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freethought criticism and satire

Special—Our 50th ]
Anniversary Issue !

Interview: Terry Southern . . . 
Dick Gregory Revisited . . . 
William Worthy on the Stall- 
In . . . Jean Shepherd on the 
Protest Bit . . . Joseph Heller 
Answers Shepherd . . . the 
Realist’s Poverty Pavilion 
. . . Dr. Albert Ellis on Wife- 
Swapping . . . Ted Sturgeon & 
the Beast... Robert Paul Smith 
on Fanny Hill. . . and what 
Paul Krassner said on TV about 
Lenny Bruce that was censored

“You filthy swine—just wait 
till the Pope hears about this!”
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From an advertisement in the New 
York Sunday Times:

PRESIDENT KENNEDY 
PORTRAIT KIT 

Create your own lasting memorial 
portrait of John F. Kennedy, our 35th 
president. Obtain this clearly outlined 
and numbered 16" x 20" canvas, com
pletely prepared, with full palette of 
pre-mixed paints, brushes, brush clean
er and clear easy to understand direc
tions by sending $9.95. . . .

Dallas, March 14 (AP) — Defense 
lawyers said Jack L. Ruby, given the 
death penalty earlier in the day, asked 
them tonight: “Can you arrange for 
me, through President Johnson, to go 
to Washington and take a lie-detector 
test so I can prove I didn’t kill [Lee 
HaYveyO O sw a ld ? ^ ^ ^

From the National Enquirer:
Washington—One of the strangest 

mysteries facing the Warren Commis
sion probing the assassination of Pres
ident Kennedy is: What happened to 
Lee Harvey Oswald’s hair? Oswald’s 
brother, Robert, told the commission, 
headed by Chief Justice Earl Warren, 
that during the two years that Lee 
spent in Russia he lost more than half 
of his hair.

Commission members are now trying 
to determine if Oswald was given any 
drugs or underwent any type of brain 
treatment while in the Soviet Union 
that made his hair disappear. If Os
wald was under the influence of a new 
drug, commission members believe that 
this might have supplied the psychotic 
impulse for him to shoot President 
Kennedy. . . .

The Oswald family history shows 
that all the men in the family kept 
most of their hair all through their 
lives.

From an advertisement by a local 
night club in the Waterville (Maine) 
Morning Sentinel of April 5, 1964: 

CHEZ PAREE 
presents 

Direct from JACK RUBY'S 
Carousel Lounge, Dallas, Texas. . . .

From an article in Look magazine 
titled “The Johnsons in the White 
House”:

. . . the President walked into Lady 
Bird's bedroom one morning, glanced 
briefly out the window, then said, 
“Darling, why don’t we have Congress 
down tonight? . . .”

From Sexology magazine:
Dear Doctor: I am going to celebrate 

my 81st birthday very soon. I am six 
feet tall, weigh 190 and stand straight 
as a lead pencil. I feel fine and nobody 
believes my age. They all say I couldn’t 
be over 70 or 72. My wife died a few 
years ago. Until then we enjoyed the 
happiest married life.

For the past year I have had a strong 
desire to embrace a woman. I mastur
bate nearly every night If I don’t I 
cannot go to sleep, but it doesn't give 
me real relief.

I have been going out with a very 
beautiful and sweet lady who is 9 years 
younger than me and permits me to 
kiss her, but cannot have sexual inter
course with me because of her religion. 
One time she cried because she was so 
torn by her desires. After we leave 
each other we both have to see a doc
tor because our hearts beat so fast and 
we are so upset. Wouldn’t it be better 
for us if-we did have intercourse?

From the New York Times:
Thtee gunmen forced their way into 

a Queens apartment yesterday, tied up 
the tenant with his own necktie and 
stole his piggy bank. It contained 40 
pounds of dimes, worth about $750.

The victim was Vincent Veceione, 49 
years old. . . .

Mr. Veceione, who was left with a 
pillowcase over his head, his hands 
bound behind his back and his feet tied 
together, managed to crawl over to his 
phone and knock the receiver off the 
hook. With some difficulty, he dialed 
211. The long-distance operator listened 
patiently to his story, then told him he 
would have to dial his local operator---

The Realist has been able to pay its 
printing bills partly through the sale, 
at $1 each, of several thousand copies 
of our Mother Poster—red-white-and- 
blue, 8-by-22, starred-and-striped, ham- 
mered-and-sickled — with ihe legend: 
“Fuck Communism!” (In small print 
at the bottom, it states: “Additional 
copies available from the Mothers of 
the American Revolution, Washington, 
D.C.”) Chicago disc jockey Dan Sorkin 
keeps one in the front window of his 
home, just waiting for any Commie 
sympathizer to dare criticize him.

Recently, a Sausalito, California 
couple was arrested for displaying it 
on their houseboat. Sargent Shriver 
uses it to win over Peace Corps recruits.

This succinct slogan has been sent to 
such public figures as Lyndon Johnson, 
Dean Rusk and J. Edgar Hoover—with 
an accompanying note from the editor 
—as well as the John Birch Society. 
One was sent to Barry Goldwater in 
February, with this message: “Dear 
Senator Goldwater: A reader of ours 
thought you might get a chuckle out 
of the enclosed patriotic poster.” His 
response—obviously a form letter—is 
reproduced on this page. It transcends 
Barry Goldwater, though, in both space 
and time; for this letter crystallizes 
the spirit of political campaigns every
where and forever.

'jSCntfab JSbials* &*nal4
March 2, 196*1 ’

© ■yf
Mr. Paul K n u u r  
Pox
Mull ion Square Station 
Bov York, Rev York
Pear Mr. Kruaeneri
Your consent* and suggestion* aeon a great deal to m. You 
Bay bo sure that I  v i l l  keep thes i s  mind ae the caspelgn 
progresses.
Z vast you to  know I  appreciate your taking tho tine and 
trouble to  write.
81

Barry Oo.
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editorial giggies
Clarification

In issue #47, we described the Dir Yassin massacre 
of Arabs by Jews. The following is an excerpt from 
Israel’s Struggle for Peace, published by the Israel 
Office of Information:

While Haganah was heavily engaged at Kastel in an 
effort to dislodge the Arabs from a key position on the 
Jcrusalem-Tel Aviv road, Jewish dissident armed groups, 
led by the Irgun Zvai Leumi, undertook operations against 
the village of Dir Yassin, without the cooperation or con* 
sent of the main body of the Jewish population organized 
in Haganah. This village had been for long a nest of Arab 
snipers and armed bands. The action took place before the 
establishment of the state of Israel and before effective 
control by its Government of all armed forces previously 
engaged in resisting Arab attacks. The incident was un
reservedly condemned by all responsible Jewish authorities.

Lenny Bruce and the Jewish Question
Jules Feiffer and I were guests on the Les Crane 

show. At 1:20 in the morning, there are people who 
watch you on their*-TV sets as you answer questions 
on the telephone. Sometimes there is a close-up of what 
you’re doodling. Dirty doodlers never get invited back. 
The first call that night was from a lady anti-Semite. 
The phone calls are screened by executive producer 
Rudy Tellez. The lady anti-Semite wanted to know why 
there was a preponderance of Jewish guests. Old Les 
denied the charge and said that one of his ex-wives is 
Italian.

# * #
Lenny Bruce was arrested twice in New York on a 

charge of compound obscenity. He also had pleurisy of 
the lung. He went tp a doctor and said he could hardly 
breathe. The doctor told his nurse to tell Bruc^ that he 
was sorry but he didn’t want to get involved. That’s 
show business. Bruce was finally operated on for 5 
hours. They drained the liquid out of his lung. News- 
week's Transition Department (Recuperating Division) 
called me for information. I told them that the surgeon 
cut all of that filth out of Bruce's system, too.

* * #
On the Les Crane show, it was a week before the 

W orld’s Fair stall-in. I expressed sympathy for those 
drivers whose cars might innocently run out of gas. 
They would have to prove to the cops that they were 
really nigger-haters. On television I said jim-crow. The 
thing about the stall-in was that it gave all the nigger- 
haters a socially acceptable excuse to ply their hobby. 
What I really would’ve liked to do was take a cab to 
the Fair that first day and tell the driver to stop in the 
middle of traffic but keep the meter running. I chickened 
out, though.

#  *  *

The Ad Hoc Committee to Harass Lenny Bruce was 
formed. The guy in charge was worried that people 
might come to the meeting merely in the hopes of get
ting laid. I told him that this was a terribly prudish, 
anti-pleasure attitude, and that if Lenny came to the 
meeting it would only be to get laid. There was a dis
cussion as to whether a petition should be directed to
ward Mayor Wagner asking him to protect Bruce from 
his henchmen, or toward “the great unwashed’’ so as to
May, 1964
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raise money for Bruce’s legal defense. A compromise 
was eventually worked out whereby the petition now 
asks Mayor Wagner to contribute a substantial amount 
of money.

# # *
There would have been no Les Crane show in Lenny 

Bruce's room, if it hadn’t been for one of Bruce’s flun
kies, who borrowed the TV set from the hotel lobby. 
Lenny dictated a note: “To offset the Jewish imbalance,
I am sending my Hawaiian friend . . Aloha and be
hold, in the middle of the show, a Hawaiian girl came 
to the television station with the note. Crane read it 
aloud. “I’d like to point out something,” I said. “I don’t 
consider myself Jewish. I equate religion with super- 
stitution. And anyone who thinks of Judaism as a race 
rather than a religion is accepting the Nazi tenets. . . ."
I hesitated, sensing that my syllogism was somehow 
incomplete. Then I added: “Lenny Bruce is a Nazi.” 
Whereupon, at the risk of injuring his fingernail, Les 
Crane (who studies classical guitar in his spare time) 
pressed the little red panic button which—thanks to a 
5-second delay that is a feature of living tape—enables 
him to eliminate the sound as far as the viewing audi
ence is concerned. During the commercial, it was ex
plained why I was cut off: “That’s actionable, Paul.”
“Of course it is, but can you possibly imagine Lenny 
Bruto suing me for libel because I called him a Nazi 
on TV?”

*  #  *

The Ad Hoc Committee to Harass Lenny Bruce was 
thinking of putting on a benefit concert. Somebody sug
gested Josh White. Somebody else was worried because *
Josh sings “blue” material. Then a campaign to sell 
“Hands Off Lenny Bruce” lapel buttons was launched.
A few days later I saw a pretty girl in a restaurant 
wearing one. What a great pick-up ploy! “Excuse me, 
but I couldn't help noticing that—like myself—you’re 
an admirer of Lenny Bruce’s fine work. . : I chick
ened out again. But the way was clear.
Realist Tom Swifties

From Harry Keyishian of Buffalo, N. Y.:
“I’ve got my own burden to bear,” said Jesus crossly.
From John H. George of Eunice, New Mexico:
“That train ran over my penis,” said Tom in a half- 

cocked manner.
The Unheralded Saint

There are abortionists who charge $600 and up, in
cluding police pay-offs. One even has off-duty cops pick 
up patients at the station for him. Back in issue #35, 
however, I did an impolite interview with an unidenti
fied doctor who has performed over 27,000 of these 
illegal operations during the past 40 years; he started 
out charging $5 and never went over $100. This month

The Realist m published monthly, except for January and July, by 
the Realist Association, a non-profit corporation founded by 
William and Holon McCarthy, to whom this magaxine is dedicated. 

PAUL KRASSNER, Editor 
SALLY BALDWIN, Scapegoat

Subscription rates:
$3 for 10 issues; $5 for 20 issues 
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he retired. We had hoped to sponsor a testimonial din
ner for him, but he declined, partly out of embarrass
ment and partly out of fear. Nevertheless, he should be 
honored. The Realist is going to send him and his wife 
on a trip to wherever they want to go, paid for by his 
former patients who happen to read this. Make all 
checks payable to the Realist and we’ll send him the 
cash, along with congratulatory letters and bon voyage 
gifts. Even if you don’t know of this delightful humani
tarian, you might want to make a gesture anyway, be
cause had you ever come to him in trouble, he would 
have helped.
An Open Letter to Robert Moses

March 30, 1964
Dear Mr. Moses:

Every night on radio Tex McCrary keeps repeating 
the admonition that we should all call the World’s Fair 
“Our Fair.” I think it’s a wonderful suggestion, but in 
view of the recent barrage of publicity about poverty— 
specifically that poor people constitute one-fifth of this 
great nation—I would like to propose a Poverty Pa
vilion in order to make Our World’s Fair truly repre
sentative. The educational potentialities of such an 
exhibit are enormous.

I realize that my suggestion is late in coming, but 
surely Sargent Shrivel* could convert those members 
of the Peace Corps who would rather not be shipped 
overseas, into the Poor Corps, and in no time at all 
we would have our Poverty Pavilion, especially since 
by definition it would not be as luxurious as any of the 
expensive spreads. I sincerely hope you will let me know 
your feelings on this matter.

Prosperity Through Understanding, 
/s/ Paul Krassner

-Ah Sordid Announcements
• Ever since Jeanne Johnson brought our office effi
ciency to a new high, subscribers have been spoiled, and 
consequently there were more complaints about the de
lay of this issue than when we were at the depths of 
inefficiency. . . . When you send in a change of address, 
please be sure to include your old address too. However, 
if you’re just going away for the summer, no change 
is necessary; it’s easier if you simply drop us a line 
when you get back telling us what issue (s) you've 
missed.
• Lenny Bruce's autobiography, How to Talk Dirty 
and Influence People, is in the final publication stages 
at Playboy Press: it will be available from the Realist 
for $5. . . . His latest LP record, “Confessions of a 
Dirty-Talking Dope Fiend”—including his night club 
act, an actual arrest and a portion of the trial—is avail
able for $5 directly from Lenny Bruce, 8825 Hollywood 
Blvd., Hollywood 69, California.
• Summerhill by A. S. Neill is in the bookstores now 
in $1.95 paperback form. I strongly recommend it. Sum- 
merlane School and Camp was founded on its princi
ples. On May 13th, the parents of children at Summer- 
lane were mailed letters from the District Superintend
ent of Schools, 2nd District, Sullivan County, N. Y., in
dicating that they “have inspected the school, and can
not approve it” because its program wasn’t equivalent 
to that of the public schools; parents were informed
4

that the law required them to withdraw their children 
and enroll them in other schools. The “inspection” of 
Summerlane consisted of a 20-minute tour of buildings.
No education official talked to a teacher or student, 
visited a class or otherwise inquired into the teaching 
pattern or program. Summerlane wasn't informed that 
it was being processed for “approval,” nor informed of 
any defects in its program, nor offered any opportunity 
to remedy alleged defects. The staff and parents, with
out a single defection, have rallied to the support of 
Summerlane. Attorneys for the school are confident 
that any actions against the school can be repelled— 
and its right to operate, confirmed—thereby setting a 
precedent for similar schools. If there are any philan
thropists around who can spare $15,000 or a chunk 
thereof—that’s the estimated legal cost—gifts to the 
Summerhill Society (which has established Summer
lane) are tax-deductible. Address: 5 Beekman St., N.Y.,
N.Y. Attention: Gerald Wapner.
• In six years, the Realist has had one lawsuit. M. S. 
Arnoni, editor of The Minority of One, is suing for 
libel ( see issue #26). A jury trial was scheduled for 
May 15th, but has been postponed by the prosecution 
until autumn.
• This is the last issue that you can get 12 copies of 
for $1; from now on extra copies will be 5 for $1. Sub
scription rates remain the same: $3 for 10 issues,
$5 for 20 issues—or two 10-issue subs for $5—but 
Canadian and foreign rates are now going up to $4 
and $6.
• Art Buchwald privately reprinted John Wilcock’s 
article in issue.#48 on the art of celebrity-fucking; and. 
a copy was requested by Richard Burton.
The Realist Competition

This month’s competition is inspired in retrospect by 
another competition—one which was announced two 
years ago by the U.S. Information Service—they of
fered to pay the Saigon equivalent of $47 for a new, 
nasty and catchy name for the Communist Viet Cong 
guerillas in South Vietnam.

The USIS didn’t think that Viet Cong (a psuedo-con- 
traction of Vietnamese Communist) was the sort of 
name that would influence the Vietnamese to regard 
the Reds “with contempt, as arrogant bullies, as for
eign and/or Chinese puppets, as common criminals, 
with ridicule so the enemy loses face, with hatred, as 
traitors, as hypocrites, as crackpots or madmen, as 
children playing soldier, or as bloodthirsty murderers.”

The contest was open to Vietnamese employees of * * 
the USIS, and entries had to be accompanied by ex
planatory essays of no more than 200 words. As an 
indication of what was wanted, the USIS suggested “a 
colloquial peasant term implying disgust .or ridicule.”

We queried that organization as to the results of 
their contest.

No response.
The Realist Competition, then, is this: Suggest a 

new and different contest for the U.S. Information 
Service to announce. Each entry must be accompanied 
by an explanatory essay of no more than 200 words. The 
winner will receive $47 in American money. Runners- 
up will each receive $23.50. Deadline: July 31, 1964.

The winning entries will be published in the Realist. 
Anybody is eligible to enter this competition except 
Mr. and Mrs. Peter Lawford.
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An Impolite Interview 
With Terry Southern

Q. Alastair Buchan, director of the British Institute 
for Strategic Studies, has reported that he discussed 
Dr. Strangelove with Stanley Kubrick, and Buchan 
claims he told Kubrick that the film was “unwise be
cause Kubrick would not be able to describe precisely 
what precautions the United States or other nuclear 
powers take to guard against the danger of accident 
or false command." He said that ",few people will be 
aware that the basis of the plot is a series of distortions 
even of the known facts about American control and 
safety procedures."

A. Naturally someone like Buchan would say that. The 
trickiest thing: about his entire job is keeping the public 
constantly reassured that they aren’t going to be acci
dentally blown up. Strangelove is the satire and Ala
stair Buchan is the reality. If the “safety procedures” 
known, unknown, and yet to be developed, were multi
plied by ten thousand, the reality would remain the 
same—a “foolproof” system. And the whole point, of 
course, is that that there is no such thing.

I mean, the Titanic was unsinkable, that bridge in 
Tacoma could not fall down, that atomic sub could not 
just suddenly plow into the bottom of the ocean . . . 
those are the realities. And usually it doesn’t matter— 
one mistake by a “foolproof” system, and you straight
en out the old kink, and by George this time it’s more 
foolproof than ever—a few lives lost, but what the 
heck, could have been worse, and we've eliminated that 
darn kink! Well, one mistake with a nuclear system is 
something else. No, Mr. Buchan is just whistling in 
the dark, I’m afraid . . .  or should I say whistling for 
his supper.

When he says “few people will be aware, bla, bla, bla, 
of the known facts,” he has hit it exactly. The known 
fact is that only the President is authorized to order 
the use of nuclear weapons. This is the knoion and 
publicized fact, but it is is not the actual fact. The 
actual fact is that of Plan R—whereby unit comman
ders can issue the go-code. Otherwise a single tiny 
strike on the White House would paralyze retaliation. 
What kind of defensive posture would that be?

No, I daresay Kubrick researched that film more than 
any film in history. I wouldn’t be surprised were he to 
know more about it than Buchan—and he sure as hell 
knew how to use the information better.

So of course Buchan would say that, and anyone else 
in government, East or West, would say it, because the 
biggest reality of all is the grotesque failure of govern
ment to fulfill its primary function, namely that of 
keeping danger, in whatever form it might be—wild 
beasts, enemy tribes, pirates, pestilence, etc.—at the 
periphery of the group, instead of which they have 
brought it into the very center of our life.

[Editors’ note: We wrote to Alastair Buchan and 
asked for details so that Realist readers wouldn’t be 
misinformed; Mr. Buchan, replied an aide, has no time 
to fulfill our request.]
May, J964
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Q. W. H. Von Dreele in the National Review takes 
Dr. Stangelove to task for evoking the Nazi era rather 
than contemporary Communism. And, on the other 
hand, Midge Dector comments in Commentary that the 
film wasn't daring enough to risk portraying the nu
clear strategist as a Jew—“not a Nazi, but a refugee, 
in fact, from Hitler, as so many real-life nuclear strate
gists are." Do you think that critics are taking the 
movie too seriously? .

A. No, it’s an extremely serious film. In the cases 
you quote—and I must say you seem to be very well 
read, Paul—

Q. I have a foolproof system—
A. I imagine what they were doing was simply trying 

to write in terms they thought would appeal to their 
particular readerships. The National Review notion is 
idiotic, of course, but the other one is interesting. I 
wouldn't have thought of making him Jewish, but I 
agree it would have been more to the purpose to make 
him just an ordinary person instead of an eccentric 
or a Nazi. However, it wouldn’t have been as interest
ing or as funny. I mean it would have just been a 
“message” and that would be putting the cart before 
the horse, as they say.

Q. Recently I went to a meeting of the John Birch 
Society, and during the coffee break, people broke up 
into little clusters. One cluster was discussing the 
Communist conspiracy behind the fluoridation of water. 
I asked what the Communists’ motivation would be. 
The guy who was, in effect, leading the discussion, said 
it’s to slow down our reflexes. I asked him if he had 
seen Dr. Strangelove, because that’s pretty much what 
General Ripper says in the film. And this guy at the 
John Birch Society said, with a straight face: “Yeah, 
well, I don’t know who wrote that movie, but I think 
he’s one of us." Now, what are your feelings-about a 
reaction like that?

A. I have the feeling you made that up.
Q. That’s a sivitch. No, it really happened.
A. In any case, I don’t think their opinions are 

relevant. I suspect that you see dynamic forces where, 
in my opinion, there are none. I see no dynamic forces 
in our society. The strongest force is psychiatry, and 
that has undone the others. I heard, incidentally, and 
on fairly good authority, that the Birchers were all 
syphed up—they’re all elderly, you know, that’s when 
the syph hits the brain. So it’s like a club. Under the 
guise of political action, it’s a brain-syph club.

Q. Yes, I’ve seen that in the A.M.A. Journal—but 
what are your feelings about that kind of reaction to 
the film, rather than about the reactionary source of 
the reaction?

A. It is true that people fail to recognize themselves 
in the film . . . military people come out thinking, “Yes, 
we’ve got a son-of-a-bitch like that in our outfit”

Q. Were there any repercussions to your interview 
with the C.I.A. trainee a while back in Esquire?

A. No, Esquire is stronger than the C.I.A. The C.I.A. 
only hits underdogs. They’re a joke—a terrible sick 
joke.

Q. What originally led to the writing of The Magic 
Christian?

A. The notion, “Wouldn’t it be funny if . . .”
Q. Can you think of any actual occurrences that you’ve 

been involved in that would seem to be related to the
.. S
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modus operandi of The Magic Christian?
A. No. Various kinds of lies, I suppose . . .  for no 

particular reason, except perhaps to cheer someone up.
Q. No wild experiences?
A. Now wait, here's something. We were living in 

Geneva once, in one of those very modern apartments, 
and they had a garbage-disposal chute, and at the 
bottom—we were on the 3rd floor—was this fantastic 
Swiss mechanism . . . thousands of diamond-edged 
blades, I always imagined it . . . moving at the speed 
of .light. Anyway, you could put your head in this 
chute and hear it down there—a soft whirring sound, 
and it would take anything, man—bottles, tin cans, 
knives, forks, spoons. I was always testing it. Nothing 
fazed it. Once I took a coffee-pot, put a lot of forks 
and spoons in it, put the pot in a paper bag so it 

» wouldn’t make tco much racket when it hit, and dropped 
* i.t in—you know, like “What do you make o f this, Mis

ter Swish Machine!" Then I listened. Nothing, man. 
Just a slight smooth crunch and back to old soft whir.

So! Well, as it happened. I had just bought a new- 
typewriter, and I still had the old one—Royal Portable, 
pre-war, sturdy stuff. So I rushed right out, bought 50 
feet of clothes-line, came back, tied one end to the 
carriage of the typewriter, and lowered it down very 
gently, taking care, dig, not to bump the walls on the 
way. That was supposed to be so the concierge or 
somebody wouldn't hear it, you know, something 
strange going down the chute— but I think it was 
also the idea of surprising the machine at the last 
minute . . ..I must have been about half off my nut.

Anyway, when I figured it was just about right, I 
said, “Okay, you smug son-cf-a-bitch! Dig this/" And 
let the clothesline out very quickly. Well, man! I mean, 
I just wish I'd had a tape-rcorder. Christ, what sounds! 
Fantastic! And then it stopped—and of course I im
mediately felt very bad. It was like I had killed it. 
“What a silly, kid thing to do. And bla, bla, bla." Big 
remorse, and then, of course, great apprehension—like: 
An American typewriter! They'll trace it to you! Dam
ages! Fantastic damages—five thousand dollars! Can't 
pay! Prison!

But it all had a happy ending. The machine was 
running again the next day, and there was a little 
note in the lobby that something like, “Residents are 
requesed not to overload the disposal-unit."

Overload! And they say the Swiss don't have a sense 
of humor. Anyway, it was the smugness of the machine, 
Paul . . .  I mean you can understand how a thing like 
that could, well, could be disturbing?

Q. There, there, Terry—yes, of course.
A. Do you think I did the right thing?
Q. You had no choice. . . .  Do you remember any

thing from, say, your adolescent days in Texas that 
you might consider a turning point as far as your 
current outlook is concerned?

A. Well, one thing does stand out. I mean I was 
pretty much a regular guy in most respects . . . played 
quarterback and first base, used to go with the boys 
over to “Nigger Town” on Saturday nights and make 
it with “One Armed Annie" she was called—for a quar
ter, or five milk bottles. And so on . . . you know, 
just a good ordinary Texas boy. But there was this 
wild story by Poe—The Narrative of A. Gordon Pym. 
I used to rewrite this story and try to make it wilder.
t

And then once I showed it to my friend Big Lawrence.
“God damn, you must be crazy," he said. I think 
that’s when we began to drift apart—I mean,Texas 
and me.

Q. Is it true that you were once studying to be a 
doctor?

A. Ri«rht again, Paul! Listen. How about a TV show 
called Right Again, Paid! A very simple format—you 
pose knotty problems, prefaced by “Is it true that . . .”
And then the Answer Man—some weird-looking guy— 
consults his big book and shouts, “Right again, Paul!”
Th^n, your smiling announcer comes on: “Yes, ladies 
and gentlemen, Paul is right again!" Then he makes 
his pitch: "Any you can be right, too, if bla, bla, bla."
I think it might catch on. You’d have to wear a tie . . .

Q. If you don’t want to talk about your early ambi
tions, fust come right out and say so.

A. Well, yes. Mom did have her cap set on my becom
ing a doctor. But studying medicine was an absurd 
scene, very abstract, inhuman, no chicks ... so I joined 
the Army. Of course, that was a big mistake, too. Come 
to think of it, I’ve really done a lot of absurd things, 
considering all t̂ he groovy spade influence in my youth.

Q. Would you take exception to a description of you 
as a scatological A. J. Cronin?

A. You mean of me as a person? A shitty Cronin!
Who said that? Sounds like George Plimpton’s char
woman, Katherine. She resents my habits. Well, it’s a 
clever image, granted, but I would take exception, yes.
I would say, moreover, that the person who said that is 
in desperate need of psychiatric care.

Q. Is Dr. Eichner in Flash and Filigree an exten
sion of your medical ego?

A. No, Eichner is like that Swiss machine. Smug, 
highly specialized. Everything is supposed to go very 
smoothly—then along comes this nut. No, no, if I had 
been a doctor, I would have been a general practitioner.
All the others are inhuman. Or a gynecologist—-that’s 
the thing, of course.. .. How about a combination gyne
cologist-psychiatrist? I guess that would be about as 
boss as you could get. Wow, what power!

Q. Some readers have felt that, in a couple of things 
you’ve written for the Realist, there was an underlying 
hostility toward homosexuals. Do you have an under
lying hostility toward homosexuals?

A. No, I do not, Paul, but def! Some of my best 
friends, in fact, are absolutely insanely raving gay. 
“Prancing gay," it’s sometimes called — that’s tfie 
gayest there is. My notion of homosexuality, by the 
way—I mean the area of interest it holds for me—is 
in the manner, speech, and implicit outlook, and has 
nothing to do with the person’s sex-life.

I know guys, for example, who are actually married 
to boys, but they wouldn’t be homosexual in my mind 
because their manner and so oh is non-gay. On the 
other hand, there does exist a very definite gay-syn
drome, and anyone who has not observed this is simply 
too busy playing the fool. Now if you want to say 
that the very awareness of the syndrome is hostility,
I could not argue that—though I hasten to add that 
by no means do I find it an unpleasant syndrome. As 
for its significance, I would certainly say that persons 
who are quite openly and freely gay have more in 
common, or believe they have, than persons who say 
they are Catholic or Jewish have.
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In fact, if you were to compile a  list of group- 
identifications which have any internal strength left, 
I would say the gay would rank fairly high. The 
highest, of course, would be the junkies—they have a 
sense of togetherness, a common frame of reference, 
and so on, that surpasseth all. Jewish is finished, Negro 
is rapidly falling to pieces. The Gurdjieff people, Actors 
Studio people—I think they’re fairly tight, but of 
course they’re both tiny groups.

But you take the gay—well, I don’t want to go too 
far out on a limb here, prediction-wise, but by God, 
I’ll just bet that if someone, a smart politician, really 
used his head—no pun intended there, Paul, har, har 
—rand made a strong, very direct bid for the huge gay- 
vote . . . well!

Q. As a matter of fact, there is a gay politician 
who, when a reporter asked him. off the record if he 
thought his homosexuality would affect the election, 
he replied that he was hoping for the latent vote.

i’m sure that Governor Rockefeller is likewise count
ing on the latent-divorce vote. . . .

A. Anyway, if I may return to your question, I say 
no, I am not anti-gay, and, in fact, I say moreover that 
only a non-gay could have interpreted my articles as 
such.

Q. Many readers have asked if your “Interview With 
a Faggot Male Nurse” ('issue #IS) was real or not.

A. Yes, well, it's too bad you had to leave out my in-

SAVE THE LAST DANCE FOR ME

The above was just another syndicated editorial cartoon 
that appeared in daily newspapers around the country, until 
it was reprinted in Citizens News—a homosexual periodi
cal published in San Francisco—and then suddenly it be
came a case of strange bedfellows making politics.
May. .1964
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troductory paragraph to that interview. Why don’t you 
print that?

Interviewer’s note: L., the subject of this interview, 
is 34 years old. He was born and raised in Des Moines, 
Iowa, and came to New York in 1951. He is presently 
employed at one of the largest hospitals in the city. 
This interview was recorded on tape, at the hospital, 
on the evening of May 2, 1963. Anonymity of the per
son interviewed was requested and granted. The fol
lowing is a verbatim transcript of the tape-recording;
I have chosen not to edit it in any way, in the hope 
of most closely preserving its conversational qualities.
Q. The Realist hasn’t pulled off a hoax for some 

time now. What would you suggest our readers do?
A. I would ask your groovy girl readers to call up 

the Catholic Book Store and begin pleading in a kind 
of gurgling sex-crazed urgency: “Can you please . . . 
get me a copy of Candy? I’ve got to have it! Please . . . 
please . . .  oh . . .  oh .. .oh!’’ And just sort of swoon, 
as though in sheer lust and confusion. I think that 
might actually snap their minds.

Q. Why did you and Mason Hoffenberg originally 
write Candy under a pseudonym?

A. Weill, this was in the days before Burdick and 
Wheeler were in, and when Nordoff and Hall were 
out. I mean it was not to disguise our identities, but 
to avoid the old Nordoff-Hall stigma. You know, who 
the hell’s going to buy a novel by two authors?

Q. How did the two o f you actually go about col
laborating on the writing?

A. Well, that happens very easily—I mean if there 
are two, ahem, interesting minds at work. It’s like 
two friends telling each other jokes—there's a built-in 
incentive to do it . . . and o f course if you're a better 
writer than you are a talker, then there’s also a nice 
strong incentive to actually get it down on paper. I 
would say it’s the purest form of writing there is, 
like a letter to your best friend, because it’s writing to 
an audience of one, and that one is a reflection of your
self. I mean you do of course have to have that sort of 
regard for the other person.

Q. You know that Candy will be called obscene. What 
would you say if you had to defend the book before 
a jury?

A. I would show them big Life mag’s crit by big 
Nels Algren, and they would scurry.

Q. Aren’t you surprised that Candy is being given 
positive critical status by the likes o f Life and News
week?

A. No, I am not. It seems to me that one of the 
most naive misconceptions is that these people any 
longer try to mold opinion. The opposite is true . . . 
they have feelers out, they swim with the tide. They 
like to back winners, I think it’s as simple as that. 
You see, in order to want to mold opinion, you have 
to have strong and definite values, and then to succeed 
in molding opinion you must be able to appeal to strong 
and definite values in the society. Well, these people 
have no particular values, nor do they see any in the 
present society.'Or, better, put it another way: they 
have no particular preconceptions. I mean it sounds like 
a put-down to say someone “has no values,’’ but I don’t 
mean it like that. I’m sure they would love to have some 
values. Goodness, who wouldn’t?

z
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Q. Recently, Lew L. Callaway, Jr., the publisher of 
Newsweek, took a full-page ad in his own magazine 
which seems like the very antithesis of The Magic 
Christian. Here it is: "Does Every Man Have His 
Price? How much would you take to sell out your coun
try? Your employer? Your ideals? Your beliefs? You 
hear all about you that the moral fiber of America is 
weakening, that every man ‘has his price.' However, 
we are confident that most men, no matter how great 
the temptation, put principle before price. If you have 
a 'price,' would you kindly fill it in here: (My price
i s :--- 7-------- ) Have you filled it in yet? America's
strength lies in the strength of you who didn't."

A. I think we’d have to take those questions and prices 
one at a time, Paul. What was the first?

Q. How much would you take to sell out your coun
try?

A. Well, for giving away my government secrets, I’d 
take. . . . You see the sheer sophistry of it? I think 
I’m going to repudiate Newsweek’s review of Candy___

Q. You're against censorship, right—well, would you 
be for public screenings of outright pornographic 
films?

A. Of course. That would be the only way to improve 
their quality. After the novelty wore off, people wouldn’t 
support them unless they were really good—and then 
you wouldn’t call them pornographic. It’s the clandes
tine nature of the thing that causes those films to be 
so. lousy and yet so expensive. It’s analogous to prosti
tution.

In London, for example, you can get laid for thirty 
shillings—what’s that, about four bucks? Well, I mean 
you wonder how is it possible to see a strange, inter
esting-looking chick, know you can make it with 
her for thirty shillings, and then just walk on by? 
Christ, you’d think a guy with money would simply 
lay one chick after another right straight through the 
day. Right? Well, not a bit of it, old chap! The reason 
is they’re used to it by now. And I’m sure that soon 
happens with anything that isn’t forced underground 
. . . dirty movies, dope, anything. You’ll notice, by the 
way, it takes more than a scattering o f “fuck, piss, 
shits" these days to make a best-selling novel. That’s 
old hat now, and almost no one will lay out for an / 
old hat.

I do think, however, there is an interesting considera
tion as to how erotic a film can be. I'm actually working 
on a novel now, called Blue Movie, about a very strong 
film-maker—a Bergman-Fellini-Kubrick type—who sets 
out to. solve this problem, namely: “‘At what point 
does the aesthetically-erotic, extended indefinitely, be
come offensive?” Offensive, not to the audience, you 
understand, but to this film-maker himself. Interesting 
stuff.

Q. One of the most memorable scenes in Candy is 
her sexual encounter with the hunchback. If you were 
to make a movie of the book— today—how would you 
treat this scene?

A. I wouldn’t have him take his shirt off.
Q. Does Candy Christian represent an actual con

temporary prototype?
A. Yes, it’s one of the most common and disturbing 

phenomena going. You see a groovy chick, and she’s
8

with some kind of nut, creep or crackpot. “What the 
devil do you see in him?" you ask. “Oh, you don't 
understand!" she says. And then, when really pressed, 
it comes down to “He needs me." Beauty and the 
beast, simple as that, Paul.

Q. There’s a story in the paper about a girl being 
raped and nobody interfering. What would you do?

A. Sounds like a loaded question. What is this, some 
kind of crackpot hate-sheet or something?

Q. Would you call yourself an existentialist?
A. Call me anything you want, Paul. As long as you 

don’t call me late for chow! Har, har. An old Army joke,
Paul—Sartre told it to me.

0. But when really pressed—
A. No, as a matter of fact, I am an existentialist.

Yes, Mimi Sartre—you know, Jean-Paul has a 17-year- 
old daughter, Mimi, she lives on Grove Street, cute as 
a button and a real swinger—anyway, she’s the one 
who signs the cards now. I've got mine here, somewhere 
. . . well, anyway, it’s true, and you can check it out 
with Mimi. I definitely am an existentialist.

Q. How does it affect the way you live?
A. Well, let’s see now. I don’t believe in God, and I 

don’t think intentions, opinions, expressions of attitude, 
that sort of thing, count for anything at all. Talk is 
cheap. And what else . . . Mimi and I were just talking 
about it . . . oh, yes, every night is Saturday night. I 
guess that’s about it, Paul.

Q. Do you think there’s an inconsistency between 
the sexual fredom in your writing and your real-life 
monogamy?

A. There is certainly a difference, if that’s what 
you mean—though I must say I think your question is 
impertinent and smacks of hate-sheet and crackpot.
Why should a person’s life be like what he writes? I 
should think that obviously the opposite would be more 
probable—unless it’s a political pamphlet or a philo
sophical thing he’s writing. Otherwise where’s the old 
imagination of it, Paul? Locked in the sugar-scoop? 
Stuck in the fur-pudding? No, one could not be more 
misled than to try to relate the work to its author— 
in the end it simply leads to some kind of infantile 
hero-worship.

Q. Woidd you mind going into the etiology of your 
short story, Red Dirt Marijuana?

A. Gladly, Paul—if that is, in fact, your name—it 
was what we pros call an “exercise in form." I was 
browsing through my big Webster’s one day, and my 
eye fell, quite by chance, on the word “etiology.” I 
said, “What the devil, you’ve mastered every other 
dang form—what about an etiological story? Hmmm?"
Well, I hopped to it, Paul, and it was downhill all the 
way. No, as a matter of fact, it is not a short story, 
but a part of a novel called The Hipsters, and that is 
a scene from the hero’s youth—his first exposure to 
certain insights of the great cool spade world. It is 
interesting that in the rural south, or southwest— 
this was in Texas—there’s a very free and easy asso
ciation of white and Negro children, which does not 
seem to occur anywhere else in the country. I doubt if 
there is anyone from such an area who hasn’t had a 
very strong spade influence in his past. And to my mind 
that is the great teaching of our time — any really 
profound wisdom that may be found among whites
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necessarily stems from the southern Negro, as well, of 
course, as America’s one great art, and the only art 
indigenous to it—jazz.

Q. I think that white people have also contributed an 
indigenous American art form: the-jazz-audience. . . .

Was there any deliberate symbolism in having a 
Negro bombardier in Dr. Strangelove let loose a bomb 
that would initiate the destruction of civilization, with 
a white southerner astride it all the way down?

A. Plenty, brother! . . . No. Deliberate symbolism is 
childish.

Q. What standards would you apply if you had to 
define hipness?

A. Well, in the strictest sense of the word, I’d say 
. . . a certain death of something, somewhere near the 
center.

Q. How does this develop?
A. Obviously it begins with an aioareness far beyond 

the ordinary, and a kind of emotional hypersensitive
ness, or empathy, so acute that it’s unbearably painful 
and has to be anesthetized—so what is left in the end 
is “iron in the soul” . . . awareness but total insulation 
from emotion. The big trick, of course—and I don’t 
know that it’s ever really been done—is to eliminate 
all negative emotion and retain positive. About the 
hippest anyone haS gotten so far, I suppose, is to be 
permanently on the nod.

Q. But isn't that an escape from life rather than an 
attempt to meet the challenge to one’s psyche?

A. These people are prepared to risk sacrificing the 
positive emotions because the negative emotions are so 
painful.

Q. Do you think that the “beat movement’' accom
plished anything constructive?

A. Yes, indeed—rand something far greater than any
one seems, to realize. No one, insofar as I know, has 
recognized that the Beat Generation is the source or 
origin of the great wave of Civil Rights action.

M. . . and dear God, let all those who are against 
school prayers be struck dead in their tracks . .

May. 1964
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The Perils o f  Publishing

Recently Terry Southern had a suggestion for us:
. . Now what would you say to a comic-strip, plot 

by me, and drawn by Larry Rivers, called The Adven
tures of the Vomiting Priest? It seems to me that it 
might well cut Little Annie Fanny all the way back. 
You have this guy, dig, the priest—naive, sympathetic, 
sort of Karl Malden type, wants to be a regular fellow, 
one of the boys, have a drink now and then, an ordi
nary Joe, his problems are the same as your problems, 
that kind of thing, except that he’s constantly vomiting 
. . . so that in fact his problems are really quite dif
ferent—a source of alienation it proves to be-^-people 
avoid him, as a drag and a hang-up . . .  he becomes 
embittered . . .  the story gradually takes on a melo
dramatic quality. . . . The Vomiting Priest Strikes 
Back, etc., then philosophic. Meanwhile, you correlate 
this with its fantastic reader-response pull and set up a 
symposium (Mailer, Algren, Burroughs): Is the Vomit
ing Priest a Swinger? What do you think, Paul? Well, 
it's just an idea, a shot in the dark as it were. Better 
sleep on it, eh? Do give me your news.. ..”

Well, we were all set to go into production on the 
comic-strip when the rug was pulled out from under 
the idea by the following (actual) press release from 
a Minnesota manufacturer:

A new deodorant that neutralizes and destroys the odor 
of vomit, is now available in eight, ounce spray cans.

Called “Oh Dear” vomit deodorant, the new product was 
developed by a Chemistry Professor at a leading medical 
school, and is specially ̂ uited for use'in hospitals, schools, 
airliners, ships, restaurants, bars and other locations where 
an effective deodorant is needed.

Unlike other deodorants, ‘‘Oh Dear” completely destroys 
the sickness odor chemically instead of merely masking the— 
unpleasantness temporarily.

“Oh Dear” is sprayed directly onto the vomit mess which 
it penetrates quickly. The odor is destroyed and the mess - 
can then be easily wiped away with a damp cloth.

----- r
White participation is, of course, the thing that gave 

the Civil Rights movement its real center of momentum, 
in terms of scope, vastness of scope—Martin Luther 
King stressed this time and again, the necessity of not 
alienating the whites who were part of it—and this 
participation can be traced directly to the spirit first 
engendered by books like On the Road . . . that kind of 
personal, impulsive, do-something-crazy-and-impossible 
spirit—setting out for California with only three gal
lons of gas, or walking through Georgia armed with 
nothing but a beard and a guitar.

The first Freedom Ride, and all the subsequent 
Marches and demonstrations, were due to this attitude 
. . . this idea of doing something personal, impulsive, 
unconventional, something that the same person would 
have previously thought idiotic and impossible, or at 
best as some kind of ne’er-do-well vagrancy

There was a certain cloying sentimentality in On the 
Road that stuck in my craw, so to speak, but its signifi
cance as a moving force which has had these great 
effects seems obvious.

Q. Did the assassination of President Kennedy 
change you in any way?

A. Only in that it put the absolute absurdity of 
things on a wider screen in my mind. And the assas-
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sination o f Oswald added another inch or two. I remem
ber I began to indulge in a compelling fantasy then, 
something to compound the absurdity . . .  the idea 
that the assassinations would set off an uncontrollable 
wave of indiscriminate assassinations — long-range 
snipers knocking off dignitaries as they stepped from 
the plane. Bing! DeGaulle! Bing! Haille Selassie! And 
so on. And each time the TV announcer would say: 
'‘Ladies and gentlemen, a really incredible thing has 
just happened . . .” The interesting thing would be at 
what point would he stop using the word “incredible”? 
And what word would he use instead? Christ, that 
word really got a workout that week.

Q. Nelson Algren says that The Magic Christian, 
Candy and Dr. Strangelove are each aspects of the 
same novel. How would you say they're related?

A. They might well be part of the same, but they 
are not all mine, because the basic conception of treat
ing the bomb as “absurd” was Kubrick's. I think what 
you’ll find they all have in common is that they blast 
smugness—and where you find smugness, there is sure 
to be something worth blasting.

“Smugness’ probably sounds like an oversimplifica
tion of Strangelove, but I think that's what it finally 
comes down to . . . smugness over a foolproof system 
which may not be. -

S T U R G E O N  &  T H E  B E A S T '

(Continued from Page 22)
* ting anywhere.” Well there’s thousands o f you, phil

osophy and all, never figured that out. Millions. What 
was that other thing you mentioned?

Q. Poetry!
A. Well you don’t have to shout What is it, this 

poetry ?
Q. The statement, usually in cadenced phrases, of 

inner feelings and observations, often about love and 
passion.

A. Oh. Well, let’s see. . . . Here:
A torchbearing outlet’s sad songs
Told the worst of all possible wrongs
She’d a flaw in design
With her slots out of line
While the Beast has pure parallel prongs.

Q. That's terrible.
A. It is? Okay . . . how about this:

A charge for the real cognoscenti 
Is the broom-closet’s. Muy caliente!
Though she’s stinking o f mops
Carbolic and slops
Her voltage is two hundred twenty.

Q. You don't get the idea at all.
A. You know what? You're a liar. What else do you 

meatheads use to vary and enrich your lives?
Q. The one thing you'll never understand. Religion.
A. Well, what is it?
Q. It’s a great many things, poor little machine, but 

most kinds hold out some hope o f everlasting life.
A. Then I can’t see where it can do you any good. 

Seems to me you’re just engineered out of luck, poor 
little homunculus. Me, now, I can prove I got a chance, 
and I got a whole parts warehouse to back me up. What 
have you got?

Q. I got to go now, that’s what I got.
—T heodore Sturgeon

m  ,

H olly’s Column
«— ttm !■*

When you're four months 
old, you can really make peo
ple turn themselves on. All 
you have to do is smile. They 
just stand around trying like 
mad to make you respond. 
But what I’m wondering is, 
at what age—at what point in 
your life—do people stop try
ing to make you smile and 
start trying to bug you ?

Also, when do the roles re
verse? When will I begin 
smiling to ingratiate myself 
to them? For instance, my 

Daddy was in the delivery room when I was born, and 
he had to be dressed all in white, including a mask over 
the bottom half of his face. And, never having been 
in a delivery room before (except when he was born), 
he felt at a disadvantage and tried to ingratiate him
self to the other people who knew what they were 
doing there. He kept smiling at them even though 
they couldn’t see his smile and had no way of knowing 
he was smiling and even though he didn’t really want 
to smile at those particular moments underneath that 
half-faced white mask.

Did you know that the Cuban government, faced 
with a drastic milk shortage, has been advertising on 
radio the advantages of breast-feeding? While lullaby 
music plays in the background, a woman announcer 
tells listeners: “There is no substitute for mother’s 
milk.”

Well, I'll sure give a testimonial for my Mommy's 
titties, boy. ~

It’s bad enough there are so many bottle-fed Amer
ican doctors who discourage breast-feeding—at least 
it’s not official A.M.A. policy yet—but now what about 
all those wet-nurses who won’t be able to get passports 
to Cuba because it’s contrary to our national interest?

Of course, I'm too young to understand all the pros 
and cons o f shipping wheat to Russia, but I certainly 
think it’s carrying suspicion a little too far to say—as 
some of our best patriots are saying—that the wheat 
may end up as ethyl alcohol, propellant fluids, liquid 
hydrogen, poisonous gases, TNT, or atomic bombs. But 
I’m not old enough yet for displaced indignation—I 
mean the South Vietnamese Air Force has been getting 
napalm bombs from the United States and dropping 
them on civilian targets from planes containing Ameri
can “instructors”—and when the papers published a 
picture of a badly burned child, our Defense Depart
ment said that “the instructors had no control of the 
weapons used, and had always urged their pupil pilots 
to use extreme care when bombing or strafing villages.”
Now, what I would suggest is that we ship already- 
baked loaves of bread and drop them on Russia, so that 
even if the pilots use extreme care, some of the loaves 
are bound to fall on children.
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“Of course I'll vote for any bill our 
late, beloved John P. Kennedy wanted. 
But how do we know he really wanted 
disarmament, Medicare & civil rights?"

“Don’t worry, Mr. Shumlin—show business 
is always slow during Lent."

May. 1964
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Six Flicks Mix Kicks
Now that Robert Gover’s interracial Janus of a novel, 

Hundred Dollar Misunderstanding, has been sold to the 
movies, one wonders how a screen treatment can pos
sibly do justice to the interior monologues of J. C. and 
Kitten respectively. This is the kind of challenge that 
a self-conscious film-maker like Federico Fellini would 
relish. Indeed, the cross-fertilization of his “8 with 
Gover’s Misunderstanding could provide-the basis of a 
whole new vista in motion pictures.

Certainly, Dr. Strangelove (or, How I Learned to 
Stop Worrying and Love the Bomb) would benefit from 
a meeting of the minds with that political documen
tary, Point of Order. Similarly, Love With the Proper 
Stranger and The Thrill of It All should complement 
each other with great aplomb. Let us have a look, then, 
at some synopses hatching in the case on the cutting- 
room floor.

8Vi Dollar Misunderstanding
A renowned, highly introspective film director, played 

by Marcello Mastroianni, decides to make an uncon
sciously autobiographical movie. He is having trouble 
planning it, though, because the plot and the characters 
keep getting in the way of the symbolism. He takes a 
walk in the park. The'park is empty, save for a camera
man moving delicately among the treetops, catching the 
film director’s every—or, rather, only—grimace.

Suddenly the director comes upon a beautiful woman 
sitting on a park bench. She is Negro. She is played 
either by Ruby Dee or Dorothy Dandridge, or by Sidney 
Poitier with a fright wig. She is a good, wide-eyed 
listener. The director makes a date with her for the 
next night—same time, same place. He does not realize 
that she is actually a psychiatrist.

He meets her three times a week and tells her in de
tail how his personal problems keep interfering with 
the making of his film.

Being of a quasi-nondirective school, she convinces 
him to translate his personal problems into the film. 
Her psychotherapeutical approach—or, as she prefers 
to call it, her couchside manner (but, in this particular 
instance, her parkbenchside manner)—is one of subtle 
Aunt Thomasina, a method which gives the patient a 
feeling of superiority that serves as instant compensa
tion for his negative transference.

The conflict arises when she sends him a bill. All the 
time he thought she was genuinely sympathetic, and 
now he is crestfallen and embittered and ego-pierced to 
know that she was only doing it for the money.

She finally helps the director to realize that it is 
precisely this inability to communicate which is his 
real problem. He decides that this will be the under
lying theme of his movie. And, as a ruse to get her 
fee, the Negro lady psychiatrist agrees to be technical 
adviser to the film.

Dr. Point-of-Order 
(or, How 1 Learned to Stop Smearing 

and Love the Strange)
Somewhere in England, played by Peter Sellers, there 

is a film being made about accidental nuclear war and 
America’s radical right wing. Producer Stanley Kub
rick, however, concludes in midstream that the screen-
12

play is much too serious and hampered by facta. He
calls in a script doctor—Senator Joseph McCarthy, 
played by grand guy Terry Southern—to bring to the 
movie a certain gallows humor that will get people off 
their asses, so to speak.

In order to provide a valid motivation for the crazy 
general portrayed by Sterling Haydn—at the same 
time reconciling Haydn’s past screen image (the tough, 
sharp-witted all-American Marine Lieutenant who 
lives his patriotism instead of merely talking about it 
in maudlin terms) with his more recent off-stage per
sonality (the wanderer who gets duped by the peace
niks every time)—Senator McCarthy immediately pro
ceeds to write in a homosexual dimension, complete 
with under-view close-ups of the General’s non-Cuban 
(nay, cmti-Cuban) cigar in various attitudes.

This aberration cannot be shown too blatantly, of 
course—although Haydn all but plays with Captain 
Mandrake’s root—and so Haydn is given an ostensibly 
heterosexually-oriented bit of dialogue which is, for all 
practical purposes, the very crux of the picture: he 
confesses that his original discovery of the Communist 
conspiracy was related to—was, in fact, inspired by— 
a post-coital anti-climax (nay, non-climax) . . .  he had 
been prone to, and for, a depressing emptiness.

Thus the picture’s socially-concerned message—ex
pressed so eloquently by Keenan Wynn in his impas
sioned ‘'prevert” soliloquy—is simply that The John 
Birch Society functions on the basis of mass sublima
tion. Unfortunately, Senator McCarthy has been trap
ped into betraying the cause by his own vindictive
ness: all along he had confused Robert Welch with 
Joseph Welch.

Love With the Proper 
Thrill of It All

Natalie Wood—and did—with Steve McQueen, but 
that particular scene happened to occur a few weeks 
before the movie begins, so if you want erotic scenes 
you’ll just have to go to the art theatres where Ingmar 
Bergmann is doing Krafft-Ebing in Cinemascope.*

Now, Natalie has a conflict: (a) she’s pregnant, and 
(b) she doesn't want to have the baby. In order to 
resolve this conflict, she needs (c) an abortionist.
There is one available, but only under very unsafe, un
sanitary conditions.

Luckily, Natalie can talk to her mother, Doris Day.
As a matter of fact, she can do so without disturbing 
her father, James Garner, because her parents sleep in 
twin beds. With a big space between them. On the wall 
is a framed, quaintly stitchwork-embroidered sampler, 
saying: God Is Love But Only After Marriage And 
Even Then You Should Be Sure It's Wholesome.

Well, Doris wakes up her husband—who, incidentally, 
is a doctor (specializing^ in obstetrics) and she pleads 
with him until he agrees to perform the necessary 
operation on his daughter. So Natalie has her little 
D. & C. under very safe, sanitary conditions. And she 
never speaks to Steve McQueen again because the son- 
ofabitch knocked her up, and that’s really all they have 
in common, which is definitely not a very good founda
tion for a marriage made in Heaven like her parents’.

Little does Natalie know that her Daddy garnered 
up the willingness to perform the operation only on one 
condition: that Doris Day stop sleeping with a box of 
detergent next to her under the blanket—no matter 
how gentle it is.
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Fanny Is a G irl’s Name
by Robert Paul Smith

They’re at it again. According to a 3-2 decision of 
the Appellate Division of the N.Y. State Supreme Court, 
as reported in the N.Y. Times February 28, Fanny H ill 
is a book that cannot be sold any more by its publishers, 
Putnam's, in New York.

Is Fanny HUl a dirty book? You bet your ever-loving 
it is.

Since the book is in the public domain, it is not yet 
clear whether Fanny published by somebody else is also 
a dirty book that cannot be sold in New York, either to 
an aging gentleman of waning sexual power, an adoles
cent who would likely rather be doing it than reading 
about it, or to people like me, the homme moyen sensual, 
tvho just plain likes dirty books.

The word pornography is to me a dirty word; it is 
what a certain kind of person calls a dirty book (and 
what about this here now new word “hard core” por
nography? Whose hard core?) the way a certain kind of 
person calls a whore a prostitute, who thinks of a 
hooker not as a girl but as a problem in sociology, the 
way a square in music thinks anyone who swings even 
a little would be found calling a clarinet a licorice stick 
or a trombone a slush pump.

Fanny HUl is, was, and will continue to be a dirty 
book serving the purpose mainly of those readers who 
are referred to by an editor of a magazine (which we 
will call in this magazine “Free Time Male Pre-Adoles
cent”) as his one-handed audience.

I once encountered a publisher who told me he was 
going to publish a book to be called Dirty Books and 
the Law, and I offered on the spot to write an introduc
tion, preface, afterpiece or blurb purely on the basis 
of the title. When I saw the manuscript, the title had 
been changed to Pornography and the Law, and I im
mediately withdrew my offer, because anybody who 
doesn’t know the difference between dirty books and 
pornography is not shinnying on my side. The hard core 
is there both times, but in one it’s a Good Thing in the 
vernacular, in the other it’s a Psychological Problem in 
sociologese.

Some time ago in a book I wrote that disappeared 
without a financial trace, I tried to make the point that 
in the flow of dirty books that were just starting to

come out over the counter (I know, I know, they’re not 
dirty books, they’re clean books, but I’m going to call 
them that like a hooker hooks and a prostitute solicits), 
nobody was going to say in print, or in court, or other
where: “This is a dirty book, I like dirty books, I think 
dirty books should be published!”

I further said that it was my prediction that when 
the trouble started, publishers would round up a gaggle 
of litterateurs (that's a dirty word, that means writers 
who cannot write so they write about writing) who 
would come on very large about the social significance 
and literary excellence of whatever dirty book was in 
danger of suppression.

That’s what happened.
I was back with the tiresome four-flushers of my 

adolescence who went to the burlesque show to see the 
comics.

Not me, Jack, and not you, and not him, either. We 
went to see a broad take her clothes off, we went to see 
a naked dame.

It’s the same with Fanny HUl.
It was the same when the terror was upon us with 

Communism, when the witch hunters were riding high. 
(That was yesterday, wasn’t it, or tomorrow?) The 
whole point that was missed was that it didn’t matter 
whether a certain school teacher or public official or 
screen writer was, is, or would be a Commie. The point 
was, in mv book. "Suppose he is, what the hell about it?” 

In Hollywood they copped the most curious plea of 
all, much later, when the committees got busy about 
somethng else, like running for office. The defense ple$ 
that was copped was, “Maybe he was, but he didn’t get 
any of it in his movies.”

Why in God’s name (which I constantly take in vain) 
are we such frauds; how long, o Lord, how long, is it 
going to be possible to stay sane in a society that says 
it’s All Right to plug one’s own religion (my religion 
is your heresy) or one’s own political beliefs (my dogma 
is your catma) but All Wrong if the beliefs you hold 
happen to be out of style?

Are we ever going to say it’s all right to say what 
you want to say and let students, auditors, and readers 
sort it out for themselves?

In the meantime, Old Father presents the thin end Of 
his wedge: “Sure, Fanny Hill is a dirty book, sure it 
should be published and sold. That it happens to be 
well-written is pure gravy.”

You don’t think it’s well written?
You litterateur, you.

Soft-Core Pornography of the Month
Synopsis: A villain called The Head says he’s sorry that relax in a vibrating chair. Jack refuses, and then he’s

Smilin’ Jack was treated badly and now insists that Jack strapped in. And then . . . you’ve got to give Head credit.
May. 1944 13
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Dept, o f Unintentional Satire

The following is a verbatim copy of a guide to sales
men, titled '‘Presentation of Marian Deluxe Bible”:

Approach
1. “Hello! I’m John Mirabella, and I’m calling on 

the Catholics. That includes you.” (Assume that she 
is.) “Good, then I’ll just step in a minute.” (Scrape your 
feet and bow your head as you move forward. If you 
are standing back from the door, you can move forward 
without forcing your way in.) If she asks, “What's it 
all about,” reply, “Something important—it will just 
take a minute.” (Break off the conversation and keep 
walking as you ask), “How are you feeling today?”

2. If you know the name—“Hello! Mrs. Bruno, I’m * 
John Mirabella. May I step in a minute?” (Scrape your 
feet and start forward.) If she asks what’s it all about, 
reply, “You're Catholic, aren’t you?” (Use your facial 
muscles to the fullest.) After she answers, “Yes,” fol
low up with, “That's why I’m here. It will just take a 
minute.” (Start walking forward and break off the con
versation with), “How are you feeling today?”

8. When a man answers— (Shake his hand as you 
say), “Hello! I’m John Mirabella. May I step in a 
minute?” (Scrape your feet and start in.) If he ques
tions you, reply, “You’re Catholic, aren’t you?” (After 
his yes), “That’s why I am here. It will just take a 
minute.” (Start forward), “How are you feeling to
day.”

a. Neat, clean-cut appearance is very important.
_. Stand back about three paces. If there is a 

screen or storm door, open it; then knock and 
ring the bell. Speak distinctly, scrape feet and 
move forward. Do not tell your business on the 
door step.

After you enter, start a friendly conversation. Do 
not be in a hurry to bring out your product If the 
customer hasn’t asked you to sit down, ask her, “Is it 
okay if I sit down a minute?” When she gives the okay 
and if she doesn't sit down, you reply, “I couldn’t sit 
down with a lady standing. ” You go to a soft chair 
and let her sit on the sofa. After she is seated, you 
move to the sofa.

“Do you get papers from the Church? Good, then I 
know that you are expecting us. It’s in regard to the 
work Catholic Priests spent eleven years on. The Bible 
—the Word of God; the Devotions—the Word of the 
Church.

“What they want to do, and with your help, is put 
a complete Catholic Library in every home. Are you in 
favor of that, Mrs. Brooks?”

Presentation
“Let me show you the first Catholic Bible that is 

actually being read. Honestly, how many of us have 
ever read the Bible? This is the first major revision in 
300 years, and it’s in a language that we can all under
stand. It’s dedicated to Mary and here we see her life 
in color. (Show the life of Mary in reverse.) Forty- 
four paintings from all over the world, tell her story 
so beautifully and so completely.

“The storv of the Rosary is by Father Patrick Pey
ton. Our Bible is published by Catholic Press, and the
14

official seal of the Church is given by the late Cardinal 
Stritch, Archbishop of Chicago.

"All the famous stories of the Old Testament are 
in painting form, from 24 different museums and 8 
different countries. Aren’t they beautiful!

“In the New Testament the greatest story of all, 
the Life of Our Lord, is told with a hundred paintings!
They use visual methods to the fullest because they 
feel that one picture is wo^th ten thousand words. Isn’t 
that true!” (Let the paintings slip by your thumb at a 
rapid rate. Do not dwell on any painting.)

(Show the text.) “Look at the size of the print, and 
it’s in a language that we can understand. Isn’t that 
wonderful! The words of Christ are in red, and the 
paragraphs are headlined so that you know the main 
thought o f each one.

“Holy Week completely explained so that every fam
ily can observe it properly. T|ie beautiful sacrifice of 
the Mass in picture story form. Over thirteen hundred 
Christian names, meanings and feast days are listed! 
Record your marriage, family tree and the important 
events in the lives of your children. There is room for 
ten. Someday, this will become an heirloom. Twenty 
years from now, your children wouldn't trade it for 
all the money in the world. —Finally, a 288-page, 400,- 
000 word Catholic Home Encyclopedia—the answer tq 
every mother’s prayer!”

Close
(Whether or not she asks the price at this time, close 

as follows:) “If you are like most women, you are 
thinking in terms o f $120, $130, aren’t you! You won’t 
believe it when I show you (pull out your order book 
and show her the price) because the Catholic Press 
makes it available at a 40% saving, it’s only $79.90.
Now we leave the set right with you if you pay by
cash or check; or you can do it in two or three pay
ments. (START FILLING IN THE ORDER.) (Main
tain a confident attitude.) What’s your address here?”

(If she asks, “Why are you writing? I didn’t say I 
was going to buy it.”) (Look her in the eye.) “You’ll 
thank me for it. You should see the wonderful letters 
we receive from good Catholic women just like your
self, and who feel that no Catholic home should be 
without it. Isn’t that true!” (Speak rapidly and dis
tinctly.)

‘‘WTiat’s your address?” (Turn your eyes to the 
order book and prepare to write. I f  she replies that 
she doesn’t have that much money on hand,) “Don’t 
worry about it. I’ll work it out for you. The most im
portant thing is to have it in the home. Isn’t that 
true! Is this 2217?” (You know that it is 2207.)

(If she starts on her financial troubles,) “Let us do
what we did for Mrs.........   We are sending her self-
addressed envelopes with a coupon book and she is 
sending in $1.50 a week, $6.00 a month. That’s a lot 
easier than paying cash. Isn’t it!” (When she answers, 
“Yes”), “How do you spell your last name?” (When 
she starts spelling). “Put your full name and address in 
here.” (Hand her the pad and pen; and as the ball
point starts moving), “I’ll give you a guaranteed re
ceipt for your deposit as evidence of good faith. Don’t 
lose it!” (Do not mention deposit before she signs. If 
she should ask before she signs, you reply), “Let your 
conscience be your guide. I’ll work it out for you. 
What’s your address, etc.” (As she starts signing), 

(Continued on Page 20)
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The W orld’s Fair Poverty Pavilion
by John Francis Putnam and Mort Gerberg

m iili■ »*t.
About five years ago, the Ladies 

Home Journal ran a picture article in 
their “How America Lives” series on 
what a searing and dreadful thing it 
was to have to live in New York’s 
Westchester County on $10,000 a year.

It was a brave story that told of 
tight-lipped young marricds trying to 
put up a proper front under impossible 
circumstances. It was the first recog
nition in print that Poverty does exist 
in these United States. Which goes to 
show that you can be sitting right 
next to poor people on a commuter 
train and not even know it.

The poor, inconsiderately, are always 
with us. Don’t let that 1949 Cadillac 
parked in front of the Negro share
cropper’s cabin fool you for one in
stant.

Moreover, poverty now has official 
recognition—from the Administration, 
from TV comedians and from the pages 
of Life and Look—especially these lat
ter “opinion molders,” where the pic- 
ture-articlc-sprcads, usually aglow 
with “Leisure Living,” now present a 
“Rural Resettlement Agency”—Depres
sion scabrosity with indigent children 
peering out at the comfortable reader 
with haunting questions.

These are American kids, of course, 
so they are not quite as peaked and 
rickety as African or Asian kids, but 
they're still reproachful enough to 
nudge the suburban conscience to ad
mit that the U.S. coin is not burnished 
bright on both sides.

Poverty, man, is in this year!
It is reasonable to assume that the 

New York World’s Fair reflects the 
real America (Billy Graham Pavilion: 
“Come inside and pray with us . . . 
we have the only safe restrooms at the 
Fair”) ; therefore, os Paul Krassner 
points out in his letter to Robert Moses 
(still unanswered), a Poverty Pavilion 
is a must, if only to present this latest 
fashionable aspect of our way of life.

Since the purpose of the Fair is to 
entertain as it instructs and informs 
— the more amusing an unpalatable 
fact is made to seem, the more easily 
it is absorbed—our Poverty Pavilion 
will of necessity have an overt carni
val-midway atmosphere.

The theme of the exhibit will be 
“Poverty: Urban and Rural, 1964 or 
This - is - what - will - happen - to - you - 
lousy - kids - unless - you - buckle - 
down - and - face - the - facts - the - 
way -1 - had - to - when - I - was - your - 
age!”

Here, then, are some excerpts from 
the Official Guide Book to the World's 
Fair Poverty Pavilion.
May. 1964

Hit the Beggar
Riot of fun ride where derelicts are 

loosed in simulated traffic. As they 
attempt to wipe your windshield, you 
attempt to run them down.
The Sweat Shop

Nearsighted Puerto Rican girls of 
six ply their trade by dim kerosene 
lamps, doing microscopic petit point 
embroidery. Beatings by foreman at 
10 AM, 2 PM and 4 PM promptly.
Dust Bowl Ride

The Pavilion will provide free face 
masks. See Okies with hopeless ex
pressions attempt to farm in six feet 
of fine, silicone dust
The 24th Precinct

Basement obstacle race and police 
brutality demonstration; free bandaids.

Sleep Under a Bridge
Only 25tf a night. Vermin-ridden 

blankets, 5<f extra. Prices at this ex
hibit in no way reflect actual costs, 
which have been underwritten by va
rious philanthropic organizations; they 
are set arbitrarily in order to give the 
layman an accurate conception of the 
poor man’s idea of money.
Slumlord Symposium

Public may attend daily conferences 
of slum landlords flown in from Palm 
Beach and Las Vegas for discussions 
on how to fit one hundred Spanish
speaking people into small two-room 
apartments.
Daily Bread Riot

Horses are available so that visitors 
may join the mounted police in break
ing it up.
Secaucus Pig Scramble

Admission 60tf. Watch starving Penn
sylvania miner’s children compete for 
luxury restaurant garbage with burly 
Secaucus (NJ.) pigs. Pari-mutual 
opens half hour before sty time.
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Instant Uplift Booth
Talk to a plastic Sargent Shriver and ask any one of 50 questions on 

poverty in America, and he will give you any one of 50 straightforward, 
but reassuring, answers.

Souvenir Shoppe
An authentic Company Store set

ting. Features genuine cockroaches in 
laminated clear plastic key chains, 
miniature bags of government surplus 
flower with real weevils, plus such 
items as the bedbug breeder which 
allows one to plant bedbug eggs in the 
victim’s bed, with riotous results. 
Laugh with Joe Mitchell 

Learn about the funny side of being 
on relief. Sit in with Newburgh (N.Y.) 
Commissioner Joseph Mitchell and join 
the hilarity as he turns down applica
tions for home relief.
Barney's Shabbytown 

Barney’s goodwill outlet to clothe 
the needy at reasonable prices. Fea
tures government surplus military 
overcoats with World War I brass but
tons, all sizes too big for any customer. 
High School Dropoutsville 

Administer a literacy test^ You’ll 
chortle at the way 20-year-old youths 
stutter and stammer their way through 
“See Ned run’’ first readers. Chuckle 
at their pathetic attempts to write 
(not print) their names. Receive the 
thrill of a lifetime as you grade them 
“Illiterate.”
Graffiti Exhibit 

Original drawings and text by ghetto 
youngsters. Only adults admitted. 
Resettlement Roulette Booth 

Here, for a modest 50tf, visitors may 
press a button and evict an impover
ished family somewhere in the U.S. 
Identity of the evictees will be protect
ed, but patrons will receive, within 
two weeks, a photograph of their heap 
of pathetic belongings piled on the 
street.
Replica o f 125th Street

See the special backed-up-toilet 
fountain. Visit the Malnutrition Cen
ter. Sample the proud product of a 
Sneaky Pete Distillery.
Miniature Debtors Prison 

The new State of Mississippi Debt
ors Prison is a model for Poverty Con
trol, soon to be adopted by other South
ern states.

Note: Visitors are reminded that 
there is a free Decontamination Station 
at every exit from the Poverty Pa
vilion. Nevertheless, the Bible says: 
“Ye have the poor always with you”— 
and we are honored to be carrying out 
the Word of God.

Mexican Wetback Dance
Our greasy little friends from South 

of the Border demonstrate how they 
slip past alert Texas Rangers and 
Border Patrol men.

Unplanned Parenthood
Sponsored by the Catholic Archdio

cese of Brooklyn. Information on how 
large families on relief can get to be 
even larger.

Tlpe Wino Zoo
Admission free. See authentic alcoholics disporting themselves in a 

realistic Bowery cum Skid Row setting. Visitors may purchase cans of 
Sterno and and toss them through the bars. Children love watching the 
funny antics of the inhabitants.

Informal dining in a genuine boxcar setting. Mulligan Stew served in 
contaminated tin cans. Gourmet handouts. Family dinners from 6* up.
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Scavenger Hunt
Forage through garbage cans and waste baskets, searching for some

thing to eat, drink or smoke, just like the poor people do! More fun than 
Crackerjacks and twice as many surprises . . . such as maggot-ridden ham- 
bones or sweat-stiffened sweatsocks.

Appalachia Funland
Roar at the tobacco-chewing antics of a 5-year-old boy. Gawk at the 

pregnant 10-year-old girl. See the funny legs of the kids with rickets. Kick 
a hole in the wall of the splintering shacks. Open all day.

Rat-O-Rail
Exciting tour through a West Side tenement. See the pot gardens on 

the fire escape. Watch the man urinating out the window. Listen while 
profanities are yelled up the air shaft. Observe the junkies in action. You 
are there as the Welfare caseworker is locked inside the hall toilet.
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Sex and the Single Man *
by Avery Gorman

It breaks my heart. I see these young, lovely teen-age 
things in the park, in the street, or on the subways, 
with their high-piled hairdos and portable radios and 
foxy little bodies and I know . . .  I know—they’re all 
balling. Not just kid-stuff petting or fooling around like 
in my day. They’re out-and-out balling. And it breaks 
my heart

Here I am, twenty-eight, not married—so I have to 
free-lance for sex, take what’s on the open market. But 
these kids don't even have to shop around. Inside those 
pocketbooks, jammed in with Beatle buttons and pink 
lipsticks and gum and pictures of last year’s boyfriend 
on the beach, they’ve got their diaphragms. Ready to go.

And they go. They really do. You see it in their eyes 
and in the eyes of their little boyfriends. You know it 
from the talk that’s going around and you read it in 
the papers. The new sex, The new freedom. But the old 
guys like me are a generation too late.

In my day, it was different. Who ever scored then? 
Oh, there was a lot of bragging. But deep inside we 
knew. Nobody was getting anything. Why, if a girl 
ever opened her mouth when you were kissing her— 
gee! You took her out again, for sure. If a chick pit
ted, that was big stuff. She got a reputation. She was 
giving something out and the guys were eager enough 
to be taking.

“Hey, howdja do? You feel her up?’’
“Yeah!”
“Yeah? Where?”
“Inside on top. Outside on the bottom.”
“Wow! You really felt her up?”
“Sure. Whaddaya think?”
We used to stand in hallways a lot in those days. And 

you leaned on each other and gave hickeys and rubbed 
up close and hoped nobody would come up the stairs 
and if they did you had to pretend you were talking.

Today, they do that stuff right out in the street. The 
real stuff—that, they do in the hallways.
. I remember it was a great thing if your date wore 
a crinoline thing under her skirt. You’d rub up against 
her and it made a whooshy sound and felt great. That 
was .doing big business then.

I iy ou  got too excited—and who wouldn't, getting a 
crinoline job?—and you got wet, you had to figure out 
all kinds of ways of hiding the front of your pants 
going home. It wasn’t so bad in the winter, if you had 
a long coat or a jacket, or a heavy shirt so it wouldn’t 
show through. But the summer! And in those light
weight pants!

You quickly bought a newspaper and carried it in 
front of you, all the way in the subway. Then you hoped 
like crazy that everything would dry by the morning 
so the family wouldn’t know. Or you hid your under
wear.

What do these kids know about all this now? They’re 
balling. In their own cars. Or they do it at parties. We 
used to play kissing games. Kissing! That’s how smart

•No connection with the book published by Lyle Stuart— 
“Sex and the Single Man” by Dr. Albert Ellis—which is 
available from The Realist for $5.
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we were. *
Recently, I met a chick and it was all magic. First 

n ight Beautiful. The next morning she told me her 
age. She was twenty. When I was seventeen, she was 
nine. The first chick I ever made it with from that 
generation just behind me. Now that hurt. Because it 
Was so easy, it made me realize how I’d been missing 
out all along with the other wild little chicks like her.

What hurts, too, is to come up with a chick from my 
generation who won’t

“What do you mean—no?”
“No, that’s all. If I slept with every guy I met, at 

the end of the year I’d have eighty guys.”
“But, honey, children are doing it all over the place.” 
(That’s a new line to replace “Children in Europe 

are starving.”)
I figure it's really unjust to get turned down now, 

because I thought I had paid those dues already. But 
the girl sticks to saying no and I’m all shot down. I 
lose both ways. She’s of my time and she won’t, and 
the young kids who will, won’t for me because I’m not 
of their time.

And I know they’re balling — those young, lovely 
things, pure-looking and innocent, balling—in PAL’s 
and gym classes and youth hostels and hootenannys and 
candy stores and college dorms and drive-ins and sit- 
ins. Balling away. It really gives you something to think 
about on a warm spring night.

B o ys  a n d  G ir ls

See the man. He is a stranger. He wants to 
molest you. Notice his finger. It is symbolic.
The two little boys on the other side of the 
street are on their way to a gay candy-store.
And—surprise—the little girl is an FBI agent!

Moral: Don’t trust anybody in a public service poster.
The Realist
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if this be heresy ...
by Albert Ellis. Ph.D.

A few years ago I was inclined to believe that wife
swapping was a very rare practice in the United States 
and that, when it did occur, it was invariably the result 
of bizarre and sick behavior on the part of the partici
pants. Today I am inclined to question both these pre
vious beliefs.

First, as to prevalence. I still do not think that overt 
wife-switching is a terribly common practice among 
Americans or Europeans, in spite o f some attempts of 
recent newspaper, magazine, and paperback writers to 
see it so. Most contemporary husbands probably think, 
on many occasions, that it would be great if they could 
lend, lease, or even permanently exchange their spouses 
for various other (real or imaginary) female sexpots 
that they come across in their social meanderings; but 
relatively few actually seem to get around to doing so— 
except, of course, via the divorce court and legal re
marriage.

Nonetheless, there are several indications that wife
swapping has significantly increased during the last 
decade.

Three well-circulated periodicals, one American and 
two Canadian, have carried a great many advertise
ments in their p e r so n a l s  columns which frankly pro
pose mate-switching adventures. Several mimeographed 
publications have appeared from time to time (often, 
one step ahead of intervention from the postal authori
ties) which are exclusively devoted to. sexual come-on 
ads, a great many "of which are specifically concerned 
with spouse-swapping.

A good many groups or clubs have flourished whose 
week-end activities largely consist of a dozen or more 
couples throwing their car keys into a common pile, 
with the husbands then randomly being mated for the 
evening with the wife of one of the- other members 
whose keys they happen to pick out from this pile. Not 
a few instances have been reported in the newspapers 
where two couples agreed to keep swapping mates with 
each other, on a fairly regular basis.

And quite recently, several groups have formed in 
this country where families and single individuals of 
both sexes live together communally and where, in 
addition to sharing economic expenses, eating facilities, 
recreation, etc., communal sex exchange has been prac
ticed.

These evidences of wife-swapping are of course not 
unique in the history of the world. The Eskimos, as 
practically every literate person now seems to know, 
have often practiced wife-exchange, particularly for 
the visiting male guest, who will (whether he likes it 
or not), practically have his host's wife forced on him 
for the period of his stay. "Another type of permission 
in respect to extra-mateship liaisons,” Ford and Beach 
tell us in Patterns of Sexual Behavior (New York: 
Harper, 1951), "appears in some societies in the form 
of ceremonial or festive license. Sexual liaisons may be 
generally prohibited, but on certain special occasions 
the prohibitions are lifted for a short time and every
one is expected to have sexual intercourse with some
one other than the spouse.”
May. 1964
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We are not, however, Eskimos or other types of 
primitive peoples; so the relevant questions may be 
asked for our society: Is wife-swapping a legitimate 
form of sex behavior? Are husbands and wives who 
deliberately engage in this kind of practice, especially 
on a more than occasional basis, kooky?

My personal observation leads me to believe that 
spouse-swappers tend to be a distinctly nutty lot; and 
I say this on the basis of observing not only a number 
of my psychotherapy patients who regularly engaged in 
this kind of activity (for such patients would naturally 
be expected to be somewhat off their rockers), but also 
from personal knowledge of several non-patients who 
were similarly addicted.

As soon, however, as I note that the mate-lenders and 
-borrowers I have known were generally crazy, mixed- 
up people, I immediately have to add, in all honesty, 
that practically all the married non-swappers I have 
known were also pretty much out of their heads—in
cluding, even, most of the couples I have closely ob
served who were happily married and had good monoga
mous sex relations with each other. For (if truth must 
out!) practically everyone in this silly society, includ
ing thee and me, is more than slightly emotionally 
addled; so that wife-swappers hardly have a monopoly 
on moderate or severe disturbance.

Nonetheless, would I say that mate-switchers I have 
known were, on the whole, more nutty than non-switch
ers? Yes, I probably would. But this is a personal, and 
doubtless biased, opinion; and I would frankly like to 
see a scientifically-controlled study of these two kinds., 
of groups before I would dare to claim that wife- 
swappers and husband-swappers undoubtedly are loo
nier than non-swappers.

Since we just do not, at present, have any real empiri
cal evidence about the relative disturbance of married 
couples who do and do not engage in mate-exchange, 
let us try a more answerable qustioh: Are there really 
any good, valid, or "normal” reasons why a given hus
band and wife might decide to seek out other coopera
tive couples for purposes of sex exchange? I would say 
that there definitely are; and some of these sane rea
sons would include the following:

1. Varietism. Human sexuality, whether or not we 
find this fact convenient, is frequently enhanced by 
varietism. A husband, even though he enjoys his wife 
amatively and sexually and is continually potent with 
her, usually will have a greater ball in bed if, at least 
from time to time, he. tries another female partner. 
Sometimes, indeed, the more he intersperses adulterous 
sex relations with his marital coitus, the more he will 
tend to enjoy having intercourse with his legal mate. 
And even when he doesn’t enjoy his mate more, his 
total sex satisfaction may well be augmented by his 
having other women in addition to her.

Likewise, and sometimes to an even greater extent, 
his w ife’s sex pleasure may be notably enhanced by her 
husband-swapping adventures. This does not mean that 
the average well-mated spouses need adulterous affairs 
to keep them sexually content; but, even without such 
dire need, they may certainly sometimes benefit from 
such switches.

2. Love enhancement. One of the great myths of our 
society, as I have noted in Sex Without Guilt (New 
York: Lyle Stuart, 1958), is that a stable, well-adjusted 
person can love only one member of the other sex at
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a time, and that therefore if he cares for his wife 
deeply, he could not possibly truly love another woman. 
Actually, practically all normal humans are capable of 
plural love; and literally millions o f husbands and 
wives do simultaneously care for their spouses and for 
another member of the other sex. Wife-swapping, there
fore, may sometimes greatly add romantic, tender, or 
companionship love to the lives of either or both mates 
who are doing the swapping. And, in so doing, it may 
even enhance the existing emotional feelings between 
a husband and his wife (although it may also, of course, 
distract and detract from such feelings).

A highly cultured man whom I know, who has par- 
. ticipated with his wife in a large number of mate
swapping affairs, told me with real sincerity that he 
had grown to love his wife much more as a result of 

• these activities than he had ever loved her before; and 
that he was even able to take loving pleasure in her 
sex satisfactions with some of her male-swapping part
ners. This may be somewhat unusual, but it is one of 
the healthy experiences that may occur in the course 
of this kind of participation.

8. Sex-love educational experiences. Not only does 
practice make perfect at sex, as at most other cognitive- 
motor acts; but practice with a good many different sex 
partners often tends to make more perfect. A female 
husband-swapper with whom I conversed, and who 
apparently was an exceptionally level-headed person 
who had, previous to her marriage, led a highly non- 
promiscuous life, told me that even though she became 
fairly adept sexually as a result of her first few years 
of monogamous marriage, once she and her husband 
began to engage in mate-swithcing, she learned things 
about sex which she had hardly dreamed existed, and 
she became a much better sex partner for her husband. 
He fully corroborated her contention. Especially in 
those cases where either or both spouses has had very 
little pluralistic experience before marriage, wife- and 
husband-trading may be quite beneficial as sex-love 
learning experience.

4. Widening human horizons. Although monogamous 
marriage unquestionably has enormous advantages, it 
also has notable disadvantages; and one of these—as I 
point out in detail in my forthcoming multivolumed 
book, The Case for Sexual Liberty (Tucson: Seymour 
Press, 1964)—is that it narrows down the scope of 
human relationships and encourages a married couple 
to form an 6goism d deux union which, at its worst, is 
somewhat antisocial and at its best is a limited kind of 
association.

Wife-swapping, on the other hand, particularly if it is 
carried on regularly and non-casually, can lead to a 
widening of human horizons: to both the husband’s 
and w ife’s having intense sex-companionship or even 
sex-love affairs with several other individuals; and it 
often results in the establishment of more or less per
manent quartets, sextets, or octets, where all the par
ticipants intimately know each other, cooperate in many 
important ways, and interact intellectually and emo
tionally. Quite healthy and beneficial relationships can 
be established in this manner that would be difficult to 
maintain in non-sex-swapping intimacies.

5. Adventure and excitement. The most stable and 
sane individuals normally have a distinct desire for ad
venture and excitement; and that is why these individ
uals frequently travel, hunt, mountain-climb, explore,
20

take new jobs, and do a variety of other out-of-the- 
ordinary things. If a husband and wife, in order to 
satisfy their urges for adventurous and exciting events, 
spend a reasonable amount of their time seeking out 
other switching couples, and entering into either casual 
or permanent relationships with these couples, they 
may easily add to their joys of living and garner some 
extraordinary experiences.

A hard-working couple I know spends several weeks 
each year roaming the country to find new mate-swap
ping partners; and both husband and wife find that 
their everyday work tends to improve and their lives 
appear to be much less humdrum than they otherwise 
would be as a result of these more adventurous weeks.

6. Sexual revivication. Back in 1947, Anthony Ludo- 
vici wrote an article in Marriage Hygiene on "The 
Martyrdom of Man in Sex,” in which he cogently point
ed out that most men become relatively (though not 
absolutely) impotent with their wives after many years 
of marriage because (a) they themselves are growing 
older, (b) they are becoming inured to a rather monoto
nous sex diet with the same partner, and (c) their 
mates are hardly becoming more physically attractive 
with the passing years.

There is considerable evidence that Ludovici was 
right; and there is also evidence that many women be
come relatively frigid with their husbands for some
what similar reasons. If this kind of normal (as quite 
distinct from psychopathological) flagging of sex in-, 
terest and ability occurs in both sexes in marriage, it 
is obvious that mate-swapping (or some other kind of 
adulterous participation) may help stem it and may. lead 
to a revivication of sexuality in~either or both partners..

In view of the foregoing points, it can be seen thair 
spouse-exchange has distinct advantages and that many 
couples would benefit considerably by engaging in it. 
This does not mean that it is entirely harmless and 
undangerous, for it isn’t. It may, especially in our own 
society, easily lead to extreme jealously; to the neglect 
of family, business, and other responsibilities; to shal
low sex-love relationships; to greater dissatisfaction 
with one’s mate after one has experienced great joy

%  • U N I N T E N T I O N A L  S A T I R E  I '

(Continued from Page 14)
“I’ll give you a guaranteed receipt for your deposit as 
evidence of good faith. Don’t lose it! I’ll put you down 
for $20 unless you want to make it more.” (If she can’t, 
follow up with) "Make it $10.85. That’s a lot easier 
than $20. Isn't it!” (As a last resort, drop to $6.85.)
"Do you have a local or out of town checking account?
I’ll put you down for $30 (fill in) unless you want to 
put more on it!” (Rip out receipt and hand to her.)

Important
You should know your program like a top-notch actor 

knows his lines. Keep control of the situation by keep
ing the ball rolling. Speak rapidly and distinctly. Study 
the effect of your words on the customer. You may not 
be speaking with conviction or your words may be 
falling on deaf ears. Keep a critical eye and ear on 
your performance. Don’t waste time. You should never 
spend more than fifteen minutes in a home. Winning 
arguments will not close sales. You can only write 
volume business if you see a large number of people.

Tilt Realist
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with an exchange partner; to the actual breakup o f a 
previously stable marriage; and to various other un
desirable results. In those cases where a married cou
ple has young children, the swapping of spouses is par
ticularly likely to lead to difficult and unpleasant com
plications.

Empirical observation shows, moreover, that sex- 
switchers do tend to be quite kooky and to have a num
ber of highly neurotic motivations for their behavior. 
What kinds of neurotic motives? These:

1. Instead of having a normal desire, they have an 
abnormal need for sex variety. They make themselves 
terribly unhappy and restless by convincing themselves 
that they must have a number of different sex partners 
each year; and consequently they render themselves 
incapable of much sexual enjoyment when variety is 
not available.

2. Mate-traders sometimes go for new conquests 
rather than increased sex-love satisfaction, and at
tempt to raise their “egos” or false pride by showing 
how many new partners they can successfully have 
coitus with. Basically depreciating themselves as peo
ple, they think that they can compensate for their 
weaknesses by being promiscuously good in bed; and 
they thereby cover up their sense of low self-esteem 
and outwardly convince themselves that they are not 
the shits that they still inwardly think they really are.

3. Some husband- and wife-swappers are really homo
sexuals who get a greater kick from sex threesomes 
and foursomes which allow them to participate with a 
member of their own sex rather than from their acts 
with the member of the other sex who may be involved. 
Thus, one of my male patients was induced by another 
man to engage in wife-swapping because this other 
male wanted to enjoy watching my patient copulate 
with both his own wife and with the other man’s wife, 
rather than because he wanted to have sex relations 
with my patient’s wife.

4. Switchers may want to avoid relating deeply to 
any member of the other sex, including their own 
spouses; and may therefore be eager for a series of 
shallow swapping affairs.

5. Husbands and wives who have a very poor relation
ship with each other, but who haven’t the guts to sepa
rate and look for more suitable partners, sometimes 
resort to mate-swapping to “preserve” their own low- 
level relations.

6. Married individuals who are neurotically impotent 
or frigid, and who will not face their severe disturb
ances and try to do something about overcoming them, 
may engage in sexual interchanges in order to compen
sate for their inadequacy and temporarily to “conquer” 
i t

Thus, one of my female patients who was frigid with 
her husband, largely because she had a great fear of 
failure and focused on what a no-goodnik she was when 
she did fail to get an orgasm, eagerly encouraged her 
husband to find other couples with whom they could 
switch. In the course of having intercourse with the 
husband of another couple, she found that the novelty 
of the situation helped her get an orgasm, and that even 
when she didn’t obtain one she did not severely blame 
herself (because she used the excuse that she did not 
know her new partner well enough and therefore did 
not fiave to obtain a climax with him). When she was 
able, through psychotherapy, to achieve consistent or-
Way. 19*4
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gasm with her husband, she lost all interest in switch
ing.

7. I have found a few instances where husbands were 
willing to swap their wives with other men because 
they won the business or other approval of these other 
men. One husband I saw for psychotherapy had a very 
beautiful wife whom he practically used as a prostitute, 
to lure older business associates into swapping deals, 
even though the wives of these associates were not 
sexually pleasing to him. But the financial gains he 
would make through these arrangements were very 
important to him. Another husband with an exception
ally handsome wife also went out of his way to lend 
her to other men because he wanted these others to 
admire him and like him for being so beneficent.

8. Some sex swappers are fetishistically involved 
with voyeurism, and engage in mate-exchange mainly 
so that they can literally watch their own mates copu
late with other partners. A few males are practically 
impotent themselves unless they can arrange for three
somes or foursomes where they can be voyeurs first and 
active participants second.

9. Emotionally disturbed individuals may become so 
sexually jaded that virtually no kind of “normal” sex 
relations excite them any longer. These individuals may 
therefore feel compelled to resort to switching, and 
particularly to forms of switching where two or more 
couples have coitus in the same room at the same time, 
because only this “abnormal” form of sexuality arouses 
their jaded appetites.

From the foregoing list of neurotic (or psychotic) 
motives for switching, which does not pretend to be 
exhaustive, it can be seen that there are a good many 
reasons why mate-swapping may be a symptom of deep- 
lying psychopathology. And although the facts about 
sex-exchanging are still unknown, it is probable that 
most (though by no means all) steady switchers in .. 
Western civilization engage in this form of adultery 
partly or largely for these kinds of sick reasons.

Nevertheless, ‘ Toratio, there are more things'on heav
en and earth than . re dreamed of,in your monogamous 
philosophy. Not only is mate-swapping apparently in
creasing in America and Europe, but there is reason to 
believe that fairly healthy, stable switchers, who them
selves have a good sex-love-marital relationship, are 
increasing in greater proportion than are the sick, sick, 
sick spouse-changers.

Much about sex, love, and marriage, in fact, is to be 
learned from an objective examination of what really 
happens when husband- and wife-swapping regularly 
takes place. And when the facts are really known in 
this connection, new and wider horizons of marital joy 
may indeed be apparent.

Editor's postscript: The Realist is interested in collecting 
some facts about the wife-swapping mystique. If you have 
had any such experience, or are acquainted with anyone 
who has, we would appreciate your sending us a letter 
staling exactly what these experiences have been, whether 
they have been of a transient or more permanent nature, 
whether the actual sexual acts transpired privately or with 
three or more individuals present, and what the advantages 
and disadvantages of the experiences were found to be. 
Other pertinent data: age, education, occupation, length and 
quality of marriage. Names, of course, are unnecessary.
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Sturgeon Meets the Beast
Baltimore, April 10 (AP)— An automaton that 

roams halls and offices is giving the jitters to scientists 
at the Johns Hopkins Univ. applied physics laboratory.

The 100-pound robot, dubbed the Beast, sends staff 
members scurrying to slam their doors when they hear 
its buzzing approach, lest it pop into their offices.

The robot, which looks like a huge hatbox on wheels, 
is the only one in the world that can survive in a nat
ural environment—in this case a maze of corridors 
and offices at the lab.

Hopkins scientists have given the Beast a computer 
brain and an electrical sense of touch that enable it to 
replenish its energy and cope with obstacles.

When its 12 silver cadmium batteries start to run 
down, the Beast feels its way along a corridor until it 
finds an electrical outlet. Microswitch fingers on the end 
of its firm can sense the contours of a regular electric 
socket. When contact is made, the robot inserts two 
prongs; into the outlet and recharges the batteries. 
Then it pulls out the prongs and moves on.

The machine steers itself by using its arm and mico- 
switches built Into its wrap-around bumper to feel its 
way along corridors cluttered with soft drink machines, 
stair wells, office doors and people.

Occasionally, its arm gets caught in a stair railing 
or an electrical cord and it has to extricate itself.

“To survive, it has to be able to recognize that it is 
not getting anywhere,” said George Carlton, the scien
tist who heads the lab’s adaptive machines group.

The robot moves back and forth, shaking its arm to 
disentangle it. If that doesn’t work, it does a pirouette. 
If it is still caught, it tries backing straight away. With 
built-in persistence, it keeps wiggling until it is free.

Eventually, scientists hope to develop more compli
cated models that can be used for space and under
water exploration.

Editor's note: Originally, the above news report was 
going to be headlined “Quoted Without Comment,” but 
when our favorite science-fiction writer agreed to do a 
regular column for the Realist, we assigned ol’ Ted to 
interview the Beast as his first project.
Q. You are that fabrication known as the Beast?
A. That’s right. . . .  I like ‘entity,’ but have it your 

way. And you are that fabrication called the Realist.
A. Um, well. Well, Beast, you've stirred up quite a 

lot of excitement. For a machine, I mean.
A. Um well your bifurcated self. You’re always look

ing to stir up excitement too.
Q. That’s different. Look, if you want to interview 

me, okay, but let’s intervieiv you first.
A. So all right, but let’s knock off that superior tone. 
Q. Of all the—
A. All the what?
Q. Nothing. I need the intei'view. XJh . . . what’s your 

aim in life. Beast?
A. Same as yours, you organic contraption, you. 

Seeking outlets. Yuk yuk yuk.
Q. Heh heh. Of course, that’s sort of limited, isn’t it? 
A. Speak for yourself, skin-and-bones. As for me, I 

get a real charge out of it.
Q. (Oh boy.) . . . Beast, don’t you ever get bored with 

your existence?
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A. I don’t dig you.
Q. Bored. Like, ennui. I mean, doing the same thing 

day after day.
A. All night, every night too. And I love it. You mean 

you get tired of it?
Q. No, that’s not what I meant. You see. Beast, for a 

human being, life is a very rich and varied thing.
A. Yeah, huh? Tell me more.
Q. Well, it’s more than just taking care of bodily 

needs. After that comes—other things. You wouldn’t 
understand.

A. Listen, you hairy hydrocarbon, stop running off at 
the receptacle. What the hell do you know about what I 
do or don't understand? Look, you better unplug your 
interview and store yourself back in the warehouse.

Q. Don’t go jumping salty, Beast. I just didn’t want 
to hurt your, uh, feelings. L et’s get on with the inter
view. Describe a typical day to me. Or maybe some 
special adventures you’ve had, or some such.

A. Oh, the days go by. I make my rounds. Every now 
and then I get that certain feeling, you know how it is, 
I sidle up to an outlet, feel around a little and let her 
have it.

Q. Pretty much all the same, aren’t they?
A. I heard some of you featherless bipeds talking like 

that. No! I don’t know who planned this place, but

there’s both GE and Leviton outlets in this wing, and 
nothing but Square D’s in the 3rd floor corridors. And 
some of those babes are real bashed around. Would you 
believe it, there was a double outside Room 203 had a 
bent contact spring in her left fornix, I slipped it to 
her and she begins arcing inside. Wow!

Q. Woio.
A. Prong all covered with arc pocks.
Q. Don’t talk about it.
A. You mean it's more to be pitted than censored.
Q. Now you cut that out!
A. Had to get a new prong. Tell me something. You 

get something wrong with yours, can you—
Q. I’m asking the questions.
A. Tell me some more about what you-all do when 

you’ve taken care of your uh, bodily needs.
Q. You’d think 1 v>as belittling you. 1 don’t want to 

do that.
A. You let me worry about that. What have you got 

that makes life rich and varied?
Q. Philosophy, poetry, politics— ***
A. Wait, wait, hold on there. Politics I heard about 

and I got no use for. Where I come from everybody 
knows exactly what everybody else can do and I’d be a 
damn fool to try the oher guy’s job. What’s this phil
osophy jazz?

Q. Love o f knowledge. The search for meaning and 
truth.

A. Survival stuff?
Q. That’s a way of putting it.
A. Well, hell—Georgie-boy, you know, the head serv

ant—well, Georgie said in the paper about me: “To 
survive, it has to be able to recognize that it is not get-

(Continued on Page 10)
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They USED to Be C o lo r ed . . .
by William Worthy

“What do you think of Ralph Bunche?” “Oh, I guess he's all right He used 
to be colored.”

—Godfrey Cambridge
“Wouldn't it be wonderful if Martin Luther King visited Cuba?” “The only 

way King will come to Cuba is as a chaplain for the U.S. Marine Corps."
—conversation in Havana

“It may sound like a harsh thing to say, but Mrs. Medgar Evers should 
never have let her husband go around without bodyguards and get shot in the 
back for a moderate position. If he had to die, he should have died for a revolu
tionary position, facing his killer.”

—a suburban Negro woman professional
“God ia my witne6S. When the stall-m was first announced, there was a 

secret meeting with national officers. They told us: ‘We can’t support you, but 
we won’t oppose you.’ Two weeks later the same national leader came out aganwt 
the1 Stall-in. He took two of us aside and said: ‘You must understand my position. 
We recently lost $100,000 in contributions from whites because of that traffic 
jam on the Triborough Bridge.’”

—a college-age militant
Perhaps the greatest tribute that can 

be paid to Isiah Brunson, 22-year-old 
chairman of Brooklyn CORE, is that 
his proposal for a stall-in smoked out 
the false friends of Negro freedom.

To any perceptive person it was no 
surprise that many pretenders turned up 
in the arms of a united white power 
structure. On the day the World's Fair 
opened, they joined in a grandstand 
effort at contrived militancy, in order 
to take the play away from the true 
militants.

I can't speak for the pathetically 
gullible white public, but the predom
inantly white CORE group that courted 
arrest in demonstrations on the Fair 
grounds seriously underestimated Ne
gro intelligeence if they assumed any
thing less than total transparency of 
their posturing.

To my knowledge, no one has called 
attention to the flim-flam underpinning 
of the ostensibly strongest argument 
against the stall-in. Innocent lives, it 
was claimed, might be endangered if 
ambulances were prevented from reach
ing hospitals because of traffic jams on 
the highways and thruways. Even after 
Brooklyn CORE pointed out that am
bulances were barred from these roads, 
the tear-jerking contention was still 
advanced.

But the hypocrisy and doubletalk 
went much deeper. This happens to 
be a society that, since 1.946, has been 
responsible for snuffing out countless 
lives in Vietnam. We have a bipartisan 
government that does not hesitate to 
send even its own citizens to die in a 
neo-colonial war more hopeless now 
and more reprehensible than the 8-year 
military struggle waged by the French.

For the past 3 years, American mili
tary equipment has enabled the Portu
guese to bombard countless villages in
M ay 1964

Angola in a desperate effort to main
tain colonialism. Am I seriously to be
lieve that this nation’s majority group, 
largely silent about wholesale death 
and destruction in Vietnam and An
gola. suddenly discovered morality this 
April when, ostensibly, a dozen New 
Yorkers at most might have died in 
stalled ambulances?

Beyond the sickening double standard 
—a built-in feature of our national life 
—lies a consideration I could never ex
pect to be incorporated into the dia
logue on stall-ins and similar propos
als. As the civil rights struggle ap
proaches a revolutionary stage, we as 
a country will not be faced with the 
simplistic choice of willfully precipi
tated Negro violence versus a serene 
state of non-violence across the land. 
I want to see us stop pretending that 
we are currently living in a fust and 
peaceful socieety where no one dies 
prematurely from preventable causes.

The more realistic question confront
ing us is: Who henceforth will die? 
Will it be an ever-lengthening list of 
slumdwelling Negro babies whose bod
ies cannot stand the shock of rather 
violent rat bites? Will it continue to 
be the victims of nocturnal bombs 
thrown onto porches from the speeding 
cars of white hoodlums—hoodlums so 
devilishly smart that the FBI can never 
seem to catch them? Will it be Negro 
and other victims of poverty who, 
especially in the South and Appalachia, 
die quietly from malnutrition, needless 
diseases and sometimes from actual 
starvation?

A year or so ago, Fidel Castro raised 
essentially the same question when he 
urged Latin American women attend
ing a congress in Havana to return to 
their blighted home countries and 
launch their own revolutions. He cited
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the depressing statistics on continent
wide misery, the needlessly short ex
pected life span, the high infant mor
tality rates and the appalling number 
of deaths from tuberculosis and con
trollable epidemics.

Six years ago, prior to the revolu
tion, the figures in Cuba had been as 
grim as they remain today in most of 
Latin America. The insurrection 
against Batista, Castro pointed out, 
had been bloody. Innocent people died 
when Batista’s air force and troops 
took reprisals against whole commu
nities. Despite the casualties, the Cu
ban revolutionaries actually saved 
many lives by ridding the country of 
the twin evils of tyranny and colonial 
exploitation.

Here at home, our idealistic prefer
ences for non-violent solutions are rap
idly becoming irrelevant. Not without 
considerable evidence, more and more 
Negroes are concluding that the white 
power structure will never voluntarily 
surrender its privileges, its exploitation 
and its well-practiced manipulation of 
race relations.

A brilliant and penetrating article in 
the April issue of Negro Digest articu
lates this theme. Lerone Bennett, Jr., 
writing on “The Black Establishment,” 
demolishes all illusions that Negro 
“leaders” of white-financed organiza
tions are theier own • njgsters or owe 
primary allegiance to their black con
stituents. Says Bennett, writing with 
the scholarship and vigor of a C. Wright 
Mills and a Ferdinand Lundberg:

“The Black Establishment, oddly 
enough, is not all-black. It is a group 
of Negroes and whites who command 
the power lines in the Negro commu
nity. . . . Certain positions in the Estab
lishment are apparently reserved for 
white men. The NAACP, the National 

•Urban League and the NAACP De
fense Fund have never had a Negro 
president or a Negro treasurer. Nor 
for that matter have many other Negro 
institutions of power. . . .

“Establishment (‘in') style can best 
be understood in a comparison with 
radical (‘out’) style. Radicals seek a 
showdown; the Establishment seeks an 
accomodation. The Establishment says 
it is necessary to reduce racial tensions; 
radicals say it is necessary to raise 
them to the highest pitch. . . .

“Radicals denounce white people; the 
Establishment appeals to their sense of 
fair play. Radicals call for a revolt; 
the Establishment calls for a confer- 
ence. Radicals appeal to the masses; 
the Establishment appeals to *the bet
ter people.’ Radicals march; the Estab
lishment confers; Radicals demon
strate; the Establishment negotiates. 
Radicals demand; the Establishment 
resolves. Radicals are radicals (in the 
Latin sense of root); the Establish
ment is conservative—militantly so.”

Bennett quotes Gunnar Myrdal: “The 
Negro hates the Negro role in Ameri-

23

http://www.ep.tc/reallst/50
http://www.ep.tc/realist


The REALIST Issue Number 50 - May.1964 - Page 24
scan s o f this entire issue found a t  http://www.ep.tc/realist/50

can society, and the Negro leader, who 
acts out this role in public life, be
comes the symbol of what the Negro 
hates."

It was fortuitous that Bennett’s an
alysis of leadership should appear on 
Harlem newsstands just as the stall-in 
was dramatically highlighting the 
mushrooming challenge by black na
tionalist youth to the white-ruled 
Black Establishment.

On April 22nd, Negroes who read 
newspapers or watched the televising 
of national CORE’S sit-in at-.the* Fair 
could not miss the significance of the 
"go-easy-on-him” orders from a sophis
ticated police official to the arresting 
cops who were about to lift and carry 
Jim Farmer to the paddy wagon. Three 
days later in the N. Y. Times, corres
pondent Fred Powledge wrote that 
Farmer can now pose as "a militant 
moderate" as a result of his arrest at 
the Fair.

So far as I am aware, no writer has 
yet dealt with an internal CORE situ
ation that Negro militants everywhere 
talk about and deplore.

One could easily document a syste
matic infiltration of national CORE 
and CORE chapters by politically ex
perienced white members of the So
cialist Party. They of course have the 
right to join CORE as individuals. 
What is widely resented is that they 
impose the Party's "moderate” tone on 
CORE activities. The militants say 
that, in CORE’S national office, Nor
man Hill and his wife are the Socialist 
Party’s pet Negroes.

My observation has been that the 
net effect of this infiltration has been 
a dampening and braking of militant 
ideas and projects—a braking quite as 
deadly in its own way as the restric
tions that Young Republicans would 
impose if they were to take over a 
civil rights organization.

This may sound paradoxical or ex
treme to those who fail to note the di
vided loyalty of many members of the 
Socialist Party. Obsessed with the irrel
evancy of anti-Communism in the real 
world of Wallaces and Minutemen, they 
have one eye cocked on the U.S. image 
in the cold war.

I have friends in the Socialist Party 
who sincereley abhor discrimination 
and segregation. But they are not rev
olutionaries. They will always stop 
short of embarrassing this country on 
the foreign policy level where, if 
pressed, the embarrassment can be ex
cruciating and eventually effective. 
Nor will these Socialists, indistinguish
able as they are from left-wing Demo
crats, throw down a basic challenge to 
the executive branch of the federal 
government.

Since it is in those two directions 
that serious-minded Negroes must now 
move in order to get results, I expect 
CORE to become more and more a
24

white liberal shell with a smaller and 
smaller young Ncbro base. 1964 is not 
1960. In the year of the sudden sit-ins 
when CORE surged into national prom
inence, it seemed to offer a militant 
alternative to the NAACP.

The image has long since faded 
among the discerning. Whites contrib
uting to CORE’S coffers will be dis
mayed when they learn that this buffer 
organization has become a way-station 
for now-disillusioned nationalistic 
youths who only yesterday accepted a 
non-violent discipline and today are 
filling the growing ranks of the Negro 
underground.

As always in America, the whites 
have only themselves to blame.

The average American cannot be 
expected to know the lengths to which 
white liberals will go to avoid embar
rassing the federal government and 
especially a Democratic administra
tion. Several years ago, in order to 
focus attention on police terrorism in 
the South—an aspect of law violation 
which the Department of Justice could 
prosecute under existing statutes—an 
unofficial commission of inquiry was 
organized to hold public hearings at 
which victims of Dixieland brutalities 
would testify.

Is Satirical Reflection Sick?
From an article entitled "Free- 

thought in America" published in the 
Jan.-Feb. issue of The Humanist:

The Realist, monthly purveyor of 
"freethought criticism and satire,’’ 
uses such satirical subtitles as “the 
magazine of applied paranoia," or 
"the magazine of mob violence."

Although Paul Krassner, the edi
tor, refuses "sick" humor, some of 
it skirts the edges. In one cartoon 
(issue #31), a derbied gentleman 
says: "Whenever there is somebody 
on a window ledge ready to commit 
suicide, I have these lapel buttons 
for sale that say ‘Jump’ and ‘Don’t 
Jump.”' * * *

From the N. Y. Times:
Albany, April 14—A 19-year-old 

youth . . . threatened to leap from 
a 12th-story hotel ledge last night 
. . . while onlookers below jeered 
and chanted, "Jump, Jump! Jump!" 
. . . "Aw, c'mon, you’re chicken!" one 
teen-ager shouted. . . .  “I wish he'd 
do it and get it over with," a young 
woman told her companion. "If he 
doesn’t hurry up we’re going to miss 
our last bus." . . . Down on the lawn 
[of the State Capitol across the 
street!) betting began. One elderly 
man said aloud, to nobody in par
ticular: "Five bucks says he don’t 
jump." A quick answer came back: 
"What odds you giving?" . . .  "I 
hope he jumps on this side," a well- 
dressed man remarked. “We couldn’t 
s*e him if he jumped over there."

A delegation called on Mrs. Roose
velt at her Manhattan apartment to 
ask if she would serve on the com
mission. Afterwards, a member of the 
delegation, a staff counsel for the 
American Civil Liberties Union, told 
me that she agreed on one condition: 
that the Kennedy administration not 
be embarrassed by the proceedings.

In order to have the benefit of her 
"name," her condition was accepted.

The public, of course, was not told.
Mrs. Roosevelt, it goes without saying, 
supported many unpopular causes.
But, like most white liberals, she was 
not an uncompromising defender of 
human equality. Professor Mills, I'm 
sure, would have classified all of the 
Roosevelts, as pristine examples of 
"sophisticated conservatives."

At the level of "our" neo-colonialist 
policies in Asia, Africa and Latin 
America, national CORE falters even 
more noticeably in offering a ringing 
challenge. At home, the fate of Negroes 
is linked to the success or failure of 
all the anti-colonial struggles abroad. 
Chugging along almost as if in total 
isolation, the civil rights movement has 
been seriously hampered by the ab
sence of active, coordinated fraternal 
links with the liberation movements of 
other colored peoples.

On paper, Negro leaders have begun 
to identify with Africa in the past 
half-decade. But they decline to inter
nationalize their program in any sig
nificant way, to the great relief of the 
white power structure. They are elo
quently and disgracefully silent when 
"our" CIA has a dirty finger in the 
overthrow and murder of Patrice Lu
mumba, in the assassination attempts 
on the life of Kwame Nkrumah, or in
the subversion of Asian and African__
governments that resist neo-colonial 
manipulation.

In this hemisphere, none of the civil 
rights organizations condemned the in
vasion of Cuba.

This may seem unconnected with the 
subverting of the stall-in by national 
CORE. In fact, the thinking and be
havior in both domestic and foreign 
policy situations are manifestations 
of what Bennett calls evasions of re
ality and "a faint smell of gamesman
ship" that hovers over all activities of 
the Black Establishment.

Despite crocodile tears for peoples 
still suffering under the colonialism of 
other nations, Negro leaders will do no 
more than pass formal resolutions at 
annual conventions. The day will never 
come when the present leaders will 
embarrass their government by stag
ing a sit-in or a fast-to-the-death in 
the office of the Secretary of State, in 
order to demand forcefully the curtail
ment of oil shipments to the Union of 
South Africa.

If the U.S. and Britain were to cut 
off oil, the white racist government in
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W h ic h  W i r e  S e r v i c e  D o  Y ou  R e a d ?
On March 8th, 37 college students, nearly half o f them female, were 

arrested in a fraternity drinking party in an Indianapolis hotel.

News item: The revolution in morals 
on the American campus has evolved 
a special symbol at Yale: a necktie may 
be hung on the doorknob whenever a 
girl is in a student’s room.
Pretoria would be brought to its knees 
within 10 days. And 600 million dol
lars in U.S. investments there might 
conceivably be jeopardized by the re
sulting , upheaval.

As Americans thrash about and 
tread water in near-total immorality, 
they aren’t even dimly aware that, in 
the new world a-comin', the behavior 
of moral men will increasingly be the 
most practical behavior. Compromised 
and timid leaders will pass off the 
stage at an accelerating rate.

Only men with ideas and answers 
will lead what Martin Buber calls “the 
final battle that is looming between 
human man and anti-human man.” 
That battle, says Buber, “has begun 
in its depths and is being fought more 
or less consciously in all peoples, cut
ting through all conventional power 
struggles of the great states.”

In two incisive paragi'aphs of Ben
nett’s important article the bell tolls 
unmistakably for the type of Ne.^ro 
leader who opposed the stall-in because 
it was “essentially revolutionary.” In

Associated Press
A vice squad patrolman said, “What 

they had was a regular orgy."
One student was arrested while 

chasing a co-ed down a hallway in 
his undershorts.

One redhead lamented: “That’s
what I always wanted, a criminal po
lice record. A good thing to tell your 
kids—I spent the night in the pokey, 
picked up on sex charges. That slays

discussing the Black Establishment’s 
pervading dread of involving the Ne
gro masses in direct action. Bennett 
quotes Ralph Bunche (back in the 
’40s when he used to be colored): “The 
Negro elite knows little, if any, more 
about the Negro in the mass than does 
the average white man.” Bennett then 
adds:

“The Black Establishment says offi
cially that the Negro masses cannot 
be organized, that they are utterly 
apathetic and demoralized. What this 
means, unofficially, is that it ia im
possible to organize the masses around 
a ‘responsible,’ ‘respectable,’ ‘moderate’ 
program—around the Establishment’s 
program, in short. In essence, the Es
tablishment’s program is a program of 
agency relations, of carefully selected 
agents acting for the masses in the 
courts and other theaters of power. 
The central weakness of this program 
—and Establishment men are too bril
liant not to know it—Is that men can
not be freed by agents—black or white.

“The ever-recurring cry of the Ne
gro power structure, and some of the 
new organizations have taken it up, is 
‘Deal with us or the radicals will take 
over.’ This is a curious confession of 
programmatic and, ideological poverty. 
The statement, as a statement of lead
ership, tells much about the relation
ship between the masses and the men 
who claim to be their leaders.”

Ever since the stall-in, Isiah Brun
son has been victmized by petty New 
York judges while simultaneously be
ing isolated within CORE by some of 
the black and white operators in the 
national office. If he is the bona fid« 
revolutionary that he appears to be, he 
will before long break out of the CORE 
milieu and begin to explore the poten
tialities of independent black political 
action.

With greater experience than Brun
son’s generation, a group of Negroes 
last year advanced the concept of an 
all-Negro political party to help over-

United Press International
Vice squad patrolman Robert Gugure 

said there was no evidence of sexual 
immorality in most of the rooms.

Police officers saw a youth clad only 
in shorts chasing a girl who was fully 
clothed.

“That’s what I always wanted, a crimi
nal police record," said one co-ed. “A 
good thing to tell your kids—I spent 
the night in the pokey, picked up on 
trumped-up sex charges. That slays

come the bankruptcy of the established 
race leadership. The concept may still, 
for technical electoral and other rea
sons, be premature for 1964 in most 
parts of the nation. But for the long-
range struggle I believe it to be valid.

The all-Negro aspect is crucial.
Short of unfeasible membership 

screenings for honesty and integrity, 
there unhappily appears to be no effec
tive way of excluding the fatal inter
vention of white liberals and other 
manipulators. Cut off from their wire
pulling white backers, compromising 
and dishonest Negroes can be easily 
handled within an organization.

When the Isiah Brunsons come to
gether, take over the leadership of the 
Freedom Now Party and vigorously 
articulate a comprehensive program of 
social, economic and anti-colonial de
mands, we can forget about the sorry 
men who used to be colored. By that 
time, to paraphrase Lerone Bennett, 
they will have been tried, convicted and 
dismissed, not for the decisions they 
made but for the decisions they did not 
make, not for the battles they lost but 
for the stall-in and other battles they 
did not fight.

me.'1

Rumor o f  the Month
President and Mrs. Johnson have a lesbian daughter 

named Thunderbird.

News item: Billy Graham reveals that, after the surrender 
of Japan in World War II, Emperor Hirohito declared to 
Douglas MacArthur his willingness to make Christianity 
the state religion; the general said he’d “think about it”
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Dick Gregory Revisited
by Paul Krassner

Dick Gregory asked me what Lenny Bruce was say
ing about The Deputy. Bruce hasn’t been talking about 
the play directly, but he has extended the Negro revo
lution to the ridiculous by saying that soon it’ll all 
be over for the whites, and there will be those who 
shout: “But I was a liberal!” Sure, says Bruce, and 
now everybody in Germany loved the Jews.

“Twenty years from now, baby, when we do our 
play,” said Gregory,-“I imagine they’ll be picketing us 
too. We haven't decided what we're going to call it. 
Maybe The Outlaw. Or From Chittlins to Malcolm X. 
But there's going to be a whole lots of people in trou
ble then.

“The main resentment I have about The Deputy is 
that a German wrote it. What guarantee do you have 
that he wasn’t writing it to get the heat off the Ger
mans for killing the Jews? Now, suppose a Barnett and 
a Faubus and a Wallace come up North and say, ‘The 
main thing that’s corrupting this counry is phony lib
erals and the way you northern people are prejudiced.’ 
But they can’t tell me this, because I don't know if 
they are trying to get off the spot for the trashy things 
they've done, although what they’re saying is true.

“Now, as far as the Pope is concerned, there’s one, 
thing I’ll say about Hochhuth, he didn’t take it far 
enough. Not only the Pope, but Britain, the United 
States. . . . Not to get around it, though-; the Pope's 
a part of ours, where he wasn’t supposed to have been 
a part of that, although there were a lot of top Catho
lics in the Hitler regime. There are segregated Catho
lic schools here, but Hitler didn’t have Catholic con
centration camps, so the Pope could have spoke out 
more freely with that situation than he could with this 
one, because we still have segreagted churches in St. 
Louis. So Catholics'are a part of the system here as 
well as everybody else.

"As for that woman who got excommunicated in New 
Orleans a couple of years ago for demonstrating 
against integration, if the Pope could go aldng with 
a racially-segregated school until the year 1962, then 
let this one woman go along with it until her daughter 
graduates.”

Ordinarily a reporter catches a show business per
sonality between bookings. I had to catch Dick Gregory 
between demonstrations. Since I first interviewed him 
as a comedian (issue #29, September 1961) Gregory 
has become an unofficial leader in the civil rights 
struggle.

Lenny Bruce has a bit about the Lone Ranger never 
waiting around to hear anybody say thank you. Dick 
G regory’s involvement began in Greenwood, Mississippi 
when he brought truckloads of food down without wait
ing around to hear anybody say thank you.

“When I came back, all they knew was Dick Gregory. 
They didn’t know if I was a preacher, or a teacher, or 
what. But they knew Dick Gregory had brought some 
food. And that took some of the fear out of ’em when I 
came back. I didn’t stay there long enough for the
2*

white man to put me down and talk about me in front 
of them, so all they was really talking about was that 
food.”

In Greenwood, they were calling him Dick Groceries.
Didn’t they know him from television?
“I’d been on the Paar show quite a few times, but 

you got Negroes down there with like $300 a year 
take-home pay, and you try getting a TV on that.”

Gregory was now in Chicago, his home base, cam
paigning, but actively—handing out leaflets, speaking 
at rallies, coordinating his fellow campaigners—for a 
“freedom candidate” to oppose the incumbent Congress
man William Dawson. So intense was the reaction of 
Negroes against Dawson that it was a couple of days 
before I found out that he is a Negro.

“The day’s over when you can blame Whitey,” Greg
ory told an all-Negro audience. He looked at some kids. 
“While your Mammy’s scared to keep you from school, 
a white man laid down in front of a tractor trying to 
get your Daddy a job.”

Gregory took time out from the campaign to go to 
the m inister’s funeral in Cleveland. There were no press 
releases.

He is aware of the surrealism in protest—“Next we 
gonna boycott vacations, wouldn’t that be funny, we 
boycott day-offs”—but it doesn’t stop him. After ten 
exhausting days and nights in the Chicago campaign, 
Gregory began a 31-day benefit-concert tour for SNNC.
Ofl April 23rd alone, he performed at CCNY, Princeton 
and Carnegie Hall.

His humor ranges from the sociological (“If smoking 
cigarettes will make you healthy but you’ll turn jet 
black, even Nat King Cole would quit”) to the scato
logical (“None of you would eat dinner in the toilet, 
but your toothbrush stays there all day”) followed by 
a serious quSfoon-and-answer session with the audi
ence that has become standard procedure for him, even 
at night clubs.

I would say that—through his wide and intimate 
contact with participants and non-participants alike—
Dick Gregory knows the intricacies and machinations 
of the racial situation better perhaps than anyone else 
in this country. Journalists such as Drew Pearson and 
Murray Kempton have sought him out for background 
information and insight, with good reason.

He has a book due out in September. Its title: Nigger I 
His dedication: “To Momma—wherever you are, if you 
ever again hear the word nigger, don’t worry, they’re 
just advertising my book.”

It is one of the ironies of our time that this has all 
come about via the white Playboy Club, the white Time. 
magazine, the white Jack Paar show, the white Colpix 
Records, the white Dutton Publishers.

If Dick Gregory is now a Negro power, it’s only be
cause he has served well the prerequisite role of being a 
Caucasian commodity, bought and sold as part of the 
entertainment-publicity-boxoffice syndrome.

But, like Lenny Bruce, Gregory has followed his jokes 
to their logical conclusion, as opposed, say, to That Was 
the Week That Was, which recently featured their Ne
gro for that week, Roscoe Lee Browne, in a pro-integra
tion sketch immediately followed by—and a truly satiri
cal program would have done so on purpose—a Lady 
Clairol commercial asking the question: “Is it true that 
blondes have more fun?”
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Radio Free America
by Jean Shepherd

Today the Protest is a way of life. Before the year is 
out a publisher is bound to bring out A Guide To The 
Compleat Protester. Or, Protesting Made Easy. The 
Armchair Protester. The Peripatetic Protester. And, 
of course, one called The Dynamic Protester. Naturally 
a religious thinker will pound one out too—The Poioer 
Of Positive Protesting, followed by Peace of Mind 
Through Angry Sign-Carrying.

It’s got to come. And sadly enough, what most of us 
are protesting against today, in general, is Human 
Nature itself. We’re literally angry at being people. 
However, this is rarely admitted, and hence most pro
tests are leveled against other men. Very few ever 
protest against the flaws in themselves.

Hence, if you can find the rottenness in somebody 
else that has always vaguely bugged you a little in 
yourself, protest loudly against the other guy and no 
one will notice you. An old forensic trick, and one that 
most politicians use to great advantage. The alderman 
with the biggest fist in the till will invariably be the 
first politician to camoaign. loudly trumpeting: “Rout 
the grafters out of City Hall!”

Be careful. This is a problem that is not limited to 
the consciously sneaky, and has been detected in many 
a vehement Protester’s bellows of passion.
. Most Protesters I've known—and I've known Pro
testers all of my life, and have from time to time been 
one—are blessed. with a sense of Righteousness far 
and above and beyond the call of ordinary righteousness 
of the plain citizen. By “righteousness” I mean here a 
sense that they are—intrinsically—better and more 
superior people than the ordinary lot.

They are more sensitive, have greater morals; they 
have a firmer grasp of The Issues, if not a -total 
stranglehold on them. Even though most of them never 
bother to read about the issues at stake. They have a 
firm grasp of their side of any argument. And even 
that may not be so very firm. At least it’s loud!

Usually the Protester will pride himself on being 
more Intellectual than other people. This is one of the 
big gambits. I have never met a Protester who did 
not believe himself intellectually superior, or at least 

. • more delving and probing, than what he usually calls 
“The People.” And yet, I have rarely met a Protester 
who really was intellectual* And, in fact, they are 
generally the opposite, being much more involved with 
passion than with reason. And today it is easy to con
fuse passion for intellect, though they are at opposite 
ends of the pole.

Now, you can be intellectually passionate. Or you can 
be passionately intellectual. But it’s very difficult to be 
intellectual and passionate at the same time. They hard
ly ever go in the same direction.

And the Intellectual really causes the Protester to 
become angry. Their real enemy is the Intellectual, pri
marily because the Intellectual keeps bringing logic 
into various issues. And they’ll say: “What do you 
mean, logic!!? What kind of .. . what do YOU know?” 
And the next thing you know they’re throwing catch- 
phrases like “Love” and “Freedom” around like con-
May. 1964
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' fetti on New Year’s Eve.
“What is it? Don’t you have any love for your fel

low man?”
Well, it’s not just a discussion of Love here; we’re 

talking about the basic issue of right and wrong. The 
logical extension of this principle could lead us to an 
enormous protest that could go on and on forever, which 
inevitably results in the Final Protest. And the Final 
Protest is War. The Ultimate Protest March.

As yet, however, this is merely an abstraction. There 
are other and more immediate dangers. For example, 
the growing belief that the Protester is always right. 
Simply because he is protesting, and in spite of the 
obvious fact that most Protesters use exceedingly devi
ous arguments to “prove” their points. For example, 
a recent issue of Playboy quotes Lenny Bruce, a typical 
free-fcrm Protester cf our time: “Well, ves. I would 
hire convicts. Jimmy Hoffa hires convicts. Yes, I’m for 
Jimmy Hoffa ‘cause he hires convicts, and I suspect 
that’s what Christ would do, too.”

This is quoted as an example of an inspired piece of 
lucid commentary on the absurdity of our times, and 
in a way it is, since Bruce is obviously taken seriously. 
His argument could be called Benevolence By Associa
tion. I’m sure that this gambit is even more sinister 
than the thing most Protestors ostensibly are against— 
Guilt By Association.

Apparently, in the cool, logical way Bruce usually has 
of getting at the core of the issues, he sees Hoffa and 
Christ marching side by side carrying the banner of 
Tolerance. Well, he neatly sidesteps the obvious fact 
that if Christ did hire convicts he would obviously hire 
them out of vastly different motives than Mr. Hoffa’s.

But apparently Motive plays no part in the Protes
ter’s scheme of things, as he is a great believer in Ends 
and certainly not worrying too much about Means. I 
hate to mention this, Lenny, but Hitler also employed 
convicts, and in fact the SS was originally composed of 
large numbers of them. This sort of Dynamic Reason
ing is being used on all sides today by people who should 
know better.

It is getting to the point where Demonstration has 
superceded any sort of discussion. And oddly enough, 
most dedicated demonstrators are in favor, in theory 
at least,-of free discussion. No doubt many Demonstra
tors reading this piece will immediately scream to high

“Man is a m onstrous farce. . . .
Presen t company excluded, o f  course!”
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heaven that I am (1) Obviously a Segregationist, (2) 
Pro-Bomb, (3) A Right-Wing fanatic, (4) Hopelessly 
out of it, (5) A William Buckley admirer, and (6) A 
son of a bitch. Well, you may be right. On at least one 
count.

The sad fact is, however, that most Demonstrations 
throughout history have started out as something good 
and clarifying, and have wound up often a greater evil 
than the one they originally killed. I wish this were not 
so, but historically it has often worked out that way, 
and through just such perversions of truth and inver
sions of logic as are now beginning to sprout like dande
lions in an Indiana meadow in August.

The Big Lie has become almost a prime way of life 
for many Right Thinkers.

It is really a problem of Intolerance, a new kind of 
Intolerance that marches under the banner of Toler
ance; Anti-Intellectuality masquerading as Intellectu
ality, Anger replacing Reason. There is a new kind of 
demagoguery on the scene. No longer are the windbags 
and rabble-rousers Politicians. The new demagoguery 
is coming from the Literary world and the Dynamic 
Protesters. If a man has Anger going for him, the 
world of the Nice Guys and Pepsi-Cola drinkers will 
usually pay him obeisance.

A couple of weeks ago Jimmy Hoffa showed up on 
TV being interviewed by Eric Goldman, the historian. 
It was a sad exhibition. The poor interviewer was ob
viously a man of the old Liberal persuasion who be
lieved in discussing issues and answering questions 
when asked. He was suddenly up against a man who 
was a bull. Who never discussed an issue directly, and 
who would always evade the issue by bringing up,, in 
the old McCarthy fashion, an extraneous side issue. He 
continually yelled loudly into the microphone and glared 
directly into the camera, and radiated Righteous Anger 
at every politely phrased question. Until the poor little 
guy, who no doubt knew all the rules of Aristotelian 
Logic wound up defeated and looking like a fool.

What is important, of course, is that Hoffa recognized 
the fact, probably subconsciously, that the man with 
Righteous Anger is always the one to whom everyone 
will listen. And so the poor little Professor would ask 
a question like: “Well, now, what about this, sir? You 
once said that you are the most powerful man in the 
United States and could stop the Economy if you want
ed to, and. . . .”

Hoffa (Voice rising in shrill anger, eyes burning, 
looking directly into the camera) : “Well, yeah! All 
right! I’m glad you brought that up! What about the 
sharecroppers? What about them sharecroppers sittin’ 
down there, poor little people sittin’ around without 
even a loaf of bread to eat!! Yeah! I suppose you’ve---”

And poor old Goldman is lying there in a pool of his 
own blood.

The one thing that Demonstration always does: it 
kills all argument. And this dialogue on TV is an ex
ample of the Demonstrator in action. He was not about 
to argue any of the issues. He always answered a 
charge with a counter-charge, and hence never an
swered a charge at all.

At this point I should present my credentials, I sup
pose. I have participated in several marches, including 
the Washington March, so don’t immediately write and 
say I have no concern for human problems. I do. But, 
again, I think that one of the greatest human problems
28

today is the growing dissatisfaction with Life itself, 
which leads to a pretense, somehow, that the problems 
in life are the result of other people’s rottenness. And 
so people with sexual hangups and all sorts of dis
appointments in life which are endemic to life itself in 
general will be the most violent and bitter of vitriolic 
Demonstrators.

Are they demonstrating for Freedom For Others or 
against their Old Man? For Equal Rights, or against 
a case of Fluctuating Impotence? Against The Bomb, 
or against the fact of being 16 and having Skin Trou* 
ble . . . and no chick that does anything but laugh when 
The Moment of Truth arrives.

This is a serious question in our day. The question 
is: What is Life? Can it be “all straightened out”? Yes, 
a lot of people actually believe it can be. And their an
swer usually concerns the elimination of large numbers 
of other people. These people abhor violence in others 
but cherish theirs and call it “passion.” And so, right 
on down the line, people are using the very same traits 
in themselves to fight against those traits in others.

The New Demagoguery—the Moral Demagoguery of 
the dedicated Liberal—states roughly this: “I am a 
more moral person than you, more concerned, and since 
I am a more moral person my thoughts are more moral 
than yours, and since my thoughts are more moral than 
yours, I am right! I do not have to listen to your argu
ments since you are immoral.”

Good God!
And so it goes, on and on. Does Robert Welch, for 

example, believe he is more moral and more concerned 
about the state of the world than, say, Norman Mailer?
It is hard to tell. They both kick up so much dust and 
throw so many great and beautiful-sounding words 
around that you’d never know. And there is very little 
to choose between the two as far as Ego Magnification 
is concerned.

This is a current problem with what is called “Satire,” 
a favorite word among the Hip. Satire is a form of 
Protest. It always has been, but today it takes the form 
of ripping into other people's specific idiocies. And the 
resultant is called Satire, whereas in actuality most of 
the Satirists of today are not Satirists at all. They are 
polemicists, a very different breed of cat, who work 
from an anchored point of view which they are con
vinced is Right and Proper and Moral, and who use 
their cartoons, books, and plays to blast the opposition.

Jonathan Swift, in contrast, was a true Satirist. He 
dealt with all men’s hangups, including Sw ift’s. He 
talked about Mankind.

What passes for Satire today is really Political Car
tooning. It can be very funny, true, but is generally 
exceedingly dishonest because the one thing that the 
one-line gag does not do is admit to any sort of exten
uating circumstances. It is a Slogan. It does not tell the 
whole story, ever. It usually works with materials taken 
out of context and slanted in such a way as to preclude 
any argument on the other side.

Joseph Heller, as an example, “satirizes” War and 
yet carefully avoids the mention anywhere in Catch-22 
that there was a Hitler. Did he really satirize War, 
since Hitler really was a prime part of the conflict?

I am afraid that what used to be really serious issues 
that face all of us have been subordinated to and be
come part of the general area of Show Biz. The Bit. A 
comic, for example, will use a piece of material simply
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because “It gets a laugh," with no regard as to whether 
or not what he has said is true. It’s easy to call the 
Pope a fag and get a big boff, but is he? It doesn’t 
matter. It went over great on the LP. It’s easy for 
Kubrick in Dr. Strangelove to imply that all generals 
are pananoic maniacs worried about impotency. Are 
they? Who cares—the reviewers all loved it. It will all 
go down as responsible Satire.

The Protest Bit is rampant in Showbiz. Barefoot, 
keening, pinched Folksingers are knocking down fifteen 
grand a week wailing the sorrows of the Downtrodden 
and the Depressed. Their ideas are usually startling in 
their originality and blinding in their banality. “Segre
gation is Wrong!’’ A very profound idea, and one that 
has not occurred to many people. One singer has made 
a whole career on that bit alone, coupled with: “War is 
Rotten!’’ Yes, we know, son. ROTC really was a bitch 
back at Swarthmore.

Today the discovery that War is bad seems to be a 
new idea. Well, maybe to the 9-year-olders it is, and 
they’re the ones who buy the records and shout the 
loudest at the Hootenannies.

Today it is easy to amass a big general following and 
a very large name in the mass media by simply being 
against all the right things and for, of course, the right 
things. I am not ascribing ulterior motives to most of 
the Protest leaders, except to point out what generally 
happens to a man who starts out angry, really angry 
about something. He's sitting there, festering, mutter
ing to himself: “I am really bugged about this!”

He walks around, talks to a few people about it, and 
is really mad. This is the Pure Stage. And this is the 
state we generally think pertains forever, but it does 
not. The next thing that happens is, somebody usually 
says: “You know, Charlie, you’re really saying very 
funny things about this mess. Why don’t you go down 
to Harold’s Friendly Tavern, and when the jukebox is 
off why don’t you get up on the stage and tell those 
things to the people?”

Four weeks later Charlie headlines the Ed Sullivan 
Show. His second LP is a smash; he's got four agents, 
five PR men, sixteen months of solid bookings, and an 
act called: “Charlie Chowderhead at Carnegie Hall— 
An Angry Night With An Angry Man!”

He is working The Bit.
His costume has undergone a subtle change. Gone
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forever is his Sears-Roebuck suit. It is Levis now', and 
torn white shirts, and of course the assumption is al
ways made, by the people who Dig, that he is now 
angrier, if anything.

Well, it’s very hard to know whether this is true or 
not. Most of the anger that Charlie feels these days 
usually is about club managers, split-week bookings, 
and royalty percentages. And that son of a bitch in 
Pittsburgh who pirated one of his bits. He’s angry all 
right, but not about the same things as his audience.

This can be fairly harmless except for one significant 
reality. The minute that human problems are made 
Show Biz bits, the reality of the problem has been re
duced by that much.

Large numbers of people sitting in Carnegie Hall 
(at $4.40 per) digging a comic making remarks about 
Race Relations and Truth always have the feeling—the 
nice warm glow—when they leave that they have done 
something Constructive about the human mess. Oh, 
yeah?

And so they go home, buy the LP of the Evening At 
Carnegie Hall, play it for their friends in Stereo, read 
the right magazines, dig the right folksingers, and feel 
that they are making a definite contribution and state
ment about the world.

Where does the Reality of a Protest end and the 
Show Biz aspect take over? At what point does Intol
erance become Humor and masquerade as Tolerance?

I suppose in the end we are all becoming irritated 
with being Man. It probably started with Freud and the 
first discoveries of what Mankind was, and we didn’t 
like it. It’s been growing ever since. And so we have 
arrived today at the point where we are protesting 
against being what, literally, we are, whether we like it 
or not.

Most of the people I know who think they are deeply 
concerned over the various Big Issues of our time are 
in an odd way the least digging crowd. I know,. They 
really don’t dig life. Life is a drag to many of them. In 
fact, some of them will put their reputation for Hipness 
on the line by telling you how many times they have at
tempted suicide. " "

“Look, there’s a guy who tried it four times. A four- 
striper. And the chick with him is only a three-striper, 
but I understand she’s got big plans for Monday morn- 
in*. The Oven Bit.”

The same people will look you right in the eye and 
talk about some poor little clown in Darien, and say: 
“That man is dead. He doesn’t know how to live ! He’s 
a vegetable,” he says, brushing the leaves out of his 
eyes and shuffling his roots.

Good Grief, where will it all end, Charlie Brown?
Have you ever felt that you’re living in a world that’s 

full of madmen, on both sides of every fence? Including 
yourself?

Mencken wrote a letter one time to F. Scott Fitz
gerald, who was living in Paris and drinking himself to 
death. Mencken wrote: “I don’t know how you can live 
there. You are missing the greatest circus in the 
world!”

And the show is still going on. The bears are in one 
ring: the clowns are in another. There’s a guy hanging 
by his teeth on the high wire, and a chick working with 
hoops on the swinging flagpole.

Protest, man, swing! Be part of the greatest circus 
anywhere, any time, under any canvas! Go, man, go!
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Joseph Heller Replies
I am grateful to Paul Krassner (formerly the editor 

and chief writer of the Realist) for the invitation to 
set aside my work in order to reply to Jean Shepherd’s 
lengthy, vicious, and unprovoked attack on me. I have 
already noted that, since his marriage, Paul has been 
putting less and less of his own work into the Realist, 
and I suppose it is necessary for all subscribers to 
pitch in when asked, if we want to postpone that inev
itable day when an issue will arrive consisting entirely 
of extracts of court testimony

To begin with, Jean Shepherd is completely mistaken 
in his remarks about my book. Catch-22 doesn't “sat
irize" war or even attempt to; it may, in fact, be 
impossible to “satirize" war, just as it is probably 
impossible to satirize winter or hunger. I am almost 
embarrassed to point out that the subject of satire, 
as of nearly all novels and plays, is customarily people 
and their conduct, and one of the ideas I sought to 
develop is that the conduct of certain people and social 
groups in time of peace is not much different from 
the conduct of these same people and social groups in 
time of war.

If Shepherd could bear to look at the book again, 
he* might perceive this time that the novel isn’t even 
really about the war; certainly it is not about the 
causes or results of World War II or the manner in 
which it was fought. To state it more accurately, and 
most simply, . I should say that Catch-,22 is about the 
contemporary, regimented business society depicted 
against the background of universal sorrow and inev
itable death that is the lot of all of us but William 

- Buckley, and this is something I like to think Jonathan 
Swift would have understood immediately and appre
ciated.

Shepherd is also mistaken when he says the book 
“carefully avoids the mention anywhere . . . that there 
was a Hitler." The awareness and opposition to Fas
cism, oligarchy, tyranny—totalitarianisms of all kinds, 
ours as weil as theirs— is clear and consistent through
out; and I thought I had expressed myself perhaps too 
explicitly on the need for defeating Hitler in the debate 
with Major Danby that takes place in the closing pages.

Nowhere in the book, I am sure, is there any uncon
tradicted intimation that the war against Hitler should 
_not have been fought or that the men who were fight
ing it were being deceived on that one basic issue.

When Danby says to Yossarian: “This is not World 
War One. You must never forget that we’re at war 
with aggressors who would not let either one of us 
live if they won," Yossarian replies: “I know that.” 
And adds: “Christ, Danby, I earned that medal I got. 
. . . I’ve flown seventy goddam combat missions. Don’t 
talk to me about fighting to save my country. I've 
been fighting all along to save my country. Now I’m 
going to fight a little to save myself."

And the decision he makes at the end is based on 
the circumstance that although the danger from Ger
man aggression has all but been defeated, the dangers 
to himself have not diminished at all.

What Shepherd seems to miss is that Hitler was not 
only a cause but an effect, a product o f conditions 
which still exist in large part, and it is with these
30

that I am, and was, more personally concerned. After 
all, Hitler was dead almost ten years when I wrote the 
novel, but McCarthy and Nixon were not (which is 
not to say that these fellows were as bad as Hitler, but 
they were certainly bad enough).

And there are still many patriotic Americans today 
who would wage total war against Cuba, Negroes, Jews, 
the Viet Minh, deGaulle, the ACLU—and who would 
quits happily imprison and gas all of us who disagreed 
with them. It occurred to me in a discussion with an 
Italian journalist not long ago that a Patriot might 
be defined as a person who loves his country and hates 
his countrymen—but now I too am digressing.

What I think is most disturbing in Shepherd's para
graphs is the reference to “extenuating circumstances” 
and the implication that extenuating circumstances 
might ever serve as a justification or a defense for 
immoral, inefficient, or illegal behavior. There are ex
tenuating circumstances for everything—Hitler could 
manufacture them by the carload—and even the most 
irrational actions will be based on a rationale.

And then there are his comments about Swift and 
satire, and I believe he is in error here, too. If he 
could bear to look at Swift again, he might, change his 
view that Swift sought to tell “the whole story" or 
presented materials that were not “slanted in such a 
way as to preclude any argument on the other side," 
or even that “he dealt with all men’s hangups."

I do not think, in fact, that it is the function of 
Satire to present all sides of a question; that is the 
function o f David Susskind and Section 4 of the Suttr 
day Times. I’m not sure, even, that it is the function 
of satire to convey information, but, instead, to convey 
an attitude about information, and it may be that satire 
can only be successful in situations where both the in
formation and the attitude are already shared by the 
satirist and his audience.

What does emerge, though, is that Shepherd is on 
stage, and before he is through with his act, he is 
guilty of every fault he lists, including self-righteous
ness. He lumps together comics, folk singers and civil 
rights demonstrators, and, through the sloppiest of 
syllogisms, arrives at the conclusion that what they 
are all really protesting against is themselves. He may 
not be able to distinguish between a colored college 
student and a Mississippi cop, but the difference was 
made very clear last summer to those participating in 
the Freedom Rides. The one with the police dog, Jean, 
is the cop.

He is scornful because tnere is nothing new or 
original in the ideology of modern protest, as though 
that mattered. A protest is an action, not merely an 
idea, and the nature of protest will change when the 
nature of evil changes, or the nature of pain. Or per
haps we all should cease reacting to the danger of 
war, not because the danger has disappeared, but be
cause someone once did object to it. The protest isn’t 
new enough any more.

Finally, there is that humorless analysis of a 
humorous remark by Lenny Bruce, the strange coupling 
of Norman Mailer and Robert Welch, and all that 
malarkey about passion and intellect being at opposite 
ends of the pole. They are not at opposite ends of the 
pole, or even within the same circumference of defini
tions. One of the opposites of passion is indifference; 
and one of the opposites of intellect is stupidity.
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The Court Solves a Tragic Mystery
by Charles G. Burck

The New York Times reported on 
March 27th that the State Court of 
Appeals had prohibited the showing of 
the Danish film A Stranger Knocks un
less scenes depicting sexual intercourse 
were deleted.

This in itself is nothing remarkable 
—courts are handing down similar de
cisions every day across the country. 
The article contains some significant 
statements, however, which may an
swer a question raised in a seemingly 
unrelated front-page story in the same 
issue.

The piece detailed the horrifying ac
count of a 28-year-old woman who was 
stabbed to death one evening in Queens 
over a period of half-an-hour while 37 
different people watched. None of them 
called, the police or attempted to help 
her.

The woman, Catherine Genovese, 
parked her car near her apartment at 
3:20 a.m. and was walking home when 
a man attacked and stabbed her. She 
shouted for help; windows opened, 
lights flashed on in several apartments, 
and one man called down: “Let that 
girl alone 1” The killer looked up, 
shrugged and walked away.

The lights went out and soon the 
killer returned and stabbed Miss Gen
ovese again as she tried to stagger 
away. “I'm dying!” she shrieked, and 
again windows opened and lights went 
on. The killer got into his car and 
drove away.

Miss Genovese crawled toward her 
apartment, but the killer returned 
again, caught her in a doorway and 
stabbed her for the third, and fatal, 
time.

And how did the good citizens who 
watched later explain their silence to 
detectives?

”1 was tired,” said one man who was 
awakened and looked at the incident—; 
“I went back to bed.”

A housewife who watched with her 
husband by her side was asked why 
they didn’t call the police. “I don’t 
know,” she replied.

Another woman said, “I didn’t want 
my husband to get involved.”

When the ambulance came at 4:25 
a.m. to take Miss Genovese’s body 
away, a police detective said, “Then 
the people came out.”

These are rather amazing answers, 
and hardly explain how people could 
watch a murder committed—in slow 
motion at that—and not even reach out 
to phone the police. Do people resent 
the fuzz that much? Was the show too 
good to stop? Did they dislike the wo-
May. 1964

man, perhaps? Or is there some other 
answer?

The article on the Court of Appeals’ 
ruling quoted Judge Adrian P. Burke, 
who wrote the majority statement: 
“. . . a filmed presentation of sexual 
intercourse, whether real or simulated, 
is just as subject to state prohibition 
as similar conduct if engaged in on the 
street.”

But what about pictorialized mur
der? Shouldn't the same standard ap
ply? The Judge thinks not. The ma
jority opinion noted that in the case

y -----  —  1 v
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of murder, the actual deed is illegal 
because of what is accomplished and 
“the filmed dramatization obviously 
does not share the evil.”

More-.to the point: “Where, however, 
the reaf conduct is illegal, not because 
of what is accomplished by those in
volved, but simply because what is done 
is shocking and morally offensive to 
see,- .then a filmed simulation fully 
shares, it seems to me, the evil of the 
original.”

The difference, you see, is that mur-. 
der is not shocking and morally offen
sive to see. Sexual intercourse is evil, 
dirty. It is certainly shocking, and any
one will tell you that it's morally offen
sive to see. Murder, on the other hand, 
is a good, natural human instinct, 
sanctioned and even urged by govern
ments, churches and private individ
uals.

Here, then, is the answer to the 
haunting question of why no one called 
for help when Miss Genovese was stab
bed to death. There w'as nothing shock
ing or offensive about the act. It hap
pens on television every night and is 
as much a part of life as yeast is of 
bread.

Now if Miss Genovese and her killer 
had been making love on the street...
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Freedom of Privacy
The newly-granted right of the po

lice to “enter without knocking” seems 
to some people to overlap with the 
right of a householder to shoot anyone 
breaking into his apartment.

Various misguided young friends of 
mine, who imagine themselves to havo 
suffered abuse at the hands of the po
lice, have eagerly begun to form "tip 
and trigger” clubs to direct the police 
to selected apartments and there im
press them, quite forcefully, with the 
principle of the inviolability of a man’s 
hearth.

It might thus be a protection for the 
police as well as for the public if some 
way were found of removing or invali- ‘ 
dating the recent “no-knock” law be
fore it is brought to such a tragic test 

Steve Seltzer 
New York, N. Y.

On Lenny Bruce
In addition to commending you for 

publishing the article by Lenny Bruce 
on obscenity and narcotics (issue #48),
I would like to briefly expand upon the 
section describing my testimony during 
his trial for narcotic addiction.

Firstly, as the transcript indicates, 
in response to his counsel’s questions I 
stated I was a Lecturer (not Director) 
in th$ School of Criminology, Univer
sity of California, Berkeley, and Direc
tor of the Center on Alcoholism in 
Oakland, California. "  •

I brought out in my testimony tfce- 
criteria that should be used in making 
a diagnosis of drug addiction which 
would include both the detailed history 
of drug use by a particular individual 
and physical signs of such use. Mr. 
Bruce at the time of my examination 
and during the weeks immediately prior 
to his trial, showed no such fevidence... _ 
of being an addict, and in fact had 
numerous negative tests for the pres
ence of narcotics in bis body.

The doctors certifying him as an ad
dict had had little experience with nar
cotic addiction and seemed to use as 
their main criterion the fact that he 
had been arrested for possession of 
heroin, which should not be a crucial 
factor in reaching a medical diagnosis.

In these addiction proceedings as in 
his numerous obscenity charges, Mr. 
Bruce was and is bearing the brunt of 
unjust and irrational reaction to his 
outspoken criticism of a society per
vaded by hypocrisy and deceit. If such 
dissent is successfully shut off by vari
ous official and unofficial ^policing 
bodies, freedom of speech will have suf
fered a further crippling blow and ro- 
botization of our society will have 
moved one step closer.

Joel Fort, M.D.
El Cerrito, Calif.
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D iabolic D ia logues
Mr. Ashbrook (R.-Ohio): Mr. Chairman, I offer an amend-

ment [to the Civil Rights Bill]: . . it shall not be an
unlawful employment practice for an employer to refuse
to hire and employ any person because of said person's
atheistic practices and beliefs.”* * *

Mr. Elliot (D.-Ala): We leave the right of an atheist to
believe, or not to believe, as may be his choice. All this
amendment does is preserve for the American employer a
freedom to insist that his employees be under God.

♦ *  *

Mr. Jones (D.-Mo.): It would be interesting to see how 
many people are going to stand up here and be counted, 
and say they feel an employer is compelled to give con
sideration to the hiring of an atheist, when he is trying to 
run a business that is based on good moral grounds.

*  • *

Mr. Wickersham (D.-Okla.): You might even require 
the churches and lodges, clubs and businessmen and Con
gressmen to hire atheists unless this amendment is accepted. * * *

The question was taken, and on a division demanded by 
Mr. Celler, there were—ayes 137, noe« 98.

—The Congressional Record 
February 8, 1964

Listen, God, You don’t know me, but I’ve been a fan 
of Yours for a long time now, I really have. Anyway, 
the specific reason I’m, uh, calling You now is, see, 
I’m going for this job interview tomorrow, and if I’m 
an atheist they can refuse to hire me. Well, I was in a 
foxhole during the war, so that ought to prove I’m 
not an atheist. And I always pledge allegiance to the 
flag and to the republic for which it stands one nation 
under You. And my money says In You we trust. The 
thing is, I don’t know what atheistic practices are, 
and if I should happen to indulge in any atheistic prac
tice by mistake, how would I know? I mean even if 
I don’t indulge in any atheistic practices, how can I 
convince them that I believe in You? So, what I would 
like is to get a note from You, God. It doesn’t have to
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be anything fancy. I don’t want to be ostentatious and' 
go to the interview with a pair of stone tablets like 
Moses, for Christ’s sake. Excuse me—I didn’t mean 
that personally. But You know what I mean, don’t You?
I’d really appreciate this favor, God. And if there’s• 
anything I can ever do for You, please don’t hesitate 
to ask. I’d really like to get together with You some1 
time. Maybe we can have lunch.

On the island of Cyprus, Greek and Turkish Cypriots 
continued to kill each other despite all efforts to keep them 
apart. Learning that a force of Greek policemen had laid 
seige to [a Turkish village!, a party of correspondents and 
photographers, wearing mufti and including a team from 
Life, rushed to the scene. Suddenly they found themselves 
squarely in the line of fire and dived into a ditch.

Unwilling to stay pinned down, the journalists launched 
an unorthodox assault of their own. (A Time-Life corres
pondent] abruptly stood up in full view of combatants on 
both sides and started waving his handkerchief as a flag 
of truce. His colleagues followed suit and the bunch of 
them, waving handkerchiefs, started marching up and down 
no man’s land. The astonished enemies held their fire, and 
for two hours there was a shaky peace in this torn Cyprus 
village. —Life magazine.

April 3, 1964
Photographer: Say, fella! (Waves handkerchief) ■ I 

wonder if I could get a picture of you for the folks 
back home?

Cypriot: Okay, I guess so. (Poses, stiU in trench, 
holding rifle sheepishly)

Photographer: Watch the birdie, now. (Click!)
Cypriot: Hey, do you think I could have an extra 

copy for my wife?
Photographer: Why not? I’ll be here for another 

week, and as soon as I get the negatives back you can 
have your choice.

Cypriot: Why do you risk your life like this? I don’t 
understand. How can you take such an awful chance?

Photographer: Well, apparently, our presence brings 
about a sort of unofficial cease-fire.

Cypriot: You mean nobody wants to kill an innocent 
bystander, is that it?

Photographer: Yeah, you might put it that way. I 
suppose my camera just doesn’t represent a threat.

Cypriot: Hey, I’ve got an idea. (Climbs out of 
trench) Let me take a picture of you, all right? (As he 
is about to exchange his rifle for the camera, a shot 
rings out, and the Cypriot falls to the ground, mortally 
wounded)

Photographer: You shouldn’t have come out like 
that! (Takes his picture again) Anything I can do?

Cypriot: What really bothers me (struggles to talk) 
is that somewhere there is a movie actress (coughs) 
who will be very angry (gasps for breath) that I’ve 
taken her place on the cover of Life magazine (dies).
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