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BY ART CUMINGS

" don't know whether we have time for a second opinion."
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Meekly, the blonde protested, sensing that her sur-
render could leave a brand more indelible than any
tattoo. Too weak with desire to protest, she shud-
dered as the artist's tongue danced along her body.




Cupping their swelling breasts, they
offered them up to each other—women
craving another woman's touch....
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Upstairs in her private room, the bed became a cra-

dle of pleasure, a place where new feelings could

develop and flourish, as soft hands explored this for-
eign but all too familiar terrain....
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Later, growing bolder,
they allowed their thighs
to part—an open admis-
sion of the need to delve
into unknown realms.
Shyly, they felt their pas-
sion mounting as they
penetrated the secret
places where only men
had ventured....
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The artist and her fair apprentice
practiced their craft with abandon:;
plunging into unfathomed depths,
both were swept away by under-

A
O

currents of sensation as torrential
as the tides...discovering with-
in themselves a sexual force that
no man can ever tame.
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fire truck's cab at the yellow, leaping
flames shooting out of a window on the top
floor of the abandoned building.

""Better take a mask,” Steely said in a
quiet, steady voice to Kathy Angelli as he
pulled up his boots, while the apparatus
screeched to a halt and the air horn blast-
ed furiously. It was going to be a tough job,
agood job, as they say in the department,
and he wanted to convey a sense of calm-
ness to her. It was only her second fire.

“Leave the extinguisher there,” he
called to Kathy as he watched Lieutenant
Jackson and Red Hadley run toward the
burning building. "And take the power
saw, because chances are we'll have to
cut a hole in the roof, before the fire takes
the whole top floor."

Kathy was on his heels as he turned into
the center court. He saw Hadley drop the
ladder of the fire escape to the cracked
and crumbling concrete of the courtyard.
Today, Hadley had the outside-vent posi-
tion and would ventilate the fire whenever
possible from the outside of the building.
Steely was assigned the forcible-entry
tools, and Kathy the extinguishing can,
which she wouldn't need now anyway.

Lieutenant Jackson was on the sixth
floor, kneeling on the rubble-covered mar-
ble of the landing, waiting for them,

“The fire's in the end apartment,” Lieu-
tenant Jackson said, "‘in the rear corner.
The engine company will be up soon, but |
think we'd better go up to the roof and

make a trench cut just to make sure.”

“Right,"” Steely said, following Jackson
up the stairs to the roof. If the fire were
traveling across the ceiling from one end
of the building to the other, a trench cut
across the center of the roof would force it
out into the open air, like steam coming up
through the grating on the street.

On the roof the smoke and fire were
dancing up toward the sky, like a reverse
waterfall of gas and flame. Jackson was
standing in the middle of the roof, pointing
to the soft, bubbled tar of its surface. *'Bet-
ter start a cut here, Steely,”" he said.

Without saying a word, Steely went to
the saw and bent over it. He primed it a
little, pulled the rubber T-handle once,
twice, then on the third try the large circu-
lar blade began to revolve, and the motor
roared like a World War | fighter plane. He
picked up the saw and yelled at the top of
his lungs to Kathy, *'Just stay behind me,
for safety. Put your hand on my back, and
hold it there."

Suddenly, Steely felt a hard slap on his
back, and he took the saw blade out of the
roof. He looked around and saw Lieuten-
ant Jackson, who was yelling at him over
the sound of the motor. *'I think we should
back off,"” Jackson was saying, *'the roof
is getting very soft, like sand at the god-
damned beach.”

I don't think so,” Steely yelled back in
return. *'| know these roofs, and we still
have a few minutes left before it really be-
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gins to shift and wobble.™

Just then a message was transmitted
over Jackson's portable radio. t was a
loud squawk from the lieutenant of Engine
Company No. 5: "ENGINE FIVE TO LADDER
SEVEN. WE HAVE HAD A BURST LENGTH IN THE
HOSE AND IT WILL BE SEVERAL MINUTES BEFORE
WE HAVE WATER ON THE FIRE.”

*All the more reason to get this hole
done,” Steely said. *'Otherwise we'll lose
the building completely, and we'll be here
for the whole day."

“Right,” Lieutenant Jackson said, now
coughing in the smoke that was getting
thicker and heavier.

Steely finished the first cut, about 12
feetlong, and then returned to the parapet
wall to begin a parallel cut just 12 inches
away from the first. The motor started to
fade down then rev up in the swirling
smoke, as it lost then regained the oxygen
it needed for combustion.

Finally, the second cut was completed,
and Steely returned again to the parapet
wall to make a crosscut at the end. With
that done, he killed the motor and told
Kathy to begin to pry open the roofing.

Steely picked up his halligan tool and,
using its adze end, began to lift the ply-
wood, the slats, the paper, and the tar. The
smoke billowed up in chimneylike puffs as
the trench hole was made, forcing Steely
and Kathy to step back every few seconds
to look for cleaner air. Both of them were
coughing and choking now.

Suddenly the smoke disappeared, and
a large, bright ball of fire shot up through
the trench cut, as if someone below had
ignited a tank of gasoline.

*'Bail out,”” Steely said, running quickly
toward the roof stairs, pushing Kathy be-
fore him. Lieutenant Jackson was right
next to him, puffing in exhaustion.

“*We can take the fire escape down,"
Jackson said, heading toward the goose-
neck steel that led to the courtyard fire es-
cape.

Just then they heard a loud call come
from the front end of the building. Actually,
it was more a screech than a call. *‘Je-
sus-s-s," it said, the voice cracking on the
final long s.

"That's Red,” Steely said, running back
toward the fire, over the soft, lumpy tar to
the parapet wall at the front of the building.

There he looked over the four-foot-high
wall and saw Red Hadley, his face a mask
of fear and anguish, standing on the top-
floor-window ledge, wedging himself as
far to one side of the window as he possi-
bly could. God, Steely thought, how'd he
get there? Must've been venting when the
fire blew him back.

Behind Hadley was the fire. Rushing out
furiously from the adjoining window and
lapping quickly from the top of the window
frame where he was silhouetted, the
flames of the fire were just inches away.

Hadley was being burned, and there
was no way he could escape. Except to
jump the 50 feet to the sidewalk below.

"Hold on, Red,”" Steely yelled. *'Hold
on. I'm here.”

CONTINUED ON PAGE 130
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When the camera is worshiping Hyapatia, she

admits she's not the least bit inhibited. “Rehearsals

get me pretty worked up, and if the actor I'm with is

doing things to me that | like, | find it very easy to
come while the camera’s rolling."”
























opinions that he has suffered some brain
damage by taking too many punches in
the head during his long career. Writers
who cannot even balance their own
checkbooks have written pages about the
dissolution of Ali's wealth. And strangers
who have witnessed a tired Ali at airports
after 10- and 15-hour plane trips have tes-
tified that the champ has become a
spaced-out junkie. To find out the truth, |
visited the champ a few months ago at his
home in Los Angeles.

It was late in the afternoon on a rare
smog-free day as my car turned the cor-
ner into the cul-de-sac where Ali's estate
is located, inside exclusive Hancock Park
(an area where a real-estate broker would
laugh at you if you told him that you were
willing to spend a million dollars on a
home). Ali was on the front steps of his
house posing for a group of local photog-
raphers. Even at a distance, the face is
unmistakable. Up close, he looks older,
heavier, yet surprisingly little different from
the brash Cassius Clay who burst into ce-
lebrity: a 22-year-old heavyweight cham-
pion, in 1964,

Ali greeted me warmly as we walked to
the back patio, but he appeared sluggish
and distracted. His mind seemed to be fo-
cused elsewhere. In barely audible tones,
Ali told me that he was tired of answering
Questions. He expressed regret at having
agreed over the telephone to be inter-
viewed and said he'd like to forget about
the whole thing. It occurred to me that per-
haps the stories | had heard about him
were true.

I tried to explain to Ali why | wanted to
interview him: *Champ” (I was almost
pleading), “'you're one of the most impor-
tant figures. . . ."" Feigning shock and an-
ger, Ali interrupted me: “*Did you say that
I'm an important nigger?"'

Taken aback, | clearly repeated the
word “figure." With mock anger Ali said:
“I heard you say ‘nigger.’ " Then flashing
the famous Muhammad Ali grin he agreed
that | surely would have to be a fool to call
the only three-time-heavyweight champi-
on in the history of boxing a “‘nigger."

Becoming serious, Ali then explained
why he wanted to postpone our discus-
sion. “l have this problem with hypoglyce-
mia. | eat too many sweets during the day
..."—Ali's day is a long one, since he
usually rises before five in the morning—
“‘and by this time I'm not myself. Come
back tomorrow at nine to see the real Mu-
hammad Ali."

But as | turned to leave, Ali called me
back, along with the photographers who
had accompanied me. Do you people
like magic tricks?" he asked. Removing
and opening a large suitcase from be-
neath the table, he displayed the coins,
dice, ropes, playing cards, and other tools
of a magician’s trade. For the next two
hours Muhammad Ali was onstage. The
dazzling hands that once amazed us in the
ring were now the eye-defying hands of a
professional magician.

Pennies turned into dimes. The ace of
148 PENTHOUSE

spades suddenly became the jack of dia-
monds. Severed pieces of rope became
whole. We once witnessed Ali destroy the
likes of Sonny Liston and Joe Frazier, and
now, like children at a birthday party, we
watched “'the Greatest” create sleight-of-
hand illusions.

I recalled that Ali had been thrown out of
a society for magicians in England a few
years back. | asked him why.

Once again he turned serious: "I'm a
Muslim.. It's against my religion to fool
people, so | told everyone how the tricks
were done." He then proceeded to tell the
small audience sitting in his backyard the
tricks of his trade. The next day | learned

just how important religion is to Muham-
mad Ali.

Muhammad Ali, aka Cassius Clay, has al-
ways been a boxing champion. As a 17-
year-old he was both American Amateur
Union and Golden Gloves light-heavy-
weight and heavyweight champion. In

®

Speaking of Louis
Farrakhan, Jesse Jackson's
supporter, Ali
said, *‘Farrakhan is not a
Muslim. ... A Muslim
doesn'tlook at race and color.”

®

1960, he won a gold medal at the Olym-
pics. Turning professional, Clay became
heavyweight champion of the world when
he demolished the seemingly indestructi-
ble “Big Bear,” Sonny Liston, in 1964.
Like most of us, the new champion was
not unaffected by the turbulent sixties. Un-
like most of us, however, the champion
did not follow the calls for rebellion and
dissent but rather became a moral leader
who spoke out for his people and against
the Vietnam War.

Sportswriters and fans were simply not
prepared for a heavyweight champion of
the world who behaved the way young
Clay behaved. He was not modest and
humble, nor was he removed from the so-
cial and political turmoil of the decade.
Taken under wing by the late Malcolm X
(although Ali told me that Malcolm X's in-
fluence in his conversion to Islam has
been overstated), Cassius Clay an-
nounced to the world that he had become
a member of the Black Muslims. He
changed his name to Muhammad Ali, al-
though it took several years before some
reactionary sportswriters stopped calling
him Cassius Clay. Next, Ali announced his
opposition to the war in Vietnam. ("It took

afew years,” Ali told me, "but | was prov-
en right.”) Ali swore that if he was drafted
he would *'go to jail rather than fight the
Vietnamese."

Once the darling of the sports world,
Cassius Clay quickly became the hated
Muhammad Ali. Sportswriters and editori-

~ al-page scribes were aghast at what they

deemed the unpatriotic behavior of the
new heavyweight champion. Why wasn't
he more like the humble and acceptable
Negro heavyweight champion Joe Louis?
They should have realized that the legend-
ary and flamboyant Jack Johnson had al-
ways been Ali's hero.

In 1967, patriotic zealots in the world of
boxing and in the media began to put the
screws to Ali. He was stripped of his title.
Pressure was put to bear on state athletic
commissions to deny Alithe rightto earn a
living. He was out of work, and the world
lost its champion.

But then, as now, Ali was a man of prin-
ciple. He never backed down. He re-
mained firm in his refusal to fight in a war
he did not believe in. He became more in-
volved in his new religion. But he also
fought back. And Ali, being Ali, became
the winner. A Supreme Court decision in
the early seventies made it possible for
him to return to the ring. It took a few
years, butin 1974 he became, once more,
the heavyweight champion of the world.

By 1980, Ali's fighting days were over.
The body, strength, and reflexes of the 38-
year-old Ali were not those of the 22-year-
old Clay. After a disastrous attempt to
regain the title a fourth time from Larry
Holmes, he knew it was time to quit. It was
then that the rumors and gossip about Mu-
hammad Ali's decline began.

The next morning, we told Ali what Angelo
Dundee, his former manager, had said re-
cently: *'l think Muhammad Ali right now is
a bored individual. | feel badly for him be-
cause he's not in the glow anymore, the
limelight. How do you replace what he
was? You don't.”

Ali smiled and shook his head. He had
already been up for five hours, traveling to
a Muslim mosque for morning prayers,
then later walking his two daughters to g
neighborhood school. He was alert, fresh-
looking, and eager to talk.

*“| don’t miss the excitement of boxing. |
get more excitement these days. See,
when | was boxing | would be training,
say, for three months in one location.
You're just stuck there, and the only peo-
ple who | would see were those who were
paid to see me. Now that I'm retired, I'm
out in the public, not confined to three
months in camp. I'm always traveling. |
meet thousands of people at airports, in
hotels, on the street. So I'm more busy
now, more active than when | was in box-
ing."”

Ali's activities these days are varied, but
nothing is more important to him, nothing
keeps him more involved in life, than his
religion. Much has been written about Ali’s
conversion to Islam in 1964. Little of it

CONTINUED ON PAGE 166






















































CONTINUED FROM PAGE 148

bears any resemblance to the truth. A cur-
rent theme, in 1964 as well as in 1984, is
that the Black Muslims brainwashed and
took advantage of Ali. It has been implied
that the Muslims have taken most of Alis
money and that he does not take the faith
seriously. But Ali vigorously discounts
these stories:

"l don't contribute money to Muslim
temples. They wouldn't let me. | have
tried, but they wouldn't take it. They have
told me, ‘We don't want your money, be-
cause the press will say that we have you

just for the money.' | couldn't give my

money to them, though I've tried. Listen,
I've made money because I'm a Muslim. If
I wasn't a Muslim you wouldn’t be here
now. If | was Cassius Clay, had a white
Christ on my wall, stili a Christian, |
wouldn't be nobody. It's my uniqueness,
my boldness, my name Muhammad that
has made me what | am."”

Ali cares deeply about his religion. It is
the only subject that he discusses without
the usual Ali flair and hyperbole. His reli-
gious beliefs may sound very simple, but
as he says, “It's my life. Faith and obedi-
ence to God." Whether at home or on the
road, Ali listens to cassettes of religious
sermons. He also writes and delivers doz-
ens of sermons at mosques around the
world. At one point in the interview Ali
asked us to listen to two of the sermons he
wrote and recorded. If anybody believes
that he is tuned out from the world around
him, they ought to hear him talk about his
religion.

Ali addresses most issues in the context
of religion. When asked about Jesse Jack-
. son's presidential campaign, Ali said that
he had no wish to be involved: “Well, I'm
for him to have success. I'd love to see a
black president, but I'm not getting out in
the streets, working to make it happen. I'm
more into the spiritual thing."" Although he
wouldn't say, it may very well be that Louis
Farrakhan's support of Jackson has kept
Ali out of the campaign. He is not fond of
the Chicago minister. *‘Farrakhan is not a
Muslim. He calls himself that, but a Muslim
doesn’t look at race and color. All people
are God's people, all races." Ali was criti-
cal of the press for making Farrakhan,
“who teaches supremacy and black pow-
er," a leader and spokesman of the Mus-
lim movement in the United States: “The
real leader, the one ! follow, is Wallace
Muhammad. These other people are
made by the press to throw people off. The
real leader is Wallace."

Ali was also dubious about Jackson's
announcement that he wanted to go to
Moscow to persuade the Kremlin leaders
to change their minds about the Olympic
boycott: *'| wish him luck, but | think that
it's going to be an impossible task. They
seem to be sticking to their decision. They
have their reasons; | think no outside force
can persuade them to compromise their
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belief. If | felt that my going to Russia
would persuade them—or if | believed that
| could be effective—| would go. But | think
that my wishing they would come mean
nothing to them." '

It was nearly noontime, and Alli interrupt-
ed our interview to leave for the gym. He
works out about three times a week. Al-
though some people have said that he
doesn't care about his body any longer,
Ali has remained very serious about main-
taining his physical condition.

it seemed like a good idea to ride with
Ali to his gym in Santa Monica in order to
continue our interview. It was a mistake.
Riding in a car with Muhammad Ali behind
the wheel is an experience best forgotten.
Ali decided to leave his Rolls-Royce back
at the house and chose to drive the sleek
$70,000 Stutz Bearcat to the gym. Larry
Kolb, Ali's financial adviser, who had just
flown in from London, and Ali's longtime
aide and close friend Abdel Koder Mondir
were also in the car.

®

“When | look back now,”
Ali said, "it scares me. ... Oh,
| was bad. There was
nowhere in the world you could
find another Negro, a
black man, who acted like me!”

®

_Everything was fine until we hit the free-
way. Kolb told me to sit back and not to
worry. *“Worry about what?"' | asked. Kolb
said, “You'll see.” Ali may no longer be
lightning fast in the ring, but he is a silver
streak on the freeway. We must have been
doing 80, 90 miles an hour on the Santa
Monica Freeway. Just as it was once im-
possible to corner Ali in one area of the
ring, itis now just as impossible to contain
him in one lane of the road. In an instant
we were in the left lane, then the center,
then the right lane. When Ali found any of
those lanes restrictive of his desire to keep
our stomachs in our throats, he would ride
the exit ramps before returning to the road
atthe last instant. There was no way | was
going to interview him in the car. | did what
Ali's more experienced passengers did. |
closed my eyes and found religion.

The Joe Louis Gym in Santa Monica is
little different from any other boxing gym in
the country. Here, in this converted bun-
galow, located a few hundred yards from
the beach, is where Ali returns to the world
he once reigned over. His presence is felt
as soon as he enters the gym. Heads turn,
the tattooing of punching bags stops, and
greetings are called out from all over the

room. Before he can work out, Ali has to
give a few minutes of his time to managers
who want to talk about their fighters, fight-
ers who want to talk about their managers,
and hangers-on who want something from
him. One down-and-out character talks Ali
into allowing him to wash his car for a few
bucks. An elderly trainer gets Ali to pose
for a picture with his crippled granddaugh-
ter. A manager of an up-and-coming mid-
dleweight asks Ali to call a mutual friend
who is dying of cancer. Promoter Bob
Arum once said that Ali's biggest problem
is that he can never say no. Watching Ali
patiently and graciously grant these re-
quests, one realizes what a decent human
being he is.

Ali's workout lasts about an hour. Wear-
ing a canvas workout suit that makes him
sweat more, Ali spends most of his time
punching both the light and heavy bags.
His hands blur as he raps the light punch-
ing bag, and when he hits the heavy can-
vas one, | shudder at the thought of what
those punches must have felt like when
they connected with the midsections of his
opponents.

After Alii finished his workout and show-
er, we headed back to his home. To keep
my mind off Ali’s unique driving technique,
| asked Larry Kolb about the rumors of
Ali's financial plight. Kolb laughed: *'l can't
tell you everything about Ali's finances,
but I'll give you an idea just how good a
shape he is in. Ali's monthly tax-free in-
come, now I'm only talking about tax shel-
ters, is more than $35,000 a month." kalso
learned that Ali has more than $400,000in
anaccount set up for him 20 yearsaggina
Louisville bank. Kolb told me that "Ali's
home, which was purchased for $800,000,
is now worth four times that amount. Ali
himself may not be a good businessman,
but he has always had, from the earli-
estdays of his boxing career, sharp, trust-
worthy moneymakers in his corner. No,
Muhammad Al is not heading for the wel-
fare rolls. ‘

No interview with ““the Greatest' can be
complete without hearing Ali expound on
the state of boxing. He agreed that boxing
may be hurting today, but that it is to be
expected: “Boxing is like other things—
ups and downs. One year you got a presi-
dent that the people like, the next year you
don't. One year there's a song-or dance
you like. Well, it's the same with boxing.
During the days of Joe Louis, Rocky Gra-
ziano, myself, people loved boxing. Dur-
ing the days of Sonny Liston, and now with
Larry Holmes, it's dead."

With typical Ali modesty, he explained
his responsibility for boxing's recent un-
popularity. *Well, | started the $2- and $3-
million gates, but now they can't keep
those up. | had a following in countries that
don't follow boxing. | spoiled the people.
They got used tc my crowns, my world at-
tention. When | left, they thought that they

-could keep it up. But when | left, my follow-

ers left,—men, women, and children from
all countries. They followed me, but they
don't follow boxing now."

CONTINUED ON PAGE 171












































































































































































































