




































































OUR NATION'S CAPITCL

Up at 7:80 to see Mount Vernon...the tomb, the Potomoc flowing by
silently, the manor house...avery well done park. The rooms are small
and dark and severe. fHere an ancestor of my daughter ran a farm and
between times founded a country.

We drove past monuments to our nation's past on the very pretty
Ceorge V.ashington Highway to check in at the local Lockheed office and
date two secretaries. I go change into a shirt and tie and check into
the Lupont ¥laza and go back to Lockheed. My time is free so I have
a fine leisurely lunch and take a taxi to the Smithsonian, alife-long
ambition. It is not as large as I somehow had imaginéd it, but realize
everything they have isn't on display all at once, as I had thoyght since
Twas a child, 1 look at miles of flags, unforms, aircraft, guns,
letters, clothes, rocks, inventions and so forth. A startlingly realistic
mannequin of alan Shepard lies in spacesuit in the Freedom 7 capsule.
Rockets and World War I tanks are lined up outside., I was impressed.

I waitedin 1 ne to go up to the top of the Vashington Monument which
has a narrow but good view. Inote the first impression that was to
bear out throughout the visit there: no markings scratched on n.onuments.
Except for one block of stone on one obscure far-off entrance to the
Capitol Building I saw no Blank Loves Blank or Blank Was Here or
initia;s scratched anywhere. °''.° For a nation that seems determined
to mutilate its wonders and monuments this seemed notably restrained.

I then walked across the dusty sumnier grass and atound the Tidal
Basin, under the non-blossoming cherry trees to the beautifully
designed and set Jefferson Memorial. The memorial seemed a triumph
of reason and clarity. Viords engraved on its walls were words that
every American, every free man, whould know.

As if that wasn't enough Iu took a taxi to the Lincoln /emorial,
big, somber, bulky but beautifully executed. I was as impressed by
day as I was by night. I took photographs--as I did everywhere--and
walked down the i:all towards the Capitol, cut across to the White
House many -locks down. I walked all the wall around it, shooting
squirrels in the grass and thinking about the men that had lived there,
most importantly the man that lived there right then, because right now
is most important to this country.

Took a taxi back to the hotel to shoot the firist TV show froin France
via the then brand new telestar. I'm stiff and tired and a shower
helps before Eney joins me. We get thrown out.of several more bars
because Dick still doesn 't have a coat (this is particularly silly after
the casualness of Hawaii). The Rwoaring Twenties roared too loud...
drop £ney and Ted and I huninup Junkanoo's, a bar we heard was
swinging but wasn't.




GROUND ZERO AT THE SNACK BAR

V-e are in the Pentagon. It is HUGE. 3hoot several captains and
admirails. Some weeks later Lockheed was to sag these portraits I
did (framed 1l1x14s) were the best promotional idea Lockheed has had
in ages. «:0st Big Brass have these conventional hat-an d-all-braid-on,
three-quarters-front formal type shots--but:none where they looked like
men...so I did all these things where they were in action, gestusing,
glowerinp, interested, laughing, whatever. For backgrounds I used
everything from aircraft carriers and huge wall-sized paintings of
German submarines to giant three-dimentional maps and models of
ships and planes and subs.

Ve had lunch at the snack bar in the center patio of the huge
Pentagon...a spot 1 said should bear a sign "Crownd Zero, World War II'
Later I went alone to the Smithsonian. Noted that in the air Museum
(a temporary structuee) ULindbergh was the only man whose portrait was
no named. Bare-breasted exhibits in the primitive section of the big
museum drew some, funny comments from the middle-aged tourist
ladies. "How cou around like that!" "You'd never get me to
ruw around like that!" '"wisgusting!"

Dick Eney meets me at the Dupont and we walk to a Japanese
restaurant,..I'm too tiredto squat like an animal over authentic low
tables so we sit V estern style. Joined by Army officer George
Scithers in civvies and after we eat we are joined by that most sane
of science fiction f~ns Bob ravlat. He takes us on a tour of
Ceorgetown. ..churches. .. Capitol. .. Haines Point where V.ashington
goes to neck...various monuments...and I go to bed very tired.

FRIDAY THE 13th BRINGS OUT THE PATRIOTIC IN ME

Despite getting ucat 7am we miss the Under Secretary of Navy...'
shoot captain, 3-star admiral...look at Viorld Yar I destroyer pix
while waiting, Back across the river into V'ashington by noon. Then
I go to the Capitol to look up John Lindsay (%Hep., N.Y., Republican)
whose article in Progressive Architectume I had illustrated a year or
so before. For some reason the magazine sent me the drawings back
after publication and on impulse I sent them to Zxxt Lindsay. 1 got
back a very nice letter of thanks but.thowht little of it, really, because
Congressmen always answer letters. But months and months later
I got another letter from him, saying they were framed on his office
wall and that he had been looking at them and just thought held write
again to thank nie and if I were ever in Washington, etc. I was very
impressed by this, a pleased, for after all I was not one who could
possibly vote for him. So I hudped up &x his office. Valking throwgh
the corridors with the famous important names on little plates outside
the big heavy doors was rather a kick., (After all I had jubt read and
seen "Advise and Consent") :

I go ito Lindsay's office and say, "I know this is a littlexsilly but"
and I explain about. the drawings and that I just wondered if they really
were onanhis office wall, As I'm talking two or three heads of secret-
aries come up, smiling and interested. Cne remembers that they are




now on his walls at home, but that they were on his office walls for some
time. Everyone is very nice and keep telling me they are sure Mr. Lindsay
would want to meet me. I'm a little embarassed by the whole thing. Every
time I've written to a2 Oongressman or a Senator I have not wanfed a reply,
merely wanting to make my opinion know, and every time I get an answer,
(which is policy) even when I tell them I would rather they didn't and spent
that time and money doing governmental type things. So while I suppose it
would be very nice to meet him because people are talking aboit him as a
possible Presidential candidate a few years from now and he seems a very
nice fellow I would just as soon he attend to business.

But everyone is very nice and insistant and they tell me 1 must have a pass
from my Senator or Representative to get into the Congresb al galleries and
they hunt up the proper names & addresses & I go get one from Senator
Clare Engel's office.

I get up in the gallery and look down into the milling throng that is the
House and Roll Call is about to begin. Unfortuneatly I am looking the wrong
way when Lendiy's name is called. But since a lot of Congressmen are
sitting around with their feet on their desks I go down and leave a cartoon
with a page and go see the Senate.

This is more impressive as I see all the Big Names: Goldwater, Dirkson,
Humpgries, Mansfield, etc. It was rather like a movie. It didn't really feel
quite real. Big Names. Hallowed Halls of Congress. Senators Humpries and
Morse have some exehange which I can't hear too well (the acoustics are not
like the movies) nor understand at all so I leave. I take pictures with the
cameras I have unchecked and just wander around the Capitol Building.

I am impressed. There are really fine statues everywhere, one at least
from every state and of the Realistic schedl. Obvious Native Sons like
Daniel Boone and Will Rogers but a lot of people I never heard from. They
all had one thing in common. They didn't look like a bunch of fools, they
were real people. I didn't see any statue looking like an Organization Man,
A lot of them looked more real than the flesh-and-tired-blood people looking
at them.

I was walking through the Rotunda (where, sadly, later Kennedy was to lie
in state and where Lincoln had once rested) and I heard some idiot behind me
say, "Who are all these jerks in dumb clothes?" My Hero Suit went on faster
than Clark Kent in a phone booth., '"They are the people who did things that
have permitted you to live as you live," 1 said. Under my breath I added
"ThoaghGod knows why.'

I'm still a little annoyed as I walk to the Big, Impressive Library of
Congress, It looked differently than I expected, My childhood image of the
LofC was a sort of Super-Library just like one in Oxnard, California., It
isn't and yet it is. It's very big and has a great number of galleries looking
down into a huge center well where many people are poaring over card files.
I see all the important documents like the Declaration of Independence and the
Constitution. They looked just like those reproductions you see, except not
quite as good a condition. I see a White House Photographer's show which
is VERY interesting. Some pretty good stuff is done that doesn't see print.

I taxi to the National Archives Building and look through files on film on
World War I in the Air, which is anidea for a TV Special we have. I see the
National Gallery of Air, which is a nice building but not much of an exhibit.

Later, after prime rib, I'm sitting in the hotel writing the notes on which

this thing is based and I'm naked and the maid enters without knocking. I
mus




must say I was cooler than she was for I just said '"Yes?" Then Icrested,
did housework cleaning on eameras, wandered around the city, looked at a
strip joint, sightsaw, and so forth.

THE WHITE HOUSE IS & HOME, TOO

The next morning I wander around, waiting for the White House tour to
start, then wait an hour in line along with all the other tourists/ Everyone is
very well-mannered and friendly and there is an undercurrent of excitement.
I had the feeling everyone was stirred by the prospect.

Finally we started filing through. Mrs. John F. Kennedy was somewhere
in the upper reaches but the President was off in another part of the city, I
believe. Everyone was a little disappointed, though they knew they wouldn't
see him. I think it would have been exciting just to know he was '"at home."

My impressions are these: Mrs. Kennedy has done a magnificent job. The
White House is a lot more than just the "official residence" for it is an
embodiment of American history. Yet, at the same time, in some quite
elegant and magnificent way, it is also a home. The blend of officialdom,
history, office and home is excellent. It's a museum yet it's alive.

The tour was very quick, no pictures, and keep walking. I'd like to go
again, Regards ¥+ of who occupies it now or in the future it will still be
something impressive. At least to an American,

Then 1 took a train through the drizzle coveredlush green countryside to
Baltomore, where 1 was to catch a jet out. I thought there was something
to see there. I was wrong. I picked a hotel from a sign in the station and
checked in and took a quick lobk by foot and by checking tourist brochures.

It is a grey, dingy, soot-covered city on the hustle for a quick buck, I don't
like it, It's on the make for you. After the international significance of
Washington Baltimore was a real letdown. I went back to the hotel and read
for awhile. When I went out to dinner I found out about 'the Block."

THE DIRTIEST SHOW IN TOWN

When the tourist attractions turned out to be soot-cover brick nothings I
found there were more fleshly attractions. "The Block" is a collection of
bars, almost all of which have strippers working within sight of the street,
arcades featuring nudie movies, and the "Gayeity'' Theater.

Now I am not easily shocked., I was startled at what I saw and shocked
a little at the action. The strippers in the bars had to wear pasties and strip
panties and even though they were much, much rougher than any strip I've
seen before (they "work the floor' in imitations of sexual ardor, use corner
posts on the miniscule stages as phallic symbols, more erotic movements, etc)
they were nothing compared to the ''Gayeity."

First of all there were no pasties used and there were lots and lots of
strippers in the show, coming one right after another. Theatrical lovelies
like Justa Dream and Baby Doll were featured. The latter nymph did such
nicely erotic things as plucking out her well-displayed pubic hair and presenting
strands to customers (jn pantomime, of carse, as she would be bald in a
few shows), At no time were any of the girls completely nude. They always
had a G-string around one ankle. It was the wildest show I have ever seen.



From that experience I go into a strip bar for a drink. I find that, unlike
LA, the strippers are B-girling it. Very good-looking bunch, too. Several
were beauties. I am virtually assaulted. One very pretty girl geared for
abundant lactation comes off stage, steps out of sight and come back in seconds
wearing a (honest!) slit skirt and a hardly-at-all-buttoned blouse. She walks
straight to to me and sticks her metallic-pastied breast in my mouth., But I'm
cool. I pull back my head and look up like this sort of thing happens every
day and say, "Yes?"

She starts on her "Buy me a drink?" pitch and I do. After all, what
gentleman would not quench the thirst of a lady. She sits down with herback
to the rest of the bar, unbuttons what buttons were buttoned, grabs me in an
intimate portion of my anatomy and pulls my head down and starts kissing me.
I feel like Shell Scott. The drinks come and she dives into my pocket for the
coinx change. She puts my hand inside her blouse and tries other enticements.
I am Mr. Cool and my free hand is just draped casually over the back of her
chair, After awhile she goes away to strip and her place is taken by a wery
pretty colored girl whose salesmanship is confined to rubbing her breasts
against my arm.

Eventually the Spanish Dancer returns and runs off the colored girl and
resumes her salestal:z and groping. Except she does not grope in a fumbling
way. She knows where everything is. When I stop buying her drinks she
goes away,

There is a beautiful light brown stripper named Carol Valentine that I ask
if I may buy her a drink. Her only physical flaw is a faint scarring of her
posterior where she claims she sat on 2 hot radiator. I set her up to shoot
nudes the next day. Wehave a nice talk and she sits across the table.

I go find another bar and quietly start drawing strippers on stage. Once
in awhile in art school we used to go down to the Follies and do "action"
drawings without looking at the paper. This is somewhat like this except I
do lobk at the paper. Strippers have great body movements and are fun to
draw except they never stand still. A B-girl stripper discovers my action in
her canvassing of the bar and tells the bartender who gives a drawing of mine
to a stripper even while she is still working. Several girls come around after
their turn is over and I hand out several drawings and get a freedrink from
the tender of the bar and get home about 1:3%am.
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FAREWELL TO BALTIMORE AND NONE TOO SOON AT THAT

The next day I try sightseeing again but console myself with an elegant
breakfast in sepulcured quiet of some fancy hotel''s dinong room. 1 head for
some local "sight" and bisect the ''Block" again, after finding Carol cannot
work today. It is early morning but the girls are working and there are
even strippers on duty. I hear that the whole '""Block" is under pressure
from the State government to 'clean up,'" They have a long way to go. I
am told by a disgrunteledslip of a girl that '"nothing is fun anymore."

I take the jet back across that ha;f-seen country of ours and rwead a very
good book on the Vhite House put out by the National Georgraphic.

It has been 2 very interesting, stirring, exciting and rewarding assignment.
I erjoyed myself and worked my tail off at times. Being dropped out of a
helicopter or high-lining it from ship-to-ship is something I'll do anytime.
Molokai at night with a beautiful girl is alovely sight. Planes zooming off
into the night with sudden bursts of light and sound. The Pacific stretching
in every direction under great scudding slouds. Secrets in closed rooms.
Catapults and Waikiki and the Arizona. The Washington Monument , the
White House and themoon swinging around in the sky as the carrier turns into
the wind for takeoffs, Warm, truly caressing winds blowimg at a beautiful
girl's lei. The animal greed of a child of nature. The whirr of copter
blades throwing yvou up from the deck. The hush and white and stars of
Big Brass. The impossible volcanic cliffs speeding by, impossibly green on
green. Big coral heads under the water with tiny boats seeming to float
in the air over them. How warm the water is at Honolulu and how gritty and
grey the Atlantic is. The great looming bulk of the Pentagon. History and
gxx politics and war and men and secrets and purpose. All these things
are mixed together in my mind.

I'd do it again anytime. I had a ball.
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Click! Whirr! # I love BarBra Streisand! # Cutty on the rocks and a Sweet
Daiquiri. # When nine feet tall beware of midgets. # When two feet tall
beware of giants. # If you want to hear about the beginning of an affair--
well... # Yoir mouth turns me on like a Christmas tree. # If you get

this excited at seeing a jet refuel what will you do at a stag movie? # Say
Thank you. # Bill Rotsler is always right. # Fight oppression and in-
justice, # Remember Pearl Harbor. # Don't mix drinks, # Straighten
crooked pictures. # Pretty girl in bed last night? # 1 got laid on floor.

Cf business office. During business hours. # Was I bad last night? # Why
didn‘t you leave a note for me ‘last night? # Don't say it if you don't mean it.









