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paranoid criticism and satire

....  -■ m -

A Review of
the Unexpur
gated Film
Sponsored by
Mothers for
Moral America

Even as left-wing patriots and 
disappointed cntrepeneurs were si
lently putting away their “Im
peach Barry Goldwater” signs last 
month, a movie called Choice— 
which was to have been partially 
censored by NBC-TV, but was in
stead banned en toto by Barry 
himself — was being privately 
shown to a youth group at a 
church-alTiliated community center 
in Brooklyn.

The Realist managed to have 
this writer present as the only 
reviewer at the special screening, 
the film having been shipped here 
via Greyhound Bus and insured 
for $1,000.

Mothers for Moral America and 
Citizens for Goldwatcr-Millcr (the 
latter organization an offshoot of 
the Republican National Commit
tee) were to have co-sponsored 
the televising of Choice, in order 
to “document the growing nation- 

(Conlinucd on Page 27)

News item : In T exas a vote by the 
State Board o f Education to adopt five 
controversial textbooks was in effect a 
rejection o f charges that the books 
teach evolution in an atheistic manner.

Dr. Leary—or.
How I Learned
to Transcend
Ego and Ex

pand My
Consciousness 

____ _________
Whenever I go anywhere I try 

to take an appropriate book with 
me. For example, the first time I 
stayed at Hugh Hefner’s mansion 
in Chicago a few years ago, I 
brought Terry Southern’s The 
Magic Christian. Last month, I at
tended a seminar in upstate New 
York,conducted by Timothy Leary, 
Richard Alport and Ralph Metz- 
ner, Ph.D’s all; I brought Games 
People Play: The Psychology of 
Unman Relationships by Eric 
Berne, M.D.

A stroke is “the fundamental 
unit of social action,” I read on the 
train that Friday afternoon, and 
stroking denotes “any act implying 
recognition of another’s presence.” 
Thus, an exchange of “Hi’s” is a 
two-stroke greeting which can be 
extended into a ritual concerning 
health, the weather, etc.

When I arrived at the station, I 
was handed a mimeographed sheet 
of paper:

(Continued on Page 29)
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SIR REALIST:
B H H H  IIS

Clarification
I read in the Realist a comment stat

ing: that the Illinois ACLU had backed 
out of the Koch case “after some diffi
cult soul-searching.” The quoted phrase 
was taken from a letter which our 
staff counsel, Seymour Bucholz, had 
written to Koch advising him that we 
had decided not to take an appeal to 
the United States Supreme Court.

The Illinois ACLU had decided to 
withdraw as counsel for Leo Koch be
cause we had exhausted all appeals in 
the Illinois courts. His only remaining 
recourse was in the United States Su
preme Court and, for procedural rea
sons, we felt that the chances of per
suading that court to accept review of 
the case were virtually nil.

This had nothing to do with our 
views on the free speech and academic 
freedom issues in his case. If we did 
not think that his discharge by the uni
versity was wrong, we would not have 
fought the case as fas as we did. Un
fortunately, however, the rulings of the 
Illinois courts avoided the federal con
stitutional questions involved and went 
off instead on questions of Illinois pro
cedural law.

Leo Koch obtained other counsel who 
filed a petition for certiorari with the 
Supreme Court which was denied. 
Whether our judgment as lawyers was 
correct is beside the point: You made 
it appear to your readers that our with
drawal was somehow related to the 
substantive issues in the case; but we 
were withdrawing for entirely different 
reasons.

Bernard Weisberg, General Counsel
Illinois Division
American Civil Liberties Union

Request fo r  Source Material
In your impolite interview with 

Terry Southern (issue #50), the two 
of you discussed the Right Wing, and 
he said that the members of the John 
Birch Society are “all syphed up— 
they’re all elderly, you know, that’s 
when the syph hits the brain. So it’s 
like a club. Under the guise of politi
cal action, it’s a brain-syph club.”

Then you mentioned that the original 
idea had been brought up in the Jour
nal of the American Medical Associa
tion. Do you possibly recall the article 
or issue of the Journal in which this 
article appeared? I would love to get 
my hands on a copy of this revelation. 
Please let me know . . .  I have some 
rightist acquaintances who really de
serve this information.

Mike Yautier 
D a ly  C ity, C a lif.
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The Warren Report Preview
Your account of Earl Warren’s 

speech (issue #53)—are you on the 
level or is this satire? If you claim to 
be in earnest, how do you know this to 
be accurate reporting? I would appre
ciate your clarification.

Ronald O. Haak 
Urbana, Illinois

Is it really real? If it really is, it 
doesn’t seem real. If it really isn’t, it 
seems realer. But if it really isn’t, how 
do you avoid libel? An answer would 
really be appreciated?

Ed Pearson 
Bellport, N. Y.

This may sound like a foolish request 
to you; however, it would settle a great 
many doubts with us if you would an
swer this question: Is the Warren Re
port in the Realist fictitious satire or 
is it actual first-hand reporting?

Sandra Fonville 
Payson, Arizona

Your article concerning the Warren 
Commission was nothing more than a 
sick joke about a tragic incident, for 
which you as an American should have 
a sense of guilt. It is obvious . . . that 
your magazine has a goal behind it— 
to make a farce of the death of Presi
dent Kennedy.

Thomas C. Whitehill 
New York, N.Y.

Healthy Enterprise
I just thought you would like to 

know that there is a “JFK Rocking 
Chair” on the market. It sells for only 
$3. It is about 8 inches high and has 
an ugly replica of Kennedy. The body 
looks like it is empty. Anyway, you can 
wind it up and it rocks back and forth 
and plays Happy Days Are Hero 
Again. . . .

Georgia Gerke 
San Francisco, Calif.

Shocking Expose
In your wonderfully fecal issue 

(#54) you revealed the “jelly apple 
syndrome” while berating White par
ents who were against the busing of 
their children to integrated schools. I 
commend you for your social fervor.

I must, as a true friend of the cause, 
inform you (and thereby, your readers) 
of another flagrant case of dc facto 
segregation in New York City; that is, 
segregation on the Madison Avenue 
buses. In a recent study I (quite in
formally) conducted, I discovered that 
in all of the buses coming out of Har
lem along Madison Avenue, at least 
95% of the seats in these buses were 
occupied by Negroes and all of the 
standees were White. This is definitely 
a form of de facto segregation since all 
races are, according to municipal law, 
entitled to seats on buses.

In order to eliminate this segrega
tion, I propose either that buses also 
originate south of 96 St. to allow for

the seating of Whites who live to the 
south, or that special buses carry and 
discharge Negroes from 72 St., for ex
ample — where they would wait with 
Whites for “integrated buses” so that 
both races will have equal opportunities 
for seating.

Since the idea of “separate and 
equal” facilities has been previously 
rejected, I believe that the latter of the 
two proposals would be more effective.

It may be argued that the involun
tary busing of Negroes would be an 
infringement on their civil rights; how
ever, this cannot be conceded due to 
the precedent set in New York City by 
the busing of White children to “in
tegrated schools.” If White children 
must be involuntarily bused out of their 
own neighborhoods to ease racial im
balance in schools, then Negro adults 
may be bused to end racial imbalance 
in bus seating.

In order to avoid reprisal for my 
most liberal views I must remain:

Anonymous

Amendment
On November 21, 1963, I wrote Paul 

Krassner a personal letter that in
cluded the following:

“. . . It is important for us to: (1) 
stay open, and (2) do more of what 
we are doing now, only better.

“We have learned the unimport
ance of: (1) sadistically nauseating 
people whom we know we could nau
seate with tales of our hairy experi

ences, (2) getting embroiled in soph- 
omoric battles, (3) being evangelists 
to assembled impotent liberals, and 
(4) writing articles for the Realist.
. . .  It would disturb me to think that 
someone who read my blaring emo
tionality was incited and uncomfort
able all the way to the White Horse 

[Tavern].”
Now, at the end of 1964, I have 

learned some things. In the Realist, 
issue #54, I wrote an article about 
LEAP. We got letters of encourage
ment, calls and even donations from 
all over: Clayton, Missouri; Menlo 
Park, California; Witchita, Kansas.
Even New York City. It wasn’t just 
the number of letters or the amount of 
money we got that hit me. It was, 
rather, the kind of things Realist 
readers did and said.

I am convinced that even though we 
of the freer-think ilk are first to run 
each other into the dirt, while ignor
ing or condoning or explaining away 
the real bad buys, we are really to
gether when it gets down to the basics.
My letter to Paul, a letter written in 
condemnation, has turned into a con
demnation of my own bigotry. I shall 
wear it for frontlets.

Larry Cole 
New York, N. Y.

(Continued on Page 18)
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editorial giggies
The Function of the Realist

Forty thousand people will purchase this issue of 
the Realist. It will have 40,000 different functions. For 
some it will be entertainment. For others it will be the 
First Amendment in action. For still others it will be 
a screening device to judge friends and relatives and 
relative friends. Some will use it to get laid. But so 
what? Others used the Cuban crisis for that same pur
pose. “Hold me tight!” It doesn’t make any difference 
to me. Many will use the Realist to achieve in-status. 
I don’t care; that’s their problem.

The basic assumption of the Realist is that the uni
verse, our solar system, the earth, people—all exist by 
inconceivable accident rather than by conscious design. 
The basic value-judgment of the Realist is rational 
humanism. And the basic function of the Realist (as 
far as I’m concerned—and don’t forget, I’m only one 
out of 40,000) is to communicate what we subjectively 
consider to be the essential humor of striving for, and 
trying to justify, what in the cosmic view are at best 
transitory goals (including rational humanism and th^ 
attempt to communicate humor).

Kurt Vonncgut, Jr. said it in Cat's Cradle, when the 
hero of his novel filled out a police identification form. 
He reported his avocation as “Being alive.” He re
ported his principal occupation as “Being dead.”

Happy Anniversary, JFK!
One year after the death of John F. Kennedy, the 

American press took it upon itself to celebrate the 
occasion in an orgy of calendarized mourning. If there 
was any doubt about the exploitative purposes afoot, 
one had only to look at the pages of promotion in 
Advertising Age to understand the motivation of the 
bereaved.

Probably the most appropriate memorial to the late 
President appeared on the amusement pages of the San 
Francisco Chronicle last month, in the form of an ad 
for a stripteaser performing at the Neiv Follies: “She’s 
here! Live on stage! Hot off the nation’s front pages— 
the gal who told all to the FBI about Jack Ruby! Held

“We’ve done it, B.J.! We got the option for 
a musical version of the Warren Report!”

December 1964
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over—Jada—direct from the famous Carousel Club in 
Dallas!”

Amid the pomp and circumstantial evidence, there 
came a press release from G. P. Putnam's Sons, pub
lisher of Thomas Buchanan's Who Killed Kennedy? 
“The conclusions are Mr. Buchanan’s,” wc were in
formed, “and should not be confused with those of any 
other person who may have taken exception to the 
Warren Commission report.”

Let’s get it straight once and for all: President Ken
nedy was assassinated by Mark Lane; and Lee Harvey 
Oswald was murdered by Vaughn Meador.

The Unheralded Saint IContinuedI
The Realist has sent $500 to a ‘famous’ abortionist— 

the result of our announcement that his former patients 
might want to help send him and his wife on a retire
ment trip. He writes:

“We desire to thank you, and those who made the 
gift possible, and when we are on our trip, we will bear 
in mind the gratitude of the people that made it pos
sible. . . . When our Government states it can’t enforce 
the liquor laws, that this is a Habit, and have the laws 
changed, why can’t they realize they can’t control the 
instinct on which the race depends and have those laws 
changed?”

Hopeful sign: formation o f9the Committee for a 
Humane Abortion Law.

The Right to Make Believe
“In my opinion,” wrote a doctor in a New Orleans 

medical journal way back in 1855, "neither the plague, 
nor war, nor smallpox, nor a crowd of similar evils, 
have resulted more disastrously for humanity, than the 
habit of masturbation: it is the destroying element of 
civilized society.”

“To an average boy,” testified the chief psychiatrist 
of the County Court of Philadelphia last year at Kros 
publisher Ralph Ginzburg’s trial, “I would say it I read
ing The Housewife's Handbook on Selective Promis
cuity] would be very disturbing and certainly would 
possibly, and most likely, excite him to sexual mis
conduct. Because of the sexual image it would produce 
in the boy it would lead to self-abuse, masturbation, 
and that would lead to other types of sexual activity.” 

“I didn’t write it for pornographic reasons,” Rey 
| Anthony, authoress of The Handbook, said in the 

Realist, “but I don’t think it's bad that people are 
reading it for pornographic reasons. If there are some 
men who have been starved in our anti-sex society, and 
arc using my book to incite a few sexual sensations, I 
think it’s sad rather than bad. It’s unfortunate that
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they could grow to adults and find it necessary to use 
printed words to create feelings that are much nicer 
when they are had in other ways. However, we must 
sooner or later allow all of u£ the right to experience 
sexual sensations. Whether we incite them as a result 
of reading a math book—as one friend of mine does— 
or from reading a combination of letters which evoke 
in us the conditioned responses so carefully instilled 
by our anti-scxual society, it is our civil right to experi
ence erotic sensations. There have been laws made 
which deny us these rights, but they are ridiculous 
from the start. Our television programs, and our movies 
and books before that, have never hesitated to present 
material which causes a melange of sensations, such 
as fear, happiness, etc. It’s even all right to urge 
hunger sensations.”

“What confronts us,” stated the decision last month 
of the U.S. Court of Appeals in Philadelphia, “is an 
operation on the part of experts in the shoddy busi
ness o f pandering to, and exploiting for money, one of 
the great weaknesses of human beings.”

The court was not talking about television; rather, 
they were upholding Ginzburg’s guilty verdict, and the 
sentence of five years in prison and $-12,000 in fines. 

Our scale of punishment is sometimes rather bizarre. 
Compare the above imposition, for example, with the 

sentence faced by an ^American Army officer who de
fected to East Germany. The two charges against him 
carried a maximum penalty of eight years in prison: 
five for the theft of the jeep in which he fled to the 
Communists and three for the actual desertion.

It may be beside the point that Eros offended racist 
sensibilities with photos of an interracial couple em
bracing. It may also be beside the point that Eros 
embarrassed the post office by trying to mail its ad
vertising circulars from such Pennsylvania cities as 
Blue Ball and Intercourse, plus Middlesex, New Jersey. 
It may even be beside the point whether Eros had 
artistic merit, which will probably be the Supreme 
Court’s rationalization for reversal.

No, let us assume the absolute worst: that people 
who’d read his stuff played with themselves.

If providing the stimulus for this activity is such a 
heinous crime, then we are right smack back in the 
middle of the 19th Century.

The Realist, Dept. 55 0
Box 242, Madison Sq. Sta.
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Ah Sordid Announcements
• For the past 4 years I've made my living as a con
tributing editor to Playboy, which was the first mass 
medium to recognize publicly and favorably the exist
ence of the Realist. Last month I was taken off Play
boy’s payroll because they weren't getting enough for 
their money. I will now be writing a column for 
Cavalier instead. The first is reprinted in this issue 
(page 21).
• Although the Realist is still taking orders for Lenny 
Bruce's autobiography, How to Talk Dirty & Influence 
People, Playboy Press has postponed publication until 
the Spring of 1965.
• Still available from the Realist is my book, Impolite 
Interviews, with Alan Watts, Lenny Bruce, Dr. Albert 
fellis, Henry Morgan, Jean Shepherd, Jules Feiffer and 
Hugh Hefner.
• Gift subscriptions to the Realist may be purchased 
at the special rate of two for $5.
• Belated credit: The photo of Lenny Bruce accom
panying his article in issue #54 was by Jeff Kamen.

And, in answer to inquiries, the sperm bank cartoon 
was the work of B. (Hap) Kliban.
• There were two rumors this month which bear check
ing out. One concerns the FBI directive that agents in 
the Communist Party must not pay their dues on time 
lest the Reds become suspicious. The other has to do 
with a government-sponsored home somewhere in New 
Jersey for unwed mothers from the Peace Corps.
• When I was invited to speak at the University of 
Vermont, the chaplain of the Newman Club advised 
students against coming to hear me.
• In the early '50s at the University of California the 
campus store banned the left-of-center National Guar
dian after students called it Communistic. Policy was 
to bar any publication if 3 students protested its pres
ence. But then complaints were lodged against the 
Hearst San Francisco Examiner, Reader’s Digest, Life,
Time and the Saturday Evening Post. They, too, were 
removed. As a result, the policy was altered, and all 
the publications—including the National Guardian— 
were once again available. This month, after someone 
complained, the Realist was banned at the Stanford 
University bookstore. .. .
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“On the motion to give up celibacy— is 
there any chance of making; it retroactive?”

“ Y e s ,  e v e r  s i n c e  d r u g - t r a n c e s  w e r e  r u l e d  
a  l e g i t im a t e  p r a c t i c e  o f  o u r  r e l i g i o n ,  

t h e y ’v e  b e e n  d r i f t i n g  i n  . .

http://www.ep.tc/realist 5
THE REALIST ARCHIVE PROJECT

http://www.ep.tc/realist


The REALIST Issu e Number 55 - D ec 1964 - P a ge  06
scans of this entire issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/reatist/55

titled My Hope for America (during the campaign a 
bookstand was set up outside a Goldwater rally with 
a sign reading “Johnson Exposed” and several hundred 
copies of My Hope were sold), the President is quoted 
as having once said: “I do not trust a man unless I have 
his pecker in my pocket.”

In Barry’s political handbook that failed him in the 
end, The Making of the President 1960, Theodore H. 
White states: “Robert F. Kennedy was, and is, above 
all a moralist, whose deepest-held beliefs might find 
expression in either party—or in the YMCA.”

And, finally, a book whose prototype was Johnson, is 
still prominently on sale in drugstoree everywhere; its 
cover features the Capitol Dome below the now-turned- 
ironic title, The Gay Place.

But your father’s crime was not that he is “gay.” 
What a sad misnomer. Is it gaiety to seek one’s poignant 
little pleasure in the paranoid discomfort of a smelly 
toilet stall?

No, his only crime was that he is “compulsive.” Cer
tainly an overworked heterosexual, upon leaving a

A Letter to Walter Jenkins' Children
The personal tragedy of your father is this: a quar

ter-century of public service has gone down the drain 
for a moment’s gratification that didn’t. But if Lyndon 
Johnson had real integrity, he would give him back his 
job. After all, the President never doubted his loyalty, 
and whatever danger there might have been to our 
nation’s security, has new been completely erased.

The worst thing the Communists could have threat
ened your Daddy with would have been to tell your 
Mommy . . .  but the Republicans have thoughtfully 
taken care o f that task . . . and the Communists are now 
powerless to force him into betraying his country in 
order to avoid embarrassment.

Children, you musn’t feel bad that there were jokes 
being told about your Daddy. That he was going to be 
interviewed on Eat the Press. That the President’s 
beagles were going to be re-named Him and Him. That 
the new campaign slogan was going to be Johnson and 
Jenkins in ’69! These were passed on with glee—in pri
vate—by the same newspaper editors and State Depart
ment officials and Wall Street brokers who publicly de
plored them. They laughed at the “Jenkins jokes,” but 
this doesn't mean they weren’t sympathetic to your 
family.

Remember how you used to tell sick jokes? Remem
ber how, when President Kennedy was assassinated, 
your own classmates told jokes? Riddle: What is Jackie 
Kennedy going to get for Christmas? Answer: A Jack- 
in-the-box. You kids giggled at that, but it doesn’t 
mean you didn’t feel sorry for the Kennedy family, any 
more than the people who said that “There will be no 
Thanksgiving dinner at the White House this year be
cause the gobbler is gone” were lacking in sympathy 
for you.

(The lesson to be learned is that we are all a bit 
two-faced. Certainly the editors of the New York 
World-Telegram & Sun regret that men have died in 
war, but they arc being hypocrites—saying one thing 
and doing another—when they write on Veterans’ Day: 
“A moment of silence amid the tumult of our day’s 
lively activities can help us pause and ponder what they, 
and those who fought with them, did for our country, 
for us, for our freedom and our strength.”)

There were also some unintentional Jenkins jokes. In 
the rush to get details before the public, the Chicago 
Sun-Times printed this on October 18th: “Now, at 
about 10 a.m., Jenkins was with Abe Fortas, in bed, 
bad trouble. . . .”

United Press International quoted Lyndon Johnson 
on October 21st: “No one advised me to make threats, 
or issue ultimatums, or to lob one into the men’s room 
of the Kremlin.” There followed over the wires this 
message: “Urgent—Editors: The President’s remarks 
at Akron today about lobbing one into the Kremlin 
men’s room apparently was not a reference to the Jen
kins case. The following lead is necessary for clarifica
tion. . . .” And now a paragraph was added: “The re
mark apparently was directed at a statement attributed 
to Sen. Barry Goldwater last May. The GOP Presi
dential candidate was quoted by the Salt Lake City 
Tribune as saying on May 15, ‘I don’t want to hit the 
moon. I want to lob one into the .men’s room of the 
Kremlin and to make sure I hit it.’ "

In a New York Review of Books review of Lyndon 
Johnson’s collection of speeches and other cliches, en-
6

Newsweek party (everybody mentioned this fact ex
cept Newsweek), might find it even harder to resist 
visiting a lavatory at the YWCA if he knew there 
awaited the promise of sexual encounter with a female, 
free of charge and involvement alike. But that’s not 
the way things are.

The way things are is that each new occurrence is 
looked upon—both by those who want to retain power 
and by those who seek to gain it—as a means to that 
end. This Presidential aide didn’t realize, though, that 
he was going down in history.

Some day you kids will.be old enough to understand 
why whatever Democratic sorrow there was over the 
possible political results of your father’s act of indi
vidual freedom, it was quickly overshadowed by the joy 
that Red China had exploded a nuclear bomb, because 
the sqandal of homosexuality at the White House was 
thus lost somewhere in an Oriental mushroom cloud.

But, in the process, the desperate exploitation of one 
man’s spasm of harmless surcease from a world that 
was too much with him, has given you, his family, a 
hairshirt of humiliation.

Yet, listen to me, oh children of Walter Jenkins: You 
need be ashamed of nothing but your society and the 
creed it never achieves. For, if the YMCA were truly 
Christian, they would offer your Daddy a job. And if 
they were absolutely Christian, they would offer him a 
job as Men’s Room Attendant.
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Waiting for Godot
. . two plainclothes members of 

fhe Washington morals squad . . . walk
ed through the front door of the Y into 
the lobby, then descended to the base
ment mens room. . . . The two cops 
entered the room, walked past two ad
joining pay toilets and up four narrow 
steps leading to a shower room that 
has been padlocked for ten years.

"[They I had a key to the lock. They 
entered the shower room and stationed 
themselves at two peepholes in the 
door that gave them a view of the 
washroom and enabled them to peep 
over the toilet partitions. . . . On that 
night the cops spotted Jenkins in a pay 
toilet with Andy Choka. 60, a Hun
garian-born veteran of the U.S. Army 
who lives in Washington's Soldiers’ 
Home. Jenkins’ back partly obstructed 
the detectives’ view, but they figured 
they had seen enough to arrest the two
men. . . .”

—Time magazine 
October 23, 1964

SCENE: Inside the shower room adjacent to the 
lavatory at the YMCA in Washington, D.C. Two plain
clothes members o f the morals squad are stationed at 
their peepholes.

1st Cop: Hey, Charlie, tell me something—arc you 
happy in your work?

2nd Cop: Well, it’s a living. Sometimes I get bored, 
like when a guy is constipated and he ties up the booth 
for a long time. But that’s the breaks o f the game. 
Why do you ask?

1st Cop: I dream about it a lot, is why. I keep dream
ing, every night, that there are two plainclothesmcn 
watching ns, and they’re gonna arrest us for voyeurism 
—and then I always wake up in a cold sweat.

2nd Cop: My problem is, my kid wants to join the 
YMCA, and I won’t let him, so he says I’m unfair, but 
Christ. I’d rather see him go to a wholesome poolroom 
than here any day.

1st Cop: You gotta compromise, Charlie. Do what I 
do with my kid. He can join the Y, but he’s not allowed 
to go to the bathroom.

2nd Cop: Hey, look, som ebody’s putting a dime in 
the thing.

1st Cop: Y’know, that bothers me too. The guy pays 
his money, he should be entitled to a little privacy, 
right?

2nd Cop: Wait, it’s two o f ’em— that’s  the dishonest 
part, they’re cheatin’ the company out of a dime.

1st Cop: He looks like a pretty distinguished guy, 
huh?

2nd Cop: Take a gander at the old man with him. 
Veteran’s pin and all.

1st Cop: Hey, maybe we can get the distinguished 
guy on a new rap—corrupting the morals of a senior 
citizen. (Laughter)

2nd Cop: Shhh, they’ll hear us . . . but you see what 
I mean, don’tcha? Every job has its compensations.

1st Cop: Hey, Charlie, can’t I be the complaining 
witness this time—please?

2nd Cop: Okay, if it means that much to you—just 
this once.

1st Cop: Thanks. I really appreciate it. My wife will 
(Continued on Page 8)
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the inquiring cartoonist

“Maybe he thought he 
didn’t deserve it. It’s not 
the price but the feeling 
within you that makes 
you feel like a worthwhile 
human being.’’

—dick guindon
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Fly T. W,A. and Eat Meat
by Rick Rubin

The following report appeared in the San Francisco 
News Call Bulletin:

Catholic travelers on Trans-World Airlines may cat 
meat on Fridays and on other days of abstinence under 
a special dispensation granted the airline by the Holy 
See in Rome, it was announced today.

Notification of I he orders was sent to the Most Rev. 
Charles H. Hclmsing, bishop of Kansas City, through 
the apostolic delegation in Washington, D.C.

Bishop llelmsing told TWA dining service manager 
A1 D'Agostino, “I am happy to inform you that Pietro 
Cardinal Ciriaci, prefect of the Sacred Congregation of 
the Council, has been pleased to grant the request of 
TWA for dispensation from the obligation of abstinence 
from meat.

“This privilege is granted to Catholic travelers, crew 
members and employees whenever and wherever they 
are served meals by your airline.”
The reason for quoting this story in its entirety is, 

of course, that otherwise some scoffers might find it 
impossible to believe. It seems too inept for an experi
enced, long-established bunch like the Holy See in 
Rome. The most rum-dum of bagmen might think 
twice before doing anything that obvious, or announc
ing it with such a lack of finesse.

Now 1 take it that the unhumorous among you out 
there in /teaZtst-land are frothing and jeering. “Those 
stinking hypocritical bastards are showing their col
ors,” you mutter. “They’re worse than anybody. How 
much do you suppose TWA paid them?”

Whereas the humorously inclined are chortling over 
a mental picture of the billboard that should soon be 
appearing all over America, showing a man in clerical 
collar digging into a thick sirloin, a calendar above his 
head showing that it’s Friday, and the headline: “Fly 
T.W.A. and Eat Meat!”

Or perhaps you’re considering what is bound to en
sue. For isn’t the Rabbinical Council going to be ap
proached, and after a bout of theological headscratch- 
ing and a proper payoff, give permission for the ortho
dox to eat bacon on Eastern Airlines flights? Won’t 
the Seventh Day Adventists decide that it’s all right 
for men to swear and women to wear lipstick on Grey
hound buses? Shouldn’t it naturally follow that priests 
be allowed to ball chicks, as long as they do it at The 
Sands in Las Vegas? And Mormons drink a refreshing 
beer or highball if safe aboard a ship of the Matson 
Lines?

It seems a good bet that the Friday evening dinner 
flight from Boston to New York and return that doesn’t 
even land in New l^ork will be a great sucecss.

But why should it stop with religions? How about 
other special interest groups? Matrons of the Citizens 
for Decent Literature might like to vacation in, of all 
places, Butte, Montana, if special permission and con
temporary community standards could be arranged to 
allow them to read and see what at home would be con
sidered pornography. Liberals who deep in their hearts 
have always wanted to make it with sleezy, economical
ly depressed,, colored whores will flock to Memphis,
0

where the boss liberals will have declared it to be all 
right. Martin Luther King will be gotten to, and Ne
groes who want to drop this non-violent crap for a 
while will be privileged to holiday in San Diego.

Pacifists who are secretly itching for a fight; ACLU 
members who want to mistreat a minority; middle- 
class Negro chicks who secretly salivate over the idea 
of being brutally used by a white man; Boy scouts 
who’d rather just for once play with themselves in
stead of taking a cold hip bath; prohibitionists who’d 
like to get roaring drunk; and D.A.R. girls who want 
to mingle carnally with recently arrived Polish long
shoremen—all will have their place in the sun, be it 
town, city or common carrier.

And everything will be pure and proper, by Papal 
dispensation of one or another name.

Benefits? Well, ignoring the simple fact that human 
nature in all its dizzying complexity will at last be 
recognized, there’s the economic gain. Not only will 
bribes tend to spread the wealth around, but the stimu
lus to business will be enormous. As an economic meas
ure this ought to just about render the tax cut un
necessary.

So, here we are again, jeerers and chortlers alike, 
scoffing at the hypocrisy of the powers that be. Blaming 
the payoff for the evils of the flesh.
1 But we’re wrong, all wrong.
The fact is that we should be happy about this dis

pensation. So happy that we all fly T.W.A. every Fri
day, and make a point of telling the stewardess, in the 
middle of our steak, that we’re devout Catholics, and 
wouldn’t have flown this run at all if it hadn’t been for 
that splendid cooperation between the hierarchy and 
bright young dining service manager A1 D’Agostino.

Because the word is sure to get around. Profitable 
business is hard to hide; it’s rumored that they have 
men down on Wall Street who practically devote their 
lives to sniffing it out. And the success of one little 
dispensation is likely to lead to attempts to arrange 
other little dispensations.

The fact is, this is really a very neat way to get 
around an extremely touchy point of theology that’s 
been bothering some of us quite a lot.

As long as they’ve started out on this special-dispen- 
sation-to-commercial-enterprises bit, let us hope they 
follow its logic all the way to the sweet, sweet end.

It looks like we’ll even lick the population explosion. 
All we have to do is wait. And eat meat on T.W.A.

Then one day soon, some lucky firm will be privi
leged to announce that, thanks to wonderful Bishop 
Helmsing and good old Cardinal Ciriaci, Catholics are 
now allowed to use any birth control device they like, 
as long as they do it on a Beautyrest or a Serta or a 
Sealy mattress.

W A I T I N G

(Continued from Page 7) 
be so proud of me.

2nd Cop: Y’know, I was just thinkin’—the chief has 
a lot of compassion. When I first started on this beat, 
we weren’t even allowed to let them finish. Christ, that 
was mean.

1st Cop: Well, it looks like these two guys are finish- 
in’ right now. You ready to make the arrest, Charlie?

2nd Cop: Yeah—let go of my hand, and we’re off.
The R ea lis t
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★ mothers of the * 
american revolution

11 riiryMMiinB
A new patriotic organization this month wrote to 

75 airlines, asking this question: “We would like to 
know if The Vatican has granted special dispensation
to Roman Catholics traveling on (------ ) in regard
to abstaining from eating meat on Friday—and if not, 
why not?"

The group is called Mothers of the American Revolu
tion. Its letterhead is, of course, red, white and blue, 
with these two quotations:

“The condition upon which God hath given liberty 
to man is eternal vigilance; which condition if he 
break, servitude is at once the consequence of his crime 
and the punishment of his guilt."—John Philpot Cur
ran, 1790*

“Integrity does not exist until challenged."—Herbert 
Gardner, 1962

What follows is a sampling of response to the in
quiry:
Braniff International Airways

" . . .  A dispensation from the abstinence regulations 
for a period of five years was obtained from the Vatican 
through His Excellency Most Rev. Thomas K. Gorman, 
Bishop of the Diocese of Dallas-Fort Worth, at the 
request of Braniff President Chas. E. Beard. The re
quest, which was granted by Pietro Cardinal Ciriaci, 
Prefect of the Congregation of the Council, stated that 
for more than 30 years the airline had been faced with 
the difficulty of preparing two in-flight menus on Fri
day, one for Catholics, the other for non-Catholics. ..."
Continental Airlines

“. .. Roman Catholic passengers traveling on Contin
ental Airlines’ flights now may eat meat on Fridays 
and other days of abstinence, we have been informed 
by His Eminence James Francis Cardinal McIntyre, 
Archbishop of Los Angeles. . . . Even though the dis
pensation is in effect, the company does not plan to 
eliminate the offering of fish on our Friday menus. 
Regardless of dispensation, many passengers will still 
desire this service, and many non-Catholics also prefer 
to have fish on Friday. . . .”
British United Air Ferries

“In reference to your letter ... I would suggest your 
contacting the Vatican on this dispensation. . . ."
Japan Air Lines

“. . . We arc happy to report that Japan Air Lines 
passengers are granted a dispensation from the law of 
abstinence, so that on Fridays and all other days when 
that law pertains, Catholics may partake of any meat 
courses served on board JAL flights. ... I hope we may 
have the pleasure someday of welcoming the ladies of 
your organization aboard a Japan Air Lines Jet 
Courier. . . ."

♦Commonly misquoted by both left- and right-wing 
organizations as “Eternal vigilance is the price of liberty.”
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Iberia Air Lines of Spain
“. . . We wish to inform you that this matter is being 

negotiated by our Head Office in Madrid at the present 
time. . .
pantos Airways

“. . . The Vatican has made no special dispensation 
with regard to Qantas Airways. It is our understanding 
that a general dispensation is granted to all Catholics 
who are travelling. However, some Catholics prefer not 
to avail themselves of this dispensation, so Qantas ofTers 
an alternate fish entree on Friday flights. . . .”
Irish International Airlines

“. . . We have raised this matter with the appropriate 
Church authorities in Ireland and at the present time 
are awaiting their answer. . . . P.S. I was extremely 
interested to note that you carry a quotation by an 
eminent Irish lawyer and patriot, John Philpot Curran, 
on your letterhead and wonder if you could advise me 
as to why this particular maxim was selected by your 
organization. As you may be aware, Mr. Curran was 
the father of Sarah Curran, fiancee of the executed 
Irish patriot, Robert Emmet, and it was her sad love 
story that inspired Thomas Moore's immortal poem, 
‘She Is Far From the Land, Where Her Young Hero 
Sleeps.'"
Pan American World Airways

“. . . The Vatican has granted special dispensation 
to Catholics traveling on Pan Am insofar as abstaining 
from eating meat on Friday is concerned. We have 
made no publicity point of this fact, however, believing 
that to do so would be stepping somewhat beyond the

Remember the real meaning of Christmas this year. 
Attend the church or synagogue of your choice.”
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line of good taste. This whole subject arose many years 
ago when the cuisine on international airlines left much 
to be desired as far as the ability to provide menus 
suitable to all faiths. Since then of course modern im
provements in the galley, cold storage, and the like 
have made it entirely possible for all modern airlines 
to provide a palatable meatless menu on Friday. As a 
practicing Catholic, I personally know of no Catholic 
who tries to avoid abstaining from meat on Friday, and 
this certainly is not necessary in the modern air trans
port industry today. Hence, as I said earlier, we do not 
make a special. point of it, but such dispensation is 
granted if desired. . .
Trans Caribbean Airways

. . Regarding a dispensation for Catholics travel
ling on Fridays on Trans Caribbean Airways, we would 
like to inform you that a request has been made to the 
Archdiocese of New York. We are hopeful that we will 
receive this special dispensation. Upon receiving it a 
public announcement will be made. . .
Scandinavian Airlines System

“. . . It is our understanding that Roman Catholics 
generally have a dispensation to eat meat on Friday on 
flights or other journeys where there is no alternative 
available. Since this is the case, it has not been con
sidered necessary to seek any special dispensation. . .
Sabcna Belgian World Airlines

. . In reply to your . . . inquiry, the dispensation 
granted to Roman Catholic passengers during their 
trip docs apply to travel on Sabena Belgian World 
Airlines. . . .”
British European Airways

. . Thank you for your note . . .  in which you in
quired as to whether or not BEA had obtained a special 
dispensation for Roman Catholics, travelling on our 
services on Fridays. For many years now, ever since 
the Holy Year was celebrated, this has been a routine 
matter as far as BEA is concerned. As with most Euro
pean operators, meal service on Fridays does not con
tain meat. Where catering schedules permit there is a 
choice of meat or fish on First Class services. One 
would think from the recent spate of advertising claims 
by certain airlines that special dispensation was some
thing new. . . .”
National Airlines

. . In answer to your letter . . .  I would like to 
point out that Catholics traveling on National Airlines 
may now eat meat on Fridays. Bishop Coleman F. Car- 
roll, Bishop of Miami, recently advised us:

I am happy to toll you that I have received, today, 
through the good ofliccs of the Apostolic Delegation in 
Washington, a reply transmitted from Rome stating the 
request was granted. Consequently, you may so inform 
all those affected that, by reason of the dispensation 
granted all Catholics traveling on your airline, they may 
now eat meat on Friday and other days of abstinence. 
This dispensation applies to crews as well as passengers.
“National Airlines will continue to serve fish meals 

aboard all its flights on Fridays. We requested the dis
pensation to cover the occasional times when insufficient 
fish meals arc provided because of last minute passenger 
bookings and only meat meals are available from the 
caterer. . .
10

THE STRIKE
by Don Balluck

SCENE: A sidewalk in front of a fairly modern, rather 
deliberately nondescript brick building. Across the front, 
just above the entrance, is a sign: State Department of 
Labor—Division of Unemployment. The sidewalk is crowded 
with people of all ages walking back and forth carrying 
signs, like: State Unfair to Unemployed . . . All We Ask Is 
a Little Dignity . . . Fair Play or No Pay—but, most of all, 
just—On Strike! The one man without a sign is a TV re
porter, carrying a hand mike and facing out into the audi
ence. He speaks in a voice vibrating with implications of 
reporting a disaster.

Reporter: Ladies and gentlemen, across the nation— 
in every town and city in this great country—this 
scene is taking place: the unemployed are on strike.
We don’t have all the information yet as to how it was 
organized, but it has virtually paralyzed every unem
ployment center in the nation. There’s been some strike 
breakers going through the picket lines to collect their 
checks, but as yet this does not constitute a major 
threat to the success of this calamitous movement. Per
haps I can get some further information from one of 
the strikers himself. (Tunis to a man carrying a sign)
Oh, sir:

Man (stopping): Yeah?
Reporter: 1’nf Eric Adenoid from NBS and I wonder 

if you could tell our television viewers a little more 
about this fantastic strike.

Man: Sure. What’s to know? We’re on strike.
Reporter: What are some of the causes of the strike?
Man: More pay, for one thing.
Reporter: I see. And how much do you get at present.
Man: Fifty-five lousy dollars a week.
Reporter: That’s not much to raise a family on, is it?
Man: You said it. Of course, the wife takes in a 

little ironing and things like that to make up a little, 
but it’s hard on her. I can tell you. Breaks my heart 
to see her work like that.

Reporter: I can imagine.
Man (tears starting): I go to pieces just thinking 

about it.
Reporter (moved): And how much does your wife 

earn?
Man (almost unable to bear it): A hundred-forty- 

five-fifty-a-week.
Reporter: That’s certainly a lot of ironing.
Man (sniffing): Yeah.
Reporter: I hear it said that many people collecting 

unemployment insurance are holding down undeclared 
jobs on the side.

Man: Well, I’m not.
Reporter: I see.
Man: I gotta watch the kids every day.
Reporter: But there are cases of this happening?
Man: Sure! You can't expect everybody to live on 

fifty-five dollars a week, can you?
Reporter: Of course not.
Man: That’s one of our*other strike demands—that 

we are allowed to earn at least the amount of our un
employment checks on the outside.
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Reporter: How did this strike movement get organ
ized?

Man: The A.F. o f U. started it.
Reporter: And you're a member o f the A.F. o f U.?
Man: No, I’m with the C.U.O., but we're gonna 

merge. Matter o f fact, that guy over there is head c f  
our local.

Reporter: Perhaps he could answer some questions, 
too.

Man: Sure! I’ll call him over. Hey, Walt! (A squat 
man wearing a rumpled suit comes over.)

Walt: What’s goin on?
Reporter: I’m Eric Adenoid with NBS News and I’d 

like to know a little more about this strike. Your name, 
sir?

Walt: Walter Ruthless. Just call me Walt.
Reporter: And your job, Mr. Ruthless?
Walt: I’m head o f Local 50 o f the Congress o f Un

employed Organizations.
Reporter: And how did you get to be head o f your 

local?
Walt: Experience. I didn’t work for forty years.
Reporter: That’s very impressive.
Walt: Nah! It’s all in knowing how.
Reporter: Tell me, sir. What are some o f the other 

demands by your union and the A.F. o f U.?
Waif: Well, first o f  all. these people here are treated 

like animals by the Unemployment Dept. They have 
to stand sometimes two, three hours on line every time 
they come for their checks and then when they get to 
the window they’re asked a lot o f humiliating ques
tions about whether they worked that week—and what 
their prospects are o f getting a job. What do they want 
for fifty-five rotten bucks a week? Blood?

Reporter: What are you suggesting they do to al- . 
leviate this problem?

Walt: We need lounges for people to sit down and 
wait for their names to be called. And card tables and 
free coffee— and if they take too long getting the day’s 
quota, they gotta provide lunch. This on top o f the 
basic demand for higher pay and provisions for allow
able outside employment. It’s only fair. The unem
ployed have got as much a righ t to their way o f life 
as the next fellah. Listen, i f  I had my way. I’d have 
those checks delivered to the homes by private mes
senger.

Reporter: I can see, sir, that you are a dedicated 
humanitarian.

“Are you sure you looked for work this week?”
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Great Moments in Medicine
From the Journal of the American Medical Associ

ation, March 7, 1964:
“The adult axilla has an acrid, pungent odor which 

is peculiar to and distinctive of the human animal. 
This uni(|ue fragrance can be traced to the apocrine 
sweat glands, which have all but disappeared in the 
human, surviving only in a few limited areas such as 
the axilla, gcnito-inguinal region and the nipple. Al
though the apocrine gland is not a scent gland in the 
usual sense, its sweat becomes odorous by the decom
posing action of resident skin bacteria, and only by 
gram-positive ones at that. No value can be attached 
to the odor, or for that matter to the function of the 
glands themselves, which indeed have been entirely 
supplanted by the exocrine sweat glands.

“Possibly for reasons of delicacy, no one seems to 
have asked whether the pubic area, rich in apocrine 
glands, possesses the characteristic boquet of the 
axilla. In fact, other than ascertaining the presence 
of such glands in the pubis, no studies have been made. 
The occurrence of apocrine-gland disease, such as 
hidradenitis suppurativa, in this region is adequate 
clinical testimony of their existence. Kligman and 
Shehadeh smelled an interesting problem here and 
started on the odor trail. . . . Initial instrumentation 
consisted of the human nose, scanning the scent of 
the pubic area of healthy adult malt's. . . .”

Walt: You said it! I ain't been out o f work for 
forty years for nothin’, you know.

Reporter: Just how far are you prepared to carry 
this strike?

Walt: As far as necessary. I f  they push us too far, 
w e’ll close down every office in the Unemployment In
dustry.

Reporter: How?
Walt: Simple. Every one o f the Unemployed goes 

back to work. W e’ll force the minimum wage down, if 
necessary.

Reporter: That’s pretty drastic strategy.
Walt: That’s because the situation itself is drastic. 

W e’ll get our demands, don’t worry about that. Just 
think, if every one o f our members went to work, 
hundreds o f thousands—maybe millions— of govern
ment workers would lose their jobs. Thousands o f agen
cies would close. The public would be clamoring for 
lower taxes on account o f they’re not needed any longer. 
It’d be a catastrophe! W e’ll win, you can bet on that.

Reporter: Well, thank you sir. It’s been very good 
o f you to take time out from your activities to help 
bring* the American Public up to date on this Noble 
Experiment.

Wall: Think nothin’ o f it. (He walks away. The 
Reporter turns once again to the audience.)

Reporter: And so, once again, the “American Way” 
is demonstrated to the rest o f the world. Our people 
are heard from when injustice is thrust upon them. 
What you are seeing is citizens o f the United States 
o f America getting out on the streets, leaving their 
homes and families and recreations, to demonstrate 
against tyranny. It is a great nation we live in, ladies 
and gentlemen, a great nation. This is E ric Adenoid 
speaking to you from the State Capitol. We return you 
now to NBS Headquarters in New York. . . .
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Pepsi-Cola Hits the Spot
by George V. Packard

My father told me many things when I was young: 
some right, a few wrong, some I still don’t know about, 
but there were two I have never forgotten. One was 
when I would say I was mad at somebody and he would 
say, “Only dogs get mad." The other was never to 
drink out of a bottle without a label. I've done pretty 
well with the second one, but not the first. I've tried: 
people are people, it takes all kinds, to err is human, 
but I can’t help it. I just get mad—furious, foaming 
mad.

It creeps up on me. I was thumbing through Life 
and came across that picture of the man, his family, 
and his dog in the Volkswagen being shot down on 
that road in Africa. I sat and looked at that with the 
normal liberal turmoil in my head and then realized 
that somebody watched the action through the ground 
glass of a camera; he had to focus the scene so that 
it wasn’t bliirred, so that we could see it the way he 
had, and that began to bother me. He was there, taking 
pictures, and not doing a damned thing.

Ah, you say, but if he had done anything he would 
have been shot too. Ah well, I say, if he was so fright
ened why wasn’t he running?

Devoted to the professional code of the news photog
rapher? Devoted? Yes, devoted.

I’ve heard plenty about the photographers who are 
knocked down, knocked out, knocked over the head 
with their own cameras, but honestly, have you ever 
heard of a photographer knocking somebody else down 
for doing something he shouldn’t? Wouldn’t you like 
to see a picture of a photographer throwing his camera 
at somebody who was doing something the photog
rapher would usually be taking a picture of? I would. 
Of course, then they would have to travel in pairs and 
maybe that violates their code or something.

It’s not just the photographers. If you want to see 
a paradox that makes Epimenides look like somebody’s 
dog in Dick and Jane, Life published those pictures 
of the fellow in Africa and then, later, advertised on 
their cover: “The Murder that 38 Witnesses Made No 
Move to Prevent.” It’s bad, bad, bad, but there’s worse.

The little things aren’t too bad: the bad lamb chops 
under the good ones in the package, the new filter 
cigarette that makes no health claims, the statue in 
honor of Lee Harvey Oswald they’re putting up some
where in Mississipi. T foam a minute or two but noth
ing institutional. There are worse things. But once 
in a while, look out.

I don’t know how long Pepsi-Cola has been trying to 
hit the spot, but it’s been ever since I can remember. 
I used to feel a little sorry for them; they never had 
Raymond Locwy or a really big safe to hide their 
secret formula in. But now I don’t care if they don't 
catch Coca-Cola; in fact, I hope something happens 
and they have to get down there and fight it out with 
Moxie. They’ve gone too far.

They got cocky, or there was a new vice-president in 
charge of advertising, or a depth study extrapolating 
the backlash effects of low calorie cola, or probably they
12

got carried away in the board room. Anyway, they 
came up with an idea that somebody probably had sec
ond thoughts on, but because there was so much ex
citement at the meeting (We'll catch up to them yet) 
he kept his mouth shut and hoped for the best.

It must be terrible to be second and know, really 
know, way down deep in there, that you can never be 
first, say the way John Thomas feels when he thinks 
about Valeri Brumel. That second-thoughter probably 
thought they'd think he was crazy. Who would ever 
listen to him, who would ever really give a damn; 
there aren't any laws being broken, at least not any 
you can go to jail for, and that's what counts.

I saw it at the A & P. It’s called the “Shopping Spree 
Sweepstakes” and they’ve gone about as far as they 
can go.

It works this way. If you win the contest, and many 
have because it’s a local affair, you get 15 minutes to 
go berserk in a supermarket. No, not destruction, but

mad harvesting. Everything you can carry in your 
arms, hold between your legs, cram into a cart, hang 
from your teeth, everything you can get to the check
out counter in 15 minutes is yours, free.

And it’s not just the winner of the contest. He or 
she can bring the whole family. (I’m not sure how they 
determine what a family is, but I am sure that it’s 
pretty carefully defined in whatever they have to sign 
along with the picture releases before the starting 
gun goes off.)

I saw it on a Saturday afternoon. This family had 
a father, a mother, a boy about 8 and a little girl. 
Everyone stood around smiling until the Pepsi-Cola 
representative got there and then there was some dis
cussion about who was going to get the chance to say 
“Go,” the store manager or the man from Pepsi-Cola.
They resolved that finally (I don’t know who won) and 
somebody said—yes, they did—“On your mark, get set, 
go!”

And they went.
They all got off except the little girl; she was left at 

the post. I think she was confused by the whole thing, 
or her briefing was faulty. Anyway, she started to cry 
and sat down in the middle of an aisle and her father 
almost hit her with a cart full of meat. After that she 
flattened herself against the La Rosa products and 
kept out of the way. The family had a plan, you could 
tell that, and I wonder if disciplinary action was taken
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against the little girl for failure to obey a lawful order.
The-store manager had a stop-watch and was calling 

off the minutes, but you could hardly hear him over 
the crowd. The boy was on dog food, shifted to cereal 
and then I lost track of him. The father was a meat 
man all the way, but the mother was in special forces. 
She’d had advanced training and picked her spots. 
The only extra equipment they used were sneakers; 
the father had a brand new pair on.

The store manager yelled “Time’s up!”—and it was 
over.

The check-out counters reminded me of those pic
tures of the material the British left behind them at 
Dunkirk or Omaha Beach at H-hour plus something. 
One thing that interested me was that there wasn’t 
any Pepsi-Cola on the check-out counters. They had to 
move some in when they took the pictures.

And what is it that makes me mad? I hope it’s ob
vious already. The performance was demeaning; it 
was something out of the Middle Ages when the nobles 
would amuse themselves by throwing food to the starv
ing to watch them fight on their hands and knees for 
something to eat. An exaggeration ? Well, consider the 
premise upon which the interest in this contest is 
based. What is it that a man spends the major share of 
his working-life working fo r? What is it that he and 
his wife talk about most when they talk and worry 
about money? Remember what Ricardo and Malthus 
had to say?

It is a perverse twist to make hay out of man’s need 
for bread. The one thing that hangs over that father’s 
head from the day he said “I do” to the day he will 
say no more is “I must.”

Do you know any jokes about a child’s need for an
other serving? Or about how maybe we can afford that 
bicycle next year? Or about the old lady who looks in 
the mirror, or the old man who looks at what’s left of 
his manhood? Did you ever see anyone make real ad
vertising hay out of what people need, out of what 
people must have? Pepsi-Cola has finally hit the spot. 
It's tragic that they saw the target so clearly.

I think of that family sitting around the kitchen 
table licking those thousands of trading stamps on the 
back of which there is no honey-dew and none of the 
milk of Paradise.
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Puff Is White— 
So H e’s All Right

by Larry Cole

Lincoln. Neb., Oct. 19 (AP)
“Little Black Sambo,” the story about a dark-skinned 

boy pursued by a tiger through the jungle, has been 
banished from the Lincoln Public School system.

Superintendent Steven N. Watkins said he ordered 
the book removed from the school libraries after a let
ter from the Lincoln Human Relations Council’s educa
tion committee.

“It’s not worth making an issue over,” Dr. Watkins 
said.

“There arc plenty of good stories left.”
While the American press was busy faithfully re

porting the distortion of Soviet history in the case of 
the downgrading and banishment of Nikita Khrush
chev, the above bit of news crept into the back pages 
of the same papers. Although the banishment of 
Little Black Sambo did not create the same effect on 
the Stock Exchange, it had some much more far- 
reaching implications.

Most of us who remember Little Black Sambo also 
remember Dick and. Jane. They were our first adven
ture in reading, and together with Miss Grey or Miss 
Pratt we were whisked into the world of the printed 
word through their unremarkable exploits. With their 
dog, Spot, their cat, Puff, and their Daddy and Mommy, 
they lived the life of the wasted American.

Their lives centered around their white frame house, 
with the white picket fence, the mailman and the 
policeman who lent them their truisms and a series 
of monosyllabic non sequiturs that assured them of 
the American Legion Award at high school graduation.

They never got into greater trouble than breaking a 
cookie dish, no one in their family was ever in jail, 
and they didn’t smoke pot. There were no rats run
ning across Dick and Jane’s kitchen floor, baby brother 
wasn’t in the hospital every other week, no one ever 
died, and they always had hot water.

Dick and Jane were joined by their contemporaries 
—Christopher. Linda, Sally, Billy, Susan, Jack, and 
Jean—in stories seemingly devised to assure us all 
that the world is white, middle-class and inane. Their 
goal apparently was to destroy, in what may have been 
the ultimate Communist conspiracy, the natural in
terest and excitement of the new reader. Especially 
the Puerto Rican and Negro new reader who, strangely, 
becomes the earliest and most pronounced non-reader.

Compared to Dick and Jane, Little Black Sambo's 
life was something else again. He had a hell of a time 
outwitting the jungle animals who wanted him for din
ner. It was obviously not real life drama, but there 
was something timeless and exciting that kids, all kids, 
enjoyed. I mean that I really did have a friend in grade 
school named Nicodemus and he was a Negro and he 
dug it. But that was before he changed his name to 
Nick, and now, baby, it’s Nick and Jane. Yeah.

Now let’s look at this. Here’s a 10-year-old Puerto 
Rican kid and he has been on the mainland for about a 
year. He’s a bright, curious lad and goes to school
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regularly when he has clean clothes and he doesn’t 
have to stay home and take care o f “the kids.” His 
father, “Papi,” works G days a week and supports a 
family o f six on $80 a week. They all live in two 
rooms and every evening share one o f them for the 
daily meal.

Our 10-year-old Puerto Rican kid wakes up and goes 
to school and this is what he finds in his reading class:

Airplane Andy
One morning, Andy’s father took him out to the flying 

field, where a beautiful little airplane had been taken out. 
It was all warmed up and ready to go. They got in, took 
ofT, and headed south. . . .

Home With the Mumps
. . . One morning when Mr. Long came downstairs, 

breakfast wasn’t ready. The cocoa wasnt made. The oat
meal wasn’t ready. Nothing was on the table.

He opened the bedroom door just enough to look in. 
Mrs. tang looked at him and tried to smile, but she was 
too tired.

“Don’t get up,” said Mr. Long. “I’ve thought of a way 
to help you. I'll stay home today. I’ll take care o f the 
twins and do the housework. You go upstairs and stay in 
Belly’s bod all day. I’ll take care of everything. . .
Now, these aren’t meant to be fairy tales or make- 

believe like Little Black Sambo. These are real “slice 
of life” things. This is the way real people live and 
have fun and help each other.

Only our Puerto Rican kid will never be in a plane 
flown by his Daddy. His father can’t just decide to 
stay home and take care o f Mommy or a hunk o f his 
$80 a week will be docked, and he may well lose his 
job to boot.

Breakfast is never on the table waiting. Hot choco
late is a luxury and oatmeal is never eaten.

How about some fried bananas or some rice and 
beans? And since when does Mommy have her own 
bedroom? Well, maybe it’s because Betty has hers.

Reading being over for the day, we move on to the 
grammar lesson.

Exercise: Kind the subject and the predicate.
1. In some o f the following sentences the subject is at 
the end of the sentence. Read the subject first and then 
the predicate in each sentence. Do not mark in this 
hook.

Blinking and flashing in the night were hundreds of
fireflies.
Tennis is a good game.
The boys made a bridgs of wild grapevines.
The mounted policeman rides a beautiful horse.

2. Number from 1-10 on a sheet of paper. Make a new 
predicate for each of the following sentences. Write 
your new sentences. See what interesting predicates 
you can have.

The moon is like a mirror with dirty fingerprints on
it.
Ted has a collection of stamps.
Mary has a collection of small china squirrels.

Obviously, when thought o f in the context of our 
10-year-old Puerto Rican New Yorker, these items are 
ill-conceived. Very few o f the kids I know have ever 
seen a firefly. None has played tennis or knows any
thing about the game, and Maria wouldn’t have any 
place for, or use, a set o f china squirrels anyway, as
suming someone gave them to her. But what about 
stickball ? How about running from the super when you 
break a window?
14

Below are the results of another “language” exer
cise taken by some o f the boys at the Lower Eastside 
Action Project.

Exercise: Practice Introductions.
Decide how you would introduce the following people.
Then act out the introductions for your class.

1. A boy to another boy
LEAP kids: “Lefty, this is Pee Wee.”
2. A girl to another girl
LEAP kids: Girls introduce themselves.
3. A hoy to a girl
LEAP kids: You don’t introduce a boy to a girl. She
might be your girl.
•1. Your teacher to your favorite uncle
LEAP kids: My uncle’s in PR (Puerto Rico).
5. A girl to your father
LEAP kids: Pops, Chiquita and I gotta get married.

At the end of the term comes promotion time and 
much o f the basis for promotion is the result of an 
annual reading test. These tests are for speed, compre
hension and vocabulary. They are the main determin
ing factor for future placement. They are the main 
factor in kids being kept back and subsequently 
dropping out of school. Kids just can’t muster the 
courage to finish high school when they are 21.

Here are some o f the vocabulary words from the 
reading test in most common usage in New York City.
These are given to all New York City kids at some 
time in elementary school or junior high school. See 
how many of them you think a city kid needs to know 
in order to be well informed, hold down a steady job in 
an office maybe, and be able to make intelligent deci
sions for himself and his family.

Directions: In each of the exercises below, read the be
ginning part of the sentence, paying particular attention 
to the underlined word in heavy black letters. Then choose 
the word which best completes the sentence.

• PRINCIPAL means (a) earnest (b) effective (c) spend
ing (d) teaching (e) chief
A PARTRIDGE is a (a) basket (b) reptile (c) fowl 
(d) fish (e) tool
A VAGABOND is a (a) tramp (b) region (c) visitor 
(d) plant (e) wagon
TO RELISH is to (a) enjoy (b) overtake (c) ride 
(d) surpass (e) demonstrate
An ONSLAUGHT is an (a) answer (b) allowance (c) 
opening (d) ordeal (e) attack
A TOKEN is a (a) meaning (b) coward (c) symbol 
(d) donkey (e) harp
These are some o f the words that determine the 

future of thousands o f Puerto Rican kids every year.
"Did you ever have a partridge?” “No, ain’t you 

never heard of the Sullivan Law?”
“Hey, let’s go down to the Bowery and roll a vaga

bond.”
"To relish is to put some pickles on a hot dog.”
"We was walkin’ through the park and this gang 

onslaughted us.”
And even I know that a token is what you put into 

the turnstile to get on the uptown BMT.
I think that our Human Relations Councils would 

do well to keep Sambo black and not an Indian as an
other publisher has made him (Indians having no 
effective Human Relations Councils), and consider 
ways and means o f combatting the reality o f educa
tional discrimination of this more insidious sort, in
stead of lobbying for their own self-hate or approba
tion.
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My Visit to The Citizens 
For Decent Literature

by Dan Sorkin

The Citizens for Decent Literature is an insidious 
organization, because it advocates censorship. And cen
sorship, in any form, to me is a 10-letter word. I 
attended a CDL meeting in Chicago. It started here, 
and they now have branches in various cities.

The meeting was in the Red Lacquer Room of the 
Palmer House in Chicago, and all who wished to, could 
attend. But they screened everybody as they came in. 
They wanted to see press credentials. I just walked in 
and grabbed a pencil and said “Christian Science Moni
tor,” and I was welcomed with open arms.

It was a lot like the Education for Death Series that 
Walt Disney produced during the war. Remember that? 
“They’re gonna take ̂ roUr child”—and they're all hung 
up on papers, documents and things. Stamp, stamp, 
stamp. They wanted to stamp ihy hand, you know, like 
at a dance, where you have to show it under the ultra
violet light.

The meeting was scheduled for 7 o’clock. I got there 
at 6:45, and all over the Red Lacquer Room they ha<J 
pegboards, and on the pegboard hooks were what they 
considered pornographic literature. And they invited 
you to come up and browse. Well, everybody is up there 
browsing—it's like business shopping at a trade show 
—there were magazines and books that I had never seen 
before. They’re introducing them to new things. What’s 
new in pornographic literature? Let’s go to a CDL 
meeting and find out.

It’s 7 o'clock and they’re rapping for order. “Time 
for the meeting!” At 7:20 they still haven’t gotten 
them away from the pegboards. “We must start this 
meeting—let’s take our seats!” But they’re all busy: 
“Hey, look at that, look at that. . . .”

Finally, they got them all to sit down, and the meet
ing was started. It’s like an AA meeting. Everybody 
gets up and raises his hand: “What I did to stop 
obscenity in my neighborhood. . . .” That sort of thing. 
They had a woman who had secured 89 convictions in 
Chicago through the CDL telephone chain. They de
scribed how it works and how efficient it is, and they 
took a great deal of satisfaction in this.

, There are 900 women in this telephone chain. They 
spend all day browsing bookstores and drugstores all 
over Chicago, looking for obscene literature, and then 
when they get home around 5 o’clock or 5:30, if they’ve 
found something that they think is obscene, they have 
a little list they call so that within 17 minutes all 900 
women can be contacted, concentrating on one book
seller.

And each woman, in turn, after calling the women 
on her list, calls the police and makes a complaint. Well, 
the police get 900 complaints and even in a corrupt city 
like this, they act. So they arrest the bookseller and, 
you know, you can face your accuser in court—great— 
but they pack it with witnesses. And if they want to 
they can carry it out with 900 witnesses. By this 
method they have been able to convict 89 booksellers— 
as of that meeting.
December 1964
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The Citizens for Decent Literature is headed by a 
Catholic priest. His name is Father Lawler. He steps up 
to speak, and it reminds me of Night of the Hunter. 
He didn’t have the tattoos on his knuckles, though— 
LOVE and HATE.

He said, “I’ve been confiscating pornographic films 
and literature for about 15 years, and believe me, I 
have the most complete pornographic library o f films 
and literature that anybody has ever seen. Should you 
want to come to my parish and see what smut these 
peddlers are dealing in, you’re welcome to come in any 
time, and I’ll be happy to show you the films.”

And they’re all going, “Yeah, yeah, when can I 
make an appointment, Father?” And he’s taking down 
dates.

Then the members begin to describe, in their own 
twisted way, how obscene literature is being foisted 
upon the people of this country by the Communists. 
And there are two big organizations which are agents 
of the Communist conspiracy—The Capitol News Agen
cy and Charles Levy—because they are distributors.

Father Lawler said, “Do you know that a big print
ing plant right here in this city can turn out 1,500,000 
copies of Lolita in one day!” And they all yell, “Yeah,” 
“Oh, God,” “That son-of-a-bitch Nabokov. . .

In the midst o f all this, they have appeals to God. 
They had a prayer: “We will now bow our heads to

rid the community of smut in literature and let our
selves lead clean, decent lives. . . .”

They took a break at 9:30. “Now, we don’t want any
one to leave because we’re going to show a film and 
you’ll see how the nation’s youth is being corrupted.” 

Well, they knock over the microphone getting to the 
obscene literature displays—and they’re going back 
to the same racks and reading again—where they had 
left off. Some had even turned over the page so that 
they wouldn’t lose their places. And you’d sec one per
son say, “Pardon me, but I’m reading that.” “Oh, I’m 
sorry.” And he’d go to some other rack.

They took a half-hour break for this, and then they 
rapped for order again. “Please, ladies and gentlemen, 
back to your seats. . . .” It took only ten minutes this 
time, because there had been the promise of a film.

Incidentally, the average age of CDL members 
seemed to be in the 50s. Old men, old women, very few 
below the age of 50.

Everyone is seated again. “Lights out, please.” And 
they started rolling the film. There are clips from va
rious pornographic films. Well, I had never seen porno
graphic films like this. Animals, a lady and a goat, a 
fellow and a horse, the leather fetish, the whipping, 
fags making love—the whole route.

And suddenly they stop the film in the middle, and 
the lights go on. “Are there any unmarried women 
under the age of 21 in this audience?” Three or four 
hands go up. “Out, get out of this room. We’ll call you
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back when the film is over. These are not for your eyes.”
There are 17- or 18-year-old married chicks sitting 

there. “Oh, thank God," they’re thinking. The un
married ones leave—crest-fallen, shoulders hunched 
over, eyes downcast.

The film resumes. There’s a narrator, by the way. 
He’s saying, “And this was picked up by Father Lawler 
in a raid on one of his parishoner’s homes." And you 
think, “Well, what about when he hears confession 
now; how does that influence you, Father?"

Then the film gets to the magazines and photos part. 
The camera zooms in on a breast. Then it zooms in on 
another breast. Then another camera zooms in on both 
breasts. It was kind of like stereo. Then it would zoom 
in on other parts. Nice shot of an ass. Beautiful shots 
of some fuzzy bushes. That jazz.

Then, there’s a lifting of bits—pornographic bits of 
10 or 20 seconds—out of hard core pornographic films. 
Male and female in a fishing boat, for example. They 
pull up to the shore on an island. They take off their 
clothes and he just begins to mount and then the film 
fades out. The promise, but not fulfilled—for,* them.

I wondered how the people were reacting to this. 
So I began looking at them. And I see the women 
moving forward and back, gently in their seats, for 
endless minutes, and then moving faster and faster, 
and then a sort of ah-ah-ooooooh. And guys with hats 
silting in their laps, moving. Even the odor was get
ting very musky in there.

The film ran about 25 minutes, and at its conclusion 
the audience was emotionally exhausted. And so was I, 
watching all this. And I was afraid that any second 
the police would walk in and bust everybody.

Then they brought in a teenager from another city— 
I think it was Cleveland or Cincinnati—and she was 
describing what marvelous strides they had taken in 
her city, and how she had organized the teenagers and 
introduced them to hard core pornography so that they 
would know what it was and could recognize it and 
tell other teenagers, so as not to be soiled by what they 
read.

The Chicago CDL had taken Tropic of Cancer, and 
to prove how obscene it was, they took only the juicy 
morsels out and made them up into a pamphlet, labeled 
it Tropic o f Cancer, and sent it through the mails!

There were about 300 people there, of which about 
200 were members and about 100 were observers. The 
press didn’t bother to cover the meeting. CDL was 
very bugged about that.

I almost forgot the most important thing. As you 
walk in there’s a huge wheel on white paper, about 5 
feet by 5 feet, and there’s a huge bullseye drawn there, 
and it’s called “The Circle of Guilt," and in it are 
segmented parts of the circle which indicate the people 
who are contributing by allowing the smut to go un
recognized—including the City Corporation Council, 
writers, Communists, liberals, Negroes, clergymen, pro
fessors—every group you could think of—scientific 
groups, professional groups, ACLU (that’s in big capi
tal letters, the ACLU, that’s one of their big hate 
groups), and the Supreme Court, that was right in the 
center of “The Circle of Guilt."

The members of the Citizens for Decent Literature 
were looking forward to their next meeting. They ended 
this one with another prayer, hoping that next year 
they can convict more people.
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modest proposals
by John Francis Putnam

Sex and the Single Existentialist
In the current social scene, it is only natural that 

the stand-by voyeurs as well as the active party-jungle 
jumpers would want to “rate” each girl they see.

Since it is in the very nature of woman to be pretty 
damned complex, such variable and subtle factors as 
“softness of skin,” “relative wiry texture of pubescent 
hair,” and "second level deep tongue kiss response,” 
make it impossible to set up any universally acceptable 
criteria for a solid rating.

Unless you make one exception: that of duration. 
Ifow long can you stand to be with her? The endurance 
factor applies to them all.

Here, then, is a suggested rating scale from the 
male point of view. To forestall outraged female re
actions, we would like to invite you bitchy readers to 
draw up your own rating scale of the “dominant” sex, 
where the effect should be at least tonic, if not sub
dominant. The Realist will award $25 to any bitch 
whose list we publish.

Time Scale for Rating Females
1. Good only for when you happen to be sitting 

alongside her and your knee accidentally touches hers, 
and you quickly draw away from it.

2. Good only for what we used to call a “dry hump” 
in a broom closet or a stock room. Also applies to the 
buck-toothed, myopic file clerk with the big knockers 
that you “feel up” at the office party.

3. Good for a quickie matinee, but at her place.
4. Good for a one-night stand at any motel where 

you're not known.
5. Good for a weekend (expenses dutch) where an

other couple you know goes along whom you might 
want for conversational opportunities in between sum
mit meetings.

6. Good for a long weekend where you pay all ex
penses and rent a car.

7. Good for a “serious relationship.” Minimum dura
tion : 6 months (you give her a full set o f keys to your 
apartment including the mailbox key, and she gets to 
share your answering service).

8. If you get a Fulbright scholarship, she goes along!
9. You both sign a 5-year lease on an apartment and 

open a joint checking account while joking with your 
friends about “uncommitted relationships.”

10. You want to marry her forever right away, the 
moment you see her, without even knowing her name.
gteuinuNaiunniinn^^
3 Ads We Somehow Doubt The Sincerity Of 3

VIBRA FINGER 
(full length)

Novel Design Allows Localized 
Massage in Needed Areas!

|§ Lack of proper massage can bring on such problems M 
y as pyorrhea, soft irritated gums; it can result in g 
|§ loosening of teeth and bad breath. Send today for g 
g  your personal hygienic VIBRA FINGER. Satisfaction g 
g  guaranteed or return within 5 days. Only $9.95 post- g 
= age paid or $3.00 deposit and balance C.O.I). . . . 
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S I R  R E A L I S T

(Continued from Page 2)
Watch Out for the Drug

Robert Anton W ilson’s recent article 
(“Timothy Leary and His Psychologi
cal H-Bomb") on the hallucinogenic 
drugs and Dr. Leary—the Einstein of 
Inner Space—seems a bit unrealistic. 
This ‘atom bomb of the mind* may be 
just as lethal as the other one we 
spend all our taxes manufacturing.

For evidence I refer you to the 
American Journal of Psychiatry, Sep
tember 1964, where Dr. S. Rosenthal 
presents case histories of prolonged 
adverse reactions to repeated admin
istrations of LSD.

It would seem, therefore, that the 
harnessing of hallucinogenic energy 
for peaceful purposes is a task which 
remains to be accomplished, so your 
readers who may have found access to 
these drugs should be careful.

J. Greenberg 
Cambridge, Mass.

But Then Again
Most people I know need LSD just 

to have an original thought.
Richard B. Martin 
Wharton, New Jersey

Celestia l Sodomy
Doubtless you have seen the neat 

bumper stickers on some of our more 
public-spirited cars: “Keep God in 
America." Surely the sexual connota
tion in relation to the Realist's “one 
nation under God" cartoon has not es
caped you, yet where is the scathing 
comment in your journal?

Peter Boynlon 
Winooski, Vt.

Memory System
Speaking of dialing-a-prayer, I 

thought you might find it interesting 
to note that Los Angeles also has 
Dial-a-Prayer. The beauty of it is that 
you have a code word to enable recall
ing the telephone number. That is, to 
reach Dial-a-Prayer, one need merely 
dial goddamn. Yessirree.

Hans W. Nintzel 
N. Hollywood, Calif.

Ad Nauseam
I guess Stan Freberg’s move to re

ligious commercials solves the issue of 
“Who put eight great tomatoes in that 
little bitty can?"

Louis Cisco 
San Francisco, Cal.

Complaint
Why don’t you grow up? Do you 

really think you could do better than 
the people you needle?

Anonymous
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A Skeptic Speaks
Come, now. How old do you think 

your audience is? I’ve gone for a lot 
of stuff in the Realist but you don’t 
really expect anyone to believe that 
there's such a thing as Uncle Sam 
Breakfast Food, do you?

Cress Cartlon 
New York, N. Y.

Editor'8 note: Don’t take my word 
for it; visit your neighborhood super
market. There's also another product 
for sale that supports nationalism:

Wear the Uncle Sam Trust 
and All Is Well

Uncle Sam Truss Co.
1081 Million—Open AH Day So»..

St. Realist Strides Again
I thought it would be interesting to 

describe a series of events that oc
curred after I bought a S t  Realist. I 
received it on a Friday, installed it 
Saturday, and then proceeded to be
come involved in an accident ($300 
damage) the same day. The same week 
I received my first summons for a traf
fic violation. I began to have misgiv
ings about mounting that ugly crea
ture. My misgivings were quite found
ed, for during a dark, cold night, my 
car, with the St. Realist standing 
proudly abreast the speedometer, was 
repossessed by the bank. I am positive 
that you have created a St. Christopher 
medal in reverse.

Robert Brenner 
Brooklyn, N. Y.

About two weeks ago my Corvette 
Convertible was parked on 11th St. 
near 4th Ave. Sometime during the 
night a vandal slashed the top and 
broke into, the car. The thief overlooked 
about $35 in tools, a shop manual, 
flashlight, etc.; total loss was my dash
board St. Realist.

Stephen Bogoff 
New York, N Y.

That’s Show Bit
I recently read about your magazine 

in Newsweek and wrote to you. . . .  I 
just received a sample copy of the 
Realist. I am not interested in sub
scribing to your magazine any more.

Morton Levin 
Easton, Pa.

Defeated by NBC
I am shocked and amazed that you 

could possibly advocate Walter Cron- 
kite for president (issue #53). He is 
an avid Monopoly player, in direct vio
lation of the anti-trust laws, and has 
produced TV programs dealing with 
both Henry Ford, Sr. and John D. 
Rockefeller, Sr.

Please use more discretion when 
choosing a figure to support in a cam
paign so important as the campaign 
for the Amcricap Presidency is. Any
way, who would narrate The Making of 
the Presidency, 1964?

Henry Merritt 
Syracuse, N. Y.

Message From a Miscreant
... I want a clear field to sue you for 

libel when you print one word of the 
carefully-drawn Jesuitical lies of the 
Catholic Actionist, Lemoin Cree (see 
issue #53). You are not interested in 
supporting an issue. You are interested 
in detracting from that issue by having 
yourself interjected in the role of “in
termediator" to judge “the purity" of 
the persons involved in the issue.

If you did anything yourself you 
would not need to act as either a vul
ture on the back of the actionists or a 
judge of their purity. Your raison 
d’etre is to associate yourself (ah! but 
not too closely) with persons actively 
engaged in the brutal social struggle, 
and to compensate for your own lack 
of guts and commitment by pecking at 
these people so you can be a part of the 
action—even if this is a detracting, de
feating and obfuscating part.

Jesus Christ! It just dawned on me:
You arc a white liberal. Forget it— 
you don’t know what I’m talking about. *
You don’t even recognize you should 
collect your payoff from the Roman 
Catholic Church for your work for it.

Madalyn Murray 
Honolulu, Hawaii

Mad Murray is a wild hair in the 
ass of God. . . . She is' correct in al
most everything she says about values, 
however, including her taking the 
Realist and its readers to task for non
involvement. So true. Take your cover 
cartoon (issue #53), Barry’s bare 
boobies. I'm sure your young readers 
will thing that devastatingly funny. It 
is not. It is combining two subjects 
currently in the news. It reminds mo 
of the Bob Hope “jokes" where he men
tions something in the news—and the 
audience, unable to laugh because the 
remark is unfunny, applauds to show 
that they are aware.

Mark Nichols 
Democrats Against 
Murder, Theft & Lies 
Beverly Hills, Calif.
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fJeutf IfCwi:
Ma.o Tr£-t'avi<j ha-S decda.i'-Cd. 
the op&v\ S u p p o r t  o f  his
<}o verov., evT ih 
bo o ,000,000 p e op le  i*  th e 
American kJeqrcfs s tru c t £ 
g a in s t *  ra c ia l d i i t r i  w l ^ a t l o v i .

Gov/'-ne/ Wallace 
S p - ea k i^

K dlo 6 ov> ia  Wallace .. 
• ■ +Kis Mao flov« Chiviah 
we Chi-Heye peop le

.we vel/f ^IW han^ 
Gowiah- • • we cliv^b 
vock..- w e ywiwi oCiay\ 
...we look ftw  tfuvuf 
Pitta? 0*6 tolmj each...

.. -uie covnin to skloo 
•nice. wt\ite qiri. ..we 
lookivi Aa.iu blo*> hair 
avi bloo e ^e ? ... we Mot 
urea*- Tlojayir faovvia.h 

y  So oo btefta. wotch owt. . .

tPoMcjOr/*
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The War-Baby Blues
by Joe E. Brown, Jr.

«i i i  .«■*

I find myself suddenly haunted by a new word: war- 
babies. An article in The New York Herald Tribune, 
concerning the present college jam, begins: “It’s the 
year we’ve talked about and dreaded (ital. mine) for 
almost 10 years—the real start of the college boom. 
The war-babies are here, and they’re hungry for col
lege in unprecedented numbers."

Boy, that made me jump. There m ight’ve been a war- 
baby behind me with a knife. Then another notice in 
the Trib grabbed my attention. This was on the rise 
in teen-age crime, one of those condensed stories run 
on the front page to warm you up and get you all hot 
for the rest of the paper. At the end of the piece was 
this cryptic message: “Partly blamed: First reflection 
of grown-up war babies." So there was that word again.

Judge: “Alright, Ralph, why’d you dynamite the 
candy store?"

Ralph: “I hadda; my dad told me I was a war-baby. I 
was crushed. All those years I never knew; I thought I 
was normal. I knew I could never be a doctor—not with 
this hanging over me—I decided to rebel—I am evil, 
deep down. . . ."

Don’t laugh. You know good and well that if your 
kid came home from school crying because Herbie 
Schluck’s old man told Herbie that your kid was a war- 
baby, you’d march right over to Herbie Schluck’s house 
and get on with it.

So I began to wonder just how this breakdown in 
the social order came about. Exactly why are there 
hordes of hungry war-babies roaming the streets, 
“breaking down the Ivy walls,” and raising the crime 
rate? Who is to blame?

I finally figured it out; veterans, that’s who’s to 
blame. Oh, sure, I know we’re all a little bit to blame 
whenever there’s a national horror. For instance, if 
we’ve been dreading this post war baby boom for 10 
years as the papers say, well, what happened there? 
Why wasn’t prompt action taken? Ten years ago all 
these students were in the third grade. Obviously there 
was a fantastic Third Grade Jam. Why didn’t we hear 
anything about that? The papers suppressed it, that’s 
why. And those who knew just quietly dreaded it. No 
doubt the fourth and fifth graders developed traumas 
climbing the rungs of public school^ because of the am
bitious clamoring of the mob omnipresent behind them.

First 4th grader: “Jeez, I can’t wait ’til recess; I’m 
gonna grab me a 3rd grader and beat him up."

Second. 4th grader: “Are you insane? Have you seen 
how many 3rd graders there are? They could wipe us 
out. We gotta walk soft ’til I make some kinda deal 
with the leaders of the 5th grade.”

The veterans, however, are mostly to blame, because 
they did it; they created all those war-babies. They 
came roaring back from the war, all salty and lecher
ous, and in 1946 created 2.3 million high-school grads 
for 1964. Now that is over twice the number of stu
dents who were graduating in 1946. The present war- 
baby plague is the direct result of one intimate moment 
back in 1946; innocent enough at the time, with no
20

knowledge of the dread terror it would cause in 1964.
Or ums it? Was this some sinister plot on the part 

of the returning vets? Or were they perfectly innocent, 
mere pawns in a devious coup cunningly devised by 
the Women At Home? (Shakespeare wrote: “From 
forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept/A hell-hound 
that doth hunt us all to death.” What did he know?)

For God’s sake, what happened?
Why was there no one to raise himself from the 

lascivious clasp of his mate and say, “Wait a minute, 
honey. What if all the guys are doing this?” Why?
What made them do it? Did the sheer relief of return
ing from the dirty war simply make them lose their 
heads and forget the precautions they had been taught 
to use? Were the precautions sabotaged? Maybe there 
was consternation after the act: “Oh honey, what have 
we done?” Or did all the glory of making the world 
safe for demoracy blow their egos out of proportion, 
so that they intentionally loaded the world with people?
(“Us Kallikacks helped make the world safe; so we’re 
gonna get our share of it!”)

Could it have been the nasty lurking fear of sexual 
inferiority? Did three years in the jungle away from 
his wife make every man doubt her faithfulness to the 
extent that his return had to result in living proof of 
his manhood with a war-baby? Let’s face it; 2.3 mil
lion is a lot of babies. All else aside, what right had 
these men to spend 3-4 years in the service of their 
country, only to so flagrantly deny the future needs of 
the country upon their return?

W’hatever the cause, the problem is here and we must 
deal with it. The papers, to begin with, haven’t empha
sized the danger enough. There are swarms of war- 
babies all the hell over the place, watching, looking 
hungry. Sure, I know all they want now is college, but 
they’ve already started raising the crime rate so who 
knows what they’ll hunger after next?

What if they start wanting other people’s stuff? My 
typewriter, your wife, our jobs? They must be stopped.
Even now, it’s not fair to all those other children whose 
parents were calm and unharried; to those loving little 
tykes born in ’42 or ’49, who weren’t conceived hel
ter-skelter, willy-nilly, yet will have to suffer the dis
comforts inflicted by the Hungry War-Babies of 1946!

What can we, as guilt-sharing Americans, do?
Nothing, that’s what!
This is one time the humane method of treating so

cial evil will not work, for the same reason that the 
evil exists: overcrowding. There is not enough room in 
our social institutions across the land for the products 
of a society that went temporarily insane, for these 
war-babies, these hungry examples of the Post War 
Baby Boom. The only people who can clear away the 
pimples on the face of our nation, are the same people 
who were responsible for the eruption in the first place.

Thus the only possible method (humane in its own 
unique way) of protecting our colleges, and, more im
portant, our whole way of life, from these hordes of 
war-babies is for every family with a child born in 1946 
to sneak into the little devil’s room one night and kill it.

The laws of a terror-ridden land must be altered to 
exempt shamed parents involved in aiding the national 
security, although severe punishment will be handed 
out to any family who thinks it can use this period of 
crisis as an excuse to get rid of a child born in some 
other year.
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7 Wanna H old Your Bedsheet"

This is not science-fiction. I was there for several hours and saw for 
myself It really happened. Except for a nice little .old lady from the New 
York World-Telegram & Sun (who wrote a nice little old lady story) and 
NBC-TV cameramen (who shot ju st a few minutes o f film) I was the only 
reporter present, unless you want to count a pair o f  naive British teenage 
g irls who were covering the event for a naive British teenage magazine 
called Fab (not to be confused with a sophisticated American detergent o f 
the same name).

It seems that New Ideas, Inc. was auctioning off some Used Items 
they had purchased from  the Riviera Hotel at Kennedy Airport, where the 
Beatles stayed. Namely (sing to the tune o f The 12 Days o f Christmas): 

8 face towels 
8 bath towels 
4 bath mats
8 assorted cakes of soap 
8 sheets 
8 pillow cases 
8 knives 
8 forks 
16 teaspoons 
4 dinner plates 
8 small plates 
4 salad plates
3 serving trays
4 cups 
4 saucers 
16 glasses
4 salt and pepper shakers 
8 ash trays
12 assorted soda bottles 
And 300 Screaming Lolitoids, off on 

a fetishist's holiday. Obviously there 
wouldn’t be enough items to go around, 
but it was announced that the .Beatles' 
unwashed towels and bed linens were 
to be cut up into two-inch squares and 
sold for $1 each. The price included a 
notarized statement of authenticity.

It was a surrealistic study in con
trast to watch all these young chickies 
who dreamt they went twisting in 
their training bras, suddenly confront
ed with a lawyer’s jargon:

“. . . Lou Barney, being duly sworn, 
deposes and says: 1. That he is the 
manager of Riviera Idlewild Hotel. 2.
That said hotel is located at the Ken
nedy International Airport. ... 3. That 
on September the 20th and 21st, 1964, 
the four members of the famous Bea
tles were guests at the Riviera. Idle- 
wild Hotel. During said period the 
Beatles occupied rooms in said hotel 
and also used other facilities of the 
hotel including the service of food to 
them. 4. Charnate, Inc., the owner of 
the Riviera Idlewild Hotel, has sold to 
Ron Delsener the [specifically enum
erated] items used by the Beatles on 
the occasion of their said visit by the 
Beatles on the occasion of their said 
visit to the hotel ns guests thereof as 
aforesaid. . . .  5 This affidavit certifies 
the fact that each of the foregoing 
items, sold as aforesaid to Ron Delse-
Decembcr 1964
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Left alone. Helen luoa walks u p to
THE BED AND PLACES HEP TREMBLING 
HAND ON THE pillow-

Pop Fetishism
ner, was used by a member of the 
Beatles during their said visit at the 
Riviera Idlewild Hotel. . . ."

It could be the start of a nation
wide trend.

A pair of Chicago television direc
tors took a trip to Detroit and paid 
$400 for unlaundered bed linens to 
the Whittier Hotel; and to Kansas 
City where they paid $750 to the Muel- 
bach Hotel, which had played host to 
the Beatles for two nights.

The bed-stripping ceremonies were 
properly attended by attorneys and 
witnesses. The sheets yielded six 
thousand onc-inch squares — a grand 
total of 150,000— mounted on parch
ment over the drawing of a four-poster, 
marked “Suitable for Framing," and 
sealed with the appropriate affidavits 
in envelopes on which were printed a 
message that would spur the curiosity 
of even the most jaded postman: “Val
uable Bedsheet—Do Not Fold."

The pillowcases were put into a bank 
vault, to be turned over to charity.

The auction in New York City (“Pro
ceeds will aid the American Guild of 
Variety Artists’ Youth Fund”) took 
place at the Palm Gardens Ballroom, 
which usually houses the meetings of 
labor unions, Hadassah, and opera 
workshops.

Strolling among the virtually all
female would-be-bidders was a lone 17- 
year-old male.

V

“I came down here for phone num
bers," he told me. “It’s so weird. I 
didn’t wanna spread the action, but 
when there’s this many girls around, 
it’s better to have a coupla guys with 
you. Five more phone numbers would 
put me over the top—I have ninety-six 
in my little black book now—I crashed 
the Beatles concert at the Paramount 
and got thirteen there."

I wondered about what use he made 
of these phone numbers.

“I take the girls out on dates and 
then I classify them as ‘prudes’ or 
‘tramps’ or ‘she-loves-me-maybe.”’

I wondered about the tramps desig
nation.

“Well," he explained, “that’s what 
they’re called by the guys in my age 
group. She gives—you know what I 
mean?"

I wondered where they give.
There’s a park around my way. And 

the movies, except you can’t go all the 
way in the movies.”

I wondered about contraception.
“I buy a box of Trojans or Sheiks 

at the beginning of the month,” he 
said. “I go to a drugstore downtown; 
not in my own neighborhood—I’d feel 
funny. . . ."

The auctioneer said “Good after
noon" into the microphone. The girls 
shrieked. The Burns guards carried 
onto the stage cardboard cartons con
taining the unlaundered linens. The 
girls screamed louder. When the sheets 
were actually displayed, the girls emit
ted a mass siren of hysteria. It was one 
of the most frightening sounds I have 
ever heard. I swear, chills ran through 
me. Girls were pulling their own hair 
with excitement. They tried to rush on 
stage.

I was caught in the midst of a pub
escent mob.

“I want to make an emphatic state
ment," the man at the microphone 
yelled. “If you girls act the way you 
do, there will be no auction! Please act 
like ladies!"

At that moment someone started 
playing a Beatles record over the pub
lic address system—presumably in the 
hope of soothing the savage beastlets— 
but they became even wilder.

“The first young lady that doesn’t 
behave will be taken out by the offi
cers! The Beatles are not'here, so re
lax!”

He held up an ashtray. They scream
ed. “It still has the cigarette stains," 
he informed them. They screamed with 
fury.

And so the auction began.
“A knife, fork and spoon used by 

Paul McPartney"—25tf . . . $1 . . . 
$1.50 . . .  $3 . . .  $4 . . .  $5 . . .  $6 . . . 
$6.25 . . . $6.50 . . . $6.75 . . . $8 . . . 
. . . $9 . . .$9.25 . . . Going once at $9.25 
. . . going twice at $9.25 . . . Sold!

And a little girl from Brooklyn
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wearing glasses and clutching her wal
let had bought the most expensive set 
of silverwear she'll ever have.

“A Coke bottle that went into the 
lips of Ringo Star"—$1 . . .  $1.50 .. . 
$1.75 . . . $3 . . . $3.60 . . . $1 . . .
$•1.50 . . . $5 . . . $5.25 . . . $5.50 . . .
$5.75 Going once at $0 . . .
Going I icier at $6 . . . Sold!

A 14-year-old took her just-purch
ased property and walked back to her 
chair with a dazed expression. "I don’t 
believe it.” she kept repeating “I don’t 
believe it." Her friends asked if they 
could please touch her unique treasure.

“A salt and pepper shaker set used 
by George Harrison"—$5 . . . $0 . . .
$6.25 . . . $6.50 . . . $6.75 . . . $7 . . .
$7.50 $8.25 . . . $8.50 . . .
$8.75 . . . $0 . . . Going once at $0 . . . 
Going twice at $0 . . . Sold!

I asked the winning bidder if she 
planned to use the prized salt and 
pepper on her food.

"Just once, on my supper tonight," 
she replied. "Then I’m gonna put them 
in a glass cage forever and ever. Ohhh, 
I’m so happy!"

The TV men had arrived, * and the 
auctioneer called out to the girls: "Do 
you like the Beatles?” They shrieked, 
jumping up and down in affirmation, 
as the film rolled.

The auction continued.
A girl bought John Lennon's plate. 

I asked if she planned to use it her
self.

“Are you kidding?" she responded. 
"There’s still things left on it. If I 
eat, then it would go away."

The time came at last for pillow
cases and sheets and towels. Pande
monium broke out.

"Sit back and relax,” the auction
eer yelled. They didn’t. "When I tell 
you to sit down, I mean sit down!” 
They sat down. A few mothers had 
come with their daughters, and one 
remarked to me: "I'm a schoolteacher 
—the kids should behave so well in 
school."

Before the cutting of the linens be
gan, some items were auctioned oir 
whole. R ingo’s towel, for example, went 
at $8. And then finally . . .

"Form five lines," the auctioneer 
said into the microphone—"what is it, 
five Beatles or four Beatles?”

The girls booed him. They called 
him a fake, a fink, and other charming 
names.

"Cut!" he yelled back, like an angry 
movie director. "Cut!”

He finally got the girls to move their 
chairs back and form four lines—one 
for each Beatle. They were more clus
ters than lines, to be accurate. Said 
one young lady: “Wow, you have to 
go through the Supreme Court to get 
a piece of towel.”

The Burns guards stood on stage, 
each holding a picture of a different
Z z

Beattie, as the promoters worked their
scissors away. “Who wants Ringo?” 
“Who wants John?" "Give me a 
George!” "One George coming up!"

The girls queried each other as to 
whether the merchandise had actually 
been used by the Beatles. •

"I hope it's really theirs.”
“Couldn't they go to jail if it 

wasn’t?”
"W e’re minors, we can’t sue.”
"But they give you affidavits.”
“No, that thing’s just printed up.” 
I was about to expound on Zen in 

the art of Placebo when there was a 
hurried movement behind the curtain 
on stage. A girl had snuck up and got
ten a large piece of sheet. She was 
chased by a promoter and a Burns 
guard. They caught her, but the rest 
of the girls mobbed around, pulling, 
screaming, clawing. It was an incipi
ent riot.

As though competing in some strange 
summer-camp-color-war game that had 
perforce become a major Olympic 
event, the promoter managed to make 
his way back to the stage, dragging 
the mobettes behind him.

Later, when it was all over, another 
promoter said to me, " I’ve been sick 
about this for three weeks now. I 
hated to take their money. They were 
coming up on stage ami counting out 
nickels and dimes. Eight dollars for a 
dirty towel. I’m telling you, this has 
made me pretty sick."

But of course, if he hadn’t done it, 
someone else would’ve.

We were now standing in the lobby. 
The auction was over, and the girls 
were waiting outside the locked glass 
doors, ready to pounce on the remain
ing linens when the promoters and the 
Burns guards carried the merchandise 
to their car.

Our culture had finally come to this: 
a group of grown men cowering in 
fear as they sought to protect them
selves and their property from a crowd 
of insecure young girls who, in but a 
matter of years, would become regis
tered voters and trusting consumers.

The 17-year-old male had gotten six 
new telephone numbers.

I wondered what the really lucky 
girls were going to do with their 
coveted Coca-Cola bottles.

Two Shorf Hairs and a Long One 
Poems by Norman Mailer 

With all o f which
lit one takes them literally I 

the ed itor o f the 
Realist happens to d isagree 
Iin ca se you careJ

That’s what 
it means 

to be 
in love
you can’t tell 

a dame 
to go 
fuck 
herself.

Mafia 
ran all 
the joints 

until the people
looked like spaghetti 
and only the witches 
could say 

pasta fazool

Mr. Answer Man 
is there ever 

a time
when honesty 
is more 
attractive /
than dishonesty?
Yes, Snndy, 
indeed there is.
Research committees 

of the best 
hipsters
have come to the 

conclusion 
that the smell 

of sex 
is more palatable 

when honest.
Mr. Answer Man 

you have restored 
the moral universe 

to us.
Just part of the

day’s work, Sandy. 
(Ech mir cin student!)
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Three Obituaries
Herbert Hoover's death at this particular time— 

just two weeks before another national election—some
how seems but another of his many services to the 
American public he loved and believed in so much.

It brings when it is much needed a national pause 
for reflection and contemplation on the life of a great 
American—a pause which can only enrich and en
courage those who absorb, by newspaper or television, 
just a few of the facts concerning Mr. Hoover's five 
decades of dedicated public service. . . .

—Earl Richert
S cr ip p s- llow a rd  Synd ica te

“Jazz saxophonist Joseph Maini, Jr., 32, died Thurs
day night in General Hospital from an accidental self-
inflicted gunshot wound in the head."-—Los Angeles Times
The story went that Joe Maini picked up a friend's 

revolver and, on being warned that it was loaded, said 
jokingly, “No, it’s not,” and to prove it, or perhaps 
simply to show that he wasn’t’ one to leave a joke 
hanging, put it to his head and blew his brains out.

Anyone who had seen him play a jazz club knew 
already that he never backed off from a joke. But few, 
probably, suspected the far extremity of his wit, or 
foresaw that its hard logic would kill him.

Some of my stuffier friends, of course, failed to see 
the humor. Didn’t he have a wife and children? What's 
funny about suicide?

It’s true, most suicides at least have the decency 
to make a production of it. They present themselves, 
one morning, hanging from a rafter of the living room, 
having known full well that the wife's morning coffee 
would be ruined and everyone would say how terrible, 
how tragic. Or they stage a scene on a .narrow ledge 
twenty stories up in which the building manager, the 
loan company agent, the priest, the reporters, the cops 
and even the firemen, with their hyperactive social 
consciences, beg them not to jump. And the picture 
in the newspaper catches them with hair on end and 
knees and elbows flyihg to the four or fourteen corners 
of the world.

Such scenes, desperate as they are, imply certain 
expectations of life, a belief that one is or ought to be 
connected with other people, however unbearable the 
actual connection may be. But what can one say of 
Joe’s death? Senseless, ridiculous—to kill oneself, or 
even take the chance, as a kind of joke—absurd! One 
can make nothing of it. Which is, of course, the whole 
point. Nothing, apparently, is exactly what Joe made 
of it—of himself, other people, life, death, the whole 
bit. And a joke is not the worst face one can put on 
nothing.

What difference, then, did it make to Joe whether 
the gun went off or not? If it made any at all, one 
could make a pretty good case for the negative, that is, 
for blowing one’s head off. For one thing, it makes a 
better joke. What is more anti-climactic and lame 
than a gun that misfires? On the other hand, even a 
bad joke can be saved by a good punch line. And who 
wants to keep telling the same joke forever?

Still not funny, we say. Life is Serious. —That’s 
what you think. Bam! —Now you've done it! —Done 
what? —Why, killed yourself! Just look at you, you're 
dead! —So I am. Ha ha. It seems I’ve made a slight 
mistake. —You wouldn't listen, you had to make a 
joke out of it. —Yes, it’s a fault of mine. Well, die 
and learn, I always say. —Be serious. Nobody kills 
himself for a joke. In the first place, it’s not funny. 
—No, of course not. Ha ha. Ha ha ha ha. —Stop that. 
—Sorry, I, ha ha, I can’t, ha ha ha, help it, ha ha, 
you’re killing me ahahahahahahahaha!

—But seriously, Joe.
—Would anyone like to step to the microphone and 

say a dirty word? Chance of a lifetime, folks. For those 
of you who suffer from stage fright, we have a handy 
list here of the thirty most popular dirty words and 
expressions; let’s see now, there’s c. and p. and s. and 
f. and a. and c. again—and then, you know, you can 
get into the combinations and really let loose. A lot 
of people just come up here and improvise, throw away 
the list completely. Some of them don’t even use words. 
Are there any freaks in the audience?

(Cool it, Joe, the vice squad is out there talking 
to your probation officer. Stash the needle, zip up your 
pants. Life Is Serious.)

Yes, folks, life is serious. We should all give some 
thought to it. Is sex really dirty? Are politics really 
important? Are dope addicts really fiends? Is pleasure

a sin? Can one live in a car and be happy? Is there 
anything funny about being busted naked by a woman 
cop? Is rock-and-roll music? Will education bring 
salvation? Is there anything to hang onto in this rat- 
race?

Joe did look for answers. Honest. He believed in 
experience. He worshipped Charlie Parker because 
there was always something new, “you never knew 
what would happen next.’’ And Lenny Bruce, because 
with Lenny “just going to the store for cigarettes was 
an experience.’’ Joe really wanted to know, and he found 
out and didn’t regret a thing.

That was one of his problems. Most of us shy away 
from certain kinds of knowledge because we're afraid 
they will destroy us. But Joe was fascinated by the 
things that were supposed to destroy him. He did 
time, and it didn’t destroy him. He fornicated, and it 
didn’t destroy him, he had a ball. He shot dope, and 
it didn’t destroy him—he was one of the chosen few,
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a junkie who quit because he wasn’t really a junkie at 
all, he just wanted to know what it was like.

Carefree, fun-loving Joe. Never was a nihilist so 
beloved by all. He was immune to it all, it didn’t touch 
him. Because there was nothing there to touch. Joe 
Maini was like a child who didn’t believe he existed. 
He had a double motive for all that he did: to prove, by 
reaction, that he was real, and to prove he was really 
stronger than all the bad things together. The first 
proof always failed. The second, always and finally, 
succeeded.

One wonders how the final proof came to him, 
whether, as he laughed and hefted the gun. the whole 
immense irony cracked along the circuits of his brain to 
some magnesium eruption which only the bullet could 
preserve forever. Or whether there was merely a reflex 
like millions of other reflexes, one which said, but 
without thought or speech, “It's unthinkable, outra
geous, damnable. Do it.”

—Salford Chamberlain 
Los Angeles Free Press

Lenny Bruce and John F. Kennedy had something in 
common. They were both great cocksmen. I couldn't 
help thinking, among the other thoughts one has at the 
death of a friend, that there must have been a special 
throb of mourning among all the ladies who had been 
limited partners in the countless less-than-one-night 
stands of comedian and President alike.

I«enny once told me that the role of a comedian was 
to make the audience laugh “at a minimum of. on the 
average, once every 15 seconds—or let’s be liberal to 
escape the hue and cry of the injured, and say one 
laugh every 25 seconds. . . .”

More and moi-e, though, he began to get so serious 
during performances that it was obvious he wasn’t even 
hoping to get a laugh every 15-25 seconds. I asked him 
about this apparent inconsistency with his previous 
definition of the comedian's role.

“Yes, but I'm changing,” he replied.
“What do you mean?”
“I'm not a comedian. I’m Lenny Bruce.”
Often an audience would assume he was trying to 

be funny. For example, when Gary Cooper died, Bruce 
was touched by the New York Daily News headline, 
“The Last Roundup,” and he mentioned this to the 
audience. They laughed, of course. And when he hap
pened to hear on the radio a rock 'n' roll song. There’s 
a Rose in Spanish Harlem, he bought the record and 
came on stage with a phonogVaph and he played it. 
“Listen to these lyrics,” he told the audience. “This is 
like a Puerto Rican Porgy and Bess.” They laughed, 
of course.

At this stage of his career, he would still utter only 
relative euphemisms like “frigging” once in a while.

It was fun being with Lenny Bruce those days. In a 
Minneapolis museum, he improvised a treatise on the 
sjmbolism of a piece of abstract sculpture; it was 
actually a fire extinguisher. In Milwaukee, we decided 
to have Chinese food one afternoon. We got into a cab, 
and I asked the driver if he knew of a good Chinese 
restaurant. Lenny told him: “Take us to where all the 
Chinese truckdrivers go.”

It was in Milwaukee that three plainclothed police
men went into his dressing room, kicked a musician 
out, and told Bruce that he was not to talk about poli-
24

tics or religion or sex. or they’d yank him right off the 
stage. The night before, a group of 28 Catholics had 
signed a complaint about his act, which they’d gone to 
see voluntarily. Lenny was scared. He toned down his 
act slightly. One of the cops was even smiling at some 
of the stuff. They told him later that he shouldn't say 
“son-of-a-bitch” (in his impression of a white-collar 
drunk).

I asked him why he didn’t take any legal action.
“Nah, they’d just say I was trying to get publicity.

You know: ‘Say anything you want about me, but be 
sure to spell my name right.’ ”

They spelled his name right in Philadelphia. He was 
arrested on a phony narcotics charge. The case was 
dismissed, but a prominent attorney had attempted a 
$10,000 shakedown, and Bruce’s Spencer Tracy image 
was shattered.

That was the start of his legal career.
There was a time when Lenny read a lot, from Jean- 

Paul Sartre’s study of anti-Semitism to the latest girlie 
magazine. He carried in his suitcase from city to city 
a double-volume unabridged dictionary. But in his 
dying days, he carried around law books instead. And 
he wasn’t as much fun to be with any more.

I remember I was on my way to his hotel in San 
Francisco, and I passed a barber shop in Chinatown 
where a sort of Oriental Nairobi Trio was inside mak
ing the most charming music I've ever heard—like a 
jazzed-up version of Bei Mir Bist Du Schoen—with 
’violin, guitar and bass fiddle. The owner let me in, 
whispered that he wouldn’t give me a haircut, and I 
sat down and listened. It was one of those rare, rare 
moments. I haven’t gone to a concert since.

I told Lenny about it, observing that there was a 
time he would have stopped in that barber shop and 
listened, and he would have dug that scene with all his 
soul. But no more. He was too involved with his court 
cases, most specifically during this period with the 
addiction fiasco (see issue #48) in Los Angeles. So 
there was no more digging of the scene outside himself.

“But,” he reminded me, “I’m fighting for ten years 
of my life!”

He was right. These punishments can become ab
stractions quickly enough for the rest of us, but ten 
years of compulsory rehabilitation was ten years of his 
life, and maybe the prospect could somehow interfere 
with one's free-form style of living.

A few years before, I had overheard the following 
conversation in a Milwaukee night club:

“Nobody knows where Lenny Bruce is staying.”
“He’s staying at the Y.”
“What does he do there?”
“They say he reads a lot.”
“He’s gonna read himself right out of a job.”
And in a way this was an accurate prediction. Be

cause Lenny found that the novelists didn’t have to say 
“frig” any more. He began to want the same privilege 
of non-restriction. His point of view was the same on 
stage and off, and he wanted to talk to his friends in 
the night club with the same freedom of vocabulary he 
could exercise in someone’s living room.

But Lenny wasn’t exactly like a book. He finally 
realized that.

“If a book is obscene in Georgia.” he said, “it’ll be 
obscene in Bellmorc, Long Island. No, it doesn’t work 
that way. Fortunately, the law is not a punishment in
strument. It always protects. If the book is obscene in
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Georgia, a"d the book is not obscene in Eellmore, Long 
Island, the Supreme Court don't make no never mind, 
because the police can arrest you every day no matter 
what you say because they found that what you say is 
enatic. One day you say 'Pray for Chessman' and next 
day you say ‘Lynch Gilligan.’”

And, it’s safe to speculate, Lenny’s “obscenity” was 
a convenient rationalization to arrest him for saying 
Tempfe ”ngS *** Cardinal A llm an  looks like Shirley

Lenny fantasized the following courtroom dialogue 
(though the first line was borrowed from reality).

1 rosecutor: Your honor, this man made a mockery of 
the Church, not just the Catholic Church, but the Lu

theran Church—the Church itself—he made a vulgar 
and obscene mockery.

Judge: Any lesbian that’s found guilty of rape, no 
matter how good a tough-looking bitch she is, one of 
the elements of rape will be that there’s penetration, 
and if there is none, the bench says ‘Fuck you, counsel.*

Prosecutor: Your honor. I’ve never heard such lan
guage in the court in my life.

Judge: The use of foul and coarse language will not 
constitute obscenity if it is used as a realistic por
trayal, and Cardinal Spellman is modeling for a Barbie 
Doll, he looks like he’s made out of celluloid to me.

The real courtroom was just as absurd.
In New York, an expert witness for the prosecution, 

Ernest van den Haag, who writes for National Review 
(I’m sorry, that’s guilt by association, isn’t it?—Mur
ray Kempton writes for National Review, too) and 
teaches a course at The New School titled “The Crisis 
of the Individual,” was testifying about contemporary 
community standards and said that lie’s made a study
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*

of night clubs although he hasn’t been inside one for
20 years.

Defense attorney Ephraim London conceded that 
Judge Murtagh might never have visited a prostitute 
to gain his knowledge of that field, and yes-man Judge 
Phipps pointed out “so the record will be clear” that 
London was referring to Murtagh’s book, Cast the 
First Stone.

Not being a whore, however, Lenny Bruce didn’t 
arouse enough sympathy from those two on the three- 
judge panel to acquit him. His monologues, they stated, 
contained anecdotes and reflections that were obscene.
They listed the following examples, quoted verbatim 
from their decision:

1. Eleanor Roosevelt and her display of “tits.”
2. Jacqueline Kennedy “hauling ass” at the moment 

of the late President’s assassination.
3. St. Paul giving up “fucking.”
4. An accident victim—who lost a foot in the acci

dent—who made sexual advances to a nurse, while in 
the ambulance taking him to the hospital.

5. Uncle Willie discussing the “apples” of a 12-year- 
old girl.

6. Seemingly sexual intimacy with a chicken.
7. “Pissing in the sink” and “pissing” from a build

ing’s ledge.
8. The verb “to come,” with its obvious reference to 

sexual orgasm.
9. The reunited couple discussing adulteries commit

ted during their separation, and the suggestion of a 
w ife’s denial of infidelity, even when discovered by her 
husband.

10. “Shoving” a funnel of hot lead “up one’s ass.”
11. The story dealing with the masked man, Tonto, 

and an unnatural sex act.
12. Mildred Babe Zaharias and the “dyke profile of 

1939.”
The court further stated that “The dominant theme 

of the performances appealed to the prurient interest”
—later contradicting this by saying that “The mono
logues were not erotic. They were not lust-inciting, but, 
while they did not arouse sex, they insulted sex and 
debased it.”

The judges added that “The performances were lack
ing in ‘redeeming social importance’ ” and that “The 
monologues contained little or no literary or artistic 
merit. They were merely a device to enable Bruce to 
exploit the use of obscene language. They were devoid 
of any cohesiveness. They were a series of unconnected 
items that contain little of social significance. They 
were chaotic, haphazard, and inartful.”

If Lenny Bruce has gone to Hell, the devil will have 
been replaced by an art critic wearing black judicial 
robes.

The law states that to be obscene, material must be 
utterly without any redeeming social importance. 
Therefore, if one single person felt that Bruce’s per
formances had the slightest bit of redeeming social im
portance—and there were several who so testified— 
then he should have been found not guilty.

Six months after the Illinois Supreme Court held 
that Lenny Bruce was obscene in Chicago, it reversed 
itself. “Our original opinion,” stated the decision, “rec
ognized the defendant’s right to satirize society’s atti
tudes on contemporary social problems and to express 
his ideas, however bizarre, as long as the method used
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In so doing: was not so objectionable as to render the
entire performance obscene.” In view of the U.S. Su
preme Court ruling on the film, The Lovers, however, 
the Illinois Court said that “the ‘balancing test’ rule is 
no longer a constitutionally acceptable method of de
termining whether material is obscene, and [the U.S. 
Court] made clear that material having any social im
portance is constitutionally protected.”

If I ever end up in court on anything. I’ll get a hair
cut, and wear a white shirt and tie, and swear on the 
Bible, because I don’t have the guts to be as consistent 
as Lenny was—in faded blue denims and long side
burns, calling the oath a farce—he always wanted to 
win purely on the basis of the law, and so he was will
ing to risk losing purely on the basis of prejudice by 
judge or jury.

The death of Lenny Bruce was, of course, no more 
tragic than the random slaying of some anonymous 
individual in the Congo massacres. Indeed, they were 
related by irony, in this sense: Dr. Ted Carpenter, 
chairman of the Department of Anthropology at San 
Fernando Valley State College, was requested to take 
down the Realist’s patriotic “Fuck Communism!” 
poster from his office wall, and he sent me photocopies 
of the hysterical correspondence which resulted, and 
with his permission I decided to publish the letters 
(see issue #54); he then wrote to me, “I’m delighted 
you intend to publish my exchange with a local dean 
over the word ‘fuck,’ a breach of etiquette that upsets 
deans in a way Vietnam, Mississippi, the total prostitu
tion of education, etc., do not. . . .”

For, a sub-theme of Bruce’s work had always been 
that people get indignant over the wrong issues.

During one of the performances for which he was 
arrested, he made that point thusly: “If a titty is 
bloodied and maimed, it's clean; but if the titty is 
pretty it’s dirty. And that’s why you never find any 
atrocity photos at obscenity trials, with distended 
stomachs and ripped-up breasts. . . .”

In the course of that same performance, he also said, 
“Query: If a tape recording is my voice, are they using 
me to testify against myself, since it’s my voice that 
would indict me?”

Lenny asked me, “Can you imagine them playing 
that in court?” This was months later, in his dingy 
hotel room, cluttered with tapes and transcripts and 
photostats and law journals and briefs. “I love the law,” 
he said.

Only, his love had developed into an obsession. Once, 
when he was teasing his 8-year-old daughter by pre
tending not to believe what she was telling him, she 
said: “Daddy, you'd believe me if it was on tape.”

As more and more night club owners became more 
and more afraid to hire him, he devoted more and more 
of his time and energy to the law. When he finally did 
get a weekend booking in Monterey, he remarked, “I 
feel like it's taking me away from my work.”

He would let almost nothing interrupt his practice, 
not even sleeping or eating. He turned down an invita
tion to be on the Les Crane show. He refused to be 
the subject of a New Yorker profile. He wouldn't give 
Lillian Ross even 15 minutes of his time.

Lenny Bruce never passed any bar exam—for that 
matter, his formal education never went beyond gram
mar school—but he became something of a limited legal 
genius. His research uncovered an amendment to New 
York’s statute 1140a—under which he was arrested—
26

which excludes actors from arrest in an indecent per
formance. The law had been misapplied to him.

And so he spent Thanksgiving Day looking for a 
judge to help him. He still had dreams of Lewis Stone 
from the old Andy Hardy movies.

“If I win,” he asked me, “what do I win?” He an
swered himself: “The right to work.” He had borrowed 
$5,000 to advertise 5-performances-only, and then the 
theatre owner refused to open the premises for the 
first show on Thanksgiving Eve.

Lenny could still make fun of his predicament. “I 
was thinking of going on welfare,” he commented.

On stage he would have mumbled through boredom 
some old bits, he would have created some new material 
(on his bed there was a clipping about how Philadel
phia officials had decided that anyone wearing blackface 
in the Mummers Parade this year would be ineligible 
for a prize), but mostly he would have lectured about 
law enforcement and courtroom procedures and statu
tory subleties. He had always talked about his environ
ment, and it was just that these things had increas
ingly become his environment.

Outside the court, he was Lenny the Hermit, confin
ing himself to his home in Hollywood Hills, with a 
barbed wire fence but an open gate, visited by friends, 
hangers-on and peace officers harassing him as they 
stood near the unused pool. And his mother would bring 
over his daughter. Lenny would have been up all night 
with his legal conflicts, stopping only to eat some 
grapes and work on landscaping his garden although 
rain was pouring down hard and he would end up all 
muddy (“But if I go to jail, I want to have it finished”)
—and then in the morning he would take a shower with 
his daughter.

He didn’t want her to grow up thinking there was 
something dirty about the human body.

On a rare occasion, he left his house to be in the 
audience at my Evening With a Self-Styled Phony at 
the Steve Allen Playhouse. During the question-and- 
answer session following my ramblings, he asked me 
to clarify what I had said about trying to empathize 
with the motivations of people with perversions. So I 
gave as a for-instance the time in a subway when I let 
myself get aroused by an elderly lady whose buttocks 
were unavoidably rubbing against me. Lenny called 
out, “You’re sick!” The audience howled, I said “Thank 
you, Mr. President,” and that ended that show.

In New York, the judges ordered him to undergo a 
psychiatric examination before they passed sentence. 
“Watch,” Lenny told me, chuckling — but also with 
genuine terror—“they’re gonna say I have a persecu
tion complex.”

The first issue of the Realist quoted Malcolm Mug- 
geridge, former editor of Punch: “As I see it, the only 
pleasure of living is that every joke should be made, 
every thought expressed, every line of investigation, 
irrespective of its direction, pursued to the uttermost 
limits that human ingenuity, courage and understand
ing can take it. The moment that limits are s e t . .. then 
the flavor is gone.”

More than anyone else I’ve ever known, Lenny Bruce 
lived up to that ideal; but now the flavor will never be 
the same, for he is gone.

When the newspapers called me at 3 o’clock that 
cold December morning for a statement, I simply said:
“It was God’s will.”

—paul krassner
The Realist
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M O T H E R S

(Continued from Cover)
al lawlessness and immorality and call 
for a moral reawakening starting at 
the top in the White House.”

Before the motion picture projector 
was started, a minister led the audi
ence—some 40 Negro boys and girls— 
in a discussion which eventually result
ed in a group definition of •moral de
cay: “good behavior steadily rottening 
away.”

Then, lights out.
The film opens with an action mon

tage, the Mother director obviously 
having been influenced by the work of 
Tony Richardson, who made much use 
of the quick-cutting technique in The 
Loneliness of the Long-Distance Run
ner and, later, in Tom Jones.

A black Lincoln Continental screech
ing along the road, kids dancing to 
rock ’n’ roll music, a teenage gang 
fighting, a stripper trying to shake her 
pasties off, police breaking up a riot, 
more sexy dancing, the speeding car 
again, police using fire hoses, a girl's 
rear end wriggling, Negroes being ar
rested, a beer can thrown out of the 
speeding car. . . .

And then, a schmaltzy version of 
Glory, Glory, Hallelujah in the back
ground, we sec all-white kids pledging 
allegiance to the flag, alternating with 
shots of the White House, the Statue 
of Liberty, and what appears to be a 
replica of the Justice Department con
structed from apple pie and baseball 
bats.

Raymond Massey is the narrator, 
telling us that there are “two Amer
icas.” One is “an ideal, a dream” 
(shot of the Minute Man); and the 
other is where “the streets are not 
safe” (shot of looting in Harlem). 
“How,” asks the voice of the man who 
once portrayed Abe Lincoln in Illinois, 
“did it happen?”

Another montage: Plymouth Rock, 
somebody chopping wood, the Ameri
can Revolution, somebody herding ani
mals, the Declaration of Independence, 
Thomas Jefferson playing lawn tennis 
on horseback with Teddy Roosevelt 
and other contextual anachronisms . . . 
all leading up to the launching of a 
rocket.

“Sure we made mistakes, but the 
ideal above us”—cut to the rocket, now 
heading in the general direction of 
God—“was still there.”

Still another montage, ranging from 
gambling scenes in Las Vegas or Hot 
Springs, Arkansas, to helmeted cops 
advancing on a crowd (the audience 
laughs); from scenes of blatant vio
lence to the topless bathing suit, fea
turing the new nippleless breasts.

Here we can observe the Mothers' 
skillful transmutation of cinematic 
values expressed so eloquently by Brit-
Dccembcr 1964
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isher Karel Reisz in Saturday Night 
and Sunday Morning and Alfred 
Hitchcock in I'sycho.

Raymond Massey pleads: “What has 
happened to the American dream?” 
Dwight Eisenhower, the stripper again, 
that speeding car evacuating another 
beer can . . . and a masterstroke of 
bipartisan sentimentality — “a fine, 
dedicated leader coins a phrase” . . . 
and in unison the boys and girls in 
the audience sing along with Ray as 
he intones, "Ask not what your coun
try,” etc.—you know, the old switch - 
eroo phraseology.

But. “honest, decent, law-abiding 
America's young, inspiring leader is

m i

gone.” The familiar melody of Taps 
signifies that Massey has come to 
praise and bury Kennedy. “The other 
America”—with no regard for Michael 
Harrington turning over in his grave 
problem—“becomes a reality.” A po
liceman is dragging someone by the 
neck. The kids in the audience laugh 
again.

The Mother director is undoubtedly 
indebted to the Keystone cops.

“Something must be wrong,” diag
noses Dr. Gillespie. Faster and faster, 
the mood is built up.

The Bobby Baker case gets curiouscr 
and curiouser—private clubs and pri
vate girls — twisting — laughing— ar
resting — speeding — taking the oth 
Amendment — Billie Sol Estes (oh, 
my lordy* if only those Mothers had 
known about Jenkins in time, how hap
py they would have been)—beer can 
—Quorum Club Bobby Baker smiling— 
a g ir l’s legs smiling—bongo drums— 
Billie Sol again—Baker again—more 
bongo drums—another girl—a voting 
booth (wait, there was a shot of Walter 
Jenkins, but only a brief glimpse, and 
that was in the role of go-between in 
the Estes and/or Baker cases; other

wise the Mother director would immedi
ately have cut to another of the flick’s 
fleeting images: an unBiblical man 
clad only in a bottomless fig-leaf)....

“Turn off the lights at the White 
House, but America may no longer be 
safe.”

Aha, a reference to Johnson! Not 
the first, to be sure. That black Lin
coln Continental that keeps screeching 
over the highways and dropping beer 
cans along the way—that’s the politi
cal opponent, honey chile.

The only logical inference of Choice 
is that Lyndon is the leader of every 
gang rumble in town. And that there 
is no difference between a civil rights 
demonstration and criminal looting, 
both of which are interspersed in the 
film ’s spliced newsreel footage.

In issue #53 of the Realist there 
was a cartoon showing two stereotyped 
Negroes holding up a white man at 
gunpoint and singing “We shall over
come . . .” But this film seriously im
plies that the purpose of looting is 
indeed the achievement of civil rights.

Each one sees histoiy through sub
jective-colored glasses.

Back in June, the Worker said that 
the delinquency, vandalism and hood- 
lumism "is not a racial manifesta
tion"; the National Review called it 
“race war.”

Take your pick.
Mothers for Moral America has, by 

the simple process of selectivity — 
avoiding, for example, the immorality 
of Mississippi—revealed its bias.

They are not nigger lovers.
No more than they are pornography 

lovers. They deplore books for sale: 
Call Me Nympho and How to Draw 
Girlie Cartoons and Sex and Hyp
nosis.

Nor are they narcotic lovers. . . .
“We’ve lost our leadership,” Massey 

moans. “We’ve lost our way. We’ve 
lost our soul."

Unfortunately, the intrinsic comedy 
of Choice is marred by the Mother di
rector’s compulsion to make a movie 
with a message — stated, albeit indi
rectly, by a Philadelphia police official 
—“The only weapon we have is our 
nightsticks. How the hell do we defend 
ourselves? This has nothing to do with 
civil liberties. It’s a voting gimmick.”

John Wayne has threatened to sue 
anyone who shows Choice. For, at the 
end of the film, he is there on the 
screen — his knight’s armor out of 
sight, waiting eagerly for the next 
Ajax commercial—but he has not the 
slightest idea of what has preceded his 
appearance here.

And he is telling us, as only John 
Wayne can tell us:

“You got the strongest hand in the 
world. The hand that marks the bal
lot. The hand that pulls the lever. Use 
it, willya. Use it.”

Barry Goldwater is shown. People
2/
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Requiem for a Presidential Hopeful
While New York’s Nelson Rockefeller was out shaking his hand 

around the country in a futile attempt to garner the Republican nomi
nation for President, it became evident that things just w eren’t goin g 
too well in the G overnor’s own back yard. Let’s take a look at a few 
o f the principal bills acted upon by the State Legislature during the 
1964 session:

Vital Bills Passed
A bill permitting sports events on 

Sundays to start an hour earlier.
A bill changing the name of the 

New York State Thruway to the 
Gov. Thomas E. Dewey Thruway.

A bill giving permission for pub
lic employees earning up to $t),000 
a year to work at race tracks.

A bill allowing Putnam County to 
divert two million gallons of water 
a day from the city reservoir to sup
ply a brewery.

Not-So-Vital Bills Killed
A bill permitting the sale of 

books on Sunday.
A bill providing for the inspec

tion of ambulances by the Health 
Department.

A bill requiring the Transit Au
thority to install telephones on sub
way trains for protection against 
crime.

A bill making it mandatory for 
physicians to report child abuse to 
welfare authorities.

At any rate, it’s all over now, and thankfully I m ight add, because 
to my way o f thinking, any guy that can’t figure out how to handle his 
own state, isn’t goin g to marry my country.

— E d S herman

are standing on line to vote.
“It's in your hands, America. Which 

America?”
The word choice keeps coming at 

you between shots of a stripper, a bal
lot box, Bobby Baker, Barry at the 
Cow Palace—the music swells: Mine 
eyes have seen the glory of the coming 
of the Lord. . . .

Choice is comparable to—but more 
dishonest than—Nazi propaganda films 
I have seen. A case in point: Whereas 
one Nazi propaganda film merely 
showed a horde of ruts running and 
suddenly cut crudely to a swarm of 
Jews running, Choice shows federal 
prisoners who had been deprived of 
defense counsel being released after a 
Supreme Court ruling and suddenly 
cuts shrewdly to a riot scene.

Choice was prepared by an adver
tising agency—Anderson, Morgan, de 
Santis & Ball—and the film is simply 
a rationalized extension of the com
mercial exploitation of fear which is 
the normal everyday business of ad 
agencies.

It should not have been censored, 
though, and the fact that it was ban
ned for the reasons it teas, would seem 
to indicate that the tit is mightier 
than the truth.

The chief aim of Mothers for Moral 
America was “to restore moral leader
ship to the nation by electing Barry 
Goldwatcr in November.” That they 
have fallen short of this aim shall not 
stay them from their unappointed 
rounds: passing out brochures, calling 
for an end to teenage dope addiction, 
illegitimate births and 'pornographic
28

literature in their local communities.
The movie was over. A youngster 

summed it up: “If you’re gonna do 
something, it don’t make no difference 
who’s President—if you’re gonna riot, 
you’re gonna riot.”

In the meeting room of the commu
nity center where Choice was shown, 
there was written on the wall: “Race 
Riot—9:00 Tonight!” Painted on the 
outside doors was this message: “Vote

Which Paper
The New York Times

Saigon, Aug. 10—Prostitutes in a 
Government rehabilitation center riot
ed today against alleged maltreatment 
and won their freedom after a two- 
hour battle with the police.

The police used high-pressure water 
hoses to control the 109 women when 
they stormed watchtowers along the 
13-foot wall topped with barbed wire 
and splintered glass. A guard was in
jured.

Trang Quang Thuan, South Viet
nam’s Minister of Social Welfare, in
tervened and agreed to release the 
women after a hastily arranged con
ference with the leader of the revolt.

The women marched out of the cen
ter behind the minister shouting insults 
at the guards.

Typographical Errorsville
From the UPI wires: Cohasset, 

Mass.—Actress Sherec North re
ported a man broke into her rented 
home here today but fled when she 
creamed.

Right—Vote White!”
The minister bade his young charges 

farewell, and asked one of them, “Well, 
how are you going to contribute to 
moral decay tonight?”

“I’m gonna go out,” he answered, 
“nnd do the twist.”

Do You Read?
The N.Y. Daily News

Saigon, Aug. 10—Passersby gaped 
today as accused prostitutes put on a 
striptease in the courtyard of a correc
tion home to protest conditions in the 
institution. The mass stripping high
lighted a two-hour riot by 100 inmates 
who hurled furniture into the streets, 
threw stones and brandished sticks at 
police trying to barricade the home.

One group of girls demolished part 
of a wall and poured into the street 
where they battled cops. Other girls 
took off their clothes and romped 
around the courtyard while police tried 
to shoo away passersby—all males— 
who peered thru the opening in the 
wall.

Finally authorities gave in. Social 
Welfare Minister Trang Quan Thuan 
arrived and led the girls past the police 
barricade to freedom. They danced in 
the street and then disappeared. They 
charged they had suffered “ill treat
ment” at the correction home.
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OR  HOW  I L EA RN E D
(Continued from Cover)

“Message #1—Welcome to an Experimental Weekend. 
Your weekend in Millbrook has been planned to provide 
a series of novel and consciousness-expanding experi
ences. The first step in the process of going beyond 
your routine and familiar patterns is a period of Abso
lute Silence. Shortly after your arrival at Castalia you 
will be given further instructions. Please do not engage 
in conversation of any kind until the breaking of si
lence is publically announced. For now: Look . . . 
Listen (to the non-verbal energy around you) . . . Ex
perience directly.”

I get into the car and, as the door is held open for 
me, I say “Thanks." My first goof.

We ride in silence.
I’m shown to my room and handed Message #2. I 

give a silly little salute of appreciation.
Brightly-colored cloth covers everything, including 

the ceiling. Sticking out of the cloth from one wall is a 
lamp left over from a Japanese Hallowe’en party. I 
remember, back at the Lower Eastside Action Project, 
when we took down the old Jewish mezuzzahs in the 
doorways, they said made in japan.

There’s a cat on my bed. It meows. “Shhhh," I tell it.
“This period of silence is designed to help you clear 

your mind from routine thoughts and to encourage an

Mostly, how will my perception and my behavior be
changed?

Message #2 continues: “Then spend the next 10 to 
20 minutes trying to meditate. Focus on the candle 
and see if you can turn off planning and thinking. Con
centrate on the moment-to-moment flow of time."

There’s a curtain rod leaning against the small night 
table. I stick it in the flame. Very brassy smell. In
cense of the industrial revolution.

I’m a terrible failure when it comes to meditation. 
All I do is sit there and say to myself, “Well, here I 
am, meditating . . . yup . . . that’s the way it goes."

Right in the middle of Message #2 I’m told to read 
Message #3 carefully:

“. . . The roles which have been most comfortable to 
you and which are of most use to you in your regular 
life will be of lessened utility here and, indeed, may 
handicap you. The aim of the workshop is to get out 
beyond your routine robot consciousness. Thus there 
is little interest in who you are (were) and much 
more concern with where and how far you can go. 
What you can obtain during the weekend depends in 
part on how much, of your routine ego you can leave in 
your room. Why don’t you check it in your suitcase?"

And there are rules:
1. Be aware of and try to minimize the attempt of 

your robot to capture audiences for its personal dramas

opening of your awareness in several ways," the cat 
answers in the form of Message #2. “Please follow this 
program”—and the first thing on the agenda is to fill 
out a two-part question sheet:

Please write down 10 answers to the question, Who 
am I?

Paul Krassner 
Editor of the Realist 
A sensualist and responsible hedonist 
Winner of the slow bike race 
A sometimcs-schmuck, sometimes-existentialist 
An infinitesimal moment in time and space 
A questionnaire-filler-outer 
A selfish, ego-involved individual 
An altruistic, empathetic individual 
A counter-to-ten . . .  an observer of, and participant 

in, the absurd
Which areas of consciousness-expansion are you most 

interested in discussing or experiencing during the 
weekend ?

Silence; humor; social concern; self-awareness; in
terpersonal communication games; hang-ups; relation 
to food, sleep, work, play, learning, entertainment— 
always with as specific application to reality as possible 
—and the rational approach as opposed to the mystical.
December 1964

[which is exactly what I’m doing now as I write this].
2. Please obey the laws of the land. In particular do 

not bring marijuana or any other illegal chemical to 
the weekend workshop [they don’t have to worry about 
me since I don’t smoke pot, and I’m still too chicken 
to try LSD should the occasion ever arise].

3. Visitors are asked to maintain their own rooms 
during their stay [there arc 10 of us this weekend, 
one of whom is listed merely as “Companion of Dr. 
So-and-so,” and I can’t help speculating as to whether 
she listed under Who am I?—“ Companion of Dr. So- 
and-so"].

Message #3 continues:
“The ecstatic-psychedelic experience can be reached 

by several means: intellectual, emotional, bodily move
ment, sexual, somatic-sensory. One of the aims of the 
workshop is to encourage expansion of consciousness in 
all five of these functions in some sort o f balanced 
harmony. (Consciousness-expansion in the sexual will 
be limited to indirect methods.) . . . The' use of cer
tain rituals (mandalas, pictures, incense, etc.) is strict
ly experimental and does not involve any commitment 
to sectarian systems on the part of staff members or 
visitors."

Back to Message #2: “After reading Message #5,
29
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then re-read i i *
And then: “Turn off the light and meditate again 

for 15 minutes. Watch how your mind keeps interrupt
ing.”

Okay. I'll really try this time. Let’s see. . . . I’m on 
a David Susskind-type TV panel-discussion show, and 
for the whole two hours I don’t say a single word. I 
just sit there with an unknowing smile on my face. 
The next day everybody compliments me for my mar
velous restraint. Now, c’mon, that’s not getting rid of 
my goddam ego.

Message #2 tells me to turn on the light and read 
Message #4. which in turn tells me to spend ten min
utes reviewing my stereotyped methods of awareness. 
It’s weird—during the past ten years I’ve indulged in 
more introspection than anyone I know, and yet I can’t 
do it when a Message #4 is there telling me to. Maybe 
that’s one of my stereotyped methods of awareness.

Back to Message #2: “Wait serenely until you are 
contacted by a staff member. Be aware of your body, 
your flow of thoughts, your emotion. (You may be 
bored, or feel rejected, or irritated; you may be ex
cited, hopeful, etc.)”

What I am, Message #2, is hungry.
I sit there, serenely experiencing hunger, watching 

how my stomach keeps interrupting.
But the dinner is worth waiting for. Spaghetti and 

clams. We eat sitting on cushions, in various posi
tions, still silent except for bright sayings periodically 
projected at us over a loudspeaker. We all stop chewing, 
for instance, in order to hear an Aldous Huxley masti
cation maxim.

A pet monkey plays the piano for us. Untalented, 
perhaps, but at that particular moment the monkey has 
more identity than anyone else in the room.

Not being able to establish your credentials is like - 
being in a nudist camp of the soul.

The sheet music on the piano is Irving Berlin’s 
Cheek to Cheek. One would expect, rather, My De
fenses Arc Down by the same composer.

The silence is broken on Saturday morning.
The funny thing is, I have nothing to say. Not to 

anybody. I really enjoy silence. One poor man had left 
after 20 minutes of it. Cracked under the strain. On 
another occasion a guest departed at midnight. Just 
couldn’t stand all that silence.

Me, I already dread getting back to the city and 
people asking, “How was it?”

“Sorry, but I can’t talk about it; not allowed to.”
What a fantastic idea for a cocktail party. Just one 

rule: no talking—about anything—say, for the first 
three hours.

Ralph Metzner leads us in yoga exercises. My mind 
wanders. . . .  A woman once told me I was the second 
best she’d ever been to bed with; the best was a yogi 
who could get into positions I couldn’t. . . .  A friend 
told me he has been screwing his dog. I asked how he 
liked it. “Terrible,” he answered. “I have to get off 
her to kiss her.”

At breakfast Dick Alpert spins a story for us tour
ists about the history of the estate. He is a scrutable 
occidental.

Then Tim Leary plays the guru game as we engage 
in the “dangerous” part of the seminar—intellectual 
discussion. Someone is assigned to serve as a human
30

alarm clock, to call “Stop!”—and each time, whoever 
is speaking must halt for a short period of compulsory 
meditation.

Just like when there’s a commercial on the Johnny 
Carson show.

Leary talks about the biochemical process called im
printing with the same infectious passion that he 
claims he doesn’t believe anything he’s saying.

Nevertheless, I somehow manage to believe him later 
that day when he tells me I have an honest mind; I 
admit to him that my ego can’t help responding to the 
compliment.*

“Listen,” he reassures me, “anybody who tells you 
he’s transcended his ego. . . .”

As if in a grade B movie, a fire suddenly breaks out 
in another building on the grounds. It used to be a 
bowling alley. Leary rushes outside and starts filling a 
bucket with water. “Get pails and do what I’m doing,” 
he yells. “Somebody call the fire department!”

They arrive promptly, but Tim Leary has killed the 
flames without a moment’s meditation.

And, for all of us, Saturday evening dinner consists 
of turkey, cranberry sauce and residue of adrenalin.

That night, as a postscript to the floating sensation 
caused by stroboscopic lights, we are taken to the 
White Stag Tavern, and some of the guests join the 
local townspeople in dancing the frug. This must be 
what Message #8 referred to as indirect sex.

Stapled thighs . . .  my mind wanders again.
I once went to bed with a Playmate of the Month—

Miss March I think it was, or perhaps Miss April. I 
forget her exact month—but anyway, she was frigid, 
poor girl. Poetic injustice.

Hugh Hefner’s paid-for mansion and Timothy 
Leary’s borrowed mansion are much the same: Each 
is a complete world unto itself; each is inhabited by 
an “extended family”; each is headed by a negatively- 
publicized man who is warmly cared for by those who 
know him.

Hefner is an urban Thoreau. He spends the day, 
wearing ski pajamas and a pipe, drinking Pepsi-Cola 
and eating Dexedrine, dictating memos and writing his 
philosophy. He shows first-run feature films in his 
huge living-room every Sunday afternoon. He provides 
Thanksgiving dinner every year for all the homeless 
bunnies-in-residence. He plays host to his parents and 
the two children of his former and forever-only mar
riage. In his basement, there is a billiards room, a steam 
bath, and a swimming pool. Next to that is a garage 
containing a sleek roadster.

Hugh Hefner is really The Green Hornet.
Leary—wearing dungarees, sweater, and an expres

sion of serenity occasionally betrayed by a cigarette— 
is a latterday Lamont Cranston; as The Shadow, he 
has learned what possibilities lurk in the 13-billion- 
celled mind of man, heh. heh heh. His Margo-equivalent 
is a tall blonde model from Sweden who has been grac
ing yogurt ads in the United States. They marry this 
menth at the local Episcopalian church. He is a widower 
with two children, but his family extends into the 
hundreds, and many of them make his Thanksgiving 
scene. The marriage ceremony itself is merely a neces
sary social game, like paying your income taxes.

Last month, Leary and Alpert did a lecture series on 
the West coast. At the University of California in 
Berkeley, an official announcement that only the dis-

Th« Realist
http://www.ep.tc/realist
THE REALIST ARCHIVE PROJECT

http://www.ep.tc/realist/5S
http://www.ep.tc/realist


The REALIST Issu e Number 55 - D ec 1964 - P a ge  31 
scans of this entire issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/realist/S5

tribution of “informative” literature as opposed to 
“persuasive” literature would be permitted on univer
sity property, led to the Free Speech Controversy with 
a couple of thousand students protesting the ban, a 
threat of billy clubs literally hanging over their heads. 
Leary feels that such demonstrations play right onto 
the game-boards of administration and police, and that 
the students would shake up the establishment much 
more if they could just stay in their rooms changing 
their nervous systems.

These consciousness-expansion people are filled with 
the humor of love . . . but beware of the panacea.

“The eternal problem of the human being is how to 
structure his waking hours,” Dr. Berne wrote in Games 
People Play. “In this existential sense, the function of 
all social living is to lend mutual assistance for this 
project.”

Tim Leary is in the ecstasy business for fun and 
non-profit. Utopia-wise, he would like everyone to share 
his enthusiasm for being. It is quite possible, however, 
that in the very process of escaping from the trap of 
external institutions, a religion of the internal is being 
developed.

The family that takes LSD together stays together.
Meanwhile, drugless in Gaza, this particular Week

end-Guest Game is over—save for a night of experi
ential sleep, breakfast, a summing-up discussion, lunch, 
camp songs, plans for a Spring Reunion, and the award
ing of ego-transcendence pennants—and then the time 
spent here will no longer exist.

Driving back, Dick Alpert remarks that he must re
member to send the Millbrook Roundtable a nice letter 
about the volunteer firemen.

He’s playing the community relations game.

There's a Future in Your Ford
Advertisers have been criticized for not giving Negro 

athletes, as well as white athletes, the opportunity to 
pick up side income on testimonials. Having seen the 
self-conscious self-congratulation of a first attempt to 
integrate this sort of commercial, I begin to understand 
their problem.

A commercial shows Jimmy Orr (white) and Lenny 
Moore (black) of the Baltimore Colts going off in their 
new Ford for a road trip. This seems fine, on the sur
face. Ford is being socially conscious by using a Negro 
in the commercial and at the same time not being eco
nomically foolhardy enough to depend on just a Negro 
to sell their cars. Good conventional logic.

But then the problems start creeping in. They’re 
driving off together in the same car—does this mean 
that Ford supports integration all the way? We can 
only assume that no one thought of using separate but 
equal Fords. And how about the fact that they’re going 
off on a road trip together? Does this imply that they’re 
roommates? Does this mean that Ford supports that?

Orr is driving, and Moore is sitting beside him. Does 
this mean that Orr is in control—“in the driver’s seat” 
—through a subtle symbolic touch? White supremacy? 
Or is Orr acting as a chauffeur, and is Moore in con
trol? Black supremacy? Finally, how about the two 
unidentified whites sitting in the back seat of the Ford 
. .. Chaperones?

—Tad Richards

December. 1964
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Things o f the Month
Unwarranted Assumption of the Month

From TV and Movie Screen magazine:
“Ecstatic though frightened that first wedding day, 

Jackie [KennedyJ had stood for hours graciously 
shaking hands with her eight-hundred invited guests, 
yearning for yet dreading the moment she would be 
alone with her husband. . . . But the gorgeous, tradi
tional white wedding gown . . . could happen only once 
and the next time Jackie marries all will be quite dif
ferent. This time she will be a poised, radiantly happy, 
more sophisticated bride, glowing with the knowledge 
of married love, eager to share once again the delights 
of the body, mind and spirit. . . .”
Schmuck of the Month

Liberal
Vice-President-elect Hubert H. Humphrey: “John 

Kennedy loved Ohio more than any other state gxcept 
his beloved Massachusetts. Yet he lost this state in 
1960. I want you, in honor o f our late President, to go 
to work between now and November 3rd. Vote—and 
send the message so that John Kennedy in Heaven will 
know we won.”

Conservative
Senator-elect George Murphy: “You have to remem

ber that Americans can’t do that kind of work [for 
fruit and vegetable farmers!. It’s too hard. Mexicans 
are really good at that. They are built low to the ground, 
you see, so it is easier for them to stoop.”
Circumstantial Evidence of the Month

A piece of 17-year-old Ronald Harley’s tongue was 
submitted as evidence in Bronx Criminal Court in sup
port of charges that he had been bitten by a woman 
who accused him of attacking, assaulting and robbing 
her. Harley’s tongue was reportedly bitten off at the 
end by Mrs. Dorothy Wilson, 37, when he allegedly 
kissed her in an elevator. He was seized and arrested 
when he sought treatment at Bronx Hospital, and held 
in $5,000 bail on charges of rape, assault and robbery.

The Negro Revolution
"When I was a boy Stepin Fetch it was the only 

Negro actor who worked regularly in the movies. . . . 
The fashion changes, but I sometimes think that 
Malcolm X and, to a degree even James Baldwin, are 
o«r Stepin Fetchits.” —Murray Kcmpton

The New Republic
"On hand, too [as ‘strategy advisor* at Cassius 

Clay’s training camp in Boston], is Stepin Fetchit. 
He is a withered replica of his movie comedian self, 
and he gets a laugh when he calls himself ‘the Sammy 
Davis, Jr. of the stone age.* He still moves in that 
old fumbling, stumbling manner, waving his arms and 
speaking slowly in his drawling, high-pitched voice. 
His presence seems incongruous considering his ser
vile movie roles. The thought strikes you it must be 
a stinging symbol to the stolid Muslim watchdogs on 
hand whose credo is black supremacy.”

—Oscar Fraley
Winnipeg Free Press
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CAMPIER THAN
M A R D l G R A S .....M O R E
S E N S I T IV E  T H A N  A  
BROADWAY PLAYWRIGHT.... 
A B L E  TO  M O U N T  YOUNG 
BOYSJLN A SINGLE BOUND.

UP IN THE Y M C A -  
1S I f  A' P IN G TO N G  PLAYER? 
IS IT A  CHESS ENTHUSIAST?
NO-IT'S PA G /A A N  U!

FAGMAffS SECRET lOEIVTITY IS NONE 
OTHER THAN CLA RK  BARR, MEEK 
AND MILD-MANNERED HAIRDRESSER
DID YOU HEAR THEToh. MY GOODNESS! 
LATEST? A PRESI^I HOPE HE HASN'T* 
PENTIAL AIDE #BLOWNTHE ELECTION 
BLAHBLAH ARRESW) WILL YOU EXCUSE

M E A N W H IL E  THERE ARE REPERCUSSIONS 
OF  THE S C A N D A L  AR O U N b THE W ORLD. |

MWYOM!(%
% tU

U RAO  TD FIRE- J A C K IE \  
AAASON...RIGHT ON TV HE J 
SA ID , "...S O  HEPE'S A  ti >  

LF| N & 6 R  F O R  YOU, E P  -  

HE M ADE A N  <  
X lN D E C E N T  G ESTURE.

M OSCOW /*JUSTm uy u y r K f 3ECAUSE ,
KISSED CASTRO THEY 

DIDN'T HAVE
f r o  l a b e l  
ME A 
DANGEROUS 
SECURITY 

RISK!

POAAA7 /the ecumenical n v /rtc/J council h as 5
.VOTED TO SHIFT 

BLAME FOR *
CRUCIFIXION 

FROM THE r "  
JEWS TO L. 
THE QUEERS.

G6NTLEAAEN, YOU MAY BE WONDERING WHY I'VE CALLED THIS MEETING. WE'VE GOT 
>TO COUNTERACT THE NEGATIVE PUBLIC IMAGE OF THE DEMOCRATIC ADMINISTRATION 
OR A LOT OF PREVIOUSLY UNCOMMITTED VOTERS WILL SWITCH TO GOLDWATER AS AN

UNCONSCIOUS EFFORT TO ASSERT IHeiK MASCULINITY. NOW HERE'S MY PUN—
IN PRIVATE LIFE, MANY OF US WORK IN COMMUNICATIONS. WE MUST GET THE TRUTH ACROSS TO THE ELECTORATE—IT IS HETEROSEXUALS WHO ARE THE r e a l  s e c u r i t y  
RISKS: THE FBI IS INVESTIGATING RUSSIA'S USE OF WOMEN TO LURE VITAL INFORMATION FROM U-S. EMPLOYEES-THE RECENT SOKOLOV CASE, FOR EXAMPLE, WE DEVIANTS WOULD,
naturally; be t n im u n c  t o  su ch  p r e s s u s c ,

y k n ig lfta  
O f l(ip 
fotla-y.

AS ALWAYS THOUGH, RAGMAN'S PLAN PAILS TO 
MATERIALIZE. BUT CLARK BARR REALIZES THAT ALL IS NOT LOST AS HE LISTENS INTENTLY 
BACK AT THE BEAUTY SHOPPE.,..

t^NONCSTLY, TOON'r VNOVvJO^YoORSC/dimHS MAY
WHY THEY WANTED M R .f BE OUT EOT SPECTATOR

WHITE HOUSE, I MEANTaMERICAN WOULD TURN HIS 
AFTER ALL, THE WHOLE/ M
COO/VTffy KNOWS OF\
HIS CONDUCT N0W-SO C 
WHO COULD POSSIBLY/ Vf ,7>'

BLACKMAIL H IM ?

A W  SO ,
A F E W  
INFERS 
LATER /N 
W ASH//W O  -  
TON, D.C...

MR. PRESIDENT,
I'M FROM O N E  
MAGAZINE OR 
AN OTHER , /IMP 
I WAS WONDER
ING IF YOU'D 
CARE TO SPECULATE AS TO THE REASON FOR 

YOUR VICTORY ON

YES, CERTAINLY., 
I'D SAY IT WAS < 

DIRECT RESULT 
O P  G A Y  B A C K L A S H ,

y
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