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$2,974.

AND SAVES YOU MONEY

DOWN THE ROAD.

We at Subaru t
you buy shouldn’t stop sa
money after you drive it out of
the showroom. engme that doesn’t even need a
: * catalytic converter.

That’s just for starters.

That’s why our new 2-door
sedan costs just $2,974. plus
dealer prep, delivery and taxes*f
Included in that price are a lot of :
features like front wheel drive, On the road, our manual

power assist front disc brakes, transmission sedans give you 41
highway and 28 city miles to a
gallon of regular. **

And that’snot just an empty
promise. Because those figures
are EPA test estimates. Of course,
your mileage may vary depending
on the way you drive, driving
conditions, the condition of your

Beyond all this, Subaru is
built tough. So it’ll handle the
long haul.

So you see, Subaru saves
you money in the showroom. At
the gas station. And from that
point on.

SUBARU

Inexpensive and built
to stay that way.
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War is hell, but for many Vietnam veterans, it was a hell of a lot
better than anything else that the U.S. economy could come up
with. Although the rest of America may have had enough, the end
of the Vietnam War was the dead end of an era for many of our boys
in green. They came home, bitter and disillusioned, to insufferably
dull jobs as bartenders, shipping clerks, parking-lot attendants,
whatever they could pick up. But even for those erstwhile sappers
who found jobs, nothing could beat the thrill of combat. Hundreds
of grunts went looking for a fight—anywhere they could find it.

And they found it as mercenary soldiers, first in Angola, now in
Rhodesia—fighting to maintain a white-minarity government in a
nation that is 95 percent black. The U.S. government may frown on
such deadly free-lancing, but at least 450 Americans have joined
the Rhodesian army, and more are arriving every week. Most are
fiercely anti-Communist, some are acknowledged racists, and all
have a pronounced case of bloodlust. Reporter Joe Treaster spent
five weeks with the mercenaries in Africa, and his chronicle "Sol-
diers of Fortune” (page 44) puts you right at the heart of the action.
The story was illustrated by Wilson MclLean, a Penthouse veteran
whose dramatic artwork for "Assassins on Ice” (April) won him the
Certificate of Distinctive Merit at the Fifty-sixth Annual Exhibition of
the Art Directors Club.

Treaster, himself a veteran New York Times reporter who spent
five years in covering the Vietnam War, scouted about Rhodesia,
dodging bullets in the bush and insults at hotel bars. His sojourn
confirmed his feeling about the dehumanizing aspect of war.
"These soldiers don't identify with the guerrillas as people,”
Treaster says. "They objectify the enemy; so they don't have to
weep about it."

For a companion piece, Treaster traveled to Boulder, Colo.,
where he interviewed Robert K. Brown, the editor, publisher, and
chief inspirational force behind the blood-and-gutsy Soldier of
Fortune magazine. Himself a Vietnam vet, Brown has little respect
for his fellow Americans: “This country's becoming filled with pus-
sies," he says in disgust, “a bunch of spineless nambie-pambies
who couldn't fight if their lives depended on it." Brown started to
change all that with $10,000 and an initial press run of 8,500. Today
Soldier of Fortune's circulation has hit the 100,000 mark, but Brown
is still hungry. You'll be provoked, perhaps horrified, by this portrait
of a man with a hell of a mission.

But any talk of political, racial, or religious fanaticism these days

leads inevitably to the IRA fighter. So far, there have been thou-

6 PENTHOUSE

FRANK DONEGAN JOE TREASTER

sands of senseless deaths in Northern Ireland and England. If the
IRA has its murderous way, many more people will surely die.
Through a series of incredible undercover machinations, old-fash-
loned journalistic guts, and a lion's share of luck, the editors of
Penthouse have exclusively obtained a copy of the IRA's hit list, a
memorandum on murder containing the names of sixly-six people
whom the revolutionaries aim to kill—or have already killed. And on
page 64 you'll find author John Shirley's “The IRA—Portrait in
Terror," a fascinating account of the Six-Day Siege, during which
the British police surrounded and eventually captured four IRA
kingpins and discovered the current list of those to be executed.

On the lighter side, this month marks the fiith anniversary of our
favorite public debacle, Watergate, and we simply couldn't remain
silent on such a memorable occasion. Can you imagine what
would happen if that charming bunch of conspirators decided, for
old time's sake, to have one last fling? Cartoonist and political
savant Edward Sorel can and does. Turn to page 71 for his hilarious
extrapolation in "Watergate Reunion."

Above and below all else, Watergate made a tragic if not some-
what exaggerated impact on American politics. Once a revered
and respected subculture, politicians are now regarded by society
as a bunch of half-assed criminals. Although the shoe often fits,
there are some notable exceptions. A case In point is that of Bill
Baxley, attorney general of Alabama, Forthright, idealistic, and
intelligent, Baxley may be the vanguard of a hopeful new trend
toward honest government and responsible officials.

Ten years ago, when the good old boys ruled the roost, Bill
Baxley would have made as much sense as chocolate grits. But
today he has become a household word in the South, largely
through his efforts to clean up his state. During his six years in
office, Baxley has blocked Mobil Qil from drilling in Mobile Bay,
forcefully opposed strip miners, and taken on huge corporations
for polluting Atlanta's environment. He has unleashed an unprec-
edented campaign against white-collar criminals and corrupt offi-
cials. In Peter Biskind's profile of the controversial crusader (page
100), you just may find a couple of new reasons for being high on
America

Chances are, with marijuana decriminalized in eight states and
other states taking an increasingly lenient attitude, you've been
pretty high already. But don't let those hash brownies poleax you
legally. There are still plenty of places where possession of a single
joint will land you in the slammer for a twenty-year stretch. Before
traveling this summer or even planting a few seeds in your garden,
check out "Grass Routes" (page 103), Frank Donegan's Maine-
to-Hawali survey of the shifting perils of pot.

And to get you through those long, hot summer nights, we also
provide a magnificent muster of midsummer maidens—the kind
that make you think it's the heat, not the humidity. O+
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Twice the relief

Several years ago | happened upon a
placebo that | thought was very interesting.
Many of your readers may already know
and use it. But since | haven't seen any-
thing written about it, | assume that there
are still some who haven't. So I'll explain.

The first time | became aware of this
medicine was about two years ago. My wife
and | were on vacation in a rather remote
area in northern California. We had been
hiking all day and had just returned to our
camp. It had been a very hot day, and the
sun at that altitude was extremely bright.
Consequently, during the day, | had devel-
oped a very nagging headache. When |
looked in the first-aid kit, | discovered that
there was no aspirin,

My wife proceeded to massage my neck
and shoulders. The headache was still
there, and | had in fact acquired another
ache—in the crotch of my jeans.

Well, as you can guess, the newly ac-
quired ache took top priority, and my lovely

phmousE

THE SEXUAL STATE OF THE NATION

Editedby Edward Springer

The mostrevealing and accurate survey
of sexual behavior ever published, this
revolutionary book offers the best from
five years of reader correspondence to
Penthouse Magazine. Thousands of av-
erage Americans step forward to ex-
press their preferences and practices,
including spanking, enemas, and mas-
turbation. THE PENTHOUSE LETTERS
contains the famous Monopede Mania
series in which the previously taboo
subject of sex with amputees came to
the surface for the first time. The letters
come to you intact, with all their sizzl-
ing vitality untouched by the editorializ-
ing of social scientists. It is truly the
most radical work of its kind since the
historic Kinsey Report.

Send check or money order for $8.95 plus
$1.00 postage and handling to Penthouse
Book Society, Dept. PH65, 909 Third Ave-
nue, New York, N.Y. 10022. NYC residents
add 8% sales tax. Allow 4 to 6 weeks
delivery.
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wife and | decided to heal it. After an hour
or so, | discovered that by taking care of my
dip-stick, we had also taken care of my
headache.

We tried this method several times later
with the same results. So now, whenever
either of us gets a headache, we just reach
for the "Layer" aspirin. It works fast and, if
we are careful, with no side effects —0 F
Hawthorne, Calif

Remember to ask for it by its generic name.

Plastic man

| have this crazy desire to see nice-looking
girls in plastic—not rubber—panties and
bra. The idea really turns me on. I've seen
lots of photos of girls in every kind of undies
imaginable, but hardly ever plastic.

My girl friend knows about this penchant
of mine and tries her best to please me, She
is very petite, and on my last birthday she
really gave me a greal surprise. She told
me to close my eyes. When | opened them,
she was nude except for a pair of toddler-
size plastic panties she had managed to
squeeze into. She said that she had
searched all over the supposedly exotic
undie shops for a plastic bra, but it just
couldn't be found. She even tried sewing
herself some plastic panties and bra, but
the thread tears the plastic, and they fall
apart. We noticed that the toddler plastic
pants are not sewn, but heat-sealed. We
are getting sort of discouraged —F A., Bal-
timore, Md.

Helping hand

When | get your magazine, | always turn to
Forum first. At one time | thought it was all
bullshit, but something happened that
makes me believe every letter I've ever
read.

My friend Dave and | were driving home
from Hollywood one night in my car. Sud-
denly, it broke down near L.A. airport. So
we left it at a gas station and decided to
hitchhike home the twenty-eight miles to
Long Beach. After about twenty minutes of
thumbing, a car pulled over to pick us up.
We hopped into the car and thanked the
driver, who was an older, well-dressed man
of about fifty. A young lady, also elegantly
dressed, was leaning against him. She had
apparently had too much to drink

The man inquired where we were going;
so we told him. He told us his name was
Sam, and he said he would take us to Long
Beach if we would first help take his "secre-
tary” up to their room. Not wanting to walk
at 2:00 in the morning, we both quickly
agreed. After we got her up to the twentieth

floor at the airport Holiday Inn, she im-
mediately crashed on the bed. Sam just
laughed and asked us if we wanted a drink.
| said sure, but Dave gave me an anxious
"let's get moving” look. | ignored him and
graciously accepted the drink.

About this time Sam said to me, "How
much do you guys think it would cost to
take a taxi home? I'm kind of tired. Why
don't! justgive you the money, and you can
take a taxi home?" We declined very softly,
but he insisted; so he gave me twenty
bucks. All smiles, we accepted. Then his
secretary let out a guiet moan and slipped
the top of her evening dress down, expos-
ing two very small but hard-nippled
breasts. Sam then laughed and turned to

“Hey, you want to have some fun?” |
smiled and said, "Well, fun is fun." He said,
‘Come over and help me take her clothes
off. She'll be more comfortable.” | went
over to her and undid the side zipper of the
dress, transfixed by her soft, white breasts
and their puckered nipples, while Sam took
off her skirt. He then proceeded to take off
her panties—leaving her long legs still in
nylons and garter belt—to expose the
black bush of hair surrounding her moist
pussy lips.

As Sam went down on her, he motioned
to us to help ourselves. She was too damn
good-looking to pass up; so | kissed her on
the mouth, and she responded with her wet
tongue. Dave started sucking her tit on one
side, and | went down for the other. All this
time she either pretended to be semi-
conscious or was drunk, because she
never opened her eyes and just moaned
softly. After a little of this, Dave and |
stripped and took turns giving her a taste of
our dicks. Her mouth was so warm and wet
and she acted so relaxed that it turned me
on even more. By this time Sam was still
fully clothed and was only watching, but
Dave had climbed on and was fucking
away while she was still sucking me off.
Sam called me over, and we had another
drink while we talked and watched Dave
enjoying himself.

While Sam and | were talking, he said,
"Maybe that twenty bucks isn't enough to
get you guys home. Here, take another
twenty.” | couldn't believe it. | thought to
myself, this is just like something out of
Penthouse. Here we were fucking a good-
looking chick and getting paid for it. Forty
bucks. But that wasn't all. Next he said,
"Hey, look at my new camera" It was a
brand-new SX-70, which he showed me
how to operate. Then, at Sam's suggestion,
while Dave was still going at it, we took
pictures of him,

Then it was my turn to put my dick in her
already wet pussy. All the while | was pump-
ing into her | was hearing the Wrrrr-Click!
of the camera. The whole scene was bring-
ing both me and the lady off like crazy
| finished with a bang—and several
scratches on my back—and Sam said he
was ready to crash, too. As for the sweet
young secretary, she just rolled over on her
stomach without saying a word. | still can't
remember her ever having opened her
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Well, Melissa?
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In fact, when you record your own music,
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the world.
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eyes—the only thing kept closed.

We all three shook hands, and Dave and
| thanked him for the taxi money and lhe
drinks—and just a general all-around good
time.—AR. M., Long Beach, Calif.

Fourplay always pays.

Special effects

| think your readers will be amused by this
little stunt | pulled on a friend. Up until a
year ago, my wife and | had a very active
sex deal going with the couple next door.
Bud was a great home-movie fan, and he
introduced me to the technigue of film pro-
cessing in your own home (really guite
simple with a daylight processing tank). We
both made thousands of feet of movies of
our sex sessions and would project them
on alarge screen as a prelude to our social
and sexual get-togethers.

A year ago Bud was transferred to
California. But we kept in touch by ex-
changing letters and movies. One day he
wrote to say that he had discovered some
mystic who taught people how to control
their own physical functions by menlal con-
trol. One of the things Bud was going to
learn was how to increase and extend his
orgasms. | wrote him that | thought it was a
bunch of crap.

Well, some time later, we gol a film in the
mail showing him jerking off. There was a
clock in the picture, with a sweep second
hand to show how long he could keep his
come flowing. It lasted about twenty sec-
onds, which didn't seem o be unusually
long to me. | ribbed him about it, and he
challenged me to do better.

| timed myseli a couple of occasions and
found | couldn't do as well; so | decided to
fake it. | first tried splicing together two or
three different come sessions, but it was
obviously fake. Then my wife, always inven-
tive, had an idea. | got a rubber bulb with a
thin tube attached. We filled the bulb with
half a dozen egg whites. | taped the bulb to
my back, ran the tube between my legs,
and attached the tube down one side of my
cock. | had my wife take the movie in profile
so the tube wouldn't show.

The results were sensational. | started
jerking off and kept squeezing the bulb
with my hand. | was shooling and spilling
come all over the place. | made it last for
more than forty-five seconds. By the time
the bulb was empty, | was ready to shoot
my real load.

| mailed the film with a letter saying |, too,
had found someone who taught mind-
over-body control. As soon as he got il, he
called me long distance, begging me to tell
how it was done. | told him that my “mystic”
has warned me that if | gave away the se-
cret, I'd never be able to get a hard-on
again and that | believed il

I've never told him the truth, but he reads
Penthouse, and if you decide to print this,
he'll learn the “secret” for the first time—
with my apologies.—Name and address
withheld

Coming soon to your local theater. . .

Mind blower

Being a timid sort of guy, | don't get laid
much. But | have a good imagination, and
that helps. At least, it did the time | got my
mind blown on a Boston trolley. | was com-
ing back from school during rush hour,
standing amid a crowd of students and
working people. It was stuffy and uncom-
fortable. Everyone was lost in his own
little world—reading, dozing, staring into
space.

| began to feel strange and uncomfori-
able. Looking down, | saw the most beauti-
ful girl imaginable sitting in a seat. She
seemed an Irish vision, with intricate swirls
of red hair and peaches-and-cream com-
plexion. Her saucerlike breasts and erect
nipples subtly showed through her T-shirt.
and her denim cutoffs were hiked high over
crossed and perfect legs. | suddenly
realized that she was staring at my crotch,
which was only inches from her mouth,

The crowd pinioned me in front of her. |
couldn’t move. | could only blush at my
predicament and feel my prong stiffen
under her scrutiny. When she saw my bulge
grow and pulse, she slowly began to move
her head toward it and then away, with
slight movements of her mouth, as if fellat-
ing me. She continued that motion for sev-
eral minutes, punctuating it by puckering
and unpuckering her mouth and rolling her
tongue languorously over her full lips. |
looked into her eyes as she seemed to be
mouthing whispered, inaudible obsceni-
ties to me and squirmed her bottom and
thighs against her seat.

Several times | looked away to see if any
of the other passengers had noticed us.
But they were all oblivious of my panto-
mime rape.

| realized that | was hers, and | suc-
cumbed. It was just what she wanted. We
became one mentally, if not badily, and she
continued to play me like an instrument,
finally orchestrating an unbelievably pow-
erful orgasm. | came and | came in shud-
dering, spine-chiling paroxysms, which
began to soak through my crotch. | could
only hope the acrid smell of sperm would
not be too noticeable in the crowded com-
partment. My head spun. My knees grew
weak, and my legs trembled

Luckily, | was able to collapse into a
nearby seat. When my head had cleared, |
looked around for my exquisite ravisher
But she had vanished. | never saw her
again, even though | searched and
searched. But |'ll always remember the in-
credible time when she really blew my
mind.—P S., address withheld

Due credit
Mary Pat and | have been married for five
years, and while we don't consider our-
selves prudish or sexually inhibited, we're
both just introverted enough to have as-
sumed that sharing our sexual relations
with anyone else was impossible. That was
before | started bringing Penthouse home.
During those first few months when | was
a Penthouse reader, Mary Pat didn't pay
much attention to the new magazine that
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sometimes kept me sitting up on my side of
the bed through the wee hours of the morn-
ing. But after a while, when she noticed my
new fascination was persisting issue after
issue, she finally had a look herself. It hap-
pened to be an issue that contained a pic-
torial of two mutually affectionate women.

| had no idea how arousing Mary Pat
found those pictures until a few nights later.
We were fondling each other when she
whispered, “Eat me tonight." | enjoy per-
forming cunnilingus as much as she enjoys
having it performed on her; so | was ready
to, move on command. But before | had
readjusted my position, Mary Pat added,
“Bring me the new Penthouse." She expe-
rienced an ususually powerful orgasm that
night by staring at your p|ct0r:al while |

when | had brought my work home with me,
Mary Pat nonchalantly stuck her head in
my den and said that she was going to take
a bath and goto bed. Immediately after this
announcement, | went to the kitchen for a
snack. She didn't see me in an intersecting
hallway as she quietly made for her bath.

| postponed my snack, stayed put long
enough for her to run her bath and get
settled in, and then tiptoed through the
master bedroom to the bathroom's side en-
trance. | found the door ajar just enough for
me to indulge my voyeurism. Sure enough,
Mary Pat had the magazine open to the
two-women pictorial. It toltered on the
edge of the tub while she caressed her
breasts and masturbated. It was quite a

show. She was exploring every orifice in

skipped a beat (though there was certainly
an instant of surprise in her eyes). A few
seconds later, she climaxed with a squeal
and a shudder, and | came a stroke or two
later, spurting jism into the tub, on the mag-
azine, and on the bathroom rug.

Nothing much was said about the inci-
dent that night, but the next day Mary Pat
(almost in tears from needless guilt) ex-
plained that she had tried to masturbate
secretly because she was afraid | wouldn't
understand her heightened desires since
the advent of the pictorials in our relation-
ship.

She confessed that she had had one or
two very satisfying relationships with other
women in college, but that after graduation
she and her lovers had parted ways. Then

gave her a more fer- r
vently wild "tongue-
lashing” than usual.

In the weeks follow-
ing this episode,
Mary Pat wanted oral
sex more frequent-
ly—and always while
fantasizing over the
same pictorial. After
I'd give her some ter-
rific head, she'd
either jack me off
while kissing my en-
tire body or we would
have sensational in-
tercourse. Even at
this early stage in our
metamorphosis, |
was grateful for the
change. | didn't know
sex could be so
greal.

More issues came
home with me, and
similar  pictorials,
which crop up from ‘

time to time, con-
tinued to arouse my
wife. Eventually, she
came around to a ‘
lesser degree of
erotic arousal over
your “solo” pictorials
as well. But during
our oral sex sessions, | JvCAmerica, Inc.,
she restricted herself —

to the titillation of "duet” pictorials.

After this had been going on for eight or
nine months, | was beginning to wonder if
her bisexual affectations were mere fan-
tasy or if there was a possibility of her
bisexuality emerging to the point of a me-
nage a trois including some as yet unknown
third party. | don't need to tell your readers
that the latter possibility intrigued me

The next stage in our sexual metamor-
phosis occurred about eighteen months
after that first issue of Penthouse arrived in
our home. Mary Pat and | live in a large,
three-bedroom home which accommo-
dates two full bathrooms—one off the mas-
ter bedroom—and we have unconsciously
fallen into the habit of using separate bath-
rooms for convenience. One evening,
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Derby Trials.

get to tgke it
to the Superbowl

Or the World Series, NBA Playoffs, Indy
500, U.S. Tennis Open or the Kentucky

We think the world's first portable
FM/AM radio-cassette recorder with a
built-in TV deserves a sporting introduc-
tion. So we're giving you the chance to win
a trip for two to your favorite sports
classic. Or you might win lots of other
prizes—including the new 3060.

58-75 Oln ens Midtown Expraessway, I‘-‘I‘if‘nc,th New York 11378 2 'I,_‘, 476-8300.

Sport our new 3060

estinnovation—the
sportiest portable

selte recorder ever.

her body with her fingers, finally ending up
with one hand under her, a finger in her
rectumn, while her other hand moved
rhythmically from clitoris to vagina and
back again.

Watching her was driving me crazy, and
silently | slipped out of my clothes. | had
originally intended to masturbate while
watching her and then steal off to my own
bathroom to clean up; but | was so excited
to see her jerk herself off that | wanted her
to know she'd never again have to be clan-
destine about it. So, just as she was reach-
ing her climax, | stepped into the bath-
room—nude, cock in hand—and blurted
out that | wanted to watch.

My tliming was perfect. She was too far
gone to stop, and her strokes never

To enter the JVC
Super Sports Sweepstakes, just drop by
your nearest JVC dealer for an entry form.
You can get his name by dialing 800-221-
7502 toll-free outside New York. There's
no purchase necessary.

While you're there, check out our lat-

FM/AM radio-TV-cas-

she resolved to limit
herself to "normal”
heterosexuality, and
that's when | had en-
tered the picture. -
She went on to in-
sist that since our
marriage she had
learned to enjoy our
heterosexual rela-
tionship as much as
‘ her previous lesbian
affairs and had even
dismissed her past
| from her fantasies be-
fore | brought the
| Penthouse home
‘ She admitted the

photographs revived

old memaories and
| desires. But she also
concluded that our
five years of marriage
had "converted her”
to bisexuality. She
was relieved—no,
delighted—to learn
that her past and
even her present
confession did not
anger me but, quite
the contrary, excited

me,
This conversation
occurred aboul three

months ago, and
since that time, we
have on one occasion, for the sake of ex-
perimentation, solicited the services of a
call girl. It was not entirely successful, be-
cause our naivete about threesomes made
the situation awkward and the incident
lacked a necessary degree of mutual af-
fections. It did manage to prove, however,
that Mary Pat remains capable of respond-
ing to and returning another woman's phnys-
ical attentions and that | am capable of
enjoying—even relishing—my amended
role as a third party.

Now we're searching for a more affec-
tionate third party. In the meantime there Is
Penthouse (a few badly worn back issues),
fantastic recollections, and, for the first
time in five years, a state of marital harmony.
Thanks!'—N. D., Denver, Colo.
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The Porsche 924 gives you everything
you've always wanted in a Porsche.

Styling. That special Porsche kind that
stops people in their tracks as you drive
by. Clean, classic lines that appeal to the
eye and, at the same time, register an
incredibly low 0.36 drag coefficient in wind
tunnel testing.

Handling. With the excitement that
only Porsche can deliver. The 924’s unique
trans-axle system gives this car an almost
perfect 50-50 weight distribution. And the
most breathtaking cornering you've ever
experienced.

Convenience. Beneath that incredible,
wraparound glass hatchback lies more
carrying space than you ever expected in a
sportscar. Wherever you go in your 924,
you can take the things you need with you.

And now automatic transmission. The
924 is the first Porsche available with an
optional fully automatic transmission. Now
you can have the thrill of driving a Porsche
with the ease of automatic. -

But the best thing about the Porsche
924 is the fact that you can get one with
standard transmission for less than
$10,000# That's not inexpensive. But it is
less than you'd expect to pay for a Porsche.
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Private conference call
| am a married man, thirty-one years old. |
am in a professional field, as is my wife,
also thirty-one. We have been married ten
years and have two children. My wife,
Jeanette, is a very attractive woman, has a
nice body and pretty face, and sexually we
wave it good. There is not much that we
haven't done. We are of the belief that if it
gives us pleasure, we should do it. And
believe me, we do: fucking, sucking, anal
entry, whatever happens to turn us on. We
try to be honest about it; if one of us does
not like a certain thing, we don't doit. And if
one of us suggests something new, the
other will usually at least give it a try.
Anyway, one afternoon some weeks ago,
| was in for areal surprise. | guess no matter

checked the phone book and found that
each narme was listed, the address gener-
ally being a large apartment complex. It
was unbelievable. At first | was really dis-
turbed; then | realized that this pastime
really had very litlle to do with our own sex
life. It was her own private world.

For the rest of the week, | could not get
this discovery out of my mind. Another
Wednesday came and went, and on
Thursday | managed to get her notebook
and read the latest entry. She had made
two calls—one to a man whom she told how
much she would love to have his cock up
her ass, and another to someone whom
she invited to lick and suck her tits. Then |
made another discovery. | was getting
turned on.

she said was, "I want to fuck.” Then she
hung up. Her Wednesday morning session
began right after that, and the next
Wednesday, her book. | asked her if she
would let me join her once in a while, At first
she was a little reluctant. Then she said
okay, but not every week. | agreed

Wednesday came, and after the kids had
gone to school, Jeanette looked at me and
asked if | was ready. | sure was. We went
upstairs, and | asked her to go on as if |
weren't there. She said she would. She got
out her notebook, her phone book, and
also her vibrator,

| watched as she took off her pajamas
and got on the bed. She played with her tits
and cunt a few minutes, using the vibrator
Then she reached for the phone book. With

how well you think
you know a person,
there is always some
part of that person
that remains secret. |
was looking for some
important papers,
and Jeanette was not
at home. | don't know
what made me think
they would be in her
dresser, but | looked
anyway. In one of the
drawers | found a
small notebook. | had
never seen it before,
and so | opened it
The pages were filled
with men's names,
phone numbers, and
even dates. My very
first thought was that
my wife was selling
her ass.

But as | went fur-
ther into the book, it
became obvious that
this was not the case
The back half of the
book was what |
slowly figured out to
be a kind of diary of
phone calls. The
men's names were
duplicated, and the
conversation was
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the first few numbers
she dialed there was
no answer, but on the
third she connected.
Jeanette then pro-
ceeded to say—in a
very soft and sexy
voice—how juicy-wet
her cunt was and how
she wished that the

man's cock was
ramming her She
told him that she

would love to suck
him off and do a few
more things to him
then she hung up.

By now, | had a ter-
rific hard-on, and
if Jeanette said | should
get undressed. |
did, and as she made
her next call, she
began jerking me
off. | was as hot as
she was. | went down
on her as she was tell-
Ing someone that she
needed her cunt
licked. We ended the
morning In a wild
sixty-nine, coming for
each other beauti-
fully.

Now, at leasl one
Wednesday a month,

written down. It sud-
denly hit me that my lovely Jeanette was
making obscene phone calls!

| assumed that what she had written
down had really happened. Here is an
example: "Hello, Richard. How would you
like a hot fuck? | would love to suck your
cock. Do you eat cunt?” She went on o say
that she was fingering her pussy and that
she was coming. There were dozens of
entries like that

| read the enlire notebook and began to
detect a pattern. The calls were all dated at
one-week intervals. Checking a calendar, |
discovered that all the calls occurred on
Wednesday—the one day of the week
when my wife did not work and was alone in
the house. Many dates had more than one
call; some, as many as three and four. | next
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| wanted to let her know that | knew what
she was doing; yet | didn't want to upset her
in any way. That weekend we had a torrid
sex session of sucking and fucking, and
while we were both hot, | told her | knew. At
first Jeanette was upset—and embar-
rassed. But | assurred her that | was not
upset, angry, or jealous. In facl, | told her
the situation excited me. | finally soothed
her, and she explained what had hap-
pened

She said that one day months ago she
had gotten a dirty phone call at home. It
didn’t bother her but rather excited her. In
fact, it excited her so much that she thought
about doing it herself. She said it took a lot
of doing, but she finally made the first
one—to someone we both knew slightly. All

| join my wife for her
calls. Jeanelte has called business friends
of mine, sometimes while | am actually
fucking her. It is fantastic. She has even
asked me if | want to make any calls to
women, but so far | am not ready for that. |
know this whole thing is crazy, but we are
enjoying it very much.—Name and ad-
dress withheld

Loud words and soft actions
My wife and | are very much into sex, and
since we are regular readers of Forum, we
thought we would share cne of our recent
experiences with your other readers,
Although we have never been too inhib-
ited in our sexual delights and have en-
joyed a full variety of fucking and sucking,
we were never perfectly candid in express-
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ing our sexual fantasies to each other. Re-
cently, all that changed.

The first barrier to be vanquished was
our sexual language. One night, during a
particularly hot lovemaking session, | was
unable to restrain myself any longer and
told her that | loved to “fuck” her. Rather
than being angered by my use of the word,
she sighed and groaned back that she
loved “fucking” me too!

Our new sex talk turned us both on. Dur-
ing the next several days, we spoke noth-
ing else. She would talk of her sucking my
strong, hot, throbbing cock; |, of licking her
wet, warm cunt. Both of us would hug and
grab and grope and tell how badly we
needed to fuck and which position we
wanted. Language was the catalyst.

see her writhing in ecstasy as she finger-
fucks, her pussy arching upward as she
approaches orgasm, her head thrust back,
and her tits standing upward. Indeed, |
have now taken several pictures of her She
enjoys it, too, not anly because it feels so
good but also because she loves watching
my cock stiffen while she performs. It is
definitely a mutual turn-on.

So it was inevitable that she soon asked
me to masturbate for her. | was hesitant at
first, having never stroked my cock outside
the privacy of my shower and only rarely
during all our married years. However, | slid
off my pants and grabbed my rock-hard
penis, My shyness prevented me from re-
ally letting go with my thrusts and strokes,
but | still exploded all over her waiting

in orgasm, | am rock hard and crazy with
desire.

Even though masturbating will never re-
place fucking and sucking my wife's warm,
sweet, wel cunt, or her sucking me with her
waiting mouth and tender tongue, it has
added a new dimension to our sex life. We
recommend it to all loving couples.—Name
and address withheld

Barberotica

I've read your Forum for a few years now
and have enjoyed it iImmensely | have oc-
casionally come across articles about sha-
ven pussies. Well, my ultimatle fantasy has
always been to have a girl friend with a
completely shaven pussy—one | could lick
and play with—and, of course, enter—for
hours on end.

The next “discov-
ery was masturba-
tion. Nol that either of
us was ignorant of the
subject, but both of
us felt that it wasn't
necessarily a part of
our otherwise spec-
tacular sexual rela-
tionship. We were
very wrong

Often, when fuck-
ing my wife, | didn't
hit her clit—such as
when | took her from
the rear or when she
lay back an a chair or
bed and | lay on my
knees—I would bring
her to orgasm by
stroking her love but-
ton. Occasionally, |
would ask her to play
with herself, but she

was reluctant to do i
so. Then, not long . .
after our revelation in Wild Turkev Lore:

sex talk, | asked her
to finger-fuck herself
She took off as if ob-
sessed. While | was
fucking her from the
rear (one of our favor-
ite positions), she
reached down and
grabbed her clit and
manipulated it mag-
nificently. She had a tremendous orgasm,
and so did |

From then on she would perform her love
dance whenever | would ask her—and
sometimes even when | didn't—always
culminating in a wonderful orgasm. She
even fingerfucks while in the shower and
while we are driving in the car—this Is es-
pecially erotic. Once, she was in the back
seat when suddenly she dropped her
pants and revealed her luscious, long legs
and moist pussy. Then she unzipped her
top and began caressing her already hard
nipples. Her other hand reached down to
her cunt, and she grabbed her clit and
performed once again

My wife Is a stunningly attractive worman
with a beautiful body. It's a beautiful sight to
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In 1776 Benjamin Franklin proposed that the
Wild Turkey be adopted as the symbol of our country.
The eagle was chosen instead.
The Wild Turkey later went on to become the
symbol of our country’s finest whiskey.

WILD TURKEY /10 PROOF/B YEARS OLD.
Austin, Nichols Distilling Co,, Lawrenceburg, Kenlucky

breasts, We both loved il

Soon her excitement over watching me
caused all my inhibition to vanish. | was
able to put on the same kind of show for her
that she performed for me. | would groan
as my hand slid over my straining cock,
sigh as | fingered my balls and ass, and
gasp as | shot my semen toward her. We
both think it's fantastic fun.

Eventually, we began masturbating to-
gether, and now we often climax at the
same lime in mutual ecstasy. More recently,
my wife has started calling me at the office;
she performs over the phone. She will strip
completely and lie spread-eagled on our
bed; then she will begin to finger-fuck, first
slow, then fast, until all | can hear is her
heavy breathing. By the time she screams

Last night my fan-
tasy came true. | was
spending the whole
weekend with my girl
friend, who is a
freshman at a small
liberal-arts college
outside Boston. After
a superb Chinese
dinner, we decided to
go back to her place
and spend the rest of
the nightin a leisurely
and enjoyable fash-
ion

Once we got to her
room, we put on
some Stevie Wonder
records and started
talking. At this paoint
we were both quite
horny: and while
Jenny (nol her real
name) was lying on
the bed, | started to
fondle and caress

‘ her inner thighs and
pussy. She was just
lying back, taking In
the music and sensa-
tions when all of a
sudden she asked
me If | would like to
shave her pussy, |
was most incredibly
shocked! In the past,

| had suggested this to her, but she always
said no for one reason or another. Naturally,

| jumped at the opportunity by getting a

bowl of warm water, scissors, shaving
cream, and two razors. First | just clipped
her brown bush. Then | spread the cream
all over her pubic hair and proceeded to rid
her of her little forest. | shaved around her
thick, red outer lips until all that could be
seen, clear and true, was her shining bright
pussy. | gave her a small mirror, and she
just gazed at her cunt

After cleaning her up with a hot
washcloth, | rubbed baby oil over her now
even more voluptuous cunt. By this time we
were hornier than ever, and she asked me if

[ thought she would taste any different now.

She lay down and, spreading her legs, re-
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vealed to me even more of her inner bright-
ness. | needed no further hint and went
down on her immediately. | chewed and
licked her outer lips, stuck my tongue far
up, and finally came to her clitoris. After
rhythmically circling her clit with my
tongue, | nibbled and sucked on it. Indeed,
she tasted better than ever, and after a few
moments she was shaking and moaning.

After about a half hour of this dual plea-
sure, we made love, and | climaxed as |'ve
never climaxed before. The entire episode
was the most erotic experience |'ve ever.
had. | can't tell you how much I'm looking
forward to next weekend—P G. P, Boston,
Mass.

Female forum ...
Just recently | got up the nerve to tell Pent-
house about an experience that happened
to me a while ago. | was a freshwoman at a
prestigious college in Connecticut and was
pretty sexually experienced, having lost
my virginity at the age of thirteen. Although
I would be sexually aggressive with a guy
once | was in his apartment, | was not ac-
customed to asking guys out. That is just
about what a girl had to do in order to get
the intellectuals around that school to take
any notice. All the guys seemed to do was
study. Of course, you couldn't blame them
too much, since all the girls were studying
constantly, too, and there weren't many so-
cial activities going on.

It was in early October, as | was just

about giving up on finding any decent male
in this Ivy League hole, when | met some-
one who restored my faith in men. | was
hanging out at a mixer when a six-foot-tall,
well-proportioned Oriental man walked in.
He stood out from the regular prep-school
types in his black-leather jacket, boots,
and tight T-shirt. Long beautiful black hair
hung down almost to his shoulders—hair
so lovely that any girl would have envied it.
The entire effect of his wardrobe and broad
shoulders was a flashy show of macho,
which ordinarily would have turned me off,
but | was tired of intellectual guys who
seemed sensitive at first but turned out to
be wimps. So | figured I'd give him a try. |
was still trying to make a game plan to
attract his attention when | heard a deep
voice say, “Hi, what's happening?” | turned
around to face the speaker and found my-
self addressing that apparition of black
leather and dark Asian flesh.

We spoke for a while, and it turned out
that he went to school here but was on a
leave of absence and was just visiting
some friends. He also turned out to be very
kind, courteous, and intelligent; so | asked
him why he wore the Genghis Khan-Marlon
Brando outfit. He replied that leather cloth-
ing is very practical when he rides his
motorcycle. Then he asked me if | wanted a
ride. | love bikes and jumped at the offer,
since it was a warm night.

We went outside, where his bike was
parked. It was a small but powerful ma-
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chine, and he gave me a thriller of a ride. |
don't know why, but something about all
that power and hot steel throbbing be-
tween my legs does something to me, and |
get a little rush every time | see one of those
machines. After riding around for a while,
we stopped at a black van. This turned out
to be his main mode of transportation (he
uses his bike for local trips in order to save
the hassle of city-driving his van). By this
time the vibration of his cycle against my
crotch had started to make me feel randy;
so | accepted his offer for a drink inside.

The interior of his van was clearly de-
signed for doing all those things that your
mother warned you people do in vans. It
had a large bed, which filled half the cargo
area and was covered with red satin
sheets. Mirrors lined the walls, and roman-
tic music came from a quad sound system.
A soft blue light provided just enough glow
for making love.

From a built-in bar, my lover-to-be pro-
duced several bottles of liquor. After a few
drinks, | was loosened up and began to
make a play. Purposely, | spilled a little of
my drink on my blouse. "Oh dear, now I'm
wet. What am | go——" My words were cut
off as he began drying my blouse with a
napkin. He said nothing but looked into my
eyes intently as he rubbed my large
breasts (36C). Then he stopped rubbing,
put down the napkin, and took my head in
his hands and gave me a kiss. And what a
kiss! He must have been part snake be-
calse his tongue was everywhere at once.
| could feel my panties becoming wet. | was

.aching with desire for his hard prick to enter

me, and | began to loosen his belt. He, in
turn, gently undressed me, probing each
area of my flesh with his tongue as it was
exposed. By now my cunt was dripping,
and | didn't feel that | could go any longer
without a good fuck. “Screw me. Screw me
good,” | begged him. Instead, he buried
his face in my deep love nest and hungrily
lapped up my juices. | felt an orgasm com-
ing, and suddenly | exploded. Then he
began doing something so that | didn't
know whether to cry with pleasure or burst
out laughing. He began to hum "The Star-
Spangled Banner” against my clit! That
song covers a tremendous range, and
those low notes just made me want to
explode in orgasm again and again while
the high notes sent luscious little ripples
running up and down my spine. It was fan-
tastic, to say the least, and a trick which |
have since requested from lovers and have
performed myself on their beautiful balls,
always with satisfying results.

After the concert it was my turn to give
my lover an orgasm, and | started to give
him a blowjob. But as | bent down over his
rigid shaft, he stopped me. "Wait," he said,
"l want you to try some of this." He pulled
outl a jar full of a thick yellow substance.
This turned out to be honey heavily laced
with Scotch. He poured this stuff on his
cock and told me to lick it all off. As |
sucked on his lovely penis, | slowly be-
came more and more mellow. | sucked and
licked harder and harder until he shot



sweet come into my mouth. | drank it up, |
and come had never seemed so delicious.

| was satisfied with the orgasms | had
gotten during our bout of oral sex, but | was
still pleased and delighted whpn my |anr
proved to have as much stamina as i -
nation. He was hard again within a matter “of
minutes and this time guided his cock
straight into my hot tunnel. We fucked away
furiously, and | must admit | got a thrill from
looking in the mirrors on the walls and
watching our hips grind away at each other,
ny long blonde hair entangled in his jet
o e and his dark hands runni

ave me a tender little kiss on the
, and we fell asleep in each

other's arms
During the night we fucked twice again.
My lover pulled yet another trick out of his
hat, treating me to a little anal sex. He used
a metic cream called Albolene as lubri-
cation, and it was much less messy than

olly creams
That was several years ago. Today my
lover of that night is back at school, and
though we are good friends, we have
moved on to other affairs. But he still sur-
prises me every once in a while with
another sensuous idea. One time he
showed up with a bottle of lemon-scented
olive oil and proceeded to give me an all-
over massage (which naturally led to a
great fuck—just for nostalgia's sake).
Another time he convinced me to go with
him to the library, where we screwed our
brains out in one of those little semiprivate

is one thing | have learned at
it is that, c to popular

ood looks, and loves sex, th combmatmn

nagnificent!—K. L.,

. hospital care
Letters about nurses that you've printed
prompted me to tell of the beautiful ex
ence | had with one patient. I'll ¢
Mark

He was in his late forties, and when he
was admitted to the hospital where | work
as a registered nurse, he was in critical
condition—his survival was in guestion
several times during the first few weeks. |
planned much of his care and provided as
much as | could myself. When he began to
recover, he was very depressed about his
future in his business and many other
things—especially his possible inability to
perform sexually because of residual pt
ical impairment. He became withdrawn,
except when | was with him. Those times he
was kind, handsome, appreciative, and in-
telligent. And | found myself strongly at-
tracted to him.

One day | noticed he spent quite a bit of
time looking directly at my breasts. | don't
think he was even aware of how much he
did this while we talked or while | worked in
his room, but | didn't mind; in fact, | started
to enjoy it. So | gave him opportunities to




get a close look, and gradually | started
pressing my breasts against him."acci-
dently." When we were alone one after-
noon, | told him how much |I'd been wanting
to kiss him. He confessed that he'd been
wanting the same thing but had been wait-
ing to be sure how | felt, so as not to offend
me. As weak as he was, the passion in his
kiss shocked me. Almost as soon as our
lips met, he hungrily sucked my breath and
my tongue into his mouth. Our tongues slid-
ing together were an incredible turn-on. His
mouth was so warm and moist | could have
stayed glued to it for hours. But we had to
be careful that our relationship not be dis-
covered. We never had more than seconds
or minutes to be intimate.

After that, every private moment we had,
he would reach under my uniform to feel my
thighs and buttocks. He felt eagerly for my
cunt, but with all those clothes on, how
much could he feel? And for me, being
near Mark made my body feel hot and
flushed, my vagina and vulva swollen and
wet. Sometimes | had to change my pan-
ties and panty hose during my shift be-
cause they got so wet!l He seemed sur-
prised that he turned me on. Apparently, no
one had recently told him or shown him
how exciting he was.

The next time | went to an off-duty meet-
ing at the hospital, | wore street clothes.
Afterwards, | went to his room to say
hello—or so everyone assumed. | guided
his hand under my sweater, and when he

discovered | hadn't worn a bra and found
he could touch my smooth, bare breasts,
he looked stunned. He cupped each
breast, exploring the shape and firmness
with little squeezes and strokes. He pulled
on my nipples gently. Finally, he drew me
closer to look at the large, puffy, dark rings
around my nipples. He found and licked:
each nipple with his tongue and sucked it
into his mouth. His gentle sucking soon
turned into harder sucking, until we were
both in ecstasy. After that night | would
sometimes unbutton my uniform in his
room so that he could reach in for a handful
and a squeeze. We eventually came to an
unspoken agreement that any sex play be-
tween us was okay—nothing was off limits.

| gave him a “special” back rub. While he
lay on his stomach and the sheet covered
his hips, | would reach from between his
legs to his scrotum, which was always tight
and held his balls firmly under his penis.
After rocking, squeezing, and fondling his
balls every way he liked, | reached for his
eight-inch penis—by now deliciously long
and hard. At this point, he would turn onto
his back so that | could wash his penis with
warm water—and with tender loving care.
After retracting any folded foreskin, | would
wipe gently but firmly around the base of
his shaft, and up, down, and around ils
entire length. He would watch intently.
Usually, | ended with a kiss to the throbbing
head of his penis, where | always found a
shiny, clear drop of his juice to lick. It tasted
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salty and delicious, like seawaler.

He said he wanted to be able to finger my
vagina. So | cut the center out of my panty
hose—but that didn't allow enough move-
ment. Then | hit on the fantastic idea of a
garter belt and stockings. I'd remove my
panty girdle before going into his room;
and standing by his bed with my back to
the door, | would raise my leg, resting my
knee on the arm of the bedside chair. That
parted my legs conveniently and hid our
play from anyone coming in without knock-
ing on the door. He would slide his hand
under my uniform and, after a quick pass
over all the “landmarks,” reach between
my thighs to my buttocks. Pressing his
open hand against my ass, he would then
draw his hand forward, with two or three
fingers riding between the wet and swollen
pussy lips, to my clit.

He moved his hand back and forth in this
way for a couple of minutes, stopping oc-
casionally to rub my juices over my abdo-
men and thighs. Standing with the garter
belt on made my buttocks extra firm and
full, and it gave a greater sensation to the
whole area. My outer labia were swollen,
thick and supersensitive. Just as | cli-
maxed, Mark would lift my skirt to watch
three of his long, slim fingers plunge into
my aching cunt. It was hard to stifle my
moans of exqguisite pleasure when he
brought me off this way. He himself even
moaned sometimes—his excitement was
so great. He never let me wash his hands
afterward. He wanted my juices to stay with
him after | had left the hospital for the day.

He was discharged from the hospital six
months ago. Although we're both married,
we manage to see one another a couple of
times a week. The biggest thrill of my life
was finally getting his gorgeous cock into
my mouth. His wife won't allow fellatio or
cunnilingus, and | was the first woman to
suck him off. He loves that new pleasure,
and | love his warm sperm filling my
mouth—and my pussy.

Our affair was a major factor in his desire
and ability to recover. (The Penthouse |
brought him every month didn't hurt!) We
always risked discovery of our relationship
but agreed to take that risk and any conse-
quences. And we plan to be together
whenever we can for the rest of our
lives.—Name and address withheld

...ayacht to learn
I'm a twenty-five-year-old woman. | had al-
ways caonsidered myself normal sexually
and considered anything | read in Pent-
house to be abnormal.

| must admit my first few gazes through
your magazine left me very shocked. Read-
ing the Forum, with its blunt descriptions of
sexual escapades, left me with the same
feelings | had when | was eleven and had
found some hard-core porno literature left
aver from my dad's World War Il days. | was
stimulated but guilty and felt “dirty" after
reading it.

Butin the last year I've become erotically
liberated. | enjoy my own sexual encoun-
ters as well as reading about those of
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others. | am turned on by both things.

| used to laugh at three-ways, group sex,
swingers, and so forth. | thought people
involved in such situations were really
kinked out. But | no longer laugh. In the
past six months | have been involved in
several kinky situations. Three-ways are my
favorite. | prefer them with another worman,
but | have had two men at once and en-
joyed that also.

My first meénage a trois was on an island
off the coast of the Yucatan Peninsula. | met
a gquy, Ted, in a disco bar, and he asked me
to go back to his yacht with him. He had
earlier told me he had a one-woman crew
sailing with him. | asked him if he didn't
think she would mind her captain having an
overnight guest. He said that Linda would
probably enjoy meet-
ing me.

When we got to the
boat, she was fast
asleep, but Ted in-
sisted on waking her
up and introduced
her We talked for a
while. Then Ted took
me 1o see his bed-
room (Linda had her
own sleeping quar-
ters in the other end
of the boat), showing
me the rest of the
yacht on the way. We
then lay down on the
bed and kissed for a
while until | got up
and went into the
bathroom. A few mi-
nutes later, when |
came oul, Linda was
sitting on the bed,
and Ted was gone.

There was no
doubt in my mind
what Linda and Ted
had planned. | knew
it was going to be my
first three-way, and |
was ready for it. That
night was one of the
most pleasurable
experiences | have
ever had. | had not

THE WORLD’S FIRST INEXPENSIVE EXPENSIVE CAMERA.

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

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

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

See the exciting TC at your
Konica dealer, Or write far full
details to Konica Camera,
Dept. 5205, Woodside, [fa]g. oo
New York 11377. (=4 Berle

crack of her ass. | could feel the semen
dripping from her onto me as our cunts
pressed tightly together.

Linda then pulled one leg over my leg
and pushed her thigh up against my clit.
We were both wet from semen and our own
juices as Linda began rubbing up and
down on my well-lubricated clit. Ted moved
his head toward my face and placed his
lips on mine. As Linda rubbed harder
against me, Ted forced his tongue into my
mouth. It seemed as though Linda and Ted
were in perfect rhythm. | began to fantasize
that | was being fucked by two penises—
one in my mouth and the other sliding in
and out of the groove in my cunt, pushing
up and over my clit. And Ted kept thrusting
his tongue in and out of my mouth, plung-
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self coming. As | spasmed, | groaned into
Ted's mouth, and Linda thrust her tongue
into my vagina.

We continued our lovemaking for hours
that night, with seemingly no end to the
variety of sexual positions. |'ve done
three-ways since then, but none has been
so good as that first time, which was a
paragon.—P W, St. Louis, Mo.

... maid to order
These past few months I've been reading
with interest your articles and letters about
men who desire to be treated as "maids” by
their girl friends. I've always dreamed of
being rich and having a maid to help me
dress, polish my nails, and run errands for
me. Like most girls, | read a lot of romantic
paperbacks during
my teens, and the
heroines always
seemed (o have per-
sonal maids at their
beck and call
About six weeks
ago, my best dream
began to come true! |
met a guy in a bar in
Los Angeles, and
after a few drinks |
discovered that he

was one of those
submissive types
who'd really dig

polishing a pretty
girl's boots and wait-
ing on her. Well, be-
cause of a "coinci-
dence,” he moved
down here about a
month ago and
moved into my two-
bedroom apartment

Since we both
knew what we
wanted, | wasted no
time “training” my
new, willing maid. |
bought a very cute,
black uniform for
him—complete with
a lace apron and
cap. He has to keep
his legs and face

considered myself

bisexual before, But the sex we had thal
night seemed as natural as if | had been
with Ted and Linda all my life,

The most exciting moment was when we
were all naked with Linda lying on top of
me, our stomachs and breasts pressed to-
gether while her legs stretched out be-
tween mine. Ted moved between her legs
and, after he had pulled her ass up to him,
pushed his cock deep into her anus. As he
fucked her, she moaned and kissed my lips
and breasts. When his thrusting brought
her near a climax, she grabbed my hands
and squeezed them very hard. Moaning as
she came, Linda pressed her nails into my
palms so hard that she left cuts. After she
came, Ted pulled his penis out of Linda's
ass and shot hot semen down into the
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ing It in as deeply as possible.

As Linda sucked hard on my breasts,
drawing the nipples into her mouth, | could
feel myself rising toward an orgasm. Linda
slid down across my abdomen and
pressed her lips into my come-maltted
pubic hair. Ted put his hand on one of the
breasts where Linda's lips had been
squeezing my nipple and rubbing my
breast while he continued to kiss me.

Then | felt Linda's tongue against my clit.
She began pushing her tongue into my clit
the same way Ted was tonguing my mouth.
It was the most exciting sensation |'ve ever
had—two people tonguing me at once.
With Linda's tongue pushing faster and
harder against my clit, | could not hold
back my orgasm any longer, and | felt my-

shaved clean and
wear his uniform every evening and on
weekends. | also taught him to curtsy to me
and call me "mistress,” just as the maids of
my novel heroines always did! He's always
been very obedient; so there's been no
need of any punishment, as some of your
past letters have suggested.

Saturdays are always fun, because |
spend all day being catered to by my
“maid."” "She" serves my breakfast to me in
bed, draws my bath, dries me off, powders
and massages me, and polishes my
toenails while | just sit and relax. She even
helps me dress.

| had a surprise visit from a girl friend last
week, and "Missy" (the name | use while
issuing orders to my maid) just kept right on
at her tasks. She washed out my under-

CONTINUED ON PAGE 164



Choosing a tuner

and an integrated amplifier
is a lot like choosing a mate. You
look for things like compatibility, per-
formance, appearance and, of course,
fidelity.

AKALI just made the process
of matching component separates
foolproof with a new line of tuners
and integrated amplifiers. Paired
on the grounds of total compatibility.
And priced to be affordable.

For a 18 " x 24" poster of this Charles Bragg ctching, send $2 to AKAL Dept. PE, 2139 E. Del Amo Blvd., P.O. Box 6010, Compton, CA 90224, ATTN: Couples.
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Take the AT-2600 and the
big AM-2800 amp, with a solid
80 watts, RMS per channel, 8 ohms,
20-20,000 Hz at .08% Total Har-
monic Distortion.

Or the AM-2600 amp at 60
watts, RMS per channel, 8 ohms,
20-20,000 Hz at .1% Total Har-
monit Distortion. And match it with
the AT-2600 tuner.

Or maybe the AM-2400 amp
at 40 watts, RMS per channel,

8 ohms, 20-20,000 Hz

at 1.5% Total Harmonic

Distortion. And the AT-2400 tuner.
No matter which of the perfect

AKAI couples you choose, you get

specs and features not found on all-

in-one receivers in the same price

category. Improvements you can hear.

With clean, clear power per channel.
To hear the new separates, see

your AKAI dealer. And live in

perfect harmony. AKAI

AKAI INTRODUCES
THE PERFECT COUPLES.
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Refreshing break

Nicholas von Hoffman's "The Breaking of a
President” (March 1977) is refreshingly 90
percent believable. Viva Penthouse. You're
A-okay—WM.S., Jacksonville, Fla,

Rare bone

Congratulations on a very fascinating and
most interesting article by Richard Selzer
entitled “Bone" in your January 1977 issue.
| was most Iintrigued by Mr. ‘Selzer's ex-
tremely accurate anatomic and, physiolog-
ical description of one of the body's most
wonderful organs, the skeleton.

More frequent inclusion of such well-
written pleces would certainly be a wel-
come feature of your publication. In gen-
eral, | find Penthouse to be an interesting
and worthwhile diversion, but publication
of more well-written articles such as "Bone’
will certainly enhance your image

| also found the illustration depicting a
knotted femur featured on the lead pages
of Mr. Selzer's article to be most intriguing.

Orthopedic surgeons are often confromed
with knotty problems, and this illustration
certainly depicts our dilemma at times

Thank you for a most interesting and en-
joyable article—Robert L. Forste, M.D.,
APQO San Francisco

Breslin's capital idea
l'am an inmate at Sing Sing, assigned to the
law library of that prison as a legal research
clerk—which is really a glorified title for
jallhouse lawyer.

| have just read Jimmy Breslin's satirical
article on the death penalty in your April
1977 issue. As a writer, Jimmy Breslin has
few equals; on constitutional law, he stinks.

In the article Breslin opines that con-
victed murderer Joseph James may es-
cape his date with the electric chair be-
cause of the dubious constitutionality of
New York State's existing death penalty
law. With that opinion | have no quarrel. But
then Breslin goes on to make the ludicrous
statement that even if that should happen,

the odds are great that James will neverthe-
less be executed for a 1974 murder—on
which he is yet to be tried—when the legis-
lature ratifies a new death penalty law that
will pass constitutional muster

Hasn't Breslin ever heard of the constitu-
tional interdiction against ex post facto
laws? Satire is one thing, but asininity is
something else.

As parsimonious as the Nixon-Burger
court is regarding individual rights, it has
not yet rewritten the Constitution to allow for
the retroactive application of punishments
that did not exist at the time of the commis-
sion of the crime.—Name withheld, Ossi-

ning, N.Y.

Rent-a-cops

| am a twenty-one-year-old male who reads
your publication every month. | am writing
in reference to the article "This Gun for
Hire" (April 1977)

For many years this may have been an
accurate account of the rent-a-cop situa-
tion. But it is a little out of focus for the
security forces of the past few years. | am
presently employed at a power station in
Pennsylvania, where we have thirty-six
full-time security officers, armed with
handguns as well as with additional antiriot
arms, in case of emergencies.

Prior to being permitted to carry arms or
to perform any duties as a security officer,
we first have to comply with the Pennsylva-
nia Firearms Act. In order to fulfill its re-
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Motor Trend
magoazine put the
76 TR7's cornering
power in the same
league as the Lotus
_Europa’s and the Ferrari Dino's.

This year, we improved it. By lowering
the suspension and adding wider steel-
belted radials.

After the TR7's first year of Sports Car Club
of America competition in '76, it is a divi-
sional champion. This year, we improved the
champion with a five-speed transmission as

standard equipment.
oqqp“w And for those who prefer not to
; shift, now we offer an optional

automatic.
Car and Driver said: "The '76  either passenger or driver.

TR7's strong suit is comfort. The Last year, the TR7 broke all our y
cockpit is spacious (wider than sales records. This year, we'd like to , ey
either a Corvette's or a Z-car's) improve on that, too. But that's up to you. ST _
...every dial is visible. Motor The New Triumph TR7. The improved R o S,
| Trend called it: "One of the most  shape of things to come. o e e L
comfortable two-seaters we've For the name of your nearest R ' N,
EE experienced.’ This year, we've Triumph dealer call: 800-447-4700.

improved on that with a choice of a smart In lllinois call: 800-322-4400.

new tartan plaid interior in addition to the Coni sy Briﬁ{:h Leyland Motors Inc.,

solid brushed cord nylon with color coordi- | | Leonia, N.J. 07605.

nated moulded pile carpeting. We've even ’@

included a handy rally light to accommodate @ TRIUMPH




quirements, we have to be enrolled in a
duly certified, state-accredited law-en-
forcement school. This training consists
not only of hours spent in the classroom in
the study of the Pennsylvania Crimes Code
and Criminal Procedures but also of actual
hands-on instruction in firearms by a cer-
tified Pennsylvania State Police Academy
instructor. At the end of this training, we not
only have to pass a written examination on
the crimes code and the limitations of se-
curity personnel but also have to gualify
with a weapon on the firing range. And
since we are not in-house securily, we are
screened by our employer, his client, the
federal government, and the law-enforce-
ment academy before we can even begin
our training.

Through this screening process, all fel-
ons are eliminated by law. After the fraining
in law-enforcement school, there is an ad-
ditional forty hours of on-site training by the
captain of the guard. Then we have a final
week of working and observing without a
weapon.

Until recently we were nonunion employ-
ees. Now we have formed a union and
joined an established international union.
Even though we didn't receive what we
wanted in our first contract, by no means
do we work for the poverty-level wages that
your article suggests.

We are kept fully aware of the fact that no
guard is allowed to use lethal force unless a
guard's life or the life of an employee is in

danger or unless there are direct orders
from the head of security. This rule is
stressed from the beginning to the end of
each guard's employment. We are also in-
structed how best to carry out our jobs and
still stay within the realms of citizen's-arrest
procedures.

| also disagree with you on the issue of
age. We have twenty-eight male guards

whose ages range from twenty-one to’

sixty-one years, making an overall average
age of twenty-eight. We also have eight
women guards ranging in age from
twenty-one to forty-three. Their average
age is 28.6.

| am not defending the entire system, nor
do | ever want to be an official police officer.
I would only like to relay to your readers
some information on the subject. Thanks to
Penthouse for this medium of discussion
and for its concern aboul the issues.—
R.E.D., address withheld

| wish to compliment George O'Toole on the
excellent article "This Gun for Hire." His
conclusions (should | say fears?) are quite
valid.

However, as a person with full but imited
(on duty only) peace-officer power and
legal protection, | am concerned. | have
often been confronted (verbally and physi-
cally) with people who assume that | am
“only a rent-a-cop.”

Of course, such assumptions hurt my
ego, but, more important, the individuals

“Waiter! Check, please!"
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making them often escalate a minor prob-
lem into a major one—all based on their
feelings concerning “rent-a-cops.”

My second thought is in regard to the
references lo “old men" and "mentally in-
ferigr people” involved in private security. |
cannot fault people who go out and work
for two dollars an hour instead of staying
home and leeching off the taxpayers via
welfare.—R. F, address withheld

| thoroughly enjoyed your article entitled
“This Gun for Hire" about the private-secu-
rity guards employed throughout the
United States. The piece reminded me of
an interesting experience that happened to
me about six months ago.

| was the catch man on a two-man radar
team working a semibusy sireet on a
Saturday night. Suddenly, | saw twin flash-
ing-blue lights coming down the street in
our direction (blue is used by most pri-
vate-security agencies, and red is used by
most police agencies in Texas). My partner
radioed "45" to me—fifteen miles above
the safe-speed limit—and identified the
vehicle as the "blue demon coming at me.”
| chased the vehicle six blocks before the
driver finally pulled over. Qut came a
private-security guard, brandishing a .44
Magnurm, six-inch barrel, captain's bars on
his collar, and he was very irate. As | was
writing the ticket, he kept bitching about
how he was on an emergency run. As |
handed him his copy of the citation, he
looked at it and then looked at me, saying "I
thought you all didn't write cops!” To which
| answered, “That's right, turkey, we don't."
—Name and address withheld

Housecall for Shonna

Concerning the secret desire of Shonna
Lynne, your April Pet of the Month (making
it with her physician during the course of a
routine physical), we must remind her that it
would be totally unethical for a doctor to
satisfy these apparently deep-seated,
Freudian frustrations. As we have been
carefully instructed in the “Sex and the
Physician” portion of our second-year psy-
chiatry course here in Downstate Medical
Center, a doctor must never mix pleasure
and his practice, at least not in this particu-
lar fashion.

However, in the case of Ms. Lynne, it
might seem appropriate that an exception
could be made, at least after office hours!
—B.S., Brooklyn, N.Y.

Garnered opinions
While reading in your April issue the article
on Garner Ted Armstrong and the World-
wide Church of God, | might have found
humor in Roger Neville Williams's portrayal
of this religious fanatical cult and their
extravagant, power-hungry, doomsday
preachers. But now, even at the age of
twenty and out of the church for five years, |
am still all too vividly filled with the emo-
tional and psychological crippling | suf-
fered while | grew up in this dogmatically
insane church.

When | was a little girl of four, my mother



Not every man
can handle Metaxa:

There's no easy way to describe the taste of Metaxa.
Except to say that it's definitely not one of your kid-glove
drinks. When you taste Metaxa, you
. know it. And you won't forget it.
N Metaxa comes from Greece, where
they understand such things.
The Greeks drink Metaxa straight,
by the fisttul. Or sometimes
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more sting.
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OSXAVIERA HOHANDE

CALLME MADAN

e Rather than cruising
around town to pick up some
young stud, try awakening
the animal in your

own husband.®

XAVIERAS LETTER
OF THE MONTH
I'm a twenty-five-year-old
wornan who for the past three
years has lived with a boy, age
twenty-one. The arrangement
has suited me rather well for
the rnost part. You see, I'm a
fairly big woman, though I'm
not exactly the beautiful-mode/
lype who attracts the big,
beautiful hunk of male. Be-
sides, I'm my own woman, and
I'm not looking to share the
roost with a dominating type.
My live-in mate, Rick, is a gen-
tle boy. I'm half-mother and
half-lover with him. Rick has a
rather menial job but has con-
tributed what he can to the liv-
ing expenses, By and large,
Rick is well behaved. How-
ever, he has one habit that's
bugged me from time to time.
He behaves well at home or
within a small group, but get
him in a group of five or more
people and he becomes a spoiled brat, a juvenile fool. Worse yet,
he'll start instlting me, and those insults hurt a great deal.

About a year ago, after one such degrading experience, | felt 'd
put up with all | could stand of this. | was really burned to a crisp by
his behavior in front of many good friends. Well, when we got
home, | picked up a hairbrush and literally cornered him between
the end of the sofa and the television table. After | had grabbed
hirm, I just turned him over my knee while | sat on the edge of the
sofa. His legs were well anchored beneath the television table,
and | pushed his head down on the sofa. After that it was a good,
solid, old-fashioned spanking for him. | took his pants down and
blistered his bare behind with a goad fifty bristiing whacks.

Rick cried for twenty minutes. But after a while he apologized,
saying he had deserved the punishment. He then confided that his
mother used to turn him over her knee—even when he was a
senior in high school.

[ told him that | loved him, but he could expect to be turned over

my knee if he ever tried making
a fool of me again. Since then
he's gotten a couple of spank-
ings fromme. All { have to dois
say, “Take down your pants for
me, or you'll be getting twice
as many spankings!"

Recently, his younger sister
came tovisit. Tina is a cute little
thing of seventeen. Somehow
the conversation got around to
the growing pains she and her
brother had experienced at
home. Suddenly, she asked
me, "What do you do when my
brother is naughty?" Unfortu-
nately, | didn't think before |
answered and just said, "l turn
Rick over my knee and spank
his bare bottom with a hair-
brush.” Tina clapped her
hands and said, "Oh, just
super. I'd love to see that."

“You're a few days laie," |
answered, telling her about the
blistering his ass had received
from me the previous Saturday.
Tina looked at her brother and said, teasingly, "Boy, look how red
his face is!" Rick would rather have been dead than red.

Only then did | think how badly I'd hurt Rick. And he wouldn't
speak to me for the rest of the day or the following morning. When |
got home the day after that, Rick had taken his things and left. |
found out where he was staying and sent him a little note of
apology, telling him | didn't think he should be so embarrassed. He
sent an answer: "How would you like it if | spanked your behind
and told the whole world?" .

I really miss Rick and have even thought of telling him that he
can give me a spanking If he wants to. What do you think,
Xaviera?—Ann

Your being ridiculed by him in front of friends is just as serious as
your humiliating him in the presence of his sister. Rick is right: he
got the punishment he deserved with your regular spankings. But
now you fruly deserve a punishment of your own. I'd say it wouldn't

Al inquiriE.ls are treated in confidence. Send to

Xaviera Hollander, Penthouse Magazine, 909 Third Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022,

Miss Hollander regrets that no private replies can be supplied.
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be a bad idea if you received a healthy
spanking for your slip of the tongue. Re-
member, you two may enjoy role playing
whereby you take the dominant part, but
don't carry a good thing too far. Rick is still
young, and you may have to moderate your
degree of dominance the older he be-
comes. He won't be your little boy forever.

THE TEASE THAT PLEASES

I'm a twenty-two-year-old, and | consider
myself to be very attractive. I'm also a
cockteaser. When | was in college, my
friend Carol and | would occasionally go
around campus braless or pantyless. The
guys loved it, but that's as far as we went;
we didn't have sex with any of the guys we
teased. Carol and | were both virgins.

After | graduated, | took a cross-country
bus ride to visit my parents in Arizona, After
arriving in Tucson, | had to catch a local bus
to where my folks live. There were about
twenty people on the bus, and | sat in the
back to smoke. Since the air conditioning
was not working, | felt very hot—and the
ride was going lto lake three hours.

Well, there was no one sitting in view af
me, and since the driver couldn't see me
either, | just took off my blouse and bra for
some relef from the heat. Still warm, | also
took off my crotchless panties. Later, when
| sensed myself getting drowsy, | slipped
the blouse back on but put my bra and
panties into a little night case. In five min-
utes | was sound asleep.

When | woke up, there was this hand-

some young man sitting next fo me. He
really turned me on, and he was staring at
my braless tits. We talked a little bit about
the extreme heat in the bus. He seemed to
be very shy and nervous, which turned me
on even more. As an excuse lo flash, |
asked him if he'd mind my taking off my
blouse. He nervously said he didn't mind.
So | took it off! He blushed instantly, and |
could see his cock harden. | soon took off
my skirt, exposing my hot pussy. He was
now trembling visibly.

To tease the guy even more, | pulled my
knees up to my chest and inserted my
finger into my pussy. Moments later, |
couldn't resist putting my bare foot on the
bulge in his pants. He sighed softly as my
toes moved back and forth over his cock.
Without further ado, | unzipped him and
slowly took his eight-inch cock into my
mouth as far as it would go. He came al-
most instantly, and we both enjoyed it

My pussy wanted his penis so much that
it was dripping onto the seat. My pubic hair
looked and felt like a throbbing rain forest.
But as | was about to direct his cock inta my
cunt, someone walked toward us at the
back of the bus. We quickly dressed—he
just zipping up—and luckily we were un-
noticed. Unfortunately, the bus was ap-
proaching my stop, and | had to prepare to
leave. No time for intercourse.

On the bus going back to the West
Coast, there were more passengers, and |
was sort of afraid to do any cockteasing. |
did, however, get a chance (o expose my

“You may now torture the bride.”
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bare boobs to a passing frucker. The guy
honked his horn in appreciation.

This all took place last summer Since
then I've become a full-fledged cockteaser,
but | usually end up giving a good fuck to
the guys | tease. Many of the guys are
younger than | am and let me be the
aggressor—and | enjoy it. Usually, | wear
tight jeans and crotchless panties to high-
light my pussy. | also wear a very tight top to
accent the nipples of my braless tits. | then
venture into a crowd and bump into the
best-looking dudes around.

Xaviera, | greatly enjoy cockteasing, and
rarely am | unsuccessful. However, if | don't
do any teasing, | generally won't feel like
fucking. This bothers me. Should | continue
cockteasing and not worry about it being
the only thing that turns me on? If | continue
doing it, should | let the guy be the aggres-
sor for a change?—K.M.

Since your story took place on a bus, | have
to tell you an anecdote regarding my stay in
Rio de Janeiro last February.

On my way—in a cream-colored Rolls
Royce—to a masked ball, | was accom-
panied by two young men. | was in a crazy,
exhibitionistic mood, wearing a low-cut yel-
low dress with lots of lace but nothing un-
derneath. Next to our car, on the crowded
avenue, was a big autobus. The bus was
filled with people, and all of a sudden | got
this urge to give them a little show. Quickly, |
began to caress the two boys' crotches. In
no time their pricks were hard, and the fel-
lows began feeling me up. Soon my tits
were hanging out of my decollete dress,
and my escorts were sucking on them as
their hands groped my pussy. Well, by this
time everybody watching from the bus was
getting pretty hysterical. At one point, in
fact, the bus almost smashed into the carin
front of us—the bus driver apparently for-
got to put his foot on the brake pedal.
Meanwhile, my boys got me so horny, play-
ing with my suntanned body, that | man-
aged to have an orgasm—I'm sure my au-
dience had something to do with that, too

I wouldn't worry about being too much of
a cockteaser. Just remember never to cry
rape when some man takes you up on your
overt flirting. If cockteasing turns you on,
go to it. However, | wouldn't give up on
other methods of self-arousal yet. They
may not be so exciting as cockteasing, but
they're worth trying. If at first you don't suc-
ceed ...

SEX IN THE CINEMA
I'm married to a Methodist minister and
have been for about twenty years. We're
very happily married, and | might add that
we have no children. But until recently | had
not had much real experience with sex. My
husband and | rarely have sexual relations
Then, a month ago, | went to the movies
alone, and that's when all the trouble
started.

| had been watching the film—an Ingmar
Bergman movie—for about half an hour
when a young fellow came in and sat next

fo me. He was quite allractive, about nine-
CONTINLED ON PAGE 150
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The morning after
I discovered martinis,

I'd really like to tell you
about the stupid night I first
discovered martinis...if only I
could remember.

[ do remember traveling

with Charlie at the time. I was /1“1 c

impressed with his knowledge
of back roads and where to get
the best chili in town and how to make
the best out of a bad hotel. Charlie
sure knew how to travel and he never
traveled anywhere without Alka-
Seltzer.

And, boy, do I remember the next
morning. I remember the shaft of light
that pierced my brain as I cracked
open the blinds to see where I was...
or if I was. Then I knocked my collar
pin off the dresser. I'll never forget that
deafening ping as it hit the floor, and,
as my hands went up to shield my ears,
[ knew I was in trouble.

R oerecl Alka-Selizer,

But there was good
old Charlie with his
good old Alka-Seltzer.
There was another
incredible din as the two
tablets hit the water — plop,
plop. and suddenly the room
was filled with the glorious roar of
bubbles —bubbles bursting, rushing
to the top of the glass like a thousand
gallant soldiers coming to the rescue.

I could scarcely believe the speed
with which they calmed my crazy
stomach and soothed my aching head.
But they did, Charlie, and if you're
reading this, thanks.

Today, I never travel anywhere
without Alka-Seltzer. And every once
in a while, I catch myself singing that
stupid song: Plop plop, fizz fizz, Oh,
what a relief it is.... But all I can say
1S, 1t 18, 1t 1S.

The Plop Plop Fizx Fizz Is Fast Fast.

Read the label, use only as directed. Alka-Seltzer® &% Miles Laboratories, Inc. €1977



Old Spice
Stick Deodorant
works up to

XX hours.

Our lawyers will only let us tell you that
Old Spice” Stick Deodorant works up to
24 hours.

In fact, on some people, Old Spice Stick
Deodorant actually works up to XX hours.

Since we can’t say how many hours
XX hours is, we'll just have to
content ourselves with
telling you this:

Old Spice Stick Deodorant
gives you fresh, clean

Old Spice fragrance and
protection up to 24 hours.

Give or take an XX

or two.
SHULTON
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A VIST WITH GRITS

BY ARTHUR COOPER

\ he cherry blossoms were gloriously in bloom, but everything else
about Washington was grim. The Hanafi Muslims were holding
Georgetown under siege and had closed down every movie theater

in town. All the fashionable bars and restaurants were empty because the
media folks who frequented those places were home riveted to their TV sets,
watching Barbara Walters interview Ben Bradlee and Sally Quinn about their
sex life. So, feeling somewhat ouit of sorts, | decided to wander over to the
White House for an uplifting chat with Grits.

I found him where | had expected, seated at the White House switchboard,
dialing out for weather reports, time checks, Henny Youngman jokes,
prayers, and (long distance) Cher. He cheerfully accepted all incoming calls,
including an explicitly obscene one from Ted Sorenson.

Grits escorted me into the Oval Office, and, once seated, he began to
complain about the satirical column Nicholas von Hoffman had written about
Washington in the April issue of Penthouse. So incensed did Grits become
that he was soon mashing buttons on one of the thirty-six phones on his desk
until he had gotten von Hoffman on the line.

“Nick, you nabob of negativism," he spluttered, “one more anti-
Washington slur and I'll see to it that no one picks up your trash . . .

“Oh, they haven't, huh? Not since Thanksgiving? Well, okay. But what you
say about crime justisn’t true. There's very little crime here in the capital,” he
shouted, slamming the phone into the cradle. Grits turned just in time to see
two hooligans making off with a television

house painter who was threatening to blow up Cicero, lll., unless Grits
learned to pronounce Zbigniew Brzezinski's name correctly.

Then, suddenly, as if possessed, Grits gently hung up the phone. His head
snapped back. His eyes stared blankly into space.

"Yes, Andy," he said, as | looked around to see if someone had entered the
room. No one had.

“Andy, you promised Sadat what? To turn Israel over to the Palestinians
and relocate the Israelis to Canal Street! Good God, Andy, that's crazy . . .

“Watch it, Andy. Watch who you're calling a honky . . ."

With a shrug of resignation, Grits turned to me. "Andy and | have this ESP
thing between us,"” he explained. “That's the only reason | keep him on. You
see, when | hired him, | thought | was hiring Julian Bond."

With that, Grits pressed a button on his desk, and in a flash a person
wearing a peanut costume, with the title “Under Secretary of Symbols"
emblazoned on a sash, entered from an adjoining office. He placed a yar-
mulke on Grits's head and draped a Hebrew prayer shaw! around his shoul-
ders, departing as Grits busied himself dialing long-distance,

“Shalom, Golda . . .

“Yes, | heard what Andy said. But you know what my position is . . .

“Well, | disagree. | think Tel Aviv and Haifa are defensible borders . . .

“Oh, yeah? Well, the same to your firstborn!”

The phone rang and Grits pounced.

“Yes, Henry, | got your letter, and it's a

sel, a dozen cardigan sweaters, and the
presidential seal.

Immediately, the phone jangled, and
Grits picked it up before the third ring.

“Hi, y'all, Anita . . .

“Dabgum, Anita! No reason to cut off
the orange juice supply to the White
House. You know | don't have any homos
around me . ..

“Well, he may comb his hair funny, but
you better be careful what you say about
Billy .. ."

Slamming down the phone, Grits mut-
tered: “A day without Anita is like a day
without crotch itch.”

For the next hour Grits joyously placed
calls all over the nation—to Farah Faw-
celt-Majors, suggesting that she wear a
bra; to Tip O'Neill, inquiring whether he'd
heard any good Korean jokes lately; to
California Gov. Jerry Brown, threatening
to send locusts once the statewide
drought ended; to a deranged Polish

fine réesume. But | have no openings . . .

“Yes, Henry, | know you can use
chopsticks better than Cyrus, but . . .

"l can so pronounce Zbi...,Zeb. ..,
Zub . . . Believe me, | can pronounce his
name. ..

“No, Henry, | don't need a good wire-
man, either . . .

“Henry, persistence pays, but you're
bugging me . . .

“What do you mean, who told me?. . .

The phones jangled on throughout the
afternoon, while from the lawn outside a
matronly brunette of fading beauty hurled
oranges through the Oval Office window.

Finally, | bade Grits good day, and he
escorted me to the door.

“Mr. President,” | inquired, finally get-
ting a chance to ask a question, “to what
do you attribute your great success?"

"Well,” he replied, ducking an orange,
"l guess it's because I've always had a
dial tone in my heart.”
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quint hard, and Broadway

looks a lot like Harlem did

during its jumping 1930s
heyday of black musicals and re-
vues. Marquee lights blink down on
The Wiz and Bubbling Brown
Sugar, on Your Arms Too Short to
Box with God and the black Guys
and Dolls. Me and Bessie is pulling
them in on the road, as are Porgy
and Bess and two companies each
of The Wiz and Bubbling Brown.
Revving up in the wings for next
season are On Toby Time, The
Josephine Baker Story, Aliss (a
black-and-white musical version of
Alice in Wonderland), and The
Evolution of the Blues.

At this very moment, five people
who have contributed creatively to
the black musical-theater explo-
sion and have survived to tell the
tale are telling the tale. Their proj-
ect, a backstage look at the thrills
and chills of creating an all-black
Broadway musical with an inte-
grated talent crew, goes by the
rather clunky title of A Broadway
Musical. (Shades of A Chorus
Line, perhaps?) Brainstormed by
Norman Kean, who produced Me
and Bessie and Don't Bother Me |
Can't Cope and worked as a gen-
eral manager on several other
black musicals, the new show is
expected on Broadway sometime
during the 1977-78 season. If
Kean's nervous colleagues in the
theater industry should let him and
his collaborators live so long.

A recent work session finds the
creative team all on hand: Kean, of

course, twitching with manic en-
ergy, book writer William F. Brown;
director George Faison; and com-
poser Charles Strouse and lyricist
Lee Adams. With the exception of
Faison, they are all white.

"Do you realize how many black
shows are represented in this
room?” Kean demands gleefully.
They start listing their credits in a
bewildering babble: The Wiz, Bes-
sie, Cope, Sizwe Bansi, The Island
.. . A black-and-white needlepoint
pillow behind Charles Strouse's
shoulder blade adds Golden Boy
to the list under discussion, which
the group finally abandons to pass
judgment on a new song that
Strouse and Adams have just
finished writing, two hours ago.

The song is called “The 1934 Hot
Chocolates Jazz Babies Revue,”
and it's gorgeous. Really gor-
geous. Sitting at the piano, Strouse
explains that the number will be
sung by an old black song-and-
dance man who is reminiscing
about the era of the great black
musical revues. The music has a
hot-jazz rhythm and a strong
melodic undertow, and the lyrics
pack a lethal kick that knocks ev-
erybody out. When Strouse gets
up from the piano, Lee Adams
shivers and rubs his eyes. Norman
Kean announces that he is crying.

A Broadway Musical, they say,
will be the distillation of all their col-
lective experience with black mu-
sicals. The show, which they lov-
ingly call "the monster,” features
as a character a white producer, a
small-time promoler out to make a
buck by capitalizing on the current
craze for black musicals. (*"We all
know a few producers like that,
don't we, guys?" Lee Adams says
dryly. The others snicker.)

Also getting their knocks in the
show: a songwriter who is more
interested in making the pop charts
than in writing theatrically workable
songs; a lead actor who deserts
the show in midstream to make a
movie; a director who has to be
replaced when the show threatens
to fall apart out of town; and an
idealistic black playwright who lets
the producer turn his serious
drama into a musical.

Since it also aspires to capture
the true spirit of brotherhood when
people of different races work to-
gether in artistic harmony, the
show will also have a lot of scream-
ing and fighting. "We're going to
expose all the dirt,” George Faison
promises. “Everything.”

Later, away from his partners,
Faison insinuates his lithe danc-
er's body into his low-slung MG
and maneuvers a wicked turn into

Director George Faison

the fresh air of Central Park. “You
bet things have changed in the
theater,” he grins. "Do you really
think that a couple of years ago |
could be up sitting in Charlie
Strouse's living room and talking
creatively with those guys?”

With grave politesse, he pon-
ders his passenger's query about
the almost unnatural affability and
creative harmony of the work ses-
sion. “It's coal,” he finally sanctifies
it. "We're always building these
nice little sand castles. But then |
always knock them down." His grin
suddenly growing devilish, he
adds, “I'm trying, subversively, to
do the story of The Wiz on them.”

George Faison tells the best, the
most hair-raising Wiz stories in
town. As the show's choreogra-
pher, he "saw it all. | saw the direc-
tors come and go. | saw people
fired all over the place. | saw every
cliche that ever happened in any
Broadway musical happen in that
show. Let me tell you, it was a cold
and heartless business, a ruthless
trip. Making a live musical fantasy
is heavier drama than Chekhov."

For Bill Brown, who wrote the
book for The Wiz, the heaviest part
of the trip was “my striking reaction
to George Faison and how drasti-
cally it changed." As the only white
person fraveling with the show out
of town, Brown experienced what
he calls “reverse segregation,” eat-
ing alone, keeping to his rooma lot,
and picking up vibrations of “re-
sentment and antagonism” from
his coworkers.
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“One night,” he remembers,
“George Faison really tore into me.
What did i really know about the
black experience that | could write
about it? It was a bitter meeting. It
was a desperate time. Now we're
partners in A Broadway Musical.
We've learned to work together
and respect each other, George
and I."

Apparently unconcerned that his
show is one of the models for Kean
and company's backstage musi-
cal, Wiz producer Ken Harper re-
flects on past headaches. He ad-
mits that he originally tried to find a
black writer for his show and
couldn't. “They all wanted a big fee

Grayson and Beatty in Sugar

up front. At the time, the black
exploitation films ware really hap-
pening, and black writers were
used to that kind of money.” Harper
had also tried to find a white direc-
tor for The Wiz, but “they all wanted
to bring their white liberalism into
this pure-fantasy project. They all
wanted to make their own racial
statement: to integrate the show, to
have a white wicked witch. All to
appease their own notions of racial
relevance. They didn't want to deal
with the fairy tale.”

Nowadays the black producer
has no trouble calling his own
shots. “People respect success,”
Harper says bluntly. “Before The
Wiz | was just a disc jockey to them.
Now everybody's jumping on the
bandwagon. It's okay. That's the
business ethic.”

The “"business ethic,” the eco-
nomics of the black-musical craze,

Haynes and Mills in The Wiz

is a subject that creeps into other
producers’ conversations when-
ever they're asked about the new
detente between blacks and
whites in the theater. To some of
them, it's the real reason for the
racial thaw that has helped to
launch A Broadway Musical.
“Martin Bubers there aren't in
this business," says Emanuel
Azenberg, who has produced and
managed enough shows to know
whereof he cracks his jokes. “No-
body produces a musical to make a
point,” he scoffs. “They do it to
make a buck. There weren't any
black productions at all on Broad-
way until people discovered there
was a market for them, a black au-
dience that would come down from
Harlem and pay for them. Black
musicals are the fashion now be-
cause these guys have figured out
that black musicals can make
money. When they stop making
money, people will start making
something else. Chinese musicals,
maybe. It's all economics.”
Producer Moe Septee, a white
man, also answers in the language
of economics when he is asked
about the new camaraderie be-
tween blacks and whites. One of
the producers of Bubbling Brown
Sugar and the black Guys and
Dolls, Septee feels that the current
détente of “cordial working rela-
tionships” is related to the in-
creased representation of blacks in
the unions. “Theater people have
always assumed that there was
less discrimination in their field

than in other industries. Maybe this
was true out in front, with the tal-
ent—but not backstage.”

In Septee's own experience,
working relationships are “much
more comfortable, much less cau-
tious now" because he no longer
has to deliver orders directly to
black creative artists. “Now your
people in authority can be black.
There are many qualified black di-
rectors and managers in the un-
ions today. As a producer, you can
leave it to them to handle your
problems.”

Basking in the new entente cor-
diale that has made a project like A
Broadway Musical possible, a lot
of theater people believe that the
forthcoming show reflects an eas-
ing of social tensions everywhere.
Others are a little more skeptical.

“The bottom-line truth of it is that
there's as much posing as there is
honest relationship,” Emanuel
Azenberg says. “This instant inti-
macy—it's bullshit. There are cul-
tural differences between whites
and blacks. Their color is their
color, their language is not your
language, and they do not live in
your neighborhood. They don't eat
matzo for Passover. They did not
have Jewish mamas; they had
black mamas. We're differe,...
Let's acknowledge it and go on
from there."

“Let's not call it lying," produc-
tion stage manager and director
Charles Blackwell adds. “Let's just
call it STP. Everybody's taking up
their Strategic Tactical Positions.
it's the nature of survival in this
business.” Blackwell ought to
know from survival. He broke into
the theater with the seminal 1957
black musical, Jamaica, and is one
of the industry’s few veteran black
stage managers. “People can talk
friendship if it makes them happy,”
he says with an airy gesture, “but
eventually it comes down to boss
and worker. The interdependen-
cies of mutual opportunism—that's
whal it's really all about.”

Remembering the manic work
session of A Broadway Musical,
you can't help wishing them luck.
But you also can't help wondering
how much of all this will come out
in their show—Marilyn Stasio

. otlong past the beginning
| of Robert Altman’'s 3
UL\ Women, after shyly ag-
gressive Pinky Rose (Sissy Spa-
cek), newly arrived in California
from rural Texas, has worked her
way into splitting the rent with Millie
Lammoreaux (Shelly Duvall) on
Millie’s place at the Purple Sage
Apartments, in the desert east of
Riverside, Millie drives the girl to
the apartment, where Pinky can
now begin sharing in the domestic
amenities of Millie's conspicuously
swinging-singles life-style.
Wide-eyed at her good fortune,
Pinky floats into the new apart-
ment, led by the proud and equally
pleased young Millie; and as she
gazes around the bright, immacu-
late rooms, which are smartly done
up in white, rust brown, and espe-
cially yellow (Milie's key color),
she has almost no words to ex-
press—and also no way of contain-
ing—her admiration. She mumbles
things like “It's beautiful!” while Mil-
lie beams back at her. And for
maybe five uninterrupted minutes,
3 Women becomes the loveliest
demonstration of benign human
contact | can recall having seen in
an American film of the 1970s.
It's a very simple scene, and yet
one enriched by its awareness of
the women's feelings, their powers
and vulnerabilities, their good
looks, and their momentary happi-
ness; and even by the fact that Mil-
lie, whose whole pathetic life might
have been ordered out of home-
makers' hints in Redbook or Wom-
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an’s Day, really has a fiair for deco-
rating her apariment and dressing
herself.

A typical Altman trick—to turn a
satirical portrait into a vignette of
genuine appreciation. It is also his
best kind of trick, the sort of thing
that kept redeeming Nashville and
that keeps redeeming 3 Wom-
en—at least, until other more
ominous and less interesting trans-
formations take over and sacrifice
the characters' lively subtleties in a
maze of deeper meanings.

But for as long as it lasts, in this
scene and throughout the long se-
quence establishing the relation-
ship between the characters Millie
and Pinky, 3 Women virtually glows
with a sense of hopeful, tentative
contact and with the warm intelli-
gence of two marvelous actresses
and a director who knows what to
do with them.

Sissy Spacek: dreamily eager

3 Women must be an especially
personal project for Altman, who
wrote, directed, and produced it,
and who keeps submerging his
happiest instincts in waves of mys-
terious significance. The beautiful
relationships might call to mind a
sunnier Ingmar Bergman, but the
prevailing, blatant symbolism
seems half dredged up from late
Fellini. In this case the distin-
guished influences are not a happy
combination.

Millie is a therapist at the Desert
Springs geriatric center, assisting
old folks through their baths and
exercises. She introduces her new
roommate to Dodge City, a ram-

Shelley Duvall: moving

bling bar and entertainment com-
plex, partly in shambles, that is run
by Edgar (Robert Fortier), a former
TV stunt man, and his silent, very
pregnant wife, Willie (Janice Rule,
the third woman of the film's title).
Willie paints murals, full of half-
reptilian, half-human figures of a
terrifying sexuality, and she paints
them mostly on the sides and bot-
toms of swimming pools—with
which the filmis, not so incidentally,
loaded.

One night, Millie, despondent at
having to recognize once again
that for all her looks and high style
she is the prime reject and laugh-
ingstock of the Purple Sage single
swingers, takes middle-aged
Edgar to bed with her. Pinky,
heartbroken, throws herself into
the apartment-house pool. She is
rescued, but not before she lapses
into a coma from which she will
awaken with a wholly new per-
sona. She will change yet again.
Millie, too, will change. Willie will
give birth—to a stillborm baby—but
her own transformation will be her
real issue. Everyone in 3 Women
has a shadow image—a twin, a re-
flection, or just a friend, who may
be waiting to take over one's total
being. And everyone important is
born again into that other manifes-
tation that she has all along been
becoming.

Fluid, the medium of birth, ap-
pears everywhere in the desert
world of 3 Women: in the baths and
pools, in the Cokes and beers, in
the system of tubes in the intensive

care unit that supports Pinky dur-
ing her coma, in a too convenient
tropical-fish aquarium through
which Altman photographs some
of the action, and especially in a
superimposed pattern of waves
that surge eerily across the screen
whenever Altman wants us to
know he has moved his film un-
derwater. Mysteries of youth and
age, the slow wading-pool ballet of
old patients and young female
therapists with which the movie
begins, the disturbingly ardent
lovemaking that Pinky's ancient
parents indulge in when they come
from Texas to visit her in the hospi-
tal—all this furnishes a potential
context, a bid for meaning, with
which the larger actions of the film
can function.

But Altman's ambiguities are al-
ways more insistent than useful.
And the mysteries—sacred mys-
teries—with which he loads his
story at every turning point may do
no more than vainly cover the fact
that there is no reason for that par-
ticular turn.

At its most profound, 3 Women
seems a pretentious bother. But at
its most commonplace, it is abso-
lutely luminous. To compare the
mysteries of the plot with the
lucidities of the initial character
portraits (fortunately, about half the
movie) is to understand the differ-
ence between a false and a real
sense of wonder, both in one film.
The latter is as natural, and almost
as miraculous, as breathing. The
other is like the unintelligible rites

of some bogus religion; worst of all,
it reduces to a series of gratuitous,
intellectualized schemes the po-
tential for a relationship that in
human terms had been so subtle
and fine.

Between Shelley Duvall and
Sissy Spacek, I'd hate to choose.
One moment | prefer Duvall for her
beauty and for being able to invest
her lonely, cruelly comic situation
with such touching—and funny—
dignity. The next moment | prefer
Spacek for her dreamy eagemess
(so much a part of her perfor-
mance in Carrie) and for what be-
gins to seem the most impressive
range of any young actress in
American film. Call it a draw, in 3
Women, between two winners. But
if anyone wants an excuse for per-
petuating the movie industry, just
giving Sissy Spacek a place to act
would be excuse enough.

Thomas Tobin's Fraternity Row
pretends to show you what it was
like to be young and alive and in a
prestigious eastern college in the
1950s. But as one who was young
and reportedly alive and in a pres-
tigious eastern college in the
1950s, | can assure you it's bunk.
The real thing, in fact, was bet-
ter—hornier, grubbier, more
glamorous, funnier, and altogether
more serious.

| remember a girl at a party once,
peering deep into my eyes and ask-
ing in all dumb seriousness
whether | was The Man in the Gray
Flannel Suit. Since | was wearing a

Peter Fox, Robert Oram, and Gregory Harrison in Fraternity Row
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gray flannel suit at the time, | al-
lowed as how | might be. Fraternity
Row operates at about that lev-
el—the girl's, not mine. The story
has to do with whether or not some
bright-eyed young people should
conform to fratemity-sorority pres-
sures. It is all tied in with the curse
of the McCarthy witch-hunts
(though by 1954, the film's specific
time, Senator McCarthy was al-
ready meeting his nemesis in the
U.S. Army hearings), and it leads
to an absolutely stupefying climax,
with a hazing-ceremony tragedy in
which the best and the brightest
and most liberal of the Gamma Nu
Pi pledges chokes to death on a
piece of raw liver.

But the real dramain the film has
more to do with whether it can find
a viable meeting ground between
college and “college” as it existed
in those 1950s B-movies, with all
the starlets bursting out of their
State U. sweaters and the boys
wearing turtlenecks to cover the
middle-age chin sags that were al-
ready beginning to show.

Fraternity Row thus combines
the worst of two worlds, being both
too young and realistic, on the one
hand, and spiritually too inauthen-
tic and acne-free, on the other,
ever to make the grade—despite
an inundation of those magic
radios that appear only in movies
and that never stop broadcasting
the 1954 Hit Parade's Top Ten ex-
cept for an occasional Halo sham-
poo jingle. If you could make a
movie with background effects,
this might be a movie. But since
you also need actors, actresses,
talent, ideas, and, one hopes, a
dash of passionate purpose—all of
which are missing—this isn't so
much a movie as it is a tribute to
raw ambition, coated over with
easy, nostalgic sentiment and even
easier idealism. Perhaps someday
Hollywood will feel enough in touch
to do a movie about undergraduate
life that looks as if somebody in-
volved in the production actually
went to college.

Meanwhile, you would be well
advised to go the other way. Your
best bet remains the Marx
Brothers in Horse Feathers.—
Roger Greenspun

portswriting is commonly

perceived by both its prac-

titioners and its consumers
to be a highly specialized form of
communication. Like business writ-
ing, clinical writing, cookbook writ-
ing, automotive-repair-manual
writing, and how-to-have-an-
orgasm writing, it is surrounded by
a penumbra of expertise and in-
vested with what has proved to be
a generally controlling mythology.

This mythology has grown from
a modest kernel of truth. Knowl-
edgeability is generally a useful
commodity in writing, and the ob-
server who has seen a thousand
basketball games will notice things
that he missed when he watched
his first. And sports fans do include
a high proportion of those whose
lips move when they read, so that
some strong presumptive evi-
dence has always been available
for the proposition that sportswrit-
ing must be kept simple.

The rest of it is hogwash, and
even the two modest propositions
I've put forward are more likely
than not to prove a delusion and a
snare. The trouble with knowl-
edgeability, for openers, is that the
number of gifted people who are
willing to sit through a thousand
basketball games, and then to
write them up for money, is quite
sharply delimited. That literary
“processing” of an athletic event
quickly becomes dreadfully bor-
ing—except to the proverbial
small mind who, given a small toy,

can amuse himself indefinitely, or
to that rare fanatic capable of total
immersion in a sport while at the
same time retaining a sharp and
critical eye for its complexities.
There are not, | imagine, a dozen
and a half such fanatics in the en-
tire country whose zeal is mated to
any literary capability whatever.
And even these elect are subject to
repression—or reassignment—for
failure to consider the lip movers.

To the publisher, sports repre-
sent entertainment: like the com-
ics, a vehicle for selling newspa-
pers to the lip movers and other
insular people indifferent to the
events that shape their lives. There
is a natural impulse in such a situa-
tion to forbid throwing sand in the
playpen.

But here we come to a paradox,
for spectator sports have become
the most palpable common de-

scene, contributed by other ex-
perts.

There is something splendidly
decadent about all this, for sports
is still just people playing games;
and the investment of journalistic
and literary talent in taking those
games seriously is as symbiotically
depraved as the mass spectator-
ship of the games that makes tak-
ing them seriously so profitable.

This decadence produces
strange inversions of journalistic
values. In the early 1960s the Ar-
kansas Gazette at Little Rock was
probably the best paper of its size
in the country (as it still may be).
The Gazette was also outspoken
on racial issues. Yet the first con-
tingent from its staff to hit the Uni-
versity of Mississippi after the vio-
lent insurrection there against ra-
cial desegregation was not a crew
of race-relations reporters but of

Joe Namath: hot flashes on the gridiron

nominator shared by American
males. The sports page of today is
anything but a diversion from the
ways of the real world, and the
successful sports editor is the one
who exploits as many angles as
possible. Thus the ideal sports
page features blow-by-blow re-
ports of yesterday's contests, each
account readily apprehensible to
the lip readers; columns of “color”
reportage and ideologizing that are
written in real (as distinguished
from sports) English; and knowl-
edgeable commentary on the fi-
nances, politics, legal battles,
player-owner standoffs, and gen-
eral sociology of the current sports

sportswriters, come to chronicle
the epic contest between Ole Miss
and the University of Arkansas for
supremacy at football.

Anyone sensitized to such dubi-
ous journalistic deployments will
have no difficulty spotting scores of
them nowadays. By far the largest
contingent of U.S. journalists to
visit Canada since that country’s.
confederation showed up in
Montreal for the Olympic games.
They spent weeks stumbling over
each other while, beneath their
feet, the very province of Quebec
trembled to secessionist impulses
that went (and still go) virtually un-
reported.
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The current crop of sports books
includes some that bear, in unex-
pected ways, on the consid-
erations here submitted. One of
them, Joe Namath and the Other
Guys, by Rick Telander (Holt,
Rinehart, and Winston, $7.95),isa
fascinating if somewhat mushy ex-
amination of the relationship of
sports and personality to enter-
tainment and finance.

Namath, in brief, is a man of hot
flashes on the gridiron, capable of
brilliant passing but dreadfully un-
even in his performance. For years
now he has been in decline. Yet
Broadway Joe rivals Babe Ruth as
adrawing card, an achievement for
which his escapades and com-
mercial persona outside the
stadium are clearly responsible.
Heis a full-fledged celebrity, one of
those people who have in the past
decade or so come into flower, not

Oakland may have better quarter-
backs, but they don't have the
media outlets or Namath's arrest-
ing personality.

Telander has also just published
a much better book, Heaven Is a

Playground (St. Martin's, $8.95), .

in which he reports on the life of
inner-city youngsters whose exis-
tence revolves around playground
basketball courts in Brooklyn. The
author, who himself was a suc-
cessful football player at North-
western, is a sharp observer with a
finely tuned ear. | incline toward the
suspicion that he wrote Namath for
money and Heaven for love. Buthe
is: a significant new talent and a
great pleasure to read.

The David Kopay Story (Arbor
House, $8.95) is, as they say, the
road apple in the punch bowl of
spectator sports. It is the con-
fessional reminiscence of Kopay,

as achievers, but as “personali-
ties"—people somewhat larger
than life and immune from its rules.
Fans pay to see Namath play, not
because he wins, but because he
is Namath. And the New York Jets
play him because people come to
see him.

Namath thus constitutes a sub-
version of Vince Lombardi's fa-
mous maxim. For Joe and the Jets,
winning is not necessarily anything
much, for it is not necessary to the
gate. As Telander wisely notes in
this book, Namath's New York
locus has been crucial to his as-
cension beyond the spheres of ath-
letics and mortality. St. Louis and

——
D I PDDRD

who played pro football for ten
years, who weighs 205 pounds,
and who is ahomosexual. Kopay is
not Jean Genet, and neither is his
coauthor, Perry Deane Young; but
they have put together an intelli-
gent and moving book that rup-
tures the conventional stereotypes
about the playpen and about
homosexuality.

Kopay's professional career
foundered after he had played with
the San Francisco Forty-niners,
the Detroit Lions, the Washington
Redskins, the New Orleans Saints,
and the Green Bay Packers. He
unburdened himself about his sex-
ual preferences in 1975, in an

Rick Strauss

David Kopay: first to come out of the locker-room closet

interview with Lynn Rosellini of the
Washington Star. At the time,
Rosellini had just published the
first extensive examination of
homosexuality in sports and had
interviewed some gay athletes—
some of them in considerable de-
tail—but did not have a single
name to quote. Kopay was the first
to come out of the locker-room
closet. He brought with him the
word that he had not been alone in
there.

Sports officialdom reacted with
an understandable hysteria. All
male athletics, but especially foot-
ball, are presumed to draw their
power from the equation of prow-
ess with masculinity. What are
sports on television (which is
where we see them these days) if
not a vicarious experiencing of the
achievements of supermen? If
some of the supermen like to sleep
with men, then whose sexual iden-
tity can be considered secure and
beyond suspicion? To the Ameri-
can public, these seem to be rather
nightmarish questions, posed at
the edge of a feared and un-
fathomed pit.

Dorcas Susan Butt sheds some
light on these matters in Psychol-
ogy of Sport (Van Nostrand
Reinhold, $6.95, paper). She is a
clinical psychologist and was
Canada's top-ranked woman ten-
nis player in 1960, 1961, and 1967.

Dr. Butt stresses that “the sexual
behavior of the male athlete would
be in keeping with public percep-
tion"—that s, straight. But she also
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asserts with equal assurance that
“the male athlele cannot be con-
sidered to have a healthy sexual
adjustment.” The second premise
is psychology; the first is hearsay.
Only guardedly does she discuss
homosexual and other sexual pair-
ings between coaches and young
athletes. But on the subject on
which she must be presumed best
informed personally, female ath-
letes, she reports that the emer-
gence of lesbian ties is “extreme-
ly likely.”

All this is ultimately unsatisfac-
tory and softheaded. But | hasten
to add that discussion of sexual is-
sues is the weakest aspect of Dr.
Butt's book. She is an intelligent
observer and is professionally
competent. She writes with a cer-
tain crispness and keeps the jar-
gon of her profession under com-
paratively tight rein.

Two examples of sports (or
nonreal) writing that | mention only
to excoriate are There Were
Giants in Those Days, by Gerald
Eskenazi (Grosset and Dunlap,
$10), and Red Auerbach, by Au-
erbach and Joe Fitzgerald (Put-
nam, $8.95). Eskenazi writes of the
New York (football) Giants from
1954 to 1963 with the sensibility of
a fan and the language of a hack.
The Auerbach autobiography is
the same sort of enterprise. | don't
know whether Fitzgerald always
writes this badly or couldn't get a
look in on the book. For the mo-
ment, it hardly matters.—Patrick
Owens




en years after his death,
John Coiltrane is still the
most influential musician
in jazz. The nasal-sounding, high-
pitched soprano saxophone that
he brought back from obscurity is
now in the arsenal of virtually every
reed player, and almost everyone
plays it Coltrane style. In the do-
main of tenor saxophone, Col-
trane’s principal horn, his influence
is equally inescapable. The band
he led during the 1960s, with its
thunderous drumming, Eastern
bass drones, and shimmering
piano, is still a standard against
which jazz combos are judged.
The only other jazz musician of
the last twenty years whose stature
has equaled Coltrane's is Miles
Davis. Lately, the moody, bitter-
sweet sound of Davis's trumpet
has been obscured by wah-wah
pedals and fuzztone, and his
bands have tended to parrot rock
and funk clichés, But when he was
making his most important
recordings—the late fifties through
the late sixties—Davis created
works of timeless, melancholy
beauty that have yet to be equaled.
The appearance of important,
previously unreleased works of
either of these imposing figures
would be cause for rejoicing, but
recently both Coltrane’s The Other
Village Vanguard Tapes (ABC/
Impulse) and Davis's Water
Babies (Columbia) were exhumed
from record-company vaults. The
Coltrane album, a two-record set,

dates from the 1961 engagement at
New York's Village jazz spa that
produced “Chasin’ the Trane,”
“Impressions,” and other master-
pieces. The Davis recording
comes from the late sixties, when
Miles was recording In a Silent
Way, experimenting with electronic
instrumentation, and altering the
face of contemporary jazz. The as-
sisting musicians on both albums
went on to become stars; Col-
trane’s band included saxophonist
Eric Dolphy, pianist McCoy Tyner,
and drummer Elvin Jones, while
Davis had Wayne Shorter, Herbie
Hancock, Chick Corea, and Tony
Williams. The music these men
played lives on in most of the jazz
one hears today, and it is of such
astonishing excellence on these
two albums that one wonders why
they were not released before.
Although the two Coltrane discs

Coltrane and Davis (below) in the '60s yet to be equaled

together, with a few more circulat-
ing among collectors of bootleg is-
sues. Dolphy solos on five of the
six tunes on The Other Village
Vanguard Tapes, making it an un-
usually important document. As
Bill Cole noted in his recent book
John Coltrane (Schirmer/Macmil-
lan, $12.95), “Each was so pro-
foundly fluent on his instrument
that whatever one played, it would
just take the other to a higher musi-
cal level.”

The Cole book is the third study
of Coltrane to be published. The
others, J. C. Thomas's Chasin’ the
Trane (Doubleday) and C. O.
Simpkins's Coltrane: A Musical
Biography (Herndon House), add
lo the mystique, clash over
whether Coltrane was an evolved,
spiritual man (Simpkins) or a neu-
rotic (Thomas), and leave the
reader confused. Cole's book may

Y /

were recorded earlier than the
Miles record, the sets that they re-
produce are more ambitious and
challenging. The great saxophon-
ist was breaking away from the
standard song forms he had previ-
ously worked within, developing a
freer, more open-ended approach
to jazz improvisation. His associ-
ate in this endeavor was Dolphy, a
saxophonist with a speechlike
plasticity to his phrasing and a cry-
ing, wounded tone. The Col-
trane-Dolphy collaboration has
never been satisfactorily repre-
sented on records. In fact, there
have officially been only five tracks
available of the two men playing

be too technical for many, and his
prose style is sometimes dense,
but John Coltrane is the first
lengthy musical analysis of Col-
trane’s career to be published; and
its detailed chronology will help the
serious listener to place The Other
Village Vanguard Tapes in histori-
cal perspective.

The double album re-
flects

Coltrane’s constant concern with
experimentation. On it he offers al-
ternate, markedly different ver-
sions of such familiar themes as
“Spiritual” and “India.” The rendi-
tion of “Spiritual" that takes up the
entire fourth side of The Other Vil-
lage Vanguard Tapes—there is a
shorter “Spiritual" on side one—is
a marvel of sustained intensity and
invention, with Garvin Bushell pro-
viding a deep, spooky croaking on
contrabassoon under tenor and
soprano solos by Coltrane and a
squiggling bass-clarinet improvisa-
tion from Dolphy. On “India” the
instrumentation of the Coltrane
quintet is expanded to include a
Middle Eastern oud, an oboe, and
an added bass. Throughout the
album the music's celebratory en-
ergy is matched by a feverish
sense of discovery.

Miles Davis's Water Babies is a
cooler, more reflective album. Five
of the six compositions were writ-
ten by saxophonist Wayne Shorter,
who went on from the Davis band
to help found one of the most cre-
ative jazz-rock groups of the sev-
enties, Weather Report. They re-
fiect his concern with crisp, clipped
melodic statements and mys-
terious harmonic undercurrents.
On his “"Water Babies," for exam-
ple, the mood of a bright, skipping
tune for trumpet and tenor
saxophone is darkened by an
ominous rumbling in the lower
range of Herbie Hancock's piano;
Tony Williams keeps an aquatic
swishing going on his cymbals
throughout the piece. “Dual Mr.
Tillman An-

thony,” the
only Davis

composi
tion in-
cluded,

Kwame Brathwaite




Aaron Marlay

‘Queen of the neighborhood"

is more overtly emotional—al-
most a rhythm-and-blues piece,
in fact. Williams really displays
his mastery here, socking out a
back beat while embroidering
a tricky filigree around it. Davis
steps out with a stabbing, incisive
trumpet solo—one of his best from
this period—and Herbie Hancock
and Chick Corea interact with
salutary keyboard subtiety.

These recordings sound un-
compromisingly modern despite
their age, and there are lessons to
be learned from them. By using
electronics selectively, along with
acoustic instruments, Miles Davis
was able to achieve a clarity and
definition in his work that later
jazz-rock, including his own recent
albums, lacks. The selfless give-
and-take between his musicians is
equally exemplary, especially
when one contrasts it with the
going-for-myseilf attitude of so
wmany modern jazz-rockers. The
Coltrane album, too, is notable for
its freshness and innocence. Many
of the devices and practices that
Coltrane introduced—the hypnotic
one-chord vamps, the fierce, over-
blown shrieks on the saxo-
phone—have been driven into the
ground by less capable players,
but here they are still capable of
eliciting awe. A. B. Spellman once
wrote that Coltrane was “cultivat-
ing the marvelous,” and one still
marvels at these performances,
sixteen years after they were re-
corded.—Robert Palmer

Every month the record industry's
list of new releases primarily com-
prises first albums by unknowns,
who are seeking to make them-
selves very well known. For these
new groups and artists, this is the
make or break point, and their
debut is accompanied with the
usual publicity, invariably claiming
that the unsuspecting world is
about to experience another musi-
cal revelation, sometimes even a
complete renaissance.

All this hype lasts a very short
while, however, if the records don't
catch on. Then the fanfare dies
down to a few coughs as the dust
settles and the hopes and hopefuls
return to whence they came: the
record business's twilight zone.
Out of nowhere into nowhere.

One group waiting to see if they
catch fire is Flame, five men and a
female vocalist who are all from
New York. Flame's first LP is titled
Queen of the Neighborhood. The
album is more than surprisingly
good for a first effort—it's surpris-
ingly good by any standards. Not
since Bruce Springsteen exploded
into our consciousness with Born
to Run (and certainly more so than
Johnny and the Asbury Dukes,
Patti Smith, Boston et al.) has a
pure rock-n'-roll group been so
good.

From the first song, the album
has a raw and original sound to it.
Each track is an independent, am-
bitious capsule of rock. As a whole,

Aaron Morlay

the album shows that it has roots
stretching beyond neighborhood
streets back to the beginnings of
rock. But Flame plays from the
streets all right—the music some-
times actually brings the chill of
outdoors inside.

Since talent is no guarantee of
making it in today's pop world, it's
not enough to say that Flame
abounds in it or that their songs
“Beg Me" (the group’s single),
“Long Time Gone," and “Queen of
the Neighborhood” are refreshing
rock anthems. Flame deserves
to make ‘it. The record business
needs more groups like this to re-
store some of its leaking vitality.

Most of the vitality of Flame's
performance is put there by lead
singer Marge Raymond, an incred-
ible vocalist who goes at musical
notes as if she were wreaking ven-
geance on them. A lesser vocalist
could never give the group the dis-
tinct sound that Raymond does.
Her presence is magnetic, and she
sings and looks like a diamond in

Marge Raymond and Flame: waiting to see if they catch fire

the rough.

The man who translates Flame's
raw sound into the finished cut is
the group’'s producer, arranger,
and manager, Jimmy lovine.
lovine, who has already en-
gineered for John Lennon and
Springsteen and who is currently
Patti Smith's producer, is one of the
youngest and hottest new produc-
ers on the circuit and has the same
sort of musical vision that distin-
guished Phil Spector in his early
career. It was also lovine who
brought the band together, and
even he was pleasantly surprised
by the group’s first results. Was
Queen of the Neighborhood a
fluke? “No," he replies. “l just didn't
think we'd get it together this
quickly.”

Of course, Flame hasn't made it
yet. Butl their record company,
RCA, is genuinely enthused about
the group, and that's an encour-
aging sign. This is one lick of musi-
cal fire that really deserves to
catch.—Bob Guccione, Jr. O+
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Tryone
More.

If you've already tried More, you
know it’s like any really good cigarette.

Only more.

More is longer. And it burns slower.
So. you get more time to enjoy those
extra puffs of smooth, mild taste.

If you haven't tried More, what are
you waiting for? It's got everything
you've always wanted in a cigarette.

Only more.

——

FILTER: 21 mo. "tar”, 1.5 mg. nicatine, MENTHOL: 21 mg. "rar”,
1.6 mg. nicoting, av. per cigarette, FTC Report DEC. '76.

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.
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In Vietnam they were killers, as
civilians they were
bored stiff. So hundreds of blooded grunts
went looking for another fight—and
they found it in Rhodesia.

SOLDIERS
OF FORTUNE

BY JOSEPH B. TREASTER

SALISBURY, Rhodesia—They never felt so alive, as
when they were looking death in the face in Vietnam.
They'd gotten to like being shot at and shooting back,
wading through the paddies, and walking for days,
bent under a heavy pack, lying stone-still half the night
in ambush.

When the rest of America had had enough and the
war had staggered to a halt, the fellows who'd pulled
two, three, even four and five tours in Vietnam, felt lost.
They came home halfheartedly to jobs as bartenders
and shipping clerks, parking-lot attendants, whatever
they could pick up with resumes that began "high-
school graduate” and ended “squad leader, infantry.
special knowledge: heavy weapons, demolitions.”
Some couldn't find work. Some went back to schoal.
But nothing they did had the zing of combat.

“It's all a matter of what your occupation is,” said
twenty-seven-year-old Thomas Dillon, who literally
grew up in the Vietnam War. "Once you're doing it long
enough, it's your occupation. Mine is soldiering.
There's nothing else | can do."

It's taken a while, but Dillon and several hundred
other Americans have found a place where they can
practice their trade. They've signed on as regular
soldiers for the southern African country of Rhodesia,
fighting to keep in power a government of white
settlers which rules a population that is 95 percent
black.

The U.S. government frowns upon Americans serv-
ing in Rhodesia, but whether or not it is a punishable
offense has not been definitively tested. Because of
this uncertainty, the mercenaries interviewed for this
article requested that their names be changed.

There is no end in sight to the war. Rather, it has
become increasingly bitter during the last six months
as efforts by the United States and Britain to bring
about a negotiated settlement have failled. The
gravest fears of the Rhodesians are that Cuban or
other foreign troops will enter the fighting on the side
of the guerrillas, as happened in Angola, spreading
the war—now confined generally to the borders—
throughout the country. Already white settlers are flee-
ing the counltry at an average of 1,100 a month.




There are estimated to be at least 450
Americans in the Rhodesian army, and
more are arriving every week. The Ameri-
cans form the largest group in a total of
about 1,250 foreigners in the 25,000-man
army, followed closely by Englishmen, then
by a variely of Europeans. Most are single,
between nineteen and forty years old. But a
few have taken wives and children to Rho-
desia.

Besides their love of wartime military life,
most of the Americans and other foreigners
fighting in Rhodesia have another thing in
common: they hate communism. And for
them, that is the issue in Rhodesia. With
these soldiers, the argument doesn't cut that
the blacks are fighting to determine their
own destiny, to be able to vote and own
property without restrictions and go to the
same schools and hospitals as do the
whites. They believe, as the white govern-
ment contends, that most blacks are happy
with things as they are, that only a few want
radical change, and that this small group is
being manipulated by Communisis who
hope eventually to rule the country. The
radical blacks are taking weapons from the
Communists now, the government says,
and later they will be taking political orders.

“I've not been one to fall for this black
nationalism bit," said one American. "You
look at all the countries that've been liber-
ated with Communist help. They've all
gone down. They've not been liberated,
really They've just got a worse kind of
hondage.”

Most of the Americans in Rhodesia be-
lieved that they were in Vietnam to stop
communism, and they are bitter that "the

politicians” made them give up the fight
when they thought they were winning.

“We didn't lose a single baltle, and those
assholes made us get out,” Dillon said ane
morning as he tossed down Lion beers with
half a dozen other foreign soldiers in the
lounge of the Ambassador Hotel in Salis-
bury. “In 1971 and 1972 we had complete
control of that country, and we just left. We
Just guit because of politics and to save
somebody's ass. Peace with honor, bull-
shit. They sold us up the river, man. We won
the war. We won, and they sold us out—
made it look like we lost. One minute we
thought we had won the war; the next thing
we were on a plane heading home, and
they said we'd lost—some little North Viet-
namese son of a bitch checking our names
off as we gol on the plane, and he probably
wasn't within 100 miles of the fighting. The
little son of a bitch. He's lucky | didn't grab
hirm by the neck and kil him."

As Dillon talks, he is like a glow plug,
setling off explosions in the other soldiers,
Across the table cluttered with beer bot-
tles, the face of Rabert Kaplan, Jr, a thirty-
lwo-year-oid former marine with three Pur-
ple Hearts from Vietnam, is reddening, his
jaw twitching.

“You could even say I'm over here for
revenge from 'Nam," he says. "They fucked
us over in 'Nam. All them people died for
nothing—=50,000. They're Communists, all
of 'em. | don't care what color they are.
There's nothing worse than a Cormmunist,
than a Communist sympathizer. Comrade
Tunney, Comrade Kissinger, and the rest of
them fucks. | want to fight a fucking war we
can win. I'm tired of losing because the

political bosses don't have the balls. We've
got a government here that wants to fight,
even if the American government is too
chicken-shit to get off their asses.”

Rhodesian officials insist that the Ameri-
cans fighting for them are not mercenaries,
because they join the service for a mini-
mum of three years, as Rhodesian citizens
do, and they gel the same pay, which is
about $338 a month for a private and
ranges from $895 to $988 for a captain, But
to many of the Americans, the Rhodesians
seem to be playing with words.

“If they want to believe they don't hire
mercenaries, that's up to them,” said Dil-
lon. “We're mercenaries.”

"We're gentlemen at large,” said another
American. "We're no different from the
guys working for [.B.M. in Venezuela. They
kill by computer. We use rifles.”

Dillon, who is tall and slender and has a
sandy bush of a mustache, spent eleven
days as a mercenary in Angola befare he
joined the Rhodesian army, and he figures
that there will be more mercenary work for
him somewhere after Rhodesia.

He first went to Vietnam as an eighteen-
year-old paratrooper. As with so many of
the Americans now fighting in Rhodesia,
the peculiar world of fire bases and C-
rations, search-and-destroy missions and
air assaults, close buddies and dead bud-
dies, became Dillon's home, The army was
his family and teacher. After he had spent
three years in the war, a colonel told him
and his best friend that they'd been "run-
ning around here like wild animals for too
long" and sent them back to the States
“But," said Dillon, "we were back over there

Robert K. Brown is tilting back in a little
stenographer's chair, his cowboy boots
up on his desk. The green beret that he
wore in Vietnam is dangling from a metal
bookshelf lined with such titles as Coup
d'etat, A Praclical Handbook; and Liv-
ing with Terrarism.

"This country's becoming filled with
pussies,” he says with disgust, "a bunch
of spineless namby-pambies who
wouldn't fight if their lives depended on
it." Foreign policy has gone wrong, too,
he says: "You can't assume the other
guy's going to be-a nice guy. People
who believe thal you can have got their
heads up their ass so far they can't see
daylight.” .

He pauses to pack a fingerful of Skoal
snuff into his lower lip. “| have as little
respect for conservatives as | have for
the liberals: no balls. They all run off at
the mouth," he says. "But when you say,
‘Hey, give us some money so we can run
over and hit Cuba,’ they just say, 'Oh, we
couldn’t do that." Sorry, fuckers.”

ROBERT BROWN
CAN MAKE YOUAKILLER

Brown himself is clearly no pussy.
He's not very big—perhaps five feet ten
inches and 175 pounds, but he's cocky
to the point of combativeness. He jogs
and swims to stay trim, doesn't smoke,
and rarely drinks. When he leaves home
in Boulder, Colo., for New York or
Chicago, he often packs a custom-built
9 mm automatic. He's proud of the
shrapnel that he caught in Vietham and
not completely embarrassed when he
admits he spent years in the 1960s cook-
ing up schemes lo harass Fidel Castra.

At forty-four, he's had all kinds of
he-man jobs: ranch hand and logger,
armored-car guard, forest-fire fighter,
private defective, and others. And now
he's the publisher of a magazine called
Soldier of Fortune, which tells more
about mercenaries and the high adven-
ture of smoking rifie barrels and reeking
corpses than any other periodical that
has ever hit the streets of America. The
magazine is Brown himself speaking,
firing frorm the gut with what's right about

America. We could have won it in Viet-
nam, we could have pulled it out for
those boys in Angola, and we ought to
be in Rhodesia right now. It is the disap-
pointed patriot finding words,

More than half of Brown's readers are
men with military experience, and most
of these men are Vietnam veterans, he
says. “There's an enormous feeling that
we were sold out in Vietnam," Brown
says, “and that's what has got a lot of
Vietnam vels interested in this kind of
aclivity . . . a feeling of frustration over
Vietnam."

The magazine is put together
reported and written—by men who have
spent a good deal of their adult lives
sallying forth 1o Latin America, Africa,
and Asia, flying bush planes, jumping
out of transports, creeping along damp
jungle floors, playing at commando
games with real bullets, with hand gre-
nades and chunks of plastique that
leave bodies looking like hamburger.

There's never enough money in this
CONTINUED ON PAGE 122
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You know it’s just a matter of time.
You're a white rum drinker.

You never were short on confi-
dence. You're used to following
your feelings—and being right.

You used to be a gin and vodka
drinker, but when you discovered
something better you didn't care
what everyone else was drinking.

You made the break to white
rum. Not just to be different. But
because you always appreciated
things made with extra care.

All'white rum from Puerto Rico
is aged for a full year or more.

For ree."White Rum Classics’ recipes, wrile: Puetlo R

Gin and vodka, on the other
hand, are not aged at all.

The extra care that white rum
gets results in a smoothness you
won't find in gin or vodka.

That's what makes a white rum
and tonic so refreshing, a white rum
martini so velvety, and white rum
and other mixers so likeable

To a white rum drinker it's no
surprise when everything N
goes smoothly. ' i

PUERTO RIKCAN RUMS =

in Rums, Dept H-21, 1290 A

¢ 1977 C
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Don't let the

squecze you

Well friends, you heard what the man said.

Some sacrifices will have to be made.

But getting info a Volkswagen won't be
one of them.

Volkswagens may look like small cars,
but only on the outside.

Inside is another story altogether.

A VW Rabbit, for example, has (incred-
ibly!) more space for people than 19 other
cars in its class, including Monza, Mustang,
Pinto, Sunbird, Datsun F-10, and Toyota
Celica.

The Rabbit also has (shockingly!) more
trunk space than 34
other cars, including
Cadillac Seville,
Thunderbird,

e ¥

Camaro,
Monza, Nova, %
Comet, Star-

'_J/,b.*"“

fire, Firebird, Skylark and Ventura.

These are official U.S. Government sta-
tistics, by the way, published in the official
Environmental Protection Agency 1977 Gas
Mileage Guide.

The Rabbit also goes like a bat out of you-
know-where. From 0 to 50 in 7.7 seconds is
sports car performance.

Moving along smartly to our Dasher. We
hope you'll be floored to learn that the VW
Dasher Wagon, according to the same EPA
guide, has more trunk space than any
wagon in its class made by any other manu-
facturer. Meaning General Motors, Ford,
Chrysler, Datsun, Toyota.




info a small car.

—— ;| - car in its class
made by any—re-

peat any —manutacturer.
All the new Volkswagens
were made for the times that
are on us now. All three get
24 MPG in the city, Rabbit
and Scirocco get 37 MPG
on the highway, Dasher
gets 36. (EPA estimates
with standard transmission.

Actual mileage depends

on how and where you

drive, optional equipment,
quite that much and the car’s condition.)
space, Dasher Yet even with all this economy, there is
also comes in a beautifully appointed  nothing quite like them for their combination
2-door Hatchback and 4-door Sedan. Yet  of handling, performance, reliability, safety,
both Dashers have way more passenger  space and just plain wisdom of design.
room and trunk room than any Japanese You're going to appreciate them. Better
car in their class and more than most Amer- still, you'regoing

ican cars in their class. tolovethem.

Finally, Scirocco. The VW
Scirocco 1s a true sports
car that can bring home
16 cubic feet of stutf on
Saturdays and racing
trophies on Sundays.

Scirocco 1s |ust some-
thing else, beating every-
thing in its class (and a
lot of other classes). Yet sc
it has more trunk space
than any—repeat—any

your family
doesn't need
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in two months." He left the army in 1973 and

worked firsl as a securily guard at a nucle-

ar-power plant in Califormia and then spent

the next couple of years working as a bar-
“tender in Hawaili.

One day he saw an article about a fellow
who was recruiling mercenaries in Fresno.
By the ime he got over to California, the
recruler was already on his way to Africa.
So Dillon borrowed some money and
caught a plane himself. He landed in
Johannesburg, South Alrica, and went
around 1o the Diplomal Hotel. The bar-
tfender, a man named Rocky, was ihe secre-
tary of the Wild Geese Club, the mercenary
club founded by Michael Hoare, who
gained notoriety during the last days of the
Congo

Through the Wild Geese Club Dillon met
hall a dozen other Americans, and logether
they decided lo go up to Kinshasa, Zaire,
where mercenary operations in Angola
were being staged, to see if they could get
in on the action. They were hired as "advis-
ers’ 1o conduc! weapons training and bat-
tle dnlls. But there wasn't much direction,
and the troops werent very much inter-
ested. One morning the Americans woke
up and found themselves alone. They
caught a lugboat across the Zaire River,
then flew down to Johannesburg. Their
Angolan adventure was over Out of money
and needing a job, Dillon made his way up
to Rhodesia. After a thirteen-week refresh-
er course, he was out in the bush again.

Kaplan, who comes from Fremont, Calif.,
had been thinking about going o Angola,
ioo. But he hadn't been able to work out the
financial arrangements. One night he re-
ceived a telephone call saying that people
from the State Deparlment were asking
questions about his trying to recruit a friend
in Detroit as a mercenary, and twelve hours
later he was on a plane to Salisbury.

Everyone had a story about how he'd
golten to Rhodesia. But many of the Ameri-
cans had learned about the "opportunity”
lhe same way: by reading Soldier of For-
{ure magazine, which is published in
Boulder, Colo., by Robert K. Brown,
another Vietnam veteran, mercenary buff,
and lellow adventurer (see companion ar-
licle) | met several other adventurers, like
Bill Richards, a former Vietnam helicopter
pilol who had taken a master's degree in
modern European history but had found
university life too prosaic to go on for his
doclorate. They said that they'd come
across a classified ad which Brown used lo
run In gun magazines: “Wanted: Mer-
cenaries Now." For five dollars Brown sold
them the standard information packet that
the Rhodesian government would have
sent them free if they had only known where
to write. It was a rip-off, but only the Slate
Department seemed to mind and pres-
sured him to stop. Curious Americans were
gelling the addresses they wanled, and
the Rhodesians were getting fresh recruits.

One afternoon, not far from Salisbury, at
ihe headquarters of Grey's Scouls (lhe
Rhodesian mounted intantry unit), | found a
tormer Special Forces sergeant stripped o
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the waisl in front of a flaming pit, hammer-
ing out glowing red horseshoes. He also
had been thinking about going o Angola,
but he'd heard that Rhodesia was “where it
was happening.” So he thought he'd give it
atry i
“Except for the iwo years in Vielnam and
the time |'ve spent over here," he said, “l've
been bored all my life.” He wiped sweat
away from his eyes. “You're never more
allve than when you're close to death.”

" Not all the Americans in the Rhodesian
army are Vielnam vets. Some of them are
young men who missed Vietnam and fig-
ured that Rhodesia would be a good place
to test themselves. "Basically, | wanted to
see how | would do in combal,” said Gary
Peretz, a twenty-six-year-old glazier from
Rochester, N.Y. "l like to get thrills. | wanted
to see how much | could take." For a boy
who was from Cleveland, the son of a
lawyer and a schoolteacher, and who spent
four years as a clerk in the peacetime
marines, going to Rhodesia was simply a

®

If I shot a black
anywhere
else in the world, they'd
put me
in jail for twenty
years. Here | can do it
legally.

®

“romantic type thing to do."

Waller Compton, a twenty-six-year-old
Australian, had a year and a half in Vietnam
with the Australian forces. But that has little
to dowith the reason why he 1s in Rhodesia.

“I'm aracist,” he said as the waiter at the
Ambassador Hotel exchanged a table top
of empty beer bottles for full ones.

“Come on, man, get off that shit," some-
one around the table said, popping Comp-
ton on the knee.

“No, I'm serious," Compton insisted.
“They give the abos [aborigines] equal
rights, They run around sucking dingo
pups on their tits. And they expect me to
get up on atable and tell them I'm the same
as these people. Well, I'm bloody not, man.

“Put it this way," he said, coming to the
point about Rhodesia. “If | shot a black in
Australia or New Zealand or anywhere else
in the warld, they'd put me in jail for twenty
years. Here | can do it legally.”

Dr. Chaim F Shatan, who is a professor of
psychoanalysis at New York University, has
studied more than 145 Vietnam veterans in
anattempl to understand their difficulties in,
adjusting to civilian life and to learn what it
is that continues to lure them back to the
baltlefield. Guilt is a strong factor, he says,

and akin to the guilt is a striving for re-
venge. In addition, he says, there is an
enormous sense of power thal can come
from killing someone, and there is also a
sexual aspect. .

Many men back home from the war
whom Dr. Shatan talked with were ex-
fremely restless. "Nothing seemed .to
satisfy them," he said. "It was the same
feeling they had felt when they were waiting
to go into combat. It was not boredom, not
anxiety, but a feeling that they were going to
jump out of their skins. The only thing that
had relleved this in the past had been
combat. So they have the feeling that they
can find relief if they can get back to com-
bat. If they can't, they get into a fight. They
try to hurl someone down a flight of stairs or
allack someone.”

Related lo the desire for revenge, the
psychologist continued, “is a feeling that
they've left guys they knew behind and
then found out they were blown away. They
can't get over this grief and shame. So they
go back into combat to expiate that guilt
and shame.

"The important thing,” he said, “is thal
they're avenging a buddy's loss. If they
can't get the actual people who got him, at
least they get somebody.”

The best-kept secret of combat, Dr. Sha-
tan said, “is not only that [l gets the adrena-
line flowing, but also that it's a sexual hor-
mone.” As an example, he told about a
helicopter gunner whom he knew. The
gunner saw a man running in a field, and he
opened up with his machine gun. The slugs
were chopping up the rice ... over the
guy's head at first . . . then lower, but too far
behind. Now the gunner had the range,
and he was coming up on the guy's heels.

“The moment the guy blew up,” Shatan
said, “the gunner had an erection.”

Many of the Armericans see Rhodesia as a
scaled-down Vietnam War But there are
many ditferences. As in Vietnam, the am-
bush is one of the favored tactics of both
sides. But much more so than in Vietnam,
the day-to-day aclion is at close range
One training officer said that most of the
kills occur at six feet.

In Vietnam, less than half the size of
Rhodesia, the Americans poured in hun-
dreds of thousands of troops and went
after the guerrillas with a giant, steel mallet.
In Rhodesia they are doing so with lwee-
zers. The total white population 15 only
about 270.000—men, women, and chil
dren—or about half the size of the Ameri-
can military force in Vietnam at its peak.
The Rhaodesians field a combined force of
about 50,000 men, about equally divided
between the army and the national police,
and they face an estimated 10,000 to
11,000 insurgents.

The Rhodesians have only a handful of
helicopters and outdated bombers; and
when they want 1o drop napalm, which they
call Fanlan, they release it from little,
prop-driven observation planes. Their only
artillery—artillery was one of the Ameri-
cans' favorite jungle shredders in Viet-



BY ART CUMINGS

"Next time, Mrs. Kalish, look around before you bend over.”
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nam-—consists of a few World War [I-
vintage twenty-five-pound guns.

They go looking for guerrillas in "sticks”
of four and five men, compared with
squads of ten or twelve Americans in Viel-
nam. In a typical operation half a dozen
sticks will set out across a sector. |f one of
them makes contact with a large group of
guerrillas—which is rare—they will call for
reinforcements, who will dash in by heli-
copter or, sometimes, on horseback. But
often an engagement will stop and slart
with one stick. Someone will spot a knee or
an elbow jutting out from a bush along the
trail and snap off a fast shot. One guerrilla
may be down, perhaps, but three or four
others are off and running. If the guerrillas
are lucky and manage to put some dis-
tance between themselves and their pur-
suers, the government forces will bring in
one of their special weapons: a tracker, thal
15, a soldier who has been trained to pick
up the faintest footprints and follow them as
if he were tracking a wild animal. When
guerrillas are captured, they will be interro-
gated. Then, one senior officer said, "they
normally get hanged.”

The Rhodesian forces not only count
bodies, as they did in Vietnam, but also
photograph and fingerprint the corpses
and, when they can, notify the nex! of kin of
the death. They are not particularly moti-
vated by kindness, of course, but do so to
make this point: your son is dead, was it
worth it? The soldiers themselves say that
they could do without this psychological
weapon. “You got to carry these fucking
guys out, and they smell like hell,” said a
Scotsman who learned his soldiering with
the British forces.

Most of the Americans are assigned to
the Rhodesian Light Infantry battalion,
which forms the hard core of the army's
strike force. Some are also in the Special
Air Services, a unit somewhat akin to the
American Special Forces.

It is not clear whether any Americans
belong to the Selous Scouts, a highly clas-
sified unit of about 200 men, both black
and white, They speak African dialects
and, like the small teams that the Central
Inteligence Agency operated in Vietnam,
specialize in long-range reconnaissance,
infiltration of guerrilla units, and behind-
the-lines commando attacks. The Selous
Scouts stay in the field for days on end
without bathing or shaving, and some of
the other soldiers have laken to calling
them “the walking armpits.” |sraeli-made
Uzi submachine guns with silencers and
piano-wire garrotes are reportedly among
the equipment they carry. At times they are
also said to dress in guerrilla uniforms—
which often are no more than blue jeans
and denim work shirts—and arm them-
selves with the Communist-made AK-47
rifles that the guerrillas carry. On raids into
Mozambique, where most of the guerrillas
are based, the Selous Scouts reportedly
have been mistaken as fellow Freedom
Fighters, sometimes driving into camps
and opening fire, as amazed guerrillas
were standing in parade formation,
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Everything considered, it is still a very
small war, with fewer than 4,200 deaths in
more than four years of fighting. Thal figure
includes about 2,360 guerrillas, 250 gov-
ernment soldiers, 1,500 black civilians
(some of whom were killed by government
forces, others by guerrillas), and 70 white
civilians. And many of the Americans com-
plain that they're not seeing enough action.
They have nothing good to say about the
guerrillas, whorm they call “terrorists.” In the
first place, like all guerrillas, they are hard
to find. But worse, say Americans and the
others, when they do flush the guerrillas,
they rarely stand and fight.

“They just fire generally in your direction
as they're retreating,” said Gary Peretz.
“You don't even get scared because you
know they're not going to hit you. They're
terrible.”

“They're not a pimple on a guerrilla's
ass," Thomas Dillon growled. "A guerrilla in
my book is a soldier. All these people know
how to do is run around and scare people.”

®

“Basically,”
said one young mercenary,
“I'like to
get thrills. | wanted
to see
how much | could
take.”

®

The white government has reported
dozens of cases of mutilation of villagers by
the guerrillas in an apparent attempt at in-
timidation. In a number of ghastly in-
stances, the lips, ears, and private parts of
men suspected of giving military informa-
tion to the government are reporied to have
been cut off. Then the wives of the victims
have been forced to cook and eat the flesh.
The government denies that its own troops
have committed atrocities. But the Catholic
Commission for Justice and Peace in Rho-
desia says that government troops have
beaten villagers and applied electric shock
to them to squeeze out intelligence about
the guerrillas. Somelimes villagers have
been killed during these interrogations, the
commission says. In addition, nearly 200
villagers who apparently had no connec-
tion with the guerrillas have been shol to
death because, the government maintains,
they were violating the curfew.

It is late on a Saturday night, and the bar in
the Elizabeth Hotel, one of the few places in
Salisbury where people of all races can
mix, is jammed with sweating bodies—
black whores, amateurs looking for a good
time, working-class men, black, white,

Asian. The bar is supposed to be off limits
to the military, but nobody bothers the two
American soldiers with me. At one end of
the bar there is a kind of dark pocket. Dil-
lon, Peretz, and | drop into it.

Another American soldier and a former
sergeant in the British army join us. Both of
them have 9 mm automatics wedged
under their belts in the back of their pants.
They are both happy and excited. "We just
saved this black lady's life,” the American
says. "We came around the corner, and this
dude was beating the shit out of her, right
there in the street. We jumped out of the taxi
and put a little metal up against his head.
We said, ‘Get the hell out of here!” and he
ran like a bastard. You should have seen his
face.” These boys had done a good deed:
they had helped someone in trouble. That's
the way most of them see themselves:
good guys fighting for a good cause.

Twenty-seven-year-old Fred Williams,
formerly of Texas, the marines, and the for-
eign legion, is shouting into my ear: “I've
been standing at the airport when places
like this have fallen. The people here think
they're going to get their money to England
and get out. But it never happens that way:
The European guys, the mercenaries, and
we will probably stay, 'cause we're gonna
rip off as much as we can. If the Rhode-
sians are willing to pay us, we'll stay as long
as we can. Even the extremists will proba-
bly hire some of the mercenaries to try to
keep order”

Gordon Painter joins us. As a Special
Forces sergeant, he says, he led Asian
mercenaries on raids far into Laos and
North Vietnam. Eventually, he says, he was
commissioned in the field as a captain. He
spent some time at the Special Forces
training center in Panama and then
knocked around for a couple of years as a
bush pilot. He also managed to get a
bachelor's degree in political science and
journalism. A little more than a year ago, he
says, he signed a contract lo work for
$3,500 a month in Angola. But when he
landed in Kinshasha, he ran into an old
friend, Daniel Gerhart, who was later cap-
tured and executed after a widely pub-
licized trial. "He told me to get the fuck out
of town," Painter recalled. “These people
don't know what they're doing. | got a ticket
to Joberg and took the next flight out. Then
in a bar | ran into a guy who'd deserted
from the Rhodesian army. He said they
needed people up here.”

Like so many of the other Americans in
Rhodesia, Painter considers himself a “pro-
fessional soldier.” Bul he seems somewhat
more introspective than the others. He
seems to know what is driving him and
whal drives the other professional soldiers.

‘I like to think,” he says rather deliber-
ately, “that the professional soldier fights,
not particularly for monetary gain, but with
the satisfaction of a job well done.

“He's a technician,” Painter continues,
“like a good diamond cutter or a jewel thief,
The guy is particularly expert in one field. A
man likes to do something he can do well.
He has value, personal worth.” O+



LYNN

e/ really do
understand sex. I'm
passionately

aggressive in bed—
| could go on
all nightlong....®
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Amerncans seem lo be
returning to fundamental
values, and lovely Lynn
Donahue 1S no exception
“One of my goals 1s
marnage, which, | know,
makes me old-fashioned. |
also really want to have
kids someday. If Idon’t, I'll
feel that | have failed in hife.
These are sedate words

for a member of our free
wheeling, sexually
liberated society, but
Calforma-born Lynnis a
truly natural woman. “l've
turned into a real country
girl” says this nubile
36-23-35 Virgo. "l was
raised in the city, but now |
love camping, salhng, and
just being close 10 nature.’

NATURE GIRIL

PHOTOGRAPHS BY EARL MILLER

e/'d like to have one quy going down on
me and another guy inside me atonce....®
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