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WITH THIS
€IHD OF POWER,

IT’S TOUGH
TO KEEP A

ijOw profile

f

It’s easy to confuse a low profile
Avlth modesty. But in the case of this
new street-custom motorcycle, the
Shadow™ 750, there’s just not much
to be modest about.

Thie, this lean machine does
have a low profile. So low that when
you straddle its narrow 45° V-twin
engine, settle into the custom seat
and grip the graceful swept-back
bars, you’re sitting less than 30 inches
off the street.

But if you want the real low-
down on why the Shadow 750 makes
other V-twins pale by comparison,
there’s only one thing to talk about.

Power.
And that’s what this motorcycle

is taking to the streets.
Our exclusive three-valve, twin

plug cylinder heads enable the
Shadow 750 to run a high 9.8 to 1
compression ratio and develop an
incredible 49 ft/lbs of torque at
6000 rpm. That means there’s plenty
of power whenever you need it.

A unique offset, dual-pin crank
shaft allows the engine to achieve
perfect primary balance. This elimi
nates primary vibration. And neatly
solves a problem that still gives other
V-twin manufacturers the shudders.

The Shadow’s liquid-cooling
system makes its power output far
more consistent than that of air
cooled V-twins. And it has a smooth
five-speed plus overdrive sixth
transmission, coupled to a virtually
maintenance-free shaft drive.

Most impressive of all, the
Shadow 750 is equipped with revo
lutionary Hydraulic Valve Adjusters.
A system that keeps the engine in
a crisp state of “just tuned” perform
ance, while eliminating valve adjust
ment for the life of the machine.

The Shadow 750. Its profile says
one thing. Power.

HONDA.
FOLLOW THE LEADER
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This month's cover features

Suzie Farrell, who was

photographed by Earl Miller. For
information on the camera

equipment used to produce the

pictorials in this issue, see page 30.
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if smo1{ing isn't a pleasure,
why bother?

warning; The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.Bdx; 16 mg. tar , 1.2 mg. nicotine; Kings: 17 mg. "tar",

1.3 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report December 1981.
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feet on the verdict, and Hinckley was subsequently transferred
to St. Elizabeth’s Hospital in Washington to undergo treatment
and evaluation to determine when he would be able to be set
free. In order to see for ourselves how insane a man has to be to
get away with trying to kill the president, we asked contributing
editor Allan Sonnenschein to interview Hinckley. Despite the
fact that Hinckley himself wanted to talk directly to Sonnen
schein, hospital administrators refused to allow  a face-to-face
interview. Nonetheless, for several weeks Hinckley and Son
nenschein completed an extraordinary exchange of questions
and answers through the mail, providing a chillingly compre
hensive insight into the mind of this fascinating psychopath
(page 102). But since there is no real substitute for the electric
give-and-take of a personal interview, Sonnenschein and Pent
house are continuing to attempt to talk directly to Hinckley-a
court battle having important First Amendment consequences
for all media in this country may follow if ail other efforts fail.

We’re proud to present, in this issue, the American debut of
one of today’s most important young artists, Ori Hofmekler,
whose biting but beautiful satiric caricatures of the famous and
powerful have already been compared to the art of Daumier and
Hogarth. When Bob Guccione discovered Hofmekler’s draw
ings, the Penthouse editor and publisher immediately con
tracted the young Israeli to become a regular contributor to the
magazine. Guccione’s personal selection of the best of Hof
mekler’s recent work can be found in the special ten-page art
ist’s portfolio beginning on page 124.
Our fiction this month is an exclusive excerpt from the first

novel by Ovid Demaris, one of America's leading investigative
journalists. Demaris, whose most recent best-seller was The
Last Mafioso, the memoirs of Mafia killer Jimmy Fratianno, set
The Vegas Legacy (which will be published soon by Delacorte)
against a background of corruption and violence that this vet
eran reporter has become all too familiar with (page 116).
New York Post reporter Amy Pagnozzi makes her Penthouse

debut with an article about one of our newest growth industries-
telephone prostitution (page 72). An increasing number of men,
it seems, are spending an increasing amount of time getting a
lot more than old-fashioned pillow talk from a new generation of
long-distance “operators.” Pagnozzi interviewed the men, the
girls, the “madams,” and even credit-card company officials to
show how the world’s oldest profession has adapted to keep
abreast of the technological future.

Other compelling articles this month include Susan Gray’s
personal account of the first Amerasian children returning to
their fathers in the U.S. ("Vietnam Veterans Adviser,” page 98);
Anita Summer's profiles of “real” men who are discovering the
subtle pleasures of cream liqueurs (page 142); our new televi
sion column, part of a redesigned “View From the Top” section
(page 45); and Frank Donegan’s psychographic quiz, which
probes your hidden abilities to be a military genius (page 135).
You don’t have to be a military or any other kind of genius,

however, to recognize the naughty bits among this month’s
Pets, whose talents are anything but hidden and whose abilities
to arouse your appreciation are, we feel certain, as obvious and
as plentiful as the loveliness and charms they so graciously
display. CH—H

HOIiSi:CAIJJ

"Have you heard of Karla? He is an old fox, the most cunning in
Moscow Centre, the most secret....Decades of his life were not
accounted for and probably never would be, since the people
he worked with had a way of dying off or keeping their mouths
shut." So wrote John le Carre about his legendary, fictional chief
ofthe deadly Russian KGB, whose secret infiltrations of Western
intelligence networks would prove so damaging. Much the
same could have been written about Karla's real-life counter
part, Yuri Andropov, when the former KGB chief suddenly as
cended to complete power in the Soviet Union after Leonid
Brezhnev died last fall. Despite the fact that Andropov had been
one of the most powerful men in Russia for fifteen years. West
ern officials and reporters knew next to nothing about him. What
little they did know had come from a brief interview with Vladimir
Sakharov, a former Soviet diplomat who had worked for many
years as a secret American double agent. Sakharov, now living
under a new identity in the U.S., had not only worked for Andro
pov in the KGB but had also been a longtime acquaintance of
Andropov’s son, Igor. Now, in the most complete and detailed
profile of the new Russian leader yet to appear, Sakharov and
Penthouse contributing editor Ernest Volkman disclose the fas
cinating background of Andropov’s transformation of the KGB
and reveal the paradox of his hidden life-a l ife that has been a
monument to the Western influences he has been desperately
trying to eradicate. Their exclusive report, “Yuri Andropov: The
Spy Who Came In From the Cold” (page 56), is as compelling as
any le Carre spy thriller while at the same time it’s must reading
for anyone who wants to understand the future direction of our
most dedicated-and deadly-enemies.

In practical terms, most Americans are more afraid of the
criminals lurking on their street corners than of the armies and
missiles of the U.S.S.R. In "America Afraid” (page 76), an ex
cerpt from a forthcoming book to be published by New Ameri
can Library, the results of an important new study of citizens’
attitudes toward crime show that “regardless of the occasional
injustices in the justice system itself, the basic injustice is to law-
abiding people who are sick to death of seeing victims lying in
the streets and perpetrators laughing at the police and the
courts through loopholes in the law.” Although the authors of this
study, Research & Forecasts and Ardy Friedberg, express the
hope that “a new climate will prevent the tiny criminal minority
from controlling the rest of society,” the prevailing attitude is
summed up by an angry judge: “We have to get back to the idea
that a guy who commits a crime is going to pay for it.”
The feelings of frustration about violent crime reached their

peak last year when John W. Hinckley, Jr., was found not guilty
of attempting to murder the president of the United States. Even
though there was no question that he had wil lfully and deliber
ately pulled the trigger that wounded four people, including
President Reagan, before national television cameras, a Wash
ington, D.C., jury found him innocent “by reason of insanity.”
The outcry of rage from all over the country had, of course, no ef-
6  PENTHOUSE
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ALL OVER THE WORLDf
PEOPLE HAVE ONE THING IN COMMON.
THEY STARTTHE EVENING WITH RED.

JOHNNIE WALKER®RED
so SMOOTH, IT'S THE WORLD’S BEST SELLING SCOTCH



4
A

THE INTERNATIONAL MAGAZINE FOR MEN
Founded March 1965

BOB GUCCIONE

editor &. publisher
PENTHOUSE INTERNATIONAL LTD.

(U.S. editior))

THE CORPORATION

Bob Gucclone (chairman)
Kathy Keeton (vice-chairman)

David J. Myerson (chief operating officer)
Anthony J. Gucclone (secretary-treasurer)
Marianne Howalson (associate publisher)

EDITORIAL

Editor in Chief: Bob Guccione; Managing Editor: Heidi
Handman; Senior Editors: Jonathan Black, Peter Bloch,
Robert Hotter: National Affairs Editor: William R, Corson;
Fiction Editor: Kathryn Green; Associate Editor: Laurie
Lister; Automotive Editor: Reggie Jackson; Fashion Editor:
Ed Emmerling; Humor Editor: Bill Lee; Food and Wine Edi
tor: Laurie Lister; Research Editor: Eric Goldstein; Senior

Copy Editors: David Grambs, Nadine Hwa; Editorial Assis
tants: Karen Schwarz, Rorie Sherman, Claudia Valentino;
Contributing Editors: Roger Greenspun, Xaviera Holland
er, Robert Palmer, Emily Prager, David Rorvik, Robert
Sherrill, Allan Sonnenschein, Bob Spitz, Marilyn Stasio,
Ben Stein, NickTosches, Ernest Volkman; West Coast Edi

tor: Toni Biggs

ART

VP/Graphics Director: Frank DeVino; VP/Art Director,
Int’l: Joe Brooks; Art Director: Richard Bleiweiss; Assistant
Art Director: Sheila Lynn; Staff Photographers: Earl Miller,
Stan Malinowski, Pat Hill, John Copeland; Associate Staff
Photographer: John Mulh; Photo Editor: Hildegard Kron;

Ass't. Photo Editor: Lisa Shapiro

ADMINISTRATIVE

Vice-chairman: Kathy Keeton; Executive Vice-president:
David J. Myerson; Associate Publisher: Marianne Howat-
son; Sen. VP/Administrative Services: Jeri Winston; Sen.
VP/Production Director: John Evans; VP/Corporate Direc
tor of New Business Development: Beverly Wardale; VP/
Finance: John C. Prebich; Director of Advertising: Sharon
Amanzio; Southern Advertising Manager: Peter Gold
smith; West Coast Advertising Manager: Wendy Bloxham;
Midwest Advertising Manager: Gene Smith; Associate
New York Managers: Carla J. Edwards, Nancy Kesten-
baum. Advertising Administration Manager: Leslie Krell
Moses: Controller: Terry Schott; Director of Circulation:
Richard Wert, Jr.; National Marketing Manager: Gerald
Giannone: National Manager, Chain Accounts: Woody
Bragg; National Newsstand Sales Manager: Vincent
DeLisi; National Field Sales Manager: Charles Anderson,
Jr.; Direct Sales Manager: Bruce Eldridge; Subscription
Manager: Paula Collins Hope; Traffic Manager: William
Harbutt; Advertising Production Director: Toni Wagner;
Public Relations Director: Rich Jachetti; Production Man

ager: Michael Weinglass; Edit. Production Ass't.: Tom
Stinson: Director of Research and Marketing Services:
Carole Rossant; Sales Promotion Manager: Beverly
Greiper; Foreign Editions Manager: Suzanne Locatelli; As
sociate Pubiisher/Special Publications, Don Myrus; Pet

Promotion Director, Jeff Zelmanski

ADVERTISING OFFICES

New York (Sharon Amanzio); 909 Third Avenue, New
York, N.Y. 10022, Tel. (212) 593-3301, Telex no. 237128.
Midwest (Gene Smith): 303 East Wacker Drive, Suite
1012, Chicago, III. 60601, Tel. (312) 565-0466. South (Pe
ter Goldsmith): 1707 H St., NW, Suite 807, Washington,
D.C., 20006, Tel. (202) 298-6050. West Coast (Wendy
Bloxham): 924 Westwood Blvd., Suite 1002, Los Angeles,
Calif. 90024. U.K. & Europe (Eleanor Graham): Penthouse
Publications Ltd., 2 Bramber Road, West Kensington, Lon
don W14 9PB England, Tel. 01-385-6181, Telex no.

919865

EDITORIAL OFFICES
New York: 909 Third Avenue, New York, N.Y, 10022, Tel.

(212) 593-3301, Telex no. 237128. West Coast; 924
Westwood Blvd., Suite 1002, Los Angeles, Calif. 90024,
Tel. (213) 824-9831, London: 2 Bramber Road, West Ken
sington, London W14 9PB England, Tel. 01-385-6181, Tel

ex no. 919865

FOREIGN EDITIONS

Sen. V.P./Foreign Editions: John Evans; Australia: Horwitz
Grahame Brooks Pty, Limited, P.O. Box 506, Cammerary,
NSW 2062; Brazil: Grafipar, Rua Jordania 411, Curitiba;
Italy: Alberto Peruzzo Editore, Milano, via Tito Speri 8; Ger
many: Redaktion PH, Wope Verlags Ag, Postlach
CH8021, Zurich, Switzerland; Japan: Kodansha, Ltd. 2-
12-21 Olowa, Bunkyo-Ku, Tokyo 112; Spain: Editorial For-
mentera, Rocafort 104, Barcelona; United Kingdom:
Penthouse Publications, Ltd. 2 Bramber Road, West Ken

sington, London W14 9PB England; David Jones, Director
of Publications

In which editors and readers discuss topics arising out of Penthouse, its contents, its aspirations, and its areas of interest.
Letters should carry name and address (in capitals, please), though these will be withheld by the Editor on request. Letters
become the property of Penthouse. Send to Penthouse Forum. Penthouse international. Ltd., 909 Third Avenue. New York. N.Y.

10022. Views published are not necessarily endorsed editorially.

phone. I implored him not to involve the
police, assuring him that I would do what
ever he told me to. He thought for a while
and then said: “Okay, I spare you the po
lice, but you sure won’t get away without a
good punishment.” With that he gave me
his note pad and made me write down the
following: “I hereby admit having stolen
the amount of $20. 1 ask that the police not
be involved, and request a very good
whipping. I request this on my own volition
and without pressure.” I had to sign, and
Ely cosigned as a witness.
He then gave me back the twenty dol

lars and instructed me to go to a down
town department store that he knew had
an equestrian department. There I was to
buy a thin, whippy riding switch and return
half an hour before the 7 p.m. shift.
As soon as the lunch shift was over, I

took the subway downtown for the strang
est purchase of my life. I had never been
whipped before, and felt my blood rushing
to my cheeks whenever I thought of what
was expected me.

I found the riding department and asked
the saleslady, a girl around thirty-five, for
the least painful riding switch. She looked
at me kind of knowingly and asked wheth
er my horse was so unusually sensitive. I
blushed crimson, and she said: “Don’t
worry. Love, I know exactly what it’s for. In
fact, I can assure you that at least three
quarters of al l riding crops sold here are
sold to bosses who have an account to
settle. I would recommend this one here,
the cheapest at $7.95.” That one for sure
was thin, whippy, and resilient, but I
bought it to save on the cost, and declined
the kind offer to try it out on me, convinced
that I would have enough opportunity later
that day.

I paid, went home to change my under
wear just to be on the safe side, and punc
tually saw my boss at 6:30 p.m. Without a
word, I handed him the whip and the
change. He then ordered me to bring in
Ely, Angie, and four bar stools. Angie is a
skinny girl who hates me because I get so
much more attention from the men. I
asked, why Angie, I was told she was rep
resenting the staff from whom I had stolen

POSITIVE THINKING
After reading the “Eorum” letters in my lat
est issue of Penthouse, I could feel my
large cunt throbbing with desire. Alone in
my apartment, I pulled down my moist
ened panties. Spreading my long, slender
black legs, I buried an eleven-inch dildo
into my aching love box. I stabbed it in and
out of the steamy depths of my woman
hood while fantasizing that it was a man
who was bringing me all this pleasure. I
dream of an eleven-inch man who really
cares about making me come. He licks my
wet pussy and is very gentle as he ex
plores my cave with his swollen shaft, then
when I scream, "YesI, I’m coming!”, he
keeps me in a frenzy by fingering around
my hard clitoris and inserting his love mus
cle into my tight ass. Exploding up my butt,
he grabs my firm breasts. I can feel my
vaginal opening dripping with excitement.
He begins licking my pussy while I tongue
his penis hard once again. And when he
shoots into my mouth, I feel my cunt
grasping his tongue, forcing him to taste
my juices. I’m in heaven.—Name and ad
dress withheld

PAYMENT IN KIND
Quite a few years ago I read in my boy
friend’s Penthouse a letter from a girl who
had been, by her own consent, corporally
disciplined by her boss. For her and your
interested readers, here is what happened
to me just two weeks ago.

i am a French-Canadian girl of twenty-
six, working as a waitress in a good-qual
ity restaurant with a discotheque. I am
considered good-looking and in particular
very well built. That Friday noon, when I
was getting a tray of drinks for my custom
ers, I noticed that Ely, the barman, forgot
to punch the total amount in the electronic
register. Since that way I could not be
charged, I decided to make a profit, and
tucked away a twenty-dollar bill.

I will never know whether I had been set
up, or whether I was just coincidentally ob
served. Anyway, when I returned to the
bar, Ely told me that the boss wanted to
see me immediately. We both went to his
office, my heart beating like crazy. Ely told
the boss, a soft-looking but tough guy in
his forties, that I had been stealing money.
When asked how he could prove that, Ely
asked the boss to hold my arms behind
my back for a moment, which he did. In a
flash, Ely’s hand disappeared in my
blouse and in my bra, and returned with
the twenty-dollar note.

“That, my dear, is a matter for the po
lice,” the boss said, and went to the tele¬

tips.
When we returned with the four stools,

my boss closed the door. He then said he
had decided on one blow for each dollar,
plus number twenty-one for audacity. That
made seven from each, and he would be
first and was ready to proceed. I lay down
on the row of stools on my belly without
further ado. Ely held my arms, and Angie
my feet. My boss pulled up my skirt and

MARCH
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$6290. Rabbit L includes 12-month unlimited mileage, limited warranty. Sugg. ret. price. Transp., local taxes, dealer prep add'l. See dealer for details. Seatbelts save lives.

It’ll feel better in a Rabbit.
L

M Take the average
car through curves

W  l ike these and

you're apt to end
up with your heart in your mouth and
your stomach in the back seat.
Take a VW Rabbit through the same

curves and you will think you are a
Grand Prix driver.

Why does it feel better in a Rabbit?
Because a Rabbit is a Volkswagen.
And Volkswagens are built to perform

in a country where some roads are
unblemished macadam masterpieces
allowing unlimited speed, and others
are little more than Eighteenth Century
goat paths.
So every Volkswagen hands its driver

Nothing else is a Volkswagen.

the kind of sophisticated steering,
brakes, and suspension geometry that is
always envied, often copied, but seldom
duplicated in any car at any price.
Why did we indulge in all this engi

neering wizardry in a car that's designed
to go from point "A" to point "B" as

cheaply as possible?
Just for the fun of it.



said, "Only on the bum. Hold your noise
down, or the number wiil be increased." i
was very tense and uncomfortable and
said yes.

I heard the first swish, and immediately
felt the sting through my panties and pan
tyhose. It was painful but bearable. The
next six fel l In an even rhythm, and all on
the same spot, which made it more and
more painful, even though I was soon to
know that they were quite moderate.

Ely was next. He told the boss that he
preferred It on my bare bum, to which he
agreed. I protested wildly but was told It
was either this or the police. So, with my
boss holding my arms, Ely and Angie
pulled my panties and pantyhose com
pletely off and threw them in the corner.
Then Angie held my legs, and Ely let the
whip swish seven times, with ever increas
ing severity. The last one felt so sharp I
had to let out a loud oww! I jumped to my
feet and rubbed my more-than-sore be
hind, forgetting the show I was giving the
men.
Then Angie said she wanted me com

pletely nude. Against my wild protests, my
boss simply said okay. Watched carefully
by al l around, I took off what was left,
promising myself I would get even with
both Ely and Angie.

I had to mount the stools again, and An
gie really did her best. She gave me six
burning stingers so hard I wriggled to get
my hands loose and on my behind, but

without luck. But then Angie made a mis
take. The seventh lash she laid with full

force smack across the middle of my
thighs. I jumped down and rubbed my
legs, and then I had the revenge idea. I
quoted the boss who had laid down the
rule "bum only,” and requested a return
treatment on her. She protested, but the
boss firmly said that was the rule. Of
course I wanted her nude. Seeing that her
lot was self-inflicted, she undressed slow
ly, being particularly careful with her bra.
She had quite small, firm breasts with very
large, firm, protruding nipples, which she
tried to cover unti l she lay down.

Needless to say, I had no mercy. I laid
seven of the best exactly on the same spot
of her flat behind. During my own treat
ment I had learned that the greatest effect
is obtained with just the end of the whip
kissing the bum. And that’s what she got
to perfection. I must admit I admired her
courage, for she did not utter one sigh.
She dressed without one word and went

course he said yes. I knew I was going to
get both my hotness cooled, and my re
venge.
When we arrived at his apartment, I

jumped right into his bed. While he was in
the washroom, I fingered myself close to a
climax, but then waited for him. I made him
lie down, mounted him, and screwed him
like there was no tomorrow. After about a
dozen deep, full strokes, I came in the
most gorgeous orgasm I ever had before
or after. After I recovered, I rode his beau
tiful dick until he was close to coming.
Then I jumped off abruptly, leaving him
disappointed and furious and pleading
with me to come back,
quickly, kissed him on the nose while he
was desperately jacking himself off, said
goodnight, and left.—Name and address
withheld

got dressed

SPANDEX ON MY MIND
A week’s sexual adventure in New York
has so awakened, stimulated, and
changed me that I have an irresistible urge
to share the experience with you and your
readers. I am a thirty-eight-year-old busi
nesswoman and am considered attrac
tive, although I’ve always dressed and
behaved in an overly reserved, business
like way. While attending several conven
tions and courses in connection with my
business. I’d met and gotten to know well
a lady from New York whom I ’ ll cal l Susan.
I  liked her because she dressed as she
liked and was always a free spirit. At one
such meeting, Susan invited me to stay
with her in New York for a week. I accept-

out.
With Ely I got even the same evening,

also. Since immediately after my whip
ping, I had been horny as a hamster, horn
ier than I can remember ever having been
before. The connection with my whipping
was obvious. Anyway, later in the evening
I told Ely how well deserved my whipping
was, and also how horny it had made me,
and would he take me home with him.
Having fancied me for a long time, of

ed.
I got off the plane a little tipsy and found

her at the luggage carousel. She was
stunning. Atop black high heels, al l six feet
of her was clad in an arresting, shiny black
Spandex jumpsuit. She was smoking an
incredibly long black cigarette. I thought
she looked wonderfully sexy and couldn't
take my eyes off her on the ride to her
place.
As we chatted in her living room, about

business and personal things, Susan sud
denly said, “Let’s get stoned.’’ I said,
“Good idea,” thinking at first she meant
we should put away some Scotch. But she
brought out a tal l water pipe with two long
hoses, and a large bag of marijuana. I had
never tried it before, and was embar
rassed to admit it, so I began to puff on the
hose she handed me, Susan realized I
was new at it and showed me how to in
hale the dope properly. Before I knew it I
was stoned and very giggly. I was also a
l ittle wet as I looked at Susan’s long legs,
so tightly and sexily wrapped in her Span
dex jumpsuit. I felt comfortable enough to
remark that I liked her outfit very much.
“You’d look great in this,” Susan said.
“Would you like to try one on? I have sev
eral more.” I agreed. Five minutes later, I
was standing in the living room in a bright
blue Spandex outfit just like Susan’s. I felt
fabulous. As we continued to talk, drink,
and smoke I became absolutely high. Fi
nally, we both sat on the floor next to one

10 PENTHOUSE
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another, thoroughly stoned, and I felt very
horny indeed. Suddenly, but somehow
very naturally, Susan placed her hand be
tween my legs and kissed me on the lips. I
responded. We continued to kiss and fon
dle each other, and I got hotter and hotter,
unti l I couldn’t stand it. I began to slide the
top of her jumpsuit down, and lick and kiss
her gorgeous body unti l I got to her juicy
snatch, where I began tonguing her ag
gressively. She moaned and twitched until
she came violently. “That was fantastic,"
she moaned. “Now let me do you." I was
beside myself, having never even really
thought before of making love with anoth
er woman. She took my jumpsuit off and
so began an al l night session. Each of us
came so many times we couldn’t keep
track. I knew as we fel l asleep curled up in
one another’s arms, that I was in for a very
special week. And I realized that I didn’t'
feel the least bit guilty.
The next morning, the moment I awoke

Susan handed me a cup of coffee. She
was wearing the same shiny blue jumpsuit
I’d borrowed the night before and l it up
one of her six-inch cigarettes, this time
blue to match. She took one puff and
handed it to me. I realized from the aroma
that she must have used the paper to
make a joint. Having enjoyed it the night
before, I toked again. We shared the joint,
sitting on the bed together, unti l Susan
said, “Get dressed, we’re going to get you
some new clothes."

We visited several stores, and I bought
four jumpsuits. They were al l the same
shiny kind I’d seen Susan wearing. I also
got a couple of pairs of Spandex jeans.
They fit so perfectly, better than Susan’s
did on me, since she's taller. I felt exquis
itely sexy.

Every time we went out that week we
wore Spandex. I found several things I
could wear as accessories—sweaters,
blouses, leg warmers, and so forth. Wher
ever I went I felt sexier than I’d ever felt
before, and I immensely enjoyed the looks
from men and women both. Susan and I
did everything together, from drinking,
dinner, and shows, to more shopping. Be
cause I liked the extra vampish touch, I
bought a quantity of Susan’s six-inch ciga
rettes—all in colors to match my new out
fits, I was thri lled by my new ultrasexy
image and, needless to say, by a week’s
delights in Susan’s bed. In bed or out we
had a fabulous time and spent most of our
time high. I realized that I’d acquired a fet
ish for Susan’s stoned-and-Spandexed
image and that it was to become part of
my image as well.

I was sad to leave at the end of the week
but I knew we’d see one another soon
again.

I was keen to show off the new me when
I got home to my husband. He was flipped
out to see me get off the plane in one of my
new outfits. I had on the shiniest, tightest
purple Spandex jumpsuit I could find, of

course with a matching cigarette. My hus
band has occasionally smoked pot, and
although I’d never tried it despite his urg-
ings, he was thri lled when I suggested we
get high. We had a wild lovemaking ses
sion that night. I told him of my affair with
Susan, and to my surprise he found this
very exciting. He suggested we invite Su
san to stay with us.

Well, I’ve now bought my husband his
own men’s style Spandex jeans, which he
just loves. One night last week, he even
dressed in one of my jumpsuits and greet
ed me at the door. My new image and fet
ishes have given a whole new dimension
to sex for me and my husband. We both
look forward to Susan's visit in two weeks.
Perhaps that wil l be the source of a new
letterl—Name and address withheld

A SIDE TRIP
I  have been reading your magazine for
many years and never thought I would
have anything to write you about. Most of
my sex life, although very satisfying, has
been rather uneventful. I am a happily
married man in my early forties, and al
though I have had al l the normal fantasies,
I have never actually experienced them. I
have had a couple of minor affairs, but
nothing out of the ordinary. Unti l a recent
business trip, that is.

I was visiting one of the mountain states
here in the West and found myself with a
little extra time on my hands. I decided to
visit one of our beautiful national parks for
some relaxation and fishing. In the rented
car that I had been provided for my stay, I
drove up into the mountains. I was driving
along, enjoying the scenery, when I no
ticed a young lady pulled off the road on a
turnout with a flat tire. She was sitting on a
rock, looking rather dejected. I stopped
and asked her if I could help. It turned out
that she had opened her trunk only to find
that her spare tire was also flat. I offered to
take her and her spare tire to a small
mountain town, which was just up the road
a few miles, where I knew there was a ga
rage. She thanked me and we threw the
spare tire in my trunk and drove off to get it
fixed.
She was a very pretty young Oriental

girl (I’d guess about twenty years old), un
der five feet tall, with beautiful long hair
cascading down to her beautifully round
ed butt. She was dressed in tight-fitting
blue jeans and tank top. I asked her what
she was doing driving out here in the
mountains alone. She said she and some
girl friends had been visiting in the city I
had just come from, but they had already
flown home and she had borrowed her
aunt’s car to do some sightseeing before
she also went back to college on the East
Coast. We soon arrived at the small town
and found the only garage closed, but one
of the townspeople offered to go get the
owner for us. By the time he arrived and
finally fixed the spare tire, it was getting
late in the day. She said she was not used
to driving in the mountains at night, so we
hurried back to her car and got the spare
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fell, exhausted, onto the bed, and while re
laxing I told her that was the first time any
one had ever licked my ass hole or
deep-throated me and I was surprised that
someone as small as her could have swal
lowed it al l the way. She just smiled and
said I tasted so good that I could expect
more of the same.
Well, to make a long story short, I never

did get to go fishing that weekend, but
since we fucked and sucked all through
the next two days, I didn’t miss it at all.
When we got back to the city, I drove her
to the airport and she gave me her ad
dress and telephone number. Since she is
attending a school just a few hundred
miles away, I hope to soon go "sightsee
ing” with her again sometime.—Name
and address withheld
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A CASE HISTORY
I occasionally make contact with couples
looking for a third sex partner. My latest
experience is one to be shared.

I had first met Ned and Katy almost a
year ago for dinner, but we did not get to
gether afterwards. Katy seemed a bit shy
and quiet during dinner conversation. I
telephoned them a few months later to see
if they would like to meet again. Ned told
me to call him back at his office the next
day to discuss the matter,

telephoned again, Ned ex
plained that he couldn’t talk freely at home
and wanted to talk with me in private. He
explained that they had never before had
a three-way encounter and that at our din
ner together Katy was embarrassed out of
her mind. But Ned was sti l l hoping to get
her into threesomes and then maybe four
somes, so he was willing to talk about it
again with me. I asked him to let me think
about it for a bit and that I would call him
back later.

I  realized that because of Katy’s shy
ness I should suggest a preplanned, low-
key activity. I called Ned to discuss a plan,
and here’s what happened.
We met for dinner again near their

home. I dressed in a dark suit and Katy
wore a skirt, as she was instructed to do.
The conversation was great and Ned and I
had a twinkle in our eyes, since we knew
what was to follow; Katy was still rather
subdued.
Then we went to a hotel room and drew

three chairs close together in a circle. Katy
and Ned sat, crossed their legs, and
watched as I started the ball rolling. I took
off my coat and tie and then everything
else down to my white briefs. Katy was
certainly taking in the scene but did cast
her eyes aside or to the floor often as if she
was nervous. I stood close to them in front
of the one empty chair and with my finger
outlined the coiled semisoft penis bulging
in my briefs. Already a wet spot was grow
ing at its tip. Katy was a lovely, petite wom
an, about five-three and maybe 110
pounds, with long, straight black hair. The
sight of her watching me was causing my
penis to squirm as it grew larger. My penis
isn't the world’s largest—it’s seven inches
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tire on. Since it would be almost dark by
the time we would get back to town, I sug
gested that she follow me and stay at a
motel there for the night. She thanked me
for the help and offered to treat me to din
ner for my trouble.

After we got back to town, she got a
room at the motel for herself (I was still
planning to continue on). We ate dinner
and I was about to leave when she sug
gested that we go to her room for a couple
of drinks before I went. I was glad she sug
gested it, since I was hesitant to make a
play for a girl obviously young enough to
be my daughter. We got to her room and
she poured a couple of glasses of cool
wine for us from the picnic cooler she had.
I was beginning to get quite turned on to
her when she suggested that we take a
bath to get rid of the sweat and grime from
the work of changing the tire. More than
eagerly I nodded affirmatively, and we
nearly ran to the bathtub. She stripped
and revealed a pair of perfectly upturned
breasts topped with smal l , hardened nip
ples, just barely covered by her long cas
cading hair. She had an exquisite little butt
and her mound was covered with a little
triangle of black hair. She refused to let
me do anything and instead soaped and
washed me all over, paying particular at
tention to my rock-hard cock, balls, and
even my ass hole. We were so turned on
by then that we just briefly dried each oth
er with towels and ran back to the bed.
16 PENTHOUSE

She had me l ie down on the bed and she
kneeled over me, kissing my body al l over
and caressing me with her beautiful hair
whi le I fondled her breasts, which, to my
surprise, although ample, were as hard as
the nipples that topped them. She then
said she wanted to suck my cock and
bal ls, which, she said, were the largest
she had ever held (I don’t consider myself
that much larger than normal, but I didn’t
correct her).

To my surprise she lifted my legs and
started by licking my ass hole and then
working her way up to my bal ls and final ly
my cock, which she slowly but persistently
swallowed al l the way down to the base of
it. Her smal l mouth was stretched to its l im
it around my thick cock, but she managed
to move her tongue around my cock in a
way that drove me out of my mind. I
watched, fascinated, as her beautiful face
and hair bobbed up and down over my
cock, which kept disappearing down her
throat. Finally I could take no more and I
erupted into her hungry mouth. She tried
to swal low most of it, but with so much of
my cock in her mouth some of it dribbled
out and ran down my bal ls. Reluctantly
she released my cock and l icked up al l the
come she had missed. I turned her over on
all fours and drove my still-hard cock into
her cunt doggie-style. Her tight pussy
squeezed my cock as I drove furiously into
her and again I unloaded a torrent of come
that her pussy had milked from me. We



long and six inches in circumference. No
big deal, but nice.
As Katy and Ned watched I lowered the

briefs, and my dick flopped forward, dan
gling and swaying for a few seconds while
my balls bobbed underneath before I
pushed the briefs to the floor. Then I sat
down in the triangle, legs slightly parted,
completely nude. Katy then knew her part
was next.
She looked at both of us and didn’t

smile, but rather looked intent and busi
nesslike. She uncrossed her legs, then
gathered her hair and tossed it back be
hind her. Her trim figure was very attrac
tive. I knew what Katy was wearing, since I
had suggested this whole plan to them.
She had on a skirt, tight white body shirt,
and a nice blouse on top of that.

Katy parted her legs just slightly,
enough for me to see the white patch be
tween her legs. Then slowly she moved
her legs a little farther apart. My dick was
rolling around and starting to lift off my leg
and to point skyward. She lifted her skirt
up and stroked her inner leg just below her
pussy, then let her finger trace the line of
her pussy lips. By now my penis was at ful l
staff and the head was bulging. I wrapped
a hand around the base of my shaft and
pumped it a few times as I watched Katy.
She put her fingers under the legband of
her tights and began to draw the nylon
tighter so that it showed more of her. I
wrapped both hands around my prick.
Now this was al l we had asked Katy to

do, a little teasing while they both watched
me. I was timing myself to come at this
point. But Katy kept going on her own. She
drew the nylon crotch between her pussy
lips, and I became curious, because I
could see no wispy black cunt hair. She
looked me right in the eyes now and was
smiling.

I took the initiative and moved to the bed
and told her to stand over me. I looked up
her skirt and continued to pump my dick.
Ned moved over beside us and cupped
my balls in his hand, then reached up un
der Katy’s skirt and felt her legs. She knelt
down, straddling my face, and I used my
teeth to gently nibble her crotch before
she took off the skirt. The blouse went
quickly too. Ned and I sat on either side of
her as she lay on the bed and began to
peel off her tights. First I leaned over and
kissed her gently, then took off the shoul
der straps and down it came. She had
small breasts with tiny dark brown nipples.
Ned stood back to let me do the honors

as I continued on down. Her pussy was a
treat—sure enough, she had a small tuft of
black hair on her mens veneris, but the
lips between her legs were hairless. I
leaned forward and kissed her once more,
then traced her pussy lips with my tongue
before inserting it between those lips to
find her clit.

Ned had undressed and joined us in
bed. Katy asked for me to come up near
her head, where she grabbed my prick
and drew it into her mouth. Ned took up
the cue and began to work between her
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legs. We went on and on for a few hours,
onto the floor, in the chairs, and in the
shower. Afterward Ned said that he had
not discussed any of this with Katy before
hand (except the planned part) and that he
had never seen her so excited.

Good for them. And I hope this won’t be
my last time either.—Name and address
withheld

began clearing my desk off while she
dropped her pantyhose and lifted her skirt
up. Placing her on her back on top of the
desk, I quickly moved between her legs—
placing one over each shoulder—and
buried my face in that hot, moist, juicy,
love nest. Her gyrations told me that she
enjoyed this as much as I did.

I worked my tongue up and down her
sweet slit, occasionally dipping it deep in
that love tunnel. I took one last long sweep
from her bung hole up to her love button.
She let out a low moan, and I knew it was
time to concentrate on her clit.

Nancy’s clit extended about one inch
and I sucked it between my lips while my
tongue whipped it rapidly side to side.
Soon her moaning became louder. She
arched her back, clamped her legs
around my neck, and came continuously
for ten minutes as I wasted not one drop of
her love juices.

After she regained her composure, she
grinned and said, “One good lick de
serves another.’’ She reached down and
unzipped my pants, letting my six-inch
pole pop out right in front of her face. With
expertise I had never experienced before,
she engulfed the entire six inches in one
gulp. She began moving her head up and
down my saliva-greased pole, while syn
chronizing her right hand at the base, and
pumped with both her hand and her
mouth, bringing me to an orgasm I wil l
never forget. She continued sucking on

my limp pole unti l she got the last drop.
With all the evidence deposited in her
mouth, she grinned and swallowed. We
quickly got dressed and went back to our
daily responsibil ities.
We have met several times since that

day, each with favorable results. We have
even gotten to the point now where we
honor each other’s needs. When I find my
self exceptionally horny, she wil l relieve
my tensions with no qualms about both of
us having to come, and vice versa. To say
the least, I find much more incentive in go
ing to work these days.—Name and ad
dress withheld

WORK-INCENTIVE PROGRAM
I would like to begin by stating that I have
been an avid reader of your magazine for
approximately three years now. I work in a
rural area where a number of my col
leagues are rather conservative. There
fore, I never conceived any possibilities of
sexual encounters during office hours.

Approximately four months ago, my
new secretary, Nancy, picked up one of
my Penthouse magazines and began
reading your “Forum” section. She’s an
attractive strawberry-blonde about five-
seven, with a 34-24-35-inch figure. Before
long, she admitted that she was getting
extremely wet between her legs. Need
less to say, I took advantage of the situa
tion and asked her if there were anything I
could do to relieve the stress. She grinned
and shut the door behind her. Nancy
didn’t hesitate one minute.
She came and sat on my lap and I start

ed sucking on one of her breasts as I
squeezed the nipple of the other tit. She
instantly started moaning and squirming. I

PULLING RANK
I’m sitting here reading your October 1982
issue and decided I’d write. I get your
magazine every month, and have never
read a letter from anyone who has had an
experience like mine.

I’m a twenty-six-year-old female and a
military training instructor in Utah. I’m con
sidered attractive by my peers and I work
out at the gym every day to stay in shape.
With the new standards, I get to push male
and female trainees. One of my most
memorable experiences was with one of
my female trainees. I don’t consider my
self a lesbian, but I do enjoy a sweet pussy
time and again.
One day when I was sitting in my office,

one of the trainees came to me with a
problem. She had been crying, and told
me she had gotten a letter from her boy
friend telling her they were through. We
talked for about an hour, and while we
were talking, I couldn’t help noticing that
she had a very lovely figure. Although she
was no beauty queen, she was very cute. I
consoled her and told her if she needed
anything else to let me know.
As the days went by, she seemed to be

come attached and was always offering to
help me or ask a question. I myself was
starting to get hot for this l ittle lady. I would
find any excuse to go into the dorm after
PC while they were in the showers just to
get a look at her lovely body.
One night in about the twentieth day of

training, I was in the office rather late do
ing some paperwork, and decided to stay
there for the night. We have a bed in our
office, so it was easy.

I  locked the doors and started to get
ready for bed. I always sleep nude, and
when I got to bed, I started stroking my
pussy, thinking of my trainee. I closed my
eyes and started to stroke my skin and rub
the inside of my thighs with my fingers,
thinking they were her soft lips. As I
worked on my painfully hard nipples, I
worked my other hand feverishly over my
cunt lips and clit. I keep a large, rubber
dildo by my bed at home, and was wishing
I had it when there was a knock at the
door. At first it startled me. I was so deep
into what I was doing I must have made
more noise than I thought.

I asked what they wanted, it was my
trainee. She was pulling dorm guard and
asked if I was al l right. I got up, put my
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Think about your favorite painting. The first
time you experienced it you were impressed.
Awed perhaps. But once was not enough.
Because you were so impressed you came
back to enjoy the masterpiece. Time and
time again. I

IIf that train of thought is not enough to .
convince you to try a six-pack of Grolsch " /'i
Beer, perhaps learning of Grolsch’s reputa-i
tion and heritage may be. \
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1Grolsch has been impressing beer
drinkers for over 300 years. Our brew is
made from only the finest ingredients. And
then carefully lagered for three months. That

insures the beer drinkers of the world a taste
that’s truly superior.

How do they describe that superiority?
In many different ways. All of them
complimentary.

But don't take their word for it. Taste
Grolsch yourself. And draw your own
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pants on, and opened the door. She obvi
ously must have kno\wn I was terribly
aroused, as my nipples were sti ll very stiff.
She asked if she could come in, and I
opened fhe door.

Without a word she started to kiss my
nipples and undid my pants with a free
hand. Her hot little mouth felt so good on
my aching nipples. She sat me down on
the bunk and put my legs over her shoul
ders and Immediately dove into my pussy,
sucking like crazy. She was nibbling and
rubbing her face all over my soaking-wet
pussy lips. I thrust my hips at her face as
she made me come. She kissed me very
deeply, our tongues battling. Again with
out a word, she got up and quietly left.
The next day there wasn't a word. Just a

cute smile from her when no one was
watching. I couldn’t stand it. I had to have
her. The trainees were due for a town pass
the last Saturday that they were there. So I
discreetly told her to plan on coming to my
house. I got soaking-wet just thinking
about it.
The day finally came. I had a friend of

mine pick her up and bring her to my
house. We sat around our pool for a while
and did some swimming and sunbathing. I
couldn't keep my eyes off of her. We went
in for lunch, and after we ate I just couldn’t
stand it any longer. I pulled her to me in a
deep, hot kiss. She readily embraced me
and returned my hot, passionate kiss. In
no time we were totally nude and in my

king-sized waterbed. I laid her down and
told her to just lie back and enjoy. I kissed
every inch of her body from head to toe.
She hadn’t had any sex for a long time,
exoept masturbating, as I found out later,
and she was so hot that she couldn’t lie
still. I sucked her nipples into my mouth.
God, they were so large. As I sucked, I
would scrape them against my teeth. This
drove her wild. As I did this, I had my right
hand working on her pussy lips. She was
flooding my hand. I would lightly scrape
her clit with the tip of my fingernail , then
plunge my fingers deep into her steaming
hole. Then I’d use my two middle fingers,
working them in and out and twisting while
I used the knuckle of my index finger to put
pressure on her clit. Her hips were sway
ing out of control as I sucked first one nip
ple, then the other, and worked her pussy
with one hand and inserted a finger of the
other into her tight little ass. Finally, I
turned her over and got my dildo out of my
nightstand. It’s twelve inches long and
plenty fat. As I slowly fi lled her pussy with
my dildo I rimmed her ass with my tongue.
She raised up off the bed and begged me
to fuck her harder. I starfed slowly, and
gradually built up speed as I shoved the
rubber cock in and out of her swollen pus
sy. She was bucking so wildly I couldn’t
keep my mouth on her hot little ass. I want
ed to taste her come, so I withdrew the dil
do and sucked feverishly on her swollen
clit. Her juices tasted sweeter than I imag¬

ined. As she came, she flooded my face
with her sweet juice.
We spent the rest of the afternoon in

bed, sucking and fucking like there was no
tomorrow. It was one of the best I’ve ever
had.
She graduated, and calls from her new

base from time to time. I told my boyfriend
about the experience and he got so
worked up, we ended up in bed with one
hell of a ferrific fuck session. We’re going
to call her to see if we can’t get together for
a three-way. We can hardly wait.—Name
and address withheld

WEDDING REHEARSAL
I have been reading your letters, and for
the most part, I think they are made up by
some Harvard reject with nothing to do at
this stage in his/her life. I did, however,
have a situation that might just qualify for
your special section called “Forum.”
About a year ago, my youngest sister

was about to be married, and I was asked
to give the bride away, as my dad had
passed away many years before. The
honor was mine, but because of a tight fi
nancial situation, I couldn’t take my wife
and daughter. My wife is a most trusting
person, and insisted that I go back to Ala
bama for the wedding. I decided to stay
with a friend I had worked with years be
fore rather than with the crowd, and, of
course, there was plenty of super smoke
all around the house. The second day af
ter my arrival back in the South, I met my
new sister-in-law. Dee was a nice lady.
Nothing to get excited about at first
glance, and at first glance I kept in mind
that I was indeed just meeting a new mem
ber of the family. In a few moments of con
versation, I learned al l about her, and I
was impressed by her intel ligence and
depth. Even though she was a few years
older than me, I was impressed with her to
the point that sex was beginning to start to
play a role in my attentiveness. I tried to
wash those thoughts out of my mind.

Later that night, we had the traditional
rehearsal. Then we had a traditional re
hearsal dinner, and after that, nothing else
was traditional. Dee had played with my
leg under the table . . . not a lot, but just
enough to make my shorts look like a pup
tent. After the dinner was over, I suggest
ed that she might like to join me in a visit to
my friend’s house and then I’d give her a
tour of the town. She wasted no time in
accepting in a manner that made every
one in the group think that she was doing
me a favor, and I sounded like I was bend
ing over backwards for her. We went to
my friend’s house and immediately lit up a
doobie for me, and she decided to stick
with the white wine. We stepped out onto
the back porch and stood very close to
one another without saying so much as a
single word. We stayed that way for about
ten minutes, which seemed like an eterni
ty, considering the thoughts that were run
ning through my head.

This was new to me. It had been years
since I was in a position to get into extra-
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Bloodthirsty killers are stalking innocent victims.
Power-hungry madmen are threatening democracy.
Savage terrorists are trying to destroy our world.
MACK BOLAN-THE EXECUTIONER, and ABLE

TEAM and PHOENIX FORCE are always prepared for
deadly combat with our enemies, always ready to defend
and maintain personal freedom for civilized man. Their
raw courage, nerves of steel and gut-chilling missions
deliver the action you want, the way you want it.
Get into the action with MACK BOLAN, ABLE TEAM

and PHOENIX FORCE, the most popular action

Coming soon, Bolan and his avenger squads, ABLE
TEAM and PHOENIX FORCE, join forces against the
ultimate terrorist outrage-20 million Americans held
hostage! Look for the 384-page Bolan Bestseller
STONY MAN DOCTRINE.

GOOD NEWS! These exciting books are now avail
able through a mail-order subscription service. For more
information, please write:

GOLD EAGLE READER SERVICE
1440 S. Priest Drive - Dept. A
Tempe, AZ 85282
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try again.—Name and address withheld

GOOD TIMES

This is a story about the ten best days of
my life, so far, after twenty-one years. I’m
a pretty good-looking girl, working my life
away in the cold state of North Dakota.
This last summer I met a man from the

great state of Texas while he was on vaca
tion up here.

I was a l ittle buzzed after a company
football game and went to a local park with
a six-pack. It was there that I spotted a
black Chevy pickup with Texas plates. In
the back of the truck was a cooler and this

good-looking cowboy. I asked him if I
could put my beer in his cooler and that's
where it all got started.
He was up here for the whole next week

and we hit a few of the good restaurants in
town and spent some hot nights together,

I  but every morning I had to get up and go to
i  work. The day he left he stopped by where
-  I work and gave me a yellow rose with a

card that read, “Next time I see you wil l be
o  in Texas.’’ I didn’t really know if I would

ever see him again!
We kept in close touch by telephone,

talking to each other while masturbating to
some fantastic orgasms! It was during
these very intimate conversations that I
told him some of my most secret and fa-

p  vorite fantasies. I had two weeks of paid
vacation coming, and within a month I was
ready to go to Texas!

I  left home wearing a very sexy, purple
wraparound dress, discreetly slit to the
waist. Under it I wore nothing but a garter-

tion unti l she lost her cookies at least belt with stockings and high heels. All
twice, and then I had her move back so through the flight I had on my mind what a
that my cock could get into the action. It good time I was in for, and feeling so sexy,
didn't take long before she had a full load dressed the way I was, my pussy was just
up her twat, and she just kept bouncing throbbing! After just a couple of drinks and
like she never wanted it to end. We took a cigs, there I was—Texas! This was so ex
short break, she sipped, I toked, and then citing for me to be traveling such a dis-
she looked at me with those same eyes, tance and knowing only one person in the
and said, “It’s my turn," and the lady knew whole state,
exactly what to do. She took my now limp I got off the plane and couldn’t believe
cock and put it in her mouth along with my the breezy, hot, and humid weather. I was
balls, and proceeded to teach me what a walking through the crowd and suddenly
blowjob is al l about. As she made my cock there he was, the man I had been dream-
grow, she slid her finger under my balls ing of every night and had told all of my
unti l she got to my ass hole, and then, with fantasies to. I was hundreds of miles away
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an unrivaled touch, she slid that finger into from home, a total stranger to these new
me. In a few moments, she had me beg- surroundings and totally at the mercy of
ging to put it into her, but she wanted to this man I had spent'only one week with
pay back in kind and took my load and back home,
swal lowed it with a smile on her face. By We hardly said a word but kissed pas-
this time it was late, and the wedding was sionately and went to get my luggage,
the next day at noon. I took Dee home to then started out to his truck. On the way,
the place where she was staying, and ap- his wandering hand fel l on my ass, and I
parently no one heard her come in. My saw the biggest Texas grin ever. On the
friends, on the other hand, were just smi l- way to the motel we smoked a joint and
ing when I walked in the door. But they did began touching and kissing. I don’t know
the right thing. They handed me a super how we ever got to the motel, but we did
doobie, which topped off a delightful eve- and checked in immediately. We ran to

our room l ike a couple of high school kids.
In the church the next day, as I stood at Once in the room it took him no time at

the altar after giving my sister away, I ail to get my dress off and start kissing my

ning.

couldn’t help but steal several glances at breasts and nibbling at my very erect nip-
my sister-in-law. She had a special smile pies. When he came up to steal a kiss, I
on her face, and I honestly hope that in the was able to reach down and release his
near future she and I wi l l get a chance to large, hard cock. Remember, everything’s

JNCONVENTIONALTHOUGHT #2

than you^
<^rand Old Parr
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GRAND OLD PARR.THE UNCONVENTIONAL 12-YEAR OLD SCOTCH.

curricular activity, and I just didn’t want to
make a fool of myself. Al l at once I turned
to her and said, “I need to know what's
happening." She looked into my eyes and
replied, "Anything you want to happen
can and wi ll happen. It’s up to you.”

There was l ittle question in my mind
what the next step was, so I went into the
house, picked up a couple of doobies,
some more wine, and I asked my buddy to
let me use his van.

I had lived in this part of Alabama for
several years before moving away, and
with little trouble, I found one of my favorite
parking spots near the airport. As we were
driving there. Dee grabbed my hand and
sl id it inside her blouse and sighed as I
slowly manipulated her smal l but firm tits.
She slid her hand across my lap and slow
ly rubbed my cock with a touch reserved
to an artist. By the time the van was
parked, she had unzipped my pants and
pul led out my cock. Dee took my hand and
sucked on two fingers like she was into a
super blowjob. I couldn’t wait any longer.
We moved into the back of the carpeted
van and proceeded to get under way with
super intensity. After I managed to get
most of her clothes off, I had her sit on my
face so that I could l ick her cunt and ass
hole. She loved it. As I rubbed her clit with
my thumb, I stuck my tongue up her cunt
just as far as I could, and then I got my
finger wet and slid that up her ass hole,
which made her cry out. I kept up the ac-
22 PENTHOUSE



America. In fact, our "On Demand

4WD's" actually cost less than many
cars without 4WD.

Optimum options.** The Hill-

Holder™ clutch, when properly en
gaged, prevents drifting back after

stopping as you go up steep hills.

Power windows. Power steering.

Cruise control. A new digital dash.
For all of the above reasons, and

many more,Subaru delivers outstand

ing value. Not to mention 4 wheel

independent suspension and power
assist front disc brakes as standard

equipment.
Also standard are two features

that come with

every Subaru:

durability and reliability. And you donT
have to demand them. We do.

SUBARU FINANCIAL SERVICES.

DEMAND Participating Subaru dealers can now

offer a lending hand in many different
ways. Very attractive finance rates.

Insurance. Extended service programs.
They don't just take good care of

you, they take complete care of you.
4WD.

MAXIMUM TRACTION.
IN MINIMUM TIME. I®

INEXPENSIVE. AND BUILT
TO STAY THAT WAY.Subaru pioneered the only vehicles in

America you can switch into

four wheel drive without stopping.
With our "On Demand Four

Wheel Drive System", the instant you

need extra safety and traction, you
simply flick the lever.

And immediately you go from
full time Front Wheel Drive to Four

Wheel Drive. (For tougher going, cer

tain models offer a dual range gear
box). Subaru gives you the advan¬
tages of both Front Wheel Drive and

4WD in one road-hugging vehicle.

HOW WE DELIVER MAXIMUM VALUE.
EVERY TIME.

Great gas mileage. The average mile¬
age for our entire line of "On Demand

4WD's" is 1261 ERA est. mpg,35 est.hwy*
Low sticker price. We offer some

of the lowest priced 4WD vehicles in

■_I

■
1S)>|UBARU OF AA«RICA;1NC;T982



inner thighs were. I had so never wanted
to be brutally fucked in al l my lifel Finally
he gave in to my desires and climbed on
top of me and really let me have it. It
seemed to last forever and the orgasms
seemed constant and earth-shattering. I
had never felt so good, and when it was
over and he had released me, we relaxed
with a glass of wine and some really great
weed.
Now it was my turn! With him now blind

folded and tied up, 1 was now in control. At
first I concentrated on his extremely sensi
tive nipples and teased the hel l out of him.
I  really had him going when I wet my fin
gers in my pussy and started playing with
his ass hole and tickled his thighs while I
continued nibbling his nipples. I was as
horny as he was by this time, and so I
climbed on and rode his rock-hard cock
better than I ever had before! While fuck
ing the living daylights out of him, I took off
his gag and kissed him with a mouth full of
wine. After we both came, I collapsed on
top of his still-bound body, wanting to
keep him right there between my legs for
ever!
The rest of my vacation you can leave to

your imagination. When my ten days were
over, we had to race to the airport to catch
my flight. I am hoping we wil l see each oth
er again on our vacations. Absence
makes the heart, mind, and body grow
fonder and hornier!—Name and address
withheld

WE’LL TAKE ON ANYBODY IN LEATHER,

#/#

DOUBLES
I am a twenty-nine-year-old bachelor, fair
ly well-off, and I live in my own house in a
suburb of Atlanta. I read your magazine
occasionally and believe that most of your
“Forum” letters are made up. Well, this
one isn’t.

Last Saturday, I was jogging with my
dog around the neighborhood when Lau
ra, the nineteen-year-old daughter of a
neighbor, pulled up alongside me in her
car. She is very pretty, with long, blond
hair. She has an ass and tits that would
revive the dead. I had said hello a few
times to her in the past but never had the
occasion to even talk to her at any length.

After stopping her car, she said hi and
asked if I wanted to play tennis at her
house. Fler parents are very wealthy and
have a tennis court on their property. I told
her I was game, and after taking the dog
back home and grabbing my racquet and
tennis shoes, I got in my'car and drove
over to her house. Laura was already on
the court, practicing serves, wearing very
tight cutoffs and a very loose T-shirt; She
was definitely without a bra and her tits
were bouncing all over.
We played two sets, and although^he is

a very good player I won them both.
While I was toweling off, she suggested

that we go in the house for a cool drink. I
agreed, and once we got inside I said,
“Where are your folks?” Laura explained
that they'd left early that morning and
would be back the next day. Fler sister,
Kathy, who happens to be twenty-two and

slowly went in and out till we couldn’t help
but pick up the pace. Then, with our hands
at my dripping-wet pussy, we shook the
ground with unbelievable orgasms, then
collapsed on the ground until we had
enough strength to climb in the truck and
head back to town.
The next night we stayed at his place,

drank wine, and watched movies on his
video recorder. Then he led me into the
bedroom and I asked him why his brief
case was on the bed. Fle just smiled and
said it was to fulfill one of my fantasies.
Just then he pushed me on the bed and
forcefully ripped off all my clothes. My
pussy was so excited with the suspense of
it all! Fle opened up his briefcase and im
mediately blindfolded me. Fle had me
pinned spread-eagle on the bed, and in no
time at ai l had me totally tied up. There
wasn’t a thing I could do!

I  felt so aroused and helpless, it was
fantastic. My pussy just yearned for more!
Fle stuck his cock in my mouth and I
sucked so hard and wanted it in my pussy
so bad. After he came in my mouth, he
started fingering my soaked pussy and
sticking his fingers in my mouth. All this
excitement was driving me crazy, and it
was then I was begging him to fuck me. Fle
then gagged me. Then he used a feather
and started tickling me al l over. I am an
extremely ticklish person but this was
about to bring me to the brink of explod
ing. I never realized how ticklish my soft

bigger in Texas. Now I know what they
mean by damn Yankees! Fle just loved it
when I’d rub his sensitive nipples and
suck and nibble on them while he was
pumping his lovely cock into my pussy. Fle
could go on and on like no man I had ever
been with before. We worked up such a
terrific sweat that I had a pool in my belly-
button and it was splashing all over the
place. Later that afternoon we showered
and got ourselves ready for a night out on
the town.

Fle had always talked about the “Big ol’
Texas Moon,” and the next night he
showed me what he meant by that. Bar
time in Texas is two o’clock, and that was
also when the temperature became bear
able for a girl from the North. After a nice
night of wine and some Texas dancing, we
took off to a bayou just outside of town.
We spread a blanket on the shore, and
there was one of the largest and most
beautiful full moons I had ever seen. Fle
undressed me with his teeth while I lay
there, enjoying the moon and the scent of
pine trees. Fle swiftly rolled me over on my
stomach and began fingering my moist
pussy while licking my ass hole. It felt so
good out there with nothing but our animal
instincts to guide us. I began crying out for
him to fuck my ass hole. I sucked and
slobbered al l over his cock while he was
working on me. Then slowly he began
forcing his hard cock into me, inch by
inch, and when I could take it all in, he
24 PENTHOUSE



gorgeous, had gone shopping and
wouldn’t be back unti l the afternoon.
She made our drinks and set them

down on the coffee table. She sat down on
a couch opposite me with one leg on the
armrest and one down on the floor, giving
me a great view of her crotch. I was stil l
standing in front of her and my cock was
starting to get hard. So, holding my drink
in one hand, I put my other hand inside my
shorts pocket to hold my prick down. It
was turning out to be a little embarrassing.
Just then Laura said, “It’s almost lunch
time. I can fix us a sandwich but first I’m
going to change.’’ She got up and ran up
stairs while I was sti l l considering the ad
visability of staying for lunch. She was
really getting me horny.
Suddenly she called down to me, “Can

you come up here and help me? I’ve got a
problem." So I went upstairs and there
she was, in her bedroom, fumbling with
the zipper of her cutoffs. “It’s stuck right at
the top. Can you help me?” I hesitated, but
she said it was okay. I was thinking that it
was awfully close to her pussy and she
was getting me very horny. I said, “Laura,
as much as I’d like to help you ..." She
said, “No problem. I’ ll put my own hand
on the inside of my shorts." So I grabbed
the zipper and pulled hard. The damned
thing came open immediately, and here I
am, staring at Laura’s hand holding onto
her pretty pussy, without underwear. She
said, “Look, I saw you holding your cock
downstairs and I am not about to pass this
up." I felt I’d regret it, but I wasn’t about to
hold back. I went down on my knees, and
while holding herfirm l ittle ass in my hands
I started rubbing her pussy with my nose,
my chin, my lips, and finally my tongue.
She had blond pubic hair, and her clit

was sticking out. My tongue was lapping it
and she was moaning and wiggling while
trying to open her legs wider. She said,
"Fuck me, please!" But I wanted her to eat
my cock first. I laid her on the bed and took
al l my clothes and her T-shirt off. She had
the most erect and prettiest nipples I have
ever seen. She told me she’d never had a
cock in her mouth, so I brought her over
me and took her head in my hands and
told her to put her lips around its head.
“Now lick my shaft . . . move your tongue
.  . .” I told her. While she was learning, I
moved one of my hands down so that with
my thumb I could rub her clit and slide my
middle finger slowly up her ass hole. I
thought she was going to come unglued.
She started moaning louder and louder
and pulling my cock faster and faster. I
couldn’t hold back any longer and shot my
come into her mouth. She was kind of tak
en by surprise and let my cock slip out of
her mouth so that come dripped all over
her tits.
And speaking of surprises, there in the

doorway stood Laura's sister, Kathy, with
one hand rubbing her pussy and the other
under her shirt on her tits! She said, “I’l l
tel l if you don’t share!" My prick was al
ready going limp and this shock didn’t
help any. Laura was stil l sitting over me.
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Why It’s Such
A Rare Bird

Wild Turkeys are masters
of camouflage and evasion.
A large flock of birds will lie
quietly within yards of a
man passing through the
forest, and never be seen.

The Wild Turkey is
truly a native bird, unique
to America. And it is the
unique symbol of the
greatest native whiskey in
America-Wild Turkey.
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had tobut Kathy couldn't care less. She walked
right In, getting undressed at the same
time. "I can suck you better than she
can,” she assured me. She held my limp
prick in her lips, while trying to stroke it
with the tips of her fingers.

I  turned my attention to her and started
eating her beautiful, auburn snatch while
with one hand I was stil l fingering Laura.
Then, once my cock got hard again, I
slowly entered Kathy's pussy. At this point
Laura moved over to place her pussy right
over Kathy’s face. Kathy, with her eyes
closed, started licking and eating her sis
ter. What a sight! We al l came like crazy.

After our session I called my house
keeper and told her I wasn't going to be
home for dinner. The three of us had din
ner together, naked, of course. I left their
place the following morning after another
long night of eating, fucking, and suck
ing.—Name and address withheld

first week on the job. Jeff met me at the
door in the company of a stunningly beau
tiful woman, whom he introduced as his
wife, Lila. She was in her early twenties, at
least fifteen years younger than Jeff, with
auburn hair, large brown eyes, and an in
credible body that sent a small shiver up
my back.
"Let me close the door before you catch

a chill,” she said as Jeff took my coat. “Be
careful or she'l l have you bundled up and
stuffed with vitamin C before you know it,”
he quipped. The thought of being bundled
up with Lila was enough to keep an other
wise dull party interesting. I observed Jeff
virtually ignoring his wife the rest of the
evening as he drank heavily with his
guests and business clients. My shyness
was enough to keep me at a safe distance
from Lila unti l she gently brushed me with
her body as I went to get my coat and
whispered, "Hope to see you again
soon.”
"Soon” came about two weeks later,

after Jeff called me late one night at my
apartment and told me to stop by his
house the next morning to pick up some
papers for delivery to a client. Apparently,
he had made last-minute plans to attend a
two-day meeting in Chicago and was leav
ing on an early flight.

Although I am probably better than av
erage-looking, my strict upbringing has al
ways led me to be overly reserved,
especially in the presence of women.

When Lila answered the door,
swallow several times to get rid of the
lump in my throat before I could answer
her invitation to come in and have some
early-morning coffee. Part of the problem,
of course, was Lila herself. Covering her
Penthouse body was a large terry-cloth
robe, which was too big and must have
been Jeff's. It was loosely tied in the front,
revealing the tops of two gorgeous
breasts. Her hair was in a sleepy jumble
and her bare feet caused me to speculate
on what else might be bare underneath
the robe.
As we sat down at the kitchen table, I

couldn't keep my eyes from wandering to
her amply revealed cleavage. After a few
minutes she noticed my stare and began
to move her hand to close the top of the
robe. “Please don’t,” I said, “I’m not em
barrassed if you’re not.” Her sleepy
brown eyes lit up. “Okay,” she said as her
hand dropped against the robe, revealing
more of a tantalizing view. My cock started
to inch its way up to the top of my jockeys.
As Lila stood up to get something from the
refrigerator, a beautiful nipple revealed it
self from inside the robe. Itwas more than I
could take. She asked me if I wanted any
thing to eat with my coffee. “How about
you?” I replied. She answered by turning
around and untying the loose knot on the
front of the robe. I had guessed correctly.
Only her firm, erect nipples, beautiful skin,
and soft brown hair in the vee of her long

HE DELIVERS
After growing up and attending college in
the same comfortable midwestern college
town, I was not in much of a hurry to look
for jobs elsewhere when graduation ap
proached. An old friend introduced me to
a local real estate agent with more work
than he could handle in his one-man busi
ness. Apparently, the business was not al l
he couldn’t handle by himself.

Jeff, the agent, threw a party at his well-
appointed home the Saturday after my
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illumination. Anyone who isn’t con
sidered a good candidate is refused
treatment. Scalp photographs are
taken at each visit (every two months)
to chart progress. Pilo-Genic’s basic
program involves either lotion or
cream ^applied nightly), plus sham
poo and conditioner (used every morn
ing). It’s necessary to adhere diligently
to the rules, which include not using
any other hair products once the regi
men has been started. Results are
slow, but worth the wait: Within two to
four months, excess fallout should
cease; regrowth can become apparent
in about six months. (Of course, the
full term is needed to, achieve max
imum results.)
What differentiates Pilo-Genic

therapy from all others is the correct
dosage of biotin; its unique delivery
system; a doctor on staff at every
clinic; and products that are sold only
after examination, never by mail.

GETTING YOUR HEAD TOGETHER

PILO-GENIC RESEARCH ASSOCIATES
250 West 57th Street, N.Y., N.Y, 10019
(212)246-2224

ALABAMA

Pilo-Genic of Birmingham
(205)956-4430

ARIZONA
Pilo-Genic of Phoenix
(602) 253-7474

CALIFORNIA

Pilo-Genic of Hollywood
(213)508-0991
Pilo-Genic of Palo Alto
(415)856-4305
Pilo-Genic of Orange County
(714)898-6943

NEVADA
Pilo-Genic of Reno
(702)329-5345
Pilo-Genic of Las Vegas
(702) 369-0115
NEW YORK

Home Office (N.Y, City)
(212)246-2224
(212)246-2727
Pilo-Genic of Brooklyn
(212)375-0678

OHIO
Pilo-Genic of Toledo
(419)472-1169

PENNSYLVANIA

Pilo-Genic of Philadelphia
(215)568-0582

RHODE ISLAND
Pilo-Genic of Providence
(401)421-5589

TEXAS
Pilo-Genic of Dallas
(214)422-7115

WASHINGTON, D.C.
Pilo-Genic of Washington, D.C.
(202) 234-0008

WISCONSIN
Pilo-Genic of Milwaukee
(414)258-4769

CANADA
TORONTO

Pilo-Genic of Toronto
(416)362-3201

(212) 246-2727

Copyright 1980 by GQ Magazine, Inc. Reprinted with permission.

SAVING YOUR SCALP
If you’re seeking a “miracle” cure for
baldness, forget it, because there is
none. After all, if doctors, tricholo-
gists and hairstylists really knew the
cause and solution, bald heads would
be a thing of the past. Aside from he
reditary, or pattern, baldness, contrib
utory factors to hair loss include
emotional stress; drug abuse (pre
scription or non-prescription); physi
cal trauma (dyeing, perming, blow
drying); infectious diseases; medical
irregularities (inactive thyroid, ane
mia); hormonal imbalances; vitamin
and mineral deficiencies; excess vi
tamin A; insufficient protein con
sumption; and X-ray exposure.

However, many of those causes can
be controlled or reversed. Medically
documented treatments have been
able to halt excessive hair loss and, in
some cases, regrow hair.
A program we’ve thoroughly investi

gated is offered by Pilo-Genic Re
search Associates (250 West 57th
Street, New York, N.Y. 10019,
212-246-2224), with 60 clinics in
the United States, Canada, England,
the Caribbean and Australia. In con
junction with his medical laborato¬

ries, Dr. Edward Settel has developed
a topical therapy that delivers daily
megadoses (2,000 micrograms) of
biotin (the primary natural enzyme of
hair growth) to dormant hair follicles
in order to stimulate them, accelerate
production of keratin, as well as im
prove the texture and strength of exist
ing hairs. (Biotin, part of the vitamin-
B complex, is said to have no side
effects.) The success of this therapy
lies in its unique “mini-emulsion” de
livery system, which enables the ac
tive ingredient, biotin, to penetrate
the follicles.

Pilo-Genic reports a 90 percent
success rate in stopping excess fallout
and 40 to 70 percent regrowth. What’s
essential in determining someone’s
potential success is the number of
their viable roots: Once roots have
atrophied, or died, hair won’t grow un
der any circumstances.
The Pilo-Genic program calls for

time and patience—requiring from 12
to 18 months to complete. Clients are
carefully screened during their initial
consultation, at which time their
chances for success are diagnosed by
studying their hair’s roots under a
magnifying lamp with high-intensity
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then fucked ourselves to sleep.

I woke up with a start at about 10:30 a.m.
and jumped into my clothes. I was sup
posed to deliver the papers for Jeff at an
11:00 A.M. meeting. I made the meeting,
then came back for dinner and made it

with Lila for the rest of the night and the
next. Although I eventually moved to a big
ger city for a better job, Lila and I stil l bun
dle up for fun and games together when
we get the chance.—Name and address

withheld Of—g

legs greeted my eyes. Gorgeous!
Lila walked over to me as I sat in the

chair and we began to French-kiss. My
hand moved slowly up her baby-smooth
legs and they parted to reveal a tiny trickle
of pussy juice on her thigh. As my hand
reached her wetness, she arched her

back and pressed her tits into my face.
She let out a series of low moans as my
fingers entered her vagina and my lips and
tongue explored her nipples. She came
almost immediately, then took my hand
and led me upstairs to the bedroom.
My clothes came off quickly with her

help. As we fell on the bed together, I be
gan kissing her entire body while moving
in the general direction of her pussy. Her
hands gently stopped me about halfway
there. “Jeff doesn’t believe in oral sex,”

she said. I asked, “How about you?" She
replied that she had never had oral sex be
fore, so she didn't know if she believed in it

or not. I found myself wondering where in
the world Jeff had come up with this god
dess.

My caresses soon had Lila’s legs fully
parted, and I buried my face and tongue
deep in her delicious cunt. After about thir
ty seconds she came with such an intensi
ty that tears began to run down her
cheeks. As I began to soothe her and kiss
away the tears, she took my dick in her
hand and guided it to her pussy lips. I had
never felt anything like it before as I
slipped deeply inside her, watched her

delightful expression of ecstasy, and
heard her soft, moaning intake of breath.
As I started to push slowly in and out of her
heavenly opening, I could feel juices flow
ing out onto my balls. Her entire body be
gan a rhythmic fucking motion as she
positioned her legs behind my back and
pulled me deeper into her. Lila came sev
eral times before I exploded deep inside
her.

We rolled beside each other on the bed,

and I wiggled up to position my cock near
her face. Lila reached up with her hands
and rubbed my dick between them. “What
do I do now?” she asked. I reached down

and gently pushed the head of my penis
into her mouth. She was very tentative at
first, but soon I had a ful l erection. After

several minutes of Lila’s babylike sucking,
I came in her mouth. Most of my come
dripped out of her mouth and down her
chin, but I gathered it up and rubbed it al l
over my dick.

Lila was lying on her stomach, with her
beautiful hair and ass spread out on the
bed. I mounted her and guided my lubri
cated member very slowly into her won
derfully tight little ass hole, it took about
five minutes but eventually al l six inches
were throbbing inside her. I reached
around and massaged her clit and slipped
the fingers of my other hand inside her
love canal as we fucked gently. We came
at the same time, like a giant wave crash
ing on the beach. We rested a l ittle while.

For more provocative, stimulating, and
controversial letters, read the exciting Fo
rum Magazine now on sale at your news
stand, or, for this month’s copy, send $2.50
to Forum Magazine, P.O. Box 358, Belle
ville, New Jersey 07109.

PHOTO CREDITS

Earl Miller photographed Suzie Farrell,
who appears on page 60, with a Nikon
F2 camera, Nikkor 50 and 200 lenses,
Harrison filters, and Norman strobes.

The Pet of the Month, beginning on
page 79, was photographed by Michel
Moreau with a Nikon F3 camera and

Nikkor 50, 105, and 200 lenses. “Car

nival,” beginning on page 106, was
photographed by Tony Freitas with a
Nikon 35mm camera with motordrive,
a Nikkor 80-200 zoom, and a Vivitar

flash with battery pack.
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Freeze frame ©n ordinary VCR systems*

When you press the still/slow
motion button on the average VCR,
you're hit with an automatic penalty:
bands of fuzzy, jumpy, offensive
interference.

While this is unfortunate, it isn't
really surprising. Most VCRs still rely
on just two video heads, which is pre
historic compared to the four-head
system perfected by Toshiba.

With two extra heads devoted
solely to the still and slow motion
tracks, Toshiba's new V-9500 delivers
still and slow motion pictures with
amazing clarity.

To match it, you'd have to go
to a television studio. Which is also

‘Actual TV picture.

where you'd have to go to find
equipment that consistently matches
the performance level of the V-9500.

With its digital synthesized
tuner, you have access to 117 broad
cast and cable channels.

Visual search offers near limit
less flexibility. You can make fast
searches at twice normal speed or,
with variable search, from five to
twenty times normal speed.

Variable slow motion shows
you one frame at a time or creeps
along anywhere from 1/3rd to l/30th
normal speed.

And you get all these search
capabilities in Beta II and Beta III. Plus

an 18-function wireless remote con
trol and easy front loading.

In short, Toshiba has designed
everything into the V-9500 to
enhance your viewing. And nothing
to interfere with it.
A federal court has ruled that recording copyrighted materials off
the air without consent is in violation of existing copyright laws.

TOSHIBA
Toshiba America, Inc., 82 Totowa Road, Wayne, NJ 07470
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areas of interest. Letters for publication should carry name and address (in capitals, please), although these will
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needs, and their basic human rights. Her
chiidren may be the most precious com
modity in a mother's life, but she sti l l
needs adult stimulation. How many hus
bands come home and say, “Okay, hon
ey, the kids are all mine; take the keys and
go to a class or visit a friend or just do
something for yourself’’?

This all leads to resentments and quiet
stirrings of bitterness, and eventually the
male takes the “flight pattern” to return to
his old life-style. Now he wants out of the
marriage, but wants more time with the
kids. He never had the time to take out of
his busy schedule before, but suddenly
it’s miraculously bestowed on him. All of a
sudden he sees the kids as his children—
now he has the time to assume the role of.

AN INDISPOSABLE MOTHER
I am an almost-divorced working mother.
After reading Peter McCabe’s “Advise
and Dissent” in the November 1982 issue,
I found myself compelled to respond to his
personal experience of being a “dispos
able father.”
As Mr. McCabe points out, there are

nearly 5 million divorced fathers in the
U.S.A. Also, of course, 5 million divorced
mothers. Mr. McCabe referred to himself
as a conscientious father, and, not know
ing the man, I can’t dispute this. But let’s
see how conscientious the other
4,999,999 are.

Most mothers today work outside the
home to help with ever rising financial obli
gations. They do this on top of carrying the
major load of the household and family
chores on their shoulders. As nature
would have it, it is the woman who carries
the children nine months and nurtures
them for most of their “delicate years,” as
Mr. McCabe paraphrased the infant and
toddler stages. Men are neither equipped
to attend to nor interested in attending to
al l of the boring but vital daily needs of a
child’s development. Activities like
“mommy diapers,” as one commercial so
aptly puts it; visits to the doctor for routine
shots and checkups; staying up al l night
when a child becomes i ll—because Dad
dy won’t get up or because most mom
mies handle these matters more
instinctively and accurately than men do.
The sexual roles dictated by our sexual or
gans are not fair—but unti l nature or Mr.
McCabe can alter this, we are all stuck
with our respective roles in the child-rear
ing process.
How many fathers turn off the Monday

night football game to read to their young
child or listen to their fears or give them a
bath? How many daddies know the ever
changing sizes of the child’s clothes,
shoes, and educational levels? How many
daddies even know the proper toys to buy
for the child? Being a father is easy; being
a daddy is more than bringing home the
bacon and paying the bi lls and giving the
kids a few hours a week of his time.

I’m not in disagreement that the child
loses out in the custody settlements, but to
put all the blame on “angry ex-wives” is
typical of a misplaced father. Since the ad
vent of the women’s lib movement, if a
mother isn’t a Gloria Steinem, she is at
least aware of her needs and rights as a
woman and partner, whether she works
outside the home or not. Men haven’t
changed; women have. They are more
overt about sexual needs, intellectual
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as McCabe puts it, “recreational direc¬
tor.’

How many of these 5 million divorced
fathers agreed to see a counselor to try to
work out their differences in order to stay
close to their children, if not to salvage the
love they once knew with their wives? I
think that married couples should think
more seriously about marriage as being a
good-times-and-bad-times proposition.
Let’s get back to the idea that the hus-
band-and-wife relationship is a permanent
one—then the problem of child custody
and parental rights wil l no longer be a ma
jor issue!—Debbie Lopano, Medford,
N.Y.
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GuidingInversion-
Boots:

AN INDISPOSABLE FATHER
As a single parent with a three-year-old
son who is in physical custody of his moth
er, I read with interest and agreement Mr.
McCabe’s article in your November issue.
Thank you for publ ishing his article. This
kind of information is helpful to al l di
vorced fathers and men in general . We
need to pool our resources and find new
ways to overcome our pitiful plights.—
A/an Buchwaid, M.D. , Redwood City,
Caiif.

A whole new angle on staying fit.'

"to" OrdeT ̂ nT(679)'72¥2124
619) 724-7737
heck or Money Order To:

1st FITNESS
212 N. Hill St./Dept. PENT

Oceanside. CA 92054

Yes, I want the following:
□ Gravity Guiding Inversion Boots™
$79.95* includes book. Plus $4.50 shipping.
□ Gravity Guiding Inversion Boots^
& Doorway Bar $104.90* includes book.
Plus $4.50 shipping.
□ Dr. Martin’s 124 page, illustrated book,
‘The Gravity Guiding System®" $4.95.
Plus 500 shipping.
*Califomia residents add 6'/2% sales tax.

or
Or Mail

IN NO PAIN
I am responding to your recent article on
drugs and their abuse by youngsters—
“Twelve Years Old and Feeling No Pain,”
by Allan Sonnenschein (October 1982).
The guys I ran with in high school and
grade school had three reasons for doing
drugs: (1) We were fed up with life. Fed up
with not measuring up to everything our
parents said we should be. You know—
not pul l ing down straight A’s. (2) Peer
pressure. We didn’t cal l it that. It was being
cool. It was having friends to talk to when
the old man was down at the VFW. It was

Name
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City State Zip

MasterCard/Visa

Exp. Date
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being understood and belonging. With a
joint in your hand you were equai. (3) Why
not? it was available. A few bucks here
and there doing odd jobs and lawn-mow
ing took care of the expense. A iittle theft.
You’d be surprised how much money
three younguns could raise in a week's
time.

This is being written by one of us on be-
haif of the three, i hope this is ai i behind us.
But there is aiways that nagging feeling
that you are going to lose what little control
you have. Those of our relatives who know
about us have branded us “junkies.”
Some junkies—we’ve been clean for al
most two years.—William Brooks, Barton-
ville, III.

AN INVITATION TO THE SENATOR
I would like to comment on Senator Metz-
enbaum’s comments in your November
1982 issue. He admits the extreme waste
caused by the lackadaisical attitude of
most bureaucrats, yet states, “The trouble
is, this country has lost the proper motiva
tion. It doesn’t have the drive for quality
production and excellence. It just isn’t
there. Nobody wants to build better prod
ucts, to do a better job.”

It is obvious that Senator Metzenbaum
is not aware of the Norfolk Naval Shipyard
in Portsmouth, Va. We are a production
shipyard and proud to boast of being the
best in the country. If the senator would
care to visit and be shown around by a
journeyman instead of a bureaucrat, he
will find knowledgeable and skilled crafts
men, an apprenticeship program second
to none, a production record unmatched,
and an attitude throughout the yard that
“yardbirds do it better.” And we perform
with this type of excellence despite the
fact that, while we are the best, we are the
lowest paid of any production shipyard
workers in the country. We care about the
money, and complain frequently, but our
complaints never interfere with our mis
sion, and that is to repair and overhaul our
nation’s ships to the best of our ability and
ensure that when the time oomes when
defense is necessary, our boys wil l have
the best to defend us with. Our motto is
“Service to the Fleet,” and the senator
should be made aware of it.—Danny Dar
den, Norfolk Naval Shipyard, Portsmouth,

100 PROOF
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LIQUEUR
JOHN ANDERSON
After reading the interview with John An
derson in the September issue of Pent
house, I came away with a different
impression of the man than I had before.
His foolishness and naivete have grown
since the 1980 presidential race, espe
cially in foreign policy matters.
Take, for instance, his stand against be

ing the first to use nuclear weapons. What,
then, would he do about a conventional
blitzkreig-like Soviet offensive against
Western Europe that clearly could not be
stopped by non-nuclear means? Would
he allow our allies to go under and pre
pare Americans for the “Finlandization”
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of their country? Anderson certainly let his
doctrinaire liberalism get the best of him
on this one.

Anderson also shows a disturbing wil l
ingness to believe remarks made by the
late Leonid Brezhnev on the subject of nu
clear arms reductions in Europe. It seems
we have another pre-Afghanistan Jimmy
Carter on our hands, one who cannot see
the true face of the Soviet Communists un
til catastrophe strikes. Anderson, like al l
too many people who seek power at the
national level, is frighteningly ignorant of
the Soviet mind-set and the part Marxian
philosophy plays in it. This subject is much
too broad to be covered in a letter, but let
me say that the Soviets have not given up
their brand of totalitarianism,
John Anderson may be a good, moral,

Christian man; but these qualities are not
enough for a president. A president must
see the world as It is, not as what he would
like it to be. Unless Anderson gets the
"smarts” as far as the Soviet Union is con
cerned, he will not be fit to be the "leader
of the free world.”—Richard W. Kinel,
APO, San Francisco, Calif.

the term ultralight. The point being that ul
tralight aviation Is a way for the middle-
class, aviation-minded person to actually
have enough money to fly and to actually
own his own planel I submit to you as
proof the fact that the Aircraft Owners and
Pilots Association (A.O.P.A.) has formed
an ultralight division. They wil l represent
us and lobby for us, a very important step
for ultralight aviation.

I was surprised, however, to see which
of the numerous ultralights the good gen
eral chose to test. First of al l , the new
F.A.R. (Part 103) states that the speed of
an ultralight should not exceed 63 miles
per hour at the top end. This excludes the
Mitchell U-2 from the ultralight classifica
tion. General Yeager himself states that
the Mitchell P-38 is not an ultralight, and
indeed it isn't. Part 103 states that the
weight of an ultralight must be less than
254 pounds. The P-38 weighs over 300
pounds.
The biggest name in ultralight aviation is

Eipper Formance, Inc., who manufactures
the Quickslider MX. This aircraft is the
most tested and most widely distributed
ultralight available, it is an ultralight in ev
ery sense of the word. I would have liked
Chuck to fly the MX just to see his reaction.
Thank you for the article. It was great,

timely, and extremely important.—Martin
J. Steinbaum, Astronomy/Space Science
Director, Pianetarium-Space Science
Laboratory, New Rochelle, N.Y.

New federal regulations, established
since General Yeager’s article went to
press, do specify a weight limit. We thank
you for bringing this to our attention. And,
yes, there are at least a dozen excellent
ultralight aircraft—among them Eipper
Formance's Quickslider MX—that merit
attention. Space limitations did not permit
General Yeager to report on them all, but
we hope he will in a future issue.—The
Editors

WHO’S THE WORST?
I was disappointed when I read your arti
cle "The 20 Worst Football Teams,” in the
October 1982 issue. I was hoping my
home team, Syracuse University, would
qualify. Coach McPhearson would proba
bly disagree, but the team’s record is hor
rendous. At this point in the season, the
Orangemen have accumulated a record
of one win and four losses. The next two
games, Penn State and Pittsburgh, will ob
viously increase the number in the loss
column. One of the Orangemen's losses
was to Indiana, a team chosen as one of
the twenty worst in Mr. Linderman's arti¬
cle.

ULTRALIGHT FLYING
As an ultralight pilot and owner, I was ex
tremely pleased to see your article on our
fabulous sport, "The Light Stuff,” by Brig.
Gen. Charles Yeager, published in your
November 1982 issue. I believe that the
future of sport aviation is represented by

Many of us at Syracuse are hoping we
will beat Colgate on homecoming week
end, but we have our doubtsi Imagine, we
would have a 2-9 record for the season if
the Orangemen could manage that win. I
don’t think we will beat any of the remain
ing opponents—Navy, Boston College,
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and West Virginia—and if we don't, it wil l
increase the losses to nine.

I hope Mr. Linderman wil l recognize the
Orangemen next year as a contender for a
position on the twenty-worst-teams list.
The Orangemen deserve the recogni
tion.—Birch Walsh, Syracuse, N.Y.

him for his failure to be able to cope with
society, except the one person who has to
accept the responsibility, and that is Jack
Abbott. I have not read his book, nor do I
intend to. I hope Mr. Abbott will accept my
criticism as being unbiased, because he
put so much censure on the book for his
persecution by the media. He wants to
play the game by his rules and no one
else’s, and I assure you, it cannot be done
that way. I have fought the system myself,
like many of us have in one way or anoth
er, and spent time in jai l (not a penitentia
ry) for it.

Mr. Abbott claims he is a product of his
environment and seems to think none of
the crimes he committed are his fault. How
any man can convince himself of this is
beyond me. Although I try not to deal in
absolutes. I’m afraid Mr. Abbott could not
exist in any society anywhere except in the
one he presently resides in.

Mr. Abbott should find a new motto to
live by instead of “Product of your envi
ronment.” He would do well to pick a
more suitable one, like “You are what you
want to be.''—Ramon BenedettI, Portland,
Oreg.

than turning the sound monitor down and
reading Penthouse. I get a kick out of him
and his ego. He is now a doctor and gets
top bil ling. Not long ago, the show was in
troduced by a voice saying “The Old Time
Gospel Hour with Jerry Falwell.” Now it is
“Jerry Falwell and The Old Time Gospel
Hour.” May I ask where his ego is head-

As a fifth-year senior attending San Diego
State University, I was quite upset and
very disappointed in the fact that the Az
tecs were once again passed over in your
bottom-twenty selections,
there are so many bad teams to choose
from, but I believe you were in error in not
selecting S.D.S.U. As proof that a mistake
was made, I offer this as evidence: in the
Aztec’s first two outings, they were beaten
by Air Force and by California, your num
ber nine and number twenty selections.
S.D.S.U. is also a member of the bottom-
ten poll that is published in many national
newspapers, one being the Los Angeles
Times.

It is time that both the Aztecs and their
non-fans be given the recognition they are
entitled to as one of the rankest.—Name
withheld

realize that

ed?

Praise the Lord, not Jerry Falwell.—
Name withheld

Comedy has always been one of the hard
est forms of literature to write. You have
been fortunate to receive free humor for
your April 1982 issue. I am referring, of
course, to the letters from the supporters
of Jerry Falwell.
You have published a great series of ar

ticles on an atrocious phenomenon. Jerry
Falwell and other envangelists like him are
a definite cause for concern. In my opin
ion, Jerry Falwell is attempting to do what
Reverend Moon has done. The only differ
ence is that Falwell is doing it through the
mass media.—Donald G. Nichols, Ruden-
hausen. West Germany

COMBATING THE MORAL MAJORITY
I read with interest the letters regarding the
Moral Majority in the October 1982 issue
of Penthouse. I was particularly interested
in the comparisons drawn between the
Moral Majority and various fascist groups.
I  believe they are valid comparisons in

CONTINUED ON PAGE 170

JACK ABBOTT
Concerning your Penthouse interview with
Jack Henry Abbott in the December issue,
I am compelled to express the following
opinion.
The man has blamed everyone around

NOT A FAN OF FALWELL
God bless Jerry Falwell. He has given me
the peace to follow my true feelings. I am a
videotape operator at the television sta
tions carrying “The Old Time Gospel
Hour.” Nothing passes the hour faster

IfYOUtVERWAHnO
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The white water of Maine's

Allagash river looks wild. And so is
the ride you get. But Backwoods Smokes
are different. They look wild. But taste mild.

All natural tobacco is the reason.

And Backwoods gives you a genuine
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its natural sweetness.
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●Learn how to make your own home
movies. Once you’ve found a wil l ing female

to join you in your menage a trois,
you may end up being the cameraman as

wel l as the director.*

her special outfits—black
crotchless bikini panties,
black bra with holes for her
nipples, and a sheer black
negligee. I didn ’t need to turn
the projector switch to get
turned on!

I sat on the floor with my
back against the wall and she
snuggled her back up against
my chest and sat between my
legs. The film started with a
beautiful blonde named Seka
making it with a guy. She
blew him and he ate her and
fucked her in both lovely
holes. The only unique fea
ture of the film seemed to be
this woman's exceptionally
sensual beauty.

The film then switched to
the blonde fondling and ex
changing caresses with an at
tractive brunette. As they
played with each other's tits
and began to finger each oth
er’s pussy, my wife’s hands

moved to her breasts and she began—playfully (I thought)—to
moan and squeeze them. When these ladies started to eat each
other out, my wife’s moans became more genuine and her hand
rested on her pussy. I could sense her arousal by the end of the
flick, tasked her if she'd like to view it again. "Oh, God, yes!" she
said breathlessly.

I rethreaded the film while trying to conceal the raging hard-on
in my pants (caused by the thought that this film was really getting
to her). I restrained myself to concentrate on her reactions to our
second showing. In order to encourage her, I wrapped both arms
around her and firmly grabbed her nice, big tits. As the blonde
was making it with the guy, my wife let her hand work her pussy
openly, and her breathing left no doubt about her state of high
excitement.

When the two girls started doing their thing, my wife was franti
cally frigging her clit and groaning inaudibly. And when the stars
started their oral action, my wife was whimpering "Eat me, honey!

LETTER OF THE MONTH
Since this situation concerns
primarily my wife, I should ex
plain that she has been my
"bride" for over twenty
years, is a very attractive bru
nette, and is extremely ap
pealing sexually.

She was a virgin when we
married, and our lovemaking
has continually improved
since the missionary-posi
tion-only of our early mar
riage. We have come to enjoy
many variations of sex play
that she never dreamed of.
She is willing to try anything
once—but never twice if she
finds it unpleasant or unsatis
fying. She particularly has
learned to delight in oral sex,
the only surefire guarantee of
her reaching orgasm.

Despite all of the sexual
surprises we enjoy in our
bedroom, her image, to ev
eryone who has met her, is
considered to be impeccably "straight."

We keep no secrets. (She read this letter before  I mailed it to
you.) We discuss fantasies openly (although I do nearly all the
fantasizing for us both), which excites us. She once described
making it with a black stud. I have revealed my envisioning her
with another guy, another couple, a group of guys, etc. Strangely
enough, my fantasies always include my wife—/ am not turned on
by imaginary escapades with other women. My wife always plays
the starring role. Her real-life innocence and straight attitude only
fan the flame of my lurid imagination.

We were home alone one evening about a week ago—a rare
circumstance—when the kids were put. I had a porno flick that I
had purchased months before but had never had the chance to
see. 1 suggested to her that this would be the opportune time. We
have gone to a porno theater a couple of times, but they didn't do
anything for her (while they made me crazy with lust). She agreed
we should show it. She went to our bedroom to change into one of

All inquiries are treated in confidence. Send to
Xaviera Hollander, Penthouse Magazine, 909 Third Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022.

Miss Hollander regrets that no private replies can be supplied.
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get stuck 'with a purOk tape.
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Suck on my sweet, hairy pussy and make
me come, baby!" She was out of control,
which I had never seen before. Her pussy
glistened in the light of the projector as
she worked herself into a near frenzy. Her
love juices clearly covered her busy fin
gers, with the overflow soaking her pant
ies. When Seka spread her gorgeous
thighs for the brunette, my wife stuck her
pussy-wet fingers into her mouth to lick
andgasped, "Oh, baby, let me eat out that
sweet honey cunt of yours!" She was now
frantically switching hands between her
pussy and her mouth as I kneaded her tit
ties even harder. "Oh, fuck! Your pussy
tastes so sweet I could eat it forever! Oh,
it’s delicious! You make me crazy! Push
your cunt into my face harder, baby!"
When the film ended, we didn't wait to

go to our bedroom. I fucked her drenched
pussy right then and there. I didn’t last
long, because I’ve never been that
worked up in my life.
Afterward, when things became more

calm, we talked about the film. She admit
ted the film’s blonde really got her worked
up. Although she has never entertained
the thought before, she confessed that
she would love the chance to make love to
this Seka and would be ecstatic to find this

lovely blonde’s face between her legs.
I wouldn ’t mind at all if my wife has lesbi

an tendencies. But is it possible that one
female could cause her to make a singular
exception to her sexual preference? We

don't know. An unusually handsome man
couldn’t change my strictly heterosexual
interest. If this blonde is this exception,
dare I make an effort to make my wife’s
fantasy a reality? I think I have read in your
column that living out these erotic fanta
sies seldom matches up.—T.W.

enough job and my own little apartment.
I am also enthusiastically promiscuous.

I have lived with four different men for a
few months at a time and in high school
had steady boyfriends twice, for six
months and eight months. In each of these
arrangements I enjoyed the steady sex a
girl gets when she has the same man in
her bed every night. But for more than a
year now I have decided that isn't enough
for me.

The fact is, I like balling different men,
not necessarily someone new all the time,
but men I’ve fucked in the past who re
member me appreciatively. I also like it
when some man I’ve fucked recommends
me to a friend who turns out to be some
one new for me to cherish as an occasion
al lover.

Several times I have picked up some
one new I met, at a party, at a bar, at work,
and once at church. (I took this total
stranger home and we were fucking twen
ty minutes later.)

I never kept a count, or made x’s in my
diary or in any way totaled up my partners.
If I had to guess, i’d say somewhere be
tween seventy-five and 125 or so. I don't
think it’s important how many I’ve fucked.
What Tm proud of is that every single one
of them really liked fucking and would like
to fuck me again. I realty love to fuck a
man well and make him happy and satis
fied. That helps satisfy me, and keeps me
happy too.
My parents think Tm terrible for fucking

a lot of men instead of one man at a time.
They wish I would “settle down" and live
with one man or even get married. Mother
has even told me that if I were married and
“trained" my husband right, I could still
have outside lovers and so could he. She
thinks that would be more respectable
and safer.

To all this I just say, “Bullshit!" I love it
my way. I guess Tm different from some
girls. I do like to sleep all night with a man
and get fucked a couple of times at night
and again in the morning. Who doesn’t?
But the next night I want another man and
another cock turning my cunt into a heav
enly center for the most ecstatic sensa
tions a girl can have. God, how I love to
fuck! Any man! It’s the fucking I put first,
not the man’s identity. As far as I can tell,
most of the men I fuck are just as consider
ate and care just as much for me as many
husbands do for their wives.
Tm different In other ways, too. I really

don’t get much out of sucking cocks. I do
it, and like it, but Td rather fuck. My guys
tell me they would rather fuck than get
head. I have tried anal sex a dozen times
or so and I don't like that. I like to have my
pussy eaten and my clit nibbled. But
again, only as foreplay or maybe after
play, not as a substitute.

I’ve gotten it on with girls a few times, at
orgies or just for kicks, and frankly, it’s
nothing compared with a genuine fuck.
There are many men in my life who eat me
out better than girls do.
So I like being promiscuous and hetero.

There is nothing wrong in realizing your
mutual fantasy. Go out on the town one
night in order to meet with a lovely blonde.
I also suggest you learn how to make your
own home movies, and once you have
found a willing female to join you in your
menage a trois, you may well end up be
ing the cameraman as well as the director.
Buy a tripod so that you can jump into the
picture as well! Living out your fantasies
can be a lot of fun, but be aware that a
fantasy may well be sublime and reality
sometimes a bit of a letdown. The excite
ment will be to find out for yourself and to
be picky about whom you choose to share
your bed and bed partner with.

THE LOVE MACHINE
Tm a twenty-two-year-old gal, sexy,
sassy, uncompromisingly heterosexual,
and undeviatingly fuckable. Tm nice-look
ing, have a good personality, am always
well-groomed, and dress as well as I can
and as revealingly as the law allows. I
have a good figure, with nice, big, wide-
set tits that are very firm and heavy
enough to juggle enticingly. I have a good
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/ also like my reputation as being always
fuckable. I have never told a boy or a man
no in my life and I never will.
So here’s to promiscuous girls, either

teens or older! It's great for self-confi
dence, personality, tits, and complexion.
As for all the crap about feeling cheap or
having no self-esteem, it just isn’t true.
How can a girl not place a high value on
her real self, her willing, personal, inner
self, when she gives herself gladly to bring
herself and her partner the ultimate plea
sure? How can she feel cheap when so
many men come back again and again to
prove they value her and her fucking? It’s
an old-fashioned attitude, but I think I'm
lucky to have always had it.—M.H.

ered the delights of "growing together"
with one man after sleeping with each oth
er over a period of time. In the long run,
one-night stands have to be more unsatis
fying than having a relationship with
someone who puts not only his hard-on
but also his heart into what he is doing.

Trina is just twenty, and when we met
she was wearing her hair only about a
quarter of an inch in length. When I asked
her about it and whether her employer
said much about it, she told me that she
had shaved herself bald and that she al
ways wore a wig at work. This intrigued
me and I started to consider what it would
be like to have a bald female lover.

I bought her a couple of drinks, and by
the wee hours she was becoming very
amorous, rubbing her small but nice
breasts against me and kissing me be
tween dances. I asked her if she wanted to
go home with me. She did.
At my place, Trina got very excited and

frantically undid my slacks and pulled
down my panties. When she saw my own
bald cunt, she kissed and tongued me to
an almost immediate orgasm.

Next, I undressed her and found a stub
ble crotch, which I announced had to be
shaved. To this, Trina replied that she
wanted me to shave ail of her. This got me
excited all the more and I got out my razor.

First I tied her to my bed with scarves
and shaved her crotch. Then, after I tasted
her little pubis at some length, I tied her to
a chair and shaved both her head and
eyebrows. Then I made her go down once
more before we finally fell asleep.

In the afternoon, I got so aroused by her
utter hairlessness that I started making
love to her all over. At the new-wave club
the next night, she displayed her bald
head proudly and told all her friends that I
was her mistress and she was my slave.

Trina somehow links her bald head with
submissiveness and tells me that she
thinks all submissives should be shaved
like she is. I tend to agree but suspect that
the world is not ready for a bunch of bald
women.—F.N.

THE BARE FACTS
/ am a gay professional woman in my thir
ties. In a recent issue you casually men
tioned that you shaved your pubic hair,
and that has inspired me to write to you. I
would like to offer you some advice.

I, too, remove my pubic hair and have
been doing so for over ten years. I would
like to tell you that although the actual
shaving of one’s pubis is a definite plea
sure, the results are less than perfect and
not very long-lasting. I suggest that you do
as I do and have yourself waxed. It is a
slightly painful procedure, but the more
it's done the easier it is, and eventually the
regrowth is very fine. I now need waxing
only every six weeks. My crotch is as
smooth as a baby’s bum.

The second reason for my letter is to tell
you about my new relationship. A couple
of months ago a friend of mine told me
about this new-wave club, and we decid
ed to visit it. It was very interesting, with a
nice mix of straights and gays and a lot of
punk fashions. Since there were women
dancing together, I asked a girl named
Trina to dance and she accepted.

If you think that by getting laid a lot people
really value you as a good person, you
may be badly disappointed. Considering
you a good fuck is another matter—and
not only a good fuck but also the easiest
lay in town. Your ego certainly doesn’t
need any more boosting. I disagree with
your words "I love to fuck. Any man. It’s
the fucking I put first. . . .’’ Are you not at
al l selective? Don’t you ever crave some
thing more than fucking? How about feel
ings, emotions, matters of the heart? Of
course, I have been very promiscuous
myself, but deep inside my promiscuity
stemmed from a desperate need to find
Mr. Right. Have you lost all feeling for ro
mance? You apparently haven’t discov-

I once had a beautiful black female lover
from Trinidad. She was ambisexual. Now
this woman was a great dancer, and her
Canadian husband was one of the leading
jewelry designers. He made gigantic
pieces, which his wife then wore. In order
to accentuate the jewelry better on her
black skin, she decided to shave her
head. She was an instant hit in Montreal
and especially wherever she danced. She
could practically reach orgasm right there
on the dance floor, dancing on her own,
with just a few colorful silking scarves
loosely covering her divine and shapely
body. She told me that men loved to have
their cocks sucked by her while they
stroked her bald head.
To get back to your own story, I think

you are doing the right thing by not trying
to remove permanently the head hair of
your latest lover. The novelty of baldness
will probably wear off someday. My own
female slave, who walks and talks like a
teenage boy, gets her yearly cutting-off
when she visits me. Maybe someday I’ l l
shave her totally bald, but not everyone
looks good with a bald head, or with a bald
beaver for that matter. One has to have an
expressive face or a pussy,OF—a

"Well.. . how do you like my manuscript so far?"
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WHO PUT THE “MEN” IN MENOPAUSE?
BY ROBERT SHANNON

^■^here comes a time in each man’s life when he begins to view
H the world differently. Fun is seen as the exclusive turf of the
H young. Life seems to have deteriorated from full-tilt boogie to

shuffling two-step. Career is simply a way to kill time en route to the
grave. The kids have better sex, the wife has a better job, the Arabs
have more money. This Anglo angst of discovered mortality is currently
called things like “midlife crisis,” “aging trauma,” and the latest favor
ite, “male menopause.” Any M.D. will tell you that there is no such
clinical condition as male menopause. But any M.D. with a shot glass of
brains will also admit that any condition you believe exists does exist, at
least where you’re concerned. And we increasingly believe it exists,
because we’re increasingly told that it exists, by articles in the news
magazines, exposes in the culture media, and any film starring Woody
Allen (Manhattan, Stardust Memories, A Midsummer Night’s Sex Com
edy), Burt Reynolds (Starting Over, Paternity, Best Friends), or Dudley
Moore (10, Arthur, Six Weeks). Why the sudden proliferation of middle-
age male dismay across the land? There are plenty of explanations.
Some popular ones:

(1) Males’ peak sexual years have always ranged from ages seven
teen to twenty-two. (It’s no accident that the antiheroes of these neu
rotic films are about forty-two. In the aging marathon, you evidently hit
the “wall” twenty years after you hit
stride—if you’re in shape.) But the
vast baby boom generation is just
now approaching this walll Some
claim that the only thing new or
noteworthy about this manifestation
is the sheer numbers involved.

(2) Women peak sexually just at
the age that men enter their hor
monal energy crisis—the thirty-five-
to-forty years. But where the ladies
once made allowances, they now
make demands; and this pressure to
perform produces an inadequacy
fog so thick you could write your in
terlocutory on it.

(3) Goosed to new heights of in
trospection by the self-awareness
vogue, we are more consumed and
confronted by the trauma of deterio
ration than ever before in history.

So. Is Americanus masculinus tru
ly afflicted by some grievous new
hangdog complex, or are males just
unprecedentedly aware of their own

limitations? Are we merely greater in numbers? Or does our midlife
malaise spring from real and concrete causes, and from our simple,
age-related recognition of a few unavoidable facts?

Such as, that we will never be rich; be younger than we are now; be
famous; realize our original dreams; really look fonward to the future
again; feel immortal anymore.

Things happen. Dilated pupils give way inexorably to bifocals, until
one day you wake up and the kids have left home, the wife has run off
with the paper boy, and you’re putting on the Grecian Formula with a
ladle.

These are Real Life changes, which force us to confront questions
we’ve been postponing for years while preoccupied with playing role
games, allegiance games, identity games, and relating games. Sud
denly we perceive that life has finished beginning and begun finishing.
We no longer have time for games. Rather, we embark on great quests
for the truth—about life, reality, existence, ourselves. Who are we?
What are we doing? And what does it matter?

And then there’s sex. As if this concept weren’t thorny enough already,
we are further leavened by Hollywood’s degrading, propagandistic  ver
sion of our situation. On film. Woody Allen plows monosyllabic nymphets;
Dudley Moore gets drunk; Burt Reynolds just “rooms” with Goldie Hawn.

One theme is constant—men grow
ing old disgracefully.

These stars propagate low-rent
male fantasies that scarcely resem
ble actual life—media wet dreams
and quick fixes of reassuring mythol
ogy. Older men picked up by eager
young tarts. The newly single, scor
ing with laughable ease. Pure 10s
falling for graying 2.5s. The crawling
back of our offending mates, and our
blase rejection of them. Etc.

Ignore this crap. Whatever middle
age actually brings—crisis, maturity,
neurosis, enrichment—we’re all
destined to shake hands with it
eventually. If we’re lucky. But to ac
cept the sick premise of the flailing-
male flicks—to let Hollywood set us
up with unrealistic role models and
wildest-dream expectations—is to
guarantee that it will be pathetic, fu-

to tile, and disappointing.
If you have to follow a script, at

^  least write it yourself. CH—g
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NITED FRONT
I don’t know what kind of a
theater season they had

in London this year, but here on
Broadway the Brits had a phenom
enal year—and it’s not over yet.
Early in April the Royal Shake
speare Company will put a capper
on this banner season when it
opens in New York with All’s Well
That Ends Well. The production
will be staged by Trevor Nunn, ar
tistic director of the company and
the genius-in-residence on such
recent theatrical milestones as
Nicholas Nickleby and Cats.

Set in the Edwardian period of
glittering false promises, just be
fore the sobering onslaught of
World War I, the RSC production
attempts to add an additional layer
of poignancy to the bittersweet
Shakespearean love story of im
petuous youth who almost let hap
piness slip by while they play cruel,
childish games. In the much-laud
ed London production, Nunn es
tablished a Chekhovian atmos
phere of autumnal colors and mel
ancholic moods, which one critic
declared perfect for expressing
“exactly the difficult subtleties that
have eluded past productions of
this somber comedy.’’

The show’s producers have al
ready decided that the top ticket
here will be $50. Which makes
Cats, at $45, a real bargain.

Unlike All's Well, which Nunn
expects to hoist more or less intact
from the banks of the Thames to
our shores. Cats undenwent a con
siderable sea change by the time it
landed on its paws in New York
earlier this season. For that move,
Nunn gutted the theater to make
room for spectacular scenic ef
fects that included, among other
things, the ascension of a cat
character to cat heaven—straight
through the roof of the theater.

Major choreographic work, too,
was done on the reconstituted
Cats, which began the first of its
presumably nine-lived phases of
existence as a loosely constructed
collection of songs and dances set
by composer Andrew Lloyd Web
ber to the whimsical verses of T. S.
Eliot’s Old Possum’s Book of
Practical Cats. Choreographer Gil
lian Lynne stretched her original
concepts to accommodate Ameri
can dancers’ more flexible style.

Many critics turned up their tails
at that one, though, claiming that
the dancing stopped this side of
the moon, while the dancers were

clearly ready to make the full leap.
But for all that hissy talk. Cats has
turned out to be the sensation of
the season, a genuine spectacle
of theatrical magic, the likes
of which Broadway audiences
haven’t seen since—oh, since last
season’s biggest bundle from Brit
ain, Nicholas Nickleby.

Once Good followed Cats into
town, there were RSC members
bumping into each other all over
Broadway. C. P. Taylor’s contro
versial drama about the making of
a Nazi, however, was not totally
convincing at illustrating the insid
ious process of moral corruption
through which any ordinary person
might lose his soul. But the drama
certainly raised the question in
harrowing theatrical terms. Using
a bare stage stabbed by harsh in-
terrogational lights, the RSC pro
duction created a chilling expres-
sionistic platform for Alan How
ard’s soul-baring as a professor of
literature whose weak resolve
turned him into a Nazi patsy.

Another London transfer—this
one from the National Theater—
introduced Kate Nelligan in the
flesh to the properly smitten lo
cals. In David Hare's well-received
Plenty, Nelligan srpolders bril¬

liantly as a woman so haunted by
her girlhood war experiences as a
courier for the French Resistance
that she is unable to adapt to—or
to resist—the decadent values of
postwar civilization.

Although insufficient notice has
been taken of Hare’s failure to de
fine his heroine’s moral position
vis-a-vis the corrupt modern world
she abhors, the production has
been justly praised for Nelligan’s
fierce portrayal of intellectual an
guish and despair, and for Edward
Herrmann’s powerful supporting
performance in the role of her hus
band. Despite its flaws. Plenty has
a fine savagery.

With the 1982-83 theater sea
son still months from its official
close, there seems to be no abate
ment in ; British-based material
bound for Broadway. One modest
charmer turned out to be 84 Char
ing Cross Road, a long-run hit in
the London West End in a produc
tion directed by its author, James
Roose-Evans. For Broadway a
Yankee version was staged of He
lene Hanff’s play about an Ameri
can bookworm who conducts a
long,, sweet airmail relationship
with the employees at an antiquar
ian bookshop in London.

Several pretty—and pretty
brave—actresses bared their all in
the Broadway version of Steam
ing, whose original production is
still running strong in London after
two years. Playwright Nell Dunn
concedes that a certain amount of
male voyeurism might have con
tributed to the show, in which six
female patrons of a public steam
bath swim naked in an onstage
pool. But the heart of the play con
cerns the bonds of communication
among women of different social
and economic classes.

Whatever American audiences
may think of the individual merits
of this year’s shows from London,
let it be said that this year the En
glish really showed us all they’ve
got—Marilyn Stasio CH—^
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Cats on Broadway: a genuine spectacle of theatrical magic.
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“It’s better than gin. Better than vodka.
That’s why we mix our Bloody Marys with
Puerto Rican White Rum.”

International Banker Manuel Zambrana
and his wife Kristine, owner of gourmet coffee stores

More and more people are discovering that Puerto Rican
white rum makes a better tasting Bloody Mary than gin or vodka.
And that it’s better with tonic or soda and in a screwdriver.

The reason? Smoothness. By law, all rum from Puerto Rico
must be aged at least one year. And when it comes to smoothness,
aging is the name of the game.

Make sure the rum is from Puerto Rico.
Great rum has been made in Puerto Rico for almost five

centuries. Our specialized skills and dedication have pro
duced rums of exceptional dryness and purity. No wonder
over 86% of the rum sold in this country comes from
Puerto Rico. RUmS OF PUERTO RICO

Aged for smoothness and taste.
For free "Light Rums of Puerto Rico" recipes, write Puerto Rican Rums. Dept. H-1,1290 Avenue of the
Americas, N.Y. N.Y 10102 © 1982 Government of Puerto Rico.
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URLOINED LIVES
Unauthorized books about

public figures constitute
an important and accepted pail of
the publishing trade. The film in
dustry, on the other hand, has
been much more skeptical of the
First Amendment’s safety, simply
because the dollar stakes, and

therefore the risks, are higher in
the movie than in the book busi

ness. Except for rare situations in
volving no danger of prosecu
tion—Albert De Salvo, for in

stance, not being able to file a suit
against The Boston Strangler—
moviemakers change names and
feign fiction when treating person
ages who have not given them bio
graphical permission. Thus,
William Randolph Hearst became
Citizen Kane In 1941, Marilyn
Monroe became The Goddess in

1958, and Aristotle Onassis, even

though dead, became The Greek
Tycoon In 1978.

Television, a medium not known

for Its daring, has lately aban
doned the better-safe-than-sorry
philosophy of Hollywood. “Helter
Skelter,” the dramatization of Vin

cent Bugliosi’s account of the
Manson murders, broadcast by
CBS in April 1976, achieved the
highest rating of any made-for-TV

movie in the history of the genre.
The success of “Helter Skelter”

Indicated that America’s popular
taste in films (as In books) was
veering from fiction toward nonfic
tion of a sensational sort, and that

the network best satisfying that
taste would reap the greatest prof
its. Newspaper headlines, and the
quickly written memoirs of those
who made them, were ransacked

in the rush to bring us “The Ordeal
of Patty Hearst,” “Blind Ambi
tion,” and other timely, fact-based
soap operas. Things went smooth
ly, albeit trashily, until 1980.

After the success of his 1979

production of “Elvis,” Dick Clark
decided to make “The Birth of the

Beatles,” the first unauthorized

made-for-TV movie about public
figures who were neither corpses
nor convicted felons. “The Birth of

the Beatles” ran into legal prob
lems, but those problems were not
decisive enough to inhibit others
from following Mr. Clark’s exam
ple. Conventional TV movies con
tinue to be made, based on the

sanctioned stories of the gallingly
alive—“Sophia,” in which the Nea
politan star played herself; “Stand
By Your Man,” which showed that a
hairdresser from Mississippi could
grow up to be rich and famous and

still find cause to complain; “Will,”
In which Robert Conrad portrayed
the littlest war god, G. Gordon
Liddy; and “The Patricia Neal Sto
ry,” made for reasons known only
to Jesus, CBS, and the makers of
Anacin. But the most memorable

(in the way, of course, that dinner at
Denny’s is memorable) TV movies
of late are those that have depicted
living persons not only without their
permission but often against their
wishes.

I have not discussed the matter

with her, but I presume that Jackie
was quite as pleased with the es
teemed actor James Franciscus’s

portrayal of Husband No. 1 In
ABC's “Jacqueline Bouvier Ken
nedy” as she was with Anthony
Quinn’s portrayal of Husband No.
2 in The Greek Tycoon. There has
been no comment from the mo

narchal love nest concerning ei
ther ABC’s “Charles and Diana”

or CBS’s “The Royal Romance of
Charles and Diana.” We do know,
however, that the NBC broadcast

last fall of “Little Gloria ... Happy
at Last” so upset Miss Vanderbilt
that she went into hiding.
As the poaching of celebrity

lives grows more rampant, and its
techniques more ruthless (barely
had the gaveling ceased when

NBC rushed to buy the court tran
scripts on which it based “The Tri
al of Jean Harris”), the legal
entanglements become more
knotted. The producer David Mer
rick purchased the rights to Thom
as Thompson’s book Blood and
Money, then made a deal with
CBS to turn it into a made-for-TV

movie. This did not stop NBC from
making a film, “Murder In Texas,”
based on the same facts as

“Blood and Money.” NBC was
sued, but a judge decided in its fa
vor, and David Merrick then ended

up being sued by CBS. Last Octo
ber, Elizabeth Taylor filed a suit to
prevent ABC from showing a
made-for-TV movie based on her

life; but the fact of the matter is
that no celebrity has yet won a
right-to-publicity case, and that
anyone in the public eye is easy
game for the hounds of doc-
udrama. When the wife of the

cocaine-smuggling entrepreneur
John De Lorean announced last

year that several movie compa
nies had made offers for the film

rights to her husband’s story, Ned
Tannen, the president of Universal
Pictures, explained that such
rights might be of little value, since
“by the time a film is released,
someone will have done a televi

sion rip-off show on it.”
Where will it all end? How long

must we wait for “John Loves Jo

die” and “Drinking and Driving:
The Ted Kennedy Story”? Surely
then “The Loves of Cardinal

Cody,” “The Cuckolding of Tru
deau,” “The Devil and Rex Hum-
bard,” and “I Groomed Liberace’s
Poodles” will not be far behind.

Fame, it is said, has always had
its drawbacks. But turning on the
television and seeing the trials and
triumphs of one’s life being acted
out by someone vaguely recogniz
able from “The Love Boat” is per
haps a humiliation that not even
the TY-D-BOL man or the chief ex
ecutive should be made to suf

fer.—N/ck Tosches 04 'ffl
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ABC's made-for-TV movie, "Charles and Diana": no comment from the monarchal love nest.
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AST STARTS

4 They have things in com
mon. They’re both first

features. They’ve both been made
by recent film-school students.
They’re both about independent
young small-town women bent on
making their way in the city and the
big time. But in most respects,
Robert Mandel’s Independence
Day and Susan Seidelman’s
Smithereens could stand as mu

tually exclusive object lessons in
how to make a movie. On the other

hand, the people behind each
movie know what they are doing,
and they do it well.

First-feature status aside. Inde

pendence Day looks professional
down to the smallest decision

about location and casting. In a
sense it is exactly how a thoughtful
Hollywood might view—usually
has viewed—the problem of start
ing out on your own, complete with
a catalogue of friends and rela
tives, dreams and desires, anxi

eties and encouragements, to
accompany you on your way. So,
Mary Ann Taylor of Mercury, N. M.
(Kathleen Quinlan), has more than
her burning ambition, her portfolio
of pictures, and her jaunty, thin
black cigar to punch her toward
photography school in L.A. She

also has the support of a good,
brave mother (Frances Sternha-
gen), dying of cancer, and the wor
ry of a good, modest dad who
cares. She has a good, brave,
modest boyfriend. Jack (David
Keith), who’d rather get married in
Mercury, where he can race stock
cars. And increasingly she has his
family, his brother-in-law and wife
beater, and his suffering sister
(Dianne Wiest), who proves to
have her own ways of taking mat
ters into her hands.

Wren (Susan Berman), heroine
of Smithereens, has nothing of the
kind. According to the film’s press
release, hers is “the poignant sto
ry of a hapless teenage adventur
ess from New Jersey struggling to
survive in lower Manhattan on

hope and the smell of second
hand glamour, as she tries to
break into the New Wave rock

scene.” That says it perfectly, so
long as you recognize the multiple
ironies behind “poignant story”
and “hapless teenage adventur
ess from New Jersey” and accept
that Wren, torn between the gen
erosity of a good man and the cyni
cal selfishness of a bad one, will

always choose the bad, that she
has no personal qualities to rec
ommend her, and that she never¬

theless exercises a quite extraor
dinary rotten charm.

In contrast to the real—though
by no means excessive—produc
tion values of Independence Day,
Smithereens came in for a mere

$100,000, having been shot in
16mm and blown up to an attrac
tively grainy 35mm. The grains,
however, are nothing like as at
tractive as Susan Seidelman’s

almost heroically controlled intelli
gence as a director. What makes
her movie bearable is also what

makes it good: a levelheaded, es
sentially sympathetic objectivity
toward Wren, that skinny, weirdly
beautiful young monster scurrying
through the city in her checkered
mini-dress, black net stockings,
and bright red basketball shoes.

Robert Mandel manages some
intelligent distancing for his part as
well. But of course he must be par
tisan for his heroine, and he must

deal with all the sob-story subplots
of Independence Day. Both mov
ies have holes in their narratives

big enough to drive a truck
through. At the end. Indepen
dence Day suffers the improbabil
ity of a romantically happy ending.
Smithereens, after depriving Wren
of everything, takes the easier op
tion of not really having an ending.

What saves the overloaded fic

tion of Independence Day has less
to do with its major theme of wom
en’s struggles—against cancer,
husbands, or just having to live in
New Mexico—than with the de
cencies of its individual observa

tions (for example, of the relation
between Mary Ann and her short-
order-cook father, or of the late af

ternoon through which she waits
for the bus that will take her to Los

Angeles) and with some deeply
moving performances. Despite
her props—her cigars, her cam
era, her raffish beret—Kathleen

Quinlan manages the least man
nered, least self-aggrandizing
characterization of her career. Op
posite her, David Keith’s under
spoken, good-natured hot-rod
addict doesn’t seem such an un

equal match. Dianne Wiest, as his
battered sister, creates a charac

ter of great integrity largely by nev
er calling for the pity she is due.
The amoral enterprise, naivete,

determination, and cunning that
Susan Berman invests in Wren lit

erally justifies the movie. The look
of disdainful annoyance in her
eyes every time a sucker doesn’t
fall for one of her scams (pretty of
ten), the pressure of having noth
ing to do but being always in a
hurry, the readiness to sacrifice
the esteem of her only real friend,
the resiliency with which she out
faces each new indignity—all this
in one scrawny kid, who wouldn’t
make excuses for herself even if

she thought she had the time,
seems rather a miracle.

Smithereens leads you to de
spair and then leaves you feeling
elated. Great masters have done

that with human misery—Kenji Mi-
zoguchi, for example, or Jean Re
noir. Susan Seidelman isn’t in their

company yet. But she’s learned
some company manners, brought
them up to our times, and applied
them to a first step in what ought to
be a fascinating career.—Roger

Greenspan OH—g
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Kathleen Quinlan and David Keith in Independence Day: the improbability of a happy ending.
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IHATE BOOKS, TOO

A few years ago, scientists
discovered that people

weaned on paperback best-sell
ers had the ability to retain more
than one thought at a time. They
concluded that, through the rela
tively new practice of EconComi-
cal Deception—the placing of
inexpensive joke books around
bookstore cash registers—people
could be relied on to supplement
their lightweight reading diets with
one or another of these non-nutri

tive anthologies. This ushered in
an era of junk-food journalism
whose main course happens to be
the Non-Book. After all, real peo
ple don’t read books.
Perhaps the newest wave of

non-books touches on the univer

sal fabric of mankind—namely,
hate. Misanthropes of all ages will
revel in the outpouring of material
devoted to antipathy and the art of
loathing. For starters, there’s Ber-
nie Karlin’s / Love-Hate New

York (Evans), which pares the Big
Apple down to its rotten core. It
highlights all of the city’s celebrat
ed attractions, including muggers,
cockroaches, bag ladies, and as
sorted corruptions. Or do graduate
work with / Loathe New York

(Collier), by Scott Carouge and
Jackie Merri Meyer, a compendi
um of Manhattan’s choicest atroc

ities. It covers the Yankees,

exhibitionism, ghetto blasters,
mob rub-outs, and just about any
thing else necessary to facilitate
your move to the suburbs.

Like cities but want to specialize
in hatred? You might try The Offi
cial I Hate Love Book (Holt, Rine
hart & Winston), by Skip Morrow, a
psycho-illogical anthology of car
toons for the Jung at heart. The
Ultimate Fat Book (Holt, Rinehart
& Winston), by Jim Erskine, pokes
fun at blimps and gluttons. But
whatever you do, don’t miss Emily
Prager’s riotous send-up of the
mindless art of computer compul
sion, The Official 1-Hate-Video

52 PENTHOliSE

Games Handbook (Pocket). The only practical non-hand-
Prager’s parody of video games book around seems to be How to

(Spacey Invaders, Punk Man, Make Love to Your Money {De\a-
Erogenous Zones) beats joystick corte), by Mark Segall and Marga-
desperadoes at their own game ret Tobin. Their approach to
and offers some advice to parents Reaganomics (the economy and
for deprogramming their children Ronnie’s inability to get it up) is fis¬

cal promiscuity, a program that
There’s also a wide selection of promotes everything from finan-

who suffer from videolexia.

non-handbooks catering to most cial fantasies to savings bondage,
deviant segments of our society. But let’s face it, coming into mon-
Take, for instance. The Official ey is a bit kinky, even for those of
J.A.P. Handbook (Plume), by us who’ve always lusted after the
Anna Sequoia, and its companion almighty dollar,
edition, The Jewish American Unfortunately, we’re still
Princess Handbook (Willoughby
and Turnbull), both valuable
source books for practitioners of
the social highjump. Each book
covers such sensitive issues as

buying wholesale, trust funds,
part-time jobs, nose jobs, and, of
course, designer labels, but fails to
address the age-old question: Do
Jewish girls swallow? The Official
M.B.A. Handbook (Simon &
Schuster), by Jim Fisk and Robert
Barron, counsels one in all the req
uisite pretensions of an M.B.A.
graduate without his ever having
to set foot in business school.

Which means that for the paltry
cover price, you save about twenty
grand in tuition.
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The Better Living cap for two.

plagued by an overabundance of
animal non-books, most of which

hasten the process of putting your
pet up for adoption. The Cat’s Eti
quette Book (Cornerstone), by
Philip Lief, is nothing more than a
humorless reminder that your ten
nis racquet needs restringing. The
same thing goes for The Cat’s Pa
jamas (Harper/Colophon), by Le
onora Fleischer, which purports to
be the final word in feline trivia;

let’s hope it lives up to its promise.
Only Celebrity Cats (Holt, Rine
hart & Winston), Larry Wright’s
amusing caricatures of “pets of
the great and near-great,” sur
vives with any degree of dignity or
distinction. With books like these,
no wonder these creatures bite
the hands that feed them.

Hands, in fact, and a good pair
of them, are needed to operate
Jacques Toulouse’s Take It Off
(Harmony), a non-book whose
duo of beefcake models shed their

clothes as you flip through the
pages. The trouble is, the men
look like such wimps that it’s more
fun starting from the last page in
order to dress them again. A better
buy is Ladies Night (Perigee),
which chronicles a gallery of male
strippers caught in the act. At least
there’s some humor in the crowd

shots of women stuffing handfuls
of bills into the men’s G-strings.

Philip Garner’s The Better Liv
ing Catalog (Delilah) is one of the
most unusual and clever non

books on the market today. The
author, well known for his battery
of oddball inventions, presents
here what he calls “62 absolute

necessities tor contemporary sur
vival.” These mock-ups, which in
clude Shower in a Can, a belt that
holds six cans of beer, and the

Talkman (a tube into which you
can talk or sing without being over
heard), are not only outrageously
funny, but they make sense—
which, in a non-book manner of

speaking, adds up to non

sense.—Bob Spitz OH—g
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Dance Instruction Shoes: “absolute necessities for contemporary survival.'



HERE’S TO THE RIGHT STUFF
AND THOSE WHO HAVE IT.

Before Chuck Yeager turned 22, he showed
the world what he was made of by shooting
down thirteen enemy planes in World War II.

Five in one day.
But it wasn't until after the war, when

still only 24, that Yeager began to tackle an

even more dangerous adversary: the untested
limits of space.
He went on to become the first man to

break the sound barrier, the first to travel at

hat speed (over 1600 mph)
: pilots to reach the edge of
ane above 100,000 feet,

rer been anyone who had

stuff", it's Chuck Yeager,
ispecially when it comes
o the Scotch he drinks:

Cutty Sark.
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“funk”—into their swinging music.
Lowe and his accomplices do this
tradition proud.
Henry Threadgill, best known

as the saxophonist and composer
with the new-jazz trio Air, also
leads an avant-swing band. He
calls it the Henry Threadgill Sex
tet, but there are seven musicians.
No matter. On When Was That?

(About Time), Threadgill and
friends, including the swaggering
ex-carnival trumpeter Olu Dara,
don’t just swing; they strut and
rock and stroll, sounding like a
New Orleans brass band sashay

ing through a funhouse mirror. It’s
no accident that Threadgill, Dara,
and several other musicians in the
sextet also work with David Mur

ray’s octet. These musicians be
long to a mutually supportive
group of young Manhattanites
who have explored the mysteries
of atonality and free form, taken
the best those areas had to offer,

and grounded them in the swing
tradition.

“Freedom swings” is becoming
something of a new rallying cry,
but it should be noted that the very
first free-jazz musician, saxophon
ist Ornette Coleman, was also a

ferocious swinger. Columbia Rec
ords recently dug into its vaults for
an album’s worth of previously un
released Coleman classics. Bro
ken Shadows. It features Don

Cherry, Ed Blackwell, and other
musicians who have graduated
from the very exclusive Coleman
finishing school, is steeped in the
blues, and swings from bar one.
Cherry, who now plays keyboard
and ethnic instruments in addition

to his trumpet, and Blackwell, per
haps the modern master drum
mer, have made a lovely duet

< album, El Corazon (ECM), that

I suggests the almost limitless pos-
I sibilities of the latest wrinkle in
g  jazz. They play African melodies, a
Q Monk tune, an Arabian mutation,
S and various originals, and it all

swings.—Robert Palmer CH—™

SWING BACK
“It don’t mean a thing if it
ain’t got that swing,” Duke

Ellington was often heard to re
mark. But beginning in the 1960s,
a significant number of young mu
sicians seemed heil-bent on ignor
ing this most basic jazz dictum.
Not that swing or its absence is al
ways easy to pinpoint and define.
As an abstract quality, a rhythmic
buoyancy, swing often seems to
be as much in the ear of the listen
er as in the music itself. There isn’t

even an agreed-on definition—
how about “forward-propelling di
rectionality,” a description the mu
sicologist Gunther Schuller once
proposed with a straight face?
Swing is an elusive quality, all

right, except for one thing: when
it’s there, your body notices it.
Feet tap, fingers drum on table-
tops, hips sway. Swing is exhilarat
ing. The combination of ideas,
feeling, and this wonderfully physi
cal uplift was always what made
jazz special, and it’s surely no ac
cident that the years of swing’s fall
from grace, the sixties and seven
ties, were the years when young
jazz musicians lost a substantial
portion of the audience the music
had once enjoyed.
But there is good news: swing is

back, not just in the clubs and con
cert halls, where musicians who
matured before the sixties are

hoiding forth, but wherever young
musicians gather. The Young Li
ons of Jazz (Elektra/Musician), a
double album recorded at last
summer’s Kool Jazz Festival in

Manhattan, provides an overview
of this development. Musician Re
cords gathered a spectacular
group of some of the brightest jazz
players and composers and gave
each one a chance to rehearse an

original tune. The music was var
ied, with influences from African

and Asian music, European classi
cal music, and various stages in
jazz history. But there was one
common denominator: swing.
54 PENTHOUSE

Recent albums by three young has been leading a brassy, shout-
tenor saxophonists offer telling ev- ing, emphatically swinging octet
idence that swing is in fashion on the jazz club and concert cir-
again. Five years ago, when they cuit. His new music is in the tradi-
were just beginning to lead their tion of Ellington, Mingus, and
own bands, David Murray, Chico Monk—sometimes angular or
Freeman, and Frank Lowe were craggy, occasionally abstract, but
unreconstructed avant-gardists, with that inexorable lift we call
pushing choked screams through swing. It’s captured in all its lusty
their saxes, presiding over swirling giory on Home (Black Saint/Poly-
free-form improvisations that pro- gram). Chico Freeman’s Tradition
jected enormous energy but didn’t in Transition (Elektra/Musician)
swing in any conventional sense, features Wallace Roney, one of
But listen to them now. several formidable young trumpet-

Murray, still in his mid-twenties, ers who have recently emerged
with barrels blazing, in quartet and
quintet settings that recall the
work of the late Eric Dolphy. It was
Dolphy who proposed, back in the
early sixties, that the freedom of
the emerging avant-garde and the
joys of swinging didn’t have to be
antithetical. For a bluesier, more
down-to-earth take on the new

swing, try Frank Lowe’s Exotic
Heartbreak (Soul Note/Poly
gram), the result of what the saxo
phonist calls “my studies of some

9 middle-1960s Blue Note records.”

g The Blue Note label’s stable of art-
S  ists included Art Blakey, Jackie

g McLean, and Jimmy Smith, who ail
5  injected a lot of soul and grit—

what musicians used to callMurray: that inexorable lift.

Don Cherry: jazz that swings from bar one.



PENTHOUSE RECORDS LTD, PRESENTS

SPACEWAVE. THE NEW DYNAMIC MUSICAL SOUND THAT
SYNTHESIZES NEW WAVE, ROCK, DANCE MUSIC, AND POP
INTO ONE. PERFORMED BY THRESHOLD, FEATURING
TONINA.IHE BAND AND THE CONCEPT THAT WILL SET THE

STANDARD FOR LIGHT YEARS TO COME.

INCLUDING THE HIT SINGLE "NEWFRIEND" ON PENTHOUSE
RECORDS AND TAPES, PR2001.
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SAM GOODY'S SOUTH MAIN THE WE THREE
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RECORDS
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PENNYIANE ROLLING STONE
RECORDS

SOUND
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J.R.'S MUSIC
SHOPS

Produced by T. Biggs. @ Penthouse Records Ltd., 1962.
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YURI

THE SPY WHO CAME

BY ERNEST VOLKMAN AND VLADIMIR SAKHAROV

fifteen years,
the man who now has ultimate power in

the Kremlin ran the world’s most
infamous secret police force—even while

his own ideas and life-style were
monuments to the Western influences

he was trying to eradicate.
This inside report, which explains how

Andropov transformed the
KGB with the help of a legendary British

double agent, shows that he
now has the potential to change the world.

PAINTING BY ALEX GNIDZIEJKO
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marked for great power. And a man to be
feared: his position as head of the KGB
was further enhanced by another position
he heid at the time, membership on the rul
ing Politburo. Moreover, there was the
matter of his close friendship with Soviet
leader Leonid Brezhnev, no small political
capital in a society where connections
count for a lot. Indeed, as a number of per
ceptive members of the elite must have
guessed at the time, Yuri Andropov was
only a heartbeat away from succeeding
Brezhnev as first among equals in the So
viet Union. Which is to say, the Boss.

Given his penchant for humor, it is pos
sible that Andropov may have derived
some pleasure at the sight of American
Kremlinologists, who ignored him for so
long and then tended to discount his
chances for supreme leadership once
Brezhnev died. The Kremlinologists,
whose ignorance of what makes the Sovi
et Union tick is appalling, never spotted
Andropov’s steady rise to power, and
once he achieved that status, refused to
believe it. And because of their ignorance,
they failed to spot all the important clues
indicating that Andropov’s rise to power
has been an inevitability for years.
The significance of Andropov was

missed because Kremlinologists insist on
judging Soviet events and personalities
through the prism of their own Western po
litical experiences. They sift the clues of
public writings and speeches, trying to di
vine the unmistakable trends. But there
were hardly any for Andropov, who has
worked quietly for almost all his life behind
the scenes.

Nevertheless, enough is known to fur
nish important clues, provided you know
where to look. The search is important, for
it is wise to take a good look at this man
who will have a great deal to say about our
futures. Who is he? How did he rise to
power? What does it mean?
We have frozen that moment in time on

that hot summer day in Moscow twelve
years ago, for no other event seems to
crystallize the forces and influences that
have shaped Yuri Andropov.

First, consider the subject of the private
funeral service—Sergei Alexandrovich
Vinogradov, who, although not well
known in the West, actually was one of the
most powerful men in the Soviet Union.
Deputy foreign minister, member of the
KGB collegium, lieutenant general of the
KGB, liaison with the Central Committee’s
International Department, Soviet ambas
sador to Turkey, ambassador to Egypt,
confidant of Gamal Nasser, Sergei Vino
gradov since his first intelligence assign
ment to Austria in 1932 had served in key
diplomatic and intelligence posts at home
and abroad. By the time of his death, he
was considered by Kremlin insiders a
member of the most powerful troika in So
viet foreign policy.
One of the other two members of that

troika was Yuri Andropov. It is here that
the all-consuming importance of the way
the Soviet system really operates comes

CONTINUED ON PAGE 146

Nothing too much out of the ordinary hap
pens on the streets of Moscow, so Mus
covites were somewhat surprised one
bright, sunny August day in 1970 when
they noticed something very curious go
ing on.

It happened in front of the grotesque
building that towers over Smolenskaya
Square, a truly ugly monument to Stalinist
architecture that houses the Soviet
Union’s Ministry of Foreign Affairs. From
under the arcade of the Smolenskaya sub
way station and along Arbat Street,
groups of men appeared in custom-made
British suits, expensive Western-made
sports jackets, and similar bourgeois at
tire. They strode solemnly toward the
great building on Smolenskaya, trailed by
the faint scent of Soir de Paris, Chanel,
and other expensive odeurs, and passed
through the heavy brass-framed doors of
the ministry building, showing a red pass
to the guards.

For the ’’Ivans” and ’’Mishkas” (Rus
sian slang for the ordinary Soviet citizens)
watching nearby, this regal procession
was a distinct oddity, an almost surrealis
tic contrast to what ordinarily transpires on
the streets of Moscow. For the average
Muscovite, for whom British tailoring and
other such bourgeois pleasures were un
heard of, it was a day to savor the August
warmth, queueing in the ubiquitous lines
to buy a cooling glass of yellowish drink
called ”kvas” (an indescribable brew that
is something of a cross between urine and
beer), sold from a scraggly barrel on
wheels.

Curiosity is a trait not encouraged
among ordinary Soviet citizens, so none
of them wondered aloud why that group of
men so expensively dressed were spend
ing their summer afternoon trooping into
the ministry. For Soviet citizens, there was
to be no answer; no newspaper account,
no television broadcast, no radio news
program telling the details of what hap
pened at the ministry that afternoon. Some
may have guessed that what was happen
ing seemed, on the surface at least, to be
simply a private funeral for a recently de
ceased high official of some sort.

But there was much more going on that
afternoon than met the eye, for in that
gathering of the Soviet Union’s chosen
elite—high party officials, ranking intelli
gence officers, and foreign ministry exec
utives—stood the man who, twelve years
after that day, was destined to be the next
ruler of the Soviet Union.

His name was Yuri Andropov. He stood
confidently in the dimness of the huge
marble hall inside the ministry, whose inte
rior resembles an ancient Greek temple.
He chatted quietly with his comrades-in-
grief, waiting for his turn to assume the
honor-guard stand at the lavish, brightly lit
casket in the center of the hall. To those
outside the closed world of the Soviet
elite, Andropov was then a total mystery.
Only one picture of him had been pub
lished in the West—an official photograph
that showed a pudgy, dour-looking man
58 PENTHOUSE

CAST OF
CHARACTERS
HAROLD R. (KIM) PHILBY;
Ranked as the most successful
intelligence ’’mole” in history,
was a high-ranking officer of British
intelligence while a secret agent
of the KGB. Defected to Moscow in
1963, and became an important
adviser to Andropov at the KGB.

OTTO KUUSINEN: Finnish-born
Communist whom Stalin tried,
unsuccessfully, to install as
leader of Finland in 1940. Later,
was sponsor of Yuri Andropov’s
early career in the Soviet
bureaucracy.

SERGEI VINOGRADOV: Until his
death in 1970, key leader in the
Soviet intelligence and foreign
policy apparatus. Recruited Kim
Philby, later boosted Andropov’s
career.

ALEKSANDR PANYUSHKIN:
Close personal friend and important
benefactor of Andropov. Former
ambassador to the United States,
was once Philby’s case officer
and later served in important
Kremlin assignments until his
death in 1975.

GEORGI ARBATOV: Head of the
Kremlin’s Institute for the Study of
the U.S.A. and Canada, a Soviet
think tank, advises Soviet
leadership on how to deal with
this country. Key adviser to
Andropov.

whose deadly expression seemed to
match the reputation of the organization
he then headed—the dreaded KGB, Rus
sia’s secret police-intelligence agency.
To his fellow members in the ruling elite,

however, Andropov was a different man
than his official portrait suggested. To
them, he was a witty conversationalist, an
intellectual, a raconteur, a sophisticated
operator with a good command of English
(rare among Soviet leaders), and a devo
tee of Western culture. Dressed in an ex
pensive Western-style suit, he appeared
for all the world that day like a prosperous
American businessman, smoothly drum
ming up new business.
But Yuri Andropov, then fifty-six years

old, was about as far from being a West
ern businessman as you can get. He was
in fact at that point considered one of the
brightest stars in the Soviet leadership fir
mament, a man whose brilliant record on
behalf of the Soviet state, although un
known outside the Kremlin, had marked
him as a man to be watched, a man
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ATOUCH a INNOCENCE
PHOTOGRAPHS BY EARL MILLER AND STEVE SARICH III

Green-eyed Suzie Farrell describes herself succinctly; spoiled, but never rotten. Raised in plush Orange
County, Calif., she's always been comfortably nestled in the lap of luxury. At sweet sixteen she got her own sil
ver Jaguar. At seventeen, a gold American Express card. At eighteen, well... let's say she lost her minor status
in a major league way. “He was older, and famous.  I was innocent, and suggestible. A perfect match!"
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'Tm an only child, born
to my parents late in life,
so I've always been
pampered and pro
tected. Maybe it’s silly,"
shrugs our 34-22-
34- inch Pet, “but I need

lots of cuddling and
touching. Even though
I'm nearly twenty-two,
I need to be tucked in

at night..."
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Any special older
men she'd like to re¬
cruit for that task?

'Oh, Clint Eastwood
could tell me a bed¬

time story or two,
and Bob Guccione's

my newest fantasy
figure.” She adds.
with a blush, "Well, I

guess it's not a
secret anymore!'
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A model and aspiring actress, she has another major fantasy involving a part on a tel-,
evision soap, preferably "The Young and the Restless." “That’s sort of the way I am
anyway," she smiles, putting pretty idle hands to good use. “I can’t sit still for a min

ute!” If Suzie were sitting in our lap, we'd gladly sit still for hours. CH—g
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.

© Philip Morris Inc. 1%3

7 mg "tar," 0.5 mg nicotine av.
per cigarette, FTC Report Dec!81



The cigarette that changed two million minds.
The one that rewrote the book on
cigarette-making.
The MERIT cigarette. Made by actually

boosting the taste you get out of smoking.
Boosting taste to equal leading cigarettes
having up to twice the tar.
MERIT. The ‘Enriched Flavor,’, cigarette.

^ There’s nothing halfway about it.

MERIT
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AURAL

BY AMY PAGNOZZI

ong-distance
“operators" are using the latest in telephone

technology to give men
a lot more than old-fashioned pillow talk .. ,

In fact, their slogan could
well be “Reach out and touch yourself."

PAINTING BY NICOLA SIMBARI
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Don’s secretary had finally gone out to
lunch, and he stretched out in his leather
armchair, took out a charge card, and di
aled the number. In rapid-fire but distinct
bursts, he read out each digit of his Mas
terCard, but when he asked for Carol—
Carol of the long, soft hair and a voice that
would round his mind like lazy satin bed-
sheets—he sounded milky and warm.
Don had never met Carol. He never

would. But as she said, “Hello, darling,
I've been waiting for you,’’ his hand slid
obediently down to his groin. He fumbled
with his zip as he felt her voice, her very
being, willing him away from himself,
away from the office, into some secret
place of sex. Now, as the voice caressed
him in its husky sensuality, described their
lovemaking in lovely detail, he was suf
fused with a passion objectively pure yet
full of the lusty earthiness he’d known only
in his dreams. The voice carried him deep
er and deeper, into the very entrails of de
sire. His eyes glistened, the muscles
round his lips twitched involuntarily as he
released a flood of inchoate love words to
the impassive telephone. If only the world
could see him now! But the world couldn’t.
There was only Don and Carol, tied to
gether with telephone line.
Now she was cuddling him, teasing

him, pressing him up and up... then, sud
denly, it was over, bar panting. Don
smiled, lit a cigarette automatically. Just
as automatically he said, “I love you, Car
ol,” even as her voice brought him gently
back to earth. And for that moment in the
cold office, he meant it. ,. until the humor
of the situation returned to him. It always
did. He grinned into the phone and at him
self in the mirror, chuckled, and said,
“You know something, kid? You sure give
good phone.”
Good phone. It is to sex what dial-a-

prayer is to church: brief, a bit thin, per
haps, but better than nothing. Sometimes,
much better. Like when Carol's on the oth
er end of the line.

In scruffy yellow flip-flops and a shortie
bathrobe, she pads around the blue velvet
cocoon of her Gramercy Park apartment,
shielded from all but the softest of light.
Big, cushy satin and velvet pillows have
been tossed around the room with bounte
ous abandon, and, together with the tufted
headboard on her round, king-sized bed,
give it the look of an upscale bordello.
“People come in here and tell me they’d

love to take a nap,” she says, curling up in
a love seat. Her flesh moulds into the
cushions sensuously. She’s a big wom
an—not fat, but zoftig.

"I like body comforts. I’m comfortable
with hedonism,” she says with pride as
she surveys this room that reeks of sex,
throbs in the certainty of its purpose. Carol
spends a great deal of time in it.
Growing up in the Kings Highway sec

tion of Brooklyn, she says she began call
ing up men she wanted to date at the
tender age of sixteen or seventeen. Noth
ing really explicit; just some sexy talk and
heavy breathing, enough to pique their in-
74 PENTHOUSE

terest. “It was really effective,” says Car
ol. “It always got them extremely
turned-on.” Carol’s forty now, and claims:
“I have yet to find a man who does not
become extremely aroused by it.”
Somewhere pretty early along the line,

she married someone at the other end, a
rich man—she doesn’t have to work now,
even though they’re divorced—and hand
some, too. But, unfortunately, he was al
coholic, To this day she can’t stand
making love to a drunk—even over the
phone. “If a man tells me, Tve had a lot to
drink, babe, bear with me,’ it means he's
going to be a long time coming. It's not go
ing to be a long hot time, though, because
I’m gonna have to compete with the booze
for his attention.”

After her marriage was over, Carol
picked up the phone again—but not for
fun and profit until recently, after seeing an
ad in the Village Voice that read, “Call
Laurie. Me and my sexy friends want to
fulfill your every desire, explore all your

listen, I find the man always takes me
where he wants to go. I get lots of re
quests. It’s like a reward. They’re roses to
me, every one of them.”
Carol pops a white chocolate into her

mouth, and gobbles it hurriedly. Her face
opens into a wide, pumpkin smile. Give
her a bun, put some slipcovers on the sat
in settees, and she might be somebody’s
mother.
“Oh, gosh, I guess some of my own

mother probably has rubbed off on me,”
she gushes. “You know, she’s the original
Mrs. Portnoy. I can’t tell her what I’m do
ing—but not because she’d disapprove.
She’d be worried I wasn’t getting enough
fresh air.”
One can imagine a daughter like Carol

might be' cause for concern. Most of her
interests do lie indoors—she’s a tele
scope finely tuned to a single perspective.
Flowers, fabrics, perfume, lighting—you
name it and Carol can apply it to sex.
Chairs are “shaped to please a man,”
chocolates “make love to her tummy,”
clothes are worn to arouse—and to be
gotten out of quickly.
Even her frequent real-life companion, a

slave, is devoted to her pleasure. He
bought her those black, mariboued mules
lying by the bed. At first she got him to
teach her how to handle mistress calls, but
he made her feel so good.

4
One girl has a

customer with a turkey fantasy.
He likes to be roasted

and toasted,” she giggles.
I put him on a spit

over a fire. He comes while

I’m basting him.

(I

I I

J »

“You know, sometimes I get the feeling—I
really do—that Carol enjoys the calls as
much as I do. I guess I’m being silly.” Don
blushes. He’s a little embarrassed, a little
uncomfortable, after all, about “whacking
off while someone listens,” as he puts it.
After all, he bristles, he doesn’t really have
to do it.

“I’m no breather gone legit,” he says
defensively. “I never made an obscene
phone call in my life until I saw those ads.”
Probably not. A good-looking, high-
powered man making his kind of salary?
Even with a wife and two kids at home, he
could probably do okay for himself. So
why, then?

Well, as Don explains it, they’re differ
ent, They’re for when you want to reach
out and touch someone without actually
reaching out and touching someone. “I
know when I’m talking to Carol I’m not
really having sex. I know she might be fat
and bowlegged, even.” He looks down at
his fingernails. The possibility makes him
so dejected it’s a temptation to set him
straight.
“My wife doesn’t know I do it. She prob

ably wouldn’t go for it much,” he contin
ues. “It’s not that I can't tell her about my
fantasies. It’s just that with Carol, it lacks
the responsibilities that exist in my mar
riage. Sure, I could tell my wife I’d like to
have a threesome. But I’m not sure I’d
really like to have one in real life. I’m not
sure what kind of stuff that would open up.
What if she wanted to do it again—with a
man the next time?” He scoffs, and
squares his shoulders. “No. That proba
bly wouldn’t happen.... It satisfies me,

CONTINUED ON PAGE 160

5

fantasies . ..” Emblazoned above it was
a picture of a leggy lady lying spread out
on a bed, one hand curled coyly over the
inside of her thigh, the other on a tele
phone. “I said, 'Hey, I’ve been doing this
for years for free!”’ Carol laughed. “Do
you mean people get money for this?”
She dialed the number, and found they
did—lots. She took the job posthaste.

“I was surprised to find out I had a lot to
learn. I was making sexy phone calls,
sure—but not elaborate fantasies. The
other girls were doing things I’d never
heard of before. Well, not often at least,”
she giggled. “Bestiality, domination, in
fantilism—all of this was new to me. It’s
changed my life. I’ve discovered I’m a cre
ative person.”

Both those assertions are true. Before
Carol began phone fantasies, she was in
advertising. “I’d like to say I was responsi
ble for those ‘Wet Your Whistle’ lipstick
ads or something sexy, but i was in the
administrative end—organization, man
agement. It’s only since I started this that
I’ve discovered how absolutely creative I
am. I can meet any fantasy and run with it.
It flows out of me—it’s almost like getting a
part in a play. If I’m starting to grope and i
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An important new study shows how
our criminal justice system has made us a nation of

victims—and what we can do about it.

5 AMBKAAFRM
BY RESEARCH & FORECASTS, INC., AND ARDY FRIEDBERG

tion by the police. Then, when the criminal is
caught, we want swift and sure court action.
We want the jury system to work as it was
designed, and when the verdict is guilty, we
want the criminal put in prison on the spot and
not allowed to roam the streets pending an
endless series of appeals. We also want the
prison system to do its job of rehabilitation so
that the ex-convict becomes a normal, con
tributing member of society.

But the criminal justice system is in the
same woeful condition as the civil system: in
effective, inefficient, bureaucratic, all
jammed up.
The criminal system may be even worse

than the civil system. Paul Montoya, chief of
detectives in Denver, says, “We don’t have a
criminal justice system. We have a name, but
no correlated or unified program. People
wait, months, years, for adjudication. This is a
lawyer's world . .. the whole judicial system
revolves around what lawyers want to do.”
Montoya, a thirty-year police veteran, feels
victims and witnesses lose interest because
the system works so slowly. He says, “I don't
know why we can’t arrest a guy and have the
trial the next day ... if the evidence is clear,
there are witnesses and the man is caught in

n eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth.”
“Equality before the law.” “Satisfac
tion." “A fair shake,” “a square deal,”
“a fifty-fifty chance.” In modern soci

ety, justice is supposed to be the rendering of
a person's due in the light of right, truth, and
the dictates of reason. But whether the defini
tion of justice is legal or personal, we all de
mand it swiftly and surely. And though the’
Lord claims vengeance is his, we all seem to
want a piece of legal, if not personal, ven
geance served up with our helping of justice.

But “swift” and “sure” are not words that
can normally be used when referring to the
justice system in America. Civil court dockets
are so full it takes up to three years and longer
to have a suit aired inside a courtroom. There
are more lawyers in the halls of justice than
there are clients. The paperwork they gener
ate is enormous, and so are the fees. “I'm
going to sue” has become a more common
phrase in the language than “What’s for din
ner?” The civil court system is in woeful
shape, but people with civil grievances are
resigned to waiting for justice, with the cau
tious assurance that it will eventually be done.
At a minimum, they have confidence that their
day in court is coming.

Similarly, when it comes to crime we all
want justice served, but we want our satisfac
tion to be immediate. First, we want quick ac-

A

From the forthcoming book America Airaid. to be published by

New American Library. ® 1983 by Figgie International.

PAINTING BY STEPHAN BECK
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the act” of committing the crime.
Dr. Marvin Dunn, a university professor

in Miami, says, ‘The criminal justice sys
tem is bankrupt. It only gives the appear
ance of responding to crime in the
community.” And Howard Rasmussen,
director of the Greater Miami Citizens
Crime Commission, says, “The criminal
justice system is inundated. It doesn’t
have the resources. It doesn't do us any
good to hire more police if we can’t prose
cute the people they arrest. It doesn’t do
any good to prosecute if we don’t have the
correctional facilities and programs to
handle those who are convicted.”

awaiting trial, and when sentenced he re
ceived the full weight of the law, probably
because his previous years of exposure to
the system had been ineffective. We don’t
know if time spent in the Florida State Pris
on will have a positive effect on the rest of
Davis’s life, but experience indicates that
it is more likely to be negative. And that
represents the full circle of criminal jus
tice, from the cop on the beat to incarcera
tion and the rehabilitation process (or lack
of it) in prison.
The American criminal justice system is

designed to protect the rights of the inno
cent, and that is one significant way in
which a democracy differs from a dictator
ship. Due process of the law is one of the
keystones of our society. Yet many people
now feel as Supreme Court Justice Oliver
Wendell Holmes did when he said, in far
simpler days: “At the present time ...
there is more danger that criminals will es
cape justice than that they will be subject
ed to tyranny.” One person who agrees is

the Manhattan sidewalk where he was at
tacked, Abbott, a lifelong convict and the
author of a best-selling book written while
in prison, was convicted of manslaughter
by a jury sympathetic to Abbott’s years in
prison. He will serve six to ten years for his
crime. Aden’s relatives wept and then
raged at the decision. Justice?

●  In 1974, Roger Davis was sentenced
by a jury in Virginia to forty years in prison
for possession and sale of a half-pound of
marijuana. The Supreme Court of the Unit
ed States later held that the sentence was
not cruel or unusual punishment. Justice?

● A Baton Rouge man, Glen Bordelon,
forty-four, was accused of being involved
in an insurance scheme that netted him
more than $200,000, according to au
thorities. He pleaded no contest to two
counts of lying to a grand jury and re
ceived two five-year suspended sen
tences. He was also ordered to pay
$1,000 for each of the perjury counts after
a plea bargain. Justice?

● Sixty-nine-year-old Woodrow Wilson
Collums, a retired dairyman from Poteet,
Tex., pleaded guilty to killing his terminally
ill older brother in an act of mercy. He had
fired five bullets into his brother as the sick
man lay in his nursing home bed. Collums
was placed on ten years’ probation with
orders from the judge to work ten hours a
week in a senior citizens center. Collums’s
record will be cleared after his probation.
Justice?

● Carlos Flores, eighteen, Vincent DiNi-
colantonio, twenty-four, and Richard Rive
ra, eighteen, were convicted of killing
off-duty policeman Robert Walsh during a
holdup at a cocktail lounge in Queens,
N.Y. Walsh was shot after identifying him
self as a policeman and drawing his ser
vice revolver in an attempt to prevent the
robbery. The victim’s widow said, “Every
day, seeing them turn around and laugh at
me in the courtroom, made me wish I
could have seen their faces when the ver
dict was read.” The three were sentenced
to twenty-five years to life but can be re
leased on parole much earlier. Justice?
There are people who would say that

justice was meted out in each of these in
stances, and maybe it was. That is one of
the problems with the American system of
criminal justice. There are no national
standards and, worst of all, there is little
confidence in the system the way it cur
rently functions. These seeming inconsis
tencies in the rendering of jusfice have
eroded the public attitude toward the crim
inal justice system as a whole to the point
where eight out of ten people* feel the
American judicial apparatus, from the
courtroom to Sing Sing, is not effective.
‘(Unless otherwise identified, all figures
given in this article are from The Figgie Re
port on Fear of Crime. This survey sample
of 1,047 people was conducted by Re
search & Forecasts, Inc.)
More than half the people think the sen

tencing of convicted criminals, in its pres
ent form, is not a deterrent to crime, and
that we neither help those who commit

CONTINUED ON PAGE 154

"Orlando, Fla.: Eighteen-year-old Jerry
Davis, who prosecutors describe as ‘only
a kid,’ has already climbed crime’s ladder
to the last rung and will probably spend
the next 10 years behind bars.

“Court records show Davis’ criminal
activity began in 1977 when, at age 13, he
was arrested for shoplifting and put on
probation. For the next five years, the
Maitland teenager graduated to other
crimes—burglary, drunken driving and
aggravated assault. Each time the court
system or Health and Rehabilitation Ser
vices officials placed him on probation.
“Last June, a month after his probation

for aggravated assault and drunken driv
ing ended, police said Davis and two other
youths stabbed and killed a man in Eaton-
ville for the $1.25 he had in his pockets.
“Now, almost five years after he was

first arrested for shoplifting, prosecutors
say Davis will spend at least the next 10
years in a prison cell before he becomes
eligible for parole.

“. .. Circuit Judge George Diamantis
sentenced the youth to life in prison. Dia
mantis said he gave the sentence be
cause of Davis’ extensive juvenile criminal
background and because he is ‘a danger
to the community.’
"... The teenager, who once had told a

judge he wouldn’t swear to tell the truth
because ‘my mother taught me not to,'
had no family in the courtroom for the sen
tencing.
"... When you see him, you have to

say, ‘My God. He’s a kid,’ said Assistant
State Attorney Ray Sharpe, who prosecut
ed Davis. ‘But the kid was an adult as far
as crime is concerned a long time ago.
The juvenile court has to catch their atten
tion. The result down there is that they feel
they can get away with it if all they get is a
slap on the wrist. If you don’t scare hell out
of them, you can expect to see them back
here again and again.’ ”

4
The basic injustice is to law-

abiding people who are
sick to death of seeing victims

lying in the streets and
perpetrators laughing at the

police and the courts
through loopholes in the law.

5

Executive Judge George Deneweth of Ma
comb County, Mich., who says, “People
feel there are too many rights for the crimi
nal and not enough for society.” Today,
lawyers plead for justice for their clients
whatever the crime. The appeal process
can drag on for many years even in the
most clear-cut cases, and when It looks
like the case will finally go to trial, the plea
bargaining process begins. When all par
ties are worn down, the charges often
bear no resemblance to the crime. Unlike
the civil court system, the victims—the
cheerleader raped in the woods, the gro
cer robbed and shot down as he stocks
the produce, the nun slashed in the con
vent, the doctor bludgeoned for the key to
his drug cabinet, the casual bystander
wounded by a shotgun blast during a
gangland rub-out, the baby beaten and
burned by the baby-sitter, all the targets of
“The Son of Sam,” and the countless oth
ers—also seek justice but without the as
surance that it is forthcoming, quickly,
slowly, or at all. Some examples:

● Early one summer morning, around
2:00 A.M., Jack Henry Abbott plunged a
knife into the heart of Richard Adan, an as
piring actor and playwright. Adan died on

The case of Jerry Davis clearly illustrates
most of the problems of the criminal jus
tice system. From his early arrests by the
police and his appearances in juvenile
court through the adult arrest, trial, and
sentencing process, his case is classic.
As a juvenile, Davis received the kind of
attention given most juveniles. His proba
tion served no positive purpose. When ar
rested for murder, he spent nine months
78 PENTHOUSE



4 / believe the man you love
should be the

center of your world. I
always feel my

place is with my lover, and
I feel so out of

place without him. Being
in the Bahamas

to pose for Penthouse was
so flattering, so

exciting-yet I felt rather
empty without a

boyfriend to share it with...^

CREIA

79



check under the hood of her car, who could ever run out of gas? Finding the thought as
amusing as we do enticing, she erupts in a spontaneous, bubbling laugh that carbon
ates our day at the beach. A nineteen-year-old native of Copenhagen, Denmark,

sand and sea is this midnight sunshine girl’s natural element.

PHOTOGRAPHS BY MICHEL MOREAU

CHARMS OF THE BOURCEOISE
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For lazy afternoons spent burying her cares in the sand, our breezy
March Pet prefers the company of women. Obligingiy, afew fetch
ing friends join the fun. But at night, she ciaims, it's men that catch

and hoid her attention.
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"In general," says she, "Danes are more
relaxed about sex than most Americans

are. For us. It's a joy to celebrate, not a se
cret. However, when you're really In love
you tend to be very faithful..." Maybe, but

at least we've got her number...

84 PENTHOUSE
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She doesn’t quite understand, until her comely friend explains,
causing an outbreak of laughter that proves to be highly conta
gious. Appropriate, really, since our knockout Florence Nightin

gale is studying to be a nurse.
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Laughter, she thinks, is the very best medicine, with iove a very
close second. "I believe the man you love should be the center
of your world. I always feel my place is with my lover, and I feel

so out of place without him.”
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"Being in the Bahamas to pose for Penthouse was so flattering, so excit
ing; everything and everyone was so wonderful. Yet I felt rather empty
without a boyfriend to share it with...” For our part, we thought the sifting

sands of time have rarely been passed in better company.
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"Frankly, I am the quiet, traditional kind of girl you Americans might
call bourgeois. I live in a sleepy little fishing village called Arhus,
\where life is very slow and simple. Someday I want to have my own

home, with a husband and several sweet children..."
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"Of course," adds our 36-24-35-inch Danish delight, "I am still very
young and will grow and change in many ways. Maybe someday I’ll
have more adventure in my spirit. We’ll have to wait and see.”

Greta, we'll provide all the waiting room you need.
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THE VIETNAM VETERANS ADVTSER
slows things up considerably. Furthermore, there is no solid
estimate of how many Amerasian children are still in Vietnam.
Tom Doubleday of ODP says that they have 4,000 cases but
has heard that there may be as many as 20,000 Amerasians in
Vietnam.

The United States Catholic Conference, according to Greg
Kane of the Vietnam Veterans of America, “actually controls all
of the files, does all the screening, and accumulates the docu
ments that are necessary for the refugees to come out of Viet
nam. After a file is prepared, it is presented to Don Colin [ODP]
and his subordinates for a decision whether or not the case

The heat . . . it's the first thing that you notice. I hadn’t even
gotten off the plane and sweat was already rolling down my
back. I thought of all the Vietnam veterans who had carried
sixty-pound packs on their backs, fighting their way through
the steaming jungles. They are gone now, but they have left
something behind. Children. Children who look very much like
them. The United States politely calls these children “Amera
sians.'’ The Vietnamese call them bui doi, or the dust of life.

In October of 19821 joined a group of Americans who flew into
Hanoi to retrieve twenty-four Amerasian children. This was one
of the very first such missions permitted by the Vietnamese.

Once a week. Air France has a flight that leaves Bangkok for
Ho Chi Minh City. On the plane, customs applications are
handed out. In English are the words Republic of South Viet
nam: Independence, Democracy, Peace, Neutrality. There are
also the typical questions, such
as point of departure and desti
nation, and the not-so-typical
questions, such as “Are you
carrying any arms, ammuni
tion, or explosives?”

Ho Chi Minh City is a long
way from anywhere. But the
United States is even farther
away for the Amerasian chil
dren of U.S. servicemen. There
is a slow', bureaucratic process
that a veteran must go through
before he can hope to be re
united with his child, The first
place a veteran should present
his case to is the Orderly De
parture Program (ODP), which
is part of the U.S. Embassy in
Bangkok. The ODP works hand in hand with the United Nations
High Commissioner for Refugees (UNHCR), which stands be
tween the United States and Vietnamese governments.

At the outset the veteran should write a letter to his child
telling him to contact the UNHCR in Vietnam with any informa
tion regarding his father that he might have (father’s name, mili
tary unit, or serial number). A Senate bill (S.1698) directs the
veteran to provide “evidence" to the ODP, “including but not
limited to birth and baptismal certificates, local civil records,
photographs of, and letters or proof of financial support from
an American citizen, and the testimony of witnesses to the ex
tent it is relevant . . . ,’’ all of which will support his paternity
claim.

Donald Colin, director of the ODP office, says that they re
ceive a couple of hundred letters a week and that about 75
percent are new cases. The paperwork is staggering and

4
The vetera

5

warrants an American entry visa. And if it does, the names go
on the American list. The Vietnamese also have their list, and if
the names coincide, then there is a third list. Those are the
people who are expected to come out.’’.

For eight years, Ernest Cros
by, a thirty-seven-year-old Viet-
,nam veteran from San
Francisco, had been writing
letters to every imaginable
source. He had previously
lived with Nguyen Thi (now
Mrs. Crosby) for three years.
He had known his daughter for
only a year. While he was on
vacation in Bangkok, Crosby
stopped by the ODP office. As
it turned out, the names of his
fiancee, his daughter, and
stepdaughter were on that
week’s departure list. He was
ecstatic. He was going to go to
Ho Chi Minh City to bring his
family home.

Everyone has a different story. Tom Doubleday at ODP says,
“We get letters that say, 'I lived with Mr, Bill, and I have his child.'
What can you do in a case like that? Of course fhere will always
be children who don't want to leave. Maybe they live in a srriall
village where everyone knows everyone, and they have assimi
lated."

ns are gone
now, but they have left something behind.

Children. The United
States calls them "Amerasians.” The

Vietnamese call them
bui doi, or the dust of life.

Gary Tanous, who was recently reunited with his daughter,
had made several trips to Bangkok to speed up the process.
He says, “I have to be grateful to Vietnam for this.” Doubleday
Is a bit more cynical. “1 guess not far from tfie thinking of the
Vietnamese was the fact that it was General Assembly time,"
he said, “and if they were going to do a good deed, then this
was the time to do it. But it certainly took a lot of effort on their
part to go out and find these kids. After they have found them,
they have to take them to be interviewed by the UNHCR, and
then they are taken for their medical examination. Obviously,

CONTINUED ON PAGE 190
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ADVISE & DISSENT
ORNDN

ave you ever wondered why, after you return from  a va
cation and pick up a newspaper, it seems you didn’t
miss a thing? Year after year, the news appears to stay

the same and oniy the names, dates, and locations change.
This journalistic phenomenon draws on a forever churning

cauldron of what I call “junk food news," The typical junk food
news diet consists of sensationalized, personalized, and ho
mogenized inconsequential trivia, which comes in the follow
ing varieties;
● Name-Brand News—the Claus Von Bulow trial, the deaths
of Natalie Wood and Elvis Presley, the Jean Harris-Herman
Tarnower affair, Elizabeth Taylor's latest relationship, and any
thing at all about Charles and Diana.
● Yo-Yo News—the stock market is up or down, the unem
ployment rate is up or down, the inflation rate is up or down, the
crime rate is up or down, the interest rate is up or down, and
gold, silver, and pork bellies are up or down.
● Crazed News—the newest diet craze, fashion craze, dance
craze, sports craze, drug craze, video game craze, and, of
course, the latest crazed killer.
● Play-lt-Again News—the fire across town, the freeway pile-
up, the hijacked airliner, the latest earthquake, the downtown
bank robbery, and another revolution in Central America.
● Seasonal News—the drought in the Southwest, the floods in
the Northeast, the tornadoes in the Midwest, the fires in the
West, and the ever popular political news every two years
when the politicians earnestly pledge to solve all your prob
lems. Every four years we have the presidential candidates,
who make headlines with the bold new plans to reduce taxes,
lower prices, solve unemployment, defend us from foreign in
vaders, and balance the budget.
The problem is not the quantity of news but the quality. We

seem to be suffering from news inflation; there is more of it than
ever before, but it isn’t worth very much.
News should be nutritious for society; we need more steak

and less sizzle from the press. It should warn us about those
things that make our society ill, whether economically, politi
cally, or physically. And there is such news out there. For ex
ample, there is an ongoing but little-publicized controversy
about the potential hazards of microwave radiation. More than
five years ago, Paul Brodeur, in a series of New Yorker articles
and a book. Zapping of America, tried to sound a warning sig
nal about the harmful effects of microwave radiation. The issue
was not, however, put on the national agenda by the nation’s
major news media. Then, in 1981, a significant event occurred.
The New York State Worker’s Compensation Board ruled that
a telephone company supervisor had been killed by prolonged
exposure to microwave radiation. It was the first official finding
that long-term exposure to microwaves could cause death.
That information appeared to provide the basis for a significant
news story. Experts suggest that our nation is daily engulfed by
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iWhen the New York Times

devotes nearly twice the space to the
pregnancy of a panda in London than it
does to the death of a U.S. citizen from

microwave radiation, it’s time to question
the judgment of our media managers.^

microwave pollution that might endanger our health and lives.
Despite the potential impact of that story, the New York

Times, America’s “newspaper of record," announced the find
ing in just three column inches of space. For comparative pur
poses, we should note that later that year the Times devoted
five column inches to a story headlined London zoo says panda
IS PREGNANT. In fact, throughout 1981, the Times ran twenty
separate items about pandas, which took up more than a hun
dred column inches, while it referred back to the microwave
death just once.

Personally, I have nothing against pandas. They surely are
cute animals. I am, however, intrigued by their awesome ability
to attract the attention of our leading news media. I suspect that
all of this may be one of Nixon's final jokes on America's news
media. For those who may have forgotten, pandas first burst
onto our news scene in a major way ten years ago, when Dick
and Pat gave two musk oxen to China, In response, Chou En-
lai gave the Nixons two giant pandas—FIsing-hsing and Ling-
ling. If anyone is curious, they’ll find detailed daily coverage of
the pandas’ fascinating trip from China to Washington, D.C.,
reported in the New York Times from April 13 through April 18,
1972. 1 often wonder how much coverage our musk oxen get in
the Chinese media.

When the nation’s most prestigious newspaper devotes
nearly twice as much space to the pregnancy of a panda in the
London Zoo than it does to the death of a U.S. citizen from
microwave radiation, it is time to question the news judgment
of our media managers. Why is there so little space for hard
hitting investigative journalism that might expose corruption
and lead to needed social, political, and economic reform?
Surely we haven’t solved all the problems.
The failure of our press to cover critical and sometimes con

troversial issues consistently is not, as some charge, a con
spiracy on the part of the media elite in America. News is too
diverse, fast-breaking, and unpredictable to be controlled by
some sinister Eastern Establishment cabal, as suggested by
Spiro Agnew, that well-known media scholar. Rather, there are
a variety of factors operating that, when combined, lead to the
failure of the news media to inform the public fully.

The most traditional explanations are timeliness (it didn’t
happen today), proximity (it didn’t happen in New York or
Washington), prominence (no one important is involved), and
complexity (the public wouldn’t understand it—often an ex
cuse for the reporter’s lack of knowledge). Advertiser pressure
has persuaded some editors to ignore important stories. The
increasing threat of costly libel suits, which may represent one
of the greatest challenges to the First Amendment, has caused
other editors to reject a controversial story. Sometimes it is
simply not cost-efficient to pursue a story—it is easier and
cheaper to cover the predictable presidentiaf press confer
ence than to explore and expose what impact David Rockefel¬

ler’s Trilateral Commission and Council on Foreign Relations
have on America’s domestic and foreign policies. Other times
a story is ignored because it wasn’t “blessed" by  a leading
news organization, like the Times. It is safer for editors and
reporters to practice what is called “pack” or "herd" journal
ism than to explore new ground. They know their news judg
ment isn’t going to be challenged when they rehash
fashionable “follow-the-leader" stories.

There also is a major misconception on the part of some
journalists as to what the public wants in terms of news. NBC’s
John Chancellor, one of America's most trusted television jour
nalists, once conceded that the news media do give the public
editorial junk food but said that that’s what the public wants.
This cynical attitude is the basis for the increasing use of the
“marketing approach" in journalism, an approach better left to
Madison Avenue entrepreneurs. The "give the public what it
wants" concept is demeaning to journalism. News should be
determined not by popularity polls but rather by professional
journalists with a discerning news sense and a strong belief in
the public’s right and need to know.

Not all news people have a low regard for their audience.
Robert Maynard, editor and publisher of the Oakland Tribune/
Eastbay Today and former Washington Post ombudsman, re
cently noted that while readers want papers with guts and evi
dence of thought, some editors and publishers find it easier,
cheaper, or, apparently, more fashionable not to cover the
hard stories.
The press is the only corporate enterprise in America specif

ically protected by the First Amendment. Because of this, the
news media have a responsibility to inform the public that
should transcend other corporate obligations. Journalism’s
destiny will be best fulfilled in its role as the watchdog of society
and not as the lapdog of special interests or profit-making im
peratives.
There is still time to get off the junk food news diet before we

become hopelessly addicted to it. To do this we all have to
participate. The corporate media owners should start to earn
their unique First Amendment privileges; editors should rethink
their news judgment; journalists should persevere in going af
ter the hard stories; journalism schools should emphasize eth
ics and critical analysis and turn out more muckrakers and
fewer stenographers; the judicial system should defend the
First Amendment with more vigor; and, of course, the public
should show it is more concerned with the dangers of micro-
wave radiation than with the mating habits of pandas.
The effort will be worth it. America today is not the nation it

once was. We need a free and aggressive press more now
than ever before. Few have said it better than Joseph Pulitzer,
who once warned, “We are a democracy, and there is only
one way to get a democracy on its feet . .. and that is by keep
ing the public informed about what is going on." 04—®
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PENTHOUSE INTERVIEW

6l’ve become a strong advocate
of strict gun control. If someone like me can buy six

Saturday night specials with ease,
there is something drastically wrong with our

gun laws. I’m considering giving
my support to the National Coalition to Ban Handguns.^

JOHN W. HINCKLEY, JS

n March 30, 1981, John Warnock Hinckley, Jr.,
stepped out from the gray shadowlands where he
had been living for so long to act out a violent fanta
sy. Recklessly firing bullets from one of two cheap

Saturday night specials he had purchased from a Dallas
pawnshop into the crowd of a presidential party, he was
going to prove his love in blood, rather than in the hundreds
of lines of poetry he had written in a vain attempt to win the
heart of teenage actress Jodie Foster. Four people were
wounded in the attack, including the president of the United
States. One, Press Secretary James Brady, has suffered
permanent damage from his bullet wounds. John Hinckley
had joined the growing line of failed and accomplished as
sassins who have been with us since the 1960s.
John Hinckley would have had little more importance

than Sirhan Sirhan or Arthur Bremer had it not been for fhe
outcome of his attempt to kill President Reagan. On June
21,1982, a Washington, D.C., jury announced to a stunned
courtroom that the twenty-seven-year-old Hinckley was not
guilty on thirteen counts, including attempted murder, "by
reason of insanity." Feelings in the country ranged from
shock to outrage. Even Hinckley was "surprised, shocked,
and flabbergasted.” Perhaps one of Hinckley’s attorneys
saw some black humor in the verdict when he commented,
on leaving the court, “Another day, another dollar.”

After the verdict Hinckley was sent to the maximum-secu
rity John Howard Pavilion of St. Elizabeth's Hospital in
Washington, D.C., for evaluation and treatment to deter
mine when he would be able to return to society. Mean
while, the public outrage over that possibility prompted
thousands of irate letters to Hinckley's judge, demanding
that he remain institutionalized for the rest of his life. Also,
legislators and jurists began to take a fresh look into the
insanity plea. But while the polemics and debates continue,
we can put them in perspective by taking an in-depth look at
the man who is at the center of the controversy.

0
John Hinckley came into the world on May 29, 1955.

Born in a small Oklahoma town to Jack and JoAnn Hinckley
(who, interestingly, is known by her nickname, "Jodie”),
John was raised from the time he was three and a half years
old, along with his older brother Scott and sister Diane, in
the affluent Dallas suburb of University Park. When he was
eleven years old, the family moved to the more exclusive
area of Highland Park. As far as comfort and material needs
were concerned, the young Hinckley lacked little. His fa
ther, Jack, first as a petroleum engineer and later as head of
his own company, the Vanderbilt Energy Corporation, had
always earned a great deal of money. From outward ap
pearances, Hinckley’s family life was stable, an upper-mid
dle-class American existence.

While there were hints in Hinckley’s childhood of  a trou
bled personality, nothing on the surface indicated that he
would one day shoot down the president of the United
States. To St. Elizabeth’s psychiatrists, Hinckley recalled
that by the time he was six or seven years old he felt that he
was different from the other children and adults around him.
He believed that he had a “special destiny.” He was shy
and often withdrawn, and his mother recalls that although
Hinckley would play with other youngsters, he would rarely
go to their homes. It has been suggested that he never had
one close friend.

But by the time Hinckley entered junior high school, he
had become involved in student activities. In the seventh
and ninth grades he was popular enough to be elected
president of his class. While not an athlete, he managed the
school’s basketball team. In his last two years of high
school he joined several organizations, including  a civic af
fairs society and the Rodeo Club. Hinckley took part in orga
nizing and attending high school dances, picnics, and trips
to local rodeos. But despite this participation in high school
social life, he never had a girl friend.
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The girls he liked were “unap

proachable,” at least to Hinckley, and he
never asked them out on dates.

Hinckley loved rock music and he was a
great fan of fhe Beatles from the age of
nine. He purchased a guitar and would
spend a great deal of his fime in his room
playing it. He continues to do so at St. Eliz
abeth's.

Sometime after his high school gradua
tion in 1973, John Hinckley began to show

signs of a changing and troubled person
ality, which manifested itself by 1976 in a
desperate and lonely existence. In Sep
tember 1973 Hinckley entered Texas
Tech University in Lubbock as a business
administration major. After a few semes
ters he switched his major to liberal arts,
and for a brief time he made the dean's

list. However, it was a sporadic college

existence, dropping in and out of school
for seven years and never earning a de
gree. Also, unlike the period in high
school, Hinckley had no social life whatso
ever at college. He did not make friends,
and even after the shooting of Reagan,
few former classmates could remember

anything about him. He had become a lon
er, a drifter.

By 1976 Hinckley had begun to crack
visibly. He imagined that he was dying of
throat cancer, and complained about vari

ous other physical ailments. He began to
fight with his parents, who felt that the
twenty-year-old Hinckley should start sup
porting himself. To appear more conven
tional to his parents, he invented an
imaginary girl friend, “Lynne Collins.” Fi
nally he began to fantasize about traveling
to Hollywood and becoming a famous and
successful music writer.

He did in fact go to Hollywood, but he
found neither fame nor glamour, living

there in cheap rooming houses in the junk
ie-, pimp-, and prostitute-ridden Selma
Avenue district of Los Angeles. He lived
alone and, frequently, whether out of fi
nancial or emotional desperation, would

make trips back home.
While living in Hollywood, Hinckley saw

the movie that would take on a reality in his
own mind and would prove to be the cata

lyst of his future behavior. Viewing Taxi
Driver, Hinckley became obsessed with
the film's two leading characters. Robert
De Niro portrays Travis Bickle, a loner and
drifter who murderously stalks a presiden
tial candidate. Curiously, Bickle was mod
eled after the real-life assassin Arthur
Bremer. The other character—one that is

still an obsession with John Hinckley—is

the teenage prostitute played by Jodie
Foster. With twisted logic, Hinckley be
came convinced that he was going to res
cue the real-life Jodie from a corrupt and
decadent world in the way that Bickle in
the film tries to rescue the prostitute. The

young girl and Jodie Foster became one
in Hinckley's mind, and he fell in love with
that fantasy. Later, after the shooting,
Hinckley would tell psychiatrists just how
much the movie Taxi Driver had dominat
ed his life: “March 30th was an exor-
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Hinckley, who told us that he ‘ ‘is a poet first and a would-be assassin last," sent us
this original poem to print, as well as the photograph on page 102, which was
taken late last year.
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cism. ... The roller-coaster ride was
over... . The movie in my mind was
through.”
The drifting and aimlessness continued,

it was to take its toll physically. In 1979
Hinckley gained more than ninety pounds,
most of it from the junk food he subsisted
on. That year he returned to Texas Tech
for the final time. He was becoming more
and more depressed all the time, and one
day in Lubbock he made his first purchase
of a gun, with the intention of shooting him
self. Before he left college in 1980, Hinck
ley had contacted a local physician about
his depression. He was prescribed Vali
um.

When he returned to his parents’ home
in Colorado in 1980, the family knew the
situation was getting out of hand. He had
become attached to political fringe groups
a year earlier, joining the neo-Nazi Nation
al Socialist Party. But he was too exces
sive even for the National Socialists; he
was thrown out of the group because he
was considered too violent. Hinckley’s
parents recognized their son’s isolation
and alienation and sent him to a Denver
psychiatrist, Dr. John Hopper. Throughout
this time Hinckley never gave up his ob
session with Jodie Foster, although he
barely mentioned her to Dr. Hopper. And
by 1980 she had become the only reason
for his existence.

That year Hinckley learned that Jodie
Foster would be attending Yale University.
He decided to mount a crusade to rescue
the young actress from a life that he was
convinced would corrupt her. He lied to
his parents and told them that he was go
ing to enter Yale’s writing school. But
when he got there, he could not summon
up the nerve to contact Jodie in person.
He had one brief conversation with her on
the telephone, and then, depressed and
unfulfilled, he returned home.
From September 1980, when he re

turned home, until the March 30, 1981,
shooting of President Reagan, Hinckley
was in the lowest levels of depression and
wildest levels of fantasy. In October he
tried to kill himself. Failing to accomplish
that, he stalked the campaigning Presi
dent Carter in Dayton and Nashville. At the
Nashville airport Hinckley had his first en
counter with the law. Attempting to board
a plane to New York where Third Party

candidate John Anderson was campaign
ing, he was arrested with pistols and am
munition, but after posting $50 bail,
Hinckley was released from jail. A few
days later he was in Dallas, where he pur
chased two more .22 caliber pistols from a
pawn shop, and by the end of November
he had returned to Denver.

About now, the wildest fantasy of all
was taking shape in John Hinckley’s mind.
Everything centered on Jodie Foster. He
would go to New Haven, abduct her, and
then die with her in order to be reunited in
the afterlife he believed in. And in varia
tions on this fantasy, he considered killing
her classmates and, finally, assassinating
the president to prove his love.

Hinckley’s plans were delayed, howev
er, in an extremely ironic fashion on De
cember 8, 1980, when John Lennon was
killed in New York. Hinckley was in Wash
ington stalking Reagan when he learned
of Lennon’s death, and left to take part in
the vigil for the felled Beetle. Later, he re
turned home to Denver once again, where
he sat depressed in a chair for hours, star
ing at the wall. By early 1981 his mental
state was so poor that his parents and Dr.
Hopper considered committing him to a
psychiatric hospital. Instead, however,
they attempted to arrange for Hinckley to
find a job and leave home. But while they
were attempting to help him, Hinckley’s
fantasies to win the heart of Jodie Foster
grew. Now he planned to kill himself in
front of her or maybe even invade the
White House. Whatever the variations,
murder always seemed to be tied to prov
ing his love for Jodie Foster.
On March 6, 1981, John Hinckley ap

pears to have had a psychotic break
down. He made a telephone call,
hysterically and incoherently, to his par
ents from New York. He was out of cash
and needed money to go home. Alarmed,
his father got a friend in New York to get
Hinckley an airline ticket to Denver. How
ever, when his father met John at the air
port, he refused to allow him to come
home. He got the young man a room at the
Evergreen Motel. On March 26 Hinckley
asked his mother to give him $ 100 to go to
Los Angeles. Exhausted and confused by
her son’s behavior, she drove him to the
airport and gave him the money.
Once in Los Angeles, after a stop in Salt

Lake City, the aimless John Hinckley de
cided to make another trip to New Haven.
On March 30, after four days of travel, he
arrived in Washington, D.C. In a Washing
ton newspaper he noted that President
Reagan would be attending a meeting at
the Hilton Hotel. Leaving a note in his mo
tel room for Jodie Foster, John Hinckley
left to enact his ‘‘historic deed.”
Since his residency at St. Elizabeth’s

Hospital, John Hinckley has told psychia
trists that his identification with Travis
Bickle is over; but his obsession with Jo
die Foster has never ended. He thinks of
little else. Asked by his doctors what he
thinks about in the middle of the night,
Hinckley responded: "Jodie, Jodie, Jo
die.” In psychiatric interviews he be
comes rhapsodic about her: “There’s not
even a close second to her... she Is intel
ligent, precocious, and famous.” Howev
er, his obsession and fantasies about her
are more ambivalent than they were be
fore the shooting. He reportedly has ex
pressed a desire to murder her, and
whereas before he committed his crime
he thought of her in asexual terms, he re
cently has fantasized rape. He equates, at
times, his relationship with Jodie Foster in
historic and literary terms: “I am Napoleon
and she is Josephine. I am Romeo and
she is Juliet.”
To understand further the man who is at

the center of one of today’s most dramatic
and far-reaching legal controversies (see
“The Myth of Courtroom Psychiatry,” Au
gust 1982 Penthouse), we asked contrib
uting editor Allan Sonnenschein to
interview John Hinckley. Although current
policy at St. Elizabeth’s Hospital is to deny
the media any interviews, either in person
or on the telephone, Hinckley wrote that
he was anxious to do ”a comprehensive
interview” by mail for Penthouse. Over
several weeks, Hinckley and Sonnen
schein conducted an extraordinary corre
spondence involving many follow-up
questions and explanations, to satisfy
Hinckley’s desire that the public learn
about the man behind the media myth.
Hinckley’s letters were written on several
sheets of yellow paper from a legal-sized
pad—they were very neat and well orga
nized, and he responded clearly and suc
cinctly to almost all of Sonnenschein’s
questions.

Penthouse: Were you surprised when the
jury found you "not guilty by reason of in
sanity”?
Hinckley: I was surprised, shocked, and
flabbergasted.
Penthouse: How do you respond to those
who were outraged by the verdict?
Hinckley; I ask them how much time they
spent in the courtroom during my trial. The
outraged people never heard the evi
dence.
Penthouse: Do you think that there are sit
uations where individuals are able to
abuse the sanity or insanity defense?
Hinckley: I imagine so, but it’s so damn
hard to win with the insanity defense that

the abuse of it is minimal.

Penthouse: Why did you shoot the presi
dent of the United States?
Hinckley; You should know the answer to
this one by now. I shot Reagan to prove
my love for Jodie Foster and try to impress
her with my historical deed.
Penthouse: Do you have any feelings of
remorse or regret about the injuries sus
tained by Mr. Reagan and Mr. Brady?
Hinckley: I feel tremendous remorse for all
of the victims of March 30, 1981. I really

kind of political revolutionary?
Hinckley: Not directly, although I don’t like
either Republicans or Democrats. Per
haps I’m a political revolutionary in that I
was shooting at a symbol, meaning the
presidency.
Penthouse: If the president had been
killed by your shots, do you think that any
thing would have changed for the better or
worse for yourself and the country?
Hinckley: Not one damn thing.
Penthouse: Much has been written about
the role of Jodie Foster in your behavior
resulting in the shooting. Exactly what
does Jodie Foster mean to you, both then

CONTINUED ON PAGE 164and now?

do.

Penthouse: Was the shooting in any way
related to any political feelings on your
part? Do you or did you see yourself as a
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^^^ompared to its Olympian predecessor in Rio,

Mardi Gras is like a Sunday school bash sponsored by the Moral Majority. Each year on the
week before Lent, this glittering, international playground becomes a combat zone for all the

marauding fauna and incubi, nerds and nasties, of the Brazilian psyche. And yet, there's an
agreeable method to all this madness. Carnival provides a safety valve, a necessary re
lease for all the pent-up rage, envy, lust, and characteristic tomfoolery with which the

wretchedly poor cariocas appear to fuel themselves in the months between.
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Recreating African tribal
rituals, the black Brazilians

are enthusiastic performers.
Whether dressed as clowns
or decked out in the finest

hand-beaded regalia,
they're here to be gaped at
and admired by the teeming
crowds.

3... .r-

iflf
● <\

v;- ;



■ii'’ \

Throughout each
year, the perform-
ere spend consid¬
erable time at the
many escolas de

samba perfecting
songs and dances

for the next pa¬
rade, hoping to
win prizes and 'N
recognition for

themselves and \
their schools. The \

fantasias range
from opulence

(right) to scanty.
bottom-baring

tangas (thonged
bikinis).
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For in sassy, sun-warmed Brazil, where the blood always runs hot, it's the bunda, not
the breasts, that burns so brightly at the center of their sexual solar system. The pre
vailing religion for the common man may be Catholic, but it's the cult of the body that
the rich actually worship. Youth and beauty are all that seem to really matter, and the

plastic surgeon is revered like a secular pope...
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At carnival time, everybody s secret exhi-
bitionistic urges come prancing to the 4

fore, swathed in everything irom Batman
capes to ostrich plumes and shouting:
Piease handie the merchandise!" Their

identity obscured by masks and cos
tumes, the high and the flighty feel free to

indulge every secret desire-including
the admonition "Lick thy neighbor!"

/)
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Though spouses and lovers are supposedly free agents during carnival, violence and sex
go hand in hand with their revelry. Each year, primarily because of jealousy, riots and
ders are the rule. Angry wives may throw lye instead of fits, and husbands who can't cut the
mustard have been known to cut a few throats instead. Of the "carnival-related" deaths

each year, a sizable number are "murders of passion."

mur-

%

m



>■- 4 , >
w-

As the reveler with the
bulbous breast im

plants demonstrates,
there may be some
confusion as to the
exact relationship

between the sexes.
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The wild goings-on among the gay contingent make
the straights look positively uptight. At the seedy
Theatre St. Joseph's, gays hold their own Baile das
Bonecas (Ball of the Dolls), where “It it moves, grab

it,” seems to be the only rule that holds.

The festival grinds irresistibly on, night and day-and
so do the revelers. Staying awake is a community is
sue made easier by megaton doses of booze, drugs,
and speed. After a week of such excess. Lent pro
vides the necessary, however unwelcomed, relief.
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At the exclusive Club
V

Monte Libano, young
socialites show off their

charms for appreciative
fat cats, while the city’s

im. leading ladies are off on
their own brand of

slumming, such as
dabbling In sweaty la¬
borer-relations to regain
the common touch.



When Garfield Stone was nine

years old, his father
became his mortal enemy.
Now, with the eyes of

the nation tuned to Las Vegas,
Stone has found the

perfect place to wreak his
ultimate revenge.

TH
m
FICTION BY OVID DEMARIS

t  140 miles an
hour, the red Ferrari had the shrill whine of
a jet fighter Garfield Stone had once heard
at an air show. At one time its V-12 engine
would have cruised smoothly at 160 miles
an hour, but its day had passed and metal
fatigue had set in. The red Ferrari was
twenty-two years old, a classic whose in
testinal parts had not moved in nearly a
decade. It was a family heirloom, a price
less objet d'art that Garfield’s father, mov
ie star Rocky Stone, had lovingly restored
to its original splendor with his own pre
cious hands. He had purchased the Fer
rari the week he'd completed his first
starring role. It was his good luck charm
and in some ways his first and only love.
He lavished more attention on this me
chanical toy than he ever gave his wife
and son, or any other human being.

All the windows were closed to avoid
drag, and his body was drenched in per
spiration. His glasses were fogging up
and he kept sliding them down his nose to
let them clear up. For those few seconds
he was a blind man inside a red bullet

PAINTING BY
BERT-JOHNNY NILSSON
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with junk food and looks like a sumo wres
tler. His fucking prick must be.made of
genuine cowhide. I'd like to skin it and use
it for a baseball cover. I’ll bet you could
throw a mean screwball with it.”
Gus was shaking his head like he

couldn't believe his ears. “Good God,
that’s your father and mother you're talk
ing about. Don’t you have any respect—”
“Shut up!” Garfield screamed, his hand

reaching for the door handle. “You start
preaching and I’m jumping out of this fuck
ing rig, you understand?” His huge eyes
seemed to vibrate behind the magnifying
lenses.
The palms of Gus’s hands were soaking

wet and he could feel the perspiration
trickle down his back and chest. This kid
was a psycho. He wished he’d left him
back there with his Ferrari. Somebody
else would have picked him up. He felt like
stopping the truck and kicking the kid’s
ass out, but he was afraid that if he started
slowing down the kid would spook and
jump out. Anybody who drove a car the
way that kid did was capable of anything.
“Okay, Alfie, no more lectures. I ’ll just

drive, and if you feel like talking, be my
guest.”
Gus looked straight ahead, his foot

growing a little impatient on the accelera
tor, pushing the needle to eighty. But what
if a cop stopped him? No telling what the
kid would do or say. His foot became less
impatient and the needle dropped back
down to seventy.
“Hey, Gus, you ever play Russian rou

lette?”
Gus shook his head and kept his eyes

on the road.
“Man, that’s cool, I started playing it

when I was fifteen. I knew where my old
man kept his thirty-eight and when he was
away I’d sneak it in my bedroom. I'd put a
bullet in one of the chambers and spin it
maybe a dozen times before I’d put it in my
mouth and pull the trigger.” He laughed.
“The first time I really shit my pants. I can’t
describe the feeling. Every nerve in my
body was jumping. But the more I played it
the more I wished it would blow my brains
out. Then I did it with two bullets, cutting
the odds in half, or whatever. Did it three
times in five minutes one night. But then a
lot of other kids got into it and some made
it, but they couldn’t even get their fucking
names up front in the funny papers. It was
always the son or daughter of actor or ac
tress so-and-so died today, blah, blah,
blah. You had to read way down into the
story to find out if they really had a name of
their own. So I gave up that bullshit.”
“Well, that’s good to hear,” Gus said,

not knowing what else to say to this
strange boy.
“Why? It’s no skin off your ass. Hey,

you’re a big man. Shit, you must weigh
240 and what are you—six three, maybe
four? Look at me—five eleven and 116
pounds last time I weighed.”
“You ought to eat more,” Gus said.
“Why? So I could have a fat belly like

you? I don’t like food. They sent me to a
CONTINUED ON PAGE 172

I change my mind.”
“Forget it, shithead. Who needs you?”
The driver put his hands on his hips and

further examined Garfield. “My name’s
Gus. What’s yours?”
“None of your fucking business.”
A car went by doing about ninety and

sent a whoosh of hot air that brought tears
to Garfield’s eyes.
“Hey, come on, get in, will you,” Gus

said. “You won’t last two hours out here.
You got any idea what this desert sun can
do to you?”

Garfield walked around the Ferrari and
a grin twisted his thin lips. “All right, let’s
move it,” he said. “I ain’t got all day.”
Gus shrugged, climbed in, and watched

the kid pull himself up on the passenger
side. It seemed to take every ounce of his
strength. He was sweating profusely and
he gasped with pleasure when the cool air
inside the air-conditioned cab hit him.

Garfield sat quietly as Gus shifted
through the various gears and transmis-

looking for a target to impact.
'‘Why the fuck didn’t the cocksucker air-

condition this motherfucker?” he cried an
grily, again pushing the glasses down his
nose.
The Ferrari was reaching the top of a

steep grade when Garfield replaced his
glasses and a huge semi materialized 100
feet ahead. For a split second Garfield
wanted to smash the Ferrari into the back
of the trailer and could actually hear the
sickening sound of exploding metal, but in
the next moment he spun the wheel and
the Ferrari shot out into the open lane,
missing the trailer by inches. He went fish
tailing wildly past it, the tires shrieking as
he gunned the engine for more traction. A
moment later he had it under control and
the truck had disappeared in his rearview
mirror.
He lowered the window an inch and was

hit by a blast of hot air. At least now he
could breathe. The inside of the Ferrari
was like a sauna.
Then it happened. It sounded like a

bomb. The hood and several metal parts
shot up into the air, followed by boiling oil
and water, which quickly covered the
windshield. Still he managed to stop the
car safely on the side of the road. Then he
leaned back in the seat and laughed until
tears were streaming down his cheeks.
His father’s jewel had exploded under the
crushing weight of a sledgehammer. No-

^ body would ever put this Humpty-Dumpty
z together again—not with the original parts
6 they wouldn’t,
s  Without his noticing it, the truck he’d

nearly collided with had stopped behind
s him and the driver, a tall, heavyset man in
I his mid-thirties, had walked to the Ferrari
^ and was staring incredulously at what was
° left of the engine.
3  “Are you okay, kid?” he said, bending
I over to peer inside the car.
s  Garfield nodded. “Yeah, I’m fine. What
I are you doing here?”
f  The truck driver was shaking his head.
I “Must have been doing 150 when you
i passed me. Want me to call for help on my
I C.B.?”
<  “No!” Garfield shouted. “Leave the

CM
CM

8

CO

fe fucker right where she is. How far are we
® from Vegas?”
E  “Seventy miles or so.”
I  “You going there?”
M  “Yeah.”

§  "Well, I could use a ride.”
i  The truck driver laughed. “One minute
s you’re doing 150 in a Ferrari and the next
I you’re hitchhiking. Well, that’s the ups and
” downs of life, kid.”
i  "Yeah, how would you know, you dumb
^ truck jockey?”

The truck driver looked closely at Gar-
I field and saw a boy not more than seven-
i teen who was nothing but skin and bones.
% His brown shoulder-length hair looked like
I it hadn’t been combed in a year. There
B were deep hollows in his cheeks and dark
I circles under large brown eyes that had a
I wild, furtive glint behind thick lenses.
°  "Kid, shut up and get in the truck before
118 PENTHOUSE
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His body would become

Kemo Sabe’s
bullet. With it he would

kill the president
of the United States. His

feat would never

be topped by anyone.

5

sions until finally the rig was cruising at
seventy.

“This is pretty neat,” Garfield said.
“Like sitting in the catbird seat.”
“Not bad,” Gus said. “It’s a living.”
“You got kids?”
“Yeah, eight—four boys, four girls.”
“You spend any time with them?”
“All I can when I’m home.”
“Where’s that?”
“Kokomo, Indiana,”
“Home's bullshit, you know that?”
Gus shrugged. “Not all homes.”
Garfield looked out his window at the

gray sagebrush and yellowish sand, “My
name's Alfie,” he said, deciding to use an
alias. “I live in Beverly Hills. I don't have a
home. Just a place to support my father’s
image.”
“What does your father do for a living?”
Garfield laughed. “He flexes his fucking

muscles. To him I’m a fucking physical
disgrace. The cocksucker hates my fuck
ing guts for it, too. Like it was my fucking
fault. I can’t help it if his fucking semen’s
defective. But it never stopped him from
fucking, that’s for sure. He fucks anything
that moves—except my mother, of
course, who’s been fucking her mouth
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ROCKY RULED BY BIZARRE CUIT

Rocky” superstar Sylvester Stallone’s life is being guided by
the Church of New World Unity, a cult headed by a SS-year-
old, 250-pound woman minister and her 31-year-old hus
band, a part-time songwriter. Since 1979 Stallone has been a
member of the church,
which is located in the base

ment of a building in North
Hollywood, Calif.
The church’s leaders are

Bernice and Allan Osman

(above), who founded it in

1972. They both call them
selves “Reverend Doctor,”

and Osman says his wife is a
psychic.
Osman spouted the follow

ing gibberish in attempting to
explain what his church be
lieves in; “We believe in God
but we’re not Christians. We

believe God is an all-knowing
metaphysical force for good.

We also believe that most peo
ples’ problems stem from
their repeating bad habits that
have been imbedded in their

subconscious minds from pre
vious lifetimes.” (£n^«i>er)
So that’s why Stallone keeps
making the same movie over
and over!-Editor
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SPECIAL DBJVEirr!
Postal officials were shocked
when mailman Brian Mur

ray told them the reason why
he was burning letters in
stead of delivering them.

The pooped postman was
trying to avoid the love-
starved ladies on his mail
route whose out-of-hand
demands had worn him to a
frazzle.

Incredibly, the love-hungry
widows and wives of the tiny

hamlet of Waverly, Scotland,
had turned Brian’s pleasant

delivery job into a nightmar
ish ordeal of sex, sex, sex.
“The truth of the matter is

the women in this town are

completely sex-starved and
took advantage of my man
hood,” explained the 24-year-
old letter carrier, who became
so weak from his love bouts,

he couldn’t carry his mail

pouch.
Brian learned the real

meaning of “special deliv
ery” just days after he had
been transferred to his new

route in Waverly, a village of
about 300 persons.
A young widow of about 30

invit^ him in after he had de

livered a box. Eyeing the 6-
foot-4, red-haired letter
carrier, the woman handed

him tea and a piece of bread
with butter and jam.

Brian took a sip and then

looked up to a stunning sight.
The woman had slipped off
her dress and was looking at
him with lust in her eyes.
“There’s no doubt about

it,” he told the postal board.
She seduced me. I wouldn’t

have minded it at all except

she spread the word around to
other women in the village.
Before many weeks had
passed, I had spent more time
in bed with these passionate
females than I did delivering
the mail.

“I quickly learned that it
was quite impossible to make
love to a dozen or more

women each day,” he said. “I
lost weight and became less
and less interested in my
work.

Brian soon realized that his

health was in danger from his

»»
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The ladies of Waverly have morefree time now that Brian Murray (above) has been transferred.

lose my job,” he said.
He began destroying cata

logs to avoid carrying all that
weight. Then, he began burn
ing up letters so he wouldn’t
have to make deliveries at

home where the lady expected
more than letters.

Brian’s solution might have
worked, but a village boy

caught him burning mail in the

town’s incinerator and told thpassionate deliveries. So he
tried to limit his deliveries to

just letters and packages.
But the lustful women on

his route liked the way things
were. Pretty soon, the strap

ping mailman could hardly lift
his pouch. “I tried to stop it,
but they threatened me. They
said they’d report me to my
superiors as a seducer and I’d

e

police.
Postal officials were

stunned by the bizarre story.
To avoid a scandal, they trans
ferred Brian to Edinburgh
rather than fire him.

And to replace the post
man, officials sent a lady
carrier to take over his

route. (Weekly World News)

JUDGE RULES $1 MIL SEX SUIT
IS JAVA JIVE

ship reportedly ended three
months later.
Sachar testified that she

became depressed and had
uncontrollable crying spells
after the breakup. She testi
fied that she saw psychiatrists

for nearly two years and had
no social life until recently.
But Federal Court Judge

Pierre Laval said he doubted
the accident caused all that.
He noted that the woman’s

own doctor “found no physi

cal or organic causes for con
tinued pain and concluded that
it must be of psychogenic ori
gin” and that medical testi
mony showed that severe
bums would have left scars.
“1 conclude that the bum

was relatively slight...and
was substantially cured by the
end of the three-week trip,”
Laval said. fNew York Daily
Afews-submitted by Eric
Goldstein)

spilled coffee on her lap dur
ing a flight to Spain on Aug.
3,1979.
Sachar testified that the

bum forced her to stay out of
the sun during her vacation,
“turned off” her boyfriend
and caused severe bums to her

inner thigh and groin. She and
the ex-boyfriend testified they
often had sex twice a day
before the accident, but that

sex was painful for Sachar
and virtually impossible dur
ing the vacation. The relation-

A federal judge in Manhat
tan yesterday rejected a $1
million suit by a woman who
charged that a spilled cup of
coffee ruined her sex life-
not to mention a vacation

to Spain. She was awarded
$3,000 for “physical discom-

Randi Sachar, 39, a city in

vestigator, said she lost her
boyfriend and became so de
pressed she was unable to eat
or have a social life after an
Iberian Airlines stewardess

fort.

Pervasive Use of Cocaine

h Reported in Hollywood

Headline from a front-page story in the New York Times.
You call that newsll-Editor.
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Little Girl With A Big
NameThatGoes
OnAndOnAndOn
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A tiny Montana girl with a whopping 622 letter name is the
winner of the Enquirer’s longest name in America contest!
The $200 winner-who beat 912 other contestants to win-is

3-year-old Snowowlwolfeschelegelstienhausenbergerdorff-
vor alter nwarenge wis-
senhaftschaferswessen-

schafewarenwohlgepfle-
geundsorgfaltigkeit-
beschutzenvonangreif-

endurchahrraubgierig-
feindewelchevoral-

temzwolftausendjahresvor-
andieerscheinen-

9
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vanderersteerdemen-

schderraumschiffgebrauch-
lichtalsseinursprung-
vonkraftgestartseinlange-
f

computer because you’re go
ing to need it!

The little girl’s first name
was strung together from a
baby name book and more
than a dozen German sources.

Her second and third names,
Ellen and Georgianna, come
from her grandmother and
great-grandmother.

Admits Snow Owl’s daddy,
who has nine other children

with such names as Kekoa,
Kedi, Zooey, and London,
“Washington State, where
Snow Owl was bom, said we
couldn’t use her name on the
birth certificate because it was

too long. I got a form letter. I
sent it back. 1 said, ‘That’s her
name and that’s it!

The state of Washington fi
nally relented and put her
whole name on the birth cer

tificate. Washington’s Bureau
of Vital Statistics verified her

name to the Enquirer.
“The first time Snow Owl

has to write her whole name

9 99
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WomerA Ub HertMne
Of The Month ahrthinzwischenstemartig-

fraumaufdersuchenach-

diesternwelchegehabt-
bewohnbarplanetenkreise-
drehensichundwobinder-

Bored housewife Linda May
Burnett helped slaughter a
horrified family of five in
cold blood, and now the sa
distic woman wants to die
herself-because she feels life
on death row is too cruel.
“I don’t think it’s fair for a

court to hand down death and
then make the inmate wait out

an appeal,” complained the
fiendish mother of three. The
heartless homemaker said she

took part in the massacre be
cause she was bored.

“It beat staying home and
washing dishes, making beds,
and listening to my husband
raise hell.” (Weekly World
News)

neurassevonverstandigmen-
schlichkeitkonntefort-

pflannenundsicher-

freuenanlebenslanglich-
freudeundrehemitnichtein-

furchtvorangreifen-
vonandererintelligent-
geschopfsvonhinzwischen-
stemartigraum Ellen Geor
gianna Sor-Lokken.
But she’s known as “Snow

Owl” or “Oli” around her

family’s ranch outside Mis
soula, Mont.
Her father, Scott Raoul Sor-

Lokken, 45, gave Snow Owl
her incredibly long name be
cause he wanted to throw a

monkey wrench into the gov
ernment bureaucracy.
“I can’t wait until some

government agency says,
‘No, we have to have the full

legal name,

say, ‘Fine, make room in your

> 99

he said. “I’ll

BITE’EM COWBOf!
It

down, she might not be too
happy with me, ” said her dad.
“But I figure maybe she’ll
think it’s unique after a
while. (National Enquirer)

EDITOR'S
NOTE:

We welcome your contributions for future “Hard Times”

colunms, and we will give a free one-year subscription to
Penthouse to each reader whose item is printed. Send clip
pings to: Hard Times, do Penthouse, 909 Third Avenue, New

York, N. Y. 10022. Please include the name of the newspaper,
the page number, and the date the clipping was published.

It takes tough tactics to control a bucking bronco, and this cow
poke at a California rodeo demonstrated his no-nonsense
method-biting the horse’s lip while holding its ear. The practice
is frowned on by rodeo officials because of its cruelty, but some
cowboys still use it while trying to saddle an unbroken stallion
for an event called a “wild horse race. (National Enquirer)
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lANDSKI
CHALLENGE THE
BEST AMATEUR SKIERS IN AMERICA
FOR AN AVALANCHE
OF PRIZES AND A CHANCE TO WIN
A1983 AUDI QUATTRO!

SPONSORED BY

AMERICAN TOBACCO CO.
CHIVAS REGAL
AMERICAN HONDA ATC
CASIO
PANASONIC
Test your skill in the most exciting racing
event of the season-the Penthouse
Grand Ski!

Compete in any one of this year’s Chal
lenge Rounds, finish 1st, 2nd, or 3rd, and
you might win a pair of Lacroix skis, Nordica
boots, or a complete ski wardrobe compli
ments of Gaechter-Haber!

And there'll be wild card winners, too, so
regardless of where you finish you might still
ski off with a new pair of Bolle sunglasses,
goggles, or an official Penthouse Ski Bag!

But the best is yet to come...the men’s and
women’s winner at each event will be
f|own on an expense paid trip to Vail, Colo-
t^o, to compete for the Grand Prize of
either a new Honda ATC 185S or ATC 110
three-wheeler, and the Penthouse Grand
Ski Championship!

But be prepared.„each and every
entrant to this event qualifies for a

,  chance to drive off in a gleaming
\\^vWl95:^Audi Quattro in the
^^nthou^Grond Ski Sweepstakes!

Competition in thi^Odif ied giant slalom is
open to amateur skiters 21 years of age or
older, at any one of iVie following sites. The
Penthous%3rand SkL..Go for it!

1983 SCHEC^LE OF EVENTS
January 16, SUgorloaf, ME, Lucky Strike
January 22, ihdianhead. Ml, Lucky Strike
January 29, Hunter Mtn., NY Honda
February 6,,Aspen Highlands, CO, Honda
February 6/Elk Mtn., PA, Lucky Strike
February lO,^teambgptrCDrianasonic

z:febniOry-43^ inTeTPark, CO/Chivas Regal
February 27, Snow VallafTCA, Casio
March 5, Squa\vYjjW<<^GA, Chivas Regal

—Mgrch 19..St0w6r^,-iucky Strike
Mditf<25, Vail, CO, Grand Ski Finals

. PENTHOUSE PETS WILL BE THERE II!

FOR INFORMATION CONTACT CAPITAL SPORTS, INC.
, 280 PARK AVENUE, NY NY 10017, (212) 687-2125
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Ori Hofmekler, a brilliant, young Israeli artist, virtually unknowrn in the United States, is barely
thirty years old. Yet his trenchant wit, iaseriike perceptions, and incandescent talent have al
ready won him universal recognition abroad as one of the worid's very best and brashest socio-*
poiitical satirists. This month, a collection of his recent portraits, entitled Hofmekler's People, is
being published by Holt, Rinehart & Winston. Also this month, in keeping with our poiicy of finding
and securing world-class talent. Penthouse is delighted to welcome this latter-day Honor6
Daumier and his provocative, etched-in-acid paintings in what will become the first of a regular,

exclusive, and long-term series.
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Being bom in Tel Aviv, Israel. Hotmekler was raised in a highly politically charged environment. His gift for figurative drawing was
evident by the age of five, and by the time he reached high school his parents, teachers, and other authority figures were being
subjected to the biting scrutiny of his pen. At the Hebrew University in Jerusalem, the young artist studied philosophy as well as art.
In his world view, they are inextricably bound together, each acting upon and influencing the other. “Unlike most political cartoon
ists, who express ideas by using political figures, I try to do the opposite-use political figures to express an idea without depending

on words or captions. I want the Image to speak for itself...”
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After completing a course of study at the Bazalel Academy of Arts, Hofmekler began selling his work to galleries in Tel Aviv and
London. Soon, though, his fascination with the absurdities and banalities of world affairs led him to concentrate more and more on
political satire. Finding such topicai portraits iess suitabie for the timeless qualities of galieries and museums than for the immedi
acy and newsworthiness of the popuiar press, he began enjoying iong-term commissions with Europe's and the Middie East's
most prestigious periodicais. This exposure wili soon be enhanced by an upcoming Penthouse-sponsored exhibition to be shown
throughout Europe and North America. Though his popuiarity abroad is immense, it's sate to say that the British royai famiiy, iam-
pooned here as the makeshift cast of Dallas, and the Ayatoiiah Khomeini, presented above on the outs in an outhouse, may not be

,  his biggest fans...
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In the past, he explains, religion played a far more decisive role in \«orid affairs. Art was important and influential because it de
picted religious figures and ideas. Today, however, most modem art is merely decorative. “At the same time,” he adds, "it is not
Madonnas and bishops but movie stars and politicians that peopie now believe in. So the theatrical portrait, done with ironic so
phistication, is the art form with the greatest impact on society. I think it's the best medium for expressing my own ideas." Hof-
mekler, who lives with his wife and young son in Tel Aviv, is accordingly making the popular, show business idol the subject of his

second book, now in progress. No doubt Ronald Reagan et al will anxiously await the results... 0+—g
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HARD
FACTS
SOFT

Each month PENTHOUSE pub
lishes hard-hitting investigative
journalism that gets to the truth,
fiction that absorbs the mind, fash
ion that reflects a unique sense of
style, satire that bites, and beauti
ful women who simply tantalize.
All it takes to receive the world’s
most provocative men's magazine
month after month is a phone call.
Dial 1-800-331-1750, operator 26.

Or subscribe today.
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SELF-EXAMINATION SERIES

DO YOU
HAVE THE RIGHT

STUFF?
BY FRANK DONEGAN

Eighteen questions to see if Uncle Sam really wants you.
O mO
O
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(c) have no regular preference, some

times preferring to dominate, other
times preferring to be passive

cer does, it’s essential that you know their
individual strengths, foibles, and prob
lems on an intimate basis. But a com
mander, faced with handling enormous
numbers of men and vast amounts of ma
teriel during a war, might lose his sanity
(and his judgment) if he too strongly per
sonalized his relations with front-line
troops. After all, his job requires him to
send perhaps hundreds of thousands of
them into situations from which they may
never return alive.
To see how you’d stand up to the re

sponsibilities of a top military command,
answer the following questions as forth
rightly and thoughtfully as possible.

Ever think you’d like to become one of the
Joint Chiefs of Staff? Or maybe command
er of a nice little aircraft carrier? Or how
about an armored division that you can
call your own?
Take this psychograph and you may get

an idea of whether or not you’ve got the
right stuff for making it in the military.
You don’t get to the top ranks in the

armed forces by luck. Nor, since wars are
relatively few and far between (thank
goodness), do you usually crack the up
per echelons of the military by demon
strating conspicuous heroism on the field
of battle. You need a distinct combination
of skills and personality traits to climb the
ladder to military success.
The armed forces have often been com

pared to large corporations, and it is fre
quently thought that the “organization
man’’ who succeeds in industry would en
counter few obstacles if he had chosen a
military career. But this isn’t necessarily
so. The guy who runs a shoe factory in
Chicago isn’t automatically the best
choice to direct a war in the South Pacific.
The Pentagon—an enthusiastic spon

sor of all sorts of studies—has spent con
siderable sums trying to pin down
precisely what goes into making a good
commanding officer. After all, you don't
want to promote assholes if you can help

5. With which of the following statements
would you be more likely to agree?
(a) Once I get a job done, I like to forget

about it and go on to other things,
(b) I'm a worrier. I can’t stop thinking

about problems, even when I'm vir
tually certain that I’ve successfully
solved them. I just can't get them off
my mind.

6. Let’s say you want a raise and you real
ly deserve it. Based on past experi
ence, how would you most likely go
about getting it?
(a) I’d probably barge right into my

boss's office and demand it. When I
feel I really deserve something, I go
right for it.

(b) I probably wouldn’t say anything at
all. I'd wait around, hoping they’d
give me the raise because I de
served it. At the same time. I’d prob
ably be getting more and more
angry because my contribution
wasn't being rewarded. In the end I
might blow up and do something
rash, like threaten to quit over a
seemingly minor matter,

(c) I'd try to wait around for a time
when all the signs were good (i.e.,
after I'd successfully completed an
important project, when the com
pany reported improved earnings,
etc.). I'd probably brownnose my
boss some (kissing ass never
hurts), and, when everything
seemed in order, I'd ask for the
raise.

1. With which of the following statements
would you be most likely to agree?
(a) The best way to lead is by example.

The people under you will behave
as you do.

(b) The best way to lead is to show
you’re the boss right from the start.
Empathy and good example may
work in some cases, but the most
important thing for your subordi
nates to know is that you’re in
charge and that you’ll kick ass if
they don’t produce,

(c) The best way to lead is to show
your subordinates that you want to
be helpful and that you understand
their problems.

it.
One of the most exhaustive and authori

tative studies in this field was carried out
by the renowned Wesleyan University
psychologist David G. Winter. His findings
are reported in the 1978 book Navy Lead
ership and Management Competencies:
Convergence Among Tests, Interviews
and Performance Ratings. This is hardly
light reading, but if you've ever thought
about trying to scale the military pyramid,
it’s enlightening and instructive.

Winter found, for instance, that distinctly
different skills are required at different lev
els of command. The best lieutenant in the
world won’t necessarily make a good gen
eral. This helps explain why guys who are
fuck-ups at one level often rise to—and
succeed at—much higher levels of re
sponsibility. Winter specifically compared
relatively low-level navy petty officers with
successful upper-level commanders. The
best petty officers, he found, generally
show strong advisory and counseling
skills. They really get close to the men un
der them. The best commanding officers,
on the other hand, tend to be comparative
ly weak in these skills. And if you think
about it, that only makes sense. When you
head a small group of men, as a petty offi-
136 PENTHOUSE

2. Do you dress in a distinctive, personal
style?
(a) yes
(b) somewhat
(c) no

3, How important are status symbols to
you?
(a) Very. I like to have the latest, most

expensive things whenever I can af
ford them,

(b) They are somewhat important to
me, but they don’t dominate my life.
Status symbols alone don’t confer
status. Once you've achieved pow
er, the status symbols—big car,
nice house, etc.
part of the package,

(c) Status symbols have very little im
portance tor me.

:ome along as

7. How do you feel about manipulating
other people without their being aware
of it?
(a) I don’t like it. Relations with other

people should be open and honest,
(b) I don’t like it, but I’ll do it if I really

have to.
(c) It’s not a question of ethics. Ma

nipulating people is merely one of
many legitimate ways of getting
things done.

8. Would you say you’re an indepen
dent, individualistic person?

(a) yes, very much
(b) yes, quite
(c) somewhat
(d) no, not very
(e) no, not at all

4. in your sexual relations with women,
you:
(a) prefer to play the role of the domi

nant partner
(b) prefer to play the role of the passive

partner
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man to the top decision-making levels of
the armed forces. You're not likely to suc
ceed in endeavors that call for lots of indi
viduality and personal initiative. You don’t
really like to stand out from the crowd. You
want to be just far enough out front to look
like a leader but not so far as to be brand
ed an “individualist” or “nonconformist.”
You would probably work well in a large

bureaucracy (which is basically what the
military is). Some people find bureaucra
cies cold and heartless, but to you they’re
cozy places that allow you to avoid taking
too much responsibility on yourself. Yet,
when you really want to get something
done, you know better than most people
how to bend bureaucratic procedures to fit
your needs. You know all the bureaucra
cy’s back alleys and shortcuts.

42 to 66 points;
If you were to choose a military career,
you could have a moderate degree of suc
cess, but you might have a harder time
reaching the upper echelons than would
men who scored in the category above.
You share some characteristics with those
men, but you either don’t have enough of
those traits or don’t exhibit them to a
strong enough degree. You are probably
a little too individualistic to navigate the
military hierarchy successfully. Of course,
you could be the exception that proves the
rule—be another George Patton, who
makes it to the top while still retaining a
sense of flair. But more likely you’d stag
nate in the middle or lower levels of the
officer corps.

ment. I’d probably be really un
happy,

(b) Bureaucracies are a fact of mod
ern life. If you know the rules that
govern a bureaucracy (and know
how to manipulate them), you can
actually get a lot done.

9. When you have several things that all
need doing, do you have trouble set
ting priorities and working on the
most important thing first?
(a) yes, very much
(b) I have some trouble
(c) no

10. How do you feel about this state
ment? “When I have several things of
equai importance that all need to be
done at once, it’s usually possible to
find areas of overlap and points of
commonality that enable me to work
on the various things simultaneous-

17. If you had to choose, you would pre-

(a) a job with high prestige and fame
but no reai power

(b) a job with high power but no real
public recognition or prestige

fer:

18. How do you feel about this state
ment? “In many cases, the most ef
fective way to get what you want is by
using influence and pulling strings.”
(a) agree strongly
(b) agree quite a bit
(c) agree somewhat
(d) I agree, but I prefer not to operate

that way in my own life,
(e) Basically I disagree. Competence

and talent are the best ways to
achieve your goal.

ly”
(a) I tend to agree,
(b) I tend to disagree. It’s best to con

centrate on one thing and follow it
through before you go on to the
next problem,

11. Look at your room, your office, your
desk. Things are:
(a) very carefully ordered
(b) quite orderly
(c) not too orderly
(d) a mess

12. Are you often late for appointments?
(a) yes
(b) sometimes
(c) once in a great while
(d) hardly ever

13. Would you like to run a business of
your own?
(a) Yes, very much,
(b) Perhaps. It might be interesting,
(c) Not realiy.

14. If you could only have friends or pow
er, which would you choose?
(a) friends
(b) power

SCORING
All possible answers have been given
point values, which are listed below. To
find your score, add up the point values of
the answers you chose. The highest pos
sible score is 90; the lowest, 18.

a-3, b-5, c-1
a-1, b-2, c-5
a-1, b-5, c-3
a-5, b-1, c-1
a-5, b-1
a-1, b-1, c-5
a-1, b-2, c-5
a-1, b-1, c-3, d-5, e-4
a-1, b-2, c-5
a-5, b-1
a-5, b-4, c-2, d-1
a-1, b-2, c-3, d-5
a-1, b-2, c-5
a-1, b-5
a-1, b-5
a-1, b-5
a-1, b-5
a-5, b-4, c-3, d-1, e-1

1.
2.
3.
4,

18 to 41 points:
You’d probably get kicked out of the ser
vice before you got through basic training.
Either that or you’d spend a hell of a lot of
time peeling potatoes or swabbing decks.
So you probably shouldn't apply to West
Point (just in case you were thinking of it).
You may not have the sense of organiza
tion or the power drive that is generally
needed for military success. You’re prob
ably too much of a maverick to deal well
with the military bureaucracy.
Of course, guys like you sometimes

have “interesting” military careers. These
are the men who in the heat of battle
sometimes make crazy but brilliant deci
sions and become heroes. And some
times guys with these characteristics
show real flair for running lucrative black-
market kickback schemes under the
noses of the top brass.... But that’s not
quite what we had in mind when we talked
about “military success.”CH—g

5.
6.
7.
8.
9.
10.
11.
12.15. With which of the following state

ments would you be more likely to
agree?
(a) I hate meetings and brainstorming

sessions. If I have to make a deci
sion or solve a problem. I’d rather
do it by myself,

(b) The best way to make decisions is
by consensus. That’s why things
like meetings and brainstorming
sessions are important.

13.
14.
15.
16.
17.
18.

If you scored 67 to 90 points:
You have the type of mind that leads to
success in the military. If you get caught in
the middle of a real live shooting war, you
may or may not prove to be a brilliant com
mander, but that’s beside the point. The
fact is that you have the personality char
acteristics and skills that can catapult a

16. How do you feel about bureaucra
cies?
(a) I detest them. If I ever had to work

in a large bureaucratic environ-
138 PENTHOUSE



ALERT

The Radar Defense Kit

Radar warning
Hear the difference

What Could Be Better

Than Unbelievable Range?
By now, you’ve probably heard some tall sounding stories
about how far away the ESCORT"’ radar warning
receiver picks up radar traps. You know, the ones where
they talk In miles instead of car lengths. The stories go
on to say that ESCORT'S superheterodyne receiving
circuits provide as much X and K-band warning as you
can possibly use, and then some. If you've never used
an ESCORT, they may seem pretty far fetched, but most
of them are true. Over hills, around corners, and from
behind.

No Stone Unturned
The ESCORT Radar Disc is the latest addition to a

long list of standard features. We don’t scrimp on
anything. Here they are: ■ Patented Digital Signal
Processor ■ Different Audio Alerts for X or K Band
Radar ■ Varactor-Tuned Gunn Oscillator tunes out false
alarms ■ Alert Lamp dims photoelectrically after dark
■ 1/64 Second Response Time covers all radar ■
City/Highway Switoh filters out distractions ■ Audio
Pulse Rate accurately relates radar intensity ■ Fully
Adjustable Audio Volume ■ Softly Illuminated Signal
Strength Meter ■ L.E.D. Power-On Indicator ■ Sturdy
Extruded Aluminum Housing ■ Inconspicuous size
(1.5H X 5.25W X 5D) ■ Power Cord Ouick-Disconnect
from back of unit ■ Convenient Visor Clip or Hook and
Loop Mounting ■ Protective Molded Carrying Case ■
Spare Fuse and Alert Lamp Bulb.

Your stereo will demonstrate
ESCORT’S unusual abilities.

Made In Cincinnati

If you want the best, there's only one way to get an
ESCORT. Factory direct. Knowledgeable support and
professional service are only a phone call or parcel
delivery away. We mean business. In fact, after you open
the box, play the Radar Disc, and install your ESCORT,
we’ll give you 30 days to test it yourself at no risk. If
you’re not absolutely satisfied, we’ll refund your pur
chase as well as pay for your postage costs to return it.
We also back ESCORT with a full one year limited
warranty on both parts and labor. So let ESCORT change
radar for you forever. Order today.

Car 54 Where Are You?
Maximum detection range is wonderful, but it’s far

from the whole story. In some ways, radar detectors are
like smoke alarms: you want to make sure that you don’t
miss anything, but you don’t want a lot of false alarms.
ESCORT won’t disappoint you. Beyond that, when a
smoke alarm sounds off, the most pressing thing on
your mind is: Where is the fire? is it ahead of you, behind
you, above you, or below you? In the same room, or at
the other end of the house? Your senses can help you
find fire, but, on the highway, you can’t feel or smell
radar. ESCORT is your sixth sense.

Do It Today
Just send the following to the address below:
□ Your name and complete street address.
□ How many ESCORTS you want.
□ Any special shipping instructions.
□ Your daytime telephone number.
□ A check or money order.

WS4

Credit card buyers may substitute their card
number and expiration date for the check.
Or call us toll free and save the trip to
the mail box.

Hearing Is Believing
ESCORT reports its findings straight to your ears in a

way no other detector can match. Its vocabulary
includes a Geiger-counter-like pulsating rhythm that
relates radar intensity in a smooth, natural, and intuitive
manner, making it easy to sense the distance to radar. It
can tell you if radar is ahead of you, behind you, or even
traveling along with you in traffic. ESCORT also speaks
different languages for each radar band. Since the two
bands behave differently, the distinctive tonal
differences eliminate surprises. You’ll even be able to
tell "beam interrupter," "trigger,” or "instant-on” type
radars from other signals just by the sounds they make.
Ditto for radar burglar alarms and door openers.
ESCORT has a lot to say, and we’ve developed a new
way for you to get acquainted quickly.

Play It, Sam
ESCORT’S instruction book contains a wealth of

information. Actually, it’s the ESCORT user’s Bible. But,
the quickest way to become fluent in ESCORT’S lan
guage is to play the Radar Disc on your stereo turntable.
You’ll hear firsthand how to interpret what ESCORT tells
you in a number of situations. We now include this
special Disc with every ESCORT so you can take a
test drive as soon as you open the box.

Esoofa .
RADAR aSC

New!
33'/3 RPM Radar Disc CALL TOLL FREE . . .800-543-1608

IN OHIO CALL

ESCORT (Includes Everything). . . . $245.00
Ohio residents add $13.48 sales tax.

Extra Speedy Delivery
If you order with a bank check, money order,

credit card, or wire transfer, your order is pro
cessed for shipping immediately. Personal or
company checks require an additional 18 days.

800-582-2696

What The Critics Say
Car and Driver: . . . “The ESCORT, a perennial

favorite of these black-box comparisons, is still the
best radar detector money can buy . . . All things
considered, the ESCORT is the best piece of electronic
protection on the market.”

BMWCCA Roundel: . . . “The ESCORT is a highly
sophisticated and sensitive detector that has been
steadily improved over the years without changing those
features that made it a success in the first place. .  . In
terms of what all it does, nothing else comes close.”

Playboy: . . . "ESCORT radar detectors . . . (are)
generally acknowledged to be the finest, most sensitive,
most uncompromising effort at high technology in the
field.”

Autoweek: . . . “For the third straight year, no manu
facturer has bettered the ESCORT’S sensitivity. . . the
consistent quality is remarkable.”

ESCORT
RADAR WARNING RECEIVER

□ Cincinnati Microwave
Department 005
One Microwave Plaza
Cincinnati, Ohio 45242



Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.
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So you think the latest liqueur
sensation is just for the weaker sex. Guess

again, fella. And let some choice

specimens of viri l ity tel l why they love
the sweet stuff.

BY ANITA SUMMER

eginning the rage there
was Bailey’s Original Irish Cream, a luscious liqueur that
arrived in America via England and promptly seduced drink
fans everywhere. Why? Because of its scrumptuous taste,
naturally. And because Bailey’s was a preblended drink—
part fresh dairy cream plus flavoring, part spirits—and re
quired no mixing of ingredients, no fancy measured reci
pes. You simply opened the bottle and poured, either
slightly chilled or over ice.
So successful was Bailey’s that it spawned an entire new

category of drink based on cream: cream liqueurs. Most
came from Ireland, a few from France, Italy, and the United
States. With their relatively low alcohol content (typically 34
proof) and enticing tastes, like Cremaretto (amaretto and
chocolate cream) pr Demi-Tasse Coffee (coffee cream plus
cognac), creams have become the after-dinner flavor sen
sation. Perfect, too, fora late-night treat or a bit of afternoon
entertaining.
But would any real man, you ask, drink a drink that's

PHOTOGRAPH BY ANDREW UNANGST
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PRESTON ROBERT TISCH (president,
Loews Corporation): From an industry
point of view, I’ve noticed an increase in
the demand for sweet and cream iiqueurs
from hardened drinkers. Aiso, more and
more young people coming into the mar
ket seem to prefer the creamy variety. I
frankly don’t think it sheds any light, or
gloom, on a man’s personality if he’d rath
er have a sweet drink than a stiff one. Half
the time I have a liqueur after dinner.
Cream drinks for men are accepted with
out question these days. They’re on a par
with ordering a martini or manhattan be
fore dinner.

spelled “liqueur" instead of “liquor"?
Would any self-respecting macho speci
men quaff an alcoholic beverage whose
butterfat content rivals a malted milk?
Shame on you: of course he would! And
just to prove our point, we hunted up some
of the most virile members of the male
species and asked them what they
thought of guys who drink cream. We think
you'll agree: any man with confidence,
any man with style, could be drinking
creams till the cows come home.

CREME
DE LACREAM
Brand name
American
Creme

Producer/importer
Heublein, Inc.

Bailey’s
Original
Irish Cream ■

The Paddington
Corp.

Cardans
Irish
Cream Liqueur

Cremaretto

Renfield
Importers, Ltd.JACK LA LANNE (fitness expert): I've

seen some of the most macho guys
around demolishing chocolate cake as
though it were going out of style. Does that
make them less of a guy? Taste buds have
nothing to do with masculinity. A man who
orders hard liquor, and shrinks away in a
corner of a room, is far more effeminate
than a guy who soaks up a grasshopper
with panache and aplomb.

Mediterranean
Importing Co.

HAROLD ROBBINS (author^ To each his
own. Far be it for me to criticize anything
anyone says or does. If cream liqueurs
give men pleasure, as they do, then men
should go ahead and enjoy. It’s less manly
to worry about what other people think
than about what you like to drink.

TheDemi-Tasse
Coffee Cream

Dunphy’s
Cream

Emmet’s
Ireland's
Cream Liqueur

Leroux Irish
Cream Liqueur

Myer's Rum
Cream

O’Darby Irish
Cream Liqueur

Venetian
Cream Liqueur

Waterford
Authentic Irish
Cream Liqueur

Paddington Corp.

Fleischmann
Distilling Co.

“21” Brands, Inc. RICHARD HARRIS (actor): Soaking up
cream liqueurs might enhance a guy’s vi
rility. Put him in the right mood for what he
intends to do afterward.

JAMES COCO (actor): I love cream
drinks. I don’t like any other kind. Howev
er, you do have to remember the calories.
At least I do. The whole world knows I’m
on a diet, I’ve written a diet book, and it
would be pretty stupid of me not to prac
tice what I preach. What I would do is
make sure my date ordered a cream li
queur or cocktail, then I’d order Scotch on
the rocks, leave mine untouched, and
drink most of hers! I think it’s wonderful to
see men who don’t have my girth ordering
liquid goodies.

General Wine &
Spirits

Seagram's Distillers
JOHN HILLERMAN (co-star on CBS’s
“Magnum, P.l.”): If I had to choose two
adjectives to describe cream liqueurs, I’d
opt for “elegance” and “sophistication.”
And since I would like to think that those
two adjectives could be applied to me, I
would have no hesitation whatsoever in
requesting and enjoying a cream drink
while socializing with a lady. It’s ridiculous
even to suggest that any gentleman who
echoes my sentiments is any less of a guy.
Unless, of course, he happens to be wear
ing a dress.

Bacardi
imports, Inc.

W. A. Taylor & Co,

TheCHRISTOPHER REEVE (actor): I find it pe
culiar even to imply that anyone’s choice
of anything, such as cream liqueurs, has a
positive or negative connotation. I never
think of masculinity on a scale of one to
ten, nor do I think it has any importance.

Buckingham
Corp.

for me, I want to hang out with those guys,
so I guess I’ll also have to start drinking
cream liqueurs, whatever they are . . .

GEOFFREY HOLDER (actor-choreogra
pher): The first drink ever, for men and
women, was milk . . .GEORGE ALLEN (former football coach,

Washington Redskins; chairman, Presi
dent's Council on Physical Fitness): Since
I’m a malted-milk fan, and not much of a
drinker into the bargain, I belong to the bri
gade of creamy-drink imbibers. What any
one else drinks is of no consequence
whatsoever to me. I’d think less of a man
who can’t hold hard liquor, yet insists on
trying to, than a man who savors a gooey
drink. Discipline is the number-one char
acteristic of success; moderation should
be one’s guide. As to ordering cream
drinks in the company of women, I can’t
think of one single reason why I—or any
other man—should not. After all. I guzzle
big glasses of milk, as well as ice cream
and pie and cake in the presence of the
female sex, and they don’t swoon from
shock. So why should they look askance
at a cream liqueur?

F. LEE BAILEY (attorney): I happen to be a
fan of Bailey’s (no relative) Irish Cream. I
cannot think of a single reason why men
should not drink cream liqueurs, other
than that it might make them fat. However,
I seldom order them when I am not with a
woman—because women like them—and
I am apt to cave in against my wil l.

JOHN WESLEY SHIPP (star of CBS’s
“The Guiding Light”): If I’m in the mood for
a cream liqueur, I cannot see any reason
in the world why I should not order one—
or two. Let’s face it: who wants to judge a
man by what he orders? I wouldn’t have ■
second thoughts about ordering what
some might call an effeminate drink if I
were with a lady. Because if that lady .
would judge me on what I fancied, I would
not want to spend time with her, and that
would be the last time she'd see or hear
me place any order in her company.

HUGH O’BRIAN (actor): Masculinity is
something guys either have or haven’t
got. It makes no difference what one
drinks. Take it from me, women aren't tak
en in by what’s in their date’s glass—it’s
the way he holds the glass when he drinks
the contents. Would I order a cream drink
if I were with a woman? Sure, but before I
ordered the drink. I’d order a room.

JOHN D’ACQUISTO (pitcher for the Oak
land A’s): Once upon a time there were
drinks for men and drinks for women. It
was traditional for men to go for the dark-
colored kinds (beer, Scotch, red wine),
while women settled for the light stuff
(white wine, bourbon, vodka). Now, with
the so-called unisex movement, we can all
finally enjoy the whole lot. I’m all in favor.
Cream drinks enhance a meal, a party, the
cocktail hour. They tickle one’s taste
buds. They’re terrific.OH—g

BOB BARKER (host of TV’s “The Price Is
Right”): I honestly can’t think of any rea
son why a man should not enjoy cream
drinks as much as a woman does, unless
he is a male chauvinist pig. As for me, I
think any cream liqueur would go down
much better if I had a Penthouse Pet
alongside me.

DON RICKLES (comedian): Bob Newhart
drinks cream liqueurs, and he assures me
he’s a masculine man. Tommy Lasorda
drinks cream liqueurs, and I’ve personally
heard some of his players yell to him,
“Hey, man!”, so he must be okay, too. As
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Vinogradov's death, the three men of this
troika collectively held more operational
power in their hands than virtually the en
tire Politburo, because it was through
these three men that such things as all ap
pointments for ambassadorships and the
KGB were made, meaning they occupied
the very nerve system of the Soviet gov
ernment.

But there was a fourth man in this troika,
a man who has played a key role not only
in the rise to power of Andropov but also in
the success of the other two men. His
name: Harold R. (Kim) Philby, the famed
British mole for Soviet intel ligence who
defected to Moscow in 1963. For those
paying close attention to power relation
ships among the Soviet elite, the day of
Vinogradov’s funeral was significant, for
standing quietly beside one of the marble
columns in the great hall of the foreign
ministry was Philby. His presence said a
great deal about the growing power of
Yuri Andropov.

At first glance, this seems odd. For all
anybody in the West knew, Philby after his
defection had gone into some form of qui
et retirement in Moscow, living comfort
ably, no doubt, on a pension provided by a
grateful Soviet government. (It would be
difficult to measure the Soviet Union's
gratitude: during a twenty-year career in
British intelligence, Philby, a committed
but secret Communist, gave the Soviet
Union virtually every secret that crossed
his desk, including all that he knew when

he served as liaison between British intelli

gence and the CIA. He remains the proto
typical and most successful intelligence
mole in all history.)
The fact that Philby was even there was

a remarkable event. First, Westerners nor
mally are not invited to such private occa
sions for the elite. For another, it seems
strange that a retired KGB intelligence
agent would appear at such a function.

Except that, contrary to what was be
lieved in the West, Philby was no retired
intelligence agent. In fact, from the mo
ment he arrived in Moscow, he had be
come an important member of the KGB’s
inner circle, and eventually wound up as
the central figure in the buildup of that
agency into what is often considered the
world’s most formidable intelligence orga
nization. In the process, Philby played a
vital role in the rise to power of not only
Yuri Andropov but Andropov’s fellow troi
ka members as well.

This remarkable development, un
known in the West, began in 1933, when
Philby, then a British rebel fascinated with
the Soviet system and its dynamics, came
under the spell of a young and bri lliant So
viet intelligence agent looking for recruit
ment targets. The Russian was named
Sergei Vinogradov, and he became a
close personal friend of Philby—“soul
friends,’’ as the Russians call it. They met
again in 1947. By then, Philby had be
come a KGB agent, providing Moscow
with an unparalleled source of intel l i
gence, and the second extensive encoun
ter with his friend Vinogradov, this time in
Turkey, had developed into an agent-han
dler relationship. Vinogradov, a specialist
on Middle East affairs, valued Philby’s ad
vice on what the Russians should do in the
Arabian peninsula (Philby’s father had
been a renowned Arabist).

Later, when Philby was stationed in the
United States, he developed an equally
close relationship with his control in this
country—Aleksandr Panyushkin. The
Russian was more than a case officer and
friend to Philby; he also eagerly sought
Philby’s advice on how to deal with Ameri
cans. Philby’s advice, stemming from a
shrewd and sophisticated knowledge of
how the American system really works,
formed a vital part in later KGB operations
against this country.

Following Philby’s defection to the Sovi
et Union, he renewed his close friendship
with Vinogradov (by then a powerful mem
ber of the Soviet elite) and became a con
sultant to the KGB. The job title fails to
convey the Englishman’s importance, for
it was Philby who played a significant role
in transforming the KGB into its modern
image. Prior to Philby’s arrival, the KGB,
not surprisingly, had the reputation of a
collection of clumsy thugs. The reputation
included the KGB’s overseas and domes
tic operations. Domestically, the KGB—
successor to the notorious NKVD and
MGB of Stalin’s time—was loathed and
feared by the Russian people, many of
whom remembered the arrests, deporta-

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 58

into play. The Soviet power elite is in fact
an old boychik network, with a complicat
ed series of friendships and sponsor-pro
tege relationships that determine who gets
ahead (and who doesn’t). The Vinogra-
dov-Andropov relationship was a classic
example; with a powerful friend like Vino
gradov, Andropov moved inexorably
through the ranks of the Soviet bureaucra¬
cy.
Which brings us to the third member of

the powerful troika, a man who was stand
ing near Andropov that day in the ministry.
He was Aleksandr Panyushkin, another
powerful Kremlin insider very nearly a ci
pher to the outside world. Formerly am
bassador to the United States and in 1970
chief of the foreign cadres department of
the Communist Party’s Central Commit
tee, Panyushkin that day, along with An
dropov, stood at the very pinnacle of the
Soviet establishment. (Panyushkin was to
die five years after Vinogradov’s funeral.)
And so the power relationship can be

set quite clearly at the very moment of the
Vinogradov funeral in 1970: there was
Panyushkin, a close friend and colleague
of Vinogradov, whose protege was An
dropov, who in turn was a close friend of
Panyushkin, who was also a close friend
of Vinogradov . . . and on and on. What it
meant in practical terms was that before
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1962. At that time, Andropov’s son, Igor,
was seventeen and had just been admit
ted to the Institute on International Rela

tions, the Soviet Union’s most prestigious

diplomatic and intelligence training
school. The school, whose entrance re

quirements are very stiff—only the elite of
the elite qualify—is based on country spe
cialization, an important reform in the
training of Soviet cadres that was institut
ed by the post-Stalin generation of Andro
pov-like pragmatists to increase the
sophistication and ski l l of Soviet diplomat
ic and intelligence representatives
abroad. The school features specialized

groups immersing themselves totally in
the language, politics, culture, and eco
nomics of specific areas, such as France,
Latin America, and the Middle East.

At the time, the American group at the
institute was the smallest, and toughest to
enter. Igor Andropov was admitted to the
group, not because of his superior aca
demic credentials—he had expressed a
preference for the Latin American or Mid
dle East group, whose graduates at that
time had greater career potential—but be
cause his father insisted on it. The reason,

simply, was that Yuri Andropov had fore
seen the emergence of detente and ex
panding relations with the United States
ten years before they actually happened.

This incident, like others, demonstrates

Andropov’s unusual abil ity to anticipate
the future and make decisions according
ly. Flis son, Igor, by the way, graduated

tions, and deaths of millions during Sta
lin’s time. Internationally, the KGB—which
is uniquely responsible for both domestic
security and overseas intelligence opera
tions—also had problems, especially after
the death of Stalin, when Soviet leader

ship, concerned that the secret police
would again acquire the power of a state
within a state, clipped the KGB’s wings.
So secret police chief Laventri Beria was
executed, and the KGB underwent a

downgrading. In the process, the agency,
wracked by purges and open distrust by
Nikita Khrushchev, found that its intel l i

gence product began to suffer. In truth, the
KGB was slipping badly.
The three men most responsible for

Philby’s role in transforming the KGB were
Vinogradov, Panyushkin, and Andropov.
It is important to understand how heroic a
figure Philby became in KGB mythology.
He was very nearly regarded as godlike,
the epitome of everything a modern KGB
intelligence officer should be: cunning,
very dedicated, highly intelligent, and pol
ished. It was the latter quality that Philby
was most responsible for; KGB officers
soon began to wear expensive West
ern-style clothes, display polished man
ners, appear extremely sophisticated, and
conduct themselves as representatives of
the Soviet Union, the best Moscow could
offer.

Which was precisely the point. In effect,
Philby began to transform the KGB into an
imitation of the intelligence organization

148 PENTHOUSE

that he—and many Russian officials—re
garded as the ideal: the cool, correct Brit
ish intelligence agent in his Seville Row
suit, out there defending the empire (and
seeking to expand it, whenever possible).
And while Philby’s theories were trans
forming the KGB, they were also having
their effect on the troika of men most re

sponsible for the success of Philby in the
first place: Panyushkin, Vinogradov, and
Andropov. All three men became western
ized by their experience with Philby; it was
a process that was not only cultural but
something deeper as well, an attraction
for certain Western cultural and ideologi
cal values. This is not to say that Andropov
and his most intimate circle of advisers

were suddenly converted to the Republi
can party by their contacts with Philby, but
it does suggest that Andropov, especially,
underwent something of a westernization
process that transformed a talented appa
ratchik into a sophisticated pragmatist
fully aware of the strengths—and weak
nesses—of a system that is officially rep
resented as his regime’s implacable
enemy. This transformation, in fact, may
have the most significant consequences,
not only for the future of the Soviet Union,
but for the relationship between the two
superpowers.
As far back as 1962—some years be

fore he became head of the KGB—Andro

pov bet heavily on the potential of a thaw in
U.S.-Soviet relations. One important indi
cation of his farsightedness occurred in



from the institute in 1968 and immediately
went to work for a close friend of Andro
pov, a man named Georgi Arbatov, head
of the Soviet Union’s Institute for the Study
of the U.S.A. and Canada. This assign
ment in itself provided an important clue to
Andropov’s thinking, as we shall see later.
By this time, Andropov had come a long

way since the day when, as the son of a
poor railroad worker, he began the slow
climb up the ladder of Soviet hierarchy.
Born in 1914, Andropov worked as a tele
graph operator and film projectionist, then
attended college. His initial party job,
in the Komsomol (Young Communist
League, the Soviet Communist Party’s
youth arm), brought him into contact with
the first of several influential men who
shaped his career: Otto Kuusinen, a Finn
ish-born Communist. Kuusinen was an in
teresting figure in Soviet politics and it is
worth examining some of his history and
noting its effect on his young protege, Yuri
Andropov.

Kuusinen was Communist Party boss in
the Kareio-Finnish republic, the area just
east of present-day Finland. This area has
always been of some strategic importance
to the Soviet Union, since it straddles Rus
sian ports to the north and Leningrad to
the south. Kuusinen was the man Stalin
tried, unsuccessfully, to instal l as Commu
nist leader of Finland during the war with
Finland in 1940.

But Kuusinen’s importance in Soviet
history goes beyond that event; he was
actually a significant reformist figure within
the Soviet hierarchy, in 1934, he had ar
gued with Stalin, insisting that there must
be a “popular front” against Hitler, a strat
egy only belatedly (and successfully)
adopted by Moscow. After the war, under
the pseudonym N. Baltiisky, he wrote arti
cles favorable to European socialists, and
even elliptically suggested in one article
that Poland ought to be an independent
state allied to the Soviet Union. These
were heretical positions to Stalinist ortho
doxy, but after the death of Stalin, Kuu
sinen emerged from the official shadows
to become an important adviser to the
Kremlin. By 1957, thanks to favorable no
tice by Khrushchev, Kuusinen was named
a secretary in the all-powerful Central
Committee and a full member of the Pre
sidium.

These were impressive coattails, and
Kuusinen's favorite protege, Andropov—
already regarded as a shrewd up-and-
comer—rode them. Indeed, Andropov
punched all the right tickets: he was not
only a protege of a man important in the
leadership, but had also spent the war
years in a key military post, organizing
guerrillas behind German lines. (A good
record during what the Russians prefer to
call the Great Patriotic War is a critical pre
requisite for anyone aspiring to high lead
ership in the Soviet Union.)
The importance of Kuusinen was that he

represented the chief force for reformist,
nondogmatic thinking in the Kremlin after
the death of Stalin. One of his most signifi-
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Georgi Arbatov, The choice is interesting,
because since 1954 Arbatov had been
openiy advocating detente with the United
States. Andropov could not have been un
aware of Arbatov’s politicai predisposi
tions when he was selected to be the chief
adviser on what were (and sti il are) the
most critical foreign policy issues facing
the Soviet Union. Moreover, the group of
advisers chosen by Andropov also includ
ed Alexander Bovin (now an Izvestia col
umnist), and Oleg Bogomolov, head of an
institute that studies the sensitive question
of Eastern European economic reforms.
Both men were known as reformist intel
lectuals. (When Andropov took over the
KGB in 1967, Arbatov became director of
the Institute for the Study of the U.S.A. and
Canada, a Soviet think tank that analyzes
American policies and advises the Central
Committee on Moscow-Washington rela
tions. it is believed to have strong KGB
connections.)
None of these people, however, could

have established Andropov's star so
strongly in the Soviet leadership firma
ment, especially after the death of Kuu-
sinen. The real breakthrough came when
Andropov wound up under the wing of an
even more important connection in Mos
cow, Panyushkin. It is difficuit to find an
American equivalent to a man like Pan
yushkin, with the possibie exception of
such American government jacks-of-all-
trades as Clark Clifford or James Schle-

cant acts was to appoint a group of “con
sultants" to advise him on policy.
Kuusinen’s choices were revealing: to
head the group, he picked Eedor Bur-
latsky, then only thirty years old. Bur-
latsky, one of the leadership's leading
intellectuals, was also one of its most
prominent gadflies. He had been strongly
in favor of democratization in Soviet life
and also sought to loosen the shackles of
Stalinism from the Soviet media. Bur-
latsky's push to soften the rigid Soviet
ideoiogicai straitjacket, especialiy during
the years 1954 to 1957, coincided with
Andropov’s rapid rise in the Soviet eiite,
mostiy in the foreign policy establishment.
The key event during that rise was An

dropov’s appointment as ambassador to
Hungary, beginning in 1953. Considering
events of the time, notably restiveness in
the Soviet Union’s eastern satellites, the
ambassadorship to Hungary represented
one of the Kremlin’s most sensitive foreign
policy posts. Andropov’s role during the
1956 suppression by Soviet troops of the
Hungarian uprising is not known with pre
cision, but there is no doubt he had an im
portant say in the decision-making
process that finally moved Moscow to
crack down. However, it is also true that
Andropov undoubtedly remained the
Kremlin’s top expert on Hungary when he
returned to Moscow in 1957 to take the
important post of head of the Socialist
Countries Department of the Central Com¬

mittee. And in that position, Andropov no
doubt had a great deal to say about the
wide-ranging reforms, mostly economic,
that were later carried out in Hungary and
which have now made Hungary some
thing of an anomaly among the Eastern
European satellites: a relatively prosper
ous and stable state whose mix of state

and private economies represents anath
ema to Marxist doctrinaires.

But the point is that it works. The Soviet
Union has a stable ally on its western bor
der, seemingly free of the political convul
sions that wrack Poland to the north, and
that surely was the clinching argument in
the debate over how to handle the nations
of the eastern bloc, an argument that has
preoccupied the Politburo for years.
The Hungarian episode offers one vital

clue to Andropov’s thinking. Another is the
kind of people with whom he has allied, or
with whom he has worked. Interestingly,
al l seem to fit into the general category of
modern Soviet pragmatism, especially in
foreign affairs.

For example, after the death of Andro
pov’s first important mentor, Kuusinen,
the group of consultants who worked for
him was divided into two parts. One
group went to the International Depart
ment of the Central Committee, and the
second went to Andropov’s Socialist
Countries Department. The head of that
particular group, Burlatsky, was replaced
by another man picked by Andropov:
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singer. Panyushkin was everything—he
worked on the Central Committee, the
KGB, the Ministry of Foreign Affairs, as
ambassador to the United States, and had
a long list of other jobs, not to mention his
being handler of Kim Philby.
Panyushkin’s decision to make the mid

dle-aged Andropov his personal protege
may seem a curious choice, but it was
composed of two factors. One was Pan-
yushkin's desire to associate with sophis
ticated men of the world, the kind of
people he was used to dealing with in the
oapitals of the West. These sort of people
were in precious supply in post-Stalinist
Russia, for the deadening effects of the
Stalin years took a long time to wear off.
Andropov, the product of Soviet diplomat
ic training, was, and is, smooth, intelligent,
and sophisticated. He is also cultured,
and the combination seemed to appeal to
Panyushkin.

Their close personal relationship includ
ed a shared love for gypsy music. It is diffi
cult to explain the phenomenon of gypsy
music and its attraction for Russians, for
there is no real American equivalent. Both
Panyushkin and Andropov had a passion
forthis music, which runs deep in the Rus
sian psyche. It is a passionate, throbbing,
unbearably sad music that tears apart the
soul; a typical version might be about a
mother whose son left her and now she is
on her deathbed, crying for her son,
pleading achingly to see him for the last

time. It is the sort of uniquely Russian soul
music that Russians like to sit around and
listen to while they get drunk on vodka,
weeping as they listen to the songs of un
requited love and terribly sad deaths.

Interestingly, the greatest artist in that
genre, Peter Leshchenko, was officially
a  “non-person” in the Soviet Union
because he had emigrated to the West
following the revolution of 1917.
Nevertheless, the records of this great
Russian balladeer were eagerly snatched
up by Soviet officials working or visiting
abroad. In the early 1950s, such record
ings were among the most valued posses
sions anyone in the Soviet leadership
could have. People like Andropov and
Panyushkin owned Leshchenko records,
of course, but the typical Russian citizen
didn’t dare have such things lying around
(even if he could somehow get one), for
owning a recording of a performance by a
“non-person” could mean severe trouble
with the authorities.

With the sponsorship of Panyushkin
and given the high ttiarks he earned for his
work in Hungary, Andropov clearly was a
man to watoh. That was confirmed when
Panyushkin, whose powers included
decisions on the most important high-level
appointments, chose ● Andropov as
diplomatic trouble-shooter, with a special
mission to deal on the Central Commit
tee’s behalf with Yugoslavia during the
early 1960s. Andropov’s mission amount¬

ed to shuttle diplomacy; armed with the
rank of ambassador extraordinary and
plenipotentiary, he dealt with the trouble
some Tito in trying to restore shattered
Yugoslavian-Soviet relations. Andropov's
marked skills in public relations and diplo
macy were on display, and Tito wound up
liking Andropov, ending a long period of
Soviet-Yugoslavian enmity.
Andropov’s success in calming trou

bled waters earned him high marks, par
ticularly from the man who was writing the
efficiency reports on men of Andropov’s
rank—Panyushkin himself. Besides admi
ration for Andropov’s skil l , Panyushkin’s
affection for Andropov extended in anoth
er direction: they shared a common inter
est in foreign cultures and an admiration
for certain Western values. The impor
tance of this sort of professional-personal
link in the Soviet elite cannot be exagger
ated, for it is the power that fuels the entire
leadership. For that reason, it is important
to watch those links for olues to determin
ing who has reached (or is about to reach)
the top rungs. In Andropov’s case, there
was one unmistakable event signifying
that he had “arrived.” In 1960, he moved
into the same apartment building occu
pied by Panyushkin and other luminaries
of the Soviet elite, including Leonid Brezh
nev. The striking thing about Andropov’s
apartment is that there is hardly a single
Russian-manufactured item in it. Virtually
everything is Western-made. It bears a
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was taken in hand by a group of Central
Committee luminaries, including Andro
pov. The group first set up Philby as depu
ty director of a newly formed news agency
called APN, basically a propaganda outfit.
Philby’s job was to devise new and more
effective ways to deal with the United
States and Western Europe in propagan
da. Two years later, Andropov was formal
ly named to the job of getting the KGB
straightened out, and one of his first
moves was to bring in Philby as one of his
chief advisers. Simply, Andropov used
Philby to tell him how the KGB should look
and operate, especially in Western Eu
rope and the United States, its two key tar
get areas.
Andropov took Philby’s ideas and

wound up transforming an organization
with a frightful reputation into an omnipo
tent, omniscient, smoothly oiled machine,
at least in terms of its public image among
Russians. Andropov knocked the rough
edges off the KGB, and in less than three
years built up its reputation to something
like the image enjoyed by the American
FBI in the years before Watergate.
One important innovation in this trans

formation was Andropov’s masterful use
of the Soviet media to put a gloss on the
KGB’s image. Beginning in the late 1960s,
Soviet movies and television began to fea
ture spy stories—all involving the men of
the KGB, of course. In a series of docudra-
mas, called ‘'Shield and Sword,” Soviet
television presented the dramatic stories
of such famed Soviet agents as Dr. Rich
ard Sorge (who worked in Japan before
Pearl Harbor and discovered that the Jap-,
anese had decided not to attack the Soviet
Union) and Col. Rudolf Abel (a top Soviet
agent in the United States who was
caught, but later exchanged for U-2 pilot
Francis Gary Powers). Philby himself pub
lished a book of memoirs under KGB su
pervision.
The public relations campaign was a

startling development, for any public dis
cussion in the Soviet Union about the ac
tivities of its intelligence organs had long
been considered unthinkable. (Equally
startling was the issuance by the Soviet
Union of a postage stamp honoring
Sorge.) The campaign to legitimize the
KGB was a bri lliant success: spy dramas
were the most popular events in Soviet
movies and television, but there was an
important political message being con
veyed at the same time. The message,
simply, was that the KGB was in the fore
front of the hard battle against imperial
ism, that it had emerged from the dark
Stalinist days and had now become the
leading force in the fight against the crafty
’’imperialist forces” (for which read the
United States and its Western allies). But
however cunning the enemy was, the KGB
was even more cunning; they were (and
still are) portrayed as highly sophisticated
boxers, able to outwit the enemy because
not only were they mentally superior, but,
more importantly, they were ideologically
and politically loyal to the Soviet state.

that there are two standards in the Soviet
Union—one for the leadership, the other
for everybody else. This doutcle standard
was the least of the leadership’s problems
in the 1960s, for the fact is that the KGB
had fallen on some very hard times in the
years after Stalin’s death. It was exten
sively purged of Beria influences following
the rise to power of Khrushchev, who in
1958 got rid of KGB head Ivan Serov and
replaced him with Aleksandr N. Shelepin,
then head of the Young Communist
League. The appointment, involving a
nonprofessional to head a professional or
ganization, was the first in a series de
signed to stamp party control over the
secret police empire and ensure that it
would never again become a power struc
ture to rival the party, as was the case un
der Beria.

In the process, however, the KGB be
gan to be torn apart, and by 1965 it was
clear that something would have to be
done. The KGB needed direction, an infu
sion of new ideas, and, most importantly,
talented leadership. In short, it needed a
new director, and a good one. The job fell
to Yuri Andropov, and it was in that job that
the son of a railroad worker made his

strong resemblance to the digs of a typical
Western businessman. It represents a
very strange contradiction; the living quar
ters of one of the Soviet Union’s top lead
ers appears lifted whole from a Manhattan
apartment building, almost as though its
owner lives in two different worlds.
The contradiction is even more striking

considering Andropov’s next major step
up in the Soviet hierarchy following his
diplomatic service—taking over the KGB.
The KGB, whose work force of 500,000
people includes a vast network of agents,
combines both internal security and over
seas intelligence functions in one agency.
To the average Russian, its domestic du
ties are the most obvious, since the KGB
employs thousands of part-time informers
(contemptuously called stukachi, or
“squealers,” by most Russians), who
monitor internal dissent. The system is
backed up by a huge mail and telephone
surveillance operation. All of this is de
signed to enforce the KGB’s mission of
ensuring strict conformance to govern
ment orthodoxy. The mission includes de
fense against so-called corrupt Western
influences, which run the gamut from mu
sic to clothes to political ideas. Ironically,
Andropov’s own ideas and life-style stand
as something of a monument to the very
influence the KGB is supposed to eradi
cate.
The contradiction might be lost on An

dropov, who, like all other members of the Philby, the British mole. In 1963, immedi-
Soviet hierarchy, operates on the principle ately upon his arrival in Moscow, Philby

mark, establishing himself as the preemi
nent equal among equals.
What did Andropov do? As noted earli

er, he and his mentor Panyushkin had es
tablished a close relationship with Kim
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Actually, Andropov first began to be
come seriously involved with KGB matters
in 1965, two years before his official ap
pointment. He was among a group of
high-ranking people of the Central Com
mittee, including Brezhnev himself, who
were taking a long look at the perfor
mance of not only the KGB but the Ministry
of Foreign Affairs and military intelligence
(known as GRU) as well. They did not like
what they saw: things were in some disar
ray, especially in China, which had be
come a sworn enemy of Moscow, and
Africa, where Egypt had turned into a di
saster for the Soviets. In effect, the leaders
discovered that they would have to over
haul the whole system, especially the
KGB, to confront the new realities of the
world.

Unnoticed outside the small circle of the
Soviet elite, major changes began to take
place. The most important was that the
Soviet Institute of International Relations,
the training school for the cream of the
new Soviet elite, began to be transformed
into a cadre school for the KGB, with the
majority of its students earmarked for in
telligence work. This was a significant
step, for the school was set up to give the
best and brightest of the Soviet Union en
tree into the rarefied world of Soviet diplo
macy. Prior to this change, it was not
considered a smart career move for the
chosen elite to work for the KGB. There
had been too many upheavals at the KGB,
and in that atmosphere of uncertainty, the
KGB was hardly an attractive future.
Andropov's reforms changed all that, to

the point where the KGB became a highly
desired career goal. Obviously, the old
days were over: the upheavals stopped,
and where training in espionage tradecraft
had once been paramount, now the em
phasis was on education, sophistication,
and,in-depth knowledge of various coun
tries. Andropov was, in effect, making
over the KGB in his own image.

For those in the KGB, Andropov ap
peared to be a welcome breath of fresh
air. First, there was the dramatic improve
ment in training: where once a KGB man
had been judged strictly on his ability as
an agent—how well he could handle a mi
crodot, for example—now he was being
polished to be a sophisticated representa
tive of the Soviet state, in many ways more
a public relations man than an agent. Do
mestically, there was also a big change,
especially in the way the average Russian
came into contact with the KGB. To be
sure, there was stil l the ubiquitous inform
er system, but the KGB domestic opera
tions became more of a nuisance than a
menace. (The exceptions, of course, were
the dissidents, who have felt the weight of
a strong KGB crackdown. For them, the
KGB is an implacable foe.)
The Russian people were only vaguely

aware of the power of Andropov. Many
Russians somehow got the idea, perhaps
fostered by Andropov, that he was a party
man, even one of the intelligentsia, who
happened to head up the KGB. The gener¬

al perception of him was not as a secret
policeman, but a sophisticated, intelligent
man, a nice man who is among the sav-
viest of the Soviet elite; good old Comrade
Andropov. 'Within the KGB itself, Andro
pov has become quite respected. One
reason is that he has made it certain that
KGB people are treated much better than
anybody else—comparisons with Ameri
can economics are difficult, but a good
standard is to remember that a KGB offi
cer makes about three times what a Rus
sian brain surgeon would earn, and
perhaps five times an engineer’s salary.
And then there are the perks—KGB peo
ple can get free apartments, cars, priority
for tickets to sporting and cultural events,
and so on.

By 1977, when the KGB hierarchy gath
ered to celebrate the sixtieth anniversary
of the founding of the Soviet state security,
Andropov could congratulate himself on
having achieved everything his party’s
mandate had expected him to do: he had
completely transformed the KGB into not
only the world’s largest intelligence orga
nization, but, in the opinion of many, pos
sibly the world’s best. The upheavals had
been halted, the Soviet Union had come
near the pinnacle of power and influence
in the world, and the future, if not free of
potential problems, at least looked prom
ising.
The same cannot be said today. Andro

pov wil l need al l his skills to try to straight
en out the mess he has inherited. The
Soviet economy is tottering, plagued by
mismanagement, corruption, and waste.
In foreign policy, Moscow is now living
with the consequences of Brezhnev’s ad
venturism in Afghanistan and Africa, not to
mention Cuba, Poland, and China.
The American people, whose future de

pends to a great extent on who Andropov
is and what he is al l about, are now pre
sented with the difficulty of dealing with a
man who seems to have operated invisibly
al l these years. It is ironic that we under
stand so little about him, because he al
ready knows a lot about America.

His Moscow apartment, with its Ameri
can stereo equipment, its extensive jazz
collection (Glenn Miller seems to be the
most popular artist), and its many Western
books, is a testament to the paradox of the
new Soviet leader.
Our so-called professional Kremlinolo-

gists say that these things are not so im
portant . . . that it’s not significant for us to
realize that while Yuri Andropov is thinking
about the issues of war and peace, he
might also be listening to the jazz rhythms
of “Moonlight Serenade,’’

But, as usual, these professionals are
wrong . . . and their lack of understanding
may have tragic results. They—and al l of
us—must realize, very quickly, that the
rise of this seemingly paradoxical figure, a
man who straddles both of our cultures,
an admirer of the society whose politics he
purports to loathe, means that the world
has already changed in ways more drasti
cally than we know. 0+—g
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AFRAIH Federal Judge Carl Muecke of Arizona
agrees: “You have the first offender and
you have hardened criminals. Many times
the first offender should not have a prison
sentence.” And Joseph Siler, deputy dis
trict attorney for Los Angeles County,
says, “I don’t believe in long sentences if
you can construct other alternatives.” But
the prosecutor in Wayne County, Mich.,
William Cahalan, says. “We need manda
tory minimum sentences for specific
crimes, such as a minimum term of ten
years for rape. ...”
Even as prisoners wait in their cells on

the death rows of half a dozen state pris
ons, the death penalty remains a subject
of much controversy in this country. The
rising tide of crime and fear of crime has
spawned a fresh move by many states to
reinstitute the death penalty. But despite
the support of the vast majority of the pub
lic, there is far from universal agreement
on the subject. There are some interesting
facets to the death penalty question. Sev
enty-six percent of Americans over sixty
favor the imposition of the death penalty,
compared with 57 percent of those in the
eighteen-to-twenty-nine age group. Mar
ried people (74 percent) and the previous
ly married (73 percent) strongly favor the
penalty, but only 63 percent of single peo
ple agree. White people and men are
greatly in favor of death sentences, while
blacks and women, while favoring the
penalty, support it to a lesser degree. The
differences are essentially minor, howev
er, with the dominant message being sup
port of the death penalty. Would the death
penalty have an impact on the crime rate
or the murder rate? Joseph Siler says,
“I’m not a proponent of capital punish
ment, on the grounds that it is not worth
the effort that we go to as a society to ex
tract it.” And Douglas Cunningham, exec
utive director of the California Office of
Criminal Justice, says, “We have the
death penalty here but it has little effect on
the crime rate.”
The country’s state and federal prison

systems, society’s main means of punish
ment for criminal behavior, are not held in
high esteem by the general public, and
prisons are not looked on as performing
the function the public feels they were de
signed for—deterrence and rehabilitation.
More than half of the Figgie Report survey
sample (52 percent) felt that prison sen
tences do not discourage crime. It’s not
hard to understand this majority opinion
when there is daily evidence indicating
that the “revolving door” policy in the jus
tice system makes a prison term a mere
inconvenience for the experienced crimi
nal. There is also a feeling that our prisons
are more schools for the advanced study
of crime than good citizenship. It is not dif
ficult to find cases of habitual criminals
who have been looked up a dozen times
or more,'and you need look no further than
the daily newspaper to find the most re
cent story of the released prisoner who
goes on a crime rampage after being de
clared “rehabilitated.”

will get rid of one offender. I don’t think it
will have an impact on others.” Gov.
Bruce Babbitt of Arizona says, “The im
portant thing is how quickly punishment is
received, not how long a criminal is incar
cerated.” Judge Robert Merhige of Rich
mond, Va., opposes mandatory sentenc
ing. He says that he considers the
defendant’s background, including prior
arrests, and he tries to assess why the
crime was committed and weigh the effect
of the crime on the victim and the commu
nity. Others, like Lt. Clyde Futreli of the
sheriff's department in Richmond, Va.,
side with public opinion. “Mandatory sen
tencing is the number-one item,” Futrel i
says. A mandatory sentence would mean
that each person convicted of a crime
would receive the same sentence. In Vir
ginia, for example, a conviction for using a
firearm in the commission of a felony car
ries a one-year prison term for the first of
fense and three years for a subsequent
conviction. Uniform sentencing requires

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 78

crimes nor control criminal activity under
the present system. The unevenness of
sentencing is a major factor in public con
fidence according to Richmond, Va., at
torney Michael Morchower. “Some black
kid with an eighth-grade education wil l go
in and steal seventy-five dollars from a
merchant and point a twenty-two at him,
and he’ll get fifteen years. Some slick law
yer steals from his clients and he gets pro
bation. There’s something not fair about
that.” When a convicted murderer sues
the Indianapolis police department for
$150,000 for negligent investigating,
something is wrong. When a family court
judge in Providence, R.I., comments that
incest victims “really enjoy it,” and when
two cops are accused of masterminding
burglaries in New York City, there is every
indication that something is wrong, if not
with the structure of the system, then with
the people in charge of the system. These
situations have not escaped the attention
of the American people.

But regardless of the occasional injus
tices in the justice system itself, the basic
injustice is to law-abiding people who are
sick to death of seeing victims lying in the
streets and perpetrators laughing at the
police and the courts through loopholes in
the law. Prosecutor L. Brooks Patterson of
Oakland County, Mich., says, “The rea
sons for the fear are many, and one of
them is that there is no punishment for in
dividuals who are caught. I am advocating
bringing back into focus, and into bal
ance, the rights of the victims.” Judge
Deneweth says, “We have to get back to
the idea that a guy who commits a crime is
going to pay for it. . . . The public is de
manding that they be put away.”
What is abundantly clear from The Fig

gie Report on Fear of Crime is that the re
alities of the situation have made the
public more punitive than apathetic when
the questions are crime, punishment, and
rehabilitation. Almost nine out of ten peo
ple agree that mandatory prison sen
tences should be imposed on people
convicted of violent crimes, and 86 per
cent feel violent criminals should receive
long sentences. Sixty-six percent favor
the death penalty for murderers (though
34 percent think the death penalty does
nothing to discourage murder), and a re
markable 45 percent support the idea of
sterilization of habitual criminals and the
insane.
The public feeling on the issues of lon

ger prison sentences, mandatory sen
tences, and the death penalty are
reactionary when compared with those of
some people in the criminal justice field.
Stanley H. Fuld, a supreme court judge in
New York State for twenty-eight years,
says, “I don’t think punishment is a deter
rent. People don’t think they are going to
be caught. They don’t worry about it. ’ ’ And
on capital punishment Fuld says, “That
154 PENTHOUSE
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clients and he gets probation.
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the establishment of crime categories that
have a base sentence, perhaps ten years,
that a judge or jury could change “up” or
“down” if special criteria are met.
Cuyahoga (Cleveland) County prosecu

tor John Corrigan says, “Judges v/ant to
clear their docket at any cost. They reduce
their dockets by taking lesser pleas and
handing out probation and fines instead of
jail time.” But Corrigan also said meaning
ful punishment is necessary to keep law
breakers off the streets. And David Fegler,
Milwaukee’s chief prosecutor, says, “In
the back of the mind of every kid who’s
knocking off houses is the idea that his
lawyer wil l get the right judge and I can get
it postponed and this and that, and I ’l l end
up on probation anyhow. I think if you
knew that it you committed a burglary
you’d be going to jail for a year, if you
knew it was definite, it would be a deter
rent.”

This public support of harshly punitive
measures of punishment transcends con
crete and formless fear—almost equal
numbers of the fearful and the nonfearful
favor the death penalty and long prison
sentences, but neither group feels that
long prison sentences discourage crime.



Some sections of society do feei that
prison discourages crime, but not a con
vincing majority. Older people (55 per
cent), married people (53 percent), and
men (54 percent) think the prison system
does discourage crime. The young (39
percent), previously married people (40
percent), and single people (41 percent)
are much less convinced of the efficacy of
incarceration. People living in rural areas
and Southerners are more likely to believe
prisons are an effective deterrent to crime.
What is important in these statistics is

that the majority of Americans are highly
dubious of the prison system’s ability to
discourage criminal behavior.

In the recent past—the days of peace
marches, street demonstrations, campus
uprisings, and “hippies"—the police
were often viewed as insensitive and hos
tile, and the cries of “police brutality”
were often heard when an arrest was
made whether on the college campus, in
the ghetto, or in front of the Washington
Monument. While nearly everyone was
willing to admit that the job of the police
man was rough, many people also felt that
the average cop was a rude bully who was
al l too quick to use gratuitous violence and
to act as judge, jury, and, sometimes, exe
cutioner in the performance of the job.
Only the political right wing “supported
the local police,” and that campaign was
one many police departments could have
done without.
A Harris Poll taken in 1968 revealed that

the public harbored a negative attitude to
ward the policeman on the beat, law en
forcement administrators, and the FBI.
Today, the public attitude has taken a dra
matic turn. Nearly nine out of ten people
(89 percent) have a positive feeling about
the local police, saying they feel the police
are respectful and do not use too much
force. Only 15 percent of the people be
lieve the police just enjoy pushing people
around and giving them a hard time; about
three fourths of those surveyed said that
the local police treat people of al l races
equally and that they do not spend their
time going after people for the little things
while ignoring the major crimes al l around
them; 95 percent of the people think the
police are about as honest or more honest
than most people. What this amounts to is
that, overall, 84 percent of the population
approve of, and have confidence in, the
local police.
There are some chinks in this wall of

support, however, some groups of people
who demonstrate particularly low levels of
confidence in the police. Those who have
been crime victims are less likely to have
confidence than people who haven’t been
victims, people under fifty are less confi
dent than those over fifty, and blacks are
slightly less enthusiastic about the police
than whites. People who have not been
victims but know a victim of a burglary or
armed robbery have lower confidence
than people with no such experience. Be
cause the police are the personification of
protection at the local level, the aware-
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ness and concern of people about crime
in the community naturally focuses on the
police and the job they perform or fai l to
perform.

Alec and Kate Shannon, who narrowly
escaped a knife-wielding mugger, called
the police as soon as they got home and
secured their doors and windows. "The
response of the desk sergeant was dis
couraging," Kate says. “He seemed com
pletely uninterested but said he'd send a
car as soon as he had one to send. We
were surprised when they showed up in
less than five minutes. But we were even
more surprised when three men trooped
in, one with his shotgun at the ready. They
had apparently been told that a robbery
was in progress. In the end_ I was im
pressed and frightened by the response.
I'm not sure if it was a positive or negative
experience.”

Fran Carson owns a small liquor store in
southwest Houston. She has been robbed
several times in the last few years and
hasn't received much help from the po
lice. "The first time I was held up was three
years ago," she says. “I called the cops
right away and they came out and got al l
the information. Nothing more ever came
of it. The second time, two guys came late
one night. One of them had a gun and they
emptied the cash register. I reported it but
didn’t even get a callback. I had to go to
the station on my own the next morning to
make a report. Then, nothing. This last
time I didn’t even bother to report it, be
cause it was so discouraging and be
cause the robbers took so little I couldn’t
even make an insurance claim.”

If there is a robbery at a gun shop, the
police respond in force and at once; but if
a person has a bicycle stolen from the
street, there is l ittle interest. Crime reports
are often given l ittle attention by police de
partments that are understaffed and over
worked, and this is one reason why the
public fails to report a high percentage of
criminal incidents of all kinds. An estimat
ed 60 percent of all personal larceny
cases without contact between victim and
thief are not reported, less than 50 percent
of all assaults are reported, less than 30
percent of household larcenies, and a little
more than half of all robberies and rapes
are reported. Even household burglaries
are reported less than 60 percent of the
time.
These striking statistics are either a

measure of the lack of public confidence
in the ability of the police to solve crimes or
a more realistic appraisal of what is possi
ble given the resources available. The
U.S. Department of Justice report on
crime victimization in 1979 shows that
nearly 10 percent of the unreported
crimes went unreported because people
felt the police do not want to be bothered.
Of course, there are other reasons as well.
The report says, “Many crimes were not
reported to the police because the victims
believed the offenses were unimportant or
nothing could be done.” The distribution
of reasons for not reporting crimes was
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not affected by race, but families earning
more than $10,000 were less likely than
lower-income families to make crime re
ports.

Perception of the status of the neighbor
hood is also an indicator of confidence in

the police. In neighborhoods perceived as
disintegrating, the public’s attitude toward
the police is less positive. People who feel
unsafe in their communities have higher
levels of fear, and many of them also ex
press less confidence in the abil ity of the
police to control crime. Conversely, in
neighborhoods with a high level of cohe
sion, people express confidence in the
police.

Big city or rural area, good neighbor
hood or bad, young or old, black or white,
Americans are eager for more police pro
tection and are willing to pay increased
taxes to guarantee that protection. Fifty-
one percent of the people favor increased
local taxes designated specifically for law
enforcement. This flies in the face of the

suspected criminals. Margaret Hance,
mayor of Phoenix, says, “It’s necessary
[more police] in an expanding population
situation. However, I don’t think we can
solve the crime problems with a police
man on every corner.” The governor of
Arizona, Bruce Babbitt, says, “Increasing
the number of police isn’t a matter of just
spending money. You need quality.” And
Judge Muecke says, “The statistics I see
suggest that just as much crime occurs
when we have a lot of police as when we
don’t have a lot of police. I don’t know that
policemen actually prevent crime. They
are usually not present when the crime is
being committed.” Walter DeFrancis, su
perintendent of the Washington Rehabili
tation Center, says, “The proper training,
proper screening of police recruits, and
then giving them good, sophisticated
equipment, is a priority.” And Carol Bella
my, president of the New York City Coun
ci l , sums up the situation: “I think we have
to better utilize crime-fighting personnel.
We have too many chiefs and not enough
Indians. We have to get some new blood
into the police department, and that’s
more important than numbers,”

In the 1970s, Congress and the state
legislatures looked at the phrase law and
order and saw right-wing racists in KKK
hoods as an eminent threat to the Bill of
Rights. Today, the climate has changed,
and the talk in state capitals, where most
of the issues must be resolved, is consid
erably tougher on both sides of the politi
cal aisle. Unfortunately, it is not easy to
translate rising crime rates and the fear
that goes with them into effective or consti
tutional legislation. The issues involve
more than money, though money is nec
essary to modernize the justice system. It
is more than the reinstitution of the death
penalty, though there is a move in the di
rection of stronger punitive measures.
Legislatures are now grappling with the
problem.

This new legislative interest is wel
comed by many, including Los Angeles
County Sheriff Peter Pitchess. “We’ve had
violent crime for some time,” he said. “It’s
been escalating since 1970. Now the leg
islature has suddenly blossomed into the
greatest law and order agency we’ve ever
had. People who opposed every pro-law
enforcement bil l are now stumbling over
each other to introduce new legislation fa
voring law enforcement.” And Evelle
Younger, former California attorney gen
eral, says, “They’ve discovered crime in
Sacramento [the state capital]. The word
is out.”
Among the issues currently under dis

cussion are mandatory sentencing for cer
tain crimes and the practice of plea
bargaining (allowing guilty pleas to lesser
charges to faci litate faster disposition of
cases). Judge Carl Muecke: “First, there
is a move to deemphasize incarceration;
then, there are attempts to get tough and
throw away the key. Obviously there are
people who commit crimes over and over
again who should be given stiff sentences.

4
Sixty-six percent of

al l Americans favor the death

penalty for murderers,
and a remarkable 45 percent

support the
idea of sterilization of habitual

oriminals and the insane.

5

moves in many areas to decrease the size
of government budgets, disapprove
school appropriations, and support “tax
revolts” like California’s Proposition 13.

Fear is one motivating factor. Sixty per
cent of those with high levels of “con
crete” fear support higher taxes, and 59
percent of people with high levels of
“formless” fear concur. So do people liv
ing in deteriorating neighborhoods or ar
eas where it is felt crime is increasing.
People who read about violent crime daily
in the newspapers also favor tax in
creases for protection.

People in the justice system, however,
aren’t so sure that the mere increase in
numbers of law enforcement personnel
represents an answer. In the 1970s, the
Law Enforcement Assistance Administra
tion poured hundreds of millions of dollars
into advanced training techniques for po
lice, special communications and tactical
equipment, and studies to prove the effi
cacy of these approaches. The residual
impact of that effort is hard to find outside
the more flamboyant examples of
S.W.A.T. units, hostage negotiation spe
cialists, and decoy squads, which can be
as dangerous to the police officers as the



But this [mandatory sentencing] doesn’t
take into aocount the complexities of the
problem.” There is a feeling that manda
tory sentences are good for the prisoner
as well as for the public. The practice is
said to eliminate some of the frustration
and speculation among prisoners about
why two people got different terms for es
sentially the same crime. But Carol Holt-
man, a public defender in Seattle, says,
“It's more important to do the right thing
for the individual than to equalize treat
ment.” And Professor Leon Radzinowicz
says, “The response to an offense should
depend on the circumstances and per
sonality of the offender, not on the crime
alone.” Richmond lawyer Michael Moro-
hower feels the sentencing system is “ar
bitrary and subjective and jury sentences
are impossible to figure out,” but he adds
that judges and juries need discretion,
and because of this conflict most legisla
tures have not supported measures pro
viding for mandatory or minimum
sentences.

On the question of plea bargaining.
Judge Muecke says the practice is some
times onerous “if you have someone
charged with murder and you let them off
as if they had spit on the sidewalk.” Cleve
land prosecutor John Corrigan: “This
[plea bargaining] is turning more people
back to the street, where they become in
volved in more crimes, get caught, and re
peat their role in the judicial system.”
Judge John Patton of Cleveland agrees:
“Crime has taken control of our justice
system. We are so inundated with criminal
cases we are forced to negotiate with
criminals which should never be the
case.”

Other court-related solutions are reduc
tion in the time it takes to select juries,
speedy trials, eliminating automatic ap
peal procedures, and closing loopholes in
law. In Colorado, for example, legislation
is pending that would mandate criminal tri
als within ninety days instead of the cur
rent six months, and require next-day
trials in clear-cut cases with ready wit
nesses. Judge George Deneweth says,
“Getting rid of the automatic appeal [in
Michigan] makes punishment more cer
tain. When a criminal knows he’s going to
be punished, he'll take a second look be
fore he commits a crime.” Technicalities
and loopholes in the law are a major prob
lem, says Miami police chief Kenneth
Harms. “There are too many loopholes,
too many legal games, too many delays,
too many technicalities. Unless we insist
that those we arrest have to pay a price for
criminal behavior, then I cannot predict a
decline in crime. Right now they escape
sanctions with a frequency that leaves
them feeling that crime pays and carries
no penalty.” Another Michigan judge,
Richard Dunn, says, “How many crimi
nals are roaming the street because of a
technicality? It’s not because they didn’t
get a fair trial.”
The prison system and the parole pro

cedure are two other areas that offer op- I
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An overwhelming percentage of these
leaders would subscribe to most of Leon
Radzinowicz’s l ist of essentials for a de

cent system of criminal justice: (1) a crimi
nal code that clearly defines crimes and
penalties; (2) a police force with precisely
defined povyers and subject to indepen
dent review of complaints; (3) open prose
cution, trial, and sentencing; (4) the right
of the suspect to remain silent, not be
forced to confess, and have access to le
gal representation; (5) an independent ju
diciary; (6) possibie appeal of conviotion
and sentence; and (7) independent in
spection of penal institutions.

It would be hard to say that the facts and
opinions expressed here give much hope
for an early end to the current wave of
crime that is upon the nation. Yet there is
hope, and most community leaders and
criminal-justice officials do have an opti
mistic outlook over the long term. Few say
that the end is near for American society.
That opinion is based mostly on people
and not on law enforcement. There is a
firmly held conviction that the average citi
zen is tired of this oppression and will
soon rise up in righteous wrath and decide
to do something about the problem. His
hope, and ours, is in the developing swell
of public concern, a new climate and de
termination that wil l prevent the tiny crimi
nal minority from controlling the rest of
society. It is in that climate of public opin
ion that we can all take hope.CH—g

portunities for reform. The prison system,
according to former Phoenix Mayor John
Driggs, now a banker, is “the weakest
link, and orime-prone people can’t be con
tained.” Judge Deneweth says, “All
they’re [the prisons] doing is warehousing
people. The prison system has to teach
them to read and write and vocational
skills so they can get a job when they get
out.” Two St. Louis leaders, public de
fender Joseph Downey and prosecuting
attorney George Westfall, have similar
opinions, though they are on opposite
sides in the courtroom. Downey says,
“Prisons are the worst part of the justice
system.” Westfall adds, “There has been
an increasing number of judges, prosecu
tors, and public defenders, but not a cor
responding increase in prison facilities.
More prisons are needed for those who
need to be warehoused and programs for
those who can be rehabilitated.”
Community leaders in America’s major

metropolitan areas are relatively clear on
what the problems are and the need to
correct them. Community leaders are
looking for a sensible and workable meth
od of controlling guns. They are develop
ing ways to speed action through the
courts, close loopholes in the law, keep
criminals in jai l , and help release those un
fairly imprisoned. Most of al l they are look
ing to protect the population from a crime
wave that threatens to destroy the country
in the near future.

CRIME IN OUR CITIES

City Crimes/100,000
14,146
12,342
12,295
11,892
11,381
11,292
10,650
10,638
10,582
10,250
10,265
10,250
9,858
9,840
8,564

Rank
1 Boston

Dallas
Denver
Detroit
Kansas City
Seattle
Washington
Phoenix
Cleveland
San Francisco
New York
Los Angeles
Baltimore
Columbus
San Jose

2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9
10
11
12
13
14
15

The Crime Total for Any
Twenty-Three-Minute Period

In the U. S.

TotalViolent Crime
Murder
Forcible Rape
Robbery
Aggravated Assault

1
4
24
28

Property Crime
Burglary
Larceny-Theft
Motor Vehicle Theft

172
345
49
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ately; I'm totally at his mercy, and can’t
budge an inch for my own pleasure." The
caller Is not a kindly lover. He's cruel to
NonI, and berates her for a ful l forty-five
minutes. "I can put up with it,” she main
tains. "He has to, every day.”

There's something sympathetic in Non!
that seems to attract the disabled, be it
morally or physically. Most of them are
better adjusted, however, and she finds
her experiences with them satisfying. A
number of her regulars are paraplegics
and quadriplegics from the Vietnam War,
for whom it is a fantasy just to be whole
again. Others won’t even ride with their
dreams that far; they just need to pretend
she’s lying in their arms. "I’m not saying it
doesn’t upset me, but it makes me feel
really good to be able to do something for
them,” she says. She tries to do some
thing for all of them. It they’re fat. Non! puts
them on a diet. If they’re in some sort of
sexual closet, she tries to drag them out.

Noni’s not the only one doing her job
who does more than her job—lots of
phone fantasy people tel l similar, if less
dramatic stories. Maybe the old cliche
about the soft-hearted hooker is alive and
well via Ma Bell.
Gina from Las Vegas frequently talks

with a man named Dwayne. At first they’d
just shoot the bull about his wife, her fam
ily, where they’d like to take their vaca
tions. But after a while he told her of a
painful experience that occurred when he
was only seventeen.
“He was young and cocky and thought

he was a real little hotshot hitchhiking
cross-country,” says Gina. "But he took a
ride from a couple of older southern
chicks who took him home for drinks and
slipped him a mickey.” When Dwayne
woke up, there was a shotgun at his head.
All the hair on his body had been shaved
off, and he was wearing women’s cloth
ing. "They chained him and whipped him,
and made him eat out of a dish on the
floor. They shat and pissed all over him,”
Gina said mournfully.
The first time Dwayne tried to escape,

he got caught and had his head bashed in
with a shotgun butt. The second time he
got away, but was too ashamed to press
charges. Gina says the first time he told
her that story he cried. The second time he
came. "He wasn’t putting me on; it really
happened,” she insisted. “He hated the
whole experience, but he’s fixated on it
and it’s the only thing that gets him off. It
wipes me out every time we run through

black boots. The word striking fits her like
a glove. Despite her expensive looks, her
voice sti ll smacks a bit of Flushing.

“In the beginning, we worked round the
clock. The hardest thing was staying
awake in between phone calls. Now we’re
so busy I don’t get to take them anymore, I
just handle management and publicity.
Except for the times when I listen in,” says
Viva.

AURAL
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 74

talking to Carol. I guess I’ve become sort
of attached to her. If I have a bad day in
business, she’ll listen. If I’m keyed up,
she’l l make me come without draining me
emotionally. It’s safe. And for $35 a pop—
if I have to give up a few packs of ciga
rettes or an extra beer to do it, it’s worth She’s proud of her employees. "A

change in breathing pattern, or a pause,
and they know just how to zoom in or pull
back. It’s almost choreographed,” she
boasts. Good casting undeniably plays a
large role in this. Viva knows how to rec
ognize a sensual bent—and howto exploit
it. Carol works for her. So does Noni. She
calls them "naturals.”
You can hear it for yourself. Noni’s

voice makes Brenda Vaccaro sound like
Attila the Hun: all soft and scratchy little
noises that flirt up and down the lower reg
isters, clinging to each honeyed word until

it.
Snap, crackle, and pop. So that’s what

it’s al l about. All those sociological predic
tions about the age of the new celibacy—
when the Me Generation, beset with fear
of V.D., herpes, and sexual cancer, would
turn to itself—have nearly come true. It’s
turned to an audience.

Viva, the proprietress of New York’s
Sexy Phone Fantasies (and not to be con
fused with the actress of the same name),
was one of the first to catch on. After three
years in the business, she takes the "build
a better bagel” approach to dirty phone
calls.

"I knew it had been tried first in Califor
nia on a very, very low level,” she says,
picking over dinner. "I listened to the calls,
and they were working on a sort of hook-
er-john mentality: ‘Ten, nine, eight, seven,
six. . . it’s time to come. Please come.' Let
me tell you, these girls were geared up for
the finale. I said to myself: ‘Hey, these
guys are paying a lot of money.’ I knew
that I could make it work here, but it would
have to be sensual rather than strictly sex
ual. I wanted to get feelings involved, psy
chodrama. I knew if I could get women
who would be creative in the sense of
making a scenario, painting a picture, it
would go.”

It went like hotcakes. With a small
amount of capital—mostly for advertising
in such magazines as Screw—Viva got an
office and a few phones and established a
business that employs dozens of women,
including her mother. "As bookkeeper, of
course,” Viva laughs. "No matter what
you tell her, the bottom line is men are
jerking off to your voice on the phone. But
Mom’s adjusting. The money helps,” Viva
has made a lot of it. Her cashmere sweat
er, duplex apartment, and the Audi she
tools around town in testifies to that. What
she lacks is a boyfriend. “I’d love it. I just
haven’t met anybody who could spin my
head around. They can’t seem to handle
the money, plus me as a person. I think
they find me too strong.”
The word is apt. Viva has had a string of

businesses around the world in profes
sions as various as interior decorator and
dominatrice. She finally put down her whip
because "it made me too nervous. I was
always afraid one of them might have got
ten wise down in my dungeon, and I might
get hurt. I’m not invulnerable.”

That’s hard to say. Physically, Viva is a
contradiction in terms: spiky, closely
cropped black hair frames her liquid
brown eyes, and her Boticel l i body is
locked up in tight jeans and high-heeled
160 PENTHOUSE
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“There’s supposed to be

some kind of sexual revolution

going on. But you’d
never know it from the guys

who call here

wanting what their wives
won’t give them.’’

5

it’s not a word at all but the most beautifully
musical note. She could make a fortune
lip-syncing, she knows, but she doesn’t
need the money and it wouldn’t be the
same.

“This is so much more immediate,” she
remarks. At thirty-five, Noni’s got a back
ground in computers and motherhood, in
that order, and she felt she wanted some
thing more exciting. Just as Carol would
make an ideal courtesan, Noni would be a
great shrink. Instinctually, she’s always
right on target, and it’s a gift that leaves
her extremely vulnerable to the men who
call. She’s the sounding board for their
neuroses, a kind of buffer zone between
their desire and their soul. She puts her
psyche on the line. Particularly for one
caller, an embittered polio victim.

Noni puts herself in the wheelchair. She
plays a sort of role-reversal game that be
gins with a cup of coffee and ends in total
humiliation. "I’m the helpless one. He puts
a  l ittle too much sugar in and I have to
drink the coffee that way. He wants to
know details of what it feels like to wear
braces and be crippled and to have to de
pend on others for everything. Only he
means depend on him. I need him desper-

it.”

A “call girl” job consists of more than
just pi llow talk—it’s a cathartic experi
ence, or, as Viva puts it, "it brings up a lot
of shit.” She says she gets a lot of burnout
cases—women who find it simply takes
too much out of them and take a breather,
or quit altogether. ”1 believe in prevention,
not that kind of garbage,” says Gypsy,
manager of Candy’s Phone Fantasies in
Maryland. “I won’t hire girls who want to
play therapist, or girls who are lonely.
We’re not here to fuel a desperate need.”



Gypsy is a salty-tongued, hippieish for-
ty-five-year-old who looks much younger
and sculpts erotic art pieces “incorporat
ing vegetables." Before she got into Can
dy’s last year, she sold antiques and
waterbeds. Now, she’s making a lot more
money—“and we're going to keep mak
ing it, beoause we’re the most organized
service in the country," she boasts.

Organized? Compared with Candy’s,
the Ladies Garment Workers Union runs a

sweatshop. They’ve got medical, dental,

and auto insurance, and even a company
psychologist. Pay is up to approximately
$750 a week for full-time workers, and

whatever they can hustle over that in mail
order panty sales. There’s an incentive
program to woo repeat customers, two
different manuals (one for fantasies and
one for sales), and a free help hotline to

connect “anybody who sounds uptight”
to the appropriate social agency. Candy’s
also provides each girl with her own “spe
cial effects” arsenal: a bowl of water and

some rocks for toilet fantasies, a vibrator,

and a spatula to simulate whip-cracking.
Hearts of gold abound here, too.

Among their favorite customers is a sixty-
five-year-old on Social Security (he gets a
speciai rate) who likes to make believe

he’s making love to his eighty-seven-year-
old mother. Another is a mascot of sorts:

“He says, ‘Hard dick, hard dick, hard dick
. . . ’ and jerks off while we put him on
hold. He doesn’t have a credit card, but at

least he pays tor the call. We try to be
nice,” says Gypsy.

While Gypsy runs the fantasy division,
Vanessa runs sales. “Everything is kosher
here,” Vanessa says jauntily. “We're one
of the few places that takes Amex. We do

market research, and we’ve got a default
department to keep people from ripping
us off.”

Rip-offs are rampant, according to most
fantasy folk. An insider at Laurie’s Vegas
Hotiine reveals she gets “maybe one out
of ten calls that are good.” Jocko, who
handles the business end at New York’s

Sexy Phone Fantasies, says he's trying to
tailor his service to attract classier cus

tomers. “We only want the better people
out there. We don’t need troublemakers.”

Some services are beginning to fight back
by doing credit checks while the custom

er’s on the line, and taking rip-off artists to
court when possible. Others just write it off
as overhead.

As far as market research is concerned,
it’s mostiy just calling around to the com
petition to see what they’re doing, and the
services appear to have more in common

than they like to believe. “We give more
time, more concern, better rates, better
phone,” is an oft-heard refrain, but the

similarities among phone fantasy opera
tions are striking.
You pay for the phone call , and the fan

tasy costs about $35 above that. Confer
ence calls for threesomes, foursomes.

and moresomes are extra. Although most
places wi l l say, “Take as long as you
want,” it's the rare cailer who stays on for
more than forty-five minutes; the average
is just under fifteen. And the level of cour

tesy overall seems remarkably high.
Right now, these are primariiy women’s

businesses, although it’s probably only a
matter of time before men begin providing
similar services for women. And in many
ways it’s a good business for women—the
danger quotient for a “call girl” is almost
nil. Calls come in on an unlisted phone
she’s installed on a separate jack in her
home, after they’ve been cleared by a
central office. When she doesn’t feel like

working, she's the one who puils out.
There are no phone pimps, although some
places have a male receptionist to dis
courage youngsters. In fact, there’s noth
ing at al l i llegal about fantasy phone calls.
“Just talking dirty in and of itseif is no
crime,” says Inspector William Fortune at
the New York Police Department’s Public
Morals division. So far, he has not re

ceived any complaints from the several lo
cal companies. “Who’s going to
complain?” he queried. “The fact these
services exist means there’s a demand for
them.”

The phone company minds its own
business; al i this long-distance reaching
out is a cash bonanza. There are no com

plaints from Uncle Sam either; when peo
ple use charge cards, it gets taxed.
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for obvious reasons can’t be named,
says, "Honey, some of these guys are
sickles. They're so stupid they hold their
dicks and shake the phone." She told of
one man who would appear to have made
the rounds and been rejected by al l the
services, a surgeon who "only gets off by
doing gross things to little girls. Vomiting
on them, mutilation—our women just
couldn’t handle it.”

But most of the so-called sickle calls are
more humorous than they are disturbing.
Like Gypsy’s trucker who hates fat-bellied
women. "He wants to watch me sock

Surprisingly, certain difficulties have
arisen from the banks who process the
charge accounts. "The small ones can’t
handle you, and the big ones don’t need
your business. If you want to make it in this
business, you need enough cash to stick it
out for a long haul,” says Jocko. He and
others talked of “this gal who started a
service in New Jersey and thought she
was doing terrific, only to find out after six
months her bank rejected every single
one of her credit card receipts because
she forgot to write down each customer’s
zip code.”
Asked for their view of the situation.

Manufacturer’s Hanover didn’t have one.
"We don’t really talk about our clients at al l
in public. It is a bank policy," said a
spokesman.
The Chase Manhattan Bank was more

vocal, if less articulate. “Chase does not
accept as a merchant people involved in
that kind of business,” said the Chase rep.
"What kind of busines,s?”
"Chase in general has a reluctance to

choose customers who are involved in
that kind of business.”
"Could you be more specific?”
“Not just on the merchant’s side, but

throughout the bank. We do not have cus
tomers in that kind of business. Whether
it’s legal or not does not affect our general
policy on the matter.”
The banks are not the only people mak

ing moral judgments, however. A number
of mental health experts had heard sur
prisingly l ittle of phone fantasies, and what
they did hear, they didn’t like.

Said radio and TV personality Dr. Ruth
Westheimer: “My goodness, is that what
they’re doing? Well, you know, I always
have a prejudice against anything that lets
people put off finding a partner. But per
haps it’s useful in special situations. I look
forward to hearing more about it.”

Psychoanalyst Dr. Ruth Douglas-Mann,
who has a call-in show on cable TV called
“Solutions and Singles,” seemed almost
to resent the competition: "I’m a tele
phone person and I love it. These people
should be telling these fantasies to a psy
chotherapist who knows how to respond.
These fantasy people have never been
analyzed, so how can they help anybody
else?” She agreed with Dr. Westheimer,
and said that even in special situations,
using a service for physical or emotional
companionship might cause a person to
postpone finding a “real woman.” “This
way they’l l reach for the telephone in
stead,” said Douglas-Mann.
She also expressed concern the phone

itself would become the focus for sexual
ity, and her reservations about fantasies in
general, saying most of them are born out
of “desperation, incest, or perversion.”
"If a person has a fantasy, let him write a
dirty book,” she said. "All these paraphi
lias people have are disabling. Suppose
he likes thigh-high black boots. Does that
mean If the woman loses her shoes he
can’t make love?”

Dr. Douglas-Mann isn’t alone in her
opinion—even among people in the
phone fantasy business. An astrologist
who works for a midwestern service, who

them in the belly with my fist. He screams,
'Hit her harder, hit her harderl’—then he

Another regular at Candy’s is acomes.
Washington lobbyist who dreams of
"fucking a pony at the racetrack in Ken
tucky, while prim ladies dressed in Victori
an clothes watch him through opera
glasses from the Turf Club.”

Lucy, a cheerleader type who lives on
Long Island and works for a Manhattan,
outfit, has a customer with a turkey fanta
sy. "He likes to be roasted and toasted,”
she giggles. “I put him on a spit over a fire.
He comes while I’m basting him.” For vari
ety, sometimes he likes to be a pig, and
she "stuffs an apple in his mouth and
cloves in his behind.” Another client is a
shampoo nut, "whose whole body is like a
giant cock, and his head is the head of the
cock.” Then there’s the rich man who
comes while she yodels—that's what his
lascivious Swiss nurse used to do when
she bathed him as a child.
"One thing I've learned since I started
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this,” says Lucy, "We're all complicated.
If you think other people aren't, you’re just
flattering yourself.”
By most accounts, men are using fanta

sy phones as a private arena to try on new
and not quite broken-in sexual attitudes.
"You get a lot of boys from Des ̂ yloines
who'd have to go out hunting for months
before they'd find someone who'l l go
down on them,” says Alice from L.A.
"They think California girls are hot.
There's supposed to be some kind of sex
ual revolution going on, but you’d never
know It from the guys who call here want
ing what their wives won’t give them.”
The services reported a surprising num

ber of men—many married to weeping vi
olets who oouldn't ki l l a roach—wanting to
be dominated, as well as intelligent young
bachelors requesting the "unhip” and
"antifeminist” fantasy of "being with a
woman with big tits.” "They would never
admit it turns them on in real life,” Jocko
assures us.

There also appears to be a large pool of
heterosexual transvestites hiding in their
wives' closets, who "put on stockings the
way some men smoke a joint,” says Alice.
But, Jocko warns, the kinkier they are, the
more careful he has to be. "You've got to
make sure they're the right age,” he says
worriedly. "The last thing I want is for
some sixteen-year-old kid to come down
to breakfast wearing a garter belt because
he spoke with one of our women.”
Many straight men seem to need a fe

male witness to feel comfortable about a
gay fantasy. Gypsy says she’s done so
many calls where transvestites were re
quested, she’s turned herself on. "I’m try
ing to find one to date,” she confesses.

Infantilism is what does it for Carol. "It’s
definitely fulfilling a need in me—the moth
er instinct. I like to diaper them and pow
der the tush. And I like sucking their toes.
The contrast of that macho voice becom
ing a tiny, tiny baby is incredible," she
says, especially since most of the men
who have this fantasy are "heavy-duty,
aggressive, power-conscious people.”

Whether fantasies solve real-life prob
lems or merely put off real-life solutions re
mains to be seen. According to Dr.
Douglas-Mann, executives with too much
pressure on them ought to seek out ways
to lessen their loads—not return to the
womb.
"This is just another example of nonre

lating. Sex by telephone, by Western
Union, by computer—it’s al l the same.
Some of these people are shy and guilt-
ridden, who, if they got help, would be per
fectly capable of functioning,” she says.
"As far as I’m concerned, sex a la Ma Bell
is settling for crumbs instead of cake."
Maybe. Or maybe, as Non! believes,

one man’s crumbs are another man’s ga
teau. "What does al l this mean to Joe next
door?” she asks. “He washes the car.
He’s also the head of a corporation. He
wants to have his ass smacked, and his
wife doesn’t understand it. But we do—

and now Joe's al l right.” CH—^

Farewell to
the Florida pa^her.

Ho one knows how many
Florida panthers are still

alive. Perhaps fewer than
100. If these mountain

lions die, another creature
will be gone from the earth
forever... the victim, first,
of predator elimination pro
grams, and more recently,
of ever-shrinking habitat.

But we don't have to bid fare
well to the Florida panther.

' ■■■■ Jhe Hational Wildlife Federation
has awarded a grant to researchers

' to study the panther and its future . ..
and to draw up a plan for saving it. That's

just one small example of how the [National Wildlife
Federation is working to save endangered species
From extinction. You can be a part of the effort.

Join the National Wildlife Federation, Department
108, 1412 16th Street, NW, Washington, DC 20036.
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INTERVIEW that and about violence in this country?
Hinckley: We live in a violent society and i
was part of it. There are too many guns
and bombs. Our vioient art, including
movies and television, is oniy a reflection
of our decadent cuiture. i truly believe that
society has been a threat to me, not the
other way around.
Penthouse: Considering the ease that you
had in securing a gun, do you believe that
there should be better gun control in the
United States?

Hinckley: Yes, I’ve become a strong advo
cate of strict gun controi. if someone iike
me can buy six Saturday night specials
with ease, there is something drastically
wrong with our gun laws. I’m considering
giving my supportto the National Coalition
to Ban Handguns.
Penthouse: What are some of the other
problems in this country that trouble you?
Hinckley: The Moral Majority troubles me,
as do our mass media, which are out of
control. I can’t get too bothered by infla-

books and Garfield the Cat dominate the
list. Americans don’t read good novels or
poetry. Instead they watch situation come
dies on television and read the National

Enquirer. This is the real American culture.
My advice to people is to turn off the televi
sion and talk with each other. Go to the
library and discover Henry James or Walt
Whitman.
Penthouse: What is your idea of an ideal
culture?
Hinckley: An ideal culture in a society is
one that appreciates the arts. The leaders
would be poets, philosophers, and other
thinking people. There would be no cen
sorship, no guns, no evangelists, no bu
reaucrats, no mi l lionaires, and no
poverty-stricken people. I could go on and
on but it’s a waste of time. My ideal society
will never be a reality.
Penthouse: Why do you have such high
regard for poets, artists, and musicians?
Hinckley: Because they have imagination
and a touch of genius. They are closer to
God than anyone else.
Penthouse: Who are your favorite writers
and poets?
Hinckley: I like Baudelaire, Poe, Rimbaud,
Jack London, Stephen King, Charles Bu-
kowski, Thomas Wolfe, Oscar Wilde, and
myself.
Penthouse: What are your interests in mu
sic?
Hinckley: I’ve always been a rock ’n’ roll
fanatic. I was raised on the stuff. At the
same time, I can also appreciate opera
and Beethoven and Schubert.
Penthouse: Can you name some of your
favorite musicians and their material?
Hinckley: The Beatles have to be at the top
of the list. Everything they did was magi
cal. I like some of the new-wave groups
like the Talking Heads, the Clash, the Pre
tenders, the B-52s, and the oldies iike the
Who and the Rolling Stones. Should I feel
guilty because I also like the Go-Gos?
Penthouse: You have been very critical of
the media. Can you give us some exam
ples of the media’s worst abuses that af
fected you personally?
Hinckley: Time magazine did a hatchet job
on me in October ’81 after I answered

questions for them, asking nothing in re
turn but fairness, which they failed to
show. The National Enquirer ran a poem
of mine and had a gruesome article ac
companying it. More generally, it seems
that journalists like to play amateur psychi
atrist when they write an article about me,
and, of course, they seldom know what
the hell they’re talking about.
Penthouse: How would you have reported
the assassination attempt?
Hinckley: The reporting of the shooting it
self was fine, so I wouldn’t have changed
it. But in the past two years every article
about me has been negative to the extent
of being unfair. Only Newsweek magazine
has been good to me.
Penthouse: Do you have any political loy
alties?
Hinckley: My political philosophy hasn’t
been invented yet. I don’t see one political

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 105

Hinckley: She meant everything to me
then, and a lot to me now.
Penthouse: What did you think of the arti
cle written by Jodie Foster late last year?
Hinckley: She is an excellent writer and
that’s about the only positive thing I can
say about the article. Jodie wants every
one to believe that she alone has been
through traumatic times and now it’s time
for us to feel sorry for her. I’ve been
through a thousand times more shit than
Jodie in the past two years. Compared to
me, Jodie has a charmed life of ease, re
gardless of any threats she may receive.
In this article Jodie comes off sounding
like she is an authority on love and the rest
of us are fools. She said my biggest crime
was confusing love and obsession. I can
only respond by saying that my love for
Jodie was very sweet and sacred in the
beginning, everything that love is sup
posed to be. It later grew into a love-hate
obsession that got out of control. I never
confused the two. I didn’t like the obses
sion and wished to ki l l it with the shooting
of Reagan, but it didn't work.
Penthouse: A recent article in a rock mag
azine sought to identify you with Travis
Bickle in the movie Taxi Driver. Do you
identify with him?
Hinckley: I identified with him a great deal
when I was stalking Carter and Reagan.
Travis was my role model. These days, I
am John Hinckley, not Travis Bickle.
Penthouse: In regard to movies, do you
think that the Jodie Foster of films is the
same person in real life? Is it possible to
separate the two?
Hinckley: They are two different people,
and I can now separate the two. The real-
life Jodie isn’t quite as tough as the person
she portrays on film.
Penthouse: If you were to be released to
morrow from St. Elizabeth’s, what would
you do with your life? Would it be possible
to put al l of the past behind you?
Hinckley: I want to be the first would-be
assassin who goes on to live a productive
life. Yes, I can put the shooting behind me.
I see myself writing poems and songs and
speaking out on certain issues that are im
portant to me.
Penthouse: What was your life like before
the shooting?
Hinckley: It was boring, monotonous,
lonely, dangerous, and not worth living.
Penthouse: Can you tel l us about your
childhood and family life?
Hinckley: I was a happy child with a good
family, but I always had the feeling that I
was different from everybody else and
that one day I would be very famous. I
didn't want to grow up to be an average
citizen, and from about the age of eight I
wanted to be a Beatle or a dictator—
someone who was very important.
Penthouse: When people talk about vio
lence in America, they often point to you
as an example of it. How do you feel about
164 PENTHOUSE
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tion and unemployment, because they
don’t affect me here in the hospital. I can’t
relate to a lot of the news I see and read
these days, such as crime in the streets
and war in the Middle East, because I’m
insulated from the world.
Penthouse: You have written about our
decadent, violent culture. Do you think it is
worse than past cultures?
Hinckley: Probably not. Our decadence
has come to the surface and everyone can
now see it. This has always been a violent
world. It’s just one damn war after anoth¬
er.
Penthouse: Are there any present cultures
you admire?
Hinckley: Not one. There isn’t a spot on
earth or a single culture that I really ad
mire. American culture is probably the
best available but it could use a whole lot
of improving.
Penthouse: If you were a philosopher
reaching out to the American people, how
would you advise them to correct the flaws
in this culture?
Hinckley: America doesn’t have much real
culture at all. That’s the problem. No one
gives a shit about poetry or opera. Look at
the current best-seller book list. Health



system in the world that I like. America has
good ideals but the people in power al
ways screw everything up. We have the
potential to be such a beautiful society and
nation, but our leaders are so mediocre
and without a shred of imagination. I say
power to the poets and musicians and art-

Penthouse: Is there any truth about your
recently making death threats to Jodie
Foster?

Hinckley: This is a subject I can’t discuss
here.

Penthouse: What exactly are your feelings
about Jodie Foster?

Hinckley: My feelings are mixed and that’s
all I’m going to say.
Penthouse: What feelings do you think Jo
die Foster has for you?
Hinckley: She can’t help but have strong
feelings towards me, and, once again, I
can’t say more.
Penthouse: Now that you have been ex
posed to a world of psychiatrists and psy
chologists, in general, what is your
impression of them?
Hinckley: In the past I haven’t had much
luck with them. They keep trying to figure
me out and think they understand me, but I
know better. The doctors and therapist I
see now are good, but I must admit I get
tired of having so many shrinks in my life.
It’s a terrible curse to have your life filled
with doctors and lawyers and that’s been
my fate for the past couple of years.
Penthouse: Reading what they have said
about you, do you believe they know you?
Hinckley: They know me, but not com
pletely. The trial doctors found out a great
deal about me, but every one of them was
off the mark on oertain things. The St. Eliz
abeth’s doctors know me because they all
see me every day, but, in some ways, I’m

sure that I’m stil l a mystery to them.
Penthouse: In particular, one psychiatrist
said that Jodie Foster was some kind of
mother surrogate. Is there any truth to
that?
Hinckley: How am I supposed to answer
this question? The doctor said Jodie is my
“idealized mother figure’’ and that, ac
cording to Freud, I see Jodie as a substi
tute mother to me. The more I comment on
this, the sillier it will become. I can’t give
you a definite yes or no, because the
whole thing is beyond me.
Penthouse: Another psychiatrist said that
a sequence of rape, murder, and suicide
is a fantasy of yours as being the “perfect
love.” Do you agree?
Hinckley: Sorry, but no comment.
Penthouse: Is Jodie Foster the only fe
male you have loved? If there are or were
others, please discuss them.
Hinckley: No. I had a strong crush on a girl
in grade school and again in high school.
But it wasn’t the obsessional kind of love I
had for Jodie.
Penthouse: Are you reoeiving letters from
people in this country that express sympa
thy and support for your situation?
Hinckley: Yes, quite regularly. There
seems to be a number of people around
the country who keep writing me over and
over. I try to answer them.
Penthouse: You have become a cult fig
ure to some people. How do you feel
about this?

ists.

Penthouse: If Ronald Reagan had not
been the president, would you have made
the attempt to ki l l him?
Hinckley: No.
Penthouse: Have family and friends stood
behind you since you were arrested?
Hinckley: My family has stood behind me
too percent throughout the ordeal. I think
many of my past acquaintances don’t
quite know what to make of me, so they
keep their distance.
Penthouse: Do you have any complaints
about your treatment since you have been
in custody?
Hinckley: I have a few complaints. My liv
ing conditions while awaiting trial were
horrendous. I was in a five-foot-by-seven-
foot cell, under a round-the-clock suicide
watch for a year. The U.S. marshals did a
very poor job with me, and I was glad to
part company with them. Here at St. Eliza
beth’s I’m not allowed to have visitors or
make local phone calls, and al l of my mail
is opened and read before I see it. The me
dia is banned from interviewing me in pris
on. These policies are unfair and i llegal,
and I ’ll do my best to change them.
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#1 choice shouid
be your choice.
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Hinckley: I don't mind the title, although
it’s not my ambition to be another Charles
Manson. I am John Hinckley, not Charles
Manson or the Maharishi or Sun Myung
Moon.

Penthouse: Do you have any message for
your followers?
Hinckley: There is very l ittle reward in be
ing a cult figure and I don’t wish to give a
particular message, because it might be
misinterpreted.
Penthouse: Do you fear someone might
hurt Jodie Foster on your behalf?
Hinckley: Yes, it’s very possible.
Penthouse: Do you enjoy or resent the at
tention that you are getting?
Hinckley: I’d be a liar if I said I resented it.
Because of my notoriety I do have certain
restrictions placed on me here at St. Eliza
beth's, and I certainly don’t like this aspect
of my fame.
Penthouse: Does it trouble you that you
have l ittle privacy?
Hinckley: Yes, a million times yes. But it
could be worse and has been worse.
While awaiting trial, the marshals liked to
watch me shower and shit.
Penthouse: Tell us about your treatment
by the authorities at St. Elizabeth’s.
Hinckley: I see my therapist three times a
week for an hour and I also have a couple
of group sessions. I received two drugs
called imipramine and Trilafon.
Penthouse: What is a typical day like at St.
Elizabeth’s?

Hinckley: I see a therapist, answer mail,
play my guitar, listen to music, play pool,
watch television, eat lousy food, and take
delicious medication.
Penthouse: How do the other residents
regard you?
Hinckley: The other patients treat me
okay. Some of them ask for my autograph,
some of them ignore me, and others just
stare at me.
Penthouse: Have you been threatened or
physically abused by either the authorities
or other patients?
Hinckley: No.
Penthouse: You have been adjudged "in
sane” by a jury. Are you insane?
Hinckley: I think not, although I was men
tally ill when I shot Reagan and the others.
"Insane’’ is a scary word and I never use it
or think of myself as insane. I was found
"legally insane” but they’re just words.
Penthouse: Most males have a fantasy of
"the” woman. What is yours?
Hinckley: Here we go with some real Pent
house questions. By the way, hello Xa-
viera. Okay, my fantasy of "the” woman is
strictly personal, for some reason, and I’d
rather not draw diagrams here.
Penthouse: What have your relationships
with women been like?
Hinckley: Fair to very poor, although I’m
getting better all the time.
Penthouse: Al l males have fantasies
about women, for example, forcible sex.
Can you relate your feelings?

Hinckley: Come on now. Unless this is a
“name withheld by request" interview, I
will refrain from commenting on my sexual
fantasies.
Penthouse: In light of your verdict, when
do you believe you will be released?
Hinckley: I can’t give you a date. When the
doctors find me no longer dangerous to
myself or Jodie, they will recommend to
the judge I should be released. It’s a tricky
situation, because I have to prove my
harmlessness to a lot of people.
Penthouse: Do you believe that you
should be released today?
Hinckley: No.
Penthouse: Are there certain misconcep
tions about you in the media?
Hinckley: Yes. I hope I’m not as cunning
and manipulative as I’m made out to be.
Penthouse: Has your family stood behind
you during this ordeal?
Hinckley: All the way.
Penthouse: Do you feel that the questions
we have asked you have been fair?
Hinckley: Yes.
Penthouse: What haven’t we asked you
that you would like the public to know?
Hinckley: I would like the public to know
that I am a poet first and a would-be assas
sin last.
Penthouse: Is there anything else we
should have asked you?
Hinckley: How about “What’s your favor
ite color?" The answer would have to be

plaid.Ot—g
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demonstrated in his l ife.
The way we respond to the Moral Ma

jority, however, should not lead us into the
same errors that they make. A head-to-
head confrontation with them wil l do little
except fan the flames of division on both
sides. We must remember that they are
sincere people, trying to change life for the
better. We al l want to do that. Our differ
ences lie in what we believe should be
done to make the changes, What better
(or more ironic) way to combat their ideas
than to treat them as Christ treated peo
ple—accepting them without approving of
what they stand for. I suggest that ignoring
them is the surest way to defuse the
“bombs” that they keep throwing around.
How about it? Can you out-Christian the
“Christians” in your attitudes toward
them?—Rev. G. Dale Fuller, Valdosta, Ga.

sexual response. Almost all the books, ar
ticles, and letters you see on the subject of
sex are about the female sexual response.
You see another manifestation of this ob
session in the phenomenon of the highly
lucrative sexual-aids market.

While I am not advocating a return to the
puritanical sexual practices of the past
and am most grateful to Penthouse for
these highly informative articles, I would
like to see more of a balance. It seems that
men today have real ly learned their les
sons. If any man truly wants to learn how
to give pleasure to his female lover, he can
easily find that information. What can a
woman do if she wants to do the same? A
magazine such as yours, which has been
so helpful in dispel l ing myths and dispens
ing invaluable information, should not
overlook this important facet of sexual
ity.—Bill Drummond, Seoul, Korea

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 35

many ways. If the Moral Majority sociopo
litical philosophy were to become the
dominant phi losophy in this nation, we
would al l be the losers.

I am in complete agreement that we
need to combat this type of mental ity. The
religious Moral Majority and their political
allies in the House and Senate present a,
threat to Christian and non-Christian al ike.
Anytime some group of people decides
that its moral ity is divinely given just so
that it can become the moral philosophy of
al l , by legislation or force if necessary, so
ciety is endangered. Jesus taught that it is
a mistake to confuse morality and theolo
gy to the point where they became synon
ymous. Cne’s morality should be a
product of one’s theology. Moral Majority,
however, seems to have begun with their
idea of the ideal morality and tried to give it
theological support—the cart before the
horse, in a manner of speaking. They
seem to have overlooked the fact that Je
sus accepted people as they were, al
though he certainly did not approve of the
iife-styles of everyone he met. To substi
tute moral ity for theology and to give the
impression that the whole of Christian life
is a matter of one’s personal morality
seems to me to be a denial of many of the
things that Jesus bel ieved in, taught, and
170 PENTHOUSE

WOMEN NEED LESSONS TOO
I was just now perusing the August 1982
issue, in which five people wrote in to
“Feedback” about “The Man’s Exam on
Female Troubles,” by Emily Prager, which
was publ ished in the April 1982 issue. The
respondents were al l negative toward the
article. Ms. Prager, in her reply, falls back
on the “facts” and quotes The Hite Re
port, by Shere Hite, whom I have also
seen published frequently in your maga
zine.

CONCERN FOR MIA’S
I just finished reading the interview with Lt.
Col. James “Bo” Gritz by Ben Bradlee,
Jr., and the book excerpt “Mission MIA”
by J. C. Pollock in the March 1982 issue of
Penthouse, i am appalled! My husband is
in the USAF. I don’t know that I could han
dle the nightmare of his being a prisoner of
war. Those men and their families need
our support. They have to know that
someone cares. I do! These are our Amer
ican men. They fought for us. Many gave
their lives for us. Those who are sti l l alive

The point I would like to make is that all
of these people are discussing the female



and imprisoned in that hell must be
helped. Can you tell me what I can do to
show'my support? I feel very strongly that
we need to show that there are Americans
back home who care. Thank you.—Jean
M. Moore, Rancho Cordova, Calif.

some), but now we’re stuck. Your maga
zine has done the veterans a great deal of
good through the "Adviser,” and if you
could help publicize this issue now, we
would be most grateful.—Denn/s J. Lang,
Pennsylvania State University, University
Park, Pa.

Are You
Too Short?

Lieutenant Colonel Gritz suggests that
those interested in aiding the oause of re
trieving our prisoners of war in Vietnam
contact: Congressman Robert K. Dornan,
Chairman, POW/MIA Task Force, 332
Cannon House Office, Washington, D.C.
20515.—The Editors
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The following letters are reproduced ver
batim, including spelling and grammatical
errors.

VIETNAM VETERANS
After reading the June 1982. "Vietnam
Veterans Adviser," I was hoping Pent
house would be able to help the Vietnam
veterans who are faced with a new battle.

In October the Omnibus Reconciliation
Act went into effect, and in December,
House Joint Resolution 370 was passed
into law. What they amount to is the elimi
nation of higher education for veterans.
While 370 eliminates federal aid for tuition,
the Omnibus Reconciliation Act eliminates
or reduces the veteran’s abil ity to borrow
money from the G.S.L. (Guaranteed Stu
dent Loan). Both of these programs are
utilized by almost al l veterans. Now many
of us may have to quit school, with only
one year or so until graduation, to try to
find a job and save enough money to fin-

I am glad that you are showing the naked
truth about the human female sexual or
gans, since most men I know get turned
off fast when they see human female sexu
al organs. They would just as soon look at
pictures of the sexual organs of cows,
pigs, horses, or any other animals. As
more and more men read your magazine
and catch on to what you are showing, you
will soon go out of business. This wil l be a
great victory for the females nationwide
who have a different idea of what their sex
ual organs are than you do.—"A female,"
Madison, Wis.

I’d like to make some comments concern
ing your photos of women. I’m getting
tired of seeing such an emphasis put on
crotch shots and women fingering them
selves in mock excitement. It’s a sad state
of affairs when so much photo area must
be put toward one area of the female anat
omy, which really isn’t that nice to look at.
There is so much beauty to the entire

female form, yet you guys stick to the
same basic format and predictable poses.
Do you feel that’s the only area that turns
men on? Concentration on only one part,
of anything, creates a distorted view. Your
models’ attempts to look sensual and re
laxed look just how they were photo
graphed—posed. Sensualness in a
woman comes from sensitivity, candid
ness, and naturalness, not from being
overly made up and fingering herself.
You do have some very pretty women in

your magazine, but from the first page I
know I'm going to see basically the same
shots. Maybe you should have women
photograph your models; at least they
know how to make a woman look like a
woman and not like a whore or nymph.—
Taylor Holmes, Lawai, Hawaii

ish.

Here at Pennsylvania State University
we have a fairly active Veterans Club, and
we have gone to bat on this issqp. We
have convinced the representatives from
Pennsylvania of how serious this is, and
Congressman Edgar (Dem.-Pa.) has
sponsored House Bill 6190 to restore
these benefits. Six other representatives
from Pennsylvania have cosponsored the
bill and all the others have agreed to vote
yes. Our trips to Washington and thou
sands of telephone calls to other colleges,
veterans organizations, and politicians
wil l probably end in vain, though, because
of limited funds.
The president of Penn State formed a

Task Force to fight the education cuts im
posed by the new administration. Al
though I did sit in on the Task Force, their
concern was with the "average student,”
and they actually tried to discourage Viet
nam vets from fighting this issue because,
in their words, “it could hurt our efforts to
get money back for other students and re
search.” Of the money being lost at Penn
State, it has been estimated that veterans
wil l account for 25 percent, although we
constitute only 3 percent of the student
body.

Although these laws have been passed,
veterans will not notice the loss unti l the
school year starts, in September 1983.
This could have devastating effects on
vets who plan on attending school next
year and don’t know that they aren’t enti
tled to the benefits they received last year.
We have worked very hard on this issue

and spent all the money we have (and then

'MoiI No Risk CouponTodov"

The Height Report, Inc., Dept.HMJ305

P.O. Box 1045, Scarsdale, N.Y 10583

Genf/emen; Please RUSH me Wtlliom A. Reldnas' Height In
crease Method which I may inspect at no risk for 30 days. If I
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I me-

I am appalled and disgusted with the lesbi
an pictures in your August 1982 issue. I
guess all kinds of people make up this old
world and there is a magazine for every
one. The perverts have to have something
to read too. Penthouse wil l go down in my
book as being right there with the National
Lampoon. Very disgusting. I hope you will
take this as constructive criticism and not
as an insult. Thank you for listening.—Ms.
Delaney, Rome, Ga. O

Name.

Address.

C 'v- I'P.

(prefer to use my Viso Master Charge cred't card

Card numb<

Expiration dale. MC Interbonk #.

Conadion residents odd 25%

171



VEGAS LEGACY "Right here," Garfield cried, clutching
at the door handle. "Couldn’t be more

perfect.”
"Thanks for the company,” Gus said,

but the boy was already running up the
curved driveway. Gus sighed in relief and
drove toward the first freeway on the
ramp.

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 118

shrink and he said I was suffering from an
orexia nervosa.”

Garfield pointed to another semi com
ing toward them. “Hey, big man, let’s see
how brave you are. Go across the divider
and let’s play chicken with that rig.”

“That’s not brave, it’s crazy,” Gus said.
“And so’s playing Russian roulette.’’
“You think I’m crazy? Is that it? Well,

just keep reading the funny papers, big
man, and you’ll see. What I’ve got waiting
for Lost Wages will blow your mind. I’m
going to steal the show from everybody.
Wait ti ll you see what I’m going to do.
They’ll be talking about me for years—not
my fucking old man, but me. Me, me, me."
Gus kept his eyes straight ahead. From

the way the kid was dressed, with the
tight-fitting jeans and sports shirt, it was
obvious he wasn’t armed. So if he was

planning on some stunt, it would probably
be harmless. What he wanted was atten
tion. Grab some headlines.

“You don’t believe me, do you?”
“Alfie, I don’t know what you’re talking

about. It’s obvious you’ve got a grudge
against your father, but what has it got to
do with Las Vegas?”
“Forget it, turkey. Just keep reading the

funny papers—you’ll find out quick
enough. I’ve got it all worked out. I’m really
going to steal the show, wake up the horny
old Republicans, up here for their National
Convention. Can you believe it? Jesus!
Weil, okay, folks, buy your tickets hurry,
hurry, come see the one and only Alfie, the
great daring weirdo, make his historic de
but into the history books.”
He paused and removed his glasses.

“You know, my old man’s got the eyes of
an eagle,” Garfield said. “That mother
fucker can actually see around corners.”
“And you don’t see too good yourself,”

Gus said.

He laughed shrilly. "Without these fuck
ing ugly specs I need a cane. But I won’t
need them for long. Some guy once said,
’When you shoot at a king, be sure you ki l l
him.’ What I say is. Be sure you kili your
self, too. Then you’re not dragged through
all that bullshit.”

By now they had reached the airport
and were caught in bumper-to-bumper
traffic on the Strip.
"Hey, man, dig that white limo with the

black windows,” Garfield said, pointing to
two cars ahead of them.

“Where do you want to get off?” Gus
asked, keeping his voice calm, not want
ing to reveal how anxious he was to be rid
of the kid.

“Wherever that limo goes, that’s where
I’m going,” he said, clapping his hands to
gether. “It’s a good omen. The Lone

Ranger rides again. Get it? The good guy
with the black mask. Ah, fuck it.”
They rode in silence until the white lim

ousine swung up the driveway of the Mon
arch II.

Garfield Stone paused by the fountain and
looked up at the Monarch ll’s soaring thir
ty-six stories and wondered which the
floor the president and his party would oc
cupy.
Then Garfield noticed the doorman in

the oid-fashioned admiral uniform. He had
a voice like a bullhorn as he ordered cabs

away from the VIP entrance where limou
sines were lining up like VW buses at a
rock concert.

Garfield laughed. Big shots around here
were a dime a dozen this week. But there

were a lot of creeps, too. As he ap
proached the doorman, he noticed that he
wore a silver nameplate on his chest with
the inscription alfie. An incredible coinci
dence. If the doorman noticed Garfield

staring at him, he gave no sign of it.
The lobby was bedlam. A number of

delegations were snake-dancing and
blowing horns to call attention to their
posters proclaiming their choice of candi
date. Hundreds of young girls, dressed in
the colors of their candidates, seemed to

be everywhere, giggiing and pinning
badges on anyone within reach. TV cam
eras were catching it all, their heavy ca
bles like huge prehistoric umbilicals
strewn along the floor.
A pretty girl in a short red-white-and-

blue-striped dress with a straw skimmer
tilted at a rakish angle on her blond head
grabbed Garfield by the arm and quickly
pinned an Abbott button on his shirt. She
had laughing blue eyes and very white
teeth and her tongue looked as pink and
soft as a rose petal.
“Now, don’t you take it off or let anyone

else pin you,” she said, "or I’ l l never talk
to you again.”

Garfield looked her straight in the eye
and carefuly removed the button. “Do you
do this to everybody?”
“Oh, you—what are you, a Foote

man?”

“No, not really,” he said, holding the
button before her face.

INTERVIEW
WITH A SATYR

"There was a time in my mid
twenties when I saw three-or four

women every day. I always used to
feel sorry for the third and fourth

women because I couldn’t really give
them as good a time.

“Sex with my second wife was great.
She was probably the best lover I

ever had. She was a different woman

each time; a little girl in pigtaiis, a
vamp with heavy makeup, an Italian
countess who didn’t speak English, a

hippie.
“My manicurist came to my office

recently. She’s been married
fourteen years and has never fooled
around. But I kissed her good-bye in
a more than normal manner and she

said if I continued it would be a

problem. So I continued and she got
out of her clothes in about three

seconds.

“I can tell by the way a woman walks
whether she wants to have sex.

“If I can reach a climax once, I can
reach a climax three times within a

short period of time without any
difficulty.

"Anticipation is everything. You have
to make the woman ask you to
please, please, please put it in.

Finally you give it to them and when
you do they are more appreciative.”

Jake R., a thirty-eight-year-old
California millionaire, claims to have
bedded more than 2,000 women. In

a long interview with Philip Nobile he
talks candidly about the sweet life of

a satyr, a phenomenon long
recognized but rarely examined.

SEX SURROGATE
CONFIDENTIAL Garfield slowly unbuttoned his shirt and

opened it. “See the blood running down
my bony chest?"

“I didn’t, did i?”

“Yes, you did, right through my iittie tit-

Posing as a man suffering from
sexual dysfunction, Rafael Rodriguez

found the New York sex-therapy
industry riddled with charlatanism.
Even worse, it inflicted on him the

dysfunction he only pretended to
have.

tie.”

She frowned. “You putting me on?
Come on, you didn’t even wince. That’s
cool. Want me to put something on it so it
won’t get infected?”

Garfield buttoned his shirt. No big
THE ARTS OF
ORAL LOVE deal,” he said, handing her the badge.

"Now, do it again, but this time just the
shirt.”

A two-part special: what every man
should know about cunnilingus and

every woman about fellatio. She carefully pinned it on his shirt and
looked up, smiling. “See, practice makes
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perfect.”
Garfield laughed. "Hey, how about a

drink? I’ll tel l you the story of my rotten Get Any Girl
Within 5 Minutes
and PAY NOTHING!

life.

“I can't go now,” she said, and she
genuinely looked sorry, “I've got a lot of
people to pin.”
“Okay, but you're going to be around

here for a while?”
“All day and night, it looks like. Most of

the week, too, I guess.”
'Til catch you later, then. You've got to

eat sometime.”

“Are you staying at this hotel?”
“I am now,” he said, and hurried to

ward the front desk, which had people
lined up five and six deep its entire length.
Scores of disappointed travelers sat on
every available sofa and chair, some on
their suitcases, all looking forlorn and de
feated, the reservation slips clutched in
their fists meaningless. The Monarch II, as
was its practice, had overbooked its 5,500
rooms by 15 percent, but thanks to the
convention there had been no cancella
tions.

Garfield looked the desk clerks over
carefully before getting into line. It didn’t
take long, because everyone in front of
him was summarily dismissed by the
young clerk with the slicked-down black
hair and pencil-lined mustache.

“I’m Garfield Stone. I’ve got a reserva
tion for a suite on the thirty-fifth floor.”
The clerk’s eyebrows raised slightly. “I

doubt that,” he said, purposely leaving out
the customary “sir.” “The thirty-fifth floor
is reserved for the president of the United
States.”

Garfield’s eyes seemed to vibrate be
hind the thick lenses. “I said the twenty-
fifth. What the fuck’s the matter with you—
hard of hearing?”

“I think you’d better leave.”
Garfield leaned across the desk. “Look

here, asshole, I’m going to tell you one
more time. I’m Garfield Stone and I’ve got
a reservation in this fucking joint for a suite
on the twenty-fifth floor. You got that
straight, now, or do I have to pick up this
fucking phone and call my Uncle Lew?”
The desk clerk had worked Las Vegas

long enough to know that when anyone
talked that tough he usually had the mus
cle to back his play. But this was probably
just a creepy kid. Still, he couldn’t take a
chance.
The clerk’s fingers flew over the com

puter keys of the console before him, his
small dark eyes watching the screen. “I’m
sorry, uh, sir, but I have no record of your
reservation. Perhaps your travel agent
booked you in another hotel.”
“Hand me that fucking phone,” Garfield

shouted, his voice carrying the entire
length of the front desk. “I’l l call Uncle
Lew, have him straighten out this fucking
bullshit. I’m tired of talking to you.”
“But who is Uncle Lew, sir?” The cus

tomary “sir” came out without hesitation
this time.
“Lew SparkI That’s who Uncle Lew is,

you asshole.”
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ful voice addressed him and he looked up,
startled by the interruption.

It was the blond girl who had pinned the
button on his shirt that afternoon. She was
dressed in a light blue silk blouse and
deep blue skirt and looked as fresh as
though she had stepped out of a shower
after a full night’s sleep.
“Fancy running into you," she said.

“How's your chest? I hope there's no in
fection.”
.  “Naw, it's okay, but I feel kind of weak.
After al l , I lost at least a dozen drops of
blood and that’s more than I can spare.”
“Well, you're in luck,” she said. “I’m

loaded. I’ll buy you a raw steak, a real
juicy one, rebuild your hemoglobin, or
whatever. If nothing else, it might put some
meat on your bones.”
“Forget it, I like my bones just the way

they are.”
She blushed. “Sorry, I didn’t mean—”
“Wait a minute. All I’m saying is that

people are nuts. They’re always trying to
stuff junk down your throat until you look
like a blob, then they send you to a fat
farm. You can’t win.”

“I’ll see you later,” she said, starting to
move away.
“Wait up,” he called, starting after her.

“Where you going?”
“No place you’d want to go,” she said.
He took her arm as they went into the

lobby. “How do you know? Try me.”
She bit her lower lip. “I want to see Dai

sy Miller. I’ve got most of her stereo al
bums. My mother used to go see her when
she was my age. She’s been at the top for

CONTINUED ON PAGE 182

That was what the clerk was expecting
and yet it startled him. He looked at Gar
field, looked back at his computer panel,
and began tapping the keys again. He
looked up and smiled as though he were
seeing Garfield for the first time and
couldn’t be more delighted. When he
spoke the unctuous tone he reserved for
superiors and special guests was rich in
texture.

“I’m terribly sorry, Mr. Stone, it’s right
here in the computer. Please forgive the
inconvenience.” He raised his hands in a
helpless gesture. “Computers can be aw
fully frustrating at times. I have a lovely
suite for you on the twenty-eighth floor,
facing the front, if that is satisfactory. Just
sign this register card and I’ll have a bel-
man take you there immediately.”
“Forget the bellman,” Garfield said.

“My bags are still in the car. I had to leave
it at a garage down the Strip—a little prob
lem with the head gasket.”

“I hope it’s nothing too serious.”
Garfield finished filling out the card and

took the key from the clerk’s hand. “Noth
ing to it,” he said. “Just a slight oil leak.”
"Well, enjoy your stay, sir.”
“I wi ll—don't worry,” Garfield said,'

leaving the desk and heading for the ele
vator. The moment he reached his room,
he looked through the telephone directory
and called a garage that specialized in for
eign cars.
While waiting for someone to answer,

he cleared his throat a couple of times,
getting himself ready to do a much-prac
ticed imitation of his father’s voice.

“European Car Service,” a man said.
“Hi, this is Rocky Stone. I need a big

favor.”

“Yes, sir, Mr. Stone. Be glad to help you
any way I can.”

“Left my Ferrari on the side of the road
about seventy miles out toward L.A. Blew
the damn engine. I’d appreciate it if you’d
pick it up immediately before the vultures
get to it.”
“No problem, Mr. Stone.”

Garfield Stone walked to the VIP entrance
under the striped-canvas porte cochere
and there was another admiral opening
and closing doors of limousines. The
guests were dressed in elegant evening
clothes, many coming for Daisy Miller’s
midnight show. He remembered her com
ing to his house one Sunday afternoon
with Lew Spark, the hotel’s president, who
was also head of Talent Corporation of
America (TCA), the largest talent agency
in the country. His'father, Rocky Stone,
had been one of Spark’s most important
clients in the early days of TCA. Garfield
had been hardly more than a toddler when
he’d started referring to Lew Spark as his
“Uncle Lew.”
He went to the fountain in the forecourt

and sat on the rim of it, looking up at the
front of the hotel’s thirty-six stories, trying
to locate his room. Then he wondered
which of the windows on the thirty-fifth
floor belong to the president’s bedroom.
As he sat there, enjoying the sound of

the cascading water, dipping his hand into
its coolness, yet deep in thought, a cheer-

VJo
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VEGAS LEGACYHow To Pick
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ages. Her singing gives me gooseflesh."
“You’ve got a date, or a reservation?"
She shook her head. “No, but I’ve got

the money and my fingers crossed.”
“Leave it to me," Garfield said, leading

her into the casino. The entrance to the Im
perial Room was past endless banks of
slot machines. A long line of people wait
ed, hoping to be admitted to the show. The
line snaked around several banks of slots
unti l it finally spilled out into the lobby. Gar
field walked right up to the maitre d' with
the girl in tow.
“Ah, my good man, how nice seeing

you again," he said, reaching to shake his
hand and pressing a bi l l into it.
The maitre d' shook his head, his fist

closing, refusing to accept the tip. “Sorry,
sir, we’re booked solid this evening."
"We'd appreciate a table for four, cen

ter front, please,” he said, again proffer
ing the bill, but the maitre d’ kept his hand
at his side. “Don’t you think you should
look at it?” Garfield said, turning a corner
of the bil l to reveal the hundred-dollar fig-
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NAME

ure.
"Do you have a reservation?"
"Absolutely. The name’s Garfield

Stone. My father. Rocky, and mother wi l l
join us later. Listen, if Uncle Lew comes in,
show him to our table, wil l you?"

"Do you mean Mr. Spark?"
"Right on, friend.”
"Holy smoke," the girl said as they

were taken to their table, which was a blue
velvet booth in the third row, center. "I
can’t believe this. Who are you? Are you
real ly Rocky Stone’s son?”

"Shit, no," he said. "All these guys are
on the take and insecure. Greed and
names is the game."

"I'm impressed," the girl said. "Is your
name real ly Garfield?”

"Yeah, and yours?”
“Kathy Raines. Oh, I can’t believe I'm

sitting here. Oh, my God, look who’s sil
ling in the row in front of us. It’s Senator
Randolph Godwin and the twins. Aren’t
they beautiful? And that man with them
must be Senator Godwin’s father—they
look so alike. Aren’t they handsome? And
boy, are they ever rich. I can’t bel ieve my
eyes. Look, my hands are trembl ing. This
is so exciting. Oh, wait unti l I tel l the girls
back in Omaha."

Garfield quickly removed the Abbott
button, stood up, and walked to the God
win booth. For the first time this evening he
was glad he’d taken a shower and
combed his long hair, which curled at the
tips. He was wearing his ingratiating smile
when he reached across their table and
offered his hand.

"Senator, please excuse this intrusion,
but I just had to come shake your hand
and wish you luck at the convention," Gar
field said, his eyes gleaming.

Godwin accepted the handshake.
“Well, thank you, son," he said, his voice
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conveying a finality to the greeting,
Garfield’s eyes swept the table and no

ticed an amused glint in the eye of one of
the twins. 'Tm Garfield Stone. My father,
Rocky, is a great admirer of yours. I came
here looking for a chance to work for your
campaign, whatever I can do.”
There was a fleeting glimmer of interest

in the senator's eyes. "Well, Garfield, I
don’t really have a campaign, but if you’re
truly interested in helping out, give Blair
Hopkins a call tomorrow. Suite thirty-six
twelve. May I introduce my daughters, Ei
leen and Alicia, and my father, Mr. Henry
Godwin.”

Garfield enthusiastically shook hands
with each one. "Thanks a mil lion. Senator
Godwin. I ’ll cal l him bright and early. This
is going to be great. Wait until I tell my dad.
He’s going to be so proud of me.”
Randolph Godwin laughed. “See you

later, okay?”
“Yes, sir, and thanks again.”
As Garfield returned to his table, the

waitress was filling their champagne
glasses. Then the lights dimmed and the
orchestra began playing “I Want To Be
Happy.” Kathy grabbed his hand and let
out a shrill squeal. 'Oh, I'm so excited.”

“Ladies and gentlemen,” a voice said
from offstage, “the Imperial Room proudly
presents Miss Daisy Miller.”
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Blair Hopkins, whose primary function as
a senatorial aide was to provide Randolph
Godwin with drugs and women, came out
of the elevator and the skinny young man
stepped up and offered his hand.
‘Tm Garfield Stone,” he said. “Thanks

for coming right down.”
Hopkins looked him over carefully.

“You're really Rocky Stone’s kid?”
"Yes, sir—that’s my old man, al l right.”
"Christ, can’t they afford to feed you at

your house?”
Garfield’s first impulse was to spit in

Hopkins’s face, but instead he smiled.
"They say I’ve got a tapeworm.”
“Yeah, is that so?” Hopkins said, a

worried expression creasing the pinkish
skin above his chubby cheeks. “Okay,
let’s get going. You ready to go to work?
We’ll put you on a phone for a while, see
how you work out."

“Terrific, I’m the greatest with a
phone,” Garfield said, watching Hopkins
use his special key to open the doors of
the penthouse elevator.
“Am I going to get a key of my own?” he

asked, trying to sound casual.
“We’ll see,” Hopkins said as the doors

closed and they were whooshed to the
penthouse floor.

J
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ies included.Whi le Garfield Stone was on his way to the

penthouse floor, Gus Meier was dropping
quarters into a pay phone in Grand Junc
tion, Colorado. Since he was an indepen
dent trucker, time was money, and he had
driven most of the night before stopping
for a short nap. But even in his sleep he
couldn’t get that Alfie out of his head. Al
though never specific in his threats, the kid
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Bedroom
Fantasies
Announces

had sent signals al l over the place that he
\was going to do something sensational at
the convention. And, as Gus had finally
concluded, what could be more sensa

tional than the assassination of the presi
dent of the United States?

When a deputy sheriff answered the
telephone in Las Vegas, Gus quickly de
scribed his experience and expressed his
suspicions that the boy might be bent on
some crazy assassination scheme.

Deputy Ted Greeley kept grunting impa
tiently while Gus tried to recall the kid's
precise language.
“Okay, okay, I've got al l the pertinent

facts down on paper. So you think this rich
kid with a Ferrari is a political assassin?"

“I don't know," Gus said, realizing how
foolish he must be sounding. “Maybe he's
harmless, but it wouldn't hurt to have a l it
tle talk with him.”

Greeley laughed harshly. “And how do I
arrange that? You’ve got his name and
phone number?”
The question surprised Meier. “Look,

all you’ve got to do is find the Ferrari. It’s
on the side of the road, exactly seventy-
three miles from the Monarch II. It’s got li
cense plates. Flis first name’s Alfie—
talked like his father’s a big movie star, but
he could’ve been bullshitting me.”

“Tell you what, you come down here
and help us draw a composite. The Secret
Service boys might want to get into it.”
“Out ofthe question,” Gus said. “I have

a load to deliver.”

“Call your company, have them send
another driver to pick up your truck, and
you catch a flight down here.”
“You don’t understand. I’m an indepen

dent trucker.”

“Tell you what we’ll do. Flave your dis
patcher send a driver and you fly down
here. We’ll pick up the tab if you’re on the
level.”

There was a long pause and Greeley
heard the trucker sigh heavily.
“Oh, shit,” he said. “I’l l do it.”

rai ling and teetered precariously. Alicia’s
hand went to her mouth to stifle the

scream building inside her.
“Please,” she pleaded softly, “come

down off the railing. I’m sorry if I offended
you. I thought you knew I was only kid
ding, having a little word game.”
“Bullshit,” he cried. “Now, which way

do you want me to come down, this way or
that way?”
"For God’s sake, Garfield, be reason

able. You’re scaring me half to death.”
“Say pretty please,” asked Garfield, his

rage subsiding.
“Pretty please.”
“Say you’ll kiss my ass.”
“I’ll say it, but I won’t do it.”
“Say it.”
“I’l l kiss your ass if you get off that fuck

ing railing.”
Fie jumped off, smirking, turned around,

and bent over. “Kiss it or next time I’ll do a
handstand.”

“Go to hell,” she said, turning away.
“The fastest way there is over that railing.
So long, brat.”

Fie ran after her. “Fley, what’s your
name?”
“Alicia.”

“I’m sorry, Ali , I was just getting kicks. I
like to scare people. It’s my thing, you
know. Did you ever play Russian rou
lette?”

She stopped and tapped a stiff finger
against his bony chest. “Garfield, the
game’s over. You're sending out some
very weird vibes. I think I’m going to have
your ass kicked out of here. You’re a walk
ing fruitcake and a menace to the peace
and tranquility of this benign convention.”

Flis face contorted again but this time
tears started streaming down his hollowed
cheeks. “Fley, I’m sorry, really. Don’t get
me kicked out. I’ve got important work to
do—for your father.”
“Where’s Floppy?”
Fie grabbed her hand. “Don’t, please

don’t. I’ll really ki l l myself if I can’t work for
your father’s campaign. My father would
be really pissed at me. Give me a break,
wil l you? Please!”
She looked at him and saw a frightened

boy, emaciated, the dark circles under his
wet eyes grotesquely magnified by the
thick lenses of his glasses.

“All right, Garfield, but no more crazy
antics. You promise?”
“Oh, God, on my father’s head. May he

burn in the fires of hell for all eternity if I
ever touch that railing again.”

Alicia shook her head. “Oh, Jesus, you
do come on strange, Garfield. Okay, I’ll
see you later.”

In the excitement she forgot to ask him
what he was doing in her grandfather’s
suite or how he had gained entry. She
would remember it later, but it would be
too late.
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Brand new book of sexual positions with over 200
photos - many in blazing color - features
foreplay, the P.C. muscle, threesomes, and a
multitude of positions for couples including anal
and oral posifions.

When Alicia Godwin returned to Flenry’s
suite later in the afternoon, she found Gar

field Stone on the terrace, leaning danger
ously over the railing.
“Get back from there,” she called.

Fie pulled himself up and turned to stare
at her, his face flushed from the exertion.

“Oh, you’re one of the twins,” he said.
“Yeah, and who are you, and what

were you doing hanging over the railing
like a monkey?”

“I’m Garfield Stone. I’m working for
your father’s campaign.”
“Do you realize you’re thirty-six stories

Exfra! The lafesf detailed Information on the

Grafenberg Spot. When properly stimulated, this
"G-spot” can lead to intense, unique orgasms of
a power never before thought possible.

Explicit 7"x10” paperback is the most complete
picture book of sexual positions ever offered. Na
tionally advertised at $14.95, now available for
just $9.95 with money-back guarantee.

ILLUSTRATED KAMA SUTRA

The exclusive new illustrated Kama Sutra is a picture book
of sexual positions you will never forget! The erotic work
of the ages — banned for over 70 years, now in a new
explicit illustrated edition. One of the most important
works of erotic literature. Dozens of explicit photographs.
Just $4.95.

SPECIAL: Both for Only $11.25
Complete money-back guarantee if not delighted. Order
today!

up?”
“I’m not afraid of heights, are you?”'
“No, but I’m not about to start doing

handstands on the railing.”
“I’l l do one,” Garfield said. “Watch.”

“Get back here, you l ittle nut,”
“Fley, watch your fucking mouth,” he

cried, his face contorting angrily. “Who
you calling a nut, you dumb cunt?”

In a fit of rage Garfield jumped up on the

fib 17™ Dept. PH-78
Zyiaam^iLVe Carrboro, NC 27510

□ #26G Complete Manual of Sexual Positions $ 9.95
□ #G9 Illustrated Kama Sutra
□ #53B Both Books

$ 4,95
$11.25Garfield was lounging disconsolately on a

sofa, staring vacantly at the four muted
television sets, the l ips of the anchormen
and reporters moving silently. Fie couldn’t

Name .
Address
City State Zip

184 PENTHOUSE



stand that garbage. All day he'd been
thinking about Alfie. Not Alfie the door
man. The real Alfie. Alfie March, the best

friend he’d ever had and the only person
in his entire l ife he'd ever loved.

Alfie's father was the famous movie

cowboy Johnny March, a former All-
American football star from USC, whom

police had caught flagrante delicto with a
sixteen-year-old male prostitute in the
restroom of a Sunset Strip gay joint. The
studio had hushed the incident, and

though the story had spread through the
movie colony with the speed of a brushfire
fanned by a Santa Ana wind, it hadn’t
harmed his career,

if he lived to be a hundred, Garfield

would never forget the last day he’d
played with Alfie. Garfield had been nine
that summer day and Alfie ten. There was
no one at the Stone residence except the
maid, and the two boys had decided to
skinny-dip in the pool. They’d heard about
college kids doing it and thought they’d
find out what the fuss was all about.

"Look at my pecker," Alfie said, awe in
his voice. "It’s standing straight up like in
the dirty pictures we found in your father’s
desk.”

"Is it really hard?" Garfield asked, his
own penis still hanging like a dead worm.

"Like a rock," Alfie said. "I guess it
means I’m a man now."

"Jesus,” Garfield said, "are you
lucky,"
"Here, Gar, feel it."

They were sitting by the side of the pool
with their feet dangling in the water, and
Garfield reached out and gently touched
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"Jesus, it is hard.”

Alfie reached down and started squeez
ing himself. "Boy, Gar, this feels really
weird."

"What do you mean weird?”
"I don’t know how to explain it. Just sort

of good weird. The more I squeeze it, the
more I want to keep doing it. Squeeze
yours a few times—maybe it’ ll get hard
like mine."

“Naw. I’ve tried it lots of times, but noth

ing ever happens.”
"Here, let me try.”
"Jesus, Alfie, you think you can make it

stand up like yours?”
“I don’t know. Let’s see. Here, you

squeeze mine while I work on yours,"
The boys had been so involved in

their exploration that neither one saw or
heard Rocky Stone until he was standing
right over them. Grabbing both boys by
the scruff of the neck, he dragged them
across the patio and into the house,
screaming obscenities at the top of his
lungs.

"Dirty, filthy, little faggots, fucking little
cocksuckers. I’ve got a good mind to cut
your pricks and balls right off.” Then he’d
swiped Alfie across the head. "You and
your faggot father. Like father, like son.
How long you been giving him handjobs,
you dirty little fag? Get the fuck out of
here.”
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man or security guard, even a bellman—
anybody who could place a call to the spe
cial number he'd been given—while he
continued following the kid. But there was
no one. Only a lot of people who needed to
be shoved aside. Several men swore at
him unti l they saw his size, and then turned
away, muttering to themselves.
Gus reached the bank of elevators, but

found keyholes instead of buttons. He
swore and banged his fist against the wall.
What if the kid had a weapon in the pack
age? The president was due to arrive at
any moment. Meier was debating with
himself—whether he should go to a tele
phone and call the number himself, or try
to get up to the penthouse—when two
women walked up, stopping before one of
the elevators. The younger of the two
placed a key in the hole and the doors
opened.
“Excuse me, ladies, but I’ve got to go

up with you," Gus said.
Alicia looked at Daisy and shrugged.

“Don’t you have a key? The penthouse
floor is private.”

“I know,” he said, “but I’m working with
the Secret Service and I’m following a cra
zy kid who just went up there.”
“What crazy kid?” Alicia asked, know

ing even before he opened his mouth that
he was talking about Garfield.
“A weird-looking kid. Skinny. Thick

glasses. There’s a good chance he’s
armed and wants to ki l l the president.”
"From the penthouse floor?” Daisy

Rocky had kicked Alfie then, his large
foot striking the boy at the base of the
spine, knocking him down. “Now, get up
and drag your ass out of here. And if I ever
catch you here again, or even see you
looking at Garfield, I’ l l beat the living shit
out of you. And you can tell that to your
faggot old man next time you suck his
cock.”
The next morning Alfie’s naked body

was found on the patio beneath the third
story window of his bedroom, his legs
soaked with blood. Moments before drop
ping to his death, he had tried to castrate
himself with a paring knife.

Garfield, who had gone in search of Al
fie shortly after sunrise, had discovered
the body and gone completely berserk.
Running home, he grabbed a butcher
knife and burst into his father’s bedroom
with the ful l intention of slaughtering him.
But his father had heard Garfield’s hysteri
cal screams, had seen his son running
wildly across the back lawns toward the
house, and was ready for the attack. He
easily wrested the knife from Garfield’s
hand and then carried him, screaming and
kicking, to the third-floor attic, where he
locked him in a closet, Rocky’s wife, who
had no idea what was happening, had
stood by helplessly.

Garfield was left in the closet unti l after
Alfie’s funeral, unti l the excitement had
died down. Given one meal a day and left
to wallow in his own body waste, Garfield
had been strangely withdrawn when his
father had finally released him from the
closet and taken him to a private mental
institution in Denver, where Garfield re
mained for nearly a year. When Garfield
returned home. Rocky Stone never men
tioned the incident, and the boy had un
derstood that his freedom depended on
keeping his mouth shut.
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asked.
“Listen, I’ve got a number I’d like one of

you ladies to call when we get up there.
Tell whoever answers that I'm Gus and the
kid’s on the penthouse floor. They’ll know
what to do.”
Gus held out the card with the number

on it and Alicia handed it to Daisy. “You
oall . He’s talking about Garfield Stone. I
know what he looks like.”
The elevator stopped and the doors

opened. Gus stepped out, not knowing
which way to turn.
“Come with me,” Alicia said. “I think I

know where he is,”
“Okay,” Gus said, “but he told me his

name was Alfie.”
They ran down the hal l to Henry's suite,

which Alicia knew overlooked the VIP en
trance. She unlocked the door, ran across
the living room to the terrace, and
screamed.
Gus nearly fell over her when he saw

the kid standing on top of the railing. Gar
field was dressed in buckskins, mocca
sins on his feet. A black band with a single
feather circled his head.

Garfield nearly lost his balance when he
saw them. “Don’t come near me,” he
screamed. “Stay where you are.”

Alicia fought to control her panic.
“Come on, Garfield. You’re scaring me
again.”
“My friend Alfie was always the Lone

Ranger and I was Tonto. We had so much
fun together.” There was a chilling mad
ness in Garfield’s eyes. “He was Kemo

Gus Meier was dead on his feet. The
whole thing was getting ridiculous. How
did they expect him to find one skinny kid
in the midst of thousands of mil ling peo
ple? People were pushing and talking and
yelling and drinking and waving placards
and blowing on little horns. One idiot had
screamed fire into a bullhorn and nearly
caused a riot. The security guards had
hustled him out of there in a hurry. But now
FBI and Secret Service agents were mov
ing toward the VIP area, checking the
crowd, preparing for the president’s arriv
al from Lake Mead. He was scheduled to
reach the VIP entrance around six o’clock.
The entire driveway was cordoned off,
lined with local uniformed police and fed
eral agents.
Then he saw him, just a fleeting glance

as the doors of a penthouse elevator
closed. It was definitely the same kid, car
rying a large package under his arm. But
what was he doing in a penthouse eleva
tor? Well, after all, he had been driving a
Ferrari. Maybe he was just another neu
rotic rich kid.
Gus started elbowing his way through

the crowd, looking as he went for a police-
186 PENTHOUSE
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Sabe, my faithful friend—the only real
friend I ever had.”
“Where Is he now, Garfield?” Alicia

asked, moving a step toward him, keeping
her voice calm. “Want me to call him?”
“My father ki lled him,” he screamed

hysterically, and his eyes flooded with
tears, blinding him. Again he almost lost
his balance. “That dirty, motherfucking
monster. He killed ime too. You don’t know
what he did to me. Nobody knows.”
“But, Garfield, why this?” Alicia asked.
“Kemo Sabe,” he said. “Do you realize

it takes one second to say it? It's like say
ing, Thousand-one, thousand-two.’ But
you’ve got to say it with just the right tem
po. I’ve been practicing.”
He looked down and everything was

blurred. He removed his glasses and an
grily swiped at his eyes with his fingers.
His tears angered him. What was there to
cry about, he asked himself? In a moment
the anguish would be over. His body
would become Kemo Sabe’s silver bullet.
With it he would kill the president of the
United States. The idea was sheer genius.
His feat would never be topped by any
one. Instead of just another suicide—a
one-day sensation—as he had first
planned, he would become part of history,
something his father would never achieve.
And in the process he would finally join his
faithful friend, wherever he might be in the
hereafter.

Gus Meier took a step toward the railing
and Garfield screamed at him. The trucker
quickly stepped back. Garfield looked
down and saw that the president’s limou
sine had reached the curve in the drive
way. In seconds it would disappear under
the striped awning.

“If you ever see my father,” he said,
without taking his eyes from the limousine,
“tel l him to suck my dead cock.”

“Garfield, pleasel Look, I’m begging
you on my knees,” Alicia cried, dropping
to her knees. “Please come off that railing
and let’s talk about this whole thing.”

“I’l l get to say five Kemo Sabes.”
Gus yelled. “Don’tl WaitI”
But Garfield was already airborne. They

heard him say “Kemo Sabe” twice and
then the screams welcoming the president
from below drowned him out.
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Alfie, in his John Paul Jones uniform, his
face beet red from the heat and excite
ment, was beaming proudly as he
reached to open the door of the presi
dent’s limousine.
"Welcome back, Mr. President,” he

said, swinging the door open with a flair
acquired through years of experience, “to
the Mon—”
He never finished the word, but Garfield

Stone got to say his five Kemo Sabes be
fore his head exploded into Aifie’s, killing
them both instantly. Blood and bone and
brain tissue splattered against the limou
sine and on the president, who was lean
ing forward, ready to step out. Within split
seconds Abbott was pulled back inside,
and the Secret Service agent behind the
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frolicking foursome of rare pleasures.

1,
2,

Name _
Address
City. State Zip
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We cani: afford toll
lose our wetlands.

SHE Deserves
R-e-a-l...

AA /

PAMPER HER with a 100%
REAL SILK TEDDY. DEEP
V-PLUNGE front and back.
Adjustable straps and high
cut legs. Wear with or /
without SEXY WAIST R
TIE, RED or BLACK. JL

Sm., Med., or Lge. S||
#3-4648 $28. MM

/

I

thin
a drained and ruled! >1

I  for farmlands
I  and manmade
“improvements."

  \ But we need our

^^-''.wetlands. They're
natural fish farms

P and homes for small
raimals and birds. They
r. provide a buffer from

floods and storms.
Millions of

acres of

fw\('( ,● wetlands have
iff j ’ already been destroyed.

'( ■ We can’t recreate our wet-
●  ''U\ I (lands once they’re gone. We can

preserve those we have. You can help.
Join the National Wildlife Federation,

Department 103, 1412 16th Street,
NW, Washington, DC 20036.

1 /'(

t

i \ ‘

FREE CATALOG

trederick’s ,
I  JL OF HOLLYWOOD k

To introduce you to finest quality
Protex® brand condoms, we’ll send you
10 free! Send for your samples today!
Protex® brand condoms are sold at drug
counters everywhere...ask for them
by name.

SUBSCRIPTION when you \
order. OR send today $2
for 11 Issues. $3 for a Two
year subscription for the
Frederick's Catalog. Filled
with hundreds of SEDUCTIVE fashions, WILD lingerie,
FASCINATING foundations, ALLURING dresses,
sportswear and shoes. SEXY He-man fashions too!

[■ FREDERICK'S OF HOLLYWOOD 1
1 6610 Hollywood Blvd. Dept.3703, Hollywood CA. 90028 |

Style #3-4648 Qty,
I  Add $1.85 shipping charge~NO C.O.D.'s

.Color .Size
CO
CO

I  California residents add appropriate tax. cn
 Ocheck Qm.O.

Not ordering right now-8UT RUSH ME YOUR CATALOG
1 enclose D^2 {11 Issues) n$3 (Two year subscription)

Subscriptions in U.S.A. ONLY

1 enclose $.

Special Protex Sample Offer;
Send $1.00 handling (cash, check or money order) to re
ceive your sampler package of 10 Protex condoms,
including Secure.^ Arouse.® and an assortment of Touch;
Scenluals,® Sunrise,® or Man-Form Plus® brands to:
National Sanitary Laboratories. Inc.,
6652 N. Western Avenue, Dept. PH383
Chicago. Illinois 60645
Be sure to print clearly your name, address and zip
code for prompt return. Limit one offer per household.
Shipped in discreet packages. This offer void where
prohibited by law.
®19B2 National Sanitary Laboratories. Inc.

Name.

Address.

City. .State. :Ztp.

wheel was gunning the engine.
On the terrace of Henry’s penthouse

suite, Al icia and Gus looked down in hor-

mental institution. Rocky and Mrs. Stone
went into seclusion and were not avai lable
for comment.

“I don’t think so. That kid was bad news
all his l ife.”

“You have my sympathy.”
“Look, I don't want to be rude, but I’m

going to hang up now.”
“Hold it! You hang up on me and I’ll call

the press. Your son made what you might
call a deathbed confession.”

ror.
“That crazy kid,

the railing with knuckles pinched white.
“I ’m going to be sick,” Alicia sobbed

and slowly col lapsed at Meier’s feet.

Gus said, grasping Alicia was furious. She couldn’t forget
how Garfield had stood on the rai l ing, cry
ing and saying that his father had mur
dered his best friend. Now it had been
disolosed in news stories that Rocky
Stone had had his son committed follow
ing the death of a boyhood friend—the
friend she assumed Garfield had meant.
The more she thought about it, the more
she felt like complying with Garfield’s last
request.

Rocky Stone was in seclusion, but she
knew that Lew Spark, sti ll a top executive
at TCA and a close friend of Stone’s,
would have a number where he could be
reached.

After getting the number, she prepared
herself for the confrontation, and dialed
Rocky Stone’s number. He answered the
phone and she immediately recognized
his voice.

“I 'm Alicia Godwin,” she said.
There was a long pause and deep an

noying breathing. “How did you get my
number?”

“Lew Spark. I said I’m Alicia Godwin.”
“I know, I heard you. You’re the one

who was with Garfield before he fell.”
“He jumped,” Alicia said. “But before

he jumped, he had a few words to say that
might interest you.”

“You lousy bitch. Don't you have any
sense of decency? We lost our son to
day.”

The television cameras of the four net
works, along with cameras of local sta
tions, sti l l photographers, and the foreign
press, were all zeroed in on the presi
dent’s car when Garfield crashed into Al-

“No, Mr. Stone, you lost your son when
you murdered his childhood friend and
then committed your son to a private
snake pit to hide your crime.” It was a wild
guess, but the moment she said the words
she bel ieved them.

fie.
All four networks were shooting l ive and

viewers all over the world saw the disinte
gration of the two heads in vivid colors,
and in slow-motion replays that were re
peated throughout the night and for days
to come. Mill ions viewed it live as they
tried to eat their dinners.

PRESIDENT ESCAPES ASSASSINATION, read
a typical headl ine. The subheads played
up the Hollywood and hero angles: rocky
STONE'S SON LEAPS FROM BUILDING, MISSES
KILLING PRESIDENT BY SPLIT SECOND. DOOR
MAN’S QUICK MOVE CREDITED WITH SAVING
PRESIDENT'S LIFE.

In most stories Alfie’s name was men
tioned in the seventh or eighth paragraph,
but Garfield remained Rocky Stone’s son
in most stories unti l the final paragraph,
where his age was listed along with the
fact that he’d once been committed to a
188 PENTHOUSE

“You’re out of your mind. I 'm going to
call your father and tell him about this
crap.”

“Be my guest. But your son had one last
request that I feel obl igated to pass on to
you.”

“Go on, spit it out, get it over with.”
“His last words before he went off that

rail ing, were, ‘Tell my father to suck my
dead cock.’ ”

At first there was silence. Then she
heard Stone say, “Go fuck yourself, you
degenerate bitch,” followed by a dial
tone.

Alicia listened to the dial tone a moment,
lowered the receiver slowly, and then she
said out loud, “Now l ive with it, you mon
ster.” CH—a



RATED VmTCH!
A classy looking,

^quality Quartz LCD
Chronograph/
k Chronometer that

^ turns into  A :

4i

IS

m m 1
x>) nour iii6iO0y siETiB
7) Hourly time signal ;

capability
8) Adjustable matching

stainless steel band
9) 1-year battery included
X-rated movie with
rhythmic musical
accompaniment

Boy meets girl

WB^lieitly ani-
W^hiX-Bated

display
throbbing

Music!

Vv30p\
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They do a Strip-teaseyJt

Ready to go

SEXUM WATCH OA!t ● bfc > jrMDOKQUAfttf

Oral pleasure
Cmeloot chrono alarm /

HALF PRICE SALE Making love

Others sold nationally for $79.95, M.C. & Visa card holders only NO C.O.D.’s

539. ® Call TOLL FREE S
NOW only 800-824-7888 Operator #125Now, an incredible price for an incredi- BE THE LIFE OF THE PARTY—

ble watch. Not only is it a fine quality You’ll be starting your own parties I
Quartz LCD Chronograph/Chronometer, with this titillating timepiece. And, of '
at the push of a button it’s an X-Rated ani- course, you’ll be the center of attention I
mated movie of a man and woman meet- everywhere you go.
ing, undressing and performing explicit ' mo'mcir TOIAI
sexual acts accompanied by rhythmic, ^ ^ „ I
th

I
robbing, X-citing Music. And, it’s only . X-Rated Watch for 30 days I

$39 .95. That’s right, just $39.95 for the 1" P^vacy of your home or show it off I
most unusual watch you or your friends W mends. Use it to score at par- j
have ever seen' ties or just as an accurate Chronograph/ |
And, what an exciting way to Chronometer with many fine features. .

MPS'T riuT c "t f 1 "’^y y™ '*'> y™ ’^^st be com- I
MEET NEW GIRLS —Just play pietely satisfied or just return it for a
the can-can music to break the ice. prompt refund (less postage and handling, I
When they ask you to show them the of course), no questions asked. And, it I
w atch, you 11 get more than just their comes with the manufacturer’s 1-year lim-
attention. j(-gj] warranty against defects. So don’t I
IMPRESS FRIENDS

I

—With the X- delay. Be the first to order your X-Rated
Rated Watch, you’ll be the toast of your Watch, now!
office, your club, your lodge; even your
neighbors will want to sneak a look.

C1982 21 si Century Products, Inc.
m Brook St., Suite 350, Scarsdale, N.Y. 10583

24 hours a day... 7 days a week... including Sunday
In Cal. 800-852-7777 In Alaska « H all 800-824-7919

Mail NO-RISK Coupon Today

21st Century Products, Dept GMJ305
RO. Box 1048, Scarsdale, N.Y. 10583

Gentlemen:
Please rush me my X-Rated Watch in a plain box. I enclose
my check or money order for $39.95 plus $2.50 for postage
and handling and insurance (Total: $42.45, Code #110).

Check here □ to order 2 and SAVE $ 5. Enclose $74.90 plus
$5.00 for p&h (Total; $79.90, Code #1102).
Mr. Mrs.
Miss Ms

Signature.
I am nvf IByeai-s old

Address

City

Zip
Charge it; □ M.C. H Visa

Acct. #
I
I■  Exp. date MC intbk#



VETERANS
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 98

they are glad that they are doing it.”
If a Vietnam veteran does not want to be

reunited with his child because of his pres
ent family life, or for some other reason, he
can sti l l help his child to come here. If he
provides the Pearl S. Buck Foundation or
any of the other voluntary agencies with the
appropriate information, his child can enter
the U.S. under the auspices of the agency
and be placed for adoption. Neither the
mother nor the child will be given the veter
an’s address.

In any case, if you are one of these vet
erans and are waiting for the paperwork to
be processed, it is a good idea to oontact
your local State Department of Social Ser
vices to find out if an investigation of your
home situation is required by your state. A
bank statement citing that you are capable
of supporting your child is essential. A vol
untary agency can provide the answers to
many of your questions. The Pearl S. Buck
Foundation is the only agency that works
solely with Amerasian children; additional
ly, it has a toll-free number.

In the end, no matter how long these
Amerasian children have waited to come
out, leaving Vietnam can be emotionally
difficult for them. Last October, amidst old
war memorabilia, barracks, and mortar
shelters at Flo Chi Minh City's Tan San
Nhat airport, there were more than 300
Vietnamese pressed along a white balco
ny. They were waving frantically and were
throwing us big smiles. I thought, ‘‘Here
are the people we bombed the shit out of,
and they are waving to us as if we’re some
kind of saviors.”
A line formed as the children and their

relatives began boarding the airplane. Ev
eryone started to cry. Even Vietnamese of
ficials had tears in their eyes. Children
covered their faces with handkerchiefs.
The crying became contagious. Time
stood surrealistically still. They were leav
ing friends and relatives that they might
never see or hear from again. If there was
going to be a time for second thoughts,
then this was it. Yet none of them
stopped.—Susan Gray CH—^

CHII D MOLESTERS AND THEIR VICTIMS

DAVID BRENNERMADAME GINA WILSON

Because their acts are so repulsive, we nor
mally think of them as being different—as reclusive “dirty old men” or seedy-
looking individuals lurking in the shadows of schoolyards. But, writes contributing
editor Allan Sonnenschein in this shocking article, the man who secretly enjoys
abusing children could also be the boy next door. “They know the family,” one
expert said, “they know the little boy or girl, and it’s seductive. And they want a
long-term relationship.” Sonnenschein talked to many sex offenders and their
doctors as well as to police officers and spokesmen for groups of pedophiles,
who are not only proud of their behavior but who actually lobby to change the laws
against it.

A special excerpt from one of this year’s
most hilarious books. Soft Pretzels With Mustard and Other Revelations of a
South Philadelphia Boy, the autobiography of comedian David Brenner, which will
be published by Arbor House. Among other things, Brenner writes of his near-
disastrous debut in Canada, of the most unusual Boston shuttle flight in history
(the plane was traveling to Washington!), and of how he became the king of practi
cal jokes—much to the eternal chagrin of Sonny Bono.

They call themselves yakuza (a Japanese word meaning
“useless person”), and, writes investigative reporter Bill Lawren, “the yakuza
soldier sees himself as the floor mat of Japanese society.” Yet, at the same time,
the “godfathers” of these deadly, vicious gangs “enjoy a high-profile, privileged
life-style that must have our Mafia gumming its pasta in envy.” Little-known by the
public at large, the yakuza have so far infiltrated Hawaii and Los Angeles, control
ling white slavery, drugs, and pornography. And American lawmen dread what
they know wil l be the next step: an ongoing alliance between the yakuza and the
U.S. Mafia, “the first multinational syndicate in the history of organized crime.”

The following organizations can pro
vide further information on bringing
Amerasian children out of Vietnam:

A candid, spirited, down-to-earth interview with Gina Wilson,
whose Salt Wells Villa Guest Ranch in Nevada is perhaps the best legalized
whorehouse in the country. “I am a businesswoman who respects the law and
follows the rules and regulations,” she told Penthouse interviewer Gary Hanauer.
Yet it’s not every American business whose employees have to be expert in oral
sex and domination fantasies, and whose clients often arrive for “meetings”
dressed in women’s stockings or asking to be crucified. Gina explains how she
motivates her girls, and why prostitutes make perfect wives, in a freewheeling
conversation about one of the world’s oldest—and hardest—professions.

The Pearl S. Buck Foundation
Green Hills Farm
Perkasie, Pa. 18944
Toll-free number: 800-523-5328

Orderly Departure Program
United States Embassy in Thailand
A.P.O. San Francisco, Calif. 96346A planet called Lynx has mysteriously appeared in our

solar system, wreaking havoc with life as we know it. In New York, the tides are
reaching skyscraper-high proportions as panicky citizens desperately try to es
cape the floods, Anthony Burgess, best-selling author of A Clockwork Orange,
1985, and Earthly Powers, creates a suspenseful night of terror in his latest novel.
The End of the World News, to be published by McGraw-Hil l  . 0+—§

United Nations High Commissioner
for Refugees
PC. Box 2-121, Rajdamnern Road
Bangkok, 2 Thailand
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The V.O. taste. So unexpectedly
smooth. So surprisingly light. Mixed or

straight, you’ll taste the difference.FJ:

Of course, whenever you drink know
when to say no. But when you do say yes, make

it Seagram’s V.O.
It’s everything you never expected.
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If you smoke
you should know that many smokers who are looking for a cigarette
that offers smoking pleasure ̂  ultra low tar have made today’s
Carlton their No. 1 choice.

In fact, Carlton is America’s most popular, best selling
ultra low tar brand.

Latest U.S. Government Report-Carlton King, Menthol
or Box lOO’s-10 packs of Carlton have less tar than 1 pack
of the following brands:

TAR NICOTINE
mg/cig mg/ciQ

TAR NICOTINE
mg/eig rng/cig

14 1,2

●
Ken{ 12 1.0 Kent lOQ's

Winston Lights

Marlboro

11 0.9 Winston Lights 100's 12 0.9

16 1.0 Benson & Hedges 100's

Parliament Lights 100's

16 1.1

Salem 14 12 OS

Salem 100'sKool Milds 11 0.9 15 1.1

Newport 16 ~ 4.2 Marlboro iQQ's 16 1.1

Carlton Kings Less than 0.5 0.1 ^
Carlton Menthol Less than OJ 0.1 Carlton Box 100’s Less than 0.5 0.1

i !

Carlton ^orlfon
100s ..j(mMENTHOL

'

.

Carlton
lOO's IV

V

fqr/fo/7 jlOO’s: 4 mg. tar,
0.4 mg. nic.

lOO’s Menthol;

3 mg. tar,
0.3 mg. nic.

i King, Menthol

j and Box lOO’s;
I Less than

0.5 mg. tar,
0.1 mg. nic.

Carlton

1

Box King-lowest ofM brands-less than 0.01 mg. tar, 0.002 mg. nic. caHton

Carlton is lowest. H

Box-. Less than 0.5 mg. "tar", 0.05 mg. nicotine; Soft Pack, Menthol and lOO's Box-.
Less than 0.5 mg. "tar", 0.1 mg, nicotine; lOO's Menthol: 3 mg. "tar", 0.3 mg. nicotine;
lOO's Soft Pack; 4 mg. "tar", 0.4 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report Dec. '81.

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







lYEAR OF PENTHOUSE-ONLY $30.00
PENTHOUSE
RO. Box 6000
Bergenfield, N.J. 07621

□ YES! For 1 year, I want to save $7 off the cover price of $37. Send me 1 full year
(12 torrid issues) of Penthouse for just $30.
□ I want to increase my savings. Send me 2 years (24 issues) for just $56
(that’s a $18 saving off the single copy rate).

TelephoneName

Apt.Address

State

□ Please extend or renew my current subscription at the same low rate.
□ Money order enclosed

City

□ Check enclosed

Zip

□ Visa □ Mastercard Acct. #.
Exp. Date

For credit card holders call toll free 1-800-331-1750. Ask for operator OP26.
In Oklahoma call Toll-Free 1-800-722-3600. Ask for operator OP26.

Interbank # for Mastercard

Print clearly please. Payment must accompany order. Rates for U.S., APO, and FPO addresses only. Canada and elsewhere, $40
for a 1 year subscription. Allow 6-8 weeks for delivery of first issue. All payments must be made in U.S. currency. JLBP6




