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~ Congtrmed From C-1

“Fashion as Fantasy,” Polo had euplained earlier
will ﬂaw make a statement about fashion. It will be
an ex about fashion, not a fashion exhibit, All the
works in the exhibit, will, of course, not be works of
art, including some by so-ealled regular artists. It will
not attempt 4o be elegant or beautiful, beeause those
attributes have a very superficial relationship to art,
to works created with or witheut a purpése in a me-
ment of self-expression.” '

Well, that was easy for him to say. But some of the

very soeizl New York charity supporters were sur-

prised by the seselis. Bt seems that to a lot of the art-
1sts invited to Mhﬁ their wotk, “Fashion as Fanta-
sy” meant ** Let it All Hang Out.” Painter Lowell Nes-
bitt had comiributed a series of extremely explicit
male nudes keavily tattooed with flowers in peculiar
places. Ansther artist off¢red handsomely drawn de-
signs of Mh&, aily printed with enormous genital-
ia, and hats modeled along the same line. Worst of all,
“Thong" designer Rudi Gernreich had garbed a male
model in a costume made of a bicycle seat and handle-
bars — and that's all — and a female model in a couple
of red bike reflector pasties and handlebars.

“I'VE NEVER seen anything that disgusting!”
cried a sable-swayed matron as she eneountered the
bicycle seat, and she turned on her heel to begin the
long siruggle through the hordes and out of the door.
There weré¢ hundreds pouring in to replace her in a
.never ending flood. By 10 ¢'clock, Beautiful and Semi-
Beautiful People were jammeci among books and
shelves and were crushing up and down a sweltering
stairway that locked like some hideous purgatorial pit.
Champagne glasses were crashing to_the floor every-
where soaking expensive art books. Flash bulbs were
flashing wildly, Drunks were weaving. The faint of
heart were leaving if they could, muttering “Ged,
what a zoo. What a terrible zoo.” |

Steven Varble, a young man with a large bedsprin
mounted on his shaven head tnpl“d with Ostric

lumes, wore an unusual costurae of his own design. It
included gigantic stuffed breasts of pink satin and
three enormeus turquoise-hued penises of the same
fabric. He squirmed, writhed and nﬁ:g_ged-,his way
‘through the flashibulbs, When hehad edleryane’s
tion, he pulled the tassle that decorated one of his
tesque breasts. It opened like a pmrse. Hundreds of
‘pennies crashed to the floor an
him, y

Yet another charity supporter left in disgust.

BUT NOW, the big guns began' iling in: Monique

Van Voeren, swathed in multi-colored chiffon frem

head to tee, with designer Giorgie DiSant’ Angelo,

sweeping up the red carpet. There was artist Colette,

ro-

rolled among the
roken glasses, wet books and trampling feet around

r-.

wearing a huge hat, old fashioned stays and drawers,
maost of her charms covered lightly with only fine veil-
ing. She crushed her way through the throng, headed
for a chair where she sat down and promptly fell
asteep. “This is my art,” she explained to someone
wheo woke her up, and dropped off again.

In eame British designer Zandra Rhodes, her royal
blue forelock blazing. Multimillionaire Huntington
Hartford shuffled through the crush in a grubby over-
coat complaining "'I've had my foot in a cast for three
months and it’s swollen up like a football.”

HE WOULD have shuffled out again if a dazzling
blaze of flashbulbs had not just then announced the
presence of Andy Warhol escorting Barbara Allen.

“*Peter Beard’s ex,” Warhol whispered. They were
with the Truly Super Ones who had made that long

‘wait at the red carpet worthwhile. Paloma Picasso,

Niana Tan Fusctanhiuea and astict Antanin tha Nennn
4fians VO Sursiénourg anc arlist Anignig, at UsCar

de la Rentas and long-time Vogue editor Diana Vree-

land, along with Roberto Polo and his wife Rosa. They

had just come from a madly chic dinner (sole bonne

Femme, duck with cherries, Endive salad) at the Cote
Restaurant.

“f don't believe in fashion' said Andy Warhol,

“Nostalgia is the enemy of art,” said Roberto Polo.
“Now I've seen Andy, I'm leaving,’ said one of the
Beantiful Ones.

And outside, the transistor radio clutched by a
spectator was saying “New York City employes will
probably get their salaries on Friday, but it will be a
squeaker. Striking garbage collectors here say that
they will pick up where garbage is known to be a
health hazard. The bill to keep New York solvent
passed in the House today."”
mﬁjgi‘d a cabdriver afterward: *‘This is some city, isn't



