o
BACkn

REGISTER

AN INTIMATE
LOOK AT
AMERICA’S
MOST ELIGIBLE
BACHELORS

THE ULTIMATE REFERENCE BOOK COMPLETE
WITH PHOTOGRAPHS AND VITAL STATISTICS




SRR

WHO ARE AMERICA'S MOST
ELIGIBLE BACHELORS?

Celeste Fremon and the editors of Playgirl have found
them! Here's an incredible collection of the most suc-
cessful, dynamic and sexy men from all across the
country—from Hollywood to the White House.

Meet each entry as he discusses his passions and
dreams, his accomplishments and desires. And most
important, take note as America’s most wonderful men
describe the qualities they look for in the women they
would want to share their lives with.

Whether you're looking for the man who will fly you
to Paris for lunch, or the man who will cook you a
candlelit dinner, you'll find him here. Find out if he’s the
man for you—if you're the woman for him—or just
browse.

Complete with photographs, in-depth interviews,
vital statistics and mailing addresses, this is the ultimate
reference book for all women.

The American Bachelors Register could change your
life—and his!

Celeste Fremon is a freelance writer specializing in
women'’s interests. She was formerly an editor for
Glamour, Seventeen, Teen and Playgirl magazines.
She now lives in Pacific Palisades, California.
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Mark Bruzonsky

DATE OF BIRTH: October 27, 1947

PLACE OF BIRTH: Duluth, Minnesota

HEIGHT: 56"

WEIGHT: 140

COLOR HAIR: Brown

COLOR EYES: Brown

OCCUPATION: Consultant/Journalist on International Affairs

MAY BE REACHED AT: Dupont Circle Building, Suite 1129, Washington,
DC 20036

Mark Bruzonsky is a quiet revolutionary. He is a behind-the-scenes
intellectual guerrilla. A passionate fighter for what is often the unpopular
point of view. He takes the flak but never the credit. Who was that
masked man?

Mark grew up doing all the things a brilliant, young, politically con-
scious Jewish mother’s son is supposed to do. He got his bachelor’s
degree in economics and government, his master’s in international af-
fairs at Princeton, his doctorate in law at New York University. He was a
Root-Tilden Scholar and a gentleman. He went to Israel.

Then, while finishing his degrees, he was invited to spend three years
at the United Nations as a representative of the International Students
movement. His world view began to widen. He traveled to thirty-five
countries. He thought about ideologies very different from his own, and
he became friends with Arabs as well as Israelis.

Some time and several jobs later, the intense, curly-headed kid was
becoming recognized as something of an expert in Middle Eastern af-
fairs. For example, there was the matter of the Sadat telegram: Mark
happened to be in Israel helping plan an international peace symposium
when Sadat announced his willingness to go before the Israeli Knesset.
Mark got the idea that if Sadat could be persuaded to send a telegram to
the peace symposium, the world would be further persuaded of the
genuineness of his intentions. He hopped on a plane to Cairo, met with
Sadat, and the first telegram from an Arab country to Israel ever was sent
within hours of their conversation.

Since that time, Mark has, through his widely published writing and his
consulting, been one of the most ardent and persuasive voices in
Jewish/Middle Eastern affairs pushing for peace in the region.

Okay, so much for the serious stuff. Mark’s one of those guys who
thought he was too brainy for the girls to like him. Then he got older and
brains became a sexy item and suddenly the women began to flock. Mark
made up for lost time—he turned into a blatant sensualist.

The condition remains. He adores women; he wants to know how they
function, how they see things differently from the way he sees things. If
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Mark Harmon

DATE OF BIRTH: September 2, 1951
PLACE OF BIRTH: Burbank, California
HEIGHT: 6’

WEIGHT: 165

COLOR HAIR: Brown

COLOR EYES: Blue

OCCUPATION: Actor

MAY BE REACHED AT: PMK Inc., 8642 Melrose Avenue, Los Angeles, CA
90069

Mark Harmon seemed to have a fairy-tale existence while he was grow-
ing up. He was as good-looking as a boy could be; his family was famous
and wealthy; his father was Tom Harmon, one of the best-known sports-
casters of the period; he was smart and athletic; and he even had a
gorgeous model for a sister. He had it easy.

However, Mark has never been quite content to do things the easy
way. For example, at UCLA Mark was a golden boy. He was the starting
quarterback for the school’s football team and a pre-law student. After
college, it was just expected that Mark would either play pro ball or go on
to law school. But what Mark really wanted to do was be an actor. He'd
wanted to act ever since he was six years old and had seen a 1929 Buddy
Rogers silent film named Wings. “I knew | wanted to act but | wasn't
going to tell anybody that!” Instead, after college he held down two
jobs (one as a sportscaster, doing commentary on the UCLA games, and
one as an advertising account executive) while he took acting lessons.
“People thought | was crazy not to have played pro ball,” he says. “‘You
could have been on Monday Night Football!’ they’d say to me.” People
also wondered why he didn’t go out and find some acting jobs. He was
photogenic enough, God knows, and there were his father’s contacts,
right? “I didn’t want to go out there until | had confidence in what | had
to offer. | didn’t want to do it as a lark or be just another college jock
looking for a job in acting.”

Finally, when he felt he could legitimately call himself an actor, he gave
up his advertising job, his expense account, his nice new house and new
car, and hustled for work. At first, he was stuck playing endless all-
American-boy roles. But soon his looks turned from boyish to darkly
handsome and the jobs came faster. He did a string of forty guest shots
“on every TV show you can think of,” an impressive list of movies for

television, some highly acclaimed theater in Toronto and Los Angeles,
and, of course, his part as the weakling-but-drop-dead-incredible-look-
ing senator-husband opposite Morgan Fairchild on the grandly soapy
Flamingo Road. (When we asked how he felt about the series being
canceled, he answered before we even got the full question out:
“Thrilled,” he said, “I am thrilled.”)
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Now, once again, he is doing it the hard way. In order to get the parts
he wants, he has started a production company (called Wings after the
old Buddy Rogers movie) and is developing several projects. One in
particular, with Norman Lear, is based on a true story about a champion
athlete who becomes paralyzed from the neck down and the subsequent
events that unfold in his life. “But | refuse to let it be done until we can all
agree that it should be done the right way. Otherwise, it just becomes
another Brian’s Song!”

On the personal side, Mark is a man who unfolds in layers. At first, he
seems like a fairly simple person. But then you look again and you see he
is complex, and with a third look, he is more complex still. When he
describes his football days, he does so with the soul of an artist. “I loved
it because the patterns we played were like paintings to me. They were
beautiful. And when it would work right, | would go into this state on the
field where there would be no sound at all.” Or when you ask him what
he likes best about himself, he says, “My hands.” And he does have
lovely, big, scarred and flexible hands; hands that show where life has
marked him, more so than his face shows. By the way, he has astonishing
eyes.

He has never been married, and he strikes us as receptive and
monogamous in terms of relationships in general. His ideal woman is
“independent, wears very little makeup, has her own life and direction,
is a hard worker and a survivor.”

He dislikes “liars, egos, and drugs.”

An ideal evening with the woman of his choice would be either dinner
at home, where he would cook a vegetarian meal in his wok (““the wok
allows me to make mistakes and nobody notices”), or taking a full-sail
1800 schooner to Catalina Island and big-band dancing at the casino.

He wants to have kids, and when he does marry, he wants it to be the
one and only time. He expects, he says, bells, fireworks, and “white
charging steeds” and like hoopla to let him know that the woman has
arrived.
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Introduction

This book came about partly because of a coincidence. | had just sepa-
rated from my live-in love and was in the midst of doing battle with the
inevitable onslaughts of the Anxiety Demons. You know, the ones that
wake you at three in the morning to hiss, “How can you leave him?!! Do
you have any idea what kind of creeps are out there? Chauvinist nerds
wearing ‘Honk if You Love Sex’ buttons!”

It was in the midst of such an attack that Simon & Schuster and Playgirl
Press called and asked if | wanted to do a book on eligible men in
America. | deliberated for, oh, four-and-a-half seconds before saying yes
to the assignment. | then had, right in my lap, the perfect excuse to find
out what kind of men are out there.

Together with the women who assisted me on this project, | sent ques-
tionnaires to and interviewed several hundred men, and sifted through
five times that many recommendations from our various sources.

The criteria we used when considering men for the book were fairly
simple. First of all, the man needed to be eligible—that is, not married,
not madly in love and living with a woman, not gay. We steered clear of
aging, wealthy Don Juans. Incorrigible womanizers are tedious at any
age.

Next, we looked for men who are successful in their chosen field.
Although in most instances, this also meant monetary success, it was not
always the case. The fire-breathing union organizer, the brilliant
biochemist, and the president of the international relief organization are
not wealthy men. But they are fascinating men of significant accom-
plishment, who also happen to be sexy, sensitive, warm, and great fun.

Many of the men we chose are at the apex of their careers. But in just
as many cases, we tried to choose men who were clearly stars on the rise,
men to keep an eye on. We thought you'd like having the inside track on
some real comers.

In addition to career involvement, there needed to be a depth of inter-
est in other areas. And, yes, we did consider attractiveness a tenet of
eligibility. This did not mean they had to match Robert Redford or the
models in Gentleman’s Quarterly. Attractiveness often has very little to
do with chiseled features and good pecs. Woody Allen is attractive. King
Hussein of Jordan may be short and balding, but every woman journalist
who’s met him will tell you he is one of the sexiest men to ever come
down the pike. He has a clear, unswerving gaze, a wonderfully express-
ive face, a powerful masculine aura, and energy to burn. That’s attractive.
However, if they did happen to look like Robert Redford, we didn’t turn
them away.




A%erwe had s=t down 2ll our nice, reasonable criteria, my editors and |
Svolved the rue. unofficial motto for the book: “No Jerks.” This meant
eliminating such persons as the good-looking, polo-playing young mul-
Smilionaire who, when asked about his ideal woman, said, “I'd like one
With 2 fiat head so she could balance my drink without spilling it.”” No
Soudt s man has many sterling qualities; however, you won't find
them detailed in this book.

In ssleciing men we did our best to avoid the obvious. No one needs
0 5= 200S 2220 et Warren Beatty is an eligible bachelor. And although
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e Best dmples @ the Western Hemisphere, this is not new news.
When, for example. we were choosing men in the field of politics we
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ready heard shout

The men who were altimately selected differ greatly. There’s the
public-adhvoczte kawyer who started a private relief agency; the brilliant
SRSmecr eneoreness who has designed and is manufacturing the most
sophisSiczied sports car in the world; the young investment banker who
TELES 2 B2 of sescwins f2iling companies, and who cooks well enough
SO St s recpes 2re often featured in Bon Appétit magazine; the
2uthor Socumentany Slmemaker mystic who looks like a rock and roll star
27C 52s 2 =m0 on Sis chest from his initiation into the lost tribe of Dyaks
©F Bormen: 2m adwerssins genius or two; a number of gifted artists; a
PRoisiourals whe won The Pulitzer at age twenty-five; several hotshot
polificans. = saden champion: the fastest skier in the world; a spate of
seffmade muillomawes: - _ well, you get the idea.

S8 =205 ome of Sese men. 2s unigue and individual as he may be, is
FESFEsesiaine of Sumdrecs of other men, equally sensational and
STISLE wSe 2= ner m The Dook. There were endless instances in which |
WOLIS Sear 2hews soee fermiic man who couldn’t be included because
Hhers was Se=ach = owerilow of men in that category. Even after the 100
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Smes==c. Al of She men. =wen the most conservative, expressed a strong
SESP= S Se sooeoachec 0 have the woman indicate when she is in-
Em=Sies. Thes= mes dom © want o be left out there on a limb by them-
S=hes. Om S affer Band. they don’t want to be chased. A “Hey, baby.
WSS © lme o 2ooenach seems to put off even the most liberated
S, Mot semd e soreaming into the hills.

Mamy of e e, amd this will come as no surprise, are engaged in the
SFNEuE ans confesine strussie fo determine just what it means to be a
TEE = 2 Sme when 2l the zuidelines are blurred and the models few
SE S SeSwess Sac ey o them are coming up with some remark-
S5 295 w=n uchims sew definitions of themselves. And the kind of
W i wmoen Shey would like to interact.

e Sl = i marmiases was 2 subject that came up continuously
=S 38 === oF comc=m. Huge numbers of men—oparticularly less tra-
Sieea mes =S shows how many broken marriages they’d seen and
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were consequently afraid to marry (or marry again) until they were sure it
was “‘right.”” “I take marriage too seriously,” went the refrain. “When |
get married | want it to be forever,” they would say wistfully. But often
they seemed at a loss as to just how that could be accomplished.

Despite the worry, the longing for a committed relationship was almost
always clear and present. Again and again these same men would tell us
that they “felt closer to women than to men.” It wasn't that they didn’t
value their male friends, but they could talk more intimately “about
things that matter” with a woman. “Men are too caught up in macho
competition,” they’d tell us.

There were, as you might imagine, some very funny aspects of the
project. One very successful, somewhat well known bachelor who pro-
fessed great coolness at the idea of being in the book was seized with a
case of galloping insecurity when faced with filling out our question-
naire, and sent it to a ghost writer. The ghost, a Washington political-
speech writer who also happens to be a friend of mine, called me imme-
diately to say, “You'll never guess what / have on my desk!” When the
bachelor got his completed questionnaire back with a notation at the
bottom that read, By the way, Celeste Fremon has great legs” (I particu-
larly like telling this part of the story, | have to admit), he sensed some-
thing was amiss, called me to apologize, and filled the thing out himself.

It was almost as funny to learn how grossly | had underestimated the
size of the male ego. That oversight was rapidly corrected by several
self-made millionaires who, mid-inteview, would clear their throats, drop
their voices an octave to affect tones of intellectual earnestness, and say,
““So what are my chances of being in this book? | mean, is there anything
I could tell you about myself that would help you and your editors to
make the decision more, uh, effectively?”

In the end, if there was one message that stood out above anything
else it is this: Men need women. They are fascinated by women, con-
founded by them, sometimes even in awe of them, and often value them
almost more than they value their own sex. ‘I think women are more
whole, more in touch with life. Their values are better”” We heard it
dozens and dozens of times. And then there was the inevitable question
that followed: “How do we get together with each other and make love
stay?”’

You'll notice that the book is written in the plural. There were so many
women who contributed to the formation of this book—regional
magazine and newspaper editors, Playgirl magazine’s editors, and most
particularly my stalwart assistant, Deborah McColl, and my sensitive and
resourceful editor at Simon & Schuster, Melissa Newman—that it seemed
inappropriate to write it as the expression of a single person.

One last thing: Recently a dear friend of mine broke with her longtime
love. When | went over to help her through the Anxiety Demons, |
brought along a pile of the bachelors’ completed questionnaires. Red-
eyed and still sniffling, she read through about ten of them without
saying a word. Finally she looked up, then began to giggle.

““My God!” she said, smiling broadly for the first time in days. “There
really is hope, isn’t there?”

Damn right there is.




