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The Great Society Means Pussy Galore

Dick
Gregory
and
His
Mississippi
Airlift

The cold war has become an in
ternal struggle as well as an interna
tional exchange, and both phases of 
the battle share common character
istics. As Berlin, Germany was the 
international target of the first cold 
war airlift, so Jackson, Mississippi 
was the internal site of Dick Greg
ory’s airlift.

Deane and David Heller observe in 
The Berlin Crisis: “By Christmas, 
1948, the airlift had accomplished the 
miracle of hpving carried into Berlin
700.000 tons of food, supplies and 
fuel.” Even more miraculous is it that 
by Christmas, 1964, the Gregory Air
lift hnd brought into Mississippi over
100.000 pounds of frozen turkeys. I 
say "more miraculous” because the

(Continued on Page 23)

Woody
Allen
and
His

Impolite
Interview

Q. Hey, I thought you didn’t smoke?
A. I didn’t smoke. Well, I originally 

did smoke, when I was young. And then 
I started increasing my smoking a lot. 
And then I began to see where it was 
going to be trouble for me. This is 
when I was very young, and I stopped 
smoking. And then, I didn't smoke for 
years. And the day the Surgeon-Gen
eral’s report came out that you could 
die from smoking, I started smoking 
again. Not consciously for that reason. 
Just, I felt all of a sudden a tremendous 
urge to have a cigarette that day. And 
I haven’t stopped smoking since then.

(Continued on Page 10)

Steve
Allen
and
His

Chinese
A-Bomb

William F. Buckley’s recent column 
—one syndicated, alas, in fur more 
papers than will ever carry reference 
to my response—suggesting that I 
stand shouldcr-to-shoulder with hjm in 
recommending an immediate nuclear 
attack by our Strategic Air Command 
against Communist China’s nuclear 
installations, has stirred up a great 
deal of comment, as well it should.

In reply I wish to make clear first of 
all that those who now find themselves 
seriously concerned with my views on 
foreign policy may find them expressed 
at considerable length in three books: 
my autobiography Mark It and Strike 
It (Holt, Rinehart and Winston) God 
and the H-Bomb (Bellmeadows Press) 
and Dialogues in Americanism (Reg- 
nery). So far us I am aware there has 

(Continued on Page 28)
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editorial giggies
The Truth Shall Make You Impotent

My cab passed the area near the UN where demon
strators were picketing to end the war in Vietnam. 
“Must be Communists/’ said the driver. He was, of 
course, correct.

For when we call concentration camps strategic ham
lets; when we call torturers counter-insurgency ex
perts; when we call unwarranted provocations military 
probes; when we call innocent Vietnamese kids mar 
casualties—then it really doesn’t make any difference 
any more what you call the people who protest. The 
United States is spending two million dollars a day there 
to make noble that which is ignoble; what’s one more 
self-deception ?

There aren’t too many things I’m willing to go to 
jail for, but among them is the simple act of having 
.been an original signer of a “Declaration of Conscience 
Against the War in Vietnam” which—because it ad
vocates refusal to serve in the armed forces, participate 
in military research, weapons development or the 
manufacture and transportation of military equip
ment—is technically illegal. The petition is available 
from the War Resistors League, 5 Beckman St., New 
York 38, N.Y. It’s a significant comment on our time 
that the number of conscientious objectors contacting 
the WRL* is higher today than at any point since the 
Korean War.

So, on April 17th, the Communists will march on 
Washington, and Lyndon Johnson will serve them cof
fee and say, “Let us continue.” America has already 
fallen from grace forever, and our only solace will 
be that we are alive enough to be excited by each new 
futility.
No Abortions Against This Wall

Cartoonist Mike Thaler (see page 13) recently did a 
full-pager for the New York Sunday Herald Tribune. 
It showed a couple of kids playing handball against a 
wall on which there was a sign that warned: No Ball 
Playing Against This Wall—Violators Will be. Prose
cuted. A man in uniform passed by, one of the kids 
slipped him some coin, the man in uniform went on 
his way, and the kids continued playing handball 
against the wall.

This month the Police Conference of New York, Inc. 
filed suit against the Trib and Thaler for two million 
dollars.

“The cartoon,” they protest, “both implicitly and 
explicitly derogates the office of the plaintiff and its 
members . . . intending to mean and being understood 
to mean that Ttheyl were engaged in the acceptance 
of a bribe . . . the failure to enforce law . . .  an abro
gation of duty in failing to prosecute the violators in 
direct contradiction to the said wording on the wall 
. . . the cartoon further [meaning] that even a child 
of tender years could and did away (sic) the huge police 
organization and its members . . .  as represented by 
the towering policeman.”

It is claimed that the “false and defamatory” car
toon greatly injured their “good name, reputation and 
credit, having been subjected to public ridicule, scan-
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dal, reproach', scorn and indignity.”
While all that was going on, five detectives who had 

been wiretapping an abortionist for several months 
finally raided the premises, but instead of arresting 
the doctor they extorted an agreement from him to 
pay $3,500 a month to continue operating.

They also took a few hundred dollars which had just 
been paid to him by a patient, saying that they would 
return it all; they gave her back $10. And, previous 
to the payoff promise, they threatened to book her for 
manslaughter if she refused to appear as a material 
witness.

“Oh.” she replied, “how’d you know it was a boy?”
It is because of public servants such as these gentle

men in plainclothing that illegal abortion flourishes 
and careless, miserable, frightened girls keep dying 
because they can’t afford the very best.
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The Association for Humane Abortion, Inc. (250 
W. 57 St., N.Y. 19) was scheduled to have its first 
meeting this month at the New York Academy of 
Medicine. One could expect to hear the usual slew of 
obstetricians’ abstractions, with perhaps a word or 
two from Vance Packard (who is on the advisory 
board). He may already be at work on his next book. 
The Fetus Removers.

There is also the Citizens’ Committee for Humane 
Abortion Laws (P.O. Box 1862, San Francisco 1, Calif. 
—send a stamped, self-addressed envelope for informa
tion), whose activities include: disseminating infor
mation; providing speakers; sponsoring debates and 
panel discussions; lending literature; conducting a 
public opinion poll; publishing a newsletter; main
taining contact with similar organizations; assisting 
persons in organizing new groups; encouraging citi
zens to inform their legislators about the subject; testi
fying at the California Assembly Criminal Procedures 
Committee hearings.

A state Assemblyman has proposed a bill permit
ting abortion in cases of rape, incest or substantial 
risk of health of the mother or child.

“Much red tape is involved,” a CCHAL spokeswoman 
told the Realist. “We are very much opposed to this 
bill because it is terribly inadequate, discriminating, 
humiliating, and will do very little to eliminate illegal 
abortions. Despite this, however, we are very concerned 
because this bill, in one form or another, has been the 
subject of discussion and hearings since 1961 and has 
yet to be presented to the legislators for vote.”

More than a year ago, the Realist called for a doctor 
who would be willing to face prosecution for abortion 
and test the constitutionality of such laws all the way 
up to the Supreme Court. There have been no takers.
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As one gynecologist explained, his license is worth a 
quarter of a million dollars a year, and why risk that?

He probably goes to Arthur Miller plays and nods 
in staunch agreement at the theme of universal guilt.

Signs Along the Cynic Route
• An ad has been appearing in various periodicals 
lately, offering a free booklet on funeral customs, cour
tesy of Wilbert, “The most recommended Burial Vault 
available nationwide, to protect the casket against the 
underground elements and to support the earth.” The 
ads display the Good Housekeeping Seal of Approval, 
which “Guarantees, if product or performance | is] 
defective, replacement or refund to consumer.” Caveat 
cadaver.
• Reddy Kilowatt—that’s him, step
ping out of a socket—is the symbol of 
a public relations outfit (by the same 
name) which services some 200 pri
vate electric light and power compa
nies, constituting 80% of the nation’s 
total suppliers. This month. Reddy 
Kilowatt published a special presentation for their 
clients. Under a section titled What, the Youth Market 
Means to Electric Utility, we find the following: “A 
second characteristic of the youth mind, especially the 
very young mind, is that it is easily impressed. Hitler 
—to take a good quote from one who violated its con
cept—said, 'Give me the first seven years and you can 
have all the rest.’ ”
• The Internal Revenue Service has ruled that dam
ages assessed against 29 firms which were found guilty 
of criminal price-fixing and bid-rigging (General Elec
tric, the largest of the conspirators, was fined $437,000, 
plus costs of subsequent triple lawsuits brought by 
defrauded customers) may all be deducted from income 
tax as “ordinary and necessary” business expenses.
• On February 11, 1965, the Chicago Tribune’s film 
page carried an ad showing a picture of Abraham 
Lincoln sitting in his chair. “Friday is Lincoln’s birth
day,” announced the text. “Celebrate at the movies. 
What a movie fan he would be if he were with us now.”
• Sometimes it’s necessary to learn about ourselves 
from British publications. According to the Manchester 
Guardian, the U.S. is now “manufacturing tranquil
izers in the form of suppositories to make it more 
difficult to commit suicide.” And the New Statesman 
informs us of an American magazine advertisement 
that reads: “Have your baby the Caesarean way, and 
keep your passages honeymoon fresh.”

The Free Speech Pill Smugglers
Next month’s Realist will include a report on press 

distortion of the Free Speech Movement. Meanwhile, 
we present here a case history of practicality in the 
midst of idealism.

On the evening of December 2nd, some 1200 stu
dents were sprawled in at Sproul Hall on the Berkeley 
campus of the University of California. Suddenly a 
co-ed nervously announced to those sitting-in around 
her that she’d have to leave because she was an Enovid 
user, and everyone knows you mustn’t skip your birth 
control pill, even for one day. The very same realiza
tion struck several other emancipated young ladies.
April 1965 http://www.ep.tc/realist

THE REALIST ARCHIVE PROJECT

Sue Stein, a member of the Strike Committee, volun
teered to get her jar and donate as many pills as neces
sary to the cause. She was driven off by a young man 
with a sports car, Chairman Brian Maloney, while 
Sue’s trusting husband remained inside.

Well, boys and girls, in the meantime the chancellor 
had ordered that Sproul Hall be locked up. Sue and 
Brian were on the outside looking in. They were the 
oniy two members of the Strike Committee not ar
rested, and were therefore able actually to direct the 
important picket activity. “Frat rats” would constantly 
snatch bull horns, picket signs, even money collection 
cans—whereupon Sue would just go and take it back 
from them with non-violent disdain.

As for the pills, although the downstairs police 
wouldn’t let anything at all into the building, the up
stairs fuzz placidly watched barrels of food, coffee, cig
arettes, newspapers, and messages being hoisted in 
through the upper windows. Somwhere in one of those 
barrels, there was an eagerly-awaited little jar of 
preventive medicine.
Riddle of the Month

Question: When is a suicide not a suicide?
Answer: When The New York Times reports it.
Last month The Times carried an obituary of Benja

min Altschuler, an attorney who was once solicitor for 
the United States Customs Office; it was through his 
efTorts that a restraining order was obtained, before 
the U.S. entered World War II, in which the German 
liner Bremen was tied up in New York Harbor. He 
was a founder and director of the Yale Alumni Club 
of Queens, and a member of the University’s Alumni 
Board.

The Times stated that he “died in his office.” Actually, 
a friend heard Altschuler call his name, he went into 
the hall, and there was Altschuler hanging from an 
elevator shaft. “I just wanted to say goodbye,” he 
said, and let go.

The official cause of death is listed as “Multiple 
fractures and internal injuries. Fall from height. Pend
ing police investigation.”
Fink Foils Fascist Fomenting Fag Fest

Homosexuals in the United States arc getting more 
and more organized. Four affiliate groups held a week
end conference in Washington, D.C. last October, at 
the Sheraton-Park Hotel. On a Sunday afternoon, six 
clergymen were scheduled to discuss “Alienation of 
the Homosexual from the Religious Community.” Near
ly 100 people—including visitors from a Methodist 
Church convention—were waiting for the panel to be
gin. when a member of the American Nazi Party en
tered.

Gay—a sensationalist magazine featuring air- 
brushed male pin-ups—described him as a “very at
tractive 19-year-old [with] classic Aryan features 
complete with blue eyes and blond hair.” He had a 
large pink gift-wrapped box marked Queer Conven
tion. A reporter for The Ladder—a lesbian review of 
militant dignity—taped the ensuing dialogue. Excerpts 
follow.

Nazi: I’ve got 24 quarts of Vaseline here to deliver 
to Rabbi Eugene Lipman. I believe all you queers will 
be able to make use of it. (He starts toward the inner 
room. Convention leaders link arms a la CORE and
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The Height of Morality
When I first heard how Catherine 

Genovese was killed on the streets of 
Queens last .March I asked myself, tell 
the truth, if you had seen it what 
would you have done?

Well, let me just say this. I have 
been on streets where people were 
fighting, men against men, men against 
women. Mostly they were small fights, 
like with fists, and I have simply 
crossed the street. Once, when I no
ticed that one of the brawlers had a

knife, I turned around and reached 
my destination by using the next 
street.

I feel as awful about the way I am 
as you do, I'm sure. But I did think 
of writing a book about the Genovese 
episode, deploring the way our society 
has degenerated so. It was a natural.

Unfortunately, I was beaten out. 
And when I learned recently that the 
U»ok had been sold to the movies, I 
told myself that I would have sold it 
to the moovies, too. I mean—40, 60

grand—what do they pay for movias
these days? Boy, I wouldn’t have given 
it a second thought.

No, sir, and if I were the author I 
wouldn’t stop with the movies, either; 
can you see it as a straight drama? 
A musical? A TV series? On the 
covers of Dixie cups?

what I really want to say is this: 
Isn’t it strange that no matter how 
high the moralists start, they always 
seem to end up somewhere down 
around me? —Arthur Kaplan

stop him from going further.)
Robert K.: You must either pay an admission or get 

out. You are trespassing. (A plainclothcsman leaves the 
room to telephone police officers specifically stationed in 
the. hotel to protect the conference from the Nazis.)

Nazi: Would you quit pushing me, you queers. I see 
you’ve got queer rabbis and priests and reverends and 
everything here today. Would somebody please bring 
the queer rabbi here for me to deliver this Vaseline to 
him? ... If you queers don’t stop pushing me I’m going 
to charge you with assault.

Father Harvey: Sir, you arc trespassing. Would you 
please leave?

Nazi: Sir, would you like some Vaseline, too? This 
Vaseline is for the rabbi, but I’m sure he wouldn’t 
mind sharing it with his cassock friends. . . .

Shirley II'.; Sir, you’re stepping on my foot. Would 
you please move.

Nazi: I believe you’re you’re trying to kick me, aren’t 
you, lesbian? . . . There’s a queer for LBJ. He looks 
like a kike, too. Are there many kike queers here? A 
dog himself shouldn’t be subjected to you bunch of 
queers. (A cameraman from W TOP-TV enters and be
gins filming. The station was apparently alerted by 
publicity-hungry Nazis. The film is never shown.)

Shirley W.: Please, sir, you’re stepping on my foot. 
Would you mind leaving?

Nazi: I heard the Rabbi was out o f Vaseline. Is that 
right? (Enter the plainclothcsman. Ironically, he must 
do the apprehending himself since the special police 
arc too far away at the moment in the huge hotel.)

And so the Nazi was booked on a charge o f disorderly 
conduct. The officer who arrested him was R. L. Gra
ham—the same man from the Morals Division who, 
only four days earlier, had arrested Walter Jenkins 
at the YMCA.

Lenny Bruce Is Alive, By the Way
The allegory-in-the-form-of-an-obituary (issue #55) 

evoked inquiries from newspapers, magazines, wire 
services, foreign publications, radio and TV.

“What’s the meaning of it?” asked one reporter. 
"There’s a lot o f excitement at the city desk.”

“That’s the meaning o f it,” I replied.
Many individuals simply assumed they had missed 

the news in their daily papers. Some, upon learning 
the truth, resented my having caused them to waste 
an emotion.

A television producer in Chicago who reads six 
newspapers a day assumed the story of his death must 
have been suppressed.

Lenny Bruce liked the idea himself.
4

“This way,” I said to him, “when you really die, 
my reaction will be pure; I won’t have to think, on 
some level of consciousness, ‘Oh, nuts, now I’ll have 
to write an obituary.’ ”

“There’s just one thing you’re overlooking, Paul.” 
“What’s that?”
“I may outlive you.”

Ah Sordid Announcements
• The publication by Playboy Press o f Lenny Bruce’s 
autobiography, How to Talk Dirty and Influence Peo
ple, has been postponed till September; the Realist is 
still taking orders for the book, though. Readers who 
have ordered The Housewife's Handbook on Selective 
Promiscuity by Rey Anthony should allow at least 
three weeks for delivery; if for any reason we are un
able to fulfill orders, we will refund purchase price.
• Your hammy editor will be in Chicago, San Fran
cisco and Los Angeles late this spring for An Evening 
With a Self-Styled Phony: I will say funny things, 
answer impolite questions, and raise money for va
rious monuments to bad taste . . .  in recent months the 
Realist has been able to send checks for $500 each to 
the War Resisters League and the Free Southern The
atre. If you wish to be informed o f details when they’re 
decided upon, send a stamped, self-addressed envelope. 
At 8 p.m. Monday, April 5th, I will do a benefit for 
LEAP (see page 31) at the Palm Gardens Ballroom.
• Speaking of monuments to bad taste, both Lenny 
Bruce and Madalyn Murray will be back in the Realist 
next month. Dirty Lenny was sentenced to 4 months 
in the workhouse, and the case is on appeal. Mad Mad
alyn is still involved in her tax-the-churches suit; for 
a pamphlet which brings the case up to date, send a 
stamped, self-addressed envelope (and a check if you 
wish to help) to Ad Hoc Legal Fund, Box 3041, Hono
lulu, Hawaii 90811.
• Beginning-of-the-End Department: The Library of 
Congress has just ordered a set o f back-issues and a 
subscription to the Realist.
• Charges against a Sausalito, Calif, couple for out
raging public decency have been dismissed. Mr. and 
Mrs. Kenneth McCurdy were arrested last April for 
displaying on their houseboat the Realist’s patriotic 
poster—which proclaims in red, white and blue letters: 
“Fuck Communism!” The district attorney said he has 
received assurances that the incident was “an isolated 
case and repetition is unlikely.” However, a charge of 
obstructing an officer in the performance of his duty 
was still pending against Mary Ellen McCurdy. When 
a policeman had marched up their gangplank and torn 
down the sign, she allegedly turned a hose on him.
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Anatomy of a Rumor
by Oliver Pilot

One piece of unfinished business from the last presi
dential campaign involves a myth which circulated in 
virtually every large city in the country, and a few 
small ones.

The New York version went as follow’s: On Sunday, 
Oct. 18, 1964, a father took his 18-year-old daughter 
and his 9-year-old son to the World’s Fair. It was the 
closing day of the first season. In mid-afternoon, the 
younger child had to go to the toilet. His father and 
sister waited outside. As time passed, the father be
came restless. “What’s keeping the boy,” he muttered. 
Two Negroes, youths in their late teens or early 20s, 
hurried out. Something furtive about their demeanor 
alarmed the father. He rushed into the toilet—to find 
his son dying on the floor. The boy had been castrated.

The story was untrue, despite the fact that it was 
always whispered on what seemed to be excellent au
thority. It was, in fact, propaganda, skillfully devised 
and artfully disseminated. After absorption of the 
first shock, the mind of the auditor almost invariably 
returned to the disappearing Negroes. Anybody with 
a real or latent anti-Negro prejudice was likely to re
spond to some degree.

Even to an unprejudiced mind, the story seemed to 
have internal evidence of truth. The Fair employed its 
own police, everybody knew that. Robert Moses was an 
arbitrary sort of man. With another season to start 
in April, 1965, and with the Fair’s finances in notori
ously shaky condition, wasn’t it reasonable to suppose 
that Moses or some subordinate might try to hush up 
such a frightening event?

How do you scotch a rumor like that? Philosophically, 
how do you prove a negative? How do you prove that 
those two Negroes—the focal point of the story—did 
not vanish just before the discovery of an impossible- 
to-disprove atrocity? The answer is, you don’t, you 
can’t. As a result, all sorts of well-meaning and under
standing people were upset in greater or less degree 
until they managed to bury the story in their minds.

I've been a reporter for a long while. People phone 
me on all sorts of things in addition to politics, which 
has been my general beat in recent years. On the 
Tuesday after the Fair closed for the season, George 
H. P. Dwight, a former leader of the Democratic re
form movement in the city who had become special 
Assistant Corporation Counsel, called. He had heard 
the story from his cleaning woman who apparently 
lived next door to the father whose boy was killed. Not 
a word about the incident had appeared anyw’here so 
far as he could discover. As a father of young children, 
Dwight wondered w’hether a horrible thing like that 
could possibly be suppressed.

A similar query came from John D. Tierney, a 
publicist for the California Texas Oil Co. in New 
York. As a former newspaperman, Tierney did not put 
much stock in rumors. He questioned whether murder 
could be or would be concealed, but he was disturbed 
momentarily by the apparent authenticity of his source, 
a woman who seemed to have it from one of the Pinker-.*, 
ton men at the Fair.

Other newspapers and radio stations were similarly

besieged. William J. Donoghue, publicity chief at the 
Fair, howled in exasperation over the phone as in
quiries doubled and redoubled. “No, no, no, no, no, no,” 
he said. He had checked and checked and checked, he 
said.

There was nothing whatever to the story, Donoghue 
insisted. There had been a similar rumor in August, 
he recalled, which also had no basis in fact. Joseph 
D’Azevedo, a former high-ranking New’ York City 
police official in charge of the 1.000-member private 
police force at the Fair, had already asked William 
Kimmins, his chief of detectives, to investigate the 
rumor. If those who reported the story would do a 
little preliminary checking of their own. he suggested, 
they might help Kimmins and D’Azevedo and render 
a genuine public service.

Tierney reported: “The woman who told me about 
it got it from her sister who is a cashier in a bank. 
The sister heard it at the bank from some customer 
who said it came originally from Pinkerton men at

the Fair. She does not remember which customer. I 
never did take the story seriously.”

Dwight’s interest was also lessening. *He had found 
that his cleaning woman got the story from a neighbor, 
but the neighbor did not live next door to her and the 
neighbor was not the father of the slain boy. The 
neighbor was now uncertain where he first heard the 
story. Furthermore, Dwight had lunched with Seymour 
N. Siegel, director of radio station WNYC, which had 
also been plagued by the rumor. Siegel had just re
turned from Washington. There he had run into an 
almost identical story, except that it was set in a gaso
line station toilet and the boy involved was only six. 
There also two young Negroes had emerged just before 
the discovery of the crime. Both Siegel and Dw ight con
cluded that the long arm of coincidence was stretching 
too far, that propaganda of some kind, perhaps political 
propaganda, was involved.

During the first few days after the Fair closed, 
Donoghue received 50 inquiries. The rumor reached 
new listeners from day to day, reaching peak circula
tion a week or 10 days later, just before election. In 
all, it must have inflamed to some degree the minds of 
at least 100.000 New Yorkers. For obvious reasons, 
none of the large newspapers in the city printed a news 
account of the rumor. Gossip about it receded slowdy.

As late as Nov. 18, two weeks after election, the 
New’ York Daily News put the caption “Long-Lasting 
Rumor” over the lead letter to the Editor from Jerry 
Lama of the Bronx, who wrote: “During the last week 
of the World’s Fair, a nine-year-old boy was brutally 
attacked and mutilated in the men’s room and as a 
result the boy died the next day. How come your paper
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never wrote this up? I am anxious to sec you print 
this, or are you afraid to?”

The Editor arose from his Chair to answer: “77/c 
News has investigated this strangely persistent rumor 
several times, and has found no. factual basis whatso
ever for it. There are no police or any other records of 
such a happening. Reader Lama says the supposed at
tack occurred during the last week of the World’s 
Fair. Other readers have set the date in August. Since 
it is practically impossible that such an affair could 
have been kept secret, our verdict on this weird report 
is: It’s a complete phony.”

Not elegant but clear.
Meanwhile a good proportion of the 25 men under 

the World’s Fair chief of detectives had been filing 
reports on the incident. The trail had led them to banks, 
bus depots, bars and restaurants, to the Bronx more 
often than any other borough, and to Nassau and 
Suffolk counties out on Long Island.

Efforts to trace the boy or his parents were not 
successful. One Bronx gossip had given a touch of 
verisimilitude to the story by naming the church which 
held services for the boy. The priest at that church 
said no child of that age had been buried from there 
recently. Efforts to find the boy’s death certificate in 
the Bronx, Queens or elsewhere were fruitless. How
ever, the Fair’s detectives located a woman who offered 
what she considered a plausible explanation for the 
lack of confirmation of the story. The mutilated boy 
did not die after all, according to her version. “Sure, 
and I heard it was sewed on and working all right 
again,” she said.

The boy’s mother, according to one tipster, lived in 
a trailer camp near Islip, L.I. The young son of a 
woman in this camp had died recently, but iwt as a 
result of a visit to the World’s Fair or under the de
scribed circumstances.

A Bronx woman, it was established, told friends that 
the boy’s father had come into her husband’s bank and 
collapsed from grief after telling the story. The hus
band confirmed that he had heard the story from a 
customer at the bank, but he did not remember any
body collapsing. The customer was not the boy’s father. 
When reached by a detective, he proved to be a bus 
driver who raid he originally “heard the story in a 
locker room somewhere.” *

A talkative waitress was identified from several 
sources as a carrier of the deadly story. As authority 
she cited her mother, a nurse who was taking care of 
the father of a bus driver. The bus driver in question 
had heard the story at the 54th St. and 9th Ave. depot 
in Manhattan, whence buses leave not only for points 
in Manhattan but also for the Bronx, Queens and West
chester. Every one of the drivers there had heard the 
story. So had their wives, who gossiped about it inter
minably.

“Of course it’s true,” said one of them. “Everybody 
knows about it. Even the dogs in the street are barking 
about it.”

This woman, upon reflection, decided she had heard 
the story, not from her husband, the bus driver, but 
from a strange woman with whom she exchanged the 
time of day in a nearby park.

So it went. A former beer salesman was located who 
had definitely gone from one gin-mill to another re
galing acquaintances and strangers with the story.
6

It was “just talk," he told a Fair detective uneasily. 
He didn’t know if it was true or not and he did not 
remember where he first heard it.

Mind you, the detectives under Chief Kimmins were 
not authorized to make a case against anybody for 
spreading a malicious or dangerous libel. They were 
trying merely to confirm a story, if it was true, or to 
report it could not be confirmed and therefore, in- 
ferentially at least, was false. They had no power of 
subpena and they could not make anybody answer 
questions under oath.

My own mind was made up. From the moment I 
heard Dwight’s account of S iegel’s discovery of an 
almost identical story in Washington, I concluded that 
the public had to deal, not with an ordinary epidemic, 
but with germ warfare, and one quite probably con
nected with the national election.

Late in October, I had dinner in New York with 
Leonard McCullough, business manager of the Toledo 
(Ohio) Monitor, a business weekly noted for its exten
sive use of syndicated columns of all sorts. As usual, 
I brought up the subject. To my surprise, McCullough 
had heard what he called the “sick, sick story.” He had 
made a survey of it as it appeared in Lima, Cleveland 
and Toledo. Except for the varying age of the boy, 
and the fact that in one city the assault took place in 
a museum and in another in a department store toilet, 
the story was everywhere the same.

In due time I heard that rumor of the white-boy- 
mutilated-by-disappearing-Negroes had tormented San 
Francisco, Chicago and St. Louis. It had stirred the 
residents of Detroit. There an unsung hero among 
newspapermen traced it to an itinerant preacher who 
said he was associated with the National States Rights 
Party, a rightist fringe group given to physical and 
verbal violence. Yet it did not seem likely that the 
national campaign behind the rumor could be carried 
out alone by such a relatively uninfluential outfit. The 
real culprit must still be hidden.

Purpose of the propaganda seemed transparently 
clear: to stimulate the so-called white backlash in the 
cities and thereby elect Sen. Barry Goldwater Presi
dent. Could this explain the hoarding of campaign 
funds by the Republican National Committee and the 
stubborn confidence of some Goldwaterites right up to 
the last day before election? Was this their secret 
weapon?

My first thought was that the mutilated boy story 
should be disinfected by some competent investigatory 
group: a federal grand jury, a Congressional commit
tee on election practices or the F.B.I. itself. To ac
complish that, a preliminary account would have to be 
published somewhere.

The New York press had already demonstrated its 
disinterest. What about magazines like Harper’s and 
The Reporter? It developed that they, too. were wary 
of the subject. The election was over. Why continue 
to berate the Goldwater forces? Anti-Negro anecdotes 
flourished in every national election. Why bother with 
this particular one?

By now I’m reconciled to the fact that this particular 
atrocity rumor will not be nationally investigated. 
However, I keep wondering if it isn’t possible, some
where, perhaps in this magazine, to get the facts on 
record before the propaganda sinks unnoticed, in all 
its genocidal falsity, into national folklore?
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Son o f TV’s Finest Hour
by Tad Richards

Most of the nation was deeply moved by the television 
coverage of President Kennedy’s funeral, some out of 
affection for the late president, some out of respect 
for the office, and some out of admiration for the fine 
show. Soon the networks were flooded with cards and 
letters saying “When can we expect more of those 
wonderful funerals?" The networks responded with a 
second “special"—General MacArtfiur’s funeral—an
other heartwarming opportunity for millions of view
ers to discover that death can be beautiful.

There was only one thing wrong; the first two specials 
had been sponsorless, And had been a joint project of 
the three major networks. It was time for those three 
great American institutions, death, free enterprise, and 
Madison Avenue, to get together.

There was some disagreement about the method at 
first. Coverage of Winston Churchill’s funeral made a 
tentative step toward solving the problem by present
ing the funeral straight, but filling the air with spon
sored specials about Sir Winston on all sides of it.

Then an historic strategy meeting was held in the 
office of one of the networks.

“There’s no doubt about it, funerals are going to be 
the big thing this season. Wasn’t there even a book 
about them just recently?"

“This could be a real blockbuster for us—”
“Even bigger than Divorce Court—"
“We’ll call it Last Great Moments of a National 

Hero—"
“No, wait, that’s not snappy enough. How about 

Celebrity Funeral—”
“Great! Live from the nation’s capital—"
“—with a supporting cast of dignitaries, celebrities, 

listed in alphabetical order—"
“—added attraction, a flag-draped caisson—’’
“—with special guest star, the Riderless Horse—"
“—honor guards courtesy of the United States Armed 

Forces—”
“—patriotism, religion, history in the making—"
“—one of the cigarette companies wants to sponsor 

i t . . . you know, kind of make death look glamorous—” 
“Who’ll we get for the star? It’s going to have to be 

kind of a one-shot deal, you know."
“Yeah, but it’s not as if we’ll have to worry too much 

about breaking someone new in every week; I mean, 
it’s not a tough act to learn, really. What the hell, 
you’ve seen the first two—"

“I caught the MacArthur. I didn’t bother with the 
Kennedy; I didn’t know it was going to amount to 
anything."

“Well, they were both pretty much the same. Any 
old national hero, in a box, can give you a real emotional 
pull—real straight-from-the-gut-emotional stuff, and 
dignity. That’s the key word—dignity and pomp are 
going to be very in, this season. I mean just look at 
the sets you can ring in, alone! Strictly on-location 
work, of course: tree-lined Washington streets, lots of 
imposing steps—steps make a great vista for casket-
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carrying—great opportunities for classy cemetery 
scenes.. .

So they set it up. They arranged a real blockbuster 
for the opening show. For weeks they’d had a man 
hanging around Gettysburg, muttering things like 
“Democrats" and “Intellectuals" and "Montgomery," 
and going “Boo!" from dark corners, and on the night 
of the premiere show, when the credits flashed over a 
final shot of the sunset over Arlington, they knew they 
had a hit.

There were imitations, of course, the most successful 
being when Ed Sullivan had Bernard Baruch dying, 
live, on his big stage. There was the Celebrity Funeral 
game and the Barbie doll shroud.

But there was a real problem for the producers of 
Celebrity Funeral in their format. The military funeral 
was okay for political-military type leaders, but they 
had, by and large, a kind of limited appeal, and the 
producers wanted to get some real names. For someone 
like Peter Lawford, the military setup didn’t have 
enough pizazz, and besides, the government—taking it 
as a slap at the Johnson administration—was a little 
reluctant to provide the troops.

And the eternal flame, which had been so popular In 
the past, seemed in somewhat questionable taste for 
Smokey the Bear's funeral.

Changes had to be made. The show was getting to be 
too hot a property for the news staff, and it was shifted 
to the regular entertainment department, under a new

Tht Realist's Query of the Month
If you had your choice of one. whom would you bring 

back to life: John F. Kennedy or Lee Harvey Oswald?
\-------------------------------------------------- /
producer. “We want to get this show back into the 
good, wholesome entertainment groove,” he said. “We’re 
going to get rid of a lot of that stuffy formality the 
old version had, and put this back in the good old 
democratic ideal of popular appeal. This will be a great 
family show. Oh, we’ll still show national heroes from 
time to time, but the public wants to see real people— 
people they can love and respect."

Judy Garland signed for the opening show of the 
new fall season. A couple of other names passed away 
during the summer, and they were put on ice for future 
shows, since they couldn’t be sure of signing someone 
up to appear every week, although a talented staff was 
often able to coax, pressure and convince potential 
guests.

In living color, Art Linkletter smiled into America’s 
living rooms and announced: “And now—the new show 
people are just dying to get on—Celebrity Funeral/" 
The opening credits flashed over the June Taylor 
dancers doing a special routine in front of a backdrop 
of great diers of the past—James Dean, Mike Todd, 
Ernest Hemingway. Next a commercial showed Joe 
DiMaggio leaving a wreath at Marilyn Monroe’s grave, 
and then pausing to say a few words:

“Oh. hi there! You know, what I like about Forest 
Lawn is the service. . . ."

Then Art was back, showing highlights from Judy’s 
great career—the overdose of sleeping pills, the wrist
slashing, the emergency operations—before the body was 
brought in, laid out in its casket in top hat and tails 
and black mesh stockings. Art chatted with the pall-
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bearers, two celebrities (in this case, Frank Sinatra 
and Dean Martin), and the two winners of the contest 
telling: “Why I would like to be a pallbearer for Judy 
Garland” in 25 words or less.

They lowered the casket as a chorus sang Over the 
Rainbow and the June Taylor Dancers did another 
routine, climaxed by a gathering around the grave, 
heads bowed, for a moment of silence, the scene skill
fully shot from a camera stationed high above.

As the choir reached the last chorus, the camera 
panned over the majestic gates of Forest Lawn and up 
toward the heavens, and an image of Judy herself was 
superimposed on the screen, her voice rising with soul
stirring clarity over the choir, a feature inspired by 
Jeanette MacDonald having sung at her own funeral.

A rendition of Taps by Mickey Rooney on the bugle 
brought the show to a warmly human close.

It was a smash.

Bob A bel’s Crap Column
Malignant Humanitarianism Awards
• To Dr. Clifford F. Rasswciler, former president of 
the American Chemical Society and the Industrial Re
search Institute, and advisor to several government 
agencies, including the Pentagon, for his recent Satur
day Evening Post article entitled “What's So Terrible 
Abuot Germ Warfare?” Although he would have us 
destroy all vegetation in the areas which form Viet- 
cong strongholds, “We would, of course, shower the 
devastated area with notices that food for loyal Viet
nam citizens fwidows and orphans first] would be 
available in areas controlled by loyal Vietnam troops.” 
He also looks with hope toward a “multitude of psycho
chemicals ... to produce sleep, paralysis, lass of sight, 
hearing or balance, persistent crying, diarrhea, vom
iting, hallucinations, or senseless elation. None would 
be fatal; none would have any permanent effect. These 
agents can be delivered as gases or dusts to be inhaled, 
or they can be introduced into the bloodstream by darts 
that puncture the skin [neither eyes nor ears nor 
nose nor throat shall stay these darts from their ap
pointed targets]. If wars must be fought, these are 
the weapons a humane nation should develop. If battles 
were fought with these weapons, we might even say 
that war was benign.”
• To Canada’s official executioner, for standing up 
behind his hangman’s mask and being counted. He 
has gone on record as believing that capital punish
ment is desirable “for the simple reason that there 
are so many people that are unemployed that just don't 
want to work.” Without the death penalty as a deter
rent, he explains, all a “born bum” has to do “is shoot 
someone in the street” and then spend the rest of his 
life in a warm jail cell, looking forward to his three 
squares a day and a bed at night.
• To Hans Helmcke, operator of West Berlin’s best- 
upholstered brothel, for espionage above and beyond 
the call of whoremongering. Not only has he been 
supplying East Germany with the names of some of 
his high-ranking patrons—one can only fervently hope 
that they didn’t cry out military secrets at point of 
climax—but he has also been charged with supplying
8
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divorce-prone wives with photographic evidence of 
their husbands’ infidelity.
• To actor Nick Adams, for scoring a real TV first. 
On the Les Crane show, he informed his wife, along 
with a nationwide television audience, that they were 
going to be divorced. “That’s Nick for you,” she com
mented. “He called me up this afternoon and told me 
to watch the show and please be understanding.” Pre
sumably, when Russian Premier Kosygin visits the 
United States later this year, he will seize upon David 
Susskind's Open End to announce World War III.

Requiem For an Overrate
It would be captious and snide to deny for an instant 

that Winston Churchill was a most gallant and endur
ing symbol of British resistance during World War 
II, but surely it is on the side of hysterical admiration 
to claim, as did a letter-writter to Newsweek, that 
“Never in the history of mankind have so many owed 
so much to one man,” and that were it not for Church
ill, “the entire world today might very well be under 
a totalitarian government.”

There are, despite the glowing hail-and-farewells, 
large pock marks upon his image as a great man of our 
time. From the start, he was a devout believer in the 
sanctity of the British Empire, and therefore by ex
tension a devout racist. As a militant reactionary, 
much of his political life was expended in efforts— 
such as the Allied interventionary campaign in Rus
sia, the attempt to return Victor Emmanuel to his 
throne, and a similar Royalist role in post-war Greece 
—to wed the past with an incompatible present and 
future.

Against the extraordinary post-mortem verdict of 
infallible greatness, we can but contrast his own epi
taph ... his very last utterance, revealed a week or so 
after his death. Perhaps to himself, perhaps to any
one who was within listening distance, perhaps to the 
world at large. Sir Winston said:

‘1 am bored with it all.”

Cooz for Mr. Charlie
• There is not now, nor has there ever been, a high 
school in Harlem.
• The Black Muslims and the Ku Klux Klan should 
work more clasely, since they both have the same ob
jective: all-Negro communities.
• Two sociologists at the University of Chicago have 
completed a study of prejudice in which they found 
that almost no Negro respondents would encourage 
their children to marry a white person.
• There has been a great deal of talk lately about 
“liberals”—-generally of the Caucasian variety, the 
presumption being that all Negro intellectuals are lib
eral by definition—and the dialogue has prompted this 
little test of white liberality:

!7 You are happily married and want to have children, 
but can't. You've been to numerous adoption agencies and 
have learned how tight the child market is. Would you 
consider adopting a Negro child?

You are waiting to use a public toilet. A Negro comes 
out. I)o you wipe the seat extra vigorously?

r You are presented with the opportunity to sleep with 
either a gorgeous white woman or an equally lovely Ne
gro girl. Have you an automatic preference? (Same ques
tion, opposite sex, for Iadyfolk.)
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Afterward, Piglet grew up and became a dope-pusher, 
Ow sold out to IBM and Eeyore joined the John Birch Society!”
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**Not only did the rebels make us eat our flag. * e  had 
to eat our ‘One nation under God’ banner, °°-
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WOODY ALLEN
(Continued from Cover)

Q. Okay, now, I’m not going to ask you how you got 
started, or why you switched from writing to perform
ing—1 know you've been asked those questions before—

A. I’ve answered them an unbelievable amount of 
times. People come to interviews with a tremendous 
parcel of material—I mean, that they’ve seen—with 
those answers in them, and they re-ask them. I've been 
back in the country just about ten days and I’ve had 
about six interviews with major newspapers, and they 
ask the exact same questions.

Q. All right, I'll start off with a question I don’t 
think you’ve ever been asked: Do you think you’ll be a 
misfit in President Johnson’s Great Society?

A. I don’t know what The Great Society is. Can you 
elaborate on that?

Q. Well, if  your oivn personal Utopia were realized, 
would you still feel somehow that you were an im
poster?

A. You mean if things outside of myself got to be 
good? Because my own personal Utopia can exist 
within a bleak society. I just need a few things to 
satisfy my own personal needs, and society can be 
disintegrating around me, and I can still be living in 
a moron’s paradise. I’m not dependent on an external 
happy society for my own greedy little Utopia.

Q. You don’t get depressed by world events, then? 
National events, tragedies, injustices—

A. I'm not fond of them. But they don’t relate di
rectly to my own personal little Utopia. I consider 
them two completely separate things. But, yes, I do 
get upset by those kinds of things, by injustice and 
all that jazz.

Q. How do you escape—or would you prefer with
draw?

A. I guess “withdraw” is better. Total avoidance, is 
really what it is. I get up in the morning, throw myself 
into work, and stay in, listen to records. Withdrawal 
is the best thing. I don’t mix in, except I occasionally 
contribute money anonymously to organizations that 
actively fight the battle.

Q. Specifically?
A. American Civil Liberties Union, all kinds of little 

groups that are seeking out cures for a cold; any of 
those things that seem like they’re doing a good job, 
I contribute to, or help, or do benefits for when asked. 
But I don't get involved in them personally, in a sense. 
The way I’ve always seen it, I’m just absolutely a 
comedian. And the only thing that I can do- for them 
is lend my services or contribute money.

Q. Hut it's not in your psychological make-up to 
carry a picket sign?

A. Not really. The closest I came to that was at the 
integration March on Washington, but I doubt if I 
was noticed or anything.

Q. I was there, too—
A. You didn’t see me, did you?
Q. Speaking of Washington, in reference to the pre

inaugural shoio, Dorothy Kilgallen wrote on January 
19th: “Woody Allen, who said he had come all the way 
from Europe to make his contribution to the enter
tainment, was not as offensive as [Johnny] Carson, 
but he did pretty well. . . . He elected in the guise of
10

comedy, to make heavy points of prejudice deserving 
of a far more serious setting—and far more serious 
treatment.” What was your reaction to this?

A. I found it utterly without fact in any way what
soever. I did my moose story, which relates to shooting 
a moose but not killing it, and having to deal with it 
as it comes to life later. I’ve done it on national tele
vision to absolutely no negative critical response. I 
did it at the inaugural, it got tremendous laughs and 
thunderous applause. The only thing in it at all that 
even vaguely relates to what you would refer to as 
heavy racial points, is where I mention the New York 
Athletic Club and that they’re restricted. And when 
I did mention that, there was a tremendous laugh and 
just deafening applause. And I mentioned it only in 
passing, as a joke. Johnny Carson was very surprised, 
too. Now, due to the acoustics in the place, I didn’t 
see what he did. But, again, nobody else said anything 
vaguely relating to bad taste for him, and before the 
show I was talking to him, and he very consciously 
had gone over his material to make sure there could 
be no question of taste in it. And of course, what he 
said on television is absolutely true; he doesn't have to 
justify his taste, because lie’s been performing for 
years, and he was very aware that he was at an affair 
for the President

Q. One thing that Carson said that offended Kilgallen 
was that his show is more effective than birth control 
pills.

A. I think he did say that, yes. I know that to be 
one of his jokes.

Q. Do you think that late-night TV actually has 
affected the sex life of people?

A. I would be surprised if it did. I really don’t know. 
I can’t make any kind of qualified statement on that 
at all. It has certainly not improved mine in any way.

Q. I don’t mean improved. Let’s take a typical mar
ried couple. They have to get up early in the morning, 
and they watch the show after a hard day’s work, and 
the kids and cooking and so forth, and the show ends 
at 1 o’clock in the morning. They may just be too tired.

A. I can’t see that, though. I mean, if you really 
want to make love, and the Johnny Carson show stands 
in your way—you know, it’s a pretty tepid urge. Either 
you would do it before the Carson show. . . .

Q. But that’s affecting it—
A. You mean, “Let’s get it in quickly—”
Q. Yeah, you know, “Hurry up, because here’s John

ny!” That doesn’t make for very spontaneous sex.
A. It doesn’t matter. I’m not one for spontaneity in 

sexual relations. I couldn’t care less about that. I find 
them pleasant under any kind of circumstances, whether 
they’re spontaneous, planned. late at night when you’re 
tired. You know, as far as that goes, that’s like spon
taneity in comedy. I put no premium on improvised 
comedy. If it’s funny, I don't care how long you planned 
it. And the same thing with sex.

Q. If it’s funny, it doesn’t matter how long you’ve 
planned it. You know, there’s a compromise solution, 
actually. People might be more apt to try nciv positions 
so that they can cojiulate and watch the Johnny Carson 
show at the same time.

A. That’s true. Out of necessity—defense spending— 
comes a tremendous amount of innovation.

Q. Defense spending?
A. Well, you know, I mean out of war comes a great
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many inventions. But I doubt seriously whether the
Carson show or any late-night television has had, ex
cept in very, very rare cases, any significant influence 
on sexual habits. I say this without any knowledge of 
it. I’m just using a common-sense guess.

Q. Maybe I’ll request the readers to send in—you 
know, an informal survey—

A. But the readers that will send in—no, it’s not 
really a random sample.

Q. Incidentally, an interesting sidelight of that Doro
thy KHgallen article: Les Crane, who is a competitor 
of Johnny Carson—they’re on the same time slot— 
made a little reference on his show, congratulating 
Carson for the way he handled " that unpleasant lady” 
—and the audience applauded. But I have a feeling 
that the same audience would applaud when she’s intro
duced on What’s My Line?

A. Yeah, I never trust studio applause, because I’ve 
worked in too many studios, and they always have that 
little button, you press it and the applause sign lights 
up, and people applaud.

Q. It was spontaneous on the Crane show, though.
A. I’m sure that it was spontaneous, because if you 

say something that sounds like there’s some kind of 
spice behind it, or some note of crusade in it, or taking 
of a stand, there’s a tendency to applaud.

When I was on the Candid Camera show, one of the 
stunts that I did was welcome people at an airport 
and have them say words in favor of Unitime, which 
was a mythical thing to unify time all over the world— 
and they came right down and as soon as we greeted 
them with a band and everything, they felt no compunc
tion about talking freely about Unitime, and endorsing 
it, and accepting our awards and, you know, the people 
told us they were going to carry out the work that they 
had begun on it. So nothing surprises me any more.

I think that it sort of happens in a numbing kind 
of dream for them. Someone says something in a cer
tain tone of voice, and you sit there and applaud it. 
I’m sure if I*were sitting in an audience, I'd find my
self applauding, too. Someone would say, “Now, intro
ducing on my left. Miss Dorothy Kiigallen,” and I 
would applaud. And another time someone would say, 
“But she’s written an unfair thing about me in the 
paper,” and I would applaud that. It’s safer to applaud 
anything, now that I think of it.

Q. The frightening thing is when people applaud 
commercials.

A. Are they cued? Once they’re cued there’s a differ
ent psychology completely. You do get a sense of con
tributing to the whole program.

Q. You also get a sense of not being different.
A. Yeah, you can sit there, ornery, and not applaud 

if you want to, but it’s a meager protest.
Q. I wonder if there are people at home who applaud?
A. There are people that sing along, I know that, on 

those kind of shows. And I know this from performing, 
there are people that say your act along with you— 
people that hear your record album, or have seen you 
do the bit before. You’ll see someone, and he’ll be 
leaning forward with body English, and he’ll mouth 
along with you.

Q. The irony of that whole Kiigallen thing is that 
you’re not generally thought of as—in fact, you’ve even 
been criticized for not being—a controversial comedian.
April 1965
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A. I resent ever—it doesn’t usually happen to me— 
being judged by a set of criteria that have no relation 
to anything that I’m interested in, or trying to do. I 
think that a comedian strictly should go for laughs, 
and as far as social meaning or anything like that, 
that’s purely secondary. Now there are those comedi
ans, I guess, who want to make it primary. I think 
they make a mistake when they do. I think That Was 
the Week That Was made a terrible mistake by putting 
what they felt to be social meaning ahead of enter
tainment.

I think that a comedian is strictly an entertainer, 
and so when I appear, all I want to do is get laughs. 
I couldn’t care less that I’m not dealing with integra
tion or politics or anxiety in the nuclear age— it just 
couldn’t interest me less. All I want to do is get laughs 
in the same sense that Groucho Marx got them—you 
know, just pull down my pants, or say any kind of joke 
that I want—but I don’t like to be criticized or even 
spoken about as a social critic or commentator.

I think this applies to all contemporary comedians, 
too. I find it true with Lenny Bruce, with Mort Sahl— 
they’re primarily, when they’re successful comedians, 
funny men. When I go and sec any of them, I want to 
go and laugh. And, to the extent that they make me 
laugh, they’re successful as far as I’m concerned. The 
thing about them is that they are funny men. They’re 
comedians first.

There’s a tremendous tendency for young comedians 
starting—or comedians around—to substitute issues 
that they can deal with, very tangible issues, for the 
more difficult thing of being funny, which you can’t 
influence yourself. That is, someone is either born 
funny, or he’s not—I believe. And it’s frustrating if 
you want to be a comedian and you weren’t born funny. 
So what they do is they feel that they can cash in on 
a kind of bandwagon, and if they do six integration 
jokes and five Medicare jokes, it qualifies them as 
comedians: they feel that they’re involving themselves 
in what contemporary comedians sound like.

I make wo pretense of dealing with anything. What’s 
important to note is that the comment a comedian 
makes is not an external comment. I go back to W. C. 
Fields and Groucho Marx; for instance, the Marx 
Brothers will do A Night at the Opera, but they’re not 
standing there saying, “Opera is this” or, “Pompous
ness is that.” They just go for laughs without even 
thinking of it, and you come away after, never really 
being able to look at an opera in the same way again.

I find the same thing is true with Lenny Bruce, with 
Mort Sahl. that there’s a comment implicit in their 
personalities, that after you see Lenny or Mort, it’s not 
just the content of what they say that you respond to— 
of course, that’s fine, too—but it’s that you’ve come in 
contact with a particular kind of personality, whom 
you either respond to or don’t, and they influence your 
way of looking at life. It’s not what they say that 
does it; it’s a certain image that they moke that you 
respond to or you don’t respond to, that’s all.

Q. Even though you aren’t controversial, you’ve had 
your share of censorship problems.

A. Well, they’ve been mostly connected with televi
sion. You don’t have too much censorship in a club. 
But on television, I’ve been blooped out occasionally. 
And it’s interesting, because I’m not controversial in 
any way, but it’s odd what they take offense at. I used
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the term "rhythmic birth control” on television, and 
they edited out the word "rhythmic,” which I thought 
was extremely odd at the time. Really strange.

Q. Usually it’s the other way around. Like in Presi
dent Johnson’s birth control 'program, the Catholic 
Church wants to edit IN "rhythm”—to qualify it. 
Didn't taking the word out spoil what you were saying?

A. It rendered the joke completely meaningless.
Q. And yet people at home could see the studio audi

ence laughing, and they’d figure, well, it must be funny.
A. Yes, that’s exactly what happened. The joke was, 

"She was practicing with her husband rhythmic birth 
control and apparently they couldn’t keep a beat.” And 
so the joke on television went, “She was practicing 
with her husband birth control and apparently they 
couldn’t keep a beat.”

Q. It sounds more obscene that way.
A. This was two years ago. I haven’t had a tre

mendous amount of censorship on television, but what 
always struck me is the things that they found censor- 
able, the oddest things. When I was on television in 
London, it’s strange, they have a little more trouble 
with sex on the shows I was on, but they can poke fun 
at religion which we couldn’t get away with at all. 
It’s really amazing. They come out and they shpritz 
the Pope. They really let him have it with humor. And 
not just jokes. They treat him like he’s a comic figure 
with things that we couldn’t even approach on Ameri
can television. On the other hand, I said on television 
in I/>ndon "advanced fondling,” and there was a tre
mendous amount of shock about the word fondling 
which here I said on television many times and haven’t 
had any difficulty at all.

Q. One word they edit out a lot. on TV is “God”— 
and a kid who could figure out what was being said 
would begin to think that God is a dirty word.

A. Yes, you can’t say "God” on television.
Q. Except on Sunday mornings.
A. But you can’t use it in joke terms. I’ve had to 

substitute the Bible for God on television. Not an offen
sive joke. I once used a line on television—"The Ten 
Commandments say ‘Thou shalt not commit adultery,’ 
but New York State says you have to, and for a while 
there it’s a tossup between God and Rockefeller”—but 
I had to say "between the Bible and Rockefeller.” It’s 
a strange code.

Q. You’re allowed to mention the Book but not the 
Author. Were you divorced in New York?

A. No, it was a Mexican divorce. My wife just flew 
down there. It was an amicable divorce, really. It was 
the most amicable thing about our marriage.

Q. There’s another kind of TV censorship, in effect— 
where you just aren’t invited to perform—

A. Yes. The first time I ever appeared on television, 
I did the Paar show, and I did my sex-and-food bit. I 
was talking about these islands where sex was fine 
and very open and progressive, but food was a dirty 
subject; and the material describes their sexual atti
tude only as it relates to food.

Little strange guys run up to you on the street, 
saying, "Hey, buddy, how’d you like to get a rye 
bread ?” and “I can get you a picture of a grilled cheese 
sandwich.” And there are some women there that will 
eat a bagel and they won’t put cream cheese on it. And 
if you ask them why, they say, "Well, I don’t do that.”
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And there was a guy at a convention, checked into a 
hotel, and he had the elevator operator fix him up with 
a mixed green salad. And he ate the salad in the middle 
of the night and he put on his clothes and he went 
home. And he said it was a very empty experience. . . . 
That’s the general tenor of it.

I did it for Paar’s staff, and they all loved it and 
said that’s absolutely the thing to do, so I did it on the 
show and got very big laughs with it, but Paar, who 
had never heard it until we got on the air, was offended 
by it, and I didn’t work his show again for years. I 
only began to be eligible for it again when I began to 
make some sort of a breakthrough for myself as a 
comedian, but all those nights when he had the late- 
night television show,. I was never asked to do it. I 
was sort of persona non grata.

Q. Hoiv about censorship you faced as a TV writer?
A. I didn’t have real censorship problems. What I 

used to do was, I’d bring in my idea, or a sketch, and 
I used to get a lot of reasons why we couldn’t do them. 
One thing that comes to mind was that on the Garry 
Moore show they didn’t want to mention Khrushchev.

Q. And the Communists won’t mention him now. 
Hmmmmm. . . .

A. My censorship problems on TV writing were much 
milder because it never got that far. You know, when 
I’m asked to do a TV appearance, I think, well, let’s 
see, what would be a nice selection from my club act 
to do, and then I run into censorship problems. But 
on television, when you prefabricate the thing right 
from the outset, your mind is so full of things that 
you don’t even begin to write anything that would be 
vaguely censorable.

When I would write for Garry Moore, Sid Caesar, 
or any of the shows I wrote for, I was so aware of the 
censorship problem that I didn’t bother to bring in 
things that I knew I was going to have trouble with. 
So I didn’t actually come to face with that much cen
sorship. Often, writers will tell me—and I have done 
it myself—you over-anticipate. You find yourself doing 
that weird thing, you’re sitting in a room and you 
come up with an idea and you say, “Nah, I better not 
do that, it’s a very touchy area.” And yet nobody—not 
the sponsors, not the advertising agency—would even 
dream of censoring it. You do, because you’ve sort of 
been so brainwashed.

Q. Now, you’ve just gotten back from making your 
film in Paris; was it interesting working with sir ip- 
teasers there?

A. It was completely asexual. It almost ruined it. 
It’s like a chef working in a kitchen, you know? It 
ruined the entire experience for me. I worked on 
Pussycat with all kinds of beautiful women—strippers, 
dozens of the world’s most beautiful models—the girls 
were dressed, the girls were wndressed, as they can be 
in France, and it was just a totally immunizing experi
ence. There was nothing to it. I would be in a room 
with five strippers who had no clothes on, and there 
was no sex involved in it. It didn’t have a tenth of the 
sexuality if you’re sitting in a room with a secretary 
and her dress drifts up over her knee—it suddenly 
becomes violent to the point of attempted rape. But 
with these girls—and they were all pretty—there was 
nothing to it. It was like working out in a gym or 
something.
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Q. Do you think your analyst here in the states 
thought about you while you were away?

A. I do think so, yes. I have no way of knowing, and 
he won't crack at all. I try and get it out of him in all 
kinds of ways. But I definitely think so. I can't imagine 
that I could have been off his mind totally for six 
months.

Q. How has being a celebrity changed your life?
A. I have more money. And I get recognized. And 

I work more frequently. But in no other way has it 
changed my life. None of the internals get changed,

and that’s what really kills you. You get in trouble with 
a better class of women, that’s all that happens. Years 
ago my problems were I couldn’t buy a car, I had bad 
clothes, I lived in a tiny one-room apartment and I 
went out with fairly drab women. Now I come in con
tact with more exciting women but the problems are 
still the same. I may get a suit custom-made but I 
still can’t relate to the tailor. I can afford to buy a car 
but I don’t buy one because I have too many emotional 
problems driving. You know, all the things just recur 
on a higher economic scale.

Q. How often do you think about dying?
A. Once a day. My main preoccupations are, I would 

say, sex and death.
Q. Oh, well, I have a quote here that, in a way, com

bines your two preoccupations. This is from an article 
in Commentary magazine: “Though [sea:] promises the 
suspension of time, no other event so sharply advises 
us of the oppressiveness of time. Sex offers itself as 
an alternative world, but when the act is over and the 
immodesty of this offering is exposed, it is the sheer 
worldliness of the world we briefly relinquished and 
must now re-enter that has to be confronted anew."

A. There’s a tendency, I think, to over-elaborate sex 
and death in the same sense that they do comedy. A 
comedian is someone who goes out and goes for a 
couple of laughs, makes a few faces and you either 
laugh or you don’t. Groucho Marx told me that he and 
his brothers would do their act, and they were barely 
getting by in a boarding house when they were start
ing, and all they wanted to do was tear up the place
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and be funny, but guys were writing, you know, there’s 
a deep psychological significance . . . and I find the 
same thing—sex is a simple, pleasurable experience. 
And I hate to bring to it, I hate to read into it, all 
the things that they do. The same thing with death. 
Do you know what I mean?

Q. Death is a simple, pleasurable experience. Okay, 
here’s another quote from that same article: “Accord
ing to the lesson of the laboratory there is only one 
perfect orgasm, if by *perfect’ we mean one wholly sub
ject to its owner'8 will, wholly indifferent to human

contingency or context. Clearly the perfect orgasm is 
the orgasm achieved on otic’s own. No other consumma
tion offers such certainty and moreover avoids the 
messincss that attends most human affairs."

A. You know, I divorced my wife because she was a 
Philosophy major. All discussions of sex or death or 
comedy or religion are all after the fact; all that these 
writers do in periodicals like Commentary—or all 
philosophers and intellectuals do—they see what we all 
see, and then they describe it. And that’s all. Depending 
on the clarity of their description, are they valid. This 
is like something you can read on the train, but in 
actuality it has no relation to reality.

Q. All right, then, Malcolm Muggeridge mentions in 
Esquire that he saw scrawled on a wall in Santa 
Monica: “Lie down! I think I love you.” Do you think 
that has any relation to reality?

A. I think that’s a more basic expression of reality. 
Yes, I think that has simplified it into terms that I 
can understand or I can deal with. The tendency to 
want to kiss and fondle the object that you feel affec
tion toward. I mean. I don’t know what—isolated like 
that—you have in mind.

Q. Well. Muggeridge concludes from it that the emo
tional implications of sex can be minimized to a point 
that the word “love” is drained of all meaning. “Thus 
stripped,” he says, "sex becomes an orgasm merely.”

A. Well, don’t you find, though, that Muggeridge 
finds one thing, and Norman Mailer finds one thing, 
and Albert Ellis finds one thing, and everybody who 
thinks and describes these things finds their own con-
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elusions, and their conclusions nullify the conclusions 
of the generation before them and will be nullified by 
the generation after them.

Q. What’8 your oivn favorite hypocrisy ?
A. Well, the difficulty of wanting to be an intellectual 

and an avant gardeist and one of those people who 
stands around the lobby of art movie houses, you 
know, sipping coffee while waiting for the picture to 
go on and talking about art openings or Humphrey 
Bogart as a great cinematic artist and all that—and a 
tremendous sense of the ridiculousness of that and 
resentment toward it.

Q. Do you do it?
A. Occasionally I’ll slip into it. Occasionally I'll find 

myself getting pedantic. You know, these people that 
suggest to me they want to go out to California and 
write a tremendous paper on the art of Margaret Du
mont in the Groucho Marx movies, and my tendency 
is to say, "Yes, she really contributed.” But when I 
actually think of it, it’s ridiculous. It’s really silly. But 
I have a tendency to fall into that myself. I’ll get 
carried away and find myself discussing Ingmar Berg
man in terms that would never have even occurred to 
Bergman himself.

Q. What's your philosophy of party-going?
A. That also comes under hypocrisy to a degree, too, 

because basically I’m not really too fond of them, 
because I don’t feel comfortable at them, but in actu
ality an occasional party is not really as bad as every
body makes out. I mean whenever you say the word 
"parties” all you hear is, "I hate parties, I can’t stand 
parties.” I don’t hate parties. I like to say I hate them, 
but when I actually think of it, occasionally I don’t 
hate them. It’s just that nothing ever happens. When
ever I go to a party I always drift off into one corner 
—you know, like Montgomery Clift—and I try and 
look pensive and I thumb the backs of leatherbound 
volumes that I’ve never read, in the hopes that some 
really fantastic woman—flowing black hair and diapha
nous gown and black eye-patch—would come up and 
ask me what I’m brooding about. But so far no one ever 
has.

Q. What would you say if one did?
A. I would probably stammer and stutter and drop 

things. The first piece of material I ever did, at the 
Blue Angel, was that I became elected President of 
the United States and finally called that girl up for a 
date and she still wouldn't go out with me, but now I 
was calling with authority. I do believe that every
thing I do centers specifically around that. If I go 
to art museums, if I buy clothes, if I buy an automobile, 
if  I buy record albums, if I change apartments, at the 
very base of the medulla is that one lingering hope that 
this is going to turn the trick and I’ll meet the perfect 
girl.

Q. What’s going to happen when you do meet the 
perfect girl and marry her—assuming that she’s not 
looking for the perfect man?

A. I’ll never marry her, because one of the things of 
perfection is her rejection of me. I won’t consider any 
girl perfect unless she rejects me.

Q. If you could say “Shazam!” and suddenly become 
Captain Marvel, do you think it woidd hurt your 
image ?

A. I would trade it for that. That’s something that 
I would like to do. My image—my actual life—is purely
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second choice, let's not forget that. You know, I make 
jokes about not getting a girl because I don’t get the 
girl. But if given my druthers, I’d rather get the girl 
and go into something like accounting, or a related 
field. I’m a comedian strictly by default.

Q. I thought you said people are born funny.
A. Yes, it's out of my control. I mean, when a car 

crashes into my car and a guy gets out and socks me 
in the mouth, it’s by default: I go home then, and I 
sublimate violently, and I write an incredible one-liner 
that really disembowels him, but in actuality I wish I 
could smack him in the mouth at the time.

Q. John Wayne was in the hospital recently for re
moval of cancer of the lung, and he said he had with
held news of his malignant condition because “my ad
visers all thought it would destroy my image.” But he 
finally released it because, he said, ”there’s a hell of a 
lot of good image in John Wayne licking cancer.”

A. Wayne may be over-exaggerating public concern 
with his image or his not-image. Now it’s hard to say 
that about a guy who’s one of the people that you can 
raise money on if you want to do a picture, so ap
parently there are zillions of people all over the coun
try who are preoccupied with that in relation to John 
Wayne.

When I was making Pussycat, I would see Peter 
O’Toole before a take put drops in his eyes so they 
would shine the correct degree of blue. That’s how he 
makes his living, and people do respond to those ador
able blue eyes, but my personal reaction is that it’s 
silly.

Q. Is there any ritual that you have yourself?
A. Outside of brushing the needle of my hi-fi after 

every record, I don’t think so.
Q. Would you me an electric toothbrush?
A. Yes. I even contemplated buying one. I like to 

buy things for the sake of buying them. An electric 
toothbrush really comes under that category perfectly. 
You know, when I get up in the morning and I’m de
pressed, it’s hard to cope with things. For instance, 
suppose my work was going bad at the time, suppose 
I had done very badly the night before, or suppose I 
had a fight with a girl, or that I was generally de
pressed. Nothing to look forward to. I can always go 
down and walk down the street and buy something.

You go into a nice warm store and there’s like 400 
record albums with covers, or gadgets, scissors and 
electric toothbrushes and things, and you can take out 
money and buy it, and go home and unwrap it. And 
just that—the mere act of doing that—is so pleasing, 
sometimes, and so relaxing, that it’s a pleasure. And 
of course, the more gadgets they invent, like electric 
toothbrushes, the more I can buy.

Q. Is it possible your wife divorced you because you 
were too materialistic?

A. She didn’t, because of that. I’m not really that 
materialistic, but I do like material things because you 
can actually touch them and you know it. I’m in such 
an ephemeral business—you know, I trade on the 
delicate nuance of a line here or a shift in accent or 
emphasis there, and you do or don’t get your laughs. 
But if a guy goes out and he buys a toilet plunger, 
and it’s got a piece of rubber on the end, and a stick, 
and you can see it and touch it, and you get your 
dollar-and-a-half’s worth, it’s a whole other world, and 
I’m fond of that world.
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Q. You've done a bit about how you hired a maid for 
$1.50 an hour, and your mother said she'd clean your 
apartment for the same amount, so you hired her in
stead, but you finally had to let her go, because you 
discovered that she was stealing. Now, how did your 
mother react to your saying something like that?

A. She didn't react negatively. She has, at times, 
asked me to be hired to clean. She would say to me, 
you know, don't pay a dollar-and-a-half an hour to a 
girl, I’ll come in and do it, and give me the money. 
She’s actually said that About her stealing, I don’t 
know if she would actually steal. I don’t trust her 
around the house all the time. She would at the very 
minimum take some liquor. That, I know.

But she kind of sits there and blinks at the light 
and she doesn’t know exactly what I’m saying. Occa
sionally she hears her name or, you know, “My mother,” 
and there’s a kind of amoebic reaction to that, she sort 
of knows that she’s being called upon or something. 
But she’s preoccupied with fundamentals. She gets up 
in the morning, as she has for years, she works in a 
little flower shop downtown, she rides the subway 
home, and she makes dinner. Beyond that, she is not 
too interested in too many things.

Q. And your father still works, right?
A. Yes.
<?. Then you're not like these other performers who 

take their parents out of their jobs and make them 
retire or else set them up in their own business?

A. No. I think occasionally of putting them in a 
home. But I have no other thoughts.

Q. Do you have any message for Realist readers?
A. Well, I think that these are perilous times that 

we live in, with the influx of singing groups, and I 
would caution them to be on guard. I always have the 
feeling that that’s the real invasion of the body-snatch
ers—the real Martian invasion—they’ve come here in 
the guise of singing groups, you know, folk singers 
and large singing groups and rock-’n’-roll groups, and 
they’re going to get us if we’re not careful.

Q. Has the Ecumenical Council’s decision to remove 
the blame for the Crucifixion from the Jews made you 
any less paranoic?

A. I'm in favor of that kind of thing, because I do 
live in constant fear that there will be a pounding at 
the door, and there’ll be eight tall blond men there 
who'll want me to come with them for questioning. I 
do notice certain themes that recur in my work all the 
time, and one is like the Nazi issue. For me the Nazi 
has become the symbolic character of all that I’m 
afraid of and don’t like, and so any kind of thing like 
the Ecumenical Council taking the blame off us, is a 
good thing.

Q. But you said before, none of the internals get 
changed. So even though they’ve taken away the blame, 
wouldn’t your problems still exist?

A. Yes, what they do is, they just transfer onto 
other things. For instance, I used to live in a brown- 
stone building and guys would get beaten up and 
mugged in my hall. Then I moved here, but I did notice 
after two weeks that my doormen were looking funny 
at me. It did occur to me. I’m thinking, “Well, I’m 
safe, nothing can happen, I’m in the building, so no 
muggers are going to get in or anything, there’s two 
doormen always downstairs,” and then I think to my-
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self, “Hey, wait a minute, there’s two doormen down
stairs and they can get in.” So the problem exactly 
shifts onto something else.

Q. Has your guilt for killing Christ shifted onto 
something else, then?

A. I never felt directly responsible, actually. I feel 
no guilt in relation to Negroes and no guilt in relation 
to killing Christ.

Q. There was a news item about a bank robber in 
Paincsville, Ohio, who gave a note to a teller: " This 
is a stickup. Put the money in the sack. Don’t try any
thing because I have a gun under my jacket." And 
the teller took the note, read it, smiled sweetly, handed 
it lack, and said, “I’m sorry, but my window is nmv 
closed. You’ll have to take this to another teller." And 
he did. And he got away with over $6,000. But do you 
identify with him in the first instance?

A. Yes, I can empathize with the robber. I know that 
if I ever participated in anything like that and the teller 
did say “Take it to another window,” I would feel funky 
about it.

Q. Do you think you’ll ever be able to go into a 
dritgstore and buy any contraceptive product?

A. Not a prayer. There’s no chance of that. I just 
can’t do it, and that’s all there is to it. I’m never going 
to be able to do it, and no amount of analysis is going 
to let me go into a store and ask for contraceptives. My 
psychiatrist probably would be able to handle it. But 
when it comes to matters of sex or that kind of thing, 
I have a tremendous tendency to giggle and, you know, 
I don’t like to get involved.

Q. Well, you could always ask for something else, too.
A. Oh, of course. “—and a pack of Chiclets.” That 

would petrify me beyond belief. My fear is always, if I 
would go in quietly and say, “I would like a package 
of contraceptives, please,” he would yell, “There’s a kid 
here who wants a pack of contraceptives!"

Q. Are you concerned about the population explosion?
A. No, I’m not. I mean I recognize it as a problem 

which those who like that area can fool around with. I 
doubt if there’s anything I can do about the population 
explosion, or about the atom bomb, besides vote when 
the time comes, and I contribute money to those organ
izations who spend their days in active pursuit of ends 
that I’m in agreement with. But that’s all. And I’m 
not going to set fire to myself.

Q. But do you agree with the motivations of the 
Buddhist monks who set fire to themselves in Vietnam?

A. I don’t think so. No, I think that they don’t know 
what they’re doing. I think they’re nuts. That’s not 
the answer. When all is said and done, it’s not the 
answer. When you’re home at night, and you say to 
yourself, “Tomorrow morning I’ll get up at 8 o’clock 
and set fire to myself,” there’s something wrong. I 
wouldn’t do it that way.

I can see dying for a principle, but not that way. 
At the very minimum, if you are going to die for 
something, you should at least take one of them with 
you. (Jo back to the Jews in Germany. If you have a 
loaded gun in your home, and the state comes to get 
you, you can at least get two or three of them.

I’m not opposed to violence as a course of action in 
many instances. Sometimes passive resistance is fine, 
but violence in its place is a good and necessary thing. 
But setting fire to yourself is not the answer. With 
my luck, I would be un-inflammable.
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Three Authors in Search o f  Obscene Literature
for— Lucky Carols she's in the middle!)

Alfred Bolfon
Some five million readers of the Los 

Angeles Times pot a revealing picture 
of American values recently when the 
Times published a front page article 
in its January 9th edition under the 
heading, “Sell Smutty Books To Pay 
Pebts, U.S. Bankruptcy Referee Or
ders.” Referee Ronald Walker had 
authorized public sale of some 1.25 
million “girlie magazines and smut- 
filled books” to satisfy the claims of 
creditors. The books and magazines 
were the assets of two bankrupt firms, 
Aero-Color, Inc., and its subsidiary, 
Trans-National Distributors, Inc.

One of the books. Beds of Canyon 
Grove, was among nine titles presented 
to the grand jury last year in the 
indictment of 14 men on charges of 
conspiring to write, print, possess and 
sell obscene literature. Referee Walker 
had asked for the district attorney's 
opinion on whether or not the material 
should be sold or destroyed as obscene, 
but the district attorney’s office de
clined to submit arguments against the 
sale. Walker was quoted as saying 
that he didn’t “want to be in the po
sition of flooding tlie market with 
dirty books,” but he also felt that 
creditor obligations of the two firms 
could not be overlooked.

The sale brings up some interesting 
questions. Shouldn’t referee Walker, 
as the seller of this material, be in
dicted just as the original men in
volved were? Why is the district at
torney, as a conspirator with Walker 
in this sale, not liable to a grand 
jury indictment for actions exactly 
like those that resulted in the original 
indictment?

One can imagine the vast implica
tions of this issue and the particular 
kinds of pressure which led to the 
ultimate decision of the D.A.

(SCENE : A large, dimly-lit. store
room of the district attorney’s office. 
Two aides are huddled together in 
front o f the only window in the room, 
thumbing the pages of magazines.)

1st Aide: Did you lock the door? 
Say, look at . . .

2nd Aide: Yeah. Wow! These are 
pretty good.

1st Aide: Let me see that when you 
get through.

2nd Aide: (Stuffing several maga
zines under his shirt): I’m going to 
let my brother-in-law see these. So he 
can kind of be on the lookout, y’know?

1st Aide: What are we going to do 
with all this stuff?

(Continued on Page 18)
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Carol Glaser
He has the kind of job some men 

would kill for. He is the editor of 
half a dozen magazines commonly 
called “tit books." The magazines are 
devoted largely to photographs of 
women in varying stages of undress. 
One of his job3 is to pick the pictures. 
One of the famous Marilyn Monroe 
calendars hangs over his desk, and 
photographs of nudes stud his walls. 
He has also posted a sign in his office 
that says, “The Nude Is Not Lewd.” 
His name is Randolph Wicker, and he 
is a homosexual.

This confirms several suspicions 
about girlie magazines in general.

Wicker, a young man in his mid- 
20s, makes no secret about his homo
sexuality. The temptation is to say 
that he makes no bones about his 
homosexuality, but the temptation 
should be resisted. Wicker is the pub
lic relations director of the Matta- 
chine Society, a homosexual organiza
tion based in New York. He also does 
PR work for the League for Sexual 
Freedom, which opposes any sort of 
arbitrary prohibitions on sex, and for 
Lemar, the committee which cham
pions legalized marijuana.

He has appeared on television and 
on radio shows, and whenever anyone 
in New York wants to write anything 
about homosexuality, he goes to 
Wicker first. The recent book, The 
Homosexual Revolution, essentially an 
attack upon homosexuality and the 
homosexual influences in American 
culture, calls Randolph Wicker “the 
most personable of the homophile 
spokesmen.” But the PR jobs are 
just avocations with Wicker. His full
time job is to edit tit books—under his 
real name; Wicker is the pseudonym 
he uses mostly for his homosexual ac
tivities—and he does the job well. His 
employer does not know that Wicker is 
a homosexual, but it probably wouldn’t 
make any difference. The publisher 
thinks Wicker is a good editor. He has 
fired two other editors in recent months, 
but he has kept Wicker. “You have a 
healthy sex attitude,”says the publisher.

“He’s right,” says Wicker. “Every
one else on these magazines is guilt- 
ridden about working on them.”

Of course, the publisher and the edi
tor sometimes argue. For instance, the 
publisher favors big-breasted women 
in the nude photographs. Wicker ar
gues that small-breasted women are 
more appealing. If you wanted to, you 
could probably make some connection 

(Continued on Page 18)

John Francis Putnam
Once again, that intrepid old Grove 

Press is exercising high-minded imper
ative action against the Establishment 
Know-Nothings, at the risk of tired 
epithets such as “calculated opportu
nism” and “lascivious exploitation,” 
with the publication of a handsome 
anthology, generically titled Tillie and 
Mac: Those Little Comic Books That 
Men Like. And once again, the District 
Attorney has seen fit to interfere with 
freedom of the press, Voltaire not
withstanding.

A jury trial was quietly waived, and 
a municipal judge found the defen
dant guilty ns charged. According to 
Charles Rombar, attorney for Grove 
Press, in a motion for mistrial, “Your 
Honor only reads The New York 
Times, which does not carry comics, is 
thus unfamiliar with funny-paper 
characters, and lacks a proper frame 
of reference.”

The motion was denied.
In his brief for the appellate court, 

Rembar states:
“. . . At the outset of the discus

sion of the merits—and inasmuch as 
the original poor draughtsmanship of 
the booklets in question is evidence of 
the lack of serious intent to ‘deliber
ately arouse prurient desires’ within 
the view of Roth vs. United States, 
354 US 476 (who could become sexu
ally excited over a male member which, 
in its clumsy delineation, can but ap
pear to the detached observer as less 
of a membrum virile and more that of 
a Barney Google horse?)—how, then, 
can this instance of patent and de
liberate satirization of a portion of 
the sexual anatomy, known to all of 
mankind in its true delineation, be 
considered as something to ‘excite’ 
other than laughter?

“Secondly, it is preposterous to as
sume that, disproportionately as the 
genital organs are portrayed, there 
can be any serious expectation on the 
part of the beholder that any nor
mal, or abnormal, sexual congress is 
possible, at the very least from a 
functional point of view.

“Thirdly, the verve and brio with 
which these stories are developed are 
a far cry from the sad and dingy non- 
literary content of the pornographic 
film, to which the prosecution often 
alludes in comparison.

“Fourthly, the various characters 
.hemselves, albeit presented in some
what intimate and unconventional sit
uations, nonetheless represent beloved 

(Continued on Page 18)
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ALFRED BOLTON
2nd Aide: (Locking around at nu

merous stacks piled to the ceiling): 
Burn it? (Looks qucstioningly at 1st 
aide.)

1st Aide (Drops magazine. Straight
ens up. Speaks in official tone of 
voice): No, too many to burn. It would 
take a dozen trucks three days to haul 
this junk to the dump.

2nd Aide: Yeah. (He straightens up 
also, drops magazine.) Well?

1st Aide: Too bad to waste it.
2nd Aide: Yeah.
1st Aide: (Has an idea.) Maybe we 

could sell it.
2nd Aide: Sell it? (Looks qucstion

ingly at 1st aide.)
1st Aide: For waste paper. Thirty 

cents a hundred.
2nd Aide: Naw. Too risky. Some

body might want to know where it 
went.

1st Aide: Hmmm. (They both look 
at various piles again.) Must be worth 
a pretty penny.

2nd Aide: (Figuring): A million 
plus, at fifty cents a piece . . .

1st Aide: Say, if we could get the 
chief to go for retail sales . . .

2nd Aide: And cut him in . . .
1st Aide: A little for the referee . . .
2nd A ide: Yeah . . . legalize the 

whole operation . . .
le t Aide: It’s a good business.
2nd Aide (Nods emphatically): 

Yeah, yeah, yeah . . .

CAROL GLASER
between Wicker's homosexuality and 
his preference for flat breasts, but this 
is beside the point. “My boss wouldn’t 
know a good-looking woman if he fell 
on one,” Wicker insists.

There is also some disagreement 
about semantics. Recently, Wicker 
printed a story about a San Francisco 
theatre that specializes in showing 
movies aimed at homosexuals. He 
wanted to use the phrase, “Flicks 
for Faggots,” in the magazine’s cover
line. The boss talked him out of it. The 
boss feared that such a line might hurt 
the feelings of homqsexuals. You can’t 
be too careful about offending your 
readership when you're putting out a 
tit book.

One of W icker’s delights is needling 
the girls whose photos he runs in his 
magazines. Many of them are, for 
want of a choicer term, pigs. He lets 
them know it, subtly.

Once he ran a photograph of a 
naked girl leaning suggestively against 
an oak tree, the standard tit-book pose 
of nature against nature or some such 
trite trash. Most tit books would say, 
in the caption, “Outdoor Girl” or “Get
ting Back to Nature” or “A Fawn in 
the Forest” or “Alone in the Woods,
18

Send This Boy fo  Camp
This is the cover of a pamphlet print

ed by the New York City Dept, of 
Health about venereal disease (they’re 
against it) and given to the Mattachine 
Society for distribution. “VD is an in
creasing problem among homosexuals,” 
the text inside begins. “This isn’t fun
ny ; it’s no camp to catch VD or to pass 
it on to others. . . The^Health Dept, 
won’t identify itself as the original 
source of the pamphlet. Of course not; 
you get it from a public toilet.

She Throws Off Her Inhibitions.” Not 
Wicker. He says, “She gets her kicks 
out o f rubbing up against trees.” 
That’s realism.

Another of his diversions is to put 
on his co-workers, the males who do 
not share his homosexual preference 
—or, at least, do not share it overtly. 
He will pick out a picture of some par
ticularly over-endowed young lady, 
rush up to a co-worker and say, “Hey, 
how do you like this one, huh? Really 
turns you on, doesn’t it?” The co
worker invariably gets very defensive. 
“Oh, no, not at all, no, it doesn’t,” says 
the co-worker. “I mean, this is just a 
job, you know.”

Wicker attended a large Southwest
ern university, out where men are men 
and cattle are cattle, and sometimes, 
well, you know, and he ran for presi
dent of the student body. He lost by 
only 30-somcthing votes, which indi
cates either that Wicker is an excel
lent actor or that the Southwest isn't 
all it’s cracked up to be.

Wicker gets along perfectly in mixed 
company, male and female, straight 
and gay. “I have nothing against het
erosexuality,” he says. “If some men 
prefer women, that’s perfectly OK

with me. I intend to try it myself be
fore I'm 65.”

He thoroughly enjoys his editing 
job, and finds that his friends, straight 
and gay, give him extra respect for it. 
“It’s sort of a status symbol,” says 
Randolph Wicker. “You know, it takes 
the sharp edge off of being a faggot.”

JOHN FRANCIS  PUTNAM
and well-established figures of a ‘com
fortable and homey' imagery. It is well 
known that an aspirant for political 
office will often, at some point during 
his campaign, be shown in the news
papers reading the funnies to his 
children. The funnies, of which Tillie 
and Mac are an inseparable part, are 
fundamentally American.

“Fifthly, it is argued that the Tillie 
and Mac books have no cultural validity 
or purpose and serve only to titillate 
and gratify gross desires and private 
excesses. It is our contention that they 
do serve a valid and explicit cultural 
purpose, in that they arc the logical ex
tension of the classic Roman and Greek 
graffiti, free and unfettered expressions 
of the classic age which, despite their 
so-called ‘obscene’ nature, are none
theless carefully preserved in museums 
and at historical sites under glass. 
Tillie and Mac are thus .valid instances 
of a serious cultural and social rel
evance in that they are the best known 
examples of contemporary graffiti.

“Sixthly, the purely aesthetic value 
o f Tillie and Mac has been doubted by 
the prosecution. We have but to draw 
their attention to the intimate con
nection between the comic subject mat
ter of these booklets and that of a 
large part of the leading fashionable 
school of painting: Pop Art. . . .”

Well, frankly, we think Grove Press 
has gone too far this time. We trust 
that their large contribution to the 
American Civil Liberties Union will 
not muddy the issue. For, somewhere 
there lurks in all of us an operator, 
but sometimes this operator is the one 
you’re not supposed to talk to while 
the bus to Hell is in motion.

If the First Amendment is sought 
to protect the Tillie and Mac books— 
sans even the grace of plain brown 
wrappings—as they find their way 
into the corner candy store for kids 
to buy at recess, then what next? 
French playing cards? A bound vol
ume of photographic stills from stag 
movies? Where do we draw the line?

The answer is hinted at by the fact 
that in the Tillie and Mac proceed
ings, a bailiff was seen to sequester 
the evidence during the court's recess. 
And so, whereas the exhibition of an 
ostentatious erection by some future 
judge may be indicative of undue par
tiality, it is after all the only fair 
barometer by which to measure con
temporary community standards.
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-------------- -------------------------— ---------------------

An Expose by a Little Old Lady
as told to Stanley Koven

Did you hoar the news about Orphan 
Annie? She’s in the Booby Hatch, bless 
her heart, and so is "Daddy” Oliver 
Warbucks, who got fished out—but I’m 
getting ahead o f myself. I'm so ex
cited—out of breath, really. I ran all 
the way from the Daily St ies Build
ing, with two monthsful of funnies 
under my arm, to tell you what hap
pened. These tennis sneakers are kill
ing me.

It seems to take place somewhere in 
the Northwest—I figger maybe even 
Alaska, from th’ looks of it. Mountain 
peaks 12,000 feet high, the cartoonist 
Harold Gray told me (I’ll get to our 
conversation later on); lots of green 
sloping meadows plunging into death- 
black forests. High winds and sleet, 
and all that, and in the middle of 
nowhere, a Booby Hatch, privately run 
by Dr. Le Quaque. The place is sur
rounded by a barbed wire fence— 
"Nobody or nothin' gets through or 
under or over u fenee like that in a 
hurry,” Annie says to Sandy, who 
says: “?”

It doesn't take long before Annie is 
mopping all the floors and Sandy is 
making fast friends with the police 
dogs who belong to Dr. Le Quaque, 
who keeps people under lock and key 
for hire, and whose office walls are 
lined with foreign diplomas. Annie, as 
usual, is wearing her red dress.

Hark! Annie is talking to a queer
looking young lady with serpentine 
strands of frazzled hair. Columbine is 
her name; she seems not quite right in 
the head. They both wear kitchen 
nprons and slave for Doc. "Doc keepin’ 
all those poor guys locked up, on phony 
charges they’re crazy,” says Annie. 
"Why, I bet he could got LIFE for 
THAT!" And Columbine: "Whoa! Nut 
Doc! Whatever else he may be he is 
SMART on the LAW!"

The very next day, on February 3, 
Columbine explains what she meant by 
that, sitting across the kitchen table 
from Annie. "Ix>ok, Annie! Here’s how 
I’m told its works: Some guy disa
grees with you and maybe you say, 
‘You’re crazy!”’ Annie butts in: 
"Yeah! But y’can’t put a guy in a 
looney bin just for not agreeing with 
you!” Columbine: "No? As an ‘inter
ested friend’ you get two ‘examiners’ 
to swear that this guy is off his rocker. 
If th’ guy doesn’t care t'get ‘treated,’ 
n cop can bag him! Then he gets five 
days or more o’ ‘treatment’: whatever 
some headshrinkcr orders!”

Just then Orphan Annie’s hair fluffs 
up the way it will do when she hears 
or sees something frightful. (She has 
that in common with Sandy, her dog.) 
I thought Columbine ought t’stop right 
there, she was scaring the child so. 
But no, bless her heart, she went right 
on. "The ‘treatment’ can be real rug
ged! Electric shock, everything! Then 
the guy’s sup/tosed to get a legal hear
ing: sure! But if the heudshrinkers 
say th’ guy’d be hurt by havin’ to show 
up in court, the judge sends him away 
on ‘expert testimony.’ He’s ‘mentallyurr

That makes Annie feel sick. Me, too!
Who wouldn’t feel sick? Isn’t it com

mon knowledge that "mental health”

is a Marxist weapon? Reinforced by 
our own policemen? I got out my copy 
of Economic Council Letter, put out 
by the National Economic Council in 
New York, that I’d been savin’ these 
seven years, and there, headin’ off this 
long writeup with all the facts you'd 
want to know, was the title:

"MENTAL HEALTH’’—
A Marxist Weapon 

Just take a minute to read this, if 
you have an ounce of patriotic blood 
in you:

"Mental Health” is an inaccurate 
label for what is really u weapon be
ing skillfully used by communist 
propagandists to bring about con
formity to the Marxist ideology. . . . 
The weapons for handling mental 
cases are becoming too brutal (shock 
treatment was introduced into the 
United States by Dr. Joseph Wortis, 
a pupil of Sigmund Freud’s, and a 
documented Communist according to 
Counterattack, April 8, 1955).
There are some other very interest

ing items in this same newsletter, as 
well. (The newsletter is run by re
sponsible Conservatives in hopes of 
reaching th’ likeminded.) Did you, for 
instance, know that the wife of u
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New Jersey psychiatrist claimed he 
‘‘sat on her chest and then would run 
to barricade himself in his ‘shock’ 
room”? Did you know that United Air
lines, capitulating to many letters of 
protest, removed an objectionable 
United Nations emblem from its aero- 
pl unos?

And yet the item which made my 
hair fluff up concerned the Alaska 
Mental Health Act, Public Law 830, 
84th Congress. This sinister law—1 
call it the Big Brother Bill—set up 
funds for a Government mental insti
tution in Alaska. But what it really 
did, the Newsletter revealed, was to 
provide "that persons can be trans
ported out of their states and put in 
insane asylums in remote areas of the 
United States.”

Now I think you may begin to see 
what Harold Gray, the courageous 
creator of Orphan Annie, is getting at. 
(Did you know that his full Christian 
name was Harold Lincoln Gray?) Be
cause it very shortly develops that 
Doc Le Quaque has been hired by sin
ister elements to keep Oliver War- 
bucks, Orphan Annie’s "Daddy,” a 
prisoner in his Booby Hatch. The sin
ister elements are after his business!

Anyone who knows II. L. Gray, as 
I prefer to call him, is aware that he 
does not shirk from the battle. Dur
ing the last Great War, hating Frank
lin Roosevelt as he did. and us did his 
discoverer, Colonel Robert Rutherford 
McCormick of The Chicago Tribune, 
"The W orld’s Greatest Newspaper,” 
H. L. Gray had the gumption to speak 
out against gasoline rationing.

I tell you it was a comfort for me to 
know that while the boys were knock
ing Hitler off, H. L. Gray was keeping 
an eye on the store for them. Every
one knew that gasoline rationing was 
just another gutless step on the dreary 
road to Socialism, including Franklin 
Roosevelt, who—but I stray.

Anyway, smnrt Mr. Gray knew it 
was a New Deal racket—they were 
called rackets in those days before the 
Blue Book—and he ran off a strip 
about a dictatorial OPA boss in a 
small town, and called him Flask. It 
so happens that a Mr. Flack—Robert 
C. Flack, it was—ran the ration board 
in Fairfield, Connecticut, not fur from 
the winter home of H. L. Gray, the 
cartoonist. Sheer coincidence, o’ course, 
but it got Mr. Gray in Dutch with the 
Fairfield News, a weekly.

That journal inquired: "Is Orphan 
Annie Hitting Below the Belt by Coin
cidence?” You can believe that H. L. 
Gray answered right back. "We have 
a standing rule in the business,” snid 
he, “which calls for us to use inani
mate objects for our names. The name 
‘Flask’ came to me as I was thinking 
of snoopers. Snoopers brought to mind
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prohibition. And the next logical 
thought was a hip flask. That’s how 
I arrived at the name. I’m sorry if it 
has inconvenienced the OPA gentle
man. I assure you it was pure coin
cidence.”

Do you sec what I mean about Har
old Lincoln Gray? He gives as good as 
he gets.

Not long ago he told us what we 
should do about Castro and Red Cuba, 
by having Annie kidnapped to the Ca
ribbean island of Tributo, whose head 
scourge was Gen. Mustashio Toro. 
Well he hanged the lot of them in the 
public square, H. L. did, and he did 
it by a means which should have been 
obvious long ago to our CIA, who, in
cidentally, are growing more liberal 
by the day. A platoon of uniformed 
men was landed, seized the palace, 
committed the bloodbath and fled 
through a secret tunnel to “Daddy” 
Oliver Warbuck’s waiting yacht.

But the Commies had their revenge 
about a year ago when they sank 
“Daddy” Oliver Warbuck’s yacht and 
all hands were thought to be lost 
except Orphan Annie and her dog 
Sandy. (For some reason that in
furiates me, she is no longer culled 
“Little” in my Daily News. Do you 
suppose it’s because she's turned 40? 
I always think of 40 as “little,” don't 
you? Write a letter to the Daily News, 
why don’t you?)

Dr. Lc Quaque wears a red tie all 
the time, which may or may not bo 
significant. The only time I saw him 
smile and relax was when Annie got 
him to talking about his formative 
years. He has a dimple, even, and he 
is wagging his bald dome, eagle-like 
nose and suspicious goatee most 
agreeably as he recalls:

“Surgeon? Ho-ho! I was hailed as 
one of the earth’s greatest surgeons, 
in Vienna, Madrid, Paris; ah, yes! 
But that was merely one small 
phase. One short chapter in my 
training. On and on I sought ever 
greater understanding and skill to 
heal . . .  to heal the human mindI 
That is why you find me here in 
this secluded clinic! Giving my. life 
to all those who need me most!”
Annie smiles—a bit nervously, I 

thought. Still, she seems convinced he’s 
a bona fide member of the AM A.

Until Columbine really opens up 
Annie's eye circles. The degrading sit
uation is there for one and all tc see, 
and on Sunday, two days after Doc's 
amiable discourse, she takes Annie 
out on a stone gallery to have a look 
at the “yard,” where all the pent-up 
inmates wander about like damned 
souls. Annie describes it later us a 
“snake pit,” but for now she is con
tent to say: “They look like lifers in 
a prison.”
20

Columbine is wearing a very man
nish green sweater—obviously, it is her 
day off—and Annie has donned her 
little red jacket, because it’s so cold 
out there.

“See th’ tall young fella down there 
by th’ door?" Columbine inquires. 
“Rich guy: gold digger wife liked his 
money: sick o’ HIM! Got a couple guys 
t'certify he was 'mentally ill’! He 
didn’t agree so they had him arrested! 
He got five days o’ ‘treatment’. Then 
y'think he got a hearing? Ha! The 
psychiatrist said t’bring him t’court 
would be ‘injurious to th' patient'! So- 
o-o, there he is, from now on, while 
his wife and pals split up the loot!” 

That makes Orphan Annie fluff up 
again. Columbine gives her an awfully 
queei sort of onceover. “Shall we go 
in?” she asks the child, cockin' her 
head to one side and fixin' her hair. 
H. L. Gray’s quotation for that Sun
day (each Sunday he supplies one in 
the first panel) comes from Smollett: 
“I think for my part one-half of the 
nation is mad—and the other not very 
sound.” I don’t know Smollett, do you?

Wouldn’t you know it, the “mental 
health” people flew into a rage over 
this “naughty” episode, and quite a 
few editors burned up their editorial 
typewriters—newspapers in Hartford, 
St. Petersburg, Cleveland, Nashville, 
to name but a few. I blush to mention, 
us well, the usually likeminded Dallas 
Times Herald. It published an editorial 
on page 1 headed: “Orphan Annie: 
Her Voice, Not Ours.”

After reading the editorial through, 
I understood too well how “bleeding 
hearts” can corrupt a fine, courageous 
newspaper! Listen to their propaganda:

This newspaper, recipient of sev
eral medical writing honors, includ
ing the Albert Lasker Medical Jour
nalism Award, for its scries on 
emotionally disturbed persons, does 
not agree with Orphan Annie’s con
tention that mental patients, not 
actually ill, are being ‘railroaded’ 
into institutions in a sinister plot 
But in the belief that even mis
guided Orphan Annies are entitled 
to a viewpoint without censorship, 
this newspaper will reluctantly con
tinue the objectionable episode.
The National Association for Men

tal Health sent out memos to its chap
ters “alerting” them to the situation. 
“We're waiting breathlessly for the 
ending (of the episode],” a nice-sound
ing young lady told me over th’ 'phone.

I made up my mind. I would call 
H. L. Gray, myself, to get the real 
story!

’Course, that isn’t easy. He sum
mers in Southport, Connecticut, win
ters in La Jolla, California, and in 
between—miles and miles and miles. 

You’d never know he was 71 years

young, he travels that much—35,000 
to 40,000 miles a year, he told me. 
Why, he’s a bit of a snooper himself— 
in a positive sense, ’o course—he likes 
to buttonhole dozens of ordinary Joes 
in his travels—waiters and cabbies 
and such. “You loosen one of those 
guys up,” he said a few years back, 
“and you can learn more in five min
utes than you can learn from a poli
tician in five weeks.”

First thing I called Southport, 
thinking he was there. Bob Leflingwell 
answered the 'phone. Did you know 
Bob Leflingwell has been with H. L. 
for 28 years, doing the letterin’ and 
backgrounds for “(Little) Orphan An
nie,” plus his own funny, “Little Joe”? 
Sure! Bob Leflingwell stays in Con
necticut and H. L. sends him the basic 
drawings and script from his travels 
on the road and from the West Coast.

Bob Leflingwell had a good laugh 
about the newspapers being sore, but 
he pointed out: “We haven’t lost a 
paper.” Mr. Gray, he said, started thg 
Booby Hatch episode after leaving 
Connecticut last fall and he hasn’t 
had a chance to sit down and discuss 
it with him at any great length. This 
was the first time, he said, that they’d 
ever used a Booby Hatch. He thought 
a lot of people were being encouraged 
to talk about the facts of “mental 
health” as a result He said the fuss 
would be good for readership.

When I finally got in touch with 
II. L. Gray, he was most cordial, and 
talked an arm and leg ofT.

H. L. told me he got the inspiration 
for the Booby Hatch because he had 
to get “Daddy” Oliver Warbucks into 
a jam. “Daddy” had been out of the 
strip a good long while, y’remember. 
He told me the stirp has a paid sub
scription of 30,000,000 souls daily, but 
a total of 00,000,000 souls a day read 
it, all told. I whistled at that.

Finally I got up nerve to ask him 
just what about this law he kept 
harping on about, with the two “ex
aminers,” the five days o’ treatment, 
the judge and what-all. “You see,” he 
said, and I fancied he frowned, “the 
law is like so many, drawn loosely by 
bright-eyed reformers. Then it’s per
verted! One person can claim you’re 
off your rocker, they can ask the opin
ion of two representative psychia
trists. If it’s a political thing, or a 
business thing, or anything, y’know, 
they can work you over for five days 
. . . then the psychiatrist could come 
into court and. . . .”

He took a second' to gather his 
thoughts.

“I can get you the law,” said H. L. 
“Wait a minute, I’ll get it for you, 
it’s in my room . . . those editors writ
ing the editorials should know the 
law/” He went off and got the law 

(Continued on Page 31)
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What’s New In Fashion? Free Enterprise in Action
If the Procrustean Surgery Fits . . •

At the annual meeting o f the Western 
Orthopedic Association, a bone specialist 
dicussed “pump bumps”—enlargements on 
the heel, sometimes accompanied by ex
tremely painful bursitis—caused by the 
wearing of high heels—and he told o f a 
new operation wherein the heel bone is sur
gically shaved. Masochism, of course, is 
always in style.

I dreamed I shot a nigger in my maidenform bra
A female counterpart to the male groin holster (see issue 

#•12) was on the market in South Africa this month. It is 
a cloth brassiere holster which snaps onto the strap of a 
bra and can hold a .38-calibre revolver snugly under a 
woman’s arm. During the past few years, more than 35,000 
South African white women have joined pistol clubs, but 
their leaders deny that women are being armed against any 
particular race. However, the wife of the inventor of the 
bra holster has stated: “I wouldn’t go out without one. 
There are so many natives hanging around the streets 
these days that it’s nice to know I have my pistol where I 
can get at it.”

The female craze for guns started among white women 
after South Africa’s racial riots in 1960. Since then, police 
have helped form women’s pistol clubs, and some girls’ 
schools even have rifle and revolver classes. The cost of 
ammimition is subsidized by the government. There is also 
an inner-thigh holster available—an adaptation of the cow
boy holster—handy for women wearing narrow skirts; it 
can be worn on the outside of the thigh if the skirt is full. 
According to the wife of an arms dealer, an attacker can be 
shot “through the skirt, if necessary."

The light-skinned ladies of South Africa have at last 
pointed their lingers firmly in the direction of true trigger- 
happiness. There was once a time, though, when lost hy
mens were blamed merclv on fences., bicycles and horses.
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by Marcia Seligson and Janet Sorkin
About a year ago, a friend of ours was 

awakened at 3 a.m. by her telephone. When 
she picked it up all she heard was a quiet, 
rhythmic breathing which seemed to in
crease in volume every time she groggily 
groaned, “Who is this?” or “Hello-hello- 
hello” or “What the hell do you want?”

By the time it dawned upon her that she 
was the bedfellow of an obscene phone 

caller, he’d already had his way with her and hung up.
The next morning, she lost no time in calling all her 

friends and broadcasting what had happened. "You’ll 
never guess what happened to me last night,” she an
nounced to us in the same tone in which she might have 
said, *7 met Richard Burton at a party last night and 
just guess what we did!”

We thought to ourselves: How come she gets phone 
calls like that? We’re prettier than she is, much more 
charming, and never once in our lives did anybody ever 
call us past 1 a.m. And absolutely never had we picked 
up the phone at any hour to hear a series o f dirty 
words or passionate breathing.

(One time a rejected boyfriend called at 12:45 and 
started to air his hostilities. It seemed for a minute 
that there was potential, but after a quarter of an hour 
he said, “Look, it's very late and I’m tired, and I’m 
afraid to say something I’ll regret so I’d better hang 
up----”)

Our friend was called again the following night and 
then the night after. The third night she had a pajama 
party for five girlfriends so we could take turns listen
ing. She seemed to be a bit frightened and even noti
fied the police. But when The Breather stopped calling 
after a week, she became rather depressed and with
drawn, sat at home by the phone, and finally cried to 
us: “What did I do wrong?”

We thought a lot about this episode and came to the 
realization that the obscene phone call can be regarded 
simply as a reflection o f our well-known and endlessly- 
discussed changing morality. After all, what better il
lustrates frenetically-groping sexual abandon, coupled 
with total negation of personal commitment, than the 
obscene phone call? It’s merely the end product of “I 
don’t want to get involved” plus The Playboy Philosophy.

Unable to ignore its logical place in the new set-up, 
we decided to make money with it. And so, early this 
year, we established the first Obscene Telephone Call
ing Service in the world.

The idea is quite simple. Based on the assumption 
that there are thousands of people who, like us, have 
never received an obscene phone call, want one, but have 
absolutely no means to acquire one, we have set up a 
subscription series wherein we service, for a monthly 
fee, both callers and callees according to their indi
vidual requirements.

The Callee gets phoned at irregular intervals a mini
mum of 10 times a month. The subscribing Caller is 
given five different phone numbers each month along 
with the first name o f the recipient. He must sign an 
agreement to phone each party no less than 10 and no
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the specialized Appropriate Reaction script reads: 
“You’re not so dirty—I’ve had calls from a sweet 
spinster 20 times more obscene than you!”

If you are interested in any facet of this service, 
look for our advertisements under PERSONALS in upcom
ing issues of the Saturday Review and the National 
Review and the New Republic [ the Realist does not ac
cept any adsj. You’ll recognize our motto: "Don’t call 
us—we’ll call you!”

The Obscene Telephone Calling Service, then, is an 
integral part of The Great Society, in which simply 
everybody is going to have his needs filled.

“—What? . . . Oh, just a minute. . . . 
It’s for you—an obscene phone call!”

Statistical Suggestion

more than 25 times during the month.
The Caller an d Callee must agree never to meet or to 

speak on any level other than that specified.
That is the simple foundation of the project. It is in 

its ramifications that it becomes quite elegant. The 
point of our service is to be very personalized. We make 
several preliminary screening calls to sound out our 
clients, so that we can judge what sort of obscenity will 
offend them most.

Naturally, the gender of the Callee makes a great deal 
of difference. For example, a relatively uneducated man 
is probably most offended at comments linking him and 
his mother romantically. The most masculine-voiced 
men should be mocked about their homosexual tenden
cies. And meek-sounding little old ladies should be ac
cused of the most insatiable sexual appetites.

Everyone, of course, may be treated to the standard 
descriptive/functiona! words and phrases.

As a corollary service, we supply upon request literate 
and meaty scripts to those amateur Callers among our 
subscribers who either lack the essential imagination / 
and vocabulary or who are simply running out of 
material.

We have First Date scripts with just a few brief 
introductory “goldangs” and “pshaws.” Then, as the 
couple gets to know each other better, the Caller can 
launch into the more personalized communication, out 
of which they establish their own unique rapport and 
complementing of needs.

We have intellectual obscenity scripts, low-class ob
scenity scripts, adorations! obscenity scripts, hostile 
obscenity scripts. Those Callers who specialize in abso
lute silence need no script at all, of course.

For the Callee, whose role is not just the usual pas
sive one, we have Appropriate Reaction scripts which 
range in tone from “What are you—some kind of per
vert or something?” to “Say, you’re a very sick person, 
you need help” and “I hope you still respect me—I 
don’t do this for everyone.”

The inevitable offshoot of our service is to expand 
internationally, especially into backward areas where 
the obscene phone call is probably unknown. Obviously 
there are inherent obstacles in trans-oceanic obscene 
phone calls—such as language barriers and time differ
ences—but the main difficulty is the cost of the call, 
which is always charged to the Callee and thus would 
be prohibitive in many cases. We shall, however, apply 
for federal assistance.

The loveliest quality of our service is that by our 
complete control of the relationships from inception 
through finale, nobody gets hurt and everyone gleans 
from the situation exactly what he or she wants. A 
rejection such as l>efell our friend would never happen 
with our service. As long as she kept up her payments, 
she would be telephoned frequently.

But we can even accommodate those who wish to be 
rejected. The Caller just threatens never to phone 
again; each time he tells the Callee that she’s just not 
worthy of his efforts.

And consider all the Callers who, without our service, 
would latch onto people who aren’t interested in estab
lishing this particular kind of contact and hang up 
immediately. We eliminate the possibility of this re
peated, self-demeaning rebuff and frustration.

Again, there is the possibility that the client really 
wants to be rejected and humiliated—a complexity with 
which we are fully prepared to cope. A sample line from
22

The duration of a marriage can be measured re
alistically for the first time with a unit which I have 
invented. It is the man-woman hour, which is an hour 
of wakefulness spent by a man and a woman together. 

I have calculated that the average schmuck spends
2.000 hours somewhere near his wife each year, which 
gives us the equation: 2,000 man-women hours=one 
matrimonial year. Fifty thousand man-woman hours 
entitles a couple to a silver wedding anniversary;
100.000 to a gold. It is possible, for instance, for a 
couple married at 20 and running some sort of Ma & 
Pa enterprise to be entitled to diamonds after being 
married only 29 calendar years.

Look how much more meaningful divorce statistics 
can become: “Mrs. John Doe, 23. applied for divorce 
today, and asked custody of the children. Sherryl Anne, 
6. and Kenneth, 3. The Does have been married for
40.000 man-woman hours, or 20 matrimonial years.” 
Or: “Mrs. Richard Roe was granted a divorce today, 
terminating a marriage that lasted only 76 man-woman 
hours. The Roes were married in 1937.”

—Kurt Vonnegut, Jr.
The Realist
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DICK GREGORY
(Continued from Cover)

Berlin Airlift had the active support 
of the United States government.

Mississippi should be so lucky.
A few days before Thanksgiving, 

Gregory was returning from his latest 
visit to the battleground of Missis
sippi. The ‘soldiers’ asked him when 
he would return. “I’ll be back for 
Christmas,’’ he replied. Even Mac- 
Arthur didn’t set a date. But at that 
moment, without realizing it himself, 
General Gregory had created the idea 
of the Mississippi Airlift.

On the plane to New York, he fig
ured on spending Christmas in Mis
sissippi with his wife Lillian and the 
kids (Lil had spent the previous 
Christmas in an Atlanta jail while 
sho was still carrying the twins) . . . 
then he thought they’d take a Christ
mas dinner to a needy family down 
there and cat with them . . . but why 
not take a turkey to as many families 
as possible?

By the time the plane landed, Dick 
Gregory was committed to sending
20,000 turkeys down to Mississippi for 
Christmas Day.

As his itinerant preacher, occasional 
chauffer and admiring friend, I nat
urally became involved. Back last sum
mer, Greg had asked me to plan to 
spend Christmas with him in Chicago 
with his family. Now I was informed 
we would be flying to Mississippi in
stead, as turkey watchers.

The task of financing and executing 
the project began immediately. Seated 
on a rumpled bed in his hotel suite, 
General Gregory, clad only in a uni
form of jockey shorts, made hfs initial 
telephone contacts.

It happened to be the week o f the 
much anticipated Clay-Liston return 
match in Boston. Gregory calculated 
that The Bear and The Mouth could 
both use a charitable identification to 
clean up their tarnished images. What 
better tarnish-remover than Christ- 
via* for Mississippi?

“Get Sonny on the phone,” the Gen
eral ordered his First Lieutenant, Art 
Steuer. In a short time Liston, com
fortably located in Boston, was on the 
receiving end of the Gregory charm. 
“Hey, baby, how’s it look? Workin’ 
hard? I’m fixing to send 20,000 tur
keys to Mississippi for Christmas. 
Thought it sure would be wild if you 
and Cassius would buy 10,000 apiece 
from the gate of the fight.”

For the next half hour the General 
strained to explain such things as tax 
deduction, publicity value, etc., to the 
surprised and bewildered ex-champ. 
He came off the wire with a tentative 
okay.
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Next, Cassius Clay. “I want to speak 
to Muhammad Ali in Boston,” the ever 
coy, intuitive and diplomatic Steuer 
requested of the long distance opera
tor. After 10 minutes of proper Is
lamic greeting, Gregory explained the 
same proposal to one of Clay’s chief 
aides, the champ not being immediate
ly available. “Just a minute. The 
champ just came in,” was either the 
announcement or warning from the 
voice in Boston. “He says it sounds 
great.”

The relieved and elated Gregory 
promised to check out prices and get 
to Boston the next day with all de
tails.

The next lucky person to receive the 
Gregory treatment was columnist 
Drew Pearson. If you follow Pear
son’s column faithfully, you’ve prob
ably noticed a conversion. Last June, 
he had very little good to say of Dick 
Gregory, Adam Clayton Powell and 
the whole crowd from ACT (a civil 
rights organization of “grass roots” 
leaders throughout the country). One 
entire column was devoted to Gregory, 
an open letter inviting him not to ap
pear in Mississippi.

Then Drew made the fatal mistake 
of going to Mississippi himself.

Suddenly, new thoughts began ap
pearing in his column. One beautiful 
article related his experience of shar
ing sweet potato pie with a Missis
sippi sharecropper family. Cold war 
strategy seemed to indicate that the 
time was ripe to bring Pearson into 
the project. “Get Drew Pearson,” were 
my orders from the General. I found 
him between planes in Kansas City. 
In this rather precarious position, I 
am sure he was glad to receive a call.

Greg grabbed the phone, and was 
amazed to hear Pearson’s voice say
ing, “Dick, I just wanted to tell you 
that you were right and I was so 
wrong.” Bang! Drew Pearson was hit 
with the idea of 20,000 turkeys for 
Mississippi.

In a matter of moments, Drew be
came co-chairman of a committee 
called “Christmas for Mississippi.” 
Immediately the project became tax- 
exempt—taken under the wing of 
America’s Conscience Fund, an estab
lished organization under the leader
ship of Pearson and Harry Truman.

Complications began to develop. The 
General and Art Steuer flew to Bos
ton the next day to make arrange
ments with the two gladiators. In
stead they found the management in 
a clinch that could not be broken. Our 
turkey-negotiators returned with sus
picions of what the next day would 
bring. It brought front-page headlines. 
Seems that the World Heavyweight 
Champion hud discovered a hernia “the 
size of a small lemon,” which the ex

aminers just happened to miss a few 
days before. The championship bout 
became an even bigger lemon.

Sonny Liston, when informed of the 
tragedy, responded, “It could have 
been worse—it could have been me.” 
Quipped the General, “Now how you 
gonna identify with a cat’s hernia?” 
But Christian sensitivity would de
mand that I share the ex-champ’s re
lief when he discovered that, this time 
at least, he didn’t have to twist a knee 
or dislocate a shoulder. The fight was 
cancelled. And so, along with count
less bookies, 20,000 turkeys flew the 
coop.

Undaunted, the General decided on 
two other strategies: street donations 
in Chicago, and a big benefit show on 
the same front. A “really big shew” 
demands a really huge star. Next stop, 
swank 03rd St. and the dwelling of 
the star of the Broadway smash 
Golden Hoy, Sammy Davis Jr. Our 
party of three strategists — Gregory, 
Steuer and myself—was ushered into 
the modern palatial surroundings, 
Sammy’s front man having been as
sured we had an appointment. We 
were invited to sip Scotch until the 
star descended the center staircase, 
a la Copacabana. When Golden Boy 
made his spirited entrance, he seemed 
nervous. Why not? A visit from Dick 
Gregory could mean an invitation to 
battle for a cup of coffee in an Ala
bama truck stop.

The suspense was killing Sammy. 
“Dick, we all know that you are on 
the front line more than any of us in 
show business. We feel it, but we don’t 
know what we can do. A group of us 
in New York got together the other 
night to try to think of ways we could 
be in the struggle more.” A perfect 
invitation, but Gregory played it cool. 
“Well, Sammy, I’m in a better posi
tion to be on the front line than any
one else. I’m not an artist. Don’t 
have to perfect an act. Just look at 
my lines five minutes before my show, 
and if the line doesn’t stick in my 
mind, it wasn’t any good anyway.”

The pressure was still on. Finally 
the General let him off the hook. “Let 
mo see you alone for a couple of min
utes.” Golden Boy was visibly re
lieved. He was already 45 minutes 
overdue at the Tonight show where 
he was guest moderator for the even
ing. The General emerged from the 
private conference with a firm com
mitment from America’s greatest 
one-man show to appear at the Arie 
Crown Theatre, McCormick Place, 
Chicago, on Sunday evening, December 
20th. Gregory and Steuer flew to Chi
cago to set some gears in motion for 
collecting donations ami selling tickets.

When I dropped them off at Ken
nedy Airport, Greg told me to call
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Malcolm X, and tell him to expect a 
call from Chicago when the plane 
landed. Malcolm had just returned 
from a trip to home base, Africa.

“Hi. Malcolm . . . when did you get 
back?"

“Just this morning, Jim."
“Well, welcome home," was my less 

than appropriate reply.
[Editor’s note: As we go to press, the 

news of Malcolm X’s assassination is 
on the air.]

I flew to Chicago. Alternating my 
uniform of black suit/clerical collar 
with a Santa Claus costume, I manned 
my battle station at 6 a.m., each day a 
different street corner. The first morn
ing, I stood at the bus/elevated change 
area with John Gibson, an unemployed 
bricklayer and overzealous soldier in 
General G regory’s army.

I stood by aghast as Gib placed his 
6-foot, 200-pound frame squarely in 
the middle of the elevated stairway, 
blocking the safe passage of the de
scending elevated riders, exorting 
them, with physical emphasis, to “put 
something in the barrel.” I was soon 
to realize that he was not at all clear 
in his own mind just what he wanted 
in the barrel. Not willing to confine 
himself to monetary contributions, Gib 
had an old wino in tears as he tried 
to wrest the old man’s subway trans
fer from his trembling hands.

No sooner had I put an abrupt halt 
to this fiasco, when Gib decided to 
“persuade” two little boys to donate 
a half gallon of milk they were bring
ing home from the store. “This is 
great,” I mused. “Steal from the col
ored kids in Chicago to feed the colored 
kids in Mississippi.”

Once, as Santa Claus, I was chal
lenged by two boys—too old, really, 
to believe in me—“Hey, you ain’t the 
real Santa! That hair’s not real!”

“Of course it is,” I snorted. “Feel 
i t” Less certain, but still belligerent, 
they insisted my beard and hair were 
definitely not real. “Listen,” I re
minded them, “just because it’s not 
nappy, doesn’t mean it isn’t real.” 

Two teenage boys, typical wise guys, 
came up and started joking with San
ta. After about 15 minutes of this, it 
became a drag, and the more excit
ing diversion was to pull Santa’s 
beard. I responded, “I’m jolly Santa 
while we’re cool, but don’t cross me, 
baby.” With a mixture of wonder and 
awe, one kid said to the other as they 
walked away, “Santa knows some
thing.”

One kid came up, pulled my beard, 
and announced with obvious hostility, 
“That’s for last year, buddy.”

Other kids came up to Santa, and 
Santa hugged them, talked to them, 
listened to them, and his heart sank! 
I know these kids, or, at least, their
24

cousins in Brooklyn. And I knew the 
pattern I was falling into—I knew 
what was expected of me, and the lie 
I was telling. The chance of Santa 
Claus stopping by their house on 
Christmas Eve was non-existent. Dick 
G regory’s famous line took on new 
meaning, “My kids don’t believe in 
Santa Claus, 'cause they know darn 
good and well no white man would be 
in their neighborhood after midnight.” 
And here was Santa—me—acting just 
like Whitey always acts, telling that 
sweet-sounding lie, being a part of 
that cruel system.

“Santa, I want G.I. Joe . . . Chatty 
Cathy . . . roller skates . . .  a bike.” 
What do I say? That Santa’s a phony, 
a fraud, a myth, a traitor? Then, 
what am I doing out there anyway? 
“Be good, and everything will be all 
right on Christmas.” But it won’t, you 
lying white Santa Claus, and you 
know it. / said that, not the kids, be
cause they don’t fully know it yet. 
Even when Santa was trying to help, 
even when Santu knew what the sys
tem had done to Mommy and Daddy 
and would eventually do to the kids 
looking up at him with those big, 
expectant, and worst of all trustiny 
eyes—even then he ends up telling 
the old familiar lies. And believe me, 
he is ashumcd—ashamed of the sys
tem and ashamed of his part in it; 
ashamed of a social structure in which 
the supreme symbol of charity and 
pure giving is distorted to become an 
agent of disappointment, bitterness, 
and cruelty.

Santa Claus learned that he is the 
supreme symbol of the lie.

But there was real beauty in the 
thrilled little giggle of a girl in her 
late teens, as she dropped one dollar 
in the barrel and said, “I’ve never 
helped Mississippi before.” There was 
real beauty in the sacrifice of a wino, 
who reached into his pocket and gave 
four pennies to help someone in Mis
sissippi. You have to understand what 
4c means to a wino to appreciate it. 
That puts him 4c further away from 
that half-pint Who knows how Ion* 
it will take to hustle up the needed 
change for that bottle? But he’s help
ing his brother in Mississippi. As it 
had been painful to see the reactions 
of the kids to Santa, it was sheer 
beauty to see the reaction of the winos.

There was even a strange kind of 
beauty and dignity in the anger we 
felt when the word came from Merid
ian, Mississippi—20 men indicted in 
the killing o f three civil rights workers 
were released. “That bitch let them 
go free. . . ."

Now we had to get those turkeys to 
Mississippi; as cold as it was, we 
couldn’t wait to get back on that cor
ner. Wc shouted with renewed con
viction: “What answer will you give

to the U.S. Commissioner who freed 
20 killers today?” . . . “20 killers let 
go, now let’s send 20,000 turkeys to 
Mississippi!” And the money came in 
better than ever, as though the mix
ture of shame and anger were felt by 
all. The cold war became even warm
er. as I was literally “hot under the 
collar,” and we were going to conquer 
that battleground, temporarily occu
pied by Commissioner Carter.

The day of the Big Show was upon 
us almost before we realized it. Charles 
Evers and Drew Pearson flew into 
Chicago. Charles, brother of slain civil 
rights leader Medgar Evers and state 
field secretary for the NAACP in Mis
sissippi, had been in charge of setting 
up the distribution of turkeys at their 
final destination. Co-chairman Drew 
had been collecting donations from his 
many contacts in high places. Every
one assembled in the General’s head
quarters.

Drew Pearson, impressively arrayed 
in a black Kussian-style hat and black 
top coat, sat down and began remov
ing $2,000, $5,000 and $10,000 checks 
from his coat pocket, as casually as if 
they had been telephone messages. The 
General briefed his staff on the number 
of tickets sold, the money needed to 
get the turkeys rolling to Mississippi, 
and the last-minute details which 
needed attention. Then he sent Drew 
and Charles to the Jack Eigen Show 
for an interview.

Back in New York, United Airlines 
had a limousine at the stage door of 
the Majestic Theatre waiting to pick 
up Sammy, who rushed out the door, 
following his Saturday night per
formance, and raced to Kennedy Air
port, where the last flight from New 
York to Chicago was being delayed un
til his arrival. It was red carpet all 
the way. Special matchbooks had been 
made with the inscription “Welcome 
Golden Boy.”

Everyone was nervous. Even the 
General, although he would never ad
mit it. “Wear your collar tonight, 
Rev,” he said. “When I call you up on 
the stage, I want them to see we have 
God on our side.” About half the house 
had been sold up front, at the box 
office and elsewhere, at $10, $25, and 
$100 per seat.

Other performers rallied to help in 
the benefit. Eartha Kitt was playing 
the Palmer House and agreed to per
form. George Kirby was in town and 
let it be known that he would be proud 
to be on. Red Saunders’ band was on 
the bill, and at Red’s rehearsal in the 
afternoon, the Four Step Brothers 
showed up to volunteer.

At 7:30 p.m. we stood in the lobby 
of the Arie Crown Theatre and waited. 
Lil Gregory in her maternity clothes, 
and I in my piety clothes, were ready
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to hand out programs. The General 
was on all fronts at once, handing me 
tickets, picking up tickets, handing me 
money, notes, and tidbits of informa
tion to remember. His capacity to com
bine the function of usher, ticket agent, 
producer, and performer, was amaz
ing. Our nervous jitters were soon to 
bo quelled. The good people of Chicago 
begun pouring in.

The General followed the Step 
Brothers, having been introduced by 
co-chairman Pearson. “People say its 
foolish to send all those turkeys to 
Mississippi, when the people don't have 
anything to cook them on. When the 
Ku Klux Klan hears what we’re up 
to, they’ll bum enough crosses to roast 
an elephant. Anyway, they can just 
break off a frozen wing and have a 
turksicle.”

He introduced Eartha Kitt. And 
after her sultry performance he quip
ped, “Eartha sounds like good chittcr- 
iin’s supposed to taste.” George Kirby 
closed the first half of the show, with 
an Apollo Theatre-type performance 
of gags and impersonations.

The General had his own personal 
moment of pleasure. He read off a 
list of names, each of whom received 
a special reward, a plaque or trophy 
from the most magnificent display of 
trophy hardware ever assembled on 
stage. Each token of appreciation was 
inscribed: World's Champion Turkey 
Raiser, **Christmas for Mississippi,” 
Dee. 20, 1964, and First Prize Human 
Being. Thanks for being Tom Paine's 
" Wintertime Soldier”—Dick Gregory.

I wonder what it is about a trophy 
that makes a person so proud? The 
kids in my community center will run 
their legs off to get a trophy. Coaches 
in the basketball league arc hurt if 
they don't get a trophy, along with 
the kids. It was the same on stage. 
The General enthused, “It was worth 
it all to see all those big shots go wild 
over them trophies.” It was true. It 
was almost weird to see a man who 
has been honored countless times, like 
Drew Pearson, clutching his trophy 
tenaciously. It was obviously too large 
to take on the plane, but Pearson 
looked like he wouldn't let go long 
enough to ship it.

The sensation, however, was the 
presentation of Sammy Davis’ award 
—a trophy bigger than Sammy him
self. The General presented it, saying, 
“There wouldn’t be a single turkey in 
Mississippi this Christmas if it wasn’t 
for Sammy.” Golden Boy was almost 
speechless with surprise and emotion. 
Ho finally said, “In the words of the 
vernacular, This is somethin’ else!”

Then, the stage was cleared, and the 
most versatile entertainer in the his
tory of show business held the audi
ence spellbound for the next two hours
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and fifteen minutes. He sang, he quip
ped (“You know my biggest problem 
these days? Finding Kosher pigfoot” 
. . . “My mother was Puerto Rican, 
my father was colored, I converted to 
the Jewish faith and married a white 
woman. There aren’t too many neigh
borhoods I can move into”), he did 
impersonations and played every in
strument in the band. And when it 
was over, the audience seemed more 
exhausted than Sammy. He could have 
done another show, but the rest of us 
were worn out.

And the General spent the next day 
in bed. The battle won, his rest was 
earned.

Wednesday, December 23, 1964, was 
T-I)ay. Two refrigerated trucks were 
already rolling from Iowa and one 
from Chicago. All of us turkey-watch
ers gathered at Butler Field painfully 
early in the morning. Rather heavy 
fog choked the atmosphere, and we 
were somewhat dubious about the pos
sibilities of getting off the ground. It 
was a crisp morning, and the well 
wishers huddled in little circles chat
ting excitedly. A truck was being un
loaded when wo arrived, 500 turkeys 
slowly ascending the conveyor belt into 
the awaiting cargo plane. The turkeys 
were joined by hundreds of toys and 
games, donated by toy manufacturers 
in Chicago.

The General and Jon Anderson, a 
writer for Time magazine,* boarded 
the cargo plane as chief turkey watch
ers; and Lil Gregory, two of their 
daughters— Michelle and Lynn — Ed 
Davis and myself boarded a Delta Air
lines flight to Jackson, Miss. Ed Davis, 
the member of our party that made it 
an even half dozen, is the street cor
ner philosopher of Harlem’s 7th Ave
nue and 125th Street. Any Saturday 
evening, when the weather is at all 
cooperative, he can be seen atop his 
step-ladder, raspily proclaiming his 
nitty gritty philosophy, with the aid 
of a beat-up hat and rubber-faced 
grimaces—a sort of black Frank Fon
taine. His proclamation is definitely 
Black Nationalist oriented, and this 
trip was his first contact with this in
tegration stuff. The General was hop
ing for a conversion.

Our planes landed simultaneously at 
the Jackson Air Terminal. The General 
descended from the plane, in uniform, 
looking (to quote AP) “splendid in 
buckskin boots, a three-quarter length 
black leather jacket and a cowboy hat.” 
The press was obviously friendly, for 
they could have had great fun with the 
fact that Dick was munching on a big, 
black cigar. He should have been chew
ing Redman, just to keep up the Mis-

0Editor's note: But not a word about 
the airlift appeared in Time.

sissippi image. An integrated crowd 
of over 100 had been waiting two hours 
for our delayed arrival.

Surviving the onslaught of the gen
tlemen of the press, we were quickly 
engulfed by the Mississippian recep
tion committee—Charles Evers, sur
rounded by benevolent Baptist preach
ers, COFO workers, and bodyguards. 
Charles was all smiles. “Welcome to 
the Magnolia State, land of the brave 
niggers and home of the nervous white 
folks.” As a truck backed up to the 
cargo plane to unload toys and tur
keys, we went first to Evers’ home to 
get settled.

On the way to his home, Evers kept 
up a running commentary. He spoke 
of “talking this non-violent stuff, but 
not taking it too seriously.” As we got 
to downtown Jackson, he told of the 
Christmas boycott of the year before. 
The entire business section was shut 
down, no lights, no decorations, no 
customers, and I remembered those 
words of another Christmas, “the peo
ple loved darkness rather than light.”

Charles informed me that we were 
passing the Galloway Memorial Meth
odist Church, and I was angered and 
shamed, for I remembered last Easter 
mornipg, Bishop Golden, a black 
Christian, and Bishop Matthews, a 
white Christian, presented themselves 
at the door of that church for morning 
worship and were turned away.

The same morning my good friend 
Dr. Van Bogard Dunn, Dean of Meth
odist Seminary of Ohio, led an inte
grated group of students and seminary 
professors to the same worship serv
ice and were jailed for their efforts. 
And I remembered sending him a tel
egram, to the Jackson Jail that Easter 
morning, saying, “That’s alright, 
Bogey, Jesus didn’t muke it today 
either. Good work, baby.”

I remembered, also, how the min
ister of that church called in advance 
and pleaded with the demonstrators 
to cooperate with him by telling them 
exactly when they were coming for 
worship. It was assumed he wanted to 
have time to prepare his Official Board, 
to try to establish the proper spiritual 
attitude in receiving these fellow 
Methodists. What he really wanted was 
to know the date so that he could have 
the state and local police on the church 
steps!

I sat on the sofa in the living room 
of Charles’ home. On the mantle were 
the pictures of two martyrs—Medgar 
Evers and Jack Kennedy. Between the 
pictures was a rifle. I thought nothing 
of this, other than that Charles was 
probably a hunter, until I looked in 
the corner next to me, and saw a 
sawed-off shotgun. A quick glance 
about the room showed me a gun in 
every corner, which, I was later to
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discover, was the situation in every 
room. Outside the house was a 24- 
hour a day armed guard.

They'll probably get me,” said Char
les, but not like they did Medgar, not 
in tho back going into my own home.”

From his home, wo went to the 
Pratt Memorial Methodist Church, 
where the Jackson contingent of re
cipients were waiting to receive their 
Christmas dinners. The total impres
sion upon arrival was that of Easter 
morning, without the usual concern 
for dress. Over 800 people were jam
med into the sanctuary — standing 
room only and more and more arriv
ing. Our crew of officiating preachers 
crowded behind the pulpit and begun 
competing with one another to read 
off the names of the lucky winners. 
The resulting confusion was not unlike 
a traditional Sunday morning display.

The 500 turkeys from the plane dis
appeared quickly, but another load of 
cargo was expected momentarily from 
Chicago. Heavy fog delayed the ar
rival, but the driver checked in to 
Jackson at all points of his route. And 
the people waited; waited with pa
tience beyond the point of reasonable 
expectation. Some of them had been 
waiting all night long for that curious 
frozen oddity. This may sound strange, 
but at least 90% of the people had 
never had a turkey before.

Fanny Lou Hamer, of Freedom Dem
ocratic Party fame, had told us of 
this. “I'm 47 years old. and I've had 
a turkey once in my life, and I had 
to buy it on the installment plan.” 
And now we saw that it was true. We 
saw it in the faces of those who re
ceived the first 600. We saw it in the 
tears of pure joy and gratitude, 
streaming down worn and weary 
cheeks. This was the most beautiful 
sight I have ever seen.

A lady said to the General, “I got 
15 kids and I make $15 a week. I don’t 
have to say no more . . . thanks." An
other looked up and said, “Mawnin' 
Lawd.” In the most pious voice he 
could muster up, the General intoned, 
“Yes?”

These people had only one thing to 
give on Christmas—honest and sin
cere gratitude. And now they were 
completing the joy of the act of giv
ing, begun by their brothers and sis
ters in Chicago, by their act of pure 
and heartfelt gratitude.

That night a rally was held at the 
Masonic Hall on Lynch St. in Jackson.

In a protest move, The White Citi
zens Council of Rueville, Miss., an
nounced that they were sending two 
'possums and a sack of sweet potatoes 
to Gregory in Chicago. “Sending me 
food,” the General announced, “that’s 
like sending a relief check to Rocke
feller. They don’t know my back

ground: Pd jump over a whole carload 
of sirloin to get to a good 'possum. 
Why, I could sell those 'possums on 
the black market in Chicago and get 
enough money to send down 200 more 
turkeys.

“We didn’t raise this money and 
send these turkeys. You did. It’s your 
fault. You have completely purged this 
state of negative thinking. It’s easy 
to raise money for Mississippi, because 
of you. Everybody who eats anything 
this Christmas will think of you.

“We brought turkeys for the champs. 
You earned that. What you’re doing 
in this state has put a lot of people 
off our backs. For a long time Mis
sissippi was the garbage can of race 
relations. Anything that happened up 
North was dumped in the Mississippi 
garbage can—‘Look how much worse 
it is in Mississippi.’ Now you folks 
have put the lid on that can, and there 
is no place to dump that Northern 
garbage but in their own back yards. 
And the smell is beginning to spread.

“When you integrated that golf 
course down here, the cat in New York 
begins to wonder, ‘Where's mine?’ 
Same thing with schools and libraries. 
The opening day of school, you inte
grated school after school without any 
kind of incident in Jackson, Miss. But 
in Jackson Heights, Queens, C5 white 
mothers were arrested for opposing 
the school integration plan.

“Some people up North said that 
Sammy Davis was scared to come to 
Mississippi. Well, he probably is! If 
the president of the United States 
hasn’t been to Mississippi in 50 years, 
why should Sammy come? Well, if 
the president won’t come to Missis
sippi, take it to him! Take your kids 
to the White House on Easter when 
they have the big egg roll on the 
lawn. Just dump your little ole kids 
on the lawn and say, ‘We want to 
play too.’

“White Folks praise Bob Hope for 
going to Vietnam and criticize me for 
coming to Mississippi. Well, it’s safer 
in Vietnam. At least there you know 
the government is on your side. Other 
white folks and black folks say, ‘It’s 
wonderful the way you have sacrificed 
to help your people.’ I’m more selfish 
than that. I’m trying to free myself. 
When a white wino gets rights that a 
black millionaire can’t have, it’s the 
rich man that’s in trouble. I just want 
to free my blackness, before I free 
my bank account.”

Tho General concluded: “I just want 
to say God bless you. And don’t ever 
give up on Freedom. Eat Freedom, 
sleep Freedom, breathe Freedom, and 
drink Freedom. Get drunk on Free
dom, and you’ll find yourself stum
bling on it when you don’t even know 
it.” A standing ovation. . . .

The next morning that track from 
Chicago still hadn’t arrived. The driv
er called about 9:30 a.m., and said he 
was in Columbus, Miss, and was on 
his way. All the second nighters were 
crowded about the candy store in 
front of the NAACP offices on Lynch 
St. More tired, a little more weary, 
but no less patient, they waited ex
pectantly. I talked to a man who came 
from a little community about 50 
miles outside Jackson, Brookhaven.

“How long you been here?” I asked.
“Two nights and a day . . . that’s 

as long as Christ was in the grave,” 
he replied.

“Well, I guess you can look for some 
pretty big things to happen today,” I 
suggested.

“Yeah. ... I guess I better be lookin’ 
for a raisin’.”

About 2:30 p.m., the truck pulled in. 
The response of those patient bystand
ers was like that of the people lined 
along the streets in old World War II 
newsreels, when the liberating Ameri
can troops pulled in, amidst cheers and 
looks of gratitude. I hud seen such a 
response once before, when bus after 
bus rolled into Washington, D.C., the 
day of the “March for Jobs and Free
dom.” David Brinkley’s camera crew 
was set up on Lynch St. They had 
been told that if they didn’t get some 
exclusive pictures, they shouldn’t 
bother to come back to work.

The General, Evers and I jumped 
on the back of the truck and began 
handing out turkeys. There was one 
white man standing far in the back 
of a large crowd of Negroes. Evers 
called to him, wishing to show clearly 
on national television that this was, 
indeed, an integrated project (in fact, 
1500 turkeys went to whites, 300 to a 
reservation of Choctaw Indians, and a 
number to Chinese families). The 
white man protested violently, indicat
ing that he had a “bad back.” Sud
denly, it dawned on me that the poor 
fella thought we were going to make 
him unload the truck! I shouted, “We 
just want to give you a turkey!” Full 
of white reassurance, he ran to re
ceive, forgetting, evidently, about his 
bad back. Thus did David Brinkley get 
his exclusive, “The First Man to Re
ceive a Turkey in Mississippi Was a 
White Man.”

All kinds of motor vehicles were 
there to load up with turkeys and take 
them to the out-of-the-way districts. 
Farmers with their dilapidated flat
bed trucks, and city dwellers with their 
station wagons. One woman suffered a 
heart attack, she was so excited. But 
when the ambulance arrived to take 
her away, she told the driver, “Don’t 
take me to no hospital, I’m gonna cook 
this bird in the mawnin’.” And she 
drove home in a car with friends.

The General describes the scene by
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comparing it to a breadline anywhere 
—“people waiting to be fed in China, 
in the Congo, in Vietnam, in Europe 
. . . they all have the same faces. As 
I watched them it dawned on me, this 
i^ man’s number one job; before he 
lands on the moon or Mars, or cures 
another disease, or invents another 
invention, he has to feed man all over 
the world. . . .”

That night, we went to Gulfport. 
We checked on the distribution of 
turkeys there, and stayed at the $20- 
million Broadview Motel, guests of the 
white lady owner. Evers and company 
had desegregated this particular pub
lic accomodation a few months before. 
Now she insisted that the General and 
his staff sleep there. Wo were given 
a luxurious 3-room suite, two ̂ pacious 
double bedrooms, and a huge parlor. 
Wo had dinner in the dining room ns 
guests of the owner. Southern hospi
tality dripped all over us.

I almost performed the last act of 
life as I tried to wake Charles Evers 
the next morning. In the groggy state 
of immediate post-slumber, with a 
white man shaking him, he almost used 
the loaded revolver kept handy by his 
pillow. I survived, however, since I 
was neither wearing boots, nor chew
ing tobacco, and thus was not identi
fied with any of his immediate en
emies.

We drove back to Jackson that 
morning. On the way, we stopped at a 
filling station which had obviously 
crossed well over the segregation line. 
For two dollars worth of gasoline, the 
attendant, white no less, cleaned the 
windshield, the side windows, swept 
out the car, and removed the floor 
mats and cleaned them. Two tradi
tions dominate the Mississippian men
tality: white supremacy and Southern 
hospitality. If the former ever breaks 
down completely, and the latter re
mains, Mississippi will be the greatest 
resort area in the'world.

It being Christmas Day, when we 
arrived hack in Evers’ suburban neigh
borhood, all the kids were out playing 
with their Christmas toys, the weather 
having cooperated with an 80° induce
ment. I saw one bike and one scooter. 
The rest of the toys were guns of all 
varieties. No dolls, no trucks, just 
guns. Michelle Gregory picked us off, 
from behind a fire hydrant, as we 
turned the corner, with a gun that 
“twanged” and produced real smoke.

Another frightening tradition, in 
holiday vogue in Mississippi, is the 
igniting of fireworks. Christmas in 
Mississippi is a totally militaristic at
mosphere. Had Santa been on the 
street corners in Jackson, he would 
have no doubt had kids ask for “a 
gun like Daddy’s and six cartons of
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fire crackers,” or fireworks to throw 
at crackers.

The most terrifying feeling in the 
world is to walk down the street ex
pecting to get shot, and to hear a 
volley of explosions. More than once, 
in the company of the General, I 
thought I was directly on the firing 
line, only to discover some kids play
ing with their Christmas toys.

That night we drove up to Delta 
country, Clarksdale, for a benefit. The 
Delta region being what it is, all ne
cessary precautions were taken. Our 
motorcade was made up of three cars, 
all amply supplied with bodyguards 
and ammunition. Evers drove the lead 
car, equipped with a walkie-talkie and 
four protectors. The General, Lil and 
I were in the middle car, driven by 
our bodyguard. The rear car was com
pletely filled with a protection crew 
and a walkie-talkie. The lead and rear 
cars were in constant communication.

The driver placed his .38 on the seat 
beside him, and told me to slip out the 
bullets if we were stopped. Then he 
gave careful instructions to put the 
revolver back on the scat—out in the 
open—and to not try and hide it. In 
Mississippi, your weapon must be in 
plain sight, or you will get busted for 
having a concealed weapon. None of 
this sneaky killing for Mississippi law.

When we arrived in Clarksdale, a 
COFO car guided us to the church 
where the rally was being held. An ap
preciative crowd of turkey consumers 
awaited us. Also waiting was Ben 
Collins, the local police chief. Dr. 
Aaron Henry, who headed the Mis
sissippi Freedom Democratic Party in 
Atlantic City, was in charge of the 
program. He introduced Mrs. Peas, 
who told the audience what the day of 
distribution had meant to the Delta 
people:

“When we saw the truck arrive 
with those big fat turkey hens, it was 
unbelievable. We’ve done without that 
kind of food on Christmas for a long 
time, but I’ve never heard of a Negro 
starving. White folks kill a lot of 
Negroes down here, but none ever 
starve. And the white folks sent Mr. 
Gregory some ’possums. Well, they can 
just send him all they want, in season 
and out of season, and he can send them 
back to us, and we’ll eat ’em. Christmas 
is better this year, because there were 
turkeys on tables that never had one 
before. Two nights before Thanksgiv
ing, Mr. Gregory said, ‘If I get you the 
turkeys, can you eat ’em ?’ Well, we 
ate them, didn’t w e?” And the congre
gation shouted: “Amen!”

Ed Davis spoke in his Harlem street 
corner vernacular. Only, his ideas 
would have been very unfamiliar to 
anyone who had heard him in his home 
territory. He was talking like an i/t~

tegrationist. The General got his con
version !

Dick Gregory, of course, had the last 
word: “Don’t ever give up. The white 
man knows you're tryin’ to vote the 
gun out of his hand, and he won’t let 
go easily. But this isn’t a struggle of 
black against white, it’s right against 
wrong. You don’t have to be white to 
wear a sheet, or black to wear a free
dom button. It’s right against wrong, 
and wrong have never defeated right 
in all history.”

Thero was victory written oh the 
faces of those applauding. We sang 
H'e Shall Overcome.

Driving back to Jackson, we did 
what the General vowed he would 
never do in the Delta region—we stop
ped for gasoline. It was a Texaco sta
tion and it was operated by a white 
man. Charles Evers jumped out of his 
car saying, “Fill it up!” Then he went 
to the rest room and found the door 
locked. “Can you unlock this?” There 
was no answer from the attendant. 

“Have you got a key?”
“No, I haven’t,” the attendant re

plied, coldly. “The colored rest room 
is on the other side.”

“Shut off the pump,” Evers de
manded, taking out his pencil and 
writing down the necessary informa
tion about the station and location. It 
was then that the attendant saw the 
NAACP pin. He was visibly shaken but 
he didn’t back down. The attendant 
gave himself away, however, when 
Evers handed him $1 for <54c worth of 
gas, and he returned 98c change. It is 
worth developing kidney control at 
those rates.

We drove directly across the street 
to another station. Again we were 
greeted by a white attendant. Every
one got out and began our rest room 
sit-in; pouring on the protest, as it 
were. Not only was there no resistance, 
b.ut there was a total breakdown of 
segregation barriers: The driver of 
our car used the Ladies Room.

Dick G regory’s airlift had been a 
success. We had won this particular 
cold war maneuver. Governor Paul 
Johnson was quoted as saying, “I am 
sure the people of Mississippi would 
appreciate it very much if those tur
keys were sent to the Northwest dis
aster area.”

The General chuckled. “We got them 
turkeys from out West,” he said. “Now 
how they gonna cook them under ten 
feet of water?” And then he added: 
“We can't handle those problems that 
God has inflicted upon man, like the 
Northwest disaster; we're trying to 
solve some of those that man has in
flicted upAn man.”

— Rev. James R. McGraw
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STEVE ALLEN
(Continued from Cover)

been no change in my general position except in the 
sense of the growing sophistication and increased fa
miliarity with detail that normally comes with long 
study of such complex issues.

For the benefit of those readers who might not have 
seen Mr. Buckley’s column—and who might therefore 
have acquired a distorted impression of its content—I 
quote from its key paragraph on my position:

“I was recently in conversation with Steve Allen 
. . .  I put to Allen a week ago a concrete proposal, 
and was gratified to have an answer which he gave 
me permission to publish. Namely, that he would 
join me in approving a nuclear strike by our Stra
tegic Air Command against the nuclear installa
tions in Red China which have recently ground out 
an atomic bomb.”
Since the publication of this remarkable pronounce

ment I have been receiving letters from two groups: 
(a) fellow peaceworkers who suspect that I have taken 
leave of my senses and (b) right-wingers who con
gratulate me for having, as they suppose, come around 
to their nuclear point of view, whatever that might be. 
I deserve—as it happens—neither the blame nor the 
praise I am presently receiving.

Is Mr. Buckley, then, telling a bald lie of the sort 
for which Robert Welch of the John Birch Society is 
so infamous? Not at all. Mr. Buckley and I did indeed 
have a conversation about this matter—a conversation 
about which it is clear there needs to be a fuller report.

The Buckleys—like the Kennedys and other well- 
educated families—are given to dinner-time conversa
tion that deals with matters more weighty than chang
ing hem-lines, gossip about the private lives of movie- 
stars, and the latest sports scores. They so enjoy stimu
lating debate indeed that I sometimes suspect it is 
largely the fact that they have achieved a somewhat 
numbing family consensus that has driven Bill out into 
the cold, Liberal world to argue his sometimes archaic 
but never boring propositions. Since everyone at the 
family board agrees with him he must—if he is to be 
sustained by the heady wine of controversy—either 
bestir himself or else invite to the Buckley home such 
itinerant Liberals as myself.

Responding to such an invitation during the Thanks
giving week last year. I was transfixed—between fork
fuls of wine-spiced Turkey Stroganoff—by his question: 
what would I think of destroying Communist China’s 
nuclear capability if no loss of life were involved? The 
first reaction that crossed my mind was the phrase: 
why not?—a query which— whether it was ill-advised 
in this instance or not—I think we all ought to form 
the habit of asking ourselves daily, since we might 
otherwise tend to become immobilized in the concrete 
of our assumptions and prejudices. Certainly all men 
of good-will in the West—and probably the majority in 
the Communist camp, too—would sleep better if the 
Chinese were not developing a nuclear armory, or if 
they accidentally blew up the one they are now building.

To the best of my recollection the conversation im
mediately thereafter went somewhat as follows:

Bill: Let’s assume we would give two hours’ warning 
so that it would be clear «we were interested only in 
destroying equipment, not people.
28

Myself: Are you talking about a nuclear attack?
Bill: Not necessarily. Assume the attack were made 

with won-nuclear weapons.
Myself: Well, then I consider the idea an interesting 

one that I find myself approaching by way of the 
question: Why not? The advantages of keeping the 
Chinese out of the nuclear club by this means are 
obvious enough, while the disadvantages are not quite 
so readily apparent. My own participation in the peace 
movement is motivated simply by a desire to keep men 
from killing each other, the same desire, of course, 
that makes millions of people uneasy about the existence 
of nuclear weapons.

Bill: And such an attack would destroy—or prevent 
the construction of—additional nuclear weapons, would 
it not?

Myself: Precisely, which is why the idea—at least 
considered as an intellectual exercise—has definite at
tractions. I do perceive, hqwever, problems, such as the 
great hue-and-cry that would go up, from many other 
nations, not all of them Communist by any means.

Bill: How important is that consideration?
Myself: I consider it more important than I believe 

you do. But what would you say to our making a mag
nanimous gesture coincidental with the attack—for 
example, offering to send to the Chinese mainland sev
eral shiploads of American grain, as a gift, to make 
it clear to the world that our actions were truly in
tended to benefit the Chinese people and to establish 
that we had no designs on Chinese territory.

Bill: (After a moment's reflection and a brief con
sultation with his brother, Jim.) No. To do that would 
suggest that there is something unvirtuous about the 
original act itself . .. and that we ought not to concede.

After accepting another helping of Stroganoff, I 
said, “Well, whatever the merits or drawbacks of your 
proposition—to deal with reality for a moment—I can’t 
imagine its ever being carried out. Besides the problem 
of world opinion there arise such questions as whether 
a declaration of war would be involved.

Bill: There would be no necessity to declare war. 
First of all, the attack would come as a surpise.

Myself: Except for.the two hour warning announce
ment.

Bill: Yes, but above and beyond that we wouldn’t be 
contemplating a war. We’re talking about this one act 
only: destroying the Chinese nuclear capability.

Myself: Of course the Chinese might have their own 
ideas as to what would constitute an appropriate re
sponse. By the way, I find myself suddenly wondering 
if this possibility would appeal to Chiang Kai-shek.

Bill: (Somewhat cryptically) It would.
It was at this point in the conversation, ns I recall, 

that I first began to get the impression that my hosts 
were entirely serious about what I had assumed was 
one of those how-many-angels-can-dance, etc. proposi
tions, of the sort that so intrigue and divert the 
Buckleys. I therefore said, “If by any chance you were 
serious about the matter, I assume you can appreciate 
that the one thing you absolutely ought not to do is 
publish a formal call for such a course of action, for 
by public revelation of the idea you bring at least two 
things to pass. First, you give the Communist Chinese 
a warning that would provide them with ample oppor
tunity to develop counter-threats and arguments, thus 
almost certainly rendering your chess-move impossible.
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Secondly, in the unlikely case that the Johnson ad
ministration might have sympathetically entertained 
your notion—had it been dropped, so to speak, in the 
State Department’s suggestion box—you would, by 
publication of your idea, be flying in the face of the 
natural and strong reluctance of a ruling party to base 
important policy upon suggestions from the opposition.

From the broad smiles that greeted this observation 
I tentatively concluded that the Buckleys were indeed 
not serious about their proposal.

"If you were in earnest about this,” I continued, 
"You would not advance your proposal in the pages of 
National Review; you would whisper it in the ear of 
Senator Dodd or submit it to your contacts in the 
Pentagon.”

Mr. Buckley’s subsequent publication—in his nation
ally syndicated column—of the proposal itself, as well

/--------------------------------------------------V
An Open Letter to William F. Buckley, Jr.
Dear Mr. Buckley,

Regarding your bill enjoining SAC to employ a 
nuclear strike against the nuclear installations in Red 
China upon two-hour notice:

1. Would we not first have to recognize them, proto
col-wise?

2. Suppose that idealistic civilians, scientists and 
military personnel refuse to evacuate the area—would 
not that turn our act into one of aggression?

3. Finally, how can we be sure that, given a two-hour 
warning, the Chinese Communists might not commit— 
and this would be a new cold war concept—an act of 
Preventive Retaliation?

Sincerely,
Paul Krassner 

\__________________________________________________/■
as an account of our dinner-table discussion of it, I 
take as tending to confirm my assumption that the 
whole thing was an intellectual exercise—a playing 
with game-theory meant to cause mischief and embar
rass the administration—rather than an instance of 
responsible policy-planning.

There was more to our conversation. Bill said, "You 
say that if the attack were made without nuclear 
weapons you would feel that the possibility has certain 
attractions.”

Myself: Yes.
Bill: May I quote you?
Myself: Certainly.
Obviously, I was naive enough to think that the 

quotation would be by word-of-mouth, but had it been 
made clear that publication was involved I would not 
have answered differently. I would, however, had done 
far more to assure that my point of view be rendered 
more fully and would also have insisted upon a much 
more detailed consideration of the draw-backs of the 
Buckley proposal.

My admittedly awkward position in regard to this 
matter is rather like that of Senator Gold water who, 
in discussing various suggestions that had been made 
for dealing with the problem posed by Vietcong supply 
routes in Vietnam, said: "Defoliation of the forests by 
low-yield atomic weapons could well be done.” When it
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was later claimed by the Senator’s opponents that Ik
had recommended or approved such use of atomic 
weapons he heatedly denied that this was the case, ex
plaining that he had merely meant to refer to a possi
bility the virtues of which were at least worth ex
ploring.

Fortunately neither Mr. Buckley nor I are candidates 
for office and therefore my carelessness in this discus
sion—which I frankly concede—may be interpreted as 
a phenomenon common enough among policy theorists 
whose imaginations roam freely precisely because they 
carry no responsibility of the sort that so rightly in
hibits those whose word may become flesh.

Bill said next: “Now what if the attack were nu
clear?”

Myself: With the addition of that factor the propo
sition becomes decidedly less attractive. I realize, how
ever, that if no loss of life is involved, and if “clean” 
bombs that cause practically no radiation damage were 
employed—assuming such a thing were possible—then 
I would have to advance reasons why—in the absence 
of damage to humans—a nuclear weapon is any worse 
than a non-nuclear weapon. Of course we’re playing 
a complicated game here. How could you guarantee 
that there would be no injury to humans? The Chinese 
might decide to stay and attempt a defense. And what 
of those non-Communist scientists who have been forced 
to go along with their government’s plans? Have we 
the right to kill them?

On the basis of this casual pass at problem-solving 
Mr. Buckley evidently assumed that I would “approve 
a nuclear strike by our Strategic Air Command” against 
China. Actually I can offer no such approval. My dis
approval, however, is—I hope—not of the blind, preju
diced sort that is based largely on taboo. While I 
consider nuclear weapons gravely dangerous I am cer
tainly not opposed on principle to their employment, 
say, in the speedy digging of canals or leveling of 
mountains, assuming that no radiation problems are 
involved. Bombing Red Chinese facilities, of course, is 
in a different category altogther from canal-construc
tion. But the main complications of Mr. Buckley’s pro
posal, it seems to me, are of the sort that only sec
ondarily relate to matters purely nuclear. There are 
indeed grave dangers attending such a resort to vio
lence.

For one thing we have, as I have earlier suggested, 
no way of knowing — really predicting — what the 
Chinese response would be. It would seem reasonable to 
assume that such an attack would render it impossible, 
in our lifetime, to ever develop a rapirrochement with 
the Chinese. Their attitude toward us is already fre
quently harsh but such an attack would replace con
tempt or envy with pure hatred and would presumably 
close forever pathways that might have led to some 
sort of coming-to-terms short of war.

Secondly, we have no way o f knowing what the 
Soviet response would be. Mr. Buckley seems to feel 
that the Russians would not be quite so dismayed as 
their subsequent public statements might seek to sug
gest. But we do not know! Such an attack might suc
ceed in driving the Chinese and the Russians back into 
each other’s arms, a circumstance which would clearly 
be to our disadvantage.

Thirdly, we have no way of knowing what the effect
29
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might be upon the war in Vietnam, which fa already
disastrous enough. The Chinese, to vent the anger 
caused by loss of face—always important to Asiatics— 
might decide to humiliate us in Vietnam. Short of 
opening full-scale hostilities against them there is per
haps not a great deal that we could do by way of retali
ation. Certainly we could punish them fearfully from 
the air but I know of no responsible American military 
figure who would feel anything but horror at the 
prospect of an American infantry invasion of the 
Chinese mainland. Only retired admirals and generals 
seem to find such madness appealing. And even our 
heavy air attacks would succeed largely in killing the 
innocent, non-Communist Chinese millions that we 
piously claim to be interested in liberating, not in
cinerating.

Lastly, the propaganda value to the Red Chinese of 
a nuclear attack upon their territory would be enormous. 
One can easily envisage their approach: “The Ameri
cans—who once already have attacked Asiatic soil with 
atomic weapons—arc at it again. They arc the only 
nation to ever use these weapons and their repeated 
resort to their use puts the lie to their claims to pear 
ful intentions.” Whether such an argument is justified 
is utterly irrelevant. The point is it would be enor
mously attractive to Asiatic ears.

These are only a few of the many considerations that 
would have to be taken into account before anyone— 
even such a foreign policy romanticist as Mr. Buckley 
—could wholeheartedly endorse the attack-plan. Be
fore undertaking such startling moves it would seem 
the better part of wisdom to explore the possibilities 
of an effort by the U.S., Great Britain, and the 106 
other signatories of the nuclear test ban agreement 
to bring France and China to an acceptance of its pro
visions. Should we not now also encourage attempts to
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include China in disarmament negotiations? Modera
tion on the part of China’s leaders is certinly some
thing we would welcome. Have we attempted to pro
mote it? I, for one, do not see what good it does us 
to prevent journalists from visiting the interior of 
China. Would we be worse off with more information? 
Is it wise to found policy upon ignorhnee? Even Clare 
Booth Luce says we should give China food. So (it may 
come as a shock to some Conservatives to discover) 
does Chiang Kai-Shek, a bit of news for which I am 
indebted to Mr. Buckley, so it shouldn’t be a total loss.

Now some Conservatives might suppose that the 
Bomb-run proposition was purely a Buckley family 
matter, for which therefore the Conservative camp in 
general ought not to be held accountable. I wonder. If 
there is anyone of the National Review camp who 
thinks the United States ought not to bomb Chinese 
nuclear weapons installations, let him speak now or 
forever hold his peace. Whether such an individualist 
among Individualists actually exists,- one is certainly 
entitled to wonder, if not doubt. But a couple of far 
more fascinating questions now suggest themselves:

(1) Since the National Review group (Buckley, Bo- 
zell, Burnham. Kirk, Meyer, Van den Haag, et al) is— 
or was—Senator Goldwater’s brain-trust, would the 
Senator have advanced this dramatic proposal had he 
been elected Commander-in-Chief of all United States 
armed forces? Never mind what I think about this; 
somebody ask the ex-Scnator. There may be a bigger 
story here than Mr. Buckley anticipated.

(2) Mr. Goldwater has spent the past few years crit
icizing practically everything done by the Truman, 
Eisenhower, Kennedy and Johnson administrations in 
the context of the Cold War. As President, therefore, 
he would have had to come up with alternatives that 
were off the beaten track. Is it possible that the bomb- 
China idea is only one of a full bag of venturesome 
projects that might have been undertaken in the event 
of Conservative victory, such as, for example. National 
Review's repeatedly endorsed suggestions that we in
vade Cuba and break down the Berlin Wall?

Even considering the Buckley proposal as pure game- 
theory, a far superior means of achieving the destruc
tion of Peking’s H-bomb potential, if such a course were 
agreed upon, would be to entrust the bomb-run—one 
made with non-nuclear weapons—not to our Strategic 
Air Command but rather to Chiang Kai-shek’s Nation
alist Chinese air force based on Taiwan.

Or—if one wanted to be terribly James Bondish— 
one might ask: is it possible that Chiang—in his in
scrutable though still leashed wisdom—might have cre
ated this idea himself and commissioned his China 
Lobby friend. Mr. Buckley, to initiate a public debate 
designed to lead the rest of us to the very conclusion 
to which I have just referred, which would involve 
turning over the reins of responsibility to Chiang for 
an important attack upon the Chinese mainland?

But even the let-Chiang-do-it gambit would have re
sults and the possibilities must be faced. Peking would 
almost certainly retaliate by some form of aggression 
against Formosa. If this happens, our formal obliga
tion to defend Chiang would force us into a battle that 
could easily turn into World War III.

Or did all of this start because the attractive Mrs. 
Buckley put too much wine in the Turkey Stroganoff?
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The Paradox o f  Righteousness

On the back puge of The New York 
Sunday Times classified ads section, 
there is a special listing for people 
who are looking for a maid. In an 
obvious milieu of employment compe
tition, one agency boasts:
We have solved the maid problem 
with . . . SOUTH AMERICANS— 
They are loyal, sincere, neat, good 
with children and above all willing 
to please . . . $35 a week. . . .  In
quire about our no-risk plan.

Other agencies provide “free de
livery” and a “unique 6-month replace
ment guarantee.”

Now, aside from any initial confu
sion about whether these ads are from 
a phony stock company, the A.S.P.C.A., 
or Chicken Delight, with their discus
sions of “no risk,” “loyal, neat, good 
with children” and “free delivery,” 
there are some more far-reaching ques
tions aroused.

First is the problem of faulty stereo
typing. Are all SOUTH AMERICANS 
loyal, neat, etc.? Are they all willing 
to please? What if they send me Juan 
Peron?

“Oh, yes, sir—he’s very good with 
children.”

Second, by paying the “help” $35 a 
week, the people who are on the hiring 
end ore actively subverting the Alli
ance for Progress and, by implication, 
the memory of John F. Kennedy.

Third, I would like to know how 
many of the people who respond to 
these messages from the slave market 
can live with having done so and still 
attend the regular meetings of Hadas- 
sah, CORE, the Knights of Columbus 
or the Unitarian Church.

This is somewhat different from the 
usual subtle means of hating which 
all of these groups allow themselves.

In this case they are jumping with 
both nostrils into the stench of racial 
exploitation.

For a clearer view o f the situation, 
of our consistencies with our red
necked brethren, picture the young 
idealistic northerner on a trip through 
Alabama. Over the radio comes a news
cast blaring the figures o f how many 
whites have just been killed in the 
Congo. Now let’s make it so that he 
hadn't, heard about it when he was up 
home in New York.

“How many whites?" he would say. 
“What about all the butchered Negroes, 
you bigoted radio station?”—and he 
would click off the radio and really 
feel the suffering.

I wonder how many of us, if  we had
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first heard the racially-based reporting 
on the Congo while in the South, could 
accept it here as easily as we now do?

I think we all know the implications 
of reporting white deaths and ignoring 
others equally dead.

The New York stations, all of the 
New England stations that I have 
heard, the wonderful New York Times 
and all the other liberal news sources 
have been blaring their racist statistics 
for months without any apparent 
awareness of what they are doing.

How they can make Dead People a 
racial issue is beyond me; and how 
they can ignore the thousands of dead 
non-whites is sufficient confirmation to 
me that the Times' Sulzberger and the 
South’s Eastland are in the same bag.

—Larry Cole
P.S. The Lower Eastside Action 

Project [see issue #54] will take a 
group of the oldest teenage boys across 
the country this summer. The station 
wagon-tour will cover the northern, 
central and western states and will 
take about two months. The notable 
exclusion of certain areas should be 
self-explanatory.

We feel that the LEAP kids could 
benefit at least as much from a sum
mer of travel as the kids whose parents 
sign them up for the standard luxury 
tour. In our case, though, knowing the 
kids we will be taking, it is pretty cer
tain that we will see the inside of each 
place we are visiting and not just the 
places in the guide books. These kids 
have not been anesthetized and their 
curiosity is highly active.

The value of such a trip for a slum- 
bred kid will be to open up the walls 
presently containing him, to provide 
alternative locations for his settling 
down to work in a place that may be 
more relevant, to see the diversity of 
the country and its people and most 
important of all, to have a summer of 
fun. The possibilities of coming back 
with a broader background in history, 
geography, sociology and economics 
are obvious, and we arc not putting 
down the educational value of the ex
pedition.

W’hat is more important than any
thing but the fun aspect, I think, is 
that the kids will be busting out of the 
New York Ghetto and into an unknown 
world of mountains, valleys, canyons, 
other attitudes and different voices. It 
is going to be very exciting.

Interestingly, an official social agen
cy once sponsored a group of Italian 
gang kids on a trip to Puerto Rico so 
that they could see their enemies in 
their natural habitat. The understand
ing coming from that trip, it is said,

did much to cool brewing gang war*
fare. They did not, however, sponsor a 
group of Puerto Rican kids to Italy, 
probably because the newest minority 
is supposed to be the most tolerant.

Our trip will cost approximately 
$6,000 and will have to come from in
dividual contributions which, by the 
way, are tax-deductible.

LITTLE OLD LADY
(Continued from Page 20)

and came back to the 'phone with it. 
“Here it is!” said H. L. “U.S. Code 
4244 through 4248 inclusive.” I could 
hear it rustle in his hand. “It’s a 
skeleton law that some of the states 
have used and some haven't. I’ll tell 
you who got sucked in on it. . . .” And 
he named some names. One of them 
was General Ted Walker himself, who 
got railroaded for going down to 
Mississippi when the Colored raised 
all the hue and cry about letting in 
James Meredith.

“The General Walker Thing,” said 
II. L. “He wound up in the jug. One 
guy said he led the charge, the other 
guy said. . . . Yeah . . . that’s the same 
thing. . . .”

II. L. hears from lots of people. 
“They have an old Uncle Ned who 
may be a little silly. . . . With this 
law, they could put him away. Some 
girl she likes a rich guy and maybe 
she likes his money even better, so 
so she has him put away. Read the 
Reader's Digest, Feb. 1962, Page 98.

“Hartford is raising hell, I know,” 
said H. L. “But the editors are not 
fcols. I dofi’t mean their state . . . 
Some guy in Florida . . .  I certainly 
don’t mean Florida.’’ That’s when he 
told me how high the mountain peaks 
were.

So, just like General Ted Walker, 
“Daddy” Oliver Wurbucks was thrown 
into a “mental health” cell, as Inmate 
15-23. “They want to sweat him out 
of his business. It’s not fantastic at all. 
It’s not something I dreamed up. I’m 
no reformer,” H. L. chuckled. “Doc 
is torn to pieces.”

So you see, things will turn out all 
right—I won’t tell’you how, but keep 
your eye on Fang and the other po
lice dogs that Dr. Le Quaque keeps 
about his place. “Justice,” as II. L. 
puts it, ‘̂triumphs. . . .”

And that’s about all I have to tell 
you, except that my eyes are opened 
now, and I hope yours will be too. I 
can’t divulge my namo for fear my 
neighbors'd throw me into a “mental 
health” cell, but if you have any like- 
minded ideas of your own, just send 
’em off to that nice young Mr. Krass- 
ner at the Realist, and I’ll personally 
sec that they get to Harold Lincoln 
Gray himself. Just thank Gray for 
God, is all I have to say.
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—Photo by Charles Harrison
Yonic Symbolism in a Long Island Bakery

The Fluffy Doughnut Shop features two special crullers. One 
is labelled the “Shirley Temple” (left), which is smooth and 
sugar-coated; the other is called the "Mae West,” which is 
wrinkled and unsugared.
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