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INTRODUCTION: THE KONG AND I

I can still clearly remember the first time I met Stanley Harold Kong. (That’s his real name. David Selznick himself decided one afternoon to change it to King Kong because it would do better at the box office, but the Old Crowd still called him Stan.) It was 1932, the year before RKO released that terrible picture which made Selznick’s name as a producer and ruined my friend’s life.

I was the cabin boy on a bucket of bolts called the U.S.S. Venture, an aged freighter formerly used to haul guano from Guayaquil to Spokane.

With her hull plates half-eaten through by the acrid guano fumes, the Venture was in New York harbor to be sold for scrap when that nut of a producer bought her for $700 in cash plus five percent of the gross profits of any gangster pictures he made. To screw them, he made an animal flick—the greatest in cinema history—and it starred my friend Stan.

It was on the way back from that Pacific island that I got to know Kong. I was assigned by Captain Englehorn to bring chow to Stan down below. Raised to be quite fastidious, always to wash his paws before each meal and after each visit to the toilet, poor Stan had to endure his paws in chains and his ass hanging out the side. (They’d knocked out a few plates, leaving a hole in the hull for Stan to use.) It was hot and smelly below decks, and Stan was miserable. I was desperate to help him, so I opened another hole in the hull to provide some relief with cross ventilation. The Big Fellow really appreciated what I did, which was, to be honest, exactly what I’d do for any 132-foot gorilla with innocent brown eyes. You’d do the same.

I spent several hours a day with him, chatting about all sorts of things, and by the time we reached New York, we were friends.

To this day, he’s still loyal to all his old friends, devoted to his family, and deeply grateful to his freaky fans everywhere. Trashy, second-hand accounts of his life have appeared in the Los Angeles Times, the Manchester Guardian, Screw, and the Congressional Record—but none have caught his majesty, his courage, or his fabulous bad breath.

Only he knows the full story—one that will bring a lump to your throat and, perhaps, severe cramps. When you read it you will know why the world thinks of him as a giant and you will applaud…or else.

Walter Wager

Hasbeen College

Beckenham, Kent





MY SIDE BY KING KONG





KING KONG’S OWN STORY

A funny thing happened to me on the way to the Empire State Building, as you may have heard. Here is the whole story: what happened before the movie, the truth about the picture crowd, how I was ripped off, and what I did after that fall off the building—which was, by the way, filthy.

Here are the facts that Big Business and the CIA tried to suppress, plus an unvarnished account of my triumph over alcoholism, bad hearing, atheism, and a hernia that the greatest doctors in television pronounced hopeless.

I was also overweight and a lousy dancer.

Both Merle Oberon and the Statue of Liberty refused dates with me, and crooked judges wouldn’t let me see my own children.

The London Times barred me from its crossword puzzle, shyster lawyers stole my money, and vicious gossips destroyed my film career by spreading false rumors that I was temperamental, unreliable, and infected with ticks.

Three marriages and four businesses failed, and I went to jail…eight times. I was threatened with deportation, vivisection, root-canal work, and nomination as the Socialist candidate for lieutenant-governor of South Dakota.

In addition, my purse was stolen in the Radio City Music Hall…during the Christmas show. Several TV commercials and a teaching post at the University of California that should have been mine were lost because of plain and simple racism, and the prime minister of Sweden got up on the floor of the United Nations and held me responsible, personally, for the Vietnam War.

The FBI bugged my bananas, Gore Vidal mocked my grammar, and I was forced to resign my seat in the U.S. Senate when a spiteful secretary spread word that I was a terrible roll in the hay. I pointed out how my hay fever made this whole thing a patent lie, but they wouldn’t listen.

Now I’m asking you to listen.

Hear My Side.

I was born on February 29, 1912, a leap year—which may account for my ability to vault across ninety-foot ravines and over highway toll booths. I’m proud of my heritage, despite years of persecution and discrimination. The great melting pot is what made the U.S. of A. so terrific.

Gorilla Power!

There, I said it.

Fur can be beautiful!

Don’t laugh. Apes have been exploited for so many centuries that it isn’t funny. (And if you snicker, I’ll break your roof.) I used to feel that simians weren’t as good as other mammals, but that’s all changed in the great liberation of the past fifteen years.

Gorillas—come out of your zoos!

Stand up and be counted.

If the gays can come out, if the women can organize, if the blacks can demonstrate, and the doctors can rip off Medicaid, why not Gorilla Lib? Last year’s March on Washington, in which we ate all the cherry trees around the Jefferson Memorial and most of the grass near the Lincoln Memorial, surely showed what we can do if we pull together. Chimps, orangutans, rhesus monkeys, sociology instructors unite! Join your brothers and sisters for a better America!

Why should we furries be pushed around by baldies like Telly Savalas and Yul Brynner? Why isn’t there a single gorilla on the staff of Reader’s Digest, Time, or Playboy? The fact that we once had an alligator in the White House merely reflects tokenism, and besides, he was forced out before he could keep any of his campaign promises to the simians. We have taken more crap than the fertile wheat fields of Nebraska. Enough already!

Okay, I was born on February 29, 1912.

I was the product of a mixed marriage, and that was the start of my problems. My mother was a waitress named Saperstein…from Philadelphia. The family was poor but honest, hard-working immigrant stock. My grandparents came to this country (steerage, of course) from a place in eastern Austria that is now western Russia, and my mother’s father supported his wife and six children by working as a button-hole pickler. (In Europe, he’d been a concert garbage collector, removing trash from the finest theaters and opera houses.) The pickling brine ruined his hands and left him with a debilitating case of acne that eventually killed him. The family was not discouraged, and I hear some of the children didn’t like him anyway, especially Milton. My Uncle Milton went to law school on a pin-ball scholarship and now sits on the Supreme Court of Bolivia.

(Only seven years ago I tried to carry out my mother’s death-bed wish. “Stan,” she moaned, “make something of yourself. Be like your Uncle Milt.” I went to the state capital and tried to sit on the Supreme Court. A large part of the cheaply constructed building caved in, killing fourteen people and causing my indictment for manslaughter and malicious mischief.)

My mother’s name was Rose. I have seen pictures of her as a laughing, freckle-faced teen-ager; she was lovely. She had big brown eyes and a fantastic ass. She loved Mendelsohn, Debussy, and a man named Blitzer—who happened to be married. (He broke her heart. Mrs. Blitzer broke her glasses.) Mom was also fond of dried fruit, sex, and animals. That’s how she met my father. He was working four shows a day in an animal act for the Ringling Brothers. He was a star. Everyone said he had a natural talent for it.

They were right.

He was a gorilla.

He was actually a Gorilla gorilla, which is scientific lingo for the lowland branch of the family that’s still balling anything that moves in equatorial West Africa. (If you’re a geography freak, Our Crowd still swings in southern Nigeria, Cameroon, Gabon, and Guinea.) My father’s mother, Harriet, was actually his third cousin by marriage. She wasn’t a Gorilla gorilla, but a Gorilla beringei—an upland or mountain gorilla. They run big, and that could explain a lot about me.

My father’s name was Arthur Kong, and he was a good-looking, outgoing, and delightfully charming guy who loved show business and had no head for money. He worked for peanuts, plus an occasional jelly apple, tangerine, or cheeseburger (rare). He had also shown interest in fish and chips and Benjamin Disraeli when the circus was in England. It was my mom who introduced him to dried fruit, and he introduced her to a new kind of love that’s still illegal in forty-six states, the District of Columbia, and Spain. It’s okay in progressive countries such as West Germany, Denmark, and Japan (except on religious holidays).

Yes, theirs was a forbidden love…in Philadelphia.

It was doomed, but beautiful.

Remember the Montagues and the Capulets? That was nothing compared to the hatred between my grandparents. The Sapersteins wanted her to marry a pharmacist, or at least a fish smoker: a professional man. The Kongs wanted their boy to stick to his own kind: something covered with fur and imbued with the traditions of the circus. Even the boss, impressario John Ringling South, predicted that this romance couldn’t last.

“I’ll kill myself if you don’t give her up,” Grandma Kong told my dad.

“What do you think, Pop?” dad asked my grandfather.

“Who was listening?”

Dad took grandpa’s sound advice, which was hardly surprising since his father had made a small fortune on the ponies and in wheat futures. (It was actually one of the smallest fortunes around: $11.90-which was a lot more in those days.)

Despite all those cheap innuendos in the Rex Reed column and those sly looks on the David Frost interview, the Kongs were not a family of nobodies. They were Big Stuff back in Africa, owning thousands of acres of green forest and a chain of motels and toilets. Grandma’s family had a horseradish mine and three thriving cemeterie—one Russian Orthodox. Bodies came from as far as Odessa and Bel Air. My dad was supposed to become an optometrist, but he had the show biz bug—plus amoebic dysentery and ringworm—and he jumped at John Ringling South’s offer to join the Greatest Show on Earth.

Grandma was an airline stewardess; she looked great in the uniform but had some problem with the fact that there were no airlines yet. She was always years ahead of her time, terribly creative, and vivacious. “Someday there will be major companies with names like Pan American, British Airways, and TWA,” she told her father.

He sent her to a psychiatrist, who recommended that she cut down on her intake of marinated coconuts and take an ocean cruise. It was on the boat that she met grandpa, who swept her off her feet and also stole her navel. When they got to America, he sold it to buy her a polyurethane wedding ring.

It was one helluva love story and the beginning of the plastics industry. There’s a factory town in Japan named after my grandmother, and every year on the anniversary of her wedding grateful residents give raw fish and discontinued models of TV sets to any ape in town.

Try to get the picture.

Things were different in the U.S. of A. back before World War I. There was no pasteurized milk, no MacDonalds, not even group sex. No one had ever heard of Frank Sinatra, Agatha Christie, or feminine hygiene sprays. The idea of mixed doubles hadn’t reached tennis let alone matrimony and most of the action was still on grass courts or the pool tables of college fraternities.

For a woman to get involved with an ape was unheard of—especially in Philadelphia.

In East Hampton or Malibu maybe, but not in a solid middle-class part of Philadelphia. Of course, today we can see that Philadelphia, the City of Brotherly Love, was always full of Main-Line WASP hypocrites. What else can you say about a community that okays loving your brother—plain incest, in my book—but locks out decent apes and other animals. It’s easy to understand how this repression drove Ben Franklin to Paris, where you can fool around with anyone you please.

All of Philadelphia and most of the circus crowd told my parents that they’d never make it. They did make it …several times. I’m the living proof. Love conquers all, and a couple of quarts of cheap red wine doesn’t hurt either. There were all sorts of barriers, including bodyguards John Ringling South had assigned to keep groupies away from my dad, the Star. My mother used to sneak in, hidden in a hollow bale of fodder, and this led to the first great roll in the hay in American history. It was an onion roll, my dad’s favorite.

“Let’s get married,” my father suggested one night under a full moon.

“I don’t know whether society will let us, Dear.”

“Well then, could you tell me where you buy these terrific onion rolls?”

She told him, of course, and never regretted it. Even after the circus left town in the middle of the night (with my fun-loving dad completely smashed on California burgundy), she found a certain quiet comfort in the fact that he’d be able to buy those onion rolls whenever he returned to Philadelphia.

She also found that she was pregnant.

People used to do that.

There were no pills, nasal sprays, or science-fiction movies in those days. Since there were no talk shows in Philadelphia that paid more than scale, my mom had to turn elsewhere and decided that the only fair thing to her family was to tell her mother. Grandma Saperstein had a fine sense of humor, and when she was in a good mood she often paid above scale. (She tended to chisel on the overtime, but then who didn’t?)

It wasn’t an easy decision. Grandma had opposed the romance from the start, and she had a tendency to swear a lot in Russian and Austrian. This made my mother nervous, for while she always did well in English and Social Studies she had no head for languages. Playing it safe, she called grandma on the phone.

“Mom, I’m in a delicate condition,” she confessed.

“I don’t know where that is,” Grandma Saperstein replied, “but get the hell back to town. It’s Friday night, and I’ve cooked up a dinner that could kill a Cossack.”

(That estimate proved all too correct. Several members of the family suffered gastric strokes, and Uncle Milton later sued in the Small Claims Court.)

Uncle Milton also told my mother that Philadelphia wasn’t ready for either color television or a woman-ape baby, and thoughtfully suggested that she haul her ass out of town and never come back.

“But I have no money,” she pointed out shyly.

“I’ll hock the ambulance,” he replied generously. (In training for his future legal career, Uncle Milton had bought an aged ambulance, one used by Teddy Roosevelt in the Spanish American War, which he practiced chasing to develop his legs and wind.)

He took out a second mortgage on this precious vehicle, and it was that money which paid for my mother’s ticket on the Orient Express. In 1911 those crazy French ran the Paris-Istanbul trains via Los Angeles and that’s where Rose Saperstein arrived on New Year’s Day.

The streets were filled with drunken revelers, gamboling among the orange groves and bingo parlors with merry shouts of “D.W. Griffith” and “Up the Hadassah” and “Pass the Sangria.”

My mother had a sister living in a suburb, Shirley. (Most of the people who lived in Shirley were relatives of the world-famous Marx Brothers, which is why they were often called Chicanos. Sometimes they were referred to as Marxists, and a number were deported and now serve in the Castro cabinet.) My aunt’s name was John Murray Anderson Saperstein, and she was an uncertified public accountant who specialized in tax returns. She was a real pro, doing so well that 98 percent of her returns were returned with fraud charges by the federal authorities.

She welcomed my mother warmly.

“Get lost, Rose,” she said with that sweet smile she always had when her upper plate didn’t hurt.

“And take your bastard with you.”

She threw my mother a Catalina ferry schedule, and my mother threw her a kiss and the remnants of a bacon, lettuce, and tomato milkshake. It was at this point that fate intervened.

When my mother got to the dock, the boat for Catalina was burning and a group of mariachi players was offering a haunting medley of “Did Your Mother Come From Ireland?” and “The Moonlight Sonata.” Caught up in the spirit of the moment and a slight touch of morning sickness, Mom staggered over to the next pier and signed onto a freighter carrying Monopoly sets and Kaopectate to Tahiti—where both were in great demand.

“Can you stitch sails, stew prunes, or stoke the boilers when we tack to starboard?” Captain Ahab challenged.

“No, but I know some great limericks, and I’m used to greasy food,” she replied with a toss of her curls and some fancy footwork.

“Why didn’t you say you Charleston?” he chuckled genially.

“I tango too.”

She was hired as a combination dancing instructor and macrame coach, and also ran the group therapy sessions. Most of the crew respected her deeply, but there were a few who lusted; to avoid them she found it best to sleep in the boiler. She lost sixteen pounds and most of her hair on this incredible voyage, and her skin was pretty well singed too.

Still, she never stopped smiling.

No matter what happened, she kept her upper lip stiff and some snatch of Verdi on her lower lip. This made it tough to eat, so she mostly drank her meals through a straw. Capt. Christopher C. Ahab drank most of his meals too, contributing to a minor course deviation that brought his ship about 900 miles north of its intended destination. To be fair, there was also rotten weather.

Typhoon Desirée.

Hurricane Endora.

Add to this a tidal wave named Fredericka, a rainstorm named Gloria, and a navigator called Henrietta who wouldn’t use a compass because it was against his religion, and you can imagine why the tramp freighter missed Tahiti by a wide margin.

Did I mention that this craft was a tramp freighter? It was. Most of the crew were tramps, bed wetters, trisexuals, and ice-hockey players not good enough to play in their native Canada. The first mate, who doubled on alto as the second mate and chaplain, was a heavy smoker, a bully, and an utter degenerate. Rumor hath it that he eventually became a vicar in a small town near Blackpool.

The ship sailed on and on and on.

The Monopoly sets began to rot in the awful heat of the hold, spawning maggots who tunneled savagely through the hotels on Atlantic Avenue. The crew grew surly and broke into the Kaopectate. Discipline was unraveling as fast as the first mate’s unisex wig, and Captain Ahab was loading his blunderbuss and counting his change when they sighted land.

It was rather easy to sight.

They’d run aground on the island where I was soon to be born. It was 11:10 AM on the bright clear morning of November 29, 1911; not a cloud in the sky. Visibility was at least six miles, but it should be noted that the skipper was nearsighted, the navigator farsighted, and the second mate spiteful.

My mother couldn’t be blamed either. Her view was obstructed by macrame, and the morning sickness was magnified by the athlete’s foot that had been troubling her for the past nine weeks.

“Land ho!” shouted Captain Ahab noisily as he hurled a harpoon into one of the hockey players.

“Shut up,” advised Mom.

“Land ho!” he repeated.

That was when she hit him was a gallon jug of Kaopectate, ending a friendship but starting a new chapter in her remarkable life story.

 


My mother was six months pregnant, which gave her a certain resemblance to Carnegie Hall. To put it more discreetly, she was large with child, crazy with the heat, and fed up with the way the crew cheated on the macrame quizzes. Typical of this rum lot was a goalie from the Montreal High School for Auto Mechanics who tried to pass off an eleven-foot hammock as his own work when it was plainly marked “Made by Dwarfs in West Germany.”

Grimly aware of her condition and recognizing the dangerous situation, she grabbed the blunderbuss as soon as the captain crumpled to the deck and charged out to confront the other low-lives on the poop. It was then that she heard the strange native music and got her first glimpse of the island.

She was terrified…for a moment.

The sound of those drums, trombones, and violas was enough to strike fear into anyone. Then she recognized the lyrics, and she knew that she was safe.

“I love you, Porgy!” poured from the throats of hundreds of badly dressed natives on the beach.

The tenors were exceptionally good, and their smiling faces showed that they were kindly folk who’d respond well to friendship and a little Calamine lotion for their poison ivy. She had no way of guessing that poison ivy was the national sport here, with arson and changing the lights on the coast to cause shipwrecks running second and fourth—there was no third, a strange local custom.

Later, when she understood the medical situation better, she gave them all Kaopectate to rub into their skins as a cure. Within a few days, everyone on the island had constipated pores, and in adoring gratitude, they made her the White Goddess. But we’ll get back to that.

If you believe those crap-artists who wrote the script for the picture, the place was called Skull Island. That is an absolute falsehood, reflecting how low a once classy novelist such as Edgar Wallace had sunk by the time he got to Hollywood and Vine. Yes, Wallace and a slick operator named Merian C. Cooper collaborated on this obscene and dishonest travesty which distorted history and helped the Mongols conquer half the civilized world. It’s all in the official records of the Nuremberg Tribunal and the Academy of Motion Picture Arts and Sciences.

This same gigantic lie, the identical propaganda technique later used by Hitler and the Committee to Reelect the President, was not only reiterated but also repeated by a supposedly “non-aligned” toy company named Aurora in 1969. Their model kit of me isn’t bad, and you ought to buy one since I get eight cents apiece. The words on the box are awful. The Yale kid in the mailroom who pounded them out never interviewed me, and I doubt whether he ever saw the movie. Not sober, anyway.

Get this:

“Seven million years ago a gigantic ape was born on a small island off the Malay Peninsula. While still a baby, Kong’s parents were killed by a tyrannosaurus…. Kong grew unbelievably large and strong. Savage natives invaded the island, but Kong remained absolute ruler…. A movie producer, known for his exciting and dangerous films, acquired a crudely drawn map of Kong’s island, Skull Island.”

All lies, and it gets even worse if you have the stomach to read the rest of it. Let the truth come out. The people have a right to know. After all these years, why can’t the Free World, the Third World, the Fourth Estate, and nuns everywhere be told whether Rosemary Woods is a vegetarian, what happened to the tapes, and how tall Robert Redford really is.

While we’re at it, let’s stop using abusive and bigoted terms such as Tooth Fairy. What consenting adults do with teeth is their own business—J. Edgar Hoover to the contrary.

And the same applies to hair and toe-nail cuttings.

Okay, let’s get to it.

I am not seven million years old.

Even Gloria Swanson and Mrs. Churchill aren’t seven million years old. Those guys who eat yogurt in the hills of Georgia (Russia) and the wrinkled ladies in Peru who suck on herbs and wash their feet in pisco sours aren’t that ancient, and nobody else is either—not even Mount Rushmore or the Loch Ness Monster.
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