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What the best drin
have in common.

Seagrams 7 Crown makes any drink taste better,
because it tastes better all by itself. Just pour 2 oz.
over ice for a smooth, rewarding drink.

Seagraw’s ¢ Crown

Where quality drinks begin.

SEAGRAM DISTILLERS CO., N.Y.C. AMERICAN WHISKEY—A BLEND. 8O PROOF,



The new Bose’Model 501.
It shapes the sound to fit it your living room
and your music.

The new Bose Model 501
Direct/Reflecting® speaker
captures the realism of live
music by using room-wall
reflections to recreate the
balance of reflected and di-
rect sound you hear at a live
performance.

At the same time, the ex-

clusive Bose Direct Energy
Control lets you adjust the
radiation pattern of the
outward-firing tweeter for
the size and shape of your
room, and for your music.
Broader, for the sweep of a
symphony, or tighter, for the
intimacy of a vocalist.

AN

D04

Two extended-range,
3-inch tweeters deliver
crisp, clean highs, while the
high-performance 10-inch
woofer produces very deep,
powerful bass with practi-
cally no distortion. And an
innovative Dual Frequency
Crossover™network lets
tweeters and woofer play si-
multaneously over more
than an octave, for smooth,
open midrange.

Hear the new Model 501,
the speaker that shapes the
sound to fit the way you lis-
ten to music, at Bose
dealers now.

, The Mountain, Framingham, Mass. 01701. You will receive a full-
y of Dr. Amar Bose's article on “Sound Recording and Reproduct
Cabinets are walnut-grain vinyl veneer. Patents issued and pendin

The Direct Energy Control lets you
adjust the radiation pattern of the
outward-firing tweeter.

ochure,
Technology Review.
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ARE YOU BLAMING YOUR
TAPE RECORDER

FOR PROBLEMS CAUSED
BY YOUR TAPES?

Every day people
all over the country Eo
into hi fi dealers wit
complaints about their
tape recorders.

When in reality what
they should be com-
plaining about is their
tapes.

Because the fact is,a
lot of the problems that
plague tape recorders

can be attributed to bad
tape.

HEAD WEAR IS CAUSED BY YOUR

RECORDER. OR IS IT?

If you have to clean
your tape heads more
than usual, for example,
it could be your tape
doesn't have a special
nonabrasive head
cleaner.

Maxell has one.

If your recorder jams,
it can be any number of
things. Maxell does
something to prevent all
of them.

We make our
cassette shells of high
impact polystyrene. And
then so they won't crack

RECORDER. OR ISIT?

even after years of use,

we finish them to toler-
ances as much as 60%
higher than industry
standards.

Inside, we use free
rolling Delrin rollers so
the tape doesn't stick.

And finally, we
screw instead of weld
everything together
because screws make

JAMMING IS CAUSED BY YOUR

for stronger cassettes.

If your recorder fre-
quently suffers lapses in
sound, it could be the

tape is of inferior quality.

And nobody's bothered
testing the tape for

dropouts before it leaves =

the factory.

DROPOUTS ARE CAUSED BY YOUR
RECORDER. OR ARE THEY?
Maxell tape is made
of only the finest poly-
esters. And then every

POOR TR

YOUR RECORDER. OR IS IT?
step of the way it's
checked for even the
slightest inconsistencies.

So if youre having
problems with your
recorder, try a Maxell
cassette, 8-track or reel-
to-reel tape.

You might find there's
really nothing wrong
with your tape recorder,
just with your tape.

__m_agellﬁ‘ﬁGS-O

Sound R
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Lifrra~Dynarmec Cassette Tape
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8-Track Cartndge Tape
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HOUSECALL

Edward Korry has a distinguished record. A highly respected
journalist and statesman, he was Kennedy's ambassador to
Ethiopia and Nixon's ambassador to Chile. But today Korry is
fighting for his professional life, Why? Because he has a story to
tell, and our intrepid government has turned a deaf and frightened
ear. Perhaps because his massive, documented evidence of
American collusion in Allende's overthrow and covert and illegal
American meddling in Chilean internal affairs during the preced-
Ing ten years implicates three former U.S. presidents, a host of
senators, the CIA, the State Department, and leaders of the corpo-
rate and banking establishment.

His story, first silenced by the Frank Church Select Senate
Committee on Intelligence and then buried by the Carter adminis-
tration, comes to you for the first time in Penthouse—the true.
unexpurgated story of covert U.S. activity in Chile, the full story of
White House involvement, the whole startling story of greed, bru-
tality, and cover-up. Time and again Ed Korry has tried to bring the
truth to the American people. Now, in his own words (page 70),
Korry reveals the shocking magnitude of American commitments
o money before honor.

Covert activity of a different sort is disclosed in Tad Szulc’s
exclusive report "Germany Rearms” (page 76). In the course of
researching his African series for Penthouse (the first article of
which appeared in January), Szulc discovered that West Germany
was secrelly testing cruise missiles—which are designed for nu-
clear warheads—in a tightly guarded, 100,000-square-mile area
of Zaire. The Germans, having pledged not to produce missiles on
therr territory, have apparently gotten around the letter of the law
by taking over this huge area of Africa (as large as Colorado) to
test the atomic era’'s most deadly weapons. The French (whose
buildings were destroyed by the Kaiser's “Big Bertha” cannons in
World War ) and the British (many of whom were violently mur-
dered by Wernher von Braun's rockets in World War I1) have long
memories, says Szulc, and are bound to react with alarm at the
prospect of a new German independent rearmament program. It
is another mark of shame for the U.S. government that it has
secretly approved and aided this devious undertaking.

Television is an apparently unavoidable part of the contempo-
rary American scene. If the statistics are correct, on any given
night more than 80 million Americans are sitting transfixed in front
of their television sets. Evidence suggests that the passive con-
centration initiated by television destroys human relationships and
self-understanding, is addictive, hypnotic, an instrument of brain-
wash, creates mental confusion, and may cause serious
physiological damage through radiation.

6 PENTHOUS

AR

Jerry Mander, a former advertising executive who has now
committed himself to public-service advertising as penance, in-
vestigates the effects of television in "Arguments for the Elimina-
tion of Television” (page 52). The author of a forthcoming book by
a similar title for William Morrow & Co., from which this article has
been excerpted, Mander uncovers a harmful and frightening
American addiction. What price do we pay for our slavish devotion
to the "idiot box"?

On the other hand, the sexuality and death games described in
“City Cool" (page 118) are something you won't find on television.
Authors James de Jongh and Carles Cleveland lay bare the chills
and thrills of the “Superior Sixers,” the meanest. baddest. and
most dangerous street gang to emerge from the graffiti-decked
halls of a four-year holding company called Charles Evans
Hughes High School.

De Jongh and Cleveland met and started writing together when
they were studying at Harlem's Al Fann Theatrical Ensemble. De
Jongh, who was born in St. Thomas, is a former Fulbright Scholar
and a teacher of black literature at C.C.N.Y. Cleveland. who was
born in Miami and raised in Brooklyn, is a well-known actor in both
film and television. He is currently featured in the film version of
The Wiz. “City Cool" is an excerpt from their forthcoming book, by
the same title, to be published by Random House.,

It's a long way from Cleveland and de Jongh's Harlem to the
black ghettos of South Africa—but only in terms of physical dis-
tance. The misery, injustice, and oppression created by that coun-
try’s infamous apartheid policy is legend. But global outrage may
be contributing more to the problem than to the solution. In this
month's “Advise and Dissent." African historiographer Herb
Parker cuts through the stereotypes, myths, and dogma to find the
real South Africa. In “Qur Dishonest Approach to the Tragedy of
South Africa” (page 134), Parker views the problem from a more
pragmatic perspective, taking into account the reasoning that the
world as well as the nation must be held accountable together
with the historical precedents that created apartheid in the first
place. His contentions may shock and outrage, but the fate of a
people, both black and white, hangs ominously in the balance.

Parker has taught at Columbia University and Bank Street Col-
lege in New York. For five years he was director of the New York
City Multi Ethnic Studies Program in Manhattan and a special
consultant to the African American Association. He is currently
writing a book about the problem of rape.

On another note, Penthouse regular Nick Tosches's “Sexual
Roulette” (page 84) traces a young woman's hard-won sexual
awakening through her discussions with a rather unconventional
shrink. Tosches, the author of Country (Stein & Day), is a regular
contributor to a host of magazines, including Esquire, Rolling
Stone, and the Village Voice.

March may come in like a lion, but after eyeballing this month's
bevy of springtime beauties, he's bound to leave like a lamb—a
lamb with a littie more lust in the heart, that is. Ot
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FACT 1: We don't want your taste buds to go to sleep.
FACT reduces the aldehyde” gases that we believe muddy the flavor of fine

tobaccos so you can Clljl)}" wide-awake taste.

FACT 2:We have smoke scrubbers in our filter.

These Purite® scrubbers work like magnets to reduce these same
FACI §

aldehydes and let the fine flavor come through.
: i

FACT 3:We have a patent on flavor in
low ‘tar’ cigarettes: *3828800.
Our Purite filter helps deliver flavor in a way so new we've

been able to patent it.

WLLAES R
CHEARITIES

Add it all up. Low gas, low ‘tar] great flavor. That’s a FACT.

*Formaldehyde, Crotonaldehyde, Acrolein

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
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Children of paradise

My boyfriend and | always read your
“Forum” letters together, because we find
them to be a great turn-on—especially if
we are taking a weekend tnp. After | read
two or three aloud to him in the car, we are
both so turned on that we need fast relief.
Usually. | slide down in the seat, unzip his
pants, take out his magnificent cock, and
begin licking and sucking him. He loves it,
but this has caused some near wrecks,
because | like to play with him in my mouth
and stroke him with my fingers until he
explodes. It definitely makes the trip more
exciting. not only for us but also for the
truck drivers passing by.

Once we were both so horny that we
found the first turn-off, a narrow dirt road,
and parked in the middle of a pasture, Only
we, the stars, the full moon, and a single
cow grazing nearby knew what wild thrash-
ing around was going on in the car

We both like to scream and moan and
make animal sounds during our lovemak-
Ing session. In fact, the more animalistic it
Is. the more we get into what we are doing
with each other. After playfully biting each
other from neck to inner thighs to toes, in a
frenzy of passion we mold our bodies to-
gether. The rear-entry position is our favor-
ite; he can pound me with deep thrusts that
fill me with indescribable ecstasy. | can'
stay calm and quiet during intercourse, |
meet his every thrust with rhythmic back-
and-forth movements or, keeping his swoll-
en cock deep within me, make fast circles
with my hips. The whole time we fondle
each other, writhing and moaning. After |
climax several times. he lets himself go. |
feel the perceptible last-second tension in
his cock before those wonderful ripples
burstinto me. For a year we have had sex at
least two or three times daily. Our goal is to
do it every way possible in every feasible
place.—Name and address withheld

Happy anniversary

For our fifth wedding anniversary we got
the surprise of our lives when, just as we
were ready to celebrate together in bed,
the lights went on and ten couples we knew
jumped up and yelled, “Surprise!" No one
had a stitch on!

Marilyn, my best friend, explained ex-
citedly that two weeks ago they had all
gotten together to plan something really
special for us—and this was it. | would get
to suck off every prick there until every
cock released its liquid, and Bert, my hus-
band, would mouth up all the cunts!

front of me, and the girls got in front of Bert.
| was speechless, scanning all that hot,
big. thick. delicious meat, and Berl was
completely taken aback by all the boobs
and bushes now at his command.

One by one the pricks came on and had
a licking they'll never forget (my husband
can attest to that). And, based on experi-
ence, | could well imagine all the orgasms
the women were enjoying.

When everyone had had his turn, we
were asked to give an encore perform-
ance—on each other! We were more than
happy to oblige

After that we all chose a partner from
another marrnage and made love to him or
her for the night. There was mixed sex all
over the house! | chose Harry, whose cock
was almost a foot long, and whose balls
were as big as golf balls. Dry as my mouth
was, | enjoyed him immensely. Bert, being
a tit man, took on buxom Harriet and later
used her breasts for pillows.

It was truly an anniversary we'll never
forget—A.L., San Francisco, Calif.

Salesman’s fringe benefits

| would like to share an experience that |
had while staying with a friend and his wife
In a large midwestern city. | am presently
living in Los Angeles. but my work as a
salesman for a large clothing chain usually
leaves me on the road for about two weeks
out of every month. So when I'min llinois, |
always Iry to stay with Larry and Debbie,
usually about one weekend a month, They
even have an extra bedroom, which they
call my room. We are all in our mid-
twenties, and we've known each other for
quite a number of years.

On one occasion | flew into O'Hare about
3.00 Pm one Friday and took a taxi to Lar-
ry's, only to tind Debbie just getting out of
the shower. She answered the door, wear-
ing nothing but a very short robe. unbut-
toned halfway. showing the cleavage be-
tween those nice tits of hers. She's a beauti-
ful woman with a perfect body and nice,
large tits. | was superhorny and thought I'd
take a shower and jerk off to relieve myself.
She made a round of drinks and said that |
should go ahead and use the shower All
the while | was sipping my drink she kept
staring at my crotch and running her
tongue around those round lips of hers. |
feit like fucking her right there, but because
she is my best friend’s wife. | quickly dis-
missed the idea and went into the shower
While stroking my cock. which is about nine
inches long when it's erect. and rubbina



There are a lot of whiskies out
there. Straights. Blends. Canadians.

But none can give you the excep-
tional feel of Black Velvet®Canadian
Whisky. A premium import at a very

- reasonable price.

Try Black Velvet. And taste the
Velvet difference.
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Wild Turkey Lore:

TheWild Turkey is an incredible
bird, capable of out-running 3
a galloping horsein a short %
sprint.

Itisalso the symbol of
Wild Turkey Bourbon,
an incredible whiskey
widely recognized asthe | \Nic
finest Bourbon produced ‘Wllz.l‘)
in America.

WILD TURKEY/101 PROOF/8 YEARS OLD.

€' 1977 Austin, Nichols Distilling Co., Lawrenceburg, Kentucky
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For color reproduction of Wild Turkey painting by Ken Davies, 19" by 21" send 32 to Box 929- P,  Wall St Sta., N.Y. 10005

special "spit" shine. This usually gets me
so excited that | have to relieve myself
again. Since this second discharge is usu-
ally somewhat smaller, | use it to polish the
beautiful brass buckle on my belt

| know that this situation will not last
forever Someday | hope to meet a wonder-
ful girl who will give me a great handjob and
help me with the shining.—Name and ad-
dress withheld

Who said that boot camp wasn't for offi-
cers?

Voyeur's heaven

I have enjoyed reading Penthouse for the
past several years, and | especially enjoy
“Forum,” because, | guess, it allows me to
fulfill my voyeuristic desires. Recently what
| consider my most ambitious fantasy be-
came a reality.

On the way home from work one after-
noon | stopped at my usual watering hole,
and a beautiful young woman, whom | had
met some months before, and an equally
attractive companion came into the pub
She saw me and came over to say hello
and to introduce her lovely friend Marcia. |
suggested that if they were not meeting
anyone, they should join me for a drink
Since it was the happy hour and the drinks
were doubles for the price of one, it did not
take long for us to realize that we should
have something to eat. So we decided to
find a convenient restaurant. Since my
apartment was only a couple of blocks
away, | asked if they would mind dropping
by there while | changed from my suit to
something more casual

Well, from the time we walked into my
apartment until the wee hours of the morn-
ng it was something else. Even though |
had had a couple of dates with Leslie a few
months back, she had not been willing to
Qo to bed with me. This night, however, was
different, to say the least. | poured each of
the girls a glass of white wine and headed
for the bedroom for a quick shower and a
change. | had no sooner entered the
shower than two very firm, well-tanned
boc appeared there with me. Up to this
point | had no plans except to buy them a
pizza and let them go their merry way. But
now | saw the opportunity to fulfill my
number-one fantasy. It seemed as though
we used an entire bar of soap that we rub-
bed on each other's body, although we did
try to conserve the soap by rubbing one
soapy body against the other

After the shower we headed for my
king-sized bed. Both Leslie and Marcia
turned their attentions to me. One started at
my head; the other, at my foot. A toe-job
soon became a blowjob, and | was soon
gently sucking on Leslie’s firm, young
breast. Needless to say, it did not take me
long to come in Marcia's mouth. | suggest-
ed to Leslie that turnabout was fair play and
asked her to sit on my face. While | was
enjoying the delicious flavor of Leslie's
cunt, Marcia mounted my cock and started
rnding me in a way I'd never experienced
before. After a short while | sensed other




THE ONLY THING
ITHAS IN COMMON WITH
OTHER 7INCH TAPE DECKS
IS THE SIZE OF ITS REELS.

Pioneer’s new RT-707 has a lot more in
common with today’s most sophisticated 10-inch
tape decks than it does with most 7-inch tape decks.

Because unlike other 7-inch tape decks, the
RT-707 isn't filled with 15 year old ideas.

Take the drive system of the RT-707.

Instead of the old fashioned belt-drive system,
the RT-707 is driven by a far more accurate and
efficient AC Servo direct-drive motor. This motor
generates its own frequency to help correct even the
slightest variation in tape speed. Which all but
eliminates wow and flutter. And because it doesn't
generate heat like the belt-driven "dinosaurs” it
doesn't need a fan. So all you'll hear is music with a
clarity and crispness not possible on any 7-inch, or
many 10-inch tape decks.

Our direct-drive system also makes pitch
control possible. To help you regulate the speed of
the tape and give you greater control over your
recordings.

With technology like this it shouldn’t surprise
you that our super-sensitive heads will deliver

frequencies trom 20 to 28,000 Hertz. And our
pre-amp section is built to handle 30 decibels more
than any other 7-inch tape deck without distorting.

But great sound isn't everything.

As you can see, the RT-707 is smaller and
more compact than other tape decks. It's also
rack-mountable. And unlike any other tape deck, it's
stackable. So it'll fit right in with the rest of your
components.

But frankly, all the revolutionary thinking that
went into the RT-707 wouldn’t mean much if it
weren't also built to fit comfortably into your
budget. It is.

See your Pioneer dealer tor a closer look at
this extraordinary 7-inch tape deck.

We think you'll find the only things that the
RT-707 has in common with other 7-inch tape decks
is the size of the reels.
And the size of
the price.

High Fidelity Componems

VPIONEER

WE BRING ITBACK ALIVE.

1977 U S Pioneer Elecromics, 85 Oxtord Drive, Moonachie, New lersey 07074

LR WSO

THE RT 707




Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.

Kings: 12 mg “1ar," 0.7 mg nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report Aug.77
100s: 12 mg*‘tar;" 0.8 mg nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC Method.
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Lighter in taste. Lower in tar.

And still offers up the same quality
that has made Marlboro famous.
Also available in king size.
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INTRODUCING
THE SECOND
FASTEST
MOTORCYCLE
WE MAKE.

-

' = \ _
The biggest in-line, 4-cylinder, 4-stroke % :
engine n production.With dual overhead cams N
and our exclustve electronic ignition system.

The fully enclosed, direct-coupling shaft drive
Sassures.a smooth, turbine-like power transfer.
And it's virtually maintenance free.




We do make a motorcycle that’s SPEED ISN’T EVERYTHING.

faster than our new XS Eleven four- But as proud as we are of the XS
stroke street bike. Eleven’s speed and performance, that’s
Unfortunately, it’s very expensive not quite enough for us.

and you can only ride it on race tracks. Comfort ranks pretty high, too.

. That’s why we hooked up the five-
speed constant mesh transmission to
one of the most sophisticated shaft
drive systems available. Together they
deliver an uncanny, turbine-like
smoothness and quiet.

Actually, wherever you look on the
XS Eleven you see evidence of
Yamaha's innovative technology.

Our exclusive Transistor Controlled
It’s our TZ750, the number one road Ignition system, for example, uses pre-
racer in the world. A motorcycle that cise electronic impulses instead of
so completely dominates Formula rac-  mechanical breaker points that wear
ing, few other bikes can even compete.  out and need adjusting. And our unique

That puts the XS Eleven in pretty ~ vacuum advance system automatically

fast company:. senses and adjusts ignition timing for
THE UNDER 12-SECOND clean, elgﬁ(:lent C()mbustlorll at any
4-STROKE. speed. No other motorcycle has it.

As for extras, theyre all the1 e—
without costing extra. ']hple —
hydraulic disc brakes. | -\ _ o AN
. Cast aluminum wheels. / /7 ' |\~
. Three-way-adjustable :

In fact, with the Eleven's
1101cc, dual-overhead-
cam, four-cylinder engine,
it may just be the quick-
est production four- stroke
motorcycle ever built.

Its unbelievable standing quarter-
mile time: 11.73 seconds.

What does performance like that
mean to you, unlikely as you are to be
making quarter-mile runs?

~ " front forks. Complete
mstnunentatlon including

It means a very impressive margin ford elect1 onic fuel gauge. Self-
of power for high-speed cruising and  cancelling turnsignals. And more.
touring. Plus unsurpassed accelera- The XS Eleven may be the second
tion and passing power whenever fastest motorcycle we make. But on the
and wherever you need it. street, it’s second to none.

Even with two passengers and a m
full load of touring gear; it has get up

and go to spare. When you know how they’re built.




e Wi
Easy: an ouniee of
— Kahluda, four ounces

of milk over ice. Now .

P enjoy. Thé%ﬁdult"m_-
"« milkshake: Qur
‘Kahlda recipe book
_Just send in.

activity going on and looked up to see Les-
lie leaning back against Marcia while she
was massaging Leslie's breast. Within a
few minutes all three of us had such terrific
orgasms that we nearly fell off the bed.

Well, by now it was certainly time for
some more wine. A little cheese and crack-
ers sufficed for dinner, and after a short
break. | suddenly realized that another of
my fantasies was about to become a reality
Marcia, who was now sitting pretty close to
Leslie, reached out and started caressing
Leslie's breast and received an immediate
response. (In a later conversation both girls
said that they had both wanted that to hap-
pen many times before, but neither had the
nerve to initiate anything.) Within seconds
they were frantically kissing each other all
over. It seemed as though both women had
a dozen orgasms apiece

Watching those two lovely people make
love to each other, | became hornier than |
had ever been in my life. My ardor did not
go unnoticed either, because it was not
long before | was attacked by two wild
women.

At about one in the morning, some six
hours after we began, we decided to call it
a night. After taking them back to their car, |
had no trouble in getting a good night's
sleep. Although | managed to get to work
on time the next morning, it was not without
evidence that something had enlivened the
previous evening. When my secretary
asked me about the grin on my face, | just
18 PENTHOUSE

Kept grinning. There is no question that this
has to be remembered as one of the most
sexually exciting times of my life.—Name
and address withheld

Baseball
I live in a very small rural town, where there
is usually very little action of any sort. There
are only about two good-looking girls in the
whole town, a sad reality that doesn't help
matters much. There is one, though, whose
pants | have wanted to get into ever since |
first saw her

One night, while | was talking to her, she
took the key to my motorcycle and wouldn't
give it back. It was getting late, and | told
her that if she didn't give it back to me, |
would have to take it from her. So she held
the key up and dropped it into her pants
pocket. | started to chase her and soon
caught up with her. After a brief, playful
strugale, it became apparent that | would
have to separate her from her pants before
| could get the key. | unbuttoned her pants
and started to pull them off, but she finally
gave in and gave me the key

The next night | was playing baseball,
and she was there. As the game came to
the last inning, | came up with bases
loaded and two out. | could be the hero,
and maybe she would give me a reward. |
struck out, though, and ended the game. |
was sitting home later on, feeling misera-
bie when, all of a sudden, a light shone
through my window. It was she, come, |

hoped, 1o console me. We talked for a
while. and | asked her if she would like to
come in. She did, and after further conver-
salion, on an impulse we kissed very pas-
sionately and fell back on the bed, holding
each other. She put her hand on the
waistband of my baseball uniform and said
slyly, "I'm shy—really." | looked at her and
said, "Sure you are,” and at that her hand
plunged down into my pants and grabbed
my cock. At the same time | reached over
and took off her blouse and her bra. She
had beautiful breasts, which were even
bigger than | had imagined. She pulled off
my pants, and |, in turn, eagerly removed
hers. She was gorgeous! We did some
heavy petting for a while until finally | got a
chance to stick my cock into that lovely
bush of hers. "Well, you've finally reached
home plate,” she chortled. It was a fantas-
ic might, and the many encounters that
followed were just as good.—Name and
address withheld

Corn ball

I've never seen a letter from a rural reader
in your excellent magazine before; so |
don't suppose you'll print this, but | would
like to share a fantastic experience with
your readers.

I'm one of an endangered species, the
American Farmer. My wife, Sharon, and |
had a lively, if not overly imaginative, sex
Ife before, and for a while after, our mar-
riage. However, with the arrival of four boys
in close succession and the !rlolmhng
pressures of making ends meet, we both
became more and more involved in that
killer of romance, routine. Sharon was al-
ways tired: | was worried. Sex became dull
and less and less frequent

One day last spring. while plowing in the
corn fields, | found myself wondering what
I'd do if the Pet of the Month popped up
over the rise ahead. Well, no one was wait-
ing for me, but someone was stumbling
across the rough ground, waving her arms
frantically. It was Rita, the young bride of a
neighbor. | putin the clutch and jumped out
of the cab. Rita had a message for me: her
husband had gone to Omaha after repairs
and wouldn't be able to shell corn in the
morning. | didn't know whether to look at
Rita or stare stupidly at the ground. She
had on a pair of cutoffs, which revealed a
good quarter of her cute, pink, little ass
Her halter top revealed round, white jugs.
The nipples pressed enticingly against the
cloth, and thick, dark hair fell around her
shoulders. Just looking at her, | felt like a
spring calf on the loose.

| offered her a ride to the end of the field
so that she wouldn't have so far to walk
home. Rita squeezed herself in the small
cab, facing me. Trying not to notice the
wisps of pubic hair curling out around the
edge of the cutoffs, | put my John Deere in
gear and let out the clutch. We took off with
a lurch, and Rita grabbed my thigh and
beganto giggle. She'd brushed against my
erection, which was becoming harder by
the second.

Without a word she knelt and unzipped
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Thanks to Sharp, the age of the
computer has finally caught up to the
age of music.

It's all come together in the
RT-3388, the first stereo cassette
deck actually controlled by a micro-
processor with no less than five
memories. And the

You can even mark off a section of
a song or speech and commit it t
the machine's memory for | r||.|w.!|-
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Memory Function.
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Electronic Tape Counting as well as

remarkable quantity of
the functions it can per-
form is matched only by
the quality of its sound
reproduction.

First of all, the Auto
Program Locate
Device—another Sharp
exclusive and just one
function of the “brain"—
can skip ahead, or back-
ward, up to 19 songs on
a tape. And automat-
ically play just the one
you want. PR,

The Counter Memory i} @
can find a specific
number on the tape counter and
stop there or start playback automat-
ically. The Memory Rewind can
rewind to any pre-selected point on
the tape automatically and play it
back if desired,
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machine to turn itself on
at a selected time, re-
cord a program from a
radio or TV, then turn
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We've even programmed the
“brain” to switch to battery power in
case of a power failure, thereby
maintaining the correct time and
keeping I'-.c memory intact

Now if all that sounds Impressive,
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d machine that didn't have an

Impressive sound.

So the RT-3388 also features:
Dolby* Noise Reduction System.
Bias and Equalization selectors

for optimum performance from any

kind of tape.

Editor Function

Ultra-hard Permalloy Recording/
Playback Head.

Friction-Damped Cassette Holder,

Output Level Control.

Spectacular Specifications:
Wow and flutter runs a minimal
0.06% WRMS. Frequency
response covers the 30-15,000 Hz
(£ 3dB) range for Cr0: tapes.
Signal-to-noise ratio of 64 dB
(Di_’l|h':.-' i'J"!)

The price for such an incompara-

ble piece c:f equipment? Only

$349.95** Which 1s about what
you'd expect to pay for a deck of
comparable quality without Sharp's
exclusive features.

But you'll own something so
advanced It'll be ahead of its time
years from now.

See your Sharp Dealer for a
mindboggling
demonstration.

Sharp Electronic
J.O Ke ne
Paramus, N.J. 07652
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There are more than 7 million storie:

in the Big Apple. One

of them is a hidden case of Canadian Club whisky that
is yours...if you can find it. Just follow these directions.

Get an early start.

Begin your search for the world’s finest tasting whisky at

the bottom of the world's 3rd tallest buildir
heart of Manhattan Island. Immediately proce

ight in the
d by taxi in as
ible toward “The House that
Ruth Built” Get out the second the meter reads
$3.65 and walk past a rollir
the wonderful sound of 196

straight a line as p

. Hop onto
the nearest double-decker bus and ride the same

number of blocks as there are bridges out of town.
You're getting very close.

This would be a good time to savor a C.C. on the
rocks with some pleasant company. Then, at your
leisure, stroll over to a familiar mounted officer and
climb into one of the cabs waiting for you. Tell the
driver to let you off after he has made a right, a left
and a right. Remind him not to break the law.
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It is now time to board the train rumbling underneath
vour feet that some think was named after the smoothest
whisky in 87 lands. Get off at a station near Adam Van
Den Berg's cow pasture. And without paying another
fare, take another train three stops.

Say, “C.C., please” and the case is yours.

Wialk two blocks toward the setting sun and half that dis-

tance toward the nearest city reservoir. There, at a ver

prominent address, higher up than the eye can see,

someone is ready to hand you the case of Canadian Club
when you say, “C.C.,please!”

But if for some reason you should get a little weary
along the way, don’t panic. The New York area has
10,848 bars and restaurants that will be delighted to
serve you Canada’s favorite Canadian.

“The Best In The House”" in 87 lands.
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my pants. She laughed as my cock sud-
denly popped out as stiff and as big as an
ear of corn. Then she took it in her mouth.
Somehow | managed to steer with one
hand. | hate to think what the rows would
have looked like if I'd been planting.

Her tongue circled the head: then she
pulled me in all the way My free hand
eased the shorts down and tentatively
found her ass hole. | slipped a finger in, and
she sucked harder, | pushed tarther, and
she quivered and came. Not long after-
ward we came simultaneously at the top of
the rise. | could have filled a milking bucket
with my come. Rita swallowed it all, savor-
ing itas if it were morning cream.

And there sal Sharon in the pickup, with
a thermos of coffee and a glorious view of
the proceedings. "I thought plowing was
supposed 1o be boring,” Sharon said. | was
frantically trying to fasten my pants and
think of something to say. "When do | get
some of that?"

My cock quivered and then began to
harden again. Sharon joined us, and her
jeans and panties slid down effortlessly.
Her pussy was surprisingly moist: her pink
asshole, enticing. She pushed against me
when | plunged into her cunt and grasped
her breasts. Sharon and | came quickly.
Nothing was dull and routine about it this
time. After Sharon ate Rita's pussy, Rita
excused herself, but Sharon and | con-
tinued to fuck all afternoon.

Since then our sex life has become bet-

ter than we ever dreamed. Sharon doesn'l
bring coffee anymore, just herself, eager for
a ride across the field. —Name and ad-
dress withheld

A masked ball

This past Halloween my wife, Veronica,
and |were invited to a costume party. She is
a very petite woman with huge, firm
breasts, an adorable ass, and a silky, red
muff surrounding her ever-moist cunt. |, in
contrast, am maore than six feet tall and
extremely well developed, and my cock
never fails to arouse women when they see
how enormous it is.

Veronica decided to dress up as a little
girl. and | rented a costume and dressed
up as her pet gorilla. The party turned out to
be a lot of fun, and Veronica and | were
feeling pretty good. On the ride home |
began o pretend that | was King Kong and
that as soon as we arrived home, | was
going to make her climb my “Empire State
Building.” This seemed to turn her on, and
she began to grope in the darkness for the
bulge between my legs. | reached under
her short, school-girl dress and found that
her sheer panties were already soaking
wel. | reached up under her blouse and
unfastened her bra, and her tits seemed to
spring out into my hand. She gave a little
moan as | squeezed her hard nipples. By
this lime | felt as if | were going to shoot my
wad right there in the car, but luckily just
then we turned onto our street.

“I'l sure be glad when we get that second bathroom put in."
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As soon as | pulled into the driveway,
Veronica jumped out of the car and ran
toward the house. | chased after her and
picked her up. She really seemed to enjoy
being held against my furry costume and
begged me lo leave it on for a while. | threw
her down on our king-sized bed, and |
began to tear her clothes off while | made
apelike noises. She began to squirm with
pleasure as | massaged her body with my
furry arms. She seemed to enjoy being
held in my strong, animal “paws,"” and | got
turned on by her powerlessness and my
strength. | really began to get into the
animalism of it all, and | pulled my swollen
cock out from under my costume. | roughly
spread her thighs apart and rammed my
cock into her juicy pussy. We both climaxed
with almost savage passion, and even af-
terward she seemed as if she just couldn’t
get enough of my deep, powerful thrusts.

Ever since that night we have become
big collectors of all sorts of animal cos-
tumes. She especially likes my lion's
outfit, —FE W, Miami, Fla,

Now that sounds like more than a lion's
share of animalistic pleasure.

Fond memories

I fell very deeply and sensuously in love
with my guy. | love to fantasize about our
intimate caresses—the touches that are
soft yet inflamed, the kisses that tease and
tantalize the fibers of every nerve and
make me ache to go that one step further It
is my supreme pleasure in life to pay tribute
tomy love's generous endowment by suck-
ing and fucking him whenever and wher-
ever | can. | get off on any part of his body:
one look at his legs or chest can drive me
wild.

One evening in particular stands out in
my memory. After enjoying a few glasses of
wine, my guy and | decided to lie back and
watch a few movies. He had been fingering
me and fondling my tits as we were lying
there, and | was really hot. | couldn’t wait to
lower my head down to the throbbing cock
that awalled me. | was licking his balls
when | discovered a particularly positive
reaction when | licked his anal region. By
now he was superhard and really ready to
fuck, but | continued ta lick and probe him
with my tongue | wet my finger and slid it
up his ass while | proceeded to suck that
delicious meat. He was going wild, and |
was completely turned on by the effect |
was having on him. | know | never gave
head as well and as hard. The pressure |
exerted made every nerve react, and each
slide of my finger was coordinated with the
stroking of my lips. As | felt his muscles
lense, | experienced one of the most total
moments of sexual enjoyment in my life. His
orgasm and mine were s0 Intense that |
thought | would cry. | may add that to watch
my man enjoying these sensations is an
overwhelming turn-on.

I take no credit for doing all the good
‘eating” around our place, however. His
mouth on me is the answer to my every
dream.—S.F, Upper Darby, Pa.
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Pussy post, special delivery

| have been reading Penthouse for more
than two years now and have kept trying to
imagine what it would be like if any of the
situations in “Forum” happened to me
Well, finally something did.

One day, after playing tennis, | was at my
father's house alone, when the mail
dropped through the slot in the door. | went
to the door to get the mail and noticed
through the window that the mailman was
in factawoman. | opened the door and saw
that she was about twenty-five years old
and very good-looking. We started talking,
and | asked her if she'd like to have some-
thing to drink before resuming her route.
She said yes, and we had some wine. Then
she asked if she could use the bathroom.
Naturally, | said yes, but | wasn't prepared
for what was in store for me.

When she walked out of the bathroom,
she was nude. We didn't waste any time! |
went over to her, and we started kissing,
and | caressed her breasts. Then we went
into the bedroom. She pushed me on the
bed and started removing my clothes. She
kissed my neck and chest, working inexo-
rably toward my cock. But she went right by
my now rock-hard dick and kissed my legs
all over. That was ample consolation for a
while. Finally, she returned to my cock. She
took it in her warm, moist mouth and started
sucking on the head, her tongue flicking on
the underside. | was in heaven! It was the
areatest blowjob |'ve ever had.

Then she moved up and positioned her
moist pussy on my saliva-slicked cock and
started riding me. | reached up and played
with her breasts, fondling those rock-hard
nipples as if she were my last woman. We
both came simultaneously and magnifi-
cently

Needless to say, the mail was late thal
day | got her phone number, and we've
arranged for her to make a late-night spe-
cial delivery soon.—Name and address
withheld

Extramarital extrapolation

| am a thirty-three-year-old mother of two,
married for twelve years, and | have just
made love to a man other than my husband
for the very first time. | did so because my
husband has wanted me to for years. The
results of my getling screwed by another
man have been incredible. My sex life with
my husband has gone from good to great.
When | describe how | fucked and sucked
my lover, my husband goes wild with de-
light. I am now a strong believer in trying
anything once. If something this good can
come of a simple experiment, a lot of good
things must surely lie ahead provided that |
stay adventurous.—Name and address
withheld

The empress’s new clothes

My experiences with women's clothes
began a couple of years ago, after my wife
and | had married. One day, when my wife

went out shopping, | got an urge to go into
her dresser and try on some of her under-
wear At first, it was just panty hose, but as
time went on, | had to try panties and then
bras; it was very exciting to wear them
Everything was going well until my wife
started noticing runs in her panty hose (|
would get carried away at times) that
weren'l there when she |last wore them. She
also began to look quizzically at the traces
of come in her panties. She must have sus-
pected something a little out of the ordi-
nary. She didn't tell me of her discovery;
she wanted to catch me in the act. One day
she told me that she was going to go shop-
ping and left the house and drove off. |
wailed a couple of minutes and went to the
bedroom to slip into something more com-
fortable (her sundry undies) and then went
into the living room to relax and do my nails.
Suddenly, the door opened, and my wife
stood there with a not-so-surprised ex-
pression on her face. | could have shot in
my panties. She stepped inside and said
her suspicion had been confirmed.

She assured me that she wasn't mad and
even said | looked cute and demure. At that
she went lo the closet and removed her
prettiest dress and told me to put it on. She
zipped me up and to my delight. the dress
fit surprisingly well. Then came some
makeup, a pair of shoes, and a pock-
etbook. That's when she said, “Let's go
shopping!" | didn't know what to say to that
Then she threatened to tell the neighbors if
| didn’t comply; so | had no choice but to
go. We went to Sears, where she insisted
that l'try on a dress she picked out. | have to
admit that it felt strange to be in a women's
dressing room. | must have made a con-
vincing worman, since | was able to get into
the dressing room, although at the en-
trance there was a stern, matronly guard
who eyed me suspiciously. | quickly
learned to affect a credible (I think), if
somewhal clumsy and exaggeraled, nice
swing of hips and ass. My wife must have
done a good job of arranging my shoulder-
length hair, and I'm sure that the pink ibbon
bolstered my feminine image.

A few weeks passed, and Christmas ar-
rived. What a surprise | had when | opened
my first gift. There was a pair of latex falsies
(fabulous falsies) in my stocking! As | con-
linued unwrapping, | was elated to find
such surprises as a pair of four-inch,
knock-me-down-and-fuck-me pumps,
bras, panties, panty hose, eye shadow,
mascara, lipstick, nail polish, a skirt, a
blouse, even a rhineslone tiara, which |
couldn’t wail to flaunt on that "special oc-
casion.” | was so overwhelmed that | just
hugged and kissed my wife for several
minutes. She asked me what | was waiting
for and told me to get dressed and made
up. I remained in my new clothes all that
day, all the while listening to her telling me
that | was quite pretty as a girl. That night
we had the most fantastic lovemaking ses-
sion of our lives. She told me that if wearing
women's clothing turned me on so much,
she didn't mind at all

A week later New Year's Eve came, and
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so did her domination, She had me make a
resolution to keep my toenails polished and
to wear panties with panty hose under my
clothes every day. On many occasions |
have had to change into a dress or a skirt
and heels when | get home from work. |'ve
also had to polish my fingernails and put on
makeup at amoment's notice, | am so lucky
to have such an understanding wife. One
day she said that she would like to bring a
friend in to “show off her girl." That will be
an exqguisite ordeal for mel—Name and
address withheld

A victor's spoils

I'min the air force and am in school, study-
ing to be a weapons mechanic, | spend
most of my time studying, but in my leisure
hours | like to play poker.

One time, when a fnend and | were play-
ing. he ran out of money. (He's a terrnble
card player ) He wanted to continue to play:;
so, as a |oke, | suggested that we play a
hand and the loser would have to suck the
cock of the winner. My friend did not take it
as a joke and dealt out the cards. Needless
to say, | won, | toid him that | just meant it as
a joke, but he said that a bet is a bet and
proceeded to unzip my fly and remove my
cock.

To my surprise, | began to get an erec-
tion. He was doing an unbelievable job on
my cock. What was curious was that he had
the reputation of a stud for screwing almost
every WAF on the base at least once, and

he was giving me the greatest head of my
life. Since that night, whenever | bomb out
with a girl, instead of jacking off, | take out
my deck of cards and play a couple of
hands of poker with my friend. My playing
has improved enormously! But he's so
good that I'm afraid I'll be too spoiled to
accepl blowjobs from anyone else. So far |
have been lucky and haven't lost. Who
knows? | might be in for a pleasant surprise
when | do,—Name and address withheld

Train drain

For the past month I've been staying with
my brother in Toronto in an attempt to find a
summer job. However, my efforts proved
futile, and | soon found myself boarding a
night train back home. | was disconsolale
about all the time | had wasted in Toronto,
and at the time | didn't feel in the mood for
anything at all except sleep.

Half an hour after the train had left the
station, the lights were dimmed as people
settled down for sleep. As the hours
passed by, the peaple in my car fell asleep,
thus leaving me the only one awake, |'m an
insomniac, and | knew it would be useless
for me even to iry to sleep. | got up and
filled myself a cone of water, and when |
returned to my seat, | found that a girl had
occupied the empty seat next to mine. |
stared, quite surprised, at this nice pros-
pect when she turned around and saw me.
She was licking her lips so sensuously that |
got a slight hard-on. When | sat down, she
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asked me something in French, which |
didn't understand. Recognizing our com-
munication problem, she smiled al me and,
without warning, grabbed my cone of wa-
ter. As she raised it to her lips. she poured it
down the inside of her shirt accidentally. As
| looked down at her wet shirt, | understood
her continuing smile.

The water had caused her shirl to stick to
her body, revealing her protuberant tits.
They were so luscious that | couldn't keep
my eyes off them. Their firmness and
smoothness gave me a gigantic hard-on
immediately. Before | had a chance to
make a move, she quickly grabbed my
head and pushed it underneath her
drenched shirt. | licked all the moisture off
her and then sucked her tits until they were
even harder. She began to make soft
moans as | reached awkwardly for her
pussy.

She pushed me back against the chair,
pulled my zipper open, and reached for my
cock, which was so hard that she had trou-
ble taking it out. When she finally did get it
out, though, she began o show signs of
being impatient with the awkwardness of
Ihe situation. Before | knew what was going
on, she jJumped out from the seats, pulling
me along after her by my cock! | had such a
hard-on from the pressure she exerled that
| almost came off. Luckily, everybody was
still sleeping (or so it seemed). Finally, she
brought me to the men's room and flung me
down on the toilet seat, slammed the door
behind her, unbuckled my pants, and
pulled them off with my underwear. She
quickly dropped to her knees and took my
cock into her mouth. She first licked the
head and then moved down to the shaft,
sucking violently. Within minutes | was
ready to shoot my load into her mouth when
she squeezed my balls gently. This caused
me to gjaculate so fiercely that | nearly over-
loaded her mouth. She took it all down and
still sucked for more, but | was completely
dried out

Aftter a rest | picked her up off the
cramped floor and placed her on the toilet
sedl. She was giggling as | stripped her
and pushed my face into her warm pussy
and began to eat her out. As | slurped up
her warm vaginal juices, she nearly went
through the roof when she came. As |
slurped away, she neatly stuck her finger
up my ass, giving me such a hard erection
that | couldn't stand it any longer. | picked
her up and threw her against my body,
shoved my cock into her wel cunt, and
beganto pump for all l was worth. We came
simultaneously and collapsed in each
other’'s arms.

When our ardor finally subsided, | was
surprised to find everyone still asleep.
However, the girl remained so cool about
the whole thing that | had to infer that she
was used to this kind of activity. She gave
me a sweel smile, kissed me, and fell
asleep on my lap. Soon afterward, | fell
asleep, too, exhausted.

When | awoke, we were pulling into
Montreal, but she and all of her things were
gone.—Name and address withheld



An electric encounter

Being an avid reader of Penthouse, | al-
ways enjoy the letter section. Although the
letters may range from personal fantasies
to outrageous situations, they are alwa
entertaining. It was a letter you received

1=

from a K.M. about rug shocks thal
prompted me to write this letter
K.M. claims that rug shocks are the

grealest thing he's ever experienced while

making love. He says that shuffling his fee
onthe rug and getting shocks while fucking
his wife is a great turn-on. Ridiculous! To
leave a woman at the height of orgasm to
shuffle

V

around the room is absolute lunacy
However, the idea of sex and rug shocks
has some meril

| own a van and have carpeting all
around the back. One night a beal
blonde named Julie was getting hig!
me. Soon we ended up in the back, rolling
around in the plush carpeting. While lifting
up her sweater, my hand brushed against
one of her tits, causing a shock. She
jumped, and | began to create more
c ks, which took her aback, to say the
ast. When we started to fuck, thot
realized that she had become more ;
sionate than usual, and we had the best lay
ever

I've tried this with several other women
with uneven success, but | have never tried
K.M.'s shuffling method. To ask a woman to
wait while | lry lo make shocks in the middle
of fucking her is not my style

Rug shocks in foreplay, yves; in fucking
no!—Name and address withheld '

Four play
I've made love to hordes of men, but there
are four in ilar I'm especially fond
much so, in fact, that | always
wanted to make love to them all at once.
Until recently | couldn't think of a way how
Then an idea came to me, and | im
mediately put it into effect

| called all four guys on the phone and
told them to come over and undress and
wall for me. When they had all arrived, |
took four scraps of paper | had marked
tits," "ass,” "cunt,” and "mouth.” | put them
in a hat and had each of the men pick one
Then | led them all into the bedroom, and
Ihe show hit the road

Guy, who picked the word “ass,” was the
first on my bed. | followed, propping myself
on him so that he entered me from the rear
The other three assumed their positions
according to what they had picked out of
the hat. First, Mike rested his knees on my
houlders and leaned over to allow his dick
) find its way to my mouth. Next, Bill sat on
my belly and began massaging his penis
between my tits. Finally, my cunt got driven
nto by Larry, the best hung of them all. Four
orgasms in one!—Name and address
withheld
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Beautiful dreamer

I'm a twenty-year-old fashion model, and |
gazine very interesting. I'd like

are one of my fantasies with your

readers.

InitI'mon a beautiful beach with agroup
of frier mostly guys, playing volleyball
I'mwearnng a light, s \ t ; ind
a pair of denim short up my

v Tl

crotch and firm ass. Atthe end of the beach
Sl

steep chiff with a house atop it. A

the house and the

theres a
ong stairway connects
peach
Its a very hot
swimming. (Something about warm
and water really turns me on.) | start walk-
ng to the water and swim for a while, Then |
walk to the beach, and T-shirt is
wrapped tightly around my tits with my nip-
ples poking through
notice a man with

daay, so

| decide to go
sand

M

1 nice i_njl.j].:_.\_ in his

tight swim trunks watching me. He's truly
gorgeous, and at that moment | know that |
must have him. | sit on the msand,
he asks if he can join me. | say yes, we talk
for a while, and we hit it off very well

He asks if I'd like to take a swim, and we
nead for the water. We play in the waves for
a few minutes, holding each other, and get-
ting extremely horny. He tells me to follow
and we

rileading to

ana

~1iff

im around the cliff to a I
e house on top. (This whole
man have got me hotter
ve ever imagined possible.)

After entering, we promptly tear off our
clothes and jump Iin his ve

; -games time,

o it's fun-and gam e, 8

\rt":l;w gets It together. With jul

With you-name-n.
it's full of fun 9@

it's ¥y for
nd it's yours
astamped. seli-addressed en
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ALTEC/LANSING. THE NUMBER ONE NAME IN
PROFESSIONAL SPEAKERS IS COMING HOME.

Seudio; Mother Music Sound Recorders; Orange. CA |

THE FACT ALTEC IS THE NO.1
CHOICE OF PROFESSIONALS
SHOULD TELL YOU MORE THAN
A WHOLE PAGE OF SPECS.

Every speaker manufacturer can easily fill a number of pages with
technical data. However, not every speaker can claim to be the number one
choice of the pros —at major recording studios, concert halls, stadiums
and theaters. And we've been there for over 40 years.

So if you're thinking of putting a great hi-fi system into your home,
listen to an Altec Lansing speaker. The sound will convince yUu more
than anything you read. Write us for a full-line
catalog and the name of your nearest Altec Lansing
dealer. Altec Lansing International, 15[5
S. Manchester,-Anaheim, CA 92803.

thighs very lightly and then sticks his soft
tongue up my hot, wet pussy and Il|cl~5 it
around for a while. | beg for a taste of his
sweet come, and we enter a sixty-nine po-
sition. | suck and stroke him while he yells
for more (| love a noisy lover, and we both
moan in ecstasy). He says he wants to feel
my PUSsy arol ind his cock; so | sit on top of
him and start pumping the hell out of him
until we come together. It's pure heaven;
the fantasy ends with us wrapped in each
other's arms.—A.S., San Jose, Calif

Views from the top
It's time to set the record straight in a few
areas, Anyone, male or female, who regu-
larly reads "Forum” would end up with a
huge inferiority complex, and this is wrong
I'm a bisexual man who has fucked all
over the block, beginning at about age five
so | should have learned a thing or two. |
still manage admirably with both sexes,
and my next birthday will be my fiftieth.
Since my various partners range from
about twenty-two to thirty-five, | must have
something going for me in bed, but it's
neither. exceptional size nor exceptional
stamina. Once | did fuck with a guy of
sixty-five who was in beautiful shape for his
age. | wasn't really eager, but he was a
good friend; so | went along with it. A month
later he died of a heart attack. Since he
seemed to be rewarded by the pleasure of
the experience, | figure it was worth it. We
have to give in order to receive.
28 PENTHOUSE

Reading some of the fanciful tales in
Forum,” one gets the impression that the
average male is like the spout in a milk
[‘-Ianl firing a glob of come every [”L—‘E'H
ninute y and all night, seven days :
-.veek.. Not so; but more important, not nec-
essary. | like to be ready, willing, and avail-

s all ¢

able when any of my friends shows up. |
almost always am.

For the record—and some of my sex
partners are professional athletes under

twenty-five—there are a few important

facts that should be understood, Most
show up all fired and ready as hell, but
once they've popped off, J'c,r ve had it for

a while. This | understand, because I'm a
male, too. The gals | know usually take
longer to get there, but when they do, they
are capable of multiple orgasm. In this
department, | guess I'm fortunate, because |
come slowly—always did. The average
guy doesn't or can't hold off and is stuck
trying to bring the woman to orgasm and
hoping that his tool won't go limp while he
works away. For guys with this problem, |
have a suggestion that has worked well for
me. Shove itin all the way and grind away in
a rotary motion, saving the piston action for
the time when you need it

There is something special about simul-
taneous orgasm. In my opinion, this is the
biggest drawback of oral sex in a sixty-
nine, Iin that it's almost impossible to time
the readiness of your partner, male or
female. One partner usually gets stuck still

trying to satisfy the other, after orgasm and
interest have pas

sed.

Another big hang-up is penis size
while | can't complain—because st:
say I'm above average for a white male—it

doesn't really matter. If someone likes you
that someone will fuck with you. If other-
wise, there are lots of fish in the pond. It is
true, ti Tou gh, that the ma 4 h!j” of a

ot more fragile than the male image pro-
jiects. For many males, rejection is a crush-
ing blow, and it shouldnt be

As far as cock s s concerned, it has
little to do with effective sex. One can either
be a lover or a klutz. Most female sensitivity
Is in the outer genitals, and a giant cock
0 away in a small vagina can cause
pain that pleasure. One of my male
ds has a great instrument, and he's
proud of it, but he's y lover. His
biggest trouble 1s that he has never learned

a lousy

what to do with his cock. When we get
together, which is tairly often, he keeps as
ing, “Isn’t that a beautiful cock?” It is! I'd

o=

t nine or ten inches,
g '—'smp'»ﬂr L‘-u[ a number

estimate it's an hon

made il 10 orf
creetand as g
“There'll be another time.’

| think you have to fuck with any partner
at least two or three times in order to adjust
the relationship so that both partners can
be sure of mutual satisfaction. People vary
a lot in their sexual needs and perfor-
mance. Personally, | find this difference ex-
citing, rather than frustrating. The greatest
pleasure in sex lies in the ability to sa

At the half-century mark, | still don H
any trouble producing an erection when |
want one. Failure in this department is
mainly psychological. There are guys more
than eighty who have an orgasm at night
and still wake up with a hard-on in the morn-
ing. These older people, by the way, should
not be dismissed as sex partners. Once
the eagerness and the naiveté of youth
have been stripped away, there is still
plenty of time to stretch out and enjoy.

An orgasm is nice, but it's not essential
for my enjoyment of sex. Life being what it
s, sometimes | will pass a week without
rtner and then end up with three in one
While | may not feel the desire tocome,
the last arrival is just as important as the
first. | completely enjoy the acts of sex,
even though | have no compulsion for or-
gasm The biggest problem with young
people is that they tend to be too eager, too
serious, and too compulsive. There js
another day.

When it comes to fucking across racial
lines, I've done that, too. | believe that the
loveliest skin I've ever touched belonged to
a gorgeous black stripper in a Florida night-
club and to a young black man in New York.
The blacks |'ve known bring to their love-
making an attitude that whites would do
well to share. Those |'ve known personally
have all been gentle people with beautiful
souls, doing their best to give and to re-
ceive pleasure. My biggest regret here is
that none of these encounters ever devel-

CONTINUED ON PAGE 176




Ohyesyoucan!

THE EXPERIENCED PHOTOGRAPHER CAN: THE WEEKEND PHOTOGRAPHER CAN:

You can concentrate on the creativity of T fou can take beautiful, creative shots
your shot, because our engineers have . of your family, vacations, or your
concentrated on the flawless operation of 2 . wildes! dreams

the OM-1 and OM-2 Pt : Because our engineers have
For instance, OM cameras offer you a 3 done all the technical thinking, so
the worlds fastest continuous view motor . you can do all the creating

drive capability: five frames per second! The OM cameras let you cap-
Other SLR's have mirrors that can't re- ture unbelievably creative shots by

spond as fast as the O or OM-2 Just focusing and shooting

On many of them you even havetoloc You can capture a fast action se-

upth@ mirror, so you have to ot blind quence of your child riding a bike,

(Even our less expensive Rapid sliding into home plate, orin a ballet

Wundpr 1s faster than many other more performance

costly motor drive systems!) You can get creative with flash
So that you can journey into the photography. You don't have to set

worlds of macro and photomicrogra -— " the aperture, shutter speed, or cal

phy. and more, the OM cameras give — B . culate the distance: the OM-2 does

you a choice of no less than 13 in : . S it all. You can catch a surprise shot

terchangeable focusing scr No s s without worrying about under or over

longer are you limited by a choice of exposures

gither microprism or split c“r@er'l You can even experiment with
And while we're talkin lenses, because the OM cameras are
heres a significant fac part of the most extensive compact

Systemn s the most extensiv SLR system, with lenses that let you fill

satile in the world, wit a shot with a butterfly, or bring a moun

pact lenses and components tain top up close. And interchangeable

add to your creativity. SyTE : N focusing screens to help make focus-
Inthe OM-2, "OTF, Oif-The-Film : - — . [l inQ easier and your shots sharper

Light Measurement allows the cam- e v Drop by an Olympus dealer and hold

eratoreadthelight refl : one of our cameras in your hands. Let

film and sets the expo your mind wander. Think about that shot

the photograph is actuall you think you can't get

taken! Oh yes you can, with an Olympus
Other automatic SLR's « Wirite for descriptive I|r rature

posure before the photograph is OLYMPUS, Woodbury, New York 11797

taken, and the camera locks it in
mer nurf This Icave~ room for er- m [|

OLYMPUS

astest selli ng n,urr pact SLR
he whole world can't be wrong

’"ra[ed Tv—‘-.h ,\h.[.:-m [t.p am-
era automatically controls '_'|.:-
flash utilizing the same 'O
light sensors, assuring perfect
exposure with all len
telephoto to wide angle at any
f-stop

T
Meas!
and shuts off the 1.‘5:1 at
precise milli-second for per-
fect exposure

No wonder more
volved in photogra
buying an Olympus
than any other compact

So take the time to d
the advancements ¢
cameras with your Olympus
dealer

Think yo
OM camer:
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Cartergate continued
| want to thank Craig S. Karpel for the im
mense amount of work he has put into his
Cartergate” series. So far | found the arti-
cles very readable and am very glad to
have been informed of the contents. As a
citizen, | am very much concerned with the
continuing freedom of the press. In our own
country we are still pressing our govern-
ment for a freedom-of-information law. Se-
crecy is the last step before tyranny

| look forward to Mr.Karpel's future arti-
cles. “Freedom is eternal vigilance.” Carry
on strongly.—Terry Burrows, B.Sc., M.D.,
Vice-President (Programme), United Na-
lions Association in Canada, Metropolitan
Toronto Branch, Toronto, Ontario, Canada

| would just like to say that | thoroughly
enjoyed Craig S. Karpel's article on Presi
dent qu'irlr and his team of "advisers.” Itis
gine the intertwined relation-
"_-l‘ 'J-_-. IIPW\.PGP the people who run the
government and the people who run the
]l multinational corporations until the
connections are seen in print. Being &
Canadian, | have seen several obvious
cases where the multinational corporations
manipulated the government, but | never
realized that It could be to the extent that
Mr. Karpel has shown. It makes onewonder
who is really running the govern

With so.-many liberal, free-thinking
people in the United States, | often wonder
why there is not a party more responsive
than the two ultraconservative ones that
dominate the political scene and care noth-
ing for the people of your country. Social
democracy (government for the people) is
much more rewarding than government by
big business for big business. '

| look forward to reading the
articles in the Cartergate series.—D.W
White, British Columbia, Canada

1ent

What prompts me o write this letter is the
series of articles in your magazine dealing
with The Trilateral Commission.

As | read "The Real President” (Decem-
ber 1977), | was filled with a sense of
hopelessness when | thought of the power
behind the efforts of Zbigniew Brzezinski
and The Trilateral Commission to blur the
distinctions between corporations and
government -agencies and even nations.
And | am afraid that we are impotent as a
people against such awesome power. The
year 1984 isn't that far away:.

HP:—‘\ilﬂg Mr. Karpel's article, | was re-
minded of the film Rollerball or, rather, one
facet of the film, namely, that of corpora-
tions running the world. The idea of corpo-

rations having complete control—paolitical
as well as economical—seemed far-
fetiched at the time; but after reading the
articles in Penthouse, | realize that such an
deais not only possible but also on the way
to becoming a reality. And | shudder to
think of the consequences of such a sys-
tem

FOr many years, knowledgeable people
have prophesied that the world was in
L—.mrJer of being ruled by industrial con-
cerns. Among those people was Abraham
Lincoln, who believed that profit-hungry
industrialists would be the main threat to
our sovereignty. Even President Kennedy
spoke of the “gnomes of Zurich,” the com-
munity of multinational businessmen
whose goal is nothing less than absolute
control of the world's economic and politi-
cal systems
s me as ironic that men who be-
free-enterp ystem would
seek such power. But then power is the
greatest hallucinogen there is, and
monopoly is the syringe from which it
comes. It is even mare ironic that Karl Marx
believed in monopolies, too. He believed
that the means of production and distribu-
tion should be controlled by the State. Marx
called his systern communism. I'm wonder-
ing what Mr. Brzezinski will call his system if
he gets his way and the distinctions be-
tween corporations and government
agencies are blurred, thus combining the
means of production and distribution with
the mechanics of the State

The key to complete control is the control
over all economic activity. Already the large
corporations in the various sectors of the
economy control the means of production
and distribution. For example, the large
energy corporations control oil and coal
and uranium resources all the way from the
wells and mining sites to the retail outlets.
Surely, with such economic control, socia
and political control can't be far away. And
the creation of such councils as The Trilat-
eral Commission is an attempt to consoli-
date the various sectors of the economy
into a cohesive unit in order to control all
economic activity

The frightening thing about all of this is
that the control of all economic activity
would be the control of all our means to
function in society. And whoever has con-
trol of the means can decide which ends
are {o be served

Already in Japan some of the large elec-
tronics corporations are experimenting
with corporate communism. The corpora-
tions are seli-contained entities. The work-
ers live in corporation-supplied housing




There are some things you
never want to change.

Like the feeling you get
when you reel in that first big one.

An old familiar feeling. An
excitement that never changes.

Like the feeling you get with
every single sip of Smooth as Silk
Kessler. So consistently smooth.
Unchanging. There’s no smoother
whiskey at any price.

Like Kessler, the best things
in America never change.

Thank goodness
" the best things

AMLEHICAN

in America _
never change.

SMOOTH AS SILK

KESSLER
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shop in corporation-owned stores, obtain
medical care in corporation-funded hospi-
tals, and send their children to corpora-
tion-run schools. All this is in return for the
worker's pledging his loyalty to the corpo-
ration. And every morning the workers as-
semble for daily calisthenics. Afterward
they sing the corporate anthem and salute
the corporate flag

Is that what 1s in store for all of us? It
scares the hell out of me to think what a
system like that might evolve into. How long
would it take for our individual sovereignty
to disappear? | have no desire to be just
another worker in the "beehive

To my way of thinking, tyranny by another
name is still tyranny—whether it's from the
Left or the Right. —Terry W Mayfield, Bir-
mingham, Ala

| read "Cartergate |I" and found it to be very
enlightening. Craig S. Karpel's ideas seem
to be parallel to my own thoughts about the
bureaucracy of our country

| wish that Mr. Karpel would consider
writing an article protesting the giveaway
of our Panama Canal into the hands of the
Communist dictator Omar Torrijos.

Penthousehas such a vast circulation in
this country and is read by so very many
loyal American people who are freethink-
ers that an article on the Panama Canal
Treaties would greatly help to accomplish
what most American people want, which is
that the Panama Canal not be given
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away—AR.E.. Nanuet, N.Y

You will be pleased to know that Nicholas
von Hoffman wrote an "Advise and Dissent
on the subject of the Panama Canal. Pub-
lished in our January 1978 issue, the article
Is entitled "Why Carter Has to Give Away the
Panama Canal in Order to Sell Out Taiwan."

The First Amendment
Thank you for presenting Nat Hentoff's fin
article on First Amendment rights (‘“Advi
and Dissent,” Novernber 1977). | agr
strongly with Mr. Hentoff's view that we
should look at the Bill of Rights as it was
written and use common sense and in-
dividual judgment to create personal stan-
dards for what is “obscene.”

| would like to stress one very important
point; the First Amendment states: "Con
gress shall make no law abndging the
freedom of speech, or of the press.” It does
not authorize the Supreme Court to do so
either—Nick Dragos, Sacramento, Calif
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Ode to Abbie

While perusing your otherwise excellent
October 1977 issue, | couldn't heip notic-
ng that Abbie Hotfman had come through
once again with another in his series of
annual "Ha-Ha. Bet You Can't Catch Me
articles ("Inside the FBI"). And, as usual
fus often self-indulgent eloguence has pro-
vided a prosaically perfect, very entertain-
Ing essay that says absolutely nothing. But

en again, the American people have

en'tthey? |
like Pent-
what he
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controversy

y who knew all the

@ solutions, and the

Biile
ckly grew tired of him
lgnore him; 1 ‘be
tunately, it

1 fellevai
2 10NOWINY

| or died
aithful fo

owers, now on the
other side
Your friends are now your enemies; your
our reward
e your antics once amused have
otten bored

e people learn too late in

Ife the cause

0
sts not forever.
You've nothing but the debts to pay for all

your past endeavor,
You've lost your face, you've changed your
name, you ve nothing more to say
You're all but dead, and no one cares. so

ed-
ly upon
waking. Maybe then it will sink in.—Bruce
A. Bennett, Hawthorne, N.J

| suggest you paste th

poerm on you
roorn wall .

Abbie, and recite it

Palestinian homeland

found Moshe Decter's “"The Myth of a
Palestinian Homeland” (October 1977) to
be one of the best essays |'ve seen on the
Middle Eastern issues. | would like copies
to be used in the seminars that we run for
the greater Milwaukee community.—Mrs
Tybie Taglin, Director, Adult Services and
Cultural Arts, Jewish Community Center of
Milwaukee, Milwaukee, Wis

Short-story contest

While | was in New York last week, | bought
my first copy of Penthouse. What an excit-
Ing experience was in store for me! The
entire magazine is a work of art, tastefully
executed to appeal 0 people of ntelli-
gence. (An exception might be the letters
n the "Forum.” But | read them, all of them
with amusement if not belief.)

But the real reason why | am writing is to
commend you on your short-story contest
winner. Suzanne Hudson's “LaPrade” (De-
cember 1977) is a magnificent story, pro-
fessionally presented and dealing with a
taboo subject with great sensitivity. | be-
lleve that this story should be included in
an anthology or win an award for Pent-
house. A laurel to you for your excellent
taste!

| am sorry that | did not know about your

AN PAGE 58







Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health.

16 mg. “tar”, 1.0 mg. nicotine av.
per cigarette, FTC Report Aug. ‘77

a5 simpleas it i smart. g Winson
Instead of using stronger tobacco, '
 Viceroy uses more tobacco and a lower

~‘tar’ blend than Winston or Marlboro.
- Theresult is a mild, fully packed 4 S
cigarette with an extra satisfying taste. - e
And,yw, lwer ‘tar’ thanmetOH VICEROY 16 MGS. ‘TAR WINSTD .19 MGS. “TAR; MARLBORO 17
or MﬂﬂbOIO =B&WT Co MGS. ‘TAR! AVERAGE Pﬁnm_"' TE, FTC REPORT, AUG.. 1977




e An occasional encounter
of the younger kind
might be good for your wife's ego
and your voyeurism.®

AN NAD

XAVIERAS LETTER
OF THE MONTH
My wife and | have been hap-
pily married for thirty years,
and our life together gets bet-
ter every year. We are very
devoted to each other and con-
tinue ta look forward to grow-
ing old together We have not
been angels guring our mar-
riage, especially during the
first few years. By mutual
agreement we both had
extramnarital affairs, although
we were very careful not to
embarrass each other Mu-
tual friends, neighbors, and
people whom | had business
with were taboo. My wife was
and still 1s a very attractive, pe-
tite brunette—and she never
had any trouble in getting hold
of this particular boy she liked.

After some years of mar-
riage, our small “side trips”
became fewer and then
stopped completely. But we
did have a single incident about twelve years ago. We went down
to Saranac Lake, N.Y, for a weekend. After dinner we went into the
dance lounge. | am not much of a dancer, uniike my wife, and we
were mosltly sitting there, sipping our drinks. Suddenly, a very
young, red-faced boy appeared out of nowhere and asked my
wife to dance. Mona, my wife, seemed very pleased that a young
guy like that would dance with her, she was thirty-eight at the time
but looked much younger. She looked at me, and | nodded my
okay, wondering how a younger boy could even have gotten into
the lounge

Anyway, Mona and | had entertained ourselves by observing a
prostitute who was sitting at the bar. She looked like a replica of
Jayne Mansfield. A lot of men had tatked to her, but she had
refused them all. | was dandily dressed, and she had locked at me
a few times, even when my wife was beside me. Feeling a little
high, | walked over to her, and to my surprise she was willing to
dance. Holding her was almost enough, but when she pressed

IRATIOH ANDIER
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herself toward me., | started to
grow!

llooked around for my danc-
ing wife, and | was in for a little
shock. When | saw her and her
partner, | did not have to be
embarrassed about my own
situation, for hers was a heck
of a lot wilder than mine. She
and her partner hardly danced
at all. Standing in the same
place and moving only her up-
perbody, Mona stared strange-
ly ahead, while the boy was
leaning into her with his eyes
closed. Their bodies clung to-
gether during the “dance,”
and | was sure they were al-
mostinorgasms right then and
there. Sure, | noticed that a few
couples looked at them but
my wife didn’'t seem to mind
First, | thought of interrupting
them, but then | thought: "What
the hell, we're French Cana-
dians, and | don't know anyone
in Saranac; let her have her
fun.” After all, shouldn't married couples, too, live and let live?

Judy, the whore | was dancing with, tried her best to get me. The
reason she had cut the others out was her price; she wanted fifty
bucks for a shot. Remember, this was twelve years ago! My erect
penis, bursting into her, told her that | was an easy lay, but she had
no idea that my desire came more from my wife's show. | told her
that | might see her the next day, as she said she would be in the
bar when it opened. | told her that | would need her service very
much by then.

Upon coming back to my table, | saw that Mona was already
there, and so was Lanny, the newly found boyfriend. It was all weird
in a way. Mona could hardly talk to me. she still looked to be in a
high state of sexual excitement. and Lanny tried to stare a hole in
the table, red-faced and shy | tried to cheer them up with
drinks—but in vain. | got a feeling that | was disturbing something
sacred, and [ felt that | was witnessing something rare: a perfect
match-up of sexual attraction. It sounds crazy, | know, and | felt the

All iInquiries are treated

n 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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same way al the time, but | realized that |
might have hit the spike on the head.
With my one-sided but intentionally well

meant conversation with the boy, | found

that he was staying alone in his parent's
cottage for the weekend. That Mona had
made him sexually aroused was easy to
see; what really staggered me was that
‘Mona did not even try to hide that her only
wish was to remain with him, and | knew her
well enough to detect that she was horny as
hell. | just couldn't break apart that some-
thing that was between the two of them.
| said: “Boy, am | ever tired. | think I'll go
to bed, but you, Mona, better make sure
that Lanny gets home okay." Mona looked
at me with warm eyes and asked, "Do you
mean that?" | said yes, and | couldn't help
adding that she had better be nice to him,
as it might be his first time. Mona just
looked at me, and as | got up, she took my
hand. | read from her lips “Thank you.”
She did not come home until 9:30 the
next morning. It had been his first time, and
he had been hot. Even though she'd had
hardly any sleep, she came in only to pick
up her bikini; she was going boating with
Lanny. She was frank and thankful that | did
not show any regret about the incident,
Then she told me that she had seen me
dancing with the prostitute, Judy. She
asked if | wanted her. | said no, but Mona
insisted it would help her mind, and she
wouldn't feel badly about her adventure.
Mona offered to call up Judy, but | did it

instead, and Judy said she could be overin
five minutes.

I never had much fun with prostitutes, but
with Judy | had all the satisfaction | could
ask for. Sure, she was a wonderful mistress
and a cat in bed, but | still think that the
knowledge of my wife's unashamed adul-
tery and her robbing of the boy's virginity
was what lifted me up in such a way. No
such thing has ever happened to us since,
but we often discuss the incident. We
would never change that night if we had it
to do over—Y.M.

It's sometimes healthy for married couples
1o switch partners. As long as your wife still
turns you on when you two are together, an
occasional encounter of the younger kind
is good for your wife's ego and your voy-
eurism,

GET DOWN, GET DOWN!

My boyfriend of more than two years and |
have a beautiful relationship, sexually and
otherwise. He is thirty-two, and | am
twenty-four. We live together and make love
four or five times a week and twice on
Saturdays and Sundays. We had regular
sex before we lived together, but it was only
after we moved in together that he started
going down on me. He said that he had
never done it before, but you couldn't
prove it by me, because no one had ever
eaten my pussy before. To me he's an ex-
pert; he makes me have three or four or-

“If they give him the ransom and the airplane,
he becomes a rich tourist. If he shoots us, he becomes a best-
selling author. Either way, he can't lose.”
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gasms with his tongue before he fucks me
with his beautiful eight-and-one-half-inch
cock and brings me off another two or more
times before he comes with me. He says he
enjoys our lovemaking completely, but [
think that deep down every man wants to
have his cock sucked. Now, I've never had
enough love for any man to want to satisfy
him completely this way until now. The thing
is that Marty, my boyfriend, has put me up
so high and thinks so much of me because,
before he came along, | didn't fuck around.
He thinks of me as a saint, and I'm afraid if
will turn him off if | just start sucking on him
one day. It would be even worse if | asked
him if | could suck him. We're in the nude all
the time, and | have been so tempted to
take his beautiful cock in my waiting, wet
mouth. I don't want him to think badly of me,
and | don't want to ruin our sex life. Hurry!
Tell me what to.do. We were both tired last
night and didn't fuck, so right now I'm horny
as hell. I might not be able to wait for your
answer. Tonight he's going to eat my pussy
in grand style, and | only wish to return the
feeling.—R.W.

Since you both have been with other lovers
before and neither of you found the other in
avirginal state, | can't see the point of piay-
ing the totally straight, inexperienced
housewife, high up on her pedestal. It
might well be possible that your boyfriend
is as anxious for you to suck his cock as you
are lo do it, but you are both too concerned
about “mutual respect.” So neither one of
you ever gets anywhere except frustrated.
Don't hesitate next time you are in bed. Just
turn your body in the so-called sixty-nine
position, where each of you is lying. say, on
the right side, facing the genitals of the
other. While he goes down on you, you can
begin by stroking and caressing his penis
and scrotum and then gently, bit by bit,
taking his beautiful cock in your mouth. Or
else, surprise him one morning when he
wakes up with a morning erection and is
still half asleep; move down between his
legs and begin to suck his cock with slow,
deep moves.

POSITIVELY THE PITS

I experience a fetish, which | have a strong
desire to read your opinion on. Ever since [
can remember, I've been very much at-
fracted to women's armpits. It seems
paradoxical to most people, | guess. Those
whom I've associated with call ‘the pit" an
ugly, smelly part of the body. | look at it
much differently. | always look at it with a
hard-on!

For instance, the shots of Valerie Rae
Clark in one of your issues caused me to
cream in my pants. Rene La Fontaine, in
the January 1976 issue, had a juicy pose
that stretched me to the maximum. Her
pussy and her pits—both—looked out-
standing. The ultimate was in the July 1976
issue. The pictorial “1876" showed two
women together, licking, touching, and feel-
ing each other. And all this was climaxed by
a shot of an armpit that had hair. | found this
to be an uncontrollable turn-on.
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It is easy to handle a hangover. Follow
these simple rules and you won’t get one:
1. Do not go to a party unless they serve
% et only apple cider.

1o )% 2. Avoid going out
- with attractive

women.
They will only

lead you to
alcohol.

If for some
strange reas
S s you find =
yourself at a party with an attractive =
woman where they serve alcohol,
you may end up with a hangover.

You will have fun at the party.
But the next morning you will not
have fun with the hangover. :

Too much alcohol can give you
a terrible headache.

y You will be exhausted
from staying up
S8 all night having such
) a swell time. Your
WY nerves will not be

P =~ able to bear any more
P sensory input.
A toothbrush
) dropped on the
\ floor will set up a
) deafening clatter
) inside your

- aching head.
And your stomach will be upset because

g P

too much alcohol creates excess acid.
Your mouth may even begin to feel dry

Y|

like the guy in the
W movies crawling
2 - across the desert
¢ with his tongue
B-—. hanging out.
> Now try to
remember all
the fun you had
last night. And
take Alka-Seltzer"
for that upset
stomach and headache.
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Alka-Seltzer” will give you fast relief because
it contains both antacids -
and specially buffered -
aspirin.

Unlike plain aspirin,
Alka-Seltzer® reaches 73
your stomach already - R
dissolved along 7 (ﬂ”l;:j‘,jl e E
with antacids ~—m— A
to soothe your
stomach.

So you get
all the pain
relief of regular
aspirin while :
protecting your stomach.
In fact, it does wonders for your stomach.
Fast. The antacids in Alka-Seltzer®
go to work instantly to neutralize
the excess acid and bring soothing relief.
When you take Alka-Seltzer® for a
hangover you will discover the remarkable
[ruth behind that great little phrase you
catch yourself humming all the time: “Plop plop,
: R AT fizz fizz, Oh, what
.arelefitis)™®
Fast. Fast. Fast.

O

Alka-Seltzer.
“Plop plop, fizz fizz,
Oh, what a relief it is!™
Fast. Fast. Fast.
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I really like a stubble of about four days:
not too coarse and not too long. | really like
armpits in a cupped pose. This can be
created by a woman pressing down on
something about half-an-arm’s length
away. | think it reminds me of a cuntin some
ways. It gets me hotter than really nice tits.
My girl friend loves sex, and we have it of-
ten, but she shies away from growing hair. [
have asked her, but she says no, she won't.
I have asked her to let me play around with
her pits, but she won't let me. | try to any-
way, and somelimes | get some pit.

Xaviera, 1s this a rare fetish? How can my
girl enjoy underarm sexuality more? Please
print more pit.—J.C.

Well, Americans are so conscious of clean-
liness that asking a girl to grow the hair
under her armpits is the same as asking her
to grow the hair on her legs. She just won't
do it. In Europe women are a lot more re-
laxed. | know a lot of German, Italian, and
Spanish women who never shave, or if they
do, do so only once a week. The armpitis a
very sensual part of the body, and | myself
love to put my head or my ear against the
warm armpit of a man when | cuddle up
against him either before or after having
some good sex,

Actually, there is one man in my life whom
| love but don't see too often, He lives in
Canada, and | no longer live there. So,
when we meet once or twice a year in
Europe, | always insist that during the last

few days of his stay, he wear a cotton T-shirt
and not change it. | love the smell of his
armpits so much that days, weeks, even
months, after he's gone, | can still pull the
shirt from a drawer, hold it to my nose, and
take a deep sniff, imagining he is with me.
A great way to get high is with natural smell.
Then, of course, | masturbate while | fan-
tasize about his body, his chest, and his
hairy armpits.

You can do the same with your girl friend.
Ask her for a little blouse or slip that she
doesn't wear anymore, but be sure to insist
that she doesn't wear any deodorant or
perfume so that you can really smell the
skin ador. Have you ever tried licking your
girl friend’s armpits? You might as well sniff,
taste, and touch all at once. Even mastur-
bating between her upper arm and her pit
should be an exciting experience. Try it
some day.

GIANTS, UNITE!

I have what | feel fo be an unusual fantasy. It
involves tall, heavyset women. [ love to see
big, husky wornen in fur coats. It really turns
me on, but the thought of being lifted off my
feet by a big, strong woman makes me
even more excited. I've been turned on to

.this for as long as | can remember. Just the

thought of being picked up off the ground
and bear-hugged by a husky woman in a
fur coat makes my head spin. 've always
been a shy guy, and I'm really turned on to
strong, aggressive wamen. My real prob-

“This one is for kissing the Secretary of
the Army's ass, this one is for kissing the Chief of Staff's ass, this one...." «
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lem is that I'm six feet tall, and | weigh 220
pounds. So, as you can tell, the women
who could handle someone my size are
few and far between. My only hope is to try
to find a lady wrestler or weight lifter, but
I've never seen any that could fill the bill. I'm
not necessarily after a beautiful-looking
qgirl; looks aren't that important tome, as I'm
no Paul Newman myself. But since you've
been around as much as you have,
perhaps you could tell me where | might
possibly find a girl like the one I'm inter-
ested in. I'd also like to know if you've ever
run across anyone who shares my particu-
lar fetish.—B.B.

Read on.

EQUALITY ALL THE WAY
| have a fascination for girl wrestling. Many
people share this interest, as is evidenced
by the many girl photos advertised in
wrestling magazines. None of the girls I've
ever dated or known has seemed to be
interested in wrestling. | keep hoping to
find a female opponent who can test my
strength and skill in a competitive match.
I often fantasize about wrestling with a
girl who has a beautiful, sexy body and
powerful thighs. When she gets me in a
scissors hold, there’s no way | can escape.
I am at her mercy as she slowly and taunt-
ingly crushes me until | pass out. | assume
there are many men who have had this type
of fantasy. | wonder how frequent it is
among wormen.—N.W,

[t Is not so uncommon as you think to fan-
tasize about being put in a bear hug by a
big girl. Usually, small, shy men go crazy
over taller, heavier chicks. Though they feel
scared as well as protected by those girls,
the attraction will always remain.

| personally have encountered several
men who loved to get involved in some kind

“of wrestling match or else to watch two big

girls throw each other down to the floor,
pulling and pushing on any imaginable
part of each other's bodies. There are
plenty of big girls in this world who would
love to overpower you. Either look through
the ads in certain well-known sex maga-
zines or else put an ad in one yourself,
stating exactly the requirements you have
in mind. I'm sure there are even some not-
so-big girls out there who are strong
enough to give you a good fight.

As Tor the first letter writer, it is somewhat
exceptional that a big, husky fellow like you
has an attraction to big women, since it is
usually the opposites that attract each
other. But in this world there are always the
exceptions to every rule.

SLIP IN AND SLIDE IN

I'm twenty-six years old and have been
married for almost a year, and | would like
your opinion. What is the best lubricant to
use during sex? We have been using Vas-
eline, but we really don't like it. What do you
think is better?—J.H.

The best and most hygienic of all lubricants



The new Fiat 2 year,
24,000 mile Warranty.

Longer than Toyota,
Datsun.,Volkswagen,
Honda,Chevette, Fiesta.

Fiat now offers a longer power train
warranty than any of these imported or
domestic cars.

We give you the same basic warranty
as everybody else for the first 12 months.

But now we've added a warranty to
cover the engine, transmission, and drive
train for the next 12 months or 12,000 miles.

So basically, you're covered for just
about anything that could go wrong the first
year, and you're covered for transmission,
drive train and most engine parts the second
year.

How can we do this?

Well, it wasn’t as simple as just changing
some numbers on some paper.

We've spent millions of dollars and
engineering hours over the last few years
making Fiats more reliable and dependable.
What we've come out with is a Fiat that's not
only a pleasure to drive; it's so dependable
and so reliable, it’s also a pleasure to own.
Your Fiat dealer can put you in one for a test
drive. And he can also show you the details
of our new warranty and how 1t differs from
those of other cars.

Here's How You Are Protected.

Fiat Motors of North America, Inc. will
warrant to the retail purchaser each part of
each 1978 Fiat except tires and batteries to
be free, under normal use and service as
recommended by Fiat, from defect in
material and workmanship for 12,000 miles
or 12 months from the date of delivery,
whichever event shall first occur, and the
transmission, drive train and most engine
parts will be warranted for an additional

12,000 miles or 12 months, whichever event
occurs first. Any part found to be defective
will be replaced or repaired at the option of
Fiat. See your Fiat dealer for exact terms of
the Fiat Motors of North America, Inc.
Warranty.

[F/1/A/T}

First we improved the car.
Then we improved the warranty.
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is human saliva. In many respects it is ac-
tually better than the lubricants available
on the market. For natural saliva has all the
qualities needed for alleviating dryness,
soreness, and friction, and it Is probably
better for the skin than anything artificial.

Ifyoud like to use other lubricants, I'll sug-
gust a few to choose from that are slicker
than Vaseline, which tends to be just sticky:
Lubrafax vaginal cream, Koromex jelly
(sperm killing as well), Johnson's baby oil
(odorless and tasteless), Emotion Lotion,
or any odorless body lotion. You can also
try K.Y. jelly. which is one of the most widely
used jellies.

Nivea milk can give a highly erotic touch
10 your lovemaking because of the white
substance of the cream. Apply it lovingly to
each other’s bodies and try mixing his
white sperm with all that white cream

LOOK, MA, NO HANDS
I'd just like to share an orgasmic tidbit or
two with you and your readers. | am also
vain enough to think that maybe | am one of
the few who can perform this feat. Have
you heard of this?

| possess what | have been led to believe
is a substantially larger cock than the norm:
a littfe better than eight and a half inches
hard. The head of my cock is quite big. the
shaftis almost ten inches in circumference
at the base, and | am uncircumcised. A
former girl friend of mine used to brag that
she could bring herself off via muscle con-

trol. | wondered if | could do the same with
some practice and much concentration.

It can be done!

The orgasmic sensation is really quite
incredible. By tensing or contracting the
muscles around the base of the penis, |
can, in effect, control the supply of blood to
the entire shaft, especially the glans,
thereby rhythmically increasing and de-
creasing the circumference of the head. |
can actually cause the foreskin to roll to
and fro tractionally over the glans until
ejaculation occurs. | have also managed
orgasm with the foreskin pulled all the way
back. It does take a bit of practice and
concentration, but the sensation is really
fantastic.

Is it possible that | may be muscularly
massaging the prostate? Are you familiar
with such a practice? This method is also a
terrific variation on normal thrusting in in-
tercourse, with the head of my cock lodged
Just beyond the woman'’s vaginal sphincter.
I contract my cock, and she does the same
with her cunt muscles—no thrusting while
in the sitting position facing one another. |
would be interested in your knowledge and
comments.—W.B.

That's some new trick for masturbation! Itis
totally new to me, and | must have some of
my partners fry it before | can honestly
make a comment on your letter. Meanwhile,
for those who are interested in trying it
themselves, follow up on W.B.'s directions!

“Neither the Renaissance nor the Golden Age of Enlightenment
shall proceed until we find out who placed the ‘whoopee cushion’ on my throne!”
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OLD DOG, NEW TRICKS

At the end of your book, The Best Part of a
Man, you ask for suggestions for possible
inclusion in your next book, Xaviera's Les-
sons in Love. | hope it isn't too late, be-
cause | have one that | think is worth con-
sidering.

In your chapter on circumcision, you tell
of a boyfriend you once had who, knowing
that you would have preferred him circum-
cised, trained his “best part” to stay back
so that it had a circumcised appearance. |
dare say this was helpful only for the sake
of appearance and did nothing to improve
his organ’s effectiveness as a vagina mas-
sager.

My suggestion is a painless alternative to
curcumcision—one of which also keeps the
penis skin back during intercourse, the time
when an exposed head is most needed.

Put a small rubber band around the
penis about four inches behind the head,
and hold it back in this position with lengths
of thread or dental floss tied on either side
lo the rubber band. The rubber band is
small enough to be slightly stretched when
the penis is erect so that it grabs the skin
and yet is loose enough to allow ejacula-
tion. The threads pass back between the
buttocks and around the waist so that the
ends tie together under the navel. All
surplus rear skin is behind the rubber
band, of course, and the pleasure-
sensitive foreskin is held relatively motion-
less against the shaft, where it rubs the
vagina along with the head, instead of
flapping over the head on every with-
drawal, thus preventing friction against the
vagina.

I dreamed up this technique and used it
occasionally before | was circumcised,
and | know firsthand that it works. For the
man, it allows him to use all the pleasure-
sensitive tissue that nature gave him with-
out the frustration of a flapping foreskin. In
this respect, it is even better than being
clipped. | had the operation anyway, be-
cause my wife expressed your sentiment: a
clipped peter just naturally looks better
Besides, the rubber-band-and-thread har-
ness takes time to attach properly.

I hope someone out there can use my old
invention.—T.R.

You and the above letter writer surely have
some kinky, new ideas with regard to penis
control and gadgets. I'm glad to have
heard about your littie contraption, and I'm
sure my readers will try it out.

OLD DOG, NO TRICKS
I have been married for forty-one years. |
am seventy-two years old. My sexual rela-
tions with my wife have been perfect until
recently. Our foreplay was always vivid,
imaginative, romantic, tender, and ardent. |
continued caressing, hugging, and kissing
her after the act as well as before it. | have a
slender build and am five feet seven inches
tall, and my wife is similar in build but
shorter. My penis when erect is eight
inches in length and six inches in girth.
White fucking her. | would hold back my
CONTINUED ON PAGE 163
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This Canadian has a reputation for smoothness.
So you won't catch him drinking anything less than
the smoothest whisky around.

Windsor. A whisky made with glacier-fed
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One of a kind.

Where others rush through life, he knows when to
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THE JOY OF MEDIOCRITY

BY NICK TOSCHES

‘ ome of my best friends are mediocre. One tells vauntingly of
\ dinner invitations from Tony Orlando. Another is quick to remind
L me of America’s debt to Ayn Rand. A third is an eater of sesame
who aspires to write political speeches. And then there is Levine. When |
first met him, his name rhymed with “ravine"; a few years later, it thymed
with “divine." | told him, with a sort of admiration, that | found this
eminently mediocre. We no longer speak.

No one thinks of himself as mediocre, and most think of themselves
as warriors against mediocrity. When T. S. Eliot wrote The Caocktail
Party, he felt he had indicted mediocrity. He had no idea that the play
itself was quite mediocre. One is not startled to hear that Paul Anka feels
the blood of poets flowing through his wrists. Did Descartes know that
cogito, ergo sum was a monument to a priori mediocrity? Does punk
rock sense that it is merely a quaint rekindling of the mediocrities of 1914
futurism? Does Jimmy Carter think he's actually noticeable?

We have all committed acts of grave mediocrity in our lives. | recall the
time | agreed to interview Roy Clark. | was fully aware that the gentle-
man was a titan of mediocrity, but the interview involved a free trip to
Wyoming, where | had never been. | came prepared with only one
question, and it was decidedly mediocre. | sat watching—rather, staring
at—Mr. Clark as he tried to tape a motorcycle-safety commercial.
Whenever he came to the word motorcycle, there was trouble,

“Hi, folks, this is Roy Clark, and | want to tell you about the the new
Wyoming safety laws concerning motorsickles, . . ."

| counted eighteen takes. When he finally got the word right, the
governor of Wyoming patted him on the back and congratulated him
lavishly, as if he had deciphered the

ally compiled lists of Things to Do. Just the other day, | filled out a New
Times subscription form.

But | am a novice, and mediocrity, like Eleusis, has its mysteries. For
instance, the letter K, which seems to be sacred and powerful to all who
are anointed. Trying to pierce the mystery of K, | stood for many
moments in the drizzling rain, pondering the glowing, plastic glyphs:
Kash-N-Karry, Kwik-Sak, Majik Market, Pik-N-Pak, We-Sak-It, Krispy
Chicken, Kountry Korner. Trucks roar along our highways at night, their
vans loaded with large, recondite Ks. In Biloxi the owner of an old Cash
& Carry grocery store resists. He is found the next morning, hanging by
a rope from one of his Cs.

Something is afoot here, and the consequences may be great. Will
students at some future Kollege of Mediokrity be assigned to read
Dante's Divine Komedy, Dostoevski's Krime-N-Punishment, Wolfe's
Web-N-Rok, Mailer's Naked-N-Ded ? Will they discuss aloud the many
implications of Shakespeare's “2-B or not 2-B, that is the kwestion"?

Television and poetry are perhaps the most energetic manufacturers
of mediocrity. An “All in the Family" episode dealing with rape, or a
“Maude” episode dealing with alcoholism, is a profoundly mediocre
thing, but it still cannot compare with an Erica Jong poem about love or
one of Lawrence Ferlinghetti's lyric visions of the Hipster Christ. Televi-
sion, however, may brag of the made-for-TV movie, the only art form in
the history of Western civilization that has not even tentatively peeked
beyond mediocrity. One is tempted to write a scathing beatnik poem on
the subject.

But, to paraphrase Aristotle (the father of modern mediocrity), there is

i mediocrity in all things, great and

Mayan Codices. Then Roy turned to
me, and | asked my question.
“Well, Roy," | said. “You play a lot

small. The tedious, hulking boxes of
modern architecture, built in the
image of Dwight Eisenhowever's

of country music, and you play a lot
of pop music. Which do you really
prefer?”

“I like 'em both."

“You don't prefer one to the
other?”

| like ‘'em both."”

"Honestly?"

“Yes. | like 'em both."”

This went on for a handful of min-
utes; then Mr. Clark and | shook
hands and exchanged smiles of
mutual respect. The governor of
Wyoming expressed his admiration

soul, cannot fail to impress us. Yet
consider the Air-Wick Freshener.
Here, too, one will find mediocrity, of
a more delicate and modest sort.
There is even spiritual mediocrity.
One looks upon the lantern face of
Reverend Moon, feels blandness
replenish his soul, and is saved. Or
perhaps, scorning organized reli-
gion, one ponders the meaning of
life. What's it all about?

Mediocrity has its immortal mo-
ments. Elvis Presley exhorting us to
“Dothe Clam.” Bert Convy revealing
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for my craft.

Like most sins, this was an
exhilarating experience, and | have
relived it since. I've learned to blow
smoke rings and to read Baudelaire
in the original French. I've occasion-

to Johnny Carson, and the world,
that if everybody did their own thing,
life would be a heck of a lot easier.”
The invention of Tab. The birth of
Merv Griffin. The death of God. Pat
Boone's first nocturnal emission.
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The autobiography of Sammy
Davis, Jr. The Immaculate Con-
ception. Marlon Brando's decision
to help the redskins regain Hobo-
ken. Donovan's comeback. The
first French movie. John Lennon
and Yoko Ono taking off their
clothes. The inception of
monotheism. The debut of Egg
McMuffin. The first utterance of the
word thrust. The birth of meaning-
ful dialogue. Charo and Cugie's
first coupling.

Mediocrity, unlike art, is eternal.
It was mediocrity that drew our
grunting ancestors from their
caves to behold the world's won-
derments and to utter irrevocable,
dull comments about the weather.
Mediocrity has taught us and
guided us. It has driven us to mash
our carrots, to freeze-dry our cof-
fee, to shroud our furniture in clear
plastic, and to stick safety pins
through our ears. It took us to the
moon, a place even more medio-
cre than Salt Lake City.

But where is a Keats to sing us
an "Ode on an Air-Wick Freshen-
er'? Where is an Aguinas to in-
struct us, “Not |, but the Mediocrity
within me"'? The answer, my
friend, is blowin' in the wind.

The mediocre shall inherit the
earth. | myself am ready for it. If
Tony Orlando invites me to dinner,
| know just what I'll wear.

Cugat and Charo.

THE COMEBACK TRAIL

Il the reviewers say that
Liza Minnelli's new
Broadway musical, The

Act, isn't a Broadway musical at all
but a flashy nightclub act. That's
not strictly true. Feeble though it
may be, Liza's new show does
boast a story line.

It's about this movie star, see?
Her career starts to sag a little, and
she decides she'd better get back
into the business before everybody
thinks she's died or something.

Her husband, who is this honcho
movie producer, says something
like: “Hey, baby, why don't you
make your comeback slow and
easy—like, work up a Las Vegas
nightclub act?"

She shudders and says some-
thing like: “Nightclubs, yuck! If | go
on the club circuit, everybody will
say that | couldn't get a job any-
where else.”

Of course, she does work up a
nightclub act, and she does go on
the circuit, and she’s such a terrific
smash that the movies go crazy to
get her back, and she can stop
demeaning herself in the yuck!
nightclubs.

To tum this dumb plot into an
insidious allegory, just substitute
“the theater" for “the nightclub cir-
cuit” and “a Broadway show" for “a
nightclub act,” and The Act offers a
pretty good picture of what's be-
coming of Broadway these days.

The Great White Way is now the =
Comeback Trail, as Hollywood =

are temporarily between TV series
or waiting out new movie contracts
have committed themselves to
Broadway shows. If they all pan
out, Broadway will look like a Swiss
fat farm by the end of the season.
Nobody's calling Liza Minnelli a
has-been. But let's face it: after
New York, New York and Lucky
Lady, Hollywood did not exactly
prostrate itself at her feet. New
York City did, however, because
the theater appreciates a star.
Broadway is so starved for stars,
who seem to be umbilically at-
tached to Hollywood, that even a
soap-opera lead is welcomed like
minor royalty. For Liza, for the
goods, the Broadway faithful would

B |

stars trek east in droves to bolster & ESS= e
flagging careers. This season, a

slew of stars and pseudostars who

Liza: fame as a commodity.

trample their own progeny in their
stampede to the box office.

Itisn't for the adulation alone that
the stars are retumning to Broad-
way. Being a star is like running a
small industry: you've got to im-
prove your product, broaden your
market, and cement customer rela-
tions, especially in your “off" sea-
sons saleswise. Most of today's
stars are much shrewder business
people than their predecessors
(pace Joan Crawford). Between
movies they use other media to
keep their product familiar to the
public eye. They write books, do
TV specials, chat on talk shows,
work up nightclub acts, make
cabaret appearances, take one-
man shows on ftour—and appear
on Broadway. Fame is a com-

modity that must be kept

fresh.

A season's exposure in a

Broadway hit can
raise a star's stock in
many ways. Rich-

ard Burton's brief

but effective

stage appear-

ance in Equus

won him the

- lead in the
motion-picture
version. Follies
launched Alexis
Smith on a night-
club career. Irene
rescued star Deb-
bie Reynolds
from a night-
club career.
Lauren Bacall's Applause
comeback reminded the
rest of the entertainment
industry that she was still
very much alive and market-
able. Katharine Hepburn's
return to the theater in Coco
led to several feature and TV
movies. Different strokes . . .
A stint in the theater can
also be a lift for a star's
morale. For an overex-
posed or overworked
personality, it can be a
vacation. For a foreign

star, it-can mean a

* chunk of easy money.
For anyone who has
worked exclusively in films and
television, it can mean much more:

P
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an occasion for growth and devel-
opment, a whole new career di-
mension.

Take Ted Knight. After seven
years of fame and fortune playing
Ted Baxter, the egomaniacal an-
chorman on The Mary Tyler Moore
Show, Knight found himself at a
career bend when the show folded
last season. Unlike Ed Asner and
Betty White, he didn't accept the
spin-off show that MTM offered
him. It was time, he felt, for a new
comedy persona. While waiting for
just the right series to come along,
he signed for a Broadway comedy,
Some of My Best Friends.

Playing “an international
dummy"” for seven years had ruf-
fled his ego feathers, as he admit-
ted in a preopening interview,
“"Week after week those put-
downs, those really stupid things |
had to do, were totally against my
grain. | needed to do something
like this play for my own self-
esteem.”

Some of My Best Friends un-
doubtedly figured in Knight's plans
as a "class" career move. It could
have been his chance to show the
network brass that Ted Knight
could play heavier comedy roles
than that of "an international
dummy.” Instead, the turkey folded
in a week, and Knight got nasty,
calling the New York theater critics
“executioners on Death Row."”

But nobody ever said that
Broadway, however friendly to
slumming stars, was a patsy. Jerry
Lewis's million-dollar debut vehi-
cle, Hellzapoppin', wound upin the
law courts instead of on Broadway.
Odyssey was a costly flop for Yul
Brynner, holding up his comeback
plans a season, until the revival of
The King and |. Broadway's
casualties include even televi-
sion's Mary Tyler Moore, whose
brief theatrical career began and
ended in 1966, when David Mer-
rick closed Breakfast at Tiffany's
during out-of-town tryouts.

Still, for every star who has suf-
fered a theatrical trauma on
Broadway, there are some who are
always welcomed by a big brass
band whenever they come on
“home”, to the theater. Stars like Al
Pacino, George C. Scott, Vanessa
Redgrave, Henry Fonda, Madeline
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Yul Brynner stars in The King and | a comeback, at last

Kahn, and Jason Robards main-
tain a continuing love affair with the
theater by the simple process of
continually working in the theater.
George C. Scott stated his position
afew years ago: "Film stardomis a
peripheral and distorted kind of ful-
fillment. Real actors all prefer the-
ater to movies and go back regu-
larly.” )

All stars talk that talk on the eve
of a Broadway opening. The thing
is, some of them you believe and
some you don't. George C. Scott
has made theater appearances
every few seasons for the past
twenty years. Him you believe.
After an absence longer than some
people's lifetimes, Sammy Davis,
Jr., is coming back to Broadway
this year in a revival of Stop the
World . . . Him you wonder what he
wants.

Admittedly, the theater is no de-
fenseless virgin's breast. It is a
commercial marketplace. Mutual
exploitation is the name of the
game, and Broadway plays it as
enthusiastically as any of its visit-
ing stars-for-a-season. There's
nothing sinister about all this star
wooing—just something a bit
dangerous. It leads to things. Like
the inflated twenty-five-dollar ticket
top for The Act, which will inevita-
bly spread to the rest of Broadway
and screw up the precariously bal-
anced economics of the industry.
Similarly, the high cost and limited
availability of stars has led to
shorter runs for shows. This can
only hasten inflationary economics
and create an elitist theater.

In its lust for celebrity names on
its marquees, Broadway has also
made certain—shall we say—
accommodations for stars who are
untrained in the theater's special
discipline, or who are just out of
shape from all those Celebrity
Squares appearances. Unfortu-
nately, floor and body mikes are
standard and unquestioned
equipment these days, although
some critics set up a wail when
they spotted Liza lip-synching
some pretaped numbers in The
Act. As one musical-theater vet-
eran put it recently, “We used to

live in fear of laryngitis. Now they
live in fear of machinery breaking
down.”

Broadway also accommodates
its illustrious visitors by mounting
flimsy shows that make sturdy star
vehicles but lousy theater. At its
most offensive, the practice weak-
ens the collaborative nature of the
theater and puts all the muscle of a
show into its star's all-powerful
hands. At its most absurd, this
pandering to celebrity power is re-
sponsible for all the creaky revivals
being hauled out to satisfy stars
who are terrified to take a chance
on untried, original material.

The ultimate extension is that
trendy theatrical atrocity, the
one-man show. A legitimate dra-
matic form in the hands of pros like
Hal Holbrook and Julie Harris, the
solo show is degenerating into a
who-needs-people snub from
celebrities who want to cut out any
middlemen between themselves
and their adulation and income.

Having stars on Broadway is
nice. Nice for the theater, nice for
the stars. But if a bit more discrimi-
nation isn’'t shown soon, we may
wind up paying a week's salary
for the honor of watching a star
read his or her fan mail for two
hours.—Marilyn Stasio

Richard Burton in Equus: another chance at stardom




DELIGHTS AND DISASTER

Ritchie's Semi-Tough wasn't
the best American movie to
open last year, it was at least one of
the two or three best and among the
several best to open in quite some
time. Deep thinkers may not agree.
Semi-Tough raises no major ques-
tions, discovers no important an-
swers, notices no significant is-
sues, and setiles none of the prob-
lems facing the world today. It does
satirize est and health fads and the
ownership of professional sports
teams—all easy targets—but it
isn't primarily satire. It is comedy,
unpretentious and highly personal
comedy with rather delicate ambi-
tions. And that, though marvelous,
is not so easy. Consider the difficul-
ties of a Burt Reynolds movie
about pro football—in which every-
thing may depend for a moment on
the audience's appreciating the
way Jill Clayburgh flutters one
false eyelash in a bewilderment
that quietly signifies her superiority
to all the people around her who
know exactly what they are doing.
The moment I've in mind occurs
in the midst of an est-type indoctri-
nation session where Clayburgh is
gamely trying but isn't getting the
message that will turn her into a
born-again, raised-consciousness
freak, so that she can understand
the new secular religion of the guy
she's supposed to marry. He (Kris
Kristofferson) and his best buddy
(Burt Reynolds) play football for
the Miami team that her dad
(Robert Preston) owns. They both
happen also to share a luxury

I'd take odds that if Michael

apartment with her. The three are
in fact the best of friends, not lov-
ers. And despite everything else
that goes on in the fairly busy
movie, including Miami's bid for the
championship that season, the plot
of Semi-Tough has essentially to
do with how Reynolds saves the
other two from marrying each
other.

Some critics have compared
Semi-Tough with another lovely
movie, The Philadelphia Story. But
| think it comes a lot closer to De-
sign for Living, which the great
Ernst Lubitsch directed in 1933,
which is also a comedy about two
men and a woman who keep falling
in love but nevertheless maintain

major filmmakers of the 1970s.

Most of Ritchie's movies are sat-
ires about contesls: The Candi-
date, Downhill Racer, The Bad
News Bears, Smile. The new film
marks a change because its formal
contest, the climax of Miami's foot-
ball season, becomes no more
than a series of interludes. And the
satire, though pervasive, serves
mainly as a background for the
not-quite-romantic drama at the
center.

Ritchie's is usually the gentlest
of satire anyway, like the beauty
contest in Smile, which he laughs
at and also admires. A typical se-
quence in Semi-Tough catches his
vision well enough, in a Ramada
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Burt Reynolds in Semi-Tough: high life in America.

a friendship, and which is a mas-
terpiece—though never very popu-
lar with audiences. The "problem
lies in the, relationship. It chal-
lenges our conventional notions of
a happy ending and asks for a kind
of poised appreciation rather than
for a warm rush of mindless ap-
proval. Ritchie shares some of
Lubitsch's problem; people don't
know how to take his conclusions.
He also shares some of Lubitsch’'s
sense of timing, tact, intelligence,
and sophistication. He has, without
much fanfare, emerged among the

Inn cocktail lounge complete with
singing pianist, red-glass candle
holders, and middle-aged waitress
in miniskirt and beehive hairdo. |
suspect the Ramada Inn came all
provided, and Ritchie needed only
to place his actors and set up his
cameras. Perhaps that's all he did.
But knowing where and when and,
most important, why, makes all the
difference here and throughout his
continuing record of high life in
America.

However, the value of Semi-.
Tough lies in the three-way friend-

a4

Clayburgh and Kristofferson.

ship, which is clever and funny,
and often quite beautiful. Burt
Reynolds has shown how good he
is so many times by now that even
people who mistrust his image
must accept his achievement as a
comedian. In roles that Clark
Gable would have played years
ago, Reynolds is always better
than Gable. Kris Kristofferson is at
least better than he's been before,
and for once he plays in an ensem-
ble rather than against the pres-
ence of some leading lady. But Jill
Clayburgh—with her grace, her
toothy smile, her wonderful and
slightly batty stridency, even her
outrageous southern accent—
virtually transforms the screen into
a place where she lives and makes
living for others supremely possi-
ble. If you'd like a cram first course
in the potentials of movie-acting
subtlety, any five minutes of Jill
Clayburgh in Semi-Tough will pro-
vide it.

Luis Bunuel is now seventy-eight
years old, and for some time he
has been announcing each of his
recent movies as his last—an an-
nouncement that, thank God (or
whatever spirit rules Bunuel), he
keeps proving wrong. The most re-
cent, That Obscure Object of De-
sire, continues the sleek, sumptu-
ous, cooly erotic look that began to
characterize his work a decade
ago with Belle de Jour and that has
made the films of his seventies the
most popular of his incredible ca-
reer. But the refinement and the
elegant good manners should not
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fool you. The impulses behind
these films in important respects
remain unchanged from the im-
pulses behind the surrealist mas-
terpieces Un Chien Andalou and
L'Age d'Or, with which, fifty years
ago, the same Bunuel began writ-
ing outrageous film history.

You can find that history in any
movie handbook; so let's return to
That Obscure Object of Desire. It
concerns the reckless pursuit, by a
wealthy, rather aged French gen-
tleman, of a poor but gorgeous
young Spanish girl (played by two
actresses, with the voice of a third)
who leads him maddeningly on,
while Western civilization inciden-
tally collapses around them. The
gentleman tells his story, shown by
way of flashback, to a group of
acquaintances in the first-class
carriage of a train traveling from
Madrid to Paris. The framing ar-
rangement, the telling of the tale, is
in fact as hilarious as anything in
the body of the film. The old fellow
(Fernando Rey, a superb actor and
for some time now a mainstay of
the Bunuel films) never does get
into the object of his desire (alter-
nately Carole Bouquetand Angela
Molina, who don't much resemble
one another except that they're
both willowy, voluptuous, and
beautiful), though he suffers a
humiliating succession of invita-
tions and rejections, and he almost
goes crazy trying. Meanwhile a
plague is sweeping Europe, and a
coalition of left-wing terrorists,
right-wing terrorists, and some-
thing called the Revolutionary
Army of the Infant Jesus is kidnap-
ping or killing everyone of sub-
stance—though the potential vic-

. tims are mostly too preoccupied, or
perhaps just too polite, to notice
what's going on.

It would be tempting to point to
an insane love affair in the midst of
a world in revolution, and thus to
draw a moral. But it would be
wrong, because the world at large
seems just as absurd as the ob-
sessions of the world in miniature,
and it has not even Fernando
Rey's suavity or his ladies’ tantaliz-
ing perversity to redeem it. | don't
believe there is a moral. The major
Bunuel movies are actions, not
self-proclaimed units of meaning.

Their style /s their substance. And

what they teach is the ridiculous

and yet admirable grace with which
their people keep skirting a seem-
ingly inevitable abyss.

A fly found floating in a well-iced
martini at a fashionable cocktalil
lounge becomes for the unflappa-
bly cheerful customer, "Well, one
fly less!” Which is how you keep
your head up as your value sys-
tems come crumbling down
around you.

That Obscure Object of Desire
happens to be essential moviego-
ing. If you want worldly returns for
your entertainment dollar, you can
begin by noting the gloriously tai-
lored clothes Femando Rey puts on

trophobic nightmare world of
cabarets, rooming houses, hospi-
tals, and prisons. The settings
notwithstanding, its real location is
a country of the mind—a place
where Bergman has been before
and which he has by now so well
mapped out with so many signs
and symbols that there are no new
discoveries to be made. Bergman
is a literalist of the imagination.
When given a stylistic frame, as in,
say, Smiles of a Summer Night or
the recent Magic Flute, he can
make movies of great delicacy and
beauty. But when thrown upon his
own invention, he constructs
deadeningly obvious symbolic
psychodramas in which everything

Luis Bunuel's That Obscure Object of Desire: a ridiculous grace

or the glories beneath the clothes
Carole Bouquet and Angela Molina
take off. You won't be slighting the
film. You'll merely be taking a
first—necessary—step toward the
unique vision Bunuel can give.

The Serpent's Egg, made in Eng-
lish in Germany, is the worst Ing-
mar Bergman film I've seen. Setin
Berlin in the 1920s, it tells the story
of how an American Jewish circus
performer (David Carradine) un-
covers the sources of Nazism
while he wanders through a claus-

is either explained away or else
drenched with otherworldy mys-
tery instead of explanation. Put be-
side Luis Bunuel or even Michael
Ritchie, The Serpent's Egg would
make it seem that sometimes Ing-
mar Bergman, the most celebrated
screen artist of our day, can't direct
a movie.—Roger Greenspun

CLOSE BUT NOT QUITE

In the beginning they make
themselves known through toys.
They also turn on radios, TV sets,
photographs. And when they get

close enough they are absolute
hell for refrigerators, dishwashers,
electric ranges, whole community
power systems. But they start with
toys—nbattery-operated trucks and
tanks and toy animals that sud-
denly begin to move around and
make small noises.

So it is no accident that the one
who first discovers them is a four-
year-old boy; that the man who fi-
nally goes off with them plays with
model trains; and that when they
do make themselves visible to us,
they are like little, hairless children
with big, soft, blinking eyes, and
with nothing to say, but with won-
derfully appealing, shy grins.

After all the hoopla that pre-
ceded its opening, after the press
junket to Los Angeles that didn't
take place, after the absolutely se-
cret sneak preview in Dallas that
only a few of the national news
magazines heard about and hap-
pened to attend, after all the con-
cerned speculation on the market
about where Columbia Pictures’
stock would go upon its pre-
mier—Steven Spielberg's Close
Encounters of the Third Kind
comes as rather a pleasant multi-
million-dollar anti-climax: optimis-
tic, full of thrilling sights and
sounds, and almost totally without
content. This last, the immaterial-
ity, may have been a stroke of
genius—movie-industry genius.
Perhaps the world is exactly ready
for the blank apotheosis that
seems the burden of Steven Spiel-
berg's movie.

It begins, as | said, with toys.
Then the little boy (Gary Guffey),
despite the pleas of his mother
(Melinda Dillon), is drawn to the
blinding light outside the kitchen
door, and he doesn't come back.
Meanwhile, the model-train freak
(Richard Dreyfuss), who is also a
power-company lineman, has his
own close encounter on a country
road late at night. And, in condi-
tions of greatest secrecy, an inter-
national team of scientists headed
by Francois Truffaut (yes, the
French director, who speaks very
little English, which for this movie is
no problem) starts to investigate
the UFO phenomenon.

Everyone who has felt the Alien
Presence has a vision, an ill-
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defined something that he or she
must give expression to and that
looks like a cross between a soli-
tary Alp and a weary chicken cro-
quette, until Richard Dreyfuss, in a
burst of creative frustration, tears
the top off the miniature one he
builds—he later builds one of gar-
bage cans, wire fencing, mud, and
shrubbery, and it takes over his liv-
ing room and totally displaces his
wife—and discovers through tele-
vision that it's really a model of
Devil's Tower National Monument.
So, upon the Black Hills of Wyo-
ming converge Dreyfuss and Dillon
and other unidentified Flying Ob-
ject spotters.

The scientists get there first, hav-
ing picked up transmitted map
coordinates by radio telescope, the
way scientists would; and there is
much-—skillful—suspense over
whether Dreyfuss will make his
contact despite concerted official
opposition. But of course he will,
and when the ultimate flying
saucer arrives—shining overhead
like a colorful and quite festive in-
tergalactic chandelier—he is
ready for his close encounter of the
third kind and his ascension into
glory.

In its appearance, its often
charming special effects, its expert
but patently phony process shoot-
ing, Close Encounters of the Third
Kind (also known as just plain
Close Encounters, which makes it
sound like Noel Coward, and as
CE3K, which makes it sound like a
chess move) resembles nothing so
much as 1940s espionage melo-
drama or (almost the same thing)
1960s James Bond. But in its sub-
ject matter it is essentially 1950s
science fiction, with the difference
that in the old days the busybodies
from outer space would have come
either to warn us against shooting
off atomic bombs or else to steal
our vitality. However, the visitors in
Close Encounters seem without
purpose except, perhaps, for that
of encounter for its own sake—
though there is no saying (and the
movie certainly doesn't say) where
that might lead. That with the best
minds of several continents at their
disposal, the visiting aliens actually
pick Richard Dreyfuss, may be say-
ing enough. He is surely “every-

Richard Dreyfuss

man'—with just enough imagina-
tive reach to fashion a Devil's
Tower out of materials in his own
backyard.

At the age of thirty, Steven
Spielberg has made lots of TV
films, one good theatrical movie
(The Sugarland Express), and, in
Jaws, one possibly stultifying suc-
cess. Close Encounters of the
Third Kind may represent for him a
step backward in the right direc-
tion, being more interesting than
Jaws, though not so promising—
or even so expert—as The Sugar-
land Express.

In its spectacle, Close Encounters
of the Third Kind is exciting, and
prodigious, and just tactful enough
not to overioad its fantasy with
masses of detail. But in its human
drama it is often banal, dully asser-

tive, and full of fancy editing tricks
that do not make up for the glazed
look actors take on when forced to
stare too long with awe and wonder
at absolutely nothing while they
mutter, for the sound track, the ob-
ligatory sci-fi “Oh, my God!" Since
there are no real, certifiable
villains—not the Otherworldly
Aliens, not even the U.S. Defense
Department—the whole point
seems to be to discover universally
benign intentions. Which may
make you feel good but which
doesn't make for the most stimulat-
iIng evening at the movies.

But there remains a lot to admire
in Close Encounters, including, in
ite nondrama, several distinctly
bright ideas. | liked especially the
fact that contact is finally made by
means of music, a sort of duet be-
tween space ship and earthlings
playing a synthesizer with results
that resemble some Stravinsky—
say, an early woodwind chamber
piece. But, recalling the source of
all this movie concertizing—Thus
Spake Zarathustra in Kubrick's
2001: A Space Odyssey—it is
pleasant to speculate that Close
Encounters may have chosen its
own Richard Strauss theme. The
four notes that constitute the first
message from outer space seem
suspiciously close to the beginning
of the great third-act trio from Der
Rosenkavalier, music that is
perhaps as near as that composer,
or this movie, ever comes to
sublimity.—Roger Greenspun

Melinda Dilion and Cary-Guffey await their “close encounter.”

WORDS

rank Snepp is the angriest
I’ spy to come in from the

cold since Alex Leamas.
But unlike novelist John Le Carre’s
fictional antihero, who wallowed in
self-pity, Snepp is very much alive
and very much a noisy activist.

In a 590-page book, Decent
Interval (Random House, $14.95),
Snepp, thirty-six, savages his
former masters in the CIA for in-
stitutional stupidity and operational
cowardice during the fall of Viet-
nam in April 1975. A sample:

“It is not too much to say that in
terms of squandered lives, blown
secrets, and the betrayal of agents,

friends, and collaborators, our

handling of the evacuation was an
institutional disgrace. Not since the
abortive Bay of Pigs invasion of
1961 has the agency put so much
on the line, and lost it through
stupidity and mismanagement.”
But in addition to spotlighting,
from the inside, the many CIA in-
adequacies during the last days of
the war, crusader Snepp paints a
vivid portrait of a Machiavellian
Henry Kissinger pursuing in distant
Washington his own grand design
for the universe while the simplest
plans were going awry in Saigon.
America's final efforts in Viet-
nam were doomed to failure,
Snepp writes, because Kissinger
“with his addiction to secrecy
never quite levelled with Congress
or the American people about what
was essential to preserving his im-
perfect peace.” The author served
eight years with the CIA and be-
came a senior analyst in Saigon,
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but he was no hawk. Nor was
Snepp a dove. What made him
angry enough to defy a secrecy
oath and publish his charges was
the ClA's eagerness to cover up
the details of a less than noble
evacuation from Saigon.

According to Snepp, the CIA left
behind to the untender mercies of
the victorious Communists 400
working members of the Viet-
namese counterpart to the CIA,
400 members of the South Viet-
namese special police branch, and
a large Vietnamese staff of CIA
code clerks, computer operators,
and translators, plus hundreds of
high-level Communist defectors
who had served as informers.

The agency also failed, Snepp
says, to ensure the destruction of
personal files and intelligence dos-

on the grounds that, even though
he quit the CIA in 1976, he has
violated his secrecy agreement
and gone back on a promise to
submit his manuscript for clear-
ance.

If so many vulnerable Viet-
namese were left behind in Saigon,
who, then, were those 130,000 fi-
nally brought out? They were busi-
nessmen and farmers and
hangers-on and others who had
nothing to fear from the Com-
munists other than a traumatic
readjustment to a Spartan political

regime. They also included the.

handsome Snepp's Vietnamese
bar-girl mistress, whom he man-
aged to slip quietly aboard a de-
parting air-force plane.

Snepp's book is much more than
a bitter polemic against his former

Henry Kissinger, Frank Snepp: CIA coverups

siers that had been assembled
with the aid of the Saigon govern-
ment and that identified many of
those left behind, including 30,000
Vietnamese specially trained for
the notorious Phoenix program.
Snepp was aboard one of the
last choppers out of Saigon. He re-
turned to CIA headquarters in
Langley to discover that his col-
leagues were receiving medals
and plush new jobs. Rather than
assisting in the cover-up, Snepp
noisily argued for a full investiga-
tion of the Vietnam debacle but
was shushed by his superiors. He
then went public, with his manu-
script edited and printed by Ran-
dom House under stringent secre-
cy. The Justice Department is con-
sidering legal action against Snepp

bosses: A talented writer and a
trained observer, the repentant spy
has provided an engrossing inside
view of the CIA and the State De-
partment under severe stress.
That they failed to meet the last
great challenge in Vietnam was
symptomatic of the whole Ameri-
can experience in that unhappy
conflict.

| appreciate Snepp’s literary ef-
forts because | was present as a
reporter in Vietnam during those
last days, and | watched unbeliev-
ingly as the chaos rolled across the
land. Reading Snepp's book two
years later brought some mad logic
to the whole affair. It didn't recon-
cile me to Saigon's ignoble end,
but | better understood the reasons
behind it.—Peter Amett

Wagner International
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CAPTURED LIVE

ust as the Rolling Stones
'are about to tear into a

climactic “Sympathy for
the Devil,” near the end of their
concert album Love You Live (Roll-
ing Stones Records), a string of
firecrackers explodes, followed by
the mortarlike thudding of cherry
bombs. The audience, which is al-
ready screaming its lungs out,
starts lo roar, and then the music
begins. It's a jarring moment, one
that sets the adrenalin flowing
even after several listenings; it's a
moment that will never be matched
by a studio recording.

Love You Live is unlike the Roll-
ing Stones’ earlier live albums in
several significant respects, but it
is like some other recent live al-
bumsin that it gives the performers
a chance to take risks and try
things they haven't tried before.
The traditional live album—a band
playing its hits or running through a
well-rehearsed live show—is still
very much with us, but rock and
jazz musicians and record produc-
ers are discovering that the live
album is a medium in its own right.
It is a medium whose resources
have only begun to be tapped; ad-
vances in remote-recording
technology now make it possible to
get concert tapes that are as clear
and clean as studio efforts.

For the Rolling Stones, the new
possibilities of live recording meant
the chance to become a bar band
again. With visceral, rhythm-and-
blues-based rock a coming thing
this year, the idea of recording
tough, tavern-style music must

have been appealing commer-
cially. But there is no mistaking the
joy and energy the Stones invest in
side three of Love You Live, which
they recorded at the El Mocambo
club in Toronto. The repertoire
consists of blues and R&B, the kind
of music the Stones originally
played, and the performances are
50 exuberant and idiomatically
right that they put the other three-
fourths of the album to shame.

Can this be what the Stones in-
tended? Probably not. But despite
the firecrackers, cherry bombs,
and audience hysteria (all of which
seem to have been recorded and
mixed as carefully as the music),
the regular concert recordings on
Love You Live do not pack half the
punch of the album’s El Mocambo
side, which is topped by a strutting
version of Muddy Waters's “Man-
nish Boy" and a slinky, slide-
guitar-dominated ‘'Little Red
Rooster.” At this point in their ca-
reer, the Rolling Stones seem to be
most successful at Chicago-style
electric blues. Perhaps the band
feels trapped in its role as a mass
phenomenon, fated to play in
stadiums and indoor arenas. In any
event, by recording at the EI
Mocambo, the Stones have been
able to recapture their youthful fire
and spirit.

On Santana's Moonflower
(Columbia), the audience is mixed
down in relation to the music,
rather than up, as on Love You
Live. Here the purpose of live re-
cording was to goad the musicians,
particularly guitarist Carlos San-
tana, into the sort of incendiary im-
provising that is rarely captured in
the studio. Of course, concert al-
bums have often aimed at captur-
ing better, looser playing. But
Moonflower is innovative because
it combines live tracks with studio
recordings, without any clear de-
marcations or album credits allow-
ing the listener to distinguish be-
tween the two.

This is an album that aspires to
the best of both worlds, and al-
though a few other bands have at-
tempted similar live-studio mix-
tures, none has been as conspicu-
ously successful. The more con-
trolled studio recordings here are
of new material; the rawer live
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selections are Santana favorites,
from *“Black Magic Woman"
through the recent “Dance, Sister,
Dance." Cynics might suspect that
the inclusion of these hits is the
band's attempt to goose a
leveled-off career. But each of the
album'’s four sides works as a mu-
sical statement; and since Santana
is above all a great performing
band, with one of the most distinc-
tive and passionate guitar soloists
in rock, the mixing of live tunes with
new studio recordings is justifiable
from a strictly musical point of view.
It works so well, one suspects that
other groups will soon emulate it by
recording live-studio hybrids of
their own.

Jazz thrives on spontaneity to a
much greater degree than rock
does, and the tradition of the live
jazz album has tended to reflect
this divergence. Theoretically, the
idea is to preserve the minute-
by-minute flow of inspiration, and
because of this the best live jazz
recordings have been those that
caplure musicians in relaxed,
familiar working situations—Miles
Davis at the Blackhawk, Coltrane
at the Village Vanguard. But here,
as with rock recordings, the groups
are heard playing their regular rep-
ertoires; and while the albums are
as good as a good night in a jazz
club, they are rarely any better.
Those special, magic nights that
occur unpredictably in the world of
jazz performance are almost never
captured and preserved for us by
recording equipment.

A second tried-and-true formula
for live jazz recording is the
special-concept performance,
such as last year's V.S.0.P. con-
cert featuring pianist Herbie Han-
cock and two all-star bands, com-
posed of his sidekicks from earlier
groups. But the V.S.0.P. story has
an interesting sequel. The critics’
reactions to the first half of the con-
cert, which reunited Hancock with
Wayne Shorter, Ron Carter, and
Tony Williams, his cohorts in the
Miles Davis band of the mid-1960s,
and Freddie Hubbard (in Miles's
place), were uniformly positive. So
the five musicians momentarily
dropped their own bands—
Shorter is co-leader of Weather
Report and the others front popular

jazz groups of their own—and
toured the country as The Quintet.

Out of that tour came
V.5.0.P.—The Quintet (Colum-
bia), another innovative use of the
live-album format. Instead of play-
ing the tunes they had written and
performed during the 1960s and
resurrected at their first reunion
concert—tunes like "Maiden Voy-
age’ and “"Nefertiti,” which have
become jazz classics—Hancock
and company performed new
compositions, and with a minimum
of prior rehearsal. The result is one
of those rare jazz albums that cap-
ture both the agony and the
ecslasy of spontaneous creation.

organized by and for musicians,
but staged jam sessions, held in
concert halls or theaters. The fa-
ther of the staged jam session and
of jam-session recording is Nor-
man Granz, whose Jazz at the
Philharmonic troupes, featuring
the reigning jazz stars of the 1940s
and 1950s, used to barnstorm
across North America, Europe,
and Japan at regular intervals.
Granz is still active as president of
Pablo Records, and although he
no longer mounts Jazz at the
Philharmonic tours, the musicians
who record for him—they include
the great Count Basie, who is over
seventy and still going strong, and

Pablo has been an unusually pro-
lific label since its beginning, chum-
ing out albums at a positively be-
wildering pace. But even so, the
Montreux avalanche is excep-
tional, and one does not know quite
what to make of it.

The participants are great
jazzmen. In addition to the stars,
one hears generous samplings of
Benny Carter, Zoot Sims, Clark
Terry, and Joe Pass. And, undeni-
ably, such jazz musicians turn in
some of their most inspired playing
in informal jams with their peers.
One thing is certain: the facilities at
Montreux are state-of-the-art, from
the recording studio that is built into

The Rolling Stones at the El Mocambo in loronto: to be a bar band again

Attimes the quintet seems about to
splinter apart, with the rhythm
players and horn soloists compet-
ing rather than working together.
But because the musicians are
masters of their instruments and
idiom, and particularly because of
the supercharged atmosphere of
their collaboration, they bring order
out of chaos again and again with
improvisations of remarkable in-
ventiveness and urgency.

The earliest live jazz recordings
aimed at capturing this kind of
spontaneity. They were recordings
of jam sessions—not real jam ses-
sions, which are after-hours affairs

Dizzy Gillespie, Roy Eldridge, and
Oscar Peterson—do get together
and jam at various jazz festivals.
Granz, never one to do things
halfway, records and releases
every minute of these events on
his label.

At the 1977 Montreux Jazz Fes-
tival in Switzerland, for example,
Granz recorded six albums, one of
them a two-record set. They are
Count Basie Jam , Dizzy Gillespie
Jam, Oscar Peterson Jam, Milt
Jackson-Ray Brown Jam, The
Pablo All-Stars Jam, and a double
album of outtakes from all of the
other five sets, The Jam Sessions

the theater to the Bosendorfer
concert grand piano on the stage.
Perhaps there is too much music
in these Pablo releases; perhaps
some intelligent editing would have
made the fruits of the festival more
easily assimilable. But the music is
fine music and superbly recorded,
and one suspects that Granz is
making albums, not just for today's
record-buying public, but for pos-
terity. One wonders whether, sev-
enty years hence, the Rolling
Stones’ "Mannish Boy" will sound
as vital and alive as the vinyl legacy
of the septuagenarian Count
Basie.—Robert Palmer
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ARGUMENTS FOR THE

ELIMINATION
OF TELEVISION

Television is not an open window through which all
perceptions pass. It is no more a “neutral” technology than a gun.
A former advertising executive attacks the
phenomenon of television itself as damaging to society in selections
from his forthcoming book,

"Four Arguments for the Elimination of Television.”

THE CENTRALIZATION OF EXPERIENCE

The first moment that | became .|r-'*r-‘:|:-.J concerned apout television was during the ear
papers
cent al the homes in the country

19705, when a shocking burst of fic jurgs appeared in ne
5.89

It was reparted that in t e generations since

nad acquired at least one television set, On an average
would be watching TV. Thirty million of thes

/ening, more than 80 million people

iIld be walching the same program. In

peoplewould be walching the same program at the same time

=t going more than six hours a day. If there was a child

zight hours. The average person was walching for nearly four

urs daily And so, allowing eighl hours for sleep and elght hours for k, roughly half of the
nsiderng that these

NETE verage hqure they mean that nalt of the pet pie N this country were watching

AUl nonsieeping, nonworking time was spent watching television C

se numbers sank in, | realized that there had been a strange change in the way

eopie receved informalion, and even more in the way they were exg

riencing and under-
tanding the world. In one generation, out of hundreds of thousands n human evolutiar
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2rsions of

experience 1or direcl experience of the world. Interpre ind repres

veen lhe two was obscure

vorld were being accepted as expenence, and the difference

heard many people say. "Television 1s greal: there are sa many things or Vothat we'd
ever olherwise experence ” People were seeing television imanes of Borneo forests
curopean ballets, vaneties ol tamily lite. dist Nt police aclions, current events, or re-creations
re believing themselves (o be experiencing these places

on image ol the Borneo lorest or the news or historica

ent was surely nol the experience of them and not 1o be relied upon to the ime extent, It
was oniv Ihe expernence of sitting in a darkened room, often alone. with the v i
tilled, even the eyes unmoving (television viewineg 1s one of the only experien: life
wWhICH [he eye ITe scarcely moving), passively stanng at fickering light, as if it wa |
hypnotist s candle, Ingesting images that had been adite 1, CUL, rearranged, sped up, slowed
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down, taken from distant places and other
limes, mixed in with each other, and con-
fined in hundreds of ways. Were people
aware of the difference between this sort of
passive reception of rearranged informa-
tion and prior modes of direcl, active expe-
rience? With their faces blank, their minds
seemingly mnoperative, were people even
awake?

We were toid that the mass media was
producing the best-informed population in
the world, and yel. as TV grew to become a
kind of environmen! surrounding our
awareness, | began to think that it might be
confining our knowledge more than ex-
panding it. Because television delvers its
information in the form of images. people
tended lo acceplt these images as whale,
complete, and reliable. "Seeing 15 believ-
ng.” It was natural that we should all per-
ceive this way, since 4 milion years of
evolution had not prepared our species to
process arfificial images, those that have
been separated from source and context,
rearranged, and packaged.

A new muddiness of mind seemed o be
developing. People’s patterns of discern-
ment were becoming dulled rather than
sharpened. Studies appeared proving that
many viewers took fictional programs to be
“real” and used them to inform and advise
their own lives. In one celebrated example,
Dr. Marcus Welby, a totally fictional charac-
ter, recelved 250,000 requests for medical
advice. Finally, it was clear that humans did

not make much distinction between pre-
processed, filtered TV information and that
which came by direct experience. To he
sure, this "new muddiness of mind” was
having some serious consequences.

It people were belleving that an image
of nature was equal to or even smilar to
lhe experience of nature—subitle. slow,
moody, Involving all Ihe senses —and were
therefore satisfied enough with the image
that they did not seek oul the real experi-
ence, then nature was in a lol bigger trou-
ble than anyone realized. People can lose
the ability to attune lo nature's rhylthms or to
care about its destruction. "Nature is bor-
ing.” Or, If people believed that images of
historical events were even close approxi-
mations of actual events, which evolve over
time and have complexity. nuance, and de-
tail. then historical reality was in big trouble,
As TV became the major mental experien-
tial field for most of the people in the coun-
try, as it began to merge with environment,
the confusion of television information with
a wider, direct mode of experience was
advancing rapidly,

Because so many of us were confusing
television experience with direct experi-
ence of the world, we were not noticing that
experience itself was being unified to the
single behavior of watching television.
Switching from channel to channel, believ-
ing that a sports program was a signifi-
cantly different experience from a police

“Here we go, sir. Your jumbo pizza with everything!"
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program or news of a war, all 80 million view-
ers were sitting separately in dark rooms
engaged in exactly the same activity at the
same time: watching television,

It was as if the whole nation had gathered
al a gigantic three-ring circus. Those who
walched the bicycle act believed their ex-
perience was different from that of those
who watched the gorillas or the flame eater,
but everyone was at lhe circus. Worse, as
we all watched from our separate living
rooms. It was as (I we sat in isolation
booths, unable to exchange any re-
sponses about what we were all going
through together Everybody was engaged
In the same act at the same time, but we
were doing It alone,

What a bizarre situation!

It was suddenly possible for an entire
nation of 200 million people to be spoken to
as individuals, one lo ane, the television set
to the person or family, all at once. | re-
member being chilled at the thought, realiz-
ing that this fact in itself, a single informa-
tion source capable of speaking images
directly into the minds of hundreds of mil-
lions of people at the same time., expressed
an autocratic relationship which no one
was even discussing. One speaks: millions
absorb! The fact that the machine also
seemed to hypnotize, addicl, pacify, iso-
late, and confuse people, and as we have
since learned. make it difficult for people to
separate the real from the not real, only
made matters that much worse

Instead of being frightened by all this,
however. those who even noticed it cele-
brated our new unification. TV was de-
scribed as some kind of breakthrough in
the evolution of consciousness, uniting all
of us In a kind of one-minded experience
previously though! to reside only in the
realm of the mystic. Even MclLuhan, who
saw so much. encouraged that kind of
nonsense, speaking of our new “tribal
community, allvibrating to the same drum-
peat. What he didn't say was that this
drum could be played only by a few play-
ers, ils messages were predefined into a
certain channeled form, and the vibrating
millions were all going unconscious

My fears were encouraged one day as |
sat reading the New York Times and noted
a small item. It concerned a Pentagon
proposal to President Nixon that an elec-
tronic gadget be attached to every TV set
in the country. Capable of being activated
directly by the president, it would turn on
every set in the country at once. My mind
flew into a paranoid pattern,

I's 4:.00 am We are awakened by the
nalional anthem. Where s it coming from?
What's that light over there? II's the TV set
There's President Nixon ... announcing
whal? His final dream realized? With every-
one hypnotized by television. with it as the
center of all reality, with all minds plugged
in, with the world outside of television he-
coming more obscure all the time, | began
to imagine that awful scenarios, coups
d'etat, might seem sensible and logical.

A few months later | saw in the Times a
follow-up stary that said the Pentagon pro-
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posal had been scrapped. Apparently, the
administration felt that people might “misin-
terpret the intentions” of such a project. But
whatever the intentions of the Pentagon
and Nixon, the technology itself had al-
ready accomplished something new and
seemingly permanent. Middle-of-the-night
coups and other brutal and heavy-handed
means of grasping control may actually be
a thing of the past. No power-crazy presi-
dentis likely totry lo take over. No half-mad
dictator is likely to send his armies over the
land. These have all become irrelevant and
unnecessary now that a kind of slow-
motion, subtle, invisible soft coup is well
underway. We are already spoken o, all of
us, at the same time. night and day, from a
monolithic, centralized force. A handiul
speak; we all absorb. We are not being told
to shape up or be shot or jailed. The coup is
taking place directly inside our minds. The
few commercial interests able to dominate
this technology speak their images into the
deep recesses of our minds. These images
tell us who we are, how we should live, and
how the natural world 1s organized. Even
alter our daily four hours in front of the
Image machine are over, lhe images con-
linue to glow in our minds, like some kind of
neuronal billboard or house of mirrors by
which we compare our reality. With tens of
millions of Americans absorbing the same
images from the same source, hour after
hour, night after night, our common field of
perceplion, awareness, and knowledge

slowly narrows lo fit what the machine can
and does convey. All experience merges.
All diversity disappears, Haltened to fit the
needs of a technology Forests become TV
forests. Relationships are TV relationships.
Life is commodity life. With everyone fixed
to the machine, we all slowly evolve into
creatures who are indistinguishable from
the TV images, or from one another, as if
some cloning process had occurred. We
didn't need a Big Brother to arrange this
transition. A technology made it possible
and inevitable, while dulling all awareness
that it was happening,

HOW TELEVISION DIMS THE MIND

A fascinating study ol television was com-
pleted in 1975 by a team of researchers
headed by psychologists Merrelyn and
Fred Emery al the Center for Continuing
Education, - Australian National University
at Canberra, It caused a sensation in Aus-
tralia but was barely noted in America.
The Emerys concluded that when we
walch television, our usual processes of
thinking and discernment are semifunc-
tional at best. They conclude that while
television appears lo have the potential to
provide useful information to viewers —and
15 celebrated for Its educational function-
the technology of television and the inher-
ent nature of the viewing experience actu-
ally inhibit learming as we usually think of it.

“‘Ralph, please, we all have a headache!"
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Very little cognitive, recallable, analyzable
thought-based learning takes place while
one 1s watching TV.

The report says: "The evidence is that
television not only destroys the capacity of
the viewer to attend, it also, by taking over a
complex of direct and indirect neural path-
ways, decreases vigilance —the general
state of arousal which prepares the or-
ganism for action should its attention be
drawn to specific stimulus

“The individual therefore may be looking
atthe unexpected or interesting but cannol
actupon itinsuch a way as to complete the
purposeful processing gestalt. The contin-
uous trancelike fixation of the TV viewer 15
then not attention but distraction—a form
akin to daydreaming or time out.”

The authors present a forty-page techni-
cal treatise summarizing relevant brain re-
search to trace the etfects on the mind of a
"simple, constant, repelitive, and ambigu-
ous visual stimulus,” particularly upon the
left side of the brain, the area where lan-
guage, communicalive abililies, cognitive
thought—comprehension —are orga-
nized, the critical function of man that
makes him distinctively human ”

The Emerys say that the evidence shows
that human beings "habituate” lo repetitive
light-stimuli (fickering light, dot patterns.
limited eye moverment). If habiluation oc-
curs, then the brain has essentially de-
cided that there is nothing of interest going
on—al least nothing that anything can be
done about—and virtually quits process-
ing the images that go in. In particular, they
report, the left-brain “common integrative
darea’ goes into a kind of holding pattern.
“Viewing is at the conscious level of som-
nambulism,” they assert.

If the Emerys are correct, then their find-
ings supporl the idea that television im-
ages enter unfiltered and whole, directly
Into our memory banks but are not avail-
able for conscious analysis, understand-
Ing, or learning. It is sleep teaching. In
order to make use of lhese images, we
humans have to drag them up out of our
unconscious. as we do dreams. Bul this is
very difficult.

All of this helps explain recent findings
that children, after walching television,
have difficulty recalling what they have just
seen. Whatever "knowledge” they gain Is
the sort that passes through the conscious
regions where Il would be available for re-
call and use.

Television as sleep teaching would also
help explain my own observations [hat the
more that public Issues are confined to
lelevision, the less knowledgeable the pub-
lic seems to be about them. The voter can-
not process information he or she is appar-
ently receiving. When Carter and Ford
made thelr implicit agreement to avoid con-
tent and concentrate on slyle, they were
right on the mark.

Herbert Krugman, a researcher whose
brain-wave work the Emerys drew upon,
compared brain-wave activity while one is
walching television to brain-wave activity
while one is reading magazines.
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“It appears that the mode of response 1o
television is . ., very different from the re-
sponses to print.... The basic electrical
response of the brain is clearly to the
medium and not to the content differ-
ences,” said Krugman, "The response to
print may be fairly described as active. . . .
Television is not communication as we have
known it. Our subject was trying to learn
something from a print ad but was passive
about television. ... Television is a com-
munication medium that effortlessly trans-
mits huge quantities of information not
thought about at the time of exposure.” (My
italics.)

I took the Krugman report and the Austra-
lian study to Dr. Erik Peper. a widely pub-
lished researcher on electroencephalo-
araphic (brain wave) testing, formerly as-
sociated with MIT, currently at San Fran-
cisco State Universily.

It turned out that Peper had worked on a
study similar to Krugman's.

“Krugman's statement is correct,” he lold
me. "You get a decrease in beta [fast
waves] and an increase in slow activity with
a large percentage of alpha.”

I asked Peper 1o explain the meaning of
this.

“Alpha-wave patterns disappear at the
moment when a person gives visual com-
mands, when he takes charge of the pro-
cess of seeking information. Any orienting
outward to the world increases your brain-
wave frequencies and blocks [halts] alpha-

wave activity. Alpha occurs when you don't
arient to. You can sit back and have pic-
tures in your head, but you are in a totally
passive condition and unaware of the
world outside of your pictures. The right
phrase for alpha is really ‘spaced-out.’'
When a person focuses visually, or orients
to anything, notices something outside
himself, then he gels an immediate in-
crease In faster wave activity and alpha will
block |disappear]. Many meditators are in
alpha, but in meditation you are learning
self-contral and how lo call upon your own
internal processes. There is no such disci-
pline with television. You are not training
your mind to control iiself, which biofeed-
back, and also meditation, accomplish:
television trains people only for being
zombies. Instead of training active atten-
lion, television seems to suppress i1.”

| asked Peper to describe the experi-
ment he worked on.

"As far as | know, this study is the only one
that has been made, aside from Krug-
man’s. We took ten kids and asked them to
walch their favorite television programs.
Our assumplion was that since these pro-
grams were their favorite shows, the kids
wolld be invelved in them and we'd find
there'd be an oscillation between alpha
slow-wave activity and beta. The predic-
tion was that they would go back and forth
But they didn't do that. They just sat back
They stayed almost all the time in alpha
This meant that while they were watching,

.

“Okay. but only for a few minutes and then I'm taking it off!”
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they were not reacting, not orienting.”

| told Peper about a study which showed
that children who were walching television
were far slower to react to an emergency
than children who were doing something
else

“That's predictable.” Peper said. “When
they are walching television, they're being
trained not to react.’

He then voiunteered his own thoughts
about television as an educational
medium: “Toreally learn anything, you have
to interact with the source of the data. With
television you don't really think. | know that
speaking lor myself, | can only really learn if
| get engaged, as in the Socratic method of
teaching. The best teaching is an interac-
tive form. Some people learn best, for
example, by wriling notes because the
notes are a feedback system.”

“Television watching is only receiving,”
he went on, “no longer reacting. It can't do
anything but hold your attention; you are
receiving, not looking. The key for why
they're in alpha 1s that when they're watch-
ing they're not looking at. not orienting. This
is all by way of lotally agreeing with Krug-
man. It you have a light which is not really
being attended to. you can get an infinite
amount of alpha. Perhaps it's that the TV
target is so far away, the screen so small
that your eyes needn't move: you're looking
at infinity, in a way, like looking at the hyp-
nolist's flashlight. If you look at moving
targels. you have at least a little active in-
teraction: that would tend to put you into
beta. But with television. although there
seems 1o be movemenl, you stay all the
time in alpha.”

| asked Peper if he agreed with Krugman
that reading was a more aclive learning
process. “Delinitely,” he said. “Reading
produces a much higher amount of beta
activity. You would expect abnormality in
anyone who produces alpha while reading
The horror of television,” he added, “is that
the information goes in, but we don't react
toit, It goes right info our memory poeol, and
perhaps we react 1o it later, but we don't
know what were reacting to. When you
watch television you are training yourself
not lo reacl, and so later on you're doing
things without knowing why you're doing
them or where they came from.'

And sa it is in the nature of the television
signal and its interaction with the human
mind o inhibit conscious learning pro-
cesses. [V does not educate; it implants
This Is Inherent in the technology There 1s
no way ta change it

THE INHERENT BIASES OF TELEVISION

lo have only businessmen in charge of
the mosl powerful mind-implanting instru-
ment in history naturally creates a bound-
ary to what is selected for dissemination to
nearly 250 million people. There can be
Ittle disagreement with the point that if
other calegories of people had control.
then the choices would be different. If tele-
vision s a medium of brainwash, it follows

CONTINLIED ON PAGE 125
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‘Enriched Flavor.tobacco convincing increasing numbers
of high tar smokers to make low tar move.

MERIT continues to attract
75% of all its smokers
directly from high tar cigarettes.
Many from brands they've
been enjoying for years.

That's the latest report on
‘Enriched Flavor’ tobacco and
the impact it's having on the
cigarette market.

Smokers who thought they'd
never find a low tar cigarette
with enough taste to switch to
are changing their minds.

And their brands.

The taste tests show why.

Tests Convince Smokers

MERIT and MERIT 100's
were packed with ‘Enriched
Flavor’ tobacco. And taste-
tested against a number of
higher tar cigarettes.

Owerall, smokers reported
they liked the taste of both
MERIT and MERIT 100’s as
much as the taste of the higher
tar cigarettes tested.

Cigarettes having up to 60%
more tar!

Only one cigarette has
‘Enriched Flavor' tobacco.

And you can taste it.

@ Philip Morris Inc. 1978

LOW TAR-ENRICHED FLAVOR'

Kings: 8mqg"‘tar;" 0.6 mg nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC ReportAug. 77
100's:11 mg"“tar." 0.B mg nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC Method.
Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined

That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. Kings & I()O’S
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Up-front sex, violence, and exhibitionism —
what's behind the scene?

nton says it all started at the old Max’s Kansas City in the late sixties, when
Mickey Ruskin owned it. Andy Warhol and the Velvet Underground were in
attendance nightly, nourishing their bodies on chick peas and feeding
their souls on a new brand of superstardom Androgynous chic. Indeterminate
sexuality. We all wondered where the whole underground scene was going. A ot
of us thought Warhol and his groupies would just weird themselves out of the pic-
ture. Punk was only just beginning to fester random pockets of infected
human energy bubbling and growing beneath the surface, swelling with its unav-
oidable and incandescent pus. its pathological punk need to be seen and heard
Huge new sounds were being heard — the primal screech of Punk. Ruskin had
moved on to open the Locale, in the Wesl Village. the freaks seemed to be dis-
persing, but some followed and new ones emerged. Then he went to the fringes
of Soho and started the Lower Manhattan Ocean Club on Chambers Street. Vel
vels like John Cale and Lou Reed performed there, but the sixties heroes came on
like seventies eslablishment. The kids were looking for raunchier digs
Heavy rumblings of sound and thought were also coming out of the East Vil-
lage. where slum queens boogied with real-life Fonz-cats. A grimy, smoke-tilled
Bowery club called CBGB's was allracting the real funky action— noise, glitter
and a fuck-you philosophy. The kids were dressing in black leather. slicking back
their hair, and calling Mick Jagger an asshole. It was the birthplace of Punk

PHOTOGRAPHS BY ANTON PERICH
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Pissed off and spiteful, Punk grew up goolfing on it-
self. The bands were putting oul a new rock 'n’ roll as
violent as it was sexual, and the whole thing was a big
joke, like life. Ha, ha, suicide'll get ya!

Filth and poverty were glorified as high style 1o
ridicule uptown notions ol radical chic. Salety pins
were the new royal jewels, and you stuck them
through your nose or ear, laughing. between gulps of
flat draft at CBGB's. Punk poetess and musician Patti
Smith said the guitar was the new weapon, but if you
didn't have the bucks to buy strings, you carried a
knite. Drags like Wayne County (opposite page, top
center ) belted out transvestite rock. The bloodier your
Tshirt, the hipper you were Look mean, dress nuls,
talk bad. Get your kicks off S & M. Fuck over the suck-
ers. Jerk off the jerk-ofls. Life's a shitty parly anyhow
Do it beltore it does you

Rich folk wanted in on the party, but the Bowery was
too fragrant a slice of life for them, and they brought
the Punk imperative to their own neighborhood, the
East Fifties, Studio 54. Well-heeled pseudo-Punks are
the worst sort of lowlife to the kids on the Lower East
Side, but if you're not part of the real party, it's hard to
tell crashers from initiates. Wanting to be a Punk won't
make you one, but dressing Punk and talking, think-
ing, drinking, and drugging Punk is prelty easy

Scenes from the old Max's,
Studio 54, and CBGB's. Public
sexuality, Punk euphoria, blood
on white, spiffed-up funky, drag

chic. Fashion models with big

lime bread hanging in with the

real toughs. Outraged and out
rageous, Punks are nasty as spit,

boozed up or spaced out, lookin'
mean, talkin' dirty, pissed off, and

fucked over. Red blood scares

the bluebloods, so they paint their

T-shirts and imitate the other

trappings of Punk. Saysa CBGB

s

kid about the Studio 54 scene
“You can look like shit, but you
don't smelllike shitunless

you are shit
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Warhol stars at Max's (Nikko
and Eric Emerson) were the
pre-Punk royalty. Doin' it on
the dance floor at Studio 54 1s
where it's at for sex. At
CBGB's it's safety pins
through your ears. Rich Punks
uptown like to show tits and
ass, Bowery kids

minor mutilatic

same kind of kic
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Everyone's asuperstar. Fucking and killing are the same. Do it
in feathers, in drag. Show lit, bare ass, . cock, suck blood
Punk is puberty revisited. Beal 'em up or get creamed. Carve a
swastika on your chest. As Pur ger Richard Hell belts out: *|
was sayin’, let me out of he 2 | was even born, it's such a

3 to the blank generation,
cantakeitor| eiteach time." The New Wave | shing

onto our shores. Get it on before it g U OH—m




THE SELL-OUT
OF CHILE AND THE
AMERICAN TAXPAYER

For two years the former U.S. ambassador to Chile has tried to tell the
American public the true story of our shameful interference in the affairs of
that country. In this exclusive article, Korry presents the facts that five
American presidents, a Senate committee, and the press have concealed.

lonely and futile struggle of trying to tell the

American people what Jimmy Carter, like
Richard Nixon before him, insists must remain
Top Secrel.

My name has been on extreme-left assassina-
tion lists, my life has been threatened by the
extreme right, my reputation has been shredded
by ITT and CIA agents, and my bank account has
been depleted because | believe that the elec-
torate should hear the facts of a story that has
dominated the media for the past four years—
what the United States did in, and to, Chile.

Carter told a press conference last November
that the story still can't be told, because he has to
safeguard "national security” secrets. | say that
the cover-up is motivated only by the desire to
protect domestic political interests, that the tale
of the United States in Chile would reveal how our
political system has been converted into an in-
siders’ monopoly for the accumulation of power,
wealth, and status. That's why Carter himself has
had tolie to the public about this case. That's why
he has heeded Nelson Rockefeller, Henry Kis-
singer, Teddy Kennedy, and scores of others
who have privately pleaded that he let sleeping
principles lie. After all, the essential "national se-
crels” regarding Chile are already on public rec-
ord. The Senate investigation of the CIA estab-
lished in 1975 exactly what was done to prevent
Chile's President-elect Salvador Allende from
taking office in 1970 and what was subsequently
done 1o undermine his government.

The most recent chapter in this tale unfolded,
appropriately enough, last October 31, Hallow-
een. Our most notorious spy master, former CIA
Director Richard Helms, was secretly whisked by

F or two years | have devoted my life to the

Carter's men at the Justice Department to a fed-
eral court to plead "no contest” to the mis-
demeanor of "having failed to answer [Senate
Committee] questions fully, completely, and ac-
curately, as required by law.” Later that day At-
torney General Griffin Bell told the press that the
government had arranged in secret a strange
plea bargain with Helms—the government would
drop its charge of perjury (which is a felony) in
return for Helms's in effect pleading guilty to a
lesser offense. Helms received only a suspended
sentence, and the government was spared hav-
ing to put him on the stand to testify about all he
knew.

The details of how the "open" Carter adminis-
tration had worked out this trick-or-treat surprise
for the public are fascinating. Bell had met pri-
vately with Edward Bennett Williams, Helms's at-
torney (who had previously worked for such
clients as Jimmy Hoffa, Robert Vesco, John Con-
nally, Teddy Kennedy, and the Washington Post)
Despite Bell's pledge, on taking office, that he
would keep an open record of such meetings, at
least two sessions with Williams were concealed.
Second, Bell disclosed that despite Carter's as-
serlion (at a September 29 press conference) of
total ignorance of the Helms deal, the president
had personally discussed the case months ear-
lier at an Oval Office session attended by Vice-
President Mondale and Bell. Third, by stressing
how good a case of perjury the government had
constructed and by stating that the government
had yielded only because of Helms's threat to
renounce his oath of secrecy and to tell whatever
he chose from his enormous reservoir of secrets,
Bell was introducing a novel principle in Ameri-
can law: that blackmail, the sleaziest of crimes,

BY EDWARD KORRY
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supersedes justice.

Carter, Mondale, and Bell labored for
months to make sure not only that Helms
would escape unpunished, but also, and
more important, that he would not be
forced to lake any witness stand. Their plan
was to invoke “national security” to block a
trial. The Justice Department sat on a fed-
eral grand jury recommendation for
Helms's indictment until public interest in
the case receded. The delay gave Helms's
many friends in the Senale, the govern-
ment, the banks, the multinationals, and
even the media—everyone from David and
Nelson Rockefeller, to Henry Kissinger,
Cyrus Vance, and Averell Harriman, to
newsmen such as Eric Sevareid—oppor-
tunity to lobby for him. Bell was also able to
separate Helms from some of the more
serious charges made against him—that
he had conspired with ITT to commit per-
jury, which possibly enabled that company
to defraud the government of $92.5 million.
If the former CIA director had to answer
these charges, the public might have
learned the whole story of Chile—including
the names of some very high officials who
told Helms to lie to the Senate.

| had been collecting evidence of these
and other possible crimes for two years
when, at the end of March 1976, | alerted
the Justice Department. | saw myself as a
victim of possible CIA and ITT perjuries
and conspiracies. | intended not only to
clear my name but also to show how our
political system actually works and to illus-
trate what Ken Kesey, author of One Flew
over the Cuckoo’s Nest, meant when he
said that the fall of Richard Nixon was only
a "ritualistic sacrifice.”

| knew that the power elite would try to
silence me. Ambassador Ralph Dungan,
one of Kennedy's top White House aides
and now a high Carter administration offi-
cial, warned me in 1975: “"Don't lry lo put
that stuff on record. Don't try to take on
these guys. They can murder you."

My conversion from friend and employee
to enemy of the establishment began early
in 1975. A brief, not unfriendly invitation
from Sen. Frank Church started the pro-
cess. As chairman of the newly formed
Senate Select Committee to investigate the
CIA and the FBI, the Idaho liberal ex-
pressed the hope that | would testify.
Whenever and however he wished, | re-
plied.

The invitation was no surprise. The Sen-
ate had been pushed into action by the
revelations of CIA actions in Chile. | was
ambassador to that country for four years,
from October 1967 to October 1971. | had
the legal responsibility for CIA actions in
Chile in 1970, the year Salvador Allende
was elecled to lead a "popular unity"” gov-
ernment. | had met with Nixon in the Oval
Office, conferred with Henry Kissinger,
Nixon's national-security adviser, and at-
tended a session of the then supersecret
"Forty Committee” in the White House only
ten days before the grotesque murder of
Gen. Rene Schneider, the Chilean com-
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mander in chief. | had drafted most of the
policy that the United Stales pursued
throughout Allende’s first year in office.
Obviously, | had something to contribute to
the public's demand to know the facts
about the American intervention in Chile.

In June 1975, Gregory Treverton, a
young Select Committee representative,
telephoned me, on Senator Church's be-
half, and asked for an informal interview
prior to my Senate appearance. | told him
that of course he could have it. A few days
later the State Department rang. Would |
mind if one of its men attended the inter-
view as a silent observer? | had no objec-
tion, | answered. So on July 19 one J.J.
Hitchcock arrived with Treverton at my
house in Briarcliff Manor, N.Y. (| later
learned that Hitchcock had just joined the
State Department after years of service for
the CIA))

To prepare for their questions, | traveled
to Washington, to Chicago, and even to
Paris to cross-examine former colleagues

®

After | learned what
happened in Chile, | wrote
Kissinger: “You and
the president . . . deliberately
chose to permit me
and my family to run the
risk of murder. . . ."

®

in government. | interviewed my successor
as ambassador, my depuly in the em-
bassy, the Foreign Service Officers in the
political-aftairs section, the two Latin Amer-
ican experts on Henry Kissinger's National
Security Council, the Chile specialists in
the Intelligence and Research Bureau of
the State Department, and my former de-
fense attaché in Chile. The new director of
the CIA, William Colby, finally agreed to
see me, too. And after an exasperating wait
of many weeks, | gained entry to State's
archives so that | could reread all the offi-
cial cable traffic to and from my embassy in
Santiago.

| embarked on this search because | did
not want to rely on memory. Journalism had
taught me that “reality,” like "respectabil-
ity," is often like a stage set for a Jean
Genel play—a perverse maze of mirrors in
which servants are transformed into mas-
ters, dwarfs into giants, and villains into
heroes.

A summary of what | knew of America's
relationship with Chile illustrates that point.
It shows why Watergate was not an aberra-
tion but an inevitability. It traces the straight
lines from the romanticism of the Kennedy
years to the sordidness of Nixon's—why, in

short, we are what we are.

(1) President Kennedy handpicked
Chile and its Christian Democrat leader,
Eduardo Frei, to be the progressive, dem-
ocratic models for the entire Third World, to
be Camelot's alternative to Cuba. Through
Attorney General Robert Kennedy, who over-
saw the "Special Group” in the White
House that decided all CIA programs (an
earlier version of the “Forty Committee”),
the United States began working in 1962
for Frei's election.

(2) The Kennedys ulilized every
means—illegal and unconstitutional as
well as legitimate—to deteat Frei's Marxist
opponent, Salvador Allende. Through the
CIA and other federal agencies, tens of
millions of public dollars were spent on
Frei's election. So overcome were the Ken-
nedys by their fear of Castro that they even
responded with public money to appeals
from foreign Jesuits for federal help to
combat not only “"Marxism" but also “lai-
cism” (a theological term for the wide-
spread Free Masonry movement in Chile)
and "Protestantism” (a reference to the
American Penlecostal missionaries then
swarming across South America).

(3) "When President Kennedy and David
Rockefeller both attended a Harvard Uni-
versity Board of Overseers meeting in
1963, Kennedy persuaded him to organize
American big business for the anti-Castro
crusade. The banker recruited thirty-seven
leading multinationals, such as ITT, to form
the Business Group for Latin America.
Then Attorney General Bobby Kennedy, the
supposed guardian of our laws, systemati-
cally integrated members of the same
Business Group into CIA programs. As an
inducement to Rockefeller, JFK pledged
that he would satisfy his request for no-loss
guarantees on any future investments in
Latin America. The Uniled States would
sign insurance contracts against any ex-
propriation by foreign governments of the
corporations’ properties. (By the time | had
arrived in Chile, the taxpayer had been put
on this insurance limb for $600 million in
ultrarisky Chile alone, mostly to ITT and the
copper giant, Anaconda. This sum was
then one-fourth of the worldwide total of
such insurance issued by the United
States.)

(4) In early 1964 President Johnson as-
sured David Rockefeller's group that he
would abide by Kennedy's commitments.
Not only did he send all available CIA and
State hands to Santiago in a frantic last-
minule outpouring of cash to defeat Al-
lende, but also he retained Ralph Dungan,
Kennedy's architect of our grand design
for Chile, to oversee this enormous effort,
When Frel won by a landslide, Dungan's
immediale reward was to be named am-
bassador to Chile. From there he pried
from LBJ more U.S. aid per capita than any
other country at peace received.

(5) Frei's Christian Democratic govern-
ment achieved more social and economic
progress—in education, land reform, tax
collection, income redistribution—than
had any previous administration. By any






fair standard. it was humanistic, demo-
cratic, progressive

(6) The Johnson administration sent me
to Chile with specific instructions to keep
Allende out of power. The president himself
said so, and in 1967 and 1968 Vice-Presi-
dent Humphrey wrote me to emphasize the
importance ol barring the Communists
from power. In just four years the Demo-
cratic Congress approved almost $2 billion
in aid and loans for Chile.

(7) Nixon fired me briefly in early 1969
for my defense of Frei. Soon afler taking
office, he had settled scores with the Ken-
nedys by secrelly crossing Frei's name
from the list of heads of state to be invited to
Washington. Then Nixon decided to give
no further aid to Chile. These decisions
were, in part, Nixon's response to vigorous
anti-Frei lobbying in Washington by Chi-
lean tat cats, by their muitinational allies,
and by the CIA. Helms's agency had is-
sued a National Intelligence Estimate of
Chile immediately after Nixon's election. It
was so unfairly critical of Frei's
performance—and of progressive, socio-
economic policies in general—that | had
exploded in a series of cabled protests.
When | said that these anti-Frei actions
were foolishly designed to put the Right
back into power and would result only in
strengthening the Leninists and in weaken-
ing the strongest single bulwark of dernoc-
racy, | promptly received a pink slip.

(When | flew to the United States to hunt

for a job, | was rehired at State's sugges-
tion. Frei had written Nixon to seek a new
copper deal, starting with a demand for
mayjority ownership of the Anaconda prop-
erties. State preferred me to handle this hot
potato.)

(8) In 1970 the Foreign Service officers
in Chile concluded that an Allende victory
would signify “Fidelismo without Fidel.” Al-
lende’s Socialist party program had prom-
ised a fierce class war. The party's leader-
ship had excluded for decades the plea-
sure-loving Allende from its Central Com-
mittee or any policymaking post, It wanted
a truly revolutionary president, It had sub-
mitted reluctantly to Communist insistence
that the popular Allende be its 1970 candi-
date; inreturn, it won a pledge o have veto
power over every Allende government pol-
icy.

CIA penetration of the Communisls and
of the far more violent Socialists confirmed
the fact that an Allende government in-
tended to combine the tremendous powers
of the presidency and the Chilean prefer-
ence for government-run enterprise in
order to gut the two fundamental freedoms
of the press and of association. As an ex-
newsman, | regarded as immoral any silent
observation of such a process.

(9) | had been appalled by what | found
in Chile in 1967. The United States had
bound itself publicly to the Frei govern-
ment. Ithad become enmeshed in the polit-
ical affairs of Chile—shockingly so. Dun-

“Don't you hate it when they undress you with their eyes?”
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gan was described in Washington and
Santiago as "a member of the Frei cabinet.”
He had sought to have the CIA finance the
Christian Democrats into a Kennedy-like
machine. He arranged with the CIA to start
a weekly newspaper in Santiago: he had
Frel ministers on the CIA's payroll; he con-
sulted often with the key Jesuits; he pres-
sured Anaconda to fire all non-Chnstian
Democrats. The Uniled States had taken
the responsibility for every facet of Chilean
lite—agriculture, education, health, fi-
nance, production, savings and loans,
police, and military.

| told the Johnson and Frei governments
that | could not and should not play viceroy.
I told them that the incestuous relationship
was hurling us both. | urged that we disen-
gage quielly and prudently, that we intro-
duce a low-profile policy throughout Latin
Amenica, that we eliminate our military mis-
sions In Latin American countries, and that
we urge the multinationals to lake construc-
tive initiatives in order to avoid confronta-
tions over the inevitable nationalizations of
copper and other holdings.

So, before Nixon's election, the official
presence of the United States in Chile was
slashed, every CIA program was trimmed
to the bone, our military contingent was
reduced to a small fraction of what it was,
further "guarantees” of U.S. investments
were stopped, and the Jesuits were
shunned. After Nixon's election, on my own
authority and despite CIA protests, | closed
the weekly newspaper.

(10) The CIA convinced me in 1970 that
my policies would boomerang into helping
Allende. Democracy itself was in trouble in
Chile. The Socialists had joined the
rightists in plotting with Chilean generals to
overthrow Frei. The Communists were
using large subsidies from abroad to buy
and sell senators and deputies, to
blackmail key figures, and to plant agents
in all other parties. Fascists were receiving
cash and other help from Brazil to destabi-
lize Frei. And my hands-off, “low-profile”
policy was, according to the CIA, abetting
the process of sapping the country’s dem-
ocratic vitality. The CIA said that my aloof-
ness was being read as indifference. In-
deed, since Kissinger and Nixon had
labbed the military governments of Brazil
and Argentina as their Latin favorites, it
appeared that |, too, had decided that de-
mocracy was no longer of any importance.

So, | agreed to do something to counter
the Allende campaign. | did nol follow the
ClA's recommendation that the United
States support Jorge Alessandri, the can-
didate of the Right. But | did approve the
spending of money on general anti-Com-
munist propaganda—posters, leaflets,
and billboards like those the CIA had fi-
nanced for years around the world.

(11) The multinationals appealed over
my head to the Nixon administration for an
all-out, joint effort to defeat Allende and to
elect Alessandri. On April 10, 1970, David
Rockefeller's group, which was renamed
the Council of the Americas, proposed this

covert action. Council President José de
CONTINUED ON PAGE 88



“Seiior, theres only one wayto order tequlla :

Ask Two Fingers what was
the best tequila.

He was known not to say a
word. He'd just hold up two
fingers.

That was mighty strange
behavior for a tequila man who
only had the first two fingers on
his right hand.

However, once you got to
know him and his Two Fingers
Tequila better you understood
what he was meaning,.

“’Stick those two fingers up.

You're not going to get some of
that dime a dozen stuff!” Two
Fingers once hollered at a non-
believer in Albuquerque.

The man soon became a
believer. A lot of folks in the late
30’s did because Two Fingers
Tequila had a flavor you could
taste—even when you mixed it.

“The way I make it,” he'd
grin. “That’s the difference.”

; At that point Two Fingers
would clam up. No one ever.

found out what that “way’’ was.

Heck, only a handful of folks
ever knew he had any other
name but Two Fingers.

An old lady in Carson City,
Nev., told us his last name was
Ortega. Claims she heard Honey,
the woman who always traveled
with Two Fingers, call him that

~ during a tiff they had.

The old lady'’s story is prob-
ably not too reliable though. Her
nurse said she babbles a lot.

Two Fingers seems to have
stopped making his tequila trips
without warning in the late 30’s.

He was the last of a breed
and we'll probably never know
his name for sure. His legend
is fading pretty fast. '

Luckily his tequila lives on.
All you have to do is hold up
two fingers when you order.
You'll get your money’s worth.

£1976. Imported and Bottied by Hiram Walker
& Sons, Inc., Peoria, lll., San Francisco, Calif.
Tequila. 80 Proof. Product of Mexico.



ith the knowledge and approval of the United
States, West Germany is secretly testing the cruise
missile—paotentially the most deadly weapon of the
nuclear age—and the Intermediate Range Ballistic Missile
(IRBM) at huge proving grounds in eastern Zaire in the heart of
Africa. This program is in deliberate disregard of internationa
agreements on the limiting of West German rearmament
specifically, the 1954 Treaty of Brussels

Carter administration officials have privately confirmed that
76 PENTHOUSE

both the Central Inteligence Agency and the Bundes Na-
chrichtendienst (BND), its West German counterpart, have
played a crucial role in this program through the recruiting of
Amernican-trained scientists and political coordination in
Kinshasa, Bonn, and Washington. Kinshasa, formerly Leo-
poldville, 1s Zaire's capital

Zaire, known until 1971 as the Congo, is one of Africa's
largest countries, and it is rich in copper and uranium, the latter
being the principal element in the development of nuclear



GERMANY REARMS

Thirty-seven years after Wernher von
Braun’s rockets rained death on London,
West Germany is secretly testing
deadly cruise missiles in the heart of Africa
—missiles designed to carry nuclear warheads.

energy. Both Zaire's location and wealth have made it a highly
strategic part of Africa, and for that reason it has been Washing-
ton's favored client state since it won independence from Bel-
gium seventeen years ago.

Under the corrupt and inept administration of President
Mobutu Sese Seko, however, Zaire has been tottering for years
on the edge of virtual bankruptcy and political collapse, not-
withstanding vast American economic and military assistance
during these years. This state of affairs, plus West German and

BY TAD SZULC

U.S. pressures, have resulted in Mobutu's agreement, in 1978,
to turn over roughly one-tenth of his territory, a 100,000-
square-mile area (the size of the state of Colorado), to the West
Germans for their missile program in exchange for annual
payments of $50 million and deliveries of small arms by Ger-
many to his disorganized army. The proving grounds are lo-
cated in the Shaba (formerly Katanga) Province.

Nominally, the German operations, in an approximately rec-
tangular forbidden zone along Lake Tanganyika in the east, are

Tl




run by what Bonn euphemistically de-
scribes as a "private company” for purely
scientific purposes. But there is massive
evidence, as will be seen below, that the
whole West German military-industrial
complex is behind this enterprise and that
the Bonn government is the ultimate recipi-
ent of the missilery produced in Zaire.

The secrel cooperation by the United
States in the Zaire undertaking, through the
supply of cruise-missile and other ad-
vanced technological know-how, consti-
tutes another aspect of the deepening
American involvement in Africa. Bul, es-
sentially, this is a back-door approach to
Wesl Germany's rearmament on the most
dangerous level. unable to help Bonn de-
velop advanced missilery on German terri-
tory for political and legal reasons, the
United States has been doing so clandes-
tinely through Africa since the closing
years of the Nixon administration.

Bonn had long wanted its own cruise
missile (both France and Britain are in ad-
vanced stages of development). But since
the United States has not thus far been
willing to provide the actual cruise-missile
weaponry to Germany, the Germans de-
cided to develop it themselves. Thal they
had U.S. cooperation in this endeavor was,
in effect, confirmed by American Defense
Secretary Harold Brown when he told the
NATO Delfense Ministers' Meeting last De-
cember 7 that "'the United States has made
no commitment not to transfer cruise
technology to its European allies.”

The Zaire situation is one of the most
closely held secrets in Washington, D.C
Although American officials acknowledge
publicly that West Germany is experiment-
ing with “rockets" in Africa, they go along
with Bonn's cover story that the Zaire proj-
ect is nothing more than research on
weather satellites. No U.S. participation is
officially admitted. This article is based on
information obtained in private discussions
with highly reliable sources, who have ac-
cess to most of the relevant knowledge, in
Washington as well as in Western Europe.
In Washington some of the information was
made available because of the concern on
the part of certain individuals that the
United States is engaged in improper ac-
tivities in the context of the Zaire situation.

Specifically, the West German missile
production and tests are in direct and fla-
grant circumvention of the 1954 Treaty of
Brussels, which places clearly defined
limits on German rearmament. Aside from
the prohibition on the manufacture of nu-
clear, chemical, and biological weapons,
the Brussels Treaty—signed on Bonn's
behalf by the late Chancellor Konrad
Adenauer—forbids the production, on
German territory, of "long-range missiles
and guided mussiles.” This is spelled out in
Paragraph 4 of Annex Il of the Brussels
Treaty. Neither Defense Secretary Brown
nor anyone else in the December NATO
meeting made the slightest public refer-
ence lo these treaty limitations.

This treaty was conceived by the West-
ern powers as a guarantee against exces-
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sive rearmament by West Germany after
she was admitted to the North Atlantic
Treaty Organization (NATO) and the deci-
sion had been made to let her develop
modern armed forces. Only nine years had
elapsed since the Nazi defeat in World War
Il, and. quite naturally, the European allies
were nervous aboul the notion that Ger-
many would once again become a danger
to them, Europeans have long memories,
and they remember how Germany moved
lo rearm herself after losing World War |. By
1954 the Germans were already on their
way o becoming an economic power in
Europe, and NATO fell that while Germany
should have an army. there must be
safeguards. Thus Germany committed
herself under the Brussels Treaty not to
produce strategic bombers, certain types
of naval vessels and biological, chemical,
and nuclear weapons.

However, the Brussels agreeement had
a flaw: its phrasing did not rule out the
German production of missiles outside

@

The cruise missile that
Germany is testing
was developed to carry nuclear
warheads. It's unlikely
that any country would use it
for another purpose.

2

German territory. Perhaps at the time no
one thought that this would be possible,
and perhaps it was a deliberate loophole
not lo foreclose German oplions in the fu-
ture; it cannot be ruled out that at the
apogee of the Cold War with the Soviet
Union the idea of loopholes was not wholly
distasteful to the United States. Besides,
according to officials, thereisinthe treaty a
“classified” section that may allow for such
contingencies

In any event, the work going on today in
Zaire is obviously designed to equip West
Germany wilh the most sophisticated de-
livery systems for missiles with conven-
tional or nuclear warheads.

Although there are no indications that
Bonn is developing actual nuclear
weapons—the Bonn government has
signed and ratified the Non-Proliferation
Trealy banning the production of such
arms—Ihe acquisition of such a delivery
capability may well be the first step in the
direction of West Germany's going nuclear
some day, if It judges such action neces-
sary. The United States has developed the
cruise missile for the specific mission of
carrying nuclear warheads, and it is un-
likely that any country would wish to use the

cruise missile for another purpose

And West Germany's neighbors on both
sides of the lron Curtain—France in the
west and East Germany, Poland, and the
Soviet Union—are deeply concerned and
even suspiclous about a missile-delivery
capability in Bonn's hands. Rightly or
wrongly, these countries—particularly the
Communist ones—tend to link the Zaire
program with the existence, in Germany, of
a small plant that reprocesses spent
uranium from nuclear power plants into
plutonium, which is the core element of
nuclear weapons. The same concern ex-
tends to the agreement under which West
Germany Is developing a $10 billion
nuclear-industrial complex in Brazil, rang-
ing from the prospecting of uranium to its
enrichment, the construction of power
reactors, and the installation of a
plutonium-reprocessing facility. Even the
United States is upset over the German-
Brazilian deal because of its plutonium-
production aspects, but the Carter admin-
istration has failed to dissuade the two
governments fram pursuing it. Washing-
ton, of course, does not wish 1o see a nu-
clear capability in a Third World country.

Both the Zaire testing and the deliveries
of small arms by West Germany to Mobutu
led France to raise these matters with Bonn
in an urgent manner and on a high level in
the mid-1970s. Paris had asked Bonn to
explain clearly the nature of the Zaire ac-
tivities. but French officials are known to be
unconvinced about the German cover
story on weather satellites.

The Soviet ambassadar in Kinshasa has
delivered a formal protest lo the Zaire gov-
ermnment, but, not surpnsing, he has re-
ceived no satisfactory reply. The Polish
government is equally upset, and officials
in Warsaw have been talking privately
about acquiring a nuclear capability for Po-
land-—with Soviet assistance—if West
Germany goes nuclear.

Bonn, for its part, has been very defen-
sive about the whole Zaire matter. Not only
has it been insisting on the scientific nature
of the project and on the private character
of the company that runs it, but also it has
gone to the lengths of allowing a Wesl
German television crew into the forbidden
zone lo film a story about the project. Pre-
dictably, the film did suggest that the Ger-
mans in Shaba were busily preparing their
area for weather-satellite experiments.

However, American experts dispule the
need of an area as large as Colorado for
testing wealher satellites. But the cruise
missile and especially the IRBM do require
a vast operational area so that they can be
recovered within the proving grounds after
the launch.

Curniously, Bonn has allowed glaring con-
tradictions to affect its Zaire cover story.
Thus a photographic blowup of a cruise
missile was displayed at the 1977 air show
at Le Bourget, near Paris. There was no
explanation as to where, when, or how the
Germans had produced a cruise missile,
American specialists who studied the pho-
tograph have concluded, however, that the
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missile was flying over whal appeared to
be African terrain,

Knowledgeable informants in Washing-
ton, speaking privately, do not buy the
German cover story. | have heen told flatly
that the cruise missile is being tested in
Zaire and that preparations are underway
for IRBM launches. Officials also said that
West Germany has already developed four
or five cruise-missile prototypes that have
flown over the leased Shaba enclave

Still in private, officials in Washington
have said thal the Zaire enterprise repre-
sents a colossal International deception
Bonn, they said. by not building missiles on
its own territory, has not violaled the letter
of the Brussels Treaty, But doing it in Atrica
cerlainly violates the spirit of the 1954 pact.

There are major international implca-
lions in the German missile program. The
Soviel Union, for example, may well take
the view that a German missile-delivery
capability would alter the strategic balance
in Europe. It may demand that the German
missiles be counted under the ceilings
being negotiated in the current phase of
the Strategic Arms Limitation Talks (SALT)
between the United States and the Soviet
Union.

Up to now. the ceilings have applied only
to American and Soviet missiles—in 1969
the Russians had agreed not to count
French and British nuclear weapons under
SALT but the German developments
may change this situation. The United

States stores nuclear warheads in West
Germany for its own forces under what is
known as the “double key" arrangement,
meaning that Bonn has to agree to the use
of atomic weapons located on its territory
by American forces. But the Soviet fear i1s
that West Germany. with its own delivery
capability. may prevall, in an emergency,
on the United States to be allowed to use
American nuclear warheads on German
missiles.

The mosl troublesome is the cruise mis-
sile. This is a missile that was perfected by
the United States in the early 1970s and is
launched with a nuclear head from a
“mother” launcher. such as a bomber or a
submarine. The cruise missile, with its own
engine and guwdance systems. can be
fired at a target with extraordinary preci-
sion. Itis the ulimate guided missile, which
has the additional advantage of following
the contours of the terrain with its own
guidance mechanism, It was the introduc-
tion of the cruise missile that deadlocked
the Soviet-American SALT discussions
since 1974, although, in the latest round of
talks, the United States has agreed on limit-
ing the range of the new weapon. There are
extraordinary secunty measures surround-
ng the Shaba testing area (which lies be-
tween Lake Tanganyika in the east and a
north-south line at 26 55" of longitude in
the west: the boundaries are delineated in
the north by the river Lukuga and in the
south by the tenth parallel, which is

“I'm not sure if it was an obscene calf or
Just a wrong number. It was someone calling ‘Dial-A-Fuck ™"
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situated along the Zaire-Zambia border).

The lease contract, signed on March 26,
1976, between the Zaire government and
OTRAG (a German acronym for “Ortutal
Launch and Rockel Corporation”) consti-
tutes an unprecedented waiver of
sovereignty for the twenty-four-year dura-
tion of the contract. OTRAG, a West Ger-
man service carporation aperating the test
site on behalfl of German defense contrac-
tors, may act in the area "as if it were
sovereign, according to an American
government legal expert. The only similar
situation in the world currently exists in the
1903 Panama Canal Treaty

Article Two of the contract provides that
Zaire "expressly and without restrictions
grants to OTRAG the night to take all mea-
sures that it deems necessary for the exer-
cise of full and complete power in the terri-
tory” and undertakes to draft implementing
legislation. Furthermore OTRAG enjoys
exclusive “disciplinary” powers over all its
personnel and their families. who thereby
are not subject to Zaire laws

The same article establishes the “per-
manent” closing, by the government, of air
space over the leased territory to all aircraft
except OTRAG's and the Zaire Air Farce's.
OTRAG is also free to construct airports
wherever it pleases in the ieased zone,

Arlicle Three, a provision without parallel
in international law. vests in OTRAG the
decision as {o which persons may live in
the enclave. Undesirable persons may be
kept out by OTRAG. The gavernment,
likewise, has taken the obligation to
“evacuate,” If so requested by OTRAG, all
persons. including Zaire citizens., whom
OTRAG does not wish in its territory, Such
persons are to be “kept away  from the
zone by the Zaire government. The gov-
ernment is also responsible for maintaining
secunty for all OTRAG facilities and per-
sonnel if the company's operational needs
require such precaution,

Finally. Article Three provides thal no
‘observations”—in writing or through
photography-—may be taken in the forbid-
den zone without OTRAG's authorization

The official German claim that the sole
purpose of the Shaba operation is to de-
velop cheaper weather satellites and the
insistence that OTRAG is a "private com-
pany’ are contradicted by the 1976 con-
tract. as they are by new evidence thal
identifies two powerful West German mili-
lary-industrial complex consortia as the
driving force behind the Zaire project.

The opening section of the contract,
which the Germans never made public,
declares that OTRAG "needs a vast opera-
tional area lending itself to the launching
into the atmosphere and space of payload
missiles and lo all activities in every domain
that, directly or indirectly, are related to it

There is no mention of weather satellites
in this contract, and only in its final section
does it reler to OTRAG's commitment to
place in orbit—free of charge-—an exper-
imental reconnaissance satellite for the
Zaire government. As an American expert
remarked to me, "l can't see why Mobutu
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needs arecon satellite unless he thinks he
can spot Angolan guerrillas with it—and
this is nonsense.”

Should Zaire wish to have its own com-
munications satellite, however, OTRAG,
according to the contract, is prepared to
launch it into space at a 20 percent dis-
count from the price it charges its other
“clients” for placing space vehicles into
orbit. These provisions appear to be in-
lended to "sweeten” the deal for President
Mobutu, in the opinion of experts.

But the real giveaway of the German
project appears in the section of the con-
tract dealing with OTRAG's payments to
Zaire Thus Article Five provides that Zaire
will receive $50 million annually in lease
payments after OTRAG receives its full re-
muneration for the launching of a payload
rocket from a “client.” OTRAG's “clients”
are not identified in the contract, but it is
obviously imprabable that cruise missiles
or IRBMs would be purchased by private
companies. And the identity of OTRAG's
technological backers—and that of its real
clients—makes it quite clear what the
Germans are doing in Shaba.

The principal consortiums engaged in
the production of the missiles being tested
In Zaire are the German aircraft company
Dornier, which provides the airframe; the
German Messerschmidt company, of
World War |l fame, providing the engines;
and the French Thompson-CSF company,
which builds' the*navigational-guidance
systems for the German missiles. What re-
mains unclear is why a French company is
involved in this secret deal when one con-
siders the French government's deep con-
cern over the German circumvention of the
Brussels Treaty.

According to highly placed Western
European informants, OTRAG is producing
the cruise missile and the IRBM for the
West German consortium formed by the
Messerschmidt. Belkov, and Blaum com-
panies, the principal defense contractors
in West Germany. At the proper time, it is
believed, the missiles will be turned over to
the West German armed forces

And there are other strange aspects
concerning OTRAG. Although Bonn claims
OTRAG is a private company, il enjoys full
tax exemption in West Germany. As an
operaling company with control and com-
mand functions in Zaire, it is puzzlingly di-
vided inta three divisions.

The "headquarters” division Is located in
Neu-lsenburg, a city near Frankfurl. Ac-
cording to reliable informants, it is this divi-
sion that works in direct liaison with the
BND, the West German intelligence ser-
vice. This is where the whole Zaire opera-
tion is being coordinated.

Under OTRAG's reorganization early in
1976, before the final contract with Zaire
was signed (an earlier contract had been
signed in December 1975), two separale
divisions were created. One was OTRAG,
AG, concentrating on operations and re-
search, and the other was OTRAG, S.A.-
Africa, with offices in Vaduz in the principal-
ity of Liechtenstein, Vaduz is a tax haven for
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multinational corporations and, clearly, a
convenient channel for a concealed flow of
funds for the Zaire project.

OTRAG's president, the man who signed
the contract with Zaire, is Dr. Lutz T.
Kayser, a mysterious figure described as a
top missile expert. Dr. Kayser reportedly
had worked in the 1960s for the National
Aeronautics and Space Agency (NASA), at
the height of its space program, but this
affiliation is not shown in current NASA rec-
ords. The agency says that its employment
records are stored at the federal archives
center in St. Louis, Mo. CIA officials have
refused lo provide any background on Dr.
Kayser, although the CIA routinely keeps
files on foreign-missile experts. One CIA
official privately explained the refusal:
“This is too sensitive to discuss.” It was
also learned that Kurt Debus, who worked
with Werner von Braun at the Army Rocket
Research Center in Huntsville, Ala., in the
early 1960s, is currently working for
OTRAG on the Zaire project.

®

Unable to help Bonn
develop missiles on German
territory, the U.S. has
been doing so clandestinely
through Africa since
the Nixon administration.

®

American officials, speaking privately,
have indicated that there is a strong possi-
bility that the United States has made
available to Wesl Germany the required
lechnology for the cruise missile and IRBM
projects under the so-called Program of
Cooperation (POC). This is a secret pro-
gram (dating back to the late 1950s) under
which highly classified military technology
Is provided to NATQ allies, including West
Germany. In some instances, POC opera-
tions have been conducted between the
Pentagon and NATO defense ministries
and top military commands, bypassing the
State Department in Washington and for-
eign ministries in the European capitals.

In general, West Germany's entry into
the Zaire picture has solved some prob-
lems for the United States in terms of keep-
ing the Mobutu regime afloat. Because of
congressional strictures, American military
aid to Zaire has been kept down to a small
volume. In the fiscal year that ended in
October 1977, the United States gave
Zaire $28.5 million in "nonlethal” military
equipment, including a C-130 transport
aircraft. The plane was authorized after
guerrillas from Angola had attacked the
Shaba Province in March, not far from the

German proving grounds. The proposed
figure for the current fiscal year is $17.5
million.

Thus the Germans have picked up the
slack. During 1977 West German transport
planes belonging to a "private company”
(an American official commented that this
company "is as private as the CIA's Air
America was in Vietnam") have delivered
several million rounds of 9-mm ammunition
and an unknown number of submachine
guns to Zaire. At the height of this airlift,
around September 1977, there were three
weekly flights of this type.

To provide the appearance of nonin-
volvement, the Carter administration has
also encouraged other Western European
governments to come to Mobutu's aid. In
March, French aircraft flew Moroccan
troops to Zaire 1o help Mobutu fend off the
guerrilla attacks from Angola because his
own army was disintegrating

Since July 1977, French, Belgian, and
Moroccan advisers have been attached to
the Zairian army, which is undergoing a
major reorganization after its calastrophic
performance in the spring.

To a large extent, however, the Europe-
ans—acting with American blessings—
are beefing up Mobutu's strength as much
for his internal survival as for defense from
abroad. Though the Mobutu régime is
widely recognized as highly inept and cor-
rupt, the conventional wisdom in Washing-
ton and Western Europe Is that there is no
real non-leftist alternative to him.

But there is no assurance that, given the
volatility of the Zaire situation, he can keep
power for an extended period. With infla-
tionrunning ata 70 percent annual rate and
with unemployment spreading. violent
strikes erupted in 1977 in Kinshasa and
Lubumbashi in the Shaba “copper belt.”
Besides, Mobutu is totally broke.

Under the circumstances, Mobutu
seems to look for salvation in the Shaba
deal with the Germans. The $50 million an-
nual payments from OTRAG are highly ap-
petizing to Mobutu, who hopes for addi-
tional German assistance.

For the Germans the 1976 contract is an
ideal arrangement. The lease on the Shaba
terntory runs until the year 2000, and no
Zaire government—neither Mobutu's nor
his successor's—can cancel the conlract,
Frorm a German viewpoint, the cost in terms
of payments to Mobutu is negligible The
mvestment in the facilities in the Shaba
proving grounds—air strips, launching
ramps, housing and a hospital for OTRAG
personnel—is calculated at around $300
million, but most of it comes directly or indi-
rectly from lhe West German defense
budget (although the budget does not
show it). OTRAG personnel in Zaire enjoy
full diplomatic privileges and immunities,
another indication that this is a West Ger-
man government operalion.

The question, however, is whether West-
ern public opinion is prepared to stand still
for this extraordinary new dimension in
German rearmament and for the American
involverment in i,
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SEXUAL

ROULETTE

She never knew who was moving in next.

Klein the psychiatrist rose and burped. He
took from a cabinet his Sony TC-45, the
small, black-and-silver machine that his
wife had given him the Christmas before
last. From a different shelf in the same
cabinet he took six cassettes, each of
which bore a white label the size of a
thumbnail. On the labels were written ini-
tials and numbers: LK.-1, LK-2, LK.-3,
and so forth. Klein sat, stuck a Vantage into
his mouth, and inserted the first cassette.
Hearing his own voice, he pressed the Fast
Forward button.

“| just feel that everything's wrong." said
the voice of Linda Kirsh. "I mean, every-
thingis wrong, and | feel awful.” Amodestly
awkward silence followed.

“How is everything wrong?" Klein heard
himself say. He despised the sound of his
own voice on tape. It destroyed his reso-
nance, he thought, and made him sound
like a child.

“It's messed up. Everything in my life is
messed up. Everything.”

“Try to be specific.” Being subjected to
pathos before lunch repulsed Klein, and
his voice took on a sudden tautness.

“| hate my job. | want to be an actress, not
a key-punch operator. | am an actress. It
makes me sick to watch television; | can act
rings around those people! But here | am,
punching out computer cards on West
Twenty-first Street. A college degree, and
this is the best | can do. | thought I'd come
to New York, and it'd be just like Career or,
at least, The Best of Everything, but it's the
same as it was in Racine; only it's dirtier. |
go to all the auditions, and send pictures to
everybody. Where | work they laugh at me
when they see me reading Backstage. It's
awful."”

"How about your social life?" God, that
sounds cheap, thought Klein. Perhaps it
had sounded better full of its original reso-
nance.

"My social life is ridiculous. | mean, |
don't have a social life. It's disgusting.

And it was always their move.

When | moved here three months ago, | had
no idea rents were so outrageous. | thought
| could get a nice, cozy walk-up in Green-
wich Village, like Shirley MaclLaine had in
Career. | wound up paying 400 for a two-
bedroom on Perry Street. About half the
size of Shirley Maclaine's place. Plus the
phone, the utilities. Four hundred. In
Racine you get a house with two acres for
400 a month. But | thought, you know, 400
15 a lot, but I'll get a good job, some nice
parts. I'll be able to afford it. But | didn't get
agood job, and | didn't get any nice parts; |
became a fucking key-punch operator,
which pays 160 a week before taxes

"I barely made the first month's rent, and
| had to borrow from some old bag at work
the second month. Then | saw an ad—I|
guess it was in the Voice—for one of those
roommate agencies: Roommates, it said,
Mare for the Money. | hate roommates. |
mean, that was the worst thing about col-
lege. But it seemed getting a roommate
was my only alternative to going back to
Racine like a fool.

“l visited the agency, some dump on East
Fifty-fourth Street, and | filled out a card
and paid out fifty dollars. A few days later
my roommate arrived, and in a few more
days she moved in. At first, Mary Ann didn't
seem s0 bad. She struck me as friendly,
sort of quiet. | was pleased she had very
little junk to move In, mainly just clothes.

“Then she started with her boyfriends.
Every might, it seemed, she had a new one.
They were giggling and making noise and
slamming doors and flushing the toilet and
skittering about like large, mindless mice.

‘I had stupidly agreed to split the tele-
phone bill with her, fifty-fifty, just like the
rent. | noticed she spent a lot of time on the
phone at night. God only knows what she
does all day long. She works at home. A
public-relations consultant, or so she says.
| asked her to get me a job once, and she
said the job market was bad these days. So
the phone bill came, and it was for $170,

DY NICK TOSCHES

and | had only made one, brief long-
distance call. We had a vile argument.

“| realized that cutting my rent in half was
not the grand relief | thought. | was still
broke every weekend, and | had no privacy
at all. | decided to get a third roommate,
and Mary Ann went along with me. |
thought this would solve my money prob-
lems. The roommate agency found a girl
who was willing to use the living-room
couch for a bed and pay $120 a month for
the privilege.

‘I felt Joan was weird from the start. She
told me she was a model; but when |
asked if | could look at her portfolio, she
didn't seem to know what | was talking
about. And what sort of model works only
at night?”

Klein removed the cassette prematurely.
He recalled its end: the droll descriptions of
her anxieties, the prescription for Librium,
his fine, resonant good-bye. He inserted
another casseite.

‘I feel like an intruder when Mary Ann's at
home with her boyfriends. | shut myself in
my room, but after a while their sounds
penetrate the walls. | stepped into the
kitchen to get a Coke the other night, and |
heard the loudest, most violent orgasm!
Then they started laughing. It got quiet for a
half hour or so; then it started up again. He
was giving her commands: “Suck my cock!
Bend over! Lower!" There was a lot of moan-
ing. | was sitting in the kitchen, listening to all
this when he came hurrying out of the bed-
room stark naked. He stood there in front of me
with his dick poking straight out, and he
asked, 'Got any Mazola? It was awful."

“How did you feel?” Klein's voice asked.
"Were you angered? Embarrassed? Jeal-
ous?"

‘All of those things. | was angered at the
invasion of my privacy. | was embarrassed
by the sudden appearance of a hard cock.
And | guess it made me a little jealous, in an
odd way."

"Did you speak with Mary Ann about it?

o -



Did you explain how you felt?

"I tried, | really did, but she got very
nasty. She said what she did in her bed-
roorm was no business of mine. | guess |
sort of backed off from her.

“Butitisn't just Mary Ann, There's just as
much happening on Joan's couch these
days. On my way 1o the bathroom one
night, | saw her lying there naked with a
different guy sucking on each tit. | stood
and walched. One of the guys put his penis
into her mouth,”

“Did it make you aroused?"

“Well, of course. | went to bed and mas-
turbated and thought of the guy who had
his penis in Joan's mouth."”

“You don't speak much of your own sex
life Is there a reason for that?" Klein was
pleased with himself. Clinical yet provoca-
tive; that's the stuff, Klein-o, he congratu-
lated himself.

‘I don't have a sex life, | masturbate a lot,
| fantasize a lot. | go crazy a lot.”

"What do you fantasize about?"

"Well, okay, mostly, you know, fucking.
I'm twenty years old, and for the last five
years |'ve had the same fantasy. 'm sitting
on a park bench, reading, and this really
good-looking guy comes along and starts
flirting with me, and | reach out and place
my hand on his penis, He goes nuts with
lust and takes me home to his wonderful
penthouse and undresses me. His cock is
very, very large, and | take it in my mouth
and suck him off very slowly and smoothly,

[ draw it fully inte my mouth and rub his
buftocks as he comes in my throat. | keep
his dick in my mouth and let it shrink after
I've sucked all the warm semen from it. [
keep it there for as long as it takes for it to
grow: hard again; then he lays me down
and fucks the shit out of me, But this is just
fantasy. I'm a virgin.”

Klein's penis sliffened casually, and he
stroked it briefly, almost condescendingly.
“Why don't you fulfill your fantasy?”

“| want to, but things just don't seem fo
turn out right.”

Klein unzippered his double-knit crotch
and flipped the cassette over,

“Last night [ heard Mary Ann getting her
cunt licked. | heard the bed |lunge and
squeak with their fucking. | wanted to
sneak in and join the fun. | wanted to feel his
thing between my legs. | just sat there in the
kitchen and masturbated.

“They're driving me crazy, both of them.
It's not just the constant moaning and slurp-
ing. Joan keeps odd, vile-smelling plastic
containers in the refrigerator and blasts
Barry White records at six in the morning.
Mary Ann came home drunk one night and
shot the lock off the door with a 38."

Klein, penis in fist, heard the third cas-
sette. For the fourth, his favorite, he lighted
a Vantage.

"Now she's moved two of those guys in
with us. They haven't really moved in. They
came over to fuck her five nights ago and
haven't left, This morning there were six

“When aid Jesse go that-a-way?"

toothbrushes in the bathroom, and | can
account for only five of them. There were
only three Tuesday morning. It's awful.

“[ woke up this morning and found Mary
Ann sitting in the living room. She had only
abraon. On each side sat one of these two
lunatics who've moved in, and she was
jerking them both off at the same time. And
they were all watching Dinah Share on TV!
In Mary Ann's bedroom | saw Joan. She
was lying in bed naked, snoring. At the foot
of the bed sat a small Oriental fellow whom |
had never seen before. He was staring very
intently into Joan's butt, and he had on my
mauve panty hose and my yellow silk
blouse. The whole room smelled of Mazola.

"It is impossible to relax at night. Orgas-
mic yelps and moans drift through the
apartment with the dull insistence of Mu-
zak. | reached into my vegetable crisper
the other day and found a dildo, taped to
which was a cold and wilted note: '‘Dear
Joanie, when this you find, please think of
me. Ha-ha. With all my crummy heart, Dom.'
If my mother saw me now, she'd have a
stroke."

Klein could not find the passage about
the high heels. He pressed the Fast For-
ward button,

“The other night | found out who the sixth
loothbrush belonged to. It seems that Mary
Ann has a third bed pariner these days, a
girl of seventeen named Lucille. Those two
fellows who moved in, by the way, are
brothers, Leslie and Valentine. Valentine
cornered me in the bathroom the other
night and introduced himself: 'Valenting's
the name: lovin's the game.'

“Anyway, Lucille wears mink panties and
a leather corset. The first [ saw of her she
was tied to a chalr in the kitchen, and some
fat Puerio Rican, resplendent in red hoxer
shorts and a hard-on, was rapping her
thighs with a rolled-up copy of Ms. Each
time the magazine left a red mark on Lu-
cille'sskin, the Puerto Rican pointed atitancd
whispered, 'Mira" with glee. When the
Puerto Rican left, Lucille told me, ‘Don't get
the wrong idea, Toots. When it's just me
and another broad, | do the ass-whuppin'.’
Toots!

‘| took a bath, and when | came out,
another young lady was tied in Lucille's
place. After freeing our house guest,
Lucille stripped her of the stockings and
slip she had worn, She slapped her and
told her to prepare for rape. This | was not
going to miss. With no further notice, Lucille
jumped at our guest, knocking her to the
floor. With her knees she pinned the girl's
shoulders down, and with her hands she
grabbed the girl's legs. Much slurping fol-
lowed, and then Lucille bounded aboul so
that she pressed upon our guest belly-to-
belly and face-to-face. Their legs entwined
violently, and Lucille began to pump. Soon
| heard our guest say something to Lucille
that | will never forget. ‘Come in me,’ she
said.”

Klein replayed this part of the tape, for
the sound of Linda Kirsh's voice coupled
with the content of her narrative filled him
with lust. He recalled the shape of her
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Every vacation winner will enjoy the all-
inclusive package the Club is noted for: Accommodations
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expert instruction, and the use of the Club's facilities
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.

For information on Club Mediterranee vacations,
please call toll free 800-528-3131.

17 mg. "tar", 1.2 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report Aug. 1977,
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cember 31, 1978. All trips subject to available space, and airfare will be
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statements explaining the methods used in determining entitiements to
prizes, send a separate, self-addressed, stamped envelope to “NEWPORT/
CLUB MED" SWEEPSTAKES Winners' List, P.0. Box 2388, Hillside, New
Jersey 07205.

5. Lorillard reserves the right to substitute an equivalent prize or cash pay-
ment. All taxes are the sole responsibility of each winner.

6. SWEEPSTAKES OPEN ONLY TO RESIDENTS OF THE UNITED STATES
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CHILE

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 74

Cubas, accompanied by council staff and
by Anaconda Chairman of the Board C. Jay
Parkinson, traveled to Washington to re-
mind Assistant Secretary of State Charles
Meyer and Office Director William Stedman
that the United States had triumphed in
Chile from 1963 to 1964 by joining forces
with business. They offered to spend
$500.000 to elect Alessandri if the United
States would also commit itself.

Meyer said nothing. He opposed such
interference. But Rockefeller had recom-
mended Meyer, a high Sears executive, to
Nixon. The execulive committee of the
council included Harold Geneen, ITT's
boss, and Donald Kendall of Pepsico, Nix-
on's closest friend in the multinational
world and his principal client before he was
elected president. Meyer dared not voice a
veta that would enrage Nixon and the
Rockefellers

| learned of the Parkinson-de Cubas
pitch when an envelope stamped “Secret
eyes only” arrived. |t contained a “"memo-
randum of conversation” prepared by
Stedman. On April 28 | sent a withering,
unconditional rejection. Alessandri, | said,
was the candidate of Chile's rich. The rich
could give him money If he needed it. If we
funded Alessandri, | said, that would
arouse anti-Americanism among the 60

percent of Chileans who were opposed to
any nghtist. For the next six years an Ales-
sandri government could blackmail us into
giving huge amounts to keep “the Com-
munists” at bay.

(I later discovered in the State Depart-
ment archives that my candor so alarmed
the White House that it told Secretary of
State Rogers to collect all copies of my
cable, including the CIA's and the Penta-
gon's. It reclassified it as “no distribution” to
reduce readership to Nixon, Kissinger,
Rogers, and a few aides.)

Stedman wrote me in May to “applaud
the destruction you wrought” and lo report
Meyer's private delight.

(12) The Nixon-Kissinger-Helms team
asked me to consider the military over-
throw of Allende even before he was
elected. In Augusl, a month before the
election, | recommended that the United
States follow a “cool but correct” policy
with any Allende government. | ruled out
the alternatives of knee-jerk hostility or em-
brace. Immediately, a hush-hush Washing-
ton cable asked about a fourth possibility:
military overthrow. My answer was no.

(13) President Frei sent a provocative
message directly to Nixon immediately
after the election: "The odds are fifty 1o one
that Allende will turn Chile into another
Cuba.”

(14) Chilean plotters of the Right and
center, including some of Frei's lieutenants,
contacted Allende's opponents in the Chi-

“Seeing this is your first time, I'll explain things to you
First, that is an ass back there and this is an elbow."
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lean military soon after the election. They
arranged for American multinational man-
agers lo meet the most conspiratorial of the
plotters: a General Viaux. The Forty Com-
mittee overruled my orders to the U.S. mili-
tary to avoid any contact with the Chilean
military. Instead, it asked me to consider
scenarios by which the Chilean army might
mave. The richest man in Chile, publisher
Augustin Edwards, a close friend of Donald
Kendalland the Rockefellers, arranged via
the CIA to meet me a few days after the
election. Before fleeing to the United Stales
that day, Edwards said that he wanted to
ask me only one question: “Will the U.S. do
anything militarily—directly or indirectly?”
My answer was no.

This background was imprinted in my
mind five years later, in mid-1975, as |
walked into CIA Director William Colby's
office to meet him for the first time. | was
convinced that the United States had had
no covert aclion with the Chilean military
while | was in Chile; | was positive that there
had been no U.S. interference in the elec-
toral process beyond the modest pro-
grams that | had approved. | would
swedr—Iindeed | had to the Senate—that
there had been no U.S. complicity in the
murder of General Schneider by General
Viaux's men.

Nonetheless, | wanted to read Colby's
secret Senate testimeny on Chile in April
1974, Months later, the media revealed that
the new CIA director had told of the United
States, spending $8 million from 1970 to
1973 to "destabilize” Allende and Chile.
And, to my astonishment, the New York
Times said that | had played a key role in
these CIA schemes even though | had left
Chile two years before Allende's over-
throw; It added that |, like Helms, had lied
about it.

Colby refused to let me read his tes-
timony. “National securnity” forebade his tell-
ing me a word of it, he said. So | sum-
marized my understanding of U.S. actions
in Chile. He listened without comment
When | told him that | was about to debate
Times reporter Seymour Hersh at a college
In my hometown as part of a campus “truth
squad” campaign, Colby nodded approv-
ngly. Where and when? his aide asked

The debate took place only a few weeks
betare the arrival of Treverton and Hitch-
cock for their interview. Greg Treverton's
questions were gentle, his manner solici-
tous. He asked for, and | gave, a candid
review of my experience and analysis
Then he focused on two key issues: the
assassination of General Schneider and
the actions of ITT | rattled off the many
steps that | had taken to forestall any rash
U.S. involvement, including arranging for
the jailing of Allende’'s most likely assassin
in the Chilean military, and | expressed my
bitterness at the Times's assertions of my
complicity in the alleged CIA plots. This
reply provoked Treverton to turn toward the
silent Hilchcock and whisper: "Don't you
think we can tell him?" Then he swore me to
secrecy. "There was a CIA plot with the
military,” he said. It was code-named Track



t‘chk Cavett mtroduced me to

the white rum martini.

“I first met Dick when we were both in a
whacky off-Broadway play in a theatre so
small, the cast out-numbered the audience.

One night during the play’s very, very,
very brief run, Dick insisted that I (a gin
man)order adrink I'd never tried before —a
white rum martini. ‘This will strike you as
heretical; he said, ‘but you may like it better
than your beloved gin'

['ve stayed with the white rum martini
ever since. It has a smoother, cleaner taste
than the gin variety.

Today, I'm a journalist, Dick’s doing his
new TV show and, happily, we're still pals.

PUERTO RICAN RUMS

)

We've noticed that a lot of people are now
asking for white rum instead of gin or
vodka. Well isn't that how it always goes?
When a good thing comes to off-Broadway,

it usually finds its way uptown’

Convert yourself.
Instead of automatically ordering
a gin or vodka martini, try some-
thing smoother —a white rum
martini mixed with Noilly Prat dry
vermouth. Its smoother for a very
good reason. Unlike gin and
vodka, white rum from Puerto
Rico is aged for at least a year
before its bottled. And when it
comes to smoothness, aging 1s

the name of the game.

.\_L',\'\] for smoothness and taste.

For free "Light Rums of Puerto Rico” recipes. write: Puerto Rican Rums
Dept. H-3, 1290 Avenue of the Americas, N Y, N.Y 10012 ©1977 Commonwealth of Puerto Rico
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Il (to distinguish it from my open endorse-
ment of Frei's public, constitutional
schemes to block the Chilean Congress's
confirmation of Allende's election). Trever-
ton disclosed that a Helms-White House
cable had been sent behind my back to the
CIA station chief in Santiago. "It instructed
him to do everything possible to stop Al-
lende from taking power.”

Nixon, Kissinger, and Helms had agreed
that neither | nor State should be told a
word of this. The CIA promised General
Viaux a lifetime annuity and safe passage
from Chile if his plot to kidnap General
Schneider backfired. A few days before
this feeble-minded scheme to provoke an
army takeover of Chile was put into action,
however, the White House suddenly or-
dered the CIA to cut loose from Viaux.

"Why," | exclaimed to Treverton, “that's
because | saw Kissinger and Nixon on Oc-
tober 12. | told the president that Allende’s
ratification was certain and that only luna-
tics would be snared by any military
plotters.”

‘My God," | said as Treverton's news
sank in, “Colby set me up."

I had, in effect, debated Hersh and many
others as Colby's spokesman. Colby had
encouraged me to disseminate information
that he knew to be very wrong and very
self-destructive. No less worse for me was
another implication of the concealment, by
Nixon, Kissinger, and Helms, of Track II.
The CIA station chief and the State
Department officers in my embassy had
told me in early 1971 that | was at the head
of an assassination list. Even though the
number-two man on that list. Frei's former
interior minister, was machine-gunned to
death that June, | had shunned all but the
maost minimal protection because | thought
itwrong to act guillily or tearful if the United
States had clean hands. As | wrote Kissin-
ger after I'd learned of Track II: “You and the
president, and others, deliberately chose
to permit me and my family to run the risk of
murder rather than give me the choice that
knowledge |of Track Il] would have
granted.”

Treverton ended the interview with two
assurances: one, that he would write a full
summary, send me a copy for review, and
circulate it to the full committee; two, that |
would have a timely hearing with the
senators befare any report on Chile was
written.

Autumn came, and neither pledge was
kept. By phone and by letter Church and
Treverton set dates for my testimony but
then fobbed me off with excuses. When |
learned that my predecessor (Dungan)
and my successor (Nat Davis) had testified
in secret, that my CIA station chief and
defense attaché had also appeared, and
that the Select Committee's report was in
final draft, | fired off a twenty-eight-page
letter to Church, protesting my exclusion.
Without detailing the scandalous details of
the Kennedy-Johnson era, | summarized
how and why the United States had acted
in Chile for ten years and the CIA had ac-
cumulated such unmatched power,
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My letter was hidden from the full com-
mittee. Instead, two interim reports were
rushed out, concerning Chile and CIA-
linked assassinations, including
Schneider's. These reports slyly and ex-
tensively rewrote history in order to shield
both the Kennedys and the Rockefellers.
They converted Allende into an innocent
hero destroyed by Nazi-like Americans
only because he was a “socialist" and only
because Nixon was the U.S. president. The
reports completely suppressed the fact
that | had spent a full year as ambassador
trying to reach almost any kind of accord
with Allende as well as the fact that Allende
himself had written Nixon, praising my ef-
forts. Instead, isolated sentences were
plucked from cables—some not even writ-
ten by me—to depict me as partly respon-
sible for Schneider’s murder and the plots
against Allende. Yet | had never been

asked a single question about those ca-

bles and had never been permitted even to
appear to swear to the facts. The commit-

e

An influential
Washington friend warned me:
“If you insist on
pursuing this matter . . . you
will know anguish
beyond anything you have
experienced."

®

tee even concealed Treverton's written
conclusion, in his report on me, that it was
"obvious"—five years after the event—that
I still didn’t know of Track II.

For appearance’ sake, the committee in-
vited me to testify at its one public hearing
after the two reports were published in De-
cember 1975. As the very last witness late
in the day, | was allowed lo make only a
brief, formal statement of twelve minutes,
no substantive questions were asked, and |
was dismissed. | submitted for the record
my letter to Church and my 1971 cable
from Santiago, summarizing my efforts to
live and let live with Allende.

These documents were eventually pub-
lished in the form of appendices in the
committee's hearings. By then, though,
only a few historians would hear of them.
And, | discovered, reporters were being
told by some people in ITT, by the CIA, and
by some senalors that | was a perjurer who
was now off his rocker.

Determined to force out the truth, | ap-
pealed to Leonard Marks, an influential
Democratic lawyer in Washington and the
former head of the U.S. Information
Agency. | asked him to help me win the
right to testify fully and freely. He called

back several days later, with this advice; “If
you insist on pursuing this matter, | tell you
as a friend that you will know anguish be-
yond anything you have experienced."

A few minutes later Jack Anderson rang.
He had been tipped, he said, that | had
been “in bed" with ITT and “on the take"
from it. | offered him a chance to read my
copious files. He never did.

Next | decided to complain to the Justice
Department that | was being deprived of
my civil rights. News of that decision
caused some movement in the Select
Committee. | won the right to testify
again—without artificial constraints. Again
two promises came from the committee
counsel: that at least one Republican and
one Democratic senator would attend the
secret hearing and that my testimony
would later be made public. Neither prom-
ise was kept.

The hearing was conducted in a small,
inconvenient hotel room. Except for How-
ard Baker, who looked in for ten minutes,
no other senator heard a word, The deputy
counsel sought again and again to choke
off embarrassing disclosures. | was there
only to correct the record about myself, he
insisted.

"Where is the proof of your statements?"
he and others on Church's staff de-
manded. On March 23 | returned with a
suitcase full of documents, including the
text of my Aprnl 28, 1970, cable turning
down the Council of the Americas’ pitch to
the government for a joint anti-Allende ac-
tion plus the State Department letter
applauding this veto, a confidential history
of the Rockefeller Council as written by a
member, the official Overseas Private In-
vestment Corporation (OPIC) record of
how ITT and other council members
received special treatment from Kennedy
and Johnson in their insurance contracts,
and hundreds of cables attesting to my
actions.

That same day the committee staff
handed me the transcript of my secret tes-
timony 1o review “for national security dele-
tions before it is released.” But | deduced
from some comments that the Select
Committee was about to go out of business
and that all the photocopying and editing
that day was a charade. As one young
staffer whispered: “They just want to find
out what you have.”

The next day | sent a registered letter to
committee counsel EA.O. Schwarz, Jr.
with a copy to Attorney General Edward Levi.
Schwarz and others, Senator Church
included, were guilty of obstructing justice,
| said. They had deliberately ignored evi-
dence concerning ITT and other multina-
tionals, and they had kept the truth from the
public.

They had, in fact, concealed from public
scrutiny a network of under-the-table deals
that would make Watergate look like a bed-
time story. Swept under the rug was the
complicity of ITT, Geneen, the Rockefellers,
and such Chileans as publisher Edwards
with Presidents Kennedy, Johnson, and
Nixon, many senators, and the CIA. No

CONTINUED ON PAGE 114
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PET OF THE MONTH

ASTRAL BODY

PHOTOGRAPHS BY MALINOWSKI

‘I feel close to the earth,” says spirited beauty Carmen Pope. “It thrills me to run sand
through my fingers and toes and feel the wind at my back. Butit's the night and the heavens
that offer real allure. I'm a student of the stars.” Nor is it the ordinary Hollywood variety that
excites Carmen, for our eighteen-year-old astral body is an up and coming astrologer.
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“There's an order and a rhythm to the universe, and if you can move
with the beat or find it in your own life, you've achieved a kind of uni-
versal harmony.” Carmen is a Scorpio and attempts to live by the
stars. "Some people don't take astrology seriously. | do. | find that it
answers so many of the questions | put to myself.”
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“I'm a very passionate person ... maybe be-
cause I'm a Scorpio and also because my
mother was a fiery Spaniard, and that trait has
definitely been passed down. The Latins are
committed lovers and I'm no exception to that
rule. I'm into my body in a full, rich way. And |
love to share the pleasures | get—as long as
his planets are compatible with mine, that is.”
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Carmen lives in Nashville, Tennessee, where she attends school by
day and plots astrological charts by night for many music
luminaries. But her fame as a visionary is second only to her celeb-
rity as a local vision—with her handsome face and radiant, 38-22-
36 body, Carmen is a star in herown right. “I'm lucky. My work allows
me to focus on people and know them in a special, intimate way.”
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“Before | become close to a man, | always con-
sult our charts together. Then, if we ever make it
together, | feel it's with the blessing of the stars.
| guess that makes me a romantic, and that's all
right with me.” Carmen also has a more earth-
bound philosophy. “I'm what you might call a
free spirit,” she says. "The law | live by is a uni-
versal one. It doesn't allow for possessiveness
or jealousy. | feel that we are all parts of each
other. There are no strangers in my world, only
brothers and sisters. | can't belong to the man
I'm with because we are already one.” For Car-
men Pope, there is paradise now. O+
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THE VIETNAM VETERANS ADVISER

The struggle to meet the needs of Vietnam veterans is not
unlike the war in Vietnam itsell. It has broken down into a
series of guerrilla skirmishes, with veterans attempting to
claim what is owed to them individually and collectively de-
fending against congressional-bureaucratic attacks that
threaten such long-standing benefits as veteran preference in
government employment and programs combining veterans'
benefits with national welfare or health-insurance plans.

Today one must conclude that the Vietnam veterans'
back-home "war" is going badly. There is no light at the end of
its tunnel, nor does its "body count” in the last several years
offer much encouragement that there won't be even greater
casualties in the future. Moreover, during this recenl period
certain disturbing trends have been evident with regard to the
6.7 million Vietnam-era veterans who served between August
1964 and May 1975. Among these trends is the increase in the
number of veterans who have

Vietnam veterans in criminal-justice custody. Some of them
are on parole, probation, or some form of pretrial release, but
this offers scant encouragement. The number of veterans in
penal custody has been growing steadily, by about 10 per-
cent a year since 1974. This is a particularly alarming and
dangerous trend, because the Vietnam veteran who has
against him the second strike of being an ex-con is a prime
candidate for joining the unemployment lines, dropping out
altogether, or ending up back in prison.

Although many persons have cited the Nixon-Ford reces-
sion, lack of job training, and the Vietnam veteran's public
image to explain the unemployment problem, no one is really
certain why our men who fought in Southeast Asia are so
overly represented in jails and prisons or what the causes are
of the behavior that landed them in trouble. Some see in this
situation a self- fulf||||ng prophecy that the Vietnam veteran is

evil incarnate, a murderer of

simply dropped out and be-

= women and children, a drug

come virtual derelicts. Accord-
ing to a recent survey by the
Bureau of Labor Statistics, an
estimated 50,000 to 60,000
Vietnam veterans have be-
come so disillusioned that they
either don't want to work or
have stopped making any ef-
fort to find a job. According to
Roland Mora, deputy assistant

e

Many veterans have simply
stopped making any
effort to find a job. An official
says, “There are whole
undergrounds of vets who have

addict, a rapist, and who
knows what else.

Obviously, such distorted
public perceptions have
added to the veterans' woes in
their attempt to rejoin Ameri-
ca's mainstream. The hassles
with the Veterans Administra-
tion and employers by no
means fully account for the in-

secretary of labor for veterans’ jUSt dropped out.” ordinately high number of
employment, these TI?UI'BS gre \.hetntamJ v{z‘elg—;re:ns uAvho hdave
conservative estimates. "For run atoul of the law. According
every vet they count, there are , to Neal Miller of the American

two they miss who have just

Bar Association, who is study-

chucked the system. In every
big city, which is where the
problem is biggest, because that's where the minarities are,
you'll find whole networks, whole undergrounds of vets who
have just dropped out.”

Closely related to the dropout trend is the apparently insol-
uble problem of unemployment. A year ago 529,000 Vietnam
veterans were unemployed. Today 511,000 are still looking
and unable to find work.

Whether the drop of 18,000 represents a genuine net re-
duction in Vietnam veterans' unemployment or simply an
increase in the number of those who have dropped out is not
known. What is known is that unemployment among Vietnam
veterans continues to exceed that for nonveterans of the
same age, and nothing the government or private industry
has done in the last three years has reversed that trend.

Along with the dropout and unemployment trends, there is
an increase—well out of proportion—in the number of Viet-
nam veterans who are members of America's jail and prison
population. Today there are an estimated 500,000 to 600,000
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ing (for the Department of
Labor) the problem of Vietnam
veterans in prison, “Something is going on out there that we
don't understand.” Miller's data are "picking up two kinds of
people: people on drugs and people starting to explode.”
Approximately one-third of those Vietnam veterans currently
incarcerated, he adds, were involved in offenses linked to
drugs, followed in descending order by armed robberies,
burglaries, murders, manslaughter, and assault.

There is no comfort whatsoever in any of these trends. The
fact that more than a million Vietnam veterans have either
dropped out, become part of the nation's hard-core unem-
ployed, or had serious trouble with the law is a national dis-
grace borne by every citizen.

Although we must continue the fight to enable the Vietnam
veteran to get his just due and must safeguard the benefits
veterans have earned, we have an equal responsibility not to
forget those who have become casualties in America’s post-
war society. To do so will only exacerbate the difficulties faced
by all Vietnam veterans in American society. O4—my
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MORNING
BECOMES HELENA

Helena Spiros may spend the winter months
running her art gallery just off Lake Shore Drive in
Chicago, but when the first nurturing rays of
the summer sun shine on Lake Michigan, she has her
bags packed for her native Greece. "Mykonos is
freedom and light," says Helena in her soft, foreign
voice. "Itis my island. | can kick off my shoes any
time | like, let my hair down, run tree, and jump into
the crystal-blue water." For our twenty-one
year-old Grecian beauly, the deepening tan of her
olive-hued skin signals other changes as well
“I'm like two people. | work and love in Chicago,
but | am totally different when | reach my
island. Here there is history in every
footstep. There is a feeling, an atmosphere,
aromance that sets fire to the spirit. " The
Greeks have always perceived the human body
as the handiwork of the gods, and Helena's heavenly
35-22-35 form appears to be one of their more
canvincing arguments

PHOTOGRAPHS BY SIWER OHLSSON
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“We Greeks are
very sensitive 10
mysticism, and
we like 1o think
we were crealed
out of divine in-
spiration. | have
a fantasy about
myself that
somewhere far
back | was part
nymph and part
god, and | try to
live up to that
iineage in both
my earthly
passions and
my heavenly
pleasures '
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“I get angry at people who say
that pleasure is sinful. Life is easy
here. . . there are not many cares,
And | feel strongly that life is
meant to be lived this way. Maybe
| am a hedonist, but life is short,
and | mean to live it to the fullest.”
Helena stretches her body taut
against the hot sand. "I'ma
Greek, and that makes me a hot
person—hot in temperament, hot
in desire.” While she speaks, her
cool, blue eyes sparkle as they
catch the light. Helena's dark hair
crowns her face—a tace that is
unmistakably and classically
Greek, a face perhaps not

unlike the one that launched a
thousand ships. O+—p
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 90

mention was permitted of how Rockefeller
had started his council at JFK's behest and
how in 1964 Edwards and another Chilean
had attended an anti-Allende strategy ses-
sion of top multinational executives in
David Rockefeller's office at 410 Park Av-
enue. The meeting was convoked by LBJ's
man for Latin America, Assistant Secretary
of State Thomas Mann. He told the gather-
ing how important the defeat of Allende
was to the White House. The CIA officials in
attendance took it from there. In follow-up
huddles they suggested how the multina-
tionals might do “their part” for the national
interest by chipping in cash, material, and
influence to elect Frei and not a rightist, as
they preferred.

Mann came to Rockefeller's office on the
heels of his most important “success.” On
March 31 Brazil's generals overthrew the
democratically elected government of
Joao Goulart. The toppling of the leftist
Goulart—he was very much like Allende,
and his removal reads like a step-by-step
rehearsal for the Chilean’s ouster six years
later—involved the CIA, key multinational
members of the Rockefeller group, and the
Pentagon. The secretary of defense was
Robert McNamara (now head of the World
Bank), and his deputy was Cyrus Vance,
when the Pentagon ordered a U.S. navel

task force with paratroopers to sail for Rio
to put down any resistance to Goulart's
dismissal.

John McCone headed the CIA then, with
Helms as his deputy. When McCone re-
signed in 1965, he joined ITT's board of
direclors. He also remained a paid consul-
tant to Helms. Such arrangements are
common. Men whose minds are chocka-
block with secrets gleaned in government
about congressmen, senators, heads-of-
state, and civil servants, at home and
abroad, are put at the service of our most
potent executives.

McCone approached Helms about Chile
on behalf of Geneen in the spring of 1970,
only a few weeks after my veto of the Coun-
cil of the Americas’ secret proposal for a
joint CIA-Big Business program. Within
days ITT launched an intensive campaign
at the White House to override my decision.

This lobbying was coordinated with the
activities of Edwards and other Chileans
close to the council and to the CIA. Two ITT
“public relations” men, Robert Berellez and
Harold Hendrix, worked closely in Santiago
with Edwards’s agents. Edwards, in turn,
was in daily contact with the CIA, just as he
was from 1963 to 1964. The CIA informed
all three men of the Track Il conspiracy in
September 1970. When | barred Hendrix
and Berellez from access to the embassy
two weeks later, because of their intrigues,
they wired malicious cables to ITT. Indeed,
their bitterness toward me was echoed by

Geneen, Helms, Kissinger, and Kendall,
each of whom lamented to their cronies
that | had “lost Chile to the Communists,”
because | had not allowed the United
States to go all out for Alessandri.

Because all of this information—and
much more—was being suppressed from
the public, and because what | saw as a
conspiracy to destroy my reputation was
also shielding crimes, on March 25, 1976, |
wrote to Attorney General Levi, demanding an
investigation. Six weeks later Levi handed
my complaint to the Justice Department for
action.

Levi, a former president of the University
of Chicago, displayed a unigue indepen-
dence and courage, for he recognized that
he would arouse a fellow cabinet member,
Dr. Kissinger, and the entire establishment.
After all, Kissinger had covertly intervened
to stop similar investigations during the
three previous years. Levi's predecessar,
William Saxbe, had heeded Kissinger's
frantic warning that “national security”
would be threatened if Helms were to be
indicted and to testify.

So laden was Helms's memory bank with
embarrassing data about Democrats as
well as Republicans that “liberals” like
Senators Church and Mondale went along
with the backstage cover-up. That's why,
for example, at the very height of the furor
over the revelations of the CIA’s activities in
Chile, Kissinger, McNamara, Averell Har-
riman, Senator Symington, and other nota-

“This is your Captain speaking.”
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bles came to Washington Post columnist
Tom Braden’'s home in early 1975 in order
to give Helms a festive send-off on the eve
of his returnto lran, where he had been sent
as U S. ambassador.

Later that year, though, when the Senate
inquiry inta the CIA seemed to show that
Helms had committed perjury, word leaked
that Helms intended 1o blow the whistle on
varnious high officials if he ever had to face
jail. Kissinger, of course, was one likely vic-
tim of Helms's wrath because of his role in
the Nixon-CIA-ITT conspiracy in Chile.
Such leaks were intended to intmidate
President Ford and Attorney General Levi.

Levi ignored them and instead spurred
the Justice Department to send two of its
attorneys to my home in June 1976 to take
a sixty-two-page deposition from me. It
contained names, dates, cable references,
and other documentation for breaking the
case. Immediately. | received a letter from
the Justice Department, which stated:
“Your candor and cooperation have
provided a refreshing relief from what we
are more accustomed to encountering.”

My deposition contained three specific
charges. First, perjury by ITT's top execu-
tives. by Helms and other CIA officials, and
by "various government officials.” Second,
conspiracy to defraud the taxpayer. In De-
cember 1974 ITT had been awarded $92.5
million in an insurance payment for its
nationalized telephone company in Chile.
17T, | charged, in addition to lying about its

cooperation with the CIA to stop Allende,
had also concealed its briberies of Al-
lende's associates from 1971 to 1972 In
the legal sense, these were “provocative
acts” that would, | think, have voided the
insurance. (ITT. incidentally, “persuaded”
high officials in the present Chilean dic-
tatorship to pay the company even more for
its nationalized telephone company.) My
third accusation was the conspiracy of
Senator Church and his committee's staff
and counsel to deprive me of my civil rights
in order to conceal cnmes and to obstruct
justice.

The Justice Department ruled against
investigating Senate actions but wrote me
that it would pursue the perjury and fraud
charges that had been so long
pigeonholed. Meantime, the campaign to
shut me up resorted to bribes, continued
threats, and libels about my mental health.
In 1975 Kissinger, for "compassionate rea-
sons,” offered me jobs in his State Depart-
ment. And in 1976, as | edged closer to the
bone, his top aide, Larry Eagleburger,
asked me on the telephone if “they”
couldn't fix a job for me with a multinational
like Pepsico! "Don't you understand,” |
said, “that | intend to force out the truth
about Kendall [of Pepsico]l and the
others?” | never heard again from that
quarter.

A break in the case finally came in
November 1976. ITT's Hendrix had plea-
bargained. Rather than face a perjury
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“You've held office on all levels. Tell me, is the sex better
on a local, county, state or federal level?”
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charge for having denied to the Senate that
ITT had cooperated with the CIA, the re-
tired public-relations man talked about the
$350,000 that ITT had smuggled into Chile
to Allende's enemies. In federal distnict
court in Miami. without a word to the press
(as in the Helms indictment one year later),
Hendrix was given a suspended sentence
of three months.

The media also ignored Helms's resigna-
tion in January 1977 as ambassador to
[ran. Notified quietly that he was under
grand jury investigation, he returned to
Washington and retained the crafty Wil-
liams who. like Nelson Rockefeller, had
also served on the Foreign Intelligence Ad-
visory Board.

Jimmy Carter's election brought the slow
wheels of justice to a halt. A new altorney
general and his team had to be recruited
and installed. To try to force out the truth,
during this hiatus | used the one-day hear-
ing held on January 11 on the nomination of
Cyrus Vance as secretary of state.

Once again Frank Church stage-
managed my isolation. He scheduled my
testimony for 2:00 PMm, only fifty minutes
after Vance, the media, and the audience
had left for lunch. Church was the only
senator present as | traced Vance's ties (o
the Rockefellers, the CIA overthrow of
Brazil's democratic government in 1964, all
the “linkages which gave us Vietnam in the
1960s, assassination plots, and the dark
legacies of all manner of covert opera-
tions.” How could the man who helped the
Brazilian generals get into power, | asked,
be a convincing spokesman for Carter's
human-rights program? How could he in-
fluence the Chilean dictatorship when it
knew another well-kept secret: the Brazil-
ian military government provided “techni-
cal” help for the overthrow of Allende and
the installation of a police state in Chile?

Carter named fellow Georgian Griffin
Bell as his attorney general, and soon |
heard well-informed whispers of back-
stage deals to quash the indictments of
Helms and Geneen. Since | had already
decided to bring my own suit for damages
agamnst ITT and its chairman, Geneen, and
to name Nixon, Helms, John Mitchell. and
others as co-conspirators, | telephoned the
Justice Department to inform it of my court
filing and to warn that | intended to lay out
all the tacts.

The Carter administration’s reply was the
sly plea bargain with Helms last November,
Carter, Mondale, and Bell defended their
action as the first instance of an indictrment
of a CIA official by any government. The
“respectable” media, led by the Times, the
Washington Post. CBS, and Time
applauded in editonals written by men who
are good friends of Helms of Vance, of
Mondale, et al. They described the White
House action as far and practical. For
them, as for Helms, silence is golden.

For my part, | cling to the fading dream
that there is meaning behind the words
“equal justice,” "the inalienable rights of
every American,” and “the whole truth and
nothing but the truth.” O4—g
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The Superior Sixers
strike straight. And they wanted Ceelow
because he knew how
to hang. A sister's body was his reward.

harles Evans Hughes High School was our reser-
vation off the reservation—a daytime juvenile de-
tention center on the Lower West Side the Board of
Education camouflaged as a school. | suppose
you could learn something there if you wanted to and if you
were deaf and blind to a million negative distractions.You
could learn something if you weren't scared and contemp-
tuous of your teachers and if they weren't scared and
contemptuous of you. But it wasn't likely because that
school was not designed for learning. It was merely a
holding operation

Some of the Superior Sixers were congregated on the
fifth-floor staircase at Hughes when they spotted me com-
Ing up on my way to English. They'd seen me around the
school before, but | was nobody, so they'd just walked by.
Now, however, | lived on their turf. And I'd dared to show
them that | could hang

“What's happening, chump?' Sweet Life asked as |
passed

‘“What's happening?’' | said

The rest of them mumbled some greetings, and | walked
on

Hey, that guy's in my class,” | heard Milkman say

“No shit!” answered Sweet Life

A malicious note sounded in his voice. Picking up on his
meaning, the others all fell in step and trooped after me into
English class

The class was in a gloomy, unpleasant room | always
entered from the back so | didn't have to be fucked with by
the teacher when | came in. The room was on the shadow
side of the building, away from the sun. Half the lights were
burned out, and what little illumination managed to enter
through the unwashed windows was absorbed by the
blackboards that covered the other three walls. There was
a film of dust all over everything, from the ratty American
flag that stuck out from the wall over the teacher’s desk to
the worn, old-fashioned wooden seats nailed on runners
one behind the other. Something called the bookshelf
stood by the teacher’s desk with a pathetic plant that dried
up along with the teacher who put it there.

The assignment was Macbeth, and our teacher was a
substitute, uptight about teaching in a tough school

‘Please turn to act 1, scene 7 of Macbeth," she said.

“We'll pick up where you left off yesterday. Nancy Sun, read
Lady Macbeth's part. Gonzalez, you read Macbeth. And
try to put some feeling into it."

“Mac who?" inquired one of the Sixers.

“Macbeth,” hooted another. "That bitch must be
whacked out of her mind.”

The teacher tried to ignore them, and Gonzalez started
reading. "If it were done when 'tis done, then 'twere well/It
were done quickly.”

Gonzalez was a meek PR type with a mammy-made
haircut, so thin that his skinny arms could move inside the
sleeve without changing its shape. He was kind of hand-
some and some girls dug him, but he didn't seem to know
how to approach them. Nancy Sun was a heavyset
Chinese girl with short hair and glasses everybody called
Petunia because they said that she looked like a goddamn
pig. Gonzalez's voice was soft and low with a heavy ac-
cent. The class was boring and incomprehensible.

In the back of the classroom, | was surrounded by
Superior Sixers sitting with their feet in the aisle or spread
behind those tiny wooden desks that jammed your johnson
to your balls like a jockstrap that was too small. They were a
rough-looking bunch with a rep that was not to be fucked
with. They didn't belong in my English class, but the
teacher wouldn't dare to even think about kicking them out.
And | figured they were there to fuck with me

“Fuck them niggers up front.” Iceman stood up in the
classroom and announced loudly, “Let's get the game on."

He was the chunky Sixer with the tan complexion and the
chocolate patch of skin around his eye. lceman was pow-
erfully built, and his physicality was punishment, rough
stuff, grabbing somebody, pounding on him, wrestling. He
looked like he could knock out a dude with his fist

‘I got bank," he said rolling the dice toward the back
wall. “Don’t put your money where your mouth at cause
your breath stink. Just drop it on the floor!”

He rolled the dice twice and won. "Oh come on,
muthafuckers. | hope you got your train passes, or you
walkin' home tonight.”

“Young man, would you please refrain from the profanity
and quiet down?" the teacher said, trying to control her
classroom

But Maceman—his head wobbling madly—put her in

By James de Jongh and Carles Cleveland



her place. "You just stick to MacDonald,
Teach, and leave us alone.”

"Go on, Nancy." The teacher tried to ig-
nore the crap game in her class. The read-
ing from Macbeth droned on, but | wasn't
learning anything. And the teacher was
only a substitute. Besides, | knew this per-
formance with the dice was for my benetit. |
had to play it cool, see where they were
coming from and stand it if I could. So | took
the bait and began showing an interest in
the game. The Sixers had been waiting for
this.

“You want to get down?’ Sweet Life
asked. He was the playboy of the
Sixers—attractive with an athlete’'s build
and a hardness that undercut his boyish-
ness. He was dressed flashy, copying his
style from the pimps. His pants were
pressed and everything matched. He was
sporting rings, a nice brim, a pair of shades
and bright-colored sneakers

“Yeah, I'm down.” | decided to beat them
at their own game. "But | don't know how to
play this three-dice crap.”

Sweet Life was a braggart, but all of a
sudden he was coming on with that let-
me-help-you-brother shit, explaining the
rules ot ceelow at machine-gun rate.

“Four-five-six i1s ceelow. That means au-
tomatic win, One-two-three lose.” He fired
off the rules to confuse me. “Three of a kind
IS winners, except for three aces. A pair
and an odd one make your point. You got
that, chump?”

“| think so,” | gave him my answer like a
sucker. The cats didn't know | grew up with
dice. My old man had a pool hall in a street-
level storefront where the fellows got down
with craps. It was the main front for a
numbers-and-bookie operation for some
friends who had set up my father in the
business. My old man operated the pool
hall, and his friends took care of the gambl-
ing. The money wasn't big, but it kept us
comfortable.

That's where | hung out as a kid, even
when | was just three years old and my
mother was working. Everybody wanted to
teach me—specially Sonny, who thought
he was slick. Sonny showed me the basics.
He taught me how to set the dice to four-
five-six, how to cup them and shake them
so that they wouldn't move out of the
square position, and how to roll them with
the right kind of spin to come out ceelow.
Because if you spin wrong. they fall against
you in losing combinations. But the real
secret was in the hands, in knowing the
dice. And that's a matter of practice. | putin
time in that back room until | got to be so
good | didn't have to cheat. | was a whiz
with the cubes.

“My bank s five dollars,” Iceman said.
“I'm payin' double for triples, takin' all
pushes. Now get down, muthafuckers.

Everybody put his money down except
me. | held back like | wasn't sure of myseli

‘What you got, nigger?” Iceman said,
trying to goad me.

‘As my tongue moved vibrantly into the moist, warm nether regions of her
heaving loins, I felt her fiery, wet mouth grip the hardness of my . . ..

| looked at him like a little greenhorn,
eased back, and then pulled out this wad of
gapper. Their eyes gleamed like hungry
rats on a piece of cheese. | flipped through
the bills with my left hand until | tound two
singles and let them drop to the floor

When it was my time, | rolled four-five-
six-automatic-win, But | stuck it nice, slow
and easy like it was beginner's luck.

"My win, right?” | asked. “It's my bank."

They agreed sheepishly as | laughed in-
side.

Maceman asked me what my bank was
and | told him ten dollars. But Sweet Life
was greedy.

“Why not sky's-the-limit?” he asked.

| really had the muthafuckers now. Yeah,
they sure 'nough bought it, hook, line and
sinker,

“Put your money down,” | said, giving
them my answer. “I'm ready to roll.”

Maceman put down two dollars. lceman
put down three. Sweet Life laid down four
and Ghetto Prince went for ane. They were
too eager to jump in, because they thought
they had a chump. But Executioner—the
cat who'd punched me in the game—just
sat there. He listened and watched, taking
in everything with his strange light eyes,
noticing the habit built up in my fingers and
the knowledge that registered in my eyes
as | handled the dice. There was a silence
about him that set him offand magnified his
strength and control of the other Sixers.

“You playing, man?" | asked

“Nah.” He looked at me as if he had me
made. “l ain't playin’, man.”

| rolled out triple sixes, but they still laid
their money down. Then | began a series of
rolls that cleaned them out while the
teacher tried to ignore us and the class
dragged its way through Macbeth

Ghetto Prince—the cat with the cen-
tipede scar—tried to borrow a dollar from
Executioner, but "pinkeyes” turned him
away with a sparkle of amusement. They
were all broke now, except for lceman who
was down to a dollar, and Sweet Life who
had two. | wondered whether | should let
themn off.

Hell, no! What would my old man say if |
let these suckers walk with change?

“Lay down your dust,” | said out loud.
“What's it gonna be?"

“This is my last buck!" |ceman said.
“Let's get him, Life!”

“I better not lose this shit!” Sweet Life
said, laying down his last two bucks.

You better not what? | laughed to myself.
The wooden floor was worn soft by the feet
of thousands of students, and | could con-
trol the bounce of the dice.

“Triple sixes,” | called as | snatched the
dice against the classroomwall. The cubes
rolled out just as | called them. “Suckers!’

| gaot smivey in my motion as | made my
squat to pick up my money. My thumb and
second little piggy went to market, scoop-
ing up the dust while the last three fingers
shot out like a lizard's tongue pulling in the
cubes.

‘| hope you all got lunch passes and train
passes!’ Executioner laughed, getting hip
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another nigger.”

So | backed down just a little. “Sure. |
want in. Why the hell you think | been follow-
ing y'all?”

Now Sweet Life was satisfied.

“That's more like it. Next time ask not
what your gang can do for you, but what
you can do for your gang!”

The Sixers started toying with me when
they saw that my nose was open. “I'm not
sure we want a free agent,” Maceman said.
“Imean, that's just a little too independent.”

Iceman agreed. “You got to know how to
take orders, and you can't be too indepen-
dent for that. You got to be able to follow
before you can lead . . . We got a meeting
tonight. We might just mention your enlist-
ment.”

The Sixers started off again and | fell in
with them, but they cut me off,

“You still an't got no H.O."

“Hey. Ceelow.” Executioner smiled at me
and winked. “Hang loose until tomorrow,
kid."

The next day | was hanging on the street,
waiting and practicing my moves with the
cubes when something happened that
turned my head in the totally opposite di-
rection. A black country-sedan station
wagon suddenly came hurtling down the
wrong way on a one-way street, and two
cats in ski masks jumped out. They
snatched me off the street and forced me
into the car at gunpoint.

| didn't know what to think. It looked like

some kind of Mafia hit, but | knew | hadn
done anything to cause it. | decided to flow
with it. If | was cool and did what they said,
maybe I'd come out all right.

There were four cats in all, two in front
and the two in back who had snatched me
off the block. All of them were ski masked.
The one in the front passenger seat trained
a sawed-olf shotgun at me.

“Strip.” he said, "and throw ‘'em out the
window."

| was scared as a Klansman at a Panther
rally. | didn't know why they wanted me
naked, and | didn't even want to find out.
But | wasn't going to argue with a shotgun. |
was going to try to come out all nght. | took
off my shirt and dropped it out the window.

| was too scared to breathe. | was sitting
between three guns, not knowing what was
up. At least | wasn't blindfolded.

The cat in front handed me a bundle of
bitch clothes.

“Put these on.”

I began to wonder if this was one of those
perverted killings you read about in the
papers. Maybe they were dressing me up
like a woman to try and rape me. But |
wasn't arguing with the shotgun. | put on
the shit.

They gave me a mirror and told me to put
on makeup and | did that too. Then the car
stopped, and they cut off the engine. The
one at my right aimed his .38 at me and got
ready to use i. | backed off in fear because
| could see it was loaded. But he broke the

“Oh, | know all that stuff about the sperm and
the egg. What [ want to know is how to give head.”

'Esla] BEAITLIALICE

cylinder open, let the cartridges fall to the
floor, and handed me the empty gun.

| was scared and confused—until they
stnpped off their masks. They were all
members of the Superior Sixers Street
Gang. Sweet Life and Iceman were on the
backseat. Executioner was holding the
shotgun and Ghetto Prince was driving.
Now they were all laughing. Well, | knew it
was part of the initiation to scare me out of
my mind by making me think they were
going to kill me, but from where | sat that
shit didnt seem so funny. They had sure
enough come across as bogarts. And
things like that do happen. They'd gotten to
me all right. | had to give them that.

| thought they'd make me try to pick up a
trick or something in the woman's clothes.
Instead, Iceman pointed out the window.

“See that candy store over there? It's a
numbers bank, a small one. About five
hundred bucks.”

“Rip it off!” Sweet Life commanded.

Executioner added, “That's your in.”

| got out of the car with the empty .38,
figuring it would be easy when Ghetto
Prince handed me the kicker.

“Oh, we forgot to tell you. The old man in
there keep a shotgun.”

| saw where they had me. Dressed like a
woman and packing an empty .38, | was
supposed to knock off a banker with a
shotgun. No way. | was ready to back down
when Executioner whistled at me like a
chick who turned him on. | was dressed like
a pussy, but Iwasn't about to be a realone. |
figured I'd gone this far. | might as well go
all the way. Playing to his wolf call, | wiggled
my behind and minced toward the candy
store.

The real pros always anticipate success
before they rip off a jont. They don't let
themselves think of anything else. It's a
point of survival to live, to not get caught or
go to jail. But | always had a terrnble mo-
ment of fear and anticipation that triggered
the memory of my first real hit with my friend
Sonny.

There we were, laughing and joking with
Freddy, when out of the blue he said, “"Hey,
let's np off that store!”

“That's a bet!” | said. | didn't think he was
Serious.

The next thing I knew | had a .22 automat-
ic in my hand and we were going into the
store. But | still thought it was a joke—until
Sonny pulled a .38 and held it to the
storekeeper s head.

“Hold it,” he said. "Don't make any
noise.”

Just like that | was in the middle of an

armed robbery.

“Tell me where the money 1s.” Sonny
threatened. “I'll blow your head off if you
don’t.”

For a moment | wanted to run. I'd never
been in a situation like that, holding up a
store in broad daylight with a gun and with-
out a mask. | wanted to get out, but | didn’t
know what to do. So | stood there and
watched. We were only in the store aboult
two minutes, but it had felt ike a year. The

old man just gave us his money and we
CONTINLED O PAGE 148



@ 1977=R.J, REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO.

“Smoking.
Here’s what ’'m
doing about it

-

a lot of taste. And
with much less tar

than what I'd

“Tlike the taste of a
good cigarette and 1
don’t intend to settle

for less. But like a ot smoked before.

of people I'm also “What am I
aware of what's being doing about smok-
said. And like a lot of ing? I'm smoking
people [ began search- Vantage.”

ing for a cigarette that
could give me the taste
[ like with less tar.

“I thought there
would be a lot of brands
to choose from. There were.
Until I tasted them. Then I
knew there was no choice at
all. [ either had to stay with my
high-tar cigarettes. Or suck air.

“Then I found Vantage. It’s
everything the ads say it is. A
cigarette that doesn’t give you just a
lot of promises. What it really gives is

G.S. c%?f‘k

Edmonds, Washington

egular, Menthol,
and Vantage 1005.

Vantage. A lot of taste without a lot of tar.

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined FILTER: 11 mg. “tar”, 0.7 mg. nicotine,

That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health. MENTHOL: 11 mg. "tar", 0.8 ma. nicotine, av. per cigarette, FTC Report AUG. 77,
FILTER 100's: 11 mg. "1ar”, 0.8 mq. nicatine av. per cigarette by FTC method.
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FASHION BY ED EMMERLING/PHOTOGRAPHS BY JEAN-PIERRE METAYER

THE
RUMPLED
LOOK

The new unlined suits
and sport coats are easy to look
at and easier to wear.

Clothing designers from America and Europe have gone casual with a vengeance in their spring
clothing collections, and the results are bound to be conlroversial. At first glance, a rumpled,
unlined sport jacket, worn over a T-shirt, may appear more appropriate for the Bowery than for the
Rue Faubourg St. Honore (the Paris boulevard of big-name designers). There are, however, a
growing number of young men for whom this liberated manner of soft-and-easy dressing is a
positive step forward. Certainly, it is a giant step away from the form-fitting, crease-free silhouettes
of recent years.

Comfort is the new key when one wears the latest fashion suits and sport coats in unconstructed
shapes in lightweight, natural fabrics of cotton, silk, and linen. Even lightweight wools are well
suited to the look, in part because of their ready-to-wrinkle properties. Tailored clothing has a look of
ease, natural shoulders, narrower lapels, and an easier-fitting chest and waist.

Each season from the design marketplace cerain key looks emerge that a guy with a fashion
reputation to uphold just can't afford to overlook. For spring the softly constructed, tailored shape
for the casual look, with emphasis on natural color and fabric, is the fashion must.
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(from left to right) The all-wool, two-piece suit with shoulder epaulets (8250) is by Adolfo for Leon of Paris. The big cotton-mesh pullover shirt
($80) is by Marrin for Al B. Arden. The leather belt is by lan Mankin for George G. Graham. The soft, “linen look,” plaid-on-white sport jacket
in viscose and polyester (about $150) is Nino Cerruti by M. Wile and is worn with all-linen pants ($40) by Jones New York. The “silk look" shirt
($19) is by BonHomme; the tie is Linea Italiana by D'Eva; the summer straw hat is by Paul Descind for American Headwear. The all-silk,
madras-plaid jacket (§160), the all-linen double-pleated pants ($40), and the cotton crew-neck sweater ($30) are by Jones New York. The
red-rope belt is by Jean Casanave for George G. Graham. All pocket squares are by Handcraft. Replicas of antique cars, the Phaeton
(pictured here) and the Total Replica “T," are courtesy of Replicas by Total Performance, Inc., Wallingford, Conn. 06492.

Opposite page: The height of rumpled chic is this silk-and-rayon “textured silk" look in a double-breasted suit ($215) by Pierre Cardin.

The shirt is by Pierre Balmain; the cotton geometric-patterned tie ($10) is by Vicky Davis, the cognac-colored suede shoes with crepe soles

($95) are by Vittorio Ricci, New York. The soft plaid, double-breasted sport coat in a silk-wool-and-linen blend (about $155) is by Yves St.

Laurent Men's Clothing. The shirt is by Pierre Balmain, the tie is Linea Italiana by D'Eva. The double-breasted look conlinues as the fashion
model, in two, one-to-button style.




(foreground) The dacron-polyester jacket with patch pockets ($85) is Johnny Carson by M. Wile. The cotton pleated trousers ($75) and

white-wool, sleeveless, cardigan sweater-vest ($75) are both by Zanella for Al B. Arden. The updated, more narrow, cotton-and-wool plaid

tie ($11) are by Vicky Davis; the shirt, by Jones New York; the collar pin, by Swank; the straw hat, by Jean Casanave for George G. Graham;

the glasses, by Stanley Blacker from Univis, The off-white, softly constructed, “linen look" jacket ($85) is Fioravanti for Brookfield. The

cotton, small-checked, pleated pants ($65) are by Zanella for Al B. Arden; the cotton-and-polyester shirt is by Pierre Balmain; the lie is
Linea ltaliana by D'Eva; and the tie clasp is by Swank.
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(at left) The silk-and-linen, unconstructed, double-breasted jacket ($285) and the silk-and-linen trousers ($150) are both by Francesco

Smalto for Al B. Arden. The cotton plaid shirt is Linea Italiana by D'Eva. The all-silk Jacket of gold stripes on wheat-colored ground ($250)

and the silk trousers ($95) are by Lebow. The white-wool sweatershirt ($75) is by Zanella for Al B. Arden; narrow cotton tie, by Vicky Davis.

The white-cotton, nubbly-textured, “linen look" unconstructed jacket ($110) and cotton boucls, pullover, semiboatneck sweater ($55) are

both by Jean-Paul Germain. The lightweight-wool, small-brown-checked, double-pleated pants ($95) are by Zanella for Al B. Arden.
For information on where to buy featured merchandise, see page 168.
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TELEVISION

thal a more diverse brainwash would surely
be an improvemen! over the sort we gel al
present

Ihe kind of people who control television
is certainly a probilem. Bul this is only the
begimning. While our field ot knowledge 15
constrained by their venalty and arro-
gance, the people who run television are
constramnead by the instrument itself.

Contrary 1o popular wisdaom, dozens of
technical limitations, inherent in the
mediwm, have the effect of making TV
opaque to mosl kinds ol information thal
would be useful to inteligent functioning in
the world for 250 million people

For example, the TV image. composed
of thousands of dots located along a series
ol lines, inevitably makes the image more
fuzzy than in photography or film and much
fuzzier than in real life. I's as il you were
looking at the image (hrough a tea strainer
The image is located along the lines, and
you fill in the blanks. As a resull, even with
the besl of TV equipment, the image 1s not
sharp enough to reveal the sort of fine de-
1all needed 1o really convey subjects like
nature, where exquisite detall 1s required
Neither can it really convey the most sublle
human feelings. As a resull, the human re-
lationships that tend to be shown on TV are
those that can be shown well, Unfortu-

nately. these dwell an the grosser end of
the human emotlional spectrum, The
medium is far better suited to conveying
such highly visible expressions as hate,
fear, jealousy, than to showing the more
prosocial” leelings of cooperation, love,
and intimacy. No detail 1s needed lor the
former: they are clear, gross expressions,
communicable through fuzzy imagery

For these technical reasons. among
others we will gel to later. there is an em-
phasis on sports and violence in television
programming, and there |s greal viewer In-
terest in them

The populanty of such programming is
not so much a sign that public tastes are
vulgar, as they are assumed to be in many
quarters ("people want that kind of pro-
gramming'), as it is a sign that these pro-
grams are the ones which manage to
communicate something . at least, through
television. Rather than illustrating the limits
of the public mentality or taste, they illus-
trate the limits of the medium nself. The
public wisely chooses programs which
work best in a mediurm in which anything of
a more subtle nature loses so much n
translation as to be noncommunicative

This Is not to say that the businessmen
who are the television powers thal be aren't
predisposed to further the values of com-
petition and social Darwinism which they
understand best and which are inherent in
sports and violence programs. But, no mat-
ter what their inclination. sports. violence

COUNSELQR
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“You must remember this, a kiss is Just a kiss, a sigh is just a sigh
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and police action, as well as quiz shows,
game shows, soap opera, and siluation
comedy, communicate on television be-
cause they deliver clear, easily grasped
visual and audifory signals, together with
broad-band emotional content. all of which
make them highly eflicient in a low-
definition medium. There are literally doz-
ens of other techrical limits.

The fact that TV is a medium of time,
rather than space on a page, requires that
material be edited. foreshortened, intercut,
causing an inevitable bias agalnst accu-
racy and truth. It also makes it difficult for
television to deal with complex subject
matter, The fact that television 1s confined
to only two senses—aural and visual—and
that the technology can deliver 1his infor-
mation within only a very tiny range Is
another tactor making it impossible for na-
ture shows lo work very well on television

So that we gain a unified impression of
the mediurm and understand what kind of
world can be conveyed through it. and
what kind cannaot, | would like 1o offer a list
of biases inherent in the medium of TV. Of
course, the list does not descrbe absolute
resirictions but only tendencies of the
mechum. It's not that TV must lotally ex-
clude feelings of tenderness, lor example
it is only that these are more difficult to get
across than the hard-edged agaression of
a bionic man It's nol thal television can
convey no information on, let's say. the
life-style of Indian people —a whole philos-
ophy and way of life that 1s intertwined with
the most subtle of natural elements—I|l's
just that Indian perception 1s so much more
dificult to convey than products, as we will
see

(1) War s better ielevision than peace. ||
contains action and resolution and deliv-
ers a powerful emotion: fear, Peace 15
amorphous and broad with no visual angle.
The emotions connected with it are subtle,
personal, and internal. These are lar more
difficult to televise

(2) Violence s maore interesting on TV
than nonviolence,

(3} When there is a choice between ob-
jective events (Incidents, data) and subjec-
tive information (perspectives, thoughts,
feelings), the abjective event will be cho-
sen. [tis.more likely 1o take visual form

{4) Religions with charismalic leaders,
such as Billy Graham, Jesus Christ, Rev-
erend Moon, Maharishi, or L. Ron Hubbard,
are far simpler to handle on television than
leaderless or nature-based religions like
those of Zen Buddhists, Christian Scien-
tists, American Indians, or druids, or, for
that matter, atheists, Single, all-powerful
gods, or individual godlike figures are sim-
pler to describe because they have highly
defined characteristics. Nature-based re-
ligions are dependent upon a gestalt of
human feeling and perceptual exchanges
with the planet. To be presented on televi-
sion, they would need to be tco simplified
and condensed to retain meaning.

(5) Political movements with single
charismatic leaders are also more suitable
and eflicient for television. When a move-




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
\..x drinks. When you taste Metaxa, you

. -1 know it. And you won't forget it.
N Metaxa comes from Greece, where
they understand such things.

The Greeks drink Metaxa straight,
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Walt Garrison
football and rodeo star

I love tobacco.
I don’'t smoke.

My tobacco pleasure is Smokeless. ] get full tobacco enjoyment
without lighting up, or tying up my hands. You can too. With
Copenhagen, for straight tobacco taste. Or with my favorite, Skoal.
with the wintergreen flavor. And there’s mild Happy Days. All three
are dated for freshness.

Take a pinch and put it in between your cheek and gum. You'll
see that going smokeless is a mighty nice way to enjoy tobacco.

If you've never tried smokeless tobacco, we'd like to send you
a few free pinches of mild Happy Days. Just write to: “Smokeless
Tobacco,”U.S. Tobacco Company, Dept. PE038,
Greenwich, Conn. 06830.

Smokeless tobacco.
A pinch is all it takes.

@1978 U.S. Tobacco Company Offer not available 1o minars
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| lumber companies could launc

easier than the river, The specific is al

| ways easler than the general

(18) The desires of black people for

|0Bs, housing, Integration, makes for belter

on (because they are objective de

sires) than the conveyance of black culture
tself, which 15 subjective, multifaceted,
and sensory

(19) The business relationship to natura
Nasc i es ds resgurces s easier c | re
sent than the Indian relationship to nature
1s the source of being. The more that TV
altempts to convey Indian consciou

nese piritual, subjective, immersed in
jreater will be the popular distortion af In

(20) The advertising relationship to life

consumption IS ei 3 10 get across on

lelevision than the spiritualist relationship
1o lite as expression..

(21) Commodities are easier to convey
on TV thar inything that is alive. They do
not have any problems of subtlety, detail,

lime and space, historical co

tor or
ganic “aura.” They are slalic, sharp, clear,
with |"3|":';'

mensior Ihey carry no information be-

visible lines and very little di

yvoand their form and their description and
s0 suffer no information loss in the fuza,

¢ of television, The most efficient

nmunications are commercials

(22) Death 1s easier than life. It is pe-
cific, focused, highlighted, fixed, resolved,
and has meaning aside from context. Life,
on the other hand, is fluid, ambiguous, pro-
cess oriented, complex, multileveled, sen-
sory. intuitive

THE BIAS TOWARD DEATH

Ronald Reagan once said, “If you've seen
one redwood, you ve seen them all

Al the time of his remark, | was working
with the Sierra Club on the campaign to
keep some of the virgin redwoods, many of
which had been growing since before the
time of Christ, from being cut down by log-
ging companies, Everyone thought the
Reagan statement typical of the problem. A
great many media-addicted human beings
could not understand that there is a diifer-
ence between the original, old-growth
trees and the replanted redwoods the
campanies would exhibit on their tree
farms

Not caring about the old trees, the

cam-

el-

paigns that discussed the trees In cosm
ic terms. One horrible example was their
argument that "all most people really want

5 for the trees along the highw

saved, so they can stop their

nose {or ¢ nag 1shots next to a ret

rect contact with the old trees, their aura

their power, their life, their message about
the potentialities of the planet, many
people may have found Reagan's state-
ment plausible

To offset this, we worked to convey ¢



sense of what was being lost We attermpt-
ed to do this through the media. We carned
around pholos of the greal old groves—
moody, magical, somber, awesome—and
attempted to place them in newspapers.
magazines, and on television

Some outlets carried them and some did
not, but it was clear that it didn't really mat-
ter whether they were reproduced in the
media. They didn'l "work.” Too much was
lost in the translation. More than anything,
they lost their "aura,” the mood that sur-
rounds them and the guality of their exis-
lence that can be captured only in their
presence.

When tree images were presented even
in the relatively sharp definitions of fine
photography, the loss ol leeling was im-
mense. When presented via the fuzzy im-
agery ol TV, a redwood tree might as well
have been a telephone pole. So rather than
carrying around photos ol majestic. magi-
cal redwood forests, we reversed our strat-
egy. We carried around photos of acres of
stumps where hundreds of redwoods had
been cut down. | don't know if you have
ever seen a lield of tree stumps, but it is a
hornfic sight, not unlike a battlefield. Fortu-
nately, however, it has very high visual defi-
nition, conveys a broad-band emotion—
horror —and does not have the problem of
conveying aura, since everything is dead.

When we carried these lalter pholos
around, the media grabbed them. They
even dispatched their own crews lo red-
wood country to expand on what we'd
brought.

Thatis the moment | learned that death is
a much better subject for television than
Iife. And so when television decided to
concentrate upon images of dead bodies
in Vietnam, it came as no surprise to me.

In the cases of both redwoods and Viet-
nam, images ol death finally aroused the
public. Images of life—whether the trees
themselves or the finely tuned Vietnamese
culture and sensibility—accomplished
nothing. They were far too complex, too
subtle. They involved too many senses
Most of all, they required a conveyance of
aura. Since none of this was possible on
television, they only put people to sleep

. " .

THE CENTRALIZATION OF CONTROL

Television is dominated by a relative hand-
ful of the largest corporate powers in the
world. This is not an accident. It ought to
have been obvious and predictable at the
moment of its invention that TV would be-
come an almost private instrument of the
hugest advertisers. Any instrument thal
reaches everyone in the country at the
same lime, that |s capable of making an
entire population passive and dumb while
It simultaneously implants images in the
brain, and that, because of the scale and
complexity of the technology, is beyond
access to any but the very wealthy (one
minute of TV prime time costs $125,000) is
inherently suited for the uses to which it has
been pul. To be practical about it, in fact,

television 1s little more than the child of
huge advertising.

In 1960 the trade publication Advertising
Age commented, "Network television, par-
ticularly, 1s largely the creature of the 100
largest companies in the country

Though there are more than 400.000
corporations in America, the 100 largest
advertisers in the country accounted for 83
percent of all network television advertis-
ing during that year. The top twenty-five of
these accounted for 65 percent of the 83
percent. Since thal time, the ratio has
scarcely altered.

Public television also fits the mold Dur-
ing 1975 more than 40 percent of all
public-lelevision programming was paid
for by these same 100 companies: mainly
oil, chemical, and drug companies. This i1s
not quite the same level of domination that
is found at the commercial networks, but
the effect i1s the same. Survival depends
upon them

For both commercial television and pub-
lic television, then, it 1s absolutely neces-
sary lo create programs that these 100 ad-
vertisers will supporl. They are where the
aclion is. They are the only action

Broadcast television—like other mono-
lithic technologies, from eight-row corn
threshers and agribusiness to supertankers,
nuclear power plants, computer networks.
hundred-story office buildings, satellite
communications, genethc engineenng,
international pipelines, and SSTs-—is avail-

able only to monstrous corporate powers
What we get to see on lelevision 15 what
sulls the mentality and purposes of 100 corpo-
ranons

While purporfing to be a mass-tech-
nology availlable to everyone, because
everyone can experience i television 1s
little more that the tool of these compa-
nies. It four out of hive dollars of television
income denve from them. then, obviously,
without currying therr tavor the networks
woulld cease 10 exist

The corallary 1s also true. Without such a
single, monolithic instrument as television,
the effective power and control of these
huge corporations could not be harnessed
as it presently 1s. Monolithic economic en-
terprise needs monolithic media to purvey
its philosophy and to influence rapid
change In consumption patterns. Without
an instrument like television. capable of
reaching everyone in the country at the
same lime and narrowing human percep-
tion to match therr designs, the corpora-
tions themselves could not exist

The spread of television unified a whole
people within a system of conceptions and
living patterns that made possible the rapid
expansion of huge economic enlerprise
Because of it. our whole culture and the
physical shape ol the environment. no
more or less than our minds and feelings.
have been computerized, linearized, sub-
urbanized, freewayized, and packaged for

sale. r—p

“Mecca is that way!”
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THANK HEAVEN
FOR LITTLE GIRLS

BY ARTCUMINGS

I NEED A GoD

SOMETHING
TO GIVE MY LIFE PURPOSE
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SOMETHING HOW ABOUT A WOMAN
MORE THAN MY SINGULARITY . /







ADVISE & DISSENT
OPNON

BY HERB PARKER

The author is a free-lance writer and educator who

has worked for the Bank Street College, Columbia University,
and the New York City Board of Education. He was a consultant
to the African-American Association in 1971 and 1972,

OUR
DISHONEST
APPROACHTO
THE TRAGEDY
OF SOUTH
AFRICA

zealous about Chile, or misled about Cuba, but when it

comes to the South Africa we know, we're right on. In
years of teaching African historiography, | could never get
across even to graduate students the disturbing insights that
I'd gained working with native-born South Africans, black and
white. | could never transcend the stereotypes with my stu-
dents or bridge the pious morality gap, until | finally managed
to achieve an emotional breakthrough by using this awful
analogy that | concocted.

Suppose that Erich Von Daniken's divine, ancient as-
tronauts returned to earth today and, looking around, thun-
dered, "This isn't exactly what we had planned!"

First of all, this unnatural notion of national boundaries
would have to go. America is America; no north, south, or
central America exists. There are no artificial separations
between peoples and cultures, such as "Canada"” or “Brazil"
or "the United States of America." Henceforth, "One Nation
under the Gods" for all of hemispheric America.

Of course, since the majority of inhabitants in this new
Meg-America speak Spanish, thal tongue would be the sole
official language of government, business, and education
And other similar readjustments would be made in the brief
period of transition before we elect a new El Presidente
Anyone who doesn't like it can always go back to the country
in Europe where his forebears came from.

Obviously, to many—mainly those under the mistaken im-
pression that South Africa is a nation—this analogy sounds
absurd, wrongheaded, infuriatingly incorrect. But the fact is
that South Africa is composed of about a dozen fanatically
self-interested ethnic enclaves, ranging from cosmopolitan
urbanites to desert-dwelling Stone Age nomads, who have
been brutally pushing each other around for centuries, re-
gardless of race, creed, or color

| have yet to see the painful tragedy of South Africa treated,
anywhere in America's national media, as an honest clash of
real human beings caught up in a history that they have never
caontrolled. Why, even black Africans visiting the United States
are candidly baffled at Americans' lack of sympathy for South
Alrica’'s white tribe, especially after they become familiar with
our own troubled past. The developmental patterns that
shaped the history of the U. of S.A. and the U.S. of A. are
uncanny echoes of one another, starting with the establish-
ment of Dutch settlements at both Cape Town in South Africa
and on Manhattan Island, only twenty-six years apart. Virtu-
ally from the moment the English took over the Dutch colony at
the Cape of Good Hope, just as they had snatched away New
York from Holland, the Dutch farmers, called "Boers,” have
been persecuted by English imperialism,

To escape the English, Dutch dissidents, packing up their
women and their precious cattle, pushed out into the coastal
plains east of Cape Town, beyond English law or influence,
until their farms stretched loosely across the plain to the valley
of the Great Fish River, 500 miles from English officialdom.

Nonetheless, when the Dutch ran into the leading edge of
the black migration that had been rolling down through Africa
for centuries, "filling up the continent,” the British intervened
in their conflict. They drew a line at the river, which they called

americans may have been off-base on Vietnam, over-
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e Even black Africans are baffled at Americans'
lack of sympathy for South Africa's white tribe,

especially after they realize that our two countries
developed in strikingly similar patterns.®

their frontier and forbade anyone to cross. Needless to say,
both the Boers and the blacks ignored the king's frontier, so
that cattle rustling and land grabbing precipitated a whole
series of range wars against the “Kaffirs" (a derisive term for
blacks that probably means "heathens"), until British officials
decided to pacily the bothersome Africans once and for all.
They confiscated all black lands and herded the Africans onto
native "homelands” or "reserves.”

Subsequently, more than 14,000 Boer settlers pulled up
stakes once more and fled from British rule, northward across
the Orange River, and then beyond the Vaal River, on to the
banks of the Limpopo, almost 2,000 miles from the Cape.
Other tarmers meandered up the east coastal strip and
carved out a place for themselves on the fringes ot enormous
tribal domains, before the British informed them that they were
still thoroughly under royal jurisdiction. And so, in what even
English historians have called a really “rotten little war," Eng-
lish power knocked over the pioneer tamilies and laid claim to
the Boer settlerments.

Meanwhile, to the north, the British had found a pretext for
declaring all the Boer lands between the Orange and Vaal
rivers a crown proteclorate and had occupied the region with
troops. The settlers fought back, but as usual their far-flung,
isolated farm communities were indefensible against con-
certed British force. Ironically, a British commission inspect-
ing the newly acquired lands reported that England had no
vital interests in these grubby prairie stretches and withdrew
ihe troops. The Boer settlers formed two independent demo-
cralic sovereignties, the Orange Free State and, in Transvaal,
the South African Republic. The whole disgraceful epic might
have ended there in 1852. '

But then diamonds and gold were discovered in the region.
English fortune hunters swarmed into the booming Boer
countries, and Cecil J. Rhodes, the prime minister of Cape
Coleny, decided to take action. Rhodes had a colossal vision
of a Cape-to-Cairo British Empire in Africa, and there was no
room in his dream for two Boer states right in the way. So
Rhodes's superagent, Leander Starr Jameson, who had al-
ready crealed "Rhodesia,” launched an invasion.

The war against the Afrikaner states was so flagrantly
tyrannical that European Marxists cheered the elusive Boer
‘commandoes” as “freedom fighters" against capitalist im-
penialism. This final violent assault on Afrikaner autonomy
knitted the Boer states to the British settled areas, with their
tribal resérves and homelands. A single, misshapened
Frankenslein called the "Union of South Africa” was created.
It took Afrikaner “nationalists” close to half a century lo recon-
cile their own internal disputes and form a solid front. In the
election of 1948, they captured their country constitutionally
from the British.

Although the Afrikaner nationalists had regained control,
they knew that the Britons would forever remain a trou-
blesome presence in their midst. Therefore, an all-Afrikaner
administration quickly adopted a broad new policy, called
“separateness,” which in Afrikaans is pronounced “apart-
heid." According to the proposal, the Boers and the Britons
would have "parallel development,” that is, growth and pros-
perity in “two streams,” each in their own part of the country,

their own congenial culture, and with no political rights out-
side lheir own homeland. Black Africans appear to have been
an afterthought in this “racist” philosophy.

Some people might think that this entire discussion is utter
nonsense, since they know full well that the white folks made
their own beds, didn't they? They had no business being in
Africa in the first place. Africa belongs to the black man, just
as America belongs to the red man.

But after we have exhausted all our name-calling indigna-
tion over South Africa, the vital question will still remain, "What
are our honest goals, our political and our humanistic best
wishes, for the seething aggregaltion of real, live human be-
ings in that corner of the world?" If you reply instinctively,
“black majority rule,” then you are certifiably part of the prob-
lem, not the solution, to South Alrica.

Which one-of Alrica's forty-odd independent black coun-
tries would you recommend as a model of government, under
black-majority rule, for black South Africans to follow? Let us
hope not Tanzania, whose ruler, Julius Nyerere, has been the
godlather of that nation since 1948. He is president of what is
slill one of the twenty-five poorest nations in the world, with no
sign of national democratic rule yet. As a matter of fact, my
scorecard of independent African states reads:

Military Governments 19
Presidents-for-Lite 21
Black Majority Rule 0

The urban blacks of South Africa know all too well that they
do not need homeland, the vote, or the illusion ol black-
majority rule nearly so much as black-majority development,
that is, more jobs, electricity, education, and medical care.
Nearly a quarter century of independent African statecraft
has amply demonstrated the fact that black rule is not synon-
ymous with black-majority rule and is not necessarily the most
reliable course to black-majority development.

Contrary to popular fantasy, it would not be enough merely
to confiscate the possessions and income of South Africa’s
4.5 million whites and redistribute the wealth among the more
than 18 million blacks. Despite the myth that South Africa is a
“nation built on gold," less than one-fifth of its income derives
from all its mining wealth combined. South Africa is really a
country built on very cheap labor, the very resource any black
government would be sworn to abolish first.

I am not at all certain thal the white tribe of South Africa
would not accept a sincere and reasonably strong commit-
menl 1o accelerated black-majority development as the price
of their own continued, secure survival, just as whites in Mr
Carter's Deep South did—especially if this were pressed by a
concerted effort of American and European nations as a
genuine viable alternative to ever-escalating warlare and
economic collapse.

Chanting black-majority rule over and over may be a very
gratitying form of moral masturbation for Americans, but noth-
ing develops from doing so. On the other hand, the myth of
black-majority rule and the persistent substitution of black-
minority rule for white may al best present us with another
Biafran War or Angolan War or Ethiopian War—and at worsl
another Vietnam. And as atways the chief victim will be, ironi-
cally, the real majority of black Africans. O+
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There's a touch of the poet in Linda Belle Keller. At twenty-one,
she has a deeply personal vision that extends to her writing
"Everyone has a story,” she says. “That's why | find people —all
Kinds —as absorbing as | do. My poems and short stories write
themselves, just from the people | meel. When you take the
time 10 hslen, ordinary people will tell you incredible things.”
There are many incredible things to be told about Linda, but
her simple, unsophisticated beauty speaks for itself.

Photographs by Dieter Schmidt




“I'm not atraveler Philadelphia s my home, although | spend a lot of

ime in Pans. It's other people who take me on incredible trips

dreamers like me, who aren’t afraid 1o live in the world of their own
fantasies.” But Linda is also real. Her flesh and blood are real, and
ner passions are just as demonstrative in the straight world as they
are in the world of dreams. Linda often emphasizes the balance
she s struck between these inner and outer lives. "1 think of my body

as a vessel. a house of flesh that is the home for my soul.’
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"Making love is the most spiritual thing | can imagine,” says Linda,
who looks as much like a muse as a writer. “It inspires me. The act of
creating takes all kinds of forms. When | touch a man's skin or feel
his body close, it fills me with energy and love for everything. So, in a
way, when | write, this, too, becomes an act of love. | often write my
poems to my lovers. It's my own way of saying, ‘Thank you.' "
















Callsarhsads

BY ART CUMINGS

‘He's a great lay —just don't mention politics.’
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A COMPACT STEREO WITH
THE GUTS TO DO THIS:

Marantz 2216 Receiver Sansui 221 Receiver  |Kenwood KR2600 Receiver
AR 16 Speakers Bose 301 Speaker AR 16 Speakers
BSR 2320W BSR 2320W BSR 2320W
Centrex by Pioneer Record Changer Record Changer Record Changer
KH-7766 System Teac A-100 Tape Deck | Akai CS-702D Tape Deck | Teac A-100 Tape Deck
g&{‘éﬂ”ﬂ’eﬁgﬂfﬁg"" 12 watts (8 ohms) 16 watts (8 ohms) 8 watts (8 ohms) 15 watts (8 ohms)
Power Band Width 40-30,000 Hz 20-20,000 Hz 40-20,000 Hz 20-20,000 Hz
Total Harmonic Distortion
(sl is better) 0.8% 0.5% 1.0% 0.8%
FM IHF Sensitivity 1.9 Microvolt 2.5 Microvolt 2.5 Microvolt 2.5 Microvolt
(smaller is better) 10.7 dBf 13.2 dBt 13.2 dBf 13.2 dBf
FM Stereo Separation
armar s betier) 40dB 38 dB 35dB 33dB
FM Capture Ratio
(smaler s better) 1.0dB 3.0dB 15dB 250dB
FM Selectivity
{1rgar i betta) 60 dB 50 dB 60dB 50dB
Front-loading non-Dolby* |  Dolby* Front-loading Dolby* Front-loading Dolby* Front-loading
?:SSEF‘:E Laepe Dﬁ‘;‘; 5 CrO;: 40-14,000 Hz Cr0y: 30-14,000 Hz Cr0;: 40-14000Hz | Cr0, Tape: 30-14,000 Hz
s sl Low Noise: 40-12,000 Hz | Low Noise: 30-11,000 Hz | Low Noise: 40-13,000 Hz | Low Noise: 30-11,000 Hz
10" 3-way 8" 2-way 8" 2-way 8" 2-way
Speakers Frequency Range: Frequency Range: Frequency Range: Frequency Range:
45-20,000 Hz 50-22,000 Hz N/A 50-22,000 Hz
Moving Magnet Cartridge | Moving Magnet Cartridge | Moving Magnet Cartridge | Moving Magnet Cartridge
Record Changer with damped cueing and | with damped cueing and | with damped cueing and | with damped cueing and
4-pole motor 4-pole motor 4-pole motor 4-pole motor
Suggested Total
Retail Price $449.95 $749.85 $677.95 $709.90
Centrex Stereo Systems by Pioneer compare favorably with these typical audio store component packages. Pioneer products include
a two-year limited warranty. Ask for details. Manufacturer's suggested retail price published as of September 1, 1977.
*Dolby is a trademark of Dolby Laboratories, Inc.

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

But now, after a lot of time, packages. decide. Your Pioneer dealer
energy and solid-state tech- As you can is waiting.
nology, Pioneer is proudto  see, you For information write

introduce a compact stereo Pioneer Electronics of

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

ENTIRCEX

by PIONEER
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out of the store, waving the .38 cept for a single red bulb, which made the
Then | noticed my getaway car wasn't incandescent faces in the painting shine.
there and | panicked. All | could taste was  All the Sixers gathered around me in front

CONTINUED

were gone station wagon across the street wt ere the  ness

danger and survival before | spoltted the of the glowing mural. In the crimson dark-
. with the Black Liberation flag in my

The success of that first hit got me past Superior Sixers had switched it as a final  left hand and the club scepter in my right, |
my fear and into the candy store | had to  joke. | got in as they laughed and kidded swore the secret oath of the Superior Sixers

rob it | wanted to join the Sixers. It was a me. | was safe now, and proud, as we Gang

classic candy store, There was a picture drove away from the shopkeeper and his Next Sweet Life pushed my colors open
window that gave on the street and a shotgun and carved a large § and a small V/, the
counter with candies down front that the I'd s \ club insignia H.'II'ZI:-:,' my chest with a
little kids could reach, Cold cases with milk After ditching the car which was stolen,  straight razor. Then he cut his own finger

soda and beer stood against th

y

wall next the t_'_'_||_J'\_.". took me to the Superior Sixers and rubbed it on my

(o4

to the shelves with comics and newspa clubhouse to swear me in. It was in the With our blood and your blood,"” he in-
pers close to the floor. There were old be .F".’It—_’?'ll of two adjacent buildings. The toned, "we are now one
newspapers on top of the cold cases, and  separaling walls were removed to form one The rest of the gang cut their fingers

some milk crates and soda cases with ol

room with all the comforts. There lined up and one by

one mixed their blood

emply boltles were stacked by the door. were a lot of sofas and mattresses, three  with mine '“[-Hil ng Sweet Life's words

Cigarettes and mis-
cellaneous i1tems
particularly Bambu
paper, were dis-
played on the back
wall. It was a big
enouagh store to need
two people. But there
was only one old man
behind the glass jars
of candy, cookies

THE MACHINE

for your machine.

and bubble gum on
the counter. My eyes
drifted towards the
bhack where some
body else might be
hiding

‘What you doin
tonight when you
knock off, ducky?" |
came on very sexy If
my drag to the
dried-up geezer of a
numbers banker. "l
mean, don't you ever
get lonely? I'm kind of
lonely too. When you
finish writing this
number, I'll give you

setteisa 44
component of
your sound system,
not an accessory. This
goes for all TDK cassettes,
like the popular SA - Super N
Avilyn, a tape formulation that ™ N
made great sound from the cassette =
format possible.
And we also make sure the cassettes them-
selves are made as well as the tape inside. So
myvnumbertoca you get jam-proof, friction-free reliability from

The old man was every cassette we make. That's why TDK cassettes are
obstafied. | don't recommended by quality tape deck

vnow  what  he | manufacturers for their machines.
thought | was. He So get the best from your system by
sached into the using our machine in your machine. “

cream bin behind

er for the

Life dropped a dead
rat at my feet
sprayed it with lighter
fluid and set it aflame
As it burned, | re
peated the words
Sweet Life pro-
nounced

Whatever circum-
tances shall hap-
pen, if | betray any
member, | will burn
ke this rat.”’
ody turned

ey ["‘\-‘lj[-:i.v hugged

me, slapped me five
punched me or
shook my hand. | was
down. | was finally
aone of the bovys

Then Prince and
Minihawk ran up with
quart bottles of brew
ind washed me with
r. They poured it
i1l over me until | had
Rheingold in my halr
ind shoes and my
clothes were soaking
wet. But | ked It
Then they I_:’.;l ght

out some broads an |

reeler, kicking off
Iinihiation orgy
| was the guest of

honor. | got the best

betting slips. But before he could raise his  television sets (lwo black-and-white and thing. They handed me a joint and
head, the barrel of the .38 was kissing him  one color) for the major networks, and six iaked chick especially for me
on the cheek refrigerators, each one for a particular t had an instant high
“Don't look up, chump. Just up the drink or refreshment. You took what you She pulled down my jeans and started
ash,” | said with all the hatred | could wanted and paid on the honor system. It  giving me a blowjob right there in front of
muster was a home away from home. A rac d everybody. | was -.-'-‘|'.-f_'.\._‘-['--!_'II_'I.J'-- as the fel-

In pool table stood in the center of I stood there joking and making re-
real Miscellanec sports gear was stacked marks while she sucked on my johnso
VICIC

s to your victim, or he might try some-  near the sic

thing and you'll have to commit what both

ewton and Muhammad Al chicks rybody

inder posters of Mal- Then they started getting it on with the other

A

was getting a piece. It

vou and hewantto avold, | had to make that And an unfinished mural on the center wall was a game we were playing together, like

old man take my o]l Sernous
to hit him with it Hr:‘ h
1d reached towards

reven if | had depicted the historic destiny of the six orig ba
e gang best shit. And that

the ice-cream bin There must have beer

ny .38 on his cheek nal founders of

ball, where you try to get off your

shit was so nice. Every

) eighty time she sucked | hat

1a sensation like | was

where | figured he hid the shotgun. The old  cats in that room. | siripped off the makeup  going to come. But it kept on happening. |

man didn't want to get ripped oft, but he and dr and put on some old sneakers just lay back, s
obeyed my weapon. | tossec the and jeans. Then they dressed me in the :*-f- head v
purse, he filled it with cash, and | backed club colors and turned off all the lights ex- wouldn't let her
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yith my hands behind

he tried to stop, |

Every time her head



And now, what we did for almonds, we’ve done for cranberrics. @
With delicious new Cranberria, the world's first cranberry liqueur.
Amaretto and Cranberria. Enjoy them straight, on the rocks, or
try one of the recipes you'll find on every bottle.

REGNIER.

America’'s Most Expensive Line of Cordials.
(Say "Ren-yay”)




started to come up, | pushed it down again.
She started climbing up on me, kissing me
all over my body. | couldn't take any more,
so | turned her on her back and drove it in.
There were all these colors, and her voice
was soothing as she panted and carried
an

| was on a roller coaster, steadily push-
ing up and down, feeling good. Whenever
my body moved, the roller coaster would
move. If | went up, it went up. And if | went
down. it went down. The whole thing lasted
about fifteen minutes, but it felt like forever.
| started saying things | didn't know | was
saying.

“Oh man!”

‘Shit!”

“God!”

| was high as a muthafucker when | was
ready 1o bust a nut. It was Roman candles
and the Fourth of July. It was a bomb! Cal-
ors I'd never seen before. Everything was
maoving nice and slow. It was a deep dip in
the roller coaster when | came. BOOM! My
head went. | felt sparkles. | don't know how
to tell you. That's how | felt

Then she went and got some wine and
another joint, and we started all over again
But this time everything was slow. This was
exira. She was giving me all she had. She
was coming back at me. She hit her climax
this time, and | could teel her nails digging
into my back, but it felt so good, it just
made me harder. And the more she dug in,
the deeper | stroked. She squeezed her

legs around me and everything was so
warm. |t was like butter slowly melting and
mixing

| don't remember too much of the details
of what else happened. | just know Il was a
regular fuck party. When | split there were
cats sleeping all over the clubhouse. Only
Maceman was still conscious. He was sit-
ting completely bare assed, slaring at the
CBS test pattern on one of the TV sets and
istening to earphones hooked up to the
stereo

“What you watching, my man?" | pulled
one earphone off and asked before | left

“| don’t know.” His head wobbled
around on that curved narrow neck. “But
it's sure got a great fight scene!’

| headed for the projects where Bootsie
lived. She was my main woman. She lived
with her parents and it was too lateto go up.
So | sat on a swing in the play area near her
building

It felt nice in the swing. pumping higher
and higher in the air. Then there was a
moment of biackness. Everything went
blank. It was dark, and | was floating. My
body was light. | could feel the wind blow-
ing up against my face. It felt like it was
blowing right through my body. The higher
| pumped, the farther | went into outer
space. | was floating among the planets.
aliding from star to star

All of a sudden | was back to reality. | was
in a swing going up. I'd gone completely
loose from the swing. | hadn't jumped or

anything. but my body felt like it had been
thrown straight out, up against the buillding.
It was a moment of shock

| got down and started walking. | was
hollening, but | was laughing too. | was in
two worlds al the same time, lost In one
reality but knowing where | was going and
what | was doing in the next. | thought | was
going crazy.

| was drowsy as | waited a long time for
the bus to come by | could still feel the
high, and | was nodding. | felt hungry. |
bought a slice of pizza in an all-night place,
but the pepperoni on the slice were like
ants running all over the goddamn place. |
had to hit them with a knife before | could
eal the pizza.

| didn't nod out on the bus. | got home
okay and was going to sit down in the rock-
ing chair in the front room. But | saw this
dude sitting in the chair where | was sitting.

"Hey, man, what you doin’ over there in
the chauir?” | said to the cat who | knew was
me. “You supposed to be standing where
I'm standing!”

| stood there like a foal. looking at myself
sitting in the rocking chair on the other side
of the room

“Wow! This shit really has me fucked up.
I'm really bugged out

Finally. | decided it was easier 10 join
myself in the rocking chair. | started rock-
ing, back and forth, back and forth. And |
thought about how I'd made it as a Superior

Sixer. O+—m
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“Senator! Remember those little people’ that you said
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WE WORKED TEN YEARS

TO COME UP WITH A

LOW ‘TAR’ YOU WON'T GIVE UP

A lot of smokers never get
through their first pack of low ‘tar’
cigarettes. And if they do, they usually
don't come back for more.

The reason, of course, is taste.
Originally, you couldn't get real ciga-
rette taste without what has come to
be known as tobacco ‘tar’ The prob-
lem of reducing this ‘tar to 5 mg.
while maintaining taste is enormous.
Decade is the first low ‘tar’ to have
succeeded in doing just that.

The Decade “Total System?

How were we able to keep the
taste in a low ‘tar’ when so many
others have failed? Mainly by devel-
oping our unique “Total System” in
which every part of a Decade cigarette
is arranged in perfect balance with
each other. The tobacco, the filter,
and even the paper. Only by concen-
trating on these parts were we able to
perfect the whole.

IN TEN MINUTES.

The Tobacco. “Flavor Packing”. The result.
plus fifteen tobaccos boost taste. A completely new kind of low
Take the tobacco, for example. ‘tar’ cigarette.

Its taste is boosted by a very unique
method called “Flavor Packing” which
allows us to concentrate a special
patented tobacco flavorant in each
Decade cigarette.

The Filter.
Unique “Taste Channel” gives
first puff impact.

Our filtration process is also
unique. Simply, we've created a
“Taste Channel” within the filter to
give you that first puff impact you've
come to expect from only the higher
‘tar’ cigarettes.

The Paper. High porosity paper
controls burn rate.

Even our high porosity paper is
specifically designed to give an effi-
cient burn rate that delivers optimum
taste with a minimum of ‘tar’

So try a pack for yourself. Regular
or Menthol. And you'll find out why
your first pack of Decade won't be
your last.

Regular and Menthol.

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.

©liggen Group Inc. 1977

5 mg. “tar”, 0.5 my. nicotine ave. per cigarette by FTC method.
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BMW's 530i sports
sedan: a blissful marriage
of form and function.

BAVARIAN DREAM

BY JOE KELLEHER

Automotive perfection is as
unattainable as it is indefina-
ble, but the designers and en-
gineers at the Bavarian Motor
Works have come as close as
one can get with their new
four-door sedan, the 530i. In
the great tradition of modern
German architecture and en-
gineering, the car is a careful
blend of form and function: a
beautiful driving machine, with
performance to match its stal-
wart, all-in-place looks.

The BMW body style can
already be considered clas-
sic—clean and aerodynam-
ic, with none of the purely
cosmetic styling clichés that
characterize so many cars today. The low belt line keeps the
center of gravity down and provides the driver with the best
all-around visibility of all four-doors ever produced

BMW maintains that the interior was “"engineered, not deco-
rated.” Clearly, the interior engineering was done by people
with excellent taste and honest concern for driver comfort. So
that the driver's performance will match the vehicle's, BMW's
comfort specialists designed seats that can be adjusted to
the needs and preferences of virtually any normal-sized adult
Each front seat has a fully reclinable back plus a fore-and-aft
adjustment. In addition, the driver's seat cushion can be tilted
and adjusted vertically. To minimize driving fatigue, all seats
are orthopedically molded, providing firm lateral support for
tight, high-speed curves. An inertia-reel safety harness allows
free movement during normal driving but locks up during
haorizontal accelerations; 747 pilots should have it so good

The instruments and controls were ruthlessly tested, and it
shows. Everything needed in operating the car is at the
driver's fingertips. Aircraft-style instruments—black dials
with white numerals and markings—are deeply recessed In
solid-black bezels. At night all dials and controls are illumi-
nated by a soothing orange glow (with minimal effect on the
driver's night vision). Adding to the driver comfort and con-
venience of the 530i is the fastest and most efficient heater
ever installed in a car. Turn on the engine, switch on the
heater, and you're immediately bathed in warm air. One minor
aripe: the ash tray must have been designed by an anti-
smoker; getting your ash into the tray requires the manual
dexterity of a brain surgeon

When you're through opening and closing the doors (which
lock into place with the reassuring click of a bank vault easing
shut) and kicking the tires (hefty 195/70 HR steel-belted ra-
dials) and generally admiring the 530i's luxury touches, get
behind the wheel and start it up. Now you can really appreci-
ate BMW's blissful marriage of eye appeal and performance.
It may be a two-ton, four-door sedan with only 182 “cubes,”
but it handles like a two-year-old filly—sharp power bursts for
quick, clean moves. Maneuvers, like changing lanes at 75
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mph, are accomplished pri-
marily by mental telepathy. (If
you're out to impress the pas-
sengers, a flick of the wrist can
be thrown in to make it look like
it took some effort on your
part.) The 530i can eat up ten
miles of twisting, high-
crowned, potholed secondary
road while you're admiring the
scenery and fine-tuning the
radio. The only tense moments
come when you glance at the
speedometer and find that
you're moving about 20 mph
taster than you thought you
were. With a car like the 5301
the double-nickel speed limit
isn't worth ten cents

Under the hood, a three-liter, overhead-cam six effortlessly
puts out 176 hp at 5,500 rpm. One electronic fuel system,
seven main bearings, and twelve crankshaft counterbalance
weights add up to a turbine-smooth power plant. A look inside
will provide some clues to the engine's ability to squeeze so
many horses from so few cubes. The real action takes place in
a palished, hemispherical combustion chamber fed and
scavenged by oversized valves. Tilted 30 degrees from the
vertical, the valves are actuated by the overhead cam via
short rocker arms. This sophisticated, race-proven setup
permits a transverse-flow gas path for maximum efficiency
The Bosch L-Jetronic fuel-injection system is both flexible and
precise enough to make full use of the engines superb
breathing capacity. For a glass-smooth engine (one thal
meets all emission-control standards) to produce more than
one horsepower per cubic inch, you have to be doing some-
thing right, and BMW seems to be doing it all. This same basic
engine—in a BMW Coupe—came romping home to win the
grueling Twenty-four Hours of Daytona in 1976, soundly beat
ing a covey of factory-prepared Porsches in the process

The suspension is fully independent, with coll springs and
tubular shocks at each corner. Front and rear torsion-bar

stabilizers limit body roll and minimize the effects of bumps or

potholes on directional stability. Four-wheel disc brakes, op-
erated by a dual hydraulic system, provide smooth decelera-
tion, with total control at all speeds

The BMW 530i is undoubtedly one of the four best-driving
machines produced today, and certainly the least expensive
of these. The standard package (power steering, four-whee
power disc brakes, air conditioning, tinted glass, electrically

controlled side mirror, and perhaps the smoothest four-speed -

gearbox ever made) sells for around $13,000 plus taxes. With
all the options (automatic transmission, electric windows and
sunroof, leather upholstery, light-alloy wheels, limited-slip dif
ferential, AM/FM radio, etc.), the tab can reach $15,000. But
among well-informed auto enthusiasts, the price is consid-
ered a steal, given BMW's legendary reputation. After all, how
can you put a price on a legend? O+
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A Candle Can
Tell You a Lot About
Great Wine.
Or Great Whisky.

You can prove Old
Forester has a unique
taste without even

| putting it to your lips.
1 The same way experts
prove it with wine,
by color.

_—— For example, when
held to a candle,a Burgundy should glow a deep
purple. A Bor deaux,bnck red.

Two different colors, two different tastes.

When held to a candle, a great whisky should
be rich, burnished gold. The color of Old Forester.

The golden glow assures you Old Forester
will taste like no other whisky in the world.

That every sip will be mellow, full-bodied
and perfectly smooth.

What’s more, Old Forester gets this color
and taste solely from the unique way it's matured
in our charred oak barrels.

It's made naturally, like Great Wine.

But there's another way to test Old Forester's
superiority that’s even more conclusive.

Taste it.

ROULETTE

calves and the smoothness of her neck
when she wore her hair up. He inserted
another tape but listened only long enough
to ascertain its contents Linda wished to
discontinue therapy for the moment, and if
Herr Klein would be so kind as to fill aut this
form, she would be able to ¢ |PI 50 percent
of her psychiatric expenses refunded by
her H._Lrifor_l group plan I was a dull ses-
sion, but the next one, the final one, was

not

Last night was unreal. Joan was locked
in the bathroom with some guy. | think |
heard her sucking him off, and then | heard

them arguing about money
The noise in the bathroom died down
and Leslie came into the kitchen, where |

was trying to make believe the sesame-
seed cookies | had made actually tasted
good. | was feeling so crazy, so over the
edge. that | just reached out and put my

hand on his cock, like in the fantasy. | led
him into my rcom, and | undressed while he
kissed my neck. | had seen and heard and

smelled so much fucking during the last
few months that my virginity had ceased to
be anything more than a hallucination. |
sucked Leslie's cock and felt him come
nd then | sucked again until it got hard. |
irew him down upon me and told him to
fuck the shit out of me, which he did to the
best of his ability. | made him suck my
pussy for hours, it seemed. slow and nice
Then | fucked his stupid brother
| don't feel any less frantic today, but |

do feel a lot more comfortable with every-
thing. My pussy's been wet all morning
from just thinking about last night. and | can
barely wait to get home this afternoon. You
know, I'm starting to believe that Shirley
MacLaine didn't have it nearly so good in
Career

There was a small silence, 'hen azipping
sound, and Klein closed his eyes and
watched Linda Kirsh's jeans fall lc her
kles. He watched himself quickly give I|r—»r
the insurance form and a receipt for $300
and he watched Linda slip off her panties
and lie down softly, and he heard the lock
on the door click shut, and he heard the
sounds of his wet, warm payment, and he
telt again the wonderful, neurotic vagina of
Linda Kirsh tighten and throb about his
pale caduceus. Klein-o heals, he had
thought, and he thought it again.

Kle n packed the cassettes into a Jiffy

ag, which was addressed as such: John
C ate, House of Sm Wholesalers, 583 West

| Thirty-fifth Street, New York, N.Y 10001. Al

his desk he wrote a note and placed itinthe
mailing bag

John-o: Here's another batch, probably
the hottest one yet. Happy editing. Send a
check as soon as possible (Xmas is just
around the corner). Hubba-hubba, Klein-o.

Klein the psychiatrist rose and burped
The work is hard, he thought, but the re-

wards fine and many. He then pronounced

| his thoughts aloud, with resonance. O+



THROUGH THE LOOKING GLASS

Mirror, mirror onthe wall . . .
and the floor and the ceiling. Reflections of their
lovemaking always sent them reeling.
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| held back just
to prolong the pleasure,
and | was so
turned on by this really lewd
sight in the mirror
that my mind was blown.

9

ERRY'S STORY: im really into knowing

what's going on around me. | mean everything, not just sex.
I'm the kind of guy who can have a radio and a TV set going on
in the same room while I'm reading a magazine. But | don't
think I'm out of place these days. Almost everyone is like that.
Pam isn't, | know. | mean, she couldn't care less about what's
going on in the world, and | admit it used to irk me that she
seemed to be going around in an adolescent fog most of the
time.

Pam wasn't exactly a virgin when we got married, We'd
made it a couple of times before we tied the knot, but you
hardly get to know another person by making it with her twice.
Once we did it standing up at the dark end of the hallway of
the apartment building where she lived with her parents, and
we made so much noise that a woman who lived down at the
other end opened her door to find out what was going on. |
shot my load high up inside Pam's quivering pussy the mo-
ment | heard the door open. But | doubt that Pam came at all.
The second time we did it was better; we were at the beach,
and we'd brought a tent. We just zipped it up along toward
evening, when most of the people were gone, and | took down
the bottom of the miniscule fabric she called a bikini and
spread her thighs so that | could see deep into the folds of her
pussy.

Pam moaned and turned her head from side to side as if
she were embarrassed that | was looking at her sweet, hair-
trimmed opening, and | wanted to look some more, but she
kind of begged me to enter her, and that | did, most definitely.

| should explain that our honeymoon took place right in the
apartment, since we'd both decided to spend whatever
money we had and whatever was given to us on making a nice
place. So we just went home after we got married. Well, we ran
into trouble almost immediately. | couldn't get over how mod-
est she was, and that aimost drove me up the wall. Something
that excites me more than anything else is having a beautiful
woman undress in front of me, and watching all that secret
flesh being exposed to me bit by bit, and knowing that | am

Penthouse presents another in its series of interviews uncovering the most
intimate facts of both the male and female side of a sexual relationship—
analyzed by Dr. Robert Chartham, the eminent sexologist. Couples who wish to
be interviewed should write in confidence to: The Editor, “Couples,” Penthouse
Magazine, 909 Third Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022,
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going to possess it in a few moments. This request seemed
simple enough to me, but Pam categorically refused to do it.
She disappeared into the bathroom and returned, wearing a
sexy, see-through negligee that did, I'll admit, get my prick
throbbing and ready to do somersaults, but still | was miffed
that she couldn't see her way clear to honor a simple request
that would give me pleasure.

As it was, | had to keep my cock rising high up inside her,
making her really wild with pleasure, so that she wouldn't get
up to turn out the light switch. The switch was right by the bed,
and | ignored her first request to flick it off; | maneuvered to the
side of the bed, got my head down between those fabulous
legs of hers, and began to stroke the inside of her pussy with
long, flat, broad licks as though | were an animal enjoying her,
My hands reached up to her breasts, and | manipulated her
large, round nipples with the tips of my fingers until they
were hard like the little pear| of her slippery clitoris. | could see
every reaction of her cunt on the downstroke, and | watched
Pam'’s facial expressions on the upstroke. It was as | was
about to enter her that | noticed the

called me a pervert. She was screaming like a lunatic.

| could hardly believe that this was the same woman I'd just
been royally screwing. Needless to say, | got up and turned
out the lights and went into the bathroom, where there was
also a full-length mirror on the inside of the door. | am not
ashamed to admit that | relieved my still-lusty prick in full sight
of myself. ;

! took a long shower, trying hard not to think about anything;
and when | went back out, Pam was sound asleep in the dark.
The beginning was about par for the course for the next few
months of our being together. | didn't dig her making me feel
guilty for something | thought of as okay. | really resented her
prissy attitude.

After a while | did manage to get my kicks, that special kind,
with a couple of chicks who were into it. One of them, Marcy,
had married a guy who was into it, too. She told me so one
afternoon, while | was fucking her in their mirrored bedroom.
Marcy had been an old girl friend I'd had in high school, and
we could really get it on together; at the same time we were

like buddies. We'd met on the street,

closet door was standing open, and
the mirrored back of it displayed, to
my utter delight, a complete reflec-
tion of my ravishing bride, those long
legs taken wheelbarrow fashion and
shuffled up, as | knelt into her, my
penis pointed unerringly toward the
little wet hole that | knew would re-
ceive me gratefully.

We melted into each other as | slid
the length of my cock slowly upward
into her moist slit. | could feel every
inch of her inside reacting with com-
plete abandon to my hard in-thrust.
And better, | could watch us doing it,
walch us feeling it at the same time. |
held back from coming so long that |
think Pam thought that | was some
kind of a superstud. To tell the truth, if
I'm excited enough, that's just where
it's at. | held back just to prolong the
pleasure, and | was so turned on by
this really lewd sight in the mirror, this

e

| could feel her
reacting with complete
abandon to my
hard in-thrust. And, better,
| could watch us
doing it, watch us feeling
it at the same time.

and over drinks she told me that she
was married now, and | told her |
was, too, and then she invited me up
to her new apartment over on the
West Side.

‘I can see he's into watching,” |
told her as | looked up into her mirror
image. Her ass was big and white
and round, really something. And |
watched as my fingers slid between
the crack of the two loaves of her
flesh, and | saw my cock grow rigid
again at the feel of her behind. We'd
been meeting almost every week,
when Marcy told me that she and her
old man were going away on vaca-
tion to their summer place, a cottage
up on the lake. She asked Pam and

, me to come up for a weekend.

| thought sure—why not?—and
that's how we wound up playing strip
dominoes, the three of us, horny as
hares, after Pam had gone off to the

perfect image of two people fucking
each other, that my mind was blown. |
say fucking each other because Pam showed her erotic tal-
ents to me for the first time that night. What had happened in
the tent was nothing compared with this. She didn't make alot
of noise like some women | know, but the sounds she did
make, kind of low and deep down in her throat, were so
sensual that they made my hair stand on end. She would
gnash her teeth and make strange grunts, and the magical
mirror revealed to me that her lithe body could move into any
and every position with the ease of a circus contortionist.

Itwas a sight to behold, and my aching prick enjoyed every
minute of it.

Then Pam told me that she couldn't really enjoy herself the
way she wanted with the lights on, and she asked me to turn
them out. She was stroking my half-hard cock lazily at the
time, and her voice was so sweet and compliant and my body
felt so in tune with hers that | made the mistake of telling her
that | would miss watching us in the closet mirror if the lights
were off. Well, | could feel her hand tightening on my cock,
and | gently removed it as | felt her hysteria rising. She had
what could mildly be called a tantrum, and for the firsttime she
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guest bedroom at the other end of
the summer cabin. | couldn't help it.
Marcy just always turned me on, and her old man, Lou, was an
easygoing kind of guy, who seemed to get off on what was
going on. So we both petted Marcy under the table, and |
sucked on those fat nipples of hers, me on one tit and her old
man on the other while we continued this dumb but sexy
domino game. Of course, Marcy lost a /ot, and the gin and
tonics were flowing. It was only a step from there to their
bedroom.

Man, if | thought that their intown bedroom was jazzed up, it
was nothing compared with the setup out here. Not only were
there mirrors, mind you, but Lou even had a video set that was
on, and as we tumbled drunkenly into bed, each of us kind of
taking a handful of Marcy's ample, naked body, our own
images were being constantly replayed on the screen of the
home video tube.

Drunk as | was, this night was probably the luckiest of my
life. God only knows that if I'd known that the windows were
wide open, | might have shut them, but my mind and cock
were elsewhere.

Pam must have seen it all; that's the way | piece it together



anyway, and she never told me a word about it. She seemed a
little odd the next day, but she was frequently like that. So |
didn't think anything about it. But on Sunday night, our last at
the cabin, | saw Marcy and Pam kissing out by the back door
in the garden, and | thought that | would pass out. There was
prim, little Pam and big Marcy, and Marcy's tongue seemed to
be halfway down my wife's throat. Her hands were feeling
Pam's breasts, and Pam was digging it, taking it hungrily.
When they came back in, Marcy caught my eye and | knew
then that something was going to happen between all of us
that night. Pam stayed up for the late drinks, and to my
amazement, Lou replayed the tape of him and Marcy and me.
| watched, amazed, as he made a pass at Pam during the
viewing, and Pam kind of closed her eyes and let his fingers
rise beneath her skirt until | knew he was touching cunt. | was
so horny that | was the one who led the parade into the special
bedroom where Pam was the guest of honor, getting it from
the three of us in every way we could think of.

Now, when | watch Pam, she can start climaxing just from
the idea of it. Every mirror in this
house has seen some pretty wild ac-

w

Jerry was standing beside me, watching her, and he whis-
pered to me that he would like to see me do that, too.

I flushed and told him that | would never do a thing like that,
and he laughed. But | felt warm, deep down inside at the
sound of his voice, knowing that he was interested in me, even
though he had another girl at the party and a beautiful one
at that. She had the look of a high-fashion model.

| saw him ask Melanie for my phone number, and | nodded
when she asked me if it was okay. He called the next day, and
it was only six months after that that we got married.

We never really talked about sex; we just knew that it could
be good between us. The chemistry was right. And if it hadn't
been for his mirror watching on our wedding night, | would
easily have been the most satisfied woman in the world. As it
was, | was convinced that | had married a weirdo and would
have to spend the rest of my life with an oddball or get an
annulment or a divorce. | was, in short, very upset even
though my pussy was still tingling and wet from the effects of
his incredible lovemaking. Anxiety handicaps sexual desire.

We both had off from our jobs for a
week; so we were kind of stuck with

tion from my formerly shy wife. If only
mirrors could talk, they would tell
anyone coming into the apartment
what an incredible sex life we have.

PAM’'S STORY:

@

each other. | was really put off by
Jerry, and he was furious with me.
Even though | wanted him desper-
ately, | wouldn't let him touch me for
two days. | remember coming into
the bedroom of our apartment after

| think that I've really grown up since .Jerry was returning home from some grocery
I've been with Jerry. Actually, Jerry 1 | ] shopping and finding Jerry sitting
has been responsible for my finding bucking crazily up against the naked on the edge of our bed, peer-
out things about myself that I'm cer- wide spread thighs. ing out the window with binoculars

tain | would never even have sus-
pected if we hadn't had this time to-
gether. It's almost as though | were a
flat, two-dimensional being before,
even though | remember feeling that

What | couldn't see from my
vantage point | could
see in any of the several mirrors

into the window of the apartment
across the way. | screamed at him,
and when he turned around, | could
see his enormous erection. | felt jeal-
ous and angry and | don't know what

| was terribly sophisticated about a in the room. else at the same time.

lot of things—sex, in particular. | was But Jerry was angry, too. “| was
a real dope, compared with what | watching a girl who lives across the
am now. | was really proud that | , way," he said. He was really defiant,

wasn't a virgin when | met Jerry, for
example. | thought that I'd have to go
to the ends of the earth before I'd
meet and fall in love with the right
man. What's more, I'd slept with
someone | didn't like very much, even though | enjoyed the
actual sex part,

The guy who took my virginity was my best girl friend's
father, and even though | didn't really feel guilty when he
approached me and took me to dinner (he was divorced and
lived in another town), | knew it was not the kind of thing | could
continue.

He took me out to dinner and then for a long drive along the
shore. There was this place he knew, and | was kind of tingly
inside, knowing he was going to make love to me. We did it in
the backseat of his Lincoln, and he had a thick rod that got me
hot even before he slid it up inside me. | saw him only once
again, and even while | was in the middle of orgasm, | kept
thinking about how he had made my friend Melanie, by screw-
ing his former wife the same way he was screwing me. It was
really weird, and of course | never let on to Melanie.

When | met Jerry at his birthday party, he was with another
girl, who was one of those real show-off types, and | felt really
bothered just by watching her dancing and doing a little strip
in the middle of the room with all the people watching her.

and he told me that he'd noticed her
before he picked out the apartment
and that was why he insisted on this
place over another one we'd been
looking at, which was much nicer.

| still don't know if he made that up por if it was true, but |
believed it thoroughly then, and | started throwing things, the
books and the radio and the lamps, anything | could get my
hands on. | wanted to clobber the son of a bitch.

| don't know if a husband can rape a wife. There's some
discussion about that legally, | know, but Jerry did pin me
down on the bed after quite a struggle. | was wearing these
really pretty panties that were part of my wedding trousseau.
They were thin and pink and very expensive, and | cried as
Jerry stuck his dick right in between my legs, tearing the
fabric and entering me in one thrust that felt at first like searing
hot coals inside my pussy. And then, in spite of myself, |
started having a really powerful orgasm. | came once, twice,
three times, while he was muttering and calling me names
and entering me from a slightly different angle each time. He
would pull his penis all the way out and then push it in deep. |
had never felt anything quite so good, but at the same time |
was confused and upset. We collapsed in each other's arms
after Jerry finally exploded inside me, and | sobbed for a long
time while he kissed my face and neck.
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It was awful. After that we knew we were somehow stuck
with each other, and yet we loved each other.

When | went back to work, | hardly knew what to tell my
friend Melanie, who is a junior secretary in the same firm. We
had always told each other everything since high school,
when we would have slumber parties together and talk until
the wee hours of the night about what happened to us and
what we thought. Now, of course, | couldn't tell her everything
anymore, especially the truth about Jerry's special needs

Still | had a greater need for Melanie's friendship than ever
before, since | felt that | couldn’t really talk to Jerry. So we were
together often in those first months. | would go to her place
whenever | got a chance, and | got so that | would just make
up things about Jerry, because | would get so jealous hearing
about Melanie's lovers, who asked nothing out of the ordinary
of her and who didn't seem to want to do strange, secret
things. | mean, they just weren't into unusual sex

Jerry and | didn't have very many friends. | guess that's
usually the case when a husband and wife aren't getting
along. Anyway, | was really pleased
when he told me about Marcy and
Lou. They came to dinner a couple of
times, and | really liked them. They
seemed so uncomplicated es-
pecially Marcy, who seemed able to
laugh at anything. | needed that, and
the idea of spending some time with
them up by the lake really made me
happy. | really was elated.

On Friday evening the guys went
out drinking after supper, and Marcy
and | spent the night talking. She's a
big woman, almost the exact oppo-
site of me physically, since I'm built
small. | remember thinking at the
time that she was probably mentally
different, too. She hardly knew me,
and yet she was talking to me like a
lifelong friend. She was always hug-
ging me affectionately whenever we
were close together, and she really
made my mouth drop open a couple
of times when she started talking
about the different sexual trips she'd
had with different men she had
known. It sounded somehow okay when Marcy talked about
such things, because she was always laughing and making
funny faces, shrugging her shoulders so that those big
breasts of hers were squeezed close together. Sex, according
to her, was a snap; there was nothing mysterious and secret
about it, as it was in the giggly discussions that Melanie and |
had. | almost got up enough courage to talk to Marcy about
Jerry and me, but not quite. But after the men came home and
Jerry was fast asleep in our separate bedroom, Marcy whis-
pered to me what a special guy | had and how lucky she
thought | was “to be getting it every night from Jerry.”

If only she knew, | thought later that night as | lay awake
Jerry didn't lay a finger on me, even though | was wearing one
of my most beautiful nightgowns and my hair was particularly
shiny and curly that night. He lay snoring beside me in bed
while | gazed at the ceiling and thought about some of the
things Marcy told me earlier.

| didn't speak to Jerry all the next day, and after one after-
dinner drink, | left them and went in to bed. | was miserable
about everything that day, and | hadn't gone swimming with
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the three of them but had taken a long hike instead. | was
exhausted as | fell into a restless sleep, listening to the sound
of their laughter and the click of the domino tiles on the
wooden table as they played.

It must have been the lack of sound, the silence, that woke
me up. I'm not sure, but suddenly | was wide awake. | puton a
lightweight robe and went into the living room, but they were
nowhere to be seen. | figured they must have taken a run into
town for some bar hopping, and | felt a surge of anger that
they hadn't taken me along. | was thinking really black
thoughts as| started walking outside. The moon was bright, it
was quite warm, and | couldn't spend a moment more in that
room. Once outside, | heard the sounds coming from around
the other side of the house, and when | looked, | saw a light
coming from an open window

Even before | got there, | could feel everything inside me
trembling. Somehow | knew. And then Marcy's deep, husky
voice cried out, “Oh, God, Jerry, put it in me now!" and | felt as
if the bone marrow in my legs had turned to jelly. | could have
turned and gone back, but some-
thing kept telling me that | shouldn't
But something else was urging me to
look inside the room. When | did, |
saw a scene like the Arabian Nights
in there. The curtains, which had
been drawn before when Marcy had
first shown me the bedroom, were
now pulled back and tied with giant
sashes, there was a feeling of soft-
ness and lushness in the multi-
colored pillows, the king-sized bed,
and the fully revealing mirrors on the
ceiling over the bed and at both the
foot and the head of the bed, Off to
the side a tiny TV set echoed the
same image that was in the middle of
the bed

The three naked figures (one of
them my husband's) gyrated wildly
together. Lou was straddling Marcy's
head, his dick moving jerkily be-
tween her wide-open lips, while Jerry
was bucking crazily up against the
widespread thighs. What | couldn’t
see from my vantage point | could
see in any of the several mirrors in the room. The glistening tip
of Jerry's cock as it entered Marcy's pussy, the way Marcy's
belly quivered when Jerry pushed all the way up inside her,
the way she gobbled hungrily at her husband's penis

What Marcy seemed to be feeling looked so delicious that |
felt overwhelmed. If she could feel this, why couldn't, why
shouldn't, 17 And mixed with this realization was something |
had never consciously felt before, that | wanted to be in there,
too, but not so much with the men as with Marcy. | wanted to
be her, to touch her intimately, the way | began to touch myself
right there outside the window, And what was more, | wanted
to make her feel the orgasms | was giving myself while she
moaned her climax simultaneously there inside the room

| knew that nothing would ever be the same when, about an
hour later, | stole to my room, trembling and satiated by what |
had seen and by what my fingers had done between my
thighs

I'll never know how | gathered up the courage to tell Marcy,
but the next morning she could see that something was
wrong, and she just point-blank asked me if | had seen or
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heard anything last night, and | told her. We were alone in the
kitchen as | tearfully tried to explain what I'd felt and all that I'd
been going through with Jerry. God, | unburdened everything
onto the woman, and she seemed to understand. She sat
beside me and put her arm around me the way she had often
done before, but this time her fingers found the tip of my left
breast and moved insistently against the button of my nipple.

I felt a jolt of excitement zigzag through my body, ending in
the pit of my belly. My tears slowly abated as | let Marcy play
with my breasts. And later, in other places in the house and
during the course of all of our activities, she did other wonder-
ful things to me. By nighttime | knew that | wanted everything,
everything the three of them had had, and Marcy's lovemak-
ing, too. | felt a pagan kind of delight in my body.

The sight of myself in that mirrored bedroom, being sucked.,
fucked, and caressed by two men and a woman, changed my
entire life. Suddenly, in a rush of understanding | knew why
Jerry was turned on by this, and | felt like a fool for having
refused him. Since then | have been able to do everything and
more that Jerry needs for his plea-
sure, because | guess it's becomg
my pleasure, too. There is something
else. | have also “initiated” my girl
friend Melanie. It's not as it | were
being unfaithful to Jerry or anything,
even though | haven't told him yet;
but some of my time with my old
school friend is spent before the mir-
ror in her place, where | love to stroke
her silken pussy with my fingers and
tongue. I've invited Melanie over for
dinner next Friday night. It's the day
before Jerry's birthday; so she'll al-
most be a birthday present. Qur
foursome with Lou and Marcy was
fantastic, but Jerry has never been
attracted to men sexually. Having
two women make love to him and for
him should really get him high. | love
to ‘make it with Melanie, because
she's beautiful and a dear friend. So
I'm not afraid of becoming a lesbian
Jerry does it all. | know I'll never need
another man—unless it's a tempoyary
thing like my fling with Lou and Marcy.

DR.ROBERT CHARTHAM COMMENTS:

My first reaction when | began to read Jerry's narrative was
that here was a self-centered, conceited young man of the
first rank. “I'm really into knowing what's going on around me. |
mean everything, not just sex. I'm the kind of guy who can
have a radio and a TV set going on in the same room while I'm
reading a magazine.” With these opening remarks he indi-
dates he has a drive lo comprehend everything

He sees this as a kind of intellectual achievement, although
he makes an apology for it: "Almost everyone is like that.” This
attitude, coupled with his intellectual superiority vis-a-vis
Pam, who seemed "to be going around in an adolescent fog
most of the time,” confirms his superior attitude. But there is
an anomaly in Jerry's mental outlook,

You see, it made me wonder why he had selected Pam as a
lifetime partner. Of course, there was a good and valid psy-
chological reason—subconsciously it boosted his feelings of
male superiority-to have what he thought to be a kind of
half-wit as a partner.

There was a kind of insensitivity about him that made it
impossible for him to divine—as real lovers do almost from
the start—that Pam had sexual hang-ups. He hadn't even the
sense to discuss Pam’s sexual attitudes with her,

However, Jerry's position isn't totally unsympathetic. Paus-
ing inmy reading of Jerry's story. I turned to Pam's, and there |
read: "We never really talked about sex; we just knew that it
could be good between us. The chemistry was right. And if it
hadn't been for his mirror watching on our wedding night, |
would easily have been the most satisfied woman in the world
As it was, | was convinced that | had married a weirdo.”

Obviously, she wasn't aware that the chemistry wasn't right,
and she didn't know that the chemistry would never be right
until she lost her inhibitions. | returned to Jerry's account of
their affair in the tent and considered how Pam thrashed
about and moaned and so on. Such responses could have
misled any man into thinking that he had a definite sexual
turn-on on his hands, and most men would, | think, have
responded as Jerry did. Yet, with his superior intellect, he
should have approached her about
her sexual likes and dislikes and told
her his own before they got married

Jerry does admit how wrong he
was when he told her about watching
himself in the mirror. On the other
hand, he should have noted the very
explicit warning that Pam gave him
when she asked him to have inter-
course in the dark

There are large elements of the
exhibitionist and voyeur in all of us,
men and women alike, although |
would suggest that because men
react more readily to visual stimuli
than women do, men are more likely
to be turned on by showing off and
watching

This tendency helps quite a num-
ber of men to shake off sexual hang-
ups, whereas women, strictly brought
up sexually or even unconsciously
indoctrinated by parents'—especial-
ly mothers'—attitudes toward sex,
hang on to their hang-ups more tena-
clously.

Clearly, Pam is sexually responisive; it is equally clear that
she had at least one hang-up—guilt feelings about having the
lights off because she could only satistactorily climax in the
dark—and that she reacted to Jerry's self-voyeurism-
exhibitionism under the influence of the same guilt feelings
For her “seen” and "seeable” sex was sinful or shameful.

What really surprises me is how comparatively easily Pam
was able to break through her inhibition. | wish that she had
given a description of her thinking at this point, how she
tackled her problem psyehologically, because this would be a
great help to sexologists

The spontaneity of her breakthrough must confound the
“experts.” The impression that | have given earlier, | am sure,
has provided a hint of the advice | would have tendered had
either or both come to me for counseling—a nice, slow, easy
reconditioning of Pam

Now let me make amends for my initial comments; | won't
say “especially to Jerry,” because Pam deserves praise, too

Both come out of it in the end very well, and | hope that their
sex life continues to be as satisfying as it 1s now O+
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HOOKED ON HOOKERS

| have been married for five years, and |
guess I love my wife. But | also love some-
thing else: | love being a pimp. It might
sound crazy to you, but | tell you nao lie. My
wife has always known about this—I told
her | had pimped before we met. But she
thinks she has changed me and won't be-
lieve that | continue to control women.
Sometimes | make up stories just to tease
her, because it's really gotten to a poirnt
where she believes I'm absolutely a “one-
woman man."

Recently, | went to my hometown for a
month, and while there | gave a ride to a
female hitchhiker. She was very pretty, even
beautiful—large brown eyes, perfect teeth,
and a body that could make tricks drool. |
conned her into moving Into a friend'’s
apartment that | had access to, and after a
session of brainwashing | had her under
complete control.

For the squares who don't understand
how [ use the term brainwashing, | mean,
first, that | am overly handsome and—atl six
feet two inches and 170 pounds—what
most women would want. | also have a
mouth that spews forth pure silk. This,
combined with a healthy bankroll, a custorn
Eldorado, sparkling jewelry, and promises
of stardom, will make almost any girl fall for
me.

After | had her “hooked,” | found her a
day job, from which | received all the earn-
ings. At night | dressed her in all the finery
she could stand and put her out on the
streets. She was fantastic. | hadn't been
back in the game since | got married, and |
had totally forgotten the thrill of it. In fact, |
started thinking of ways to leave my wife!

But | didn't want to hurt my wife, Marie,
nor did | want to give up Betty, my whore. |
was split into two different personalities.
Another reason why | didn't want to give up
Betty was that | dominated her so totally.
She feared me more than death. | taught
her that | was God and that she lived only to
serve me; in return, | would protect her and
give her the best of everything. | had this
young thing so sold that when | snapped
my fingers, she would jump as if a torch
had been shoved under her. | especially
enjoyed it when she held doors open for me
and jumped at my commands when my
friends were around. And | won't say | car-
ried things too far, because one of the rules
of the game is to put a tight hold on the
woman’s mind and make her a puppet.
Believe me, she was a real puppet. It even
got to the point where | got freaky when |
punished her (for not making enough
money or for breaking one of my rules). |
used to strip her and beat her with lamp
cords, slap her, or dare her to move. | was a
demon, and at times | was afraid to go to
sleep at night for fear of waking up in hell.

After about two weeks, [ tried fo get a
second “star.” And | did. | used the same
system—only this time | was arrested for
pandering. | got out on bail and returned to
my wife, leaving the two girls behind. | told
my wife everything, and | began to cry.
Marie listened quietly and then said that

she would stay with me if | promised o
change my ways. | felt like a bastard. | had
destroyed two lovely girls for my own evil
gain and had almost lost my wife.

To be honest, | must say that as soon as [
go to court and this blows over, | know | will
go back and do it again. My wife is a good
woman, but there is nothing like having
someone whom you can control com-
pletely. | find myself getting hard when [ lie
in bed, thinking of my two whores. | lie there
for hours while my wife watches television,
and | come, thinking of how | owned two
slaves and lived like a king.

Am linsane to stay married and continue
to hurt and deceive my wife? Or should |
follow my heart and go back to being a
gentleman of white slavery? | know | prob-
ably should see a head doctor, because |
am really mixed up. | don't really want a
divorce—and | don't really want to be with-
out my whore.—M.C.

You do, indeed, live a somewhat schizo-
phrenic life-style, and | think you ought to
see a psychiatrist. At some point you are
going to end up causing a lot of trouble for
yourself and others, if you continue as you
are. It doesn't seem to be the money that
attracts you so much as the boost those
girls give to your ego, which is a very child-
ish attitude. People are not going to re-
spect you for being married or for control-
ling women. Rather, they will respect you
only for your behavior. | have seen pimps
work with women, but they behaved well
and treated the girls reasonably, and they
all were making money. A pimp doesn't
have to beat up a girl or abuse her and then
throw her out. It that is your kick, then leave
your married life behind. But realize, too,
that you will live a lite full of aggravation,
police hassles, bribes, and most probably
drugs as well.

If you live a normal married life, you might
be a bit bored at times. But why not look for
areasonable job so you won't have to hang
around the house all day long, waiting to
get into heavy mischief with other people's
lives? | have, during my time as the so-
called Happy Hooker, met many girls who
had pimps, and | frankly despise the men-
tality of a pimp. On the other hand, | noticed
the masochistic-sadistic relationship be-
tween the whore and the pimp. The girl,
who is lost and lonely, gets attached to the
pimp, who pretends he loves her and
maybe throws her a good fuck every few
days (in the beginning) to get her hooked to
his big prick; and then, once she is working
for him in a luxurious apartment, has some
nice clothes, and is generally quite happy,
he will start abusing her, forcing her to turn
more tricks, and sometimes even bring in
other girls—the so-called in-laws (since
the pimp tends to speak about his relation-
ship between himself and his women in
family terms). Well, | much prefer occa-
sionally having a young boy stay with me
for whom | may buy some clothes or a meal.
Never in my life will | let anybody force me
to give up my hard-earned money to buy
someone else's pleasure.



Well, both pimps and prostitutes have
been around for ages. They can be in-
separable and generally gravitate toward
each other because of psychological inse-
curities that only they themselves or a
qualified doctor can cure. If you want help,
you must lake the initial step.

IGNORANCE AIN'T BLISS

I am female, nineteen years old, and live in
a small city in New York. | come from a
relatively good family. Yet, since my parents
are strict and | am considered the black
sheep of the family, they give me a rough
time.

Half of my problem is my parents. When |
was a young virgin, | met a really nice guy.
We talked a lot about sex, but at first | was
hesitant. Finally, | gave in—and loved every
minute of it. For the next two years | spent
about four hours a day with him, getting
loved. | also kept a diary of all our intimate
get-togethers, which | made sure was hid-
den away. Naturally, my parents found the
diary and freaked out. They made me go
over to the guy's house along with them
and the guy's parents. They totally
humiliated me and made me feel like a
two-bit tramp. The experience left such a
mark on me that | turned into a frigid bitch.
For two years | never got involved with men
and kept them at a distance.

Meanwhile, | met my current boyfriend,
Larry. He is everything I've always looked
forina man. We've been going out together
for two years, and are seriously thinking
about getting married. Right now Larry is
stationed in Japan (he's in the marines)
He's been there for a year and is coming
home in three weeks. In the time we've
been together so far, we haven't had any
sex. The funny thing is that the reason for
not having sex is that he never tried any-
thing. We never even brought up the sub-
ject until just before Larry was to leave —we
had only two hours left before Larry had to
go back. By the time we got around lto the
actual thing (and we were in the backseat
of his jeep at 7.00 Am ), we realized there
wasn't enough time for me to get greased
up enough to accommodate him

About two months ago | met another guy,
Roy, who turned me on just by his good
looks. He had the personality of a brick but
was a regular Adonis. Putting it biuntly, | got
laid. After that | saw the guy for another
week. He started being a real asshole, and
I sphit

Now Larry is coming home, and | want to
tell him about Roy, but he is the possessive
type, and he had asked me not to go to bed
with anyone while he was gone. | know if |
tell him, he'll be really pissed off. Yet | don't
like to keep things from him. What | don't
know how to dois tell him so that he doesn't
blow his mind. (He'd be even more ticked if
he knew [ didn't even like the guy.) | know
he's been fucking his brains out in Japan,
but to him that doesn't justify what I've
done. So that's one of my problems.

Since Larry has been in Japan, he's
probably expenenced almost everything.
I'm afraid I'll be a little boring for him, and

HowBob and Jennie saved
a lot of money, their record collection
and their relationship.

By reading Warehouse Sound's free 1978 stereo catalog, that's
how. Bob liked folk-rock loud and deep, while Jenny liked
country high and sweet. They couldn't find a stereo system
within their budget that could do both. You know how silly
some arguments sound when they start. . . Meanwhile, their
old record player was slowly ruining their collection.

In the nick of time the new Warehouse Sound catalog ar-
rived in the mail: 64 pages of information on over 100 brands
of stereo components with recommendations for ear pleasing
complete systems at all price levels. They found a music sys-
tem that could satisfy Bob's bass desires and Jenny's high fre-
quencies for a lot less money than they expected to pay. So
far, they've lived happily ever
atter.
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I'd like some ideas on how to please him. It
would be a big surprise for him. I'm not into
oral sex—yet—but would really like to give
it a try. | was brought up to think that any-
thing but straight sex was filthy, and so |
became inhibited; but | want to give it to
him. | don't know the first thing about going
down on someone. | tried it once on a
banana and nearly choked to death. | can
imagine what a sword swallower goes
through!

Well, basically, | love sex, like you. But
unlike you, I can't bring myseif to really put
my heart into it.—L.F

If you're so convinced that your fiarcé has
had tar more than one affair while in
Japan, | can't see why he has the rightto be
so possessive and jealous of you. We livein
a new and different age. Women are equal
to men. The period of male chauvinism has
come to an end. But if you love him that
much and fear his anger, simply shut up
about the whole thing. If Larry asks you
whether you have been faithful, answer his
question with “Have you?" If he laughs,
shrugs his shoulders, or avoids answering,
you'll both know that each of you has had
someone else. In this case what you don't
know won't hurt you.

About your sexual experience: either
find an experienced lover who can teach
you personally or read my latest book,
Super Sex, which shows hundreds of posi-
tions (illustrated with erotic drawings).

166 PENTHOUSE

Another of my books, The Best Part of a
Man, deals exclusively with how to please
the male sex.

MEASLY MUSCLES

I am a straight, twenty-six-year-old male
with a unique fetish. | have been com-
pletely frustrated in a four-year atternpt to
realize my fantasies. What | crave lo see is
muscles on girls.

Since | was eight, when | had my first
orgasm from climbing a tree, | have really
gotten off on heavy physical exertion. |
have lifted weights since | was ten and
have stayed in pretty good shape. But my
sixteen-inch biceps don't seem to impress
girls. And my desire to see good bulging
biceps on a girl remains unsatisfied.

| eagerly scan every new Penthouse and
other publications in search of a photo of a
girl flexing her muscles. But the best I've
ever seen leaves much to be desired. | also
take every opportunity to ask girls whom |
know to show me their biceps. Of those
willing to “show,” none has had more than
small bumps. {'ve even written fifteen let-
ters to girls in those classified sex ads (who
wanted photo exchanges). Only one an-
swered, and all she had to show was big
tits.

I'm desperate. This is such a harmless,
healthy fetish. Why can't | find a girl with
good muscles? I'd pay for photos of any
muscular girl just showing her arms. No
other skin required (although it would be

nice—I do like tits and cunts, too)

The best orgasm I've ever had was one |
had at a massage parlor. The svelte, friendly
young masseuse gave me a great rub-
down with oif and was sincerely admiring
my bulging biceps when she got very
aroused. Now, this was a legiimate parlor,
and no fucking was allowed, but she and |
jerked off together As she came, lying next
to me, rubbing her clit, | shot off come like
I've never done before, spraying haol sperm
three or four feet in the air. She liked that
in fact, she ate it up. | iked that. But even
she had no muscles

[ realize there is an element of “machao-
trip” in me—the need for reassurance of
my masculinity, etc. I've been in analysis for
two years, but | still feel this need.

Anyway, please try to help me find satis-
faction in my search for a girl with rippling
muscles. If | could see just one muscular
girl, I'd be eternally grateful. —K.R

There are plenty of wrestling matches
being organized, all over the country, spe-
cifically for female wrestlers. | have at times
attended such matches, and | guarantee
you that they are the place to spot strong
chicks with tough muscles. Even | get
turned on to muscular girls, especially
when they fight and take each other in bear
hugs or scissors grips. If you can't locate
such matches, put ads in underground
papers, describing your request. Ask the
girls who are willing to answer your ad to
enclose a full-length photo of themselves,
whether naked or semidressed, so that you
can judge for yourself before you decide to
contact one of them

LOVE'S LABORS LOST

| am a paraplegic, paralyzed from the waist
down, thanks to the war in Vietnam. Before
that cursed afternoon, | could have sex any
time and place | so desired. Now it's a
whole different story. | crave and yearn for
the feel of a woman. However, If | should
ever get lucky enough to get a girl in bed,
it's quite a chore getting out of my pants
and "“into hers.”

Then there's the problem of an erection
and the ability to maintain one long enough
to get it into her vagina. And if that feat
should be accomplished, there's no possi-
bility of coming. Even if | could get a hard-
on for an hour or so, that piece of metal that
screwed up my spine also screwed up the
possibility to ejaculate. A friend of mine at
the VA hospital suggested an artificial
penis.He showed me an add for a
“Neumo," and it looks okay. But how many
women would go for an artificial penis?

It's been almost three years since | have
had sex of any kind, and it's driving me up a
wall. After my wife divorced me, because |
couldn't fulfill her needs, it really put a
damper on my libido. | still look at Pent-
house foldouts and porno movies, read
spicy stories, and girl-watch, but all this just
drives me crazy. l've reached a point where
I don't know what to do

A close friend of mind suggested you
might help me.—J.G.



I wouldn't advise using an artificial penis,
but do give seli-hypnosis a try. Courses are
offered in almost every city.

As far as pleasing women is concerned,
you don't even have lo expose the lower
‘part of your body if you don't want to. Put
your efforts into caressing, stroking, and
kissing the woman. Why not cunnilingus?
You can bring your lover to the same
heights with your tongue as with your cock.
Believe me, giving pleasure is as great as
receiving it.

BOLD ACQUAINTANCES

| am writing to you out of sheer curiosity. I'd
like to know if you hear of many men, like
me, who would rather watch other men
fuck their wives. | have been married five
years, and from the beginning of the sec-
ond year | have been fixing my wife up with
male acquaintances.

It all started when | became ill, about six
months after our marriage, and didn't touch
my wife for over three months. She is a
beautiful female—tall and blond, with very
large breasts, a broad pair of hips, and a
highly sexed nature. | knew she missed
intercourse, and | suggested that we bring
another man into our bedroom to “help
out.” | promised | would not be jealous, if
she would just let me watch her going at it.
After some persuasion she agreed, and
she asked me if | had any particular men in
mind. | mentioned a fellow who worked with
me, named Jim. | had seen him inthe men’s
room and knew he was extremely well en-
dowed. My wife had met him at several of
our company dances, and she agreed
right away to make it with him.

By a weird coincidence Joan, my wife,
had been indoctrinated into the mysteries
of sex at a tender age. It seems her best girl
friend in school was a pretty girl named
Barbara. Barbara had a nineteen-year-old
brother who had “hot nuts” for Joan, and
Barbara helped to get Joan for her brother.
One day she helped him cop Joan's cherry.
So you see, my wife had a strong predis-
position toward unknown men,

My coworker and Joan hit it off well nght
away. Jim would come over to our house at
least three nights a week, and he usually
spent the night. She said | hadn't exagger-
ated the size of his penis. Those two were
well mated. He fit inside her like a fingerin a
glove. He had great staying power, and
lying with my wife turned him on over and
over again. One thing that | liked about
Jim was that he really didn't mind if |
watched—I think he got an extra kick out of
fucking my wife right in front of me. Some of
the other men ['ve contacted, however,
don't like to be watched. They want to take
Joan in the bedroom and screw her and
make me stay outside. | don't like that! Alter
all, if I'm good enough to let a man enjoy my
wife, the least he can do is let me walch.

Jim moved away about a year later, but
any time he is in town he calls, knowing he
is welcome to spend the night with my wife.
Since he’s been gone, she hasn't had any
Steady boyfriends, although we've picked
up quite a few.

Recently, on a trip to Florida, we went by
frain and had a stateroom all to ourselves.
When we went into the dining car, shortly
after the train pulled out, we both noticed a
very cule young man assisting passengers
with their trays. We struck up a conversa-
tion and invited him to our stateroom for a
drink. Joan wore a negligee that you could
read a newspaper through. When he ar-
rived, she asked him to show her how to
make up the berth. She assisted him as the
train rocked and rolled, making sure he got
a full view of her big boobs. She finally fell
into his arms as the train rounded a curve.
He looked apprehensively at me, but | only
urged him to do what comes naturally. As
Joan took his face in her hands and hun-
grily pressed her open mouth to his lips, he
fondled her titties, and they both fell back
across the bed. He spent the night right
there, in the berth with my wife, and, be-
heve me, he was like a prize stallion. To add
to the erotic thrill, we didn’t pull the window
shade down as we sped through one sta-
tion after another. If anyone was awake at
that hour of the night, it must have been
mind-blowing to see a train go by and to
look in the window at a guy fucking a
woman while another guy watched!

In our short but very sweet married life so
far, Joan has had twenty-nine different
“studs.” The only trouble we have had was
with two of them, who wouldn't let me
watch. Joan refused to see them again, but
she told me everything they did to her.

We are so compatible, and | consider
myself very lucky to have a wife like Joan.
Do you know of many other couples ke
us?—G.W.

| wonder how much longer you'll be content
to be a looker and not a doer—how much
longer before you jump in to make it a
happy threesome.

| find the fact that you make your fantasy
come true and that your wife helps you in
doing that to be very refreshing. You ap-
preciate your wife’'s body, and you also ap-
preciate men s bodies (as you noticed and
admired Jm's cock in the men's room). In
this | detect a tendency toward bisexuality,
When you do jump into bed with your wife
and her partner, you ll be just as happy to
be with her as to be with him, whoever he
may be. I've met men before who liked to
watch their wives being fucked, whether by
a man or by a woman (that's how | come
into the picture), and in each case the rea-
sons for this attraction have all been differ-
ent. You have been influenced not only by
your childhood, as you have already
stated, but also by the fnends and acquain-
tances who go along with your desires to
watch them fuck your wife.

You and your wife sound like you've got
your system down pat, with no troubles so
far. But be careful of the men you choose for
your wife. If you pick up strange men to
engage in kinky sex, you're bound to run
across some kinky men, O+—m
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For “where to buy” information on suits and
sport-coat fashions shown on pages 124-
127, contact these manufacturers or stores.

ADOLFO for LEON OF PARIS
46 West Twenty-third Street
New York, N.Y. 10010 (212) 255-5430

Saks Fifth Avenue, all stores, U.S.A.
Morry's, Chicago, IIl.
Sy Devore, Beverly Hills, Calif.

NINO CERRUTI by M. WILE
1290 Avenue of the Americas
New York, N.Y, 10019 (212) 397-3600

JONES NEW YORK
681 Fifth Avenue
New York, N.Y. 10022 (212) 826-0940

Pogue’s, Cincinnati, Ohio

Joseph Magnin, San Francisco, Calif
Neiman-Marcus, Dallas, Tex.

Lord and Taylor, New York, N.Y.

JOHNNY CARSON by M. WILE
1290 Avenue of the Americas
New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 397-3600

FIORAVANTI for BROOKFIELD CLOTHING
1290 Avenue of the Americas
New York, N.Y, 10019 (212) 392-8383

Bill Gambles, all stores, southern California
Chelsea Clothes, all stores, Michigan
Oxford Shops, all stores, southern Florida

FRANCESCO SMALTO for AL B. ARDEN
40 West Fifty-fifth Street
New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 581-4179

LEBOW, Div. of AFTER SIX
Twenty-second and Market streets
Philadelphia, Pa. 19103 (215) 561-6666

JEAN-PAUL GERMAIN
1 East Fifty-seventh Street
New York, N.Y. 10022 (212) 751-4949

Davis for Men, Chicago, IlI.
David Stephen, San Francisco, Calif.
Sy Amber, Los Angeles, Calif.

PIERRE CARDIN
888 Seventh Avenue
New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) JU2-4040

Barney's, New York, N.Y
Sakowitz, Houston, Tex.
Macy's, San Francisco, Calif.

YVES ST LAURENT MEN'S CLOTHING
1271 Avenue of the Americas
New York, N.Y 10019 (212) 541-6750

J W. Robinson's, Los Angeles, Calif
Carson, Pirie, Scott, Chicago, IIl.
Lanson’s, Miami, Fla.

ACCESSORIES

VICKY DAVIS NECKWEAR

4 Park Avenue

New York, N.Y. 10016 (212) 679-1086
LINEA ITALIANA by D'EVA

40 West Fifty-fifth Street

New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 765-8551
VITTORIO RICCI SHOES

1019 Third Avenue '

New York, N.Y. 10021 (212) 355-3377
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FEEDBACK

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 32

contest, for | am a writer and | would have
submitted a story that is also off-trail. It
needs a home, and | would like to think that
Penthouse is the place for it.

This will not be the last issue of your
magazine that | buy—Gee Cunningham,
Canoga Park, Calif.

Congratulations to Suzanne Hudson! How
on earth could someone as young as she
appears to be turn out a story like that? But
youth is hardly a crime and sometimes is
astonishing. | wish her every success in
what | believe will be an illustrious writing
career—Raymond Asnault, Cambridge,
Mass.

While reading your December 1977 issue, |
was interested to see, among other things,
the announcement of the winners of the
Penthouse New Writers Short-Story Con-
lest.

| was not aware that you had sponsored
such a program, and | would like you to
know that | was very pleased to learn that
you did. | wish | had known in time to sub-
mitanentry. | heartily applaud your contest
idea.—B.D., Atlanta, Ga

Art department

| have never written to a magazine in my life
before, but Peter Sata’s artwork (illustrating
“Presents,” December 1977) is beyond be-
lief. | would like to know if he has any books
out that | can purchase. He's my favor-
itel—Tom Walker, Dunedin, Fla.

Unfortunately, Peter Sato's beautiful illustra-
tions have not been published in a book. You
can, however, continue to enjoy his work
from time to time in Penthouse.

With regard to your November issue, |
could not allow two items facing one
another on pages 150 and 151 to pass
without comment. The connection between
them will probably not be noticed by any-
one else.

True, Texas Christian does have a rotten
football team and deserves to be included
with the rest of the twenty bottommost col-
lege teams, but don't judge the whole
school by the standards of the dismally
inept players. After all, the illustration of
Barry Manilow on page 151 is by one of our
students, Jose Cruz. Jose is an “appren-
tice" of our senior illustration instructor, the
great Don Punchatz, whose work Pent-
house (and the competition) has used,
along with work by his other cohorts,
such as Sean Early and Melinda Bordelon
(who is one of our ex-students), at Sketch
Pad studios.

While the football team may deserve the
box of its own on page 150, the Texas
Christian University art department up-
holds our quality program on page
151.—Anthony Jones, Chairman, Art, TCU,
Fort Worth, Tex.

College football

Lawrence Linderman's recent article on
“The 20 Worst College Football Teams of
1977-78" (November 1977) provided an
amusing and refreshingly different per-
spective of gridiran glory, but it contained
at least one woelully inaccurate prediction
Linderman picked the University of Penn-
sylvania as the eighth worst team in the
nation. In fact, the Quakers completed the
season with a respectable 5-4 record and
tied for third place in the Ivy League behind
preseason favorites Yale and Brown,

Penn's "theoretical’ ground game
hypothesized its way to an average of more
than 280 yards per game, tenth best in the
nation as of this writing, thanks to Coach
Harry Gamble's newly installed wishbone
offense. For a team "devoid of anything
resembling a flashy ballcarrier,” the
wishbone weaved through its opponents
with surprising ease, utilizing the presum-
ably mundane talents of 1,000-yard rusher
Dennis Grosvenor. Tom Roland, Johnny
Mason, Kevin Blake, and John Montasanti,
all of whom (along with the injured Phil
Avila, last year's soph sensation) will return
next year. Thus bolstered, the Penn offense
steamrollered a 42-7 liquidation of
Lafayelte, a 24-7 castigation of Cornell,
and a 21-10 pummeling of Princeton,
Meanwhile, the “parsimonious” defense
(led by Steve Glasgow, Bob Nix, Charlie
Gress, Bob Reich, Mike Daley, and Jose
Serra) was just that in upset victories over
Dartmouth and Brown,

Therefore, do not conclude that students
at Penn—or any other highly regarded
academic institution—necessarily have a
dearth of physical skills commensurate
with their preponderance of mental ability.
Just ask the ladies.—J.P Kane, Philadel-
phia, Pa.

Veteran info

A recent bill signed into law allowing a 6.6
percent pay increase for veterans’ benefits
includes a proposal that the Veterans Ad-
ministration take over the control of the Vet-
erans Cost of Instruction Program.

In 1973 the VA was forcing vets to wait for
as long as five and six months to receive
their benefits. Vets were losing their cars
and homes while they attended school and
wailed for the promised check lo arrive.
Therefore, the Veterans Cost of Instruction
Program was created.

Funded by the Department of Health,
Education, and Welfare, the VCIP acts as
the veteran's advocate. The VCIP is there
not only to help the vet with the VA but also
lo provide assistance in social matters
concerning school, employment, child
day care, the landlord, the loan officer, al-
cohol and drug abus, and more.

If the VA takes the VCIP out of the hands
of HEW, the VA in fact will become its own
watchdog. Veterans have become depen-
dent on a prompt and steady paycheck.
Going back to the days of six-month delays
would indeed throw several thousand vets
out of school into a closed job market.—
Andrew Lacher, Mesa, Ariz.
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(With the taste of the

=" Virgin Islands.)

Enjoy a taste of the
Virgin Islands tonight.
Mr. Boston Virgin
Islands Rum. Perfectly
clear, dry and every bit
as sunny as the Islands
that distill it. Makes
you wish you were there.

andbaes . =

Let Mr. B
Boston
make
your

party.

Virgin Islands Rum, 80 Proof, Imported and bottled by Mr. Boston Distiller, Boston, Mass., Owensboro, Ky.. Albany, Ga. © 1977.
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COUNTERFEIT GUNS

FULL SIZE PRECISION-TOOLED METAL MODELS
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My husband receives your magazine every
month, and we baoth feel that your service,
the Vietnam Veterans Adviser, is very good,
but there are other veterans besides those
from the Vietnam conflict

My husband served between the Korean
and the Vietnam wars, which means that he
IS a "peacetime, nonservice-connected
veteran” and is not entitled to a pension or
even aid and attendance for home care.
He has been a paraplegic ever since.

When we married in 1973, | was able to
work. So there was no problem. | could
earn a good wage by taking onaman's job.
| had been a secretary before marriage,
but in a small town such a job doesn't pay
enough to live. So | took a different job and
was hurtin an industrial accident in August
19741 also am now handicapped. We both
receive social-security benefits, but they do
not rise every time the cost of living does.
We are thirty-six and thirty-nine years old
and are receiving handicap social-security
benelits; so we are not even on an equal
rate with senior citizens, because they can
make money over and above their social
security. At our ages we have a long time to
live on just social security, and it would help
if the government realized our problem

We have written letters to all the mem-
bers of the Veterans Affairs Committee, but
they say that there is no help in sight. | wish
that someone in the government would
look into the problems of the peacetime,
nonservice-connected veterans.—Name
and address withheld

Feedback feedback

This letter is in reference to the “Moans and
Groans” raised over the use of the Ameri-
can flag on your August 1977 cover picture
("Feedback," November 1977)

All of the commotion over the picture
amounts to just so much noise when one
considers what the real issue is. The Amer-
ican flag is simply a piece of colored cloth
that symbolizes certain concepts that we
believe in. It 1s not a sacred cloth. It holds
no magical powers and, when used daily.
cannot cure the common cold. | wonder
how many of these moaners and groaners
bothered to vote in the last election. Judg-
ing by the election returns, there seem to
be quite a few who didn't bother,

As far asthe use of the flag is concerned,
| tend to agree with the British. When a flag
is torn, it's used for other purposes

Perhaps the people who wrote in to
complain would do better to remember that
the flag is a symbol of what the people
stand for; the people are not a symbol of
what the flag stands for—Michael S. Toth
i1, Studio City, Calif

In your November 1977 i1ssue, many
people protested the use of the American
flag on the cover of your August 1977 is-
sue. Well, | would like to give my point of
view—i{rom one who is in the United States
Navy and has sworn to defend the United
States and our way of life

To each of these “Moaners and Groan-
ers,” | say: stick it in your ear, Buddy! If we

THE
PENTHOUSE
CASE
AGAINST
TIME

Time is tough on the pages of your
favorite magazine. Our new Custom
Bound Library Case is even tougher;

made of rich brown simulated leather, it's
built to last and 1o keep 12 issues in
mint condition. The spine is embossed
with a gold PENTHOUSE logo and
each case includes a gold transfer for
recording the date

Send your check or money order
($4.95 each: 3 tor $14.00; 6 for $24.00;
postpaid, USA orders only) to
Penthouse Library Case,

PO. Box 5120, Philadelphia, Pa. 19141

Complete satisfaction guaranteed or
money refunded. Allow 4 weeks
for delivery

b
YOU'LL HAVE A BALL
WITH THIS
EXPANDABLE BAG.
also have ¢ i fﬂ'- racketfs on

is weekend bog
.wcjs into o fennis bag.

. ) Brown, Rust & Tan
Looks like real leather Dimensions:
closed —5"x11"x12" open—
’“” x11""x12"

To order: send check or mc m—-,urde'
for $35 plus 32.00 p & h. orch Jrge fc
AE, MC or \ (include signature
expiration date and account number
plus interbank # for MC). Mail 1o
Penthouse Products, 209 Third Ave.,
New York, N.Y 10022. N.Y residents add
appropriate sales tax,




IF YOU LIVETO BE 100 — YOU'LL NEVER FIND AN EASIER WAY TO GET GIRLS ... BELIEVE IT OR NOT — IT'S TRUE!!!

How To Get Girls Through Hypnotism!

Give Us 5 Days — And We'll Give You A New Modernized Method of Getting Girls
That Works Like Nothing You've Ever Seen Before — Let Us Prove It

ITs the newest
getting girls,

IUs called S/4 Hypnotism. And thousands
of men like yourself have already begun to
use this easy-to-master principle to meet,
date and even seduce girls.

SIA Hypnotism works. It works like noth-
ing you've ever seen before. And we'll
prove it.

We'll show you exactly how to use this
principle to meet more beautiful girls than
vou ever dreamed possible.

[t doesn’t matter how many times you've
failed with girls before. Nor does it matter
why vou failed. That's all in the past now.

GIRLS WILL BE NATURALLY
ATTRACTED TO YOU

most modern way of

When you begin to use S/4 Hypnotism,
vou will have one of the most powerful
forces known to man working for vou. Most
girls will see vou as a man who they'd like to
tet to know better ... much better. Many
will be instantly attracted to you. Some will
simply not be able 1o resist you

Don’t get us wrong. We're not going to
give you any magical or super-natural pow-
ers

All we are going to do is teach vou how 1o
use a highly effective, little-known princi-
ple — a principle that is available o any
man who is willing to make the small effort
required to leam it

R. C.. Mich., says: "I tried every trick
knew to meet girls. But ! seldom succeeded

L used just about every pick-up technigue
ever invented. And 1 sull came up empiy-
handed.

1 was quite lonely — 1o sav the least,

Then ! heard abowt SIA Hypnotism

U'iladmar ... Fhad my doubrs ar firse. Bur
took a chance and gave it a tey. 1 had noth-
e to lose

Well, 'llrell vou .. I didn’ riake me long
to see that T had stumbled onto something
big. Reallv big!

Within just 4 or 5 duvs, 1 was meeting
maore beaniful givls than T knew what to do
with

I started making dates with more girls
than I really had time for

But that' s nothing. You should see some
of the sexy girls who were actually cager 1o
sleep with me!

Honestly, I haven't had this much fun in
vears. Thanks to S/A Hypnotism!”

And now, you too, can learn to use §/4
Hypnorism 1o meet, date and even seduce
beautiful girls.

In o matter of days, you too, will be able
o walk up o a girl tany girl), and within
seconds. have her name, address and phone
number.

And that will only be the beginning. Be-
cause from that point on, she will agree with
practically anything you suggest (within
reason).

That's the kind of power S/4 Hypnorism
will give vou. It puts you **in control™ at all
times

DON'T SELL YOURSELF SHORT

Now maybe this sounds like a bunch of

It so

“mumbo-jumbo™ to you let us
suggest this:

Put your doubts aside for awhile and give
vourselt a chance

Notice we said** give vourself™"a chance.

This principle works ... and all the doubts
in the world won't change that. But if you let
your doubts get in your way — and you
don’tat least give ita try — vou'll be selling
syoursel! short and robbing voursell of the
success with girls vou want so badly

You don't need any special education or

talent to learmn S/4 Hypnotism. There are no
\.‘Hll'l]‘]i\'.ill.'d courses 1o tike

Simply follow the steps in our casy-to-
read. casyv-to-understand book called
The Easy Way To Ger Girls; Through §/4
Hypnotism.

Read the book through just two or three
times (with a reasonable amount of concen
tration) . ..and you'll be well on your way o
getting all the beautiful girls vou ever
wanted

And remember — it doesn’t matter wha
vou look like or how old you are. These
things mean nothing when yvou use §74 Hyp-
Hartsn .

MOST UNUSUAL GUARANTEE
IN HISTORY OF ADVERTISING

S/A Hypnotism is working for thousands
of men — and it will work for you. We
guarantee It.

In Fact. we're going to go ahead and make
you one of the most unusual guarantees in
the history of advertising. And here it is:

Try out the principle of S/4 Hypnotism for
amonth. Then ... if you haven’t met, dated
and even slepr with more beautiful girls in
those four weeks than you have in the past
year, return the material. We'll rush vou a
tull retund and more.

We will send you:
® |0 dollars (the original amount you
payed for our material)

Plus:

® | 3¢ (the cost of the stamp you used to
send us your order)

® ¢ (the cost of the envelope you sent
vour order in)

® 5S¢ (for the time it took vou to fill out
the coupon)

® [0¢ (for your trouble)

Think about that for a second.

Once again: S/4 Hypnorism works. And
like we sand before: “We'll prove itto you ™
All yvou have 1o do s send in the coupon
now

Every man who is popular with girls has
his own special technique he uses to get
them. It you are lucky enough to be one of
these successtul gentlemen, you don't need
us or S/A Hypnotism

On the other hand — it vou're seriously
looking for a reliable. no-nonsense method
of getting girls; o method that will work
anvwhere, anvtime mavhe vou should
give SIA Hypnotism an honest trv. You may
soon find yourselt with more girls than any
ten men put together!

———————————— g

Silverman Research. Dept. P-378 |
| PO Box 9204
Providence., R.1. 02010 I

I

| Sounds almost oo good 1o be true — but
souve got a deal. What have | got 1o lose? |
| Here's my 10 dollars. Send me The Easy Wy |
I To Ger Girls: Through S/A4 Hypnotism [
I After trving your material for a month, |
must be meeting, dating and even sleeping ]
| withmore girls than Lhave i the past year. Or |
1 Fmay retarn the material for a tull retund and I
mory

| I understand my muterial will be sent in 4 l
|

l

|

I

|

I

plam wrapper.

|
Name |

Address

Ciry 1

State = dipe—o

1976 Salvermun Rescarch



lead with it, | see no reason

njecting to covering the bodies of the

L tiful women who give us life Name

and address withheld

newest Solution: |FErprreppers

0 and Dave

- Roman's reply to James B. Canel and Jen-
skln rafts .For kin Lloyd Jones (“Feedback,”. December
1977) shows that u of the reporters
reply does not answe ritic
alr : yotticials . . 101e [NE 2
charge” (de in IAPA 3 10
An amazingly simple surgical hair replace- Your own scalp. Part the hair and
ment procedure that is 100% tissue see your own scalp. Work or play, it cannot
compatible, and is guaranteed. come off. I 1an
Undetectable. Hair that looks so talk about "our research” and
No infection risk. No foreign natural it appears to be growing from your clearly demonstrated " they
material, sutures, prolene wires or retainers  scalp. It's not, but you'll be the only one ; L gt : ) | o
are left in the scalp, no migration. that knows. Dy saying thal we have been ady ’ I and
More and more professional people, that "we have been told.” Oh yeah? What
Plastic surgeons. Two inter- politicians, doctors, elc. are discovering this rot. They miss the whole point. In my opin-
nationally known surgeons helped to unique fool-proof method that overcomes on. Canel a Ion that round
develop this advanced technique of anchor- the disadvantages of all previous hair re- : = ! = )
ing hair to the scalp by using skin grafts placement methods, both medical and 10 = icouver 1Ish Columbia
that will last a lifetime. non-medical. Canad

NAME

rs | have applied for state-
and federal-government jobs. | am not a
veteran. My test scores in reality have ofter

been higher than those of

ADDRESS ____

PHONE —— _ AGE

PH-3 but the
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ence, or

ipplie

hold nothing agamnst the veterans or

farestry students personally. But

ence | n unrelated training
ictual e i e esn't make 1se and
nfluences the qu ity of work and ind
f l [ innel 101 1
| fier e 1]
I 0] g Se

s knowledae of the sub-

ject, and held experience should have pre-
requisites other than military experience or
olleqge educatior Thomas P Grah ),

PANTIESTOMAKE HIMPANT | roram e

| iketothank you for the wao

doing putting out Penthot

A.Blue G-string. GX04. $5.00 G. Open front red bikini, GX35. $6.50
B. Red open crotfch, bikini. Lace H. Black open crotch bikini.,
front panel. GX10.  $4.00 GX20. $450
C. Shrimp color G-string. Allin S-M-L. Add $1.00 p & h foreach
GX07. $5.00 garment. Send to Evelyn Rainbird
D.Open crotch red bikini. Black Lta.™, PO. Box 548, FDR Station, NY.
front panel. GX01. $4.50 NY10022. NY residents add tax. Allow
E. Snap open black G-string. 4 weeks for delivery

GX14. $5.00
F. Beige lace G-string. GX32. $5.00 EVELYN RAINBIRD LTD™
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“l lost 5 inches from my waistline
n IUSt 3 dayS ...” says Bill Parker

WITH THE MOST ASTOUNDING WAISTLINE REDUCER OF ALL TIME!

ro-Trimmer

GUARANTEED TO REDUCE YOUR WAISTLINE
2 TO 5 INCHES IN JUST 3 DAYS-OR LESS
OR YOUR MONEY BACK!

Bill Parker “...and it was a piece of cake-no diets,
a simple ten minute program that got rid of the inches for good -
and just look at the difference in my appearance!
The inches have not come back-here is a product which did
everything it promised-and more.”

IN JUST 3 DAYS...WITHOUT DIETING...IN JUST MINUTES A DAY...
RESULTS LIKE THESE:
HERE IS HOW IT WORKS:

F. Masters: "No matter whal
I tried - dieting, exercise = |
was never able to get rid of
the roll of excess inches
around my midsection. Then
Astro-Trimmer came along
and reduced my waistline 6
full inches — from 38 1/2 to
32 1/2 inches - in just 3 days
without dieting”

X

Astro-Belt Now Bill simply relaxes
his wiist moments with |

Bill wraps
smpletoly ar

T. Greer: "My waist actually
came down 5 full inches in 5
days-from 38 1o 33. My en-
tire physique looks so much
better and | feel so much
better that | can't praise this
sensational trimmer enough.

=0

Startling discovery-The Astro-Trimmer has got to be the most sensationally effective and the most fun to use
slenderizer of all time. Itis a marvel of ease, comfort and efficiency-and a pure joy to use. The Astro -Trimmer's
totally unique design consists of a double layered belt; a soft nonporous inner thermal liner which wraps com-
pletely around your mid-section producing a marvelous feeling of warmth and support-and a sturdy outer
belt that attaches you to the super duo-stretch Astro-Bands which you hook to any convenient doorway. These
duo-stretch bands enhance your slightest movements and transmit their effect—greatly magnified-directly
to the inner thermal liner of the belt to produce an absolutely unequaled inch-reducing effect. In fact, for sheer
inch loss, the Astro-Trimmer is supreme. Try it for yourself - at our risk - just slip on the belt, hook it up, stretch
and perform one of the easy-to-do movements in the instruction booklet and watch the inches roll off. Men
and women from 17 to 70 are achieving sensational results from this uimate inch-reducer

How many excess inches can | lose with the Astro-Trimmer? How many excess inches do you have?
Many users lose 2 or more inches from their waists and 2 or more inches from their abdomens the very 1
first day, Three, four, even more inches off the waist in three days is not uncommon. Not everyaone

will do this. The degree of inch loss will vary with individual body response. However, this match- // I
less body shaper melts excess inches off the waist, abdomen, hips and thighs with such - |
amazing speed that if your waistline isn't 2 to 5 inches trimmer after using your Astro- _- K |
Trimmer for just 3 days-or less—and if you don't lose these inches without dieting -~ 9«5‘5 A &
and in only 5 to 10 minutes a day, you may simply return your Astro -fnmmer and - o & ot [
your money will be refunded. - ‘e‘i‘ (s\r‘,ﬁ:@@c\on' |
No Risk -no obligation-money back guarantee. So-called “waist trim- // 0‘\\@‘ ucﬁe«a‘ ‘dﬁ |
mers” and reducers are now being nationally advertised for as much -~ o 0{\%\0,‘\\:‘;@ ‘,;{' |
as 519.95 and more. Yet the sensational new Astro-Trimmer— // ?'(\’ ‘\,c,\‘ pst %0
which trims and slims excess inches far faster, far more effec- .~ o oo ot < |
tively than anything we have ever seen—is being offered // o o° G,\a‘f‘,\o‘ Qe‘-'-“c_u’\‘s o l
for only $§9.95 with a complete money back guarantee -~ .5\0‘ M o fr %Opﬁﬁ- &
ITyou are not satisfied that the Astro-Tnimmer is the _ ~* o ge et QVa® |
fastest, the most effective waist reducer you // 0.9 o \'Be'de“# v |
Bill Parker have ever used, it will not cost you a penny. .~ o9 wd 0\0"05‘\55,‘9\ \aﬂ-e
BEFORE So if you want a trimmer, more dynamic _ <" e 99‘00‘% e 3° |
body-right now —send for your Astro- _~ ‘,J'.zx\‘:‘*@\" e Py |
Trimmer today - w @igwet o e I
|
ORDER NOW FOR A SLIMMER, '
; TRIMMER WAISTLINE THIS WEEK! :
H d, Arroyo Grande, CA 342¢ iy .

~J
w



VIP.

LEXI BvY
MASSAGER

Ideal for clitoral stimulation, the Adam & Eve VIP flexible vi-
brator can add new dimensions to your sexual pleasure! Made
of pliable rubber, it yields to body contours. And it provides
exciting and tantahizing variety to your lovemaking. 8 inches
long Complete with battenies. Your money back if you're nol
completely salistied, Send $10 95 to Adam & Eve, Dept PHE-D
PO, Box 400, Carrboro, NC 27510 Il you prefer, send $1 for
our 40 page llustrated catalog €157, ra

CAT'S
CRADLE™

. It's super sheer and su-
per sexy! Score a TKO
with this knockout com-
bo of tie crotch bikini
panties and garter bell in
sheer black lace with elas-
tic waist band and sexy garters. The naughtiest,
sexiest teaser-pleaser we've ever offered! 100%
machine washable nylon. S-M-L.

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR FULL REFUND 1517, PPA

ADAM & EVE, Dept PHE-D
403 Jones Ferry Rd., P.0. Box 400
Carrbora, NC 27510

Please rush me in an unmarked pachage
(40 page catalog free with all orders)

CIVIP FLERIBLE VIBRATOR ..51095
CJCAT'S CRADLE panties & garter belt $11.00
I CATALOG SUBSCRIPTION. .. .., $2.00
Name
Address
City State _
OVER 500,000 SATISFIED CUS 'FUIlEIIS

NOW; from the
Penthouse

Collection

Top off your outfit with the exclusive
Penthouse TAM or SKI CAP
guaranteed to put flair into every
winter occasion

These 100% acrylic knit caps in
Penthouse tan on brown are
$5.95 each plus $1.00 post-
age and handling

Send your check or
money order for the
TAM (Code 6416)
or the SKI CAP
(Code 6516) to
Penthouse Pro-
ducts, Ltd., 909
Third Avenue, New
York, NY 10022. NY
residents add ap-
propriate sales
tax. Allow 4 to 6
weeks delivery.
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| am writing to protest the way you coyly
avoid male frontal nudity in your couples
pictorials. In contrast to the female models,
who assume Increasingly uninhibited
poses, the males that occasionally appear
look positively demure.

When | began subscribing to Penthouse
some years ago, you seemed to favor
showing male nudity when it was natural in
context. But since then, though your
women have bared more and more, your
men have been peculiarly more modest.
The absurd limit was reached in the picto-
nal "Sea Song," in the December 1977 is-
sue. There, while the woman's orifices were
proudly displayed, the man’s genitals were
hidden either by the breaking waves or by
the man'’s rather stodgy posing.

My wife and friends joinme in calling for
an end to this artifice, which offsets the
intended eroticism of your couples picto-
rials. The day may never come when Pent-
house feels free to picture an erect penis in
a couples pictorial (logical though that
woula be), but you should not so pointedly
hide or obscure male genitals. Your maga-
zine assumes a stance of sexual libera-
tion; don't belie it in this way—Name and
address wthheld.

Although we appreciate the fact that we
have many women readers, Penthouse is
“The International Magazine for Men." We
find that the great majority of our readers
prefer to view the female form, and we do
not think this "belies” our stance of sexual
liberation.

I'am writing 1o protest your pictorial "Any
Sport in a Storm (Trooper)” in the Novemn-
ber 1977 issue

The Nazi swastika was the emblem
under which millions of human beings were
exterminated and millions of others suf-
fered tremendous mental anguish. To as-
sociate such a horrible symbol with sexual-
ity and pleasure is a disservice to humanity
and a desecration of the memory of those
who suffered under the reign of Nazism
Today the swastika continues to appear
throughout society as a symbol of racial
and religious prejudice, and your pictorial
only served to further the approval and use
of this symbol

| hope that in the future you will realize
that the same type of sensuality attempted
in this pictonal can be achieved without the
use of the swastika or any other symbol of
hatred.—Name and address withheld

We are sorry that you were offended by the
pictorial. We did not mean to imply a con-
nection between Nazism and sensuality.
Penthouse has often published historical
photo-essays, depicting the Victorian era,
the Roman Empire, and even futuristic
events. There has, however, recently been
a resurgence of interest in World War |l
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Germany, which is reflected in several new
books, in Paris fashion shows, and in many
films (The Serpent's Egg and Cabaret)
“Any Sport in a Storm (Trooper)" was a sa
ical fantasy that in no way indicated

approval of Nazism

satir-

| read with great interest and alarm Craig S
Karpel's article "Carte 5]
Democracy” (November 1977)

What | would like to know is why an art
cle ot ich importance appeared I Pent

house magazine. ltisha

conveying Sserou nforr |
vou say that publicatio s im
pairs the credibility of the article?—B.F

Pompano Beach, Fla
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Christmas should be a time of love

and fellowship. The holiday hc
cial meaning for chilaren
sick and beneath the usual
thouse material

pray that you are never in the position ol
viewing someone dear to you in a photo like

that cartoon.—MName and address withheld
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R-Z30 says: "Yes friends, it's
frue. Nine out of ten cybemaétic
organisms tested preferred the

" Rizla Rolling System 10.4K to 1.3.
* In tests conducted among @
random sampling of cyborgs;,

even those with a low punchcard
mentality were able to crank out
exquisitely-rolled smoking tubes
with no malfunction.

And aside from their opera-
tional ease and elegance of
style, Rizla remembers that all
rolling machines, like all cy-
borgs,are not created equal.
Which is why Rizla has created
an individual machine for every
size paper they make.

The Rizla System. It's the best.
I swearto HAL"

* THE R-Z30:
RIZLA SYSTEM

For a full color heat transfer of
R-230,aRizla adjustable double-
width rolling machine and three
booklets of Rizla double-width
rolling papers send $§5.00 (or
$3.50 plus five booklet covers
from any Rizla rolling papers) to
Rizla at the address below.

Nome =’ S s
Address

City S E ksl
State =" - D e

Please allow 4 weaks for delivery.
Offer Expires 12/31/78
Californiaresidents odd 6% salesfox  [P3-78)




catch
LEp

with

PENTHOUSE

OCTOBER 77 NOVEMBER 77

JANUARY 7
Per-issue prices are: $1.50 through
August 1977; $2.00 for Scptemtﬂﬂr

Qctober and November 1977; $2.50
for December 1977 and .Jan._;ary
1978. Please include $.50 for each

copy ordered to cover postage and

handling

DECEMBER 77

Send check or money order to
PENTHOUSE Back-Issue Dept.
21st Floor, 909 Third Avenue
New York, New York 10022

FORUM

oped into anything lasting longer

An important part of salis
time. | like
course, even though | do get into hurried
situations now and then. After all the fire is
spent, there is still something beautiful
about going to sleep cradled in the &
a big football player or cuddling around the
form of a pretty woman. There is a lot of
peace and fulfillment either .mv '-"~.'0. it's
nice to anticipate the possihility of a repeat
performance before you part in |? e morning

By now you have probably noticed: I'm
not a romantic in any sense of the worcl. |

e straightforward, honest, satisfying
for its own sake. Do | love these people
fuck with? Yes, in my own way

VING sSex IS

nature to be able to take its

ms of

I say emphat-

ically that | do. But being the way | am, | find
Its more honest and honorable to keep
things the way they are—Name and ad
dress withheld

Second childhood

One hot Saturday afternoon a couple of
years ago, my girl friend and | got smashe
and decided to shave each other as a ¢
It started out just by our taking a snip h
ind there, but we got so carried away that
we did a complete job, even down to clip-
ping the hair off my crotch.

I am quite small (of stature, not cock
size), and so 1s my girl friend, With all our
pubic hair gone, we looked like a couple of
prepubescent kids. We fucked after we got
and it was really a great sexual
lantasy to pretend that we were children. To
add to the illusion, we both affected little
kids' voices

We got such a b
decided we

ere

the hair off

ing out of it that we
wanled to put on a fucking
scene with an audience. We got hold
of made for eleven- or twelve
year-olds. They fit us fine without any altera-
ran an ad in one of

Inderground newspapers inviting pe
o get in touch with us

We were really deluged with replies
turned down those we sus
kooks and

thes

tions., Then we

pected of being
found a
the two

rts and finally
couple that nkay. When
arrived, we made up a story
ents were in Lu"sm-.‘.

After smoking
sed each other and put on our fucking
g When we
the f|.'|_'«\|I||_i the
woman was afraid that they might be get-
ting into trouble, but the guy was so hot that
d herinto it. So | fucked her,
|IJ\J|"E_’ 1 my airi fnend

When it was over, they asked us a lot of
questions. They could not understand how
| could have such a big tool at my age. | told
themn that | was just well developed
been fucking since | was nine. We
finally told the couple the real story. They
weren i very disappointed and said that it
was quite an intriguing illusion.—Name
and address withheld
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First encounters of the third kind
| am a male college student whe
worked up |_‘|1|'}[._gl' nerve to write
about my hrst sexual
happened two years ago
had many like it, but ne
quite like the first.

When my father died, my and |
ed Iinto an apartment house, where she
was the manager were three
bachelor apartments that she had to clean
weekly. | helped her with the cleaning on
weekends. One of the bachelors was a
man named Paul, who was about thirty-five
and divorced. I'm sure he had women visit
him often, because | would see
in the morning when
house.

e Saturday my 1sked me to
clean Paul's room while she shopped.
When | knocked on the door and got no
answer, | used the pass key. | carried the
vacuum cleaner inside, closed the door
and turned around, Paul walked into the
room from the bathroom with nothing on
but a towel around his neck. We both froze
where we stood, he with surprise and | with
awe to see him standing there in the nude.
My eyes were glued to his
specifically, to his cock. | could
move nor take my eyes off him. | couldn't
speak. My mouth was suddenly very dry,
and my heart was pounding so hard f’l.-1| |
think he: nust have heard it. My friends at
school had talked about how it feels to be
worked up like this, but I'd never had any

Idea how such a teeling could make you so

as finally
and tell

which
Since then | have

experience

S ever been

mother

maon

There

them leave

eaving the

| was

maotnet

body—
neither

petrified and nearly unable to breathe, Paul
must have sed my feeling, for he
walked toward me and placed my hand

whict
I had never felt ¢

lirectly on |
harden

COCK had begun to
Nything so excit-
liately

ind then move my

ng i my hfe before and immec

started to squeeze it

hand along its length. By this time it was
extremely hard, and Paul let out a low moan
and said, "You like that, don't yvou?" |

tood there and
ock
hand

couldnt say a word. | just
continu aressing his big
Suddenly he took m
ne toward the couch
could

ind led
1 that |
barely walk, my hand still on hi
Wl en we

topped and
bet It would teel even better on your lips
Withou! eve

touched it

v other

| WES S0 excllet

COCK reached the couch. he

while still standing, said, "l
n hesitating, | leaned over and

with mv lips while P aul [;;

ced

his hands on the back of my head and
pressed me close against him. My whole
body aqyan to shake, my jave oul
ind | knees before him while |

irabbed him around the legs for
He sat down aon
spread nis

UpPport
ouch and
legs head to
ed that my mouth opened in-
v, and | wrapped my lips

of his prick. He

the edge of the

stilll holding my
It seem
around
sucked in his
breath and moaned while arching himself
to push more of his cock into my mouth. My
ind | took the whole

hands held his hips

shaft until it touched the back of my mouth
| began sucking up and down, fas [{“ and
taster, cupping his S In one hand
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MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE

After reading the over one-half million let- AFTER READING
ters received by Forum during the past ten I ULL COST OF YOUR
years, we are so certain that Forum will &} WILL BE REFUNDED.

dramatically enhance your sex life that we =
| decided to make the following unconditional =
offer: -

oupon and mail it immediately.
t ten years are the most sexually
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Key words to discovery and enlightenment.. .precisely what
PENTHOUSE achieves as we touch on every subject that
your life and lifestyle.

Spend the next twelve months exploring with
to PENTHOUSE today.

Send your check or money order for $20.00 (a saving of-$ or
the newsstand rate) to: PENTHOUSE Subscription Dept., PO. Box
900, Farmingdale, N.Y. 11737.



BANISH ACNE FOREVE

Left (top and bottom):
Actual, unretouched
before and after pictures
of 22 year old, university
student, Meg Currie,
dunng her VIVA-
sponsored visits to the
Hayoun Clinic

Above and below: Meg
Currie who refused to
accept the prevailing
medical consensus that
acne could not be cured
and agreed to “try one
more time

ne of the world's loremost authorities on beauty and skin care, Edouard Hayoun, has perlecled a

umique, nonsurgical answer to the physically and psychologically destructive nature ol comman

acne This remedy featured editona ly in Viva magazi
of the many men, women, and children Hayoun has personally treated over more than two and
one-half decades
MNow, this extraordinary treatment has been scientifically reconstituted for optimun
effectiveness in home use It comes complete in a handsome, easily
transportable 5%" X 7" X 2%" kit with four bottled preparations and full directions
as to their simple application and use By devoling approximately twenty min
per day, the treatment will normally take from four to six weeks The treatment s
unconditionally guaranteed to immediately arrest, reduce. or ulimately banish
even the most virulent and lenacious acne condiion—including the scars and
pockmarks normally left behind

e, has an unernng history ol success with all

2
1
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squeezing and fondling his balls with the
other. | felt as though | could go on for hours
like this: it seemed like the most natural
thing in the world to do.

Then Paul started moaning louder and
louder, his breath coming very fast and his
whole body churning and bucking. | knew
what was about to happen, but | couldn’t
stop. Instead, | increased the tempo, en-
circling his huge cock with my tongue and
applying more pressure with my mouth.
Just then he exclaimed, "Oh, my God, I'm
coming, I'm coming!" The first spurt hit the
back of my mouth and nearly made me
choke, but | quickly swallowed it and kept
taking more and more of his beautiful cock
into my craving mouth. Finally, Paul fell
back, exhausted, and when | removed his
dick from my mouth, | continued kissing it
while | played with his balls.

After a few moments, Paul lifted me up
alongside of him on the couch. He held my
face in his hands and said, "That was the
best blowjob I've ever had. Now | want to
do something for you. So take off your
clothes, too, so that | can reciprocate.”—
Name and address withheld

Penthouse catalyst

| read with amusement the letter from the
college guys who sat around in their dorm
lobby, reading the letters in "Forum,” in
hopes that some girls would come along
and take the cue. | certainly hope they've
kept on trying.

Boys, | can see from the address that you
attend a State University of New York
school. Have you considered transferring?
[, too, attend a SUNY school. (In fact, I'm
writing this letter in my psych 101 class,
which is a crashing bore.) The way | got to
meet mast of the guys | know was by offer-
ing to share my copies of your magazine,
which, surprisingly, is at a premium. One of
these guys, Peter, lives in my dorm with five
other guys, one of whom | had been screw-
ing on a friendly basis. When | mentioned
that | read Penthouse regularly, he re-
marked that he would like to bring up his
collection from home so that we could read
together. | smiled, but | didn't take him seri-
ously.

Almost every time | went down to visit
these guys, | would end up in a conversa-
tion about sex with Peter. He would point
out letters in "Forum"” and ask, "Have you
ever tried that?" The more we talked, the
more | got ideas, until by Christmas |
wanted to fuck him so much that | could
taste it. | made sure that when we came
back for the spring term, it would happen.

The Sunday Peter arrived | went down to
greet him. He seemed happy to see me
again, and so were three of his roormmates.
| had dressed myself up pretty well and felt
alluring. We all sat around listening to the
music, and as the night wore on, | noticed
that Peter and | had been sitting closer and
closer to each other. Suddenly, he reached
over and touched my hand, caressing my
fingers gently and artfully. Naturally, | re-
sponded in kind, and pretty soon we
graduated from hands to thighs.

Al about this time another guy an-
nounced that he wanted to go out dninking.
Everyone else, noticing the interaction be-
tween Peter and me, said they'd like to go,
too. One by one they slipped out, and after
the last guy stepped out, | got up, shut the
door quietly, took off my shoes and glass-
es, and, without a word, kissed Peter softly.
| wanted to move slowly, but he was impa-
tient and pulled me close and slipped his
hands under my shirt to caress my large
breasts. In notime at all our clothes were all
over the floor, and his tongue was plunging
down my cunt as far as it would go, flicking
and swirling furiously. His gently-caressing
tongue and lips brought me to the brink of
orgasm, but instead of making me come,
he jJumped up and with some difficulty (be-
cause he is much taller than | and because
my cunt is rather small) plunged his long,
thick cock in, moving slowly yet forcefully,
bringing us both to a rousing climax.

- Fucking Peter was like being in a dream.
We would lie quietly, close together after-
ward, and suddenly he'd be gloriously hard
again, ready for another go at it, First, we
settled into the good old missionary posi-
tion, my favorite. Then he pulled me up on
my knees and entered me from behind,
filling me up completely as | massaged my
clitoris to climax. Then, after a spirited
round of fellatio, he lay on his back while |
playfully bounced on top. (I got the biggest
kick out of running my hands over his chest
and watching his handsome face as he
came!)

After some more ardent fucking, we sat
together, resting, closely and tenderly, lis-
tening to the music and to each other's
breathing. We might have been at it all
night had it not been for the guy who shares
Peter's room. He came home early in an-
ticipation of his very first class of the
semester, which was scheduled for 8:00
the next morning. Never had | gotten down
to such good, old-fashioned fucking so in-
tensely. And yet | wanted more! | still do,
and if he does, I'm sure we'll get it on again
in that same grand style.

The point of my little story is to show what
happens when one has good taste in read-
ing. Women who read Penthouse get what
they want.—Name and address withheld

Head coach
| am a great fan of your magazine. | was first
introduced to it by my husband, Bob.
That's where my e