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Three Authors in Search of Sadism

by Geoffrey Wagner
I guess it was E. M. Forster who re

marked, a few years back, that por
nography prosecutions come in waves. 
With the Supreme Court upholding 
Ginzburg's conviction, arc we in for 
another tax-supported cleanliness cru
sade—the more vindictive this time 
round for having been held off so long?

April Playboy carried a swatch of 
astonishing correspondence attesting 
the interference in first-class mails, 
replete with letters that—uh—“broke 
open in handling,” as was seriously 
claimed in one recent case, and hard- 
breathing 'tecs scouting the pads of 
the intimidated.

In other words, when the blue-nosed 
bloodhounds are held on leash in one 
arena, they will lose no time getting 
to work in another.

So maybe we have been living in a 
publishing fool’s paradise already— 
with Girodias’ Olympia list looking 
pretty Book-of-the-Month by now, with 
Genet, Miller, Rechy and the rest re
spectably confronting the drugstore 
browser beside Venus in Furs, the 
Kama Sutra■ (not to mention the Koka 
Shastra), plus even an unknown porno9 
that has now popped up in paper, The 

(Continued on I*agc 16)
*This classic of its kind was issued 

in English translation recently (Paris: 
Editions de la Fontaine d'Or, 196-1). 
Commonly called the Aloisia or the 
Meursius, after the original author, 
this is now thought to be largely the 
work of a French lawyer, Nicolas Cho- 
rier (1612-1692). The book consists of 
sexual manuals in . . . well . . . dialog 
form—“Sotadieal” satires, as the au
thor calls them—between some irresist
ible feminine interlocutors. Needless to 
say, none of this was revealed to the 
Times Square buyer.

by Robert Anton Wilson
FIRST CHORUS 

“You are afraid of the people unre
strained—how ridiculous!” —Sadc°

I dreamed I called Rita Hayworth 
on the phone and asked her if she 
hears the babies o f Hiroshima scream
ing in the night.

“No,” she said, “I useta have kinda 
kooky problems like that but my ana
lyst cleared them all up.”

But — I insisted— after all, it was 
your picture that was painted on the 
Bomb. Not Harry Truman, or Einstein, 
or even Marilyn Monroe. You.

“Well, yeah, if you wanna look at 
it that way,” she said. “But, Christ, 
they was sticking my picture on every
thing those days.”

But, but—I shouted—don’t you feel 
any sense of responsibility?

“Waita-minit, Mac,” she said, “what 
are ya, some kinda nut? Nobody ever 
asked me nothing about it. They just 
went ahead and dropped it.”

But, but, but—I screamed—all those 
people—550,000 of them, according to 
one estimate I read—blown apart by 
a picture of you—

“Look, Clyde,” she said firmly. “My 
analyst told me it don’t do no good to 
brood over such things.”

And the line went dead with a hol
low click, like a coffin closing snugly 
on Dracula as the morning sun throws 
its white and ghastly nuclear radia- 

(Continued on Page 18)
■^Quotations identified as Sade are 

from Marquis de Sadc, Grove Press, 
1965. Those identified as Marat/Sade 
are from The Persecution and Assassi
nation of Marat as Performed by the 
Inmates of the Asylum at Charenton 
Under the Direction of the Marquis de 
Sade* by Peter Weiss, Athenium, 1965.

by Saul Heller
A Kentucky judge who makes traffic 

law violators pen obituaries, or view 
accident victims in funeral homes, and 
claims he has no repeaters, reminds us 
that punishiment can be made as stim
ulating as lawbreaking. The reminder 
is necessary, if punishment is to be re
stored to the respected status now oc
cupied by crime and law violation.

Penalties today consist chiefly of jail 
sentences and fines. These deter prac
tically nobody—not even the innocent 
people on whom they arc often in
flicted.

Why not then eliminate punishments 
altogether, assuming another outlet 
can be found for our sadism? After all, 
punishment is not an inevitable riposte 
to crime, even in cultures where jus
tice is not merchandised. There have 
been primitive societies—the Andaman 
Islanders, for instance—that have kept 
crime in reasonable bounds with no 
penalties other than the disapproval 
of the community.

The answer is pretty obvious. It will 
be a long time before our society de
teriorates to the blessedly primitive 
level where it disapproves of crime. 
Laws must consequently pretend to do 
what the people will not: oppose crimi
nals. Punishment must remain, arthri
tic and blind as it is, to offer society 
some measure of protection against 
itself.

Penalties should be improved, how
ever, to prevent deterrence from with
ering away, leaving us no protection 
against criminal excesses that would 
be frowned on by any civic-minded, 
responsible crook.

What’s wrong with modern punish
ments? Aside from the fact that they 

(Continued on Page 21)
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Malevolent Merger
by Barclay Hudson*

William Randolph Hearst probably 
would spin in his grave if he heard 
that his beloved N.Y. Journal-American 
had been outlived by the Communist 
Worker.

But the old boy would have been 
comforted by the anti-personnel prac
tices of his heirs and the Scripps-How- 
ard impresarios in merging Hearst's 
Journal and the rival World-T'vieyrani 
into one afternoon newspaper.

The live stiffs at the two defunct 
papers were treated with a brand of 
contempt which once evoked the classic 
newspaperman's line: “Don't tell my 
mother I work for Hearst. She thinks 
I’m a pianist in a whore-house.”

Neither the Journal nor the Tele- 
gram’# brass was ever noted for its 
graciousness to, employees and they 
lived up to this reputation during the 
final days of their independence.

Any journalistic concept of free flow 
of news did not extend to informing 
employees about their futures. Only 
after the two papers ceased operating 
did the hired hands find out if they 
were to be kept on the new Scripps- 
Howard-Hearst masthead.

The March 21 confirmation'onnounce- 
ment that the two afternoon dailies 
were blending into one p.m. publica
tion—the unhyphenated World Journal 
—and into a single corporation with a 
sister paper, Jock Whitney’s morning 
Herald Tribune, had been the worst 
kept newspaper secret in the city.

A funereal countdown' had been un
derway since the previous June when 
the merger story leaked out—on tele
vision, of course.

At both stricken afternoon papers, 
questions to editors or management 
higher-ups about the truth of the ru
mors or the possible effects of a merger 
always brought the same “Hear no 
evil, speak no evil” response: “There’s 
nothing I can tell you.”

The sole way for a Telegram repor
ter to learn what was going on was to 
quit. As soon as a reporter announced 
his resignation, talkative editors de
luged him with inside accounts of how 
imminent the merger was and what its 
aftermath would bring.

It was a strange severance gift. 
Without soliciting, the departing ones 
would unearth what they had been un
able to pry out while on the payroll.

Those who sat in for the eventual 
wake had to rely on the defectors and 
the N.Y. Times for gleanings about 
themselves and their employers.

*This report comes from a N.Y. 
World Telegram & Sun staffer; “Bar
clay Hudson” was that newspaper’s 
traditional ghost-byline.

/
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Possibly the silliest of all was Mer
ger Day, March 21. Union leaders had 
been called in" for a conference with 
executives of the three newspapers and 
at 11 a.m. the news filtered into the 
Telegram's city room at Barclay Street 
and the Hudson River.

Reporters and rewrite men got the 
long-awaited grim dispatch from por
table radios and telephone inquiries 
from newspapermen friends.

But the leaders were still playing 
dumb. A reporter naively asked one of 
the top editors if the Telegram’s mer
ger story in the late editions would 
include the identities of the new edi
tors. “What merger story?” he re
plied in mock deadpan.

In the month between the announce
ment and the actual amalgamation, the 
chief purveyers of information turned 
out to be nerveless copyboys. With 
Raflles-like cunning, they rifled desks 
of editors where they discovered dum
my formats of the new papers and lists 
of the prospective editorial bosses.

One gallant copyboy, fulfilling the 
basest ethical traditions of the Hearst 
and Scripps-Howard empires, stole in
to the sanctum of Richard. D. Peters, 
the Telegram’s last editor. Peters had 
been on a supposed vacation at the 
time of the merger announcement and 
the prevailing gossip held that he 
would be dumped from the new enter
prise.

The copyboy’s espionage mission af
firmed the rumor of Peter’s departure. 
His desk had been completely cleaned 
out, the copyboy-spy reported.

A day after the merger was an
nounced the Telegratn’s composing 
room and city room were overrun by 
carpenters, plumbers, painters and ar
tisans of all sorts who were rushed in 
to work overtime to prepare the plant 
for publishing two daily newspapers.

Reporting to work, some reporters 
found their desks had disappeared or 
their telephones had been ripped out. 
No one knew if the sabotage was acci
dental or a new kind of dismissal no
tice.

Former Telegram occupants of the 
6th floor were stuffed into the 3rd-floor 
city room while the upper floor was 
landscaped into a new city room for 
the Herald-Tribune. Perhaps symbolic
ally, the first addition to the sixth floor 
was a phalanx of new johns.

Former Journal-American zealots 
transferred to the World Journal city 
room on the 3rd floor will have to con
tent themselves with the tried and 
trusty Telegram urinals.

Other newcomers during the transi
tion were private uniformed guards. 
These red-faced vigilantes snooped 
around the Telegram building, obvious
ly on guard against pilfering o f any 
copy paper or the company’s prized 
1902 Underwood typewriters, the main
stays of the writing corps which had

won three recent Pulitzer Prizes.
As the desks and telephones vanished 

and as the pneumatic drills ripped 
through floors, the enthusiasm of the 
Telegram's staff petered out. The city 
room, once a center of orderly con
fusion, began to resemble a grammar 
school classroom just before the start 
of summer vacation: You know there 
is nothing more you can do to raise 
your marks, so you might as well read 
the comic books and relax. The 5-hour 
work day became the rule.

Anyone with a good story was sav
ing it for the sentimental finale, even 
though the curtain would drop on a 
Saturday when no one but fishmongers 
bought the Telegram’s thin weekend 
product.

There was at least one more good 
reason for shirking journalistic duties.
The staff’s underground learned that 
the editors of the World Journal, with 
macabre relish, had dubbed those about 
to lie sacked as the “drop-deads.”

(One of these same editors later re
fused to provide the Philadelphia En
quirer with a list of fired reporters 
when that paper tried to fill vacancies.)

However, the Telegram’s brainy lead
ers found a formula for overcoming 
the slackers—they kept on hiring as if 
the presses would roll forever. “So 
what if we’re out of business in a 
couple of weeks, kid, At least you can 
say you worked for a New York daily, 
and you got bylines to show for it.”

Surprisingly enough the extra bodies 
to man the newspaper desks were 
found.

The most unwanted reporting assign
ment in that moribund stage was cov
ering the management-union bargain
ing sessions that failed to avert a strike 
on the first day the new paper was to 
begin business.

Each unlucky wretch assigned to that 
beat was warned by his superiors to 
refrain from asking any questions of 
the management bargainers.

With stalwart journalistic princi
ples, the Telegram and Journal each 
conveniently buried its sparse stories 
about its own labor troubles.

Keeping their business heads to the 
bitter end, Scripps-Howard statisti
cians applied matchless precision for 
the last deadline on April 23. The Tel
egram's supply of copy pencils, carbon 
papers and notebooks was virtually ex
hausted on the final day.

And so the Telegram died without 
any flourish or newspaper bravado.

All that was left in the terminal 
hours were a handfull of rewrite men 
banging away on antique typewriters, 
copyreadcrs writing headlines with the 
barest stubs of pencils—and above the 
entrance to the building, the blue and 
yellow Scripps-Howard flag with its 
lighthouse symbol proclaiming: “Give 
light and the people will find their own 
way.”
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co-existing
by Saul Heller

S e x  in the Abstract
An abstract representation of a girl lying on a sew

ing machine has in some strange manner become so 
sexually provocative that the Los Angeles County Board 
of Supervisors is demanding its immediate removal 
from the County's Museum of Art.

Abstractions that are erotically stimulating are rare 
enough, but nonobjective works that can arouse super
visors of county boards—people who have trouble 
enough recognizing works of art, must less responding 
to them—are surely so unique that they belong in a 
museum, if anything does.

One can pass over the ingratitude of board officials, 
in seeking to ban something that is possibly responsible 
for their first sexual thrill since puberty. One can also 
overlook the fact that of the five supervisors who want 
the abstract art work banned, only two have seen it. 
The other three are probably too finely-structured to 
risk inspecting it. This is perfectly understandable. 
Some pornographic, abstract works of art are so power
ful, they can be contemplated only by censors tough 
enough, and horny enough, to view them without fall
ing asleep.

What isn’t as understandable is the basis on which 
the call for censorship has been made, and is being so 
hotly pressed. The matter is, apparently, one of the 
greatest moment, since the board is talking about cut
ting off the public funds required to keep the museum 
going, and one board supervisor has stated he will move 
to reduce the salaries of the museum staff if offending 
exhibits are not removed.

Such stern postures cannot have been taken in haste, 
or without adequate cause. Board members no doubt 
assembled evidence and mulled over it at a meeting, 
which may be reconstructed somewhat .as follows: 

Board member A: “Gentlemen ... I swear to you . . . 
never have I seen so lewd an object in all my years of 
going to obscene art shows in public museums. That 
girl . . . such Cubist breasts . . . mmmm . . . pardon 
me . . . and what non-objective legs. . . . The sewing 
machine was just as disturbing. The pleasurable fan
tasies it evoked made me realize how objectionable it 
would be to permit other people to experience them. 
And these weren’t my reactions alone, gentlemen. My 
assistant—a man I use as a stand-in, when the exhibits 
become too stimulating to be viewed by a staid person 
like me—my assistant told me . . . this is confidential, 
gentlemen .. .  he told me the figure of the girl on the 
sewing machine excited him so, he immediately went 
to a brothel—his first time in ten years—and almost 
had an orgasm.”

Board member B: “I don’t get it. Why should he go 
to a brothel?”

Board member A: “We were checking the intensity 
of the stimuli. A purely scientific matter, I assure you. 
The expense was, by the way, even less than I expected. 
The prostitute gave my assistant a rebate of 50%, in 
view of his limitations, and told him to come back in 
another ten years.”

Board member X: “One of my neighbors vouches for
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this. She knows an insane artist who went to see the 
exhibit in question and was driven sane. He then began 
creating art works just like it. The community is in 
real danger, gentlemen. This thing is contagious!” 

Board member Y: “Gentlemen, my remarks are for 
your private ears only. Please let them go no further, 
I beg you. I must confide when I saw that abstract, I 
felt compelled to masturbate.”

Board member B: “Come now, Mr. Y, you’ve mas
turbated in front of landscapes and still-lifes. Your 
self-pollutions are hardly grounds for condemning an 
exhibit.”

Board member Y: “Please! This was different. There 
was a marked relationship this time between the figure 
and my response to it.”

Board member Z: “There’s something much worse to 
be said about the girl on the sewing machine thing. I 
was informed most reliably—a friend of a friend’s 
neighbor told me—that a young man . . . perfectly nor
mal type, patriotic and all that . . . went to look at this 
work. He also saw another exhibit we’re trying to ban 
. . . a painting of a brothel scene, which shows a por
trait of General McArthur. A month later ... a month
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after he viewed these two works ... he publicly spilled 
ketchup over his draft card and ate it, to protest the 
war in Vietnam. Pretty convincing evidence that these 
exhibits are dangerous, wouldn’t you say, gentlemen?” 

Will the museum people permit the intrusion into 
their affairs of surrealist county officials who know' 
little about art and even less about sex? Or will they 
continue to resist, as they are at the time this is being 
written? If they keep on fighting, they w'ould be wise 
to take the offensive.

Museum officials could, for example, obtain and dis
play more abstract art—the kind that would further 
provoke the sexual fetishism of board officials. The tac
tic might—just might—drive county board members 
into restoring pay cuts, and unsuspending suspended 
funds, to avoid a dangerous escalation of their pretzel
shaped libidos.

The following seqence of events is not implausible: 
An avant garde artist sculpts, for display in the 

museum, a figure of a half-nude young thing with three 
eyes and four breasts, reclining on top of an old, rusty 
radiator. The radiator turns out to be an even more 
potent sexual stimulus than the girl. Board members 
can hardly contain themselves — particularly board 
member Y, who doesn’t.

The board demands that the radiator be covered up, 
along with two of the girl’s breasts. After much violent 
discussion, a compromise is reached. The radiator and 
one breast will be eliminated, if salaries of the museum 
staff are restored to 90% of normal.

The end is, of course, not yet. The rest of us wait,
3
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with bated breath, news of the further adventures of 
a group of officials who would be more at home in the 
pages of KrafFt-Ebing than they are in the swamps of 
modern art.

The big question remains, can art be created that 
will fail to arouse the strange passions of the Los An
geles County Board of Supervisors?

Should it be?

Dissenting With Sex
Two female students at Wheaton College, Mass, have 

proposed that women students abstain from sex to pro
test the war in Vietnam. The idea has interesting pos
sibilities, and might be worth exploring. Since there 
are (presumably) unmarried young girls who already 
abstain from sex, the problem arises, what should 
these girls do to protest the war?

Perhaps such prim young misses should indulge in 
sex as a protest, offering up their morality as a sacri
fice, while the nen-virgin young things surrender their 
immorality. In this way. all the girls would be giving 
up something, setting a fine example of abnegation to 
an Administration that is not inclined to give up any
thing, even foolishness.

The Law vs. The Law
One of the curiosities of the system of law we flour

ish under is the use of laws to bypass law enforcement. 
An example is the recent passage by New York's State 
Legislature of a statute exempting transit workers 
from the formidable penalties of the Condon-Wadlin 
law. The transit workers had violated the law by strik
ing, but the law refrained from striking back. When 
tough citizens come into conflict with a tough law, the 
law withdraws, to avoid trouble.

The Legislature’s action became necessary when two 
citizens sued New York City to compel it to enforce the 
law, and a judge unexpectedly supported their conten
tion that laws were'meant to be enforced. Enforcement 
of the law would have meant another transit strike; 
the exemption was needed to prevent transit workers 
from successfully violating the law a second time. Re
peal of a statute that has teeth strong enough to bite 
only weak people was, of course, out of the question, 
since this is precisely the feature most cherished in a 
law.

Providing exemptions from laws is certainly a useful 
bit of legal legerdemain, and merits wider use. Per
haps, at some time in the future, exemptions will be 
sold, just as papal indulgences once were.

Suppose a man wants to rob a bank, for personal rea
sons. He buys an exemption, then holds up the bank. 
When a guard raises his gun to shoot him, he flashes 
his exemption like a badge, abruptly terminating the 
guard’s rude behavior. The guard puts his gun away 
and politely helps the robber cart off the loot.

A rapist with an exemption will be able to assault a 
woman openly, rather than furtively, giving the pro
ceedings a more relaxed tone. Women may, of course, 
seek exemptions from being raped. Chances are, how
ever. that legalistic judges would frown on such a per
version of the law. The Supreme Court would, probably, 
in a landmark decision, point out that while the law 
provided exemptions from the law for criminals, it said 
nothing about exempting their victims from anything.

Business people could get annual exemptions entit-
4

ling them to violate laws regulating business, permit
ting them to do with a good conscience what they cur
rently do without one.

Persons who had obtained exemptions would, of 
course, be punished if they ducked paying exemption 
fees. No one would be permitted to violate laws permit
ting law violations—lines must be drawn somewhere.
Of course, if additional laws were passed, granting peo
ple exemption from complying with exemption laws, 
this last fragment of legal backbone would be shattered 
too. •

Landlords would be able to get exemptions from hous
ing codes more reliable than the ones they currently 
take themselves. To square things, tenants might be 
given exemptions allowing them to shoot landlords. 
Possibly a law might be passed to formalize matters, 
providing that a landlord exempt from housing codes 
could be legitimately shot by a tenant exempt from 
homicide statutes.

The possibilities are certainly thought-provoking.
Enforcing laws only against people who are too poor 

♦o buy immunity from the law would not be exactly 
new—it is, as a matter of fact, the system we use now.
The exemption system I am proposing would simply 
wrap the authority of the law around the extra-legal 
and haphazard arrangements we presently employ.

The major benefit would lie in the placing of exemp
tion privileges within reach of the innocent, the weak, 
and the (subsidized) poor, permitting them to gain 
surcease from time to time from a legal system that 
picks almost exclusively on them.

Free-Wheeling Sadists
Two women were each run down by two different 

cars in New York City recently—a variety of accident 
that seems to be occurring more often. The escalation 
is unwarranted, considering that the supply of victims 
still exceeds the number of cars processing them.

The trend—if it is a trend—foreshadows a darken
ing future for pedestrians. If people can be run over 
twice, what is to prevent them from being resurfaced 
three, four or even five times in succession by drivers 
who see their opportunity and snatch it?

Nothing at all, if we grant the possibility that mul
tiple accidents may not be accidents at all. Just as a 
person wounded by a shark invites the malevolent at
tentions of other sharks, so a pedestrian knocked down 
by one motorist may arouse the sadistic enthusiasm of 
others, prompting them to further flatten a victim who 
has just been knocked prone.

Drivers readily escape punishment in such cases—as 
well as in others where only a single motorist runs 
amok—by asserting that they lost control of their cars.
The truth of the statement is never checked. We bland
ly assume that no deliberate auto assault occurred, ig
noring the likelihood that the kind of wanton attack 
that is perpetrated every day of the week by criminals 
on foot may be just as plausiblly engaged in by crimi
nals on wheels.

Eventually, we might have to set up sadism tests for 
drivers involved in accidents, just as we currently test 
drivers for drunkenness. Unless an effective program 
is set up, to conserve and protect pedestrians, the wary 
street-crosser may some day have to pack a rod, in self- 
defense against drivers who try to run him down.

If drivers can operate lethal weapons, why can’t their 
prospective victims?
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How to Read Harold Robbins Air Pollution as a
Without Necessarily Trying Cause o f Mental Illness

by Walter Goodman by Jack Soltanoff, D.C.

Like other arduous endeavors, reading The Adven
turers, a 780-page novel by Harold Robbins, takes both 
will and guidance.

The following pony is for those who feel that they 
have to do it. Why they feel so is between them and 
their analysts; in some cultures, I believe, men wrestle 
bears in their leisure time.

Q. How can we tell in advance that an incident of 
fornication, is coming up so that we may slow down 
our reading pave?

A. Watch for the introduction of a fresh female. The 
odds are she will be coupling (or tripling or quadrup
ling) before the chapter is done. Robbins doesn’t waste 
our time. Sergei meets Madame Vorilov on page 217. 
lie draws her to the bed on page 200. She is pregnant 
on page 221.

Q. Speaking of not wasting time, on what page will 
we find the most stimulating pornographic passages?

A. There is no pornography here. Robbins appears to 
have gotten his sex education from the same Saturday 
afternoon movies where he picked up his insights into 
the Latin Character and the Oriental Mind. The copula- 
tory interludes, though abundant, are perfunctory—a 
paragraph or two about crescendoes of flame, and then, 
“Later. . . .” Most of these scenes are pretty grim— 
The Adventurers take their fornicating too fiercely to 
get much fun out of it. There are several passages suit
able for showing to the kids if you want to put them 
off sex for a couple of years.

Q. What is Robbins’ second favorite scene?
A. The one where the hero breaks the bones of the 

bullies who pick on him because he is small and dark- 
skinned. Strolling away from one such encounter, the 
hero remarks: “You better get help for him. His arm 
is broken and so are two of his ribs. But he’ll be all 
right. I didn’t kill him."

Q. Say, how old is Harold Robbins anyway?
A. He has been going on 15 for ten or twelve years, 

if I am not mistaken.
Q. What is the best way to keep track of the number 

of sex episodes?
A. Use a C.P.A.—I lost count on page 22, after 

having been through a mass rape and upwards of a 
dozen murders.

Q. You mean there’s violence along with the sex?
A. In good measure—which is fortunate, since Rob

bins’ sadistics are more satisfying than his erotics. My 
special favorite is : “One move out of you and you will 
die with the blood pouring from the hole between your 
legs where your genitals used to be."

Q. What is this book about anyway?
A. Please. . . .
Q. Well, what’s the center of interest?
A. The groin.
Q. We mean . . . where does it take place?
A. On sets left over from Monogram Pictures.
Q. And what is Robbins trying to say?
A. A number of things. For the lesson o f each sec-
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The first penalty for air pollution was recorded in 
the year 1299. England’s King Edward I had a man 
hanged for polluting “good English air” with “foul 
and poisonous smoke coming from a fire made of coal.” 

However, according to “experts”—businessmen and 
politicians—air pollution is now just one of many prob
lems, not to be taken too lightly but not too seriously 
either. Usually “further investigation is warranted."

The fact is that the waste products of a reckless and 
ever-expanding economy and “the apparent public be 
damned” attitude of industry plus a rapidly growing 
population have adversely affected our precious and vul
nerable land, air, and water to a point where not only 
our jobs and our recreations are being harmfully af
fected but most significant of all, pollution is now an 
actual and immediate threat to our very existence.

Industry has rapidly lost its long-held first place in 
the air pollution sweepstakes. The automobile is now 
the biggest culprit, the most important contributor to

tion, see the last couple of lines: “If this was the price 
one had to pay for money and power, he wanted no 
part of it." Or, as the hero reflects after the murder 
of a wretched millionaire: “I wondered how much good 
all his money and his schemes were doing him now."

Q. Any jokes?
A. “One move out of you and you will die with the 

blood pouring from the hole between your legs where 
your genitals used to l>e."

Q. How may we tell one character from another?
A. That is not possible—but you can distinguish 

categories of characters by the way they speak. Serious 
characters say things like: “This was a strong man. 
The earth moved before him when he walked, men 
loved him and feared him. women trembled at the 
power in his loins. . . ." Nearly all of the educated 
strata of Corteguay (the Central American home of the 
international playboy-diplomat-polo-plaver hero) talk 
that way: “No, General, I am a man of law, not of 
war. The hurt is mine, but not the vengeance.”

Q. But aren’t there characters who will remind us of 
Porfirio Rubirosa, Oleg Cassini, the Kennedy Clan, the 
Rothschild Clan?

A. Yes. They will also remind you of one another.
Q. Where have we met these people before?
A. Everywhere but in life.
Q. What is the author's favorite literary device?
A. Improbability.
Q. What is his favorite symptom of stress?
A. There are three: a tension of the chest; a knotting 

of the stomach; a tightness of the groin.
Q. How does Harold Robbins manage to produce a 

big novel every couple of years?
A. A tension of the chest; a knotting of the stomach; 

a tightness of the groin.
Q. Seriously.
A. As Dr. Johnson, I believe, said, a man can write 

such stuff forever, if he will give his mind to it.
5
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air pollution.
By 1970 there will be over 90 million automobiles on 

the streets and roads as compared to 70 million in 1960 
and almost 80 million today; and in addition to the 
enormous amount of lead “dispensed” daily, each 1000 
cars “contribute” 3% tons of other poisonous pollutants 
into the air.

Back in 1958 at the National Air Pollution Confer
ence, Dr. C. D. Leake of Ohio State University stated: 
“About half of air pollution is referable to exhausts 
from internal combustion engines in automobiles. . . . 
In addition to eye and respiratory irritation, the in
creasing incidence of lung cancer is quite as referable 
to increased auto traffic exhausts as to cigarettes”

In the Soviet Union public health officials as the re
sult of a recent study claimed that the rising incidence 
of lung cancer goes along with the increase of auto and 
truck traffic.

On February 1, 1923, a new industrial chemical was 
introduced into the automobile market by two giants 
of the automobile and oil industries, the General Mo
tors Corporation and Standard Oil of New Jersey. The 
newborn baby monster (or subsidiary) which was to 
manufacture this chemical was called the Ethyl Gas 
Corporation.

The product was a gasoline additive called tetraethyl 
lead which aided motor combustion by preventing gaso
line from “knocking” (or exploding too soon in the 
combustion chamber) and sometimes cracking a piston. 
It was found that a small amount of tetraethyl lead 
added to gas would make gasoline behave itself in the 
combustion chamber. It produced a smoother ignition; 
the flame starting at the spark plug spread slowly, 
causing a pressure rise which depressed the piston 
smoothly instead of violently.

Within a few months this new discovery had taken 
a toll of insanity and death among the workmen ex
posed to it. Nevertheless this product has become uni
versally accepted and used, its grim history almost for
gotten.

In September of that first year, 1923, the first of a 
series of poisonings was reported:

“The victim complained of an inability to eat or 
sleep. When he did sleep he had frightful nightmares. 
Ten days later he became violent and required two 
trained nurses assigned to him. He underwent twitch
ing musclar contractions. His pulse was shallow and 
respiration rapid. Later his head was thrown back rap
idly. He was screaming that someone was after him to 
kill him. His pupils were dilated and he was gritting his 
teeth. When he became too violent to hold in bed he 
was put into a strait jacket.”

This is verbatim from the medical report on Harry 
T. Zanes, an employee of the Ethyl Corporation's 
manufacturing plant in Deepwater, N.J., and the first 
victim of tetraethyl lead poisoning.

His case was far from unique.
This chemically-induced insanity, in various degrees 

of intensity, was common to those who worked around 
tetraethyl lead. The factory became known as “the 
Loony House” and “House of Butterflies”—this latter 
term referring to the hallucinatory type images the 
victims experienced.

An article in the New York Times of June 22, 1925, 
was captioned, “Eight Dead, Three Hundred III In One 
Plant Reported.” It read:

“Eighty of those who worked in the ‘House of But-
6

terflies’ or who went in to make repairs were poisoned, 
some repeatedly. The 300 cases mentioned do not in
clude those slightly affected as some were merely hys
terical from anxiety.”

A report elsewhere from the chief Surgeon of the 
Deepwater plant stated:

“We found that nightmares were the first symptoms 
and that these were followed by insomnia, then came 
restlessness and inability to eat. Sometimes a patient j
lost as much as 30 pounds in a few weeks; the blood 
pressure fell, and then came hallucinations. In the later 
stages some of the men became suicidal and had to be 
prevented from destroying themselves.”

These early reports to the American public labeled 
the deaths as “mysterious.”

However, the cause of the attacks was finally exposed 
by Professors Y. Henderson and W. H. Haggard, physi
ologists at Yale University. They also issued a plea 
against the use of tetraethyl in gasoline until further 
and more thorough investigations could be made.

Dr. Henderson was in charge of the investigation 
for determining the standard of air purity for vehicu
lar tunnels then under construction. Speaking of tetra
ethyl, in the N.Y. Times of March 3, 1924, he stated 
that “the new hazard will be more important on roads, 
streets and garages than in tunnels. One will pass 
through the tunnel quickly, but during the hours in the 
streets, lead will accumulate in the body, until after 
weeks, months or years its effects develop. The one 
saving grace of carbon monoxide is that it is not a 
cumulative poison. The body throws off the poison as 
easily as it absorbs it. Lead, on the other hand, is the 
perfect example of a substance which may accumulate 
in the body little by little over long periods of time 
until a toxic amount is reached”

As a result of this publicity, in May, 1924, produc
tion of tetraethyl gasoline was finally suspended. A 
committee was then forrped by the U.S. Public Health 
Service to determine “whether there is a public health 
question in the manufacture, distribution and use of 
tetraethyl lead gasoline.”

Experiments upon animals (guinea pigs and dogs) 
only repeated the familiar morbid happenings at the 
factory.

Further investigation showed lead content in the 
dust sweepings of garages using leaded gasoline. Work
ers in these garages showed “a greater storage of lead” 
in their bodies than workers not exposed to leaded gas 
(at that time only a few states had tetraethyl gas).

Safety precautions were then suggested by the Pub
lic Health Service, and improved manufacturing and 
handling techniques were adopted.

The labeling of gas pumps to indicate that an anti
knock ingredient is present in the gasoline and is to be 
used as a motor fuel only, and the tinting of the gas 
with red dye to distinguish it and discourage its use 
as a cleaning fluid, arc direct outgrowths of these in
vestigations. The Surgeon General's committee also rec
ommended that leaflets be made available at filling sta
tions describing the dangers involved to human beings 
in its use.

Under the above circumstances and with the under
standing that the use of this fuel be closely watched, 
the Ethyl Corp. was given the green light to continue 
operations.

The N.Y. Times of January 20, 1926, which carried 
a report of the resumption of production, also carried
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a statement by Professor Haggard which said in part: 
“In view of the public attitude toward the compound, 

I doubt if the Standard Oil Co. will manufacture it, 
even after the decision has been made in their favor. 
There has been so much adverse publicity in this matter 
that it will take a long time for people to regain their 
confidence in it."

Apparently Professor Haggard’s knowledge of hu
man physiology somewhat exceeded his understanding 
of human behavior and business “ethics.”

In 1927 the U.S. Bureau of Mines published a belated 
report on the “Fate of Tetraethyl Lead Introduced Into 
The Fuel.” The experiments described in this report 
were conducted in December, 1923 and January, 1924 
but were not published until 1927—one year after the 
resumption of the production of the tetraethyl lead— 
when, it might be assumed, the matter had cooled down 
to a considerable degree.

These tests showed conclusively that the longer a car 
motor ran, and the older it became, the more lead was 
excreted into the atmosphere. After a period of wear, 
50% of the lead added to the gasoline was recovered 
from the exhaust fumes.

Using special apparatus and volunteer subjects, these 
government tests determined conclusively that the lead, 
breathed in, was retained in the human lungs.

It must be apparent, then, that the absorption of 
tetraethyl lead, as the Yale Professor warned, is an 
almost unavoidable consequence of modern living. For, 
as we know, it is almost imposible to go through a day 
without coming into some contact with gasoline exhaust 
fumes—as a matter of fact it is almost impossible to

get away from the sound of a motor nowadays.
The internal combustion engine has become so in

tegral a part of our lives that the potential for lead 
absorption is almost limitless, not only in inhalation 
but through contact with the skin.

Then there is the possibility of ingestion through 
food exposed to engine exhaust in transport, display or 
production. There are 8 million trucks and tractors on 
the farms of America.

This lead compound is not soluble in water and can
not be washed from fruits and vegetables.

In 1920 there were 22 million motor vehicles regis
tered in the U.S. The national gasoline consumption 
for that year was 8 billion gallons, of which only 5% 
contained tetraethyl lead. Today there are almost 80 
million motor vehicles registered in the U.S. Our an
nual consumption of gasoline is around 65 billion gal
lons. About 110,000 gallons per minute. The gallonage 
consumed in 1926 is now burned in 6 weeks.

And today over 90% .of all motor and aviation fuel 
contains tetraethyl lead.

There are some air pollution experts who would like 
to see a return of the old-time electric automobile. A 
few firms today are beginning to seriously experiment 
with electric cars in the hope of coming up with the 
ideal family second car.

Until recently the slow speed of an electric car, 
“only” 40 miles per hour, has been what experts con
sider a drawback.

What about the good points?
1. Cleaner—no fumes, no dirt, no smoke, and no 

pollutants.

9

The President Speaks
by Robert Lasson

(Five actors—8 men, 2 women—in limbo setting, 
sparely lit.. They are huddled around a transistor radio 
placed on an inverted cardboard carton. Through crack
ling static, we hear the voice of a sick and exhausted 
man.)

PRESIDENT: My friends . . . Americans . . . survivors. 
Washington is. gone. New York is gone. Philadelphia 
is gone Baltimore is gone. Los Angeles (coughing fit)
. . . Los Angeles is gone, San Francisco is gone, Chi
cago is gone. Our proud cities are gone. They are no 
more. And even now, two months after the shameful 
and senseless attack on our country, nobody can count 
the dead. But dead or alive, we are all casualties. 
Scarcely a family in the country has remained whole. 
Wives, husbands, grandmothers, children . . . (sup
presses a sob, blows his nose). Yes, we are all casual
ties. But we are survivors, too. We have survived. Life 
goes on. And the living must go on.

I am talking to you from Baxter, a small town in 
Montana. I ask all of you who hear my voice to make 
your way here, so that we can begin the slow and pain
ful work of building our country again. I ask you in 
the East to begin another trek westward, as your brave 
forebears did over a century ago. I ask you in the West
w------------------
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to retrace the steps that your people took.

I must warn you: when you come out of your shel
ters, be prepared for horror. We must learn to live 
with horror for a long time.

A minute ago I asked you to come to Montana. But 
you do not even have oxen or Conestoga wagons like 
the prairie busters. And so I ask you to come any way 
you can. Perhaps you can find some means of trans
portation. If not, come on foot.

Your government will send buses and trucks out 
along the major highways as soon as they are cleared 
and as soon as vehicles and fuel are made available to 
us. We also intend to have spotter planes to help locate 
groups of people on the move. Travel in groups when
ever possible. If you have firearms, take them with you 
—and all the ammunition you have.

This ends my message. We are doing everything we 
can to get back on our feet. The situation now seems 
hopeless. But we must do all that we can. It is now 
relatively safe for you to leave your shelters, but keep 
moving inland. Start as soon as you can. Start now.

I must tell you that although we won the war, our 
nation has the appearance of a nation defeated. But 
Americans never give up—in defeat or in victory. We 
thrive on adversity. We welcome deprivation. And even 
from the hideous holocaust that has turned so much of 
our beautiful land into ashes . . . (sobs, clears throat)
. . . we will, with your help, become a nation again.

(Two-second pause.)
s in g in g  CHORUS: Things go better with Coke!

■ ■ —  — 4
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2. Quieter.
3. A minimum of maintenance.
4. Cheaper to run—a fabulous selling point— 

$2 per month for recharging batteries.
5. Initial cost less.
6. Much longer life.

For those who prefer a faster car there is the “fuel 
cell” available which turns various kinds of fuel into 
electric current. With a fuel cell a car could attain 70 
miles or better and a 500-mile range before recharging 
or refueling.

The Merck Index of Chemicals and Drugs makes spe
cial note of tetraethyl by calling it in capital letters 
EXTREMELY POISONOUS.

In 1943 the American Public Health Association pub
lished a report on lead exposure and poisoning which 
stated:

“By reason of the physical and chemical properties 
of certain organic lead compounds of which tetraethyl 
is the only commercially important representative at 
present, absorption of these compounds into the body 
and specifiaclly into the Central Nervous System [brain 
and spinal cord] occurs with rapidity. This type of lead 
(tetraethyl) poisoning is always characterized by ce
rebral quantities of lead by the brain tissue.”

In 1958 the automobile and petroleum industries 
found it necessary to boost octane rating, owing to 
smaller engines requiring greater power. An increase 
of 25% more lead per gallon was needed. The manufac
turers took their problem to the Public Health Service 
—which does not have any authority to control the con
centration of lead in gasoline. They can only recom
mend, not order, and at present there are no state or 
federal laws enacted, or even pending, pertaining to 
tetraethyl gas.

Any inquiry requesting a change in the percentage 
of lead in gas. up to the present time, leads to the for
mation of a medical committee which then makes a 
“recommendation” to the Public Health Service. The 
1958 medical committee recommended a gradual in
crease in the tetraethyl content of gasoline over a peri
od of years up to the 25% additional per gallon, but 
with reservations.

The present committee was concerned about the in
adequacy of medical data derived from human expos
ures on which to base a conclusive answer to the prob
lem: “Such studies should be undertaken without fur- 
ther delay since some authorities believe that the toler
able limit of lead- absorption is being approached.”

The results of a concentrated quantity of tetraethyl 
lead in a short period of time have been demonstrated 
time and again; insomnia, nightmares, restlessness, 
fear, anxiety, hysteria, insanity, sometimes death. High 
concentrations of lead are found in the kidneys, liver, 
brain, suprarenal glands and adipose (fatty) tissues.

The results of a slow, continuous absorption over a 
long period of time have never been investigated.

Can the human system remain unaffected as this 
mind-destroying compound builds up in the tissues? 
Or could the sudden outbreak of symptoms suffered by 
the men at “Looney House” be replaced by a slow, 
gradual, progressive inclination toward similar abnor
mal behavior?

In September, 1965, Dr. Clair C. Patterson, a promi
nent California geochemist at the California Institute 
of Technology, stated that “Americans today carry
8

100 times more lead in their bodies than is-‘normal’ 
and that lead is contaminating our environment to a 
dangerous degree.” Dr. Patterson’s research and find
ings were made public in the Archives of Environmen
tal Health, an A.M.A. publication.

He concluded that the lead content in human blood 
has risen sharply and is now at roughly half that at 
which obvious symptoms of lead poisoning begin to 
appear. He found that there was a radical variation in 
vulnerability in individuals so that decided symptoms 
could very well develop in susceptible individuals.

The Natural Science Foundation also' reported that 
Dr. Patterson had found a sharp increase in the lead 
content of snow which had fallen in Greenland in the 
last 10 years and also in the Antarctic. Perhaps the 
reader will not be surprised to learn that his findings 
were bitterly challenged by: (1) The American Petro
leum Institute, and (2) The Lead Industries Associa
tion.

There seem to be very few scientists equipped to 
stand off and take an overall view. Each one is con
cerned with his own small battle. The result is that not 
too many of them have taken cognizance of man’s re
lationship to the whole biosphere.

They lose sight of the fact that man is a natural 
creature and a part of the whole complex of life on 
earth. Some, indeed, are very busy actually combating 
natural processes. Though man may be the ascendant 
animal at this particular moment in history, he cannot 
divorce himself from a common interest shared by 
every living thing in the welfare of the entire biologi
cal community. But, to return to the specific question 
of tetraethyl:

Mild mental disturbance would seem today to be 
almost as easily spotted as the common cold. The sale 
of sleeping pills and tranquilizers is running a strong 
race with cough drops. Americans were shocked re
cently when a nation-wide poll conducted by the Uni
versity of Michigan Survey Research Center discovered 
that one person in four thinks he has had emotional 
problems serious enough .to require professional help, 
and one in seven actually sought help.

The report referred to—published in 1960 under the 
title, “Americans View Their Mental Health”—con
firms the degree of mental disturbance among the “nor
mal” population long hinted at by mental health ex- "  I 
ports. It is interesting to note that while international 
conditions are often heavily blamed for having a nega
tive mental effect, only about 4% of those questioned 
expressed concern over world tension and nuclear war.

Could any part of our mental health problems have a 
chemical origin?

As more and more companies in America and abroad 
go into the production of lead anti-knock compounds 
for a world which is radically changed by the ubiqui
tous combustion engine, the answers will become more 
difficult to get at.

High profits breed mild suspicions.
The public relations man can be predicted, character

istically, to come out with statements that “There is no 
conclusive evidence,” “No proof exists,” etc., etc.

The unalterable fact remains that a deadly substance 
with a peculiar habit of attacking the brain and spinal 
cord is being voluminously poured into our air supply 
almost every hour of the day and night.

Serious research and investigation arc in order.
The Realist
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Snooping, Anyone?
by Robert Wolf

“You may never want to monitor a phone conversa
tion—but if you do. . . .”

—from a newspaper advertisement
Short, stocky and gray-haired, Emanuel Mittleman 

moved quickly around a Manhattan office in his under
shirt.

He grasped the wire leading from the telephone on 
his workbench in the back room, ran his hand along 
the line a foot, then clipped on a thin, black box about 

’ five inches long. It hung from two yellow leads and 
two metal clips, looking like a leech.

He went into the front office and stood by the phone, 
beckoning me to follow. He picked up the receiver and 
dialed the number of the phone in the other room. Be
fore the phone could ring, he blew the key of C into 
his mouthpiece, from a dime-store harmonica. There 
was a click. The phone in the other room was “on."

He handed me the receiver and went back into the 
other room. Walking ground the phone, he talked in a 
normal voice. From every corner of the room I could 
hear his words as if the mouthpiece on the other phone 
was a microphone.

The telephone had not been taken off the hook.
It had not rung.

. “It’ll work from any part of the country that has 
direct dialing," he said. “Even as far away as Hawaii."

Senator Edward V. Long (D-Mo.), chairman of a 
subcommittee which has been studying electronic 
snooping in the U.S. since last February, had Mittle
man appear as a witness before the subcommittee. He 
told them that he sells the “bug" for $400. Chief Coun
sel Bernard Fensterwald Jr. of the committee asked 
Mittleman if he sells it to anyone who wants to buy it.

“To the best of my knowledge I have—well, I would 
sell it to anyone who wanted to buy it unless I had a 
specific reason for not doing so," Mittleman said. “If I 
thought—if I had reason to believe—it was going to 
be used for nefarious purposes I would think twice be
fore I would make such a transaction."

Mittleman demonstrated another device which has 
more potential for nefarious purposes. He makes this 
one too. It’s an electrode which attaches to the body 
beneath a subject’s clothing and picks up electrical 
impulses, such as Morse code, from a battery-operated 
hand set many yards away. Fensterwald asked him, 
“Could you tell me if this is used by gamblers, by any 
chance?” Mittleman answered, “It is."

Mittleman’s card reads, “Electronic Equipment Built 
To Order." He told me he’d gotten his start in this 
field many years ago when a customer came to his 
electronics shop and asked for a specially-built gadget, 
similar to the one just described. His reputation has 
spread in wide circles since then.

The subcommittee asked him how many of the har
monica bugs he'd sold to date.

“I don’t believe I have made more than a dozen alto
gether," he said. It was still “under development" at 
that time.

“Could you tell us who your customers are?” Fen
sterwald asked.
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“I would prefer not to, sir," Mittleman answered. 
There are at least a dozen of the bugs in public serv

ice, as of now, and only Mittleman, if anybody, knows 
who has them.

Representative Cornelius E. Gallagher (D-NJ), who 
has been conducting a similar snooping investigation 
in the House, said at the time that he called for the 
investigation:

“Snooping devices have even entered the mass mar
ket. They are advertised in the mail order sections of 
major newspapers and magazines, and can even be 
purchased with a Diner’s Club card. These advertise
ments, in some cases, gleefully invite the public to join 
in the ‘great game’ of snooping on your neighbors, 
your friends and others. Sometimes the sales talk is 
even directed to children.”

In Manhattan, I went into a shop on Park Avenue 
and could have bought for $18.95 (over the counter or 
through the mail) a portable, disk eavesdropper called 
“The Snooper." Advertised in a metropolitan Sunday 
paper, it claims amplification of sound 1,000 times, at 
a distance of 500 feet and more. “Just think of the ways 
you can use this," the ad said. “The best part: a tape 
recorder can be plugged in."

Available at $39.95 from the same company is “A 
Professional Miniature Investigator’s Recorder” with 
a “secret tie-clip microphone” which claims a range 
beyond 35 feet. “Attaches instantly to any phone."

Three blocks away, on 35th Street, a “tele-tronics" 
store sells The Snooper (called “The Big Ear" in this 
store) for $14.95, and a recorder in an attache case 
which turns itself on at the presence of sound (“Starts 
when phone calls starts, stops when receiver is re
turned") for $299. A wireless pocket mike can be had 
for an additonal $48.95, which allows the user to record 
conversations 100 feet away from the recorder. And a 
small, suction-cup transmitter to stick onto the bottom 
of a telephone, and hook into a tape recorder, can be 
bought for $5.95.

There were more-sophisticated gimmicks demon
strated at the long subcommittee hearing. A San Fran
cisco private detective, Harold K. Lipset, demonstrated 
a transistorized mike so small that it was hidden in
side an olive, with the pimento stuffed back in. The 
olive was in a martini glass. Lipset said that with a 
toothpick for an antennae, the mike would transmit 
even under gin and vermouth.

“Then I heard (he voice from the second 
booth say: ‘The marketing plans, please.’
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Other grape-pit-size transistor mikes have become 
available as the space age has developed, some from 
Japan for as little as $14. Private detectives specializ
ing in divorce cases use one which can be secreted in 
a man’s food.

When he swallows it, the warmth of the man’s stom
ach powers it, and it emits a high-frequency beep 
which can be picked up on a receiver 300 feet away. 
Another pill, with a different beep, is secreted in the 
food of his suspected mistress. If the operative hears 
the two beeps together coming from the same room, he 
knows the two are making more than beautiful music 
together.

The last two devices are operated by tiny mikes that 
work on radio waves, rather than wires. The radio 
mikes, theoretically, arc under the “control” of the 
Federal Communications Commission.

Bowing to recent pressure, the FCC has announced 
a directive that outlaws as of April 8 the use of all 
such radio transmission gear for eavesdropping, ex
cept when used by law officers.

But the more important question of what can be 
done about devices which rely on telephone transmis
sion is as yet unanswered because it is out of the FCC’s 
jurisdiction.

The Mosler Research Products Company, a division 
of the Mosler Safe Company, with offices in Danbury, 
Conn, and Washintgon, D.C., does about $60,000 worth 
of business a year in equipment which alldws persons 
to snoop on the cops—to follow their movements and 
detect the presence of their guns and bugging equip
ment.

The company insists in their catalog that the equip
ment is “for sale at this time to qualified federal, state, 
and municipal agencies only and licensed investigative 
agencies,” but one doesn’t have to be clairvoyant to 
realize that these things are available “for rent” by 
wealthy clients from private detective agencies, or that 
mobsters with police connections can “borrow” them 
from police departments.

Some gadgets available from the Mosler Company 
include “a miniature mine detector for locating metal 
objects such as microphones and weapons,” at $75, and 
an “anti-intrusion kit” in an attache case for $435 
which allows the user to “sweep” a room and “safe
guard against secret monitoring of verbal communica
tion.”

Ralph V. Ward, vice president of the company, was 
asked by Fensterwald, “And of course, you have no 
control over the gear once it has been sold. You don’t 
know into whose hands that'might come thereafter?”

“That is correct,” Ward answered.
Fensterwald asked private detective Lipsct about the 

availability of these items “to the criminal element.”
"I would say that every device that you have seen to

day . . . all or some type of them are available to any
one who has the purchase price.” Lipset said. “They 
are in magazines. You have some blowups ( on the com
mittee-room wall] of some national magazines that go 
out all over the country in which people are invited to 
write in for just a few dollars and mystify their 
friends at parties by being able to play back their tele
phone conversations.”

This writer conducted a random sample of half a 
dozen electronics, he-man, hush-hush and love-confes
sions magazines and turned up these ads: “A pretty 
sly little gadget (Think of the fun to be had with this
10

one!)” records phone conversations without lifting up 
the receiver; a cigaret-pack mike to pick up conversa
tions 40 feet away and relay them to a recorder an
other 200 feet away; an interceptor which attaches to 
a car radio and monitors police calls and patrol-car 
movements; instructions for building a gadget to “hear 
whispered secret conversations through solid walls”; 
formulas for making one-way glass and two-way mir
rors; X-Ray Binoculars, a Secret Spy Scope, a Minia
ture Spy Camera and an “Amazing U-2 Spy Plane” 
which flies 100 feet up and takes surveillance pictures 
on electronic impulse.

As one ad said, “More and more of the electronic 
devices designed for military use are being made avail
able to civilians.” The gadgets are being used, and 
proof can be seen in a random sampling of newspaper 
clippings over the past few years:

A president of Schenley Distillery found a bug in his 
home in Miami prior to a high-level stock conference; 
an attorney in Washington, D.C., to represent an out- 
of-state gas company in a multi-million-dollar govern
ment contract, found a bug in his hotel room; a union 
official testified in Washington that a near-by phone 
company was using mikes in desk calendars to keep 
tabs on the employees; a woman in Pennsylvania heard 
her living room conversations being transmitted over a 
special radio frequency—it was reported later that her 
estranged husband had hidden a gadget in a lamp base; 
three Massachusetts private school students bugged 
their headmaster’s quarters and played the tapes at 
parties.

A private detective from Pittsburgh, in Mittleman’s 
office to buy equipment at the time I was there, said he 
feels that most reputable private detective agencies op
pose the indiscriminate use of electronic gear by the 
public. But, he said, “Let’s face it. These things have 
their uses. As long as people are going to misbehave, 
these things are a damned good tool and they’re neces
sary.”

The necessity, though, isn’t unanimously agreed up
on, even in the industry. Sholly Kagan, a manufacturer 
from Belmont, Mass., told the subcommittee:

“Apart from being a member of an industry, I am 
also a citizen who has a little bit more information 
about the use and the potential use of this kind of 
equipment. . . . [Our company] feels rather strongly 
that laws are needed to protect the people from unwar
ranted use of this equipment. This is another case of 
a human need developing a new technology which, in 
turn, is rather more potent than our means for con
trolling it at the moment.”

I had a rare occasion just a week ago to experience 
the feeling of using Mittleman’s harmonica bug. The 
phone company had no explanation for the occurrence, 
but I picked up my phone to make a call and found that 
I had a dead line. I was about to depress the receiver 
button when I heard a voice at the other end.

I listened closely and could hear a woman in the 
background talking to two children, just as if they 
were all in my apartment. She was telling them they 
could watch the Mickey Mouse show at 5:30, a few 
minutes away. Then she called down to a delivery boy 
and gave her name and apartment number. The deliv
ery boy came and went, the kids turned on the Mickey 
Mouse show and I went on about my business.

It was a strange feeling of power. . . .
The Realist
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Tales o f (Paul) Hoffman
In the midst of the current furor about free press v. 

fair trial, U.S. Attorney General Nicholas de B. Katzen- 
bach promulgated a new policy concerning the infor
mation Federal prosecutors and Federal agents could 
release to the press. These rules, the Attorney General 
explained, were designed to insure a fair trial for every 
defendant.

Henceforth, he said, Justice Department officials 
could give out only a defendant's pedigree (name, age, 
address, occupation), the circumstances of his arrest 
and the nature of the charges against him—strictly as 
spelled out in the indictment or complaint.

No evidentiary material could be released, particu
larly not the fact that a suspect had confessed—though, 
presumably, prosecutors were free to continue to recite 
the old euphemism, “The prisoner made a statement."

Above all, no mention could be made of a suspect’s 
criminal record or criminal connections. No longer 
could prosecutors tell an eager press and an avid public 
that the suspect was “an ex-convict with a record as 
long as your right arm," or describe him as a “mad-dog 
killer” or a “high Mafia official.”

Now, there have been some celebrated crimes—and 
celebrated criminals—throughout history. And these, 
in turn, have received their due extensive coverage in 
the press. It’s interesting to speculate on what this 
crime coverage of the past would have been like had 
Katzenbach’s rules been in effect then. So, return with 
us now to those thrilling days of yesteryear. . . .

Chicago—Alfonsc Capone, the noted Italian-Ameri- 
can businessman and civic leader, was arrested today 
on charges of income tax evasion.

/ Mr. Capone was held for arraignment in Federal 
District Court.

The government alleged that Mr. Capone failed to 
report his earnings, among other things, from some 
reputedly highly profitable importing ventures.

Regarding distribution of this imported merchan
dise, the government charged, Mr. Capone managed to 
overcome stiff competition to achieve a monopoly of the 
industry in the Chicago area.

The same situation prevailed in distribution of Mr. 
Capone’s locally made products, the government said. 
On these he allegedly failed to report his earnings. 

Lizzie Borden, on alleged facts,
. Was charged with murder with an ax.
The state contends Miss Borden slew 
Her mother and her father, too.

TUCSON—John Dillingcr was arrested in a motel near 
here today on charges of violating his Indiana parole.*

The Hoosier was surprised by local deputies and 
made no resistance.

Mr. Dillinger is reportedly well known in Midwestern 
banking circles, and authorities from several jurisdic
tions in that area were reported en route to question 
him about recent withdrawals.

Several of Mr. Dillinger’s business associates were 
also apprehended. . . .

And it came to pass, the Lord allegeth, when they
•Let Mr. Katzenbach try to frame a rule for announcing an 
arrest on this charge without disclosing a prior criminal 
record.
14

were in the field that Cain rose up against Abel his 
brother, and slew him. And the Lord said unto Cain, 
Where is Abel thy brother? And Cain madeth a state
ment unto the Authority. . . .
Hoffman's Law of Relafivify

“Some gall,” you might think on reading the title. 
Einstein offered only a theory; this guy comes up with 
a full-fledged law. Well, it’s not yet a law, but it will 
be with your help. Not an immutable principle of nat
ural science, but a legal law like Taft-Hartley, Medi
care, or a don’t-spit-on-the-sidewalk ordinance.

Hoffman’s Law of Relativity is the solution to a 
growing problem, observable by anyone who casts even 
a passing glance at contemporary government. Every 
Tom, Dick and Harry in politics today is named 
Junior. The butcher, the baker, the candlestick maker, 
and all their offspring no longer stand a chance even 
of running for office. The relatives have taken over.

Relatives of whom? Of those who are already in—or 
who have held office before. So many of them that poli
tics in these United States has virtually become a fam
ily enterprise, a closed corporation, a new aristocracy, 
so to speak.

As I write, the contenders are lining up for a special 
Congressional election in my district. The most promi
nent Democrat under consideration is Orin Lehman, 
the great-nephew of a former governor and senator 
from this state. Among the leading Republican possi
bilities are Philip Wilkie and Eric Javits, respectively, 
the son of a former GOP Presidential candidate and 
the nephew of the present GOP Senator. Would any 
one of them be under consideration if he were named 
Jones or Ginsberg?

If we look at the leading lights of the past decade 
here in New York, what do we find? There’s ex-Mayor 
Robert F. Wagner Jr., son of a former senator; ex- 
Congressman Franklin D. Roosevelt Jr., son of a for
mer President; and Senator Robert F. Kennedy, broth
er of another President. Add to the list, former Gov
ernor Averell Harriman and Governor Nelson A. Rocke
feller, respectively, the son and grandson of two of the 
19th century’s leading robber barons. A guy named 
Smith doesn’t stand a chance—unless his father hap
pened to be Alfred Emanuel.

Nor is New York the only state where blood lines 
determine the voting line:

In Massachusetts, there’s Senator Edward M. Ken
nedy, the brother of the late President who was elected 
to the seat his brother once held; who defeated George 
Lodge, son of the man who had held the seat before 
John F. Kennedy; and who, prior to that, triumphed 
in the primary over Edward McCormick, the nephew 
of the Speaker of the House.

In Georgia, there’s Senator Herman Talmadge, son 
of a former governor.

In Louisiana, there’s Senator Russell Long, son 
of Huey and nephew of Earl, each a former governor.

In Maryland, there’s Senator Joseph Tydings, step
son of a predecessor.

In North Dakota, there’s Senator Quentin Burdick, 
son of the state’s former congressman.

In Virginia, there’s Senator Harry F. Byrd Jr., who 
stepped into the seat his father retired from.

In Arizona, there’s Congressman Morris Udall, who 
succeeded his brother.

In California, there’s retiring Congressman James
The Realist
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Roosevelt, another FDR offspring.
In Florida, there’s Miami Beach Mayor Elliott Roose

velt, still another.
In Ohio, last year’s Republican candidate for the Sen

ate seat once held by Mr. Republican, Robert A. Taft, 
was . . . you guessed it, Robert A. Taft, Jr.

And in Illinois, when the entire state legislature ran 
at-large last year, the leading Democrat was Adlai E. 
Stevenson III and the leading Republican was Earl 
Eisenhower.

Nor should we forget the chap named John F. Ken
nedy who was elected State Treasurer of Massachu
setts a few years back. He wasn’t the late President or 
even a relative, just a bloke with a fortuitous name 
that got tired of working in the Gillette razor blade 
factory but who seen his opportunities and took ’em.

Herein lies the problem. Voters know little about the 
candidates and next to nothing of their programs. But 
after 20 years of scanning newspaper headlines before 
they turn to the comics or sports pages, or a decade of 
watching the first five seconds of Huntley-Brinkley be
fore they flip the dial to a cowboy movie, they become 
familiar with a name. And when they walk into the 
voting booth and sec the name, say, “Kennedy,” they 
dutifully mark their X. Doesn’t matter if it’s the Presi
dent, his brothers or the garbage collector—the name 
rings a bell, the voter salivates and dutifully does his 
democratic duty.

If Robert F. Wagner III ever decides to run for office 
—and I have no doubt he will—there’ll still be bozos in 
Brooklyn and the Bronx who think they’ll be voting for- 
his grandfather.

All of this has wonderful advantages for the politi
cal parties. Why spend time, effort and money building 
up a new candidate when you can go on the market with 
an old, established product? Ergo, Hoffman’s Law of 
Relativity: “All candidates for any public elective office 
in the United States must be childless only sons.”

Admittedly, it’s a long-term solution, but in one or 
two generations we’d have the problem licked. And, 
aside from the solution it offers, it has advantages. 
First, it’s humane—it’s not a modest proposal for a 
Swiftian slaughter. Second, it would alleviate the pop
ulation explosion. Every mother who wants to see her 
son grow up to be President would make sure she has 
only one son . . . and once that childless only son be
came President, he’d set an example for the nation and 
the world to follow.

Give Jones a chance to fame, fortune and political 
power. Write your Congressman today and urge him 
to vote for Hoffman’s Law of Relativity.

I’m hoping for joint introduction from the junior 
Senators from New York and Massachusetts. After all, 
they’ve got good precedent for supporting such a 
statute.

Arthur Schlesingcr notes in his memoirs that in 1963 
the White House staff was speculating on the possi
bility of a coup in South Vietnam which would put an 
end to—can we call it the Nhu Deal?—the government 
of Diem, and Nhu, and all their sisters and their cou
sins and their aunts. Then the White House staff began
to speculate on the choice of a successor in Vietnam---
And the edict came down: “First of all, he should be 
an only child.”

So, you see. I have confidence that Hoffman’s Law of 
Relativity will be enacted. In the meantime, John-John 
has it made—if he stays celibate.
May 1966
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Frankie Go Home I
by Don Baumgart I

News item: Actor Frank Sinatra was “puzzled and 
upset” by the Mexican government’s decision to bar 
him from the country because of his latest movie, 
Marriage on the Rocks. The Mexican Interior Ministry 
said the film, a comedy about a couple getting a quickie 
divorce in a Mexican border town, was “clearly offen
sive and injurious to Mexico.”

You see, Frank, the Mexicans are a progressive peo
ple. Ten years ago there was widespread poverty, bad 
roads, crime and corruption. The quickest way for the 
government to change all this was to adopt a national 
program of Selective Seeing.

Now, no one in a position to change things sees any
thing in need of remedy. As a result there is a lot of 
leftover money, and President Gustavo Diaz Ordaz can 
in clear conscience send 6,000 pesos ahead of him to 
San Miguel’s fireworks maker so there will be a big dis
play when he arrives in the village.

I saw the women and children roll up in blankets and 
lie down on San Miguel’s stone sidewalks later that 
night after the joyous fires had spent themselves and 
the people’s president had left his balcony, Frank. He 
had seen only the fireworks.

And I’ve seen the border towns. Hell, anybody knows 
you can buy a woman to disease your body. Or a picture 
of one to disease your mind—in El Paso they used to 
tell the funny story about the tourist who got in a 
Juarez taxi and wanted just to be driven somewhere.

I know you didn’t realize you were crusading. It 
wasn’t even you. A script writer needed a gimmick for 
the flick so he used an every-day-fact-of-life situation, 
the corrupt Mexican border town. Hell, Clyde, is it his 
fault he never heard of Selective Seeing?

So, for a while they practice Selective Hearing and 
you don’t get played on the few Mexico City stations 
that use gringo records. Don’t feel bad about your pic
ture being banned. Earlier this year I saw a hot re
lease: the first run of Elvis Presley’s second picture; 
so you are 10 to 12 years from a showing outside the 
capital anyhow. And they don’t want you. Think of 
what you’re missing: ,

The border officer who stamps your visa and turns 
you over to his buddy the car insurance salesman, and 
the luggage inspector and the car permit typist—both 
of whom must be bribed if you are going to enter the 
country.

If you had tried to bring a library of books in. they’d 
still be gathering storage charges as one writer’s books 
are doing in Laredo.

And you’d have been told it is necessary to hire a 
lawyer—Mexican, of course—bribe a few officials at the 
border and sign a false document or two.

And you’ll miss the opportunity of dropping in on a 
quaint Mexican town somewhere—anywhere—and see
ing the police arrest for drunkenness the exact number 
of Indios and poor farmers needed to sweep the streets 
the next morning.

You see, Fearless Leader, what you have done, in
advertently, is mention the corruption that is every
where in the government, and the truth is what is 
clearly offensive and injurious to Mexico.
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W A G N E R

Dialogue* of Luisa Sigeia, and with, 
finally, our intelligentsia anxiously 
awaiting a Swedish movie showing a 
woman copulating with a dog.

candy  is dandy , as the funny card 
says, “but sex has no calories.” Indeed. 
For has not the Supreme Court now 
sniffed in particular at “deviate” 
books, especially at sado-masochistic 
literature.

The whole thing becomes uncomfort
ably reminiscent of recent France, and 
of the misfortunes there of that porno 
publisher par excellence, poor Maurice 
Girodias, whom evei'yone is always de
riding but who made contemporary 
censorship look the fuzzy anachronism 
it is, and incidentally kept liquid a 
stable of harassed writers, like Terry 
Southern and Kit Logue, at a time 
when they were truly hung up for 
bread.

Last year de Gaulle’s mints struck a 
10 franc or two-buck piece (or coin), 
far too heavy for most modern pockets, 
but in exact reproduction of the same 
a century ago.

Gaullist France is just such a rep
lica of that Second Empire Zola flayed 
—with apparent prosperity and high 
living everywhere, rising prices, cor
ruption among Ministers via call girls 
(13,000 French chicks “vanish” into 
the maquerean rings each year), with 
a dissident and well-muzzled working 
class (total control) by the State of 
radio and TV), fear of the fuzz (that 
tragic legacy of Fascism), and the gen
eral reassuring mystique that the Em
peror will solve ail . . . with a shot of 
something called, in both cases, 
i,gloire.’>

And here the latest Supreme Court 
stuff on obscenity echoes on two scores.

First, the most dangerous publishing 
situation possible is that wherein a 
lack of precise determination in the 
courts — the recent finding baffling 
many lawyers—co-exists with a rigor 
of enforcement (Ginzburg's fiver).

Second, the invasion of semantics 
outside the book in connection with 
that same book’s intrinsic intention is 
going to set us back half a century. 
Such is what has happened in France.

Three factors have been at stake in 
the conversion of France into a cul
tural Ireland as regards sexually turn
ing-on literature, eventually resulting, 
of course, in the bum’s rush for Giro
dias (chiefly over de Sade), and result
ing, too, in the retirement from the 
field of a Chinese Belgian, Claude 
Tchou, who produced some of the most 
sumptuous erotology of our time, un
der subscription.

Tchou now devotes his “Cercle du 
Livre Precieux” to fine-binding proj
ects of recondite oddities, such as en- 
cyclopediae of witchcraft and the like.

For the identical "mauvais moeurs” 
laws were on the books years ago. In
16

1968 de Gaulle made them over, when 
he sailed into power alongside his cele
brated Grundy of a wife, the so-called 
“Tata” (or Auntie) Yvonne. These fac
tors were: (a) Yvonne; (b) pressure 
from the British Home Office; (c) an 
irritated awareness by the General 
that the outdated book form could still 
be a dangerous medium.

Until fairly recently Ministerial sup
pressions were mainly in the movies or 
TV—and if you had any difficulty over 
the politics of the thing, you simply 
clobbered all and sundry with Article 
14. This notorious catch-all specifically 
precludes (as the present Supreme 
Court ruling appears to preclude) the 
publicity of supposedly “licentious or 
pornographic” publications.

If a publisher is not allowed to tell 
the public of his wares, he might as 
well go home. The other direction, or 
misinsinuation, by our Court concerns 
sado-masochistic appeals.

Here the trouble is that no one 
knows what terms like this mean. 
There are State Penal Laws against 
sadism, the definiiton of which remains 
so (symptomatically) vague that a 
driver striking a child with his car can 
be dubbed a sadist. The vaguer the 
terminology the wider the boundaries, 
so that almost any social threat can be 
subsumed under something called sa
dism.

Unlike England, America does not 
seem to have been able to codify this 
cathection, and therefore it holds for 
us a much more irrational reverbera
tion. For one thing, it menaces the 
matriarchy.

So it is significant that despite the 
liberation of much literature of sexual 
trespass Swinburne’s whipping poems 
have still not appeared (and do not 
feature in Cecil Lang’s recent edition 
of that poet’s miscellanea), though 
Etheredge’s frank 17th century baw
dry was put out by the Princeton Uni
versity Press without a ripple of inter
est a year or so ago.

Swinburne’s poems are still what 
they were for Randolph Hughes, in his 
edition of Lesbia Brandon as far back 
as 1952, “unpublishable.” The Aubrey 
Beardsley/John Glassco Under the Hill 
is still, so far as I know, “unpublish
able” in the U.S., although it has pal
pable literary quality.

Here John Glassco’s attempt at a 
posthumous, critico-creative rehabilita
tion of Beardsley’s unfinished work, 
with its flagellantine baroque, is a val
id and even valuable literary form 
(and was fantastically over-subscribed 
when he wanted to sell off some copies 
from Canada recently).

The same should, in my opinion, be 
tried for Lesbia Brandon, in its pres
ent form a superb and utter failure; 
for Swinburne himself was too close to 
this subject, and its ancillary taboos, 
to free the text properly.

The endless drafts and corrected gal

leys, Involving some 20 years’ work, 
were still unable to render his vision 
of the real beauty of this particular 
psycho-sexual situation—involving, as 
it does, the idea of absolute power ex
erted on the one hand, and embraced 
on the other, as a form of love.

Nor has even the crassest of paper
back firms bothered to bring out Len- 
chen im Zuchthause, a truncated ver
sion of which (with a cover illustra
tion stolen from Odilon Redon) can be 
seen around occasionally as Nell in 
Bridewell.

And what of Grushenka? When a 
Paris firm called Oceanic recently is
sued in translation (sort of) a classic 
of sadism, Galding’s two pre-war vol
umes describing the trials and tribu
lations of Mabel Sunway (Le Disci
pline Amoureuse and L’Kducatrice Km- 
passionec), the opus was given a crisp
ly American baptism—By Erie Dexter.

No, we have had to -wait for The 
Story of O to get some artistic truth 
into this situation and, still and all, no 
reviewer I saw of this book could al
low sadism to be an enhancement of 
sex. Yet at least O was not called a 
parody.

For the Olympia list, now a matter 
of history, I suppose, failed signally 
in this- respect. Instead of truly “sadis
tic” pornos Maurice (simself wholly 
uninterested in the subject) supplied 
that brutality which is an ofay Mother- 
Technologoy's terror of sadism.

Thus one of his most prolific authors, 
Marcus Van Heller, issued a string of 
novels, all of which were painfully 
anal, but none of which had anything 
to do with sadism, in the proper sense 
—Kidnap, Terror, Nightmare.

Most of the sex scenes in these nov
els arc rapes, with women treated as 
animals. However, it could he said that 
the tortures that take place in some of 
these texts have been paralleled in real 
life; one of Van Heller’s titles con
cerns the Algerian underworld, but 
published OAS atrocities (cp. the case 
of Djamila Boupacha, the girl impaled 
on a bottle) exceed the fictional coun
terparts.

True sadism has nothing to do with 
the amount of pain inflicted. It is a 
manner, a style.

One strong Van Heller porno fea
tures a colored doctor working in the 
Notting Hill area of London, then be
set with race riots; failing to make his 
way against prejudice, this black Jack 
the Ripper starts slicing up his female 
patients. Another is a Spillane parody 
about a private eye hired to rescue a 
youth kidnapped by the Corsican un
derworld (reminiscent of the Peugeot 
case); he wins the confidence of the 
gang’s chief who then sodomizes a cap
tured girl repoi'ter (actually the detec
tive’s girl) before the latter’s eyes in 
order to test him.

For parenthetically it can be seen 
that the porno is properly “under-
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ground,” so that when it touches poli
tics it is on the "right” side, i.e., the 
left. This is not the case with the sexy 
book (by Spillane or whoever) which 
is generally conservative.

An Olypmia perennial called Lust by 
Count Palmiro Vicaron (Christopher 
Logue), a farcical murder mystery set 
mainly in Translavia with a long-eye- 
lashed nymphomane named Tanka, has 
needlessly prolonged passages aimed at 
the ruthless capitalism of a firm called 
Balme and Co. Such is not to be found 
in the kind of murder mystery Lust 
set out to parody.

There is, lastly, an innocuous and 
terribly repetitive scries of Olympia 
pornos for male masochists by Angela 
Pearson (a retired British Army 
officer).

Clara X’s There A Whip In My 
Valise concerns two hefty German girl 
hitch-hikers who thrash men who offer 
them rides, and has about as little to 
do with sadism as Van Heller’s murky 
tomes.

Whipsdom, by Greta X, begins prom
isingly in a British girls’ school (after 
all, a country grammar school head
master was found to be caning 18-year- 
old girl pupils there in 1964, the only 
subsequent court objection being that 
they were preliminarily bared) but the 
book tails off into ludicrous unreality 
as it removes to Germany.

Lash, by Ruth Lesse—the pseudo
nym here an unworthy Olympia pun, 
reminiscent of the new German pornos 
(cp. Feder Essee=fessee)—turns out 
to be more of the same.

The trouble was evidently a total 
lack of understanding of what sadism 
is, how it attains its affects (turns 
you on), and how it enhances love play 
and leads to love.

Note that nearly all these pornos 
mentioned presume to realism, so can
not slip out under the back' gate of 
parody — thus, on appearance Candy 
was labeled "sick sex” in Bowker’s 
governessy Publishers' Weekly who 
soon corrected their comments (after 
the sales?) to "a parody of the porno
graphic novel.” The genre is itself 
parodied on the Olympia list.

For the kind and number of lashes 
administered in Lash, say, the uninten
tionally comic props required by the 
verisimilitude (barbed corsets, and the 
like), are the subject of ridicule in 
Harriet Daimler’s brilliant and hilari
ous and yet turning-on satire The New 
Organization, one of the most original 
pornos of our time.

Again, this book feeds off literature, 
being an exacerbated lampoon of a 
work by de Sade; a group of four (to 
which the brother of the leading girl 
is added later, for the necessary in
cest) retire to an isolated country 
house and try to act out the master's 
directives. Impossible! Just not room! 
As Swinburne put it, de Sade lays on
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cut after cut but the "great lumbering 
Justine” moves him not an ell.

Olympia uncovered no one who un
derstood the sociology of the "perver
sion” like Pauline R£age, or even the 
utterly non-pornographic Fran?oisc 
dcs Ligneris, whose Fort Frederick I 
translated unnoticed here, and whose 
Psyche 59 (made into one of the worst 
movies ever) had charge after charge 
of true sadism without anything ap
proaching a brutal scene.

Swinburne, on the other hand, had 
the psychology of sadism but could not 
achieve the right stance; his obsession 
disallowed his art.

In conclusion, I might add that Giro- 
dias also seemed to turn his back on 
the matter by phony comc-on titles, 
like The Ordeal of the Hod or The 
Beaten and the. Hungry, both more or 
less "straight” all through. Actually, 
the heroine of the latter, Colette, even
tually takes to her dog, but such is t£ 
symbolize that in a world of fake, 
which has so much misused her, only 
animals are human, and know the 
meaning of things like loyalty.

The Ordeal of the Rod, by Bernard 
Burns, has one brief sadistic scene, 
right at the end, but that involves a

victim who contravenes the genre. Rod 
and Busy Bodies, by Ed Martin, will 
probably go down (where?) as the two 
funniest pornos Olympia or anyone 
ever did.

Busy Bodies deals with a number of 
ghosts who at the start can only mani
fest certain parts of their bodies at 
a time. The Ordeal of the Rod, though 
tragic at the close, is related to it since 
the owner of the rod in question (the 
conventional colossal phallus) is called 
Rodney Axel, and appears in Bodies.

Both are Casanova cathections, with 
prodigiously virile males, Martin’s 
book featuring one so endowed he 
finally finds happiness by marying a 
professional sword-swallower.

To see how misunderstood "sadism” 
is even by the intelligent in this coun
try (let alone by the cops), it is only 
necessary to take a glance at Edmund 
Wilson’s essays on do Sade, on Swin
burne’s recent letters, or even on Kip
ling. The subject seems to fascinate 
Wilson, but he is in this respect still 
in the last century, encumbered by 
distressing word fetichisms and other 
obvious vei*bal blocks.

It is but one step from this to call
ing sadists those nightly, unthinking 
Times Square drifters * (sorry, "devi
ates”).

The step after that is to point with 
a shudder at the sadist killer Heath, 
hung in England not long after the 
last war—though it is almost certain 
Heath exaggerated his proclivity in

the mistaken idea that it would get 
him off.

Further discrediting can be made 
via association of sadism with Nazi 
Germany though, in fact, true sadism 
has been the preserve of the democra
cies, it has been le vice anglais, of 
England, and Sweden.

In America sadism is the least rec
ognized and most anesthetized area of 
sex, and the most misunderstood. The 
porno serves the community by ex
pressing the unexpressed; such books 
are perfectly appropriate, social in
dices, pageants of the psyche. Thus in 
the last century, that age of The 
Great Family, incest was a threat, and 
so we had Byron and others boasting 
of this greatest crime against the 
family.

After all, de Sade could buy girls to 
beat. He couldn’t buy sisters.

Consequently, incest in his work is 
cxogamatic—it gives, or is charted to 
give, the highest charge. To contempo
rary Americans it barely rings a bell 
(finding its end as decoration to novels 
of the Deep Souf). There was no in
cest in Olympia’s pornos. The same 
with the vampiric blood-lettings that 
clot de Sadc’s work—such would only 
result in Bellevue today.

This is not so with sadism. It is still 
a taboo and a taboo that we desire to 
keep as such (Freud pointing out that 
all taboos are self-generative). When 
Pauvert brought out his only integral 
de Sade,* it went to the stake.

Better still, if you cast an eye at the 
outright fantasies of ponio publishing 
in America at the moment (and it is, 
of course, parody that will identify ex
tremity of situation), you will unearth 
almost everything but a true sadism.

Take the recent Lancer Books issue 
of The Man from O.R.G.Y. novels. As 
I write, there are six of these in print 
and I have a feeling, from some of the 
scenes (stuff in an airplane john, love 
on a mountain rope—both from The 
Real Gone Girls), that the author, "Ted 
Mark,” knows his Olympia fiction.

The O.R.G.Y. books feature a hero 
with a Ph.D. called Steve Victor who 
is investigating sex practices in and— 
chiefly—out of the United States. He

*The Grove Press edition is not "the 
first complete English translation of 
representative works by the Marquis 
de Sade.” A comparison of the Seaver/ 
Wainhousc Grove Press Justine with 
"an English Rendering” by Pieralcs- 
sandro Casavini. published by Olympia 
in 1953, shows the former to be a mod
ernized version of the latter. The "Cas
avini” trans., based on the 1791 text 
(and so acknowledged by Girodias who 
need not have bothered), has been the 
basis of a number of "abridged or 
bowdlerized paperback editions,” 
against which Grove enveigh. Why is a 
1950 "Soleil Noir” edition claimed as 
the original of the Justine trans. here, 
when the "compilers” (hah) used the 
celebrated Pauvert hexts for others?
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is, in short, a scxpert. The language 
throughout is euphemistic (“her tongue 
flicked at my manhood,” "the dark tri
angle of her womanhood was quiver
ing,” etc.), but the scenes are not.

In the kick-off volume, The Man 
From O.R.G.Y., there is s e x —on horse
back; French; d quatrc; and in groups.

The 9-Month Caper, the next in se
ries, starts with anal sex in Tokyo 
(irrelevantly aided with red powder), 
while The Real Cone Girls, a dismay
ing title, turns out to be a derriere 
book if ever there was one, Steve 
searching for a scar on a female but
tock; here there is love in a plaster 
cast (surprisingly fancy) and love atop 
the Eiffel Tower.

The Girl from Pussycat is a flagrant 
crib from Candy—the heroine’s name 
is Pennie Candy, she is throughout en
deavoring to lose her virginity—and it 
misfires badly, perhaps because you 
can't parody a parody. Whereas the 
spoof of Lawrence in the same book is 
much better, as is that of Hemingway 
in Gone Girls (“It was wonderful,” she 
granted. “But it is even better when 
thee joins thy obscenity to my obscen
ity and we obscenity and obscenity and 
obscenity.” “You’re fucking-ay-right it 
is!” I agreed).

Frankly I feel that the whole cul
tural mishmash of Ian Fleming, Betty 
Friedan and The Perfumed Garden 
was asking for this series; someone 
ought to review it, and doubtless will.

Yet, when all is said and done, the 
Bond-surrogate Steve Victor, pene
trating women in every conceivable 
position (as well as some non-conceiv- 
able or conceiving), pulling off G- 
strings wtih his teeth and ail that, is 
just another James Bond. That is to 
say, he stands in for good “healthy” 
normality—the greatest abnormality of 
all.

Apart from a mild lesbianic spank
ing in the first book, and a spot of 
silly masochism in the third, there is 
nothing in all this hectic kitsck re
motely resembling what moved Monek- 
ton Milnes, and of which Swinburne 
was the so woefully stammering 
spokesman.

And perhaps, after all, the aficiona
do would rather have it that way. For 
this exaggerated love play, calculated 
to lead to the love-act itself, is so mis
understood by our society it might as 
well be misnamed. The late Judge 
Jerome Frank put it better:

“Suppose it be argued that what
ever excited sexual longings might 
possibly pi-oduce sexual misconduct. 
That cannot suffice: Notoriously,
perfumes sometimes act as aphrodi
siacs, yet no one will suggest that 
therefore Congress may constitu
tionally legislate punishment for 
mailing perfumes. In truth, the 
stimuli to irregular conduct, by nor
mal men and women, may be almost 
anything. . .
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W I L S O N

tions into the cool darkness of dream.
SECOND CHORUS 

Why do the children scream 
What are the heaps they fight over 
those heaps with eyes and mouths

—Marat/Sade 
And we, we Hiroshima-makers, are 

now finally, more than 150 years after 
his death, tentatively beginning to look 
at the unexpurgated de Sade.

I dreamed I called Dwight Eisen
hower on the phone and asked him if 
de Sade should be banned.

“I don’t know,” he said. “I’ll have to 
ask Postmaster General Suinmerfield. 
If he says it’s a filthy book, then of 
course it should be banned. America 
must maintain its purity and its God- 
given heritage.”

And I dreamed I called him back two 
nights later and he had consulted with 
Sunnnerficld and the verdict was n.g. 
“Suinmerfield says dee Sayd was a 
pinko prevert.”

And the phone went dead with a sud
den dull click like the last sound Hem- 
mingway heard when he put the gun 
to his head and said, ah, shit, now, not 
any other minute but this minute, 
right 7low.

THIRD CHORUS 
. . . and as if I were a naughy little 
boy, the idea is to spank me into good 
behavior? —Sade

Prof. B. F. Skinner of Harvard, ripe 
with years and wisdom, rich with de
grees and honors, says that a world 
without punishment is operationally 
conceivable. That is, speaking as a 
scientific psychologist, Skinner does not 
know of any behavior that can’t be 
increased or decreased without the use 
of punishment.

Desirable behavior (from your point 
of view, whatever your point of view 
is) ?—reinforce it through a system of 
rewards. It will increase.

Undesirable behavior (again, from 
whatever your point of view is)?— 
no need to punish it; just reinforce in
compatible behavior, again through a 
system of rewards. The incompatible 
behavior will increase, and the “unde
sirable” behavior will decrease.

Simple as a proof in geometry.
But there is something in mankind 

which profoundly resents Prof. Skin
ner and his rationalism and his tech
nology and his simplicity. The name of 
that something is the name of the di
vine Marquis, Donatien Alphonse 
Francois do Sade.

I dreamed 1 called J. Edgar Hoover 
on the phone and asked him, hey, dig, 
man, what do you think of a world 
without punishment?

“(Get a tap on this line,)” he said 
away from the phone, “(I got a pinko 
bleeding heart here.)”

“I’ll tell you, sir,” he said, “we are 
just a fact-finding agency; we don’t 
draw any conclusions. But I Will Say 
This! There Is Only One Language the 
Godless Communists Understand And 
That Is The Language of Superior 
Power.”

But, but—I cried—can you put the 
whole world over your lap and spank 
it?

" I f the world had one ass, you can 
be sure we would,” he said. “As it is, 
the spankings will have to be adminis
tered jointly and severally.”

And the line went dead with an 
empty click, like a whip being pulled 
from its sheath and flicked, testingly, 
in the air.

FOURTH CHORUS
Marat
these cells of the inner self 
are worse than the deepest stone

dungeon 
and as long as they are locked 
all your revolution remains 
only a prison mutiny 
to be put down 
by corrupted fellow prisoners

—Marat/Sade
Eventually we begin to realize that 

Sade has never been understood. He 
cried out for liberty, and we accuse 
him of being a forerunner of Hitler.
He dreamed of a world without pun
ishment, and we attribute brutality to 
him. He spoke for the spirit of love, 
and we project every viciousness onto 
him.

We are afraid of being seduced by • 
him, we Hiroshima-makers.

He showed us our own face in a mir
ror and we have screamed for 150 
years that it was his face.

Nothing could be more explicit than 
his actual words:

Laws should be “flexible,” “mild” 
and “few” (Sade, p 310).

We must “get rid forever of the 
atrocity of capital punishment” (Sade, 
p 310).

Women must be equal with men: 
“Must the diviner half of humankind 
he laden with irons by the other? Ah, 
break those irons, Nature wills it” 
(Sade, p 322).

Property should cease to be monopo
lized by a few (Sade, p 313-314).

The present system of property-and- 
power rests on “submission of the peo
ple . . . due to . . . violence and the 
frequent use of torture” (Sade, p. 11).

He gave up his post as magistrate 
rather than administer capital punish
ment—“They wanted me to commit an 
inhumane act. I have never wanted to” 
(Sade, p. 29).

His principles are, as he says, quite 
correctly, not those that lead to tyran
ny but “principles to whose expression 
and realization the infamous despotism 
of tyrants has l>een opposed for un
counted centuries” (Sade, p. 311).
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Even against the clergy, he main
tains a solidly libertarian position: “I 
do not, however, propose either mas
sacres or expulsions. Such dreadful 
things have no place in the enlightened 
mind. No, do not assassinate at all, do 
not expel at all. . . . Let us reserve the 
employment of force for the idols; 
ridicule alone will suffice for those who 
serve them” (Sade, p. 306).

But these words are ignored. Be
cause he committed one crime—the 
crime of reporting accurately the se
cret day-dreams and longings of the 
psyche of men and women in this civili
zation, men and women reared in the 
crucible of authority-and-submission, 
discipline-and-punishment — he has 
been portrayed as the endorser of these 
extremities.

More truly than Flaubert said “Je 
suis Bovary,” Sade could have said 
(did say, for those who read between 
the lines), ‘‘Je suis Justine.” It is his 
voice that cries out continually in Jus
tine’s speeches, “Oh, monsters, is re

morse dead in you?” Just as it is his 
voce, undeniably, in the “Dialogue Be
tween a Priest and a Dying Man” 
which says simply, “Reason, sir—yes, 
our reason alone should warn us that 
harm done our fellows can never bring 
happiness to us . . . and you need nei
ther god nor religion to subscribe to 
[it]” (Sade, p. 174.)

I dreamed I called Jesus Christ on 
the phone and asked him, say, Man, 
did you really forgive them for they 
knew not what they did?

“Verily, verily, I say unto you,” he 
replied, “I made my position on au
thority-and-submission as clear as I 
could: ‘You know that the princes of 
the Gentiles exercise dominion over 
them, and they that are great exercise 
authority upon them. But it shall not 
be so among you.'—Matt. 20, 25. 
‘Every kingdom divided against itself 
is brought to desolation.’—Matt 12, 
25. ‘If the blind lead the blind, both 
shall fall into the ditch.’—Matt. 15, 14. 
‘For they bind heavy burdens and 
grievous to be borne, and lay them up
on men’s shoulders; but they them
selves will not move them with one of 
their fingers.’—Matt. 23, 4. They be 
blind leaders of the blind, baby, and 
mechanical laws of punishment-and- 
conditioning lead them in little grooves 
of robot-life.”

But, but—I protested—is there any
thing outside conditioned behavior? Is 
there a real freedom, Man? Is there?

“Find the place where Sade and I 
agree,” he said, “and there you will
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find the beginning of a definition of 
liberty.”

And the line went dead with a sud
den click like the sound of a bedroom 
door closing as a little boy is pushed 
outside.

FIFTH CHORUS 
“They declaim against the passions 
without bothering to sec that it is from 
their flame philosophy lights its torch.”

—Sade
The Castle, somebody pointed out, is 

a Sadean novel: Kafka’s scene is a 
typical lair of Sadean monsters lying 
in wait for the innocent traveler. The 
Trial is even more Sadean, I would ar
gue, because the two thugs who haul 
Joseph K. off to an empty lot to slit his 
throat “like a dog” are, like Sade’s 
images, revelations of the reality of 
our civiliation. Capital punishment 
presented as a more nudely naked 
lunch than even Burroughs has fed us.

What happens to Joseph K., what 
happens to Justine, are very slight dis
tortions* of what happens to each man, 
each woman, in a society based on au
thority-and-submission.

What Sade saw—what Marat did 
not see—the hidden meaning of Peter 
Weiss’s noisy and Sophoclcan circus of 
a play—is that Man as we know him, 
Man in historical time, is entirely the 
product of punishment. That punish
ment defines his character, contours 
and structures his character, is his 
character. That sado-masochism is not 
a perversion, or a “way of life,” but 
the meaning of our civilization.

Sade’s drive for liberty—i.c., his at
tempt to understand himself—led him 
to the scene in the brothel in which he 
buggered and was buggered, whipped 
and was whipped. That scene, and the 
seven years imprisonment it cost him, 
has given his name to perversion, and 
yet one feels there has been a mistake 
somewhere, Sadeanism isn’t Sadism, 
the two forces met head-on, but Sade 
was going in one direction and the true 
Sadist is going in the other.

Open any schlock newspaper and 
read the personal ads in which S-M 
people grope for each other: “Docile 
young man seeks woman experienced 
in discipline. . “Male, interested in 
leather and uniforms, seeks male of 
dominant disposition . . .” “Interested 
in leather on women. . . .”

But this is not Sade’s direction, my 
God. it is the direction of General 
Hershey and LBJ; it is the direction 
of our civilization; it is the essense of

•“Two of the commonest types of 
hallucinations are the obscene eoithet 
and the deadly injunction. Both the 
acusation ‘You are homosexual!’ and 
the command ‘You must kill him!’ may 
be safely regarded as revived and not 
very much distorted memories of par
ental utterances.” TransactionaJ An
alysis in Psychotherapy, bv Eric 
Berne, Grove, 1961 (italics added).

our civilization, dragged out into hide
ous visibility. Uniforms and discipline. 
“Kill for freedom, kill for peace, kill 
Vietnamese, kill, kill, kill!” The hal
lucinatory parental voice that says 
“You are homosexual” and "You must 
kill him.” Uniforms and discipline. The 
blind leading the blind.

Albert Ellis is more general than Dr. 
Berne. According to Dr. Ellis, in a lec
ture at the N.Y. General Semantics 
Society, most neurotics—i.e.,. most civi
lized people—go around with a little 
internal voice saying “You are a no
good shit.” (“You are homosexual,” 
“You are a coward,” and “You are a 
helpless neurotic” arc only three vari
ations on the main theme. The main 
theme is always “You are a no-good 
shit.”)

Eric Frank Russell, the science-fic
tion writer, propounded a riddle once: 
“If everybody hates war, why do wars 
keep on happening?” Remember the 
S-M ads: “seeks discipline,” “seeks 
uniforms,” “seeks leather and rubber.”

Authority-and-submission is the chief 
structural fact about feudal, capitalist 
and socialist society. Punishment-and- 
obediencc is the defining gesture, as 
Stanislavsky would call it, of such so
cieties. To illustrate it in one flash: 
Orwell's “boot stamping on the human 
face forever.” And that is de Sade’s 
theme, always.

I dreamed I called Fulton Sheen on 
the phone and asked him, I read in 
your column that “A child needs a pat 
on the back to encourage him—provid
ed it is applied hard enough, low 
enough and often enough.” You believe 
that crap, man?

“Without discipline,” he intoned, 
“our whole civilization would fall into 
anarchy. ‘I will chastize him with my 
rod,’ says the Good Book.”

But, but, man—I protested—you’re 
supposed, to be anti-sex. Don’t you 
know some cats get their rocks off that 
way? Ain’t you read about spanking 
orgies and people coming in their pants 
during it? Ain’t you against anybody 
coming, ever, anywhere, anytime, in 
any way?

“Argggh!” he said, like the dying 
villain of a comic book, and I couldn’t 
tell if he was having an orgasm or a 
heart attack.

The line went dead with a weird 
click like a bomb-bay door opening to 
drop Rita Hayworth’s picture (Gilda, 
the whore, beckoning from her golden 
bed . . .) on little bronze heathens who 
didn’t believe in Jesus.

SIXTH CHORUS 
Marat
forget the rest 
there’s nothing else 
beyond the body

—Marat/Sade
So: after 150 years, we are 'ready 

to look do Sade in the face, eyeball to 
eyeball. He comes on, always, like a
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Zen Master, shouting right into our 
ears: “Tyranny or Anarchy—you must 
choose. Answer now!”

He was the first one mad enough 
and sane enough to accept the given, 
the immutible, to start from man-in
history rather than from man-in-theo
ry. Well, he says, man-in-history is 
not M. Rousseau’s “noble savage,” I 
even doubt that he is “inherently good,” 
but taking him as he is I still say: 
Freedom. He deserves liberty because 
nobody else is good enough to take it 
away from him.

He looked into anarchy, he looked 
past the voluntarily organized anarchy 
of Proudhon and Tolstoy, he looked 
into chaos itself, and he said, yes, even 
that, I will accept even that, before I 
will bend the knee to any Authority 
that claims to own me.

I dreamed I called LBJ on the phone 
and I said, look, man, you’re not taking 
my son for one of your damnfool wars.

“You are mistaken,” he said smooth
ly. "That boy is not your son. He be
longs to society and the State, and I 
am society and the State. I will take 
him anywhere I want, I will order him 
to do anything I care to have done, 
and I will shoot him if he disobeys.” 

But, but, man—I said—like, wow, 
man—do you think you own us?

“Read your law books, son,” he 
chuckled. “Ownership is the right ‘to 
use or abuse.’ ”

And the line went dead with a cold 
little click like an IBM machine punch
ing a hole in a card somewhere in the 
vast and infinite halls of bureaucracy.

SEVENTH CHORUS 
“Although the prodigious spectacle of 
folly we are facing here may be hor
rible, it is always interesting.” —Sade 

I called the world up on the tele
phone and I implored them:

How much of you belongs to the 
Combine? If they can take your money 
in taxes and your sons in wars, how do 
you differ from the cow who is milked 
or the pig who is eaten? Do you breed 
for them like a stallion in a pasture? 
Is the get of your loins theirs to dis
pose of? Even a no-good shit afraid 
that Daddy will come and slice it off 
has some rights, doesn’t he? Or does 
he? Is there any sacrifice you will not 
make? Is there any discipline you will 
not accept? Is there any order you will 
not obey? Is there any shit you will 
not eat?

Who got the Indian Sign on you? 
How did it start? At age 12, worrying 
that J. Edgar Hoover was watching 
you jack off through his Washington 
telescope? Was it the bogey-man they 
scared you with? “Don’t make dirty- 
dirty in your pants or ogres will come 
and eat you”? Circumcision the most 
cruel and inhuman attack on the geni
tal accepted by your doctors; why? 
Schedule feeding that fucked up the 
minds of a generation; why? Is that
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how they get the soldiers for their 
wars? The whip-and-belt boys, the uni- 
form-and-discipline boys, the Pentagon 
boys, all one big happy spanking-orgy?

And the operator said, “I’m sorry, 
sir. The world is not answering the 
phone anymore. It's watching televi
sion.”

And the line went dead with a loud 
and unearthly click like the sound of u 
boy pulling his zipper up when he 
hears Father’s footstep in the hall.

EIGHTH CHORUS 
A mad animal 
Man’s a mad animal 
I’m a thousand years old and in my

time
I’ve helped commit a million murders 

—Marat/Sade
Rita Hayworth’s picture on the 

Bomb.
What do we really want from them? 

What drove Garbo into hiding, Monroe 
into suicide, Lamaar into shoplifting, 
what struck Harlow down and sent 
Garland into the booze bottle?

And what happens in a Playboy 
Club?0 Have you stood there, like me, 
vodka-and-tonic in hand, looking down 
a bunny’s cleavage and thinking sud
denly of Lon Chaney as the Wolf-Man: 
“Even a man who is pure of heart/ 
And says his prayers by night/Can 
turn to a wolf when the wolfbane 
blooms/And the moon is full and 
bright. . . .” If you turned the fantasies 
of each person in the room onto the 
wall in LSD stereo what would it look 
like—a friendly little orgy, the Rape 
of the Sabine Women, or Mass Mur
der?

I dreamed I called a bunny on the 
phone and asked her, dig de Sade?

“But the most, darling,’’ she cooed.
But, but—I asked—what do you real

ly think of men?
“But, hon,” she said innocently, 

“what do cattle think of butchers?”
And the line went dead with an 

abrupt click like a diaphragm falling 
from a purse onto a cold metal floor.to

NINTH CHORUS 
“My neighbors’ passions frighten me 
infinitely less than do the law’s injus
tices, for my neighbors’ passions are 
contained by mine, whilst nothing 
checks the injustices of the law.”

—Sade
A civilization based on authority- 

and-submission is a civilization with
out the means of self-correction. Ef- 
fect.be communication flows only one 
way: from master-group to servile- 
group. Any cyberneticist knows that 
such a one-way communication chan
nel lacks feedback and cannot behave 
“intelligently.”

The epitome of authority-and-sub- 
mission is the Army, and the control- *

* Editor’s note: Robert Anton Wilson 
started working for Playboy magazine 
this month.

and-communication network of the 
Army has every defect a cyberneticist’s 
nightmare could conjure. Its typical 
patterns of behavior are immortalized 
in folklore as SNAFU (situation nor
mal—all fucked-up), FUBAR (fucked- 
up beyond all redemption) and TAR- 
FU (things are really fucked-up). In 
less extreme, but equally nosologic, 
form, these are the typical conditions 
of any authoritarian group, be it a 
corporation, a nation, a family, or a 
whole civilization.

Produhon was a great communica
tion analyst, born 100 years too soon 
to be understood. His system of volun
tary association (anarchy) is based on 
the simple communication principles 
that an authoritarian system means 
one-way communication, or stupidity, 
and a libertarian system means two- 
way communication, or rationality.

The essence of authority, as he saw, 
was Law—that is, fiat—that is, effec
tive communication running one way 
only. The essence of a libertarian sys
tem, as he also saw, was Contract— 
that is, mutual agreement—that is, ef
fective communication running both 
ways. (“Redundance of control” is the 
technical cybernetic phrase.)

Sade saw this, before Proudhon.
“The rule of law' is inferior to that of 
anarchy; the most obvious proof of 
what I assert is the fact that any gov
ernment is obliged to plunge itself in
to anarchy whenever it aspires to re
make its constitution. In order to abro
gate its former laws, it is compelled to 
establish a revolutionary regime in 
which there is no law; this regime 
finally gives birth to new laws, but 
this second state is necessarily less 
pure than the first, since it derives 
from it” (Sade, p. 4G).

The conflict, Marat/Sade (which 
should really be Marx/Sade, except 
that the ingenious Mr. Weiss was not 
quite ingenious enough to devise a his
torical conjunction between uncle Karl 
and the Marquis), is the conflict be
tween anarchy and tyranny. Sade, not 
Marat or Marx, is the true revolution
ary, for he aims at a world outside the 
crucible of punishment-and-submission, 
while they aim at a new world still 
within that crucible.

I dreamed I called Ignatz Mouse on 
the phone and asked, why do you al
ways throw bricks at Krazy Kat?

But Krazy answered instead and 
said, "Little Dahlink . . . he’s always 
faithful.”

And the line went dead with a dread
ful click like Captain Queeg rolling his 
little marbles together.

TENTH CHORUS 
The guilloline saves them from endless 

boredom
Gaily they offer their heads as if for 

coronation 
Is not that the pinnacle of perversion?

—M arat/S ade
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Ralph Nader writes incredulously, in 
his study of automobile safety, Unsafe 
at Any Speed, "If one were to attempt 
to produce a pedestrian-injuring mech
anism, the most theoretically efficient 
design would closely approach that of 
the front end of some present-day au
tomobiles.” Mr. Nader has never read 
Sadc. He takes this as an oversight on 
Detroit’s part.

1 dreamed I called Batman on the 
phone and asked, any truth in those 
rumors about you and Robin?

“Our relationship is 100% platonic,” 
he replied stiffly. “We sublimate. Why 
do you think we’re always out looking 
for ‘bad guys' that we can punish?”

And the line went dead with a quick 
click like handcuffs closing on a thin 
wrist forever.

ELEVENTH CHORUS 
“If you are timid enough to stop with

what is natural.
Nature will elude your grasp forever.”

—Sade
There is much sadism in popular cul

ture these days, but little Sadeanism. 
One rare example of Sadeanism is the 
old movie, The Most Dangerous Game, 
and another is Ken Kcsey’s novel, Otic 
Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest.

The heroes of both of these works 
are trapped in situations where supe
rior power seeks remorselessly to de
stroy them. Both heroes, pure Sadean- 
ists, acept the situation at once—with
out .complaining about its “immorality” 
or “injustice”—and set out systemati
cally and cold-hlbodedly to turn the 
tables.

This is the doctrine of the bandits in 
Justine—“Nature has caused us to be 
equals born, Theresc; if fate is pleased 
to upset the primary scheme of things, 
it is for us to correct its caprices” 
(Sadc, p. 481)—and the doctrine of 
Stirncritc anarchism. DcSade’s prolc- 

. tarian heroes, like the glorious anar
chist bandit Ravechel, believe instinc
tively that “crime alone opens to us 
the door to life” (Sade, p. 482).

To anyone who doesn’t like this doc
trine, Sade’s answer is blunt: “The 
callousness of the Rich legitimates the 
bad conduct of the Poor; let them open 
their purses to our needs. . . . We will 
be fools indeed to abstain from 
[crimes! when they can lessen the yoke 
wherewith their cruelty bears us down” 
(Sade, p. 481). This sounds horrible, it 
seems, only to those whose conscious 
or unconscious wish is to be oppressors. 
Sadcan man merely refuses to be op
pressed; he can only be killed, but 
"never subjugated.

I dreamed I called Adolf Hitler on 
the phone and asked him, What was 
your gimmick?

“They believed it was wiser to obey 
anyone, even me, than to risk anarchy,” 
he said with a ghoulish laugh.

And the line went dead with a sharp 
click like boot-heels snapped together.
May 1966

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

TWELFTH CHORUS 
I’nt a mad animal 
Prisons don’t help 
Chains don’t help 
I escape
through all the walls

—Marat/Sadc 
B. F. Skinner envisions a world with

out punishment. Nobody is interested.
Guns are now available—they are 

used in Africa by game wardens—that 
will stun without killing. Armed with 
these, an army could capture a town 
without shedding one drop of blood. 
Have you heard of any government 
plotting to wage its future wars with 
these guns?

Punishment, discipline, obedience— 
these are the keys to such mysteries, 
and to the mystery of war itself, and 
to all oddities of behavior in Man and 
the other domestic animals. Sade saw 
it, and was banned for 150 years. He 
saw the genital fever, the need for em
brace, dammed up at the center of 
man. Another reason he was banned.

The actors are going nuts playing 
in Marat/Sade. “There is not a single 
member of the cast who does not hate 
with a deep loathing every single per
formance he is required to do of this 
play,” says Ian Carmichael, who plays 
Marat. “It gets harder and harder,” 
says Patrick Magee, who plays Sade. 
So far, the company has had one case 
of acute depression, one fit of “raving 
screaming” after the show, one actor 
who almost lost control on stage 
(Dick Schaap, N.Y. Herald Tribune, 
March 4, “Inmates of the Asylum”).

I dreamed I called D.E.F. de Sade 
on the phone and asked him, “Jesus 
told me that he and you agree on at 
least one thing and it explains free
dom. What is that one thing?”

“Quite simple,” he replied, “don’t be 
afraid of the Cross. The fear of death 
is the beginning of slavery.”

And the line went dead with a tri
umphant click like a barred door fall
ing open.

HELLER
are imposed chiefly on the stupid, the 
careless, the poor, the unlucky and the 
innocent, they don't inspire the respect 
that old-time penalties did. Neither is 
their nature such that repetitions of 
crimes are made less likely.

Let's consider some of the punish
ments of former times, to see what’s 
missing from modern penalties. One of 
the striking features of bygone pun
ishments — aside from their joyous 
cruelty—was their functionality. They 
often did something to discourage 
crime in general, and specific crimes in 
particular, and to make the fruits of 
the crime less juicy.

In medieval Persia, for example, un
der Shah Sefi, one of the punishments 
dished out to smokers by a ruler more

concerned about their welfare than 
they themselves were, was a mouthful 
of molten lead. Whatever else we can 
say about the punishment, such a com
pulsory gargle was bound to make the 
taste of tobacco less satisfying.

In Russia, Peter the Great’s father 
ordered smokers’ noses cut off—a pun
ishment apt to make nicotine addicts, 
particularly those who liked to inhale, 
think seriously of switching to a more 
durable vice. Peter the Great encour
aged smoking, which shows how much 
opinions can differ.

In colonial America, scandalmongers 
and nags were introduced to the quiet
ing effect of the brank—an iron, some
times spiked bridle for the tongue that 
made speech even more intolerable 
than silence. Another functional pun
ishment used in those days was brand
ing. Criminals were branded on the 
hand, shoulder or face with a letter 
designating their crime — a warning 
that often made it possible for society, 
even one that couldn’t spell very well, 
to take necessary precautions as soon 
as a criminal made his appearance.

A famous bull of Pope Urban VIII 
(subsequent papal bull was not as fa
mous) forbade the use of tobacco in 
church, on pain of excommunication. 
This tended to eliminate smoking or 
churchgoing, and could be considered 
functional on either count.

During Anglo-Saxon times in Eng
land, criminals' forefingers were cut 
off, to make them as inexpert as honest 
men in the practice of their profession.

Under the Code of Hammurabi (1728- 
1686 B.C.), a physician who performed 
an operation unskillfully was subject 
to having both hands cut off. If this 
was done these days, with the same 
benefits extended to surgeons who per
form operations unnecessarily, so many 
patients’ lives would be saved that no 
doctor with his heart in the right place 
could possibly mind if his hands 
weren’t.

The Chinese had a code of laws at 
one time which prescribed different 
and appropriate punishments for dis
honest merchants, misinterpreting in
terpreters, disorderly women, and oth
er sad sacks of petty crime. If a pris
oner tried to escape, a wound was 
made on his leg and mortar applied as 
a styptic, making further attempts 
just too much bother.

In New England during the 17th 
century, a lazy man with an aversion 
for work was likely to be sold by the 
township to a master with a passion 
for it. The town’s right to sell a free 
man into service was hardly a legal 
one, but nobody worried too much 
about technicalities.

A genuine interest existed in former 
centuries not only in deterring crime, 
but in administering punishments es- 
theticallv appropriate to particular 
crimes. There was relatively little con-
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cern whether a man was guilty or 
innocent—the important thing was to 
get him to admit his guilt, so he could 
be punished.

Taking the Fifth, or standing on 
one’s civil rights, was of course un
heard of.

People who were not willing to an
swer incriminating questions in the 
affirmative were often put to the tor
ture, and when they had been given a 
taste of the wheel, the rack, or the 
Iron Maiden, they were soon willing 
to admit anything—even the truth. The 
urge to punish was so overwhelming, 
animals, insects, even inanimate ob
jects were subjected (during the Mid
dle Ages) to the majestic asininities 
of the Law.

No one who deplores the sad state 
of punishment these days can deny 
that its history is riddled with atrocity 
and injustice. A criminal in the Mid
dle Ages might be skinned alive—no 
pleasant matter on a cold day—then 
imputed on a stake and left to die. If 
she Wus a witch accused of causing 
the plague (something no modern 
witches can do—they’ve lost the touch), 
she might have her flesh torn oft' with 
pincers before she (or he) was merci
fully burned.

These were cruel times, and the au
thor is not urging a return to them. 
What he is suggesting, however, is 
that in getting awuy from the cruelty 
we have also abandoned the deterrence, 
and no satisfactory substitute has 
taken its place.

Perhaps it isn’t too late to rehabili
tate punishment. It may be possible to 
take the functional penalties of the 
f>ast, and convert them into forms that 
will be acceptable to the tender-hearted 
sadists of the present.

Take branding, for instance—a use
ful penalty in bygone times. These 
days, letters could be tatooed rather 
than branded on criminals’ hands. 
Think of how helpful the designation 
F  on a stranger’s hands would be, if 
he was asking you to cash a check.

Such tatoos would not be entirely 
pernicious for criminals, come to think 
of it. The letter P  tastefully inscribed 
on the hands of a prostitute, for in
stance, might prove very welcome o 
the girl, since it would reduce the so
liciting she has to engage in—always 
a risky business, in an age when police 
prefer to keep people moral rather 
than safe and don’t succeed in achiev
ing either. College students who have 
trouble getting sex (well, Kinsey said 
they do) would find it easier to locate 
a willing partner, even if she was too 
expensive to do business with.

The pillory would be great for slum 
landlords. This was a wooden frame, 
you may remember, with holes in it for 
an offender's head and hands to go 
through. It kept the victim inactive, 
and fun-loving passersby active.
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A landlord convicted of repeated 
housing violations could be set up in a 
comfortable pillory in front of one of 
his slum tenement properties. Tenants 
could come and dump garbage, and the 
contents of stulTed toilets, on the land
lord's head. Even assuming the deter
rent effect would not be grfcat—hard to 
believe for anyone who has ever caught 
a whiff of slum garbage—the pleasure 
given to long-deprived tenants, the 
brightening of joyless lives by such in
nocent delights, would make the busi
ness very much worth while.

Grafters responsible for keeping 
children in unsafe, rat-infested schools 
could be stewed in oil for a short time. 
Nothing so drastic as boiiiny them in 
oil would of course be resorted to. With 
gentle simmering under a low flame, 
taking care to stir from time to time, 
wouldn’t there be a good chance that 
at least some of them would become 
tender?

The Chinese water torture — the 
steady dripping of water on the fore
head—nothing so really terrible, unless 
prolonged—would be great for officials 
responsible for wasting water in cities 
where it is scarce. To avoid the addi
tional waste of fresh water, sewage 
drippings could be used.

One of the really great contributions 
of former times—punishment on sus
picion—could be profitably restored in 
our town. Under this procedure, a man 
caught in suspicious circumstances was 
punished, not As much as if his guilt 
had been proven, but enough. A 
Frenchman, for instance, who was 
merely suspected of setting fire to 
Boston in 1679, had his ears cut off, 
and was subjected to other penalties 
besides.

In our day, we could use the method 
for dealing with racketeers;—commonly 
invulnerable to punishment on other 
grounds. Persons suspected of being 
racketeers would be punished on sight. 
Functional punishments would include 
infecting the suspect with germs un
afraid to tangle with him. Leprosy 
germs, say, could be used if he was a 
suspected killer, and less hostile ones 
if he wasn’t.

On the spot injections would give the 
racketeer a disease not contagious 
enough to menace the community, but 
serious enough to retire him tempo
rarily or permanently from public serv
ice. Appeals to higher courts would be 
unnecessary, saving the racketeer time 
and money. Committees of citizens dis
tinguished for the quality of their sus
picions — people whose capacities for 
feeling suspicious were beyond suspi
cion—would see to it that a reasonable 
relationship was maintained between 
speculations and facts.

If an innocent racketeer got the 
treatment, why, this is the price that 
would have to be paid. U.S. Attorney 
General Katzenbach had something to

say along these lines not so long ago. 
Commenting on the acquittal of known 
murderers by Southern juries, Mr. K. 
said something like: “This is the price 
we have to pay for the jury system, 
and it isn’t excessive." Well now, if 
we pay so much and get so little, why 
not pay a little less, and get a lot 
more: a system really capable of deal
ing with racketeers?

Even when the crime was petty, by
gone ages favored the tailored physi
cal deterrent. In the days of Captain 
John Smith and Pocahontas, for in
stance, water was poured down the 
sleeves of Americans caught using pro
fanity.

Think of the effectiveness these days 
of physical deterrents against littering, 
if the penalty was stuffing garbage in
to a man’s shorts or his jock strap, or 
down a woman’s bra. Sparkling streets 
might even become possible—remotely 
possible, at any rate. Punishments 
could be imposed on the spot by police, 
or better yet, squads o f fearless litter 
maids, soundly motivated by civic vir
tue, high pay, desire for new contacts, 
and plenty of malice.

The ducking stoool — a contraption 
popular in the lGth century, used for 
ducking minor criminals and nuisances 
under water several times—would be 
great for industrial air polluters. Peo
ple who are making breathing increas
ingly difficult would be given a taste of 
what things will be like when breath
ing becomes impossible.

There are hopeful signs that punish
ment may make a comeback, and be
come variegated and effective once 
more. One straw in the wind: a South 
American police official who has a way 
with illegal parkers — he punctures 
their tires.

Finland in recent years has sen
tenced drunken drivers to work on air
ports. Even if the punishment doesn’t 
eliminate tipsy motoring, it’s great for 
keeping airport construction costs 
down.

When Premier Ky first took office in 
Saigon, he called in the city's 28 big
gest rice merchants and informed them 
that if prices didn’t go down, one of 
them would be chosen by lot and shot. 
Prices went down immediately. Think 
of how effectively Johnson could have 
dealt with a proposal to raise prices 
on the part of the steel industry if he 
had adopted a similar technique. It 
would certainly be a moment of inef
fable joy for LBJ when he faced an 
assemblage of steel tycoons and began: 
“Gentlemen, I’ve thought of something 
new. . . .”

Some day, perhaps, the pendulum will 
swing back, and effective deterrents 
will be in vogue again. It just doesn’t 
seem possible that such a great, whole
some vent for sadism should remain 
forever bottled up.
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Cambodians Into the Act
by George Merits

Nui Ba Dinh is a remote mountain-top U.S. Army 
Special Forces camp near the Cambodian border in the 
South Vietnamese III Corps area.

A soldier recently returned from several months of 
duty there described it^as a secure camp: “We’ve got 
all the possible avenues of approach covered by machine 
guns and mortars. The surrounding countryside is all 
VC. But we don’t bother them and they don’t bother 
us.”

Nui Ba Dinh can be reached only by helicopter. It is 
staffed by a reinforced Special Forces “A” Team— 
about 20 men—and by 125 Civilian Indigenous Defense 
Group mercenaries and their families.

The returned soldier showed some photographs of 
the grim little camp. “Here’s a sentry watching some 
South Vietnamese laborers flown in by the government 
to build up our perimeter. We had to keep them under 
guard because once one of them turned out to be a VC 
and he slit the throat of one of our Cambodians.”

Cambodians?
Yes, he explained, all the CIDG personnel at Nui Ba 

Dinh were Cambodians. They were being trained in 
guerrilla warfare by the Americans, he said, and one 
day would return to their native country and start an 
insurrection.

The soldier wasn’t used to making moral judgments 
about the war in Vietnam; he was trained in uncon
ventional warfare and to him it was the most natural, 
pragmatic thing in the world to train dissident Cam
bodians and try to subvert South Vietnam’s neutralist 
neighbor. Weren’t the Cambodians giving the Viet 
Cong sanctuary?

A press officer at the Cambodian Mission to the U.N. 
denied that any guerrillas had been infiltrated into his 
country from South Vietnam. He said that there had 
ben refugees from the war, but no guerrillas. “We have 
had no trouble,” he said.

He was wrong.
The Cambodians and Vietnamese are age-old enemies 

and on several well-publicized occasions South Vietna
mese troops have crossed the border and destroyed 
Cambodian villages, claiming Viet Cong guerrillas were 
hiding in them. Recently Cambodia recognized North 
Vietnam.

The Cambodian said his government “would not per
mit” Cambodian mercenaries to go to South Vietnam. 
He denied there were any dissident tribes or groups in 
Cambodia. He did, however, know the exact location of 
Nui Ba Dinh, although it is only one of perhaps hun
dreds of similar tiny encampments in South Vietnam.

Despite the denials, there is a dissident Cambodian 
group, the tiny Free Khmer or Khmer Serei movement. 
This is an unpopular band that opposes the “Royal 
Socialism” of Prince Sihanouk.

As far back as 1964, newspaper stories revealed the 
existence of the movement and reported that it oper
ated out of South Vietnam and Thailand. The Free 
Khmers restricted their activities to anti-government
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radio broadcasts beamed into Cambodia, the dispatches 
said.

According to both the returned soldier and to the 
Pentagon, the primary mission of Nui Ba Dinh is 
“radio relay.” An Army public information officer in 
the Pentagon declined to say where the signals were 
relayed. He said the camp was staffed by Special Forces 
troops and their “indigenous counterparts.”

He said he did not* know the racial or national com
position of the “indigenous counterparts,” but added 
that most CIDG units were composed of Mountagnards 
or Nungs—the two South Vietnamese racial minorities.

The soldier who had served at Nui Ba Dinh had no 
reason to lie about the Cambodians. The coincidence of 
the ’outpost’s "radio relay” mission and its proximity 
to the Cambodian border adds credence to his story.

He said that, to his knowledge, none of the Cambo
dians had been infiltrated back into their homeland.

If and when they are, they are likely to be quickly 
rounded up and wiped out. Sihanouk enjoys great popu
larity, and the Free Khmers—regardless of how well 
trained they are—will fail in their guerrilla operation 
because they will not have the support of the peasants.

All around Nui Ba Dinh live Viet Cong guerrillas, 
sheltered by the South Vietnamese peasants. The area 
is unsafe for “friendly forces,” who can cross it only 
in the air. The Saigon government exercises no control 
over the countryside. Yet at Nui Ba Dinh, the U.S. 
may well be training a minority Cambodian group to 
mount a guerrilla war against a popular government.

The lessons of the war in Vietnam are apparently 
being ignored at Nui Ba Dinh.

D U B O IS  W I L L  BEB OIS

(Continued from Back Cover) 
readers are opposed to the war in Vietnam—at least as 
it is presently being conducted. And each of us knows 
dozens, if not hundreds, of others similarly opposed 
with varying degrees of opposition—from thinking of 
LBJ with disgusted derision to being members of the 
Card-Burning Left.

Some of us may even know a gen-u-ine card-carry
ing Communist who is Taking Advantage of the Situa
tion and capitalizing on our monumental mistakes in 
Southeast Asia.

But does anyone know a sole Left-wing soul, no mat
ter how Extreme, who would even dream in a night
mare of calling a bereaved relative with either threats 
or abuse? 9

It has been the suspicion here for a long time that 
these methods of mass condemnation and intimidation 
are the Standard Conspiratorial Techniques of the 
Right—that the Right has been applying its methods 
themselves in order to discredit the Left, Peace Pro
tests and other Dissenters.

Thanks to the network hierarchy,10 Attorney Gen
eral Nicholas Katzcnbach, and the ever-effervescent 
Dick Nixon, the plots of Left and Right have finally 
been assigned to the proper perpetrators.
9New York Times, April 4, I960; Hanson W. Baldwin notes 
that many of the calls were made “in the vicinity” of Fort 
Bragg, N.C., Fort Penning, Ga., and the Naval Air Station, 
Lemoore, Calif. I doubt that n mbiyan of Left-Wing Nuts 
could be gathered from all of these places put together.
10 And to that handsome network junior executive who 
covertly cadged a copy of the memo—thanks, honey.
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DuBois Will BeBois
by Brenda Steucr

We would like to call attention to a Confidential In
ter-Office Directive distributed simultaneously to Eric 
Sevareid and Walter Cronkite at CBS, Chet Huntley & 
David Brinkley at NBC, and Howard K. Smith at ABC, 
on March 1, 1966. All three were frighteningly similar 
not only in tone, but in content. Following is a precis 
of the long, rambling memorandum:

“TO: (Name of Commentator)
FROM : (Name of Network President)
r e : Handling of new Subversive group
d a te : 2/28/66
"It has been brought to our attention by a highly- 

placed official of the Justice Department that there will 
probably be a spate of news material on the W. E. B. 
DuBois Clubs of America. The clubs are a Communist 
front, and through the efforts of Attorney General 
Katzenbach (on his petition to the Subversive Activi
ties Control Board) will be labelled as such on March 
4th. We have been fortunate on several counts:

“1. We have been advised prior to release .of the At
torney General's statement, so that we can make the 
necessary arrangements for coverage of the inevitable 
violence. (He suspects San Francisco and Brooklyn are 
the probable primary targets.)

“2. Former Vice President Richard Nixon has been 
in contact with the Justice Department and advised it 
that the Attorney General's statement will arouse the 
inevitable response of phone calls and letters, and that 
as a result of the pronunciation of the name as Doo 
Boys Clubs of America (eliminating W. E. B.) some of 
this response undoubtedly will be misdirected to The 
Boys Clubs o f America. This will give Mr. Nixon the 
opportunity to point out the depth of the conspiracy 
to mislead citizens by using names with close similarity 
to those of some of our most respected institutions. 
This is S.O.P. for the Communists. . . . | Here followed 
several paragraphs on the extent of such conspiracy.] 
Therefore, please make certain you and your staff uni
formly pronounce the name: Doo Bwak Clubs of 
America.”1

It happened just that way. On March 4th,2 * 4 exactly as 
predicted, Attorney General Katzenbach, having fin
ished his heroic task of prohibiting burial in Arlington 
Cemetery to a decorated World War II veteran who was 
an avowed Communist,2 was ready to undertake placing 
the DuBois Clubs of America on the Subversive List 
as a “Communist front.”

And it came to pass that the violence did indeed 
break out in San Francisco and in Brooklyn.

And, too, Mr. Nixon was able immediately to predi
cate an assault on the conspirators'1 who adopted the
1 There has been some talk in communication circles that 
Fred Friendly’s refusal to heed this directive was the un
derlying reason for his departure from CBS.
2 New York Times, March 5, 1966.
2 Rolmrt Thompson, New York Times, ibid.
4 The parents of W. E. B. DuBois arc fortunate in having
been deceased these many years, for they surely would have
been justifiably prosecuted for having the consummate
chutzpah to ̂ ave named their son with their surname.

name DuBois Clubs—since The Boys. Clubs of America 
had been inundated by obscene and threatening phone 
calls, threatening letters and bomb threats.5

Mr. Nixon can safely be classified Medium Right.6 He 
has dealt harshly, and with pasta-like precision, with 
those on the Rare Red Left and, unintentionally, those 
on the Burning Right.7

At the time of the attacks, verbal and physical, on 
the DuBois Clubs and The Boys Clubs, it had been too 
soon for the members of the Right Wing to have re
ceived proper directives (which would have included 
spelling and pronunciation) ; left on their own, they 
flailed out with unerring inaccuracy. Displaying their 
usual fearlessness and ferociousness (and revealing an 
incredible percentage o f hearing and/or speech disa
bilities) the Right instantly began the standard cam
paign of vitriolic abuse.

It is now the time to suggest the formation of large 
numbers of Communist front groups, using the stand
ard procedure of Titular Imitation. These organiza
tions would serve several purposes simultaneously and:

(a) Would enable Attv. Gen. Katzenbach to continue 
his courageous crusade investigating and labelling 
these groups and, in addition, would free Justice Dept, 
manpower from the onerous and obviously unproduc
tive duties of pursuing Race Discrimination, Union 
Corruption, Trusts & Monopolies, Oil Industry Power 
and Syndicated Crime.

(b) Would keep many, if not most, of our Radical 
Rightists busy harassing one another and others, and 
would prevent them from making obscene and threaten
ing phone calls to widows and mothers o f American 
boys who have fallen in Vietnam.8

For we all knew of the Communist conspiracy (espe
cially prevalent on the Card-Burning Left) to create 
confusion amongst patriots by careful selection of 
Front Names. But the Left has also been credited with 
the disgusting practice of harassing and threatening 
the poor bereaved relatives of Gls slain in Vietnam.

However, let us take as a premise that most Realist 
(Continued on Page 23)

5 New York Times, March 9, 1966.
6 Mr. Nixon denies membership in the Birch Society and 
The Klan, but endorses their methods as evidenced by his 
attacks upon the recipients (or intended recipients) of the 
calls and letters, rather than the perpetrators.
7 Those who burn crosses, kill a little and threaten a whole 
lot.
•s New York I*us\ Dec. 18, 1965; New York Times, March 
23, 1966.
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