Booked for Travel

David Butwin

Button-down Town

A MAN doesn’t go to Washington, D.C.,
to buy a suit, or eat a gourmet meal, or
look at girls. If he tries to talk to a
Washingtonian about something other
than politics, even in a year when Ted
Williams and Vince Lombardi have
stirred the ashes of a long-cold sport-
ing furnace, he may suffer a snub nor-
mally reserved for people who use the
wrong dentifrice.

On a recent Cheezies-and-Coke flight
from New York to Washington, I stud-
ied the newspaper political columns
with uncommon avidity, ready to drop
Jack Anderson’s latest bomb on up-
coming conversational foes. Hiding be-
hind a newspaper seems the right
guise on a plane to Washington, so
large is the cast of FBI-looking tvpes
in dark suits and matching attaché
cases. This commuting uniform goes
such a long way toward stealing a per-
son’s individuality that I nearly failed
to recognize the figure just ahead of
me boarding an early afternoon flight
at LaGuardia. I tried his name, and
sure enough it was my uncle. He had
come up to New York on business two
days in a row, preferring to risk untold
travel snags rather than stay overnight
in Manhattan. My order of priorities
would have been reversed, but surelyv
the decision has boggled many minds.

Years ago, when my travel arrange-
ments were handled by the woman
who cooked my meals and scrubbed
behind my ears, we used to ride out
of the midlands en famille on smoke-
belching Baltimore & Ohio Pullmans,
to pass a few sweltering weeks in
Washington visiting relatives and see-
ing all the sights my friends knew
only from schoolbooks. Doubtless the
summit of those trips was the night
spent in an upper berth, perhaps the

only time all year when a boy looked

forward to going to bed. There was
something delicious about being clos-
eted behind drawn curtains, left alone
to anticipate long whistles in the night,
and the peeping faces of frolicsome
siblings.

Washington, whatever its climato-
logical pressures, was a summer's de-
light, the one place that gave meaning
and magic to the word “sightseeing.” I
might not remember the city’s legend-
ary heat, but for a lasting vision of my
mother and aunt, transfixed on a street
corner, mopping their brows and hunt-
ing for a cool oasis called PEOPLE'S.

It was autumnal but still sultry on
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the afternoon I was disgorged from a
notably unfrolicsome shuttle at Na-
tional Airport. (One somehow refrains
from playing peekaboo with martini-
draining men in dark suits.) Though
less than an hour by air from New
York, Washington forces an outsider
to make adjustments. It is a city of
decidedly Southern cast, despite the
dash and fever on Capitol Hill. People
walk slower and talk slower than they
do in cities farther north. They seldom
cross the street against a light, least
of all in downtown Washington where
the pace suggests Savannah in mid-
afternoon.

The visitor's eye scans the daily
newspapers and stops on an ad for the
film Putney Swope. Where the upraised
finger should be overlaid with a wo-
man’s slinky form, there is only space.

Store windows show lots of male
and female plumage, but the people
passing by bear the drab feathers of
an earlier age. Washington—outdoor,
workaday Washington—is all Ivy: rep
ties, wing-tip shoes, high-water cuffed
pants. I hesitate to classify women's
stvles, other than to marvel at the local
resistance to uprising hemlines. Note-
worthy, too, is a mass refusal to part
with penny loafers.

I tried out a few of these observa-
tions on a voung Washingtonian, Jay
Friedlander, who joined me for a drink
at the Brickskeller, a little wedge of
Munich on P and 22nd. “The mistake
a New Yorker makes,” he said, “is to
compare New York with Washington
—or New York with anything. I think
Washington is like the rest of the coun-
tryv. New York is a hybrid.

“When you live in Washington,” he
went on, “vou get to know who the am-
bassadors are, when the President’s
helicopter is landing. You become a
political creature in spite of yourself.
Washingtonians are the most political-
ly sophisticated people in the U.S,,
but they aren’t sophisticated any other
way.”

If the truth were known, I think,
every Washingtonian would admit to
owning a set of the gladdest rags Bill
Blass could imagine, a costume or two

put aside for those special indoor, af-
ter-work events. An arts-and-crafts
opening, “OBJECTS: USA,” brought
out hundreds of strutting peacocks on
October 3. The show didn’t lose any
of its social gloss because the collec-
tion was sponsored by the Johnson
Wax Company, or because it took place
in a Smithsonian Institution museum
on 7th Street. The Nixon administra-
tion long ago took the mickey out of
the embassy cocktail circuit, but D.C.
nightcrawlers have not been denied.
On this night they milled around for
an hour, paying less attention to the
plastics, mosaics, and leatherwork
than to each other’s bare backs and
ruffled evening shirts; then as a cor-
don was lowered before an immense
buffet, they stepped quickly into line.
Weighted down with plates of stroga-
noff and all the trimmings—no canapé
freeload this——they repaired to win-
dow sills, the laps of stone gods, the
bare floor itself, and went to work
clearing space for the petits fours.

If the Smithsonian seemed an un-
likely host, it was only because its
dusty antique image as “the nation’s
attic” has lingered too long. A grand
housecleaning began in 1964 when S.
Dillon Ripley, an Ivy League ornithol-
ogist, resigned the directorship of
Yale's Peabody Museum of Natural
History to become the Smithsonian’s
eighth secretary. Ripley inherited, in
addition to a clutch of red-brick Victo-
rian relics, the gleaming new Museum
of History and Technology and the Na-
tional Zoological Park, and he brought
to life the National Portrait Gallery
and the National Collection of Fine
Arts, both tenants of the old Patent
Office Building, scene of the “OB-
JECTS: USA” coming out. On the rise
are the $60-million John F. Kennedy
Center for the Performing Arts, hard
by the Potomac, and the Joseph H.
Hirshhorn Museum and Sculpture
Garden, on the Mall.

Under various roofs old and new,
the Smithsonian treasures such mag-
netic attractions as the Hope diamond,
the tattered flag that moved Francis
Scott Key to write The Star-Spangled
Banner, and Lindbergh’s Spirit of St.
Louis. But nothing packs the appeal
of a little black rock in the ninety-
vear-old Arts and Industries Building.
The rock may look no more exalted
than something you kicked on the way
to school, but it is a piece of the moon,
and the people who file by in an end-
less pilgrimage give out an awe I
thought only the Pope could inspire.
Picture-takers’ flashbulbs and strobe
units bathe the rock—revolving within
a cylinder beneath a glass globe—in
an almost unbroken splash of light. I
watched an Oriental man backing
away from the exhibit, his eyes mag-
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Sixteen wordy days in Ireland. $275.

When you’re seeing Ireland, keep your ears wide open.
For the words and sounds of Ireland are what you’ll be remembering.

o, Via Pan Am, 16 days of stopping, looking and listening in Ireland.
- Unlimited mileage in Fiat 850 or Austin Mini. 14 nights in
distinctively Irish hotels with private bath, feasty Irish
‘ breakfasts. Follow the road map to Killarney, Cork, Dublin,
« . 3 g Sligo, Galway, Shannon. Airfare included. $275 from New
‘When God made time T ¥4 York. { Ask for Open Road Freewheeler Tour.)

he made plenty of it. And if you don’t

"

get to Shannon today, won’t it be
there tomorrow 7"

15 day
s Ireland in Fiat 600 (first 150 mlles free.) 13 nightsinsu
S @ hotels with private bath, Trish breakfasts. Half day
- A Wil i sightseeing in Dublin. "Choose your own itinerary to
Tl » . .. 13 cities. Airfare included. $295. from New York.

“In this depersonalized age of the S% R A (Ask for Choice Vacations Holiday. )
tractor and motor, our good friend the”. SR % ]
horse still puts on the greatest sbow, '
you can bet on that." :

Via Irish International Airlines, 15
day deluxe motor coach circle tour.
(Irish guides make history sound. .o
like astory. )13 nights in luxury
hé)tel rooms \Zith l}ath‘ n?s(iSt mm
&“ - See Limerick; Galway. Sligo,.
b tl’rt?oghmlaiy b‘:lgot:g igr :lao:lgrlflt, ~~Publin; Waterford, Cork,
ut "us the iiquud 3 a m”e eres Killarney. Medieval Banquet at
less with conversation. Bunratty: Castle, Jury’s.Cabaret; i
’ Abbey Theatre, evening entertainment
eni route. Airfare included. $449.
from-New-York. Also.-departures——ewi
from Chicago and Boston. ( Ask for
The Trish Rambler Tour )

. ans World Alrh es, 15 day motorcoach tour of Ireland w1th mghts in London.
10 nights in first class Trish hotels with private bath, sumptuous Irish breakfasts, Hilton
Hotel in London with bath and English breakfast. Medieval Banquet at Bunrattv
Castle Jury’s Cabaret Abbey Theatre in Dublin. London Theatre. Slghtseemg

“Of ‘cours‘c‘a, we don’t belneve
in fairy tales, but they do ex:st,
you know. g

1'd like to hear Ireland during the most eloquent time of the year: Fall through Spring.
Please send me your booklet detailing tours of Ireland. Irish Tourist Board, P.O. Box #238, Madison Square Station, N.Y., N.Y. 10010
In Capada, 7 King Street East, Toronto, Canada.
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netized to the lunar gem, suddenly
stumble over a tripod propped up mo-
ments before by a camera crew. A man
leaped forward and grabbed the two
falling objects, one in each arm, be-
fore they crashed to the red carpet.

In retrospect, I think, it was more
than the heat that used to wear down
my mother and aunt—more, too, than
their  indefatigable charges. When
Pierre L’Enfant mapped out the city in
1791, hoping to work in the broad ex-
pansive lines of eighteenth-century
Paris, he paid little heed to the corns
and bunions of future tourists. Doing
the Mall by foot is in itself a day's
labor, even in months more salubri-
ous than July and August. Of course,
one could always sign on with an or-
ganized bus tour, but until an outfit
named Landmark Services got in the
running last March with a tleet of open-
air Tourmobiles, a roving three-hour
civics lesson cost as much as $6.50.
Landmark, a subsidiary of Universal
Studios (which runs a similar tour of
its Hollywood spread), charges passen-
gers a dollar, or 50 cents for children
two to eleven. That'’s a pittance for the
dav-long privilege of riding the Tour-
mobile’s carrouscl, getting off and on
as vou please to ogle all the pillars of
culture.

Front-of-the-bus guides—mostly col-
lege students—receive a news bricling
cach morning at headquarters so their
spiels don’t evoke a canned travelogue
tone. They are also supplied suchfctch-
ing pieces of trivia as: “On vour left
is the Pentagon, in arca the third larg-
est building in the country (behind
Boeing's 747 hangar at Everett, Wash-
ington, and the Capc Kennedv assem-
bly plant). A total of thirtv-two thou-
sand cups of coffec are consumed each
day at the Pentagon.” Another: “This
is the Pan American Union. It has the
longest mural in the world.” When 1
asked the guide what the mural repre-
sented, she shrugged dreamily.

On a solo tour, I revisited some
sights vividly recalled from summers
long past. One was Ford's Theater,
completely redone a few vears ago to
look as it did the night Lincoln was
shot. It now stages Circle in the Square
productions from October to April.
Across 10th Street is the Petersen
House where the President was taken
on April 14, 1865, and where he died
al 7:22 the next morning, in a bed just
Jarge enough to support him diagonal-
ly. The only original object in the
small room is a pillow, protected by a
Plexiglas shield. Four black high
school-age boys peered in the room for
a while, then came out and asked Rob-
crt Lipton, a National Park Service at-
tendant, why there was no blood on
the pillow. He said it had been laun-
dered after the assassination.
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When they left, Lipton, a Washing-
tonian with the ready tongue of a New
York cab driver, shook his head and
said: “Kids come in every day and
want to see- blood on the pillow. I
mean kids eight and nine years old. I
tell you this generation is going to be
wild; they really eat up the violence.
I wouldn’t work here if I saw blood
on the pillow. I think the story is bru-
tal enough. I hate wars, I hate violence
of all kinds. And I believe in ghosts.”

I went back to the Pan American

Union, savoring memories of a dank |

indoor jungle and shricking parrots.
The birds were there, still noisy, but
an adult’s view of the jungle was re-
duced now to a modest skylighted
patio with a few palms and shiny-
leafed plants and a peace tree given by
President Taft in 1910. My roadwork
also took me past Lafayette Park,
across from the White House, now un-
dergoing a major manicure. Earlier
this vear, students from the area were
invited to paint the wood fence sur-
rounding the project with their ver-
sions of American history, and particu-
larly the Presidency. One signboard
enumerates the wars this country has
fought, naming Vietnam near the top.
“Just the idea,” said my friend Fried-
lander, “that someone didn’t wipe off
that sign has done more for my con-
fidence in the federal government than
anvthing in years.”

Georgetown
Washington—more charming than
Greenwich Village but less intriguing,
less throbbing. I find it hard to relax
completely in Georgetown bars. There’s
alwavs somcone at the door to check
for coals and ties, and too many peo-
ple inside with the earnest, button-
down look of airplane commuters. At
Nathan’s—this vear’s spot—I squcezed
in at the bar, while a mass of business
suits and basic black dresses raised a
discreet din behind me. At one point
the bartender called the manager over
and said, “You see that guy in the car-
digan and tic?” From the sound of his
voice, I thought he had spotted Lucky
Luciano’s ghost. “I don’t want him in
here. I don't want him in here,”
manager snorted. He went off to cvict
the interloper, and I asked the bar-
tender why.

is the social hub of

the

“You can tell a lot about a man by
o 1w Tt |

what he wears,” he said. “Know what |
I mean? Like if a guy doesn’t under- ¢

stand what coat and tie means, what's
he going to do when he gets drunk?”
I wanted to ask the bartender why

he wasn’t wearing socks with his pen- |
ny loafers, but I got up and left and |

went down the street to The Guards,
last vear’s spot. It was almost empty.
All T heard was a woman telling her
companion, “I don’t care what Ralph
Nader says....”

Ireland of the Welcomes magazine

For Christmas-giving:
a two year trip to Ireland
without leaving home.

“Ireland of the Welcomes” maga-
zine will whisk them off to Ireland.
In the company of the greatest Irish
writers. Color pictures of Irish
scenes. Poems. Stories. Articles.
Make all the Irish-hearted friends
on your list happy (yourself, too)
by taking advantage of our special
subscription offer: $5. ($1. off reg-
ular newsstand price) for two years
(12 issues) of “Ireland of the Wel-
comes’” mailed from Dublin to you
and all your friends.

Address your check for $5. to:
Irish Tourist Board, Dept. NY 3
590 Fifth Avenue
New York, New York 10036

The 69th edition of our perenniaily
popular 44-page TRIP LOG, priced at
one dollar, offers discerning trav-
elers a fabulous choice of world-wide
Tramp Trip bargains, 6 to 140 days,
including 44 exciting Freighter Trips,
26 Sea-Air Trips, 64 Cargo or Pas-
senger Liner Cruises, plus low, low
“Discover America,” Europe and

Around the World air fares.
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For your copy of the TRIP LOG mail this

coupon with one dollar {(no stamps
please) to

TRAMP TRIPS, INC.

Dept. Sk, 250 W. 57th St., New York 10019

(Name—Please print clearly)

(Address)

\ (City) (State) (Zip)
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NCTE First International Conference on the

HUMANITIES

Section #1, July 6-13, 1970, Jesus College,

OXFORD

$125,

Seminars conducted
by foremost

British and
American scholars
Limited enrollment. Information

STUDY ABROAD

(NCORPORATED

? . INTERNATIONAL HQ EASTERN OFFICE
W P.0. BOX 1505 ‘ 250 WEST 57TH STREET
ESCONDIDO, CAL. 92025

NEW YORK. N Y 10019
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London $215/Lisbon $202
Paris or Brussels $224

Tel Aviv$390/Munich $240
Rome $260/Geneva $235

Plus $60 for accommodations (2 week), $110 (3 week).
All trips are by scheduled maijor airlines, no membership
in any organization is required, and we form the groups.

(You fly with the group but you are largely on your own.) The world’s major airlines—includ-
ing Pan Am, TWA, Air France, BOAC, SAS, Lufthansa, KLM, Air India, and Swissair—have
recently initiated the radically new CBIT (Contract Bulk Inclusive Tour) fares and the Civil
Aeronautics Board has ratified them.

Ordinarily these packages include unusable accommodations and often a rigid sightseeing
program befitting only the very ordinary tourist. But our package includes the bare mini-
mum of sightseeing needed to meet airline regulations plus a voucher drawn on our agents
in Europe for usable accommodations (allowing $60 for the two-week, $110 for the three-
week trips) which may be applied toward different hotels, pensions, etc.

r

THREE-WEEK TRIPS Total Total Including Thus,

TWO-WEEK TRIPS Total Total Including Thus, :
Prepaid Prepaid Accom-  Real Cost ‘ Prepaia Prepaid  Accom- Real Cost
Trip Leave Return to (Off iShoulder modation of Round Trip Leave Return to [Off {Sheulder modation of Round
# New York New York Season) Season) Voucher Trip ‘ # New York New York Season) Season)  Voucher Trip
: LONDON i [ roNDON
102 Dec. 20 Jan. 3,70 — $290 $60 $230 103 Dec. 21 don. V1,70 — $340 $110 $230
329 Jan. 8 Jan, 22 $275 - $60 $215 f 104 Jan. 3 Jan. 24 $325 - $110 $215
330 Jan. 29 fFeb. 12 $275 - $60 $215 T332 Feb. 12 Mar. 5 $325 - $110 $215
: 105 Feb. 14 Feb. 28 $275 — $60 $215 ; 333 Mar. 9 Mar. 30 $325 - $110 $215
1 331 Feb. 26 Mar. 12 $275 — 360 $215 y | 375 Mar. 28 Apr. 18 $325 — $110 $215 |
i 106 Mar. 14 Mar. 28 $275 — $60 3215 i P
372 Mo 27 Apr.10 S5 - 608215 TS bec 19 son9, 70 $350  $110  $240
PARIS 338  Jon 17 Feb.7 334 2 $10 s224
112 Dec. 20 Jan. 3,70 — 3300 $60 $240 339 Feb. 14 Mar. 7 $334 - $110 $224 !
. 334 Jan. 10 Jan. 24 $284 — $60 $224 14 Mar, 7 Mar. 28 $334 - $110 $224
(113 Jan. 24 Feb. 7 5284 — $60 $224 376 Mar. 31 Apr. 21 $334 — $110 $224
1 335 Feb.7 Feb. 21 $284 — $60 $224 LISBON B
336 feb. 21 Mar. 7 284 - %
A VI g - & P 136 Feb.7.'70 Feb. 98 $312 — $110 $202
373 Mar. 28 Apr. 11 $084 _ $60 $224 377 Mar. 29 Apr. 19 3312 — %110 $202
LISBON ROME
108 Dec.20  Jon.3, 70  — 82 $60  $922 122 Dec.13  Jon.3,70  — $390  $110 $280
100 Marid Moros 5262 > 0 369 124 Feb 28 Mor. 2] $370 - $110  $260
ROME BRUSSELS '
123 Dec. 21 Jan. 4,70 — $340 $60 $280 138 Dec.13  Jan.3.70 — $350 8110 8240
125 Mar. 14 Mar. 28 $320 — $60 $260 AMSTERDAM 1
BRUSSELS 143 Jan.9,70  Jan. 30 $334 - $10 $224
116 Dec.20  Jan.3,70  — $300 60 sp4p . | 144 Feb s Feb. 27 $334 = $1I0  $224
148 Jan. 24 feb. 7 $284 — £60 $224 MUNICH
147 Feb. 28 Mar. 14 $284 — $60 $224 139 Feb.7,'70 Feb. 28 $350 —_ $110 $240
AMSTERDAM 348 Feb.20  Mar. 13 $350 - $110 5240
142 Dec. 19 Jan. 2,°70 — $300 560 $240 GENEVA
145 Mar. 6 Mar. 20 $284 - 360 $224 118 Dec. 20 Jan. 10,70 — $362 $110 $252
MUNICH 343 Jan. 19 Feb.9 5345 - $110 5235
121 Dec.2l  Jan.4,70 - 37 s 5287 344 Feb.16  Mor.9 $345 — $110 %235
345 Jan. 16 Jan. 30 $300 - $60 $240 COPENHAGEN )
346 Feb. 8 Feb. 22 $300 - 360 $240 0137 Feb. 28,70 Mor. 21} $345 - $110 $235
347 Feb. 27 Mar. 13 $300 - $60 $240
TEL AVIV WITH ATHENS
GENEVA , (1131 Dec.13  Jan.3,70  — $540 8110 $430
nz Dec. 19 Jon. 2,70 — $312 $60 $252 {1133 Jon. 10 Jan. 31 $500 - S110 $390
19 Jan. 10 Jan. 24 $295 - $60 $235 [ | 352 Jan. 29 Feb. 19 $500 - $110 $390
340 Jan. 19 Feb.?2 $295 - $60 $£235 353 Feb. 12 Mar. 5 $500 - 3110 3330
120 Feb. 14 Feb. 28 $295 - $60 $235 354 Mor. 5 Mar. 26 $500 - $110 $390
341 Feb. 23 Mar. 9 $295 - $60 $235
242 Mor.2 Mar. 16 $295 - 360 $235 e 370 Jan 24 $430 $110 $320
COPENHAGEN on: 2 en -
15 Dec. 20 Jan. 3,70 - $312 $60 3252
TEL AVIV Note: A trip to New York City for the same period, while paying for $28 hotel
. rooms ($15 in Europe), $7 for dinner ($3 in Europe), and $9 for theater tickets
132 Dec. 20 Jan. 3,70 - $490 $60 $430 N : i
349 Jan. 13 Jan. 27 $450 T $60 $390 ($2.50in Europe), can cost you more than one of these trips. And, the European cli-
134 Feb. 6 Feb. 20 $450 — 260 $390 i mate in the fall and winter is milder, because the temperatures don’t drop as low.
350 Feb. 17 Mar. 3 $450 — $60 $390 ! For residents outside New York: Convenient connections from U.S. cities to
;gf mm' 77 'RAAO" ?!]] 33‘28 - $60 $390 JFK airport are available, utilizing the excursion fare not subject to tax. Example
ar. ar. $ - 560 $390 round trip fares are: Baltimore $27, Boston $27, Chicago $68, Dallas $124,
ATHENS . Memphis $93, Philadelphia $18, Richmond $37, Syracuse $27, Washington $28.
}gg I[\)AZC: 270 JMQQE :;l 70 ST3BO i395 228 gggg Write for brochure: to Travel Wholesalers International, 1707 L Street, N.W.,
L. . Washi , D.C. 20036. Or telephone (202) 296-9161.




SR Goes to the Movies

Hollis

Avanti!

I'T 1S RATHER a shame that a cinemati-
callv daring first film called Coming
Apart will be attracting the curious
principally because of its erotic cor-
tent, when actually it represents some-
thing new and relatively significant in
what, for purposes of easy identifica-
tion, we can call the avant-garde move-
ment in film-making. In New York,
where much of the present ferment is
located, Andy Warho!l has been the
somewhat dubious leader, and until re-
centlv was able to give aid and comfort
onlv to the outlandish and untalent-
ed. The problem is that he had almost
nothing to say, and therefore substi-
tuted camp and, at best, put-on. He
was and is, however, a cunning sclf-
publicist, and there are alwavs some
unwary critics around ready to find
signilicance in amateurish improvisa-
tion.

Milton Ginsberg's film, while made
with sceverely limited means, is some-
thing else again. He began with an idea
that embodied both a story and the
filmic method, and, in the milieu of
the avant-garde, this makes it distinct-
Iv fresh. A psychiatrist whose own
mental seams are beginning to give
way decides to keep a filim diary. In
2 borrowed apartment he sets up a
camcera, disguised as a mirrored ob-
ject, tn such a way as to focus on a
mirror that reflects a good deal of the
room. The mirror is behind a couch,
and from this couch, by means of a re-
mote control switch, the psvchiatrist
can click the camera on and oft at will.
There is, by the way, such a camera,
so the leat is literally possible.

But Mr. Ginsberg intends to be more
than or at least something other than
literal. His film—and also the psychia-
trist’s film—records the disintegration
ol a personality, with part and parcel
of it being the disintegration of his and
his visitors’ system of moral values.
His estranged wife visits him, a former
mistress, a former pattent, a succes-
sion of girl friends. In the intimacy of
the room their facades crumble, and
one form or another of unsatisfying sex
is the result. The method is not totally
successful. The fixed camera angle re-
quires ingenious staging and playing,
but it does become static and a little
wearisome after awhile. On the other
hand, the very limitation of means cre-
ates some unusual effects, the most
striking one being the very last, when
a girl goes berserk and crashes the mir-
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Alpert

ror that has been our vantage point,
and we are now able to sec only the
blank, empty wall. Certainly a striking
visual way of making a point.

Ginsberg shot more than he was able
to use in the finally edited film; the
cuts and the breaks in the action have
a way of being arbitrary, almost hap-
hazard. Yet, enough emerges for the
pieces of the puzzle to fit into place.
Rip Torn brings a precise understand-
ing to his playing of the disturbed
psvchiatrist; Sally Kirkland, as a dis-
turbed, hypersexual former patient is
remarkably convincing. The film dis-
tresses and haunts, and is surely a
vivid document of our erotically troub-
led time.

Very likely, to face it squarely, it is
the eroticism—actual or promised—in
the avant-garde film that makes it
commerciallv viable. Agnes Varda, the
French ultra-New Wave director,
secems to have fallen for the Warholian
pretense; she went to Hollvwood to
make, of all unnecessary things, a War-
hol-type film about a ménage of three
voung actors and an avant-garde direc-
tor (the real Shirlev Clarke) who visits
them. While the color camera work is
infinitely superior to Warhol’s clumsy
technique, the material is fully as vacu-
ous and, as a home movie, would be
a good one to fall asleep by. It features
two male members of the cast of Huir
and that Warhol “superstar” concoc-
tion, Viva, who comes on perpetually
stoned and flounders around in her un-
appetizing nakedness. Miss Clarke, by
being herself, at least enmerges as a hu-
man being, albeit vastly muystified, in
what—{or no apparent reason—has
been called Lions Love.

Although Susan Sontag in her first
directed film, Duet for Cainiibals, does
somewhat better than Miss Varda, this
is because her actors are profession-
allv capable. Otherwise, onc wishes she
would not have accepted a Swedish
studio’s misguided invitation to write
and direct a movie. So now we have
it, a Sontag movie, written in English,
translated into and plaved in Swedish,
and given back to us with subtitles.
Nor does she allow us to make heads
or tails of what her story is all about:
An older couple erotijcallv seduces a
vounger couple in a style bleakly rem-
iniscent of Bergman, Pasolini, Godard,
and Bufuel, all unfortunately mixed
together. Miss Sontag was on the selec-
tion board that invited her film into
the recent New York Film Festival
while turning down Coming Apart.
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