fin-
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gers poised over “the button"—because
if they are, we are definitely on the brink
of the long-awaited nuclear holocaust.

| have just reread my answer to “Self-
ish Sailor,” and | cannot find any criticism
of the armed forces, either directly or by
association. | said that the writer was
screwing his way around the world, but
that is what sailors are supposed to do.
‘A wife in every port” is the saying. So
this guy has a wife in one and a mistress
in another—what's the difference? My
advice to him was to treat his wife with
more consideration and as an equal,
rather than criticize her appearance,
hairstyle, etc., as he might justifiably do
to an enlisted man under his command.
The comment that | presume provoked
your anger was that what he was doing
was “at taxpayers' expense.” Who do you
think pays your wages? 'l tell you. Mr.
and Mrs. John/Jane Doe Citizen contrib-
ute a large percentage of their earnings
in order to maintain the armed forces. One
recent presidential candidate pointed out
that the money needed to buy one or two
extra nuclear submarines (of which we
already have more than the Russians)
would solve all the problems of poverty
and homelessness in the United States.
But it is a question of priorities; and
among the people advising the govern-
ment on what is important, there are
professional soldiers like you, but higher
up in the pecking order. And what do they

want? More money for weapons.

The fact remains that the only suitable
employment for an army is to fight wars;
so whether or not you are keeping any-
one’s behind safe is open to doubt—you
may be doing just the opposite. And lis-
ten to me, soldier, my butt is not sorry,
even if yours is. But who wants to hear
all this shit in a column of sexual advice?
Let's get back to your situation.

As a professional soldier you're not ex-
pected to reason why—your job is to do
what you're told and, if necessary, to die.
So if the international exchange rate of
the U.S. dollar is why you are spending
so little time with your wife, then like a
good soldier, you are really not doing
much reasoning why. If you stop a bullet,
your wife will be taken care of financially;
and as a premature one-way ticket to the
next world is a definite possibility in the
life of a military man, you would do better
to live in the present rather than try and
be a yuppie. “Upwardly mobile” has only
one interpretation in your job—that you
have stepped on a land mine.

One of the great advantages of being
a soldier stationed abroad is the chance
of getting into a lot of fancy foreign pussy.
As you are prepared to forgo the delights
of European women (of which | am one)
in order to be faithful to your wife, | would
have thought that the clever thing to do
is say “Fuck the finances," and if the Army
will let you, give her the chance to see a
bit of the world and sleep with her hus-
band rather than alone.

HELPING HAND

| am a 30-year-old aide in a clinic where
we do a lot of preemployment and insur-
ance physicals. We usually require the
patients to undress for these complete
examinations. My job is to measure the
patients’ height, weight, pulse, tempera-
ture, and blood pressure before the doc-
tor comes in.

One day a young medical secretary
named Lisa came in to see me, right be-
fore | was to perform an exam. She ex-
pressed an interest in helping me, and
said that she had some free time. | let her
stay. Since then, she often stopped by to
assist me, and eventually | spotted a pat-
tern.

At lunch the other day, | teased Lisa
and said that every time she wants to
help me, the patient turns out to be an
attractive young male. At first she denied
it, but eventually | got her to admit that
the pattern I'd noticed was no accident.
She blushed and confessed that she'd
been dying to get into the examining room
ever since she found out that the patients
had to disrobe. She said she gets turned
on something fierce by watching dishy
hunks parade around in their birthday
suits. She begged me to let her continue
to help.

Lisa argued that if a man is already
nude in front of one woman, he wouldn't
mind two. She added that she has been
praised by our superiors for being so
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courteous and helping me. My problem
is that the situation might be immoral.
Xaviera, | really do not know what to
do. Should | let Lisa help me with the ex-
aminations? Is it fair to the patients?
Should | consider leaving my job? So far,
there have been no complaints.—G. S.

| am constantly astounded by the ex-
traordinary rules that otherwise quite in-
telligent people want to make to prevent
what we call sexual harassment. While
you consider Lisa's plea to be allowed to
help you, | wonder what imaginable harm
could possibly ensue.

In your puritan-criented brain, do you
think that some macho hunk might be
given a complex leading to eventual im-
potence by Lisa staring at his scrotum?
We live in a world where movies are
“adapted” for television, which means
they are censored in case our kids watch
them. That consists of removing all
scenes of total or even partial nudity. They
cut all sexual confrontations until the story
becomes incomprehensible, and re-
place honest Anglo-Saxon fuck's with
doubtful words like freak. But the vio-
lence, murder, torture, and cruelty con-
tent of these same films is left untouched,
because parents seem to be less wor-
ried about its effect on their offspring.

| suppose that some censors would like
to see licenses issued to view nudity. |
can justimagine some saying, “Can | see
your permit please? Oh, you haven't got
one, and you don’t look over 21 to me.”

Step back a pace and realize that you
are Meese-ing around, looking for sin
where there is none. The next logical step
would have you writing "potential rapist"
in your report on any man whose cock
twitches when two females look at it.

| once starred in a film called My Plea-
sure Is My Business. It wasn't the great-
est movie of all time, but | mention it be-
cause of the title, which is a good motto
for life. If you enjoy your work, you are
much more likely to do a good job. O+
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Worm your way into the Golden Worm Club.
Pick up an invitation at your local tavern, package-goods
store, or write The Golden Worm, PO. Box 1451,
Arlington Heights, IL 60006.

Enjoy Monte Alban—drink responsibly. @ 1988 Monte Alban Mezcal. 80 proof. Imported by Barton Brands, Ltd., Chicago, IL.
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- CLOSING THE GENDER GAP

BY EMILY PRAGER

It's just a few weeks until Election Day, and all over America
campaign workers are struggling with “the gender gap.” The
temale gender does not like George Bush. The male gender
is dubious about Dukakis. If they don't figure this out, the poll-
ing places will look like high school proms from the 1950s:
girls on one side, boys on the other—if you slow dance, make
sure there's a 12-inch space between you. We at Penthouse
would like to offer some advice on how to close this gap.

Things Bush Can Do to Appeal to Women:

1. Change his name. The very name Bush has a derogatory
sound to women, being, as it is, a slang term for the nether
regions of the female anatomy. The name Bush is a sexist
affront no matter whether he's talking day-care or kicking ass.
He should change it to something that appeals to women, like
Kitten or Youngstud.

2. Change his look. There is nothing more pathetic to a gal
than an aging preppie with stringy hair. Anything is preferable.
The Al Haig military look, the Ronald Reagan executive look—
each of these has its own powerful mystery. But the aging
preppie with stringy hair look has an arrested, unsuccessful
feel to it that trumpets prostate trouble. And, indeed, on his
medical guestionnaire prostate
trouble (usually an old man's
disease) was high on the list. His
is a look that appeals only to
mother figures (see No. 4., Bar-
bara Bush) and C.l.A. opera-
tives working in Panama.

3. Take voice lessons. Women
do not respect a man who
whines. They will, however,
adore the worst man in the world,
provided he has a strong voice.
To wit; Robert Chambers, Adolf
Hitler, Joseph Stalin. The Bush
whine reminds every woman of
her hairdresser on a bad day, or
as a Washington reporter put it
so succinctly, of her ex-hus-
band. That whine makes a gal
want to wield a blunt object or
ring up Marvin Mitchelson. |t
brings out the sadist in a girl, not
the voter.

4. Revamp Barbara Bush.
Women judge a man by the look

of his wife. Barbara Bush looks like George Bush's mother. This
means two things: (a) Bush is in the child role—no power; (b) he
does not make Barbara feel sexy—which is the worst thing a
man can do to a woman (see No. 2., prostate trouble). A Repub-
lican man is supposed to keep his wife in luxury. Barbara Bush
looks like a hausfrau. It's all wrong. Slim her down. Make her wear
a garter belt and stockings under her clothes. They'll be sur-
prised how differently she will present herself.

5. Dump Dan Quayle. Baby-boomers who didn't serve in
Vietnam and now are hawks make women puke.

Things Dukakis Can Do to Appeal to Men:

1. Get a new tailor. On TV, Dukakis looks like a dwarf. |
thought he was five foot four. He’s not. He's five foot eight. Alan
Ladd and Paul Newman are short, but look big on-screen.
Men like to be tall. They like to laud it over the short guys. This
is why short guys become Napoleon. Any TV tailor can fix the
problem. You do something to the shoulders to make the arms
look longer and the head smaller. More short guys who look
tall: David Bowie, Robert Redford, Mikhail Baryshnikov.

2. Get a new snowblower. Men love gadgets. |'ve never
known a man who wouldn't rather buy a CD player than take
me out to dinner, or who wouldn't
rather have a conversation with
his car computer than with his
wife. Gadgets are as big as
sports with men these days,
maybe bigger, because they
signal prosperity. The Duke's
complete disinterest in gadgets
gives him a fuddy-duddy air he
can ill afford. At the very least,
he should get a wristwatch tele-
vision so he can watch football
at pit stops.

3. Drop the sensitivity myth.
Men think the Duke is too sen-
sitive. Women know he isn't. Any
man who could spend 15 years
with a woman on diet pills and
not know it, is no Charles Boyer,
believe me. Clearly, the Duke's
an egomaniacal workaholic who
blocked out his wife's pill prob-
lem, a classic sexist pig worthy
of every American man's re-
spect, Republicans included.
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SCERNES

BY TANYA INDIANA

One of the children is playing
happily with a brightly painted
wooden Ferris wheel. As he
spins the wheel gleefully,
little dolls wobble about in
their seats. Wait a minute, the
seated figures are skeletons,
grinning maniacally. A little
girl carefully arranges an
altar with lighted vigil candles,
incense, fruit, holy pictures,
family portraits of ancestors, a
favorite pipe of her deceased
grandfather. Leather-clad
rockers play tiny electric
guitars in a papier-maché
diorama nearby. The Grateful
Dead? Literally. They're
smirking skeletons, too. Tug-
ging on the string of a jack-
in-the-box, a baby giggles
each time a little skull ap-
pears. The “box" is a minia-
ture cardboard coffin.

Who are these kids? Chil-
dren of the damned? Spawn
of some mind-swiping, psy-
cho, goat-sacrificing devil
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‘is no alternate-side-of-the-

worshipers? The Munsters
redux? No way, Jose!

It's fiesta time in Mexico.
Dias de los Muertos, Days of
the Dead to you gringos.
This traditional Latino holiday
coincides with the Catholic
feasts of All Saints' Day and
All Souls’ Day (November
1 and 2), and is exuberantly
celebrated in the southwest-
ern United States, as well
as Mexico. Although this fiesta
memorializes the deceased,
these are no mournful holy
days racked with sobs and
keening. In heaven the salsa
is always muy picante, there

street parking, and Los Lobos
always plays on the jukebox
de Jesus.

Latine babies who die are
angelitos (little angels) who
relish the same childish
pastimes they did on earth.
They're welcomed back
by their loved ones with fire-
crackers, chocolate, toys,
and tamales. Feasting families
gather around the tombs of
their well-loved abuelitos

(grandparents), which have
been cleaned and painted,
then decorated with flowers
and burning tapers.

Death is the great equal-
izer: Inevitably it will happen
to the famous and the un-
known, to the rich and poor;
so Latinos treat it with friendly
mockery and paint smiles
on their calaveras (skulls).
This is simply one part of the
cycle of life celebrated by
rural Latinos during the yearly
rotation of over 200 festivals
and holy days, celebrations
that bind together families,
heritage, and spiritual values
throughout their lives.

In the United States, there
are altar parades in Austin,
Texas; exhibits of Dias de los
Muertos folk art at Que Mila-
gro (Houston, Texas) and
Mythology (New Yark City);
and celebrations in East
Los Angeles sponsored by
Self-Help Graphics. Triton
Museum of Art in Santa
Clara, California, San Diego
Museum of Man, and the
Modern Art Museum of Fort
Worth have all had exhibits of
folk art created for this fiesta,
and have published catalogs
documenting these pieces.

LOONY BIN

BY MARCIA PALLY

I've always been suspicious
of where Donald Wildmon's
American Family Association
(formerly the National Feder-
ation for Decency) gets its
funding. But now I'm sure the
energetic reverend is in the
pay of the film studios. Why
else would he launch a
massive campaign against
Martin Scorsese's The Last
Temptation of Christ, drawing
the attention of millions of
Americans to a film that would

otherwise slink through the
art-house circuit unncticed by
the S.R.0. audiences at
Eddie Murphy's Coming to
America or Big Top Pee-
Wee? Any man who gets this
much press for an adaptation
of a Kazantzakis novel has
got to be doing PR. for Uni-
versal. And you couldn't
find a better man for the job.
Wildmon knows instinc-
tively what every huckster,
Broadway producer, and
publisher knew by trade at
the turn of the century: Com-
stockery is the best publicity.
Ban a book or a play, or
threaten to boycott, and re-
porters from every rag in
the country will trot out a story

in the very papers that
wouldn't bother to review the
show when, or if, it came

to town. So Wildmon sent out
thousands of PR. packets

to ministers across the coun-
try, urging a boycott of the
film, which shows Jesus
struggling with human temp-
tations and finally rejecting
themn. Also on the hit list

is everyone connected with




the project, from Universal
Studios to Cineplex Odeon
theaters and all the subsidiary
businesses that are owned
by MCA Inc.

Presto! Reporters are
scribbling their stories, guot-
ing Wildmon's covey of moral
caretakers saying, “We're
trying to destroy the movie,
we're not for censorship.”

What a great ad cam-
paign—high profile and low
logic, self-righteous and
outrageous. As Mae West
told the press, ‘| don't care
what you say, just spell my
name right.” But | can’t give
all the credit to the funda-
mentalists. They are, to be fair,
following in the footsteps of
the Catholics, who just a
few years ago ran a similar
campaign about Jean Luc
Godard’s Hail Mary. Now,
there's one film that needed
help. It reaffirms the virgin
birth, yet is so, so . . . Godar-
dian that only six Francophile
cinema buffs would've gone
to see it. So the pope bans
it—the first work of art the
Vatican nixed in 400 years—
and theaters sell out.

Wildmon's campaign is
neat also because he can

scream till opening night, stir- L

ring up his succes de scan-
dale, without any fear that the
film will actually be banned.
Ever since the 1952 Miracle
Supreme Court case, Ameri-
cans have had the right to
see whatever films they
choose without government
interference. So Wildmon's
ploy is foolproof.

| think. The Miracle ruling
came down in the fifties,
and things have changed so
since then.

Final note: When they
started their ruckus, neither
Wildmon nor his crew had
seen the film. '

SPPORTS

BY BRETT SONNENSCHEIN

A visitor to Tennessee this
November might be shocked
to see teams of gun-wielding,
camouflage-clad men and
women roaming a field out-
side Nashville, engaged

in combat. Not to worry, this
isn't World War Il or (per-
haps even mare dangerous)
the set of the next Rambo
film, nor is it covert military
training maneuvers. It's

just the Survival Game North
American Championships.
Nobody gets hurt—the guns
fire only brightly colored
paint pellets—and the com-
batants all go back to their
regular day jobs at the end of
the weekend.

The Survival Game will
look familiar to anyone who
ever played cowboys and
Indians or cops and robbers
as a kid; only, as in war
itself, all the competitors think
their side are the cops and
the other side, the robbers.

For those.of you not familiar
with it, the Survival Game
has been described as
a grown-up capture-the-flag
game with a few extras.

It's played in the woods by
teams of about 15 men or
women, usually dressed in
military fatigues, who don't
tag their opponents out,

but instead fire paint guns, or
mare precisely, .68-caliber
dye-pellet marking pistols.
Before dismissing this as a

passing fad or a small group
of crazies, keep in mind

that 35,000 Rapid Deploy-
ment Force wanna-be’s take
to the fields every weekend
at over 300 sites around

the United States.

This November's tourna-
ment will be the sixth hosted
by National Survival Game,
Inc. (N.S.G.). As well as
being the largest manufac-
turer and supplier of air-
gun game pistols and prod-
ucts, N.S.G. runs about a
hundred playing sites. As the
company has grown, so
have the North American
Championships. The first
championships, held in 1983,
included eight teams from
the United States and Can-
ada; last year's champion-
ships’ final count ballooned
to 33. This year it's expected
that an estimated 50-plus
teams will shell out $1,300 to
enter. The players may love
the game first, but the prizes
are an added incentive to
the competition. These have
increased from $1,500 and

paint pistols for the winning
team to a total of $40,000
in cash and prizes for the
field, with $20,000 going to
the winning team. As N.S.G.
reports, the Survival Game
has grown “from a weekend
adventure into a major com-
petitive sport.”

The tournament itself will
consist of several round-robin
play-offs leading to a final

on November 6. The players
will be competing on a
410-acre site south of Nash-
ville, containing six new
playing fields. Since no one
has ever played on these
fields, the organizers feel the
competition will be fair to

all the teams.

The Survival Game is also
becoming an international
sport. Playing sites have be-
gun to pop up in Europe,
and a team from London,
England, is expected to com-
pete in this year's North
American Championships,
which would make the com-
petition (unofficially) the
first world championship,
something N.S.G. hopes to
make official in the next few
years.
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AUTON

BY PETER MANSO

Trauma. For most folks, walk-
ing into an auto showroom
means coping not only with
calculating salesmen, trade-
in allowances, and finance
agreements, but with their
anxieties as well. Is it any
wonder, then, that even the
most resolute buyer sooner or
later throws in the towel and
takes whatever halfway “deal”
the house happens to offer?

Resist the temptation.
There are ways of beating
the system, or at least even-
ing the odds. Any automobile
dealer is subject to the pres-
sures of overhead and inter-
est rates. He has to move
his merchandise; yet para-
doxically, most franchises
require dealers to maintain a
full inventory, with the result
that there are times when
even the most hard-nosed
dealer has to sell certain
models at close to cost. Fur-
thermore, a salesman counts
on commissions maore than
salary, so he has to sell.

You don't have to buy.

While comparison shop-
ping, you may get a price
spread of $100 to $250 on the
same model, but find that
your local dealer is unwilling
to match your lowest quote.
Don't despair. In many cases
it still pays to buy locally.
Why? Because when it comes
to service work, dealers
invariably care for their regu-
lar customers first. One
justification for buying out of
town does exist, however.
Certain cars, like the Honda
Prelude, are currently in
such demand that metropoli-
tan dealers have been jack-
ing up the sticker price and
selling them loaded with
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all kinds of profit-making
accessories. The answer: Get
on the phone to dealerships
in out-of-the-way places,
even out of state. The savings
can sometimes top $1,000;
and if you don't have the
patience to go through a
dealer directory, then call the
public-relations office of

the car's manufacturer or
importer.

In general, don't get carried
away with options, especially
if you're buying domestic.
Dealers make their greatest
profit on accessories, which
are often packaged as “op-
tion groups.” Find out whether
it's possible to break up
these packages and order
only what you want. Likewise,
beware dealer-installed
options such as rustproofing
and roof racks. Dealer-sup-
plied rustproofing at $250, for
example, is easily twice
what it costs through nation-
ally franchised service out-

lets such as Rusty Jones.

Try to resist the temptation
of buying the cheapie, which
your dealer may suddenly
spring on you. A diarrhea-tan
car you'll come to regret,
whatever the “discount.”
Certain properly optioned
vehicles—Mercedes, Honda,
Saab, Ford Taurus, Cor-
vette—have shown remark-
ably strong resale values.

By choosing wisely at the
outset, you can get a car to
nearly pay for itself.

Used vehicles. Be abso-
lutely, totally certain to have
the car inspected by a trust-
worthy mechanic. Be pre-
pared to have the mechanic
explain to the seller just
what's wrong with the vehicle
and what it's going to cost
to fix. Every used car needs
work; dealers themselves
deduct for reconditioning, so
why shouldn't you? As for
selling your old heap, dispose
of it privately, not through

your dealer. Not only do you
stand to get a better price,
but a private sale leaves you
free to bargain directly on
the new car.

Timing is critical here, too.
Don't buy during holidays.
Any salesman worth his salt
knows he has the edge here,
since who doesn't want to
treat himself right at Christ-
mas? Ditto, don't buy in
the evening. Most dealers
operate on the assumption
that anyone looking after
dark is an impulse buyer. The
best time? Regular weekday
working hours, especially
in the autumn, when dealer-
ships have to move their
stock to make way for new
models.

Shop for financing. Dealers
customarily charge anywhere
from two to six points more
than banks or credit unions. If
you do opt for dealer financ-
ing, however, don't forget that
you can bargain on interest
rates. Anything is negotiable
in the game.

Timing, as well as persis-
tence, may be the strongest
card in your hand. One of the
fundamental tactics of nego-
tiating is to drag it out. Visit
the showroom more than
once, even return for a sec-
ond demo ride. Insist on
highway driving, as well as
finding steep hills and pot-
holed roadways. Aside from
giving yourself a better idea
of how the car performs
under a variety of real-life
conditions, you're putting the
salesrman on the spot by
demonstrating your serious-
ness. The goal is to pry
him loose from the sanctuary
of his desk so that once
inside the car, it's just you
and him—the opportune
moment, perhaps, to pop

your final offer. O+—g




BY ART CUMINGS

“Ask him where he left the safe-deposit-box key!"
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tention. The matter vanished, the election
machinery in New York, as in a number
of other cities, being in a condition of ad-
vanced decrepitude. Yet that news has
been appearing from time to time for
years. The last significant case of vote
fraud occurred almost 30 years ago, when
the 1960 presidential election was ap-
parently stolen from Richard Nixon by the
chicanery of Chicago’s Mayor Richard
Daley and the hanky-panky of then sen-
ator Lyndon Johnson, which gave lllineis
and Texas to John E Kennedy.

The ironic, yet unexplored, question
raised by the Nevins incident was, why,
if it's so easy to commit vote fraud, do so
few people do it? Put another way, could
there be an unintended double entendre
to the biennial November television slo-
gan, "It doesn't matter who you vote for
as long as you vote"? Certainly this prop-
osition found reinforcement when the na-
tion's adult legislatars decided that teen-
agers aren’t responsible enough to drink,
but saw no reason why they shouldn’t
continue to vote. A teenager with a drink
in his hand is a danger to himself and
others; one with a ballot in his hand is
safe as sassafras. Not that you are fikely
io see one. In a nation of nonvoters, teen-

agers head the list of the types of people

who have more constructive things to do
on the first Tuesday after the first Monday
‘in November.

Half the poputation of the United States
has given up voting entirely; the other hatt
may not know whom it's veting for, or why.

Voters in lllincis, Texas, and California
have used their ballots in the last few
years to nominate followers of the sinis-
ter, anti-Semitic conspirator Lyndon
LaRouche to 2 number of important po-
sitions. They voted for these people with-
out the faintest idea of who they were,
mostly because they liked the sound of
their names.

When people go to the polls to cast
their ballots for people they've never
heard of, then whatever it is they're doing,
it's not voting in the old-fashioned sense
of the word. They are performing some
kind of ritual, going through the motions
of carrying out their “civic duty.” They're
not voting for somebody or something;
they're voting so they won't feel guitty.
Functionally there’s no difference be-
tween them and the people who won't
vote because they're afraid that if their
names appear on the voters' list, they'll
get called for jury duty.

It wasn't always that way. Time was,
people voted in massive numbers. In
nineteenth-century America, 70 to 80
percent of the eligible- voters cast their
ballots. In 1896, there were states in which
nearly aff the efigible voters went to the
polis. In the intervening century, ane by
ohe, women, blacks, teenagers, illiter-
ates, and idiots have been given the fran-
chise; non-English-speaking persons who
can't understand the language of Amer-
ican political debate are bowed into the
voting booth; even convicts are some-
times allowed to vote. And while every-
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“Any particular reason why you want to be a gynecologist?”
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body agrees it’s a high honor and privi-
lege, most people have other errands to
run on Election Day.

Once upon a time, white men ex-
pended considerable energy and gun-
powder to make sure black men didn't
vote. In 1880, Mississippi Congressman
John Allen explained, doubtless with a
grin on his face, that "the Negroes, al-
though a majority in some districts, do
not vote to any great extent. They do not
know how to vote and in most cases do
not desire to vote. Now in most places in
our section, the white men begin to fire
oif shotguns early on the morning of
Election Day. This is 1o notify the blacks
that it's going to be an entirely fair siec-
tion." Today you'd need a shotgun to drive
many a black into a polling place. Be-
tween then and now, black men and
women were killed, beaten, or jailed to
ensure blacks safe passage to the voting
booth; vet now that the hard-won fran-
chise is theirs, voter turnout of their chil-
dren and grandchildren is no greater than
white participation, and often it's lower.

Now that universal suffrage has be-
come a reality, when anybody, drunk or
sober, who can stagger to the poils is
permitted to step behind the little curtain,
the electoral system has collapsed. The
poor, the merely less well-to-do, the mi-
norities—all who, it was once supposed,
would use the power of the ballot box to
take from the rich—have given up voting.
The middle-class millions have dropped
out, too. Unaffiliated and distracted by
competing activities, they have given up
eiectoral politics almost completely, save
when at each presidential guadrennium
they cast their ballot in what is less an
election than the observance of a sym-
bolic rite.

Russians who want to vote get sent to
the gulag, but Americans who get paid
time off to cast their ballots can't be both-
ered. Nevertheless, Americans who judge
other countries on whether or not they
have “free elections” are so disinterested
in their own, that it's been suggested that
nonvoters be fined or even jailed. Per-
haps that’s the way to go; but why do we
have to think of forcing people to do what
some of our grandparents literally gave
up their lives for? Why don't we vote?

Many reasons are given by scholars
and politicians, some dippy and some
plausible. Among the dippiest is the one
that blames television for predicting the
results before the poils have closed. The
theory is that learning the results of exit
polls discourages would-be voters. But
history tells us that knowledge of which
candidates were winning didn't discour-
age Americans over a hundred years ago.
Back then, there was no national Election
Day. Some states voted as early as Sep-
tember, others voted in October. Thus
voters in some states knew weeks or even
months before they had an opportunity
io drop their ballots in the box how the
election was going, and it didn't discour-
age the gigantic voter turnouts of the era.






Television predictions of election win-
ners may depress voter turnout for an en-
tirely different reason. Once upon a time,
election night was an eagerly anticipated
event. Before radio and television, crowds
would gather in front of newspaper of-
fices where the returns were posted as
they came in. It was an exciting, sus-
penseful event. During the days of radio
and early television, people would have
friends over and make election night a
party night, with cold cuts and beer in
front of the set. The lightninglike speed
with which elections are now called min-
utes after the polls close, has taken the
fun out of the occasion. No more staying
up till four o’clock in the morning, waiting
for the last returns. By 9:30 or earlier, be-
fore we've had time to put out the clam
dip and Fritos, we've been told who won.
After months and months of candidates
parading across our television screens,
elections are over in a matter of minutes.
The modern election is an anticlimax
waiting to happen; and since everybody
is aware of its diminished entertainment
value, it follows that some people who
might have voted to join in the fun, no
longer bother.

The fun is gone; even the memory that
politics used to be fun is gone, obiiter-
ated by a reformist puritanism that per-
vades our politics. Americans of our time
have been taught that to be good, poli-
tics must be boring and uncomfortable,
a combination of the ennui of church ser-
vices and the drudgery of graduate
school. Campaigns are supposed to be
serious and candidates are expected to
address “the issues.” When candidates
like Ronald Reagan or Jesse Jackson
come afong, two men who entertain and
delight their audiences, they are looked
down on as mere actors or as too ver-
bally playful to be taken seriously. Any-
one who speaks realfly well is regarded
as a potential demagogue.

That old Calvinist John Quincy Adams
was as alarmed as any present-day
League of Women Voter at the blossom-
ing of poputar oratory and the intrusion
of happy times and celebrations into what
he thought ought to be a cheerless po-
iitical process. This great but grave
statesman noted what was happening in
his diary entries for the year 1840: “The
whole country throughout the Union is in
a state of poiitical agitation upon the ap-
proaching Presidential election such as
was never before witnessed ... not a
week has passed within the fast four
months without a convocation of thou-
sands of people to hear inflammatory ha-
rangues against Martin Van Buren and
his Administration, by Henry Clay, Daniel
Webster, and all the principal orators in
or out of Congress. . . . One of these as-
semblies was held yesterday by a pubiic
dinner given to Caleb Cushing by some
of his constituents at Newburyport, and
a ball in the evening by him to them. . ..
Mr. Webster and Mr. Saltonstall were
there, and a stump-speech scaffold, and,

42  PENTHOUSE

it is said, a procession of 6000 people
or more, and a dinner of 1,800. Here is a
revolution in the habits and manners of
the people. Where will it end?”

John Quincy Adams answered his own
question by writing that "the manifest
tendency” of such tumultuously emo-
tional politics “is to civil war." But it also
ushered in an age of mass participation
in poiitics after the Civil War. In the sec-
ond half of the nineteenth century, off-
year elections for Congress averaged
voter turnouts of 60 percent or more.
That's aimost double today's figures.

John Quincy can rest easy. The era of
‘inflamrmatory harangues” is over. A 25-
second sound bite is about all the 1990s-
style politician can manage. This is a
breed that can't compose their own
speeches and can't effectively read those
that others write for them. Adolf Hitler gave
spelibinding oratory a bad name, but the
art of public speech, from Demosthenes
to Churchill, has had its greatest flower-

®

A man of a century ago
would no more have switched
political parties than
a Redskins fan would change
allegiance and
root for the Cowboys.

®

ing in democracies. From Cicero in ofd
repubfican Rome to Charles de Gaulle in
modern France, the great speakers may
or may not have talked about the issues,
but they kept their audiences hypno-
tized. Whether it's Benito Mussoiini on a
balcony or Franklin D. Roosevelt giving a
“firesice chat" on the radio, folks only
come to hear the entertainers—which
may explain why both Ronaid Reagan and
Jesse Jackson are credited with getting
people who otherwise don't vote to the
polls. Years in front of the camera and
behind the pulpit enabled Reagan and
Jackson, respectively, to master the art
of public speaking; but most politicians
dor't put in the time and work, Although
both Bush and Dukakis have been run-
ning for public office for decades, neither
has bothered fo learn to speak well. We
are living in a time that has taken on some
of the traits of John Quincy Adams's
yauthful years, when presidential candi-
dates never spoke and never cam-
paigned, and voting and politics were
something left in the hands of white
gentlemen of property and Ieisure.
Many a past presidential election has
been between two dunderheads nobody

wanted to listen to, and still voter turnouts
were unbelievably high by modern stan-
dards. How come a hundred years ago,
in a race between two duiiards Tike James
A. Garfield and Winfield Hancock, 80
percent of the voters went to the polls?
That was another campaign in which there
weren't any issues worthy of the name,
but people flocked to the polling places
nevertheless.

Not all this voting fiowed from our
ancestors' sense of responsibility as cit-
izens. Often they were paid-—sometimes
fabulously well—to vote. In the 1880s,
there were reports of political organiza-
tions paying up to $15 a vote, a stagger-
ing amount of money in a time when you
couid buy dinner in a good restaurant for
75 cents. Fifteen bucks per vote was for
very important elections; $2.50 was the
more ordinary price, but that still works
out to 50 or 60 of our modern inflation-
weakened dollars.

At those prices we might be able to get
the homeless to vote this fall, but who's
going to pony up that kind of money? A
century ago, winning or losing elections
was more important than it is now, even
if the outcome made little difference in
how the government was run. That was
the partisan era, when people rooted for
their political parties the way they root for
afavorite pro-football team today. People
identified with their party for emotional
reasons. You inherited your political party
from your daddy, the same way you in-
herited his engraved gold waich. A man
of a century ago would no more have
switched parties than a Redskins fan
would change allegiance and root for the
Dalias Cowboys.

Regardiess of the paucity of issues,
party loyaities were never more intense
than in the years foliowing the Civil War.
Scuthern Democrats were adjured to
“vote the way you shot,” and narthern
Republicans marched through the streets
of towns and villages chanting, "Sing a
song of shotguns / Pocketful of knives /
Four and twenty black men / Running for
their lives / When the polls are open / Shut
the nigger's mouth / I1sn't that a bully way
/ To make a solid South?”

Rot and racism maybe, and mindless
it may have been, because the holiering
had little to do with serious intent to pass
civil-rights legislation. Even so, such car-
rying-on shows just how much excite-
ment politics injected into the lives of an
earlier generation of Americans. Beyond
that, politics was so much a part of daily
life: that it supplied people with a social
and geographical map of their world, as
this little item from the 1883 New York
World suggests: “Pat Killion of the First
Ward and George Lovell of the Fourth
Ward, two youths who werk in a packing-
box factory, met in a loft near the Post
Office last night to setile a grudge, with
friends contributing a purse of eighty dol-
lars. An impartial referee was brought in
from Jersey City.” Qur modern social ge-
ography is not divided by wards and pre-
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WHERE ARE
THEY NOW?

Abbie Hoffman, the antiwar
activist of the 1960s, now
earns some $150,000 a year
speaking at college cam-
puses.

DREAMS

ART CRITICS
OF THE
MONTH

Chicago police impounded a
satiric painting showing the
late mayor of the city in

(~DIVERSIONS

women's lingerie, after the
city council claimed that the
artwork was an “insult” to
the former mayor. "The paint-
ing has been arrested,” one
Chicago alderman
announced as the work was
removed from a student
exhibition at the prestigious
School of the Art Institute.

ONE FOR THE ROAD

A Connecticut man was
arrested after refusing to

remove a 1,300-pound ox he
brought with him to a bar.

MASTERS

Health officials in Baltimore
are counting used condoms
found floating in the city's
sewage-treatment pools to
determine the number of
people who practice safe sex.

OUR
NATION'S
COURTS
AT WORK

A Queens, New York, couple
was cleared of shoplifting
charges after arguing that
they had never before been
in a mall, and were unaware
that taking goods out of a
store was a crime.

A PLACE
IN THE
SUN

A Colorado man won $10,000
in a contest to determine

who could legally change his
or her name to the call letters
of the radio station that spon-
sored the contest. He pro-
duced 53 separate legal
documents identifying himself
as “The New Q103 FM."

AND A
SPECIAL
MOTHER'S
DAY
BOUQUET
10

... Sylvester Stallone, who
said of his mother, "My mother
is impossible. And | give

up. | throw in the towel. . . .
You can stop a tidal wave if
you build a wall . . . but

you can't stop Mum. . .. She's
half-French, half-martian.”
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DOG DAY
AFTERNOON

A Massachusetts man jailed

for robbing a bank escaped—
and immediately entered

the very same bank,
approached the very same
teller, and robbed the place
again.

SPORTING AMERICA

ollowing a loss to the

California Angels, then
New York Yankees manager
Billy Martin was asked by
reporters about his failure to
make a pitching change.
“He just made one bad pitch
and got hurt,” he replied.
“And I'm not mad at him, and
| don't want to read that in
the fucking paper, either! You
guys like to write shit! | don't
give a shit what you write!”

F ollowing a close call by
umpires during a game in
Oakland, then New York
Yankees manager Billy Martin
attempted to kick dirt onto
the shoes of an umpire. When
he found the infield packed
too hard for such a gesture,
Martin reached down,
gouged out some dirt with
his hands, and threw it at the
umpire's chest.

LIFE AT
THE TOP

TV producer Aaron Spelling
bought the Hollywood man-
sion of Bing Crosby, demol-
ished it, and is now building a
$12 million home on six
acres. The 56,500-square-
foot mansion will include

a bowling alley, a gymnasium,
garages for eight cars, a
tennis court, and an entire
story of closets between the
first and second floors.

ED KOCH,
PLEASE
NOTE

The mayor of Sao Paulo,
Brazil, who last year intro-
duced municipal kite-flying
classes, inexplicably banned
the flying of kites in the city.
He had resigned the presi-
dency of Brazil in 1961, when
he claimed that extraterres-
trial forces had instructed
him to do so.

THE JERRY FALWELL MEMORIAL FILE

ten-year-old Marion, North

Carolina, boy has been
suspended from school four
times for delivering fire-
and-brimstone sermons in
the school yard. The shouted
sermons, which include
epithets about teachers’ sex
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lives, were defended by

the boy's parents, who said
they believe in their son's
right of “freedom to preach.”

Teachers at a church-run
nursery school in Sherman
QOaks, California, were told

that they must profess faith in
Jesus Christ or resign. Church
officials said several Jewish
teachers who work at the
school—some of whom had
been there 23 years—could
remain if they become “con-
fessing Christians.”

‘A’EOI.OGY
THE MONTH

After smashing a press
photographer's camera
against the wall, Kansas City
Royals first baseman George
Brett said, "l regret what |
did. But I'm not sorry | did it.”

SIC
TRANSIT

The Berlin underground
bunker complex where Adolf
Hitler shot himself is being
demolished to make way for
a complex of apartments,
stores, and a park.

FAIRWAY
HAZARD OF
THE MONTH

A golfer, preparing to address
the ball on a local golf course,
noticed that a herd of 13
buffalo had suddenly wan-
dered onto the course and
were calmly watching him
ready his nine-iron shot. The
player blamed the herd for
his subsequent bogey.




ROCK ‘N’
ROLL

Singer James Brown
announced that he was
divorcing his third wife,
despite claims that “| love
her very much.” However,
Brown added, "l just need a
lot of girls." The announce-
ment followed his arrest
during an incident in which
he allegedly beat his wife
with a pipe and shot bullets
into her car. Earlier, Brown
had been charged with the
possession of PCP

OUR FIRST AMENDMENT
AWARDTO...

security officials in Peking,
who beat up a news reporter

for filming a flower show
without official permission.

FRAILTIES
AND
FOIBLES

A Texas man was awarded (4

$1.5 million by a jury that
heard his suit charging that
his marriage was broken

up by a lesbian nun who
seduced his wife. According
to the suit filed against the
former nun and a local Cath-
olic diocese, the man's wife
was a member of the church
chair the nun directed.

SUMMARY
JUSTICE

Two Nigerian police officers
were convicted of
shooting four
lawyers at
random.

OUR
INCREASINGLY
SENSITIVE
UMPIRES

AT WORK

The home-plate umpire in an
American Association minor-
league game ordered an
‘Omaha team's organist out of
the ballpark for playing the
“Mickey Mouse Club” theme
song during a disputed
ball-and-strike call.

MEMO TO DR. BLOOM

School officials in Chicago
tried, unsuccessfully, to fire an
elementary-school teacher
who failed to turn in any
lesson plans for a year and
let her classroom degenerate
into anarchy. The officials

said the classroom was a

madhouse, with children
throwing chairs across the
room. The children were

all required to attend summer
school. Their teacher claimed,
“...you can't expect mira-
cles when you have low
achievers.”

EDITOR’S NOTE:

We welcome your contributions for future "Dreams &
Diversions” columns, and we will give a free one-year sub-
scription to Penthouse to each reader whose item Is
printed. Send clippings to: Dreams & Diversions, ¢/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.
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BODY & SOUL

or as long as she can
remember, Misha Leigh Ganz has been putting her thoughts
on paper. “I've written dozens of songs,” she says, "and I'm working on
a book of poetry.” The youngest daughter of a rural mail
carrier in North Dakota, Misha studied ballet until she turned 17.
“Then something happened that changed my life.”

PHOTOGRAPHS BY J. STEPHEN HICKS




“| heard a
rock band
rehearsing
up the
street,”
Misha
explains. “|
went over o
investigate,
and | landed
ajob as
their lead










At 21, she decided to stop
touring, and settled in
Denver. "I might change

my mind in a year or
two, but right now I'm
enjoying the loca
scenery. . . . It's beautiful
and magical at the

same time!”
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1 her stunning f
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d hair, Misha had
















eThis garbage comes
from man's progress, from
industrialization, from
higher living standards. . . .
The source of

this pollution is us!®
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tional Investor, "Bradley is an original. He
went to Princeton, not a basketball fac-
tory; to Oxford, not the New York Knick-
erbockers; then to the Knicks, not to law
school; and to the U.S. Senate, not to the
House or a state assembly.”

And although Jesse Jackson, Ted Ken-
nedy, and Mario Cuomo presently con-
stitute the first tier of Democratic states-
men, Bradley falls in right behind. The
jock legislator, now 44, will be a youthful
52 if and when Dukakis finishes his sec-
ond term: only 48 should George Bush
be elected but not reelected—in any
case, a youngster on the block with rock-
solid credentials.

“Bradley,” adds Democratic Repre-
sentative Charles Schumer of New York,
“has established himself as one of the
few people in Washington focusing on
long-range economic problems. He's tre-
mendous at seeing ahead of the curve.”

This methodical hero—who pushed
through the 1986 Tax Reform Act and
fought Reagan in reductions of federal
aid to education—supports the right to
abortion, believes in the E.R.A., advo-
cates expanding Medicare coverage, and
stands as one of the nation's experts on
environmental cleanup—this "out of ne-
cessity,” he admits. Bradley's home state
is one of the most polluted in the nation.

When a gangling boy named Bill was
born on July 28, 1943, in Crystal City,
Missouri, pollution of the environment was
a nonissue. There was no need for cre-
ating Bradley's 1980 triumph, the Super-
fund, to clean up toxic-waste dumps, nor
the other bills Bradley introduced to ban
the use of lead in drinking water and pro-
tect threatened wilderness.

Already a high school basketball star
at age 17, Bradley vetoed the chance to
attend Duke and become All-American
on a team likely to make the final four
N.C.A.A. championships. Listening in-
stead to his own instincts, he chose
Princeton, later passing up a lucrative
pro-basketball contract for a Rhodes
scholarship. He earned his master's de-
gree in politics, philosophy, and eco-
nomics.

During these same years, Bradley also
planted his size-12 feet firmly on the bas-
ketball court, and in 1964, captained the
U.S. team that won a gold medal at the
Olympic Games in Tokyo. Then, in 1967,
he joined the New York Knickerbockers,
trailblazing financially to become one of
the first basketball pros to rake in around
$500,000 per year.

On the personal front, he had met Er-
nestine Schlant in 1974. She is a profes-
sor of comparative literature at Montclair
State College; they live in Denville, New
Jersey. “She has a very clear sense of
herself,” Bradley has said, "and she's an
extremely capable scholar. In the family,
she's the intellectual. No mistake about
that."

And her professional duties don't play
second fiddle to those of a U.S. senator.
Three days each week, Bradley is left in

charge of the couple's 11-year-old
daughter Theresa Anne, who was just an
infant around the time Bradley hung up
his jersey and announced, with quaver-
ing voice, his intention to run for the Sen-
ate in 1978.

Despite plodding campaign speeches,
Bradley's obvious intellectual prowess
and celebrity as an athlete won him a
landslide victory, making him the Sen-
ate's then youngest member. Once again
he had to prove himself all over again to
his peers. "He was the first jock elected
to the Senate," said one lobbyist, who was
at that time the Republican secretary of
the Senate. "He spoke little on the floor
of the Senate, made a concerted effort
at obscurity, and slowly gained the re-
spect of the members.”

Having now stepped into the national
limelight with relish, Bradley has become
one of the nation’s most outspoken en-
vironmental protectionists. “Our garbage
and landfill situation is clearly a crisis,”
says the now chairman of the Subcom-
mittee on Water and Power. Indeed,
things have never been worse. Last sum-
mer, New Jersey and Long Island
beaches were closed to angry swim-
mers, thanks to sloppy disposal of hos-
pital waste.

Strolling along the beach, any vaca-
tioner could pick up disposed catheters,
needles, hospital blood bags, experi-
mental rats, not to mention the toxic lev-
els of fecal bacteria alive in the water. Is
it any wonder that Bradley has little pa-
tience for political mumbo jumbo when it
comes to protecting natural resources
and the future of his own family?

“The pollution of the environment is not
some abstract, esoteric problem,” he ex-
claims, “but something very real. My wife,
11-year-old daughter, and | drink the same
water, breathe the same automaobile-pol-
luted air, and swim in the same oceans
as my constituents. Although the environ-
ment is much cleaner than it was 20 years
ago, there's plenty of room for improve-
ment.”

Also the philosopher, Bradley muses,
“People have got to learn that the land is
like the human spirit. If we care for it and
take time to explore its richness and va-
riety, it will bloom again and again. The
land reclaimed from industrial misuse is
similar to the high school dropout in our
cities who finds his way late. Both are
transformed because someone made the
effort to change a situation gone bad.
Both can be reclaimed if there is lead-
ership and caring.

"And," the senator concludes, "beyond
the paycheck or the power play ... we
are left with just ourselves and nature. We
had better protect both!"

In this interview, Bradley talks bluntly
about what must be done to solve the
looming threats of garbage contamina-
tion, hospital waste, poisoned water, and
toxic dump sites.

Journalist Glenn Plaskin, who inter-
viewed Senator Bradley last summer,









The Government of the British

rgz'n Islands announces

The TREASURE COINS
of the Caribbean

IN SOLID STERLING SILVER

A collection of 25 silver Proof coins, portraying the most important
sunken treasures of the Caribbean —recovered and unrecovered.

Available by subscription only.
Face value: $20 U.S. / Price for
Collector's Proofs: $29 U.S.

Price guaranteed for subscriptions
entered by November 30, 1988.

THE CARIBBEAN ... crossroads of
empire and wealth. Where galleons,
men-of-war and marauding privateers
challenged the elements—and one an-
other—in their quest for treasure. And
where, today, adventurers explore for
those ships that went down long ago—
laden with riches beyond measure.

Now, for the very first time, you can
acquire a collection of official coinage
that embodies this seafaring heritage of
the Caribbean, A collection of monetary
coins unlike any other ever issued.
Consisting of 25 sterling silver coins
that recapture, in superb sculptured
detail, the legendary treasures of the
Spanish Main.

As legal tender of the British Virgin
Islands, the coins will bear a face value
of $20, equal to $20 in U.S. currency.
The coins are large—the size of cov-
eted pieces of eight. And. Proofs will be
struck only in solid sterling silver. The
use of this precious metal is becoming a
rarity in world coinage — especially in
coins of this size and weight.

Portrayed on the coins will be the
most significant treasures of the fabu-
lous ships of fortune lost in the Carib-
bean. Each has been selected through a
major initiative involving marine ar-
chaeologists, treasure-divers, and such
noted repositories of maritime records
as the British Museum, Lloyds of Lon-
don, and the Archive General de las In-
dias — the leading authority on Spanish
colonial shipping,.

There will be coins showing the great
riches of empire...bejeweled rings, ex-
quisite works of silver and gold, royal
revenue and private wealth that never
reached its destination. Other coins will
depict significant archaeological finds
—offering a view of life during the age
of exploration. And perhaps most in-
triguing of all will be the silver coins
portraying those treasures still undiscov-

o ered —but whose existence is known

The TREASURE COINS of the Caribbean

The Franklin Mint
Franklin Center, Pennsylvania 19091

Please enter rrg subscription for one Proof Set of “The Treasure

Coins of the Caribbean,” consistin

of 25 coins of the British

through drawings, ships’ manifests,
and maritime disaster reports.
», Taken together, these 25 match-

OFFICIAL SUBSCRIPTION APPLICATION

ing denomination coins will constitute
the most comprehensive series ever is-
sued on a unified theme. A collection
unequaled in scope by the coinage of
any nation in our time.

The collection is available by sub-
scription only. The Government of the
British Virgin Islands has authorized its
official minter, The Franklin Mint, to
accept and fulfill valid applications.
Subscriptions entered by November 30,
1988, will be accepted at the guaranteed
price of $29 for each sterling silver
Proof. To make this guarantee possible,
the minter will contract for sufficient sil-
ver, at current prices, to cover the en-
tire series of coins for each subscriber.

Each Proof coin will be accompanied
by a reference folder and location map,
relating the intriguing story of the treas-
ure portrayed. A special presentation
case for the collection will be provided
at no extra cost.

By entering your subscription now,
you and your family can share a unique
adventure in collecting—as you build a
valuable treasure of solid silver coins. To
acquire your collection at the guaran-
teed price, return the accompanying
application by November 30, 1988.

Please mail by November 30, 1988.

Signature

ALL APPLICATIONS ARE SUBJECT TO ACCEPTANCE

Virgin Islands with the face value of $20. each, to be minted in
solid sterling silver and sent to me at the rate of one per month.
I need send no money now. I will be billed $29.* for each silver
Proof, beginning when my first coin is ready to be sent. This
price is ﬁl))a:anteed to me for the entire series. My presentation

case will be sent to me at no additional charge.
*Plus my state sales tax and $1. for shipping and handling

Mr./Mrs./Miss

PLEASE PRINT CLEARLY

Address

City, State, Zip

85599-259




made the unpublished interview avail-
able to Penthouse to underline the press-
ing problem of environmental pollution
and what can be done to reverse it. Plas-
kin reports, “Although I'm five foot ten, it
wasn't difficult feeling like a midget when
| walked up to Bill Bradley, who wasn't
even guite standing up straight. Despite
his serious demeanor in public, | had
been warned that the senator has a rep-
utation for being one of the most playful,
mischievous, and spontaneous people
in the capital. | wasn't disappointed. As |
reached for his outstretched hand, he
playfully missed, moving his own hand
aside and then up . . . and then up again,
though finally we met. Despite his im-
posing physical presence, Bradley, | de-
cided, was actually shy, quizzical in
expression, restless with the formalities
of getting to know you, and anxious to
deliver his message. His spare office
lacked the usual pictures of the rich and
famous, his simple modern oak desk a
change from the carved mahogany of his
colleagues.

“| liked Bradley right away because he
really is unpretentious, scrupulously po-
lite in conversation, direct, and obviously
sincere about his wish to educate the
public about the environment and to do
his part to enforce laws on the books."

What do you see as our nation’s most
pressing environmental problem today?

There are three of them: First, we've got
to clean up hazardous toxic-waste dumps
[currently 10,000 in the U.S.] that pose a

" direct threat to our physical health; sec-

ond, we must absolutely make sure our
water supplies are uncontaminated, par-
ticularly our groundwater; third, we have
to prevent the death of our oceans, by
blocking the overdumping of toxic chem-
icals and garbage. And to do all that, we
must enforce those environmental laws
already on the books, such as the Solid
Waste Disposal Act, Clean Air Act, Clean
Water Act, Resource Recovery and Con-
servation Act—and Superfund, which al-
locates funds for toxic-waste cleanup.
These laws could be better enforced.
What kind of grade would you give our
nation’s cleanup effort?

C-minus, maybe D, and I'll tell you why.
Since the time | personally fought for the
passage of Superfund in 1980, Ronald
Reagan and the Environmental Protec-
tion Agency have been absolutely neg-
ligent about enforcing it, dragging their
feet for four years, subverting the law and
making no effort whatsocever to clean up
toxic waste. | was personally outraged
that Reagan didn't have respect for this
law, no sense of urgency about the threat
of toxic waste to public health. This
changed when the reelection began in
1984, and now sites are identified and
some cleanup will begin; so I'm some-
what optimistic—but cleaning up toxic

“See to it that Willis doesn't get paid for any more overtime!”
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waste is not the simplest thing to do.
What should be done about getting rid
of it?

Let me put it this way: When a smoke-
stack in Pittsburgh is installed with a pre-
cipitator that takes toxic particles from
the air and captures them, you then pro-
duce solid toxic waste; but what do you
do with it? Throw it in the ocean, and you
pollute the water; dump itin the land, and
the dump contaminates groundwater and
rivers; take the precipitator off the
smokestack, and you pollute the air. All
disastrous. We can't push pollution
around.

What we need are toxic-waste dis-
posal plants that can remove waste from
dump sites and dispose of it in two ways:
safe incineration and pelletizing [a pro-
cess that mixes and disperses solid
waste, removing its toxicity]. Unfortu-
nately, we don't have these plants. So
what do we do? One, we put a fence
around our dumps and monitor the dam-
age to our water supply; or, two, dig up
the waste and find a new home for it—to
which everybody says, “Not in my back-
yard." That waste should go into an in-
cineration plant; but there again, we don't
have many in this country.

Plants are the solution—and I've been
waiting eight years for the New Jersey
Hazardous Waste Siting Commission to
find a location for such a plant—and it
still hasn't happened. That's negligence
on the state level. The public must urge
local and state politicians to find sites for
these plants and to take advantage of the
existing tax laws that provide incentives
to build them. On the garbage front, I'm
more optimistic.

What are we going to do about a nation
drowning in untreated sewage and gar-
bage, and tripping over litter on its
beaches?

First of all, where does all this garbage
come from? It comes from man's prog-
ress, from industrialization, from higher
living standards, from products made with
toxic substances consumed and thrown
away into mountains of garbage. The first
step to wisdom is realizing that the source
of this pollution is us!

Second, wherever the country is going
in terms of disposal of solid waste, New
Jersey is going to get there first, because
we're the most densely populated state
in the union, with seven and a half million
people living on 75 percent of its land—
the other 25 percent, wilderness.

Now, in Texas and Montana, you still
have the option of the landfill—driving out
to the edge of town and dumping gar-
bage. In Jersey, you can't do that any-
more, and shouldn't do so anywhere. So
what do we need? Recycling planis—
converting garbage into sources of en-
ergy, into new products—and technol-
ogy for separating out toxic substances
and placing them in safe landfills and/or
incinerators. In New Jersey, we only have
one big recycling plant; it works very well,
but we need more.









ARTICLE

SEGRETS OF
THE SEGRET
SERVIGE

BY HARIETTE SUROVELL

For Dennis McCarthy, the after-
noon of March 30, 1981, looked
to be just another workday. There
were no planned protests or
demonstrations against a popu-
lar president who was still on his
honeymoon with the American
people. Moreover, protective ad-
vance work had not uncovered
any known repeated troublemak-
ers among the crowd gathered in
front of the Washington Hilton. It
was as routine as an assignment
could be in a job where nothing
is ever really routine.

Then Dennis McCarthy heard
the pops.

Throughout his career, Secret
Service agent McCarthy had par-
ticipated in countless A.O.P—At-
tack On the President—drills,
where every conceivable assas-
sination attempt was playacted

with relentless precision. He stood
in the line of fire while a “maniac”
took potshots at a “presidential
speech site.” He was surrounded
and “killed” by two truckloads of
machine-gun-toting “terrorists.”
But these drills didn't personally
faze McCarthy, who had always
believed in his own Irish luck. If
an actual shooting ever did oc-
cur, he was sure the bullets would
miss him. What he dreaded was
not the danger to himself, but the
possibility that one day he might
be tested—called upon to save
the President’s life.

When that day came, the gun-
man was John W. Hinckley, Jr.; the
president was Ronald Reagan;
and the bullets were real. Rec-
ognizing the pops as gunfire,
McCarthy spotted the man who
was aiming five bullets at Presi-

PAINTING BY MARVIN MATTELSON
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dent Reagan, hitting the President, his
press secretary James Brady, another
Secret Service agent, and a D.C. police
officer. McCarthy tackled Hinckley to the
ground as a sixth bullet landed in a build-
ing across the street. McCarthy didn't
clearly see his prisoner's face until he had
him safely handcuffed inside a police car.
His mind was whirling with the instruc-
tions he had learned: Don't violate his
rights, McCarthy thought. Don't let any-
one get near him . . . there could be an-
other Jack Ruby waiting.

“I think my wrist is broken,” whined John
Hinckley, Jr.

“You should be fucking glad that's all,”
McCarthy growled.

It wasn't until two days later that the
events became real to McCarthy. Lying
in bed, he began to shake and sweat,
wondering if he should have seen Hinck-
ley sooner, or jumped him faster, or done
better advance wark. He continued to be
plagued by guilt and self-doubt—it was
only after seeing videotapes of his ac-
tions, and after receiving the congratu-
lations of his fellow agents, that Mc-
Carthy was finally at peace with himself.
He had, after all, saved the President's
life, and had been awarded the Secret
Service's Medal of Valor—an award given
out only 14 times since the agency was
founded in 1865. Now, McCarthy rea-
soned, it was time to think about retire-
ment.

In many respects, Dennis McCarthy's
career as a Secret Service agent was a
typical one. He received frequent trans-
fers to different details and offices; he
traveled extensively; his duties ranged
from the mundane (arresting a man for
using slugs in a newspaper machine) to
the exotic (coordinating security for
President Nixon’s trip to Egypt). For two
" decades, McCarthy had protected the
pope, skied with President Ford, accom-
panied Amy Carter to school, imperson-
ated a Berkeley student, prevented a riot
in Salzburg, put out a fire in San Clem-
ente, and shooed Nancy Kissinger away
from shark-filled waters.

The man who would save the life of the
President had come to his profession by
accident. As a kid, he was never sure of
just what he wanted to be when he grew
up. His father, who worked for Peoples
Drug Stores, hoped that McCarthy, his
youngest son, would become a lawyer.
McCarthy's older brother, a rebel and
poor student, was sent to military school
to “straighten out.” When McCarthy vis-
ited him there, he was so impressed by
his uniform that he badgered his parents
into sending him to military school, too.

After graduating from military school,
he went to Georgetown University for a
year, then joined the army, where he was
assigned to the Army Security Agency.
After a two-year stint in Germany, he fin-
ished his college education at Lynch-
burg College in Virginia. He had no spe-
cific career plans, only a determination
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to never again work at a job that required
punching a clack. Fortunately, fate inter-
vened on a tennis court. McCarthy was
by then working a summer job at the
Treasury Department. His doubles part-
ner, a Secret Service agent, convinced
him to take the Secret Service exam. After
a year of background investigations and
interviews, McCarthy was hired. His
training entailed a six-week course in
firearms at the Treasury Law Enforce-
ment School, followed by two months of
study at Secret Service School, where he
received psychological training and
learned the basics of law and police work,
including search-and-seizure and raid
procedures. Finally, McCarthy was de-
creed an official Secret Service agent.
Dedicated and patriotic, McCarthy
made the Secret Service his life's career
because he “loved the thrill of never
knowing what was going to happen every
morning" when he woke up. “| was never
in that job for the money. My starting sal-
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Hinckley was in complete
control of himself.

He complained about his
handcuffs. With real
mental cases, you could hit
them with a two-by-
four and they wouldn't feel it.

e

ary was about $11,000; when | retired, my
base pay was about $40,000. On a for-
eign detail, our per diem expenses were
only $75. But there were benefits that can't
be calculated. | could be near the Pres-
ident when he was talking to a prime min-
ister, and | might hear something that
wouldn't be in the press for five days. |
met heads of countries; | met movie stars
and celebrities; and | traveled to almost
every country in the world." He was fre-
quently transferred, reassigned, over-
worked, and unexpectedly summoned to
travel; but Dennis McCarthy never
punched a clock again.

A rookie agentin 1964, McCarthy's first
assignment was less than glamorous—
he was ordered to observe and arrest a
man suspected of using $2.60 worth of
slugs in an Omaha newspaper vending
machine. In 1965, he was reassigned to
the Intelligence Division in Washington,
where he remained for the next two and
a half years. It was the Vietnam War era,
and the calm streets of the nation’s cap-
ital were now frequently filled with chant-
ing, hooting demonstrators; the green
lawn of the Washington Monument was
often covered with placard-carrying stu-

dents who sat listening to speeches.
Dressed as a hippie, McCarthy partici-
pated in the protests, carefully keeping
an eye on known ultraleftists prone to acts
of violence.

In February 1968, McCarthy joined the
White House detail, where his responsi-
bilities included screening all visitors who
came to 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue for a
private interview with the President.

"There were usually two or three a day,”
says McCarthy, “and when there was a
full moon, they would be lined up around
the block." These visitors usually ranged
from harmless flakes to potential psy-
chotics.

“We had a guy who said there was a
machine in the basement of the White
House that was controlling his thoughts,
and he wanted the President to turn it
off,” McCarthy recalls. "Another guy came
in with a bag of hard rolls he swore were
coated with nitroglycerin, and threat-
ened to blow us all up. After a while, you
develop your intuition to be able to detect
bulishit and real danger; | challenged him,
and he threw a roll at my partner. When
it didn't explode, he started crying. We
had him transported to St. Elizabeth's for
observation.”

While working the White House detail,
McCarthy sent about 70 people to St.
Elizabeth’s. As he recalls, all but one were
held for further observation. The most
difficult person to subdue, says Mc-
Carthy, “was a little old lady who weighed
about 95 pounds. It took six officers to
restrain her. She kicked the gun right off
one officer's belt before we got her into
the paddy wagon.”

The observations made on this detail
influenced McCarthy's analysis of the
gunman he arrested on March 30, 1981.
He remains angry over the fact that
Hinckley is sequestered in St. Eliza-
beth’s, while Squeaky Fromme, Sara Jane
Moore, and Arthur Bremer are serving
hard time. It isn't that McCarthy believes
that Hinckley is psychologically stable,
but he steadfastly maintains that Hinck-
ley “isn't as insane as the trial made him
out to be. | think that he was in complete
control of himself that day. He knew ex-
actly what he was doing. He's intelligent.
He had problems, yes. But he also had
rich parents, and the other three didn't."

McCarthy's judgment stems partly from
Hinckley's reaction to being appre-
hended. McCarthy recalls, “He just re-
laxed, went limp. No struggle whatso-
ever. It was like he was glad to be alive.
Then he started complaining about that
pain from his handcuffs. |'ve dealt with
some of these mental cases, and you
could hit them with a two-by-four and they
wouldn't feel pain.”

While working the White House detail,
his duties ranged from standing guard at
the President's bedroom door while he
slept, to coordinating security advances
in foreign countries. McCarthy recalls the
incredible tedium of working the mid-
night shift at the White House:



by Awndie Howe

“You must have come into some
money.”

I said chat to my friend Fred, innocent-
ly and with a liccle envy. He and his wife
Janet had just come in to the dinner party.

Janet was wearing a pendant. It had a
gorgeous blue gemstone big enough to
choke a horse.

Fred knew whart I was referring to. "6
carats,” he said casually.

Biue Topaz seems to gather light. 1t like wearing a
piece of the sky.

The Brazilian Connection

Janet was wearing a breathraking Blue
Topaz. | don't know if you have any idea
how big a 6-carat gem looks, but this one
was so perfectly faceted it looked even
bigger than that.

“Your pendant is like a flawless piece
of the sky. I can't take my eyes off it,” our
host said to Janet.

Much later, Fred told me che secret.
He and Janet had bought the topaz direct
from a secret “Brazilian Connection” —
which meant he was able to get this lovely
gem for far less than the normal cost.

Calstar Moves In

You know Calstar. As it turns out, we
have a buyer in Brazil. Off he went to the
tOpaz Mines.

As good a deal as Fred had made, it
didn't compare to our tremendous buying
power. We were able to get a whole batch
of topaz gems art a fraction of what even
the shrewdest traveler would normally
pay.

So what does this mean to you? It
means yox can own (or give) a breathrak-
ing genuine Blue Topaz, its color perma-
nently enhanced, for a price thats truly
the deal of a lifecime.

Actual photographs: The gem at left 15 a 12-carat
aguamarine. Price: $5.000. The gem at right is onr
12-carat natwral (not synthetic) Blwe Topaz, Cal-
star’s divect-to=you price: $196. The piercing blue of
genitine, blwe Brazilian topaz bas made this stunning
gem a favorite of the rich and famons,
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The
12-Carat
Dilemma

Have YOUR Jeweler
Appraise it. We
GUARANTEE the Appraisal
will be More than Double
Your Direct Price!

Get this: Forget the G-carat topaz.
Think twice as big — 12 carats. I'm go-
ing to give you a I2-carat Blue Topaz for
less than the bargain-price Fred paid for
his wife’s G-carat topaz.

Less Than Half the Appraised
Value — GUARANTEED!

Please read carefully, because other-
wise you'll miss the heart of this out-
rageous bargain:

Direct from Calsrar, you canowna 12-
carat Blue Topaz, dazzling in irs oval cut,
for just $196. That’s right, it isn't a mis-
print. $196.

Or you can have a stunning oval-cur
12-carat Blue Topaz, in a 14K gold pen-
dant-mount, for $294.

Or you can have the oval-cut 12-carat
Blue Topaz, in a 14K gold pendant-
mount, with a lustrous 18-inch “rope”
14K gold chain, for just §392.

Any of these rich-looking wonders is
yours for just $49 a month interest free.
Add $3.50 for insured shipping.

All eyes turn to this exqui-
site gemstone, shown bere
ity 14K gold pendant-
mannt.

With the 18-inch “rope” chain ( 14K gold). your 12-
carat Blue Topaz is a classic fashion statement.

DON'T STOP READING!
THERE’S MORE!

Isaid I'll guarantee your Blue Topaz is
worth at least twice as much as your spe-
cial Calstar price.

Here's the proof:

When you get your Blue Topaz, wear it
and show it — nort for just one month but
for a full 90 days.

During that 90 days, drop in at a local
jeweler and have it appraised. WE'LL PAY
YOU $20 FOR THE APPRAISAL. (Just
send us a copy of the appraisal and we'll
write you a fast check.)

If the appraisal isn't for at least twice
your price, send it back for a 100% re-
fund. We'll even pay the return postage.

Wair. I'm not through.

Whether you order the 12-carat topaz,
the topaz in the pendant-mount, or the
pendant with the chain, it's yours for $49
a monch. We'll ship when we have your
first payment. You can see: I'm willing to
take just abour all the risk to get this eye-
stopper in your hands.

An Impressive Gift

Fine jewelry not only will give you
pleasure for a lifetime. It can be an impor-
tant part of your estate.

That’s why, if you buy this spectacular
beauty as a gift for someone special, you'll
have a lifetime of thanks. What other
gemstone within hundreds and hundreds
of dollars of this unbelievable price can
march it?

So may I suggest you order now? Qur
allotment isn't unlimiced, and real topaz
isn't like a metal trinket; there are only so
many in all the world. In fact, it’s so rare
and fine that you'll get a signed Certifi-
cate of Authenticity with your Blue
Topaz.

Send the coupon or call our toll-free
phone now. How can you possibly lose?
CALL TOLL-FREE 1-800-544-4591 Ext. 840
or mail this coupon right away.

Calstar Inc. Gem Headquarters

7401 Cahill Road

Minneapolis, MN 55435

I want

[J 12-carat Blue Topaz, §196

(4 payments, $49 each) 393-22

[J 12-carat topaz in 14K gold pendant mount,
$294. (6 payments, $49 each) 393-24

[J 12-carat topaz in 14K gold pendant mount
with 18-inch 14K gold “rope” chain, $392.
(8 payments, $49 each) 393-23

(MN residents add 6% sales tax )

Indicate payment method:

(Please add $3.50 to first payment only, for
insured shipping. )

[0 Check or money order enclosed for initial
payment. Bill me direct for the remaining
monthly payments.

0 Bill to

[0 visA [ MasterCard [JAmerican Express

Card No.
Signature

Exp.

Phone no. (w expedite your order)
Name
Street Address
City Zip

If within 90 days after my Blue Topaz arrives 1

decide forany reasonnottokeepit, I may return it
for 2 100% refund including postage.
Calstar will pay $20 toward a replacement-
value appraisal by the jeweler of my choice; a
Certificate will accompany my gem
FOR FAST CREDIT CARD ORDERING
CALL TOLL-FREE 1-800-544-4591 Ext. 840

9147-000

State




“You could be in the residence, where
nobody is walking around and it's dead
quiet, and you're just following the Pres-
ident as he moves from the East Wing to
the West Wing. There's nothing worse than
standing outside the President’s room at
3 aM, looking at a blank wall, and think-
ing, I'm a college grad; what the hell am
! doing?”

Practical jokes were one way to blow
off steam during a particularly numbing
detail, and rookie agents were often the
unwitting targets. "Down in Key Biscayne
we had this one rookie agent, and we'd
tell him . . . 'There’s a "magnavox vanto-
meter” out there by the big tree behind
the President's bedroom window, and it
measures the weight of anybody walking
in that area. So would you mind going
over by the tree and jumping up and down
so we can test it back here at the com-
mand post?’ We'd get him out there for
about 15 minutes . . . the poor guy, we'd
tell him, ‘No, move a little bit to the left,
we're not getting a good reading here'
and ‘Do some really high jumps.' When
he found out what we were doing, he got
really pissed at us; but that's okay. We
used to pull stunts like that."

Secret Service agents working the
White House detail would party when-
ever they were off-duty. Hanging out at
popular Washington, D.C., bars such as

the Aquarius and the Class Reunion,
McCarthy discovered another fringe
benefit of his job—the effect a Secret
Service badge seemed to have on the
opposite sex.

“l never knew of an agent to have a
problem picking up women,” says
McCarthy. “Lots of ladies prefer law-en-
forcement people, because were clean
and safe; we emit that all-American-boy
aura. And in terms of law-enforcement
jobs, the Secret Service is the most pres-
tigious.

“We even had Secret Service groupies
who hung out in various bars around
Washington. | remember being in bars
and asking women to dance—and when
they asked me what | did and | told them,
| could see them get turned on.

“The fact that we're wearing guns is
part of the mystique. First of all, it makes
women feel safe around us, because they
know we can protect them. Then, there
are some ladies who get off on firearms,
| remember once an agent told me that
he went back to this woman's apartment,
and she asked him to put his gun on the
bedstand, so she could just lock at it."

McCarthy's luck with the ladies was
legendary—that and the fact that he was
prematurely gray earned him the nick-
name the Silver Fox. He remembers the
time a fellow agent tried to pick up a

beautiful woman seated next to him on
an airplane: “"He said he sat down and
struck up a conversation, telling her he
was with the Secret Service. And the next
thing she says is, ‘Do you know the Silver
Fox?'" The woman had apparently had
a brief love affair with McCarthy in Palm
Springs, California.

Then there was the time McCarthy was
protecting a government official on a road
trip. Finding themselves with a few hours
to kill, McCarthy and his associates went
to the hotel lobby for a drink, and he be-
came fast friends with a woman from out
of town. Unfortunately, she had plans to
return home later that day.

“| asked her if there was any chance
she could stay overnight. She said, ‘Well,
I'll have to call my husband, I'll have to
think of an excuse.' | said, ‘You might tell
him that you've been invited to a party.’
Soshecalls . . . and gets her ass chewed
out, and decides to catch a flight home
later that day. | said, 'If you decided to
stay the night, you would probably be
staying with me. And if we were staying
together, we'd probably make love." 'l
guess you're right,’ she answered. She
had an hour and 15 minutes until her bus
left for the airport, so we went to a room
and made mad, passionate love. The
phone rang and it was her girlfriend, say-
ing, ‘Get your ass down here, the bus is

“It's the administration's new public food program.”
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getling ready to leave.' So we jump up,
get our clothes on, and come charging
down the stairs. Now, this buddy of mine
... he's standing there by the bus look-
ing at me, shaking his head, saying,
'McCarthy, | don't believe you.” On the
bus she goes. | never see her again.”

The notoriety of the sex appeal of the
Secret Service agents sometimes pro-
voked rivalries with other federal agents.
McCarthy remembers the days when he
worked the protective detail for President
Nixon:

“One time we were out in California, in
San Clemente, and the agents stayed at
the San Clemente Inn, and the Air Force
One crew stayed at a hotel closer to the
airport,” McCarthy says. "The Air Force
One guys had discovered a bar that was
loaded with beautiful women, but they
never told us about it. They knew that
once the agents moved in, they'd be out
of luck. Well, one of our guys just hap-
pened to stumble into that bar, and when
the crew saw him, their mouths dropped
open. We raided the place the next day—
and the Air Force One guys had to find
a new hangout.”

When the President traveled abroad,
agents turned their attentions to the sec-
retaries working in the foreign embas-
sies. But there was less time for fun when
working an advance job. McCarthy was
in charge of coordinating the efforts of
the intelligence agents, and those in
charge of the motorcade and technical
security equipment. A typical advance
job involved supervising security mea-
sures at the airport, along the motorcade
route, and at the hotel, speech sites, and
restaurants where banquets were to be
held. In addition to deciding where to es-
tablish security posts in the restaurants,
the Secret Service asked local police to
check out the backgrounds of all the
waiters, cooks, and other restaurant staff,

In the President’'s hotel room, an ex-
tensive electronic sweep searched for
bugs; then a bomb dog was brought in.
McCarthy says that the agents them-
selves were sometimes under surveil-
lance while on foreign soil.

“When | was in Indonesia, we found
bugs in the room where the agents were.
In China, the agents were bugged. And
when you know they're manufactured in
America, then you're not really sure who's
bugging you—whether it's the Russians
... or your own people. And it's kind of
"upsetting when you think about the fact
that maybe your own people are bugging
you."

While most foreign police forces were
cooperative, England and Canada were
always problematic because of their re-
strictive gun laws. McCarthy found him-
self negotiating with British government
officials for permission to carry in a lim-
ited number of firearms. Once he was
forced to squire a cabinet member into
Canada without any weapons whatso-
ever.

“| felt naked,” says McCarthy. “| said
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to one of my supervisors, ‘What the hell
are we going for? We can’t do anything
with our'bare hands. If anyone does any-
thing, they’ll use weapons and we'll be
killed." But their answer was, ‘Well, you
gotta go’; so we did.”

The Uzi is the Secret Service weapon
of choice, mainly because it's so small
and compact. According to McCarthy,
“When the stock is folded up, it's about
afootand a half long. It's easy to conceal
ina briefcase . . . it's a very effective gun,
and you can fire the thing with just one
hand."” McCarthy feels fortunate that he's
never had to fire one in a real-life situa-
tion.

That sentiment, says McCarthy, was
difficult for his Israeli counterparts to
comprehend: . . . they're a tough bunch
of cookies. Of course, they have more
freedom to kill than we do, because of
the war over there. And they don't fool
around. You know, they'll run you over,
they'll shoot you, whatever it takes. After

»

| never knew of an
agent to have a problem
picking up women.
We even had Secret Service
groupies hanging
out in various bars around
Washington.

®

the assassination attempt on Reagan, Is-
raeli security came to the Washington
summit, and | was introduced to some of
these security officers as being the first
agent to get to Hinckley. And the first
question they asked me was, 'Why didn't
you kill him?" And | just said, that isn't our
system. That's not our way of law. . . . They
couldn't believe | let him live. They said |
should have killed him when | had the
chance. . .. [Israelis] use the same tac-
tics we use, the same type of follow-up-
car procedures. The only difference is,
they're a lot freer with the use of their
weapons.”

Ironically, McCarthy felt safer protect-
ing U.S. government officials in Com-
munist countries such as China and Rus-
sia, than he did on home turf. "The people
there have no rights,” he explains. “So
the crowds are well picked, they're well
mannered, they're told to stay back. Here,
| just can’t go out onto the street and say,
“You look to me like a Hinckley, and I'm
going to shake you down.’ I'd be violating
your civil rights.”

Working the presidential detail re-
quired another test of skill: the ability to
command the respect of the most pow-

erful official in the land. Of all the presi-
dents McCarthy served under, LBJ had
the most difficult personality.

“He had sort of a supersized ego,” says
McCarthy. “He tried to fire agents all the
time; but since we're civil-service work-
ers, we're protected. The agent in charge
would say, ‘Yes, Mr. President; Agent So-
and-So, you're fired' Then he'd whisper
to the agent to go back to the command
post and hide out for a couple of hours
until the President forgot about it."

McCarthy also quickly learned never
to ask LBJ, who was a chronic mumbler,
to, repeat himself, Such a request inevita-
bly provoked a scathing verbal attack.
Even Lady Bird wasn't immune. “Mrs.
Johnson was nice. A real lady. | always
felt sorry for her being married to Lyndon,
you know, because she was so sweet;
and the President would scream at her,
'Bird! Get out here!" 'Yes, Lyndon,’ she'd
say in a little, sweet voice. "Yes, Lyndon.'
| still remember hearing that.”

in contrast, McCarthy found Richard
Nixon to be a consummate gentleman:
“He was a quiet man, sort of an introvert,”
McCarthy recalls. "He could be friendly
at times, which was a real switch from
Johnson, who used to scream at us. | think
he was pretty much of a loner. He didn’t
seem to have that many friends. Once, in
the Azores, | was at my post on the back
porch. Nixon came out with a glass of
wine—he used to drink very expensive
wine. He sat down on the steps with his
drink, and we talked about the Redskins.
It was a memorable moment.”

McCarthy also spent two years as-
signed to Pat Nixon's protective detail. In
Secret Service circles, guarding a First
Lady was referred to as the “lady detail.”
Most agents considered themselves too
macha to enjoy accompanying a woman
on her shopping expeditions, but not
McCarthy. He was ever the ladies’ man.

“My favorite duty was going to Eliza-
beth Arden's haircutting salon with Mrs.
Nixon," he says. "At first, the girls who
worked there would be going around in
their little frocks and were quite uptight.
Then they began relaxing a bit, and it
was always & big thrill when |'d come up
there. | was treated like a king—they
would have my coffee, with cream and
two lumps of sugar, waiting. | did get in-
volved romantically with cne of the hair-
dressers, but it wasn't until after she
stopped working there. It would've been
great, except for the fact that she was a
little bit of a hippie. I'd go to her apart-
ment with the beads hanging down, and
the lights, and her hippie friends would
come to the door and see me and think
they were being raided.”

The Silver Fox exercised more re-
straint, though, when he was assigned to
protect Julie Nixon while she attended
Smith College. He ate his meals in one of
the Smith dining rooms, changing tables
every night, but he restricted his inter-
actions with the students to teasing and
dispensing fatherly advice.




“ especially enjoyed it when you penetrated me!”
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‘Julie knew me on a first-name basis. |
didn't like Tricia. We used to call her ‘the
princess.' She was always wearing
gloves, you know; you couldn't touch her.
Almost paranoid, really. She had an atti-
tude with some of the agents. For ex-
ample, Mrs. Nixon called me once and
said, 'I'm going to Los Angeles today. Tri-
cia and | are going to visit my aunt. I'd
like to have the car ready by ten o'clock
in the morning.’ So I'm out there waiting
for them . . . 10:30 comes around and no
one comes out, Quarter to 11, Mrs. Nixon
finally comes out: ‘I'm sorry, we can't go
right now. Tricia hasn't gotten up yet.

“We got out [of San Clemente] at 12:30,
and | told Mrs. Nixon that there was no
way we were going to make it up to the
hospital, visit her aunt, and be out of L.A.
before the rush-hour traffic. Meanwhile,
Tricia isn't saying anything. The driver was
a Los Angeles agent who wanted the thrill
of driving the First Lady and Tricia. He'd
never done it before. Coming back, we
were in bumper-to-bumper traffic. Now
Tricia is getting upset. ‘Well, isn't there
some other way we can go? Driver, can't
you get us out of this traffic? and blah,
blah, blah; and she's really starting to lay
into him, and I'm starting to turn red. All
of a sudden, | turn around and point my
finger at her and say, ‘Tricia, don't you
ever talk to one of my agents like that.’
Mrs. Nixon said, 'Now, Tricia, you just quiet
down, you know it's your fault.' Tricia
called me later to apologize.”

Friends of McCarthy's who didn’t work
in the Secret Service were perpetually
intrigued by these stories and always in-
quired about the particulars of protecting
the President's daughters. They would
ask him, "What would you do if Tricia or
Julie wanted to have some fun?”

McCarthy's standard reply was, “We
are protectors of their lives, not their mor-
als. Whatever they want to do in private
is okay, so long as they're not scream-
ers.” During his 20-year career, however,
McCarthy did hear of at least one in-
stance when an agent was compelled to
intervene: A high official’s daughter was
having a party, and the telltale fumes of
marijuana began seeping out from be-
hind the door.

While McCarthy was always polite to
the Nixon family, he was often engaged
in a battle of egos with Henry Kissinger.
After leaving office as secretary of state
in 1977, Kissinger wasn't officially entitled
to Secret Service protection. But be-
cause he had been so entrenched in
Middle Eastern politics, President Carter
extended his protection for six months.
McCarthy admired Kissinger as one of
the most brilliant and witty men he had
ever encountered, but he refused to act
as his errand boy.

Because of this, it became a standard
practice for Kissinger to leave his brief-
case behind after every meeting, then ask
McCarthy to retrieve it for him. Inevitably,
McCarthy politely refused. Before he
could figure out whether Kissinger was
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playing power games with him or was
merely absentminded, McCarthy re-
ceived another transfer, this time to a
Criminal Investigations Unit located in
New Orleans.

Because the Secret Service is a branch
of the Treasury Department, a major por-
tion of its responsibilities involves inves-
tigating stolen and forged federal checks,
bond forgeries, credit-card fraud, and
counterfeit bills. To combat counterfeit-
ing, agents canvas ink, paper, and print-
ing-press suppliers across the country,
asking them to alert agents to any sus-
picious characters requesting large
quantities of these supplies.

Most business people do their patriotic
duty and cooperate. But some counter-
feit bills do hit the streets. When a Secret
Service agent detects cne (legitimate U.S.
currency contains blue and red silken fi-
bers that can be pulled out with a pin),
he tries to locate the man passing the
notes.

*

The Israelis are
tough cookies. They have
more freedom to
kill than we do, because
of the war over there.
And they don't fool around.
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“Usually,” says McCarthy, “he's a little
guy in the organization, and we confront
him with a ten-year jail sentence. We don't
really want him, we want the producer.
So we turn the little guy into an informant
and have him introduce one of our agents
to his boss."

Ironically, it wasn't a counterfeiting
kingpin, but rather a convicted check
forger who hadn't appeared at his sen-
tencing who led McCarthy to the most
harrowing experience of his entire ca-
reer. He and his partner searched for the
suspect in a New Orleans ghetto at night-
time.

McCarthy recalls, “On a mission like
this, you never walk side by side. My
partner was walking four or five paces
ahead of me. We were watching the win-
dows, you know, and there's no one
around because the word has passed
that there's a couple of cops around the
area, so lay low. We go to the guy's moth-
er's house. We bang on the door and a
lady says, Just a minute, just a minute.’

“We heard scuffling around, and finally
the lady opened the door as we said, 'Se-
cret Service.' We could see the guy cut-
ting out through the back door. So we just

ran through the house and hit the back
door, and we were |leaping downstairs,
and it was like a barnyard chase. We run
him down and get him up against a wall.
My partner is shaking him down, and
suddenly about 15 neighbors come out
and surround us.

“I'm standing there and my partner is
trying to get control of the guy, and it turns
out he had forgotten his handcuffs. | said,
‘Bill, you son of a bitch,' and | reached
behind me to get my handcuffs. Now the
crowd is closing in around us in a semi-
circle, cussing us, ready to take the guy
away. | pull out my .357 Magnum and say,
‘Okay, motherfucks, who wants to be the
first? |'ve got six rounds here. Now, if you
want to try to stop us, go ahead.’ Well,
we finally got the guy out, but it was really
hairy.”

During his 20-year tenure with the Se-
cret Service, McCarthy saw the agency
grow from a staff of 350 to 2,000 agents,
including a high percentage of minorities
and over 80 female agents. The budget
increased from $1.5 million per year to
approximately $370 million, a special di-
vision was established to develop tech-
nical equipment, and the agency's prior-
ities shifted from a focus on violent
campus groups in the sixties to the threat
of international terrorism in the seventies
and eighties.

Four years after the Hinckiey shooting,
McCarthy retired. He has since pub-
lished a book, Protecting the President,
and nowadays devotes much of his time
to private security work, and to the de-
velopment of an organization of retired
federal agents and police who help
search for missing children. He still fol-
lows the news closely, especially during
a campaign year.

| worry about the presidential candi-
dates during a campaign year," Mc-
Carthy says, ever wary of the omnipres-
ent threat of a potential crazed lone
assassin. “l watch their speeches on
television and | worry about the candi-
dates; but | have so much empathy for
the agents, too, because | know what
they're going through.”

What they're going through isn't al-
ways serious, though, McCarthy admits,
as he tells one legendary story from Jesse
Jackson's 1984 campaign. On a com-
mercial flight with the reverend and his
entourage after a hectic month of cam-
paigning, the agents sat half-asleep while
the pilot made the standard announce-
ment about cruising altitude, flying time,
and the temperature on arrival. Then, not
realizing that his intercom was still on, the
pilot was heard saying to his copilot, "Well,
I'm glad that's over with. Now all | need
is a cup of coffee and a blowjob.” A fran-
tic female flight attendant charged up to
the cockpit to warn the pilot to turn off
his mike, prompting a Secret Service
agent to yell out, "And don't forget the
coffee, either!”

Even the Silver Fox couldn’t top that

one!lO+—m
















































@An extraordinary
new book by one of America’s
leading reporters finally
sheds the light of truth on the
lies of Vietnam.®

THE VIETNAM VETERANS ADVISER

This month we salute a new
book that is—simply—the one
book Americans must read if
they want to begin to under-
stand what Vietnam was all
about. It's called A Bright
Shining Lie: John Paul Vann
and America in Vietnam (pub-
lished by Random House), and
it's written by Neil Sheehan,
one of our great reporters. And
for Vietnam veterans and their
families, A Bright Shining Lie
is the kind of book that comes
along just once in a lifetime.

For over 15 years (just about
as long as Penthouse has been
fighting for veterans' rights),
Sheehan has been research-
ing the life and death of an ex-
traordinary man who in many
ways symbolized the war and
our nation's involvement in
Southeast Asia. "Writing about
John Paul Vann," Sheehan told
us, “gave me an understand-
ing of what the war was all
about. . . why it ended the way
it did.”

The names of some of the
people at John Paul Vann's fu-
neral at Arlington National
Cemetery in June 1972 will be-
gin to give you some idea of
what Sheehan means:

General William Westmore-
land, Army chief of staff, for-
mer commanding general of
U.S. forces in Vietnam . . .

Vann's son Jesse—
bearded, blond hair to his
shoulders, who left half his
draft card on his father's coffin
and held the other half as a
surprise present for Richard
Nixon, who was waiting for the
family at the White House . . .

William Colby of the C.LLA.,
whose Phoenix Program was
responsible for the deaths of
thousands of Vietnamese, and
who would crown his career as
the United States' director of
central intelligence . . .

William Rogers, Nixon's
secretary of state . . .

Lieutenant Colonel Lucien
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Conein, the "dirty tricks” ex-
pert who was deeply involved
in the 1963 coup that over-
threw the Diem government of
South Vietnam . . .

Major General Edward
Lansdale, Conein's former
boss, whom Sheehan calls
“the attending physician at the
birth of South Vietnam” and
who served as the model for
The Ugly American . . .

Mary Jane Vann, John's di-
vorced wife, who had asked
the band to play “Where Have
All the Flowers Gone?,” the
antiwar movement's anthem,
as the coffin was carried to the
grave. ..

Melvin Laird, the secretary
of defense . . .

Robert Komer, nicknamed
Blowtorch, who ran the so-
called pacification campaign
in Vietnam . . .

Senator Edward Kennedy,
whose concern for the Viet-
namese victims of the war was
shared by his friend Vann . . .

Joseph Alsop, the right-wing
columnist who considered
Vietnam to be the supreme test
of America’s will . . .

Daniel Ellsberg, who had
been indicted at the order of
President Nixon for stealing the
top-secret Pentagon Papers.
He had been John Paul Vann's
closest American friend.

John Paul Vann was clearly
many things to many people.
For those who respected and

admired him, it wasn't strange
that his death could bring to-
gether so many who were still
bitterly fighting about the mer-
its of the war that Vann so des-
perately wanted to win.

Neil Sheehan had some very
personal reasons for getting
involved with this story. For one
thing, it was Sheehan, when he
was a reporter for The New
York Times, who had obtained
the secret Pentagon Papers
from Daniel Ellsberg. Reading
their revelations of years of de-
ceit by various U.S. adminis-
trations convinced most
Americans that our involve-
ment in Vietnam had always
been a corrupt mistake, and
that errors had continually
been covered up at the top,
and paid for, in blood, by the
men in the field.

Sheehan had long known
Vann in Vietnam and, like most
of the other reporters there,
had considered him a hero. "In
the end,” Sheehan writes, Vann
was "the most important
American in [Vietnam] after the
ambassador and the com-
manding general. . . . He man-
ifested the faith and the opti-
mism of post—-Second World
War America—the faith that
any challenge could be over-
come by will and by the dis-
ciplined application of intel-
lect, technology, money, and,
when necessary, armed force.”

But Sheehan soon discov-

ered that there were some dirty
secrets lying in the coffin with
John Paul Vann. In fact, like so
much else about the war, the
life of John Paul Vann was, in
his own words, "a bright shin-
ing lie."” Sheehan's search for
the truth makes his book a
compelling mystery of the
highest order.

“Vietnam was our first bad
war," Sheehan tells us. “The
American soldier had every-
thing he could want except a
good cause and good lead-
ership, without which you can't
win. . . . Not all wars are good
wars. You can get killed for
nothing. Europeans had that
knowledge—we didn't. We
were extremely naive. The
Vietnam experience has made
us realize that fact." And vet-
erans have a very special rea-
son to be bitter: "They were
really victims of their own lead-
ership, not the Vietcong."

In his book, Sheehan de-
scribes Vann as a tortured
man—a hero destroyed by a
tragic flaw. "There was a dual-
ity in the man—a duality of
professional honesty, which
was rigorous and incorrupt-
ible, and the personal com-
pulsions and deceits, which
could not bear the light." And
the light Sheehan sheds in this
remarkable work is the light of
truth, a truth that veterans had
to face long ago.

"Tome, Vann summed up all
those ways in which we like to
see ourselves,” Sheehan
writes. "He had boundless
drive and was fearless and he
wanted to win in Vietnam for
the reasons the United States
went to war. Full of good inten-
tions, many misguided. And in
the end, he was done in by lies.
John Paul Vann summed up
the contradictions in his vir-
tues. If you understand him,
you understand this country
and why Vietnam really hap-
pened."—Peter BlochO+—g











































ELECTION FRAUDS

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 42

cincts; most of us don't know our con-
gressman’s name, let alone the bounda-
ries of the congressional district.

It didn’t hurt that those faraway con-
tests were breathtakingly close elec-
tions. More than nine million votes were
cast in the Garfield-Hancock race of 1880,
in which the Republicans nosed out the
Democrats by less than 1,900 votes. Fans
love a cliff-hanger. Politics in the last cen-
tury and the early part of this one was
fun, because the contests were often so
tight, it didn't matter that the candidates
were a couple of headless nonentities with
furred-over necks. What do the Chicago
Bears or the Los Angeles Rams stand for,
after all? The Denver Broncos don’t need
a foreign-trade policy for people to go
gaga over them. The word fan is a short-
ening of the word fanatic. They stand for
“our side against their side,” and that's
enough to engender enthusiasm among
the masses that is little short of clinical.
In the old days, people went out to vote
for many of the same reasons they go to
the ballpark now.

Campaigns then were great carnivals,
heady occasions to take time off to sing,
dance, march, drink, play games, and
carry on. There wasn't a couch-potato
electorate. Vast numbers of people took
large or small roles in the long, drawn-
out business of conducting a cam-
paign—or more aptly, campaigns; since
elections were more frequent in the old
days and more offices were elective, the
political soup was constantly on the stove
and simmering. Instead of our modern
feeling that elections are something that
only happen once every two or four years,
Americans in times past saw politics as
a four-season sport, one that always had
something on the card to divert and en-
tertain the community.

The contemporary distinction between
“us" and “the professional politician”
didn't exist. It wasn't an all-the-way-in or
all-the-way-out game, the way it is today.
Huge numbers of people did a little bit
of politics. In 1947, Ed Flynn, the boss of
New York City’s famed Bronx Democratic
organization, said that of his 1,700 dis-
trict or precinct captains, only 142 of them
held full-time patronage jobs. The rest
were involved for a variety of other rea-
sons, ranging from having an inside track
on government contracts to the respect
and influence that went with being so well
connected politically. It might only have
been attending the picnics, excursions,
clambakes, dances, golf days, and other
social events staged by the local party
organization—one way or ancther, peo-
ple were touched by politics. Even when
they weren't the recipients of favors, it
was made personal and immediate for
them; not surprisingly, they were more
likely to vote. Politics then wasn't some-
thing performed by experts and watched
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by a supine citizenry for three minutes
on the evening news.

Part of the mythic history of the United
States is the old-time ward heeler bear-
ing coal, Christmas turkeys, and other fa-
vors to an impoverished, Dickensian
population. The ward heeler, however,
was a different kind of healer to those in
need of his help. He was part of the com-
munity, a person serving “his own," as
they used to say, a man or woman situ-
ated on a critical intersection of the criss-
cross of daily life. He was typically a sa-
loon keeper, an undertaker, a coal or ice
dealer. Above all, he was not a stranger,
not an auslander; and thus to an earlier
generation, politics wasn't a thing apart,
a specialized activity. To live in & com-
munity was to be touched by partisan
politics and be part of it.

That is what made the amazing “front-
porch campaigns” possible. To contem-
porary Americans, whose idea of a man
running for office is an exhausted yo-yo

-

Campaigns in those
days were great carnivals,
heady occasions to
dance, drink, play games, and
carry on. There wasn't
a couch-potato electorate.

2

of a candidate swooping down onto the
tarmac of the local airfield for photo ops,
the man running in place must seem to
be a contradiction in terms. Yet a front-
porch campaign was exactly what the
name implies. The man running for pres-
ident went nowhere, but instead stayed
home, stood on his front porch, and re-
ceived delegations that had journeyed
hundreds of sooty summer miles in non-
air-conditioned railroad coaches. Abra-
ham Lincoln in 1860, James Garfield 20
years later, Benjamin Harrison in 1888,
William McKinley in 1896, and Warren G.
Harding in 1920, all attained the White
House essentially by sitting on their duffs
and receiving the people who came to
see them by the hundreds of thousands.

The railroads provided reduced-fare
trips for these political pilgrims, who came
in occupational and social groups to
cheer their hero and stand in his front
yard, listening to him greet them with a
homey little speech. To a new generation
that zaps to another channel at the mere
sight of a politician's face, such behavior
must be nearly incomprehensible; but
obviously it was both fun and inspiring to
the people who made these trips to

Springfield, lllinois, or Marion, Ohio, or the
other front-porch towns.

Thousands upon thousands of party
workers in every community across the
nation were needed to make such things
happen. These same organizations got
out the vote—and this explains why we
used to vote in such large numbers, but
don't anymore. We used to vote because
there were people who pestered and
pushed us to vote, who made sure we
did.

That was the time for a Barbara Nevins
to do some effective exposing, because
the political parties did commit extensive
voter fraud. The nation was scandalized
when it learned that vice president—elect
Chester Arthur had joked at a fancy vic-
tory dinner about buying votes in Indiana
during the presidential election of 1880.

If voter fraud is a testimony to the dis-
honesty of the politicians of that day, it is
also powerful evidence of how elaborate
the party organizations were. It's a mis-
take, hawever, to think that political ma-
chines relied primarily on vote fraud to
win. Ed Kelly, boss of the Chicago ma-
chine from 1933 to 1947, used to say that
“a good organization doesn't steal votes.
it doesn't steal elections. If it's a good
organization, it doesn’t have to.” On Jan-
uary 1, 1935, he demonstrated why a po-
litical machine in good working order
didn’'t need to mess around with stealing
votes. Kelly was running for mayor of Chi-
cago that year, and was required to bring
in 3,732 signatures on his nominating pe-
tition to get on the ballot. On that date,
the Democratic Central Committee
handed in petitions with 600,000 names.

Compare that with what happened to
Republican candidates Bob Dole, Pierre
du Pont, and Al Haig earlier this year. At-
tempting to get into the G.O.P. primary in
Texas, they hired a consulting firm to
gather 5,000 signatures—the number
necessary to get their names on the bal-
lot. The firm hired some teenage boys,
provided them with beer, and told them
to copy names from a list of registered
voters. Although an irate mother quickly
blew the whistle on the inept consultants,
the state Republican party graciously al-
lowed the candidates to remain on the
ballot.

Political parties of the past had control
over their people to turn them out when
they needed them. By the 1880s, New
York City’s Republicans had block-by-
block lists of 350,000 of their voters. That
they were in touch with these voters is
attested to by the accuracy of the party
leaders' predictions of the election win-
ners. In 1892, a Democratic party poll
came within 482 votes of the actual count
in Indiana. The Republican state chair-
man in Maine did almost as well, coming
within 531 votes of the final statewide tally.
Newspaperman Arthur Wallace Dunn
approached William Barnes, Jr., the man
handling New York State for the Repub-
licans in 1904, for his predictions:

“'Well; how about Albany County?' |

CONTINUED ON PAGE 130



























pumped iron in. "I have to build my body
up and get in shape,” she told me. "It's
important to be in shape.” Coming from
someone who's five foot ten and must tip
the scales at 100 pounds tops—soaking
wet, after dinner, and holding a cinder
block—I felt a pang of guilt. The last time
| exercised was when | bent over at the
grocery store to pick up the package of
Twinkies I'd dropped. Already my life was
beginning to change.

Sandra’'s stage personality is tough.
She would have been a Shark in West
Side Story, a warrior in Mad Max, a gun-
carrying moll for the Corlecne family. But
offstage, dining on a shrimp-and-spin-
ach salad and sipping iced tea, Sandra
looked and acted more like a Barbie doll
gone bad. There’s a lot about her that's
surprising.

“| come from a Flint, Michigan, middle-
class Jewish family,” Sandra told me. "My
father was a doctor and my mother was
an artist." If that doesn't sound surpris-
ing, then you haven't been watching San-

dra’s act for the past 12 years. "People
seem surprised when they find out I've
had a normal upbringing. | guess they
figure | grew up as an orphan in the Bronx,
or something. A lot of men treat me like |
grew up on the streets.”

| hated to admit it, but that's how |
thought of her, too. Street-smart. Cool.
Pinching pennies and bumming ciga-
rettes. Bad encugh to be one of Sam the
Sham's Pharaohs. When the Temptations
were belting out "My Girl,” | just naturally
assumed they were singing about San-
dra. | expected to meet a broad that
afternoon, someone to do some shots and
beer with, discuss professional wrestling
with, maybe rip off a few New York tour-
ists with a couple of hands of three-card
monte. Instead, | found a nice Jewish girl
from the Midwest whose early life was
about as exciting as that of Betty Ander-
son out of “Father Knows Best.”

“People seem disappointed when they
find out I'm not from New York," she says.
“| guess if you're witty and tough, you're

supposed to be a product of New York
City. That's bullshit. There is intelligent life
beyond the East Coast, you know. Not all
comics were born in Brooklyn.”

And she's right. Jack Benny, in this
writer's opinion the best comic to ever
walk on a stage, grew up in Waukegan,
lllinois. Johnny Carson was raised some-
where in the cornfields of Nebraska.
David Letterman bagged groceries at the
Atlas supermarket in Indianapolis. Even
Jackie Mason was actually born and
raised in Sheboygan, Wisconsin.

“We moved to Arizona when | was ten,”
Sandra says. "That’s where | went to high
school and grew up. So I'mreally a weird
blend of a Jewish upbringing, midwest-
ern morals, and Southwest lack of roots
and stability. The Southwest is restless
country, and | guess |'ve taken on its per-
sonality to some extent. People come and
go there. A lot of transient relationships
and divorces.”

After nine years of Arizona, Sandra
headed out to join the rock 'n' roll scene

“Where's Vinnie?" Mitzi Shore is asking
Kirk, her bar manager. She has en-
folded herself inside a long white shaw!
draped over her shoulders in a very
bohemian, dramatic sort of way. Kirk
sighs, trying to decide how to handle
this, catching the amused and mis-
chievous eyes of grinning comedians
in the dozens of photos hanging in the
hallway. A sudden burst of wild laugh-
ter, crashing like a water balloon, spills
from the Main Room behind him.

Mitzi holds herself very still, her eyes
direct, dark. "Well, is he still outside? Is
he gone, did he quit? Where is he?"
she asks again. Kirk is not sure how to
give the news to Mitzi, who is wonder-
ing why her doorman is not at the en-
trance of the Comedy Store on a busy
Saturday night.

“He wants to go onstage,” Kirk says,
finally. “He wants to do the Main Room.”

Mitzi smiles, but rolls her eyes. “He’s
not ready for that. He's still gotta be the
doorman.”

“No he's not,” Kirk says. “He quit the
door. | don't know where he is.”

‘Jesus,” she says.

Mitzi Shore is the godmother of stand-
up comedy as it stands today, the
woman behind the legendary Comedy
Store, where Williams and Pryor and
Letterman, and a barrelful of our best-
known and best-loved comic artists,
pulled and pummeled and sweated
their acts into shape. When our favorite
funny guys started out in the early sev-
enties, the Comedy Store was the oasis

COMEDY’S GODMOTHER:
FINDING THE NEW ROBIN WILLIAMS

BY TERI WINGENDER

of inspiration in a desert-of has-been
bars and strip joints—rooms where you
told jokes just to sell drinks.
“Comedians had always fronted for
a stripper, were always the bottom of
the barrel—unless you were one of the
Vegas guys, like Don Rickles or Shecky
Greene," Mitzi says, stealing a moment
away from the fray. She pauses to ne-
gotiate a table arrangement with one of
her staff, a sexy blonde in a skintight,
rhinestone-studded jumpsuit, who zips
around the Belly Room setting up for
tonight’s backstage party. “l wanted to
give respectability to the stand-up
comic," Mitzi explains. "That's the whole
foundation for the Comedy Store.”
Mitzi knows what the comedy scene
used to be like; she had lived it. Long
before she invented the Comedy Store,
she'd been on the road herself. Like the
borscht belt in the Catskills, the Mid-
west was polka-dotted with summer
lake resorts where stand-up comedy
acts flourished. When the death of her
father forced Mitzi to quit her art stud-
ies at the University of Wisconsin, she
got a job at Elkhart Lake, north of Mil-
waukee. It was there she met Sammy
Shore, the resort's social director and
resident stand-up comic. Although it
wasn't love at first sight, Mitzi admits,
he made her laugh; and the laughter,
she found out, was her truest love of
all. They married, and Sammy took his
act on the road, hitting all the clubs in
the Midwest. He made it to Vegas, and
even fronted for Elvis Presley a few

times. Mitzi helped him with his act and
his business, and after a few years,
worked on raising their two kids.

It was a tough life to keep together,
but it was an experience that inspired
the intensity of her business credo. “I
know what the road is about, and | know
what it does to stand-up. You can't cre-
ate on the road—and usually you start
to work dirty. When you worked a club
on the road, the idea was to sell drinks.
As a rule, you weren't performing for
the intelligentsia; they just wanted to
hear joke, joke, joke—like so many
shots—and it didn't matter to them if
the work was original or not. It's a non-
creative environment."

Mitzi picked up plenty of practical
business sense from life on the road,
and in 1972, Sammy and Mitzi Shore
worked their way to Los Angeles, to take
on show business where it reigned.
Mitzi promoted her talents as a con-
ceptual writer while still in the throes of
motherhood. After she had her fourth
child, she went to work at Four Star Pro-
ductions, a small Los Angeles produc-
tion company, conceiving ideas for TV.

Sammy was performing in different
clubsinL.A., but needed a place to try
out new material. Frank Sennes, a big
Midwest booking agent whom Sammy
and Mitzi knew, owned several night-
clubs, notably the Copacabana in New
York and Ciro’s in Los Angeles, and he
offered the Shores a 99-seat cocktail
room to experiment in. “The place was

very funky, a booth in the middle of the
: CONTINUED ON PAGE 132
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in Southern California. "l left for Los An-
geles in 1974. | wanted to be a rock 'n’
roll singer. Comedy is my second love.
I've always wanted to be a singer.”

But somewhere along the line, Sandra
got sidetracked into the world of late-night
comics, and before long found herself
working the comedy clubs. "l didn't know
what | really wanted to do, but when |
started hanging out with people in the
comedy world, they told me | was pretty
funny and a natural and should try doing
stand-up. | was 19, so what did | know?At
that age you have no fear—you'll jump
out of planes, you'll fuck anybody, you'll
do stand-up comedy. So | just started
doing it, and it became second nature to
me. | loved the accessibility of it, the im-
mediacy and the excitement of it. The
more | did it, the better | got. But it wasn't
overnight. It took a long eight years to get
really good at it. It takes that long.”

It was during those days that Sandra
first bumped into David Letterman. To-
gether they worked the Los Angeles
comedy clubs with other up-and-coming
comics like Jay Leno, Robin Williams, and
Jimmie Walker. Letterman would later
become a good friend, a boost to her
career, and if there's truth behind the
jokes, her secret fantasy love. "The sec-
ond | met David, | knew he was going to
make it big. He was doing his bit about
scraping up the little bits of toothpaste
dried up in his bathroom sink and serv-
ing them as after-dinner mints. To this day,
I laugh every time | think of that bit.”

While Letterman took off as the heir ap-
parent to Johnny Carson, Sandra went
off in another direction. She became the
ultrahip valley girl with a little extra some-
thing—a razor-sharp wit willing to slice
through anything and anybody. In her
one-woman show, Without You I'm Noth-
ing, Sandra takes on everything from Lily
Tomlin and Stevie Nicks to dyke Holly-
wood agents and the big 1960s hit “The
Lion Sleeps Tonight.”

“| did everything | could at first,” San-
dra continues. “| worked as many com-
edy clubs in L.A. as | could. For expo-
sure, | even did ‘The $1.98 Beauty
Contest’ and won.” That'’s right, folks, This
girl with the wild hair and sexy lips, whose
sexual presence can turn stoic David
Letterman into a mass of blushing flesh,
once paraded onstage in an ill-fitting
bathing suit for the likes of Chuck Barris.
“You do what you have to do,” she ex-
plains. “It was good exposure.”

And it was, because before long, San-
dra landed a steady job on Richard
Pryor’s television show. She played a
prostitute in Oliver Stone’s thriller The
Hand (although her scenes were even-
tually cut from the movie), appeared in
Cheech & Chong's Nice Dreams, and re-
ceived rave reviews for her role as a
creepy, obsessed fan in Martin Scor-
sese's King of Comedy, where she held
her own against the likes of Robert De
Niro and Jerry Lewis. But the biggest lift
to her career has come from her old friend
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David Letterman. She's appeared on his
show 19 times so far.

“| don't know what it is about me and
Letterman,” she says. "I guess there's
some sort of underlying sexual energy
between us. Whatever it is, it’s hot for the
eight or so minutes I'm on.” And hot it is.
Nobody has been able to get to Letter-
man like Sandra can. Even Cher’s calling
him an “asshole” did not have as much
impact as Sandra's walking on the set
one night in what looked like her lingerie,
kissing him, and saying, "l want you,
Dave."

“David Letterman gave me the chance
to get my statement across to the people,
and |'ve been able to run with it after that.”
And Sandra has not slowed down since.
Her one-woman show received rave re-
views in New York, and she plans to take
it to Chicago, L.A., Dallas, and maybe a
dozen more cities if she can keep it going.
So far, the critics say she will. In her new
movie Track 29, she plays an amorous

A

We'd start making
out in front of the fireplace.
Then I'd climb on top
of him and fuck him right
there. Oh, God!
This is going to get me in
a lot of trouble!

.

nurse who gets to go down on Christo-
pher Lloyd. In between her acting and
comedy, Sandra also found time to re-
cord an album of songs and poetry called
I'm Your Woman, and to write her first
book, Confessions of a Pretty Lady, which
was published in September by Harper
& Row.

In addition to starring in her own off-
Broadway show, writing a book, and film-
ing her new movie, Sandra has been
spending a lot of time in the company of
Madonna. "We're not best friends or any-
thing like that," Sandra said, "but | think
we can be someday. Madonna is a lot of
fun to hang around with, because she's
so funny. Anytime we're together we just
keep laughing like hell.”

So what’s a normal night out for her
and Madonna? "Nothing big, although the
New York newspapers like to write about
us terrorizing the town and stuff like that.
Actually, neither one of us is as wild as
we are made out to be. Usually me and
Madonna just go someplace for a quick
bite to eat, and hang out for a while. For
some reason, people think we're crazy
together, looking for trouble, or some shit
like that. We're just two girls who enjoy

each other's sense of humor, that's all.”

“I'm where | want to be creatively,”
Sandra admitted that afternoon during
lunch. “I worked very hard to get where
| am today and I've also been very lucky.
| have no complaints, except for one: |
want you, David Letterman."”

But getting into David Letterman’s
pants isn't the only thing on Sandra's mind
these days. During lunch, she discussed
with me such hot topics as abortion, sex,
and the other men and women in her life.
So here's what you've been waiting for—
an up-close view of Sandra Bernhard, the
lady behind the lips.

The Real Dirt on Her Affair With David

| swear to God—I wish, | fantasize, but
it's never happened. I've never even had
dinner with David. I've known David for
years, but I've never socialized with him.
We've never even gone out after the show.
Seriously. But I'm glad there's a rumor.
We should have dinner, we should get to
know each other better. We should fuck
[laughs], but maybe it would destroy the
magic we have in those eight to ten min-
utes we have in front of the camera.
Sometimes it's dangerous to get to know
somebody too well when you have our
type of relationship. But | do like him and
| love doing the show and | think he's def-
initely one of the most sexiest men in the
country.

Who Else Gets Sandra Hot

Walter Cronkite. Isaac Bashevis Singer.
Omar Sharif, who was always sexy when
| was growing up. Sean Connery, circa
James Bond—I mean, he's still kind of
sexy in a weird way. Uh-oh. There's an
older-man theme happening here. What
does it mean? It's scaring me. The sexi-
est men in America are those who are
accessible and not defensive. The prob-
lem when | meet men is they have pre-
conceived ideas of my persona, so they're
a little bit scared of me, | think, and they're
defensive. | hate meeting somebody and
having to become my stage persona. You
want to meet someone, you want to be
relaxed; you don't always want to be on.
I'm always battling guys, like cab drivers,
guys on the street; they think I've got my
razor blade out. It's nice to relax once in
a while. But getting back to sexy men,
Letterman tops the list. I'm always fan-
tasizing about Dave. And Jon Bon Jovi. |
think he's sexy.

Sandra’s Fantasy Date With David

A barbecue at his house, complete with
cleaning the gutters and raking the
leaves. Do some yard work. It could be
a whole-day affair. A Sunday-afternoon
type of thing. Do some planting, put in
some flowers, have a couple of beers,
watch some football. Maybe have a cou-
ple of neighbors over. Stoke up the 'cue,
slap on some ribs and chicken and some
nice big, thick steaks, some potatoes and
some corn on the cob. Then at five
o'clock, the neighbors head out. All this



is happening in the fall, so it's getting chilly
and we start a fire. We listen to some old
Crosby, Stills, Nash and Young. Then we
talk quietly, crack open a few bottles of
champagne, maybe smoke some grass.
Then we'd just start making out in front of
the fireplace. Then I'd climb on top of him
and fuck him right there. [Laughs] Oh,
God. This is going to get me in a lot of
trouble.

How Sandra Would Woo Walter Cronkite
Go sailing off Cape Cod, of course. Do a
little fishing, definitely. Discuss the world
atlarge, make out, drink a bottle of cham-
pagne, listen to some old Crosby, Stills,
Nash and Young; then I'd climb right on
top of him and fuck him. Which is prob-
ably the only way Walter can do it at this
point. [Laughs] Great. Now I'm gonna be
in even more trouble.

Sandra Gets Serious About Comedy
Well, I've been doing comedy for 12 years
now, but I've never considered it strictly
stand-up. Actually, I've never done
straight comedy; it’s more of an eclectic
blend of singing and my own intense style
of monologue and introspection. There's
no punch lines or anything like that. It's
just a way of looking at things. | don't know
where my comedy comes from. | just get
an idea and it takes off, | know it sounds
corny, but with each show or film role, |
want to take the audience to another level.
After King of Comedy, nobody in Holly-
wood seemed to know what to do with
me. | guess | didn't meet up with some
of the right people in Hollywood. | had
some movie offers, but they didn't work
out, and I'm glad, because they just
weren't the kind of movie roles for me.
They weren’'t sexy, mysterious, or
whacked-out enough for me. It became
this kind of second level of struggle to
figure out what | really wanted to do. And
| didn't want to sell out and | didn't want
to become watered-down, because peo-
ple really didn't know me well enough,
didn't know the intensity or the insanity
well enough, that | could have afforded
to get into a mediocre movie-role situa-
tion. | think now | could do just about any-
thing, and if | did it correctly, people would
know it was tongue-in-cheek. But five
years ago, people didn't know me. | just
came out of nowhere, so | couldn’t take
that risk. But I'm glad things worked out
the way they did. People are now getting
to know who | am and what | really do.
People now know my point of view, and
| think it's important for an artist to estab-
lish that. David Letterman has really
helped me with all this. He's allowed me
to establish myself in short spurts on his
show, and ['ve been able to take it from
there.

What Jerry Lewis Is Really Like

He's a very intense, singular kind of man.
| think he really lives his own life and |
don't think he worries a lot about what
other people think of him. | think he's
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threatened by women and very compet-
itive with other men. He did very goofy
things on the set. Very funny things. He
did things that made me laugh. You can't
help but laugh at him—he shoves light
bulbs and cigarettes up his nose. | mean,
he does all that shit and it makes you
laugh. There's no way around it, he's a
funny man, in all of his very predictable,
funky, insane ways that make you laugh.

Sandra's Celluloid Heroes

Robert De Niro is a very hard guy to get
to know. Very introspective, very quiet.
You don't really know what he's thinking.
He was very into his part and never really
spoke much. | got along with Martin
Scorsese, but | think | may have over-
whelmed him by the end. | got along bet-
ter with the men in my new movie, Track
29. It's a Nicolas Roeg film, and | think
he's one of the sexiest men in the world.
So is Christopher Lloyd, who all my
scenes are with. All the men on that film
were sexy, because they weren't ass-
holes. Very calm, secure guys. No heavy
bullshit going on there. | especially liked
my last scene in the movie. The last thing
you see of me is, I'm going down on
Christopher Lloyd and giving him a
blowjob. I'd like to be remembered that
way. It's not a bad way to be thought of.
| don't know if | can live up to that expec-
tation all the time, but it's certainly a part
of my personality.

Sandra and Sex—a Biological Approach
| have to admit, | do take big gaps in time
in between having sex. So | can regen-
erate, like a starfish. | have to grow new
body parts. | have to get my color and
my stamina back and then move on to
my next situation. Right now the gap’s
been about six months. It's a dangerous
time to be loose and experimental, un-
fortunately. Just at the time when I'm
reaching my sexual peak, | have to be
cautious. It's a shame, because when
you're 19 and can't really enjoy it, you're
stupid enough to fuck anybody. | guess
you can say that the only good that has
come out of this horrible AIDS scare is
the fact that men are now responsible for
birth control. They have to wear rubbers
and | don't have to worry about my dia-
phragm, or whether | have it with me, or
the whole trip of putting it in. It's a big
drag. | know it's a drag for the men, too,
but too bad. Women have been sticking
things up themselves or swallowing pills
for years. It's about time the men took on
some of the responsibility. It's better to
be safe than sorry.

What She Does When Regenerating

Dream of Dave and his barbecue, of
course. . . . | den't think fucking is really
much of an issue anymore, anyway. |
mean, the question | have is, do most
men like oral sex? | bet they do. My ques-
tion is whether women like to do it, and |

“Okay, okay—/'ll tell you one more crock of shit
and then you'il have to go to sleep.”
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don't think they do. | think the best kind
of sexual encounter is laughing. Having
somebody who gets your sense of hu-
mor—being able to laugh with some-
body is very sexy. Banter is sexy. Being
able to banter and make sexual innuen-
dos is very sexy to me. It seems that that's
the way sex was supposed to be when |
was growing up, like Marilyn Monroe and
John Kennedy, or the James Bond mov-
ies. They made sex look ultrahip. Today
people seem more concerned with being
physically fit or being successful, so
there's no time for that type of interaction.
Sex should be one terrific cocktail party
filled with intellectual, witty conversation,
and Ella Fitzgerald and Sarah Vaughan
should drop in for a drink. With all the shit
going on today, like Irangate and AIDS
and the yuppie need to be successful,
we lost that sense of innocence and won-
der and excitement. | miss all that. | was
really hoping it would be a little different
when | grew up. That's a running theme
in my comedy now, the disappointment
of losing that and how to re-create it. . . .
| just thought of another person for my
“sexiest men in America" list. Robert
Conrad from his "Wild, Wild West" days.
| think he was very sexy then. And we've
got to put some black men on that list.
Sometimes | feel I'm more black than
white. It's second nature for me to be
comfortable with black people. And that's
not some kind of phony, liberal middle-
class Jewish chick trying to make the
world all right. | just happen to like black
people. | have a feeling for the music, for
the rhythm, for the trip. | like that world,
but it has gotten a little homogenized by
the blacks themselves. By the very na-
ture of wanting to be accepted, things
have changed—which | can understand.
Who can blame them? If you want a little
piece of the dream, you do what you have
to do. But I'm intrigued by blacks, their
music, sport figures. Darryl Strawberry
goes on my list as one of the sexiest men
in America. And Yaphet Kotto.

Hitting a Home Run With Darry!

| fantasize about Shea Stadium at night.
The crowd's gone and | meet Darryl in
the locker room. I'd love to fuck him in a
locker room with all the lights out. | like
sport figures. | used to think Jim Mc-
Mahon was sexy, the year the Bears won
the Super Bowl, but that was before he
did every kind of commercial in the world.
He was sexy then, but not anymore. He
lost it in a bad way. So he does not go on
my list. | like bowlers. | watch bowling
every Saturday. | want Don Carter on my
list. Bowlers in general are very sexy men.
Maybe it's just their polyester pants and
Ban-lons. | like the whole bowling look. |
like a nice moustache, maybe a little bit
of bad skin. It’s a total turn-on, for me
personally. Would you like to hear of my
dream date with Yaphet Kotto? Yaphet
does my hair for me. He seems like the
kind of man who would do my hair for me.
And Barry White. He's one of the sexiest






men. I'd love to be in a studio with him.
I'd put some pomade in his hair and mas-
sage his big shoulders for him. | don't
know what his wife would say about that.
| think her name is Glowdean. She'd kick
my ass, probably. Only kidding, Glow-
dean. Love you, babe. But seriously, | love
Barry White's voice. 1t doesn't get any
sexier. | think maybe when me and Dave
are having our dream date, we'll play a
little Barry on the sterso.

Would Sandra Pose for Penthouse?

No, | don't think so. | don't feel the nesd
to pose. | am an exhibitionist, and | do
like my body and walking around on-
stage in my bra and panties; but | think
for what | do, to take it one step further
and actually pose and show you my tits,
| think it might take the allure away from
the bra and panties, and that is a big part
of my persona. But that's not to say it's
wrong for anybody else. it's just not right
for me. | [ike magazines like Penthouse.
| think they're very healthy and help to
alleviate much of the pressure in society.
| don't think anybody should be cen-
sored. That's an issue | would get in-
volved with, going up against censor-
ship.

Sandra Puts Up Her Dukes

Pd fight for the pro-abortion movement.
it blows my mind that women have had
to take 20 steps back, | think it's another
sign of the times that's very disturbing.
td get involved with any kind of AIDS
support, gay rights, civil rights. | would
get involved with pro-lsrael support. I've
spent a lot of time in Israel and under-
stand the antagonism and the confusion,
but it's a great country; and if they are a
little bit defensive and angry, they have
every right to be. The country was based
on survival, and they are all survivors of
the Holocaust, or one form of anti-Semi-
tism or another: so naturally they're gonna
be defensive—so God bless them. ...
Stop me before | start preaching. Let's
get back to sex. That seems more fitting
[laughs], so to speak.

Mad About Madonna

She is prabably one of the world’s most
sexiest women. She's worked hard at it
and done some interesting things with it.
Despite all of the mixed messages peo-
ple think she gives, she's cne of the most
smartest women in the business-—and
most disciplined—and | really admire her.
In terms of taking care of my body and
being disciplined, I've learned a lot from
Madonna. You have to have that kind of
discipline and absolute dedication to
taking care of yourself and being a woman
in the business, and Madonna has
rubbed off on me. | think what she has
done is great, and that makes her sexy
to me. We met when she came to see my
show, and she really enjoyed it; so she
came backstage and we really hit it off.
We just started becoming friends, that's
all. We're friends; but she's really busy
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and 'm really busy, so we don't get to
see each other very much. But when we
get together, it's really a lot of fun. We
have similar sensibilities and a similar
sense of humor. She’s fun to be with. We
laugh a lot. I've actually know Sean for a
while, and | met Madonna through him
several times, but we never really had a
chance to talk and get friendly. Sean is a
very riice guy; | really like him. I've always
liked him. He's very quiet and very pri-
vate, but he's a fun guy and can really
make me laugh.

Why Madonina Went On Letterman's Show
Because we thought it would be fun. She's
never done it before and she didn't really
want to do it on her own; so | said come
an with me and we'll fuck around, you
know, We'll fuck up. it just turned out
wilder than | anticipated. Letterman

seemed bewildered by the whole thing,

but he was fine, | think in terms of guests,
it was probably one of the most exciting

®

The last thing in the
movie is, 'm going down on
Christopher Lloyd
and giving him a blowjob.
I'd like to be
remembered that way.

?

times on his show, | think Madonna and
| would like to work together. It's really
hard in this business; it's catch as catch
can, no matter who you are. But if a piece
comes along that presents us with an op-
portunity to work together, I'm sure we
will. That's not something you can really
count on, but it would be nice, and | think
Madonna would like to, as well.

Who Sandra's Never Siept With
I've never slept with Sean. We've never
fucked. I never slept with Madonna, either.

What Sandra Told Us About Liza Minnelli
She's marvelous. I've known Liza a fittle
bit over the years, but again, we never
really hit it off until recently. In fact, she
came to my show with Sean Penn and
we alt weni out afterwards. Liza even sent
me a Stevie Nicks shawl, because | make
fun of Stevie in my show, as you know.

Sandra’s Wild New York Nightlife

It's ail just publicity. I'm really just getting
a lot of rest. My show is pretty exhaust-
ing. | go out now and then, but I'm not a
partyer, really. | don't drink and | don't
use drugs. | really don't stay out late. A

normal night for me is to do my show,
maybe go out with some friends for
something to eat, and go right home to
bed.

Women Who've Caught Sandra’s Eye
Over the years l've loved Mary Tyler
Moore. She’s maintained a kind of allure.
Tina Turner is anather very sexy woman,
ancther survivor. Bette Midler and Lily
Tomlin in their own way are very sexy. |
don't mean necessarily in a physically
sexual way, but | sense Lily's power. | like
powerful women—that to me is sexy. In
terms of absolutely beautiful women, |'ve
always thought Patty Hanson, the mode!,
was sexy; and Jessica Lange, in a trashy
sort of way, is very hot. What about Mar-
garet Thatcher? | don't find her sexy be-
cause | can see her balls, and that’s a
little bit of a turn-off.

Her Dreamn Date With Laura Petrie

My dream date with Laura? Wow. Alimbo
party. Potato poopies. A jazz combo in
the living room. Buddy, Sally, Jerry, and
Millie. A lot of laughs. Some capris, a flip
hairdo, and probably a weekend at a ski
lodge; some hot toddies; and everything
that implies. 1 love Mary. | love Mare. God,
there are so many sexy people around,
it's disgusting. | think Joan Jett is sexy.
And Stevie Nicks; even though | make
fun of her in my show, | still think there's
something very sexy about her—that kind
of doe-eyed, naive trip she's into. { love
women in rock 'n' roll. Belinda Carlyle.
She's hot. It's obvious that women in rock
'n' roll are manipulative sex appeal, but
it's all marketed very well and it works.

Sandra Strips on New York Cable

[t was on “The Robin Byrd Show.” And
what went on that night is what goes on
every time her show's on. People strip off
their clothes. It's the most real television
there is this day. It's totally of the moment,
live; so whatever goes down, goes down.
And obviously there's no holds barred,
which obviously 1 dig. It's like the coolest
thing on television. You can go for the
rmost intensified reaction. It's a strip show.
For me, it was stripping away everything.
it's the kind of place where | like fo be—
with a lot of strippers. | had a ball strip-
ping aff my clothes and dancing. I'm a
stripper at heart, you know.

Her Life in 100 Words or Less

I'm overwhelmed. It's exciting and thrill-
ing. | just hope | don't burn out over the
excitement, [ wake up in the morning and
i can't believe all this has happened to
me. When I'm onstage, you don't think
about it; but when | step away and think
about it, it's mind-boggling. | love life, and
that's the message | want to leave with
your readers. You must love your life, Have
a little bit of pride in yourself and keep a
sense of adventure. Remember, you
never know who's gonna pop into your
fife tomorrow. Never sell yourself

cheap.O+m































It's that dreaded time when all real
Americans have to get out and vote. It
doesn't matter that most will be voting
against rather than for; what matters is
that you perform this action, thereby
giving the government a mandate to
make your life miserable for another four
years. It also assures the dregs of our
society—those who are “politically in-
volved"—that sormehow: their lives mean
something and that they’ll be able to go
on eating rubber chicken and giving
blowjobs to lobbyists for another four
fat years.

In order to live up to the “ideals” of
those who have a deadly addiction to
politics, we've had a wave of niggling
little laws that limit the personal liberties
of many. Not big meaningful laws that
might actually make a difference—like
eliminating handguns or really cleaning
up industrial waste—but stupid little
laws, like no smoking on flights that are
less than two hours (“Nope, we just want
to sit here on the runway and inhale
aviation fuel while the airlines fuck up
departure time to make a buck”). Little
laws designed to make you less free in
your home and person, like "zero tol-
erance.” (“The federal government to-
day confiscated the entire city of Miami
....") Worse still are the hundreds of new
little behaviors that you have to mani-
fest to be “politically correct"—i.e., a
hip, with-it, sensitive, humane, and car-
ing individual. This translates into being
a wimpy, cringing dog who will do any-
thing to win the approving sniffs of the
rest of the pack. Well, we've made up a
little test so you can see just how human
or doglike you are. Answer yes or no;
score one point for each “yes."

1. | yell at people. 2. | park badly in
parking lots and have forgotten how to
parallel park. 3. | like to shop at shop-
ping malls. 4. | refuse to eat raisins or
brussels sprouts. 5. | like consuming oil.
6. | think love means never having to
say you're sorry. 7. | firmly believe that
once you've seen one redwood, you've
seen 'em all. 8. | affirm that having su-
perior firepower is a precondition to en-

How Politically Correct Are You?

A/NE

BY GERARD VAN DER LEUN

tering into negotiations. 9. | don't recy-
cle my newspapers. 10. | don't like
plants, and they don't like me. 11. | pull
legs off small animals. 12. | have a nu-
clear reactor in my basement. 13. | like
men. 14. | like men, and | do not enjoy
groups of women talking. 15. | maintain
that the Grateful Dead are old and passé
and in the way. 16. | water, water, water,
all the time, even in the rain. 17. | do not
like groups of men talking. 18. | park in
Handicapped Parking spaces. 19. |
know that the sixties were a crock of
shit. 20. | lay mines in Handicapped
Parking spaces. 21. | fart in corporate
elevators. 22. | don't share my inner-
most thoughts and feelings with any-
one. 23. | have an answering machine
that doesn’t take messages. 24. | smoke
in bed. 25. | don't take cocaine any-
more because | consider it a right-wing
drug. 26. | don't know any Bob Dylan
lyrics. 27. I'm considering putting a
kickstand on my ten-speed bike. 28. |
am not impressed by Yale. 29. If man-
kind destroys itself, it's okay by me. 30.
I only buy and use spray cans that de-
plete the ozone. 31. | subscribe to Roll-
ing Stone. 32. | admire the lifestyle of
Donald Trump. 33. | like New York City
better than San Francisco. 34. | voted
for Nixon in '72. 35. I've smuggled trop-
ical fish in Zip-Loc sandwich bags of
seawater, saying it was my brown-bag
sushi lunch. 36. | know that the whole
world knows that America is God's
country. 37. I'm in favor of deporting all
illegal aliens, along with Henry Kissin-
ger. 38. | work to get a consensus, and
then do what | want to, anyway. 39. |
buy plastic bags. 40. | think Chevy
Chase is not at all funny. 41. | am going
to buy a bigger car. 42. | think Ronald
Reagan is an okay guy. 43. | eat endan-
gered species. 44. | make fun of Chi-
nese drivers. 45. | think Jesse Jackson
is a show-off. 46. | believe that deep
down Vanna White is shallow. 47. The
Reagan years have been good for the
poor. 48. | hate sushi. 49. I'm a Califor-
nia Deadhead, and | shave my legs and
pits. 50. | think all ethnic jokes are funny.
51. | kiss with my eyes open. 52. | walk

around in public furtively talking into a
microcassette recorder. 53. | prefer oral
sex to safe sex. 54. | like to throw fast-
food containers and beer bottles on the
roadside. 55. There are no popular
American team sports that | like. 56. |
enjoy telling harp seal jokes. 57. | like
to talk about money. 58. | water my lawn.
59. | give money to Dr. Gene Scott. 60.
| eat red meat. 61. My cats eat red meat.
62. | do not like rock music. 63. | played
rugby and remained heterosexual and
politically uncommitted. 64. | did not
vote for Jackson. 65. | did not vote for
Dukaka because | couldn’t spell his
name. 66. | did not claim to have voted
for Jackson. 67. | pee in swimming
pools. 68. | didn't buy Lee lacocca. 69.
I'm tired of seeing women promoted to
jobs they aren't qualified for and can’t
even begin to understand. 70. | sell har-
poon heads to Japanese “research sci-
entists.” 71. | see no reason to save the
whales. 72. | think Ben & Jerry’s Ice
Cream is a scam. 73. Gorbachev
doesn't mean a thing he says. 74. Ron-
ald Reagan is not a senile submoron
run by his wife. 75. | never watch public
television. 76. I'm careful to invest only
in defense industries. 77. Thinking of
women as sex objects turns me on. 78.
Women are only worth three-quarters
of what men are worth. 79. | do not ad-
mire Bill Cosby's achievements. 80. Mort
Dawney, Jr., is presidential material. 81.
| wear white cotton socks. 82. | never
miss "Entertainment Tonight." 83. | urge
people to buy Japanese. 84. | would
like to be a yuppie someday. 85. | push
the # button on my phone when things
get slow. 86. | don't think that women
are always right about everything. 87. |
couldn't care less whether or not a
woman comes. 88. | long to wear bell-
bottoms. 89. | really want a woman who'll
pick up my socks every day, make sure
there’s a good dinner waiting when I'm
through with work, and give me head
until 'm dead. 90. | wear a button on
my hat that says ves! 91. | never recycle
anything. 92. | love L.A. 93. The Amer-
ican Nazi party has a few good points.
94. | subscribe to People magazine and
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read it cover to cover. 95. I've never
been to Japan. 96. I've been to Japan,
but never took off my shoes while | was
there. You can tell, ‘cause | carved my
initials in the big timber that holds up
the roof of that temple or whatever out-
side of Kyoto. 97. | have never seen
Apocalypse Now. 98. | think Charles
Bronson vigilante movies are really hip.
99. | think it's clear that Sylvester Stal-
| lone is God! 100. | ask strangers for
quarters. 101. | think Tawana Brawley is
telling the truth. 102. I'm a Christian. 103.
| used to be a Jew, but | quit. 104. Ar-
nold Schwarzenegger’s buns. Just
once. One in each hand. 105. Kathleen
Turner's buns. Just once. One in each
hand. 106. Kathleen Turner's buns aren't
what they're cracked up to be. 107. |
think jokes about feminists are funny.
108. | think foreplay is a waste of time.
109. | enjoy sharing bodily fluids for its
own sake. 110. I'm saving myself for my
wife. 111. | think Dan Rather is con-
cerned about the credibility of network

news and is not just out for money and
fame. 112. | believe that space is for
warheads, not Deadheads. 113. | think
being a virgin is an important prereg-
uisite for marriage. 114. | prefer paper
sex to the real thing. 115. | have pistols,
a bow, and a sword handy. 116. | let my
cat drink beer. 117. | don't believe in
Drano. 118. | don't believe in deodorant.
119. If | could reda my career, I'd be-
come a lawyer. 120. When | see a
woman, the first thing | do is look at her
crotch. 121. When | see a man, the first
thing | do is look at his crotch. 122. |
think that size has everything to do with
it. 123. | have a thing about blue-silk
drapery cords. 124. | exploit women's
menstrual cramps for my own pur-
poses. 125. I'm goal-oriented. 126. |
want the Trilateral Commission te run
the world. 127. I'm very competitive. 128.
I've done smack. 129. | think the new
“Star Trek” sucks eggs. 130. | don't be-
lieve in | Ching. 131. | don't believe in
astrology. 132. | don't believe in magic.
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Answer to last month's crossword puzzle.

133. | invited Oliie North to dinner be-
cause | wanted an in with Fawn Hall,
the most desirable woman in the world.

SCORING

0 to 30: You are a radical feminist who
is also an unwed lesbian mother
fighting to make the world safe for
Communism.

31 to 60: You are a radical lawyer who
thinks that the person who intro-
duced AIDS into America should be
given a lifetime pension from the fed-
eral government.

61 to 90: Jacksonian Democrat

91 to 92: Dukaka Democrat

93 to 94: George Bush

95 to 96: Republican

97 to 100: Jane Fonda look-alike

101 to 120: Sylvester Stallone clone

Over 120: A red-blooded American who
is not fooled for one second by all this
liberal and revisionist flatulence from
those who would undermine our lives,
fortunes, and sacred honor.O+—m
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ELEGTION FRAUDS
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asked. 'l can tell you after tomarrow,' he
replied. ‘'Why then and not now?' | per-
sisted. "Well, tomorrow is Dough Day, and
when | know how much money | can have
for Albany County, | can tell what majority
we shall get.'

"‘Dough Day' in New York is an insti-
tution. It is the day that the county chair-
men and state leaders assemble in Man-
hattan and receive their apportionment
of money for their representative dis-
tricts.

“After the Dough Day distribution, |
again asked Barnes about Albany
County.

“‘Albany will give a Republican major-
ity of 6,000," he promptly replied.

"Albany County gave 6,200 when the
votes were counted.”

Dough Day has vanished, though
heaven knows the influence of money in
politics hasn't; but in 1988, money that in
1904 was spent on people and organi-
zations is now socked into television and
polling. Once the organizations gathered
information that permitted bosses to pre-
dict outcomes within a couple of hundred
votes; now that work is done by public-
opinion surveys, which are nowhere near
as accurate and reliable in the business
of electoral prophecy. When Barnes said
they would carry the county by 6,000
votes, he added no cautionary proviso
about being reliable only within four per-
cent. Today there are no political ma-
chines left in America, no grass-roots po-
litical organizations, no effective outreach
to potential voters to ensure that they ac-
tually get to the polls. Part of the drop in
voterturnout can be accounted for by the
disappearance of local political organi-
zations that nudged and nagged people
to vote, that provided baby-sitters, trans-
portation, or whatever else was needed
to free them up to go down to the voting
place. The precinct or district captain,
along with his or her runners and assis-
tants, were the door-to-door salesmen of
politics, the people who could use fa-
vors, threats, or civic guilt to get the elec-
torate into the voting booth. Television can
motivate, but often it can't close the sale.

Disillusionment, often with the men one
voted for in the last election, has also
taken its toll on the voter's enthusiasm.
Over the course of the last 90 years, many
of the electorate have become embit-
tered over the war-peace question. When
William McKinley crumpled under pres-
sure and proposed a war with Spain that
he didn't believe in (and many in his party
knew he didn't believe in), it had an ef-
fect. The speaker of the House of Rep-
resentatives, a fellow Republican, retired
from public life. Almost 20 years later,
when Woodrow Wilson led the United
States into World War | less than 12
months after he'd campaigned on a
peace platform, the price was damage
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to the national civic morale. Like Mc-
Kinley, Wilson also lost the support of the
speaker of the House; but more interest-
ingly, the voter turnout in the next election
was lower than it had been in 100 years.

In 1240, Franklin Roosevelt, running for
a.third term and seeing himself going
down in the polls because of the suspi-
cion that he was angling to get the United
States involved in World War |l, made a
speech in Boston on October 30, only a
week before Election Day. His words
eventually became the cause of yet an-
other wave of electoral cynicism: “And
while | am talking to you mothers and fa-
thers, | give you one more assurance. |
have said this before, but | shall say it
again and again and again. Your boys
are not going to be sent into any foreign
wars.” A generation later, Lyndon John-
son would make the same promise and
be blamed by an infuriated minority of
his supporters for the war in Southeast
Asia. And now, yet another 20 years later,

®

Blacks were killed and
beaten trying to ensure safe
passage to the voting
booth. Yet today, black voter
turnout is no
greater than whites'.

&

the most gung ho of Ronald Reagan'’s fol-
lowers were enraged by the pictures of
their erstwhile leader strolling arm in arm
across Red Sqguare with the world's No.
1 Communist.

Less visible but just as alienating are
the postelection revelations about some
of the losing candidates. To those whe
once loved them, many of these candi-
dates seemed to have deceived the same
voters they had courted. Wendell Willkie,
Franklin Roosevelt's 1940 opponent,
turned out to have been in basic agree-
ment with FDR's war policy all along. In
a book written after his 1960 loss to John
F. Kennedy, Richard Nixon admitted that,
contrary to his assertion in a TV debate
with Kennedy, he had no intention of ne-
gotiating a peaceful settlement with Fidel
Castro if he were elected president.

The majority of the electorate either
didn't care or simply forgave the offend-
ing politician; but the offended minor-
ity—angry, unforgiving, and articulate—
did not forgive these betrayals. Though
not persuasive enough to convince the
majority, they have contributed toward
spreading a "what's the use?" attitude
about voting for any politician. In the past,

in the era of strong party loyalties, the
leaders of the other team were skunks. In
the present nonpartisan era, the dropout
voter tells you, “They're all liars, they're
all a bunch of crooks.” A bipartisan atti-
tude of contempt for every politician and
all their work pervades most political dis-
cussions. Anyone in politics, not just those
in the opposing party, is assumed to be
an opportunist, a crook, a compromiser,
or a phony.

Of course, most people aren't mem-
bers of any political party, so they have
no strong loyalties and no reason to ex-
cuse their leaders. If William McKinley
disillusioned George Hoar, the antiwar
Republican senator from Massachu-
setts, Hoar nevertheless stuck with the
President because of party ties. Few of
us today have such overriding alle-
giances, as Gary Hart found out when he
was caught playing footsie with Donna
Rice. He learned he wasn't the leader of
any faction in the mostly nonexistent
Democratic party; he was just one guy
out there alone.

On the other hand, when it was dis-
covered that Pat Robertson’s wife was
pregnant before they got married, he was
not immediately forced out of the race
because his religious affiliations gave him
the kind of protection that a political party
once afforded candidates. He wasn't out
there alone; but he learned that a church
isn't a political party, just as Jesse Jack-
son has learned that an ethnic group isn't
ong, either. They may be able to shelter
you as the party used to in the heyday of
partisan politics, but they don't give you
a broad enough base to win.

For that you've got to appeal to the
modern ticket-splitting, unaffiliated voter,
who cruises the ballot in much the same
way he saunters through the local shop-
ping mall. If it's got the right look or feel,
he or she will buy it or vote for it, as the
case may be. The consumer-voter of the
1990s has only feeble brand loyalty and
little resilience against bad news about
his politicians. Regardiess of party, if the
candidate screws up just a little, John and
Jane Voter may be down the street win-
dow-shopping for somebody with a shin-
ier paint job or a newer design.

In times past, voting patterns hung on
for decades. That's why historians could
talk of “watershed"” elections, like 1828,
1860, 1896, or 1932. Thanks to party loy-
alty, stable family life, and social stability,
people tended to vote the same way all
their lives. The variations from one elec-
tion to the next were small and easy to
understand. No more. Now we have
landslides one way, landslides another—
four out of the last six presidential elec-
tions have been won by lopsided major-
ities. As trends and fashions in the polit-
ical product rise, fall, and evaporate, the
consumer-voter gets hooked on a
succession of advertising themes or, as
likely as not, says the hell with it, and
passes up shopping altogether on Elec-

tion Day.CH+—m






Sexual
Aids:

How to order them
without embarrassment.
How to use them
without disappointment.

If you've been reluctant to purchase sexual
aids through the mail, the Xandria Collection
would like to offer you two things that may
change your mind:

1. A guarantee
2. Another guarantee

First, we guarantee your privacy. Should
you decide to order our catalogue or prod-
ucts, your transaction will be held in the
strictest confidence.

Your name will never (never) be sold or
given to-any other company. No unwanted,
embarrassing mailings. And everything we
ship to you is plainly packaged, securely
wrapped, without the slightest indication of
its contents on the outside.

Second, we guarantee your satisfaction.
Everything offered in the Xandria Collection
is the result of extensive tesearch and real-
life testing. We are so certain that the risk of
disappointment has been eliminated from
our products, that we can actually guarantee
your satisfaction — or your money promptly,
unquestioningly refunded.

What is the Xandria Collection?

1t is a very, very special collection of sexual
aids. It includes the finest and most effective
products available from around the world.
Products that can open new doors to pleasure
(perhaps many you never knew existed!)

Qur preducts range from the simple to the
delightfully complex. They are designed for
both the timid and the bold. For anyone
who's ever wished there could be something
more to their sexual pleasure.

If you're prepared to intensify your own
pleasure, then by all means send for the
Xandria Collection Gold Edition catalogue.
It is priced at just four dellars which is
applied in full to your first order.

Write today. You have absolutely nothing
to lose. And an entirely new world of

enjoyment to gain.

The Xandria Coltection, Dept. P1188
P.O. Box 31039, San Francisco, CA 94131

Please send me, by first class mail, my copy of the
Xandra Collection Gald Edition catalogue. Enclosed is
my check or money order for four dollars which will be
2pplied towards my first purchase. (U5, Residentsonly).

Name
Address
City
State Zip

I am an adult over 21 years of age:

{signature required)

Xandria, 1245 16th 5t., San Francisco. Void where
prohibited by law.
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floor—it was really funny.” She laughs,
remembering the eccentric dimensions.
“|t was a great offer, but in those days, in
'72, Sunset was a bad strip, had a bad
name. Still, it was saving his liquor [i-
cense, sa we were doing Frank a favor,
too.”

Sarmmy hooked up with Rudy Deluca,
a writer friend, and the two kibitzed on
the stage together. The room needed a
name, so Mitzi christened it the Comedy
Store and it opened for business. "it was
a raunchy littie joint, but it was cute,” she
says, “and it was ours to do whatever we
could do with it. The guys really strug-
gled, fought a lot—they're both street
guys—so it got crazy sometimes. Sammy
would go on the stage for an hour, put on
singers, jugglers, a magic act—just to
have stage people.”

Sammy stayed with Rudy about eight
months; Mitzi learned and watched the
whole time. But as in any new business,
their blind spots soon showed, and the
Shores had to reset their sights. “Sammy
was having a hard time handling the place
moneywise—plus staying onstage—and
his career wasn't happening, being there.
So we decided he should go on the road
again and make some money."

It was a decision that changed Mitzi's
life furever and gave her the chance to
prove how good she really was. It was
1973; underwire bras and other uningpir-
ing underwear was literally a burning is-
sue, and bouncing breasts became the

- somewhat ironic symbol of women's lib.

Mitzi Share, too, was singing "I Am
Woman' in the shower, but she was far
ahead of her sisters as far as being her
own woman went. She was doing it.

She immediately devised new and strict
policies—most important, showcasing
only stand-up comics on her stage. Her
dedication to the busingss was fierce. |
worked four years straight every night,
without a night off. But | was happy, too,
and | seemed to regress back to the way
| was when | was 18, my mind, my body—
back to college days. Sammy and | sep-
arated-~the marriage was never right; we
stayed together for the kids. But through
all the changes, | loved comedy, and |
think that was what kept me together. |
had seen everything there was to see,
every club in this country, the worst and
the best. | knew what | wanted to do.”

With the comic as artist utmost in mind,
Mitzi created different “stages” to best
express the individual comic’s level of
experience as a performer, and she
strove to have every nationality repre-
sented in her club. "It was important to
me to develop all kinds of comedians from
different backgrounds. Yakav [Smirnoff]
was even my carpenter for two years, so
he could stay out here in Los Angeles
and wouldn't have to go back to New York,
to the borscht belt. | had Tamayo [Ot-

suki], a Japanese American; Charlie Hill,
who's an American Indian—I had every-
one, Irish, English, italian, so they could
go onstage and make their people proud
of them.”

Mitzi Shore is not the fake-gyelash type.
She's absolutely rock-golid for real: artsy,
gutsy, with beautiful, striking looks and a
gaze so direct, you know immediately why
this woman has conquered her own piece
of the business—a business that is so full
of the business, you could drown. Her
instinct about the world is bracingly tac-
tile; she is a hands-on operator with a
comman sense that cuts through the crap.

But heart and soul, Mitzi's an artist and
understands very deeply the artistic
process. And while it's not often that an
artist can combine compassion with a
hard business head, Mitzi understands
why. She started life as an outsider. “I'm
a survivor. Being a Jewish person in Wis-
consin was crazy. Not that they were bad
people—but they didn't make me feel like
| belonged. We were poor, too, so | val-
ued money; | knew you had to have it to
survive. And if { hadn’t had the smarts for
the business, | coulgn't have kept the
Store going. | never had a partner. | was
a pioneer—and when Sammy left, we had
$13,000 in the bank and he took it all. 1
had two little kids with me and | had this
club, and the only time | ever borrowed
money was when | needed $3,000 to feed
my kids and to buy iiquor for the bar.”

Monday night is Potluck Night at the
Comedy Store: Anybody with the cour-
age to call himself a comic can sign in
and do three minutes, with Mitzi presid-
ing, as ever, with the list of names. Should
we look through the Potluck annals, many
of those names would be prized auto-
graphs. “In the early years of the Com-
edy Store, | used to sit and sign people
in from 6:30 to 8:00 at night, and look at
everybody until 2:30 in the morning! The
comics of consequence that you know
today as stars came to me on Potluck
Night and developed their talent at the
Comedy Store." Mitzi still sees every
comic who wants a shot at the lucky
break. “The foundation of the Store rests
on the discovery of new comic artists—
and | have to see it for myself.”

As casual and uncompiicated as the
scene sounds, first-time performers at the
Comedy Store know that “this is it"—if
they can make it here, they can make it
anywhere—and those three minutes are
fike diving off a cliff, hoping you timed
the tide right. In a quote from his unau-
thorized biography, The David Letterman
Story, Letterman talks about his first night
onstage, when Mitzi gave him his 180
seconds of terror. | found it very painful
to get up in front of those people. . . . |
got up and said from rote some stuff that
| had written that day—dead silence.”
Yakov Smirnoff's first night held a differ-
ent kind of terror. “Mitzi said to me, 'Boy,
you really killed them,’ " he recails. “So |
hid from police for a month.”

But Mitzi knows when something new

CONTINUED ON PAGE 138
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52 UNCENSORED ADULT
FEATURE FILMS

ON 90 MINUTE 99¢ EACH IN
CASSETTES ONLY QUANTITY

Now choose from 52 fantastic adult video features for as low as 99¢ each in quantity. Every 90 minute tape is
jammed full of the horzest and hardest sex imaginable, featuring hundreds of famous stars & nasty new-
comers. We guarantee you will receive the great movies listed...

Also, this offer comes with no strings attached or further obligations, we're convinced that once you see
the great products & prices, you'll become one of our valued customers.

PLEASE CHECK YOUR MOVIE SELECTIONS

[ NIGHT CN THE WILD SIDE [ JOANNA STORM ON FIRE C STRANGE BEDFELLOWS [0 HARLEQUIN AFFAIR

C SPYS SEDUCTION OF LANA SHORE T HEIDIA [C DADDY 'S DARLING DAUGHTER
HUNT PORN CHEERLEADER ACADEMY [ TASTE OF MONEY

RETTY AS YOU FEEL NEVER SAY NO GRAND OPENING

1l

DUCATING NINA ST OF ATOM [ SUMMER SIZZLE
L LIKE AVIRGIN | D OUTS _ DOCTOR GINGER . PLEASURE SEEKERS
[ TREASURE CHESTS THE TABLE _ HEAVENLY DESIRES . CAMPUS CUTIES
C DEEPCHILLS Al C HIGH SEAS ROMP LACK SISTERMHITE BROTHER
. TAXI GIRLS  HEAD OVERHEELS . SURFSIDE SEX
C LIKE A VIRGIN 1i T RXFORSEX . SECUCE ME TONIGHT
[ PLEASURE 50 DEEP AXl Gi C TWQ TO TANGO [ DR. JUICES LUST POTION
_ FAST GIR VIRGIN HEAT [ SUGARPUSSY JEANS WOMAN IN THE WINDOW

_ FAST GIRLS
~ WOMEN IN UNIFORM SPERM BUSTERS _ SUPER MODELS [ SPREADING JOY

BONUS....ORDER ALL 52 VIDEOS & RECEIVE A 120 CUMSHOT TAPE FOR FREEI!I!

OUR CJANY SFORSIS POSTAGE, HANDLING O SVIDEOS$3
SPECTACULAR CJANY 15 FOR §25 & 100% DELIVERY O 15 VIDEO' 54
PRICES CJANY 35 FOR 538 INSURANCE [ 35 VIDEC'S $5

[J ALL 52 FOR $51 [ 52 VIDEOS 56

Please specify format  JVHS [JBETA
Send your name, address, entire ad with remittance plus P & H to: Fantastic Features Dept: EX8
25 E. Washingron Suite 939 Chicago IL 60602  Must be 18 to order

30 CINEMATIC
SUPERSTARS

ONLY 49¢ EA. IN VOLUME

JUST SO YOU CAN SEE THE GREAT PRODUCTS
WE HAVE TO OFFERIl

Now you can build your adult video library the
smart way.........Choose from explicit, action
packed videos starring today’s most prolific
male & female superstars. Every thirty minute
tape is recorded in super HQ high resolution
color with sync sound and musical score.

[ AMBER LYNN O SUMMER ROSE
1 CHRISTY CANYON ] NANCY SUITER

L TALJARAE [J SHARON KANE

[ ELLERIO O PENNY MORGAN

[ ERICA BOYER O KAREN SUMMER

O TANYA FOX [ CANDI EVANS

O BRITTANY STRYKER [J KARI FOXX

[ TRINITY LOREN O GINGER LYNN

[ LISA MELENDEZ [ STACEY DONOVAN
O LORI LOVETT [ NIKKI DEE

O PAM NINOC O JANETTE LITTLEDOVE
O PATTI PETTITE [ PAULA HARLOW

C DESIREE LANE O LACY LV

[ JANEY ROBBINS [ CAROLYN CHAMBERS
O JOANNA STORM [T NINA HARTLEY

To order please check stars desired and send
with remittance plus $4 P&H to: ALL STAR
VIDEQ Dept. EX8 P O BOX MB27 Gary In.
446401-0827

] ANY ONE FOR $6
C]ANY TEN FOR $10
CIALL 30 ONLY §14.70

Check format (O VHS [IBETA
MUST BE 18 to order

FIFTEEN FREE VIDEO'S

FOR YOUR NAME & ADDRESS ALL YOU PAY ISP & H

i 9.95
JUST TOTAL

. SWEET & CREAMY

. BLONDE SANDWICH
. WELCOME WAGON
OREO COOKIE GIRLS
TEASE ME

GREEK DOLLS

NO HOLES BARRED

. BUN LOVERS

. BLACKS & BLONDES
10. ORAL ORGASMS

11. GIRLS & THEIR TOYS
12. DIRTY BLONDES

13. ENDLESS ORGIES

14. CUMSHOTS

DO BN —

" ALL THESE ARE YOURS FREE!I!
15. KNOBS & KNOCKERS

SELECT FORMAT [JVHS or [1BETA

Send just the $9.95 for P & H to: QUALITY SALES DEPT. EX8 P O BOX 5460 CHICAGO
IL 60680-5460—MUST BE 18 TO ORDER

180 CLIMATIC
ENDINGS

IN 12 EXCITING VIDEOS

g g EACH IN QUANTITY

WE WANT YOU AS A BUYING CUSTOMERI $12
ALL 12 VIDEO'S PLUS $4 P & H SEND NAME,
ADDRESS & REMITTANCE TO: VIDEO SPECIAL-
TIES DEPT. EX8 P.O. BOX 370 NEW BUFFALO,
M. 49117-0370

Each one hour tape is packed with the greatest

collection of stars and cumshots ever seen on

videol FRANKI LEIGH (pictured), TAIJA RAE,

ml:\)nANTHA STRONG, SEKA, & HUNDREDS
RE.

SPECIFY [wHS OR[JBETA
MUST BE 18 TO ORDER

CUSTOMER SERVICE INQUIRIES ONLY 219-981-2274




In Dinner, Ona Zee demonstrates “fire breath"—

not pepperoni-and-beer halitosis,
but the ability to breathe oneself to orgasm.

#

X-RATED VIDEO

BY AL GOLDSTEIN

PENTHOUSE PICK

Party Girls

(Masterpiece) 444

What happens when women
start doing it for themselves?
Producer-director Jack Remy
lets us find out by taking us
inside a “Shtupperware”
party—a showcase gathering
of some of the hottest new
actresses in porn trying out a
whole range of sex products.
The girls form a loose circle
of friends and acquaintances
in suburban Los Angeles,
and they decide to have a
girls-only party to have a look
at the latest lingerie, love
oils, and dildos. A ludicrous
enough plot device, but it
works because of the breezy
lightness of the women
involved. Penthouse favorite
Christy Canyon heads up

the list, followed by superslut
Kimberly Carson, the shaved
snatch of Heather Wayne,
and the gorgeous newcomer,
foxy Roxanne Roland. Girls'
night out doesn't last too
long, though, as the hus-
bands of all these beauties
come sneaking around to
keep an eye on their babes.
There is a long flashback
right in the midst of all this
action, purporting to show the
whole crew ten years earlier,
in high school.

Favorite pairings include
Heather Wayne and Sheri St.
Clair in a hot lesbo duo,
Christy Canyon acting tough
with Billy Dee, and Roxanne
Roland going down on Dan
Mann. The technical quality is
mostly excellent, with feature-
film cinematography and
loving and lingering camera
angles catching all the
action. Except for an obnox-
ious sound track that resem-
bles an outtake from “The
Brady Bunch," this effort rates
excellent all around.
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Seduction has more emphasis on plot and character.

A WOMAN'S TOUCH
Innocent Seduction

(vCA) 1L

Director Adele Robbins has
suffused this whole tape with
a woman'’s sensibility, from
the slow-paced, rhythmic
seduction scenes to the lin-
gering moodiness of the

set. It's as if adult entertain-
ment made by women differs
from that made by men in
about the same way women'’s
lovemaking is different:
primarily in pacing and
emphasis. There is much
more emphasis on plot and
character in Innocent Seduc-
tion than is normal in the
porn world, but this tape is
better for it. Eric Edwards and
Demi White are the center-
piece couple here, with
Sharon Mitchell doing a
tough, butchy turn as Demi's
best friend. White plays
Dee, the abandoned step-
daughter of a rich couple. She
is determined to worm her
way into someone’s affec-
tion—she's just confused as
to whose. Mother's Malibu
beach-bum lover? Her best
friend? Her stepdad? Demi
White is a cute, somewhat
plump actress who plays the

innocent well. The surprise
ending lends a quirky twist to
the proceedings, and the
tape as a whole holds
together well. With a little
more technical help—the
lighting is particularly bad in
this tape—Robbins could
turn into a first-string creator
of erotic video.

COUPLES’ TAPE OF THE
MONTH

QOur Dinner With Andrea
(Caballero) AL

The folks at Caballero evi-
dently gave some production
money to Ona Zee and part-
ner Frank Wind and let them
loose: The result is the quirky
Our Dinner With Andrea.

Half marriage manual, half
sex tape, Dinner is as wordy
and static as the mainstream
movie its title parodies,
Louis Malle's My Dinner With
Andre. But if you want a
quick initiation into various
esoteric sex practices, such
as tantric and yogic sex,

this is as good a place as any
to start. Ona Zee is the title
character, and she has invited
a group of friends over for
dinner and discussion. The
talk centers around Ona's

dabbling in the sexual arts of
the Far East, particularly
tantric sex—a discipline
whereby the male maintains
his chi, ‘or vital breath, by
having orgasm without ejacu-
lation. The male is thereby
able to stay hard for hours,
and as Sharon Kane says,
"That's what | like in a man.”

We also get to learn a bit
about something called
guadoushka, which might
sound like Cherokee for
“pbullshit,” but is actually “the
American Indian philosophy
of spiritual and sexual
energy.” Ona Zee demon-
strates “fire breath,” which
again isn't the pepperoni-and-
beer halitosis it sounds like,
but the ability to breathe
oneself to orgasm. We learn
that Eskimos call fucking
“laughing together"—ijust the
tidbit to drop at your next
dinner with the in-laws. All this
is communicated with a
certain loopy, wide-grinned
wonder, as if we're back
in the sixties again.

Come to think of it, though,
that wasn't such a bad de-
cade: A lot of people got laid,
at least, and this tape has
the same type of well-mean-
ing sluttishness about it.
Kane and Zee have what the
industry calls mature bodies,
but Shanna McCullough is
present, too, jacking up the
temperature level. For all
its talk, Dinner is not a bad
main course.

ANGELS WITH SCUMMY
FACES

Piece of Heaven

(Cinderella) LL

This is, overall, an amateurish,
sloppy production that suc-
ceeds only because it has a
couple of hot, insistent sex
scenes. You can't avoid

the steaminess of Keisha




slurping down Billy Dee's
monstrous hard-on, which
rings gongs in the libido even
if the technical values of the
scene aren't up to snuff.
Neither can you ignore the
heat during a fantasy fuck in
a hospital, a scene that
numberless other tapes have
tried and failed to somehow
make as hot as this. And
every mechanic can relate to
the scene in a car shop,
when a hot blonde decides
she wants to take her garage
bill out in trade.

Newcomer Toni Krista is a
welcome addition to the
scene, and the haot, hot, hot
Alison Monet manages to
give her a run for the money.
Too bad the producers did
not lavish more tender loving
care on this tape, because

Attraction: a sideshow at best.

it could have been a classic.
As it is, we get two dopey
angels (Tom Byron and Peter
North) who with remote
control change the sexual
destinies of the mortals they
watch on celestial TV. The
idea is all right, but the exe-
cution is low-rent. Heaven

is good in spite of itself.

TOO MANY CHEFS

Conflict

(Vidco) 4L

Conflict is what results when
you get two old war-horses
like directors Ron Sullivan
(a.k.a. Henri Pachard) and
Bruce Seven together. The
action is fast and loose,
nobody takes anything too
seriously, and a good time is
had by all. Seven and Sulli-
van have between them
directed scores of adult
tapes. They work their
rivalry—which is more like
ribaldry—into the plot. The
luscious Alison Monet heads
the cast as a porn actress
who wants to produce her
own film. She hires Seven to
direct; at the same time a
rival porn star, Sharon Kane,
takes on Sullivan to do her
film. Seven and Sullivan,
playing themselves, have a
sort of busman's holiday

as actors—though they never
actually get laid. The techni-
cal quality is at the virtuoso
level throughout, especially in
the great use of intercutting
and close-ups. Truth is,
however, that this tape is a
lark, a chance for two great
directors to goof around.

FUTILE ATTRACTION

The Main Attraction

(4-Play) L

It takes a little while before
you figure out that this tape is
a knockoff of the mainstream
monster hit Fatal Attraction,
but that's because porn
writing, acting, and directing
are so turgid and lackadaisi-
cal. Michael Keller (Mike
Horner) is so blind, he must
have been named after
Helen. He can't quite grasp
the fact that Julie Close
(Megan Leigh) is coming on
to him, even when she has
his dork in her grasp.

Heaven: hot sex scenes.

There are a lot of allusions
to Fatal Attraction—like the
fact that Julie's last name is
Close, as in Glenn, and
Keller's best friend (Jon Mar-
tin) is called Alex, after the
Glenn Close character in the
original movie. But allusions
do not a resemblance make,
and this tape has none of the
snap and dazzle of the
original. The only bright spots
are Alison Monet's sturdy
performance as the sultry wife
(this girl can act, and some-
one should find her a vehicle)
and the subtle twist of a
surprise ending. The sex,
however, is listless, and since
that's ultimately what we

come to an adult tape for, it
renders The Main Atiraction a
sideshow at best.

BASIC ADULT VIDEO
LIBRARY

Love Dreams

(Caballero) LLLL

This relatively lavish produc-
tion centers lovingly on the
European starlet who calls
herself Julia Perrier. This was
Julia's one and only appear-
ance in an adult film, and the
world is poorer for her deci-
sion not to make mere. She is
stunningly fresh and beauti-
ful, a continental waif of a

girl who was just 18 when the
film was made. Her sponsor
is Beate Uhse, the German
pioneer who was the first
woman to direct large-scale
erotic features.

Love Dreams takes the
slice-of-life approach, show-
ing us Julia's arrival in Amer-
ica and her acclimatization
to the American way of loving.
She hires herself out as an
au pair girl, and her randy
adventures in one household
after another put her through
her erotic paces, including a
great blowjob scene with
one of her employers. This
simple act of expert fellatio
proves that youth doesn't
necessarily have to mean
inexperience. Finally, Julia
“settles down” with John
Leslie, prepared to live hap-
pily ever after as husband
and wife.Ot+—g

minimum results.

RATING KEY

L Not recommended—You'll either get ripped off or
get the least for your money.
L1 Fair to reliable—You'll get what you pay for with

ALl Good—Standards of professionalism are maintained.
LLLL Highly recommended—The best of its kind available.
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AMAZING TAPE

SEDUCES WOMEN !

Works whether you know her 10 minutes
or 10 years! MEPHISTO'S REVOLUTIONARY
METHOD uses the astonishing psychological
discovery (subliminal motivation) to

TRIGGER A WOMAN'S BASIC URGE FOR SEX.

Chicago Tribune: “Somathing entirely New"
It's the world's most invincible eratic stimulant,

Gallery Mag.: “She simply cannot resist this tape!"

LRGN A Soon you will hold in your hand

the most POWERFUL and sophisticated
APHRODISIAC in histary. Simply labeled

“Mood Music," comes 10 you in a PLAIN PACKAGE.
IT'S YOUR SECRET. Only you will know why she
suddenly agrees to ANYTHING!

EVEN REAWAKENS A WIFE'S PASSION

VISAI/MC Toll Free 1-800-537-0377 24
In ILLINOIS Call 1-312-652-8644 Hours

.’1,.,.'\ $16.95 plus $2.05 Post. & Hand.
v TOTAL $19.00 Each

send check or maney order to: MEPHISTO
P.O. Box 377, Dept. PE118, Westmant, IL 60559

VISAIMG Exp.

FOREIGN ORDERS: U.S. FUNDS ONLY! NO C.0.D.'s
Postal Monay Order or Visa/MC Only!
Must add sufficlent exira postage!

L T
SAVE! ANY 3 FOR $38, ANY 7 FOR $79. (Postage Pald)

MEPHSITO'S LIBRARY OF SEDUCTION
O Vol. 1 Lite Rock O Vel. B Early Rock
0 Vol. 2 Country O Vol. 7 Ocean Waves
O Vol. 3 Beautiful Music O Vol. 8 Thunder Storm
O Vol, 4 Classical O Vol. 9 Winter Blizzard
O Vol. 5 Jazz O ENTIRE SET $99.00

OTHER TAPES BY MEPHISTO

Erase Stress, Taming Depression, The Last Cigarette,
The Subliminal Diet, The $5 Tree, The Seed of Confidence
The Hour of Love: Banishes madesty and hang-ups.
(Circle your choices)

SHE THINKS IT'S ONLY MUSIC,

BUT SHE'S BEING EROTICALLY
PROGRAMMED TO LOVE YOU!

CAN WORDS HIDDEN UNDER MUSIC
SEXUALLY AROUSE A WOMAN AND FOCUS
HER PASSION ON ONLY ONE MAN?

YES! IsimpLY insert the MEPHISTO
SUBLIMINAL CASSETTE (car-home-portable) |
She will anly notice music, BUT Inaudible,
hidden commands penetrate her
subconsclious mind. Soon, she wants you
with an overpowering passion and a
throbbing determination!

Become her fantasy!!

Scientific Demonstrations prove: Subliminal ¥
stimuli activate involuntary bodily responses
such as: SEXUAL ARQUSAL! That means
Mephisto's “hidden” aorgasmic subliminal
commands willl secretly focus her eratic
urges on you and plant your image (iike a
seed) deep into her subconscious swelling
her sexual excitement to the edge of orgasm!

CLEVER MEN RECOGNIZE MEPHISTO'S
INCREDIBLE POWER!

“Finally getting my share!! Thanks." BE MA,
1 know for a fact it works!" C TEX

ACCLAIMED WORLDWIDE

Sexologist agree: The process of bonding
(the choice of “only" one man) occurs in her
subconscious and is the trigger to a women's
SEXUAL DESIRE!! And because the
subconscious mind “cannot” reject or
“disbelleve" Mephisto's ingenious
commands establishes you (and only you) as
the object of her LOVE AND PASSION.
SHE WILL BELIEVE:
1) You are the world's most dasirable man.
2) Other men are dull and sexually repulsive.
3) She is deeply in love with you.
4) Sex with you is "necessary and right"!
SHE WILL:
5) Have sexual dreams of you.

6) Have visians of your hands in foreplay. NAME
7) Lose her modesty and Inhibitions!
8) Urgently need you to give her a climax! MONEY ADDRESS
FREE CATALOG: BACK cITY STATE zIP
“CUSTOM” FANTASY TAPES PRODUCED || GUARANTEE
‘ T
" . g \ . (]

’ e

free

NEW! Not found in drugstores anywhere!
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Hothing AT Al

Nowadays, most lovers know that using condoms to protect
against STD's is PURE PLEASURE! And no one makes better, or
sexier, condoms than CONTEMPO®
CONTEMPO® satisfies your preference for pleasure PLUS your
need for protection by offering 6 exciting condom choices. From
America’s largest condom maker, each is electronically tested for
reliability and comes in an airtight, tamper-resistant package.
We're so confident you'll enjoy each arousing CONTEMPO®
condom, we'd like you to TRY ALL 6 FREE!
Hurry! Order now while our supplies last.

Adam & Eve PO. Box 900, Dept. PB42. Carrboro. NC 27510

P.O. Box 800, Dept. PH128
Adam & EVG Carrbora, NC 2?5‘20
YES! Please send me 6 CONTEMPO®

CONDOMS FREE. I've enclosed $1.00 to cover
postage and handling. One offer per household, please.

|

& = |
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: | NAME |
|
|

| ADDRESS

~ Sconted With Mot
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ADVISE & DISSENT

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 93

East to Central America, have plagued
the world—and the U.S.—for many de-
cades. Even after the shock and trauma
of our involvement in the Vietnam War vir-
tually a generation ago, we have not yet
clearly defined the real American na-
tional interest in these confrontations.
And, once more, foreign-policy concerns
blend with domestic questions.

For nearly ten years, the U.S. has been
engaged, more and more directly, in
Central American civil wars—notably in
El Salvador and Nicaragua—with inter-
ventions by American military forces
having never been ruled out. The aid to
the rightist contra rebels in their fight
against the Marxist regime in Nicaragua
has become a heated domestic contro-
versy; it has led to the Iran-contra scan-
dal—when White House officials, such as
Lieutenant Colonel QOliver North, moved
secretly to sell weapons to Iran in order
to obtain illegal financing for arms for the
contras, after Congress had banned of-
ficial L.S. assistance. How to act in Nic-
aragua, therefore, is a national decision
the voters must consider in November.
Should the administration have, in effect,
a blank check to do what it pleases in
Central America—even fo invade—or
must it be effectively checked by Con-
gress and public opinion? Should Amer-
icans die in Nicaraguan or Salvadoran
jungles?

There are other regional situations of
this type that require basic U.S. deci-
sions. Naturally, the electorate need not
act on every present and future emer-
gency, but the voting patterns—in light
of the known positions of the Democratic
and Republican candidates—may help
to define how Americans wish our nation
to behave.

Should more thought have been given
to the naval deployment in the Persian
Gulf (which might have prevented the air-
bus tragedy), in terms of our real inter-
ests, before President Reagan ordered it
last year? Were we protecting or endan-
gering the flow of oil to the West through
this intromission in the Iran-lrag war along
the Gulf? How deeply should the U.S. be
engaged in the lIsraeli conflict with the
Palestinians in this most intractable of all
postwar confrontations?

To be sure, there are no pat answers
to any of the problems and dilemmas re-
quiring American decisions. The world is
too volatile, complex, and unpredictable
for simplistic formulas. Accidents that
threaten greater explosions—or even
terrorist acts—seem to be waiting fo
happen all the time, everywhere on the
planet. Everything that occurs in the world
today affects American lives, destinies,
and prosperity. We Americans therefore
must remember this when, after surviv-
ing the onslaught of campaign rhetoric,
we finally cast our ballots for president
on November 8. O+




LEISURE EMPORIUNM

TO ORDER. . .MAIL DIRECTLY TO THE NAME AND ADDRESS OF THE ADVERTISERS SHOWN!
ADVERTISERS: To find how you can be included in future LEISURE EMPORIUM pages! Contact: SLG Inc., 800 Second Ave., N.Y,, N.Y. 10017! Or Call (212) 986-6642

1 HOUR
THEATER
QUALITY XXX
VIDEO
FEATURETTES
ANY 5 ON 1¢
EACH

We've got the Hottest, Wildest, Most Sex Packed
Videos ever offered—and we'll prove it with this
fantastic offer. Buy just 1 video for $9.95 and take
5 more for only 1¢ each. That's 6 full length vi-
deos for only $10. Check selections and get our
giant discount catalog free. [ Sweet Lips O Wet
Pleasures (0 Naughty Neighbors O Dirty Talk
[0 Hot Buns O Miss Show Off O The First Time
D Forbidden Fantasies [J Anything Goes C Loads
of Lust [ Mixed Doubles (1 Qutrageous Orgies.
Special offer: order within 30 days and receive
all 12 for $15 Postage add $4 (24 Hr Rush Service
add $1) Send to Screen Images Dept P118 Box
85006 Hollywood Calif 80072

MEN! HOW
WOULD YOU
LIKE TO BE 2"
TALLER?

-

Yes you can appear 2" taller without sacrificing
style or comfort. Join the thousands of men who
wear ELEVATORS® and see the difference for
yourself. ELEVATORS® look just like ordinary
shoes, except hidden inside each shoe is an in-
nermold which makes you appear taller. Choose
from over 90 styles of shoes and boots for casual
or dress wear. Satisfaction is guaranteed. Call
Toll-free 1-800-343-3810 (in MD 1-301-663-5111)
or write to the Richlee Shoe Company, DEPT.
PHBN P.O. Box 3566, Frederick, MD 21701 for
your free color catalog.

TURN ALL OF
YOUR
FANTASIES
INTO
REALITY:

QOur catalog features sensuous lingerie. corsets.
leather & rubber, wigs, stilletto heeled shoes,
stockings. bras & breast prostheses plus unusual
related items. Sizes Reg. to Super Lg. & Tall for
men & women & cross dressers. (Qur name does
not appear on return address). To order our new-
exciting-exotic ‘boutique catalog, send $7 cash,
check. or money order to Michael Salem Enter-
prises, Inc. PO. Box 1781, Dept. PH-118, FDR
Sta. NIY. NY. 10150. For credit card orders, retail
purchases & info. about our other catalogs call:
(212) 986-1777-8 or (212) 371-6877. Catalog is
deductible from 1st order! N.Y. Res. add appl. sales
tax!

100 VIDEOD-
STARS—19¢
EACH
BONUS—10
FREE
HARDCORE
MAGS

Enjoy in the privacy of your own home, our fab-
ulous selection of 100 of the top videostars in
adult movies today. Gaze upon Amber Lynn, John
C. Holmes, Sahara, Tracy Adams, Linda Wong &
95 other industry legends engaged in explicit, un-
censored sex! We're looking to welcome new
customers and so as an Xtra added bonus, you
will receive absolutely FREE 10 HARDCORE
COLOR MAGS. If dissatisfied return for full credit
for future purchases and keep the 10 mags as our
free gift. To order send $19 + $5 P&H to: GOOD
TIME VIDEO Dept. EX8 P.O. Box 10935 Merrill-
ville, In. 46411, Must be 18 to order. Please spec-
ify VHS or BETA. Customer Service Inquiries Only
219-981-2274

HDIET &
ENERGY
SOLUTIONS::
LET US HELP
YOU KEEP UP
WITH TODAY'S
ACTIVE PACE!

#21 MOLE 325mg ........ $6.50 per 100
#22 357 Magnum 357 mg ...57.50 per 100
#23 20/20 300mg .........$6.50 per 100
#34 25/25 110mg ......... $5.00 per 100
-Active ingredient in above: caffeine

#39 MILFORD PLAN—

1-a-day dietplan ........ 90 for $12.95
#41 GrapefruitDiet .......... 90 for $9.95
To order or inquire about our many other products
call toll free 1-800-221-1833. In New Jersey call
(201) 838-5254. D&E Pharmaceuticals, Inc., Dept.
1G4F12B8 206 Macopin Road, Bloomingdale, NJ
0;:’403. Please add $4.50 for shipping and han-
dling.

SWINGERS
HOTLINE

HAS NAMES
AND PHONE
NUMBERS OF
GIRLS, GUYS
AND COUPLES
WHO WANT
TO MEET YOU!!

Qur Swingers Hotline offers names and phone
numbers of swinging girls, guys and couples in
your area who are anxious to meet you for fun
and good times as well as lasting relationships!
Call Now 1-901-458-6593—or Write To: SHL
Ent. PO. Box 22705 Memphis, TN 38122 24
hours—7 days. Or call our new Thriller Con-
nection at 1-900-490-8000 ($2.00 TolD

MEET
YOUR IDEAL
LOVER!

service for singles and swinging couples. Beau-
tiful exciting women are waiting to meet you! Call
today for direct contacts in your area. Your ideal
lover is only a phone call away! Call our office
Now at 1-213-630-0813 (24 hrs—7 Days)

Private Encounters is a sophisticated adult dating -

STEROIDS
ARE DRUGS
AND THEIR
ABUSE CAN
KILL YOuU::!

il |

These “SEX HORMONES" temnt you with “'IN-

CREASED MUSCLE GROWTH, STRENGTH,
SELF CONFIDENCE and MASCULINITY." Like
other Drugs, Steroids are refined from a plant
source. For years this herb has been a safe al-
ternative used by professional athletes world wide.
Your satisfaction with it is fully guaranteed. Avail-
able in Liquid or Tablet Form. For 2 month supply
send $30.00 to: Adonis Health, P.O. Box 1236-R,
Lawrence, KS 66044-8236. To order with VISA/
MC call 1-800-458-2503 (ask for Ext. #6)

CHAY
INSTANTLY
WITH REAL
SWINGING
PEOPLE

Conference with up to 8 people throughout the
U.S.. Puerto Rico, & Virgin Islands! Also have
private phone conversations, leave messages on
Male or Female Bulletin Boards, and obtain Video
Phone Info. Simply enter your Visa or Mastercard
number into any touch tone phone (.95 per min.
up to 30 minutes.) CALL TODAY 1-800-999-CHAT.




GODMOTHER

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 132

and bold blows through the Store's door.
“They weren't all funny at first; but in all
the comics I've brought up, there was
something | saw in them that | knew they'd
be great. That's an instinct that's in me.”
Comedian Louie Anderson says the idea
is to keep one eye on the crowd and one
on Mitzi. “The first night | was on, Mitzi
got up in the middle of the show and was
walking out. | thought, Oh God, four years
down the drain. But apparently, she only
needed to see a few minutes and took
me on as a nonpaid regular.”

If she likes a comic for the Comedy
Store, Mitzi gives the artist a pacing or
course to perform on one of the three
stages—the Belly Room, the Main Room,
and the Original Room. It's this oppor-
tunity that makes the Comedy Store a
workshop as well as a nightclub. "It's a
monarchy—I decide who goes where and
when; but I'm pure in my thoughts, and
my first instinct is for that comic and his
career. The guys and girls are what
count.” Yet even though she’s strict about
her control over the lineup, she doesn't
consider herself a coach. “An artist never
tells an artist what to do. Unless I'm put-
ting a show on, say in Vegas, where I'm
providing comics, and | have to have cer-
tain times and edit and clean the acts
up—that's when | put the producer hat
on. I'm a creator, not a savior.”

But for Russian comedian Yakov Smir-
noff, the Comedy Store was a salvation
from comedy clubs that didn't care about
a funny stranger from the Soviet Union.
For him, Mitzi made the difference be-
tween being a misfit and really belong-
ing. "It became home here. My parents
came out to California from New York, too,
and Mitzi even gave my dad a job here
as a carpenter. | owe a lot to Mitzi. She
was like second mother to me—so it
means | was nagged in two languages
now. And the other comics are like sec-
ond family. While Letterman was at the
Comedy Store, he was very helpful to me
when | couldn't read and write English.
He even filled out a citizenship applica-
tion for me. | just wish he would've told
me it was for citizenship to /ran—but |
did get a job in a 7-Eleven after that.”-

Tonight at the Comedy Store, Sam Kin-
ison is on. Really on. The Main Room is
filled to the gills, fans screaming, dou-
bled over in hilarity while Sam screams
and expurgates his own devils, along with
those of his worshipful, hell-raising con-
gregation. Mitzi watches the rotund rebel
revel, smiling from her favorite booth, a
benevolent benefactress who under-
stands what makes Sam scream. “Com-
ics are very delicate,” she says. As she
speaks, Sam is using his microphone to
sizeup a %drtain part of his anatomy for
the scrupulous scrutiny of two lusty L.A.
girls lucky enough to get center-row
seats. “They’re very sensitive, sweet
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people who have to be nurtured,” she
continues, as Sam strides the length of
the stage in a frenzy, still screaming,
sweating, his shirt open to expose his
belly button—a blond, insane Buddha.
“You have to understand their pain,” Mitzi
explains, “because really, most comedy
comes out of the disasters and tragedies
in their lives. Comedy is a survival trait
as much as it is a way of finding love, and
they have an overwhelming need to be
loved. That's why they're onstage.”
From out of the dark, smoky room, amid
the raucous laughter, a tall, well-built
young man steps over to Mitzi's booth
and stands in front of her. He looks upset.
She looks up, surprised at first, then be-
mused. He sits down next to her and
speaks in her ear, half confessionally, half
conspiratorially. Mitzi asks him some-
thing. He shakes his head and looks at
her sadly. She puts her arm around his
shoulder and starts to laugh. “It's all right,
Vinnie," she tells him. A happy outcome.

R

®

David made it a year
early, | think. He just needed
a little more charisma;
he should’ve stayed at the
Store one more year.
Pryor did it just perfect.

7
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Vinnie, it seems, has returned as sentry
to the door of the Comedy Store.

Mitzi loves her comics madly—she is
their godmother and muse, their guard-
ian angel. Comedian Paul Rodriguez, who
was comic relief to the barrio in East L. A,
where he grew up, was guided toward
the Comedy Store by a teacher who
couldn't discipline him because she was
always laughing too hard. “She called up
the Comedy Store and put my name on
the list for Potluck Night. After my act,
Mitzi wanted to see me. She said, ‘Who
are you, where do you come from, and
would you like a job?' * Paul, like lots of
other comics who get signed on at the
Comedy Store, first worked the front door,
walking the customers to their seats and
telling a couple of jokes on the way. “The
bonus,” Paul says, “is that if any of the
regulars drop out of the lineup, the door-
man takes his place. And,” he confides,
“thanks to my gang-member friends, it
always seemed to happen that on the
nights | worked the door, there was at
least one absentee.”

Tonight, after Sam's show, the select
converge in the Belly Room, where Mitzi
has a party set up for Sam and his en-

tourage made up mostly of extraordinar-
ily beautiful California girls—legs and
legs and legs of them. “They follow him,”
Mitzi says, then giggles. “Isn't he just dar-
ling?" she asks, watching him throw his
arms around his friends, three at a time
in a bearlike embrace. Sam espies Mitzi
smiling at him; she beams, her face lovely
as a child’s, as he bounds toward her. He
holds her face in his hands and plants a
kiss on her nose. “This is the best, the
best,” he coos. “This is my baby.”

Mitzi says it usually takes eight to ten
years to “graduate” from the Comedy
Store, unless you get lucky and the stars
align to spell your name, and you're
swooped away by the swirl and twirl of
Hollywood—movies, TV—in one of those
hot flashes that La-La Land is famous for.
Louie Anderson explains, “Producers and
casting people—if they're worth any-
thing—are going to spend time at the
Comedy Store. My manager saw me here,
my agent saw me here, the people who
put me in my first movie saw me here.”

Mitzi helps her comics make the tran-
sition from the warm, supportive womb
of the Store to their first thrilling step in
the Big Time. For most comics, that's
Johnny Carson’s “Tonight” show. Mitzi is
as jubilant as her comics when they get
invited on the show. “The night | did the
Carson show, Mitzi sent a limo to my
house," says Paul Rodriguez. “Now, | lived
in Compton, which leads the nation in
murder, more than Detroit, even—'cause
they've been having a couple of slow
years. Anyway, you see a limo in my
neighborhood and you say, ‘Who died?" It
was great. Mitzi threw a party in her home
for me after the show. I'll never forget it.”

Mitzi has a highly tuned sense of when
a comic is ready for the next stage, pro-
vided he's both disciplined and flexible.
She knows the pitfalls. A comic has to be
careful, she says, because once youre
out there in the Land of Oz, courting the
Wicked Witch of the West—success!—
it's hard to go back. And if you forget
something, say, that little extra chutzpah
you need for that extra little mile, some-
thing that's more substance than shine,
it might be short-lived. Louie Anderson
puts it most succinctly: “No matter how
famous you are, it all comes around.
Comedy is just waiting your turn, and the
shiny bright things get picked up first.
But along with talent, you have to de-
velop the depth you need to sustain your-
self in show business. You learn to realize
that the big circle keeps turning and once
in a while you're on top.”

Paul Rodriguez, who came to the Store
in 1980, hot on the heels of Howie Man-
del, agrees. “| hung out with my mentor,
Richard Belzer, and Garry Shandling
and Jay Leno—there's one who was way
overdue. But those are among the com-
ics who last. Because besides how dif-
ficult show business is, there's a self-de-
struct element, too—start making a few
bucks, start partying too much, neglect
your writing, consider yourself immortal.”
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AGP-201 — THRGEARIC

Ginger Lynn, Enca Boyer
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Debbie Verg, Kovin Jomes

XGP-120 PHOTO ORGY

Erica Boyer and her phologropher

XGP 60 HEATHER F-ND BUNNY
Heather Wayne, Bunny Bley

XGP-95 SEX SCHOOL
Cody Micole

XGP-125 GINGERS HOT

Ginger Lynn

. i XGP-30 HEATHER AND THE
XGP-70 hﬂ%ﬁ;’ﬁ STRIPPER XGP-10 lela.‘_EL L]'Elﬁugs 4 s 'f":fﬁ?;'&'ﬁfi

g SWINGING ] ; 2
XGP-75 SINGLgS XGP. 15R RA:EEJ'EBﬁmDEZVOUS XGP 4‘1:5“ Cm;mﬂﬂwcﬁ?

CLASSIC FULL LENGTH FEATURES—$9.95 EA.

XMS-903 ORAL DELIGHTS

Seka, John Holmes, Annetta Haven, 90 min,

XVH-201 OUI GIRLS

Anne Venlure, Lisc Deleeuw, Tilfany Clark,)
90 min

! THE STORY OF
XVH-228 AT
Terri Hall, Jamie Gillis, 90 min

XMS-910 SUIP INTO GINGER
AND AMBER
Ginger, Amber, Stocoy, Tom Byron, $0 min.

XMS-906 CHINA & SILK

Ginger Lynn, Susan Hart, Horry Reems, #0
i

XVX-906 SOFT PLACES

Annelle Haven, Phil Tobias, 90 min.

XMS-902 MENAGE A TROIS
Mai Lin, John Holmes, Seka, 70 min.

XAT-115  RX FOR SEX

Juba Perrier, Louren 51, Germain, 90 min.

X AUTOBIOGRAPHY
XVH-217 OF A FLEA

Jean Jennings. John C. Helmes, 90 min

XGA-903 ORIENTAL MADAM
Mai Lin, Poul Thomaos, llene Wells, 90 min.

XAT-103 A TASTE OF MONEY
Comlonce Mnncy Gina Gianelti, John
Lesiic, 70 min

XVX-918 RIDE HER, COWBOY
Shen St Claire, Tomi Lee Curtis,
Herichel Savage, 70 min

XAT 121 _LIKE A VIRGIN ]

junny Bley, Chnsly Cmyun ron
hell, 90 mi

XMV-934 DOWN UNDER

Kelly Nicols, Tige, 70 min.
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n, Trocy. .unm-,

V'p-l et Snahe, %0 m

XAT-120 CA NEY & STACEY

Stacey Donovan, a{u
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A o, Somanha Sirong,
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nals—no returns, rejecls, or
rentals—filled with sizzlin
performances by beautiful
young starlets and handsome
young men. Each exciting
sequence comes to you in full
color and vibrant sensual
sound so you get fop-of-the-
line erotica at rock-bottom
prices!

Take advantage of these
fantastic prices NOW! Each
super-erofic videocassette is
prlced from $5.95. And
we've got it all, from Special
Super Sale Features with 15
minutes of steaming sex, to
full-length features with up to
90 minutes of nonstop action.
You get top-quality origi-

o COMPLETE CLASSICS

. COLLECTION
ALL14

XMV-14 COMPLETE CLASSICS COLLECTION—The best of 14 full-
Ian%th feature blockbusters, pictured above, $19.95

913 POTPOURR OF SEX~Climactic best of Seka, Annette
Haven, John Holmes (All Star Classic), 90 min., $14.95
XAT-10] BEST OF THE BLOCKBUSTERS—Includes Rx for Sex,
Plﬁu;t‘:jre So Deep, | Never Say No, Pretty As You Feel, 90 min,,

XVX-60] EROTIC MASTERPIECE COLLECTIONbest of Taboo,
Erotic Adventures of Candy, Daughters of Emanuelle, 18 more, $14.95
XMV-940 OMLY THE BEST—Best of Honeyple, Sweet Cakes, Hot
Cookies, Sexteen, Star Virgin, Naughty Network, 90 min., $1 14.95
XVX-603 cLIMAX COLLECTION-Best of Inside Desiree Cousteau,
GB"II‘IQ Off, Star Virgin, Pink Lips, 19 more, $14.95
XHIS-TALL MALE CLASSICS -Best of 19 gay smashes, $19.95
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The Comedy Store prepares comics for
the rigors of fame. Besides the camara-
derie the Store provides, a lot of the rea-
son that comics come to the height of
their powers with stamina, discipline, and
respect for their art, is Mitzi. “Mitzi isn't
interested in the fame,” says Louie. "She’s
interested in you. At the Comedy Store, |
discovered [that] people like Williams,
Pryor, and Mandel were all treated with
equal respect. It validated who | was."

Mitzi knows how to develop talent and
for how long. “I found that Letterman was
a born host, so he would host the shows
in the Original Room for me," Mitzi says.
“But David made it a year early, | think.
He just needed a little more charisma; he
should've stayed at the Store one more
year. Pryor did it just perfect. He worked
the Stare for what it was—a springboard,
a creative environment for him to write all
his material and test it out.”

Richard Pryor is one of the pillars of
the Comedy Store, having joined the club
when Potluck was still an experimental
concoction. The evening Richard Pryor
walked in, Mitzi was working the regis-
ter—back in ‘72, she was still doing
everything from turning the lights on to
letting the people in. She's known him
through good times and bad times, hit
albums, and the rise and demise of five
marriages. In the 15 years since the Store
opened, Pryor did four comedy albums
and three live concerts from material he'd
developed there. “Timewise, strategy-
wise, Richard is a unique example of a
career no one else will ever have,” Mitzi
says. "He's a true, pure artist, with all the
requisite ups and downs, but very cen-
tered when it comes to his work. Crazy
things happened to Richard. He had a
hot album and then he was screwed by
the people who made the album. But he's
had the most fantastic career of anyone
I've ever known in comedy. He just turns
me around, he's so wonderful. And he's
got more sides to him than anyone |
know—including upside down!”

Robin Williams also gets rave reviews.
“Robin is the most precious human being.
| can't say enough about him. He's good,
giving—brilliant. He flits around, like his
name." In 1976, Williams had his first
nightclub experience in the Pacific Beach
Comedy Store (which, unlike her West-
wood club just outside of L.A. proper, or
the original Comedy Store on Sunset in
West Hollywood, Mitzi ran solely as a
nightclub, rather than a workshop). “That
was monumental for comedy because it
was the first all stand-up comedy club in
the country right on the ocean, with a
condo for the comics if they were en-
gaged for the week—all painted blue,
very relaxing, really nice.”

A year later, the Comedy Store at Pa-
cific Beach moved to La Jolla. The Orig-
inal Room was thriving. By this time the
Comedy Store was a mecca. "That drive,
that need—and a funny bone, because
their lives were so depressed—brought
comics to a place where they could con-
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centrate and grow," says Mitzi. “The
Comedy Store was and is an artists’ col-
ony, in my mind."

By 1979, stand-up comedy was both
big business and a class act. Mitzi bought
the building on Sunset and opened up
another room in the club, the Main Room,
as it was originally called when it was
part of Ciro's. Mitzi focused on a new idea
for the Comedy Store—bringing back the
comics that people had forgotten about.
‘Jackie Mason opened in the Main Room
and it was a comeback for him, helping
him somewhat on the West Coast, along
with comics like Mort Sahl, Dick Gregory,
Cheech & Chong. | started to put up big
bands, too—Buddy Rich, Count Basie,
Artie Shaw, Woody Herman—to bring in
business.” But she found herself strug-
gling. "It was like nobody wanted to come
out," she remembers.

After three years of struggling with the
Main Room, Mitzi decided to open it up
to her regulars, along with comics she

®

A lot of my girls were
intimidated downstairs. It's
like a mill down there,
maybe 25 comics a night,
and if a girl is just
starting out, it can be scary.

v,

had been developing. "I put eight of the
guys that were happening in a Best of
the Comedy Stcre Show, and that
clicked—not right away; but Friday and
Saturday nights we'd have names like
Robin Williams, David Letterman, and Jay
Leno.”

Butthere was a not-so-funny hitch. The
Main Room functioned as a professional
room, a paid room, a place professional
comics could rent for showcases. It wasn't
a workshop for unpaid amateurs, as the
Original Room was. A group of comics
decided that if they were going to per-
form in that room, they had to be paid—
a demand that, in Mitzi's eyes, threat-
ened to damage the artistic ideal that had
helped comedy to flourish. The dissident
comics wanted to unionize. | was totally
devastated—it just wasn't what I'm
about,” Mitzi says. Argus Hamilton, a
comic artist who was among the few who
remained loyal to Mitzi, remembers,
“There were seven or eight of us who be-
lieved in what Mitzi was trying to do,
understood why she was doing it. But it
was a terrible time—there were 150 oth-
ers outside picketing the Comedy Store.”

Mitzi held strong and unwavering in her

resolve to maintain the integrity of the
Comedy Store’s raison d'étre. “The rea-
son | fought comics being in an AGVA
[American Guild of Variety Artists] union
is because the unions killed the clubs in
the fifties. True artists are independent
contractors.” Because of Mitzi's fight, it
now stands that comedians are inde-
pendent. “AGVA really ate the big one on
that. They can't touch comics now.”

Even so, things had changed. Sides
were taken, and the hurt feelings were
unretractable. Some careers had taken
other directions, away from the fray. For
Mitzi, the most deeply felt loss had come
during the strike, though it had nothing
to do with the struggle: Letterman got his
own TV show, left, and never came back.
It was time to refurbish what was by now
world famous. Mitzi, with her usual vigor,
readily met the challenge.

The Belly Room is the newest Comedy
Store invention. It's cozy, like your best
friend’s basement bar or a college raths-
keller, with a small stage and tables and
comfy couches. By 1985, Mitzi was using
the Belly Room for fledgling comics, or
seasoned professionals launching longer,
original shows. “Especially for the girls
just getting into the business at the Store,
it's wonderful, because it's like a living
room. A lot of my girls were intimidated
downstairs [in the Main Room]. It's like a
mill down there, maybe 25 comics in a
night; and if a girl is just starting out it can
be scary. Sandra Bernhard, who as a
cabaret performer needed the intimacy
of a smaller room, started to blossom
there. It was a very important room for
her in her early development.” Whoopi
Goldberg used the Belly Room as a
showcase to attract movie moguls' atten-
tion, and succeeded—drawing the likes
of George Lucas and Barbra Streisand.

Mitzi understands stage fright. The
Belly Room scares even her. “I could
never go onstage, that's not for me. But
it happened once in the Belly Room at
an all-girl stand-up show | put on for
George Schiatter's television show. Two
of the girls dragged me onstage kicking
and yelling, and he's got it on tape and
he won't give it to me. He's the only one
who's got something on me."

Five or six years ago, a woman doing
stand-up comedy was an aberration, not
readily accepted in a business domi-
nated by men. Even today, women aren’t
quite as far-reaching in their themes as
the guys are, focusing mainly on their
meddling mothers, the gelid contents of
their Spartan refrigerators (except for the
Ben & Jerry's Dastardly Mash), and the
man who most recently failed Cosmao's
summer sex quiz. But Mitzi knows they'll
get there; trying out their wings, they'll
eventually soar. Mitzi especially praises
Roseanne Barr. "She's the female answer
to Sam Kinison. She was a waitress in
Denver—three kids, Jewish, married to a
non-Jew, grew up in the Midwest like me.
| guess that's why | find her so funny.”

Mitzi thinks comedy is at the highest

CONTINUED ON PAGE 157



EXTRA

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

O HARD TIMES, INC.

ALLTHE NEWS THAT'S PRINTED TO FIT

VOL. 7, NO. 10

According to a leading South Carolina Bible scholar, Soviet
leader Mikhail Gorbachev bears the mark of Satan, making
him his agent on Earth. **The evidence is overwhelming that
Gorbachev is the Antichrist,” the theologian states. He notes
that Gorbachev's birthmark resembles a red dragon with a
hanging tail that represents stars, stating:that Saint John de-
scribes Satan in Revelations as a “‘great red dragon . . . and his
tail drew the third part of the stars of Heaven, and did cast

GORBACHEV
HAS THE MARK OF SATAN

them to Earth.”” The scholar adds that the numerical value of
Gorbachev’s name is a multiple of 666. He also explains that
the Russian word for peace, pronounced *‘mir,” also means
“world”: ““When Gorbachev says he wants peace, he’s really
saying he wants the world. How much clearer must it be?”
(National Examiner—submitted by Dan Powles, Elizabeth, N.J.)
We always knew that running the Evil Empire is a devil of a
Jjob!—Editor ;
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A SEAT IN HEAT

A 250-year-old armchair in a convent in Naples, Italy, has the
miraculous ability to make sterile women pregnant. It is said
that the dark-wood, high-backed chair received its powers from
an eighteenth-century nun, Sister Maria Francesca, who is
honored by the convent’s shrine, Unable to kneel after arthritis
left her partially paralyzed, she’d used the chair to pray. A 28-
year-old woman, told by her gynecologist and three other doc-
tors that her chances of conceiving were remote. gave birth to
a boy only ten months after sitting in the chair. “"“When [ went
to the convent, I was desperate to try anything just to hold my
own baby in my arms. Maybe it’s all a question of faith.”
Another woman says she felt a strange glow after sitting in the
chair for about a half hour; five wecks later, she discovered she
was pregnant. Women from all over, believing themselves to
be sterile, are currently traveling to Naples so they may have a
chance to sit on the cherished relic. (National Examiner)
Soon it'll be standing room only.—Editor

TREKKIES SPEND
LIFE SAVINGS
ON SPOGK EARS

Two “Star Trek™ fans who met at a Trekkie convention ten
years ago spent $20,000 for cosmetic surgery on their ears so
they can resemble the Vulcan Mr. Spock. Several plastic sur-
geons refused to operate. but the pair persisted until they found
one who complied with their wish under the condition that he
remain anonymous, “"Some people who attend conventions pul
on a pair of fake Spock ears,” explains one. **You should see
the shocked looks on their faces when they pull on ours and
find out they re the real stuff!” The two aren’t at all concerned
about having to live out the remainder of their lives with Spock
ears: ** “Star Trek™ will live on forever, and we want to be part
of it until we make our transition into the next voyage,” say
these committed fans, displaying the Vulcan hand sign before
adding, “Live long and prosper.” (Sun—submitted by Kevin
Luks, Valley Stream, N.Y.)

They've made their point.— Editor
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ENGLISH
VAMPIRES THRIVE

in York knew he was a vam-
pire even as a child. *I first
noticed that he was different
from other boys when he was

Vampires are “alive™ and liv-
ing in England. Two of them
have been living together in
Middlesex, drinking each
other’s blood, ever since they
met and fell in love. The
woman, who calls hersell
Vampira, took just one look
at her beau and asked if she
could bite him. I like the taste
of blood,” she says. “His
tastes very nice. It makes me
feel happy and starts my
adrenaline flowing.”” The two
have had their front teeth
capped with porcelain fangs
to make things easier. A man

about six,” his mother re-
calls. ““He used to steal my red
nail varnish and take it up to
his bedroom where he painted
red spots on his neck.”” Today
he wears a black undertaker’s
suit and a flowing cape, sleeps
in a coffin, and works at night
in a chocolate factory. He'd
like to change his name to Mr.
Death. (Weekly World News)
That's one story that will never
die.—Editor

TALKING
DOG WINS
BIG

An Australian man has won nearly $1 million playing the lot-
teries, with the help of his psychic “talking” dog, Sandi. “1
just ask her what to pick and she yelps out a string of numbers,™
he says. “It's worked like a charm every time.”" [t began as a
joke. ““I asked her what numbers I should play, and believe it
or not, she gave me some,” he recalls. “*Sandi can only say
single-digit numbers, so [ combined a few. 1 was shocked.
Naturally, I played those numbers.” Sandi’s numbers won him
$500, and he continued to turn to the dog for tips, finally
winning the big jackpot that’s made him a millionaire. **Sandi
and I are both sharing the money,” he explains. “It's more hers
than mine.”" (Sun)

We're sure she has no bones to pick about that.—Editor







PARTING SHOT

BY BILL LEE

"

/

LOOK LIKE...

77 )
/féi:}

OH, PLEASE, BEFORE wuﬁjy

ME, PLERASE 744 L ME WHAT |

OR | HAVE NEVER
SEEN AN MAGE OF

s
by

P ot

MSSELE!

WELL,'YOURE FURRY
AND SOF7 WITH LOVG
£ARS AND WHISKERS,
OBVIOUSLY YOU'RE A

¢

C

Nz A

BUT | TOO HAVE AEVER SEEN
AN IMAGE OF MS£LE.

PERHAPS Y0U CAN RE72/0/
THE FAVOR, ..

A
250

(%
%

WELL, You'Re /6 AND

LMY HNI} YOU'VE GOT
NO KBALLS....
==
== 7
Vo AR

=

D

WASHINGTON BUREAUCRAT.

<A
P

P . N
C\Bji)usu-f ?oui?e‘:\]

\(D

144  PENTHOUSE










FICTION

Her smile was an intimate
invitation to lose himself in a sexual nirvana
where reality and fantasy are one.

EiE -

A M

BY VICTORIA JOYCE

He spotted her first on the plane.
She was about five or six rows
ahead of him, but on the other side.
He watched her reach up and put
her things in the overhead rack.
Blond, nice face, about a size eight,
medium height, good body. Yes, he
thought, a very good body. Maybe
he'd get up and walk down the aisle
on the other side to the magazine
rack. He almost rose to his feet be-
fore he realized that he was really
in no mood to talk. Business trips
like this knocked him out these

days. Competition got keener when
the rules changed. With a tough
presentation coming up and a skit-
tish client nervous about a big
budget backing up their top brand
in a marketplace with radical new
government restrictions, keeping
an eye on the ball instead of the
blonde would be the more prudent
choice. First win the game, then
sample the wine. Reluctantly, he
opened his attaché case and went
over every paragraph of his pro-
posal again.

PAINTING BY PAUL WUNDERLICH
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He rubbed his eyes and looked at his
watch. They'd be landing in a half hour.
He glanced across the aisle. The Blonde
was not in her seat. He got up and headed
for the men’'s room to wash up. He had
almost reached the lavatories when she
emerged from one and headed down the
other aisle. He was disoriented for a min-
ute, checking his watch again; maybe he
could catch up to her still. He was about
to open the door to one of the washrooms
when the other door opened again and
a man came out. Was he imagining
things? Wasn't it the same one she came
out of? Could someone have gone in and
come out in the minute he was distracted
following her down the aisle with his eyes?
The thought stayed in the back of his
mind. As he headed to his seat, he
scanned the row she was in and saw the
man sitting across the aisle from her. They
had to have been in there together. Still,
it could have been a coincidence.

He couldn't take his eyes off her now.
Desire was suddenly hot in him. He re-
strained himself from getting up and
walking over there. But his mind felt no
such obligation. He let it float. "Hello," he
introduced himself, told her he couldn't
help noticing her, was she traveling on
business or pleasure? Business. He was
on a business trip himself. Did she know
much about the city? Yes, she did. Per-
haps she could give him some advice on
places to go. Would she mind if he sat
down next to her and talked awhile? It
would make the flight the high point of
his day. She smiled in welcome: "Actually,
| was thinking of walking over in your di-
rection if you hadn't come over here,” and
she moved so that he could sit down.
Mmm. Nice invitation. They talked for a
while, he asked about a gym near the
hotel where he was staying; "l work out
regularly,” he explained, and felt com-
fortable enough to ask, "Do you work out
much? You're in great shape." "l do it reg-
ularly, too,” she said in a way that was full
of innuendo and double meaning. The
subject was opening doors. They talked
about abdominals and stretches and
squats and latissimus dorsa as though
they were arms and legs and bellies and
bottoms and backs being bared for the
approval of eyes and hands and appe-
tites. It made them both hot and gave him
the beginning of an erection. She hadn't
missed it.

A stewardess was walking by. “Would
you be more comfortable with a pillow
and a blanket? It's a little chilly in here.”
It was an inferno. A ned: "Excuse me,
miss, could you bring a pillow and a blan-
ket?" The “Yes, sir," carried the smile of
a conspirator. He turned toward her. she
parted her legs, he slipped his hand un-
der the blanket. He was surprised by a
pair of panty hose that were completely
bare at the crotch. She was a wet, hot,
swollen invitation. He was too excited for
manners, and pressing deeply in her
spread his fingers wide to invade every
surface at once. She flinched, he con-
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tained himself and softened his touch to
little strokes with which he captured the
delicious female flesh in tiny rapid
pinches. A muffled moan, and he could
feel light rippling reflexes pinching back.
Her sigh was a breeze passing.

She relaxed, looked at him, then smil-
ing a smile of intimate invitation, said, “I'm
going back to the washroom, come with
me." She went into one of the cubicles
without locking the door. He counted
slowly to ten, turned around to make sure
that no one was looking in his direction,
and slipped into the same one. She had
taken off her shoes and skirt and was
standing on the seat so there would be
enough room for both of them to fit in the
small space. Lovely fuzz was almost even
with his mouth; he moved toward it. He
felt the round firmness of her body,
reached upward to capture her breasts
in the palms of his hands, inhaled the
wonderful smell of her, losing all sense of
where he was. He unbuttoned his slacks;

.

She left the airplane
bathroom open for him. She had
taken off her skirt
and was standing on the seat.
Lovely fuzz was
almost even with his mouth.

b

his hardness was bursting through his
clothes. He turned her around and pulled
her close, burying himself in the space
his fingers had already discovered:; feel-
ing and memory came together. He
shuddered.

The captain was flashing the No Smak-
ing/Fasten Your Seat Belt sign. Steward-
esses were busy collecting the last of the
glasses from trays that had to be tucked
away for landing. He'd been dreaming,
and he'd have just enough cool-down
time before the plane landed to get up
without scaring little old ladies. The
Blonde was standing up again, getting
her things down; the guy was still in his
seat not offering to help. He decided he
must have been mistaken.

He was met at the airport by the male
secretary to the president and the com-
pany car. This was serious attention. He
wondered who else was going to be at
the meeting; it looked like the moment of
decision to him. They talked casually on
the way in from the airport about the pos-
sible consequences of certain new laws
and regulations, and the concern they

were generating. The easy generalities
covered heavy-duty anxiety and a low-
key note of hope that he and his firm were
on their toes with real solutions. He was
dropped at the hotel to check in and han-
dle his messages; they'd be back in a
half hour to pick him up.

He made calls to Neil, the marketing V.F,
to say hello and thank him for cooperat-
ing with his staff; to Steve, the advertising
V.P, to check that his presentation had
been arranged to specification; and to
his office for any last-minute news. Then
he glanced at his appearance in the long
mirror of the door. His suit had stayed
pressed, the easy cut of the jacket fell
smoothly over his big frame. He ran a
comb through his thick brown hair,
straightened his shoulders, and readied
himself for battle.

There were six people sitting in on a
meeting in a conference room that could
have held 30, but they were six of the top
people in the firm. In the center of the
long table was his beautifully executed
scale model of a megasize retail store,
part of the national chain that sold large
guantities of their product, with every
customer-contact point of the new pro-
motion clearly visible. On the walls were
renderings of samples and charts cov-
ering the range of development for the
entire program. The visual presentation
was impressive. He had worked hard on
it with his team, going over it again and
again until they were satisfied that they
had left nothing to chance. All he had to
do now was go through the initial store-
level agreements, the numbers and the
step-by-step design of the plan. He knew
everyone at the table and shook hands
all around with a personal greeting for
each. He was about to sit down for the
preliminaries when the door opened on
anow familiar face. The guy on the plane.
He was introduced to Brad Merrill, ex-
ecutive V.P. from the Canadian office,
where most of the trouble was. Why did
he have the feeling he was going to be
the toughest hurdle to clear? Taking a
breath, he launched into his presentation
on the plan to redirect a multimillion-dol-
lar advertising budget that would con-
tinue to build brand equity and aware-
ness without using traditional advertising
methods. Every ear was his.

It took less than an hour for a full presen-
tation, and two and a half more to re-
spond to the questions and prove again
the validity of each point. But it was worth
it. They liked it, they bought it, they shook
on it. Even Brad Merrill. He parted with a
promise to confirm in a proposal the
changes that were agreed upon, and
headed for the hotel. He was wiped.

It was too early for dinner. Maybe he'd
take a nap. The meeting had drained his
energy and he needed an hour or so o
get it together again. He dropped his
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shoes to the floor, took off his tie, and
almost closed his eyes before he real-
ized the message light was on. He dialed
the operator. The massage, oh yes. We
can only arrange a masseuse, sir, would
that be acceptable? Yes, yes, that would
be fine. She would be available in one
half hour, sir, would that be acceptable?
Yes, that would be fine. He had forgotten
about requesting a massage when he
checked in this morning. He was glad he
did it now. A woman, huh. The thought
was interesting. He headed for the
shower.

The knock at the door was soft, but he
jumped up with a startled jerk, anyway.
Damn, he must really be tired. She was
awfully tiny. He wondered if she could do
much good for someone as big as him.
Kind of cute, though; nice butt, too. He
offered to help her with her massage ta-
ble. and to his relief, she said yes. He
wasn't in the mood for one of those I'll-
do-it-myselfers. She began with his right
leg, kneading the muscles and stroking
strongly. For a little girl, she had good
hands. He released himself, the tensions
eased, the table received the weight of
his body as he relaxed.

Her hands were moving now on his up-
per thigh; the first pulse beat of desire
began to stir. He thought he'd forgotten
about her, but there she was again, the
Blonde. As the hands were moving cver
him, he imagined they were hers. He let
his mind move into the fantasy, dressed
her body in the stark white uniform of the
masseuse, admired her tan against the
white, her small waist, full round breasts,
great legs. As the hands moved sensi-
tively around him, his arousal increased
and so did his focus on the Blonde. He
pictured her standing close to the table,
asking him, “How does that feel, sir?" That
would feel good all right, real good. As
the hands moved to his torso, the dream
took an a new dimension; it moved from
hands to the body that stood so close
now—the masseuse was the Blonde. “Is
that enough pressure for you, sir?” That's
good, but maybe if you moved a little
closer, it could be a little stronger; | like
a real strong massage. She moved into
the table; if he turned his head, he could
just barely smell the intimate fragrance of
her. He groaned inwardly.

Now she moved to his head and al-
most cradled it between her thighs as
she leaned across him to take long
strokes down his chest to his belly. With
each stroke her breasts came close o
touching his mouth, her hands just barely
skirted his groin, Heat was rising in him.
“Excuse me, sir, could you turn on your
stomach now?" He felt somehow inter-
rupted in the midst of something impor-
tant, but realized where he was and
turned obediently before drifting back into
the place he had made in his mind for the
Blonde. She was working on his legs
again. Her hands became the hands of

the Blonde. They seemed more intimate,
as if each touch was caring, as if each
touch would be followed by cool lips and
a hot tongue. She moved to his buttocks.
The swifter movement, the friction—at any
moment it seemed her hands would slide
between his legs and touch him. He could
feel himself stirring to hardness. The
Blonde asked, “Do you mind if | undo my
dress, sir? It's very warm in here.” Not at
all. Then she asked. "Do you mind if | take
off my underwear, sir? It's so restricting,
and | can give you a better massage if |
feel freer.” Not at all, with a lump in his
throat. The masseuse, standing at his
head, again moved to work on his back.
The Blonde was in front of him now, tiny
curls tickling his nose, He reached out,
stroke for stroke, her legs, his back, her
flanks, his shoulders, her belly, his neck.
She bent; he took her breasts in his mouth.
The masseuse was digging into his back
now; the Blande began to drift away. The
masseuse was winning. His whole body
was in deep pleasure. God, it was won-
derful. Every drop of tension had been
coaxed away. He felt liberated to naked
infancy in the intensity of physical com-
fort, and yielded in total trust to the
warmth of the hands on his back.

He must have slept for at least two hours.
It was late now, almost six; he'd barely
have time to shave and dress and make
cocktails. But it was worth it, he felt like
amillion bucks! When he got down to the
bar, everyone was there and, from the
sounds of it, on a high with the victory of
the occasion. He said hello again to
everyone, shaking hands and collecting
a slap or two on the back. Missing from
the group was Brad. He didn't let it bother
him: in fact, he was kind of relieved. He
got comfortable, glanced around at the
crowd, and stopped suddenly. A tremor
of hol excitement traveled from his groin
to his belly. There she was and all by her-
self, having a drink at the bar. What bad
luck, there was no way he could excuse
himself; this was the second time she was
on the same turf and he had spotted her
without being able to follow through. As
if she could read his mind, she turned,
caught him staring at her, and smiled. He
smiled back and in an exaggerated mime
glanced around at the group and
shrugged his shoulders helplessly. She
took a tissue from her purse, pretending
to dab at make-believe tears, smiled
sweetly, and left. Was she making fun of
him? She was becoming an obsession.
Annoyed with himself, he forced her out
of his mind and turned his attention to the
business of the evening.

He stretched out on the bed, glad that
his day's work was done, and flicked on
the TV. It was on the hotel channel. The
list of services were rolling down the
screen in computer type. He moved to
change the channel when his eye caught
the information on the hotel health club.
They advertised a full range of Nautilus
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level it's ever been, especially in its di-
versity. Even from the Store's point of view,
there's a wide scope that's never been
done before. ‘| hope it stays at that keel,
but I'm afraid, too, because there's so
much bad comedy happening on TV. |
haven't been active in television, but we're
going to start pursuing it.” This fall, NBC
is presenting the "Comedy Store’s 15th
Class Reunion," a stand-up extrava-
ganza of the best of the best.

While it's never been better at the top,
Mitzi worries about a type of aspirant she's
seen coming in the door on recent Pot-
luck Nights. "A lot of young people have
been in comedy clubs all around the
country; a lot of them, unfortunately, with
somebody else’'s material. It's very hard
to undo that. | don't discuss their material
with them, | just tell them they're not right
for the Comedy Store. If there's any glim-
mer of talent there, | encourage them to
come back and showcase for me again.
But there're too many untalented people
out there and that's too damn bad. Be-
cause they come to the coast after they've
been making $350, $400 a week on the
road, and they think they've got it and
they don't. Rat-a-tat comics | call them—
there's no art involved.”

Some comics she sees on Monday

nights, as well as some who've made it,
try to imitate the old-style one-liner shtick
that Mitzi says just doesn't work for them.
“It was always the typical stand-up Jew-
ish comic back in the fifties and sixties,
and that's what | wanted to change, be-
cause as a Jew, | didn't like it. Guys like
Jackie Mason, Shecky Greene, are dif-
ferent. They were there; it's funny be-
cause it's theirs—they're like our schaol-
ars, and you have to respect the vintage.”
Sometimes, Mitzi says, a comic comes
to the Comedy Store with talent but with-
out a comic identity. Confused about what
they want to do, some end up finding their
talents in places they didn't expect. "Mi-
chael Keaton started out in a Pacific
Beach group in 1976 that included David
and Robin, too. | told him stand-up wasn't
his thing. | think he still resents me for it,
but stand-up wasn't natural to him. Act-
ing is, obviously. David didn’t know what
he was good at, either—he was a weath-
erman out of the Midwest, with this beard,
locking like a lumberjack—but he had
such a wit about him and eventually found
his focus.” As in any other art, searching
for one's comedic niche is a bitch of a
journey, although for some there's not as
much soul-searching. “Actually,” says
Paul Rodriguez, "l got into this business
to get laid. If | wasn't in comedy, I'd have
made a great gynecologist.” (Imagine
that.) “Or a TV evangelist,” he says.
Show business, unfortunately, is also

notorious for casualties. On the road to
“making it" are some major potholes, and
more than a few of our greatest talents
have fallen into them. This year Mitzi
helped set up the Comedians' Drug and
Alcohol Abuse Foundation, which pays
for the care of comedians when they fall
prey to substance abuse. "We'll perhaps
raise enough money to build our own
center. Theyre always doing benefits for
everyone else, so it's high time they have
something like this for themselves. There's
a wonderful camaraderie at the Comedy
Store to help each other, and that ex-
tends to the foundation now—for the
benefit of any comedian, whether they
work for the Store or not.”

It is that camaraderie that makes the
difference in comedians and in careers.
And even while the Comedy Store is the
place where new stars can shine and big
stars can palish their acts—giving it that
glamorous edge of something wonderful
and crazy and new always about to hap-
pen—there is that precious feeling of
everydayness. It's a place where comics
great and not-yet-great run in and out and
into each other through hallways, and you
can picture them calling out, "Ma, I'm
home,” because it's a place where they
know their picture is always hung, no
matter how big the stages get some-
where else. The Comedy Store is where
the best perfect their timing. And Mitzi
Shore is where their heart is. O+
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is presenting the “Comedy Store’s 15th
Class Reunion,” a stand-up extrava-
ganza of the best of the best.
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cause it's theirs—they're like our schol-
ars, and you have to respect the vintage.”
Sometimes, Mitzi says, a comic comes
to the Comedy Store with talent but with-
out a comic identity. Confused about what
they want to do, some end up finding their
talents in places they didn't expect. “Mi-
chael Keaton started out in a Pacific
Beach group in 1976 that included David
and Robin, too. | told him stand-up wasn't
his thing. | think he still resents me for it,
but stand-up wasn't natural to him. Act-
ing is, obviously. David didn't know what
he was good at, either—he was a weath-
erman out of the Midwest, with this beard,
looking like a lumberjack—but he had
such a wit about him and eventually found
his focus.” As in any other art, searching
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made a great gynecologist.” (Imagine
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And even while the Comedy Store is the
place where new stars can shine and big
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glamorous edge of something wonderful
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lish or reestablish your credit. Get their

The Sports Sectlon:
The largest in-stock
catalog in the nation.
Many of their items
are the exact same
jerseys, jackets, caps

e, e e

hing for the

and coaches. They carry eve
1.00. 348

pro and college spoﬂs fan

and T-shirts worn by your favorite players | gi

i THE LAFIGEST SELECTFON

| OF UNDERWEAR! The

|| Undergear Catalog. Men's .
boxers, briefs, shirts & active =
workout wear. Every fabric g
& cut, Hard-to-find items, imports
& exclusive originals for men & women.
The finest underwear from everywhere.
$2000ff 151 order. Subscrlpl:on $1.00. 571

BODYBUILDING
CATALOG: Brand new
catalog for men & women
who really want to get into
shape. All kinds of books,
products & courses! No

other catalog like it anywhere. It s amust |
for the bodybuilding enthusiast. Universal |
012 |

| SWIMSUITS

‘| brings you designs

| flattering, unique bikinis.

guaranteed. Golur catalog $2. EIO

EVER! Beau Solay

right off the French
Riviera. Seductive,

Finest quality, satisfaction

Bodybullding §1.00.

HUGE DISCOUNTS ON
AIRFARES, TOURS &

CRUISES! Vacations To
Go, America's largest, guar-
antees members savings up
to 67% on the world's finest vacations.
Scheduled international & domestic air-

?-‘ném&mcﬁ .

lines, deluxe tours & cruises. Guaranteed |{

B
«| THIS CATALOG has GIFTS fl'om
you can buy directly
anywhere else. Part 2 is a list of govern-

2 parts: Part 1 is a list
'] from the government, ——————
ment catalogs which lists 100's of other

reservations, no stand-bys. $1.00. 861 |
| R N

CHECK YOUH COINS‘
Billions of U.S. coins are %
in circulation ... many worth
100's—even 1000's—of $$$.
The U.S.A. Coln Guide tells
which U.S. coins are valuable
& how much they are worth.
It also tells how fo look for & find valuable

: FULL-COLOFI

| POSTER & GIFT CATALOG
| has over 300 posters to

|| choose from: personalities,

| animals and humorous
-] designs. Gift selection

murals, sllckers and more. $1 on

952 o?lnugglrbjfem%m first ofdea
of specific items that
| Many of these items cannot be purchased
.prnducts Elnl:l serwces available. $2 00. 974

ast cars, fine art, children, e

ncludes rubber stamps, note pads, wall |'wi nd
983 .;fawl:.'?!’egfss sub

and | Plus up to 42% savings on Hertz, Avis and

colns & hcw to sell them. Sand $2.00. 150 |

FREE Hawail or
| Disney World getaway
through this unique
travel club! Also save
50% on condos and

Inn, Sheraton, Ramada—over 1,500 more! |

| major hotels nationwide including Holiday say

SWIMSUIT
INTERNATIONAL
has the finest selection of
§®| contemporary swimsuits for
% ¥ women & men, plus sensuous
o | lingerie & exciting casual/
.| evening wear. Send $1.00 for £4&
e { full-color catalog & as an added bon
500 | $3.00 off your first purchase.

National car rentals. Information $1.00. 054 ||

FUNNY SIDE UP has F NNV i ‘ ramle numbsr, flll In Info & enclose proper amount far requests, plus $1.00 S&H. ﬂ
the widest selection of  FU) : 1|l 005.52.00 150-52.00 345Free  480-51.00 571-51.00 8205100 967-$1.00 |
humorous gifts & gags 1 E UP i : - : R : :
anywhere. 100's of afford- S D n || 008-$1.00 195-51.00 349-51.00 494-54.00 5835200 8325100 971-$1.00 |
able itens for any occasion & everyone on |} 009-$3.00 206-$2.00 374-52.00 495-53.00 669-51.00 861-$1.00 974-§2.00 I
your list. Major credit cards accepted |1 012.$1.00 254-51.00 417-51.00 497-52.00 706-51.00 896-53.00 983-51.00
hmoneg—back guara?tee atl)l‘:“llerin;.1 gdoaysg_!} 5 | 054-$1.00 259-$1.00 442-Free 499-Free 745%1.00 951-52.00 993-51.00 }
hazardous 1o your funnybone! 51.00. 807 el RSt || 084.52.00 2818100 451-$1.00 500-5200 807-51.00 952-52.00 |
M| DIRECTORY AND GUIDE =" I |
TO SHOPPING AT HOME: u Total for catalogs NAME y! A el 2 I
Nationwide Shopper I
features over 200 fine o z%”:f;euisfww APRFESS I
o calalngl._las—many FREE! & handling charge CITY STATE ZIP
8- Sumethlng for everyone: |
r | fashions, foods, gifts, home, I Totalenclosed [ CASH [JCHECK [ MONEY ORDER 0382 |
it | health and more. Money-back guarantee. |} CAVALCADE OF CATALOGS® 7PEN
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