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Genetic Faux Pas The Kennedy Body Snatchers
by Harvey L. Bilker

— .--------— o  __________ _________ ______ __
by Harold Feldman

In the solarium of a Philadelphia hospital, at four 
o’clock in the morning, a young man nervously pressed 
out his seventy-third cigarette and slumped down 
further in a red-leather seat. Haggardly, with blurred 
vision, he watched a white-clad physician emerge from 
a pair of swinging double doors.

The doctor halted, pulled the mask from his face, 
and snapped off one rubber glove.

The fatigued, nicotine-smelling man—wearing the 
classic expression of a father-to-be—stood shakily, ap
proached the doctor, and looked tensely into his eyes. 
“Is it a boy?” he asked.

The doctor snapped off the other glove. “No.”
The young man exhaled, smiled proudly, and became 

lost in ecstatic oblivion. “Then it’s a girl. . . .”
His forearm crooked, the doctor quietly wiped per

spiration from his forehead. “No.”
The young man jolted his eyes back to the obste

trician, his mouth opened to speak. Rut no sound issued 
forth. He tried again, hearing his own voice, faint 
and unfamiliar, ask between swallows, “Then . . . then 
what is it. . .?”

The doctor, embarrassed, scratched his head and 
moved his eyebrows together. “I don’t know.”

At the same hour, in a New York hospital, another 
couple—unrelated to the Philadelphia parents—under
went a similar experience. The puzzled intern who 
made the delivery, when questioned about the unusual 
event by the nurses present in the emergency operating 
room, gave a loud, superior guffaw, as if to point out 
their naivete. He suggested, smirking, that they 

(Continued on Page 20)

The evidence is not yet all in, but the crime of mur
der may have been followed by a kidnapping in Dallas 
on November 23rd, 1963.

For a tiny coalition of bureaucrats and bodyguards 
to snatch President Kennedy’s body out of Dallas, be
yond the county which was holding a man for his mur
der, was almost certainly a crime. Literally, a crime. 
The Warren Commission, however, took no notice of 
the blatant appearances of such a crime. Instead, it 
offered a justification that must remind anyone of J’ack 
Ruby’s eloquent defense—It was for Jackie ami the 
kids! The Warren Report states:

After the President was pronounced dead, O’Donnell tried 
to persuade Mrs. Kennedy to leave the area, but she re
fused. She said that she intended to stay with her hus
band. A casket was obtained and the President’s body 
was prepared for removal.
We shall see that Kenneth O’Donnell, special assistant 

to President Kennedy, and his associates did something 
that Jack Ruby did not do. Ruby did not make Mrs. 
Kennedy responsible for his offense.

Mrs. Kennedy stood outside the emergency room 
where the Parkland Hospital physicians stretched their 
resources to the limit to save the President who was, 
to all intents and purposes, dead on arrival.

She kept walking in and out of the room. From time 
to time, she would sit on a folding chair outside the 
emergency room door, trying to get her thoughts and 
feelings in order. She refused the suggestion of a seda
tive. Her clothes were spattered with the blood and 
brains of her husband. She refused to change her 
clothing.

(Continued on Page 10)
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| Some Facts About^Ihe War in Vietnam
Everyone knows there is a mess in 

Vietnam. But there arc some things 
about Vietnam you may not know. The 
facts stated herein can also be found in 
The New York Times, Business Week, 
the Washington Post, the Congression
al Record and other reliable sources.

You have heard about the tragic 
deaths of over 200 Americans in Viet
nam. But it is also a fact that since 
1961 more than 79,000 Vietnamese men, 
women and children have been killed 
in the war.

You have heard that the U.S. is in 
Vietnam to protect the people from 
Chinese Communist aggression. But it 
is a fact that no Chinese troops have 
been found in South Vietnam. The only 
foreigners fighting in Vietnam are 
Americans.

You have hoard that the . U.S. is in 
South Vietnam to protect democracy. 
But the South Vietnamese government 
is not democratic. There has never been 
a free election in South Vietnam.

The U.S. has said that massive sup
plies of weapons are sent from North 
Vietnam into South Vietnam to help 
the “Victcong” rebels. The fact is that 
more than 75% of the rebels’ weapons 
are made in the U.S. and captured from 
the U.S.-backed troops of the Saigon 
government. Only a handful of Chinese 
weapons have been found in South Viet
nam.

The U.S. says the “Vietcong” are 
Communists. The fact is that most of 
the “Vietcong” are not Communists. 
They have followed Communist leader
ship because the Communists led the 
fight against the Japanese invaders in 
World War II; later, they led the fight 
against the French attempt at recoloni
zation after World War II.

The “Vietcong” are fighting now 
against the “official government” in 
Saigon because it is a dictatorship op
posed by most of the people, and be
cause it has not provided honest gov
ernment or desperately needed reforms. 
The “Vietcong” are fighting against 
the U.S. because we back the Saigon 
government, and because they want.us 
to get out of Vietnam. The “Vietcong” 
are fighting for the independence of 
South Vietnam from all foreign powers.

The stated reason for U.S. interven
tion is to prevent the spread of Chinese 
Communism into Southeast Asia. North 
Vietnam and the “Vietcong” rebels, 
while pro-Communist, have been inde
pendent—and they want to stay inde
pendent. Every day the war goes on 
and every act that extends it increase 
the chance that Chinese armies and 
Chinese influence will move south.

If the civil war in South Vietnam is 
expanded, as the Korean war was, it is 
almost sure that the Chinese will join 
the fight, and will end up dominating
z

Vietnam as they do North Korea.
The government in Saigon loves the 

U.S.—it would collapse without our 
help. But most of the people hate us. 
Why? Because they have suffered 
greatly from the way the war has been 
fought—with U.S. made weapons, and 
the help of U.S. soldiers.

Napalm bombs (jellied gasoline fire 
bombs) have been dropped on villages 
because there might be rebels there.

River boats have been machine-gun
ned because they might be carrying 
ammunition for the “Vietcong.”

Poison chemicals have been sprayed 
on rice fields to starve the “Vietcong” 
guerrillas.

Many rebels have been killed by such 
means. But so have thousands of ordi
nary people, many of them children.

To keep the farmers from giving help 
to the “Vietcong,” the South Victna-
/  \

This article is reprinted from a leaf
let which is available, 100 for $1, from 
the War Kesisters League, 5 Beckman 
St., New York 3$. N. Y.
\______________________________ /
mese army, with U.S. support, has 
burned villages, and herded the people 
at gun point into crowded camps be
hind bai'bed wire.

You have heard that the “Vietcong” 
are aided by the ordinary people in 
South Vietnam only because they have 
terrorized the countryside. It is true 
that both sides in this civil war have 
done things which are terribly wrong. 
The “Vietcong” torture village officials 
sent in by the Saigon government— 
just as the “official” army tortures 
“Vietcong” captives. But the “Viet
cong” have the support of many people 
in Vietnam because they carry out land 
reform for poor farmers, and provide 
medicine and education for the vil
lagers.

Some military experts urge the U.S. 
to bomb North Vietnam. But there is 
no proof that Noi*th Vietnam troops 
are in the South or that significant 
amounts of supplies or guns come from 
the North. The rebellion began in the 
South and it will continue, even if 
North Vietnam is destroyed. Bombing 
North Vietnam will kill more people, 
but it will not stop the drive for inde
pendence in South Vietnam.

The Saigon government has over 
600,000 well-armed men in its army and 
police force. It has a strong air force, 
a navy, 20,000 American “advisors,” 
and billions of dollars in American aid. 
yet they keep losing. It is because they 
don’t have the support of the people.

The l'ebels will probably win whether 
the U.S. stays or leaves. They already 
control most of the country outside the 
major cities. If they win, it will be be

cause the people of South Vietnam 
want them to win. The rebels have less 
than 100,000 “soldiers,” many of them 
part time. They must capture their 
weapons from the government forces.
They must depend on the people for 
food' and shelter. They have no navy, 
no air force, and very little outside help 
—except moral support. Yet they have 
been winning steadily.

If the Communists were to take over, 
what is there, really, that they could 
do that we have not already done?

Torture? We have permitted that.
Concentration camps? We have ap

proved of them and have helped build 
them.

Mass killing? We have been doing 
that since 1961.

Dictatorship? We have condoned and 
supported dictators and have never per
mitted a free election.

At the point where all moral differ
ences between ourselves and the Com
munists are gone, we should get out.

As American citizens we are ashamed 
of what our government is doing in 
Vietnam. We protested the crime of 
Russians killing Hungarians; we pro
tested the crime of French killing Al
gerians. We now protest against United 
States actions in Vietnam—they, too, 
are a crime.

We call on President Johnson:
1. To declare an immediate cease fire 

on the part of American forces in South 
Vietnam, followed by their earliest pos
sible withdrawal.

2. To immediately call a conference 
of all nations concerned with South 
Vietnam, including mainland China.
This conference should:
• Arrange prompt shipment of food, 
medical supplies and other equipment 
needed for a program of relief for the 
people of South Vietnam. This should 
be done through neutrals.
• Insure free elections in South Viet
nam that will make possible a truly in
dependent and neutral government, not 
controlled by either China or the U.S.
• Seek an international agreement to 
insure that South Vietnam and the rest 
of Indochina will be freed from mili
tary intervention by the United States,
China, the Soviet Union, or any other 
nation.

All of us are involved in the guilt for 
what is being done in Vietnam. Our 
military men help drop bombs. Our 
taxes pay for them. Our silence makes 
this tragedy possible. Some young men 
feel so deeply on this issue that they 
are refusing to serve in the armed 
forces. Joan Baez, the folksinger, and 
hundreds of other people have refused 
to pay income taxes as a protest.

What can you do? Remember that 
while you read this, bombs fall in South 
Vietnam. Young men are being tor
tured. Write your congressman today.
Write President Johnson. Write to the 
editor of your newspaper. Demand the 
end of U.S. military intervention, and 
the beginning of negotiation for peace.
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Space Toys for Kids?
by Larry W. Bryant

“Just turn ray chamber for Alpha. Beta or Gamma 
ray. Fission Speed Regulators. Tele-Radar Sight. Neu
tron Release. Electronic Converter. Sonic Ray.”

Is this space-age jargon referring to the latest brand 
of communications satellites, nuclear reactors, or anti
missile missiles? Hardly.

But if your son or daughter is caught up in the latest 
toy passion, grab your space helmet and take cover! 
For those impressive terms apply to an equally impres
sive example of our toy industry’s ingenuity (or lack 
of it, depending on your point of view). In this case, 
the invention is the “Outer Space Ray Gun,” marketed 
by Tim-Mee Toys, Inc., Aurora, 111.

“It’s ‘Super Sonic, with built-in Buzzer Signal— 
shoots Alpha-Beta-Gamma Rays,” proclaims Tim-Mee 
on the pistol’s box. Naturally, it’s made of colorful plas
tic, and (not so naturally) “can be used as flashlight.” 
This space gun, unlike most of its competitors, also 
can be used to transmit Morse Code, making it a fairly 
innocuous device compared to some I've seen.

Coes the advent of armed interplanetary rockets, 
space guns, and ray guns into the toy-weapons market 
portend the day when we on the planet Earth ourselves 
will become the armed invaders of outer space? Do 
these toys form a breeding ground for violent attitudes 
in our youth?

These questions, I have found, have no easy solutions. 
It seems that we do not know yet the full extent of 
toy space weapons’ psychological effects. Nevertheless, 
having spied upon the stocks of local toy counters and 
consulted with toy-gun manufacturers, psychiatrists, 
pacifist leaders, and other authorities interested in the 
problem, I have discovered some tentative answers.

The dime store labels the new breed of “war toys” 
(as the pacifists call them) with such names as “Atomic 
Space Gun” and “Astro Scout.” The kid next door 
compares his just-bought model with his “old fashioned” 
.45 cal. Army pistol and marvels at the colored lights 
and way-out buzz of this addition to his space gun 
arsenal. Weeks later, the store gets a fresh, supply of 
even weirder portable space weaponry. .

Little Johnny down the street, who recently latched 
onto the “Astro Scout” (a plastic shooter which fires, 
one at a time, three plastic flying saucers 60 feet, 
vertically or horizontally), trades it off to big Billy, 
who has grown tired of his “Giant Saucers” gun, with 
its “New Pull-a-Gear Hand Launcher.” Johnny gloats 
over the “giant” model’s ability to “soar up to 100 feet,” 
and pores greedily over the “assembly instructions.” 
But Billy really didn’t want the Astro Scout for him
self—he’s going to pawn it to his next-door neighbor, 
Sally Ann, who has a new red-plastic, “Squirt Ray” 
water pistol shaped like a Buck Rogers spaceship; she 
wants to trade it only for an Astro Scout.

Then there is the “U.F.O. [Unidentified Flying Ob
jects—officialese for flying saucers] Patrol,” complete 
with telescopic sight, which is described by its maker
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(Park Plastics Co., Linden, N.J.) as a “palm-size 
launcher gun with two patrol saucers.” A more elab
orate version is Park’s “Satellite Interceptor,” a “dual
action launcher gun . . . press button and fire saucer, 
trigger fires dart aimed at flying saucer.”

For a mobile launching station, Park offers us thejr 
y “Jeep Missile Interceptor: Scale model combat Jeep 

with missile release mounted in rear. Flying Saucers 
launched by simple spring device . . . wind and launch.” 
Finally, from Park’s, we have the “Astro-Fleet,” whose 
only difference from the Astro-Scout (besides the high
er price) is that it shoots a “piloted” saucer.

What will Madison Avenue feed bur space-minded 
innocents with next: A red-white-and-blue Luger that 
spurts a pseudo-laser beam? As in our real-life missile 
business, these futuristic weapons o f the toy industry 
can become obsolete almost before they hit the market. 
They seem to symbolize not only the ability to kill, but 
also the reserve capacity to "overkill”—to disintegrate 
that imaginary target which is not a cowboy, an Indian, 
or a Nazi, but the omnipotent foe frem outer space, 
the “monster” from another world.

From another capitalizing firm—Palmer Plastics, 
Inc., Brooklyn, N.Y.—comes the (“Unbreakable”) “U.S. 
Space Probe Bombs (Shoots harmless paper caps),” 
which are billed as replicas of the Jupiter and Atlas 
missiles. Note the euphemistic term “space probe.” With 
the word “Bombs,” what Palmer ultimately implies is 
“space conquest.”

While casually exploring the toy-gun stand of a local 
5-10-25-cent store recently, I discovered a “Made in 
Japan” version of the Luger I mentioned earlier. Here 
our “Junior Spacemen” are offered a metallic “Space 
Super Jet Gun,” which is “friction-powered with spark
ing.” And its maker certifies: “Non-Toxic Colors—Safe 
—Harmless.”

Aimed at one consumer level is the so-called space 
helmet, a probable outgrowth of the TV Outer Limits 
science-fiction series. Whereas the space gun exploits 
the hostilities of its clientele more than their fears, the 
space helmet exploits primarily their fears. What a 
combination!

Our curious children are offered a space helmet put 
out by Remco Industries, Inc., Harrison, N.J., which 
calls itself “Hamilton’s Invaders” and which pictures a 
gruesome “space bug” on the container, with the label 
“Monster; Science Fiction.” It was Remco’s president, 
Saul Robbins, who. at the 1964 American Toy Fair, 
contended that there has been no evidence that gun 
toys instigate crime among their owners.

Although the Outer Limits series has tended to por
tray its spacemen or monsters as the “good guys” (in
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contrast to most of Hollywood’s earlier science-fiction 
movies), there is no indication on the space helmet’s 
container that the "Hamilton’s Invaders” represent 
peaceful entities.

In fact, Renico also offers in its space arsenal "The 
Battle o f the Giants (Horrible Hamilton |a multi
colored beetle sporting a stringy hump on its back], 
Torpedo Tank, and six Defenders [Earthlings]).” Here, 
in Remco’s own words, we may have the epitome of 
the psychology of toy space weaponry; the monster- 
image conjured up by Remco’s ad writer could actually 
foster the sociological phenomena o f mass panic and 
mob violence:

Out of the eerie, unknown world o f Science Fiction 
stalks Horrible Hamilton, eyes a fiery red, antennae 
a-quivver . . . spine-chilling, thrilling. At the tug of a 
lanyard, this giant insect leader of the Invaders ad
vances menacingly upon the “earth.” He lumbers and 
lurches blindly ahead. His jaws actually close on the 
poor Defenders—bringing squeals o f pretended terror 
from every youngster who watches, delightedly breath
less and disbelieving. Quickly, the 6 Defenders are 
brought into play—strategically spotted to halt the in
vasion. Then the foot-long electric torpedo tank goes into 
action. Beneath the transparent hatch, the driver sits. 
Two torpedos snake forward 20 feet. And so the game 
goes on, for hour on hour of out-of-this-world adventure! 
Horrible Hamilton spring-motorized — no batteries 
needed.
Why does the kid next door, or your own boy or girl 

for that matter, choose from these futuristic’ toys in
stead o f the conventional toy weapons [see issue #48]?

First, there was the bow and arrow and the rifle; 
then the torpedo and the fighter plane; now the missile 
and the space gun. If this is a natural and inevitable 
progression o f weaponry down through the ages, it is 
because of one psychological fact: Man seeks pleasure 
and avoids pain. Thus he is required, when confronted 
by a competitor, to develop new weaponry either for 
furthering or for protecting his pleasure quest.

I f his competitor is an Earthly non-human, fine; for 
the dumb animal, of course, cannot match Man’s manu
facturing skills. But if the non-human happens to be 
a sapient creature from outer space, Man is seized by 
fear that his conventional weapons will be inadequate 
to maintain his security.

The Earthling now convinces himself that he should 
avoid being pained by the possible natural superiority 
of the spaceman. Hence, Man’s development of the 
neutron (“death ray”) bomb, the laser beam, and, 
possibly, the ultra-toxic gas spray gun. The toy repre
sentation o f such weapons probably signifies subcon
scious transmission o f the adult’s space-war phobia 
into the child’s other-wise carefree existence.

Expressing his opinion as to why these new toys 
appeal to our youth, Dr. R. Leo Sprinkle, a Guidance 
Education professor at the University of Wyoming, 
states, in a letter to me:

I see the ray guns, etc., as an extension of the “cow
boys and Indians” and "cops and robbers” of the era 
in which I grew up. If they are related to extraterres
trial creatures, I believe it is more of a reaction to fear 
of the unknown—rather than as a positive step to be
come warlike.

I may be overly optimistic, but I believe that human 
violence is based more upon ignorance than upon perver-

4

sity or cruelty. I hope that further knowledge of other 
planets will prepare for the day when mankind is intro
duced officially to other civilizations.
Recently, while grocery shopping with my 8-year-old 

son. I realized that the toy space-gun makers have 
finally seized upon the most obvious means of adver
tising their wares directly to our youth. Upon arriving 
at the cereal counter, my son started scanning the 
colorful boxes strictly to ferret out the latest sales 
gimmick. His selection was “Frosty-O’s,” not because 
he had eaten some in the past, or had heard how 
delicious they were, but because of the “Giant Flying 
Saucer Offer” emblazoned over the entire back side of 
the box. Yes, it was Park Pjastics’ product with the 
“Pull-a-Gear Hand Launcher.”

Here is how the “Frosty-O’s” ad prescribed two uses 
o f “Giant Saucers”:

“(1) Space Duel. First player launches saucer.
Then other player tries to knock it down with one of 
his own.

“(2) On Target. Stand 10 steps from a target and 
see how many times you can hit it in 10 tries. (Sug
gested targets: trees, telephone poles, fences.)”
If it is true, as some observers have said, that 80 

to 90% of all toy guns sold are bought for the small 
fry by their parents, then we may blame the adult 
for the demand for as well as the supply of the weapons.

The toy-gun manufacturers claim they market only 
what appears to them to be in public demand, whether 
it be a Davy Crockett musket or a Titan ICBM. We the 
adult population create the demand via our addiction 
to violence, this addiction being portrayed profusely in 
the various communications media. Real space weapons 
themselves (such as the satellite-bomb interceptor, the 
death-ray bomb and the laser-beam rifle), therefore, 
may be simply the reflection o f our violent attitude 
toward the unknown dangers supposedly lurking in 
outer space.

The tragic part o f this is that the toy space weapons, 
if  not also the real ones, along with the communica
tions media, can seduce youth into the violent posture 
we the adults have assumed.

I wrote to the Director o f the U.S. National Institute 
o f Mental Health, posing the question of whether the 
space-gun toys do in fact symbolize a space-war neu
rosis in our society. The Director’s information officer,
Ed Long, replied as follow s:

Although there is an increasing amount of psychologi
cal research into factors influencing man’s aggressions 
and hostilities, there has been little investigation into the 
influence of toys of any kind.

Very close to this, however, there has been a rising 
concern, along with a rising number of investigations 
supported by the Department of Health, Education, and 
Welfare, over the possible influence of comic books, mo
tion pictures, and television on abnormal development and 
delinquency among children. Although investigations have 
shown that crime and violence depicted through these 
media can influence child behavior, there have been no 
conclusive demonstrations as to what extent these in
fluences may be detrimental to normal development.
When I canvassed several o f the larger organizations 

representing the 100,000-odd pacifists in our country, 
however, I found the consensus to be that, as Rev. R. 
Franklin Terry, an official of the Methodist Peace
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Fellowship, put it, “the distribution o f toy weapons of 
any kind does tend to foster the notion o f armed con
flict in the minds o f our children.”

One o f the strongest pacifist positions is the one 
taken by Victor H. Gavel, president o f the Baptist 
Peace Fellowship, which is affiliated with the 13,000- 
member Fellowship o f Reconciliation:

As I feel the use of any type of gun, pistol, rifle, etc., 
as toys in the hands of children to be extremely detri
mental to the growth toward the idea of world peace, or 
peace as Jesus taught it, so I feel that the use of space 
guns of whatever sort would in a like manner develop a 
feeling of hostility toward any possible life on other 
planets.
Mr. Gavel’s opinion is in keeping, no doubt, with the 

fact that in rearing his two sons and three daughters 
“we never had a gun or any shooting equipment in 
our home.” One of his sons, for that matter, was a 
conscientious objector.

But not so critical as Mr. Gavel is the secretary- 
treasurer of the Lutheran Peace Fellowship, Rev. Lloyd 
A. Berg:

Personally, I should think that the matter of toy “space 
guns” would most essentially be a branch of the whole 
question o f making toys out of lethal weapons. I tend to 
react negatively to this whole idea, but I know there are 
sincere peace-oriented psychologists who rather believe 
such toys provide a healthy and relatively harmless out
let for anger and aggressiveness.
One such psychologist may be Dr. Stanley B. Williams, 

chairman of the psychology department of the College 
o f William and Mary, Williamsburg, Va. For Dr. 
Williams wrote me:

It is clear that the effect of any one experience de
pends on the context of related experiences, hence a toy 
gun may or may not instigate hostility, depending on 
parents’ attitudes, etc.
In the educated opinion of another Virginia psychol

ogist, Dr. Donald P. Ogdon, of Norfolk’s Old Dominion 
College:

It is possible that toy weapons of any sort may serve 
as relatively harmless objects through which general feel
ings of frustration and hostility may be drained off, but 
this may be at the expense of possibly creating negative 
attitudes toward extraterrestrial creatures.

Although I can’t see how space guns, etc., do children 
any particular good. I do not feel that the likelihood of 
developing long lasting negative attitudes of this sort is 
very probable. For instance, despite my early years of 
“cowboys and Indians,” I do not now harbor negative 
attitudes toward Indians. Do you?
Perhaps one might estimate the probability o f this 

negative-attitude development by reviewing still an
other example o f our war-toy technology: The “Astro 
Ray . . . Space-Age Gun for the Space Ace” is marketed 
as a “Flashlight Target Gun” by its maker, Ohio Art 
Co., Bryan, Ohio. It competes with Tim-Mee Toys’ 
brand in that it is capable o f shooting six rubber-tip 
darts at an accompanying metal target board. The 
board projects the planets of our solar system as the 
numbered targets.

Let’s try to answer Dr. Ogdon’s question by turning 
to a group which claims to be “innovator, catalyst, 
gadfly” among united pacifists—the 50-year-old Fellow-
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ship of Reconciliation itself, spoken for by Acting 
Executive Secretary Glenn E. Smiley:

I suppose our only hope in this matter is the fact that 
children seem to be able to survive the most ghastly in
fluence on their lives. As a pacifist I recall distinctly 
playing with toy weapons, lining sticks up in trenches 
and “killing” them by throwing rocks at them. Of course 
my childhood days were spent during the First World 
War or in the years immediately following it. I was also 
taught “the manly art of self defense" by my father and 
hunted as a child for small game on my father's planta
tion.

It is encouraging to me to realize that all of this ex
perience had very little effect upon me although I real
ized at the same time that in my childhood the whole 
society was not violent in kind as is ours. We did not have 
television, the toy weapons were not as attractive nor as 
curiousity-encouraging as are the slick toys of today.
Mr. Smiley’s reminiscence reminds me of one of my 

own childhood pastimes: buildingstick-and-stone houses 
in order to blow them apart with “harmless” fire
crackers which I imagined as blockbusters. Now my 
own boy is doing the same thing with the more sophisti
cated “Space Probe Bombs.”

But in contrast, another pacifist leader has an almost 
apathetic view of the problem. David McRcynolds, field 
secretary of the War Resisters League, writes:

I suppose someone might seriously get concerned with 
the dangers of toy space weapons lo interplanetary peace. 
If so. we really can’t be of any help. I don’t think any of 
our members are losing sleep on the matter.
Probably the most militant response to the emergence 

o f space-age toy weapons is voiced in a recent issue of 
Peace Education Newsletter, published by the New 
York-based Women’s Strike for Peace. This contribution 
from the feminine approach to pacifism seems to take 
issue with the indecision o f the psychologists and the 
lethargy of the male-dominated War Resisters:

As you mothers have probably observed, the time- 
honored games of cops and robbers or cowboys and In
dians have given way to mock guerilla warfare with very 
sophisticated and very violent death-dealing weapons. The 
TV blasts away with commercials showing children 
throwing grenades, pilots dropping bombs on cities, Po
laris subs firing missiles—even the boy-child’s favorite 
toy train now comes equipped with missiles.

Most parents have anxiety when they first see their 
tiny one point a toy gun and shout, “Bang, you’re dead” 
. . .  or, “I’ll shoot you.” They question the authorities 
(the teacher, the nursery school educator, the doctor, the 
psychologist, etc.), and, of course, they have been quietly 
reassured that this action reflects the natural hostility 
in the child, that it is part of his natural developmental 
process. The seeming violence means different things to 
the child; they [the authorities] say it is his way of over
coming fears and dealing with his own hostility.

This popular theory may still be useful, although there 
is increasing disagreement by professionals in the be
havioral sciences about the meaning of these actions. How
ever, even if one assumes that the theory is correct, is our 
way of dealing with this behavior pattern right? When 
the tot lifts his tiny finger to kill his inner or outer fears, 
should we put a grenade in it . . . an atomic bomb? Are 
not weapons of total extermination already too horrible 
for many adults to comprehend, too .horrible for children 
as well? Do we not actually interfere with his natural 
efforts to deal with his anxiety at his own level? In fairy
tales or cowboy battles he can easily distinguish between 
play and reality, but how can you help a child pretend
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that bombs and missiles aren't real when he hears news 
reports and adult discussion to the contrary?
Psychology professor T. L. Engle, o f Indiana Uni

versity Fort Wayne Regional Campus, has considered 
“making a survey of toy stores and toy departments 
in order to measure the percentage o f space devoted 
to toys suggesting killing and the percentage o f toys 
suggesting peaceful occupations.”

Since his textbook, Psycholog)/: Its Principles and 
Applications, has become a standard in use by high- 
school psychology teachers across the nation, Dr. Engle 
may well be in a sound position to evaluate the signifi
cance of toy space weapons even though he is not a 
social psychologist “It is my opinion,” says he, “that 
war toys do have a very real and marked influence on 
the attitudes of children who will be the makers o f war 
in a few years. I wish that there were more toys sug
gesting the brotherhood of man and the values of 
peace.”

If the pacifists and peace-loving psychologists can 
and do remove the warlike toys from the market, what 
can be furnished as a replacement? Well, if the pro
duction of war tools is motivated largely by fear of the 
unknown, then we can dispel most o f this emotion by 
making toys more peacefully communicative and thus 
more constructive. The toys I have in mind can repre
sent togetherness arrived at through person-to-person 
communication and transportation. (We already have 
the toy telephone and truck, for instance.) We can still 
appeal to the adventurousness (and aggressiveness, 
since it needs an outlet) o f our children through the 
following space-weapons substitutes:

(1) A model radio astronomy kit.
(2) A mental-telepathy competition game.
(3) A teaching machine for the long-sought uni

versal language.
(4) A simulated perpetual-motion machine.
(5) A space-age gyroscope.
(6) A doll-size bathysphere.
(7) A space-medicine kit.

If the “flying saucer” is in fact a mode of transpor
tation used by non-Earthlings, then by all means let’s 
construct toy models of it—even flyable ones—as long 
as we abstain from depicting it primarily as a weapon. 
Granted that our space rockets are a form o f trans
portation; but it seems the toy makers emphasize the 
military or destructive potential o f these vehicles.

On the positive side, however, we have one manu
facturer that does not play up the military aspect of 
its replica o f the Army’s “Flying Platform”—namely, 
Sydney A. Tarrson Co., Chicago, 111.

Meantime, as the day approaches for face-to-face 
meetings with non-Earthlings, let not my little Johnny, 
your big Billy, our neighbor’s Sally Ann, or any other 
potential “space cadet” be swayed by propaganda of 
the space-weapon peddlers. If we cannot eliminate them 
entirely, we can at least reduce any of their war
mongering effect by continually exposing such osten
sibly harmless advertisements as the following:

Out of the swirling mists of the future comes the Ham
ilton Ray Gun. At the touch of the trigger—ZZZZ— 
sound waves penetrate, light rays dazzle! Four wildly 
colored beams are flicked at the foe. Change from one 
sizzling ray to another at the turn of the turret. All the 
weird wonders of Science Fiction in one harmless weapon.
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co-existing
by Saul Heller

■ —  —  -- -----  -----------  -

Strange Doings at the N.Y. Times
For frfee-flowing moral sentiment, The New York 

Times is hard to beat. It is unquestionably the fountain
head of journalistic morality in the United States. 
Whenever injustice, corruption or deceit raises its head 
a bit too high, or too long, it will find itself looking, 
like as not, into the disapproving eye of sober old 
inner-directed New York- Times.

And yet, once a year, The New York Times takes off 
its chastity belt, forgets all about its massive reputa
tion for veracity and integrity, and blithely exposes 
its good name to easy besmirchmcnt. This curious im
morality occurs on New Year’s Eve. At a time when 
less moral people are planning to start the New Year 
right, old moral Ironsides is starting it all wrong.

The Times visibly goes into flagrente delicto about 
10:30 p.m. on the night before New Year’s Day. Read
ers who buy the morning paper at that time can, 
wondrously enough, learn all about what happened at 
midnight— before it has happened. Here are some 
samples o f how Times reporters combine industry, 
prophetic ability and prevarication to score scoops over 
competitors who haven't the daring—or the gall—to do 
likewise:

Thousands of tourists and New Yorkers gathered in 
Times Square to watch the lighted ball come down atop 
the Allied Chemical Tower at midnight, and at 47th 
Street and Seventh Avenue hundreds of balloons were 
released as a 25-foot clock tolled 12. . . . Walking, more 
often than not, was the only way to get home for those 
without automobiles, as taxis were never more scarce.

—Corks Pop as City Greets New Year, 1/1/65, p. 1.
In the Summary and Index, same issue, a post-dated 

preview of Times Square at midnight is provided by 
the re-write man in charge o f cliches:

An estimated 200,000 bottles of champagne were open
ed, and Times Square at midnight once again looked as 
though a war had just ended.
In 1963, imaginative reporters were given longer 

tethers—or possibly more booze. On the last day of the 
year, 10:30 p.m. readers of The Times were treated to 
the following fiction flash, hot from the typewriter of 
a journalist who had crawled through The Times ma
chine, gaining more than an hour and a half in the 
process:

The traditional Times Square crowd began to gather 
early. By 11:10 p.m., the throngs of hom-blowcrs and 
whistle-looters were so great that the area was blocked 
off to motor traffic between 42nd and 47th Streets. More 
than 400 policemen were on duty to control the revelers, 
who paraded in blocs and watched the lighted ball on the 
flagpole atop the tower owned by the Allied Chemical 
Corporation. Its fall signaled the end of 196.1 and the be
ginning of 1964.

Forty-eight seconds before midnight a tolling bell— 
taped earlier and amplified by 300 watts of sound—echoed 
across the square, and the lighted ball began its slow 
drop on the flagpole while the throng cheered. When the
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ball reached the base of the pole its light went out and
a lighted sign blinked on to announce “1964.”

. . . Many of the celebrators were worried about the 
possibility of a transit strike and soon after midnight 
headed for the subways. By 12:25 a.m., the crowd had 
thinned so much that the square was opened again for 
t raflic.

—New Year Begins in Spirit of Revel, 1/1/64, p. 1.
On page 28 of the same issue, another diligent Times 

reporter with extra-sensory perception writes:
At midnight, as Guy Lombardo und his orchestra 

played “Auld Lang Syne,” the balloons were released 
and fell in a cascade of red, blue, green and yellow.

The revelers broke the balloons as they fell. The vol
leys all but drowned out the music. The tables in the 
Vanderbilt Avenue entrance were sparsely populated, and 
there affectionate couples welcomed 1964 with long em
braces.
One might expect The Times to realize that substan

tial numbers of people get the morning paper at 10:30 
p.m. the night before. Some of these readers aren’t 
too stoned, even on New Year’s Eve, to note the fabri
cations and tell other readers about them. Perspicacious 
Times executives must certainly be aware of the pos
sibility.

Apparently, The Times relies on its readers’ loyalty 
to protect it from consequences. Firm in its conviction 
that the 10:30 gang won’t peach, The Times goes on 
year after year, blandly inventing at least some of the 
news fit to print, no doubt rejecting fabrications unfit 
for publication.

Why does it do so? To scoop other papers? If this is 
the reason, why not scoop them on other news in just 
the same way? Come to think of it, maybe The Times 
does just this. We trust the estimable people who run 
it won’t be shocked at the suggestion, just as we 
aren’t appalled by the thought.

If any news item can be fabricated, any news item 
plus one can be treated the same way, and by the mathe
matical induction theorem, it is reasonable to assume 
that any news item plus any other number of news 
items are being manufactured. Perhaps the great news 
coverage o f which The Times is justly proud owes more 
than a trifle to this fruitful and innocuous technique.

We may, on the other hand, be all wrong in our as
sumptions. Maybe an eccentric Times executive is per
mitted, on just this one night, to indulge his penchant 
for prevarication, to make up for the dreary necessity 
of adhering to truths and half-truths the rest o f the 
year.

Or maybe the executive’s psychiatrist recommended 
the more business as a therapeutic measure, and under
standing and loyal 10:30 p.m. Times readers rally 
round on New Year’s Eve, buying up all or nearly all 
copies o f the morning paper and destroying them, to 
keep them out of enemy hands.

Interestingly enough, even while the pants o f The 
Times are down, and decent people are averting their 
eyes, the editorial page of the paper continues to pro
vide a message of uplift. We read this cleansing and 
regenerative prose, in a January 1st 1965 editorial:

In a sense, of course, each year is a new page, fresh and 
clean and yet to be written on, something like the meadow 
with a new-fallen snow, untracked and innocent. It in
vites hopes and dreams and better purposes. It is a new 
chance, another span of life to be lived.
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A mighty paper, old Times, with the best double 
standard in the country. Certain that employees won’t 
desert to a more moral competitor like the Daily News, 
sure that readers won’t deduce that telling untruths 
makes it untruthful, convinced that derelictions openly 
indulged in won’t be spotted by interested spectators, 
The Times is surely worthy of admiration, if only for 
its assurance.

More power to you, old Times, and long may you 
trample on that untracked, new-fallen snow. . . .

Brave New Cigarette-Advertising World
The cigarette advertising code that went into effect 

January 1st is obviously designed to keep government 
feet away from industry corns. This industry attempt 
to police itself will be a neat trick, if it comes off. A 
success here should make it plausible to ask narcotics 
executives next to regulate themselves in the public 
interest.

Uncle Sam probably doesn’t mind being taken off the 
hook. The government is quite content to go on de
nouncing smoking and subsidizing tobacco growers, 
continuing in the honorable tradition of schizophrenia. 
It has obviously been troubled by the demands for 
less impartial action that have been audible ever since 
the government discovered what the people had known 
all along: that smoking and cancer were linked.

But Uncle Sam has only himself to blame. The gov
ernment’s obligation to keep citizens in good taxpaying 
condition was elucidated by its own people—the Surgeon 
General's committee, which stated in its now famous 
report: “Cigarette smoking is a health hazard of suffi
cient importance in the United States to warrant 
appropriate remedial action.” Worrying over just what 
form such action might take has probably made cig
arette manufacturers too nervous to stop smoking.

The government also deserves our sympathy. Slowly 
being hoisted on its own petard, and fighting its better 
half furiously all the way, the government is on an 
unenviable hot spot. If it adopts effective anti-smoking 
measures, the government will not only antagonize 
some of the mightiest financial interests in the country 
— it is likely to reduce the Federal and State tax take 
to the level where other taxes will have to be raised. 
In New York State, for instance, cigarette tax revenues 
would have to decline less than five per cent annually to 
reduce state funds to just such a critical level.

These unpleasant consequences of Federal virtue 
could promote enough ingratitude among voters to 
bring a new Administration into power—one that 
would make less troublesome attempts to keep them 
healthy. The prospect is frightening enough to make it 
likely that cigarette manufacturers and their customers 
will go on thriving and ailing, respectively, without 
undue government interference.

Nevertheless, anti-smoking pressures have made some 
government action or pseudo-action unavoidable, and 
cigarette advertising is a target too important to be 
ignored.

Cigarette advertising, according to its enemies, 
stands between the cigarette smoker and his perception 
o f the facts about smoking. Said the Federal Trade 
Commission: “It would appear that the massive and 
increasing cigarette advertising has materially con
tributed to the sharp and continuous growth in cig-
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arette consumption (during recent years), in the face 
of the mounting evidence of the serious health hazard 
involved in smoking.”

Anti-smoking groups feel that the continued existence 
of cigarette advertising is viewed by smokers as an 
indication that “cigarettes can’t be that bad.” This 
is, at any rate, the conclusion that Dr. Daniel Horn, 
Assistant Chief fo r . Research of the government’s 
Cancer Control Program, has reached after interviews 
with many smokers. A study made by psychologists of 
Social Research, Inc. supports Dr. Horn’s conclusion. 
The study indicates, according to the psychologists, that 
“advertising makes cigarettes respectable and is thus 
reassuring.”

No study, however, offers any evidence that smokers 
would take the cure if cigarettes were made less re
spectable—say by banning or restricting cigarette 
advertising. During the last few years, cigarette ad
vertising has been restricted in England. Cigarettes 
have been subjected to all sorts of disrespectful and 
disparaging comments by English officials—even by 
those who have kept on smoking them—yet the English 
people’s consumption of cigarettes has gone up rather 
than down.

In any case, a ban on advertising is hardly practical 
in the U.S. The ban would probably be more incendiary 
than attempts to guarantee civil rights down South. 
Even if civil war could be postponed, safeguarding the 
life of any president who backed such a ban would be 
most difficult, unless we kept him in a vault. Attempts 
to undermine an eight billion dollar a year industry 
understandably generate annoyance.

Although a total ban on advertising is not likely, 
changes in the approach and content of tobacco ads 
have become inevitable. This means a return to the 
problem cigarette advertisers had in the beginning: 
what to say in the ads. Talk about the merits of his 
brand versus those of his competitors isn’t much of an 
approach. Experiments have indicated that blindfolded 
smokers are not only unable to distinguish one brand 
from another—they can’t even tell, if they are in a 
smoky room and don’t inhale, whether their cigarettes 
are lit. (Such experiments aren’t new. Shah Abbas of 
Persia had the water pipes of notables of his court 
filled with a new “tobacco” that brought rave comments 
from the delighted smokers. None of them recognized 
it was horse manure.)

Since there was nothing for them to play up in the 
realm of fact, the Madison Avenue gentry in days gone 
by turned to fiction for their selling points. Cigarettes 
were endowed with a variety of imaginary attributes. 
Older smokers were led to believe they would appear 
younger by smoking some particular brand of cigarettes. 
The same cigarettes, remarkably enough, made young 
people feel older. (The attributes were not entirely 
fictitious; there is a chemical in cigarette tobacco— 
acetaldehyde—which makes the skin leathery, and pro
duces the kind of aging likely to please neither young 
nor old.)

Health, white teeth, romance, sex, status and all 
sorts of other emotional goodies were associated wit1 
smoking particular brands of cigarettes. The theory 
was, smokers are gullible enough to believe practically 
anything—except that smoking causes cancer. Now, 
the fictitious attributes are to be stripped away, leaving 
the smoker only the unadorned pleasures of smoking;
8

a deprivation calculated to make him stop or cut down, 
unless, of course, he happens to enjoy smoking.

The F.T.C. originally announced that it intended to 
eliminate from ads, inferences that people feel good 
when smoking (intimations that they feel bad would 
apparently have been permissible); that smoking was 
one of the social graces; and that it evidenced maturity 
or sophistication. People who were previously able to 
achieve sophistication simply by smoking, would have 
to do it the hard way—by acting sophisticated. England 
has already imposed similar restrictions; commercial 
TV networks no longer accept cigarette advertising 
that “overemphasizes the pleasures to be obtained from 
cigarettes” or links smoking to pride, manliness, ro
mance and fashionable settings.

The new advertising code our nine major tobacco 
producers are going to observe imposes similar limita
tions on pipe dream peddlers. The threat of a $100,000 
fine for violators is expected to keep bad boys in line.
The code states that “cigarette advertising shall no* 
represent that cigarette smoking is essential to social 
prominence, distinction, success or sexual attraction.”
It also prohibits advertising suggesting that models, 
actors or even imaginary people owe their attractive 
appearance or good health to smoking.

No shrift is given to the previously dominant view 
that people who can be led to believe that smoking 
cigarettes leads to social prominence, sex and success 
are not worth protecting, and that nature should be 
allowed to phase them out, with a profitable assist 
from tobacco manufacturers.

The big beneficiaries of the new code are to be our 
young people. They are expected to be so uninfluenced 
by ads that no longer make a special appeal to them 
that they will not begin smoking until they are old 
enough, and dumb enough, to ignore the hazards.

What strange shapes and forms will future cigarette 
ads take? The current trend is toward appeals to taste.
The better taste of cigarettes compared to other cig
arettes that taste about the same will form the basis 
of new multi-million dollar ad campaigns.

One possible but not overly plausible trend is sug- 
gsted by an ad calling on smokers to enjoy a pipe.
The ad cites .the lower death rates for pipe smokers—a 
funereal approach that is certainly foreign to the 
glamorous and make-believe world inhabited till now 
by smokers in the ads. Non-smoker though I be, I can’t 
help feeling a certain sadness at the thought that soon 
to be gone forever are the days when cigarette ads 
were peopled by pretty girls and handsome men, 
mystically united by cigarettes with aphrodisiacal prop
erties. Let’s hope there is no proliferation of adver
tisements featuring mortality statistics and other dreary 
information capable of inducing people to prefer cancer 
to smoking.

Cigarette ads may follow another line of develop
ment. Recent research findings that smoking increases 
the rate of living open up interesting ad possibilities.
What former smoker could resist the sock of an ad 
worded somewhat as follows:

Time passing too slowly? Prospect of a long, dull 
life appall you? Smoke more—live faster! Try 
Katabolic cigarettes. Choose! Seventy years of 
tedium, or fifty-five crammed with pleasure!

We assume, of course, that the government will permit 
(Continued on Page 23)
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Angels with Gluey Faces:
Variations On a Sticky Theme

by Tad Richards

The Minneapolis Tribune of January 17, 1965 car
ried a news report headlined “Police Hide in Confes
sional, Nab Glue-Sniffers.” It began:

Minneapolis policemen have found that the Catholic 
church confessional seat can be a splendid law-enforce
ment aid. . . .
Things sure have changed since Charles Laughton 

swung into that cathedral with that lady under his 
arm, shouting “Sanctuary!”

For two. nights early this week Patrolmen Richard 
J. Caughey and Vincent Foreman hid in the confes
sional at Holy Rosary Church, 1713 E. 24th St., after 
church officials reported finding tubes of airplane glue 
and glue-soaked rags in the church.

Nothing turned up. . . .

Variation #1
1st officer: Gee, it sure seems like we been waiting 

here a long time.
2nd off.: Yeah, I wish I’d brought something to read. 
1st off.: I did—I just come from a stakeout in one 

of them beatnik bookstores, looking for some pot smok
ers, so I lifted a book. I knew I’d be coming here next, 
so I took the only religious book I could find.

• 2nd off.: Catholic?
1st off.: No, but it sounds pretty patriotic, so I guess 

it’ll be okay. Ever hear o f the Native American 
Church?

Variation #2
1st off.: Boy, it gets kinda crowded in here. I feel 

like stretching out a bit.
2nd off.: Yeah, it is crowded. Maybe I’ll go around to 

the other side, and we’ll both have a little more room. 
(He goes around.)

1st off.: Yes sir, I don’t know what these young 
punks are coming to these days. I arrested one of them 
glue-sniffers a couple weeks ago—-filthy immoral little 
bastard! I remember that case—I went to his house, 
and he had this sister, about sixteen, and was she ever 
a hot little piece of ass . . . heh, hell . . .

2nd off.: My son, your soul stands in grave danger. 
You must do penance and ask the Lord for forgive
ness. . . .

Variation #3
1st off.: Listen, I hear noises. Someone’s coming! 
2nd off.: Yeah! I hear voices, and they’re talking 

in a furrin language. We may be on to something big.
1st off.: It’s them all right—I can smell something 

funny. Let’s jump ’em!
Bishop: In nomine patrem, fill, spiritu sanct.........

aaaargh!
Variation #4

“Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned.”
“How, my son?”
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“I held up a liquor store last week, and stole four 
hundred dollars.”

“That is indeed a serious offense, my son. You must 
do penance and donate a hundred dollars to the church.” 

“Okay, fella, we’re taking you down to the station 
house. And as for you, Father Fogarty, we’re running 
you in for receiving stolen goods and being an acces
sory after the fact.”

Then, Thursday night three boys, 16, 14 and 11, 
walked past the confessional to the choir loft. After a 
few minutes, the officers caught them holding glue- 
soaked rags over their mouths and faces.

The police confiscated a pail of airplane glue tubes. 
They said the boys admitted having sniffed glue in the 
church about 20 times.

Glue-sniffing, the officers said, gives a person a “jag” 
and can do permanent damage to the brain. . . .

Variation #5
H-year old: Why do you always bring your kid 

brother along, Dave? I’m afraid that he’ll get scared 
and tell.

16-year old: Ah, I don't think so. Would you do that, 
Mike?
11-year old: Honest I wouldn’t, Dave! I got kind of 

scared yesterday, and I thought I might get so scared 
I'd tell, but I got over it just by telling the priest in 
confession.'

Variation #6 r
11-year old: Dave, do you think the blessed Virgin 

will talk to you again tonight?
16-year old: She always does when I come iii and 

sniff in the church, where I can get close to God and 
get myself to the stage where I’m ready to receive a 
vision of Her. I'm getting closer and closer to com
plete, blissful harmony and understanding with Her. 

11-year old: Gee, Dave, I wish I could have a vision. 
16-year old: Well, just have faith, and concentrate 

hard, and contemplate on the nature of goodness and 
virtue, and maybe you will. (They start sniffing.)

11-yewr old: Dave, Dave! It’s working! It’s working! 
I see two archangels, all dressed in blue!

Variation #7
1st off.: Hey, Vinnie! Here they come! Should we 

get 'em now?
2nd off.: Nah, let them have a little fun first. It’s 

the Christian thing to do.

Variation #8
“On behalf of my clients, your Honor, I would like 

to protest the highly irregular manner in which their 
confession was procured.”

The younger two were turned over to their parents 
pending action by Juvenile Court, while the older youth 
is being held in Hennepin County Juvenile Center.

L’envoi
“Father, Father! Call the police again! I just found 

some Trojans on the altar!”
“Shut up, you fool! I’ve had the place locked up all 

week.”
9

http://www.ep.tc/reallst/57
http://www.ep.tc/realist


The REALIST Issu e Number 57 - March 1965 - P age 10 
scans of this entire issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/reallst/57

K E N N E D Y  B O D Y  S N A T C H E R S
(Continued from Cover)

She waited for the final news as though no one else 
were with her, as though nobody in this idiot element 
of politicians and flunkeys had anything to do with her 
except her dying husband. “She was in a total daze," 
O’Donnell said.

She knew there was no hope for the President. Dr. 
Burkley, the President’s personal physician, took her 
into the emergency room for the last time and she 
prayed for a few seconds. Told that the end had come, 
she walked to the table where her husband lay. She 
touched his foot, kissed the instep, and then walked to 
his side and felt his hand. She took off her wedding 
ring and slipped it on his finger. As a priest prayed, 
Dr. Burkley and Mrs. Kennedy made the responses.

In their testimony, O’Donnell and his friends never 
tire of telling us how important it was to get Mrs. 
Kennedy, and with her the body of John F. Kennedy, 
to Washington. Without ever daring to say so, they hint 
of imminent hysteria and collapse. But there is not the 
least shred of evidence that she was in the least out of 
control or out of reason.

Few widows have been crushed so suddenly and bru
tally as Jackie Kennedy was that day and few held up 
so well. She did not break. At no time was she irra
tional. Police Chief Curry tells us that she turned to 
someone who offered her a chair and said, “I am all 
right. Some of your people need to sit down more than 
I do."

Dr. Perry, working on the President, noticed that 
Mrs. Kennedy “was very composed."

Never was she asked “to leave the area," as the War
ren Report puts it, except to go to a room several doors 
beyond when the casket was about to be wheeled in. 
She refused. But at that time the decision to take the 
body out of Dallas had already been made.

“I want to stay with him," she said, and went back 
to her chair.

“Our major concern,” said Presidential aide Lawr
ence F. O’Brien to the Commission, “was that obviously 
you just could not leave Mrs. Kennedy sitting in this 
chair, drenched in blood. Something certainly had to
take place."

But did this “something" have to be the illegal re
moval of the President’s body—speeding it to a plane 
whose left rear seats had to be removed at the last 
minute to make room for the unexpected cargo, almost 
overturning and tumbling the casket in the process, 
rushing the body to Bethesda Naval Hospital for an 
autopsy she never considered? An autopsy, finally, 
which resulted in such distortion and withholding of 
evidence as to constitute perhaps still another crime!

Was it impossible for the President’s body to remain 
in Dallas that afternoon, as the law required, and for 
her to stay nearby in Dallas?

This alternative, the only legal one and the most con
venient, was never considered for a moment by the 
eager pretorian guard. Mrs. Kennedy was never allowed 
to consider any alternaitve. No one on the hospital’s 
staff was permitted near her. Mrs. Nelson, nurse super
visor of the emergency room, wanted to bring her a 
glass of water but couldn’t. The hospital administrator, 
Jack Price, was informed “that the secret service would 
not let anyone touch her or do anything for her."
10

Why these precautions, why this ugly haste on the 
part of trained, if not completely hardened members 
of the President's staff and guard ? Mr. Price describes 
how a Secret Service agent came and asked for the 
fastest way to get the body out of the hospital. “He 
asked if we had a casket, a basket or anything that we 
could get to move the body immediately."

Their purpose can have only been to achieve what 
they did in fact achieve—to get the body quickly out 
of Dallas, out of Dallas jurisdiction, to prevent a Dallas 
autopsy.

We can think of several reasons that may have moti
vated such a step. But when they heap this awful re
sponsibility onto Mrs. Kennedy, it becomes difficult to 
endure. This is what the Warren Report says:

Given a choice between the National Naval Medical Cen
ter at Bethesda, Md., and the Army’s Walter Reed Hos
pital, Mrs. Kennedy chose the hospital in Bethesda for 
the autopsy because the President had served in the Navy.
0 you chivalrous lawyers and statesemcn! A lady 

chose, and knights in tweeds, flannel and serge appear 
on all sides to do her bidding, regardless of cost, regard
less of the law.

The Warren Report lies and lies again. Nothing was 
ever said to Mrs. Kennedy about an autopsy before she 
was on her way to Bethesda, and the evidence is strong 
that she had nothing to do with the decision to move 
the body.

Mr. O’Donnell gave us a glimpse into what happened, 
when he was questioned by Arlen Specter, Commission 
assistant counsel:

Mr. Specter: Who made that decision, by the way?
Mr, O’Donnell: Mrs. Kennedy.
Mr. Specter: That the autopsy should be performed ?
Mr. O’Donnell: I don’t think she knew anything about 

an autopsy. The question is where the body went. We 
didn’t tell her there was to be an autopsy. And the 
choice was Walter' Reed or Bethesda. He being a Navy 
man, she picked Bethesda.

Lawrence O’Brien, asked how Bethesda was chosen, 
walked around the question but, in doing so, opened a 
new view on what happened.

Afr. O’Brien: I don’t recall any discussion of the rea
son specifically other than, my assumption that the 
autopsy would take place at one of the military hospi
tals in Washington. And obviously there were two to 
select from, and the President being an ex-Navy man, 
it seemed just sort of normal to suggest Bethesda.

So? Bethesda was not chosen, Bethesda was sug
gested. And for an autopsy that was never mentioned 
to Mrs. Kennedy. No, she did not choose Bethesda for 
an autopsy, as the Commission asserts. Mrs. Kennedy 
never heard that suggestion.

Earlier, Mr. O’Donnell presented a different version 
of the sequence of events. He tells us in effect that the 
decision for Bethesda was made prior to any consulta
tion with Mrs. Kennedy.

The government witnesses tell us that they were put
ting the body in the casket and getting ready to depart 
when two Dallas officials accosted them. One was from 
the Medical Examiner’s office. The other was a justice 
of the peace. They were adamant on one point: It was 
a direct violation of the law to move a victim of homi
cide out of the state without an inquest and an autopsy.
The body was already in the best Dallas hospital, they
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said, and a legal autopsy could be undertaken at once.
This, said Mr. O’Donnell, toujours chevalier sans peur 

et sans reproche, “was an impossible situation for Mrs. 
Kennedy.” Why, he did not say.

But he went on to say that he proposed a compro
mise. He had the President’s physician. Dr. Burkley, 
talk to them and suggest that they get a doctor to come 
along on the plane* and “we would bring him immedi
ately to the Naval Hospital” where he could stand by. 
The Dallas officials declined the suggestion.

What interests us here, though, is the admission by 
O’Donnell that the Naval Hospital in Bethesda had been 
chosen as Kennedy’s destination before there is any 
word that Mrs. Kennedy had any choice in the matter.

According to Dr. Burkley’s account, Mrs. Kennedy 
was confronted with the problem for the first time only 
after the plane was on its way. Dr. Kemp Clark had not 
yet pronounced the President dead when, he says, he 
ordered a death certificate prepared “to accompany the 
body to Washington.”

When Mrs. Kennedy testified before the Warren 
Commission, she was never asked a thing about her 
weird trip from Dallas or about the autopsy.

At one point, O’ Donnell confesses that he would have 
decided on the body removal even if the problem of 
Jackie had not forced his hand:

I realized that she was going to stay with her husband, 
no matter what anybody did, and there was no possible 
way of in any way of getting her to leave. And so, 
therefore, the only alternative I could see was that we 
move the President. It is an assumption I probably would 
have arrived at anyway, but I arrived at it in this manner.
It appears, then, that Kenneth O’Donnell was respon

sible for the decision to remove the President's body, 
possibly after a conference with Lyndon Johnson.

The Warren Commission tells us that Johnson would 
not leave for Washington without Mrs. Kennedy and 
Mrs. Kennedy would not leave without the body. O’Brien 
adds that O’Donnell went to consult Johnson after all 
hope for Kennedy was gone and that the decisions (1) 
for Johnson to go to Washington at once and (2) for 
Kennedy’s body to be taken out of the hospital “forth
with” were both made then and there.

There is no evidence that Johnson was made aware 
• of any opposition or interference from the Dallas 

authorities.
The President’s body was not the only major evi

dence removed hastily and stealthily from Dallas that 
day. The President’s limousine, spattered with blood 
and flesh debris, chrome dented and windshield cracked, 
was loaded on board another plane and flown out of the 
state for dismemberment and rehabilitation.

But at least, in the case of the car, we are spared the 
emetic plea that “we did it for Jackie.”

The lives of four Presidents were ended by bullets. 
Of these, only the body of John F. Kennedy was autop- 
sied outside of the city and state where he died.

Only in Kennedy’s case did the man accused of the 
killing deny his guilt. Only in Kennedy’s case were the 
number, location and direction of the bullets a subject 
of dispute and secrecy. Only in his case, therefore, was 
a proper autopsy more than a formality of the law but 
a necessity of justice. And only in his case was the 
autopsy carried out in circumstances of the most doubt
ful legality.

Lincoln died in Washington, D. C., and that is where 
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the investigation of his death naturally centered. Gar
field died in the small burg of Elberon, New Jersey, and 
that is where his attending physicians and the Surgeon- 
General performed the autopsy. The next day his body 
was en route to Washington to lie in state. McKinley 
was shot and died in Buffalo, New York. His body was 
subject to an autopsy a few hours later, then prepared 
for transfer to Washington for national honors.

Kennedy was shot at 12:30 p.m. He died at one 
o’clock. By 2 o’clock his body was on its way to the air
port for a secret examination in Bethesda, Maryland.

In the ordinary course of things, the autopsy would 
have been performed, probably right at Parkland Hos
pital, that afternoon. The body could have been made 
ready for proper transfer to the White House that 
night.

Why didn’t the law take its ordinary course in the 
case of John F. Kennedy?

The law of Texas is clear on the matter, and every 
State has similar laws. The Texas Code of Criminal 
Procedure provides that no murdered body can be re
moved without authorization from the Medical Exam
iner and/or the Justice of the Peace of the county or 
his authorized deputy; that the Medical Examiner shall 
immediately investigate a suspected homicide and file 
his report with the District Attorney; finally, that 
where an autopsy is deemed necessary, it is to be im
mediately performed by the Medical Examiner or his 
deputy. In sparsely populated counties the major re
sponsibility falls on the Justice of the Peace—but in 
all counties, the law is clear: An autopsy must be per
formed under the supervision of the county authorities.

This law is the only legal authority by which a legal 
autopsy of the late President was possible. One nat
urally asks: By what authority was the autopsy in 
Bethesda carried out? Who signed the authorization 
form ?

The Warren Commission casts no light on this point. 
It provides us with an exhibit photograph of a com
minuted fracture of a goat’s rib, but it omits the docu
ment that made possible the most important autopsy 
in American history.

In the light of the law and the published evidence of 
the Warren Commission, let us review what happened 
in the minutes before and after the President was pro
nounced dead.

After his rapid conference with Lyndon Johnson, 
O’Donnell called a quick meeting with Dr. Burkley, 
General McHugh (Kennedy’s air force aide), and two 
Secret Service agents, Roy Kellerman and Andrew 
Berger. Dr. Burkley was to contact the Parkland doc
tors. Agents Sulliman and Stout were ordered to clear 
all the corridors and bar entrance to the area. A cas
ket for the President was to be procured.

Dr. Burkley went back into the emergency room 
where Dr. Clark was finishing his efforts for the Presi
dent. A priest was administering extreme unction. At 
Burkley’s request, Dr. Clark signed the death certifi
cate and, Clark says, he “gave this to him to accom
pany the body to Washington.”

Once again, an indication that an illegal removal of 
the body was decided on very early in the game and 
before any deep consideration of Mrs. Kennedy’s plight. 
Jack Price noted that the death certificate was being 
prepared before the priest was summoned to the death- 
table.

Dr. Clark evidently felt that his signing Qf the death
11
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certificate needed additional explanation. He was never 
questioned about it during a deposition in Dallas and 
a long hearing in Washington, so he finally brought the 
subject up himself.

Dr. Clark: . . . One other point, if I may here?
Mr. Specter: Yes.
Dr. Clark: In order to remove the President’s body 

to Bethesda where the autopsy was to be performed, a 
death certificate had to be filled out in conformity with 
Texas State law to allow the body to be transported. 
This is the second part of the signing of the death 
certificate.

A very puzzling remark, obviously unfinished. The 
second part of Dallas death certificates, relating to the 
disposition of the body, is usually signed by an under
taker or judge. But the Commission counsel, Arlen 
Specter, who was petty and precise to exhaustion in a 
thousand other details, had no comment or question on 
Dr. Clark’s obscure statement and hurriedly brought 
the hearing to an end.

The casket was obtained very quickly, in about twenty 
minutes. O’Neill Mortuary brought their best bronze 
de luxe coffin to the emergency platform of the hospital.

Hardly had it disappeared behind the swinging doors 
of the emergency room when, we are told, an agent of 
the Dallas Medical Examiner appeared and said “that 
the President could not be taken from the hospital.”

We learn from other witnesses that this was not a 
“representative” of the Medical Examiner but Dr. Earl 
Rose, the Medical Examiner himself.

He was apparently not heeded at all for in a moment 
the ambulance was ready to leave and the casket, body 
and all, was being wheeled outside. O’Brien tells us, 
incidentally, that Mrs. Kennedy did not hear any of the 
altercations between the Federal officers and the Dallas 
authorities.

The government witnesses then tell us that a judge, 
probably Judge Brown, arrived on the scene. Joe B. 
Brown, who later tried the Ruby case, was listed as the 
acting coroner for the day but, he told me, he was not 
at Parkland Hospital at that time. The judge referred 
to in the testimony, therefore, could only be either 
Judge David Johnston or Judge Theron Ward, both of 
whom were there.

The judge, whoever he was, behaved in a cool, judi
cial manner. After making a phone call, he turned to 
Dr. Berkley within hearing of the others and declared 
that the murder of the President was a homicide case 
and, as such, subject to certain legal procedures. It 
seems he did not mention the word autopsy because 
O’Donnell says he “interpreted” one o f the “pro
cedures” to mean an autopsy.

The Federal team huddled together and came out 
ready for a fight. “We brushed them all aside,” says 
O’Donnell, “and came out the same way we had come 
in, through the same doors.” The victory was won, de
spite the protests of the Medical Examiner who was 
shouting quite loudly, “You can’t do that, you can’t 
leave here now!”

Mrs. Kennedy? She walked behind the coffin. O’Don
nell describes her at that moment as “totally unaware 
of the problems that were then existing” and “perhaps 
confused as to the speed with which we were attempt
ing to depart.”

Andy Berger was in the driver’s seat of the ambu
lance, we are told by witnesses for the government 
(although some hospital staff people say that the O’Neill
12

Mortuary people drove the body out in a hearse). Next 
to and behind him rode other Secret Service men. The 
casket was lifted aboard and Mrs. Kennedy was helped 
in beside it.

The Presidential aides climbed into a car alongside.
Just before they took off for the airport, the man from 
the Medical Examiner’s office tapped on the window. 
Special Agent Roy Kcllcrman rolled it down and heard 
the man say, “I will meet you at the mortuary.” “Yes, 
sir,” Kellerman replied. And the cars headed for the 
airport.

Was an inquest of any kind held on Kennedy’s body?
The police homicide report on the assassination, made 

out long after the body was gone, has a slot for Coroner 
Attending but it is not filled out. In Dallas, the pro
cedure is for a justice of the peace to hold an inquest, 
ask the Medical Examiner to perform an autopsy and 
make a report, after which the j.p. hands down a ver
dict. This was certainly not done in the case of Ken
nedy.

The Warren Report never pretends that there was 
an inquest. The testimony of the leading eyewitnesses 
are at one on the point that a judge and a Medical Ex
aminer’s agent were on the scene and protested the 
removal of the body.

But apparently there was an attempt to give the 
Secret Service action some legal blessing. David John
ston, one of ten justices of the peace in Dallas County, 
was at the Trade Mart for the luncheon in Kennedy’s 
honor when he heard the news. A call came summoning 
him to Parkland Hospital.

Upon arriving there, he testified later, he “found 
Judge Theron Ward, the justice of the peace, Precinct 
3, from Garland, handling the inquest on President 
Kennedy. They did not know Judge Ward and that’s the 
reason they had called me, not knowing he was already 
there."

Steve Landregan, assistant administrator of Park
land Hospital, also suggests some effort at legality in 
the hectic business:

Within a very short time, I noticed Dr. Earl Rose, who 
was attempting to make out the necessary legal papers 
for removal of the body. He seemed quite agitated and 
upset, and he was asking where Judge Ward was. During 
the next few minutes there was considerable activity try
ing to locate a justice of the peace and seemed to be some 
question as to whether or not an autopsy would be ordered 
on the president.
Now take note of the significant differences in Jack 

Price’s account of the same incident:
Shortly thereafter, Dr. Karl Rose was seen in the area.

He was very pale and agitated and stated that according 
to the law, the body could not be moved without an order 
from a justice of the peace or a decision made about a 
medicolegal [autopsy]. There was a frantic questioning 
of the people in the Emergency Room as to where a jus
tice of the peace could be located.

Someone said Justice of the Peace Ward (or Hall) was 
across the hall in front of the Lab. I ran over and asked 
if he were there and directed him to the nurses station 
where Drs. Rose, Clark and a bevy of secret service men 
were in conference.
We learn nothing further about this episode in the 

Warren Report or the appended 26 volumes. The Report 
does not mention Judge Ward (or Hall). It has no 
record or even mention of an inquest.

When I telephoned Dr. Rose, he was reluctant to speak 
on any area outside of his range of authority as Medi-
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cal Examiner which, in Dallas, is very limited. Yes, 
there was an inquest by Judge Ward, he told me, but 

• he did not know if a record of the same was obtainable 
and he did not feel it was for him to say what the pro
cedures and conclusions of the inquest were.

Until other evidence is available, we can only main
tain tentatively that some kind of makeshift inquest 
took place, that it was held reluctantly and against the 
wishes of the Medical Examiner and the officiating 
•judge. Many witnesses and the Warren Report itself 
describe the conflict.

Before (he body could be taken from the hospital, two 
Dallas officials informed members of the President’s staff 
that the body could not be removed from the city until 
an autopsy was performed. Despite the protests of these 
officials, the casket was wheeled out of the hospital, placed 
in an ambulance, and transported to the airport shortly 
after 2 p.m.
Further the Commission sayeth not. Another justice 

of -the peace in Dallas told me that the legality of such 
an “inquest” would depend on whether the autopsy was 
specifically ordered for Bethesda, what the findings of 
the autopsy actually were, whether they were made 
known to the officiating judge, and whether a verdict 
was handed down thereafter.

We have not been told any of these things.
The ambulance carrying Kennedy’s body and the 

Secret Service car were headed for the airport. O’Don
nell instructed the agents to signal ahead “that as soon 
as we came through the gate, they were to close the 
gate and let nobody else in.”

The ambulance pulled into Love Field and alongside 
of the Presidential plane, Air Force One. The seats 
were taken out of the left side of the craft, but the job 
of unloading and depositing the casket was still a har
rowing one. “It was frightening,” O’Donnell told the 
Warren Commission. The plane’s ramp was too narrow 
for the casket and at any moment it looked like the box 
and its grisly contents would tumble. At last the work 
was done. General McHugh went down to the cockpit 
to order the pilot to take off at once.

The plane did not take off at once. O’Donnell had not 
counted on one thing: the presence of Lyndon Johnson.

We were all, O’Donnell said later, "under the as
sumption or apprehension that at some moment we 
either might not be granted clearance to take off, or 
that the hospital may have in some way gotten the 
police to intercept us.” If there had been a legal in
quest, if the removal of the body had been authorized, 
then O’Donnell’s qualms and anxieties are not compre
hensible. -Rut despite these urgings of an unclear con
science, O’Donnell had to adjust his plan to the fact 
that Johnson was aboard, waiting to be sworn in as 
President of the United States.

When the plane didn’t take off at his order, O’Donnell 
hurried down to the cockpit himself. There General 
McHugh told the nervous executive that Johnson had 
ordered the pilot to delay departure until he had been 
properly sworn in.

A conference between Johnson and O’Donnell fol
lowed, and the plane waited for Judge Sarah Hughes, 
who was to administer the oath. O’Donnell confesses 
that he never told Johnson his reasons for wanting to 
get the plane into the air immediately. "I didn’t de
scribe what I saw as the problems,” he testified. 

Instead he talked with the pilot, “to make sure they
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didn’t let anybody on the plane, or put down the ramps 
for anybody, except the judge, under any circum
stances.”

Judge Hughes arrived. At 2:38 p.m., about an hour 
and a half after John F. Kennedy died, Lyndon Johnson 
was sworn in as 36th President of the United States, 
his wife and Mrs. Kennedy beside him. As near to col
lapse as Jackie is alleged to have been at the time, she 
stood by in her bloody clothing with perfect self-com
mand to watch the administration of the oath. We have 
all seen pictures of that occasion.

A few minutes later the plane taxied down the run
way and took off for Washington.

Mrs. Kennedy again refused to change her clothes 
on the plane. “I want them to see what they have done 
to Jack,” she told Mrs. Johnson. (This remark of Mrs. 
Kennedy, according to Drew Pearson, was deleted from 
the Commission’s transcript of Lady Bird Johnson’s 
statement.) She refused food but did sip some coffee, 
perhaps something stronger. Dr. Burkley handed her 
two broken roses he had retrieved from the hospital 
floor, symbols and souvenirs of the flowering youth in 
the motorcade that morning. She thanked him and 
smiled.

When the plane landed at Andrews Air Force Base, 
she refused to leave the casket even for the trip to 
Bethesda. It was 6 p.m. She declined the offer of a heli
copter and rode the hearse instead.

Before the hearse started, she spoke to Angier Biddle 
Duke, the State Department’s Chief of Protocol. "Find 
out how Lincoln was buried,” she said. Mr. Duke, I am 
sure, would not have thought Mrs. Kennedy was in 
helpless distress.

Robert Kennedy accompanied her to the Naval Hos
pital. Once there, she was taken to the 17th floor where 
other members of the Kennedy family joined them,
Jean, Ethel, Pat and Eunice. There they stayed, while 
the physicians in the morgue led by Dr. James J. 
Humes, with the attendance of two admirals, had the 
President’s body X-rayed and color-photographed, be
fore surveying and sectioning all its surface and 
channels.

At the same time, Mr. Duke’s 7 researchers in the 
Library of Congress worked furiously for 10 hours on 
the hour-by-hour reconstruction of Lincoln’s funeral 
for the big parade to come.

At 4 a.m.. before the first signs of the Saturday 
dawn, both jobs were finished. The President’s body, no 
longer evidence in a murder case that would never come 
to trial, was carried to the East'Room of the White 
House. Jackie Kennedy went upstairs. The report on 
the Lincoln obsequies was ready.

And the X-rays and colored photographs of the Pres
ident's body, where are they? The Warren Commission 
never saw them.

The Commission accepted the verbal assurances of 
the Bethesda medical commander about the number, 
size and location of Kennedy’s wounds, but they never 
asked for the only scientific proof that such wounds 
existed.

Instead, putting art before science, they admitted 
’into evidence a drawing, marked Exhibit 385, prepared 
by an artist under Dr. Humes’ supervision. It shows 
an arrow that has entered the base of Kennedy’s neck 
from behind exiting just below his Adam’s apple.

The evidence that no such wound existed but that
13
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Malice in Maryland
by Madalyn E. Murray

As you remember, Aunt Wiggily promised to con
tinue her misadventure stories if you promised not to 
clutter your home in the valley with copies of the 
Realist and other trash. Well, like good little prospec
tive anarchists you have listened to every word 1 told 
you . . . and then have done as you damn well please. 
You even switched from Whcaties to the big “K.”

Ah, that flash of independence! And how fleeting it 
is . . . but I will tell you your bedtime story anyway, 
for you are in the clutches of our culture and your 
independence is illusory and the product of self-deceit. 
Your bravery at keeping the Realist in the bathroom 
where you can enjoy ingress of knowledge while you 
enjoy egress of feces is only an exercise in futility.

Where were we?
When the story broke off we were all in the clutches 

of the law. And, one and all had been through hospital
ization to correct the consequences of the tender guid
ing hands of the minions thereof.

Our attorney sprung us. So much money changed 
hands that I shudder now as I look at our daily rice 
diet and wonder how many steaks that could have 
bought for us. We were freed for one night. The fol
lowing day, a Sunday, in unseeming haste, we were 
hauled into the court for “arraignment." This is a bit 
of humor perpetuated by the Maryland courts, and 
consists of the Murrays being verbally maligned and 
abused by the police, the prosecuting attorneys, the

another wound was located some five inches below the 
President’s coat collar is very impressive. And if this 
wound and the neck wound in front were indeed sepa
rate wounds, the Commission’s case for a lone assassin 
is destroyed.1*

The Bethesda autopsy was secret and no one, not even 
the doctors at Parkland Hospital in Dallas, could learn 
its findings. The public presentation of the autopsy re
port was made some 8 months later.

The original notes for Autopsy No. A63-272 were 
burned, and Dr. Humes signed a certificate to that 
effect. The only positive proof of wounds or bullets or 
bullet fragments, the X-rays and photographs, were 
delivered to the Secret Service and were never exam
ined by the Warren Commission.

More than a year has passed and the suspicions about 
Kennedy’s death grow and proliferate. They will con
tinue to do so until the X-rays and photographs, with 
negatives, are produced. If they are not produced, sus
picions of a possible crime in Bethesda will be added to 
the doubts about the shooting in Dallas and the un
usual inquest at Parkland Hospital.

Until they are produced, we are left with words from 
witnesses who were never cross-examined, a few draw
ings by an artist who never saw the body or the photo
graphs, and a report from the Commission which every-- 
body pretends to respect and nobody believes.

*“A Philadelphia Lawyer Looks at the Warren Report,1 
by Vincent J. Salandria, Liberation, Jan. 1965.
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judge. The exercise lasts as long as the surge of sadism 
can be controlled by the participants so that the 
crowded courtrooms can place an explicit finger on the 
feeling-tone. And that feeling-tone is one of ardent 
hatred. The packed arena bristles with hostility; the 
heavy odor of malice is a physical presence in the room.
In the last four years we have participated in at least 
20 such emotional orgies, always in the setting of a 
courtroom, the stage for injustice.

Our bails were quadrupled from the previous night, 
we were bound over to the grand jury. Bail on Bill 
was set so high that we did not think we could make it.
When Bill heard the figure, he paled, and dropping to 
the floor he grabbed the legs of the table in the court 
room and yelled to the judge, “1 will not go back to 
that cell and be worked over again!” The judge turned 
livid. Five policemen converged on Bill. The judge 
began to bellow . . . and I turned on him and yelled, 
“Leave my son alone, you Catholic bastard.”

I was physically restrained from going near Bill by 
four officers. My mother was grabbed by the arms by 
two officers and kept from Bill. My attorney shrank 
and jibbered excitedly while five more policemen 
pounced on Bill. Chaos reigned. Bill was carried into 
a jail cell . . . and knowing what awaited him there 
I began a loud offensive to get him out. With heated 
arguments, and everyone on their feet, with the press 
bolting out of their alloted seats, I finally was led to 
the cell where my son was.

The process of getting to him had taken 15 minutes.
In that time Bill had been worked over but good. The 
print of a boot was on his cheek and chin, another 
was on his chest. A third was over the fly of his pants 
where he had been kicked in the genitalia, obviously 
while he had been on the floor. I marched my son back 
into the court room and demanded that the judge 
“take judicial notice” of the bruised face, the boot 
marks . . . and forcing Bill by the arm I pushed him 
over to the AP reporter, the UPI reporter, the Balti
more Sun reporter, the Hearst reporter, and demanded 
that pictures be taken of the battered face, the boot 
marks on the face, the chest and the pants' fly.

The Judge hammered away with his mallet . . . 
and charged Bill (1) with contempt of court, (2) with 
disorderly conduct, and with a ringing voice (3) guar
anteed him that he would get “30 years in jail” for 
“this little episode,” and then proceeded to increase 
his bail again for these new “crimes.”

Meantime, Susan had been picked up outside of the 
courtroom and trundled off to jail, on a warrant that 
had been issued hurriedly that morning. She was put 
under $5,000 bail. Her crime was: She had married 
Bill Murray.

In the scramble that followed we managed to pur
chase bail, and by mid-afternoon Bill, Susan, mother 
and I were all free on bail in excess of $8,500 (our 
home was refused as “surety”) . . . with the threat of 
the bail being increased from 10- to 100-fold by the 
grand jury, within days.

The reporters refused to take pictures of the battered 
Bill. They refused to take pictures of me, swathed 
in hospital bandages from the beating I had received.
Yet later that day newspapers screamed headlines of 
our assaulting police officers. Not one word was ever 
printed of the beatings we received. The Sun reported:
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"Mrs. Murray had castigated the reporters represent
ing the press at the trial for inaccurate coverage of 

. the affair."
That afternoon an AP reporter breezed in from 

New York and stayed with us all the remaining day. 
Mae Mallory came in from New York to help, and 
Anarchist Bill Lewis came in from Canada.

Our attorney was openly cracking. He refused to 
represent Bill or Sue. He refused to have his name 
linked with the Murrays, and stated to the papers 
that he was “a respectable civil liberties attorney who 
did not believe in being associated with common 
brawling.” Privately he had wept to mother that we 
had been arrested without due process, jailed without 
due process, beaten as if we were not human . . . but 
publically he was aloof. We had to find another attorney 
for Bill and Sue.

We hired a private detective to stay with us that 
afternoon in case of another attack by police. Every
one in the city knew we had a tape recording of the 
fracas, it was reported on radio, TV, and in every 
newspaper bulletin. And, that night following was a 
nightmare. With the AP reporter in the house, with 
Mae Mallory and Lewis there, with a private detective 
armed with a Colt automatic and Bill Murray armed 
with a German Luger, we foiled five separate break- 
in attempts to our home. . . . Twice we caught the 
people in the beam of flashlights, and twice we saw 
they were police in full uniform.

Once our German Shepherd dog got one in the back 
yard, and a night stick was rammed into the dog’s 
mouth so that his gums were torn and bleeding. The 
back alley street lights were knocked out early in the 
evening, as were the front street lights opposite our 
home. We remained awake the entire night in fear of 
our lives and the bodily safety of everyone in that 
home.

As the first rays of daylight came over the hill, we 
took our hurriedly-packed bags and, when it appeared 
clear, dashed to one of the cars with them. Then, in a 
rush we zoomed off. We were followed although we 
had not seen any car in the vicinity of the house . . . 
for we noticed immediately going through the subur
ban area that an unmarked police (we could see uni
forms and badges) car tailed us toward Baltimore. 
With the fanciest driving since I was in the army 
trying to outdrive an aerial bombardment in a jeep 
in Southern France, I lost the tail . . . and we decided 
to head for the Dulles International airport in Vir
ginia, south of Washington, D.C. We would not have 
dared to use "Friendship” International in Baltimore.

A shaken crew got to that airport.
We had such visible panic that we could not ade

quately cover it up. We were all exhausted from the 
night-long vigil and the two nights without sleep. We 
were keyed to a nervous pitch which caused an edge 
of hysteria in our voices. We began the long flight to 
Hawaii. I noticed that everyone in our crew of six, 
including our 10-year-old Garth, got “thirds” on the 
whiskey passed out by the airliner. My uncontrollable 
shaking hands spewed coffee on me time and again. 
Garth talked incessantly. Bill made half a dozen trips 
to the head. Susan and Grandmother roamed back and 
forth from seat to seat to whisper snatches of con
versation.
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It was not until we were hours in the airplane that 
our apprehensions settled enough to begin to joke 
about it. Grandmother said, “What the hell were you 
singing in that cell ?" And, with a chuckle the delight
ful part of my incarceration came back to me. For, 
in the jail cell I had been placed in the middle cell 
of six cells containing drunken whores. Using my 
good arm, as the other hung semi-lifeless beside me, 
I had taken off my shoes and banged on the steel walls 
an uneven accompaniment to my singing . . . and in 
a full, rich, lusty, part-baritone, had serenaded the 
whores with:

Jesus loves you, yes I know,
For the Bible tells me so.
Little minds to him belong,
They are weak and he,is strong.

The whores, with splitting headaches, set up a ter
rible din to have “that Atheist bitch shut up.” Per
sonally, I like whores, but I wanted to create a dis
turbance for the zoo-attendants, and I did. The whores’ 
thumping heads led them to begin to rattle doors, to 
curse in beautiful violet prose, to moan, and once I 
heard the delightful sound of vomiting, and the calls 
for “Matron” to remove the odiferous mess.

For supper I had been handed a paper plate filled 
with indistinguishable slop of a neutral color, and a 
paper cup filled with something resembling tepid excre
ment. Taking careful aim, and hurling the contents 
of the two receptacles at the wall and pay station 
telephone opposite my cell, I had scored a bull's eye, and 
the garbage dribbled down that wall; it stuck in the 
dial, and the mouthpiece of the black box.

At one point I had been physically forced into an 
examination room, and had answered questions as 
follows:

“Your mother’s name?” “Mama.”
“Your father’s name?” “Papa.”
“Your name?” “Let’s play who’s who.”
"Where do you live?” “With my mother.”
“Where docs your mother live?” “With me.”
“You smart bitch. Where do you both live?” "To

gether.”
They had become so furious that they had taken 

me, by force, and with undo restraint, to the down
town lock-up. There I was literally dragged for I was 
cooperating no more than necessary, into the finger
print room. Defiantly I told the Sergeant, “If you 
intend to fingerprint me you are going to have to 
knock me cold to do it.” He finally gave up. I was told, 
“Step over there to be mugged,” and I told them, “If 
you take any pictures it will be of your holding me 
down in order to get them.” They demanded I step 
on the weight scale. I said, “Carry me on to it sonny.” 
They demanded that I step onto the height scale. And, 
again, my sarcastic tongue told them to "Blow my 
height, Kiddo.”

I was not mugged, not fingerprinted, not weighed, 
not height checked, nor recorded at any level. A theory 
of mine paid off: I insist that only by cooperating with 
the bastards can we lose our liberties . . . and I am 
right. Time and time again I told them that “in the 
hands of the enemy, I need only give my name, rank, 
and serial number” . . . "and since you know my name, 
fuck you sonny, that’s all you get.”
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Bill, Susan and mother had followed about the same 
procedure. When Susan had been frisked and the 
matron’s hands lingered longer than necessary over 
the full, ripe, figure which Sue has, her caustic ques
tion to the matron was, “Thrill you, honey?” Sue was 
kept in jail the shortest period. Grandmother came in 
second. I was third, but it was Bill who received the 
most thorough working over and who had to stay in 
jail the longest period of time. All that Bill is, or ever 
fails to be, he owes to those sadistic bastards in 
Baltimore.

But, as we fled into the sunset which faded into 
the west faster than our jet could follow it, the realiza
tion came home to us: We were alive . . . each and 
every one of ns was alive, and we were together. 
Somehow, nothing else mattered. We had escaped.

The men were separated from the boys almost im
mediately. for as the news that we were out of Balti
more—and alive—reached our friends, we watched, 
painfully, the reactions.

Within hours after we left, a volunteer envclope- 
stufTer whom we knew but barely broke into our offices 
physically, changed all the locks on the doors, stationed 
the police in the office, and proclaimed himself to seven 
offices in our organizations. He made out new signature 
cards for our bank accounts and before we could say 
“Aloha” had divested our bank accounts (which we 
had left intact in Maryland) of over $3,500. Our 
former attorney turned on us almost immediately, as 
the money was split with him.

Vashti McCollum, famed Humanist fighter and lib
eral, turned a deaf ear to our predicament but found 
time to write a number of vicious letters against us 
to the fellow members of the Board of Directors of 
the American Humanist Association (of which I am 
also a Board Member). Tobey McCarroll, director of 
the organization, sat on his hands, while writing 
personal sympathetic letters to us. Corliss Lamont of 
the Emergency Civil Liberties Union became savage 
in his scathing personal denunciation of us. The 
Realist (issue #53) printed an unsubstantiated, scur
rilous attack on us. The Friendship Liberal League of 
Philadelphia jumped in to denounce us and to turn 
back to sympathizers checks sent in to that organiza
tion in our behalf. The American Rationalist mounted 
a defamatory campaign against us. Lyle Stuart spread 
stories which curled our hair. Every Socialist camp 
in America maligned and abused us. The Communist 
Party took a cut at us. The entire left spectrum of the 
United States ignored the news releases or slammed 
us with invectives.

Stunned, we could not believe our ears, or trust our 
eyes. The only persons who came to our aid were the 
reactionaries, the rightists, and those substantial ele
ments who had never been in a fray. Time magazine 
went out o f its way to write an article about the events, 
an article calculated to turn Maryland from its course 
o f destructive pursuit o f us. The Baltimore Sun, in an 
unprecedented move, wrote an editorial, chastizing the 
power structure of Maryland. Some monied residents 
of Honolulu, Board members of the Unitarian Church, 
stepped in and asked the church here to help us. We 
found ourselves supported by the Honolulu Goldwater 
camp, by young business executives, by the Chambers 
of Commerce, by the Superintendent of the School
16

Board, by a Catholic priest.
Every frecthought group and every left group in 

America deserted, maligned and abused us, while in
credibly the Republicans, the churches, the business 
community, the so-called reactionary magazines came 
to our rescue. Carl Brown. Republican, stayed with us.
Gus Broukal, Communist, deserted us. Paul Krassner, 
individualist, turned on us. Bob Wilson, Anarchist, 
stayed with us. John Wilcock of the Village Voice 
stood by us. Ralph Ginzburg of Fact magazine stood 
by us | Editor's note: Fact magazine agreed to publish 
an article on Madalyn Murray only if she paid the 
w riter’s plane fare, which she did] and Mae Mallory, 
and Workers World stood as pillars, unshakeable, un
daunted, totally loyal.

I have been in every gawddamn movement there has 
been on the left for the last 30 years. I sweated blood 
to raise money for the Nationalists in Spain, and wept 
because I could not join the International Brigade.
Our family, as a family, helped to organize the CIO.
I was in the integration movement in sit-ins, stand-ins, 
walk-inS, picketing, speaking and writing for the last 
15 years, long before even the Negro knew there was 
a movement. I have been in every peace group. I fought 
for the Rosenbergs. I picketed for the Sobels. I fought 
the House Un-American Activities Committee and the 
McCarran Act. I have been shoulder to shoulder with 
pacifists, integrations, unionists, Communists, Social
ists, Trotsky-ites, Fair Play for Cuba-ers, anti-H- 
bombers, feminists, and leftists of descript and non
descript causes for 30 years . . . and when I was in 
trouble, they ignored me en masse. Some of my contri
butions have been significant in many of these fields.
But, to a man the “left” added their insults, their 
indignities, their abuse.

I was crossed, double-crossed, triple-crossed, and then 
re-double-crossed until I lost count.

As my Baltimore office and organization was opened 
every one moved in for the kill and whatever spoils 
they could carry out of it. I had the horrible feeling 
that the vultures would blot out the blue of the skies 
I love so dearly, as they hovered in closer and closer 
to pick our flesh clean.

And, it was then that I went to the United States 
Army Tripler Hospital, as even that reactionary outfit 
saw my need for hospitalization from the beating I 
received. I went to that hospital and stayed for over 
two weeks. Three vertebrae in my neck are compressed 
from the boots of several cops on the back o f my neck, 
the boots that ground my face into the grass o f my 
lawn. In those compressed vertebrae, nerves are caught, 
the nerves which supply my right side. I walk with a 
right leg drag. My right arm hangs dead weight at my 
side. Some fingers of my right hand are not responsive 
to my orders. For many months my right eye would not 
focus and my right hearing was impaired while a sharp 
knifelike pain skittered constantly up from the back 
of my neck and over my skull, down to my right eye.
My neck refused to turn except creekingiy . . . and 
the pain of those nerves constantly stimulated was 
excruciating, leaving me with night after night of 
sleepless experiences while free-floating pain engulfed 
me.

Meanwhile, back at the center of the modern inqui
sition, Maryland continued with a series of smashing
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blowy. All insurance was cancelled on our furniture. 
All insurance was cancelled on our cars. The State of 
Maryland called in our automobile license plates. Our 
cars, parked in front of our residence, were ticketed 
every 12 hours, with the threat hanging over us that 
after so many tickets the State of Maryland would 
impound them.

When Mae Mallory got one car to a boat to send 
it to us, a front page picture was run in the Baltimore 
News Post, 6" x 8", of “Atheist’s car on Dock”—an 
open invitation to vandalize. The insurance was can
celled on our home and our bank threatened us with 
an “instant” foreclosure. Mae Mallory, with my per
mission, went to my home and was promptly arrested 
by the police, and was forced to engage an attorney 
to prove that she had the right to be in my home, with 
my written permission. Ten times we contacted our 
bondsmen to arrange payment for our bail. Our attorney 
contacted him. He refused to communicate with us 
and it was months before we learned that Maryland 
did not require him to forfeit our bail!

My bank accounts were frozen as the Catholic action- 
ist envelope-stuflfer in our office suddenly claimed that 
the money was his. $.3,500 disappeared immediately, 
and $5,000 was thrown into court.

Then on July 22nd, Bill and I were arrested (al
though no warrant was even served on us), we were 
brought to trial in Baltimore (although we were in 
Honolulu), witnesses were presented against us whom 
we could not cross-examine, two empty chairs were 
conspicuous in the courtroom, and remarks were ad
dressed to the chairs. After a 6-hour hearing, we were 
found guilty as charged of “contempt of court” and 
we were sentenced: Bill got 6 months in the reform
atory, and I got one year in the State Pen and a $500 
fine . . . both with recommendations that we would 
get no time off for good behavior.

Almost immediately, the entire Assembly of Mary
land moved to pass a bill making it a felony to assault 
a policeman and giving mandatory sentences for each 
count o f 20 years! It became evident to whom this 
ex-post-facto law was addressed when the Baltimore 
Sun crowed that Bill would get 100 years in jail for 
his 5 counts, I would get 160 years in jail for my 8 
counts, and grandmother would get a mere 20 years 
in jail . . . for incredibly we are charged, the three of 
us, with assaulting 14 policemen!

Every move the State of Maryland made was clearly 
unconstitutional, and the American Civil Liberties 
Union took the occasion to write numerous people 
over the entire United States that the Murrays had 
brought this on themselves{ that the Murrays deserved 
every blow they received and that ACLU would not 
lift a finger. Negroes they would help side-wise. Com
munists they would assist collaterally. Atheists they 
would not touch with a 10-foot pole, and I doubt that 
ACLU President Pemberton even has an 8-inch one!

Roy Torcaso, champion of liberty, Supreme Court 
winner, started a drive to have me removed from the 
Board of Directors of the American Humanist Asso
ciation. He was backed up by that superb Humanist 
Hervey LeBrun openly and by the general Board of 
do-gooders covertly.

In the six months that followed, the pattern con
tinued with liberals and leftists crying for our blood,
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while we struggled to save ourselves from life-im
prisonment, from certain death on return to Maryland, 
from the theft of all our real and personal property. 
Abusive letters arrived by the score, topped by Lyle 
Stuart’s personal letter to me labeling me a thief, while 
all our organizational money stayed tied up in Balti
more where real thieves worked to legally relieve us 
of it. [Editor’s note: Lyle Stuart claims that Madalyn 
Murray ignored bills for books she purchased, for re
sale, from his publishing house.]

Six months ago, I owned a 7-room, 2-bathi brick 
colonial home, an automobile, furniture, paintings, 
books, silver, handed down for generations and worth 
a good $50,000. I was the originator and the director 
of two freethought organizations which owned an 11- 
room, 3-story office building, with $30,000 worth of 
printing and mailing equipment in it, with a ham 
radio station operating out of it, with all bills paid 
in full and in advance, with $8,500 in the bank to 
keep our Tax The Churches case going, and with a 
35,000-person mailing list and a 3,000-person member
ship list.

Today we live “temporarily” as all our clothing, 
furniture, cooking utensils, dishes, bedclothes, towels, 
are locked in our Baltimore home, unavailable to us 
because of our lack of funds and lack of friends who 
could send them to us.

Today, our 11-room office is a shambles. The printing 
press and all mailing equipment has disappeared. All 
of our personal furniture in the building has disap
peared. Our 35,000 mailing list was turned over to 
the FBI. Even a piggy bank belonging to Garth was 
broken apart for booze money. My entire bank account 
was handed to a stranger to our organization on 
12/15/64 on the pretext that since I refused (sic) to 
return to Baltimore to attend the hearing the money 
went by default to the person claiming it. Three of our 
organization officers went to Baltimore to intervene. 
Two, Terry Fry and George Hetzel, were put in jail 
and one (Gus Broukal) got out of town by his coat
tail. A charge against Hetzel, aired in a court room 
was that he had “caused dissension in the organization” 
by demanding of our envelope-stuflfer friend an ac
counting of what he was doing with our money.

We tried to arrest our Catholic actionist, envelope
stuffing friend for trespassing in our building. Judge 
Robinson refused to issue a warrant against him. We 
tried to have him arrested for simple theft o f our 
property by producing Bills of Sale in the name of 
Madalyn Murray. Judge Blum refused to issue a war
rant against him. We tried to have him arrested for 
breaking and entry. Judge Watts told Joe Wase, “That 
Atheist has no recourse in my court,” and refused to 
issue a warrant against him, but this Negro judge 
ruefully did admit to Mae Mallory, “Of course you 
have a cause of action against him but I wouldn't 
buck the white power structure in Maryland.”

At other times, all legal papers issued from Hono
lulu were discredited because Baltimore refused to 
recognize Hawaiian notary seals! We were forced to 
go up to the Circuit Court in Honolulu to prove that 
the notaries were certified and bonafide.

All persons on our mailing list began to receive the 
most vile and malice-filled attacks against us that I 
have ever read anywhere in my life as a systematic

17

http://www.ep.tc/reallst/57
http://www.ep.tc/realist


The REALIST Issu e Number 57 - March 1965 - P a ge  18
scans of this entire issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/realist/57

and concerted attack was made against us, joined in 
by every freethought organization of America, to dis
credit us, to abuse us, to malign us, to do a job of 
character assassination unsurpassed in America. The 
freethought organizations even attacked our case to 
tax the churches! Even now, just as I write that sen
tence, I am struck speechless, and lean back and look 
at those words on the typed page . . . but it is too 
ghastly, too utterly true. Everything was done that 
could be done to sink us and to sink our case.

My last article in the Realist was the basis of it, 
coupled with the Realist's printing of the crap of 
Cree. Single sentences were lifted out of context to 
show that I was a "mental degenerate” who had for
feited the right to "lead” the freethought movement, 
and "leaders” sprang up like mushrooms spring in 
the dark of any evening. Everyone based his right to 
lead on how much he could villify Madalyn Murray.

Meanwhile, the FBI visited us in Honolulu. The 
Post Office Department visited us in Honolulu. The 
Internal Revenue Service visited us in Honolulu. The 
Federal Communications Commission visited us in 
Honolulu. We were the object of every pressure which 
could be brought by the Federal government. Sud
denly, we were denied routine renewals of our pass
ports, only on the basis that we were Atheists.

As we tried to get Bill and Sue into the University 
of Hawaii, the Baltimore high schools refused to for
ward their credits. All my support checks for our 10- 
year-old, Garth, were held up in Baltimore. My mother’s 
Social Security checks were held up. My brother was 
not only denied a leave of absence, but he was fired, 
and he is currently in his 4th appeal from a fourth 
denial for Unemployment Compensation by Maryland. 
Every turn of the economic screw known to society 
was enjojnnd against us.

For months we were immobilized by the pressures 
and by lack of funds. We were arrested in Honolulu 
on extradition papers sent over by Maryland at 9 
o’clock one morning. Our attorney tried to spring us 
from the arrest and he did so by 9:02 A.M., but 
Catholic governor John A. Burns approved the judicial 
process which had us into a court hearing by 9:20 A.M. 
—so that our attorney had 18 minutes to prepare his 
court case!

The Honolulu Advertiser turned out to be a yellow 
sheet worse than any Hearst rag as they slandered us, 
and distorted the Fact article into a current interpre
tation which had me saying that—after the Unitarian 
church here had assisted us when we arrived—I told 
that congregation they could "kiss my ass.” I demanded 
a retraction which I have not received to this day.

But. hallejulah! Official Honolulu—the police chief, 
Liu who led Billy Graham’s ‘Crusade for Christ’arrange
ments here in Hawaii and the governing Council of 
the Island of Maui —sent me an official resolution they 
passed offering to get rid of me by sending me to 
Russia but couldn’t influence this heterogeneous, racially 
and religiously mixed, city to hate us. We found the 
people to be warm, to be understanding, to be accept
ing. and we slowly made inroads into their hearts. 
Group after group invited me into speak, businessmen, 
Chambers of Commerce, the University, the high 
schools, the churches! Thefe are individuals in soirees 
and radio stations who insist on call-in question and
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answer programs . . . and we have found a niche of 
toleration and quasi-security here.

We started the long road back after I gained control 
of my eyes and could focus them both in the same 
direction . . . when my neck finally would turn . . . 
when I found that I could use an electric typewriter 
although my right fingers still drag over those keys 
. . . when we finally traded our car for one with power 
steering, which I could then drive . . . when I had 
spent innumerable days in the salt water of the Ala 
Moana beach and the healing heat of the tropic sun 
. . . when I could walk a whole two blocks before the 
calf of my right leg cramped up into a hard ball.

By November we were back in business. By writing 
thousands of personal letters I coaxed some supporters 
back. We were getting out a newspaper instead of a 
magazine. We had rescued our tax the church case in 
Baltimore. Wo had forestalled the foreclosure on our 
home even though Lloyds o f London refused to insure 
our home there! (I am framing that letter.) We were 
on a steady diet of rice but by Gawd we were eating!
None of us had shoes or clothes for this climate, but 
we had an electric mimeograph to get us back into the 
church-state battle. Mother had lost her hospitaliza
tion insurance, but we had the warm sand of the beach 
in which to pack her arthritic-ridden limbs. Our home 
(joke) is termite-ridden, roach-infested, chameleon- 
invaded, on the direct route of ant-army forays . . . 
windows won’t close, battalions of mosquitoes have 
found feeding grounds on our bodies, the stove doesn’t 
work, the sink clogs twice a week on schedule, we eat 
off a card table, we have three enamel pots to cook 
in and we purchased our china from that well known 
high fashion store F. Wellington Woolworth’s.

But, we raised enough money to give our attorneys 
and the courts of Maryland over $7,000 in these six 
months to continue our suit . . . and we have kept the 
Murray Newsletter going monthly since June and the 
Voice of Reason newspaper going since November. 
Somehow, we keep up with correspondence which costs 
us over $300 a month just for postage.

Within the last several months we recaptured our 
most important asset—our senses of humor came back.
And we put you-all on notice: We don’t give two hoots 
in hell for the un-fucking Pope, or that he has ap
pointed only one American Cardinal in his last list of 
27 new Cardinals: Joseph Shehan of Baltimore.

It will take more than the traitorous freethought 
movement, the unfeeling "left,” the Roman Catholic 
Church or the entire government of the United States, 
much less Maryland and Hawaii to get me or mine 
back into the jails of Maryland for 6 months, one year,
100 years or 120 years.

Nothing can imprison a free spirit.
Maryland "got” our business, our money, our home, 

our publication, our reputation, and physically lam
basted hell out of us . . . but forgot to get our "indomi
table souls,” and this error of omission condemns the 
power drive against us to failure.

And, so, next episode, if you promise to send a check 
to Cree, our envelope-stuffer friend so that he can 
support both our Negro secretary (who is pregnant by 
him) and his wife whom he booted out (who is also 
pregnant by him), Aunt Wiggily will tell you how we 
are continuing our battle for separation of church and 
state and our strategy to guarantee a certain win.
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Two Dialogues on a Decision by The Ecumenical Council
by Paul D. Zimmerman

Frank: Sit down, fellas, we have a lot of work to do.
Al: You mean about the Jews?
John: Well, we’ve put it off long enough. What do 

you think, Frank?
Frank: Well, this is the way I look at it. The reports 

we have from Matt and Luke shape up this way. The 
Jews certainly helped bump off the boss but there were 
a lot of other guys involved. Now, you know and I 
know that the Mafia doesn’t have to talk this thing 
over. But, let’s face it. I think the Jews would be very 
grateful and all if we could come up with something.

John: No use carrying a grudge. Some of my best 
friends are Jews.

Al: Name one.
John: Bernard Baruch.
Al: Everyone uses him.
Frank: I think we’re missing the point. Look, the 

boss was bumped off a long time ago. Maybe the Jews 
did it, maybe they didn’t—but it would make the 
neighborhood a lot quieter if we could just make a 
little statement like this: “People of the neighborhood, 
we’d just like to say that there’s really no point in 
beating up on the Jews for bumping off the boss. A 
lot of guys did it so let’s forget it.”

John: A lot of Jews I know will really like that, 
Frank. They keep telling me: “John, 1 didn’t do it, I 
swear I didn’t do it, but the Mafia keeps leaning on me. 
You guys have roughed us up for 2,000 years over this 
thing. Please, fellas, forgive us.”

Al: I liked the inquisition. That was effective.
Frank: Well, the thing to do is take a vote. If it’s 

2-to-l in favor of the Jews, then they were innocent. 
If it’s 2-to-l against, then they did it. It’s really a 
simple way of finding out since we never make mis
takes.

John: Yeah, that’s a good way.
(A man enters, stage left.)
Hymie: I’m ordering lunch. Vat you fellas vant?
John: I’ll have a chopped liver and onion on rye.
Frank: Get me a brisket of beef on a hard roll.
Al: I don’t eat that stuff.
Hymie' Nothing? You don’t vant nothing?
Al: Oh, all right. A sturgeon sandwich on white.
Hymie: Okay. (Exits.)
Frank: Are we ready to vote?
John: Okay.
Al: I don’t like this.
Frank: All in favor of letting the Jews off the hook?
(Frank and John raise their hands.)
Frank: Against?
(Al raises his hand.)
Frank: Well, I guess that means the Jews didn’t 

do it.
John: Boy, I’m really glad to hear that. Now you 

can make your statement.
Frank: I know we did the right thing. I feel better 

already. Like a great weight has been taken off my 
shoulders.

Al: I stiil like the inquisition myself. Paff-paff 
(starts shadow-boxing)—they had the right idea.
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by Fred E. Williams
Interlocutor: Well gentlemen, for one reason or an

other we seem to have lost our long-standing patsy.
Southern Member: This is another good example of 

what can happen when we let one of these minority 
groups get too much power.

German Member: I still say it was that crackpot 
writer Hochhuth who started it all.

Interlocutor: Well, the fact remains that we have 
to find ourselves another guilty party.

French Member: But I always thought that Caesar 
and that guy Pilate had something to do with—

Interlocutor (violently): Never mind about that!
Voice from rear: I bet it was those niggers, they’re 

always causing trouble!
Interlocutor: Mr. Graham, please, you are here as a 

guest, let’s have no more outbursts like that.
Voice from rear: Damit I bought a seat in this 

place.
Interlocutor: That does not entitle you to a voice 

here.
Voice from rear (muttering): Smart-alecky dagos. 

First they take all the World’s Fair action with that 
damn statue, now they tell me to shut up. Should have 
let the Klan have them in the first place.

Interlocutor: What was that, Mr. Graham?
Voice from rear (vehemently): Nothin’ . . .
Chicago Member: Too bad that Hugh Hefner wasn’t 

around then. I’d love to nail him on this.
Southern Member: Let’s stay away from the Negras. 

After all, we might get some new recruits with the 
way those Baptists are going. How about the Puerto 
Ricans?

Spanish Member: Ay Carajo! Nuestros hermanos—
Southern Member: Okay! Okay!
Syrian Member: I don’t see why we’re worrying so 

much about those bastards. They don’t even think they 
need absolution. Damned ingrates!

Arabian Member: I don’t think Gamal will like this.
Syrian Member: Since when is it Gamal?
Arabian Member: Since we found oil under the con

vent.
Southern Member: Well, we’ve been having some 

trouble with the Seminoles bothering our alligators.
New York Member: Anyone for the hairy Ainus?
Boston Member: What it amounts to is you can’t 

say anything about anybody these days without getting 
someone sore.

Interlocutor: That about sums it up, and, I believe, 
brings us to the cnly possible conclusion. Are we all 
in agreement with that verdict?

All: We are.
Interlocutor: Then let it be known we stand unan

imous on the verdict—suicide.

(Hymie enters with the sandwiches.)
John (to Frank): Now, he doesn’t look like he killed 

the boss, does he?
Frank: We decided to let you off the hook about the 

bess, Hymie.
Hymie: Boss, schmoss—that’ll be $3.25.
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GENETIC FAUX PAS
(Continued from Cover)

sponge the infant carefully so that they might take a 
better look—such unobservance didn’t deserve his dis
closure of the infant’s sex. When his orders had been 
carried out, leaving absolutely no doubt about the 
absence of genitals, the young intern and one of his 
assisting nurses passed out.

An aging doctor, by chance at the hospital at that 
hour, was summoned to care for both the baby and the 
intern.

The doctor-to-be was treated for a serious case of 
shock.

As for the newborn, close examination showed it to 
be in good health, except that death was expected since 
the bladder might be unable to discard its contents— 
there being the lack of, naturally, commonly expected 
excretory equipment. Nature, however, the medical 
man soon discovered, as miraculously as it had pro
duced a neuter-gendered -fetus, had connected the blad
der into the terminal point of the intestinal tract. 
“Very clever, indeed,” the wide-eyed investigator said, 
wrinkling his wizened face ironically. This quote was 
taken down by a quick reporter, the first of many who 
had rushed to the scene after several mysterious phone 
tips.

By 7 A.M. the international news services had 
flashed the story to all points of the globe to be set 
up in type of every language.

Within the hour, Mankind knew.
Radio and TV announcers expounded with tense 

voices to amazed, bleary-eyed Americans just out of 
their warm beds. Yawning commuters read detailed 
accounts beneath headlines blazoning black and bold: 
NO-SEX CHILDREN BORN! . . . SEXLESS BABIES! 
. . . A scandal sheet screamed, TOTS BORN DUDS! 
... Another, TWO WOMEN END FAMILY HISTORY!

The newspapers began to receive requests from 
world-famous thinkers, directed to the notorious beget- 
tors. Most of the messages were in the tenor of the 
one by a professor o f philosophy at a mid-Western 
American college. He wrote, “You would be doing Man 
a great service by allowing the study o f your children 
into puberty—assuming, of course, that such a stage 
will be reached. At any rate, whatever the transfor
mation, it would be an opportunity for science to 
hear, upon the children’s maturation, unbiased opin
ions of Man’s frailties.”

Several medical research organizations called emer
gency meetings, and as a result, balloted to cable 
Europe for the importation of the finest minds in the 
endocrine and related fields.

An article suddenly appeared in a Russian news
paper claiming that three such children had been born 
in the Soviet Union in 1940.

The people of the world hungered for further devel
opments on the cases, for qualified opinions which 
might explain the phenomenon. But the authorities of 
the hospitals which had admitted the unlucky mothers 
denied further observations, fearing for the health 
of the children. After their discharge, they said, the 
parents could do as they wished with their “sons or 
daughters, or whatever they are.”

The New York family, prepared with potential names
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since their knowledge of the conception, had decided 
on Richard or Jeanette. But, since it turned out that 
neither was possible, a combination was used: Richette.

In Philadelphia, it was Sylvestigal: the linking of 
Sylvester and Abigail. But, as Abigail is sometimes 
called Abbie, Sylvestigail was eventually to be short
ened to Sylvestie.

Their hospital stays over, the families returned to 
what they expected to be the quietude of their homes.
But they found themselves besieged by reporters, 
photographers, phone calls, letters and telegrams. 
Chaotic, hysterical crowds had gathered outside of the 
two small homes, trampling down fences and hedges.
At first the respective cities, as a gesture, supplied 
police; later they did it as a necessity. The throngs 
consisted mostly of women fearfully anxious to learn 
what foods the famous mothers had consumed during 
pregnancy.

Richette’s parents (as Sylvestie’s) were confronted 
with the problem of how to dress their child—in pink 
or blue. Due to its father’s desire for a boy, it was 
arbitrarily decided that Richette would be male, or at 
least convey that impression. There was a stipulation, 
though. Since Richette’s mother had hoped for a girl, 
a change of attire at a later date would be acceptable 
if both parents so agreed. Alternating the sex each 
year was also considered.

This decision reached Sylvestie’s parents the next 
day via the morning papers. Feeling some unconscious 
need for symmetry, they fashioned the superficial 
exterior of their child into the opposite sex.

The very first man of erudite background granted 
permission to examine either of the newborns was Dr. 
Klingdorfendorff, professor of anatomy at one of the 
largest medical colleges in America. The press and 
other onlookers were held back with ropes as Dr. 
Klingdorfendorff made his entrance into the Philadel
phia home. Two hours later, he emerged stupified, and 
went on record as saying, “This is impossible.”

A renowned psychiatrist, flown in from the West 
against his will (he thought it was a hoax) told news
paper men, “I have observed the children and find the 
possibility of atrophy of the genitalia or its regression 
to the blastula stage. However, the ids are functioning 
normally, indicating no pre-natal psychic trauma.”
When questioned further concerning the meaning of 
the malformation, the psychiatrist replied, “How the 
hell should I know!” (This information was withheld 
from the public.)

At last, from Europe, came the physiologists, phar
macologists, pathologists, cai'diologists, biophysicists, 
endocrinologists, gynecologists, and a proctologist.
Their appearance was welcome news. Their every move 
made the front pages. Newspapers recorded their tours 
of cities, their visits to scientific institutions, their 
banqueting, the lists of their lectures, the itineraries 
planned for them by the government.

But public reproach ended their regalement.
The scientists were divided into two teams and sent, 

expense paid, to Philadelphia and New York, where 
they were registered at the finest hotels. From these 
official headquarters they traveled by cab to make' 
daily examinations of the children. The confused 
parents, needless to say, were grateful for the special
ized medical care which came free.
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During this time, the national magazines were held 
•off. Only simple statements were given by the parents 
and medical men, and these only to the newspapers; 
magazines wanted full stories, which would require 
closer attention to the cause of the unfortunate parents’ 
grief. A special congressional committee had decided 
that this might be embarrassing. Their explanation: 
“We find that licentious minds might somehow link a 
smutty association to nature’s error.”

The scientists continued to make intensive studies. 
But after two months they found that they had come 
to no conclusion. They agreed at a meeting to give up 
in despair. Offering apologies to their benefactors, they 
asked to be returned to their respective countries. 
The request was quietly granted.

One researcher as he boarded a luxury liner in New 
York harbor, said to the press, “We have been re
freshed by a generous vacation in this splendid coun
try. It was, indeed, a marvelous opportunity to see the 
laboratory approaches of American scientists, not to 
mention Broadway musicals. I especially like hot 
dogs.” When asked about his studies on the abnormal 
progeny, he shrugged his shoulders and stepped, head 
sadly drooped, up the gangplank.

The bewildered parents, at last left by themselves 
with their children, discovered the first privacy they 
had known in almost three months. They had practically 
forgotten what it was like. And now, their aloneness 
renewed, they found it absolutely delicious, despite the 
depressing situation that had come into their lives 
and in which they would henceforth be involved. But 
even this peaceful quietude, * as compromising as it 
was in the face of catastrophe, was of short duration. 
Magazines clamored once more for interviews. They 
were denied them.

Undaunted, the publications appealed to the Supreme 
Court. When the case came up, it took three days of 
fiery debate and was front-page publicity. It was ruled 
that the magazines had every right to inform the 
public of newsworthy facts.

Even with the High Court’s new law, the magazines 
received no permission from the parents. But this did 
not deter their efforts. They offered checks for greater 
and greater sums of money. In a moment of weakness, 
as was bound to happen, the parents of one child 
succumbed after being confronted by an extremely 
tempting contract—it was Sylvestie’s.

B ichette’s folks, steadfast and determined not to 
surrender, had somehow believed in an unwritten and 
unspoken agreement—though they had never met the 
other family—that the private lives of their children 
would be preserved. But now that Sylvestie’s world 
had been opened to the curious citizenry, all that had 
been sacred had been lost. Therefore, Richette, too, 
was given up to the layman’s observation.

Writers and photographers swooped down upon the 
two homes. There were questions, cameras, lights, 
flashbulbs. The parents, after their own exploitation, 
became minor characters in the drama and were pushed 
into the background. -Private nurses, hired by the 
publications, became mothers-by-proxy—except during 
nursing hours, when, out of necessity, they were re
placed by their predecessors. This, however, was done 
under the strict supervision of a specialist whose duty 
it was to see that the infants maintained a constant 
photogenic appearance.
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For the first time the children were subjected to 
lenses as they had never been before—naked. Shutters 
snapped excitedly, sheets of exposed film mounted. The 
infants’ anatomies were recorded from every angle.

The enlightened emulsion was rushed to darkrooms, 
processed, cropped, engraved. Typewriters clacked 
under late-hour office fluorescent lights. Copy was hur
riedly edited. And, within days, distributors tossed 
the roped articles at every newsstand in the country.

The public studied the pictures, read the words. 
The public reacted. Letters, pro and con, poured into 
the magazines’ editorial offices. One, representative of 
many, said, “Such pictures are shocking! Just because 
the children have no organs doesn’t mean that you 
should display that disgraceful area! Don’t intelligent, 
educated editors like you have any sense of decency? 
Please cancel my subscription.” It was signed: A 
Woman, Who, By the Grace of God, is Female.

Another comment, sent in by a man of the cloth, 
complained, “You have shown the buttocks, an erotic 
zone. This is as sinful as showing the reproductive 
portions (even though they are not reproductive), 
especially since, in this case, the aforementioned sur
face might take on more meaning,” to which a psy
chologist replied in the next issue, “I thought you 
religious people didn’t believe in theories relating to 
the anal stage of development.”

Television moved in. The New York parents were 
interviewed. They achieved a rating of 98.2, the high
est ever established. The questioning, however, did 
not run its full time on the air. The mother, when 
asked how she thought the strange phenomenon had 
come about, innocently replied, “I don’t know. My hus
band and I did the same things that other people do 
to have children. Maybe the position—” The program 
was cut off the air. It was several months before the 
Federal Communications Commission could be per
suaded that her statement was a normal one under the 
conditions.

As a result of the telecast, two male midgets offered 
their bodies, upon death, as donations to a parts-bank 
for grafting to the children. One was turned down 
because of impotence.

A famous New York department store, as a publicity 
stunt, produced a contract for the employment of the 
children fifteen years hence as human window mani
kins. It was ignored, but the following month the 
firm’s business increased fifteen percent.

By several months after the birth, the excitement 
subsided. The police were sent away, and the families 
o f the human curiosities attempted to live as reason
able lives as possible under the circumstances.

Now and then an article with a new slant cropped 
up in a magazine. One such was titled, “What Should 
I Tell My Child About Sex, When It Has None?”

One year passed, then two.
The parents were approached by booking agents to 

put their offspring on tour now that they could walk. 
The showmen were turned down. Despite this, many 
religious organizations, on hearing of the offer, quick
ly came opt with such statements as, “The commer
cialization of this catastrophe would require the exhi
bitionism of nakedness—a sin.” “So what!” retorted 
an angry young New York columnist. “There’s nothing 
for them to be ashamed of. They could cat of the tree 
of knowledge and still be ignorant!” To which the
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theologians rapidly countered, “This is proof from 
heaven that warning has been put to us to end our 
sinning!”

Two more years went by, during which time certain 
influential censorship groups reasoned that the chil
dren were reaching an age when it was becoming in
decent to continue their being photographed without 
clothes. Pressure was put on, successfully. Nude photos 
of the children were banned. The value of backdated 
magazines rose.

Immediately after the stoppage of photos of the 
children, a ring in California distributed, at fantastic 
prices, two million pictures purportedly of one of the 
sexless children. They were proved to be a fraud. The 
Post Office Department tracked down an unwed mother, 
who, to avoid starvation, had allowed her child—a girl 
of two, who bore an amazing resemblance to the orig
inal—to be a model for trick photography. The mother 
was finally apprehended, far from malnutrition, in a 
five-room bridal suite of a lavish Hollywood hotel.

An international news syndicate scooped the world 
of journalism by signing both sets of parents for ten 
years of exclusive stories on their children. Trips, pic
nics, birthdays, their first meeting—all the human- 
interest in the lives of Sylvestigail and Richette—were 
covered. The public devoured the reportage.

Sylvestie's and R ichette’s initial days at school was 
first-page news. Photographers spent the morning cov
ering their every move, most important of which was 
their teachers’ hassles about which bathroom the new 
students would use.

At Sylvestie’s school, it was decided that “she” would 
use the girls’ room because of the way "her” parents 
had chosen to dress “her.”

The teachers at Richette’s school also concluded that 
“he” use the girls’ room, but in "his” case because the 
anatomic similarity might go unnoticed by “his” little 
female colleagues. In both situations, at any rate, it 
was planned that no other child should be allowed to 
be present with them in the bathrooms.

Close-up shots of the sexless children’s faces, on their 
first emergences from the school lavatories, showed 
wonder at their isolation, at the mobs of photographers, 
students and teachers awaiting their historical exit.

When the newspaper syndicate’s contract finally ran 
out, it was continued at twice the per-annum price on 
the demand of the children's newly engaged agent.

Exactly on the children’s thirteenth birthday—mark
ing the event of their theoretical advance into puberty 
—Russian newspapers carried an article on their own 
Homo cipherens. The release told that the Soviet scien
tists had been successful in surgically implanting re
productive systems in the previously nonsexual bodies. 
They had created, it said, a male, a female, and a her
maphrodite—which could be changed either way; this, 
so that should one of the. others not survive, a mate 
would be created for the remaining one by a simple 
series of injections. This announcement, said the U.S. 
State Department, was a political move.

The movies decided to cash in on Sylvestie and Rich
ette. They entered into negotiations with the children's 
agent for a full-length film in which one would play 
a girl, the other a boy. “We know that it may seem 
odd using these children for a regular story,” the
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president of the studio told reporters, “but movie
goers don’t care about what vehicle such stars are in.
They want to see those kids.”

A crusading journalist, in a fight against the move, 
dug up facts which were on file in a small Alabama 
town, concerning the children’s agent. The newspaper
man uncovered an old record of moral turpitude. In 
the face of society, the parents felt., the past of the 
agent might blacken their children’s reputations. They 
regretted dropping the representative, they said, but 
it had to be done.

Nevertheless, the children were signed to do the 
movie. (The parents donated what would have been the 
agent’s fee to a new fund created for the study of 
genetic mutation.)

Enroute to filmland, the two families were swamped 
by the press at Kennedy Airport. After a short four- 
and-a-half hours of peaceful flight, they were mobbed 
once again on their arrival at Los Angeles, where 
they fought their way through a massive turnout, to 
safety at an elegant, prominent, and pre-paid hotel.

Next day the filming began.
But it was at the end of the first week of the shoot

ing that the strange manifestations first showed up in 
the children. What appeared on their right hands 
couldn’t exactly be called sores; they were more like 
sensitive growths: ducts of some kind.

These unnatural modifications became more and 
more evident each day. They were at first thought to be 
rashes resulting from an allergy or from the nervous
ness brought on by the fast pace of picture-making.

Finally the eruptions could no longer be ignored.
For some reason that the children couldn’t explain, 
they found themselves, out of some unconscious embar
rassment, hiding their right hands.

The director of the film, beyond his patience, ex
plained to the co-stars that the production was cost
ing two million dollars and that they had better damn- 
well take their hands out of their pockets if they didn’t 
want to be dropped from the studio and fined along 
with it. When they did remove their hands, their red
dened faces showed up too noticeably on the color 
film at the evening rushes. This caused the make-up 
department no end of trouble equalizing the hues in 
the cheeks and at the same time using putty to cover 
the odd orifices in their right hands.

Finally, the film completed and the cost of overhead 
no longer impending, the set physician’s advice to call 
in a specialist was heeded.

The consultant came, examined the eruptions very 
carefully, and suggested an endocrinologist.
‘ The endocrinologist arrived. There was no doubt 
about it, he diagnosed, half believing himself; genitals 
had appeared on the children's hands.

Sylvestigail was male.
Richette was female.
The newspapers flared once more with coverage.
The evening the Sylvestie-Richette film was to be 

premiered, the first-night celebrities—surrounded by 
gala searchlights—were invaded by the screaming 
sirens and twirling red bulbs of the law. Police pushed 
into the flamboyantly decorated movie house and seized 
the film. Various powerful censorship groups had 
pressed to hold the release of the "disgraceful” picture.
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The studios were not discouraged, however. Over
night, sparing no expense, they flew censorship repre
sentatives into Hollywood from the United States’ 
most important cities, and ran off the celluloid in 
question.

Despite a free, full-course dinner with champagne, 
the censors found that close-ups too clearly revealed 
the intimate portions of the hands. No, they said, 
sucking the filet mignon from their teeth and burping 
champagne, they couldn't let the American people see 
such a lewd sight. But it was impossible, the producers 
argued, to cut the “licentious” scenes, since most of the 
camera angles had shown the hands. The response to 
this was, “No.” “All right,” the president o f the studio 
said, “we’ll shoot it again. This time they’ll be wearing 
gloves.”

The censors flew back home with full stomachs, proud 
of being adamant.

When the public learned o f the compromise, bags of 
mail were carted into the studio, complaining that it 
was foolish to cover up hands. How in the world, they 
protested, could such a sight incite lasciviousness?

Contrarily, one woman, 92, a member of the E.B.G.C.- 
S.K.P.O.G. (East Burgeville Grandmothers’ Censor
ship Society of Kansas to Protect Our Grandchildren), 
said, “If you cover the hands, I see no reason that the 
children be stopped from going naked, since it carries 
a different meaning for them. After all, the movie has 
to have some drawing point.” This brought to the 
surface a suspicion her colleagues had maintained for 
years—that she owned shares in the movie company. 
Her background was investigated, she was found to be 
a stockholder, and she was dropped from the E.B.G.C.- 
S.K.P.O.G.

Pravda quickly announced that their newspapers had 
misinterpreted their scientists. Reproductive organs 
hadn’t been grafted on the Russian children; they had 
appeared naturally on the hands—in fact, unlike the 
American progeny, on both hands.

The movie didn’t turn out to be as big a box office 
smash as expected. There was, somehow, Wall Street 
backers agreed, something unsexy about the children 
wearing gloves.

Immediately, the newspaper syndicate holding the 
exclusive story rights to Sylvestie and Richette voted 
to let their contract run out.

Months of silence followed. Gradually, the malformed 
children were less and less talked about. In time they 
moved almost unnoticed into limbo.

When Richette and Sylvestigail reached, twenty-one, 
they were married: not so much because they were in 
love—although they had affection for each other—but 
out of necessity. Who, they reasoned, would have them 
but each other?

A mild interest was revived in them, and there was 
mention of the event in the newspapers.

One romantic evening, holding hands with Sylvester 
(the name had been changed) by the fireside, Jeanette 
(name also changed) became pregnant.

An analogy of the mechanics of her conception might 
be made with corn and its silk, the arm being the tube 
connecting to the unfertilized egg. The male factor 
was passed to where the womb should be, and no doubt
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was, and the child took form.
But during her final month of expectancy, Jean

ette’s body (due to a physiological shifting of the estro
gen balance) was gradually transformed into what is 
commonly standardized as female. (“Damn, I wish 
Walt Disney could’ve taken frame-by-frame daily pic
tures of the metamorphosis,” her physician complained 
disappointedly to a Sunday feature editor.) She gave 
birth to a normal, six-pound seven-ounce boy. Its father 
kissed the mother the following morning (receiving, 
endocrinologists concluded, an unknown hormone from 
her saliva),*went to sleep that night in a fever, and 
awoke the next morning to find that an addition to his 
anatomy had become incipient.

Once more the world was informed of the lives of 
Sylvester and Jeanette, this time of their mutation to 
normality. Humanity gave a sigh of relief.

Twenty-four hours later, Russia called the United 
States phenomenon a fake. They said that the gullible 
American public had been duped. “Two decades ago,” 
Moscow bellowed, “they learned of our sexless births 
through spies and didn’t want to be left behind. So 
they fabricated the complete episode of Sylvestigail 
and Richette, pictures and story. Since we’d beaten 
them in the space race, they were desperate not to be 
outdone, even in pathological occurrences.”

The U.S. State Department retaliated with, “Evi
dently, the Russians have caused, by unnecessary bomb
testing on their continent, an irreversible aberration 
in their own sexless children.”

Eventually everyone forgot about the whole thing, 
including Sylvester and Jeanette, who gave up wearing 
gloves in preference to pants and panties, respectively, 
respectfully, and respectably.

CO-EXISTING
(Continued from Page 8) 

effective as well as ineffective ads—an assumption 
that need not necessarily correspond with future facts.

Cigarette advertising may not only be hemmed in by 
unfriendly government action—it is going to be barred 
from many of its old haunts in the newspaper, magazine 
and broadcasting worlds. Already Reader's Digest, 
Saturday Review, National Geographic, Good House
keeping and Parent's Magazine have closed their doors 
to cigarette advertising; a number of newspapers have 
rejected such ads; some radio stations have turned 
down cigarette commercials; and several ad agencies 
have refused to handle cigarette advertising. The presi
dent of another agency has sought guidance from a 
priest on whether to handle a major cigarette account 
—an interesting switch from the old days, when it 
seemed as if there were a greater likelihood of religion 
getting guidance from advertising than vice-versa.

Tobacco people, however, have no cause to feel alarm. 
The cigarette business has thrived in Europe in spite 
of restrictions and bans on advertising. The narcotics 
traffic seems to struggle along without conventional 
advertising, and tobacco is, after all, as addictive for 
many people, psychologically if not physiologically, as 
any narcotic. So long as people remain irrational, so 
long will cigarette smoking—like other unsafe, illegal 
or immoral activities that make life tolerable—exert an 
irresistible appeal.
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O f Transvestites and Other Epicenes

by David Lee Pagari
Does a man have the right to wear 

women’s clothes? The bare question 
may seem vague and ridiculous, but it 
is a question of vital importance to the 
many hundreds of men who do wear 
feminine clothes—men known as trans
vestites. It is a question of vital im
portance for the families of transves
tites, and indeed, for society itself, 
since this very question is before the 
courts in New York State.

One afternoon last year, a Mr. John 
Miller was arrested by Detective Daniel 
Keogh of the West 128th Precinct as 
he was walking near 91st Street and 
West End Ave. in New York City. Mr. 
Miller, according to subsequent testi
mony by Detective Keogh, was not mo
lesting anyone, was not in the presence 
of anyone, and was engaged in no 
immoral or criminal activity beyond 
that of being found wearing a complete 
woman's outfit including a wig and 
makeup.

He was arrested for a violation of 
Section 887, Subdivision 7, of the New 
York State Code of Criminal Procedure, 
which designates as a vagrant any per
son who, “having his face painted, dis
colored, covered, or concealed, or be
ing otherwise disguised in a manner 
calculated to prevent his being identi
fied, appears on a road or public high
way, or in a field, lot, wood, or enclo
sure.”

The case was of only minor and curi
ous interest until after Mr. Miller was 
found guilty and given a suspended 
sentence. He then appealed the case. 
Subsequently, the New York affiliate of 
the American Civil Liberties Union en
tered the case as amicus curiae. In a 
brief they filed it was pointed out that 
Section 887-7 dates back to the 1840s 
when farmers were disguising as In
dians to harass Dutch landowners in 
the up-state Anti-Rent Movement of 
that era.

What was a case involving the al
leged criminality of wearing the cloth
ing of the opposite sex, became some
thing more. The Civil Liberties Union 
feels that mere transvestism is not 
criminal behavior, but further, that Mr. 
Miller is a victim of an exaggerated 
interpretation of an antiquated law.

Moreover, it is felt that Section 887-7 
violates the guarantees of due process 
of law in the 14th Amendment of the 
U.S. Constitution and Article I of the 
New York State Constitution. The case 
is now one of vital interest to everyone 
concerned with our threatened preser
vation of individual freedom.

The case takes on further interest 
when. it is realized that yet another 
minority group has risen from anony-
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mity and identified itself in support of 
Mr. Miller thus reiterating the expres
sion of minority points of view that has 
become so much a part of our modern 
society.

This minority group, is, of course, 
the transvestite organization surround
ing two main-line transvestite litera
ture publishing houses—Chevalier Pub
lications in Los Angeles, and the Abbe 
de Choisy Press in New York City. 
Both of these transvestite publications 
helped collect the necessary funds to 
support Mr. M iller’s court appeals.

We now find that the case not only 
spotlights transvestism as a most in
teresting phenomenon of human be
havior but that still another phenome
non is introduced—the organized trans
vestite minority group. Only a few 
scant years ago the term transvestism 
was hardly known even in medical cir
cles. Today, transvestites comprise a 
surprisingly large enough segment of 
our society to support and sustain their 
own organizations.

The case offers some extremely inter
esting paradoxes as well. For one, there 
are the outraged screams that an indi
vidual transvestite’s freedom has been 
denied, and yet, we are as a society, 
allowing the organization of transves
tite groups and allowing them to pub
lish literature and sell it on news
stands and through the mails. For an
other paradox consider that the New 
York City Police Department uses po
licemen disguised as women as part of 
their law enforcement techniques while 
at the same time they arrest eccentric 
individuals, who for want of a badge, 
might be one of their own officers en
gaged in nothing more ominous than 
minding his own business. But perhaps 
the most interesting paradox presented 
hy this case is the fact that women in 
our society can and do wear men’s 
clothing with complete impunity where
as if a man wears women’s attire he 
risks imprisonment.

Both of the transvestite publications 
constantly warn their readers about the 
dangers of going out in public “en 
femme,” as in an issue of Transvestia:

. . .  it does not follow that everyone 
who can put on a dress and lipstick 
should venture out. To do so involves 
considerable risks and many TVs are 
not as feminine as they themselves 
may think they are. . . . While so
ciety is not harmed by a male ap
pearing in feminine attire, and he 
should not be persecuted for doing 
so, society does have a right to pro
tect itself from odd appearing and 
uncouth acting “pseudo women,” anil 
it will certainly do so.

And in the words of Turnabout'* edi
tor:

. . . As a matter o f fact, every TV 
who goes forth in public dressed and 
gets away with it earns that privi
lege by making himself undetectable 
under all circumstances, short of hav
ing one’s clothes ripped off in the 
public square. . . .  I do not exagger
ate when I say that society will never 
tolerate a man’s dressing in femi
nine clothes and going out in public 
if he looks and acts like a man in 
feminine clothes. All the laws and 
appeals in the world will not strike 
down this determination to prevent 
such an aesthetic outrage. . . .
It is very easy in a case such as this 

to drift far off into areas beyond com
prehension, for certainly transvestism 
is a very profoundly complex phenome
non. The truth of the matter is that 
we may not be involved with the ques
tion of men wearing feminine clothes at 
all.

Despite the fact that we are a stern
ly patriarchal culture our men should 
have a “right to transvest” providing 
this activity remained this side of cre
ating what one editor called an aesthe
tic outrage—that is to say, if a man 
just merely wore female attire, let’s 
say, women’s flat loafers, stretch pants, 
a blouse, e tc , but did not disguise his 
gender or identity. We tolerate just 
the mere wearing of men’s clothes by 
women—not their disguising as men, 
which very few women even seem to 
want to do.

But John Miller disguised his iden
tity. Was his action calculated? Or did 
he merely act out of self preservation 
knowing that if he transvested beyond 
the boundary o f aesthetic outrage he 
had no choice but to perfect a complete 
female masquerade? It is not a simple 
case.

And the longer one ponders it the 
more one wonders if Mr. Miller would 
have been arrested in the first place 
had he been disguised, not as a woman, 
but as an Iroquois. Surely the courts 
will have to examine Section 887-7 and, 
perhaps, even re-define transvestism, if 
we are to understand the entire rami
fications of this very puzzling and 
unique case.

The popularity of the Beatles and 
other similar mop-haired British 
groups is now a fact of music history 
and it remains only for the more skep
tical of us to determine why the phen
omenon of the singers with the 
shaggy-dog look developed.

Many observers feel that the Bcatlc- 
type sin ger’s hair had much to do with 
their popularity; that these “hair-cuts” 
represented a rebellion against author
ity which, importantly, contained its 
own sense of humor and subtlety.

But within the Beatlc movement 
there is developing still another phen-
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omenon. A phenomenon that is only a 
subtle suggestion in various of these 
English groups, but present and un
mistakable nonetheless.

People at the retail level of the 
music-record business noticed it first 
when teenagers began remarking that 
various members of these English 
singing groups “look like girls.” At 
first the significance of these observa
tions went unnoticed and were con
sidered by blase music people as just 
part of the overall Beatlc mania. But 
it becomes apparent that the Beatles 
may have been just the vanguard of 
something far more profound.

If the Beatles presented a “shaggy 
dog” appearance, these newer groups

rival group known as the “Mods,” 
who wear neat, dapper things, high- 
heel boots, and use perfume and cos
metics. In a televised interview with 
both groups, though done separately, 
ABC’s Ix*s Crane had to keep asking 
the Mods if they were “boys or girls.” 

It must be evident that a surpris
ingly large segment of the English 
male teenage population, as repre
sented by these Little Lord Faunt- 
leroy singers and Mods who inspire 
thpm, have quite by accident, happened 
onto a rebellion not against authority, 
but against the artificial and arbi
trary distinctions of gender as usually 
reflected in hair styling, clothing, and 
overall appearances. It is as though

"The Pretty Things"
present a “Little Lord Fauntieroy” 
look. The hair is much longer. In 
certain members of various groups the 
hair is styled, curled and swirled into 
a shoulder-length Pago Boy coif, and 
depending upon the focal angle of va
rious album-cover shots, there is a 
fantastic, epicene “boy-girl” effect that 
cannot help but be noticed.

These new epicene singing groups 
undoubtedly reflect the expressions of 
the youthful milieu that spawns them. 
And in examining the youth of modern 
England one finds a curious parallel 
to the two kinds of musical innovation 
being developed. On the one hand, 
there is the teenage groups known as 
the “Rockers,” who arc rough, rugged, 
motorcycle-riding delinquents reflect
ing the rebellion of the Beatles, and 
who like the Beatles, wear their hair 
in a shaggy-dog fashion.

On the other hand, there is the

the Beatles allowed these kids to “let 
their hair down” and now they are in 
the midst of a spontaneous social epi
cene revolution.

Though they probably do not even 
grasp the extent of their revolution 
they are in effect telling the world 
that there is no point in being classified 
“male” or “female” in an age where 
gender classification has ceased to ex
ist in many areas such as job-oppor
tunity, career-field choice, participant 
sports, hobbies, and other aspects of 
human endeavor.

This whole social epicenism phenom
enon is actually a parody of what is 
a very profound fear among the men 
in most Western societies—the fear of 
being a sissy, of not measuring up 
to the exaggerated image of the pa
triarchal male. And it must be signi
ficant that this parody is a group 
effort; a mass effort; because one
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wonders if a single Beatlc act would 
have succeeded and spawned a single 
Little Lord Fauntleroy singer. The 
phenomenon must have been waiting 
for the right moment and developed 
in the culture that gave it its most 
appropriate expression—that of mod
ern-day England.

This social epicene revolution must 
undoubtedly have its sexual connota
tions as well, and in fact, this very 
phenomenon may be anchored in what 
so many modern psychologists and 
psychiatrists have come to call “gen
der role anxiety.”

Not only have the social areas of 
expressions lost their gender classifi
cations, but it is apparent that men 
arc relinquishing their sexual aggres
siveness in an age when women wear 
slacks and often drive trucks. The 
covers of male slanted magazines teem 
with teasers such as —“Trapped On 
Amazon Island,” “Raped By A 
Nympho Gang,” “Prisoner of the Girl 
Nazis,” and so on. Thousands of pocket 
books mirror the same themes.

One has only to examine the maga
zine racks of any large metropolitan 
city to realize that the homosexuals, 
the transvestites, the fetishists, the 
masochists—all have their own spe
cialized publications in an age where 
Christine Jorgensen proved that ac
tual epicenism was something modern 
surgery could offer any individual 
helplessly confronted with the anxiety 
of being in a gender role unsuited to 
his psychological needs.

So perhaps the phenomenon of the 
Beatles and now these Little Lord 
Fauntleroy singers was inevitable, as 
today’s teenagers come to grips with 
gender role anxieties magnified by the 
complex world around us and by the 
fact that we o f the older generation 
have only begun to solve our own 
anxieties, be they of a gender role 
nature or not.

SIR REALIST:
. . . To Omit, Divine

With the risk of being accused of 
queersmanship, we must protest the 
omission of Drum from the list of 
homosexual publications in Pagari’s 
“Jenkins Backlash” (issue #56). 
Drum’s circulation is in excess of the 
combined circulation o f all those you 
mention.

So there.
By the way, Pagari echoes our senti

ments about the Jenkins affair in sub
stantial proportion.

Clark L. Polak, Editor 
and Chief Complainor 
Philadelphia, Pa.
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Demands of a Special Wife
The editors of Turnabout magazine invited the wife

of a transvesite to describe the conditions under which
she can tolerate such a marriage. This is what she
wrote:
My husband is a transvestite. The reasons why he 

is what he is have little to do with this article, so I 
shall not go into them. Suffice it to say that I knew that 
my husband was a TV before we were married and 
love him enough to accept that portion of his person
ality with very few reservations.

In our years of marriage, nothing in my husband’s 
practice of transvestism has undermined my love for 
him as a man or my acceptance of this facet of his 
personality. However, from my experience as a “TV 
wife” and my observations of married TVs and their 
wives among our friends, I should like to pass on a 
few tips to readers based on more or less prevalent 
problems which car. throw a marital relationship in
volving TVism offbalance.

Some of these pointers I will make are drawn from 
admittedly minor irritations or annoyances; others are 
based on conflicts which can bear the seeds of destruc
tion into a TV’s marriage. I call them “The TV W ife’s 
Bill of Bights”:

• Don’t call me roommate! I have no wish to be 
your roommate . . .  or your “sister” .. .  or your “girl
friend”—I am your wife and want to be treated as 
your wife, no matter how you may happen to be dressed 
at any given time.

• Never let me forget you are my husband! Nothing 
will make me feel more insecure in our marriage and 
in my own femininity than for you to become carried 
away by some mystical “girl .within” and forget you 
are a man and my husband.

• Don’t compete with me when we are out in public 
and you are “dressed.” I don’t mind your having a good 
time with the femininity you’ve achieved, but I bitterly 
resent any competitive comparisons you might make 
between your ersatz femininity and my own appear
ance. If others at a TV party are so rude as to make 
these comparisons, I want you to be on my side.

• Don’t abbreviate me or other women in my pres
ence. Whatever nut thought up such abbreviations as 
“RG” (real girl) or “GG” (genetic girl) certainly must 
have a deep-seated contempt for women. Unless you 
make me doubt my own femininity by your actions or 
attitude toward me, I need no abbreviate reminder that 
I am a “real girl.” How would you like it if I called you 
an “RB” or “GB”? •

• Don’t tell me TVism is “normal” whenever I 
might express misgivings about your dressing up as a 
woman. I threw the word “normal” out of my vocabu
lary years ago, when I found out that it no longer had 
any real meaning in a world where no two people are 
exactly alike. So let’s leave such words as “normal” 
and “abnormal” to the psychiatrists, the psychologists, 
and the social workers, who spend their lives pigeon
holing human beings.
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• Don’t speak to me of hormones, either in citing 
them as an excuse for your being a TV or by talking 
wistfully of them as a means of making your anatomy 
“more feminine.” I like your anatomy the way it is 
and don’t want you suddenly to start sprouting breasts.
And in case you haven’t kept up with the medical lit
erature, estrogens can greatly reduce your sex drive, 
which, thank God, still contributes much to our mar
riage.

• Don’t tell the children you’re their “aunty,” if 
they ever happen to see you “dressed.” They know you 
pretty well and won’t be the least bit fooled. Let me 
do any explaining which has to be done if such an 
emergency ever arises.

• Try lounging around the house in male clothes 
once in. a while. I don’t mind you donning a pretty 
gown or negligee now and then, but a steady diet of it 
tends to get monotonous. You would raise bloody hell 
if I wore nothing around the house but men’s clothes.
(And none of that pettifoggery about my slacks. You 
should look as good in them!)

• Don’t always expect me to help you “dress.” Be
lieve it or not, it takes me time to look my feminine 
best when we go out. I don’t mind helping with last- 
minute touch-ups, but I just don’t have time to super
vise every detail of your transformation.

• Listen to my advice, on the other hand, when I 
make suggestions as to your makeup or hairdo or car
riage. I want you to look your best whether you’re 
dressed as a man or as a girl.

• Don't wear my clothes without my permission.
After all, you have dozens of outfits of your own, and 
when I’m planning on using an outfit of mine, I hate 
to see it all stretched and messy.

• Play fair with me when it comes to our social life.
I don’t object to your TV friends or to going to TV 
parties, so I expect you to accept my “straight” friends 
and attend their parties with no complaining about it.

• Stick to the budget when you buy your feminine 
clothes, just as you expect me to stick to mine. Let’s 
talk it over before you buy something expensive, since 
I hate reading those nasty letters which come when 
the bills are unpaid. If you absolutely can’t resist some 
choice item, try bringing one home for me as well. The 
gesture will go far to help soothe my nerves.

• Try paying as much attention to your male 
clothes as you do to your feminine attire. I weary of 
picking up your suits and slacks out of the corners you 
dump them in, and I wonder why you seem to treat 
your feminine things so much better.

• Stop making excuses for being a TV. If I manage 
to live with your transvestism, you should be able to 
bear up under it quite well. You might be surprised 
to know that, from a wife's point of view, a lot worse 
monsters live in this world than TVs, and I’m glad 
you’re not a drunkard or a junkie or a compulsive 
gambler, any of whose problems make yours pale into 
insignificance by comparison. All I really ask of you is 
that you relax, be yourself, and be in love with me.
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The Buttock Books
by Geoffrey Wagner

When some ten years ago or more I published a 
“study of popular iconography in the U.S.A.,” I had 
little idea the book would be a revelation. Parade of 
Pleasure taught me. in short, something about the dis
tance between the intellectual and the truck-driver in 
America at the time. I had assumed one entered the 
neighborhood candy-store with one’s eyes open, that is, 
and the viscera fully functioning.

The book drew all sorts of surprised comment, how
ever, ranging from pages and pages of holier-than- 
thou comment in Britain’s leading tabloid, mention in 
Parliament (resulting in the horror-comic ban), an 
essay by Kingsley Amis at his best, and the usual 
critical drubbing by Leslie Fiedler in Encounter.

The whole thing is incredibly dated now—indeed, the 
speed of such anachronisms says a lot about our cul
ture—and none of it more so than the section on girlie 
magazines of the time. Maybe this deserves a postscript 
in the light of recent developments in the field.

Running my eye over “Part Three: Pin-tips—The 
‘proper' Art” I find a sort of old-world charm about 
the periodicals “studied.” Like looking at pictures of 
Victorian bloomers, or that sort of feminine underwear 
whose reproductions Joyce used to clip out of Newnes’ 
old Tit Bits (to which Arnold Bennett, you know, con
tributed under a feminine pseudonym—hmm).

The shot of Marilyn Monroe reproduced (out of 
Cover Girls Models) is truly nostalgic it’s so antique. 
This was clipped long before she was known, except 
as a regular in two co-agencied pin-up publications, 
Glamorous Models and Cover Girls Models, from which 
she largely surfaced (far more than as a result of the 
nude calendar bit).

Such magazines, together with the old Night and 
Day, can still sometimes be unearthed in the morgues 
of dealers, and look positively decorous by ‘“contem
porary community standards.” Who could ever have 
been offended by Picture Fun, Picture Show, or the 
rather touching American Beauties, a cover of which 
I reproduced (“Does Rita Still Love Aly? . . . Lana 
Turner Takes A Bath”). Well, they were.

To start with, the girlie magazines of that post-war 
era were engaged in an undressing race. Nuder was 
more daring. It was before the law had come to terms 
with the actual nudist publications, racks and racks 
of which can be seen around Times Square today, and 
you simply tended to see barer bodies in Picture Fun, 
etc., than elsewhere.

The matter was crescendic.
I recall that a slipping jockstrap robbed us of one 

lovely cut of the vast Jennie Lee (“Bazoom” Girl), 
thanks to a cagey printer. The general spectacle had 
thus a processional form, like a three-ring circus, and 
the furthest out was the most bare. It was not a matter 
of choreography, as it has now become in some of the 
more sophisticated of these magazines today.

For all this has changed, and almost certainly for
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the better. First, the eruption of the male-magazine 
market with (then) 2nd-class mailing privileges—hard 
to withdraw, once accorded—stole the thunder of my 
girlie mags as regards mere avoirdupois. But this 
market did more. Playboy—then Nugget, Cavalcade, 
Knight, the rest—began to close the ellipsis of such 
iconography.

The approach was much less furtive, and therefore 
not forbidden. Girls were presented with the frank 
delight with which they were seen, rather than the 
second-hand presentation of the truck-driver publica
tions, or the open narcissism of the high fashion mags 
(how girls like to see themselves). Joy became as it 
were part of the meaning of this new market; it was 
thus a visualization of freedom.

The esthetic and sexual were illidcd by Playboy for 
the first time in such iconography, and eroticism could 
be seen as a source of taste. The tease-world of sex- 
capitalism, instead of being catered to, was challenged 
on its own terms, and liberty—rather than license— 
came out largely ahead.

Lolita, Candy, Stradella all similarly enlarged such 
expression by their satire, and did so without the 
necessity for Lawrence’s sermonizing. After all, pleas
ure is hardly pleasure if you have to be converted to it. 
What happened as a result is censorship history. About 
the time I was culling Parade of Pleasure, Sir Kenneth 
Clark was writing:

The human body ... is ourselves and arouses memories 
of all the things we wish to do with ourselves; and first 
of all we wish to perpetuate ourselves. ... No nude, how
ever abstract, should fail to arouse in the spectator some 
vestige of erotic feeling, even though it be only the faint
est shadow—and if it does not do so, it is bad art and false 
morals.
In 1964, ten years after my book came out, Maurice 

Girodias of the Paris Olympia Press wrote: “In five or 
ten years’ time, literary censorship in America will be 
a thing of the past.” And in a sense it is a thing of 
the past, at least if you follow through the syllogism 
of the dissenting Justice Scileppi in the New York 
Fanny Hill case (where that book was found to be not 
obscene):

“If this classic example of pornography is not ob
scene, then I doubt if any written matter can be found 
obscene.”

The man who defended Lady Chatte.rley’s Lover in 
Britain is today Lord Chancellor of that nation. In 
any event, what Henry James called the “difference 
between that which people know and that which they 
agree to admit that they know” has been closing fast 
as regards our popular iconography.

So much for sheer exposure. What about the nature 
of that exposure? First, the bulk of the girlie stuff I 
saw around the early fifties was keyed to a sort of 
outdoorsy girl—Diana of the plains, usually photo
graphed in waving fields of wheat when not, of course, 
on the beach. Nudity, it was suggested, belonged out
side. This cathection has been corrected.

Even the nudest of nudist magazines acknowledge 
nakedness indoors—and there is one, Urban Nudist, 
which specializes in such. Second, the ease of travel, 
the influence o f European attitudes, and the rest have 
all made for less self-conscious attitudes in this direc
tion. Everyone knows that the corset-style U.S. girl’s
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swimsuit looks downright peculiar on most Mediter
ranean beaches.

Hence, less and less charge gets associated with ab
solute exposure. We arc growing up. There is a certain 
pedantry about the nudist mags.

Thus, to be in any way aphrodisiac, the new girlie 
mags emphasize the interior—or, if stockyards or 
ghost towns are used as backdrops, they contrive biz
arre juxtapositions with models in underthings within 
them. As a matter of fact, some of the new girlie 
mags are virtually fashion books, for hosiery, garter 
belts, and the like.

This was covered in the past by a fetishistic group— 
Wink, Titter, etc.—and the new emphasis again seems 
healthy to me. For it is getting some libido into fashion.

After all. the price of these new girlie mags (or 
buttock books) is far higher than that paid for an 
issue of the old Night and Day I studied, even allowing 
for a depreciated dollar. Night and Day sold for 25?; 
Nylon Jungle costs $1.50, while a lst-class mailing sub
scription for six issues of Tip Top costs no less than 
$12. These books are not being read by paupers.

In a survey of advertising some years ago the 
Dichter-edited trade journal Motivations called it a 
“misconception” that account executives were trying 
to sell everything through sex; rather, a recent exam
ination showed that “In this tremendous output there 
was not one single ad which would have deserved to be 
classified as genuinely ‘sexy’ in the true psychological 
sense of the word.”

This study came out about the time Harper’s Bazaar 
and the like were airbrushing girls’ nipples out of 
existence. I am obviously not suggesting that Tip Top, 
Nylon Jungle, High. Time, Hot Spot, Late Date and, 
in general, the rest of the glossy American Art Agency 
publications which I categorize as the new buttocks 
books, have a direct effect on the so-called “feminine 
mystique.”

But the gap between Vogue, say, and the old girlie 
magazines has been narrowed. Account executives may 
very well glance at Tip Top. Listen to this copy for 
Accentuette’s new padded bra, or “gay deceiver,” as it 
was called in my day: “The only padded bra in the 
world to pass the is-it-me test of every woman’s eye, 
touch, and ego” (my italics).

There is a “touch-test” invitation extended to the 
buyer with Accentuette. Fundamental truths are less 
bypassed than of yore.

And it is when we come to the fundament, indeed, 
that we find the chief change of emphasis in girlie 
mags of late. In Parade of Pleasure the bosom was 
everything. It was the era-when no self-respecting 
girlie mag could fail to include some mesmerizing sta
tistics—38, 39, 40 . . . 44. They got bigger and bigger. 
I reproduced shots of Eve Meyer (wife of the cele
brated West Coast photographer), of Lily Lamont, 
Irish McCalla, Evelyn West, all with upper-deck dimen
sions allegedly over forty.

As a matter of fact, the evident necessity for spreads 
of these vast bosoms turned many of the girlie mags 
of the time into parades of burlesque queens. This was 
another artificiality. Such women only happen on the 
stage. Playboy made them human.

The emphasis has notably changed—as evinced, even, 
by a recent brief-lived* resuscitation of Night and Day 
which seemed this time round to concentrate more on
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what Shakespeare called “the afternoon of the body,” 
or our Victorian forefathers, “the lower back.” Tip 
Top specializes in this area—particularly in arresting 
shots of reclining models taken from about the toes.

Tip Top surfaced from North Hollywood about a 
year or so ago and at present writing (late 1964) has 
had sixteen issues. Under its rubric, “From the Tip 
of the Toes to the Top of the Hose,” Tip Top—together 
with its sister publication The Nylon Jungle—is a 
stocking book. And since fashion now tells us that a 
woman is “all leg,” it logically depicts the back. Breasts 
are underplayed.

But to be able to say this at all is a change. The 
old-style girlie mag was obviously chucked together 
anyhow out of files from Globe Photos and the like. Tip 
Top and Jungle have some editorial direction, the 
former being for its first year in the hands o f an 
enthusiast called Ray Liebermann, who handed over 
to one James Bellah. These magazines are remarkably 
lavish and surprisingly un-tired.

Interesting angles are usually chosen, with the model 
far more related to the reader than was the case a 
decade ago (getting out of a car, or into a bath), while 
the various close-ups of well-formed fannies can be 
indescribably affecting.

Tip Top has featured one fad, namely sneakers with 
stockings. Again, this is something that is actually 
seen by the readership, especially among high school 
kids. Sneakers with stockings can contrive to look 
sexy, extroverted and somehow tender at the same 
time. In any case, it is perfectly easy to identify true, 
natural libido, and some of the new buttock books have 
it. It is really an inner quality, and it makes for emo
tional health.

So I submit, finally, that the mildest connoisseurship 
will reveal a new health spreading from such icono
graphy to the world of fashion. “Your D erriere’s Dar
ling When You’re Two!” was the old Maidenform gir
dle caption I quoted in Parade of Pleasure. It ran un
der a shot of a naked moppet running into the sea— 
taken from the rear.

It was one of the most successful advertising cam
paigns of its year and the implication was clear: 
American womanhood suppressed the double nature 
of the derriere when of age. The less biological a gir
dle was, the better it did its job. Gussets, panels, insets 
—the girdle was an extension of corsetry.

Deportment schools were urging their classes to 
“tuck your seats under you,” a challenging task indeed 
for some of the pupils present.

All this lias altered. Even Time magazine, which I 
caught propagating the “mono-buttock” girdle, now 
coos proudly over the ungussied-up look, and the new 
girdle which vividly proclaims the division. (As one 
recent girdle ad says, “We know all women aren’t 
shaped alike.”) No woman could wear the all-in-one 
girdles of a decade ago under modern pants without 
feeling a fool. So the single-situpon girdle is dead, and 
panti-legs have taken its place.

Cord6 de Parie's “Give and Take” girdle ad (Don’t 
look now . . . but lovely things are happening behind 
you”) shows the stern view of a model highly reminis
cent of some jof Tip Top’s shots, in which the rear 
panels have actually been removed. Youthcraft’s “The 
Shift” girdle shouts at the buyer “For Derriere Shap
ing.” Warner’s “The Riddle” is so because no one can

The Realist

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

http://www.ep.tc/realist/57
http://www.ep.tc/realist


The REALIST Issue Number 57 - March 1965 - Page 29
scan s o f this entire issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/realist/57

name is “Dick.”

Batman and Robin Were Lovers . . .
John R. Cochran

Psychiatrist Frederick Wertham 
gained himself nationwide fame sever
al years back by helping to spearhead 
the anti-comic book crusade of the 
early '50s. He wrote a book called Se
duction of the Innocent, all about comic 
books. In that book, Dr. Wertham 
makes the statement that Batman com
ic books are “psychologically homo
sexual.” He further says that the rela
tionship between Batman and his 
young ward, Robin, is one of pederas
ty, that is, the relation between a 
mature man and a young boy. As a 
point of information, Dr. Wertham 
points out that the word comes from 
the Greek.

Basically, he says that Robin—a 
“handsome ephebic boy”—is often seen 
with his legs spread, “the genital re
gion discreetly evident.” The same 
with Batman. The stories are anti
feminine, he points out. The only wo
man we ever see, says Dr. Wertham, is 
Catwoman, who is a villain out to 
wrack Batman’s ass. The feeling given 
by the comic, he says, is that “we men 
must stick together.”

He goes on to quote one-of his pa
tients, an “intelligent, educated young 
homosexual,” who says of the Batman 
stories: “I don’t think they would do 
any harm sexually. But they would 
probably ruin their morals.” Whose 
morals, he doesn’t say. Still, he quotes 
another young homosexual: “At the 
age of ten or eleven, I found myself 
liking my sexual desires, in comic 
books. I think I put myself in the po
sition of Robin. I did want to have 
relations with Batman. . . .  I remem
ber the first time I came across the 
page mentioning the ‘secret bat cave,’ 
the thought of Batman and Robin liv
ing together and possibly having sex

relations came to mind. . . .  I felt. I’d 
like to be loved by someone like Bat
man or Superman.”

Well, research has been done, and 
Dr. Wertham has indeed unearthed 
some ugly facts about the “dynamic 
duo.” In the oldest issue I managed to 
dig up, #31, 1945, Robin is seen with 
his legs spread, and the “genital re
gion discreetly evident” seven times in 
the first story; seven times in the sec
ond story; and four times in the last 
story.

In the next issue, without a cover, 
but about the same period, Bruce 
Wayne, alias Batman, is seen with his 
hand on the shoulder of Dick Grayson, 
alias Robin The Boy Wonder. On the 
second page, mind you. For tlmse of 
you who aren’t aware, Bruce Wavne 
is a wealthy socialite who is in reality 
Batman, and Robin is Wayne's young 
protege.

The first story in this issue deni
grates marriage. A husband and wife 
team is shown constantly bitching. In 
one scene, Robin is shown with his 
legs spread while doing an acrobatic 
stunt. He is also shown bending down 
on the 6th page. Batman is seen with 
his “genital region discreetly evident” 
14 times.

In issue #37. the box above the pan
el on the fourth page of the first story 
shows Balkan leaning on Robin. The 
box above ‘the panel reads: “Leaning 
on his young pal, Batman limns to the 
Batmobile.” At the bottom of the page, 
while Batman is undergoing a leg op
eration, we learn that “Batman’s pal 
keeps an anxious vigil.” Robin is over
heard saying, "They said he might be 
lame for life! Oh—please—let the op
eration be a success.”

One of Dr. Wertham’s arguments, 
incidentally, is that Robin’s real first

In another story in the same issue. 
Batman is seen winking at Robin. In 
the last story, both of them are swing
ing on the same nylon rope, and Robin 
is swinging down on top of Batman. 
In another issue, featuring the Cat- 
woman, she is seen kicking Batman in 
the face, jumping ofT a zeppelin, jump
ing out of a speeding car, and jump
ing out of a window. The obvious con
notation is that all she has on her mind 
is jumping. Her genital region is not 
“discreetly evident.”

In the last scene, she nearly runs 
over Robin while driving a caterpillar 
tractor. All Robin says is “Yow!”

In the next story, Robin is seen 
diving at Batman's hips to shove him 
out of the way of an impending projec
tile, namely a giant rock. Later in the 
same story, a dinosaur lifts Batman 
up in its mouth. 11 is arms and legs 
are free, but not his thighs.

In the last story, Bruce Wayne is 
seen with his shirt collar open and in 
a smoking jacket. Robin is called 
“Dick” six times. In one scene when 
Dick decides to stay up, Bruce leaves 
the room to go to bed, with a tre
mendously pissed-off expression.

Now, we’ll move on to the later 
years, and the more recent issues, 
where we would assume Batman has 
been a little cleaned up. Not really. In 
the Batman annual #7, for 1964, com
prising what are supposed to be some 
of the better stories of fairly recent 
issues (they wouldn’t dare print the 
really old stuff), Batman gets laid up 
with a leg wound. Not really laid-up; 
just incapacitated. So Robin and Super
man fight crime instead while Batman 
watches by remote control television.

At the end of the story. Superman 
says: “Well, Robin—it looks.like our 
partnership is over! It was swell work
ing beside you.” And Robin says: “The 
same goes for me, Superman! I’ll 
never forget it!”

The next panel reads: “Later when 
they are alone, Batman hesitatingly

supposedly tell that the wearer has on a girdle (apart 
from the subconscious connotations). Lycra is not a 
garment, we are told, it is a skin. The “Scamp” is a 
new slip-top pantie with six strong snaps. “Under
fashion goes back to nature,” cries a Peter Pan girdle 
advertisement.

In case anybody imagines this tie-up to be frivolous, 
a glance at the correspondence columns o f either Tip 
Top or Nylon Jungle would prove the contrary. Vogue 
fought the bikini as bitterly as it fought the bi-buttock 
look; and now that both are here to stay, it’s fighting 
the sulcus (Webster defines as “A furrow ; a groove,” 
Vogue as “that ugly bu lge”).

The fashion magazines seem to me to be losing out 
all along the line.
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The feline arrogance o f all the legs in the AAA 
mags suggests the animality which the second skin 
o f stockings and stretch Vyrene sets out to control. 
“A stretched far-out body is a must,” a health section 
o f a recent H arper’s Bazaar informs us. The reper
toire o f fashion in the male magazines has been tell
ing us this for years by now.

Sleek and uncomplicated underclothes are simply 
part o f the new freedom, with its rage to live. The an
gularity o f high fashion is on the way out, too. The 
main difference between the buttock books and the 
fashion mags seems to me one o f libidinal direction; 
for the latter exist on tension. The former— in their 
few better examples—at least carry spontaneity, and 
thus psychic energy.
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questions Robin.” Batman says: “Uh 
. . . Wouldn't you rather be a team 
with Superman than with me? It must 
have been more exciting for you.” 
Robin replies: ‘‘Oh, it was fun for 
awhile—a new novelty.” Now we move 
to the last panel. Robin continues:

. . But it isn’t the same as working 
with you, Batman! Golly, you taught 
mo all I know. . . . We’ll always be a 
team!” And Batman says: “Of course 
wo will! Nobody will ever see the end 
of Batman and Robin!”

And then there is another new char
acter, introduced only during the last 
few years—Batwoman. We arc con
cerned here with the story, “The Mar
riage of Batman and Batwoman” and 
another story, “Bride of Batman.” 
First, in the story of the marriage 
between Batman & Batwoman, Robin 
is overheard saying in the opening 
drawing: “Gosh! What’ll become of me 
now?” In this story which, remember, 
is very recent, Robin dreams that Bat
man is married to Batwoman, who, by 
the way, is a cool chick in the story.

Robin moans to himself in the first 
panel as he falls asleep, “Bruce cer
tainly is fond of Kathy! Gosh—What 
if he should fall in love and marry 
her? Would that break up our partner
ship?” We already know from a pre
vious story that nothing would ever 
break them up.

In Robin’s dream, to get back to 
the marriage, Bruce and Kathy (Bat
man and Batwoman) get married. Bat
woman says to Robin, “Yes, Dick—and 
I want you to know I’ll be like a 
mother to you.” Bruce, by the way, is 
seen fingering his bowtic. smiling. Suf
fice it to say that at the end of the 
story, Bruce wakes Dick up from his 
dream, but Dick is still shook because 
he thinks Bruce may still yet get mar
ried. His last words in the issue are, 
“Gosh—Oh, Gosh.”

For another example before we con
tinue this marriage bit—in another 
comic book, World’s Finest Comics, 
where Batman and Superman team up, 
Robin gets laid-up, and Batman is 
overheard moaning, “Will . . . will this 
be the end of our wonderful life to
gether? Will I never see Robin alive 
again?” His head is in his hands.

Now, in the other story, “Bride of 
Batman,” Batman is asked by the 
State Department to marry Vicki Vale, 
a newspaper reporter, so that the Shah 
of Nairomi—a neutral, it turns out— 
can’t marry her instead because he 
falls for her. Batman very hesitatingly 
agrees, saying: “All right, I’ll do it— 
but only because of the seriousness of 
the world situation.” All o f which goes 
to show that Batman is patriotic, like 
Superman.

(Take, for example, the latest issue 
of Secret Origins, an exciting unnual
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comic book that tells the origins of all 
the great super-heroes. In one story, 
telling of Superman’s life, we see the 
United Nations giving Superman world 
citizenship. He replies, “What an 
honor! But of course my main loyalty 
will always be to the United States 
where I grew up.”)

Vicki, of course, is really marrying 
Batman so she can enrage Kloisc 
Leach, “photographer for a rival 
magazine,” and also a bitch-and-a- 
half. So, then, in > an issue of the 
Gotham Gazette, we see: “Batman 
Engaged to Vicki Vale—Famed Law
man Finally Succumbs to Cupid!” And 
there’s a picture of Vicki kissing Bat
man on the cheek, and he isn’t re
sponding at all; in fact, he looks se
riously annoyed.

In still another scene, we sec Vicki 
with her arms around Batman, and 
we see his thoughts, “I’d be much 
happier taking on a deadly criminal 
any day!” Still another panel, and 
more of his private thoughts, “Am I 
glad this engagement is only tempor
ary! I couldn't put up with much 
more of THIS!”

The State Department looks up Bat
man again, and tells him, “Batman! 
Great news! We’ve just heard from a 
White House spokesman! The Presi
dent HIMSELF is arranging his sched
ule so that he can be present at the 
wedding!” And then still another State 
Department aide says, “Your wedding 
is a diplomatic coup, Batman! It has 
won the Shah over to our side for all 
time!” Batman looks enormously an
noyed again.

In the next panel, the box reads: 
“And late that night, two desperate 
figures seek an answer in the gloom of 
the Batcave.” Robin says, "It looks 
like we’re sunk, Batman! And that 
means EVERYTHING changes! You

A recent issue of Newsweek featured 
a lengthy article titled “POVERTY 
U.S.A.—The Poor Amidst Prosperity.” 
It was interspersed with a total of 12 
pages of snob advertising.

The coincidental adjacencies reek 
with irony.

“Lingering poverty in the shadow of 
unrivaled affluence is the painful para
dox o f American life today,” the piece 
begins, going on to describe thousands 
of New Yorkers living in “appalling, 
vermin-ridden tenements” and hamlets 
in Appalachia “so primitive that even 
an outhouse is an unknown luxury.” 

Turning the page, you are confront
ed by a full-page ad for the Lincoln

won’t have much time to pal around 
with me—not with a wife around. . . .” 
And Batman replies, his hand on Rob
in’s shoulder, “Don't talk like that, 
Robin! You know that nobody can 
ever separate us!”

Well, suffice it again to say that the 
marriage falls through, the Shah stops 
it because he’s heard that any girl 
who marries Batman has to undergo 
plastic surgery to change her identity.

I.ast panel, Batman & Robin arc 
seen toasting each other with a glass 
of milk. Robin says, “WOW . . . that 
was a close call! I’m sure glad you 
told Eloise Leach about the plastic 
surgery Batman’s wife would have to 
undergo!” Batman replies, smiling, 
“Yes! I called on her as Bruce Wayne, 
gave her a scoop! I knew she'd run 
right to the Shah—and I figured he’d 
take the steps he did when he learned 
what would happen to the Vicki he 
so cherished!”

In another story, Batman & Robin 
get shipwrecked, and become a jungle 
team. Now, all Robin wears is a tiger 
skin for shorts, and Batman panther 
skin covering his chest and “genital 
region.” This is one of the few stories 
where we see Batman’s naked legs.

To sum up, we’ll look at the August, 
1964 issue of Batman, some 25 years 
after Batman was first stalled. Robin 
is seen with his “genital region dis
creetly evident” in nine different pan
els. A giant hand grabs Robin by the 
legs up to the hips, and the thumb of 
that same hand grabs Batman around 
the hips. They’re still living alone to
gether, but now have a maid (Bruce’s 
relative, somehow) instead of Alfred, 
their long-standing butler who was 
recently killed off.

Alfred was a perverted old voyeur 
who, one surmises, used to watch the 
two o f them alone in the cave.

Continental, with a photograph of a 
handsomely-dressed woman standing at 
the door of her creamy-blue car and 
being shown a painting by an artist 
whose additional work is lined up along 
the hedge. The copy reads: “When 
you see a Continental, take a second 
look. Notice the kind of person who 
enjoys it. Then experience the Contin
ental yourself. Discover its increased 
spaciousness, its ride, its luxury. You 
will know why more than half the peo
ple who buy in our price range choose 
the Continental, the modern American 
classic.”

On the facing page, there are sta
tistics: 47% of all poor families live
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in the South; 22% of American poor 
families are Negroes or other non
whites; 30% of the poor families have 
no breadwinners at all.

On the overleaf, we find more sta
tistics: "In a test, among dandruff 
sufferers, 93% showed improvement. 
In 64%, the scaling problem was com
pletely eliminated.” It is part of the 
copy in a full-page ad headlined, "Any 
shampoo will get rid of dandruff. For 
a while.” There is a large color photo 
o f a lady’s face with a blissful expres
sion as she showers away. "But now 
there’s a shampoo that keeps fighting 
dandruff even after you rinse it off. 
It contains a new substance from Olin 
that tackles the fungi that are often 
at the bottom of the problem. . . . The 
shampoo (Proctor & Gamble’s new 
‘Head and Shoulders’) smells good, 
lathers richly.”

There follows a series o f eight pro
files of poverty-stricken people: an
elderly couple all of whose savings 
went for medical bills ("That was 
the money we were going to have fun 
w ith”) and who now live entirely on 
social security; a mother and her six 
children supported entirely by wel
fare; a "glum, pudgy 21-year-old 
[who] already has the mark of a loser 
upon him”; a family of ten who all 
sleep and “set around” in one room; 
a 37-year-old who is "sodden, hope
less, living on 10-cent wine and self
disgust . . .  on the bottom of any 
man’s pile”; a family of seven with 
"health problems”—both adults "need 
dentures, and the children have cavi
ties,” but because they can’t pay their 
dentist they haven’t visited him lately, 
and the mother, who was told 2 or 3 
years ago "to have a hysterectomy, or 
at least a checkup every 6 months,” 
explains that "it would cost $12.50, 
and more for blood tests, and I haven't 
been for a year”—

Suddenly we are interrupted by a 
full-page color ad, with Superman 
rushing out of a telephone booth, still 
in the process of disrobing to his cos
tume. The headline: "Yell ‘help’ and 
watch how fast your mild-mannered 
Continental Insurance agent turns in
to Superman.” The copy reads: ". . . 
In a flash, he becomes the Man of 
Steel and flies to your side. To pro
tect your rights, and fight your battles, 
and give you counsel as long as you 
need it. Your Continental agent acts 
as your champion for one very good 
reason. You’re his bread and butter. 
He figures the more he helps you, the 
more kinds of insurance you’ll buy 
from him. . . .”

Newsweek’s poverty profiles con
tinue: a couple with seven children 
living on $48 a week; and a lady who 
spends $2 a day on food, is crippled 
with arthritis, and although she de
pends on the library for entertainment,
March 1965
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reading isn't easy. "The doctor said I 
had cataracts and need glasses. I 
laughed. I can’t buy a book, much less 
glasses to read it.” She goes on, “I 
was a woman who loved wine and song 
and the men. But now there doesn’t 
seem to be anything left”—to which 
Newsweek adds: “And sitting in her 
tiny room, she listens to the sound of 
traffic. . . . ”

On the facing full-page ad, there is 
a color photo of a young couple in an 
automobile on a highway in the late 
evening, with the headline: "We didn’t 
Just Make Chevelle ’ Beautiful and 
Hope for the Best.” The copy elabor
ates : “One of the most beautiful things 
about Chevelle, for instance, is the way 
it fits between parking meters. . . .”

Next comes a special section on Ap
palachia, featuring "tired, numbly po
lite men presiding over clans of birth- 
worn women and tribes of pasty-faced 
children . . . 15.3 million people . . . 
where running water is a rarity, a 
pencil unknown to many children, and 
a refrigerator on the front porch a 
symbol o f baronial status even if the 
appliance motor vibrates the whole 
house.”

Turn the page and learn that “The 
exclusive Silent-Flo ventilation system 
pu lls fresh air through the car and 
draws stale air out.” There is a young 
couple driving on a mountain road 
around an orange sunlit lake. The 
headline on this full-page ad: "All 
roads are new when you Thunderbird.”

On the facing page are black-and- 
white photographs of Appalachian res
idents—in a “battered, old one-room 
school at Dry Ridge, W. Va., 7 miles 
from any paved roads”; housewives 
picking up their "monthly allotments 
of surplus lard, beans, cheese, and but
ter as basics of a family diet that is 
often supplemented with varmint 
Stew”; and a 72-year-old widow who 
subsists on $55 a month and “figures 
herself lucky to live in a discarded 
school bus. . . .”

Turn the page, and there is a full- 
page ad for Timken Steel, with a large 
color photo of a Navy helicopter. "We 
have a long string of victories over all 
types of steel problems,” they boast. 
The men who make Timken steel make 
the difference. What can we do for 
you?”

Now Newsweek gets into the poverty 
program, pointing out that "hard- 
nosed authorities in and out of govern
ment are frankly skeptical that the 
LBJ war on poverty as presently con
ceived will do more than attack the 
symptoms of an age-old affliction.”

A whiskey ad reads: “If you are 
one who selects your brand for depth 
of flavor instead o f lack, we invite you 
to join this inner circle of the Bourbon 
Elite who have discovered the satisfy
ing goodness of Old Fitzgerald, and

find it pleasant to share, in modera
tion, with associates and friends.” 

Newsweek continues: John Fitzger
ald Kennedy gave his chief economic 
aide the go-ahead to rough out the 
orders for the war on poverty "just 
three days before his death last No
vember. . .

Another ad: "Mutual Benefit life 
insurance pays, as part of the proceeds 
o f the policy, a premium death benefit 
calculated on a daily basis—even if 
the insured dies the very next day 
after a new annual premium • has be
gun. . . .”

Neweiveek: "As Mr. Johnson’s ad
visers view the problem, no programs 
—no matter how ingenious—can make 
headway unless the sluggish economy 
is jogged and new jobs are created.” 

An ad: "Generous amounts of hops, 
barley malt, and special fine Canadian 
yeast give Red Cap Ale that bold, 
robust taste. You’ll like it. It’s brewed 
here in the A.S.A. by . . . the same 
people who brew Black Label Beer.” 

Newsweek proceeds to list poverty , 
programs ranging from the "referral 
of draft-rejected youths to employment 
or health counselors” to "work projects 
for chronically unemployed men and 
women.”

Facing this is a full-page ad featur
ing a photo of the vice-president “of 
the largest pest control company.” He 
claims: “The impression our letterhead 
makes on customers is important.” 

Newsweek quotes a "high Adminis
tration official” as saying: "This
threatens to be just a Band-Aid pro
gram. God knows it’s worthwhile. Any 
increased effort to alleviate the pains 
of poverty is worthwhile. But until we 
crank up a massive effort to improve 
education, cut out the slums, clean 
out the narcotics rackets, we won’t 
really make a dent in poverty. And 
don’t forget: birth control -figures
heavily in this. I don’t think we ai*e 
prepared to do what is necessary in 
this area.”

Facing that is a colorful full-page 
ad, headlined "The 1964 Chrysler Sa
lon has more standard equipment than 
a Rolls,” followed by a 2-page General 
Electric spread (“Progress Is Our 
Most Important Product” — in the 
form, for example, of jet-plane limou
sines), and finally another colorful 
full-page ad, this one by Air France, 
talking about Paris: "... How thought
ful of this gay, charming, sophisticat
ed place to be located in the heart of 
Europe, so near all the other principal 
cities. Have you seen Paris? Recently? 
H ere’s an invitation. . . .”

One comes away from Newsweek 
with a feeling that there is something 
tragically absurd about a culture that 
uses poverty as a commodity to sell 
affluence.
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l Johnson—well, I am torn about Johnson. He looks

Drabocracy
by Robert Paul Smith

-  r —  _ -  —  —  ■------- — — --------

It’s a little too early to tell just what Khrushchev’s 
dismissal is going to mean in political terms, but it’s 
not too early to say that I for one am going to miss 
him.

One thing you could say for Mr. K—he was a Rus
sian. Certainly, that day at the U.N. when he pounded 
on the desk with his shoe, it was impossible to mistake 
him for an Englishman or a Frenchman or a repre
sentative of qne of the emerging nations. He was a 
Russian, straight out of Gogol, a peasant who drank 
kvass and vodka and ate caviar and sturgeon, kissed 
children and astronauts and industrial heroes, carried 
bouquets of flowers, and did that curious Russian thing 
of applauding—I was never sure—himself or the audi
ence.

Take a good look at Brezhnev. He is one of those 
faceless new men, citizens of any nation. He could 
be pumping gas in Omaha, slicing smoked salmon on 
Second Avenue, servicing your oil burner in Connecticut. 
Kosygin is the man who validates your parking ticket 
in Los Angeles, examines your income tax return in 
Rhode Island, sits at the controls of a radio station in 
Minnesota.

Neither of these guys is going to thump on desks 
with shoes, or do much in the way of kissing. They 
don’t even seem Russian.

When Mr. K. strode on stage a Russian peasant was 
making an entrance, just as surely as De Gaulle leading 
the crowd in the Marseillaise is nothing but a French
man.

I am not at all sure I approved of Khrushchev as a 
statesman, and I am quite sure General De Gaulle is 
not my cup of tea, but they were in full glorious techni
color and everybody else these days seems to be in 
grainy black and white.

Macmillan got up for the grouse shooting; in his 
tight little knickerbockers and silly hat was an English
man, including the sort of sad setter face. And was 
there ever such a job of type casting as Hume as the 
silly-ass Englishman?

Wilson, I feel sure, is twice the world figure either 
of them was, but with that smooth face and that 
North country accent, he is more like the manager of a 
super-market than the Prime Minister of England.

It’s going to be hell on the cartoonists; all you had 
to do was draw Khrushchev and you had a political 
caricature, and surely De Gaulle is the only man left 
who seems to have been expressly designed by God 
to be a daily gift to a cartoonist.

In the United States we’re in trouble, too; I think 
Hubert Humphrey is a good, possibly great, man and 
one of the reasons I voted for Johnson with such 
confidence is that Humphrey was the vice-presidential 
candidate. Now, whatever his capabilities, you know 
that Hubert Humphrey looks like the snappiest dresser 
in Sioux Falls, that his nickname would be Chick, and 
he would be telling the lady customers that he never 
saw better heads of cabbage than were in the store 
today.

exactly like a sad short order cook I used to know in a 
railway diner in Mount Vernon, N.Y., back in the days 
when a diner was made out of an old railroad car, but 
at the same time, if you were going to send to Central 
Casting, he’d be what you’d choose as the principal of 
a consolidated high school in one of the less affluent 
counties of Texas. Which indeed, things being other
wise, is just what he might have been.

I suppose it isn’t fair to take any more licks out of 
the Republican candidates after what they’ve been 
through, but they didn’t seem very high on fairness. 
Goldwater is a cinch: he’s the toughest client any 
advertising agency ever had to face. He’s the one that 
was known as a client who ate, chewed, and spat out 
one account executive every six months. Miller is an 
unfortunate combination of Jimmy Walker and Joe 
McCarthy, with all the charm of Joe and all the reli
ability of Jimmy.

I really think the handwriting was on the wall thirty 
years ago with Franco. Take your choice—the most 
venal headwaiter in the second best restaurant in 
Detroit, or the boss barber in the most expensive shop 
in Rochester.

It is probably all for the best; colorful characters 
are exciting to live with, they wear funny hats and 
funny shirt collars and spit on the floor, but for safety 
and peace, I imagine we're all better off having the 
world run by certified public accountants.

They think a great deal before they speak, they don’t 
care about having their picture in the newspapers, 
and all through 1964 they were thinking about what 
was going to happen in 1965.

“Hello, I’m contacting ladies in the neighborhood— 
would you be interested in receiving mash calls?”

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

http://www.ep.tc/realist/57
http://www.ep.tc/realist

