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Swellfish
(libris vendor)

The Swellfish (or Madison Avenue Puffer as he is known to and white balls, and a swishy tail. In spite of his seeming mythe critics) is known for his pronounced wit and gaiety. He opia, he is unfailingly attracted by the spotlight of publicity.
can be found in the fashionable watering spots of the world This fish is highly prized at literary canneries for his prod—in the fountain by the Plaza, in the Breakfast Nook at uct, the non-novel fiction. Naturalists are astounded at his
Tiffany's, on JacqueUne Kennedy's reading list. The Swell- memory, which is 99 and 44/100 per cent retentive. He
fish is short in stature, and has a high-pitched voice, black floats. His Motto: And The Truth Shall Set You Up.
—LARRY JOSEPHSON
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OPINION
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LETTERS

JFK's Assassination in Fact...
SIRS:

" T h e Case F o r Three Assassins"
[RAMPARTS, January 1967] is an im-

portant contribution to the literature
of criticism of the Warren Report. The
data is well-organized and well-written
and the documentation appears to be
meticulous. Warm congratulations to
David Lifton and David Welsh for their
effective attack on the official "evidence" and conclusions, and especially
for their analysis of the head shot. The
article is a work of scholarship which
is all the more forceful for its careful
objectivity.
SYLVIA MEAGHER

New York City

the article about our President Kennedy
in your November issue have put the
Congress and Administration in a
highly embarrassing position. You are
obviously trying to force their hand in
ordering another investigation. Gentlemen, have you given any thought at all
to the chaos that this would bring if
one-tenth of these allegations are true?
Your article, either directly or by
inference, compromised the Central
Intelligence Agency, the Federal Bureau of Investigation, the Dallas police
force, the John Birch Society and the
Administration. If your allegations are
true, who then, will arrest the guilty?
ROBERT C . WEISZMANN

Daly City, California
SIRS:

LETTE;RS: In Fact and Fantasy
EPHEMERA

SEX: Marriage on the Rocks
hy Edward Galligan
PRISONS: The Muslims' Decline
hy Eldridge Cleaver
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T H E HEMISPHERE: Cuba Has

51

31 Flavors
hy Marshall

Windmiller

SOCIETY: Charity at the Cheetah
by Paul Krassner

54

AUTOBIOGRAPHY:

Memoirs of a Southern
Gentleman
Part II hy Julian Bond
ART: The Chess Game is Rigged
by Susan Griffin-Levy

55

I have never been satisfied with the
findings of the Warren Commission
but the more I read — Lane, Epstein,
Sauvage, RAMPARTS — the more I wonder if it is not too late to unravel the
tangled web.
Unless — it seems clear that the key
to the whole puzzle is held by Jack
Ruby. It is incomprehensible that the
Commission could have refused to get
him to Washington to testify, as he
asked.
Now that there has been a court
reversal in his case, is there not some
way to get his testimony? To whom in
authority could we write to urge he be
given safe conduct and protection and
his story heard?
Of course, one realizes that if a
movement of that sort seemed to be in
the offing Ruby might conveniently
"die" in the Dallas jail and any steps
to get him out must be taken quietly.
MRS. T . HOINKO

56

Oak Park, Illinois
SIRS:

The allegations and insinuations in

...and Fantasy
SIRS:

Your printing of "MacBird," [RAMPARTS, December 1966] that vicious,
tasteless farrago of slander, rumor and
bitter gall I not only resent as incredible editorial irresponsibility, but it is
one of the few things I've ever read
that makes me want to attack the editor and publisher with a club.
I see no "kind of genius" in the writing of this play, as poet Robert Lowell
has been quoted as saying, unless it is
a kind of genius for gutter fighting in
its lowest form.
"MacBird" is less a play than an
emetic.
MORT R . LEWIS

Los Angeles, California
SIRS:

Barbara Garson's "MacBird" is an
external exercise in literary agility, brilliance and license.
A. O. F. KELLOGG

Pasadena, California
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The December RAMPARTS, featuring
"MacBird" on its cover, may have left
readers with some mistaken impressions
about the history of the play. The mock
playbill ("MacBird: a Fantasy Play by
Barbara Garson, produced by the S. F.
Mime Troupe under the direction of
R. G. Davis") might lead the casual
reader to believe that the Mime Troupe
had staged "MacBird" somewhere and
perhaps was selling tickets to future
performances.
The Mime Troupe has never produced the play and, as far as we know,
has no plans to do so. "MacBird" is
being produced for the first time anywhere starting in January in New York
City. Present plans call for the play to
open for preview performances January 17th at the Village Gate.
Much of the mail we have been getting in response to the December RAMPARTS seems to credit RAMPARTS with
bringing the play up from the underground. This is ironic because when
"MacBird" was really underground, the
RAMPARTS editorial board decided not
to print "MacBird" for fear it would
have a harmful effect on the RAMPARTS
special issue on the Warren Commission. By the time RAMPARTS decided
it wanted "MacBird" after all, the play
had already received a great deal of
public attention, almost entirely
through the efforts of Roy Levine and
Julia Curtis, whose names are mentioned in tiny type at the very end of
the RAMPARTS spread.

For a full year Roy and Julia have
been living and breathing "MacBird."
Both quit their jobs to spend full time
on it, Julia promoting the play and
bringing it to the attention of important literary figures, Roy working out
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stage ideas and getting Barbara to write
the extra lines and scenes to unify the
play dramatically. Together with David
Dretzin, they spent months scraping up
$30,000 in bits and pieces, a few hundred here and a few hundred there,
and especially agonizing months in negotiating with theater owners, getting
rejected by one after another because
of the explosive nature of the play.
They have worked very carefully to
assemble a magnificent cast of actors
who believe in this play as much as
they themselves do.
MARVIN GARSON

President, Grassy Knolls Press, Inc.
New York City

THE CHILDREN
SIRS:

Many, many thanks for your January
RAMPARTS in which you published William F. Pepper's "The Children of Vietnam." In your publication of this document of the misery, destitution and
death that we of the United States are
inflicting upon these poor and hapless
Vietnamese children, RAMPARTS is performing a public-service of perhaps
even greater magnitude than is yet
either recognized or anticipated. As
much as many of us would prefer to
deny our guilt as citizens of this country in the crimes against humanity
which the United States military have
committed and continue to commit
upon the innocent and defenseless persons of Vietnamese children, it is a
sobering fact that we are all responsible.
Surely if ever Americans were faced
with stark and accusing evidence of
their confusion and complacent failure
to control and direct the policy and
conduct of their military we are faced
by it now in this accusing document.
PHILIP PRICHARD

Seattle, Washington
SIRS;

RAMPARTS magazine and Carl Fischer
Photography, Inc. have committed the
most ghastly sin against taste and feeling that it has been my lot to observe
in an increasingly unfeeling world.Your
photographic reenactment of the crucifixion of Jesus for the purpose of selling your magazine has horrified me.
M R S . ROLLO MAY

New York City

SIRS:

What's this? Can it be that there are
no representatives of North Vietnam
or of the Viet Cong standing beneath
the crucified one on your January
cover? How is it that the transgressed
is depicted as being the victim of his
defenders rather than his transgressors?
Oh, I forgot. RAMPARTS has its own

definitions of aggression and defense,
doesn't it?
DONALD F . HINDS

Beverly Hills, Missouri

Communism, I got this reply:
"We're going to have to kill them all
sometime, so we might as well get them
when they're young. They're not my
kids; they're just Commie kids; everybody with brains knows that. If you
don't get 'em when they're six, you'll
have to get 'em when they're 16, and
it's going to be a lot harder then!"
I often disagree with you, but you
have a right to say what you wish. In a
case like that of the Vietnamese children, that right becomes a duty.
STAN SHEPARD

Washington, D.C.

SIRS:

After seeing the pictures of the child
victims of American atrocities in Vietnam it is not too soon to institute war
crimes trials against the leadership in
this country.
Your publication should elicit the
highest encomiums from all who read it.
A R T MOORE

Chehalis, Washington
SIRS:

You are to be highly commended
for your courageous efforts to make
your readers see the ethical dilemma
in which this nation's major issues are
imbedded. Two of these, the battle
against racial prejudice and the search
for John F. Kennedy's assassins, will
never be resolved completely simply
because most people prefer an easy
answer to a complicated one.
But you stand a good chance to
succeed in opening some people's eyes
about the nature of the war in Vietnam.
There are still many "intellectuals" who
say that "since we know communism
to be bad, we must keep any nation
from choosing it." While such Americans believe that God is on their side,
they send us all to hell.
D R . CONRAD BOROVSKI

San Jose, California
SIRS:

I was disappointed to discover that
many people react with indifference or
hostility to your January story.
A private attached to Army Intelligence in Washington told me that we
should be worrying about our own
fighting boys, not "those sneaky little
VC bastards." When I pointed out that
we were not talking about "those
sneaky little VC bastards," but about
children of people we had politically
chosen to save from the Terrors of

been less involvement on our parts.
However, I do not wish to stray from
a very essential element of the story by
David Welsh. His reporting of the government involvement is uncannily accurate. The manner in which he unraveled continuity and facts from the
monstrous bag of undulating spaghetti
deserves the loudest praise. His assessment of Hawke and de Montmarin being thrown to the wolves to save America's face is absolutely correct, and I
tip my hat (or leather helmet, if you
will) to his driving that point home
where it belongs — on the printed page.
MARTIN CAIDIN

Cocoa Beach, Florida

SIRS:

The elaborateness of the photographic presentation concerning the injury-ridden children in Vietnam was
not only excessive but in extremely
poor taste.
Sensationalism needn't be used as
a means of attitude conveyance, nor
as a method of stimulating empathy.
Should not the written word, if an
author is competent, suffice in an article of this nature?
ROBERT MCCAFFREY

Bayside, N. Y.
T H E CIA

MISCELLANY
SIRS:

I was surprised to find in your December Apologia (p. 2) this statement:
". . . denounced by the west coast reactionary weekly the People's World."
As far as I know the People's World

FANSHEN
A Documentary of Revolution
in a Chinese V i l l a g e

FLYBOYS

SIRS:

This letter is in reference to David
Welsh's article, "Flyboys of the CIA"
[RAMPARTS, December 1966] in which
I was featured.
It is a fact as vital as any other, that
the involvement of the principals concerned leaned heavily on certain information provided to us early in the
affair. Namely, that this was not simply
a repression of colonial urges to achieve
independence. It is vital, and it must
be considered along with all else, that
we were provided dramatic evidence of
a huge sponsorship to the rebel forces
on the part of Communist China . . .
that Chinese Army instructors were in
the field, that Chinese Army munitions
and ordnance were involved, that the
whole uprising, or most of it, received
financial support from Red China. It
should be noted that the Portuguese
held, and may still hold, several Red
Chinese Army instructors as prisoners.
Please, we're all not quite as blind or,
to be more favorable to your reporter,
as reckless as we may seem . . . Were
not the Chinese Communist involvement so heavy then, there would have

by WILLIAM HINTON
Pre-pub price $9; After Jan. 3 0 ,
1967, $12.50. Order from:
MONTHLY REVIEW PRESS
1 1 6 W . 14th St., N. Y. 1 0 0 1 1

Hear author Hinton discuss "The
Cultural Revolution in China — A
Positive View" during his speaking
tour:
JANUARY 1 - 3 1 - E a s t e r n

Seaboard

FEBRUARY 1 - 2 0 - M i d w e s t
FEBRUARY 21-MARCH 1 0 - F a r West
MARCH 11-APRIL 1 —Eastern Seaboard
For information write:

WILLIAM HINTON
Route 2 , Fleetwood, Pa. 1 9 S 2 2

". . . Fanshen is the most exciting,
fascinating, extraordinary document
of Land Reform in China ever written . . . a classic to be compared with
Red Star Over China."—Han Suyin
". . . the most important book that
has yet been written about China at
the time of the Communist Revolution . . . How better could we begin
to understand its meaning"
— Felix Greene
". . . A vivid and unique contribution
to historical documentation on the
land redistribution phase of the revolution in China. . . a vast and indispensable storehouse of sociological information"
— Edgar Snow
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is a progressive weekly and I think you
owe your readers an apology.
CLARA REICH

New York City
SIRS:

I would like herewith to formally
cancel my subscription to Time and
enter a subscription to RAMPARTS.
JOHN R . MORRIS

Los Angeles, California
SIRS:

"Sorel's Bestiary" in January RAMPARTS was all at once malicious and in
bad taste. Moreover, the innuendos are
false. As it happens, I have been a
student and am a friend of Max Lerner's; and I suppose that at this point
in my life we disagree about a great
deal. But it is more than filial loyalty
that impels me to tell you that I know
few people who agonize over their
opinions with greater honesty than does
he.

done and no one to do them — or at
least not cheaply enough.
In any case, Dr. R. Trevor-Jones of
Cape Town University has come up
with a new source of labor: baboons.
There is already a South African baboon, Dr. Trevor-Jones tells us, who
has been trained to help a farmer herd
sheep, and another who has been taught
to drive a tractor. In the South West
African railway station at Uttenhage,
a baboon works as a porter and performs other odd jobs.
"We have a wonderful opportunity,"
the scientist said brightly, "to develop
a docile, intelligent, working baboon,"
and in case anyone doesn't think there's
a need, he added that "they could easily
be trained to become efficient golf
caddies."
Putting out of our head a number
7<imioarls/.xlra

The Children of Vietnam

MARTIN PERETZ

Cambridge, Massachusetts
SIRS:

It was interesting to read McNamara's statement to the students at
Harvard's Kennedy Institute in your
January ephemera: "Listen, I went to
college too. I was tougher than you
guys are then, and I'm tougher than
you guys are now!" The photographs
of maimed Vietnamese children indicate that in this case, at least, there is
no credibility gap.
To meet the demands of many of our
readers we have produced reprints of the
24-page "Children of Vietnam" section
which appeared in the January issue.
These reprints are now available at the
following prices:
1-10 copies
35 cents each
11-50
30 cents each
51-100
25 cents each
101-1000
20 cents each
over 1000
18 cents each
{freight cost additional)
RAMPARTS

301 Broadway
San Francisco, California 94133
CHEAP LABOR
We have long been under the impression that somewhere behind the
policy of apartheid lurks the idea of
cheap labor, but apparently, even in
South Africa, there are still jobs to be
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DEFINITION

While we're reporting from faraway
places, we think the mayor of Massacar,
Indonesia, deserves mention. The mayor recently issued an executive order
against the wearing of tight skirts, and
then found himself pressed for a definition. Equal to the occasion, the mayor
ordered that a skirt is tight if its wearer
a) cannot step into a jeep without help;
b) cannot pick up a fallen handkerchief; c) cannot run when chased by a
dog; d) shows both her knees; and e)
cannot hold a beer bottle placed between her knees.
INCIDENTAL INTELLIGENCE

STEVE GILBERT

Albany, Oregon

of absurd pictures having to do with
Gary Player's putting, we turned to the
works of Dr. Trevor-Jones' American
colleagues. Dr. Sherwood Washburn and
Dr. Irven DeVore, where we learned
that South Africa may be in for more
than it knows. These particular apes
tend, for instance, to band together
readily; they easily learn to use hand
tools; they lean toward a rigidly authoritarian social structure of their own
— but one, of course, that has a baboon
at the top; and they tend to favor the
communal sharing of property (but
only with other baboons).
We're not really anti-intellectual, but
we admit to pleasure at the mental
picture of a somewhat older Dr. TrevorJones being taught to operate a tractor.

Please send me
copies of the "Children
of Vietnam." I am enclosing a check for
dollars.
NAMEADDRESS.
CITY
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A Pennsylvania firm is merchandising "Men of the Green Beret Bubble
Gum" at five cents a stick. Each package contains several Green Beret trading cards, and when an enterprising
youngster has collected five wrappers
he may get a real green beret, "complete with Special Forces insignia," by
mailing the wrappers with 60 cents
cash to Green Berets, P. O. Box 801,
Havertown, Pa,, 19083. The offer is
good only in the continental United
States.
JANSENISM

While we have never shared the late
Lucius Beebe's view of modern jet airliners as "cartridges of death," we must
confess to finding flying a mildly
traumatizing experience that does not
improve with age.
This uneasiness we suspect is shared
by numerous other travelers who have
an aversion to smashing through the air
faster than God intended —cursed by

N e w . . . f r o m C a e d m o n Records

The only recording of

Ernest Hemingway
reading his works
^T^his historic album was created from
^^the now-legendary tape recordings
Hemingway made for himself and his
friends in the years 1948-1961. They
have never been available to the public.
HERE is the Ernest Hemingway known to his intimate
circle . . . the teller of tall stories, the tender man in
love, the brash and bawdy wit, the serious searcher
for truth. In this remarkable album, you will hear
Second Poem to Mary; a selection from Work in
Progress; the autobiographical memoir, Saturday Night
at the Whorehouse in Billings, Montana; the moving
Nobel Prize Acceptance Speech; In Harry's Bar in
Venice, a rare moment of Hemingway parodying The
New Yorker parodying Hemingway; The Fifth Column, describing the anguished Spanish Civil War days.
Mary Hemingway, and A. E. Hotchner, Hemingway's good friend, have written personal background
notes for this long-awaited album. It is the only spoken
testament left to us of the man Hemingway was.

OTHER UNIQUE RECORDINGS FROM C A E D M O N

THKPOhrrUVfiF

Robert Frost's own New
England voice reads The
Pasture, Mending Wall,
Birches,
After
Apple
Picking, and other poems.

Dylan Thomas in a lyrical reading of A Child's
Christmas in Wales, In
the White Giant's Thigh,
and other poems.

turg 1

Windy
City, In
Tall
Grass, Four
Preludes,
Southern
Pacific,
and
other well-known poems.

E. E. Cunnmings in se- T.S. Eliot interpreting a
lections from his poetry, choice selection of his
including when god de- poetry, including Prucided to invent, Santa frock. Portrait of a Lady,
claus, i say no world.
Ash Wednesday, Marina.

William Faulkner reads
his famed Nobel Prize
Acceptance Speech, selections from As I Lay
Dying, and other works.

At better record and book stores, or mail coupon below
/^AEDMON RECORDS have enriched the American lit'-^ erary scene by bringing into homes and schools
the voices of the distinguished poets and writers of
our time. Notable Caedmon albums include the
famed original cast recording of Dylan Thomas'
Under Milk Wood; Richard Burton reading the love
lyrics of John Donne; Sir John Gielgud interpreting
Shakespeare's sonnets; and Lotte Lenya, in an evocative reading of the tales of Kafka.
Caedmon records are available at fine record and
book stores. Or, you may order any of the albums
shown, simply by using the coupon provided. Please
enclose check or money order. We pay postage.

Caedmon Records, Dept. 141
5 0 6 Eighth Avenue, New Yorit, N. Y. 10018

Please send the albums I have indicated at the right. I
enclose my check or money order for $5.95 in full payment
for each album. (Add sales tax where necessary.) All are
12-inch long playing records which may be used on any
33V3 rpm phonograph.

n Ernest Hemingway
n Robert Frost
D Dylan Thomas
n Carl Sandburg

Name.

D E. E. Cummings

Address

n T. S. Eliot
n William Faulkner

City

CAEDMON RECORDS

CHECK THE ALBUMS
YOU WISH:

State

Zip Code.
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n Please send your
complete 72-page
catalogue.
EH-1

the contemporary necessity for speed
at the cost of comfort. We therefore
view with particular alarm the Federal Aviation Agency's edict limiting
the consumption of alcoholic beverages
to two drinks per passenger from takeoff to landing.
The logic of this rule has always
escaped us but its Jansenist roots are
obvious. The FAA notwithstanding, the
god of the skies is not dry, and in our
opinion a consenting adult should be
able to get cheerfully loaded while
hurtling across the nation in a metal
tube if he or she so desires. Indeed,
one can advance an argument that no
reasonable person would do anything
else under such unnatural circumstances.
The two-drink rule is particularly
discriminatory to those unfortunates
who must frequently cross the United
States by air, since no such prohibition
exists on jetcraft crossing the Atlantic
or Pacific. It is only Americans, traveling in their own land, who are presumed by federal fiat to be incapable of
holding their liquor. This rule is also
not applicable to chartered flights, as
any professional newsman who has
flown his share of junkets can testify to.
We consider this law offensively
paternalistic and grossly stupid, and
remain unimpressed by the mildly progressive argument that the FAA allows
people paying first class fares to also
drink many glasses of wine and one
whole brandy or creme de menthe. This
is all gargle to a man who needs four
or five strong belts to ward off the experience of passing over Elko, Nevada,
in less time than it take to blink, and
in addition is unfair to those in economy seating.
(If you must fly first class, American
is by far superior than the other airlines, drinking-wise, because the girls
pour your alloted two drinks from real,
life-sized liquor bottles. This mean's a
larger drink than can be poured from
the lilliputian liquor bottles the other
airlines dole out in pairs.)
It used to be possible in the not-toodistant days of more enlightened if
slower prop travel to bring a bottle
aboard, and if the ice held out during
the 12-hour trip from Los Angeles to
Washington you were in fine shape.
Now, since the FAA arbitrarily defines an airplane trip for drinking purposes as between any two stops, the
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only legal way one can have several or
many drinks en route is to go from
San Francisco to New York by way,
say, of Las Vegas, Phoenix, St. Louis,
Cincinnati, Philadelphia and Newark.
This is inconvenient, but is the price
the Federals would have one pay for
drinking his fill in the air. This twodrink limitation is hardly an act of a
government of the people, by the people and for the people, unless they are
all dries.

MARRIAGE ON THE ROCKS
^Tt There is a sexual revolution going
\j\
on these days and it is worrisome.
^ v It's not the naked girls in the
movies or the crazy college kids in
Berkeley that worry me. I'm a liberal.
I'm on the side of free expression and
the rights of consenting adults. I never
thought Fanny Hill, or even Ralph
Ginzburg, would corrupt American
youth, and I've never lost a minute's
sleep over the effect of the pill on single
girls. But I do get upset about the howto books on sex that you see on the
racks in drugstores, and I really worry
about what they are doing to marriage
in this country.
In the good old days of ignorance
and the double standard, a fellow could
cat around for a while and then settle
down with some sweet young thing.
He wouldn't expect her to know much
about sex, but he could figure that she
would be fairly enthusiastic about learning. Actually, he wouldn't know much
either, but he would have enough of an
edge on her that he could feel comfortably superior while they fumbled their
way towards competence in the delightfully complicated business. After a
couple of years they could feel satisfied that they weren't bad, not bad at all,
in the old sack. In point of fact they
may have been thoroughly mediocre,
but since they had no way of knowing
any better they could remain smug.
The wife could take pride in the fact
that hidden beneath her respectable
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suburban exterior was a piece of pretty
hot stuff— she didn't always stay on the
bottom, and one Saturday morning they
had done it in the shower! The husband
could continue to feel worldly and superior; he might even be planning to
inveigle her into experimenting in the
arm chair some night, though he certainly would not want his wife carrying on like those tramps in the books
that got passed around at the office.
All that is changed now. The fellow
still goes into marriage knowing a bit
about sex, but the sweet young thing
has picked up a few of the how-to books
and climbs into the marital bed with
the expertise of an old pro. How humiliating for the poor fellow when his
sweetie starts showing him what to do!
What terrible suspicions must pass
through his mind until she shows him
her copy of Dr. X's guide to sexual
fulfillment. Then he reads it, too, and
that's when the real trouble starts. Unless they are damned fine athletes they
are going to get frustrated or even
damaged trying to pull off those tricks
and postures the good doctor recommends. What's worse, unless they erupt
like Krakatoa and Vesuvius every time
they tumble in the sack, they're going
to feel guilty. Each will begin by wondering where he went wrong, what he
forgot to do; but it will not be long
before each is suspecting the other of
failure. Soon divorce is imminent. The
marriage might last anyway, because
fellow and sweetie really do like each
other, yet they will go through life with
the horrible suspicion that they have
failed Dr. X and each other.
The possibilities for marital disaster
lurk between the lines of all the how-to
books, from Dr. Eustace Chesser's relatively sedate masterpiece Love Without Fear, through Dr. Marie N. Robinson's homily for wives The Power of
Sexual Surrender, on down to Dr. Albert Ellis' resolutely uninhibited treatise
Sex Without Guilt. They are plainest
of all, though, in The Marriage Art by
John E. Eichenlaub, M.D.
It is published in hardback by Lyle
Stuart (New York) 272 pp. for $6,
and in paperback by Dell, 223 pp. (including an index!) for $.75.
Dr. Eichenlaub's work is enormously
popular — it has gone through 15 big
printings since Dell first published it in
paperback in September 1962. It is also
incredibly detailed. Others may tell ar-

dent young husbands to play with their
wives' breasts, but only Dr. Eichenlaub
will discuss with them the comparative
advantages of doing it with thumb and
index finger or with index and middle
fingers. Dr. Eichenlaub leaves nothing
to guesswork. He is such a marvel of
Teutonic precision and thoroughness
that he even calculates the optimum
ratio of "female pulses" to "male
strokes" in the act of intercourse. However, he is also a marvel of Teutonic
humorlessness, and that's what worries
me. He teaches his readers to approach
the sexual act as though it were some
advanced form of calisthenics, a hygienic addition to the Royal Canadian
Air Force Exercises. Can marriages
survive amidst such owlishness?
XW* Suppose some not very bright but
M II earnest Jill were to turn to Dr.
^ " v Eichenlaub for advice on how to
make sure that her Jack particularly
enjoys his birthday. Looking in the index under "Celebration" she will be
guided to the section headed "Celebration Specials" on pages 106-109. After
a page and a half of general introduction, which makes it plain that specials
lose their quality if they don't come as
a surprise to one's partner, Jill finds in
one of Dr. Eichenlaub's clear, precise
paragraphs just what she has been looking for: the ice-spurred special.
Freezing cold against your skin
stimulates both pain and temperature
nerves, which are exactly the types
of fiber which trigger your sex climax. The ice-spurred special takes
advantage of this fact. Before intercourse, the wife places at the bedside
a bowl of crushed ice or a handful of
cracked ice wrapped in a wet towel.
Both partners strip and enjoy sex in
any face-to-face posture with the
husband on top. As the husband
starts his final surge to climax, the
wife picks up a handful of crushed
ice or the cold towel. Just as the
paroxysms of orgasm start, she jams
the ice-cold poultice against her husband's crotch and keeps it there
throughout his conclusion.
Imagine what follows.
That evening Jack comes blithely
home from work. Jill greets him at the
door with a wifely kiss and a pitcher
of martinis —five to one, made with
Beefeater's. After a long, lightly amorous cocktail hour, she feeds him a beau-

tiful steak dinner. She refuses to let him
help clean up after dinner. On his birthday he should relax in the living room
with another brandy while she takes
care of the dishes, and she sends him
out of the room with a quick, promising
kiss. Everything goes as she has planned.
Jack falls asleep in the lounge chair;
she stacks the dishes in the sink and
slips into the bathroom. She comes out
wearing only her sexiest nightgown and
wakes him, suggesting throatily that
maybe he ought to brush his teeth and
go to bed. Jack dashes for the bathroom
and Jill for the refrigerator. By the time
he makes it to the bedroom Jill is between the covers and the ice is safely
concealed under the folds of her sexy
nightgown.
Stripped, they set out to enjoy sex in
any face-to-face posture with Jack on
top. As Jack starts his final surge to climax, Jill picks up a handful of crushed
ice. Just as the paroxysms of orgasm
start, dear, sweet, faithful Jill jams the
ice against Jack's crotch.
Jack lets out a roar that would put a
bull elephant to shame.
Alarmed, Jill drops the handful of
ice in the bed and asks Jack if he is
all right.
"Gaw-damn!" Jack is still at full
volume.
"What's the matter, dear?"
"Oh my God, what are you doing to
me?" He slides down to half volume.
Detecting a note of hostility in the
question, Jill starts to whimper.
At the same moment, friends in the
next apartment who heard Jack's anguished roar start pounding on the door.
"Are you all right. Jack?"
The poor fellow can hardly talk, and
he's in no condition to go to the door.
He staggers into the living room, wiping at a few slivers of ice that are sliding down his leg, and calls out reassurances. Stubbed his toe. Sorry about the
noise. And he goes back to the bedroom
to discover Jill weeping steadily.
There is no need to detail the conversation that follows. It is sufficient to
say that Jack rises to husbandly greatness by convincing Jill that it was sweet
and thoughtful of her to consult Dr.
Eichenlaub and stupid of him to make
so much noise just because he was a
little startled. Of course, he has to console her twice — the second time after he
slides back into bed and his naked posterior lands in the puddle of melted ice.
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But though he saves their marriage
that night, it starts to founder in the
weeks that follow. Jill feels that Jack
has changed. Once he was her eager
partner in the exploration of the robust
joys of the sexual side of marriage; now
he is timorous and reluctant. Now she
often leaves his embrace unsatisfied and
he seems scarcely better off. Gone is
their delightfully varied foreplay and
afterplay; all that remains is a clumsy,
hurried coupling. Jill is hurt and baffled.
With the dreadful persistence of the

stupid, she turns once again to her counselor in the marriage art for a technique
which will revive Jack's flagging interest. Sure enough, she finds something
that will send him "on an ecstatic
whirl" and thereby save their marriage.
"As the husband hits his absolute
peak, the wife can press her bunched
fingertips firmly into his flesh just at the
back of his scrotum in a harsh goosing
jiggle
"
Poor Jack. Poor Jill.
— Edward Galligan

The Muslims' Decline

The author, now a RAMPARTS staff

writer, served eight years in various
California prisons where he was for a
while a member of the Muslims.
^tf*

THERE WAS A TIME when the

M (I names Black Muslims and Elijah
^ \ . Muhammad were enough to start
prison officials reaching for headache
pills. Every black inmate's thoughts
centered on the question whether or
not to convert to the Nation of Islam.
For the white inmates, this was a dark
bag into which they peered only to
plot a defense against what they perceived as an imminent threat to their
survival.
In those days if you walked into any
prison in the State of California and
visited the unit set aside for solitary
confinement, there was absolutely no
doubt that you'd find 10 or 15 Black
Muslims who were being "disciplined"
for staunchly confronting prison officials with implacable demands that
Muslims be allowed to practice their
religion with the same freedom and
privileges as the Catholics, Jews, and
Protestants.
Soledad, San Quentin, and Folsom
were the prisons with the highest con-
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centration of adherents to Islam. Because prison officials would not allow
Muslim ministers to come in from outside to hold services, as did the ministers of other religions, the Muslims in
each prison had organized themselves
into a Mosque, with a hierarchy patterned rigidly after the structure of the
Mosques in the outside world. Each
prison had its inmate minister, captain,
and Fruit of Islam. Prison officials knew
this, but all they could do was periodically bundle up the leaders of each
Mosque and transfer them to another
prison, or place them in solitary confinement so that they could not communicate with the other members of
the Mosque. Through this means they
were always able to keep the Muslims
off balance with the task of constantly
reorganizing their Mosques.
Even so, the Muslims were able to
carry out a systematic program of proselytizing among the great pool of potential converts found in every prison.
During his stay in prison, every black
inmate was exposed to the Black Muslims' teachings, and had to decide
whether or not to join. During the exercise periods, it was not a rare sight to
see several Muslims walking around the
yard, each with a potential convert to
whom he would be explaining the Message to the Black Man as taught by
Elijah Muhammad.
Now all that has changed, and it is
easy to see that the light which once
shone so brightly has dimmed, if not
gone completely out, and the Muslims
are no longer taken seriously by the
prison officials, other inmates, or even
by themselves. They no longer burn
with the zeal of a growing sect which
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has ambitions and hopes of becoming
a dominant force in the environment.
The reasons for this are several and
complex. The most obvious cause of
the decline of the Black Muslims in
prisons is that Allah has failed to come.
In this sense, the Muslims have fallen
victim to their own predictions of doom
for the white devils. In order to prod
the reluctant potential converts into a
speedy decision on whether or not to
join, the Muslims used to spread the
word that Allah would destroy North
America "next year" and that only
those blacks who were already members of the Nation of Islam would be
saved. If you wait much longer, they
taught, you just may find yourself roasting in the flames along with the exiled
demons of Europa. But the years passed and Allah never made the scene.
The second major reason for the
decline of the Muslims in prisons was
the split in the Nation of Islam that
developed over the callous ouster and
subsequent murder of Malcolm X, who
was the universal hero of black prisoners. Malcolm died at the hands of assassins dispatched from some dark corner of the kingdom of this world. But
the onus of his death rests squarely on
the shoulders of Elijah Muhammad
and the princes of the Nation of Islam
in the upper echelons of the hierarchy.
There is no doubt that they engineered
his ouster from power over the New
York Mosque which he had built up
from the ground.
To have paid out so coldly one who
had worked so hotly to get the Nation
over the hump brought about a doom
in confidence and turned every Mosque
into a ruin haunted by the ghost of
Malcolm X. In prisons he sits in judgment of every Muslim and his martyrdom is a chicken that has come home
to roost wherever Black Muslims congregate.
The third and perhaps most important reason for the decline of the Muslims in the prisons is the inexplicable
failure of the outside officials of the
Nation of Islam to render any legal
assistance to the Muslims behind the
walls. Muslim inmates, who wanted to
take the California Department of Corrections into court in order to win their
constitutional right to practice their
religion while in prison, were forced to
the ideological humiliation of asking
the white devils of the American
{continued on page 51)

A Political Portrait
of Robert Kennedy
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T was a subdued Saturday morning, and pages of The New
York Times were lying about in the UN Plaza apartment
overlooking the East River. Chubby financier Andre Meyer
chided Jean Smith for not having acknowledged his presence at a
restaurant the week before. She: "I didn't see you." He: "Oh, I was
with General Sarnoff." The comely and well-groomed daughter of
Tom Watson, president of IBM, was on the sofa moodily flipping
through the pages of a magazine and occasionally chatting with
the attractive French wife of Tom Johnston who runs Senator
Kennedy's New York office. Legislative aides Peter Edelman and
Adam Walinsky were trading concepts in the corner, and I tried
to take notes on the furniture which was white and lean, [cont'd.]
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