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A PRODUCT OF GENERAL ANILINE & FILM CORF

" Revolutionary new
Anscochrome films/!

Here are the truest color films ever developed!

® New Anscochrome 50 — medium speed.

® New Anscochrome 100, fuster for action. or for less light.

® New Anscochrome T/100. faster film for artificial light.

@ New Anscochrome 200 — the world’s fastest color film.

All guaranteed to give pictures that satisfv or a new roll free. Tr_)-' them!
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CREATIVE DEVELOFMENTS IN PHOTOGRAFHY



“If they’re out of Imported O.F.C., I'm going on the wagon?’ _

People with pull just won’t touch anything but Imported O. F. C. It’s the Oldest, Finest
Canadian —a lighter, more with-it whisky. 12 year old O. F. C. costs little more than
Canadians halt its age. And O. F. C. 8 year old is priced with Canadians years younger.
When you're out, ask for Imported O. F. C.—it’s the only Canadian with three initials.

86.8 PROOF @ 1363 SCHENLEY DIST CO. NYC.



not too strong...not too light...

Viceroys got-the
taste thats right!

»

Smoka alf 7 filter brands and you'll agree: some
taste ss if they had no filter at all.. . others fitter
the fun and flavor out of smoking. But Yiceroy
tastes the way you'd like a filtar cigaretts to taste!

©WE3 brown & -




PLAYBILL

LAST JULY, in our pictorial on The Bun-
nies. we mentioned that Teddi Smith. a
former Plavmate-Bunny (July 1960), had
switched 10 a receptionist’s post in our
office and was tiking writing courses in
hopes ol breaking into print. This
month, Teddi breaks into rrayvsoy —
photographically. that is —no less than
five times. For an opencr, she's the
bountcous bathing beauwty on this is-
sue's cover. On page 111, she’s the doll
in the middle of the doorway in our
annual Fall and Winter Fashion Fore-
cast. Aud, in the same feare. she pops
up again in a Rolls-Rovee rumble seat on
page 113. Then, on page 133, she be-
comes a potential corpse in the dramatic
illustration of It Didn’t Happen, Fredric
Brown’s suspenselul tale of a man who
went bevond veality. Ultimately. on page
159, she shows up as a guest in the VIP
Room ol her old hutch-haunt. the Chi-
cago Plavboy Club, in a nine-page tour
of our own Disneyland for Adulis. (In
the same feature, you'll find news of the
first overseas link in our international
key chain as well as sketches of several
Clubs to come.)

As long-time [ans of Lenny Bruce,
we are pleased 1o present, beginning in
this issuc. Bruce's ardculate and intro-
spective autobiography. How o Talk
Dirty and Influence People. While his
supporters tend to think of Lenny as a
Cause, and lis enemies are apt to view
him as a AMenace. the book, we think,
will prove that Bruce is above all a
very human human being. Says comedian
Bruce of author Bruce's elforts: “What |
want is a bad review from Time and a
good writc-up in a magazine that wouldn’t
ordinarily review books. Wouldn't von
fip if I got a wibute in Popular Me-
chanics, right afier ‘How to Make a Bird-
house for Qur Flullv Friend the Wren's”

India’s clogquent Jawiaharlal Nehro s
the subject this month of a Playboy Inter-
view which probes beneath his outward
calim o assess the strength and stress of a
man who has chosen 1o straddle the dan-
gerous Chasm of o divided world,

Producer David Merrick. the terrible-
tempered boss o Broadway. doesn’t like
reporters. This was the st thing writer
reporter Alvin Tofller learned after he
told Mervick that he wanted o interview
him for a personality picce to appear in
rraveoy. Complaining that cvery pre-
vious article about him had been poison-
penned and based on research hastily
eathered [rom newspaper morgues, Mer-
rick challenged Toffler to first “Go out
and talk to the people who know me —
backstage people, actors, directors . . "

TFINNEY

[ TOFFLFR

And that. as vou'll see in The Litile
World of Dawid Mevrick, is precisely
what ToMer did. “He may be sorry 1
did,” relleets Alvin, “but [ hope that isn't
the case. 1 hope. in fact, that whether he
likes the picee or not. he will admit that
it was rescarched at first hand and writ-
ten without prejudice.”

pPLAYBOY regular Bernard Wolfe sup-
plics our lead hction this month with
The Going Price for Adoration. an ironic
look at Hollvwood idolatry
through the jided cyes of Wolle's hero-
hack, Gordon Rengs. The entire Rengs
cvele will be published in novel form

a5 SUem

Just before closing  this  scction
(the last to be printed) of the Octo-
her issue, after the rest of the maga
rine had gone 1w press, we received
word from the Indian Embassy in
Washington that our interview with
Prime Minister Nehrun was not, in
fact, the vesult of an exclusive, per-
somal conversation with the head of
the Indian state, but simply a gath-
ering together of public pronounce-
ments nade by the Prime Minister
in various speeches, statements, eic,
over the past several years, The
Nehru material was submitted to us
by a wellregarded  journalist-pub-
lisher whao s previously conducted
numerows  similar  interviews  with
famous personages all over the workd:
it was sold as an actual interview,
recorded on tape, and the cover
letters that so deseribed the material
also included  photographs of the
Prime  Minister and  journalist  to-
gether. There was no reason to doubt
its validity and  we  consequently
published it in good faith as a per-
sonal interview., However, an olhcial
refutation from the Indian Govern-
ment must be respected, and sinee
our attempts to reach the supposed
interviewer for further clarification
have proved unsuccessful, cditorial
integrity requires that we print this
statement.

WOLFE SOURIAN

soon by Scribner’s, under the title Come
on Qut, Daddy. T is, in a very solid way,
a rrayBov book.” savs Wolfe. “About
hall ol the book first appeared in the
igazine, including the title chaper.”

Jack Finney is back this momth with
a short story called No Time for the
Billiard Ballet, in which two voung cou-
ples make elaborate plans 1o clude the
cight ball of suburban routine. Old
masters and young mistresses comprise
The Calfayan Collection by pLAYBOY new-
comer Peter Sourian. While Collection is
the first Sourian story to appear in a
major magazine, he has two successful
novels (Miri: The Best and the Worst of
Times)y 1o his credit and is now working
on a third. Sourian. a 30-vear-old New
Yorker. teaches extension courses at NYU,
and says he’s “the kind of snob who pre-
fers boiled coffee to literary teas.”

“I spent a good portion ol my carly
life on the chugging monsters,” says
Chuck Beaumont. explaining his fascina-
tion with the subject of Lament for the
High fyon, a lond farewell 1o the great
davs of railvoading. Beaumont is cur-
rently teaching a creative-writing class at
VCLA, acting as criticin-residence at
L. A. State College, working on a novel
and a movie (The Masque of the Red
Death) and several Twilight Zone scripts.

In  The  Playboy  Philosophy  this
month, Editor-Publisher Hugh M. Hel-
ner discusses the moral and legal impli-
cations ol obscenity  charges  leveled
inst him as a result of the now-lamous
Javne Manshekl feature in our June
1963 issue. In The Playboy Forum, he
continues his dialog with readers on is-
sucs raised by earlier seaments of The
Playboy Philosophy.

Add to all this cight pages of un-
adorned Elsa Martinelli, Larry Siegel's
hip Fairy Tales for the Jet Set, move of
Shel Silverstein's Teevee  Jeebies, vour
cighth annual Playboy Jazz Poll ballot.
and a rvather exwraordinary  Plavmate,
amd vou have our October-lest of enter-
tainment for men.
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The subtler the smolder, the warmer
the blaze. (Ask any guy who keeps the
coal rolling.) Our great h.i.s Zipster
slacks specialize in stirring embers. The
flagrant S.A. of their skin-tight fit leads

to inflammatory amatory encounters.

Even sit-by-the-fires sizzle for this line:
crisp, clean, beltless, cuffless. For flash
with a flare: on-seam pockets that close
with a nylon zipper so flat you'd never

ZIPPERS BY TALDN

spot them. Sharkskins, gabardines,
corduroys, flannels, reverse twists,
$4.95 to $7.95. (Hottest new item: the
first h.i.s shirts ever, $3.95 to $6.95))
At stores that burn for the h.i.s* label.

o]
planning on fanning a new flame?...wear h-l-s zipsters

18 E. 34 5T. NEW YORK 16
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Phnrannphn] in Elgin, Seotland, by “21" Brands, Frnul raw (L wr): ":“UT\ Miul Hl ul \I ilfrnm “'l!lu W Hson, (uup-r Willie Turner. Maltman: Bob Gammie,
Mashman: Jimmy Sim, Tun Room Man: Peter Gededes, 5600 Man: Robbie Stewart, Snll Man: Jack Gran,

Milne, Head Brewer: Jack Sinclair, Asst, Brewes; Georze Geddes, Head Warchouse Man

AR St

Maliman. Rear (1 a0 r): Willie Craig, Manager: Bob
Charlie Sinclair, Asst. Warchouse Man; James Anderson, Boiler Man.

14 Scotsmen and what they do
to make Ballantine’s Scotch

The 14 Scotsmen you see above make a rare Highland
Whisky at a Ballantine’s distillery at Elgin, Scotland,

hard by the North Sea. This whisky is just one of
the 42 high-grade Scotch Whiskies that are har-
monized to make Ballantine’s sunny-light flavor.
These men possess distilling skills which have been
handed down from their forefathers. Each per-
forms his task with the same patience, pride and
attention to detail that have marked the making of

Ballantine’s for more than one hundred and thirty years.
~ The final result is Scotch Whisky as Scotch Whisky

should be: never brash or heavy—nor so limply
light that it merely teases the taste buds. The final
result is Scotch Whisky always good-natured and
sociably gentle, flaunting its authentic flavor and
quality to all those who enjoy its company. Just a
few reasons why: The more you know about
Scotch the more you like Ballantine’s.

BOTILEQ IK SCOTLAND « BLENDEO SCOTCH WHISKY - B6 PROOF » IMPORTED By~ 21™ Brands, Yuc., n.v.c.
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HURRAY FOR HARRY
Jules Feifler's Harry, the Rat with
Women [pLavsoy. June and July 1963
painted the most caustic portrait [ have
scen in recent years of the castrating le-
male. Feiffer's litde cluwch of fashionable
harpies resembled a psychiatric adapta-
tion ol the Grand Guignol.
Frank Summerficld
Los Angeles. California

I have enjoved Mr. Feitfer's work for
many vears. His cartoons are excellent but
Havrry, the Rat with Women was superbh.

Linda Kornblite
Sacramento, Calilornia

SEEWORTHY

We e used to secing things ol spec-
tacular and breathtaking beauty in the
pages ol your publication. but the July
issue, in the opinion of at least this ob-
server, hit what must be some kind ol
record high.

I refer, of course. to the delightiul 12-
page section dealing with Small Boats
Jor Fun Afloat. The art was the best I've
seen in 13 years with boating associa-
tions; the advice to the beginning hoat
enthusiast was some of the soundest ever

printed.
Guy W, Hughes, Exccutive Director
Outboard Boating Club ol Amcerica
Chicago, Hlinois

BEN-IFICENCE

Ben Hechit's Letitia, the best story 1've
read recently, brought home the fact that
storytelling as an art is not dead. Heeht
is i master and his method is mmmitable,
and | wonder whether or not one de-
velops o taste lor such writers (1 began
to read Hecht's short tales while living in
Chicazo during the 1920s). But compar-
ing him to others, even in vour own
roster, makes his method stand out. as he
aets his cffects so cffortlesslv. And, with
the present background ol knowledge
Irom past contacts (Margaret Ander-
son. Sherwood Anderson, Maxwell Bod-
enheim, eic.), whatever he writes is very
important. I hope to read more ol his
memoirs  here — butin reading,  some
time ago, his autobiography, it didn’t
seem o me quite as mature as did chis

story you published in July's rravsoy.,
John G. Moore
Pasadena. California

I nominate Ben Hecht  (Letitia,
rraviEoy, July 1963) as literature’s most
affable name-dvopper. His memoirs are
usually bursting with the names ol the
areats and near greats, but 1 never ke
ollense  since  master-recollector . Hecht
employs them so delightlully in his nar-
rauve.

James Movoni
Chicago, Hlinois

RABBITUES

Please accept our expression of hearty
approval lor the colorlul photos of vour
cotton-tailed faiver
of rravsoy. But hguratively something
scems amiss with vour msses. Your Play-
bill swatistics on the composite Playvhoy
Bununy in wns, leet, mches and vears

sex in the July issue

migued my roommate and me w the
point ol gerting out the old shide rule o
take an average ol vour hgures. By our
ctlculanions, the Average Bunny measures
up as follows: Age — 22,7 years: height —
i -~ 5607 2207 hips

— 35,07 waight — 1578 1hs. Either some-

bust witist -

body gooled the hgures or vour Bunnies
hadl bese pav an carly visic to Vie Tanny's
to shed some ol that excess avoirdupots.
M. Gatenan, R Rollman

Chicago, Hhinois
Somebody did tndeed coof the ficures,
but not at this end, gentlemen. Bettey
check your old slide yule one more thine:
the Bunnies’ avevaze weisht is 1iod [bs,

I recerved my copy of the July viaveoy
woday, and unuil Lreached the story about
the Bunnies T thought it a good, il not
outstanding issue, I got as [ar as Bunny
Sharon Rogers and couldn’t go on. The
vest ol the magazine had o be an anti-
chimax. Please, let’s have more. more,
more ol AMiss Rogers: a special editon
devoted entirely 1o her would be great.
bt i anv case. please give us more pic
tures and information on her.

Joc Foster
Albuquergque, New Mexico

Check next monilt's cover, Joe: you'll

be pleasantly suyprised.
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Purse size $3; Spray Mist $5:
Toilet Water from $3; (plus tax)
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Back in the 20%, that remark
was a laudatory expression that
might be paraphrased in the
vernacular of the 60% as — the
most! These two modes of ex-
pression have nothing in com-
mon. But—20's or 60’s—there’s
one cocktail that's common to
the cognoscenti and connois-
seurs of both eras. Today—as
in bygone days—everybody's
buzzing about that honanza of
the bar: The Stinger.
The Stinger: 1Y or. bhrandy,
1% oz. Cointreau White
—) Grdme de
b’ Menthe. Shake
o witheracked ice
v/ and surain into
@ cocktail glass.
The Stinger is
only onc of many popular, pal-
ate-pleasing, present-day cock-
tails made with Cordials by
Cointreau—drinks such as the
Side Car or the Wiite Lady.
For other Lascinating food and
drink recipes for entertaining
the modern way, write for your
lree copy ol “Gourmet’s Guide”
1o Dept.64.

Cointrean L., Pennington, N .

Re the chocolate Bunnies, I believe you
said there were 25 ol same. Question:
How manv chocolate keys do you hand
out: I am white.

Keith Nordstrom
Santa Cruz, Cahilornia

We couldn’t tell you. Keith. The
Playboy Club's membership application
asks nothing about race.

As o wile who enjovs reading her hus
band’s rravsoy, [ must say that 1 was
delighted to see the picture story on the
Bunnies. On a recent visit o the New
Orleans  Playboy  Club,  owr cocktail
Bunny was charming and gracious, as well
as (lrom o woman's point ol view) sexy
in the nicest sort of way. She made our
visit exciting and memorable. Any house-
wile who censures the Playboyv Bunnics
must be jealous.

Mys. Preston G, DeShazo
Dallas, Texas

I have been wondering il vour Plavboy
Bunnies are under the Social Security
program. [ observe that they do not have
much coverage.

Peter |. Benson
Memphis, Tennessee

PLAYBOY AT SEA

The aircralt carvier USS. Wasp s
presently cruising  the Caribbean with
the famous Playboy “Bunny” Flag flving
from the mast (see photo). The llag
wis “Kidnaped” from the New Orleans
Playboyv Club during a visit o that iy
on  June 13, by the Wasp's Marine
Detachment.

Flving beside the pennant of Rear Ad-
miral Riera. Communder. Carrier Divi-
ston 14, the “Bunmy™ flag has boosted
motale, and is now a pernitnent part ol
the Wasp's halyards. The aew ol the

Wasp is holding the tlag for ransom nnd
will onlv surrender it w0 a “lullHledged
Playboy Bunuv,” upon the Wasp's -
rival in her home port ol Boston,
Massachusetts.

Wasp Photographic Lab

U.S.5. Wasp

FPO. New York, New York

A Playboy Bunny will be in Boston io

areet the crew of the Wasp and retricoe
onr Playboy flag.

SONRISE

I was just thumbing through the July
issue when [ happened to see Herbert
Goldberg's delightful  cartoon, “That's
myv son. the Panter.” (Lucky lor vou |
thumb magazines [rom back to front; had
I been thumbing the other way I doubt
il I'd have gotten past the feature on
Bunnies.)

I thought vou might be interested to
know how widespread the “My Son”
thing has gotten: First of all, it has obvi-
ously taken hold among non-Jewish moth-
ers such as the one in Mr. Goldberg's
cartoon. I she were Jewish she would
call him My son. the Paintner.” A Brit-
ish film opencd last week in San Fran-
cisco called, My Son, the Vampive. The
Village oice published a cartoon depict-
g the Virgin Mary and the Christ child
over the caption "My Son, the Savior.”
Trone magarine loud an item about Rose
Kennedy under the heading “My Son,
the President.” EI Al Airlines took a full-
page ad in The New York Times called
“My Son, the Pilot.” 1 have recently
heard that a [amous chorcographer's
mother is writing a book called “ My Son.
the Daughuer.”

Whether all of this represents some
kind of strange return 1o Momism [ leave
to Mr. Hefner, the Philosopher. 1o de-
tevmie. At any rate, [ have now thumbed
my way toward the front of vour maga-
szine and my thumb has come o rest on
one ol vour Buunnices.

Which reminds me o remind you that
in myv new album, My Son, the Nut, one
ol the songs begins:

Though vou once
Were the best
Bunny at The Plavboy Club,
You're getting to be a rabbit with me.
Allan Sherman
Los Angcles. California
Since writing. we bust yvou've also dug
our "My Son. the Ostvich Ege” carlvon
by Merz in the September issue.

PLAYBOY IN RUSSIA

While reading a recent issue (February
1963) of the Soviet humor magazine
Crocodile, which is published in the So-
vict. Union by the ofhicial newspaper
Pravda, 1 came acvoss an article which 1
am sure vou will find ol interest. The
attitude  of  the Soviet press  toward
reaveoy, while obviously meant 10 be
satrically biting, is particubnly fnterest-
ing in view ol their normally strait-
laced  position  concerning — anything
American. 1 am enclosing a copy of the
original artidle printed in Russian and
here is my English wanslation:

“GUESTS UNDER THE WATER

“Chicago Millionane Recerves
Guests an an Aqualuny

“Chicago. The imagination ol Mr.
Hugh Hefner is indeed inexhaustible.



ENJOY THE WORLD'S GREATEST ARTISTS
IN HIS MASTER'S NEW VOICE...DYNAGROOVE
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RCA VIGTOR RECORDS



Your favorite artists
are here in DYNAGROOVE,

loday’s new standard
in recorded sound!

Pop artists! Red Seal artists! Brand new albums all
recorded in DYNAGROOVE —the exclusive new recording
system developed by RCA Victor and hailed by the critics!
Dealers everywhere are featuring these exciting albums.
Treat yourself to this wonderful new entertainment today!

RGA VICTOR &

l‘he most trusted namein sound

. OETHE ’ ]
RED SEAl.. HIG-HLIGH‘I'ER"‘ DYNRGROO\!‘E
ALBUM

The Dynagroove 'Highlighter” albums
feature selections trom many great
new Dynagroove albums. They are a de-
hightful way to sample RCA Victor's new
Dynagroove recording system which
provides a spectacular improvement in
sound quality. You will hear: 1. True
brilliance and clarity—2. Realistic pres-
ence — 3. No inner-groove distortion.
4. Full-bodied tone — even when you
listen with the volume at low level!

THE SONGS I LOVE ;

FERRY COMO |

GREAT SCENES FRON
GERSHWIN'S PORGY AND BESS &

LEONTYNE PRICE - WILLIAM WARFIELD §

HcHenr]r Buamr ght Slutl:h Hendasnu

1 PERRY COMO. TV favorites! Among
them, “'Days of Wine & Roses,” “‘Car-
mival,"” "My Coloring Book™ and others.

2 PRICE/WARFIELD. Both artists became
famous in this work. They're even great-
er today on a newly recorded album!

THE LIMELITERS f-h s
rouma (LBFOLK SONGS

Qs.

-uP

bé:-i“a
#ia Vs
TCHAIEOVSEY CONCERTO No.1 |

ARTUR RUBINSTEIN
BOSTON SYMPHONY
ERICH LEINSDORF

e Snsicoat of Oeatras

HONEY IN THE HORN

ALE:HIRT

3 THE LIMELITERS. Today's top trio
shines new light on “The Midnight Spe-
cial,” “John Riley.”” A 14K treasury!

4 RUBINSTEIN/LEINSDORF. Together for
the first time! Rubinstein's first record-
ing of the beloved concerto in stereo.

5 ODETTA. A lovely. lyrical voice strolls
through a folk field of “*Shenandoah,”
900 Miles,” "Blowing in the Wind.”

6 AL HIRT. Complete with choral backing,
renditions of "I Can’'t Get Started.”
“Man with a Horn,”™ *I'm Moving On.”



FRANKIE FLIJYIJ - PETER
CARLE CRAMER  MERO

THE THREE SUNS
40 Top Tunes for Dancmg

|
|
?

T

7 PETER NEROQO. First live-concert record-
ing of Nero's genius with small combo.
Features a ""West Side Story" medley.

8 JOE WILLIAMS. With a great group of
major jazz musicians, Joe swings “A
Good Thing,” **Sounds of the Night."”

9 CARLE/CRAMER/NERO. A meeting of 3
keyboard kings. Each rules his *‘B8"
with 4 bright, newly recorded selections.

10 THE THREE SUNS. A real entertainment

value for dance fans! 40 tunes played
in wonderfully danceable medley form.

CONCERT IN THE PARK 0

BOSTON POFS FIEDLER (g [

: i i
e Cascading Voices!

HUGO & LUIGI CHORUS -
- LET'S FALL IN LOVE &

s Vicroe

Waltz with Me, Della &R

11 FIEDLER/BOSTON POPS. Features
“Austrian Peasant Dances,” *“Victor
Herbert Favorites,” and a *‘Song Fest.'

12 CHET ATKINS. Strumming into teen
territory like a whirlwind, Chet does
“Rumpus,” “WalkRightIn,” “AlleyCat."

13 HUGO & LUIGI CHORUS. A flowing

sound in romantic love songs. ‘Melody
of Love,” "Let Me Call You Sweetheart.”

14 DELLA REESE. Every favorite melody is
tempoed in waltz time. For example,
“Fly Me to the Meoon™ and *‘Always.”

|
3 crEAT GIRISES

Debat LEONAB.D PEHN.&RIO
BOSTON POPS

15 ANN-MARGRET / KALLEN / REESE. This
three's a crowd of top vocal variety.
Each lady sings 4, all newly recorded.

16 PENNARIO/FIEDLER. A perfect pairing
for the melodic and popular rhapsody.
Pennario’s debut on RCA Victor records,

17 SAM COOKE. "Mr. Soul" sings with
small combo. "Little Red Rooster,”
“Mean Old World,"" 'l Lost Everything."

18 MARTY GOLD. Big sound featuring
strings and big band swing. "‘Don't
Worry ‘bout Me,” “Skylark,” “'Tonight."”

GREAT NEW DYNAGROOVE ALBUMS BRING YOU EXCITING NEW ENTERTAINMENT ON HGII VICTOR

The Mot Iruihed ramg in Lound E !
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...earns his stripes in Cricketeer Suits

Try to stop him. He's going places. He looks great and he knows it. And
he credits Cricketeer's Magna Worsted Suits for helping him up the
ladder. Stripes, herringbones and glens in new lighter compound color-
ings. Vested, with jacket slightly shorter, trousers slimmer. Magna
Worsted suits, about $70.00. Other Cricketeer suits, $60.00 to $75.00.
At your favorite store or write: Cricketeer & Trimlines, 1290 Avenue of
the Americas, New York.

CRICKETEER & TRIMLINES®

Coliege men: For your free copy of our Back To School Booklet “‘Clothesmanship 1" write to Cricketeer, Dept, B

For manv vears he has brought jov to
American men with “Playboy’ magazine
ol which he is the publisher. The old
problem ol sex is wreated {reshly and orig-
inallv in the magazine.

“Lately, Hugh Hefner has opened a
string ol “Plavboy' night clubs in cities
in the UL S, AL with waitresses clad in less
than light costumes. And in private life.
Mr. Helner excels in his rich imagina-
ton. Lately he auracted auwenuon with
an original party for guests. He received
friends in a Lige artificial pool filled
with  water.  All of the guests ave
wiven swimming suits, masks, fins and
aqualungs.

“le s wrue that those present are un-
able to talk to each other. but this doesn't
particularly bother anvone.™

Bill Webh
Glen Burnie, Marvland

PLAYBOY appavenily enjoys a consid-
erable underground  popularity behind
the Iron Curvtain: When U.S. airmen
stationed in the avctic were planning a
wisil to a nearby Soviet base rvecently,
they asked an intermediary what ilems
of exchange or barter they ought to bring
along to swap with the Russians for So-
wiel sowvenirs. The yveply: Back copies
of PLAYBOY.

CLAY PIGEON

Reading about Cassius Clay in July’s
On the Scene. T was reminded of these
lines from Shakespearce's Julins Caesar:

There is no tervor, Cassius, in your
threats;

For I am arm’d so strong in honesty

That they pass by me as the idle
wind,

Which I respect not.

I can almost hear Sonny Liston saying
them now.
Hilary Boon
Miami, Florida
Or. from (he same play: “Forever, and
forever, farewell, Cassius!”

THE OBSCENE JAYNE MANSFIELD

Your June rLaveoy was one of the best-
cdited, handsomest, most  entertaining
issues I have ever read — lvom the imagi-
native cover design (the quality of your
lavouts. illustrations and printing never
ceases to amaze me) to Hugh Helner's
thoughtful, compelling editorial state-
ment on censorship in The  Playboy
Philosophy: from the last part of the
latest James Bond adventure by Lan
Fleming to the first installment of Jules
Feitfer's remankable fuste novel, Harry,
the Rat with Women; from the discern-
ing ¢ssay on folk music by Nat Hentolf
to the nostalgic picce on Holidays —
gone, but not forgotten, by Charles
Beaumont; from the hetion by Ray
Bradbury, satire by Shepherd Mead and
service features on food and drink by



All you need to play winning “footsies”

is the Ban-Lon“’ik_ing‘"by Esquire Socks®
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BEEFEATER

BEEFEATER

the imported
English Gin that

doubles your
martini pleasure

Beefeater —symbol
of integrity in
British tradition
and in the finest
English Gin.

Unequalled
since 1820

BEEFEATER GIN

94 PROOF » 100% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS
KOBRAND CORPORATION = NEW YORK 1, N. Y.

Thomas Mario and male fashion by
Robert L. Green to the high humor of
the best cartoous published in any mag
azine i America today and Shel Silver-
stein's priceless Teevee Jeebies: rom the
lissome, sensitive beauty of  Plavmate
Connie Mason (who zets my vote as
“Playmate of the Year™) 10 the pictorial
reportage on the moviemaking escapades
ol full-blown Jayne Mansfield. for the
men who like their women with more
meat on their bones.

But now — il I am to believe the quite
incredible news that appers in the daily
press — someone, somchow, has decided
that the June issue of rLavsoy is obscene
—all 198 pages ol it (since the Supreme
Court has made clear in its decisions on
obscenity that a work must be judged as
a whole. not piccemenl) —and especially,
and specifically, those pictures of Javne
Mansheld (apparently we are now o be
required to appreciate only the thinner,
less well-endowed specimens ol feminine
beaty).

Has the world taken leave of its senses?
I the June issue —or any issuc —of
rrAavBov 1s obscene then 1 am a double-
dyed purple people-cater from Pluto.

James Kenneth
New York, New York

I am shocked to read of H
arrest on charg

uh Helner's
:s ol “publishing and cir-
culating an obscene magazine.” In any
rational court. vou should need no de-
lense hevond vour own excellent articles
on obscenity sind censorship. But i my
own reputation as a oritic and a scholar
(and an admirer of pravsoy) can he of
any use to vou in these proceedings,
please do not hesitate to call on me.
Anthonv Boucher
Berkeley, California

You rotten moron, the Taw is finally
catching up with vou. Your type belongs
behind bars. You lower than the
Madison Avenue scum. Hang your head
i shame —you and  your crackpot
Bunnics. Who clse but a crackpot would
diszrace themselves working lor a moron
like vou! It's vour type that gives Chicigo
the bad reputation it has.

{(Unsigned)
Chicazo, 1linois

are

Just heard about the arrest of Hugh
M. Hefner Tor publishing an obscene
magizine. Never Linghed so much in all
my lile. 1 did not know whether 1o ad-
dress this leter o the City Jail in Chi-
cago or to Moscow. T agree that the
pictures of Miss Manshield were revealing
and, I might add. quite enjoyable, but if
this makes the best men's magazine in
America obscene then what about all
those magazines that fill their pages with
nothing whatever except photographs of
vude women and what about the so-

called nudist magazines that are now
legally allowed to print pictures of both
men and women completely naked and
unretouched?
rravioy so far surpasses all of these

publications. in every respect, that lhr_
charge ol obscenity would be a joke il
this attempt at censorship did not have
its more serious implications. Il Helbner
is convicted., we might as well give up
any pretense ol there being any free
press in Americ.

John Johnson

San Fernando Valley State College

Northridge, California

We have just read a story in the Euro-
pean edition ol Stars and Stripes regard
ing the arrest ol rravsoy magazine
publisher and editor Hugh M. Helner
as a result ol his pictorial layout ol the
beautiful Javne Mansficld in the June
issue ol pravsoyv. We ol the Ist Missile
Battalion of the 39th Artllery [eel that a
arcat injustice has been done o a man
who docs so much for the morale ol
servicemen the world over. We protest
his arvest and praise his June issue. As a
result ol her appearance in rLavsoy, the
men ol this battalion bave  selected
Javne Mansheld as “Miss Missile of the
30h.”

(Signed by SP /4 Arthur Ducero and
31 other members of the 1se Missile
Jattalion. 39th Artillery)

APO, New York, New York

Congratultions. You have provided
Miss Mamsheld with what she considers a
“reason” for her nudity. have provided
untold hundreds of thousands ol dollars
worth of publicity for her movie and
will undoubtedly sell several hundred
thousand more copies of your magazine
than usual.

Il popularity and acceptance must
come from the public display of one's
private appendages (and  she is most
amply provided for), I shall remain
anonymous lorever,

You have. assuredly, tickled many a
man’s [ancy with vour pictures, but 1
wonder il men might not be just a litde
humiliated or ashamed il women were 10
take an equally vigorous interest in cer-
tiin comparable aspecs of  the male
anatonmy. | wonder how loud and long
the protests would be heard il you pro-
vided a Ervout of a similar type on, say,
Ciry Grant. That, 1 suppose. would be
considered  lewd — while for the men,
Miss Mansheld is “art for art's sake.”
And thus we have another example of
the cenmuriesold “double standard.” T
think your “art” was a little overdone.

Morilyn Marrs
El Monte, California

Enclosed is a copy of a note I'm mail-
ing today to Time [who reported the
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If Napoleon had worn
Kings Men After Shave
Lotion, Josephine would have wanted him home
oftener. He wouldn't have started all those wars that
killed all those people and destroyed all those cities.

KINGS
EN-

AFTER BHAVE
' LOTION

MORAL:

If you just want an after shave that freshens the face, re-
laxes taut skin, smoothes scrapes, heals nicks, kiils infec-
tious bacteria, and stops razor rash, Kings Men After Shave
Lotion is good for that, too. Kings Men—with the new mas-
culine fragrance.

ALBO AVAILABLE 1N CAMADS

{
[ |
AFTER SHAVE | i

! LOTION |

AFTER SHAVE LOTION - PRE-ELECTRIC LOTION - LUXURY SHAVE - STICK DEODORANT - SPRAY DEODORANT - HAIRDRESSING *+ COLOGNE
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cards are stacked in your

3-52.. JACKIE GLEASON. MUSIC FOR
LOVERS ONLY. When the old heort-
steoler conducts, romaonce is sure to
rear its seductive heod! Alone To-

ether, My Funny Volentine, Bul Mot
?or Me, Love Is Here To Stay, | Only
Hove Eyes For You, Little Girl, | Cover
The Waterfront, Some Day. if | Had
You, I'm In The Mood For Love, Body
L And Seul, My Love For Cormen.

music from Im drl.qﬁﬂl‘
Film * tnclive appeal
Amer. Record Guide
memeroble melodies.

i 5 v o S ey,

LYY
‘u_ﬂ'}“é I_ !

Cast Album, r
in Copitel’s "big
1% big numbers

sound'*
including  Seventy-six

Trombores. s You.

18-24. LOU RAWLS. BLACK
AND BLUE. A blues-sing:
“find"! 51 Jomes
Swrenge Fruil,
Konsos City. Trouble
Mind. B olhers.

14-38. JUNE CHRISTY
CFF-BEAT. Unusual wunes
by o grec! jorz voice.
Remind Me, You Soy You
Core, A Sleepin’ Bee. Out
of This World, & more

NBA SROOVYT

SEMAS IR W LN

JACKIE GLEASON v

17-96. STAN KENTON.
ADVENTURES TN JAZZ.
Hew directions in exciting
sounds, Turtle Tolk, Misty,
Body end Soul, Limehouse
Blues, more

1031, JIMMIE ROWLES.
KINDA GROOVY! Blues-
drenched piano on
wocals, Sugor. Me and
You, | Wish | Knew, Miss
Erown to Yeu. ¥ more,

15.11. WANDA JACKSON.
THERE'S & PARTY GOIN'
Hove o boll with
these rockin® 1engs!
Karsas Cily, Mon We Hod
o Porty, athers.

5-09. JACKIE GLEASON.
MUSIC, MARTINIS AND
MERMORIES. Bockgroundi
1o lave: Once in A While,
I Remember You. I Con't
Get Storfed, ¥ more.

i ™

16-58. THE KINGSTON TRIO. COLLEGE
CONCERT. Thrill to the spontoneity of
the live performance—in 12 hits ex-
citingly recorded at U.C.LA. Heor
Lirtle Light, Coplos Revisited, Chilly
Winds, Oh Miss Mory, Loredo, O Ken
Korango, Roddy McCorley, M.T A,
500 Miles, "lt Shope OF ‘lhmgx
Where Hove All The Flowers Gone,
\ Goin’ Away For To Leove You. »

TERNESSEE
IR Sons
OoF
i
i
WK M

MEET  CAHM
LARLESRIEN?

surfin® safari

TR

17-73. JUKEH umks. Az
BONUS. With orgon, A

14-34. ERNIE FORD. SING
SFIRITUAL WITH ME.

18-47. HELSOM RIDDLE.
LOVE 15 A GAME OF

18-EE. BOBBY ODARIN,
YOU 'RE THE REASOM 1'm

17-12. VAN RLEXANDER.
SAVOY STOMP. Suluinh

56-18. BIZET. L ARLE-
SIENMNE SUITES MNOS. 1
& 2; CARMEN SUITE MO
1. Von Korojon, Philhar.
monia. A performonce
filled with power.

18-47.THE LEE EVANS TRID,
Exeiting piono siylings ef
W ide Story Mecley,
The Sweelest Saunds, I'm
Cld Foshioned, Teocher's
Elurs, mony more

18-08. THE BERCH BOYS.
SURFIN" SAFARIL. Rockin',
rollin’, sploshin’ funl
Surfin’ Safori, County Foir,
409, The Shifi, B more
beoch porties.

E\rsnmlm about this offer is big—except the bill!
Here are the biggest names in show business. ..

their biggest albums —

a million dollars’ worth of

headliners ready to entertain you!

Thrill to performers like Frank Sinatra, Nat King
Cole, Bobby Darin, Dean Martin, Peggy Lee, the
Kingston Trio, Judy Garland. Enjoy immortal classics
in sparkling recordings by von Karajan, Hollywood
Bowl Symphony and a host of Capitol and Angel
artists, And if you like jazz, Capitol's repertoire offers
you Jonah Jones, Stan Kenton, Duke Ellington,
George Shearing, Miles Davis—along with the most
danceable, dreamiest popular music by Ray Anthony,
June Christy, Kay Starr and other favorites.

All this and more is yours at BIG SAVINGS as a
trial member. Detach and mail postpaid card today.

CAPITOL RECORD CLUB, DEPT 5447
SCRANTON 5, PENNSYLVANIA

guitors. Soft Winds, June  Steal Awoy, Old Time POKER. New sounds on  LIVING. 12 country. Swingdom's
Night, Hol Teddy. more.  Religion, Roll Jordon Rell, 12 brilliant a western ece | . Lrducided, Chrizbg.
“Solidly swinging sound.” | Wanl fo be Reody, Go  Finesse, Witcheralt, Penny ~ Am. Release Me. mony  pher Celumbus, Let's Get
—Varr'rlv Deown Moies, many more.  Ante, Indiscreel, others mare big hil numbers. Together, ¥ others,
—— - ~
THE BEST OF
THE KIKGSTON TRIO
17-83, MAT WING COLE. l?u. THE BEST OF l'.lE
mulﬂ' ROSE. Werm KINGETOM TRIO. MNow—
ond wonderlul  country their great hits in .;m-
sict The Good Times,  elbumi Tem Dool e Dfeh-u-n ;
Ship to My Lou. Yowr wong Joil, Evergl ) tremendous  swccess . .
Cheotin® art, § mors, other bast-asllers. ~The Gromophors.
~
b \
T KING COLE
8-24. NAT KING COLE. LOVE IS THE
THING, Twelve silk-smooth, sophis-
ticoted love songs. When | Fall In
Love, Stardust, Stoy As Sweet As You
Are, Where Can | Go Without You,
Morha It's Becouvse | Love You Too
10-65. FRANK SIMATRA.  16-08. STAN unnn 1642 THE KINGSTON TRIO, Much, Love Letiers, Ain'f Mishehovin’,
COME DANCE WITH ME, WEST 5 DEI $l'()lﬂ' Joz: :i? E-UF. 12 ‘:m:l; n;-rzr‘ 1 rhoughl About Mcmne, Al Last, IF's
v of 3 oword: » a are recorde i
1'::3-3.'17:..?.' ’lm Male ::r'-:-u:wn Moror 1 Feat - . O Ken N mnos All In The Game, When Sunny ‘Gets
Vacolist Performance,  Prefy, !ulh-!hnn s Com- ; Jomes. Waeping |\ 8lue, Love Is The Thing. J
Bast Arrongements| -pg Ceal, 7 mors, w.”nw ete.
Salli Terri FARAR ~

I kmw my lm.-c ]

N

-1

.! 56. SALLI TERRL. 1 10-51. RED NICHOLS. Pa.
Y F THE PEMMIES.

L E. He's E O
Goro Awoy. The Cuckoo. King of Dinie cometisn
12 other folk 1ongs with rocrectes 11 fost.stomp-

guiter, lute, recorders,
piono or_occordion

wrs: Avolon, Dalto Rolf,

11.72. BOEBY HACKETT.
BLUES WITH A KICK, Lyric
cornet in o minor key on
Weory Bhows, Sugor Bhoes
limehouse Blues, Wong
Weng Blues. mere

-

16-93. THE BEST OF JUNE
CHRISTY. Misty Cine’s bi
hita: Midnight Sun, \\"l‘9
low Waap for Me. Some.
thing Cool, How High the
Moon, B more.

17-67. HANCY ml.sou
HELLD YOUNG LOVER
Sophisticated Lody. N.u
O(:l Regrets, N«nﬂ aver
KEngw, ¥ maore. -
oble* — Down Basol,

" o

BIRTH OF THE COOL

miles davis

7-62. MILES OAVIS. BIRTH OF THE
COOL. Miles Dovis, olso Kai Wind.
ing, J ohnson, Gerry Mulligon
ond others — oll top men in their own
right—eon eleven “cocl’’ tunes: Move,
Jeru, Moon Dreoms, Venus De Mile,

Budo, Deception, Godchild, licity,
Rocker, Isroel, ltouga Here liou
music for the connoisseur—o prize for
ony collection. Monoural only.

\ i J

AT ETARR
SoeT FLAIN couRTRY

14.42. DEAN MARTIN. THIS
TIME I'M SWINGIN'. Ding

rocks with [moginof
Ju

True Love. Somedoy, an-!'
wther Hnger snoppers.

17-30. CEORGE CHAKIRIS.

Always, Sentimental

By Myself. Tonight. I Bs-
i Hyaet ool Jourray, 10 more.

liwve in You. more.

17-93. WAY STARR. JUST

Hi
gnn ’W;lr é; l’v.rm

17-10. JUDY GARLAND. THE
GMD 0

UCH, Shun-
suw..'n'.’é.

. h.- Miss

1 Don't Core.

‘vﬁr Day. Swaeal Dongsr,
0 mors,

B55. GEORGE SHEARIMG.
BLACK SATIN, The guir-
ter's luh stylings of As
Long As I Live, Starfight
Scuvenirs. Moon Sorg.
mere Sheoring specioly

17.59. VIVA BOSSA HOWA!
LAURINDD ALMEIDA, his
fiery guiter ond bon

wwing the new donce
roge, Loxy Rivar, Mr,
Lucky. 10 others.

Wards, More | See You, |
‘Wont lo be Laved, e,

PEGEY LEE BLUES CRISS CO

¥

.nln Biues, 7 more.

Ll
THE SWIi k5. 12 jox
sizzhers: L' Dorlin’ I
T e R
of B I.Wl Box
in Tewn.

17-11. ROUTE 66 THEME :
NEI.SDN RIDDLE. Plus
Ben

Hoked cny Sing Along,
fb‘:‘ Benedict, cther TV

- =
17528, 17628, 1782c SINATRA:

THE GREAT YEARS
Huge, 34-hit collection of "'The King‘s"
all-time BIG records —now in one
limited-edition, souvenir album. Thrill
ogoin to Leon Boby, All of Me, Heyl

Jealous Lover, Wilcheraft, Learnin®
Blues, One for My Boby, mony more.
(3-record set counts os 3 separate
selections.)




favor and you can’t lose!
.DEAL YOURSELF ANY

ALBUMS

on|99

when you become a trial member of the Capitol Record Club and agree
to buy only six future selections, from the
Capitol and Angel Albums to be offered you, during the next 12 months.

usiness history: Han
That Gal Awoy. lm"-y
Sang, Chicoge. Son Fran.

cisco, 24 more encores.

10-54. DAKOTA STATCH.
DYHAMIC! Exubsronce
ith Bitler-swest.

recorded live. Night Mist, Anylhin
u.m:m set counts as Goes. They All lawbod?
two separate selections.) . 7

15-74 MAT KING eou

16-68. RAY ANTHONY. THE
THE TOUCH OF vOu

TWIST. Lei’s Fuwint, Bunmy
IPS. Dreamy munml Hop  Twist, Bookend
3: Hot 5o long Twast, Mexicon Mat Tweit,
Mot L e PR mbay’ - Berir Gunn Twi, Hight
You, Funny, 7 more. Train Twist. 5 more.

'8 '

BASIN STREET EAST

15-20. PEGGY LEE. BASIN STREET
EAST. Cotch the electric “presence’

of her night dub performance! Day
In-Doy Out, Moments Like This,
Fever, The Second Time One

Kiss, My Romance, The Vngobond
King wam. | Got A Man, Peggy Lee

You, But Beouliful, Them There Eyes,

Bow Music—I Love Being Here With
L Just For A Thrill, Yes Indeed.

/

lus a small
shipping charge

several hundred available

¢

greal motion |
picture themes i

16-26. DOM BAKER. THE
SOUND OF 94 SPEAKERS
12 mavie themes on elec
tric_orgon: Mever On
Sundoy, Exodus. Lo Delce
Vite — thrillingly ployed!

Che Sheaning
Tonck

0-39. JONAH JOHES QUAR-
lt'l' JUMPIN® WITH
No Moon of Al

Just o Gigele,

Pl Bill Bewil

¥, 7 men

14-72. GEORGE SHEARING.
THE SHEARING TOUCH.

atylings of Hola,
Misty, Bewitchad, Honey-
suckle Rowe, 7 more. wm.
Billy Moy wrings.

15-24. GEORGE SHEAR
MANCY WILSOM. TH
SWINGIN'S MUTUAL! His
guintet bocks o
woice on Blue I.aw.
u!\-u! 10 maore.

?Mm

WANDA
JAGKSON

THE BUMANTIC AFINALT

12-25. FRANK SINATRA.
HO ONE CARES. Srormy
‘Weather, A Coticgs For
Scle, Hers's That Roiny
Day, Where Do You Ga.
T mars.

11-07. THE KINGSTON TRID.
FROM THE HUNGRY 1"
Racorded live in San Fran.
tises. South Coeat, Dorre,
Wimowsh, ¥ others (Mon-
oural only).

15-96. WANDA lﬂc“nll 17-40. CY COLEMAN: B5-B1. GERSHWIN BY 15-3). STAN KENTDN. THE
RIGHT OR BROA lev PIAND STARLIGHT: Leonord Pen-  ROMANTIC APPROACH.
gt on the undihnh:r RAMA, B'woy show hits: naria, glﬂiw- Hallywood H-l mm  mant n:llmg

side, 1ix on the “rockin® Oid Devil Moon, Lonsly ln\-i ymphony. Cubon bond! Imoginatii
* 12 suger ‘n spice Town, Loat in Loveliness, Overture, Second Rhop- lUﬂl‘lﬂmtf Foola
performances # mare. sody, e, In, ¥ mor.

~irom the"Hungry I

The Kingwton Trio

16:28. GEORGE SHEARING.
SATIN AFFAIR. The gquin.
b strings—Stor Dust,

The Porty's

e et
. Early Aulu
smooth stylings.

ﬂM IIHWI.IS HITS OF
wﬂr

mdﬂ! I
Iln- HE rkl [R1 Wnﬂ

!oul Mmm

1649 DAXDTA ST)
“ﬂ‘yllll. Hur first

siogs” olbuml Meon
r-.'?f Bluas, Eosy to Leve,
The Show Must Go On,

more Greot.

ll llA lllﬂl S'I'&IDN

ntrl'mv- -=l lml: Mo 1o
Sloep. ¥ 1 love Aguir.
ick Yourse o, 1" Monday Dote, More Th
Clote My Eves. B oMers. Yoo Koow, Bothers,

14-04. JONAH JONES QUAR-
TET, JUMPIN' WITH &
SHUFFLE. One for My
Boby. lozy River, My

17-41. HANK THOMPSON &
ERAZDS VALLEY BOYS:

t . )

Nancy Wilson
Cannonball Adderley

16-5T. NANCY WILSON — CANNON-
BALL ADDERLEY. Two superb enter-
tainers teom up to bring you @ musi-
cal gourmet's delight. Save Your Love

, Teoneck, Never Will | Morry,
1 Can’t Get Storfed, The Old Country,
One Mon's Drearn, Hoppy Tolk, Never
Soy Yes, The Maosquerade Is Over,
Unit 7, A Sleepin’ Bee — eleven num-

L bers, cll brilliontly performed. )

THE BEST OF
DUKE ELLINGTON

15- ‘. TII(I.IMS'WN TRID,
Go FLACES. Come
alono 1o Palrur" af
Plenty, Ce ifgr-
nia. Billy Geot Hill. ®
mare fu‘-mng fovorites,

-02. THE BEST OF DUKE
Eullﬁ!ﬂl Waorm Vollay,
Rocken’ in Rhythm. Satn

L e
ey Shin Gal,
¥ mare

seenang !
FED
FU A
Aoses
e

16-35. SWING! STAGED FOR
SOUNE.

STARS IN OUR EYES
THE FOUR FRESHMEN

16-B1. TRE FOUR FRESHMEN -
STARS IN CUR EYES.
Solutes 1o greet wocol
wl of the post. Apnh
lossom Time, Cpus #
Shangri.le, ¥ more.

16-59. DEAN MARTIN.

DINO. awaited al-
h-mnilulumlnnw\
Mon Dimenticor, Porden,
Arcivederei Rome, Just
Soy | Leve Mer, B more.

15.14. THE HITS OF BENNY
GODDMAN. The Swing
King’s big ones: Blue Lov,

§-14. KEELY SMITH.

1 ' WISH YOU LOVE. Worm-

veiced love songs: |

Air Mo Splhnl Gel  Understond, Imoginotion,

Hoppy, tet's Donce. Fools Ruth In, Mr. Won.
e derful, 7 othery.

14-35, JACKIE GLEASOM.
LAZY, LIVELY LOVE. Be-
. On The

Speak Low,. M Hod To Be
You, B more.

17-20. FERLIN WUSKY.
SOME OF MY FAVORITES,

I? 72. PEGGY LEE. SUGAR

1 SPICE. Ain't Thot Love,
| Beligve i You, Ses See
Fides, Embrosss Moi, The
Best is Yot to Come, 7
mere.

7-56. TENMESSEE EWHIE
FORD. HYMMS. 12 cher-
ished um 1. including

17-99. ROSE MADDOX
SINGS BLUEGHASS. “Fina,
tolented.._excallent.” Sof,
Review. Colton Fields,
Uncle Pen, 10 mars Rose
Moddon specicli.

ges, Tha
Mn-ﬂl Crous, Swes! Hour
OF Proyer, My Tosk.

™ Jackis GLEASON

VELVET BRASS

f_'lf'\h @';?

8-59. JACKIE
PRESENTS VELVET
Plush interpretations of

GLEASON
BRASS.
foverites: The Mon I love,

Septernber Song, Out OF
Nowhere—13 more.
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's easy to tell genuine Roquefort when you
taste it. The sheeps milk makes it tangier.
Nicher. Creamier. And it's easy to tell genuine
Noquefort when you order or serve it. It's the
one with thered sheep seal on the wrapper.

A

—

Genuine Roquetort cheese makes the wvery tastiest salad dressing — whether you buy the
dressing ready-made or prepare it yourself. Genuine Roquefort is served in all fine restaurants.
And most fine homes. For dozens of ways to serve and savor it, write for the free Roquefort
Recipe Book: Roguefort Association, Inc., Dept. B, B West 40th Street, New York 18, N. Y.

If you've any kind of

a head on your shoulders,

you'll put it under a
Hush Puppies hat.

We hear that leather hats are it these days. We're glad because Hush Puppies
hats happen to be made of leather. Breathin® brushed pigskin, as a matter of fact.
They're for people who've tried Hush Puppies casual shoes and wouldn't give any
other casuals closet space. There are four models, in six colors. Any one of them
is everything a hat should be—debonair, water-repellent, utterly simple to clean
(got a brush?) and so long-wearing

that it may well outlast your head. H“Sh Puppies ¢ p

Copyright 1963 Wotverine Shoe & Tanning Corp., Rocktord, Mich. BREATHIN' BRUSHEQ PIGSKIN® ONLY BY WOLVERINE

arrest in their ssue of June 21, 1963):
Sir:

Can’'t understaned why the Chi-
cago vice squad zot so “nervous’
over the recent Jayne Mansheld
exposure in rravsoy. It was 100
percent pure stimulation for hetero-
sexuals and the only people who
should have been upset are those
who objected to being jarred out ol
their pitiful aberrations.

[ Tound the picture of the “"man
on the bed too” thoroughly arousing,
and it cheered me and contributed
to my mental health.

Please continue your excellent work. |
especially enjoyed this month’s Philos-
ophy and was also pleased o read the
quotation from my uncle Joseph Flet-
cher’s book. I alwavs felt, however, that
he wended o be a litle more cautious
than was really necessary.

Carol E. Edwards
Fort Lauderdale, Florida

In the past I have lauded Mr. Helner's
stand on many subjects, and 1 think the
present situation is a disgraceful viola-
tion of a basic right granted by our
Constitution — coupled  with  the  fac
that the whole charge is ridiculous! As
a womitn, wife, and the mother of lour
“impressionable” children (who also like
veavsoy), I support Hugh Helner and
wish to encourage him o stick to his
stand.

Mus. Jov Vrdoljak
Westmont. Ilinois

One wonders if all those people who
took such a sudden interest in the June
rLAYBOY also took the time to read your
very thoughtlul and probing editorial in
the same issue on censorship, obscenity,
etc. As your editorial points out. the
best thing that can happen o any pub-
lisher is to have someone try to ban or
suppress his book or magiazine — it pro-
duces a scllout!

James W. Allord. Aworney at Law
Columbia, South Carolina

The June issue of veavnoy prediciably
did precisely that, selling over 2,000 000
copies; in New York copies were bool-
legaed for 55 and S10 apiece.

I have noted with some interest the re-
cent reports relating to the  pending
obscenity charges in Chicago. My interest
stems [rom the fact that I have chaired
the Committee on Civil Liberties of the
National Institute of Municipal Law
Ofhcers since 1961, In this capacity 1
have dealt with the peregrinations ol the
obscenity laws throughout the country
during this period. As you well know, as
evidenced by Mr. Helner's  recent,
thoughtful editorials upon the subject.
the general trend of the Iaw has been in
the direction of & more reasonable and



keep that fresh-out-of-the-box look with ‘Y

XCPOIN

POLYESTER FIBER

-

Vycron Is the registered trademark for Beaunil's polyester fiber,

N\

WINDBREAKER® knows what you want in a jacket. Take this Vy Count model. The fabric is a rugged,
wrinkle-resisting 65 /35 Vycron polyester /cotton gabardine by Brittany, with a water-repellent Syl-mer® finish.
Features: raglan front and “floating shoulder’ back with inverted pleat for plenty of shoulder freedom, two-way
knit collar, and a full lining. Zip the lining out and the jacket's washable, needs little or no ironing — thanks to
Vycron, the one polyester whose fabric performance is certified by Nationwide Consumer Testing Institute! In
three popular fall colors: black or pearl grey (with grey plaid lining) and turf green (with gold plaid lining). Sizes

36-46. About $29 at stores listed below. Beaunit Fibers, Division of Beaunit Corp., 261 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 16, N. Y.
At Desmond’s, Los Angeles; Lytten's, Chicago; H. & S. Pogue, Cincinnati; Younker's, Des Moines; Palace Clothing, Kansas City; J. L. Brandeis,
Omaha, and other fine stores averywhere. For the store nearest you, write Windbreaker-Danville Company, 118 E. North Street, Danville, lllinois.
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sane posture. This was most recently cvi-
denced by Dicta in the Supreme Court
decision of Manual Enterprises vs. Day,
wherein the Court indicated that only
hard-core pornography is properly ac
tionable under obscenity laws.

In summary, I feel that the Mansheld
story — which I understand is the subject
ol vour litigation — could not possibly
be the reasoned subject of obscenity
prosccution. The current status of the law
and current community standards (viz.,
the heavy mailing volume of unretouched
sun-bathing publications) effectively mili-
tates against an adverse decision respect-
ing the Jayne Mansheld story.

If I can be of any assistance in your
present litigation by reason of my civil-
liberties work, I would be happy to do
so. I might add, parenthetically. that |
have been a subscriber since 1958 and
thoroughly commend you on the over-all
tone of the magazine.

Keith Wilson. Jr., City Counsclor
Kansas City, Missouri

Everything is apparently cven more up
to date in Kansos City than the title of
that famous song suggests. We envy Kan-
sas City its enlightened City Counselor;
if we were as fortunate in Chicago, the
Jayne Mansfield incident would have
been impossible.

I THINK THAT YOU CAN WIN A SUIT FOR
FALSE ARREST. YOU OWE IT TO ALL THE
PEOPLE OF THE UNITED STATES T0O PUT
THOSE PRUDES IN THEIR PLACE ONCE AND
FOR ALL. IF YOU CAN WIN A LARGE JUDG-
AMENT IN THIS CASE IT SHOULD MAKE THE
PRUDES IN OTHER CITIES THINK TWICE BE-
FORE THEY TRY TO SUPPRESS IDEAS. IF
THE PRUDES DO NOT WANT PLAYBOY THLY
DO NOT HAVE TO BUY IT. AS FOR ME 1
PREFER TO DECIDE FOR MYSELF WHAT
IS OBSCENE AND WHAT IS NOT. I AM SURE
THAT THE MAJORITY OF THE CITIZENS IN
LOS ANGELES AND THE UNITED STATES ARE
BEHIND YOU 100 PERCENT.

ROBERT P. COLE
LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA

I am convinced after reading the June
issue of rravsoy that the court action
against vou was brought on — not by the
photographs of Javne Mansficld — but by
vour [carless editorials in The Playboy
Philosophy. Fight them all the way — the
fight is not only lor your magazine, but
for the basic principles expressed in our
American Constitution and the rights of
all free men everywhere.

M. L. Crowe
Arvada, Colorado

Editor-Publisher Hueh M. Hefner de-
votes this month’s “Playboy Philosoply”
to the Jayne Mansfield obscenity charges;
for a further discussion of censorship in
the U.S., see “The Playboy Forum” in

this issue.




PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS
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ers will find the initial installment
of Lenny Bruce's autobiography. How (o
Talk Dirty and Influence People, a title
which permits us to sezne o the Lact that
rravsoy itsclf has done no litde influ-
encing of people over the vears. Our
latest leadership ploy was the pioncer-
ing in print of the by-now-rcnowned
Tom Swilties (rLavsoy, February 1963).
rravsoy has not rested on s Swilties
laurels. We've heen busy — refining. pol-
ishing, supplementing — until at last we
think we've acarried Tom Swilt and His
Jet-Propelled Adverbs o a new dimen-
sion of unabashed urbanity. To touch
oft what we predict will be a New Wave
of Tom-foolery, we olfer the following
Swift switch, which christencd
Tom Dirties: “You sure look good in
that sweater,” Tom pointedly;
“We'll park here lor a while and just
look at the moon,” said Tom feclingly:
“I love those mirrors on the ceiling.
saidd Tom reflectively: “This is the last
time I'll ever spend the night with a
nymphomaniac,” said Tom limply: “T've
developed @ strange attachment to my
trombone,” said Tom hornily: “I'm
afraid the conwraceptive was defective,”
said Tom paternally: “You have un-
plumbed depths,” said Tom shortly; “I
made it with a girlsy” baschall tean last
night,” said Tom asininely: "It certainly
messes up a lellow’s sex lile being out
here on the farm without women.” said
Tom sheepishly: “There’s something 1
should have wld you belore we went to
bed,” said Tom infectiously; “There's
more than one way ol making love,” said
Tom doggedly: “We were made for cach
other,” said Tom fitlully; “You know 1
would never take advantage of a virgin,”
said Tom penetratingly: “Well, it’s time
we changed the bed linen, anyway,” said
Tom aimlessly; “I learned a lot during

swhere in this issue, PLaYBOY pead-

we've

sand

my visit to Paris,” siud Tom indifferently:
“And that’s why I call it mv six-shooter,”
siid Tom repeatedly: “I'm not particu-
said Tom
cannilv: “That's the last time 1 ever go
to a brothel.” smid Tom crabbily: “You
used that excuse last month,” siid Tom
periodicallv: "It isn't casy making love
i a canoe,” said Tom upsily: I al-
ways feel like going to sleep alterward,”
said Tom piceclully; “1 don’t think 1
cin make it again,” saud Tom soltly.

“Try Tom Dirtics voursell,”  says
rraveoy conclusively,

larlyv interested in bosoms.”

At the crest of the nationwide wave
ol pawiotic 50-mile hikes instigated by
President Kennedy, Chicago’'s Carriage
House hotel proposed a contribution wo
the cause which merits an E for Elegance.
The management offered a canteen of
cold martinis and a pack of rations in-
cluding cwiar, pdte de foie gras and thiee
croissants to any gucst willing to under-
tike an 800-lap wot around the rooltop
swimming pool — with the honus olier of
a [ree nide o the hospital in the hotel’s
Rolls-Rovee lor the first guest o complete
the trip. As of presstime, they have vet to
find a taker.

Good ncws for those in scarch of
Satisfied Love: You'll find it on page
1415 ol the Manhattan Telephone Divee-
fory at 103 West 117th Sweet, YU
5-07355.

-

This month’s Creative Merchandising
Award goes to the Washington, D.C.. de-
partment store which has innovated the
practice of endlosing an amusing riddle
on a printed card inside the plastic en-
velope of every LP sold by its record
department: “This record is brand-new
and sealed for vour protection. In the
event the record has a Tactory defect, you

may muike a new sclection within five
davs. Records returned for exchange not
utl scaled envelopes will not be
accepted.”

in orig

Nobody's Perfect Depariment: We
learned in a feawure story on the enter-
uinment page of the Asbury Park, New
Jersev. Press that Elvis Presley “doesn’t
drink, smoke or swear, rarely goes to
night clubs or vestaurants, has practically
no hobbics, doesn’t insult people, doesn’t
get arrested, doesn’t get into hghts or
public trouble, and shows no
inclination whatever to mix with movie
people (except, occasionally to date the
leading lay of his current movie).”

other

In a reassuring veply to those gloomy
critics who [eel that American higher
cducation fails to prepare the vounger
seneration adequately for the challenge
and respousibility of world leadership,
The Realist recently published the im-
pressive results ol a quiz given to a
representative 100 collegians from  the
universities in New York's metropolitan
arca. A mere one percent ol those tested,
it revealed, were unable to name the
President and Vice-President. A respect-
able 5.1 percent correctly identified the
Sceretary of Health, Education and Wel-
fare, and a heartening 17 percent knew
the name ol the Sceretary of Delense.
Only a few believed that John Foster
Dulles was still Secretary of State; and
the number of those who identified
Ncehru as Prime Minister of Israel, Faubus
as a rock-"n’-roll singer, and Castro as the
capital of Cuba, was virmually negligible.
But the students’ awareness of current
events was perhaps best exemplified by
the fact that 95 percent were able to
name the brand ol cigarette that “tastes
good, like a cigarette should.”

1
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Your
Alligator
__goes
with you

] 3 e LRI :

Alligator Samthur®—extra fine cotton gabardine, distinctively styled and in your favor-
ite colors, $23.75. With zip-in luxurious acrylic pile warmer, $35.95.

You always look best in an Alligator coat. Smartest styles and colors in luxury loomed
fabrics of the finest all wool worsted gabardines, colorful wools. yarn dyed multicolor
cottons in gabardines, poplins, woven patterns—also blends with polyester or acrylic
fibers. America’s most wanted all-weather coats. Water repellents and waterproofs.

They're the best and cost you less. From §11.95 to $71.75 at better stores everywhere.

sAlliqator

24 ® THE BEST NAME I ALL-WEATHER COATS AND RAINWEAR
The Alligator Company - St. Louis, New York, Chicago, Los Angeles

On our latest survey of the nation’s
movie marquees, we spotted a pair ol
aptly matched double bills: The Honey-
moon Machine and Two Rode Together,
The Premature Burial and Twist All
Night; and a memorable triple-entendre
playing at a Palo Alto, California, drive-
in: Splendor in the Grass, Fanny and
Please Turn Ouver. But we're still looking
vaitinly for such ideal double exposures as
Creature from the Black Lagoon and
Don’t Go Near the Water, Love Comes to
Andy Hardy and Adventurves in Pygmy
Land, Adam’s Rib and Al Abowt Fve.
Camille and Calling Dr. Kildare, and
Lawrence of Avabia and Beloved Infidel.

The director of a Jacksonville, Flor-
ida, art museum was more flattered than
fleeced by a gentleman thief who broke
into the museum not long ago. The
Associated Press reports that he stole
nothing but a look at the objels d’arr —
and left behind a note signed “Breaker
and Enterer” with the discerning com-
ment, “I found the exhibits excellent
and stimulating.™

-

We applaud the cindor of the distalt
speaker who observed at a recent Minne-
sota women's club luncheon that “under-
neath every successful man vou will find
a woman.”

As the young lady most likely w succeed
in selling Turnaces to Fiji Islanders, we
nominate the teller at Manhattan’s Amal-
gamated Bank who replied regretfully,
when a greenhorn holdup man sidled up
to her window and demanded money:
“We haven't got any.” He shrugeed.
turned, and walked out.

-

In ringing rejoinder to [aculty claims
that the swudent body devores more
thought to pigskins than to sheepskins.
a group of crudite lvy Leaguers has
armed itself with the following batiery of
pedantic cheers: “Maintain that merid-
ian, fellows! Arrest the vacillating kinetic
velocity of our adversaries! Eunlranchise
the oblate spheroid! Affray tenaciously!
Cause our antagonists” debasement! In-
stigate their atrophy! Vielate their termi-
nal territory, thereby increasing  the
tabulation of our achievement!™

Ad-vice 1o the Lovelorn Department:
a classified item in the Lima. Ohio, Neaey
olfering a “Twin Spread and Rape Set”
for $10.50.

In Milwaukee, a book entitled How fo
Stop Pilferage i Business and Industry
was placed in the stacks ol the public
library. In Biloxi, Mississippi, automo-
bile dealer Georse Patterson advertised
two cars in his lot as "a steal.” And in
Pueblo, Colorado, a collection of ques-
tionnaires 1o determine the honesty ol
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Back to the classics:
Two modern variations
of the long wing tip.

Here are two variations on a classic theme: the long wing tip. On top, we made a bold dress boot out of
it. The bottom shoe we slimmed here, trimmed there, and suddenly it’s contemporary. Both with rugged
cordotan uppers. Discover Johnsonians. You have nothing to lose, but some extravagant ideas, about how
much a good pair of shoes should cost. See these, and other gentlemanly Johnsonians at better shoe
and department stores, or write for name of dealer nearest you. Johnsonian shoes, $8.95 to $12.95.

&g _Johnsaonian

A guality product of Endicott Johnson Corporation, Endicott, New York all ways a Step ahead
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There’s no smoke
like a pipe —

-n.o. pipe like
KAYWOODI/E

PIPES AND SETS
$5.95 T0 $2,500.

Super Grain, Apple, $7.95

Large pipe above: Straight Grain, Billiard, $100

Specially designed for pipes as well
as cigarettes. Upright for normal
flame. Tilt for large soft flame that
won't scorch your pipe. Only $9.95
with free miniature Butane finjecto-
Refuel cartridge. Table model $14.95.
Guaranteed for life.

A’A YWOODIE

Send 25¢ for 48-page catalog and sample
of new imported Kaywoodie Tobacco. Tells
how to smoke 2 pipe; shows all shapes and styles.
Kaywoodie Pipes, Inc., New York 22, Department B15.

students at a local junior high school was

left in a basement locker. You guessed it:

All the items in question — book, cars and

questionnaires—were subsequently stolen.
-

Sign spottedd in the window of a
Tucson, Arizona, drugstore undergoing
remodeling: “BISMUTIL As UsUAL”

We've just managed. but barely, to
[ete our way through an exhausting sum-
mer  bursting  its verdant seams  with
special events. During July, we cut a cara-
way-sceded  swath through Rye Bread
Sales Month, chauvinistically applauded
National Rabbit Week, guffawed
self to a fare-thee-well during National
Clown Week, and worked the old pitch-
ing arm into shape during a two-day In-
ternational Brick and  Rolling  Pin
Throwing Festival. In August. we grew
[at and developed a ringing in our ears
during National Dairy Dan Cone Month
and the annual Phonola Phun Festival,
and gave our undivided

Our-

attention  to
such sobersided thought provokers as
American . Home  Lighuing  Fixture
Month, Home Quict Month, and Home
Sweet Home Month, What with giving
due delerence in September to National
Popcorn Farmers” Day, Measure Your
Mattress Month, National Tie Week. the
Mitchell Persimmon Festival, and Na-
tional Barefoot Freedom Week, we hnd
oursell hardly able to muster the surength
and concentration required ol an Oc
tober cornucopianally replete with events
that bogule the imagination. We hope,
however, to be able industriously to cele-

brate National Lath & Plaster Week,
keep our appetite sufhciently wherted
during Biscuit/Muffin Month, and the

month-long Yambilee, eschew all mechan-
ical means of  wransportation  during
National Save the Horse Week, be mirth-
[ully altruistic during National Pass the
Laugh Week. and put in proper literary
Alphabet Day and
National Letter Writing Week. While we
also intend o do our bit lor Sweetest Day
and National Cleaner Air Week, we
may have to pass up National Pretzel
Week — we'll proabably be all wuckered
out from a prior seven-day stint during
which we'll have given our all for In-
ternational Whale Watching Week.

rerspec tive Korean

ACTS AND
ENTERTAINMENTS

Newest of the improvisational theaters
is The Committee, administering satire,
alcohol, collee and lood in spanking-new,
Arab-blue quarters at Columbus  and
Broadway in San Francisco's jumping
North Beach. Directed by Alan Myerson,
who previously directed Tor The Second
City, The Committec’s stall  includes

Bobby Camp, ex-lolk singer, ex—Sccond
City mummer, the wild voice of the id of
the group: Garry Goodrow, who is hest
known for his cool and mean Ernie in
both the stage and hlm versions of T/
Connection —he brings, along
radiantly insane [ace. a gift for parods
ol the beat poets and the coolest ol cats:
Larry Hankin, a stand-up comic who
stands up very tall, and excels in a
lecture on the virwues of garbage (“"That
ain't garbage, son, that's refuse! Take
some home to vour child!™): Scott Beach.
a former professor and disc jockey who
can do rock-"n’-roll and oratorio singers.
senators, and the horrid.  hidebound
square, with equal felicity: Kathryn Ish,
a very handsome young lady: and Irene
Riordan, who uses both bosom and crisp
wit in a suburban-cocktail-party  scenc
(“I'd like vou to meet Mr. Jones. every-
body. He's a Negro.”). The group’s com
bination ol literate social and pnliti(;ll
satire, savantly admixed with plain joy in
clowning,
i San Franasco.

with «

has been an immediate success
Its weakness thus [
is that its members have not worked
together long enough o hnd a steady
level in their improvisations, but if Myer-
son cracks the whip on them hard enough,
they threaten o equal Compass and Sec
ond City at their best. Director Myerson.
a shrewd chap, has also provided food.
drink, and prewy waitresses to supple-
ment the satire. There are two shows
nightly except Monday.

The internationalization of jaze has
been  provocatively  dramatized by the
lissome presence of Ceylon-horn Yolande
Bavan with Jon Hendricks and Dave
Lambert. When we caught the act at New
York's Basin Streer East, the 23-yvear-old
actress-pianistsinger  performed  inoa
variety of flowing saris, using her hands
to punctuate and underline her musical
points. Her eves are remarkably expres-
sive and her supple body is iwsell &
highly skilllul instrument, Although Miss
Bavan's voice does not have cither the
penctrating purity and power ol Annic
Ross™ or her predecessor’s daring conh
dence e the upper register, she has ab-
sorbed the jazzvocalese idiom exuwemeh
well, hting casily and
the  complicated patterns  charted  In
Hendricks. Her sense of humor, wo. is
akin o that of her confreres: the result
is a [reshening ol the wio's interplay.
Lambert. meanwhile.
cnergetic, il

accurately into

continues to bhe an
undisting
diligent

uished, soloist as
well as a o, Bt
Hendvicks, grown markedly as a singa
in the past vear. now contols a much
wider and deeper range ol emotion than

sechion

belore, All three swung fluently through
such labyrinthine lullabies as tombon

ist Melba Liston's Melba's Blues, Oscan
Petifovd’s Siwingin® till the Girls Come
AMlen's This Conld B
the Start of Something. Since Lombert, Hen-

Home and Sieve
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AN INVITA'f‘ION FROM TRUVAL SHIRTS

You won't find it listed in the college directory. But no social
organization on the campus enjoys loftier prestige than Career
Club. It's a shirt collection devised by Truval for young men of
commendable taste. Who know which fashions have status. Who
have an eye for a telling detail. But who are unwilling to let their
sartorial preferences run away with their sense of values. Along
comes Career Club to the rescue, with freshly ruled stripes and a
pride of other shirting ideas that are little short of elegant. All
priced about $4.00 to prove that Truval practices what it preaches.
Naturally enough, you will find them only at stores where fash-
ion and value meet. That, friends, can only mean Truval dealers.
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Great reserves of

light, dry mountain rums
give Merito an
unmatched delicacy and
dryness. Taste Merito
and you’'ll never forget it.

28 ATIONAL DISTILLERS PROOUCTS CO.. M.Y. s 80 PROOF

dricks and Bovan arc cssentially interpre-
ters of other people’s improvisations,
their trio remains more of an act than a
creative jazz unit, but it is a vividly en-
tertaining act. and the enlistment ol Miss
Bavan has added a pungent seasoning.

MOVIES

Women of the World is the sccond global
tour conducted by Gualticro (Mondo
Cane) Jacopetti, in which he covers a lot
of globes — white, brown and black. He
has Technicolored some 10 sequences
about the ladies, locusing on oddity and
paradox. In the former group: the B
mitive wives of a wizened old Scotsman
who is the only male on an islind off New
Guinea: the tattooing of Borneo belles:
the annual mecting ol a Singapore floo-
zies” union: Paris clubs for queers and
queeresses; Tahitian dancers getting hip
to their hips: and secrer shots of the For-
bidden Street in Hamburg, with the no-
torious women in the windows — for
those who like their Hamburgers very,
very well done. Among the contrasts:
European women in a “painless child-
birth” clinic— and Maori men compelled
to simulate labor pains while their wives
deliver in the next room: a “lalsic” fac
tory in Los Angeles—and a Malayan
father plaving wet nurse with half a
coconut shell. Some of the scenes are
obviously staged — the bikinied babe at
the hlm festival showing ofl her Cannes,
the police raid on the Hong Kong float-
ing brothels. And some are just jarring -
the stitching of Japanese women's eve-
lids, Bedouin women daubing themselves
with camel dung, rich Swiss babes having
their old face skin chemically burned oll.
Peter Ustinov's commenty tries to give
the film an urbance tone. but it all adds up
to less sophistication than sensation.

-

I Warner Brothers had made PT o109
before anvone had heard of John I
Kennedy, the film might have been a
first-rate sea saga. But now. in retrospec-
tive renovation, we get a Navy licuten-
ant who talks to his stock-company crew
like a retarded scoutmaster with a small
passion [or chocolate bars. What keeps
this big Technicolor bomb from blowing
up completely is that — give or take a val-
iant deed or two — it really happened.
The story of JFK's part in the Marine
rescue at Choiseul and of his hraverv in
saving 10 of his men aflter the 109 was
split could have sizzled il they had Teft in
something of the sassy guy he undoubt-
edly was. But within the plaster mold
that has been baked around Cliff Robert
son there is neither siilor nor saint nor
even phony movie hero. He's just a blood-
less bore, which — whatever else you may
think — JFK is not. This torpedo boat
packs a full load of torpor.

Even if it's billed with a Grade Z flick,
we urge you to catch Love Me, Love Me, Love
Me, a fey and [unny British cartoon cur-
rently playing the art-house circuit
Produced, directed and animated by a
whimsical Englishman named Richard
Williams, Love Me is a softscll spoof of
moral [ables, scll-improvement courses
and even love itself, as it spins out the
tangled tale of three improbible protag-
onists: Squidgy Bod, an unkempt, bum-
bling but good-natured bloke bheloved by
cvervone: Thermos Fortitude, a gentle-
man so unendurably impeccable that no
onc can abide him: and a stulfed alliga
tor named Charlie. in whose inanimate
embrace Thermos finds clandestine con-
solation. We won’t reveal the resolution
of the tragicomic triangle — but vou'll
love it, love it love it.

-

William Golding's Lord of the Flies wis
a success the secomdd time it was pub-
lished here, so maybe there's hope for a
sccond film try — because the first one is
a hzzle. Peter Brook, who directed and
presumably wrote the seript (there is no
script credit), has fumbled the allegory.
and we get only teasing hints ol tervor
through a tegument of tedium. The
story, photographed in the Carvibbean.
deals with a group of Euglish schoolboys
stranded by a plane cash on a desert
island. Civilization slips off them like
their clothes and reveals the avid licde
animals  they alwavs were underneath.
Brook has brooked no “acung™ and has
ended up the creck. In his ey lor spon-
tincity, he got amateurism instead of
realism: only the lustiest ol the blood
lust is somewhar affecting. The music
telegraphs and tugs, the sound track is
obviously studio-recorded. Among  the
many juventes in the juugle. James Au
brev (as Ralph) and Hugh Edwards (as
Pigay) are genuine, but the ilm s onh
Golding-plated.

All the Way Home docsn’t quite get there.
Derived rom a double Pulitzer Prize
winner (Tad Mosel's dramatization of
James Agee's A Death in the Family). it
loses i its thivd incarnauon. The story
tells of a 1915 Knoxville family —a six
vear-old bov, his [ather and his pregnant
mother — just before and just alter he
father is killed in an auto aash. The
virtue of the original work(s) layv in the
way they conveyed nostalgin withom
neuralgia. The drama lay in the way the
death shocked the mother into a courage
she didn’t know she had. Becse the
film captures only a Iraction ol the Iric
ton between husband and  wile, the
cructal reaction of the widow comes
through but weakly. Director Alex Scgal
pans a mean camera but handles his
players quite gently. Thus, robust Roh
ert Preston, the Lather, gives us more ol
his peppy Music Man perlormance. But
Jean Simmons is fine as the mother:



impulsive.

Suddenly romantic? Here’s an extraordinary potpourri of vocals & la Buddy
Greco (with Dave Grusin’s Enchanted Voices as imaginative accompaniment).
Suddenly moody? The one and only George Maharis soothes and simmers in
this exciting collection of Maharis mood-makers. Suddenly frisky? The
inimitable horn of Bobby Hackett swings through Henry Mancini’s unfor-
gettable tunes. Suddenly carefree? Unique entertainer Max Morath rollicks
his way through the colorful era of ragtime, in an exhilarating album of
musical nostalgia. The scene is set, the turntable’s spinning, the impulse
means pleasure — Greco, Maharis, Hackett, Morath — yours on Epic Records.
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Lady Capri $2.95

DISTILLED IN SCOTLAND...|BOTTLED| IN - SCOTLAND

the scotch
that tastes
the way
more people
want their scotch

to taste

DON'T BE VAGLE... ASK FOR

HAIG&HAIG

BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY, 86.8 PROOF + RENFIELD IMPORTERS, LTD., N.Y.

Michael Kearncy, the boy, has a humor-

ous hobgoblin face that seems to hold

the whole film together; and Richard

Sylbert’s sets sct the milieu masterfully.
-

Lets assume that Lillian Hellman's
Broadway hit, Toys in the Attic, was as bril-
liant as some critics said. All the less rea-
son for custing Dean Martin in the
centril Jason Robards, Jr., role of the
free-spending, [ree-Lantasying brother. As
his two older sisters in this moody New
Orleans Nachtmusik, Wendy Hiller is ra-
tional, Geraldine Page is a-Freud of her
own shadow. The brother, often bailed
out ol his binds by his sisters, now turns
up married — to Yveue Mimicux — and
bursting with a big deal that will put
them all on Easiest Sureet. Sister Carrie
(Miss Page), subconsciously in love with
her brother, spins plots o spoil the mar-
riage and the deal. All ends as unhappily
as Carrie wanted — except that she s left
to carry on alone. Lurking in the orig-
inal play was the hint ol some point, but
screenwriter James Poe has whacked the
Hellman out of it and come up with an
extremely Poe script. simultaneously hol-
low and heavyv. Gene Tierney makes a
suitably brief appearance as a lady with
a Negra lover. But then under George
Roy Hill's hill-and-dale direction, all the
plavers except Miss Hiller seem like a
bunch of mechanical tovs that should
have been left in the attic.

-

It's news when Kirk Douglas makes a
comedy, but it's better news when he
doesn’t. Don't be persuaded to see For
Love or Meney for love or money. It's an-
other comedy about a rich roud; they're
always in color (the films, that is) so the
audience cn revel in the hero's palatial
pad. He is a San Fraucisco lawyer; Thel-
ma Ritter is a zillionaire widow  with
three attractve daughters (Mitzi Gaynor,
Leslie Parrish, Julic Newmar), lor cach
of whom she has selected prospective
husbands. She hires Kirk to become the
girls" financial guardian and to groom
them for their grooms. Two of the
matches get struck but one of the girls
gets Douglas. The dialog lives up to the
unpromise of this plot. Dircctor Michael
Gordon once made a funny film (Pillow
Talk); we don't know how, and neither
does he, evidently, because he hasn't
been able to repeat.

-

The Sound of Trumpets is a brassy title for
@ quict picture, but fanlares are in order
lor its new director. Ermanno Olmi, a
32-year-old Italian, won the Grand Prize
it the London Festival and the Critics
Prize at Venice with this, his first feature,
which proves that even festival Juries
aren’t always wrong. It is a delicate film
about a very young man who comes to
Milan to take an exam for a job with a
colossal company. He mecets a girl who



also takes the exam. Both are hired, but
are separated in the enormous maze ol
buildings. We follow the youth to the
company's New Year's Eve party, which
gives a [eeling ol being held in a room-
size refrigerator: then we see how a
senior emplovee's death moves him from
his messenger’s desk in the hall to a back
of-the-ofice desk as junior clerk. That's
where it inishes: we don’t need to see any
more. Dehunumization by mechanization
has been Haved in hlms ever sinee Clair
and Chaplin, hut Olmi’s personal reac-
von to this riger sivendi gives great
promise ol things o come. Tt will be
hard to lorget the murmur of the mimeo-
graph machine that swells av the end in-
stead of music.

Like that ol every wrue artist. Ingmar
Bergman’s ambition is simple: all he
wants is the scoret ol the universe. Winter
Light, his latest, is a hnely Lashioned hilm
that probes o the heart ol some questions
that trouble our tme. Four ol his
“company” are Teatured: Gunnar Bjorn-
stratdd plays o countrv-clergynua wid-
ower;  Ingrid  Thulin s a  spinswer
schooltcacher who loves him: Max von
Sydow is a hsherman:  and  Gunnel
Lindblom is his wile. 1t all takes place
on once winter Sundav between matins
and vespers. The hsherman is deeply
depressed by the state of the world and
the atomic threat over mankind:  his
wife insists that he speak o the pastor.
Not only is the pastor unable to help.
but he reveals his own doubus and
dc:sp:lirs‘. Alter the man leaves, o sein-
ing scene between pastor and weacher
discloses how she pursues him, how he
cannot love her, or life. News comes
of the tsherman’s suicide. Alter an-
other exchuange, terrible in its truth, be
tween  the unwilling lovers, the llm
ends with the pastor continuing in the
pulpit, unable to desert what are for
him empty lorms, The hlm's elteet s,
finally, more literioy than cinematic,
The crux — the pastor’s crisis — is stated
rather than dramatized: we may under-
stand it but do not actually experience
it with him. Stll, Bergman’s brooding
intelligence and the luminous photogra
phy and acting lend brilliance o Winter
Light.

RECORDINGS

The Dave Brubeck Quartet at Carnegie Hall
(Columbia) is a two-LI delight. All con-
cerned, throughout the hour-and-a-hall
delineation ol a dozen numbers, seem o
have been at the peak ol their creative
powers — lrom  the opening St. Lowis
Blues 1o the group's hic closer, Take Fioe.
Except for Castilian Drums, 2 13-minute
cfort featuring Joc Morcello (ind we have

This is the suit for the man

who wants his traditional
clothing punctuated with
contemporary fashion details.
Tailored of lustrous imported
silk and worsted sharkskin,

it has all the subtle nuances of
sophisticated.elegance. About $75
at L. Strauss, Indianapolis;
Richard's, Providence, R.I.;
Porter's, New Orleans; Samter's,
Scranton; Joseph Horne, Pittsburgh;
Lorrys, New York City & branches;
Malcolm Brock, Bakersfield,
California, and other fine stores.

ddevodoe o%&iébdhbodoiib'&ﬂi&'

Hanover Hallgs

A Division of Phoenix Clothes
1290 Avenue of the Americas, New York 19, N.Y.
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A traditional favorite so fashion-correct with
the natural shoulder look. Featuring new
flexible consiruction that belies its brawny

look. .. plus the howry of full leather
lining. Werdrobe coordinated in
hand-stained brown cashmere grein
or black cashmere grein.

Winthrop Shoes from

$10.95 to $19.95.

an admitted prejudice against extended

drum solos), the concert held us in rapt

attention with its amazing inventiveness.
.

Bossa nova — indigenous or derivative,
take your choice —may be found in a
Brazil-based LP [oursome. Bossa Nova Brasil
(ABC-Paramount), by Juarez and his or-
chestra, is straight from Rio — performed
by musicians unknown in the States, but
filled with that special ebullience or sad-
ness that marks the best of the bossa nova.
Bola Sete/Bossa Nova (Fautasy) has the re-
markably flacile Brazilian guitarist, with
Americans Ben Tucker, bassist, and Dave
Bailey, drummer, and a pair of Brazilian
rhythm men, playing a hall-dozen of his
own creations coupled with a like and
likable number of native tunes, includ-
ing the Manha de Carnaval Trom Black
Orpheus. Cannonball’s Bossa Nova (River-
side) reverses the procedure and plunks
the estimable Mr. Adderley down among
six [riendly natives, the Bossa Rio Sextet
of Brazil. The results are the Brazilian
equivalent of gemiitlich. The melodies
are strictly lrom Rio: Cannonball’s con-
[reres are highly competent and Adderley
is happily Adderley. The last and possibly
least item on the agenda, Three Guitars in
Bossa Nova Time (Epic) spotlights guitarists
Herb Ellis, Laurindo Almeida and Johnny
Gray, aided by tenor saxist Bobby Ene-
voldsen and vhythm, as they run through
a rather haphazardly filled grab bag of
legitimate bossa-nova anthems, along with

standards and originals they are hard put
to convert to the idiom — an idiom that is
rapidly becoming nova-blown.

the man who put natural shoulderson trousers Her second album, Confessin’ the Blues!
%\ : L (Riverside), finds Billie Poole ably assisted

by the Junior Mance Trio. with guitarist
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COUNTRY HARVEST

Take it to town, take it to the country — you will
enjoy the Country Harvest trouser. The fabric is a
comfortable worsted of choice yarns. The texture
is a new homespun all its very own, Rich in
Foliage Colors, the cut is classic Corbin with
pleatless fronts. Our Country Harvest trouser is
a natural with your favorite sweater, or odd
jacket. About- $25.00. At the stores you would
expect, or write: Corbin, Lid,, Dept. HG, 385
Fifth Ave., New York 16, N, Y.

Kenny Burrell as an added starter. Miss
Poole’s vocal approach is direct, guisy,
and appropriately low-down. Her accom-
panists share her point ol view.

Tony Bennett — whose carcer zoomed
to ionospheric heights after his sensational
vinylizing ol I Left My Heart in San Fran-
cisco— has come up with another LI jack-
pot. The pace on | Wenna Be Around . . .
{Columbia) is relaxed, the mood roman-
tic, the delivery and matervial exceptional,
High points include The Good Life, I've
Got Your Number from Little Me, Let's
Face the Music and Dance, and a haunt-
ing bossa nova, Quict Nights. The fine
charts are by Marty Manning. Somewhat
less suceessiul due o several minor-league
melodies is Tony Bennert/This Is All 1 Ask
(Columbia). Nevertheless, there’s more
than enough blue-ribbon Bennett to go
round. Dig. for example, the beautilul
title tune, the blues-tinted The Way That
I Feel, and the evocative Sandy's Smule.
Ralph Burns and his orchestra and the
Ralph Sharon Trio supply the backing.



The Virtuoso Trumpet, Volume 2 (Vanguard),
features the famed Yugoslavian musi-
cians, I Solisti di Zagreb, conducted
by Antonio Janigro, in a concert that
moves in time from the late 17th Century
through the end of the 18th. The baroque
quality of the compositious — for solo and
ensemble rumpet — takes full advantage
ol the instrument’s majestic tone. The
picces range from Leopold Mozart’s Con-
certo for Clarvino Solo, a towr de force
written Tor high-register rumpeting. to
Hecinrich Franz von Biber's Sonata m B
Flat for Six Trumpets, Timpani and
Organ — a regal work.,

-

Bill Dana’s antic alter ego is up 1o his
old, wild tricks on Jose Jimenez/Our Secret
Weapon (Kapp). Josc is hilarious as he
runs through a roguish gallery of service
types. As a Coast Guardsman stationed
in Kansas City, he’s proud ol the job
hes done guarding our coasts ("You'll
notice vou haven’t found any missing™).
As a GI at mail call, he reveals that a
six-month-old letter from his devoted
girllviend makes him suspect her ardor
is cooling: it reads: “Dear Siv: My hus
band and 1...7 As a six-star genceral
(he's really a threestar general, but he
wears all six on one shoulder which he
turns toward someone he wants to im-
press). Jose discusses his handling of
artillery on Guam during the Battle of
the Bulge. When informed that the
Bulge was in Belgium, he guilelessly
replies: “I didn’t say we hit anybody.”
As the CIA Director. Jose voices the
opinion that Ludwig von Becthoven
was the greatest spv who ever lived.
When the astonished interviewer says
that he didn't even know Beethoven
wias a spy. Jose blithelv retorts: “See
how great he was?™ And so is Dana, the
irrepressible.

-

Keely Smith/Little Girl Blue—Little Girl New
(Reprise), with ballads on one side and
up-tempo items on the other, simplifies
matters for the listener. He can keep
playing the ballad side and forget about
the other. Torchers such as Little Girl
Blue, Gone with the Wind, Willow Weep
for Me. and Guess Il Hang My Tears
Out to Iy (or, as Keely pronounces it,
“Guess Ah'll Hang Mah Tears Out w0
Drah™) are Miss Smith’s meat. She loses
us on the bubbly, bouncy ollerings. The
session 18 arranged and  conducted by
Nelson Riddle.

-

Beauwcoup John Birks Gillespie this
go-round: Doteline: Evrope/Dizzy Gillespie in
Cencert (Reprise), taped in 1952, {cawres
Diz blowing with local French talent and
expartriates such as Don Byas and Nat
Peck. No matter the company he keeps,
CGillespie is very much at home. The
session, a mixture of standards. originals,
and French-flavored offerings. proves that

Mark Tivain's
favorite-

Bourbon
or

Perhaps at one time or another, you've seen Mark
Twain featured in our Old Crow advertising. The reason
is that Mark Twain’s favorite bourbon was Old Crow. He
was known to have been so pleased with it that he made a
trip to Kentucky to visit James Crow’s distillery. There he
ordered 25 barrels of Old Crow for his favorite tavern in
Elmira, New York.

But recently we were challenged. An executive from a
competitive whiskey company wrote us saying he had in-
controvertible evidence proving Mark Twain to be a Scotch
drinker!

We checked immediately and found that yes, it was
true, the great American author had once been a Scotch
drinker during his early vears! But further digging
revealed that subsequently he changed to bourbon!

Now, many folks are going through the same taste
change that Mark Twain experienced. They've
tasted them all and found bourbon is the best.
It hastaste, for goodness sake—and smoot iness.

- Have you tried the time-honored flavor of light,
e | mild Old Crow 86 proof Kentucky bourbon? It
: is America’s favorite. Try it and vou’ll see why
Mark Twain changed to Old Crow.

Light . Mild 86 Proof

OLD
CROW
Kentucky Bourbon

b

THE OLD CROW DISTILLERY CO., FRANKFORT, KY. KENTUCKY STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKEY, B6 PRODF
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584. CARAVANS
by JAMES A. MICH-

ENER.  (Publisher’s
retail price $5.95)

521. MY LFE IN
COURT Iy Louis
nizei. (Publisher’s
retail price $5.95)

INVERSATI
Whil STALIN

546. CONVERSA-
TIONS WITH STAL-
IN by MILOVAN
DL AS. (Publisher’s
retail price $3.95)

FROM THE SEA

520. THE BULL
FROM THE SEA by

LIAH.\'_ REENALILT
(Publisher’s reqail
price $:4.95)

“ STEINBICK
Eo Travds
- with

%, Charley

553.TRAVELS WITH

CHARLEY ly JoHM

STEINBECK. (Pub-

Il.shr:rs retail price
95)

$4.

...THROUGH AN EXPERIMENTAL MEMBERSHIP catch up

ANY THREE of

THE TRIAL: Simply buy three additional books within

567. THE SAND
PEBBLES [y RICH-

ARD MC KENNA
(Publisher’s retail
price $3.93)

576. THE WHITE
HOUSE AND ITS
THIRTY-THREE
FAMILIES [y AMY LA
FOLLETTE JENSEN
Hluscrated. (Publ.
retal] price $12.50)

QF FOOLS

539, SHIP OF
FOOLS [y KATH-
ERINE ANNEPORTER
(Publisher’s retail
price $6.50)

s WWILL s AL
DURANT

&

500. THE AGE OF
REASON BEGINS
by WL awd ARIFL
DURANT. [llustrated
(Publisher’s rerail
price $10)

555. HORNBLOW.-
ER AND THE HOT-
SPUR by C. 5. FOR-
FSTER. (Publisher's
retanl price $4.95)

483. PETER FREU-
CHEN'S BOOK OF
THE ESKIMOS, II-
luserated. (Publish-

er’s rerail price
$7.50)

;oguwnm

194, THE LONGEST
DAY /v CORNELIUS
RyAN. Hlustrated
(Publisher’s retail
price $1.93)

586. TERRIBLE
SWIFT SWORD /y
BRUCE CATTON
Maps. (Publisher’s
retail price $7.50)

7

Pt
FRECENIC wouTDN

540. THE ROTH-
SCHILDS 'y FREDE-
wic MORTON. [lus-
trated. (Publisher's
reral price $5.93)

Thonts BCostam

537. THE LAST
PLANTAGENMETS Ly
THOMAS B COSTAIN
Maps. (Publisher's
retail price $5.75)

487. THE SHORT
STORIES OF ER-
NESTHEMINGWAY
(Publisher's retail
price $6}

575.THETIN DRUM
Ly GUENTER GRASS
(Publisher’s retail
price $6.95)

\ﬂlﬂlh\
AVNE ?

" HILEEN lmlil:
PN

573. WHERE'S
ANNIE? Iy EILEEN
BASSING, {Publ. re-

tail price $5.95)

Bridce Catton

TN

= COMING
FURY -

502. THE COMING
FURY /)y BRUCE
CATTON. Maps
(Publisher’s retail
price $7.50)

ANITY FAIR

A

447. VANITY FAIR
A Covalcade of the
1920s and 1930s

IMustrated. (Publ.
retail price $10)

"THE -
\ GREAT
, HUNGER

585. THE GREAT
HUNGER /¥y CECIL
WOODHAM-SMITH
Tlustrated. (Publ
retail price $6.95)

571. THE THIN RED
LIME Fy JAMES JONES
(Publisher’s retail
price $5.93)

LT
el THE
HEE N A T A
TR
»

582. THE ORDEAL
OF POWER /v FM-
MET JOHN HUGHES
{Publisher's rerail
price $5.95)

ROBERT FROST
N THE CLEARING

570. IN THECLEAR-
ING Ly ROMBERT
FROST. (Publisher’s
retail price §1)

486. THE WINTER
OF OUR DISCON-
TENT Ly Jouwn
STEINBECEK. (Publ.
retail price $4.50)

189. THE NEW OX-
FORD BOOK OF
ENGLISH VERSE
(Publisher’s rerail
price $7.50)

494, GILT-EDGED
BONDS [y 1AN
FLEMING. (Publ.
reta! price $1.9%)

T O Mashion

190. THE OXFORD
BOOK OF AMERI.
CAN VERSE. { Pub-
lisher's ret. price $7)

581. THE LIVING
SEA [y JACQUES-
YVES COUSTEAU
with JAMES DUGAN
Mustrated. (Publ.
rerail price $6.50)

55%9. YOUNG-
BLOOD HAWKE by
HERMAN WOUK
(Publisher’s rerail
pricc §7.93)

Theadore . White

The Makieg
of the Presidant
1990

467. THE MAKING
‘OF THE PRESIDENT
—1960 /v THEOD-
DORE H. WHITE
(Publisher’s rerail
price $6.95)

139. ULYSSES
JAMES JOYCE. Un-
abndged. (Publish-
er’s retail price $6)
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EUGENE BURDICK
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DICTIONARY: A fy RACHEL CARSON THE DYNASTIES /v STREAMS OF MOD-

NER. (Publisher’s
retail price $1.95)

443. THE DECLINE
AND FALL OF THE
ROMAN EMPIRE
by EDW ARD GIBBON
1-vol. abridgment
Eyp. M. Low. (Pub-
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Hlustrared. (Publ.
reral] price £6.93)
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and HARVEY WHEFL-
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Modern Selection by
E. L. MC ADAM, JE.,
and GEORGE MILNE
(Publisher’s rerail
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541. THE AUTO-
BIOGRAPHY OF
ELEANOR ROOSE-
VELT. Lluscrated
{Publisher's rerail
price $6.95)
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rrated.  (Publisher's
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retail price §3)

455. THE AGONY
AND THE ECSTASY
by IRVING STONE
(Publisher’s retail
price £5.93)

EDMOND TAYLOR
Maps. (Publisher’s
retail price $6.50)
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435. TO KILL A
MOCKINGBIRD  /y
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lisher's retail price
$3.95)

ERN ART /y 1OHN
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trated. ( Publisher’s
retail price $13.50)
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448. ABRAHAM
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rie Years AND The
Wor Years /)y CAHL
SANDHURG. 1-vol.
ed. Illus. (Publ.
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IMPORTANT FOR EVERY READING FAMILY: In this experimental
membership you begin sharing in the Club’s BOOK-DIVIDENDS right away

% AN EXTRAORDINARY PLUS in this suggested experiment is the
opportunity you will have to acquire multi-volume sets and highly ex-
pensive single volumes for your home library at a trifling cost. With
cach one of the three books you engage to buy you will receive a
Book-Dividend Certificate. These three certificates can then be ex-
changed for a wide choice of library sets and volumes listed in the
Club’s Book-Dividend Catalog—no less than 167. For example, you
can obtain Churchill’s six-volume Tue Seconn Woren War—pub-
lisher’s retail price $39—for only $6; or Carl Sandburg’s Auranam
LincoLn: The MWar J'ears—a four-volume set whose publisher’s retail
price is $36—for $6; or the four-volume New ILLustraTED MEDICAL
Encycrorepia—publisher's retail price $50—for $6. There are many
other similar unprecedented opportunities,

s HOW CAN THIS BE DONE? The answer to that natural question
is that the Bock-Dividend system is based somewhat on the pattern
of profit-sharing consumer cooperatives. The Club regularly scts aside
what is termed its Book-Dividend Fund. As this total accumulates it is
invested for the benefit of members in large editions of high-priced

library volumes—beautiful art books, indispensable reference works,
practical and useful books in many ficlds, literary classics both old
and new, and costly multi-volume sets. These are the Club’s Book-
Dividends, and members are free lo choose ameng them, getting as
many as their purchases permit.

% GOOD SENSE: STOP MISSING BOOKS YOU INTEND TO READ
Although one reason for this suggested trial is to have you demon-
strate—through your own experience and over a short period—the
almost incredible library-building advantages of the Club’s Book-
Dividend system, there is another benefit of membership not a whit
less important to you. You will have a wide choice among books—
almost 200 a year. The new books you most want to read are usually
either Club Selections or alternates—those offered here are a fair
example—and you will scon find that the Club’s system infallibly
keeps you from missing, through oversight or overbusyness, those you
are anxious to read. That alone, without the money saved building your
library, makes this suggested experimental membership good sense.

BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB, Inc. * 345 Hudson Street, New York 14, N.Y.

37



“1mk © 1963

PLAYBOY

Mark II%..

for the male animal!

No sweet stuff this! MARK II is the
vibrant, exciting essence for a man.
Its elegance appeals to the male
and irresistibly to the woman near
him. Over one hundred essences and
oils, unusual and rare, combine in
its uncopyable blend. Cool, aromatic
and zesty.

AFTER SHOWDY
COLOGNE

2

Mak OF A 8"

MARK IT After Shower Cologne in India
Madras bag $2.75 plus tax. Shave Letion
and other products from £2.50 10 $2,500.
MARK 11, the marl: of a man
38 The MARK I Company, New York/Philadelphia.

even  1l-vear-old Gillespie is vintage.
Much more recent is Volume Four of a
quartet of LPs headed Nerman Granz Pre-
sents “Jaxz ot the Philharmonic” in Europe
(Verve). Diz. with stellar conlreres J. J.
Johmson and Stan Getz, leads the way
through three extended eflorts of glitter-
ing dimensions — Gillespie's own Kush
and  Wheatleigh Hall, and Ellington's
The Mooch. Trem three is Dizzy Gillespie/
Something Old —Something New (Philips) a
fresh batch ol Gillespicana, featuring
James Moody's tenor, that reprises tunes
trom Diz" formative years on one side,
andd a foursome of fresh refrains, three of
them by Tom Mclntosh, on the other.
The Gillrspir horn — (:lt'l(ltlt‘l]t. biting or
clownish —is always a thing of beauty.

The Freewheelin’ Bob Dylan (Columbia) is
the second recording lor one of the most
exciting lfolk singers to come down the
pike in a long while. Like his first LP, it is
almost a musical stream of consciousness,
as Dyvlan unburdens himself on such con-
temporary and universal matters as inte-
sration, allout and love with a raw-edged
twing that is as intense as it is untutored.

-

Harold Harris at The Playboy Club (Vee
Jay) proffers the popular pianist of the
Chicago chapter and his trio in a set that
tees ol with a rocking rendition of
Playbay's Theme, moves into a Harris
oviginal, Hefner Just Walked In (on
wincii Harold plays celeste) and continues
apace through a quartet of standards and
a second Harris creation, Another Time.
It's an outing guarantecd 1o please the
Harris group’s growing lan club.

The last place we'd expect to find a
fivst-class gospel group would be at Dis-
nevland. but The Famous Ward Gospel Singers
(Bucna Vista) were recorded there and
they come on with a fervent drive that
is pulsatingly impressive. The session
contains such  wellworn  spiritnals  as
Daown by the Rivewside, Shadvack, Dry
Bones, and He's Got the Whole World in
His Hands, which are delivered with an
cnthusiasm and rhyvihmic vigor that im-
part an air of Ireshness to the occasion.

A trio of big-band offerings are on
hand. You Ain't Heard Nothin® Yet! (IDuunt-
less), with guitarist Sal Salvador's outsize
contingent, presents a set ol beauwtifully
charted tone poems interrupted  occa-
sionally, and  unlortunately, by Sheryl
Lasly’s vocals. Salvador’s deep-throated
brass section, which includes a brace ol
mellophones, is impressive, as are the
wrrangements by Larry Wilcox, and the
solo work ol leader man Salvador. On a
staller scale. in size that is, is the band on
The New Sounds of Maynard Ferguson ((aimuo),
although, pushed by its leader's wild
horn, the band can pile up a wondrous

decibel count. Included are such jazz
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KIRKLAND, PAINE, FLICK & FOLEY—COMMUNICATIONS SPECIALISTS

In three years The Brothers Four have come a long way from the frater- =g T

nity house where they sang for kicks. Now they delight audiences from = THE BIG FOLK HITS

Tokyo to Tangiers, Tashkent to Tallahassee. Their formula? Take the har- oefia =150 (=5 Y OV
monious fun of the old-time barbershop quartet. Mix in a banjo, bass, —nn e
guitars—maybe a bongo drum or cymbal. Add a solid beat, one you can §
feel, whether in the melodic *“Scarlet Ribbons’’ or the bouncy “'Tie Me
Kangaroo Down, Sport.” A successful blend? They get the message across
wherever they appear—a campus in the Middle West or a hotel in the |8
Middle East. Hear it in such albums as their Greatest Hits, or Cross
Country Concertor Song Book (with lyrics, score and guitar chords added).
Or their newest best seller, The Big Folk Hits. They really communicate.

THE BROTHERS FOUR ON COLUMBIA RECORDS

DON HUNSTEIN e
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THE SAXON: IN BONE, OLIVE OR BLACK; EXCLUSIVE PLAID LININGS, $37..

A natural shoulder
tocryon

If it’s the lean strong look of you that attracts the lady, give credit
to your Saxon Maincoat®—the first natural-shoulder raglan.
London Fog designed it for men with natural shoulder suits,
natural shoulder haircuts and natural shoulder sympathies
(that is, quiet, knowing, unpretentiously male).

Impervious to either emotional outbursts or sudden cloudbursts,
the suave Saxon is stauncher than most for two reasons.

First, it’s made from our exclusive Cloister Cloth, an intimate
blend of Dacron® polyester and cotton that uses 2-ply yarns
to resist the heaviest downpour.

Second, those unpretentious shoulders are backed up
with The Third Barrier,® our own secret of resistance.

So tell the lady to weep no more. Her tears just won't get through
to you. Another tactic? That’s for the two of you to work out.

*London Fog

BALTIMORE 11, MD.

standards as Take the “A” Train, Chera-
kee,and One O'Clock Jump. and a pair of
funky favorites, Gravy Waltz and Water-
melon Man. Encore (Philips), the Woody
Herman band vecorded live at Basin
Street, West, gives ample evidence that
the current Herd, pl:lying_{ Nat Pierce
charts for the most part. is one of the most
exaiting entourages going., Tenor man
Sal Nistico, pianist Pierce and trombonist
Phil Wilson are clectric soloists, and the
band's ensemble work has a swrging
exuberance that is infectious. As cases in
point, catch Watermelon Man and Better
Get It in Your Soul — nonpareil swingers.

Each new Oscar Brown LP oflers fresh
cevidence of a major talent. His latest,
Oscor Brown, Jr. Tells It Like It Is! (Columbia).
is the composer-lyricistsinger’s best to
date. Oscar can be wryly devilish, as on
The Snake. poignandy tender with A
Young Girl, funky, via Sing Hallelujah,
or rocking, as on Tall Like Pine. No mat-
ter which hat he wears, Oscan is always
stvlish.

The Victor Feldman All Stars Play the World's
First Album of Soviet Jorz Themes (Avil) is a
surprising sct: the six numbers, all com-
posed by Soviet musicians. indicate that
Western jazz not only has penetrated the
Iron Curtain but has done it with cou-
siderable vigor. Feldman emplovs two
task forces: one includes Nuat Adderley
and pianist Joe Zawinul. the other, Herh
Ellis and Carmell Jones. Tenor man
Harold Land and the rhythm section
perform on both sides. The recording
confirms the old cliché¢ (and vuth is the
ultimate clich¢)of the universality of jazz.

John Coltrane’s rapidly growing kin-
ship with the ballad is readily apparent
on John Coltrane and Johnny Hortmon (Tm-
pulse!). Hartman, a fine singer, strangely
neglected, is matched in his lyricism by
Coltrane’s horn. as they move cflortlessly
through a half-dozen standard delights
including My One and Only Love, You
Are Too Beautiful, and the too-scldom-
heard Dedicated to You.

-

I's You or No One/Bobby Dorin (AlcO)
profits measurably from Bobby Scott's
tastelully inventive charts. The dozen
ballads — some sprightly, others indigo —
have Bobby covering, for the most part,
well-traveled werritory, but tunes such as
r'lt Be Avound, I Hadn’t Anyone Till
You, and All or Nothing at All still [all
pleasingly on the ears.

An unusual project, authors reading
from their works on 7-inch LPs, has been
launched with a quartet ol eminen
novelists. Jomes Baldwin reads from Gio
wanni’s Room; Williem Styron does a por-
tion of Lie Down in Davkness; Philip Roth,
a segment from Letting Go; and Bernard



Matamud reads a short story from The
Magie Barrel (all on Calliope). The Latter
is the only disappointment in a project
that bodes well for the Tuture. Malamud's
dry, pedantic voice detracts from what
was, in print, one of his most powerlul
short stovies. The Mourners. But Styron's
excerpt is beautifully moving, and Roth
is a dialectician of the hirst order, while
Baldwin’s recounting of a homosexual’s
hirst accession 1o his Lent drives is pow-
crlully presenved.

DINING-DRINKING

[t is appropriate that Le Café Chambord
should refer o isell as French Pro-
vincial, since there is really no one more
sophisticated, foodwise, than the provin-
aal Frenchman., Let us note here that
Chambord has disappeared from Man-
hattan’s 3rd Avenue — much like the van-
ished el under which it stood [or so many
vears — and moved lock. stock, chel (Fer-
nand Despans) and wine cellar in with
La Cote Basque (5 East 55th Sueet),
which bills isell as a French-sealood
restrurant. The result is o httingly pres-
tigious hackdrop lor the highest ol haute
cuisine. The room is bright and cheerful,
replete with wormwood and Tudor deco-
ritions as well as magnificently exceouted
murals of the French seacoast. bat every-
thing lades belore the food. There are
specialties of the house that vou are
not likely to have av anvbody clse’s house
— although, by some mysterious Gallic
alchemy, the stadb is capable ol perform-
ing culinary miracles with the simplest
ol dishes. The menu reflects the restau-
rant’s split personality. with Chambord’s
provincial cuisine a Ia carte on one side
and  Cote Basques prix fixe  dinner
(59.50) on the other. I vour appetite and
resources are as big as vour eves, vou can
cat vour way brom the coust o the
provinees and back again. Crepe Farcie
{cvab meat with a cheese and lobster
siauce) possesses a seductive flavor that
is almost aphrodisiac. Il vou are in the
mood o pique your taste buds with
something more down-to-canth, vy Cote
Basque’s Coulibine de Saumon  Basque
(salmon, mushrooms, egus and truilles
in a cold loafl). The salmon we had was
so delicate in flavor, we're convineed it
never had to endure the hardy rigors of
the sea. Le Homard a "Amoricaine is a
lobster in a startlingly quixotic brandy
sauce which will arouse the interest of
even the most blasé diner, and as routine
a dlish as duck in orange sauce in Cham-
hord’s knowledecable hands does more [or
the bird than Audubon has done [or the
entire species. Vegetables, ol course, wre
presented as il they were crown jewels.
The wines served at the recommendation
of the solicitous and notable sommelier,
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In Fine Whiskey...

FLEISCHMANN'S
is the BIG buy!

BLENDED WHISKEY » S0 PROOF = 65% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS 41
THE FLEISCHMANN DISTILLING CORPORATION, NEW YORK CITY
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STORM

The gale warnings
are unmistakable.

L. It’s Sunday n ight.
2. You're about to tape
a special program.

3. You're completely out
of Audiotape.
There are several
alternatives, including
strong drink, a good cry
and cat burglary.
Whatever difficult
course you choose,
be warned.
Always keep plenty
of Audiotape on hand.

Flesh and blood can

stand just so much.

“it speaks for itself"

42 Oflices in Los Angeles e Chicago ®  Washington, D. €.

AUDID DEVICES, INC., ass magison Ave., New York 22, N.¥.

Marius Roussin. are from what is un-
doubtedly one ol the world's premic
cellars. The maitre de is Ernest. and vou
are living dangerously il you dine a denx
with less than 5530 in tow. Closed Mon-
days. Le Calé Chambord at La Cote
Basque is open for lunch, with dinner
served unul 11 P
-

A swinging merger of modern jJazz and
Neapolitan nutrimento is New York's
Half Note (291 Hudson Sureet), Two
blocks from the Hudson River and bur
icd among antediluvian waterfront build-
ings. this modest music-filled snuggery is
dithcult for even neighborhood cabbics
10 locate. And yet it has managed to sur-
vive  customer which have
sorely tried the tlls of better-heeled and
better-localed brethren o the north. The
Note's ultimate weapons in this war for
the customers’ cash are the Canterinos,
who omnipresently preside over the club,
treating their musicians with the respect
most club owners reserve for ringside
patrons. Enter the club and the Can
terinos  are You wmay be
erected  at the door by Sonny. check
vour coat with sister Rosemary, order a
drink at the bar from brother Mike or
brother-in-law Arnie. Rose’s hushand. or
request a dish prepared by the Can-
werino padrone. Frank. The only break
in this Ttalian phalanx occurs between
the kitchen and your table. Waiter Wil-
liim (Al Alberg. who leeds all of the
Note's tables on week nights, is a gradu-
ate ol a clutch of kosher delicatessens, but
he managed o convinee the Canterinos
he was a pacsano. Jazz is. ol course, the
main attraction, but the [ood is highly re-
spectable. While digging such forward-

shortages

evervwhere.

gy
looking groups as those led by Zoot
Sims—Al Cohn, Lennie Tristano, Cluok
Terrv—Bob  Brookmever,  Art Farmer,
or Jim Hall, one may supplement the
sounds with veal pavmagiani, manicotti
or concotti (stufled macaroni). all at
52.50 the plate. Halve that price for a
hero-size  veal-cutler or sausage
Occasionallv, when chel Frank
leels inspired, he will beget an eggplant
lasagna, or a bowl of special pastalazool
and ofter them, menu aside, o select
patrons. The food and hrewater are dis
bursed in two soltly lit rooms separated
by a raised The

modernistic wood impressions of mstru-
ments and recovd-album covers adorning
the green walls —is more a tribute o
the ingenuity of Sonny and Mike, who
had to make do when money was in
short supply, than a decorative wiumph.

sanl-
wich.

bandstand. decor —

BOOKS

The stern reward of Mary McCarthy's
virtues is that if she writes what is merely

a prewy good novel its a disappoint
ment. In The Grovp (Harcowrt. Brace &
World. 55.95), she takes cight memabers ol
Vassar "33 lrom their graduation o 1910.
The cast is assorted: an ambitious West-
crner, and a romantic Bostonian: @ pallid
gal. and o Irankly sexy one: a
monde Leshian, and so on. Their hus-
bands and lovers include a playvwrighe,
a lund raiser, a painter, a doctor, an ed-
itor, a refugee. The themes are predict-
able, wo: New Dealism, psychomnalysis,
Hitler, Spanish Civil War, Leftist the-
ater, sexual [reedon, ete. The lerdown is
not in the choice of characters ind themes
— what else could a Thirties novel of col-
lege crads in New York he about? — b
in the use of them, which, by McCarthy
standards, is superficial. Instead of re-
creation, there is detail. (*Veal kidneys
done with cooking sherry and mush
rooms, and a marvelous jellicd  salad
cilled Green Goddess. made with lime
gelatin, shrimps, mavonnaise, and alli
aator pear, which could be lixed the night
belore in ramekins ind then unfolded on
lettuce cups.™) Instead of wit. there s
cute kidding. (“Libby MacAushand had
spilty  apartment in the Village.™) In
stead of characterization there is dossier.
(Too long to quote) The structural
method is the set piece: a ginl's sexual
initiation and purchase ol a diaphragin:
a character vignette of a butler: a party
that ends in a near rape. It is good social
chronicle i the O'Hara mode. and van
ous sections are eminently excerptable.
But the novel we had a right to expea
—a book that combines the sociopolit-
cal grasp of a Koestler with the predise
bite of a Waugh. a mmriage ol extraor-
dinarv  mtellect and  humanitvy — that
novel it isn't

bean

Dan Wakefield's iuterest in the world
ol drugs and drug akers, hrst evidenced
in these pages (The Prodizal Powers of
Pat, August 1962), has brought forth new
Iruits. The Addict (Gold Medal, 50¢), which
Wakehield has edited. is an intelligently
conceived collection ol essays and heton
excerpts [rom the pens ol 15 knowledge-
ables, including a psvchiawist. o junkic,
a minister and Alexander King., Their
diverse contributions. along with Wake-
ficld’s wakelul introduction, provide a
wideranging. deep-probing view ol the
uncasy relationship between the addict
and his society. The book gives Lacts. hg
ures and lascinating insights into the psy-
chology ol the hooked. We are left with
the hope that the old lock-"em-up phi-
lomp]l)‘. still prevalent in the ULS. is in
the process ol giving way to a more hu-
mane approach 1o a tragic human prob
lem.

.

Last year, Bruce Jay Fricdman's first
published novel, Stern, received respeat-
[ul appraisal from respected critics. Far
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YMM (Young Man’s Mood) Slacks: belt loops,
plain front, narrow cuffs—in a dramatic array
of fine fabrics, patterns and colors.

Ask your favorite store or write Playboy Reader
Service; or directly to YMM Slacks, Michigan
City, Indiana.

Young
Man's
Mood

YMM

A JAYMAR SLACK

A Product of Jaymar-Ruby, Inc.

from the City of Class (I'rommer-Pasman-
tier, $4.50), a collection of his short
stories, will do pothing to lessen that
vespect. lu his probing for the aberra-
tions of mankind, Fricdman uses a strik-
ing juxtaposivion ¢f the conventional
and the bizove. Thus. in The Holiday
Celebrators — about three Hower lovers
whose duty it s o sce to it that the
predicted holiday death wll is reached:
“A young girl with a lithe figure and
gaping wounds emerged from the Lin-
coln and said, dementedly, “Band-Aids.
Get Band-Aids, and there’ll be sex.
In most ol these 16 stories (three have ap-
peared m reavioy), the author's concern
15 fantasy, and very cever Limuasy it s,
When You've Excused. You've Excused
is a Kalka-esque excursion o the con-
science of a Jew who must take his exer-
cise at Vie Tanny's even though it is Yom
Kippur, the holiest night of the vear.
Two of the best stories, The Trip and
The Good Time, deal with a voung
man’s relationship to his mother. The
mother s the richest character in the
collection and one can sense that she
must, lncd;ly, form the core of a DBruce
Jay Friedman novel.

In Glide path (Harcourt. Brace & World,
$4.50), rravsoy regular Arthur C. Clarke
wirns from science fiction to scicnce fic-
tionalized. Through the cves of a voung
Englishman, Alan Bishop, he tells the
story ol the development in World War
IT of the radar talk-down system by
which planes are guided o landings by
technicians on the ground. After initial
resistance by pilats who liked to control
their own landings and some  scrious
operational snags, the svstem was hoally
perlected and accepted. The technical
part of the tale is a good deal more dllec
tive than the human part — voung Alan’s
story heing somewhat reminiscent ol the
onward-and-upward novels of our boy-
hood: the lads moral fiber, except for
a briel fling with o ladv ol casy virtue,
is worthy ol a bishop. But Arthur Clarke
is stictlyv on the haam when it comes
to explicating and celebrating the tech-
nical wonders of our time.

Erskine Caldwell's The Last Night of
Summer (Farrar, Straus, 53.4953) is a cau-
tionary tale il there ever was one. The
secretary who nuikes @ play for her boss
goets raped and murdered, and the boss
gets his head bashed in with o broken
ein bottle by his drunken, ncurotic wile.
Mavbe they, whoever they are, do live
like this down in Gulfport, bud if so, who
cares® The violence s banal; the emo-
tions are stale; the Linguage is flat. A
novelist who gives us puppets ol passion
mstead of ordinary people (never mind
heroes) st least ought 1o provide us with
some amusement — like rhvmes, or an:
grams, or a limerick cvery few pages.
Not just a woman who gets drunk and

keeps saying that she is a “friggin’ fo-
male”™ and that she is going to bite her
husband’s root off because he  didn't
come home when she asked him.

While waiting to sce the Tavlor-Burton-
Harrison Cleopatra, or afwer it, or, hetter
still, during i1, there's hilarity 1o he had
Ivom two books about the making of this
epic. Producer Walter Wanger, assisted
by Joe Hyams, has done up a diary
called My Life with Cleopatre (Bantam, 6GUc¢),
which vuces the arazy crusade hrom its
stillborn start in England where they
were hlming outdoor Egyptian scences in
October with two minutes ol sunshine
per day, [resh palm fronds flown in regu
Larly from the Mediterrancan, and Liz
hairdresser getting 51000 1 weck plus
SO expenses. The Cleopatra Popers (Sinon
and Schuster, 53.95), consists of outol-
office letters, cables. and phone  clls
between Jack Brodsky and Nathan Weiss.,
Fox Ilacks during the Iracas. Their ac
count ol the Burton-Tavlor boudon
boogic-woogic, of Rex Harrison's Caesar-
L operations, and ol general executive
antics is more revealing than Liz' cos-
tumes. Sample: Spyros Skouras, harricd
studio chicl, arrives in Rome wo see all
the hilm that has been shot so [ar. Weiss
sits next to him and has to wake him 10
times during the running of the picture
i which he has sunk over 535,000,000,
Note: Brodsky and Weiss now  work
clsewhere.

.

The Gerard of Jack Kerouac's Visions
of Gerord (Farrar, Straus, $3.93) is an
older Ivother who died ar the age of
nine when Kerouae  was Tour. This
memorial to him is the most recent ol the
series ol autobiographical novels wiich
Kerouac collecuively ditles The Duduo-
Legend. To is captivating, less for wha
it wells of the sickly, luminous brother
than lor Kerouac's ability to make pal-
pable the details of his family's lile in
Lowell, Massachuserts. Much ol the hook
is mired in Kerouac's swvlistic excesses.
His metaphors stumble over cach other
in various stages of disioray, and sensi-
tivity tends o slip mto sentimentality.
And there is the usual patchwork philos-
ophy  which coufusedly blends  barely

comprehended  clements of Fastern re-
ligions with a Calvinist view ol the hu-
man condition (“No man is exempt [rom
sin any more than he can avoid 2 wrip
to the twilet™), Yer. there are suddenly
alive  passages which  disull  the
French-Canadian  emigrants  adapted
themselves o the  eracked  American
dream 30 vemwrs ago. The scenes of the
father's all-night card game and boozing
are o renvinder that Kerowae can be a
compelling  mpressionist when he for-
gets his role as guru ol the beats.

way



FOR THOSE WHO ENJOY THE TASTE OF GOOD WHISKEY

Hiding whiskey flavor is not our game. After all—when you
pay for your favorite brand, you ought to get to taste it. What
7-Up does do, as no other mixer can, is to mellow your highball
...smooth it out ... polish it up. Seven-Up lets you taste your
whiskey at its best. And isn't that exactly what you want?

Copyright 1963 by The Seven-Up Company




The Crew-saders.

These socks are not for old fogies or young fogies, either. A combination of high-bulk Orlon® acrylic and stretch

Crew-saders are for those young men of every age who
know better than to confuse stodginess with maturity.
They come in twenty colors, so you need never get bored.

nylon, one size fits almost everybody. (King size fits
everybody else.) They're made by Interwoven, and, as
further encouragement, a pair costs only a dollar fifty.

Xnterwoven

THE GREATEST NAME I SOCKS



THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR

-rh(- following two-part question, which
evolved from a late-night bull session. is
merely theoretical but we'd like to get the
rravioy view on it. Here goes: (A) Sup-
pose you are going to the races and a
Iriend gives vou S20 to beton a particular
horse. You get to the track and make the
ber, but alter the race is under way you
discover that vou've bought the wrong
ticket, As Tate would have it, the “wrong™
horse wins and the ticket which you
bought by mistake pavs S670. Now what,
cthically, should you do? (B) Same situ-
ation, except that the “right” horse wins
and the ticket which vou should have
bought — but didn’t — pays S670. Now
what? — B. A, and H. L., Miami, Florida.

In cither case, it's a hovse of the same
colov. Win or lose, a mistake has been
made, so it's up to the man who goofed
to give a full report of the error and
thyow himself on the mevey of Tis friend.
Specifically. in Case A, he should offer
to turn over the entive $670. In Case B,
he must offey to pay the S670 which
his friend would have won. But lus
friend, knowing that such a mistake was a
possibility when he asked for the favor,
also has an ethical oblization. In Case A,
he should insist on splitting the 5670
windfall 50-50. In Case B, he should ask
for no maore than his original $20 back.

For some time I've been making it with
a very hip Scandinavian chick. She's
evervehing one could ask for, but there’s
one problem: although she has fine man-
ners and does very well in company, she
can't resist wying to caress me in very
intimate and obvious ways when we're in
public. What should I do? —Z. P., Cam-
bridge, Massachusetts,

Stay home, avoid crowds and get plenty
of bed vest.

Aﬂ the guys in my dorm think I'm a
kook simply because I've toyed with the
idea ol making the Army a carcer alter 1
wet out of college. T have a hunch a guy
with brains and drive could go far in an
operation that doesn’t generally auract
any great intellectss. Am I being trra-
tional?—T. W, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania.

A military caveer vequives a cevlain type
of temperament and outlook. If you can
catecorize yourself as an aggressive hot-
shot with a burming ambilion to succeed,
you may find  the mi“-‘m'}', will  iis
seniority system, buili-in bureaucracy and
endless ved tape, a highly [rustrating way
of life. If securily, a sense of service, and
a chance for countless changes of scenery
and possible adventure vank high, then
prabably you would be doing the right
thing.

l‘:l\'ingr recently  deserted  bachelor
ranks. I've encountered my first major
marital problem. My f[atherindaw, of
whom 1 think the world, has ollered me a
job with his company. It would be pleas-
ant, well-paying, with obviously great
opportunities  for advancement, but it
would be totally undemanding and non-
challenging. My present bottom-rung
position has a small salary attached to it,
but the work is interesting, and T think
the chance o get abead is there if ©really
put my mind to it. As the family bread-
winner, I want to do what's right, and I'm
wondering if turning down my wife’s dad
would be a purely selfish act on my part.
— K. H., Akron, Ohio.

We think not, since your mental aiti-

tude at home will be lavgely governed by
the influence your job asserts on you (the
majority of your waking hours are spent
atl work). your choice of jobs will play a
lavge part in your domestic life. Resent-
ing the sinecure, you will eventually wind
up vesenting your father-in-law, and — it
then  follows —your wife, who yow’ll
probably blame, consciously or uncon-
sciously, for your taking the job in the
first place. Stay put, and work your way
up in a job you enjoy.

A[ a private dinner party recently, one
of the guests dmppr{! and broke a wine
alass. Immediately thereafrer, our host
arose from the table and ceremoniously
dashed his glass in the hreplace. There
were smiles all around, hut I secretly fele
that this performance had called aten-
tion unnccessarily o the guest's accident,
Don’t you agree?—R_F.,Denver, Colorado.

Only in part. Your host was adhering
to an Old Waorld custom of graciousness
with smashing proof that the breakage
was no shaltering loss. In the same situa-
tion, however, we would merely say,
“Don’t worry about it, Charlie,” and let
il go at thal.

l'\'c been using a motor scooter to get to
and from the office and it has suited my
needs just hine. Now, however, I've bheen
promoted out of my junior-junior exceu-
tive status and I am wonderine whether I
ought to turn to some more dignified
means ol transportation — the  scooter
probably gives me a Joe College label.—
D. B., Chicago, Illinois.

If the scooler is the answer to your
transportation  problem, stick with L.
AMore and more, urban exees have hwoned
Lo lwo-wheelers as a means of culling con-
siderable time from theiy portal-to-portal
pervegrinations.

Cherished
as one of the
world’s
seven great
fragrances

IMPORTED FROM FRANCE
7.50 to 75.00 plus tax

INTIMATE
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Rate your date for socks appeal. New
Style 8 is in — new extra strength
heel and toe — softer, whiter, longer
wearing. Shrinkproof, too.
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A few vears back, 1 was lorced to make
a decision between two givls. I was able
to carry on with both for a number of
months before one found out about the
other — then they laid down the Liw and
demanded that 1 choose. T did, and
asked her to marry me; we got marricd.
but she couldn’t stop nagging me about
my affair with the rejecred girl, and
this — plus other problems, of course —
eventually led 10 the dissolution of our
marringe. I'm Iree now and can’t stop
thinking about the other girl, who 1
hear is meoried and living in a distint
city. How did T manage to foul things up
so much and what do you think I should
do about the Faraway miss I misseel> —
P. ., Dallas, Texas.

Agamemnon made the same mistake
and wound up chewing draperies. You
were move foriunate. However. it doesn’t
necessavily follow that you chucked the
wrong chick — the other choice micht
have turned out even worse, 105 natural
for you to yeminisce now about the other
romance, but it’s the memory you've iung
not the girl, and since that “far-
away miss” iy now a Mrs, iUs best to
foract her and concenlrale on the free

fillics in the ficld.

nfr on,

M}" boviriend is a picture ol sartorial
clegance until he sits down. Then. about
three inches of hairy calves show between
the tops of his socks and the botwtoms of
his trousers. 1 can’t believe a fellow has o
look like a country bumpkin just because
he's seated. He savs he's always worn
anklets, that he buys them at one ol the
bewter men's stores in town, and that they
wouldn't sell them if they were uunstylish:

[ say they're awlul, Who's vight? — R. AL,
St. Louis. Missouri.

You ave. There's nothing as square-
rigged as a  businesssuiled  or sports-

jacketed  gentleman  with  peck-a-hoo
caloes. His socks should reach at least
three fourths of the way up his caloes,
whether he chooses stretch socks or uses
gariers with the nonstrelch kind. For any-
thing but active-sporis attive, where sweat
socks are permmissible, anklets ave as ont
as spals.

l came across an English automotive
magazine at my barbershop the other day
and I must sav the editors could have
been writing in Swahih for all 1 under-
stood. A few ol the terms [ remember
were “lacia” Twing.” “bonnet,” “boot.”
“squab” and “traflicator.” What do they all
mean? — O. L., Minnecapolis, Minnesota.

Facia is the Enghish equivalent of our

dushihoard, wing is fender, bonnet is
hood, boot ts tvunk, squab is a vear scat’s
backvest and trafficator is Bralish jor turn
signal.

Duriu;.;‘ a two-week vacation in the Ba
hamas recently, 1 encountered a unigue
situation: While indulging in some carly
morning scuba diving 1 spotted a suik-
ingly beautilul young ginl engaged in o
similar pursuit — sans bikini. After three
mornings of coincidental path-crossing
we met. discovered that we shared many
interests hesides carly aarn dips. For the
rest of our stay, we had a ball. So, when
she made ready o leave the hotel, |
volunteered 1o pay her bill aud she
accepred the ofler. We separated with
a promise o sce cach other in the near
futare but I can’t help thinking that 1
should not have picked up her hotel tab.
Was this a sucker move on my part? —
T Y., Washington, D. (.

It was cevtainly genervous, that’s for
suye. Bul if the tieo weeks with your mer-
mald weve as pleasant as you deseribe,
we'd never call yow a paisy. Still, you have
established a precedent with her and
you'll have 1o cuff your next jauni to-
gether unless you tell her otherwise in
advance.

I.\. my current TV set going to be obso-
lete with the introduction of the new sets
having a full range of UHF channels?—
5. C., Los Angeles, Calilornia.

Nuot at all. There ave converters avail-
albile which can be attached 1o your set
that will enable it 1o pick up whatever
UHF
areda.

stations ave in oberation in your
They sell for under S10.

Om' school uses the honor system for
examinations. The other dav 1 spotied a
classmate cheating. My initial reaction
was to act as though I'd seen nothing. But
alter the exam | wok stock of the situa-
von and realized that, since our ex
are marked on the corve, by not report
ing him | was probably lowering my
grade and the grades of other people in
the class who'd bren uving o do thei
best without the benelt of “ponics.”™ And
vet, my eventual decision was not o re-
port him, because | didin’t wint 1o be a
fink. What think vou —was 1 right in
choosing to be a patsy vather than a stool
pigeonz — . F., Boston, Massachusctts.

Anyone who chooses (o be a patsy de-
seyves to be one. The ground rules for the
honor system arve very simple. If youn
cheating classmate won't abide by the
rules, he should be tossed out of the sane.
He ook his chances. Enowing that the
only way he could be caught was for a
fellow test-taker to turn him in, and when
you gamble you've got to acce pit the possi
bility of losing. You have been had by
your schoolchum’s belief (evidently well-
founded in this instance) that the fear of
the “informer” stigma was (oo deeply
ingrained among his fellow classimen for
him 1o be exposed.

SIS



l'm in the process of lurnishing my
bachelor apartment, and have enlisted
the services ol a decorating consultant for
avery hine furniture store. The consultant
has spent a considerable amount of time
making sketches, selecting fabrics and
furniture, and has come up with an excel-
lent master plan. But now that I'm ready
to order. a [riend of mine tells me that he
cm get me the same items wholesale.
Naturally, the idea ol saving money
appeals o me but, at this lare date, I do
feel ethically obliged to order [rom the
lurniture  store. My [riend, however,
argues that the store offered its free
service merely in the hope ol getting my
business, and that I'd be a nut not to take
up his wholesale olter. What do vyou
think? — R. T., Chicago, Illinois.

Stick with the store. While you're not
legally bound o do so, we agree that it
wwonld be unethical 1o take both its recom-
nrendations ane your business elsewhere.
Further, therve ave a couple of other rvea-
sons for heeding your costly conscience:
(1) il there is anything wrong with a
wholesale purchase, youw'll have much
maove trouble yvetwrning it; and (2) since
vou wanted the stove’s help to begin with,
voull still want it when it comes time to
add the aceessories that make the dif-
[evence between o truly tasteful apart-
ment and a flat full of furniture.

I am 20 years old and am planning to
move to Los Angeles soon. Recently 1
became close friends with a swinging
chick who's quite a musician (I'm in
theater mysell), and she announced just
vesterday that she proposes to go with
me, to continue her studies there, alter
getting 2 job and geuing sertded in oan
apartment (with me). She even has 5200
to contribute to the cause. Sound hike a
bachelor’s dream? Not quite. The chick
is only 15. old bevond her years in many
watys, but nevertheless, 15, Is this or is
this not bad news: — L. T, Bloomington,
Indiana.

Bad news? s the worst we've heard
since oy Aunt Matilda willed her mil-
lions to a Swamese cal. You may be in
theater vight now but you'll be in jail
until youw've old enoush 1o play King
Leay without make-ufp if you don't act
fast. Kiss Baby Doll goodbye and fold

tiris show beforve il goes on the road.

All yeasonable questions — from fash-
ton, food and dvink, hi-fo and sporls cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and etiquetle

will be personally _answered if the
wviler includes a stam ped, self-addyessed
;'.?J".r'ra'op."_ Sewd all letters to The Playhoy
Advisor, Playboy Building, 232 2. Ohio
Street, Chicago, Hlinots 00611, The most
provocative, pertinent quevies will be
presented on these pages cach month.

“ONE-
OF-A-

KIND ..8he is fresh and sophisticated, subtle and
gtraightforward, complex and direct. Above all, a con-
summate performer, mixing improvisational flair with
an effortless control of her songs and her audience.”

That’s how Variety described ‘‘the electric climate of
excitement’ that Barbra creates. She ignites the spark
whenever she performs—Basin Street East in New York,
the Riviera in I.as Vegas, or on records. That unique
quality made The Barbra Streisand Album an immediate
smash hit. The voltage is even higher on The Second

Barbra Streisand Album.

CL 2007/CS B807* CL 2054/CS 8854*

*STEREO

BARBRA
ON

COLUMBIA
RECORDS
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Why are more single girls switching to cigar smokers?

Chances are she saw him before he saw her. She knows he'll treat her as he would a cigar:

tenderly, affectionately, appreciatively. What's more, cigar smokers start young and stay young

... very important for girls with long range plans. and everyone knows you need not inhale to enjoy the rich flavor.
CIGAR INSTITUTE OF AMERICA, INC.
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runov wree: JAWAHARLAL NEHRU

a candid conversation with the architect of modern india

During the turbulent cowrse of the
Cold War, no sworld leader has so dra-
matically personified his countyy’s ideals
and aspivalions, or spoken with greater
eloquence in the cause of peace, than
India’s indomitable Prime Minister, 73-
year-old Jawaharlal Nehvu. Despite the
surfeit of India’s domestic difficulties,
Nehrvu has managed in his 16 years as
chief of state to project his country as a
persuasioe force in international affaivs —
principally through the pevsistent lucidity
and moral logic of his thinking. Concur-
rently, he has campaigned energetically
al home for the elimination of caste. igno-
rance, disease, the disheartening poverty
which still leaves 95 pevcent of the Indian
people in desperate circumstances, and
the national disunity reflected i part by
seven diffevent vacial ty pes and more than
700 languages and dialects. This humani-
tavian bhattle — joined. but scarcely won —
has gained “Father Jowaharlal” the al-
most mystic adulation of his people, a
feeling of nmudtual connmunion which was
intensified by the nationalistic feroor
arising from the Red Chinese border
altack one year ago this month.

The pevsonality of the political and
spivitual heir of Mahatma Gandhi is as
complex — amd in many ways as conivo-
verstal — as has been his career. A man of
aristocratic bivth and fastidious habits,
a product of seven years of upper-crust
English schooling (Harrow, Cambridge,
London's inner Temple), Nehvu seems to

“Politicians and journalists have much
in common. Both presume o talk too
much, to deliver homilies; both, generally
speaking, require no qualifications at all
for their jobs.”

draw Iis mental enevgy from direct con-
tact with the mainstream of Indian life:
the clamoring kisans, or peasants. Often
irritable and quick to anger, he passed 10
years of imprisonment by the British in
unflusteved sevenity, using the time o
write and Lo meditate. Though his words
to the West on the desivability of coexist-
ence have struck some American obsero-
ers as morally arvogant and offensive,
Neliru has been described by Supreme
Court Justice William O. Douglas as “the
most cffective campaigner against com-
munism of any of our leaders.” Lonely,
aesthetic, introspectioe, a man whose pri-
vate pleaswres tend foward “mouniains.,
yunning seater, childven, glaciers. good
conversation, all animals except bats and
cenlipedes” he and his elusive identity
may perhaps best be explained by the
subtle interplay of two disparale pomnis
of vicw—the Indian and the inlernational.

Prime Minisier Nehrw granted  the
following  exclusive  intervicw on the
hibiscus-scented grounds of his home at
10 Tin Murti Mavg, New Delli. Clad in
his famibay white Gandhi cap and brown
frock coat ta [resh ved vosebud in the
thivd buttonhole), puffing occasionally on
one of the frve cigaretles he allows him-
self ecach day. he listened cavefully to
cach question before vesponding in the
meticulous, rathey wmusical accent of the
British-bred Bralvman. As he spoke. las
aristocralic, light-tan visage veflected the
sensitive concern of a man who caves

“While there have been great soldiers in
the past, I do not think that the military
outlook or the purely military method
has yet solved any major problem of
the world.”

deeply about life and its presevoation.
Our conversation opened on a somber
note: the continuing threat of nuclear
disaster.

PLAYBOY: Mr. Nchru, during your 16 vears
as Prime Minister of India, vou have
endeavored — with considerable success—
o keep voursell and vour country aloofl
from the partisan conflicts ol the Cold
War. From vour vantage poiut of non-
alignment, how would vou assess the
dominant mood of our time:?

NEHRU: The symbol ol the age is the nu-
clear bomb — or nuclear energy, il vou
like, though it is well to remember that
todav nuclear energy is thought ol in
terms ol bombs only. Man's thinking is
conditioned by that svmbol. Probably.
the prevailing [eeling in the world today
is fear. Almost evervbody is alraid ol
something; every country is afraid ol
some other country. Hundreds ol mil-
lions all over the world live under some
kind ol suspended sentence ol death —
Irom dav to dav an mmosphere is created
in people’s minds of death’s incvitability.
We seem to be driven helplessly toward
the abyss. More and more people in re-
sponsible positions talk in terms ol pas
sion, revenge and retaliation. They talk
ol sccurity and behave in a wav which is
likelv o put an end 1o all sccurity. They
talk of peace and think and act in terms
ol war.

PLAYBOY: What do you think are the pos-

“Foen in vesisting evil and aggvession, we
lave always to maintain the temper of
prace and hold oul the hand of friend-
ship to those who. through fear or other
reasons, may be opposed 1o us.”
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Let others fight the Christmas crush, struggle
over the *‘right” gift. With PLAYBOY, you've
found it. Just sit back and relax. Your shopping
is done—the easy armchair way. And you've
selected the wisest gift of any man for any man.

UNMATCHED FIRST ISSUE

Your gift begins with the dramatically handsome
January Tenth Anniversary Issue (selling for a
full $1.25 on newsstands), PLAYBOY's most bril-
liant issue to date. Then each month thereafter,
your friends are reminded of your thought-
fulness with a big new issue of PLAYBOY.
Rounding out your year-long gift is the spirited
December Holiday Issue, another double pack-
age of pleasure (also selling for $1.25).

A PLAYMATE COMES CALLING

And to announce your gift
~the strikingly beautiful
Playmate of the Year, June
Cochran, “whispers™ your
special greeting from
PLAYBOY’'s original
Christmas card, signed as
you personally direct.
The lovely Miss Cochran
will add festive touch to
tree or mantle.
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THE EXCITEMENT OF PLAYBOY '64

With PLAYBOY's Tenth Anniversary Yearevery
issue will glow with an exciting array of literary
lights. Scheduled to liven PLAYBOY’s pages this
coming year and give reading pleasure to you
and your friends: the latest, most flamboyant
James Bond novel by Ian Fleming, fact and fiction
by James Baldwin, Lawrence Durrell, Norman
Mailer, Vance Packard, Aldous Huxley, Philip
Roth, Frederic Morton, Herb Gold, Robert Paul
Smith, Budd Schulberg, Alec Waugh and Ber-
trand Russell, interviews with Winston Churchill
and Pablo Picasso and many, many more special
editorial surprises.

SMALL TAB—BIG SAVINGS AT
PLAYBOY'S HOLIDAY GIFT RATES:

First one-year gift, 12 issues, just $7

(Save $3.00 from newsstand price)

Each additional one-year gift, just $5

(Save $5.00 from newsstand price)

And your first gift can be to yourself. What bet-
ter way to start your gift savings spree than to
enter or extend your own subscription at these
special holiday rates? The attached postage-free
reply envelope saves you time, too.

Now all you have to wait for is the fun to begin
and the “thanks’ you get for starting it.

PLAYBOY 232 East Ohio Street, Chicago, llinois 60611

Iy AT e = e St W
{ptease print)

address, e

.. Iong state

3late [ ENTER or [] RENEW my own subscription

(Renewals begin when present subscription expires )

[J All gifts are new subscriptions

SEND Send to:
PLAYBOY :::;; {please print) | city
THIS o~ b T
CHRISTMAS! Rift card from i,
FIRST ONE-YEAR GIFT $7 name_ iease i
(Save $3 Over Newsstand Price) | address

1 Some gifts are renewais

SECOND ONE-YEAR GIFT $5 city

__Tone

state =

Total number of subscriptions e
= ___enclosed [J Bill me later

(Save $5 Over Newsstand Price)

gift card from

Enter additional subscriptions on separate sheet of paper
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Do as ‘the Casuals’ do!
Dress up in Carwood slacks, with Fortrel

Today’s young casuals demand sleek good looks, trim styling in
cars and their clothes (and girls). Carwood slacks are handsomely
tailored from a special Cone Mills blend of Fortrel polyester and
cotton. Fortrel helps keep the freshnessin, the wrinkles out. Carwood
slacks come in the attractive Ivy, Alumni and extended waistband
styles. Each style is cut to give you extra comfort and good fit. So
try a pair, and see for yourself. In black, brown /black, and slate
blue. Sizes 27-34. At all finestores. Celanese Corporation of America.

Celanese™  Fortrel® is a trad k of Fiber lnd Ing,

Fortrel...a € =clawcsc contemporary fiber

sible consequences of this war mentality?
NEHRU: When the desive for survival asserts
itsell, then logical thinking and the vea-
soning facultics do not even function.
Human beings forget their humanity.
because they are fighting to escape some
dreadful terror. Thev do not care what
happens or what thev do in order to
survive. But when the real strugzle comes,
few mav survive and, possibly, those who
do will not be human. If it comes, it will
be an overwhelming and all-enveloping
war, a war which mav well bring utter
destruction to the world and which will
probably ruin the structure ol modern
civilization. The democratic nations may
win the war— mind vou. T have liule
doubt that thev will — but T doubt il after
the disaster ol a world war, democracy
could survive at all. What we are discuss-
g, therelore, is a matter of the greatest
consequence. I wish to say frankly that 1
have no easy remedyv. All we can do is to
crope in the dim twilight for something
that will, perhaps. prevent the wwilight
from becoming dark misht.

PLAYBOY: How. in your opinion, can the
malignant belicf in the inevitability of
war he most elfectively countered?
NEHRU: Somcthing more is necessary than
mere formulas. What we need is a passion
for peace. It is to this wemper of peace
that T want especially o direct my mind
and vour mind. While we are in the midst
ol an international crisis. perhaps an even
sreater crisis confronts ws today in the
spirit of man. We have built up a grear
civilization and its achicvements are re-
markable. Tt holds the promise of even
creater achievements i the [uture. But
while these material achievements are
very great. somchow we appear o be
slipping awav from the very essence of
civilization. Ultimately, culture and civili-
ration rest in the mind and behavior of
man and not in the material evidence ol
it that we see around us. In times ol war
the civilizing process stops and we go
hick 1o some barbarous phase ol the
human mind.

PLAYBOY: A popular truism holds that the
civilizing process will be accelerated by
the dissenmmanon of knowledee through
modern communications and wansport.
Do vou agree?

NEHRU: T'here is a great deal of conlusion
in mv mind on this point. Nauons, indi-
viduals and groups talk ol understanding
once another and it scems obvious that
people should trv 1o understand and w
learn [rom one another. Yet, when I look
through the pages ol history or study
current events, I sometimes hnd  dhai
people who know one another most.
quarrel most. Countries which are next
door in Europe or in Asia somchow seem
to rub one another the wrong way.
though they know one another very
thoroughly. Thus knowledge, by itself,
does not lead 1o greater cooperation or
friendship.



PLAYBOY: What do you believe must be
the concomitant of knowledge?

NEHRU: [T we approach our fellow human
Deings or countries in a [riendly way,
with our minds and hearts open — and
that does not mean suwrrendering some-
thing that we consider ol essenual value
to truth or 10 our own genius — then we
shall be led not only towards understand-
ing but towards the right type of under-
standing.

PLAYBOY: How doces this philosophy — the
concept of the open hand and the open
heart — relate 1o India’s foreign policy?
NEHRU: There are only two ways of ap-
proaching the problem ol international
relations. One is the conviction that, even
though we try to avoid it. war is bound to
come. Therelore, we should prepare for
it and when it comes, join this side or
that. The omer wav starts with the feel-
ing that it <an be avoided. Now, there is a
arcat difference in these two approaches.
1T you are mentally convinced that war 1s
bound to come, vou naturally accustom
vourscll to the idex and, perhaps uncon-
scionsly, even work for it. On the other
hand, il vou want to work for the avoid-
ance of war, you must believe that it can
be avoided. Of course, no country can
entirely ignore the possibility of being
entangled in @ war; it must take such pre-
cautions as it ought to.

PLAYBOY: For India, this possibility be-
came reality last October when 110,000
Red Chinese troops poured down from
the Himalayas into Ladakh and the
North East Fronticr Agency o Lanch a
month-long border war which ended with
the present uncasy cease-fire. Is it true, as
has been reported, that vou believe com
munism per se had nothing o do with
Chinat's atteck?

NEHRU: Yes. Chiang Kai-shek makes the
same claims on our territory as those
made by the Chinese Communists.
PLAYBOY: At the time ol the Chinese in-
vasion, India’s military lorces appeared
to he poorly equipped and inadequartely
armed, a condivon for which many
blamed Tormer Delense Minister V. K.
Krishna Menon. In fact, it has heen sue-
gested that were it not Tor India’s dispute
with Pakistan over Kashmir the Indian
army might scarcely have been main-
tained atall. What is vour attitude toward
armed forces in general —and as they
alteet India?

NEHRU: Our army, navy and air force are
not worth mentioning compared with the
arnadas of other nations. But have these
countrics solved their problems with the
liclp ol theiv armed forces? T am ol the
opinion that they have not. We find that
somchow the methods we adopt to deal
with evil only result in more evil. We
have to meet the evil with armed force:
vet in doing so we are ourselves corrupted
by that evil. Eventually, we develop whin
may be called the military outlook. While
there have been great soldiers in the past.
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I do not think that the military outlook
or the purely military method has yet
solved any major problem of the world.
That was why a great Frenchman once
said that war was much too scrious to
be entrusted 1o soldiers. But if it 1s too
serious to be entrusted to the soldier. 1o
entrust it o a civilian with a military
outlook is worse.

PLAYBOY: In view ol what vou hive just
said, would vou characterize voursell as
a pacifist?

NEHRU: | am mot a pacifist. Unihappily.
the world of todaty finds that it cinnot do
without force. We have o protect om
selves and to prepare oursclves for evers
contingency. We have to meet aguression
and evils ol other Kinds, But in resisting
cvil, we must not allow ourselves 1o be
swept away by onr own passions and
Tezirs and ace in o manner which is sl
evil. Even in resisting evil and aggression.
we have alwavs to maintin the wmper ol
peace and hold out the hand of ricud-
ship to those who, through fear or for
other reasons. may e opposed 1o us.
That is the lesson that our srear Teader
Maharma Gandhi taoght vs and. imper
feet as we are, we draw inspiration from
that great teaching.

PLAYBOY: You once wrote that onlv two
people have genuinely influenced  vous
life — your Tather. personally, and Ma-
hatma Gandhi. ideologically. What in
Gandhi's thinking most impressed vou —
and your countrymen?

NEHRU: Mahauma Gandhi. in o sense, burst
upon the Indian scene. He was. ol course,
known before and loved and admired Tor
his work in South Africa but he had not
functioned on an all-India plane. He sud
denly sturted hincuoning. And there was
magic about the message he gave, Tt was
very simple. His analvsis ol the situation
in Iodia was essentially that we were
siflering tervibly Tvom fear, so he just
went about telling us, “Don’t be alvaid.
Why are vou alvaidz Whaat can happen o
vou:" OF course. when he tlked in these
erms he was thinking of our political
fears. I we did somethiug that the Briush
Government did not like, well, we'd be
punished. Wed be sent to prison. We
might be shot. And so a general sense ol
fear pervaded the Tand. Tt would ke hold
ol the poorest peasant. the lowliest ol all
our people. whose produce or nearly all
ol it went to his Lindlord and who hardly
liud enough lood 1o eat. This poor man
was kicked and culled by evervbody — by
his Tandlord. by his lindlord’s agent. by
the police, by the moncevlender.
PLAYBOY: Why was Gandhi so diamu-
cally cllective in dispelling this sense ol
fear?

NEHRU: Whether there was something
in the atmosphere or some nmgic in
Gandht’s voice, I do not know. Auvhow.
this very simple lesson —"Don't be alvaid”
—caught on and we realized, with @ tre-
mendous lifting of hearts, that there was




nothing 1o fear. Even the poor peasant
straightened his back a lide and began
to look people in the face and there was a
ray of hope in his sunken eyes. Obviously,
il we had gone to prison for some high
misdemeanor with disgrace attached to it
it would have been terribly painful. But
bhecause we felt we were serving a great
canise, it became not a fate to be afraid of
but something to be coveted. Many ol us
in India have spent a great pavt ol our
lives in wrying, though imperlfectly. 1o
lollow the teachings of our great leader.
We were poor stull. Again and again, he
save us the strength and the vision 1o
achieve our goal. For 30 years or more,
we took shelter under his shadow and
under his guidance.

PLAYBOY: \ profoundly important part ol
his teachings was, of course, the commit-
ment to nonviolence. Do vou consider
nonviolence to be an clfective wol of
international diplomacy today?

NEHRU: ‘T'he clicacy of nonviolence is not
entirely convincing. None ol us would
dare, in the present state ol the world, 1o
do away with the instruments ol orgian-
ized violence, We have, indecd, Fallen Tar
below what might be called the Gandhian
ideology. though it still influcnces us to
some extent. Anyway, it is not a question
of ideologics at all: it is a question ol
looking at the world with dear cves.
AMahama Gandhi once spoke warningly
of the countrics of the world looking at
one another with bloodshot eyes. T try, as
far as I can. to keep my eyes clear: bload-
shot eves bode no clear thinking, and no
clear action.

PLAYBOY: In voun cloquent and moving
funeral oration following Gandhi's assas-
sination in 198, you said: “The light
that has illumined this country lor these
nany, nmany vears will illumine  this
country lor many more vears, and o
thousand years later. thar lighe will siill
be seen in o this country While
Gandhi’s memory quite obviously sull
lives, do vou leel that his Llight still shines
on  your with  undiminished
brilliance?

NEHRU: Mahatma Gandhi and the Hindu
poct Rabindranath Tagore gave birth o
India as she is woday. We are their chil
dren in thought — very imperfect, very
foolish children but their children, never
theless. Both of them, though vastly il
ferent, sprang from the soil and culiure of
Indiz and are rooted in the 10.000-vear
old Indian vadition — both so dilferent
but both reminding us of the innumer-
able Tacets ol India. They represented
the ideal ol voung India — the ideal
which | had in my young davs and which
possibly nuny people still have, And yet
I find that those two men somehow scem
very distant now. Though we speak of
them very aften, we have fallen into dil-
ferent ways ol thinking and taken to
other ideals. Instead ol that mighty spirit
ol creative cffort and faith and hope,
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which those men in their own different
ways represented in the modern age,
India, as also other countries, begins to
represent more and more a spirit of
denial and destruction. And so, a fear
creeps into my mind: are all our labors
possibly going to be swept away by some-
thing totally beyond our control?
PLAYBOY: In an effort to maintain a degree
ol control in international affairs, India
has pursued the policy of nonalignment.
You have been quoted as saying that the
existence of this independent force les-
sens the danger of war between the two
major groups, Exactly what can a third
foree do?

NEHRU: We cannot influence other coun-
trics by force of arms or pressure or
money. What we can do positively is not
much. To imagine that we will shake the
world or fashion international affairs
according to our thinking is absurd. We
canmot issuc ultimatums or make de-
manuds; nor cin we express our views in
strong language to the world at large
because it has litde meaning unless we
are in a position to do something about
it. It is certainly within our power not to
do anything or say anvthing which will
mcrease the fear and the hatred. We
should not indulge in the contest of
shouting, cursing and slandering which
scems to have replaced diplomacy. Where
we can help positively, we should help,
although there is always the risk that our
attempts may fail. We cannot take the
world on our shoulders and remodel it
according to our heart’s desire — but we
can help in ereating a climate of peace
which is so essential for the realization ol
our objectives.

PLAYBOY: Was this the philosophy under-
lying your efforts as peacemaker in the
power stugales in the Congo. Indochina
and Korea?

NEHRU: Yos. I have often pointed out that
our policy is not merely negative or
neutral or passive: so [ar as I can see, it is
a very active one. We do not wish to play
a large partin the aflairs of the world. We
have troubles of our own. But, where our
voice is sought, it will be given in accord-
ance with our views and nobody else’s,
regardless of the pressure that is brought
to bear upon us.

PLAYBOY: Arc there times when candor
should be muted by diplomatic considera-
tions —or do you helieve that honesty is
always the best foreign policy?

NEHRU: We naturally like to avoid what
might be called defamatory attacks ag:
leading [orcign nations or personalities.
You can criticize as much as you like
cither our policy or any other country's
policy but you must always keep in mind
that the alfairs of the world are in a very
delicate state and words, whether oral or
written, count; they make a difference for
good or for evil. A word said out of plice
may create a grave situation, and often
does. In fact, it would be a good thing, 1

think, il most statesmen dealing with
forcign allairs became quict for a few
months. It would be still better if news
papers became quict for a few months,
too. It would be best of all if everybody
were quiet for a few months.

PLAYBOY: You have at times been critical
of the United Nations—for example,
when that organization branded the Red
Chinese as ageressors in Korcea. What,
exactly, is your attitude toward the UN?
NEHRU: I believe all of us are liable to
error and I rebel against the notion that
an organization or idea or country can be
infallible. So, T have vemured, in all
humility, sometimes to criticize those de-
velopments at the United Nations which
scemed to me to be out of keeping with its
charter and its past record and profes-
sions. Nevertheless, T have believed, and
1 do believe, that the United Natons, in
spite of its many faults, in spite of its
having deviated [rom its aims some-
what, is a basic and fundamental part
of the structure of the world today. If
the United Nations ceases to bz, or il it
radically changes its position and nature,
then there is nothing left which would
inspire hope for the Tuture. We shall
have o go through terrible experiences
and face disasters again before we return
to something which ofters a forum for all
nations, dillering as they do [rom one
another.

PLAYBOY: Then India’s forcign policy in-
cludes firm support of the UN?

NEHRU: We are a member of the family of
nations and we have no wish to shirk any
ol the obligations and burdens of that
membership. We have aceepted fully the
oblizations ol membership in the United
Natious and intend o abide by them.
But that can only be done clfectively in
our own way and ol our own choice. Our
immediate needs are economic better-
ment and raising the standards ol our
prople. The more we suceeed in this, the
more we cin serve the cause ol peace in
the world.

PLAYBOY: Do you ever sce the UN as a
forum for debate between the forces ol
evil and the forces of morality?

NEHRU: We here and clsewhere are apt to
say that a country is good or bad, as
though countries were solid blocks which
are good or bad. They consist of millions
ol human beings — very decent and peace-
[ul human beings, Governments may go
wrong and more so politicians. But do
not cver talk of countries and peoples as
bad. There is a great deal of common
humanity in all of us, and in all the coun-
trics, although we may difler outwardly a
great deal. Yet we fimd people, nations
and statesmen talking in wrms ol the
greatest certitude about ther being right
and about their undertaking some moral
crusade or other for the beneht of man-
kind. Somctimes, 1 lecl that the world
migzht be beteer oll il theve were lewer of
these modern crusaders about. Evervone

witnts not only to carry on a moral cru
sade in his own environment but to
impose his moral crusade upon another.
When moralities or the objectives ol the
moral crusades differ, conflict inevitably
comes.

PLAYBOY: In a speech given in 1947, on the
eve of Indian independence, you said,
“Long years ago we made a wryst with
destiny, and now comes the time when we
shall redeem our pledge, not wholly or in
full measure, but very substantially.”
How substantial has the redemption of
this pledge been? What is the spirvital
and material condition of India today,
after 16 years ol independence?

NEHRU: India today presents a very mixed
picture of hope and anguish, of remark-
able advances and at the same time ol
inertia, of a new spirit and also of the
dead hand of privilege, ol an over-all and
growing unity and of many distuptive
tendencies. There is a great vitality and a
ferment in people’s minds and activities,
Perhaps we who live in the middle ol this
ever-changing scene do not always realize
the [ull significance of all that is happen-
ing. Often outsiders can make a hetter
appraisal of the sitnation. It is remark-
able that a country and a people rooted
in the remote past, who have shown so
much resistance to change, should now
be marching forward rapidly. We are
making history in India even though we
might not be conscious of it.

PLAYBOY: In that same 1917 speech you
specifically called for “the ending of
poverty and ignorance and discase and
incquality of opportunity” in India. Are
vou still optimistic about the eventual
climination of these conditions?

NEHRU: What tomorrow’s India will be
like, I cannot say. 1 can only express my
hopes and  wishes. Naturally, T want
India to advance on the material plane.
to fulfill her plans. to raise the standard
of living of her vast population. 1 wint
the narrow conflicts of today in the name
of religion or caste, linguage or province.
to ccase, and a classless and casteless
society to be built up where every indi-
vidual has [ull opportunity 1o grow
according to his worth and ability. In
particular, T hope that the curse ol caste
will be endced, Tor with it there cannot be
cither democracy or socialism. Tomor-
row’s India will be what we make it by
today’s Jabors. I have no doubt but that
India will progress industrially and other-
wise: that she will advance in science and
technology: that our people’s standards
will rise: that education will spread: that
health conditions will be better: and thae
art and cultare will enrich people’s lives.
We have started on this pilgrimage with
strong purpose and good heart, and we
shall reach the end of the journey. how
ever long that might be. But what 1 am
concerned with is not merely our material
progress, but the quality and depth of
our people. Gaining power through in
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dustrial processes, will they lose them-
sclves in the quest of individual wealth
and soft living? That would be a wagedy
for it would be a negation of what India
has stood for in the past and, [ thiuk, in
the present time also as exemplified by
Gandhi. Power is necessary, but wisdom
is essential. It is only power with wisdom
that is good.

PLAYBOY: In point ol material progress, it
has been observed that at the time of the
Red Chinese attack last vear, India —
then entering her third Five Year Plan
—had a greawer growth rate than the
Chinese. Is it your own beliel that India
is the [aster growing of the two countries?
NEHRYU: It is not fair to compare India
with China. T do not mean to imply that
we are cleverer than China or that we are
voing ahead laster. The Chinese are an
amazing people — amazing in the sensc of
their capacity for hind work and for co-
operative work. I doube il there are any
other people quite cqual to them in this
respect. But, bhetween us, there is a very
big dillerence, the cffects of which it
renitins for history o show. The dif-
ference is that we are vving to funcuon
in a democratic setup.

PLAYBOY: Do vou believe that a demo-
cratic setup is morally superior to one
that is communistic?

NEHRU: It is no good saving that we are
better or more virtuous than others. No
question of virtue is involved in thys, Ulti-
mately, it is a question of which setup
and which structure of  government —
political or cconomic — pays the highest
dividends. When 1 say highest dividends,
I do not mean merely material dividends,
although they are important. but cultural
and spivitnal dividends also. We have
deliberately chosen a democratic setup
and we feel that icis good for our people
and for our country in the ultimate
analysis,

PLAYBOY: What do vou consider to be the
major delects ol a democratic system?
NEHRY: Democracy does not like stinting
in the present — not usually. In times of
great crisis, it might, Democracy wants
today the good things of today. That is its
disadvantage. Too, with all mv admira-
tion and love for democracy, I am not
prepared to accept the statement that the
largest number of people are always riaht.
Now, I have litde doubt that democracy
is the best of all the vivious methods
available to us for the governance of
human beings. It offers socicty something
ol the highest human values, At the same
time, we are seeing today the emergence
ol democracy in a somewhat uncontrolled
form. When we think of democracy, we
nornually think ol it in the rather limited
scnse of the 19th Century or the carly
20th Century use of the term. Owing o
the remarkable technological erowth, we
now have vast masses of Iniman beings
brought up by the industrial revolution,
who are not encouraged ov given an

opportunity to think much, They live a
life which, from the point ol view ol
physical comlort, is incomparably better
than it has been in any previous genera-
tion, but they seldom have a chance to
think. And yet, in a democratic svstem, it
is this vast nuss of human beings that
will ultimately elect those who govern.
PLAYBOY: Do vou think that the judgment
of the clectorate is likely to improve?
NEHRU: That hecomes a litde doubilul. 1
think it may be said without offense — lor
I belong 1o that tribe of politicians — that
the quality of men who are selected by
this modern democratic method of adult
suflrage gradually deterioriates. There are
outstanding individuals chosen, no doubt,
but their quality does deteriorate hecause
ol this Luk of thinking and because of
the application of modern methods of
propaganda. All the noise and din and
the nchinery of advertissment prevent
men from thinking. They react o it by
producing a dictator or a dumb politi-
cian, who is inseositive. who can stand all
the noise in the world and vet remain
standing on his two feet. He sets elected
while his rival collapses because he can-
not stand all this din. It is an extraordi-
nary state of aflairs.

PLAYBOY: The story is told that when the
lirst airplane landed in Ladakh in 1918,
the country people ran up with bundles
ol hay to lced it. Apocryphal or no, the
tale serves o dramiatize the sharp wrench
which technology is giving —and  will
continue 1o give — 1o actustomed wivs of
thinking in India. What is vour personal
reacton to modern mechanization?®
NEHRU: | admirve the machine greatly. Bue
it grows and grows and grows till it be-
comes almost himan: it begins to think —
to give answers 1o questions. [t becomes
human, and the human being appears to
become more and more a machine. Il the
human mind loses its creative frculty and
becomes more and more ol a machine,
then surely thatis a tragedy Tor humanity.
PLAYBOY: Do you leel that this sort of
mechanical perversion can also extend
mto the realm of science?

NEHRU: W cone up against a certain in-
herem conflict in socicty between  the
cocexisting principles of continuity and of
conservatism and the scientific principle
of discovery which brings about change
and  challenges  that  continuity. The
scientific worker, although he is praised
and patted on the back, is. nevertheless,
not wholly approved of, hecause he comes
and upscts the status quo. Normally
spoeaking, science scldom really has the
facilities that it deserves except when
some mislortune comes o a country in
the shape ol war. Then everything has to
be set aside and science has its way, even
though it is for an cvil purposc.
PLAYBOY: Is the fuct that India’s popula-
tion is now approaching 410,000,000 —
more people than the combined popula-
tons ol South Amcrica, Alrica and

Australia — a matter of immediate con-
cern to you and your government?
NEHRU: It is expected that the world
population may be anvthing between
3.500,000,000 and  5.000,000,000 |l}' the
end of this century. In India, the esti-
mates  vary  bhetween 600,000,000 and
HRO.G20,000 by the year 20000 The figure
ol 600000000 1s the least that we can
expect, provided we can check the pace
ol growth to some extent. There are two
aspects ol this growth of population. The
one with which we are most concerned is
that it comes in the way of our cconomic
advance and keeps standards low even
though we might be making progress in
other directions. The other is that this
vemendous world growth is ecating up
the world’s  resources and  industrial
nuiterials at a terrihic pace. Thus two con-
sequences ow: one is that we must check
the rate of growth of population aund the
other that we must find other power
sources and materials. Possibly the de-
velopment of nuclear energy will provide
us with other sources ol power. We in
India are most concerned with checking
the growth of population and this has
become a matter not only ol importance
but of urgency.

PLAYBEOY: One means ol raising the stand-
ard of living ol such a vast number of
people is cducation — and one means of
education is through the existence ol a
vigorous press. Are vou in favor of Torce-
ful governmental conwrol or intervention
to insure that the news is properly re-
ported by a country’s newspapers?
NEHRY: Very few individuals are compe-
tent enough to know the facts or form in
opinion about distant occurrences inde-
pendently. They are naturally guided by
what the press says. Newspapers are, ol
course, ol all kinds. There are respon-
sible newspapers: there are newspapers
which are somctimes responsible: and
there are some sheets which seem 1o exeel
only in flights of imagination and other
acts ol irvesponsibility. In the old davs, it
was, or at least was thousht to be. the
function ol the government o suppress
the newspapers that had an evil tendency.,
in the opinion of the government. That,
ol course, 1s an utterly wrong approach
because you cannot cure the evil by ry
ing to suppress it

PLAYBOY: As an advocate ol [reedom of
the press in theory, do you ever find fault
with it in practice?

NEHRU: The person who gets the oppor-
tunity to express himsell nowadays is the
person with means. He can run
papers, buy them or stop them, cmploy
people who he likes and dismiss people
who he dislikes. So, it may be that the
[recdom ol the press means not so much
[reedom of the writer 1o write what he
will, but rather of the owner of a news
paper to see that the writer writes some-
thing that he wants him to write. The
freedom ol the press may come 10 mean
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the [reedom of persons who have a knack
ol making money and that, after all. is
not such a noble thing. T think ol all
these difficulties and wonder how we can
have real [reedom of the press—a real
expression of opinion for or against
whatever it might be, and no suppression
ol anv real opinion — provided it is not
indecent or valgar and provided it is not
exploited for wrong ends.

PLAYBOY: Do vou believe that newspapers
influence political opinion to any great
degree?

NEHRU: [ rather doubt it. They give the
news, ol course. but I doubr il they have
any great influence politically. You have
scen  in other  countries — demaocratic
countrics — how a great number of news-
papers have supported one party while
another has won the elections.

PLAYBOY: You voursell, of course, have
not been exempt from editorial criticism
cither at home or abroad. What is vown
reaction when, for example, the Iidian
Fx press labels yvour [arm cooperative plan
“cconomic rubbish.” or when the Ameri-
can press berates vou for vour Goa policy?
NEHRU: [ should like to say that I endeavor
to consider matters as dispassionately and
as objectively as possible. T have wried o
profic by the comments and criticisms
made. T shall, however, repudiate the
charge of complacency and smugness that
has been leveled against me and my col-
leagues. 1 cannot conceive how any per-
son charged with responsibility can be
complacent today. Complacency comes
when one’s mind is closed and one
accepts a dogmatic phrasc. Complacency
is a narrowness of outlook.

PLAYBOY: As a statesman who has had
considerable experience with hoth news-
papermen and  politicians, how  would
vou compare the two professions?
NEHRU: T'o some extent, politicians and
newspapermen or journalists have much
in common. Both presume to talk oo
much. to deliver homilies: both, generally
speaking, require no qualilications at all
lor their job. If a politician or a news
paperman has a certain gilt of expression,
he gets going: whether or not there is any
content behind that expression is totally
immaterial. Normally a politician or a
newspaperman has few lucid moments.
because he [unctions from day to day.
hour 1o hour, and minute to minute. He
docs not have the time 1o think. | suppose
this is an incvitable development of tech-
nological improvements and  advance-
ment. We apply the newspaper habit of
reading to books, with the result that our
minds sometimes function with brilliance
but hardly ever with depth.

PLAYBOY: Which approach is the more
cltective in dealing with your own duties
— the cerebral or the pragmatic?

NEHRU: | am a humble sceker alter wuth,
onc who has continuously struggled to
find the way, not always with success, to
lit action to the objectives and ideals that
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he had held. The process is always difh-
cult. Politicians have to deal with dav-to
day problems, and they seck immediate
remedies. Philosophers think of ultimate
objectives, and are apt to lose touch with
the dav-to-day world and its problems.
Neither approach appears to be adequate
by itself.

PLAYBOY: Do you therclore consider ideal-
ism to be unrealistic?

NEHRU: [dcalism is the realism ol 1omor-
row. It is the capacity to know what is
vood for the day alter tomorrow. or for
the next year, and 1o lashion voursell
accordingly. The practical person. the
realist, looks at the tip ol his nosc and
sces litde hevond: the result is that he s
stumbling all the time,

PLAYBOY: As the leader ol one ol the
world’s most religious peoples. how would
vou assess the impact ol relizion upon
niation’s social progress?

NEHRU: We have had great veligions and
they have lud an enormous effect on
humanity. Yet, if T mav sav so with all
respect and without meaning anv ill 1o
any person, those very religions, i ihe
measure that they made the mind ol nin
static, dogmatic and bigoted. have had. 1o
myv mind. an evil effect. The lessons thev
taught may be good but when it is
claimed that the last word has heen said.
socicty becomes static. Almost cvery coun
try in the world believes that it has some
special  dispensation Irom Providence,
thart it is of the chosen people or race and
that others, whether they are good or bad.
are somewhat infevior creatures.
PLAYBOY: \What cllect has such thinking
had on the countries ol Asiaz

NEHRU: The nations ol the Last e
strongly enwrenched in their own ideas
and convictions aud sometimes in their
own seuse of superiovity about cortain
nutters. Anvhow, in the course of the Tast
two- or three-hundrved venrs. they have
received many knocks on the head and
they have been humiliated. debased and
exploited. And so. in spite ol their Tecl
ing that they were superior inmany wiass,
they were forced to admit that they could
be  exploited. To some  exwent. this
broucht a sense ol vealism 1o them. There
wis also an attempt 1o escape from realin
by saving that it was sad thit we were not
so advanced in material and technical
things. but thae these were alter all saper-
licial: nevertheless. we were supevior in
essential things, in spivitual and moral
vidues. I have no doubt that spivitual and
moral vialues are ultimatelv. more im-
portant. but this method of hinding cscape
in the thought that one is spivitually
superior. simply because one is inferior
in a naterial and physical sense. is sur-
prising. It does not [ollow by any means.
It is an escape [rom facing up 1o the
causes ol one's desradation.

PLAYBOY: Such reservations notwithstandd-
ing, vou have been quoted as believing
that it is "natural” to extend a relizions
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outlook to international aftairs. Would
vou amplily this thought?

NEHRU: In this torn and distorted world,
I am a very conlused person. 1 often
stumble. T try to scarch for what is lack-
ing in me and to find out what is wanted
ol me by my country and my people. The
message of the Buddha may well help o
solve the problems of our troubled and
tormented world. [ often [ecl that, per-
haps, il we think more of that basic teach-
ing ol the avoidance of hatred and
violence, we may be nearer the solution
ol our problems,

PLAYBOY: Looking back on a lifetime of
dedicated service to your country and
considering the international recognition
and respect that this service has brought
to vou, what do you feel to be your single
greatest honor?

NEHRU: The aflection that has been lav-
ished upon me by the people of my
country is the greatest honor that can
come to anybody. It is overwhelming and
makes me feel very humble,

PLAYBOY: If you were given vour life 1o
live over again, would you ury to effect
any major changes?

NEHRU: | would endeavor to improve in
many ways what I had previously done,
but my major decisions in public allairs
would remain untouched. Indeed, T could
not vary them, for they were stronger
than myself, and a force beyond my con-
trol drove me to them.

PLAYBOY: Your hcavy round-the-clock
work schedule, and your apparent aver-
ston to vacations have become almost
legendary in New Delhi. Do you ever rely
on pills as a source of encrgy?

NEHRU: No. | am a very bad product of
the pharmaceutical age because T have
hardly ever taken any medicine, pills or
drugs,

PLAYBOY: As a lifclong student of history,
and the author of such historical works
as Glimpses of World Hisiory and The
Discovery of India, would you give us a
capsule summation of how you view the
historical process?

NEHRU: Men ol law lay down constitu-
tions, but history is really made by greae
minds, large hearts and stout arms: by
the sweat, tears, and toil ol a people. A
country's real strength lies in the capacity
of her people [or disciplined work. It
does not really matter very much whether
you remember the names of Kings or not,
but it is important that you remember
the achicvements ol a race.

PLAYBOY: The Indian writer Santha Rama
Rau, in summarizing your achicvements,
has described you as a statesman who is
“the initiator of revolutionary ideas that
have allected most of Asia and a great
part ol Alrica. a figure who has left his
mark on the world and his name in his-
tory.” With so much accomplished. what
now is your major anibition?

NEHRU: Alany years cgo 1 read in the

writings ol George Bernard Shaw o pas-
sage that moved me and found an answ.
ing echo in my mind and heart. He wrote:
“This is the vue jov in lile, the being
used for a purpose recognized by yourscil
as a mighty one: the being thoroughly
worn out before you are thrown on the
scrap heap: the being a force of Nature
instead of a feverish, sclfish liule clod of
ailments and  grievances,  complaining
that the world will not devore itsell 1o
making you happy.” The only ambition i
have is that, to the end of mv days, 1
should work my hardest, and then. when
I have done my job, that I should be
thrown on the scrap heap. When | have
done my job. there is no need to bother
abour me further.

PLAYBOY: Revicwing the history ol yowr
own liletime, what trend — either moral
or materialistic — discourages vou mose?
NEHRU: The one very grave and disheare
cning feature of the present day is a
rapid fall in mental and moral standards
in all countries. People have bicome,
because of the process ol disintegration.
somewhat newvotic and hystevical andd
quitec unable to judge anything, more
brutal in thought, specch, and action.
The human values seem to have suffered
considerably. Of course, plenty of human
values sull remain: T am not saving that
everything worthwhile is completely de-
stroyed, but I do say that the process of
coarsening is going on apace all over the
world. including my own country. T have
no magic remedies for the world's ills os
our own. The only remedy is to try 10
understand the discase.

PLAYBOY: Will a cure cver be found la
the discase?

NEHRU: Obviously it will be impossible
for me and impossible for you to [ung
tion adcquately il we do not b lieve in
the ultimate trivmph of croative and um
fving processes of the dav. Il vou align
yourscll to some great purpose or to some-
thing clemental, it ennobles vou. Whether
the reward comes or not. the mere Fact ol
working for it is reward enoush. Looking
back on the long perspective and pan
orama of history, one sces poriods when
great cerisis laced the world, and people
living then thought that their time wss
the worst ol all times, the most critical,
the most dangerous. And yet the world
survived. Faith gives one the strength 1o
survive. It is good 1o have that faach.
PLAYBOY: I'hen is it accurate to sav that
despite the virtnally endless dangers and
dithcultics that plague our cra. vou sull
view the Tuture with a considerable de-
arec ol opumism?

NEHRU: Yes. I have liude doubt that i
spite ol the dangers that beset the world
today, the forces ol constructive and co-
operative effort for human betterment
will succeed and the spivit of man, which
has survived so much, will riumph again.
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THE PLAYBOY FORUM

an interchange of ideas between reader and editor
on subjects raised by “‘the playboy philosophy”

EINSTEIN ON GOD 2

Could you tell me what Albert Ein-
stein's concept of God was? What were
his belicfs concerning religion?

Elizabeth Thorpe
Gatlinburg, Tennessee

in an essay called “The World As 1
See 11" Einstein wrote: “I cannot con-
ceive of a God who rewards and punishes
his creatures ov has a will of the kind
that we experience in ourselves. Neither
can I nor would I want to concerwe of an
individual that  swrvives his  physical
death; let feeble souls from fear or ab-
surd egoism cherish such thoughts.”

In another work, he expressed the be-
licf that any doctrine, such as that of
divine causalion, which cannot be scien-
tifically proven, “will of necessity lose
is effect on mankind with incalculable
harm (o human progress.” He also wrote:
“Teachers of relicion should have the
stature to cive up the doctyvine of a per-
sonal God . . . that source of fear and
hope which in the past placed such vast
power in the hands of the priests.”

For Einstein, veligious feeling took the
form of “rapturous amazement at the
harmony of natural law.”

FROM THE PULPIT
It is with great pleasure and anticipa-

vion that I have read your nine install-
ments of  The  Playboy  Philosophy.
Your analysis and assessment ol the “con-
temporary man” is superb! Perhaps |
say superb, because what you are re-
vealing is precisely what T have been con-
tending from the pulpit for some time;
with one qualification — I feel compelled
to use a slightly more subtle vocabulary.
As a dergyman and devotee of your
magazine, 1 wholeheartedly approve of
your good work — keep it up!

Robert S. Burt, Minister

The Second Congregational Church

Ashtabula, Ohio

PROPERTY RIGHTS

It's a liude laughable to read in your
June Philosophy: "1 government em-
plovees were to come into [people’s)
homes and start slicing oft parts of the
chairs . . . they would have no doubt
that what was happening was . . . not
relatively or debatably. but absolutely
wirong.” Ever since the passage of the
16th Constitutional Amendment  [Fed-
cral Income Tax] the government has
indeed been slicing off parts of the

people’s property . and the more
property one has, the more is sliced ofl:
something that is not “equal rights for
all under the law.” Where does Justice
Black stand on this simple violation of
equal rights and property rights?
Carroll Willis
Wichita, Kansas
JTustice Black has upheld. in a number
of opinions, the governmenl's right to
maintain escalated tax structures. As for
praperty rights, Justice Black said, in a
16 opinion, “When we balance the
constttutional rvights of owners of prop-
erty against those of the people to enjoy
freedom of press and veligion . . . the
latter occupy a prefevved position.” He
has been deseribed as one who “accords
. the widest latitude
when it appears to be working in the
interest of the hittle man.”

lo vovernment .

NEW SEXUAL CODE

If the unrealistic and regularly dis-
carded code that pertains to sex is jet-
vsoned, then some other code should
replace it — the low estate of human de-
cency being what icis. I have conhdence
in Mr. Helner's sincerity of purpose, and
I think he will not leave us rudderless in
a dullasdishwater sea ol promiscuous
sex. I am sure that in a subsequent
Philosophy mstallment he will suggest
a new code. T hereby appoint mysell
protagonist for the female contingent. 1
Propose two iems:

1. Prostitution should be designated
as a respectable  prolession and  girls
should be urged o take it up at an carly
age. This would give them a broad (no
pun intended) experience necessary for
sex adjustment o marriage; obviate the
clandestine  assignation;  make  them
financially independent of the deadly
oflice job, the unsuntable marriage, and
the inconstant and /or unsuccessful hus-
band: and frecze owt the cheapskates
who are always trving 1o get sex for
!mlhillg_

2. Since the female’s chances at the
good things of life are commensurate
with her attractivencess to men. girls out-
side the prolession should hold out [or
the highest bidder. A really gorgeous
eirl should not have to lend her “stock
in trade” for a hot dog and a Coke.

Il these proposils were generally sub-
seribed 1o, they would serve to pair oft
blokes with blokes and tofls with tofls,
and eventually establish a true aristoc-

WATCH
WHAT
BLACK WATCH
DOES
FOR A

BLACK WAICH

The Man's Fragrance
shave lotion ¥2%, cologne *3 pros x

By PRINCE MATCHABELLI

!
QSST' Try a sample of Black Watch Shave

Lotion. Send 25¢, your name and
address to: Black Watch, Dept. 3,
P. 0. Box 2712, New York 17, N.Y.

69



PLAYBOY

70

racy of brains and good looks, leaving
the punks and flops and plug-uglics to
do their fornicating with their own kind
at the bottom of the heap.
Mys. Joseph Lautner
Harvey, Illinois
We have a somewhat more humanistic
code in mind —one that frees scoman-
kind from the idea that sex must forever
be, for her, an impersonal commodity
to be bartered or sold. Hefner intends
spelling it out in detail in future install-
mends of “The Playboy Philosophy.”

FREEDOM FROM RELIGION

This letter has been brewing [or some
time, and the newly inaugurated Playboy
Forum scems a good place for it. There
scems 1o be considerable response to
vour statement that “no nation ¢ be
saidd to have true religious freedom un-
less it possesses not only freedom ol but
also [reedom Irom religion.” However. a
distinction between religion and  reli-
gions seems worth the making. There is
simply no such thing as Ireedom from
religion, il religion is understood to re-
fer to man’s depth response o what he
considers to be most important and /or
most real, or some such dehnition of
that well of experience Irom  which
springs man’s “religions.” In this sense,
religion is normally unavoidable. Hel-
ner's point remains the same and valid:
such religion cannot be legislated.

Il rehigion in Hefner's statement s
taken o mean organized bodics ol be-
lief or practice, ie. religions, the point
would seem obvious. This, I take it, was
neither the point nor the issue. The
confusion arises over the distinction be-
tween freedom, as lack of legal coercion,
and Ireedom as wtal absence of anything
to be coerced about. We ought to, m-
deed, have [reedom from religion, in the
sense that we are not coerced. Religion,
as I have preferred to define it, and as I
am sure Mr. Helner means 1, is between
onesell and whatever God or gods one
recognizes. In this sense, it cannot be
coerced. Only the outward show of it
ain be so manipulated. Mr. Helner's
point is. I believe, that even this ought
not to be legislated. To this. I would
add a hearty “Amen.” But this, in elfect,
15 not freedom [rom, but freedom for
religion.

That man cannot avoid religion is
amply  demonstrated by The Playboy
Plulosoplry. Though it has evolved into
many things through these past delicious
issues, at its very heart it contains an
unapologetic doctrine of Man that is
thoroughly religious; whether or not it
be accepted by the “recognized” reli-
gions as valid.

Michael Young
Newton Centre, Massachusetts

It is religious coercion that is vefevred
to, but Hefner has made the often over-
looked point that true religions freedom,

to which our nation is dedicated. comes
in two distinct paris: freedom of and
from religton. (And your “freedom for
religion™ is more a matter of the former
than the latier.) “Freedom of” assures
us that our government will not inter-
fere with our religion; “[reedom [rom™
guaraniees us that our veligion will not
interfere with owr government. In order
to have a true separation of church and
state, we must have both kinds of [ree-
dom. At present we have only [reedom
of religion (relatively speaking): we do
not have freedom from it. Examples of
religion’s involvement in government in-
clude our so-called Blue Laws. and the
statutes concerming sex behavior, divorce,
birth conirol, abortion, censorship, elc.,
in many of our states, as well as a cer-
tain number of the local execulive and
judicial decisions velated 1o these same
subjects. A rvecent example close 1o
home: the arrest of Editor-Publisher
Hefner on charges of obscenity by the
City of Chicago. (See “The Playboy Phi-
losophy” this month and next.)

FREE ENTERPRISE
Please correct me if T am wrong but
here is what 1 believe to be vour point of
view: You believe in complete reedom
of individuals and enterprises. You be-
lieve in the capitalistic economic system
within a democratic framework. You be-
lieve in unrestricted competition within
the free enterprise system. You sincerely
believe in the freedom of exploitation
of one individual by another individual
or group ol individuals and vice versa.
Maurice Hebert
Quebec. Quebec
We belicve in freedom for individuals
and enterprise up to the point where
it impinges on someone else’s freedom.
And that, of course, means an abhor-
rence of exploitation, which to us con-
stitutes an abrogation of some facel of
human rights and dignity. We believe
that a capitalistic economy under a
democracy best preserves the rights of
the individual.

WOMAN IN A MAN’S WORLD

My husband and T rarely write fan
letters ol any kind. We are both engi-
neers in the busy missile indusory in
Southern California. We consider our-
selves literate and intelligent although
most ol our reading and swdy involves
rocket propulsion and inertial guidance.
However, the recent Playboy Philosophy
series has been so relveshing that, as both
a vote of conhdence and an assurance
that we won’t miss any luture issues, |
have enclosed a check for a subscription
to vour fine magazine.

The distressing schism  between  the
behavior and conversation of people and
the written and televised pictures of the
same has long been a source of griel o
me. As local chairman of the Society of

Women Engineers, 1 have been active
in the fight to show the teenage girl of
today the true economic picture ol the
world she will enter in time for her w0
prepare hersell by education. But any
desire for cqual economic and  legal
rights must cory with it a willingness
to accept equal responsibility for be-
havior and a matwre attitude toward
sex. A girl can’t work along with men
as a professional doctor. lawyer or engi-
neer and faint at the sound of a lour-
letter word. We've learned this but have
rarcly seen such honest and [vank dis-
cussion in print attacking some of the
outmoded ideas.

Judith C. Siegel

Manhattan Beach, Calilornia

BIBLE BELT
The Playboy Philosophy in the July
issue will undoubtedly have a profound
elfect on the minds of many men, as it
did mine. I should like to throw in wwo
quotations ol a religious nature which
should be reckoned with in any consid-
cration of premarital and extramarital
sex. First, from the Ten Commandments:
“Thou shalt not commit adultery.” Sec-
ondly. from the Book of Revelations:
“Blessed are those who wash their robes,
that they mav have the right to the wree
of life and that they may enter the city
by the gates. Outside are the dogs and
sorcerers and fornicators and murderers
and idolaters. and every one who loves
and practices lalsechood.” Enough said.
G. J. Kral
Cincinnati, Ohio

THE HUMANIST VIEW

The Humanist Press Association of
New York, an educational organization
devoted to the promotion ol a morce ra-
tional society based on logic, reason, and
the scientiic method, wishes to com-
mend and congratulate Mr. Helner for
his series. The Playboy Philosophy. We
believe that the opinions expressed in
this series are in perfect accord with our
basic purposes, and we are gratelul that
the realistic approach o lile we both
favor is receiving nationwide circulation
through your magazine,

Among the ideas Mr. Hefner has pre-
sented that we are strongly in agreement
with is his unqualified espousal of the
absolute scparation of church and state.
An objecuve study of history clearly
shows that in most cases a union ol
church and state has had deleterious
effects on hoth parties involved and. in
addition. generally resulted in the ordi-
nary people’s having been burdened by
an oppressive tyrinny. We also admire
his logically correct interpretation of the
First Amendment. viz., that freedom of
religion necessarily implies freedom from
relirion.

As we come from New York State, we
cannot help but agree with him on the



irrationality of the divorce laws of some
states. It is a sheer act of hypocrisy when
the Governor of New York must obtain
a divorce in Nevada, and then does not
lift so much as a finger to liberalize his
own state’s divorce laws.

In the matter of sex, we strongly agree
with Mr. Helner on the backwardness of
our professed 1963 sexual mores, with
their double standard, when considered
dispassionately in the light of the find-
ings of modern psychology. The Chris-
tian vilification of the flesh as evil is a
harmful concept which causes untold
suffering to millions. Unfortunately, the
whole field of sexual conduct is governed
more by emotionalism than by rational-
ity. This emotionalism was obviously the
cause ol the firing from the University
of Nlinois of Professor Leo Koch, whose
case you cloquently related in the Phi-
losophy.

Its stand in favor of [ree speech and
analysis of the types of persons who
would suppress free speech in order to
protect us [rom what they consider harm-
[ul was admirable. The anti-obscenity
movement in this country was given its
greatest impetus by the emotionally dis-
turbed Anthony Comstock, and it is clear
that some of his present-day [ollowers
are likewise disturbed.

By the clear, [rank, and unambiguous
discussion of some ol the most controver-
sial issues of the day— the deleterious
clfects of religion and the wholesomeness
of sex — Mr. Hefner is doing our society
a great service. For he is taking subjects
that have previously been considered
taboo for public discussion and treating
them honestly and realistically in the
pages of a prominent, nationally circu-
lated magazine. Knowledge by the elec
torate, not ignorance, is the prerequisite
for a successful democracy. May you con-
tinue for a long time to work for a “sane
society” through the pages of pLavpov.

Marvin Feldman, President

The Humanist Press Association
of New York

New York, New York

CHILD PSYCHOLOGY

Both my husband and I have enjoved
reading your magazine for several vears.
In the past, my only objection had been
that, although I found it highly enter-
taining, it scemed to be edited with
the perpetual adolescent in mind. Since
vou've begun The Playboy Philosophy,
I've changed my mind considerably. On
most counts, covered thus [ar in vour
thoughtful editorial series, I couldn’t
agree with vou more.

In the July issue vou brought up one
ol my pet peeves — the people who “pro-
tect” their children by hiding rravisoy,
1 have three small sons who look
through c¢very book and magazine
brought into the house. T have never
even considered stopping them. Once,
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when our then three-vear-old was trying
to figure out how to relold the Playmate,
1 asked him what it was a picture ol
He told me it was somecone’s mother
getting ready to take a bath. For this, I
should lock up the magazine? Next
thing, I'll have to lock up the bathtub.
Jane Heller
Minneapolis, Minnesota

PURITANISM

Among the many evidences of reviving
puritanism in America are such phenoni-
ena as the John Birch Society, militant
(that is to say, intolerant) cvangelism,
the censorship ol books, plays and films
and the clection of a reactionary bigot
as California’s new State Superintendent
of Education. These events mock us, if
we pretend to champion [reedom, be-
cause the world’s most militant Puritans
are the Communists. who banish joy and
enjoin hatred. (Conversely, one mighe
argue that the most impressive economic,
industrial and social progress now taking
place is being nurtured in this planet’s
least puritanical socicty: Western Eu-
rope.)

In the March issue of prLavioy, you
comment on Prohibition. Good eating ac-
('omp.'mit.:s avilized drinking and I have
olten observed that the worst food in
the United States is served in the “dry”
strongholds of puritanism and abstin-
ence. These oo are the lortresses of ve-
action and obscurantism. They incude
most of the South, the Middle West and
New England. Exceptions: A few of the
larger cities. Those  American  cities
which harbor large populations of Latin
descent, such as New York, San Fran-
cisco and New Orleans, simply eat and
drink bewer than do Houston, Okla-
homa City, Memphis and Grand Rapids.

Is there some significance in the lact
that Hitler loathed good food and drink?

William Riclards
Garden Grove, California

The Playboy Philosophy expounded
in the March edition was the first of the
series that I have read. My swdies at
the City College of New York and at
Hunter College provided an interest for
me in jurisprudence and legislative mo-
rality in our society and this in combina-
tion with my being of the Jewish [aith
caused me to be seriously concerned with
your article,

For years New York. like many other
states, has imposed the Sabbath on Sun-
day. Jews, who celebrate the Sabbath on
Saturday (many close their businesses)
are nevertheless restricted in business
operation and personal conduct by the
Sunday Blue Laws. Religious pravers
were forced upon those who were not
religiously oriented in our clementary
school system and students who did not
participate were oflten subjected to cruel

taunts by their peers. In San Antonio,
wecekly polls were taken in public class-
rooms to find out which students had at-
tended Sunday school classes at the local
churches and which had not. Those with
the best attendance were rewarded with
prizes, while those whose attendance wis
nonexistent were rewarded with jeers,
olten from the teacher, This type ol im-
posed sectarianism  does not beht our
democratically oriented system ol [ree-
dom for the individual. It is not worthy
of the ideals of our founding [athers or
ol our Constitution.

It mav be noted that the Islamic policy
of spreading “the [aith” by lforce gave
way to the philosophy of “the pen is
mighticr than the sword.” It is ol para-
mount importance that the pens of the
legislatares and  judiciaries do not be-
come a Damoclean sword of religious
morality swinging over our heads in an
arc of threatened encroachment of our
heritage of [reedom ol choice and indi-
viduality.

Richard Levinson

New York, New York

ANN LANDERS AND THE DIGEST

Now I am darn mad at you — mad
cnough 10 write my fost letter o an
cditor. The cighth part of the Philos-
ophy did i Either you have inadvert-
ently  lorsaken  vour major premise
(“What we believe in, first and foremost,
is the individual — and in his right to be
an individual™), or you bel it docs
not apply to Margarct Banning [author
ol The Reader's Digest arucle, The Case
for Chastity] and Ann Landers. Is it be-
cause they are old and dried up, or are
you intolerant of intolerance? I you are
going o preach, you are responsible to
vour audience for practicing what you
preach.

Jean Brawn

Princeton, Massachuseus
When Editor-Publisher Hugh Hefner
criticizes various aspects of our sociely.,
as he has been doing throughout all
cleven installments of “The Playboy
Philosophy,” he is displaying neither in-
tolerance nor any lack of respect for the
individual — he s stmply expressing an-
other point of wview —reavsov's. We
haven't questioned the vight of cither
the Digest- oy Miss Landers to hold any
particular set of belicfs that swit them,
or to try and convince others of the
soundness of theiy beliefs. It happens, in
this case. that we disagree with them,
and Hefner has tried — through persua-
sive argument and logic — to convince
readers that the attitude on sex expressed
in Ann Lander’s column and The Read-
er’'s Digest article, “The Case for Chas-
tity,” is wrong, and that our own posi-

tion makes more sense.

I must take issue with vour treatment
of Ann Landers and The Readey’s Digest

in the July segment of Philosophy. 1
can’'t help but feel that vou are demean-
ing yoursell by adopting and adapting
the enemies” weapons. I conless that |
haven't read more than a half-dozen or
so of Ann Lander's columns, but I must
defend her right to express her view-
point, whether actual or commercial, and
I'm sure its influence on that scgment of
our vouth that s already “spoiled™ is
beneficial. At least unul they wre ma-
ture cnough to pull themselves up by
their mental bootstraps Irom the mire
ol induced ignorance, repression and
hypocrisy.

As for The Reader’s Digest, vou have
wounded my pride by relegating me to
the “impressionable middle class,” since
I have held the Digest in very high ve-
gard for at least twice as many years as
vou have been in print — primarily lor
the same merits I find in reavsoy. (I'm
not relerring o content.) In point of
fact, The Reader's Digest has striven o
include articles on both sides of every
controversial subject that has come be-
fore the public. induding the “Kinsev
Report,” birth control. the evolution of
religions, capital punishment and many
others.

I have read and enjoved pravsov for
a number ol vears and felt a Kindred
spirit. with your stafl and contributors
(I'm also a Playboy Club kevholder). |
have [ollowed the Philosophy with avid
mterest and general agreement, but |
begin to sce signs of the insidious dis-
case of intolerance that you profess o
be combating. It’s easy to fall into the
trap, but vou especially must admit that
a bigot cannot fight bigotry, a hypo-
crite — hypocrisy, cte. 1 do think vou
could come dcloser to practicing what you
preach. Don’t you?

I will have to admit that T can’t
stay angry very long when you also
include, in the same issue, The Play-
boy Panel: "1984 and Bevond,” little
tidbits like Letitia and, ol course, the
Playmare.

Paul E. Roltis
Guantinamo Bay, Cuba

Much of Ann Landey’s advice is sound
enough — our principal area of disagree-
ment seems lo be sex. But even if we
agreed with nothing she says, we would
also defend her vight to express her
viewpoint. On the suggestion that the
“Philosophy” comment re Miss Landers
and the Digest was intolevani, please
note the veply to the letter above; on the
Digest's willingness to publish articles
giving both sides of controversial sub-
jects, note the letter that follows.

Enclosed hind a letter sent to me [rom
the editors of Reader’s Digest. 1 think
the readers of reavsoy will find it most
interesting, because it is directly related
to Mr. Helner's comments in the July



installment ol his Philosophy.

Dear Mr. Friedman:

Thank you for suggesting that
The Reader’s Digest print something
in the way of an opposing statement
to The Case for Chastity, and rec-
ommending specifically the chapter
on premarital sex relations [rom
Albert Ellis’ Sex Withowt Guili.
Frankly, it secems unlikely that we
would publish anything of this na-
ture, for it would be out ol keeping
with the general character of the
magazine. Some students of human
problems advocate sex [reedom, ves,
but many do not — and it runs coun-
ter to the rules of our society. Im-
plicit in Digest requirements is sup-
port ol behavior in basic conformity
with the codes of our socicty's insti-
tutions.

We appreciate your making the
suggestion in any event.

The Editors
The Readery’s Digest
Pleasantville, N. Y.
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I would be most pleased if Mr. Helner
could read this leteer and make comment,
especially on the last semence, in a fu-
wure installment of The Playboy Philoso-
phy.

Irwin Friedman
Coral Gables, Florida

RELIGIOUS DISCUSSION GROUP

I believe you have some new sub-
savibers and devotees, built around The
Playboy Philesophy, which as a result of
our study course held the interest ol
some 20 women —once a week for six
weeks — and which course I've been asked
to repeat this fall. The articles have
been cogent, provocative, and stimulated
much discussion. In fact some of these
women enjoved the first brain-stretching
experience in many a year — for which 1
thank Mr. Hefner with whom I willingly
share the aedit.

I suppose you've had access o the
Presbyterian Church’s “pronouncement”
on matters pertaining to church-state re-
lations. as a result of a two-vear study of
the matter and the voting at the General
Assembly in Des Moines, in mid-May.
On matters of opinion such as these —
that there should be no prayers or Bible
reading in public schools, no use of
school or other public property for spe-
cifically religious  services, no  special
prerogatives or price deductions for min-
isters, no tax-lree status for cnnches, no
state establishment ol religion ol any
kind —in these regards 1t seems to me
that Mr. Helner Lines up as a “good
Preshyterian”

Our religions seem o be muking
progress in the direction of a necded

@1%63 P. Lorillard Co

Fincus Brothers-Maxwell, 1290 Avenue of the Americas. New York

hiberalism and @ veturn 1o the Tunda-
mentals of religious life —mutual respect,
acceptance and brotherly love. This was

What a mad vest. Blazing red.

For my mad, mad girl. Made by PBM.

But 1 have my quiel moods.
Fine—it reverses to herringbone.
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Any top — including yours — is better
looking with Asher’s Slacks. This
clean-cut model comes in a hounds-
tooth check, Fall’s “in” pattern.

Free! For copy of ‘‘How to Build a Wardrobe On

Asher Slacks™ and name of your Asher store,
write: The Asher Co.,Dept.P10Fitchburg, Mass.

the spirit which I tried w foster in the
course ol the discussions at the Y. W.C.A.
—among a group of women who repre-
sented a real cross section of socicty’s
religious beliels, rom a claimed atheism
through Roman Catholicism and  Ju-
daism 10 orthodox Protestantism.

Mr. Helner's Philosophy provided an
optimum medium and guide Tor getting
at some significant issucs of our culture
— which has its crisis points. One of the
several assicnments in the course was to
write a letter to reaveoy: some of the
ladices have written directly, but a num-
ber have asked me 1o send theirs with
my owmn, so they are enclosed. Another
ol the assignments wias to write their
own current “philosophy ol life” — which
proved most demanding and sauslving
to them —as I'm sure it must be 1o Mr.
Hener in his ongoing series,

I must tell you that I personally enjoy
pLAYEBOY, for it keeps me not only “prop-
erly human,” for ail the vesunents, but
sharpened in a sense of humor and an
appreciation of the things of value from
the world of the voung in heart.

Christian H. Martin, Jr., Minister
First Presbyterian Church
West Chester, Pennsylvania

1 have enjoyed the discussion on Mr.
Helner's philosophy in our class under
the leadership of Rev. Christian Martin,
Jv. — the Philosophy is lood for thought
and very challenging. It is an eye- and
soul-opener and stimulating at times.
But for me 1t was also olten upsctting
and conlusing. It made me feel uncom-
fortable. 1t seems to create problems,
which it does not help o solve.

Mrs. Edith H. Parker
Paoli, Pennsylvania

Editor-Publisher Hefner will suggest
some solutions in fulure installments of
“The Playboy Philosophy,” but in the
final analysis, cach of us must find his
own answers to the complex problems
our sociely presenls. Feeling “uncom-
Jortable,” “upset” and “confused” may
well be the first step toward the acquisi-
tion of new insight and knowledge.

It appears that Mr. Hefner is objecting
to the bigotry and hypocrisy many of us
possess and project in our daily living.
His points are well taken in critique, but
I find no solid guide nor conclusion to
his discussion, save one ol acceprance of
all things with open-mindedness. Per-
haps this is his purposc!

Lorna C. Noiris
West Chester, Pennsylvania

With many of Mr. Hefner's general
statements about the social and economic
life in America today, 1 agree. By and
laree we've become a nation ol sheep.
In the voice of dissent lies the key to the
vitality of a nation. However, 1 think
rLavsoy creates a cult ol its own — per-

haps that of the “cool cat.” 1 admit that
in matters of sex. America has been oo
puritanical. I see nothing but beauty in a
lovely female figure, but your use of it in
PLAYBOY is in poor taste. Your use of wom-
en in reavesoy relegates them to about
the same position as a sports car or hi-fi.

Ruth M. Trumble

West Chester, Pennsylvania

It is onr intention to “relecate” women
to the vole of women in our society—a
complementing  counterpart  {o  men,
rather than compelitive, asexual crea-
tures, uncertain of their vole in society
and in unhappy conflict with thewr
nature and their needs.

What we oppose is that aspect of our
soctety’s hevitage that — for cenfuries —
alternately trealed women as property,
or placed thent on pedestals. At either ex-
treme, they are robbed of the opportunity
fo be truly human — to be truly women.

The physical quality of your magazine
is the finest monev can buy, the finished
product an excellent job. From an edi-
torial standpoint, it leaves nothing to be
desired. The over-all concept expressed
in The Playboy Philosophy is very com-
mendable and certainly a step in the
right direction.

But I find some aspects of the content
and intent of the magazine and the
Plilosophy to be inconsistent. Namely,
rLavsoy endorses beauty, freedom, grace,
abundance, eic., which is a wonderful
and right philosophy. Most certainly,
il anvthing perfect is a thing ol beauty,
then it must follow that womanhood,
which is a thing ol beauty and grace in
its highest and truest sense, should never
be lowered to a merve plaything or instru-
ment for the satisfying of the animal
traits of mankind.

Mrs. Marsaret O. Hughes
West Chester, Pennsvlvania

We don't consider women mevely play-
things, but why do you feel a woman is
lowering herself when she brings pleas-
ure and satisfaction to a man? Therein
should lie the source for much of her
own pleasure and satisfaction.

A reading of The Playboy Philosophy
makes one appreciate the maturing proc-
ess of outgrowing the chase and sctling
into the rewarding scarch for meaning.
Your magazine makes me feel so radi-
antly old!

Ruth O. Humphrey
Coatesville, Pennsylvania

After thoughtfully reading The Play-
boy Philosophy, I've come to the
conclusion that it is a contradictory mas-
terpicce. The playboy is painted as a
very desirable min-about-town, who s
a business success, and a connoisseur ol
the fine things in lile. However, you
describe only two facets of man’s being
—his mind and body; neglecting the



third, his soul, which is hungering for
God, his creator. This materialistic, sclf-
centered being of yours is an example
of any man, past and present, living in a
decadent society. Take a look at the his-
tory of Greece and Rome.

L. W. L.

West Chester, Pennsylvania

We've taken a look at ancient Greece

and Rome, and we must say that if our
own civilization contributes as much to
the culture, art, government and philos-
ophy of a generation 2000 years hence,
we will be greatly surprised.

MINORITIES

Reading your excellent editorial by
Hugh M. Hefner, The Playboy Philos-
ophy, brought to mind a quotation by
Eugene Debs. It has long been an in-
spiration to me and T feel it is in the
same spirit as the Philosophy:

“Do you know that all the progress
in the whole world’s history has been
made by minorities? I have somchow
been fortunately all of my life in the
minority. 1 have thought again and
again that if T ever find mysell in
the majority I will know that T have
outlived myself. There is something
magnificent about having the cour-
age to stand with a few, with and for
a principle, and to fight for it with-
out fear or [avor, developing all of
your Litent powers, expanding to the
proportionable end, rising to your
true stature, no matter \\'IIOSC 'l't'.‘ip(!ct
vou may forfeit, as long as yvou keep
your own.

William Karpinski
Cornell University
Ithaca, New York

SEX AND PLEASURE

I have read with extreme curiosity and
concern Mr. Helner's editorial com-
ments in The Playboy Plilosophy. He,
of course. is entitled to his opinion and
I sincerely believe that the expression
of this opinion shows his concern for
his subject matter. | think that his com-
ment is to be respected, but 1 should
like to add just a bit to his discussion.

It must be true that we are actually
a navon ol hypocrites for 1 doubt that
the awesome figures gathered by Dr.
Kinsey and his colleagues are false. It
is also true that the power of the censor
is constantly being abused by persons
who firmly believe that they are capable
of “looking out” for the best interests
ol their fellow man. But 1 do believe
that without some hyvpocrisy and some
censorship that sexual feeling will be-
come a sort ol pleasure —an act that
has no function except for the suinula-
tion of the parties involved. The idea
that sex is for pleasure alone shows a
desire by man to strive toward a hedo-
nistic society in which no onc displays
cemotion or mental stress but just thinks

of pleasure. I think that there are siill
some people in the world who think that
because sex has something o do with
the production of lile, sex is 1o be re-
garded as something a liude bit sacred.
There 15 a chance that there may be
just a litde bit more to reproduction
than the meeting of egg and sperm. Thus,
no matter how much justification for [ree
love in a hedonistic sense by statistics
and scientific surveys is presented, this
does not make it right nor does it give
anvone the right to abuse his or her
privilege to help create life. To regard
cvervthing that represses us or causcs
us pain as evil is to areate a world ol
happy jellyfish that have no more sub-
stance to themselves than the knowledge
of their own pleasure. Let us not look
for the “casy way out™ or the “path of
least resistance” but rather a goal in
which dwells a man that can say, “I am
a human being because I can control my
mind and body.” It is not easy to be dil-
fevent. This, of course, is something lor
cach individual to gain for himsell and
not for laws, censors or governments to
force upon humanity by their various
means ol coercion.

Charles F. Robertson

New York, New York

One need not be a hedonist to prefer
pleasure over pain; nov does the vejec-
tion of pleasure demonsivate, ipso facio,
that a man is more rvesponsible, or in
conivol of his mind and body. A willing-
ness to accept  pain (ie., frustration,
repression ) unnecessarily suggests masoch-
ism more than anything else. Sex can
serve  dwo  ends: procreation  and[or
j)h’ﬂ.\'mr; we see no reason for assuning
that God goofed when He arranged
things that way. And it seems logical to
assume that if He had wanted sex used
for only procrveation, He would have ar-
ranged for the aci to take place withoul
any pleasure included as a part of il;
or seen to il that the pleasure was lim-
iled to only that time in the monthly
female cycle when procreation is possible.

Fish procreate without any particular
pleasure: the male instinctively fertilizes
the egas after the female lays them.
There is no actual contact required be-
tween the sexes. This has been suggested
as the origin of the expression “poor
fish.”

If your particular veligious convictions
have satisfied you that the pleasuves of
sex ave, at best, a side issue, you ave wel-
come to pursue that approach and since
you make cleay that you vespeet the vight
of others to make up their own minds
on the subject, we have no quarrel with
your position. But it will require more
than an edict passed down through the
cenluries from a time when guili-ridden
men belicved thal everything associaled
with sex was evil lo salisfy us that the
pleasures of sex were not created to be
enjoyed.

shell get the
message when you
give her

einn COTY L]
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DARWIN 1963

“SACRAMENTO (UPI)—TWO REPUBLICAN
ASSEMBLYMEN WANT TO END THE TEACHING
OF DARWIN'S THEORY OF EVOLUTION IN
CALIFORNIA PUBLIC SCHOOLS. ASSEMBLY-
MEN ROBERT BADHAM OF COSTA MESA AND
F. RICHARD BARNES OF SAN DIEGO INTRO-
DUCED A BILE PROHIBITING THE TEACHING
OF ANY THEORY OPPOSED TO RECOGNIZED
SECTARIAN DOCTRINE. BARNES SAID THERE
15 — IN HIS WORDS — 'NO GOOD REASON WHY,
AT A TIME WHEN WE ARE PROTECTING
ATHEISTS AND AGNOSTICS FROM  PRAYERS
WHICH MAY BE OFFENSIVE TO THEM, WE

CANNOT ALSO PROTECT THOSE WITHL RE-
LIGIOUS FAITH FROM IRRELIGIOUS TEACH-

INGS WHICH ARE EQUALLY OFFENSIVE.

Any comment?

Larry Grannis
Station KWIZ
Santa Ana, California

One’s first veaction might be 1o sug-
gest that we apparenily need to give
literacy tests to our legislators more than
to voters; but this would be brushing
off the California assemblymen’s inanity
too lightly. The point they are trying to
dramatically dvaw attention to with such
an announcement is their cear conten-
tion that the recent Supreme Court rul-
g against a state-prepared prayer being
used in public schools is antiveligious and
favors. or “protects.” atheists and agnos-
tics; all they actually draw attention fo
with such nonsense is their own inability
to comprehend the basic intent of the
Supreme Court’s decision. For in re-
affirming one small aspect of the sepava-
tion of church and state, the Court was
protecting orgamized veligion from gov-
ernmental inlerfevence fully as much as
the other way around.

Natural science belongs in a public
school. including, of course, the study of
evolution; religion belongs in a public
school only if it, too, 1s to be an objec-
tive and historically accurale course of
stucdy of all major religions. And in no
case does a state-planned  prayer have
any place in a school supported by taxes
from the general public.

The assemblymen’s bill would have
been morve logical, thoush no less foolish,
if they had proposed a law to keep
scienee oul of church, which is veligion’s
province; as it is, whatever point they
hoped to make is compleiely lost in their
own illogic.

MILTON AND MILL

In The Playboy Philosophy, Mr, Hel-
ner has done well to present a popular
2inh Centary restatement ol two lamous
essays on intellectual and social freedom:
viz., Milton's  Areopagitica and  John
Swart Mill's On Liberty. As Mill sug-
gosts, even il an argument is Talse, let
it be prined: those individuals who
claim to "possess vuth™ should be able

to refute it In this manner whatever is
purported to be true shall be clarified
all the more. But what of those who re-
fuse to review alien arguments lor [ear
ol moral contamination? This scems o
be the view of many who have negatively
responded to The Playboy Philosophy.
Milton would retort that he could not
“priise a Tugitive and cloistered virtue,
unexercised and unbreathed, that never
sallies out 1o meet her adversary,” and 1
think his remark is not too inappropriate
for some 20th Century legislators of
morality.

James H. Quina, Jr.

Tulane University

New Orleans, Louisiana

COMING OF AGE

I have been following The Playboy
Philosophy for several months, and alter
reading part cight as well as The Playboy
Forum, I have decided to enter my youth-
ful views. Within a wecek, T shall be of
legal age and ready to assume the respon-
sibility of voting. In more wiys than
one, I am just entering the world. All of
my life, including two-und-a-hall years of
college, I have been “protected™ by my
parents. It was not unul last February
that I was able o “leave the nest.” Tuis
quite a shock to suddenly discover that
one is responsible to oneselt Tor onc's
actions, NOL 1o one's parcnts.

Two incidents have left quite an im-
pression on me: the first was being
approached by a homosexual, and the
second was an allair with a lady twice my
age. It is impossible for me to velate the
knowledge she mmparted to me, but the
following quotation from Siddhartha by
Hermnann Hesse preuy well sums ic up:

“He learned many things from her wise
red lips. . . . Her smooth gente touch
taught him many things. ... He, who was
stull a boy as regards love and was in-
clined o plunge o the depths ol it
blindly and insatiably was taught by her
that one cannot have pleasure without
giving it, and that every gesture, every
caress, every touch, every glance, every
single part of the body has s secret
which can give pleasure to one who can
understand. She taught him that lovers
should not separate from cach other atwer
nmaking love withour admiring  cach
other, without being conquered as well as
conquering, so that no feeling of satiation
or desolation arises, nor the horrid leel-
ing of misusing or having been misused.”

I believe in personal [reedom. But
before one assumes these [recdoms, one
should be willing to accept all, not pare,
ol the responsibilities.

L. R. Coad
Oakland, California

REVERENCE FOR SEX
Your view as implied by the whole of
rravsoy’s content and the Plilosophy

15 “sex 15 the grand leveler.™ Teas almost
as if vou resent reverence, although vour
feclings are probably lavered over with
many coatings of contempt and maybe
a touch of scl-deception. That is what
I am curious to find out about.
Reverence and respect is, it seems, the
analgam of any relationship. 1L every-
one intercoursed cvervone clse, whn
would happen to the sanctity or stability
ol marriage? Perhaps you don’t give any
value to the notion of purity or the no-
tion ol discipline.
Phincas Bean
Great Neck, New York
Since sex is an integral part of life,
we have the same reverence for it as we
do for life; the two, in nalural man, are
indivisible, To denigrate sex is to deny

life.

CENSORSHIP

I have read the first three installments
of The Playboy Philosophy with great in-
terest. I feel that your consistent espousal
of sexual liberalism and individualism,
and vour cqually steady raps at all Torms
ol sex censorship, are particularly worth
printing. It enforced conlormity is uny-
where pernicious. it certainly is so in
regard to sex-love relationships. Long
Ny YOU continue to say so.

If vou happen o give 1Q tests o your
prospective Bununies, and vou have onc
handy with a 180-plus, just keep in mind
that I have been unsuccesslully searching
for a wellsticked Mme. Curie for my
third wile for quite a while now, with
damned little success. So please wrap any
good cndidates carcfully (il only tem-
porarily) and ship them o New York by
parcel post airmail. You'd better not
bother to register them, since that has
unsaIvory connotations.

Albert Ellis, Ph.D.
New York, New York

During the week ol April 21, 1963,
Brown University lilted a long-standing
ban on the sale by the University Book-
store of Henry Miller's Tropic of Can
cer. The man who cused the ban was
the Auworney General of the Stite ol
Rhode Island, J. Josepl Nugent How-
ever, in response to some statements by
LEdward O. Cole (president ol the Uni
versity chapier ol the Forum of Civil
Liberties and the man singly responsible
for the lilting of the ban), Nugent said
to a reporter that “if he [Cole] leaves
the campus cuorying that book, and |1
know about 1. he'll be arrested.”

On Saturday, April 27, 1963, 1 100k a
walk in downtown Providence, promi
nently displaying a paperback copy ol
the book. In all, T passed 10 policemen,
all of whom saw the book quite plainly.
and all of whom refused 10 arrest me.
Finallv, in disgust, I went up 10 a e



Add Rose's. Give your
cocktail a taste of lime juice
madeonly in the West Indies,
bottled only in England,
filtered and sweetened to
perfection. Here are the
recipes. Now all you need is
the right spirit—and Rose's.
ROSE'S GIMLET: How to
create a stir at cocktail

time. Do this: 1 glass—

old fashioned, champagne
or cocktail. Fill with ice, 4 or
5 more parts gin or vodka,

1 part Rose’s Lime Juice.
Stir. Stir again. Sniff. Sip.

you

~ Howto
excite, enliven, soften,
smooth out and improve

almost any cocktail
an name

IR
=T

o

ME
COCKTAM
JNCE. S or 5 pors €
: Strr. o
,’ and 5e

BLOODY MARY: The perfect
pre-luncheon bracer. In a
shaker with ice—1 jigger

of vodka, ¥- jigger of Rose's
Lime Juice. Top with tomato
juice, add a smattering of
Worcestershire, salt and
pepper it (optional extras),
shake incessantly for 10
seconds. Pour over ice in a
large glass. Nice way to
round out a day toot

ROSE'S LIME COLLINS:

ROSE’S LIME COOLER:

LAGER AND LIME:

Tall, cool and classic.

3 parts of gin, rum or vodka,
1 part of Rose's Lime Juice.
Pour over ice in a highball
glass. Squirt full of soda.
Stir clockwise four times,
anticlockwise twice. Add

a hint of mint.

ROSE'S TONIC: Enlivening,
refreshing and different.

A jigger of gin or vodka,
pour over ice in a highball
glass. Add a dash of Rose’s
for flavor. Top with quinine
water. Stir. And again.
Popular way to keep a

party popping.

Guaranteed to cool the
hottest heads in town! Pour
1 or 2 jiggers of Rose’s
Lime Juice into a very tall
glass. Fill with water or
soda. Add ice. Stir gently...
Thirst-slaker supreme.
ROSE'S WHISKEY SOUR:

Considered quite the thing
in Britain. Take 1 cool,
sparkling lager beer. Add
Rose's....merely a dash,
don't stir, except to lift the
glass. Even brings
Englishmen out of the
midday sun.

Quickest way ouf of the
doghouse...1 part Rose's
Lime Juice, 4 parts whiskey
(her favorite rye, bourbon
or Scotch). Add ice. Shake.
Strain into a sour glass. Add
a cherry. See her smile?

Find out what a perfect
mixer Rose's is. Unique,
flavorful Rose's Lime Juice
is waiting for you at your
favorite store for mixers.

7€a



@@&D@{?E‘W @“@]b is not a beer or an ale...

It’s called |[Malt Liquor
because it’s a totally
different klnd of drink

Enjoy a change of pace. Country Club is brewed with a special
fermenting agent to give you a really lively drink that has
extra character, mellow taste, light carbonation.

After putting in a hard 8 hours, a man locks forward te relaxing with
good friends. That's where Country Club comes in. Within the circle
of this golden glass, fun and friendship really come alive. Brewed
= = with our own special fermenting
r agent, Country Club has extra
& @5‘\ character for extra pleasure . . . a
taste smoothed and mellowed by
C gentle aging . . . a light carbona-
tion that's always enjoyable.
Make friends with Country Club
M ﬁ: . . . the little can with the big sur-
= -

. prise. It's mighty good!

Couniry Club
MALT LIQUOR

Peart Brewing Company, San Antonio, Texas » St. Joseph, Missoun



porter. The story was carried on the
national wires, nationwide by NBC
Radio, cte. The controversy continues:
Mr. Nugent made a statement concern-
ing my actions, and his scl-imposed,
arbitrary dictum concerning Tropic of
Cancer — a ban which is solely the whim
ol one man, not arrived at through
either due process of the courts or. in fact,
any semblince of legality — still stands.

[ am writing this letter, not to claim
any glory or to pass mysell off as a hero,
but merely to inform vou of what hap-
pened. For onc thing, rravsoy was, 1
would say. dircctly responsible for my
action. For another, I saw in action in
this smallest state (which seems to have
several of the smallest minds) precisely
the hypocrisy and coercion Mr. Hefner
discussed in the Philosophy.

Thank you for your significant con-
tribution to the literature concerning
censorship.

Howard A. Karten
Brown University
Providence, Rhode Tsland

IUs always heavlening to hear of indi-
vidual action against censorship — ac-
{ion which involves a disrcgard of the
danger to the individual’s libevty when
a greater danger 1o [reedom — freedom
of thought and expression —is at stake.
In this montl’s “Playboy Philosoply.”
Editor-Publisher Hefner  discusses  his
own experience with his city’s censoring
minions of the law.

Tt would not be fair to you if 1 didn't
take this opportunity to express my per-
sonal appreciation for Mr. Helner's edi-
torial on censorship which appears in the
May issuc of pLaYBov. He said a number
of things which have nceded to be said
for all too long a time.

We are publishers and distributors of
nudist magazines and are, in [act, the
largest publishers of nudist magazines in
the world with seven ol the leading pub-
lications in the ficld. Our company, The
Outdoor American Corporation, carriced
a case through to the Supreme Court of
the United States and won. The case —
Mervin Mounce vs. United States Cus-
tams — had to do with the importation
of forcign nudist publications. So we cian
fully appreciate all Mr. Hefner has writ
ten in regard to censorship.

The thing that amazes us is that peo-
ple can work so diligently toward taking
the rights and freedoms of others with-
out any realization that in so doing they
are themselves sulfering a severe loss of
those things which have helped to make
America great — a biv ol their own righes
and [reedoms. Their actuons scem 1o
prove that none can be more intolerant
than those who scek tolerance lor them-
selves.

Norval E. Packwood
Mays Landing, New Jersey

They sing about errant ladies.

And love, mayhem, jails, subways, hangings, and

We left it blank because no one ever knows what the Kingston Trio
will sing about next.

They collect songs from far and wide...real folk songs, popular
folk songs, hilarious parodies, college songs, quiet ballads. And give
them all a new and bright life.

The free-wheeling, completely entertaining, completely delightful
Kingston ‘Trio kind of life.

Like “Tom Dooley!” Like “M.T.A” Like “Tijuana Jail” Like
“Where Have All the Flowers Gone!’

Whatever song they sing, whatever in the world it might be about,
the Kingston Trio makes it fun to listen to. You can count on that.

And every album is a new and different and delightful collection.
Listen to the Kingston Trio on Capitol, and you’ll hear what we mean.

£
For a start, listen lo these newest Kingston Trio albums: ( 3
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While enjoying your very intelligent
and sane Playboy Plilosophy, prior to
my usual Sunday morning shower, 1 was
struck by the accord we seem to have
found in the firm beliel that the pleasure
of the bedroom is just as proper for dis-
cussion as the pleasures of the table,
sports, books. art and the general enor
of good and sane living. My wile in her
usual playlul mood. tossed the Boston
Sunday Hevald ar me, and there staring
me in the [ace was the headline: “car-
DINAL CUSHING URGES ABOLITION OF THE
inopex.” Glory be to God. savs [, the
Cardinal has been reading reavsoy. He
says ... canon law s the vesult ol the
pastoral needs. But the needs of one time
are not the needs ol another. The laws of
the past that were put on the books to
take care ol the problems ol the past may
not be of much help to a Luer genera-
tion.”

Keep up the good work. We must be
ever constantly alert agiinst the do-
gooders who would strip us ol all our
freedoms. Alter over 50 vears ol good
living, 1 firmly believe that there is
nothing in this world that is sinful or
immoral; it is only illegal.

Guy Chartrand
Belmont, Massachusetts

Last semester, my term project lor
World History Ilg, Censorship in the
United  States Today, was  censored.
In mv Dbibliography were three in-
stallments of The Playboy Philosophy,
a transcript of the Supreme Court hear-
ing of Lady Chatterley’s Lover, and an
introduction w Tropic of Cancer (re-
cently banned here) by Karl Shapivo. [
received a D7 for 25 pages ol type-
writing.

I am constantly infuriated by the at-
tempts of censors to deprive a growing
mind ol reading (or writing about) Law-
rence, Salinger. Jovee, Miller, ete., espe-
cially in an “institute of learning.” 1
admire pravsoy’s ideals and the courage
it tukes to smack the public in the Tace.
Thank you for fighting for the student’s
right to read.

Mare Thorman
Indizanapolis. Indiana

Would Mr. Helner like more exam-
ples of the intellectual stupidity in the
selection ol censors, and the reasons
some censors turn thumbs down on what
we are to read, see and hear? Here's one
for a starter: About two months ago
an Amertcan Legion commander in Ar-
lington, Virginia, filed suit in court to
have copies ol ]. D. Salinger's The
Catcher in the Rye removed Ivom the
library because it was iminoral. When he
filed the suit, the commander confessed
that he had never read the book, but a

friend of his had told him about it
Chester Wright
Washington, D. C.

It has been with considerable pleasure
and amazement that I have read vour
Playboy Philosophy series. Such forth-
right social criticism is rarely lound ex-
cept in books directed 1o the intellectual
— and the lact that ideas of this conwo-
versial nature are being expounded so
logically in a popular magazine is heart-
ening indeed.

Ou the subject ol "obscenity,” Ishould
like to state that the whole subject ol
censorship is obscene. IF obscenity is o
be delimed as something which works
against our best interests. moral or other-
wise, then censorship is obscenity in its
most violeut form. No individual or
group has the right to tlringe upon the
freedom of another. If we allow our
Ireedoms 1o be suppressed by o minority
(which is what is being done) only a
dictatorship can result. God help us
should that happen.

As a mother, T am very interested in
the moral and spiritual direcion my
childven are to receive, and T want o
do that direcung myvsell, not have it
done by a “board.” There are many
things which 1 would not care for my
children to adopt, bur 1 certainly intend
for them 1o know these things exist
For mstance. I would rather they didn’t
read comie books, so 1 dou't buy them.
Il they pick them up ac a driend’s house,
though, so what> My encouraging them
to read what 1 feel is good lor them

ought 1o be sullicient to ollset any pos-
sible auddiction they may develop lor
poorer literature. But 1 want the right
1o decide Tor myvsell what they should
read, and 1 don't tell my neighbors dhae
their kids shouldn™t read comic books,
Fortunately. myv childhood was  gov-
erncd by a rather Liberal family. There
was  very  litle supervision  over my
choives in regard 10 books, movies. ele.,
and 1 can say with a reasonable degree
ol assurance that I was harmed less by
what I read or saw than by what 1 was
told by wellmeaning but misdivected
individuals.
Jacqueline Morelli
Spenard, Alaska

I was amazed by the item in the May
Playboy I’h”f}.mph)' reasrding the TV
program Open End and its being cen
sored. Our mass media discusses items
such as those apparently thrashed out on
Open End almost daily with litde ad-
v from their pubs-

verse comment arising
lication. Ouwr television  services  have
broadcast programs dealing with sex. re-
ligion and politics in a very [rank man-
ner. We have seen programs  dealing
with a venereal discase and its causes
and eltects, which brought more to the

people who watched them (the viewing
figures ran into tens of millions) than
they would have learned in a lifetime
of reading posters in public lavatorics,
but apparently these programs would
never have been screened in the ULS.

I believe, as you do, that censorship
dams the ever-widening stream ol the
moral. political, and artistic development
ol a society and creates stagnant pools
of corruption which become quagmires
m which the stream loses its direction.
May vour cditorials continue to he pub
lished without the benehit of anvy censor
other than vour conscience, and mav
they have some eflect in righting the
position of publisher vs. censor in the
United States,

V. C. Whittington
London, Lngland

Permit me to extend my  personal
congratulations on the vuthlulness and
courage Editor-Publisher Hefner has ar-
ticulawted in The Playboy Philosophy. |
join: with him in recognizing the Tunda-
mental foundation of a democratic soci-
ety, to wit, that every idea. no matter
how extreme. apparently absurd or re-
pugnant, must have the right and oppor-
tunity of sceking majority acceplance.
Without this sort of social chimate. our
socicty would rapidly and inevitably de-
teriorate o a tvenmy of the majority
wherein conlormity would hecome  a
commandment. With the advent of ad-
ditional obscenity Iaws, which is nothing
more than censorship. no mater how
well-meant,  the need  JTor  leadership
among the responsible American press
LrOWs More e,

Herbere 1. Heiken, Chairman
Florida Civil Liberties Union
Miami, Florida

I have Tound Mr. Hefner's contribu-
vons under the e of The Playboy
Philosoply most interesting and usclul
m shaping my own attitudes toward the
problem ol censorship.

Philip Q. Roche, M.D.
Conshohocken, Pennsylvania

Dy Roche. a psychiatvist and aunthor of
“The Criminal Mind.” wha spent years
(reating prison inmales, has said that he
was nevey able (o satisfy himsell that
“obscene ov pornographic matevials had
a divect or proximal connection aeith
the commussion of the crime in any cale-
gory including that of sex offenses.” He
has also averved that “blocked sexuality
leads to substitutive  sadism. violence
and. nwot  une ommaonly, murder. Parva-
doxically. and much to the dismay of
the maoralists. one observes that obscen-
iy or pornography is often a prophylac-
tic release and a cvime preventive.” He
goes furthey in stating that obscenity
itself is “subjective and metaphysical.
Iis existence is purely a mental associa-

(continued on page 230)



KNOX, THE LEACER IN MEN’S HAT FASHIONS SINCE 1838, AT THE FINEST STCRES IN THE UNITED STATES AND CANADA. A DIVISION OF HAT CORPORATICN OF AMERICA. FRICES SLIGHTLY HIGHER WEST OF

We can prove it in 20 seconds...you’ll look better in a Knox

You know where you're going...you know how important it
is to look it. A Knox Stadium Club will give you a good head
start. It's styled especially for enterprising, forward-looking
young men, It's sprucely shaped, trimly proportioned. Try
one on and prove to yourself how much better you look ina
hat...A Knox Stadium Club. $12,95. (Viyella® casual, $8.95.)
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THE PLAYBOY PHILOSOPHY

the eleventh part of a statement in which playboy’s editor-publisher spells out—for friends
and critics alike—our guiding principles and editorial credo

THE PLAYBOY PHILOSOPITY i$ 2 sometimes
rambling, disorganized discourse, be-
cause the writing of each new installment
brings forth a succession ol ideas and
feelings that vie for expression. We put
them down as they occur to us. When we
have concluded the series, we will prob-
ably edit it into a more disciplined [orm
as a book, but for magazine publication,
this more dircct. organic approach suits
our purpose, since the Philosophy is in-
tended as a living statement ol our be-
liefs, our insights and our prejudices.

This 1ssue we had intended discussing
modern America’s sex attitudes and be
havior, but that fascinating subject will
have o wait a month or two, for an-
other related concern — censorship — has
been too lorcibly and personally thrust
upon us to he denied additional com-
ment. On June -Jth, we were arrested in
our home on charges ol “publishing and
distributing an obscene publication.” If
that fact seems inaredible 1o our readers,
the full story behind the arrest is even
morc unbelievable. It serves to emphasize
it point we discussed in carlier install-
ments of the Philosophy regarding the
mmportance ol the separation ol church
and state in a [ree society.

‘The arvest was allegediy prompted by
the nude photographs of Jayne Mansficld
appearing in the June issuc ol pravsov.
Were these photographs the real reason
for the action taken against us? Or is it
possible that The Playboy Philosophy it
self, aritical ol the church-state implica-
tions in the Chicago justice recently
meted out o comedian Lenny Bruce,
and emphasizing that true religious Iree-
dom means Ireedom from as well as [ree-
dom ol religion, supplicd the motives

KNOCK, KNOCK. WHO'S THERE?

The Mansficld melodiama began late
on a Tuesday alternoon. We were asleep
in our home (or, as Time reported it, in
our “humble 10-reom pad on Chicago’s
North Side”). We had been working all
through the previous day and night on
the August installinent of the Philosophy
and retived inthe late morning 1o grab
40 overdue and badly needed winks. We'd
gotten about half that number when the
intercom beside our bed buzzed us awake.
It was our housckeeper, who informed us

editorial By Hugh M. Hefner

that Tour of Chicago’s finest were at our
front door with a wirrant lor our arrest
and that CBSTV was there also, with
CAameras.

The charge, we weve told, was obscenity
—someone had objected to the pictures
ol Jayne Mansheld in the June issue and
lllilll;l;_"'('ll 10 ,.:’Ct a warrant for our arrest.
Now, it should be mentioned that a vioka-
tion ol the Chicago obscenity statute is a
misclemeanor corying a maximum hine of
5200 for the guilty; it is not uncommon,
when the charge 1s a minor one, to serve
the warramt and arrange for the booking
and posting of bond at a time convenient
to all concerned. We asked our house-
keeper, therelore, o request that the offi-
cers contiact our attorneys the following
morning and make arrangements through
them for accepting the warrant, ete. At
this point the melodrama took on some
ol the awributes of higlt comedy as our
housckeeper misunderstood our instruc-
tions — which were given, we must con-
fess, while only three quarters awake. She
went downstairs and gave our message,
not to the police, but to the men with
the TV cameras, who ook it to mean
that we would have a statement 1o make
to the press through our attorneys the
following morning.

We twrned over, only half belicving
that we weren't still asleep and the whole
thing just a bad dream caused by the
franklurters and Pepsi we'd consumed
just before retiring: we'd managed 10 et
another 114 winks when the intercom
buzzed us awake a second time. We got
owr instructions straightened around and
our housckeeper signed ofl to cory them
down to the oflicers of the Liw; 15 a
wink Tater the intercom buzzed again.
The policemen had refused 1o listen 1o
her, she said: what's more. they had fol-
lowed her back into the house and were,
at that moment, in the hallway just
outside our room. She was trapped in
another part of the house — unable to
return to her ollice, which opens onto our
private quarters, for fear they would lol-
low her there also.

Now [ully awake, and convinced that
the ranks and cola had nothing to do
with the situation, we decided it was

time to call our Iawver; we reached him,
appropriately enough, at a meeting of
the Civil Liberties Union. We dressed 1o
the thumpity-thump-thump of police fists
pounding on owr bedroom door. The
protectors of Law and order were contem-
plating breaking it down when our at-
torneys arrived.

From that point on, with our legal
representatives on the scene, the police
were most courteous. We drove 1o head-
quarters, were booked, posted bail (5200),
and were frec in less than hall an hour.

But why, Irv Kupcinet wondered in
his colunm in the Chicago Sun-Times
the next day, had four armed huskies ol
the Chicago police lorce been required
to arrest “one non-violent publisher™?
Perhiips, we suggested 1o Kup, they sent
extra men along on the chance that one
or two might get lost in our swimming
pool with the Bunnies. But we couldn’t
help speculating on the obvious attempt
to make a public spectacle of the arrest.
Who. lor example, had tipped off the
TV stations, so that television cameras
were at the house waiting when  the

police arrived?

WHATEVER HAPPENED TO BABY JAYNE?

The Number One Question is, of
course, what prompted the arrest in the
first place? Very obviously pravsov is
not obscene — pl'(_'\'iOll.‘i ;al.lclllpls Lo cen-
sor the magazine when we first began
publishing were vigorously and success-
fully fought in the courts and vravsoy
has firmly cstablished itself, in the yeirs
sinee, as a major publication on the con-
temporary Amcerican scene.,

The press and news commentators of
radio and TV tended o treat the arrest
as a joke, and il the implications of
governmental  censorship  were not so
serious, we would have, too. “ Just 1o bal-
ance things out,” said Alex Dreier on his
WBKB-TV news show, “the Nafional
Geographic also has a great issue this
month!” Tony Weitzel commented in his
colunmm in the Chicago Daily News: “Now
that four husky gendarmes have suc-
ceeded in pinching Hugh Hefner for
printing  Javne Mansfield unretouched,
the  June rravsov mag is a  collec
tor’s item.” Walter Winchell wondered
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whether or not it might just be another
publicity stunt perpetrated by Jayne her-
sell. Tt wasn't. Jayune, in fact, expressed
surprise over the photographs’ appearing
in pravsov. “Those piclures were sup-
poscd to be used to publicize the Euro-
pean version ol the hlm,” she said. T
have no idea how rravsoy ot them. But
when Helner wants something, he usu-
ally finds a way of gewing it Acwally,
Miss Manshicld and the producers ol the
movie had invited reavsoy’s photogra-
phers onto the set 1o shoot the exclusive
pictures and Javue had posed ina sepa-
rate session lor the June cover.

Irv Kupcinet wrote, in his Sun-Times
column: “The obvious question about
the arrest ol rravsoy publisher Hugh
Helner on obscenity charzes hased on
the Jayne Aansheld nudes in the June
issue is: Why now? reavisoy has heen
publishing nudes ol voluptuous dishes
for vears.” Conceding that Javne s o bie
more voluptuous than most. the question
is stll a good one: Why now? Javne first
ippeared in reavsoy as a Plaviate ol
the Month back in February of 1953,
and we chronided her career in a hall-a-
dozen issues alter that. as she went from
a bit part in the Broadway show Vil
Success Spoil Rock Hunter?, wearing a
towel even snualler than her role, to star-
dom in Hollywoad, where she eventually
dispensed with even the towel, in her
most recent hilm epie,
Promises, Pramises!

The Junc 1963 issue
ol rraveoy includes
eight pages of photo-
graphs of Javne Mans-
ficld nude in bed and
bubble bath during the
hlming of Promises!, co-
storing Tommy Noo-
nan. Mickev Hargitay
and Marie McDonald.
Some ol the pictures
show a man (Tommy
Noonan) on the bed.
too. It is this, explained
Chicago Corporation
Counsel John Melani-
phy, when pressed Tor
an explanation by the
press, that makes the
June issue of rraveoy
obscene. Besides, he
continued delensively,
he'd received o lot of
complaints, and the
caption under one of
the photographs states,
“she writhes about se
ductively™; and in an-
other, she is deseribed
as “gyrating.” The cap-
tions, according o Ne-
Laniphy, “arouse pru-
vient interests and de- |
feat any claim of art.”

Mr. Melaniphy thus

appears to be making an interesting
legal assumption — that a picture of a

nude must  either be obscene or a
work ol art. That, ol course, is one
of those assumptions that is aptly

described as unwanranted. 1t is quite pos-
stble for a nude to be neither — and fail-
iy to qualilv as one in no way establishes
any onteria lor assuming it to be the
other. The pictures of Jayne in the June
issuc are, in our opinion, simply candid
photographs of & movie in the muking,
Whatever artistic mevit they may or may
not possess is very much beside the point.
The important thing is, they are noi ob-
stene — ey amd condusively — for
pictures far more brazen than these have
heen dleared ol obscenity by the Supreme
Cowrt, appear regulinly in a number ol
other magazines savailable on newsstands
and by subscription (via Post Oflice ap-
proved second clss maily throughout the
US, and in motion pictures, also, in-
cluding films that have been passed by
the Chicago Film Censor Board! (And
we'll have more to siav about this a bit
later.)

A DEFINITION FOR OBSCENITY

At this time, we think some attempt
should be made to dehine just what con-
stitutes legul obscenity and try o deter-
mine how the June issuc ol rravsoy
squares with this defimition. Every cor-

Chicaga’s censors approved noked passion of Elke Sommer in French film, Sweet Ecstasy
(top) — disapproved of the naked spoof of Jayne Mansfield in the June issue of PLAYBOY.

poration counsel, district attorney, judge,
police chief, and state or local official,
whose position includes the power o cen-
sor what his fellow Americans may read,
view or listen 1o, should be familiar with
the following lacts. And every newspaper-
man, colununst. and radio and TV com-
mentator. who has the opportunity 1o
comment upon censorship when it occurs
in his community. should be [amiliar
with them also.

No one needs to be told that the [ree-
doms ol speech and press are among the
most  precious  guaranteed by our
Constitution, Without them, all other
freedoms would soon vamish and our
democracy isell would disappear. The
Supreme Court has declared, however,
that obscenity is outside the protections
of the First Amendment. If obscenity is
to be an exception o these most basic
frecdoms, then i s imperative that we
ey understand just what constitutes
obscemity. And we must be constantly
on the alert 1w make certiin that the
Libel ol “obscene™ is not used 10 censor
other areas of lree speech and press that
are our precious heritage, but 1o which
some lellow member ol society — for
whatever reason — may object. The Su-
preme  Court has stned, “The door
barring Tederal and state mirusion into
[the [undamental Irecdoms ol speech
and press| cainmon be lelt ajar: ic must be
kepr tightly closed
and openced only the
shightest oadk  neces
STV 1o prevent
croachment upon more
important  interests.”
And Supreme  Court
Justice Harlun wrote,
i a recent  majority
decision, “We risk ero-
sion of First Amend-
ment  liberties unless
we train our vigilance
upon the methods
whereby  obscenity s
condemned no  less
than upon the stan-
dards  whereby it s
Judged.”

The principal prob-
fem in dealing with
this ¢xception o free
speech and press is, of

cn-

course, that  “obscen-
iy must always re-
main, in the final

analysis, subjective, Ob-
scenity, like beauty, is
in the eve of the be-
holder. As Do H. Law-
vence  has  brillianly
obscerved. “What is por-
nography to one man
is the laughter ol gen-
ius to another.” Recog-
nizing this problem,
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the Supreme Court has established, in
decisions over the past hall-dozen years
(principally in Roth wvs. United States,
1957: and Manual Enterprises, Inc. vs.
1. Edward Day, 1962), criteria to be used
as a guide in determining what can and
cannot be considered legally obscene.

In Roth, the Supreme Court supplicd
this  partial definition [or obscenity:
“Whether to [the] average person, apply-
ing contemporary community standards,
[the] dominant theme of [the] material
taken as a whole appeals to prurient in-
terest.”

While we share the opinion ol Justices
Douglas and Black that this standard is
oo subjective and vague (sce The Play-
boy Philosophy. June 1963), the Supreme
Court [urther clarified its position in the
Manual Enterprises decision, in June
1962, and the present delinition is more
than sausfactory lor the discussion at
hand. (Justice Douglas argues convine-
ingly: “Fhe Supreme Court’s standard
for obscenity as what olfends “the com-
mon conscicnce  of the community’
would certainly not be an acceptable
one if religion. economics. politics, or
philosophy were mvolved. How does it
become a constitutional standard when
hiterature  treating  with  sex 18 con-
cerned?” It s, according 1o Justice
Douglas, “too loose, oo capricious. 100
destructive ol [reedom ol expression 1o
be squared with the First Amendment.”
Justice Black states, on the subject of
-ob.smnilyz “Aly view is, without devia-
tion, without exception, without any ils,
buts or whereases, that  freedom  of
speech [and press] means that vou shall
not do something o people cither for
the views they have or the views they
express or the words they speak or
write.”)

But whatever the shortcomings ol the
present Supreme Court test, it has estaly-
lished criteria for censorship that are
more specific and limiting than any that
preceded it and makes the majority ol
the current censorship activity across the
U.S. extralegal — or without any legal
justification — including. as we shall see,
the June PLAYBOY arvest.

In the Roth case. the Court attempied
to separate what is prowcted under the
Constitution from what is unprotected,
by use ol the werm “obscenity.” It con-
firmed that “sex and obscenity are not
synonymous . . . [and the] portraval of
sex, e.g., inoart, hteratre and scientific
works . . . [is entitled o] the constita
tomtl protection ol freedom ol speech
and press.” The Court has held in a
number ol separate decisions (Parmelee
s, United  States; Sunshine Book  wvs.
Summevfield: Mounce vs. United States;
Manual Enterprises vs. Day) that the
portrayal of nudity does not. in and of
itsell, make a picture obscene. And these
decisions include tfotal nudity of both
sexes, appearing together in a single

photograph, with pubic areas exposed.

In Roth the Court established that in
order for material 1o be judged obscene,
it must be “uuerly without redeeming
social importance.” The Comt also ve-
jected the “isolated excerpt” and “par-
ticularly susceptible persons™ tests — that
had been encroaching on Americans’
lreedom since the Regina vs. Hicklin
decision of 1868 — and  established in
their place the “dominant theme of [the]
materinl taken as a whole”™ and  the
“average person, applying contemporary
community standards.”

In the Manual Enterprises dedision,
the Supreme Cowrt conlirmed that its
intent in Roth had been o tighten
obscenity stndards,” The Court then
proceeded to tighten them Turther by
chanifving  the  definttion  included  in
Roth: Tt had been mistakenly accepted
by some as a “single est for determining
whether challenged material is obscene,”
wrote Justice Harlan for the majority.
Actually, it was only half of a two-part
test, well established by previous opin-
ions and court decisions. Noting that
“the thoughtful studies of the American
Law Institute reflect the same wwolold
concept ol obscenity,” the Court quoted
from its dvaft of a Model Penal Code: ©A
thing is obscene il. considered as & whole,
its predominant appeal is to prurient
intevest . . . amd il it goes substntially
beyond customary limits of candor in
description or representition of  such
nitiers.” (Emphasis added by the Court)
The Supreme Court “requires two dis
tnct clements”™ as prool of obscenity:
“(1) patent olfensiveness: and (2) “pruri-
ent interest” appeal.”™ This is an impor-
it addition to the legal delimition of
obscenity. for it is quite possible [or
material to appeal o prurient (sexual)
interests without  being  objectionable
cnough o be obscene.

In Manual Enteyprises. the Court also
clarificd what it meant by “contemporary
community standirds™: the “community™
was defined as mational in nature and
“contemporary commuuity standards™ as
" national standard ol decency.,” rather
than that of any lesser geographical area,
which might “have the mtolerable con-
sequence ol denving some sections of the
country access 10 nunterial, there deemed
acceptable, which in others might be
considered ollensive 10 prevailing com-
munity standards ol deceney.”

The Court also confirmed that the
determination ol what ts obscene i the
stattory or constitutional sense is not
a question of fact (i.e., a question of
what happened). but a matter ol fact
mixed with a determination ol law. It
is. therefore, a “constitutional fact,” to
be estiblished by the higher courts rather
than being lelt solely to the discretion
of a jury. which might rcach one con-
clusion il impaneled from a Lkuge het-
crogencous community like San Francisco

and quite another if it were made up of
the members of a small town in New
England.

These Turther clarifications should re-
licve some of Supreme Court Justice
Douglas’ previously expressed concern
about the “common conscience of the
community” heing used as a guide w0
obscenity: “Under that test,” said Justice
Douglas. ““juries can censor, suppress, and
punish what they do not like. . .. This is
commuunity censorship in one of its worst
lorms. It creates a regime where, in the
battle between the literati and the Phil-
istines. the Philistines are certain to win”

IS PLAYBOY OBSCENE?

Having described the Supreme Court's
criteria for what constitutes obscenity,
lev's take a look at the June issue of
reavsoy and see what level ol legal
expertise Corporation Counsel John Me-
Laniphy is emploving on behall of the
citizens of Chicago. in rendering  his
considered opinion that the magazine is
obscene.

First ol all, Meclaniphy must consider,
not simply the eight pages devoted to
Jayne AMansheld. but the entire 200
pages in the June issue — for the Su-
preme Court has admonished him, and
all other would-be censors, not to judge
a work by “isolated excerpts.” He must
sincerely  believe  that “the  dominant
theme of the material, taken as a whole”
is obscene. And o justily his charge of
obscenity, he must Turther believe that
the entire June issuc of this magazine is
“utterly without redeeming social impor-
Lince.

The June issuc included the first hall
ol Jules Feitfer's novel, Harry, the Rat
with Waomen. about which Time maga-
zine wrote. “Feifler’s stylized fairy tale
can be read. some of the time, as light
summer liction. It is studded with scenes
ol cheerfully skin-deep satire and divert-
ingly chucklcheaded dialog. But occa-
sionally Feiffer's laughter comes close to
a stilled ary ol anguish — in a way that
has not been matched since Nathanael
West’s Miss Lonelyhearts.” Tt included
the last installment of On Her Majesty's
Secret Service, the latest James Bond ad
venure by lan Fleming, favorite adven-
ture writer ol the President. It included
new hiction by Ray Bradbury and Bria
Rencelaw: an artide on folk music by
Niat Henoll and one on American holi
ditys by Charles Beaumont, plus satire by
Shepherd Mead and Shel Silverstein. The
June issue contained a leature on Scan-
dimavian cooking by Thomas Mario and
one on proper nule attive by Robert L.
Green, a page on vavel by Patrick Chase
and three p - gilt suggestions for
Father's Day and Graduation. It con-
tained 16 pages ol cartoons, 10 columns
of reviews ol cnrrent books, records.
movies and theater: 5 columns of ad-
vice on dating, etiquette, fashion, groom-




Scandinavian Match Mates in “Orlon™

(Authentic designs by Paul Mage of Copenhagen)

obert
) _ruce

These carefree Robert Bruce interpretations feature full zipper front, elasticized collars for permanent snug fit. 100% virgin Orlon acrylic fiber makes
them fully machine washable. His §15.95, S,M,L,X. Hers $14.95, 34-40. In men’s departments and men’s shops everywhere. Boys' sizes: $12.95.
Juniors: $9.98. Priced slightly higher on the West Coast. Robert Bruce, Inc., Philadelphia 34, Pa. « New York Sales Office: Empire State Bldg., N.Y.

* Du Pont's reg. trademark for ils acrylic fiber. 85



PLAYBOY

ing, travel and hi-fi; an interview with
Billy Wilder: and the seventh install-
ment of The Playboy Philosophy devot-
ed, ironically enough. to an extensive
examination of the dangers of censorship
in a {ree society, including an interview
with Supreme Court Justice Hugo Black
on the significance ol the constitutional
guarantees of free speech and press in
the First Amendment. To justily the
action he has taken against peavsoy., Mr,
Melaniphy must consider all of the lore-
woing as “predominantly appealing to
prurient interest” and “uterly without
redeeming social importance.”

But wait — that's not all. That, as the
Supreme Court madde abundantly clear
in its Mannal Enterprises decisionsis only
the half ol it. Iu order o be consudercd
obscene, the June issue ol PLAYBOY must
also, in the words of Justice Harlan, “be
deemed so offensive on Jits] Tace as to
affront community standards of deceney™
and be an “obnoxiously debasing por-
vaval of sex . .. that is porvaved in a
manner so offensive as o make it un-
acceptable  under current  community
mores.” To be obscene under ULS. Lw,
thai description must it our entire June
isste — with the editorial contents listed
above; induding over 60 pages ol quality
advertising from 102 top Americin fms
(as evidence ol its acceptability in contem-
porary society): and a total sale of over
two million copies (as [urther evidence
ol its acceprability in contemporary so-
ciety). plus a passalong veadership (con-
firmed by an  independent  research
organization as the highest ol any major
may w in the nation) of more than
15 million (as stll further evidence of
the same).

Just who. precisely, does Mr. Melan-
iphy think he's Kidding?

But let's go a step Murther. Though
the Supreme Court will not allow it in
any legal consideration ol obscenity, let's
examine the Jayne Mansheld feature by
self — apart from the rest of the June
issue. For it is our contention. and lrm
conviction, that even when considered
alone, there is no justification lor the
charge ol obscenity, so Grpriciously made
by the Corporation Counsel ol Chicago.

The US. cowrts have derly estab-
lished that nudity is not, per se. obscene.
And this includes, as we have indicated,
complete nudity on the purt of both
sexes, appearing together inoa single
photograph. It also incdudes nudity i
bed, and out of bed, cmbracing., and
engaged only in casual  conversation.
And it includes sill pictures, and mov-
ing pictures, wo. Our courts obviously
believe that the adult American ol 1o-
day is just as matwre as his European
counterpart and that he may salely be
allowed to view Brigitte Bardot in her
latest  bare-bottomed  bedroom  bout —
winner take all — without any serious
effect on his moral hber. A rather rash

assumption, perhaps, but one that the
highest coure in the Lind. after hearing
considerable arsument pro and con. has
expressed isell as willing o make.

The nudity in the June photo leature
does not begin to approach that which
the Supreme Court has already held 1o
be not obscene. In the bed sequence,
Jayne s partially covered by a sheet:
as for the man in the pictures, he is Tally
clothed. It must be pointed out. in addi
tion, that there is no divect body contact:
that the man is not redining. but is
seated upright ou the edge of the bed.
with his leet on the floor: that the photo
graphs arce clearly identificd as being
scenes from a movie: sund that i is also
dearly stated that in the motion picture.
the man (Tommy  Noonan) porirays
Javne Mansticld's hushand.

Now what about those “obscene™ cap-
tions underncath the photographs: The
seductive writhings and  gvrations  tha
Mre. Melmiphy believes are caloulated
to “urousc pruvient intevests” actually
describe Javne's unswecessful attempt o
mterest her cnema hubby in coming to
hed, while he vemains thoroughly en-
arossed in g hook of humor he is reading
aloud. The excorpts from the two pic-
ture captions, as quoted out of context
by Melaniphy and picked up by a part
ol the press in reporting the arrest, give
a completely erroncous impression of the
full captions. which read: “Alas, poor

Javne. As she writhes  abour  seduc-
tively, the best she can draw  {rom
some  funny  lines.”" and

Noomwn e
Javne, admiting delcat, stops gvriting
and starts gigeling, Too late, Noonan
discovers there’s i live body in his bed.”
Those are the lines that appealed 1o
“prurient interests” and made the June
issue obscene.

No onc lamiliar with the exuwensive,
explicit: sexual dialog and  description
now lound in a gremt number of the
nation’s bestselling novels. and consider-
ing that the forthright sex prose of Lady
Chatterley’s Lover hy D H. Lawrence
and Tropic of Cancer by Henry Miller
lras been spedifically deaved of obscenity
charges in recent ULS. high court deci-
sions, can seriously sugeest that these
photo captions in rrayvsoy even ap-
proach the obscene.

We have offered a number ol exam-
ples of marerial that canmot be corvectly
cilled  obscene. Where, then, do the
courts presently draw the line between
what mav and may not be considered ob-
scenity? Ininterpreting  the Supreme
Court’s recently  established  standands,
the highest courts in New York, Massa-
chusetts and California have ruled. in
individual  cases,  that only  so-called
“hard-core pornography”™ i he con
sidered so repugnant to contemporary
socicty, so worthless and without redeem-
ing social importance, as 1w be held
“obscene” and, therefore, outside the

protections of [free speech and  press
guarantecd us by the Constitution.

Last vear the Supreme Judicial Court
ol Massachuseuts, in ruling that Tropic
of Cancer was not obscene. cited the
Supreme Court’s decision in the Roth
cise, stating, “We conclude, therelore,
as m effecr the New York court did in
the Riclimond County News case, that,
with vespect 1o material  designed  for
general civculation. only predominantly
‘hard-core”  pornography,  without  ve-
decming social significance, is obscene in
the constitutional sense.”

In o unamimous decision mvolving the
same book, in July ol this vear. the Su-
preme Court ol the Suite of California
also cited Roth, and stated. “This deci-
sion and others of the United Stades Su
preme Court. we think. impliedly drew
a line of constitutional prowection around
all material except that which has been
desaribed s hard-core pornography. In
this analysis . . . we lollow the interpre-
titions of the distinguished New York
Court of Appeals and Supreme Judicial
Cowrt of Massachusets.”

In a loomote o the decision. the
California Supreme Court quotes from
Pornography and the Law by Drs. Eber-
hard and Phyllis Kronhausen on  the
ditference bewtween erotic realism. which
is not obscene. and hard-core pornog-
raphy, which is: “fn pornography (hard-
core obscenity) the main purpose is to
stimulate crolic vesponse in the reader.
And that is all. In erotic realism, truthiful
description of the basic realities of life,
as the individual expericnees i, is of
the essence, even il such portrayals . . .
liwve a deadedly anti-erotic effect. But
by the same token, if, while writing
realistically on the subject ol sex, the
author succeeds in moving his reader,
this, too, is erotic realism, and it is axio-
matic that the veader should respond
erotically 1o such awriting. just as the
sensitive reader will respond. perhaps
by actually crying, o a sad scene. o
by Lwghing when Linghter is evoked.”

In elfect, the court was indicating that
simply because the written word. or a
picture, arouses sexual response is no
reason for damming it—not il it has
any additional worth or value. For as
Judge Jerome Frank has stated. 1 think
that no sane man thinks socially danger-
ous the arousal ol normal sexual desires,
Conscquently, il reading obscene hooks
has mercly that consequence. Congress,
it wonld scem, can constitutionally no
more suppress books than it can prevent
the mailing of many other objects, such
as perfumes, for cxample, which no-
toriously produce that resull.”

While the high courts in other states
are taking the Supreme Court to mean
what it says regarding Ireedom of speech
and press, in IHlinois the Chicago Cor-
poration Counsel is attempting 1o censor
one of the most popular magazines in
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America.

Is it possible that Corporation Counsel
John Melaniphy is unlamiliar with the
Supreme Court’s recent rulings regard-
ing obscenity? Not at all. The Chicago
Sun-Times reported:  Melaniphy  ad-
mitted “that he is [ully aware of the
difficulty of gewing a conviction in the
PLAYBOY case, in view of recent Supreme
Court decisions.” Melaniphy is familiar
with the Supreme Court’s decisions — he
just doesn’t think that ke has to abide
by them. That's the kind of Corporation
Counsel we have in the City of Chicago!

Nor did Melaniphy's action end with
our arrest:  Immediately  therealter
Chicago’s American reported, under the
headline “cops sSFEK To BAX ‘PLAYBOY' ™
“The police department, at the request
of the Corporation Counsel’s oflce, 1o-
day began a drive 1o halt further sale
of the June issue of rravsoy magazine,
Brian Kilgallon, Assistant Corporation
Counsel in charge of enforcing the
city’s obscenity ordinances, said police
throughout the city will attempt 10
purchase the magazine at newsstands,
drug- and bookstores, and other distribu-
tion points. Warrants charging the sale
ol obscene matter will be sought against
dealers who scll the June issue with the
knowledge that the city has declared it
objectionable, he said.”

An attempt was thus made to ban the
magazine before the charge of obscenity
had ever been established in 2 court of
law. It hardly mauered that such prior
restraint and attempted intimidation of
the city’s news dealers s unlawlul;
Corporation Counsel Mcliniphy had al-
ready admitted that his office is not
bound by Supreme Court decisions —
that he is, therelore, above the law.

Chicago's  dmerican  also  reported,
“Maximum penalty for violating the city
ordinance covering sale of obscene mat-
ter is a fine of 5200. Kilgallon said most
dealers are probably out of the magazine
or have alrecady stopped its sale. He
said he has received several letters con-
cerning the city's action against Helner,
and all were favorable. “Most people
are concerned over how we can prevent
this type ol magazine from falling into
the hands of children,” he said. Kilgallon
estimated that two out of three of the
magazine’s readers are under 21 years of

ilgf.‘.

ant Corporation Counsel’s
“estimate” is, ol course, as phony as
the obscenity charge itsell. The compo-
sition of rLaveoy's audicnce is a well-
established fact, for, like all other major
magazines in America, we receive the
annual Consumer Magazine Reporl pre-
pared by Daniel Starch and Stafl from
a  continuing, independent survey of
general magazine readership throughout
the U.S. The 1963 Starch survey indi-
cates that 90.79 of prAYBOY's male read-
ers are hetween the ages ol 18 and 54.

The age composition breaks down as fol-
lows: 3.99 are under the age of 18;
27.19;, are between the ages of 18 and
24; 10.79; are between the ages of 25
and 34; 11.09, between 35 and 14;
1197, between 45 and 54; 349, ave 55
and older. pravsoy's female readership,
which is sizable, follows the same gen-
eral age pattern.

Melaniphy's assistant is emploving a
[avorite device of the would-be censor —
using a concern for children as a justifi-
cation for censoring the reading matter
ol adults (see The Playboy Phih;.mphy.
February and  June, 1963) —an action
the Supreme Court has specifically held
to be unconstivutional (Budler os. Michi-
zan, 1957).

Chicago's Amevican finished its story
with, “James R. Thompson. Assistant
State's Auorney in charge ol handling
erand jury action against obscenity, sug-
gested: (1) Citizens report to the State's
Autorney’s office books and magazines sus-
pected ol being obscene. (2) Formation
of community or neighborhood organ-
iziations to meet with merchants who sell
objectionable material. (3) Boveotting of
stores which sell obscene literature.”

Here is a prospect certain to gladden
the heart ol every true American: neigh-
borhood vigilantes censoring the reading
habits ol their neighbors through intimi-
dation of the local news dealer.

When will we learn that our own
rights are based upon protecting  the
rights of others? Il we do not like a par-
ticular book or magazine, we are not
forced to purchase it il ic oflends us, we
do not have o read it. But we have no
right to force our own tastes and predi-
lections onto others.

CONTEMPORARY STANDARDS

The Supreme Court’s definition of
obscenity  makes reference o, as we
have noted, “contemporary community
standards.” Thus the obscenity of vester-
day is not necessarily the obscenity of
today, and the obscenity ol today need
not be the obscenity ol tomorrow. Con-
temporary community standards never
remain static, but offer ever-changing
criteria for judgment. It is the subjective
nature of obscenity that disturbs great
men like Supreme Court Justice Hugo
Black, who fecls that the Ireedoms guar-
anteed by owr Constitution should be
absolutes —a solid, unshakable founda-
tion upon which our democracy is built,

We have discussed  at considerable
length, in previous installments of The
Playboy Philosophy, our own opinions
on the subject ol censorship. We e
fundamentally opposed to it in concept
— believing that any control over the
free exchange of ideas can be harmiul
to a free society. But if any restraing is
to be exercised over the speech and
press ol [ree men, then it must be

limited 1o those arcas where unbridled
expression can cause significant, prov-
able harm. And if any control over sex-
ual obscenity is 1o be justified on this
basis, then surely what is “obscene” must
be limited to only the most repugnant,
perverted, negative aspects ol sex — those
that would turn sex from a thing of
beauty and pleasure to a thing of pain,
brutality and horror.

But as history has proven, over and
over : 1, censorship strikes fivst at the
most delightiul, pleasurable aspects of
sex and leaves the perverted. the twisted
andd the vruly obscene to lourish.

Fortunately for us all. we live in a
time when sexual suppression is on the
wine, We are presently involved in what
nay rvightly be termed a Sexual Revolu-
tion and we have previously made clear
our conviction that this search for a
“new morality” should lead Americans
to a healthier, less hypocritical attitude
on an essential aspect of life oo long
hidden and repressed.

Some of us tend to forget just how far
we have managed to climb toward sexu-
al freedom in no more than two or three
generations.  Contemporary man  and
wonmun arce able to look at life and dis-
cuss it openly with one another in a
manner that would have been unthink-
able to our grandparents,

At the wirn of the century, the can-
cin —a lively dance ol the French music
halls of the time — was considered high-
ly licentious and was even outlawed in
Paris, but a liule pase the mideentury
mark, it seems perlectly proper enter-
tiinment 1o most evervone but Khru
shchev (who took a very dim view of the
performance he witnessed on the set of
the film Can-Can while visiting Holly-
wood a couple of years ago — Disneyland,
it may be remembered, was more his
speed):  Judge Thurman  Amold  re-
marked., in a Playboy Panel on “Sex and
Censorship in Literature and the Arts”
(July 1961), that pin-up photographs in
the Police Gazette that were regarded as
very hot swff when he was a lad
wouldn't warrant a second look from
the modern young man raised on Play-
mites: carly in the 1900s, a girl was
thought indecent, and was liable (o
arrest, il she ventured out on a public
beach in a bathing suit that bared her
knees, while a bikini-dlad lass of 1oday
wears a suit that covers little more ol
her anatomy than do her shoes and
gloves:  the archeensor and  bluenose
Anthony Comstock caused a national
sensiation over the painting of an inno-
cent young maid taking an early morn-
ing dip — Comstock called it “obscene,”
among other things (he had a rich. blue
vociabulary) — he made the painting [a-
mous and anyone who has e¢ver seen a
reproduction ol September Morn may




Why men in Accounting, Banking, Sales, Credit, Real Estate,

Traffic,Insurance, Government and the Armed Services

ndly iy

N SIP T

MUK

e

LAW

THALNING Folt
LEADERSNITP
-

i FL

H!,a"*“f

AKNOWLEDGE of Law is regarded today as in-
dispensable equipment in every activity of
business. The greatly increased role of govern-
ment in business, the many new problems of Law
involving taxes, insurance, contracts, liability,
employment, and much more—all require the
legally-trained executive who can make day-to-
day decisions effectively. That is why leading
corporations seek out such men forkey positions.

You can master Law easily and enjoyably
in your own home under the supervision of
LaSalle’s distinguished faculty—and the cost is
remarkably low. You work with actual legal
cases, acquiring real experience. Upon comple-
tionof your training, you are awarded a Bachelor
of Laws degree if qualified. The famed LaSalle
Law Library of 14 volumes is given to you as
part of your course.

For more than half a century LaSalle has been
an acl\nowledged leader in business training,

with more than 1,000,000 students. If
you are determined to add to your
present success in business —if you
want tosee how LaSalle’s training can
be of help to you— then mail the cou-
pon today for free booklet “Law Train-
ing for Leadership.” Send to LaSalle,
417 South Dearborn, Chicago 5, Ill.

| LASALLE |

A Correspondence Institulion
I 417 South Dearborn, Dept. 22-094, Chicageo 5, Winois I
I Please send me, free of cost or obligation, your I
illustrated booklet “Law Training for Leadership.”
\ é_. I 3 e e Age....... l
i I 2 e P l
— City &
% ‘ I Zone. Con I
L (L e e e e S B e SRl s
I Working |
Oceupntion . . ....... et e e Hours,..... . | R rM
I 236
-——.—.——-———_———I



PLAYBOY

PROTECTION

SO GOOD IT FILTERS
THE FILTERTIPS

un

 Whire filter
‘turns dark

DE - NICOTEA

(4

CIGARETTE HOLDER
with 10 King-Size filters

g~ Sipe e
40%, LARGER FOR MORE EFFICIENCY

One look at a used DE-NICOTEA filter
is more convincing than o thousand
words, because you can actually see
the amount of irritants it removes
from cigarette smoke. FOR REAL PRO-
TECTION, USE DE-NICOTEA.

AT MOST DRUG end TOBACCO COUNTERS

Send for Free De-Nicotea Folder, write Dept. P,
Alfred Dunhill, 11 East 26th Street, N, Y. C
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very well wonder what all the excite-
ment was about.

In the Sixtes nudity and sex no
longer project the same sense ol sin,
shame and guilt for most of us that
nade them such  deadening and  op-

pressive burdens  for  our  ancestors
throughout history (see  The Plavhoy
Philosophy,  August  and  September,

1963). The wgrowing acceptance ol
Freud's revelations vegarding the sexual
nature of man undoubtedly helpad Tree
us: more recently, Kinsey's statistics on
sexual behavior helped. oo, As scien-
tific pereeption has replaced medieval
superstition. the Tear and mystery sur-
rounding sex have been siripped away
and. with them, much ol sex’s power 1o
corrupt and pervert. As we have previ
ously observed, sexual perversion thrives
when normal sexual outlets — both phys-
ical and psychological — ave suppressed.

England’s excessive Puritanism over
the past two centuries must tike the
blame for not only the Englishman’s tra-
ditional lack ol spontancity, but the
counury’s extensive sexual perversion as
well. (Britain's more versatile prostitutes
offer, as a conunon practice, such varia-
tions on the sexual theme as flagellation,
lor both sadists and masochists. and
homosexuality has long been relerred to
as “the clish vice.”) England is now
undergoing a Sexual Revolution of its
own — about which a great deal is heing
written — that should markedly reduce
such deviations in the Tuwre and  the
chance of any more such pathetie public
displayvs as the Stephen Ward—Christine
Keeler—Aandv Rice-Davies wrial,

There as sull o stbstantial amount of
sick. sin-laden and sensational sex avail-
able in every medium of mass communi-
cation here in the United States. but
there is a growing willingness on the
part of many to accept sex more simply
and honestly. as a nagaral part of human
experience that need be neither sacred
nor prolanc.

Millions of Americans are reading the
sexual realism ol books long suppressed
as obscene without wirning into a wation
ol sex fiends.

On the one hand. we are sull offered
such tred wripe as The Case for Chas-
tify, a 1962 reprinting by The Reader’s
Digest ol an article that originally ap-
peared i that periodical in 1957, with
a briel introduction by the editors that
proclatms, “The problem it discusses is
as acute as it was 25 vears ago, and the
sound sdvice contained in the artcle is,
il anvthing, more pertinent.” Which
places the Digest in the interesting posi-
tion of apparently believing that sex has
stood still in America for the last 25
years; the article is as “pertinent” today
as it was in 1937 ounly in the sense
that it was inaccurate, opinionated pop-
pycock then, and still is now. (see The

Playboy Philosaphy, July 1963.)

In contrast, the August 2, 1963, issue
of Time includes a story that amounts 1o
an editorial endorsement of that grand
old dame of English pornography, Fanny
Hill. Said Time, reporting on a New
York trial in which a new edition of the
book (published by G. P. Putam’s Sons)
was held to be obscene: “Just when it
wis becoming fashionably sick, someonc
had to come along and remind every
bodv that sex ¢ be fun. The con-
temporary  live-foot shell abounds in
incest. lewd vagrancy. homosexual hanky-
panky, reckless dviving. and other subur-
ban indelicacies. Such - misdemeanors
scem thoroughly nearotic compared o
the plain il repetitive dalliance of Fanny
Hill, hevoine ol John Cleland’s Memoirs
of @ Woman of Pleasure. . .

“In an age when even serious authors
treit the sexual act in terms of a case
history or social protest (and the Olvmpia
Press™  prolessional  pornographers  are
driven to exploit De Sadean  whips.
chains and intricate multiple interlacings
to keep ahead of the uncensored press).
Fanny Hill's straightlorward heterosex-
wality must come as a shock. None of
her escapades, for instance, are as un-
savory as the AC.DC boy-meets-boy en-
counters ol James Baldwin's  Another
Couniry, nor are they as grubbily explicit
as the climactic sexual passage in Up-
dike's Rabbir, Run.

“Certainly Fanny no  common
harlot. Her Memoirs combine  literary
grace with a disarming enthusiasm lor
an activity which s, alter all, ouly
human.”

I'his

Wis

remarkably  refreshing  wribute
from Time olfters evidence of just how
far society has wraveled on the road to
sexual liberation, when it is remembered
that onlv a dozen years ago sister-publi-
cation  Life decried the obscenity in
the award-winning  best scllers From
Herve to Eternity by James Jones and
The Naked and the Dead by Norman
Mailer, in an editorial titled, “From
Here to Obscenity.”

It should also be remembered that in
writing his powerful war novel, Mailer,
no pussyfoot among contemporary au
thors, I'elt obliged o use fug and fugoing
for the more conventional four-letter
word and its gerund — i compromise no
sell-respecting writer ol realism, Mailer
included. would think of making today.

Mark Twain wrote, “Man has been
called the laughing animal, but the
monkey laughs: and he has been called
the animal that weeps, but several ol
the others do that. Man is merely and
exclusively the Immodest Animal. lor
he s the only one with a soiled mind.
the only one under the dominion of a
lalse shame.” The Society for Inde-
ceney o Naked Animals — an organiza-
tion with the avowed purpose of putting




pants on all domestic animals  ("lor
the sake ol decency™) — notwithstnding,
man suffers from a good deal less false
modesty and shame today than he did in
Samuel  Clemens” time. The modern
young male, and his female counterpart,
secem perlectly able 1o look at the nudity
ol a lellow human being — even one as
uncommonly voluptuous as Javne Mans-
ficld — without being reduced to an in-
articulate state of blushes, smirks and
snickers, or developing any ol the symp-
toms ol satvriasis or nymphomania. The
present generation is bheing given snple
opportunity to prove its new-found ma-
iy, too. as there is more human
nakedness on display nowadayvs  than
ever belore in the magazines and news-
papers people choose to read and the
motion pictures they go 1o see. And
we're not even considering the problem
ol all those unclothed domestic animals
runming avound loose — we'll ler SINA
worry about that.

There can be no question but that we
are living in o period ol marked social
chamge. In such a time ol wansition,
some portions ol socicty are certain 10
Iag behind the rest. It would be nice o
believe that the entire Jayne Mansheld
incident could be  explained on this
basis: that those responsible for the ar-
vest are simply somewhat “behind the
times,” as 1t were, and not aware ol the
changes that have taken place so recently
in contemporary standards. No such pos-
itive view seems possible. Not when the
June issue of rravsoy —or any issue of
PLAYBOY — is 50 far removed [rom any-
thing even remotely resembling the vruly
obscene, And not when reavioy s so
very much an accepred pare of the con
Lemporiny scene.

When we first hegan publishing the
magazine nearly 10 years ago, it was
much further ahead ol the mainstream
ol contemporary taste and opinion than
it is wday. The publication was in the
forcfront of a remarkable sociosexual
evolution tlat was then just beginning
o gain real momenunn. rravsoy has
continued to press forward in the years
between, but a major part ol society has
moved forward with i, This shilt in
PLAYBOY's position, relative to the rest of
society, can be seen both in terms ol the
magazine's own increased acceptance and
in the diminishing contrast bhetween the
more controversial aspects of reavsov's
cditorial content and that of a great
many other suddenly liberalized US.
publications.

The circulation success of the mag:
zine is by now legend: from a primary
readership ol just over 50,000 copies for
its first issue, in December 1953, rraveoy
has grown in popularity to an average
circulation ol over 1,750,000 for the first
six months ol 1963, with the Ligest sec
ondary, or pass-tlong, readership of anv

this lion
wears
a Rose

and so should you. This Rose is magnificently tailored in Surrsftv.iilf0
worsted to arm you to the teeth with distinction. When you feel
the urge to express your reserve power of good taste, choose
your favorite suit model from Rose Brothers superb collection %
of luxurious Surrétwill worsteds. At fine stores everywhere, or ROSE
write Rose Brothers, Inc.,, 275 7th Avenue, New York 1, N. Y. BROTHERS
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mujor magazine in America, pushing s
total number of readers cach month o
more than 15 million. This is community
acceptance, in a very real sense, (Inan
amicus briel filed by a “Group for the
Defense of Linterary and Artistic Free-
dom” in the California Tropic of Cancer
case discussed earlier, the sale ol the ma
ter in question was actually used  as
evidence of its having met with commu-
nity acceptance. The briel stated: ™. ..
over one million copies ol the book
have been distributed over the counters
ol bookstores and libraries throughout
the land. . . . Although we would not
cite such popularity as a necessary cvi-
tevion ol 4 work’s social importance, it
scems to us undentably sufficient” 10 a
onc-million-copy sale ol Tropic is “sul-
ficient.,” what must the continuing,
month-in-month-out sale of now nearly
two million copics of rrLAVBOY each issue
represent?)

The dimintshing contrast between this
and other publications in the editorial
approach to sex and nudity is cqually
evident —and l[urther prool ol rLAYVBOY'S
position, as regards contemporary com-
munity standards. We have alveady ol-
lered considerable evidence of this trend
toward a more forthright handling of sex,
in this and previous installments of the
Philosoply, in almost cvery arca of
communication — books, magazines, mov-
ies and television.

When pravsoy fiust began publishing,
the appearance ol a nude photograph in
a major American magazine was i real
ravity — not only in the Tamily-oriented
and women's magazines, but in the men's
magazines as welll The calendar com-
pany that owned the now-finmous nude of
Marilyn Monroc, that became rravsoy’s
first Plavmate of the Month, was so in-
timidated by the U.S. Post Olfice that
the only version ol the calendar they
dared to send through the mails in 1953
had a ludicrously artificial black negligee
overprinted on it Conurast that Post
Office position toward nudity with the
present administrative attitude, whereby
a second-class mailing permit was granted
last May to Sundial and Nude Living,
two American nudist magazines in wlich
both sexes appear together in photo-
graphs completely naked with the pubic
arcas exposed.

While no major magazine has scen
fit to go this Far with its nudity, figure
photography is appearing  with  in-
creased vegularity in the [amily and
women's magazines and the majority of
the men’s magazines now on the news-
stands of the nation indude photographs
ol undressed females in every issuc.

Harper's Bazaar published a [ull-page
nude of high fashion model Contessa
Christina Paolozzi early last year that
pllotog'mplwr Richard Avedon had orig-
inally intended to submit to rravsoy

(see Playboy After Hours, April 1962);
it provoked a stormy reaction in the
women's Lashton world. but primarily be-
cause the Contessa is so very well known
in high socicty. This May Pogue printed
a double-page, Tull-color higure study that
could have passed for a praveoy Play-
mate and it produced no apparent criti-
cism: and Bazaar bounced back with a
black-and-white nude in July with simi-
lar success.

Show Publisher Frank Gibney appar-
cntly learned a lesson Irom his briel
experience as cditor o PLAYBOY'S now
delunce Show Business Hlustrated, Tor hot
on the heels ol his two-issue diatribe
against The Playboy Club (he was a key-
holding  vesular  while  working  for
reaveey, but became a Bunny-baiter
alter moving over wo Shaw), his August
cover Guried a picture of Gina Lollo-
brigida as a mermaid. with naught but
a few strands of hair for a brassiere and
enough bare Gina revealed below so
that anything more would have matched
the maximum exposure of Nude Lizing,

Time has taken o runuing photos ol
an over-ripe tomato or two almost cvery
week and they offered readers a nude
back shot of actress Carroll Baker (in a
scene from her latest movie) in the issue
of July 5, [ollowed by a bare-hosomed
Fraiilein at a Bavarian health resort on
August 10,

Among the magazines for men, all hut
the  smallese handlul  publish - several
pages of nude photographs every issue
and a great many of them make reaysoy
look like Good Houscheeping by com-
pavison. Posing in the altogether has
become so respectable a part of contem
porary mores that well-established  film

ars like Arlene Dabl. Jane Fonda and
irley MacLaine willingly strip for spe-
cial magazine spreads. (In this issue,
FLAYBOY presents i nude picture storv on
Elsa Martinelli: within the next few
months, we will publish similar features
on Kim Novak, Susan Strasherg, Ursula
Andress and Mamie Van Doren.)

Nulity has become an accepred part of
American magazine publishing and mov-
ies are barer than ever, wo. From super
stars like Liz Taylor in the multimillion-
dollar Cleopatva 1o the unknown starlets
in the most inexpensive “nudic”™ films,
the givls are baring their all to boost the
hox-oflice appeal ol their pictures. More
signihcantly, in terms of the Jayne Mans
ficld—riaveoy arrest, the Chicago Censor
Board leflt uncut the seminude scenes in
Cleo: the nude shot ol Mailvin Monroe
in Marvityn: the male nudivy in The Sky
Above, the Mud Below: and the nude
bedroom scenes of June Ritchie in the
English 4 Kind of Loving, and of Romy
Schneider in the Nalian Boceacoio "70 —
both ol which invelved men (sce FEu-
rope’s New Sex Sivens, rrLavsoy, Sep-
tember 1963). Chicago’s censors have also

approved the showing ol a lengthy list
of nudist and “nudie¢” films during the
past year, with extensive female nudity
in scenes inchuding men.

But if nudity is now quite common in
motion pictures, bedroom embraces in
adult cinema are more the rule than the
exception. Indeed. in foreign films im-
ported to the UL S, it is difhcult to find
an example that does not incude at
least one tssle i, on, or near a sack.
The Lovers, The Cousins, The Balcony,
From a Roman Balcony, The L-Shaped
Room. Shoot the Piano Playey, Seven
Capital Sins, Five Day Lover, The Joker,
Odd  Obsession, Jules and  Jim, The
Truth. Phacdra and Never on Sunday —
all included tomfoolery twixt the sheets,
In Les Linisons Dangervenses, French film
star Gerard Philippe played mixed dou-
bles in bed with the bare Jeanne Valerie
and Aunctee Vadim.

And in the same month that we were
arrested for those photographs of a nude
Jayne Mansheld uving unsuccessfully o
entice her hubby into coming to bed, the
Chicago Censor Board approved the
showing ol Sweet Eestasy. in which see-
worthy sexpor Elke Sommer is decked
by a male member of a boat party, has
her clothes torn open, and is thoroughly
manhandled in the passionate, horizon-
tal embracing that ensues (see photos,
Page 82): in a previous scene on the same
alternoon, Miss Sommer rolls ibout on
a sandy beach with a different passion
pal and consummutes the sex et (while
the camera, in a lastminute display of
modesty. pans to the rolling surl),

The beach scene in Sweeet Lestasy re-
minded us of the wender seduction in the
sand in the Swedish ilm One Summer
of Happiness, and we recalled that the
Chicago Tribune had thought it per-
fectly permissible to run a photo, in the
Sunday roto section ol that conservative
family newspaper, showing the young
couple in a nude embrace.

In owr Jayne Manshield pictorial, as
we have menutoned. Tommy Noonan
was {ully dressed and there was no em-
brace: Javone's movie husband was seated
upright, on the edge of the hed,
In the same month as our arrest, two
other national  magazines ran photo-
graphs ol couples in bed: Esquive and
The Satwrday Evening Post (honest!).
The Post picture, in the issue of June 22,
showed Lan Fleming's bold British agent
James Bond, as portrayed by Sean Con-
nery inoa scene from 007's second hlm
advenmare, From  Russia, with  Love.
tucked under the covers with his latest
adversary, a sensuous blonde. The July
issue ol Esquive had, as its lead leature,
a picture profile of hip-beat author John
Filler: in the last photograph, Filler is
tucked under the covers with his hip

(concluded on page 256

ading,
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WHAT SORT OF MAN REA PLAYBOY?

A young man who keeps in step with the changing tempo of the sartorial scene, the PLAYBOY reader is
as current with the model he wears as the model he dates. And whether dressed for business or pleasure,
the impression he makes is impeccably correct. Facts: 63% of PLAYBOY readers own five or more suits.
Over 70% paid $71 or more to suit the season. And if the shoe fits, he wears it. 30% own five or more
pairs. 61% paid $20 or more when pairing up. 68% are fully accredited at leading department and
clothing stores. It's truly a fashionable man’s world. Ask the PLAYBOY reader—a man whose appear-
ance is tailored to set fashion trends. (Source: 1962 Playboy Male Reader Survey, Benn Management Corp.)
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poised between devouring love and destroying hate, the
screaming crowd burst through civilization’s thin veneer

‘““‘GORDON RENGS!" Shelley Makravetes chirped at me over the phone. “Give a listen to this, Gordon
Rengs! About that Roar of Charlemagne script you did for me two years ago? We're finally going with
; it, boy! With Anson Luddy in the lead, no less! We're shooting exteriors at the Pacoima ranch, and
Luddy'd like you standing by, for say two months, at your usual absurd price, of course, in case we
need any hurry-up script changes! We're budgeted at five mill on this one, Gordie, boy! This is in

the category of very large! An all-out, and pure family-type, can't miss, Gord!" '
Two smoggy Mondays later, at the studio ranch, | met Anson Luddy in the Brobdingnagian
) flesh. The whole downtown shopping district of Charles the Great's family-type walled home town of
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Frankfurt am Main Street had been re-
constituted there (“Instant Frankfurg”
Shelley announced to me with the crea-
tor's pride in his finished product); sud-
denly, from out of the mossy old castle
that apparently was the city hall, there
next to the municipal parking lot, came
striding this improbable family-type tor of
a man, dressed in homespun tunic, breast-
plate and visored helmet — part viking,
part Olympic discus thrower, part John-
ny Appleseed, part Paul Bunyan — with
maybe a smattering of heist-artist Ster-
ling Hayden and the merest smidgen of
trail-boss John Wayne; his jai-alai scoop
of a hand was held out to me in what I
took 1o be a welcoming.

No wonder Anson Luddy looked larger
than life: he was larger than any life
you see on your daily rounds, by several
inches, in any dimension you'd care to
name. There was no mystery about Shel-
ley Makravetes” willingness to hold up
production indefinitely, and to keep
reshuffling all the other expensive ingre-
dients in his multimillion golly-gee fam-
ily-type pie, in order to get this scowling
giant {or his leading man. It made no
difference whether Luddy played Gen-
ghis Khan or Beanstalk Jack, Robin
Hood or John Glenn: all over the world
prople by the massy millions would
throng to any theater that had Luddy's
incitement of a name on its marquee
to sce Luddy, more Luddy, nothing but
Luddy.

So, at 44, I took hold of the first hand
ever extended in my direction by a mo-
vie star of the first magnitude, and lis-
tened to his growl of a voice saying,
“Youre a man I've been wanting to
meet.” The vowels came at me rough-
edged and slow, as though reluctant
to leave his bullish throat.

“Oh? You mean, you like the scripe?”

“Seript?” From their vantage point
well over six-leet up, his crisp blue eyes
plied e with joyless questions. “Wasn't
talking about fool scripts.” He seemed
let down. He thinned his lips, which, 1
knew from three-dozen movies, generally
hung in mecaty immobility, too heavy
with programmatic standoffishness to al-
ter with the more superhicial play of
mood. “All right. If we're talking movie
talk: what do you think of this casting
me as Charlemagne?”

“My question ftirst: What do you think
of the script?”

Knotting of brows: “You've put down
the minimum of words to tell what looks
like a story, words that almost make
this kindergarten fabrication sound true,
words mediocre enough not to upstage
the actors: which means, 1 think it's a
good script, as scripts go. What do you
think of me as Charlemagne?”

“It's complicated. Originally, Shelley
had Tony Curtis in mind, so | wrote
Charlemagne as Tony Curtis. Tony Cur
us as Charlemagne would have been a

good Tony Curtis, and you as Charle-
magne will be a damned-good Anson
Luddy.”

“Meaning: this picture isn't about
Charlemagne, it's about Anson Luddy?”

“H 1 wnderstand the logic of the
movie business at all, it adds up to this:
Charlemagne can’t pack them in at the
box office, but Anson Luddy can and
does, so we call our hero Charlemagne
and make him come out Anson Luddy.
With this logic in mind, and intending
no sarcasm, I can honestly say: 1'm glad
you're doing the part.”

“I'd return the dubious compliment
and say I'm glad to be doing it,” he said,
narrowing his eyes, “but I don’t think
you give a damn one way or the other.”

With that, he squinted provocatively
at me for a moment, then wrned and
made his ponderous, cannonball-shoul-
dered, sequoia-thighed way to his mobile
dressing room, where he sat on the
stairs, pulled a book [rom under his
chest armor, and settled down with
grouty lips to read. From time to time
he raised his bluesherbet frosts of eyes
to consider me, but whether this was in
contemplation or derision, 1 had no
idea.

- - -

For the next two weeks Luddy stayed
in his corner whenever he wasn't doing
a scene, reading, and I sat a cautious
half-block away, satisfied to reinforce the
psychic distance between us with some
ol its physical counterpart, doing my
best not to go to sleep. During those 10
working days I was asked to change
exactly seven words in the script; in one
case an “a” was substituted for a “the”
and in another, alter lengthy conferring
a “these” was made a “those.” Comput-
ing it on a piecework basis, the studio
was paying me exactly $571.43 for each
word change, more than Lincoln had
been reimbursed for the entire Gertys
burg Address or the English barons lor
their superior phrase-making in  the
Magna Charta; and as for the inspired
prophet who inscribed those two Letters
to the Corinthians, I doubt that he re-
ceived for his total effort a royalty check
anywhere close to my rate per word. The
literary market, 1 reflected, is nothing if
not erratic.

On the morning of the third Monday,
Shelley came over o the disc-wheeled
tumbrel in the shadow of which 1 was
stretched out on the grass doing my
usual crossword puzzle. He patted one
of the twitchy Arabian steeds hitched 1o
the expertly ruded-up conveyance.

“When’s the last time you got paid
this kind of coin lor not writing?"

“Lvery time I work on a movie | get
paid this kind ol coin for not writing.
The industry won't come ol age unil
it gives up the pretense that the scenar-
ist’s job has anything in common with
writing.”

"Any suggestions for a more fitting
term?”’

“A few come to mind. Creative Typ-
ing. Tenoning and Mortising  with
Words for Fun and Profit. The Syllabi-
fication of the Inconsequential in Con-
versational Mode. We'll find something.”

“A meat cleaver down on your meat
head, buddy-boy.” Shelley brooded for a
while. “That Anson worrics me. How
much horseback fighting and tearassing
around parapets can you do on Metre-
cal?” He drifted off.

Two days later, when lunch break
came, I went over as usual to the truck
that served us as commissary, a sort of
Monecl-metal chuck wagon, got my card-
board plate heaped high with short
order specialties (Salisbury-steak patty,
twist of carrot, spill of cottage cheese,
soggy pineapple ring) and walked back
to my retreat alongside my tumnbrel. In
a moment a gravelly voice from behind
ground out, “You're not going to eat
that slop?”

It was Luddy, in a sort of burlap
jerkin.

“Don’t kmow what else to do with it,”
I said.

“l can think of something,” Luddy
said. He reached for the plate, went
over to the horses tethered before the
cart, and offered them my lunch. The
animals jawed the garbage out of sight
in two seconds, and looked as pleased
as if they had just eaten uncorrupted
high-protein grass. Luddy came back
and flopped on the lawn next to me.
“I'll see that you get some decent chow
today. I should have invited you to
lunch before, but | had some reading
to do.” He held up a book, one of mine,
Messages, Hinls. "Hard to get, and hard
to read.”

“Hard to write, t0o.” He'd caught me
so far off base that 1 had no lurther gems
to offer.

"I can believe it. Parts of it have bite,
especially the parts about Spain. But you
go too far with the word games. The
words can get in front of the people.”

Could 1 have put it beter myself?
“The dodge of a writer in his first grop-
ings: the hideout of style. If you don't
see your people clearly, weave embroi-
deries of words around them: diver
sionary mancuver. Most books arc about
words rather than people, I'd say. Be-
tause most writers are better at weaving
words than sceing people.” I followed
his powershovel hands as they wried 1o
restore order to his blond hair. I know
the book’s not casy going. All the same,
it shouldnt take two-and-a-half wecks
o —"

“Don’t get me wrong: | started it yus-
terday and finished it today. Since we
started shooting I've read all nine ol
your books.”

I said. “Don’t you know you can get
blackballed  (continued on page 216)
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Tm: LAUDABLE PURPOSE of freeing the
voung and the beautiful from the tangled
skein of inhibition is best accomplished,
folklore has it, by the 10-to-1 martini.

For boors, perhaps. For those who
would dynamite a trout pool, yes. For
gentlemen, no. Even for the merely
sophisticated, no. Alcohol in volume may
increase the carnal appetite, but it raises
hell with participatory appreciation. And
even il the baseball-bat approach be con-
sidered (as it may have to be, granted,
in very special cases) the martini, the
Rotarian’s delight, is not the instrument
of choice. The martini looks and tastes
like what it is: a cold anesthetic. As
strong and innocent-tasting a drink as is
known 1o the civilized world is this,
invented in the 1930s by a man behind
the Wrigley Building bar in Chicago and
called A Raincheck for the Departing
Guest:

1 part tequila

4, Fulstrength Scotch (114.2 proof)

1y Drambuie

Juice of half a lime.

This confection, you will note, is, save
a teaspoon of lime juice, all alcohol; but
unlike a martini, a Raincheck tastes like
fruit punch. The Scotch kills off the
tequila; the Drambuie, being a Scotch-
base liqueur, smooths down the whisky;
the lime juice cuts back the sweetness of
the Drambuie and lends the jolly fruit-
tup overtaste. Most drinks touted as
strong are either nothing of the kind or
clse they taste like blowtorch fuel. The
martini is a strong drink, and the taste
tells you so. The original zombie was a
strong drink, and the sheer volume of it
told you so. The Raincheck is a strong
drink and it warns you not at all. (It
should be made with Fulstrength Scotch
only, and vou may have a little trouble
tinding that brand today. The best of
Briush luck 1o you.)

Another virtue of the Raincheck is
that the inclusion of Drambuie in the
lormula gives it a foothold in the infi-
nitely interesting world of liqueurs, bran-
dies and cordials. [It's strange that we
make comparatively so little use of
liqueurs in this country. Their variety
endlessly  rewards exploration. Many
have fabulously interesting histories, and
a modicum of knowledge about them can
proliferate into remarkably interesting
conversatonal discourse. And it is not
true that there is only one aphrodisiac
among liqueurs (absinthe) and that one
banned. Al liqueurs. cordials and crémes
are aphrodisiacs. Not chemically, but in
the subtler sense: students of such mat-

LIQUEURS: AN APPRECI

a connoisseur’s tour through the exotic, the
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esoteric, the elysian in after-dinner nectars

ters know that all smooth, spicy, scented
substances are aphrodisiacs, foods as well
as liquors. A grilled double lamb chop is
not aphrodisiac but lobster newburg is.

The well-tended private bar has a
capacious liqueur section, and the bottles
with which it is stocked can be dismally
dull or most intriguing, an accurate re-
flector of the personality of he who has
done the stocking. A bottle of cognac, one
of B&B and a flagon of domestic créme de
menthe do not constitute a gentleman’s
array of liqueurs. A more nearly com-
plete catalog impends. Meanwhile, this is
as good a place as any in which to state
that the following discourse does not
constitute a total listing of the world’s
liqueurs, or of those liqueurs available in
the domestic market; it is not a listing of
anything save what has interested and
pleased me alone. I have made no attempt
at achieving a complete encyclopedia and
if 1 do not include your favorite eau de
vie, or the one in which you have a com
mercial interest, kindly do not send your
complaint to me.

Exotics like barack-palinka and Calisay
and mandarine are tempting, but the
basics, the foundation stones, should be
considered first, and the first of the basics
is the prince of liqueurs, Chartreuse.
There are two kinds of Chartreuse, and
all yellow Chartreuse, according to an
ancient saying, would be green if it could.
Green Chartreuse runs 110 proof, which
means that it is 55 percent alcohol, and
contains, according to various authorities,
130 or 250 or 136 separately identifiable
ingredients, most of them herbs. It is
unique. The formula is one of the world’s
best-kept secrets, and the liqueur cannot
be duplicated without it: Chartreuse has
defied analysis by every means presently
known to us. Yellow Chartreuse is 86
proof and its formula lists 110 ingredi-
ents, it is said. Although the lesser of the
two, yellow Chartreuse is probably the
best of the liqueurs jaunes or yellow
liqueurs, a category that takes in all the
herb- and seed-based forms. (Among com-
mon liqueur ingredients which an expert
taster can quickly pick out: fennel,
anise, sage, orrisroot, ginger, cloves, nut-
meg, cardamom, calamus root, lemon
balm, génépi, angelica root, arnica, amber,
cinnamon, caraway, aloes, the pits of
almonds, peaches, apricots, plums, cher-
ries, citrus rind, orange blossom, cacao,
coftee, tea, sugar, honey, gentian, worm-
wood, rose petals, violets, hyssop, myrtle,
rosemary, sage, mint, grapefruit.)

Chartreuse is strong stufl, far stronger,
at 110 proof, than brandy or bourbon,
although a long way under the brutal
150-proof (continued on page 204)
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NO TIME FOR THE BILLIARD BALLET

this was it, they decided, this would liberate them from the rat race

DRIVING HOME, Ray said, “Want to stop at the
Hibiscus for a nightcap or something?”

“A drink? Just before bed? I don’t think so.
Unless you particularly want one for some rea-
son.”

“No. We could make it coffee if you'd rather.
They have a coffee shop.”

She didn’t answer immediately, and when he
glanced at her the corners of her mouth were
bunched in a repressed smile. Quickly she said,
“All right, let’s stop if you like. Only I think Fll
have tea; coftee keeps me awake.”

“What's funny?”

“Nothing.”

“Come on, Sophia.”

»

She let her mouth relax in a laugh. “You really
don’t know? Well, it’s just that you've started
the Sunday-night Stall; I've been wondering what
it would be this week.”

“The what?” He touched the brake, then
curved onto the turnoff for the pink-neoned
motel-bar-and-restaurant on the paralleling serv-
ice road.

“Well, last Sunday when we got home from
the movies it was a sudden revival of interest in
chess. Since it was 11:40 at night and we don't
much like chess or really know how to play it and
I had no idea of where the set was anyway, I sug-
gested calling it a day and getting to sleep. In-
stead, you reread most (continued on page 156

fiction By JACK FINNEY
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“I went to the craziest party tonight! We played a game thal’s
sort of like Musical Charrs. 1t's called Musical Beds . . . "

103



how to talk dirty and influence

people

PLUMERI

part one of an autobiography by lenny bruce



introduetion: Once upon a time, when every-
one else was afraid to speak out about a certain infal-
lible emperor as he paraded grandly through the
streets, there was one little boy who insisted that the
emperor was naked. That little boy grew up to be
Lenny Bruce, the most controversial — and the most
busted — comic of our generation.

Today, almost every time Bruce opens his mouth
or takes his medicine he gets arrested, either for ob-
scenity or on a narcotics charge. '

His narcotics busts have occurred in Philadelphia
(dismissed), Miami (dismissed), Van Nuys, California
(dismissed), and in Hollywood (convicted). In the
Hollywood case earlier this year, a jury found him
guilty despite conflicting expert testimony; two doc-
tors stated that a series of standard chemical tests
proved that he was not an addict, but two psychiatrists
who interviewed him briefly said he was. Instead of
sentencing Bruce to jail, the judge invoked Califor-
nia’s “Department 95" which provides for indefinite
hospitalization for a period of up to 10 years. The case
has been appealed and, as of this writing, Bruce is
free and working.

Why all those narcotics arrests? Bruce says emphat-
ically that he takes only certain legally prescribed
drugs for physical trouble related to a couple of bouts
with hepatitis years ago and carries with him letters
by three physicians to that effect. But the letters carry
no weight with vice-squad officers whose real intevest
in him, Bruce says, is a desire to somehow punish him
for his night-club material.

There does seem to be a correlation: besides ob-
scenity arvests in San Francisco (acquitied), Chicago
(convicted in absentia, one year and $1000, under ap-
peal), and Los Angeles (two cases dismissed, one pend-
ing), Lenny has also been the target of police warnings,
visitations and investigations in almost every city that
he’s worked. Night after night, teams of detectives
loom in his audiences, eagerly kecping scorve of his
“dirty” words. (Since one of the legal criteria for de-
termining obscenity is the appeal to prurient interest,
Bruce is fond of saying: “If any of my words stimulate
police officers sexually, they are in a lot of trouble.”)

The word watchers and vice raiders have also taken
to hitting Bruce in the bankbook, using their flashing
badges to badger nervous night-club owners. In Van-
couver last year, a club owner regretfully closed Bruce
out after local officials threatened to tear up the club’s
license. The same thing happened in Australia. And,
earlier this year, Bruce wasn’t even allowed to enter
England. Theve is no way of knowing just how many
potential U.S. bookings have dricd up under official
heat, but it is safe to say that (1) the majority of Amer-
ican club owners admire Bruce but (2) they're now
afraid to touch him.

Police action against Bruce has become so consistent
that Variety deemed it newsworthy to report that he
was not arrested during his engagement earlier this
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year at San Francisco’s Off Broadway.

But Bruce has not compromised his performances.
On opening night at Off Broadway, a man in the
audience suddenly hollered out with spontaneous sin-
cerity: “Lenny, you're honest!”

That salute has become the rallying cry of the many
perceptive people who admire and respect the man
upon whom Time magazine originally hung the alba-
tross label of sick comedian — “the sickest of them all.”
To his supporters, Bruce’s brand of humor is not an
illness but a potent antibiotic, capable of attacking —
and perhaps curing — our real social ills.

“Lenny Bruce is here to talk about the phony,
frightened, lying world,” wrote the Chicago Tribune’s
Will Leonard scant days before Bruce’s obscenity ar-
rest at Chicago’s Gate of Horn this year. And Richard
Christiansen, in the Chicago Daily News, termed Bruce
“the healthiest comic spirit of any comedian working
in the United States today.” His act, said Christiansen,
“is right smack at the center of a true comedy that
strips all prejudices and reveals man’s inhumanity to
man.”

Total honesty, of course, is not necessarily total
wisdom or even total goodness. In Bruce, a compul-
sive, albeit honest, desire to develop the inherent
humor in macabre situations is often misunderstood
by literal-minded hsteners. Accused of being sadistic
in his comedy, he once replied: “If there is any sadism
in my work, I hope I . . . well, if theve is, I wish some-
one would whip me with a large belt that has a big
brass buckle.”

Unable to grasp the subtle side of Bruce, his enemies
have been forced to attack the one thing about him
that they do understand — his vocabulary. Much like
the militant folk of Butte County, California, who
succeeded in having several copies of the scholarly,
670-page Dictionary of American Slang destroyed be-
cause it contained some words they considered obscene,
many Bruce-haters would like to see him burned be-
cause he, too, contains a few dirty words.

But there is a reason for Bruce’s “dirty” words and,
fortunately, there are still some articulate people who
see it. Columnist Ralph ]. Gleason, writing in the
San Francisco Examiner, put it this way: “That Bruce
can be hilariously, brilliantly funny without the use
of his steaming vocabulary is absolutely true. But it
also seems to me that it is equally beside the point . . .

“Lenny Bruce says that words are not, in and of
themselves, dirty. That he illustrates this by the use
of words you and I may think are dirly, and in the
process cleanses these words, seems to me to have con-
siderable reputable precedent, not the least of which
s Lawrence and Joyce.

“Bruce constantly, and in an infinite variety of ways,
attacks the hypocrisy of today’s world . . . Lenny Bruce
makes you think and makes you examine your basic
attitudes. This is upsetting. If it distresses you and you
can’t come to grips with it, then perhaps the hang-up

is yours, not his.”

Writing on the subject of Bruce and his vocabulary,
Professor John Logan of the University of Notre Dame
came to a similar conclusion: “I find him a brilliant
and inventive moralist in the great tradition of comic
satire — Aristophanes, Chaucer, Joyce. If his use of
four-letter words constitutes obscenity, then those sat-
irists were also obscene.”

His curiosity aroused, he tells us, by all that he has
read and heard about himself, Lenny Bruce recently
decided to figure himself out by writing his own story.

The vesult is an autobiography that is much more
than merely factual —it is true. It explains the why
and how of Lenny Bruce. And, because we believe
that Bruce is worth understanding, we are proud to
present —in this and forthcoming issues of PLAYBOY —
his story.

Any potential reader who may have been offended
by Bruce’s language onstage is forewarned that “How
to Talk Dirty and Influence People” is written in the
same idiom. To have altered it would have been un-
true to what he is. :

As Kenneth Tynan, Britain’s leading drama critic,
has written: “We are dealing with an imprompiu
prose poet, who trusts his audience so completely that
he talks in public no less outrageously than he would
talk in private . . . Hate him or not, he is unique, and
must be seen.”

Similarly, we believe, he must be read.

LADIES WITH SHORT HAIR are Lesbians; colored men are
built abnormally large; Filipinos come quick.

Such bits of erotic folklore were related daily. to my
mother by Mrs. Janesky, a middle-aged widow who
lived across the alley, despite the fact that she had
volumes of books delivered by the postman every month
— A Sane Sex Marriage, Ovid the God of Love, How Lo
Make Your Marriage Partner More Compatible—which
always arrived in a plain brown wrapper marked
*“Personal.”

She would begin in a pedantic fashion, using aca-
demic medical terminology, but within 10 minutes she
would be spouting her hoary hornyisms. Their conver-
sation drifted to me as I sat under the sink, picking at
the ripped linoleum, day-dreaming and staring at my
Aunt Mema's Private Business, guarded by its sink-
mate, the vigilant C-N bottle, vanguard of Lysol, Zonite
and Messingil.

Aunt Mema's Private Business, the portable bidet,
was a large red rubber bulb with a long black nozzle. I
could never figure out what the hell it was for. I thought
maybe it was an enema bag for people who lived in
buildings with a super who wouldn’t allow anyone to
put up nails to hang things on; I wondered if it was the
horn that Harpo Marx squeezed to punctuate his silent
sentences. All I knew was that it definitely was not to
be used for water-gun battles, (continued on page 108)



GOLDENBERG AND THE
THREE BEHRS

oncE uros A TIME, there were three
Behrs — Edward  Behr, Keith Behr,
and Wesley Behr, They were brothers,
and they lived in adjoining houses in
a small town in Connecticut. One
morning, an hour after they all
caught the 8:03 for Manhattan, a
brush salesman named Goldenberg
called at Edward’s house.

When  Edward's  beautiful — wife
opened the door, Goldenberg forgot
all about his brushes and started to
make love to her. But she was too
cold. Feeling insecure because of her
seeming  indifference toward him,
Goldenberg seized his sample case
and fled to the house next door.

There he met Keith's wife, who was
also very lovely, so he began to make
love to her too. But she was too hot.
Possessed by a deep-seated fear that
he wouldn't be able to satisfy her,
Goldenberg grabbed his sample case
and went to the next house,

When Goldenberg saw  Wesley's
comely wife, he made love to her also.
And to his delight he found out that
she was neither too cold nor too hot,
but just right. So he spent the day
with her.

That afternoon the three brothers
returned from work a little earlier
than usual. When Edward noticed
that his wife's lipstick was smeared,
he ran next door to Keith's house and
said to his brother, “Somebody’s been
making love to my wile.”

Keith suddenly mnoticed that his
wife's lipstick was also smeared. So he
and Edward ran next door to Wes
ley's house. “Somebody’s been making
love to my wifel” cried Keith tw
Wesley.

The three of them began searching
through the house for Wesley's wile,
and they finally found her in the
master bedroom. She was in what
they refer to in nonfairy tales as a
compromising position with Golden-
berg. “Somcbody's been making love
to my wile,” said Wesley. “And there
he is!™

Instead of panicking, Goldenberg
calmly pot out of the bed, began to
dress, and said, “Did I have a day
today! First I tried making love to
Edward’s wife, but she was too cold
and I felt insecure with her (at this
Edward snickered knowingly). Then 1
tricd making love to Keith's wife, but
she was too hot and 1 felt 1 couldn’t
satisfy her (at this Keith smiled in-
wardly). And then 1 made love to
Waesley's wife, and I found her to be
neither too cold nor too hot — but
just right. And very obliging and co-
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operative too, I might add. Now she
is planning to divorce Wesley and
leave with me for Australia, where 1
will open up a brush store.”

So Edward and Keith killed him.

CITRONELLA

ON THE FRENCH RIVIERA there lived a
beautiful young rich girl named
Ciwronella. While her stepmother and
two stepsisters were running around
all the time having fun, Citronella
was forced to sit home every day and
supervisc the staff of 24 houschold
servants.

One day the dashing Duke of Mes-
merania decided to throw a beach
party at his own private waterway —
the Mediterranean Sea —and all the
fair maidens from miles around were
invited to attend. But when Citron-
ella asked to go, her stepmother and
stepsisters laughed at her.

“Who ever heard of a houschold
manager going to a beach party?”
they said. “Besides, we're all to wear
bikinis, and you don’t own one. You
would look ridiculous in a bikini.
Absolutely ridiculous! Nude you look
great, but in a bikini ... !

Then they laughed again, put on
their bikinis, and went to the party.

Poor Citronella. She had a ward
robe of 135 gowns, but no bikimnis.
How she cried! How she wanted to
go to the beach party!

All of a sudden a handsome young
man with stenciled eyebrows and a
ncat pompadour appeared.

“Who are you?” asked Citronclla.

“l am the fairy dress designer,”
said the young man. “Your step-
mother just hired me this moming.
I am sorry to sce you look so sad.
1 will make you a bikini so that you
can go to the beach party too.”

In a flash he removed a bandanna
that he wore around his neck, and
with the aid of a pair of scissors and
ncedle and thread, he magically trans-
formed it into a cunning bikini.

Bursting with joy Citronella re
moved her clothes, and while the fairy
dress designer looked on indiiferentty,
she put on the bikini.

“You'd better return at 12 o’clock,”
he warned her, as she prepared to
leave.

“Why?" asked Citronella.

“I don’'t know,” he said. “It
sounded like a good dramatc thing
to say. Acwally, as far as I'm con-
cerned, you can stay a week il you
like.”

What a glorious time Citronella
had at the beach partyl She danced
every dance (continued on page 238)
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how to talk dil‘tr.‘,’ tcontinuced from page 106)

and that what it was for was none of my
business.

When you're eight years old, nothing
is any of your business.

All my inquiries about Aunt Mema'’s
large red rubber bulb, or why the hairs
came out of the mole on her face and
nowhere else, or how come the talcum
powder stuck between her nay-nays,
would get the same answer: “You know
too much already, go outside and play.”

Her [ear of my becoming a preteen
Leopold or Loeb was responsible [or
my getting more [resh air than any other
kid in the neighborhood.

In 1932 you really heard that word a
lot — "business.” But it wasn't, "I won-
der what happened to the business.”
Everyone knew what happened to the
business. There wasn't any. “That dumb
bastard President Hoover” was blamed
for driving us into the Depression by
people who didn’t necessarily have any
interest in politics, but just liked saying
“That dumb bastard President Hoover.”

I would sit all alone through endless
hours and days, scratching out my home-
work on the red Big Boy Tablet, in our
kitchen with the shiny, flowered oil-
cloth, the icebox squatting over the pan
that constantly overflowed, and the over-
head light, bare save for a long brown
string with a knot on the end, where
flics fell in love.

I sort of felt sorry for the damn flies.
They never hurt anybody. Even though
they were supposed to carry disease, 1
never heard anybody say he caught any-
thing [rom a fly. My cousin gave two
guys the clap, and nobody ever whacked
her with a newspaper.

The desperate tension of the Depres-
sion was lessened for me by my Philco
radio with the little yellow-orange dial
and the black numbers in the center.
What a dear, sweet friend, my wooden
radio, with the sensual cloth webbing
that separated its cathedrallike archi-
tecture from the mass airwave propa-
ganda 1 was absorbing—it was the
beginning of an awareness of a whole
new fantasy-culture . . .

“Jump on the Manhattan Merry-Go-
Round — the Highway, the Byway, to
New York Town . . ."”

“And here comes Captain Andy now

The biggest swinger was Mr. First-
Nighter. He always had a car waiting
for him. "“Take me 1o the little theater
oft Times Square.” Barbara Luddy and
Les Tremayne.

And Joe Penner said: “Hyuk, hyuk,
hyuk.”

“With a doud of dust, the speed of
light and a hearty Hi-Yo Silver Away!”

Procter & Gamble provided many
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winners with the same formative expo-
sure.

Long Island had loads of screen doors
and porches. Screen doors to push your
nose against, porches to hide under.
Tt always smelled funny under the porch.
I had a continuing vision of one day
crawling under there and finding a large
cache of money, which 1 would spend
nobly on my mother and aunt — but not
until they explained the under-the-sink
apparatus; and, if there was enough
money, perhaps Mema would e¢ven dem-
onstrate it for me.

I would usually hide under the porch
until it came time to “get ir.”

“You just wait till your father comes,
then you're really gonna get it.” 1 al-
ways thought what a pain in the ass
it would be to be a father. You have to
work hard all day and then, instead of
resting when you come home, you have
to “give it” to someone. I didn’t “get it”
as much as other kids, though, because
my mother and father were divorced.

I had to wait until visiting days to
“get it.”

I look back in tender relished anger,
and I can smell the damp newspapers
that waited on the porch for the Good-
will — they never picked up anything we
gave them because we never had it
packed right—and I can hear the muf-
fled voices through the kerosene stove.

“Mickey, 1 don’t know what we're
going to do with Lenny. He was so [resh

to Mema. You know what he asked?™

Then they would all laugh hysteri-
cally. And then my father would schlep
me from under the porch and whack
the crap out of me.

For being fresh to Mema. For forget-
ting to change my good clothes alter
school and catching my corduroy knick-
ers on a nail. And for whistling. I would
even “get it” for whistling,

I used to love to whistle. The first
tune | learned to whistle was Amapola.
“Amapola, my prety little poppy. . . ."
| received most of my musical education
from the sounds that walted from the
alley of Angelo’s Bar and Grille, Ladies
Invited, Free Lunch. 1 was enthralled
with the discovery of the jukebox: a
machine that didn't sew, drill, boil or
kill: a machine solely for fun.

I almost always made a good score
in back of Angelo’s Bar and Grille; the
loot consisted of deposit bottles. But
there was a hangup — you could never
find anyone willing to cash them. The
most sought-after prize was the large
Hoflman bottle which possessed a five-
cent bounty.

Mr. Geraldo, our neighborhood gro-
cer, cashed my mother’s relief check and
so he knew we had barely enough money
for staples. Therefore, the luxury of soda

pop in deposit bottles was obviously
far beyond our ¢conomic sphere. Besides,
he couldn’t relate to children. He dis
liked them because they made him
nervous.

“Could 1
please?”

“No, the water's broken.”

When I brought the bottles to him,
he would interrogate me without an
ounce of mercy. “Did you buy these
herc? When did you buy them?” I
would always fall prey to his Olga-of
Interpol tactics. “Yes, I think we bought
them here.” Then he would finger-
thump me on the back of the head, as
if he were testing a watermelon. “*Get the
hell outta here, you never bought any
soda here. I'm going to report your
mother to the welfare man and have him
take her check away.”

1 could hear the welfare man saying
to Mema: “Your nephew —you know,
the one who knows too much already
— he’s been arrested on a Deposit Bot-
tle Charge. We have to take your check
away.”

Then where would Mema go? We
would all have to live under the porch,
with the funny smell.

That was the big threat of the day

-taking the check away. Generalities
spewed forth: The goyim were always
being threatened with the loss ol their
checks because of their presence in bars,
and the Yidden for their presence in
hanks.

Another sure way for a family to lose
its check was for any member to be
caught going to the movies. But 1 didn’t
worry about that. My friend and 1 would
sneak in, hide under the seats while the
porter was vacuumning, and then, after
the newsrcel was over, we would pop
up in the midst of Lou Lehr's “Mongees
is da chrrazziest beeple . . "

Anyway, my next stop with the de-
posit bottles would be the King Kullen
Market. The manager stared at me. |
returned his stare with no apparent
guile. I tried o look as innocent and
Anglo-Saxon as Jackie Cooper, pouting,
pooched-out lip and all, but I'm sure
looked more like a dwarfed Maurice
Chevalier.

“I bought them yesterday—1 don’t
know how the dirt and cobwebs got in-
side .. ."”

He cashed the bottles and I got my
20 cents.

I bought a Liberty magazine for my
mother. She liked to read them because
the reading time was quoted: “four min-
utes, three seconds.” She used to clock
herself, and her chief aim was to beat the
quoted time. She always succeeded, but
she probably never knew what the hell
she had read.

I bought Aunt Mema a 12-cent jar of
Vaseline. She ate it hy the ton. She was

(continued on page 158)

have a glass of water,
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the definitive statement on the coming
P trends in men’s wear and accessories

TER® attire By ROBERT L. GREEN
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Offbeat leanings are indulged at a fashionable fin-de-siecie saloon in burgeaning Old Town, Chicago's Greenwich Villagey
bahemian quarter—ac bustling artists’ enclave of renovated brawnstones, period ice-cream parlors, Gay Nineties grog
shops, Victorion cafes and Edwardian coffeehouses. Extravagant tippers are impeccably attired in natural-shouldered,

three-button jackets with center vents and fiop packets, | to r: white cashmere with blue-and-yellow averplaid, by Stanley
Blacker, $85; block-ond-white wool glen plaid, by Cricketeer, $40; blue Irish-wool herringbone, by Honover Hall, $40.




II". TWO MA JOR STYLISTIC REVOLUTIONS of the past decade-and-a-half (Ivy and Continental), each
having made important contributions to a sound fashion profile, appear ready for a season of
harmonious coexistence. There will be significant innovations in every aspect of men’s dothing,
of course, but this year there is no overriding trend transforming well-planned wardrobes into
apparel museums. Accordingly, if the soul of a man is his clothes, as Shakespeare once wrote, then
this is an excellent year for sartorial soul-searching and a perfect time to increase the variety of duds
hanging in your closet and stashed away in your dresser.

You'll never have a better chance to augment your array of business apparel, because the vested
three-button suit, reflecting regulation lvy tailoring and various Continental modifications, remains

essentially unchanged. Since last year's natural shoulders and standard jacket lengths are still in force,

the innovations are minor: slightly wider lapels and a moderately (text continued on page 116)

PHOTOGRAFPHY BY DON BRRONSTEIN
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Revelers revive !';age d'Or amidst Old World opulence of The Midos Touch, onother vintage-decorated Second City spa,
By controst, guy ot left cuts cleanly contemporary figure in nailhead worsted suit with one-button front, clover-shawl lapels,
no vents, quorter-top trouser pockets, by Monie Cristo, $125; cotton shirt with French cuffs, detachable collor, by Hathaway,
$10. Welkin ringer hoisting goblet is no less unimpeachably accoutered in his three-piece Docron-wool herringbone suit
with flop pockets, lop seams, center-hook vent, by North Park, $50; cotton-broadcloth shirt with topered body, by Aetna, $6.




much adiev obaut nufhing but o weekend business trip, feminine pholonx detains deparfing swain with hﬂlping hands
d farewells. Bearded in his den's doorway, he's lionized in water-repe | herringbone topcoat with fly front,
raglon sleeves, flap pockets, side vents, zip-in acrylic-pile lining, by Alligator, $44; wool-silk suit with two-button front,

slanted flap pockets, side vents, trousers with quarter-top pockets, by Eagle, $115; cotton-broadcloth shirt with medium

spread collar, tapered body, French cuffs, by Von Heusen, $5: blue herringbone-weave silk twill tie, by Countess Mara, $10.
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Revving up Rolls-Royce roadster for an old-fashioned ride clong Chicago's
up a pretty passenger. Front man is ready to wheel and deal in cotton-corduroy gre

double-breasted fronl, quilted Ilnmg, L.y Cortefiel, $50. Runmng brsc:rder will be ndmg hlgh in cotton-

knit collar, matching




Well-armed customer hands her friends o laugh while casing curiosities on display ot The Emporium, a quaintly cluttered
gift shop in old-fashioned Old Town. Fellow browsers are neatly new-fashioned, casually correct: bloke ot left in mohair-
wool crew-neck pullover, by McGregor, $18, wool-flannel belt-loop trousers, by YMM, $17; guy ot center in Indian-potterned
wool zipper cardigan, by Brentwood, $22.50, tapered Dynel whipcord slacks with quarier-top pockets, by H.L.5,, $7; right-hand
man in mohair-wool cardigan with sueded elbow potches, by Himalaya, $21, wool-flannel belt-loop trousers, by Corbin, $24.




At Moody's Pub, wee-hour wotering place for Chicago's ofter-theater crowd, toasting and tippling are first order of busi-
ness at formal meeting of hot-stove league, presided over by elegantly aitired gentlemen-about-Old-Town. Escort ot left
is immaculate in wool-hopsack dinner jacket with sotin shawl collar, flap pockets, center venl, tapered formal trousers, $80,
matching tie and waistcoat, $17, both by After Six. Other man warms hands, dazzles dote in Dacron-worsted formal suit
with silk-faille notched lapels, marcon figured jacket lining, $110, matching tie and woistcoat, $20, both by Lord West.
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slimmer outline (showing up in trimmer
jacket waists and narrower (trousers).
Thus, you can cast your eyce in the direc-
tion of the newer one- and two-button
suits (both featuring squarer shoulders),
which are excellent for those occasions
when an additional wouch of urbanity is
desired. Suit colors will be livelier
(lighter hlues, grays and browns are in;
dark olive is out), but last year's bold
patterns are expected to be more sub-
dued. We're pleased to note a material
shift toward soft fabrics such as tweed,
Shetland and cheviot: suits cut from
these cloths pay dividends in versatility
since, by varying your accessories, you
can wear them both for casual country
weekends and your normal city workday.
A noticeable revival of herringbone is
a-borning, in patterns ranging from a
ussue shadow to a wide, spirited accent,
and in colors varying from light gray or
muted tan to a firm black and white or
virile blue and black. If you don't have
at least one herringbone, now's the time
to buy: it will be an enduring addition
to your wardrobe. Regulation formal
wear this season will be the natural-
shoulder dinner jacket in hopsacking
with a satin shawl collar, but a striking
departure from fashion orthodoxy is a
new straight-peaked-lapel dinner jacket
that has the same silhouette as a business
suit.

The sports-jacket look will be rough
in [abric, light in color and bold in
pattern. Except for the sustained revival
of Norfolk jackets and the appearance
of suede as clbow patches and pocket
trim, there will be few styling departures
this season: natural shoulders and plain
backs still prevail. The big news is in
fabrics, where smooth, hand-finished ma-
terials, like worsteds, are hibernating
for the season, with rugged, beely
materials, like coarse-grained tweeds (es-
pecially herringbone) and bulky Shet
lands, taking their place. Unabashedly
large patterns will enliven sports jackets
in almost every combination from glen
plaids to shepherd checks, but even more
notable will be the unusual combination
of black and white in such conventional
patterns as houndstooth, herringbone,
club checks and stripes. Along fraternity
row and at penthouse cocktail parties,
the pre-eminence of the navy-blue blazer
will he challenged by upsurging camel
tones; rich, burgundy shades also promise
to be welcome trail blazers. Sleeveless
sweaters will show up increasingly this
year in combination with sports jackets
and slacks.

We're pleased to report that the trend
in slacks toward trim, functional tailor-
ing will remain in force. Traditional
styling will sct the tone even in such
venturesome arrivals as trousers utilizing
stretch materials (double-knit wools and

116 blends) and newly interpreted beltless

models. Last year's dark-hued pants will
still be around, as will the conventional
materials — whipcords, twist weaves, cor-
duroy and basket weaves of the Harris
tweed type — but you might want to add
a couple of pairs in the new clay tones
(pewter, tan, putty) or in the synthetic
blends, which will be seen more than
ever this year. Fashion iconoclasts will
be interested in the introduction of
suede trim both on pockets and belt
loops, while traditionalists will welcome
the revival of vertical on-seam pockets.
One more comeback that we view with
favor is the rewurn of glen plaid as a
trouser fabric: slacks made of this ma-
terial co-ordinate perfectly with solid-
color blazers.

The outer look of outerwear will re-
main remarkably stable this season, with
last year's long, woolen overcoats, both
in single- and double-breasted models,
still prevailing, and herringbone pat-
terns continuing to rise in favor. The
inside word, however, is color: linings
will be bright and exciting, with auda-
cious combinations in plaids, stripes and
vivid geometric patterns. Bold shades of
red will figure prominently in almost all
of them. In decorous contrast to this
burst of color, Continentally inspired
linings that feature both trim and inner
waistbands of leather will be available
for more conservatively inclined men.

The sports-outerwear scene has rarely
been as active as this year. A renascence
of rugged corduroy is in the ofting, and
it will show up both in arena-oriented
stadium coats and ski-influenced three-
quarter-length jackets. The knee-length
garments will feature detachable hoods,
toggles, big patch pockets, cleanly de-
fined yokes, and linings in bold plaids,
stripes or pile; the thigh-high jackets'
detailing will include removable fur col-
lars (simulated) and a choice of buttons
or zippers. Second only to the corduroy
comeback will be a fashionable revival
of suede, which is expected to appear in
all types of casual outerwear, frequently
in combination with other fabrics (cor-
duroys, wools, double knits); but the
most noteworthy application of suede, as
we sce it, will be on functional waist-
length jJackets with pile linings. While
the average sportsman will have the usual
abundance of versatile convertibles to
choose from (particularly cottons and
blends with removable pile collars and
zip-out hood linings), the active out-
doorsman will be especially pleased with
the newly interpreted hnger-tip-length
ski parkas: snug tailoring and a de-
emphasis on outside quilting qualify
these jackets both for the skislope and
hot-toddy scenes. This season, hooded
parkas generally reverse from rich, solid
shades 10 colorful geometric patterns.

We regard with [avor a revival of the
traditional topeoat, which is reappearing

as a staple for urban workaday and weck-
end wear. While the choice of [abrics
and patterns will be wide, neat herring-
bone designs will predominate, with un-
adorned fly fronts and slightly padded
shoulders squaring off the topcoat’s out-
line. Most of these garments will be seen
in subdued patterns and dark colors, but
fashion pace-setters will be interested in
modish camel’s-hair interpretations, like
the classic polo coat and Briush warmer.

In a complete swing of the fashion
pendulum, last year's boldly stvied rain-
wear will give way to conservative colors
and classic tailoring. Such Continental
touches as yokes and button-off back
belts will be replaced by the more
traditional appearance of regulation
raglan sleeves and  trim-looking split
shoulders. Both the perennial single-
breasted and recently revived double-
breasted trench coats will be knee length,
with styling on the latter varying from
the smart ulster collar outline o a snappy
military profile. The usual zip-out and
pile linings in wetwear will be unusually
colorful this year: bright solids, vivid
split shades and lively wool plaids (with
camel the ground color) will prevail.
The contrastingly restrained outer look
of rainwear will be dominated by ortho
dox gabardine, in natural and sand
colors, with the new, muted London tan
(plain and iridescent) following closely,
and last year's black, though still strong,
holding up the rear.

The most newsworthy yarn being spun
on this year's sweater scene is that
brushed surfaces and bulky knits are
surging back strongly. The fleecy look
will be seen in patterns and solids, in
coat models and pullovers, while the
bulky style — notably mohair — will be
keeping active men in stitches like cable
and popcorn. Look for a compatible
marriage of both brushed and bulky in
lightweight interpretations that are per-
fect for carly fall outings. A versatile
choice for both fall and winter is the
ski-oriented wrtleneck, which is showing
up in two versions: traditional and zip-
pered. This year, the trtleneck will be
worn during carly-in-the-season days
under an open-neck sport shirt and,
when the temperature drops in earnest,
underneath a parka for extra warmth.
(Incidentally, one of the brightest pearls
in the whole skein of knits is the new
two-in-one pullover that combines a
V-neck with a set-in turtleneck.) Another
cnduring  influence ol the schussand-
slalom resorts is the ubiquitous ski pat-
tern which, this year, will appear not
only in the accepted multicolor delinea-
tions, but in new double-hued combina-
tions as well. The dosely related
Tyrolean will also be popular in color-
ful zip-front versions, but, if subdued
shades are more to your liking, there

(concluded on page 182)
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“Up to today, in this new class in sex education,
we have dealt only with theory . . ."”
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a well-constructed high-rise beauty
makes an exceptional october playmate

THE CALIFORNIA PROPENSITY for beauty on
an epic scale was never more admirably
illustrated than by our October Playmate, a
six-foot (in bare feet) stunner from Altadena
named Christine Williams, Today a thor-
oughly cheerful 18-year-old with ash-blonde
hair and an instant smile, queen-sized
Christine once viewed the world and her
stature in it with considerable misgivings:
“1 was always the tallest and gawkiest girl
in my class,” she says, “and it really embar-
rassed me, especially during my first two
years of high school in Pasadena, where
some of the other girls got their kicks by
taunting me openly. Then one day I real-
ized that they were making all the noise —
the boys didn’t seem to mind my height at
all. From that moment on, I've loved being
tall. 1 really prefer dating shorter men,
which is a good thing, because when my hair
is piled up and I've got my high heels on
not many men are taller than L. I absolutely
insist on wearing heels, by the way —I'm
told they make my legs look even longer
and I'd feel self-conscious going out on a
date without them.” As the daughter of a

“My stallion, Flash, lives on the ranch of Jirayar
Zorthian, who is an extremely talented artist and
very good buddy of mine. I've spent many hours
during the past year at Jerry’s place, posing for
his fine paintings — which helps to pay for Flash’s
oats and stall. One of the children who live on
the ranch, a little girl named Nanetie Rohiff,
loves horses almost as much as I do, and I'm
always glad to share a ride with her.”
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now-retired Army captain, Christine was
shuttled about a good deal in her youth,
along with kid brother Roy and younger
sister Carolyn (“The real beauty in the
family — only 16, with the face and natural
coloring of Sophia Loren”). Her circuitous
route to the Golden State included stays in
England (she was born in Basingstoke), Ger-
many, and Red Bank, New Jersey. After
graduating from high school, she sagely de-
cided that her natural resources (37-26-37)
might be put to profitable use in some
phase of show business — but has discovered
that it takes as much luck as grit to gain
entree to the world of entertainment: “The
rule seems to be that you have to have
experience to get experience.” Christine
takes advantage of the time on her hands
between job-hunting expeditions to enjoy
long rides on her horse, Flash, a spirited
russet-and-white stallion which she boards
at the ranch of a friend in Altadena. “Flash
is a charming horse and a veteran movie
actor,” she says proudly. “His greatest role
was in Sand with Rory Calhoun a few years
back, and he has a long list of other credits.
I wish I could say the same.” Such moments
of malaise are fleeting, however, for the ex-
cellent reason that life-as-it-isnow seems
eminently worth the living to Christine.
Says she: “All it really takes to make me
happy is science fiction on the book shelf,
pizza in the oven, a goodly supply of tai-
lored sheaths in the closet, Cannonball
Adderley on the hi-fi, and male friends who
are indulgent about my two major vices —
talking, and eating large amounts of choco-
lates. Fortunately, I never have trouble with
my weight.” That the distribution of her
pretty pounds is above reproach should be
quickly apparent to all males who look at
the big picture: the gatefold, wherein the
full fathom of charming Christine Williams
is revealed enticingly at ease.
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“A part of the ritual of trying to break into show business
is a visit with my agent, William Schuller, and his assistants,
John Sorrenti and Leslie Brenner. Afterward, there’s noth-
ing like a glass of white wine to help me dream about how
terribly rich and famous I'm going to be.”




PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines optimist
as a man who sits in the last row of the theater
and winks at the showgirls.

The beautiful 18-year-old girl, sobbing quietly
at the funeral services for her 75-year-old hus-
band, was overheard confiding to a solicitous
neighbor: “We had such a happy marriage for
the six months it lasted. Every Sunday morning
he would make love to me, and he'd keep time
with the church bells that summoned you all
to services.” She sobbed a little, then said with
rising animation, “And he'd still be alive today
if it weren't for that damned fire engine that
went clanging byl”

A Mad Ave friend of ours tells of a client who
wanted to get his “message” to every married
woman in a specific community. The solution
to the problem was simple, according to this
enterprising publicist: “We just addressed
letters to every married man in town and
marked them "Personal.’ ”

George, after tying on a whopper the night
before, woke up in the morning to find a
pathetically unattractive woman sleeping bliss-
fully beside him. He leaped out of bed, dressed
quickly, and furtively placed a $20 bill on top
of the bureau. He then proceeded to tiptoe out
of the room. But as he passed the foot of the
bed, he felt a tug at his trouser cuff. Glancing
down, he saw another female almost as homely
as the one he'd left in bed. She gazed up at him
soulfully and asked, “‘Nothing for the brides-
maid?”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines flag-waving
speech as star-spangled banter.

Have you heard about the new insecticide that,
while it doesn’t actually kill flies, makes them
so sexy that you can swat them two at a time?

The young man-about-town enjoyed luxury but
didn’t always have the means to buy it, and so
he huffily walked out of the Miami Beach hotel
when he found out the charges for room, meals
and golf privileges were $50 a day. He regis-
tered across the street at an equally elegant
hotel, where the rates were only $10. The fol-
lowing morning he went down to the hotel’s

golf course and asked Scotty, the pro, to sell
him a couple of golf balls. “Sure,” said Scotty.
“That'll be $25 apiece.”
“What?" screamed the bachelor. “In the hotel
across the street they only charge $1 a balll”
“Naturally,” replied the pro. “Over there
they get you by the rooms.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines cookie as
a virgin doughnut.

Then there was the coffee bean who, though
she could be made instantly, still preferred the
old grind.
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In what they thought was a great propaganda
coup, the Russian government sent an order to
an American rubber company for 1000 gross of
contraceptives, 18 inches long and 8 inches in
circumference. The company filled the order,
but countering propaganda with propaganda,
labeled each container: MEDIUM.

Heard a good one lately? Send it on a postcard
to Party Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY, 232 E. Ohio
St., Chicago 11, I, and earn $25 for each joke
used. In case of duplicates, payment is made
for first card received. Jokes cannot be returned.
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Loment for thé High Fren

nostalgia
By CHARLES BEAUMONT

a sentimental journey aboard the elegantly romantic trains of our youth—now highballing toward oblivion

THERE WERE GIANTS UPON THE EARTH when the earth was young. Enormous fire-breathing giants they were,
with voices of thunder and a tireless stride that carried them across continents. And people feared them,
because they were the most powerful creatures that ever existed; but they loved them, too, for they served
the needs of man.

The creatures were called trains. They are not gone from the earth yet, but they are going. Inexorably.
they arc passing into extinction, like the giants of another time, the dinosaurs. Yet they will never be
forgotten. Like the dinosaurs, they will also pass into legend. And, one day, a thousand years from now, a
schoolboy will be asked to describe this time of ours and he will begin an essay titled The Ratlroad Age.

If the essay is thorough, it will open with a study of America, for this country owes its expansion to
railroads. Over a period of almost a century-and-a-half, our land was a veritable webwork of railroads, of
main lines and short lines, of standard and narrow-gauge lines: a reticulum of steel ribbons along which
rushed the mighty iron monsters —and they were the corpuscles in the lifeblood of our continent. If they
had stopped. the arteries would have collapsed and America would have withered and died. That is how
important they were.

The past tense is shocking but only slightly premature. While our eyes are on the jets, the missiles
and the space capsules, the glory and the grandeur that was railroading is quietly fading from the con-
temporary scene. Unimaginable but true that all the lore, the romance and vivid lexicon of an era will
utterly vanish, and all in our lifetime; that for a while, before it is elevated by heraldry, the train will be
consigned to the Quaint Artifact section of the muscum, somewhere between the Conestoga wagon and
the oxcart.

So let us sing the giants to their rest now, while yet they an hear us; and let us sing loudly, without
tears, if we can. We are not, after all, mourning a sickly friecnd whose face we have forgotten, nor sighing
for a bit of childhood lost: the song is for giants.

Think of them. Think of how it was when you went down to the depot to sec the One-O-Four, not
because It Was There but because it would be, soon. Remember how you walked the track, pretending
it was a hundred feet up, and tried not to fall, and did? How you knelt and put your car wo the sieel and
wanted. For miles ahead nothing could be seen but the diminishing tracks, but you knew it was coming,
and you went on waiting. Any moment. Now! The steel began to vibrate. You looked up; still nothing in
sight; then back down, quick, bare ear pressed onto bare steel, and the vibration turning into a hum. You
could hear it truly. Another couple of moments (“Get the hell away from there, boy! You wanta get yourself
killed?”) and up, scrambling over the cindery gravel. Still nothing ahead. Then a faroff scream and a black
dot. and your heart beginning to jump. The One-O-Four! Another shrill scream, the dot becoming larger,
taking on shape, the rails shaking, the ground trembling, and you, edging just as close to the track as your
courage allowed. Watching the great iron beast approaching, you felt again the crazy urge to throw yourself
in Iront ol it, but you only felt this for a split second, just long enough to be thrilled. No time for anything
clse, anyway, hecause here it was, thundering past you, great wheels turning, fcontinued on page 132)




PLAYRBOY

-“-. - "-. "

OVERLOOKING

A SLIGHT

LOOKING FOR AN OUT

CLICHE
SAFAR/

humor

By PHIL HAHN and
PAUL COKER, JR.

ANYONE WHO HAS ever tried to catch
40 winks knows how elusive the ras-
cals can be; in fact, most people don’t
even know what they look like. Many
a man has overlooked a slight siinply
because he did not recognize one.
And can any general who has ever
mounted an offensive display one in
his trophy room? We doubt it. To
remedy these quandaries, we crossed
the wide semantic, trekked intrepidly
into the land of duck-billed plati-
tudes and lesser kudos, and there
bagged the absolute limit in conversa-
tional creatures. Herewith, the results
of our cliché safari: a prize collection
ol those beastly utterances with which
all ol us animate our discussions from
time Lo time.
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SCARING UP A DATE
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STALKING A PREY




ESCAPING A
CRASHING BORE




CHECKING AN IMPULSE
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"~ TRYING TO RECAPTURE
A MEMORY
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pistons pumping, brakes screeching, and
you were lost in a pure white cloud of joy
and steam.

The province into which the One-O-
Four moved was yours, but you were
humbled. You'd stand there in the middle
of the open, staring at the surange people
—strange because you had never seen
them before and you would never sce
them again - and they would stare back,
as aristocrats in a peasant land: pauroniz-
ingly. pityingly, scornfully; or so you
fancied. Those in the dining car gazed
out with a particularly jaundiced eye,
sceing you not at all but, instead, the
distance, beyond this unimportant town,
beyond you and all that made up the
world you lived in. You often wondered
if they even knew the name of the town.
And you hated them a litde for their
obvious superiority, and this made you
want to throw a stone lightly at the win-
dow to attract their attention, to let them
know that you, too, somehow counted in
the scheme of things. But you never did
this. They were the gods, the lucky ones,
these diners, sitting before tables covered
with whitest linen and sparkling silver,
with the shapes of waiters hovering at
their sides. They were a people apart,
moving from one Olympus to another,
people from a world apart, people from
a world you'd never know, from another
time and another place, people who
started their soup 50 miles up the line
and hnished their last cup of coftee 50
miles down the line. Where were they
going, and where did they come from?
And by what right did they move into
town, bisecting it with a railroad car,
stopping traffic and commerce? Of course,
you knew. They did it by the Divine
Right of Railroads. for they were, in this
brief passage, part of the railroad, and as
such they were immune from the ordi-
nary rules of life.

You thought these things il you lived
in a town where the trains stopped. And
you thought more: When the mighty high
wheeler at the head end gave wwo long
blasts of its whistle and the heavy steel
wheels began to wm, the immense train
moved, proud and defiant; to the accom-
panmiment ol angry clouds of smoke and
stcam, it moved, down the track, and
dwindled into the mysterious distance;
and your heart moved with it, for you'd
made the promise again. Someday you
would be an aristocrat. Someday you
would sit at that table and stare out at the
poor kids. But you'd remember to smile
and, maybe, il you felt expansive, step
outside and shake their hands.

How diflerent this was from those
occasions when you would hike over o
the airport! From a world of regularity
and establishment to onc of near mad-
ness. No schedules here, no certainty. You

132 might see something and you might not;

it depended. for the most part, on the
whims and caprices of a few daredevil
fliers: if the weather wasn't right, your
long walk was for nothing.

Flying was for the wildly adventurous
— or for the very rich, who bought grea
clumsy-looking crafts and kept them in
the hangar. And as you watched, the best
tume being sunshiny Sawurdays and Sun.
days, you saw the ugly-engined aates
jounce lumberingly by, their wings shud-
dering and bending, eventually wavering
between earth and sky, belonging to
neither, and then, amazingly, move up-
ward in a great noisy spasm. You weren't
envious of the pilot or passenger, despite
your ambition to become another Baron
Von Richthofen. There were  many
thoughts, many feelings, but one thing
you surely did not consider: that one day
somcewhat modified versions of the blood-
less birds you were watching would, in
partnership with trucks, buses, passenger
cars and improved hard roads, all but
destroy the venerable institution of train
travel.

In fact, if you had any thoughts about
the [uture of train travel, they were to
the effect that it was here o stay. The
sight of giant locomotives roaring across
the countryside, trailing their pearled
plumes, with a cut of 50 cars in tow, or
more — this was so commonplace, their
thunderous snorts i heavy labor so ordi
nary, their polygiot whistles so much a
part of the American scene, that you
did not bother to appreciate them con-
sciously. It was only the children who
stood and wondered. They were always
let out of school once a year and escorted
down to the staton for a close look at
the leviathans, and invariably they stood
in awe of what they saw: a black looming
mass of high iron capable of achieving
whatever it chose to, a tallerthan-the-
tallest-house colossus, with its human
masters, or servants. in attendance. There
was the striped uniform of the engineer,
the bandanna neckerchiel, the bright
copper oil can; and the man himself,
looking every wrinkle and seam the King.
There were the brakemen with their
flashlights, examining the wheels and
boxes, as though anything could ever go
wrong. And there, the shiny dark-blue
suited conductors with their omnipresent
railroad watches, to which they con
tnually referred, and by which the world
kept time; and the red lanterns they
always carried, if they were at the rear of
the train, signaling mysteriously to the
engincer. These were not sights for you;
you were older than the children, very
blas¢, for you had scen it all many times
before. Still, did you ever become oo old,
too blasé? No, indeed; it was merely that
your pleasure had been deepencd, mov
ing from brain wo blood.

Certainly you would never be so old

that you would not thrill to the moment
when, in response to the chuffing of the
engine, the coach you were in started
to move, almost imperceptibly, gaining
speed, the train snaking its channeled
way preciscly out of the yards and inwo
the wide, bright world.

Didn’t you always press your forchead
against the already smudged glass the
better to see the old buildings go by, the
ones with the car wheels and the lanterns,
the signal lights and the switches, to
watch the towers and poles glide by until
you were truly out in the country, rolling
along, lulled by the satisfying clickety-
clack of the rails and the Doppler effect
of the clanging railroad crossing signals?
On warm days, when the windows were
open, you might even get a cinder in your
eye, or draw into your nostrils a whiff of
the sulphurated smoke direct from the
monster’s throat.

You didn't care: the dream had come
Iru€: you were an aristocrat now.

The railroads were at their zenith then
and time was standing still. Their proud
engines and cars displayed heralds that
were bywords of the day: Santa Fe, Rock
Island, Great Northern, Union Pacific,
Southern Pacific, Great Western, the
Chicago, Burlington & Quincy, Baltimore
& Ohio, Missouri-Kansas-Texas, Denver
& Rio Grande, the Atchison, Topeka &
Santa Fe — the list is endless, each name
distinct and more stately than its pred-
ecessor. Even the trains themselves were
adding color to the literature: Twenticth
Century Limited, Hiawatha, City of San
Francisco. Broadway Limited, Panama
Limited, Super Chicef, Sunshine Special,
Capitol Limited, Sunset. And the cars
that made¢ up the trains: Pocahontas,
Blue Feather, Helene Modjeska, Prince
Rupert, Rose Creek.

Pocts were inspired o sonnets by these
names, and novelists put them into their
books, just for the music of them. But it
took a giant to write properly of the
giants, and he did. Over and over again,
Tom Wolle plunged his great hands into
the lore and brought out gold, as though
he knew that this was the crest of the
wave, this time, a culmination of all that
had been high adventure, the beginning
of the end of the color and romance that
had seen through the years a flowering
of wheel and track, a century of ever-
reaching fingers of steel across the coun-
try, over the ficlds, into the valleys,
through the very mountains. Now there
were steam engines capable of running at
speeds in excess of 100 miles an hour with
complete safety, trains that could take
curves at 70 without spilling more than
a few drops of your coffee, trains that
passed each other as a matter of routine
at speeds of over 90, the point of passing
bricf and savage, an instant’s blurred
lightning bolt that for this moment ob-
scured the onrushing scenery and set vour

heart rapping. )
(contimued on page 208



IT DIDN'T HAPPEN
... o0r did it?

the answer depended on which of two worlds represented reality
fiction By FREDRIC BROWN

ALTHOUGH THERE WAS NO WAY in which he could have known it, Lorenz Kane had been riding for a
fall ever since the time he ran over the girl on the bicycle. The fall itself could have happened
anywhere, any time; it happened to happen backstage at a burlesque theater on an evening in
late September.

For the third evening within a week he had watched the act of Queenie Quinn, the show’s star
stripper, an act well worth watching, indeed. Clad only in blue light and three tiny bits of stra-
tegically placed ribbon, Queenie, a tall blonde built along the lines of a brick whatsit, had just
completed her last stint for the evening and had vanished into the wings, when Kane made up his
mind that a private viewing of Queenie’s act, in his bachelor apartment, not only would be more
pleasurable than a public viewing but would indubitably lead to even greater pleasures. And since
the finale, in which Queenie, as the star, was not required to appear, was just starting, now would
be the best time to talk to her with a view toward obtaining a private viewing.

He left the theater and strolled down the alley to the stage-door entrance. A five-dollar bill got
him past the doorman without difficulty and a minute later he had found and was knocking upon
a dressing-room door decorated with a gold star. A voice called out “Yeah?” He knew better than
to try to push a proposition through a closed door and he knew his way around backstage well
enough to know the one question that would cause her to assume (continued on page 173)




., THE LITTLE WORLD OF DAY LD

WITH THE DRAPES DRAWN, David Merrick’s office looks like the inside of a wound. Walls, hangings, sofa and carpet are
all the color of hot, uncoagulated blood, and there are those who insist the blood is real — squeezed from the army of
actors, directors, stagehands, chorus girls and composers he employs, or drawn from the lacerations of the critics with
whom he has dueled. This impression is heightened by the stage prop, a blood-stained headsman’s ax, that stands in a
corner of his assistant’s office, as if ready for instant use. For David Merrick, the most powerful individual in the
American theater today, producer of such hit shows as Fanny, Irma la Douce, Becket, A Taste of Honey and Oliver!,
is a brass-knuckled businessman and, by reputation, the biggest bastard on Broadway.

He has been called “The Abominable Showman,” “Typhoid David,” *Broadway’s Bad Boy,” “Merrick the Ter-
rible Tempered,” an lago, a monster, a mortician, a “Schubert Alley Catiline,” and, in David Susskind’s memorably
grotesque phrase, “a twisted id on a sea of crocodile tears.” So entrenched is the image of Merrick as a sort of modern-day
Mephistopheles that one enemy, who believes Merrick has manufactured this image to suit his own purposes, says: “I
don’t want to say anything bad about him. I want to find something good I can say about him, so I can ruin him.”

It would, as a matter of fact, take more than a kind comment 1o destroy the empire that Merrick has built for
himself on Broadway. Merrick is not quite a one-man cartel, but he is the greatest single economic force in the theater
today. Since 1954, when he produced Fanny, theatergoers have laid out an impressive $75,000,000 for tickets 1o see his
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broadway’s brilliant, asp-tongued
MERRICK =im
and how he got that way BY ALVIN TOFFLER

plays. Last year alone his productions grossed $12,500,000. He employs 500 to 600 theater people at any given time —
about one out of every ten who, in a chronically depressed industry, are lucky enough to have jobs at all. Other pro-
ducers struggle along with one show at a time, or two. Last year Merrick had four running simultaneously, and he has,
at times, juggled as many as six or seven productions on Broadway, plus another one or two on road tour. Moreover, in
a business that is, according to Fortune, riskier than a race track when it comes to making a buck, Merrick has returned
something like $9,000,000 to his investors and himself in the past nine years. Says one competitor: ““There isn’t another
producer who doesn’t honestly admire David's kingdom.”

The emperor of this kingdom looks the part. Nearly six-feet tall and scrupulously well-tailored, he wears custom-
made shoes and Savile Row suits, usually with a handkerchief darting from the breast pocket. He has been named one
of the nation’s 10 best-dressed men. But it is his countenance, rather than his clothes, that commands attention. It is a
brooding, majestic deadpan. Thinning black hair, worn long, strays romantically over an ear. A pair ol penetrating
brown-black eyes punctuate the face. An aquiline nose strikes downward toward a thick black mustache. Under this a
pair of lips are almost hidden. When a smile fleets across them, as it only rarely does, the incipient jowls on either side
take no part in the pleasure. Characteristically, Merrick will slouch in a chair, knees crossed, listening rather than talk-
ing, playing with the horn-rimmed glasses he carries, but only seldom wears. His voice is  (continued on page 150)



THE 1964 PLAYBOY JAZZ POLL
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VOTE for your favorites
for the eighth playboy all-star jazz band




JAzz BLOSSOMED in almost every corner of this shrinking globe during the last twelve-
month, with America’s jazz ambassadors booking gigs in Bangkok, Sdo Paulo, and
points east of the Iron Curtain as though they were two weeks in Trenton. Brazil's
own jazz envoy, bossa nova, flourished, but had to make room for the new Thing,
pop gospel.

Now it’s time once again to pay tribute to those responsible for making it a
' vintage jazz year by voting in the 1964 Playboy Jazz Poll, America’s most monumental
and meaningful jazz consensus. This year’s ballot, as in the past, is comprised of only
those artists who have been active on the jazz scene during the past 12 months. Those
musicians honored by the readers will make up the 1964 All-Star Jazz Band and
will each receive the much-coveted Playboy Jazz Medal.

To vote, all you have to do is read the simple instructions below, check off your
favorite jazzmen where indicated, and make sure you forward the ballot to us before
the deadline date.

1. Your official Jazz Poll ballot is attached to this page. A Nominating Board
composed of jazz editors, critics, representatives of the major recording companies
and winners of last year’s poll has selected the jazz artists it considers to be the most
outstanding and/or popular of the year. These nominations should serve solely as
an aid to your recollection of jazz artists and performances, not as a guide on how
to vote. You may vote for any living artist in the jazz field.

2. The artists have been divided into categories to form the Playboy All-Star
-Jazz Band, and in some categories you may vote for more than one musician (e.g.,
four trumpets, four trombones, two alto saxes, two tenor saxes), because a big band
normally has more than one of these instruments playing in it. Be sure to cast the
correct number of votes, as too many votes in any category will disqualify all of your
votes in that category.

3. If you wish to vote for an artist who has been nominated, simply place an X
in the box before his name on the ballot; if you wish to vote for an artist who has
not been nominated, write his name in at the bottom of the category and place an X
in the box before it.

4. For leader of the 1964 Playboy All-Star Jazz Band, limit your choice to the
men who have led a big band (eight or more musicians) during the past 12 months;
for instrumental combo, limit your choice to groups of seven or less musicians. In
all categories, vote for the artists who have pleased and impressed you the most with
their music during the past year.

5. Please print your name and address in the space at the bottom of the last page
of the ballot. You may cast only one complete ballot in the poll, and that must carry
your correct name and address if your vote is to be counted.

6. Cut your two-page ballot along the dotted line and mail it to PLAYBOY
JAZZ POLL, 232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago, Illinois 60611. Ballots must be postmarked

" before midnight, October 31, 1963, in order to be counted, so get yours in the mail
today. The results of the eighth annual Playboy Jazz Poll will appear in the February
1964 issue.

N“MlNATING B“ARI’: Cannonball Adderley, Louis Armstrong,

Chet Atkins, Bob Brookmeyer, Ray Brown, Dave Brubeck, John Coltrane, Miles
Davis, Buddy DeFranco, Paul Desmond, Duke Ellington, Ella Fitzgerald, Pete Foun-
tain, Stan Getz, Dizzy Gillespie, Lionel Hampton, Al Hirt, Milt Jackson, J. J. Johnson,
Philly Joe Jones, Stan Kenton, Dave Lambert, Wes Montgomery, Joe Morello, Gerry
Mulligan, Oscar Peterson, Sonny Rollins, Frank Sinatra, Jack Teagarden, Kai Wind-
ing; Leonard Feather, Jazz Critic; Nat Hentoff; Jazz Critic; Wilder Hobson, Saturday
Review; Russ Wilson, Oakland Tribune; Fsmond Edwards, Argo Records; Nesuhi
Ertegun, Atlantic; Alfred Lion, Blue Note; Teo Macero, Columbia; Robert Byrne,
Command; Lester Koenig, Contemporary; Max Weiss, Fantasy; Dave Pell, Liberty;
Quincy Jones, Mercury; Richard Bock, Pacific Jazz; George Avakian, RCA Victor;
George Wein, United Artists; Creed Taylor, Verve; Jimmy Hilliard, Warner Bros.
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BASS
(Please check one.)
[ Don Bagley
Norman Bates
{1 Joe Benjamin
eter Betts
Ray Brown
Monty Budwig
Red Callender
Ron Carter
Paul Chambers
Buddy Clark
Joe Comfort
[ Curtis Counce
[ Bill Crow
[ Art Davis
] John Doling
{1 George Duvivier
[] Pops Foster
1 Johnny Frigo
Bob Haggart
Percy Heath
Milt Hinton
Chubby Jackson
Eddic Jones
[ Sam Jjones
[0 Charlie Mingus
] Red Mitchell
{1 Joe Mondragon
] Monk Montgomery
| ] Gary Peacock
[] Mike Rubin
[] Howard Rumsey
[ Eddie Safranski
] Arvell Shaw
[ ] Slam Stewart
George Tucker
Leroy Vinnegar
Wilbur Ware
Butch Warren
Gene Wright
El Dee Young
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DRUMS
(Please check one-)
Dave Bailey
Danny Barcclona
Ray Bauduc
Louis Bellson
Denzil Best
Art Blakey
Larry Bunker
Frank Capp
Cozy Cole
Nick Fatool
Vernel Fournier
[ 1-Sonny Greer
] Chico Hamilton
] Louis Hayes
Roy Haynes
Red Holt
7] Sticks Hooper
Ron Jefferson
Osie Johnson
Elvin Jones
Jo Jones
Philly Joe Jones
Rulus jones
Connie Kay
Gene Krupa
Don Lamond
Stan Levey
Mel Lewis
Shelly Manne
Joc Morello
Sonny Payne
Walter Perkins
Charlie Persip
Joey Preston
Buddy Rich
Max Roach
Mickey Sheen
ack Sperling
%Id Thl;grpcn
Milt Turner
George Wettling
Sam Woodyard
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MISC. INSTRUMENT

(Please check one.)
e R:Ll' Brown, cello
[0 Milt Buckner, organ
[ Larry Bunker, vibes
[0 Gary Burton, vibes.
{1 Candido, bongo
(] Buddy Collette, flute
[ John Coltrane, soprano sax
] Bob Cooper, oboe
[0 Miles Davis, Fligelhorn
[ Leo Diamond, harmonica
[ Eric Dolphy, flute
Don Elliott, vibes, mellophone
1 Victor Feldman, vibes P
Terry Gibbs, vibes
Tommy Gumina, accordion
Lionel Hampton, vibes
Paul Horn, flute
Milt Jackson, vibes
Roland Kirk, manzello, stritch
Steve Lacy, soprano sax
Prince Lasha, flute
Yusef Lateef, flute
Charles Lloyd, flute
Mike Mainieri, vibes
Herbie Mann, flute
James Moody, flute
Ray Nance, violin
Red Norvo, vibes
Pony Poindexter, soprano sax
Emil Richards, vibes
Dick Roberts, banjo
Shorty Rogers, Fliigelhorn
Bob Rosengarden, bongo
Willie Ruft, French horn
Shirley Scott, organ
Dud Shank, flute
[ Jimmy Smith, organ
Ray Starling, mellophonium
O Clark Terry, Fliigelhorn
[J Jean Thiclemans, harmonica
[ Cal Tjader, vibes
[ Art Van Damme, accordion
Julius Watkins, French horn
Frank Wess, flute
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MALE VOCALIST
(Please chech one.)
David Allen
Mose Allison
Louis Armstrong
Harry Belafonte
Tony Benneut
Brook Benton
Pat Boone
Oscar Brown, Jr.
Ray Charles
Nat "King" Cole
Perry Como
Bing Crosby
Vic Damone
Bobby Darin
Sammy Davis Jr.
Johnny Desmond
Fats Domino
Frank D'Rone
[ Billy Eckstine
[ Jesse Fuller
Buddy Greco
Roy Hamilton
Johnny Hartman
Clancy Hayes
Bill Henderson
on Hendricks
Al Hibbler
Lightnin® Hopkins
Johnny Janis
Frankie Laine
Steve Lawrence
Dean Martin
Johnny Mathis
Les McCann
Mark Murphy
[ Jackie Paris
[ Arthur Prysock
] Jimmy Rushing
] Frank Sinatra
[ Jack Teagarden
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: [ Mel Tormé

[J Joe Turmner

Muddy Waters
Andy Williams

Jue Williams
Jinmy Witherspoon

ooooo

FEMALE VOCALIST
(Please check one.)

Ernestine Anderson
{1 Joan Bacz
Pearl Bailey
7 La Vern Baker
Mae Darnes
Joy Bryan
Jackie Cain
Diahann Carroll
June Christy
Chris Connor
Doris Day
Frances Faye
Ella Fitzgerald
Connie Francis
~1 Aretha Franklin
{udy Garland
ydie Goriné
] Shirley Horn
Lena Horne
Helen Hunres
Lurlean Hunter
Mahalia Jackson
Etta James
Sheila Jordan
Beverly Kelly
Teddi King
Eartha Kitt
Irene Kral
Peggy Lee
Abbey Lincoln
Julie London
Gloria Lynne
Carmen McRae
Jaye P. Morgan
Anita O'Day
Patti Page
Billie Poole
Della Reese
Ann Richards
Mavis Rivers
Annic Ross
Dinah Shore
[] Nina Simone
Carol Sloane
[ Jennie Smith
Keely Smith
Joanie Sommers
Jeri Southern
{0 Stafford
Dakota Staton
Barbra Streisand
Teri Thornton
Diana Trask
Sarah Vaughan
Dinah Washington
Margaret Whiting
Lee Wiley
Nancy Wilson
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[ Ornette Coleman Quartet
[ John Coltrane Quartet
Miles Davis Scxtet
DeFranco-Gumina Quartet
Wilbur De Paris Sextet
Dukes of Dixieland

Don Ellis Trio

Bill Evans Trio

Art Farmer Quartet
Firehouse Five plus Two
Erroll Garner 1rio

Stan Gerz Quartet

Dizzy Gillespie Quintet
Jimmy Giuitre 1rio

Urbie Green Septet

Al Grey—Billy Mitchell Sextet
Vince Guaraldi Trio

(1 Chico Hamilton Quintet

Al Hirt's New Orleans Sextet
{1 Ahmad famal Trio

{1 Jazz Crusaders

[ Jomah Jones Quartet
Barncy Kessel Quartet
Gene Krupa Quartet
Ramsey Lewis Trio
Lighthouse All-Stars

1 Shelly Manne and his Men
[ Les McCann Ltd.

Marian McPartland Trio
Charlie Mingus Quartet
Modern Jazz Quartet
Thelonious Monk Quartet
Turk Murphy’s Jazz Band
Red Nichols' Five Pennies
Red Norve Quintet

Oscar Peterson Trio
André Previn Trio

Max Roach Quintet
Sonny Rollins Quartet
George. Russell Sexter

Pee Wee Russell Quartet
Bud Shank Quartet
George Shearing Quintet
Horace Silver Quintet
Nina Simone and her Trio
Cecil Taylor Quartet
Terry-Brookmeyer Quintet
Cal Tjader Quintet
Teddy Wilson Trio

Kai Winding Sextet

Paul Winter Sextet
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VOCAL GROUP

(Please check one.)

Ames Brothers

~1 Andy & the Bey Sisters
Brothers Four

Jackie Cain & Roy Kral
Clancy Bros. & Makem
Double Six of Paris
Four Freshmen

Four Lads

Hi-lo's

Ink Spots

Mary Kaye Trio

King Sisters

Kingston Trio
Lambert, Hendricks & Bavan
John LaSalle Quartet

oB

0200000000000000000000000

INSTRUMENTAL COMBO Limeliters
(Please check one.) .McGuire Sisters

[J Cannonball Adderley Sextet Mills Brothers
{] Louis Armstrong All-Stars Chad Mitchell Trio
] Al Belletto Quartct Modernaires
[] Art Blakey and the Jazz _] Peter, Paul & Mary

Messengers Platters
[ Dave Brubeck Quartet The Raclets
[] Charlie Byrd Trio Staple Singers
] Barbara Carroll Trio Kirby Stone Four
] Al Cohn—Zoot Sims Quintet Wesvers
[ Cy Coleman Trio s SV
Name and address must be printed here to authenticate ballot.
Name__
Address
City State S Cade




SYMBOL' C SEX Gesumdyeit.
a sprightly probing of the signs of our times i
humor By DON ADDIS O
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Ve JosT BEEN CHoSEN
PIAYMATE oF THE MonTH!

1 KNoW Yoo GuYs ARE

; DoiNG YouR BEST, BuT
SOMEBODY iS GETTING
TRov gu To THE HAREM

. AND NoW, A MAN WHO
NEEDS No INTRODUCTION ...
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Wil Te REAL MISS FelPSTEIN PLEASE
STAND P ?!

DER AW (ANDERS...
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“Harry, we can’t go on meeling here like this anymore.
I think my husband 1s beginning to get suspicious.”
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DURING THE EIGHT YEARs that have elapsed since Elsa Martinelli untied her barmaid’s apron in a Florentine
trattoria and set our for Hollywood (via Rome, Paris and New York), she has been bussed by the best in the
business (see below). But in Rampage, her newest flick, she is bussed as never before. Elsa, who is also the Con-
tessa Mancinelli Scotti, is one of nine children of a waiter. Eventually she became a barmaid in a small café fre-
quented, fortunately, by dress designer Roberto Capucci, who spied beneath her apron the assorted charms that
have since made Elsa the subject of as much cinematic smoochery as any other star of our time. Capucci sped her to
Rome where she became a model. Later she invaded Hollywood and has appeared in more than 20 films, although
never before insucha delightful state of aliogetherness as in the Seven Arts production of Rampage (see following pages).

if you wonder who’s kissing her now . ..............

P

-
. . . lohn Wayne in Hofori! . . . ... and Tony Perkins in The Trial.

143



cevvnn....0r wonder whos teaching her how . . .. .. ..

The fine Italian hand (and practically everything else) of Elsa Martinelli is on display in this scene from
Rampage, in which Elsa and Cely Carrillo dally deshabillé in a mountain stream. The film, which concerns the efforts
of two men to capture a rare leopard in darkest Malaya (it was filmed in Hawaii), contains ingredients customarily
served up in cinematic potpourris of this sort: jungle drums, roaring beasts, dry rot, bead curtains and The Eternal Tri-
angle. But something new has been added: the most sensational aquatic smooch ever screened (see next spread).

Above, Elsa and Cely prepare to bare all in eye-filling swim scene as crew stands by. Then Elsa takes plunge, awaits Cely (belowl.

b 9 .al'l. -
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romp in water.




.. 1t’s bob matchum in this steamy scene from “‘rampage”

Above, girlish frolic in shallows continues as camera dollies in on Elsa and companion. But the lissome pair, paddling through the
surf, soon discover that they are not olone. Ashore is Robert Mitchum in the role of o big-gome trapper who has set his snares
for Elsa ond has been stalking her for weeks. Below, Elsa reacts to peeping Bob with mock alarm but Cely retoins Oriental poise.




Right, trapper Bob, spying his prey olone
in ropids, swims salmonlike upstream,
nets Elsa and closes in for epic clinch.
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at shooting’s end, nude
elsa takes to water skis |

“She looks," said Vittorio De Sica, "as if she had
been painted in oils." And Elsa works hard to preserve
this portrait. At breakfast she diets by eating only o
pomegranate, and for exercise she water-skis, in the
nude if possible, at some secluded setting with her
lover, Willy Rizzo (she feels this helps both her
health and her dispasition). Right, she skinny-dips at
Juan-les-Pins, off southern France, then dries in the sun.
Below, as the sun slowly sets aver the Mediterranean,
we savor a delightful Dry Martinelli with a twist.




Although she remains an authentic countess (her husband, Count
Franco Mancinelli Scotti, holds one of the oldest titles in Rome), Elsa
Martinelli has renounced her marriage and now travels about the world
in the company of Italian photographer Willy Rizzo, who shot for
PLAYBOY these exclusive pictures of his unadorned inamorata as she
water-skied in the Mediterranean off the French Riviera shortly after
the filming of Rampage was completed in Hawaii. For Elsa and Willy,
love remains a many-splendored adventure, but life, they have dis-
covered, can sometimes be difficult. Because a divorce for Elsa is unob-
tainable under Italian statute, she and Willy find themselves continually
living under a cloud of scandal (“At the cafés on the Via Veneto they
consume gossip as though it were grappa,” says Elsa). In New York,
London, Hollywood and elsewhere they must always have two hotel
rooms (preterably adjomning) for, says Willy, “If a man shares a single
hotel room with a woman not his wife, this is adultery. And all over
the world they throw you into prison for this — except, of course, in
the avilized nation of France. Ah, what a wonderful country is Francel”

-,




PLAYBOY

DAVID MERRICK

soft and lethargic. As Peter Ustinov puts
it. “He is almost caressing when he talks,
carelully modulated, redolent of warmth
and comfort — not brusque at all. He
scems almost half-asleep at times.” The
over-all impression is one of imperturb-
able majesty. As in so much else about
David Merrick, however, there is a jarring
note. Imperturbable monarchs don't bite
their nails. Merrick does.

This is only the most superficial of the
many contradictions in Merrick and in
his image. The image tends to be simpler
than the man. For not even Merrick can
be as Mephistophelian as his reputation
suggests. Jule Styne, composer of innu-
merable hit songs and now a Broadway
producer, testifies: “T'here is no such
person as David Merrick” —meaning the
Merrick of bogieman legend. “I don't find
David an s.0.b.,” he says. *The image is
painted all wrong.” Michael Stewart,
author of the libretto of Bye Bye Birdie
and Carnival!, goes even further. “He has
created an image of himself as the Nero of
our business,” Stewart says. “It’s become
a kind ol party game to sec who can say
the nastiest things about him. I'm sorry,
but I find Merrick warm and easy. I find
him loyal and completcly honest. He has
the courage of a lion. And no man is
more generous to his creative people.”

Merrick’s reputacion for being a rough,
tough character grows in part out of his
public roubles with actors and actresses.
These began as early as 1954 when he
staged Fanny. Merrick telephoned Wal-
ter Slezak and mduced him to accept a
role in the musical. Slezak came to New
York lrom Hoellywood. Hosulities broke
out almost immediately. Slezak charged
furiously that Merrick had backoracked
on contract terms, and refused o walk
1w Merrick tor months at a stretch. Re-
cently, almost a decade after the event,
Slezak was sull nursing his anger. When
I called him and told him Merrick’s
olice had suggested 1 interview him in
connection with this story, he shouted,
“Whatsamatter, the sonofabitch is try-
ing 1o become a humanitarian?” He re-
fused o discuss Merrick.

Merrick’s noisiest brawl with an actor,
however, came in 1959 shortly after the
opeming of Take Me Along, in which
Jackie Gleason played the kead. Gleason,
apparendy happy during the rehearsal
and tryout period, soon after the open-
ing tricd to pry himself loose {rom the
contract that bound him to the show.
Merrick refused to let him go. Before
long columnists were quoting Gleason
as saying things like: “Dealing with him
is like playing handball againse a putty
wall ... I'm going to put Merrick's pic-
ware on my golf balls — 1 would be able to

180 get anywhere up to 800 yards with that

(continued from page 135)

kind of inspiration.”

Merrick, in turn, on being told that
Gleason had a stomach-ache, announced
that he was deeply sympathetic because,
“When Gleason has a stomach-ache it’s
like a girafle having a sore throar”
Gleason, he said, wanted nothing but
the acclaim of an opening night. He was
not mterested in the hard, unromantic
work that goes with performance after
performance in a Broadway hit. “This
was really unbelievable,” Merrick said
at the time. “Jackie actually requested
one week’s vacation after every three
weeks that he is in the play.”

Today Gleason will no longer com-
ment on the feud, beyond snapping that
“I've doune enough for him already.”
Merrick is less reticent. “His press agents
and mine found easy access to getting
plugs in the columns,” he says quietly.
“But personally, 1 objected to the feud.
I consider Gleason about 12,000,000
hight-years beneath me. He's just a great
big fat comic.”

Another battle between Merrick and
one of his stars broke out during the
run of the musical, Carnival! The lead
was played by Anna Maria Alberghetti, a
slim, dark soprano who a friend de-
scribes by saying, “For a frail lile
girl, she's a helluva street fighter.” Street
tighter or no, the frail Miss Alberghetti
fell il and was hospitalized. Her press
agent promptly publicized the news. Usu-
ally, when the star of a Broadway show
is ill, pains arc taken to keep it quiet,
on the theory that ticket sales will fall
oll once the public knows the star is not
appearing. Merrick, irked, replaced Miss
Alberghett with her understudy, an-
nouncing, I wish 1 had been clairvoyant
enough o know at the beginning that
she was that much better than Miss Al-
berghett.” He rubbed in his revenge by
sending the sick singer a bouquet of
wax roses, duly publicizing that, too.

Such conllicts, of course, are super-
heated by the press agents who proliferate
i the Broadway underbrush. They are
primarily {or public consumption. Not
lor public consumption, however, are the
private, often tar more biuer, battles
that occur in the course of Merrick's
negotiations with actors, directors, com-
posers, writers and their legions of agents
and lawyers. For Merrick is the toughest
HEgOUALOr in town.

Just how tough he can be is sug.
gested in this comment by the upset wile
ol 4 composer who has dealt with Merrick
a number of times. “Negotiztions with
David?” she says. “It's nervous-break-
downsville!”

Merrick has been charged with calcu-
lated campaigns to weaken the opposition
when he is negotiating. Conductor Leh-
man Lngel recalls: “The first time 1

worked with him was in Fanny. We had
breakfast one morning at the Plaza. 1 wold
him how much I get. He agreed to pay it
But when my agent called to confirm the
deal he was unable to get through to Mer-
rick. He tried for a week. Finally, 1 got
through to him myscif and he said, ‘For-
get it,” and hung up. I called Harold
Rome and Josh Logan, who were work-
ing on the show. They called David.
Twenty minutes later he called my agent
and the deal was confirmed. 1 think he
just does this to make you nervous.”

One of Merrick’s best-known tactics in
negotiation is the temper tantrum. He
has on occasion stormed out of meetings.
He has screamed with rage, pounded the
table, called people names. Sometimes
the tantrum is genuine. More often it is
a tactical mancuver. Says onc friend,
“I've scen him all heated up, and as soon
as he hangs up the phone he smiles and
says. ‘Wasn't that a wonderful act?"”
Lruptions of Mount Merrick, however,
can be corked. Says Jule Styne, “If you're
weak, you're no match for David Merrick.
He'll devour you. But he knows I'll fight
back and hit him with a chair — I really
would — and he knows it. 1 don't use
agents and lawyers between us. 1 tell him
myself. If you are strong, you can argue
with Merrick.”

Despite all this sound and fury, says
one leading agent who has haggled and
fought with Merrick repcatedly, “He's
not unfair. He's tough. He’s called my
bluff several times. Many other pro-
ducers are easier to deal with. They will
pay all kinds of salaries that are unwar-
ranted. Merrick won't. S50 he seems un-
fair by comparison.”

Actor Sydney Chaplin puts it this way:
“He wants to get everyone cheap. Bur all
the other producers do, too. Some do it
with a smile at a cocktail party or an arm
around your shoulder. David is dircct. He
lives up to the contract. I didn’t have one
day's trouble with him. After all, when
you put $400,000 into a show, it's no
longer crapping around artsy-craftsy. It's
a business.”

If Merrick looms as an ogre to many
outsiders, he presents a totally different
picture o his own tghtly knit perma-
nent stafl. He is the only producer in
America to have built a 52-weck-a-year
organization. Others hire and fire people
as nceded. Merrick retains a cadre of
trained people. He is thoughtful of them.
He gives them great leeway for individual
initiative. He is paternal. The same is
true of Merrick’s relationships with ofi-
stage creauve personnel. Typically, when
he hires a director, he leaves the director
alone. “I don’t constantly hover over
them taking notes, sitting alongside them
at rchearsal,” Merrick says. “The pro-
ducer with a pad and pencil will drive the

(continucd on page 225



THE CALFAYAN
COLLECTIOCN

fiction BY PETER SOURIAN

it was not his intention to share his
treasures —either old masters or youny
mistresses—uwith the rest of the world

BEDROS CALFAVAN, the Armenian multimillion-
aire, had taken again to walking out for lunch
from his deceptively modest Paris office. The
wizened little hunchback servant Rifat, who
accompanied him, skipping to keep pace, was
not surprised when Calfayan stopped having
the limousine pick him up at noon, for it had
been almost three months since Rifat had been
charged with dismissing his employer’s last
mistress. a café singer.

Caltayan, his conscious genius totally ab-
sorbed in matters of business, knew less than
Rifat what Calfayan was now up to. The
hunchback knew, because it fell within thc
range of one of his primary tasks, which was to
procure, help train and ultimately discard the
objects of Calfayan’s powerfully animal, yet
delicately aesthetic mdinations. Calfayan did
not know, because his brain, the apparent
equivalent in practical and imaginative capac-
ity of a heavily staffed corporation, preferred
not to know. Therefore, Rifat's brain, like a
pilot fish, followed by leading the Armenian
vhale.

And so Calfavan, as he moved, ghmpsed
women of Paris dimly through the slow, turbu
lent seas of his absorption. A lower-class
matron, ripe and wise-seeming, came close, but
receded: then a short, trim young student on
the arm of a shaggy-haired boy; and there was
one lithe Swede. But Rifat knew his work
would not begin until a vision touched and
then firmly arrested Calfayan.

Calfayan had granted one newspaper inter-
view in his 50 years. But it was not really an
interview. The London Times reporter had
opened his mouth, about to ask a first ques-
tion, when Calfayan said: 1 am not a gatnbler.
I am truly audacious. I wait and wait without
panic until [ am sure. I tell myself no hopeful
lies. I am not too much vain. These are my
courage. Good day.” Then he left the room,
nodding briefly to Rifat in signal that the
Englishman be ushered gently away.

This summer noontime they passed a sand-
wich counter near the Printemps. Calfayan
stopped. One of three bluesmocked salesgirls
from the department store, on their lunch
hour, leaned tight against the chromium edge
of the counter, on tiptoe, her full breasts half-
outlined. blue cloth drawn ught. She was
laughing at the ungainly, oversize man behind
the counter, who (continued on page 183)
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persuasion

from the prose fables of the Hindu Tantrakhyayika

Ribald Classic

IN A CERTAIN VILLAGE of India lived a
Brahman whose duty it was to tend the
sacred fire in the temple. This holy man
of noble caste, though poor. worried
mightily that people might overlook the
purity of his position. One day he jour-
neyed to a neawrby village to beg for a
slave to help him with the tending of the
fire, and a rich man gave him one, saving:
“Take this damsel, for she is comely and
will be skillful in tending the five.”
Having cyed the girl, the Brahman
had an impure thought, for all his piety,
and he said o himsell: T am certain
this damsel will tend the fire quite well,
and, if I am not deceived, can be taught,
in addition, to kindle the flames of love.”
Now, i certain young of the
village, 100 poor to buy lile's pleasures,
had learned to rely on his wits; secing
with

mnun

the damsel, he was smitten her
beauty and he vowed to possess her.
“But,” he said to himsell, “'it cannot be
by force, for she is the slave of a holy man
and the law would be vindictive. I must
use the weapons ol guile and persuasion.”

Thus, when the Brahman had pro-

ceeded some distance along the road with

his newly acquired assistant, a farmer lad

appeared and said: O reverend sir, why
are you leading an uncean person to

the shrine of cternal fire? This girl is a

prostitute and I, begging your pardon,
know her quite well and in an intimate

way. Recall the proverb:

“The prostitute and knave,

The hangman and the slave,
Untouchables, defile you

And get you in a stew.”

The Brahman was [urious and swore
and the Tarmer

by the damsel’s virginity.

[nl
lad departed, begging his l):ll'(lOl]. But, a
few miles farther along the road, a potter
masked 1n a

appeared, his face

cloth.

sweat
*Alas,
holy sir, even were this prostitute of

To the Brahman he said:

your own clan and caste, it would not
be meet to take her o the shrine, for
the proverh says:

“Touch not too freely man or beast,

And woman touch not in the least,

For he who does must weep and fast,

If he would purify his caste.”

The Brahman was astonished and an-
gry, and the potter apologized humbly,
Yet,
the same highway and near the gate of

saluted, and walked away. later, on
the city, a shepherd stopped the Brahman

and said: “Pious [ather. be not irate, but
do vou know that the girl whose hand
you hold is a well-known joy girl> Peo-

ple will talk if you take her to the

shrine. Remember the proverh:

“When pious Brahmans of high class,
In ignorance, or in passion’s blast,
Reach out for prostitutes in lust,
They must cleanse their lives — it
Is a4 must.”

The DBrahman shook his head and
said aloud: “Surely this damsel must be
a prostitute, for the first three young
men | met on the road knew her all
oo well. Verily, people would talk if
they saw her in the shrine. And my posi-
tion and background are worth [far
more than the charms she has.”

Turning to the shepherd, who could
hardly divert his eves from the damsel’s
face and figure, he said: “Will you take
her off my hands, lad, and tell no one
you saw her with me?”

When the shepherd said he would,
the Brahman said to the damsel: “Go
your way, daughter ol [olly, and forget
you ever saw me.”

The damsel lowered her eyes until he
had hastened away 10 be purified. Then
with a smile, she gave her hand to the
youth who had assumed the disguises of
farmer lad, potter and shepherd, and to-
gether they entered a nearby woodland
o offer a fitting tribute to the god of
love.

—Retold by J. A. Gato D
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GONE WITH THE TEEVEE JEEBIES

saltre By SHEL SILVERSTEIN

“You didnw’t ask me if I was a vampive. so I didn’t “Watch it, Marge —you forgol to put on your tights . ..”
tell vou [ was a vampive .

“I appreciate your adwvice, dear, hut Herlz “You say you lend money on anything . .. 2"
put me in the dviver's seatl”

“I'm sorry, Dad. but when Shelley Beyman does it, “I think they've expecting us to
s funny. When you do it, it isn't funny!” put on some sort of show . . ."



a fresh supply of whimsical dialog for t’s late-night flicks

“r'd take some bones for my puppy. but 1 can’t seem “Now, boys. that's a part of Bird Watclhing that
{o find lam avound anywhere - =" really shouldn’t be watched . .. !

“Damned sports cars!!” “All vight, Son, you canght the fly. Now I think it
wonld he a very nice thing if you let him go ., .7

“Excuse me, but I couldn’t help overhearing your “Do you want to know why none of the guys will play
conversation about “balling.” I used to be a pretiy leapfrog with you?”
fair baseball player myself. Pitched foy Spokane in 185

"

the Pacific Coast League back in . .,
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BILLMRD BA L-Lﬂ (continued [rom page 101)

of the Sundav paper. Out loud. To
me. Including some cassihed ads.” Ray
stopped the car between the angled
parking-space lines belore the iz win-
dows of the colffee shop. shur off the
motor, and turned to [ace Sophia. still
listening. He was 28 years old. she was
24: both were blond., and their name was
Rasmussen. “The Sundav belore, T think
it was, yvou discovered a wonderful radio
program: old records. old 78s. And it was
good: 1 liked it. But it started at mid-
night. Tonight — well, we staved at the
Dabneys’ till they were ready to throw us
out.”

“Phil wasn’t.”

“No, he's as bad as vou are Sunday
nights: Juue's told me. He'd have kept
us there another hour. June was tired,
though, so we lelt reasonably early. but
now instead ol going straight home we're
stopping for collee.” She watched his
face Tor 0 moment. “You still don't know
what T mean?”

Opening his door, he smiled wryly.
“Yeah, 1 know all right: the Sunday-
nmight Stall belore the Monday-morning
Blues. I didn't vealize it was that bad,
is all.”

Inside, alter they had sat down at the
long plastic-topped counter and ordered,
Sophia said. “Do you really hate vour
job all that much, Ray:™ It was after 12,
and there was only one other customer,
a tan-uniformed Calilornia highway pa-
trolman halfway down the counter.

“No, I don’t hate it. Though I guar-
antee vou I don't love it

“Then why don’t you fAnd another
job? You're voung, your career’s ahead
ol vou: find somcthing vou really love
to do. There must be something that —"

His eyes were amused. “You sound like
my mother; just before T hinished school.
Always after me 1o tell her “what [ really
winted to do,” and 1 never knew what
to say.” He glanced up to thank with a
smile the waitress who was setting their
cups down. “She assumed — it was an
article ol absolute faith with her — that
lor cvery boy there was not only a girl
but a job he'd love. But it's not neces-
sarily true. Not for me. The girl, yeah,
the job, no.”

“Ray, I know people who —"

“Oh, I know ‘em, too! I grew up with
a kid who knew when he was 10 years
old that he wanted o be a doctor. Now
he is one, working 12 and 11 hours a
day, and loves it Another kid 1 knew was
a natural-born artist. He dido’t have to
lcin, he could always draw. He's a
commercial artist now and it's all he
ever wints to do. Well, T envy people
like that; theyre the lucky ones of the
world. They have the all. They spend
their lives doing what they want to do
and that’s the best thing there is. Next

156 o good health and a chubby liwde wile.

It’s a million times better than just mak-
ing money. But mostly the world is pop-
ulated by people like me.”

“No, it isn't”

He smiled. picking up the sugar jar.
“You're deluded, kiddo. I fooled you
casy.”

They poured cream into their cups;
unwrapped sugar, and dropped in the
cubes; stirred:  tasted: set down  their
cups. Ray stared ahead [or a moment or
so, then shrugged and turned to Sophia.
“Oh, I'm not running mysell down: I'm
intelligent enough and I'm not lazy. 1
just don’t have any special talene, that’s
all: wone. The world's full ol us, and
all we can do is go out and hunt a job
when the time comes, and it doesn’t
much matter what kind. I'm an assistant
account  executive  in an advertising
ageney: for no special reason. I could
just as well be something else. There
are times when the job’s tedious. plenty
ol them, but it has 1ts interesting mo-
ments. too: as many as sy other job I
could hope to find. So 1 don't hate it,
Soph: a job's necessary and this one’s
OK. I guess what I resent is the time
it takes: most of my life.”

“"What do you mecan?”

“Figure it out. I get up at 6:30; still
dink most of the year. And for more
than the next 12 hours, ull T get
home just before seven. it's cither work,
preparing to leave for work. or going
to and from it on a bus. If T get cight
howrs” sleep. that’s over 20 of the 24 hours
gone, And it happens five days out of
seven. That's most of my lile, kid.” He
smiled at her, shrugging again. “1I'm
not complaining. though: it's no worse
for me than anvone clse. You just got
me started is all.” He shook his head,
still smiling. “The Sunday-night Stall;
I didn't know it showed.”

The Dabneys visited the Rasmussens
the following Sunday. Phil Dabney was
Ray's oldest friend: they'd grown up
together in San Frandisco. Now  they
cach lived here on the Peninsula, in
the commuting area south ol the city,
and becruse their wives liked cach other,
the Rasmussens and the Dabneys were
cach the couple the other saw most often.
Tonight it was rainy and chilly out-
side, typical end-ol-the-winter Bay Area
weather. But here inside they sat or
lay on the floor before a five in the tiny
black-metal fireplace which hung  sus-
pended by its own stovepipe [rom a
corner ol the living-room ceiling.

The voom was silent. The two men
lay sprawled on their stomachs facing
cach other across a very large tablet of
white paper. a layout pad from Ray's
office. Each of the men. Ray in corduroy
pants and a collar-fraved white shit,
Phil in dark pants and a ved-plaid wool
shirt, was drawing a carcful serics of

dime-sized circles on the pad. The cirvcles.
their edges overlapping, formed wwo
curved lines moving out toward cach
other [rom cach side ol the sheet. Beside
the pad Ly an open box ol colored
pencils. and cach time one of the men
hnished o cirde he would color it in:
Ray's were red, Phil's green. Scattered
on the carpet around them lay other
sheets, cach with a diagram of colored
discs.

Phil laid down his pencil, and ran
the spread fingers of his hand through
his striight black hair. He was a big
nervous-mannercd man and this compul-
sive gesture was so familiar 1o his wile
and friends that they no longer saw it
Glancing at June, his wile, he smiled.

She nodded at the pad. “I'm still
not surc¢ how that’s supposed to work.”
She lay on the floor on her side. watching
them. weming black slacks and  wrde-
neck sweater. head propped on her cl-
bow. her blue eves calm and intelligent.
Her long hair. bk as her clothes, was
piled on her head: she was a Fairskinned,
unuswally tall givl with a handsome fig-
urc: she seemed hall again as big as
Sophia sitting cross-legged beside her in
blouse, wool skirt and coral sweater.

Ray looked up (rom the pad to answer
her; he enjoyed looking at June, which
made him leel o linde guilty  toward
Sophix and Phil. “It’s the Billiavd Ballet.
The Pool Table Polka. And itll revo-
lutionize the experimental film.”

“I know. So vou've hoth said.”

“Fourteen  times,”  Sophia
“With more o come.”

“But will it work:"

“Suare it will.” Phil said. “We'll use
the pool table in Al Kahler's family
room: we'll give him a credic line in
the finished film. And Ray's going 1o
borrow a l6-millimeter movie camera
with 2 stop action; an artist at his office
has one.”

“That’s the part T don’t —"

"We mount the camera above the
pool table, and focus straight down
on i,” Ray said, looking up at June
again. “We arrange the pool balls in
a patern, and then snap just one frame
at a time, using color film. Between
cach [rime we ke, we move the pool
balls slightly, according to these dia-
grams. IUs the wav you muake an ani-
mated  film: and when we finish our
filmy, and run iv ofl, the balls will scem
to move. They'll come rolling up onto
the wble from the pockets fivst. Then
they'll roll all over the table, bouncing
oll the side cushions. circling one an-
other, forming all sorts of intricate mov-
ing patterns.”

“ICH be absolutely spectacular,” Phil
sitiel, and again he ran his fingers quickly
through his hair. “It really will: they'll
roll wround like magic. We'll dub in
music, finally, and the balls will seem 10

(continued on page 168)
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MULTIPLYING LIKE RABBITS, THE SIX U.S.
PLAYBOY GLUBS WILL SOON BE TWELVE, AND
THE BUNNIES PREPARE TO HOP OVERSEAS

witen e aacazise reported that Plavboy Club ]\t\\
were “the closest thing 1o a Phi Beta Kappa [vom Yale,”
we carnestly hoped  that members ol that venerable
academic society didn’t think we were competing. Far
from it, we consider the pleasures unlocked by a Playboy
key to be anvihing but academic.

Similinly. we reluctantly ake issue with many ol the
Clubs” admirvers who regard the Key as promarily a status
svimbol. Quite the contrary: While membership in “the
world’s most distinguished Key club™ (ivect Mad NMaga
zine) is undoubtedly prestigious, any status acerued s
purely secondary to the very real (as opposed 1o svimbolic)
benehts ol belonging. These (text continued on page 166)



new orleans

Top, left: Bunnies peer through picturesque stained-glass door of New Orleans Ployboy Club. Although swingingly modern, the Club, set in
the heart of Crescent City's historic French Quarter, sustains facade of Old World charm. Top, center: Bunny Gloria Fleming shokes mean
cotton-tail within o hare’s breadth of rabbit-emblazoned bass drum. Top, right: Wee-hours specialty in New Orleons is combinotion of Dixieland
beot for music buffs and after-midnight breakfost for food buffs in Club’s Living Room. Bunny Wanda Owens relaxes while woiting to serve
members ot buffet. Above: Casual comfort, plush decor, choice entertoinment make Club Living Room one of town’s mest populor rendezvous.




eﬁieclgo

Top, left: A sumptuous repast is savored by members and their guests at Chicago Club’s elegant new VIP Room (for Very Important Pluyboys). Top,
right: Playmate-Bunny Connie Mason takes call for keyholder in Club’s handsome new Lobby. Above, righl: Members perform a lively twist with
Playmate-Bunny June Cochran, Bunny Peggy Vidas and other bright-eyed, bushy-tailed Bunnies to the swinging strains of new rock-'n’-roll hit,
F'm in Love with a Bunny. Late-hour Celebrity Parties in Chicage's Playroom last until four A.M. six nights a week, five A.M. on Saturdays. Above,
left: Bunny Bonnie Jo Halpin serves generous Playboy-size libations (a full ene-and-a-holf cunces) in casual surroundings of Club’s Living Room.
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Left: Miami Playbay Club, situated an o 40,000-square-fool waterfront estate, affers unique dacking facilities. Top, right: Playmate-Bunny Joyce
Nizzari greets incoming members in the Club’s elegantly appointed Labby. Above, right: Living Room Celebrity Party gets going after
midnight and keeps going until 3:30 A.M. every night but Sunday. Personalities such as John Wayne, Sanny Liston, Danny Kaye, Frank Sinatra,
Tony Curtis, Harry Belafonte, Steve Allen, Jahnny Carson, Peter Lawford, Mort Sahl, Shelley Berman and Dean Martin are frequently in
attendance at Clubs across the cauntry. These fun-filled parties are highlighted by Bunnies twisting enticingly atap Living Raom’s Piana Bar.




Top, left: Extroordinary multilevel decor of New York Club, in a view from the balcony, features Living Room at the top, circular Piano Bar in
center, popular Playmate Bar below, and Lobby (only partially visible) in foregraund. Top, right: The blessings of giving are extolled by Bunny
Carole Butler, who beautifies Playboy Gift Shop. Above, right: Buffet viands fit for a king are served with queenly grace by Bunny Annette Prescott
in Living Room. Above, left: Full view of New York Playboy Club’s elegantly decorated Lobby shows members and their guests entering
Gotham's most lovish night club — which, according to o recent New York Court ruling, may now be restricted to keyholders exclusively.
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The newest link in Playboy’s glittering key-club chain is penthoused atop the Mayer-Central building in Phoenix, Arizona. Elevator, shown in inset,
swings with Playboy image — when cab reaches Penthouse, o light blinks on Playboy’s famous rabbit emblem. Above, left: Bunny, in soft focus
against Penthouse window that reveals panoramic view of city, serves hearty, man-size lunch. Top, center: Rare roast beef sizzles on Living Room
cart as Bunny linda Loren prepares to serve Playboy keyholder. Top, right: Two cotton-tailed Bunnies fill their trays at service counter in popular
Playmate Bar. Above: Voices of the Kirby Stone Four are in close harmony with elegant walnut-paneled decor of swank Penthouse showroom.




Top, left: The beauty of the St. Louis Club’s Lobby is enhanced by break-taking Bunnies in foreground and breathtaking gatefold photographs
decoroting Playmate Bar in background. Top, right: St. Louis Bunny crosses cue sticks with keyholder in a game of bumper pool. Constant
proctice makes Bunnies hard to beot {(Chicago Bunny Kathy Greenlee recently trimmed billiard champ Willie Mosconi five games in a row).
Above, right: Intimate Playpen is suspended over Playmate Bar, with Cartoon Corner visible in background. Above, left: Training Bunny Kelly
Collins, in town to breck in a new Bunny brood ("’Hare-raising,” she calls it), looks over PLAYBOY magazine pictorial in St. Louis Club's stair well.
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san franeiseo [os angefcs

Top left: Gracefully sculptured arches highlight trim, handsome lines of San Francisco Club, which will be opened to members in Spring 1964,
Above, left: Artist’s conception of interior shows mony-tiered splendor typical of most Playboy Clubs. In this view, Lobby split-levels up to Living
Room and down to Playmate Bor. Top, center: The $10,000,000 Los Angeles Playboy Club-Hotel, shown in front view, is scheduled for early 1965.
In addition to lavishly appointed Playboy Club, it will house a 200-room luxury hotel with office facilities, swimming pool, shopping arcade, health
164 club and conference rooms. Above, center: Rear view of the 10-story edifice shows plaza, pool and cabonos. In artist’s renderings above photo



EXECUTIVE SUITE PEMTHOUSE

LIVING ROOM LOBBY

at right, detail of hotel’s swank Executive Suite shows smart duplex styling. Penthouse is gluss-enclosed and provides both @ magnificent vista of
Los Angeles and a starlit backdrop for performers. In photo, Big Bunny Hugh Hefner celebrates Club’s groundbreaking by shattering champagne
bottle over bulldozer’s nose, while spectators, newsmen and Bunnies (who dug the event with silver shovels) cheer. In renderings below photo,
architect’s concepfion of Living Room shows multilevel decor enhanced by handsome ramp. Lobby stairway, which leads to Playroom, VIP Room
and 24-hour-a-day Cartoon Corner Sandwich Shop (which will service poolside members with luncheons), tukes members past tumbling waterfall.



PLAYBOY

indude the fellowship of educated and
urbane companions, the solicitous pres-
ence ol the most beautiful cub givls in
the world, relaxation in sophisticated and
decorous surroundings, epicurcan cdibles
and potables at modest prices, and su-
perior entertainment,

Judging by a recent survey of the
Playboy Club keyholder, he's not the type
ol person who needs symbols of status.
Seventy-five pereent of our members are
cither company  presidents,  vice-presi-
dents, managers, sales managers or prof(_'s
sionals, while an additional cight percent
own their own businesses. Eightyv-lour
percent have completed college and the
median ammual income ol all kevholders
is just under 520000, Status  scekers?
Hardly. Status holders. yes: trend setters,
assurcdly; taste makers, certainly: Key-
holders share all this in common, as well
as the fact that only they and their
auests can be admitted o Plavboy Clubs
throughout the world.

When Publisher-President Hugh M.
Heer first conceived the Club concept
as a fun-filled oasis [rom the toils ol the
workday world, drawing its personality
from the pages ol rravsoy, he didn’t
realize that the Clubs would be described
as “20th Century Dreamworlds™ (Haviety)
or "Gaudy and ditillating Tands of make-
believe™ (Newsweek). Curiously. the com-
mon denominator of both praise and
criticism ol the Clubs is this evocation of
a dream world, to which Helner replies,
“It would be a sad and empty world with-
out any dreams. Ol course there is a
certain amount  of make-believe  con-
nected to The Plavboy Club — there is
with all of the entertainment world:
When a kevholder comes into Playboy,
his name goes up on the members” name-
plate board and from that moment on he
is king. It's /iis own club and evervone —
from bus boys to Bunnics — from floor
managers to entertainers — helps o make
him feel at home (whether he's in The
Plavboy Club in New York or the Philip-
pines) and they do their best to see that
he has the time of his lile while he and
his guests are with us.” Perhaps what
these conmmentitors sive groping tor is an
explanation for the most spectacular
night-club phenomenon of our genera-
tion. that has grown from the nucleus of
an idea a little more than three vears ago
to i 250,000-member operation with six
swinging Plavbov Clubs already in exist-
ence in key cities across the U.S. and
immediate plans for nine more, plus pro-
jected Clubs for every major city in the
country and most ol the capitals of
the workd.

Newsweek was the first to dub The
Playboy Clubs a “Disneyland for Adults”
and it is a particularly apt title. The
[wmous children’s amusement area incor-

166 porites suguestions ol [antasy, but the

entertainment is very real, making Dis
neyland virtwally a dream come true.
More significant, in relation to The
Playboy Club concept. this voungsters'
paradise provides such a wide variety of
entertainment that a visitor can keep
himsell amused from opening to closing
time without leaving the premises. The
same is true, on an adule level, of The
Playboy Clubs: for in the tasteful sur-
roundings of cach, the male member (stag
or accompanied) is olfered a complete
evening of sophisticated entertainment,
unruffled relaxation in his very own club,
music, varicty, liughter, the eve-hilling
presence of Plavboy's own Bunnies, and
excellent. reasonably priced food and
drink (a complete dinner is the same
price as the manssized drinks — and any
drink in the house. from the finest Scotch
to a champagne cockiail, is S1.50). The
keyholder can even add an appetizing
lunch 1o his Plavboy Club day, cock tils
in the afternoon, and a1 late-night Break-
fast Buttet and Celebrity Party, with the
twisting Bunnices.

The elements of variety are most clearly
discernible in the diversity of rooms in
ciach Club. The keyholder can relax in
the elegant and comlortable environment
of the Playmate Bar, Living Room. Car-
toon Corner and Piano Bar: he can be
entertained in the Plavroom and Pent-
house — usually there is a diflerent show
in eiach. timed so that the member cin
see both within two hours.

The Playboy Clubs' newest addition is
the candlelit VIP Room (for Very Im-
portant Plavboys). Here, in o small but
stately room. clegantly decorated in opu-
lent shades of deep blue and contrasting
silver. a hante-cuisine 10-course dinner is
served in resplendent china, silver service
and crystal glassware by liveried butlers
and velvet-adorned bilingual Bunnics.
The gastronomic delights of the VIP
Room are, understandably, the only ex-
ception to the flat S1.50 food policy:
dinner costs S12.50, with lunches or mid-
night suppers available at prices varying
[rom 55.50 1o 57.50. Scating in these inti-
mate salons is limited 1o 35 in Chicago
and 50 in New York (so far, the only
Clubs that have VIP Rooms), which
means that reservations must be made in
advince,

In addition to the diversity of the
rooms, the variety ol entertainment at
cach Club helps enhance the “Disney-
Land” fecling. While most night spots [ea-
ture a show, the Clubs normally put on a
mininm of fiwo threc-act performances
eirch evening (except in Phoenix, where
there is no Playroom at present). “The
Playboy Circuit,” as reported in Life, “is

one of the nation’s most important talent
incubators,” and a full roster of enter-
tainers supplies [resh shows to the show-

rooms every two weeks. As a resule of its
extensive scouting system and a policy of
introducing the best of the nation's
talented newcomers, The Playbov Club
has become known. in show Dbusiness
circles, as the night-club star maker, intro-
ducing such previously unknown enter-
tainers as Dick Gregory, Jerry Van Dyke,
Johuny Janis. Jackie Gayle. Ray Kirby
and the Danny Apolinar Trio to stardom.
Barbra Swreisand, the night-club sensa-
tion ol the scason, was under contract to
play The Playboy Club Cirenit a full
year ago.

Many members regard the ubiquitous
Bunnies (rLavsov, Julv 1963) as the
Clubs™ greatest entertainment. The Bun-
nies smile, beguile, serve. sing and dance.
check hats and coats. manage Playboy
Club Gilt Shops, welcome members at
the door, lock cue sticks with keyvholders
in diverting games of bumper pool, take
souvenir photographs of, and with, the
pawons and, by their very pulchritudi-
nous presence, help to make evenings
spent at The Playboy Cluly unforgettable
experiences. The New York Journal-
American’s description of the Playboy
Bunmies 1s flattering —*They're just plain
airls . . . except for their curves, beautiful
faces and charming manner”— but incom-
plete. The Bunnices combine the whole-
someness  of line  stewardesses, the
glamor ol showgirls, and the warm efl-
ciency of hostesses at a swinging house
party.

While all the Clubs, present and [uture,
share the common denominator of atmos-
phere, entertainment and Bunnies. none
of them has been exuuded through a
cookie cutter: each has its own stamp of
individuality. as wpified by the newest
Club, Phoenix (opened to members in
December 1962). Located atop the Mayer-
Central building. it’s an authentic pent-
house, and members, while dining in
glass-enclosed rooms or strolling on the
outdoor terrace, enjov a panoramic view
ol the cy.

The 5t. Louis Club was linked to the
key chain in September 1962, A series ol
pyramids form a porte-cochere for key-
holders who enter at 3914 Lindell Blvd..
and one of the first sights 1o greet thei
cyes in the magnilicent lobby is a view,
behind the vansparent wall, of a tradi-
tional Japanese garden exquisitely illumi-
nated by a hnely sculptured fountain.
Also unique to the St Louis Club is a
Playpen, with scating for 12, suspended
over the Playmate Bar. Bob Goddard,
columnist for the St. Louis Globe-Demo-
cral. has deseribed the Club’s multilevel
decor as "Early Fabulous.” “T don't like
to use the word ‘classy’” any more than I
can help,” writes Goddard, “but let's face
it, the St. Louis Club is class with a
capital C.”

(concluded on page 226)
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PLAYRBOY

BILLIARD BALJ-ET (continued from page 156)

roll into and out of patterns in rhythm.”

“I like it,” June said. “It sounds won-
derful.”

“So do 1,” said Sophia, “and I'd love
to sce it. But won't it take an awlully
long tme?”

P'hil looked up to nod rucfully. “Yeah.
Just rearranging the balls between each
frame will take several minutes. And
you necd 16 frames for every second
ol finished film. The whole thing will
take days.”

“Well, why do you want to do it,
exactly”

The two men looked ac cach other for
a moment, then wrned back o the
women. “For fun,” Phil said. “For noth-
ing else but the sheer pleasure of doing
it. It be one of the few things done
in the 20th Century for absolutely no
other reason.””

June nodded, and rolled to a sitting
position. “Yeah,” she said. and twmed
to Sophia. “Five will get you 10 that
we never hear ol it again after tonight.
Remember the game they were soing
to invent? Like Monopoly, only better?
And the mail-order business they were
going to start in our garage?”

“Sure, Sunday projects, every one. In
lull, glorious bloom Sunday night, with-
ered and forgotten Monday morning.”
Sophia nodded at the colored diagrams
on the floor. “June, don't you realize?
It’s just this week's version of the Sun-
day-night Seall.”

“OF course: 1 should have known™ —
she glinced at hey wateh: it was a quarter
of 12. “Today is Suetchable Sunday, the
only dav in the week with at least 25
hours.” Working on their diagram again,
the men ignored her. “Look at them:
this week the Billiard Ballet, next week
Lord knows what. Did I ¢ver tell you
that one Sunday last summer Phil wanted
to start washing the car at 12:15 at
night> There was a [l moon, he
pointed out, and it was warm outside.
We'd never washed the car by moon-
light, he said: an arcument that, believe
me, is hard 10 answer.”

“Someday they'l timally figure out how
to hold off Monday lorever and icll be
Sunday for the rest of owr lives.”

“We sure nanrried a pair of comical
ladies, Phil. Not much on looks, but
they're swre a lafl-rior. o quote the
movic ads. How come you're not chuck-
ling away?”

Phil smiled slightly. “Mavbe because
ivs true. We'll never finish this or even
sttt it And we both know it Ir'd
tuke several weeks' Tull time, and maybe
longer.” He smiled again, in the manner
of one about o repeat an old joke —
“"Working for a living takes oo damn
much time. And you know something?”
He pushed himself up from the floor,

168 and sat [acing the others, wms around

his knces, one hand clasping the other
wrist. “T finally figured out why. It's
threc-and-a-hall days till payday for me
right now, and as is usual at that time
we're broke. We've got about a buck and
a half bertween us; I'll carry my lunch
tll Thursday, Well, I used o laugh
whenever that happencd. I'd say, “Where
docs the money go?' then shrug and
lorget it. But lately I've been thinking
about where it goes. You know what
the real-estate man said when we bought
our houser He said it cost “cighteen-five,
and that's how I thought about it [or
quite a while. Then it occurred 0 me
that another way to say it — very slowly
——is SI8500.0 It sounds ditferent that
way. but I think it’s the right way to
sy it beause its going lo take me
exactly 24 years to pay it. and that fsn't
all. When we finally own the house —
in 1987, and we want you over to dinner
1o celebrate — 'l have paid out an-
other SI12,000 in interest on the mort-
wage, seven or cight thousand more in
county taxes, and scveral thousand on
top ol that in repairs and upkeep. At
least 510,000 all told. Well, Raymond.
my boy, it takes years and years of
getting up in the morning and going
1o work to save up that much. You
spend years of your life just to buy a
rool over your head.”

He held up a hand against interrup-
tion, though none of the others had
tried to speak. “And you've got to have
a car, don’t you? It never enters your
head that you don’t. But I'm warning
vou: don’t ever sit down and fligure out
what it really costs. Three thousand
bucks just to buy onc, every few years.
Well, that’s over four months’ work for
me. alter taxes. And it's only the begin-
ning. Add insurance each year, license,
gas. tires, repairs, parking fees, meter
lees. tolls — and, man, its fantastic what
a chunk of your life goes into earning
what it takes just to drive a car around:
vou could make hall-a-dozen Billiavd
Ballets in that time! Another [ull qua-
wer ol evervithing I carn — one fourth of
my working lile — goes lor nothing hut
taxes; Federal income tax, state tax, sales
tx, liquor wx, cigarctte tax, tax tax!
June and I have a decent house, decent
clothes, food, car and some luxuries be-
sides, and that's fine; it's great. But some-
times I wonder: Do you really have o
spend over half your waking hours at a
job or getting to and from it — for just
the necessities of life and  something
over? Could there possibly be another
quicker way to get them il I could only
think of it? And wouldn’t it be great 1o
lind one? So that every once in a while,
all through vour life, you'd have enough
ol it lelt over to go 1o work on a Billiard
Ballet just for the sheer Tun ol 2"

Through several seconds they  sat

silent and motionless, then Phil smiled
embarrassedly, looking sheepish, and ran
a hand through his hair. Ray said.
“"Right! So it's Up, Rebels, and we'll
Iree Ireland! Let’s work all night on the
Pool Table Polka, and to hell with the
jobs in the morning.” But cven as he
spoke he was getting to his feet, then
he stood stretching his back and shoul
ders. The evening was over and not long
alterward the Dabneys went home.

On Friday of the next week the sky
cleared, the sun came out strong and
warm, and as happens several times dun
ing a California winter, it was bricll .
summer agait., Saturday was warmer still.
and  immediately alter breaklast Rin
told Sophia that he'd like to ke th
car; that he'd be gone all day and, smil
ing as he said it, she was to ask no qu ~
tions. But it was nearly cight o'clo 1
before he was home again, with Sophia
beginning to worry. Then he came in
through the kitchen door, from the ea
age, amd he was smiling, and she siw
that his cves were excited. Before she
could speak he held up a hand. “A big
favor: hold the questions till tomorrow.
We're going on a picnic with the Dab-
neys, and it's a surprise till we get
there.”

Sunday was bright and clear, almost
hot, and they left early in the Rasmus.
sens’  four-year-old  Plymouth  station
wagon: the women in sweaters and
slacks, the men in wash pants and wool
shirts, By 11 o'cdock they were driving
past the domed State Capitol building
in Sacramento, Ray still relusing o say
where they were going. At noon. a
dozen miles past Placerville, in the
mountain foothills, Ray turned off U.S.
50 onto an asphalt county road. A few
miles later he wirned ofl this onto a
narrow dirt road, drove for 2t mile, and
parked. Then, the men taking turns car-
rying the wicker basket of lunch Sophia
had prepared, they walked into the
woods, following a trail, for a quarter-
mile.

They came out into a natural clearing,
a meadow of some several acres sloping
to a small stream. It was entirely sur-
rounded by tall pines, and above and be-
youd them the snow-capped peaks of the
Sierra Nevadas rose in the hazy distance,
It was a beawtiful place, secluded and
wonderlully warm in the noon sun. The
livde stream, perhaps 20 feet wide, was
strewn with gray-black boulders, some as
iwge as a house, and the racing water
gurgled and sang as it llashed between
them. As they walked down the slope
toward the stream, June saw and ex-
climed over deer wacks leading 10 and
from the water: then, finding places 10
sit on a great shelving of flat rock be-
side the stream, they all saw a trout leap.,
white-bellied and  shining momentarily
in the sun,

Lying or sitting on the warm rock sur-
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THE ELBOW
PATCH LOOK

for the KNOWING
man-about-campus

ELBOW PATCH

Martin Looped
<D Mohair Jacket

Traditional model in
luxurious leoped mo-
hair! Camel olive

25.00

ELBOW PATCH

Towne & King
Shetland Cardigan

Sweater of soft, im-
ported Shetland.
Heather tones of
olive, brown, grey.

15.95

ELBOW PATCH

Cricketeer Tweed
Sports Jacket

Rugged natural
shoulder favorite.
Grey, olive, brown.

39.95

Mail and phone orderg cheerfully invited.

GRODINS
12th & Broadway
Oakland 7, Calif,

HI 1-0450

DAKLAND AUDITORIUM

SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 29 1:30-4:00 p.m.

2 GRODINS S

MUSIC
FESTIVAL

L L R RN ]

215 HOURS OF ROCKIN', SWINGIN' MUSIC FEATURING
IN PERSON THE NATION'S TOP ARTISTS!!!

JAZZ: DAVE BRUBECK

POPS: THE 4 FRESHMEN

FOLK: THE BROTHERS FOUR

ROCK: TOP STAR SURPRISE

PLUS: A GREAT 16 PIECE BAND, OTHER STAR ACTS
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@3O1 AND FEATURING ON STAGE I6W%9

7 FAMOUS MODELS

. . . beautiful playmates all!

— <@
FAN-JETTED FROM CHICAGO
BY EXTRA-POWERFUL EXTRA-QUIET
AMERICAN AIRLINES ASTROJETS

M.C'D BY 8 FAMOUS PERSONALITIES:

JIMMY LYONS JACK CARNEY TOM DONAHUE
(KFRC) (KSFO) (KYA)

L R T R Y

GENERAL ADMISSION $4
STUOENT ADMISSION $2
(with any sehool Registration Card)
get tickets—while they last—
at any Grodins store!

LR R R L N N RN )

WIN A DATE!
.« . to escort your favorite playmate
to the Grodins Music Festival. Get
details now at any Grodins store. No
purchase necessary.
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THOUSANDS OF DOLLARS IN FAMOUS BRAND DOOR PRIZES!

COLLEGE HALL CRICKETEER CORBIN LTD. FABRINI OUTERCOATS  MICHAELS-STERN PhD.
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face, they ate lunch. Then Sophia and
June poured coffee, steaming from the
insulated jug. and now, cups in hand, the
others turned to Ray. Phil said, “OK,
Ray: it's a great spot and I'm glad we're
here, But it's a long drive for a picnic.”

He smiled, nodding in acknowledg-
ment of the tmplied question. “Yeah, it
is a nice spot. Yesterday I looked at half-
a-dozen others around here, all just about
as nice: the woods are {ull of them. A
guy from Placerville took me around:
a local real-estate man. You know what
property like this costs? OfF the roads
and utility lines? Maybe a S100 an acre,
not a lot more. You could buy this whole
place, as far as you can see, [or only a
few hundred bucks.”

The others were nodding, interested,
and June said, her voice pleased. “You
mean to come to in the summers:”

“Be great here in the summer, wouldn’t
it?” Ray answered. “It's perlectly possi-
ble, vou know, to build vour own cot-
tage. Out of logs. From the trees right on
vour own property. It'd be work: plenty
of it, and hard, but it's perfectly prac
tical and the kind of hard work I'd
actually  enjov. Wouldn't vou, Phil="
Phil nodded, and Rav lifted his arm to
point up the slope of the clearing. “I've
thought about how vou'd do it. You'd
cut your logs up on the slopes, all around
the edges ol the woods. You'd trim and
peel them where they fell. Using ropes
and levers, you'd roll them downhill to
the site. Phil and I'd work together;
build two cabins. onc for cach ol us.
They'd have only one room at first. You'd
add on in subscquent years, as many
more rooms as vou wanted to have,
Thev'd cost almost nothing but the work
and fun of building them. You'd even
make your own shingles; shack shingles
aren’t harvd o split once you get the
kuack. I think maybe you'd buy alumi
num window [rames and screens, and
the flooving, but that's about all. A
couple of fireplaces in the house, and
vou'd be snug and warm in the winter,
too: wouldn’t Christmas up here in the
snow be something?”

Phil had been nodding.  requently
running his hand through his hair. “Be
terrific. Cut your own Christmas tree!
And vou'd be perfecly warm, all right;
log walls are fine insulation. What's the
nurtter, Junie:”

She was shaking her head. “Look, 1
love the place, and a cabin up here
would be fine. And [ know you two
could huild them. Buar before you get all
worked up and excited, figure it out in
advance lTor once! Hall-a-<day to drive
up here and half-a-day back leaves one
day a week, plus a two-week vacation, 1o
build your cabins. It simply 1sn't cnough
ume!”

“1 know; I'm not talking about week-
vnds.” They all swung around to stare an
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Alter a long moment Sophia spoke —
as gently as though speaking to a child.
“Ray, Ray. How would we live? Where
would vou get a job? And at whatz”

He grinned at her. 1 wouldn’t, baby;
that's just the point. I wouldn't need
one. What's a job for, when you think
about it Unless it's something a man
loves and really wants to spend his days
at, why does he have a job? Only to buy
S . = shelter, [ood, clothes, a car, some lux-
" - \ uries. Well, we'd build our own house;
20 . we really and truly could. As for food —
o) what are you buying, Sophia and June,
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life just paying for a house to live in.
Tens of thousands of dollars, all told,
just for a house on a 60-foot scrap of
land.” He flung out an arm at the dear-
ing around them. “But here's a hundred
times as much land that costs a [raction

dollar for a small can of peas for sup-
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they'd keep, we'd kill three or four deer.
That's meat for weeks!”

“And the other weeks:” June said al-
most sarcastically.

Phil smiled, holding a hand up de-
fensively. “I don’t know! I haven't de-
cided to move here tomorrow! I don't
know if it's practical, or what 1 think of
it.” Then he shook his head, and almost
muttering it to himsell, he added. “Ex-
cept that it’s the damnedest, most excit-
ing idea I've heard in years.”

Ray said, "Sure, Junie —we'd have to
buy meat sometimes. Other things. too;
salt, sugar, flour. And still other things
for variety, and even luxurv. Well, Phil
and I'd work for them; maybe two or
three months out of every year. There
are farms all around us. there's a saw-
mill, towns, county roads to work on,
ski resorts; a man could casily get work
by the day or week or month. Enough to
carn a few hundred dollars cach year.
And that’s all we'd need for house, lood,
and clothes, too: because day in and day
out we'd wear denims, not expensive
dresses and business suits that cost half
a week’s pay!™

“Oh, lor heaven sakes, Ray!” Sophia
burst out. “What about water, gas, clec-
tricity? What about entertainmentr And
reading a book, magazine and newspaper
occasionally? What about sceing other
people, and getting into civilization?
What about —"

“Hold it!” He walked over to Sophia,
squatted before her and ook her hand
in his. “Relax, baby; no one's got a gun
in your back. You've got full veto power;
you ought o know that” Then, speak-
ing to the others, too, “It’s not some-
thing any of us ought to decide in a
hurry, unless you already know you're
absolutely against it. We couldn’t begin
work on the cabins or do much of any-
thing till the rains stop. And that's sev-
eral wecks away yet. This would be a
big decision; we ought to talk it over
plenty.”

They did; starting at once. On the
way home, June said, 1 suppose you two
pioncers are prepared to give up your
cars along with your jobs? The two sort
of go together.”

Phil said, “I've been sitting here
thinking about that. Take this car. Ray's
finally finished paying for it. But all that
means is that he’s now entering the big-
repair period. From now on, till he
breaks down and buys a new car and
starts the cycle all over again, he can
expect some nice fat repair bills every
now and then. Like 65 Dbucks. And
$142.50. Because it's far oo complicated
a piece of machinery for him to repair
himsell, even if he had the tools. But
you know something? Ray could sell this
car tomorrow morning, and I could sell
mine, and we'd have at least three times
what we'd need to buy a Model A Ford
sedan!”

“Well, I guess that seltles that . ..”

“Heaven help us”

“Build a log garage on a $40 scrap of
farmland next to the county road up
there, and we're set! A Model A never
wears out il you take care ol it; they've
proved that. They give twice the gas
mileage, they're so simple we could re-
pair it ourselves, and even the license
is the cheapest you can buy! We could
drive into Placerville every week, and
even down to San Francisco twice a year,
on two or three bucks a month.”

“Damn right” Ray was delighted.
“Leave the chwome, whitewalls, and
power cigarette lighters to those who
want them.”

They talked about it at the Dabneys’;
the men lounging in the kitchen door-
way while the women made walfles for
supper. “You don't mind walflles golden
brown from an clectric wallle iron, do
you:” Sophia said. “Eaten under the
harsh glare of clectric lights?”

“I don’t mind.” Ray said. “but I don’t
think electricity is a necessity cither. My
grandfather didn’t have it in his house
and he lived in the heart of New York
City.”

Phil said, “For that matter, we didn't
have it in my folks” summer cottage near
Tahoe when I was a kid, We used kero-
sene lamps and they gave a fne lighy
steady and bright, wonderful to read by.
And a six-bit can of kerosene lasted all
summer. Hell, when you think about it,
the kings and queens of France living in
the Palace of Versailles never had lights
even a fraction as good!™

“That's right. And while a kerosene
stove takes a litde longer o start, once
iU's going it gives just as hot and even a
flame as gas or clectricity. So who needs
a 525 pas and light bill every month?
Who really needs every last thing that's
ever been invented?”

Pouring batter into the waflle iron,
Sophia nodded. “Fine; that takes care of
gas and electricity. But it may be harder
to do without water.”

Ray looked at Phil. “She thinks it has
to come out of a faucet or it doesn’t
count.” To Sophia he said, “We'd have
running water, kiddo; it would run right
past the door, fresher and cleaner than
we've ever had it before in our lives.
I'd have to carry it in, I know that. Un-
less Phil and I rigged up some way to
pipe it in. But I'm willing to haul water,
aren’t you, Philz”

“It's what we're built for, isn't ir?
Why are we men, why do I weigh 180,
what are my muscles for?” Clenching
his hsts, he began rotating his shoulders
slowly, moving his big back muscles.
“It can’t be to sit at a desk all day. Push-
ing little pieces ol paper around. When
you think about it, it's the most un-
natural way to live that the human race
ever dreamed up — sitting all your life;
getting flabby in mind, muscles and guts.
We're made to carry things! And to cut
down trees and hunt for food!™ Stand-
ing in the doorway, he glired at the
two women; then he shook his head.
“God, I'd love to build my own house!”
he said; and alter a moment June
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walked over w him, her eyes suddenly
soft, and kissed him.

At hive minutes ol two, all sitting in
the Dabneys’ living room still talking,
Sophia stood up. “It's absolutely practi-
cil,” Ray was saying to Phil. “Sell the
two houses and cars and get our equities
back, and we'd have several thousand
dollars apiece. Buy our Model A, our
tools, tents and gear for the hirst summer
while we build the cabins, and we'd
sull have a nice emargency Tund  left
over.” He looked up at Sophia. "What's
the matter?”

“1"l die if we don’t go home: so will
June” Smiling  ruclully at June, she
said, “The Sunday-night Sull o end
them all”

“Wasn't it a beauty? This one started
Saturday morning!

But on Thursday, June phoned Sophia
to say, “Listen, that was no Sunday-night
Stall, Phil's absolutely serious: he doesn’t
talk about anvthing else.”

“I know. Ray, too. Even at breakflast.”

“Well, what're we going 1o do, Soph?
I'm wornied: I really am. If we let them
keep on. they'll wlk us all inwo a pair
ol log cabins!™

There was a pause, then Sophia said
slowly, “June, there’s one thing 1 have
to do. Il Ray is scrious about this, then
I've wot 10 be, wo. I could kill the whole
thing with my attitude; Ray would give
it up il he fele T really and wruly hated
the whole idea. So it wouldn't be fair 1o
lvim not to give this an honest chance in
my own miwmd, silly as it scems. And
that's what I've been doing all week;
here by miysell in the daytime. Stnding
washing dishes, or vacuuming, 1 think
about it. trying to imagine how it would
be. And I've got o tell you, June: there
are moments when 1 almost wonder il
it isn't actually possible.”

“Well, thank goodness. 1 wanted you
to say it first. Because Phil's been alter
me morning and night, and he's got me
hall-thinking that all in all, recognizing
the problems and cven hardships, it
might  just possibly be a wonderful
wity to live,”

That Sunday all wlk on the subject
was stopped, by general agreement. The
women suggested it Again they were
sitting or Iving on the floor belove the
Rasmussens' tiny fireplace; it had wrned
cold and rainy once more. Phil had been
desaribing, with sketches, a simple block-
ind-tackle method he'd read about in
the library one noon hour for raising
logs into place while building a cabin.
He hnished. then June said, “And now
we've talked  enough. We've said it
all. Most of it twice. And Soph and
I think we ought 1o hive a moratorium
on any more talk for a while,” She
looked over at Sophia for confirmation,

“Yes, iUs time to shut up, really think

¥

172 this over, then make up our minds once

and for all”

Phil nodded. “Well, that makes sense.
What about two weeks ol silence while
we think about itz I we all want to do
it then, we'll know we really mean ic”

They looked at Ray, who said, “It's OK
with me; it's a good idea. But there's
something I'd like evervone to be clear
about before we shut up and think this
over. And that is that we're not talking
about making our own soap, weaving our
own clothes and rewreating rom  the
20th Century: just the opposite. We're
talking about making the best  pos
sible use ol the time we live in— by
selecting from the best it offers. We'll
pick what's really uselul, but forget the
Junk: we'll take the penicillin and forget
the electric back seratchers. And by strip-
ping to the essentials of good living we'll
get back our own lives and have more
time to live!” Smiling, but his voice in-
tense, he sad, “And believe me, we'd
really live: that's what I want vou 1o
think about. Picture it! There'd he time
for the kind of reading vou'll never wet
it chance for otherwise. Every week we'd
bring home books and mazazines [rom
the Placerville library, books we've all
meant to read for vears. Now there'd be
time for them and ume to discuss and
think about them. And we'd play chess
and bridge and have habbies. We'd take
hikes, we'd hunt, fish, work in the gar-
den, skioin the winter, make things lor
oursclves. There'd probably come a sum-
mer when we'd all build a los-and-earth
dam to make a pool big cnough 1o swim
m. And we'd see people more than ever
hefore; new friends up around there, and
old ones who'd drive up from the Bay
Arca. And I'll tell vou something else:
after a year or so, when they saw how it
was. some ol those Iriends would stay;
build their cabins, oo, and join us. One
last thing: Soph and I want children, and
soon now, and I know vou two do. We've
talked about that: there are farms up
there, other childven for them to know
and play with. There's a school less than
two miles away they could walk to;
through woaods part of the way, along a
country road the rest. It would be a
wonderlul place and a wonderful way for
children to grow up in. They'd miss the
jovs of spending sunny davs in a dark-
ened room watching animated cartoon
hguwres beat cach other up on television.
But they'd learn a lot about the woods
and ficlds and about the four scasons.”
He shrugged. “That's all I wanted o say;
that this may be more than just practical.
it may be fun. Here, in the 20th
Centary, we may just possibly have hit
on a wonderlul way to live out our lives.”

They kept their agreement, or very
nearly. Two weceks later they met anv the
Dabneys’ for Sunday breaklust.  June
served scrambled eggs and sausage; then,
over secomd cups ol collee, cigarettes
lighted, plates pushed aside, Phil trned

to Ray and said quictly, "OK; what's the
word with vou two:”

Ray took a final sip of coffee, sct his
cup down carcfully, then looked up at
Phil. “Phil, I'm sorry but we broke our
word: Soph and I have been talking
about this for the last two nights, and we
can’t decide, we can’'t make up our
minds.” He looked from Phil o June,
then back at Phil, and shrugged help:
lessly. “Something’s happened.”

“Happened?”

“Yeah” Ray nodded several times. "1
could give you the long version; all the
stull we've talked about for hours. Bul
maybe T can say it all in four words — I
got a raisc.” For a moment or so he sat
scarching their faces, then he said defen-
sively, “Matter ol fact, it's a pretey damn
good one. 1 don't know if you'll under-
stand, but—""

Phil laughed then; a single bark of
abrupt Lwghter. “Oh, I understand,” he
saied, T understand very well. About 10
davs ago the rumors started at work; the
head of my department was going 1o
leave, Friday we learned that its uue.
Ray, that means somebody will have to
replace him, and the funny thing is that
it looks as il I've got a chance if | want
to make a wry for it. So we understand
vou. Ray, boy: we've been talking, too.”

They laughed then, uncasily: oflering
jokes. shiking their heads. Then Sophia
looked around the table. “Well:” she
said. “Today’s the day. We've got o de-
ade. We can't just talk forever. What
are we going o do:”

No onc answered. The men sat staring
at their plates. restlessly tapping their
cigarcttes. Then Ray said, "We'll do
what my father did.” They looked up,
and Ray said, “He was a doctor, and not
long before he was married — he'd been
practicing about a vear — he was offered
a chanee o go down the Amazon River
as part ol an expedition, exploring and
mapping: to be the doctor for the party.
It would mean giving up his practice,
and starting all over again alter a vear,
but he wanted 1o do it. and he thought
about it, and agonized over it, and finally
made up his nund.”

Ray waited aill Phil said, “Well2 What
did he doz”

Ray smiled slightly and tilted back on
the rear legs of his chair. "He did what
were going to do, Phil. He wlked and
thought about it. And finally, for a long,
long list of very excellent and sound.
sensible and practical considerations, he
decided against it Ray dropped  his
chair to its four legs, leaning lorward
across the table 10 look the others in the
cye. "And then —not always, by anv
means, l)lll illsl (_'\'L'l"'q' now .'llld '.lll.'ll.
cvery once in a while during all the long
and successful years that followed — he
regretwed it for the vest of his life.”




IT DIDN'T HAPPEN

that he was someone connected with
show business who had a legitimate
reason for wanting to see her. “Are you
decent?” he asked.

“ 'St minute,” she called back, and
then, in just a minute. “OK.”

He entered and found her standing
facing him, in a bright-red wrapper that
beautifully sct off her blue eyes and
blonde hair. He bowed and introduced
himsclf, then began to explain the de-
tails of the proposition he wished to
offer her.

He was prepared for initial reluctance
or even refusal and ready to become per-
suasive even, il necessary. 1o the extent
of four figures, which would certainly be
more than her weekly take — possibly
more than her monthly take — in a bur-
lesque house as small s this one. But
instead of listening reasonably, she was
suddenly screaming at him like a virago,
which was insulting enough, but then
she made the very serious mistake ol
taking a step forward and slapping him
across the [ace. Hard. It hurt

He lost his temper, retreated a step,
took out his revolver and shot her in
the heart.

Then he left the theater and ook a
taxi home to his apartment. He had a
few drinks to soothe his understandably
rufiled nerves and went to bed. He was

(continued [rom page 133)

sleeping soundly when, at a little after
midnight, the police came and arrested
him for murder. He couldn't under-
stand it

« o e

Mortimer Mearson, who was possibly
if not certainly the best criminal attorney
in the city. returned to the clubhouse the
next morning after an carly round of golf
and found waiting lor him a message
requesting him to call Judge Amanda
Hayes at his earliest convenience. He
called her at once.

“Good morning, Your Honoress,” he
said. "Something gives:?”

“Something gives, Morty. But if you're
free the rest of the morning and can
drop around to my chambers, you'll save
me going into it over the telephone.”

“I'ltl be with you within an hour,” he
told her. And he was.

“Good morning again, Your Judge-
ship,” he said. “Now please take a deep
breath and tell me what it is that gives.”

“A case for vou, il von want it. Suc-
cinctly, a man was arrested for murder
last night. He refuses to make a state-
ment, any statement, until he has con-
sulted an attorney, and he doesn’t have
onc. Says he's never been in any legal
trouble before and doesn’t even know
any attorneys. Asked the Chiel to recom-
mend one, and the Chief passes the buck

to me on said recommendation.”

Mecarson sighed. “Another free case.
Well, I suppose it's about time I took
one again. Are vou appointing me?”

“Down, bov.” said Judge Hayes. “Not
a free case at all. The gentleman in
question isn’t rich, but he's reasonably
well-heeled. A fairly well-known young
man about town, i bon vivant, what have
you, well able to aflord any fee you wish
to charge him, within reason. Not that
your fee will probably be within reason,
but that's between you and him, if he
accepts vou to represent him.”

“And does this paragon of virtue —
most. obviously innocent and maligned
— have a name?”

“He does, and vou will be familiar
with it il you read the columnists. Lorenz
Kane.”

“The name registers. Most obuviousty
innocent. Uh — I didn’t see the morning
papers. Whom is he alleged to have
killed* And do you know any of the
detailsz”

“It's zoing to be a toughie, Morty
boy,” the judge said. "1 don’t think
there’s a prayer of a chance [or him other
than an insanity plea. The victim was a
Queenie Quinn —a stage name and no
doubt a more valid one will come to
light — who was a stripper at the Majestic.
Star of the show there. A number ol
people saw Kane in the audience during
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her last number and saw him leave right
after it during the final number. The
doorman identifies him and admits hav-
ing — ah — admitted him. The doorman
knew him by sight and that’s what led
the police to him. He passed the doorman
again on his way out a few minutes later.
Meanwhile. several people heard a shot.
And a few minutes alter the end of the
show, Miss Quinn was found dead. shot
to death, in her dressing room.”

“Hmm,” said Mearson. “Simple mat-
ter of his word against the doorman’s.
Nothing to it. I'll be able to prove that
the doorman is not only a pathological
liar but has a record longer than Wilt-
the-Stilt’s arm.”

“Indubitably, Morty. But. In view of
his relative prominence, the police took a
search wirrant as well as a warrant for
arrest on suspicion of murder when they
went to get him. They found. in the
pocket of the suit he had been wearing, a
32-caliber revolver with one cartridge
fired. Miss Quinn was killed by one bul-
let fired from a 32-caliber revolver. The
very same revolver, according o the bal-
listics expert of our police department,
who fired a sample bullet and used a
comparisonn microscope on it and the
bullet that killed Miss Quinn.”

“Hmm and double hmm,” Mearson
said. “And you say that Kane has made
1no strtement l.\'llillm(‘\'cl' ('S('(_'lﬂ. to lh(‘
clfect that he will make no statement
until he has consulted with an attorney
of his choice?"”

“True, except for one rather strange
remark he made immediately alter being
awakened and accused. Both of the arrest-
ing oflicers heard it and agree on it, even
to the exact wording. He said, "My God,
she must have been realt” What do vou
suppose he could possibly have meant
by thae”

“I haven't the [aintest, Your Judge-

ship. But if he accepts me as his attorney,
[ shall most certainly ask him. Mean-
while, T don’t know whether to thank
vou for giving me a chance at the case or
to cuss at you [or handing me a very
damned hot potate.”

“You like hot potatoes, Morty, and vou
know it. Especially since you'll get your
fee win or lose. I'll save you from muaking
wasted motions in one direction, though.
No use wving for bail or for a habeas-
corpus writ. The D. A jumped in with
both feet the moment the ballistics re-
port came up heads. The charge is formal,
murder in the first. And the prosecution
docsn’t need any more case than they
have: they're ready to go to trial as soon
as they can pressure you into it. Well,
what are vou waiting for?”

“Nothing,” Mearson said. He lelt.

- - -

A guard brought Lorenz Kane to the
consultation room and lelt him there
with Mortimer Mearson. Mearson intro-
duced himsell and they shook hands,
Kane, Mearson thought. looked quite
cilm and dehnitely more puzeled than
worried. He was a tall, moderatelv good-
looking man in his late 30s, impeccably
groomed despite a night in a cell. One
got the idea that he was the type of man
who would manage to appear impeccably
groomed anvwhere, any time, even a week
aflter his bearers had deserted in mid-
salari 900 miles up the Congo, taking all
his possessions with them.

“Yes, Mr. Mearson. [ shall be more
than glad to have you represent me. I've
heard of you. read ibout cases you've
handled. T don’t know why I didn’t think
of vou mysell, instead of asking for a
reccommendation. Now, do vou want to
hear my story before you accept me as a
clicnt — or do you accept as of now, for
better or for worse?”

“For better or lor worse,’

Mearson

“I thought you said they were expecling us?”

said, “till—" And then stopped himself:
“till death do us part” is hardly a diplo-
matic phrase to use to a man who stands,
quite possibly, in the shadow ol the clec
tric chair.

But Kane smiled and finished the
phrase himself. “Fine,” he said. “Let's sit
down. then.” and they sat down on the
two chairs, one on each side of the table
in the consultation room. “And since
that means we'll be seeing quite a bit of
cach other for a while, let's start on a
first-name basis. But not Lorenz, in my
case. It's Larrv.”

“And make mine Morty.” Mearson
said. “Now I want vour story in detail. but
two quick questions first. Are you——:"

“Wait.” Kane interrupted him, “One
quick question ahead of your two. Are
you absolutcly and completely positive
that this room is not bugged. that this
conversation is completely private?”

“1 am,” Mearson said. "Now my first
question: Are you guiliy?”

“Fes"

“The arresting officers claim that be-
for¢ clamming up. you said one thing.
‘My God. she must have been real!” Is
that true, and if so, what did vou mean
by ip

“I was stunned at the moment, Morty,
and can’t remember — but I probably
said something to that effect. because 1ts
exactly what T was thinking. But as w0
what I meant by it — that’s something 1
can’t answer quickly. The only way I can
make vou understand, if T can make you
understand at all, is 1o start at the be-
ginning.”

“All right. Start. And ke your time.
We don't have to go over evervihing in
one sitting. T can stall the wial ac least
three months — longer if necessary.”

“I can tell it fairly quickly. It started
and don’t ask me for an antecedent lor
the pronoun it — five-and-a-half months
ago, in carly April. About 2:30 an. on
the morning of Tuesday, April the third,
to be as nearly exact about it as I can.
I had been ata party in Armand Village,
north of town, and was on my way
home. [——"

“Forgive interruptions. Want to be
sure 1 have the whole picture as it un-
folds. You were driving? Alone?”

“I was driving my Jag. [ was alone.”

“Sober? Speeding?”

“Sober, ves. I'd left the party relatively
carly — it was rather a dull bit — and had
been fecling my drinks moderately at
that time. But 1 found mysell suddenly
quitc hungry — I think I'd forgoten to
cat dinney — and stopped i voadhouse.
I had one cocktail while T was waiting,
but [ ate all of a big steak when it came,
all the trimmings, and had several cups
of coifee. And no drinks afterward. I'd
say that when T left there, 1 was more
sober than usual, if vou know what 1
mean. And, on wop of that, I had hall-an-
hour’s drive in an open car through the
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cool night air. On the whole, I'd sav that
I was soberer than I am now —and 1
haven't had a drink since shortly before
midnight last night. [-—-—"

“Hold it a moment,” Mearson said. He
took a silver flask from his hip pocket and
extended it across the table. “A relic of
Prohibition: I occasionally use it to play
Saint Bernard to clients too recently in-
carcerated to have been able to arrange
lor importation of the necessities of lile.”

Kane said, “Ahh. Morty, you may
double your fee for service beyond the
call of duty.” He drank deeply.

“Where were wez” he asked. “Oh, ves.
I was definitely sober. Speeding? Only
technically. T was heading south on Vine
Street a few blocks short of Rostov—""

“Near the 44th 'recinct Station.”

“Exactly. It figures in. It's a 25-mile
zone and I was going about 40, but what
the hell, it was hall-past two in the morn-
g and there wasn’t any other wraffic.
Only the proverbial lile old lady from
Pasadena would have been going less
than 40.”

“She wouldn’t have been out that late.
But carry on.”

“So, all of a sudden, out of the mouth
of an alley in the middle of the block
comes a girl on a bicycle, pedaling about
as fast as a bicycle can go. And right in
front of me. I got one clear (lash of her as
I stepped on the brake as hard as [ could.
She was a tecnager, like 16 or 17, She had
red hair that was blowing out from under
a brown babushka she had on her head,
She wore a light-gréeen Angora sweater
and tan pants of the Kind they call pedal
pushers. She was on a red bicycle.”

“You got all that in one glimpse?”

“Yes. I can sull visualize it clearly. And
— this I'll never forget — just belore the
moment ol mmpact, she turned and was
looking straight at me, through fright-
encd eyes behind shell-rimmed glasses.

“My foot was, by then, trying to push
the brake pedal through the floor and
the dammed Jag was starting to slew and
make up its mind whether to go end over
end or what. But, hell, no matter how
Fast your reactions are —and mine are
pretty good — you can barely start to
slow down a car in a few yards if vou're
going 0. T must have still been going
over 30 when I hit her — it was a hell of
an impact.

“And then, bump-crunch, bump-crunch,
as first the front wheels of the Jag went
over and then the back wheels. The
humps were fer, of course, and the
crunches were the bicycle. And the car
shuddered to a stop maybe another 30
feet on,

“Ahead of me, through the windshield,
I could see the lights of the precinct
station only a block awav. I got out of
the car and started running for it I didn’t
look back. 1 didn't want to look back.
There was no point to it: she i to be

176 dcader than dead, after that impact.

“I ran into the precinct house and alter
a few seconds [ got coherent enough to
get across what 1 was tryving to tell them.
Two of the city’s finest left with me and
we started back the block to the scene
of the accident. I started out by running,
but they only walked fast and T slowed
down because I wasn't anxious to get
there fist. Well, we got there and—"

“Let me guess,” the attorney said. “No
airl, no bicvcle.”

Kane nodded slowly. “There was the
Jag, slewed crooked in the street. Head-
lights on. Ignition key still on, but the
engine had stalled. Behind it, about 40
feet of skid marks, starting a dozen [eet
back of the point where the alley cut into
the street.

“And that was all. No girl. No bicycle.
Not i drop of blood or a scrap of metal.
Not a scratch or a dent on the front of
the car. They thought T was crazy and |
don’t blame them. They didn’t even trust
me to get the car off the street; one of
them did that and parked it at the curb —
and kept the key instead of handing it to
me — and they took me back to the station
house and questioned me.

“I was there the rest of the night. T
suppose I could have called a friend and
had the friend get me an atorney to get
me out on bail, but I was just too shaken
to think of it. Maybe even too shaken to
want out. to have any idea where I'd want
to go or what I'd want to do il I got out.
I just wanted to be alone to think and,
after the questioning, a chance to do that
wits just what I got. They didn’t toss me
mto the drunk tank. Guess I was well-
enough dressed, had enough impressive
identification on me, to convince them
that, sane or nuts, I was a solid and sol-
vent atizen, to be handled with kid gloves
and not a rubber hose. Anvway, they had
a single cell open and put me initand I
was content to do my thinking there. 1
didn’t even uy o sleep.

“The next morning they had a police
headshrinker come in to 1alk to me. By
that time I'd simmered down 1o the point
where I realized that, whatever the score
was, the police weren't going to be any
help to me and the sooner T got out of
their hands the better. So T conned the
headshrinker a bit by starting to play my
story down instead of telling it straight.
I left out sound elfects, like the crunch-
ing of the bicycle being run over and |
left out kinetic sensations, fecling the
impact and the bumps, gave it to him as
what could have been purely a sudden
and momentary visual hallucination. He
bought it alter a while, and they let
me go.”

Kane stopped talking long eénough to
take a pull at the silver flask and then
asked, “"With me so [ar? And, whether
you believe me or not, any questions?”

“Just one,” the attorney said. “Are vou,
can vou be, positive that yvour expericnce
with the police at the 44th is objective

and verifiable? In other words, il this
comes to a trial and we should decide on
an insanity defense, can I call as wit-
nesses the policemen you talked to and
the police psychiatrist?”

Kane grinned a little crookedly. “To
me, my experience with the police is just
as objective as my running over the girl
on the bicycle. But at least you can verily
the former, See il it’s on the blotter and
il they remember it. Dig?”

“I'm hip. Carry on.”

“So the police were satisfied that I'd had
a hallucination. T damned well wasn’t.
I did several things. T had a garage vun
the Jag up on a rack and I went over the
underside of it, as well as the front. No
sign. OK, it haduw’t happened, as far as
the car was concerned.

“Second, T wanted to know il a girl of
that description, living or dead. had been
outon a bicycle that night. T spent several
thousand dollars with a private-detective
agency, having them canvass that neigh-
borhood —and a fair area around it —
with a finc-tooth comb to find if a girl
answering that description currently or
ever had existed. with or without a red
bicycle. They came up with a few pos-
sible redheaded teenagers, bhut I man-
aged to get a gander at each of them;
no dice.

“dnd, after asking around, T picked a
headshrinker of my own and started go
ing to him. Allegedly the best in the city.,
certainly the most expensive. Went to
him for two months. It was a washout.
I never found out what he thought had
happened: he wouldn’t alk. You know
how psychoanalysts work. they make you
do the talking, analyze yourself and final-
lv tell them what's wrong with you, then
you yak about it awhile and tell them
you're cured, and they then agree with
you and tell you to go with God. All
right if your subconscious knows what
the score is and evenwally lets it leak
out. But my subconscious didn’t know
which end was up, so I was wasting my
time, and I quit.

“"But meanwhile I'd leveled with a [ew
fricnds of mine to get their ideas and
onc of them —a professor of philosophy
at the university — started talking about
ontology and that started me reading up
on ontology and gave me a clue. In lact,
I thought it was more than a clue, 1
thought it was the answer. Until last
night. Since Iast night I know T was at
least partly wrong.”

“Ontology —" said Mearson. “Word's
vaguely familiar, but will you pin it down
for me?”

“I quote you the Webster Unabridged,
unexpurgated version: Ontology is ‘the
science of being or reality; the branch of
knowledge that investizates the nature,
essential properties, and relations of be-
ing, as such.””

Kane glanced at his wrist watch. “But
this is taking longer to tell than T thought.
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I'm getting tived talking and no doubt
vou're even more tired of listening. Shall
we finish this tomorrow?”

“An excellent idea, Larry.”
stood up.

Kane tilted the silver flask for the last
drop and handed it back. “You'll play
Saint Bernard againz”

- L] -

“I went to the 41th,” Mearson said.
“The incident vou described to me is on
the blotter all right. And I talked to one
ol the two coppers who went back with
vou to the scene of the —uh — back 10
the car. Your reporting of the accident
was real, no question of that.”

“I'll start where T lelt oft,” Kane said.
“Ontology. the study of the nature of re-
ality. In reading up on it I came across
solipsism, which originated with the
Greeks. It is the beliel that the entire
universe is the product of one’s imagi-
nation —in my  cise. my imagination.
That I mysell am the only concrete re-
ality and thae all things and all other
people exist only in my mind.”

Mearson frowned. "So, then, the girl
on the bicvele, having only an imaginary
existence to begin with, ceased to exist
— uh, refroactively. as ol the moment vou
killed her® Leaving no trace behind her,
except a memory in your mind, of ever
having existed:”

“That possibility occurred to me, and [
decided to do something that T thought
would verify or disprove it. Specifically,
to commit a murder, deliberately, o see
what would happen.”

“But — but Larry, murders happen
every day. people are killed every day and
don't vanish rewroactively and leave no
trace behind them.”

“But they were not killed by me.”
Kane said carnestly. “And if the universe
is a product ol my imagination. that
should make a difference. The girl on the
bicycle is the first person I oever killed.”

Mearson sighed. “So vou decided o
check by committing a murder. And shot
Queenie Quinn. But why didn’t she ——3"

“No. no, no.” Kane interrupted. I
committed another first, a month or so
ago. A nan. A man — and there's no use
my telling you his name or anvthing
about him, because, as of now, hie never
existed, like the girl on the bicyele.

“But of course I didn’t know it would
happen that way, so I didn’t simply kill
him openly, as 1 did the stripper. 1 took
carclul precautions, so il his body had
been found, the police would never have
apprehended mie as the killer.

“But alter 1 killed him. well — he just
never had existed. and I thought that my
theory was conlirmed. Afwer that 1 car-
ricd a sun, thinking that 1 could kill
with impunity any time | wanted to —
and that it wouldn’t matter, wouldn't be
immoral even. because anvone 1 killed
didn’t veally exist anywiy except in my
mind.”

.

Mearson

“Umm.”

“Ordinarily, Morty.” Kane said. “I'm
a pretry even-tempered guy. Night before
last was the hrst time [ used the pun.
When that damned stripper hit me, she
hit hard, a roundhouse swing. It blinded
me for the moment and I just reacted
automatically in pulling out the gun and
shooting her.”

“Umm.” the attorney said. “And
Queenic Quinn turned out to be for real
and vou're in jail for murder and doesn’t
that blow your solipsism theory sky high?”

Rane lrowned. "It certainly modihes
it. I've been thinking a lot since | was
arrested. and here’s what I've come up
with. If Queenie was real — and obviously
she was — then I was not, and probably
am not, the onfy real person. There are
real people and unreal ones, ones who
exist only in the imagination of the real
ones. How many, I don't know. Mavybe
only a few. maybe thousands, even mil-
lions. My sampling — three people, of
whom one turned out to have been real
— is too small to be significant.”

“But why? Why should there be a du-
ality like thae”

“l haven't the laintest idea.” Kane
frowned. “I've had some pretry wild
thoughts. but any one of them would be
just a guess. Like a conspiracy — but a
conspiracy against whom? Or what? And
all of the real ones couldn’t be in on the
conspiracy, because I'm not.”

He chuckled without humor. I had a
veally far-out dream about it last night,
one of those confused. mixed-up dreams
that vou can’t really tell anvbody, be-
ciause they have no continuity, just a series
of impressions. Something about a con-
spivacy and a reality file that lists the
names ol all the real people and keeps
them real. And — here’s a dream pun lor
vou — veality is really run by a chain,
only thev're not known to be a chain, of
realty companies. one in cach city. OfF
course, they deal in real estate, too, as a
front. And — oh hell, it's all too conlused
even o ey to tell

“Well, Morty, that's it. And my guess
is that you'll tell me my only defense 1s
an insanity plea —and you'll be right
because, damn it il T am sane, 1 am a
murderer. First degree and without ex-
tenuating circumstances. So=”

“So,” said Mearson. He doodled a mo-
ment with a gold pencil and then looked
up. “The headshrinker you went to for
a while — his name wasn’t Galbraith, was
i’

Kane shook his head.

“Good. Doc Galbraith is a friend of
mine and the best forensic psvchiatrist
in the city, mavbe in the country. Has
worked with me on a dozen cases and
we've won all of them, I'd like his opinion
before 1 even start to map out a defense.
Will vou talk to him. be complotely frank
with him, il I send him around to see
you:"

“Of course, Uh — will you ask him to
do me a lavor:”

“Probably. What is it?”

“Lend him vour flask and ask him to
bring it filled. You've no idea how much
more pleasant it makes these interviews.”

- - -

The intercom on Mortimer Mearson’s
desk buzzed and he pressed the bution
on it that would bring in his secretary’s
voice. "Dr. Galbraith to sce you, sir.”
Mearson told her to send him in at once.

“Hi, Doc,” Mearson said. “Take a load
ofl your fect and tell all.”

Galbraith took the load off his fect and
lighted a cigarctte before he spoke. “Puz-
Zling for a while,” he said. “@ didn’t get
the answer till I went into his medical his-
tory with him. While playing polo at age
22, he had a fall and got a whop on the
hiead with a mallet that caused a bad con
cussion and subsequent amnesia. Com-
plete at first, but gradually his memory
came back completely up to carly ado-
lescence. Pretty spotty between then and
the time of the injury.”

“Good God. the indoctrination period.”

“Exactly. Oh, he has flashes — like the
dream he told vou about. He could be
rehabilitated — but I'm afraid it's too
late, now. If only we'd caught him belore
he committed an overt murder—— But
we can’t possibly risk putting his story
on record now, even as an insanity de-
fense. So.”

“S0,” Mearson said. “I'll make the call
now. And then go see him again. Hate
to, but it's got to be done.”

He pushed a button on the intercom.
“Dorothy, get me Mr. Hodge at the Mid-
land Realty Company. When vou get him,
put the call on my private line.”

Galbraith left while he was waiting and
a moment later one of his phones rang
and he picked it up.

“Hodge?" he said. “Mearson here. Your
phone secure? . . . Good. Code B4, Re-
move the card of Lorenz Kane—L-o-r-e-n-z
K-a-n-e — from the reality file at once
... Yes, it's necessary and an emergency.
I'll submit a report tomorrow.”

He ook a pistol from a desk drawer
and a taxi to the courthouse. He arranged
an audience with his client and as soon
as Kane came through the door — there
was no use waiting — he shot him dead.
He waited the minute it alwavs took lor
the hody to vanish and then went up-
stairs to the chambers of Judge Amanda
Haves 10 make a final check.

“Hi, Your Honoress,” he said. “Some-
body recently was telling me about a man
named Lorenz Kane, and I don’t remem-
ber who it was. Was it you:”

“Never heard  the
wasn't me.”

“You mean “Te wasn't L' Must've heen
someone else. Thanks, Your Judgeship.

Be secinge you.”
o

name, Mortv. It
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JAY WARD uidiots’ delight

THOUGH HIS NAME is not unknown as the impresario of Bullwinkle, TV's kookiest
cartoon series, 43-vear-old Jay Troplong Ward has gained greater acclaim among
insiders as a madcap packager and promoter of totally imaginary entertainments.
The producer of such apocryphal awractions as Phaedrva Goes Hawanan, An
Evening with Amos F. Mungo and The Sessue Hayakawa Dance Parly, he may
have trouble persuading the public that his Lutest vidiotic inspiration — Fractured
Flickers — is anything but another fisment of his whimsical imagination. Debuting
this month, it's a weekly festival of silent-movie classics outrageously updated with
dialog and re-edited into an animated emulation of reavsoy’s Teevee Jecbies.
starring such screen immortals as Theda Bara in Cleopatva, re-Vamped as “a love-
starved Lithuzanian chicken flicker.” With the assorted nuts who constitute his stall
(headed by parter Bill Scott), ex-realtor Ward is set to cclebrate the show's pre-
miere with Gatsbyvesque éclat: Vintage limousines will deliver Tuminaries to a
Hollywood preview appurtenanced with ragtime bands and bathwb gin, Alter two
seasons ol skeptical head-scratching at this sort of showy drollery, broadeasting big-
wigs have begun to get the message that there's money as well as method in Ward's
brand of madness, have finally decided to let Jay be unconfined. This fall he'll be
keeping the oddball rolling with an hour-long tour de farce for CBS: a film version
ol Samuel Beckew's Aet Without Words: and S100,000 worth of satiric cercal
commercials [or the Qu;lkvr (Zomp;lII}"—"\\'hi(Il ain’t hay,” says j;t)’, feeling his oats.

VALERI BRUMEL russia’s man in space

A GOOD MANY BASKETEALL pravirs lack bounce enough to touch the 10-foot-
hizh rim ol a regulation net, but six-foot Valeri Brumel does it easily — with his
foot. He did it, just for kicks. in Stnford University’s gvm scant howrs belore
setting 2 scemingly untouchable world high-jump record of 7757 in last year’s
U. 5.-Soviet track meet. At this year's meet, held in Moscow’s Lenin Stadium in
July, he pushed the record np an exoa three quarters of an inch. Not suvpris-
mngly, he also holds the world indoor mark of 771147 None of the UL 57 nimble
jumping jacks can hold a candlestick 1o the 21-year-old Soviet hero: he has over-
Alown former record holder John Thomas six times running. A married third-year
student at Moscow's Physical Culture Institute, Brumel is perhaps the best of
the mass-produced sports models o come off Russia’s post-War athletic assembly
line. Born in a Siberian mining town untouched by war and hunger. he received
his first high-jumping taining in the lourth grade (at an age when most Ameri-
can kids are suill plaving leaplrog). Dralted into o succession of state-run phys-cd
programs, he vapidly developed his slaimming leftloot take-ofl. a soaring side-
straddle stvle, and a Palookalike pride in the parey line (°T have always objected
to the U, S, system of prolessional spons . .. it doesn’t exist in the Soviet Union™).
Still improving by leaps and bounds, Bruomel is certain to top his own record
belore retiring to a coaching job. And. as long as only the kangaroo can outdo
him, there will be no sad songs among the Soviets when Valeri crosses the bar.

FRANCO CORELLI opeia’s prima don

WHEN, AT THE METROPOLTTAN OPrRA Housk this Lidl, the terrible-tempered Franco
Corelli struts and [rews his hour upon the stage in Aida. 11 Frovatore and 1 Pa-
eliacci, he will have reached the apex of a crreer that has carried him from the
marshes ol the Adviatic coast into the hearts ol millions of Italiin bobby-soxers
who now chase him down the streets whenever he appears in publicc. Today,
among the purvevors ol yesterday's fish in the gallevias in front ol La Scala,
the devotees speak of his voice with the veverence they once veserved lor
Caruso’s. “Last night I saw him [ling into the pit one hall a casaba.” they say.
“But who cares, when the man has the voice of a vod:" Godlike or not. Corelli's
voice is largely sell-developed. He was born in the scacoast town of Ancona,
there lewrned most of what he knows about singing by listening 10 the recovds
ol others, soon developed a solid dramatic enor. dirker in timibre than most and
cquipped with a baritone’s power. Following his debut in Spoleto in 1952, he
opened at La Scaly in Spontini’s La estale and v dhe Met 10 years Later,
Corelli, big and brawny (6 [eet, 200 pounds) for a tenor, 1s built —and behaves
— like o bull basso. Once he skewered his own bass. Boris Christolt. through the
kidneys with a prop sword when Christofl tried to upstage him, and Taer he
slugged a spectator he thought had insulted him, OfF the hoards, he consumes
Lirge mmounts ol polpo (the stafled vitals of octopuses) prepared by his wile, vips
about Rome in one ol his lTour sports cars, i enjoys listening to the sound
of his own voice. “E molto grande!” he has often modestly observed of the Latter.
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FASHION FORECAST

will be a large varicty of cardigans (still
the leading sweater style) in camel’s hair.
Sucde clbow patches and pocket trim
will appear prominently on miny coat-
style sweaters,

We have observed with pleasure the
increasing acceptability of knitted outer-
wear in places and  times  formerly
reserved for more formal apparel. Ac
cordingly, for such occasions as suburban
patio parties or impromptu city dates,
when you'll want o feel dressed up even
though your garbh is casual, you'll be in-
terested in one of the more sumptuous
styles. Cashmere, alwavs in good taste,
fits this category perfectly, along with the
handsome V-neck alpacas and intricite in-
tarsias (an ornamental stvle adapted [rom
medieval-Ttalian woodwork patterns).

Il your assortment of dress shirts is
dominated by bhuttondown and b col-
Lars, in that orvder, you're facing in the
right fashion direction for this coming
fall and winter. What you'll want to add
is a collection of the newly revived stripes
— especially red — which will be scen in
a wide wvarietv of designs, from bold,
heavily dyed patterns to thin, subtle hair-
lines. Blue stripes will continue 1o be a
staple, and black-on-white and black in
combination with red promise to be pop-
ular. Because of the revival of red this
year, pink may move, once again, into
male dressineg rooms.

The sport shirt is making a singular
double-entry as it merges tastefully and

(continucd from page 116)

functionally with the dress shirt. The
casuial number will resemble its more
formal counterpart in every detail but
collar size (it has none), as it utilizes the
same oxlord, chambray, madras and twill
fabrics, leatures exact sleeve lengths, and
adopts the tapered back. (A note on tap-
ering: Too Irequently, men try to achieve
the tailored-shirt outline by buying a
garment a size too small. While this may
provide the desired waist measurement,
it also pulls the shoulder seams out of
place. Proper tapering is accomplished
by taking in the waist onlv. Depending
upon vour size, a suppression of five to
six inches should turn the trick.) Button-
down collars, which are available in tra-
ditional styles; as “highboys” (with the
neckband raised to two inches): and in
the short spread, are still the preferred
sport-shirt style: leave the tabs for your
teenage nephew. If a vacuum will be
left in casual wear by the ascension of
the sport shirt to more lormal spheres of
influence, it will readily be filled by the
wide variety of cotton knits available.
Appearing in every color ol the spec
trum, these sportive garments, in turtle-
neck and buton-front models, will be
worn under most types of light outer-
wear. The collars on both cardigans and
pullovers this vear tend toward greater
length and less spread.

The preponderance of striped shirts
this scason leaves two basic choices in
neckwear. For the fashion-wise, the alter-

|

“We make it a point not to stand on
ceremony around here.”

native will be the bold stripe-on-stripe
approach, with rep and wwill stripes pre-
dominant: more conservative dressors will
look for simpler designs with a lot of
ground color showing. Of the latter type,
we lean toward paisleys and madders,
with the cauntion that the basic color be
in lurmony with the jacket. Knit tics. of
course. in black, deep marcon and bur-
gundy, will also work well with striped
shirts. Ti¢ widths this year vary between
214 and 234 inches,

Belts, on the other hand, will be T14-
inches  wide. Plain and  exotic-grain
leathers with simple buckles will be the
standard both for business and most Gis-
ual wear. The [ashionable exception is
glove-tanned harness leather, perfect for
the most formal occasions; il you like
large 1ouches of color in your leisure
duds, look for reds in solid, madras,
plaid and swiped fabrics.

For this year’s urban scene, hand-
somely on hand are gloves in capeskin
and prominently stitched Ttalian  soft
leather. The casual and countey bit is
best handled  with  deerskin — because
many of these gloves feature removable
wool liners, thev're remarkably versatile.
If vou detect vour playmate puzzling
over a year-end gilt for you, suggest the
practical driving gloves that feature grip-
per ribs 1o hold the wheel —or better
still, the popular swretch models: she
won't even have to remember your size.

The top of the male profile will be
brimming with a large variety of sportive
and colorful fur, leather, laminated and
knit caps. Bridging the gap between [or-
nial and casual headgear will be the pop-
ular pinch-front and telescope models,
while [ashion pace-setters will be don-
ning lids of silk and suede. The lunda-
mental business hat s still felt and it
will be seen in a large variety of colors,
ranging {rom clear gravs and browns to
blues and soft greens (dark olive is in
retivement for the season). The wend
towitrd brimless hats is now in reverse:
bovders, which will be raw-edged, are
nmoving out again.

This vear's Tootnote to the basic ash-
ion text will be a study in brown;
whereas black shoes only recently made
up 75 pereent ol the male shoe rack,
this scason it is expected to be an
cquitable 50-50. The standard veportoire
of regulation boot stvles, loalers, Taced
plain-toes and modified wing tips will
still be around, but trend-setters will he
stepping out in stylish tassel  loalers.
Socks continue to appear in dark solid
colors, both in ribbed numbers of Orvlon
nylon and in crews (with striped ops
showing up on the latter).

Thus, waditon enhanced by variety
promises to be the outlook for men's
[ashions this [all and winter. The choices,
in briel, are understated, but cloquent,
for guys with the gift of garh.




CALFAYAN COLLECTION
(continued from page 151)

shook his head sternly, irritated. Then
a trace of a smile flexed the corners
of his mouth. He forced it stern again
for an instant. but at last. [ull [ree
Laughter shattered his naturally sullen
gray [uce, The girl jumped in wiumplh.
reached her bare arms out to grasp his
head, pulled it down and put a kiss on
his fleshy nose. Then she ran out the
open door past Callayan, nearly tripped
across his cane, but darted from it
turned her dark eves at him for an in-
stnt and skipped o disappear in the
vast department stove. ‘The other two
oirls, scdate. now followed, good-humor-
cdly shaking their heads.
Callavan  looked  down at  Rilat,
nodded and walked on. leaving Rilat.
The Armenian was lunching ar the
Plaza Athénde with Sir George Rainer.
curator of the Britsh Muoscum, on i
short visit to Paris. As he arrived, Rainer
wis toving with an aperitf and with the
idei of awain broaching an old question.
Callavan had. in the past 15 years,
acquircd  a remarkable  collection  of
paintings and other art objects that had
disappuared  into a - Neailly building
uscd for the sole purposc ol housing
them. The building was watchdogged.
full of burgla alarms and surrounded
by a high wall. Rembrandt, Rubens,
Frans Hals. Fragonard hung in rich
tively silence along the wide corridors
and spacious rooms. awaiting nothing
but Callavan’s private  pleasure. The
only works ever to reappear were those
less-tham-magnificent ones which, as Cal
favan’'s taste developed, were discarded
and replaced. Not even Raner himsell
hid ever been invited 1o view the collee
tion. The masterpicces had  vanished
from the world except insolar as they
remiatined in the minds of a few men
who dreamed ol convincing  Callavan
that he should share them by placing
them on public exhibition from time to
time. Calfavan, not a public man, had
alwavs stubbornly relused 10 do so.
Raiuer sensod that he himsell was one
ol the lew men who this orphancd
survivor ol the Turkish massacres re-
spected. even admived. and was deeply
flattered, for the select company was a
notable one; in spite ol Calfayan’s idio-
SVDCTASICeS and certain downrvight mean-
drew such prople to him.
Rainer also felt, quite inexplicably, that
Callayan wis in some way a decent man.
Yet Rainer could find no means of excus
ing what was to him no less than a fright-

nesses, he

ful crime: the gratuitous withholding ol
beauty from the world. The implication
that followed [rom that scemed Tully as
[rightlul: that s friend Callavan be-
licved he could possess such heaury mere-
ly because he had puorchased it with
money; that such beauty could belong o
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one man. The picture of Callayan gloat-
ing over it all by himsell in that Neuilly
nausoleum where no breathing person
lived, was a monstrous one.

Now, as Calfavan walked briskly,
smiling, toward the table, Rainer looked
up with pleasure.

The conversation during lunch  was
almost completely about art, and Rainer,
stimulated. marveled again at the qual-
itv of Callayan’s sensitive, unsentimental

Laste.

It was not until colfee that Rainer
asked when the Britsh Muscum would
be privileged to exhibit part of the Cal-
Lavan Collection on loan.

Calfavan shook his large head, smiling
coldly. vet pleasantly: “My  paintings
need privacy. They cannot stand to be
j_;':lpr.‘[l au”

Rainer properly showed contempt for
Calliyvan’s absurd answer, knowing that
Callayvan would never harbor a grudge
for the show of contempt. They parted
warmly and at profound odds.

- - -

Shortly  before five that  alternoon,
Rilat slipped a note and a 10.000-franc
hill into an envelope, sealed it and ook
it with him to the department store,
where he waited at the emplovees’ exit
lor the dark-eved salesgir]l to come out.
It began o drizzle. Rifar, the familiar
dull pain having besun along his back
that morning, had known it would. He
now took a dificult deep breath, winced
and unfurled  his umbrella. He read-
justed his black Hombure and drew his
alert litde eves from the exit for but an
mstant to glince down and check his
perfecty tailored gray suit.

The three salesgirls came out together
and began to hurry through the wet, not
dressed fTor it. He wotted along heside
them. “Are you heading for the bus stop?”

“None ol vour business, is it?” one of
the girls said harshly.

Rilut had sweeled himsell to attend
such remarks only vaguely, and said,
“Please allow me,” reaching high to hold
his umbrella over them as best he could.

“Talks and acts as funny as he looks,
huh, Gabriclle?” the second givl said,
elancing merrily at the dark-eyed girl,
Callayan’s interest. Gabrielle did not re-
spotd. but turned her eves directly upon
Rifat and answered him in a heavy me-
ridional accent: “Yes sir, we are.”

“I'm going along that way, vou sce,”
Rilit said, “and since 1 have an um-
bretla . . " Gabrielle was now alone
under  the umbrella. Spots of  water
spread large on Rilat’s gray suit as the
drizzle became a rain. The other two
wirls gigeled. “Gabrielle, who's vour wet
hiend:”

“What's the mater with vou two?”
Gabrielle said in a surprisingly sharp
voice. She glared at her companions.

“What's the matter with vou?” she re-
peated.

They reached the bus stop. There was
a long line of people waiting. “I'm_sorry,
but I must ro now,” Rifat sad. He
handed Gabriclle the envelope. “Here.
I hope vou don’t get too wet.”

He disappeared around the corner as
rapidly as he could without running.

Late that might he sat in his Iront
room, in his scldom-used armchair, un-
der a vellowish licht, reluctant o o
into his bed, hngering her manner 1o-
ward him over ad over again like a
creased, worn, much-reread letter of ten-
derness.

- = s

Shortly belore one o'clock the follow-
ing alternoon a telephone rang in one
ol scveral private houses which Bedros
Calfayan maintained in Paris. A chunky
woman in her mid-10s stopped working
at a massive desk and answered.

“Hello.” she said.

“Hello. My name is Gabriclle Monnot.
I was —"

el

“A man gave me a note yesterday to
call about a job.”

A position, ves

“The note savs o talk o Mle. Dus-
sance. Is that vou:"”

“This is Mile. Dussane,” the woman
saic, smiling. “You may come here lor
the interview il you like, or I could
meet vou elsewhere.”

“I'm working and I can’t leave dill
alter hve o'dock.”

“You may come here then if vou like,”
the woman said, still smiling,

“All right.”

The woman giave Gabriclle Monnot
the address, put down the wlephone,
stopped her pleasant smile and returned
immediately to the work at her desk.

Tina Dussane, a Beleian, had been in
Calfayan’s employ for the past 11 vears,
ever since Callavan, on a visit to his
daughter’s school in Lausaune, had asked
the girl who she liked best on the school
staff.  Calfayan engaged his daushter's
[avorite teacher on the spot, at a sub-
stantial increase in salivy, and took her
back o Paris, where she proved o be
ol great service in a number of capaci-
tics,

"

- - -

Early that evening Gabriclle Monnot,
wearing a ereen dress that buttoned to
the neck. not at all suitable Tor her black
hair and ivory complexion, was led into
Mlle. Dussane’s sitting room.

The two women were served e, and
Mlle. Dussane observed Gabrielle Mon-
not’'s manner of receiving the tea and
drinking it. She noticed that the givl
was quick to do as she herself did. and
that the effect was not at all one of
slavish imitation. Sometimes the women
put in Mlle. Dussane’s charge were quite
stupid. This one would not need inten-

sive instruction. But this one was also
sensitive, perhaps more sensitive  than
any ol the others, and would need o
be handled gently.,

They were left alone. “If vou agree to
the conditions of this sitwation, 1 am
authorized o see to it that vou are very
well paid.” Mlle. Dussane said.

“That's good.”

“May 1 call vou Gabrielles’

“Sure.”

“Gabriclle, why are vou interested in
making so much money:”

“It would be nice.”

Mlle. Dussine smiled.

“Why are vou smiling that wav?

“I might have expected you 1o sav that
it was a foolish question, that evervone
is interested in making a lot of money.”

“Oh”

“I'm sure vou realize that one does not
make a lot of money for doing nothing.”

“No.”

“You're from the south, aren’t vou:”

“Yes. From near Pau. I've been here
almost six months.”

“Why did vou leave, may 1

Gabriclle beamed. “Oh, that's simple.
Because 1 oalwiavs wanted o come 1o
Paris. 1t's the most wonderful  place
in the world. T want to live here
all my life. Tt was hard to leave home.
But I did. My poor [ather, he's a post-
man. he didn't like it You can imagi
It was sad. Buc I had o see.”

“Tell me, Gabriclle, would vou like to
live in this houses™

The girl looked abour. Ol ves. Is the
job herez”

"It can be vowrs to live in il vou like.
There are servants. This wing is my
apartment. with a separate entrance at
the side. You would live in the main
part of the house.”

“I don't understand.”

“I'll explain simply and 1o the point.
My employer is an extremely wealthy
man. He saw vou the other day and
admired you. He would like vou 10 stay
here and allow him to ke you out
from time 1o time, as he chooses. He is
an attractive man, and 1 can sav that
he is o kind man, in no way auel or
unpleasant. He  will  certainly  some-
times choose to stay here with vou.”

0] )

“Do yvou understand now?”

“Yes,” the girl whispered.

“You look astonished.”

“When | came in, I thought it would
be a job as a servant. T couldn’t hzure
out why I was picked out on the street
and given the 10,000 [rancs. but people
olten do funny things. But |
thought "

“There is nothing in this that should
astonish you. It is a common occur-
rence. Don’t you realize that vou are
beautiful young woman who should not
oo to waste among those who don’t
know how to appreciate you? With the

never



rizht clothes and the right hair style, you
will sce how Dbeautiful vou are. 1 can
pmmm that.”

“T'hey found me pretty at home.” She
Linehed.

“I'm sure.”

Although the girl seemed to want out
of Paris just the sort of thing that a man
like Callavan offered, MHe. Dussane
wis surprised at her blithe eagerness o
come to an agreement. What the ofler
involved had surely been made clear to
her. and ver Mlle. Dussane sensed an
innate hineness in the girl; therelore, 1t
wis somchow as il the givl did not [ully
reithize what she was accepung.

What a prize she could be! Mlle.
Dussane thoueht. If she was indeed what
she  seemed —a  precious  mixture  of
coarseness and hneness, heavy vulgarity
and sensitvity.

The girl did not ask any details about
moncy. Oddly, she insisted on returming
alone to her small room for her belong-
ines: and she insisted on keeping the
room. bhut agreed o return that night
by subway and begin living in the
house.

AMlle. Dussane paced her sitting room
excitedly. telling hevsell that she would
outdo hersell with such material, nmag-
ining how pleased the Armenian was
soing to be. Alter a lew minutes she
composcd hersell, welephoned Callayan
to compliment him coolly upoun his luck
and taste and 1o inform him that he
micht call on Gabrielle in less than
three weeks' time. She could well by the
sound ol his hello that his wile was
present. “Gabriclle is an intelligent and
naturally gracelul woman. I will have
difhcultics, but they can be handled.”

“1leave it to yow.” Callavan said, and
he hung up without speaking further.

He doesn’t appreciate me, Mlle. Dus-
sanc thought, changing into a negligee
amed robe. Then she sat down at her
desk and made some notes: Diresses —
blues, beige. Panties — vesular assort-
ment plus floval print? Taffeta )'.unf_f—.\h-p.
AMlle. Dussane had an ivoryv-situn gown
in mind lor this girl that would need a
tilfeta hallslip. Red givdle with gun-
melal nylons? In the case ol the last girl,
the singer, Mile, Dussane had el Cal-
Favan was much moved by that combina-
tion. She might wy it again, She went to
bhed early, wondering about an appro-
priate hair style. 1 will show him whae 1
am nade of, she thought. As she lav
the darkness, her mind created magnih-
cent combinations: gowns, stoles, hand-
bags, perlumes, gloves, jewelry, suits.
Rapidly she sec oft that perlect com-
plesion in various ways, and that body
as well, the fine legs and the breasts,
wisted until now bencath an ugly but
toncd-up green diess.

- - -

Charles,  the  handsome,  talented.
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startling rise from ordinary waiter in
only half-a-year had aroused the im
potent jtalousy of the older captains,
waited calmly at his station one evening
three weeks later. Charles was calm by
nature, but altogether alert. Monsicur
Calfayan was expected shortly, presum-
ably for after-theater souper, with a
guest, and Charles had his table. Al-
though the maiwre d’hotel was sure to
handle  everything  personally,  Charles
deeply appreciated  the opportunity to
further his education through any close
contact with such an important man as
Calfayan. The last time Callayan had
dined at Maxim’s, Charles not only had
observed the multimillionaire  without
in any way neglecting his own duties,
but had also often deftly managed to
stand where he could overhear bits of
conversation at Calfayan’s table.

You would never presume to joke with
Caltayan, bait him half-subtly, or pawon-
ize him in any way. Charles knew that
his response to such standard headwaiter
sambits would be immediate and utterly
cold. Some wealthy men (not only mid-
dle-aged women, in whom the phenome-
non was most common) responded very
well to such gently attentive means of
humiliation. It was remarkable  to
Charles, though evident, that they not
only welcomed such debasing treatment
by headwaiters and sometimes by cap-
tains, but positively desired it Charles

186 was objective enough about himself not

to presume to fathom dehnitively the
whys of such behavior, but he gave him-
sclf due credit for his powers of obser-
vation.

He respected Calfayan. Callayan was
his better, unlike so many of the others,
because of whom he had already come
far. They were always delighted to sce
him as they entered Maxim's. It made
him sometimes wonder what sort of poor
life they must have. Calfavan would
never register pleasure or displeasure at
the sight of Charles, so long as he was
served  efficiently. Calfayan had  fla,
black, intelligent eyes, and when he
smiled, with delicate reserve, they did
not change. His [ace reacted with ex-
treme cconomy. Callavan was consistent
at the core, most surcly, but Charles,
having watched him converse. saw that
Callayvan was not bland. Callavan was
composed. He did not laugh, nor was he
in any way loud.

At last a voung woman wearing a
cream off-the-shoulder gown entered, lol-
lowed by Calfayvan, his barrel bulk in
evening dress, his clipped gray hair com-
ing only to the height of her chin.
Pawrons glanced up [rom their woughs.
The maitre d'hotel  escorted  them
smoothly past Charles to the table; the
ball-bearing mechanism, AMaxim’s, had
begun to [uncten for Calfayan. Charles
nodded in greeting, but not in order to
be observed for more than a flicker. The
maive d'haotel swept their table back.

They sat. The maitre d'hotel hovered.
The solemn, independent little wine
steward presented himsell. Callavan or-
dered. (:Immp;lgm’. beluga, lobster and,
lor dessert, a soufllé,

The woman hegan to talk. Charles
kept looking at her, looking away, look-
ing back at her. It was the smile. The
smile was mfectious. The last woman,
older, who Callayan had brought had
also talked a great deal. Charles re-
membered that Callayan had been very
quiect, almost motionless but for an oc-
casional polite nod. He remembered
that he had laughed, not obscquiously,
over the look on Callayan's face, alter-
ward, with the maiwre d’hoel.

Calfayan was talking to her. Each of
them spoke about the same amount of
time. Callayan opened his mouth inordi-
nately wide onee, cying her, to put beluga
into it, not unattractively. He smiled often
and his eves changed when he smiled,
once in astonished glee. What were they
saving? What on carth was she saying
1o him? Charles caught the maitre d'hael
staving once at them. He met Charles'
eyes and wrned away.

It was not unul they were hnishing
the lobster that Charles mumaged to
position himsell and hear a bit. She now
put her hands palm upward and said,
“We just got on owr bicveles and rode
right out ol Pau!”

“No!" Callavan said, sucking at a
claw’s tiny end.
“Yes!™

“I've never ridden a bicycle in my
life,” Callavan said.

“Is that ue?”

“Yes, of course it is.”

Then Charles was forced to move
away. A patron wanted his attention.
Charles made some remark and drifred
olf. His eves went back to Callayan’s
table. And for an instant he did not at
all recognize Callayan.

The [ace.

A night sky sat now upon Calfayan's
face. Stars and planets—a deep per-
verse astronomy ol abandoned lingerie,
mirrors, cries, revealed and  vavaged
fiesh; Temale eyes, werrified, lost, drugged,
were rellected here in these black eves.
Charles saw a whole constellation, a
tableau ol claborate privite charade in-
corporating the most extreme dark, im-
personal dreams of any man, dreams long
since forgone by mere Charles himscll,

Charles took a deep breath. The girl,
[rightened, put her fingers to her mouth.

“My dear girl,” the man murmured,
hovering, his lips red and wet. “You
look as il you had forgotten something.”

“You —you had a [unny look,” she
said. It surpriscd me.”

The man did not answer. His [ace
began settling bick into old Caltayan
again. Charles returned to his duties. He
alanced at the couple from time to
time.



Now Calfayan lifted his hand and put
it down upon hers: his short fingers lay
inert along her knuckles. “Yes, We shall
so home soon, c¢h:" he said. “Have you
found cverything to your liking at the
house?”

She nodded. She smiled wanly, was
about to take a mouthful of the soutflle,
but put her fork down slowly and smiled
with strain into his cyes, holding her
head hixed.

Suddenly she wirned away from him.
Her head bobbed downward, A muss of
black hair faced Callayan like that of
a doll with its head twisted partway
around. The girl's bare, rich white shoul-
ders shuddered — and again.

She was retching into her napkin
above the cream lap of her gown.

Charles yushed to the table, unhesi-
tatingly. ready., He wtried to help her.
He saw her large dark frightened eyes.
Calliyan  arose, nodded  silently at
Charles, who withdrew. He helped her
to rise and ushered her, Charles leading
the way, to the toiletie. As she moved,
she glanced at Calfayan. His look, gentle,
scemed 1o reassure her. He nodded as
she disappeared.

Calfayan gazed long at the shut door,
his shoulders uncharacteristically, al-
most imperceptibly, slumped  forwird.
Charles looked away. “Poor beautiful
thing,” Callayan murmured. Then loud-
er: “Poor girl.” Charles assumed Cal-

fayan was talking to himsclf, but upon
wrning back o the man, saw that Cal-
fayan was actually addressing him per-
sonally.

“Perhaps we might fetch her stole for
her?” Calfayan asked.

“Right away, sir,” Charles said. and
hurried away.

When he returned, they were stand-
ing together in the corridor.

“I can’t go back there. I —I'm sorry,”
the girl whispered.

Charles, holding the stole, waiting 1o
he acknowledged, noted an unmistakable
look of reliel on Callayan's Lace.

“NMy dear girl. You must not be sorry.
1 will take vou directly to your old
room. There, there,” he said, and patted
her shoulder with his litde hingers.

Then the black eyes went flat at last
and  Callavan  said, “Have the car
brought around.”

- - -

Sir George Rainer was awakened at
three o'clock that morning. The wle-
phone at his bedside was ringing. What
the devil, he thought, and wrned over
to grope for it

“Rainer here.”

“I have a call from
George Rainer.”

“Yes. Rainer here ..
“Hello. Rainere”
“Rainer here.”
“Good. This is Callayan. I have been

Paris for Sir

thinking about your proposal. [ will con-
sider it. You will have my decision
shorily.”

“Well! Calfayan!™

“We had a pleasant lunch the other
day, didu’t you think?”

“Why, yes”

“Well — goodbye.”

“Oh. Right. Right. Goodbye.”

As Rainer put up the welephone he
realized for the first time that he had
never for one moment seriously  ex-
pected Calfayan 1o offer his collection
lor loan. Now that Calfayan had awak-
cned Rainer out of a sound sleep 10
announce that he was considering such
a step. Rainer was surprised o leel
quite certain that nothing would ulti-
mately come of it

Whit state ol being  could  have
brought on such an urgent passing
fancy? It was as il the [ellow madly
feared, out of a clear blue sky, that his
wall was about to be breached, his watch-
dogs shot, his burglar alarms smashed,
his people bound and gagged: that his
collection was about 1o be carried ofl by
bold thieves; and that therelore it would
be safer across the Channel for a time.
in the British Muscum. Rainer chuckled
to himsell at his own bizarre idea.

It was not at all like Calfayan to call
anyone in the middle of the night

c..smart way to a double life!
Versatility is as admirable in your wearing apparel as it is in your personality. Paris® Reversible Belts
will lead a double life with you—add depth and individuality to your wardrobe. Select yours today.

Left: Supple calfskin from the Continental Collection; rich solid black reverses to deep mahogany. 57.50. Right:
Multi-color double club stripe denim elastic belt with soft glove leather trim, reverses to a solid color. $3.50.
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how to talk 'lil’t}" (continued from page 108)

a Vaseline addict. She would rub it on
and stick 1t in anvthing and everyihing.
To Mema, carbolated Vaseline was Jew-
ish penicillin.

Perhaps at this point T ought to sav
a little something about my vocabulary.
My conversation, spoken and written. is
usually flavored with the jargon of the
hipster. the argot ol the underworld,
and Yuddish,

In the literate sense —as literate as
Yiddish can be, since it is not a formal
Ling — "wovish”™  means  “gentle”
But that is not the way I mean to use it

To me, il vou live in New York or
any other big aw, vou are Jewish. It
docsn’t matter even il you're Catholic;
if you live in New York yvou're Jewish.
Il you live in Butte, Montana, vou're
woyish even il vou're Jewish,

Evaporated milk is govish even il
the Jews invented it. Chocolate is Jewish
and Tudge is govish, Spam is govish and
rye bread is Jewish.

Negroes are all Jews, Tualians are all

Jews. Irishmen who have rejected their
religion e Jews. Mouths are  very
Jewish. And bosoms., Baton-twirling 1s
very govish.  Eddie  Cantor.  Georgie
Jessel and Danny Thomas are Christians,
because il vou look very cosely on their
bodics voull find a hoil somewhere.

To wap an old  Jewish woman —
theyre orafty and  they will lie — just
scize one and vou will find a handker-
chiel balledup in one ol her hands.

I can understand why they can’t have
a Jewish President. It would be embar-
rassing to hear the President’s mother
soreaming love at the  grandchildren:
“Who's Grandma’s baby! Who's Grand-
na’s baby!”

. and this is Chet Huntley in New

York. The Fist Lady's mother opened
the Macy’s Day Parade screaming. Oy
zeashint mine licher” and furiously pinch-
ing young Stanley’s cheeks . . 7

Actually, she bit his ass, going “Qom,
vune vum, is this a tash, whos: tushy s
thatz" The Jews are notorious chil-
dren's-ass-Kissers. Gentiles neither  bite

A

“Hello, you must be the new trainer.”

their childven’s asses, nor do they halthl
their soup.

Gentiles love their children as much
as Jews love theirs: they just don’t wear
their hearts on their sleeves. On the other
hand. Jewish mothers don’t hang gold
stars in  their windows. They're not
proud of their boys” going into the
service. Thevre always worried about
their bheing killed.

Celebrate is a goyish word. Observe
is a Jewish word. My, and Mrs. Walsh
are celebrating Christmas with Aajor
Thomas Morcland, USAF Ret., while
AMr. and Alvs. Brombers observed Ha-
nukkith with Goldie and Arthur Schind-
ler Irom Kiamesha, New York,

The diflerence between Jewish and
vovish girls is that a gentile givl won't
“touch it once,” whereas a Jewish girl
will kiss vou and ler vou touch it — your
own, that is.

The only Jewish thing about balling
is Vaseline.

One eventlul dav, T discovered self-
aratification, An older kid conducted a
school, and five of us graduated about
the same time.

A few davs Tater, T was all set for an
afternoon of whacking it. T was propped
up in bed. taking cire of business. T was
so involved. T didn't hear the door open.
“Leonard. what are vou doings” It was
my father! My heart stopped. T [roze. ~1
said what are you doingz”

To say It wias a taunmatic moment
would b cuphemistic. 1 had 1o vestrain
mvsell Trom asking: “Would you wait
outside: Tor just a minuwe?” He snarled
at me. CIts not ondy disgusting,  what
vou're doing — but, goddamnit, in my

s

hed

He sat down and procecded to tell
me i story, that story we have all heard,
with conbellishments. Its gvim conclusion
left three of our relatives in state insane
asylums — poor  souls who had  never
been instructed in the wisdom ol sleep-
g with their hands above the covers.
The story line implicd that this sort of
thing was a nighttime practice and was
with  werewolves and vam-
pues. Their punishment was that their
hands withered away into wings, and
they couldn’t do it anymore, just fan
it a lLinte.

I had all sorts of horrendous visions
of my Tutre: my spine would collapse;
my tocs would fall ol Even though 1
resolved never o do it again, T fele 1
lad done some irveparable damage.

Oh, what a cursed thing! T could see
mysell on a strect corner some day, giv-
ing a testimony  for the CBAW.A —
Crooked Back Whackers Anonymous:

“Yea, brothers. T was of mortal floesh.
Fortunately Tor me, my father walked
in that day while I was having my strug-
gle with Satan. Suppose he had not been
an observan person, and merely thought

associated



T was doing a charade — committing
hara-kiri tiple time — what then? But
no. brothers, he knew he had a pervert
living under his roof: the most danger
ous of them all —a whacker! T would
have to stop. No tapering ofl. T would
have to stop now! In the languaze ol
the addict's world. T would have to kick
the habit — cold jerky "
SR

I credit the motion-picture indusury
as the strongest environmental factor in
molding the children ol mv day.

Andy Hardv: whistling: a brown pom-
padour: a green lawn: a lather whose
severest punishment was taking vour car
awav for the weekend.

Warner Baxter was a doctor.  All
pricsts looked like Pat O'Bricu.

The superintendent of - my  school
looked  like Spencer Tracy. and  the
principal looked like Vincent Price. 1
was surprised  vears later to discover
they were Spencey Tracy and Vincent
Price. | went to Hollvwood Hizh. Tolks.

Actually. T went o Novth Bellmore
public school lor cight vears. up until
the filth grade. T remembar the voutine
of milk at 10:15 and uwapping on the
desk — 1 hated the smell of that desk —
I always used to dribble ou the initials.
And how enigmatic those well-preserved
CAFVINES WeIe 10 me: BOOK YOU.

My friend Carmelo. the harber's son.
and T would “buy” ouwr lunch au the
litle green store. That's what we called
the student lockers from which we stole
many a hot cold lunch. “Let’s see what
we've got at the litde green store today.”

We would usually go shopping around
11:30 on the cighth-grade floor. when
cvervhody was in homeroom. Carmelo
would bust open a locker. A white pa-
per bag! Who used white paper hags:
People who could aflord to buy biked
soods and make their children exotic
sandwiches. Tuna on date-nur hread,
four creme-plled  Hydrox  cookics. a
banana which was unreal — the  color
wasn't solid brown. it was yvellow tipped
with green. and the end wasn’t rotten
— and the last goody: a nickel, wrapped
1N wax paper.

Sometimes we would 2o over o Car
melo’s house to eat dinner. His father
had a barbershop with one chaiv and
a poster in the window showing four
different sivles of haircuts. and  guar-
antecing vou sure-fire results o sccurig
cmplovment il vou would Tollow the
tips on grooming: “The First Things
an Emplover Looks at Are Hairv. Nails
and Shoes.” An atomicencrgy department
head who looks av these qualiications
i a job applicant would probably be
a laguot.

Carmelo’s mother was the manicurist
and 1own whore. Those svmbols ol my
childhood are gone — what a shame! —
the country doctor, the town whore, the

you can try
it like this

WI1DE ROLL-ON
DEODORANT FOR MEN

Double your protection with big, wide, man-sized Brake. Brake's
man-sized roller does twice the job, stroke for stroke, of little
girl-sized roll-ons. Brake with the BIG roller gives the big
protection a big man needs. Next time, buy Mennen BRAKE!
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village idiot, and the drunken family
from the other side of the wracks, have
been replaced by the Communist, the
junkie, the faggot, and the beawmik.

Prostitution wasn't respected and ac-
cepted. but 1 figured that if she was the
town whore, then all the people in the
town had had her and had paid her
and they were all a part of what she
was. | staunchly defended Carmelo’s
mother.

My mother worked as a waitress and
doubled as a maid in faslmonable Long
Beach, Long Island. My father was
working during the day and going to
college at night. His motive was to bet-
ter himsell and, in wrn, better us all.
H he had graduated, T might not be
where T am now. I'm the head of a big
firm today, thanks to my dad’s foresighe
1z handy knowledge at my
fingertips.

“You're going to have that set of
encyclopedias for your birthday,” he had
pledged. “You're going to have every-
thing I never had as a child, even il 1
have to do without cigarertes.” And then,
to demonstrate his self-sacrifice, he would
roll his own in those rubber roller
things that Liberty Bugler used to sell.

Today I give my daughter what 1
really didn’t have as a kid. All the silly,
dumb, extravagant, frilly, nonfunctional
tovs I can force on her. She probably
wints an encyclopedia. That's how it
woes — one gencration saves o buy rub-
bers for the kids on a rainy day, and
when it comes they sit out under a tree
vetting soaking wet and  digging  the
lightning.

My [ather instilled in me a few im-
portant behavior patterns. one of which
was a Lantastic dread of being in debt.
He explained to me such details as how
much we owed on the remt, what the
conl and light bills were, how much
money we had and how long it would
last.

He would constantly remind me that
we were living on the brink ol poverty.
He would go miles out of his way to
look for bhargains. He would wear clothes
that friends gave him. I became so guilty
about asking for anything that I con-
cluded it was much more ethical to steal.

When I was in seventh grade and,
for physical education, each boy had to
buy sncakers which cost about S1.95, 1
couldn’t bring mysell o ask my [ather
for the mouney. The previous night he
hid confuded o me that he didn't know
where he was going to get the money
for the rent. T decided to steal the money
for my snecakers from the Red Cross,

The class kept all the money they had
collected Tor the annual Red Cross drive
in a big mavonnaise jar in the supply
doscr. T volunteered 1o stay alter school
to wash the blackboard and slap out

1go the crasers. I kuew that the teacher,

Miss Bostaug, was alwivs picked up
3:30 sharp by her bovlviend.

She was the kind of woman who was
old when she was 23, She wore those
“seusible”™  corrective with  lisle
stockings: and crinkly dresses, the kind
that vou can see through and don't
want to. The only color she ever wore
was a different handkerchief that she
pinned on her blouse every day. Her
short sleeves revealed a vaccination mark
as big as a baskethall.

As soon as Miss Bostaug left that
alternoon, 1 picked up the radiator
wrench and jimmied open the doset
door. I really botched up the door, hut
I made the heist. My heart was bheating
six-cighths time as I split with the
mavonuaise jar.

I hid under the porch and counted
the loot. Over 513 in change.

I spent some ol the money on the
sneakers and a carton of Twenty Grand
cigarcttes for my father. I hgured 1
would take what was left and return ic
Maybe no one would miss what T had
spent. Maybe no one would notice that
the door had been torn ofl its hinges.

But as I neared the classroom, 1 could
hear the storm ol protest, so 1 changed
my mind and joined in the denuncia-
tion ol the culprit. “Boy., how could
anyone be so low? Stealing from the
Red Cross! Don't worry. God will punish
him.” 1 felt prewy sclf-righteous con-
demning mysell, and quite secure that
no one suspected me.

But I had underestimated Miss Bos
(1L

“Boys and givls.” she announced. “this
morning I called my brother, Edward
Bostaug, in Washingion. He works for
the Federal Bureau of Investigation. He
told me that if the cimmal doesn’t
confess woday, he is going to come up
here on Monday with a lic detector.”
And then, in minute detail, she  de-
scribed the technical perlfection of the
polvegraph in spotting the slightest ir-
regulavity in blood pressure, pulse and
temperature, As she spoke, my heart
was pounding and I was sweating.

Afrer everyone left, T marched boldly
up to her desk. She was areaming her
face with Noxzemir. “Miss Bostmg, |
know who stole the money. 1 told him
the jig was up, and he told me to tell
you that he only spent three dollars
and is willing o give me the rest to
bring back and he will make up what
he spent, littde by litlde, il you promise
not to call your brother from the F.B.L”

A week Later the Long Island Wellare
Board paid a visit to my father, atempt-
ing to ascertmin what sort ol family at-
mosphere produced a aiminal ol my
proportions.

Miss Bostaug hadn’t “squealed” on
me. but she had done her duty, not only
to the authorities, but also to me. She
was aware that my environment was as

shoes

much to blame for my behavior as |
wis. She was trving 1o help me.

My [ather didn’t see it that way, how-
ever. He was simply amazed. “How
could it son of mine steal, when afl he
has to do is ask me lor anything and
I'll give it to him, even il I have to
give up cigaretres:”

He sat down and talked to me. It was
difficult for me o answer because he
wits sitting on my chest.

My mother's boviriends were a unigue
breed. They were buddies rather than
beaux. [ can't remember secing anyone
ever kiss my mother — not on the mouth,
anvway — and for sure, 1 never saw her
in bed with any man, not even that
once-in-u-while  “mistake” in the one-
bedroom apartment when “Ssh, you'll
wake the kid up!™ makes going to the
bathroom during the night a combina-
tion ol horror and fascination.

I can remember only one “walk-in”
in my life. As an cight-vear-old child,
I stumbled through the living room on
the way to the bathroom at four o’clock
in the morning. My cousin Hanuah and
her hushand were pushing, kissing, tear-
ing and breathing in asthmatic meter.
I watched and listened in wonderlul
curiosity.

I had no concept of what was going
on. They were maintaining & consistent
rhythim that kept building in strength
and force. Then the rhythm  becime
overpoweringly intense and heavy, and
his voice changed pitch — that crazy so-
prauo sound that the funnymen in the
movies affect when they imitate Ladies.

I saw the sweet dizzy quality on the
face of my 23-vear-old cousin. as her
paint and powder dissolved and mixed
with her lover's sweat. She was looking
over his shoulder. as il right at me, but
her eves looked Tunny — like my cousin
Herman's when he was drunk. Her legs
—lovely, smooth legs with just a sug-
gestion of fine, salt hair, like the guard
on the willowlimb  flowers —
scemed  to float heavenward, her wes
twisting in a tortured fashion, praying
for release.

Now her eves sunted to roll as il they
were completely disengaged. My cousin
Harry must have broken that thing that
makes the doll’s eves go up and down.

Her lips parted slowly and she joined
him in a chant of submission —a chant
with the vocabulary of theology, al-
though I have never heard it again in
synagogue, church or Buddhist wemple
— a chant that was perhaps pagan: “Oh
God. oh God. oh goddamnit God! Oh
iU's so good. Harry —oh God it's good
—ohbhh . .. O™

Suddenly Hannal's eves locused on
me. She screamed as if T were some hor-
rible monster, "How long have you
been standing  there?”

She reiterated: I said, how long have
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Wool 1s full of surprises

Science now rearranges wool molecules to create
permanently creased pure wool trousers.
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vou been standing there?

I reacted subjectively, assuming they
wanted me 1o show off since her ques-
tion related to an area ol learning that
T was involved with at the time. T
looked up at the clock. thought fov a
moment, and  repeated  her  question.
“How long have T been standing here?
Well, the big hand is on the hve, and
the little hand is on the three, that
means iv's — wmm — 3:25."

They told me that was very nice and
I was a very dever boy, and that | should
o to bed.

Without somcone telling me  what
they had been doing. T could never tell
vou whether that was a clean act. a dinty
act, a sell-indulgent act, or a rveligious
act of pure religious procreation. With
all the exposure Ive had. T sull can't
tell vou. You must interpret what went
on in vour own way—and, ol course,
vou will.

My childhood scemed like an endless
exodus  from  aumts and uncles and
grandmothers. Their dialog still rings
in my cos: I had enough fsooris with
my own kids. . . . How manyv times have
I old vou not to slam the door? . . .
Don’t run up the stairs, . . . Don't tell
me Danny did it — il Danny told vou
to jump ol the Brookhn Bridge. vou'd
jump ofl the Brooklvn Bridge. right?

. Children have childven’s portions
and big people have big people’s por-
tions — il voure hungry yvou'll cat more
bread —and  there’s plenty ol cabbage
lett

“Don’t read at the table,” T would
be told.

“Why do they put stufl on the cereal
box il they don’t want vou to read:”

“Not at the table”

When I oget big, T thought, I'll vead
anyvwhere T want . . . Standing on the
subway:

“What's that vou're reading, sirz”

“A cereal box.”

The plan was I would stay with rela-
tives ull my parents “ger swraighened
out.”

I learned there is no Judge Hardy,
there is no Andrew, nobody has a Mom
like Fav Bainter.

Oh God. the movies really did serew
us up.

S

As an imaginative vounyg scnsualist,
I dreamed about living over a harn. sec-
ing the stns through o cracked-board
room, smelling the cows and horses as
they snugule and nuzzle ina shed below,
sceing the steam come up from the hay
in the stables on a lrosty winter morn
ing, sitting at a table vich with home-
cinned voods with seven other LEom
hands, cating home Iries, pickled beets,
fresh bacon, drinking raw milk, Liugh-
ing, having company in the morning,
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having a family, eating and working and
nanging out with the big guys, leaming
to use Bull Durham.

At 16 1 van away from home and
found it. Two rich, productive, sweet
years with the Dengler family on their
Long Island Larm.

The Denglers were a combination of
Swedish and German stock. Although
they were still young — she in her 505
and he in his 10s = 1 never saw them Kiss
cach other. T was shocked when 1 learned
that they slept in separate bedrooms. |
knew they were tired alter working a
long day, but I couldn’t understmd why
anyone who could, wouldn't want to
sleep in another parson’s arms.

1 would wait for an opportunity when
Mr. Dengler was enjoving a good laugh,
and then 1 would catch him unawares
and give him a big hug. Mys. Dengler
called me a “Kissing bug,” but she never
rejected me. They said | would probably
end up being a politician.

The Dengler favm faced the highway.
As 1 curied the pails of slop to the hogs,
1 watched the cars whizzing by on their
way to Grumman and  Sikorsky and
Sperry. Neither the drivers nor | real-
ized that their day's work would some
day put an end to someonce somewhere
also carrying slop to hogs. A couple ol
times when the cars overheated. they
would stop for water, and I would ask
them what they were making out at
Spurry’s.

They didn’t know. “Some fittings. . . .
Some fittings — the Norden  bombsight
to hit into the B-17. “I just do picce
work.” (My approiach to humor today is
in distinguishing  between  the moral
differences ol words and their connmota-
tions: then it was simply in the syn-
onvin: “Oh, you do picce work? How
about bringing me home some:”)

Dircctly opposite the highway that
ran by the farm was a long dusty dirt
road with crops on cach side — potatous,

e

SHhEARIEL__

carrots. lettuce — everything you buy in
vour grocery store. They were culuivated,
irrigated, weeded and fertilized by the
Gormhands, Some ol the [ertilization was
direet  from  producer 1o consumer:
There were no Lwvatories in the ficlds.
but the itinerant dayworkers — six Polish
women — had a very relaxed attitud:
toward the performing ol their natural
lunctions.

To this day, T always insist that all
my vegetables be washed thoroughly.

I was entrusted with the unromantic
job of wreding, although 1 did ger 1o
drive the old truck with the broken
manilold, back and lorth across the held,
which really gassed me. T imagined
mysell o be Henry Fonda. The only
thing that bugged me was that it was
so lonesome out there all day. 1 tried
to talk to the Polish ladics, bur they
didn’t understand me. I even brought
them candy — Guess Whats, Mary Janes,

Hootens — but all they did was grunt. 193
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They allowed me 1o witness their most
mtimate lunctions, but it was as if 1
didn’t exist.

AMrs. Dengler would get up about 5:30
in the morning to cook breaklast lor
cight men: she would work in the helds
hersell till about eight o’clock that night,
and then she would do her housework.

During the winter months, the Deng-
lers van a rvoadside stnd selling can-
ned goods and cggs 10 the workers on
their way to and {rom a nearby delense
plant.

The canned goods would aciually be
sold out the hrst day, and we only had
cnough chickens o supply cggs  lor
about two or three cus. So we bought
cuas wholesiale Irom as Lar away as Texas,
and Mason-jpn canned  goods from an
outfit i Georgia.

My job was to mmmerse the jars in
hot water, wash ol their labels and put
ours on. I would also open the egg
crates — which were packed by the gross
—and repackage the cggs in our cirtons,
by the doren. With my philanthropic
senuse of humor, T would add a litde
mud and straw and chicken droppings
to give them an authentic pastoral ouch.

People were alwavs coming back and
telling us: “How fresh the eges are!™”
Sales increased rvapidly and 1 soon had
a big problem. Although [ had cnough
straw and mud, there were onlv 22
chickens —and 1 was too embarrassed
to ask if there were any wholesale chick-
cnshit houses in Texas.

decided o cut the pure stull with
cow manuye. There was never a com-
plaint.

Once a week a ng LaSalle would drive
all the way out [rom the cditv 10 get
Eirm-fresh cges. The chautleur was a lit-
te wizened old Englishman who never,
cver spoke. The owner was a woman
who looked like Marv Astor. She was a
very grand-type lady, about 35, which
seemed quite old o me.

She said the farm was “quaint™ and
remarked how fortunate 1 was not to be
“cursed by city pressures.” She began
to bring me things — sweaters.  shoes,
even a tennis ricker. T Ted her chanitable
id and exclaimed: “Oh, gosh, a real
sweater! T oalwavs wanted one with no
patches on it!” Al T needed was “Glori-
osky, Zero!” o complete the pictnre,

Once T sensed she was Teeling a lictle
low, so I told her that my mother and
Lather had been Rilled. T fabricated
very pathetic story for her, and it veally
picked her up. It was a sort of Fantasy
CARELE Package —a litde something ex-
a added o the product, like with the
Cous.

One day she forgot all about buving
the cges. and insisted on taking me to
town 1o buv a new jacker. T had an old
suede jacket with a broken zipper that
had to be pinned shut. T told her
couldn’t leave the stand. She wold the
chaufleur to get out and take over for
me, and she would do the driving.

On the way back Irom the city, she
pulled over into a shaded area and
stopped. We talked for a long time, and

she told me about her son who was
drowned. and also about her hushand
who manufactured and vented  candy

niachines. She imtimated that she would

Jwﬂﬂﬁq 5t y/

“This looks like an interesting case.”

like 1o adopt me.

She asked about my religious beliefs
She asked il T had ever been naughty
with wirls, 1 had never even kissed a
sirl— 1 hadn't gone o high school and
I was very shy — 1 had often thought
about bring “naughty” with girls, hut 1
could never scem to arrange to be in
the right place at the right time.

We talked about some other things.
and she told me to look in the glove
comparument for a surprise. Inside |
found a sheath knile and a flashlight.
There was also a packet of pictures, and
she asked me if T would like her to
show them to me.

I had never scen any pictures like
those before. They were of men and
women in various attitudes of lovemak-
ing. The nudity and the absurdity of the
contortions amused me, and 1 starced
to laugh. She was quite disturbed by
my reaction. but I couldn’t help it I had
agenuine giseling ht.

She asked me il 1 thought the pictures
were dirty, and when I couldn’t stop
laughing long cnough o answer, she
said that it was a coverup lor a filthy
mind. Not wanting 10 lose the jacket, |
apologized.

She forgave me and then delivered a
lecture on how some women can give
vou at terrible discase. She explained how
you can get some discases [rom using
towels or [rom sitting on toilet seats.
She asked me il T knew what the symp
toms ol these diseases were.
my ignorance, and she grew alinmed.

“Why, vou e have one ol those
discases right this minute and not cven
know i!”

And. with 2 very dinical attitade, she
unbuttoned mv pants.

I conlessed

A few yewrs Later in boot camp. when
we got our hrst allustrated lecture on
venereal disease, T was disappointed that
it lacked the same personal touch.

The Denglers were quite upset with
my impatience o volunweer for the
Nawvy. | pestered Mrs. Dengler daily.
watting  for that ofhcial leter. T had
some literature about the Navy and the
training cowrses they offered,
viewed it at everv
“reading room™ —

ane T ore-
OpportnIty inomy
a lourseater (one seat
wis cnurely sewn up by a cobweb) with
a wasp hive up in the vighehand corner
ol the cciling that was the color ol gray
cardboard. T always read
dread ol an ateack.

The outhouse is to the amhand whin
the water cooler is to the white-collar
worker.

But, working lor the Denglers, goofing
off wasn't necessary lor me. They were
easy hosses to work for. Although I put
in about 60 hours a week and received
$10 4 month plus room and board, I feh
no resenument, because they worked lony

uncasily. 1




cr and harder.

Then, too, they were my mother and
father — the mother and father T had
alwavs dreamed about —and I always
had good company, which made me
think about all the loncsome people
who lived in furnished rooms with their
container of milk or can of beer on
the window ledge. Wouldn't it be nice
il all the people who are lonesome could
live in onc big dormitory, sleep in beds
next to each other, talk and laugh, and
keep the lights on as long as they want
to?

Loncsome people are a vast neglected
scament of that mythical American Pub-
lic the advertising men are always talk.
ing about. One mustn’t assume thae all
lonesome  people are  pensioners. old
maids and physically handicapped shut-
ins. There are lonesome young men who
sit in the Greyhound Bus Station and
there are secretaries who live in immacu-
late apartments which they  wouldn™t
mind having messed up by some guy
who doesn’t hang up his clothes.

Someumes when I'm on the road in
a huge hotel, T wish there was a closed-
carcuit television ¢amera in cach room.
and at two o'cleck in the morning the
announcer would come on: “In Room
21-B there is a ripe. bluc-eved. pink-
nippled French-and-Irish court stenog-
rapher Iving in bed ossing and trning,
fighting the bonds ol her nightgown. All
the ashtravs in her room are clean, her
stockings and panty-girdle have just been
washed and are hanging on the shower-
curtain bar. This is a late model, abso-
luely clean. used only a few times by a
sailor on leave.”

Or: “In Apartment 107 there is a 55
vear-old  Jewish widower who is lis-
tening o Barry Gray on the radio,
sitting in his underwear and looking at
the picture of his danghter and son-in-
law who live in Lawrence, Long Island.
and haven't called since Yom Kippur.
This is a bargain [or an aggressive voung
woman who can say to him, °I like vou
hecause vou're sensible and sensitive—all
right. it's true voung men are a “good
time,” but alwer that, whatz —1 like a
man I can have a serious discussion
with, one who can co-sign. . .." "

Mrs. Dengler drove me to the station
of the Long Island Railroad to catch
the wrain that would take me awav to
witr. | kissed her and said. “Goodbve,
Ma.” She smiled at me and left. She
never had any kids of her own.

- - -

Onc day I was standing at 90 Church
Swreet in downtown New York Citv, In
erally in the hands of an Army doctor
who was telling me to cough — that uni-
versal male experience.

1 volunteered for the Navy in 1942, 1
was 527, weighed 120 pounds, and had
a heavy beard that nceded removing
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The Navy tmight me a sterile sense
of deanliness, puncuuality, and gave me
the security ol belonging. For the first
time 1T was able to relate 10 my fellow
.

My first “velative”™ was Artie Shaw.,
We ook boot training together in New:
port, Rhode Island. During that 21-day
incubation period, the excitement of war
was dwarfed by “Artic Shaw is here!”
Arue Shaw: Begin the Beguine, Night
and Day, Dave Tough, Max Kaminsky,
Lana Turner, Kathleen Winsor. Artie
Shaw — Ovpheus, music and love — and
me; we were brothers in blue. O course,
I never saw him, but it was cnough lor
me that he was there.

(Eighteen years later | gor the same
aratification from  those magic  words,
“Artie Shaw is here!” — when the owner
ol the Blue Angel Calé whispered it o
me before I went onstage. “Artie Shaw
How just. how mnatural —we
were in the war together)

He had enlisted as an apprentice sea-
man. He could hive gone in a dozen
other ways — like Glenn Miller, Tor ex-
ample. with a commission in clarinet—
but he made it as an apprentice scoman,
which was a silly-ass thing to do.

As it wrned out, he had a much
rougher time in service than [ did, He
either got an over-solicitous: “This is
Artie Shaw, Captain Alden, he has agreed
to give vou that autographed picture of
himscll lor Admiral Nimitz!” — or, more
often: “Look. prety bov, vou're not in
Hollywood now. there ain’t no butlers
around here!™ Artie Shaw would have
been glad to have heen as anonymous
as 1 was then, an ordinary seaman with
a serial number, wanting 1o hght for s
country.

Even as a kid. T was hip that 80
percent ol the guys that go lor Civil
Service pension security have no balls
for the scufile outside. T am not knock
ing the desire for security: we're all kind
of scared and would like 10 be sitting
under the kitchen sink, picking at the
linoleum. But it really bhugged Shivw.
He put in an urgent vequest tor a mans-
fer o the Mediterranean. We were all
anxious to wo and be blessed by pricss
and rabbis, thereby giving us the OK
to kill the enemy.

Those dirty pregnant Japanese women
who stood in the silent avmy, like Talian
mothers standing over hoiling pots of

is here!”

spaghettd, and  Jewish mothers slaving
over pots of chicken soup — women un
concerned with politics: all they know is
that 19 cents a pound {or chopped meat
is ridiculous. Those divty Jap  babies
crawling on the lloor, amuscd by the
magic of a cat, his purr, his switching
tail. Those dirty Japs we hawd, who
now hll the windows of American stores
with cameras. Those dirty Japs that
knocked up the portable-radio industry.

Where the hell was Crisieell Predicis
then?

Now there are no mare dirty Japs;
there are dirty Commies. Those dirty
Commies! And when we run out of them
there’ll just be divey divt, And dirvey mud.
Then we'll eat the mud and Pearl Buck
will write a book about it. By that time.
the few hippics who discovered that it's
the carth which is dirty will have made
it to the moon lor the Miss Missile con
Lest.

On a aucl wiple-bree snow-cold gray
winter morning at Coddington  Point,
Rhode Island, Artic Shaw and 20-odd
other satlors sat in the Tetal position with
their red eyes and chapped thighs, waiting
for chow to bDlow. A Chiel Petty Olhcer
came in and told Artie that a Licutenant
Communder was outside the  barracks
and wanted 1o see him immediately.
Shaw was sure that this was his transter.

He marched out with his Don Win-
slow snap. the other sailors nervously
pecking through the harracks window.
When yvou're 1 boot camp, a Licuten-
ant Commuandor might as well be the
President.  Shaw  was  understandably
nervous as the Lisutnant Commander
reached out his hand, saving, “Put ‘¢
there, Ariie,” amd then sad 14 words
that had more impact than  Roosc-
velt's “December 7th, a day that will
live in infamy™ speech.

The Licutenant Commander looked
Shaw in the eve and said: 71 just wanted
1o shake the hamd that patted the ass of
Lana Turner.”

It was i the Navy thae T had my first
love  atlair — a one-night  sumd  with
Louis: — the kind of chick thar makes an
clevator operator [eel possessed of greac
control because he went up 18 floors
and didn’t rip ol her dress.

Louise was 28 when I met her. Her
father  and  mother had  just  died,
and and  her  brother  inherited
the business: a 13 x13-loot combination
Liahinn-American grocery and soda foun-
tain, with living quarters in the back.
Her brother took care ol the store dur
ing the day, and she worked there at
night so he could go o CONY.

Her husbhand was a private in the UL S
Inlmwry, stivoned  in Teeland for the
duration.

I walked into the store in white hat,
dressblue unilorm and my  Endicott
Johnson shoes, so new they slipped on
cement. T owas announced by the liude
tin bell — the candy-store burglar alarm.
Behind the counter stood Lonise.

she

Doctors who have probed. cut. sewn
and rubbergloved so many women that
it has become a task would ger shaken
by a Louisc.

“Hmm, vour adenoids svem  quite
normial: perhaps the vouble is respira-
tory. Unbutton your blouse a moment



and we'll give a listen to the old ticker.
There's quite a bit of flu going around
and 1 . .. there. uh . . . acwally ., .
ult, uh . . . here, uh. . . . Oh God. oh
merciful Mother of God, what a body!
You're so tan and ver so white. Please,
may 1 toach you? Not as a doctor. .
Let me unbutton my shire and [eel you
close 1o me. Please don’t push me away.
Here, let me . . . please . .. oh God! I'm
losing my mind. let me Litch the door
.. et me gust kiss i, that's all 1T want
to. . . . Oh. please please please please.
Please just touch i, Just . . . look at it
. .. [ do respect vou. 1 just can’t catch
myv goddamn breath!™”

With cight dollars hidden in mv shoe
and a dollar in myv hand. T walked up
to the counter and spoke out with a
jaded-cnough tone so that Louise would
know that I'd been around. “Pepsi,
please, and a bag ol potato chips.”

She ripped the stapled chips away
from the cardboard. When she spoke,
her words stunned me. [ never expected
a woman who looked like that wo talk
that wav to a bon vivant such as L.

“How the hell did vou get gum in
your hair?" she asked.

“The guy who sleeps in the bunk
above me stuck it on the cdge ol my
rack. 1 thouzht [ got it out.”

“C'mere, I've got some benzene, vl
take it out.”

1 followed her through the bluc-rayon

portals that separated the store from her
home. I sat on a soda bhox and watched
her rumble through the medicine cabi-
net, which was a cardboard carton under
her bed.

She soaked the rag and stood over me,
aently kneading the chewing gum {from
my hair. Her thighs, with the good-
life scent of the white dove. pressed
weighuessly against my check. The gum
wis long cone and my first love was nur-
tured, in a scuting of Medaghia 1DY'Oro
colfee, Ace combs and Progresso tomato
purce.

1 wonder il any Chilean chicle worker
ever dreamt of the delicious Trait that 1
received from the by-product of his labor.

I was assigned o a light cruiser. the
U.S.S. Brooklyn.

Me — Leonard Alfred Schneider — on
the deck of a warship bound for North
Afvica, along with 1300 other men and
enough munitions to bring a man-made
carthquuke to Ain ¢l Twk. Bizerte, and
Algicrs. which was 1o be followed alwer
the war by e socio-political carthquake —
for we were blasting move than cnemy
breastworks: we were shaking loose the
veils from shadowed Moslem faces and
the gold [rom their front teeth.

I had two battle stations —one on a
L1 gun and my watch was on a five
inch deck gun. A cannon in the Navy
is always called a gun.

Five in the morning, reveille. Five-ten,
topside: wash down the deck and do
paint work. Seven o'clock, secure. Seven-
thirty to eight. chow: pruncs. beins,
cornbread, cold cuts, Waldorl salad. col-
fee. Eight o'clock, turn to: painting,
chipping. scraping, ammunitions work-
ing party. Twelve o'dock. chow: Braised
beel, dehvdrated potatoes, spinach, col-
fee, cuke with wing. One o'clock. work.
Two-forty-hve, attack by enemy pl;mts,
maun vour battle stations. light with planes.

(I could use Navy time. zevo six-hun-
dred, ete.. but I had clevated o the idio-
matic group: “Look out the window and
sce who is on the left side of the boat.™)

The secure from battle may be at cight
L Secure at sc. anmunitions working
party. veplace  expended  ammunition.
Quick scrubdown, 12:30, hit the sack. |
never ot more than 4145 hours sleep a
night in three years.

Blood and salt water mixed together
look blue. Eight men followed by 12,
then by about 10 more, loated grace-
fullv by the bow of the U.S. 5. Brooklyn.
These dead Air Force men that just a
few months ago were saving . . .

“What do vou want, Hi-Test or Reg-
ularz”

“Did vou get my pants out ol the
cleaner’s. swectheart?”

“They'll never get me — my uncle is
an alderman.”
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“Now listen, Vera, I'm going to put
all my swlb in these cardboard boxes,
and I'm going to lock them in that closet
back of the den. Please don't let anvone
touch them — and don't just say "Yes' o
me — I don’t want anvone. do yvou under-
stand, anyone, fooling around with my
LY )

His stull. My stuil. Evervone was wor-
rying about their stuff . . . their papers
. . . their possessions.

The bodies continued to float by, their
heads bumping the starboard side.

Sceing those pitiful, resh-dead bodies,
I knew then what a mockery of life the
materialistic concept is. After they zot
the telegram. someone would go through
his “stufl” and wy o figure out why in
the world he wanted “all that stufl”
The swll that he kept so nice would
ceventually be thrown out of the base-
ment. for the stull would now be crap.
“Hey, throw this crap outta here!”

. . -

Standing on the deck ol a warship in
batle, you get a good look at the com-
petitive aspect of life, carried 1o its ex-
treme.

Our socicty is based on competition.
I it isn’t impressed upon vou at home
with the scramble for love between broth-
crs and sisters, they really lav it down 1o
vou in school — in numbers any child
can nnderstand — that’s what grading is.

You bring home 100 percent. and
vour mother hugs vou and vour [ather
pats you on the back. The teachers beam
at you. But not your schoolmates: they
know they're in competition with vou,
and if you ger a high pereentage they
must get a lower one. Evervbody wants
love and acceprance and he soon learns
that one wav to get it is by getting higher
marks than the other fellow,

In essence. vou are gratified by your
schoolmates’ [ailures. We take this with
us into adulthood. Just look at the husi-
ness world.

So. my lirst instinct in this structure
of cconomic and critcal success 15 1o
want Mort Sahl, Jonathan Winters. Shel-
ley Berman, ete. (my “schoolmates™) 1o
bomb. Il 1 bring in a bigeer gross at a
calé or a concert than Mort does au the
same place, 've brought home a good
report card.

I suruggle with this part of me which
is inhumane, and now — perhaps this can
be explained by the fact that T am mak-
ing cnough money 1o afford o be mag-
nanimous about it — I genuinely rejoice
in another’s suceess. 1 would like o be-
licve that il I were sll scuflling and
Mort was doing well T would still be
happy for him. But I wonder. 1 am
lappy he’s doing well. But not better
than me.

The U.S.S. Brooklyn was a big ship,
and she was considered quite a danger

198 and a nuisance by the enemy. At night

the enemy planes. unless they had inside
information. could only tell what they
were bombing by the fire power that
wias thrown at them. [If they received
nothing but 20 millimeter and 10s. they
would assume that the largest craft be-
low was a DE or some other small cralt
that carried only small arms.

We were trapped in a strange bind.
We were the only heavy power in the
arca, but if we threw up our big stuil —
our fveiinch guns — they would know
immediately that we were a oruiser, and
then they would send for assistance, and
do us in.

When General Quarters sounded  at
sca, it was usually an E-boat or a sub-
marine. I loved this because 1 wasn't
as alraid of being Killed in battle as 1
was of being bored. Lucky for me that
the guys in power at the tme knew the
real danger and kept me occupied. 1
was grateful, but it was still preuy ex-
hausting, fighting 60 hours without se-
curing from bautle stations.

Through three vears and [our major
mvasions — Anzio, Salerno, Sicily, South-
ern France — I was a shell passer with
a heavy helmer that was lined with
smelly foam rubber. Two vears of slecp-
ing in a hammock, then graduating (o
a lower bunk. Three vears of heaving
“Now hear this!™ wll 1 didn’t want to
hear it ever again. Three years ol being
awakened by a buzzer that made the
sound that a gigantic goose would. lay-
ing an cgg the size of a Goodyear blimp.

Gonk! Gonk! Gonk! Gonk?! — that was
the base line. The boatswain's whistle
and the vumpet just lacked a rhvithm
section to keep them from being veal
hard swingers.

The impersonal voice would hoom
over the speaker: “All men man vour
battle stations, secure all hatches, the
smoking Lamp is our.”

I'd scramble up the Iadder just in time
o get my helmet knocked off and my
nose bloodied [rom the concussion vac-
umm created in the hawch cove.

We would be bottled up in Naples
harbor, the Germans bombing and stral-
ing cvery ship in the bav. It was blind-
man's bull.

As a child T loved confusion: a [reez-
ing blizzavd that would stop all wraflic
and  the mails: wilets that would et
stopped up and overflow and run down
the halls: electrical Failures — anvthing
that would stop the flow and make it
back up and find a new direction. Con-
fusion was entertainment lor me.

While the war was on. the alterna-
tion of routine and confusion sustained
my interest, but then it was over and
I wanted out.

I had been a good sailor with a ster-
ling record of consistent performance,
but I wasn't a mensch. However, 1 didn’t
put the Navy through anv red tipe com-
ing in, so I felt they should pormit me

to exit with the same courtesy. A lot of
ouyvs tricd to get out during the war and
I considered that cowardly. but 1 ration-
alized my schemes with: “Why not — the
war is over.”

But how docs one go about shooting
his toes off with an oar?

We lay at anchor in the Bav ol Naples
and the night cdosed in arouwnd me. 1
had to get out, and get out fast. Other
euvs had gone wacky — some on purpaose
—and the only oncs that got out were
those who could just sit and say “No™ 1o
everything., They got out. but with a
dishonorable dischavze. And by the time
they were processed. it was six months
in the brig. a wial, and such a hard tume
that it wasn’t worth it. 1 had to think.

You spend your whole life thinking
and worrving. Warrving about the de-
posit boutles, and where to cash them.
That night it scemed that geuing out
of the Navy, or even getting out of the
Mediterrancan, was years awav. 1 won-
dered  who  was buving  Mema  her
Vascline.

I closed my eves in the pitch-black
night and then, all of a sudden, the
heavens scemed to light up like Times
Square. For a moment, [ thought: “Oh-
oh, I doun't have o worry anymore: my
problem has solved itsel: T won't have
to prewend.” 1 recalled previous flashes
Ol MY OPLic Nerves. . . .

I am sitting at the Silver Dollar Bar
in Boston, next o a girl with chipped.
bitten-olt, painted  fingernails. and lip-
stick on her teeth. We are having our
picture  taken by the night-club  pho-
tographer. Flash!

The fivst time 1 ever saw a flashlight,
my cousin Stanlev was sticking it in his
mouth. making his checks all red.

Magic lights — the flash of lighuning
on choppy Long Islaind Sound as my
Undle Bill pulls in a flounder.

Firclhics throuzh the window screens.

The lights in the Bav ol Naples kept
geting  brighter and brighter. T won-
deved for an instant —is this the spirit
wal illumination I've read about? Will
I see the Virgin with the Fatima appear
next?

My vision cleared and simultancously
I felt a smothering wave of lactory heat
—hotter than all the asphale voad in
Arizona put together. Mi Vesuvius had
crupted for the hirst time in centurics.
Me. Vesuvius, the carth that bore the
tree, that bore the [rait. that fed man.
The carbon process — cach ol us one
molccule in the vast universe,

The ecarth that saw man deswoy his
competitor.

The carth

that saw  Talians  killed.
Venetians. the brillam
colo The halians thit would soon
clothe Miles Davis,

The earth saw this and vomited that
night in Naples.

Italians — the




“How do you expect me to love you when you keep me
chained to this goddamn rock?”

199



PLAYBOY

200

In the Armv vou can get out il vou're
a wack. Why couldn’t vou get out of the
Navy if vou were a WAVE?

Down in my bunk I had a copy of
Psychopathia Sexualis by KrafttEbing.
There it was.

A wansvestite is a nut who likes to get
dressed up in women's clothing. He may
never engage in homosexual practice or
do anvthing else antisocial. He's com-
pletely harmless. But obviously he would
he an inconvenience to the Navy, where
thev like to keep evervthing organized
by having evervone dress alike.

I fizured that il [ could demonstrate to
the Navy that I still had a great deal of
patriotism and lovalty to the unilorm,
the old esprit de corps — vather than in-
dulging mysell with the obvious sort of
feather-boa negligee and gold-lime mules
drag-outht — then mavbe instead of boot-
ing me out, they'd open the door politely
and escort me out like an officer and
a lady.

Swanson. one of my shipmates. could
sew as well as a girl. He was also a heer
addic. He'd do anvthing for a bottle
ol beer.

In North Africa, Gibraltar, Madua,
Corsica, Sicilv — wherever we made port
— they had given us chits that entitled us
to so much beer. I didn’t drink beer, and
1 saved all mv chits. Along with these, |
won some gambling, and I also received
quite a few for standing watch for dif-
ferent guys. I had enough beer chits to

play Scrooge at an AA Christmas show.

I gave my chits to Swanson, and his
hingers flew o the task. The way he threw
himsell into his work made me wonder
about frim. With the pleats. the shields,
evervthing, he made me a Licutenant.

For a while it was just scuttlebutt that
a WAVE was scen promenading forward
at the lo'csle during the midnight watch.
A number of guvs who saw it didn’t
report it out of fear that thev'd be given
a Secuon 8 themselves. Finally one nighe
I was doing my nautical Lady Macheth
when four guvs, incuding the Chick
Master-at-Arms, jumped me.

I velled, " Masher!™

Four naval psvchiatrists worked over
me at Newport Naval Hospital.

First Officer: “Lenny. have you ever
acuvely engared in any  homosexual
practice?”

Lenny: “No, sin”

{An "active” homosexual is one who
docs the doing. and the “passive™ is one
who just lies back. In other words. il vou
were a kid and vou were hitchhiking and
some faggot came on with vou and vou
ler him do whatever his “do™ was, he
was an “active” homosexual because he
performed a sexual act with someone of
the same sex, and vou are a “passive”
homosexual il you allowed anv ol this 1o
happen. You'll never see this in an AAA
driving manual, but that's the wav it is)

Second  Officer: Do you enjoy the

“I don’t know how to thank you, Doctor. Group therapy
seems to be the answer to my problems.”

company ol women?

Lenny: “Yes, sir”

Third Officer: Do you enjov having
intercourse with women:"”

Lenny: “Yes, sir.”

Fourth Officer: “Do vou enjoy wearing
women's clothing?”

Lenny: “Sometimes.”

All Four: *“When is that?”

Lenny: “When they fit”

1 stuck to my story, and thev finally
gave up. Only, it didn’t work out the
way I had hgured it They drew up :n
undesivable discharge.

At the Tast minute, though (this does
sound like a Fairv Story, docsn't i), the
Red Cross sent an attorney who reviewed
the case and saw that the whole thing
was ridiculous. There were no charges
against me. The entire division was ques-
tioned. and when it was ascertained that |
had a good credit rating in virility — based
upon piid-up accounts in numerous Nei-
politan bordellos — I received an honor-
able discharze.

So evervihing worked out all vight.
except that they ook awav my WAVE's
uniform. It bugged me because T wanted
to have it as a sort ol keepsake ol the war.
I wouldn’t ever wear it, naturally — except
mavbe on Halloween.

- - -

The first place I went to when T got
out of the Navy was back to the farm. 1
was anxions to show the Denglers mv
unilorm and  battle ribbous. And 1
winted to see the Soaper Lam down the
road and the Ettletons across the way.

I zou oft the bus, and there were Mr.
and Mrs. Dengler in the front vard,
cratung tomatocs. T ran over and threw
my arms around Mrs, Dengler. She said
“Hello™ to me as if she had scen me only
an hour before and I had just finashed
cleaning the stables.

1 had written to them many times [rom
overseas and had never received  any
reply, so 1 assumed they had sold the
farm. 1 hadn't expected to see them now:
I merely wished o find out where they
moved. I couldn't believe they  just
wouldn't answer, hecause I'd thought our
rclationship had been so close.

“Didn’t vou get my letterss” 1 oasked.

“Yes, thank vou. We've been so busy
we loven’t even had tme o do any
canning.”

I had expected .« © T don't know what
the hell T had expected. Mavhe some
crying, or a big surprise cake: but instead
Mr. Dengler simply climbed into  the
ek and his wife joined him,

“You put on some weight.” she said.
“Are vou going o be around? Probably
see vou later.”

And they drove off, leaving me staring
at their dust.

Would I be around? I wept out of
embareassment. | veally Telt like a cdown
in my unilorm. The next wain didn't go




back to New York untl 11 parn

I walked the six miles back to the
station and just sat around, sort of half-
hoping that Mys. Dengler would come
looking for me. She knew there were only
three farmhouses in the area and only
one train back to the city. She would go
to cach farm and inquire if T was there.
Then she would rush ofl to the station
and say, “Boy, vou [ell for the oldest trick
in the world. You were rcally fecling
sorry for yoursell, weren’t you? We were
wvoing to let you stay here another two
hours just to tease you. I made a big
surprisc-party cake for you, and all your
fricnds can't wait to see vou and hear all
about how it was over there”

But no one came to the station.

1 bumped into one kid I had known
slightly, and he asked me il T was looking
for a job. They wanted some Dbean-
pickers at the Ettletons.

I knew then that this was all it had
ever been: a job. Tom Wolle was right
when he said you can’t go home again,
but it's especially rue when it was never
your home to begin with. Still, vou don't
completely dissolve the lantasy. . ..

Anv minute that big black LaSalle
would pull up, and my benefactress
would make me secure with a sweater and
some back-seat sex, and the chauffeur
would shake my hand and say, "Good
show, son! 1's grand to have the master
home!™ Then we would drive off to The
Little Theater OfF Times Square, where
Madame Chiang Kai-shek would conhde
to me in the lobby that the Generalissimo
hadn’t taken off his stinking Boy Scout
uniform in 23 vears: Franklin Delano
Rooscvelt would be standing up, pushing
his wheel chair, serecaming, “See the
boardwalk in  Adanuc  City!™;  my
mother and father would be there —
together — because they were never really
divorced . . . they would kiss cach other
and say, “It's all over, Lenny, it was just
a jokz.” Now cveryone is scated, the
lights come down, the conductor strikes
up the last 32 bars ol Pins and Needles,
the curtains open, and there is Mema,
reading a cereal box and poking her-
scll with that douche nozzle, squeczing
it and gewing the most beautilul sounds,
and telling the whole world: “It's No-
body’s Business But Lenny's.”

My mother had involved herself with a
irl named Mary. In business, thatis . . .
my mother did not profess Will Rogers
paraphrased philosophy: “1 never met a
dyke I didn't like.”

They taught ballroom dancing. My
mother’s name 1s Sally, so they combined
names and came up with “Fhe Marsalle
School of Dance.”

The school — a loft over Tony Canzo-
neri's liquor store — consisted of an office
and a big room where their pupils
(pensioners and other lonesome men that

Casanova used it after .~

4711 is a men'’s after-lotion. Bon vivants have sought
it out since 1792. It is eminently suitable for a man
because it refreshes, yet it leaves no cloying after-
scent. 4711, the classic cologne, may be used after
a shave, after a shower, after a long day’s work.
Frankly, what you use it after is your own affair.

4711...the cologne from Cologne. 4711 FOR MEN.
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belonged to The Great Army of the Un-
Laid, but who were fortunate enough 1o
be reaping the benehts of Mutual of
Omaha) waited to learn the tango and
the peabody.

The sad thing was that the women
these men got o dance with were Mary
and my mother.

There were lots of rooms over the
dancing school that were condemned.
The whole building, in lact, was con-
demned. except for the lower loft. T loved
to hang out in my own special “con-
demned room.” I would indulge myself
in bizore melodramatic Tanwasies, the
spell usually heing broken hy mv mother’s
request 1o empty the garbage.

IF e was Mondav I would ke the
garbage with me w0 the VA building,
because 1o empry the garbage downstairs
vou had o separate the cans lrom the
papers. The landlord insisted that vou
put the cans in one container and the
papers in another. He was a real twisted
nut in regard to his refuse-hling system.

“Miss Clark, check in the files of May
18th, 1950, and bring me the cgeshells
and the collee grounds :nd one orange
peel. - o

My reason for going 1o the Veterans’
Adminiswration (where [ would just dump
all the garbage, unsegregated, into a big
wire basket) was the 52-20 Club. The
Government gave all ex-Gls 520 a4 week
for a year or until they could find a job.
The accepted snunt-thing-todo was to
find an emplover who didn't report
your wiages or take out withholding tax,
and then you could graly the 520 plus
your salary.

I would Rl out a report form, swearing
that I had wied to ind work that week.

Which was true. 1 had asked my mother
and Mema and two guvs that sat next to
me in a movic il they knew of any jobs.

When I finished illing out the weekly
report. I noticed ink all over my fingers
from one ol those scratchy postoffice
pens. The man who invented them is the
sume guy who invented the wax napkins
they give vou with hot dogs. 1t doesn't
wipe the mustard off: it rubs it in — sort
of like flavored Man-Tan.

I used a piece ol newspaper to wipe
the excess ink off my fingers. It contained
a glowing account of Father Divine and
all the money he was making. I stared at
his picture and the amount. Then I went
back to my “condemned room.” carrying
the work light from the dancing school.
There was no electricity above the school
lloor: vou just plugged in downstairs and
caried up the extension,

I had my Fred Astiive Bantasy, dancing
up the steps with the light in my hand.

One day, while my mother was going
through her “swufl” — four or five cn-
rings that didn’t match: six pairs ol plat-
form shoes in simulated lizand that she
never wore: numerous bras with broken
straps that she intended to mend some
day; and, always, five or six aumpled-up
Kleenex with traces of lipstick — she told
me that she had decided to study eccen-
tric dancing.

It was called “Legomania™ or “Rubber
Legs.”

There was a fellow by the name ol Joe
Clooney who rented the studio o limber
up carly in the morning, lfor which he
gave my mother a couple of dollars.
After a while, he stirted rading her —
Legomania  lessons  for  limbering-up
space.

“Now that’s asking too much!”

Within six months, Joe ind my mother
were doing an act together.

They started out by working hospitals
and benelits. and  then progressed 1o
Saturday-night joints in Brooklyn: on
Bergen Street, Ocean Parkway, or Coney
Iskind. A short time later. Joe lelt the act
and my mother was doing a single. The
shows consisted of a comedian /master of
ceremoniecs. a - eirl singer, a ballroom
team, and my mother,

On one particular night. at the Victory
Club on Ocean Parkway, the master of
ceremonics  didu’t show up. He had
vouble with his car . . . they found half-
a-pound ol pot in the wunk.

The owner asked my mother to emceee.
She was petribed. She had never spoken
a single line on the stage belore. Move-
over, audiences were not used o seeing
women emcees. | had scen the master of
ceremonies lots of umes, so T asked my
mother if 1T could do it —what was so
hard about. “Say. how ‘bout a nice hand
for the Soandsos, folks”

What with a quick meeting with the
boss, and the law of supply and demand,
I was given my entree into show business.

It was about 15 minutes hefore show
time. I went into the men’s room to
comb my hair. I pushed my pompadour
as high as 1 could get it, and 1 put a litde
burnt match on the mustache which I
wits sporting at the time. T was really dap,
with my sharp brown-suede shoes from
AL S Beck and a one-bution roll suit from
Buddy Lee's. It was bar-mizoah blue, 1
had o Billy Eckstine collar, a black knit
tie, and a five-porut handkerchicf, hand-
rolled, made in the Philippines, with the
sticker suill on it

Should I wear my discharge button?
No. I'll make it on talent alone.

Then 1 suddenly realized — 1 don’t
have any make-up! My first show and no
make-up. The men'sroom  atendant
(sigh, My Salary Is Your Tips. Thank
You) had a can of white alter-shave tale.
I put that on. and in the rush T dropped
it and spilled ic all over my brown-suede
shoes. 1 don’t know il vou've ever tricd
getting white talcum powder off brown-
suede shoes. but its worse than prying to
use leaves in the woods,

The men'sroom attendant started get-
ting nervous and staving at me. 1 lughed
it olt and exited with my now brown-and-
white-suede shoes.

The bandleader who was going 1o
introduce me was doing a warm-up and
getting Liughs, Loud laughs. He was us-
ing his clarinet in a manner that was be-
yond mere phallic symbolism: he was
swinging it between his lees and sing
“He's My Queer Racketeer. . .

The cashicr asked me. “You nervous —
want a brandy before you go on®”

“No. thanks. 1 don’t know what the
hell everybody is worrying about. T've

ng,



emeeed a million shows.”

The ballroom team gave me their cues
for applause. “Now, when I drop the
one knee, she comes up. .. .7

Suddenly my feet began to get cold.
and I was in the men’s room. throwing
up. I was scared to death, and the at
tending was flipping. It was hive minutes
belore show ume, all the waiters had
been alerted, and a few ol the “regular®
customers  had  developed  anticipatory
NEUrosis,

My mother looked at me from the
opposite side of the room and panto-
mimed: “Your shoes are direv!”

I again retveated 1o the men’s room,
but the auendant blocked my entrance
this time, and I threw up on a customer
who was exiting.

I heard the strains of “Hi. Neighbor”
—one ol the standard night-club music
intros —and 1 fled to the wings. My
mother took one look at my powdered
face and ook me by the hand. T bolwed
away [rom her and into the Tadies’ room
lor one last purge.

I lelea wave of sell-pity and identified
with Aruzz. Manolete, Belmonte, and
cvery other bullfighter — scared not of
the bull bhut of the crowd. A crowd that
waits: to he entertained, o view, fo judge.

I heard the handleader:

“Thank vou, ladies and gentlemen. As
vou may know, our regular master of
ceremonies, Tutti Morgan, is ill. due to a
service-connected injury. Luckily, lolks,
show business has a big heart. A friend of
his, Lennoy Marsalle, o lamous comic in
his own right, who was in Guadalcanal
with Tuuti Morgan, is here in town to do
the Ed Sullivan show, and when he heard
that Tutti was sick he came right over to
Bl in — so how about it, lolks, let's hear
it for a great comedian and a great guy
— Lenny Marsalle!™

I wiped my mouth with the square
shect of 1oiler paper thar came in the con-
tainer marked Onliwon, and made my
erand entrance onto the stage vight from
the ladies’ room.

Actually, my function was quite simple.
I was going out there and 1 was merely to
say “Good evening,” do a few straight
lines and introduce the givl singer. But
why did that bandleader have to sav |
was a “ereat comedian” and all thae dis-
honest stulf about the Ed Sullivan show?
Now they were all waiting for a great
comedian.

But he also said [ was a “great guv.”
Aaybe, hoped, that was more important
to the audience, my being a \
Maybe I could do some of my “great guy™
stuff. Mayhe I could have my mother go
out and sav, “He's really a “erear guy' ™
and evervbody would believe her because
a mother knows her son bewer than
anyone.

I saw a strangg, silver, rather grotesque-

looking ball in front of my nose. Tt was a
microphone. 1 was onstage.

“Good ladies and
men ——"

“Bring on the broads!” cut me short.
Oh, my God. a heckler! The angry re-
quest came from one ol two guys standing
near the ban: with them were two Lerner-
clad ladies with the let-out hems, rown-
and-white spectator pumps and whoopee
socks, cloth coats with silver-fox collars
which were a littde oo tight, and the final
unigue touch: lipstick on their teeth.

It shocked me into realiy,

I Jooked at my mother and I saw a
helpless smile. Her son, her haby that she
nursed  through chicken pox, working
maid 1o sustain the both ol us.
Her child was in trouble and she couldn’t
help him.

AMa, help me: that boy hit me, Ma;
gimme a quarter, Ma: 'm in wvouble,
AMa: I'm alone, hvlp me, Ma. ...

“Bring on the broads!”

This time the request was more posi-
tive and energetic. The heckler must
have sensed a weak, inexperienced prey.
The two givls and the man with lim
bathed in his reflected glory. His friend
joincd him and they screamed in anison:
“Bring on the broads! And their lady
[ricnds shricked with ecstasy.

“I'd like to, but then vou
have any company at the bar.”

My first Taugh.

It was like the flash that T have heard
morphine addicts describe, a warm sen-
sual blanker which comes after a cold
sick rejection.

I was hooked.

My mother looked at me and really
schepped nachis (which is the Jewish

evening,

aentle-

a5 A

wouldn’t

equivalent of “That’s my bov!™).

I introduced the st act, and an hour
later, at the end of the show, when T was
bringing mv mother back for an encore.
I said. “How about that, folks, Sallv
Aarsalle — isn't she sreat?”

How about that lor silliness? I'm well-
ing a group ol strangers: “lsn't mv
mother wonderful?” I had a dangerous
desire to extend the wibute: “Yes sir.
folks. not onlv can she dauce, but she
makes great chicken soup. and sweet lima
beans, and when I'm sick she rubs mv
chest with Vicks.”

When the cvening was over, to mv
surprise the owner did not assume the
Eduardo Cellini posture with the  dia-
log that T had been conditioned to
expect i the movie scene where  the
novice succeeds. Lyvle Talbot alwavs nods
to LEugene Palleuwe: “You've done it
again. M. Florenzo. this Kid's sensa-
tional! We'd better sign him up before
the Rio Bamba gets him.”

I received no such gratification. As a
matter ol [act. he charged me for a meat
ball sandwich and gincer ale.

And when I stood on the subway plat-
form and reached into mv pocket for a
dime, 1 found that the men'sroom
attendant had gotten even. I won't go
into the scatological details; T threw the
coat into the trash can.

But I'd had a smell of it and the aroma
lingered.

Well, that's show business.

This is the first installment of “How (o
Talk Dirty and Influence People” the
autobiography of Lenny Bruce. Part two
will appear next month.
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LIQUEURS

yums: it is the most complicated of
liqueurs and by all odds the oldest.
It was first made in 1607, and during
the 356 vears since, only one person at
a time has known how to make it It is
the only liqucur nuude by monks, dl'_\'pilc
the “’i(lt‘spl‘t':l([ conviction that Benedic-
tine Iriars make Benedictine. They do not.
Benedictine is wholly secudar in origin,

The recipe for Chartreuse was set down
by a chemist who lived in the 15005,
He presented it to Francois-Annibal
d'Estrcées. Marshal ol France. According
to onc version ol the storv, the Marshal
wave it o the monks ol Chartreuse de
Viuvert, near Grenoble in France, and
it was tncked away and lorgotten o
more than a centary. According o an-
other version, the IVEstrées Family did
not zive the lormula o the monks unil
1605, In any case, les Péres Chaytrenax
began making the liqueur in 1607, en-
tirely for local consumption as o medici-
nal agent. (Many Hiquears had a similar
carly purpose.) tn 17537, onc of the
Carthusiim monks. Brother Gérdme or
Jerome Maubee, a chemist of comperence,
refined the Tormula and veordered the
manulacturing process. In 1901, the Car-
thusians were expelled from France when
the French government expropriated all
real property belonging o religious or-
ders: they went 1o Tarragona in Spain,
“Pre-expulsion”™  Chartreuse ever
since commanded a heavy premium price,

-
Hy

lias

(continued from page 99)

pointlessly, since the stull does not im-
prove in the bottle. Unlike most liqueurs,
Chartrense is aged in cask Tor three years,
during which time it notably doces im-
prove, but once drawn ofl, it's finished.
The snob appeal of pre-expulsion Char-
treuse is strong for some people, and it
YOU are sanong them, an indicator of
authenticity in pre-1901 Charveuse is the
name ol the man who printed the Labels,
one Alicr.

Usually ranked second to green Char-
treuse is dry curacao, based on spices and
the pecl of the bitter orange. G
Marnier is a curacao: so is triple sec :
so is Cointrcan, Bols makes a blue
Senedictine, like Cluntreuse, s
a herb-based liqueur, a liqueny janne,
best-known here as hall of the drink
BEB: Benedictine and Brandy: The let-
ters DO on the bottle stawd Tor Deo
Optrmo Maxtmo, To God Maost Good,
Most Great is the othaially approved
tanslkivon, and not "Dominican Order of
Monks” or “Dear Old Mother™ or any ol
the other popularly ascribed renderings.

Oune micht 2o back ac this point and
consider the brandics. Brandics are not
liquenrs in the srice meaning ol the
word, although they e used in making
nuny liquears: Grand  Marnier, for in-
stance. is based on cogac, which is brandy
Iromgrapes grown in the Charente region.
But we are using the e ligquem here
to include any and all alcoholic drinks

clrigao.

“There, I knew I could do it!”

historically used for alter-dinner con-
sumption, as linishing notes 10 a good
meal, and that is brmdy's primary role.

The best brandy is that produced in
the Cognace region ol France. I is dis-
tilled from an unpalatable grape wine.
You can pay anvthing vou like for a
bottle of cognac, opening at around five
dollars. For the special use we are pres-
ently contemplating, S15 will fetch a
supcrior example. Some people prefer
the rather fmer ste ol Armagnac, an-
other grape brandy. An unusual grape
brandy is Metaxa, made in Greece,
heavy aind flavored lightly with resin, A
bottle of five-star Metaxa is nice o have,
and so s a boule ol good Spanish sherry-
based brandy like Pedro Domec.

When we think of brandy we mean
arape brandy as @ rule, but many other
[tuits do very well. A true lruit brandy is
not sweetened, as a liqueur is sweetened,
and ivis nsually water-white (apple brandy
is an exception). I like best barack-
palinka, Hungarian peach brandy, and
Eau de Vie de Poire Willamine, a pear
brandy made in Switzerland [rom the
medinnm russet pear called the William,
Incidentally, one can occasionally find
Eau de Vie de Poire Willamine with a
pear inside the bottle, at a premium
price. The bottle is clear glass. unlabeled,
with a flat on onc side to display the
[roit. This is a notable conversation
picce. It's amusing to hear one’s guests
trving 1o decide where the bottle was cut
in order to insert the pear, and how it
was alterward filled with the gin-clear
brandy. The tuth is more interesting:
Every vear the makers tie a thousand or
so hottles to a thousand branches, enclos-
ing a thousand promising-looking blos-
soms, The hottles, carefully supported,
act as small greenhouses, and a certain
proportion of the blossoms produce suit-
able fruit: large, properly formed. un-
blemished. These pe re cut oll inside
the bottdes, bottles and fruit carelully
washed and the bvandy poured into the
bottle. As long as it is covered with brandy,
the pear will vemain as firm and bright as
it was on the dav it was picked. If yvou
drink the brandy, break the bottle and
cat the pear. vou will find it delicious,
but most people buy a plain boule of
Willamine to drink, and keep the huited
botte. This oddity is usually available
only around Christmas, and you may
have to ke a hirm line with vour liquor
dealer to get it A clerk in one of the
biggest establishments in New York once
explained 1o me that it could not be im-
ported into the county or sold in the
city. The reason, he said, was that liquor
deaders were not allowed 1o sell Trait and
grocers were not allowed o sell liguor. 1t
sounded very logical and T was almost
surpriscd when 1 went across the sueet
and bought a boule with a pear in it

Next o grape brandy, Americans are
best acquainted with apple bhrandy, a




distillation of hard cider which can he
very sood. The best used to be made in
New Jersey and Laird’s still comes from
that stite. Applejack is vougher than
apple brandy and is usually made rom a
mash of apples rather than from hard
cider: sometimes it is produced by [reez
ing a barvel of hard cider and tapping
the center, where high alcoholic content
has kept the stuff liquid. Best ol all apple
brandices is calvados, made in France with
the same care given cognac and Armagnac
and paticntly aged. Buy a bottle of do-
mestic apple brandy and. il vou like it,
lay in a boule ol good calvados.

Cherry brandy is a widely misused
term. A wrue cherry brandy is kirvsch, or
kirschwasser, a distillation of the juice of
wild cherries, bottled white. (All brandy
comes white [rom the sull. as does all
whiskey. Aging for long periods in chavred
barrels gives the brandy color [pointed up
by burnt sugar sometimes|. Fruit brandics
arc usually not improved by aging be-
vond two or three years, and most of
them are so delicate in flavor that chinred
casks would destrov them. Those that are
aged are kept in glass or in plain wood.)

Slivovitz is brandy made of the purple
plum. It is aged, and a good 10- or 15
vear-old slivovitz is pleasant. It will never
achiceve the soaring marjesty ol a0 great
cognac no matter how long i's kept. but
it can be rewarding just the same.
Quetseh is made ol Alsatian plums. The
vellow plhum makes mirabelle. generally
finer than slivovitz, Lau de Vie de
Frambeoise is raspberry brandy in France,
and a delight wherever one hnds it The
best is made Tvom wild vaspbarics (the
best kirsch and  the best  maraschino
are made from the Dalmatian marasca
cherry), and since the raspberry flavor is
clusive, many berries (some makers sav
17 pounds) are required for one hottle,
Framboise is costly, and worth it

Swrega has been made in Taly lor a
century. Galliano resembles yellow Char-
treuse.  Fiori  Alpini (Alpine  flowers)
is wellknown; Enzian, similarly based,
less so.

There are two primary methods of
manufacturing fruit-based ligueurs: cohd
and hot. A “cold”™ liqueur is made by
infusing, or soaking. the basic material in
high-prool spirits (170-prool alcohol) or
brandy, then sweetening it with sugar
sviup or honey and cutting it hack in
prool with distilled water. You cain make
your own ligueur in this Fashion. Buy a
quart ol alcohol (get it at your liquor
dealer’s, please, not the hardware store),
decant it into a stone avock with whatever
crushed fruit you fancy and stash it in
the back ol the refrigerator for a couple
ol months. Then flter, cut, sweeten and
bottle. You may even like it

The “hot” process involves distillation
and  produces a superior product. A
cherry liqueur made by inlusing wild
cherries in kirsch, for example. Some
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Dr. Grabow is the world's only mechanically
pre-smoked pipe. The inside of every bowl
15 mellowed and aged to natural perfection.

World's Finest Imported Briar

Starfire . . .. $4.95
Viscount ... $5.95
Commodore $7.95
Elderado . . $10.00
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A hilarious harvest of the most sophisticated,
outrageously funny cartoons ever to appear in the

pages of PLAYBOY. Includes the best of Cole, Silverstein,
Feiffer, Rea, Interlandi, Davis, Sokol, Wilson and

many other famous PLAYBOY_cartopnists. 320 cartoons,
more than 60 in full color. 192 pages. 817 x 117, $2.

ON SALE NOW AT NEWSSTANDS
AND BOOKSTORES EVERYWHERE!

herbs will not tolerate distillation, and
must be infused.

Really cheap liqueurs arve made by a
laboratory process: synthetic flavorings
added to alcohol and water. Really cheap
liqueurs are an abomination, mueh worse
than nothing at all.

Apricots, cherries and peaches are the
bases of the bestliked fruit liqueurs.
A good apricot is lovely, and some cherry
liquewrs, such as the Danish  chenry
heering, are famous. There are others:
cherry-rocher,  guignolet,  maraschino,
wishniak.

Blackberry liqueur is, in my view, for
grandmother, except in one usage, as
part of a hangover pallintive. There is
no such thing as a hangover cure. In-
halation of pure oxygen will help to
i degree, but only time and rest will
remove a genuine KNatzenjammer. How-
ever, there are some potions that will
get you over an emergency, such as
luncheon with your mother or a vital
committee meeting, something that can
be done in an hour-and-a-hall, say. 1
have oceasionally had 1o have recourse
to such restoratives, and the most elfec-
tive was about an ounce-and-a-hall of
Fernet-Branca bitters with a couple of
teaspoons ol blackberry liqueur foated
on it. Do not try o drink this potion.
Fernet-Branca is very bitter indeed, and
the shock of the stulf hitting your taste-
buds may knock vou down. Take the
glass firmly in hand, open your mouth
and harl it as far oward the back of
vour throat as you can. I you're lucky,
youll taste only the blackberry ligueur.
Set the glass down quicklv. grasp the
bar edge fomly in both hands and hang
on until the initial tremors have passed.
You will shortly feel quite well. Don’t
repeat the dosage. For some reason it
won't work the second time.

In addition to liqueur jaune, and
fruit liqueuars, there is a third standard
category: cordials, or erémes, so called
because some of them are so high in
sugar content that they have a syrupy
or creamy  consistency.  Americans e
most used o creme de cacio and caéme
de menthe, rvespectively chocolate and
mint. A combination of the two is now
on the marker. Créme de cacao is used
in the alexander, which bartenders con-
sider a cocktail suitable for one's maiden
aunt, and in the grasshopper. a mixure
of ereme de Greao, cream and créme de
menthe Tavored by some as an alter-
dinner dvink. Créme de menthe  (the
best of which is made from English-
srown peppermint leaves) is fundamen-
tal 10 the classic stinger cockuail and s
otherwise taken straight or as a [rappé.
It is splendid over vanilla ice cream. So
are some ol the others, notablv the
cherry liqueurs. Fruit cocktail an Kirsch
is good and liqueur-flavored souflics are
hxtures in the faute cuisine.



There are others? But yes. There is
creme  d'ananas, which is not the es
sence of the banana but of the pine-
apple. Bananas make créme de bananes.
Creme de café and creme de moka are
made from collec. Cassis comes from the
black cwrrant and is almost exclusively
used in making the light and refreshing
vermouth cassis: dry vermouth,  cassis
and soda. Céleri is what it sounds like,
and has no great following. Frise, straw-
berry, and not very good, more’s the
pitv. (The strawberry flavor is most clif-
ficult to capture.) Framboise we have
been over. Mandarine, tangerines. Créme
de noyaux is run up from apricot pits
and bitter almouds. usually colored red.
Prunclle? That's right. Rese, vanille,
violette. 1 suppose creme de vanille
might be considered the most nearly in-
nocuous drink in the world.

Drambuic is a standard, based on
Scotch whiskv. with honey and herbs.
Ivish Mist is based on Irish whiskey and
heather honey. Advocaat is a Dutch
liqueur compounded of cggs, sugar and
brandy. vather an acquired taste and
for that, il for no other reason, unusual.
Pirfait. Amour, which wvanslates as Per-
fect Love, is made from the citron and
the lemon and colored purple. It is use-
ful in the poussc-calé, a drink formed
by decanting liqueurs in lavers. They
will remain separate if poured in order
of specilic gravity over the back ol a
spoon. Or, for a guarter, the Bols people
will send you a plastic gimmick that
nutkes it casier. A hve- or sixlaver
pousse-calé is spectacular to see, il not
to drink.

Anisctte is anise-dlivored and is prop-
erly nked with the important discover-

ies of man. Pastis and Pernod are
aniscttes. The Greek Ouzo is anise-
flavored.  Kiimmel suggests, predomi-

rantly, caraway seed, and s olten the
base for one of the great novelties:
Goldwasser or Liqueur d'Or, a liqueur
in which particles of real gold leal are
suspended. The leal will  eventually
settle, of course, and the bottle must
be inverted just belore pouring, in or-
der o redistribute it. My favorite Gold-
wasser is made by Fockink, amber in
color and rather more spicy than most.
Pomeranzen is a gold-bearing orange
liqueur.

Rock-and-Rye is a liqueur and good
for more than colds in the head. South-
ern Comfort is a whiskey-based liqueur
made in this county, and so is Forbid-
den Fruit. (The fruit in question is not
really forbidden to anvbody. It is the
shaddock, a kind of grapelruit, borne
by the rutaccous tree eitvus maxima, and
named after the hardy British sea cap-
tain who brought the first one back
{rom the East Indies.)

Sloe in, bestknown as an ingredient
in a fizz, is actally a liqueur based on
the sloc berry, the lrait of the blackthorn,

prunus spinosa. It has nothing to do
with gin. Gin began as a ligueur, and
still exists in that form as Hollands or
Geneva  gin. Delicious, too.  Swedish
Punch is not punch and not Swedish,
being  a  rum-base  liqueur  flavored
with tea. Some people use aquavit as a
liqueur, but the Scandinavians, who
originated it, drink it ice-cold as an
aperitif. Even South Afrvica has a h
queur. Van der Hum. Herbsaint is one
ol the many absinthe-types, minus worm-
wood (arfemisia absinthiwm).

A few genuine oddities 1o round off
the collection? Something you won't find
in just anvhody’s liquor cabinet? There's
Borovicka, a Slovakian specialty made
from juniper. Or Visnovka, a Czech
cherry liquenr. The Japanese make O-Cha
with a tea base. Claristine, a liqueur
jaune made by the Clivist nuns, is not
commeon, nor is trappistine. lzarra, a
juune, comes Irom the French Pyrences.
The

pounded ol orange-flower water. spices

Mediterranean  Alkermes is  com-

and brandy. Cordial Medoc is a French
liqueur little known here.

Mesimarja is a Finnish liqueur, made
of a berry that grows in the northern
part of that counury, near the Arctic
circle. Mesimarja tastes cherrylike and is
very sweet. Another sweet one is Beau-
quer, a Canadian origination in which
whiskey and maple syrup are prominent.

A surprising number of people who
should know better that the
German Schinkenhager, or Hamhager,
is a liquenr based on ham, probably be-
cause the stone crock in which it's bot-
tled carries a picture of a ham. Actually

believe

the stufl is gin, but because it's heavy,
rather oily as compared with the stand-
ard London dry gin, most drinkers will
nod wisely and agree il vou remark on
the subtle flavor of the fine Westpha
lian-ham essence. 1Cs uselul 1o keep a
bottle of Schinkenhager around just for
this deflationary ploy.

oty
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“Have you girls ever had the feeling
of being watched in here?”
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' or work or play

The beginning of the end? Ridiculous e il
thought. Why, the trains were moderniz- | o = A Whether it’s clients
ing all the time, streamlining, and there § or your favorite
wits the diesel L']('l.'ll'll:' on ‘l]IL’ horizon. girl, Trav-L-Bar
The golden age ol railroading had only Lo i 1
just begun, we told ourselves. And i WORis exery ting.
seemed so.

The country could point with pride to
the New York Cenuwald’s Twentieth Cen
tury Limited, probably the most [amous
train in all the world. powered by a loco
motive described as a Hudson-type Class
1-3A, which developed a cylinder horse-
power of 4700 at 75 miles per hour, a
completely  air-conditioned  beauty,  all
rooms deluxe, with a bar lounge, two
diners, and an observation-lounge  car.
This was the train lor which the long rved Wioided o IS Royalite@

carpet was Liid at Grand Central Station . tht: lookllceg typewi
and at La Salle Swreet in Chicago. This ekmmeght and wnart. ‘2‘ 95

at gives you

36 East 315t Strest, N.Y.C.

te for name of one near you.

@anltrhury WBels Ilh.-
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4" Reversatile is oxiord cloth in Barn

ze shops everywhere, ar wri

JYou can wear the

reverse side of the belt, natural oil-stained

leather.

both were maintained — cight enginemen,
cight fivemen, three conductors, six brake
men, three bageagemen, a train secretary,
bharber. tatlor and maid. one Pullman
conductor and as many porters as sleep-
ing cars. The two dining cars had a crew !
I { of 24 men. This was a train that, in the Companion Bar
10 vears ol its vunning. brought in more $12.95

than ST2.000.000. Where else could it THE ORIGINAL

Shorter than short... 3 go. with its constant improvements, but TRAV'L-BARQ
1l , > on 1o bigrer and better things? .
REIS SHBR.", b There were other great lines, some fit BY gm—wm' Inc.

BUXER SHURTS ' J to challenge the Twendeth Century., or, 1200 S. MORGAN, CHICAGO 8, ILL
W for that matwer, Envope’s fabulous Tramm

Bleu and Orvient Express. The Broadway
Limited, for example, was the [avorite
child of the Pennsylvania Svstem, a speed

of Top Grain

. wis the train that represented an invest- Teav-L-Bars with their genuine leather

: g ment of S1.38L.000 and made its run of strapping, are discreet and distinguished
o g 960 miles [rom New York o Chicago at looking. Ideal for on-the-spot entertain-
z ¢ an average ol a mile a minute including ing. Available at fine stores everywhere
= s S e e e o : from $12.95 to $33.50.

£ W stops. That was luxury and speed, and -
o g there was an armyv to see to it that The | e

& i : Aristocrat

; %

$3.95-$4.50.

$33.50
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wratn, all rooms, olfering complete privicy

over the shortest cast-west route between

New York and Chicago with a running

time ol 16 hours. The Pennsy had 10
tapered for snug fi v ah grcat trains between these two cities, six This new %:ﬁ—'m}%}!
Side vents allow - @ | 10 St. Louis. three to Deuroit, seven 1o | | MASRETC T SIS
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The Southern Pacific Company had
the Daylight streambiner between San
Francisco and Los Angeles, a Saxony-red-
and-orange witin with aluminum suriping
extending over 1ts enure length, includ-
ing locomotive and tender. The interiors
were of varyving color schemes, shades ol
apricot, jade and Nantes blue, with ceil-
ings of winm ivory. The redining chars
were upholsiered with curly mohair and

$19.5 e
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Benchmade. hand lasted,
. and hand finished, in
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sided wvents for snug trim ankle
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cushioned with soft sponge rubber: they
could be swiveled to face windows of
exceptional width, from which position
one could view the Camino Real, which
linked the chain of early California mus
sions, the rich Santa Clara Valley, the
Salinas valley, the Santa Lucia moun-
tains, and the sheer clilfs and blue waters
of the Pacihc Occan for more than a
hundred miles.

Wherever vou went there were fine
trains to take vou. The Louisville &
Nashville offered the Pan-American and
the Azalean  between Cincinnati and
New Orleans, the Southland and Fla-
mingo (Cincinnati to Atlanta), the Dixie
Flyer, the Dixie Limited and the Dixiana
(Evansville to Nashville), the Jacksonian
and the Florkda Avrow (Louisville to
Montgomery). There were others: the
Crescent, the Piedmont Limited, the
Dixie Flagler, the South Wind, and many,
many more, all great.

Even freight trains were not excluded
from the romance that pervaded all
phases of railroading, as a partial sam-
pling of names will show. An all-freight
from Columbus to Chicago was called
The Big Smoke. Another that moved be-
tween Buffalo and Harsimus Cove was
known, simply, as Guts. Others bore such
cuphonious designations as The Speed
Witch. The Blue Goose. Cock of the
Walk and The Cornucopia.

For every big line, there were hundreds
of smaller ones, entirely independent
railroads offering passenger service. The
Doniphan, Kensett & Scarcy in Arkansas
ran twice daily between Kensewr and
Searcy, a distance ol six miles. The
AlcCloud River line wansported people
from McCloud to Hambone, a distance of
42 California miles. They ran on schedule,
these tiny lines, and they made money.

There was all of this, and dicsel-clectric
wound the corner. You thought, Sure,
maybe the roads will Jose some of their
charm with the new engines: and you
konew you'd miss the delightful cindery
smell ol the steamers; but a train was a
wrain, and nothing would ever change it

With only slight apprehension. you
watched the march of progress. Railvoads
which had kept the status quo for more
than 20 vears began to modernize, Passen-
ser tains became air-conditioned, lines
adopted tight-lock couplings, rubber dralt
vears, interlocking signal  systems  and
centralized wallic control. They did go 1o
diesels, most of them. and to streamlin-
ing. They grew quicter and smoother. At
first the Tace was unfamiliar, along with
the build, but you got used o it. Of
course you mourned for the smokestick
and that old black magic of the big iron.
but you knew that all things must bow
helore progress. You were happy when,
little by little, the roads began to recap-
ture some of their glovy and luster, inch-
ing back o the splendor of other years,
with superluxury cars complete  with

This man is enjoying a Holiday

Whatever your job, it's a holiday anytime you light up
a pipeful of flavorful, aromatic Holiday Mixture. There's
relaxation built into this blend of five custom-selected
tobaccos, with the famous Holiday aroma that men
relish, and women welcome, too. Get Holiday today!
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barber shops, motion-picture theaters,
doctors, radios, showers, wall-to-wall car-
peting, maids and manicurists. There
were new cars called “slumber coaches,”
strata domes and vista domes, passenger
cars with names like Silver Lake and
Silver Arrow to suggest. if not to match,
the Silver Palace Cars of another genera-
tion. Progress had not licked wrains; it
had joined them. Now, available for
everyone, were drawing rooms, compart-
ments, double bedrooms, duplex single
rooms, roomettes and parlor cars, the last
at one time the pinnacle of solid, stately
clegance for the daytime rail traveler.
For the dreamers, there were, sull, the
observation platforms, where a man could
stand with his head in the wind and his
hands about the brass rail and watch the
miles clicking away.

Then something happened.

Out of the scrub pine and conifers, the
railroads came to the bare top of the long,
lovely haul: and the road ahead was not
level. It sloped downward in a gently
lowering curve, so gentle, so smooth that
the passengers did not even know they
were  descending. Revenues, however,
knew very well.

Railroads had always been taxed high;
that started when they were voung,
powerful and wealthy. But when business
slackened, restrictive legislation, which
had been imposed upon them when they
were indeed a monopaly, plus the high
taxes, remained; and they were soon
losing as much as a2 million dollars a
quarter. Naturally the railroads became
Irantic. They cut service, alter all appeals
had been denied. They cut lines. They
cut what personnel they could. And they
developed an inordinate passion lor mer-

gers, dropping branch lines, cars, offices,
stations, sidings, yards and whole sections
of track. In 1926, the railroads logged
40.000,000,000 passenger miles: in 1960,
with the population doubled, they toted
up only 20,000,000,000, and recorded a
deficit in passenger traffic that totaled
ncarly three fourths of a billion dollars,
The Transportation Act of 1958, which
allowed them to abandon service where
losses cach year could be proved, was too
little and too Jate.

Why did it happen? What caused it?

For the movement of goods, the semi
and the wruck wrailer were respounsible;
for passengers, the automobile and the
airplane.

That a superior means of wansport
should develop and. because of its ben-
efits, displace the old, is logical. One
cannot argue that trains are still ideal for
shipping freight. The facts prove other-
wise. But what of the matter of human
beings?

That matter, T think, is debatable.

Assuming the destination 1o be a conti-
nent’s length away, how does this genera-
tion’s traveler choose to go? By car, most
often. Unless he is in a hurry, he will gas
up the family sedan and embark upon
what he lancies will be a leisurely, inex-
pensive, relaxing journey. Of course, he
fancies wrong. He will embark upon a
journey fraught with danger, taking his
chances on clogged highwavs and city
streets, blinding himsell to the extrava-
gant price he pavs for propelling his
vehicle, for fuel and oil. for repairs, for
depreciation, for the inevitably frazzled
state of his nerves. He thinks nothing of
hidden taxes: in fact, he ignores them,
He has a compulsion to be self-steered;

“I’s for a new drum.”

after all, it’s an automobile he's driving,
isn't it? Now he’s free, with frcedom to
go where he will, down that side road, up
that hill, into that town with the funny
name, and [reedom to stop whenever and
wherever he wishes and for however
long.

Idcally, he's right; practically, it is
nonsense.

Today’s highway traveler suffers from
a complex which reveals itself in his com-
ments at the end of each waveling day:
“"Covered 852 miles today!” (with pride)
or "Ldon't understand it: we've only gone
420 miles” (with shame). This complex,
even more than the increased traffic con-
gestion, robs him of his touted freedom.
He doesn’t take that side road, he doesn’t
go up that hill, and he never finds out
about that town with the funny name.

The plane traveler is hardly better off.
Whereas the price in dollars is low, the
price in peace of mind is astronomical.
He pretends, this waveler, to take com-
fort in the statistics. and will be happy.
alter claiming that planes are the safest
means of transportation ever invented, to
quote them. “You're a lot better off in the
sky than vou are on the highway,” he will
say, and he will be correct — statistically.
But there will be an edge to his voice as
he tells you of the x-million passenger
miles flown and the mere x-hundreds of
fatalities. Perhaps he is thinking ol last
week's headline (AIRLINER CRASHES! ALL
PASSENGERS PERISH!), or of the sweat on
his palms when the big jet ook off with
him aboard: or perhaps he isn’t thinking
anvthing at all. But the edge is there.

Tell these people about trains and
they will chuckle and ask if you are
serious. Point out to the driver that he
would save money in the long run, and
have far more actual freedom: tell the air
traveler that il he is so fond of statistics
he should investigate those regarding
train travel — or, better still, quote them:
theyre easy to remember: NoT ONE
PASSENGER FATALITY ON PULLMAN CAR
TRAINS IN 10 YEARS.

Advise them that on trains they can
have utter privacy, il they wish it, or
social intercourse; that they will be living
in a sort ol castle away from home, a
room on wheels where they can relax,
read, sleep, do anvthing they want. Shout
to them that a wrain, unlike an automo-
bile or an airplane, moves in bad weather
and good, it docsn’t matter, that ice on
the tracks is no bazard av all. Tell them
that they can now look at the face of
America, view mountains without the
intervening clutter of billboards, look
into back alleys and back yards, across
helds and valleys. Try to show them that
for the first time they can reach their
destination truly and completely relaxed,
il only they will make a slight adjustment
in their thinking: relaxed, refreshed and
ready to enjoy themselves.

But don’t try with any hope of success.



The complexes are too deep, the thinking
wo rigidly formed. A wain trip for the
modern man would, after the first hour
or so, evoke nothing. He would probably
tap his feet with impaticnce, crack his
knuckles, read all the magazines, look at
his watch, ruminate that if he'd only used
his head and gone by plane he'd be there
by now, and hate the idiot who suggested
this outmoded rattletrap. He wouldn't
cnjoy it

The principal reason is that modern
man has never cultivated the art ol
lcisure, which used to be acquired on
trains and nurtured ever alerward. He
almost never finds himsell alone with
himsell for two or three days: certainly
never by choice. There is, he thinks, noth-
ing profitable in it. That it could be the
most profitable two or three days in his
life is unimaginable.

That is why there is rust instead ol
silver frost on the steel rails. That is why
the old depots and stations are boarded
up and overrun with weeds. That is why
tics are disintegrating, why there are
deserted  spurs and  decaying  rolling
stock, corroded wheels, boilers, tracks.
signals, engines, towers and switches.
And that is why ghosts walk the right
of ways, the long high trestles, the
dark, curving tunnels, the empty. for
siken platform out to the semaphore that
isn't there anymore, waiting, hoping,
listening for the melancholy wail of old
One-O-Four as she rounds the bend and
puts on steam for the grade.

Trains that once were living things,
pulsating and vibrant with life, exist now
in the minds and hearts of those who
knew them. We were profoundly moved
by what we saw and heard and experi-
enced, and so were whole communities
whose characters were changed by the
trains that smppt-d there, all the hinancial
and personal roots of them going deep
into local history and pride.

For that Tuture schoolboy, and his ques-
tion: What was a railroad, anyway, that
it could mean so much?

The Pennsylvania consists of 600 [or-
mer short lines, but railroads in toto are
more than short lines, more than sections
ol wtrack and engines and equipment
Railroads are songs the balladmakers
sing: The Wreck of the Old 97, The
Wabash Cannonball. In the Baggage
Coach Ahead; songs we used to sing: The
Atchison, Topeka and the Santa Fe and
Chattanooga Choo-Choo and  Alabamy
Bound. A railroad was the smoker up
front with its leather seats and strong
smell, its floor etched with spittle and
its air blue with smoke, where beard-
stubbled men in overalls rubbed shoul-
ders with sports and dandies in loud
striped suits with gigantic stickpins in
their ties, where drummers and brakemen
played a few hands of seven-up as they
deadheaded back home. A railroad was
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an influence, a maker of public opinion:
and it was drama, high and low: Undey
the Gaslight, The Ninety and Nine, A
Mile a Minute, The Midnight Special,
Forty-five  Minutes  from  Broadicay,
Twentieth Century and The Honeymoon
Express. It was The Great Train Rob-
bery, also, and Night Train and Union
Pacific. These were dramatic events that
nourished the consciousness of trains and
vravel and are not likely to be foreotten,
cven il every foot of track is torn up and
oversrown with weeds.

Jut trains per se we forget. Todav
stress is placed on getting there, on being
rizht. on the prohit of a given iction. on
the IBM. Be is an age ol weighing and
measuring and proving,

But a woain cammot bhe weished or
measured, nor can anvthing about it in
terms ol the human cquation, be proved.
How do you reduce an experience 1o
black and white and make it something
that can be wotaled? How do vou weigh
asure the human, pleading wail of
ain whistle heard on a rainy nighe,
or convey to someone clse what it means,
or explain why it lured so manv out into
the world, into trails west. into the big
city? How do vou cquate the clegance of
it brightly lighted diner and the delicious
aroma of the eollee being pourcd there
by animmaculately attived  waiter, or
the way he sure-lootedly vocks with the
train, like an old sea capuin. as he
mancuvers down the sle with a full
tray of soup bowls? And how. in the
name ol Progress. do vou analyze the
slumbering quict ol a Pullman sleeper at
three in the morning with vou sitting in
the porter’s quarters. looking out at the
nmivsterious myriad lights as the Pennsy
rounds the big curve at Aloona?

What is disturbing about the disap-
pearance ol the railvoad train. then, isn't
so much the rain isell, but what it
means and has meant o Americans, and
to people evervwhere. When we think
ol the Overland stage. we also think of
Indians and cowbovs and what the stage
meant o the people ol the Old West.
When we think of the Mississippt River
steamer and  side-wheeler. we envision
dandified  slick-haived  gamblers. and
wide-cved belles with beauty marks. We
do the same sort of reconstruction with
packets and cipper ships. We identify
the times and the people with them.
rather than regarding the objeas o
themselves. So what will it mean when
the trains are gone?

It will mean the end of an era. of
cowrse: but it will also mean the end ol
the kind of leisure and escape that wn-
wired mien's souls lor a good many vears.
The clezance ol rail wavel, along with
the concomitant necessary break in rou-
tine, niade one [eel expansive and roman-
tic and. tor a little while. content. It was
a way ol life. It had dlass, the very con-
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cept of which is becoming quaint.

Airplanes are quicker and cheaper, but
they offer nothing clse. What is romantic
about being catapulted through the air
from one cnd of the continent to the
other in five hours? What is genteel and
relaxing about being strapped to a seat,
or being served food in pink plastic con-
tainers? True, the sight of a city at night
[rom 20,000 feet is enchanting, but it is
not really a city you sec¢: it is an abstract
painting ol lights. And your fcllow pas-
sengers are abstract, for you can never
really get to know them in the short time
vou are together. And you are together,
because there is no such thing as privacy
on a plane, except in the washrooms.

Conurast this aerial bus ride with a
wip on a train, assuming, always. that
vou are not compelled. except by vour
complexes, to get there in a hurry. The
train is yours. You move through it like
a king. Servants stand ready o do vour
bidding, ready to please you: just ving
the bell. Your bed is made, vour slightest
whim catered to, your appetite is mag-
nificent. the scenery is unsullied and just
outside the window. You can have a sec
ond martini, because you are home, and
a third, oo, if it pleases you. Perhaps
you will have dinner sent in to vour
room, or perhaps you will prefer the
diner. There’s always the chance that
the steward will seat you beside that re-
markable blonde who seems to be travel-
ing alone. Il that is the case, you can
look forward to an acquaintanceship
ripening over @ period of days, not hours.
Il vou're seated, instead, beside the jolly
fat man, vou can always excuse vourself,
return to the room, maybe take a solid
whack at that Chardin book you've been
trying to read. or simply retire to the
crisp double-mattress bed.

What can equal this for traveling —
not “getting theve” — traveling? Should
we not be sad at its passing?

No dishonest tears are shed on the
aravevard runs. Many stations and walks
ol lile are represented in the common
commemoration ol the death ol wains.
These people have come o love trains,
and the last wip is always a time ol
despair, a time lor cherishing what wiil
soon he history. Unhappily, these final
one-way trips have been occurring with
increasing [requency the world around.

In July 1961, 90 people on the plat-
form of Paris’ Gare de I'Est boarded the
Orient Express for the last time. It is
not difficule to guess the thoughis of those
passengers as the great train roared across
France [or the final time: over the Rhine,
down the Danube, the shrill whistle sig-
naling its surrender as it whipped past
castles and cathedrals. Those people sat
back in seats that were once velver and
ringed in Brussels lace, and they remem-
bered other years, before the windows
hadd begun to rattle, before the cars had
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become worn and dirtv: they remem-
bered the oysters and the chilled wine
served by waiters in bluessilk breeches,
white stockings and buckle shoes: luxury
bevond  luxury. Perhaps. also.  they
thought of all the mystery stories that
were written about the Express, and the
characters in those stories: the glamorous
woman spy who wore mink and nothing
under it but her flesh: the one who
alwavs carried a tinv pistol in her hand-
bag: the smooth diplomats who were
really working for several governments
at the same time; the sturdy hero with
a sardonic smile and an awaché case,
tull of sceret papers, locked to his wrist.
And the passengers may have wondered
il the ghosts ol these characters were
not, in lact. riding with them. Mostly.
they were surelv thinking: This is the
end. This will be no more. The Orient
Express. which made its hrst run June
5. 1883, will run no more.

The splendor of old-time rail travel was

not. however. confined to Europe, As far
back as 1911, American trains knew how
to five. The Santa Fe Deluxe, which van
Irom Chicago to Los Angeles, curied a
complement ol 70 persons, including
a barber, a lady's maid, a manicurist and
a public secretary. It provided a library,
telegraphic news reports. stock  quota-
tions, twhs and showers. elecric curling
irons and stercoscopic views ol the pass.
ing scenery along the line. The breakfast
menu was more than substantial, ofler-
myg such delicacies as call’s liver sautdéed,
arilled  French  lamb  chops,  corned
beel, roast beel. buckwheat cakes, grid-
dle cakes. Rocky Mountain trout and
French woast.

An antelope dinner was offered on the
Overland Limited. alter which passen-
cers woutld be invited to raise their win-
dow sushes and ke pot shots at bultalo.

All of the rolling stock then was gaily
varnished to a high gloss. rather like
mobile country estates. The vains were
immaculate. from
the high-wheceled
locomotives to the
crnopied observa-
tion platlorms.
There were cov-
cred bridecs, water
towers. hand-oper-
ated switches and
bearded engineers
in derby hats. The
CNZINeS IEVer Wore
out, ¢ven alter
many as 50 vears
of service: and
those in the know
maintan that the
steamers were
more  dependable
and every bit as
fast as the lawer
diesels. The mro-
duction of the die-

as

sel seems. in rewospect, 1o have heen
merely an cconomy move. Nonetheless,
it took over, and that is when the luster
bezan to tarnish.

Who can forget the stories and pictures
ol conductors in muttonchop whiskers
and blue tail coats. the thunder and fire
that exploded [rom the tall stacks of
Taunton-huilt engines with crimsoun-and-
zold lettering on their wenders. the tume
when station agents” and  dispatchers’
offices buzzed with telegraph kevs and hat
teries ol welephones? All along the right
ol wav it was lreedom scented with coal
smoke or wood smoke. and passengers
answering  the [rviendly waves ol feld-
plowing Lamers and bareloot children.

Fittinglv, locomotives were accorded
the same respect as ocean liners. They
were  ladies. whereas the  diesels.  like
airplancs. were nenter genders, Every-
body loved the high iron with its proudly
polished brass. not merely the railvoad

people but evervbody. Tv was nataral. A
steam engine, panting hoarsely as she
climbed a grade. or breathing sweetly as
she van along an open stretch, or ery-

ing in the n
depending. w
wis alive.

She was also manv things. On some
lines she was the givl next door: on others.,
a queen. In 1870 she was an empress, her
drive spokes hre-red. drive rods silver.
the iron on her boilers ividescent-blue.
the scrollwork on her engine cabs and
running boards emblazoned with gold
leal. And that was only right. for she was
pulling the luxury palace cars.

Those cars reached a point of ele-
vance undreamed of before or  after.
They had rosewood pancling. chande-
liers of purest orvstal, velvet hangings,
fringes. draperies. inlaid wood in sleep-
apartments.  drawing  rooms  and
connecting  staterooms  rich with bro-
crdes. divans with cushions and hassocks.
dressing rooms and bevel-edged mirrors.

aht. a ay of pain or jov,
s no thing of metal. She

o
ng




Auyone at all could cujoy these cars
on a cross-country jaunt. provided he
could afford to rent the entire train.
And in that trn-of-thecentury time,
when Mr. Astor made his democratic
remark (“Anybody with a million dollars
is as well off as il he were vich!”), no
small number could do exactly that.

Less plutocratic citizens made do with
the privately owned railroad car. Almost
unknown today, the private car was at
one time the dream ol every American,
for it was the touchstone of success. the
supreme symbol of having Arrived — as
opulent and luxurious as the age that
created it. For 50 vears these cars moved
splendidly over America’s rails in a wake
of si id heartbeats. Any millionai
socialite, mclustrialist or national hgure
who did not own at least one had not
succeeded in any real sense. But owner-
ship was only the beginning. One had
to have the best car: and this led to
bitter competition. Period [urniture was
installed. and pipe organs, rare paint-
ings, solid-zold and silver dinner services,
marble plumbing fixtures, ceiling murals,
gigantic mivrors and costly upholsteries.
The hrst air-conditioned  railroad  car
was privately owned: it belonged to
Major Max Fleischmann, the veast ty-
coan, Mrs. J. P Donahue’s car, called
the Japauldin, had solid-gold lighting
fixtures, quartered oak beams that ran
the length of the drawing-room ceiling,
and a wood-burning  hreplace.  lgnace
Paderewski had his own car. the General
Stanley, and ol course it contiined a
piano. American Presidents from Lin-
coln’s time forward vode grandlv on
campaigns and official tours aboard pri-
vite cars— but  today. United  States
Railroad Car Number One. the Magel-
L, is rented to the Government by the
\ssociation of American Railroads for
a dollar a vear for the use of the Presi-
dent. It was built during  Franklin
Roosevelt's time and is approximately

as ornate as a stockbroker's ofhce. Not
that it matters: our Presidents travel
nowadays by planc.

The private car usually included an
observation drawing room that opened
out onto the brassrailed open-air plat
form. The rest of the car consisted of
several sleeping apartments, a salon for
dining. accommodating cight or ten. a
gallev. pantry, store rooms, iceboxes and
sleeping quarters for the crew.

The ulumate in private-car  owner-
ship was achieved during the time of
George Gould (Jav's son), the railroad
tvcoon. His guests were expected o ap-
pear lor dinner in full formal attire.

For most ol the more than 350 var-
nished masterpieces. the end came long
ago on the vip ack. Jay Gould's fabu-
lous Atalanta. built in the 1880s [or
S50.000. faded awav as a vardmaster's
shack on the Missouri Pacific in Over-
ton. Texas. The car that hauled the
Prince of Wales about the U.S. during
his tour here in 1924 is the home ol a
Pennsylvania coal-stripping gang.

Only two private cars are in use lo-
day for the pleasure and convenience
of their owners: the Helma. home of
Bruce Dodson. a Kansas City insurance
magnate. and The Gold Coast. owned
and  operated by Lucius Beebe and
Charles Clegs. The Gold Coast has two
master bedrooms. a 24-lfoot-long drawing
room, crvstal lighting hxwres, Venctan
mirrors, antimacassars and lopped and
fringed draperies which re-create the in-
terior ol Leland Stanford’s Suanlord,
built in the 1870s.

It was George Pullman who engi-
neered most ol the clegant palace cars,
but he left a broad stroke across the
canvas ol railroading when he developed
the lolding upper berth. Perhaps his
sleepers were a departure rom the Vie
torian clegance of his previous mspira-
tions. but thev were immensely popular.
By 1916 the Pullman Company operated

7500 sleeping cars over 137 railvoads:
and 260,000 persons occupicd  those
berths every vear.

The next change, as noted, was the
replacement  of  steam  engines  with

diesels. We even tried to engender some
kind of affection for the oil eaters, giv-

them nicknames like chugglebugs.
hinky dinks, galloping geese and bunga-
loos: but it wasn’t the same. The punka-
punk. punka-punk of the diesel scemed
too cfficient. oo utilitarian. It had none
of the warmth and majesty of the steam
engines. The full-speed sound it made
was powerful. but contemptuous: and we
bitterly missed the stivring. spiritwal avy
ol the steamers.

And now the diesels themselves are
going. and their contempt is honorable.
That of the personnel of all but a few
trains is not. Aware that thev are dving,
the porters ind conductors and news
butchers and dining-car stewards  arc
behaving like cranky nonagenarians.
They are rude, inept. surly and impa-
tient. The best of them would have been
dressed down and summarily fived in the
old davs. The same wounld happen to
them today on the Twenticth Cenury
Limited. the Broadway Limited. the
Super Chiel, and a half-dozen others.
But these men probably wouldn’t care.
Their pride is gone.

That is the unbearable loss o rail-
road men, and they know it Our loss
is greater. but we don’t know it. We
fancy that we have rid owrselves ol an
incihcient means of vansportanion. lu-
stead. we have rid ourselves of one ol
the two remaining vefuges, one ol the
two sancuuaries where a man can re-
treat rom the maclstrom and  become
acquainted with himself.

And how will ocean liners fare when
the 2500-mph airship is perfected?

How will man fare?
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(continued from page 96)

from the industry for reading a book in
the original rather than a story-depart-
ment synopsis of it?”

“For Christ sake, Rengs,” he said,
squinting his total displeasure, “when
arc you going to stop talking at me as
though my head was full of nothing
but movie crap and your head was [ull
of nothing but movie crap? I fought in
Spain. Lincoln Battalion. Jarama de Ia
Morata front. I was a kid off the tuna
boats around Galveston, a talker, 1 shot
my mouth ofl about the Moscow Trial
frame-ups, the G.P.U. musclemen, the
commissars tried to liquidate me twice,
1 had to weasel out over the Pyrenees,
get the point, I'm interested in Spain, 1
had stakes in Spain, I'm not just browsing
in the subject.”

So, in the middle of our third week
of family-type kinescopic empire build-
ing, Charles the Great and I returned to
his dressing room to have some home-
cooked vittles and to mull over the
strategics of the good lost war against
El Caudillo, the bemedaled Franco who
had jousted us all, with the help of the
Moors and the Messerschmitts and the
Moscow musclemen, and without re-
takes, clear out of the Iberian Peninsula
and our dreamy youth,

- - -

I had been secing Anson Luddy on the
screen for 23 years, the full span of his
movie carecr. When my eyes first en-
countered his image, in the ycar 1940,
he was a lean, lithe, panther-graceful
Greek god who lazed around in blue
jeans and raveling sneakers and spoke
sullen monosyllables out of the corner
of his Apollo-cool mouth. Today, 50
pictures later and 50 pounds heavier,
but sull all muscle, he moved with de-
liberate lumbering rather than an Olym-
pian airiness, his eyes were harder and
there were lines of care, of inside lacera-
tions, on that once unblemished and
ready-for-anything fist of a face; but he
was still the rag bag of the populace’s
simmering fancies, who advenwred on
the tall crags along which our imagina-
tions are forever goat-dancing in defi-
ance of gravity and clocks. How was 1
to accept him as a 17-year-old deck hand,
or, indeed, as of any chronometric age
or mundane occupation, crouching his
way along the Jarama de la Morata
front trying to dodge the very real bul-
lets of the all-too-real G.P.U.2 It took
too radical a swretching of the mind to
vision Anson Luddy in any sweat not
[ashioned of Make-up's cunning glycer-
ins. But there it was: once, without
too many poses, maybe, Pacoima’s
Charlemagne had tried to lead an im-
pactive life. And now, two-and-a-half
decades later, he'd had me put on salary
to spill his guts to. I was pleased, and

more, to be of service. I am in favor of
audiences for any Charlemagne who has
something to say besides giddy-yap.

- - -

Two weeks passed. Between takes,
over lunch (aromatic delicacies for me,
Metrecal or a dump of cottage checse
for him), strolling through the lush ar-
boretums and nurseries of the ranch, we
talked ourselves deaf, dumb, and at least
myopic, mostly about political idcologics.

“What else but politics is there to
talk about?” he asked me one day.

“We could talk about Metrecal. 1
haven't seen you eat a solid meal since
1 came to what is laughingly called
work. Are you trying to lose weight, or
have you lost your mind?"

“I'll tell you about that,” he said. *I
don't have a weight problem, never did.
Nope, it's just that, after sceing enough
compulsive caters in action, I lost my ap-
pctite. Not the compulsive eaters in
Spain. Oh, no, this came later. I'm talk-
ing about another category of compul-
sive eaters altogether. The ladies. The
little darlin’s. The wolfers in high heels.
They turned my stomach for good, the
trencherwomen did.”

“Just which ladies would you have
rcference to?™”

“The first time I met them was down
in Havana. After T got out of Spain 1
knocked around the Caribbean, working
on charter boats, that's what 1 was doing
when this Hollywood company came
down there on location and gave me
my first movie job. Well, down there 1
was working for the rich playground
people, and T met a lot of the [rilly
girls of the playful setr, and, brother,
they had big eyes, they had slobbering
eyes. They didn't throw themselves at
me because of what I was and felt like
inside, it was because I looked like some
kind of athletic bindle-stiff ape to them
and they got ants in the pants imagining
what brutish delights 1, the well-de-
signed animal, would lead them to, with
my promises of steamy degradation and
all-around beastliness. That make any
scnse to you, my getting spooked by all
those lacquered tootsies zeroing in on
me? Remember, T had just turned 20.
I still had the naive idea that women
dropped their eyes and guys reached for
them. I wanted to be the taker, I was
only the target.” Luddy had the air of
a man imparting vital information to
himself. “Yeah. That's it. You know
something? 1 don’t have the exhibitor
personality. It makes me feel like a girl,
to be scanned and appraised by the eyes
of the world. Here and now I make this
confession, Rengs, Every minute he's be-
fore the cameras, wough Anson Luddy
feels like a girl. Becuse he’s on the
wrong cnd of the staring. But when 1
started to make movies they really stared,
the ladies, and their eyes got steamier
and steamier. My head was full of ideas



about the dynamics of the class dialectic
and ways to a more equitable social ar-
rangement, and this was what I wanted
1o talk about, but the women would run
their eyes up and down my carcass and
say, hmm, stop talking, stop thinking,
you gorgeous hunk of stud, you come
and service me fast, sweet stuff. I'd be
walking down the street. full up with
the news from Moscow and Peking and
Vietnam and the Congo, and suddenly
the Tadies would be coming at me in a
howling mob, grabbing for my middle —
amazing, the way they alwavs grab lor
the middle — as though I had no right to
pretend to an existence above the neck.
Their eves grab, too. Well, T worked
up a contempt for my body and its
needs. That, yes, that’s the exact point
where 1 stopped cating. when 1 saw
what slobbering and irvelevant appetites
got worked up in other people, partic
ularly women, at the sight of my ador-
able frame. The more they slobbered
over me, sizing me up like a meal, the
more my own salivary glands dried up.
For some reason I'm ashamed of that
Without being able to put my finger
on why, I've got this feeling it would
do me more honor if I'd lost my appetite
in Spain, as a result of Spain, where
heads were very much in contest. But
the slobbering women are another sort
of Spain, maybe. Listen, Rengs. I'm not
on call tomorrow, and I'm in the mood
for driving down Pacific Coast Highway
to get Charlemagne out of my head and
Dreathe some fresh air. Want to come?”

“Where'll we goz”

“The inspiring thing about Holly-
wood is that vou can start traveling in
any direction and in no time at all get
to a place that's not Hollywood. Let's
play it by car. Pick you up at eight
o'clock.”

Tafly came over that night with a bad
case of the jitters, too keyed up to go
out to dinner; we fired some briquettes
and barbecued steaks on the patio. I had
met Tafly when she showed up in Pacoi-
ma, well-lled Capris, come-all-ye cyes
and all, o play Charlemagne’s sister; 1
had liked her because she scemed so
spectacularly unsuited for the role of
sister in anybody's life: she had very
quickly begun to play a refreshingly un-
sisterly role in mune.

It was hard for her o siv still. Halk
way through her main course, she got
up and did a few fast hully-gully steps
alongside the avocado wees; a bit later,
when I brought out the Bing cherries,
she ate a couple and jumped up again.
She was a girl whose ferments went
directly to her muscles. 1 asked her what
Wils Wrong.

“When 1 was ranning mysell ragged
trying to get bit parts,” she said with
a too-quick and overcharged laugh, I
was cool as the cucumbers in the Safe-
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wity and collected as taxes. Now the parts
are coming, I'm on my way, and 1 can’t
get o sleep without two Doridens, and
the entire insect population of L. A.
County seems to have taken up residence
in my embroidered pants. What's my
ailment, no tolerance for improve-
ments:”

“Nobody's born with the malent to take
the good with the bad,” I said. "It's
something vou have o learn. But I don't
think the booze is going to help vou,
as a particular individual.”

“I'm not a particular individual,” she
said, refilling her glass. “I'll drink almost
anvthing.”

An hour later she was [alling-down
drunk. She brought this 1o my atiention
by falling down in the middle of an in-
spired boppy saraband and passing out
cold with her head under a hvdrangea
bush. T put her to bed. Next morning.
for all the bismuth mixture @ lorced on
her, her stomach was really paying her
hack.

When Anson mirived, T introduced him
to Taffy and said, “Sorry, but I don’t
think T'll be able to go. Somecthing's
come up.”

“Mosuy my dinner,” Talfy said.

She was sagging on the edge of the
sofa as though she'd been rained on for
a year. Anson studied her.

“Hangover:” he said.

“That’s one thing,” she smd. “Also.
they boned me when I wasn't looking.”

“I think I'll stay with her, Anson.” 1
said.  “She's  leeling  depressed  about
working regulinly and somebody should
see her through the crisis.”

“Is it a big crisis?” Anson said.

“Very big,” Tally said. “I'm getting a
lot ol work.”

“In that case,” Anson said. “two nught
sce you through this beuer than one.
You come with us. First off we'll siop
and get vou a pick-me-up and some cggs
and plenty ol black coflee, and you'll
feel your skeleton coming back. You're
an actress: Actresses often feel boned
when their careers begin to go well. You
must be an actress, to be having a crisis
ol good fortune.”

“You're both so understanding,” Tally
said, T think I @il come along. just 10
get even. Il you're planning to have a
real good time vou'll be needing my
company to restore the balance.”

We went out Sunset in Luddy’s hear-
up Mark IV Jag. and just belore we hit
the beach, wrned oft at the Santa Ynez
Inn. Two gin hzzes Iwought Taltyv back
10 life; by the time she had wolled down
hier eggs and |J art of mine (Anson held
himsell 1o V-8 juice, dry cinnamon toast
and Postum), she scemed as relaxed as
il she were behind in the rent again,
When we started south along the coast
she heaved a prolound sigh, vubbed her
belly contentedly, and purred, I may
live. The prognosis is suddenly on the



upswing. Mr. Anson Luddy, you don't
look like a movie notable, you look like
a Grand Prix driver on his day ofl. Are
you cold or just incognito?”

He had on blue jeans, his eyes were
shielded by the widest smoked goggles
I'd cever seen, a buff poplin cap was
pullud down almost to his brows, the
wrdeneck ol his rough straw-colored
sweater wis rolled up to hide his neck
and his jacket collar was turned up over
that.

“Wait'll you get 1o be a big movie
star, miss,” he said, "Just wait. You'll
find yoursell raveling around the coun-
ry with a burlap bag over vour head
with two slits for your eves 1o se¢ out ol
Great adventures await vou when vou
success yoursell into the burlap bag.”

“If 1 spend enough of my life cooped
up in burlap,” Tafly said, “and il that
makes enough discomfort for me, mavbe
I'll be able o case off on the drinking.
Sav. Mr. Anpson. instruct me. Do big
movie stars wear  their burlap  bags
when they drink in publicz How do they
take their nouwrishment, through a
straw? s there a special slit for the
straw? I've got to learn all these technical
details because there are plans afoot to
make me a big star. In case 1 sull want
o drink, do I have to take my martinis
through a slit, through a swraw? What
about the olives? They won't go through
a straw, will T have to put the straw
away and slide them through my cating
slit or what=”

Luddy’s reaction to this mild-cnough
jollying was anything but mild. He
swerved abruptly o the curb just north
of the Santa Monica pier, slammed on
the brakes, hit the steering wheel hard
with his ham hock of a fist, and said
in his best Chiel Justice vorce, “What
the hell're yvou doing in the movies any-
wiy? What good’s it going to do vou
being a morsel for the whole damned
world?”

Tally looked startled. “Gee, Anson.”
she said, “some folks are nice enough o
believe that I'm already something ol an
appetizing dish, and if I want to make
a career of e ——"

“They'll eat vou alive! Luddy blaswed
out. ""They'll crunch your bones between
their bulldozer teeth and leave vou a
pile of calcium crumbs for the swreet
cleaners to brush ofl! The wstuer vou
ger to that great big admission-paving
mouth out there, the less taste you'll
have for anvihing but o hide! You hear
me?” He seemed to be addressing his
fist. "Don’t offer them vour hide on a
silver platter! Keep some of it for vour-
sell! There're carcers that don't reduce
vou to roast beel in the window!” He
became aware that he was not alone
with his monitoring fist. He looked over
at us and his eyes welled with apology.
“Sorry. Thinking ol personal matters,
Impolite 1o take leave ol company with-

out goodbves, won't happen again.”

“Go any time vou want,” Taffy said.
“Just make sure to leave a lorwarding
address.”

We proceeded to spend a meandering,
knockabout day. We walked over to the
wide beach at Venice West, bought a
ball and threw it fitfully for a while.
We headed down Sepulveda and stopped
at the new terminal at International
Airport to examine, first, the 10th-of-a-
mile-long mural along the corridor of
the American Aivlines building, an as-
tonishing swretch of colored tiles ar-
ranged in angular Mondrian chunkings
of subtly shifting hues, then the Skvways
restaurant. a great flying saucer  sus-
pended high over the ground on Gia-
cometti constructivist stiltis  that  were
themselves  arcing  technocratic  objets
d’ari. At Palos Verdes we wandered
along the cool arcades bordering the
fine Old Spanish square at the center of
town. Farther south on the Palos Verdes
peninsula we wok a breather at Portu-
guese Bend o have a look at the all-
elass and foliage-interiored Wavlarer's
Chapel of the Swedenborgians, a crea-
tion of Frank Llovd Wright's son, where
a modern dancer in flowing Isadora Dun-
can robes was doing a bit of dramatic
miming 1o portray the story of Ruth,

Finally we stopped at the restaurant
at  Marineland for a drink. Luddy
seemed moody as he looked around ar
the tourists, shielding his face with his
paw.

“Marinas,” he muttered to himself.
“Ski resorts. Funiculars. Scuba diving,
surfing, sleep-in  trailers, do-it-yoursell

tile mosaics. judo classes. UCLA exten-
sion courses in home ceramics. One big
damned plavpen. Making all of Southern

California into  a coliscum, greatest
romp area mankind’s ever seen, and get-
ting so exhausted, haven't got the emo-
tional capital to pay the entrance fee.
Fun! Hit the road! Reach for the brass
ring! Circuses, when bread won’t stay on
vour stomach!™

With this dribble of unrelatedness. he
ordered six tequila martnis in a pitcher.
He drank straight from the pitcher. As
for Tafly, she was soaking up her be-
loved Scotch sours again.

The minutes hobbled by.

“Hev,” Tafty said suddenly, “this is
Marineland, right? Where they have the
fishz"

“Several acres of hsh,” Luddy said.

“I'm an old fsh fancier.” Taftv said.
“What sav we go and look at our finny
friendsz”

“How'd it go, Tarzan — did you
finally tell that witch doctor off?”
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“By George. there's a man

We proceeded toward the main build
mg. a great rounded soructure with out-
side ramps that slinted upward 1o give
access 10 the second and thivd stories.

We entered now into 4 circus ol gulp.
This sprawled institution  seemed  de
signed o demonstrate that protoplasm,
however unlikely the form it takes, has
one trend ind one purpose on this carth:
imtake, gorge. glut. bolt, cram. batten,
slurp. Here, Greedygut was King., Up
above, in the open pool that could
be viewed from voof top. the whales
mancwvered their sluggish wns, rolled,
shimmied. lNapped their wails, in return
for tasty tidbits tossed 1o them: porpoises
leaped and gyrated in perfect synchroni-
ranion, hurled themselves through hoops.
did piscatorial entrechats. lor the reward
ol slithery hllets. Down below, in the
glass-enclosed Lk, groupers. sting rays.
cels, sharks, octopuses. tunnies. marlins.
tortoises, unique in their shapings but
united in the preoccupation with maw,
obsessed with the urge o embladder
whatever was outside the skin, o gas-
wonomize the other, swarmed around
the atendant who lumbered through in
a diver's helmet, scattering delicacics of
shrimp and chopped squid as he went.
In the outdoor amphitheater, the sea
lions and dolphins played  basketball,
tooted horns, pulled rowboats. slid down
chutes,  burped  into microphones,
donned funny hats, spurred on in their
antics by the wash fish their trainers kepe
tossing into their always ready mouths.
In other enclosures, ouers
themselves and penguins did lumbering
solt-shoes in response o the appetizers
held out o them by enrapt spectators.

Tafly found it all noteworthy and de-

contorted

220 lightful. Anson's Luce was gewting longer
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and longer. In fact, he scemed horrified.
“Swill ind swill some more.” he mum
bled o himsell. “Try 1o digest those
brass rings” —a statement that did not
scem o call Tor a reply.

We had finally seen all the sights. We
headed back across the grounds, toward
the main building.

L] L] -

When we joimned the aowd alongside
the mammoth circular glass nk, the
thing happened that 1 suppose has got
10 happen to every Anson Luddy sooner
or later in a public gathering place: he
was recognized.

Not by the other visttors, though. Not
at hirst. The man in the diver’s outht
was down in the ank again, plowing
his leaden-legged way adong the hull of
the old whaler’s boat as he scattered his
prawns  and  cuulefish  patties 1o the
thronging, jawing sea areatures that fol-
lowed him like storm troopers in drill
formatton. This man came dose o the
gluss wall, peered out. and spoued An-
son, who. for a moment, had lorgotien to
keep his Cracker Jack prize of a [lace
covered.

It's not every day vou go o work -H0-
feet down in the brinv. o [eed fish to

hsh in an endless sort of gustatory closed
crcuit, ind suddenly come face 1o face
with an Anson Luddy. A Luddy face
simply does not show up during business
hours. It makes no damned sense, loom-
g up among the pinched. peaked nine-
to-five mugs of vour workaday clients and
colleagues. 1t belongs 1o the womby
night, when vou go dreamy-slack and
extraterrestrial over your buttered pop-
cornn or TV dinner.

It must have been some such qualmish
sense ol categories wppling that led the

fish [eeder o gape at Anson. pressing his
diver's helmer against the glass wall of
the tank 1o get a beuer look. 1 could
see his brown ¢ves bulging and burning
as thev wok unbelieving inventory of
Anson’s  lemures. He looked like a
grouper spread-fawed at feeding time.

Anson did not notice the mute under-
watter drama taking place pracuclly at
his clbow. He was too busv thinking
about brass rings, or some such engross-
g subject.

It mvsuhes. how  often  that which
fuscinaes vou makes you want 1o hit out
at it I won't lay it down as absolute
Iaw, but movie Lins have heen known
to mob thewr idol with such enthusiasm
as 1o send him to the hospital: yomantic
literature is  densely  populited  with
lovers administering lethal  potions  of
this or that hemlock to cach other as
they hvmne their mutual thralldom: each
AMario seeks o gun down his Magician,
Conceivably the thing that  bewitches
15 taken as a danger preciscly because
it wiclds so much power, immobilizes
and drains will. freczes eves, stecl-traps
thoughts: and il hining it is so reassur-
ing. it must be more than a punishment
meted out to the totalitarian object for
its snaring and crushing magic, the blow
must also help 1o establish thiae there is
lifesaving and [acesaving space between
tancer and trancee. as witness the face
that the vicum s still autarchic enough
to command his own muscles.

This. at least, 1s the only sense 1 can
nake out of what the fish feeder did
next.

He began to thump on the glass wall.
Anson wurned his head. sartded; so did
the nearby rubberneckers.,

The diver put his hands alongside his
temples and began o waggle his ngers,
as at plaviul parent docs when he makes
funny laces at a child. Anson looked
puzzled: he was thinking many-fathomed
thoughts about the big modern business
ol fun, imd from the bottom ol a fabri-
cted sea. at the prow of a whaling boat
designed  for sinking,  surrounded by
fantically thailing cut-ups of the deep, a
man  was  doing  unmotivated  comedy
routines at him.

Now the diver pressed his index finger
against the glass and beean 1o vace
capital leters, writing  backward. His
fmger left smudgy, dim lines wherever
it went.

In i moment the message was spelled
out for ull to sce: “axson pLuppy co
HoME."

Strange spume from a contrived sea.
The diver's cloquent fingers, which were
now lluttering before his nose arca in the
age-old gesture of screw vou, made it
very clear that he was direcung himself
1o a particular individual in the cowd.

The onlookers turned. And there, im
possibly, gloriously, was Anson Luddy,
looming up an awesome head above his

o
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neighbors, within spitting range, kicking
range, rending range.

All the females roundabout — grannies,
mumsies, teeners, even moppets — fixed
widening eyes on their shining kniglu
from the drive-ins that interlard  the
missile bases of the Southland; they
stared, with eating eyes, and they broke
into smiles, as though in anticipation of
Larger meals. They looked like so many
groupers gaping to be fed. And. in reflex
to this ocular salivaton of their women-
[olk, the men and the bovs began to
smile, o, though less broadly, hall-
shamefaced, hall-sullen.

The mob radars relayed their high-
speed messages back and forth, the team
compacted, and, by the weird chemistry
ol instantancous community, the Spokes-
man, the Proconsul, the Internuncio, the
Minister Plenipotentiary, the Front Run-
ner, was selected by secrert ballot, fele
his catapulting to high office, shudder-
ingly accepted the signal honor, and
stepped forward.

He was a bit uneasy with the delicate
complexity of his mission, rather, |
imagine, as the Japanese ministers must
have been in Washington on the night
ol December 6, 1941; but he had a sly
hunger and a peckaboo revelry about
him, too; there was in him a suggestion
of much quict lipsmacking. He was a
lumpy. overpadded man. tall, his face
like a bloh of dough that had risen in
haphazard bubbles, with the beefly hunch
of a vuck driver. His gray-green jacket
was a demonstrative  houndstooth, his
open-neck sport shirt a slashed, silver
sheened plaid, his powder-blue slacks
lined with faint tan pinstripes. his san-
dals of the opentoed and  beaded-
huarache type: there was a camera slung
over his shoulder, there was awkward
hesitation in his puffy lips and some
obscure but wracking demand in his
intent brown eves.

“We'd better get out of here,” T whis-
pered to Anson.

“How:" he said. “Run, and you've got
the whole pack at vour heels.”

The high-voltage charge that had knit
together the rapt congregation in our
neighborhood was now  sparking  out
through the building. Other gapers were
curving into the orbit of the crowd. like
iron filings captured by a magnet; and
as the dot of people grew, the emissary
kept coming on his thick huaraches. He
was lipping a cerise Popsicle. He'd had
it in his hand when he'd been mobilized
and dispatched.

He reached us. stopped, and broke
into a grin which was rather like the
lip poising of the hyena the moment
belore snapping at cirrion.

“Hey, Luddy,” he said with a kind of
reluctant, edgy homage, “my missus
thinks you're a devil, a wonder. She'd
rather see your old flicks on the TV
than eat.”
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“Right, I'm an antiobesity drug.”
Anson said.
The onlookers smiled  some  more.

They loved the idea of a democratic
exchange between these two. Mro big
and Joe Nobody, deity and dink.

I sensed what Anson, who must have
had plenty of experience in the manipu-
lation of tensed crowds, was trving to do.
Il he bolted, his admirers would lcel
deprived, neglected. betrayed. His only
chance, in his own mind, anvhow, was to
let them have the sauslaction of immo-
bilizing him lor a moment, ol forcing
him into a bare minimum of civil chit-
chat.

“I swear, I don't know what it is with
her,” the man went impishly on. “Put
an old Luddy llick on the litlde box and
she’s hike nailed 1o the sola. the diry
dishes can grow worms in the sink, the
beds can stay unmade il they mildew,
the kids can sprout potatoes and fungus
stuft in their ears, Tor all she cares.”

He was perfectly ready to do the talky
spadework for the mass assault on Luddy.
He felt that Luddy had to be hit for
being Luddv, a man who cut ofl the
light from other men. But he wanted ir
clearly understood that his own personal
trademark was on the blow, along with
the gang's anonvmous onc.

“Well,” Anson said, his Tace still not
bothering 1o assume an  expression,
“some people say that deanliness isn’t
next o godliness at all, thav ivs just a
Freudian washing compulsion, and neat-
ness, too. If vou don’t bother to mitke a
bed then it can’t get mussed, mavbe vou
could look at it that wav.”

The man sensed the undertone ol con-
tempt without being able o grasp the
spoken words one by one. He wongued

his dripping Popsicle reflectively.

“Wait. get myv meaning, I'm not fault-
ing vou. pal. I'm only making the point
what a hold vou got on the little
woman.” he said without much humor.
He fished a ball-point pen out of his
Jacket pocket and held up a Marineland
program. “No hard feclings, now, 1 just
winted you to know youre the wonder
boy around my house and home, they
all go down on their knees to vou, boy.
What say you scribble your John Han-
cock on here for the missus, huh?”

“Sorry,” Anson said. 1 have a policy,
I don't give autographs, | don't make
personal appearances. You see how it is.”

“How’s that? Ain’t you appearing here
and now, and ain’t it personalz Come on,
Ans, give us the old John Hancock.” The
man  held his program  higher. “Say
something personal. say. “To Florence,
happy days and all the best,” all right,
hotshot: 1D tickle her 1o her toes.”

“Tell Florence to write o the studio.”
Anson said. “"Thev'll be glad to send her
i picture with an inscription.”

“Don’t give me that, Ans. They got
some lan-letter service where a couple of
old-biddy stenogs sign the pictures whole-
siale, unscen by vou: jt's not the same.
Come on. give the old girl the thrill of
a lifetime. Ans, sign on the dotted line,
what's it cost you:"

Smiles broadened. eyes expanded with
partisanship for the underdog bargainer,
heads nodded n the keening ol the long-
deprived vising up appetitiously.

“You're not wrving to see my side of
i, Anson said. “Suppose | give vou the
autograph. thit means if there's any Lair
play I'll hive o give it w everybody,
and T can't just stand here all day sign-
ing programs, can 2 But il T say ves wo
a few and torn away the rest, that's dis-
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“I opened the gate last time.”

criminating. Come on, now. vou don't
wint to be a party 1o the worst kind of
discrimination, do you? You know that's
not the Amurcan Way. If your sister
wanted to marry one of them, you
wouldn't wry to bust it up and put the
Amurcan Way to shame, would your™

It was a rough turn Anson was taking.
Those last words were a reference to his
tormentor’s unmistakably Deep Dixie ac-
cent, and the crowd knew it, and the
man knew it

“Don’t see where you have w drag
politics im0 it,” the man sard with a
quick stiftening of lips and shoulders. 1
ask in a neighborly way for a signature
and you're talking politics, what's that
all abour:”

“Man s a political animal,” Anson
said gently. “Your asking for my auto-
eraph is political hecause it's a power
erab, a mancuver to install you over me
because you think the TV screen has in-
stalled me over you and that hurts. My
relusing you the autograph is political
because 1 don't believe in discriminition
and the only autographs I'm prepared
1o give vou are those ol Martin Luther
King and James Meredith, wtwo very
political names.”

“What are vou. out of vyour head,
Charliez™ the man said unbelievingly.
This was not the kiud of walk you expect
from a movie star in process of being
slvly mobbed. ~I'm asking you [or a lousy
sample of vour handwriting, not a soap-
box speech about your religion.™

“IF we're on the subjeat of religion,”
Anson said, “isn't this a revival meet-
ing vou suddenly decided o hold along-
side the fish tank: Egging on the sinners
to munch some commuuion out of my
hide? You sav vou want 1o collect auto-
graphs, but what vou really want
collect, isn’t it some nice relics, my ankle-
bone. a hunk of my meat. a lock ol
hairz No. 1 don't think I'll Iet you il
your friends divvy me up. 'm in a dilem-
ma, Iriend. The reason a man in my
position can’t let yvou lick his boots is
that next vou'll be chewing off his leg.
Would you be good enough o stind
asider 'm alvaid 1 have o go now.”

“Now vou don’t want to be that way.”
the man said. His eves were narrowing.
He had placed his hand on Anson’s
forcarm. “Why don’t vou just make a
nice gesture for Old Flo and not bring
up the big issues, [hir cnough?”

The crowd. aware that the preliminary
sparring was over, sensing a showdown,
pushed closer.

“Would vou be good cnough to let
go ol my arm, [riend?” Anson’s lace was
dramatcally - emptied  of  dr:

ma. His
voice was casy and there was something
misleadingly dose w a smile on his lips.

“You want me to go back to Flo and
tell her that her honey boy wouldn’t even
give her the time of day:” The man
tightened his hold on Anson’s sleeve.
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“You want me to give her a slap in
the face like that?”

“Let go ol my arm,” Anson said, mild
as Jell-o.

“I guess you don’t think much of my
missus. And her drooling over vour
muscles all these vears, how about that.”

[ put my hand over the man’s hand,
wishing I had the good sense to want
to be faraway, knowing I didn’t.

“You're not getting the message.” |
said, rvelishing the loolishness 1 was un-
typically allowing mysell. “He's telling
vou he's tired of your company. He's
asking you nicely to travel on.”

“Who appointed vou some bum master
of ceremonies?” the man said. “Let go
of me, Jim.”

“We'lll do it in stages,” 1 said. “You
let go of him, Jim, and I'll lct go of you,
Jim.”

“I can handle this, Gordon,”
said.

“I'd like to handle it with you.,” I said.
“You take 50 percent of him and I'll take
50 percent of him, that's the Amurcan
Way.” Muscle was silly, but 1 was work-
ing into a blind rage.

The hand that was holding the
autographless program slammed  edge-
first at my Adam’s apple, choking me
and knocking me away at the same time.
There was an appreciative mass mmin-
ing from the crowd as it surged closer.

Anson regarded the man with a kind
of ponderous entomologist’s curiosity,

“That wasn't a nice thing 1o do.” he
said.

“You insulted my wile,”
with supreme logic.

I was back at lhis side, saving, “You
insulted her by letting her marry a pig
like you,” and I slammed the hand hold-
ing the Popsicle as hard as 1 could into
his beefy lace. The smashed cerise ice
made cascades down his cheeks and over
his lips and onto his raucous plaid shirt.

The pressing crowd went, mmm-ooo,
in a mass sigh of rapture. The best spece-
tacles are those not on the program.

“You want more autographs” I said.
“On the chin:"

With his jerky sandals and his insipid
box camera, he was a wall, and my one
prolession at this moment was scaling.
Only as an old vaulter of whatever eleva-
tions were around 1 knew that those who
make a career of scaling walls never ger
their feet on the ground: that was mv
inside plague, that 1 knew it but suill
had the itch to climb. This kind of
impasse breeds writers and other indoos
mountain climbers.

“Couple of bucky-coon lovers,” the
man said, eving both ol us squint-hard.
“The kind that put the dinges up front
oun the buses and at the lunch counters
and there in Ole Miss. for the eyesore of
it. Stirring up troubles and poo-pooing
real folks' homey tastes.”

With that, he drew himself tight o

Anson

the man said
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make the lunge of a raging bear in our
direction.

“Good enough,” Anson said with what
I ok to be relief, “let’s get down to
it,” even as he was bracing his feet apart
to take the impact and reaching for the
oncoming hulk with both hams of hands.

He absorbed the shouldering charge
without budging.

The man caved in, 1 guess because
Anson’s knee had slammed up against
his chest. It looked like the wind had
been knocked out of him. His legs were
buckling and he might indeed have gone
down if Anson’s fingers had not been
gripping him firmly by the houndstooth
lapels.

The aowd, now swollen to a hun-
dred or more, went low-voiced and de-
jectedly, aaaawr.

“You want to cool off, fella,” Anson
said with almost a bedside manner.

He stretched his hand to a frowsy-
haired thin woman who was standing
close by, completely absorbed, and lifted
the triplescoop  strawberry  ice-cream
cone from her spread mouth. He ran
the mush cone down one of the man's
checks and up the other, then over and
around his bushy hair, depositing it final-
ly on his head, pointed end up, like a
dunce cap.

“Better wear something on top,” An-
son said with concern. “If you cool off
too much you might catch cold.”

The crowd shuddered [rom one end
to the other, with an uneasy shifting of
its centipede feet, and went, zhzhzhzh.

“Now,” Anson said, “you ready to
travel? Like 1o take a littde trip?”

The man was catching his breath. He
swung one arm back and aimed a rabbit
punch at Anson’s liver, but Anson’s free
hand was there in clephantine readiness
to block it

“We don’t want any of that,” Anson
said. “"We can’t go around hitting people
as though we were their equal.”

To make this point, Anson chopped
his palm edge at the man’s gullet, exactly
as the man had chopped at me. He
gasped, glugged, growled feebly.

“All packed up?” Anson said. “Ready
for that tripz”

He heaved the man high by the Tapels,
dangled him once in a practice swing,
and let his hulk fly off through the air
in casy orbit. He landed yards away.
He sat there, head down, looking
puzzled. One minute you're asking
jaunty-jolly for autographs, the next,
you're wearing a sugar cone for a hat.

- - -

So the preliminaries were over. The
troops that advanced for combat were
without exception women, of all ages
and  varieties. Big and  litde, broad-
beamed and scrawny, high-heeled and
Wedgied, they swooped down on Anson
while their shamefaced menfolk  kept

224 their distance. It is always excruciatingly

embarrassing lor men to see their women
go amuck as they swarm with pluck-
ing, plowing fingers around a bargain
counter. Anson Luddy was, for the mo-
ment, their bargain counter. Their lusti-
ness implied that their men were no
bargains.

They advanced swinging handbags,
carryalls, parasols, cameras, binoculars,
raincoats, even shoes. Under this relent-
less barrage, Anson went down, and a
second later, so did I. As 1 rolled from
side to side to escape their windmilling
hands, I caught glimpses of Anson: there
were many more ol them bent over
him, and they were really working him
over. He had his hands up to his face,
urying to protect his venerated f{eatures
[rom their venerators.

In very short order the few women
and teenagers who had deigned momen-
tarily 10 acknowledge me as a target
worthy of a sideswipe had abandoned
me to move in on the Anson Luddy
glory-day kill.

I sat up, feeling a bit out of focus,
shaking my fogged-in head.

Something  improbable caught my
cye. It was the fish feeder in the tank,
who still had his helmeted head pressed
against the glass wall o lollow the mar-
velous fray. He seemed to be doing some
sort of dance, a bathymertric tango, jerk-
ing his members from side o side as
fast as the water would let him. Each
time his body reversed its rotational
movement, his hands made energetic
pugilistic gestures. He looked like a
grouper on the gorge.

My head cleared. I moved my eyes to
the turmoil around Amnson’s [llattened
body. Now I saw what the end-all of the
whole operation was, how the adoration
of movie fans gets localized and pin-
pointed in the infighting.

The women had given up their broad
swiping movements and were now rum-
maging in, feinting at, picking over,
Anson’s groin, cach trying to shoulder
the others aside, each intent on estab-
lishing her exclusive squatter’s rights 1o
these hallowed precincts. It's all very
well to knock out the enemy’s outposts.
That's part of the softening-up process.
But ultimately vou have to strike at the
other guy's G.H.Q. or you're not cim-
paigning seriously.

Anson was curled into a wretched ball,
his hands trying ineflectually 10 shield
his middle. The marauding hngers 1ore
indifferently through them. 1 couldn’t
get to him to help, I couldn’t get near,

I thought: let the wars of the [uture
be fought exclusively with weapons that
aim at the male privates and very quick-
Iy, Tor the first time in human history,
wir will become outmoded as a form of
contest between man and man because
ach gent will be so preoccupied with
trying to defend his most precious and
delicate possessions with his hands that

he will have neither the inclination nor
the instrumentation to take a poke at
anybody else.

We were saved, finally, by the guards.
A conungent of them wrrived on the
scene and, one way or another, sweated
their way 1o Anson’s side. 1 was right
behind them. They managed w heave
the mob back.

Then Tafty was scrambling toward us
and yelling, *Quick! The side door!™

I helped Anson to his feet. His belt
had been torn apart and his pants were
half-off. He fumbled with them.

“The minor adjustments can come
later,” I said. 1 pulled him toward the
side entrance, through a path which the
guards had cleared.

At the door, he jerked away from us
and stopped. He was panting, his eyes
were inoa blaze. He surveyed the riot-
ing grouper-laced women, still in a lusty
free-for-all with the guards, with a
sweeping wildness.

He bellowed: *T only cook the slop,
you eat it! I spit out the idea of Cellu-
loid at the end of the working day but
you go on wolfing the stulf right through
the night and scream for bigger help-
ings! Your bellies are full of Celluloid!
When's the last time vou had solid food?
You think you're going to get any nutri-
vuon, making a meal out of me?”

They pressed  against  the guards,
mouth-manifesting, straining o get at
their main course again, determined to
bite their initials into the hide that
was treacherous enough to crease with
use.

“Want their adoration®” Anson panted
at Taffy. “Learn the going price! Keep
track shoes handy, girl! Pray for no
trafhe!”

“Hope I'll be a good distance runner!”
Taffy breathed back. Her eyes were wide
with the uture, when she would be a
ranking brass ring: no marginal notes
discernible. “One thing sure, never was
a sitter! Let "em chase me! When I'm
my own audience, damned if I don’t
chase myself! All over the place!”

I wasn’t listening, I was studying An-
son Luddy with fascination. Now, even
now, with the jawers still howling, a
slowed and slacked Charlemagne  cor-
nered in a most family-type Jarama and
facing camera-bearing Moors and san-
daled Vishinskys who were no respecters
of Metrecal dicts, even now he had his
fingers plowing through his golden locks
in an effort to restore the carcfully di-
sheveled Luddy look: he was not at the
wrong end of the staring: he cared about
how he showed up in the eye of the
beholder: he was an actor.

“Let’s go somewhere and comb our
hair!™ 1 said, intending no slight to any-
body's bents or dedications.

I pulled at him. We ran.
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BESNE'YILEND EGR KDULTS (continued [rom page 166)

The Chicago Club (116 E. Walton St.),
opened to members in February 1960, is
the prototype of all the Clubs and shares
with the New York Club the distinction
of having one of the two VIP Rooms. The
Miami Club (opened May 1961). located
on a palm-studded 10,000-squarc-foot cs-
tate at 7701 Biscayne Blvd., has its own
private docking lacilitics. "The New Or-
leans Club (opened Ocober 1961). sct in
the heart of the French Quanter at 727
Rue Iberville, just ofl Bourbon Sureet,
maintains the Crescent City's old-world
tradition with its decor ol crystal chan-
deliers, shuttered windows, fountains and
slate floors. From one aar till the wee
hours, a Dixicland hand keeps this Club
jumping. The clegantly and claborately
appointed New York Club  (opened
December 1962). set in the heart ol
Gotham’s swank cafd-socicty section at 5
East 59th St. is the world’s most lavish
night club. The Club once again will be
the exclusive domain of its members, as a
recent court ruling (pending appeal) has
established  that [acilitics may be re-
stricted to kevholders only.

So much for the past and present. As
for the [uture, Avt Buchwald, comment-
ing on Playboy in his column, wrote:
“Today girls. tomorrow the world.” He
wasn’'t kidding. although columnist Bert
Bacharach, writing in the Los Angeles
Herald Examiner, was pulling someone’s
rabbit-loot when he archly inquired,
“Will there be a branch of The Playvboy
Club in Bunnv Falls, Arizonaz”

No. Bert. Bunny Falls, despiwe its
charming name, hardly fits our require-
ments for urbanity, but vest assured that,
within the foreseeable fuware, the Plavhov
key will open Club doors in virtually
cvery part ol this country. as well as
major citics around the world.

Our fivst international Bunny hop will
take place Late this vear, when the Manila
Playboy Club will be opened to key-
holders. Located in the penthouse ol the
L. L. Kaugbhak Building on Mabint St.,
the Club will provide a magnificent view
ol Manila Bay. Members from any part of
the world will be given the red-carpet
weatment by specially trained Bunnies
chosen from ouwr domestic warren. and
kevholders will enjov. in addition to the
regular Club menu, exquisite selections
of exotic local delicacies, Unique 1o the
Manila Club will he a sevies ol four pri-
vate rooms, available for small banquets
and business meetings.

The next international Clul will be in
Toronto and should he ready by the
middle of next vear. Sites are currently
being swrveved in London, Paris. Rome
and other major Furopean cities. and

226 Playboy Clubs are also planned for

Mexico City. Honolulu, Tokyo, San Juan
and many ol the major cities ol South
America.

The most spectacular of the domestic
Clubs, scheduled for early 1965, will be
in Los Angeles. The “Disneyland™ con-
cept will be curried to its ultimate ex-
vreme here for, in addition to the Club
[acilitics, the S10.000.000 Los Angcles
complex will include a swank hotel. office
suites, swimming pool, shopping arcade,
barbershop, health club, cabanas, private
hanquer and conference rooms. Almost
hall of the hotel's 200 rooms will be in
the luxury class. and many of these will
be the last word in Lwishness, with bi-
level living room-hedroom accommodi-
tions. mascaline walnut decor. built-in
wardrobe [acilities, hi-h and bars. (Key-
holder Dunny Kaye has already reserved
i perninent suite for business guests.)
The entertainment section ol the Holly-
wood Club will include a Living Room,
Playmate Bar (complete with underwater
window [or a bewer view of bikinied Bun-
nies swimming in the ])ool). VI Room,
Playroom. Playpen with Piano Bar and,
high atop the 10-story hotel tower, a
glass-enclosed Penthouse showroom, with
the most breath-tiking view of the city in
wll ol Los Angeles. The Cartoon Corner
will be expanded o include an all-night
colleeshop lor stavaup-laters and there
will be a heliport on the rool for casy
transportation to and from the Los An-
seles Adrport.

San Frandisco will have the fist Playboy
Club lor California members. however;
patterned alwer the swinging Clubs in
Chicago and St. Louis. hut with an addi-
tional clegance all its own, the San Fran-
cisco Club facilities will be ready this
spring. Other key dties scheduled 1o re-
ceive Phwvbov Clubs within the next lew
months: Detroit. Baltimore, Boston, At
Lanea and Kansas City: negotiations are
presently under way for Clubs in Min-
neapolis and Washington, D.C. by late
in the coming year. Prospects lor a Play-
boy Club Ski Lodge in the East and a
vear-round Plavboy Club Resort in Ne-

vada are being investig

ated: plans are
also being developed for a Plavbov Club
Barber Shop. Steam Bath and Men's
Shop. adjacent to the Chicago Club.

In the not too distint future, members
will be able o enjov the warm welcome
of Limiliar Phivbov Club surroundings in
almost any major city o which they travel
— hoth here and abroad. But the expand-
ing Club Iacilities are just o part of the
exciting news lor Phavboy Club members:
Starting next month, kevholders will be-
gin receiving an entertaining pew maga-
zine, 1'1P — The Playboy Club Maga-
sine, with all manner ol leatares, news

and information about the Clubs, new
plans and innovations, storics on the
Bunnies (including a regular Bunny ot
the Month pictorial), show business per-
sonalities who are playing the Playboy
Club Circuit, and the members them-
sclves. The Plavboy Club is also introduc-
ing a Credit Card for all keyholders (in
addition to the oflicial silver membership
key) that will not only be more con
venient to carry, and facilitate more efli-
cient and accurate taking ol orders in the
Clubs. but will soon be a valuable source
ol additional credit for our members —
lor hotel accommodations in Plavboy
Club  cities.  international  travel, the
purchase of Plavboy Products, vilts, ctc,
Membership in The Playboy Club is
growing increasingly valuable, but Char-
ter Membership in many areas is sull
only 525 (the Standard Membership is
S50 — though present plans call for in-
creasing it to S0 in the Chicago area in
the near luture and elsewhere later). To
help pay for the continuing Plavboy Club
expansion. an anuual Service Charge of
S5, comparable to that charged by all of
the major credhit-card companies, will he
introduced after the first of the year.
Because of the special success of the
St. Louis Plavboy Club, which is a lran
chisc owned by nearly 100 of the St. Louis
members. and in order to permit a more
vapid expansion of the Plavboy Club
operation on a world-wide basis, Pub-
Lisher-President Hugh M. Helner  has
announced plans to again make i limited
number ol Cluly Tranchises available to
responsible members ol the business and
professional community in certain cities.
(Club ranchises were oviginally granted
for a briel period when Plavboy Clubs

International first commenced operation
in 1960, but were discontinued soon alter
it hecame apparent how extraordinarily
successful  the Clubs were  bhecoming.)
Helner indicates that Iranchises will not
be granted 1o individuals or small groups.
except as a nucleus — potentially repre-
senting a large number of the prolessional
and business men in any city. dramatically
demonstrating the real interest that a par-
ticular community has in the carly avvival
ol a Phivboy Club there. In this way. the
cities whose men ol means and influence

are most interested in having their own
Playboy Club. and most apt to strongly
stpport it once it is there, will be the first
to have the Clubs.

For [urther information on member-
ship. franchises. or any other aspect of
The Playboy Club aperation, write Play-
boy Clubs International, Inc., Plavboy
Building. 232 E. Olio Street, Chicago,

Hlinois otall.
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DAVID MERRICK

director and evervone mad.”

Still, Merrick is not just a money
raiser who leaves creativity 1o his hired
hands. Once the director has had an
opportunity to shape the show, when it is
nearly ready for worvout, Merrick will
move in and begin making suggestions,
In doing this. he reveals a keen knowl-
edge of the details of the theater world.
He knows which painter in which design
shop is best at painting cortain kinds of
sets. He knows the physical specifications
of dozens of theater buildings in Furope
and the United States. He is insistent that
his shows look atuactive, that the stage is.
as he pus it “dressed.” Merrick had the
back wall of the sct for Oliver! painted
five times untl he had exactly the color
he thought proper 1o the mood of the
show.

Such dedicated attention to detail s
one ol the reasons that Merrick's opera-
tion is as cleanly cilicient as it is. Carni-
val! once closed in Boston on a Sawurday
night and opened again i San Fran-
cisco on  Monday night. Any  other
producer would have allowed a week or
mote (o be lost in transporting his show
across the continent.  Merrick  shaved
davs and dollars off the operation. Har-
old Rome, the composer, sums it up by
saying, “He organizes the whole thing.
He gets the most out ol it. He's got the
best backstage men in the business and
he keeps them.”

To keep the best men in the husiness,
Merrick leams over backward., He shifig
his people from one show 1o another 1o
make sure that they e emploved all
the time. On opening uights many of
his emplovees receive personal telegr
or notes rom hiom, thanking them lor
their contributions o the new  show.
Often there are gifis —silver cgaretie
cases or radios or gift cortificates 1o some
of New York's better stores. Vereran em-
plovees are anvited 1o invest in Mer-
rick’s shows, an opportunity that few
producers extend to their stafls. In AMer-
rick’s case, this &y an opportunity.

But there is another quality about
Merrvick that keeps his team tied to him.
There is charisma. Leo Herbert, AMerrick’s
chiel prop man, says, “The schedule he
sives us is rough. But vou don’t leel like
vou're wasting vour lile. IT I'm going to do
this as a joh. I'd rather have spem the
prime of my life with o man like Merrick
who is the prime man in the theiater to-
dav.” This kind ol esprit de corps ex-
plains much about Merrick's success.

Backing  up  Merrick’s indisputably
good business sense is his flair [or oftheat
advertising and publicity. He s the thea-
ter's most {reewhecling [k, alert wo any
opportunity lor kicking up comment or
coutroversy. Merrick savs, “At tmes my

(vontinued from page 150)

tactics are cheap, even. They lack dig-
nitv. But they work.” These tactics are
best illustrated by what Merrick did to
promote Fanny.

Merrick began by looking up a burly,
bearded ballyhoo artist named James Ster-
ling Moran (profiled in reavsoy, Seprem-
ber 1961). Moran’s oddball specialty was
— and still is— the engincering of hoopla.
His talent for extravagant nonsense
appealed to Merrick’s own peculiar taste
for theatrical gimmickery, and together
the two men mapped out a campaign that
has since become legendary., One night
alter the ply had opened, Moran and a
motley collection ol his [riends stole into
Central Park lugging a large, heavy object.
The next morning someonce “discovered”
that a Luger-thandife nude statue of
Nejla Ates, the Turkish belly dancer in
Fanny, had been placed atop o vacam
pedestal in the park. The statue lured
droves ol newspapermen, photographers,
and TV reporters o the park, lew of
whom [ailed o mention Fanny in their
sLorics.

Stunt lollowed stunt, and the fanfaron-
ade for Fanny helped wrn this show into
istunning success, setting a pattern for
the future. Now Merrick began mounting
one show after another, each one accom-
panicd by the wildest and noisicst bally-
hoo campaign Broadway had experienced
in a generation. For his next production,
The Matchmalker, Merrick and Moran
imported an English taxicab and vented
an orangutan. They put the ovangutan in
the Tront seat, inconspicuously chained
in place so it appeared 1o be driving the
vehicle. Moran himself ¢ Limbered hehind
the real steerving wheel in the back seat
and proceeded 1o drive it round Manhat-
tan. Stwrtled New Yorkers did  double
takes at the sight of the simian chaullenr,
As they rubbed their eyes in astonish-
ment. they saw a sign on the b that
proclumed: "I am wiking my master to
see The Matchmalker.”

No stunt was too hackneyved or too
kookic for Merrick. For Romanoff and
Juliet he el back on o hoary Hollvwood
stanclard. a phony talent hunt for an
ingenue. For The World of Suzie Wang
he threw i huge party in Chimatown,
distributing stage money with the name
ol the show printed on it — luwving pre-
viouslv arvanged with local mercimts 1o
aveept the sarip as Tegal wender. For Look
Back in Anger Merrick and  Moran
arranged for a4 woman o leap up out
of the audience and slap an acor in
the face. The wonuan claiimed  noisily
that she had been infuriated by wha
the actor was saving. Later she admitted
she'd been paid 5250 by Merrick to do
the job.

When Destry Rides Again, a musical

Western. opened. Merrick filled the strect
outside the theater with cowboys, com-
pounding the confusion by dumping siw
dust and horse manure in the gutter. For
Ivma la Douwce, Mervick atracted attention
by having a squad ol men appear on the
street lugging an frma-postered  pissois
around with them.

When Major Gordon Cooper, the as-
tronaut, came w New York recently
e honored by a ticker-tape parade, Me
rick reasoned that the press would be
hungry for something a bit different
from the routine photos and speeches
that go with a hero’s welcome. Picking
up a phone. he inveigled Major Coopa
to attend a performance of the aptly
titled comedy, Stop the World — T Want
to Get Off. The space hero's attendance
was duly noted in Life and hundreds ol
newspapers around the nation.

Space, as a matter of fact, is something
AMerrick knows all about. “I'm the na-
tion's leading space thiel,” he proudly
clinims.

Anvone who has managed to manipu-
Late the press as cffectively as Merrick
has is bound to develop some scorn for
it. Marrick’s contempt is  houndless.
“Ninery-cight percent ol what is written
about me is crap, lies” he says. “I'm
against reedom ol the press. Its heen
mightily abused. T don’t give a damn if
anyone writes about me. All T care about
is a forum to scll myv product. Given a
choice, T'd repeal that part of the Con-
stitution that deals with freedom ol the
press. There's invasion ol privacy, dele-
tions, misquotes. Don’t talk o me about
freedom of the press”” Merrick's attitude
is sunmmed up by a note hie once sent to an

-unfriendly newspaperman: “You haven't

slindered me in 10 davs. What's hap-
pening:”

Merrick sees the press as a gigantic
power ranged against him. The press is
The Establishment his eyes, and at its
pinnacle sits the Great Gray Lady, The
New York Times. “The Times” savs
Merrick. “is alwavs a lirst-class object lor
my anti-establishment feelings. ICs just
100 vards down the street from my oliice
and just becruse it's so big and powerful,
it brings out all my pyrotechuic instincts.
At times T olind mvsell in Sth Avenue
harvdware stores buving kerosene.™

But il Merrick s merely hostile toward
the press, hie s positively vitriolic about
crities. Dheater orities. as he sees them,
are a cabal ol cutthroats whose sole ob-
ject in lile is the dismemberment of
David Mervick and all he stands for,
Merrick’s point is that the power ol the
crities s overcentralized. He
plained e this way: “ The morning ori-
cisms e picked up and broadeast by
radio and TV: the morming crities have
some  national  svodicatton:  the  news
services broadcast the first opinions by

has  ex-




the time the afternoon critics are ]Jl'illll_‘l.l,
and the show is either accented as a hit
or a miss. . . . There are 21 critics in
the Drama Crities Cirdle. I have had
shows which 17 of these critics liked, but
two of the all-important morning critics
didn’t. I was dead unless 1 went o work
and fought to beat the handicap. Stop
and figure. Two judges out of 21 can
destrov vou. Why, a murderer gets a
better deal than that from a jury ol 12,7

Not being the kind ol fcllow w0 ke
such odds lying down, Merrick has wried
10 turn the tables on them by making
the critics, against their will. pawns in
his own publicity game. 'The skirmishing
began long ago. In Toronto where he
went 1o help Launch the tour of his show
Do Re Mi, Merrick made news by oan-
nouncing boldly that “"Toronto has the
three worst critics in North America.” In
Boston, Mcerrick tried wo ban the Globe's
second-string eriue, kevin Kelly, lvom the
opening ol Subways Arve for Sleeping. 1
consider Mr. Kelly as incompewent wo act
as a critic,” he announced. In New Yok,
Meorrick tangled with Walter Kevr ol the
Hervald Tribune, launching a onc-man
campaign that soon became known as
“High Noon at Sardi’s.”

When Ofiver! opened, Merrick ook o
radio o berate kerr, terming him “hor-
ribly dull” and suggesting that listeners
read Kerr instead of swallowing sleeping

pills. He later sent Kerr a photo showing
lines of ticket buvers queued up in [ront
of the Oliver! box office. Kerr replied
with a telegram that siid: "1 LOvE THE
PICTURE OF YOUR MOTHER,”

Another ume when Merrick was dis-
pleased by Kerr's wreatment of one ol his
plavs, he had the full text of a tavorable
review by the New York Post's critc.
Richard Waus. set i the tvpe and
lformat ol & Tribune review. He then
bought space in the Trib and watched
happilv as the paper's ad depariment,
Fling 1o note ns signihcance. ran the
ad on the drama page, a divect slap
Kerr. This was merelv o windup, how-
ever, for a much more widely publicized
stunt in which Merrick wackled all the
CrILICs il Onee.

When Swbiweays Arve for  Sleeping
opencd in December 1961, the seven

major New York critics give it thyee
sharply negative reviews and lour rang
ing rom mildly critical o wepidly posi
tive. Howard Taubman ol the
said the show “stumbles as if suflering
from somupambulism.”  Kerr said 0
moved as htfully as “the holiday wathe.”
The play, he wrote, was “limp” and
lacking in “get-up-and-go.” Others called
the play “disappointing . . . leeble . . .
without distinction,” and so lorth. But
on January 4, 1962, in the first edition
ol the Hervald Tribune, a full-page ad

Times
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appeared entitled “7 out of 7 are eestati-
callv unanimous.” Bencath this breathless
headline ran the names of cach ol the
seven critics. Next to Taubman’s name
were the words: “One of the few great
musical comedies of the last 30 vears. one
ol the best ol our time.” Next o Rerr's
name the words, “What a show! What a
hit! What a solid hit!” rang out. Other
comments anged from “Best musical
of the century © L Labulous - . . i knock-
out . .." o “as hne a prece of work as
our stage can be asked o give us.”

The ad did not lie. It did not say
that the Howard Taubman, or the Wal-
ter Kerr or Richard Watts quoted in it
were drama oritics. It merely made i
appear that the comments cime from the
gentlemen ol the press. Mermick’s press
acents. on orders rom him, had scoured
metropolitin-area twelephone books lor
prople bearing the same names as the
eritics. The Walter Kerr quoted in the ad
was @ man in the housewares business, loy
example. The Howard Taubman was
an audio-equipment salesman. The Rich-
ard Watts was a printing  supervisor.
Merrick had rounded up his squad ol
pseudo critics, wined them, dined them.
and sat them down o wiitch the show.
Later his press agents had “helped them”
with their statements.

Alerrick had submited the ad o the five
New York newspapers, and had been
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wrned down everywhere but at the Trih.
where the same sleepy advertising depart
ment that had allowed his carlicr wrick ad
to cet through now gooled agiain. When
Merrick turned up hackstage that nizht
with a copy ol the Tiihune’s first edition,
Svducy Chaplin reaalls. “His eyes were
dancing. He was delighed.” The rick
drummed up more publicity for the play
than almost any other in his coeer. Fhe
Trib nsell was reduced o running o
red-Taced story about it Tome magazine
devoted three quarters of a page to chuck-

ling over it

“I thought the ad would stir things
up.” Merrick chortled.

Among the things it stirred up was
the ire of the Bewer Business Burcau
which denounced the ad as
conlusing to the public and blatanly
misleading.” To which Merrick replied.
“I never hend ol the Beuer Business
dureat. Is that anvthing like the Diners’
Club:™

This stunt, however.
comic prelude to i more serious episode
in Merrick's conllict with the erities. Fo
a long time his most caustic comments
had been reserved lor Taubman of the
Times. He once publidy urged Taub-
man to get “vocational guidance.” An-
other time he wivd to place an ad in
the Times pleading “Bring Back Brooks
Atkinson.”  When  Taubman  panned
Subwavs, Mervick fired ofl a telegram wo
him saving “Congratuliations on hnally
expressing an opinion.” Irked by another
Taubman review, Merrick had it trins-
Lited into Greek and published it in his

“deceptive.

wis mercly a

ads.

The humor drammed out of this cun-
paign. however, Tast April. when Merrick
wirned up on the NBC Tonight show.
What [ollowed was a tivade during which
Merrick mixed hard-sell plugs lor his
shows with thar  Taubman
feeds poisoned nuts o squirrels. takes
“wiT PaINT signs olf park benches, and
abandons old ladics in the middle ol the
misdemeanors. He
Taubman’s

suggestions

street — among other

read a prayer asking  for
removal, and  displayed 2 photo of a

diapered baby with the caption. “Time
for a Change.” This wasteless perlorm-
ance, delivered deadpan. went on for 30
minutes. At one point Johnny Carson,
host ol the show, asked Merrick: “Do
vou and Mr. Taubman cever speak at
allz Merrick replicd: “No. I'm alvaid
not. He was invited to come over here
tonight but refused.” What made all this
cven more craceless was the fact tha
Taubman had, in fact. not been invited
1o appear.

[e was such a poor, unsportsmanlike per-
formance that Merrick himsell realized
he had let his tongue ran wild. In an un-
usual retreat he wrote a briel apology to
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Taubman and admitted publicly: T got
curied away. The situation on the To-
night show got out of hand and ugly. ]
subsequently decided it had been undig-
nified and that I'd done Taubman an in-
justice, so 1 wrote him an apology.” He
went on to make i rare and perceptive
comment about himsell, the kind of
statement few public figures would dare
1o make: "1 think perhaps I've become
a captive ol my stormy-petrel
image,” Merrick said. “and that here-
alter 1 should stick 1o producing shows
and lev other people do the public
performing.”

Antics Jike these suggest that Mer-
rick is a noisy, Barnumesque  extro-
vert. Ironically, nothing could be further
[rom the truth. Says one yvoung actress
who dated him brielly, “He's one ol the
shyest. most repressed and inhibited peo-
ple 1 ever met” Says another friend:
“In social situations Merrick s often
overtly ill at ease. He's grateful when you
call someone over to speak to him. Other-
wise he stands by himsell.”

A poignant scene is conjured up by
the Iriend who recalls one particularly
wild party auended by Merrick. The af
fair took place in the baronial apartment
maintained by Jim Moran in a big old-
fashioned house on New York's West Side.
In this 10-room pad, Moran keeps, along
with an astonishing collection of other
oddments like Afvican drums, ancient
zthers and a mantrap, a huge ward-
rohe ol theatrical costumes from Merrick
productions. At this party each guest
was asked 10 don the costume of his or
her choice. The resule might be discreetly
described  as a general  relaxation  of
restraint. Merrick loosened his enough to
don the threecornered hat and  silk
britches of an 18th Century outfit. But
even in |||;:s(|utr;ult-, even amidst the
revelry and racket of a pulsating party,
Merrick is remembered as standing, re-
mote and silent, disconnected from the
surrounding abandon.

Similarly, until a lew vears ago Mer-
rick had the habi, when walking, of
masking the lower part of his face with
his hand. as il hiding. It was called 10
his atiention and he has stopped doing
it, but the gesture was symbolic ol his

own

shyness. This reserve s stll reflected in
the long silences with which Merrick
interrupts what might be termed  his
intermittent nonconversation.

Merrick himsell dechares: “I'm quict
and reserved. All this tlambovance is a
culeulated image. IUs part ol being a pro-
ducer. Having  recognized that  there
must be showmanship off the stage as
well as on it, I work at it. So now I'm
colorful,” he adds wryly. “It’s a role 1
play. For some people being Hamboyant
comes naturally. Not lor me.”

“I coll ot “prel*™

Thus, while Merick is, with one
hand, inviting all the publicity he can
get, he s, at the same tme, fighting
almost obsessively to maintain a wall of
secrecy athout his private life. Among the
dozens ol Iriends, associates, and co-
workers with whom 1 spoke, only one
had ever seen the inside ol his apart-
ment. Merrick. himself, refuses even to
tell anyone where he lives. (It is in a
luxury apartment house on West 55th
Street in Manhatan.) The only excep-
tion to the rule ol exclusion is Byron
Goldman, a hald. thin-lipped whip ol
a man, one ol Merrick’s oldest financial

backers, who happens o live in the same
Merrick talk 10
anvone about his carly davs in St Louis,
about his Lamily. or his marriage. He
was [urious when The New York Times

building. refuses 1o

ran an article describing his wrong-side-
ol-the-tracks bovhood. Recently, when a
columnist reported  that Maerick had
sceretly married Jeanne Gilbert, the at-
wactive blonde ex-wife ol the New
York Daily Mirror's movie critic, Mer-
rick was besieged by reporters asking
lor confirmation or denial. His cryptic

reply: “1 couldn’t be married. I'm only
10 years old.”
= m e

Surprising though it may be to some
pt.'opl(', the fact 1s that once even David
Merrick was 10 years old. Merrick was
born in 1911, in St. Louis, the son of Celia
and Samuel Margulois, and the youngest
of five children. His father was a modest
shopkeeper. The home was not a happy
one, and when David was still a bov his
parents were divorced. He was raised by a
sister. attended Central High School and
ran for the presidency of his senior class.
Already imbued with anti-establishmen-
tarianism, he campaigned on an anti
fraternity  program. Lawer he went 10
Washington University for a few yeans
where he studied  dramatics, wrote a
play or two. and worked at odd jobs
to help support himsell. He wanslerred
to St. Louis University, a  Catholic
school, in 1935, and. at the uwrging ol
his Tamily, studied law, a profession (o
which he has about as much respect as
he has for the press. All this time he
floated quictly around the periphery of
the little-theater movement of the city,

feeling somewhat excluded and self-con- 533
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scious about being both Jewish and poor.
In 1957, Merrick received his law de-
aree. Soon alterward, he marvied Lenore

Beck. o girl he had met as a student. who
ACCESSIBLE shortly therealer mherited an - estate

worth ibout S200.000. The vounyg lawyer

practiced more or less lackadaisically —
_— his principal inwerest continued w0 be

the theater —and he would sally Torth
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tation as the producer of The Male

Animal, The Corn is Green and other
Broadway hits.

Au this tme, Merrick was also begin-
ning to make important contacts. among
them Max Brown and Byron Goldman,
both ol them successlul Broadway in-
vestors. One day Brown and Goldman
came to Merrick with a comedy called
Clutterbuck. Merrick decided now was
the time to trv his own wings. The
property was about ready for tryout in
Denver. Merrick flew west 10 take a look
at it liked what he saw, and came in as
co-producer. When they brought it 1o
Broadway, however, it faltered. Merrick,
beginning to show some ol the publicity
sense that would characterize him Later
on, dug in his heels. He ran a contest [or
sexy limericks o advertise the play. He
had the fictional “Mr. Clutterbuck” paged

. bring out N i m Manhattan hotel lobbics. He pumped

the playmale_ inher... ' : advertising money into the press. By such

give her ’ : | measures he managed 10 keep the play
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rate musical, so he flew o France to buy
the theatrical vights to the property from
Pagnol. But Merrick was a nobody then,
and Pagnol was rich and famous. Pagnol
cluded him. Merrick pursued, nagged,
cajoled. For three years, on and off, he
kept after Pagnol, until at last the French-
man relented. During the interim Merrick
invested in a few productions himself,
witited, schemed and dreamed. Now, at
last, with the rights in his pocket. he
began to assemble a company. He talked
Josh Logan into divecting. Harold Rome
into writing the score. He got Albert and
Frances Hackett, and Later S. N. Behrman,
to do the book. He snagged Ezio Pinza
and Walter Slezak o appear in it

For Mervick, Fanny was a desperate
make-or-break proposition. If it lailed,
he was convinced, he wonld have to re-
e to St. Louis in defeat 1o practice
law. Fortunatcly, all ol Merrick’s hard
work, his perseverance. and the money
he poured into advertising and promo-
tion. paid off. Fanny was i s h hae It
ran for two years, and Merrick was on
his way. He hasn't stopped since.

There followed The  Matchmalker,
Look Back in Anger. Romanofl and
Juliet, an ill-lated  musical  named
Jamaica, an English play. The Enter-
tainer, with Laurence Olivier. Then
came The Waorld of Suzie Wong. He
tried doing Maria Golovin, a musical by
Menouti. Later he did La Plume de Ma
Tante, Destry Rides Again, and Gy psy,
a biz, highly successful musical. Along
with the brassv. flossy shows, he imported
[rom England scrious  dramas  like
Epitaph for George Dillon, 4 Taste of
Honey and Becket. In all there have been
29 Merrick productions. and. says Mer
rick, 21 of these have made back their
money or piled up profits. This score, by
comparison with the records ol other
producers, is astonishing.

For Merrick the theater became an all-
absorbing concern, so absorbing that he
has had almost no home lile. His mar-
viage seemed to dissolve graduall
a few years ago he quictly divorced
Lenore Beck. Sandwiched in somewhere
between his jaunts o London, Puaris,
Los Angeles or Miami, between
breakfusts at the Plaza. and midnight
snacks at the Ritz in Boston. bhorween
the transcontinental telephone calls. his
arguments  with  agents, his  publicity
making and critic baiting. he has found
time for only a paper-thin sliver of social
life. “If vou have oo many Iriends.” he
savs, “its a commitment to socialize. |
don’t have time for that. You're lucky il
in a lifetime you can find two or three
real Iriends. 1 conhne mysell to a very
few.” Oue ol these, it may be presumed,
is Jeanne Gilbert, who goes around tell-
ing newspaper people that she is mar-
1ied to Merrick, a status Merrick refuses

his

1o cither confirm or deny publicly. Mer-
rick says, “Don't get any notion that my
life is only theater. There's time Tor a
private life. But nobody sces this other
arca ol my life.”” Perhaps so. I it exists,
he keeps it so well-hidden that not only
journalists but even many ol his closest
working associates and Iviends — il this
term is truly applicable — know nothing
ol it. A more likely guess is that at the
center ol all this activity lies a phantom.
Lu the words ol one acquaintance: “David
never reveals himsell. Maybe he's got
nothing to reveal.”

It may be precisely this concentration
ol energy and attention that has made
Merrick the influence he has been on
the legitimate theater in America. His
impact  has been prolound. He  has
brought with him innovations and he
has reintroduced old but lorsotien tech-
niques into the husiness ol the theater,
He has. for example, revolutionized ad-
vertising, "He started  the  advertising
trend in the theater all over again.”
says Harold Rome. He has brought back
ballvhoo. He has experimented. When
Oliver! opened, Merrick took it first to
Los Angeles, rather thin to New Haven
or Boston or Philadelphia, the tradi-
tional tryout towns. Recently he dis
cussed the possibility of having his shows
broadcast coast 1o coast by welevision on
opening nights. His impact on the busi-

ness is most evident in the employvment
that he provides. Jim Moran’s comment
that “actors should eenuflect when he
zoes by, mav be a bit extravagant. But
there is no  question  that  Merrick's
clforts o make the business more effi-
cient, his development of what is, in
cifect, “mass production™ for the theater,
has meant work for hundreds. Broadway
without Merrick shows would begin o
approximate @ ghost town. Moreover,
Merrick has not been afraid to open the
doors to newcomers. Not only has he
used voung people in important roles,
he has opened another door, too. Mer-
rick fought the stagehands union to
break down its anti-Negro barriers. Now
the union has Negro members. Merrick
is credited with being the first producer
10 hire a Negro stage manager. He is not
a crusader. He merely hires the best
prople he can hind.

Much criucismn has been leveled at
Merrick for his failure o favor original
American plavs. He is accused of being a
“supermanrket” because of his high pro-
ductivity and a mere “importer” because
he has brought over so many shows from
England. One young playwright voices
the bitterness ol many when she says,
“The irony is that he could do so much
bewer. This is a fellow who could sell
manure with lantern slides if he wried. He
could pur on quality plays and sell them
to the public.”

| ot W e =

B

“Yourealize, of course, that you started
oul with two strikes against you.”
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The lact is that Merrick is first of all an
entreprencur. He is not an admirver of
off-Broadway or the avantgarde. Bug
within the limits of commercialism he
has done well by quality. For every Suzie
IWong, which one ol his stafl refers to as “a
picee of erap.” he has produced a Becket
or an Epitaph for George Dillon. He has,
in fact, virtually compelled his investors
1o pick up the tab Tor quality productions
that scemed likely to lose money, by
warning them that il they failed to sup-
port these shows he might cut them out
of the big moneymikers. This is a brand
of guts that is refreshing on Broadway.

Even victims ol Merrick’s formidable
temper often admit that he has been, on
the whole, a good inltuence on Broad-
way. Joshua Logan, the director. hiud so
much trouble with Merrick during the
production of Fanny that he refused 10
speak to him. According
apocryphal story. they were once trapped

to a possibly

ogether in a stalled clevator for a
quarter of an hour. but neither spoke a
word. not even to vell for help. Yet
Logan subsequently worked with Mer
rick again, and has said that Merrick
vave him “a whole
work in the theater.” Herman Shumlin,
the producer in whose office Merrick
served  his apprentic
talk to me about Merrick when 1 called
him. “I'm sick ol Merrick,” he stormed
over the phone. When 1 reminded him

new incentive Lo

ip. reflused o

that he had helped Lunch Merrick, he
shot back: “We all have our sins!™ Yet
this same Shumlin has sawd Merrick is
“a milestone in owr modern theater . .. 1
don’t know ol anybody in my tume in
the theater who's done a job of pro-
ducing so well or on such a scale”

To the charge that he is an “importer”

and not a producer of native Ameri-
can works. Merrick replies. “1 see no
difference il 1T import a play Irom Phila-
delphia, or Bucks County or from Man-

“You, Comrade Sonya, have been chosen
to smuggle in the bombs.”

chester, England. or Oxford or Paris.
Forget about me. Whin has been the
record of the other producers? There was
only one American play ol consequence
on Broadway last scason — 1Whe's Afraid
of Virginta Woolf? T read it and liked it
and wried to get it 1 orang Albee's agent
but never heard from him. But other
than the Albee play, what do we have
on Broadway that's worth a damn other
than the imports:”
Recently  Merrick
another Broadway innovation. For years
he has supported the David Maerrick
Foundation. Thvough it hie has awarded
scholarships in the creative wts to Bran-
deis and Catholic University. Now he
has pumped [resh money mto the Foun-

announced  still

dation and anuwounced his intention o
produce, under its nonprohit auspices, a
series of essentially noncommerdial plays.
“There is a certain kind ol play which is
an indulgence,” he says. “There is no pos-
sibility ol its yielding a howanza. From an
investor's point of view, it's risk without
any great hope of reward. The Founda-
tion will put on plays like that. I'm the
sole contributor to the Foundation. 1
don't intend to take in other moncy.
I've made a lot of money in the theater
and I want o put it back. Alwer few
years, il the Foundation has wood record
I might go to the Rockefellers or the
Fords for additional help.”

Mervick insists that such noncommer-
cial plays should not be brought to the
marketplace handicapped by poor light
equipment, a drafty. badly main-
tained theater. poor costimes or props
and secondrate talent. “T'lL produce
these plays with Broadway standards and
promote them just like any Broadway

play.”

The st two productions set by the
Foundation are Luther, a drama by John
Osborne, in which Albert Finney will
play the Jead, and Artwro Ui i play by
Bertolt Brecht. adapted by George
Tabori and set in Chicago. Savs Merrick
about his Foundation, “This 1s a poor
man’s Lincoln Center f[or the Perform-
ing Arts.”

But while Marick conspires to build
his Foundation into something resem-

u a respectable colural foree, he is
busy, too, with plans for additional,
more conventional, Broadway shows. He
has. in the past yer or wwo, talked of

bling

tapering oll his high-pressure activity. He
has considered. and rejected. the idea of
taking a year ol Tor a leisurcly tour of the
world. returning, perhaps. with a new
view ol his lile and his work. He has also
turned down oflcrs 1o 2o into movie pro-
duction. or, for that matter, into pul-
licity. “I'm not disenchanted with the
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theater now,” savs Merrick. "But 1 have
a low boring point. If I get bored with it,
I'll o on 1o something else.”

In the meantime, he continues with
@ heavy schedule of work in progress.
1his scason, in addition to Arfuro Ui
and Lauther, he will produce a play
called The Relearsal, by Anouilh, Dolly,
a musical based on The Matchmalker,
and another based on the play. The
Rainmaker. He vattles ofl o list ol a
dozen other projects for the future —a
revue by Stan Freberg: o musical based
on The Pickwick Papers: Casalblanca:
Tecnacer Lovoe, a1 Danish musical: A
Candle for Si. [ude, a play about &
hallet school.

That Merrick's ?
are over seems unlikelv, There are few
siens that he is mellowing, or that the
chip he has borne on his shoulder since
hovhood is about o be retived. But i is
clear that he is doing some thinking about
his carcer and bis lite. The anti-establish
ment Merrick savs, “find suddenly I'm
some kind of tveoon. 1 cll it a toveoon:
A poor man’s wvcoon. By naune, I'm
against The Establishment T attack amy
thing biz. I'm like a Yorkshive terrier.
Suddenly T find Fmoreganded that way
myscllz I'm The Establishment. T don’t
like that much.”

It will no doubt surprise Merrick, and
“the big-
that some
who know him see him in a wtally dil-
fevene highe Savs Lelbman Engel, " Ad-
miring him as 1 do, and liking him as [
basically do. T also [eel Tor him pity —
something I've never heind anvone else

stormy pereel” days

those who conceive ol him as
vest hastard on Broadway,”

express.”
“David has driven a
away [rom him. The real
David Mervick — il he turned over @ new
leal tomorrow — might lose publicity. He
might not seem like such an s.0.b. 1o so
nuny people.
mendously. We desperately need David
Mervicks in the theater, but not the
David Merrick in the false picture. We
need the untiving David Memvick who
has ziven more ol himsell for the suc
cess of the theater than any man I know.
If he did mellow,

Jule Styne says:
lov ol people

But he would srow wre-

or trn over Gt new
leal tomorvow. he’d be home free. He
hasnt cven scratched  the surlace ol

being it producer vet. or doing what he
conld.”

And Merrick, himsell?
tation for being
a bitch,”
the time.

“I have a repu-
a rough, touzh son ol
he savs,
I have my own ideas. But that's

just part ol being a producer.”

“Sure [ am — part ol

His voice
is solt and persuasive as he speaks, with-
out dehiance, without scll-pity, but also
without a trace ol apology.
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PLAYBOY PHILOSOPHY

(continued from page 92)

beat girlfriend for the night, a sensuous
brunette,

These photographs are diflerent [rom
the bed sequence in the June issue of
PLAYBOY in several respects: In the Post
and Esquire photos, everyone is nude,
though partially hidden by covers: the
couples are embracing, or in physical
contact with one another; the couples
are not married.

We are left with the feeling that two
separate standards  are heing  applied
here: one for rraveoy: the other for
ceverybody else. If that is true, it is cer-
tainly not the first time. It happened
before in Chicago, when we opened the
first Playboy Club, and the same Corpo-
ration Counsel decided that key clubs
were illegal in Hlinois. Chicago had had
key clubs for 25 years. but duri
Playboy Cluly's first week ol ope
Corporation Counsel Melmiphy decided
that key clubs were illegal.

We wok the key dub question o
court —and we won it. We will do the
same with the obscenity charge. The
small fine is meaningless, but there are
issues involved here that are all-impor-
tant to anyone who believes in democ-
racy. Becuuse of the issues, we will fighe
this extralegal administrative action with
every resource at our command — for
ourselves, and for those others, less able
to defend themselves, who also sufler
intimidation and coercion at the hands
ol the bigots, the censors, the enemics
ol Ireedom, who are lorever atempting

to reshape society — by fair means or
foul —into their own twisted image of
what it should be.

In the next installment of “The Play-
boy Philosophy.” Editor-Publisher Hugh
M. Hefner completes his response to the
Junessue obseenity charge, offering ad-
ditional cvidence that 1t was less the
Jayne Mansficld piciorial than this out-
spoken editorial sevies that inttiated the
action, and revealing for the first time
the forces in Clicago, and throughout
the country, that arve most actively work-
ing agminsl PLAYBOY and against the
micresis of all men who wish to live free
and unobstvucted lives. thinking their
own thoughts. and able lo express those
thongits without interference or penaliy.
In the pevsonal explovation of this single
incident, and yelated tncidents involving
rLAYBOY n the past, Hefner makes s
strongest case yel for ihe separation of
chureh and state in maintaming a truly
free society. The details deservibed involve
PLAYBOY, bui the implications involoe
all of us. This is an installment of “The
Playboy Philosophy” thal no reader of
this publication will want to miss.

See “The Playboy Forum' in this issue
for readers’ comments — pro and con —
on subjecls yaised in previous install-
ments of the “Philosophy.” A limited
number of the fust seven paris have been
reprinted tn boolklet form and may be
liael by sending a check or money order
Jor 81 1o veaveoy, 232 E. Ohlio St., Chi-
cago, Hlinais 60611,
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PLAYBOY FORUM

(continued from page 78)

tion with religious taboo,” that those
“who wish to impose censorship not only
do not succeed in maintaining morals as
defined by a ruling class, but also do
succeed in creating the source of rebel-
lion and immorality. They create both
a consumer demand and the middleman.
. -« The forbidden begets demand and
demand will find a way.”

CANCER IN CALIFORNIA

I think vou will find of interest the
opinion ol the California State Supreme
Court in the case of Zeitlin ws. Arne-
bergh. The opinion. written for a unani-
mous Court, is by Associate Justice
Mathew O. Tobriner, and it represents
a significant and  farreaching  decision
in this arca of literary censorship.

I was one ol the attorneys ol record
(in association with A, L. Wirin and
Fred Okrand) vepresenting Jacob Zeit-
lin, a Los Angeles hookseller, in connec-
tion with a Tropic of Cancer case. This
was a civil action on behall ol the Amer-
ican Civil Liberties Union seeking a
declaratory judgment to the effect that
Tropic of Cancer was not obscene within
the meaning and scope of the Calilornia
ODbscenity Law.

At the time that this case was argued
belore the State Supreme Court. and
prior to that when the case was areued
belore the District Court of Appeals. the
Supreme Judicial Court of Massachusetts
had ruled that the book was constiu-
tionally protected. The District Court of
Appeals. in an incredibly bad opinion
by Justice Mildved Lillic, rejected the
Massachusetts vuling. upon which we
had. understandably. relied. At one point
in her opinion. Justice Lillie referred o
a statement by the Massachusens Court
to the effect that although the content of
the book was in many respects shocking
and competent  critics have
asserted the Court agreed  “that
Tropic has scrious purpose’™; and s,
therelore, entitled to constitutional pro-
tection. To which  Justice Lilliec com-
mented:  “These  oritics, listed in a
footnote, are all college  professors.”
Obviously. in her view, being a college
prolessor constitutes a fatal disability in
this arca.

My, Justice Tobriner and the other
Justices on the Swtte Supreme Court,
however. gave the Massachusetts opinion
a wholly diflerent and more respectlul
reception. Actually, the Tobwviner opin-
ion s magnilicent on several counts. It
represents a ruling by the Supreme Court
ol the State ol California and the only
dear ruling on this in the country, so
lar as 1 can ascertain, that “literary
value™ is the cquivalent of “redecming
social importance™; and gives the writing

ollensive,
andd



constitutional  protection. This repre-
sented a major objective in our presen-
tation of the case from its inception and
on appeal.

In addition, the opinion holds that
the question presented is one ol law for
the Court rather than a question ol fact
for the jury: that an action lor declara-
tory illtlglllclll is an ;lppropliul(‘ lorm
in this field: that the book is not porno-
graphic and cannot be banned. thereby
sustaining in full cach of our conten-
tions on appeal.

We proceeded in this case by way of
an action for declaratory judgment in
order to undercut the mushrooming in-
dividual criminal prosccutions in the
state. The Supreme Court recognized
the validity and essential wisdom ol this
approach.

This decision does not directly dispose
of the Bradley Smith conviction which
the City Attorney obtained recently in
Los Angeles. Smith was the Hollywood
bookseller who was convicted by a jury
in a Municipal Court on a misdemeanor
charge. This conviction was affrmed by
a lower appellate court. from which, un-
der our law, the appeal went, not 1o the
State Supreme Court, but divectly to the
United States Supreme Court. For all
practical purposes, however, the Zeitlin
decision assures a reversal of the Bradley
Smith conviction by the United States
Supreme Court when that case comes up
for hearing in Washington in October.
My hope is that the United States Su-
preme Court will use the Zeitlin decision
as a springboard and write a decision of
similar eflect and scope on a national
basis.

For these reasons. this decision by the
State Supreme Court has heen particu-
larly gratilving to me as it is to Mr.
Wirin and Mr. Okrand and others in
the ACLU who supported this suit from
its inception and through a long and
trying appellate procedure.

I have written at this great length be-
ciuse 1 know of Mr. Hefner's special
mterest m the Tropie of Cancer prose-
cution on a national level and i the
general ficld of censorship on the ground
of alleged obscenity.

Nathan L. Schoichet
Beverly Hills, California

BOOO!

I am dismayed to see that Publisher
Hefner's Philosophy — at least the first
20,000 or so words ol it —is heing orit-
wized, and apphuded, for the wrong
reasons. Its detractors surely ought 1o
point out that it is overblown and adoles-
cent in conception: vulgar. pretentious,
and exuwaordinarily tedious in execution.
I really can’t think why it should be
praised.

Stephen F. Hoffman
King's College

Cambridge, England

“A litde knowledge is a dangerous
thing,” as a thinly disguised  nihilis
once said. Does Mr. Heloer sincerely
ofler his shallow. Tacile and innuendic
criticism  as  philosophy?  Commercial
rraveoy is understandable: bue philo-
sophic pLavBOY — 'tis sad, s sad!

Charles H. Fewer
Lenoir Rhyne College
Hickory, North Carolina

Mr. Hefner's series presenting  The
Playboy Philosoply will most surcly es-
tablish him as one of America’s loremost
writers of humus.

H. A. Hedlund, President
The Montezuma State Bank
Monteruma, Kiansas

AUTHOR, AUTHOR?!

Did this fellow Hugh M. Helner really
write the sixth installment of The Play-
boy Phitosoply? Tt is a masterpicee. |
thought all that lellow did was examine
the Bunmnies.

Harry Golden
The Cavolina Isvaclite
Charlote, North Carolina

I am quite curious s to how much ol
The Playboy Philosophy is Nv. Helner's
own philosophy — not the cthics of his
stall or ghost writers. The series should
be read by people everywhere with g
clear, open mind.

Ralph W. Jones
Lexington, North Carolina

From the beginning ol My, Helner's
Playboy  Philosophy it has :mnp]vtrlg'
overwhelmed me. T is perhaps the maost
brilliant and all-consuming reading that
I have cncountercd o dine. 1t scoms,
however, a trifle mature lor & man not
yet 10 vears of age and stongly suggests
the collaboration ol an older gemins ol
the pen. Also, T find it difhicult to con-
ceive ol o oman as bhusy and determined
as Mr. Hefner nding the time 1o so
completely and  thoroughly - document
the primed  cditovials every 30 days.
May we have comment on this?

David Jolimson
Trenton, New Jersey

Editor-Publisher Hefner uses staff as-
sistance in tracking down specifie ve-
search matevial needed jor = The Playhoy
Philosophy.” but all of the thoughts are
his. and all of the writing is, also. The
cditorial sevies vepresents lay own, per-
sonal philosoply of life.

“The Playboy Forum™ offevs the op-
portunity for an extended dialoyg lre-
{ween readers and editors on subjects
and ixsues valsed imoowr conlinuing edi-
torial series, “The Playboy Philosophy.”
Address all correspondence on cither the
“Philosoply”™ or the “Forum™ to: The
Playboy Forum, viavsoy, 232 [ Ohio
Street, Chicago, Hlinois, 60611,

ELLA & BASIE!

When Ella Fitzgerald or Count Basie
step into a recording studio, it's
news. When Ella Fitzgerald and
Count Basie record together, it's an
event! Just such an event occurred
late in July when The First Lady of
Song and Count Basie and his or-
chestra met in New York for three
fabulous sessions. The album could
only be called, ELLA AND BASIE!
The exclamation mark is definitely
part of the title. Quincy Jones did
the arranging in his own Basie
groove. Ella was relaxing between
personal engagements, and having a
ball scatting through the charts as
the band warmed up. Basie and his
band were in rare form, and up for
this summit meeting. The tape fairly
sizzled as Ella swung and the Basie
band cooked. It was a happy, driving
kind of recording experience for all.

At one point Ella got so caught up in
the spirit of things, she took a five-
minute break and penned a set of
Iyrics to Frank Foster’s tune, Shiny
Stockings. The take was so fine it
was picked to open the album.
You'll be hearing it as a single rec-
ord, too. Other good old good ones
explored by Ella and Basie include
'Deed | Do, Ain't Misbehavin', On
The Sunny Side Of The Street, Satin
Doll, Honeysuckle Rose, Dream A
Little Dream Of Me, and Them There
Eyes, among others. All that's miss-
ing are Ella's delighted chuckles,
Basie's big laugh, and the cheers
from the control room. But pick up
on Verve V/V6-4061, ELLA AND
BASIE!, and supply your own ap-
plause. It's that kind of album.

THE JAZZ OF AMERICA IS ON

VERVE RECORDS

Verve Records is a division of Melso-Goldwyn-Mayer. nc,
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“*She who is smiled upon by Zulububu
will soon be blessed with many,
many, many children.” So goes the
bit of tongue-in-cheek primitive folk-
lore printed in its entirety on a tag
around her neck. This charming prim
itive sculpture, reproduced in a style
unspoiled by civilization, stands
Bl inches tall, is made of composi
tion and finished in ebony black, A
devilishly clever gift for newlyweds
. . . they'tl never forgive you for it.
$2 postpaid for U.5. and Canada.
$2,50 for other countries. No C.0.D.'s.

CATALOG —Send for our lat-
esl catalog of fine art reproductions.
Sculptures and paintings especially
selecled for bachelor apartmenis.
Price: $1.
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FAIRY TALES
(continned from page 107)

with the Duke. And if yvou've ever tried
dincing on sand vou know that that's
no mean feat

At any rate, they did other things
besides dance, and as the dock i a
ncarby - ower  struck 12, Citronella
leaped up from her spot on the blanket
next to the Duke.

“Where are you going?” he asked.

“The cdock has just struck 12" she
s,

“S0" he said.

“1 don’t know,” she veplied. “IUs just
a zood dramatic time to leave, that's all,
But I'll stay a week if you like.”

And she did. Then one night while
the Duke was dozing on the blanker,
she got up and ran oft for home. But
unknowingly she had left her biking
behind.

When the Duke awoke he picked up
the bikini and said, “Starting tomorrow
morning I will visic every home lor
miles around., if necessary. I must find
the girl who fits into this bikini and
make her my bride.”

Well, the next morning  the Duke
began his scarch, but it ok a Jot
longer than he had expected. Because
every time a girl removed her clothes
to ty on the bikini, the Duke paused
to spend some time with her.

A [amous French surveyor has esti-
mated  that considering the pace he's
moving at and the direction he's going
in, the Duke should reach Citronella's
house sometime in the spring ol 1991

BENNY-PENNY
THERE WAS ONCE o nice advertising agency
on Park Avenue in New York. All the
prople who worked there had real names,
just as you and 1. But as is the custom in
many such agencies, they called  cach
other by cute micknames.

One  day  an account  exccutive
named Benny-penny was taking a colice
break, when the advertising divector of
Blast Beer. the agency’s biggest account,
witlked  unexpectedly  into his  ofhce.
Benny-penny - wias so nervous e the
sicht of his dlient that he spilled  his
coliee all over the latter’s new Talian
suit. Whercapon in o hie of pique, the
advertising  director, a very lastidious
man, told  Bennv-penny  that he  was
switching  the  account 1o another
agency,

“Der me,” suid - Benny-penny rush-
g out ol his othee, “the Blast Beoy
account is falling. T must tell the presi-
dene”

On his way o the president’s olhee,
denny-penny met the account  super-
visor, Douggic-wouggic. “Where are vou
going. Benny-penny:” asked  Douggic-
wougric,

“1 am going to tell the president

whether you're
off for work
or on the town—
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that the Blast Beer account is falling.”
said Bennyv-penny.

“May | come  with  vou?" asked
Dougzic-wouggzic, not a litde hit dis-
turbed.

“Cortainly,” said Benny-penny,

So Bennv-penny and Donggic-wonggic
went to tell the president thae the Bilast
Beer account was Lalling.

On  their thev mer the
prosident, “Where
vou zoing, Bennv-penny il Donggic-

wiav Vice-

Jobbyv-wobhy, are
wougeic?” asked Babbyawabby,

“We e going 1o tell the president
that the Bhst Beer account is lalling.”
saned Benny-penny and Dougeie-wonggic.

“Alay [ come with vou:” asked Bol-
by-wobby. quite concerned.

“Certainlv,™ said BDennypenuoy
Doursic-wouggic.

and

So Benny-penny. Douggic-wouzgic and
Bobby-wobby went to tell the president
that the Blast Beer account was Falling,

At last they reached the president’s
oflice and buvst in. The Blast Beer ac-
count is  Talli said - Beunyv-penmy,
Douggic-wousgic and  Bohbyv-wobby 1o
the president.

Benuy-penny  then recounted  the
incident m his oflice with the adverus-
ing director. The president immediately
lived Douggic-wouggic and Bobbyv-wobhby
for calling on him without making an
appointment  finst. But he promoted
Bennyv-penny 1o vice-president.

“Be carclul how vou handle
collee  Trom now  on.  Benny-penny,”
saidd the president.

“I will, Daddy-waddy,” said - Benay-
penny.

vour

THE ENCHANTED BULLFROG

IN A KINGpon across the sea there lived a
very beautiful princess. One dav while
she and her vounger sister were wilking
near a swanp, they were attacked by an
angry hornet. The princess was very
Irightened of hornets and threw her anns
around her younger sister and hegan 1o
cry. Suddenly o [t ugly bulllvoy ap-
peared, and with one flick of his tongue

he caprured the hornet and devoured it

“Since I saved vou lrom the hornet,
will you grant me a wishz” jsked the
bullfvog.

“Anvthing, anvthing,”™ said the grate-
Tul princess.

“1 would like to go home with vou
and  live in castle  Tor
months.” said the bulllroys.

The princess was a bit upsct by the
Iroe's unusual wish, bhut she agmreed.
Aund although the sight and feel ol
him repelled her, she picked him up
and brought him home.

For the next few months, agiinst
the wishes of the king, who was puzzled
by his cldest daughter’s avachment 1o
the Irog, the ugly creature lived in the
castle.

vou three

Oune dav while the princess and her
vounger  sister were  strolling on the
castle  lawn, the bulllvog, who
hopping along beside them. siaid o the
princess. “Today my three months in

was

the castle are up. T oam everlastingly
aratelul o yvou for vour Kindness. You
may now  Kiss me, whercnpon 1owill
twrn into o talle handsome prince, amd
we shall be marvied.”

As the princess veathlessly Tified the
bullfroz to Kiss him. the king appeared
and said 1o hev, “What the hell e vou
domg, Daagheers”

“Father, Father” the
princess, “this is anendumed bhullhvog,

saidd excited
As soon s 1 Kiss him e will tarne into
a talll handsome prinee and we shall
b married.”

e

mind:”

vou out ol vour everloving
said the king, “This is the 20th
Coentury, girl! We don't helieve in Lairy

tiles nowadays!”

sut  disreearding  her  Tather’s com-
ments. the princess planted a kiss on
the ugly Tace of the bhulllvog, and lo
and behold — nathing happened!
“I can’t understand it Father,”
the princess. on the verge ol 1ears,

saud
“He

fold me he was really a0 prinee.”

“Oh so now he talks!™ said the King.

“alk 1oy Lher,” said the princess
1o the hrog. “Please, please talk 1o him.”

“Glhnnp” said the bullivog,

The King. o severcly impartial roler,
had the princess conlinad 1w a0 psycho
wind on sodomy cdinges. She is there
1o this dav.

Meanwhile, the princess’ younger sis-
ter has taken over as next in line o
the throne. She wiavels with the royal
jet set. has o ball with young noblemen.,
and absolutely panics her [riends  at
parties with her remankable  [eats of
verriloguism.

~relkes

“I'm tired of being the lesser of lwo evils!”
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Write to Janet Pilgrim for the

Aanswers

to your shopping

questions. She will provide you
with the name of a retail store
in or near your city where you
can buy any of the specialized
items advertised or editorially
featured in PLAYBOY. For
example, where-to-buy
information is available for the
merchandise of the advertisers
in this issue listed below.
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Amblers Slacks ... .. .. 67
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PLAYBOY’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK
BY PATRICK CHASE

WE WARMLY ENDORSE a trek south of the
border this yuletide season into Mexico,
Central or South America. In Mexico
City, Xmas marks the spot with decora-
tive pageantry and a hvperactive night
life that runs the gamut from black-tie
allairs to traditonally informal cantina
hopping. Manvy of the top night-club acts
here are [reshly arvived [rom the inter-
national film [estival at Acapuleo, a
saudy beach ball well worth a look be-
fore its earlv-December closing. Among
the less touristed Mexican locales that
assume a special seasonal glow with can-
dlclit  posada  processions are cobbled
Guanajuato and San Miguel de Allende,
both of which memorably fuse the feel
ol colonial Spain with ageless Indian
beauty. If vou're motoring through Mex-
ico, you'll find excellent accommodations
ranging from small country inns like the
Hacienda Chorillo at Taxco and the Villa
Montana at Santa Maria near Morelia
to the big country resorts like Ixtapan de
In Sal and San Jos¢ Purua: the lawer
boasts sparkling mineral-water baths in
private pools just big enough for two.
Central America is an area 1o much
neglected by Americans, considering its
proximity, color and comforts. In Pan-
YL for I'.‘Xilllll)l(_‘. }'Oll may ﬁl)Clld an ox-
hilarating weekend in Panama City, a
[estive all-night town with government
regulated gambling at the main hotels
and several ol the beter nighe clubs,
then fly off to recuperate at the new
Panamanian  hshing  resort, Club  de
Pesca. Olfering cosmopolitan accommo-
clitions in a jungle setting on the re-
mote, mountiin-backed shore ol Pinas
Bay, the club is accessible, via its own

NEXT MONTH:

amphibious flving boat, from Panama.
Though 1%0 miles from civilization,
this superlative Shangri-La pampers its
euests with air-conditioned chalets built
around a plush bayshore clubhouse, and
also has excellent cuisine to comple-
ment its basic raison d'éire: the unparal-
leled fishing in the bay for black marlin,
sailfish, roosterfish and amberjack which
has resulted in 10 international game-
fish records. The tariff is 540 a day for
two, plus a boat for your own use at
about S100 per day.

Another oitbeat but bright Christmas
may be enjoved [arther to the south in
the high heart of the Chilean Andes, an
area perfectly suited for trout fishing and
leisurely lakeside resorting. A reward-
ing itinerary for this littde-known region
might run thusly: from Santiago make
the morning’s drive to the Antumalan
Lodge in Pucon on the shores of Lake
Villarrica, where the Liucura and Tran-
cura Rivers are alive with what some
consider the world’s scrappiest rainhow
and brown trout: press on through the
colonial town of Osorno for a stay at the
supcrl) resort hotel of Puyehue, a lake-
side, mountiain-set spa; head on into the
Chilean lake country to Puerto Montt
for a local clambake called a curanto;
and then journey by road and lake
steamer across the horder into Argentina,
In all this arca. our favorite stop-ofl is
the Swissstvled town of San Carlos de
Bariloche in Argentina, which offers a
surfeit ol scenery and the fine Llvo Llao
Hotcl (with casino).

For further information on any of the
above, write to Playboy Readey Sevo
ice, 232 K. Ohio St..Chicago, 16061 1. ﬂ

“THE GIRLS OF CANADA"—A 12-PAGE PICTORIAL PORTFOLIO SALUT-
ING OUR NORTHERN NEIGHBOR'S COMELIEST CHICKS

“LAFCADIO”—AN ILLUSTRATED UNCLE SHELBY FABLE FOR ADULTS BY
PLAYBOY'S UNABASHED AESOP--SHEL SILVERSTEIN

JIMMY HOFFA SPEAKS OUT—THE TEAMSTERS' CONTENTIOUS KINGPIN
IS EXPLOSIVELY CANDID IN AN EXCLUSIVE PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

“HALLUCINOGENS"--THE PROS AND CONS, HISTORY AND FUTURE
POSSIBILITIES OF VISION-INDUCING PSYCHOCHEMICALS--BY ALDOUS
HUXLEY, DAN WAKEFIELD, ALAN HARRINGTON

U.S. SKIING—WHERE YOU'LL FIND THE SWIFTEST RUNS, HANDSOMEST
HOSTELRIES AND MOST BEGUILING SNOW BUNNIES



““You were born for a bulldozer, not an attache case, dear...”

In fact, your mother would faint dead away if she knew what | see in her precious

spic-and-span son. | can look right through all those ivy-covered degrees of yours and see you
moving mountains. It's your vitality. Your crackle. Your spirit. Ever wonder why | buy you

Van Heusen 417 shirts? Spirit. That's why. There's a special kind of power in those stripes.
An insolent nonchalance in the authentic roll of that button-down collar. And that tapered fit . ..

mmmmm . .. no bunchy middle-aged look for you! Van Heusen 417 is not tailored for your

mother's musty mahogany-paneled son. They're made for my husband. A powerhouse.

vaN HEUSEN/AaA17T
younger by design

and Lady Van Heyzen sh




of the top10

fllter brands

do you think
should
smoke?

c 1963 P. Lorillard Co

Kent with the MICRONITE Balance is the key word Because you can  So, if you smoke a filter cigarette (or even

go too far in either direction if you don't). don't you think you should
Filter offers smokers the Lonllard Research developed the Micronite ~ Smoke Kent?
filter to do a good job in filtration That stands
. . FOR BOTH MILDNESS
best balance of filtration to reason But they never forgot the fact that

: AND SATISFYING TASTE
real smoking pleasure calls for sausfying SMOKE KENT

and mild, satisfying taste taste as well

THE FINER Tkl B FEllL. T E R, IHE MILDER T™H E TASTE
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