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MEN

I his column is dedicated o every di-

vorced father who has lost custody
of his children after he sued for . You will
see that it speaks to a very dark fantasy
that many of us have shared.

“" hﬂﬂ = | '.':I.l I'!l."l' I(I‘.‘iﬂ‘h l"l!ﬁ.[”lifl-' "'. ili!‘i- I'I'IIIE-
dren in divorce court, he feels as if they
I'Ii.1.'|.'l.II hl:!l,,:'ll Li.'illl'lq'lE]'L:[l. Nlil lier I']H'I-'I.' EHI.I-
spoken the judge or how slick the lawvers,
it 15 @& traumatic moment. Strangers come
into the father's hife and take his children
away. Worse, these same strangers award
-I:'ll?;[{]l!}' "l. |Ii!’i- 1'I|:iI[|.'|'l_']I Ly II!I.'i L"!i:-\\'IIEIL'—
a woman he probably does not trust
anvmore. 1o the caning father, that 15 a
violent action.

Every father knows that the numbers
are stacked against him when he enters the
divorce/child-custody process, Fewer than
three percent of all children in the United
states live with their fathers only (while
214 percent live with their mothers only
and three percent live with neither par-
ent). On the face of i, these numbers
prove that the disentranchised father is a
common character on the American scene.

The day inevitably comes when the di-
'L'Hl'['!'l,l I:-.'!I:I'IL'!' I'I;l‘i (LH] :‘i-iI:I.' Hl]”l_“]}'l_' [ (4] |'|II;\'
kids. That 1s a day of maximum pain. As I
turned Jim and Brendan over to my ex-
wile’s custody, I felt angry and gypped (1o
put it mildly), and | was desperately wor-
ried about their future. How well would
my boys fare without me? What would they
think of my absence? 1 knew that 1 was
qualified in every way to have at least joint
custody of my children;: 1 knew that I de-
5-1:["'.'1."!1" l."!l‘lll.'ll. Ireatment IJII.I:l.I'I' |1II_‘ Ii.l'l.".' I']l_ll
had not gotten it; 1 knew that 1 was a good
father who spent a lot of time with his kids
and who loved them totallv. But there they
were, leaving my life for all bui a few weeks
a year {af VISILALION wWere IH]IL{'I-T;!IJI‘_; e1-
forced), and it hurt like hell.

| gave my boys one last hug, and as 1
walked away from them, | felt as though 1
had just lost every claim to masculinity
I ever had. 1 couldn’t protect my kids? 1
didn’t even have a right to live with them?
Then, by definition, [ was not a man. The
phrase battered father occurred to me,
and it fit. I was in the middle of a certain
kind of violence, and 1 had just lost the

biggest hight of my life. 1 was ashamed of

n'l!r' Fﬂ;l I's i;lTItI ;l?jl'lijl[ll_'ll Hi- my I‘IJ!‘.H-

As the vears went by, things got worse.
Internally, 1 was struggling with a dark-
ness that almost overwhelmed me. It was
as it 1 had watched a kidnaper haul my two
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bovs into a car at gunpoint and speed away
with them—and 1 had stood there and al-
lowed i 1o happen. Born and trained for
action, hlled with the need o protect my
sons, | had peaceably surrendered them o
the system that had screwed me.

rJ..hl'll:.'l'l' wene Eirll{_‘?«i '|'|-'II:I:,"I'| !I!}' SL'".-II[I'IHHL'
was so distorted that [ was close to self-de-
struction. | raged inwardly at the injustice
ol the situauon, but I sull tried w be a
Hﬂ'[]‘fl !.ill |::|l![' EII'[P[I'I All i_:IH':I-I.ll I:,Ii!il;ll'll'_'{". I I]..,ii[,‘l.
more than my share of child support,
wrote o my children and called them of-
ten, visited with them whenever | could,
endured various disruptions of communi-
cations from the other side, and still the
pain of the loss stayed in my psyche like a
chunk of hot shrapnel.

Somewhere in the lower depths of that
terrible time, I had a thought, “They were
kidnaped from me,” | said o myself, “so
I'll just kidnap them back.” That idea took
hold of me and became my favorite fanta-
sy, Having been dealt with unfairly by the
courts, having had my rights as a father
dismissed in a cavalier fashion, having my
children raised in ways that I could not tol-
erate, | saw no way out of my pain other
than revenge.

The fantasy grew: 1 would show up in
their town, tell them to hop into the car,
and away we would go, The Three Musket-
eers united again and forever, wrestling
and singing, laughing and joking. “Why

not do /" 1 kept asking mysell. No one
could execute a kidnaping faster or more
efficiently than I could; no one could dis-
appear more professionally if need be. Afi-
er all, I reasoned, the three of us deserved
to be together after so many vears of cruel
and unnatural separation. In one dramatic
moment, | could redress my grievances,
prove to my sons that | cared, show my ex-
wite that [ could not be muscled and en-
sure the satety of my bovs. Such a deal!

Indeed, that 1s a common fantasy for
many divorced fathers, it turns out. After
talks with hundreds of men about this ex-
perience, I know that many of us go
through the same cycle of Ffantasized
vengeance. There are some of you out
there who, as you read this, are saying,
“All right, Ace, I'm going to go get my kids
right now!”

I undersiand your eagerness. Bul don'i
do @t That eagerness is misplaced and that
tantasy could be destructive to your chil-
dren. Don't act onit. That's the message for
today, as tough as it 15 tor me to write it and
vou to absorb it. Don't bring even more vio-
lence and dislocation into yvour children's
lives. Take the pain and deal with it on your
own. That is your job as a man. Stay in
touch with vour kids, shield them from
vour sadness and be a great father 1o them
every ime you get the chance.

You and I have consumed the same bit-
ter grapes, but we should remember
Jeremiah's lamemation, *The fathers have
caten a sour grape, and the children's teeth
are set on edge.” he wrote. Think about it.

It 15 our job as men to eat our share of
the sour grapes of divorce and nat pass
them on to our children. Once the court
has made s decision, it is our job to take
dive, 1o get fucked, 1o lose. Maybe one day
we can get justice in the legal system. May-
be one day fathers will not be dismissible
evidence. We should hight for that. But our
children should not be fodder in that fight.

My sons eventually came back to live
with me, and the courts had nothing o do
with it. It was a natural progression. The
grape | had eaten was poisonous and sour,
but I lived. And every grape | ate was one
grape they didn't have to deal with.

You there, vou good man with an in-
tense love for your children, don't turn
kidnaper. If you remain constant with
vour kids, they will higure it out. Listen to
Jeremiah instead of that voice inside you,
and you and your children will thrive!
Sooner or later, vou'll be united again,




OF MICE AND MOLESTERS

If you ever wondered how adul
America talks to s children about sex,
take a look at the programs designed to
teach kids about the very serious 1ssue
of sexual abuse,

John Crewdson, Pulitzer Prize—win-
ning journalist, writes in By Silence Be-
!rﬂ_‘rﬁf, Sexual  Abiise u_,l'-
Children in America, " Most
prevention programs re-
tuse to call pemises and
vaginas by their proper
names, referring  instead
W0 mysterious  Cprivate
zones’ or C‘places where
your bathing suit covers.”

“Red Flag, Green Flag, a
multimedia program . . .
has as its centerpicee a col-
oring book that contains a
l:h'i.-l'ﬁ-'il'lg "l. 110 ;ll'll;il'[]g}'—
nous child whose arms,
legs, chest and other body
parts are dentified for
what they are. while the re-
gion between the child’s
legs is merely labeled ‘gen-
ials (private parts)” Upon
closer inspection, it be-
comes apparent that the
child in the drawing has
no  genitals or  private
parts,

“Its QK. lo Say No! ...
T’I!l‘l’.‘i'l'!r' L:HTIII.I:iI'I!‘i. H’jll'll:il'lb;ﬁ
about ‘child molesters” who
frequent public rest rooms
and video arcades, with a
few cautionary  words
about neighbors, teachers
and baby sitters thrown in.
But ft5 QK. to Say No! nev-
er says what it's OK 1o say
no to. In one story, a girl
named Tina spends the
night at the home of Lucy, her friend.
After Tina'’s in bed, Lucy’s big brother
comes into her room and starts saying
‘strange things' that make Tina feel
‘uncomfortable.” But what things? Why
does Tina feel uncomfortable? The
reader never hnds out, Because N5 (LK.
fo Say No! and similar storybooks are
designed for parents to share with their
children, their squeamishness may be
an acknowledgment that many parents

feel uneasy talking with their children
about any aspect of sex.”

Cordeha Anderson, one of the pio-
neers in child-sexuval-abuse-prevention
programs, agrees  with  Crewdson,
“We're saving that we want o talk 1o
you about #, that il you have any

questions about #, I want you to ask me
about #, that its not OK if someone
does # o vou, and that if & happens, it's
not your fault, But what # means is so
bad that | can’t even say the words,”
Neil Gilbert, co-author of Proteciing
Young Children from Sexual Abuse, also
disagrees with the way sexual-abuse
programs discuss “good touch, bad
touch.” “In introducing “bad touches’
that are sexual, many programs begin

by teaching children o identify their
private parts. But there is disagreement
about exactly what these private parts
include, The mimimahst position de-
hnes them as the genitals or the body
parts covered by underwear. A more
expansive view includes the mouth and
And in some
programs, physical contact
on any part of the body
that does not feel good” 18
a bad wouch, One curricu-
lum, for example, explicit-
ly acknowledges that the
hair is not a private part,
while another uses role
playing in which a four-
vear-old girl 15 congratu-
lated for mforming her
teacher abowut the nexi-
{:IT]HI' I'IL'igllh[H' “'I'I‘IJ ST -
tmes mnvites her o his
house for milk and cook-
ies, and then touches her
hair. Thus, in the most in-
clusive view of “bad touch,”
children are taught thar
CVEIE ]J;.I.I LRI} ] ||“' hl":l.[l.
should be reported 1o the
authorities if it feels fun-
ny . . . Hence, the pro-
grams teach that the
vucky' kiss from Uncle
Bill, the ught hug from
{_;ri!ll[] 1INl O ll'll_' II.!I:'I.'I.'LI.TIII:_'IZ"
squeeze from Aunt Jenny,
which may not {eel good,
are therefore ‘bad touches,
These touches are seen as
an infringement on  the
childs rights that should
|Jl_'. i’!l.ill“l]l.i![lll'.iluj' I'I:,'!'ij!‘i“'l’l.
and perhaps even report-
ed. At best, this view disre-
gards the deep affection
from which these physical expressions
usually arise; at worst, it implies that
something insidious lurks behind sim-
ple physical comtact.”

Some programs. in order to avoad the
subject of sex alogether, use animals to
try o impart their message. Abow
Golden Books' Never Talk to Strangers,
one of the best-selling children’s books
on the subject, Crewdson says, “The
hook uses what its publisher describes

the chest.




as fantasy and humor to convey its mes-
sage "in a nonthreatening way” The il-
lustrations it contains show children in
familiar settings—at home, at the store,
at the bus stop, at the playground—
when an unfamiliar and presumably
threatening character appears on the
scene. None of these strangers, howey-
er, 15 human. ‘If you are hanging from
a trapeze,” the book begins, ‘and up
sneaks a camel with bony knees, re-
member this rule if you please—never
talk to strangers!" It goes on to warn
children about grouchy grizzly bears,
parachuting hawks, a rhinoceros wait-
ing for a bus, covotes who ask the time,
cars with a whale at the wheel and bees
carrying bass bassoons.”

Crewdson continues, “The problem
with such anthropomorphic presenta-
tions 15 illustrated by a hlmstnp fea-
turing Penelope Mouse, who has an
otherwise unidentified ‘strange experi-
ence’ at her uncle Sid’s house. When a
group of schoolchildren who had been
shown the flmstrip were later asked
what 11s message was, they agreed that
sexual abuse must be a senous problem
among mice.”

Is stranger danger and the message
rlﬂ' L'I'I.IIIL‘I.'I'I,'I'L Lin A I.'I.'I.';.l._'!r'.';i I'H.,! LRI lh{"il g'llﬂ Nl
really what we want to convey? Crewd-
son thinks not. “The real problem with
sexual-abuse-prevention  programs 1s
that . . . very tew of them warn children
about the possibility of sexual abuse by
relatives, and there are almost none
that discuss parent-child incest. Those
who design such materials defend their
skittishness by pointing to the parent-
teacher protests that have sprung up
even when the most innocuous pro-
grams have been introduced into local
schools, . . . Some parents oppose pre-
vention programs on the grounds that
they ‘put ideas about sex in children's
heads.’ Others are concerned that sexu-
al-abuse prevention might somehow be
akin to sex education. Because many
parents find it hardest to acknowledge
the possibility that their children may
be at risk from family members, sexual-
abuse counselors argue that in most
cities, an incest-prevention program
would have no chance of gaining ac-
ceptance.”

Gilbert concurs, “Nobedy knows how
many children are sexually abused by
strangers. But most estimates indicate
that 30 to 90 percent of reported cases
of sexual abuse involve oflenders
known to the child.” He believes that
the available programs that purport to
teach children about sexual abuse are at
best social placebos that “may only be-
wilder small children while soothing

parental anxieties; at worst, they leave
youngsters as vulnerable as ever bu
psychologically on edge—a httle more
aware of the dangers around them and
a little less able to enjoy the innocence
of childhood.

“The resources consumed by train-
ing preschool children might be used
more constructively in programs de-
signed to sharpen the vigilance of par-
ents, teachers and other responsible
caretakers of children. This approach
would place the duty o protect chil-

dren closer to the family and the com-
|::|'|u::|'|l:}', where it hulm’lgﬁ."

We agree. But is it any wonder that
adults who will not use straight talk
when discussing sex—if they discuss
sex at all—with their children will not
only abdicate their own responsibility
to their children but also insist that sex-
ual-abuse-prevention programs be so
obtuse that they do more harm than
good?

Perhaps it is adult Americans who
need sex education.
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“CHILDREN OF THE INIGHT

Dr. Lois Lee sees the product of America's silence about sex. She
heads Children of the Night—a volunteer program in Los Angeles
that deals with child prostitutes and runaways. Most of the adoles-
cents are from white, middle-class homes and about 80 percent have
been sexually abused, often by a family member. Dr. Lee says, “Au-
thorities estimate that about a thousand kids come to Hollywood ev-
ery week. A kid who stays on the streets for a week is going to have a
brush with prostitution. Eighty percent of the kids I see have worked
as prostitutes.”

Children of the Night supplies the basics: More than 50 adolescents
every month receive clothing, emergency medical care, Social Secu-
rity cards, counseling, a ticket home or housing referrals and help
with placement in drug programs, schools, mental-health facilities
and jobs. Most important, Lee is an adult these teens can trust.

The Playboy Foundation provided funding to Children of the
Night when no other organization was willing to do so. Late last sum-
mer, a fund-raising benefit was held at the Playboy Mansion to raise
money to convert the old Van Nuys post office into a 24-bed shelter. If
you want to join the crusade for children, send a check to Children of
the Night, 1800 North Highland, Suite 128, Hollywood, California
90028, Contributions are tax deductible.
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whats happening in the sexual and soctal arenas

SATURDAY-NIGHT BREATHING

AMSTERDAM=—For reasons nol allogeth-
er clear, premature babies seem to breathe
better when fast music is piped into their
tncubatars. Most preemeature infanis suffer

respiratory problems and the music ap-
pears to increase their breathing rale. The
babies were treated to the crooming of Per-
ry Como wathow! much effect, but, arcord-
g fo a researcher, “When we changed
that to disco music, the breathing rhythm
also improved, The beatl seems to pull

them along.”
CAR WARS

DENVER—T0 win the baltle with fasi-
driving motorists, a Denver eleclronies
Sfirm has introduced a laser speed gun thai
could render police radar deteciors obio-
lete. The International Measurement &
Contrel Company, which made laser
range finders for the malilary, says that s
new speed-measuring device can be atmed
al a specific vehucle over a long distance
by means of a telescopic sight. However, it
uses so Qibtle power—less than Vs the en-
ergy of a Lazer Tag game—il won't fry
the molorist,

HERE COMES THE GROOM

COPENHAGEN—Denmark  has  become
the first country o legally recognize homo-
sextial mrt:‘ﬂ'ngr.'.. l.r:f:ﬂ'r'ng e wrdons
“registered parinerships,” the official act

grants gay couples who say "l do” exsen-
tially the same rights as marvied hetevo-
sexuals, The measure was passed by the
Danish parltament tn May by a vole of
Al =47 after a 40-year campaign v ho-
maosexwal-rights advocates,

YEAH, RIGHT

EDMONTON, ALBERTA—Local laxpayers
and some other residents of Edmonton
were surprised fo fearn that ther police
hadd been setting up prostitution arrests by
paying for private indiniduals o have al-
fegal sex. During the trial of two mas-
sage-parlor operators, testimony revealed
that a defective had supplied several men,
inciuding the [9-year-ofd brother of a po-
ficeman, with $672 for massage-parlor
servaces, which included oral sex and sex-
wal mtercourse, The brother said that he
vistted the parlor twice to get evidence bt
that he did 1t only by way of “trying to help
the police service.” A defense atltorney
comflimended another customer-uiiness
on fis “marvelous sense of public duiy.”

BUSINESS AS USUAL

NEW YorK cimy—The  Metropolitan
Transportation Authority has decided not
fo ban masturbation, deviate sexual inter-
course, sodomy or physical condact with
otfers' clothed or unclothed genilals on the
Metro-North  Commuter Raifroad —naot
that the M.TA. approves of such active-
fies. At a board meeting, the M. TA. chair-
mean noted that they are already prohibited
under state faw and T just personally feel
that this sort of thing sn't a fmoerdy for
ws. Ceond kriones, we have enough prroblems
conducting mainstream business.”

SUPPORT YOUR LOCAL BUYCOTT

LOS ANGELES—The Southern Califor-
nia affiliate of the American Crnl Liber-
ties Union 15 sponsoring a campaign to
combal fundamentalist censors, The cam-
peign, called a buyeoll, seeks to hellr eim-
batiled companies that adveriise on shows
targeled by the Reverend Donald Wild-
mon and s group CleaR-TV for con-
tammmg “incidences of sex,  fprofanily,
walence or anti-Christian stereotyping”
{“The Playboy Farum,” December), Wild-
mon advocates that his followers boveatt
the companies that adveritise on the shows;
the AC.L.U. chapter asks that people
against censorship send letéers of support

to the companies and make an effori (o
buey the preoducts that they produce. In ad-
dition, the group will boyeott the next
company that buckles under to censorshp
frressure and pulls s advertising from a
TV program.

CALL IN THE CLOWNS

TAUOMA. WASHINGTON=—An  off-duly
Army sergeant, threatened by neighbor
hood drug dealers wiile fe was barbecu-
g in his back yard, put in a call to some
Sfellow rangers, who rode to the rescue with
an arvay of personal weapons. They look
Bl defensive If;-em'f:'nrr.'. and traded more
than N vounds with the attacking daf-
ers without hitting anyone, rvaising the
question of whether the soldiers were very
good shots—or very bad ones. Two sus-
prected dealers were arvested on weapons
charges the  cafn
confiscated the soldiers’ guns, Commented
one police offtcer, “The fact that nobody
gof hurl—1it ts kind of amazing”

SEX ED

TORONTO—I1 an effort o reduce the m-
cidence of AIDS and sexually transmitted
diseases among young peaple, 47 of whom
are infected with HIV, Toronto health

il i'l-l'.lr FEAST r.r.".f il H-I'j

officials have decided to If.r!'mr cortelon
rrmr'frun".-. I I'|!|!IIII JI”_J.:'liI .'I-I".!JI'.II'.'IIl resl Poania.
A cuy medical afficer commented that
“teenagers believe themselves mmune, in-
fertile and inmortal.”




THE SEARGH FOR SEXUAL FREEDOM

A ETAVA=Y A 2T e LG one man’s story -

The frst leter from James David
Moseley arrived last April.

“Dear Sir:

“The purpose of this letter 1s to ask
for your help. 1 am being held in a
Georgia prison for the crime of sodomy
(per linguam m vagma). | committed
this act in private with my own wife.
She 1s over the age of 21. | was convict-
ed under the Georgia sodomy statute
for simple consensual sodomy—a law
that penalizes nonaggravated, nonvio-
lent sodomy between consenting adults
with a sentence of up 1o 20 years.

*Although she was an accomplice, my
wife was neither charged nor tried. |
was sentenced to a total of hve vears.
I'm to serve two years i prison and
three more on probation. Probation in
Georgia can be revoked for as little as a
traffic violation, a D.UL or an arrest
without conviction.

“My life has been virtually destroyed.
[ have lost evervthing, including my
family. I am now a convicted felon, con-
victed of a sex crime. As a result, T will
not be allowed to visit or have custody
of my children. | cannot even be
paroled to a Georgia halfway house,
since Georgia will not accept convicted
sex offenders in s halfway houses. The
state will accept convicted murderers in
the same halfway houses.

“I believe the Georgia sodomy
statute violates the Equal Protection
Clause of the 14th Amendment, is cruel
and unusual punishment under the
Eighth Amendment and violates the
basic privacy guarantees of the Federal
Constitution, I would sincerely appreci-
ate your help.”

Sodomy is against the law in 25 states
and the District of Columbia. In 1986,

the Supreme Court upheld the night of

Georgia to prolibit and punish consen-
sual sodomy between gays—the same
law that had been used o incarcerate
Moseley for heterosexual sodomy. De-
fenders of sodomy statutes always say
the law 1s symbolic, that it is never en-
forced. The cold steel bars of the Metro
Correctional Institution are very real,
as Moseley would testufy. How did this
injustice come Lo pass?

After the imual leter, Playboy con-
tacted Moseley at the Metro Correc-
tional Institution in Atlanta and asked
for more informaton. He sent a second
letter and detailed more of the circum-

stances: “Thank you for your letiers.
You've restored some of my faith. 1 am
an honorably discharged Navy veteran
with a commendation for saving the hie
of another Navy air crewman. I am a
member of the PTA. Alter hinding evi-
dence of my wife’s inhdelity, 1 went 10
see an attorney regarding divorce and
custody ol my two sons. He suggested |
move out of the house. | rented an
apartment  but  continued 1o spend
three or four nights a week at the house
to be with my sons.”

Ome night, his estranged wife asked
him to tie her up and have sex. He tied
her leet and had oral sex with her but
telt that something was wrong. He left.

“My wile brought the imbal charges.

"Had Mr. Moseley committed this
crime with a deceased donkey in
the public square, he could not
have been sentenced to as
long in prison. . . ."”

Her reasons? To get custody of our two
boys. She s a vengelul, spiteful person,”

According to newspaper clips sent by
Moselev, his wite, Bette Roberts, be-
lieved that all’s fair in divorce: She ac-

cused her hushand of two counts of

rape, two counts ol aggravated oral
sodomy and two counts of aggravated
anal sodomy for allegedly viclating her
on two separate occasions in February
1988. The jury did not buy her story (in
part because her own sister testified in
Moscley's detense that she had an ule-
rior motive in asking to be tied up: She
had learned that he had spoken with an
attorney and wanted to stage a pre-
emptive strike).

Moseley's second letter continued:
“The prosecutor [a woman] made it
seem ke 1 had committed a capital
crime— "Your mouth touched her vagmal’
she screamed. 1 didn't even know what
was going on. And [ still can’t believe all
this. It was presented 1o the jury as
I]mllgh I were the lowest, most degrad-
ed piece of scum on earth because nry
mouth touched her vagima. 1 felt h ke
some sort of human sacrifice to appease

| lnla- |'|-'

Y
o = Ha

S

BT S

il Ty

Georgia's tribal gods. What hypocrisy!
As though the prosecutor's mouth had
never touched a sexual organ!”

The jury of mine women and three
men  found Moseley  innocent, bt
Judge William H. lIson, "a sell-de-
scribed country boy” instructed them
to find him guilty of the lesser charge
because on the stand he had admitted
having oral sex with his wife.

“It’s on the law books,” Ison said, “It’s
a criminal oftense, I'm sworn to uphaold
the laws of the state of Georgia.”

Moseley was sentenced o hive years;
the Board of Pardons and Paroles later
ruled that he had o serve 30 months.
At the same time it was releasing 3000
felons—including robbers and murder-
ers—because of jail overcrowding, the
state found a place for Moseley,

We comtacted the Georgia A.C.L.LL
and discovered that four lawyers were
already working on Moseley's release.
Clive Stattord-Smith, a lawyer with the
Southern Prisoners” Detense Commat-
tee; H. Judd Herndon and Julie Edel-
son of the ACL.U: and Michael
Mears, mavor of Decatur, Georgia, hiled
a briel arguing that the ludicrous appli-
cation of the Georgia sodomy law vio-
lated the equal-protecuion clause; “Let
us review the state of play in Georgia
and decide whether any conceivable
person could think this aspect of the
{u"nl'gl.l penal law reasonable.

“Mr. Moseley was eligible for 20 years
in prison for his heinous crime. Had he
committed the same oltense with his
wile after she was dead, he could only
have received half the time. Had he
had intercourse in the courtroom dur-
ing the trial, his punishment still would
have been less. Indeed, had he chosen
not his wife, but committed his offense
with a donkey, he could only have re-
ceived one quarter the sentence. . . .
Had Mr. Moseley committed this crime
"ﬁ'il]‘l al {jt!l:l,'il!'i-l_‘.fl [i‘l.]ll.kﬂ‘_l-' ill ”‘!1'. FI-I.II'II'iI_'
square, he could not have been sen-
tenced to as long in prison as for having
oral sex with his wite. . . . The law is
patently unconstitutional as applied to
Mr. Moseley in thas case.”

In September, a judge overturned
Moseleyv's conviction, 1 effect, saving
the statuie did not apply 10 married
heterosexuals. Moseley gained his free-
dom—after 19 months in jail.

Who will be nexts
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they are—you guessed it—red-hot

AsT sPRING, Time magazine reported that according 1o
Sovier sociologist-sexologist lgor Kon, “things are
changing” in the US.5.R., that “women’s sexuality,
which was previously denied, is starting 1w be ac-
knowledged.” Prewy encouraging news, right? But not the
whole story. Here's what Time and the good doctor left out: So-
viel women are sexy, exciling, smart, beauiiful, determined and
bursting with Iife. We ought to know—we were there. In an un-
precedented expedition that wok almost two years o plan
and demanded the cooperation of more than 100 photogra-
phers, models, editors, liaison person-
nel, translators and government
officials, Playboy made the journey 1o
the Soviet Union’s most famous stretch
ol soil—Russia—and discovered the
biggest secret behind the iron curtain:
Russia’s women. For vears, Playboy
Managing Photo Editor Jeft Cohen had
been getting pitches from independent
photographers eager to make the trnip
to the land of the hammer and sickle,
but it wasn't until Gorbachey made glas-
nost a household word that Cohen de-
cided the time was right 1o take the
gamble. Selecting Russian  photogra-
pher Alexander “Sasha” Borodulin—
the son of tamed photographer Lev

Borodulin—to do the honors, Cohen at first sat Stateside, re-
viewing the film as it arrived via overseas mail. Capuivated by
whit he saw, he eventually made the 6000-mile trip himself in
order to get a closer look at just what 1t took to create a Rus-
stan pictorial, (For an account of Cohen’s delightfully reveal-
ing adventures in the Soviet Union, see page 82.) Uluimately,
we wound up with much more than just a pretty scrapbook.,
l||"| I'II]I['IF S0y, Wi Wiere i.l.I'III‘L' [13 ['Hll al l.(_"lu".' I'II_'!.'[!I!!\ iy resl. I'lﬂl'
example, almost all of our models conltessed that they adored
the U.S.—the country and its people. “1 would like very much
(CK] [iILZ.I',,' al ]“[II\Z Al I"lllll'['lli'i! ".‘.'il]l !'I:I':f (W1
eves and experience its sweet life,” one
told us, “l think Americans are kévye
[.-i1.1.'1_'|l]," saidl another 'I'hl_:f.' called us
“businesslike, cute and neat™; they la-
heled us “hard workers, warmhearted
and goed Fuys” And they were all dving
to meet us. As for sex, we had our sock-
skis knocked off as our stunning coterie
of Russian ladies candidly voiced a siz-
zling sensuality that would make some
Americans blush. “1 worship sex—I
place it on a pedestal,” one model ad-
mitted. Another confessed, " The desire
never ends.” So let it be said that the
Cold War has hinally, blisstully ended
and that beauty 15 beauty—everyuhere.

Zdravstvuyte!—or hello—from Red Square (opposite). 5t. Basils Cathedral provides a colorful backdrop for (clockwise, from top) Lena
Fiveyskova, Larisa Litichevskaya, Olga Egorova and Natasha Protasova. While Matasha works as o salesgirl in downtown Moscow, her compan-
ions here are decidedly regal: Last year, Lena was crowned Miss 21st Century in @ private beauty contest of the same name. And in the Moscow
Krasavitsa (or Beauty of Moscow) pageant—the country’s first-ever officially sanctioned beauty competition—0Olga was voted Miss Discovery
by Soviet home viewers. Above, a shot of Larisa nabbing top Krasavitsa honers, which included instant celebrity, o stash of cash and a cor.

PHOTOGRAPHED EXCLUSIVELY FOR PLAYBOY BY ALEXANDER BORODULIN




Below, meet swimmer and would-be movie star
Mana Kuchava. A descendant of Georgian aris-
tocracy—a knyazhna, as they soy—Nana likes
men who con “make a feast out of life.” And
here's another look ot pogeont winner Lorisa
(right), who proudly declares, "l want to do good
for my country” Diplomacy at its best, da?

wTas

As you can see from her photo, Anya Alekseye-
va (oppaosite, top left) prefers to ward off the
Soviet chill the old-fashioned way: doing the
bear-rug-and-fireplace routine. Top right is
Nadya Ushkova, a student from Moscow’s Insti-
tute of Energy. I like men who are smart and
charming,” says Nadya. “Fools, | don't like.”
But her real love is her pet turtle, Nad'ka (trans-
lation: “little Nadya™). Beauty is also abundant
along the Russian waterways. That's Volgo-
grads Larisa Tregubova (below Naodya), wod-
ing in the Volga River. We hear that Larisa is the
odds-on favorite to be named the next Miss
Valgogrod—a title presently held by Lena Silina
{whom you'll meet later). And taking a break
from pedaling clong the Moscow are Lena Ser-
kina {left) and Matasha Kezlova (right). Lena
wants to “find success in marriage,” while Mo-
tasha says she is thrilled that “fewer and fewer
pecple think that there is no sex in our country.”
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Who's the lucky guy in traditional Georgion garb being

bussed by Misses Fiveyskova and Litichevskaya? We never
found out, but we're sure Georgia's not the only thing on his
mind. Below left is Zhenya Manaeva, a Muscovite and os-
piring clothing designer. An admirer of Americon dating
techniques, Zhenya prefers men who are “smart, tall and
entrepreneurial.” Sasha Safonova (bottom left) has a phi-
losophy on romance that's delightfully simple: “It's impartant
for a man to be khoroshiy,” she says. In a word, that means
“good.” And meet Maorina Kozhuchova (below right), o
Moscow model. If the poster is life-size, the father of
the Soviet state was just about Marina’s height—5'10"




Flanked by soldiers outside a space museum (left) is Aksana
Prokopenko, a modeling student from “a really average So-
viet family.” About her future, Aksana waxes poetic: “The
crooked line of fate will hopefully lead me to the right
place.” When asked about her ombitions, Matasha Berke
(below left) declares, “| have a program maximum.” In
Americanese, thats “going for the big time.” Languishing
beneath the Pushkin fountain in Sochis botanic gardens is
Sveta Mikelaeva, a ballet fan and hair stylist whose idals
are Mikhail Baryshnikev and Marilyn Monrce. And Vera
Esina (bottom right), 20, has o special fontasy: to get a
taste of the sladkaya zhizn'—"good life”—in the U.5. of A.







From the province of Krasnogorsk comes
Melle Hilchenko (below), on independent
lady who prefers her men te be “outgoing,

fun-loving and laskovy (gentle).” At left is
Tat'yana Kaftunova, arhythmic gymnast from
Odessa and the current Miss Lux Model, On
the subject of Americans, Tot'yana is pos-
sionate: “l love them to ferror,” she says.
We think that means she loves us to death.

Maving clockwise around the opposite page
from top left: Heres Larisa Tregubova
again, this fime in front of the war memorial
honoring soldiers who died in the battle of
Stalingrad (now called Volgograd). And as
promised, heres 20-year-old lena Siling,
whao is currently reigning as Miss Volgograd.
(For those of you focused on vital statistics,
Lena’s sis'ki measure in ot 104 centimeters—
you do the conversions.) Settling in with
Provda by a window overlooking the
Kremlin is Inna Torosova, a 29-yeor-cld
madel from Moscow Innas  ambition:
“To feel as good spiritually as | look bodily.”
Rounding out the page is Ekaterina Kirilova,
o swimmer who frankly comments, “| don't
smoke, | don't drink ond | don't work.” Her
current unemployment is bound to change:
Shes gunning for success os o model—
“inside or outside the Soviet Union.”




keeping the sciences in the tamily:
mom is a chemist and her dod is a physi-
cist. Model Masha Shmerko (below) says
hello from the Arbat Street district
Moscow’s version of Greenwich Village.
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Picnicking in the grass just outside Moscow (left) is Vanda Rudneva, a secretary-typist who doesn't mince words. On independence: "l hope my
future husband understands | want to be a career woman”; on men: “| like attentive guys and dislike losers” (that last word communicated in
almost perfect English); on sex: “Good men, you can never get enough of; bad men, | don't deal with.” Yanda was Miss Moscow Kemsomelels—
or Miss Communist Youth— 1988, Working clockwise around this poge from cbove left are Luda Mavelokeve, o diehard Soviet pairiot whose
peeves include “stupid idiots who are in love with themselves”; Sveta Rutskaya (taking the Pepski Challenge), o university student who's ciming for

a “good position in society”; Marina Gotoviseva, who works with a joint-venture American-Soviet moviemaking company; Tanya Krasina, who
thinks guys’ looks are vsé rovno (all the same) but admits that good sex requires zaryad (o charge); and Sveta Tsegankova (in Cossack atfire—
well, almost), an avid reader and family girl who con't wait to roise o brood of her own. What kind of guys does she like? "All of them.”




The green-eyed beauty above is Tanya Stepanova, a ski bum who's into architecture. “America
is a smart nation,” says Tanya, adding that she wouldn't mind becoming personally acquainted
with a real live Yankee or two. Below. once ogain, are Misses Berko, Gotovisevo and Mikoloe-
va, soaking up the sun in Sochi on the Black Sea. And, finally, meet Lena Mosova (oppaosite),
a bookkeeper from Moscow who's on the prowl for more inspiring employment. “It doesr’t mat-
ter how little the job pays,” she says, “just as long as it's creative.” But Lena’s real dream is to
work obroad, o plan that doesn't seem to please the comrode on the wall. Do-svidaniya.
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By JEFF COLEN

HERE 1 was, travelweary and

apprehensive, in Moscow'’s She-

remetvevo  Airport, holding a

huge nyvlon duflel bag that was
oozing  womens underwear,  Bras,
panties, camisoles, the works, Up ahead
was i Sherman tank of a Soviet customs
inspector. What would she think of this
American man, traveling alone, with
suitcases containing  women’s  intimate
clothing and six pairs of high-heeled
shoes?

I had spent much of the preceding
three months trying to conceal my real
purpose lor this trip—to photograph the
women of Russia for Playboy, Now the
project seemed on the brink of disaster,
betrayed by hingere.

L

I had wanted 1o produce this feature
for two years. Once Mikhail Gorbachev
had turned his hittle crack i the iron
curtain into a great open door to the
West, | had wanted wo march through i
and capture, on [ilim, one of Russia’s most
Precious resources: s womenn.

The first order of business was 1o de-
cide whether or not anyone should know
that our photographer, Alexander Boro-
dulin (Sasha to you and me), was working
for Playboy, We scttled on a strategy ap-
propriate to U.S.—5Soviet relations—just
enough deception to cover our tracks.

Assuming that all phone calls into or
out of the USSR, were monitored and
the numbers recorded, we never spoke
on my ofhice phone. We simlarly never
referved 1o the models or the content of
the photos. After Sasha did some prelim-
inary test photos, we necded a system for
getting  the film  from  Moscow 1o
Chicago, Mail in and out of the USSR,
is regularly opened and censored, so
Sasha gave the hrst film shipment to a
rock group on s way from Moscow to
New York lor an American tour. lom
Clancy would have been proud,

The plotting intensificd when it came
time for me to make plans o join Sasha
for the main shooting sessions.  As

MISSION:
IMDLAUSIBLE

or how a playboy photo editor discovered the perils
and pleasures of doing business in the age of glasnost

where | wasn't welcome. | had supervised
shootings in the Ivy League: 1 produced
Women of 7-Eleven. Proud as [ was of this
list, none of it seemed appropriate train-
ing lor dealing with the K.GUB.

With Sasha directing the flow of paper
through friends in the bureaucracy, the
visa application process that normally
takes six weeks ook six working days. On
the seventh, 1 was en route to Moscow,

®

All the skulduggery scemed like a

ereal idea unal 1 set foo in Moscow with

the duftel bag hemorrhaging women's
underwear. 1 felt like Indiana Jones on
his final crusade, |'|:n."n|g L [rass the three
tests of wisdom before reaching the Holy
Grail: admission to the Soviet Union.
The hirst test had been passport in-
.*i]:Il_'l'IIIIZFII. '|'|'II!,'I'I' |.II.I;,' .!"!-l"'l'i.l_"f :‘-il'll!]":r' IIi-I.[l.
stared me down as if trying 1o get me 1o
combess o the '[j.'lr:uul kil]i.ng.li. I have no
tdea what he was looking for, Unlike cus-
Lannnns H"lll,'l.'['.'-i Al i_'l'l-l.!!'!i. Ill:rill!!‘i- lE'II {:HII':I.Il.':I...
for example, this lad had no computer

.F'Fn_'r-‘.lrr}":i Mu.:llalgiug Photo Editor, 1 had
produced many pictorials, a memorable
minority of which had been at places

After working in secret for months to set up our Women of Russio pictorial, Playboy's
Jetf Cohen arrived at the Moscow airport with women’s underwear and high-heeled shoes
spilling from his luggoge. What, he wondered, would the customs officers think?
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into which to plug my name. He stared. |
1“:[' ['II._'!.' |:lﬂ_":'i|_ 1y siare I]i,I.IZ'IlC. E'.IT'IH“:I-'. |:'Il.'
stamped my documents. The hrst test
WHS OVET,

Nl'!‘[[ cAame a slerner FE'I:I"I.!IIHL'.. ||:'Il.!
search tor a lugmage cart. A nearby
II[H'[l'[' Wals ]'t‘II[III!H |E'H.!rl'l IIIJ'I' LI |'||.I'I'|‘I.!. I
did not have a ruble, and there was no
change office in that part of the airport. |
offered him a dollar and reached for one
of the carts. He recoiled. Its illegal, of
course, lor a Soviet citizen 1o accept for-
CIEN CUrrency.

] ['l.'riIL'HIEH'I!'-I.'[L ]!i_l]]]:llll}'.. [!li’ll I-‘IZI |::H.'l!|l
advised by Playboy's Semor Staff Photog-
|';||hhi_'r Pompeo Posar to carry a sulficient
amount of Russia's universal medium of
exchange, Marlboro ogarettes. 1 gave
[I'H.' ]:Iﬂl'll'l' All 'III]“[]I!'[H.H] I.J:IIZ'L'. l]jl ..Hl}ll'l-
boros, which 1s akin to paying bus fare
with Krugerrands. Sull, he gave up the
cart, so 1 was on to the last trial: the or-
deal of customs check and the telliale lin-
gerie.

She loomed ahead of me, this customs
behemoth—imagine Mike Ditka's un-
married aunt. I presented my seven bags.
!"i]l.l',,' |li|!‘i:\l',,'I:E T ||Il:,' Ii]lj:l!l'!.ﬂ' E'lhl]ﬂ!f[i[rli
with no special heed. No comment, ei-
ther, on the six pairs of high heels. Bu
before long, she did hnd trouble: my
video and still cameras. Yet all I had to do
was give her the serial numbers. Seems
she was more worried that I'd make a
killing selling them on the black market
than that I might, for mstance, pho-
[‘I]HT;I]]!L Hr]"."il_'l_ WORTRET] lII! ."II.III{']'i-I'i.I.r]
panties.

The gantlet passed, | was released into
the land of Chekhov, Gorbachev and, it
turned out, beantitul women.

®

Sasha had made reservations for me at
the Rossiva, a quaimt 3200-room Moscow
hotel with all the architectural grace of a
2]-story K mart. Just a hammer toss from
Red Square, it made a convenient loca-
tion for the Russian women to Hock 1o,

Our destination for my hrst night in
Moscow was a disco where they were
crowning Mr. Moscow. The Soviets have
recently discovered the beauty pageant,
and they are seizing all opportunities 1o
hold them. Given this mania for contests,
Sasha higured that there might be some
attractive women around scoping out the
competition for Mr. Moscow.

The disco was in a distant part of the
city, in one of the charmless vertical
apartment complexes that the govern-
ment provides for Moscow's 8,000,000
I'L".‘i:ii ll:_'lll:.‘i- .I.I']l_"l'l_' Wals [ 'I.';I'.I:‘[ F}\.'I r'killi.:. (L]
neon sign, no velvet rope and, unnl we
arrwved, no cover charge. But the guy at
the front door gave us the eve and detect-
ed signs of a loreign expense account.
He demanded 20 rubles apiece.

When I walked mto the might club, |
felt as though I'd fallen through a hole
in the earth and ended up at the
Rathskeller at the Umiversity of Wiscon-
sin. These Soviet kids were wearing all
variety of jeans, pleated pants, ltahan
suits, Missomi tes, Harvard, Columbna
and N.C.A.A. Final Four sweat shirts and
classic footwear from Nike and Reebok,

Two things distinguished these young
people from their Western cousins, how-
ever. One, Bolshoi and Kirov companies
notwithstanding, these kids couldn’t
dance. Two, they couldn’t smile, at least
not with the conhdence of vour average
Amerwcan ki, When a Sowviet 1_.'n1||h
breaks into a grin, you are reminded of
the dentalwork in an N.H.L. locker
IO

While 1 was roaming the disco in a
ume-warp fog, Sasha was hard at work
locating would-be models. His modies
aperandt was no different from that used
I'lfr' or ﬁ[':l.j I 'H'ill:!r] i.[ ."il!'il.]'li'l':lllh I.H[' Ill'!l!‘-il“!ﬂ'—
tive Playmates in Atlanta, Dallas or LA,
You see an attractve young woman, give

“We posed our models
i front of St.
Basil’s and began to
shoot. Nobody stopped us.

In the new Russia, they
must have thought,
anything is possible.”

the high sign to your female assistant and
she moves in for a business conversation.
We're ‘ﬁt:l]']'t.iHH 01 A pir;lm'i:il, we think
you're very attractive, would vou like to
be a model? As Sasha predicted, the re-
sults were good that night. Even though
we never saw Mr. Moscow crowned, we
found four girls.

The disco closed around one awm,
which was about lunchtime on my jet-
lageed internal clock. Ever the consider-
ate host, Sasha suggested an afterhours
hangout where we might get a snack.
The might spot Sasha had i mind was lo-
cated on a |:|:|'g1: boat anchored in the
Moscow River. We were halfway down
the gangplank when the door 1o the club
opened and out popped two Soviet
ofhicers-—chests  bristhing with medals
and ribbons—in a T.G.LLE kind of mood.
When they saw that most of the people in
my group were Soviets, however, duty
called. Apparently, it was ofhicially OK tor
outsiders to party until dawn in Moscow,
but God forbid that a Soviet citizen
should expect the same privilege, The

othcers headed straight for our Soviet
chaufteur and started interrogating him:
Why was our group out so late? Who
were his passengers? Where was he tak-
ing us? They asked to see his papers, and
maturally, his license had recently ex-
pired. When that sin came w0 light, 1
wondered if we had eclipsed the bound-
ary of prudent pctonals, and 1 was going
to cash it in right there in Moscow

Happly, Sasha's  assistant  lgor
SN I']l‘.li ol |IHJ' I!_'I'I|_i.r|_! I!]I.H_“I:_‘I', 'I,IEIITlg
language he knew the military would un-
derstand: 50 rubles to cach ofhicer. From
each according to his means, 1o each ac-
cording to his needs,

.

Sasha selected our glasnest girls 1n a
HI';IIH':I TIARITREET. -[.]In“]l__"]l dAll I_lr'l{ll_!'l'—
ground network of agents, photogra-
phers, models and street operators, he
got the word out that he was looking for
pretty young women o photograph.
With Sasha’s network operating at full
tilt, they came to the hotel at all hours of
the day and night. The models were
bright and eager and full of excitement
over their big career opportunity. As in
maost of Europe, posing nude was never
an issue. All the women were comfort-
able with their bodies and had little or no
shvness about undressing with people
milling about the tght quarters of
Sasha’s room.

! Wik :||r|;|.r.::[l Al '||'!Il_! :I-['l.!l!{jlll'll i.:i".'l:l'l L1%
to go about our business. Sasha and 1 had
decided that the natural opening photo
for the teature was a group of our women
in Red Square, We picked four of the sex-
iest models, poured them into skintight
outhts and paraded the short distance
from our hotel 10 the Kremlin, On our
way, however, we picked up an escort;
something about the suit he wore and the
way he kept his distance—noi o close,
not oo far—convinced us that he was a
K.G.B. agent. We huddled and decided
to employ the ultiimate weapon: my video
camera. What K.G.B. agent wants West-
erners to see him on video tape? Sure
enough, I pomted the camera in has di-
rection and he disappeared, never 1o be
SCCT Agaln.

Even though we had shaken the agent,
we were concerned that he might return
with reinforcements. We kept on moving
until we had left Red Square and found
another angle on a shot with the girls and
St Basil's.

After shooting for a while, we made
another assault on Red Square. As this
waas a Sunday afternoon, the place was
teeming with people. We posed our mod-
els in fromt of 5t. Basil's and began to
shoot. Crowds of tourists, soldiers, even
Kremlin guards gathered, watched and
pointed. But nobody stopped us, asked




for a permit or credentials or even ques-
[il’]l'll'."l;‘l. L% ;II]['II,I{ i'.'lli_l_[ Wi Were l:IHi]IR. II]
the new Russia, these comrades must
I'IH (- llll: ll_lgl'll:l I'.N‘J_".'l'jﬂ..l‘lx i:'i El[]-h!‘i-i.':]ll!.
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If you rile the party, you're sent to
Siberia; but if you're a good little ap-
paratchek, vou end up in the balmy chimes
of Sochi, a spa town on the Black Sea.
After a few davs in gloomy Moscow, we
rewarded ourselves with a trip south, just
as party leaders had done before us,

Unfortunately, there was a catch, In or-
der to el to Soch, we had o I|].' Aeroflon,
which 1s Russian for winged hell. You can
forget curbside luggage check. In fact,
vou can forget luggage check altogeth-
er—this was strictly do it vourself. After
we muscled all of our bags and suitcases
up the stairs into the plane, we entered a
large cargo hold where evervbody placed
his belongings. The seats and the ap-
pointments were run-down and dirty. No
in-flight magazine, air-sickness  bag,
emergency information, headphones, air
jet or reading light. Flight anendanis?
Halfway through the flight, huge Sovier
matrons stomped down the aisles dis-
|ri.|:'|-|l'|'il|“ i,l'l-'l.'FIll E.]'Ilil []-ll[ll'll IIr] []‘i!l]‘l"l'
cups. Throughout the ordeal, my fellow
travelers sat in silence; this was the hrst
example of Soviet oppression | saw.

The redeve back to Moscow was even
worse. We left an 11 o'cdock, which turned
out to be the perfect hour to turn the
cabin lights up bright and blare canned
disco music over the speakers. The hights
and music staved on the entire time.
When we touched down—alier 1wo
asm.—and the plane rolled 1o a stop, they
hinally turned o the lights and we were
forced to grope our way from the plane
i |,1J|||]J|:_'l+: darkness, As soon as | @l
back to my hotel, I canceled my Aeroflot
Hight to Frankfurt and rebooked with
Pan Am.

Sochi itself was a different story; our
hotel resembled a resort more likely to be
im Acapulco. It had a recreational com-
plex with tennis, basketball and volleyhall
tacilinies, indoor and outdoor pools,
bowling lanes and—I wasnt ready for
this— 18 holes of miniature golf.

[ ]

With all the high rollers and the for-
I',_'IIHI'IL"I'H III! S‘I]l_’hi, llll‘,,"l'l_' WL ;II!‘HJ lhlL"[":&'
of prostitutes. It 1s not uncommaon for an

attractive Soviet woman whao 1s tired of

the drunken harassment by the men in
her life to begin selling her charms to the
1.1.'1.,';I||_|"|F ;I[]{I _!._’.I:,'I'IL'I!':I":I.' e H['IIH'H_"
Westerner or high-ranking party mem-
ber. She can expect gifts, jewelry, per-
fumes and furs, not o mention visits to
restaurants and hotels hmited 1w those
carrying hard currency. Most imporiant,

she will have the opportunity to enter
mnto relationships with educated men,
“'t]i'i |:'I ['"I.JI'Z'. |':“I i:l"“ Al l']l"il'!,'l.'!.' THEEWY
world of opportunities.

®

In search of colorful backerounds for
our pictorials, we headed for the lush
gardens in the muddle of Sochi. We found
the wonderful Pushkin fountain that had
lill'll'.l[:l‘ll"f]“!l. SWaAlls Hlil_lllll"illil'r{ wWaler Il'i]1[]
their beaks and created a terrific watery
environment for our model.

Dressed in a sheer skirt and a gauzy
blouse, she stepped into the fountain,
quickly got soaked and her charms were
exposed for all to see. Mind you, we were
in a well-traflicked area of Sochi’s main
park. Lovers strolled hand in hand, nan-
nies with small children passed by and el-
derly couples sat on the benches and
watched Sasha’s circus. A park guide
;r;i:':l.:l:':l a4 Eroup ol tourists prast i b

foumtam and explamed something of

historical signihcance. Amazingly, no one
asked the obvious question: 'What the
hell are vou doing with a naked woman
in the fountain?

We ilL]Ili_'-I'ZI a similar stunt at the hotel,
J.'.[H' e Il!;lll LW IH]'IIT‘.'G.. WAL ]]]HHH-
graphed three seminude models in and
out of the swimming pool, sliding down a
water slide and lounging by the water.
Bathers stared and some even pointed,
but no pool guard or manager mter-
vened, so0 we went ahead and ook pic-
tures, Iry that at The Beverly Hills Hotel.

There can be only one explanation for
this behavior, Soviet people must assume
that if you're photographing models in
Red Square or in a Sochi foumain, you
I'l':l'l. = [}l'l']'ﬂllh!‘iil“'l [ 1'“ SO 0Or }'HU‘]'I',,' !-i-l.ll_'ll il
big deal that vou have immunity from
any local authority. Look straight ahead,
go about your business, act cool and any-
thing 1s possible. We did, and it was.

L ]

In the short span of ten days in the So-
viet Union, 1 ran up against puzzling ex-
tremes. Nowhere have 1 found so many
].]l.!”]]ll',,' bl ] IIrl.‘-i:il-i‘l_l_'lﬁl X I'IL".;I".':I.' Ii'l_]]_]i['lH I';IL'-
fore they would budge an inch, nor have
I over I:,'I'H'[]IIT'IH_'I'I.!I'i 5S40 ][]il!'l:l-' Li'illd i_ﬂh;l
generous people. Two stories illustrare,

Early in my stay, I found mysell sitting
in a restaurant waiing for Sasha and the
rest of the entourage. | asked the waiter
tor a glass of water, and that’s just what he
brought—Iukewarm water. “Any ice?” |
mquired m my guidebook Russian. He
told me that the we machine was broken.
soon Sasha showed up and he, oo, ex-
pressed a desire for some e water. The
wailter shrugged again and headed back
woward the kitchen, Sasha, hand on his
wallet, was up like a shot and followed

him out of the room. Moments later,
both returned. “The ice machine,” an-
nounced the waiter with a smile, “is
hxed!™

Also during our Moscow stay, | was ap-
proached by one of the members of our
group who had a Favor 1o ask. It seemed
he had a friend who had been studying
English for ten yvears. Would it be possi-
ble, he wondered, for her to come by
sometime, so that she could practice
speaking the language? 1 agreed, and
the next night, a very sweet Soviet wom-
an presented hersell, apologizing pro-
tusely tor her ternible Enghish, which was
i.lh-l]'lll e 1i:|r1:'r; |]l'|11"|' :l].'l!'l i | {,;E'IIII:,'LIHH
schoolteacher’s. We had a pleasant hour
of conversation, she thanked me profuse-
Iy and left.

Later on in our stay, | was told that the
woman needed 1o see me again 1o prop-
r.':l']}' thank me. | insisted that no !i]:u_'i,'i;||
thanks were necessary, that the talk had
been enjovable for me, wo. But, no, she
TTLESE COamee [0 S0 Ie OO0 miore [IIII'Il.'. [
agreed. She arrived carrying a small par-
cel in her hand. She asked me to unwrap
it, and inside I found a beautiful hand-
painted box that she insisted I take home
1o my wile. I was astonished, and deeply
touched, at the value this woman had

placed on her time with me.
L

With the photo shoots successfully con-
cluded, I began packing for the trip
home, 1 was leaving behind maost of the
clothing and sundries I'd taken over, so |
wis looking torward to a hight load on the
return journey. But with Sasha doing
things in his usual big way, out came
bags and boxes of souvenirs, and in no
li.]l:ll!.. l‘ll}' ]lll_;gi-lt.;l.! Woal® 1'1';|r!11[11_'1| 'Iu\'lll:l'l.
hand-painted dolls, Soviet propaganda
posters, scarves, fur hats, Lenin medals
and banners, T-shirts, old lithographs
and vodka.

The most problematic nem 1 had o
carry home, however, was an envelope
contamming ten rolls of processed hlm
with images of nude Soviet women. Talk
about sensitive souvenirs. Even as we
speak, the K.G.B, 15 probably chilling an
ice block in Siberia for the next Western-
er who tries 1o pull off this kind of photo
assignment.

Where 1o stash the hlm? After much
thought, 1 settled on the April 10, 1989,
issue of Tine magazine—a special edi-
tion on the new US.S.R. It seemed very
suitable: the nude USSR, salely sand-
wiched by the new US.5.R. Call it a blow
tor improved Soviet-American under-
standing, Clasnaost torever!
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“Daddy, there’s something I have to tell you.”




A VALENTINE FROM

TOM ROBBINS

KIssinG is our greatest invention. On the
list of great inventions, it ranks higher
than the Thermos bottle and the
Airstream trailer; higher, even, than
room service, probably because the main
reason room service was created was so
that people could stay in bed and kiss
without starving.

Mirrors are a marvelous invention, as
well, yvet their genesis didn't require a
truckload of imagination, the looking
glass being merely an extension of pond
surface, made portable and refined.
Kissing, on the other hand, didn't imitate
nature 5o much as it restructured it. Kiss-
ing molded the face into a new shape
called the pucker, and then, like a rene-
gade fruit welder soldering scoops of
muskmelon to halves of cherries, it com-
bined puckers. Made them compatible.
Interchangeable. Malleable. And animat-
ed them. Thomas Edison, turn off vour
dim bulb and take a hike!

Tradition informs us that kissing, as
we know it, was invented by medieval
knights for the utilitarian purpose of de-
termining whether their wives had been
tapping the mead barrel while the
knights were away on Crusades. If histo-
ry is accurate (for once), the kiss began as
an osculatory wire tap, or oral snoop, a
kind of alcoholic chastity belt, after the
fact. Form is not always faithful to func-
tion, however, and eventually, kissing for
kissing’s sake became popular in the
courts, spreading to tradesmen, peasants
and serfs. And why not? For kissing is
fun and kissing is sweet. It was as if all
the atavistic sweetness remaining in civi-
lized, Christianized, Western man were
funneled into kissing and kissing alone.

Kissing is the supreme achievement of
the Western world. Orientals. including
those who tended the North American
continent before the land developers ar-
rived from Europe in the 16th Century,
rubbed noses, and millions still do. Yet,
despite the golden cornucopia of their
millennia—they gave us yoga and gun-
powder, Buddha and pasta—they, their
multitudes, their saints and sages never
produced a kiss. (The Rig Veda, a 4000-
year-old Hindu text, makes reference 1o
kissing, but who knows the precise na-
ture of the activity to which the Sanskrit
word alludes? Modern Asians have taken
up kissing much as they've taken up the
fork, though so far, they havent im-
proved upon it as they usually do with
the things that they adopt.)

Kissing is the Hower of the crnlized
world. So-called primitives, savages, Pyg-
mies and cannibals have shown tender-
ness to one another in many tactile ways,
but pucker against pucker has not been

their style. Tropical Africans touched
lips, you say? Quite right,; many of them
did, as did aboriginal peoples in other
parts of the world. Ah, but although their
lips may have touched, they did not
linger. And the peck is a square wheel,
inchoate and slightly ominous. With what
else did Judas betray our savior but a
peck, terse, spit-free and tongueless:

Kissing is the glory of the human spe-
cies. All animals copulate, but only hu-
mans kiss. Parakeets rub beaks? Sure
they do, but only little old ladies who
murder schoolchildren with knitting
needles to steal their lunch money so that
they can buy fresh kidneys for kitty cats
would place bird billing in the realm of
the true kiss. There are primatologists
who claim that apes exchange oral affec-
tion, but from here, the sloppy smacks of
chimps look pretty rudimentary: They're
probably just checking to see if their
mates have been into the fermented ba-
nanas. No, random beast-to-beast snout
friction may give narrators of wildlife
films an opportunity to plumb new
depths of anthropomorphic cuteness, but
it doesn't cut the cherub-flavored mus-
tard in the osculation department.

Psychologists claim that talking to pets
is a socially acceptable excuse for talking
to ourselves, That may say something in-
teresting about those of you who kiss
vour pets, but you shouldn't let it stop
you. Smooch your bulldog if you're so
inclined. Buss vour sister, your brother,
vour grandpa and anybody’s bouncing
baby. No kiss is ever wasted, not even on
the lottery ticket kissed for luck. Kiss
trees. Favorite books. Bowling balls. Old
Jews sometimes kiss their bread before
eating it, and those are good kisses, too.
They resonate in the ether. The best kiss-
es, though, are those between lovers, be-
cause those are the consequential ones,
the risky ones, the transformative ones,
the ones that call the nymphs and satyrs
back to life, the many-lavered kisses that
we dive into as into a fairy-tale frog pond
or the warm whirlpool of our onigins.

The fact that we enjoy watching others
kiss is probably some sort of homing in-
stinct. In any case, it explains the popu-
lar appeal of Hollywood and Paris. Who
can forget the elastic thread of saliva that
for one brief but electrifving second con:
nected Yvonne De Carlo to Dan Durvea
in Black Bart? And Joni Mitchell’s line
“In France, they kiss on Main Street” set
thousands of the romantically fascinated
to packing their bags for Orly.

Where would lovers be without the
kiss? No other flesh like lip flesh! No
meat like mouth meat! The musical clink
of woth against woth! The wonderful
curiosity of tongues!

LET’S TIPTOE
THROUGH THE
TWO LIPS

ILLUSTRATION BY MEL DDOM
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PLAYBOY IS PROUD TO PRESENT A PORTFOLIO OF PAINTINGS
BY ITS RENOWNED CONTRIBUTING ARTIST DENNIS MUKAI
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spared. For me, n's what s missing—sometimes there's nothing

there and the eve has o bl i Mok acknowledges that com-
parisons between hom and las Lve teacher and oend, Patrck
Nagel, are inevitable, Hattering and occasionally Trustrating
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miss february is a

canadian all-star with

an all-american dream

b.L. BEAUTY

THE GREATER vancoUuveER Water District denies it, but there must be something in the ciy’s
drinking water. Vancouver, Canada’s third largest city and the jewel of British Columbia, used
to be a rugged lumber-mill town. Now its principal export seems o be beautiful women. One
of Playboy's greatest beauties, 1980 Playmate of the Year Dorothy Stratten, was a Vancouver
girl. Ditto the reigning Playmate of the Year, Kimberley Conrad, Mrs. Hugh Hefner, and sev-
en other Playmates. Now comes Pamela Anderson, a native of nearby Ladysmith, who moved
from tiny Comox, B.C.. to Vancouver a couple of vears ago and now steps onto our centerfold
as British Columbia’s newest jewel. As a towheaded teen in Comox (population 6000-plus),

Do you recognize the fountain?
It's at the Pasadena mansion
that was the scene of a
Dynasty wrestling match be-
tween Joan Collins and Linda
Evans. Its latest visitor is Miss
February, Pamela Anderson,
the pride of British Columbia.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY STEPHEN WAYDA AND ARNY FREYTAG




Pamela first became famed as a
volleyball player. She starred for
the British Columbia Provinecal
Team, a squad of all-star spikers
who took on the best prep volley-
ballers in the land. Shortly there-
after, the sports-minded Pamela
took in a B.C. Lions loothall game
in Vancouver and made a national
spectacle of herself. Duded up in
blue, the 5'Lf_fn'=|[ll1':: color of La-
batt’s Beer—she was then living in
a house with a couple of Labait’s
emplovees—she caught the eyve of
a natwonal-TV cameraman. Foot-
ball fans all over Canada called the
network to inguire about the side-
line stunner at the Lions game.
Next thing she knew, Pamela was a
Labatt’s poster girl. “Things start-
ed happening fast,” she says: other
posters, print ads, TV commer-
cials. To keep her wits about her,
she kept a journal in which she
recorded her experiences. “This is
the beginning of a new life for
me,” she wrote. She moved from
Comox to the big town across the
strait of Georgia. In Vancouver,
she worked as a model and studied
airline routes in her spare time.
she got her cerufication as a travel
agent, just in case her plans for an
even bigger move didn't work out.

"Conada is more traditional than
America,” says Pamela. “Making

love is more private—something
you don't talk about. Down here,
its more . . . public. I'm not
against that, but | am a Canadian.

| don't just show it off all the time.”
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“Hollywood people are dreamers.
Always grabbing for something
big,” says Miss February, newly set-
tled in Cahtornia. “I'm a dreamer,
too. 5o | guess [ belong here.” Her
patrons—one 1s the ex-mate of a
pop diva—have arranged acting,
voice and dance lessons for Pame-
la, who dreams of grabbing an Os-
car. She now studies scripts the way
she once pored over airline sched-
ules, and more than one casting di-
rector has told her she is sure to go
far. This, though, is her first bhig

break. I hope that when people

see me in Playboy,” she says,
“they’ll see more than the surface.
| hope they'll see a Comox girl
:'L';u'hlr:lg tor a dream.”




“I may be a little old fashioned,
but | like to have fun. One of my
goals is to moke love in every
country in the world.” Asked how
close she is to her ambition, Pame-
la laughs. “I've got only two so far,
but | told you—I'm a dreamer”
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PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

A man walked into a brothel and said he wanted
a girl. “Harry, grease up Linda!l” the madam
velled up the stairs. “That'll be a hundred
bucks,” she told the customer.

“That’s a hittle too steep for me,” he admitted,

“Harry, grease up Mary!™ the madam shouted.
“She's fifty bucks.”

“Can't afford her, either,” the man said 5;!1’"1.'.

“Harry, grease up Sophwe!”™ The madam
turned hopefully 10 her customer. “Twenty-hve
dollars="

“Sorry,” he said, hanging his head.

“Well, how much de vou havez"

“Two bucks.”

“Harry,” she ordered, “grease up!”

=
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The t v-cved wid ked the attorney about

her late husband’s will. “I'm sorry,” he sad, “but
he left all he had wo the Comtented Home for Poor
Widows."”

I.'I_l,il,:l‘l_ ".'.'I'l ;,l_t ;,['I;H ]l_li !r]l_‘.:'" .'ill{' ':L?;Iv:.!'fl.

“You were all he had.”

What's the difference between a Seventh Avenue
garment buyer and a pit bull? Jewelry.

As he conducted his investigation of a deadly
five-car accident, Detective Cook spotted a mon-
key sitting on the hood of a wrecked car. When
he was ready to leave, he put the animal in his car
and drove toward the county zoo. I wish vou
could tell me what happened back there,” the cop
mused. The monkey nodded its head. “OK, what
happened?” Cook asked. The monkey raised ns
hands to 1ts mouth in a drinking motion. “5o they
were drinking. Is that all?” The monkey shook its
head and brought its hand to its mouth, pretend-
ing to smoke, “So they were drinking and smok-
ing. Is that all?" The monkey shook its head and
brought its hands together in a fucking motion.
“Ah, they were drinking, smoking and fucking,”
Cook said. “And what the hell were you doing?”
The monkey raised 1ts hands in a driving motion
and craned its neck over its right shoulder.

What's the most popular bra size in 5t Peters-
burg? Thirty-eight long.

A guy went 1o his psychiatrist complaining that
I'II;_" ".'.'{:Ikl_' LIr SCT ] I'IIIFJH cvery ||i1.{|1l '.|'l M1 El]“.‘.l'l'lil[-
ing dreams: First he would dream he was a wepee,
then he would dream he was a wigwam.
“Doctor, what should T do?”
“Well, first of all,” the doctor replied, “relax.
You're two tents.”

It was the year 2059 and medical miracles had
become commeonplace. Brian saw his friend Sam
emerge from a doctor's office with a peculiar ex-
pression on his face.

“Is the news good or bad?” Brian asked.

“Both,” Sam replied. “The good news s, I'm
finally pregnam.”

“Thats wonderful. Congratulations!” Brian
gushed, "What's the bad newsz”

“My obstetrician doesn’t do C sections.”

Insiders report the real reason Exxon suspended
i[:‘i H[]L"I'i_l.l“ M1 i A J:I!-ikil Walls &0 llliﬂ 1L €Ol IE'. hl'g][‘l
the cleanup of its service-station rest rooms.

One night, an angel walked mmto a bar and ap-
proached three men on barstools. 1o the first, the
angel said, “If vou believe in me enough o give
me twenty dollars, 1 can promise you everlasting
life.”

“I'm an atheist and don’t believe in :1113.1_‘1‘:|:-‘.," he
said, getting up to leave,

The angel made the same offer to the second
man. “Well,” the fellow said, scratching his chin,
“I'm an agnostic and 'm not sure if I believe in
you or not, but here’s twenty dollars.”

The angel then walked up to the third man.
“I'm Jim Bakker and I heard your offer,” he said.
*1 don't care whether vou're an angel or not—just
show me the trick with the agnostic and Ull give
vou fifty bucks.”

A woman with fertiliny problems was complain-
ing to her husband of her hopeless desire 1o have
children.

“Well, honey,” he said consolingly, “we can al-
ways go for those frozen embryos.”

“Frozen embryos!” she exclaimed. “1 don’t even
like TV dinners.”

WH}' don't masochists drink? It dulls the pain.

While sitting in the vet'’s waiting room with his
cat. a man saw a woman walk in with a very hand-
SOne HHI[ |.I:,.'['I I'I',,'I'I'il:"fl!l'.

“That's a beautiful animal, and so tnisky,” he
said to her. “He can’t be sick. What's he here for, a
shot?™

*No, not a shot,” she said.

“He's sick? What's wrong with him:”

“He has syphilis.”

“Syphihs? How did he get syphilis:”

“Well, he Selys he ol it ofl 2 tree”

Heard a funny one lately? Send &t on a posi-
card, please, 1o Party Jokes Editor, Playboy,
680  North  Lake Shore  Drive,  Chicago,
. 6061l 3100 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.
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v THE TIME you hit 15, you lost
count of the boys who've come in
your hand. There are plenty
vou've jerked oft intentionally, too.
But you lose count of the ones who
grabbed vour hand when they
needed . The one who did n
Christmas Eve in St. Patrick’s to O
Come All Yo Faithful. When it happened
in a Stngray Corvette, you thought he
was downshifting. Once, you got it wait-
ing in line at a funeral. Some you couldn't
call hand jobs. Some were thigh jobs.
Boys pressed into you by the lockers and
in elevators—elevator jobs. There was a
dance called the hsh, where you held
each other close and didnt move vour
feet—hsh jobs. Sulhoueltes was a 3;4:-::-(’[
song for that. On Daddy Coeel, the Hip
sicle, you could dry off and get ready for
the next one. There were torearm jobs.
Dry humps, wet humps. Evervbody's
smelled different. It smelled like ammao-
nia, Chinese food and blue stuff vour
dad poured into the car. Vic's was green,
oozy green, thicker than rubber cement.
Smelled like lima beans. Even when you
loved him, there was nothing positive
yvou could say about i. All those sweet
boys shaving once a week, grabbing your
limp, unwary hand, pressing their dicks
into it. Somebody’s, Harry's maybe, had
sparkles in it. Somebody's glowed.

Those vears, you were always looking
for z.uu:u:lhing Lo '.'.'i}ll,; VOur hand on. It
happened mostly in the movies and in
cars. In the movies, you'd be distracted,

just something he needed and used. Alt-
erward, it felt edgeless, like a warm clam.
You shipped your hand away You both
pretended not to notice. You never men-
tioned it. But what do vou do with a
handful of jism at Loew's 83rd on a Sat-
urday might when the lights are going
ups Some passed vou a battered hand-
kerchief without looking at you. Some
didn’t. Then the lights would be up and
vou'd be stuck there, blinking. There
yvou'd be with a handful ot pearly, acnd,
tacky psm leaking through the hngers of
vour cupped hand, and suddenly, afier
vour power had made this possible for
him, it was your problem. Where should
it go? Into the popcorn container? Under
the velver seat with hard Jsm anel gumrs
After a while, you didn't think twice
about rubbing it on their coats. You liked
watching it sink into their sleeves.

Nobaody cared if you got off or not. Aft-
er, they'd walk you home and vou'd talk
about the movie. They'd keep their
hands in their pockets. At the apartment
door, they'd want to kiss you good night
but not know how. So you'd say, “Thank
you for a lovely evening,” just the way
vour mother told you to, and extend your
dry hand. Some would ask you out again.
Some wouldn't. It was impossible o tell
which ones would. After a while, you
learned to be wary of boys who folded
their coats in their laps.

But the ones you liked. What a strange
thing to be able 1o touch it and make it
grow. It was magic. Your hnger was a

“tongue,” “wet,” and watch it inflate like a
pool toy. You loved the boys who groaned
but loved best the ones who groaned and
touched you back. Touched you harder
Ell.'!.' |HHHI;:I' i[ wentL omn. ]";.i.:‘i-H'!.'El. YL,
Touched your hair.

Harry was hrst. He told vou vou could
get out of his car and walk home if you
didn't. You were dying to anyway. You
couldn't wait. So yvou pretended to sac-
riice vourself. What kind of culture
makes it possible tor a boy to legally drive
before he knows how to unhook a bra?
Behind water towers, on deserted winter
docks, in parking lots at night, on the liv-
ing-room couch, behind the washing ma-
chines, up in atucs, 1n mawls’ rooms on
'i'hur.h:l:q-.'h. At the drive-in.

“That’s a really shitty thing to do, Har-
ry, you said. “l can't walk home from
here.” Then you unhooked your bra for
him and prepared vourselt tor surprise.
Who would have known you could
laugh? It wasn't anything like 79 Park
Avenue or Lady Chatlerleys Lover. Who
would have known it was fun? Why had
vou held out so long? Harry's was thick,
pearly, thicker than its metaphor cream.
You stared at the glitter in your hand.
Each dot a baby. Each dot a wasted hu-
man being. Ten million sperm, more
than the population of New York Ciy
What wastrels. What squanderers. Such
decadence. You left it on tennis courts,
lawns of strangers, park benches, dry-
docked boats, tool sheds. Your bed. Then
his bed. Then his mother’s bed. Then

close encounters of the sticky kind By PATRICIA VOLK

and suddenly, Eddie, Larry, Jelf or Steve
would grab your hand and there it would
be, the hardest, softest thing in the
world. The most vulnerable, terrifying
thing there was. Smooth, tngling,
changing because of you and your pow-
er. Sometimes they'd slap your hand over
it. Sometimes they'd squeeze your hand
over it. Sometimes they'd use your hand
to rub it. Your hand was neutral. The boy
told it what to do. It wasn't part of vou,

magic wand. You could wouch it to the
soft, pink doughboy helmet, the blind ba-
by rat. You could touch it with vour magic
wand and—presto!—it would change in-
to something else. After a while, you
learned you could talk it up. You didn't
have to use your hand. You used words.
“Hot,” you would whisper to Harry
“Lips.” "Thighs.” Then you'd watch it get
hard. It would suck up its wheels and
take off. “Mouth,” you'd say “Warm,"

ILLUSTRATION BY EVERETY PECK

the ulumate—vour mother's bed. You
worked yvourself into frenzies. You could
have lit the world. But no matter how
much you got, you always wanted more.
Like all guys, Harry was happy once he
shot his wad. A couple of years later, you
found out, l||m:|gi'|. "ilnm_'hﬂqu.' was happy
to teach you. Somebody couldn't wait to
show you what was in it for you.

t
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“How would I love thee? Let me count the ways . . . faster, gentler, stronger, defter,
cuddlier, snappier, sweeter, softer, spicier, ,'i.!'ﬂr"rrrm'r, quicker, quainter, guirkier,
tastier, stouter, richer, firmer, cheerier, wilder, giddier, dizzier, junmﬁ
racier, rowdier, smarter, sneakier, .‘mﬂerr, quieter, kinder. . . ."”




Pamella Bordes,
ex—Miss India and
an admitted callgirl,
filled tabloids with
tales of dalliance
with high-placed
Brits, Libyans and
Saudi arms dealer
Adnan Khashoggi.

Barney's Frank
about being gay, but
word that a male
hooker the Con-
gressman had be-
friended had run

a bisexual prosti-
tution ring from

his digs (left)

shook him.

READ
MY LIPs!

Everybody's favorite scene from When
Harry Met Sally . . . has Meg Ryan expertly
faking an orgasm for an incredulous Billy
Crystal—and other patrons of a New York
deli. One fascinated customer, who's played
by director Rob Reiner's mom, tells her
waitress: "I'll have what she's having.”

LOWE PROFILE

First he partnered a Snow White clone
at the Oscars; two months later, Rob
Lowe was accused of seducing a
teen—and taping the action. The video
everybody saw, however (below left),
recorded a different encounter. Rob's
next film: Bad Influence.

Rob Lowe Sex Scandal
= The Shocking Story
Behind His Hotel Room
Video With 16-Year-0Oid

1l waa ihe waril blasdai of Bob
I'lllhuilnl- alier




THE

YEAR

T

X

the splits, the scandals, the prat

falls of 1989

ART ATTACK

EREAKING UP IS HARD TO DO

It was a big year for ruptured romances, in-
cluding the 13-year ligison between Clint
Eastwood and Sondra Locke, during all
of which, court papers revealed, she was
married to another man, who lived in the
Hollywood Hills house Clint gave her.

Would-be censors have been battering the art
world—with mixed results. An exhibit of photos by
the late Robert Mapplethorpe (left), some of them
homoerotic, was dropped by Washington's Cor-
coran Gallery, which feared loss of Mational
Endowment for the Arts funds. Senator

Jesse Helms did

try, with some
success, to ban
Federal funding

for “obscene”

art; already the

NEA has ‘with-
drawn a previ-
ously approved
$10000 grant for

an art show about
the impact of AIDS.
Officials at the Chi-
cago Fublic Library Cul-
tural Center posted a
warning sign near Eric
Fischl's Boys at Bat but
left the painting of the
nude ballplayer (inset,
right) on the wall.
Officials at ‘Yosemite
MNational Park removed
photos by ex—Playboy
photographer Ken Mar-
cus from a park gallery
on the ground that his
portrayals of nature,
such as the shot at right,
were all too naturel.




SAVE WATER;
SHOWER
WITH

A FRIEND

And this one is guar-
anteed never to sing
off key! The lady is
actually a sculpture
in marble dust and
apoxy, a 12-year
labor of love by Carol
Feuerman, who coat-
ed the statue with
100 layers of paint.

BREAKING UP IS A BIG ADJUSTMENT

The marriage of chiropractor Bruce Oppen-
heim and Cybill (Moonlighting) Shepherd
went out of alignment (grounds: irreconcil-
able differences) after 22 months of wedlock
and the birth of twins, Ariel and Zachary.

The New York Times reports that
when Wade Boggs took Margo
I'VE Adams along with him on road trips,
BEEN he batted .341. When Mrs. Boggs ac-
companied him, his average was .221.

CENSORED B

LOVE AT FIRST BYTE

M'Adam & Eve Erotica, an animated software program for
Macintosh computers, comes complete with varied sound
effects and sells for $59.95 in stores or from Magnetic
Arts, 6363 Christie, #2106, Emeryville, California 94608,
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lilincis tourism officials tried

to yank this advertisement
lauding Chicago's role in publish-
ing history from Time's European edi-

tion. Happily for some 400,000 readers,
the ad with its vintage Vargas girl ran anyway.




ANDY'S GRECIAN
FORMULA

lished nudes of girl-
friend Dimitra Liani,
Greek prime minis-
ter Andreas Papan-
dreou divorced his
American-born
wife, lost an elec-
tion and married
the ex-stewardess.

After papers pub- E[EHHBEPU:

AT LAST, THE PERFECT BLOW JOB

The ideal escort for the lonely lady? Gregory is
an inflatable bust that was marketed early this
year by San Francisco's The Sharper Image.

Cher's on a roll, even though the Navy did a dou-
ble take after eying the tattoo-revealing outfit she
ware in If | Could Turn Back Time, a video shot on

the U.S.5. Missouri. Her six shows at the Sands
SHE'LL HAVE SEVEN Emr OVA EASY Atlantic City sold out—at a record $200 per seat.
Mary Sue and Junior Lewis Davis battled

over custody of frozen em-
bryos. She won.

Uiy
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BREAKING UP
A ROYAL PAIN

Britain's  Princess
Anne and Captain

Mark Phillips made

it official: After 15
years of marriage,
they're separating.
Earlier in the year, let-
ters written to the
princess by a royal
equerry were stolen, to the
titillation of tabloid readers.




BREAKING UP
CAN BREAK
THE BANK

Movie magnate
Steven Spielberg
and actress Amy
Irving ended their
marriage with,
reportedly. a mul-
timillion-dollar set-
tiement. Gossips
immediately linked
the hot-shot director
with other stars,
notably Kate Capshaw
and Holly Hunter.

DIFFERENT FOLKS vey. a majority HEY, THERE, GORBY'S GIRLS

ing magazine SUTEEE o omen. Giving new meaning to the phrase boob
1':' H El“:.!rlc"l IQ 'E.I'I':-"Q' r‘-.lll:' L 2 r = g =

According bout 58X while CY cling during SEx- lube, a model exits Moscow's subway. The
of men think 2 \hink about GYCTE photo's in a calendar shot by Queen

on the © : Elizabeth’s lensman cousin, Lord Lichiield.

NO! CALCUTTA! BUBBLE TROUBLE

Red-faced Oricle infielder Bill Ripken
blames prankster scribblers for turning his
baseball card into a collectors item.
Fleers, the bubble-
gum folks, may have
released as many as
3000 before noticing
the offending words.

Twenly years after it was first raised off-Broadway, the cur-
tain finally came down on the nudie review Oh! Calcutta!
al New York City’s Edison Theater. World-wide grosses
topped $100.000,000.




RUB-A-DUB-
DUB, TWO GIRLS
INATUB

What's a fan in
Cannes to do
when he tires of
movies? Check
out the Sexiest
Bath Contest.

CRACKER CRACKDOWN CRUNCHES HUNCH

Soul singer Bobby Brown speaks sizzling body language—but
his “hunching” on stage with a woman recruited from the audi-
ence in Columbus, Georgia, got him arrested for lewdness.

READ MY
SUBPOENA!

KEEPING UP WITH
HIS JONESES

When Katherine Berkery filed suit
claiming that Tom Jones had sired
her son, Jonathan Jones Berkery,
during a brief visit to New York in
1887 the singer agreed to un-
specified sums in child support.

JACK
IN THE BOX

Karen Mavyo-

Chandler spilled

the beans about

: her steamy affair

BREAKING UP with Jack Nichal-
IS ANOTHER b son—and shed

KIND OF CLEAVAGE her clothes for a

sizzlin ictorial
Screen goddess Raquel Weich told the National En- that mgm,_ ﬁ'le chill

quirer that career pressures had forced her and her off December for
writer/producer husband, Andre Weinfeld, to sepa- Playboy readers.
rate. But they're still partners in Total Video, Inc., :

which is releasing her new diet-and-exercise tape. \




<My new number is 259-0373.
- And I drink Johnnie Walker”

An omitted area code (213) caused phone snafus, but callers
who try to ring this billboard beauty get a provocative message
about where and how she drinks Johnnie Walker. Similar ads
featured men; the response doubled company expectations.

HOT SEAT

Push those pedals and the world turns; his

$6000 Orbicycle, sculptor Ted Rosenthal says, -

“combines exercise and sexual stimulation” for : MR. MOM

those who are "busy, oversexed or on the run.” b After his death at 74, jazz
musician Billy Tipton (in
center of his trio, above)
was revealed to be fe-
male—to the surprise of
his'her fellow musicians,
not t©o mention his/
her three adopted sons.

KISS ‘N’ SELL,
OR
OH, SHUT UP!

Confessional volumes litter
bookstores as celebs chum
out memaoirs. Shelley Winters
says Marilyn Monroe washed
lettuce with Brillo. Klaus Kinski
got V.D. more often than others
get colds, Sammy Davis Jr. dug
porn stars. Roseanne Barr re-
calls teen sex. Cyndy Garvey
finds a sexy secretary and a
sofa bed in hubby Steves
office. And Andy tattles on

v everybody, but you have Right-wing cleric Donald

the low-down on the
dirt the late artist dish-
es out: The Andy
Warho! Diaries were
published minus Index.

v a Hlﬂf B = o0 Wo Dook to oot
¥ B . !

Wildmon, threatening boy-
cott, got Pepsi to pull its
Madonna commercials be-
cause he found her Like
a Prayer video “repug-
nant to all Christians.”




VIC, DIDJA READ
THE CARE
LABEL?

Victor Skrebnes-
ki has shot so
many Chicago
International
Film Festival
posters that
his prop
T-shirt is
reduced

to a rag.

For the
fest's
25th,

here's

his

nud-

est

yet.

SAYONARA, SOUSUKE-SAN

Japan's first political sex scandal helped topple Prime I'VE BEEN
Minister Sousuke Uno from office when former

geisha Mitsuko Makanishi went public with her story QFEEHFQEEF
of a five-month affair with the politico, during which

he failed to show her proper respect as her patron.

TORI! TORI!
TORI!

We've lost count
of porn super-
star Tori
Welles's cred-
its, but they
include
such titles as
Night Trips,
The Chame-
leon, The Out-
law, The Invisible
Girl and (inset,
with Joey Sil-
vera) Com-

ing of Age.

BREAKING UP
REQUIRES A YARDSTICK

Olympic diving champion Greg
Louganis (above left) ftried
to evict housemate/manager
Jim Babbitt, citing fear of
possibly embarrassing reve-
lations. The judge let Jim
stay—at a 500-foot distance.




“I am a very happily married man. So, please, Angela,
do not cut the thread with your teeth.”







GRAPEVINE

D.A.D. Is H.O.T.

[D.A.DD. hails from Copenhagen. The band just finished an American club
tour, bul you'll be able to find it on vinyl on its American debut album, Mo
Fuel Left for the Pilgrims, *Rock and roll is carloonish and we want to
keep it that way,"” says D.A.D.
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She Feels the Earth Move

MARTIKA's cover version of an old Carole
. King t:m: I Feel the Earth Move was all
N Lg% | L y over the radio last fall. She's currentl
IS.ThEI"E a Doctor - e ¥ ' working on a new album, and if 1,'-:]:
in the House? - N are in Miami in March, catch her
Attention, nurses: Please don’t . - A at Calle Dr‘:ﬂ' ta Ay mgs&a_]}
wrile us testy letters Actress ; = PR e e ke
MARY LEE ANDRES plays a
nurse in Beverly Hills Vamp (as
in vampire), staming Britt Ek-
land. Will Mary Lee be avail-
able with tea and sympathy if
we get sick this winter?

ll

PALIL BATHERPHOTO RESERVE

© DaN GOLDEN




Russell’'s Got
Muscle

BRENDA RUSSELL's
songs have been sung
by Roberta Aack and
Donna Summer. But
when Brenda sings her

Zing Went
His Strings
STEVE STEVENS'
guitar work has been
heard everywhere
from Billy Idol's
albums to the Top
Gun sound track to

]
i
=0 S

Jip

=

L T

own on Get Here, you
can really hear their 98 - Ric Ocasek's solo
power. She's cook- | S LP. Now on his own
iNg up a new - ?‘ record, Sfeve Slevens
album. . Afomic Playboys, the §
. - guitar whiz wails. |s

PALIL WATHS
PHOTE RESCRVE ING

VEE9 MARE LENTUL

- — CamFra,
S Action!
! e Doesn’'t every actress
dream of being
wrapped in celluloid?
LISA SAXTON certainly
managed fo gel our
attention. If you missed
her big-screen debut in
Opening Night, close
your eyes and imagine
your own four-
star movie,
while Lisa
waits for
the real
thing.

A Rose Is a Rose Is a Rose

Every day, Guns n' Roses’ AXL ROSE fights con-
troversy and makes music. He says what he likes
even if no one else likes to hear it. The band had
four heady days in October opening for the
Stones in L.A. and is now working on a follow-up
album to Appefite for Destruction. These guys are
too savwwy to destruct.

© MICK CHARLLES




POTPOURRI

FLIK FLAK

Know someone celebrating one of those
biggrie anniversaries or birthdays such as
the bag 4-07 Instead of giftimg him with a
cake draped in black, check out Flik-
Baks—30-mimue VHS tapes showing
newsreel footage from 1930 (G0-vear cele-
bration), 1940, 1950, 1955, 1960 and 1965.
The price for a FlikBak is $19.75, post-
pad, and a call to 800-541-3533 gets you
vour favorite year in the mail pronto,

LET THERE BE LIGHT YEARS

For 30 vears, Douglas Kirkland has cap-
wured on hlm the essence of some of the
OH! OH! OLIVIA world’s most FH_.:ullilill 1.-.':mll:rra—]i;al.'{iul,
Monroe and I;L}'h:l:r_ L0 MAme Jusl a e
Readers of this m:lg:l.n'.inr. need no imroduction 1o the sensuous artwork of And has ]-'-']“]‘1"5 of male stars—including
livia De Berardinis, a prolilic California artist who has illustrated many Nicholson, Welles, Wavne and Cruise—
teatures for Playboy with depictions of the female form. Now Special Edi- are just as revealing. Now Thames and
tioms Ltd., a subsidiary of Playboy Enterprises, and Robert Bane Edinons Hudson has published Light Years, an
are offering two continuous-tone limited-edition lithographs. The one at oversized hardcover contaiming 100 color
left is titled Freday Night at the Movies; at right, Saturday Night Live. The photographs of Kirkland’s behind-the-
13" x 39" works of art can be purchased separately for $395 or as a two- lens encounters with the very rich and fa-
prece suite (numbered and signed) for $700. For orders outside California, mous. At only $45, Light Years is a shining
call 800-325-2765. Inside California, call 213-205-05655 or send $5.95 for a iritbuie to one of the most G@lented Ph[].
catalog to Robert Ban® Editions, 5025 Melrose Avenue, Los Angeles 90046, tographers of our time.

HOW VERY STRANGE

Strange Magazine has initiated
the Strange Hotline, which can
be reached by anyone with a
touch-tone phone and dollars
to spend on extra charges. Just
dial 900-820-UFO1 and by
pressing the 1 button, you'll be
ﬂhlﬂ [in ]II:,'HI' I]II'._' H'l_ FAngEe 5!{]]'}'
tor that day, such as the latest
alien sightings. Press the 2 but-
ton and you can hear the
strange News, Press s and you
can leave a message about a
strange experience you had.
Press 4 and you can hear other
callers’ messages. We'll bet
they're strange.




THE LONESOME ROAD

Going Solo, an eight-page
newsletter for people traveling
alone, debuted not long ago
and it definitely contains a
\'ﬁ'l!:lh |:'| 1.qu II'IIF"I':I 1l ii il 1.I:'I-r |_E'H.,'
peripatetic man or woman of
the world who wanders the
long and winding road from
Addis Ababa to Zamboanga.
Recent 1ssues cover sailboating
oft the coast of Maine, working
on a Montana ranch and ex-
ploring the Hebrides. Gomg
Sola1s published eight times a
year; send 336 1o Going

Solo, PO. Box 1035, Cam-
bridge, Massachusetts 022358,
see you down the road.

OFF THE LABEL, MABEL, WE'RE GOING HOME

Luggage labels have returned and King and Country, a British an-
tique shop that specializes in “the finest antique sports and travel
equipment,” 1s oftering a selection of hve reproductions for only
$15, postpaid. King and Country's address is Alfies Market, 19
Church Street, London NW8, England. A handsome way to go.

SﬁEH'TIME

“You're in bed and your lover
comes out of the bathroom
with rubber gloves and a surgi-
cal mask. . .. How do you re-
spond ™ 1s just one of the
Situation Cards that vou can
pick in Hit the Sack, a risqué
game of drawing and charades
for adults that QK. Games,
Inc., RO. Box 6668, Lynn-
wood, Washington 98036, is
selling for $29.95, postpaid.
Creator Jack Olson savs that
game play can range from
“mildly erotic to real down and
dirty,” depending on who's
playing and the mood every-
one’s in. Hit the Sack is a board
game—but once you've begun,
vou definitely won't be bored.

ELECTRONIC SURF'S UP

In the cockiail lounges of Southern California,
everybody's hanging ten—and, no, we're not talk-
ing about swizzle sticks dangling off the bar. Ur-
ban Surfin’ has come ashore and this new video
game incorporates a hive-foot surtboard wired to
il ‘l'ifll."“ SCTeCn. As Y L [l,'l'l o1l 1_'11_":_":]'(|-[|i|'_' wWave,
the amimated surfer on the screen reacts, dupli-
cating your body English, Scribner Enterprises in
Santa Ana (800-999-GAME) sells the game lor
$2595, in case your surf—and stocks—is up.

AS THE SPIRITS MOVE YOU

Not all the pleasure of fine wines and liquors 1s 1o
be found in the Hl.‘!!’i?«i- A Thast to Wines & Snruls,
an 11" x 16" softcover that sells for $19.95, contains
45 illustrations (25 in full color) that capture the
essence of the golden age of poster art. Satyrs,
Devials, beautiful ladies and even the dashing
Sandeman Don all await vour thirsty eves. Harry
M. Abrams s the pu!}li:-:lwr, Better hu}' Wi }'uu'“
WAL Lo Cul ll[]‘l]I'IL! I:IJJ' FI';IHIII!'IH.




NEXT MONTH

WORLDLY PLAYMATES

=

FAX FIGURES

“EXES"—A NEWLY DIVORCED, MIDDLE-AGED POLICE
SHRINK FROM BROOKLYN THINKS HE'S TOO OLD FOR
SURPRISES. THEN HE MEETS A CERTAIN BLONDE
BOMBSHELL—EXCERFTED FROM A NEW NOVEL BY
DAN GREENBURG

TRUMP CARD—THE ONE AND ONLY DONALD TRUMP
ON HIS BUSINESSES, HIS BUILDINGS, HIS BILLIONS
AND ALL, THE GLITZ THAT MONEY CAN BUY. THE MAN
WHO WOULD BE KING TALKS ABOUT HOW MUCH I3
ENOUGH, GREED AND HIS BEST DEAL EVER IN A HIGH-
POWERED PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

“WHY MEN CAN'T SAY ‘| LOVE YOU'"—THERE MAY BE
AS MANY MOTIVES AS THERE ARE MEN. HERE ARE TEN
VERY FUNNY ANSWERS TO THIS MYSTERIOUS QUES-
TION—BY ALICE KAHN

“ROCK AND RACISM"—A BEHIND-THE-STAGE VIEW OF
APARTHEID IN AMERICA'S MUSIC BUSINESS5—BY DAVE
MARSH

“INTERMATIONAL PLAYMATES"—FORGET ABOUT
CUSTOMS, JET LAG AND THE HASSLE OF LUGGAGE.
TAKE ADVANTAGE OF OUR SPECIAL FARE FOR ARM-
CHAIR TRAVELERS AND JOURNEY ARQOUND THE

WORLD WITH THE CENTERFOLDS FROM PLAYBOY'S
OVERSEAS EDITIONS

“PARADISE CON PELIGRO"—JOIN A PLAYBOY CON-
TRIBUTING EDITOR ON A MADCAP ROMP AS HE LOOKS
FOR BEACH-FRONT PROPERTY AMONG THE COCO-
NUTS AND PALM TREES IN SUNNY COSTA RICA—BY
REG POTTERTON

“PLAYBOY CARS 1990"—A PANEL OF AUTO EXPERTS
PREVIEW WHAT'S NEW FOR THE DECADE OF THE
DRIVER

“FAX AND FIGURES"—WE INVITED THE WOMEN OF
AMERICA TO PHONE IN THEIR PHOTOS. WE WERE
OVERWHELMED. YOU WILL BE, TOO

“JERRY JONES"—THE DALLAS COWBOYS' NEW DWN-
ER GETS TQO KNOW HIS TEAM IN ITS WORST SEASON
EVER—A PROFILE BY JAMES MORGAN

PLUS: THE LATEST IN CELLULAR PHONES, ELEC-
TRONIC PAGERS AND FAX MACHINES DESIGMED TO
KEEP YOU IN TOUCH; WHAT'S NEW IN SHIRTS AND
TIES BY HOLLIS WAYNE; “20 QUESTIONS" WITH EASY
RIDER DENNIS HOPPER ON HIS BUMPFY ROAD TO
SUCCESS; AND MUCH, MUCH MORE




