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freethought criticism and satire

No. 43 35 C en ts
the magazine of 
blatant hypocrisy

an
impolite

interview
with
mort
sahl

Q. Say something—I just want to test the voice level 
on this machine.

A. All right—we’re making a test here. Stop the 
tests!

Q. Okay. You’ve been doing what you do for ten 
years now—

A. Christmas, it’ll be ten years.
Q. What changes have you noticed that have oc

curred during this time?
A. Well, it’s gone from children’s entertainment to 

adult education. •
Q. Do you want to expand on that?

(Continued on Page 17)
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editorial giggies
A Non-Obituary for the Living

Every time somebody asks, “What is the Realist’s 
point of view?”—or says, “You make fun of so many 
things it’s hard to tell what you’re for!”—I would be 
annoyed if I weren’t amused. I am writing this now 
only because I’ve just gotten a call informing me that 
a close friend died in an automobile accident. That this 
happened is the Realist’s point of view. Tom Lownes 
was only 29, a prizewinning reporter who had joined 
Playboy as an associate editor. But this isn’t a eulogy.
1 said the warm things I felt about Tom to him while 
he was alive. And that’s what the Realist is for.

The Ordeal of Summerlane Camp
JUL 13 1963

PAUL KRASSNER 
CARE OP THE REALIST 
225 LAFAYETTE ST NYK
YOUR TELEGRAM NIGHT LETTER JUL l lT H  TO GEORGE 
VON HILSHEIMER SUMMERLANE BOX 686 ROSMAN 
NORTH CAROLINA IS UNDELIVERED— UNABLE TO DELIVER 
DUE CAMP BEING CLOSED OUT ALL CAMPERS GONE 
PRESENT ADDRESS UNKNOWN

WESTERN UNION SERVICE BUREAU
The violence behind this telegram is described in a 

report elsewhere in this issue by George von Hils- 
heimer, director of the Realist-6ponsored Summerlane 
School & Camp, would-be American counterpart to 
A. S. N eill’s Summerhil! in England.

According to the UPI wire service report, “Sheriff 
C. R. McCall said the riot erupted by a report that 
Negro children were at the camp. . . . Mr. McCall, who 
arrived with his men several hours after the riot start
ed, said that local citizens had been 'brewing’ over 
Summerlane and finally took action when they thought 
it was integrated. He said that a small newspaper Tan 
irresponsible right-wing hate-sheet called The Herald 
o f Freedom1 distributed by camp members earlier in 
the week [it was distributed by the Rosman Chamber 
o f Commerce] helped precipitate the attack. He said: 
‘The newspaper said they believed in loving and living. 
It said they didn't believe in hiding their nakedness.’ ”

The actual quote from the camp brochure: “The 
staff’s role is to communicate, through the consistency 
of their living with the children, the values of love, 
openness, work, and joy. Since they are human, they 
arc not expected to hide their weaknesses [emphasis 
added] from the children. . . .  In short, Summerlane 
believes in teaching through living. We believe in living 
joy, freedom, creativity, exploration, work and love.”

The Saturday Review will no longer accept any ad
vertising by Summerlane. Why? Because the N.Y. 
Herald Tribune version of the story stated: “Rosman’s 
side was presented yesterday by the town mayor, 
Austin Hogsed. He said that a newspaper circulated 
among the Summerlane campers [a half-dozen copies 
of the Realist (issue #42) had been circulating among 
the counselors] justified some o f the Herald of Freedom 
charges. It had a sexual promiscuity theme and was 
‘unfit to be read by gentlemen,' he said. Sheriff McCall
2 „

agreed. The paper was atheistic and ‘we’re mostly Bap
tist and pretty serious about it,’ the sheriff said.”

And so it came to pass that a mob of serious Baptist 
gentlemen raped a children’s summer camp.

If some wealthy reader has $10,000 to spare, it 
would save the life of Summerlane School. In any case,
I will be emceeing a benefit concert—starring Orson 
Bean, Dick Gregory (if he isn’t in jail), Jean Shepherd 
and others—on Sunday evening, October 13th. Tickets 
will be available starting September 30th at the Town 
Hall box office, 113 W. 43 St. in New York City. Prices: 
Balcdny: $1.75, $2; Orchestra: $2.50, $3; Loge Boxes:
$3.50. For information, call CA 8-8967.

Incidentally, I’m blacklisted at Carnegie Hall. It’s 
odd, because they had no objection to me when I played 
the violin there, in a Little Lord Fauntleroy suit, at the 
age of 6. Really. In 1939. I was the youngest performer 
ever to appear at Carnegie Hall, and now they won’t 
even let me back on the stage. Oh, the price of in
famy. . . .
Sic Transit Ad Nauseam

It has become such a common selling technique to 
tie-in the sponsor's message with the regular program 
content that it sounded like a deliberate transition to 
the Horn & Hardart food commercial last month when 
a CBS newscaster began his report, “This morning a 
nun burned herself to death in the streets of . South 
Vietnam; we’ll be back with that story in a moment”
—followed immediately by:. “Are you planning an 
outdoor barbecue?”
How Yellow Was My Journalism

In issue #42, the Realist killed a longstanding rumor 
that the model on the cover of the January issue, of 
Harper’s Bazaar was really a man dressed as a woman.

“The model in question,” we wrote, “is indeed a 
woman—with a child to boot [which bit of information 
had come from photographer Richard Avedon’s secre
tary]—but the sheer believability of the item would 
seem to crystallize something significant about the dir- 
minishing differences in contemporary sex roles.”

Then an anonymous letter to the Realist’s editor 
arrived.

“Krassner,” it began, “you are a schmuck. The girl 
is a 24-year-old Brazilian, Jewish (out of Vassar, no 
less), childless, unmarried, at least as hip as you and 
making a cooler scene, for sure—and is 100% straight.
Also, fantastic enough looking in the flesh'to make your 
nuts fall off. Modeled for a couple of months and kicked 
it. Avedon, who is [libelous phrase edited out], pushed 
the picture for the cover over the horrored dismay of 
the chick in question. Very unpleasant of you, man, 
very unpleasant. You annoy me greatly for unjustly 
bugging a friend. I hope something shitty happens to 
you.”

Like maybe meeting his ex-model friend and being 
rendered nutless. Anyway, we apologize to her for the 
misinformation.

<— — 5
Several months ago, a New York Times staffer tipped 

off the Realist that William Faulkner had actually died 
in a home for alcoholics, but we never checked it out.
The accuracy of the tip was confirmed last month in a 
haunting Saturday Evening Post article titled “The 
Death of William Faulkner” by Hughes Rudd.

In view of the Post’s latterday gutsiness, we pass
*__ The Realist
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along the following tips, in the questionable style of 
master baiter Walter Winchell:
• What pious and beloved TV variety show emcee 
pays $50 to have young girls stimulate him?
• What is the story behind Pat Newcomb, the late 
Marilyn Monroe’s press agent; now working for the 
U.S. Information Agency?
• What has been actress Angie Dickinson’s greatest 
supporting role?
• What is Johnny Olivetti conceivably like?
• What service does the FBI receive from the Ameri
can Nazi Party in return for screening out new re
cruits who may be Communist infiltrators?

Referring to the blossoming Profumo scandal, WOR's 
Barry Farber said: “I just find it hard to imagine all 
this going on with a British accent.”

The American psyche has reacted to the revelations 
from overseas much like Biff in Death of a Salesman 
when he discovered Papa playing around with some 
strange lady in Boston. But the mother country could 
learn a lesson or two from the United States. 

According to Monroe Fry in Sex, Vice and Business: 
“The hiring of call girls and the use of other vices 

to entertain customers is now an established technique 
in the way many Americans do business. . . .  As near 
as I could determine after some three years of studying 
a number of communities, it is part of the very fabric 
of our economic life. . . . Prostitution is used not only 
as an aid to business, but to politics, too, and political 
favors usually mean commercial benefits. . . . Such 
proffered entertainment is not confined to the nation’s 
capital. Almost every state capital in the country has 
its share of call girls and ordinary prostitutes available 
for rent when the legislature is in session.”

Delegates to the UN, one migjit add, are also known 
to be not adverse to paying for other-gratification.

I was scheduled this month to interview a call girl 
who is on the Washington D.C. payroll—she has long 
been in sympathy with the Realist and trusts my guar
antee of anonymity—but she changed her mind.

I don’t put her down for this. Conversely, if I were 
given the opportunity to interview Joseph Valachi 
(the retired underworld - leader - turned - stoolpigeon 
whose murder will bring from The Syndicate’s hier
archy a $100,000 reward—tax-free), I would probably 
chicken out faster than a speeding cliche.
Underworld Test Questions

If it’s wrong for Frank Sinatra to consort with 
known criminals, why don’t the authorities go after 
them? If a man is presumed innocent until proven 
guilty, why don’t the authorities offer any proof? If 
magazines have been featuring unfounded exposes of 
gangsters, why don’t the accused businessmen sue for 
libel? If magazines have been presenting facts, why 
don’t the authorities act on them?
Fantasy of the Month

From an advertisement for the film, The Good Sol- 
* dier Schweik:

“The classic of military satire which may laugh war 
out of existence. . . .”
Graffito of the Month

Seen at the West Uth St. subway station:
PEACE WITH SUSAN
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It Was an Easy Fight, Ma
The Realist hereby salutes world heavyweight boxing 

champion Sonny Liston as a living sature of prize
fighting. By knocking out his opponent in the first 
round of two successive championship bouts, he has 
spotlighted the ambivalence of participants and specta
tors alike, as well as professional sportswriters—recon
ciling in effect even the following conflicting reports 
of the same press conference held in Las Vegas on the 
weekend before the big fight.

Dick Hackcnbcrg in the Chicago Sun-Times :
Will he try to feel Patterson out this time? “Nope, I 

don’t feel nobody out no more. I tried to feel Cleveland 
Williams out once and he almost knocked me out.”

Didn't Williams break your nose? “Nope, but I thought 
he was gonna cut my throat.”

Red Smith in the New York Herald Tribune:
“Will you try to feel Patterson out at the start?”
“I tried to feel Cleveland Wililams out and he pretty 

near knocked me out. Broke my nose but I stayed on my 
feet. I ain’t ashamed of my feet, size 13. They’re good feet. 
Patterson ain't felt my hardest punch yet. . . .”

The final measure of his achievement, however, is 
attested to by the fact that (just as there has been for 
many years a stripteaser named Norma Vincent Peel) 
there is now a stripteaser named Sonia Liston.
Cuba and Catholicism: Two Taboos

Cuba: Tragedy in Our Hemisphere is a book by 
Maurice'Zeitlin and Robert Scheer. Its non-publishing 
history is a fantastic commentary on the fear, not of 
propaganda, but of objectivity!

Six major publishers saw the manuscript. Although 
none would accept it, their reactions included: “an im
portant contribution to the current rather one-sided de
bate over Cuba” .. . “Our editor [commented] that the 
book is too controversial for [our] list but added he 
would like to publish it if he could” ... “a very impor
tant and highly perceptive book—the authors have ren
dered a real public service” . . . “we do not feel that 
Americans will approach this book with any more en
thusiasm than they feel about the .Cuban affair itself, 
and we just don't think we could find a market that 
would please you, the authors, or us” ... “a truly first- 
rate job. Unfortunately, our Sales Department tells me 
that Mills, Weyl, etc. have presently soaked up the mar
ket for books on Cuba—regardless of what new insights 
or information other authors may be able to present. In 
other words, editors, like Cubans, sometimes find them
selves trapped by the money-economy” .. .  “a brilliant 
book, marvelously documented and carefully and fairly 
argued, but the decision was that you should try a pub
lisher who has the full facilities for doing quickly, and 
perhaps in a paper edition or a simultaneous edition, a 
book whose timeliness is as great as this one’s—I wish 
you the best possible luck with the manuscript at the
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next publisher—for I feel that this manuscript is an 
example of first rate writing and brilliant scholarship 
on its most responsible level."

So the authors tried for paperback publication.
Dell Books accepted it. But suddenly, in April of this 

year, Dell unilaterally released rights to the book, giving 
no reason (be it noted, though, that Dell's president had 
broken bread with Kennedy during the book publishers’ 
convention in Washington); the book was already com
pletely set. in the galley stage, scheduled for May publi
cation, and listed in Dell's 19G3 catalogue as follows:

“The authors trace the course of American-Cuban re
lations from the establishment of the revolutionary gov
ernment in 1959 through the Bay of Pigs incident to 
the troubled present, pointing out the unfortunate re
verse effect of American policies. Drawn from the 
authors’ first-hand observations, U.S. government docu
ments, the Wall Street Journal, The New York Times 
and other sources. . . .”

Dell refused to give the Realist a statement as to 
their change-of-mind.

According to an item in The Independent, though, 
the reason was: “The company had been working on a 
public stock issue and wanted to avoid controversy on 
the ‘hot’ issue of Cuba."

Black Cat Books (paperback division of Grove Press) 
bought the type from Dell, and the book is now out. It is 
available from the Realist.

c—
The Realist no longer takes the Catholic Church very 

seriously (and the feeling, we’re quite confident, is 
mutual).

Nevertheless, it would be unrealistic to ignore the 
power o f Catholicism in this country, and it seems that 
Lyle Stuart is the only book publisher around who is 
unafraid of not being considered a Nice Guy in this lit
erary area (among others), as evidenced by his publica
tion of American Culture and Catholic Schools and Crime 
and Immorality in the Catholic Church—both by ex
priest Emmett McLoughlin, who founded the first Amer
ican hospital with a definite interracial policy, organized 
a slum clearance campaign, obtained federal funds for 
three major housing projects, was chairman of the 
Phoenix Housing Authority, secretary of Arizona’s State 
Board of Health, and started a church for poor people 
in a vacant store.

The Catholic hierarchy charged him with neglect of 
his priestly duties, ordered him to resign as superin
tendent of the hospital and to leave Phoenix; instead, 
McLoughlin resigned as a member of the Catholic priest
hood.

His autobiography. People's Padre, was reviewed by 
only two newspapers during the year-and-a-half after its 
publication (but the book was a silent bestseller: nearly 
a quarter of a million copies).

On August Jlth, Lyle Stuart published another Mc
Loughlin book: An Inquiry into the Assassination of 
Abraham Lincoln, wherein the author penetrates the wall 
of silence surrounding the role played by the Roman 
Catholic Church in the conspiracy; he went to original 
sources, searched the faded newspaper files of the 1860s, 
looked into court records and other long-buried docu
ments.

All four of Emmet McLoughlin’s books are available 
from the Realist.

P.S. Speaking of books available from us, may we
4

strongly recommend A Guide to Rational Living in an 
Irrational World by Dr. Albert Ellis and Dr. Robert 
Harper; Creative Marriage by the same pair; Sex and 
the Single Man and The Intelligent Woman's Guide to 
Man-Hunting, both by Dr. Ellis.
Pennies From Heaven

An editorial titled “Not in Vain" in Underseas Tech
nology (“The Magazine of Oceanography, Marine Sci
ences. and Underwater Defense”) states:

“Regard for the Thresher and her crew goes far be
yond the sphere of personal sentiment. It embodies all 
that men have lived and died for in the past, and all 
they will sacrifice for in the future.”

However, despite the description of “a whole world 
down on its knees to mourn this handful of men,” there 
are those whose reaction at best was one of ambivalence.
For they play the numbers, and their bets arc based 
on tragedy. Those who continued to gamble on the 
number o f crew members who lost their lives on the 
Thresher—129—became the lucky winners only two 
days after the worst peacetime submarine disaster in 
history.
Sidelights of a Quiet Revolution

The March on Washington has received such wide 
coverage that there is no reason to comment on it in 
the Realist, save for the cynical cover cartoon and ... .

Item: Comment by the white Jewish parent of a 
friend of mine when he announced his intention of join
ing the March: “Don’t they have enough?”

Item: Question by a gas station attendant on the way 
to Washington: “How much are they paying you?”

Item: Russell Long’s wishful thought: “I hope there’s 
a riot."

Item: ABC newscaster after warning local citizens 
to keep off the streets: “Of course, if you’re marching, 
that’s a horse of—a whole different matter.”

Item: Remark by an emcee fo Joan Baez after she 
sang: “Thank you very much; there’s lots of people out 
there who came all the way here just to see you.”

Item: Although Archbishop O’Boyle refused to give 
the invocation if SNCC chairman John Lewis didn’t 
change his speech, the real pressure came from other 
civil rights leaders. In fact, Walter Reuther’s UAW has 
changed its mind about giving SNNC a grant. Omitted 
from Lewis’ speech: “In good conscience, we cannot 
support, wholeheartedly, the administration's civil 
rights bill, for it is too little, and too late. There's not 
one thing in the bill that will protect our people from 
police brutality. . . .  It seems to me that the Albany 
indictment* is part of a conspiracy on the part of the 
Federal Government and local politicians in the interest

'In Albany, Georgia, 9 SNNC leaders were indicted not 
by Dixiccrats but by the Federal Government for peaceful 
protest, the deputy sheriff beat attorney C. B. King and 
left him half-dead, local police officials kicked and assaulted 
Slater King’s pregnant wife and she lost her baby; in 
Americus, Georgia, 3 SNNC field secretaries face the 
death penalty for engaging in peaceful protest; the FBI 
refuses to reveal the ballistics test results ih the case of 
murdered mailman William Moore: as the liculist gees to 
press there are 6 dead Negro children in Birmingham, 58 
American students are in trouble for how they spent their 
summer vacation in Cuba, and Mrs. Nhu is defending 
Vietnam’s genocide program to the sponsor’s brother,
Ted Kennedy, who is seeking election as Miss Rheingold 'G4.

The Realist
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of expediency. I want to know, which aide is the Federal 
Government on? . .. Patience is a dirty and nasty word. 
We cannot be patient, we do not want to be free gradu
ally, we want our freedom, and we want it now. We 
cannot depend on any political party, for both the Demo
crats and the Republicans have betrayed the basic prin
ciples of the Declaration of Independence."

Rumor of the Month
Now that there are plans for the formation of an 

all-Negro “Freedom Now Party” to enter the national 
elections in 1964, President Kennedy has issued the 
following memorandum to all Democrats:

Always do your job with vigah—
You can be replaced by a niggah.

Guilt By Telepathy
A new form of political harassment is underway in 

this country that could place “1984” on the non-fiction 
shelves.

The U.S. Civil Service Commission has fired a dozen 
Black Muslims from government jobs, basing its action 
on the Muslims’ demand for a separate nation. The call 
for a “State of Islam” is an article of their religious 
faith, but the Commission claims that loyalty to this 
non-existent “foreign power” proves that the Black 
Muslims had “mental reservations” in taking the oath 
of allegiance to the U.S. Constitution.

In Tucson, three teachers—who refused to sign a 
loyalty oath disclaiming membership in the Communist 
Party “or any other organization having for one of its 
purposes the overthrow by force and violence o f the 
government of the state of Arizona or any of its politi
cal subdivisions” — have been working without pay 
since June, 1961. In May of this year, Arizona Su
preme Court upheld the alleged constitutionality of the 
oath, declaring: “The state's interest demands that 
public employees refrain from associations out of 
which even unconscious corruption may comfort those 
who seek world domination.”

The Harassment of Lenny Bruce
Then there is this group in Minneapolis that has 

been selling “Hands OfF Lenny Bruce” buttons. The 
proceeds go, not to help Bruce in his legal battles, but 
to start a little literary magazine (which will probably 
publish poetry damning Our Exploitative Society).

Lenny Bruce has been arrested a total of 15 times.
But, contrary to rumor, he is neither in jail nor in 

a hospital. He is working club dates and concerts, and 
he is justifiably obsessed with fighting to maintain his 
freedom, despite his growing cynicism: “In the halls 
of justice, the only justice is in the halls.”

Currently on appeal: convictions in Chicago for 
obscenity (see issue #41) and Los Angeles for posses
sion of heroin (based on conflicting police testimony). 
Bruce admittedly uses certain other drugs on a pre
scription basis, but despite chemical tests given by 
four doctors indicating that he is ?tot a heroin addict, 
he was sentenced to— instead of two years in prison— 
as much as ten years confinement for the purpose of 
compulsory “rehabilitation.”

Beginning in the October issue of Playboy, there will 
be a serialization of Lenny Bruce’s autobiography. Its 
title: How to Talk Dirty and Influence People.
September, 1963. j
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Rehabilitation vs. Addiction
A new organization for teen-agers has been formed 

by the Boy Scouts of America; it will be known as 
Glue-Sniffers Anonymous. On the other side of the 
narcotics balance sheet, Rachel Carson has added a new 
chapter to the latest edition of her book Silent Spring; 
it is concerned with the danger of insecticides to 
Morning Glories.
Of Morality and Monopoly

The Society for Indecency to Naked Animals 
(SINA), as mentioned in issue #35, is actually against 
cent the other day when I happened to see a mouse with 
cats, horses, cows and zoo inhabitants. Hoax or not, 
several thousand sickies across the country have taken 
their purpose seriously. It’s a serio-comic comment on 
—but a quite logical extension of—the more generally- 
held prudish attitude toward the human body.

Of course, even SINA doesn’t live up to its own plea 
for consistency, for their program is limited to “ani
mals that are higher than 4 inches or longer than 6 
inches.” For example, I thought it was terribly inde
cent the other day when I happened to see a mouse with 
an erection.

This month, SINA hired 25 “Beatnik type people” 
to picket the N.Y. Telephone Company and its adver
tising agency, B.B.D. & 0. It seems that SINA has 
been getting so many calls that the phone company in
sists they have five lines or else any service will be can
celled. A SINA official explained their stubbornness to 
the Realist: “We think it’s good psychology for people 
to get a busy signal.”

Obviously there is a clear violation of the anti-trust 
laws involved here, and SINA would do well to seek 
legal as well as animal redress. But such a suit might 
be extremely difficult to bring off, now that A.T. & T. 
is in partnership witji the federal government.

Somewhere in space, Telstar is orbiting—and a for
mal, disembodied voice is saying: “Your three minutes 
are up; kindly deposit eight billion, forty-two million, 
nine hundred thousand dollars and twenty cents.”
My Sun, My Sun

Worth preserving in the Realist's Time Capsule of 
Absurdity is one woman's unintentional crystallization 
of our cultural tendency to showbusinessize even Nature. 
She called up a broadcasting station last month and 
asked: “Why are they having an eclipse if you can't 
watch it?”
Hard-Core Pornography of the Month

From a singing commercial for Lucky Strike ciga
rettes:

“Luckies separate the men from the boys—but not 
from the girls. . . .”

Advertisements We Somehow 
Doubt the Sincerity of . . .

The following ad appeared in The National En
quirer this month:

WOMEN—AT LAST WE HAVE IT!
10-inch long broom handle cover, unbreakable, non
toxic, magic skin material, tender to the touch. End 
splinters in your hands. Lifetime guarantee. $1.95. 
Allow two weeks for delivery. Heavy re-orders from 
satisfied customers. Send cheek or money order to 
Handy Gadgets. . . .
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The Realist Philosophy
Inspired, by Playboy publisher Hugh M. Hefner, who 

is currently enmeshed in his lltli installment of The 
Playboy Philosophy, the Realist is proud to present a 
series of statements in which editor Paul Krassner spells 
out—for friends and critics alike—our guiding princi
ples and editorial credo. Here, then, is Part One of The 
Realist Philosophy.

In Mottos We Trust
One of the major controversies in contemporary so

ciety concerns the undeserved obscene connotations of 
money.

However, just as modern medical technology has ren
dered the scourge of venereal disease (or, as some of 
our favorite comic strip characters, enlarged on public 
service posters in buses and trains, once euphemistically 
referred to syphillis and its sister bacteriological rav
ages, “VD”) virtually obsolete, thereby concomitantly 
emphasizing the hypocrisy of that infamous legend 
stamped on all contraceptive prophylactics—“Sold Only 
in Drug Stores for the Prevention of D isease”—so, some 
day in the enlightened future, will the economic revolu
tion have brought about a Credit Card Liberation 
thorough enough in its universality to evoke throughout 
the world peals of laughter at the legend now printed 
on the reverse side of bank checks: “Know Your En
dorser.” But such a Utopia is a long way off.

Indeed, there already exists an incipient reverse trend 
of a most distressing nature. The other day, for exam
ple, we tried to purchase a little foreign sports car with 
cash, just to see what would happen. The dealer insisted 
that we write down our signature on the back of each 
hundred-dollar bill. Now, we’re a reasonable guy, but this 
incident seems to have been carrying security practices 
to an unnecessary extreme. McCarthyism may not be 
dead, after all.

Ironically, the automobile dealer, reluctant as he was 
to reveal the size of his commission, had no hesitation 
in confessing that his refusal to shake hands with us 
was not another indication of his lack of trust, but 
rather a reaction formation to his conscious awareness 
of latent homosexuality.

The Realist is dedicated to fighting for that time when 
a man will be no more ashamed of discussing his salary 
than he is presently prone to talk about his sex life.
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Ode to the Tishman Building
Oh, Tishman Building
Standing so tall and firm as a rock
Don’t fall, Tishman Building
Or you’ll queer it for the other Jewish buildings
On the block.

—Avery Corman

Ai? Sordid Announcements
© Janet Newton’s tutoring program in New York City 
(see announcement in issue #42) now has some 60 vol
unteers, thanks to Realist reader response; MU 8-2997. 
Larry Cole’s Judo Center (issue #40) has now expanded 
to remedial reading and arts & crafts; WA 4-3493.
• Realist contributor Dr. Marshall Deutsch is giving 
a course in nutrition at The New School on Friday 
evenings from 6:20 to 8 PM, starting September 27th. 
Purpose: to convey to the intelligent non-chemist an 
appreciation of the nature of the components of his 
diet and their relationship to his well-being. Questions 
will range fro;n “Why don't Eskimos eat polar-bear 
liver?” to “Is there a rational basis for religious 
dietary laws?” The first few sessions are being taped 
for late-registering Realist readers.
• For those who were inspired by B. F. Skinners’ 
Walden II—for those who want “the opportunity to 
pursue happiness where obsolete social values are elim
inated, education for progress is encouraged, and the 
pleasure of friendship includes the right to privacy”—
The Walden II Committee, 4703 Greenbelt Rd., College 
Park, Maryland, will be pleased to send a brochure 
upon request. They would also like to hear from any 
other groups which have planned communities.
• The League Against Obnoxious TV Commercials 
(representing over 2,000 consumers in 34 states, with 
headquarters at 46 Nostrand Ave., Brentwood, N. Y.) 
has called for a total boycott of all Procter and Gamble 
products, and urged members to write to P. & G. at 
PO Box 599, Cincinnati 1, Ohio, expressing objection 
to its form of advertising.
• Wonderings: What short story concerned a man who 
wanted to go just one day without brushing hi? teeth?
Who said, “When in doubt do the kindest thing?” 
Where can merkins be purchased? When is ;he last 
time a Reform Democrat (or, for that matter, an Orth
odox or Conservative one) bought a frankfurter for a 
hungry Bowery bum? How does the Catholic Church 
rationalize the inconsistency between sex for procre
ation and intercourse during pregnancy?
• The next (October) issue of the Realist will be out 
in late November. It will begin serialization of the tran
scripts of both the trial of Eros magazine and the Town 
Hall forum of American students who went to Cuba.
• Once again your hammy editor is coming out of re
tirement as a stand-up satirist: I head for the West 
coast during the first couple of weeks in December to 
do a pair of one-man shows for the benefit of the 
Realist. “An Evening With a Self-Styled Phony” will 
be presented at The Committee in San Francisco and 
at The Steve Allen Playhouse in Los Angeles. Also, in 
Philadelphia and Washington, D. C. To be sure of 
having a reserved seat, send money now ($2.50 per) 
together with a self-addressed postcard (to inform you 
of exact date) to The Realist, Dept. T, Box 242, Madison 
Sq. Sta., N.Y., N.Y. 10010.
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Eros and Unreason in

“What on earth have you done?” said Christine, 
“You have wrecked the whole party machine.

“To lie in the nude 
“Is not at all rude,

“But to lie in the House is obscene.”
—Anonymous

•Every famous nation needs some famous sayings to 
fall back on in time of crisis, and so it is fortunate for 
the British that during the recent Ward-to-Kceler-to- 
Rice-Davics double-playgirl proceedings, there was Lord 
Macauley’s “We know no spectacle so ridiculous as the 
British public in one of its periodical fits of morality” 
to quote to tedium. Balanced against the Macauley dic
tum, on at least one occasion I know of, was Shaw’s 
“We are an incorrigibly intemperate and ridiculous peo
ple in our cups of virtuous indignation.” Dandy dicta, 
both of these.

In all fairness to the British, however, it should be 
pointed out that only one side of the coin was being 
called. The British also have the marvelous facility of 
being able to see their absurdity and enjoy the joke 
which, in each instance, is themselves. The late Stark 
Young, reviewing an English revue in 1924, noted this 
penchant for healthy self-abuse: “. . . it must be said 
to the eternal credit of the English that no other race 
could see itself and laugh at itself with so much humor 
and bludgeoning parody . . And A1 Capp, whom I 
recently interviewed for a magazine piece, pointed out 
another interesting aspect of British humor (Capp is 
doing a scries of irreverent commentaries for the 
B.B.C.): “The British aren’t afraid of each other. We 
are. Then there’s the vanity of being British—they 
believe there is no more admirable or ludicrous people.” 

Certainly thinking people in Britain recognized that 
John Profumo was not being punished so much for hav
ing done something that reeked of moral turpitude as 
for having embarrassed others by getting caught at it. 
His sin was not laying so much as lying, although at 
one point (the politics, of course, ramble on) it seemed 
as though the saddest aspect of all this nonsense was 
that it was giving sex a bad name. As it happened, with 
B-movic finality, the moral “Sex does not pay” eventu
ally applied most cruelly to Dr. Ward, who had gotten 
his jollies in a socially-unacceptable manner (a specta
tor sport) and then made amends in what, to many, 
is an even more socially-unacceptable manner. Others 
made money, not amends, by offering society more of 
the same.

Miss Keeler, hissed on her way into the courtroom, 
had the comfort of being a corporate entity and the 
author of the year's most-quoted memoirs. The News 
of the World, explaining the purchase, cited “good busi
ness” and “ordinary people’s” right to know the facts 
in “a story that will go down [surely an unfortunate 
choice of verb! in history.” To ensure the former, the 
paper kicked off the series with a picture of Christine 
looking out at the reader from behind a chair. The chair 
is upholstered, but Christine appears not to be. Chris
tine also made the cover of the staid Economist, under 
a headline that some Freudian slipped in—“The Prime 
Minister's Crisis.”
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England ... by Bob Abel

Christine gained no income from garnishing the 
Economist's cover, but she is reported to have received 
$64,000 (another figure: $80,000) from Nows o f the 
World for her good memory. Elsewhere the market for 
Keelerania was less firm. Two letters to Christine from 
admirers were offered, without takers, for $14,000, and 
her mother tried to sell her version of things to a tab
loid for only $1,000. Christine also turned down a 
spectacular job in show biz: a West End restaurant 
owner had offered her $14,000 a week to act as a funny 
female emcce for a show, sans nudes, called Turkish 
Delight. “This young lady obviously has a tremendous 
sense of humor,” explained the owner.

Apart from Christine, those who profited the most 
were probably the wives of British government officials. 
They are said to be grateful to Keeler and company for 
having inspired hubby to stay close to home for a good 
long while. But then hubby may be out of a job before 
too very long, so they’re surely wise to look on the 
bright side of things.

In that regard, it is to be expected that the Labor 
Party will be working overtime to score points against 
the discomfited Conservatives, whose winning slogan 
last time out, "You Never Had It So Good,” has proved 
to be an ironic slice of double entendre. Much of Labor’s 
yelping seemed as specious as the spectre of Britain 
lost in a fog of decadent pea-soup, and the fact of the 
matter is that if Macmillan is eventually forced to re
sign—as now seems obvious—the Tories may be in a 
far stronger position, with fresh faces in command, 
when the next election rolls around. If British politics 
makes for estranged bedfellows, this may be the one 
instance in which sex has actually helped restore the 
body politic.

While Labor was blaming everything but the weather 
on the Tories, rural gentry were citing the folkways of 
the Big Bad City. When Macmillan, paying a visit to 
his constituents in Bromley, posed for a picture with 
a little girl, he was promptly informed that he was 
“polluting children.” Another sniper warned poor 
Supermac as follows: “It’s a good job that’s not Miss 
Keeler, Mr. Macmillan!”—which, of course, is merely 
one man’s opinion. Still and all, two children masquer
ading as “Keeler and Profumo” took first prize at a 
“fancy dress show” in another small English town, so 
it’s clear that Christine had her admirers even in the 
hinterlands.

Back in the Big Bad City, British models objected 
vociferously to newspaper descriptions of Christine and 
the gang as “models,” started calling themselves “man
nequins” and referring to that Keeler woman as “the 
well-known journalist.” A number of TV commercials 
with Mandy Rice-Davies illustrating the virtues of 
toothpsate, facial tissues and cigarettes had to be has
tily withdrawn from the ether regions, as was the 
Army recruiting film with Mr. Profumo in command. 
The BBC, without citing its reasons for doing so, ban
ned a record called Christine from government airways.

Among the public-at-large, there naturally were those 
who felt compelled to comment on current events. Typi
cal of the outraged oracles was the woman who wrote
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to the London Daily Mirror, a tabloid of no cultural 
pretensions, to warn her fellow Englishwomen: “If any 
man who goes in for painting nude women told me he 
was more interested in art than pornography, I would 
call him a liar. And a hypocrite.” (Good thing for 
Renoir and Rubens they weren’t married to this gal.)

More elevated in his approach was the gentleman 
who wrote to the New Statesman to recommend gov
ernment by Platonic standards, with officials of proven 
capabilities being immune to “those tantalizing physi
cal urges which so often prostrate the most assured of 
men” via an always-available, government-subsidized 
supply of ladies of the night, or day. Anticipating that 
the “hypocritical susceptibilities” of present-day so
ciety would be offended by this pragmatic arrangement, 
the writer proposed (satirically, we hope) an alterna
tive solution: castration. He concluded his letter, as a 
gentleman should: “Sorry, Christine.”

The most all-encompassing explanation was made by 
a Church of England bishop who asked this most rhe
torical of questions: “What can you expect, when young 
men today at the great universities study Freud and 
read Lady Chattcrley’s Lover?” The most predictable 
gag: a new Christine Keeler TV show called I Love 
Loosely. The crudest cut of all: Mr. Profumo was 
drummed out of his club.

Ita lian B lo o d  and  G erm an  T h un de r
In many ways, the press coverage and comment on 

the Profumo-Ward affair was considerably more inter
esting than the affair itself (that is, from a non-par
ticipant’s point of view). The Times of London, that 
great, stuffy newspaper which is as close to The Estab
lishment as you can get, indignantly roared that Great 
Britain was being portrayed abroad “as a mixture of 
life at the French court before the Revolution, Holly
wood in its worst days and a Latin-American country 
known for its political cynicism”—an allegation which, 
if true, would do wonders for British tourism. As it 
happens, the continental press seemed perplexed by all 
these un-English undulations. The hot Italian blood 
that emanated from Mr. Profumo’s ancestors was given 
its due credit, and French journalists circulated the 
rumor that Christine is really German. By way of re
sponse, one German paper pointed out that the confu
sion arose because “like Germany, she lay between 
England and Russia.”

Another critic wryly suggested that if the French 
.have to admit that England has produced a first-class 
stink comparable to the Wilma Montessi mess in Italy 
and the Rosemary scandal in Germany, then France— 
seeing that England has “at last come of age”—will 
have to admit her into the Common Market.

Mr. Profum o’s Italian ancestry didn’t escape the at
tention of British papers, either, with one pointing out 
indignantly that profumo means “perfume” in Italian. 
Hugh Massingham, a Sunday Telegraph columnist, told 
his readers that the British people “will not take kindly 
to this bizarre company of Soviet attaches, models, col
ored men and high circles,” a compendium which makes 
one suspect Mr. Massingham of jingoism, Puritanism, 
racism and astigmatism.

Also feeling its British ness, the Sunday Times asked 
readers to keep calm, reminding them that “the life 
of England docs not flow through the loins of one red
headed girl.” However, unable to completely follow its
8

own advice, the paper attempted to publicly chastise 
that girl by referring to her only as “Keeler.”

In response to this caterwauling, the Guardian cast 
a strong vote against England being ruled by “a new 
band of bigoted Cromwellian saints” and The Spectator 
defined the real national vice as “humbuggery,” noting 
elsewhere that “men do not cease to be men when they 
become Ministers.” Equally heartening was the edi
torial stance of the Banbury Guardian, a smallish paper 
owned by a Labor M.P. which circulates in Mr. Pro
fumo’s consituency. The Gurdian declined to “join the 
hysterical moralists and cast stones at sexually way
ward ministers,” since “On this basis, England would 
frequently have gone headless and gutless.”

The Profumo scandal and aftermath naturally enough 
proved to be circulation bonanzas for the mass-circu
lation press, since those in low places love to find low 
life in high places. At one point it seemed as though 
the tabloids were willing to publish anything by or 
about Christine apart from her toenail clippings, but 
the well finally ran dry.

Of far more import than good taste as an issue was 
press responsibility, since it was revealed that Profu- 
mo's famed “Darling” letter had been in the hands of 
one newspaper, the Sunday Mirror (now the Sunday 
Pictorial), last January, when Mr. Profumo was first 
accused of indiscretions. The rationale for not publish
ing the letter or informing the government about it 
was that the “word of such a woman” shouldn’t be used 
to destroy the reputation of a Government Minister. 
However, the letter contained the written words of Mr. 
Profumo and since a security issue was (then) pre
sumably involved, there is a devious odor about the 
M irror’s having handed the letter over to Profumo’s 
lawyers instead of the proper authorities.

The News of the World had informed the govern
ment as early as Feb. 1 of rumors linking Christine’s 
name to Profumo, and thus could afford to crow. When 
the Mirror group of newspapers vowed never to pub
lish the “so-called memoirs” of pimps, prostitutes and 
perverts, the News of the World reminded the Mirror 
group that it had omitted “adulterers” from its list, 
having just published the recollections of the Dutchess 
of Argyll.

Snu fflin g S o c ia lis t a n d  J o s t l in g  L iberal
While certain broad sectors of the British press were 

bleating back and forth over whether a stench by any 
name will ever smell the same, Harold Wilson, the new 
head of the Labor Party, was acting like an outraged 
Boy Scout leader. In fact he took pains to stress the 
benevolent influence of having attended chapel and be
longing to the Boy Scouts during his formative years.
Since Labor has a sound enough case against the Tory 
Government without depending on the onus of Original 
Sin, it’s more than depressing to think of Mr. Wilson— 
as one observer put it—“leading his entire following 
away from serious matters to snuffle and jostle around 
the dirty linen from Miss Christine Keeler’s various 
beds in the hope of finding some way to power.”

Clifford Hanley, writing, as he often does, the “Spec
tator’s Notebook” department for The Spectator, de
scribed his chagrin in entirely personal terms:

“I’m sorry. I can’t help returning to the security 
business . . . it’s reasonable for an Opposition to bash 
the Government with any stick available. But as an old
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Fear Is a Four-Letter Word
John Francis Putnam, who generally writes the 

“.Modest Proposals” column, painted a patriotic poster 
this month as an officewarming gift for the Realist. It 
reads: “Fuck Communism!” The first word is emblazoned 
with stars and stripes; the latter, with hammers and 
sickles. The epithet crystallizes the essential emotional
ism of what Mort Sahl refers to as “uninformed con
servatism,” and we thought we'd share the laugh with 
Realist readers, in this very space. However, our photo 
engraver refused to make a plate, explaining: “We got 
strict orders from Washington not to do stuff like this.” 
So we went to another engraver, but they had been

far-out nasty Socialistic Socialist, I am a little fright
ened about the enormous inflation of so many triviali
ties this summer. ... If all the Keeler-Profumo-Philby- 
Burgess-Maclean festivities had happened in Italy or 
France or America, would we here not simply be enter
tained by them? We wouldn’t think Italy or France or 
America had reached the brink of dissolution. And 
where I come from, outside London, ‘the country’ is 
not bothered at all. It is entertained. There are no 
wild orgies in Coatbridge . . . the moral fibre is un
changed in Whiffet . . . and as far as we can see, one 
small group of people in London has been foolish or 
naughty and another equally small group is frothing 
at the mouth. So what? Ix*t us not have the Socialist 
millenium launched on a tidal wave of security, because 
if it is. I’ll vote Liberal, God help me.”

Karl E. Meyer, a member o f the Washington P ost’s 
editorial board who contributes a weekly column on 
American affairs to the New Statesman (the w orld’s 
largest English-language Leftist magazine), made ar
resting analogies to his own country in these comments: 

“American liberals feel a different sense of unease 
as they read headlines from London about spies, homo
sexuals and a supposed Establishment conspiracy to 
protect security risks. Where have we heard this be
fore? There is an anguishing sense of dejh vu. The 
scars left by Senator McCarthy are still too livid for 
Americans on the left to feel any vicarious enthusiasm 
for a Labour Party crusade against communist} in 
government. Indeed, during the years when McCarthy's 
briefcase was a national badge of shame, Americans 
looked to Britain for an example of sanity and regard 
for civil liberties. The present anxiety may be un
founded, but some honourable Americans succumbed to 
the tempting potlikker of the loyalty issue with all its 
hazy innuendoes. In America, McCarthy was able to ter
rorize two administrations without uncovering a single 
communist spy. If Christine had modelled in Washing
ton, and if Philby had worked for the New York Times, 
one ruefully reflects. McCarthy would have wound up 
belching in the White House, and every Harvard grad
uate would be in exile today.”

What would happen if  Arthur Schlesinger, Jr. were 
discovered to be having afternoon dalliances with a gov
ernment worker (GS-11) who was spending her eve
nings with the head waiter at the Soviet Embassy?

Well, despite the dirty business, there is still a’ firmer 
tradition o f freedom o f speech and expression in Eng
land than exists in this, our native pad-land. By a sad 
little tw ist o f  fate, the Profumo case broke at a time 
when the Kama Sutra, a guide to the arts o f  courtship 
and love-making, was the best-selling book in Britain. 
Around the same time Henry M iller’s Tropic o f  Cancer 
was published without government opposition* and also

•Editor's note: In the U.S.. Tropic has been banned in N.Y. State but
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warned by the FBI bcause they once made a plate of a 
woman with pubic hair (called “beaver” in the trade). 
The poster, of course, is not obscene: that is—accepting 
the legal standard of obscenity—anybody whose prurient 
interest would be aroused by the poster has a serious 
problem. Our attorney. Martin Scheiman. was worried 
only about the notation at the bottom: “Available from 
the Daughters of the American Revolution.” Well, that's 
been changed to “the Mothers of the American Revolu
tion.” and instead of printing the poster in black-and- 
white miniature here, copies are available by mail (see 
coupon on page*6). Size: 8 x 22 inches. Color: Red, 
white and blue.

promptly became a best-seller. When a small group of 
Quakers startled England by issu ing a report on sex
ual conduct (i.e., “One should no more deplore homo
sexuality than left-handedness” and “Masturbation is 
the common experience o f the great majority o f men"), 
Dr. Anna Bidder, a Cambridge zoology don who had 
helped prepare the report, went on BBC-TV to defend 
it. Defended Dr. Bidder: “There are those who say that 
if  yoyng people have gone to bed together, they are 
spoiled forever. This is absolute ballyhoo. . . .”

Further, while folksinger Bobby Dylan was barred 
from  sin ging his “Talking John Birch Society Blues” 
on the Ed Sullivan Show, B rita in’s satirical That Was 
the Week That Was had a chorus in black-face yearn
ing to go back “Where the M ississippi mud / Mingles 
with the blood / O f N iggers hanging from  the branches 
o f the trees.” Other strong stuff: a consumer report 
on religions—“Judaism: ‘Never prepare meat and milk 
in the same dishes . . .  In crockery alone, the expense 
is fan tastic’; Catholicism: ‘Largely pioneered by the 
previous group . . . Superb sales organization has en
abled it to far outstrip the parent organization’; 
Church o f England: ‘A jolly good little faith for a very 
moderate outlay . . . The very best buy/ ”

In addition to offering strong satire, British televi
sion is considerably more candid about the various facts 
o f  life than its American counterparts. One can hear a 
toilet flush on British TV, if th ere’s a reason for it 
to flush, and the words “rape” and “mistress” are used 
when they are the appropriate expressions to use. The 
complete fan-dancing act from the Windmill, the club 
that has “never shut down,” was telecast one evening; 
even TV animals must be properly clothed in the U.S.

Stage censorship has relaxed enormously in Britain 
in recent years, although there is still an idiotic rule 
(Britain’s libel rules are tree tough) regarding satire 
dealing with a person instead o f an idea or principle. 
Thus The Prem ise had to drop its Kennedy skit and also 
one dealing with a certain Southern governor who drops 
dead when he learns that God is a Negro. Although- 
The Establishment is in my opinion quite over-rated, I 
regard Beyond the Fringe as far more outspoken than 
any cabaret theater in this country. The new Premise 
makes fun o f prejudice and discrimination at a time 
when it is commercially acceptable to do so, but Fringe 
makes fun o f what it is to be English (including the 
British War Effort) as well as the various outposts of 
the power elite in England. They also kid homosexuality 
in a short skit which, whether or not it’s in good taste,
rlenred In California Supreme Court, which concluded that obscenity Is 
defined a* only that which U “utterly without redeemirj: social Impor
tance”—a criterion by which Gov. Wallace is certainly obscene.
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is funny as hell. To paraphrase Sinclair Lewis, it just 
doesn't happen here.

if England is something of a freer society than the 
United States, it would be pleasant to report that the 
English are also among the most rational and reason
able of peoples. Well, sometimes they are—and just as 
often they aren’t—which is what the man means when 
he says the English believe they are the “most admir
able and ludicrous of peoples.” While the professional 
satire-makers concentrate on news events and impor
tant personages, the real (amateur) satire-makers con
centrate on their personal—which ofttimes is synony
mous with national—idiosyncrasies. For that matter, 
the professional satirist would be hard-pressed to top 
the amateurs, who aren’t even trying to be funny.

To wit: Although Britain is no longer the fulcrum of 
a far-flung empire, the idea of Queen and Country dies 
hard. Accordingly a Manchester man wrote his favorite 
paper as follows: “Of course we English believe in God. 
We always have, but what is more to the point, He be
lieves in us. How otherwise could we have built a 
mighty Empire?” Also living in the past was the 
Londoner who crowed: “Although the Commonwealth 
has become considerably smaller during the past years, 
it is very gratifying to know that the Queen can still 
visit her territories on the other side of the world with
out flying over an inch of foreign territory.” And add 
another Londoner, one with a truly keen sense of his
tory: “At this time of the year when we are planning 
holidays, every self-respecting Briton should boycott 
the idea of spending those two precious weeks and good 
English money in France. Why not go to Waterloo, in 
Belgium—lest we forget.”

The devotion to royalty takes many forms. A loyal 
London subject of Her Majesty chastised his news
paper for using the names of the Royal family in head
lines without giving their proper rank. “I cannot think 
that you are on such familiar terms with royalty,” he 
told the boys on the copy desk. A somewhat more spe
cial tribute was paid the Queen this summer when she 
visited the city hall (Guildhall) in Devon—the auto
matic flushing system of the men’s room was stopped 
so the noise wouldn’t distress the Royal party, and 
guests stood in a semi-circle so as to hide the entrance 
to the Gents.” fE ditor’s note: Let ’er watch TV!]

Class distinctions also die not with a bang, but a 
long, low whimper. The Duke of Marlborough, visiting 
one of his daughters, complained that his toothbrush 
“did not foam properly,” but his daughter pointed out 
that the Duke had neglected to add toothpowder to the 
toothbrush. It seems the Duke’s toothpowder was ordi
narily applied for him each morning by his valet. Simi
larly a Worthing woman deplored the fact that young 
people no longer go into “private service” since the 
young people pick up a far better accent that way.

In Bristol, a woman advertised for a helpmate as fol
lows: “Attractive widow, 45-50, desires gentleman’s 
companionship, agricultural interests; working class 
need not apply.” But far more class-conscious is the 
Daily Express food columnist who wrote: “If you eat 
salad for lunch or dinner you are probably upper class. 
Raw tomatoes and carrots arc the mark of a high social 
class. But serve potatoes only without vegetables—and 
your lower-class origins are showing.”

Next to the Queen, the British are more sentimental 
about animals than any other institution. A Norfolk
10

police officer bewailed the fact that CND (Committee 
for Nuclear Disarmament) demonstrators brought buns 
and rolls dipped in aniseed, which they threw to the 
30-35 police dogs that were harassing them. The aniseed 
makes the canines affectionate and they seek out one 
another instead of the demonstrators. “It is not playing 
the game,” grumbled the police spokesman. “It just 
shows how low some people will go.”

The concern of two other British animal lovers is 
sufficiently eloquent to merit complete quotation:

“I have no objection to animals and birds being shot 
when they are going to take food or water or going 
to roost, but I think there is something rather unpleas
ant about the way they are often ensnared and shot 
while making love.”

“I believe the nuisance caused by dogs in Brockwell 
Park could be abolished by making it compulsory for 
all dogs using the park to wear nappies or plastic 
pants. Thus attired, the dogs could have the complete 
freedom of the park. The present regulations are stupid 
and deny dogs their natural freedom.”

Before cheering for sheer disbelief, compare the 
above two with the nobleman who believes that hunting 
is the only thing that draws the country together, apart 
from war. “Everybody takes part,” notes our nobleman. 
“Even the children are held up to see us pass.” And 
war?

G o d  an d  M an at W a le s
A number of Britons place their faith neither in hunt

ing nor in war, but in the Almighty. Included in this 
number is one war-like sort, a Major General D. M. 
Wimberly, who recalls that during the war he said his 
prayers at night and then “handed the division over to 
God for his keeping. Then when I woke in the morning 
I took it back again.” Another faith-keeper says his 
prayers every night, thanking God for his family, his 
many friends, his health and an ample supply of money. 
Each night's prayers are concluded with this coda: 
“And thank God for not having made me a queer.”

Mixed blessings elsewhere: Miss M. E. Popham is 
allowing religious skepticism “in moderation” at the 
school of which she is head-mistress, when the vicar of 
Pilton included the town’s Liberal MP in his prayers, 
the Conservatives in the congregation were “upset”; 
and a Birmingham citizen has conceived a good busi
nesslike definition of the infinite scheme of things:

“Docs it really matter what God looks like? To me 
the world is like an outsize company whose Founder 
and Chairman is God. We, the people, are the staff.
Just as in an earthly firm 90 per cent of the staff have 
never met the chairman and would not know him if 
they met him in the street. So it is with God. We all 
know what happens when workpeople do not pull their 
weight (i.e., strikes, go slow, etc.). It shows up in the 
balance-sheet at the end of the year. Surely that is 
what is happening in the world today.”

With such a workmanlike definition of the universe 
on hand, you’d think that things could be kept generally 
under control, but—not at all. “I firmly believe that this 
long spoil of unusually severe weather is a definite 
judgment of God upon us as a nation,” opined a Kent 
& Sussex Courier letter-writer. ITV had to take its 
women newscasters off the Wales news because, as a 
spokesman explained it. “In the past month, the news 
has been abnormally tragic because of the weather, and 
we do not think it has been suitable material for our 
three attractive girls to read out.” And, for that matter, 
an old-age pensioner who really enjoys listening to the 
weather forecast on ITV felt it necessary to request
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that tho network change the temperature readings from 
Centigrade to Fahrenheit “as the weather we’ve been 
having lately is quite dreadful.’’

On non-weather fronts, the ship of state was rocking 
in various directions. ITV decided that not more than 
two deaths a year should be permitted on its Emergency 
Ward 10 series, as opposed to the four or five deaths 
previously allowed. Incurable diseases are strictly con
traband, ruled ITV. A London twist-parlor provided 
rows of beds for its patrons, mostly keen-on-twisting 
teens, but allowed clients only to sit on the edges of 
the beds. Upset that "professional men, men of the 
world, cannot spot a homo when they see him,” a Sun
day Mirror reader proposed a short course on “how to 
pick a pervert.”

Having picked through her son’s jacket pockets, a 
crazy, mixed-up mother wrote Woman to confess: 
“Nosey-parkering isn’t my weakness, but I recently 
found in my son’s jacket evidence that he must consort

“Altogether they had intercourse on about eight 
occasions and after each occasion [he] apologized to the 
girl, went on Mr. Gibbons.”

—Court report in Welwyn Times

with women. It was a terrible blow. . . . It's worse be
cause I can’t talk of it to anyone—neither his father 
nor himself. I wouldn’t mind so much if he was en
gaged; it would be wrong but understandable. This is 
just vice.”

A brooch with a design based on atom bomb explo
sions has won the first “Jewel of the Year” competition 
—the winning design shows raised “mushrooms” of 
diamonds rising from an “earth” of cabochon ruby. In 
Hampstead, when copies of an inexpensive government 
booklet on protection during nuclear attack were placed 
on library shelves, the town’s civil defense chief empha
sized that the booklets cannot be sold or given away 
to anyone who wants a copy to keep at home. “We un
derstand the Government doesn’t want to get people 
worried about the H-bomb in peactime,” explained Mr. 
Brian Wilson, Hampstead's town clerk and civil defense 
controller.

Other do-it-yourself satires: When Britain failed 
to receive its end of a Telstar broadcast, official sources 
explained that this didn’t mean that “something had 
gone wrong.” but merely that everything had “not been 
all right.” In London, a chain of shops is doing a rush 
business on war surplus gasmasks which are being sold 
to children as “space helmets.” Pier arcade managers at 
Britain’s seaside resorts have a tendency to frown on 
suicides, because, according to one such frowning man
ager, “They provide a free show. Stops the customers 
spending for five minutes.”

In the Wolverhampton area, stately homes are fac
ing brisk competition as tourist attractions from the 
local crematorium. “It’s a good afternoon out for The 
family,” explains superintendent Herbert Rouse. “Chil
dren an as welcome as adults.” And a commander in 
the Home Guard, 50th Battalion, has the final word on 
how to r eal with things in the age of “Balance of Ter
ror” : “Whenever you see communism or sloppiness, for 
goodness' sake act like a good 59th Battalion man and 
hit it on the head!”

With reality generally more satirical than satire can 
render it, it’s a wonder that anyone outside the coterie
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of professional satirists bothers to comment on the 
small absurdities that make up so much of English 
(and other people’s) life. Perhaps they hope to preserve 
their sanity this way, but more likely it’s as much a 
national trait of the British to take notice as it is to be 
absurd.

Accordingly, no one gets terribly overwrought when 
the Daily Mail’s Bernard Levin—one of the current 
infants terribles of British humor—lists the following 
axioms as the “Great British Delusions”: “This is a 
Christian country”; “Our police are the best in the 
world”; “British justice is second to none”; “Our social 
services are the envy of Europe”; “We can meet any 
foreign competition by the excellence of our manufac
tures”; “The Commonwealth shares a common heri
tage”; and “English girls are more chaste than Conti
nental ones.” Every single one of these statements, de
clares Levin, “is a flat lie.”

The recent annual summer exhibition of Royal Acad
emy of Arts included a number of paintings which were 
overtly satirical, the strongest of which—entitled “Re
clining Nude”—showed a judge, a colonel and a Roman 
Catholic bishop seated at a card table. The bishop has 
a copy of Private Eye, England’s eminently snotty sa
tire magazine, in his pocket, but he’s straining to glance 
at the pornographic book the other two are perusing. 
I cannot imagine the National Gallery in Washington 
playing host to the same painting.

Further, if eros proved the undoing of at least a few 
Englishmen and inspired a number of others to per
form like idiots in heat, it has proved an amicable 
launching pad for those with an eye toward the humor 
inherent in human folly.

For example, a terribly serious New Statesman 
subscriber wrote in to protest against the selling of 
working-class girls “as instruments to satisfy the sexual 
need of the upper class” when no upper-class girls were 
being recruited to “satisfy the sexual needs of the work

in g  class.” A public demonstration, the writer thought, 
would have pointed up “the meaning of the class war 
in this limited field.”

Responded a more tongue-in-cheek letter-writer:
“With a few fortunate exceptions—gamekeepers and 

other comrades who have infiltrated the enemy’s camp 
—we are prevented by a gigantic class conspiracy from 
enjoying the daughters of our rulers and our employ
ers.” If “equality of opportunity” is to be more than a

“Miss Agatha Christie’s thriller. Ten Little Niggers, 
opened in London. In America the same play ran suc
cessfully with the title Ten Little Indians. But then 
we British have always believed in calling a Spade a 
Spade.” —The Spectator

figure of speech, he argued, “those members of the 
aristocracy who claim to have an interest in social 
reform must prove their good faith.” lie called, there
for*, for “one very convincing demonstration: Already 
they open their houses to the public at a small charge. 
A slight extension of the services normally provided...” 

But finally, oh how I would love to have been at Hyde 
Park’s famed Speakers Corner during the whole Pro- 
fumo period. There amidst the Ban the Bombers, World 
is Doomedsters, African nationalists, anti-Common 
Marketers, God is Lovers, and other assorted polemi
cists stands a beat-up soap box on top of which usually
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perches an “Irish gypsy” named McGuiness, who mod
estly admits to being “Mr. Hyde Park.” The fact of the 
matter is that despite his corn and false bombast and 
authentic scatology, McGuiness’ soap box is one of the 
citadels of free speech in Britain. McGuiness’ face is 
dark from the suns of many Sundays and he generally 
informs anyone who disputes him—he asks for dispu
tations—that he or she has “a sex problem.” But when 
he isn’t conning or kidding, he’s making great good 
nonsense. “How do you know you’re black?” he asks an 
African student who wants to be serious about the 
racial issue. “Maybe you’re white and we’re black.” 

“Adam and Eve were Irish,” McGuiness reports. 
“Their real names were O’Hare and O’Toole.” Then, 
chortling to himself, he whispers in a loud enough voice, 
“God’s a queer, y'know—he gave birth to himself!”

Ah, to hear McGuiness on Christine and the Age of 
Eros and Unreason in England. . . .

All The News That's Fit To Omit
The following is a letter which Bertrand Russell 

wrote last month to /. F. Stone:
I am disturbed by the fact that I have not been able 

to make known to the American public the facts con
cerning the use of chemicals in Vietnam. When I origi
nally raised this point in my letter to the New York 
Times, the New York Times attacked me editorially for 
failing to provide evidence. In my reply to this attack 
I devoted five paragraphs to specific documentation 
with regard to the chemicals used. The New York Times 
published my letter, omitting all the particular refer
ences to chemicals, attempting to create the impression 
that my accusations were without substantiation.

The U.S. Government has been charged by the South 
Vietnam Liberation Red Cross, after a year’s study by 
them of the chemicals sprayed in South Vietnam and 
their effect upon the health of human beings, animals 
and crops, with using weed killers which, in the large 
doses used, arc harmful; with using white arsenite cal- • 
cium, lead manganese arsenates, H.N.P. and D.N.C. 
(which inflame and eat into human flesh), and calcic 
cyanamide (which has caused leaves, flowers and fruits 
to fall, killed big cattle like buffaloes and cows, and 
seriously affected thousands of the inhabitants of South 
Vietnam; with having spread these poisonous chemicals 
on large and densely populated areas of South Vietnam.

Admittedly, the South Vietnam Liberation Red Cross 
is as its name suggests, allied with those opposing the 
U.S. supported Diem regime, but its published findings 
cannot be ignored since it has urged international in
vestigation of the situation. The use of these weapons, 
napalm bombs and chemicals, constitutes and results in 
atrocities.

I am disturbed that it should be possible for news
papers to behave so brazenly. It is worth pointing out 
that the editor of the New York Times, in reply to a 
private protest of mine about this, stated that the rea
son that my evidence on chemical warfare was not 
published was because it was known all along to the 
New York Times!

The New York Times of January 19, 1962, stated that 
of 2600 villages in Vietnam, nearly 1400 had been de
stroyed because of military action by the U.S. and the 
Diem Government. I should be grateful if you would 
allow me to make these facts known to the American 
public.
12

Report from Farnsworth, N. J.
Towns become famous for various reasons. Some are 

known for their curious names, Like Kalamazoo. 
Others, for their curious people, like Oxford, Missis
sippi. Still others are known for historical battles, like 
Gettysburg, or for industrial activity, likke Wilkes- 
Barre, or for sexual fervor, like Cicero, Illinois. Having 
achieved national attention for the imagination and 
vigor of its Civil Defense program, the town of Farns
worth, New Jersey, is now perhaps second only to Cape 
Canaveral as a symbol of the Cold War.

But unlike Canaveral, whose activities are, after all, 
unique, Farnsworth is rapidly becoming a model Cold 
War community, that is to say a town which other 
American towns can freely and reasonably emulate.
In short, Farnsworth has once again fixed itself in the 
public consciousness, as a result of a series of tough- 
minded and daring statutes recently passed by its City 
Council.

With one exception, each of the statutes was passed 
by unanimous vote of the 23-man City Council. With
out exception, each statute is intended to strengthen 
belief in, and increase respect for, American traditions 
and institutions. “We are,” Mayor Charlton Mazoli ex
plains, “a wishy-washy people, which is why we are 
losing the Cold War to the Russians, who aren’t.” 
Mazoli, who receives no salary for being Farnsworth’s 
Chief Executive, was elected Mayor two years ago on 
a get-tough-with-the-Russians platform. To say the 
least, he feels obliged to make good on his promises. 
“Americans have nothing to be ashamed of,” he says.
“All of the cards are stacked on this side of the Iron 
Curtain concerning our way of life.”

The most important o f Farnsworth’s new legislation 
is popularly known as the Mazoli Act, although its 
official name is Statute 4231M. Stated simply, the law 
makes it a crime, punishable by six months imprison
ment, for anyone to advocate the overthrow of the 
Municipal Government of Farnsworth Township. Ma
zoli feels the law needs no defense. He observes simply:
“The Farnsworth Municipal Government has been serv
ing the people of Farnsworth for 97 years. It has long 
deserved the respect this law gives it.”

Farnsworth was indeed founded 97 years ago, by 
Jason Brower Trenton, an itinerant preacher, who se
lected the name Farnsworth because, as he put it, “New 
Jersey already has one Trenton.” Preacher Trenton 
was. by all accounts, a rugged, fervent, and unbending 
moralist who, as Farnsworth’s first Chief Executive, 
once sentenced his wife and 18-month-old son to four 
months in prison for some undetermined crime. Mazoli 
feels that “Ole Jason Trenton,” as he affectionately 
calls him, would vastly appreciate Statute 4231M. “It 
is the consummation, so to speak, of the ground he 
broke,” says Mazoli.

The second most important piece of legislation en
acted by Farnsworth’s alert Council is Statute 4232M. 
popularly known as “Chet’s Pet.” The allusion is, of 
course, to Dr. Chester Fry, the spirited and high- 
minded Superintendent of Farnsworth’s disciplined 
school system. For years, Fry has lobbied for sturdy 
legislation that would protect Farnsworth’s schools 
from corruption and eventual decay. Statute 4232M
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makes it a crime, punishable by five months imprison
ment, for anyone to advocate the overthrow of Farns
worth’s Union School District No. 10. “We've worked 
too long and too damn hard,” says Fry, “to allow cheap 
crack-pots to undermine what we’ve built here.” He 
adds: “I think all of us in Farnsworth feel that way 
about our institutions.”

Doubtless, Fry is right. Statute 4233M makes it un
lawful for anyone to advocate the overthrow of Farns
worth’s modest but highly efficient Transit System. Its 
sister law, Statute 4234M, makes it a crime for anyone 
to advocate the overthrow of Farnsworth’s impeccable 
Sanitation Department. (Both crimes are punishable by 
three months imprisonment.)

Perhaps the most controversial of all the statutes 
passed by the City Council is 4248M, which would 
send to jail, for 30 days, anyone convicted of advocat
ing the overthrow of the Farnsworth Chapter of Hadas- 
sah. Unlike the others, which were unanimously ap
proved, this statute passed by the narrow margin of 
13-10. “Many of us felt,” Mazoli eagerly explains, “that 
we would be getting into the church-state issue, which 
is unconstitutional, I think. But what the hell, we're

News item: ROME. June 30—The Vatican today warned 
all Bishops Superior of religious institutions and rectors 
of Catholic seminaries and universities “to defend the 
minds, especially of students, from the dangers inherent in 
the works” of the late Father Pierre Teilhard, a French 
Jesuit paleontologist and theologian who attempted to rec
oncile religious faith with scientific discoveries. Father 
Teilhard was co-discoverer of the Peking man, a forerunner 
of modern man whose fossilized remains were found in 
China in the 1920s and 1930s. The Vatican made it clear 
that it objected above all to his effort to introduce the 
theory of evolution into theology.
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Another Day, Another Ghetto
From a classified (Unfurnished Apartments) ad in 

The VillaQe Voice:
“In therapy? New type of facility offers home-like 

atmosphere in townhouse near village. Non-profit. Only 
to those receiving psychotherapy. . . .”
trying to firm up all of our groups here.”

The most prominent protagonist of 4248M is lovely 
Mrs. Loretta Grossman, who, like Chester Fry, feels 
that she and her co-religionists have worked too long 
and too damn hard to have their careful plans de
stroyed by dissident fanatics. “Hadassah,” she points 
out, “is a thoroughly American institution, based on 
American ideals,* and deserves all the protection we 
can give it. Besides, think of what happened to the 
Jews in Europe.” Happily, enough Council members 
were thinking of the Jews in Europe to transform Mrs. 
Grossman’s bill into public law.

Naturally, other religious groups now hope that a 
similar bill might be introduced which affords them 
the same protection now given to Hadassah. Reverend 
Goodman Fealty, pastor of Farnsworth's distinguished 
First Presbyterian Church, comments: “We were think
ing of introducing a bill which would make it unlawful 
to advocate the overthrow of the First Presbyterian 
Church in Farnsworth. But, as Charlton Mazoli told 
me, nothing really happened to the Presbyterians in 
Europe. So I’m not too hopeful.”

However, Fealty is now readying a bill which would 
make it a crime to advocate the overthrow of the min
ister of the First Presbyterian Church. He believes this 
bill has a good chance of becoming law, since his older 
brother, Drummond, was killed in Europe during World 
War II.

How far is Farnsworth prepared to go in firming up 
American institutions? That question is of interest to 
a number of people, among them the Governors of New 
York, New Jersey, Connecticut, and Massachusetts. 
The curiosity of this illustrious group was aroused 
when rumors spread that the Farnsworth City Council 
was drafting a bill which would make it unlawful to 
advocate the overthrow of the Eastern seaboard. “Non
sense,” says Mazoli. “Let the Eastern seaboard take 
care of itself. Besides, we have no authority to pass 
such a bill.” He adds impishly: “But I wonder what 
they’re afraid of.”

A more realistic guess as to Farnsworth’s legislative 
plans was made by C. D. Preem, editor of Farnsworth’s 
pragmatic daily paper, The American. Preem believes 
that the next phase of the firming-up process involves 
legislation that would outlaw advocating advocacy. 
“Suppose you convict a man for advocating the over
throw of. say, our Sanitation Department,” Preem ex
plains. “So what? You've still not touched the source of 
the crime.” Unofficially, Charlton Mazoli agrees. “As 
usual,” he confides, “Preem is getting to the heart of 
the matter.”

In any case, Farnsworth’s City Council cannot, ac
cording to custom, pass any more bills until next De
cember, and no public hearings arc scheduled until late 
August. However,.-, the citizens of Farnsworth are un
ruffled. “We feel,” concludes Reverend Fealty, “that 
we are the safest community in New Jersey, perhaps 
in all of America. Would that other communities were 
as firmed up as we.” (
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Terry Southern Interviews a Faggot Male Nurse
Q. Good. Well, let’s see . . . now you’ve been a faggot 

male nurse for what—nine years, I believe?
A. Well, now, wait a minute! Ha-ha. I mean, look, 

you . . . well, I don't know what this magazine is you’re 
from—the Realist, I mean the copy you showed me and 
so on, but there was nothing about that kind of thing 
. . . I mean, ha, I’m not going to go along with that 
kind of thing!

Q. Oh well, listen, I didn’t mean . . . what do you 
say—“gay”? “homosexual”?

A. Well, gay, yes, I mean gay is all right. Homosexual 
—yes, I’m not ashamed of it if that’s what you mean.

Q. All right, now let me . . . well listen, what do you 
mean, “faggot” is . . .  I mean you think “faggot” is 
what? . . . derisive?

A. Derisive, yes, it is derisive—I think it’s derisive 
. . . I think it’s derisive.

Q. Well, I didn't mean it that way, I assure you that 
— I was just trying to use words . . . you know, words 
of “high frequency incidence,” as they say. I mean, 
semanticists and so on, that’s what they say—that 
that’s the word in currency—“faggot.”

A. I know they do, I know they do, and it’s probably 
. . . well, they’re probably right, that that is the word 
they use. But, well, I didn’t know, you know, exactly 
how you . . . well, you know, ha-ha.

Q. But you really think “faggot” is derisive.
A. Well, I think . . . well, I know, I know for ex

ample that it’s used that way.
Q. What, derisively?
A. Well, derisively . . . maybe not derisively, but . . . 

patronizing . . . condescending . . yes, condescendingly. 
Well, it’s that . . . that kind of tolerance . . . you know? 
I mean liberals use it—the worst kind of so-called 
liberal uses it!

Q. Is that true? Well, what about a word like 
“queer”?

A. “Queer”! Oh well, Ha! There you’re talking about, 
I don’t know what . . .  I mean nobody would use a 
word like that except some kind of . . .  of lizard or 
something.

Q. Yes, well I wouldn’t use a word like that, like 
“queer” . . .  or actually I wouldn’t use a word like 
“fairy” either, or “pansy” . . . they just seem, I don’t 
know, archaic or something. But what about “fru it”? 
I mean I think Lenny Bruce has made “fruit,” you 
know to use the word “fruit,” okay, don’t you?

A. “Fruit”? Lenny Bruce used it? Well, Lenny Bruce 
... I mean Lenny Bruce uses these words and . . . well, 
what, you mean he used it instead of “gay”?

Q. Well, he used it, I don’t know, he uses it some 
way, and . . . well, you know, it seemed to make it all 
right.

A. Yes, well . . . what, you mean he used it instead 
of “gay”?

Q. Yes, instead of “gay,” instead of “faggot”—he 
uses “faggot.” too, you know.

A. Yes, well some people, I mean some people can do 
that . . . they can do that and it isn’t offensive.

Q. Yes, well that’s the point—when I said “faggot” 
I didn’t mean to be offensive.

A. Oh I know that . . .  I know that now, that you
14

didn’t! But you see . . . well, the thing is you’d be sur
prised at the kind of people who do.

Q. What, here at the hospital?
A. At the hospital . . . well, everywhere, everywhere 

. . . yes, here at the hospital, yes, this is a kind of . . . 
of cross-section I guess you’d say.

Q. Well, listen, let’s . . .  I mean I’d like to ask you 
some questions about your work and so on, so why 
don't—

A. Well go, man, go, ha-ha . . .  or baby—I don’t 
know what to say . . .  I mean you're not going to use 
our names or anything . . .

Q. Well, I'm not going to use your name. I mean, 
you know, isn’t that the—

A. Well, that’s the thing, yes, I mean I can’t do that 
—you have no idea, I mean this is a very tough state, 
you can’t just talk about these things with . . . with 
immunity . . . impunity? which is it? You’re the writer. 
Ha-ha. Are you a writer?

Q. Impunity . . . you can’t talk about them with 
impunity.

A. You didn’t an-swer!
Q. What, about being a writer?
A. Yes! What do you write?
Q. Yes, well, listen, let me interview you, and then 

... you can interview me. Isn't that good?
A. Oh, ho-ho-ho . . .
Q. No, I mean what I’d like to do, you see, is be 

able to just put this straight down off the tape, without 
any editing or anything like that, and, well, if we get, 
you know, side-tracked . . . well, it’s going to be all 
mixed up. You know what I mean?

A. Chrysler wouldn’t like it?
Q. Chrysler?
A. Chrysler? Didn't you say Chrysler? Your boss!
Q. Oh, Krassner . . . yes, Paul Krassner.
A. Krassner! Yes, Paul Krassner—what’s he like?
Q. Oh. well, listen, we can’t . . . well, I’ll tell you one 

thing about him, Paul Krassner, he’s got this thing 
about format . . . you know? Tight and bright. “Let's 
keep it tight and bright!” he’s always saying . . . and 
that’s why we've got to stick to this one thing—you 
know, like your story . . .  or I’ll be in a real jam with 
Paul. Dig?

A. Do you call him “Paul”?
Q. Yes.
A. Ha-ha.
Q. What’s wrong with that?
A. Noth-ing, noth-ing! Don’t be so touchy!
Q. Well ... let me ask you now what attracted you to 

this sort of work?
A. People! I love people—I love to be with them, 

and to help them. That’s what hospital-work 'is—help
ing people.

Q. What about being a doctor, did that ever—
A. Oh no—no, no. I don’t have the patience for that 

. . . for that sort of training. It’s too . . . technical, and 
too. I don’t know, cold-blooded. No, my approach is 
different . . . it’s more intuitive, more instinctive, and 
more direct, much more direct—you see, I deal directly 
with the patient, and all the time . . . the doctor sees 
the patient, maybe five minutes a day—I see . . . well,
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This is the first in a series of interviews by Terry 
Southern. Presently on tup, tape-wise, are the following:
• Terry Southern Interviews a Cute Junkie Hustler
• -Terry Southern Interviews the Author of “Masturbation

Now!” (This zany crusader takes Norman Mailer to 
task for his puritanical and superstitious view of 
jerking-off)

• Terry Southern Interviews a Typical Teen-Ager (A pro
vocative young girl tells about teen-age use of Saran 
Wrap for condoms)

• Terry Southern Interviews a Giant Spade Bull-Dyke
• Terry Southern Interviews the Infamous “Red” Split

(An outlandish inidtown drug-pusher who sells schizo- 
blood injections—very expensive—for the man who’s 
had everything)

• Terry-Southern Interviews the Fabulous Rose Honda
(An attractive Japanese lady who designs, tests and 
manufactures a deluxe variety of the so-called “French 
Tickler”)

• Terry Southern Interviews an Ex-Nun Nymphomaniac
(A racy ex-nun tells how intercourse has become 

. . like some kind of fantastic drug for me, or I 
guess actually like God used to be”)

For the benefit of readers heretofore unfamiliar with 
the name Terry Southern, he is the author of “The Magic 
Christian” and “Flash and Filigree”; co-editor (with Rich
ard Seaver and Alexander Trocchi) of “Writers in Revolt: 
An Anthology”; and co-author (with Mason HofTcnberg) 
of “Candy” under the collaborative pseudonym of Maxwell 
Kenton. A take-off on Voltaire’s “Candide” (on one level, 
anyway), “Candy” was first published in 1958 by Olympia 
Press in Paris. In 1960 it was banned in France, whereupon 
Maurice Girodias, in a characteristically straightforward 
ruse to beat the ban, changed the title to “Lollipop.” 
Realist readers hopeful for U.S. publication of “Candy” are 
invited—rsince there is no definite commitment yet—to send 
notes of encouragement to the prospective publisher, G. P. 
Putnam’s Sons, 200 Madison Ave., Now York, N.Y. 10016. 
V --------------------------------------------------- /
I don’t see, I’m with, that’s the difference, I’m with my 
patient, all the time, as much as he needs me. The doc
tor has no . . ..no relationship with the patients. I have 
close . . .  warm  . . wonderful, wonderful relationships 
with my patients! They all love me, all o f them—not 
all, no, I won't say that . . . there are some who, well, 
you know the kind, they don’t want help, they don’t 
know what love is—they can’t love, well, you know 
the kind . . .

Q. You think they don't love you due to gayness? 
A. Due to gayness? Ha, ha. Due to my gayness? Yes! 

No, I say yes and n o! They don’t like me . . . it’s true 
some of them don’t even like me—some of them hate 
me, and the feling is mutual . . . well, I won't say that, 
I pity them—they don’t like me because they’re afraid— 
they're afraid o f love, and they’re afraid o f themselves 
—and this is especially true o f the doctors.

Q. The doctors? The doctors don’t like you?
A. The doctors, ha, ha . . . well, I don’t get along 

with the doctors too well—our approaches are different, 
you see . . .  I mean, they don’t really care about the 
patient—and they know that I know it! And they're 
afraid—they know that my power . . .  my love, is 
stronger, and they’re afraid . . .

Q. What, for their jobs?
A. Or for their souls! Ha, ha.
Q. Well, surely some of the doctors like you—I can’t 

see how you could stay on unless—
A. Oh some o f the doctors, yes! The really, really 

good . . . well, great ones, do, yes—they appreciate my
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http://www.ep.tc/realist
THE REALIST ARCHIVE PROJECT

The REALIST Issu e  Number 43 - S ep t 1963 - P a g e  15
scans of this entire issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/realist/43

work and I appreciate theirs. We respect each other. 
But how many good doctors are there? One in a 
billion? Not to mention great docTors—which are prac
tically non-existent!

Q. Well . . .  I don’t understand—do you mean there 
aren’t any really good ones . . .  or any that like you?

A. No! I don’t mean that, I don’t mean that. What 
1 mean . . . Well, take Dr. Schweitzer . . . I’ve never 
met Dr. Schweitzer, but I think he must be a great 
doctor, and I think . . . well, I know, he would under
stand what I’m doing. And there are others, right here, 
not great, but good . . . the b e s t . . . and they like me; 
they respect me.

Q. Well . . . let’s see, how about—
A. Listen, don’t get the idea that I’m giving a big 

buildup to the whole . . . well, whole profession, if you 
like, o f hospital attendants—or male nurse, whatever 
. . . I mean, don’t take me as a typical example by any 
means. I mean some of the others—well I wouldn’t 
want to say.

Q. Why, what are they like?
A. Well, I’ll tell you this much, it isn’t because they 

like people they’re there!
Q. What is it? Why is it?
A. Well, they’re sadists, a lot of them—especially in 

the mental wards . . . big, insensitive—well, you’ve got 
no idea, what goes on in some of those wards—animals, 
like apes . . . big cruel apes! They just sit around wait
ing for someone to blow his stack so they can slam him!

Q. Really? Slam him?
A. That’s what they call it—“slammin.’ ” Somebody 

blows his stack and they yell “Slam him, Joe! Slam that 
nut!” What it really means, what it’s supposed to mean 
is that you put him in the slammer, like, you know, in 
a padded-cell, and slam the door—but it means the sub
duing part too.

Q. And how do they do that?
A. How? Are you kidding? Any way they feel like. 

With their fists, if they can—that’s what they really 
like . . .  I mean the tough ones are proud o f their repu
tations for never using the sap—you know, the leather 
thing . . . the black-jack. Or they may say “Big Joe had 
to use the sap!” which means that it was a really bad 
case if Big Joe had to use the sap! But o f course a real 
nut is as strong as about four ordinary people.

Q. Well . . . but they aren’t all like that, are they? 
Is that just the mental ward?

A. The mental ward. No, there's another kind, the 
exact opposite—not opposite, but completely different— 
they work in hospitals to be close to morphine, so they 
can get morphine. They couldn’t care less about hitting 
anybody—they just sort o f step aside . . .  I guess 
hoping the guy will fall out the window or something. 
And then they have to sap him, they just tap him on 
the back of the head—no expression, nothing . . . they 
live in a world apart, some o f them have terrible, ter
rible habits— I mean that would cost them two or three 
hundred dollars a day if they didn’t work at the hos
pital.

Q. And they get morphine—how do they get it?
A. Oh well, they get it! Ila, ha, they have to get it— 

I mean they would get it if you . . .  if  you put it in a 
safe and dropped it to the bottom o f the ocean! They’re 
like Houdini when they go after that—nothing could 
stop them, nothing! I mean they don’t even worry about 
how to get it—all they want is to be in the vicinity of
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it, because, if they are, they’ll get it! And you know 
there’s a lot of morphine in a big hospital.

Q. Well, what do you think . . .  I mean, are they 
good at their work?.

A. No! They’re like zombies—no feeling, none at all 
. . . they can’t help the patient. Why I have some won
derful relationships in the mental wards—but they don’t 
care, about the patient, about anything . . . they don’t 
even speak to anyone. Not to me anyway—none of them 
will even speak to me.

Q. But they must do their job . . .
A. Of course! They do their job. They make sure of 

that, that they do their job! Yes, that’s true, they do 
their job and they do it very . . . well, very thoroughly 
—I mean, you see, they cannot afford to get fired, so 
. . . so they do their job very . . . very well, in a way. 
Very careful and serious—but never a smile or a kind 
word for anyone. Oh no, they’re too serious! Ha! Well, 
I certainly wouldn’t have them in my hospital. I can 
tell you that!

Q. What, you mean .. . well, do you think about that? 
About hospital administration?

A. Yes! That’s what I’d really like to do—I’d like to 
organize my oivn hospital!

Q. What would you ... would you have ... an all-gay 
staff?

A. What? Ha-ha! No-ooo! Don’t be silly! What an 
idea! Ha, ha, ha! An all-gay hospital! Well, who knows 
. . . maybe it would work out that way . . . who knows? 
I mean, one thing I do know, I would not, repeat not, 
use women nurses!

Q. You would not?
A. No! I would not! And I know what you’re think

ing, but I don’t care, it isn’t true, I would definitely not 
use them.

Q. Yes . . . well, why not?
A. Why not? For the very simple reason that a hos

pital ... a hospital should be . . . clean . . . efficient . . . 
well-run! With an atmosphere of love and . . human 
affection, human warmth! And care for the patient! 
People who care about the patient! And not just con
stant . . . bitching about having their period! Or not 
having their period! Or having their menopause! Or 
not having their menopause! Or washing their hair! 
Or not washing their hair! God!

Q. Is that—
A. Do you know . . .  let me just say this . . .  do you 

know that nurses . . . women nurses, are one hell of a 
lot more trouble than the patients are? That’s right. 
They’re always sick—always sick! If it isn’t their 
period, it’s something else. Something’s wrong with 
their breast! Or their insides—ovaries! womb! uterus! 
vulva! tubes! And God knows what else! Christ, if I 
hear another nurse talk about her goddamn tubes . . .!

Q. Well—
A. I know, I know . . . I’m exaggerating. All right, 

all right, you're right . . .  I am. But . . . But! . . . it’s 
only an exaggeration. Do you follow? I mean it is true 
. . . it’s true, but exaggerated. Right? Do you dig? And 
here’s something else, and this is true—most nurses, 
almost no nurse, in fact, is married . . . they're sexually 
frustrated, and bitter, baby . . . bitter, bitter, bitter!

Q. Well, can’t they make it with the doctors, or the 
patients? I mean—

A. Yes! Of course! Oh, they do, they do! With the 
doctors, patients, interns . . .  ward-boys, janitors—any-
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body! Listen, I could tell you . . . well, that’s why you 
can never find one of them! They’re either . . . lying 
down in the rest-rooms, coddling their period, or they’re 
off somewhere getting laid! In the . . . the broom- 
closet or someplace! Ha!

Q. Then you don’t—
A. Oh listen, I’ve known some nice nurses, I don’t 

say that. .. there’s one here, right here} on this floor— 
day-nurse ... a darling, perfectly darling little old lady 
—she's let’s see, how old is [name] now . . .? She’s 
sixty . . . four. Sixty-four years old! And a marvelous 
nurse! Really. Marvelous sweet old lady! But, I mean, 
ha, ha, well, I don’t mind telling you it's . . * well, it's 
a rare thing, a very rare thing!

Q. Yes, well—
A. But listen . . . just a minute—what did you say?

Just before? You said why can’t they make it with 
them? The patients and so on—is that what you said?

Q. Well, you said they were frustrated . . .
A. Well, but that’s not going to change their . . . 

well, what kind of hospital is that, for heaven’s sake!
With the nurses getting laid all over the place! You 
think they shoidd do that? Ha, ha, you . . . you’ve got 
some funny ideas about hosiptals!

Q. I didn’t say they shoidd do that, I just wondered 
if they did.

A. And an all-^ay hospital! Ha, ha! That’s very 
funny!

Q. Well, you don’t think that’s . . . what, that isn’t 
even conceivable?

A. Well, you couldn’t get an all-gay staff to treat 
only gay patients, I can tell you that.

Q. But would it be possible to have an all-gay staff?
I mean are there gay janitors, for example?

A. Oh, ho-ho! Are there!
Q. Well then, theoretically—
A. Ha, ha! Some of my best friends are gay janitors!
Q. Well, the point—
A. No, no, that was a joke!
Q. Yes, I realize that, I realize that. It’s very funny.
A. Ho-ho! You didn’t laugh!
Q. Well ... I did really. I mean I recognized it as a 

joke. I acknowledge it as a joke. Ha, ha. How’s that?
A. Ha, ha . . . Well, you have some funny ideas about 

hospitals, that’s all I can say.
Q. I don’t have any ideas about it—I wanted you 

to tell me about it. I mean we’ve . . . you’ve made cer
tain generalizations, about doctors and so on, so I was 
asking about that.

A. About an all-gay hospital?
Q. Well, an all-gay staff, yes.
A. Well, it would be a damn good hospital, I can tell 

you that. Better than any there are now.
Q. Well, what about the . . . wouldn’t the gay staff 

try to . . . try to take advantage of the non-gay pa
tients? While they were asleep, or weakened or some
thing?

A. Ha, ha! Well, I mean if you call love and . . . and 
—well, what do you mean “take advantage o f”?

Q. Well, I don’t know . . .  it seems like they would.
A. Well, anyway, one thing—you could be sure of 

getting plenty of attention!
Q. Yes . . .
A. And I do mean you!
Q. Uh-huh . . .
A. Ha, ha! Now, now, don’t take it so person-ally!
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M O R T  S A H L
(Continued fr om  Cover)

A. I can say what I say faster, and the audience 
seems to give me a certain credence as an elder states
man, so that they really listen to those pronouncements. 
When I was starting, everybody was calling me a radi
cal and saying it was impossible, and now they’ve come 
to accept it—nobody stands up and says I'm a radical, 
by any means—and I probably go farther now than I 
ever went. So, in other words, I have more license. And, 
as Theodor Reik once said, "Anybody can say what he 
thinks, but you have to know what you think, which is 
tougher."

I don't want to minimize this—there’s a few changes 
we ought to lay out here. I constructed a network of 
theatres where people can speak—they happen to be 
saloo/is, and people said it could not be done— in com
plete freedom. I started college concerts; I started 
emceeing at the jazz festivals—that is, I introduced 
verbalization at the jazz festivals—I constructed, for

what they’re worth, Mr. Kelly's Tin Chicago], I intro
duced The Blue Angel [in New York] to something 
besides that effete trash they were presenting—that 
inside nothing of the East 70s—Storyville [in Boston], 
the hungry i [in San Francisco], The Crescendo fin Los 
Angeles], and then finally took the thing into The 
Copa [in New York], The Fountainbleu [in Miami], 
into the larger rooms, to where they accepted it, on my 
terms; I started comedy records in this country—in 
1957, was the first one. The whole climate has been 
changed, including network television.

Everywhere I’ve gone, I have tainted them, so to 
speak. It may not be the Midas touch, but they have 
come away with a different coloration than when they 
started it. I don’t think that’s to be minimized. What 
I’m saying in effect is, the next guy that came along 
after me didn't have the trouble I had. And that’s no 
minor accomplishment. If a guy comes in with anything 
odd now—that is, away from the norm—people don’t 
throw him out on that basis alone; they say, "Well, 
there is precedent, let’s hear him out." Unfortunately, 
most of those guys have nothing to offer, but I can't 
control that, I'm sorry to say. Because I’m in the 
audience, too, and I don’t hear much.

Q. How do you explain the paradox—that you do 
go farther now even tkoxigh your audience has broad
ened ?

A. Oh, because I developed some skills along the way, 
which are theatrical. This is not in the area of social 
heroism, because a moral commitment is early in your 
life—but then how to implement it becomes a theatrical 
skill. And I go farther because I give them more—for 
one thing, I don't do twenty minutes, I do an hour, 
an hour-and-a-quarter—and I have created a climate
September 1963

whereby you can do it.
As I say, I've created a climate that has a bigger 

appetite than it has qualified people to meet that appe
tite. There’s hundreds of people running around called 
"The New Comedians"—but none of them are saying 
anything. I don’t think they’re overly laden with con
tent, but the audience is definitely ready for it.

So you find people who are completely ignorant 
making political references, whereas ten years ago— 
when I made political references because they were 
uppermost in my mind—I ran the risk of being called 
a Communist. And I was one called one. And I sued 
a guy over it, and won the suit. A libel suit in Los 
Angeles.

Q. Who was it?
A. Jaik Rosenstein in that thing called Hollywood 

Close-Up. So I went to court and nailed him.
Q. How do you feel about the criticism from certain 

quarters that once you’re accepted by The Estab- 
ment, you become less effective?

A. Well, they have to establish that I’ve been ac
cepted by The Establishment. No one can assume that. 
And the people who have said those things have been 
incorrect.

One, Richard Gehman—who used the phrase in Cav
alier magazine that I "go with the strength"—was 
referring to the fact that I was acquainted with "Sen
ator" Kennedy, not President Kennedy. Another is 
Nat Hentoff, who claims that I never said anything 
about the Kennedys, that I never made any jokes about 
the Kennedys.

Actually, that’s kind of healthy, to have all those 
people completely misinformed—they don’t know what 
your trajectory is—because that, by default, proves 
that they are not the arbiters of our society. They 
don’t know what the hell they’re talking about. One 
thinks you’re with the administration, and the other 
thinks you’re not with anything. One thinks it’s an
archy, and the other thinks you’re a Democrat. So 
obviously I’ve been successful in throwing the hound 
dogs off my path.

0. When I said “accepted by The Establishment,” 
I meant the New Yorker profile, the Time magazine 
cover story—

A. Oh, that’s different. I’m completely in favor of 
being accepted by The Establishment, but you have to 
be accepted on your own terms. If the only verification 
of your art is the fact that you’re done in, then I 
don’t accept that as verification. I not only survived, 
but I prevailed—and that is because I identify with a 
long line of merit. That’s my one distinction: I chose 
the Good Guys. I may not be one of them, but at least 
I recognize them.

And I believe that, for those people who think that 
the only verification of your cause is to be Christ, re
member there's a two-part story. There’s crucifixion, 
but there’s also resurrection.

Q. This reference to the Good Guys, which implies 
that there are also Bad Guys—he cleverly surmised— 
well, here’s a quote from an article—“The Complacent 
Satirists”—in the June issue of Encounter:

"The essence of satire lies in catching the audience 
by surprise in order to bring its members to see 
themselves, their beliefs, their institutions, and their 
behaviour in an unfamiliar, ridiculous, and unfavor
able light. Though satire usually assumes the guise

17
http://www.ep.tc/realist
THE REALIST ARCHIVE PROJECT

http://www.ep.tc/realist/43
http://www.ep.tc/realist


The REALIST Issu e Number 43 - S ep t 1963 - P a ge  18 
scans of this entire issue found at: http://www.ep.tc/realist/43

of entertainment, its intention is quite different, be
ing to make people feel uncomfortable, guilty, or 
ashamed of what they believed, did, or supported.” 
Now, if you set up this kind of wc-thcy feeling— 

we’re the Good Guys and they’re the Bad Guys—then, 
according to this definition at least, aren’t you failing 
to impart the essence of satire?

A. I didn’t say we’re the Good Guys; I said I iden
tify with the Good Guys. You know, I’m talking about' 
the giants through history when I say the Good Guys 
—to identify with a certain kind of thinking that I 
recognize and I think has merit, whether it’s Freudian 
thinking or Socrates thinking or whatever—I’m talk
ing about gigantic concepts that determined your faith 
before you were born. I’m not talking about the audi
ence. In fact, a verification of what you just said is in 
people in the audience who come up and yell at me from 
night to night: “You don’t leave us anything! You 
don't leave anybody standing! The vindictive spills 
out on us, on our values, on the way we live, on the 
Democrats, on the Republicans. . . They term it an
archy. So I didn’t say the audience are Good Guys, by 
any means. I took them apart first.

Q. And yet, didn’t you once say to me that the Real- 
ist makes a mistake when we make fun of liberals 
because we give fodder to the conservatives?

A. Well, in some areas. I think the Realist is prob
ably the most vital publication in the United States; 
I’ve often said that to people. But saying it to you is 
something else again; I’m not giving fodder to any 
bigots who are enemies of yours, by censure—when 
I say it to you, then the facts can be considered—I 
don’t think the magazine should dissipate its time on 
crudeness, and I think there’s an appetite in the maga
zine for crudeness; in other words, what we can get 
away with by writing things on the side o f a barn.

I write what I say in Time magazine; not in the 
Reporter, not in the Nation, not in the Realist. I want 
as many people to hear it, undiluted, on my terms, as 
possible. See, I think there are more skillful ways of 
saying things than that cartoon you ran [on the cover 
of issue #39j about the world being in bed, and the 
Russians and the Americans. In fact, I think you’re 
evading responsibility by making out that the whole 
world is a hoax—the whole world is a put-on, morality 
is a put-on—in other words, I think you confuse Puri
tanism and morality. I think it’s a mistake of the mag
azine. But with all of that, it’s still better than any
thing that’s being printed.

Q. I’m really pleased to hear criticism of that car
toon because there’s been so much praise of it—

A. Oh, it was awful. That's crude, that's terrible, 
that’s Men’s Room literature.

Q. But wait now. The theme of that cartoon was an 
attack on the theory of collective guilt. Isn’t that what 
you do too, really?

A. I don’t know. I don’t do it that way. I can do it 
within the confines—see, I don’t think virtue is to be 
spat upon. First of all, virtue is rare, so let’s not throw 
it away, we don’t stumble upon it all that easily, it’s 
very difficult to locate. And once we have it, I don’t 
think it’s made for people to wipe their feet on. And 
I don’t do it that way. Mankind is not to be—the ulti
mate configuration of man is not there so that you can 
deface it. Because I don’t think that’s rebellion, for one 
thing; I think that’s a very impotent kind of rebellion. 

Whatever you do, whether it’s a rebellion or any-
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thing creative, has to be done within a framework.
There has to be a frame of reference, and if we're not 
within the frame, then there is no sanity. We have to 
define the purpose of this life. Now that may mean 
lawfulness, but lawfulness is for survival, not to in
hibit creativity.

Q. But, to me, the whole theme of that cartoon was:
Thou shalt not deface mankind.

A. Oh, yeah, but look at the way he took it—the 
most direct way—it shows a great impoverishment on 
the part of the guy that drew the cartoon [Guindon]. •
In other words, if you could only reduce everything 
to a sexual situation—first of all, sex is only what 
comes out, anyway. Much more subtle drives are going 
on. That’s one of the ways you can show hostility, is 
sex. And one o f the ways you can show high regard 
for someone, is sexual. But—gee, I mean it’s so obvious,
—unskilled, untutored. / find that cartoon offensive.

I don’t mind telling you, that kind of thing is offen
sive to me. I don’t dig that. And it’s not because I’m 
not free. I’ve been in the world since I was 12, and 
I know what goes on—but I don’t think it has to go off' 
that way. And to equate Russia with the United States 
in that sense is a way of obviating your own responsi
bility as an adult. It’s a way of not choosing up sides, 
and not defining anything, or not analyzing anything.

And what makes it maddening is that a page away 
you have quite a scorching analysis of the world situa
tion—you really deal with Cuba, and Vietnam, arid the 
FBI, and whatever else, and you see them quite clearly.
Then something like that comes along, and I think it’s 
ridiculous. In other words, if you say something truth
ful, and you use profanity in order to test the law, I’ll 
defend your right to use the profanity, but I’d hate 
to see your message stilled while we argue over the 
use of profanity. Because I think you should be heard.
I don’t want you to compromise the truth—you know,
I don’t care how you say it; if that’s the only way you- 
can say it, that’s something else again, that’s another 
argument.

Q. 1 feel like saying: uAre there any other come
dians I haven’t offended?”

A. It’s an opportunity for me to ask you about the 
magazine, too, because I'm really concerned with what 
you’re doing, because nobody else is doing it.

Q. There was one word you said—responsibility— 
responsibility to what?

A. To yourself. That’s where it starts.
Q. Yeah, well, that’s what I was talking about when 

I said collective guilt. In other words, this cartoon was 
expressing a mood; it used a sexual analogy to express 
a mood which I think you yourself have expressed on 
stage. Every night., perhaps.

A. Yeah, but I don’t think that’s true. I don’t think 
that both the United States and Russia are raping the 
world. They are the world—whether they subdivide it 
or not, they’re a good portion of it, and they’re in
fluential nations—and I think that's a childish way to 
look at it.

You cannot reduce the riddle of the power struggle 
in this hemisphere, where the fact that you have an 
administration that defers to the cold war, or to capi
talism; or you have a socialistic country in the East 
such as the Soviet Union that is trying to westernize, 
so to speak—you can’t reduce it to that—-that’s a child
ish way to look at it. Plus the fact that it’s crude and 
offensive.
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Q. Now you used the word rape. Hoio do you know 
that the female representing the earth was nbt being 
submissive?

A. Or even seductive. Well, I'll never know. I didn’t 
see her face in that cartoon; you didn't emphasize that 
part, you know.

Q. Right. So isn't it possible that you’re projecting 
something into the cartoon—

A. Well, the question is, who can interpret my re
mark? I mean who's fit to interpret it? A doctor.

Q. But I don’t know if you answered the question 
that I posed—about our making-fun-of-the-liberals giv
ing fodder to the conservatives—

A. Oh, yeah, well, they’ll pick up anything they can. 
It's much the same as if during this whole strike-out- 
for-civil-rights, during the period of the N egro’s agi
tation in this country, if there are certain excesses by 
irresponsible hoodlums who happen to be colored, and 
we point it out, we’re giving fodder to people who have 
stepped on all Negroes for the last hundred years, and 
we certainly don't want to do that.

In other words, you have to be careful who you talk 
to. It's just like if you produced a play today, it’s nice 
to hire Negro actors, but if you made one a villain, I 
think you'd damage the cause.

Q. But don’t you often say things on stage that 
could give fodder to the conservatives?

A. Very often, sure. I’ve had to, to dramatize the 
situation. But I have to, because ultimately we have 
to get at the truth, and when the audience comes to 
see me, I'm afraid we're at ground zero; we’ve got to 
get to it. Because we're in the first booster phase of 
getting at the facts, and we've got to do it, that’s all. 
And it doesn’t matter who falls.

You cannot have a protective cloak over the Demo
crats, for instance, forever. We’ve got to look at them 
and see what they are. But that means looking com
pletely. That doesn’t mean people saying, “Don’t you 
think the President’s doing a wonderful job ?”—or, 
“The Republicans are blocking him in Congress.” 
There's no time for rationalization. There isn’t any 
time, that’s the point.

Q. How do you feel about the notion which is some
times put forth, that there’s a definite relationship 
between your Jewish background and your work?

A. That’s nonsense. I don't have any kinship with a 
Jewish background. But I will say this: When Freud 
was ostracized by the medical society in Vienna, he 
then was offered the forum of the B'nai Brith. They 
said, “We don’t agree with anything you say, but 
anyone can speak here, because we’re interested in 
free speech.” He then wrote in a letter to a friend: 
“The role of the Jew is that o f the opposition.” So if 
the role of the Jew is to rock the boat, and to be in
quisitive—intellectually curious, that is—fine. Classic 
role. But there’s no urgency; in other words, there’s no 
message I got from this generation. This generation 
of Jews in America is taking a sabbatical. They’re 
taking twenty years off because they produced—be
cause they saw it, they didn’t produce it—because they 
were witness to a generation, all the people that were 
active in left-wing politics, and all the people who com
pensated for being oppressed by over-intellectualizing 
in the arts, all the English professors they developed, 
and ‘all the people who generally contributed to the 
intellectual life of this country.
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This generation is making up for it by assimilating 
and becoming nothing. You know, vanilla ice cream. 
What I’m trying to say is, if I’m Jewish, then they’re 
a fraud; and if they’re Jewish, I don’t want to be that.

Q. Do you consider yourself Jewish?
A. No! I belong to me. And that’s enough. I don’t 

consider myself anything. And I’m having a tough time 
finding any kinship. You know, you get along with peo
ple who have ideas, that’s all.

Q. You had a gag in your performance last night 
about, the Supreme Court’s prayer decision. Now, to 
me, it seemed that I could’ve heard Bob Hope saying 
that; it didn’t seem to have any honest point of view.

A. First of all, therq’s seven records of mine out now, 
that have hours and hours of material with a point of 
view that you might find honest, but you didn’t isolate 
that; I think that may be a key to your thinking. But 
you isolated this one joke about the Supreme Court, 
which I’ll be happy to discuss with you.

The so-called Bob Hope form—it’s true, you know, 
I'm working within theatricality, forms of theatricality 
— I recognize an obligation to theatre to keep people’s 
attention, which-1 do for an hour without dancing or 
singing or doing imitations or compromising my point 
of view. Now, I think that to become more skillful and 
say things economically—as economically as a cartoon
ist in panels—I think is an accolade.

To free associate and waste time and eventually come 
up with some ore, but come up with a lot of garbage 
along the way, and eventually bore people, is something 
you obviously admire. I don’t admire it, and I won’t sit 
through it. Not because I don’t think enough of the 
performer, but I think too much of myself. I have 
something else to do with my time. I just want to make 
that clear. And we can apply that to a few people.

But now, the Supreme Court. The joke, I think, goes: 
that “all this depression is coming in on me and I don’t 
know what to do with it, and I say to myself, ‘If I 
didn’t have God, I don't know what I’d do’—and then 
the Supreme Court made this ruling.”

Well, I think obviously, any guy that’s worried about 
fallout, lung cancer, heart disease, not getting along 
with women, and his career, and the fact that we don’t 
have a two-party system any more—who can rational
ize with “If I didn’t have God”—is obviously a Norman 
Vincent Peale disciple. That’s where the joke lies. His 
philosophy is only vulnerable by a bigger cliche.

So a guy who would be dumb enough to have that 
philosophy would then misinterpret the Supreme Court 
ruling. I’ve already fought about the Supreme Court 
ruling on the Tonight show; I took a half-hour of 
NBC’s time to go into that.

But that works for me in that arena—that’s mv in
terpretation of the joke—but the area of your inter
pretation is sacred to you; you have that right as a 
member o f the audience, to do anything you want to 
with that joke.

Q. Which includes the right to ask a question in the 
role of the devil’s advocate. 1 knew what you did on the 
Tonight show—but., von know. I had to ask it in the 
context of itour niaht club performance—

A. All right, but I just want you to know that the 
values are reasonably constant. And the people that 
challenge that Supreme Court ruling don’t know what 
it's about. But that’s a historic rule.

Q. But I was thinking in terms of—you know, if
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someone in the night club audience were to hear that 
joke, he would come away not knowing: Is Sahl in favor 
of the Supreme Court decision or not?

A. Yeah, but you see, that’s a fine line, because if 
you start in with the people in the audience—the first 
thing I used to hear in San Francisco ten years ago 
was, “Nobody wants to hear that"; then the next thing 
was, “Well, only intellectuals want to hear it”; then 
after that it was, “They don’t want to hear it in the 
East”; then, “They don’t want to hear it on TV.”

You know, you take this to a point where you say, 
“People can misinterpret it,” so eventually my point of 
view is suspect if I’m not elected President. There’s 
really no end to it.

The very fact that I can say it— it’s almost miracu
lous that I’ve developed a form—in other words, it’s 
this form that triggers a release that makes the point, 
makes it economically, and covers all that ground. That’s 
not a lecture, you know, with 12-year-old morality. 
That’s a distilled point of view, that people subsidize. 
It’s the healthiest thing in the world. For them. And 
for me. Largely for them; it’s healthier for them.

Q. Do you get any sense of futility in the whole 
milieu of the night club? The idea of it is healthy, but 
in tenns of its actual effect, do you get any sense of 
frustration?

A. What, in night clubs? Well, there are certain oc
cupational hazards, but there’s great freedom, because 
there’s nobody pompous there, like an editor in a pub
lication, or a director in a theatre group, or an adver
tising executive in broadcasting—there’s no one who 
has delusions of “helping” you. You have complete free
dom. That means you can edit. But it doesn’t mean 
you go unedited—that’s a very important point—you 
edit, and you have to he the final arbiter. And that 
helps you become a responsible adult—which should be 
the aim of all of us. It’s helped me.

I think there are frustrations in the audience, be
cause when I hit gold, when I hit a vein, I don’t like to 
talk to 300 people—I’d like to be talking to three mil
lion—but the reason I talk to thirty million on tele
vision is because I built on the night clubs. That’s a 
lobbying point. That’s a lobby to influence the congress, 
the ultimate congress, which is the American public— 
once you can got to them via mass media. That’s how 
you do it. You've got the club—you can stand on that 
rock and scream—otherwise you couldn’t talk at all. 
That’s why I chose night clubs.

Q. Then you believe it snowballs into having some 
influence?

A. It always does. You know, it brought me into tele
vision; it brought me into being, in other words, a 
major voice. When a guy like Gchman or anybody else 
says “He goes with fhe strength,” what put me along
side the President? What put me in his company? What 
introduced him to me? I mean, how do you explain the 
fact—everybody in the United States knows me. and 
I’m not on television or in pictures. What put me on 
the cover of Time? Because I had an audience. The 
audience made me a hero.

Q. Well, I’m not talking about an influence on your 
meteoric rise. I'm talking about your influence on the 
audience's thinking.

A. Well, don’t you think the fact that every—vou 
don’t see too many guys getting up with a Borscht Belt 
approach now; they all get up and try to look like
20

they’re thinking, even though they’re not equipped; 
even though they’re untalented in that area, they try 
to imitate that stand. Now obviously I have made that 
acceptable. That’s an acceptable way to be, or I would’ve 
been dismissed by the audience years ago.

Q. I’m talking about your ideas—not your form—
I’m talking about your ideas, in terms of influencing 
the audience to the extent of perhaps changing their 
viewpoint.

A. There’s nobody who comes away from the show 
with a feeling of apathy. I don’t care whether I rein
force their prejudice or I convert them to my point of 
view—the point is they feel something. And the mis
sion of theatre is to wake people up. Make them feel 
something. And there’s residual feeling on the part of 
cxeryone that’s seen the show, whether they’re terrified, 
or whether they laugh, or whether they say “Yes, 
that’s right, I wish I’d said that, that quick,” or “Hang 
’im!” They feel something. They always have. There’s 
an urgency about it.

Q. You were at Time magazine’s cover-personalities 
party. What didn’t Time tell in their story about it?

A. Well, I saw the pictures in there showing that 
Casey Stengel was there, and Hedda Hopper, but that 
isn’t what I was impressed with at the party. I mean I 
was impressed by the fact that hundreds of people who 
work for Time magazine were at the party, and there 
were a lot of generals and admirals and a lot of politi
cal figures who shape our destiny—and that’s what im
pressed me.

Bette Davis said, “I’m glad the wrong people aren’t 
here, like Khrushchev and Castro.” And I had to re
mind her that perhaps it wasn’t Mr. Luce’s option that 
they not come; maybe it was theirs. You know, that 
kind of thing—the emphasis on who was important at 
the party, because everybody was there. Nobody turns 
Time magazine down. It was handled very efficiently. It 
was really like the proverbial, well-oiled machine.

The children of some of the people who work for 
Time magazine arc more conservative than their par
ents are. politically, which scared me to death.

Q. Children of what age?
A. Twenty-three, twenty-two. Terrible. Uninformed 

conservatism. Gee, that, was depressing. And also I 
noticed that the President was absent, and the Attor
ney General; they only come in election years, I gather.
But the President sent a wire for Mr. Luce to read.

They gave me the red-carpet treatment. I had a 
pretty good time. But everywhere I went I was sort of 
harassed by an audience of people who wanted to know 
what my opinions about everything were; this is a great 
era for that. Derivative opinion. They want to know—
Tell me what I should think about such-and-such—and 
then they argue with you. They compare their cliches 
to your cliches.

Q. I assume Kennedy and the Attorney General got 
invited—

A. Yeah, they were invited. They couldn’t make it.
Q. Did Castro and Khrushchev get invited?
A. I wonder! That’s what we don’t know. Everybody 

who was on the cover was invited. Che Gueverra was 
on the cover—he wasn’t there—couldn’t get into the 
country.

Oh, I’ll tell you what happened. We were assigned 
two people to a car, and I rode with Dr. Jose Miro 
Cardona—it was Time’s idea of a joke—and he kept
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looking for explosives under the hood. Then when we 
were making our travel arrangements, Ed Magnuson 
of Time said, “I'll get you to the airport on time, Mr. 
Sahl, I promise you"—and I looked at Cardona, and I 
said, “Does that word hold an awful lot for you these 
days?” So he got the interpretation and laughed a 
little, and his interpreter said, “Every time we start 
with our travel accommodations, we don’t have to ask, 
because people ask ns when we're going to leave the 
country.”

Those were a few of the sidelights that I think were 
a lot more interesting than what the magazine re
ported. It was ten times as colorful as what they re
ported, because the world was there. And if that’s the 
power elite, look out!

Q. Something should've been done with a captive 
audience like that—I don't know what, but—

A. Well, I did with the ones I could talk to, but the 
show was arranged. The only one who was on the show 
was Bob Hope. I tried to appear on the show, and they 
said it was already arranged. Bob Hope spoke, and Paul 
Tillich, and Mr. Luce. That was it. I said a lot of 
things, you know, like “Life begins at forty”—and I 
was going to give Mr. Luce a present of a permanent 
binder for his copies of Show Business Illustrated and 
U.S.A.-l. U.S.A.-l, Russia-3.

Q. I want to get into the liberal magazines—
A. Yeah, well, the New Republic is a real gung ho 

magazine, they have these things about “The President 
got up today!” Three cheers. The Nation is a little bit 
better. They’re all humorless. The Reporter is depress
ing. It's like cold war hysteria. And if you put an arm- 
band on a guy that says Democrat instead of Republi
can, that’s the only difference it is. There’s no spectrum 
of opinion there. For instance, The Reporter is con
cerned with things like “How did the miners’ election

September 1963
http://www.ep.tc/realist
THE REALIST ARCHIVE PROJECT

go when they attempted to have an open shop in the 
Ruhr?” Or, “Is Upper Volta going to extend the vote 
to women?” I mean who the hell cares? They skip the 
issues that are going to determine whether we are 
incinerated or not. And they’re humorless — they’re 
heavy-handed—and they’re not curious enough, for one 
thing, the so-called liberal publications.

Now what else do we have? There's the Realist, 
which also operates in that area. There’s I. F. Stone, 
with the newsweekly which says a little bit about Cuba, 
because we don’t get any information . . . although in 
this country, overall, we’re suffering from too much 
information. But it’s all junk. You’re suffocating from 
it. Because all this gung ho—see, the liberals are afraid 
to give the Republicans a hole in the breach, so they 
don’t look at the Democratic Party.

It’s like the girl who said to me, “I’m a delegate to 
the Massachusetts convention.” I said, “Do you believe 
in Ted Kennedy?” “No.” “You gonna vote for him?” 
“Yes, because I’m a good Party girl.” I said, “Well, 
maybe a good Party girl is being dissenting." Maybe 
you’re a good American if you dissent. They used to 
in this country. Those magazines are a joke. They 
have no right to exist. They keep saying, “The Presi
dent’s trying.” The Nation's a little bit better than the 
New Republic—that’s hopeless.

But The Reporter—and Max Ascoli with those edi
torials up front. It’s that same thing, you know; they 
just Like these newspaper editorials and grind them 
down—it’s as if you had a fare box from an old street
car and you put in Republican newspaper editorials and 
then you distilled them and put pepper on them, and 
they’re okay. They’re awful.

It's fragmented anyway, their thinking, but with a 
few exceptions they’re generally in favor of the ad
ministration. The administration with few exceptions 
is generally in agreement with the Republicans. The 
Republicans with few exceptions are generally anti
communist. I mean the whole thing is ugh!

Q. There's an article in Harper's by Adlai Stevenson 
on patriotism; I forget whether he's for or against it.

A. Listen, I went to a UN meeting in Los Angeles 
last month—the American Association of the United 
Nations—they opened up the meeting, and the first 
thing they do is a flag salute. We’re fighting sovereign 
states, right? And they said “One nation under God,” 
and a lot of people in the audience don’t believe it 
should be done that way, but, you know, that’s not their 
night at ACLU, it's their night at the UN association. 
Oh, liberals are impossible. They’re terrible. The worst 
thing about Stevenson were his supporters, as the old 
saying went—and was true.

Q. All right, then there’s the National Review—
A. Well, of course, the National Review, you know, 

it looks like a comic book. It looks like a funny book, 
and it doesn’t live up to that. Buckley, of course, he got 
that job of being head of the conservatives by default. 
He reminds me of Goldwater in this sense: They’re not 
stable conservatives. Those guys are a joke. If I were 
a conservative, I think I’d be in as much trouble as if 
I were a liberal in this country, because you really need 
a friend, and you need a leader, desperately.

Barry Goldwater and Buckley remind me of a guy 
who comes to town and becomes a disc jockey—comes 
to a town like Cincinnati, plays jazz all night, sponsors 
concerts—the college kids all follow him, you see. “Boy,
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this guy’s really something.” And the reason he’s play
ing jazz is because he checked out the pop and rock’n’
roll markets and found out they were taken. That’s as 
close as I can come.

Q. You just said “if I were a liberal." Does that wean 
you're not ?

A. Oh, boy. Listen, I’m so much farther on than that.
Q. Do you consider yourself a radical?
A. I don’t know. Radical as compared to what? And 

liberal as compared to what?
Q. Do you consider yourself anti-label?
A. Well, I don’t want that to become a basic industry 

at the wrong time. You try to be your own man and 
judge it issue for issue. You know, put the issues up 
against themselves, so to speak, as opposed to having 
your own fluoroscope with the liberal anatomy and put
ting things against that. Because I can adapt in order 
to breathe, but there are some things that you just 
cannot adapt to. Well, it's impossible; I mean they’re 
just not patterns of survival.

How can you be a liberal in our society? First of all, 
the liberals nowadays—all they do is work on emotional 
causes. They’ll freedom ride, but they won't give $10 
to help a man like Estes Kefauver fight the pharma
ceutical houses. They’ll march for Caryl Chessman, but 
they won’t go up to San Quentin when a homosexual 
who killed his grandmother with an ax is being exe
cuted. Because it doesn’t appeal to them. It’s unfortu
nate. You’ve got to have a whole emotional—you 
couldn’t sell a play to the liberals unless there was a 
strong love story—it’s like that.

Q. You and Dick Gregory both talk about the evils 
of segregation and, implicitly, the justice of integra
tion—but he's had more than an abstract role in the 
conflict. IIow come you scent to limit your passion to 
your function as an entertainer?

A. I’m really sorry, you know, that I brought politics 
into the theatre when I realize that the real virtue in 
life is to take the theatre into politics. I’ve never done 
that. You also noticed I wasn’t at either one of the 
conventions marching around with any of the nominees. 
I don’t do that with the other theatrical people. I like 
to use the theatre for what it’s meant—it’s an arena 
of ideas.

First of all. I’ve been talking on an international scale 
about segregation, that’s true. I was doing it a few 
years before anybody else—when people were saying 
“It isn’t feasible” and “It can’t be done.” I didn’t hear 
anybodv doing it. It was a pretty non-competitive area. 
I felt that I could do it with effectiveness if I was not 
a Negro, to a disarmed audience. It’s as if you don’t 
have an ax to grind. You can sneak up on them. It’s 
much the same as when I talked a lot about the Holly
wood Ten being blacklisted. I felt I could be more effec
tive when I was not a victim of a blacklist. I could be 
a spokesman for them because I was not tainted in the 
eyes of the audience, so to speak.

Now, as far as his taking part in demonstrations, 
that’s up to him.. I haven’t seen that there's been a great 
deal of effect by his taking part in those demonstra
tions. And also, there’s a reversal of theory, because 
a few years ago he was saying, “I don’t want to be 
segregated—‘You’re just a Negro'—I’m an individual. 
too, not just a member of a group.” Now he says, “I 
may be an individual, but I’m a Negro first.” There’s 
been a reversal there, of his logic. In other words, I
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don’t ever want to be a member of a group. I can’t find 
one anyway, so that decision’s a little late in coming.
You know, it’s lagging.

Q. 1 think that's why you always ask if there are any 
groups you haven't offended; maybe you'll find one.

A. Yeah, well, it ain't happened yet, in ten years.
But, see, entertainers who don’t say anything—they 
don't get into areas of controversy, they make mean
ingless motion pictures and all—yeah, they go to dem
onstrations; they have to say what they think. I say 
what I think—in other words, my morality is implicit 
in my work. There’s no more I can do. People know 
pretty much what I do. It reminds me very much of 
entertainers who run to be on Open End with Susskind 
because they can’t express themselves doing a play 
written by a homosexual eight times a week. Well, I 
couldn’t either if I was doing that.

But life is a series of choices. And I chose what I 
was going to be. And I didn’t come on as the first 
Negro comedian. And I didn’t ask for anybody’s toler
ance. I took my chances-. Even when people said a Jew 
and a Communist would be the only ones who would 
be a “nigger-lover”—I heard that many tim es—we’re 
all familiar with that cliche. I did it then. I did it and 
I took my chances with it, and I won with it.

I don’t run, as I say, to a program like Susskind’s 
because I can express myself every night. Nobody has 
to say to me. “What do you really think?” At least I’m 
brave enough to say it on the stage: That's what I think.
And I’m not down there—you know, it’s nice to go down 
there in groups of 5,000 and'thumb your nose at South
ern Cracker cops. What about getting up at a meeting 
at NBC when you don’t have an audience to cheer you 
on and telling a Southern sponsor you want a Negro 
trio to accompany a white girl on a television show.
Try that some time.

Q. Have you done it, or is that hypothetical?
A. No, it’s not hypothetical. I’ve done it, and more 

than once. And I’ve made it stick. It’s not the heroism 
of doing it, it’s having it come off. It’s getting the show 
on the air. That’s your verification.

But this stuff of marhing down 10,000 strong—you 
know, the Jews didn’t have that privilege in this coun
try: they had to march alone—one guy had the ability, 
and he was resented, but he graduated from medical 
school. It wasn’t en masse. I’m afraid I will never have 
a group. My people are never going to be in power, 
whoever they may be.

Q. You used the phrase, “There's no more I can do."
A. Than give the best you can theatrically. You know,

I'm in the theatre.
Q. All right, but where does responsibility end? You 

were invited to give some advice to some people from 
S$CC (the Student Nonviolent Coordinating Commit
tee) the other week—and you turned doion the invita
tion—

A. Oh. yeah—by two Jewish liberal busybodics. who 
were rude to me. And, with one hand, to say, “You’re 
a potent force, you can help us,” and with the other, to 
attempt to discredit me? Well, I can’t live both ways.

Q. Discredit you in what, way?
A. You don’t know that whole story. They called me 

up on the phone, and they were rude to me, and they 
were threatening to me, and they gave me a lot of 
trouble. And when I tried to accommodate them and 
set up a time for the meeting, they suddenly dropped
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into a tyegro dialect, these two Jewish busybodics, and 
said, “Like, man, if you're going to cop out"—and, you 
know, I’m not interested in withdrawing from society 
by limiting my vocabulary to 31 words. There was a 
time when people spoke Yiddish because being Jewish 
was the sophisticated thing to be. Now being Negro is 
the sophisticated thing to be. Well, I’m not that flexible. 
I’m still attempting the old things. *

I was insulted. Now if they want to ask for some
thing, they’re going to have to find a way to reach me, 
and meet me when I can. I told them I would try to set 
up a meeting. When I tried to attempt a time that was

Atomic Age Nutrition
You have every right to give your children vitamin 

tablets and, since I have studied the evidence for and 
against fluoridation and have come to the conclusion 
that it’s a good thing for my children, I have every 
right to give them fluoride tablets. I do. This is a 
kind of freedom we all should have, and I think that 
some of the opponents of the limited test-ban treaty 
would relent if they realized that they could have this 
freedom. Therefore, I’m having a friend of mine 
who’s vice president of a firm which manufactures 
drug tablets make up a batch loaded wtlh strontium- 
90 and iodine-131. Anyone who doesn’t like the test- 
ban can feed them to his children. We’re not sure 
whether to give them a dignified “ethical" name like 
Pediatric Dietary Supplement or an over-the-counter 
sales-puller like Teller’s Little Leukemia Pills.

—Marshall E. Deutsch

convenient for both groups, they then gave me all that 
static. You know, I went to those meetings before these 
groups were interested. I went to a lot of meetings, and 
I heard a lot of people talk, and I had areas of concern. 
The commitment didn’t start last year because “It’s 
time” according to some irresponsible so-called leaders. 
It was time a long time ago.

Q. I’m not questioning the commitment for one sec
ond. The real question is—you know, accepting your 
premise of the Jewish busybodism of the two who in
vited you—

A. You mean it defeated the area? Well, I think that 
the area becomes impotent because they’re involved. 
I don’t think you can do anything. You’d have to go 
directly. If you want to work with SNCC, you go direct 
to SNCC. If you have to go to those people, you never 
get anything done anyway. Because I don’t know who 
my people are, but they sure ain't. I will not ride an 
emotional freedom train. That’s not my idea. In other 
words, for them, to bear their guilt, to show their 
wounds, feeds their neuroses. I don't know if it helps 
the Negro; I don’t if it educates a Southerner; and I 
know damn well it's not the most effective way of doing 
things.

Q. You’re not talking about SNCC, arc you?
A. No, I’m talking about those people that called me. 

SNCC didn't call me.
Q. But SNCC asked them to call you.
A. Yeah, well, they must have run into the breach 

and said, “We know him." But they insulted me and 
drove me off the phone. I was trying to effect a time 
that was convenient for all people concerned. They call 
me at 11:15 and say “Come over here now"—people
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who haven’t seen me in a year-and-a-half. And by the 
way, of the two who called me, one of them is someone 
who kept saying to me, “No one will ever understand 
what you say"—but she's willing to exploit me, for per
sonal heroism, so that she can be a busybody. Busy- 
bodies never change the world. Intuitive geniuses do.

I'm doing it down there on my own time, and I’m say
ing what / think, not because “It’s tim e"—it’s always 
time. And if it becomes an unpopular cause, I’ll still 
say it. And I did. Under threat of Senator McCarthy.

Q. I’m just a reporter, sir.
A. Yes, yes. They’ve given you false facts.
Q. 1 didn’t present you with any facts except what 

actually happened.
A. If they’re SNCC leaders, then I don’t want SNCC.
Q. They’re not SNCC leaders. Don’t you think you 

should’ve ignored their rudeness in order to give what
ever advice you could to the SNCC people?

A. I couldn’t get to the SNCC people. They called me 
up and they said, “You've gotta come over here right 
away." The first insult is, I'm in the theatre, and you 
recognize where I work. I said, “Well, I’ve got a show." 
“We’ll pick you up right after it." I said, “I’ve got a 
date. Now I’ll try to shift the date around. Call me 
when the show is over.” “Oh, well, like, mai}, if you're 
gonna cop out, like.” Well, again—I’m not that much 
in awe of the Negro. I don’t have to talk like that. I did 
that already, when I was 12.

They’re never going to get anything done by calling 
a guy and insulting him and questioning his integrity 
and yelling at him. What can you do besides hang up? 
I’m not interested in proving myself to them. I just 
want to make it clear that I didn’t reject the SNCC 
leaders. I probably have a record of doing more bene
fits and more boat-rocking in the last ten years—it’s 
like the people who come up to me now and say, “How 
can you say that about our President?" I was flying 
around the United States with him! Or they’ll say to 
me, “Are you acquainted with Adlai Stevenson?" I ap
peared on the same platform with Stevenson from New 
York to California 35 times.

These people are really so uninformed that they be
come a burden. I don’t take the trouble to explain this, 
but I’m bored with it. You know, it’s almost paralytic.

Q. 18 it true that you’ve written gags for Kennedy?
A. Yeah, it’s true. I gave a lot of stuff to the Presi

dent. And I haven’t laid on that—in other words, I 
haven’t made a big publicity gambit out of it, as has 
Mr. Gregory by being photographed walking around 
down South. My liberalism can just be left up to the 
audience. They can decide for themselves.

But the President is a friend of mine, and I gave him 
a lot of stuff. Period. I also had met Nixon consequently, 
and had a drink with him, and had quite an interesting 
talk with him. But that’s not a commitment. For all 
people know, I did that as a personal favor. But every
body assumes everything. It shows their ignorance. 
Not my position; their ignorance.

Q. It wasn’t in a professional capacity, then?
A. You mean was I hired? No, I wasn’t hired. There 

are those who began to march with Kennedy when he 
was a winner. I knew him when he was a person who 
had an ambition, I knew him personally—he was a per
sonal friend of mine—and I did that. I was not engaged,
I mean I was not hired for money.

I’m not very big on going to inaugurals and parties
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and running around with that group. I don’t know any
thing about them. I've got my own thing going. The 
minute I start with them, then I’m not with me any 
more. So I don’t participate in much of that.

Q. How would you compare the public images of 
Jackie Kennedy and Elizabeth Taylor?

A. I used to use a gag in the act, where I said that 
Mrs. Kennedy is in all these movie magazines, and I 
couldn’t understand it; then a Democratic girl gets 
impatient with me and she says, “What do you want 
her to do?’’ And I said, “Well, I thought that she might 
relieve Mrs. Roosevelt, who's 77 and too old to be driv
ing tractors to Havana.’’ Of course, Mrs. Roosevelt has 
passed on since then, but I do think that the first lady 
has a responsibility to be interested in somebody who’s 
poor. I don’t see that in this group.

I don’t think her job is to be—I don't think women 
should be downgraded to be nothing but fashion mod
els. And I don’t mean to invade her privacy, but she 
has a public image, which she seems to cultivate her
self, or this administration does. She's very bright— 
I’ve met her, and she’s very bright—and she’s capable, 
but the concept of having Pablo Casals and all these 
people who are not about to rock the boat, and have it 
pass for culture, I think is misleading.

I'm acquainted with Elizabeth Taylor too, but I don’t 
see any similarity. They’re both on those magazines.

Q. How about the public images of Joseph Mitchell 
and. Jimmy Hoff a?

A. Joseph Mitchell. Oh, the city manager of New
burgh who went to the John Birch Society? Yeah, well, 
he was laisscz faire, Mitchell. This is the first time he’s 
gone to the Birch Society, but he must have been in 
absentee membership for a long time. He was certainly 
living up to their philosophy. He was against unwed 
mothers, wasn’t he, and welfare checks. He’s for every
body pitching in. We have leaders and we have follow
ers. That would be his public image.

And Hoffa represents crime. You know, a casting 
director in a television show would say that Hoffa’s 
too on the nose. That's possibly why the government 
picked him as The Victim. He sums up all organized 
crime. He’s unpopular with the government, but very 
popular with his constituents—which is interesting. 
You can say the same thing about the President: he’s 
unpopular with the Communists, with the Eastern 
world, but he’s popular with his constituents—or some
thing, I don’t know.

Anyway, the Hoffa thing is terrible. I think it’s dan
gerous. I think that the harassment of him—to single 
out one individual and to put the resources of the 
United States government to work—is (1) expensive; 
(2) it’s futile; and (3) it’s against the American grain. 
The hearings of the Senate subcommittee when Bobby 
Kennedy was an attorney were harassment—they were 
in the best McCarthyite tradition. And now they’re 
carrying it on.

We are at a time, as I’ve often said on stage, where 
free speech is very much in doubt in this country, the 
individual is sliding down the drain, and it’s being 
tested by a couple of people, like Hoffa, Lenny Bruce— 
a couple of people. There's a conspiracy against—well, 
you know: don’t rock the boat.

Q. I was told by a responsible civil rights leader— 
and they may not follow through on this—but they're 
thinking of approaching Jimmy Hoffa to have his
24

Teamsters Union boycott deliveries to any of these 
Southern communities which permit and condone and 
encourage racial violence.

A. Well, I don’t condone that, any more than I like 
an Interstate Commerce clause interpreted to hang civil 
rights on. They either stand on their own, or they 
should be disregarded completely. That’s hypocrisy. It 
also won’t stand up legally. If the Solicitor General has 
to go before the Supreme Court and equate a m inority’s 
rights with the Mann Act, then you’re in a lot of 
trouble. That’s a wrong interpretation of the law . . . 
just like that housing bill—remember Adam Clayton 
Powell wanted the thing about segregated housing, that 
they wouldn't get a federal grant in aid? That’s ex
tortion. That’s not democracy, that’s extortion.

And, as I say, this whole concept, this whole head
long surge toward liberation with no skills—you’re go
ing to have a lot of people turned loose who are equal— 
it’s like you've got free elections in Africa. You re
member when Ellender said that—that people weren’t 
equipped to vote—he happens to be right.

Now a lot o f liberals wouldn’t like to hear that, but 
Ellender’s bigotry is better founded than their liberal
ism. And if they want to compete with him, then they 
should cultivate liberalism, not just go with emotionally 
what they feel the polarity. You’ve got to be a full
time working individual, with a head on your shoulders; 
not a thumping heart coming through your rib cage.

Q. You mentioned Dick Gregory and publicity. I 
don't know whether he did it for publicity or not, but— 
in the same way that your reaching people is effective— 
maybe the publicity that accompanied his being down 
South, rather than an unknown Negro, brought the sit
uation to public attention. Now, isn’t that good?

A. Anything that contributes is good. No matter 
what the motivation, if it is productive it’s good. It 
doesn’t seem to be productive. He stood on the street 
•corner, he was ignored, and he was finally jailed.11 don’t 
know. I don't think that’s good. I don’t think Martin 
Luther King picked up in overalls, looking like he had 
prepared to go to jail, is good. I don’t think encourag
ing anarchy is good. I don’t think a power struggle just 
before the top is loosened on the pickle jar, so that 
someone can get the credit for doing all of the turning, 
is good.

Everybody wants to,be around to raise the champ’s 
hand, because the other guy is reeling. The fact that 
anything can happen via violence does not bode well for 
the country. You can't march on Washington. There’s 
no such thing. I’m not in favor of that.

Q. You know who else said that? Governor Barnett.
Isn’t it funny to be in the same camp with him?

A. That often happens. You know, Henry Wallace 
was in the same camp with Bob Taft about the Korean 
war, but he was the head of the Progressive Party. 
That’s all right, there again you’ve got to go issue by 
issue. People will just have to make up their minds 
whether I’m a segregationist or not. I don’t think I 
have a record as one.

Q. Of course, the context that Barnett said this in 
was a charge that the drive for civil rights legislation 
and street demonstrations are a part of the Communist 
conspiracy to conquer the nation from within.

A. Well, last night in a drug store a guy asked me 
if I didn’t think that Communists were behind the 
NAACP, and I said, “If the Communists were behind
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it, it might be a little better organized—there wouldn’t 
be so many groups.” Because I think they’re impotent 
by the fact that there’s such a fragmented leadership.

Q. But the March on Washington is a joining-together 
of all these groups—

A. When I say you can’t march, this is what I’m get
ting at: Demonstrations are fine .to let the Congress 
know that they’re not insulated, and this is public 
opinion—put it in front of them, that’s fine. But I want 
to know how you can control that. I like hostility at 
times, when it’s justified by the situation, but if hos
tility can’t be controlled it then becomes an instrument 
of terror, even to the person who possesses it, because 
you cannot control it.

It may end in a lot of blood, because what is going 
to happen eventually—if somebody gets out of line, 
you will have to call in the law, because the Negroes will 
represent outlaws in that situation, and then, when 
you call in the law—right is automatically on the side 
of those who are in uniform, and there’s going to be 
blood in the streets, as the saying goes. I don’t think 
that’s getting anything accomplished.

You can’t sit in on Congress. It’s against the law. 
That’s the way things are. And I'm talking about get
ting something done, not expressing the individual

The Risk of Democracy (Confinued)
The following letter to the editor appeared in the 

August 2nd issue of Life magazine:
“I am sure that the picture of Senator Goldwater’s 

88-year-old mother smoking a cigaret will cost him 
votes. Too bad.”

neuroses of those Jewish girls who belong to the 
NAACP. Let ’em take it out on their husbands, like 
they used to.

Q. When you say that, aren’t you going to give fod
der to the right-wingers who say that the NAACP is 
run by Jewish girls?

A. No, the Negroes say it. The Negroes have turned 
against the Jews. There’s a lot of anti-Semitism among 
Negroes. They have no sense of history. They've for
gotten about the Communist Party—the Jews were in 
the middle of it and pulled the Negroes right along with 
them—they were always saying, “Help the Negro!” 

Remember the jokes, years ago, when they used to 
say, “We’re having a party; I’ll bring the liquor, you 
bring the Negroes.” Remember those jokes? Well, the 
Negroes have forgotten that. They’re now saying “The 
Jews didn’t care.” An awful lot of Jews did care—in 
the Furriers Union, and in demonstrations in Union 
Square in the ’30s.

But aside from that, I’m giving fodder to all the 
conservatives who subscribe to the Realist. You and 
that fodder. Boy.

Q. Would you like to make any political prognostica
tions about the 196A elections? We assume that Ken
nedy’s going to run again—

A. Well, I hope he gives us an answer soon, because 
the tension’s driving me crazy. But, if he runs, I think 
his brother* Robert, will run as Vice-President, and I 
think that we are desensitized enough so that we will 
accept it. No one will say anything. The rationale will 
be that Lyndon Johnson has to go back to the Senate 
to get Kennedy’s program through. That way, if they
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say it fast enough, no one will ask what his program is. 
I’ve now suggested, as you know, that his program be 
called “Old Miss.”

Anyway, he’ll say that Lyndon Johnson will have 
more power in the Senate, and they don’t need him to 
whip the South any more, they can desert the South 
because there are more Negroes voting than there are 
Southern governors—that’s the hard fact of the matter.

The Republicans, I believfe, will run Rockefeller and 
Romney. And you know what else I think? I think 
Rockefeller will be elected. I think that the country will 
have a big deficit by then; I think that economically 
we’ll be in trouble. I think the people have no sense of 
loyalty to any President—and we've got the most popu
lar President ever now. It doesn’t matter; if they’re not 
making any money. ... It’s been defined as an economy, 
not as a country, so they’ll scream and yell, and they’ll 
say they want a change.

And Rockefeller will emphasize Latin America and 
fiduciary integrity—he’s very well-schooled there—and 
he could win. And if he should lose, the size of the 
Republican vote will scare you. It will be shattering.

Now the President has certain alternatives. He can 
have a military crisis, which will help defense spending. 
In other words, he can always be aggressive. You can’t 
be aggressive about the economy, but you can be ag
gressive in foreign policy. I don’t know how long they 
can keep using that little island down there as their 
whole cause.

I think the people will eventually become bored with 
it, because it’s a vicarious enemy as it is. Nobody knows 
what’s going on down there. They've never been there, 
they don’t know why they hate them. They say it’s be
cause they don’t have free elections, and that so many 
people are leaving the islands. Castro himself said on 
ABC television recently that if you judge a country by 
how many people leave it, Puerto R ico’s the worst coun
try in the world; only Adam Clayton Powell goes there.

Anyway, I think that’s what’s going to happen. And 
by the way, I want to say that this is not wish-fulfill
ment—you’re too bright for that, but most people say 
to me, “What do you think is gonna happen?”—then 
when I answer them, they argue as if I have advocated 
it. I didn’t mean it as an advocacy. That was just a 
kind of survey, because if you’ll think about it, I really 
have no ax to grind.

I’m in the theatre, for better or for worse, in one 
form or another, for the rest of my life. I'm committed 
there. I'm not interested in politics. I’m not like Ronald 
Reagan, or somebody. I don’t want to graduate to poli
tics. I’m not interested in that area—I mean in par
ticipation there—it’s just the way I see it now, the way 
it falls now. It may change in a year, but it’s going to 
change for the better for Rockefeller. And the Repub
licans will never run a Republican, any more than the 
Democrats will run a Democrat. That’s all over in 
America.

Incidentally, don’t you find it quite interesting, as 
you watch me work, that I mention Eisenhower and 
there’s a complete blank—the most popular man we 
ever had ? That really makes you wonder about Edward 
P. Morgan’s phrase that nothing is as fickle as public 
favor. Now, if he is a ridiculous figure, as many in the 
audience say—in other words, if he’s a meaningless 
figure in American history—then I want a refund on 
the eight years that my destiny was in the palm of his
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hand. And if he’s a meaningful figure, I want him to be 
honored, I don’t want him ignored. There’s a bill due 
here somewhere.

Q. They honor him in the Saturday Evening Post and 
Look magazine—he’s an elder statesman now—you and 
him.

A. Yeah, we belong to the University Club— it’s at 
54th and 5th Avenue—"What time docs this train get 
to 55th Street?"

Q. There’s a fantastic irony about what constitutes 
a scandal, as far as Rockefeller is concerned—

A. Oh, yeah—the fact that he got married is a scan
dal! You know, that really is the peripheral vision of 
the mid-West. The Protestant ethic. He married her. 
What kind of a scandal would it be if he wasn’t married?

Q. Would you care to say a few words about the 
future of monogamy?

A. Yes. It looks like it’s failing in the Western world 
—just look at the divorce rate—it’s definitely failing, 
due to the fact that everything is a metabolism, includ
ing a love affair. It goes a while, and then it’s over. 
And most of the agony is because people will not ac
cept that. The reason they won’t accept it is that they 
have not been resourceful enough to think up an alter
native. And the alternative of loneliness terrifies them.

They become impatient with the fact that they can
not sustain this for life. So they continue to get mar
ried—they continue to pretend—that’s their adjustment 
to reality.

Now, women are being liberated as a result. So they 
have an opportunity to develop more as people. As they 
do this, long-range on the graph they’re moving ahead 
and becoming human beings, like men are now; the only 
trouble is, in between there’s going to be some girls 
making the transition who are going to be bloodied. 
It’s very similar to Leopoldville when the Belgians got 
out. It’s a good thing overall, but an awful lot of people 
got punished in the meantime, because it’s a rough 
transition.

You live what?—65-75 years. Over a 200-year period, 
women are really going to emerge as people. But in 
between, there's a lot of people who are going to have 
miserable lives. Their heads are going to be bloodied 
in the battle, because they don’t have skills, they’ve 
become dependent in all the wrong areas; because 
they’re competitive when it comes to cocktail hour and 
having a big mouth, but they’re not really competitive— 
they’re hypocrites—they don't want to be girls, but they 
don’t have the courage to be men.

Now, monogamy. It looks like it’s over, and it’s a 
panic for all of us, because—I don’t know—where do 
we go? Everybody keeps pursuing the dream, and you 
can spend your life doing that. You pursue it to such 
a degree that you don’t believe in divorce. You get 
divorced and you don’t believe in it. Think of that 
agony.

Or you say to yourself, "Can you really love more 
than one person? God sent me that one partner and I 
loused that up." You know, puritanical instinct. And 
yet you know that isn’t true, because you’ve been in 
love with more than one chick, or you've been attracted 
to more than one. for different reasons; it happens.

But women are the lost souls. This is even beyond 
Negroes. Women are the most lost—holy cow!

Q. Do you realize what you’ve just said? The Realist 
is pursuing the dreaml
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A. Well, I don’t mean it as an insult to you. You may 
beat the rap, see.

Q. How may one beat the rap?
A. Well, you have to believe it or else insanity sets 

in. The trouble is, if you say no one can beat it, you’re 
opening the door for the outlaws to exploit everybody. 
Because you might get lucky!

Q. You’re giving fodder to the polygamists.
A. Polygamy. Very interesting.
Q. But you don’t think, with all the criticism of 

Rockefeller’s second marriage, that it's going to have 
any influence on the 1964 election?

A. I think that’s terribly wishful. If you can elect a 
43-year-old Roman Catholic to the Presidency, whom 
no one has ever heard of after fourteen years in Con
gress, you can elect anybody. We have to face the fact, 
and the Democrats must face the fact, that those meth
ods, if they are opportunistic methods—you know, the 
Kennedys kept saying, “Well they worked, didn’t they, 
they worked!"—well, that means other people can apply 
them.

It reminds me of a guy who is washing dishes, and 
he has a hit rock’n’roll record, and he becomes a star.
You say, "You're not a star!" Ho says, "I sold the rec
ords, didn’t I?" Then next month someone else quits 
washing dishes and makes a record, and the guy can't 
understand it. He feels outraged. Rockefeller can apply 
all of those same methods, as the two parties grow 
closer together, as the village squire enters politics.

Capital no longer fights politics; it dominates poli
tics. The press is no longer the handmaiden of capital; 
it is capital. And television is pre-empting the press.
Those are the hallmarks of our era. Wealthy men don’t 
go into their fathers’ businesses any more; they go 
into politics. I don’t know why they’re so fascinated 
with it. But they always did kind of run the govern
ment, so it’s nice to have them doing it openly.

Q. It’s interesting that you left Barry Gold water 
completely out of your little survey—

A. He isn’t going to run. They won’t run him because 
they suspect he’s a Republican, and they will never run 
a Republican. The thing is, he’s got to sound off and 
look like a threat, so that they will buy him off by let
ting him have a voice in the kingmaking. But they will 
never run him because he is too much of an extremist.
He’s just not logical. He’s no more logical than William 
O. Douglas would be on the Democratic ticket. He’s the 
most logical man they have, but he’s the least logical 
for that very reason.

Goldwater will not run. He would run even as Vice- 
President, but Rockefeller won't have him. It’ll be 
Rockefeller and Romney, you watch. They’ll have a 
middle-of-the-road ticket. Beat the Democrats at their 
own game. In fact, recruit Democrats. Because what is 
a Democrat? What does that mean now? You have to 
compromise to be a Democrat, so you might as well— 
you can be a Republican at the same time, you don’t 
have to cross the road. It’s two stores on one side of 
the street.

Q. But Goldwater’s Department Store isn’t one of 
them.

A. Minimum wage does not,apply—it’s not interstate 
commerce.

Q. It.'8 funny—in connection wtih the possible candi
dacy of Goldwater, you make this reference on stage to 
his being a Major-General in the Reserves, and the
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audience seems not to have been aware of the fact—
A. See, that’s the trouble, Paul, sometimes when you 

work you have to—you can’t assume that they know— 
you’ve got to set them up. You’ve got to set them up 
and still make them feel smart; not take their dignity 
away. So you’ve got to say, “Well, you're all aware that 
Goldwater’s a Major-General in the Reserves,” and act 
as if you admire them—and then. . . .

Q. An old Communist technique—“As you all know**—
A. That's from Marxist dialectics, that thing about 

—one guy applauds, and you say, “You can be a rallying 
point for collective action.” Holy moley! Anyway, Gold- 
water is a Major-General in the Reserves, and Kennedy 
could always call him to active service. He’s not above 
it.

Q. I saw you use, in two separate shows, the same 
line; one time it got a good laugh, the other it got no 
laugh at all. . . . The line has to do with the newspaper 
report that not since Hitler had the Germans cheered 
anyone as much as Kennedy when he spoke there re
cently . . . but then the following line, is the one I'm 
talking about.

A. Oh: “Give my regards to your Dad.” Well, there 
are several ways to do it: “Dad sends his best.” Then 
you start thinking about Hitler being in Argentina. 
See, when I work, I feel a cadence, just like when you 
play, when you blow; I feel a certain cadence, and I 
feel it coming, I feel rhythms—that’s why the jokes 
sometimes look premeditated, and they seem Bob Hope- 
ish, as you pointed out—you feel a cadence and you find 
it as you go.

But I become impatient with it and want to start 
with something else, because every word I do is impro
vised. I don’t rehearse anything. I start it on the stage. 
I never stress that word, improvise; it’s become dis
tasteful to me because it’s been dissipated by people 
who don’t. People say, “We improvise! We improvise!” 
Well, I have to. I’ve found no other way out. That’s the 
easiest way.

I also am pro-intellectual, and I find that anti-intel
lectual persons, who are not interested in discipline.

News item: A doctor 1ms warned the British Medical 
Association that—despite assurance that birth control pills 
are harmless—“evidence has been put before us that there 
is a possibility that they only delay ovulation.” As a result, 
he said, women taking the pills for much of their life could 
find themselves pregnant at the age of 70.
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who dig anarchy, use that as a facade. They say, ‘Well, 
I wanna be free." Which means, for chaos. They also 
use splintered reasoning and call it free association. 
That’s not free; that’s very limited association.

It’s all in the presenting of it. As I’m going, I open 
a door and I see six streets, and on each of the six 
streets there’s twelve doors, and each twelve doors 
there's twelve streets—and it’s endless, what you’re go
ing to go with. You just find it from night to night, 
and it starts to build up. It’s like Joseph Conrad: 
When you find out what life is about, it's over.

Q. I wish you could draw an exact bar graph depict
ing this, but. just as a matter offhand speculation, to 
what extent has there been an increase of what you re
port on stage now as opposed to what you comment? I 
see you get a lot of laughs on just straight reporting, 
without any comment.

A. Information, yeah. One of the hallmarks of this 
era is that comedians, whether it was Bob Hope or me, 
by exaggeration we could get a laugh. Bob Hope went, 
for instance, to a paraplegic center of veterans—he 
could tell about the guys who were very ambidextrous 
with the wheelchairs and that they get speeding tickets, 
and so forth—and the guys used to laugh, the para
plegics. Now he had used exaggeration.

I used to do the same thing. If the President said 
something about a policy, I would extend his logic to 
expose the innate absurdity of it. Well, exaggeration 
is no longer available, because we live in such an incred
ible era that I read the paper to them and they break 
up; whereas when I analyze it for them with all my 
humorous talons exposed, they often don’t laugh at all.

Because what is taking place, is insane! Yeah, that’s 
a great point you just brought up. I forgot that. What's 
taking place is insane. An advertising man once said to 
me—I said I wanted to do a news show on television, 
and he said to me, “Well, what if you run out of news?” 
Today, if you were doing that show, you could just run 
an ad in the paper and say tonight you talk about—and 
then you'd insert whatever had happened that day, and 
it’s incredible enough.

This whole thing in the South is incredible. All the 
things people say you can’t do have been done. And 
nothing shocks people. I think there’s a point at which 
they become deadened to any kind of pain or feeling. 
Guys are in orbit, and people are being slaughtered— 
and they just don’t know any more, they can’t compre
hend.

Q. I have the feeling that with all this that's going 
on—and maybe the best example of what I'm saying is 
what you mentioned before, divorce—that with all the 
national.and international tensions, in the end people 
are still hung up on their personal problems and their 
interpersonal relationships.

A. I could only tell you what I've observed. The peo
ple that I know in show business are very alert, and 
they’re a little bit advanced; that is to say, the norm— 
the people watching television across the country— 
don’t have financial access to a psychoanalyst to be ad
vanced enough to pinpoint guilt upon yourself as op
posed to yelling at somebody or saying to a kid, “Go to 
your room.”

Or punishing people. Punishment and reward. Pun
ishing yourself as opposed to venting your wrath on 
others is an advanced theorum. So, the people I know 
do look at themselves more than they look out, but I
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don’t know if that’s evasion or not; I don’t know if 
that’s being advanced or if it’s just evasion. I suspect 
that a lot of it is evasion.

I know there arc personal problems, but the only way 
you can measure personal problems is how you relate 
reality—not relate it to yourself, but how do you in
terpret it? Does it kill you, or do you look at it and 
ignore it, or do you try to do something about it, or 
whatever.

Q. IIoiu do you feel about the press treatment you’ve 
received lately?

A. Well, I really don’t have much respect for spec
tators. There’s a whole nation of spectators—and when 
I say a nation, I’m using it in the academic sense of 
the word—I’m talking about all those members of the 
press who don’t have the courage to carry a torch, but 
stand by and judge you in terms of the Decathelon on 
how you carry it and whether you carry it as well as 
you did. And I’m also talking about the resistance to 
change. Marlon Brando doesn’t wear a leather jacket 
any more.

“Why don’t you wear a sweater any more?’’ “Why 
don’t you go to coffee houses?” The fact is, all a man 
has is his integrity. You have to keep that and your 
curiosity up high. Keep your state of mind protected, 
as Del Close says. I think that’s what’s important. But 
you've got this .press. I haven't read an upbeat article 
about anybody in five years. Everything is negative, 
negative, negative. They wait for a giant to emerge 
and cast his shadow—and then they say, “You’re stand
ing in my light!”

I'm not a political flash-in-the-pan. They have mis
interpreted my semiphore completely; the sun got in 
their eyes. I am an entertainer, and a writer, and my 
influence will be felt as long as I want to move, even if 
I want to do a television series should that unhappy 
day ever come. Whatever happens to strike me, I’m a 
prism through which nature expresses herself. And 
they cannot accept that. They keep treating me like 
I’m a Senator and you better watch out, you’re up for 
re-election. I’ve got a life-time appointment. To this 
empty bench.

Q. Do you think that you may be nothing more than 
something to talk about at a cocktail party? I know 
you said before they go out feeling something . . . but—

A. No, no. You know, they’ve had ten years of this. 
People thought it was going to be like six months, then 
I had ten years, and soon I’ll have twenty, and then 
I'll have thirty. . . .

Q. There arc a lot of cocktail parties.
A. No, I'm afraid they get much too angry for that. 

You can tell by the people you hear from, whether it’s 
Bertrand Russell or Adlai Stevenson. You know that 
you’re in the mainstream.

Q. Have you also heard from your targets?
A. You mean adversaries? Nothing. That’s the amaz

ing part of it. I’ve heard from a lot of dumb guys in 
the press who say, “You can’t say that!” Andrew Tullv 
—he’s a syndicated columnist, and he wrote the C.I.A. 
book—got mad because when Newsweek said that the 
President likes to laugh at himself, I asked. “When is 
he going to extend that privilege to us?” So Tullv said, 
“Does he expect people to keep laughing when they 
happen to be loyal ?” He’s another one of those Kennedy- 
worshippers.

And this is not a criticism of Kennedy; it’s them.
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Remember, it’s the constituents who are weak; I’m not 
talking about him. If they dub him God, the weakness^ 
is that they need a god. It’s not that he says “I’m God.” 
You’ve got to remember that, whether it’s Arthur God
frey or Kennedy or Winchcll or anybody.

Guys like Tuily confuse their stand with patriotism.
If you knock Nixon, whom he didn’t like, that’s okay 
because he didn’t like him and you’re helping him. 
You’re animating his fight. You’re holding the stiletto 
—he puts his dagger in your hand. But if you say it 
about his idol, then it’s not patriotism suddenly. They’re 
redefining the American symbol. You can always tell 
when you’re right, because if you do something which 
is in the American grain—it’s in the tradition—it’s 
always wrong at the time.

Styles Bridges once looked at an English TV film 
called Dissent and he said that it was full of “beatniks” 
criticizing our government. And he named me, Norman 
Mailer, Arthur Miller, Robert Hutchins, Bertrand Rus
sell. I’ve been in very good company, and I’m pleased 
about that. Flattered, in fact. The Good Guys.

Q. I feel as though we should end with some sort of 
Grand Summation—like: “Do you have a message?”

A. Yes. You have to give the best you can. That’s 
your number one concern. Not, does anybody want the 
best I have, what’s the use of giving the best I have, 
there isn’t any market for the best I have. You have to 
give the best you can. Everything else will follow as a 
byproduct. That’s all. My old message used to be, “Is 
anybody listening?” Well, that’s been answered many 
thousand times. They’re obviously listening, so now 
you’ve got to give them the facts; you’ve got to get to 
the people. That’s the virtue of night clubs. Get to that 
audience.

Q. Rut is that the people? Isn’t that analogous to say
ing, as you do on stage, that Robert Kennedy met with 
Dick Gregory and James Baldwin and Lena Horne—to 
find out what the average Negro thinks?

A. But I haven’t just been in the night clubs'. Because, 
again, it went from there to television, where we have 
40 million people looking at the Sullivan show; it goes 
from there to motion pictures; and it goes from there 
to appearances before 2,000 people at the Waldorf, all 
of whom are editors and will influence everybody they 
write for. I mean how do you explain the fact that I 
can’t go in and complete a meal in any restaurant in 
any city in the United States without being recognized 
and harassed—I don’t mean complimented; harassed.

Q. About your ideas? Or to get an autograph?
A. No, it’s provocation. It’s always about ideas. Are 

you kidding? With actors—they don’t represent an idea 
—they represent Success, whatever the hell that means. 
Success with whom? With yourself, if you’re lucky.

Megalomania, that’s all it can come to.
Is it 9 o’clock? Great Scott! It’s funny, the time ran 

away. Now I’ve got to go to that club—are you ready 
for that? More boredom in the night club.

Q. Why, Mart, you old hypocrite. “You’ve got to get 
to the people!” I think I’ll leave this on the tape.

A. I cannot summon my passion on demand o f a 
schedule of a night club seven nights a week, twice a 
night. That’s why the show is not uniform. The only 
people that can summon their passion on demand are 
people like folksingcrs who sing about the labor strug
gle. “We’d like to introduce this song which is about 
the Negroes in prison, all of whom were framed. . .
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Regress Report #5:
A Self - Appointed Messiah

by G eorge von Hilsheimer
—  i

Last November I had lunch with Governor Terry 
Sanford of North Carolina. Primarily concerned with 
prospective projects to aid migratory workers, we 
joked about “hysterical” Yankee parents who were 
afraid to send their kids to an integrated camp in 
North Carolina.

This April seven Vohvops (Volunteer Workers for 
People) descended on Camp Skytop—Summerlane to be 
—in Rosman, N. C. Their jobs was to prepare the facili
ties for summer use, and to explore projects for the 
work campers and Vohvops. The camp slowly took shape 
as did a growing conviction that all was not so serene 
in Terry Sanford’s “liberal” North Carolina.

In May a direct threat to the life of any Negro at 
Summerlane was made by two of the local toughs who 
had used the camp as an orgiastic hideout during two 
years of disuse prior to our arrival. The sheriff and 
superintendent of schools were polite when we dis
cussed possible problems. Brevard, the county seat ten 
miles distant, had peaceably integrated its public high 
school the previous year, but Rosman was “different.”

Two hate sheets were distributed in the county. Both 
exposed that monster, Leo Koch, our “association” with 
that “communist training school.” Highlander, etc. A 
Yankee real estate dealer, worried lest his adjoining 
property be devalued, had the aldermen of Rosman in
vite us to a meeting where he questioned us about the 
terrible Dr. Koch. The good Christians of this fair land 
won’t be happy until Leo is reduced to pencil-vending.

[Editor's note: Leo Koch was dismissed from his 
post as a biology professor at the University o f Illinois 
in. 1060 because he wrote to the campus newspaper: 
“With modern contraceptives and medical advice read
ily available at the nearest drugstore, or at least a fam
ily physician, there is no valid reason why sexual inter
course should not be condoned among those sufficiently 
mature to engage in it without social consequences and 
without violating their own codes of morality and 
ethics.” In July of this year, the Illinois Division of 
the American Civil Liberties Union backed out “after 
some difficult soid-searching” and decided not to take 
Koch’s appeal to the U.S. Supreme Court. 1

In June a delegation of “responsibles” came out to 
camp and requested the presence of camp representa
tives at an inquisition in Brevard. My wife Dian, Leo 
Koch and George Hall presented themselves, duly 
scrubbed, betied and otherwise respectable, to a small 
gathering with the head of the ministerial association, 
the superintendent of schools, the president of the JC’s, 
Mayor Hogsed of Rosman. and several businessmen. 
Rev. Wallin, like a good Christian leader should, had a 
nice fat file on Leo Koch and Highlander Folk School 
(complete with pictures of a Negro dancing with a 
Whaite Wooman). Everyone was very interested in 
avoiding trouble, and everyone was very sure that 
trouble would occur. Responsibly sure.

Dian called me to give me her opinion that it would 
really be dangerous to bring the few Negro children we 
had. Since the “responsibles” were subtly using the
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threat of violence to prevent our bringing Negroes to 
the camp, it seemed unwise to persist. Everyone seemed 
quite sure that neither Dr. Koch and his pernicious 
doctrine, nor our strange educational philosophy, would 
make much difference to the locals if we’d just get rid 
of those six black babies.

We got on the phone and started the round of camps, 
farms and friends who might be able to give us sanc
tuary. I tried to call Joel Fleishman, a rip-roaring lib
eral on Gov. Sanford’s staff whom I’d met in Novem
ber. Mr. Fleishman remained too busy to talk through 
the next several days and I had to deal with Mr. Ray 
Farris. We were finally told that “North Carolina will 
maintain law and order.”

What does that mean? Well, North Carolina is not 
prepared to say. Does it mean extra police? No. Does 
it mean a community relations specialist or other 
emissary to help us case tensions directly in the com
munity? No. Does it mean any specific thing? No. Well, 
will North Carolina help us move to avoid violence? 
No—North Carolina, Suh, will maintain law and order. 
Like.

So endeth the final delusions of the Boy Prdacher 
moved North. But, lo! The Justice Department of the

\Editor’s note: Lyle Stuart wrote in The Independent 
this month that he is “often asked how much our views 
are reflected in the Realist ... the answer is not neces
sarily at all. We are very fond of Paul Krnssner. We 
helped him get started with the Realist, and he has 
done a tremendous job with it. However, we are not 
remotely in accord with many of the people who sur
round him or their ofT-the-page endeavors. Self-ap
pointed Messiahs are sometimes amusing to observe, 
but too often they lead their followers to unnecessary 
self-destruction.”

Lyle Stuart’s vague reference was aimed specifically 
at (ieorge von Hilsheimer. But Stuart is wrong. Von 
Hilsheimer is not a self-appointed .Messiah.

I appointed him.
\ _________________________ ___ _________ __
United States of America: “Well, all we can do is notify 
local authorities.”

And the Southerners are mad at the Kennedy 
brothers ?

The point being, boys, get yourself a kid killed and 
we’ll raise bloody hell, but until then, “We Will Main
tain Law. And Order.”

Bob Barker of the Barker School was checking 
around for us and came up with a suggestion of Camp 
Midvale in Wanaque, New Jersey. Paul and I went out 
with Marty Licker and Jerry Wanner on Sunday, June 
30th and made a dnal (more about that later—Pro
gressive Rescrue). Monday, July 1st we called all the 
parents and gave them a choice: chance in N.C. or not- 
so-hot facilities in N. J. It turned out that all the teen
agers who didn’t cancel went South, plus the younger 
kids from the South and a few odds and ends. The staff 
coming up from N. C. to meet kids thought we were 
hysterical since things seemed calm to them.

All the kids and staff were ass.emblcd in Rosman by 
July 5th. We had expected that any trouble would occur 
the night of the 4th but that was peaceful as could be. 
as was the weekend. We had two girls whom Hitler 
and the census bureau would define as Negro but none 
of the rednecks recognized them as such. Still, our 
liberal kiddies decided we must be honest and call them
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such. So the Mayor was told that we were an integrated 
camp, that we had left the younger kids who included 
most of the Negroes in New Jersey, but that he would 
have to come and see for himself because we weren't 
sure if he’d think a couple of kids were Negroes or not. 
A delegation led by Rev. Wallin came out to see us.

Lots of the local boys came out to visit us—friendly 
as ever. We hired one denizen of the valley to work 
with the horses and such. Our plumber thought we 
were nuts for wanting to bring Negroes to the camp, 
but allowed as how he believed in minding his own 
business and if anybody bothered us we knew where to 
come for help. One of the local garages told us if our 
bus broke down on the way back to N. C. we should 
send the driver down and borrow his. In the main every
one seemed to like us until they thought about Negroes, 
and even then quite a few thought it was our business.

On Tuesday, July 9th, the Rosman Chamber of Com
merce met and distributed copies of The Herald of 
Freedom, a hate sheet printed in Staten Island by a 
real messiah, Frank Cappel, Who Had Conducted Over 
Twenty Thousand Security Investigations. Well, dears, 
your brown-eyed wonder “admits to having had a con
siderable number of homosexual relationships, himself 
playing the passive role. ... He admits to having been 
a ‘radical socialist’ and also a ‘disreputable nihilist.' ” 
This stuff, dear children, I admit in “the pornographic, 
atheistic and subversive publication, the Realist.” Paul 
Goodman, Joseph Heller and Paul Krassner “are well 
known in the Greenwich Village (New York City Sec
tion) Bohemian beatnick crowd as left wingers.” Then 
there are words on Lyle Stuart, “publisher and distribu
tor of pornographic and pro-Communist books” (libel 
suit is pending), Theodore Brameld, Highlander Folk 
School (“Photographs taken at this school show Negro 
men and white women dancing close together, identi
fied Communists in the groups, and known racial agita
tors taking a prominent part in the activities”). Then 
comes a page hacked at random from the camp bro
chure and a page from my old Realist column, “How to 
Walk on Water.” You know why Capell exposed me as 
an “admitted passive homosexual”? The Realist, issue 
#29: “This last does not mean that this little boy has 
never been had. Oh, no. More times than the little red 
anus likes to remember. A lower class intellectual in 
a middle class world that ain’t got no upper class is ripe 
for royal screwing. Particularly if he gets seduced, for 
however short a time, by middle class values.” Paul 
tells me I’m too stylistic sometimes—but the pitiable 
thing is that this poor castrato didn’t really know the 
language was figurative.

The Rosman Chamber departed one from the other 
resolving to do whatever necessary to remove this blight 
from their fair bootlegging community. (Maybe they 
were really mad because they couldn’t use the empty 
cabins for drinking, fornicating, and sundry fun and 
games any more.) Thousands of copies of The Herald 
of Freedom were circulated in the county. Interest
ingly, the mayor of Rosman, who ordered the rag, is 
quoted by UPI around the country as saying the camp 
had distributed a newspaper and obscene literature.

[Editor’s note: Inspired by castrato Capell—who 
once directed the Subversive Activities Bureau of West
chester County. N.Y.— the older kids at Summerlane 
planned to publish a camp newspaper titled The Herald 
of License, but never got around to it.']
30

Still, we survived Tuesday night. Wednesday we were 
treated to a. couple score cars slowly driving up and 
down the road flanking the camp. (The lake in which 
so much “nude swimimng” went on was directly bound
ed by a public road—the sheriff is kind of slow.) Cars 
were stopped on the public highways and lights flashed 
in to “see if there are any niggers.”

This scene was the result of a persistent rumor cam
paign. “Those people have six nigger families hidden 
up in them hills and are going to bring them out in 
September to integrate the Rosman High School.” 
“Those people are bringing two buses of Negroes in 
tonight.” Etc. When we asked Mayor Hogsed about this 
he said, “Well, that came in on a whole flock of tele
phone calls from outside last night.’”

On Thursday kids and counselors in two canoes were 
stoned as they attempted to float from Rosman to Bre
vard on the public river. Mayor Hogsed allowed as how 
he couldn’t do anything while the jeering group of 
teenagers responsible smirked across the street. Three 
deputies arriving hurriedly as I talked to Hogsed, or
dered us back to camp, confiscated a shotgun and 
threatened us for disturbing peaceable folk.

6:00 PM—Thursday night we had a visit from a nice 
chap in Brevard who told us that thousands of The 
Herald of Freedom had been distributed and that there 
probably would be trouble. Meanwhile George Hall and 
I went out on the road, tummies tense, to find a sus
picious scene that turned out to be a broken-down truck 
which we helped get under way and hired the driver, 
our neighbor, as a cook to start next morning. Four 
young drunks from Brevard pulled into camp and said 
they just wanted to see what was going on. We didn't 
feel like ordering them off under guns, given the teiv 
sion of the day, so one of us stayed with them talking 
as dinner and program progressed. They allowed as how 
them Rosman boys was tough but they would beat them 
up.

7:00 to 9:00 PM—Colonel Heath, a perfect and real 
Southern Gentleman, arrived for a demonstration of 
live snakes. While his show was going on (hey, did you 
know you ain’t supposed to cut and tourniquet snake 
bites no more—nope, take yourself to a hospital even if 
it means five days—the cut and tourniquet is worse 
nor the snake), the auto parade commenced again.

9:00 PM—One camper and a Volwop heard a noise 
on the road and went out to investigate. Flashing the 
light about they spied one of the locals. “Hi, Otis/'
Otis comes over and knocks them both down. One runs, 
the other hides to see ‘friend’ Otis splash gasoline 
about, light it and run. Luckily it was stamped out.

9:30 PM—While we are digesting this, word comes 
that someone has lit gasoline on the pond at the work 
camp half mile away. Bruce Grund is sent to the work 
camp, Springfield '03 and police dog in hand, with strict 
instructions simply to fade into the woods if a group 
arrives. The tactic is designed simply to keep people 
away, not start a war.

9:45 PM—Given this scene, and the recurrence of 
the auto parade, we asked Col. Heath to call the police 
on.his way out to Chimney Rock. Which he agreed to 
do. And left.

10:00 PM—Old Self-Appointed is meeting with staff, 
telling them to play it cool, these are only childish 
pranks, when word comes that 30-40 armed men are 
across the lake. George Hall is at the end of the road
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talking to Otis Morgan, leader and fearless purveyor 
of White Supremacy. George comes back and tells me, 
•‘Well, old Otis wants to kill you.” “Yeah?” “Yeah.” 
“Think he can be talked out of it?” “Don’t know.” 
“Guess we’ll have to see.”

As old fearful goes down to ^alk to Otis, another JD 
comes loping across the dam to make sure things are 
faired up. (They see too damned many grade-B movies.) 
After a lot of talk old Otis leaves, saying he’ll come 
back in the morning to look around. Otis never raised 
the “free love” issue— I guess because he’d been trying 
to make one of the Volwops for a couple of months, 
in between his scanky mountain girls.

Our four stalwarts from Brevard provided us with 
some comic relief as they slowly begin to realize that 
they, by dab, are on the wrong side of that little lake. 
After a brief flurry of shouting out their invincible 
strength and courage they kind of get real quiet.

Somewhere in here some gas is thrown on the lake, 
and George Hall gets to leap out and warm his marsh
mallows.

11:00 PM—Colonel Heath returns telling us the fuzz 
is at the end of the road and brings with him one callow 
youth, Rosman High School emblazoned across his man
ly chest. Said youth, allows the Colonel, is a delegate 
from the mob sent to see how many Negroes there are. 
Said youth is escorted thoroughly (hey, you missed 
that closet) through the camp and returns to said mob.

11:20 PM—Colonel Heath departs, taking with him 
the four Brevard braves and our warmest Godspeed.

Rifle shots arc heard from the direction of the work 
camp. We decide that rescue operations are in order. 
Mike Goldblatt, Elliot Fried and George Hall mount 
the small school bus, depart, discover the end of the 
drive blocked by boys and cars, descend to parley and 
are manfully attacked six to one. Several shots are 
fired, creating no small tension back at the ranch. The 
Leader investigating on foot is met by one flying Fried 
and slowly retreating badly battered Goldblatt (four or 
fiyc brave lads tried out his head for soccer). George 
Hall heaves into sight, his back nicely slashed by one 
of the mob. blood streaming from above his eye, but 
otherwise hale and hearty. The mob has retreated after 
blasting the bus. Elliot, for some reason apparently 
rattled, backed the bus into a handy ditch.

11:50 PM—Profligate with buses as ever, we two 
Georges and Elliot return to rescue operations, descend 
in a great flurry of commando tactics on the work camp, 
rescue Bruce and dog, check the joint, which is peaceful 
as pie. and return.

12:30 AM—Things are pretty quiet until the sheriff 
arrives. Sheriff McCall is most concerned. Tells us that 
there are maybe a thousand armed men in the woods. 
And that Rev. Wallin is out in his car waiting to talk 
to us. Pious old Reverend comes in and tells us how 
grim things are. the sheriff can’t guarantee our safety 
but can guarantee safe conduct out, and his wife is 
out in the car with blankets for the little children, and 
isn’t it terrible.

There seems little else to do but leave as quickly as 
possible, and word goes out to the kiddies and staff to 
pack up. Sheriff tells us that Lieutenant Guy of the 
North Carolina Highway Patrol is waiting on the pub
lic road outside the camp. Can’t come in until he’s 
invited. Which we do.

1:00 AM—Lieutenant Guy, who proves to be every
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good thing they tell you a cop is, encourages us to stay. 
Claims it will be foolish to leave in the middle of the 
night. And reiterates our right to do what we want 
to on our own property. A pretty redemptive scene.

Some of the staff go up to the work camp to retrieve 
property. About half an hour later word comes that the 
work camp is burning. Sheriff and Highway Patrol 
move to investigate. Gym is burned but no cabins.

G:30 AM—Lieutenant Guy makes a radio report to 
Raleigh. The former encouragement to stay now dis
solves into a friendly, but correct, iteration of the 
role of the Highway Patrol in N. C., how things must 
be done through channels, and how we must go to Bre
vard after 9 o’clock in the morning, talk to the sheriff, 
the county attorney, Raleigh must be informed, etc.

7:00 AM—Summerlane meets, decides to evacuate.
8:00 AM—Lieutenant Guy having left shortly after 

reporting to Raleigh, the Highway Patrol contingent 
is taken over by Captain Johnson, who proves to be all 
the other things they tell you about a cop. We inform 
the Captain of our irrevocable decision to leave.

The subsequent hours are filled with hasty packing, 
singing, joking, the restoration of morale. We are con
stantly told: “We have promised that you will be out 
by twelve; there will be trouble; hurry . . .”

Slowly gathering across the small lake is a group of 
the same young hoodlums who accepted the hospitality 
of the Volwops for several months, and the previous 
night howled for their integrationist blood. Nothing is 
done by the police to disperse this mob, although Cap
tain Johnson frequently warns Summerlane to be quiet, 
etc. Summerlane is, in his mind, obviously the affront
ing party.

Despite a bus with bullet-riddled radiator and vari
ous other enchantments, the main party leaves about 
2:30 PM. The rear party hastily assembling belong
ings is told by the police that they will not stay past 
5 o'clock and cannot guarantee their safety. “Get out by 
five!” Ergo, thousands of dollars are lost in equipment 
and supplies.

Essentially that is the outline of the Rape of Sum
merlane. None of us are too happy about any aspect of 
it. My own instincts, and those of Dian and Zula Ben
nett, another Southerner, were that we were being 
finessed out by a Sheriff and minister using a teen-age 
mob as the instrument of their hate. We believed that 
we could stay. Of course, staying after the mountain 
of hysterical newspaper reports would have been im
possible if only for the reason that 90% of the parents 
would have withdrawn their kids. Most of Summerlane 
felt, however, that the situation was untenable. We 
were all agreed that we could not use the kids as weap
ons in a war against lawlessness and segregation.

Summerlane removed to Camp Midvale in New Jer
sey, sharing facilities in a most difficult physical and 
psychological setting. After three weeks we were able 
again to relocate in Mileses, New York. Summerlane 
School and Camp is now situated about 30 miles north
west of Monticello in the Delaware Valley. Ten are 
committed to living for a year in the school com
munity, working for room and board, some of us even 
working outside in order to make the thing go.

Summerlane School will commence on September 
15th. Tuition, room & board: $1500 for the school year.

Correspondence to Books South, Hunger Hurts, etc., 
should be mailed to Summerlane, Box 26, Mileses, N.Y.
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a 'Letter to a Gynecologist j | A Letter to Patrick Kennedy
Dear D r.----- :

I am scheduled to undergo a ligation [tying of the 
Fallopian tubes to prevent conception] and I’m writing 
to you for an opinion in the light of the following.

I am the conscientious mother of five beautiful, 
healthy, intelligent children to whom I have devoted 
myself completely. This devotion has included strenu
ous peace and integration efforts for the benefit of my 
children and the children of the world.

Now at 11 I am determined that under no circum
stances will I give birth to any more children. Yet, of 
course I want to continue the healthy, happy sexual 
contacts with my legal and only husband of 20 years.

I have had two diaphragm babies”—and my great 
grandmother gave birth to sixteen children—so I feel 
that my husband and I are highly fertile.

When “birth control” pills came along I switched to 
them for safety. Now I hear rumors that the pills may 
extend my fertility period and that they may contribute 
to blood clots, etc., plus the fact that they cost $25 
every three months and are a darned nuisance to 
remember.

At this point I would seek an illegal abortion, or 
attempt to finance an abortion in another country 
should a pregnancy occur.

During my last totally unexpected and unplanned 
pregnancy I asked to discuss a ligation after delivery. 
My enlightened and highly recommended obstetrician 
refused to discuss it with me. In the emotional state of 
pregnancy and with limited resources I was fearful of 
seeking further advice for fear of antagonizing the 
man who had my life in his hands.

Now I find I could have gone over the state line 
[from Connecticut] into New York and probably found 
a sympathetic doctor who would have performed a 
ligation after my fifth delivery.

This fifth child is now four years old. When I sought 
a ligation at that point—naively assuming it would 
be “up through the vagina”—I was horrified to learn 
that I would have to have an abdominal incision and 
my appendix removed simultaneously. I do not know 
whether the latter is for hospital records, added in
come to the doctor, or “normal procedure.”

I am convinced, after observing a number of gyne
cologists in various parts of the United States and 
having listened to innumerable women’s experiences, 
that there is a distinct streak of sadism in many 
gynecologists.

I am convinced that if gynecologists had real con
cern for women, they’d be out working—for legalized 
contraception in my state of Connecticut; legalized 
abortion for anyone who wants it; legalized steriliza
tion for any woman who wants it whether she is mar
ried or unmarried, has sixteen children or none.

Few childbearing women I know could pass the rig
orous tests demanded of adopting parents. It is utterly 
ridiculous that the medical profession should accept 
and/or set up false criteria for child bearing rights.

Now here is my question: If I were your favorite 
female, would you recommend this operation?

Sincerely,
Mrs. Elliott Hirsch
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Dear Patrick:
The other day I read in the newspaper that you were 

given a special Mass of the Angels because you died 
too young to have sinned. This confused me, because 
not only didn’t I know how many days or weeks or 
months you would have had to live in order to qualify, 
but more important I didn’t have the vaguest idea of 
what you would have had to do before you did get to 
be old enough to be considered a bona fide sinner. So I 
looked it up in the Encyclopedia of Morals.

“God originally created man morally upright,” the 
Encyclopedia explained, “but man fell, not through in
herently evil nature, but because of an evil choice by 
his will . . . arising from pride, for the beginning of 
sin is pride.”

Now, that stuff about pride makes sense to me, Pat
rick, even though I don’t believe in God. In fact, the 
reason I don't believe in God is because, what with so 
many billions of people in the world, I think it would 
be an aw fid sin of pride to believe in a Supreme Being 
that answered prayers—whether they were prayers for 
you or for Senator Estes Kefauver or for Dr. Stephen 
Ward.

On the day of your funeral, a man with a camera 
took a picture of your Daddy as he stepped out of a 
helicopter. This wasn’t a professional photographer; 
he was just a fireman with pride. “Look at what I 
have,” he would’ve been able to say if only Secret Serv
ice agents hadn’t pounced upon him and destroyed the 
film. That wasn’t very nice of them, was it?

Why, that fireman had a perfect right to make his 
evil choice, just as members of the congregation in 
your Daddy’s church who scurried from tneir seats 
before the final blessing in order to get outside for a 
good look at him—along with celebrity fans already 
waiting there, some of whom cheered and applauded 
and shouted “Down in front!”—had a perfect right to 
exercise their free will.

Otherwise, how could any o f them later boast of 
their achievement in the guise of sympathy?

Your death has made many people very sad, though, 
Patrick—people like Nikita Khrushchev and Vaughn 
Meader—but always remember, it would be a great sin 
for you to take pride in this.

After all, the Mass of the Angels, unlike most 
Catholic funeral services, is one almost of rejoicing, in 
that a sinless soul has entered Heaven—and you cer
tainly wouldn’t want to take that consolation away 
from anyone, would you?

Sincerely,
Paul Krassner

The Case of TV Guide
It is a matter of policy at TV Guide never to use the 

word “skit” in describing a program, to avoid the pos
sibility of an embarrassing (albeit accurate) typo
graphical error. Thus, it was somehow poetic justice 
this month when a careless printer omitted the word 
“natural” from TV Guide’s listing of The Case of 
Dr. Laurent: “A doctor in the Alps tries to promote 
childbirth, but the villagers are not enthusiastic.”
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